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L.ouIs DEAN 
. . . a grand guy . 

11IAT," queried the 
gentleman fro m 
RADIO GUIDE, "d0 
you know about 
Louis Dean? I have 

in mind writing a piece about 
him." 

"What," I queried right back, 
rhetorically, "don't I know about 
Louis Dean? That worthy hog - 
caller is my room-mate-and what 
I know you might not print." 

He weighed the facts and de- 
cided to overlook the last remark. 
"Why not dish out the dirt on 
Dean yourself?" he suggested. "1 
resign and you shall write the 
story, but bear in mind that RADIO 
GUIDE is a paper that goes into the home." 

And thus it transpired that 1 am setting out to give you the lowdown on Louis. I'll try not to put him on the spot by violating confidences (aside to the subject: what 
a chance to get even for that little episode of last week, my good man!). I'll also attempt to exercise due restraint and curb a deep -knowing desire to set forth some delight- ful little items which shouldn't be glorified in newsprint. 
So, here goes. 

It was in February, 1931, that I first met that blithe 
spirit and grand fellow. He had but recently embarked 
on his present career as Columbia announcer, and I was just embarking on mine as chronicler of the whims, foibles, 
fancies, and past crimes of the folk of radioland. His 
home -town paper was in the mood for a local -boy -makes - 
good story about him, so he was the first of the wave - 
slaves I sought out for questioning. That, as cartoonist 
Briggs would have said, was "the beginning of a beautiful 
friendship," and just two years ago we merged our bachelor 
quarters, which have been in operation ever since. 

Through the good offices of those rare comics, Colonel 
Stoopnagle and Budd, the gentleman in question has be- 
come widely known as "Louis-the Dean of Announcers." 

oEAN of announcers or no, he is certainly one of the 
best. I am in a natural position to be prejudiced, 
but 1 know I'm far from alone in the opinion that 

as a commercial announcer he's just about at the top of 
the heap. I've heard that view often affirmed and reaf- 
firmed both in the trade-by sponsors, advertising men, and 
radio performers and executives-and out of it, by count- 
less listeners. Enthusiasm is one of his most pronounced 
characteristics, and he puts everything he has into the 
continuity he reads. As a result, you'll usually find him 
announcing for some of the air's biggest advertisers. Be- 
fore he arrived on the radio scene he was a salesman, and 
he believes the salesmanship training he had is an invalu- 
able asset to his announcing. 

Lou is a stickler for his work, and the matter of pro- 
nunciation is one of his pet subjects. I know of no one 
more meticulous in that regard, and his well -thumbed copy 
of Dr. Vizetelly's little blue book is his Bible. Before a 
program he never fails to look up any word that might 
embody the slightest shade of doubt, and he often gets 
involved in heated arguments over pronunciation, both 
with his colleagues and in social gatherings, nearly always 
ending as the winner. 

As far as Louis Dean is concerned, he regards his 
present position as an announcer, which many might con- 
sider an enviable goal in itself, as merely a step in his 

;ÿ M career. Eventually he hopes to become a program execu- 
tive, with program building, planning, and producing as 
his major activities, although I doubt that he'll abandon 
announcing entirely for a long time to come. He enjoys 
it too much. 

He has served in such various capacities as announcer, 
program producer and director, station manager, con- 
tinuity writer, air -time sa esman, and even as minstrel - 
singer and radio columnist.. It all started while he was 

sales representative 
in upper New York 
state for a phono- 
graph company, and 
the introduction of 
broadcasting meth- 
ods into recording 
stimulated his inter- 
est in radio. He and 
a friend bought a 
small upstate station 
and ran it-right 
into the red. Even 
though it was a flop, 
it was valuable ex - 
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. He takes 
his ping-pong 
seriously . . . 

Hulick, to form the act of Stoopnagle and Budd. Some 
time later than Lou, they brought it to New York and the 
Columbia network, and he was chosen as their announcer. 
He has been with them ever since, during their rise tò 
radio stardom. 

It was towards the end of 1930 that he came to New 
York, where he was an NBC announcer for a time. Ile 
soon switched chains to CBS, and before long he gained a 
wide reputation as possessor of one of radio's most pleas- 
ing voices. Meanwhile he has also announced many elect 
trical transcriptions and served as a phantom movie voice. 

elIS CAREER before radio hardly presaged what was 
to come. He was born in Valley Head, Alabama, 
a small farm community where his grandfather was, 

and is, justice of the peace, general storekeeper, and the 
town's leading citizen. His boyhood was occupied with 
milking the family cows, clerking at the store, and getting 
switched at the little red schoolhouse. Then high school 
in Birmingham, two years at Washington and Lee Univer- 
sity in Virginia, and another year or so studying music. 

And now for a more personal view of the gentleman. 
Although he is the only CBS announcer who was born on a 
farm, he is paradoxically the most urbane member of that 

staff, and man -about - 
town is a fitting charac- 
terization for him. He 

HEY, You! 
What are you doing with that camera? Can't a guy rest for a minute in the 

control room between announcements? 

Louis DEAN 
announcers 

perience for an 
ambitious young- 
ster. He was called 
to WGY, Schenect- 
ady, which was 
then making radio 
history as a pioneer 
station, and there 
he gained a com- 
plete and versatile 
background. Inci- 
dentally, while at 
Schenectady, he 
broke in one of his 
roommates, a young man named Jimmy Wallington, as, a 
WGY announcer. Lou and Jimmy now occupy similar posi- 
tions across the fence as young and prominent announcers of 
the two rival networks. There have been several instances 
lately when they have represented their rival camps in 
broadcasting the same affair. 

From Schenectady he shuffled off to Buffalo, as pro- 
gram director and announcer for the Buffalo Broadcasting 
Company. There it was that he fell in with Chase Taylor, 
brokerage house vice-president with a sense of humor, who 
liked to fool around as a radio continuity writer in his 
spare time. They originated a program which was the 
embryo of the present Stoopnagle and Budd act, and when 
the crash came, Taylor gave up stocks and bonds entirely 
for radio, joining a young BBC announcer, Wilbur Budd 

G4 Really Intimate 
Betrayal by Room- 
CMate of CBS's Ace 

By Douglas Connah 

likes to . be well sur- 
rounded by friends, to 
"do the town" in grand 
style, to sing, dance, and 
make merry in general. 
Hearty, exuberant, and 
affable, he makes a 
cheery host. Ile knows 
his New York well, and 
one of his favorite pur- 
suits is showing the town 
to out-of-town friends. 
He's an excellent dancer, 
and, as an epicure, he 
knows just which kitch- 
ens house the most 
palate -provoking chefs. 
Whoever the young lady 
he happens to squire, she 
can be sure her escort 
shines as sartorially su- 
perb. He's as fastidious 
about his appearance as 
the season's most popular 
debbie, and I'll wager he 
takes as long to dress. In 
case you care, he leans to 
double-breasted suits in 
the daytime, either blue 
or grey, and he wears 
them well. 

Lou qualifies as one 
of radio's most eligible 
bachelors. He finds the 
fair sex most alluring, 
and the fair sex, in turn 
finds him most attractive -I can vouch for that. 
A family man in spirit, 
he might long since have 
succumbed to Cupid's 
darts, but for his definite 
theory of marital success 
which deplores 'radio 
widows." He believes the 
long and irregular hours 
of a radio announcer are 
no help for a young man 

embarking on the seas of matrimony. To in- 
dulge in a flight of fancy, based on impressions 
and observations, as well as remembered 
snatches of past conversations, I'd say that his 
ideal girl would be a brunette-slight, attrac- 
tive, and vivacious. She might well be of the 
stage-ingenue type-but decidedly not flashy, 
and she'd be a good dancer, and modish in 
dress. She would be sophisticated, yet a good 
sport, and have plenty of common sense. The 
nagging type would never do, and I know he'd 
demand a sense of humor and a good disposi- 
tion in his ideal. 

As a faithful Boswell (not to be confused 
with a sister team), it would hardly be fair to pat 
him on the back all the time. So I might add that, 
although he's punctual on the job, he revels in un - 
punctuality off it. If he has an appointment for 9:30 
you'll surely see him by 11:00. That, although he is 
a raconteur par excellence and always has a good story 
on tap, he is prone to drag it out with his own in- 
volved embellishments. That he laughs at his own jokes, 
and his laugh is the heartiest of ear-splitting affairs indeed. 
And that, if encouraged, he may "put on the dog," as 
we so quaintly phrased it in the dear old college days, 
and try to impress you as a big shot. That he is generous 
to a fault and will spend his last nickel to see a friend 
enjoy himself. And those, my dear friends, are the worst 
things 1 can find to say about the best of friends. 



...Lanny finds time to read.. . 

ROSS' voice is always inter- 
fering with something. 

Personally, I would not care par- 
ticularly what my voice interfered with 
as long as it brought me the renown and 

financial return that his brings him. For that matter, 
Mr. Ross does not particularly care what his voice 
interferes with, either. 

live years ago, in 1928, he made the Olympic track 
team. But he didn't go to the Olympic games because 
he was engaged at that time in a European tour with 
the Yale Glee Club. Three years later, Lanny was of- 
fered a position with a law firm upon his graduation 
from the Columbia Law School. But on the same day, 
he also was offered a commercial broadcast. Inasmuch as 
the return from the commercial broadcast was precisely 
eight times greater than that offered by the law firm, you 
need no paper and pencil to figure why Lanny once more 
permitted his voice to interfere. 

And once in a while, when the going gets a little tough, 
he has a tinge of regret. 

"A lawyer can say, 'I will have this indictment quashed 
because in the case of The People vs. Zilch, 20 N. Y. 304, 
a similar indictment was quashed' but you can't go out 
there and say to an audience, 'Come on, now. Like this 
song because it panicked 'em last week in Hackensack,'" 
he 'aunts out. 

\\hat he means, in the tort game, there is some logic, 
but when you are a radio entertainer, you are wholly at 
the mercy of the whims of about 8,000,000 persons. 

! he chances are that Lanny Ross would have become 
quite a big shot as a member of the bar. Apparently, he 
has the knack of achieving success at the things he under- 
takes. While I never saw him run, I know he was a suc- 
cess at that, because twice he gave young Mr. Ray Barbuti 
an excellent rear view of Lanny Ross, and I have seen 
young Mr. Barbuti run. Certainly Lanny Rost has made a 

success ul singing. 
"In 1928, corporation reports offered plenty of work 

for a young and ambitious lawyer," he said. "And today, 
if I'd gone into a law office, look at all the insolvency cases 
there would be to handle." 

But the regrets, faint in any case, over his lost legal 
career lade utterly when he is reminded concretely every 
Thursday night, at 8 o'clock, that there is nothing insolvent 
about the concern which sponsors the Showboat 
program. 

The first singing of any import that Lanny ever 
did was when, as a boy, he sang for two years with the 
choir of the Cathedral of St. John the Divine. Then, when 
he entered l'ale, he went out for the Glee Club, and made 
it without very much effort 

NCIDENTALLY, if I ever write a book entitled 
"100(1 Interesting Facts" it will mention that Rudy 

C.) Vallee, who was one class ahead of Lanny Ross at 
Yale, tried out for the Glee Club but didn't make it. And 
is that Glee Club's face red! 

In 1928, the year that Lanny Ross was busy making 
the Olympic track team, preparing for examinations that 
would entitle him to a Yale sheepskin, and singing with 
the Glee Club, some Yale alumni who were connected 
with the Jeddo-l-lighland Coal Company decided that a 

few stars of the Yale Glee Club could be used to advantage 
on the radio by way of advertising Jeddo-Flighland coal. 
Lanny Ross was among the eight they selected, and there 
was his first commercial broadcast. 

I also to play the old harmonica.. . 
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SucCessHasn't 
Spoiled 

Lanny Ross Realizes It Is 
,Tute as Hard to Hold cühat 
'Public as It Was to Win It 

By Lewis Y. Hagy 
But there is nothing like a commercial broadcast to 

interfere with preparing for college examinations, so that 
first commercial lasted only about a month. 

That summer, Lanny and the sixty members of the 
Yale Glee Club toured Europe, and when lie returned in 
the fall, Lanny found himself at something of a loose end. 

"When you've been going to college for four years," 
he -explained, "you feel sort of lost when you graduate. So 
I entered the Columbia Law School." 

I lowever, you have to have something to use for money 
at Columbia Law School, so Lanny cashed in on his voice. 
Ile did a number of small commercial broadcasts while 
studying how to spring gun molls and incorporate corpora- 
tions and one thing and another . 

On the day he graduated, he received the two offers- 

. . .It's_ practice that makes perfect, take it 
from Lanny,. . 

...Not a country estate but the ter- 
race of Lanny's penthouse. . . 

HA1 Y 1 one to have his name painted on a law office door, 
and the other which led ultimately to his name 
being limned in incandescent bulbs at 50th Street 

and Broadway. 
Incidentally, it is interesting to note that Lanny's 

first broadcast-that was the one for the coal company- 
was over WJZ, which had just moved into 711 Fifth 
Avenue. 

"There were cement bags lying all around the 
place," he reminisced. "It wasn't entirely finished, and 
the plaster hadn't been put on the lathes yet." 

(Editor's note: It is now finished, however). 
At the time that Lanny Ross took up radio work in a 

serious way, Rudy Vallee was just approaching the height 
of his fame, and young men all over the world were hav- 
ing dreams of becoming crooners. So nothing could have 
been more natural than that Lanny Ross should croon. 
But they stopped him. 

And because he has a beautiful voice, it was a very 
simple matter for Lanny Ross to get up there and sing, 
and win his fame because he has a very beautiful voice. 

Although the volume of Lanny's fan mail, and the 
fact that feminine handwriting predominates in each 
bundle indicates that he goes over particularly well with 
the fair sex, Lanny is a bachelor, and as far as I was able 
to find out, has every prospect of continuing to be one. 
And if you don't believe I am something of a finder -outer, 
I may as well tell you that I found out what his correct 
first name is. 

UT I am not going to tell you. Why should I spill 
everything all in one story? Maybe some day I will 
have occasion to write another piece about Lanny, 

Ross, and that will come in handy then. 
But here is an interesting tid-bit, if you like tid-bits. 

His middle name is Patrick, and you would think that 
was Irish, wouldn't you? Well, it isn't. It's Scotch. Or 
perhaps I should say Scottish, because I would not care 
to imply that there is anything Scotch about Lanny. t 

mean anything Scotch in the way you use the term. 
For two years Lanny has held a fellowship at the 

Julliard School, and he has never made the mistake that 
persons who achieve fame frequently fall into. Ile has 
never stopped studying. Indeed, I gathered he has some - 
thing of a passion for study-a driving desire to perfect 
things. He hopes someday to become a concert singer -- 
a great concert singer, I mean. And l imagine the chances 
are that if he wants to, he will. 

There is a general impression that in radio work, or 
on the stage, or in the movies, once you have "arrived" 
life there upon becomes all beer and skittles, and you then 
have nothing further to do but collect the attendant heavy, 
money, and beam upon your thousands of admirers. 

I thought of that while I talked to Lanny Ross. We 
were discussing an erstwhile radio star who, a year and a 
half ago, was much more talked of than Lanny Ross will 
probably ever be. 

"What has become of him?" I asked, and as I did I 
reflected that the popularity and the success Lanny Ross 
has achieved is the kind that will preclude anyone's ask- 
ing 'What has become of him?' a year and a half from 
now. Or ten years from now, for that matter. 

Because he has achieved what he has achieved by hard 
work, and he knows he has to work hard to stay there. 

"It's a lot like a perpetual track meet," he explained. 
"A competitor at your shoulder all the time. You can't 
ever coast or take things easy." 
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THE AUTHOR 
A restful moment on her estate at Haverford, Pa. 

Mike FRIGHT 
(,=a Other Thin 

H Y it's 
perfectly 
simple. 
You just 
walk i n 

quietly, sit down at 
the microphone, read 
your speech, walk out 
quietly-and it's all 
over," said my friend. 

She, being an old 
hand at the game, 
had come with me 
for my first time on 
the air, to comfort me and give me some pointers. We were 
sitting in the ante -room of the broadcasting studio and 1 

was waiting in anguish for my turn. I had wedged myself 
down into the corner of a big soft chair so that other 
people in the room should not be too conscious of my 
palsied appearance. 1 was considerably disturbed by the 
impression that the elevator system of the Chrysler Build- 
ing had transferred itself to my interior. It was, I told 
myself, a bad dream. Men in shirt sleeves and women 
with music cases rushed back and forth. Everyone was 
in a hurry. 

As I walked into the room where the microphone was, 
1 felt that the bad dream had turned into a nightmare. 
¿The little man, with the sheaf of papers, pushed me into 
a chair and, with strange contortions of his face, indicated 
that the moment was approaching and silence was in order. 
My speech was clipped together and folded down the 
center so that when I spread it out on the table it crackled 
mightily, thereby disturbing the little man. 

The minute hand of the clock crept around to the 
hour and suddenly he pressed a mysterious button, leaned 
toward me across the table, and, in a voice of great sweet- 
ness, announced my name, and subject. The title of my 
speech 1 recognized but not my name, which he mispro- 
nounced with imagination. I had an uncontrollable desire 
to laugh or cough. I cleared my throat instead and 
thought of my restraint with pride. I MUST begin. 

I remember a furtive question running through my 
mind just as I started to read. I wondered why the an- 
nouncer had spoken with such caressing gentleness. And 
then I concentrated on the page before me. That, it ap- 
pears, was a mistake. It would have been of real value to 
me, if 1 had followed his example. Instead, I turned my 
face to the microphone and in a full round voice, declaimed 
the words that I had written. The announcer who had 
left the room, came running back at the end of the second 
sentence, and picking up the mike, moved it six inches 
further away from me. I was really flattered. So my 
voice carried as well as that! 

! settled down to my speech. Those clips of which I 

had been so proud were very inconvenient. They kept 
catching the pages and confusing me. I got more and more 
nervous. I had not had time to re -read the end of the 
speech because 1 had written it hastily. t tried putting my 
elbow on the table and resting my cheek on my hand. 

Little CAnnoyances 
(Ghat Make Talking 
Over Radio a Trial 

By Sophia Yarnall 

There, that was more 
comfortable. That was 
the way I sat at home 
and read. The announcer 
carne bounding in again. 
What a restless little 
man he was! Picking up 
the microphone again, he 
practically pushed it 
down my throat. I was 
so frightened by his look 
ar,d the morbid thought 
that in his eye was mur- 
der and in his hand a 
weapon which would 
make short work of me, 
that I lost my place. 

By an enormous ef- 
fort of concentration 1 

found the wretched sen- 
tence again and finished 
with a flourish. I sat 
back happily-and then 
I happened to glance at 
the clock. Was it pos- 
sible I had only talked 
eight minutes? And I 

had been supposed to fill 
in fifteen! .1 he announc- 
er was frantically mo- 
tioning through a glass 
partition to an orchestra 
in another studio to 
play. I was reassured as 
I saw them start in but 
the announcer was still 
feverish. Pressing a little 
button which shut off our 
microphone and wiping 
his brow, he ushered me 
out to my friend. 

To begin with, my 
furtive clearing of my 
throat had sounded like 
the brakes of a locomo- 

tive. 7 hen, my voice, trained at school and 
college and later by experience in speaking 
from a platform, had boomed forth with deaf- 
ening reverberation and great artificiality. My 
lack of preparation, as I neared the middle of 
my speech and sank my head into my hand, 
had caused a sudden disappearance of my 
words so that I could not be understood. My 
failure in timing had run me short, and given 
the whole fifteen minute period an amateurish 
lack of balance. 

Less hardy souls would have slunk out of 
the studio, praying only to forget, but I was 
angry and unabashed. I WOULD learn to do 

the thing correctly. 
My next opportunity to broadcast carne unexpectedly. 

I went with the same friend to a large department store 
for whom she had been doing radio monologues. I myself 
had some writing business to transact with them. I emerged 
from the once of the editor of their publication,' flushed 
with pride because I had sold her a number of articles. 
At the same moment my friend came out of another door 
with the head of the publicity department. She fixed me 
with a commanding eye and said, "Mr. X wants a half 
hour dialogue as a special feature radio program instead 
of my usual fifteen minute monologue. I said I thought 
you could stay over in New York and do it with me." 

HE floor rose up unpleasantly before me. I gulped 
and nodded my acquiescence, however, for 1 had Y learned enough about trying anything once from 

experience with editors. My friend and I were turned 
over to a brisk and efficient buyer who took us through 
the various departments where we were to cull material 
for our "humorous sketch." 

I knew nothing about merchandising. i had left my 
glasses at home and had only my lorgnettes. These I 
perched on top of my nose while 1 made list upon list of 
enticing tools and foods. 

That night in our hotel bedroom with the thermometer 
hanging between ninety and one hundred degrees my friend 
and 1 wrote and cut and typed and rehearsed until 2 a. m. 

At seven -thirty we were up again and by eight forty- 
five we were at the studio ready to go on. That was my 
first professional radio experience and nothing could ever 
be worse. 

Since then i have done a number of special feature 
dialogues for department stores, advertising a special sale 
or some particular publicity stunt, and each time, I think, 
I have learned more of the simple tricks which make speak- 
ing over the air a success. 

In the first place, 1 had to learn to time every speech, 
not by reading it to myself, with one eye on a watch, but 
by sitting in front of a clock, where I could count the sec- 
onds, and reading it aloud. I found that a pencil mark in 
the margin, indicating the passage of each five minutes, 
helped enormously in keeping an even pace when 1 read 
it later into the microphone. 

Then l had to learn, with great reluctance, to forego 

the declamatory style so dear to me, and instead to speak 
as softly and naturally as possible. It was a long time be- 
fore 1 did not sound like Portia or Lady Macbeth, but 
by concentration on the fact that I must talk as if I were 
having an everyday conversation with my friends, I finally 
achieved something more in keeping with a moderfi radio 
deli very. 

After timing the speech and practicing sufficiently so 
as not to make an oration, I would urge anyone who is 
going on the air to get to the studio at least twenty minutes 
before he is scheduled. The average announcer is a busy 
man who may or may not have learned your name, your 
mission, and the amount of time allotted to you, cor- 
rectly. I have had to write my name and an announce- 
ment, in frenzied haste, just as the period before me was 
signing off. You should always ask to see what has been 
written and make him SAY your name so that you know 
he can pronounce it right. I have heard Yarnall turned 
into Arnold or YarNELL right before my very ears, until 
I learned to make sure that the announcer knew it was 
pronounced YARNALL. 

In the second place, it is not always expected that 
you will prefer sitting down at the microphone and you 
want to have plenty of time to explain to the announcer 
that, with a sheaf of papers, you are more comfortable 
sitting than standing. No matter what he says do not let 
him persuade you to the contrary, for nothing is as com- 
forting as that table on which to put your manuscript. 

The amateur may wonder what the virtue is of sitting 
at a table to broadcast. I can only say that it spells more 
comfort and security than any other one thing. Instead of 
having to hold a manuscript in a hand, shaking so that 
you are constantly aware of your nervousness, you can 
lay all your papers flat before you. 

I was fascinated to watch the technique of a famous 
crooner one day when I was given the opportunity to sit 
in on one of his programs. The orchestra was blaring away 
but he, standing before his microphone, was whispering 
into it so softly that I could not hear him although I was 
sitting only six feet away. An announcer came in to ask 
if I would not like to come into the outer room to hear 
how it sounded. I crept out on tip -toe and shut the door 
behind nie and there, over the loud speaker, came the 
crooner's voice firm and resonant and dominating the or- 
chestra. I was astounded but they told me that, in the 
control room, was a "mixer" which cut down the volume 
of the orchestra and increased that of his voice. That was 
easy for them to do. The real trick lay in the individual 
quality of tone which could only be gotten by that scarce- 
ly -more -than -whispering into the mike. 

¡s F that is true of crooning it is also true to a certain `yl extent of speaking. Keep your voice soft-much 
softer than you do in ordinary conversation-and 

let the man in the control room fix the volume for you. It 
will enhance the quality of your voice one hundred per- 
cent. You can learn much more from the crooner in this 
respect than from the opera star whose radio technique 
is quite different and who sings at full voice into the micro- 
phone. 

With your five minute intervals accurately jotted down 
in the margin and your eye on the clock, you can regulate 
your tempo with precision. The passionate desire of the 
amateur is to hurry over the opening sentences. Nothing 
gives away your fright more than an onrush of words in 
the beginning and then a meaningless pause while you 
catch your breath. Take it as slowly as you can and when 
you pause, let it be with a purpose; to drive home a point, 
or if you have said something funny. It establishes a 
sense of intimacy with your audience and they feel that 
you and they are having a private chuckle together. 1 

have heard many a good joke spoiled on the air because 
you didn't have time to laugh before the speaker hurried 
on to his next sentence. 

To any woman broadcasting, I would say, "Don't be 
caught at the microphone with uncomfortable accessories, 
either on your head or about your neck." A hat with a 
brim should be cast aside before you sit down because it 
interferes with your view of that all-important clock and 
also can interfere seriously with your voice carrying 
straight across the mike. You want to be as comfortable 
as possible and if a hat prevents your seeing and talking 
easily, you have only added to your nervous strain and 
minimised your chance of success. I found that it was 
also better to take off any pearls or beads in which I fan- 
cied myself. Being near-sighted, I always wear a pair of 
lorgnettes on a chain and they nearly drove me crazy, 
knocking against the table and catching on my manu- 
script the first time I went on the air. After that, I always 
took them off with any beads I had on, and with spectacles 
firmly perched on my nose, started out in workmanlike 
costume as well as mood. 

All these suggestions may seem unimportant and 
trifling but each or all of them may make the difference 
between success and failure. 
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Leon BELASCO 
ove. to FAME 

QN 

Christ- 
a s 

Day, 
1914, 
t h e 

strains of a violin 
'came from an open 
window into the gar- 
den of a pretty little 
home in the European 
section of Harbin, in 
Manchuria. Lit t l e 
Leonid Seminovitch 
Berladsky l i s t e n e d 
raptly as his beautiful young 
soft music from the violin, 

"Ah," said neighbors, "Madame Doctor Berladsky is 
playing again. How beautifully the madame doctor 
makes music!" 

Suddenly, as though art unseen hand had snatched the 
bow from hers, the music ceased. There was a sharp cry 
in the stillness. Then a woman sobbing. Little Leonid 
Seminovitch Berladsky took unobtrusive leave of the 
room, for he did not like to see his mother's tears, and 
he did not quite understand what it was all about. 

Ile only knew that a man had brought a message to 
his father. the doctor, and that when his mother heard it, 
she suddenly dropped tier violin, and sobbed bitterly, while 
his father sought to comfort lier. 

That very day, Dr. Berladsky patted little Leonid on 
the head, kissed his wife a fond good bye, and went away 
to join his Russian Siberian Cossack regiment in the 
world war. 

"Be a good boy," he told little Leonid, "and remember 
to obey your mother, and practice your music faithfully, 
so you will be able to play me a welcome when 1 come 
back." 

And little Leonid dutifully did as he was told, and 
practiced his music faithfully, and played his father a 

welcome years later, when he came home from the war 
unscathed. 

But even then, the good physician, joyous in his home- 
coming. never dreamed that one day his boy's violin would 
send out its magic music to millions of radio listeners, or 
that the little boy was to become Leon Belasco, famous 
orchestra leader atop the swanky St. Moritz Hotel in far 
off New York. 

The departure to join his regiment in the world war 
was not novel to Dr. Berladsky, for lie had been called 
away to the wars before, and perhaps had he not been, 
you might never have heard of Leon Belasco. Three years 
after Leon was born, in Odessa, Russia, Dr. Berladsky was 
called to the colors at the outbreak of the Russian - 
Japanese war, in 1905. 

On that occasion, Dr. Berladsky's wife, a noted musi- 
cian who had sacrificed her career to marry the prominent 
physician of her native city, took her children to travel 
through Europe. 

YounA Orcheg-tra Ace 
Circled Globe in His 
(Pu rs u í t (21) Stardom 

By Donald Couper 

mother's deft fingers coaxed 

11I IEN hostilities finally ceased, and she received word 
from her husband that he had come through un- 
scathed, he told her to rejoin him at I larbin. lie 

had decided at the close of the war to settle in Manchuria, 
and practice medicine there instead of returning to his 
native Odessa. 

The Oriental glamour of his boyhood in picturesque 
Manchuria instilled into the little boy a wanderlust that 
has never been stilled, and which was to lead him into the 
far corners of the globe in his pursuit of elusive fame. 

It was there in Manchuria that Leon received his first 
musical training from his gifted mother who, since her 
marriage, had become a music teacher both in Odessa and 
after the family settled in Harbin. Although Mrs. Berlad- 
sky specialized in the piano, she was an equally gifted vio- 
linist, and when it came time for little Leonid to begin his 

- musical studies, he chose the violin because he had heard 
so many of his mother's Young pupils incessantly practicing 
scales all during his childhood that he had formed a boyish 
aversion to the piano. 

l here were six other little European boys who grew 
up with Leonid in the Harbin colony, and all learned music 
front his mother. Two were killed in the war, one is in 
business in Los Angeles, one became insane, one committed 
suicide after a tragic romance, one studied medicine and is 
now practicing with Leon's father in Manchuria, and the 
other is the noted radio orchestra maestro, Leon himself. 

When he was twenty years old, the Manchurian doc- 
tor's dreamy son had not the slightest idea of the career 
upon which he would embark. He did not care to follow 
is the footsteps of his father, and make medicine his 
profession; the life of a business man, with its regular hours 
and monotonous routine was equally distasteful. As to 

music-he had stud- 
ied, to be sure, but 
the study of music 
had been as much a 

part of his education 
as the study of lan- 
guages or arithmetic. 
and he had no idea of 
making it his life work. 

Indeed, if he 
might be said to have 
been fitted for any- 
thing, it would have 
been to become an 

explorer, for already the desire to rove 
had caught him in its grip. He per- 
sisted in his desire, until he finally won 
the consent of his parents, and with 
their dubious blessing, he betook him- 
self to Tokio. 

In the busy helter-skelter of the big 
Japanese city, young Leonid, then 
twenty, satisfied at least his desire for 
variety, for in turn he was a hotel clerk, 
a dancer, and finally a musician. He 
had brought along his violin because he 
liked to play it; he had no idea then of 
using it to earn his livelihood. But he 
found that it was his most lucrative 
source of revenue. 

¡ NDEED, so much money did it `yJ bring in there in Tokio that 
Leonid soon found himself with 

a sizable bank balance. He had become 
a rabid movie fan, and spent every 
moment of his spare time in one or 
another of the Tokio cinema palaces, 
where he followed avidly the silver sheet 
adventures of Bill Hart, Charles Ray, 
Harry Carey, Anna Q. Nillsen, and 
other stars of the day. He decided he 
would like to see the places where movies were made. 

A hasty calculation showed him that after paying his 
passage to San Francisco, he would have $200 left, and to 
Leon then, $200 looked like enough money to last an in- 
definite time. So he booked passage, and landed in 
California. 

But he soon learned that America was not the land of 
plenty he had pictured. He found that jabs were scarce, 
and that $200 was not nearly so much money in San 
Francisco as it was in Tokio. Frantically he searched, all 
day long, day in and- day out, for a job, while his little 
hoard dwinded at an alarming rate. 

One day. when he had little except some small change 
left from his capital, Anna Pavlowa came tc San Fran- 
cisco. Young Leon, hungering for a chat with a fellow - 
Russian, visited the famous danseuse at her hotel. She 
gave him a letter to a Honolulu steamship line, which 
landed him a job in the orchestra of one of the line's 
Hawaii ships.. 

That was the last time in all of his checkered career 
that Leon was ever broke. 

By the time the Honolulu engagement terminated, he 
was on his feet again financially, and he had learned more 
about American people. It was much easier for him to 
land a job, and he next found himself where he had longed 
to be when he was back in Tokio-on a movie lot. He 
obtained work with the old Famous Players -Lasky com- 
pany, playing inspirational music on sets. He played for 
Leatrice Joy, Adolphe Menjou, and for the late Paul Bern 
when the latter was directing "Dressmaker of Paris." 

Leon there discovered that when you are engaged in 
work that you love, amid pleasant surroundings, and con- 
genial people, four years can slip by practically unnoticed. 
One day it dawned on him that he had been in California 
all that time. 

"So what?" he said. "So I keep on working and mak- 
ing more money, but nothing ever happens. Everything is 
the same. I am getting settled. I am in a rut. I must 
do something about that." 

Whereupon, characteristically, he did. Fíe withdrew 
from the bank $9,000 which he had salted away, threw up 
his job despite the offer of a raise from the movie company, 
and embarked upon a leisurely trip around the world. He 
stopped off in Paris to see his mother; in Harbin to pay 
his respects to Dr. Berladsky, his father. 

By the time he arrived in New York, lime on his 
hands had begun to pall, and he felt a yearning to get back 
to work. Which, perhaps, was just as well, because there 
was not very much left of the $9,000 with which he load 
started out. 

LEON BELASCO 
in turn, he was a hotel clerk, a dancer, and finally 

a musician . , 

But getting a job presented little difficulty now, and 
Leon soon found himself a member of the orchestra on the 
liner Leviathan. In the same orchestra was an obscure 
young singer, with a high pitched voice, who held a brass 
instrument which he did not play, but which made him 
look quite impressive. 

The young singer was addicted to practical jokes, and 
there were times when he got in the hair of the tempera- 
mental Russian, but even so there was a buoyant comrad- 
ship about him which won him a place in the heart of 
Leonid Seminovitch Berladsky, and the two became fast 
friends. 

Indeed, so close did they become that ore day the 
singer, a chap named Morton Downey, told the violinist 
he ought to change his name. 

"Leon Seminovitch Berladsky!" Downey exclaimed. 
"Why it sounds like a contagious disease! Why don't you 
give your friends a break and shorten it up a few syllables?" 

The Russian pondered a moment, shrugged his expres- 
sive shoulders, and agreed. 

"Ver' well, Mort," he said. "Leon Belasc, to you." 
And that is how he also became Leon Belasco to you. 

¡- A FEW months after the engagement aboard the 
Leviathan terminated, Belasco's telephone bell 
aroused him from a sound sleep at three o'clock 

one morning. 
An excited Downey was on the other end of the 

line. 
"Say, Leon, get a band together for me right away 

quick," he pleaded. "We open Saturday." 
The sleepy violinist was roused into instant wakeful- 

ness. Then and there he went to work, lining up musicians 
by telephone, routing them out of their beds or their 
favorite early morning haunts. That was on a Thursday, 
and by Saturday, Belasco had the musicians assembled and 
rehearsed, and was ready for the radio broadcast debut 
over a CBS network Saturday night. 

The rest you know; Downey's rapid climb to fame as 
a radio star, and Belasco's to his present eminence as an 
ace orchestra leader. 

Perhaps that chance friendship aboard the Leviathan 
was a bit of good fortune for Downey as well as Belasco, 
for together they began their climb toward the peaks and 
found the climbing not an unpleasant task. Each, perhaps, 
might be credited in fame's official box score wid. an assist, 
for while doubtless each by virtue of the fact that he had 
the stuff would probably have scaled the heights singly, 
there is no doubt but that their teamwork was a help 
to both. 
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