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FRENCH LICK ...
THE AMERICAN SPA

OR more than a century French Lick Springs

in the colorful Cumberland foothills has been
the rendezvous of health. and pleasureseekers.
Comparing favorably with the most famous Eur-
opean spas, it adds to the advantages bestowed
by Nature, the comforts and conveniences of
modern metropolitan hotel life.

The Indians first realized the curative proper-
ties of the now-famous French Lick spring water.
As the reputation of Pluto Springs grew, the
number of visitors who came to enjoy its bene-
fits increased, and the Hotel was built to meet
their needs. Today, French Lick is America’s
foremost spa!

Nor is it any longer necessary to carry away
the invigorating waters as was the custom years
ago—Pluto Mineral Water, bottled at the Springs
—and available all over the world, makes it
possible for you to receive its beneficial effects
wherever you may be.

Now is the time to renew your vitality in
the glorious air of the Cumberlands! Take the

FRENCH LICK SPRINGS HOTEL
FRENCH LICK, INDIANA

T. D. TAGGART, President

HOME OF

PLUTO

rejuvenating mineral baths—enjoy the varied
sports. Play excellent golf on two uncrowded
18-hole courses. Ride horseback along shady
woodland trails—play tennis—hike in the foot-
hills or simply relax in the sun.
A few weeks here—or even a

few days—will make a new per-
son of you!

French Lick is easy to get to,
but hard to leave. Quickly ac-
cessible by rail or motor. Ample
garage facilities. Write or wire
for reservations.

H. J. FAWCETT, Manager When Nature
won'r,

PLUTO will
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RADIO

DIGEST

———————

Announcing the Perfecting
of the Sixteen-Inch Disc

BUREAU of BROADCASTING

The Pioneer in the Development of the Large Slow Moving Record

HE Bureau of Broadcasting,

Radio Digest, after a year and
one-half of intensive and expen-
sive research, announces the
perfecting of the sixteen-inch
recorded disc for broadcasting.
It is now possible for a national
manufacturer to use recorded
programs with the same sureness
that he uses wire chain or studio
facilities.

One sixteen-inch disc for a fifteen
minute program, two for one-
half hour, four for the hour—
no stock records—every program
especially recorded in the world-
famous Columbia Phonograph
Company’s studios by experts
with forty years of experience.

One sixteen-inch disc plays fif-
teen minutes and costs $150, two
discs for one-half hour program
cost $300. House variety records
cost $75 and require seven for
one-half hour, total cost $525.
The advertiser saves nearly one-
half by using sixteen-inch discs.

The Bureau of Broadcasting was
the first to buy equipment for

reproducing the large discs. Over
one-hundred key broadcasting
stations were equipped.

Our service to advertisers and
advertising agencies includes our
co-operation in the selection of
talent, arranging programs,
supervising and guaranteeing
recordings by our production
department in New York under
the personal direction of Henry
V. Walker. The service also
includes shipping the discs to
selected stations—in fact, taking
complete charge of the entire
campaign, rendering one invoice
monthly.

We handle everything in broad-
casting. Eight years of personal
contact with national broadcast-
ing has earned us the title of the
“National Broadcast Author-
ity.” We have the most complete
information about Radio Sta-
tions, equipment, available time,
programs, personnel, etc., of any
organization on earth. Experi-
enced continuity writers, Radio
merchandisers, and advertisers.

THE NATIONAL BROADCAST AUTHORITY

BUREAU of BROADCASTING, RADIO DIGEST

E. C. RAYNER, President

510 N. Dearborn St., Chicago

Superior 7323

11 W. 42nd St., New York

Pennsvlvania 2375

—_—
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E. C. RAYNER,

Publisher

RS. JESSE
CRAWFORD

is the inspiration and
console-ation of her
famous hushand, Jesse
Crawford. Together
they play the twin con-
soles in organ recitals
presented from the
Paramount Theatre,
New York, over the

Columbia System.

ENAYVENUTA
1s gifted with a
kittenish purr in her
voice that has the soft-
ness of a whisper and
the penctration of a
sun-ray. I¥'s the cli-
wmate, no doubt, for
you hear her over
KPQO in San Fran-
cisco, and sometimes
ovey the netways.

THE NATIONAL BROADCAST AUTHORITY

adiojDiges

Q/4ugu;t, 1930

CONTENTS

SPECIAL ARTICLES
PAUL OLIVER — He started out to be the

world’s biggest automobile mechanic, injured his
hammer hand, and sang himself to fame.

CHIC SALE—And His Trusty Saw. He only
intended fixing the screen door to his filling station
—but he cut a leg off!

PRIZE WINNERS — Amos and Andy script
writers will find the winners here,. Also a sym-
posium of opinions by rolored listeners.

WILL ROGERS BEGINS A CAREER—
Bill Sunday and other Claremore tounsmen

recall early days when Will ran away to join
the circus.

ALBUM—The Fuair of the Air (our new Roto
section ). 17
VACATION FOLLIES — Where and how a

score or more of our leading Radio celebrities
find surcease from a world of uoe these summer

Julius Haber 7
Chic Sale 8

10

Victor F. Barnett 14

22

Ay Evans E. Plummer

PICTURE PAGES—Real television where you
may actually see many of the Radio entertainers
ds they appear in the studios. 24

RADIOGR A PHS-—RosemaryDrachman, whom
Floyd Gibbons calls “Wild Bill"” Dwrachman,
presents some closeup pen sketches of the New
York stars.

EVERY WOMAN'S RIGHT—Beauty expert
suggests helps to accentuate beaury.

DAWN OF BROADCASTING — Whar is
this thing called Radio? The author takes you
back to scenes of the first programs of the air.

BEATING THE RACKETEERS—Famous
Radio artist accepts challenge of terrorists who
shook down many professional entertainers.

SJUDITH WALLER — Manager, station
WMAQ), Chicago, and former boss of Amos
and Andy, tells of pioneering days in the broad-
cast game.

WESTINGHOUSE SALUTES TO
AMERICAN CITIES—These popular pro-
grams scheduled for weekly broadcast continue
to find favor.

Rosemary Drachman

Eve Conradt-Eberlin
Doty Hobart

Ann Steward

Garnett L. Eskew

FICTION

TERROR — Graphic episode from early New
York history when a bonded white girl was pue
on the block with black chattels.

INCOMPATIBLE — Minute aralysis of two
human hearts riven asunder by perry misunder
standings—and the final revelation.

THIRTEEN AND ONE—AIl mysteries of the
Nonius Opal and the amazing disappearan-es
are cleared up in this final episode.

WHO KILLED DUBRONSKY?—Girl wins
mystery story prize.

Rupert Hughes 28

Dana Gatlin 49

34
85

Jackson Gregory
David B Hampton

Editorial Office: Radio Digest, 510 N. Dearborn 5t., Chicage. Phone Superior 7323.
Radio Digest will not be held responsible for unsolicited manuscripts received through the mail. All
ipts submitted should be accompanied by return postage.

Member Audit Bureau of Circulations
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yearly, Four Dollars; Foreign Postagé, One Dollar additional; single copies, Thirty-five cents, Entered as
second-clags matter Sept, 25, 1929, at the post office at Chicago, Illinois, under the Act of March 3. 1879. Title
Reg. U. 5. Patent Office and Canada. Copyright: 1930, by Radic Digest Publishing Co. All rights reserved.
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wwWw americanradiohistorv com

Harold P. Brown,

Editor

UTH PICKARD

I growing up.
Ruth is the pride and
joy of Dad Pickard
and the whole Pickard
family, for that mai-
ter, who sing and play
the songs of the old
Southland over the
NBC net. Remember
them on the last Em-
pire Builders program?

ERNICE TAY-
LOR is the star
soloist of the Chicago
studios of the National
Broadcasting company.

That softly Hiridling

soprano Voice you have

heard with the Arimonr

and the Q’Cedar pro-

grams belongs to this

young lady with the
big ring.
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Continuing Interest in the Meritum

Diamond Award Contest

Raises Totals of Nominations and Votes

See Rules and Conditions on page 53

ND STILL they come! Strange—how these contests take
hold of the reading public! Or, perhaps, it is not so strange
after all, when you come to think about it—the American
people bheing what they are: a nation alwavs ready and

anxious to match wits, one against another, to see who can win a
prize!  The nominations cast in the Meritum Diatnond Award con-
test to decide upon the favorite
ANnoUNCer, program or  artist,
have this month increased {rom
256 to 301, and daily the mails
coming ito the office of Radio
Digest are building up this total
to monmmuental proportions,

It you could see them you
would he astounded: if you
could read the letters accom-
panying the hallots yvn waould
be struck forcibly with the very
evident decided likes and dislikes
behind the seuding in ol these
votes. Talle abont partisanry in
presidential clections!  Friends,
that is uothing at all to compare
with  the  intense  rivalry, the
heated favoriti=m, shown by the
letters accompanying the ballots
and nominations i this contest.
When you read them through
you begin to understand that
there are solid reasons, some-
times, for these likes and dis-
likes: sometimes your suspect a
blind and unreasoning  lovalty.
But i any case. it's loyalty to
ONe Prograni, one AMmomicer, one
artist.

“Ahout the DPutch Masters
Alinstrels,” writes Mrs. E. H.
Fulilier Route 2, Box 133, Wil-
liammsburg, Va, “I want you to
know that they are as good as
any minstrels could possibly he.
and I'm astounded that they have not yet been nomiated. I listen
to them regularly over WJZ. All the men have good voices and
their mumhers leave nothing to be desired. Please enter my nomina-
tion for the Duteh \'Llstcrs Minstrels without further parley!”

And for our old friends, Amos and Andy. a thoroughly anony-
mous iriend writes from down in Texas to say that she las her
Radin dial trained so that at 10:30 every night it swings round of
their own will and volition and pauses just at the proper point to
bring in the two dusky partners at the taxicab olfice . . . “the only
objection is that 10:30 15 a mighty late hour to luive to stay up to
wait for the boys.  However, yon just make amnther vote for those
two boys for this family, 'way down south.”

Nor is the medical profession losing ont any.  Mrs. Harriett
Springer. Box 33, Auburn. Tnd.. visited Chicago recently and went
around to Station WMAQ, met Miss Indith Waller and some of the
rest of the station force, among them Dr. Russell Pratt, one of the

Design for Diamond Meritum Award

doctors who broadcasts from that station . . . “and since then 1
enjoy listening so much more. Knowing a broadcaster adds to yvour
enjoyvment of his program.

(Too had we can't all of us know all the artists we like! £0.)

Graham McNamee, veteran amnouncer in the NBC service, has a
loyal supporter in Elmer W, Hess, 4455 Meldrum Ave, 1)ctrmt
Mich., who says in e(planahon
of his vote, "'l could never pick
a particular artist or program
because there is always some
part of cvery program which
I like and some part which I do
not like. There are times when
I am pleased with my favorite
artist and times when I am far
irom pleased. Perhaps it is the
song or rendition which does not
strike me.  Althongh L must ad-
mit that McNan- e, by his clever,
original and almost arfistic an-
nouncing can put any artist over
the footlights.  And there, 1
thiuk., is the acid test: Mec-
Namee is an artist as an an-
nouncer!  So 1 wish you wonld
register my vote for him, [
hope it decides the contest.”

The clean fun of Gene and
Glenn of WTAM, Cleveland,
provakes  commendatory com-
ment from nuny; not a few
send notes along with their bal-
fots saying how much they like
Captain Jimmy Norten in *Har-
bor Lights.”  And were there
space and time one could con-
tmue ou indefinitely through
piles of letters and gain a cross
section view of \\hat the publlc
thinks of their favorites
(whether artist announcer or
program) and why,

Many people who like to listen to Radio probably have never
stopped to think whether they have a favorite or not. They are
S0 mtrngucd with Radio in the abstract—with whatever comes
over the air to them—that they are countent to listen without
caring to discover what program it is, or who the artist is, or
from what station the program comes. not even giving heed to
the announcer when he broadcasts that information.

To such we suggest that you I)egln to discriminate hetween
artist and artist, and station and station, so that you can con-
verse with a ccrlain amnunt of information on the subject of
Radio personnel. From where we sit it looks as though Radio
is more and more going to be the topic of couversation.

But after all. the votes and nominations tell the story. Which
reminds us to ask: HAVE YOU VOTED YET? See the rules
and conditions on page 53, and if you have not complied, do so
and send in your nominations.

NOMINATION BLANK—Radio Digest’s
AMERICA’S MOST POPULAR PROGRAM
DIAMOND AWARD CONTEST

POPULAR PROGRAM EDITOR, Radio Digest,
510 North Dearborn St.. Chicago, Ill.

I Nominare

Station

(Call Letrers)

in America's Most Popular Program Diamond Award Contest. (City) (State)
Signed Signed S
Address Address
City Stare - | City State_ .

Nugbe  COUPON BALLOT—Radio Digest’s
AMERICA'SMOST POPULARPROGRAM

DIAMOND AWARD CONTEST

POPULAR PROGRAM EDITOR. Radio Digest.
510 North Dearborn Street, Chicago. Ili.

Please credit this ballot to:

(Name of Program) (Call Leteers)
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Advance Tips

HESE are the days traditionally

dedicated to the dog. So far as
Radio was concerned ju the old days,
they could consistently be so dedi-
cated. Things are different today,
however. Radio is with you, keep-
ing up your contact with the world
whether you are lolling in the roll-
ing surf, fishing in pine-scented
forests or scaling the frosted moun-
tain tops. And where Radio is, there
should your Radio Digest be also.
So here’s a greeting wherever you
are—and happy days for humans as
well as man’s best friend!

x * *

Take this tip straight—read the
Rupert Hughes story about the lit-
tle bonded slave girl who leaped
from obscurity into a Haming page
of early New York history. IUs
vivid character analysis and thrill-
ing narrative. When you have fin-
ished the stoy, you will have been
vastly entertained and your knowl-
edge will be enriched by an historic
episode almost lost in the mist of
vears.

* * *

That famous Boston survey has
proved again that Amos and Andy
are still first in the hearts of their
countrymen, We reach around and
pat ourselves on the back that Radio
Digest was the first magazine to
recognize their importance to the
reading public. Now they are going
into the talkies—start production
this month. Al Williamson of the
Nationa! Broadcasting company
who is with the boys almost every
day, has promised us a story for
September to be called Amos and
Andy in Hollywood. Remember
wlhen he gave you Amos and Andy
in Harlem?

x %X %

Guess who holds the record for
talking to the greatest number of
people as a sum total over a period
of six months. You are probably
right. There are no accurate sta-
tistics to prove any one individual
as the champion. but somewhere
close to the top helongs the name
of Al Sinith who used the Radio so
advantageously during the late cam-
aign. You will find Al Smith and

is Friend Mike an article athrob
with human interest in the Septem-
ber Radio Digest.

E 3 * *

Victor F. Barnett who writes so
entertainingly about Will Rogers in
this issue of Radio Digest, knows
his man. He is managing editor of
the Tulsa Tribune, and Tulsa is
right next door to Claremore, where
Will first saw the light of day, and
where he so often drops down from
a sky tour to see the folks back
home., You won’t find many people
with such contrasts and colorful
careers as Will Rogers. That's why
we are going to have another inti-
mate story about him in our next

Radio Digest.
* *

¢¢fYH, BUT you will adore Felice!
She is described as “like
some exquisite pink and white
flower slowly opening her petals,”
by IE. Phillips Oppenheim in his
new story. The Road to Liberty,
complete in the next issue of Radio
Digest. You will gasp for her as
she seeks her road to liberty from a
revolting betrothal. It's in a beau-
tiful setting in a little valley vine-
yard below the “white church on
the hill” somewhere in France.

Across the Desk

LAST month Mr. Aylesworth told you of the Youth of Radio. In this
issue you will be refreshed and amused to read of the primitive en-
deavors of those early pioneers—of only TEN YEARS AGO—who were
grudgingly awarded less than $100 to fit up a broadcasting studio in a
factory rest room. At that time it was the finest Radio broadcasting studio
in the world. It could only be used at night, as it must still be maintained
for its original purpose when the employes were at work. Today, workmen
are tearing down three square blocks in the heart of New York to erect a
Radio broadcasting center to cost $250,000,000. It is to be no close fisted
hard boiled cold blooded commercial project either, Cultural art is the
keynote and the spirit of the entire enterprise. This Radio Capitol will
house twenty-seven studios, three stories in height, with accommodations
ior visitors to comfortably observe the staging of the programs. There will
be theatres and operas in systematic groupings, so that the artists of all the
entertaining world may step from the foothights to the acoustically per-
fected studios for broadcastings.
* k%

Beautiful and glamourous in design will be this mammoth Radio center.
It is being financed by the Rockefeller interests—an architectural monu-
ment to the name of the great oil genius. The ofiicial statement which comes
across the Radio Digest desk to you reads:

“Fronting Fifth avenue and forming the central structure on that side of
the development will be an oval building of moderate height and great
beauty of design . . . with an outdoor promenade running around the
entire building. This oval structure will extend to a magnificent garden
plaza that will be cut through the area from Forty-eighth to Fifty-first
streets. No effort will be spared to make this plaza the most impressive
boulevard of its kind in the world, with fountains, statuary and beauti-
ful gardens.

“Over the entire development will tower a great sixty-story office build-
ing, extending through from the west side of the plaza to Sixth avenue.
From this central office building a grand corridor, about three stories in
height, will run from the other office buildings from Fifth to Sixth avenue.”

* ok %

Special stress has been placed on the approach of perfected television.
And. although the statement does not even hint as much, it is rumored that
practical television has already been developed and is being held in check
by those who own it until the strategic moment arrives for its release.
Large facilities are also provided for recording programs. Mr. Aylesworth
says in part: “\With the great theatrical and musical enterprises to he
created in this development, the broadcasting center of the country will be
joined in a vast artery of communication with the dramatic stage, with
opera, with variety, with talking motion pictures. with the symphony hall.
The artist will be at the door of the broadcasting studio . . . Radio broad-
casting has become the recognized means for the syndication of entertain-
ment, education and information upon a nation-wide scale . . . It will have
vastly greater opportunities when television emerges from the laboratory
to give Radio the new dimension of sight.”

The entire project is expected to be completed in 1933. What a stride of

" jon in a decade!
£ S

It is interesting to note from Mr. Hobarts' article of Dawn of Broad-
casting that most of those first inrrepid explorers of the ether are still going
strong. Jones and Hare came almost being twins, only they didn’t happen to
have the same parents. They were born on the ides of March. Now, as the
“Interwoven Pair,” they are more popular than ever.

Publisher Radio Digest, 8-30
510 N. Dearborn St.,
Chicago, Illinois.

Please find enclosed check, M. O., for Four Dollars
(Five Dollars Foreign), for One Year’s Subscrip-
tion to Radio Digest.

Newsstands Don’t Always
Have One Left

WHEN YOU WANT

RadioDigest

YOU WANT IT! Name ............. 0000000000GG0000000000
Be Sure of Your Monthly | Address . .....ccvvuvernnn CO0OD00 a0
Copy by Subscribing Now | City..................... State.........
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Gight CYears Old

OIE, help us blow out the candles, and have a taste of our birthdav
cake. Ah! One, two . . . three—out they go! Four .. five . .. six
.. seven . . EIGIIT! Eight years old—and a liltle more, for the
firsl Radio Digest came out in April, 1922,

And what a table! Readers in every civilized country! From Alaska to
Cape Touwn—come, let us all celebrate!

May your humble servant step ouf of this nebulous editorial ‘‘we'’?
Thank vou. I want to feel that we are a little better acquainted—each with
the other and you with me through the pages of Radio Digest. There are
today approximately 143,000 of us around this table.

Frankly, I think it should have been Mr. Rayner's honor to face vou
on this page—but he is rather a shy person. Ile would rather sif back
under the shadowed doorway and look on with, I imagine, sonmething of
the feeling of fatherly pride in this child of his.

hat a story he could tell you of the days of struggle, heartbreak,
threatened disaster; alweys holding his precious off spring high above the
engulfing waves, until tonight he is satisfied to see it as an assured, per-
mianen! instilution. Alany other Radio magaszines have come and gone
during the past eight years. Ilerc the will of @ man who would not give
up has aclieved 1.5 goal.

Radio Digest was created for the Radio listener. Il has adhered strictly
lo that purpose. When the lislener was most interested in the mechanics
of Ruadio it provided the very best of subject maiter along mechanical lines.
Later, when commercial manufacturers took over the tools of the amateur
and the lislener became more interested in whal he heard and where it
came from, Radio Digest became a new kind of a magazine—a com plele
book of stories and pictures pertaining to the entertainment end of Radio.

Then it took one niore step to round oul this latest growth.

“1Te need good fiction,” said the man who sits back there, out of the
dazsling glare. *'TWe want authors of best seliers to supply three or four
stories in Radio Digesi for members of the family who prefer fiction lo
articles— Rupert ITughes, Oppenheim, Octavus Roy Colen, Floyd Gib-
bons—"'

“But imagine the cost!” I gasped.

‘It costs no more to look at a Rolls Royce than it does a flivver. See
what you can get in New York. Only the best of evervthing for our
readers!”

e liave had all of these authors and many more in our puges.

T

“Give us a boost boys, we're lrying to help you,” was the word passed
oul to the broadcasting stations. Practically every station of tmportance,
and both of the leading national chains have voluntarily recommended
Radio Digest io you and their many other listeners.

Etaht years old! Come, let's have the cake, everybody.

Hazorp P. Browx
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AUL OLIVER started out with the ambition to become the

world’s biggest automobile mechanic. The war came along
and left him with a crippled hand. Dudley Buck heard him sing-
ingina Y. M. C. A. cantonment and encouraged him to cultivate

his voice. The details are presented on the opposite page.
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NCisfortune Brings Good fLuck

@aul Olrver, Disabled in War for Career as

Auto Mechanic, Discovers in Hospital His Poice
Can Earn Him Fame and Fortune

By Julius Haber :

AUL OLIVER started out to be an automobile me-
chanic. Only the purest chance, an accident in fact, lost
him to mechanics and gained him for bLroadcasting. It
was during wartime, when Oliver was assigned to one
of the country’s great ship building plants, that he met with a
serivus injury to his hand which ended his career as an expert
mechanic.  But the charm of the tenor voice which millions
now know so weil on the air, had already become known.
Oliver's rich, but untrained voice, had been heard above the
rest at the patriotic exercises which
were held at the Y. X, C. A, every

In fact, he is known to many as the John McCormack of the
air. Any reference to this scems to make him a little impatient.
I consider John McCormack the greatest living interpreter of
the ballad,” he once said. “I often listen to him with the
keenest pleasure. L think there is much_about his singing that
is interesting and valuable to study. but T don’t think he should
be imitated. Every singer is endowed with his individual phys-
ical equipment which differs in each case from that of other
singers. 1 think it is a mistake to imitate another singer,

Every singer can only interpret his

songs to the extent that he 1s fitted

noon. lle had oftcn been asked to

spiritually and mentally to do so.”

sing for the men.

And as he lay on a hospital cot
wondering what he might do when
he got out, Dudley Buck. discoverer
of many famous vocalists, called on
him.  Buck had listened to Oliver’s
voice: he now offered to train the
future Palmolive star for the concert
stage. provided he would agree to
go in seriously for a musical future.
U'p to then he had no thought of a
professional career, be just sang for
his own pleasure. Oliver accepted.
and with characteristic ardor. ap-
plied himself to study and practice.

After two years of intensive train-
ing he gained magnilicent control of
his Iyric voice and launched on a
concert career.  Shaortly after. hie
met Gustave Ilaenschen, now diree-
tor of the Falmolive Orchestra, who
was at that time engaged in phono-
graph recording work. Ilaenschen
mmediately recognized in Oliver's
voice ideal timber for that branch of
the musical art, and paved the way
for him. So successful were his

inates.

O YOU want a thriil? See the Palm-

olive broadcast on vour next trip to
New York. It is one of the wmost interest-
ing programs in the Radie capital of
Awmerica. YVou must be one of the Four
Hundred—that s, one of those liucky
eiough fo ebtain one of the four hundred
chairs that are installed for yucsty in the
studio where this famouns prograin orig-
Vou will see Paul Qliver, robust
but dynamic, as he steps up fo the micro-
plione and pours into its cold wmawv the
notes that sieing away in golden cadence
fo cars attuncd on Hie far side of the
Atlantic and fo others listening in distant
Alaska. To sce with your own eyves and
mentally visualize the magnitude of what
transpires should give vou the thrill of

vour life.

It has often heen remarked that
Taul Oliver sings as though he
means what he sings. Anyone wio
knows him or has watched him sing
knows .w true this is. “I put a
good deal of careful preparation into
my singing,” he said. “After read-
ing the score carcfully 1 try to get
as much of the composer’s intention
into the song as possible, and then
to impart my own understanding
and emotion to it.”

P:\UL sings for the sheer joy of
singing, that is his one guiding
principle. lHe puts everything le
has into his songs and when he is
through often shows visible indica-
tions of the emotion which swayed
him as he sang. 1t is this sincerity
which the invisible audience of the
air so accurately scnses and that
goes far to swell his fan mail. He
touches people intimately with the
sentiment he portrays. They write
to him in the same way., That's why
le places so much importance on his

recordings that Oliver soon had a

countrywide following, and when

Radio broadcasting came into its own, his entry in that field
was a logical step.

It is a curious coincidence that the first time he broadcast
was on a commniercial hour over the old WJZ station, then
located at 42nd Street with Olive 'almer, with whom he was
destined to scale the heights to his present emineuce. It was
not long before his work on the air attracted widespread in-
terest. It was then that the Colgate-I’almolive-Yeet Company
retained him as an exclusive tenor star for the Palmolive llour.
I“‘rom that time on his popularity increased by leaps and hounds
to the point where millions of people now look forward to
hearing his carnest voice cvery \Wednesday night.

PP first thing that impresses vou about Paul Oliver is his

complete and unassuming naturalness. Lemperament of
the brand popularly imagined is entirely forcign to him  1lis
manner is almost bashful for awhile until he warms up to his
subject.  The thousands of letters which he has received, the
esteem in which he is held by everyone. his measure of fame,
none of these has changed him from the modest voung man
his close friends have always known.

Panl was born and cducated in New York., Ife is 34 years
old and unnmarricd.  Before the accident which changed his
plans, he never took his voice too seriously, which makes his
accomplishment the more remarkable.

As far back as he can rewmember. Panl loved to sing. cither
to himself for his own pleasure or for the pleasure he was able
to give his hearers.  Curiously enough, although he comes from
a Usinging family” (both of his older brothers have fine voices
and his mother was noted for her singing voice), Paul is the
first professional singer in the family., He was very young
when his mother passed away, but the reputation of her singing
still lives. Tanl remembers vividly. however, the pleasure he
got from listening to hiz brothers sing.

It is inevitable that Radio reviewers and his friends of the
air should compare his voice with that of John McCorinack.

fan mail.

“I save every letter [ get and [
try to answer as many of them personally as I can,”” he told us.
“This is often a hopeless task, but | get real pleasure out of
kuowing that so many scriously minded people are interested
cnough in my work to write me in the kindly, intimate way
that they do. [ don't think the nou-performer can fully appre-
ciate how much these letters mean to us. It hielps to make the
artist feel that his werl is really important and is getting across
in the way he meant it to. It heartens him and gives him
additional incentive to carry on.”

When Paul was asked i he had any special preferences
among the songs he sings, he replied. "It is hard for anyone
who loves to sing as imuch as I do to name any particular song
as the one hie likes hest. T'here arc s many songs that [ derive
real pleasure from singing. PPerhaps it would be more accurate
to say that we like the songs that suit our various moods.
Awmong those 1 do like particularly and which the Radio audi-
ence seem to favor are, Kreisler’s "The Old Refrain,” “lch Liebe
Dich) "None Dut the l.onely 1Teart.” by Tschaikowsky. and
“My Message.! | have recently recorded two interesting songs
from John MceCormack's motion picture =uccess, "Song o' My
ITeart.” "Rose of T'ralee” and *A Pair of Irish llyes.” ™

The most important single habit for 'anl Oliver is the Tfalm-
olive ITour Wednesday nights. “These weckly bhroadcasts are
the focal paints of all my interest and activity. [ spend as tuch
time as possible in rehearsal and preparation for them. Al my
outside engagem.nts in the city and out of town must be
planned to Nt around the Palmolive hroadcasts. and so that I
will have plenty of time for rehearsals. T'he pleasure 1 get
from my Radic work is doubled by my pleasant association
witht such good friends as Gus Tlaenschen. IFrank Black, Olive
Palmer and Elizabeth Lennox.”

Visitors to the studio during the Droadcasting have never
failed to notice the splendid spirit of camaraderie among
the Palmolive artists. \When Paul Oliver finishes singing be-
fore the micrephone he never fails to look up to Olive Palmier

{Continued on page 93)
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Wheel Wilkins Operates With

OJC1S © JRUSTY AW

ONLY Intends to Fix Fly Screen When He Is Called

to Rescue Old Man Dancey to Perform an Amputation
—Alas, the Ingratitude of Man!

By Charles “Chick” Sale

(Speaking as Wheel Wilkins and including editorial interpolations.
From Pennzoil program heard over the Columbia Broadcasting System. )

ELL sir, folks, I'll
bet some of you are
goin’ to be surprised

to hear 1've opened
up The Liberty Bell Service
and Filling Station. . .. Uve
been follerin’ my own line of
work for more than thirty-
two year. Made a name for
myself specializin’ in my line
but here I am takin’ up a new
business and danged if I ain’t
learnin’ the trick mighty fast.
. Now you take location.
That s mighty important.
I've built her on the old Cor-
bin place at the corner of Main
street and Highway No, 4.
Handy to town folks and right
in the path of tourists.

She’s a mighty fine lookin’
structure of solid construction
and painted a good practical
color with nic¢e trimmin’s.
\When business is a little slack
I can always find time to do
a little visitin® and gabbin’
about what's goin” on,

Lon Biggs, who runs the
Weekly Broadcast, didn't
need no invitation. He hangs
around here 30 much pickin’
up items fer his two-by-four
paper that I told him it
seemed like lhe didn’t have
anything else to broadcast un-
less he tuned in on my station
first. Made him mad as a
hornet. Lon’s a nice feller, . .
Thinks he knows it all jest
cause he runs a newspaper.
He's jealous of my prominence in the community.

Maw. that's my wife, her name is Emma, spends a lot of
time around the place and she’s been tatkin’ some of spreadin’
out a kind of lunch and soft drink stand alongside of my place
jest so she an’ Rosie could be near me. Rosie is our adopted
daughter. You sce Maw an’ me got lonesome after our chil-
dren growed up and got married so we took Rosie to raise.
She’s grown up now and a mmhty, mighty fine girl. Ever once
in a while I catch her makin’ sheep’s eyes at that helper of
mine, Rodney Gordon. But Oh Pshaw, young folks will be
young folks. Anyway, Rod is a good hard workin’ boy and
he ain’t so hard to look at even in his work clothes.

He ain’t sich a sporty dresser as Filbert Twitch but he’s got
a heap more sense.

Once a week we sort of get together and set around and
visit. Filbert Twitch is always droppin’ in to pull off some of
his smart wise cracks and nearly always some of the towns-
folks, and even the tourists, join an’ have their say.

NOTE: While Mr. Sale steps back stage to put on
his overalls and Wheel \Wilkins’ mustache. we’ll have a
look at the Liberty Bell flling station. Approaching
from the rear Wheel seems to he the only one in sight
for the moment. He is worried over something that
seems to make the screen door stick. He keeps open-
ing and shutting it. Now he is taking that funnv stance
he gets into when he is surprised or worried. He has an
idea. He’s plopping off down the drive. Two hours
have passed; he has not returned, so let’s look inside.

Charles “Chic” Sale, author and famous character actor.

Rod is leaning over a
«lass show case con-
taining some bottles
of polish, sparkplugs,
and an assortment of
small accessories. He
is holding out a five-
dollar DbLill to Mrs.
Wilkins who is scrap-
ing up the change
from the tills in a
cash register.

13 AKE eighty cents out

of this five dollar Dhill,
Mrs. Wilkins. Gee, thev're
keeping me hustling out
front.”

"Rodne;i_, we're out of
change. here’s one, there's
two . . . they’ll just have to
take the rest in silver.,” and
she dumped a broad palm full
of c¢oins on top of the show
case as she continued count-
ing, “there it is, four dollars
and twenty cents.”

No sooner did Rodney get
the money in his hand than he
was summoned by the impa-
tient honk of another horn
outside the door. Mrs. Wil-
kins peered out the window
and glanced to a peg where
Rosie usually hung her apron.
There was no apron so Rosie
would not be far away.

“Rosie! Ros-eeee?”

“Yes ma,” Rosie. with pink
cheeks and flying hair,
bounced into the room through
the door which Rodney had just passed.

“You'll have to go get me some change and listen! Then go
home and see if you can find pa—"

“Forty cents out of this dollar, Mrs. Wilkins.” Rodney
mopped a bPady brow with one hand and held out a bill with
the other. "I just saw Mr, Wilkins come out of the Weekly
Broadcast office. He's coming now.”

“Well, it’s about time . . . two hours to go home for a saw!”
Mrs. Wilkins moaned. “nght at our busy time too . . . been
over there giving some of his news items to that Lon Biggs.
. Just wait till he—"

And at that very moment Wheel sidled into the door twisting
his neck for a sidewise glance at Mrs. Wilkins. He dropped
his tool kit on the floor and vocally seized the bull, so to speak,
by the horns,

“Hi. Emmy! Did you miss me?”

“Wheel V\fllkms'”

“You ain’t mad are you. Emmy>”

“Wheel Wilkins . two hours . . where have you
been ?”
“\Vell Emmy, now that you 've asked me. I'll tell you. I was

passin’ Len Biggs’ place—"

“Tust what I thought—Lon Biggs’ place—"

WHEEL: Hold your horses, now Emmy ., . . I was passin’
Lon’s office . and all at once I heerd somebody callin’
fer help,

MAW: Callin’ for help?

WHEEL: Yes sir. why T could hear women sc¢reamin’, men
yellin,” and dogs barkin’. Tt was the dangest COmmOthl] you
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“Fifty dollars! That's

robbery !

ever heerd. Then all at once Burt Geer come a dashin’ out of
the Wecekly Broadcast office yellin’ at mie to come arunnin’.

MAW: Pa. what on earth.

WHEEL: \Well sir, I pushed through the mob, and when I
gets inside, looks around. 1 could see exactly_what was hap-
pening. l‘olks, I sez. get back, give him air. Do vou want to
suffocate this poor feller? At that they got back. then I could
sec exactly what had happened. So I gets me a box, and 1 sits
down to think the situation over.

MAW: Pa! What 11a(| happened?

WHEEL: I'm gettm to that, don't rush me.
was groanin’ and takin’ on somethmg terrible.
I could see that even his face was swellin’.

MAW: Wheel Wilkins, will you tell me what you're driving
at? Who was hurt? Was it Lon Biggs?

\Weil sir, he
Why Emmy.

WHEEL: No, it was old man Dancey.

MAW: Old man Dancey?

WHEEL: It seems that lere about a week ago Lon Biggs
got Mrs. Dancey to write out the instructions on how she
makes sponge cake. And I'll tell you, Emmy. there’s nobody
in the town can make better sponge cake than she can. Now
vou take sponge cake. .

MAW: Wheel Wilkins. will you tell me what ham)ene(P

WHEEL: \Well. when Lon gets that recipe he prints it in
the Weelkly Broadcast and danged if right next to it he didn’t
go and print an advertisement in the same type for pills to
cure stomachache.

MANW: But Pa. .

WHEEL: Well, it made old man Dancey so mad that he

(Coutmued on page 92)
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Cg f Amos..«Andy Were Negroes

What Numerous Negroes in Various
W alks of Life Think of the Boys

By A. Wellington Clarke

?——— — — —
[ Amos 'n’ Andy or the Hour of Smiles

WHERE the whirring wheels of commerce sing a
song of strife and stress,

Or the drowsy drone of insects tell of tropic listlessness,

From the stretches of the pampas to old England’s
sunny isle

Comes an hour in cach two dozen when the whole world
stops to smile.

Maybe "twixt the dawn and sunsct, maybe 'twixt sunsct
and dawn.

Maybe under mellow moonlight when the dew is on
the lawn,

Mayvbe in the noisy city or in peaceful country place. . . . ‘

The whole world stops and listens with a smile upon
its face.

Hotel lobbies, homes and dance halls. even ships far
out at sea
Recognize this intermission in the world’s activity,
l Just as in those days of mourning when the nations
pauscd for prayer,
So the whole world pauses daily this brief
Smiles” to share.

“Hour of

'"Tis the time when honest
prudent care,

Aud old shiftless. boastful Andy come to you upon the
air; i

'"Tis the hour for world-wide kinship. human hearts ||
from near and far

Pause. and then draw close together when Bill Hay says
“Here they are.”

—R. H. Richardson, 3908 Park Adwe.. Nonsas City. Alo.

Amos with his kindly, ll

O GET sufficient data for this article, the author sought

first-hand information fromn negroes who have listened

to these most famous entertatners, Anos aud Andy.

Among those quizzed were dentists. undertakers, law-

yers, ministers of the Gospel, barbers. artisans. \Vhile the

findings should not be applied to negroes m general, they give

a fair 1dea of a cross section of the ftegro’s opinion of himself

as he is being portrayed by Gosden and Correll for fifteen
mimites each night excepting Sunday.
These are the questions, given orally:

(1) If Amos and Audy were negroes what do
vou suppose your attitude would he toward them?

(2} If you were white and they were negroes,
what do you suppose this attitude would he?

And here are the answers:

Of two dentists questioned the first (17 A, llinkson. 1335
Aain St.. Hartiord, Conn.) replied: “Regarding yvour question
one, 1 should appreciate them as artists. for it is the height of
art for any man 1o give the public such cleau entertainment
nightly. althongh the thoughts of nne night do not always con-
nect with those of another. With certain types nf colored
people cven in onr day the Amos and Andy stuff is natural,
though as a whole we are growing away from it. The vounger
gencration naturally considers itself above that and cannot
appreciate it. Yet Amos and Andy are harming no one. As te
question two. my attitnde would be the same. for our white
friends seem amused when the negro acts comical.”

Another dentist (V. B. Jones. 58 King St., Hartford. Coun.}
said: I would not think much of them, for the negro is getting
away from that old-time way of talking. Yet, what they say
is true to life. Tf T were white T might think well of them or
I might think that they were two silly things showiug up the
inferior alde of the race, even though T do smile at what they
often say.’

The first undertaker (M. A. Johnson, 19 Tavilion St., Hart-
ford, Coun.} replied to the questions in their order: “1 do not
think I would be hostile toward them. They would simply be
making a living in their line. Yet I do not think that I should
liold them as being represeutative of our race. No real negro
wants to burlesque his people the way they are doing in this
culightened age. With the white men it is different. People
are falling for Amos and Andy because they know it is not
natural for them to be fuuny: this very thing gives them pres-
tige. Let two negroes do tliose same things (that is, speak
and act like Amos and Andy), and they would not be long at
it, for nat only their own race wonld not listen to them but
would wage constant war against them,

“Another point is thic. No race likes 1o have its women
exposed, and this is what Amos and Andy have done. Here
i what | mean: Madam Queen has a traveling salesman as
her sweetheart. When he is in town Andy must stay on the
outer rim of things; when he is gone she calls up Andy and
zives him his date. Of course. this is true to life among all
races, but knowing some white people’s attitude toward the
unfortunate side of negro life. 1 should rather deplore _this.
Perliaps | am too serions-minded on the race queatlon Your
question number two needs no great streteh of imagination.
I would be inclined to tllmk that the men were doing the most
natural thing of their lives.”

L. B. Barnes, 2148 Alain St., llartford, was the second under-
taker. He repllcd "I would think more of them if they were
negroes, for they would be reflecting credit upon the race. This
is a sad thing, however; if they were negroes they would not
be given the advantage to make the big money these white men
are making. I'urtllcrmore, white pecople will pay a black-face
comedian more to mimic the negro than they would pay the
negro to give them lirst-class material.  Simiply because of
racial antm.lthy Walk in any colored barber shop and you
will frequently hear some line of conversation to surpass Amios
and Andy. But the negro gets nothing for it, because it is so
common with him that he thinks nothing of it. and as far as
commercializing it, he never drecamed of that. .\mos and Andy
have taken that same every-day accent and are making one
hundred thousand a year. To do this they have, of course, been
willing to work hard and long, in many instauces for nothing,
in order to achicve success. [his the ordinary negro whom
they are mimicking is not willing to do. 1 iind one quality of
my race which is common to some pcople of other races; it is
this: they are not willing to work hard and make the sacrifice
necessary for the fame and achicvement they want.

“Tf | were white and they were negroes | certainly should
think they were great comcdi:ms."

One negro attorney said: “If Amos and .\ndy were negroes
I should have nothiug derogatory to say against their per-
formandes. for such types of negrocs as tlu-; represent exist
among us. Yet I do not know that 1 should sympathize with
the fmlny side of the race as it is beiug burlesqued. for we are
beyvond that stage. Only the most illiterate type of negro will
speak the way Amos and Andy do, and they are fast leaving
us. i T were white and they were negroes they might not
have impressed me, for T should think that their talks and
actions were only natural. The thrill comes from Amos and
Andy becattse they have the ability to imitate the negro, and
what they portray is true to life.”

A\ second lawyer. H. . Dew. 138 Rediord St. Hartford,
Conng, said: 1 might think they were great entertainers capital-
izing their powers. 1i Gosden and Correll being white can
make such tremendous impressions upon the public and are
copyists at that. | helieve the negro. if gu en a chance and hav-
ing applicd himself, wounld excel them. Dut it is a question in
my mind whether any two negroes of equal merit would be
aiven the popular reception into the hearts of the public these
men are receiving If I were white T should not be opposed
to their cuttmrz the fool. 1 should think it was just natural
with the two.”

“When | first heard Amos and Andy.” said Rev. R. A. Moody,
Baptist. 556 Martin St., Hartford, the first of three ministers
to give his opinign. “I thought they were negroes. and while
their composition did not appeal to the esthetic, its humor being
true, was great. Tlien I thought, herc are two colored men
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given a showing equally with other artists to demonstrate their
genius. They are not elevating nor degrading the race, but
since what they do hias a national appeal and has captured the
vublic fancy. hurrah for them! 1 was surprised when I learned
they were white. My attitude toward them has not changed.
It seems to mie they are as good artists at their work as you
will ind anywhere, espectally Amos. If they were negroes and
1 were white I should have nothing against them any more
than 1 had against Bert Williams.”

The second negro clergyman, Rev. Jas. A. \Wright, Congre-
gationalist, 25 Brook St, Hartiord, Conn., replying, said: “I
should think they were a great success even though I cared
nothing about the jocular side of their profession. My children
anticipate the seven o'clock hour and are never satisfied unless
they hear Amos and Andy. If I svere white and they were
negroes 1 should think that they were elevating their people in
the estimation of the public.”

Ainister number three was Rev. W. O. Carrington, Method-
ist, 2084 Main Street, Hartford. He was positive:

~ "Amos and Andy do not appeal to me. If they were negroes
it would be the same. If I were white it would make no
difference.”

A colored professor of English, IF. L. Peterson, 134 Camden
St., Boston, speaks:

“If they were negroes I should think that they were making
fools of the race. If I were white my attitude would be the
same. for while their performances are true to life the language
they use does not measure up with the type of negroes they
are representing. Many of Paul Lawrence Dunbar’s poems,
while true to life during slavery days. cannot be held as models
hefore the negro youth today. Such a poem as ‘Ode to Ethi-
opia,” whose closing lines are:

Go on and up! Qur souls and eyes
Shall follow thy continuous rise;
Our ears shall list that story
From bards who from thy root shall spring,
And proudly tune their lyres to sing
85 Ethiopia’s glory.

shall live; for, apart from its prophetic utterances, it is an
inspiration for the accomplishment of better things. Then,
too, it is free from the plantation dialect of slavery days. We
have had enough broken sentences, inarticulate utterances, and
jargons as legacies bequeathed us; it is time we forget all these
and enrich ourselves with the purest language of the present.”

A colored physician spoke his mind:

“To the first question it is hard for me to reply, but I should
think that they are wonderful entertainers. The way colored
people are anxious to tune in for them each night shows that
Amos and Andy fascinate them. Whether they would do the
same if they were negroes is a question. If I were white I
should think that they were Q. K.

Following the suggestion of the undertaker mentioned above,
I walked into a colored barber shop. There were two barbers’
chairs, one for the proprietor, the other for his assistant.
Many men were in the shop, some were waiting to get their
hair cut, others were having their shoes shined. and a few
were engaged in their “barber shop philosophy.” I introduced
myself to all; immediately there was a hush. I then got
permission of the proprietor to put my questions to the house.

For a while one could almost hear the thunder of his own
heart. so tense was the silence. Across the faces of some was
the faint flicker of a smile. Others seemed grave. When no
one replied I broke the silence.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “these questions are not meant to be
serious. they are for simple information.” The proprietor
spoke up:

“If you want my personal opinion, here it is: Amos and
Andy are commercializing certain types of negro characters,
as they could not find anything among the whites to amuse
the general public. I have nothing against them for it. If the
public wants to be entertained and these men have the goods
and can deliver them it is their business to do it. There is no
doubt about their ability as comedians. If they were negroes
1 certainly would think they are first rate; were I white I should
think the same.”

Just then an avalanche of answers broke in. It was
impossible for me to “check or double check” exactly; here
are a few: "There are no two black people in the world who
can beat Amos and Andy doing their stuff. ... It requires great
skill, intelligence and effort on their part to be funny all the
time. . . . They are simply burlesquing the dialect of the race
for entertainment, nothing more than the Irish or Scotch
wonld do for their own people, or what “Bert” did in his days.
In fact. the only people who were mad with Bert Williams
were the preachers, for he taunted them to death. Bert could
pack any theater in the United States all by himself. If Amos
and Andy were negroes I should be very proud of them; if 1
were white I should think the same.”

“Their stuff does not appeal to me.” said another. “They are
clowning not only the negroes of slavery days but of our own
time, for there are lots of our people right now who speak just
like Amos and Andy. (Laughter.) You men needn’t laugh,
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for you know I am telling the truth.” To this another brother
replied, “Some people are too thin-skinned, that is why they
take exceptions to Amos and Andy.”

“If they were negroes,” said another, “I should not care to
listen to them. If I were white I would not give two cents to
hear them, for that would be making them too popular.”

“There is something charming about Amos and Andy that
holds any person’s attention,” spoke another in a kindly voice.
“If they were attacking the colored pcople, their entertainmen
would have diced long ago, but what they are saying is so
humorous and free from the taint of prejudice. I do not see
how any person. white or colored. can take it in a personal
way. I personally like to listen to Amos and Andy. The rea-
son why I believe no modern colored comedian could surpass
them is this: The modern negro is too self-conscious.
He is extremely sensitive about himself. To give you an
example of what I mean. I have a friend who owns a radio.
He never misses Amos and Andy when at home among his
family, but in the presence of white people he just cannot stand
to listen to them. I will listen to Amos and Andy in any
place among any crowd. If they were colored or I were white
I think I should have this very attitude.”

“*Amos and Andy have this race down pat, I am telling you.
What they have to say would mean nothing if they had no
humor. Amos represents the plain matter-of-fact negro. He
works hard, saves a little, and is plumb full of common sense.
\What he carns is his. He wants no one else’s property. No
one shall get what /sic has by scheming. This was seen in the
efforts of the Kingfish to get Amos to put his $123 in the
‘Home Bank,” which later failed. \

“There is the other side of the race. Andy is playing up the
bluffy type. He is shamming his way through life, always
pretending to know more than the other fellow, when he ought
to be learning. He has a wonderful ambition, but his bluff has
the best of him and therefore he is destined to failure.”

Opinion of New York Negroes
Regarding the Taxicab “Boys”

TEPIN FETCHIT, foremost colored screen actor, speaking

“in character” of one of the parts made famous by him:
“If you’s goin’ ter imitate niggers on de screen, you's gotter he
ez good ez dey is, er a hole lot better. And right dar is de
reason so many er deze blackface comedians falls down on de
job. And dat’s de reason Amos 'n’ Andy is so successful. I takes
off my hat to dem boys! De main reason I likes dem boys is
dat dey keeps dey acts so clean. Smut ain’ nevah gwine ter
pay on de stage in long run; an’ I reckon Amos 'n’ Andy feels
dat way too. Give de boys my I:es;”

Daniel L. Haynes, who plays Adam in “The Green Pas-
tures,” Negro fable of Roark Bradford and Marc Connelly,
at the Mansfield Theatre, has heard a great deal about Amos
'n’ Andy but, strangely enough, has never heard them broad-
cast.

“When these two are on the air I'm on my way down-town
to the theatre. My duties as an actor prevent my being one
of radio’s ardent followers—particularly an Amos 'n’ Andy fan.

“However, from what I hear, these two are very funny. My
friends are always quoting them to me. Humor, if it is at all
good, must be universal in its appeal. It doesn’t matter that
these two are in black-face, simulating two colored people in
the taxi-business. The fact is that their comedy is human.
homely, ingratiating. If the two were Irish comedians or
Dutch comedians and their patter had the same quality their
humor now has, they would still be tremendous drawing cards.

“I'm sorry I haven’t heard Amos 'n’ Andy. But then again,
I bet they haven’t heard me.”

L I I

Ernest Whitman, who plays the part of Sunny Jackson, one
of the condemned men in the 1930 hit play, “The Last Mile”;
“I haven't had much chance to catch Amos 'n’ Andy since
The Last Mile opened but I used to be a regular fan during
the early part of the winter. They're good. Maa alive, it’s
difficult enough to play one part and make it convincing, but
how those boys play so many parts, as I understand they do,
is a mystery to me. I got so I used to try to catch them mak-
ing a mistake with one character reading the lines belonging
to another—but I never did. However, I did catch Amos the
time he laughed, both in his own character and that of the
Kingfish, at the rehearsal for the New Year’'s pageant. I've
always been curious to know what broke him up. I guess
they’ll be popular for a long time—just as long as they can
dig up material that is interesting. That's the trouble with
radio—your audience is so large the minute your stuff gets
stale you're done.” . e

Patrolman 12119, 32nd Precinct: “My post is in the heart

.of Harlem and it gives me a good chance to watch my people

and know what they like and dislike. With very few excep-
tions everyone I come in contact with is a rooter for Amos 'n’
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If there is any one in the audience who does not know who these two colored boys are, will that person please raise the

righ thand?

Andy. 1 like the programs myseli, and when I am on duty
irom {our in the afternoon until midmight I will say positively
that every radio on my heat is tuned in or those two bovs at
seven o'clock. That pair certainly know their stuff and it is
marvelous to me to think that they play all those different
parts, but I think the best acting was done by Amos when
Ruby Taylor went to Chicago. 1 sure felt sorry for him. !
couldn’t help believing that lus hea1t was brealunrr

Landlady of rooming house on 134th Street (she requested
that her name and address not be used): “Like everyone else
in Harlem I listen to Amos 'n’ Andy every night. Those white
hoys know how to play negro parts better than any other black
face comedians I have ever heard. For one thing. they do
not belittle the negro and I think their programs have done
wmore to help the white people understand us than all the books
that have ever been written. I know lots of Amoses and

We'd like to know!

Andys right here in Harlem, but [ don’t let the Andys stay

long in my rooming house. The Amoses are alright because

they pay their rent. I wish Amos would marry Ruby Tavlor.

but 1 suppose if he did Amos would be just big-hearted

enough to take Andy in as a boarder, which would be too bad.’
i * %=

Young woman (name refused) in charge of beauty shop at
2251 Seventh Avenue: “The Amos 'n’ Andy program does not
interest me. because there is no music with it except the theme
song or whatever it is they play at the start and the finish.
And that is too slow. Besides it is verv monotonous. As far
as the character g0 they are alright but ever_\'where i go all
I hear is '‘Sho—sho” and “Check and double check.” Madam
Queen must be an awful dumbbell to have anything to do with
a fourflusher like Andy. He wouldn’t last long with the zirls
[ know in Harlem. Of e¢ourse he may have “IT”, I don't

Continued on page 90}
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idelights on Amos and Andy Contest

NOME INTERESTING FACTS Gathered
By the Judges of the Hundreds of Manuscripts
Submitted in the Contest

N announcing the winnérs of the Amos and Andy dialogue
contest, we believe it may be interesting to the readers of
Radio Digest to know something alout the extent of the
response which we received in this contest, and to under-

stand what can be pathered of the reaction of people in all
parts of the United States and Canada to Amos and Andy's
nightly amenities. .
Judging the huge pile of manuscripts was mo holiday job.
There was once a colored boy down South named Henry Simp-
son who enlisted in the army and was put to work moving cross
ties on a little rajiroad siding in Virginia. He moved a dozen
or two, sweating profusely in the process. Then the captain
pointed to a stack of railroad rails and said:
*Now, then, Sam (for all negroes were Sam to this particular
white man), move those rails to the other side of the track.”
FFor an hour Henry labored, but
made little or no headway. Walk-

suy, judging by the cross section of opinion contained in the
mass of manuscripts which we have just been through, would
really like to see a reversal of the parts of the two black face
huddies—with Andy playing the under-dog for a while!

The dialect aspect of the matter has furnished a good deal of
entertainment. ‘e feel certain that a more varied selection of
“negro” dialects never flooded in upon an editor before. Some
of the examples were excellent—particularly those from the
South, for the very obvious reason that southern people under-
stand negro talk bettzr than other people and are more familiar
with the negro's peculiar characteristics that give rise to his
dialect. From a part of Pennsylvania where many of the Dutch
descendants live {who are really German and not Dutch) came
manuscripts in which Amos and Andy said mit for with and
der for the. Others from Gotham bore an unmistakable like-
ness to the talk of the Bowery
folk. From Canada (and there
were many Canadian contestants)

ing up to the captain, he saluted :

“Capn, has you got yo' roster
dar wid you?”

"Why, yes, I have,” replied the
captain.

*Is you got de name er Henry
Simpson down dar?"”

Tl?e captain scanned his roster

"Yes, here is the name of Henry
Simpson.”

"Well, dat’s all right, Capn,
Duat’s my name. I jes want ter
make sartin. Thought maybe you
had it down Sewmpson stead of
Simpson,”

The writer confesses he feit
rather like Henry Simpson when
the editor of Radio Digest turned
over to him a mountain of manu-
scripts from north, south, east and
west, showing an astounding in-
terest in the progress not only
of the diversions of the famous
“negro” pair themselves, but in the
contest particularly. For it did
seem, in looking through the manu-
scripts, that everybody leld some

The Winners

First Prize, $100
E. D. Dorrance, Mitchell, South Dakota

Second Prize, $50
J. B. Sizer, Schuyler, Va.

Third Prize, $25

Miss Beatrice Biggs, 805 Walnut St., Clinton, Ind.

Fourth Prize, $15
J. W. Evans, 304 East Second St., Rome, Ga.

Fifth Prize, $10

Miss Susie Kuhn, 1302 Marshall St., Shreveport, La.

Biographical matter concerning each of the winners reached the editoriul
offices of Radio Digest too late for inclusion in the August issue.
This information will appeat in the Seprember issue.

Radio Digest’s Congratulations to Each of the
Successful Contestants

vaime Amoses and Andies who
spoke with an English if not a
French Canuck accent. While the
quality of the dialect was not the
deciding factor, of vcourse, in
choosing the winning manuscripts
it was one of the factors never-
theless. The idea back of this is
that if Amos and Andy are to
attain the very ultimate of their
hest work, they must do it in a
cdialect which most nearly ap-
proaches that of the real negro.

And because so much evident
serious interest was expended in
the preparation of many of these
manuscripts we can't help ex-
pressing our regret that it was
impossible to offer a dozen or a
score of prizes instead of the five
announced. Many fine efforts
must, of necessity, have been re-
jected. But the judges have, we
believe, chosen the best of the lot
when all the factors are taken
into consideration.

And because the editors and

judges can see with half an eye

sort of very definite opinion as to
what should be done about the
matter. The vast preponderance
of opinion seemed to lean towards the belief that Amos aint
gittin’ a squar’ deal from Andy. One and all set about to remedy
matters. No less than twenty contestants. in the “plot” of their
dialogue, set forth the fact that Amos had changed places with
Andy, had asserted himself and refused to accept the slings and
arrows of his outrageous partner any more.

“Andy,” says Amos in one submitted dialogue, “de worm done
turned. I ain’ gywine ter stan’ no mo’ fum you! Git out dar an’
drive dat taxicah vo'se'f!"" This sitiation. it seems, the boys have
alr;‘;:ady seized upon and Amos and Andy have swapped places
in fact.

That same idea—the sense of fair play inherent in all Anglo
Saxons which. even in so small a matter as a short dramatic
Radio piece, would demand that “jestice be did”"—showed itself
again and again as we read through the papers, In one case a
girl wrote to .Andy saying that though she did not know him
she admired him greatly as the president of the Taxicalh Com-
pany and wanted to weet him. She said she liked his looks, as
she had seen him drizing around in the farxicab.

Now that is all very well; Andy has just been preening him-
self, as he read this letter aloud to Amos, on the fact that
strange ladies should he writing in to a big business man like
him saying they wanted to meet him. But when he came to
that part about “secing you frequently driving the taxicah.” and
Amos realized it was himself the fair stranger was raving about,
and nof Andy, he sets up his derisive “Awa. awa. awa!”

In other papers, Auios lies late abed on Sunday morning while
Andy is made to get up and cook breakfast. Again, it is A4mos
who wins over the white gentleman who has come to enter
st against President Andrew Brown, Amos gets the best of
ceverything—in the contestants’ papers. The public, one wonld

what careful and painstaking ef-

fort lies back of many of the
manuscripts submitted, they cannot close the contest without a word
of praise and encouragement to those who are not among the win-
ners. Very real talent is undoubtedly possessed by many unsuccessful
corntestants.

Out of the years’ experience which each of the judges has had in
the writing profession, comes one word of suggestion:

Don't, whatever you do, take this failure to win a prize
too seriousiy!

Remember that for every prize won there were dozens of manu-
scripts found unsuitable, \We say this because Radio Digest will be
having other contests in the future—all sorts and conditions of
contests. And we want you all to be among those present when the
time comes to submit manuscripts!

Therefore, if you have entered a manuscript in the Amos and
Andy contest and do not find yourself represented in the winners’ list,
just remember that you have many companions in misfortune. The
counts on which the prize winners were chosen may be summed up
roughly as follows:

(A) Humor: the originality and “snappiness” of the
situation.

(B) Readability: the ease with which the dialogue
important factor, this angle has been considered in

(C) Dialect: Since in a hlackface act dialect'is an
important factor this angle has been considered in
choosing the winners.

A great number of mmanuscripts contained some good material, but
“iell down” in other respects. Possibly if the naterial had been
handled a little more deftly certain of these may have come out
winners. Some contestants apparently thought there was no need
to whip their material into a concise readable form. On the other
liand a great number of them did. R
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CLAREMORE DAYS

Clem Rogers, Will’s Dad.

e aane”

Wiil was a real cowboy.

Two early snapshots taken

during his youth in Clare-
more.

Cowboy Humorist as Only Son
Knew Poverty— Attended All
not for long— Liked

By Victor

ILL SUNDAY is an Indian. This Bill Sunday. how-

ever, is BILL Sunday—not the Billy Sunday you prob-

ably are thinking of. Bill Sunday is one of the old

timers of Claremore. Oklahoma; lived there all his
life, knew Will Rogers, his pa and his ma and his two sisters
when the Rogers’ young ones were all just kids.

Go to Claremore and talk to Bill and hLe'll tell you a lot of
things about that boy who grew up to become the “unofficial
ambassador” of the White House. the pet of the Follies, and
America’s greatest living hwmorist—anyway of his type.

Bill and other Claremorians get a big laugh out of the
stories about the poor Loy from the country who went to the
big city and made good when it applies to Will Rogers, who
never was a poor hoy in his whole life. They sniclker sideways
at you when you hint about the deficiency of Will's early
:,chol.lmc traiming.

“Sayv, \Will Rogers attended more schools and colleges than
Lincoln., Mark Twain and dison put together.” Bill or any
of the other old titmers w 1ll tell you. “\VWhy, he attended all the
schools in the district. an’ some tlmt wasn't in the district.
He was just too smart for any of ‘em. You know how he
joshes Henry lFord, the President and foreign dictators—well,
he was just like that when he was a little chap—only the
teacher didn’t scem to get the humor of it. He had his mind
on catchin® them up on something or other and geding the
laugh on 'em from the rest of the school. And guess you'll
have to reckon that kind of learnin’ did him as much good for
what he turned out to he as anything would have done. Any-
way it wave hun a ¢chance to see what a lot of different schools
had to offer. One good crack meant the rest of the day off
to follow his own devices.”

I.LI. ROGERS came from good parentage. His father,

Clem Rogers, was a power in the conmimuntity. He was
casy with Will as a little shaver but hic got more stern as the
boy grew up into long pants. Their ranch gave the county its
name, Clem and Mrs. Rogers. Will's ma. both had good
bringing up. Mrs. Rogers uscd to be Mary Sclirimclier before
she married Clem. The old timers will tell yvou she was a
right sweet looking girl with black cyes that twinkled when
she talked. And she had a ready tougue with an answer for
anybody—ijust like Will does today. She died when Will was
only 12 years old.

Her savings are still quoted in Claremore by folks who knew
her wayv back when. They tell a good one about the time when
Will was just a tiny baby. Poor little fellow never could have
been considered cute by anybody. A neighborly but somewhat
hashful cowboy dropped in at the Rogers ranch to see the new
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WITH WILL ROGERS

of Wealthy Rancher Never

Schools in District but
Circus Life Best

F. Barnett

arrival. He stood '1\\]\w(u(l]y, hat in hand, looking down on
the squirming bit of humanity. He just stood there speechless,
too honest {o say 'mythmg but what he thought and too
respectful of the mother’s feelings to open his mouth. Finally
Mrs. Rogers looked up with a bright smile and said

“Well. Tom, I guess you are thinking this is the homeliest
baby you ever see?”

Tom was covered with confusion. He had tried so hard to
keep his mind to himself and here she knew just what he was
thinking. He couldn’t deny it. He blushed and apologized in
his best cowboy style as he baclked out of the room, mortified
to death.

Will had (wo sisters. One of them died a yvear or so ago.
The other is Mrs. Tom McSpadden who has her home there
“in Rowzers county today. Before the boy became jamous Mrs.
McSpadden was considered the literarvy light of the family.
She took to writing early and probably had a lot more to her
credit than Will did up to ten years ago. When the oil boom
hit Qklahoma she just seemed to be waiting for it. Evervbody
was crazy about oil. Her husband got into the oil business and
she picked up ever ything she could learn about it and wrote
tor the papers d])OIIt oil. For several years she was assistant
oil editor of one of the Tulsa newspaners.

-
HEN it becanre necessary Will went to the common
schools during the winter months. But with the first
warm d‘lys of spnng the Indian blood of his father’s people
fumed in his veins and he yearned for the throb of a pony This photo of
between lis knces and the smell of growing things on the Will Rogers and
vagrant breeze. Shortly thercafter the school would he enter- his family was

tained hy one ot those chronic “arguments” — the terni that
Will would use in bLis ruckus with a teacher.

Eventually Will’s father heé2an to share some of the impa-
tience expressed by the teachers. \Will hecame a typical boy
problem, He was sent to the Herold Institute at Muskogee,
Okla.. and frem there he went to \Willie Halsell college at
\inita. in the same state. But Will never lost his love for
Claremore and it was not long on either occasion hefore he
was back home in general circulation.

Teachers simply couldn’t keep him in line. Clem tried
lalkmg to the Imy and Will. with that disarming good natured
smile, “argued’” his way out of onc difficulty after another.
Then dad decided to send him to Kemper Military school at
Boonville, Mo.

“Discipline is what he needs and 1 think he’ll get it there,”
he confided to some of his friends. “There will be no arguing
with the teachers at Kemper. It will be the making of him.”

You really couldn’t call \Will bad. He never showed the

taken some years
ago.

Above you see young Will Rogers

when everybody in Claremore

called him Willie. Will is at the

left in the buggy before the corner
store in Claremore,
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least bit of orneriness. Some people call it
‘originality”. He just never could stay in
traces—had his own way of doing things and
balked at rules and regulations. So off he
went to the military school. \Whatever made
Clem imagine they could hold that boy down
to militarv restrictions is a mystery to his old
friends in Claremore yet. Of course Will
started in with all good intentions. He very
quickly discovered that the commanding
officers of a military school were quite too
determined to have their own way about
things withont compromise. Now Will never
would concede to anvbody—military or not
—that there couldn’t be room for an argu-
ment when there was a difference in opinion.
Thereupon he decided that he would have no
military training and forthwith parted com-
pany with the Kemper school.

HE NEXT Clem heard of him Will sent

a wire that he had gone to Texas to assist
m drilling an oil well. The telegram was an
event in Claremore. Almost everyhody in
town saw i1t and was interested because it
was a matter of no little local concern as to
whatever would become of “that boy.” He
was only a kid after all. He even signed the
message, ‘Willie.”

“Ran away from school, I knew it, T knew
it.” said Bill Sundav when he saw the
telegram.

“Goin’ to drill an oil well is lie?” sighed
another old timer as they met and pondered
over the matieér on a bench in front of the
corner store with the imitation brick front.

“Clem savs he's goin’ to let the boy worlk
out his own grief, an’ I hope lie does. That
boy needs io take a little responsibility on
his own shonlders. He's always had everv-
thing give to him.”

[n some respects drilling an oil well and
drilling on a parade eround are not so very
different, and \Vill's letters home worked on
his dad’s feelings so that abonut the third one
brought him money to come bhack to Clare-
more. Responsibility was what the boy
needed, was it?> Clem gave that icdea a lot
of hard thought. Mavhe it would be a good
thing to let him take hold of the ranch and
run it for a while. And in order to put the
hoy strictly on his own in the matter he
pulled out and tool a vacation for himself.
So there was \Vill with about the most im-
portant ranch in Rogers county on his hands
to do wila as he pleased.

Will immediately discovered more agree-
able uses for a big Oklahoma ranch than
just raising stock and a lot of growing truck.
Besides. social life on a ranch can get to he
an awful bore without a little snappy enter-
minment 11ow and then. Will conceived the
idea of putting some of the Doyvs to work
building a stage for a daunce floor. And while
the carpeniter work was under way he
planned a serics of festivals, dances. and
roping contests. Looking at the results from a cold busiuess
point of wview the enterprise was a complete flop and Clem
had to hurry home to bring a stop to a iast dwindling bank
account.

Y OU couldn’t blame Clem for feeling mighty put out after
he had tried to do the right thing by Will. But this really
was the last straw. The camel just rared up on hind legs and
\Will got a talling-to he probably never will forget to lus dying
day. The result was \Vill went out to the barn very much
sobered and probably a whole lot chastened, threw a saddle
over his beloved pony. Comanche, and with his ninety foot
lasso cantered off to rope the world and tickle its ribs.

Circus lite naturally appealed to the young cowboy. He had
become an expert with his rope; Comanche was the envy and
jov of every lover of horscflesh. At last \Will Rogers had
found his element. Fis letters to his father hecame geography
to Claremore. G. F. Godbey, secretary of ihe Claremore
chamber of commerce. will tell you of the stamps and post-
marks on the letters that signified \Will's whereabouts when
he wrote to his father thirty vears ago,

“I was cashier 6i the town’s Tirst National Bank at the
time,” he savs, “and everybody took a lieap of interest in those
letters. There were some from South Africa, South America,
London, and then there were some from Australia. \We felt
that Will Rogers was making good—just as the most of us
had expected he would in spite of the carefree existence he
kad led before he left home. Big hearted. fine character and
bright as a dollar. These gualities would sure male something

Will Rogers as he is today with riches, fame and a Radio career,

of htm cventually.”

One day Clem strode into the bank all smiles and pride
beaming in his eyes. Hc had another letter.

“Well, I've just heard irom Willie,” he told the banker, “and
he sent me $100.” Money talks. To Clem that was positive
and unmistakable evidence that his boy, Will. was a success.
It meant more than just the intrinsic worth of $100. To the
father it meant his son had begun to appreciate the value of
money and the importance of saving. Will never asked his
father for money again from that time on, according to the
recollection of Mrs. Godbev.

PEAKING of an appreciation of the value of money it was

just about this time—a little later, possibly—that \WVill
came home for a visit and was asked to join a tramload of
boosters from Tulsa on a tour of the middle-tier of large
cities. It was before he had been discovered as a writer or
speaker. He was merely to do his stuff with Comanche and
the rope.

After thev had reached New York and thousands had been
entertained by his nimble dexterity with the rope a stranger
walked up and offered him %800 spot cash for his pony. Will
grinned as he shook his head slowly hut decisively.

“You give me $800 for Comanche? No. I wouldn’t want the
bother of spending that much money.”

(More about Will and his trevels will be told in another article in
Radie Digest. But before we leave Clem Rogers lef’s get a little
better acquainied with him. Editor.)

(Continued on page 89)
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AINTY DORR BOTHWELL—in person and a
moving picture at the same time. Recently she told
Radio listeners over KPO, San Francisco, that she had
been initiated into a Samoan tribe by having her body
converted into ¢ wmoving picture through the tattoo
process. She is a distinguished artist of Samoan life.
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EGGY PRICE comes from—one guess? Yep, Cali-
fornia, of course. She’s a blues singer at KFV'D,
Culver City. And take Prof. Powers word for it she
knows how to sing. She is blessed with @ sunny disposi-
tion on dall occasions except when she broadcasts those
melancholy things they call the blues.
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LICE WHITE, lovely blonde of Screenland, is one

of the many new recruits to the Radio studios whe
cante through talking picture experience with the micro-
phone. You will remember her as the Show Girl in
Hollywood over the NBC Continental liook-up. She is
gifted with Radio personahity as well as physical beauty.
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ABY ROSE MARIE

is stariing young, but

vou st admit she has the
gesture—the main idea.
That she has the real ultra-
tarine voice you doubtless
will also concede if you hap-
pened to hear her from
WEAF througii the NBC
network. And Rudy Vallee
himself wwas the artist who
fealurcd her in his program

—what luck!
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LEXANDRIA STEP-
ANOFF is an artist
who can demonstrate most

convincingly that every lit- -

He movement has a meaning
of its own. In fact, she is
one of the, if not the world’s
greatest therminists. One
tiny jerk of her little finger
can summon notes of ma-
jesty from the NBC Ther-
min ether wave music box
before her.

o Tk
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Wonder if Floyd Gibbons is talking 245 words a m inute to Virginia Gardner as they zip. up the East

River in Floyd's speed boat on a sunny afterncon?

‘UACATION CfOLLIES

N, otables of Radioland Make the Best of Summer
Holidays as King Mike Gives Leave

By Evans E. Plummer

(44 AH, HAH!’ was the greeting I received when I
asked Freeman (“Amos”) Gosden how he was
going to spend his vacation this summer. He could
afford, financially, to give me several more hah-

hahs, but the same question, when put in other quarters, pro-

voked severe scowls and other varieties of dirty looks.

It seems that Radio stars are in a class by themselves on
the vacation deal. Opera stars get to loaf or study as they
choose. ‘Motion picture luminaries finish a production, rest
until the next, and often have thrown in a free journey half-
way round the world to the locale of their coming film. Actors
and actresses generally may cecunt upon two or three months
of leisure in the summer.

But the favorites of the tin ear known as Mike? Most of
’em have to keep right on working. A few manage to escape
contracts and go abroad, but they are in the minority. Spon-
sored programs have a habit these days of continuing right on
through the warm months since Radio engineers and the net-
works put the skids under the once well-known “poor season.”

So it is with Amos 'n’ Andy. No rest is in sight for this
NBC patr. In August they are booked to spend long hours
before the cameras and recording microphones in Hollywoaod,
Calif., and at the same time do their Radio skit twice .each
day six days a week.

In between broadcasts and personal appearances, however,
Charles “Andy” Correll is finding time to play around in Lake
Michigan with his Chris-Craft speed boat which he bought
this past spring from Joe Schenk, Van's partner in the popular
singing duo.

Graham McNamee, smart oldtimer that he is, has a stipula-
tion in all of his contracts for a two week’s vacation. This he is

spending in a motor tour through the Adirondacks. Canada
may also be on the itinerary. Motoring is a novelty to the
McNamees. Both he and his wife generally take fast trains
or planes to and from his broadcasting engagements.

“Rudy” (Hubert) Vallee, who keeps the Ileishmann NBC
program moving, will probably be on a New England and
Midwest barnstorming tour by the time this is being read.
The tour is to reach West as far as Cleveland.- and Cincinnati.
Between leaving Broadway and catching the train, never-
theless, the plans called for a week’s respite which Rudy
was to spend renewing old home town friendships in West-
brook, Maine, swimming, golfing and playing tennis. The
beloved crooner, as perhaps you may kitow, is quite a swim-
mer and once held several minor records for underwater
swimming.

WHAT will the ladies be doing? Well, by ‘this time Jessica
Dragonette has probably spent her short two weeks pick-
ing wildflowers in Maine. Vanghn de Leath went to Europe
on a concert tour and should return soon to remove weeds
from her Connecticut farm, “The Hitching Post.” Rosaling
Greene, NBC's Eveready thespian, likewise is in Europe where
she expects te do some broadcasting in London studios. Irma
de Baun, CBS soprano, is also Eurcpe bound where she will
appear in concert and opera.

Leslie Frick, NBC contralto, has already made her annual
pilgrimage to Europe and sent back gaudy postcards wishing
her friends were there. While there private recitals in Paris
and the microphone of the Radio-Paris station occupied her
spare time. Margaret Olsen, Scandinavian soprano of Davey
hour fame, planned to tour Norway and Sweden this summer
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in scarch of more oldtime songs, but engagements here will
prol)ably force her to modify this plan to a simple two week's
rest in the quiet Vermont hills. In_ addition she plans mdul"g-
ing in plenty of golf, swimming and motoring during the time
she must stay in New York.

Countess Olga Medalago Albani, the charming, dark-skinned
Spanish prima donna of Kodak week-end. hour, hopes to
arrange her affairs so that she can V)Slt Cuba where her pareats
and friends are living. The Countess is also a_rabid tennis fan
and is spending many hours on the courts in Central Park,
New York.

Paula Hemminghaus, NBC contralto, has taken up golf
seripusly, and has at least three sessions a week on the fairways.
Between golf and programs she is also busy perfecting her
Australian crawl. Helen Oelheim, contralto soloist of network
fame, is another tennis fiend and has devoted all of her spare
time, with the exception of two weeks at a quiet resort, to
mastering new and dificult services. Della Baker, Kodak
soprano, has planned a leng automobile tour through the
White Mountains with her -husband. Welcome Lewis simply
spent two weeks sleeping at her Westchester home.

Gitla Erstinn, Chase and Sanborn soprano, will spend her
time on the New York beaches between games of tennis and
golf, while Elizabeth Davenport, contralto heard on the same
program, now a confirmed Westchester commuter, will do the
same except for the substitution of home gardening for the
tennis.

Marcella Shields, oné of the NBC ¢ ‘Troupers,” will warm the
Dleachers for both the Yankees and the Giants the while she
suppresses her desire to announce a ball game over the Radio.
Angther NBC “radactress,” Virginia Gardiner, who appears
in Empire Builders. Mystery House and Cuckoo, will keep on
writing and trying to sell short stories. QOther days she will
accept invitations to ride in the speed boat Fioyd Gibbons
owns and employs to churn waves on the East River.

LOYD, the science and prohibition poll fast talker, inci-

dentally, will be kept pretty busy with his mightly broadcasts
and cannot stray far from Mike. His speed boat, airplane
flights and other convenient but thrilling pastimes will afford
him momentary relief from his daily routine.

Speed boats are popular this year mn Radiodom. Having
already marked up Charlie Correll and Gibbons as addicts,
you may now add Harry Reser, Cliquot Eskimos leader, and
James Melton.
pgood-looking-but
married top tenor
of the Revelers,
to the total. Jack
Parker, much fea-
tured NBC tenor,
another motor
boat enthusiast,
sneaks away for
a day or two
aboard his 40-foot
crdft which is a
duplicate of that
owned by Gene
Austin. and some-
‘time during the
summer plans to
stage a race with
Gene. Gustav
Haenschen, well-
known NBC con-
ductor, is a mem-
ber of the same
fraternity of gas-
oline sailors and
gets away from
it all” by hopping.
aboard his motor-
boat cruiser.
Frequently Gus
works out a tough
bit of orchestra-
tion aboard his
craft and far
from the swelter-
ing, maddening
crowd. B. A
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tor cruiser this summer, thereby doing his bit to make the
Radio fleet considerable of an unlimited navy.

Speaking of boats and such reininds me of Martha Attwood,
thc Cape Cod gal who made good in Metropolitan Grand
“opery” and then signed up with NBC. Martha, still retaining
her opera habits, ‘has cancelled all broadcﬁsting engagements

. and is spending the summer on the Cape. Here she is getting

acquainted again with “Dad” Attwood, an old salt who thought
Martha was bound for perdition when his little girl first
showed signs of singing for money on the stage.

Boats, fishing—so runs the train of thought. Fishing is
Phillips Carlin’s dish. Mulberry Point on the Connecticut
coast is his idea of the proper place to spend two weeks in an
intensive hook and sinker campaign this summer. Alois
Havrilla, announcer of the Kodak hours, is another Izaak
Walton leaguer. Havrilla aims to commute from a resort near
New York and spend his leisure moments with rod and reel,
midiron and mashie, and swimming suit. The same recreations
will claim Alwyn Bach, 1930 American Academy medalist
announcer, whose rush of additional engagements makes it
impossible for him to get farther away from the city than
Long Island, his home.

ANGLING for bass also claims the spare time this summer
of Ned Tollinger and John Woli, the singing duo once
known countrywide as the Mona Twins, and who now are
attached to the West Coast division of NBC.

Wolf has been taking his vacation in what he terms umps
One of the best jumps came when he and Tex Maxwell, NBC
West Coast production manager, spent a week-end ﬁshmg in
San Francisco Bay of the Marin County Coast. They brought
home the Ilmlt—approxumately 60 pounds of bass.

The biggest of the finny prizes tipped the scales {(no pun
intended) at well over 20 pounds. And while we're telling fish
stories:

H. J. Maxwell, auditor of the Pacific Division, isn’t num-
bered among the artists, but as a fisherman he’s a real one, ‘just
the same,

“H. J.” came home, after a short vacation. with 16 elegant
mountaia trout. He made his catch in Huntington Lake in
the High Sierras. At an elevation of 7,000 feet. H. J. was
caught tn a neat. little summer snow-storm that held up the
fishing program one day.

(Continued on page 8%)
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Rolfe, the Lucky
stick waver, ha s
purchased a mo-
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John Wolf (left)
and Tex Mazwell
toock 60 pounds
of bass from
Frisco Bay.
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Godfrey Ludlow has appearcd m many
roles with his magic violn in NBC pro-
grams under various auspices. More re-
cently you have heard him as the star of
the Elgin programs late on Friday nights.

Phil Cook is not only
two faced, but he can
make you see a dozen
faces while he assumes
that many characters
before the mike.

| When Adele Vasa,
along with others
| in the CBS party,
called at the White
House to sec Presi-
dent Hoover she
was cordially re-
ceived by the gen-
tlesnan who seems
to have won her
heart and hand in
the picture.

My dear,
whom do you
suppose?
None other
than the great
Rudy Vallee
himself sign-
ing his name
and perhaps
saying a few
sailorish
things in the
autegraph al-
bum.  of the
gob who
stands beside.
For Rudy too
was once a
gob, if you re-
member.

Helen Hughes and Her Boys,
whom- you have often heard
from the St. Louis axis, are
now thrilling the big North-
west from KSTP, St. Paul.
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Remember that meteoric person who came
= to fame in The Deseri Song? Here he is
all dressed up like Mrs. Astor’s horse. It's
John Boles whom you alse hear NBC

(N. Y.) over the national system.

I’s hard to hold a
pose like this while a
photag gets his camera
ready, but we must see
this young man as he
looks while leading the
orchestra—he’s one of
the youngest of the
new gencration of
conductors, Mr. Len
Joy of NBC.

May Singiti Breen
is known as the
origimmal wkulele
lady, an especially
popular entertainer
in the East, She has
a great collection. of
Chinaware pets.
Allen Burt

— _
\ and Faith
N Gibbon are
- h N seen here as

you thought
vou saw them
when ihey
were broad-
casting Trial
by Jury, the
Gilbert and
Sullivan oper-
ctta. It came
from the
NBC New
York studios.

el

e

Some folks think children
don’t go so good on the air, but
here are four that never fail.
They are in The Toddy Party
over the National net.
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“Nozw listen, Charlie, I know she’s won-
derful. But—but—" “Oh, you can’t un-
derstand, Norm, why she’s—she’s— O
liow can I express it?” “Don’t trv, |
know.” That's Norman Brokenshire and
Charlic over the CBS.

He’s the man who sets Wil Rogers to
music. Freddy Rich, lightning conductor
of CBS dynamic music, also directs the
large symphonic dance orchestra that
ushers Will Rogers up to and awway from
the mike on Sunday nights.

Tany Cabooch, the “One-Man-
Radio-Show” (C. J. Gruber).

Columbiannouncers: Lower, left; Harry

Vongell, David Ross, Don Ball. Above:

George Beuchler, Frank Knight, Hugh
Walton, Ted Husing.
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“Whop-ece! Firewagons'll git you, ef y'u
don’t watch out!” So stay on the curb and
watch your step, says Uncle Bob Wilson,
KYW, pioneer Radio uncle.

Vim, pep and dash arc the notable chdr-
acteristics of the Lucky Strike dance or-
chestra, heard three times a week over the
contmental net. And here is Mr, B. A.
Rolfe, the director, as you would mect him
on the strect.

- —

Young Man of the Evening
doing his stuff. Otherwise Ray
Perkins, as Old Topper.

Presentation of the Prairic President at
WLS. Cast from lcft: Dolly Day, Wil-
liam Vickland (Lincoln), Mrs. Ellen Vog-
ler (guest}, Lowis Ramsdell, Raymond
Warren (anthor) and Douglas Hope.
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By Rupert Hughes

QSHE Loved a Boy
Who Left Her a
Bonded White Slave
AmongBlacks in Little
Old—Very Old—New
York. And She Burned
Her Way to Freedom.

the most fatal woman

that New York ever
knew, was a frightened little
fifteen-year-old bonded ser-
vant-girl.

As she stood clutching her
apron and, mnibbling at its
edges 10 mouse-like timidity,
she looked anything but the
menace she was.

\et before Mary Burton's
panic was over, the whole
population of New York was
stampeded into equal! mad-
ness and its panic-smitten
judges had crowded into
loathsome cells in the City
Hall a hundred and scventy-four innocent wretches.

HE MOST dreadful:
the most devastating,

Seventy
of ‘these were lucky enough to be taken from prison and merely
shipped off to slavery in exile; twenty of them were taken from
the prison to the gallows; and thirteen of them were burned
at the stake.

Wise people are most afraid of those who are afraid, and it

was this child’s terror that made her terrible. For what is
more dangerous than fear? The mad dog is afraid. The rattle-
snake is afraid. The tyrant. The mob. What is anger indeed
but a more desperate fear and the scowl of wrath but a
grimace of alarmm? Why should anybody persecute or slay
anyone except for being afraid of him?

During the height of her frightful power, Mary Burton
belonged to the town as its municipal servant-girl, and for
‘contributing its blackest page to its ‘history the town paid her
one hundred pounds in good money. Which was about one
hundred pounds more than she had ever earned before or could
have earned in any other way.

She sold her soul for the sake of her love.

She had never wanted to come to New York in the first
place. She had not asked to be brought into the world, and
she owed no gratitude to the parents that sold her overseas
when she was hardly more than thirteen years old.

They called the sale a bond of indenture, but it meant plain
slavery until her youth should be gone and her beauty worn
out in wageless toil. Her father sold her to a ship captain
and he drove her across his gangplank with other cattle to
be tossed and sickened for stormy weeks in a miserable hold,
and driven across the gangplank at the New York docks to
the market-place of the public vendue.

NE BRIGHT thing in the nausea of that voyage was her

meeting with the captain’s cabin boy, Tom Wilson. He
was kind to her and when the brig was becalmed they did not
care. He had leisure then, and the two of them could sit on
a hatch and hold hands and tell each other why they hated
everybody else in the world, and the world; and why they did
not hate each other.

Tom’s lot was not much better than hers, his age only a
year greater, and his parents even crueller. Her's had mended
their poverty and escaped the threat of starvation for all of
their children by the fees they collected for the sale of one of
them into a land where she could not be worse off than she was
in London.

Lllustrated by
Joseph L. Sabo

The parents of Tom Wil
son, however, had beaten him
and taught him drink and
thievery and used the proceeds
of his thievery for more
liquor. Homes were as cruel
as the other prisons in those
times.

“My old man never risked
nothin’ himself. He let me do
it all” Tom told Mary. “He

seen many a boy younger

/ than me swing off the gallows

at Tyburn for swipin’ a wipe

out of somebody’s pocket.

But he used to send me into

the crowd to pick pockets be-

‘cause the crowd was big on

hangin’ days. One day I seen

'em string up two little boys and a g:r] nine, ten, eleven years

old. And I says to m’'self: “My neck is my own and I'm goin’

to take if out of the rope s reach! So I run off to sea! It’s

no redam and the cap’n is mighty free with the rope’s end:
but it ain’t my neck that feeis it.”

THEY watched New York approach with dreary eyes. It
was_a miserable little clutter of huts to those citizens of
London from under the shadow of St. Paul's. Hardly ten
thousand people made up New York, and two thousand of
these were slaves.

On the Jast night as the brig lay at anchor in the bay the
children wept in each other’s arms and vowed fidelity. Tom
swore that he would follow the sea till it made him rich and
then he would find Mary and buy her freedom. She was rising
fourteen and he just gone sixteen and that was old enough for
marrying, provided they had the funds to set them up in some
business.

The next morning the captain kept Tom on the jump so fast
that he could not pass a word with Mary, who stood with ali
her goods in a bundle and waited as one of the dumb herd of
bonded servants to be dumped ashore and sold.

When Mary was stood up on the auction block to be ap-
praised by the purchasers Tom arrived at the back of the crowd
just in time to see her knocked down to a tallow-chandler, a
g}[—uff fellow who thrust Tom away when he tried to speak to
Mary.

“She’s mine! 1 bought her. 1 want no young wastrels tam-
pering with my goods. Be off!”

Tom watched her as she followed her new master and saw
him curse her when she tried to put the countless things she
had to say in one fleet glance of her sad eyes across a shouider
far too siender for the burdens she must bear.

THE SIGHT filled Tom with a frenzy for sudden riches.
Such sea-faring as he had begun held out only the promise
of hard and uncertain years. So he took his sorrow to a public
house to drown it. There he met a covey of young sailors
from the Flamboraugh man-of-war and they told him they
were cruising after Spanish merchantmen laden with gold.
Since war was on, the galleons were fair prey and every cap-
ture meant prize-money for every member of the crew.

This and the news that the ship was so short-handed that
recruits were being shanghaied, seemed to Tom a message from
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heaven. He enlisted at once and sailed away in the royal
uniform.

Only half a year had gone when the Flamborough saluted
the royal governor of New York again and disgorged a throng
of prisoners, black sailors taken from the Spanish ships. At
the orders of the Admiralty these men were sold into slavery.
They made loud protest that they were prisoners of war and
free subjects of the King of Spain; but nobody understood
them or would have cared if he had. And these blacks were
distributed among the two thousand other malcontents.

Tom had money now and was ready to desert his ship, drank
and gambled his funds away and went back discomsolate to
sea because he could find Mary nowhere nor any trace of her.
Her owner, the tallow-chandler, had sent her far out to Green-
wich Village to work on a farm there.

E WAS no less harsh a taskmaster through the day than

he was a lovemaker at dusk. Before the year was out the
hapless child had borne him a child. The sardonic fates that
guided Mary’s life took the infant away almost at once. Which
was’ fortunate in a sense; yet it did not sweeten her life to
watch her nameless baby die.

Her grief, her weakness, and her despair of seeing Tom made
her nearly worthless as a packhorse, so the tallow-chandler
offered her for sale again at public vendue. Technically, he
sold only the bond of her indenture, but since she went along
with it, she was no better thanm a black. And she worked
henceforth among the blacks.

For she was purchased by John Hughson, who kept a hideous
tavern in the Jews’ Alley where few but thiéves, dock rats and
slaves consorted.

It was one of Mary’s tasks to mop the tables, mend the
fires, make the woful beds and set out the mugs of liquor hefore
the customets, whether they were sea-blistered sailors, slinking
footpads, or the shuffling Africans who sneaked into the bar-
rocom under cover of.the dark whose children they were.

It was against the law to sell drams to slaves without con-
sent of their masters, but liquor laws are made to break, and
John Hughson had to live as best he could. His best was of
the worst.

All day and late into the night Mary moved and had her
being among jail-vermin, wharf-scum and the beaten .lees who
sought a deeper oblivion in drunkenness and drained from
dirty vessels a brew a little less bitter than the acrid cup of
their lives.

. - . And the two of them could sit

on a hatch, hold hands, and tell each

other why they hated everybody else

in the world . . . and why they did
not hate each other.

26

O SMOTHERING was her life in that noisome, negro-

smelling pit that Mary welcomed it as a festival when
Hughson told her that they must go out into the Commons
and gather firewcod.

No one had ever known so fierce and long a winter as the
winter of 1740. The snow was six feet deep in the streets, the
cattle starved, and the wild deer came down so close that they
could be captured like cattle where they floundered to their
antlers in the drifts.

Because of the cold and in spite of it, the tavern fire must
be kept on the roar or none of the miserable waifs from the
tropics would have left their kitchens and shops for Hughson's
brandy.

For the sake of the freedom and the purity of the open air,
Mary would put on the old breeches of a former servmg—man
and his boots a world too big, and climb into Hughson/s sleigh.
She rejoiced as she plunged among the white depths of the
blizzar¢y Battery and the windswept Commons, looking for
chance bits of timber and branches from frozen trees. Her
cheeks grew briefly rosy as she waded waist-deep laden with
fagots, and her laughter smoked in the frosty air.

Who could ever have dreamed—what maddest nightmare
could have foretold—that when the summer came she would
have set the jailer’s men to gathering wood in these same places
to pile about the poor victims of her terror? And that flames
would crackle about their shrivelling backs more sharply than
any whip?

AFTER the gathering of wood Mary must return reluctantly
to the stews and the unclean parody of life that went on
there. There were women enough about the place: Hughson's
wife and their danghter, and a young widow, Margaret Seru-
biero, or Salinburg, who was called Peggy Kerry, “the Irish
beauty from Newfoundland.” They did not share Mary’s
horror of the blacks and there was a ghastly mixture at the
tables and in the noisy dances—and eisewhere. Sometimes
Mary had to fight her way out of the arms of one of these
horrible creatures who pleaded for a dance but. she had no
sympathy from the
other women, who
mocked her as an
upstart aristocrat.
{ The blacks were
insolent here where
they had white slaves
to wait upon them
and the privilege of
giving orders instead
of taking them—par-
ticularly the servants
.y of the best families.
But most insolent of
all were the Spanish
negroes brought by
the Flamborough and
other men of war.
Most insolent of the
insolents was the big
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He belonged to Vaarck, the baker, but
It was he that paid for

fellow called Caesar.
he always found money somehow.
Peggy’s board and keep.

The loathing of her servitude grew upon Mary till it was
all but mania. Her only hope was in Tom Wilson and she
had not seen him now for close on two years. She had poor
choice of explanations: he had forgotten her or been drowned
in the forgetfulness of the deep sea or killed perhaps in some
street fight or in some dive like this where her own hopes and
beauties festered.

NE night when the uproar of the tavern threatened to call

the constables down upon them, the lights and the music
brought in a crowd of sailors from the Flamborough. Mary
had heard that the warship was in port; but its name meant
nothing to her, and she had suffered too much from the violent
flattery of drunken sailors to welcome these. Some of them
knocked down the slaves and danced off with their girls; others
sprawled at the tables and
bawled for rum.

Seeing one mass of curly
hair bobbing over a pewter
tankard, Mary regretted the
youth of the sinner who was
exchanging toasts with the

When Mary stood
up on the auction
block to be ap-
praised by the pur-
chasers Tom ar-
rived at the back of
the crowd just in
time to see her
knocked down to a
tailow-chandier.

burly negro, Caesar.

As Mary whisked a wet cloth over the sloppy table where
he lolled she was startled by a well-remembered accent mut-
tering in an unfamiliar thickness of tongue:

“l sheen a pile of shilver money today big enocugh to buy all
you damn shlaves at once. It was at Hogg's—you know old
Hogg?—keeps the shop on the corner.”

Her heart almost leapt from her breast into his tankard as
he lifted it to lips swollen with liqudr. Her hands went out
to clutch him and a faint cry escaped her; but no one heeded

it in the clamor.

She fell back a step to consider what to do, and while she
cudgelled her wits she listened to what he drivelled:

“Wull, I went intec Hogg’s to byy me some chequered linen
—goin’ to sew myself up a few shirts—y'un’erstan’?
Y'un'erstan’? An’ old Hogg’s old wife waits on me. And
I give her a Spanish nine-penny silver piece. And she goes
for the scales to weigh it—y'un’stan"—and she opens a drawer
—and wh’ d'vou s’pose? It was spillin’ over with Spanish
pieces of eight—fair spillin’ over y'un’erstan’?”

Caesar’s eyes rolled and he guffawed:

“Wha' right dat o]’ ooman got to all dat goo’ money?”

The distracted Mary noted that John Hughson drew near
and listened keenly to the boy’s chatter:
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“And ain’t all I shaw. ‘At old woman had a pile of gold.

and silver medais in there—and snuff boxes. Gawd! She had
encugh to sneeze a warship te pieces—and—why, she must be
loaded like a Spanish ship!”

Hughson tapped Caesar on the shoulder and they went into
another room, leaving Tom drooling over his ale. Mary sank
down in Caesar’s place and when Tom turned to go on with
his story his eyes fell on her. They were all clouded, but they
cleared slowly and he cried:

“Mary?

HEN he fell over into her bosom and they embraced and

kissed and wept. And no one paid them any heed, thinking
them simply maudlm with dnnk

They were so embowered in the Paradise of each ather’s
arms that they forgot where they were. Tom sobbed out his
futile search for her and Mary mourned his absence and told
him her petty chronicles, omitting, of course, allusion to the
baby that was not his. And then they opened thelr eves to
the world. He saw her neighbors and the mop-rag in her hand
and the barmaid’s cap on her head. And he groaned:

“You're here! You're one of 'em! It's all my fault. but
I'm too late. 1 come back to {ind my sweetheart a

She clapped her hand over his mouth to stop the awful word
and shrieked into his ringing ears that she was not what he
thought, that only force kept her here and she would kill
herself if he did not believe her.

And he believed her and
wrestled with his besotted
brain to wring out clear
thoughts. He wept again for
the prize-money he had gam-
bled away for lack of hope of
seeing her again. And they
agreed that he must go back
to sea and come home with
gold enough to buy her inden-
ture from Hughson; or if he
could not raise so much they
would run off together into
New England or Virginia and
hegin a white life in the
wilderness. It meant a ghastly
wait. but .people were used to
prolonged anguishes in those
slow days.

ITH this promise Tom

kissed her goodbye and
reeled out of the tavern. She
went into the cold dark for
another farewell, and the
hlown snowflakes were like
kisses of regret on their young
cheeks.

So wrong it seemed of life
to part them again that a fierce
temptation assailed Tom's
soul. He mumbled:

“If I had the money I saw

H

Tom watched her as she
followed her new master
and saw him

her . . .

curse
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at old Mrs. Hogg's I could buy you free tonight. It wouldu't
be hard for me to climb in there. My father taught me how.
I've gone straight a long while now, l)ut it don’t seem straight.
to leave you here when I could

Mary had all but swooned in his arms at the thought of
crime in him, When she had made him promise. to ahstain
his clever hands from theft he suddenly resolved to go back
and threaten Hughson with death if he mistreated Mary. He
wanted to ‘slaughter all the blacks who surrounded her with
horror. But her frantic pleas persuaded him to go "his way.
and he staggered off into the gloom of the alley, weeping. Her
tears had frozen on her lashes before she could bear to turn
back into the hot stench.

In that last vain stare to find him in the fleecy night. and in
his promise to come back and perfect their love, all the evils
that followed had their beginning.

Fer the moment, though, there was a spring promise of hope
in her tears.

A\ EW Mary went back to her taproom prison and played
the mienial to the menials with a soul that was almost
blithe.

Late that night when the last sailor had lurched through the
snow and dived into the maelstrom of storm, and the last black
had gone shuddering back to his master, Caesar was still’
stretched along one of the tables, wallowfng in liquor and
slumber, till Hughson nudged him and "rowled:

“You forget your, promlse don't you?

“No sah, | don't

He shook off sleep as a wet dog shakes off water and dashed

from the mn.
Seeing Mary agape,
Hughson snapped:
“Up to bed, for you!”
This was the com-
mand Mary Jeast re-
sented as a rule, but
tonight suspicion and
hope both kept her
awake. About 1 o’clock
she heard a noise out-
stde and stealing bare-
foot to her tiny window
saw below three negroes
toting bundles into the
tavern. The moon was
clear enough for her to
recognize Caesar and
the man Prince whom
Mr. Auboyneau owned,
and Cuffee, who be-
longed to Mr. Philipse.
The next morning
early when Mary went
down to clear up the
mess of the night’s de-
bauch, she found Caesar
displaying a vastamount
of goods, linens, medals,
silver, snuﬁ- boxes,
\ coined snlver pieces. The
street doors were not
open and the blinds still

WWW.americanradiohistorv.com


www.americanradiohistory.com

32

drawn, but the Hugh-
sons and Peggy were i
high spirits.

Caesar was always
free with his riches and
as Peggy was gloating
over a bolt of chequered
linen he said to her:

“Peg, snip off enough
of dat to make a spern
for little Ma'y.”

Peggy tore away a
strip and passed it over
cheerfully enough, but
Mary threw it on the
floor, saying:

“l want it, Lord
knows, but not from
those that don’t ownit.”

Peggy's thwarted gen-
erosity turned at once
to rage and she was for
slapping Mary's face,
but Caesar laughed and
held her arm, picked up
one of the heaped and
gleaming silver pieces,
held it up before Mary
wheedlingly and pleaded:

“Never 'you mind,
Pepggy—she kind of
peevish like. You know
why. You look after her
when de good time
comes, and I gib you
dis,"

The proffer was muni-
ficient, but Mary sus-
pected everybody on
earth and resented even
a kindness. She shook
her head, muttering:

“All T want is vic-
tuals, drink and clothes.
I might take care of
white peoples’ babies,
but not of a half-black
brat.”

VEN Caesar’s long

white smile died be-
fore this, and he gave
her a look that went
through her like a razor,
as he growled:

“Some folks uses they
mouths a little too free
round heah. They bet-
ter keep ’em shut mighty
tight outside.”

This threw Mary into
such a spasm of anxiety
that she recanted her in-
solence. She promised to
keep the secret and to
take care of Peggy, and
accepted the silver
money. She félt that she must at all cost keep the peace until
her lover came in from the seas. Above all she must keep her
tongue from getting her murdered.

Almost desttoyed with fear she watched the cunning hiding
of the stolen wealth. But she could not share the revelry that
shook the tavern at night as the slaves gathered to the smell
of loot and the liquor that flowed in consequence.

The eternal allure of alcohol for the dejected, the defeated,
the defective, must be its magic power of lifting them for a
while to the mountain tops of pride and triumph and power.
And so this squalid inn became to its besotted denizens a throne
room peopled with sovereigns. For a few pense, stolen or
begged. the slaves themselves became princes or at least con-
spirators for empire.

It made their lot secmehow endurable to play drunken bur-
lesques of royalty. The men whom pirates of human flesh
had stolen and sold became pirates for awhile.

HEY meant nothing much by it. “They had no real inten-
tion of trying to carry out their dreams. They were crippled
mentally and shackeled in spirit, but they were not insane.
They but play-acted, as mummers strut and rant and cry havoc
and distribute principalities and diadems, knowing ali the
while that when the curtain falls they must restore their ermines
and their swords to the wardrobe and hecome once more Will
and Kit and Ben as they go back to their sorry lodgings.
If Mary Burton had been Peg she could have laughed
at the big talk of the slaves and taken part in their pitiful pre-

She fell back a step to consider what tode . .

. and listened to what he drivelled.

tence; but then she might have shared their life too, with as
little prejudice as Peggy showed. There was no pity either in
Mary’s heart. Her own lot was so devoid of pity that the
blacks seemed to have the better of life, since they were born
to be slaves and divinely conditioned to servitude, while she
belonged by right among the quality.

This tavern of Hughson's was really a city of refuge to the
poor blacks and the merciless Jaws he broke were broken Yor
their mercy.

CCORDING to the ordinances of New York, if three

negroes but walked together at one time they were liable
to forty lashes on the bare back. No more than twelve of
them could go to the funerals of their own dead, who were
shoved into the ground like dogs. In any quarrel they were
always wrong where the other party was white. Even the
Jews, who had recently been disfranchised in New York, had
rights against a negro.

The whites dreaded them as if they were rattlestdakes. Tor-
ture was added to their punishments, and as usual the cruelty
was the fruit of fear, since a generation ago a few slaves were
driven mad by persecution and threatened to destroy their
masters—or so the story was told. Whether or not the slaves
had really been desperate enocugh to attempt a rising and to
hold a meeting in the orchard at Maiden Lane, it was certain
that twenty-one of them had been shot, hanged or burned at
the stake. The truth could never be known for the wrongs of

(Conitinued on page 87)
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Dad Crockett l.nd his mountaineer hoys are not being led astray by the bright lights of New York, they're the

Crockett

~Y{ountaineers

By Bernard Sobel

H E mountains have come to the

city and nature has reversed it-

self. This surprising statement

is due to the fact that ihe
Crockett family, consisting of a father
and five somns, are. now regularly in-
stalled on the Columbia Broadcasting
System every eveniug, with the excep-
tion of Sunday, at 7 P. M.

How this naive group ever came to
the -gr.at city to make this arrange-
ment will always be a mystery. They
are so quiet, so timid, so unworldly
that their venturing into New York
seemis an anachronism. Just consider.
Real live recruits they are from the
mouuntains around Sharpsburg, Ken-
tucky. Real descendants of Davey
Crockett. Reared in such a backwoods
community, they have cooked their
own meals, heiped to make their own
Jlumberjack shirts and even made their
own fiddles.

“Dad” Crockett. the father, was a
singer and taught singing at the little
mountain gatherings. Al of them are
long, thin, and angular; all of them
speak in a timid, insecure way; all of
them have brown rugged skins hut give
the impression of fragility; all of them
resemble somehow young deer out on
a lark in strange quarters, who realize
that any n:oment danger may overtake
them. In this case, danger to them
means automatic telephones, whirring

Radio hit of the season.

street cars, slick subways that produce unexpected nausea and
headaches, asphalt pavements, and the traffic speed of New

York.

ET they seldom betray their unfamiliarity with city man-
ners, at the same time they are always on the alert against
a breach of etiquette by others. In short, they are living exam-
ples of the type known as naturc's gemlemen, and illustrate the
extraordinary latent force in every human being for seclf-devel-

opment and cultural expansion.
£ : d PF’ k d . t—
Do vou care for some pie a la mode?” asked a new acquain
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ance, intending to spoof these moun-
tain boys by inviting them to eat
something they had never heard of be-
fore. Daddy Crockett looked at his
five sons and they looked at him, but
aside from the quick movement of
their eyes, none of them indicated sur-
prise. They were confronted with a
social situation, which they met with
reserve. The sons remained silent de-
ferrinz to their father, and he, hulwark
of strength that he is, responded:

“L think it would be very nice.”
They are tolerant towards the city's
night Iife, but they dislike the hustle

and bustle that engulfs them here.

“It 1s not that the hours here are too
late,” said Daddy Crockett. “We used
to play square dances until tweo ot
three o'clock in the morning, and some-
times all night. The folks would bring
their kids and leave them in one room.
Sometimes we would have to sing and
play our loudest to drown out their
crying. I enjoyed playing at thc
church most of all because it was quiet.”

111 IE SUPPERS are great fun.”
sa1 Johnny, Jr., composer of the
group. “Everybody from all around
goes to them. Each girl and woman
brings a pie of one kind or another
wrapped in a box with her name ‘in-
side. One man auctions off each box
(Coutinued on page 86)
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Nonius Opal is Stolen and Restored Again

C/THIRTEEN s ONE

Paul Savoy Humbles the Boisterous Gateway as His
Theories Work Out Soiution to Many Strange
Disappearances in House of Mystery

By Jackson Gregory
Illustrations by Dudley Gloyne Summers

HE EARLY night was already brood-

ing over the wilderness when Savoy

entered the living room and found

Gateway standing at the fireplace,
staring down into the blaze.

“I'd not want it said, you know, that I'd
actually suppressed any evidence,” he re-
marked to Gateway. ‘“‘There is, however, a
certain thing which I believe I alone have
had the opportunity of examining. The Guest
Book which Mainwaring Parks kept on a
table near the front door. It appears that
all guests humored him by signing it, each
with some brief fancy of his own.”

“ What’s the book got to do with all our
problems?” he asked.

“In a way, of course; nothing at all. That
is to say. Dicks wasn’'t hammered over the
head with it, Parks wasn’t stabbed with it.”

He rose and with a sigh, having barely
made himself comfortable, went out, return-
ing almost immediately with the thick and
somewhat untidy volume.

ATEWAY bestowed a leng look brim-

ming with suspicion on him, then
snatched the book, his keen glance fairly
diving into it as he flipped over the pages
to come to the most recent entrances. First
of all he read what Savoy had written there: “Paul Savoy.
Drudge of a millionaire during office hours. Between whiles,
Seeker after the Truth.” Savoy knew he was reading from
the snort which followed.

“You'll note,” said Savoy mildly and indifferently, “that the
book belonged originally to Thraff Willcyzinski. Parks had
the whim to keep it and to continue inviting guests to set
down their names with the first thing to pop into their heads.
The aforesaid Thraff Willcyzinski leads off with his name.”

“What the devil have we to do with Thraff What’s-his-
name?” snapped Gateway.

“You must understand,” said Savoy calmly, “that he is the
man whom Temple and the others chased through the snow
last night from one house to another.”

Here the conversation ended; or, to be exact, it died on the
smotbered exglamation from Gateway which was set like a
contemptuous full stqp to Savoy's folly.

The gathering for dinner was a cheerless affair of little
dining and few words. After the meal Savoy went roaming
about the house.

But he went to sleep that night only to be suddenly awakened
in the dreary dawn of another day by the sound of Laufer-
Hirth's voice in the hallway. Savoy leaped out of bed and
had his door open when Laufer-Hirth came lumbering down
the hall.
¢¢JT'S GONE—sometime during the night. And—and I

can’t find it.”

“Go slow, Amos commanded Savoy and clapped him upon
the shoulder. * Whats gone—the Opal?”

“Oh, Gpd,” groaned Laufer-Hirth dismally.
beginning to think—

“Beginning to stop thinking, if you don’t look sharp! Come
along; I'll roust up a cup of coffee; you’re blue with cold.
And tell me intelligently what's happened.”

Laufer-Hirth fairly puffed out the story with his labored
breath. He had hidden the Opal between the mattress and
box spring of his bed. Five minutes ago he looked for it
and discovered it was missing. And when he woke up Will
Littie and told him someone had stolen the jewel during the
night he nearly had a fit, and was now on the bed shaking like

T am  just

White tangled, matted hair hung
over his eyes.

an aspen leaf.

“And now the Opal’s gone,” mused Savoy.

“Damn the Opal!” swore the other fer-
vently. “I lied to Will Little; I made him
think I had discarded it. There’s a curse—"

While Savoy dressed, others were wakened
and informed of what had occurred.

Little’s nerves were completely beyond his
control. They commandeered Andregg’s
hypodermic needle, gave it a prompt rough-
and-ready sterilization and shot home the
one thing which it appeared might quiet him.
And Will Little, bundled in hot blankets,
later was fed hot milk and whisky.

¢¢ Y OURE dead! You've been dead forty

years!” he screamed out a hundred
times, drawn back against the head of his
bed, his eyes glassy with fear. “You're the
Man of the Opal.” You are Nonius, dead
Senator Nonius, dead since Pompeii was
burieidl. ou—you—you—"

Then he turned to whomever stood near
hiin at the time, pleading:

“Give him the QOpal! For God’s sake, give
hin: the Opal. He has come for it; he will
never go without it. He will take me—all
of us! Already he has takenm Parks and
Dicks and Nemo—"

They were a haggard-eyed lot by nightfall. Sleep was a shy
thing, swift of wing in departure; the hours grew into long
unbearable eternities. It had been decided that day and night
someone would stand watch against the possible detection of
that agency which had brought two mien out of the nowhere
into Mr. Nemo's room.

It was along toward dawn when Temple came tiptoeing in
to Gateway, a queer, almost frightened look in his eyes. He
ge;:lkoned the other to the door and drew him on out into the

all.

“What's up?”’ demanded Gateway sharply. “Someone else—"

“T don't quite know,” whispered the captain. “It’s in Nemo's
room. The bed's got an occupant again.”

The lamp which Gateway carried revealed a man on the
bed, deathly white, emaciated and still. There was a bandage
about his breast and ou the cloth was a great stain of dried
blood. As they stared down at him a white, lax hand stirred
ever so slightly.

€6 YOOD God!” choked Temple, falling back from the bed

and looking like a man who had seen a ghosf “Its
Mainwaring Parks —and he’s alive. This damn house t¢s
haunted.”

Once again the entire household was aroused, with the ex-
ception of Will Little, Tom Blount and the servants, and
assembled around the bed of mystery.

“No,” said Temple, “It's impossible.”

“Of course he’s dying,” contended Gateway from the mo-
ment he knew who the man was.

“Here’s a queer go,” was MclIntosh’s addition to the general
flood of remarks. “Some guy tries to murder these two and
abducts the strange bird, Nemo. 'Then starts in doctoring
his victims, and one by onc brings ‘em

“If Parks dies, and he will,” mmsisted Gateway “I hang An-
dregg. 1f by any chance Parks should live, well then, I send
Andregg to the pen for robbery and attempted murder.”

“Murder was attempted without a shadow of a doubt”
Savoy conceded him. “But the murderer—we’ll call him that
since he carried murder in his heart—failed in the beginning.”

Mr. Nemo, who had been listening gravely and silently,
turned his brilliant eyes or Paul Savoy.
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“I begin to think,” he observed softly, “that we have noth-
ing to do but await a word from Mr. Savoy. 1 think he knows
everything. I am, of course, greatly concerncd about my jewet.
Have you any hope, Mr. Savoy, of it being recovered?”

“Why, of course,” said Savoy, as if speaking of trifles now.
“It and the banknotes and the Opal, of course they'll all
turn up.”

S THE day wore

on, Temple, with
Tom Blount as an
able makeshift nurse,
reported at irequent
intervals, that Parks
still lived; that he
was terribly wasted
and weak, yet he be-
gan to evince signs
of returning con-
sciousness; he was
able to take the slight
liquid nourishment
which Temple and
Blount decided on.

As to his wound,
they had removed the
bandage, disclosing
the ugly gash in the
chest. It showed
signs of having been
carefully cleansed
and cared for;3lready
it was healing, but of
course they could
form no opinion of
the extent or condi-
tion of any internal
injury. Their patient
had his restless mo-
ments, but always he
grew quiet again. By
evening they thought
that they couid re-
port positively that
Parks was at least
holding his own.

Detective Dicks
added little to the
sum total of ‘their
knowledge. He told
them how he and
Parks had gone to
their rooms, and how
Parks -had- spoken
again of his fear that
there was-some dan-
ger hanging over the
house.

“I want a bath and
a drink and a cigar,”
Parks had said, “and
Tl tell you what I'm
beginning to sus-
pect.”

Dicks had sat down in a chair; Parks went into the bath-
room. The door hetween them stood open and Dicks sat fac-
ing it. Parks presently appeared in his pajamas and slippers.
He was lighting his cigar and Dicks was watching him idly—
a sudden blow struck- from behind, and that was absolutely
all that Dicks knew about it. -

“And when Parks talks,” snapped Savoy irritably, “he’l
swear to having seen Andregg hit Dicks over the head with a
poker? He'll admit that for a momient of shock he stood
still, staring? That Andregg leaped on him and then struck?”

Savoy glared a moment, then left the room abruptly.

At the end of a day of waiting Parks had not spoken. When
he opened his lips it was to whisper, “Water.” He lay very
still with closed eyes, breathing heavily.

AI\'D before Mainwaring Parks spoke—for in the end he did
speak—it was Captain Temple who made a great stride
toward the conclusion of the whole nerve-wracking affair. All
too easily had Nemo been removed from his room, with far
too great a readiness had the bodies of both Dicks and Parks
been returned here. There must be some means of entrance
hidden and Temple meant to know its secret. Hence at every
second of day and night either Temple's own eyes or his eyes
by proxy, being those of Tom Blount, were watchful here,

It was on the night after Parks’ return, at a late hour verg-
ing on a new day! The room was dark and icy cold, yet Cap-
tain Temple sat ih a chair in a’ corner, wrapped in biankets
and wide awake. He could see nothing, but he made his
ears stand as sentinels. Biount, within call, slept in a room just
across the hall

And they found under a pile of rags the great Opal of Nonius . . . also a thick
pad of bank notes in yellow manilla paper.
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And here at length came a new sound. Temple stiffened;
on the instant, guarding agzinst noise himself, he taid his
blankets aside. The sound came again, a mere vague thin
whisper of a noise and he stood up on his stockinged feet.

He could make out only that there appeared to be some sort
of movement across the room from where he stood, some-
where near the window. Sash being raised stealthily? That
was possible; if so, a
man was meéaning to
creep in from the
outside, Temple held
himself rigid, wait-
ing, listening.

A ‘long silence, a
silence so long that
he began to ask him-
self if avhat he had
thought to have
heard was,but a
fancy projected by
his own nervous ten-
sion. If there was
another man than
himself in the room,
that other man was
possessed of a pa-
tience that seemed
more than human.

ND in the end.

after an inter-
minable weary wait-
ing, a -floor hoard
creaked. Still he
waited. Waited in si-
lence again. But it
was an altered silence
for him in that it had
lost its most oppres-
sive qualify of un-
certainty. He knew
at last that someone
was with lim in the
room. Kncw.

Again he heard a
sound. And this time
from somewhere con-
siderably closer at
hand; in silence had
that other man trav-
ersed several feet of
the room; the sound
now was of a chair
brushed against
softly by the one
who moved.

And now no longer
did Temple wait. He
struck as accurately
as he could have done
in bright light, his
flying body flinging
that other body back-
ward while Temple’s
sinewy arims closed with the tenacity of steel grappling hooks
about his captive. i

Holding this nitial advantage, he quickly sensed that he had
taken on himself a task vastly beyond his powers. A strength
ten times the strength of his threatened to whip his clinging
arms loose, to hurl him apart, as of feather weight and like
insignificance.

Holding on with grim determination he shouted lustily for
help. Tom. Blount. wide awake soon enough, heard the
threshing up and down and plunged into the hidden maelstrom.

Others heard and it was Gateway, bearing a lamp, who lent
the final necessary pound of power. In his simple and direct
way, he ended the fracas; as the captive, about to free himself,
half rose to his knees, Gateway struck him a crushing blow
on the jaw. There remained but to manacle a very groggy
individual before his brain could clear again.

“IT’S OUR man of the other house!” gasped Tom Blount.

It was a man whom now they saw to be of an immense
height; he must have stood at least six inches above six feet.
He was as sparc as the body of a man dead and dessicated
under a biazing tropical sun. He was all in tatters and grimy
with dirt; white tangled, matted hair hung over his eyes. And the
eyes themselves were terrible. red as fire, with inflamed lids,
that put fear into the heart of any man who looked into them.

Another nocturnal conference of a sort to which they grew
to be accustomed by now was the inevitable result of the
capture, such an arousing din had it made. And presently
word came to them that even Mainwaring Parks had over-
heard, and was feverishly eager to know what had happened.
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“Tt is Thraff Willcyzinski®" Parks
asked thinly.

“Yes!” Paul Savoy answered, sure
of his answer and emphatic.

“Thank God,” murmured Parks,
and relaxed with a long sigh.

It was a full week later. The in-
mates of the old House of the Opal
were at last prepared for an almost
immediate departure. McIntosh, tak-
ing advantage of a lull in the storm,
had made his way out to Truckee
on snowshoes, and had brought back
a party of men and a dog team.

Meanwhile Mainwaring Parks, his
wound, at least superficially, healed
over, and though he complained at
times of a stabbing pain through his

body, appeared to have passed all danger. Detective Dicks
swore himself as good as new now. Andregg, a silent man
whose eyes grew wicked with malice when they rested on
Gateway and were like a dog's for strange friendly humility
when they looked at Savoy. was free to go as he listed.

(73 WHEN a maniac is at the bottom of things,” growled

Gateway, ‘and a fellow hasn't even a clue to make him
suspect said maniac’s presence, or existence, for that matter,
how is one to gct straight to the bottom of a murder mystery
case without a mistake or so along the road? We all make

mistakes you know,” and never higher did a jeer stand in a

man’s eyes than in his, gone stralghtway to Savoy.

“Yes.” said Savoy wnh a sigh, “we all make mistakes, Gate-
way. It would seem that hoth you and I have blundered
greatly. The confession which you secured wasn't worth the
paper wasted on it, and you have very considerately thrown
it into the fire. But such is likely to be the way of con-
fessions extorted through the third degree—only in so many
cases the victim isn’t so fortunate as Andregg has been.”

“That’s all right,” snapped Gateway, reddening. “Just the
same | made but the one error, and the Lord knows every-
thing pointed the way I jumped. Andregg’s a likely bird—
and I'll get him for something or other yet, one of these days.
As for you and your damn fool thcortes—” He waved his
hands disgnstedly.

“To err is human, you know,” said Savoy, and sighed again.
“I did have such a pretty theory, too.”
“All wrapped up in violet-blue, ah, pretty!”
'1‘HEY were 'in the living room where the others were
gathering. ready for departure. Thraff Willcyzinski, se-

curely bound, raved in the room into which they had locked
him against conveying him 1o the insane asylum.
The incredible Thraff Willcyzinski was the puzzle which

stuck like a burr in all minds. Never could they entirely ex-
plain him., To have remained hidden alt these years, alone like
a wild beast—what mania in his burning brain? They had
found entrance to his lair; in Mr. Nemo's room. The window
frame itseif moved; it had been shoved forward, straight into
the room, pivoting on iron strips. As the window frame ad-
vanced, there was revealed a narrow passageway in the thick
lég wall which led down a steep incline and into the basement
itself. There they found a small room, in the center of the
tiers of furnace and hreplace wood which was piled from floor
to ceiling. There were amazing quantities of wood, as Laufer-
Hirth had noted when he drove the two Filipino boys down
there for fresh fuel. This little box of a place, foul and filthy,
gave every evidence of having been the madman’s head-
quarters throughout the long years. They found the bones
of the things he had eaten—

And they found yet otner things. Under a pile of rags, the
Great Opa] of Nonius. In a dingy corner a thick pad of bank
notes in yellow manilla paper. Parks’ million dollars. But the
Flower of Heaven they did not find.

ARKS, as he recovered strength, had but little to tell. That
little, however, was significant.

“l was talking with Dicks through the bathroom door, as
he has already told you. All of a sudden I saw the maniac
standing at his back; and for one instant I was struck motion-
less and speechless. The blow fell and I called out. The poor
devil leaped at me, and as he came I saw a knife whipped out
from his tatters. i
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“It was he you had in mind,” prompted Savoy when Parks
paused. “l mean, when you said at table that you feared there
was T the house a~-dangerous man who would balk at nothing.”

Parks nodded gloomily.

“I am afraid that I should have said more. or less,” he con-
fessed. “For, you sce, I had no certain knowledge; it was hut
a fear, a wild and almost unreasonable fear I felt it to be, too.”

He reached out for the Guest Book which lay open ¢n the
tahle at hand and opened it at the beginning.

“Mr, Savoy knows,” he resumed and a slight smile touched
Savoy’s lips. “The handwriting of the insane—"

(“So Mr. Savoy clings to theorizing still?” grunted Gateway.)

“Here is Thraff Willcyzinski’s name. With it the few words.
‘Here shalt be my kingdom." I was quite familiar with that.

“You're dead! You've been
dead for forty years!” he
screamed out a hundred
times, drawn back against
the head of his bed, his eyes
glassy with fear. “You're
the Man of the Opal”

having scen it a hundred times. "And, now, if you will look
closely at this page you will sce what startled me. When we
camie in that first night, Andregz asked you to set down your
names here, vou may recall that the wind ruffled the pages. I
had a gliinpse of tHis first page.”

E PLACED the book open on the table. There was

Thraff Willcyzinski’s signature, a queerly inscribed,
scrawly affair, drowned in futile flourishes. With it, in faded
ink, the words, “Here shall be my kingdom.” And, completing
the line, in the same queer script but in a newer, fresher ink,
“Vengeance is mine!”

“And that,” said Parks frowning, ‘“is what staggered me. I
knew it had been set down here since last I had looked the
hook over. say six months ago. And it was obviously in the
same handwriting! It struck me that the thing hinted at was
simply incredible. Yet there it was. A hoax? I wanted time
to think; I did not want to initiate what I hoped was going to
be a pleasant outing, by hurling any such bomb among my
guests. And time was not to be had”

“Sa that’'s why the Guest Book interested you?” Gateway
demanded sharply. of Savey. “Why couldn’t you say so?”

“If you want the truth,” Savoy told him, curt and sharp; “I
did not notice this thing at all! when I was studying the book.”

Mr. Nemo, brooding apart like a dark star, spoke in that
gentle musical voice of his.
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“I alone am the loser,” he said quietly. “To Mr. Parks has
been restored the Great Opal; I understand that in purchasing
this ill-starred place he acquired possession of all things in it.
His bank notes, too, have found their-way back to their_rightful
owner. But the Flower of Heaven! Ah, gentlemen—"

D]CKS had spoken little. Now he said sternly:
“In the presence of us all, Mr. Nemo, you said that you
had not brought it with you. No one has seen it, mind you.”

Paul Savoy spoke up quickly:
“l wonder if any would be at all
interested in understanding how I was
led to follow my theories?”
Gateway laughed and nudged his
confrere.

“You've missed a lot, Dicks. There’s
a man here who can tell you lots of
things about the little workshop of the
mind, the dark room where the brain
hangs its pictures—"

“Mr. Savoy isn’t 2 fool, if that’s what
you mean. Gateway,” said Dicks so-
berly. “And if he was led astray, it’s
no more than you were. I, for one,
would like to follow him.”

“Thanks,” said Savoy and needed no
further encouragement. “In the hegin-
ning, knowing nothing of any Thraff
Willcyzinski, I was forced to consider that one of ourselves
had been tempted to murder. Which one? And what had he
done with the bodies? Having, as I say, no knowledge of any
Thraff Willcyzinski—Lord, what a name,” he groaned. “What
do you say if from now on whenever it hecomes necessary
to refer to the murderer—for we arc all agreed that in the
beginning he was a murderer at heart—I call him Mr. X and
be done with it?”

“Go ahead,” said Dicks.

STTYHERE were,” droned on Savoy, “at the very outset cer-

tain most intriguing facts. Some article snatched up by
Andregg; an Opal appearing out of the nowhere. I mention
but two of those many intriguing facts, striving for simplicity.
Before I have done at least 4'll hope to.indicate how easily a
man may err.

“Now the explosion downstairs was prearranged so nicely
by Mr. X. A pinch of sand. of course, expiained everything:
that and some few chips of shattered glass. A clock has often
heen instrumental in detonating a charge of explosive; why
not the principle of the hour glass, leaving no springs and
wheels lying about?”

“By Jove! said Dicks, and Gateway grunted.

“So much for my pinch of sand,” sighed Savoy. “To ad-
vance; one always knows that in every day’s activities there

(Continued on page 94)
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R ADIOGRAPHS

Intimate Personality Notes Gleaned from the Radio
Family of New York’s Great Key Stations

By ROSEMARY DRACHMAN

Muriel Pollock

OMEONE once said

that the way to do

anything is to do it

and do it steadily
and often. Proof of the
worth of this advice is the
pianistic ability of Muriel
Pollock, who 1s spotted in
many of the big produc-
tions of NBC. When she
was 14 years old she got-a
job playing a piamno-in a
motion pictare theater. She
played on an average of
nine hours a day for the
next.eight years. After this
period of practice she
studied for years in the In-
stitute of Musical Art in
New York City.

You should see Muriel
Pollock as she sits at her
pizano in an NBC studio.
She has an elfin face, curly
hair, and a whimsical grin.
A moment before she is to
play she leans forward over
the keys, poises her hands
and watches the announcer
intently. His last word is
hardly out of his mouth be-
fore she is into her selection.

Her whole body is in
motion when she plays.
Her fingers move with -
credible speed and her
body sways and her head
nods as she moves through
an ntricaté composition.
Then, the selection ended,
she sltmps into a moment
of relaxation.

Her background is un-
usual, even for Radio with
its many stars of extraor-
dinary careers.

She was borm in Kings-
bridge, New York. When
she was 6 years old she
started _her study of the
piano. Then came the long
period of experience in the
motion picture theater. Her
big chance came in the
Zcigfeld production of “Rio
Rita” when she and Con- .
stance Mering introduced a two iano score. “Rio Rita” was
followed by an engagement in‘ psa Daisy” and then she was
featured in her own musical show ‘Pleasure Bound.”

If she wanted to be, Miss Polleck could rank among the best
classical pianists in the country. In fact, her ambitions were in
that direction. She scorned, even hated, jazz. Then.she decided
to find out what made jazz and she studled it. The result was
that she became convinced that it offered as great a future and
as great opportunities as the classics to the ambitions musician.

Miss Pollock is better known to the Radio audience as a
pianist. Yet in the amusement world she is regarded as one
‘of its cleverest composers. Her specialty is compositions for
two pianos and many of her own compositions are heard in
the programs of the Lady Bugs—Miss Pollock and her partner,
Vee Lawnhurst. Many of the two pianc orchestrations used
in other NBC _programs are written by her.

Her hobby is her work. She has little time for anything
else. She enjoys getting trick effects with a piano. . Two of
her favorites are musical pictures of a fat man falling down

Miss Muriel Pollock, pianist at NBC.

stairs and a, small boy eat-
ilg an ice cream cone.

When she has time to
spare she either rides a
horse or goes to Coney
Island. She reads detec-
tive stories before she goes
to sleep every night.

She isn't married, but
likes men. Friends say she
gets an average of ten pro-
posals a week from Radio
listeners who have never
seen her, but have fallen in
love with the personality
expressed im her rfano

rhythms.
Raymond Knight

19 XPLAIN Station
KU-KU,” I asked

Raymond Knight of the

NBC'’s production staff.

“It’s an expression of my
perscnalify,” said Knight
with a grin. Perhaps
Knight was right, for only
a person ahle to see fun and
laughter in everything and
with a keen appreciation of
the niceties of burlesque
could create a program
such as Station KU-KU

Knight is the funny man
of the networks. He does
have his serious moments,
but doesn’t take them very
seriously. His career in
Radio . . . a career started
less than three years ago
. . . .1is marked by unusual

and usually laughable
Radio productions that he
has written and produced.

“The Gold Spot Pals,” a
“kid gang” production, was
on€ of his first shows. It
was so, successful that the
leather company that spon-
sored it had to end the series
because orders for the'prod-
uct exceeded production.

Then there was Embar-
rassing Moments in His-
tory, The Triadrams, Hello
Mars, Station KU-KU, The
Hysterical Sportcasts of
History, now heard in the Hickok program, and others. He
directs and produces Empire Builders and Real! Folks and
made Radio history more than a year ago when he produced a
program called “The Nightingale and the Rose.”

Knight looks like a ccmedian. He is tall and, according to
his friends, reminds one of a penguin. He has huge eyes, one
grey and one blue, made bigzer by glasses, an amazed stare
that he uses effectively, and a small red mustache.

His greatest problem in life is the annual football clash be-
tween Harvard and Yale. He can’t decide which eleven to
cheer because he went to both universities. He solved the

.problem last year by praying for Yale during the first half and

waving a crimson banner during the last half.

Knight was born in Salem, Mass. He took a law degree at
the University of Boston and then went to Harvard to study
drama under Professor George Pierce Baker in the famous
“47 Workshop.” When Professor Baker went to Yale, Knight
followed him. In 1927 Knight won the Drama League’s prize
for the best one-act play of the year.
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with the rest of the mass of humans who had come to watch Show Boat being broadcast.

Harry Brown, the six-feet-two director, held up signs above his head and instructed
the unpaid crowd when to hiss, boo, laugh, and clap. Nine o'clock came. We were
on the air.

As the old-time mellerdrammer unfolded before me with the tiny Miss Thayer in its
midst, 1 wondered about all the work and activities she has packed into her small life.
Under her red-gold hair repose the theories and instructions of the late Jean de Reszke,
with whom she studied for four years in Paris. This slip of a woman has sung in LLondon
and received the sponsorship of Oscar Hammerstein for whom she sang for three years.
She has appiied the make-up and put on costumes for such operatic roles as Romeo and
Juliet (she must be charming). Lucia, La Traviata, La Boheme, and countless others.
She has had ample time to amass a repertoire of operatic and dramatic roles, for she
made her stage bow when two years old.

Such a little mite! And to have been to so many places and seen so many things!
What a storehouse of memories she would have! [ watched her through the exciting
episodes of the hair-raising incidents of the Show Boat play and anticipated what a
morsel she would be for a good Radiograph.

The thrilling drammer was over. Forcing my way against the flow of the crowd, I
tried to reach Miss Thayer quickly for that promised interview about “what I eat for
breakfast,” “I never read modern novels,” and all that sort of thing. At last, breathless,
I was beside her.

“0, my dear, I'm sorry . .
give me.”

And out she went, leaving me to the wind and thunder machines, the gradually break-
ing up crowd that sifted through the reception room, trickled down the elevator shafts

1 forgot, but I’ve got to catch a train. Urgent, for-

and s0 out into the street

Raymond Knight of “Station
KU-KU.”

After leaving college he decided
to experiment with what he had
learned and for a while directed
an experimental theater in Boston.
Like all persons with dramatic
aspirations, he couldn’t stay away
from New York. On Broadway
he learned more about the show
business, both as an actor and as a
director. He wrote a hook for a
musical revue and had it produced.
In 1928, hunger, so he says, drove
him into Radio, where he has
never missed a meal.

His hobbies are week-ends, he
says, but seldom does he hnd time
for them. He buys gay neckties
and wears them if it looks like
rain. He collects walking sticks
and has been seen with three dif-
ferent ones in a day.

i

Actors like to work for him be- & A
cause he never takes them or him- . ] -
self too seriously. Though some Y q

of his rehearsals are hilarious af-
fairs, he produces scme of the
most pdpular air presentations and
is very much on the job at the
right time. His favorite role is
that of Ambrose J. Weems, who first startied an unsuspecting public in Hello Mars
and was brought back to his public in Station KU-KU.

He does parody lyrics to popular tunes and makes bad puns.

His ciaim is that he is too busy to be ambitious.

Edith Thayer

ONFUSION! Columbia Broadcasting reception room seethed with chattering
humans. Property boys edged the thunder machine (a great piece of sheet iron)
through the milling mob. The intention of every person in that great room seemed to
be to get into one corner at the same moment. Even I pressed near only to hear

“My dear! I'm so glad you're back.”

“Are you quite recovered?”

“Well, if it isn't Toots!”

“We've missed you."

There was evidence of hurried embraces as I saw upflung arms amid the pressing
crowd. I couldn’t see who was in its center, but by that very fact knew it must be she.
Who? Why, Edith Thayer, the four-feet-eleven-inch soubrette, Jane McGrew, of Show
Boat, who has heen absent for scven weeks because of an automobile accident.

I finally shoved through the embracing mob to see a tiny little creature in a beige-pink
hat and dress. She met me, four or five other persons, too, all at the same moment and
continued to receive embraces and greetings—and all this without being flustered. We
disengaged ourselves from arms and by treading on a few feet found a davenport. I
sighed with relief. Now for a real talk.

NI . "]

Edith Thayer—“too busy to talk.”

EAL talk! Funny old joke. What we had were a few staccato questions and equally
staccato answers. Yes, borm in Massachusetts. Yes, went to a dramatic school,
studied abroad. “But, O my dear, I forgot. I have to rehearse-my song, and it's just
ten minutes before we go on the air. I'll see you after the show.”
" I dangled my hopes, a withered mass, behind me as I sought a seat in the large studio
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Phil Cook

WO EEING is  believing,” but
will you believe your eyes
or your cars? Because when
look at Phil Cook, sitting before
the microphone in Studio G at
NBC broadcasting on the Quaker

-Crackles program. 1 see one—only

one—handsome blond man. Yet |
am hearing four different persons.

am hearing the nasal high-
pitched. squeaking of “Crackles,”
the Quaker Doll, I am hearing the
two distinct negro drawls of Flap
and Magnolia, the owners of The
Little White Hen Restaurant, and
to mention it last, but not least. [
am hearing the somewhat husky
hut entirely likeable voice of Phil
Cook himself. And those four dif-
ferent voices are not all I might be
hearing, for Phil can be, when he

likes—vocally, that is—a Jew, a

German, an Italian, a Frenchman
or an Irishman. and can switch
back and forth from one dialect to
another without the customary in-
terruption of another voice.

As I sit' there in the studio
watching him I think what a lucky

{Continited on page. 94)

Phil Cook—who talks quartet.
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I'TS EVERY WOMAN?’S

Fact Thar Dame Nature Is Not
A GAIN we follow Miss Conradt-Eberlin of the

Columbia Broadcasting System in her search No Cause f i De‘yp aRry Beauty
for the secret of the truly artistic home. This month U, P and Faith f u Hy
she finds that the home-maker herself is the essential
factor in a charming home and discovers some ways
in which she can attain much coveted beauty—B. M. By Eve M.

IR

most women don't want that. They want form-
ulas for removing blemishes, adding or losing
weight, becoming beautiful over night. Well,
that just can't be done. If there are any magic
formulas I don’t know them—and I never heard
of anyone who did. Patience, perseverance and
faith in what you are doing are the primary
factors in any beauty treatment, or in anything
in life, for that matter.”

—

SINCE hearing that, P've done a great deal of
thinking and I've consulted my mirror, too.
I was horrified to discover the beginning of
drooping lines from the corner of my mouth.
A For the last few hours I've gone about with
happy thoughts that keep my mouth curled up
\ in a smile. From now on, I'm going-to com-
sider moods and tempers luxuries I can’t afford

to indulge in.
It is going to take a great many words to give
i you the directions for carrying out the daily
“mechanics” of beauty but the work itself is
{} really very simple. It can be
fascinating, too, if you keep the
various crcams, lotions, powder,
etc. in pretty containers on a
dainty toilette table in a room
decorated to conform to your
own conception of a beautiful
setting for yourself. Of course, I
don’t mean to conform to your
idea of what you would have if
you were a millionaire. That sort
of thing is such a waste of time
and so very depressing. But tak-

Adelaide Candee,
a Radioc Home-
Maker, reveals
value of beauty

treatment.

and Carolyn Cornell, beauty and fashion experts of the

Radio Home-Makers Club, and I'm chockfull of advice

and enthusiasm. [’'ve heard so many things that I hardly
know where to begin.

But therc is one thing that must be said before we go on with
the story, and it's this—alil the beauty secrets and treatments
in the world won't do us a bit of good unless we're persisient!
Of course we all want to be as lovely as we can. We enthusi-
astically take up some new facial treatment, are faithful to it
for a week or two—and forget it. And then we wonder why we

I’VE just returned from a three-hour visit with Helen Lewis

aren’t Norma Shearers or Gloria Swansons! . . . So now that Beanty
little sermon is over and we've all set .our minds to persist at boudoir
any cost, let's proceed to some of the exciting discoveries I o f Radio
made. Home-
In the first place, Carolyn Cornell, who is just as suave and Makers
smart as you'd expect a fashion expert tc be, said something Club from
that | think bears repeating: “What is the use,” said she, “of which all
wearing yourself haggard -to make a heautiful home if you are talks on
going to spoil the whole effect of your hard work by neglecting beauty
your own appearance? No home is more heautiful than its are broad-
mistress, who is the spirit that gives life and meaning to her cast and
surroundings. If that spirit is hidden under a dull, shabby demon-
exterior, the home is a dreary place, indeed.” strations
“And,” added Miss Lewis, “to obtain any results from beauty given.

treatments, it is absolutely fecessary to keep in good humor,
relaxed, ahd free from depressing, ugly thoughts. There is
seldom any good reason. for sulking, flying into tempers,
scowling and all the other unlovely and harmful facial grimaces.
“Teaching heauty,.yon know, is really teaching philosophy. But
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RIGHT TO BE LOVELY

Fqually Kind to All Her Children
Found By Keeping Sunny Side

Observing Formulas

Conradt-Eberlin

ing into consideration your pocket-book. each of you can dress
up your private room so that it really expresses your own
personality.

Going to an office every day or keeping house, doesn’t give
us much time to sit ' day-dreaming before a mirror 1in the morn-
ing. Thercfore, the real beauty treatment should be taken in
the evening, before going to hed—but every evening, rain or
shine, tired or peppy. late or early. First get into pyjamas or
nizhtgown and then sit down
for five minutes to relax.
Think of something pleasant
—or nothing at all, just drift-
ing into spacc.

HEN your nerves are

quiet, begin by cleans-
ing your face and neck thor-
oughly, with pure soap and
fukewarm water, cold cream,
or almond oil heated in a tin
cup and applied with absorb-
ent cotton. This latter is ex-
ceptionally good. Remove
every trace of dirt and grease
with a soft cloth or cleansing
tissue, and then repeat the
entire performance. Next,
says Miss Lewis, massage
the skin with a good tissue
cream or skin food. To mas-
sage, gently press the mus-
cles around the mouth,
under the chin and around
the eyes, using an upward
and rotating motion with
the finger-tips. The eves

-

"M ———

should receive special attention, the massage starting at the
nose and being carried under the eyes, up over the corners and
back to the nose again. Wipe off all the cream and_then pat
your entire neck and face with a turkish face cloth filled with
crushed ice, dipping the little ice bag in ‘witch hazel as you
go along.

That sounds like a lot, but if you have everything handy
the whole performance takes about ten minutes. When you're
finished, if you have tinte, massage your hands with a little
of the cream, also, rubbing always from the finger-tips up to
the wrist. If the nails are broken or uneven, smooth them with
an emery board: remove any hangnails or dry cuticle, brush
your nails in warm soapy water, clean carefully and add polish
if necessary. Once a week vou will need a thorough manicure
and I'll be glad to send you directions just as I received them

Demonstration of a broadcast. Helen Lewis
does the drying while Ida Bailey Allen looks on.

from Miss Lewis if you will write to me.

in the morning when you get up take a special
small, dry brush, with round bristles {to protect the
surface of the skin) and brush the face, working from
the neck up to stimulate circulation and remove dry.
dead skin. Then dash cold water into your face and
finish’ off with a mild lotion, patting it onto the skin
with bits of absorbent cotton. Time, 5 minutes, and
you are ready for make-up, if you use it.

éé EVER” says Miss Lewis, “use make-up unless

yvou arc willing to take the time to apply it
carefully. Badly applied make-up makes us look
worse than if we went out with shiny, red faces. To
obtain the right shade of powder test it on the hack
of your hand and sclect a color a shade darker than
the flesh. If necessary. have several shades mixed

(Continued on page 87)
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CAME THE DAWN

Radio Author Answers Flood of
First Distress Signal, First
Bedtime Story Hour, and

By Doty

articles have shot some questions at me, the
answers to which are of such general interest
that I am going to pass them on to you this month.

Believe me, when this little game of “ask me another
non-technical question about Radio” started it had me
stumped. I didn’t know the answers to half the queries.
In fact I don’t really know when or how it started. It just
happened, I guess. But it intrigued me and I wanted to
know the answers myself so 1 started out to do a bit of
sleuthing on my own hook.
| § One of the first questions was, “Just how does an SOS
function in taking a Radio broadcast off the air?” Now
this particular question naturally came from a Radio
listener located on the seaboard or within two or three
hundred miles of the ocean. An SOS does not effect the
nland stations.

The supreme authority of all wireless communication in
this country is vested in the Navy Department. The sea-
board 1s divided into districts. each district in charge of an
officer known as the district communication supervisor.
An operator is always on duty in every district listening
m on the six hundred meter band. the wave length on
which all ship communication is handled. Should he pick
up an SOS he immediately sends out a wireless command
for all communication to cease. This command for guiet-
ness on the air includes the broadcasting stations in the
district or any broadcasting station which may happen to
hear the command.

URING the past few months several readers of
D RADIO DIGEST who have been following my

OW let us look in at the transmission stations of the
broadcasting stations. These usually are located at
the base of the masts which frequently are to be found
several miles from the studic proper. As in the case of
the navy department’s district office a wireless operator

William McNeary, “Man

in the Moon” first bedtime

story teller, who created

an instantaneous hit with

the little WJZ lasteners
in 1922,

Just one -month after the first Radio Digest this scene was
photographed at Medford Hillside station of American
Radio and Research corporation. Left to right: Mr.
Kingsley, Edith Gates, mezzo sopranc; Frank J. Kidder,
bass; Anna Eichorn, viclin; Dorothy Parker, piano.
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OF 3ROADCASTING

“Ask Me Another” Questions—the

Orchestra Program, First

First Studio of the Air
Hobart

is on duty here. This man is on the job during the hours
of broadcasting. He, too, is on the alert to catch an SOS.
The instant he hears the command of the navy depart-
nment for quietness on-the air he throws a switch whlch
cuts off the studio program. . Then he cuts in a micro-
phone nearby and annousces, “Owing to.an SOS this
station is forced to discontinue broadcasting.” If the pro-
gram is local he telephones the studio that it has been taken
oft the air and the microphone performers stand by. If the
program is going out over a chain network the work at
the microphone continues. as _ouly those stations dlong the
seaboard are taken off the air.

It sometimes happens that the operator on duty in the
transmnssnon room of the broadcasting station picks up an

It is his duty to cut out his station and telephone

the office of the district communication supervisor of the
SOS. In other words, this ery for help on the high seas,
no matter who hears it, must be reported at once in order
that the air may he cleared,

I am indebted to O. B. Hanson, technical engineer for
NBC, for helping me answer the above question,

N DELVING

around to get the
answer to this SOS
query I discovered
some other rather in-
teresting facts, among
them being this: The
first report of an ac-
cident at sea by wire-
less took place on
March 3rd, 1899, when
the “R. ¥. Mathews”
collided with the East
Goodwin Lightship.
In those days there
was no code signal as
a call for help. Not
until August 4th, 1903,
when the hrst Inter-
national Conference

www.americanradiohistorv.com

Thomas J. Cownn (tep),
WIZ; Oct,, 1920, Shan-
non Tower M:u Mar-
garet Schick, Westing-
house sicnographer, at
piano. Center: First
Radio broadcast in which
artists in person took
part, WIZ, Newark,
N. J, Nov. 3, 1921,
Charles Hart, Lewis
James, Elliot Shaw, Wil-
fred Glenn. Xmas Red
Cross party (left) 1921,
including Marion Davies,
May Peterson, Mrs. E.
B. Speicher, Caroline

Beebe.
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on Wireless Telegraphy was held in Berlin was the first
internation _code established. The call for help in use at that
time was CQD. In 1912 the international code was revised
and because the COD was similar to and often mistaken for
another signal the call for assistance was changed to SOS,
a simple and unmistakable series of dots and dashes.

We hear so much about the SOS that we frequently think
of the transmission equipment at sea as being used for the
sole purposc of sending out that one signal. However the
wireless and Radio apparatus aboard ships is as busy as any
land station as it carries on its day's business. Sometimes,
too, it is responsible for saving a life without resorting to the
SOS. Only the othér day such a case came to my notice.

Donald MacCloud, third engineer on the “City of Flint”
was stricken with a sudden severe fever seven days out on
the Atlantic from Dundee, Scotland. with Philadelphia as the
vessel’s destination. There was no doctor aboard.

The master wirelessed the Czecho-Slovakian steamer,
“Legle,” a few miles away and MacCloud's symptoms were
sent over the air to Dr. Roubeld on the Legle. He diagnosed
the case and for eight days the doctor visited the patient
via Radio, telling the master of the City of Flint just what
to do for MacCloud. When the ship docked at Philadelphia
the engineer was hurried off to a hospital. He is reported
to be recovering from a fever which might have taken his life
but for Radio.

So, when you feel like smashing your neighbor’s receiving.
set, when it keeps wou awake nights, just remember that
the same ether which brings in the jazz bands also brought
the doctor’s prescription to Donald MacCloud.

UST THE other day someone popped a question at me
that made me sit up and take notice. [t was a simple

question, Just the sort of query I imagine has been asked by
thousands of Radio fans. Here's what it was, “How old is
Radio?”

Can you answer 1t? [ couldn’t at the time it was thrown
at me. And it took a lot of digging to unearth the data which
finally gave me the answer, or I should say, answers, for
there are three.

As you probably all know, Radio is the child of wireless
felegraphy, not a step-child either, but the legitimate off-
spring of a very hale and hearty parent. So, if you would
know the age of the family tree, the exact date of the plant-
ing of the seed; we will have to confess our inability to make
a positive statement. However, this much I can say, that in
1867 “James Clerk Maxwell: of Edinburgh, read a paper before
the Royal Society. in which he laid down the theory of elec-
tro-magnetism and predicted the existence of the electric
waves that are now used in wireless telegraphy.” This is
quoted from the Year-Book of Wireless. As the beginnings
of this discovery are traceable at least forty years back of
this date (1867) one answer to “How old is Radio?” can be
“At least a hundred years old!”

iIf your question refers strictly to broadcasting the answer
can be made quite specific. “Radio broadcasting is between
twenty-three to twenty-four years old.” The answer to this
is based on the date of the first experiments of Dr. Lee de
Forest to broadcast phonograph music and music furnished
by an electric organ.

For the third answer I am assuming that you mean, “When
were receiving sets manufactured for the general public and
placed on the market.” Here you have it—September, 120!
Less than ten years ago. Yet it was not until a few weeks
before Christmas, 1921, that purchasers in any appreciable
numbers were really attracted to this new-fangled plaything,
Perhaps some of my readers will remember the thrill they got
out of those first crystal sets. And the headphones. The
hours we spent with those things on were as a string of
DX pearls!

V E HAD no idea as to what sort of a looking place a

broadcasting studio was in those happy days. All we
knew was, “There’s music on the air and we're hearing it.”
And the announcements! “This is WJZ, WJZ, WJZ, WJZ,
WJZ, WJZ, WJZ. We will now play a phonograph record
to give the listeners a chance to get their set properly tuned
after which we will repeat the call letters of the station.”
And repeat them the announcer did. Seven times at a crack
after every phonograph record ground out its tune! And we
heard all seven—providing, of course, that the cat’s whisker
was behaving properly.

Let’s go back to those early days and get acquainted with
some of the Radio pioneers. Those boys had some thrilling
and amusing experiences.

4iver hear of Station WGI? .

That station was owned by the American Radio and
Research Corporation. This erganization hegan broadcasting
from its lahoratories in Medford Hillside, Massachusetts.
June 5. 1915. Tt has the distinction of being the first organiza-
tion to devote its energies to Radio broadcasting and Radic
reception exclusively.

How could it make Radio pay at that time. do I hear you
ask? It didn’t. And if you follow the little yarn I'm about
to tell you will understand how this non-commercial organiza-

tion was able to function. I am also of the opinion that the
history of the American Radio and Research Corporation will
hand you a genuine surprise when you learn the name of the
gentleman responsible for financial backing necessary to carry
on this great pioneer work.

On January 23rd, 1909, Jack Binns, wireless operator on
the ill-fated “Republic,” rammed by the “Florida” off Nan-
tucket, demonstrated to the whole world the value of wire-
less when he stood by his instruments in the dark on a sinking
ship to summon aid, which arrived in time to save all hands.
Among those thrilled with the newspaper reports of the
heroic deed was Harold Powers, then a grammar school hoy
in a small New England town. Not only was he thrilled-—he
was interested in learning more about this strange method of
communication, wireless. He read every technical book and
magazine devoted to the subject which he could get his hands
on. Then he made his own receiving-set. And, believe it or
not, Harold became so enthused that he asked for and received
permission to leave school somewhat earlier than the other
pupils so that he could run home and get the navy yard time
signals at noon!

By the time he finished school young Power, as a result
of his application to wireless operation was able to pass the
rigid examination and get a berth as operator on a New York-
Boston passenger steamer. His next move was to the “Cor-
sair,” the famous private yacht of James Pierpont Morgan.

‘While wireless operator on the “Corsair,”” Mr. Power, even
yet hardly more than a lad, interested the financier mn the
possibilities, little recognized at the time, of Radio. The
result of this interest on the part of his- employer was the
establishment of Station WGI and the forming of the Amer-
ican Radio and Research Corporation, financed by Mr. Mor-
gan and managed by Mr. Power.

URING the war amateur broadcasting stations (the only
stations existing at that time other than governmental
and privately owned wireless stations) were forced to discon-
tinue operations. On QOctober 1st, 1919, the amateur trans-
mitting stations were permitted to take the air again and
Station WGI took it with a vengeance, As distance was the
rainbow being chased by both broadcaster and receiver in those
days the powers that be at Mediord Hills decided to broad-
cast from somewhere in the general direction of the moon.
Two hundred and ninety feet of the proposed three hundred
and fifty foot tower mast had been erected when along
came a windstorm and blew the none too sturdy sky-tickler
down. Right across the Boston & Maine Railroad tracks with
the Montreal Express less than a quarter of a mile away
stepping along at a mile-a-minute clip.

Fortunately the engineer on the Express saw the mast come
down and fifteen seconds later the weli-shaken passengers,
who left their seats when the engineer applied his hrakes,
looked out to see the cowcatcher nuzzling gently against a
horizontal and thoroughly prostrated broadcasting mast. '

In its trip to earth the tower had carried with it seventeen
telegraph, telephone and electric light wires which happened
to be in its path. Needless to say. the permanent mast which
was then erected never broke itself or any altitudé records.
It was two hundred and fifty feet high. And I suspect
every engineer on the Boston & Maine Railroad used to take
great debght in thumbing his nose at it every tine he passed!

T WAS about this tiine that Eddie Dunham, now a program

director with NBC, became affiliated with Station WGI.
Eddie was assistant service manager, part time announcer
{broadcasting was not on a regularly scheduled hasis). enter-
tainer, story-teller, pianist and organist! All glory aud Lonor
to Eddie. His name goes down in history as being the first
broadcaster to put on a commercial program. Once a week
he read a story from The Youth’s Companion. gave the maga-
zine a bountifully worded boost and suggested that his girl
and boy listeners induce their papas. their mammas or their
gunardians to subscribe to this periodical. For this half hour’s
work Eddie received a weekly check for five dollars from the
publishers, which same he cashed and pocketed. I wonder
if Mr. J. P. Morgan ever heard this story of the way in
which his broadcasting station was used to promote the eraft
of one of his employees? What a racket!

When WGI went on the air with scheduled programs (two
hours daily}, May 20th, 1921, Eddie Dunham hegan scouring
the countryside for local talent. [ have a copy of one of
the early weekly broadcasting schedules of that station. Many
of the features listed have stood the test of time and today
are found on the schedules of the majority of the stations on
the air throughout the country. Here are some of the pro-
grams given at WGI eight and nine years ago: Daily news
flashes, police reports for city of Boston, a Sunday Radio
Church Service, weekly bhusiness review, weekly market
report. an address on personal hygiene, a talk on women’s
fashions. Sounds quite up-to-date. doesn’t it?

Friday night was amateur night at WGI. Eddie Dunham
tells this one ahout a Friday night experience. “There
was no such thing as a gain control in those days.” (This
instrument. a vital part of every transmitter today. enables
the control operator to prevent an overloading of his delicate
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General view of Westinghouse Radiophone Broadmh.ng station, WJZ, Newark, N. J., Oct,, 1921 (Grst mike,
first studio), Thomas H. Cowan, announcer and staff.

equipment. D.H.) “Tubes were always going bad. It was
up to me to watch all the microphone performers closely and
outguess their every mcve, If I suspected that a singer was
about to open up and try to make the audience in Boston hear
him or her without the use of our broadcasting transmitter
I'd grab the party and push or pull said party away from
the mike before the explosion.

4¢ ] DISTINCTLY remember one amateur night when we

took the air without any spare tubes. I had been warned
that the only one the station possessed was in the works.
We went along alright until I put a somewhat mountainous
soprano on the efher. Sometimes these heavyweights are
light on their feet. But not this lady. Once she took her
position in front of the mike the soles of her shoes might
just as well have been nailed to the floor as far as I was
concerned.

“She wouldn’t be led. pushed or pulled in any direction.
1'd had that kind to nurse through a program before and
as the microphone was a stationary thing in those days there
was just one of two things to do. Either go off the air .or
let the singer continue while your announcer went into a
huddle with himself and.said a prayer.

“The operator shrugged his shoulders when I suggested
throwing the switch that would permit the lady to warble
to a dead mike. So we remained on the air and for some
unknown reason the tube refused to let the lady get the
best of it during the singing of her first number.

“‘She was booked for a short second selection but I had
made up my mind to call this off and introdiice the next
artist. I did introduce the next artist but that didn’t do one
hit of good. Friend soprano had been booked for two num-
bers and if I was detérmined that she shouldn’t sing again
she was slightly more determined that she would.

“It was her first appearance in a broadcasting studio and
the thrill was just too much for her. She simply would not
leave the mike until she had sung her sing as per previous
arrangement. And the tube was forced to carry on. When
she reached the final note of the second selection the lady
inhaled deeply and cut loose with a forte. And what a forte!
1 can hear it yet whenever I have a nightmare.

“As I was making the introductory announcement for the
next amateur artist I heard the voice of the operator hehind
me. ‘Pardon me, rnadam. he was saying in his best Melford
Hillside manner, ‘but would you mind telling me what that
last note you hit was? The seéveral ton of soprano on the
hoof. much flattered, and c‘xpectm" a compliment replied,
‘High C’ The operator gave her a winning siile.

“ ‘Thank you. madam,’ he said and with a profound bow
which would have done credit to Lord Chesterfield he proffered
the lady a gift. ‘Perhaps you would like to take this tube
home as a souvenir of the evening. You finally succeeded
in blowing it” And she actually accepted the souvenir and

took it home with her as a valued 4rophy.”

EDFORD HILLSIDE is the town in which Tufts Col-

lege is located. About eight years ago Harry Lauder
gave (which he was paid for!) a concert in Goddard Chapel,
one of the college buildings. When Sir Harry arrived Mr.
Dunham conceived the idea of broadcasting the concert and
approached the Scotchman with this suggestion.

As Radio meant little or nothing to pre fessional artists in
those days Sir Harry gave Eddie permission to put his voice
oni the air. This permission was obtained exactly twenty-one
minutes before the concert was to start. Goddard Chapel was
nearly a half mile from the WGI studic but the necessary
wire was stretched across the intervening landscape and the
microphone set up on the rostrum mn that same twenty-one
minutes. i

When I said “stietched across the landscape” I meant just
that. The ground was'covered with snow and on this snow
the wire reposed for the entire distance. For one solid hour
Sir Harry entertained the Radio listeners tuned in on WGI
with songs and stories. Amons: other things he taught the
college students present m Goddard Chapel to sing “Some-
body's Waiting For Me:.” For this appearance on the air
he received nothing. Iess than eight years later he received
$15.000 for a mncrophone appearance lasting about ten
minutes!

WGI is nb more. But the memory of its glorious work
as one of the pioneer broadcastm;: stations is a monument
to the men whose faith in a young industry helped make. Radic
what it is today.

T HE STATE of New Jersey seemed to be a sort of Mecca
for the Radio pioneers. Edison was busy in Menlo Park,
de Forrest in Newark and the Westinghouse engineers in
Newark were experimenting with Radio in 1921.

WJZ was the Westinghouse station. The first studio was
located in a small pent-house atop one of the factory build-
ings. The first announcer with old WJZ was Harry E.
Hiller, now associated with the Roxy interests. He was suc-
ceeded within a few weeks by Thomas H. Cowan, today
chief announcer for WNYC, New York City's municipal
broadcasting station.

Cowan came to the Westinghouse plant from the Edison
laboratories at Menlo Park. 6ne of the first complaints he
received from a broadcast listener came from his old boss.
Thomas A. Edison.

Mr. Edison asked Cowan to eliminate the programs of
records as he objected to the surface noise which went out
on the air. The scratch of the needie on the record annoved
the old inventor. He thought it was bad business to play
records untii such time as the scratching sound had been
eliminated in some way. Mr. Edison. while not declaring

(Continued on page 70)

www americanradiohistorv com


www.americanradiohistory.com

46

BEATING the

‘R®ACKETEERS

Desperadoes Who Have
Terrorized Stage, Screen
and Radio Artists in
Chicago Meet Waterloo
When Carleton Coon
Faces Them Gun to Gun

By Ann Steward

-

OOKING down from an airplane the observer sees a
spiderweb of roads fanning out from the northwest
boundaries of Chicago. The long strands reach into the
“® lake resort sections. Along the way there are frequent
resting places for city tourists bound for the open country.
Traveling at night one may hear seductive strains from the
finest of orchestras, and discover festooned lawns aglimmer
with shaded lights.

One of the most glamourous, most alluring of these festive
ports-for wayfaring motorists is known as the Dells, With a
full purse and a_congerial companion nothing could be finer for
a summer evening than to dine and dance at the Dells. It is
a place well patronized Ly the Gold Coast elite. And then,
too, it is not 1mprobable that denizens of another world may
sometimes- drift in from the darkness to see and envy. The
music invariably is of the best, which accounts for the fact
that one year ago this month of August the Coon-Sanders
Original Nighthawks, the delight of millions of Radio fans,
were there playing an engagement for the season.

It was one. hot night at this time that Carleton Coon first
met the hoodlum bandits who threatened on more than one
occasion to silence forever one of our very best Radio enter-
tainers. Chicago had been cursed for years by a racketeering
gang who levied tribute on operatic and theatrical stars. Some
of the more timid entertainers not only paid the price demanded
but left the city. It was believed the gang who trailed Carleton
Coon may have been identified with this coterie.

The list of the dancers had gone. Business matters had
‘kept Mr. Coon later than usual. At last he piled into his big
luxurious car and rolled out on the lonely road that leads
from Niles Center to Evanston—one of those long spiderweb
strands the aviator sees from the sky.

WERVING into one of the smaller cross roads that led to

the shore town, he snddenly discovered his way blocked by
a somber looking machine that leaped out from the darkness
at right angles. For a moment he was uncertain as to whether
the car had blocked him by accident or design. Then he
heard a curt command from within the car—it was a sedan.

Five dim figures appeared in the aura of his headlights. There
was a gleam of steel and a cold prod in the ribs. His hands
went up and snaky fingers began to prowl through his pockets.
His ear detected one voice that kept giving orders. He knew
he would remember that voice if ever he heard it again.

“Get out of your car!” He never would forget his sensations
as he heard that command. Gruff, husky and yet not so fierce
as to sound ruthless. By absolute surrender he would probably
escape violence. But he had a valuable ring. It had been
appraised at $4,500. And he had approximately $500 in cash.
Better lose that than take a chance with his life—and it seemed
for the moment that all motor traffic in the world had suddenty
ceased just to permit this holdup without interference.

Then-came the most amazing proposal. When his valuables
had been removed the leader-with the unforgettable voice turned
to him and said:

Carleton Coon of Coon-
Sanders Nighthawks.

“You'll have to walk for a while, but you'll find your car
down the road here—take you about ten minutes. You got a
ot of friends who listen to you over the Radio. Tell 'em what
happened to you tonight. We’'ll be listening. And—er—you
might—well, you'll find the car ¢>wn the road a—ways

Coon felt a sudden wild passion for furious action. He began
to protest volubly and was answered by derisive laughter. To
have attempted a struggle would have been fatal. There was
nothing he could do but stand there and watch them drive away
with his own and the car in which they had come.

But he lost no time in trailing after them. It was very
dark. When he had abont given up hope of finding his car
he suddenly came upon it standing where it had been hastily
abandoned.

HE SPOT where he found the abandoned machine was
scarcely more than a stone’s throw from the 'scene of a
murder that had been committed four or five years previous.
A man had been shot to death at the steering wheel of his
automobile. His woman companion had barely escaped to
Evanston with her life. The murderers never have been found.
Mr. Coon may have considered himself lucky to have lived
to regain his car, even if he did not recover the rest of his

‘valuables.

Robberies of this nature were reported so frequently to the
police that little was thought of the orchestra man’s misfor-
tune. The perpetrators hid themselves among the millions of
other humans in the area, and even Mr. Coon himseH had
almost forgotten the incident later in September when the
orchestra had moved to the Blackhawk cafe in Chicago and
settled dewn for the winter season. He was haunted by the
thought that the marauders might not have been all that they
seemed—that they may have been playing a joke on him and
would eventually turn back his money and his ring.

And a.lways. it seemed, his ears were tuned to the sound of
a gruff voice that gave commands on a lonely road in the dark
of night. He felt certain he would hear that voice again. The
approaching holidays brought a rush of pleasure seekers. Life
spun around on gliding toes and the Coon-Sanders orchestra
was the vibrant cemter of a merry throng. Came then an
evening when Joe Sanders had just finished his chats with
the Radio audience and the orchestra was preparmg to leave
the stand for a short rest. One of the musicians suddenly
leaned toward Coon with a significant glance

“There are those same five men, Cooney.”

“] saw them. They're sitting at the same table and they've
been watching the band. Wonder what is so interesting about
us?” Cooney chuckled good humoredly. He was used to being
stared at by people who were ardent fans of the Coon-Sanders
orchestra. But these five diners did not seem to be a part of
the rest of the crowd. Some sinister purpose radiated from
their faces.
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“You'd kill me for $20,000" The broad shoulders squared and Coon loocked every inch the All American
Fullback he had at one time been,

“I don't particularly like tirem,” contributed another member

of the band. “Always at the same table. Always the same
ones. Always watching and whispering amongst themselves.”

“Probabiy going to biow up the place and want to warn
us so that we can get out. Let’s go rest a minute.” Cooney
turned to go. The others followed, their suspicions-at rest for
the time being.

Settled in the little office, Cooney and Joe turned to read
their fan mail, talk to a favored few and snatch a moment of
relaxation in their busy evening. Coon lighted a cigarette and
sat down in silence. Joe Sanders was busy with a letter. Both
were thinking and their thoughts were not far from the five
mendout in the restanrant. Therc came a geatle knock at
the door.

" Coon turned in his chair, A waiter addréessed
im.

“Mr. Coon, some men want to speak to you. They are
sitting at that table in front of the orchestra stand. They
say you know them, but—"

“Qur friends, of course. Go see what they want, Cooney.
The mystery is about to be solved” Joe Sanders laughed, not
guessing that the whole mystery was abont to begin.

OONEY groaned and slipped out of the room. So many
people wanted to talk to him so often. There were so
many reqguests to come to some table or other. He didn't
always comply with the request if it came from an unknown,
but this was a different matter. It opened the door to a trouble-



www.americanradiohistory.com

18

some something that seemed to have its effect on each one of
the men in his band. He saw his five apparent fans watching
him as he made his way to their table.

“Good evening, gentlemen. I understand you wanted to
speak with me.”

“Yeah. Sit down, Coon.”
not too gentle.

“I'm sorry, I can’t stay long. We go on the air in a moment.”

“Oh, we won't keep you long.”” The speaker, another of the
five, smiled mockingly and toyed with the chewed end of a
large cigar }ooking at Cooney with intense interest at the same
time. Suddenly another of his compahions leaned forward
and spoke as 1{he were offering a particularly choice tip on
the stock market.

“How many people do you think listen in on you in the
evening *”’

“Why, I have no way of knowing. Many thousands prob-
ably.” Coon did not try to enumerate, there scemed no menace
in the question itself. only in the way it was asked. The next
words were not too pleasant to hear even when listened to in
a crowded room where one was well known. The very idea
seemed preposterous. and yet Coon knew that men were capa-
ble of attempting any desperate criminal plan. The sound of
the voice now clicked distinctly in his memory.

“If you were to announce over the niicrophone that you were
to be kidnaped and held for a twenty thousand dollar ransom,
do you think vour listeners would kick in with dollar bills>”
The five men came to attention and looked attentively at Coon.
He did not answer. “Well? What's your answer?”

The voice was low toned and

OOX rose from the table without a word and went to the

orchestra stand where his band-was assembling. He didn’t
tell them what had passed at that time, but he began to think
very seriously. Qutwardly, he was the same Carleton Coon,
debonair, happy and entertaining while he sat behind his drums.
Inwardly he felt a new thrill. Here was adventure that one
could sink one’s teeth into. This was a new angle to life. to
the life of a popular celebrity. He would match his own wits
against their cunning and angle them into a position where
they could he prosecuted and put behind prison bars.

Coon_had heard of kidnaping being done many times before.
He knew many of the ways of extortionists and their plots.
He realized there had been a Jot of just this sort of thing going
on amongst the people of the Chicago theatrical world. It
would have been easy to give the five men their money and be
rid of them for a few months. The Coon-Sanders fans would
have contributed the money demanded had they received even
an intimation of what was afoot. But Coon had other plans.
He was not going to pay ransoni, nor was he going to evade
the five hoodlums. Instead of being intimidated he began to
relish’ the experience, but he made a mental note to look-up
his revolver when he got home that night. This was going
to be sport plentifully tinctured with real danger.

After the proper precautions were taken, there seemed to
e little action in the affair. Again the world settled down to
its familiar roundelay, and no word was received by Coon from
the racketeers with whom he had had the short interview. The
young orchestra leader had almost begun to despair of any
lasting excitement in the world, after all. And soon he turned
his thoughts to other miore pressing matters. However, his
weather eye was still out for the desperadoes. He wasn't too
willing to give up his adventure so soon. His ear was still
alcrt for that husky voice of the Niles road.

T WAS early in January when the curtain rose on the third
act of Coon’s little drama. He was in his apartment reading

over sonte mzail and thinking about business when the telephone
rang. He glanced toward the instrument and debated whether
to answer or not, It was probably a fan requesting a personal
mtcrwew, an autographed picture or a request number on that
evening’s program. It was a ten to one’ chance that it would
not be business, and it was hardly possible that the phone
would be prompted to ring by a friend so early in the morn-
ing. Suddenly the receiver was at his ear. He remembered
the five toughs and the call to adventure, perhaps the return
of his property.

“Hello?” )

A curt voice—the voice—rumbled to his ear ordering him to come
to an address in the loop banking district immediately. He
was informed that the matter was most urgent. and under no
circumstances could it be delayed. Coon agreed to the time
and place, donned his coat and pocketed his army automatic
without which he now seldom if ever went out. He was not
at all uncertain as to whom he would find at the address. He
was ready for them and glad that at last he would come face
to face with their terms. This time he would see that things
were brought to a head. He smiled to himself. Life was
again worth living—and he would give his tormentors “the
works.” .

Arrived at the given address. Coon ascended to the right
floor and nonchalantly entéred the office at which his arrival
was eagerly awaited: Immediately the five men with whom
he had tafked at the Blackhawk Cafe surrounded him. He
smiled to himself, hut there was ng outward change in “his

manner. He was cool and aloof, ready for them and whatever
they had planned to do. It must be guessed here that the
gangsters were a little stirprised at their intended victim's
manner, but they continned with their plans, one of them
acting as spokesman for the others.

113 E’'RE through clowning with you, Coon, and you'd bet-

ter get that twenty grand now, or Your life and that of
your family won’t be worth a dime.”” The speaker grunted
his words between half closed lips.

“Yes?” gqueried Coon innocently,

“¥You heard me.”

“I don’t exacily remember—" Coon smiled vaguely.

“Cut it, Buddy. You're playing with fire. Do you want to
kick off now? Don’t you think your friends and your family
would rather have you ahlive than dead?”

“You'd kill me for twenty grand®” The broad shoulders
squared and Coon looked every inch the AN American Fuli-
back he had at one time been. His air of insouctance was lost
and he talked business crisply and fArmly.

“You said it, and your family, too. We can lay hands on
them in a minute.”

Coon’s hand closed firmly over the butt of his gun. “1f I'm
going one or two of you will come with me. You understand
that?” He backed toward the door, opened it and ran to the
elevator, keeping the five men covered in the meantime. XNone
of them made a move to detain him. It was score one for
Carleton Coon. A few minutes later he was on the street.

But the rest of the day was busy for him. His children were
at the time in Kansas City, where the Ccons have a beautifub
home. He immediately had a police guard placed there to
protect his family. Then he went to police headquarters in
Ch:cago and studied the fles in scarch of more information of
the hve meir who were furnishing him with so niuch amuse-
ment. His task was not a hard one. One-sullen face after
another popnped out at him from the records. Ide soon found
cnough things about cach one of the gang to give them all a-
long term in prison. His next step was to make his own
charge a heavy one as well, and he was determined to put
cach one of them behind bars hefore he would rest. At last
he had them cornered. Furthermore Coon was in no mood
to let any one threaten tc “get” his family. Only prison for
the offenders would satisfy him,.and he was certain to enjoy
the round-up of the chase.

NOT LONG after his first precautionary steps were taken,
Coon received word that the police guarding his Kansas
City home had exchanged shots with some men in a sedan
bearing an Illinois license. The gangsters apparently were
as wuch in earnest as Coon was himself, but Coon had the
law with him, and he was entirely unafraid, two rather valuable
weapons in that particular private war. As to his personal
security, no further attempt was made to deal with the popular
young orchestra leader. All was most serene again. Coon,
apparently was letting the matter ride.

Behind his bland exterior, however, his mind was working
intently. Due to his own efforts combined with those of the
police, the gang had been completely dissolved. They were
scattered ard hiding, becoming a little hard to find, and Coon
was not only .intent on finding each one, but on putting them
behind the bars for no short space of time. For that purpose
and to guard himself against any attacks that might be made
upon him, Coon had the permission of the police to carry a
revolver in his car. Preparedness was his watchword.

In a short space of time. two of the gang were cornered and
put away. Then sornethmg happened that caused a good deal
of comment. Little was known by the outside world of the
extortionist plans that were afloat. Rumors and distorted tales
were repeated, but Coon maintained a stony silence and no
one in the orchestra had much io say ahbout the matter. The
blow fell, when early in [February. Carleton Coon vanished
completely from the orchestra. He just wasn't there and
there had been no warning of his departure.

Here the music world indulged in a bit of conjecture. Was
Coon kidnaped by the remaining members of the gang? For
a few davs no mention of the young man’s absence was made.
Then suddenly, volumes of verbal explanation was dissemi-
nated to the eagerly wailing ears of the Coon-Sanders fans.
“He has had an operation. His appendix was removed and he
is doing nicely. He will be back again soon. It was a very
sudden attack.”

Friends of Cooney’s took up the hue and cry. Radio per-
formers on every local station talked over the air about Cooney
and his good work. Tt looked almost as if the talk was a blind..
People began to wonder. They took pains to look behind the
scenes. but the outcome was no more of a revelation than
what was already known by the world. Cooney was, in truth.
in the hospital. He was by no means kidnaped, and he had
had a very serious operation. The extortionist gang was still
waiting to be tracked down and caught. What had happened
specifically has -never been explained. Coon will not discuss it
in any particular,

Winter slipped by unobtrusively and spring became the sea-

(Continued on page 86)
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JINCOMPATIBLE

An Injured Hand and a Dictated Letter Add to
Misunderstanding— Amelie Goes Abroad

By Dana Gatlin

Illustrations by O. J. Gatten

their new home in a Long lsland suburl everybody

declared that this was the one ideal match, if ever such
a thing could have been imagined. Sid was a successful business
man and Amelie seemed to possess all those charming qualities
desirable for the wifc of a successful business man. But there
eventually developed little differences of opinion. Sid wanted
to go to parties when Amelie would much rather have stayed
at home. Then he accused her of making uncomplimentary
allusions to the character of his friends. .\nd then came the
invitation to Bess Wandell's party . . . .

‘ ‘ 7THEN the Sid Fletchers settled down to married life in

MELIE had resolved to go to that bridge session at
Bess Wandell’s if it was the last thing she ever did.
\ But she didn't go. By the next evening she had a

N smashing headache. It was very recal but Sid chose
mentally to regard it as a subterfuge. The room where she
was lying when he came home was too dark to show her
paltor. Rather wanly but carcfully impersonal she suggested
that he go on without her. And Sid, accepting the suggestion
as a gauntlet, went.

‘I'he next morning he saw with compunction how pale
Amelic was; she was not ironical or superior, either, but
touchi\ngly kind and simple—if she had been like that when
they came home from the club dance what a different chapter
of marriage they would now be in. But it was his, all his fault,
doubting her word last night like a brute—and she now looking
pulled down as if she'd been ill,

“My girl,” he said across the table, “you show you need a
change. IHow about a little visit with your Aunt Hattie?
That'd be a rest from Fair Haven. Those high-brows around
her would be just the change you nced. Take a couple of
hundred along and give the tamily some worldly treats, too—
and that'll be the kind of change they need!”

And he was smiling genially and fondly upon her, and Amelie
felt a compunction bencath the surface that stopped her from
any ironies about his wanting to get rid of her. After all ironics
were too cheap between her and Sid. She didn’t want to go
away, but perhaps it was a good idea. She should have such a
chance to gather herself together, to master these unwise and
unhappy and probably quite causeless impulses which were
cropping up too often these days.

NO\V this breakfast had been pleasant, though not like the
good days when breakfast was so apt to be a wedding-
feast, but she had had all kinds of contradictory impulses
before she came down; and she wmight have taken another turn
of mood, and spoiled it. And it was for her sake that Sid, the
gencrous boy, wished her to go! Not Dbecause he wanted a
freerer foot for gayeties that she put a damper on. And when
she came back she would turn a leaf, would quit dampening
his gayeties.

So she said she'd like to make the visit.

“I don’t think I'll stay long—1'll make it less than a week.

\\ But if I'm going 1 might as well go by tonight’s train—don’t

you think?” .

“Q—I didn’t think of your going so soon.” And Ameli¢’s
heart grew soft and warm in her breast with the pleasure of
seeing his face fall. “But,” he went on, “if you can manage,
that’ll be all right. Come into the city and have dinner with
me there—can you?” )

And smilingly, the husband and wife arranged the details of
their little “date.” .

Amelie would not, now, have given up the pleasure of sceing
Sid’s face fall again; mayhe it would, if she said she'd stay
two weeks! [t was the sweetest thing that had come to her
in a long time. And she took no offense from that determina-
tion of his to act as if he did not mind. About this point she
was not thinking much, in fact—enough to take in that stupid
but dear unselfishness of his. To her it was as if there were
a little pride in Sid’s trying to show he did not mind. That
was the way it would have been with her. But what her mind
was really on was the sweet truth that he did mind.

O.\'E of the deep and eternal pitfalls of love is the way people
in love are-—and inevitably—too much taken up with their
own sensations to be clear-eyed in taking in and understanding
the other person. There was no whit of pride in Sid’s cheerful
front just then. He was only trying to behave the way that
would best insure Amelic a good time.

The dinner in town was a great success and, had she followed
her heart, she would have given up going anywhere but home—
with Sid. But .

There were many “buts”; and the biggest one was the feeling
that absence, a little absence, would make this present harmony
more abiding. She would have time really to search out her
own shortcomings, and to work out a future different from
their recent past.

She went to sleep on that Boston train, feeling Sid's last
kiss like a pledge of love that was to be celebrated when she
got home. When she got home!—in less than a week.

But she stayed two, and camc home thinner than she left;
thin and bright-eyed and with a complexion that might have
waked suspicions in the astute that Amelie had changed her
habits about make-up—also that she had an unfamiliar need
of rouge.

Absence as a cure for love troubles is no safe and sure
remedy. Sid had proved so poor a correspondent that Amelie
was driven through a thousand torturous moods about a seem-
ing indifference that was new to her experience.

Sid was never an expansive letter-writer—no man of his
breed ever is—but he had always in his letters spoken to her
fondly, as it were. in his own natural way, which was a tender
way. And however their love might have been clouded at
moments when they were together, it had never been clouded
in letters. And she had thought of this when coming away.

And, now, he sent her brief notes dictated, dictated, to an
office stenographer.

She had had a wild scared moment at first with the thought
he was ill; was having M. J. (“per M. J.” they were all scrupu-
lously marked) having M. ]J. come to him at a hospital, and
was concealing his condition. But no, the brief allusions to
his activities proved him1 active enough. He excused his
first dictation on the ground that he was busy, rushed. Busy!
What was it that had made this difference in him? She felt
mocked by that last kiss.

But she wrote brief, pleasant little notes, and told him that
she was sure she was as busy as he was—never saw Boston
and the “best people” so gay in her life. Then, presently, she
dropped it casually that she’d be staying on a week longer.

HE was gay, but she had to be if she was going to have a

moment’s respite from wondering, wondering, and making
up answers to her own questions about Sid. Why had his
face fallen like that when she said she would be leaving at
once? It must have been from some entirely different reason
from the one she had held to her heart so fondly. It was his
cheerfulness that had been in genuine relation to her departure,
though her leaving that day had upset his plans, somehow,
since he felt he must. of couse, give her a farewell dinner in
town.

The ingenuities of a self-torturing woman in love are endless
and have been the marvel of men since they first began to
record their impressions of what some of their philosophers
have termed “the opposing sex.”

Amelie never knew, never guessed, the poor secret of those
typed and dictated communications. Sid had jammed his
hand in the hrake of the car and naturaily, being Sid, had
reasoned that he shouldn’t let out the accident lest it spoil
her visit: dictating his letters he must nceds be fairly perfunc-
tory. And thought he was doing the right thing. He thought
that last dinner. that last kiss, had made all right; and that
Amelie wouldn’t mind anything about letters, so long as she
thought all was right. What were letters, anyhow? They
did not count much to him; love on paper was too papery for
any satisfaction beyond knowing his Amelie was all right.

Then his Amclie came home to him suave and remote, with
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Sid had come to the steamer to see her off . . .

and he had been overheard asking her to write to him, and the

eavesdroppers were almost sure she said she would.

something strange about her he had never felt before, and
Sid could have howled his pain and bewilderment; yes. and
resentment too—deep resentment this time. True he did not
make a sound about it; not cven to ask a question about her
demeanor. For the first time he turned coolly polite. albeit
smooth and pleasant enough, when a breach seemed widening
between them.

HIS time it did widen. Sid had made a point of getting

the bandages off his hand before he went to Amelie’s train,
and she never chanced on any news of that little, apparently
unimportant accident. The pledge of that kiss went unfulailled.
The Fletchers marriage passed into a new stage, an outrage-
ously unnatural and outrageously baseless stage.

This could not last long with them. Such a stage can rarely
last long. Some turn, some remedy, must he come by. And
the remedy Amelie found was worse thau the evil—she knew
that; but she had to get out of this! The irritabilities they
were both making recur by only half-concealing were too dis-
illusioning, degrading.

Through these last two years she had at several times felt
that breaches and makings-up were degrading; unworthy the
high poetry they had made for each other in the past. Now
this was even worse than degrading—because it would kill the
memory of the past faster.

Sid might not mind this last, she tried to tell herself; yet she
had comprehension enough of the man she had lived with
seven vears to interrupt herself with an instinct of fair play;
she knew Sid world mind, would always have a sentiment
about their past—whatever it was that had made that strange
breach while she was away.

She had got, now, where she shut down on her curiosity
about that—made herself shut down. Amelie had too little
of that kind of sense of property in her man avhich makes
women hold on to their men in the teeth of anything that
comes against them.

She was too decent, in a way; and she was also too proud,
with a pride that was far from being as big and fine as she
thought it was. But it was surely Amelie’s own, that pride,
and something the other kind of women could hardly believe
possible. Nowhere so much as in human reactions to love is
demonstrated that it takes all kinds to make a world.

So the dark night came when sitting in the big, beautiful
living room after their pleasantly conversing dinner—such a
good dinner, but Amelie only making believe at cating it—she
made a revolutionary proposmon

“Sid, I want to go away.

It was a rainy autumn night with a chill wind blowing up
from the sea; and with open windows and the elemental sound
of the rain.coming in from the vast spaces of the night, a little
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woud fire was blazing and crackling on the hearth as if that
were the happicst hearth in Christendom. Amelic never for-
got just how it crackled on the silence, and the sound of the
rain, before Sid answered her. Then he tried to make it casy
and casual, when he said:

*(io where?” Just as if he had not understood. But he had
understood. It was not the words, it was something in
Amelie’s voice, in the air: and his own voice was queer because
his throat wouldn’t work right when he spoke.

AL\IEL[E had a tight rein on herseli; this scene she had been
rehcarsing. She said:

“Why continue this kind of mockery?
Sid. and—and—"

She wanted 1o say “and keep the memories I cherish,” but
didn't quite dare. Was afraid to let that note creep in, lest
she break down and disgrace herself. So she finished:

“—And live my own life, seeing [ can’t live yours.”

She meant one thing by that and he understood another,
took it as a reflection—the old stabbing reflection on his
inferiority.

“Oh, Amelie.”
deep. new note in his voice.
resumed:

“I've heen thinking it all out. And T can’t bear this substi-
tute for real living. Sid—simply can’t bear it. And, as time
goes on, it'll become a poorer substitute. Poorer and poorer.
It's bound to. And we'll go on getting unhappier and unhap-

®JACK )HANNON

Singing Postman Becomes Ziegfeld

Feature— Introduces New
Radio Character

By Anne Lazar

I want to go away,

That was all he said, but it sounded a very
The fire crackled on before she

RS, O'HARA could gossip over her cup of “tay "—Dbut

no walls could restrict the outpourings of her Irish

heart in which crucible the scandals of the neighbor-

liood were daily stcwed and concocted. So what did
she do hut place her kitchen, cat and cup of “tay” in the studios
of the National Broadcasting company and send forth such a
rapid lire line of genuine Irish rollicking chatter, that she found
her neighbors all over the United States listening in through
the door cracks and loud speakers. And now we %md that she
made arrangements to take kitchen and all to the picture
theatres and chat for a wee bit from the screen.

When one speaks of Jack Shannon (and Jack Shannon is
none other than the Mrs. O’lara of the “Gossipers”) one
speaks of Ireland itself, and we Delieve that the hills of Kil-
larney, the beautiful lakes, leprechauns, fairies and elves are all
lonely—half sobbing for the return of this lively spirit of
their land.

Genius a-begging is the same old song. It is found in the
drollest of occupations, and Jack Shannon used the sparks of
that flame, which was seeking rclease, for energy in the
various jobs he had before he became the idol of the populace,

The teacher’s rod had no terror for Jack Shannon for the
very good reason that he never went to school—which accounts
for the excellent condition of that noble institutionn which
education erected in his home town to distract youths from
the profitable exercise of reconciling dogs’ tails to tin cans.

EE FIND him at the tendcr age of nine in the woolen mills

—an active little igure subdued by the demands of industry
—Dbut not altogether crushed. And as he emerged from under
the weight which labor imposed upon him, he found a job that
gave him freer range—among the modern couriers of whose
predecessors Herodotus saic “Neither rain notr snow nor heat
nor gloom of night stays these couriers from the swift com-
pletion of their appointed roumnds.”

Jack Shannon. in the livery of Uncle Sam’s postal service,
took a hendish delight i delivering hills and statements with
an unparalleled and unwarranted promptness to Skowhegan’s
faithful citizens, Skowhegan? Why, Portland, Maine, ts a
suburb of Skowhegan should anyone inquire. And when Jack
Shannon made his daily tour of that “metropolis” with letters
hearing postmarks of such important cities as Puxatawney.
Bosking Ridge, Medicine Hat, Chestnut Hill and Woppnigers
I"alls, official pride would swell so high that official huttons
would scatter in all directions. Skowhegan was gifted not only
with a Post Office. Tt had its very own Mayor, Fire Depart-
ment and a Town Hall, And it was this vast auditorium, seating
the three hundred Skoheganians of a Saturday night, which was
hlled with the melodies pouring from Jack Shannon's happy
throat. Among these listeners was the well-known opera singer,
Carrie Kidwell Steward. who lost no time placing him in a
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pier. So that’s why I.—" she took a long, gasping breath—
“why I’ve come to a decision.”

“What decision?” and he felt a sudden premonitory drop,
like a weight, inside him,

“That it would be better for us to—scparate—now—while we
still have some beautiful memories—than to—" Her catching
voice fhnally failed her.

He seemed to draw his own voice up from bottomless depths.

“Separate?”

“Yes‘,,

"FYHEIR discussion progressed not much further that night

with any real progress; but the next morning, polite and
self-controlled, Sid, before he left for the city, told her that he
wanted to hear all the details of her plans when he came home.

“I'll bring some business papers out witlt me that we’ll need
in talking about your money affairs,” he said; and then he
took her hand and kissed it and was gone. A curious thing for
Sid to do—kissing her hand! It was his apology, she dully
supposed, for his readiness to let her go. Oh, there was no
more possible bluff at not understanding; for people who had
loved as they had, and were living as they were now, separation
was only too easily understood.

That night both were steeled to talk as if they were talking
of an investment. of a journey. But Sid said, almost to begin
with:

“Do you want a divorce, Amelie?”

(Continued on page 90}

“Sure now, will ye promise me not to tell a word
of it?” ‘“Aye, indade 1 will, ] mean I will not.” Jack
Shannon as the Two Gossipers.

choir, and then devoted her precious hours and money to
teaching him the mwore delicate nuances possible for his kind
of a tenor voice. .

With this recognition came the opportunity to hand over to a
successor the friendly, bulging mail bag—for to the Govern-
ment Intelligence Service must they promote him.

At the end of seven years Jack Shannon, flapping against his
chrysalis. broke through and embarked upon the new career
which had been so wonderfully wrought for him.

AYS he: “A helpless feeling came over me that morning in
1918. A friend had taken me to the Liberty Theatre in New
York to sing for John Cort who wanted a tenor for his show,
‘Listen Lester.” And what a thrill it was when Mr. Cort said to
me, ‘You go to Pittsburgh tonight and open Saturday.” I was
too moved to even ask for a contract.

“The event that led to thc greatest influence of my life—
meeting with Will Rogers—is one that will always be cherished.
I had been accepted by Gene Buck as a member of the Ziegfeld
TFrolic. and as 1 sat among the world-famous beautics, entranced
by the lovely songs. a bashful, boyish figure in overcoat and
cap slid into a chair back in a corner, almost out of sight. It
was Will Rogers. the star of the show and the man who has
kept up the nation's side-splitting laughter more consistently
than any comedian in history. This was back in 1921,

“During this period we hurlesqued the Peace Conference
convened in \Washington. And the scene was the funniest in
the history of the Tollics. The late President Harding took
umbrage at this parody and severed “diplomatic relations”
with Rogers. Uproariously funny as this scene was, I don't
think it could compare with the actual conference, and, I might
say, subsequent conferences held from time to time in Wash-
ington. The displeasure of Mr. Harding proved to be great
publicity for the show, as the public swarmed in to see it and
offered as high as twenty-five dollars for tickets.

(Continued on page 89
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tations Alphabetically Listed

Details of Frequency and Wave Lengths of American

Stations Will Be Found in Official Wave Lengths Table
to Be Published in the September Issue

K KGFL....... Vaton, N. Mex. Shreveport, La. | WCFL.......... Chicago, IIl. | WHEFC............ Cicero, Ill
. ..Ravenna, Neb. ...El Paso, Texas | WCGU. .Coney Island, N. Y. | WHIS..) .  Biuefield, W.
EGFX...oivunnn Pierre, S. D. Houston, Texas | WCHI... ... ... Cl-ucago, IIl. | WHK... Cleveland 0
KCRC............ Enid, Okla. !\GGC .San Francisco, Calif. | KTW.......... Seattle, Wash. | WCKY....... Covington, Ky. | WHN..
KDB...Santa_Barbara, Cahf. KGGF.......... Picher, Okla. | KUJ...... Long View, Wash. | WCLB....Long Beach, N. Y.
KDKA....... Pmsburgh KGGM.. Albuquerque, N. M, | KUDA..... Fayetteville, Ark. | WCLO._...... Kenosha, Wis.
KDLR... Devils Lake, N, D KGHB..... Honolulu, Hawaii | KUSD...... Vermillion, S. D. | WCLS.. .. Joliet, III.
KDYL. .%ait Lake City, Utah | KGHD.. .Missoula, Mont. raeaeeaae Austin, Tex. | WCMA. .. Culver, Ind.
KECA....Los Angeles, Calif. . Pueblo. Colo. . Tacoma, Wash. . Pensacolz, Fla.
KEJK.. Beverly Hills, Calif. ....McGehee, Ark. ... Seattle, Wash. Meridian, Miss. ..
KELW...... Burbank, Calif. .Little Rock, Ark. Aciaiea.. Tucson, Ariz. | WCOD...... Harrisburg, Pa. | WIBM....... Jackson, Mich.
KEX .. Portland, Ore. .. Billings, Maont. | KVOO......... - Tulsa, Okla. | WCOH..... Greenville, N. Y. | WIBO.........n Ch|cago, 11
Lincoln, Neb. | KGIQ.. Twin Falls, Idaho | KVOS.... Bellingham, Wash. | WCRW.......... Chicago, Ill. | WIBR.....Steubenville, Ohio
KFBB....Great Falls, Mont. | KGIR.. ... Butte, Mont. | KWBS......... Portland, Ore. | WCSH........ Portland, Me. «...Elizabeth, N. J.
KFBK.... Sacramento, Calif. | KGIW. . Trinidad, Colo. | KWCR...Cedar Rapids, Towa | WCSO...... Springfield, Ohio | WIBU.. .. Poymue, Wis.
KFBL........ Everett, Wash. | KGIX.......Las Vegas, Nev. | KWEA...._.. Shreveport, La. | WDAE......... Tampa, Fla. | WIBW......... Topeka, Kan,
KFDM .._Beaumont, Tex. | KGJF.......Little Rock, Ark. | KWG........ Stockton, Calif. | WDAF.....Kansas City, Mo. | WIBX........0.. Utlca. N. Y.
KFDY ..Brookings, S. D. | KGKB... Bmwnwood Tex. | KWJIJ......... Portland, Ore. | WDAG....... Amarillo, Tex. Bridge . Conn.
KFEL . Denver, Colo. | KGKL. .San Angelo, Tex. | KWK........ .St Louis, Mo. | WDAH. Paso, Tex. u|s, Mo.
KFE{Q. .-5t. Joseph, Mo. | KGKO....Wichita Falls, Tex. | KWKC..... Kansas City, Mo. | WDAY. ..Fargo, N. D. | WILL........... Urbana, Il
KFGQ............ Boone, Ia. | KGKX....Sand Point. Idaho w .--... Shreveport, La. | WDRE]J... .. Roanoke, Va. Wilmington, Del.
KFH......... Wichita, Kans. | KGKY......Scottsbluff, Neb. ...Decorah, Iowa [ WDRBO........ Orlando, Fla. .Bay Shore, N. Y.
KFHA....... Guunison, Colo. | KGO.. . Oaklan_d. Calif. .-<v-« _Pullman, Wash. | WDEL..... Wilmington, Del. | WIOD.. M|am| Bench Fla.
KFI....... Los Angeles, Calif. | KGRS. .... Amarillo, Tex. | KWWG..... Brownsville, Tex. | WDGY... Minneapolis, Minn, | WIP........ Philadelphia, Pa.
KFIF......... Portland, Ore. | KGU....... Honoluly, Hawaii | KWYO....... Laramie, Wyo. [ WDOD.. Chattancoga, Tenn. | WIS.......... Columbia, S. C.
KFIO....... Spokane, Wash. [ KGW.......... Portland, Ore. | KXA......... Seattle, Wash. [ WDRC....New Haven, Conn. | WISN...... Milwaukee, Wis.
KFIU........ Juneau, Alaska | KGY............ Lacy, Wash. | KXL........... Portland, Ore. [ WDSU..... Ngw Orleans, La. | WJAC.. ... Johnstown, Pa.
KFIZ.....Fond du Lac, Wis. KH& .Los_Angeles, Calif. [ KXO......... El Centro, Calif. | WDWF....... Cranston, R.T. | WIAD...." Oboooo Waco, Tex.
KFJB...... Marshalltown, Ia. | KHQ........ Spokane, Wash. | KXRO..... Aberdeen, Wash. | WDZ........... Tuscola, TIl. W}AG ....... Norfolk, Nebr.
KFJF. Okiahoma City, Okla, | KICK............ Red Oak, Ia. | KYA....San Francisco, Calif. | WEAF.......New York Ci W ..Providence, R. I.
KFJI..cco.ooee Astoria, Ore. | KID... .ldaho Falls, Idaho | K¥YW...... ooooag Ch1cago Ill. [ WEAIL. .Ithaca, N, yy ... Pittsburgh, Pa.
KFJM.. Grand_Forks, D. ... Boise, Idaho [ KZIB..........Manilla, P. L. ... Providence, R. I AN - Marion, Ind.
KFJR......... Portland, Ore. IT.... ..Yakima. Wash. Peaeeeaeas Manilla, P. I. [ WEAO........ Columbus Jackmnvnlle, Fla.
KF§Y... ..... Fort Dodge, Ia. K}BS ‘San Francisco, Calif. | KZM Haywqrd. Calif. | WEAR.. ....Cleveland, bhio ++. Cleveland, O,
Z......Fort Worth, Tex. | KJR...... ... Seattle, Wash, | KZRM.........Manilla, P. I. | WEBC........ Duluth, Minn. «eov.s._Chicago, Ill.
..... Greeley, Colo. . .Blytheville, Ark. WEBE....... Cambridge, O. JBC..........La Salle, 111_
. Milford, Kans. | KLO............ Ogden. Utah WEBQ....... Harrisburg, Ill. .Red Bank, N.
Lawrence, Kans. ......Little Rock, Ark. WEBR........Buffalo, N. Y. . Ypsilanti, Mich.
..., Chicago, III. ....Oakland,” Calif. W WEBW .../ 1. Beloit, Wis. | WIBL.\.."".." Decatur, IIL.
-Kirksville, Mo. . Oakland, Calif. WEDC......... Chicago, Ill. { WIBO...... New Orleans, La.
... Rockford, Iil. .... Denver, Colo. Arlington, Va. WEDH.............. Erie, Pa. WJB’I: .......... Cl-ucago_ Fil
Galveston, Tex. ...Shenandoah, Ia. Chicago, TII. WEEL..... .. Boston, Mass. | WIBU........Lewisburg, Pa.
..Northfield, "Minn. 3 ......Kansas City, Mo. Newark N WEHS......... Evanston, I1l. | WJBW.. T Neéw Orleans, La.
Shenandoah, Ia. | KMED......... Medford, Ore. ersey City, N, WELK.. Philadelphia, Pa. | WJBY......... Gadsden, Ala.
Lincoln, Neb KMIC. Inglewood, Calii. 5mah); Neb W’EMC Berrien S rings, Mich. | WIDW........... Eniory, Va.
. Lang Beach, Calif. [ KMJ... Fresno. Calif. ‘New York City | WENR......... hicago, Il | WJDX.. . Jackson Miss.
L... Dublin, Texas | KMM]J Clay Center, Neb. Bangor, Me. WEP S .Gloucester, Mass. W}{{D ..... Chicago, Ill.
KFPM..... Greenwlle. Texas ... Tacoma, Wash. ochester Ny, | WEVD... \Voodh:wen, N.Y.| WIKS............ Gary, Ind.
KFPW. leoam Springs, Ark. .St. Louis, Mo. | WABY hiladelphia, Pa. WEW......... St. Lows, Mo. | WJR.......... Detroit, Mich.
KFPY . Spokane, Wash. KMPC “Béverly Hills, Calif, WABZ New Orleans, La, | WFAA.......... Dallas, Tex. | WJSV.....Washington, D. C.
F .Rirkwood, Mo. | KMT .. Hollywood, Calif. | WaACO. Waco, Texas | WFAN...... Philadelphia, Pa. | WIW....... Mansheld, Chio.
KFQD. .. Anchorage. Alaska X. Los Angeles, Galif. | waDC. Akro;x Ohio \VFBC......Knoxv:lle Tenn. | WJZ......... New York City
.......Holy City, Calif. | ROAL 1% Denver, Colo. | WAFB. "Detroit, " Mich, | WEBE........ Cincinnati, 0. | WKAQ . San Juml Porto Rico
....... Seattle, Wash. | KOAC......... Corvallis, Ore. “"AGI\I‘” Royal Oak Mich. WFB eer. Collegeville, Minn. WEKA - Lansing, Mich.
KFQZ....Los Angeles, Calif. | KOB.. State College, N, M. | wATU Columbus, Ohio, | WFBL....... Syracuse, N, Y. | WKAV..\." Laconia, N. H.
KFRC..San Francisco, Calif. CW.".." Chickasha, Okla. WALR " Zanesville, Ohio | WFBM.... Indianapolis, Ind. | WKBB..... ... Joliet, TIL.
KFRU........ Columbia, Mo. OH.........vve Rena. Nev. | WAPL.. Blrmmghan; Ala. | WEBR....... Baltimore, Md. | WKBC.. .. Bitmingham, Ala.
KFSD...... San Diego, Calif. .. Council Bluffs, Ia, WA SH. Grand Rapids h[lch. WFDF.......... Flint, Mich. WKBE.... .. \V_Eh%tcr_hlass
KFSG....Los Angeles, Calif. ... Portland, Ore. WBAA. “’est Lafayett'e ind. WFDW._..... Talladega, Ala. WEKBF..... Indianapolis, Ind.
KFUL........ Galveston, Tex. - Seattle, Wash. | WwBAK ...\ Harrisburg, Pa. | WFGB.......... Altoona, Pa. | WKBH...... La Crosse, Wis.
KFUM.Colorado Springs. Colo. ] .. Seattle Wash. | wBAL. Balnmore'Md WFI........ Philadelphia, Pa. | WKBI......_ ..., Chicago, IIL
KFUO......... St. Louis. Mo. NO.. . 'San Antonlo, Tex. WBAP.. .. Fort Worth, Tex. | WFIW.... I-[opkmsvﬂle K5 WKBN...... Youngstown. 0.
KFUP. . Denver, Colo. --.....Marshfield, Ore. | WwBAX... Wilkes. Barré Pa WFJC............ kron, WEKBO..... Jersey City, N g
KFVD.... .Cuiver City. Calif. .. Eugene, Ore. | WBBC.. .. -Brooklyn N. Y. | WE D.....Phlladelphla Pa. WEKBP..Battle Creek, Mic
KFVS.. Cape Girardeau, Mo. . Phoenix, Ariz. 1 Richmond, Va, | WELA...... Clearwater, Fla. | WKBQ...... -New York City
KFWB......Hollywood, Calif. . Seattle. Wash. ... Chicago, TII. | WEVD............ Rome, Ga. | WKBS........ Galeshurg, Il
KFWC........ Ontario, Calif. Prescott, Ariz. | WRBR... .Braoklyn N. Y WGAL........ Lancaster, Pa. | WKBV.... Conners-vnl[e, "Ind.
KFWF......... St. Louis, Mo. | KPO..... San Franc1sco. Calif. | WBBS | .Boston, Mass. | WGBB...... Freeport, N. Y. | WKBW... . Buffalo, N.
KFWI. San Francisco, Calif. | KPOF.......... Denver, Colo. | wWRBW..." """ Norfolk. Va. | WGBC.. Memphis, Tenn. | WKBZ..... Ludington, Mich,
KFWM....... Qakland, Calif. | KPPC....... Pasadena, Calif. | wBRY."" Charleston, S. C. | WGBF. . Evansville, Ind. WKEN Buftalo, N. Y,
KFXD... ..Jerome, Idaho | KPQ...... Wenatchee, Wash. WBBZ""I.’onca C:ty' Okla. | WGBI.. ... Scranton. Pa. . Lancaster, Pa.
KFXF... Denver, Colo. | KPRC......... Houston, Tex. | wBCAM. .. Bay City, Mich. | WGBS........New York City | WEKRC Cincinnati, O.
KFXJ...... ‘Ed| gewater, Colo. | KPSN....... Pasadena, Calif. | wBIS. '/ /. Boston, Mass. WGCM. Gulfport, Miss. \VKY .Oklahoma City, Okla.
KFXM.San Bernar(lmo Calif. | KPWF.. Westminster, Calif. WBMS. . Hackensack, N. J. | WGCP.. .Newark, N. l] WLAC. ..... Nashwl]c. Tenn,
KFXR..Oklahoma City, Okla, | KOV.......... Pittsburgh, Pa. | \WwBNY ... New York C1ty WGES.. - C}ucago 1f1 WLAP........ Louisville, Ky.
..... Flagstaff, Ariz. | KOW.........8an Jose, Calif. WBOQ. ... . .New York Cit WGH... wport News, Va. | WLB..... Minneapolis, Minn.
F Abilene, Tex. | KRE... .. Berkeley, Calif. WBOW .. ‘Terre Haute, Ind. veven-. Detroit. Mich. | WLBC.. .Muncie, Ind,
KFYR. Bismarck. N. D. Santa Ana, Calif. | WBRC.. . Birmingham. Ala. | WGL..... U Ft Wayne, Ind. | WLBF.. ‘Kansas City, Kan.
KGA.. Spokane, Wash. - Harlingen, Tex. | WBRE . Wilkes-Barre, Pa. | WGMS...... St. Paul, Minn. V\’LBG..._... Petershurg, Va.
KGAR 0 Tuscon, Ariz. | KRLD........ Dallas, Tex. Tilton H. ... Chicageo, Ill. | WLBL...Stevens Point, Wis.
KGB -San Diego, Calif. | KRMD.. Shreveport. La. "‘“n\.\;ellesle} Mass. ... Buffalo, N. Y. | WLBW......... 0Oil Clty_ Pa.
KGBU Ketchikan, Alaska | KROW "..Oakland, Calif. _Charlotte. N. "Savannah, Ga. | WLBX.. .Long Island, N. Y.
KGBX.!.\....St. Joséph, Mo. | KRSC.. .. Seattle. \\Zash. Danviile. Va. WLBZ......... Bangor, Me.
KGBz..... York, Neb, | KSAC..... Manhattan Kans. | waa 1" ST fass. — Tthaca, N. Y.
KGCA......... Decorah, Towa | KSAT......Fort Worth, Tex. | wRZA Boston. Mass. | WH Madison, Wis. LEX..... Lexington, Mass.
KGCI San Antonio, Tex. | KSCJ.......... Sioux City, Ia. | WCAB. . ... Allentown. Pa. | WHAD..... Milwaukee, Wis. \VLEY ..... I.exmgton Mass.
..Concordia, Kan. | KSD........... St. Louis, Mo. | wgac, 0l Storrs, Conn, | WHAM... .Rochcster, N. Y. | WLIT,.... Philadelphia, Pa.
.Watertown, S. D. KSEI........ Pocatello, Idaho | w@EAD 7 Cantor, N. v. | WHAP...... . New York City | WLOE........ Boston, Mass.
.Mandan, N. KSL....Salt Lake City, Utah | ywEAE D7 Pittsburgh, Pa. | WHAS Louisville, Ky. | WLS........... Chicago, IIl.
‘\\olf Point \Iont KSMR....Santa Maria, Calif. | yw@EaAqg Columbus, Ohie | WHAT..... Phuladelphla Pa. | WLSI...... Providence, R. T.
..Dell Rapids, S. D. | KSO...... ve.... Clarinda, Ia. Lineoln. Neb WHAZ.......... E N. v.! WLTH...... Brocklyn. N. Y.
KGDE.. Fergus alls Minn. | KSOO. Sioux Falls, S. D. | wEA Northfield, Minn. | WHB. ... Kansas ity, Mo. A.......Lynchhurg, Va.
KGDM....... Stockton, Calif. | KSTP.. ---St. Paul, Minn. | wEAM, Camden, N. J. | WHBC.......... Canton, Ohio Cincinnati, O,
R.....San_Antonio, Tex. | KTAB........ Oakland, Calif. | wca0, . ') Baltimore, AMd. | WHBD..... . Mount Orab, O. | \WLWL. -New York C‘;r
........ Oldham, 5. D. | KTAP.... San Antonio, Tex. \VCAP CAsbur Park, N. 7. | WHBF.....Rock Island, III. \Y’\IAC......S yracuse, N.
KGEF....Los Angeles Calif. KTAR......... Phoenix, Ariz. Rapl}({i City, § ) WHBL.... Sheboygan, Wis. WMAF.S. Dartmouth Mass,
KGEK . .........Yuma, Colo. | KTBI.....Los Angeles, Calif. \VCAU """ Philadelphia, Pa. | WHBO...... Memphis, Tenn. | WMAK....... Buyffalo, N. Y.
... Long Beach, Calif. | KTBR........ Portland, Ore. | w(CaAX. . . Burlington, Vt. | WHBU....... Anderson, Ind. | WMAL... Washington. D, C.
KGEW....Ft. Morgan, Colo. | KTBS........ Shreveport, La. A Carthage, TiI. | WHBW... Philadelphia, Pa. | WMAN...... Columhus, Ohio
KGEZ....... Kalispell. Mont. ..Hot Springs, Ark. Altentown, Pa. | WHBY.. .West DePere, Wis. | WMAQ......... Chicago, IIL
KGFF........ ... Alva, Okla. ...Richmond, Texas. teerirrieses. Ziom, NI | WHDF...... Calumet, Mich. | WMAY. . ...... St. Lows, Mo,
K(‘F(‘ .Oklahoma Clty. Okla. ......Los Angeles, Calif. . Baltimore. Md. | WHDH.....Gloucester, Mass. | WMAZ.......... Macon, Ga.
KGFI....Corpus Christi, Tex. | KTNT........ Muscatine, Ia. BS........ Springfield, TIl. | WHDI... Minneapolis. Minn. | WMBA.......Newport, R. L
KGFJ ..... Los Angeles, Calif. { KTRH......... Austin, Texas | WCCO... Minneapohs. Minn. | WHDL..Tupper Lake, N. Y. | WMBC....... Detroit. Mich.
KGFK..... ...Hallock, Minn. | KTSA...... San Antonio, Tex. | WCDA....... New York City | WHEC...... Rochester, N, Y. | WMBD.......... Peoria, Il
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S Chicago, TN, | WOQAM

Richmond, Va,
Joplin, Mo.

W I‘QW ..... Philadelphia,
Raleigh, N
.......... Miami, Fla.

Pa. [ WTIC....... Hartford, Conn.
C.| WIMI...... Milwaukee. Wis.
WTNT...... Nashville, Tenn

CIIYC. Montreal, P.Q., 411,
729.9ke, 500w 411im, 729.9kc,
CJCA - CNR E. Ediuonton,

Wilkinsburg, Pa. | WQA ... Scranton, Pa. | WTOC........ Savannah, Ga. Alta,, 517.2m. 580.4kc, 500w. 540ke. 500w,
v...Lakeland, Fla. | WQAQ ..Palisade, N. 1. | WWAE. Hammond, Ind. CJCB Sy ney, N. 8., 3409m, | CKY . CNRW,
Mem his, Tenn \VC%B Vlcksburg, l\llss WWJ...... Detroit, Micl. Man., 384.6m, 78Gke, 5000w.
. urn, N, WORZ \Weirton, \V, WAWL......New Orleans, La. CJCJ CHCA Calgary, Alta., | CNRA, Monecton, XN. B.
Brooklyn. N. Y WRAF ..La Porte, Ind WIVYNC..... Asheville, N. C. 434.8m, 690ke, 500w 476.2m, 629.9ke. 500w.
. Tampa, Fla. VRAK.....Williamsport, Pa. | WAVRL.....\Woodside, N. Y. | CJGC-CNRL, "London, Ont., | CNRD. Red Deer, Alta,,
Memphis, Tenn. | WRAW. ... Reading. Pa. | WWV ! Wheeling. W. Va. 329.7m, 910kc, 500w. 357.7m, 840ke, —w.
New York City | WRAX Philadelphia, Pa. CIGX, Yorkton, Sask., 476.2m. | CNRO, Ottawa, Ont.,
.Boston:, Mass. | WRBC...... Valparaiso, Ind. 629.9ke, 500w. 599.6ke, 500w,
air;_nont' \V\[ ’l; \"{g%}””.I:I””'“i)T“tonli\{Ga. C d C?Z;S? '5931‘5”1:3!2(;3“. Sask.., | CNRV, Vancnuvser
.Lapeer, Mich ..Hattieshurg, iss. n, c W 291.3m, 1030ke, 500w.
famnica, SV | WKL Columbis, Ga. anada CIOC LethBridge, Ala. e T
New Yo ity ' reenville, Miss. . 9, c, 50w.
) B\\aterlioo. Ia. \\‘RgU Vilmington, g cé CI;{}'(QNCI\&;*OECC;WW- Alta., Cng)R. Sea lslaslbd. B. C.
oston, Mass. | WIR ..Gastonia, N. C. 3 1.3m, 1030ke, SOw.
Norman. Okla. | WRC, Vashington, D. C. CF“(" St John, X.B.,337.1m, | CTRM. "Moose Jaw, Sask., Cuba

Philadelphia, Pa.
Yankton, S, D). | WREN
mghamton. N. Y. WRHM.

Memphis, Tcnn

Memphis, Tenn.
Lawrence, Kans.
|m|eapohs, Minn.

City
Dallas, Tex. | CECH.

B89.9
CFCA - CI\'O\\' -CNRT, To-
ronto. Ont.. 357.Im, 840ke.

\\’l\ BIi..New Bedford. Mass. | \WR]JN . Racine, Wis. 500w.
“Knoxville, Tenn. | WRK Hamilton, Ohio CECF. Moptreal, P. Q. | ™ pij1lgy
.Washington, Pa. | WRNY New_ York 1.3m. 1030ke, 1650w.

500m, 599.6ke, 500w.
C_TRW F!emmg. Sask., 500m.

500w
CJRX \\ mmpeg.Man 25.6m,

CKAC-CNRM, \Iontreal P.

Iroquois Falls, Ont., Q.. 4lim, 729.9ke. 5000w,

CMBA,
50

c, 2

- Larbondale. Pa. | WRUT Gainesville, Fla, | 300m. 5%9.6ke. 250w. CKCD-CHLS, Vancouver, B.
S{!rmgﬁcld WRYA . Richmond, Va. Cljg‘\s -CNRC. Cal arv Alta., C., 411m, 729.9kc, 50w. S0w
...Saranac. N. AWSAT Cincinnati, Ohio | ~pe@ '"C- 690ke, S00w. e CKC1, Quebec, P. 0., 3409m, | CMBS, Havana,
.Newark., N. T ‘S Grove City, Pa, o hsgt"a"'-OHt---“- m, 880k, S0w. 680.2ke, SOw.
Knoxville, Ténn. AXL. Allentown. Pa. | ~pep Sricre B.C., 476.2 Toronto., Ont, 5172m, | CMBW, Marianao,
reensboro, N. C. [ wSak. ..., Fall River, Mass, 629 5kc ICSO((,]na’ =m, 580.4kc. 500w. 1027ke. S0w.
..New York City | \WSAZ. . Huntington, W, Va. CFEY Charl p. £ | CKCO. O!ta\\a. Ont., 337.Im, | CMBY. Havana,
an Antonio, Tex. | \WSRB,..,....... Atlanta, Ga. 1 317_.”:13"9%;(?0““ 889.9kc, 100w. 611.9ke, 200w.
WSBC . Chicago, Tll. | CFj Kamloops., B. C CI\CR \\’aterloo. Ont., 297m, CI\IBZ. Havana, 292m, 1027ke,
cepsec Trent J. | WSBT. .. South Bend, Ind. | “ 337 6m. 1120ke. Joue, " 10ke. 30w,
.Union City. Tenn, | WSDA.... Brooklyn, N. Y. CFLC 1 [ LERb Cl\C\’ CNRQ. Quebec, P. Q., CMC "Havana, 35%m, $40ke,
..Charleston, W, Va, WSEA _Portsmouth, \a. 10i0ke 55:‘?"" Ont.. 297m, 340.9m, 880kc, 50w. 500w
-« Davenport, Ia. | WSFA ' Moutgomery, Alal | CFXB. Frederick ¢, B. | CKFC. Vancouyer, B. C., | CMCA, Ilavana,264m, 1136ke,
~-Paterson. N. I 4 WSGH . Brooklyn, N, V. | “hig Fragrekion N Bl “iiim 729.5ke, Sow! 100w,
O B mes. B | wsiS.......... Sarasota, Fla. | crQC . CNRS. Saskatoon CKIC, Wolfville. N. S. | CMCH. Iavana, 315m, 952ke.
g deacon BLOX- 1 WSINU Springfield, Tenn. Sask.. 3%9.7m. 0l0ke. 500w 322.6m. 930ke. 50w, 150w
l‘.\il “"tg on. Wik, WSAL...... \ash\ ille. Tenu. CFR-B-"CIﬁC' }&ing \'n‘rk Co.. | CKGW. Bowmanville, Ont., CMCE. MMavana,
Woon. G ]‘*E‘ °‘:‘°°-“ Bl WsMB...L0 New Orleans, l.a. Ont.. 312.5m. 960ke, 4000w, 434.8m, 690kc, 5000w, 1098.7ke, 100w.
ranc ii}prllsstz)l. ‘\C WSMD....... Salisbrry, Md, CFR(" I\mgst‘on Ont.. 267.9u CKLC - CHCT., Red Deer, | CMCF, Wavana,
g Dristol Vas L gyt Dayron, Ohio | 1i365c. 00w wS009my | A la, 357.1m, 840ke, 1000w | 643.7ke, 250w.
“Newark, Vi ¥ WSPA . Spartanburg, 8. C. | ClICK. (‘harlmtelowu P. E CKMC, Cobalt, Ont., 247.9m, | CMGA, Colon, 360m, 832.8ke.
: \Worcester, Mass, | WoPD.......... Toledo. ﬂhio 1., 3125m. 960ke, 30w. 1210ke, 15w. 300w
_______ Chlc:;g;), T | WSSH.. .. Boston. Mass. | ClIGS, Summerside, P. E. T CKMO. Vancouver, B. C, CMIIA, Ctenfuegos. 260m,
WSCl....... Iowa City, Iowa 267.9m. 11