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Your Skin is
Smoother, Softer, too,
with just One Cake

of Camay!

You're the object of attentions and affections when
your skin is soft and lovely! So isn’t it wonderful that
just one cake of Camay can give your skin a softer,
smoother look. Put aside careless cleansing—go on
the Camay Mild-Soap Diet! Follow directions on the
Camay wrapper and watch your beauty bloom!

MRS. WILLIAM ALBERT TRISCHETT
the former Dorothy Bertuch of Mt. Vernon, N. Y

bridal pertrait painted byDnM
MEET THE TRISCHETTS

Back at Dartmouth after a long tour overseas,
Bill asked Dorothy, his high school

sweetheart, to the Winter Carnival, Then g
and there they decided their romance was

real! Dorothy set a date,
q‘ | THE 5040 TIFUL WOMEN

Now Bill gives

Dorothy golf lessons near their Hanover
home. He's helped her game, And her beauty
tip can help your complexion:—"Go on the
Camay Mild-Soap Diet for a softer skin!™




0u make 8
lovely eouple, Tt [

GIRL: Me and the Falls, you mean?
CUPID: Who else? Funny thing, though, some girls
come here with busbands. Honeymooning, 1 think
they call it. Bur, of course, they're girls with
sparkling smiles.
GIRL: Listen, my fine feathered fiend, if T could coax
a little sparkle into my smile, 1 would, believe me!
I brush my teeth regularly, butall I get is—

CUPID: Maybe some “pink” on your tooth brush?

! ii' - ) '}l
GIRL: Bright, aren’t you...and what's a littde “pink”
in my young life?
CUPID : Grow up, youngster. “Pink” is a sign to see
your dentist, He'll tell you what's behind it. And if it
turns out to be simply a case of soft foods robbing
your gums of exercise, he may suggest “the helpful
stimulation of Ipana and gentle massage.”

GIRL: Fine, fine ... but by what higher mathematics a na

does all this add up to one big, bright smile?

Product of
Bristol-Myers

CUPID: Elementary, my dear witless. Sparkling smiles % )
depend largely on firm, healthy gums. So, if your dentist : v’
advises massage, go to it, gal. g out of 10 dentists today do 1%" yaur
recommend gum massage ... regularly or in special cases,
according to a just-completed nationwide survey. ’
And what's more, they prefer Ipana Tooth Paste gm‘ '@ O‘F 'Bea u%
Y .

2 to 1 for their own personal use.

HOW TO MASSAGE YOUR GUMS. Genrl y mas-
sage at the gum line, always keeping fingertip
in contact with the rooth surface. It’s at the gum
line, where teeth and gums meet, that so many  ———
troubles start — where gentle massage can be so —
helpful. Between regular wisits to your dentist, belp S
bim guard your smile of beauty.
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Want More Flavor? ASK FOR FLEER'S

FRANK H. FLEER CORP. - PHILA. =« PA.

ALSO MAKERS OF FLEER'S DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM »




Camn ing Neatl NMontte

Living Portraits:  Backstage

Wife (Mary Noble as played

by Claire Neisen)

OLLECT your wits and grade your fa-
vorites: in next month’s Radio Mir-
ror you'll find the first ballol in the
First Annual Radio Mirror Awards, ready
and waiting for you to make your marks
and mail back to us. Directions will sit be-
side the ballot; be sure to read them before
you plunge.
- *
Lorenzo Jones, always in and out of some
domestic embroilment, gets into a par-
ticularly dangerous one, the course of
which you can follow in four pages of ex-
citing pictures. We'll say only that many
a marriage has broken up for less trouble
than the Joneses have in our Radio Mirror
Picture-Story—but since Lorenzo’s in-
volved it ends up, as do most of his difficult
moments, more laughable than tragic.
L] - . N
In Living Portraits it's Backstage Wife,
with Mary and Larry Noble featured in
two brilliant, true-to-life full color por-
traits to add to your framed collection,
and black and white pictures of the others
who make the Nobles’ lives so stimulating.
L] * *
Visit Jack Benny—in color; read the very
special story built around the beloved
characters of The Guiding Light; examine,
in For Better Living, actress Julie Stevens'
house-of -the-future. But before you do any-
thing else, find the ballot in November
Radio Mirror and use it, right away quick!

HADIO MIRROR, published mnnll‘ll by
MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC., ork, N, ¥,
seneral Businoss, l‘Alllu 1al and Atl\'ﬂ-runlnu lJIﬁ:in .'lni Fm:
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n.m_rnrlm and Drawings are submitted at the
my effort ulll it made Lo return those found
(T | first class postage
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You've picked a perfect silent partner, Honey. Mum not
only protects your work-a-day charm, but keeps you
sweet and dainty after hours, too.

It's foolish for any girl to take chances with underarm
odor. A bath washes away past perspiration, but Mum
prevents risk of future offense.

/e 8 sa@tﬂ;_\qrs*t .gfrl u)i__t_fru__

e
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Pma'ﬂc: a)‘ Bmm Myers

“m safe for charm Mum :hecks_ perspiration odnr,.&eeps un-

derarms dainty all day or evening.

3 No irritating crystals. Snow-white Mum is
um Sﬂf& fOI' Sklll gentle, harmless to skin.

No harsh ingredients in Mum to rot or dis-

Mum safe for clothes color fine fabrics. Economical Mum doesn’t

; dry out in the jar. Quick, easy fo use, even
after you'‘re dressed.



At three. Billy McCord has his mother and dad on the merry-go-round!
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N 1934, when Bill McCord was a student at Purdue
] University in Indiana, a friend asked him to attend

a college radio station audition, Bill did, tried out
for a dramatic part, won the role and gave up engineer-
ing. Just like that.

Writing, acting and announcing consumed most of
Bill's extra-curricular hours for the ,remainder of his
collegiate career.

His suitcases packed for the trip back to Purdue come
sophomore year, Bill received a radio offer from a
Spokane station, near his home town, Colville.

He took the announcing post, stayed in Spokane three
yvears and then moved to Portland, Oregon, for another
year,

WLW beckoned in 1940 and Bill joined the staff in
Cincinnati during August. There he announced a num-
ber of top programs.

Then the war was impending, so McCord enlisted in
the Air Forces and spent eight months working for the
War Department in Washington, D. C., before his call
came. From cadet to lieutenant, he spent the next four
vears flving and teaching others how to fly.

During that Army career came another turning point
for Lt. Bill McCord. That was a spring evening in
Minneapolis in 1942, In a night club with friends, Bill
noticed the lovely young lady singing with Art Van
Damme’s trio. In fact, Bill returned to the same
table every evening during his Minneapolis stay, just

Bill is announcer for WLW's

Platter Time and Moon River,

Ann, with Bill on Moon River.

also has a Saturday program.

to listen to and win a smile from Ann  Ryan.

A few months later Bill and Ann were married. And
Ann became an Army wife, at Riverside, California,
where Bill was a pilot-instructor in heavy bombers. It
was there Ann had her first radio program—a five-day-
a-week, 15-minute spot of popular songs. This nicely
supplemented her pre-war vocal training: night club
“single” work plus singing with a dance band.

With the war's end, Bill came down from the “Wild
Blue Yonder” and back to radio, at Springfield, Mo.,
where he served a year as program director. Ann be-
came the station's featured singer, and Bill announced
a weekly network show on which she was a singing star.

After a year of “reconversion” training in Springfield,
Bill returned to WLW. There, too, Mrs. McCord was
awarded her own program, this time a Saturday show
of popular songs. Ann sings, too, on Morning Matinee,
%53_% AM. EST, as well as on Moon River, 12:05 P.M.,

Bill is night-time announcer, handling Platter Time,
Moon River and other late WLW shows.

Off-mike Ann is an energetic seamstress and home-
maker; Bill likes reading, driving and sight-seeing.

Three-year-old Billy McCord is a diplomatic young-
ster. He pleases both mother and dad when he lisps
that his ambition is “to sing and talk on the radio.”

And with all that talent around him, Billy will un-
doubtedly be a radio headliner in a decade or two.
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A 8 Kathryn stood there, waiting for the boy she
loved to waltz her into the glittering ballroom,
she knew this was her night of nights.

Never had she felt so completely happy or
looked so immaculately fresh and sweet.

Indeed that eternal freshness was one of
Kathryn's charms. It was :-imlltrlllill;,: that she
strove for, recognizing it almost as a passport to
the popularity she had known since her teens.

Just to look at her was to realize that here was
a girl far too clever, far too fastidious to ever take
chances with off-color breath (halitosis).

Can You Be Sure?

Can you say as much for yourself? Do you fool-
ishly take your breath for granted? Well . , , don’t!

=y e Bl S S

One little offense (and vou may not know when
you're guilty) ean stamp you as a person to avoid.

Follow the delightful precaution that countless
popular people take . . . Listerine Antiseptic night
and morning and between times when you want
to be at your best, While sometimes systemie,
most cases of halitosis, say some authorities, are
due to the bacterial fermentation of tiny food
particles elinging to mouth surfaces. Listerine An-
tiseptic halts such fermentation, and then over-
comes the odors fermentation causes.

LamBERT PHarmacan Co., St. Louis, Missouri



IT PAYS

to buy two packages
instead of only one.

PREPAREDNESS,

when you need relief,
means half the battle won

| keep an £X7RA package
Of Alka-Seltzer near.
And when a headache
threatens--| soon get
o In the cleavr,

Of course | keep an £X7TRA,
And after all.-why not ?
If Acid Indigestion comes
I'm“Johnny-on-the-Spot”

| hate discomforts of a COLD
A sniffle, snuff or sneeze.
That's why | keep an £X7RA
For just such times as these.

Alka-Seltzer can be so helpful in
80 many ways in your home, you
will find it wise always to have
an EXTRA package handy.
Why not do as thousands do: —
Instead of buying one, buy two!
All drugstores. 60c —30c — and
the new purse and pocket size.

l Alka-Seltzer

6

RECOMMENDED (
By KEN ALDEN

DAYE ROSE:

MGM shows what their talented conductor-composer can do with
an all string orchestra and this album has eight fine demonstrations,
including “Holiday For Strings” and the unforgettable “Laura.”
LES BROWN:

The reliable Les Brown has collected eight of his best tunes and
Columbia has made an album out of them. The orchesira is in fine
fettle. Best bet, the dreamy. *Out of Nowhere.”

DINAH SHORE-FRANK SINATRA:

A top-combine, they get together to help the Damon Runyon
Cancer Fund and the results are magnificent. The pair do “My
Romanee™ and “Tea For Two.” A must.

JACK TEAGARDEN:

A Victor Hot Jazz classic-with Mr. T singin’ and trombonin® on
“Say It Simple” and *Jam Session at Victor.” Both good.
SKITCH HENDERSON:

A new and good band emphasizing Skitch’s Steinwayward tinklings,
plays “Dancing With a Deb.,” and “Dream On A Summer Night.”
Interesting dance tempos. (Capitol.)

ART LUND:

MGM’s carefree crooner clicks again with “Naughty Angeline”
and “What Are You Doing New Year's Eve.”

ZIGGY ELMAN:

A new version of this trumpeter’s unforgettable *And the Angels
Sing” is worth having, as is “Three Little Words.” (MGM.)
BUDDY CLARK-XAVIER CUGAT:

A neat doubleheader has Clark and The Rumba King doing “Story
of Sorrento” and the guaracho, “Hugo and Igo.” (Columbia.)
Mr. C. evidently likes team work for on another Columbia dise
he joins up with Eddy Duchin on “After Graduation Day” and
“Je Vous Aime.”

CAB CALLOWAY:

Familiar stuff with “The Jungle King” and “Give Me Twenty
Nickels For A Dollar.” (Columbia.) Victor's Count Basie also
handles the former tune in ship-shape boogie style, For jazz
collectors, Columbia has just issued a new collection of early
Duke Ellington recordings which have never been released.
BUDDY COLE:

For something different try Capitol’s album of organ console
stvling by this talented West Coaster. Among the tunes in this
album are “Mood Indigo.” “Sleepy Time Gal” and “Good Night
Sweetheart.”

BENNY GOODMAN:

Reliable jozz with “Tattletale” and the imperishable “Dizzy
Fingers.” (Capitol.)

FRANK LOESSER:

The talented composer sings his own new novelty “Bloop Bleep”
and it’s good fun. (MGM.) Woody Herman picks up the same
tune for Columbia and does the plaintive “Baby, Come Home"
on the reverse,

JOHNNY DESMOND:

Excellent swooning by this ex-GI as he gives ont with “If It’s
True” and “Just Plain Love.” The Page Cavanaugh Trio back him
up admirably. (Victor.) On their own Victor disc, the threesome
run through *“Triskaidekaphobia”™ and “Love’s Got Me In a
Lazy Mood.”

THE KING COLE TRIO:

They come up with two more winners, “Naughty Angeline” and
“That’s What.,” (Capitel.)
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My Beauty Facials give skin
fresh new Loveliness,"says is tamous star

Lovely Joan Caulfield tells you how she takes her Active-
lather facials with Lux Toilet Soap: “Just smooth Lux
Soap’s fragrant creamy lather well into your skin. Rinse
with warm water, a dash of cold. As you pat gently to dry,
skin is smoother, more appealing.”

It's thrilling when he whispers
“You're beautiful ! In recent
tests of Lux Toilet Soap facials
by skin specialists, actually

3 out of 4 complexions improved
in a short time!

Don’t let neglect cheat you of Romance. You’'ll find
Joan Caulfield is right when she says “My Lux Soap
beauty care will make you lovelier tonight!™

O out of 10 Screen Stars use Lux Toilet Soap — L Gt ave Lovesier/
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7//¢u-qurd ” ’thng is Mon.-Wed.-Fri. vocalist on Club 15,
alternating with Patti Claytonon Tues-Thurs. It's CBS,7:30 P.M.
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\
Jﬂ"’!'f}' Q"“f} runs his band through

a Club 15 special, eueing Crosby. Whiting.

singing success with her own commercial program

and a string of Capitol record hits to prove it, comes
as no surprise to those well-informed about the
Whiting background. The 21-year-old blonde from
Hollywood via Detroit, they will tell you, was born
with the traditional silver spoon in her mouth.

But Margaret, who's always carefree and un-
inhibited, in love with the world and completely
happy with the way her career has progressed thus
far, is quick to become serious, if only for a moment,
when this point is brought up.

“I almost gagged on that silver spoon,” she protests.
“Nobody believed I wanted to work and slave for a
career, You don't have to work for a living, they said,
so stop messing around with show business.”

Among those who gave this advice were the friends
of her father, the late great song writer Richard
Whiting who made a fortune fashioning such hits as
“Sleepy Time Gal,” “Louise,”” “Beyond the Blue
Horizon,” “Guilty,” “She’s Funny That Way,"
“Japanese Sandman,” “Till We Meet Again” and
dozens of other favorites. They were such redoubtable
fellows as Al Jolson, Eddie Cantor, Buddy De Sylva,
Johnny Mercer, Hollywood director Leo MeCarey,
and others of tremendous influence in radio, record
and music cireles.

“They were always at the house, for Dad was a great
one for throwing parties. And they loved me like their
own daughters but they made the business tougher
than if I'd been a complete unknown,” she claims,

Finally Johnny Mercer stepped into the picture. If

THAT bright-eyed Margaret Whiting is a spectacular

you are familiar with Mr. Mercer's accomplishments
then you know that he is a songwriter, singer, actor,
radio comedian and record company executive. On
Margaret's behalf he proved to be a fine adviser and
coach. On his recommendation she was given a sus-
taining program. Nice work on that show led to brief
appearances with Ransom Sherman and later on the
Jack Carson show. At 16 she won the vocalist's spot on
the Hit Parade but was fired after four or five weeks
because of lack of experience.

At this point the chorus of “I-told-you-sos” reached
a high crescendo. Young Margaret was a failure so
perhaps she would devote herself to school and dances
and all the normal interests that young daughters of
well-to-do families pursue.

Margaret could have suffered a while, accepted
defeat and then enjoyed a peaceful and sheltered life
at home, Instead she threw the challenge right back
in the teeth of her detractors. She applied for and
won the toughest job a singer could ask for as
vocalist with Freddie Slack’s band. Slack was then
enjoying a measure of success but what made it tough
for Margaret was that the band was confining its
personal appearances almost exclusively to one-night
engagements. This meant constant traveling on long
journeys between towns, little or no sleep, bad hotel
accommodations and few personal comforts.

They predicted she'd last a week but Margaret
stayed with the band for over a year, and with it
developed the warm, intimate tones that have made
her one of the leading vocalists of the day. More, she
learned to sing with a beat and project that beat to

ﬁoé C)ra.}gy who M.Cs Club 15, and Margaret, both

with singing in the blood, work out some good blends.

esle

< 'y
jAs I/fm/rrm'u'm‘.i _Johnny Drake, Harold Dickinson,

Francis Scott behind Ralph Brester, Virginia Maxey.

the listeners, a trick that distinguishes the top singers
from the rank and file. To aspiring young vocalists,
Margaret’s advice is to work with a ban§ to get to
feel how musicians in the band play with a beat and
to learn how to get it into one’s vocal interpretation.

What really won attention and stirred her dad's
pals out of their lethargy were the fine recordings
she made with Slack. For the first time everybody

in Hollywood who knew Margaret realized that she |

had worked and sweated it out just as she said she
would and that she now could sing with the major
leaguers, Buddy De Sylva and the ever-present
Johnny Mercer were now the heads of Capitol Rec-
ords, a new firm they had catapulted from obscurity
to fourth place among all record companies. In one of
their typically alert and smart moves they signed
Margaret to a contract.

“There was a thrill for you,” laughs Margaret.
“Now I knew I had proved to them how important
singing was to me.”

Getting places is one thing. Continuing to progress
is another and Margaret has done just that not only
by improving her voice but by keeping her eye on
her objective from all angles. Although still new to
show business, comparatively, Margaret has more
friends and well-wishers than most veterans,

Margaret solidified her small measure of success
by blithely walking into the recording studios and
casually singing a tune which she had barely re-

hearsed. She had been meticulous, however, with the '

reverse side, the Irving Berlin oldie “How Deep Is
The Ocean.” Everybody felt the record would stand



WISH T HATED EM!
THEN THIS FREEZE-OUT
YOUR SISTERS

HANDING ME WOULDNT
. HITME SO HARD!

IM IN BAD WITH 515, TOCL
SHE WANTS YOUTO
SEE YOUR DENTIST ABOUT
BAD BREATH, BUT WHEN
1 5AID ID TELLYOU—
SHE JUMPED ALL OVER ME!

TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND
COLGATE DENTAL CREAMI FOR SCIENTIFIC
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 70UT OF 10 CASES,
COLGATES INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH
THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH!

o = B o :

Colgate Dental Cream’s active penetrating
foam gets into hidden crevices between teeth
—helps clean out decaying food particles—
stop stagnant saliva odors—remove the cause
of much bad breath. And Colgate’s soft pol-
ishing'agent cleans el.mmefig thoroughly,
gently an% safelyl”

HER KID BROTHER'S TIP-OFF SHOWED ME HOW
TO GET THE TREATMENT IM GETTING NOW!

COLGATE
DENTAL CREAM

Cleans Your Breath
While It Cleans
Your Teeth!

Always vse

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM

after you eat and before
every dote

Facing the Music

or fall on that particular number and
the other side didn’t count at all since
it was one of the obscure numbers by
Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammer-
stein II, from the motion picture, “State
Fair.”

The tune was “It Might As Well Be
Spring” and because she hadn't pre-
pared for it, Margaret thinks ifs success
was a freak. The record, on which she
was billed under orchestra leader Paul
Weston’s name, quickly rose to first
place in 1945-46 and mmade Margaret
the new girl vocal discovery of that
period.

When Margaret arrived in New York
for a vacation she was hardly prepared
for the reception she received from
radio sponsors. Before she had a chance
to see the town she was offered and
accepted a spot on a new variety show
on NBC. In a short while she had
another NBC show, Celebrity Club. By
the end of the season another of her

‘dad’s pals had switched from scoffer to

booster when Eddie Cantor signed her
as the singing star for the 1946-47
season on his radio show. Now, she’s
winning plaudits for her work on Club
15 which she shares with M.C. Bob
Crosby on CBS.

Margaret remains unaffected by the
limelight for she has the kind of warm,
vibrant personality that can take success
in stride. She's not thinking of marriage

et.

“I'm still waiting,” she laughs, “for
the boy I always sing my songs to.”

Get her started and she’ll talk all day
long about her family. She loves them
all and never stops shouting their
praises. But most importantly she
cherishes the memory of her dad who
died at the age of 45, at the height of
his career, Margaret was only 14 at
the time.

Ever since she was old enough to
carry a tune, her dad spent hours every
day going over the scores of Broadway
shows with her. And he never sub-
mitted a song to a publisher without
first playing it for little Margaret and
winning her approval. He never thought
her voice was extraordinary but he
marveled at its true pitch. e taught
her the importance of the lyrics in a
song as well as the music.

Margaret is keeping his memory alive
in the best way she knows. She recently
established a music publishing firm
dedicated to reviving her father's com-
positions. She also has urged the
American Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers to establish, in
her father’s name, an annual Musical
Oscar for singers, One
of her ambitions is to
record an album of
her favorite tunes
written by Mr. Whit-
ing. This project has
the sanction and ap-
proval of her record
sponsors and will soon
be accomplished.

Says Margaret: “1
never made a record
or sang a song on the
air that I didn’t won-
der and hope that dad
would approve of the
way I’ hac}t supg it

Re-issues of old
records featuring
singers who are stars
today, but were virtu-

Sensational was Vie Damone’s first
show, Saturday at 10 P.M. EST.

ally unknown when these original discs
were made, are making guite a hit with
music fans but causing much feudin’
and a-fightin’ among the record com-
panies.

Victor, which reaps a harvest with its
talented Perry Como, is not happy about
the fact that Decca is re-issuing a flock
of old Ted Weems records which feature
Como, made when Como was a
member of Ted's band at $75 a week.
And Columbia has Decca mad because
the former outfit is re-issuing a number
of very old Bing Croshy platters. Such
goings on!

" * »

Ginny O'Connor, vocalist with the
Tex Beneke band, has left the organiza-
tion to marry the orchestra’s pianist,
Hank Mancini. x

&

The King Sisters believe in doing
things together. Alyece recently gave
birth to her second baby boy. Luise is
expecting her bundle from heaven any
day now, Yvette about a month later
and Donna before Thanksgiving rolls
around.

* & *

Al Jolson reversed himself and heads
his own show next Fall on NBC’s
coveted Music Hall. He is in New
York now conferring with advertising
agency officials on the format of the
program. One thing is certain. Expen-
sive guest stags wil*l be *used.

A heavy promotional buildup will be
given to Beryl Davis, British singing
import by Victor records and NBC. The
stunning brunette gained attention
during the war when she sang for our
troops stationfd irl England.

®

Despite two more operations, doctors
are confident lovely and courageous
Jane Froman will be well enough to
resume her singing career by late Fall.
If you remember, Jane survived a USO
plane crash several years ago when
she was enroute to the fighting fronts.
The injury was almost fatal, has to
date made thf star* an anvalid.

Two Broadway singing stars who
have yet to click on radio, Ethel Mer-
man and Gertrude Niesen, are deter-
mined to get sponsors next season. Both
are quietly auditioning radio program
jdeas which will serve as starring

vehicles.
= * &

The dance band business, already in
serious doldrums, has received another
financial blow. Many important the-
aters have abandoned their band stage
shows due to lack of
cash cl;stor*ners‘.

Plans by a large
advertising agency to
present a full hour
weekly series of radio
versions of popular
movie music have
been abandoned due
to the high cost of
musicians and royal-
ties.
= * *

Latest thing in the
disc jockey field will
be a platter series on
Mutual just for chil-
dren, m.c.d by Frank
Luther, one of the best
known singers of kid-
die songs.
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Abbott and Costello
telescope their activities,
picking up a mid-day

snack and some trade

news at the same time,

Narrator John Daly, Producer Robert Shayon do
intensive research for CBS Is There history-dramas.

'S a long shot that Margaret Truman, the President’s

daughter, will be featured on a radio show this Fall

The rumors are still traveling around, but lots of
smarties are inclined to take Miss Truman at her oft-
repeated word, that she doesn’t intend to make any defi-
nite commitments until after the elections.

“ * *

Rumors are also rife thal Billy Rose—our favorite
columnist, but perhaps better known to you as the guy
in back of the “Diamond Horseshoe'” and the World’s
Fair Aquacade—is going to buy into the ABC network.
So far, Billy ain’t telling, one way or the other.

L] - -

Another new car owner we've heard from is Arthur
Gaeth, Mutual commentator, and he's not walking on
air, He got one, at last, only it's going to take him
months to locate and learn the functions of all the new
gadgets on it. He’s found some of them but hasn’t the
slightest idea what they're for, and he swears that there
are some fixings on his car according to the booklet that
‘came with it, which he has still to see
with the naked eye. It's such a me-
chanical age, isn't it?

L] L] &

For years now, the movies and the
stage have been playing so fast and
loose with themes and characters with
psychological problems, that it’s good
to know that somebody takes such
things seriously enough to make sure
he's presenting as factual a picture of
disturbed minds, as possible.

Sherman H. Dryer, who produces the Mutual show,
Shadows of the Mind, is such a person. In his desire to
dramatize the stories which are written from factual
and scientific case histories with the utmost accuracy, Mr.
Dryer has an eminent psychiatrist at every program re-
hearsal, who checks on performances as well as on the
seripts, to make sure they're true to life. A definite
scietntiﬁc pattern is followed in preparing each broad-
cast.

Dryer, one of the most respected producers in radio,
was once a college professor, which may account for this
passion for authenticity and background work. What-
ever it is, it is welcome in the entertainment fields,
all of them, where there has been a sloppy tendency to
make all neurotics and psychotics into Dr. Jekyll-Mr.
Hyde types, designed to scare and horrify, but not to
educate the general public on the real problems of mal-
adjusted persons. And that’s a job that needs doing, be-
cause only when the public begins to get understanding
and knowledge will many people, who are now neglected
or hidden away by shamed relatives, begin to get the
kind of help they need, as soon as they begin to

need it.
- " *

There's a lady out in Hollywood who worries more
about her son’s weight than he does—and he's a constant
worrier, vocally, on that subject, even on the air. She's
Mrs. Bessie Alexander, the mother of Heart's Desire Ben
Alexander, and she's always after him to get him to
stop mentioning his welght on the show. She’s
?_\l:'fully bothered about what people must think he looks

ike.

L L3 -

Gene Hamilton, symphony-commentator extraor-

SN@W FROM COAST to COAST

dinary, is sporting a lucky charm these days. It rarely
happens, but it happened to him—he found a pearl in an
oyster, and he's hoping that wearing it will attract more
of same.

*® * L

Listening to Jack Bailey on the Queen for a Day show
yvou'd never suspect that anything could ever embarrass
him—or ever did. It's not so. Seems that on a job in
the early days of the war, he was plenty embarrassed.

It was his first night on a new job as a disc jockey
for KHJ in Los Angeles. And just that night, there had
to be a blackout, something he'd never tried to work
through before. His troubles got bigger when the studio
door opened suddenly and a stranger walked in. Jack
says he.yelled, “Get out of here! Can't you see I've got
my hands full without people hanging around?” The
man got out—but the next day Jack found out that the
stranger was the station manager who'd come five miles
through the blackout to check emergency studio opera-
tions,

t » "

Met an out of town radio engineer recently named Jim
Dickens, who did a bit of tale-telling about the floods
last Spring out in Iowa that made our hair stand on end.
It wasn’t enough that he was isolated at the transmitter
site by the flood waters, but, as the water seeped into the
transmitter house, he had to divide his time between
watching his “on the air” signals, bailing out the house
and shooting deadly water moccasins, 17 of them before
the water began to recede and stop floating them into the
transmitter. That’s what we call devotion to duty. One
of those babies would have been enough to send us row-
ing away from that place fast. (Continued on puge 70)

Family party at the

Waldorf’s Wedgwood Room—
Vicki and Jack Smith

hosted Jack’s parents, Mr.

and Mrs. W. R. Smith.

Gene Autry (heard on CBS, Sunday nights) and a
fluffy friend greet a waiting group of fans.

From Bob Ripley's vast Chinese art collection:

vase bearing one thousand “Good Luck™ characters,
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Joseph Hainline, heard eve-

nings at 6 and 9, over WJR.

Lieutenant Hainline broadcast from Suribachi.

—and from Iwo Jima, via Army mobile short wave.

—and was aboard the Missouri when Japan quit.

14

—and now DETROTT

has a large storehouse of authoritative information
for the goodwill station’s broadeasts commemorating
VJ-Day.

About this time in 1945 (September 2nd to be exact)
war correspondent Joseph Hainline was on the battle-
ship Missouri watching General MacArthur and the com-
bined staffs accept the Japanese surrender.

Immediately after the formalities, Hainline described
the event for NBC over a four network hook-up with
overwhelming enthusiasm and feeling. He had a good
reason to be more elated, perhaps, than other corre-
spondents over the formal termination of hostilities for
he had fought the Japs for over a vear as a second
lieutenant in the Infantry. He could well visualize thou-
sands of fatigued doughboys breathing easily once more
and saying “At last we've got it made—we’ll be able to
go home and see the good ole USA again!”

Hainline was forced to retire from the Army because
of an injury. When that happened, he took the next
best thing to fighting Japs—that was telling the people
back home what a shellacking our American boys were
giving them!

As NBC representative in the Central Pacific, he was
assigned to the Navy. He reported fleet operations at
Iwo Jima, Okinawa, and the Third Fleet attacks on
Japan, then the Japanese surrender aboard the Missouri.
He also spent some time in Japan during the early days
of the occupation.

Returning to the United States in early 1946 he was
assigned first to Cleveland, then to the NEC newsroom
in New York, where he reported the opening sessions
of the United Nations.

However, in September 1946, Hainline decided the
middle-west was the best home for a mid-westerner so
he came to WJR Detroit. In the past six months, he and
Mrs. Hainline, whose home is Tulsa, Oklahoma, have
acquired a German Shepherd dog named Herman and
a home in Melvindale suburb.

They look forward to settling-down in Detroit for a
long, long time. They have done their quota of traveling.
In four years of married life, they’ve lived in no less
than 33 different towns and cities. It’s high time, they
think, to settle down. So midwesterners will probably
be hearing Joseph Hainline on WJR’s 6 o’clock and 11
o’clock newscasts for guite a while.

JOSEPH HAINLINE, WJR’s penetrating newscaster,




What's this paper doll trying to do?

[0 Get into print
O Scoop the news
O A slight-of-hand trick

Ma Nature gave this little girl a great big
hand. Outsize paws seem smaller if you
make them less conspicuous. With one
hand, practice crumpling a sheet of news-
paper into a ball, That’s a trick to limber
hands, lend them grace (a confidence
builder!). At ""those” times, too, you can
gain self-assurance —with Kotex, and that
exclusive safety center. Because it gives extra
protection, it’s a can’t-miss for confidence.

Will you score with your stadium squire,
if you're
[0 Cheer-happy
[0 Sweef and silent
O A quiz kid

Gals should know football! — squires com-
Block that "“kick™— by boning up,

the game!

lain.
forehand. Then get with

Which type calls for this neckline ?

O Pudge
O Pee-wee
O TNT

Scarves are neckline news again. Top ’em
off with a fancy stickpin — maybe made
from your own sorority pin. But mind
you — chin-chucking scarves are not for
the short or chubby. It’s the TNT gal (rall
'n’ terrific) who can best wear the style
shown here. And by the way, it's smart to
know Kotex comes in sizes! 3 of "em! S0 —
from Regular, Junior and Super you can
choose the napkin suited to you.

Have fun! Better to cheer your head off

than be sweetly mute or a guestion-box

And
you.

blissful comfort, from

whistle!

More women choose KOTEX*
than all other sanitary napkins

don’t let ecalendar interference faze
Just depend on Kotex: it's made to
stay soft while you wear it. And teamed with
a Kotex Sanitary Belt (all-elastic — snug-
fitting — adjustable!) Kotex keeps you in

kickoff to final

What the lonesome lass lacks is—

O Goldilocks
[0 Good standing
[0 Gorgeous gams

It takes more than honey-hued tresses and
trim pegs to make an impression. Avoid
that Leaning Tower look. Since it comes
from toting textbooks on one favored side
— shift the ballast! Good standing im-
proves your poise. Of course, poise is
yours for the asking on difficult days —
when you've asked for Kotex. Naturally!
Because Kotex is the napkin with flat
pressed ends that prevent telltale outlines.

NS

3 guesses
What girjg
0

"get p, o5t/

O Remove makeup at bedtime
O Repair chipped nail polish
Buy a new sanitary belf

E:aul!d be ir')‘l.; do kctt_:p Your nails
+ - - and your

at curfew, YEty e it
chances are v
new sanitary belt k

I : + .« kee i
1tﬂoﬁ' until “next time,” Hﬁngoltm%
zwlsiu:h:;o:r_:fort _\-rﬂbur napkin i\iz
1010 3 ime to ;
bau’itury Belt! o o
n ‘Ii?_-"lls:frc :ntlhe Il(mcx Belt is made [
Le y houl twisting or - i
ing. Yes, a Kotex Belt sives o M

; elt gives y

sglug, comfortable fir, [t's 3.1‘3:1? ‘
able .. .. all-elastic , , . non-himﬂing'

*T. M, REG. U, 5. PAT. OFF.
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Prescesl Man

Dr. Preston Bradley with the famous Gutenberg Bible

which was printed in 1490 from hand-carved type.

in CHICAG(

best-known preachers by violating many of the rules

in the student clergyman'’s copybook, and he became
one of Chicago’s most popular radio personalities despite
those who said, “A minister? Every night?”

On September 22 Dr, Bradley, pastor of the non-
sectarian People’s Church of Chicago, will start his
eleventh season of nightly quarter hours of comment
on WGN, Chicago—quarter hours which he uses to
discuss national and international affairs, to tell human
interest stories, and to offer constructive, inspirational
suggestions which attest to his intense interest in the
welfare of the individual.

Always interested in current events, Dr. Bradley spent
one of his summer vacations touring U. S. Army and
Navy posts at home and abroad, another visiting war-
torn Europe, and he accompanied Edward Stettinius,
then secretary of state, to the United Nations’ Security
Conference in San Francisco in 1945 as special adviser.
Dr. Bradley is confident the United Nations will succeed
because “democracy is God’s way.”

The son of a Welsh blacksmith in a small Michigan
town, Preston Bradley studied law in college, but in-
stead of setting up a law practice, started preaching
and attended a theological seminary. He organized the
People's Church, with 67 members, in 1912, and his
church is now recognized as the largest in the nation.

DR. PRESTON BRADLEY became one of America’s

Dr. Bradley will begin his elev-
enth season on September 22,

Script for the daily WGN program is dictated to a secretary.

There, contrary to church tradition, his congregation
sits on theater seats instead of hard pews; Dr. Bradley
speaks from a desk rather than a pulpit; follows no
ritual, conducts no membership drives, and mentions
no sectarian doctrine.

But his sermons, like his WGN comment, give his
auditors something to think about, and they keep
coming back for more.

Known as “the busiest man in Chicago,” Dr. Bradley
has scarcely an evening when he is not lecturing or
giving a book review somewhere, or attending to the
business of one of the many committees and boards
on which he serves—including the board of the Illinois
State Normal University, the Illinois Library Board and
the Illinois State Prison Board. But only once in his
career has he been known to get his dates mixed up.
On that occasion, he neglected to get back to his office
before his broadcast, so his secretary sent a waiting
bride and groom to the WGN studios where Dr. Brad-
ley tied the knot after he got off the air.

For relaxation Dr. Bradley likes fishing near his
island home in Northern Minnesota (he is former presi-
dent of the Izaak Walton League) and, when he was
moderator on WGN's debate program, Your Right To
Say It, Dr. Bradley found it hard to be neutral in a
discussion ‘of fly and bait fishing. (He's a fly man,
himself.)



Sy ﬂ/ia oﬁu‘g‘.

IF you wanted an acting career, par-
ticularly a radio acting career, would
you head for it by losing your voice,
to begin with? Very doubtful. Sylvia
Leigh herself doesn’t advise it, though
to a bad case of laryngitis she owes
the highly radio-active past few years,
during which she’s appeared on far
more programs than are listable (just
for a sample, she’s been “Linda Allen”
on Calling All Girls, “Rory Applegate’
on Front Page Farrell, numberless roles
in My True Story).

What happened was this: Aiming
originally at a career as concert-pianist,
Sylvia practiced away until, one day,
she hurt her hand—so badly that the
concert stage was no longer a possibil-
ity. So she tried another kind of stage,
going into summer stock at Pawling to
learn the “theater.” It was then that
laryngitis took over; she developed it,
and had to play two performances suf-
fering from it, which so effectively
strained her voice that the doctor
barred any use of it for six months.
Trying to make up for lost time, Sylvia
searched until she found the wvoice
teacher to whom, she says, she owes
her career—Mary de Nioto. Under
Miss de Nioto's guidance any lingering
strain vanished, and Sylvia’s voice
developed a lovely low, level tone.

Visiting radio actress Lesley Woods |

in Chicago, Sylvia air-auditioned; and |

it was evident to everyone concerned
that her nice new tones were suitable
—sensationally so—for radio. In no
time to speak of she had a running
part on Ma Perkins. This naturally
led to other shows, which led to New
York: and her luck held. For it's
sometimes hard for even experienced
radio people to make any dent in New
York radio—but Sylvia did it in six
weeks. One small oddity that helped
is that she sounds a little bit like
Helen Hayes. “She doesn't know it,”
Sylvia says, “but I got several good
breaks because of that lucky wvoice
similarity.” What makes the oddity
particularly odd is that Sylvia looks
like Helen Hayes, a little. She's small
—five feet, two inches—and slender,
with an aureole of pale hair and long-
lashed blue eyes. Traditional heroine
stuff, this; and yet “In the theater they
cast me as a dumb ingenue,” she re-
marks, “and in radio it's menaces.”

Sylvia has the strangest hobby in the
world—learning, So long as there's a
teacher, she takes a lesson, be it danc-
ing, voice, languages, tennis—and it's
all of those, right now. There are lots
of things, she figures; that you never
get to know anyway; the best thing to
do is try to learn as much as you can,
as fast as you can, about anything that
interests you. And almost everything
interests Sylvia Leigh.

"No one could tell our
permanents apart — can you?"
nsks the Toni twin, Kathleene

ing of Chicago . .. “My Toni
“Home Permanent looked soft and
lovely from the start! No

wonder my sister says after this
WeHl be Toni Twins!™

See how easy it is to give yourself a lovely
Toni Home Permanent for your date tonight

as long as a 815 beauty shop permanent —
or your money back.
How much do | save with TONI?

The Toni Kit with re-usuable plustic curl-
ers costs only $2 . . . with handy fiber curl-

Like the lovely Toni twin, you'll have soft
natural-looking curls and deep, smooth
waves the d:ﬂffgyuu Toni-wave your hair.
Before you try Toni you'll want {o know —

Will TONI work on my hair?

Yes, Toni waves any kind of hair that will
take a permanent, including gray, dyed,
bleached or baby-fine hair,

Is it easy to do?

Easy as rolling your hair up on curlers.
That’s why every hour of the day another
thousand women use Toni.

Will TONI save me time?

Definitely, The actual waving time is only
2 to 3 hours. And during that time you are
free to do whatever you want.

How long will my TONI wave last?

Your Toni wave is guaranteed to lust just

COMMENDID

PARENTS'
MAGAZING

oL

HOME PERMANENT

THE CREME COLD WAVE

ers only $1.25. The Toni Refill Kit com.
plete except for curlers is $1. (All prices
plus tax. Prices slightly higher in Canada.)
Which is the TONI twin ?
Kathléene, at the right, has the Toni.

Ask for Toni today at any leading drug,

notions or cosmelie counter,




New Cufex - longest- wearing Cex ever-

Hndthor Now! 5 G fstioks @ @ @

created to harmonize with all pelish shades.

Now —so easy to choose
your lipstick and polish “go-
togethers,™

Cutex Blue Pink  lipstick
makes sweel harmony  with
n‘l.”\ l'l"ll Ilillki‘-h hll.'liil‘, tlll"-lr
Red "Il.'lil‘L-.“ with any hl'i;__rlll

daps Taflo it “Pf"@f ‘f e py, 7
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trite red. Blue Red ]ip:&li:rk is
lovely with any of the many
blue-toned red polishes on the
market. Try it with the new
Cutex "Pretty Gay™ polish—
pretty devastating.”

All Cutex lipstick is so

creamy sme-o-o-o0lh, oo, Stavs
stays radiantly lustrous

for hours, And-—surprise —only

Just how ravishing-red can red get?
Just how wonderful ean your hands
look? You'll know when you see
“Pretty Gay.”

It’s the shade to make a man’s eves
go Blink, Blink! Make his heart go
Thump, Thump! Make him stop . . .
look . . . and love it!

And all new Cutex polish is so won-

drously improved.

Now! Cutex wears longer than
even high-priced polishes. A new mir-
acle ingredient, found only in new
Cutex, defies chipping and peeling,
Dries extra-fast. too!

rl'l‘_\' “Pretty Gay™” [mliﬁh for prclli-
ness’ sake, T'ry all the other exquisite
Cutex hand-care products too. for the
same attraclive reason,

Desp Red

Wine Red
o
%

o

k™ S

* for this luxury lipstick.
At yvour favorite cosmeltic
counter, Northam Warren,
* Plus Federal Tux.



ORE important to you than

any previous issue will be
next month’s Raprio Mirror. For
through this November Rapio Mir-
ROR you, America's radio-listening
public, will be able to have a voice
in the choosing of the programs you
hear on the air.

Next month, this magazine will
carry a ballot for the first annual
Rapro Mirror Awards. You will be
able to vote for your favorite actors
and actresses, your favorite singers
and orchestras, your favorite day-
time and evening programs. You
will be able to say—angd have your
criticism heard—what you don’t
like about radio today.

The Rapro Mirror Awards are not
based on a poll of critics, of radio
editors, of the people who earn their
living in the radio business. It is a
poll of radio listeners. It is a chance
for you, completely uninfluenced by
business pressures, by friendships,
by anything except your own tastes,
your own likes and dislikes, to have
your say about what you hear on
the radio. And to see how your
tastes in radio listening compare
with those of other listeners all
over the country.

Of course, as is only fair, the
majority will rule. And it will take
many, many single votes to make

RADIO
MIRROR

AWARDS

up a majority. Your vote is as im-
portant as that of anyone else—
each carries equal weight with the
judges in deciding who are Amer-
ica’s favorite radio personalities,
what are its favorite programs.

And so, if you have ever had a
word to say of praise or blame for
radio, you will want to take this op-
portunity to make it heard—you
will want to vote in the first annual
Rapio Mirror Awards. :

Here is how you go about it: In
the coming November issue, on sale
Friday, October 10, you will find a
simple ballot. To cast your votes,
fill in the ballot and send it back to
Rapro Mirror, to the address you
will find on the ballot. In the De-
cember issue, you will find a similar
ballot.

Counting of these ballots will be

. dohe by a number of impartial

judges to be retained for that pur-
pose, and not by anyone who has
any direct interest in the radio
business. .

Then, when the votes are
counted, the results will be pub-
lished in Rapro Mirror and heard
on the air, on the programs which
have won your approval. And at
last you, who listen, will have had
the opportunity to say what you
would really like to listen to.

el
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By IRIS

“was a terrible mistake.”

Her very-new husband looked up, startled
from the folder in his lap. Eileen laughed, “Got your
attention, anyway,” she said. “Darling, couldn’t you
try leaving Dr. Landis at the hospital every night,
and just being Jack when you get home?”

“T will,” Dr. Jack said, “if you’ll do the same with
Nurse Holmes.”

They exchanged a half-rueful, half-laughing look,
and Eileen made a little gesture of resignation. No
one knew better than she that a really private life,
to a doctor, is an unattainable dream—for it's almost
that way with a nurse. She sometimes thought that
it was a mistake for her to remain Chief Surgical
Nurse at Municipal, where Dr. Jack was part of
staff, now that they were married. If she were at
a <different hospital, or doing private work, she
would at least be worrying about different people.
As things were, she always knew exactly which case
was wrinkling her husband’s brow—or, more rarely,
which he was exulting over. Close as they were,
intimately as they shared their experiences both on
and off duty, she couldn’t help worrying and exult-
ing too. Perhaps it might even be better if she
weren’t a nurse at all . . . But she brushed this aside.
Not for anything she might gain would she give up
the depth of understanding that flowed between Jack
and herself, that had grown out of their work to-
gether until it overflowed daily routine and enriched
all of their lives. Yes, she always knew what caused
his moods . . .

... just as she knew tonight that the trouble was
Ardith Marlowe.

Young and wealthy and the daughter of a socially
active and prominent woman, Ardith had been a
gquiet, apparently well-adjusted girl until her
mother’s recent death. * Nothing spectacular, ever—
but part of the well-run household, bearing as it did
the stamp of her mother’s pleasant efficiency. But
Mrs. Marlowe died. And now . . .

“You can see it's nothing physical,” Dr. Jack
leaned back with a sigh. “She needs a few vitamins,
but who doesn’t? And there’s a suspicion of anemia,.
But that's far from enough to confine her to bed, day
after day, making no effort to get up—bursting into
tears if I tell her she should. No, that girl’s trouble

% OUR marriage,” said Eileen Holmes Landis firmly,

NOBLE

is mental, or emotional I should say.”

Eileen nodded, and waited quietly. She was be-
ginning to have a feeling that Jack had something
in the back of his mind, and she had half a sus-
picion what it might be.

“If there were someone . . .
friend . . .”

“A nurse, perhaps?” Eileen offered drily.

Dr. Jack swivelled round and put his hand over
hers. “You see, our marriage wasn't a mistake! We
understand each other perfectly,” he said, smiling.
“That’s what I was thinking. If she had someone she
could trust, someone young and wise—and lovely
—to go up to the Marlowe house for a few days
maybe she'd break down and talk, and we could
figure out how hest to help her. She needs a friend.”

“That’s blarney,” Eileen said. “But I guess it's the
best you can do while trying to persuade me to leave
you. Is this girl so sick you think I really should

0?”

Dr. Jack thumped the folder. “As sick in her own
way as plenty of people running temperatures. I
tell you, Eileen—I've got the feeling that there’s
something—well, something rather dreadful—going
to happen to that girl if she doesn’t get a little help,
and quickly. And you're the one to give it to her;
she likes you so much already. I'll work it out some-
how at the hospital.” t

Her eyes gn her husband’s disturbed face, Eileen
pondered; then she made her decision. “Tomorrow,
Tll go up. I do feel we owe the Marlowes a debt,
anyway—for all the gifts and charity and energy
Ardith’s mother put into the hospital in her life-
time. I hope you'll miss me terribly, though!”

“Oh, my dear,” Jack said. He put her hand to his
lips, and the look that passed between them had
nothing of doctor and nurse in it—nothing but the
understanding, and the delight, of two people who
had discovered each other for always.

The next afternoon Eileen, in Jack’s small car,

not a doctor, but a

went chugging up the hill towards the big old-fash-

ioned, cupolaed Marlowe house. And Eileen’s
thoughts were on the girl who lived there all alone.

When Ardith’s mother had been alive, not six
months ago, the house had been a busy and active
place. If there was to be a meeting of the Red
Cross, it would be held, (Continued on page 77)

This story, based on the leading characters of the radio druoma Woman in White, was written especially for

Radio Mirror. On the opposite page are Sarajane Wells as Nurse Eileen Holmes, and Robert Latting as Dr. Jack

Landis, just as they are heard when Woman in White goes on the air, every weekday at 2:15 P.M. EST, on NBC






Wednesday began with breakfast in bed, went

on with a glamorizing trip to a famous store.

Every woman’s dream: a visit to one of the
world’s most elegant salons. And what results!

The Southern schoolma’am named The Best
Teacher of 1947 by the Quiz Kids tells Radio
Mirror of the Chicago holiday that ended

in the coming-true of a half-forgotten dream

HAVE asked questions of hundreds of children in

my twenty-four years of school teaching, and al-

though I'll admit I've had some close calls, I've never
been thrown completely off balance by any of their
answers. But when I sat beside Joe Kelly in his cap and
gown, and asked the Quiz Kids their questions on a
Sunday afternoon, I thought anything might happen.

While I had the answers printed on a card right in
front of me, I was afraid that somehow, some way, they
might be able to give me a correct answer which wasn't
even printed on a card. And then what would I do? I've
had some very smart children in some of my classes, but
I had never before faced five youngsters with the mental
capacities of the Quiz Kids all at one time!

But after talking with them, and watching them push
each other around on a studio “dolly” after the program,
I knew that while they were the Quiz Kids, they were
active, happy children just like my own pupils in fourth
grade at the Duling School in Jackson, Miss.

This was my first time as Quiz master to such a noted
group. But while my appearance on NBC's Quiz Kid
program plus my award of $2,500 as the “Best Teacher
of 1947" were the highlights of my trip to Chicago, the
journey also held a number of other “firsts.” Hold on,
and you'll understand why this Southern schoolteacher
was so thrilled.

It was my first—

Ride in an airplane—

Orchid—

Body massage—

Breakfast in bed—

Visit with stage stars in their dressing room—
Dinner in swank places like the Empire Room—
Sitting for “glamor” photographs—

When I stepped off the plane in Chicago, the Quiz Kids
were right on hand. Bright-eyed Joel Kupperman and
pretty Naomi Cooks presented me with just dozens of

Biggest “big moment™ of all: at the Quiz Kids broadcast (NBC, Sundays at 4 P.M. EST) Aline Neal tells
a nationwide audience what she plans to do with the $2500 she won for, she says, “Just doing her jobh."

the brightest peonies I ever saw—plus two big kisses,
Mr. John Lewellen, program director of the Quiz Kids,
handed me a long sheet of paper with a lot of what
appeared to be appointments written on it—luncheons,
dinners, theater parties, beauty salon appointments,
interviews, special radio appearances, and a host of
other engagements.

“Oh, this must be for the three other winners and me,”
I said. “Which are mine—or how do we choose?”

Mr. Lewellen laughed, and said, “Why, they're all
yours, of course. Miss Neal, you're going to have a
really big time!”

And a big time I certainly had. In getting from one
place to the next, I'm sure I rode in every taxicab in
Chicago—and I think I even got in one from Hammond
once! When it was all over I was more tired than I
have ever been in my life—including the time I stayed
up late studying for my own college examinations. But
I was happy—happy both because I had a wonderful

time, and because'l could represent all teachers every-
where and perhaps make mothers and fathers appre-
ciate their own teachers even more,

You may remember how the second annual “Best
Teacher"” contest was announced on the Quiz Kids pro-
gram earlier this year. School children were invited
to write letters on “The Teacher Who Has Helped Me
Most.” More than 33,000 letters were read and judged
by a committee eomposed of Dr. Paul A. Witty, pro-
fessor of education at Northwestern University; Dr.
Willard Olson, professor of education at the University
of Michigan: and the Rev. Philip S. Moore, Dean of the
graduate school at Notre Dame University. There were
to be a $2,500 cash first award for advanced study at any
university of the teacher’s choice, and three Special
Recognition awards of $500 each. There was also a
$100 prize for the child writing the best letter, and a
second child's prize of $50.

The final one hundred (Continued on page 95)

Quizmaster Kelly reads from Edgar Nation's

letter: “She made me feel like somebody.” By ALINE NEAL as told to DON TERRIO
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" LIVING PORTRAITS

GRACE MATTHEWS

RUTH WAYNE’s hushand, DR. JOHN WAYNE, has
returned to Glen Falls after a long absence—months
which he spent in an unfamiliar town struggling to
resolve the emotional upheaval that threatened to ruin
his marriage and career. Back home, he finds Ruth
planning to divorce him to marry REED BANNISTER.
the family friend who has always loved her. Now Ruth's
heart is torn by her old feeling for John. her love for Reed

-and her battle to keep RICHARD, the Waynes' son,
from being too shaken by the situation. ( Berry Kroeger is
Reed; Grace Matthews is Ruth: Paul McGrath is John.)

DR. CARVELL is a kindly. home-spun country doctor
who has stood by Ruth through many a worrisome time.
Ruth works for Dr. Carvell at the hospital, and shares
his home; in many ways they feel like father and daugh-
ter. Dr. Carvell is anxiously trying to help Ruth solve
her heartbreaking dilemma, and to revive in young Rich-
ard Wayne the feeling of security which has been so
profoundly disturbed by his parents’ emotional tangle.
(Dr. Carvell is Santos Ortega. Richard, on the air, is
played by actress Ruth Schafer.)
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NEDDIE WAYNE, Ruth's
younger brother, is trying
hard to make a success of the

e station he owns 'in
1 Falls, but he is handi-

capped in this, as in every-

thing else, by his wife HOPE.

Selfish, grasping and pitiless,

this woman has made life a

TRERsass . Y ) ; " series of torturing incidents for
l N —~ Ned. (Ned is Michael O'Day

Hope 1s Anne Shepherd)

5 T g I e

Big Sister isx heard Mon-
day through Friday at 1

P.M. EST on CHS stations.

; ; JOHN WAYNE and REED

4 : f BANNISTER. both doctors.
¢ d were onece close friends a:

well. But no friendship could

survive the strain that arose

when John, returning to Ruth

after his prolonged absencs

S # found that his wife was plan-
! L ning the divoree which he

himself had once bitterly sug-
gested—and that she and
Reed were hoping to marry

PETE KIRKWOOD and his
wife MARGO are a young
married pair who owe their
happiness to John. Margo fell
in love with John in Hebron,
the mid-west town where he
had gone to try to “find him-
sell”; but John was able to
prove to her that what she
called love was really a
“father complex.” (Played by
Joe  Julian, Louise Fitch)




Singing better than ever, making more friends, having more

NYBODY yearning for the bachelor’s carefree life?
Make it Tony Martin’s variety and half the male
voices in America would swell the chorus of “Me,”

“I do,” and “Count me in.”

Who wouldn't like to live among the lush surround-
ings of a resort hotel which boasts snobbishly of being
America'’s finest—and most expensive? Who wouldn’t
like the sight of a swimming pool shimmering right
outside his door? And the proximity of a dozen
pretty girls in scant bathing suits lounging in the sun
beside it?

It's a good deal, and Tony admits it.

His three-way success—he is now starring in his own
radio program, his hit in “Till the Clouds Roll By”
has started a clamor for his services in the movies, and
his records are high on the popularity lists of disc
artists—these provide very generously all of the things
Tony dreamed about when he was sweating out the last
sixteen months of the war in the hell-hole of the
China-Burma-India theater. Fun, friends, money in
the pocket—Tony has all he wants of these.

It’s all dreamy, unless—unless maybe what a fellow
wants is not a fancy hotel room, but a home; not a
swimming pool but a fireside, and not a dozen pretty

fun—Tony Martin finds life perfect. Almost . ..

girls, but one. If Tony is feeling this way about it,
he’s not talking. It's only from things not said, that
you gather after awhile that Tony Martin is a Happy
Bachelor who has everything, and yet—in a way—
nothing, who is surrounded by people all of the time,
and yet—somehow—is a pretty lonely guy.

The Tony Martin who came back from the wars—
and remember Tony had it, for four years, almost half
of them in the steaming Burma jungles—this Tony is a
more mature man than he was when he went away.
There is new character’in his face. His voice has a new
depth, a new quality—ask any professional musician.

Probably because he has given more, he wants more
of life now than he did when he was the prototype of
the Hollywood playboy. And what he wants—it's a
bromide, but it fits in this case—can’t be bought and
paid for. You can’t buy anything as intangible as
happiness even with Tony Martin's money.

You can buy a lot of fun. There is no dearth of
laughs or of companionship around the Bel Air hotel
pool. Tony climbs out after a swim, shakes the water
out of his dark, curly hair. He is lean and bronzed
from the sun. He looks great. And there is always
somebody around to tell (Continued on page 75)

B y Podine, Swansen

Tony's love of riding has a lot to do with the dream that’s shaping
in his mind—that dream of a ranchhouse with plenty of stable-room.

With four Army years behind him, Tony's in the
right frame of mind to appreciate sun and fun
and freedom and all things beautiful—like girls.
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Laundries sew up the holes in a

bachelor's socks, but there's no
sentiment in that. And maybe a
man wants someone to keep him
from dressing all over the house.

Tony Martin stars in p musical half-

hour, Sundaynightant 2:30 EST on CBS.



CHILD'’S imagination is a wonderful thing.

From the time he is born, society imposes its will on a
child, shaping him to live in a world of do’s and don’ts and
all the taboos of modern civilization. If -only parents

could understand how painful a process this shaping is! Maybe,
then, they wouldn't be so horrified when their pride and joy
announces he’s just talked to a pirate down the street or he just
shot down an airplane with his bean-shooter.

Folks'll pay good money to see a movie or buy a book—but
instead of sitting back and enjoying their own kids' make-believe
stories and maybe trying to understand why he has to let his
fancies go dreaming, too many times they just give him the stern-
parent act about telling lies.

Take the case of my eight-year-old friend, Burke.

The Gittlesons were chance acquaintances of mine several
years ago. Someone brought them over to my San Fernando
Valley home one day, and their son Burke came along.

The first thing that struck me about the child was his elegant
manners—and in an eight-year-old boy, manners like that
bother me. Perhaps because I have trouble getting my two hun-
dred pounds or so in and out of chairs easily,I resent seeing a child
popping up and down every time an older person comes into a
room. Makes me tired to look at him. And passing candy dishes
without being told, and sitting straight and proper in his chair,
never speaking without first being spoken to, saying his “thank-
you’s” and “no-ma’am’s” without being prompted—it’s unnatural.

When I say annoyed, I don’'t mean at the child. T mean an-
noyed at the parents.

Naturally the other guests complimented the Gittlesons on the
good manners of their son.

Henry Gittleson beamed. “Discipline’s the thing,” he told us,
strutting a bit. “I'll never have to spank any child of mine for
not obeying. We have_rules for everything in our house and
Burke knows them—and knows I mean them. I believe in being
fair—but no compromising.”

1 had about fifteen minutes’ work to do in my study, on a new
song I was polishing up for my radio program. So I made my
excuses to our guests.

“ .. want to come along with me, Burke?" I asked, on an
impulse. The boy puzzled me. “You won’t disturb me.”

“Run along with Mr. McConnell, Burke,” Henry Gittleson
ordered his son. “It'll be a treat for him—he’s a great fan of
yours , . . listens to your program all the time. We've often said
—Mrs. Gittleson and I—that, with so many, many kids listening
in to you every Saturday your show would be a wonderful
opportunity for you to teach as well as entertain, Mr. McConnell.
It seems to me you could slip in a Iot of gnod points about chil-
dren being obedient and honest and trustworthy and so forth,
along with the fun they get out of it.”

Somehow, I've earned the reputation for being a genial sort
of guy, and I've acquired the nickname of “Smilin’ Ed"—but right
then I had a hard time making that smile stick. He hit me right
on a sore spot.

“Not me,” I said, pushing Burke ahead of me as we walked to
the study. “I'm not one for lecturing kids. Got too much respect
for them. I figure they've got as much right to a good laugh as a
grown-up—without it concealing a finger being shaken under
their noses. Besides—I've been around children all my life; sang
to them: talked to them; tried to amuse them—got two of my own
—and I get more humble with them every day I live. They teach
me, Mr. Gittleson."

Back in the study, I picked up the papers I had been working
on and pretended to read them, but out of the corner of my eye
I watched Burke. He had refused an invitation, earlier, to go out
and play with the other children, but I still couldn’t believe he
honestly preferred to be with the older folks.

He sat quietly for a little while, but then he got restless. From
the open window near him he could hear the shouts of my son
and the other boys outside playing. He pretended not to care,
even to himself, but that window drew (Continued on page 90)

THE LITTLE BOY KNEW THAT VERY FEW PONIES CAN TALK. THAT'S WHY

HE TRIED SO DESPERATELY TO GET HIS FATHER TO LISTEN
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STEVENS

“Looking like Nicky is
the one thing Walter is
vain about. Fortunately,

the resemblance is real”

32

o/ 1/0'( every man wonld _yc?efe

HERE is not anything my husband does not
Tdo for me—except sing. (That he will never

do—because he cannot carry a tune.) But
everything else, everything else, from the big,
important, often tiresome business things a
manager does for the career he molds and
makes, to the so-called “little” things a man
does for the woman he dearly loves, Walter
does for me.

I just married the right man, that’s all . . .
and I could so well not have . . . could so well
have married a man who, while he might have
taken an interest in my career, might not have
taken a knowing interest and might very well
not have taken interest enough to give up his
career for mine, as Walter did . . .

. .. and to think, I often did, that a stuffed
rabbit, a red and white checked gingham
stuffed rabbit should have been the instru-
ment Fate used when, on that fateful night . . .

. it is a story that sounds like straight
unabashed publicity, the story of our romance,
like a press agent's dream: The setting, the
Prague Opera House, in the city of Prague, in
Czechoslovakia, in the year 1937; the protag-
onists, a young American girl about to make
her operatic debut in Mignon, who was myself,
and a young Hungarian actor, with a future as
brilliant as himself, who was Walter Surovy;
the mood, the terrible tense moments before the
overture when, for the first-time in my life I
would appear on the professional stage and my
Future, for good or bad, stood in the wings with
me and I was icy and shaking . . . and then, at
that precise and perilous moment, the young
Hungarian actor whom I knew, but only by
sight, coming up to me in the wings and giving
me, of all things, a stuffed rabbit . . . saying
something to me in Hungarian I only half un-
derstood but, somehow, did understand, which
fortified and warmed me. Then on the stage, in
the gypsy wagon, in which, in Mignon, you
first come on the stage, the rabbit tucked
away out of sight beneath a fold of my skirt

. and good luck, the great good luck of a
successful debut!

Later, that same night, in the small apart-
ment at the end of the trolley line that was my
home in Prague, looking at that absurd stuffed
rabhit, laughing at it, I wondered why he
had given it to me, what did it mean?

Later I learned that Walter had heard of the
American custom of an actor carrying a
rabbit’s foot for good luck. “So,” he expained
to me, “so, I thought four rabbit’s foots would
bring the great good luck . . .”

Now, ten years later, and after eight years of

Risé Stevens stars on the Family Hour, Sun.
day afternoons at 5 P.M. EST, on CBS stations
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marriage, Walter still gives me a stuffed rabbit
before, and during, every performance of mine
at the Met; before and after each broadcast.
Only now the stuffed rabbit is the encourage-
ment he gives me, in words.

“Ris€, you are in terrific voice tonight,” he
will say, just as the orchestra is tuning up for
Carmen, or the Rosenkavalier, or Mignon, or
whatever opera I may be singing at the Met.
Or just before the signal tells us we are on the
air in The Family Hour. '

“That was a superb piece of acting, Risé,"
he will say each time, during a performance
at the Met, I come off-stage. “Keep it up,
sweetheart,” he always adds. “Keep it up!”
But after a performance he gives me the con-
structive criticism I need.

It must be horrible, I often think, in a wak-
ing nightmare, horrible to marry the wrong
man—not only for the reasons of personal and
private happiness, but for the career. . . .

. . . but in Prague, in that year of 1937, I
did not know—not at once, that is—that I had
met the right man. Nor, for that matter, did

Walter know at once that he had met the right
woman. I often tell him, teasing, that I first
attractéd the manager in him and, not until
later, the man. Teasing, but with a kernel of
truth. For, “It was your talent,” Walter was to
admit to me, “that first interested me in you.”

Must have been, for although we had seen
each other, quite often, at the Opera House in
Prague, where he was playing (He did French
comedies, mostly—and brilliantly—and Shake-
speare) and I was studying for my debut, a
nod in passing, and a smile was all—prior to
the night of my debut—he had given me or
I, him.

Even after the gift of the stuffed rabbit, I
did not see much of Walter before, a few weeks
later, I left for an engagement in Cairo. The
day I left Prague I ran into him, quite by acci-
dent (Or was it?) in the foyer of the theater.
And far from bidding me a lingering lovely
farewell, he told me, with exasperating non-
chalance, that I might write to him now and
then, because, he explained, without a trace of
drollery, “I collect (Continued on page 84)

“I have to go to bed at 10:30, so our evenings out are few and far between.”
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With Susan captured in her high chair, Ethel has gone to work on a really sensational dinner

roast beef and banana cream pie included. “Poor dear.” she thinks. meaning Albert, “he works
so hard. He deserves a treat once in a while™ Albert, sneak-previewing the menu, would agree
heartily with her thoughts—but she knows better than to say them out loud, does Ethel Arbuckle.

Ethel and Albert nre heard every weekday st 2:15 P, M, EST, on the ABC network

“Dinner’s almost ready, dear,” Ethel hints.
starts out to wash his hands.
tour to play with Susan. For what else is he a father?

Sandy Harbor, a town

somewhere in the Middle
West. But there are young-
marrieds like the Arbuckles
living in every town in the
country; families who thor-
oughly understand Ethel’s an-
noyance when Albert won't
take the screens down, and
Albert's war with the water
supply that disappears at
bathtime. Peg Lynch, who
plays Ethel, also writes and
produces The Private Lives of
Ethel and Albert. Albert is
played by Alan Bunce; Bob
Cotton directs. Program time
is 2:15 daily on ABC, with a
rebroadcast for WJZ at 6:15.

ETHEL and Albert live in

But first a slight de-

3. Surely the fishing and hunting news counld wait till
after dinner. Ethel controls a faint frown, remarks
gently, “Albert . . .” “Yes, yes, right away.” he replies.

Albert

4. The frown is now established. The roast beef plat-
ter cools in Ethel’s hands as, after quite an interval,
Albert calls from upstairs, “Ethel—can’t find my old
fishing jacket anywhere. Have you put it away or what?”

35




STORY OF A WIFE'S STRIKE FOR WOMEN’S RIGHTS
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: a mi 8 A ick up a few handy things. Li = s = o/
5. Anoth interval, followed by ecrash. Albert has man- 6. It hardly took a minute. Just lm“?' enoughy L ‘: : P fe . ; dy things ike 1. Ethel counts 1o ten. *Your peeler won’t work, remember? You've already bonght
<. ABOHIET. " X e 5 . : “Eihel this wonderful potato-peeler, for instance.Wait'll Ethel sees it.” Albert exults. X bage = pasy s O s . . ,
aged to knock down the clothespole in his closer. “Ethel, me four of them.” It is now an hour since Ethel first called Albert to dinner:
there is something in her voice that gives Albert his first real qualm. *“Susy in
bed? I'll just say goodnight and be down in a jiffy.” But even a jiffy won't help now!

honey, I have to run down to the hardware store before it
. = = Eal
closes,” he announces. “Need something to fix this pole.
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o A ; i ses Albert. “Such a child, and such 9. But Ethel’'s not irritated, not a bit. 10. It’s in there, all right—the choicest collection of canned goods this side of a supermarket. As Albert takes in the
8. “I'm a lucky man, ol Sany—bot abter-all- There’s She glances up from her book when situation he begins to realize that procrastination is not only the thief of time but can steal a good dinner from
a wife.” ‘I-le could BA%Y Skttt ot Susy d . a 'omer; ei _;(‘] Albert appears, and says sweetly, “Your under a man’s nose. Wistfully, he thinks of banana cream pie and roast beef, irrevocably lost to him through his own
'_““_m‘r- Ib'l;l.fli:le“:ll?l;;:“i]i-;“ll:“;; Ez:::: :)ogelm::lh :r nnmcglhiu.g. dinner’s in there, dear. I've had mine.” thoughtlessness. But Ethel, watching from the doorway, wonders if, maybe, she couldn’ warm up just a bit of the beef', ., .7
irritated 1 ey i ; (
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Radio Mirror's Poem of the Month

1 shall remember you when fime is old

And ell our days together but o dream,
When youth is but a tale too quickly told
And April's leaf lies floating on the stream.
When shadows slowly deepen on the hill
And song is silent on the frosty air,

When laughter fails, as even laughter will,
| shall remember days we used to share.

You will not pouse ot eventide to miss

The summits won, the paths we dared to seek,

But | sholl wonder dreaming of your kiss

And feel your soft hoir cool agoinst my cheek.

You will sleep well, oblivious of spring,

But | shall lie awake, remembering . . .
—Sydney King Russell

RADIO MIRROR ufl./f,my $50

for the omginal poem, sent in by a reader,
selected by Ted Malone as the best of that
month's poems submitted by readers. Five
dollars will be paid for each other original
poem submitted and printed on the Between
the Bookends pages in Radio Mirror. Address
your poetry to Ted Malone, Radio Mirror, 205
East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Poetry
submitted should be limited to thirty lines.
When postage is enclosed every effort will be
made to return unused manuscripts. This is
not a contest, but an offer to purchase poetry
for Radio Mirror's Between the Bookends.

U S the R/

Dress up in bonnets quaint as faith,
Laughing at changed foshion,

But not in any old love

Or outmoded passion.

Try on sach sweet forgotten frock

In lavender long hung,

But never the romance you wore

When you were very young!
«—Elizabeth-Ellen Long
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She had a very small white sin,
Too frail to shock The Neighbors;
But ah, to keep it secret—
What artificel What labors!
But now that she is seventy—
Oh, shade of youth's chagrin!
She's spun o wicked tale to fell
Ovut of that small white sinl
—Marion Doyle
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(Y- Ithe Sty Night

Oft in the stilly night,
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond Memory brings the light
Of other days around me;
The smiles, the tears, =
Of boyhood’s years,
The words of love then spoken;
The eyes that shone,
_ Now dimmed and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!
Thus in the stlly night,
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me,
Sad Memory brings the light
Of other days around me.
—Thomas Moore

Hepprint - In Roses

We used to walk on summer nights,
Along a moonlit lane,

Dissecting loveliness of ledf,
Of blossom, love and pain.

We used to watch our shadows,
Climb up a silver hill

And spill our plans for coming years
Into a dream’s wide pool.

We used to calculate a star
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There is not very much for the heart to learn
When the fire is lit and the sweet logs
bum . . .
The moment is brief that drifts along
Recalling a dream or a wisp of song.
There is pulsing color beyond a name,
And cherry tongues of a dancing flame
That slowly die as the log is cleft,
And only,the patterned embers left , . .
There is not very much for the heart to see
In the soft white ash of a memory
—Helen Mitchel

Lines for the turn-of the seasons -when freshening breezes stir the many-

Shone in a certain place,

So it could find your fingers,
Cool upon my face.

We used to sit, rosescented nights,
My head upon your shoulder,

And count the things that we could do,
If only we were older.

Now Time reprints the roses,
The moonlight, the heart-hunger,
And a litany of things to do
If only . .. we were younger.
—Gladys McKee

i/{y:{/ Attack

You make it altogether plain

That you consider me insane

Because this passion for you keeps

Me wakeful while a dull world sleeps,

Yet holds me dream-bound through the day.

It's downright lunacy, you say.

And I'll concede you may be right,

But darling, this attack is light

When likened 1o the one I had

The time I loved that other lad!
-—Georgie Starbuck Galbraith
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| take them with a grain of salt—
These folks who never sing

Because they can't, or so they say;
It doesn't mean a thing.

I've never known it yet to fail,
Before the evening's out,
They'll sing and thereby prove they can't,

Beyond the faintest doubt.
—Helen Caoste

By TED MALONE

Be sure to listen 1o Ted
Malone’s morning program,
Monday through Friday
at 11:45 EST, over ABC.
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Although the carefree centipede

May live in wild abandon,

It matters not; he has indeed

A hundred legs te stand on.
—Florence Jonsson

>
|

cotared Tleaves and-send smakl. clouds scudding acrosse the autwmn sky



Working themselves, with help from neighbor
Fanny Brice, the Kelloggs built X-Isle up from a one-room
shack to a cottage that’s “all we really want.”
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The Pancake Specialist of Topanga Beach

spends a minimum of time in her streamlined red-and-white

kitchen. But what she turns out are triumphs,

\W“

HE happy face of Lucille Norman shining at you

from the cover of Rapio Migror this month will

be almost as unfamiliar to the people in her own
home town as it is to radio listeners about the
country who have only heard her broadcasts.

For Lucille refuses to put on store clothes and
come into town except for The Time, The Place
and The Tune shows, Fridays on NBC, and for the
most vital business appointments. The rest of the
time she is found living in a sort of timeless glow
with her movie-actor husband Bruce Kellogg and
their sixteen-month-old daughter, Pamela, in a
hideaway house at Topanga Beach.

If it is five degrees warmer at Topanga Beach
than at fashionable Malibu, five miles north, or at
Santa Monica, five miles south, the neighbors say
it is because the Kelloggs live on the Topanga
strand. The kind of happiness that radiates from
their house, “X-Isle,” is the amazement of all who
see it.

Lucille and Bruce came to live at “X-Isle”
straight from their marriage in Las Vegas on Feb-
ruary 6, 1945. The house was a one-room shack
then, but it had the “essentials” for a honeymoon—
the sand and the surf, big orange moons rising over
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Covering the Cover Girl: in a beach
coltage set among the dunes, the sounds of the
sea make a night-and-day background for

Lucille Norman, her husband. and small Pam

By POLLY TOWNSEND

.Sar‘lta Monica bay, and, if you could bear to come
mm_de, a ﬁrel?lace and an old, fat green leather
chm_r plenty big enough for two, Bruce’s books, and
Lucille’s collection of records, ’
“We didn't know what happiness was before.”
Lucille b:rill htell you. The direct, proud waym:;;e
talks about her love story is as omm:
love story itself, .. & e
) ‘Lucille is right,” Bruce chimes in— “We don’t
%xve a dgm for anyltihing or anybody but ourselves.
Ve g we rea t in life is ri i
fQurrytwahusm'” y want in life is right in these
The four walls of X-Isle have stretched
siderably since the Kelloggs moved in. With(:(g:;
help of Fanny Brice, who lives next door, and who
—thanks to her interior decorating business—has
access to all sorts of scarce materials, Bruce and
Luc_xlle have practically built the place over.
First they added a knotty pine bedroom, just a
few fee.t. from the high-tide line—the sound of the
waves is .ceaseless music in that room. Bruce did
th'e building himself. Lucille did the painting, and
with Fanny Brice’s help made the curtains. the
bedspreads and upholstered the chairs. '
The Kelloggs are crazy (Continued on page 106)

Friday nights, 4:30 PST, NBC, Lucille Norman

. heard in The Time, the Place and the Tune.
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2. Having demonstrated the power of his
drive, contestant approaches tee. And dis-
covers that his “ball” is an airy balloon.

An old county custom dresses up with
more strenuous stunts, bigger prizes and

the same come-one, come-all spirit

Win Elliot and Production Assistant Bill
Becher drum up trade for the golf test.

I. M.C. Elliot, calling for golfers, culls
a self-confident young man from the audi-
ence. All he has to do is get a hole-in-one.

Songs by Rudy Williams, Robert Lenn, Betty
Brewer, Carter Farriss; Bill Gale conducts, i, He’s in! Three hatches of golfers had
foiled where this contestant succeeded.

From the balloon flutters $75, his prize.

T'S AN invitation to get draped with a lemon pie,
soaked in an icy tub, locked in a pen with a greased
pig; sometimes it's an invitation fo take part in a stunt

that may go on for weeks. But it's also an invitation to
walk off—if you win—with anything from a refrigerator
to a thousand in cash. So M. C. Win Elliot has no trouble
at all in finding contestants when County Fair goes on
the air, 1:30 P.M. EST, Saturdays, on CBS.

Two-and-a-half years old, County Fair is written by

Robert Quigley and Perry Lafferty, produced by Leonard
Carlton. Bill Gale directs the orchestra and Win Elliot,
who likes to go barefoot as he follows struggling con-
testants around with a portable microphone, runs things
so that victor and vanquished alike go home happy.

One of the recent week-to-week stunts involved a

jaunty—and almost indestructible—balloon, and a series
of determined golfers who, after the problem County
Fair posed (see opposite page), will never again swear
in a sand trap. 4. —and that the hole-in-one he has to
make is a hole, in one drive, in the balloon,

A Daunted, but gallant, he follows through.

For faithful attendance, two Fair-goers
won a bicyele, Produetion Assistant Alice
Fadden, Announcer Tom Reddy led a cheer.

42




Life Can Be Benutiful, written by

FORGOTTEN CHILDREN

Dear Papa David:

One night two years ago 1 was returning home
from a long trip, when I noticed two very young
girls trying to hide themselves in some brush near
the highway. As there were no homes near the
place it aroused my curiosity and 1 approached
them. They were very much frightened but talked
freely when they found out that I was not the law.
That evening they had run away from the indus-
trial school a few miles distant, and were hoping
they could make their way to their homes and
spend a few days before being caught. The school
is operated for the benefit of mentally deranged
children of indigent parents, and orphans who
have no relatives who care to be bothered with
them. The school is not too strict with the inmates,
but when they do try to escape they are usually
given a whipping by the superintendent.

These two girls were very homesick, Their par-
ents had not visited them for months, They were
afraid to return to the school with me for fear of a
whipping. They finally confided that there was
one very nice nurse whom they were very fond
of, so when we reached the little town I called this
nurse on the phone and told her of the girls’ plight
and asked if she could not help get them back
without any fuss. She said she would help them
get in if I would drive them near the entrance gate,
and this she did. She explained many things about
the institution to me and told me the children got
very homesick, and those who had parents were
so poor they did not provide the children with any
amusement or luxuries. They received good
wholesome food but never candy or things the kids
craved so much.

When I arrived home that night I could not

dismiss the incident from my mind. The next trip
I made that way 1 took sufficient candy and gum
so that each of them had a treal. And 1 repeated
this performance several times in the future. I
noticed the little town had a picture show. Just
one, but one was enough for my idea.

1 wrote the manager and we soon made arrange-
ments that he would let the whole school in his
matinee shows for $5.00. So several times each year
he arranges his program so that he has funnies and
pictures which the kids can appreciate. They are
escorted to the show by one of the nurses. 1 stopped
to see the manager one day about a year later, and
he said he never saw kids have so much fun in his
life. Sometimes when he had a good show he
thought they would like he gave it to them free
himself. He liked the idea fine. Just watching the
fun those kids had made him feel good.

One time I stopped with candy for them when
most of them were on the playgrounds and they all
tried to thank me for the treats. When I was
leaving, one little girl ran up to the car and
stopped me, a little tot about five years old. She
said she had a present for me, and handed me a
little dirty wrinkled handkerchief. It was one
she had made herself in her sewing room class.
She was so proud of it, even if it was just a rag.
But I don’t think she could have been any more
proud of it than I am. I consider it one of the
nicest presents I ever received, and prize it highly,

dirt and all.
A TR 1

Radio Mirror’s “best letter” check has gome
this month to the writer of “Forgotten Children.”
The writers of the letters that follow have received
checks for fifteen dollars.

SON OF FLIPPER
Dear Papa David:

My story may be a very small one to you ard
your grown-up readers, but I read your letters
a lot and would like to tell you, in the words of
a boy eleven years old, the most beautiful life-can-
be-beautiful story that ever happened to me.

Two years ago I had the most wonderful dog in
the world, Flipper. He was only a so-called
mongrel but to me he was my all in a pal and
buddvy. One afternoon on my return home from
a visit _I was in the car with my parents and as we
d?ove in the driveway he ran out to meet me, run-
ning unde'r the wheels of the car, and was killed
Papa David, my heart was broken. I just knew 1
had lost everything. My mother reasoned with
me _that he was only a dog, but I just could not
see it that way. But in about a week a very nice
lady who lived on our street, and knew my dog

RADIO MIRROR OFFERS $50 EACH MONTH
FOR YOUR LETTERS

Somewhere in everyone’s life is hidden a k

piness. l't may be a half-forgotten l'riend,e yut:e]:;ﬂi
of mﬂ'_ermg: an unimportant incident, which sud-
denly illuminated the whole meaning of life. If
you are Ireasuring such a memory, won’t .vou
wriie' to Papa David about it? For the letter h
considers best each month, Radio Mirror will. v
fifty dollars; for each of the others that we h::‘::
room enough to print, fifteen dollars. No I]e‘tlern
can be returned. Address your Life Can Be Beauti-
ful letter to Papa David, Radio Mirror Magazin

205 East 42 Street, New York 17, New York. &

Carl Bixb d Da tecker, © b M "
arl Bixby and Don Bocker, can be heard MonG,, o1, Friday on your local NBC station, at 12 Noon, PST, 1 P.M. MST; 2 P.M. CST; 3 P.M. EST
e e L «iVR. 13 M. .

a_nd me, called to me and showed me the prettiest
sight I had ever seen, four puppies in a bed of
straw with their Boston bulldog mother. My heart
!ea_ped a.lmust out when she said, “Their father is
Flipper,’ and you may have your choice without
any charge at all.” I selected the one that looked
most like my own and carried him home, I believe
the happiest boy in the world. I named him

“Fellow,” son of Flipper. Life was most beautiful
then, F.S

“]I HAVEN'T LOST LOVE”
Dear Papa David:

A year ago we were as ordinary a family as you
could find, our minds occupied mostly with the
str’ugg]e to make a living and bring up our three
chlld?en. I know that I, after fifteen years of
marriage, thought of Andy as the breadwinner and
the children’s father, rather than my mate and
comrade. I loved him, but there was no time for
tenderness and companionship. I admit that I was
often cross with him, and inclined to blame him for
the monotony of my life. Let me be honest—we
quarreled pretty often. I was disappointed, and
'lllke many other wives, I felt that people 'iived
happily ever after"” only in books and the movies,

Then Andy began to change and it dawned on
me one day that we weren't quarreling any more
Whgnever I flared up at Andy he'd be gentle and
patient and my anger would melt away. He was
staying at home more, and taking a deeper interest
in the children and my domestic problems.

close, heart-to-heart again, as we'd been i

e, ; en in the
he_gmmng. We could talk to each other endlessly,
with the absorbed interest of sweethearts. Andy’s
thoughtfulness and con- (Continued on page 65)

But the most wonderful thing was that we were "

There is no one who does not possess the power (o ive the one §t matters: the sparing of a little time, a little thought, for an.other
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7}’ HIS is something that happened to me one night
not very long ago, and 1 think it's important be-
cause it shows how easy it is to get mixed up

about people, and about the things you believe in.
You see, I like people, all kinds of people, and I think
that even the bad ones have good in them if you'll
just look for it. The trouble is that if people get
kicked around enough, they’ll hide their good feel-
ings and just show you their bad ones—and then, if
you're not -careful, you find yourself turning cynical
and losing faith in the whole human race. That was
the mistake I made. Or anyway, almost made.

It all happened the night Stephen—he’s my hus-
band—and Papa David went out to a meeting of the
neighborhood council. I couldn't go with them be-
cause there was nobody to leave Baby Stephen with,
and besides there was the book shop to be taken
care of. We all live in an apartment in back of Papa
David’s second-hand book store—the Slightly Read
Book Shop, it's called—and it is always kept open
until eight o'clock at night. Sometimes later, if the
customers keep coming in.

*You won't mind being left alone?” Stephen asked
me. “You won't be afraid? We'll be pretty late get-
ting home, around midnight, I expect.”

Stephen’s so sweet, he's always worrying about me.
That's one reason I love him so much. But be afraid
when I'm alone. in the Slightly Read Book Shop?
Me? 1 just laughed and told him to get along to the
meeting, and about seven-thirty he and Papa David
started out.

Baby Stephen was in bed, and there weren't many
customers, because it was a stormy night. I read
a while, perched on the stool back of the counter,
and a little after eight I locked the front door and

turned out the lights. I remember I stood at the-

door for a minute or two, looking out at the driving
rain and being glad I had a nice warm place to sleep.
Then I went back into the apartment, undressed, and
got into bed.

I was almost asleep when I heard the noise. I
thought at first it was just part of the storm, or
somebody in the building above banging down a
window that had been left open by mistake. But
then I heard it again—a sort of bump from in front,
in the store.

Probably it wasn’t anything important, I said to
myself—but all the same, when I'd slipped out of
bed and put on my robe, I hunted around in the
dark for something to protect myself with, if I had to.
" The only thing I could lay my hands on in a hurry
was one of Stephen’s law books. It weighed a couple
of pounds, and I figured it could raise a bump on
somebody’s head if I brought it down hard enough.

I went on my bare feet down the hall and peeked
into the shop. 1 couldn’t see a thing out of the way

THE.

Most
PRECIOUS
THING

—just- the dim squares of the door and the front
window. Then one of the shadows moved, over at
the side. Somebody was sneaking across the floor
toward the counter, I waited, and in a minute I

‘could see the person outlined against the window.

Whoever it was didn't look very big, so I hefted the
book and threw it, and a second later I pressed the
light switch that was beside the inner door.

Maybe it was crazy. Stephen said it was, later.
He said, “What if it had been a real thug, with a
revolver? You'd have scared him so much he’d have
fired at you, without even thinking about it—espe-
cially if you'd missed when you threw the book.”

But I didn't miss, and it wasn't a real thug. It was
a skinny, undersized girl about fourteen years old,
dressed in a ragged and dirty old skirt and sweater,
sopping wet. And my book had knocked her flat
on the floor. _

She was down but she wasn't out, and as I started
toward her she scrambled to her hands and knees
and headed for the side of the shop. 1 saw then
how she'd gotten in—she had pushed open the win-
dow on that side, the one (Continued on page T1)
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In thisstory written especially for Radio Mirror. as on the air, Chichi is playved by Allce Roinhenrts Stephen is playved by John Holbrook.
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Broadeasting from the studio in hiz own backyard,

Martin finds the line between work and play very thin.

ISITING Martin Block is like visit-

ing a man just out of jail.

His fourteen years on the radio in
New York, where he was pinned to a
mierophone and a turntable in a mid-
town skyscraper from 9 AM. to mid-
night six days a week had taken on—in
recent years—the aspects of a life sen-
tence.

Transplanted now to a six acre ranch
in the foothills of Encino, California,
with horses to ride, baby chickens to
feed, with growing things—from cab-
bages to oranges—to compare with the
produce of his neighbors, he is turning
Californian with such a vengeance that
his wife—and his doctors—are worried.

In New York, Martin never saw the
sun. He had developed a real coal
miner’s pallor. Now he has four after-
noons a week and one whole day to
soak up sunshine. He won't come out
of it. A mild case of sunburn first
turned into a blister, and finally into
a second-degree burn. Martin kept
right on sitting in the sunshine. He
can't get enough of it.

This man, who was an out-of-work,
and hungry, radio announcer fourteen
years ago and now is a millionaire, al-
ways dreamed of being a gentleman
farmer. When he was just starting in
radio, hanging around Los Angeles’ old

Station KMTR doing odd jobs, wrang-
ling a minute on the air about once in
two weeks, he used to be sent out to
Encino on errands—package toting, as
he recalls it—for the station’s boss, Vic
Dalton. The Daltons really were coun-
try folk, for at that time Encino was a
rolling barley field, with only an occa-
sional farm house.

“T loved the country, and I loved the
life,” Martin recalls. “It was so beau-
tiful, and the air smelled so good, I
vowed then and there that I'd have a
place like that—and in Encino, too—
before I was too old to enjoy it. It’s poor
boys who have the biggest dreams,”
is the way he puts it.

Despite his impressive financial suc-
cess, any happy ending for Martin’s
back-to-the-farm dream seemed most
unlikely—until his pretty wife Esther
took a hand a year and a half ago.

Nobody could farm—even as a hobby
—and keep the work schedules which
Martin's job required. He had built his
fame and fortune on two things—re-
spect for a time-worn radio idea which
most big-league performers scorned,
and a willingness to work like a beaver
six days a week, twelve hours a day.

The idea he built into a gold mine
was not original with him, as he is the
first to admit. Playing phonograph rec-

Westward, following the sun,
came Martin Block and his family.
And it turned out that, as

usual, their path was paved with gold

Starved for fresh air,
wanting more ranging-
room for Jo-Jo, 3, and
Martin Jr., 6, Esther and
Martin decided California
was the answer. Now
Martin soaks up sun even
as he broadcasts: on
WNEW-New York, KFWB-
Los Angeles, and his net-
work show, on MBS daily
at 2:30-3:30 P. M. EST.

VARTIN Brock
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MARTIN BLOCK

No swimming pool, yet, at Rancho Marjo; the six

green and growing acres are dazzling enough!

ords on the air, gabbing knowingly about the
tunes and performers, and splicing-in informal
talks about the sponsor’s product—this was
standard routine in small radio stations all over
the country.

“Disc-jockeying,” people called it patronizingly.
“Platter-spinning.” But Martin saw big possibili-
ties in it, and he was right.

Like most “big breaks,” his opportunity
knocked with such a tiny sound that a less sensi-
tive ear would have missed it. The station for
which Martin was working as a $25-a-week
staff announcer, New York’s WNEW, scored a
big news scoop when it put direct wires into the
Flemington, New Jersey, court house, to cover
the Hauptmann trial.

New Yorkers who had overlooked WNEW on
their dials for years—it competes, after all, with
four big network stations—suddenly discovered

L PARE U
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The boys used to think their Dad was someone

that this small station had a lot to offer.

They also discovered the unknown reporter
who sent out the play-by-play account of the
Lindbergh story—A. L. Alexander. And they also
discovered Martin Block.

Martin had the “filler” job, jumping onto the air
with music and chatter whenever news got scarce
at Flemington. When the trial ended, people kept
right on tuning in WNEW to hear Martin Block.
They liked his casual, friendly manner . . . they
liked his records. And, most importantly—as
soon as his platter program grabbed a sponsor
his bosses found this out—when Martin told
his listeners to buy something, they bought it.

The original sponsor soon was joined by twenty
others, and Martin Block was a rich—if busy—
man. With no chance at all, he thought, to make
good on that vow about the farm of his own in
Encino.

A farm? Martin didn’t even get a vacation. A
weekend was a rarity. Esther got sick of eve-
nings with “the girls” and the Blocks' two sons,
Martin, Jr., and Joel, began to think that their
Daddy was a casual acquaintance who dropped
in now and then for dinner.

“Tt's like jail,” Martin moaned, counting up the
money.

“It is that,” Esther agreed, “and you have to
get out of it.”

“How?” the poor little rich boy wailed.

“Wait and see,” she said.

Martin waited, but not for long. In a year and
a half he had his ranch in Encino, and plenty of
time to work and play in the sun. Thanks to
Esther, who made all the business arrangements,
—*“that girl is really too pretty to be so smart,”
her husband says—he still had all of his New
York sponsors (whose programs he does now by
transcription), and a flock of new ones who were
rushing to buy time on KFWB in Hollywood, a

who sometimes came for dinner. That was in New York

s?ation which aspires to repeat WNEW’s expe-
rience with Martin's easy-going Make-Believe
Ballroom.

! The technical job Esther managed to get done
in the process was nothing less than fabulous.

"_She was so wonderful I decided to fire my
businegs manager and take orders from no one
but my wife,” Martin says.

If Martin were to have any time in the sun
and still do the forty hours of broadcasting he
was contracted for every week, things had to be
handy. So Esther built him his own radio
broadcasting studio, and in his own back yard!
The only one-man radio station in the world is
run_by Martin, Engineer Al Browdy, and a staff
of six, has soundproof broadeasting and control
rooms, a vast record library, teletype room, and
offices, and uses every phone circuit in Encino.
A door’s width away from Martin’s microphone
and turntable is everything he’s ever wanted—
green grass in the sun, growing things, animals
and children playing, the big, beautiful out-of-
doors.

Enc‘mo, grown to a city now although the radio
and picture celebrities who live there call their
homes “ranches,” still “smells better than any
place in the world” to Martin Block.

“Rancho Marjo”—named for the two boys—is
not a pretentious home, for lush Encino at least.
The two story Monterey Colonial house has ten
rooms; the new studio and offices add another
three.

There is no swimming pool—in Encino! hor-
rors!—and Martin says there won’t be until the
boys know how to swim. There will be a tennis
court as soon as the Blocks can bring themselves
to dig the grape vineyard presently occupying
the space. The stables and practice ring are as
brand new as the broadcasting studio, and al-
though a single pinto (Continued on page 87)

Chicks and a pinto pony are the only
livestock so far. There will be more.

Martin dreamed of heing a gentleman farmer back in the days

=t B ~ -
when he didn’t even have a job he could get a vacation from,
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HIS is the kind of erisp early autumn

day that makes me think of all the

the county fairs and harvest festivals
1 went to when I was a little girl. I can
see them now—baskets and stacks of
choice fruits and vegetables which the
owners exhibited so proudly. There were
golden squash and corn, deep purple
plums and grapes and apples of every
shade from dark rich crimson to pale
russet, their heavenly crisp sweet odor
drawing you to them long before your
eyes found them. There were always
more apples, it seemed to me, than any
other fruit so that apples came to sym-
bolize such words as “peace” and
“plenty” and “security” (a comforting
and encouraging memory now when so
many people lack these things) just as
this month’s recipes symbolize good eat-

_ing the year around.

Baked Apples

6 baking apples

16 cup water

3, cup sugar, divided
Few drops red coloring

1 cup chopped walnuts

Wash apples and core. Pare % way
down from blossom ends and place in a
casserole. Add water and % cup of the
sugar. Cover and bake in a moderate
oven (350°F) 30 minutes. Remove
apples from casserole to shallow pan.
Combine liquid from casserole with re-
maining sugar in a small saucepan. Tint
pink with food coloring and boil 2 min-
utes. Stuff centers of apples with nuts,
and baste with syrup. Broil under very
low broiler heat until tops are glazed
and nuts are toasted. Baste with syrup
a few times while broiling. Makes 6
servings.

Apple Macaroon

5-6 large apples, peeled and sliced
1 espoon lemon juice

1 teaspoon grated lemon rind
1 package vanilla pudding mix
14 teaspoon cinnamon

14 cup corn syrup

2 tablespoons sugar

2 cups corn flakes

V4 cup butter, melted

kwm{an;hmamm; mém/fé?z E

Combine apples, lemon juice, lemon
rind, pudding mix, cinnamon, syrup, and
sugar in a baking dish. Mix together corn
flakes and butter, and sprinkle over top
of apple mixture. Bake in a moderately
hot oven (375° F') 45 minutes or until
apples are tender. Makes 6 servings.

Deep Dish Honey Apple Pie

14 cup whole bran, crushed
1% cups sifted flour

14 teaspoon salt

15 cup shortening

4105 tablﬁ:oons cold water

6 cups thinly sliced sour apples
34 cup honey

1 tablespoon lemon juice

14 teaspoon grated lemon rind
4 teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon cinnamon

2 teaspoons butter

Mix together bran, flour and salt; cut in
shortening. Add water, a tablespoon at
a time, until dough is soft but not sticky.
Roll 23 pastry on a lightly-floured board
into an 8-inch square %4-inch thick; cut
in 2-inch strips and line sides of an 8-
inch x 8-inch x 2-inch baking pan. Ar-
range apples in pan. Combine honey,
lemon juice, rind, salt and cinnamon:
pour over apples. Dot with butter. Roll
remaining pastry into an 8-inch oblong
Ys~inch thick; cut in %-inch strips and
place lattice fashion over apples; seal
edges and flute. Bake in a hot oven
(425° F) 10 minutes. Reduce heat to
moderate (325° F) and bake 50 minutes
until apples are tender. This deep-dish
honey apple pie may be served as it is,
with cream, plain or whipped, with a
lemon or any favorite desert sauce, This
serves six. (Continued on page 104)

By

KATE SMITH

RADIO MIRROR
FOOD COUNSELOR

Listen each Monday through Friday at 12
Noon, EST, to stations of the Mutual Broad-
casting Company, when Kate Smith Speaks.
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ANA HARRIS, Katie’'s Daughter of the
NBC serial, is a girl who has proven to be
different from the surroundings in which

she was brought up. Appropriately enough,
Anne-Marie Gayer, who plays Nana, has
had her share of feeling and being different.

First there were the trips she made fre-
guently as a child to visit her grandparents
in Budapest. “I shuttled back and forth so
much,” Anne-Marie tells it, “that I was a
stranger both here and in Hungary.”

The next phase of being different had to
do with her career. Like her parents and
grandparents, Anne-Marie had been trained
as a musician—had, in fact, toured this coun-
try and Canada as a child pianist—when she
decided to become an actress.
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Even for an as-yet unengaged girl,
Anne-Marie Gayer finds a hope chest useful.

Recently Anne-Marie has been busy get-
ting the apartment she shares with a friend
dressed up for a visit from her mother. That's
how the business of hope chests came up.

“So many of the girls I know start a hope
chest as soon as they are engaged,” Anne-
Marie said; “as is custom in many European
countries. Even though I’'m not engaged I de-
cided there was no reason for not having one.”

Anne-Marie admits' that she was influ-
enced to this decision by the new fashions
in hope chests. They are all made of moth-
proof, air-tight cedar, but the styles and
finishes are so diversified that you can be
sure of finding a storage chest which will fit
in with your other pieces. Anne-Marie has
settled on a chest of modern design, avail-
able in dark or bleached mahogany.

“I'll probably end up with one in each
finish,” she says blithely. Being different
again, you see,



“No baby-talk, no condescension,” is John Griggs’

advice to the amateur teller of tales for children.

OHN GRIGGS is one of those fortunate people

you seldom hear about and almost never meet—

a man who is so crazy about his job that he can’t
imagine not doing it and hopes devoutly that it will
be a lifetime one. This is not only a break for John,
it is a break for you mothers as well, for John is the
man who tells stories to children on MBS Adventure
Parade. In fact it is a double advantage for you—you
can tune in his fascinating program for your young
fry's delight and you can also follow his suggestions
when you yourself are telling stories or reading
them aloud.

Adventure Parade is based on the theory that
children’s classics can and should be just as thrilling
to today’s youngsters as they were when they were
written, and it has proved that this is so by present-
ing such varied tales as The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer, Robinson Crusoe, Moby Dick, Treasure
Island and The Three Musketeers and having their
young listeners beg for more. Five episodes of fifteen
minutes each carry each story on for a week, which
is about as long as young minds can be held.

Naturally, many of the longer stories have to be

"cut to meet this requirement and John gives credit
to Anne Lorentz, the story editor, for the success
of this part of the work.

Some purists may object to cutting the classics,
but this doesn't bother John, or Jessica and Bob
Maxwell—who are respectively the director and pro-
ducer of Adventure Parade—at all. “We feel,” John
says, “that we are making available to children a
great deal of fine, stirring literature which otherwise

they might miss, and that if we can get a child inter-
ested in the adventurous quality of a story, he is
likely to read it in its entirety later on,” an opinion
which is confirmed by the commendations the pro-
gram has received from educational groups through-
out the country.

John is the sole member of the cast, reading each
part in turn and varying his characterization so that
each “speaker” is well defined—slow deliberate
speech for one character, for example, more rapid
delivery for another; a high-pitched voice for this
man, and a deeper tone for that one,

“Before reading a story aloud,” John suggests, “it
is a good idea to read it to yourself in order to note
the portions you wish to eliminate or condense and
to get the ‘the feel’ of the characters.

“Above all things,” he warns, “don’t be coy. Chil-
dren are realists, you know. They love adventure and
they like a certain amount of fantasy with it, but
they want it told straight and understandably. You
can say, 'The little rabbit hopped along the garden
path,” and a child will be interested in the rabbit, try
to think how he looked, wonder what will happen to
him when he reaches the end of the path. But say
‘De wittle wabbit went hippy hoppy down de paff’
and the average child will walk out before either
you or the rabbit reaches the end.”
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1. Returning home from a party, Frank Shipton accused
his wife, Anne. of flirting with Tony Russell and
when Anne demanded a divoree in order to marry Tony
he raged. “I'll kill myself rather than give you up!”™

2. Far from breaking up the romance between Anne and
Tony, Frank’s continued threats to commilt suicide
only spurred it on. At last, Tony took command of
the situation, saying, “We'll go to Frank together,
make him understand that we are really in love with

each other and that he must give you your freedom!”

3. At the Shipton apartment they were almost overcome
by gas fumes. Tony fought his way through the tiny
Kitchen to open windows and turn off the oven gas
jets, then he and Anne bent over Frank’s still form.

INCE science has taken an active hand in the
\) field of eriminology, the path of the would-be
criminal has become increasingly dangerous.
Chemistry, for instance, has supplied the police
with so many ways to check a suspect's story
that he who attempts to tell anything less than
the truth is beaten almost before he starts.

At the autopsy on Frank Shipton’s body, Dr.
Wayne discovered that death had not resulted
from any natural cause. The next tests showed
carbon monoxide in the body but not enough of
it to eause death. This led Craig to believe that
Anne had given Frank poison: that when it began
to work she had placed him with his head in the
oven without realizing that the poison would act
so quickly as to destroy her plan to have the death
appear suicide. Dr. Wayne then proved Frank
had been given sleep-inducing pills, but 30 times
the normal dose, much more than a fatal quantity.
Craig’'s theory of Anne’s guilt seemed justified,
u_r!l%il he learned that it was Tony who bought the

ills.
. From then on it was a matter of routine, Tony
phoned Anne, the afternoon of the murder, asking
her to meet him at downtown restaurant, calling
from a booth near her apartment. As soon as
he saw her leave he went to the apartment, left
a partly filled bottle of Vermuth, doctored with
sleeping pills, in readiness for the drink he knew
Frank would make as soon as he reached home,
He returned to the street, watched Frank come
home and a little later went up to find Frank in a
stupor. Tony then staged the “suicide.”
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Exploring the Unknown

tells you about your most

vigilant protector

Exploring the Unknown is heard Sun-

days at 9:00 P.M,, EST, over MBS.

Anne is played by Vicki Vola; Frank,

by Arnold Robertson; Tony, by Ralph

Camargo; Wayne, by Earl George;

Kelly by Bob Donnelly and Craig by
Lon Clark.

4. While Deputy Medical Examiner Wayne worked over Frank, Tony comforted
the distraught Anne. At last Wayne shook his head hopelessly. “Of course
it's a clear case of suicide,” said Police Captain Kelly, but Dr. Wayne
said cauntiously, “We can’t be sure until we've made a complete checkup.”

5. Hours and days went by while Dr. Wayne, urged on
by Kelly and Assistant Distriet Atorney Craig,

made test after careful test which proved beyond
question that Frank’s death was not suicide but
murder. Then came more tests, which revealed
the means of death and pointed to the murderer.

6. Craig had Anne and Tony brought to the apartment
where he said the case against Anne was being dis-
missed and ordered Tony’s arrest. “And to save
yvourself you would have let me be convicted!” Anne
eried and turned on him with such fury that Tony
was grateful for the protection of Craig and Kelly.
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UPPOSE you, as Arliene O'Dell demonstrates, have

S finished a lonely dinner. Now what to do? Feel like
calling on friends, or going straight home to catch

up on your reading, mending, or favorite radio program?
But you've done that so often, You wish you had a nice
date for a change! So you decide to go to the movies.

Before leaving the restaurant, you check in your com- g,
pact mirror to see if your nose needs powdering, or if ©f¢
your mouth could stand for a lipstick touch-up. Should ¥
you discover that you'd look better if your hair were
combed, visit the powder room. Don’t do a major re-
pair job on it in full view of the other diners. Many
girls carry in their purses one of the miniature comb and
brush sets for such emergencies. Too, they like the new
lipstick brush and lipstick combinations, which are so
convenient and take up no extra purse room.

Liquid and cream lipsticks are now more indelible.
Even after eating, your compact mirror may show that
it has stayed on so well that you don’'t need to re-do
yvour mouth completely. So, like Arliene, you can touch
it up before leaving the table. Occasionally vou see
girls making detailed make-up repairs in public. Dis-
gusting, isn’t it? Arliene says, “Please don't.”

Next you see her being hailed by Donald. A man you // “: Ao L SRR, ol N
know might see you while riding in a cab. Or he might v.:.(’g% eANON0T "/ REOAEE (S CHWOI | CUEN  bfy
run into you in a restaurant, at the soda fountain, or oy
bump into you most anytime and anyplace. i .

You never can tell when Fate will team up with /9( chance e /"7’7” n to be aline —

Cupid. That's why you should look your best all of the
time, not just when you have a date. For that chance one
may lead to the most romantic of all—a date to meet him
at the altar!

Arliene O'Dell, ABC radio actress heard on the My
True Story and Famous Jury Trials programs, acts out
the romantic picture story on this page. The man is
Donald Buka, radio, stage, and screen actor.

Arliene hails from Kansas City, Missouri. She studied
dramatics and radio at the University of Kansas. Before
coming to New York, she worked with a radio station
in her home town. There she became familiar not only
with microphone technique, but also with other mechan-
ical phases of broadecasting, even sound effects. Donald
comes from Cleveland, Ohio. Talent, plus hard work,
has landed him leading stage roles, and dramatic radio
and movie characterizations.

c';«'i; .-y")’ /A” .f'i.'{’fil};r/ /'-}}(!f/ //!r:’
MARY

JANE
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&Mﬁ{()ﬂﬂﬁz %&6,1 daughter of Mrs, Oliver J. Moore, lives in Lake Forest.
She is engaged to Joseph A. Kelly of Akron, Ohio. “Ginny™ has legendary Celtic beauty—raven

black hair, a complexion white as milk, kept smooth as velvet with Pond’s Cold Cream.

SOME OF THE BEAUTIFUL WOMEN
OF SOCIETY WHO USE POND'S
Mrs. William Rhinelander Stewart

Mrs. Allan A. Ryan Mrs. John J. Astor
H. H. Princess Priscilla Bibesco
Mrs. Ernest L. Biddle
Mrs. George Jay Gould, Jr.

The Lady Moyra Forester

Yoo mosr

ks

FYOUR FACE TOVICHT/™

says lovely Ginny Moore

“I feel I've given my face a wonderful super
clean-up and smooth-out—when I blush-cleanse
it,” Ginny says. Read how her blush-cleanse
beauty care with Pond’s can help your skin.

Just 4 quick beauty-making steps:
Rouse face with splashes of warm water.

Cream your receptively moist, warm skin
thickly with Pond’s Cold Cream. Swirl
briskly. This blush-cleanse loosens clinging
dirt and make-up, softens skin, brings up
fresh color. Tissue off.

Re-cream, to blush-rinse away last traces
of dirt, make-up. This blush-rinse brings up
still more color—makes skin feel super-soft,
Tissue off again.

Tingle face with cold water,

RESULT—a softer, rosier, cleaner face than
has looked out of your mirror for a long time.
The demulcent action of Pond’s Cold Cream
has helped free your skin of dirt. This Pond’s
blush-cleanse has brought up the circulation
that is so geod for your skin.

Get a big jar of Pond’s Cold Cream today.
Every night do this blush-cleanse and blush-rinse
—every morning just a quick blush-rinse. Watch
your face respond.

| HER RING—

a center diamond,
§ glittering between two
¢ smaller diamonds

She uses Ponds !

Women know
what Pond’s Cream ean do
for them

That is why far more

R
women use Pond’s Cream "
than any other
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Step up and ask your questions—we’ll try to find the answers

R YOUR INFORMATION--1f there's something you wani

io know about radio, write to Irformation Booth, Radio

Mirror, 205 E. 42nd St., N. Y. We'll answer if we can, either
in Information Booth or by mail—but be sure to sign full name
and address, and attach this box to vour letter,

HE'S NOT HIDING AT ALL
Dear Editor:

Wouldnt miss a copy ol your magazine
for anything. and one of the first articles [
turn to i# Information Booth. I would like
to see a picture of Robert Q. Lewis, who
substituted for Arthur Godirey while God-
frey was on vacation. Where have they
been hiding Mr. Lewis? He's very good.
Will he be on any more programs? I sin-
cerely hope so. y]'hank you for a grand
magazine.

Mrs, G. M., Jr. ROBERT Q. LEWIS

Fort Myers, Fla.

So many people agreed with you about Mr. Lewis merits after
his CBS debut last April on the Godfrey show. that as soon as
his chores there were completed, the network gave him a fifteen-
minute spot on Saturdays. This was almost immediately expanded
to a half-hour program known as the R. (). Lewis Little Show
Thurs., 8:00-8:30 P.M. And that's not all! In July. he started a
Monday through Friday series, where he can give with those famous
gentle satires. You can catch this show at 7:00 P.M., also on
CBS. And here’s a picture of this busy young man.

HE PRACTICES WHAT HE PREACHED

Dear Editor:

We, the family, thoroughly enjoy the act-
ing of Ralph Bell. I'm a constant reader of
Radio Mirror, but I have failed to find a
picture of .his fine actor. If possible, could
you have one of him in the near future?

Mrs. W. R
Providence, R. L.

Not only that, but we'll even tell you
something about him. Before 1939, when
he discovered radio (or vice versa), his
career included teaching dramatics at the
University of Michigan, and then, in N. Y., acting in such Broad-
way hits as Banjo Eves and Native Son. As for his radio shows,
he’s one of the regulars on the Crime Doctor programs at 8:30
P. M. EST Sundays, and he's Charlie Gleason on another CBS
show, the serial Strange Romance of Evelyn Winters, on at 10:30
A. M., EST. He's married to stage-screen-radio actress Pert Kel-
ton: likes tennis, chess and reading. Our May issue had some
pictures of Evelyn Winters, and one of Ralph Bell was included.
So you see, we haven't really been neglecting him.

CASE OF THE MISSING ACES

! &
RALFPH BELL

Dear Editor: r
Would you be kind enongh to inform me
as to what happened to the Easy Aces?
Their theme song was the Manhattan
Serenade, and the program originated in
New York, I believe. We miss them very
much and would like to trace them.
Mrs. J. 8.

Long Beach, California.

The Easy Aces are no longer on any 7
network, though they are not by any means GOODMAN and
disconnected from radio. They transcribe JANE ACE
their programs and sell them to local sta-
tions. Hope you can find them in your neighborhood. Goodman
Ace is a writer and producer, working on such shows as the Robert
Q. Lewis program. For auld lang syne, here are Goodman and
Jane—the Easy Aces.

FAMOUS NAMES DEPARTMENT

Dear Editor:
Most of my friends as well as myself are
very interested in learning more about
Miss Milena Miller, the famous radio star
whom we often heard on the Kraft Musie
Hall. I have read about her and seen her
pictures in the June Radio Mirror. The
reason for my curiosity about Milena Mil-
ler is that our first names are the same.
My parents named me after a Queen of
Montenegro, and 1 take a justifiable pride
of the name Milena because of its history. MILENA MILLER
The name is odd to our own nationality, as
well as to others. Will you please tell me how Miss Miller
acquired her first name? Has her last name been changed?

Miss M. B.
Philadelphia, Pa.

Miller is Milena’s real name; the Milena was bestowed by her
mother, because she’d always thought it one of the prettiest names
she knew and because it’s been used for generations in Mrs.
Miller's family. It is a lovely name; thank you for pointing out its
intriguing history.

WHEN GOOD FRIENDS GET TOGETHER

. Dear Editor:

One of my favorite programs is Lum
and Abner, My hushand and | have lis-
tened to them for many years. Somehow,
I have missed seeing pictures of them, and
I haven't read anything about them, either.
Please tell me something about these two
wonderful performers. There has never
been a change in the cast has there?

Mrs. P. M. B.
Washington, D. C.

LUM 'N' ABNER Chester “Lum” Lauck and Norris “Ab
ner” Goff have been a team since their
knee-pants days back in Mena, Arkansas, when they first started
their impromptu imitations of Ozark characters for the benefit
of friends and school chums. They attended the University o
Arkansas together, and then both seemed to be ready to settle
down in perfectly normal businesses in Mena. But they were
asked to contribute their talents to a flood-reliej broadcast, which
brought so much fan mail, that they continued for several months
They then took a vacation in Chicago, sold their act, and had
their first sponsored program in 1931. They've been going strong
ever since. Both are married (to Arkansas girls), have three
and two children, respectively, are in their 10s. and love hunting
and fishing. Don't they look as if it all agreed with them?

WILL DAISY DO?

Dear Editor: ; "

I'd like to know about Jimmy Adkins 5o
He used to sing on the Fred Waring pro-
eram, but | fail to catch him there at all
now. Can you tell me if he is still with
Waring, or if he has any other program?
Alsa, how about a picture of Daisy Bernier,
Fred Waring’s vocalist?

Mrs. E. C.

=

Belton, Texas

Jimmy Adkins is no longer with Fred = ;
Waring, He has no regular program. but DAISY BEENIER
does quite a bit of free-lancing. Picture of
Daisy—that's a pleasant enough task. How's this? By the way,
she was also featured in August's issue in an article called Smile
Magic, by our Mary Jane Fulton.



Life Can Be Beautiful
(Continued from page 45)

sideration were contagious—I found 1
was as eager to please him as when
I'd been a bride.

We were happy again, but there were
times when a deeply serious look would
come over Andy's face. He'd talk of
serious things, the kind of things that
plain people like us find it hard to put
into words. I can't tell all the things
he told me from the secret places of
his heart, of course, but I remember
one thing he said—*“I love you so much,
honey, I think that even if I died my
love would find a way to stay and take
care of you.”

When Spring came this year, Andy
came home one evening with two little
apple trees to plant in our yard. After
he’d patted the dirt around the slender
trunks, he looked at me and said, smil-
ing, “There! Think of me when you
eat the apples from these trees.”

THE shadow of a premonition fluttered
across my heart. “Andy why did
you say a thing like that? We'll eat
these apples together.”

“I hope so0,” he said, standing up,
and looking away.

I suddenly noticed that his face was
thinner, and the two lines beside his
mouth looked as if pain had been
pressing them deeper. I touched his
arm.

“Andy, is anything wrong that you
haven't told me? Don’t you feel all
right?”

“I'm all right, honey. Just a little
tired sometimes,” he said.

“Promise me you'll see the doctor
tomorrow,” 1 insisted.

Andy promised, but the next day
he said he hadn't had time. He said
he felt fine, but that uneasy feeling
stayed with me. I kept studying his
face for signs of illness when he wasn’t
looking, and I couldn't shake off that
feeling of dread. 1 began to worry.

My worry lasted just one week. And
now I know that was part of Andy’s
loving care too—to hide his coming
doom from me to the very end. One
week later, Andy suffered his last at-
tack of angina pectoris at his machine
in the factory. He died in the company
dispensary, and when [ saw him again,
those telltale lines of pain were
smoothed out forever. He'd kept the
secret of those agonizing heart spasms
from me for a whole year. All that
time he knew that his life hung by a
thread, for our doctor had told him
the truth.

My hand falters as I try to tell about
his wonderful bravery and unselfish-
ness. He thought only of me and the
children those last precious months.
He did not try to spare himself to gain
a little more time to live. He went on
working as hard as ever at the factory
and at home. He tried to prepare me
for the shock without frightening me.
And if he was sometimes afraid or a
little Jonely with his tragic secret, he
never let me guess.

Afterward, I remembered his words,
“ . . even if I died my love would
find a way to stay and take care of
you.” His love is still taking care of
me, for he even spared me the painful
responsibility of funeral arrangements.
He left his financial affairs in perfect
order so that I would not be burdened
with money worries as soon as he was
gone. He even helped our oldest son
find a part time (Continued on page 67)

All in favor say...

FELS-NAPTHA!

When it’s a choice of laundry —
soap, millions of families vote
the straight Fels-Naptha ‘ticket’.

For work clothes and play clothes; white shirts, linens

and towels; for delicate underthings —and of course
for Baby's things that must be extra clean and soft—
there is nothing like the thorough cleaning
action of gentle Fels-Naptha Soap.

Fels-Naptha's blend of good, mild soap

and active naptha assures whiter
washes with less work. Be sure
to mark your shopping 'ballot’
Fels-Naptha—Bar and Chips.

Fels-Naptha Soap

BAN/SHES TATTLE-TALE GRAY"
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Pittsburgh'’s

Favorite
Cevan

Mr. and Mrs. Long (Elaine Kinder) breakfast in their new home.

=13

PL./

Paul Long, a Reserve Flying Officer, is an instructor and a
member of the Flying Evaluation Board at Pittsburgh Airport.

for five days a week from 2:00 P.M. until 11:15 P.M.

Six nights a week he does a regular 11:05 P.M. news-
cast. Three days a week, Tuesdays, Thursdays and
Saturdays, he has a 6:05 P.M. news report, and on
Sundays he has an aviation program and a noon news
program.

He is active in the Reserve Flying Officers’ groups at
Greater Pittsburgh Airport and makes a cross-country
hoﬁ whenever possible.

ecently, too, Paul managed to find time to get
married, taking as his bride Elaine Kinder of the
famous Kinder Sister Trio featured at KDKA.

He has letters from listeners throughout the KDKA
area, who having heard his broadcasts, write in for
information about this man who enunciates so clearly,
whose every word paints a picture they can understand.

“I didn't get this way overnight,” he explains. “Things
were a lot different when I entered North Texas State
College at Denton, near my home in Como, Texas.”

That was back in his cowhand days, for it was as a
cowhand that he earned his tuition and room and board.
Since then he has traveled far from Como, studying
musie, drama, literature, phonetics and the other things
which would fit him for radio.

First stop on his journey from Como was Dallas, where
he got a job that enabled him to enter the Dallas Little
Theater and School of Drama.

“Here I learned to lose a sizable portion of my Texas
accent,” Long said,

Dallas, too, made possible his radio debut as free-
lance artist. Here he got his first taste of newscasting.

He landed a job with a station that had no news wire
service, no network affiliation—nothing but records
and an occasional hillbilly band. Long was instrumental
in getting a United Press news wire and he re-arranged
the schedule of newscasts and added special events. His
duties included all of the newscasts, reporting of football
games, special events and ad-lib shows. Four of his
daily newscasts were sold.

The Pearl Harbor disaster found him still at KWKH,
Shreveport, La., and he enlisted in the Air Corps as a
cadet. For three and a half years he was flying in-
structor, two years of which were spent at Cochran
Field, Georgia, where his duties also included public
relations activities.

His Army days over, Long found a berth in KDKA’s
newsroom.

In addition to preparing various news programs for
special shows, Long's main stint at KDKA has been the
11: 05 P.M. Background of the News show, which has
brought him so many letters. His reports and his in-
herent announcing ability have won for him three
sponsored programs, his special broadcasts, many friends.
His is an unusual voice. When you hear it, remember
that lonely little cowhand in Texas who went to college
so that he could get into radio.

PAUL LONG is on duty as a KDKA news editor daily



(Continued from page 65) job months
ago so that he could begin learning
responsibility. Oh, there were so many
loving, thoughtful things he did for us,
that are coming to light now.

My heart overflows with gratitude,
but the most wonderful thing he did
for me was to live like a hero, a real
man, every moment during that last
year of his life. He taught me how
sweet life can be when love transforms
it. I shall always miss Andy—his
voice, his smile, the touch of his hand,
but T haven’t lost his love, for that is
still with me, like a strong, loving arm
to lean on, the rest of my life.

Mrs. H. B. Y.

A CHILD'S EYES

Dear Papa David:

My story has no ending. I just
thought the public would like to hear
some of the blessings of being a school
teacher instead of the problems so
often discussed.

I believe 1 have found that life can
be beautiful in the past year I've been
teaching, 1 have found this out by
looking into the eyes of children. In
these eyes I see hopes and dreams, too
young to be destroyed. I see forgive-
ness, gratefulness, and sincerity. There
is little room in a child’s view of life
for fear and disillusionment (except
when an outside force permits it) when
the world offers such wonders as a
parent’s love, Santa Claus, the Easter
Bunny, and yes, even teacher’s ap-
proval. I have seen happiness In
children’s eyes when the team wins,
when the biggest bubble of gum is
popped, when signs of self-approval
are recognized.

True there is no perfection in any
class room, but I have found no closer

resemblance to complete happiness
anywhere else. . :
Perhaps some might believe me

idealistic—to them I say, take a look,
a good look, into the eyes of a child.
P. E.

MY MOTHER CAME BACK

Dear Papa David:

When [ was very young I lost my
mother for, you see, she suffered a
severe nervous breakdown and drifted
away from me. All her kindness and
patience faded, as she gradually sank
into a state of melancholy unreasoning,
So, like most children who turn away
from reality when it hurts them, I pre-
tended that my real mother had gone
away on a long trip.

She was sent to a sanitarium and,
being under-age, I was not permitted
to see her for some time. When 1 did
become old enough for a visitor's per-
mit, I was somehow frightened, making
excuse after excuse to delay the trip.
But after I realized that my father was

both hurt and puzzled, I suggested that |

Mother's Day would be a perfect time
for reconciliation.

Now that 1 look back upon that
momentous day, I can remember
nothing except that a little girl's dream
came true. For the woman that the
nurse left me with was not the stranger
I had tried so hard to understand, but,
instead, a small woman with a gentle
smile who put her arms around me just
as I had always pretended she would.
My mother had come home.

Miss J. C.

PERFECT SOLUTION

Dear Papa David:
My story goes back to 1945 while 1
was still wearing GI issues and when

MINE IS A

Cape Cod

At Provincetown ..."If I were an artist,” you suddenly said, “I'd draw
your soft dear hands. They'd be mine then.”... Soft hands do have a way
with a man. No wonder the very loveliest women use Jergens Lotion.*

You taught me to steer your
boat, “You steer my heart, too,”
you said, “with these soft little
hands.”...Surely, she'll keep
them so soft with the magic of
Jergens Lotion.

*The best-loved women use Jergens hand care...

Hollywoaod Stars use Jergens Lotion,
7 to 1. Smart Young Marrieds go
nearly 4 to 1 for Jergens Lotion,

Even more effective, now. This
famous Jergens Lotion makes your
hands feel even smoother, winningly
softer, thanks to recent research; and

For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use

Name.

protects longer, too. Part of its magic
—two ingredients with such effec-
tiveness for skin-care that many doc-
tors use them. 10¢ to $1.00 (plus tax)
for this finer-than-ever Jergens
Lotion. None of that oiliness;
no sticky feeling,

YOUR CHANCE to see that Jergens Lotion is even finer.
Mail coupon now for gift bottle. (Paste on penny postcard, if you wish)

,{‘ Mail to: Box 27, Cincinnati 14, Ohio

207

Address

City

State

(Plense print plainly.)

( Sorry, offer good in U.5.A. only.)
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- __HAIR!

COLORINSE

-

ON't have drab, “colorless”
- your hair the lovely, glowing color
. that makes you look “alive.” Thou-
sands of women use Nestle Colo-
inse to discover the “buried trea-
sure” in their hair. Colorinse is not
‘a permanent dye or bleach . . . it
rinses new beauty into your hair,

18

with sparkling highlights and Ius-
trous sheen. Colorinse won’t rub
or brush off but it is easily removed
with shampooing. Try it tonight—
after you shampoo. Nestle Colo-
rinse comes in 9 colors, to glorify
every shade of hair, e
10¢ and 25¢ at
beauty counters everywhere

enhances its natural color, fills it

= |

|
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you didn’t know where you would be
stationed the next day. Fortunately
at this time I was stationed in a camp
near the big city where I was to see
my girl for the first time in almost
three years. When we did meet we
knew immediately that ours were
lives that had to be spent together and
regardless of forthcoming events we
decided to make plans to be married.
My mother, a widow, came all the way
from my home in Minnesota for the
wedding. Of course, my wife had all
her family including her father and
brother. Her mother passed away al-
most six years ago.

About a week before the wedding
my future bride, her father, my mother,
and myself had what you may call a
getting acquainted get together. My
mother expressed her views on the
coming marriage saying she was very
happy but I knew she was sad at the
thought of returning home alone and
I realized she would be very lonely.
My father-in-law expressed the same
happiness but there were his thoughts
that he would miss his daughter and
her helpfulness around the home,

We were married. My mother re-
turned home and after a while I was
discharged, and went to work in a
little town close to the big city. It
wasn't very long before a little visitor
was getting ready to move into our
house. My mother came East to see
us and to be with us on this big event.
She told us that she was very lonely
back home and wished she could be
out here near us. I told her to sell
the house and until she found a nice
apartment she could stay with us. But
she refused for she didn't want to be
in the way and wanted us to live our
own private lives. That was a sweet
gesture, wasn't it? Here she was all
alone almost fifteen hundred miles
away and she wouldn’t think of im-
posing on us.

We had hopes, however, that some-
thing would work out in the near fu-
ture, There was one thing that could
happen which would make everything
perfect. It was what we called in the
army “a natural” That’s right, my
mom and my wife's pop. But it just
didn’t seem that such a wonderful
dream would come true. Then two
days before my son was born we were
all sitting around the dining room table
when my father-in-law spoke. “I have
a surprise for you kids,” he said, “Mom
and I are going to get married,” and
he bent over and kissed my mother,
Well, you could have knocked me over
with a feather. While my wife and I
were just thinking and hoping for such
a thing to happen these two were play-
ing “Romeo and Juliet.” It just
seemed unbelievable but here it was.

Well, after my son was born, my
mom went back to Minnesota, sold the
house and hurried back east. They are
married now and incidentally as happy
as a couple of young newlyweds. Al-

| though the marriage has caused some

confusion about our relationships to
one another we are all very, very
happy- about it all,

M. H.

PATTERN FOR BEAUTY
Dear Papa David:

As a member of P.T.A. association, I
visited a2 home each week to see a
twelve-year-old child, confined to a
wheel chair, hopelessly paralyzed from
the waist down. The home was a poor
one but neat. The child seemed so
cheerful and I always found her busy
with pencil and paper. Even during

my visits she would write a line or so.
I asked her what she wrote. She said,
“Oh, I keep finding things to be thank-
ful for and I write them on a pad.
Later I copy them in my big book, and
I find so many things—my book is al-
most full.” On her pad was: Thank-
ful because my mommy makes such
good biscuits. Thankful because my
teeth are so good and I can eat hard
candy. In another book were things °
she looked at a long time each day, so
if she was ever blind she would re-
member her mother’s smile, faces of
friends, sunshine, flowers and birds.
She reads the list each day and closes
her eyes and concentrates her mind
on them so they are impressed in her
memory. I really felt ashamed for I
find so many things to fret about, in-
stead of ones to be thankful for, and
just glance at beauty all around me,
instead of storing it in my memory. I
am going to try and pattern after that

child.
Mrs. E. S.

“DON'T WORRY, SIS”
Dear Papa David:

One afternoon a few years ago,
while my mother was shopping, my
best girl friend and I decided to pre-
tend that we were career girls and
that my house was our apartment. We
were having a grand time when my
brother, Jimmy came home and think-
ing it was all very funny, began to
tease us. Then, still in my early
teens, I took it all very seriously. So
when Jimmy, after ample warning,
persisted in annoying us, I slapped him.
Just then, my mother walked in and
scolded me. I was outraged and told
her that I wished that she would send
Jimmy away because I never wanted to
see him again.

When I reached the street a neighbor
called to me and asked me to go to
the store for her.

I was coming from the store when
I stopped in my tracks, horror-stricken.
I saw a little boy get hit, thrown and
run over by a car. I ran to the child
but somehow, even before 1 reached
him, I knew it was Jimmy.

A soldier who had seen the accident
picked him uE and a passing motorist
drove us to the hospital. Jimmy was
conscious, but he didn’t ery. He just
asked the driver, “Could you hurry
up? I think I'm bleeding.” Then he
turned to me and said, “Don’t worry,
sis, it’s okay.” I wanted to be calm and
comfort him, but it was he who as-
sured me.

In the waiting room, I kept think-
ing . . . this can’t be true . . . it can’t
be ... and I prayed . . . I prayed with
all my heart.

Mother came a little later and a
nurse came in and told us that Jimmy
was going to be all right.

I never did thank the soldier whose
jacket had been stained with blood, or
the. passing motorist, both of whom
were so kind, but I'm sure they under-
stood.

Jimmy still teases me but every time
I'm about to scold him I think of this
incident, and I remember to say an
extra little prayer of thanks.

G i s

“TO HOLD MY CHILD”

Dear Papa David:

When I had been married six years,
I was stricken with an ailment that
left my left side completely paralyzed.
I was forced to stay in the hospital
a year, leaving my year-old son in the
care of my mother. I dreamed con-



stantly of just being able to hold him
once more. What if something hap-
pened or what if he should forget me?

When I was finally released I re-
turned to find that the baby I had left
was now toddling around. Each after-
noon I was placed in a chair on the
porch,

One day I was alone, my mother
having gone out, watching the baby
playing with his toys at the other end
of the porch. He began staring at me
in a puzzled way and then suddenly
he dropped his toys and held out both
little arms to be taken up. How I
ached to hold him but then how could
I1? I was alone and my crutches were
inside. His lips began to pucker. I
couldn’t stand it. Then, somehow my
legs slowly got to the floor and some-
how, I'll never know how, I walked
over to my baby. I'll never forget the
joy of first putting my arm around him.
I'd done it! I'd walked! That was the
beginning. I knew if I had done it once
I could do it again.

I practiced daily and although it took
some time, I was able to discard the
crutches, .

Today my son is seven years old and
although my arm is still paralyzed and
I can't walk as well as others, I can
take care of him.

Mrs. G. D,

FIRST TEARS
Dear Papa David:

It was just one of those days, I guess.
Usually I'm a very cheerful person but
when I feel down I touch bottom.

The twins did the regular thing—
cried at 6 A.M. for their bottles. I
slipped out of bed, into my housecoat,
popped the bottles into the hot water in
the teakettle, opened the drafts on the
stove, and found a very well-kept fire.
I wishfully thought of the days when
there would be no more bottles at six.

I raised the window shades and
found a rainstorm in progress. It
meant an extra hour of sleep, much
needed moisture, and a house-bound
hubby to finally get at those countless
little tasks in a new (to us) home. But
I thought of the mud, the doors that
couldn’t be left open, the wraps I'd
have to climb into before I went out.

I looked about the room but didn’t
see it as part of our very own home,
No, I thought of the cleaning, painting
and repairing that was necessary.

When I prepared breakfast I griped
mentally because I had to fix toast, hot
cereal, fruit, and eggs. “Why couldn’t
he settle for bread, dry cereal?”

That's the way the whole day went.
1 hoped to go to town with the neigh-
bors but it proved to be a day for
“Men Only."” I was disgusted with my
otherwise much sought-after few hours
of solitude. I'd been hoping for a day
when 1 could fix just what 1 wanted to
eat. Here it was. I didn't eat. The
babies cried a bit after their naps. I
was disgusted, not remembering they
might have cried all day.

I was feeling so sorry for myself as
I changed the babies' clothes that 1
found myself crying. The twins had
never seen such a sight in their young
lives so they found it highly amusing.
They smiled, cooed, and outright
laughed. 1 cried more, they laughed
more, Soon I felt the goon I must
have looked. I couldn’t resist the
laughing babies. Who can? What a
self-centered fool I'd been. I counted
my blessings, held the two cuddlies
close, and opened my eyes to another
beautiful day in a beautiful life.

Mrs. A. A. N. M,
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Lovely to know . . . that you can really rely on
Fresh. Fresh contains the most effective per-
5p|r.1rion-sl:opping mgredicnt known to science!

Lovely to use... creamy Fresh stays smooth., . .
never greasy, gritty or sticky...doesn’t dry out
And gentle... Fresh contains a patented ingredi-
ent that makes it gentle to skin, safe for fabrics.

No wonder . .. more and more women are
switching to Fresh.

@ 1047, The Pharmi-Craft Corporution, Ing,
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FRESH is approved by the
American Medical Association
for advertising in their publications.
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(-Dav Prune Cake

Says BETTY BLAKE

E\‘ER\'BOD\' knows how good Prunes are
for breakfast. .. but not everybody knows
how many good things can be made from
them. Here’s one, for example:

. - ﬁi
Easy to make, wonderful to eat...and
keeps fresh and moist for a full weekl

1% cups uncooked SUNSWEET
“Tenderized"” Prunes
1% cups granulated sugar
3 cup shortening
3 eggs, beaten
2% cups all-purpose flour
% teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon mace
1 teaspoon cinnamon
1% teaspoons soda
% cup boiling coffee

Wash prunes, boil 10 minutes in water to
cover, drain, pit,and put through medium
food chopper. Cream sugar and shorten-
ing, add beaten eggs, mix. Add prunes,
mix. Add flour sifted with salt, spices, and
% tsp. soda, mix well. Add coffee in which
remaining soda has been dissolved. Beat
well. Pour into 3 well-greased layer cake
pans. Bake in moderate oven (375°) for 25
min, Combine layers with butter and sugar
icing. This cake gathers moisture and will
keep a full week without loss of flavor.
Serves 10 to 12.

4 $r 3¢ 3«
Try this Quick SUNSWEET Trick! Fill a quart
jar with SUNSWEET "Tenderized™ Prunes, add
boiling water to cover, and let stand, Good the
next day, better the day after . .. the longer they
stand the richer they get.

£ 4t 4 42

SUNSWEET Prunes arc (ree-rip-
ened for sweetness and flavor . ..
"*Tenderized” for quick-cooking
and better eating . . . sealed in foil
cartons for perfect protection ., .
packed by the grow-
ers themselves,

4 4 &

7
& arastnd
Good Houseker,
.ﬁ.m’

California Prune & Apricot Growers Assn.

San Jose, California

SUNSWEET "Tenderized” Prunes, Apricots and

Peaches...also SUNSWEET Prune Juice

WHAT'S NEW from COAST to COAST

(Continued from page 13)

Danny Kaye (with hid wife) is
looking for the right program.

You’'ll soon be hearing a great deal
about a new singer named Bob Stanton.
And if it strikes you that he sounds
something like Dick Haymes, it's not
just that imitative flare that some sing-
ers have. He can’t help it—he's Dick’s
kid brother. :

» . *

Any day now you'll be screen view-
ing the Truth or Consequences show on
the “March of Time" feature. But this
time you'll see radio’s craziest comedy
show as it really is, not in the exag-
gerated form in which it has already
appeared in several full length films.
That's because the “March of Time”
cameramen and .crew actually took the
show while it was being broadcast and
as it was going over the air, because
that's the way they wanted it for their
short on radio shows.

If you want to know why the Johnnie
Madero—Pier 23 show sounds so real
and lifelike, here's one reason. Three
members of the San Francisco homi-
cide police detail are regularly por-
trayed as close to their real characters
as possible.

L] * -

Gossip-minded friends tell us that
they discovered that Basil Rathbone
wears ted suspenders! They bnnﬁ
whistles from the cast of the Scotlan
Yard series at rehearsals, but Basil is
very proud of them. He says he got
them in Paris not long ago and that
they're all the rage there.

L] * *

Got any good ideas that might be
worked into a radio show for Danny
Kaye? Nothing daunted by his first
radio program, which left much to be
desired, Kaye is aching to take another
crack at anticking over the airways.
Personally, we hope someone comes up
with a good program for him because
he’s always been one of the funniest
guys in the country as far as we are
concerned, and we were plenty disap-
pointed when he didn’t get that across
on radio.

Here's good news to look forward t
next year. Eddie Cantor is alread:
making plans to remain on the air al
next summer. He has a theory—ti
which very few sponsors want to listen
at the moment—that Mr. and Mrs.
America by no means store their radios
in the summer months to hie them-
selves to the wide open spaces. By
some means or other, Cantor is going to
show that he’ll have a good rating for
his show, even during the summer.
Glad he's taking a stand. We know
lots of people, ourselves included, whose
lives do not change so radically be-
cause of a change in the weather that
we don't tune in our radio. So, now we
have a champion.

- ® »

Leslie Nichols, Mutual's United Na-
tions correspondent, has his chest
puffed out a bit these days. Nichols
used to be a professor at the American
School in Cairo, Egypt. He's just heard
that recently one of his former pupils
got his master’'s degree at Columbia
University and that a dozen others are
taking post-graduate courses at various
other American colleges. It's always
nice to know that work you've done in
the past is bearing fruit.

® ® L

STRICTLY GOSSIP FOR WHAT IT’S
WORTH ... Tchtch. Looks as if James
Mason won't have a dramatic show on
the air, after all. He's too busy with the
breaks in the picture biz . . . Senator
Ford is planning to produce a series of
movie shorts based on his Can You Top
This? show ... Maybe you'll be hearing
Rudy Vallee as a disc jockey one of
these days . .. It’s likely that the Kate
Smith Sings show may be a full hour
variety program when she returns to
the air under new sponsorship—at this
point not definite—at least, that's what
Kate wants it to be . . , Hildegarde will
be the first femme to wax a variety
show in the Crosby manner comes the
Fall . ., . Well, good listening and it
ought to be. Lots of new things will be
cropping up and lots of the old ones will
be going on.

Probably no radio show for actor
James Mason; too movie-busy.



’ “No you don't!” I said, and grabbed
er.

She squirmed and fought like some
kind of little animal. Her feet, in
shoes that were a_couple of sizes too
big for her, came up and tried to con-
nect with my shins, and she twisted
her head around and bit at the hand
that was holding her right arm.

“Hey, quit that!” I said. “I'm not go-
ing to hurt you—anyway, I won't if
yvou behave yourself. And you can't get
out of here, because that window's too
high up for you to climb out of with-
out me stopping you.” I let her go, and
stepped back, She looked up at the
window and saw I was right about her
getting out of it—its bottom was level
with the top of her head, and I could
have grabbed her by the ankles if she
tried anything. Then she pushed a lock
of wet, black hair out of her eyes and
said sulkily:
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“NOME on, lady—lemme go. I ain't

done nothin." 1 just found the win-
dow open, and come in here to get outta
the rain. Lemme go, huh?”

“If you came in to get out of the rain
I don't see why you're so anxious to go
back into it again,” I said. *I think
you'd better stick around awhile.
What's your name?”

“Florrie,” she muttered. “Florrie
Hulsifer.”

“And where do you live?"

“Noplace.”

“Haven't you got any relatives?”

She gave me a look that made me
sure she was lying when she said,
‘Nope, None at all.”

“Then some agency ought to be tak-
mg care of you—" I started to say,
when she turned on me with a sudden
snarl.

“¥ah! I ain’t gonna let no cops catch
me and lock me up! I know what them
places're like—they treat you like you
was dirt and don’t give you enough
to eat and make you work like a dog!”
Her pinched little face turned pleading.
“Lady, don’t turn me over to the cops
—please! Honest, I wasn't gonna take
nothin’, eross my heart.”

“*Nobody's said you were, so far,” 1
told her. I guessed she probably would
have lifted anything that wasn’t nailed,
if she'd had a chance, but I felt sorry
for her. She was so little and dirty
and underfed and ugly generally, and
there wasn't a thing about her you
could like—but just the same,” I was
sorry for her, And I'd had enough
trouble with the cops myself, when I
was about her age or a little older,
so I didn't feel much like ealling them
and handing her over to them. “Hun-
gry?"” 1 asked—a pretty unnecessary
guestion, because you could se€¢ by
looking at her she’d been hungry since
she was born,

She nodded, looking at me suspici-
ously, so I said, “Come on in here,”
and let her go ahead of me into the
apartment back of the shop, first re-
membering to close and lateh the win-
dow she'd come in by. In the kitchen
I told her to sit down and got busy
scrambling four eggs and laying out
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NO WINDOW need be dull or
dingy now. For kitchen, bath
or bedroom—for basement, hall
or attic, CLOPAY Hollywood
Style Curtains bring gaiety and
charm for just a few pennies.

’ ‘Five-piece sets of genuine
plasticized cellulose in brisk
polka dot, gingham or straw-
berry patterns. Red, blue or
green, They're a full 54 inches .
long and can be shortened just v
by cutting. ;

So smart, so fresh—CLOPAY
Corttage Sets make any win-
dow sing. 7-Piece set includes
2 top panels, 2 sash panels, 2 te-
backs, and an extra width of valance.

CLOPM[MZ@MJDMPES

air Charm and elegance at amaz-
_98 ingly low cost. Stunning
L) 1 -
‘_.% florals, stripes and plaids.

Generous 2145 vyards long, with
matching tie-backs.

. "Beautiful Windows at Low Cost." Write to:
7‘268 gﬂdé‘dﬁ Clopay Corp., 1246 Clopay Sq., Cincinnati 14, O.

CLOPAY

Reg. U.S. Pat. OH.

Beawtifel Wendows 4t Low (oot

Mow available at 5 and 10c Stores, Variety Stores, Depariment and Other Stores,

some: bread and bufter and jam and
a quart of milk. We didn’t talk while
she ate—if you could ecall it eating, the
way she wolfed the food down.

“Now,” I said when she was finished,
“are you sure you haven't got any rela-
tives living around here?”

At first she was., She claimed her
mother was dead and she couldn't re-
member her father, and she didn’t have
any brothers or sisters. I kept after her,
though, and finally she admitted that
she had an aunt living in a tenement
two blocks away.

“But [ hate her!” she said fiercely,
her black eyes snapping. “She’s got a
lot o kids of her own, and she don'’t
}war:]: me around. I won’t go back to
ver!”

“How about school?” I asked.

“School! Whatta I want to bother
with school for?”

“Sure,” I said. “I used to figure that
way too. I was a dope, just like you.
Well—" I looked at the clock. It was
ten-thirty, and Stephen and Papa
David wouldn’t be home until around
midnight. “Tell you what,” I said. “You
can sleep here tonight, and in the morn-
ing we'll all see if we can't figure out
some way to:give you a break. But
first,”” 1 added, looking hard at the
crusted dirt on her hands and face,
“vou're going to take a bath.”

She put up a fuss. but I told her no
bath, no bed, and finally she gave in.
While she was in the tub I took a look
at the baby and saw he was still sleep-
ing like an angel, and got a pair of my
pajamas for Florrie. They weren't much
too big.

I put her in the little room next to
the kitchen—my old room. She was
half asleep the minute she struck the
bed. I picked up the ragged old clothes
she had brought in with her from the
bathroom and started to tiptoe out,
when all at once she raised her head
and said, “Hey—where you goin’ with
my eclothes?”

“You won't need them any more,” I
told her., “I'll give you some of mine
in the morning.”

“So okay, you'll give me some o
yours,"” she said wisely. “But why walk
off tonight with the stuff T've got?
What's the matter—afraid T1l1 get
dressed and run away?”

The truth was that I had been afraid
of exactly that. But if you show peo-
ple you don’t trust them, they're more
likely than ever to do just the things
vou were afraid they'd do, so I shrugged
and said, “If that's the way you feel
about it, Florrie—"

S That's the way I feel,” she said.
“You seem okay, lady, but I like to
have my clothes where I can get hold

Put vour votes behind
the programs and personalities
that please vou . . .
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RADIO MIRROR AWARDS

will appear in the
NOVEMBER RADIO MIRROR,

which goes on sale Friday. Oectober 10.




of 'em if I need 'em. I'm funny that
way.” ’

1 put the clothes back on the chair
and went on out, closing the door be-
hind me.

Getting into bed once more, I thought
I wasn't sleepy and that I'd stay awake
until Stephen and Papa David got
home, and tell them all about Florrie.
That's what I thought—but sleep came
down on me like a ton of feathers, and
the next thing I knew it was morning,
and Stephen was bending over me,
smiling, while Baby Stephen let the
world know he wanted his bottle—but
quick, }

I hopped out of bed and was into my
robe and in the kitchen before I was
awake enough to remember Florrie. 1
had to laugh, then, thinking of
Stephen's and Papa David’s faces if she
marched out of the little room before
I'd had a chance to tell them about her,

“Stephen!” I called, and when he
came to the kitchen door— “We had a
visitor last night, a girl thirteen or
fourteen years old. She broke into the
shop and I caught her.” Standing over
the stove while the formula heated, I
told him all about her, and how I'd fed
her and made her take a bath and put
her to sleep in my old room.

“In your old room?” Stephen re-
peated, stepping back into the hall and
looking behind him. “Then where is
she now?"”

“Why—" 1 took the bottle off the
flame and hurried to stand beside
Stephen in the doorway of the little
room. It was empty—the bed covers
thrown back, Florrie’s clothes gone. I
got an awful sinking sensation in the pit
of my stomach, but I said, “She must
have gotten up early. Maybe she'’s
out in the shop with Papa David.”

But she wasn't, and Papa David
hadn’t seen her, didnt know she'd
been in the apartment until I told him
about her. e shrugged his shoul-
ders. “Well, Chichi girl, so you helped
her out and gave her food and lodging
for the night, and now she’s gone. May-
be she was afraid we would call the
police and turn her over to them, heh?”
He patted my shoulder.
worry about her.”

I didn’t like it, though. Something
kept nagging at the back of my mind
while I dressed, and before I went back
to the kitchen to fix breakfast I knew
what it was. My purse—it was around
here someplace, I remember having put

“Don’t you

it down yesterday afternoon when I
came in from the market. I looked
in the bedroom, but it wasn’t there. I
came out into the hall, and there it was
on the little table under the mirror. I
picked it up and looked inside—and
then I really did have the sinking sen-
sation. Forty dollars of housekeeping
money—gone, every cent of it!

“Papa David!” I yelled, and went
running into the shop,” where he and
Stephen were orening up for the day.
“Papa David—the cash drawer! Look
ii. it quick—is it all right?”

“Chichi, why you get so excited?”
Papa David reached into the hiding
place behind the books and pulled out
the cash drawer key, fitted it very
calmly into the lock, pulled the drawer
open. “Of course the cash drawer is all
right,” he said. “It was locked, so how
could anyboedy touch it?”

I leaned against the counter, feeling
as if 1 would start to cry any minute.
“Thank goodness for that,” I said. “But
she—she took forty dollars out of my
purse, all the same. All my housekeep-
ing money. Oh golly, what an awful
dope I am! A little brat that anybody
could have told was out to lift every-
thing she could get her hands on—and
I feed her and give her a bed and then
walk off leaving my purse right where
she could see it! She didn’t even have
to hunt for it—all she had to do was
take the money and walk out the front
door! Just a dope—a trusting, half-
witted dope, that's mel”

“Chichi girl,”” Papa David said gent-
ly. “You must not feel so bad. What is
money? Somethin%to spend, that is all.
Or to give away.” His kind old face was
worried—not about the money but be-
cause I was blaming myself for having
lost it. He was always like that, hating
to see people unhappy. “Forty dollars
is not so very much, and maybe she—
this little Florrie—needed it much
worse than we do.”

“Maybe she did,” I flared. “And as
far as that goes, I'd have given her the
forty if she’d asked for it. But it just
about kills me to think that somebody
I trusted and was nice to would steal
from me the minute my back was
turned. That’s what hurts! I should've
known better—after all, I knew darn
well she’d broken into the shop in the
first place—but no, I had to put on the
bi% kind-lady act!"

apa David looked at Stephen and
then back at me, and he smiled a little.
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*Chichi,” he said, *a good many years
ago a ragged, dirty little girl ran into
this book shop. She was scared be-
cause some man was following her,
bothering her. And I said to myself,
‘This little girl, she’s never had much
of what you call a break. She's spent
her whole life playing around on the
docks and streets—learning dirty
words, dirty ways of acting. So is that
her fault?’ I asked myself. And I knew
that it wasn't, so I gave that little girl
something to eat and a place to sleep.
I remember,” Papa David said slyly,

| “that Stephen here thought I was being

very silly. He kept saying that little
girl would steal from me and run away,
break my heart and make me feel that
I had been a schnook—a big fool. We
used to have such arguments about it!
But after a while Stephen changed his
mind, and now he's even married to
that little girl.”

Stephen blushed. “I don’t see, David,
how you can compare Chichi with this
Florrie,” he said.

“Neither do I,” I told Papa David. “T
didn’t break into the shop—and I didn’t
steal from you, but she did—"

“Oh—oh!” Papa David exclaimed.
“But from the looks of you in those
days, who was to say that you wouldn’t
break in if the door wasn't open, or
wouldn't steal if you got a chance?
Stephen thought you would, and I
didn’t, and one of us had to be wrong.”
He smiled and patted my shoulder.
“Stephen is glad now, Chmh: girl, he
was the one that was wrong.'

“Look,” Stephen said suddenly. “Is
that the girl, Chichi?”

I turned quickly, following the di-
rection of his eyes to the front door.
Florrie stood there, hesitating on the
threshold, and looking scared. Before
I could answer Stephen she saw all of
us watching her, and she came in.

“Here,” she said, poking her hand
at me. It held my money, crumpled
bills and small change. “Take it,” she
said. “I don’t want it. I'm sorry I
pinched it offa you. You was nice to
me and I'm sorry.”

1 was so surprised—and so glad—I
couldn't move.

“You're the young lady Chichi was
telling us about? Well, I am David—
Chichi calls me Papa David. And this is
Stephen Hamilton—Chichi's husband.”

Florrie cut her eyes over shyly at
Stephen and mumbled a “Hello.” Ex-
cept for being dry and a good deal
cleaner, she looked about the same

as she had the night before—but there
was something else about her that was
different. I wasn't sure just what it was.
She didn’t seem to be quite as miserable.
She carried her chin maybe a quarter of
an inch higher, and her mouth was a
little less twisted with the secret look
you see on the mouths of kids whose
minds have had to grow up ahead of
their bodies. It was still a sullen, sus-
picious mouth—but someday it might
smile,

“Hey!” 1 said suddenly. ‘“Here we
haven't even had any breakfast yet,
Florrie—how’s about you setting the
table for me?”

She didn't look up, and her voice
when she said, “Okay,” showed about
as much enthusiasm as if I'd told
her to come along and have her
right arm chopped off. But she fol-
lowed directions—and she ate a huge
breakfast.

Well, that’s about all there is to tell
about Florrie—so far. After breakfast
I went around with her to her aunt’s
flat, and found it pretty crowded and
dirty. The aunt wasn’'t so bad, really
—just overworked and tired, and with
six kids of her own to worry about.
She said she’d tried to do her best for
Florrie, and I believed her. By the time
I left we'd got it settled that Florrie
would go on living there, and I'd take
her out and help her buy some decent
clothes, and Florrie promised to start
school again and come into the shop
after school to wait on customers for
pin money. Probably if you saw Florrie
now you wouldn’t think she was any
prize. She still talks tough and some-
times she acts tough. But I can see a
difference, and I figure that time is on
Florrie's side. Kids like Florrie—kids
like I was—have a tough time growing
up in a big city, and if they grow up
crooked it isn't their fault. If they grow
up straight it's only because somebody
has bothered even when they don't
look as if they're worth helping.

“Worth helping?” Papa David says.
“What kind of talk is this about who is
worth helping and who isn't? You
know what is the most precious thing
in the world? A human soul. Yours,

-mine, everybody’s. Let one go to waste

and you're committing a sin, the big-
gest sin there is. Try to save it, and
even if you aren’t succeeding, you've
done something fine and great. Worth
helping? Hah! Just show me one per-
son that's not worth helping!”

And I guess he’s right.
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Bachelor’s Lot
(Continued from page 29)
him so. Blondes, brunettes, redheads. , ..

“Hey Tonee,” calls Corinne Calvay—
she's the luscious little blonde Para-

mount has imported from Paris—‘You |

zer T.amly are one peen up boy.”

“You may tell the people,” Charlie
Carroll, Tony's stand-in and staunch
admirer, mutters from the sidelines,
“that with the girls Tony does great.”

A hundred professional lackeys stand
by to bring Mr. Martin a towel, to page
him for a telephone call, to provide him
with lunch, cigarettes, or a drink, what-
ever he wants and—on the double
when he wants it.

Yes, it's a great life,

Unless. . ..

The Unless starts forming again when |

vou follow Tony into his private quar-
ters, see him among his own things.
You begin to wonder if this bachelor
life is all it's cracked up to be.

While Tony dresses, you inspect his
collection of war mementoes which
have the honored spot over the fire-
place. A Japanese quartermaster's
flag, the red sun on a regimental flag
with names of a hundred soldiers—
dead soldiers?—lettered in ink in Jap-
anese characters, a Samurai sword, a
citation from Tony’s commanding offi-
cer which awards him the Bronze Star
for services beyond the line of duty.

HE newspapers which rushed out the

seventy-two point type when Tony
Martin got into trouble during his first
few months in the service didn’t bother
to spread the news around when Tony
made good under fire. Not many peo-
ple know about his really distinguished
war record.

He will show you his uniform jacket
if you ask him—it's pretty impressive
with - two rows of battle ribbons, in-
cluding the Bronze Star and CBI
theater ribbon with three battle stars,
the dark blue presidential citation and
-the green and gold wreath for meri-
torious service.

Those tech sergeant stripes mean a
lot to Tony who earned them after his
much-publicized bad start in the serv-
ice. He had to start all over at the
bottom, and earn them the hard way,
to prove again that he could take it.
But he did it. And it shows.

Tony never complains of his “bad
breaks.” He uses them, to make friends.

His pals were broiling mad when
Tony, just a few days before this inter-
view, picked up a speeding ticket, the
first he had ever had, and was slapped
down with a two-day jail sentence.

Hundreds of speeders go to court in
Los Angeles every day, Tony’s friends
point out in his defense, Unless they
are “repeaters” or drunken drivers,
they pay a fine and that's that. Tony,
for his first offense, got it in the neck.

“Nuts,” says Tony. “I deserved it.
Believe me I learned a lesson. I'll
never drive fifty-five miles an hour in
a twenty-five mile zone.

“Besides,” he adds, “I made a lot of
new friends.”

A streteh in the jail house is not a
catastrophe to Tony—just another
chance to make friends. His whole life
story is like that. He was tossed out of
St. Mary’s when he was eighteen, when
one of the priests came upon him play-
ing jazz on the college organ. Eight
boys went with him and formed an
orchestra which was Tony's first step
in the direction of his ultimate show-
business success. When he came to
Hollywood—from a successful engage-
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ment at Chez Paree in Chicago—and
sat out a six months contract without
getting before a camera, he made so
many friends on the golf course and in
supper clubs that he soon landed the
job as soloist on the Burns and Allen
radio program. He turned his unfor-
tunate early experiences in the service
to the same good ends—not a guy nor a
gal who saw service in the CBI theater
who doesn’t consider Tony *“one of us.”

If you have enough friends you don’t
get lonely, Tony says. And Tony has
plenty of friends. They are on the
phone incessantly—a Wae whom Tony
met on leave in Burma; a former GI
who has written a song he thinks Tony
should try out on the air; Ben Oakland,
his arranger, checking to see when they
will get together to work out that new
number; a golfing pal who has heard
that Tony sank a sensational putt at
Hillerest yesterday. The phone rings
every five minutes.

Between calls, however, it gets awful-
1y quiet in Tony Martin’s hotel room
in Bel Air. Friends are great to have,
but they keep a certain distance. Inside
that tactful circle, a man goes on living
alone.

The loneliness shows up in little
things.

“Where’s my sock?” Tony groans
from his two-by-four dressing room,
before he appears completely dressed
except for one bare foot.

“T lose more gol darn socks,” he ex-
plains.

He has a new Claude Thornhill rec-
ord, “Under the Willow Tree.” He wants
you to hear the sensational piano solo,
but his brand mew radio-phonograph
combination stumps him.

“How do you start it,”” he wonders
aloud, and then, realizing that if he
doesn’t know how to work it nobody
does, he pushes buttons until the music
starts.

“Sure,” Tony will admit, if you shoo
his gallery of pals away and corner
him for a minute’s quiet conversation,
“bachelorhood” has its drawbacks.

“Sure I want a home, instead of a
hotel room.

“Sure I would like to marry again.
And have children. I love kids. Other
people’s kids.”

But what can he do?

“There’s one girl,” he begins. And
then he stops. He's naming no names,
but you get it.

“I've been crazy about her for years.
She’s the kind of girl you can be quiet
with—we used to go for long drives
along the coast, and never say a word,
for hours. Or we'd sit by the fire on a
rainy evening, listening to records. We
didn’t need to talk. You have to feel

very close to someone to—to just be
together—like that.”

But marriage?

This girl, Tony points out, is a big
star—richer than he is, more famous.

“Prettier, too,” he adds, with a wry
smile.

“It won’t work.”

A lot of water has gone under the
bridge since Tony’s divorce from Alice
Faye, but he has never forgotten the
things he learned from that brief and
unhappy marriage.

“You can’t marry a girl in the busi-
ness,” he says he has concluded, “it
just can’t work.

“I like—when I go out with my wife
—to feel like a man.”

So, now in his thirties, securer in his
career than he has ever been, riding
higher than—two years ago in the
jungles—he would have believed pos-

sible, Tony goes his way alone. He goes
out with lots of girls. Actresses. Non-
actresses, Marriage with one of the lat-

ter is, perhaps, not too distant a pos-
sibility.

In the meantime, he has his friends
and his fun. He has his folks—Tony's
comradely relationship with his young
and pretty mother is one of the nicest
things in his life.

With no future planned, he is none-
theless setting the stage for a not-so-
lonely period. He is planning a home
—with two bedrooms, one for a wife if
and when he gets one.

The house must be all on one floor—
“practically all knotty pine,” Tony says,
adding, “an early American ranch
house, if there is such a thing.”

It has to have a fireplace, of course,
and music in every room. And it must
have a fine big dining room for Tony
wants ten people for dinner every
night. He would be lost without his
friends.

“There were sixteen people here last
night,” he explains. It was no trouble;
all he had to do was call the chef and
warn him. It was Mother’s Day and his
mother was down from Oakland. “If
any one of those sixteen people went
broke tomorrow, the other fifteen would
chip in to see to it that he had every-
thing. Great people! And funny! You
should have seen Harry Ritz. We sat
at the table for three hours, and
laughed until we cried.

“My mother,” he swears, in illustra-
tion, “doesn’t wear mascara, but it
was running.

“I like people,” he says, and you re-
alize it’s his solution, for the moment.

With lots of people around, a Hap-
py Bachelor can enjoy what he has,
and not have too much time to himself
to worry about what he’s missing.
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The Secret Place

(Continued from page 21)

naturally, at the Marlowe house and
chairmanned by motherly, bustling
Mrs. Marlowe. If there was a problem
of juvenile delinquency in a family she
knew, parent and culprit and truant
officer found themselves holding con-
ference in Mrs. Marlowe’s sitting-room.
There was no end to the stories of Mrs.
Marlowe’s public charities and private
kindnesses—stories which seemed to
grow and enlarge now that the bene-
factor was dead.

But Ardith? Eileen’s forehead
wrinkled as she tried to place the
daughter in these picture-memories.
All she could manage was an impres-
sion of a drab, brown-tweed, slender
figure sitting quietly in a corner wrap-
ping bandages for the Red Cross; or
driving her mother from one errand
of charity to another; waiting on the
hospital benches until her mother had
finished talking to Dr. Jack Landis or
Dr. Purdy about some case or other she
was interested in.

Ardith remained a shadow. And that
was Eileen's first thought when she
looked at the girl lying on the couch,
before a dead fire, in the old-fashioned
bedroom. A shadow of a girl.

“Good morning.,” The nurse spoke
briskly, unfastening the clasp of her
cape. The patient’s eyes, dull and un-
interested, followed listlessly Eileen’s
movements around the room. “Let’s
have some sunshine in here, Ardith.
It’'s so dark I can hardly see you. On
such a lovely day you really ought to
be outside on the lawn.” Shades rattled
up and windows were thrown open
vigorously.

UT it made no difference to the girl

on the couch. She closed her eyes
painfully against the glare. A shaft of
sunlight touched her face and outlined
the hollows of her cheeks.

“That’s what Doctor Landis is al-
ways telling me—to get outside. But
I'd rather stay here. I haven't the
energy.” One hand moved toward the
library book on the table.

It was a gesture of dismissal to
Eileen—a pointed hint the patient did
not want to talk.

Eileen saw it, and for an instant
anger flared inside her. Not a word of
thanks from Ardith! She must know
that nurses these days had more im-
portant things to do than to spend their
time with selfish hypochondriacs! If
it weren't for Mrs. Marlowe and the
memory of her help to the hospital,
Eileen would have walked out then
and there.

But she controlled her temper and
sat down by the fire, poking it to re-
vive a tiny flame in the charred logs.
Determinedly, she began to talk.

“Unless you make the effort, Ardith,
and get out into the sunshine—see
people and take an interest in life, you
never will recover your energy. You'll
just lie here until one day you'll find
vou really do have something phys-
ically wrong with you. You're not eat-
ing properly, or taking care of your-
self. If your Mother were alive—"

For the first time a flicker of emotion
passed over the girl's face. One hand
clenched on the robe thrown over her,

“If my mother were alive!” Grief
and something that was strangely like
resentment mingled in her face. The
words seemed to burst from her. “If
she were alive no one would notice if
I were well or sick or what happened
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to me. And all I want now is for people
to go on leaving me alone. I didn't
ask you to come here. I don't want
Dr. Landis here, either, Mrs. Anderson
comes in every day to clean and cook

for me—that’'s enough. Why can't
people leave me alone?”
“Why—Ardith—!" Eijleen stared
at her in shoeck. “I believe you re-
sented your mother!”
The girl began to ery. “No—no—I

loved her.” For a moment it seemed
as if she would turn her head away,
but the weakness of her tears broke
her down again and the words came
as if they were forced from her. “I
loved her, Butf she had so much time
for everyone—people who were suffer-
ing or sick or needed money—and I
was well and 1 guess she thought I
didn’t need her as much as the others.
There never was any time for me., She
thought I was strong and could take
care of myself. I understood—but I
wasn't strong as she was. I couldn't
make a life for myself out of helping
other people. And now I don't care
any more.”

l'ENTLY Eileen sfraightened the robe
1 around the other’s knees. Gently—so
as not to stop this release of words
that was pouring from Ardith's lonely
misery.

“I guess it was selfish of me, but I
wanted so much to be like the other
girls and spend my time with them and
go to parties and picnics. Mother
wanted me to—but I just couldn't
stand to dawdle around in the drug
store drinking milk shakes with them,
when I knew Mother might be need-
ing me to drive her somewhere, And
everytime we planned a party here
or a dance, we would have to cancel
it. Someone or other would get sick
and need her or we would be planning
a drive to send bundles of clothing to
some unfortunate families and there’'d
be meetings—"

Eileen had a quick vision of a quiet,
conscientious girl, always in the back-
ground, but always helping. A girl
who never had time for hours in a
beauty parlor or a dressmaking shop,
A girl who adored her mother—but a
girl who needed, too, her own little
place in the sun, her own friends, her
own sense of importance.

The tears were subsiding into shame-
faced snifles and Eileen got up,
quickly. She didn't want Ardith em-
barrassed over her sudden confidences.

“Take a nap, dear,” she said, quietly,
“I'm going down to the kitchen for
some soup for us both: Maybe you'll
feel better for crying—it helps us all,
sometimes.” She turned to go and her
eyes fell on a tiny bowl of moss roses
and wood violets on the coffee table.
“Oh, aren't they pretty? I wouldn’t
have given Joe Adams credit for so
much imagination with a gift of flow-
ers. I would have thought he'd stick
to the ordinary roses or gardenias or
flowers like that!”

Two spots of color burned in Ardith’s
tear-wet cheeks. But she lifted her
head, bravely. “Then you haven't
heard. Those aren’t from Joe. The
librarian brought them over when he
brought this ok. Joe is—Joe has
jilted me, I guess. We aren’t seeing
each other any more. He says he likes
girls with more life to them.”

So Joe Adams had finally broken
off the long engagement between Ar-
dith and him! It was on the tip of
Eileen’s tongue to say good riddance,
but she checked herself. She did say
it to Jack when he looked in during the
afternoon.

“—a good thing, I say! I never
liked that Joe Adams.” She and Jack
were pacing the graveled walk from
garden to sundial and back. “But that's
part of her trouble, I'm sure, Jack.
She's so beaten down and hopeless.
She just doesn't think anything is
worth the effort—not even rousing
herself to get Joe back. All her life
she's been in the shadow of her moth-
er's vitality and without any real life
of her own. You know what it's like
with most young girls—the whole fam-
ily in a dither over their first dates
and their first long dresses and de-
bates over when the time has come
for them to use lipstick and so forth.
Well, Ardith never had that kind of
importance in her life. She had Joe—
but it's my hunch he was just another
person who dominated her.”

Dr. Jack nodded. “He’s not a bad sort,
but he is conceited. And now even he's
lost interest in her. I can't say I know
what to do, short of dragging Joe back
by the seruff of the neck, and that
wouldn't solve things.”

They were interrupted just then by
the click of the gate as it opened and
shut. A tall, slim young figure strode
up the path towards them, a bundle
of books under his arm. As he came
nearer Eileen recognized Richard Stell,
librarian of the branch library in the
neighborhood. Behind the tortoise-shell
glasses he wore his eyes had a friendly,
gentle twinkle.

“Hello, Doctor—Miss Heolmes. I'm
bringing Miss Marlowe her quota of
books for the week. Do you know if
she’s finished the others?” A private
liftle joke seemed fo suddenly ocecur to
him and he laughed. “Do you happen
to know if my plot succeeded? I slipped
in a few light novels and a couple of
detective stories, and I was wondering
if she succumbed to the temptation.
I've told her often enough she reads
too much heavy stuff. It's a little war
we carry on.” He said the last almost
apologetically, as if he felt his joke
might be too slight to be appreciated
by others.

“I THINK that's a good idea, Richard.
I'll run up and see if my patient is
finished with the books she has—and
if she ‘succumbed to temptation’. I'll
bring them down.”

“Oh, no—" hastily—"don’t bother. I'll
go up and see her myself. I'd rather
like to tease her a bit, if you don’t
mind. Handing out books all day, 1
don't often get a chance like this, fo
impose what I like on other people.”
Again there was that laughing twinkle
in his eyes as he strode away towards
the house.

That evening when Eileen went in
to get her patient ready for bed, she
found Ardith reading one of Richard’s
“temptations”. It seemed to do her good, .
because she was smiling, slightly, as
she read.

“It’s silly,” she seemed to feel the
need to explain to the nurse, “but he
was so insistent and he teased me so
much about always picking books that
are so solemn. I'm just reading this
so I can tell him how silly it is, when
he comes back next week.”

Eileen hardly paid any attention. A
plan was forming in her mind anfl she
wondered only if she were diplomatic
enough to carry it through.

“T'm going to brush your hair fo-
night, Ardith. It will help you relax
and sleep.” Her hands were busy
unpinning the large coil of hair on her
patient’s neck as she spoke, .

For a few moments they were quiet

as Ardith let herself relax under



Eileen’s ministrations.

“What lovely hair you have!” Eileen
said it artlessly, but she had the feel-
ing it was the opening gun of her at-
tack. Surely any girl would respond to
flattery—would have enough vanity to
take an interest in her looks if others
did. And Ardith did have lovely hair!
“It's so long and so golden-brown.
You're very fortunate not to have to
worry about rinses and bleaches and
permanents, the way other girls do.”

Almost automatically the girl twisted
fo see herself in the long pier-glass
near the closet. “I've always wanted
to cut it. It's so much trouble.”

“Then why don’t you?” boldliv.

“I don’t know. I guess I could, now.
Mother liked it long and I left it that
way, to please her.” The idea that the
decision was now entirely hers seemed
a new thought to Ardith. She looked
again at the mirror . . . then she sank
back against the pillow. “What dif-
ference does it make? Who is going to
care what I look like—whether it's
short or long?”

“Nobody’s going to care!” Eileen said
it with the effect of an explosion. “Stop
thinking about other people. You've
done that all your life—and you know
what I think? I think it was a form
of selfishness. You just did what you
thought other people wanted because
you wanted them to like you. You
never did anything without consider-
ing first if it would please your mother
or Joe and if they would like you bet-
ter for doing it. Your mother was the
kindest person on earth and she would
have been happy if you'd developed a
will of your own, but you just wanted
her to pat you on the back all the time.”

IRDITH'S mouth had dropped open in
surprise and it made her look like a
little girl being un]ustly punished.

“Selfish—me?"

“And now you can’t satisfy your ego
by being anyone’s errand girl or any-
one's audience, so you've folded up like
an accordion.” With an effort Eileen
was keeping her voice hard and un-
compromising. “I'd like to see what
vou can do on your own. You won't
admit it, but you blame your mother
for your being unhappy. Well, she’s
not here now. What are you going to
do about yourself? 1 think she was
probably right to drag you around with
her wherever she went—you’d have
been nothing without her.”

She gave a last vigorous swipe with
the brush; threw a curt goodnight over
her shoulder, and left the room quickly,

Had she said too much—or not
enough? Would Ardith respond to the
challenge or would she go on feeling
sorry for herself?

It was with some trepidation that she
brought the breakfast tray to Ardith’s
room the next morning. And her first
glance at the girl seated in the big
rocking chair confirmed her worry.
There was a new sullenness; a real dis-
like in Ardith's eyes as they watched
her approach with the tray.

“Just set it down, Miss Holmes. I'm
not so selfish I can’t help myself.” The
words came out in a smoldering kind
of fury.

Elleens heart sank. What had she
done?—instead of helping Ardith, had
she made her an enemy?

The girl got up and walked to the
little table, slowly but with a purpose
that was different from yesterday’s
Jassitude. *I can manage, thank you.
And please don't think you have to
stay here any longer. Surely you have
other patients who need you and your
advice more than I do.”
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Her rudeness stung. Before she could
think, Eileen had spoken. “You're
quite right, But I've never walked out
on a patient yet and I don’t intend to
leave here until Dr., Landis tells me
to. When you've finished your break-
fast I'll give you an aleohol rub and—"

“I don’t want a rub!” she almost
shouted at Eileen. “This morning I'm
going—" she seemed to be casting
about, wildly, in her mind for some
forbidden pursuit—"I'm going outside
and sun-bathe! And I'll go out by my-
self, without any help!”

All at once, Eileen felt a bubble of
gleeful laughter rising inside her. It

was all she could do to repress that

laughter and allow no sign of it to show
in her fack. Ardith rebellious! Ardith
—standing up for herself and refusing

to be told what to do! Ardith—angry! -

The plan that had been in Eileen's
mind last night was working, though
it had taken a slightly different turn
from the one she’d expected. She had
hoped for independence from Ardith—
or perhaps an understanding of her
emotional illness. But Eileen had not
counted on the girl’s anger being chan-
nelled against herself!

Well, anger was an emotion that
could be used, too.

" ]UST as you say, Ardith. But there's
®) a breeze—I'd suggest you wrap up
well.” Eileen wondered how good an
actress she was., Could she pretend this
bossiness much longer?

Ardith rose to the bait immediately.
“I'm capable of dressing myself, thank
you, And I know a spot in the garden
that’s protected.”

It was here Jack Landis found her
when he made his usual daily call. His
surprise was evident, but unspoken.
Unconsciously, he added new coals to
the fire that was beginning to burn in
Ardith, by remarking that her sun-
suit seemed out of fashion for that year.

The next morning Ardith was gone.

Frantically Eileen searched the house
and garden. Frantically she called the
hospital—but no one had seen or heard
from Miss Marlowe. Eileen blamed
herself. Had she driven Ardith to some
act of foolishness? Even though the
girl’s illness was largely emotional and
mental, still she had been ill. A pic-
ture of her, weak and thin and ex-
hausted, walking off somewhere by
herself where no one could help her,
haunted Eileen as she desperately
dialed the phone or rushed to the win-
dow to see if Ardith had returned.

It was nearly noon before she saw
the girl coming slowly up the drive.

Eileen rushed out of the house. “Oh
—where have you been?"” Her fear
made her genuinely cross, now that
the girl was back and safe. “You've
given us all such a scare!” 2

That Ardith was tired to the point
of almost dropping in her tracks, there
could be no doubt. But her head was
held high and there was a light of
victory in her eyes. As casually as she
could, she answered, “Just shopping,
Miss Holmes. Surely I may walk to
the stores if I choose! But—I would
appreciate it if you'd take some of these
bundles. They're awfully heavy.”

Back in bed, Ardith sank into the
pillows with a grateful sigh. Eileen
stepped back and surveyed her, criti-
cally, There was something different
about her—more than just the new
curve to her formerly-drooping mouth
—more than the new light in her
formerly lackluster eyes — something
different—

“You've had your hair cut!”

Feebly but jauntily, Ardith swung

her bobbed thick, golden-brown mane
on her shoulders. “Why shouldn’t 17"
she asked with an air of defiance,

“No reason at all.” Eileen was a
little dazed at the quick rush of events.
“I think it’s extremely attractive.”

She turned to go, but a small voice
from the depths of the bed called her
back.

“Miss Holmes — Eileen — could you
stay just a moment?” Ardith's eyes
were cast down and her fingers plucked
nervously at a corner of the blanket.
“T'd like to say something.”

After a little while she looked up
and faced Eileen squarely. “I'm sorry
I was so rude. I knew all the time that
you were just trying to make me mad
so that T would snap out of all this
self-pity and not caring about any-
thing. I wanted to be different, but it
was so much trouble and I didn’t think
anyone would care, no matter what I
did, When you said—well, I guess I
was just being perverse — wanting
something and yet not wanting to show
how much I wanted it.”

A real affection for the girl had
grown up in Eileen., Now she sat down
on the bed and took Ardith's elbow in
her hand, giving it a shake. *“Maybe
you should lose your temper more
often,” she teased.

*No.” Ardith shook her head. “That’s
not the way. That would die down
and I'd be just the same as I was. I
need help, Eileen. How can I really
change?”

“Well, as a nurse 'm not supposed
to prescribe for a patient, but there's
a little therapy that most women seem
to know when they're still in their
cradles—the same kind of psychology
that makes a woman go out and buy
a crazy hat when she needs a lift in
morale, Ardith. You've never experi-
enced it before this morning. And it's
very important. You need a whole new
outlook on life—and people need to
get a whole new outlook on Ardith
Marlowe.”

N spite of her exhaustion, the girl
leaned forward eagerly. Her hands
were trembling. “Do you think I could?
Change, I mean? Oh, I want so much
to look like other girls and act like
them! I don't want to sit in a corner
all my life—TI want to be in the center
of things—I want to be alive, Eileen.”

“You will be,” promised the nurse.

Her role of nurse was in the back-
ground. Eileen was young, too, and
excited over possibilities of transform-
ing this thin, drab girl into a normal,
healthy one. “Let's plan, Ardith. Let's
keep this a secret between us—and 1
have a feeling that some day Joe
Adams will fall in love with you all
over again.”

So the two put their heads together.
The next day their mutual air of mys-
tery was a great irritation to Dr. Jack
when he paid his daily call. Until
finally he gave up in disgust and left.

“l don’t know what you two are
plotting, but it's no place for a mere
man, even if he is a doctor. Whisper-
ings and goings-on—!"” But he kissec
his wife lightly when she took him to
the door.

Things were indeed going on.

Ardith was so eager now to change
that she welcomed the strict regimen of
diet and exercise imposed on her. Sleep
and sun she took in large doses. Her
appetite was so ravenous as to make
Mrs. Anderson, the housekeeper, raise
her eyebrows in astonishment . . . since
she had no way of knowing the hope
that was making Ardith eager and
famiched for life itself.



Fashion pages were consulted. The
straight, angular cut of Ardith’s plain
suits gave way to soft lines and to full,
flattering, swirling skirts, Firmly Eileen
vetoed the boyish sweep the girl would
have carelessly given her new haircut,
and encouraged it to fall in its soft,
natural waves around her face. There
was a slight tussle before Ardith con-
sented, timidly, to give up the familiar
browns she had always worn in favor
of the clear blues and reds most be-
coming to her skin coloring.

But daily Eileen noted with satisfac-
tion the improvement in her “patient.”
Eileen had resumed her work at the
hospital, but she made it a point to drop
in at least once a day at the Marlowe
house. And each time she saw the girl
it was with fresh surprise.

She had hoped Ardith would come
to look and feel like any other girl her
age—but she hadn’t expected her to be
beautiful!

Grooming had glossed the muddy
hair to a butterscotch-gold. Now that
the hollows of her face had filled out
into health, flesh and bone had become
an oval of loveliness. The bright dresses
accentuated the clear bloom of her
cheeks, and new pride in herself caused
!}rdith to walk straight and tall and
slim.

HERE was more to it than just health
. without the inward changes, the
eager, expectant life that was so ap-
parent in her shining eyes and the
curve of her lips; without the lilt in
her voice and the spring in her steps
. . . there would not have been this
startling beauty.

“It's not my doing—not any more,”
Eileen told Dr. Jack. Three weeks had
gone by and even loyalty to Ardith
couldn't withstand the temptation to
“talk it over” with Jack, in their all-
too-brief hours fogether. “We started
this together, Ardith and I, but she's
doing her own planning now. Some-
thing’s driving her on. Something’s
putting that excitement in her eyes.”

“She's in love,” Jack defined it.
“When you've dragged yourself around
as she has for the past years, only
half-alive, and when you've been really
sick, as she was these past months—
you may want love, but you can’t really
feel it, yourself. I'd say she was in
love with Joe Adams for the first time
—and all I hope is that she hasn’t been
hearing any of the gossip about him
and Myra Coles.”

The two had been talking as they
walked from Jack’s parked car up the
driveway to the Marlowe garden. Now
Eileen checked him, with her hand on
his arm. “Don’t mention Myra Coles
to her! I really believe if anything
made Ardith doubt herself right now,
she could slide right back and we'd
have a sick girl on our hands once
more., Right now, more than anything
e]se.' she needs to believe in her fu-
ture!”

But when Dr. Jack caught sight of
the girl lying on the lawn couch, he
could hardly believe she would need
confidence forced on her.

“Well!” he sat down abruptly on the
edge of the couch, staring at the radiant
Ardith. “Can this possibly be the same
girl I attended three weeks ago?” He
turned astonished eyes up to Eileen
who was standing behind the raised
head of the couch.

It was Ardith who answered, though.
“Not at all the same girl, Dr. Landis.
1 feel like running and singing and
shouting and dancinﬁ!" She looked it,
too, with the bright flags of color com-
ing and going in her cheeks and the
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radiance dancing in her eyes. If Jack
hadn’t been prepared for the change,
he doubted if he would have even rec-
ognized this new Ardith.

“What next?” he wondered, aloud.
“Where do you go from here, Ardith?”

For a fleeting moment there was
panic in her eyes, and then her little
chin set stanch.

“T asked Eileen to bring you here
today for a reason, Dr. Landis. I'm
ready—I'm ready to go out now. I
want to take a walk, the three of us,
down to Mother's Clubroom. I'm not
going to hide away any longer.”

The Clubroom, a few blocks away
from the Marlowe house, had been a
pet project of Mrs. Marlowe's for the
adolescents of the neighborhood; Jack
and Eileen were delighted that Ardith
had evidently decided to take up where
her mother had left off.

“Let me run and change my uni-
form,” Eileen begged. Standing behind
Ardith, she was able to signal to Jack
to stay with the girl and keep her talk-
ing. This was no time for her to be by
herself, to wonder or be afraid. The
little nod Jack gave her showed he
understood.

O that Eileen was surprised to find

him waiting in the downstairs hall
when she came down.

“Oh—I wish you hadn’t left her alone,
Jack!” Eileen hurriedly pulled on her
gloves as she moved towards the door.
She was having her own feelings of
trepidation over the test Ardith was
about to face,

“Don’t worry.” Jack slowed her
down. “She isn't alone.” He indicated
the two figures standing on the lawn.
“Richard Stell came along with some
books for her and I left them arguing
happily over thesrespective virtues of
Waldo Emerson and Sherlock Holmes.”

Eileen relaxed. “Oh—Richard! He's
been here often. He's the only person
Ardith doesn’t seem to mind seeing, no
matter what mood she’s in, up or down.
And you know—the strange thing is,

.Jack—that I think he sees very little

difference in her. He's not a noticing
man.”

It didn’t seem so. As they approached
they could hear him laughing and Ar-
dith's gay voice in response. And as he
waved goodbye there was camaraderie
in his farewell but no hint he was
struck dumb by her beauty.

But the incident, apparently, had
done Ardith some good—as they started
off, the three of them, down the hill,
Eileen’s fingers were nervously clutch-
ing her bag, but the other girl had an
air of confidence to bolster up her ex-
citemant.

The first neighbor they met was old
Mr. Appleby, retired banker, still spry
and young for all his seventy years,
with five marriages in his past and—it
was sald—considering another Mrs.
Appleby for his future. He lifted his
hat courteously as they passed. And then
he stopped short and turned to stare.

“Bless my soul! If isn’t little Ardith
Marlowe!” The others had stopped,
too, and now he made them all a deep
bow. “Haven't seen you for some time,
my dear—thought I was seeing ghosts
just now—the living image of your
lovely mother when she was your age
and I used to escort her on hay-rides
and spelling bees. Bless my soul! I'll
have to be coming to see you more
often, my dear.”

Dr. Jack was laughing silently, his
shoulders shaking. But Eileen exulted.
Even if he was seventy, Mr. Appleby
had an eye for a pretty girl, and his

admiration was no less welcome than
if he had been fifty years younger.

From then on their walk became a
triumphal march. Ardith's head went
higher, her lips curved more joyfully
with every step. Here and there she
exchanged smiles with women who
paused in their shopping to follow her
with their eyes—women who'd been
friendly with Mrs. Marlowe and who,
Eileen knew, had been wondering since
her death “what on earth was going on
up at the Marlowe house?” It was to
a large extent good-natured specula-
tion, for these women had known Ar-
dith since her baby days, but it was
nonetheless a tonic and an accolade to
watch as skeptical curiosity was re-
placed by admiration. It was particu-
larly welcome, this admiration, for
Eileen knew that Ardith would make a
stop at Joe Adams’ hardware store.

Sure enough—Joe’s sleek, black,
handsome head was peering, even then,
around the display of fishing tackle
piled outside his store.

“Steady, Ardith,” warned Dr. Jack.
“Head up!”

The comfort wasn't needed. Hardly
had they come abreast of the store than
Joe was out on the pavement to greet
them, his smooth face wreathed in
an approving, ingratiating smile.

“Well—well! It's good to see you,
Ardith. I can't tell you how much I've
missed you!” He nodded only briefly
to the other two, and somehow he had
quickly managed to draw Ardith away
—into the store, away from the curi-
ous eyes of interested bystanders. But
Eileen and Jack could hear a little of
what he was saying—

“_—your rest certainly has done
you a world of good, Ardy. I always
thought you weren’t such a quiet little
mouse as you pretended fo be. You've
been holding out on us—on me, too.
Keeping yourself away from all your
friends . . . not letting me come and
see you—"

QTRANGELY the triumph of the day
L) seemed flat and stale to Eileen now.
She turned, in disgust, to Jack.

“Listen to him! Aecting as though
it was she who kept him from coming
to see her—when he wouldn’t go near
the house when she was sick! Acting
as though it was Ardith who did the
jilting!"”

“That won't do her wounded vanity
any harm, Eileen,” reminded Jack.
“And since it's Joe Adams she wants,
I’d say your patient is doing very well.”
But his tone reflected some of Eileen’s
dissatisfaction.

They were interrupted as Joe put his
head out the door and called to them.
“Miss Holmes! Would it put you out
if I stole Ardith from you and took
her to dinner? She says she has an
engagement with you two, but I told
her you wouldn’t object if we changed
your plans.”

Eileen hastened to assure him it
would be perfectly all right. Then she
and Jack made their way in silence
down the street.

The next day Eileen felt a strange
reluctance to visit the Marlowe house,
but there was the discarded white uni-
form she must pick up. After this,
there would be no more official visits,
The patient was indeed completely re-
covered. She had what she wanted—
health, an interest in life, and the
knowledge that Joe Adams was again
interested in her. Even pretty little
Myra Coles was no match for the new
beauty of Ardith. There was nothing
more for Eileen to do except congratu-
late herself on the success of her jobh.



She let herself into the house with
the key Ardith had given her.

“Ardith!"” she called.

There was no answer.

She looked out the long French win-
dows. It was too cold today for sun-
bathing on the lawn,

Perplexed, she walked slowly up the
stairs and knocked gently on Ardith’s
bedroom door.

Still no answer—but the door gave
at her push.

For a moment it seemed to Eileen,
tonfused, as if the past three weeks
had never happened. The scene was
almost the same as she had walked in
on that first day she had come there as
nurse to Ardith. A fire almost dead
on the hearth—shades drawn—a
gloomy, cold, dark room—and a girl
huddled on the couch—

“Ardith! Why, you're crying!”

The girl raised a tear-wet face at
her approach. “I'm sorry, Eileen. I
guess I'm just a contrary creature.
After all you've done for me, I should
be so happy and grateful. Everything’s
turned out just as we hoped—people
like me—and Joe—" here her sobs
turned into something like a wail—
“Joe says he l-loves me! And I'm so
miserable!"

Eileen sat down in relief, laughing
in spite of herself.

“¥You have everything you want—
and you're miserable! Ardith—don’t
you suppose it's just a nervous re-
action? You've been so keyed up these
past few days and perhaps yesterday
was just too much of a day for you.”

Ardith's sobs diminished a little. “I
suppose so0.” But her voice sounded
doubtful. “I guess that's it. Otherwise,
it wouldn't be natural, would it, for
me to feel so miserable every time I

thic?k‘of Joe and me getting married
and—"

Before Eileen could answer there
was an interruption. Another voice
called from the stairs.

“Miss Marlowe! Ardith—may I come
up? I took the new books away with
me by mistake yesterday.”

“It's Richard!" Almost in a panic
Ardith threw aside the coverlet and
straightened her dress, wiping her eyes
desperately with the other hand. “He
rﬁdustn:t see me like this! Eileen—stop

lm_.!

It was too late. Richard Stell was
already in the room.

“I heard your voices, so I came right
up. By rights, now that you're well, I
should make you come to the library—"
he stopped at sight of Ardith's tear-
wet face. “What's the matter?” He
turned on Eileen, fiercely. The twinkle
was gone from behind his glasses and
his young face was stern. “What's
going on here? Have you been mak-
ing her cry?”

Both girls rushed to explain, but Ar-
dith got there first.

“No—it's nothing, Richard. I don’t
know what was making me cry.” With
a sudden, arrested movement of her
hand as she was smoothing her tangled
hair, she stared at them both. “Why—
that’'s not true. I do know what is
wrong—I don't want to marry Joe! And
I don't have to. You do understand,
don’t you, Eileen? I know you wanted
me to marry him and be happy, but I
wouldn't. Not with Joe.”

Her eyes had been caught by Rich-
ard's. In the silence that followed as
the two, boy and girl, stared at each
other, Eileen realized she might as well
be on the moon, as far as they were
concerned.

“You don’t have to do anything—"
somehow he had moved so that he was
standing beside her, her hands caught
up in his “—you don’'t have to please
anyone but yourself, Ardith.

“You don't even have to marry me,
unless you want to, Ardith.” There
was tenderness and a wonderful reali-
zation in his face as he looked at her.
“But I think we're both unhappy, Ar-
dith, unless we're together—"

That was all Eileen heard. As the
door closed softly behind her, she heard
movement inside the room—but no
more words.

“Richard Stell!” Eileen had gone
straight back to the hospital, where
she knew that Jack would be at his
desk. She had to talk to him. “Rich-
ard—and not Joe Adams. Should I
have guessed, Jack? I had it so care-
fully planned out—I never dreamed—
patting myself on the back that 1
had transformed her into a girl a man
might love, when all the time Richard
might have married her, anyway.”

“But would Ardith have married
him?” Dr, Jack took the pipe.out of
his mouth and smiled at his pretty,
excited wife. “Would she have known
enough, in her old frame of mind, even
to recognize love if it had been handed
to her? No—Eileen, she owes part of
her happiness to you. It's just—"

“It’s just that, being a nurse, I should
know enough of human nature. I was
unconsciously, just repeating the pat-
tern her mother had set for her—decid-
ing that such-and-such ®was what Ar-
dith really wanted, Without letting
Ardith go under her own steam.” She
smiled back at Jack. “It seems you
can help people, work for them, work
with them—but never try to live their
lives for them!”
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“I Met the Right Man”

(Continuwed from page 33)

stamps.” And with no trace of a smile!

So, of course, I didn't write to him.
Naturally not. Felt, indeed, no com-
pulsion fo write. Felt, I told myself,
rather crossly, I remember, nothing at
all, nothing whatsoever, for that—that
young philatelist!

When, therefore, upon my return to
Prague, Walter took me out to dinner
and, over the canapés, said to me, as
a statement of fact, “We are going to
be married,” I laughed hysterically.

Perhaps, I thought, I misunderstood
him, for his impossible English and my
bad German made speech between us
something of a guessing game. But no,
Ithadn’t misunderstood him and I knew
it.

SO I continued to laugh, and said that
nothing could be more fantastically
impossible and thought I meant it;
thought, I would not dream of marry-
ing a European. Thought, what would
I, an American girl, born in New York
City, and brought up in Elmhurst,
Long Island, be doing with a European
husband? Like marrying a man from
Mars, I thought, or someone come
alive out of an old, illumined story-
book.

Why, every time I'd meet him, and
he’d kiss my hand, and he always did,
I was always embarrassed, terribly em-
barrassed—and why not, used as I was
to my football-playing brother and his
pals who would as soon have thought
of kissing your foot as of kissing your
hand!

But when, that summer, I went home
to visit my parents I found, incredibly,
that I was missing him . , . missing him
so much, indeed, that I couldn’t wait to
get back to Prague and didn't wait to
get back to Prague but left weeks
earlier than I'd planned . . .

Upon my return, Walter began show-
ing me attention, *serious” attention
and a colder word than “attention” was
never used, or misused, to describe the
old continental atmosphere of romance,
intrigue, uniforms and legend that was
our courtship . . .

Those were beautiful days. . . .

. . . the BEuropean way of life he
showed me . . . the strange places and
the authentic places to which he took
me, or chose for our rendezvous . . .
cafés and old curious houses and
museums and old cemeteries Time had
forgot and hidden-away streets and
little parks and gardens so submerged
that even the rain didn't dust them
anymore . . . to a Beer Garden one
night, perhaps, with Czech dancers in
Czech costumes and Czech music play-
ing . to a place of crystal and
champagne the mnext night where, in
that bated breathing spell before Hitler
came, gay and gracious and high-born
people were taking their final curtain
call and didn't know it. ..

. . . and the flowers he sent me. I
did not know such flowers grow and
do not believe they do . .. the jewels
with which he presented me . . . not
diamonds, for I am mnot fond of
diamonds and never wear them . . .
but rubies, for I love rubies, and gold,
for I love gold and most of my things
are gold . . . and still, and now, ten
years later, he is always presenting me
with jewelry . . . a pair of earrings,
golden earrings, he had made for me
last winter—one, the mask of Comedy;

the other, the twin mask of Tragedy— .

a bracelet, gold of course, formed of

letters that spell my name, Risé, and
with an inscription on the inside which

reads, “We love you, Walter and
Nicky.”
Nicky, it needs a separate and

special paragraph to say, is our little
son who comes, being now two and a
half, later in our story . .. and who
will be followed, we hope, we pray, a
very little later in our story, by a
brother or a sister and then another
brother or a sister . . .

By this time, of course, this time of
rendezvous and flowers and the pre-
senting of jewels, Walter and I were
formally engaged—although no one in
Prague took our engagement seriously.
Everyone thought it a joke, two people
of the theater marrying and expecting
it would last. When, on January 6,
1939, we were married in New York,
our friends in Prague still thought it
a joke. (“We give it two months,”
they wrote us and then, two months
having passed, “We give it four
months”)—and, believing it a joke,
they did not send us one wedding
present. Not one.

Now, in our ninth year, what would
they think, our friends in Prague, what
would they say—if we had not lost
track of them through the war years?

When, at the end of that season
abroad, I returned to America, with
Walter’'s engagement ring, a thin-as-
thread gold band, like a guard on my
hand, Walter soon followed. He had
no intention of remaining here. He
came to America only to marry me
and then to go back. He was busy in
the theater in Vienna, He was, also
doing a great many pictures for Ufa
and for Vienna Film. When he did
come, and we were married, Walter
decided to take over my -career, fc
gec%me my manager as well as my hus-

and.

l ONCE read a short story titled some-
thing like “A Diva’s Marriage Day.’
In the story, the diva, regal in satin and
old ivory lace, walked to Wagnerian
music, an aisle of orchids to the altar
When Walter and I want a good hearty
bout of laughter, we reecall our mar-
riage day.

Not for us Wagnerian musie, ar
aisle of orchids, white satin and old
lace . . . we were married in City Hall
New York. We went to the City Hall
by subway, I remember, because we
could not get a taxi. I wore a very
plain S]forts dress, golden brown, with
a small matching hat and an ocelot
coat, not new, I had bought in South
America for one hundred and sixty-
nine dollars. In the excitement Walter
forgot—for the first and last time, ever
—the flowers. At the very Ilast
moment, my brother had to rush out
and buy a bouquet for me to hold. Still
unable to speak more than a few words
in English, Walter had arranged witk
my brother to poke him each time if
was his turn to say “I do.” Whether
my brother poked him at the wrong
time, or whether it was a delayed
take on Walter'’s part, I do not know—
I do know that Walter said some of his
“I dos” at the wrong times!

After the ceremony we went for our
wedding supper, not to a place of
crystal chandeliers and champagne, bui
to a nearby cafeteria—because, re-
hearsing that night, as I was, for the
Rosenkavalier, we had no time. Norx
did we meet again, after that hasty



hamburger in the cafeteria, until the
following day. Walter, in fact, spent
“our"” wedding night at a Ball at the
Waldorf-Astoria where he had the
eerie experience—since no one knew
we had married—of meeting a fortune-
teller who, taking one quick look at
him, asked “Did you get married to-
day?” Ever since Walter, a skeptic
where the supernatural is concerned,
has taken his fortune-tellers with
marked respect!

Up to the time Walter went into the
American Army, he had been running
my career completely, When he went
in, and I was on my own again, I knew
how completely dependent on him I
was, for every move I made I'd write
him long folding letters, listing ques-
tions alphabetically—"“What shall I do
about this or that contract?” “In what
city shall I make my debut in Carmen?”
—answer “Yes” or “No.” And Walter,
poor darling, in basic training at the
time, which meant that he had no time
except when he was in bed and then
lights were out, would take my letters
to bed with him and answer them,
under the blankets, by flashlight. . . .

But somehow, even with a war on,
when I needed him most he, miracu-
lously, would be there. For instance,
when I made my debut in Carmen, in
Cineinnati and thought I would surely
die of it without him and knew there
was no slightest chance, no least hope
that he would be there—one hour be-
fore I was to go on, dead-beat, un-
bathed, unshaven, filthy, there, bless-
edly, was Walter!

N Intelligence at that time, in charge

of shipping Mexican troops overseas,
Walter had contrived to move them by
rail because he had found that the
train would stop in Cincinnati!

Somehow 1, too, managed to go to
him when I knew, because he wrote
me or, at times, when he didn’t write
me, that he needed me. *“I would like
to see you,” he wrote me from Sacra-
mento, “for one day.” So, “for one
day” 1 traveled 6,000 miles by train,
between performances at the Met in
New York.

Now the War is over and Walter is
at home again. Nine months of the
year—from September to May, my
opera and radio season—"home” is an
apartment in New York, where we have
two small suites, one for our home, and
the other for business purposes, and
so that my practising does not disturb
Nicky's slumbers. The remaining three
months, “home’” is our own home, in
the Hollywood Hills in California. The
home Walter found and furnished for
me when, soon after I finished work in
“Going My Way,” with Bing Crosby,
we were sure the baby was coming.
Not an elaborate house, not very large
—eight rooms—done in Viennese
modern, with lovely loungy chairs and
Freat big sinkable couches—it is that
ovely thing in a home, creature-com-
fortable, livable. . . .

East or West, on stage and off, Wal-
ter continues to run my career—and
me—completely.

Extremely clever about business,
Walter attends to all my contracts—
radio, concert, motion picture and with
the Met—with absolute “power of at-
torney” to okay or veto any and every
matter, major or minor. He acts for
me at all conferences. He runs my
Fan Club completely, my publicity—
often getting up in the middle of the
night, pacing up and down, saying in
the morning, “I thought up a publicity
idea at two this morning—I'll go after
it today.”

; ®
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We act out all my roles together—
Walter does all the mise en scene with
me, always. And never misses a per-
formance, never. And never fails to
detect a flaw, however trivial. “In
your performance last night,” he’ll say,
“in that scene with the priest, the way
you sat in that chair gave the wrong
impression about what was going on in
your mind. Your posture suggested
that you were questioning the priest
when it should suggest fright.” Then
he will sit in a chair and show me
what he means,

No one knows my voice like Wal-
ter. He can tell, the very minute I
open my mouth, and far better than I
can tell, how I am going to sing a per-
formance that night. He guards, pro-
tects, shelters and runs interference
for me in every way.

"E never lets certain things happen
around me in the theater. For in-
stance, he will not permit my secretary
or anyone else to come into my dress-
ing room while I am making up. Nor
may anyone come into my dressing-
room and sing snatches of a different
opera from the opera I am singing that
night. He will not permit anyone to see
me between the acts and never, of
course, just before I go on. Nervous as
I always am before a performance, I
could not see anyone for I am just not
talkable. Besides, if you do not con-
centrate on your very first entrance,
you may lose the whole performance.
In opera, the vital thing is to get the
voice gquiet, still, before you go on . . .

It was Walter who, }’ong ago and
far away, made me give up smoking,
In Prague, in the days when we first
met, I smoked constantly. In those
days, too, it was the custom for mem-
bers of the cast and their friends to
sit together in a Coffee House before
a performance, having cake and coffee
—and cigarettes. On one such occa-
sion I was smoking a cigarette that
was one of a long chain. Walter sud-
denly flipped it out of my hand. I
was so embarrassed, I didn't speak to
him for a week, but—I never smoked
again.

If T get a little out of hand—and how
easily, in this profession, you can get
out of hand—Walter is wonderful at
putting me in my place. Never, with
Walter, will T get to the point of being
spoiled, become the *“diva” If, for
example, 1 have a performance and am
very high-strung, and become abrupt
in speech and manner, Walter takes
hold of me with both his hands, and
“This is one thing,” he says, “we don't
do, ever.” After I have dismounted
from my high horse, “Your perform-
ance will be much better tonight,” he
tells me, “if you remember that.”

Only an actor, one who knows, could
say that or would say it . . .

Walter buys most of my clothes.
When we are in Hellywood he usually
visits Adrian, makes the selections and
all I have to do is go in, try things on
for size. Knowing my size and taste in
shoes, he buys all my shoes for me. He
buys me beautiful robes and mules and
lingerie. He buys my hats (all of this
shopping, mind you, without me) al-
though he prefers me, always, without
hats. The result is that most of the
bonnets he buys are so small, with
little tiny veils and worn way back so
you can’t see them. Walter thinks
there is no reason for hats, period. Un-
fortunately, my weakness is hats. I
cannot pass a hat shop without going
in and buying one or two.

When I am at home, in Hollywood, I
just relax. Never do any planning of

menus, Never do any housework,
never do any cooking. Walter doesn't
like me to. Walter doesn’t like me to
be (Isn’t this a husband to make your
mouth water?) in the kitchen.

In New York, we use room service
for all meals, and such light "house-
keeping as I do consists in keeping
jams and jellies, extra cream and beer
(Walter likes beer) in the ice-box.
And of course, Nicky’s food, which his
English nana prepares.

We have, alas, so little time for home
things, for friends, for anything at all
but my schedule,

Such time as we ecan manage to sal-
vage out of no time at all, we spend
with the baby who, I am enormously
flattered to say, loves to hear me sing.
Especially the Brahms lullabye and, in
his lighter moments, nursery ngles
(Walter loves best to hear me sing
“Through The Years.” QOur song, we
call it, and so every word of it is .. .)

No one, by the way, can safely say
to Walter that the baby doesn't look
like him. The least egotistic of men,
if someone says the baby doesn’'t look
exactly like him, I have a jab of paci-
fying to do! An easy job, however, be-
cause (Walter, please note!) the baby
does have Walter's coloring, shape of
face, many of the same expressions,
really does look—well, almost ex-
actly . . .

HEN we do have an evening fo our-

selves, we sometimes have dinner
with friends—the Nigel Bruces, who are
very close friends of ours, or with
friends who are not in our business at
all, when we are on the Coast; with the
Fred Allens, or my family, when we
are in the East. Or we go to the
movies, which is the most relaxing way
we know of spending an evening. But
since I must go to bed not later than
10:30, and always do, in order to be
up and in voice and at breakfast with
Walter (We never have breakfast with-
out one another) at eight, our eve-
nings out are few and very far between.
Since there is no time in my life for
very much besides my career, I try
to make Walter go out occasionally,
without me—to dinner with friends, to
the theater—and although he isn't very
happy about it sometimes, to please me,
he does.

Perhaps, 1 often think, 1 should have
resisted the irresistible temptation and
said “No” to Walter when he took over
my career. For it was, although he
denies it, a pretty supreme self-sacri-
ficee, He would have made a greatl
career of his own if he had not become
so involved with mine. So deeply in-
volved that he has made only one pic-
ture in this country—Warner Brothers
“To Have And Have Not,” in which he
played the head of the French Under-
ﬁround. He will not even go to see the

Ims he made in Europe when they are
shown here.

There is, besides, the embarrassing
attitude some people take toward a
man who makes his wife's career his
job. A man can manage a “property”
and no questions asked. A man man-
ages his wife and although it is exactly
the same kind and amount of work,
calling for exactly the same acumen
and energy—if not more, since it is an
around-the-clock stint—there are those
who look at him askance.

When I worry about it, “What dif-
ference does it make, Risé,” Walter will
always say, “So long as we understand
each other?”

There is only one answer to that
question, tender as it is, true as it is—
and I make it.



Come and Visit
Martin Block

(Continued from page 51)

pony, Apache, is the only resident thus
far, the Blocks—who love to ride—
are shopping for more horses, and for
ponies for the children.

Martin is pleased when you remark
the visible evidences of his success. And
they are everywhere, despite the quite
simple life the family leads. And pretty
impressive they are, too, for a guy who
left school after the eighth grade.

It's not just the one-man studio.
Art collectors go crazy seeing the paint-
ings casually displayed about the house.
0Old Masters, French, Ifalian, English
and Flemish, they are worth a fortune.
There is a huge canvas by Michelangelo
—this one is insured for $50,000—a
Franz Hals, two Carpaccios, a portrait
by Sir Joshua Reynolds.

The Louis XVI furniture in the draw-
ing room and the master bedroom is
the real thing—brought to this coun-
try along with some of the paintings to
furnish the French pavilion at the 1939
World's Fair.

MECHANICAL rather than an artis-

tic wonder is Martin's complete kilo-
watt shortwave radio transmitter—with
its own rotating beam-—which is the
envy of all the “hams” in the vicinity.
Martin has set it up in “the dog house,”
an extra bedroom downstairs where he
sleeps if he is too keyed up from a
strenuous day on the air to keep the
normal sleeping hours of the rest of the
family.

Many times Martin—like the legend-
ary postman on his day offi—will sit
up half the night chattering with “ham”
radio friends all over the world, It's
relaxing, he says.

Martin Jr., who is six, and Jo-Jo, go-
ing on three, can stick around some-
times to observe the amateur broad-
casting—even get a word or two on the
air themselves. It compensates some-
what for the Number One House Rule
which they hate: “No Children Al-
lowed in the Broadeasting Studio.” The
windows to the big studio are gummy
from little noses being pressed wistfully
against the glass.

“Kids are funny,” Martin says. “I
can't wait to get out in the sun—they
want to come in and play with the
microphone and turntable. No matter
how often I explain it to them, they
can’'t get it through their heads that
radio broadcasting is work!”

“Doesn’t sound like work, Daddy,”
Martin Jr. puts in—and his father
Ehogil‘q be flattered—*“Not the way you

o it.

The boys adore their father, and the
one thing which pleases Martin most
about his new affluence is that his sons
can grow up without the terrible in-
security which marred his own early
years,

He didn't quit school at fourteen be-
cause he wanted to, he says. (And he
has not enjoyed the experience of be-
ing turned down for jobs a hundred
times in his life for “insufficient edu-
cation.”)

The eighth grade was as far as Mar-
tin could make it because his family
needed money and he had to work.
“Same work then as now—selling,” he
says, “except when what you're selling
is newspapers the profit margin is nar-
rower,”

He was always a salesman, he says.

Today, thousands of hap-
Py women are giving
thanks—because they dis-
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way toloveliness of throat
and chin,
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The Pony Who Talked

(Continued from page 31)

him like a magnet. Near it was a
bookease. There was something
pathetic in the way he pretended to
look at the titles of those books—none
of which he could possibly have un-
derstood—running a chubby finger
down their covers, while all the time
his whole self was in quivering atten-
tion upon the laughter and the game
going on outside that window.

A child like that is too sensitive to
be guestioned openly.

I picked up a newspaper, and started
to read from it in a kind of mumbling
undertone, until he got used to the
sound of my voice. Then I began to
talk to him—using the newspaper as
an excuse—

“__all this trouble in the world. Too
bad people can’t get along with each
other. Take my son, Jim, for instance.
Friendly as all get-out. All you got
to do is smile at that boy and he’s vour
friend. Just walk up there, Burke, and
say, ‘Hi, Jim!" and you'd be right in the
games with the other boys—even if he
is older than you. But walk up to
him with a stiff loock and a cold eye
—why, he’s as ready for a fight as the
next one. People take you at vour
face value, Burke. You be friends and
they'll be friends with you.”

“JITH his attention still focused on
what was going on outside that win-
dow, Burke's defenses were down.

“Not me, Mr. McConnell. Kids don’t
like me. If I go outside now, they'll
just stay away from me or call me a
gsissy. You know that!”

Score one for Burke. I did know
that—and with a kid's realistic ap-
praisal of himself and other children,
Burke had neatly punctured my well-
meant but fatuous generalities. The
other boys had seen him when he first
came in the door—they must have
instantly labeled him a mamma’s boy
and a Little Lord Fauntleroy. If he
were to go outside now, it would take
more courage and cleverness for him
to try to break down that barrier be-
tween himself and the others than most
people possess.

My annoyance at the Gittlesons
turned into something like anger.

I set myself to make friends with
Burke. He wasn't an easy one to
thaw, but gradually he began to talk
about himself—what he had done that
morning; how he was going to be a
sailor when he grew up; about the star
he got on his spelling paper that week.

“T'll bet your father’s proud of that
star, too, son,” I reminded him, gently.

He was sitting now on the stool be-
side me, his eyes dreamy, his chin
cupped in his hand.

“Oh, he isn’t my real father, Mr.
Smilin’ Ed. I'm adopted. My own,
real father was a sea captain and he
was lost in a storm, but they think
maybe he's still alive somewhere and
he'll come back and get me soon.”

Ordinarily, I'd never fall for that
one. Lots of kids—when they're mad
at their folks or disappointed, day-
dream about being the long-lost son
of some very glamorous figure. But
Burke was so serious when he spoke
and he had seemed so unimaginative
all during our conversation that it
fooled me.

Anyway, I nearly dropped another
brick.

They were at the door, saying good-
bye—Mr. Gittleson shaking hands—

when his wife spoke up.

“T’'d like it very much, Mr. McCon-
nell, if your son could come over and
Elay with Burke. I'm afraid he doesn’t

ave many friends. We can't under-
stand what’s the matter—our back
lawn is filled with swings and slides to
attract the children of the neighbor-
hood, but Burke seems to be always
alone.”

That's when I almost lost Burke's
friendship.

“Glad to, Mrs. Gittleson. T'll bring
him over sometime—I think he’d en-
Jjoy going through that old sea chest—"
I happered to look down at Burke.

His eyes were filled with a kind of
panic and something that begged with
me not to betray him. In a second 1
realized. I knew that Burke had been
making up the whole story of the sea
captain and the wonderful sea chest
he had left for his son and that was
supposed to be in Burke's room!

Lamely I went on, in the face of the
Gittlesons’ bewildered looks—‘sorry—
I guess 1 was thinking of something
else, Another boy I know. Has a sea
chest.,” 1 wasn't wiggling out of it
very well, but at least Burke’s eyes
had given me back his trust. “Sure—
I'll be glad to come over and bring my
son. We'll let them get together, but
I warn you to put Burke in overalls
or blue jeans. Kids these days can get
themselves pretty dirty, plaving the
way they do.”

Well, T don’t believe in forcing
youngsters together, so I let the invita-
tion ride. In fact, it was many months
before I heard anything at all of this
family. And then my memory was
jogged because a neighbor of mine sold
the Gittlesons a pony.

This was good news. A pony can be
a fine companion for a lonely boy and
it was more than idle curiosity that
prompted me to question this neighbor
after the pony had been delivered.

He told me: “Never saw a kid so
excited in all my life. His folks are
going to have a hard time keeping him
out of that stable all day and all night.
He went for Pinto with his whole heart
the minute I brought the pony into the
stable yard.”

OOD news, indeed. Pinto might help
to fill up that lonely gap in Burke's
life, After years of broadecasting to
children, I know their natural hanker-
ing for animals. Why, Froggy, the
gremlin, who entertains with me every
Saturday gets more fan mail from
children than I do.

It was quite by accident that I met
the Gittlesons again. My own family
was away, visiting, and I had tried to
console myself with a wvisit to the local

movie house. And coming out I
bumped right into the Gittlesons. They
lived close by, and Mrs. Gittleson

urged me to run over for a moment
with them for late coffee and cake.

It was while we were in the living
room, waiting for Mrs. Gittleson to
bring in the cake tray, that I asked
Henry about Burke and Pinto.

I thought his hand trembled a little
as he tried to light his pipe.

“Pinto?" He kept his eyes on the
flaming match. He seemed to be try-
ing to evade the answer, then abruptly

he put down his pipe and leaned
toward me in his chair.

“Nothing but trouble, Ed.” We were
on first names by now. “From the



minute that pony came into the stable,
we've had nothing but trouble with
Burke. Oh—he’s just as well-behaved
around the house and about most things
as he always was, but—the boy's
turning into a downright liar, Ed! Do
you know—"

Mrs. Gittleson interrupted. “Are
yvou talking about Burke and Pinto,
Henry? I'm glad. Maybe Mr. Mec-
Connell can help us.”

I could tell the matter was serious
when the Gittlesons looked to someone
else for advice. *“You said he tells
lies?” 1 prodded.

“Yes, urke insists that Pinto talks
to him—that he and that pony carry
on long conversations. Either the boy
is deliberately lying to us or his mind
has slipped over the borderline be-
tween fact and fancy—and I'm sure it's
not that. He gets furious when we try
to point out the pony can’t talk. And
if you're to believe Burke, that animal
is a pretty bad character.” Henry tried
to laugh, but it was a feeble effort,

“How do you mean?” 1 asked.

Mrs. Gittleson took up the story.
“For instance, this morning. Burke
told us, quite calmly, that Pinto said
if I ever came near him in the stable,
he'd bite me. And when [ scolded
Burke for saying that about his own
mother, he repeated that he hadn’t
said it, Pinto did. I tried to make him
admit he was angry with me because [
wouldn't let him go next door and pick
grapes, but he still insisted it was Pinto
who didn't like me—not Burke.”

“ENRY took up the story. “Pinto can
fly. Pinto can swim. Pinto can—and
does, so Burke says—run away every
night and have wild adventures which
we have to hear about next day. Until
that horse came, Ed, our son was a
loving, obedient and docile child—now
he has Pinto saying things about us
both that would curl your hair! And
he seems to think now that he can
make Pinto responsible for saying these
things, he can get away with it.

“Ed, I don’t know what to do. The
}my is turning into such a clever little
iar!"

I tried to explain to them, then, my
theories about children and their
imaginations. But it wasn't much use.
I tried to show them that adults have
either learned to adjust or else found
a way of escape—in their day-dreams,
where they win wars single-handed,
tell off the boss, win the girl, are
heroes or villains just as they choose,
Children make the mistake of telling
their day-dreams.

Actually, I consider children to be
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the most ruthlessly honest individuals |

on earth. They will tell you, straight
out, whether they like you or not.
They haven’t learned yet to be diplo-
mats, hypocrites, tactful about their
observations. And if a child trusts you
he will tell you anything.

“—and if a kid thinks you're on his |

side, all the time, Henry, he'll con-
fide in you,” I said. “Let him tell you
his conversations with Pinto; it’s a good
way of finding out what's going on in
his head. I've had kids tell me the
biggest whoppers you ever heard and
I encourage them to tell me clear
through to the finish. If you don’t act
shocked, usually a kid will wind u
by saying of his own accord that it's
a made-up story. I've had them say
to me—'See, I fooled you, didn’t IV
You'd be surprised what a kid re-
veals, that way, about himself and
his ambitions and his resentments.”
The Gittlesons listened politely, but I
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knew we were talking a different
language. To them it was all black
and white. Burke was telling lies.
lBurke must be stopped from telling
ies.

To say that I was troubled, going
home, would be putting it mildly.
had hoped a great deal for little Burke
from the companionship of his pony.
I had hoped that its appearance in the
neighborhood might also attract the
other children. But the boy seemed
to have retreated farther and farther
into his dream-world. His fantasy
that Pinto could talk was Burke's way
of escaping the iron discipline imposed
andhim—Pinto was his outlet for being

ad.

HE Gittlesons weren’t unfeeling

parents. They thought they were do-
ing the right thing for their son, bring-
ing him up so strictly.

%‘wo nights later the phone rang,
sharply.

It was three A.M., and I woke up
blessing up and down the idiot who
would get me out of bed at that hour.
I stumbled to the telephone and an-
swered it in no very friendly tones.

“Yes—who is it?”

The voice that answered was agi-
tated to the point of panic.

“It's Henry Gittleson, Ed. T'm ter-
ribly sorry to wake you up like this—
but Burke’'s gone!"”

I was still half-asleep and the words
didn’t quite penetrate. “Gone? Gone
where?’

“Just gone, Ed. I thought perhaps
he'd run away to yvour house. He took
Pinto, so they could have covered the
distance in this time. Are you sure
he's not there, somewhere?”

Wide awake by now and fully
alarmed, I looked out through the sun
porch window. “I don’t think so,
Henry, but I'll have a look. He might
gossibiy be outside, but I would have

eard Pinto, 1 think. Give me a few
more details, first.”

Henry explained that they had come
home late and before retiring had
looked in to see if the boy was okay.
Burke’s bed had been slept in, a win-
dow was wide open—and he was gone.
The girl who “sat” with Burke while
they were out reported that she'd
heard nothing suspicious; she'd looked
in only fifteen minutes before and then
gone on reading her book. He was in
bed, then. She'd heard no noise from
the stables, but Burke had learned to
bridle and saddle Pinto, himself, and
he must have been careful in the dark.

I got dressed in a hurry and went
outside. Little boys do run away quite
often, but they don’t usually make such
elaborate plans as Burke had done.
It looked as if he'd carefully waited for
the best time—lain there in bed until
just the right moment. I was plenty
worried.

There was no sign of either him or
Pinto on my place.

When I drove into the Gittlesons’ an
hour later, I asked the question that
had been uppermost in my mind since
Henry had first told me of the run-

away.

“What made him do it?” I asked. “I
certainly wouldn't have put him down
as adventurous.”

Henry looked as if he would like to
tell me it was none of my business.
He stiffened and his face closed up
tight. But his wife was different.

Huddled in the chair, she was erying
and not caring who saw her. TI'll never
forget those two in that room. There
was only one dim light glowing over on
the desk; the rest of the room was in

shadow. Outside the Ilanterns and
flashlights bobbed up and down as
friends and neighbors hunted for

tracks of the pony. San Fernando
Valley is a big place, for the most part
residential and suburban, but out here
where the Gittlesons lived there were
larger orange ranches and farms, hills
and big, fantastic rocks, gullies and un-
derbrush—plenty of places for an eight-
year-old to hide—or get lost in.

The strain of waiting was telling on
Mrs. Gittleson.

And, on Henry, too. Suddenly the
remnants of his self-assurance cracked
wide open. He covered his face with
his hands. *“I don't understand if, Ed.
Burke knows I've always wanted to do
the best for him—he knows I only do
things for his own good. I thought I
knew my son, Ed. But today you would
have thought 1 wasn’t his father, the
way he talked back to me. He said he
hated me. He flew into a temper.”

“What caused it?”

“I told him we would have to take
Pinto away from him.”

“Oh, Lord!” 1 thought, silently., And
then, aloud: “And you expected him
to understand that?”

“I've always expected him to under-
stand that I do things for his own good.
I never have to explain to him—he
knows I try to be fair. He's intelligent.
I told him he had been warned over
and over again not to indulge his fancy
over Pinto talking, but that it had
reached the point where it would be
best for him and the pony to separate.
I knew he'd be disappointed—but I
didn’t think he'd go all to pieces like
that—tell me he hated me—=—throw him-
i;elf at me, screaming at the top of his
ungs.”

ALKING to Gittleson now was like

kicking a man when he was down, but
I'd never have a better chance to make
him understand.

“¥ou didn't expect that? You were

prepared to take away the boy's
closest friend, his other-self—"
He almost shouted at me. “Pinto’s

a horse! He's not a human being, even
if you and Burke seem to think so.”

“Of course not. But you kept Burke
so slicked up and so polite, so full of
do’s and don’ts, he wasn't comfortable
around other children—so Pinto was
the closest thing in his life, Yes, I
mean that., Parents can't ever really
bridge that gap between them and
their kids—not just years, but years of
exrperience!”

I'd said enough. I'm not one for lec-
turing, anyway; where kids are con-
cerned I've got too much to learn, my-
self. Besides, it wasn't good for Henry
to sit here in the house while others
were out hunting for his boy. Inac-
tion would just rasp his nerves and he'd
work himself into a state of agony.

All that night we hunted. When day
broke we had narrowed the search
down to one hill—particularly bad,
particularly rocky. By process of
elimination, by rousing all the neigh-
bors in all directions, by inquiring in
every all-night filling station and res-
taurant, the searching party came to
the conclusion Burke and Pinto had
left the main roads and struck up over
this hill.

State troopers had joined us, and
while their presence gave the search
efficiency, it also added the final touch
of ominousness. The boy had been out
all night long and Burke was dressed
thinly. There might be danger of ex-

- posure; there was worse to be expected

from the boy’'s own shock if he were
lost—or he might have fallen and he



lying hurt somewhere, .

We reassured ourselves by saying
that the pony, at least, was hard to
hide. By honeycombing the hill with
searchers we would be sure to hear
Pinto nickering or moving about.

But Pinto was found that morning—
and no Burke. A farmer came upon
the little horse wandering a}xmles_\tsl}'
near a dirt road, dragging his bridle

behind him. _ ,
Now the search doubled in iIn-
tensity. Mrs. Gittleson was frantic,

refusing the sedative the doctor or-
dered, pacing up and down outside the
house, unable fo sit still. Henry’s
neat, tidy face wore an unaccustomed
haggard, disheveled look and his eyes
were miserable and haunted. He drove
himself tirelessly, punishing himself—
forcing new paths through the scratchy
underbrush, going over ground the
others had already covered sometimes
—as if he would cover every inch of
the hill by himself. :

It was dusk again, and I was trying
to persuade Henry to go back to the
house with me for a quick bite to eat,
when the shout came—the shout we'd
been praying for—

“We've found him!
—he’s safe!”

I saw Henry lean for a second against
the trunk of a tree, weak in his re-
lief. He took a long shuddering
breath. Then he turned and plunged
down the hill to where the little knot
of men were hurriedly gathering.

Burke was safe. Exhausted and
whimpering a little from shock and
tiredness, but safe and unhurt.

One man carried in the limp little
figure and put him on his bed, turning
him over to his mother. There wasn’t
much Henry could say in his relief to
the searching party; there wasn’t much
in the way of thanks that these friendly
neighbors wanted to hear, They had
children of their own and they well
knew the burden of anxiety the parents
had carried. One by one they slipped
away. Even in their relief they kept
their voices low so as not to disturb
Mrs. Gittleson’s vigil,

Though I doubt if she would have
heard them, so intent was she on the
boy on the bed. The doctor came,
pronounced him well, though weak
from his day-and-night ordeal with-

We've got him

out water or food—and ordered him to |

stay in bed for a while.
“Where did you find him?” I asked.

A neighbor whispered back. “A |
little cave on the hillside.”
I might have known that. There's

something instinctive for a child, when
he finds himself in trouble, to hunt a
place to hide himself. Have you ever
seen a child crawl under a table or a
chair when he’s been punished?

I started to leave, too, but Henry
laid his hand on my arm and held me
back.

“Don’t go, Ed. Not right now. If
you don't mind—I'd—I'd like to talk.
I'm tired, but I've got to talk.
see, Ed, I don’t know what to do.
When Burke's better, tomorrow, what
am I going to say to him? How am I

What could bring a mother to give
away a child? Heartbreaking , . ,
and inspiring . . . a story told by
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going to make him understand what

he did? 1 can't punish him!”
“You punished him before. That's
why he ran away, Henry. Are you

just going to repeat the pattern all
over again?”

“Is he going to grow up to be a
liar, Ed?" he countered.

“I told you before, I'm no good at
speechifying, But I'm going to say a
few things. You keep a child or a
pony on too tight a rein and what's
going to happen? He's going to buck.
A child has to grow up knowing the
rules in this life, but you want him to
be independent, too, don't you? How's
a child going to think for himself if
he’s never allowed to make his own
mistakes?”

Henry Gittleson said, humbly, “I
know you're right about that, Ed.
You're not the only one’s told me I'm
too striet with my boy. I can see my
mistake, and when he’s better the first
thing I'm going to do is buy that kid
a pair of overalls and hope he gets
into plenty of dirt and maybe & few
scraps. I'd like to see him with a
bloody nose, even. But what bothers
me is this lying business.”

“MAN'T you get it straight?—the dif-
ference between lying and imagina-
tion?”

He hunched his shoulders,
tiently, but I went on.

“These stories he made up about
Pinto came about because there was
a need in Burke to escape into a
world of fantasy where he and Pinto
were free agents. It's a painful proc-
ess for kids, growing up. They know
they have to learn to compromise,
They know they're earthbound; they
know they have to live with other
people; conform to certain rules; but
they're fighting those rules, all the time.
If the rules don’t give once in a while
—relax a little and let them have a
breathing spell—they get frustrated”

I was going to get it off my chest
while I had the chance. “Grown-ups
like you and me can work out some of
our frustrations by making some of
our dreams come true. We have our
audience to play for—whether we're
lawyers like you, or radio peoFle. like
me. Or grown-ups fly aeroplanes or
drive speedboats or pilot ships. But
children don't have tﬁese realizations.
They have to make them up. Why do
you think comic books and fairy-tales
appeal so much to children? Look how
bad Burke made Pinto! He was just
transferring to the pony all the deep-
down violent reactions he, himself,
had but was never allowed to show.
Actually, Henry, you should have been
grateful that Burke had Pinto to take
out these resentments against you and
society.”

We were interrupted by Mrs. Git-
tleson, motioning to us from the bed-
room door. We tiptoed into the room.

The boy on the bed turned his head
at our approach, but his eyes were in-
different, hardly seeming to see us.

“Burke—" his father whispered,
leaning over. And there was a yearn-
ing in his voice.

ut the boy hardly seemed to hear
him, though he looked straight at him.
And now we saw that there was a
hurt in the boy's eyes that had nothing
to do with his physical condition.

He said, slowly—“Pinto left me,
Pinto wouldn't stay with me. I called
him and called him, but he left me.”

This was Henry Gittleson’s chance
.. . his chance to forever disillusion his
child; to destroy Burke's faith, forever,

impa-

in the magic of his make-believe world.
I held my breath . . . waiting for the
practical words, the no-nonsense,
adult words that would tell Burke how
foolish he was to expect a pony to act
like anything but a pony.

Henry sat down, gently, on the bed.
And presently he spoke.

“Maybe Pinto was smarter than you
think, Burke. Maybe he knew you
were both in trouble and he left you,
so he could find us and tell us where
vou were. The only thing is—he for-
got we couldn’t talk to him. We didn't
know how.” And, somehow, Henry
managed a chuckle that brought forth,
like an echo, an answering, timid little
smile from Burke. “I'll bet Pinto
thought we were awfully stupid, after
he left you just so he could find us and
lead us to you, and then we couldn't
understand a word he was saying!”

And then Burke laughed. Weak it
was—but wonderful in the way he
looked at his father as if they, two,
shared a secret. Imagine!—Daddy
#hinking Pinto could talk!

I felt like shouting.

Gittleson brought little Burke over
to my house a few days later, just as
I wtas leaving for my Hollywood broad-
cast.

I took one look at them—at the way
Burke leaned so companionably, so
trustingly, against his father’s shoulder
—at the new pride and humility in
Henry's eyes—and I invited them to go
along. When something is as right as
that relationship between the two, it's
too good to miss.

The way they talked!—driving in.
Like two old cronies. Henry was be-
Ing very smart, not drawing a blanket
of censorship over Burke's runaway,
but letting him talk about it and get-
ting it out of his system.

“—and then we rode and we rode and
there was a big hill and a bear and a
tiger and Pinto went right towards him
ang stamped on him with his feet
an _“!.‘

“Yes? And then what happened t
the bear, Burke?” BpCTEd {0

“Oh, he wasn’t hurt!”
thltf‘gt in. “What did Pinto say to

at:

HE boy looked up at me, mischief and

glee in his eyes. “Mr. McConnell!
You know Pinto can’t talk! Besides,
I'm getting too big—big like my Daddy
—I couldn’t understand him anyway!”

I put them in the soundproof spon-
sor’s booth to watch the show. I could
see them laughing over the antics of
Grandy, the pilano; Squeaky, the box:
Midnight, the cat; and Chickie, the hen.

But I noticed that the smile faded,
and in its place there was a genuine
interest and understanding, when
Froggy, the gremlin, was holding forth.
I know that Henry realized, seeing the
raptures the children went into over the
antics of the big, swaggering frog,
played by announcer Arch Presby that
Froggy is my conception of what all
children would like to have around
them—a gremlin who could get away
with all the forbidden, the impossible
things they would like to do, them-
selves.

I like to think—and Henry agrees
with me—that Froggy is, to thousands
of children, what Pinto was to Burke.
A necessary transference of the desires
they must inhibit. A friend who can
defy the rules of society., And a won-
derful figure for their imaginations to
flow and build and create around;
to help make their lives richer; to
help them with their growing-up,



I Quizzed the
Quiz Kids . :
(Continued from page 23)

letters were narrowed down to ten
which the committee unanimously se-
lected as best, and the ten teachers
named in these letters were closely
investigated by the committee.

I didn't even know that one of my
former fourth-grade pupils had writ-
ten a letter about me until 1 received
a card from the Quiz Kids telling me
about it. Even then, I didn't give the
contest too much thought, regarding
the letter as the mere childish en-
thusiasm of a boy I had in class the
previous year, 10-year-old Edgar Na-
tion, Jr. I found out later that Ed-
gar's letter, for which he was awarded

$100, said: .
“Miss Neal made me feel that I was
‘somebody.’ y Glamarous
Alice Faye

"NO one ever gets sent to the ‘of- Starred on
fice’ for punishment in Miss Neal's s "
room, because we learn to handle things F.’M' Bandwagon
like that ourselves. We learned self-
control because the rest of the room
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to get to school every morning because . Fitch’s Saponified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo. Made from mild cocoanut and

we had something to do and we wanted pure vegelable oils, this efficient shampoo does not "dry” the hair. De-
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once and told her how much I had lightfully fragrant, it “suds-up" into a rich, billowy lather that completely

improved in my arithmetic, and how removes all scalp odor. Fitch's Saponified Cocoanut il Shampoo con-

well 1 was doing my work., To me ¥ X .

that was so wonderful that I felt like tains its own patenfed rinsing agent, so only an ordinary

working my head off for her, water rinse is needed. No dull film remains. Buy it ot drug

“I began to feel like I could do . 1
things as well as the others and I sure or teilet goods counters . . . or have professional applica-
liked school. I believe the main tions at beauty shops.
reason Miss Neal is such a good b 4
teacher is because she likes to teach |
school and she likes people. She's
pretty, too.”

I more or less forgot about the whole
incident until I received a special de- '4'
livery letter from Mr. Lewellen tell- : Oy
ing me that I was one of the ten “'f!g s
finalists. Of course, I couldn’'t help . ‘ﬂcl@'
mentioning it to a few of my friends,
and pretty soon the whole town seemed
to know about my good fortune. In
the meantime, the judges read letters
from my superiors in Jackson, and
from otgler pupils and parents who
wrote the Quiz Kids.

It seemed that I couldn’t even visit
the store to buy a bottle of milk with-
out the clerk and other friends ask-
ing me, “Have you heard anything
more, Miss Neal?” In fact, 1 thought
quite seriously about walking around
the town with a sandwich board, pro-
claiming, “No New News Yet.”

Then I received a wire from Mr.
Lewellen, asking if it would be con-
venient for me to have him wvisit my
classroom. Of course, I immediately
wired back that I would enjoy having
him visit us.

I must say that I've never been
dismissed from my own classroom more
gracefully than when Mr. Lewellen
dismissed me. He talked with the
superintendent and others, and then
visited the room. “You know,” he
said, “I've always wondered if I would
be able to teach a group of children,
all by myself. Would you be good
enough to let me try it, Miss Neal?"”

The children told me later that Mr.
Lewellen just wanted to chat with
them. (As if I didn’t know, and as if
I wasn’t out in the hall keeping my
fingers crossed!) “He said he just
wanted to have a heart-to-heart talkk | E.R.WAGNER MF8. CO.
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with us about you,” one of them told
me later, “He asked us if we could
think of any way in which you aren’t
perfect. We thought and thought.
Finally, one boy put up his hand and
said, ‘Well, she sometimes makes mis-
takes in arithmetic.’ But five of us
raised our hands then, and another

boy said, ‘She didn't make mistakes
until she got your letter about the
prize!"”

Several days later, while I was

teaching class, I was called to the tele-
phone. It was Mr. Langcliff, program
director of station WJDX in Jackson.

“Say,” he said, “have you heard
anything from the Quiz Kids?”

*No, nothing more,” I replied.

“Well I've just received a wire,”
Mr. Langchﬂ said, “They're sending
you one too, but this must have been
delilv‘ered first. You've won the con-
test!”

"'HEN I returned to the classroom I
just sat down, and looked at the
children, They were quiet, expec-
tantly waiting for me to say some-
thing about our bird studies, I just
said, “Well, children, I've won the
contest.”

And then, I declare I've never heard
such pandemonium in all my life.
Those children just shouted, and yelled,
and some of the boys whistled as loud
as they could. Almost immediately,
two or three pupils who had been in
the hall, and another teacher, looked
in the door. ‘“She’s won the contest!
She’s won the contest!” the children
were shouting over and over.

Schoolroom decorum was destroyved
as classroom door after classroom door
opened and the children called to each
other, “Miss Neal has won the contest!
Miss Neal has won the contest!” I'm
afraid that was quite the end of study-
ing that day

I was interviewed on WJDX at 9:00
on the next Sunday morning, and that
afternoon my name was announced
on the Quiz Kids program itself.
Overnight I became a local celebrity
—which I can assure you is something
for a schoolteacher! Reporters came
to the school during noontime, and
photographers took pictures of the
class. It was all very exciting for the
children—although I'm again afraid
that in all the excitement that week
we didn’t get much work done!

As the news traveled around the
town, evervbody was simply grand to
me! In fact, everybody in two towns
was grand! You see, although I stay
in Jackson during the week, while I'm
teaching school, I go home every week-
end. My home town is really Brandon,
fifteen miles from Jackson, where my
mother and father live., My father has
been an invalid for five years, so those
visits home mean a great deal to me.
Scores of people in Jackson and
Brandon wrote me letters, and called
me on the telephone, to congratulate
me and to wish me an enjoyable visit
in Chicago. I heard from former pupils
I hadn’t seen for years—my goodness,
some of them were married and rais-
ing three children!

To supplement my salary as a school-
teacher, which was only $1,900 a year,
I had been working from 6:30 to 9:30
each night, and from noon to 9:30 P.M.
on Saturday, at the Paramount-Rich-
ards Theatre, taking tickets. Yes, I'm
quite an accomplished ticket-tearer.
That brought me an additional income,
and helped balance the budget.

The theater planned a big party
for me, and even put my name up on
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the marquee—in letters just as big as
those they use for Betty Grable! The
Parent-Teachers’ Association pre-
sented me with a beautiful set of lug-
gage, and the theater employees gave
me toilet articles, perfume and a diary.
(But I was so busy in Chicago I didn't |
even have time to write a line in the
diary—I filled it all in later!) M. |
Richards of the theater sent me a
handsome check, too. And the PTA |
mothers gave me another party in the
school auditorium, where they brought
together all the things the wvarious
stores in Jackson gave me—a black
woolen suit, black dress and hat, purse,
gloves, white blouse, costume _]ewelry.
overnight bag, cosmetic kits, lingerie,
hose by the dozen, boxes. of candy,
flowers and other gifts. It felt just as
if I'd hit the jackpol of all the give-
away radio programs at one time!

I received an orchid on the Orchids to
You radio program of station WSLI,
and wore it to the airport. Jackson
city officials took me to my Chicago
and Southern Dixieliner with motor-
cycles and police escort cars sounding
their sirens. Even the state superin-
tendent of education was there. I'm
sure some of the people at the airport
from out of town must have thought
President Truman had come to Jack-
son!

My trip was especially pleasant be-
cause the Quiz Kids had invited me to
bring along a traveling companion. One
of my best friends and a first grade
teacher at Duling School is Patricia
Seamans, and it made me very happy
to be able to ask her if she wouldn’t
like to join in the fun. We talked
and talked about what we were going
to do in Chicago—just as two little
kittens might talk about a trip to a cat-
nip factory, I'm sure!

NE of my former pupils, John Mal- ’

lard, had given me a question for the
Quiz Kids at the airport—"Radium
finally changes into what other sub-
stance?” 1 made a little note so I
wouldn't forget to ask if that question
might be used, For I knew that John
was anxious to have either one of those
Zenith Transoceanic portable radios
which the Quiz Kids give for each
question used on the show, or the
Zenith radio-phonograph combination
which is sent to people submitting a
question which the Quiz Kids some-
how miss.

It seemed as if the Quiz Kids were
expecting me to see the entire city of
Chicago, and to meet everybody in it,
in four days! We arrived in Chicago
on Tuesday afternoon, and the Quiz
Kids had a special car to take us to
our room at the Knickerbocker Hotel.
That evening, Mr. Lewellen and Miss
Eliza Merrill Hickok of the Quiz Kids
staff, who wrote the book “The Quiz
Kids," took.-us to dinner. (Friends of
Miss Hickok call her by her nickname,
“Roby,” and she asked me to use it
too. I liked that.)

On Wednesday morning I had my
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first of a whole parade of pleasant
surprises—breakfast in bed! I hadn’t

mumps as a little girl—and T'd never
been served in fanecy hotel-style be-
What's more, I had breakfast |

had breakfast in bed since I'd had the ’

fore.

After dressing, I met Roby.

We went to Marshall Field & Co.,
where I selected an entire new outfit in
the “Tip to Toe” shop, as a compli-
ment from the store. When they say
“Tip to Toe” they aren't joking, for the
salesgirls scurried around from one de-

in bed for the next three days, too. |

e
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partment to another to get just what I
wanted so I wouldn't have to walk
around. I selected a black faille suit,
white blouse, black Milan straw hat
with a big cerise bow, white gloves,
black patent leather purse and patent
pumps. I felt as if they were trying
to dress me up for one of their State
Street show windows. They did offer
me a job as a model—a live one, I
mean—and it would have been fun, I
must admit!

Then we took a cab to the huge
Merchandise Mart, where NBC has its
beautiful Chicago studios. 1 was in-
terviewed by Elizabeth Hart on her
Elizabeth Hart Presenis program at
12:30 on WMAQ, and had a chance
to talk about my new finery. After
that, another cab! This time we went
to the Bismarck Hotel, for what they
call a “press luncheon.” There were
dozens of reporters, and people from
radio, and columnists—I only wish I
could remember all their names! But
they were all very pleasant, and 1
ansi\éered their questions as well as I
could.

LIZABETH ARDEN'S came next—
where a complete “work-over” was
waiting for me as their guest. Roby

popped us into another cab. I had a won-

derful facial—and my first body mas-
sage. I felt as if I were glowing all over,
with little electric lights stuck all over
me—a grand and glorious feeling! That
night, Pattie and I had a quiet dinner
together at the Yar, a beautiful res-
taurant .done in the Russian motif,
near the Knickerbocker.

Another trip to Elizabeth Arden’s was
waiting for me the next morning—and
my “beauty treatment” continued with
a manicure, finger wave and pedicure.
Then I met Miss Mary S. Wilkinson
of the Chicago Sun for luncheon at the
Knickerbocker. (The following Mon-
day, I read her nice story in her “The
Business Box" column, written from
the woman's angle. 1 thought, “My
goodness, did I say all that?’

Immediately after our luncheon, I
found two men waiting for me in the
lobby—Bud Thorpe, of WMAQ, and
a photographer from Acme Photo
Syndicate. Mr. Thorpe made a wire
recording of his interview with me,
and later on I had an opportunity to
hear myself as others hear me—a most
enlightening experience! The record-
ing was played on Bud’s News on the
Spot program.

After dressing for dinner, Roby
picked us up and we went to the Em-
pire Room of the Palmer House for
dinner. We had steak, too—and the
tall. and good looking headwaiter,
Fritz, was most attentive. Then we
had tickets for “The Red Mill.,” Our
seats were right in the front row,
center! And they even took me back-
stage before the performance—right
into comedian Jack Whiting's dressing
room, where he and Buster West
showed me how they put on their
theatrical make-up. We wvisited con-
ductor Pembroke Davenport in the
pit, too! And how I was impressed by
the height of the backstage area—14
stories in order to pull the curtains and
drops way up into the loft!

Friday morning, Pattie and I went
out to the University of Chicago
Laboratory School, on Chicago's south
side. We “sat in” at both the first and
fourth grade, and had a chat with the
principal. I think the University has
a fine school, and I was interested in
seeing that their procedures and text
books were quite similar to ours. At

HAVE YOU EVER
BEEN ASHAMED
OF YOUR FAMILY?

Johnny Averill meant so much to Carly
Jenson thot she just couldn't risk losing
him by bringing him home to the sloppy
house on Dorcas Street . . . to meet her
work-worn stepmother and her rowdy
little stepbrothers, She let him believe
she came from a charming, gracious
home. But Johnny had to meet her folks
sometime. What haoppened when he
did? Well, you'll find his side of the
story in the fast-moving romantic fea-
tura "Mext Waek-end" in the big new
October TRUE ROMANCE.

And That's Just One of tha 20 Human,

Helpful Feotures in October TRUE
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FIGHT FOR YOUR LADY .. Plonty

of punch in this story of o pork-and-
beanar who was K.O.'d in the battle of
love.

A HOME FOR TWO . . . First in a

new series of sparkling four-color fea-
tures on how to dress up your home.

TERROR AT TWILIGHT . . . The

whole town talked about the mysterious
man who followed Patty Moore. Find
out who he was, . . .

GUILTY . . . The love story of Nora and
Marc—and David, who was only Nora's
husband,

ALL THIS AND MUCH MORE IN THE
BIG OCTOBER

TRUE ROMANCE

ON SALE
SEPTEMBER 24

AND TUNE IN every Monday thru Friday to
“HEART'S DESIRE" over all Mutual stations.
It's the program where dreams come true! And
be sure to read the “"Heart's Desire’ department
in the October issue of Thur RoMANCE.



last, aside from just having a good
time, I could feel that I had really
learned something, too!

That night, we had dinner at the
Marine Dining Room of the Edgewater
Beach Hotel with several executives
of the company, ending in a theater
party at the Selwyn where Billie
Burke was playing in “Accidentally
Yours.,” Tired again when we got to
bed? You bet! But happy again?
Yes, indeed!

Originally, Saturday was listed as a
“free day” on my- schedule. But that
didn't last long! First, there was an-
other trip to the beauty salon—then
a session with the Quiz Kids staff to
go over the script for the radio pro-
gram on Sunday. Pattie has some
friends in Chicago, and they invited
us for dinner that evening at the
South Shore Country Club—a beauti-
ful spot right on the lake front. It
was another eventful day, but I must
admit that when we finally got to bed,
I was nervously wondering if I would
stumble all over my words on the ac-
tual broadcast the next day.

High point of my entire trip was my
appearance on the Quiz Kids program
itself, of course. At the program, Joe
Kelly sits at a small “teacher's” table
opposite the Quiz Kids themselves.
The Quiz Kids have individual desks
sef in a row on a platform, each with
its own microphone, On the program
were Joel Kupperman, 11; Lonny
Lunde, 11; Mike Mullin, 9; Patrick
Conolon, 10; and Sidney Coleman, 11,
who came out winner in the Chicago
Times-WLS Quizdown.

HAD to laugh when Lonny an-

swered a question during the “warm-
up” period which the radio listeners
don’t hear—although Joe Kelly put
on a long face, The question was,
“What can take a turn without mov-
ing?"” Patrick said, “Railroad tracks.”
Then Lonny, a grin on his face, said,
“Well, I could take my turn without
moving!"”

For the first half of the program I
sat on Joe Kelly's right as he asked the
questions—and a more jovial man I've
never seen! With his full face and
blue eyes, he radiates the Irish in him.

Before we started off the second half
of the questions, Mr. Kelly interviewed
me—and what nice things he said! He
said, “Miss Neal is a tall handsome
woman with twinkling blue eyes, a
schoolgirl complexion, and a wonder-
ful smile!” I ought to write him a nice
note of thanks every day for a year, for
that!

Mr. Kelly said that he understood I
was trying to complete my own college
work. I told him yes, that for ten years
I've gone to summer school, borrowing
tuition money from the bank in
Brandon in summer and paying it back
in winter. I had only about six months
to go before I got my degree. Then,
Mr. Kelly told me something that
made me very happy—that the Quiz
Kids scholarship committee discovered
my class had an outstanding record of
accomplishment. I do give some of my
free time to helping children in their
personal problems, which Joe also
mentioned.

For the second group of questions,
I changed places at the Quizmaster's
table with Mr. Kelly. I asked John's
qguestion first—"Radium finally changes
into what other substance?” Then I
held my breath.

Sidney’s hand went up first. “He-
lium,” he said.

“No,”” I replied, “I'm afraid that’s

Lovely JOAN MURRAY,

-selected as Miss Stardest
of 1947, now a Waltar
Thorntan Pin-Up Girl.
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not correct.”” There was a brief pause.
Then Pat raised his hand. “Neptun-
ium,” he guessed, incorrectly.

S]idney took his turn. “Lead,” he
said,
“Oh!” 1 replied. “That's right!”

But John is very haPp} with his por-
table radio because he can take it on
picnics with him—and he couldn’t do
that with the bigger combination! So

that was all to the good—and I went |

on with my questions.

I didn’t know until Mr. Kelly told
me on the air that besides the money
and the trip to Chicago, I was also to
receive a 1947 edition of the World
Book, and a new DeVry 16-millimeter
motion picture sound projector and
radiant sereen. I'll certainly be making
good use of them all.

"HIGH point of the high point” came
when [ stepped down from the table
to the center microphone standing on
the floor, and Mr. Beardsley presented
me with the check for $2,500, I wish
everybody who didn’t hear his words
would read them closely. And even
if .you did hear him, I hope you will
give his comments added thought. Mr.
Beardsley said:

“The future of our country depends
upon our®children and their educa-
tion, This is something we all know,
but seldom think about. The freedom
and democracy of America will be
entrusted to our children who are

| growing up and going to school today.

The preservation of our American way
of life depends upon how well we train
and educate our children for the re-
sponsibilities which will fall on their
shoulders tomorrow.

“The training and education of our
children depend upon the teachers in
our schools. This is why Miles Labora-
tories and the Quiz Kids are pleased
and proud to honor Miss Neal today.

“The only reason for making this
annual award is to impress upon you
listeners the big debt of gratitude we
owe to all the fine women and men
who are entrusted with the teaching
of our children in American schools.
It is in the schoolroom they spend so
many hours under the guidance of
their teachers.

“If this award to Miss Neal today
stimulates a more active interest in the
teachers in your community and in
yvour school affairs, and if it makes you
conscious that the teachers in our
schools should receive the appreciation,
both personal and financial, they so
richly deserve, then this idea of ours
in sponsoring a nation-wide teacher's
contest will not have been in vain.

“Qur first award goes to a woman
you have all heard on our program to-
day. One of the accomplishments
which has earned for Miss Neal the
love and respect of her pupils, past and
present, was the way in which she
helped and understood her students in
their personal and scholastic problems.”

Edgar Nation and his parents came
to Chicago, too, and Mr, Beardsley
asked Edgar if he thought the scholar-
ship committee made the right choice
in selecting me. I was a little wor-
ried there, for a moment. Edgar said,
into the microphone, “She's not the
best teacher in the United States.”
Then he paused, and I wondered what
he was pgoing to reprimand me for!
But Edgar continued, “She's the best
teacher in the whole wide world!”

After the program, newsreel men
took pictures. Then we were Mr.
Beardsley’s guests at a dinner in the
Walnut Room of the Bismarck Hotel.
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Finally, we went to Mr. Lewellen’s
home for a wisit, which I specially
wanted to do—his wife and children
malce a wonderful family.

That night I did manage to get to
bed early—by 10 o'clock, somehow.
The next day, we wanted to shine
early in the morning—for ABC's
Breakfast Club. Pattie and I managed
to get to the studio by T7:30 AM.,
Chicago time, by gulping our coffee.
Don MecNeil interviewed me (by this
time I was beginning to feel on actual
speaking terms with a miecrophone),
ack Owens sang to me (on his E)mees!)
and I conducted a spell-down between
Adeline Elliott of Conyers, Ga., who
won the sixth and seventh grade spell-
down in her school, and Sam Cowling,
Sam flunked out when I asked him to
spell “phantasmagoria’” and he said
“C-A-T—cat!”

Immediately after the Breakfast Club
we scooted over to Seymour’s, where
some of the biggest names on the stage
and in motion pictures have been
photographed, and where the Quiz
Kids had arranged for my “glamor”
pictures to be taken, I sat under the
bright lights on their tall stands, and
Mr, Seymour positioned me “just so.”
He was gracious enough to say he
wasn't disappeinted in me as a sub-
ject—and the picture is now on the
mantel at home. Then, another cab—
to Field's again. And still another cab
—this time to the Chicago Herald-
American, where more pictures were
taken of me modeling hats from Field’s.

That cleaned everything up! All
appointments, interviews, dinners and
Iuncheons were completed and ac-
counted for. So—yes, you're right—
I stayed in Chicago two more days to
rest up!

Just before I checked out of the
Knickerbocker on Wednesday, one
more thing did happen to me, although
up to that morning I couldn’t see how
there was room for anything else. The
Encyclopedia Britannica called me, and
told me that if I would write them, I
could have my pick of their educational
films—with their ecompliments—for my
classroom use. We'll certainly be hav-
ing a lot of movies now!

Several people in Chicago asked me
just how I go about teaching.

know that I'm going contrary to
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popular ideas when I say that I think
education is life, not merely develop-
ment for life, I bhelieve in the all-
around development of the child—
morally and physically as well asin re-
ligion and education. Teachers must
work with the parents in order to
develop a well-educated child, who
will find school a rich experience.
Perhaps that's why I've developed
my “Citizenship Club,” which has at-
tracted some attention. It is organized
to train children in becoming good
citizens—to teach them to live and
work fogether, to be happy and to
get along well with other people, and
to do the things that they do well.
They choose their own officers by
democratic voting, set up their own
standards of behavior, and administer
their own punishments for wrong-do-
ing. Of course, I give a guiding hand,
but I try to stay in the background.

IACH semester we concentrate on

developing two or three points—such
as cooperation, good sportsmanship,
self control, responsibility and working
well with others. For example, last
semester we stressed sportsmanship.
The children made up a chart, with
each name in a column to the left, and
headings to the right indicating “Ex-
cellent,” “Good,” “Fair,” and “Poor.”
Each week, arrows would indicate how
each child had progressed—ior better
or for worse—and the direction of those

arrows was indicated by the children |

themselves. The class actually is proud
of one who improves and becomes a
“good boy.” I've found that if you dis-
cover a bad trait, and enlist the disap-
proval of the group in that trait, half
your battle of eliminating the trait is
won. [ give special attention fto
developing working habits—neatness,
promptness and accuracy.

One day 1 came into the classroom
after a number of the children had
already arrived, and they were going
ahead with a “trial” The judge was
in my chair, the jury had been im-
paneled, defense and opposition law-
vers were on hand, and two boys were
on the witness stand accused of
destroying a bird's nest. At the time
we were studying birds, each child was
making a bird scrapbook, and fo
heighten interest we had joined the
Audubon Society. The boys were
found guilty, and their sentence was
to miss half of their play period for
two days.

The students are
responsibilities—one

given different
takes charge of

purchasing and writing all lunch tick- |

ets, another checks attendance,
others act as monitors of v.fashrooms,
playground, and the classroom if I leave
my desk for a moment. If a student
talks out of turn, or constantly in-
terrupts someone else, or isn't a good
sport in taking the decision of the
umpire on the playground, he is re-
ported to the proper committee. The
committee decides what to do, and may
order a trial. Penalties may be that
the offender must miss a play period,
or stay after school, or be deprived of
going to a program in the auditorium.

In showing children how to act if
they want other children to like them,
I have made use of Munro Leaf’s in-
teresting ‘“‘characters.” One little boy
in my class had been spoiled at home—
he tried to do all the talking in class,
and to be the center of attention.
When the other students called “Blab-
bermouth! Blabbermouth!” at him
one day, he cried—but the combined
disapproval of the others was far more
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If Back ACHES

Do you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Backache,
Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dirziness, wollen  Ankles,
Rheumatic Pains, Bladder Weakness, Painfu) Passuges,
or {eel old and rundown, due to non-organie and non-
systemie Kidney and Bladder troubles? If so, try Cystex.

This great medicine, a doctor's formuls, has helped
thousands of sufferers for over 20 years, Usun!!r the
very frst dose of Cystex starts to work immediately
to help you in these three ways: 1, Helpa nature re-
move [reitating excess acids, polsonous wastes und
cerinin germs. 2. Thig clesnsing action helps nature
alleviste mony pnins, aches, soreness and stiffness,
3. Helps reduce !reunt—nt night and day cnalls, thus
promoting better sleep.

Get Cystex from your druggist lodng Give It n fair
trinl ns directed on package. Money back guaranteed
unless Cystex satisfies you.

Mount Your Pictures in an Album
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Engel Poc-ket Art Corners.

Unexeelled for photos, cards, sinmps, ete.
Neat - easy touse - gummed inside for holding
prints tight or locse. At photo supply und
album counters, ur send 10 for phy. of 100
and free samples to try.

Engel Art Corners Mfg. Co,,
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Be % fHairdredier

Simplifled, modern hair-siyling course complele with Llus-
trated step-by-step Instructions teaches you how Lo style
our own ‘'Colffure’” for any occaslon, right In your own
wome, Learn professlonal secrets & methods, Tested!
Proved! Amazing resultsl Thousands of others have
lesrned, and saved time and money. Why not you? Don't
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INGROWN NAIL
Hurting You?

Immediate
Relief!
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DIAMOND RINGS
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a8 and

livery plus 206% Federal
and postage charges.

Sell Smart Christmas Cards

Earn good profits taking orders for Per-
sonal Christmas Cards with name im-
printed. Show to friends, relatives, busi-
ness people, FREE Samples. No experi-
ence, Earn EXTRA money with stunning New
Aug —-_ i Chri: Everyday,

s 8 I plin for lodges, ¢lubs, church groaps,
gcud‘if‘:;r;:m‘; samples TODAY. WNTE{?OW!
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¥ for free information and sample lesson pages.
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May Cause Infection
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effective in breaking this habit than
my lecturing him might have been.

Another child would often_ have a
“temper tantrum” if things didn't go
exactly his way. The children solved
that problem for me when one of them
drew a picture of “Temper Tantrum”
on the blackboard and wrote the boy's
name below it. I didn't erase the pic-
ture, and it quickly cured the boy.

The $2,500 award will make it pos-
sible for me to accomplish something
I've been wanting to do for many years
—obtain my B.S. degree. I have been
taking summer school courses at Mill-
saps College and Belhaven College in
Jackson, and extension work from Pea-
body College. Now I'll be able to go
right ahead and get my Master’s degree
in elementary education—and nothing
could please me more,

Teaching has been my profession
for twenty-four years. When I was a
little girl on my father's farm near
Brandon, and walked two miles to
school each day, I had little idea of ever
becoming a teacher. It was much more
fun playing in the hay mow, and riding
my pony, Dixie. As a youngster I could
cateh a horse, place a saddle, and even
help in the round-up for the dipping
vat, I can still remember how -Dixie
threw me one day, and I was knocked
out for a moment. But Dixie came
back when I called him. I didn’t tell
daddy about that until Dixie was sold,
for I was afraid he might not let me
ride any more!

l WENT to high school at Rankin
County Agricultural High School at
Johns, Miss.,, which was twelve miles
from the farm. The family moved into
Johns for a couple of years, but then
returned to the farm. Dad had a gro-
cery business in Jackson for a while,

I passed the state board examination
for teachers after graduating from high
school, but I still didn’t know just
what I wanted to do. Dad sent me for
a two-year course at Hillman College,
at Clinton, Miss. It was a girl’s school
at that time, and has since been ab-
sorbed into Mississippi College, which
is co-educational. Somehow, I was
elected “best sport” during my senior
vear—for the pranks I used to pull on
the other girls in our residence hall.

After graduating from Hillman I
taught piano for a year at Rankin
AHS., and then took my teacher’s
examination. My first job was at
Fanin, a county school near Brandon—
and how scared I was the first day I
took a class! But all went well, and I
took other teaching positions at Purvis
and at Meridian. Then I went to Duling
School, where I've taught fourth grade
for the past nineteen years.

They have been fine years, crammed
with a lot of interest and some feeling
of accomplishment in watching the
children I have taught grow into up-
right young men and women. I am
looking forward to continuing that
work.

The Quiz Kids gave me a transcrip-
tion of the program, and in future years
I can just see myself going over to sta-
tion WJDX and asking them if they
would play it for me! Seriously, how-
ever, I don't think anyone can possibly
realize just how much this Quiz Kid
Scholarship award means to me and to
all teachers. It is a great thing, and
it will help so much in overcoming the
inadequate salaries, the lack of ap-
preciation, and the obsolete social
restrictions that discourage so many
young women and young men from
becoming teachers.

< LONGER uar
DRESSES BETTER
IN LATEST STYLES

DO YOU WANT ¢+

LONGER HAIR?

+ THEN TRY THIS PROVEN EASY
SYSTEM ON YOUR HAIR % % % *

Helps Prevent Brittle Ends Breaking Off!

® Hair May Get Longer

when sealp and hair conditions are normal and
the dry, brittle, breaking off hair can be retarded
by supplementing the natural hair oils, it has a
chance to get longer and much more beautiful.
Just try the easy JUELENE System 7 days and
let your mirror prove results. Your money back
if not delighted. See if Juelene’s tendency to help
your hair to become softer, silkier, more lustrous
than it has been before—in just one short week
helps your hair gain its normal beauty.

@ BRUNETTES, BLONDES, TITIANS!
Just try this System on your HAIR seven
days and see if you are really enjoying the
pleasure of LONGER HAIR that so often
captures Love and Romance for you.

® Send No Money!

Just mail the convenient introductory conpon. Take
advantage of this Fully Guaranteed Introductory
Offer today, and know at last the happiness of pos-
sessing really lovelier hair and be envied by so many.
JUEL COMPANY, 4727 N. D Chicago 25,

Meil Jhis INTRODUCTORY COUPON!

JUEL COMPANY, Dept. P-610
4727 Morth Damen, Chicago 25, Hi.

Yes, 1 want enay-to-manage, longer hair. I will try the
JUELENE SYSTEM for T“da{s, my mirror doesn't
show aatisfactory results, 1 will ask for my money back,
0 I am enclosing $1.00.
0 Send C. O.D. plus postage,.

JUELENE Comes in 2 Forms
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Chest Cold Misery
Relieved by
Moist Heat of
ANTIPHLOGISTINE
POULTICE

SIMPLE The moist heat of an
CHEST WU’T ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
W tice relieves cough,
IRRITATION tightness of chest mus-

PLE cle soreness due to chest
Sim cold, bronchial irritation
SPRAIN, BRUISE 5,4 simple sore throat.
SORE MUSCLES Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE
BOILS poultice just hot enough

to be comfortable—then feel the moist
heat go right to work on that cough,
tightness of chest muscle soreness.
Does good, feels good for several hours.
The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice also reduces awelling and relieves pain
due to o boil, simple sprain, bruise, or similar
injury or condition and limbers up stiff, achin

msclen: Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE MEDICATED

POULTICE-DRESSING in tube or can at your
drug store NOW.

TIDNIOO1ISTTT

ST &
MEDICATED POULTICE-DRESSING

TheWhite Package withthe Orange Band B ue— -
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LEARN
F MILLINERY
lae AT HOME
f | a Dostgn and make exclusive hats under
g = personal direetlon of one of Ameriea’s
I noted deslgners. Complate materials,

blocks, ete., furnished. BEvery step Illustrated, You make

oxclusive salable hats right from the start. Begin a prof-

Itabla bualness in pare time. Low cost, easy terms,
LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY

225 North Wabash Avenue, Dept. 1610, Chieago I, 111

Please sond me your FREE eatalog describlng your tralning

I CASH
CONTESTS

Name
WIN the 11|_:x_l E‘r_lnll'sl. vou enter.

Addreas,

Our CONTEST BULLETIN has
helped others win. Big winners
tell thelr secrets, teach you how to

win BIG PRIZES. Lists current con-

tests, Send 25c {or sample copy.

GENERAL CONTEST BULLE]

1809 East 5th SL Dept. 1-8 o

TN
uluth 5, Minn.
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For {rresistible figure-beauty, foliow BONOMO
RITUAL for Beautiful Dust Contour~Complete,
improved and rovised 8-week Course shows
¥ how to develop alluring bust contour so im-
portant to romance. Features exclusive home
techniques created by Joe Banomo, famous
beauty authority, publisher DEAUTY FAIR
magazine. 814% x 114, 124 diagrams, charts,
and [ustrstions of special exercives, bust

control methods; diet, food analysis; tables
of welght and correct
proportions, ete, Money
back if not delighted.

Sent C.0.D, for B8e plus
postage or sond U8e and
We phy postago.

BONOMO CULTURE INSTITUTE
Dept. 10 :
1841 Broadway, New York 23, MY,
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Apple Pie Orders

(Continued from page 53)
Sour Cream Apple Pie

6 medium apples, peeled and sliced
%4 cup brown sugar, firmly packed
14 teaspoon cinnamon
13 teaspoon salt

1 tablespoon lemeon juice

1 cup thick sour cream

1 unbaked 9-inch pie shell

Mix together all ingredients except
the pie shell. Pour into shell. Bake
in a hot oven (425° F) 15 minutes, re-
duce heat to moderate (350° F') and
bake 30 minutes or until apples are
tender. Makes one 9-inch pie.

Apple Snow Pudding

11, tablespoons plain gelatin
1Y% cups water
15 cup sugar
14 teaspoon salt
15 teaspoon cinnamon
1 apple, grated
3 tablesEc)ons lemon juice
2 egg whites, stiffly beaten

Combine gelatin, water, sugar, salt
and cinnamon. Heat over medium heat
until gelatin and sugar are dissolved.
Cool until syrupy. Stir in apple and
lemon juice., Chill until partly set,
Beat mixture with a rotary beater until
frothy. Fold in egg whites. Pour into
a 1% quart mold or bowl. Chill until
firm. Unmold and serve with cream or
custard sauce. Makes 6 servings.

Applesauce Cake

2 cups sifted flour

1 teaspoon baking soda
15 teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon cinnamon
1, teaspoon cloves

1 cup raisins

1 cup chopped nuts

15 cup shortening
34 cup brown sugar

EZE
1 cup applesauce

Sift together dry ingredients. Stir
in raisins and nuts, mixing until they
are well covered with flour mixture.
Cream shortening until light and fluffy,
Add sugar gradually, beating thor-
oughly after each addition. Beat in
egg. Add dry ingredients alternately
with the applesauce, beating thoroughly
after each addition. Pour batter into
a greased 8-inch x 5-inch x 3-inch loaf
pan and bake in a very moderate oven
(3%5: F) 1% hours, Makes one loaf
cake,

Apple Upside-Down Cake

Vi cup butter

15 cup brown sugar

2 large apples, peeled and sliced
134 cups siited cake flour

1 teaspoon baking powder

15 teaspoon soda

1 teaspoon ginger
14 teaspoon cinnamon

14 cup shortening

15 cup sugar

15 ecup molasses

1 egg

14 cup buttermilk

Melt butter in an 8-inch square pan.
Spread brown sugar over butter, Place
sliced apples on top of brown sugar in
desired pattern. Sift together dry in-
gredients. Cream shortening, gradu-
ally add sugar, creaming until light

| 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17,

YOU, T0O, CAN HAVE
A BERUTIFUL NOSE!

Nobody today need go through
life with the handicap of a
badly shaped nose, disfigured
features or blemishes. Get your
copy of "YOUR NEW FACE IS5
YOUR FORTUNE™.
Plastic Surgery quickly, easily
reshopes ugly noses, sets bac
protruding ears. Learn how
SCIENCE "takes years off"” the prematurely-
aged face, corrects ""’mg, necks, double chins.
excessive wrinkles, eic. "YOUR NEW FACE IS
YOUR FORTUNE", written by o famous plastic
surgeon, will be sent postpaid in a private
wrapper, for only 25c. Address:

Sendonly 15¢ FRANKLIN HOUSE, Publishers

529 Drexel Bldg., Phila., Pa., Dept. 4-F
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TR Ladies
/i 18-Kt. GOLD

/ Plated
EXPANSION
WATCH BAND

alnless steel. Dainty, 98

Send no_mofiey, Pay post- =

« . . -Boend re- Tax
mittance, s charpres, Guaranteed. Inciuded
Vodue Jewelors, Dept. MW- 10, 1003 Locust, St. Louis, Mo,

ORNS

nlso Calluses, Quick, easy,
and economical. Just rub
on, Jars, 30¢, 50¢. At your
druggist, Money refunded
if not satisfied. Moss Co.,
Rochester, N, ¥,

SHOW FRIENDS SMART NEW-—

CHRISTMAS CARDS

Get BeuulifulZ‘o Jd To

ME

Most gorgeous life-like enlargement yoo
over saw, Finished in beautiful *'Gold-
fone"’ process on heavy portrait paper.
SEND NO MONEY! Mail snapshot, pho-
togrraph or negative, any size, any sob-
Juct, Puy postman only 9 for one or £1.00
for two, plus postage, Or send pries and we
pa |mnm§e. Original returned onharmed.

L!(I[:l( SERVICE. Money back guarantee.
Hand colored in olls 31 extra, State colors.
ALLIED PHOTO CO.,108 W.Lake St., Dept.E-350.Chicagol, Iy

REDUCE

- -
Easily « Safely « Sensibly
Don't resort to harsh measures in order to rid
yourself of excess pounds. No need to use
harmful drugs, appliances or starvation diets
if you follow the easy, sensible method out-
lined by Sylvia of Hollywood in her amazing
book, “No More Alibis!" You, too, can ac-
quire a lovely slender fisure—enjoy new hid-
den beauty if you reduce ithe Hollywoaod Way!
Order your copy of this book at once,
Mailed postage prepaid, 50c a copy.

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, Inc., Dept, RM-:'MJ'Y

 BUILDUPRED BLOOD

TO GET MORE

STRENGTH

If your blood LACKS IRON!

You girls and women who suffer s0
from simple anemia that you're pale,
weak, “dragged out"—this may be
due to lack of blood-iron. So try
Lydia E. Pinkham’'s TABLETS—one
of the best home ways to build up
red blood—in such cases, Pinkham'’s
Tablets are one of the greatest blood-
iron tonics you can buy! Buy them
at any drugstore. Worth frying!

Lydia E. Pinkham's TABLETS
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pleces. : ¥
clothes, sun sults, rompers,
aprons, skirta, pateh-work
quilts, lunch ploths, bed jack-
ets, eto. Full width muterial
In ‘every bundle. You'll be
delighted. Three pounds (18
¥yda. or more) $1.98 plus poat-
¢, Bent C.0.D. GIVEN
N Dandy needlowork-
er's book included without
extra cost. Filled pat-
terns, plans, estlons and
fllustrations, Satisfaction
EULran $1.98 refunded. Could an;
more o.lNudq . Youcan't losel t yours
By SENKNI}&“I?“I‘ SDRI!.E .J‘llll\ilgl“'smﬁ“ it 1 s
4 MN. ept, 31-
3140 W. Roosevelt Rd. Chicago 12, Iiiinols

Women- &ain Mioney - Sell
Youwss iy nylons
AMAZING NEW FIT SERVICE

WRITE TODAY...ssk for FREE ontfit with sample

stocking. Enjoy taking orders for YOURS-TRULY
gﬁon Hoslery. Individual C

t Service to fit every type of leg: —sahort, long,

extra lony, alim, stout, and average. Earn money

of your own, No experience needed, Write fully,

== AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, Dept.J- | 8, Indlanapolis 7, ind.

profits, Show sensat
new line with 21-card §
“Feature' assortment. Yoo
makenp to50e on every box, Big selection
Personal Christmas Cards, 25 for $1.00 up.
Religions, Homorons, Everyday Cards,
Gift Wrapa, Stationery, other assts. No
"

xperience needed. Samples on approval, c”* with
PROCESS CORP,, T at 21st St. "n
Dopt. M-15 cili 23, ILLINOIS Up

TAMMER?

Thnis new 128-page book, "'Stammerlog, Tts Cause
and Caorrection,”” deseribes the Bogue Unit Mothod
for scientific correction of stammering and stut=
toring—succezsful for 40 yoars. Ben), N. Bogua
Dept. 7500, Cirele Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

UNWANTED HAIR

FOREVER with our proven
method in the privacy of your
own home. Send 10 cenis in
coln or stamps for booklet
“New Beauly Awalts Within,"
MAHLER'S INC.

Dept. 58N Riverside, R. |.

WHY WEAR
DIAMONDS

lazzling Zircona from the mines
Lout are 8o efeciive
ing beputy, stand
i, true backs! Exquisite mountings.

See before you buy. Write Caralog
FREE!

-~ for Free catalog. Address:
NATIONAL JEWELRY COMPANY
Dept. 1-A Wheeling, W. Va.
j MAKE MOHEYEAs’lY -"h'amfl':rlp,ﬂnr;if
CHRISTMAS
CARDS

sot«"

Alse
Assortmenfs

Tulke enny, big profit
orders from friends, others. Show
Christmas Cards with name —& big lines
walllng at 50 for $1.00 up. Amazing desi
gorgoous papers, FREE SAM

BL.00 s=sortments of Christmas Cards, Gift
Wrappings, Everyday Oarda, Stationery,
MAKE BIG MONEY QUICK — write today!

SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO.
McCaliBidg,,Dept.L-11, Memphis,Tenn,

ALSO AN INCENSE BURNER!
}t'll d}ﬂ’arentclél.'l beautifull It'snse-
ul

Rush this COUPON

Dept. 1481, 1227 LOYOLA %ﬂgumﬁm%‘;‘gﬁw
] Rush Barbecoe Ash Tray C.0.D, for 1,58
HAME.

ADDRESS

and fluffy. Stir in molasses, hlend well.
Beat in egg and buttermilk. Stir in dry
ingredients all at once and beat until
smooth. Pour batter over apples. Bake
in a moderate oven (350° F) 40 minutes.
Remove from oven and turn upside
down on a plate. Let stand about 1
minute to allow syrup to drain on the
cake. Makes one 8-inch square cake.

Apple Strudel

cups sifted flour
teaspoon salt

3 tablespoons shortening
3 tablespoons milk

1 egg, beaten

2 cups finely chopped apple
cup chopped raisins
cup chopped almonds

l4 eup sugar

1 teaspoon cinnamon

+ teaspoon mace

1 cup dry bread crumbs
4 cup butter, melted

. Sift together flour and salt. Cut
in shortening. Add egg and milk and
stir thoroughly. Knead dough for 1
minute, return to bowl and let stand in
a warm place for 30 minutes. Roll and
pull on a lightly floured board until
dough is paper thin, Mix together re-
maining ingredients. Spread over
dough and roll like a jelly roll. Place
on a large buttered baking sheet. Bake
in a hot oven (450° F') 15 minutes, re-
duce heat to moderate (350° F) and
bake 30 minutes. Brush with melted
butter twice during the baking time.
Makes 8 servings. i

Applesauce Torte

1’2 cups graham-cracker crumbs
tablespoons melted butter
Dash nutmeg
eggs, separated
1 tall can sweetened condensed milk
3 tablespoons orange juice
1 teaspoon grated orange rind
1 tablespoon lemon juice
Y2 teaspoon salt
cups applesauce

a

Combine cracker erumbs, melted but-
ter, and nutmeg; mix well. Place
crumb mixture in a well-greased shal-
low baking dish. Using hands or back
of a large spoon, press erumb mixture
against bottom and sides of dish. Beat
egg yolks until thickened: stir in con-
densed milk, orange juice and rind,
lemon juice, salt and applesauce. Beat
egg whites until stiff but not dry. Fold
into first mixture. Pour into lined bak-
ing dish, and bake in a moderately low
oven (325° F.) 45 minutes, or until
firm. Serve with Wine Custard Sauce.
Makes six to eight servings.

Sauce: Combine 2 beaten eggs,
cup sugar, dash of salt and 1% cups
milk in the top of a double boiler.
Place over hot water and cook, stir-
ring constantly, until mixture just
coats a silver spoon. Remove from
heat and cool. Add 1 tablespoon sherry
wine, Sprinkle with nutmeg.
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dorant. . . Does mo# rot clothes. Safe for any normal
skin, Stays moist in jar, never gritty, rubs in easily.
Use doubly safe Veto regularly 1o guard daintiness
—and to check underarm per-
spication, stop odor safely.

DOUBLY PREFERRED!
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tol over any other deo-
o
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I/ a nation-wide survey,
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AMAZING COLOR SHAMPOO

COLORS HAIR
‘“? JET BLACK

Now you can glve
» Your hair a Rich
JET BLACK
COLOR that's
. full of life and
sparkle and at
the same
time wash out
dirt, olly grime,
grense and
Inose dandrufll. So why go
around with dull, faded,
wray or discolored hair any longer. Get
Shadz Color Shampoo and see how your
hair becomes progressively blacker, softer,
prettier and easier to dress with each
shampoo. No messing around with dyes
that may prove diMoult. No test required.
No dyed appearance: no harm. to hair:
will not stain hands or scalp. Helps you
look years younger, Ilnvite romance, nf-
tract new friends, become more popular
or get a better job. Highly praised by
usérs everywhere. -~
NO RISK TEST. Try Shadz (olor
Shampoo without risking one penny. Just
send 50c for full size cake or $1 (M) for 2
postage extra). 1f you are
not absolutely satisned within days,
return unused  portion and get your
money back. Don't deliy. Order todny.

THE RONALD CO., Dept. 409
6605 Cottage Grove® Chicago 37, .

cakes. (C.O.1)
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FREE Please send me s whole day's
} supply of Dennison Diaper Liners.

| Luey Is a Beachcomber
(Continued from page 41)
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BEAUTIFUL
FINGERNAILS '

Don’t be embarrassed by Jf
short, broken, thin nails. It's
so easy to cover unsightly
nails with Nu-NarLs. Applied
in a jiffy, they bring you long,
lovely nails that everyone ad-
mires.Canbewornanylength
and polished any shade. Help you
overcome nail biting habit. Set of
10 only 20¢ at all 5c-10c stores
..and at
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Any Photo or Picture of
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about their famous neighbor.

“Fanny is a really great person,” Lu-
cille says. “Honest and kind. She
helps everybody. But you'd never
hear about it from her.”

When Bruce bought a broken down
second-hand sofa and hammered it
back into shape and then found that |

| the old cover—which was a sickly
brown—refused to dye any cheerful
color, Fanny sent her driver into town
to ransack her storeroom. He came
back with a great roll of heavy pile
stuff in a heavenly lime green—plenty
for the mammoth sofa.

“Just some old stuff I ripped off
some chairs a long time ago,” Fanny
pooh-poohed. “I would never have
used it.” But the sofa with its new
cover is a thing of beauty before the
Kelloggs’ fire.

Also prominently displayed is a
portrait of a “Lady in Red” painted
by Fanny's talented son, Bill.

“There wouldn't have been any
house without Fanny,” Bruce says.

H“. HUM! Don't be a Diaper Drudge!
Dennison Dinper Liners reduce unpleasant-
ness in changing and washing my dinpers. Just
fold a Liner inside dinper next to my skin.
When soiled, Aush away. No hard scrubbing.
Sammr?v. Helps prevent diaper rash, Costs
only o few cents a day. DELUXE: 180 for $1;
CRADLE TIME & DOWNEESOFT: 180 for 69¢,

Denmmison
DIAPER LINERS
Wherever Baby Goods Are Sold

HIS isn't quite true, for Bruce did
guite a bit of hammering and sawing
himself, and Lucille learned enough
about upholstering in the process of

AMAZING! MAKE 8§25 -
for selling 50 boxes 21 for $1 Christmas Cardsi.]
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on. Samples
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Merit Card Bo., Dapt. F, 10 William $1., Newark2,H.J. | | remodeling and refurnishing the house | postace: i Yoy jsend cash we pay  postage. pumied

to turn professional herself if
ever tires of singing. |
After the bedroom, Bruce added a
dining room, again in knotty pine, then,
since a baby was on the way, a nur-
Next a porch across the ocean
front, and a paved terrace with a

she |  PMOTO MOVETTE RING CO.. Dept. M-2, CINCINNATI, O,

1\ EARN
' SUMPLE
uoner FREE Si0s

RECORDS 23

Recently taken off Coin Phono-
graphs. Guaranteed absoclutely new on one
side—Many new or in excellent condition =
on_both_sides—Popular—Polka—Hill Billy | SEry.
—Race. Specify type and artist preferred.

18
style p
UTELY FREE. You'll see gore

Write for further details. | mammoth brick barbecue in the | geous, newest style dressas—Ilov)
OCKEL MUSIC COMPANY, Dept. B | walled-in patio at the back of the e 4 o 3 G

§265 Natural Bridge $1. Louis 20, Me. | house. A store room was converted Tuke orders from friends
into a bunk house for guests. Next GET FREE SAMPLES]
praject on the agenda is an extra bed- :m‘;‘%ﬁi’fﬁi‘.ﬂ.’f?{"ﬁ}’ﬁ
room. In the meantime, Bruce has A

) THE MELVILLE CO,, Dept. 4351, CINCINNATI 3, OHIO
built some wonderful bookcases. And

Lucille has scraped and stained the STOP GORNS'
o

old piano until it looks like a fine |
antique.

What used to be a shack now is one
of the most charming houses on the
beach.

“Isn't it pretty?” Lucille will agree,

beaming at you. “And now come on
outdoors.”

The three Kelloggs live out of doors.
Lueille’s naturally blonde hair is so
sun-bleached that everyone assumes it
has been peroxided, Bruce is as brown
as the knotty pine boards he is for-

X HERE G
SORE TOES CORNS STOPPED

INSTANT RELIEF

Protect sore toes from ti;ﬂlt shoes with Dr. Scholl's
Zino-pads today and you'll stop corns from develop-
ing tomorrow! But—if you have corns—Zino-pads
will instantly stop painful shoe friction, lift pressure
and quickly remove corns. Get a box NOW!

ever hammering into place, and Pamela
well, Pamela is a wonder child.

Pam who came directly to X-Isle
from Hollywood Hospital where she
was born on January 6, 1946, doesn't
know that there is any place in the
world where the whole front yard is
not a vast sandpile and the bath water
not icy cold and salty.

She waddles around in the sun with
her funny duck walk, wearing no
clothes but a pair of training pants,
getting healthier and healthier and
healthier. It’s frightening. She now
weighs thirty pounds, which would be

| D! Scholls Zino-pads
you can ée a
g:;oc! Samarifau sin

® SEND CLOTHING, SHOES, CANNED
GOO0DS . . . ANYTHING THAT WILL
SUSTAIN LIFE TO THE IMPOVERISHED
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love one another, and they love her.
Dorothy—'Do-dee”—the baby sitter
who comes to stay with her when
Bruce drives Lucille in for her broad-
casts—is just as stable a factor. What
more can a little girl want?

Lucille and Bruce have one worry—
laughable to anyone inured to Holly-
wood values. They are afraid they
will both get jobs at once!

“We've been lucky,” is the way Lu-
cille puts it. “So far when Bruce has
been in a picture, I could be home,
and when I had a job, Bruce was
free—so we have never had to turn
Pam over to a housekeeper or a nurse.
We don’t want to!”

Radio is hard work, but concen-
trated, so that currently the Kelloggs
can count on two or three days a week
when they need fo do nothing but live.
The days are much alike, and yet all
wonderfully different.

They get up at 6:30 with Pam, and
the three have a whopping breakfast
together. Lucille, who Bruce says is
the world’s greatest cook, may make
her famous pancakes, or hot biscuits.
After breakfast, Pam is popped into
her playpen on the sea-side porch for
a sunbath and Bruce and Lucille do a
fast housekeeping job. Dishes—last
night's as well as this morning's since
a house rule is that nothing faintly
resembling work is done after dinner
at night. The beds, the floor mopping,
the vacuuming—it's all very easy when
two pitch in.

Y nine o'clock they are free of chores

—free to lie in the sun, to give
Pam a splash in the ocean, walk along
the shore and look for crabs in the
rocks. Pam gets noddy by ten, and has
to have a nap.

Lunch is a picnic, and no fair ob-
jecting if Pam plays with bugs or
eats a portion of sand.

In the later afternoon, after Pam'’s
second nap, Bruce and Lucille do
their daily distance swim—a half mile
in the ocean (which is rugged) across
Topanga bay to a rock promontory and
back again. After that the prospect of
dinner is mouth-watering.

Often dinner is steak, which Bruce
cooks over charcoal on the barbecue.
Pam—who stays up for dinner to make
up for her two naps—likes “take” too,
and gets it—but hers is ground. Corn
on the cob—Pam’s cut off—salad, fruit
for everybody. So simple.

If it's a damp or foggy night, and
they do have them occasionally, Lu-
cille is Chief Cook and rules the effi-
cient red and white kitchen. Then the
family's collection of French earthen-
ware casseroles comes into use. Won-
derful things emerge—stew, beef
goulash, frankfurters with sauerkraut.

Pam usually puts her head in her
plate to indicate that she’s sleepy—
again!l—and she is slipped into her
nightie and into her crib, sometimes
without opening an eye.

The evening—until their 9:30 bed-
time—stretches before Lucille and
Bruce with so many lovely things to
do that they are torn deciding.

They can cuddle up in the big green
leather chair and listen to radio mys-
teries, They love Murder and Mr.
Malone and The Fat Man. If it’s cool,
it's fun to build a big fire and then
lie on the big green sofa listening to
records. Or reading to one another—
plays, or, for moony nights, Lawrence
Hope's love poems.

Nightelubs? The Kelloggs don't
know what the inside of a nightclub
looks like., If a good movie comes to

o
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| under contract to MGM.

the Santa Monica theater they some-
times call in Olga and drive down to
see it—but this is infrequent.

Guests are infrequent too—not be-
cause the Kelloggs are inhospitable but
because they are so contented just
with one another that they forget to
ask anyone until it is so late that their
friends are busy.

The Don Curtises often occupy the
bunk house for a weekend, or Dick
Hyden, or other young actor friends
the couple made when they were both
On those
occasions, the happy routine of X-Isle
is augmented by a moonlight hike up
Topanga canyon or a picnic in the hills
back from the bay. Pam went for her
first picnic not long ago, mountain-
climbing like a little goat in weeds
up to her ears.

Lucille is getting like Pam—she
doesn't remember what life was like
away from the beach.

When she and Bruce first started
planning to get married—“he never
proposed; we just slipped into it"—the
only thing which worried her was that
Bruce was a confirmed beachcomber,
had mnever lived anywhere else in his
five years in the movie colony.

Lucille, whose upbringing was scrub-
brush-and-pail midwestern, didn’t
think she could abide keeping house
in a place where sand was always
gritty on the floor and there was al-
ways a mess of wet bathing suifs in
the bathroom. But Bruce was clever.

| He “broke Lucille in” by taking her for
| picnics at the very beach they now

}_hinl{ of as the only possible place to
ive.

“I love it here,” Lucille said finally,
after moonlight weiner roasts, cold
swims on hot days, long walks in the
sand. “I'd like to live here.”

“What a coincidence,” Bruce lied.
“As a matter of fact, I've just found
a house here that I can buy. Would
yvou like to see it?" It was X-Isle.

With this decision made, there was
nothing to stop their looking for a
justice of the peace—except that Bruce
was in the middle of “They Were Ex-
L}endab]e” and working every day.

hey managed anvhow—flew to Las
Vegas and back, and Bruce didn’t miss
a day of shooting. And Lucille messed
her brand new wedding ring in a paint
can the very first day of her honey-
moon with the shack’s improvements.

Both Lucille and Bruce were having
career trouble when they met. Like
so many talented youngsters whom the
big studios “discover” and then for-
get, they were sitting out their con-
tracts at MGM doing almost nothing.

“But we were good for one another,”
Lucille says. “Bruce started getting
good parts soon after we met. And I
made a short, ‘Musical Masterpieces,’
with Carlos Ramirez which attracted
a lot of attention.

“And then the radio job came
along.” Lucille puts it all down to
her husband's good advice and guid-
ance. He says it's her own beauty and
talent.

Lucille’s beauty and talent brought
her recognition very early in her life.
She learned singing from her mother—
who also had a beautiful soprane voice.

“But Daddy was a religious lec-
turer, and frowned on show business—
mother did her only singing in church.”
When it appeared, however, that Lu-
cille had the same talent, her father
agreed that she should be sent to study
at the Cincinnati conservatory. When
she was fifteen and spending a sum-
mer vacation with an uncle in Denver
she won a Children's Hour radio con-
test, and got her first job at the spon-
soring station, KLZ., The same summer
she sang with the Colorado symphony.
In 1941 she won the Metropolitan Audi-
tion of the Air and was in the finals
when MGM talent scouts spied her
and signed her to a long-term contract.
She was eighteen years old,

Lucille bears no grudge about the
failure of her first movie contract to
produce spectacular results. Didn't it
bring her together with Bruce?

She feels, and rightfully—she is just
twenty-three—that she is just begin-
ning now. All sorts of wonderful offers
are popping up, including a tremen-
dously exciting possibility that she'll
be Bing Crosby's lead in “A Connecticut
Yankee.”

This, of course, would be a fabulous
break. Lucille knows it, but her feel-
ings are mixed. How can she pos-
sibly leave X-Isle? Bruce has the an-
swer to that; Take it that is, us with

ol
4 There will be three Kelloggs on that
train when it leaves for Broadway.
There would be no point in pursuing
Fame and Fortune, they figure, if you
have to leave Happiness behind.
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Look what happens when you stop with half a make-
up. In contrast to those red lips, the eyes seem a bit
dull and blank, don't they? Now see what a few soft
touches of Maybelline Mascara, Eyebrow Pencil and
Eve Shadow can do.

With darker, longer-looking lashes . . .
gracefully tapered eyvebrows. . . and
just a whisper of eye shadow on

the lids to accentuate the color

of your eyes, your entire
Jace is more attractive,

Add Mavbelline to
vour regular make-
up today and sce
what a thrilling dif-
ference it makes!

NORMA CHRISTOPH
Queen of the 1947
Tournament of Rises
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MAYBELLINE CAKE MASCARA in
1ew red and gold-tone metal vanity, $1.
Refills, 30c. Shades: Black, Brown,
Blie. (Alzo in 25¢ and 10c¢ sizes.)

P ) l'

MAYBELLINE CREAM MASCARA
(applicd without water) comes in handy
leatherette case, $1. (Alsoin
25¢ and 10c sizes,) Shades:
Black and Brown.

Natural eolor photographs
by Carlvle Blackwell, Jr,
Hallvinod

MAYBELLINE
EVYEBROW PENCIL
soft, smooth quality, fine
point—so easy to usel Bluck or Brown.

_ / Hv I N ’
“ 4 X ,r_ o MRS, / .
4 ' #; A 1 £ i £ ny 7
MAYBELLINE EVE SHADOW in > K L (il (B W (g
subtle shades of Hlue, Brown, Blue- 4 - / - -
pray, Green, Violet, Gray. e s

WORIDS FAVORITE EYE MAKE-UP



"Experience
is the best
teacher...

in playing table tennis
or choosing a cigarette,”

su%d% Wﬂ% L 4

| SMOKED
MANY DIFFERENT
/ BRANDS DURING THE
WARTIME SHORTAGE.
CAMELS SUIT ME

® Experience? Yes, that wartime cigarette
shortage was a revealing experience to
smokers everywhere.

You smoked one brand one day . . . a dif-

" y
ferent brand the next ... whatever was YOU‘P T-ZONE
available. Naturally, you compared brands. will tell you...
That's how millions learned the meaning T FOR TASTE....
of the phrase, “Camels suit me to a "T"!" T FOR THROAT...

And, now that you can get any brand of
cigarettesyou ask for, more people are smok-
ing Camels than ever before. Try Camels
yourself. And, when you smoke them, re-
member this fact: Only choice tobaccos,
properly aged, and blended in the time-
bonored Camel way, are used in Camels.

that's your proving
ground for any ciga-
| rette. See if Camels
don’t suit your
"“Y-Zone” to a "T.”

1.0, Roynolids Toboceo O,
Winston-Balem, N,

® Three nacionally known

According to a recent Nationwide survey: independent research or-
ganizations asked 113,597

MORE DOCTORS SMOKE CAME l.s inl Vol 2
doctors named Camel than

than any oiher cigarette vy otber beand



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

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

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



