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DECIDE N

0 w _Do You Want To
Add 15 Years To Your Life?

THROUGH the proper care and under-
standing of your body, you can add as
much as 15 years to your life. For you can
rule your health just as surely as you can
rule your actions. Today you may be stand-
ing at the fork in the road. Will you go
ahead in a haphazard way or will you make
up your mind now to insure yourself against
sickness and disease?

If you choose the road to health you must
first of all be able to understand and act
upon the advance warnings of disease. For
the most deceiving and dangerous thing
about all serious illness is that it usually en-
trenches itself before you even realize you
are sick.

DEADLY DISEASE

Is Always Lurking Near You

Your body always warns you of approaching
illness in some way. And it is the most
trivial symptom that often points to the ap-
proach of the most serious disease. The oc-
casional headache, that tired feeling, loss of
appetite, a casual cold and other slight dis-
arrangements are the danger signs of im-
pending sickness. If you do not know what
these danger signs mean and

kidney trouble, tuberculosis, intestinal
diseases, stomach disorders, influenza, etc.

Will You Be One of the
MillionWhoWill Die

set of books is in five volumes and is printed
on special thin book paper so as not to take
up a lot of valuable space—approximately

£ 2000 pages—fully illustrated—beautifully
wwosnt  bound in full cloth, embossed in gold. Full
book size, each volume measures 84 x 534.
Never were you offered so much—at such

an extremely low price.

This Year From Pre-
ventable Disease?

You need not be one of them.
In fact you now have the op-
portunity to insure yourself and
your whole family against the
ravages of disease.

This you can do very easily
through the use of Bernarr
Macfadden’s great new Home
Health Library. By following
its simple advice and instruc-
tions you can quickly learn to
recognize symptoms and take
the necessary corrective mea-
sures before it is too late.

Covering Every Phase of
Health, Disecase and

Treatment
Vol. 1—The body and its
structure — Health from

Foods. Healthful Cookery
Controlling Your Weight.

Vol. II—Health from exer-
cise — Body building —
Strengthening the spine—
Athletics — Beauty and
personality building.

Vol. III—The Role of Sex
in Marriage — Woman's
structure and sex life—
Motherhood simplified—
Child and its care—Sex ail-
ments of women—Sexual
structure — Sex disorders
of men.

Vol. IV—Modern curative
methods—water, sunlight
and electric treatments—
Milk diet—First aid in ac-
cidents—Nursing during
itlness — Chiidren's dis-
eases.

Vol. V—Symptoms for dif-

YOU NEED SEND
NO MONEY NOW

So sure are we that after a brief
examination of these books you
will appreciate how wonderfully
they will unfold to you invalu-
able methods and secrets of per-
fect health—that we will gladly
send the five volumes for your
own personal FREE examination,
for ten full days. You need send
no money now—ijust fill in and
mail the coupon below. If
after 10 days FREE EXAMINA-
TION you decide to keep the
books you may pay at the rate of
only $2.00 a month until the low
price of only $12.50 is paid. And
remember. this price also includes
a full year's subscription for
Physical Culture Magazine. If
you decide that you can afford
to be without these books and
take a chance with disease—

ferent

kinds of disease
fully outlined.

Five BigVOlumCS treatments for cach dis-

simply return them in good con-
dition and you will not owe us one
penny. We reserve the right to
withdraw this Free Examination
privilege after May 30th.

Specific

understand what action to take [Mr. Lewis
of Millers

—then you are very likely to ol
blunder into some one of a i of

hundred fatal diseases which are |New Home Health

" Library.’
always lurking near you.

worth many times the
priceyouask forthem."’

Bargain Price
W, Pomeroy

Falls. Mass. et
received my| This is by no means an or

books ‘The dinary set of books. Indeed
the new Home Health Library
may well be the very founda
tion of health and happiness in
your home. It is all inclusive

They are

Almost a million people will
die this year from preventable

diseases such as bronchitis, pneumonia,

—answers your every question
—offers sound, dependable help
with your every health problem. This great

10 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION

IN YOUR OWN HOME
USE COUPON BELOW TODAY

Macfadden Book Company, Inc., Dept. R.M.6
1926 Broadway, New York City

Send me for 10 days' inspection the five volumes of the
HOME HEALTH LIBRARY. IfI find the set satis-
factory I will send you $2.00 in ten days and $2.00
a month until $12.50 has been paid. If I decide not
to keep the books, I will return them in ten days
postpaid. I understand this offer includes a year’s
subscription for Physical Culture Magazine.

Foreign orders—Cash in advance.

Employed by. ... ........... s wwes 38 D EE O

Business address. ... .c... . -iue o eedie 410 & A SR
Cash price $11.25—with full refund if. books are re-
turned as unsatisfactory after 10-.day FREE EX.
AMINATION. We reserve the right to withdraw
this Free Examination privilege after May 30th.
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LASSES are only eye crutches.

They simplv bolster up the

eyes—they cannot . cure or

eliminate the conditions re-
sponsible for the trouble. They are use-
ful just as crutches are useful for an in-
jured leg, but they can no more restore
your eyes to their former strength

Tholisunds Cun Throw Their )J(ilusses Away

If you already wear glasses, find
out how you can discard your glasses
—and see better without them! If
you do not wear glasses, but feel that
your sight is failing, then find out
how a few minutes each day assures
you perfect sight without the use of

Another grateful reader of this. help-
ful book writes: “I had been wearing
glasses since | was eight years of age and
could not go a day without them. 1 am
now twenty-four and with just a little
effort in practicing the Eye Exercises

_each day for a period of two months,

I have been able to stop wear-

than crutches can mend a bro-
ken limb. The real help must
come f{rom other sources. In X
the case of the eyes it is exercise.

ing glasses entirely.”

These inspiring results bring
a message of hope to every-
one who is troubled with weak

Over 20 years ago Bernarr
Macfadden, father of Physical
Culture, had .2 most trying ex-
perience with his eyes. Due to
many nights of hard literary
work under poor artificial lights
they became terribly strained.
The idea of wearing glasses was
intolerable, so always willing to
back up his theories by experimenting
upon himself, he immediately started in
upon a course of natural treatment that
he fully believed would help him.

The results were so entirely satisfac-
tory that he associated himself with one
of the few really great eye specialists
and together they entered upon a period
of research and experiment covering
many years.

A Startling Revolutionary
System of Eye Training

Upon their findings has been based a
remarkable new scientific system of eye-
training which quickly enables vou to
train these muscles of the eye so that
you can make them work properly at all
times, and without effort or strain. This
new system has been prepared by Ber-
narr Macfadden, in collaboration with
the eminent ophthalmologist who dis-
covered the real truth about eyes.

Although
this remark-
able system
has only re-
cently been in-
troduced to the
public, it has
been in use for
more than
twenty years,
and it has been
conclusively
proven of ines-
timable value

are totally blind?
10 inches directly before you. Cloae the left eye, and
the right eye on the cross. Then bring the diagram grad-
ually closcr and at about 7 inches the black spot will sud-
denly disappear, This 1s but one of the important poll'lll
of information about your eyes which you should &
particularly if you bave any oye trouble.

Make This Test of Your Eyesight

Do you know that there is a apot in your eye where you
Prove it now, Hold this diagram about

glasses. If you are a parent send at once
for this method, and learn how to save
your children from the scourge of near-
sightedness, how you can save them from
the slavery of eye-glasses, and how you
can train their eyes so they will always
have perfect, normal vision.

For What Price
Would You Sell Your Eyes?

The benefits which you can derive
from this new method of eye training
may seem too surprising to be true. Yet
you cannot doubt its efficacy when you
read the letters from the people who
have found it of immeasurable value,
when you know that it has helped over
2,000 children to regain normal vision
in a short time. Your eyesight is your
most important possession. It can
never be replaced if it is lost. And
since no amount of money could make
you sacrifice your eyes, you owe it
to yourself at least to investigate what
this new scientific method can do for
you.

Here is a man who writes: ‘‘Strength-
ening the Eyes has enabled me to com-
pletely forget the optician. [t has
practically cured a bad case of astig-
matism.”’

And here is another who says: “By
faithfully following the directions given
in your Eye Course, 1 have discarded
glasses worn for years, and have had
absolutely no trouble for the past two
years.”

now,

eyes or poor sight. There is
hardly any condition that is
beyond the reach of Bernarr
Macfadden’s revolutionizing
method of eye training. Even
the hopeless cases, as shown
in the letter reproduced here,
respond with almost unbeliev-
' able results to the treatment
outlined by the noted physical culturis t

You Can Try This Course
At Our Risk

We want every reader of this publica-
tion afflicted with eye-trouble to exam-
ine Mr. Macfadden’s wonderful course
and try the eye exercises that it pre-
scribes. In order to bring this about we
are willing to send the entire course on
approval, giving you the privilege of
returning it within five days after
receipt if not satisfactory. The price
of the course has been placed within
the means of everyone—only $3.00
plus delivery charges. It is less than
you would pay for a single pair ol
glasses, Can you afford not to take
advantage of this offer and all it may
mean to you? Not if you value strong
eyes. So mail the coupon now, before
it slips your mind, and you will never
have to wear glasses again.

Macfadden Book Company, Dept. RM-6,
1926 Broadway, New York, N, Y.

Send me a copy of “Strengthening the Eyes.” 1
will pay the postman $3.00 plus postage upon
delivery of the book.

(We prepay postage on all orders accompanied
by cash.)

(CH 5y -y e A, e STALC, 106 w@/s's 340 Fromsnsy
{Canadian and foreign orders cash in advance.)
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NEXT MONTH—AI Jolson thas
been a trouper for so many years
you'd think he'd have taken moving
around for granted by now.- But his
broadcasting has brought him a new
idea of living. He's bought a house
outside of New York. He wants
his wife, Ruby Keeler, to retire
from pictures and he's fitted up a
nursery, too. RADIO HAS MADE
A HOME-LOVING HUSBAND OUT OF THE FA-
MOUS AL JOLSON. 'Herb Cruikshank, one of your
favorite writers in these pages has found out all about
it from Al himself and next month Mr. Cruikshank
brings it all to you in one of the most revealing, human
tales of a popular personality he
has ever written.

The air programs have been snatch-
ing talent from all fields of entertain-
ment. Glamorous Rosa Ponselle is
the latest regular addition to the
radio ranks. Rose Heylbut who told
you all about Lawrence Tibbett, who
trailed the elusive Alexander Wooll-
cott to his mike corner, has turned
out another exciting story, this time
about the beautiful, brilliantly suc-
cessful and thoroughly human Miss Ponselle. You'll
{ike this one! 5
Nobody knows a man like his own wife does. You
found that out when you read lda Cantor's opinion
of her Eddie. Now Portland Hoffa who is Mrs.
Fred Allen and who shares the
studio spotlights with him has taken
pen in hand and jotted down ex-
actly her impressions of the unusually
amusing radio star she married. Mrs.
3 Allen has a sense of humor herself
. 5 and appreciates the talents that
:'."’ have brought fame to her husband
‘/, _adl but there’s another side of Fred
'_) 4 '.-‘ you've never known about until
- i you read Mrs. Allen’s convincing
story in the July RADIO MIRROR.
Is Rubinoff the serious musician or is he the kind of
person Eddie wants you to think he is? You'll find out
all about it when you read next month’s issue.

Mike Porter has gdthered all the superstitions of the
radio famous {and some of them are humdingers).
His well-written symposium of all
his searches will bring you many a
laugh—and a few gasps too. ‘“When
They Cross Their Fingers' is the title.
That's not even the half of what
July RADIO MIRROR holds in
store for you. There's one big
surprise we won't tell you about
until you read it There are the
gorgeous portraits, all the new
gossip from Manhattan to Los
Angeles, the homemaking depart-
ment and a dozen other bright features to make your
hours of RADIO MIRROR reading worth whilel We

promise you won't be disappointed.

s p
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TWENTY-EIGHT CANDLES YOU DO ATTRACT MEN,
ON MY BIRTHDAY CAKE, CHILD BECAUSE | BUT ONE LITTLE PERSONAL

AUNTIE... AN OLD MAID LOVE YOU IM GOING FAULT KEEPS THEM

SOON. SOME GIRLS DONT TO BE VERY FRANK FROM COMING BACK AUNTIE, YOU CANT
MIND BUT I'VE ALWAYS MEAN I'VE BEEN

WANTED A HOME OF MY AN CARELESS ABOUT
OWN...A HUSBAND... “B.0? ILL CHANGE TO

BABIES... ICEee N LIFEBUOY RIGHT AWAY
Ny J

WE v,

ANOTHER THING
THAT'S ALWAY
ATTRACTED
ME 1S YOUR

SCORE AGAIN

Trvo years leter all
Lfrer
FOR LIFEBUOY

Areared lrad coree lrece!
SEE, DEAR, SHE LOVES HER LIFEBUQOY BATH
ITS SUCH A BLAND, GENTLE SOAP, IT
AGREES WONDERFULLY WITH HER
DELICATE, BABY SKIN

/

SHELL TAKE AFTER
HER MOTHER WHEN
SHE GROWS UP_
ALWAYS BE SWEET
AND 'DAINTY

is! Kind to tender baby skins — to a woman'’s delicate
complexion —yet how thoroughly it cleanses! Its creamy i
lather does more than just remove sutface dire. It goes down 1M
into the pores, deep-cleanses, deodorizes. Stops "B.O." ibody -
odor)— that unforgivable faule others so quickly nouce, p
always resent, even in the prettiesc girl!

WHAT anall-"round, 100 per cent satisfactory soap Lifebuoy ‘ ‘

Rich lather always!

Litebuoy lathers abundandy in hot
or cold water, hard or soft. Its fresh,
clean, quickly-vanishing scent tells
you this purifying lather gives extra
protection. Play safe—get Lifebuoy.

LATER USE RINSO IN YOUR
WASHER, LADIES! IT
GOT MY CLOTHES 4 0R

5 SHADES WHITER

NOW YOU TAKE MY
ADVICE NEXT WASHDAY,
IF YOU WANT TO GET
SNOWY CLOTHES
FROM YOUR WASHER

MY, I'M GLAD THAT
WASHING MACHINE
DEALER TOLD ME
ABOUT RINSO.
WHAT SUDS!

< \
7w M 4

RINSO GIVES LASTING

N tubs, Ri irt— R
SUDS IN HARDEST WATER I\l tubs, Rinso soaks out dirt Institute. Recommended by the

saves scrubbing. Clothes come  makers of 40 famous washing ma-
white as snow, safely. Colors stay  chines. Wonderful suds for dishes
fresh and bright. Clothes last tewo  and for all cleaning. So easy on your
or three times longer—you'll save  bands! Economical, too—a litde
lots of money. Rinso is tested and  goesso far. Get the BlG household
approved by Good Housekeeping  package of Rinso at yout grocer's.

NO SOFTENER
IS NEEOED




@ CONNIE GATES

Connie Gates is the little songstress from the Middle West who gives a whole air show by herself, one.
of the few one-women programs on the ether. She is heard twice a week on the Columbia network.
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Are Studio

Audiences

An Asset?

THIS idea of loughing ond hoving the world laugh
with you appeors to be o motter of contention when it
comes to the sounds of merriment thot issue over the ether
woves from the studios where the rodio comics ore per-
forming for special visible audiences. Whether o broad-
cost should be presented before a studio gathering and
the oppreciation of the onlookers sent out os o sound
occomponiment to the performers' efforts, is still o problem.
And this in spite of the foct that most of the requlor big-
time rodio shows are now offered in auditoriums, theaters
or studios packed with those who want to see as well as
hear.

If the motter were to be decided by the millions of
listeners who must toke their entertainment out of the loud
speoker, then the decision would be a difficult one. For
in the lorge volume of mail which comes into the offices
of RADIO MIRROR, three out of five letters toke up the
subject of audiences being used os bockground atmosphere
on the air. And the opinions ore obout equolly divided.

There ore those who resent the loud laughter which ac-
companies quips, gags ond jokes which they feel should
be meont for their eors alone. They mointain they are
missing something—the gesticulating antics of their tavor-
ite, his costumes ond the little byploys which seem to
evoke mirth they can only qguess ot. They react adversely,
hoving the idea thot rodio programs ore for radio receivers
and not for people who.con see o free variety show on
sponsors' posses. Fronkly, they want it stopped.

Then there ore others who say that the opplause lends
o spontaneity to the proceedings which enhances the
ortists' efforts for them. Reolizing they can't be on the
scene of the big doings, they become on unseen port of it
by joining in the giggles ond lending their own silent
opp'ouse. These are the ones who insist that every pro-

gram should have a visible audience.

Certoinly it's impossible to pleose both these ’ryﬁes.
So thot the only solution is to follow the method which
seems to make the broodcost most reolistic, which puts

the performer most at his ease and which will satisfy the
greoter number of those tuner-inners in Spokone, Chicago,
Detroit, Louisville, or Waco, Texas.

If it's any consolation to the dissenters, there has never
been o progrom, in this writer's opinion, which wos not
better entertoinment ot the living-room loud speoker thon
in the studio where it was presented. | con understand the
curiosity which would send fons into o theoter to see
how o popular air octor really presented his program ot
the microphone. But | can't understand how any radio
enthusiosts to whom this medium is an important factor
in their leisure hours would continually prefer watching to
merely listening.

The idea of a visible audience is the direct result of o
definite need on the part of those stors who hove come
from the stage ond wEo missed the reaction of o theater
full of onlookers. Stonding before o mike ond hopin
their efforts were going over insteod of wotching the
reception on the foces of their followers wos too much of
a risk, in their woy of thinking. Contor, Jolson, Fred
Allen, Ed Wynn wotch their studio oudiences enjoy them
and hope the invisible listeners feel the some woy. And,
obviousﬁl their shows are peppier because the mob is
around them. After all, the most importont thing is thot
they be given every facility for doing their best work.

Amos 'n' Andy, os well as dozens of others who hove
come to prominence solely on their oir records, prefer the
solitude when putting on their own shows and just won't
hove onybody around when they're broodcosting. It's all
in the way the individuol artist reocts to noisy exuberance.

But the sponsors and the rodio executives know there
are two sides to this business. How do you feel obout it?

Tw_&&. SKewrs o
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ITH benevolence beautiful to behold Groucho

Marx submitted to an interview with Mercury.

He insisted that he was a newspaperman himself
and pointed to his broadcast as proof of his professional
standing. Hence, argued Groucho, he was only extending
proper courtesy to one of the craft. “From your experience,
what is the worst influence exerted on radio by the stage?”
This messenger of the gods then asked him. Hastily caressing
his phoney mustache and without removing the cigar from
the corner of ‘his mouth, Groucho promptly answered: “The
habit of playing before audiences. However, that evil is
being rapidly eliminated in the theatre. Have you seen a
Broadway show lately?” . . . “Then you think studio spec-

tators are a real detriment to radio”, Mercury pressed . . .

“Certainly”, snapped the authority. “But at that 1 don’t
think they are any more
of a detriment than the
programs are” . .. Not-
withstanding the Marx-
man’s flippancies, he and
his brother, Chico,
marked their return to
the air by barring visi-
tors . . . And they are
serious, too, about trying
to get other radio comics
to agree to their exclu-
sion . .. The pity is that
the movement isn’t mak-
ing much progress.

* * *

THEY DO SAY

That Jack Landt, of
the Landt Trio and
White, and Gertrude
Niesen, the melody maid,
are plotting a honey-
moon!

That there is no living
with the Boswell Sisters
since Clark Gable came

right out in print under his own signature and named them
his favorite harmony trio!
That Phil Baker, usually the most angelic of air artists,
gets plenty tough whenever anybody treads on his toes!
That Annette Hanshaw, the blond belle of the Showboat,
insists on drinking tea at cocktail parties! 1s that nice,

- Annette, when your sponsor is trying so hard to sell coffee?

“Your price is your loyalty to a cup of Maxwell House
coffee”, or so says Cap’ain Henry.

That Tony Wons, who loves to talk about the country
and the wide, open spaces, prepares his scripts amid the
roar and rumble of elevated trains just outside his window!

That Albert Spalding, America’s violin virtuoso, longs
to become a sports announcer and thinks Columbia officials
are discriminating against him because they won't let him

Rubinoff tqlks out a new problem
with a prize-winning Peke. Poor
litHe Pekingese looks like he's get-
ting it from the popular violinist

describe prize fights! Not satisfied with music!
That Jane Wilson, the NBC songbird, and
Jesse Greer, the songsmith, will middle

aisle it in June!

* * *

The night before Lanny Ross left
Hollywood to return to the Show-
boat program in New York he at-
tended a party given by the Gary
Coopers. A fellow guest was
Mae West and, as the story
goes, she and Lanny got
pretty chummy before the
evening was over. So much
so that their host pro-
fessed, laughingly, of
course, his concern.
“Fiddlesticks,” ex-
claimed the lady




of the curves,

“what do you think
I am—a cradle spatcher?”
* *

*

TELLING IT TERSELY

Ted Husing won'’t stand still long enough to have a pic-
ture snapped. He is the hardest man in all radio to photo-
graph . . . Jack Benny is writing a stage play around studio
life . . . Ask Elaine Melchior who her favorite movie
actor is and she’ll tell you “Mickey Mouse” . . . Leo Reis-
man is trying to out-Zieggy the late Flo Ziegfeld as a dis-
patcher of telegrams. “Don’t write or phone—telegraph” is
Reisman’s slogan . . . Adolfo Rosquellas—Pancho, to you—
and Charles Chaplin are great friends . . . If you examine
it closely, you'll discover that Donald Novis’ nose is slightly
askew. It is a memento of his sparring days at college . . .
Borrah Minnevitch, the harmonica virtuoso, spends his
spare time in a chemical laboratory ... There’s money in
the band business. Fred Waring’s books show he is direct-
ing a million dollar a year industry . . . Jack and Loretta
Clemens, the singing and instrumental duo, are brother
and sister and descendents of Samuel Clemens (Mark
Twain) . .. Those benefactors of mankind, Colonel Stoop-
nagle and Budd, have perfected a door that takes pictures
when it wallops you in the eye. Thus does inventive genius
come to the aid of the well known alibi . . . Leonard Joy,
late of NBC, is now general musical director of WNEW,
New York’s new station . . . Rarer than a new quip with a

Fred Waring, the Lane
Sisters, Babs Ryon and a
couple of the boys get set
for o snoppy rehearsal

Hot news and new
gossip of your favor-
ites! Mercury gathers
the facts and serves them in his
breezy, informal way! Read
Mercury and know all that
happens in the radio world

radio comic is a movie star who hasn’t made a guest
appearance on the air.
* * *

Do you remember Louis Mason who was such a factor
in the success of “Moonlight and Honeysuckle” when that
serial was projected on NBC? Well, he’s the same Louis
Mason who made such a hit playing a hill-billy part with
Katharine Hepburn' in the film, “Spitfire”. Mason also
has an important role in the new Marie Dressler-Polly
Moran picture, “Comin’ Round the Mountain”, and is now
definitely lost to the air channels.

* * *
A SECRET OF THE BOUDOIR

Girls who think simply divine Rudy Vallee’s naturally
curly locks will be distressed to learn that the Vagabond
Lover hates his hair. If they knew the time and money he
has spent on pomades, slick-backs and what-nots trying to
straighten it out, they’d demand that his sanity be looked
into by the proper authorities. To remove that permanent
wave, Rudy has tried everything but shaving his head like
a convict’s. He does obtain temporary relief by soaking his

‘hair in water and laying it back with a brush of powerful

steel bristles. Such treatment keeps it straight for all of
ten minutes, when the process has to be repeated. This is
awkward when Rudy is making stage appearances. But
he’s a persistent fellow and has solved the problem. He
makes his exit as frequently as (Continued on page 70)
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right out in print under' hvis own signature and named them
his favorite harmony triot . . .

That Phil Baker, usually the most angelic of air artists,
gets plenty tough whenever anybody treads on his toes!

That Annette Hanshaw, the blond belle of the Showboat,
insists on drinking tea at cocktail parties! Is that nice,

. Annette, when your sponsor is trying so hard to sell coffee?
“Your price is your loyalty to a cup of Maxwell House
coffee”, or so says Cap'ain’Henry.

That Tony Wons, who loves to talk about the country
and the wide, open spaces, prepares his scripts. amid the
roar and rumble of elevated trains jus!_outs!dg his window!

That Albert Spalding, America’s violin virtuoso, longs
to become a sports announcer and thinks Columbia officials
are discriminating against him because they wop't let him

ITH benevolence beautiful to behgld Groucho
WMarx submitted to an interview with M‘T‘“"«T';

He insisted that he was a newspaperman himse 4
and pointed to his broadcast as proof of his profes:g?:
standing. Hence, argued Groucho, ,llne was only exteri| : g
proper courtesy to one of the craft. “From your expetr € o?e.
what is the waorst influence exerted on radio by the s ags?r.‘
This messenger of the gods then asked him. Hastily care; 3
his phoney mustache and without removing the :1ga\: ;9':n
the comer of his mouth, Groucho promptly answ:red. % i:
habit of playing before audiences. However, that evil -
being rapidly eliminated in the theatre. Have yo:;' seen 2
Broadway show lately?” . . . "Th'en“you think stu mdspec
tators are a real detriment to radio’ .“Mercury presse do'
“Certainly”, snapped the authority. “But at that | don't

think they are any more
of a detriment than the
programs are” ... Not-
withstanding the Marx-
man's flippancies, he and
his brather, Chico,
marked their return to
the air by barring visi-
tors . . . And they are
serious, too, about trying
to get other radio comics
to agree to their exclu-
sion... The pity is that
the movement isn’t mak-
ing much progress.

* * *

THEY DO SAY

That Jack Landt, of
the Landt Trio and
White, and Gertrude
Niesen, the melody maid,
are plotting a honey-
moon!

That there is no living
with the Boswell Sisters
since Clark Gable came

<

Rubinoff tqlks out o new problem
with o prize-winning Peke. Poor
litfle Pekingese looks like he's get-
ting it from the populor violinist

describe prize fights! Not satisfied with music!
That Jane Wilson, the NBC songbird, and
Jesse Greer, the songsmith, will middle
aisle it in June! .

*

*

The night before Lanny Ross left
Hollywood to return to the Show-
boat program in New York he at-
tended a party given by the Gary
Coopers. A fellow guest was
Mae West and, as the story
goes, she and Lanny got
pretty chummy before the

evening was over. So much
so that their host pro-
fessed, laughingly, of
course, his concerm:
“Fiddlesticks,”  ex-
claimed the lady

of the curves, “what do you think
1 am—a cradle snatcher?”
. & x

TELLING IT TERSELY

Ted Husing won’t stand still long enough to have a pic-
ture snapped. He is the hardest man in all radio to photo-
graph ., . Jack Benny is writing a stage play around studio
life . .. Ask Elaine Melchior who her favorite movie
actor is and she'll tell you “Mickey Mouse” . . . Leo Reis-
man is trying to out-Zieggy the late Flo Ziegfeld as a dis-
patcher of telegrams. “Don't write or phone—telegraph” is
Reisman's slogan . . . Adolfo Rosquellas—Pancho, to you—
and Charles Chaplin are great friends . . . If you examine
it closely, you'll discover that Donald Novis’ nose is slightly
askew. It is a memento of his sparring days at college . . .
Borrah Minnevitch, the harmonica virtugso, spends his
spare time in a chemical laboratory . . . There's money in
the band business. Fred Waring’s books show he is direct-
ing a million dollar a year industry . . . Jack and Loretta
Cleme[ls, the singing and instrumental duo, are brother
and sister and descendents of Samuel Clemens (Mark
Twain) . .. Those benefactors of mankind, Colonel Stoop-
nagle and Budd, have perfected a door that takes pictures
when it wallops you in the eye. Thus does inventive genius
come 1o the aid of the well known alibi . . . Leonard Joy,
late of NBC, is now general musical director of WNEW,
New York’s new station . .. Rarer than a new quip with a

T
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serial was projected on NBC? Well, he's the same Louis
Mason who made such a hit playing a hill-billy part with
Katharine Hephurn in the film, “Spitfire”. Mason also
has an important role in the new Marie Dressler-Polly
Moran picture, “Comin’ Round the Mountain”, and is now
definitely lost to the air channels.
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A SECRET OF THE BOUDOIR

Girls who think simply divine Rudy Vallee's naturally
curly locks will be distressed to learn that the Vagabond
Lover hates his hair. 1f they knew the time and money he
has spent on pomades, slick-backs and what-nots trying to
straighten it out, they’d demand that his sanity be looked
into by the proper authorities. To remove that permanent
wave, Rudy has tried everything but shaving his head like
a convict’s. He does obtain temporary relief by soaking his

“hair in water and laying it back with a brush of powerful

steel bristles. Such treatment keeps it straight for all of
ten minutes, when the process has to be repcated. This is
awkward when Rudy is making stage appcarances. But
he's a persistent fellow and has solved the problem. He
makes his exit as frequently as- (Continued on page 70)
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lN a large hospital near New York City not many weeks
ago a group of well known physicians were seated around
a radio receiver. Two of them were prominent in the Jewish
activities of their home town, one was an avowed member
of the foremost Protestant church there. One had reiter-
ated on many occasions that he doubted the existence of
any God at all, one a Catholic who had attended mass that
morning and another of the same faith who had not lived
up to the precepts of his own church.

For a little while they deferred their visits to various of
their patients scattered around the institution and all were
anxiously awaiting the announcer on Station WOR to in-
troduce Rev. Charles E. Coughlin. The particular doctor
who told me about the details of that audience was the self-
confessed agnostic who admitted he never missed one of
these Sabbath broadcasts because as he said,

“If there were more men like this Father Coughlin who
believed that religion and all it teaches were not something
to be especially reserved for church services what a differ-

BY R. H.

Millions of every race

ROWAN

moment with his dog

7he MAN behind the

ent world this would be and there would be fewer cynics.”

The hospital scene was one of thousands and thousands.
Men and women of all religions or no belief at all tune in
on this priest who has become probably the most important
and heeded voice in America today.

Whether you agree with his views or not, whether you are
convinced his arguments have found root and given fruit
in far-reaching results, whether you think this is a voice
in the modern wilderness, that Father Coughlin is the shep-
herd of the air you must agree that this clergyman from a
little mid-western shrine has herded untold numbers into the
fold of his union for the working man. He has been op-
posed by various interests he has denounced, his broad-
casting career has been a continuous battle and he has even
brought down upon himself the censure of those in his own
church. But in all the eight years of his radio activities,
with all the startling statements he has made, the daring
campaigns he has carried on he has never been made to
retract a single utterance he has made.

And what of Father Coughlin
himself? How far does he think he
will be able to carry his war of a
practical charity to all men, his
pleas for a world that will _take
literally its beautiful theories and
dogmas? '

“For this perilous popularity, 1
know | shall pay.™

That is what the fighting priest
feels, what he believes about his
work. To him the prophet has no
honor in his own country. But that
makes not a bit of difference to him.
He will continue the fight, as he says,
regardless of whom he offends or of
how the tide may turn against him.
He has a mission to which his life
is dedicated and there is nothing
which can stop him, according to his
own plans, while he has the strength
to go on.

He looks like a fighter, he lives like
a fighter and anyone who has ever
heard him on the air knows the fight
in his voice. Whether you believe
him a courageous crusader or, if you
happen to be a dissenter, would term
him almost a demagogue, there can
be no denying his tremendous influ-
ence. That momentous occasion
when he spoke at the Hippodrome in
New York last winter, the fervor of
his reception, the strange contrasts
in the thousands who greeted him
were merely an inkling of how
seriously he is regarded and how
widespread is his influence. Men and
women gathered before breakfast in
front of the big old-fashioned thea-
ter and waited patiently all through
the day until the evening meeting
for a glimpse of the Shepherd of

® Father Cough-
lin on the steps of
his church in a leisure

and creed heed this
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FIGHTING PRIEST |

the Air. Nearly three million
people have written him in De-
troit asking for copies of his
broadcast addresses and the
high regard with which his
views and public statements
are held by the present govern-
ment administration, the amaz-
ing general reactions to those
statements, are proof that he
is no figure to be taken lightly.

EVEN his bitterest opposers

realize that it was his ac-
tivity which last fall stemmed
a rising tide against President
Roosevelt in his inflation plans.
Whether Roosevelt and Father
Coughlin are eventually proven
right is not the question. The
important thing is that an ob-
scure priest in a little parish in
Detroit was the outstanding
factor in silencing those who
believed their hour to strike
against the administration had
come. His words, defying even
the high ones in his own
church, were the strong line of
defence. The marked attention
which Roosevelt and his asso-
ciates give Father Coughlin is
not proof however that they
can always count on him for
support. He is an ardent ad-
mirer of Roosevelt but when
their views conflict he does not
compromise. His attitude on
the bonus question has proven
that.

To many he is sensational.
Probably because his arrows
are aimed at those in high
places. His career is devoted
to the cause of the inarticulate
masses; whatever involves their
rights earns his energetic advo-
cacy. As he says, “Is there
anything sensational in this?
Is it the act of a demagogue to
take literally those theories and
preachings which would make
this a decent world?”

Father Coughlin was born
to battle and his whole career
from childhood and academic
Years bear testimony that at
no time has any circumstance
swerved him from the course ® This is Father
he set out for himself. He is a Coughlin, fearless
native Canadian, his mother priest and fighting
was (Continued on page 73) man of radia fame
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You cantell how a wo-
man has lived, what
she thinks about, by
her voice, they do say,
and so Julia Sander-.
son(Mrs.FrankCrumit,
socially) tells the why-
fore of her happy and
melodious laughter

l DON'T like my voice. It bores me.”
Julia Sanderson meant it. It was futile to
stare reprovingly at her. Or to try to
register unbelief.

“Indeed 1 mean it” said the young woman
who, thousands of times, has been de-
scribed as “The lovely girl with the lovely
vaice.”

“Fortunately those who write you hun-
dreds of letters a week about it, do not
share your opinion,” | protested.

“No. Bless their dear hearts! They
write from shipboard, and from mining
camps, yes, and from prisons and asylums—
M-h-m! asylums for the insane—that it is
happy, and it makes them happy. | think |
love most what the shut-ins write me, that [
make them feel that the world is a happy
place.”

"You must have been a missionary, the last
four years. You came in with the depression.”

Miss Sanderson nodded her brown head that
seemed with the noon sunshine streaming upon it
across the roofs and the park, to wear a golden
veil. “We have been singing, Frank and I, all those
years.” It was one of her Mondays in New York.
The girl with the voice like a piano in gay mood,
spends Sunday and Monday in town. Frank Crumit,

10




BY ADA
PATTERSON
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Smiling eyes, dimpled cheeks, pearly
teeth—here's the Julia Sanderson ¥ou'
hear on the air as she looks in real life

Miss Sanderson and Hubby Crumit go
for a Spring bicycle ride on their little
estate in a Springfield, Mass., suburb.

her husband, drives her to.town in their twelve
cylinder Cadillac on Sunday. They rest from
their trip, that has brought them from Spring-
field, Mass., see their friends, shop, look for new
songs, do their duty by the microphone and
their millions of listeners, and return onm Tues-
day morning in their munificent conveyance to
their own acre. 1t is an acre. Singular, not
plural. Set in the midst of it is a twelve-
room house, where their Norwegian cook; their

Canadian man of all work; their bull terrier,
Lindy, and their parrot, Jocko, await eagerly
their return. Jocko is an elderly, well pre-
served parrot, with a sensitive ear. He proves
his possession of the sensitive ear, for while he
has the tenderest regard for Frank Crumit, he
imitates Miss Sanderson’s voice. If they re-

hearse their new radio songs in his hearing he
follows, not his beloved master’s deeper tones,
but the liquid notes of his mistress.

“You are alone in not caning for your voice,” 1
reminded her. “Even Jocko likes it. Won’t the
gods punish you for being ungrateful for one of their

gifts?”
The brown head, with its sunlit veil, lifted in laughter.
“{ hope not. Though | say often that a great sorrow
is due me. For |, so far, have escaped it. Think. | am
happily married. 1 was unhappily (Continued on page 72)
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Elinor Penner wishes her husband luck as he goes to broadcast

HE boy singer bowed awkwardly and strode rapidly

I toward the wings. The audience howled derision.
There were ribald cries, the most poignant of which
advised the use of a hook such as is traditionally utilized to
yank rank amateurs from the stage in dives such as this.
Tears welled up in the eyes of the amateur, and as the
brutal audience in the worst of Detroit’s burlesque housg

see what would happen to Hinky Dink.
Hinky Dink was a favorite of the amate
He was a ragamuffin, bred in the guttegfmdg h 2
sharp tongue and a raucous voice, which lent itself to the
facile presentation of dirty jokes. On this night, Hinky was
wearing a pair of three-quarter trousers with a precariously
thin seat—a ha portent as it turned out, for if Hinky
had not inadverten ipped that section of his raiment in
a clownish caper that night~the tearful lad in the wings,
whose night’s work netted him t fifty cents from
the management and boos from the

njght crowd.

But Hinky told his gags, and eventually (ore the stern
of his trousers and the audience howled—an lad in
the wings, who had graduated down to this amateu We
manship from the pinnacle of choir boy, saw his mistake:
There was no money in singing, or if there was, it amounted
to very little when compared to comedy. The public
wanted fun. The audiences were surfeited with song and
music. They wanted laughs. And from that moment, Joe
Penner made up his mind to abandon his music training
and become a comedian.

If he had any lingering doubts about that decision, they
were promptly dispelled a few minutes later, when Hinky
Dink, the gutter snipe, and favorite of the burlesque audi-
ence, strutted from the stage, smilingly displaying the
night’s major prize—which the audience had unanimously
and unmistakably voted him.

is fz.imily, just after the folks had immigrated here in his
124 .

~ ]

PENNER’S
DUCK RIDE

fo
FAME

A silly duck is the symbol of
Joe Penner's transition f

0\

tank town burlesque #6 a star

comic on the ajr. ' Here's why!

From then ¢
The smut

, Joe Penner.became a second Hinky Dink.
yas out to a large degree, for it went against
e to be smutty. But baggy trousers, especially
eAsily ripped, grimaces, clowning, dialect and all the

pépertoire. When next he appeared in the amateur show,
his own mother would not havé recognized him. If you can
imagine such a thing, Joe resembled nothing so closely as
the human caricature of one of those ducks which he is
perpetually trying to barter,
It would be_ples :
BNOE D aYy a n H

that moment, Joe
s climbTo sutcess—to a place in the enter-
tainment world where his mannerisms, his wise cracks and
his tag lines were to become household words; where he
was to inspire juvenile imitation to such an alarming degree
that one city in America was forced to threaten to close
its schools to pupils who echoed his broadcasts, even in
excerpt.
But such

s not the case. To sit beside Joe and hear
the struggle and the heartbreaks encompassed
by that arduous climb of nine years is at once an interest-
ing and depressing experience. One of the striking revela-
tions of his narrative to me, concerning this period is a fact
known only to a few. Not even his own family knew for
a long while that Joe was setting a comedy pace in the

very night fpllowing
by the mergorable, j

at historic rending of trouser cloth
not elegant Hinky Dink.




babyhood from Hungary. At t time, and occasiofially
now, a slight impediment affeefed his speech—a happy con-
dition for him, since it has Jfelped his comedy no end.

Once in the comedy rdfe, Joe was launched upon
atrical career of sorty It happened fortuitously soon
after Joe’s adoption of/comedy. A comedian in the regular
show failed to show ¥p and Joe took his place. The sho
moved and Joe went along, only to find himself hopelessly
stranded in Ohio sgme weeks later. The show had, like so
many shows do, folded up and died ¢f Ngertia. Not only
that, but Joe had picked a hotel which premptly burned
down, destroying his meagre wardrgbe.

If you ask Jog today what he likes best, he will tell you
it is snooping afound carnival lots/and inhaling the odor of
sawdust and r¢galing his auditory nerves with the cries of
barkers. Thege titillations of hi two senses bestir memo-
ries of what/happened to himf after the hotel fire. He
stumbled onfo a carnival lot,/and by means of weeping
boyishly of the shoulder of fthe boss, connected with a
production wnth A chorus of, count ‘em, three

h meals as circumstantes and local sheriffs permitted,
month, after which he found himself and a fiddle
ich he had learned to play by ear, alone and deserted in
an unsympathetic town ig Central lllinois. Not entirely
alone. His straight man, Yho spoke very little English, was
stranded with him.

Joe heard, on that occasion, for the first time in his hectic
life, of a theatrical tradel paper. The straight man advised
him to look up its want-gds, and Joe did so with alacrity.

The Desmond Family] fostering a burlesque show, which
ambitiously prided itsglf upon pepping up picture house
trade, needed a comedipn. Papa Desmond answered Joe's
ad, and afterward, in & burst of generosity forwarded Joe
a railroad ticket, whigh landed him back in Ohio, where
Desmond refused to taik further with him when he learned
Joe had no wardrobe and not even the fiddle which he had
told Desmond he could play. Joe had hocked the fiddle for
a meal, and at the ploment possessed the substantial cap-
italization of exactly two-bits,

Joe had cried upon the carnival man’s shoulder, and he
tried it on DesmoAd. It worked, and the next night, they
opened in what fhe trade calls a shooting gallery in Con-
nelsville, Pa. reality, it was a picture hou$e” patronized
by foreign mijfers and their emotional wives. | The feature
picture, as lyck would have it, was “Hearts of ghe World,” a
y, which was guar dto | a flood of
tears anywhere. Sti
ead of the stage show

orked up what
They were
icture, but they went

/ the stage show. /Memorigs of the sad sections of the film
still tore at Joe capered and

apa Desmond parent of the show, stood behmd
him. ]oe shivered.

“Boy,” said Papa, “you did fine. You're a wow. You
stay with the show.”

Joe’s happiness was unbounded.

“B—b—but, Mr. Desmond,” he stammered, “I didn’t get

17

one laugh!

~BY MIKE PORTER

eek and went into real burlesque I

{So what!” demanded Desmond. “What do you want
in this town, with this picture. Boy you did swell. Why
only flve women were still crying when the curtain went
down. You did that, my lad. If you hadn’t diverted that
crowd be deluge of tears would be up over the stage by

Evenglaﬁ‘y Penné

#as at the Gayety

n_Baltimore that he A st recognized as a top

was i _a show. Followed plenty of grief, but
a dy 3 e, and eventually the bookings brought him to
New
by his present~manager, who saw in Penner not only a great
comedian, but a -;- orPune.

Joe drifted about until last™ July, practlcally unknown
and then appeared in a Paul Whiteman unit. Rudy Vallee,
a close pal of Whiteman, saw Penner, and like Penner’s
manager, saw in Joe a tremendous radio possibility. Rudy
invited Penner to be his guest on a Fleischmann programme.
Joe went to rehearse, but backed out. .

“Talking into a microphone,” he said, “is like talking
at a brick wall. [ can’t act. 1 can’t talk. [ won’t go on
the air. 1 don’t like it.”

You'd never think Joe would act like this after facing
Connellsville audiences, and carnival crowds. You'd im-
agine that a brick wall, or even the hind end of a barn were
preferable to some audiences. But Joe’s training made
audiences, however apathetic, a (Continued on page 68)

I¥'s just a silly pose but it shows Penner as he is, cigar and all
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The thrilling secret romance

WHEN Your Heart’'s On Fire, Smoke Gets In

Your Eyes™.

That's the title of the song which Tamara. the lovelv
Russian star of “Roberta,” has made famous both on the
stage and on the radic.

It's also an old Russian proverb which Tamara learned
as a child, for smoke has gotten in her eyes. You can see
it in her eyes and hear it in her voice when she sings. It's
that mysterious something which has accompanied her
rapid rise to stardom within the past two years.

There has been talk of admirers and flames in Tamara’s
life, but there has only been one great love which she has
kept hidden from the eyes of the world.

Let’s go back a dozen years or so ago, when a little dark-
haired-dark-eyed girl and her mother fled from the fury of
the Red Revolution in Russia. By devious ways they man-
aged to smuggle themselves out of the country that gave
them birth and with what was left of their meagre fortune
“sewed up in their clothes, finally arrived on the shores of
America, the land of promise. The wide-eyed bewildered
little girl was none other than Tamara, the popular
singer of the air heard over an NBC-WEAF network each
Sunday night on the Manhattan Merry-Go-Round pro-
gram, and the star of Broadway'’s current success “Roberta”

Have you not heard how Tamara, her little brother
and her grandmother escaped death during that awful
reign of terror, the Red Revolution, when a roving band of
soldiers attacked their village? Fate, in the guise of the
elements frustrated the bandits’ attempt to burn the stack |
of straw in which they had hidden at the first cry of “ban-
dits, the bandits are coming!” The straw was wet and
refused to burn and so our heroine escaped death. The
horror of this incident is still fresh in her memory. One
can see it in her eyes or sometimes hear it in her voice. 1

The early part of her life in America was spent in a little |
Russian colony somewhere near Camden, New Jersey. This

W B Y D ORI S,

Tamara as she sings in the Broadway hit, "Roberta’




of radio's new singing star

colony was made up of highly intellectual Russians,
who wanted to live their own lives according to their own
beliefs. They settled in a practically barren country; they
tilled the soil; built their own schools and work-shops.
Many prominent persons came to live there. Among the
teachers recruited was one Will Durant.

In the midst of this life, our little Tamara grew up.
She loved to dance and would éntertain her country folk
for hours. She would sing and accompany herself on a
guitar. Right there and then was born an eager desire to
be a great star some day.

There was a boy back there who warmed Tamara's
heart, but alack and alas, she found no answering response
in his heart! His name was Martin Tafel.

Soon it became necessary for Tamara to seek a means
of supporting herself and her family. Her father who had
migrated to America before the Red Revolution in order
to pave the way for the rest of the family’s arnival, found
it hard sledding. He was out of work and there was little
to eat. They moved to New York and there followed for
Tamara endless days of trying to find work, trudging
from place to place carrying her guitar. What heartaches
and disappointments! But Tamara, full of determination,
did not give up. When Tamara makes up her mind to
get something, she usually does. And so finally she suc-
ceeded in interesting the owner of a Russian cafe that she
would be an attraction. It was here that she first gained
recognition; here she entertained the guests in her own in-
imitable way with the Russian folk songs she had learned
as a child. Her only accompaniment was the guitar which
she strummed to the tune of the plaintive melodies she
sang. .

Tamara was now on the first rung of the ladder. She
made up her mind that nothing would stop her further
climb up and up. At this time, something happened, and
it happened like this. (Continued on page 60)
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A COLLISION wirn

Alexander Woollcott, who
knows all about other people,
has the spotlight turned on him-
self as he gets ready to give
one of his smooth monologues

LEXANDER WOOLLCOTT is essentially clever.

If you hadn’t gathered that fact from his writing

or his talking, you would see it at once in his man-

ner. In the way he looks, not at you, but into you. In

his walk. In the somewhat operatic manner in which he

wears his hat. In the slightly bored, slightly preoccupied

way he answers questions. He is typically of this age. de-

spite his forty-seven years. Only To-Day could have pro-

duced him . . . 2 man who tells you facts you may have

heard before or that you could easily find out for yourself.

but in such a way as 10 make them scintillating and new.

A man who makes a serious business of being sophisticated
and clever.

Woollcott 1s tall, but he makes the impression of being
short, because of his girth. MHe is very fat. There is no
other word for it. Stout, corpulent, or adipose won't do.
He 1s fat. He isn’t especially fussy about his person. His
graying brown hair straggles in strings over his forehead
and into his eyes, without seeming to trouble him at all.
He drops things on chairs, on the floor, wherever there is
space for them. His face is broad, his neck is short, his body
1s huge, and his features are remarkably small. A round
little nose. A precise little mouth. A thin line of a mous-
tache. Pale blue eyes, behind thick, homn-rimmed glasses
that magnify them and lend them a surprised look.

He had made an appointment to talk with me at the CBS
studios at nine o’clock, just before his broadcast at nine-
fifteen. The clock crept on. The “March of Time” signed
ofl. The Philadelphia Orchestra~ began. Nine o'clock.
Three minutes past. Five minutes past. At nine-seven.
the elevator door opened. It remained open a dramatic
moment. Then Woollcott bulked out. The page boy in-
dicated me and presented my card. Woollcott whispered
words to the page boy and vanished. The page boy hurred
over to say that Mr. Woollcott would see me in the studso.
and please to come along. We came along, Woollcott ahead.
then the page boy, then 1. Down stairs and around corners.
We made an impressive procession, the three of us in silent
single file. Once in the studio, the page boy waved a hand
towards me, as though he would say “Hey, Look-it!" At
last, then, Woollcott turned. He threw two books on the
floor; dropped a bundle of papers on the table; discarded
hat, coat, and a knitted muffler of white wool. He fixed
me with a pleasant smile and wished me good evening. |t
was then nine-ten

He said at once that he never gives interviews; never has
and never will, so help him. Interviews irk him. Inter-
views misquote him. He doesn’t like to be misquoted. If
1 understood that quite clearly, | might ask questions. But
first he would look over his script. He invited me to bring
over a chair for myself. The announcer brought it for me.
and Woollcott said that was very nicé. It was then nine-
eleven. A studio official asked him what he was going to
talk about that evening. Woollcott thought it over a mo-
ment. Then he replied that it would be about various
things. He penciled out some lines in his script and sighed
He drank water from a glass at his elbow. 1t was nine-
twelve. Then he looked up at me and indicated that the
decks were clear for action.

1 asked him about his material . . .

how he gets it, how he decides what

® i may be o puzled to use in his talks. He thought that
thought or just a litle over. Then he said that the material
itch which appears to simply drifts in. Does he dig for it?
disturb Mr. Woolicott No. Do people scout for him and
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send him interesting bits?
No. The material drifts in.
At this point, Woollcott
also mentioned that he has
written a lot, seen a lot, and
been around a lot. Does he,
then, draw from a notebook
well stocked with past ex-
periences? No. The ma-
terial drifts in.

I had it very clear by
that time. The material
drifts in. What, then, is his
basis of selection? Does he
prepare a schedule, like the
master of ceremonies at a
revue . . . SO many minutes
of jokes, of reminiscences,
of personality stuff? Does
he plot the mood of his
talks to rouse people, to
touch them, to make them
think, to make them laugh?
No, he does nothing of the
sort. He talks to please
himself. When he finds a
topic he likes personally, he
talks about it. When he is
interested in an idea, he
rides it hard. When he is
tired of it, he drops it.
Maybe the public tires of
it long before he does. But
that doesn’t particularly
matter. He talks about what
interests him.

THEN he dogsn’t defi-

nitely try to give the
public what it wants?
Heavens, no! How could
he? How does anybody
know what the public
wants? [ ventured that all
radio and editorial pre-
grams are built according
to some vague idea of what
will please the public.
Woollcott said pooh, non-
sense. Nobody really knows
what the public wants. Not even program directors. Not
even editors. Then he toned that down. Well, maybe they
do know. Or maybe they only think they know. Anyway,
who can tell .whether they actually know or not? But it
isn’t important. He has written a lot, and seen a lot, and
been around a lot, and he talks to please himself.

It was nine-fifteen. The Town Crier’s bell was rung. The
broadcast was on. Woollcott sat a good distance behind
the table and hung over it. He held his script in both
hands as he read from it, and the microphone, between his
arms, looked as though it were being hugged. As he
finished with the pages of his script, he threw them on the

R Y R O S E

@ This, we believe, is the most in-

Woollcott that we've seen yet, even

floor. He read, and his voice took on subtle shadings of
emotion, pathos, surprise, glee. But his brow remained
furrowed, and his eyes kept the intent look of a business-
man, grappling with serious business. Perspiration broke
out on his face. The moments passed.

At last the control man gave him the two-minute signal
from the window, and then came in and placed a watch on
his table. Then he busied himself picking up the scattered

script sheets from the floor. Woollcott read on. He finished

a trifle before time; a pianist came in and played until
nine-thirty, and went out again. The broadcast was done.
Woollcott jumped up and turned (Continued on page 65)
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teresting study of the amazing Mr.

though his hair does need combing




| THE new year of 1927 started out beautifully for me.
‘ After spending autumn and early winter in a nurses’ train-
ing school in Washington, 1 had a real, professional offer
1’ right out of a clear sky to go to New York and start re-
! hearsing “Honeymoon Lane.”

The decision had to be made quickly, and I threw my
| whole family into excited conjectures about my future.
i What if [ flopped? What if 1 gave up my nurse’s uniform
! for a pipe dream, then had nothing substantial to return
i 1 to? But—on the other hand—what if I became a hit, a
il star?
! | To me, there was only one answer. That 1 must at least

take one crack at the stage, and find out what I could do.

’ It had always been in the back of my mind, foremost in
my dreams as a kid. To me, the opportunity was worth
a heartbreak, if necessary.
| So I overruled the family with my enthusiasm, and had
exactly three days to pack my clothes and catch the train
for New York to begin rehearsing. | was glowingly happy.

From the quality of our farewells, you would think I
was departing for Calcutta or Shanghai—not New York,
only five hours away from home!

“Kathie—be sure to write me every day!” mother said.

“Don’t forget to come home every week-end you are able
to get away!”

18
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I SPEAK

Part two of Kate Smith's
own story, in which she tells
about her future plans, her
realized hopes and her dis-
appointments. Last month
Miss Smith wrote about her
childhood in Washington

@ Kate Smith's a simple girl who
enjoys her glass of tea in the gar-
den — when she has the time

Of course, it was our first real separation, and the thought
that 1 was actually going on the stage made it seem a
dangerous adventure,

The family toock me to the train, and I sat there waving
to them out of the window. When we pulled out of the
station | felt more desolate and let-down than ever in my
life. My throat was choked up, and I hastily looked through
a magazine.

That evening in New York I checked in at a reasonable
hotel, and stood looking out of the window, It was a very
different city than Washington. 1 was used to city streets,
and traffic, and lights, but New York seemed to be un-
friendly, defiant. 1 went to bed early, telling myself over
and over again as | dropped off to sleep that | must make

 them like me at the show, and picturing opening night at

the theatre—lights, music, and putting on make-up. . . .

RIGHT and early the next morning, I got up and had
breakfast. A feeling of tenseness and excitement
snatched away my usually healthy appetite. | had three
hours to waste before reporting to the theatre for rehearsal.
So | walked West across Forty-second street to Broadway.
This traditionally glamorous street looked dingy and un-
happy at that hour in the morning. Everyone looked tired,
made-up, unsmiling. [ stared in the windows at the cheap




FOR MYSELFK
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dresses in the small shops, thought how
ugly unlit electric light signs looked. It
seemed odd that 1, big plain Kathie Smith, ® In a pensive mood, Kate
was to become a part of such synthetic thinks of childhood days. Has
and unfamiliar surroundings, odd that 1 fame brought her happiness?
should prefer it to big, clean hospital cor-
ridors. b

Finally, my wrist watch told me that
it was time to report at the theatre. | had
some difficulty finding the stage door, and
when 1 did there were several rough-look-
ing men with felt hats pushed off their
foreheads hanging around, and giving me
a derisive scrutiny. An old man in shirt
sleeves, standing inside the door, proved
to be the stage door man, and he grabbed
hold of my arm.

“Wait a minute, miss—who do you
want to see?” .

I gave him the name of the director.
My own pame meant nothing to him, so
he made me wait while he checked up in-
side. He then gestured with his thumb
toward the stage and said.

“Okay, Miss.”

The director looked at me with some
surprise, then said for me to sit down and
wait awhile, and he’d talk to me about my
songs, and introduce me to the pianist. 1
sat down on a chair backstage, and waited
for an interminable time, meantime watch-
ing the many other people who excitably
came and went. The director seemed to
have forgotten all about me. He stood
talking first to one group of people, then
another. Finally, after two hours of
quietly waiting for him to return to me,
he called.

“Better get some lunch, and I'll see you
later.”

HE next two weeks were very trying.

It seemed that 1 spent all day hanging
about the theatre, watching other parts of
the show rehearsing, waiting to get to
work myself. Finally 1 was given the
music, and told that 1 would sing one
song in a cabaret scene at the closing of
the show. A slight let-down for my soar-
ing dreams of stardom!

In the meantime, | met some of the
stars, and cast of the show. 1 believe they
tried to be nice to me in their way—but
1 was “another language.” 1 just couldn’t
warm up to them, and 1 believe they felt
a little sorry for stout, plain, eager
Kathie Smith. | refused every invitation
to go out for lunch, or after-rehearsal
gatherings with (Continued on page 66)
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HOT LATIN MUSIC

Enric Madriguera, new favorite among the Ork pilots, be-

longs to the Spanish nobility,

made his debut before the

King of Spain at the age of five and he's so good-looking!

l HERE is an expression, among Chicago gangsters and
their thousands of fans, “to put the finger on” a person,
which means to mark that person for, to put it gently, bad
luck.

Fate, strangely enough, seems to have “put the finger on”
Enric Madriguera, dashing young scion of Spanish nobility
and leader of New York society’s favorite radio dance or-
chestra. The finger in question, the “pinkie” of his left
hand, was the center of a romantic misadventure last sum-
mer on the sunlit shores of the turquoise Mediterranean.
The adventure is over—but the malady lingers on.

From the time he made his debut before the King of
Spain as a violin prodigy at the age of five, Enric had
taken extreme care of his fingers, training them to extract
from the pieces of wood, glue, and catgut which we call
a violin, music that made the world listen, enchanted.

Then, last summer, when two American women were
roughly handled in his presence, he threw all caution to the
winds and went to the defense of the ladies. In the battle
that followed he broke the little finger of his left hand, the
most important finger a violinist has, the finger with which
he s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s for these throbbing high notes. The

@ Moadriguera was a child
prodigy on the violin

aond still thrills lis-

teners with his

lovely string
music

women he defended were, and still are, comparative
strangers to him, but that didn’t matter to a young man
brought up in all the chlvalrous tradition of Bourbon no-
bility.

As a matter of fact, the world might never have known
of this heroic incident if the grateful young women, Sondra
Rambeau and Chrystine Maple, hadn’t told a New York
newspaperman about it. Nor would anyone have known
what a tremendous sacrifice that finger was, if your re-
porter hadn’t known, as far back as two years ago, what
Madriguera’s plans were.

For that quick left to a waiter’s jaw was more than just
a punch. It was a knockout blow to a tremendous experi-
ment that Madriguera was about to undertake, an experi-
ment which, when he is again able to begin on it, will
undoubtedly revolutionize radio dance music.

Enric Madriguera, you thust understand, is that strange
thing—a musician who became a musician by design rather
than by accident. There is none of the pseudo-romance of

having ascended to the podium from a job as coal miner,

dishwasher, seaman, or golf caddy, about Madriguera. Nor,
for that matter, did he abandon the study of law, phar-
macy, journalism, or chiropractic to become a
dance orchestra leader.

To those of you who follow the concert stage
the name may be teasingly familiar, and a
question may arise in your mind. The answer
is yes. Enric Madriguera, whose dance orches-
tra is drawing all of New York society to the
fashionable Waldorf Astoria, is the same Madri-
guera who, as a child prodigy, packed concert
halls throughout the United States and Europe
as far back as twenty years ago, and as recently
as 1927. He is the same violinist who toured the
world both alone and with Enrico Caruso, who
studied with the great Leopold Auer, conducted
the Havana Philharmonic Orchestra, and was
concert master for NBC.

When the Bourbon dynasty began to totter in
Spain, the Madriguera fortune was wiped out.
Enric, the sole heir, was in America at the time.
Since his first visit to this country, at 14, he had
expressed a desire to remain in this country.
Now he found himself half-a-world away from
his parents in their misfortune. Because he had
been sending them all his earnings he now faced
poverty, hunger. Yet even if he had possessed
enough money to return to Spain, he would have
preferred to remain here. Despite deprivation,
he felt that America was the place where he
could carve out a new future for himself.

But it was war-time. People were too busy
fighting; they had no time for concerts and the
opera. Conscious of the rapid decadence of the
concert stage, he took to playing Spanish dance




@ You don't have to ask if Senor
Madriguera has a good time when
he gaes out ta Mante Carlo.

music. He organized 'an or-
chestra and with it was one
of the pioneers of that form
of music in this country. He
played at the Biltmore, at
the Casino in Havana, at the
Commodore, at the ultra-
smart Place Pigalle, at
Pierre’s. Wherever he played,
music lovers flocked to hear
him. On the radio he brought
his silvery interpretations of
the music of his native land
to hundreds of thousands
who were beginning to weary
of the mechanical 1-2-34—
1-2-3-4 of early jazz music.

For a while he was happy
—happy in the knowledge
that he was helping to spread
a new musical art, helping to
teach his hotel and radio au-
diences that music could be
dance-y and yet be beauti-
ful. But soon they were
playing tangoes, rumbas,
dozens of otheér orchestras
danzons—and most of them because it meant nothing to
them, were ruining the music that was so dear to Madri-
guera, so filled with memories of his happy boyhood on the
large Madriguera estate in sunny Spain.

With rare wisdom he foresaw the trend of broadcast
rmusic; he decided to lead that trend, instead of following
along. He decided—and this was the great plan we men-
tioned—to spend a year or maybe even two years in re-
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SPANISH

® Here he is resting at the
feet of a score of beauties

wha seem to like his compaony

tirement with his orches-
tra, making of it some-
thing never heard on the
radio before—a small
dance-symphony. At the
same time he wanted to
augment his  already
large accumulation of
original dance composi-
tions in his own smart,
modern manner—compo-
sitions like his famous
“Adios” which he uses as
a radio signature, and
his “May | Have This
Waltz With You, Ma-
dame?”

Then he would return
to radio with an entirely
new school of modern
dance rhythms based on
the technique of such
great modern composers
as Debussy, Vaughan
Williams, Lecuona, Ra-
vel, and De Falla.

' But first he wanted to
bid his last farewell to the concert stage. In 1927 he dis-
banded his small dance orchestra and toured Europe and
the United States, playing in the concert halls where first he
had attained his great fame. As he toured he studied the
situation, and when he returned to New York his mind was
fully made up. Despite the ovation he had been met with
everywhere, he could see that the concert stage, as a medium

for bringing, great-music to the (Continued on page 75)
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Paul Whiteman and his wife, Margaret Livingston, who made him reduce before she'd say "'yes" to his marriage proposal
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“JW ET’s go to the Biltmore,”
I suggested to the
Stranger - Within - the -

Gates.

It was one of those times
when a New Yorker—and this
one was born in Times Square—
“is elected to show the city to a
Visitor considered too sophisti-
cated for the thrills attendant
upon a buggy-ride to the Aqua-
rium, a bus-ride to Grant’s
Tomb, or an elevator ride to the
Empire State Tower. It’s a
labor of love. And, usually,
love’s labor is lost.

“What’s there?” queried the
Guest. .

“Paul Whiteman!” | breathed,
a little ecstatically, perhaps.

“Whiteman? Oh yeah, that
fat fiddler. . . .”

“He’s neither a fiddler—nor
is he fat!” 1 bristled. And right
then and there I laid down the
law to this Auslander. Here is
some of what I told him.

Paul Whiteman is Big Busi-
ness.

Remember this when next
you see him waving his magic
baton, smiling benevolently like
a bland Buddha, somewhat
slenderized by a Depression diet.
Remember it when you hear his :
records, see his screened image, read his books, or tune-in
on his broadcasts. Remember it and be a little awed at
your contact with a man who is not only a tremendous
artistic force, and a vital financia] factor, but who is des-
tined by his genius to veritable Immortality.

Whiteman is a man of girth, of stature, of substance.
And 1 don’t mean physically. For Paul’s all-time high of
303 pounds during the Coolidge Prosperity, has dwindled tc
an athletic 190 under the Rooseveltian New Deal. It may
surprise you to know that the Whiteman purse has dis-
gorged as much as $550,000—over a half-million dollars,
and not 59¢ ones, either—merely for a season’s transporta-
tion of himself and his musicians. His payroll has been
over §$9,000 weekly, and tops $6,000 right now. Sponsors
have paid $35,000 or $40,000 without a perceptible quiver
for one Whiteman broadcast. If that isn’t Big Business
then I've been N. R. A—Nuts Right Along!

As to himself, | asked Paul how he’d like to turn pro-

by HERB CRUIKSHANK
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Caricature by
Harlan Crandall 3rd
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ducer, have some big theatres
like Roxy, or a radio racket like
Aylesworth. And when [ did,
the Big Feller gazed from the
windows of his Central Park
South apartment, so lavishly
simple under the guidance of
Margaret Livingston’s decora-
tive ability, as nearly pensive
as I've ever seen him.

“] can’t afford to, Herb,” he
said. “I’d like it, but there’s no
money in it!”

Maybe that’ll give you an
idea of just what sort of dough
Paul considers worth while. And
as Americans continue to mea-
sure success and achievement by
the gold standard, I’'m quoting
these facts and figures just to
impress you. They don’t im-
press Whiteman. Why? Be-
cause wealth is incidental to
him, and accidental, too. How-
ever, the world being what it is,
he’s not sucker enough to goose
the golden egg, or whatever the
phrase may be.

-
e

O much, then, for the finan-
cial side of the man whom
that slug termed a “fat fiddler”.
What is vastly more interest-
ing is that Paul Whiteman is
the acknowledged Dean of Mod-
ern American Music. He put this country on the musical
map of the world when he presented the land with its first
jazz concerto at Carnegie Hall some ten years ago.. With
Gershwin’s “Rhapsody in Blue”, something new was added
to the musical wealth of the universe. And Whiteman
added it.

Not only has®he contributed himself and his genius, but
his recognition of talent in others has resulted in the dis-
covery by the public of such sensational entertainers as
Bing Crosby, Phil Harris, Al Rinker, the unforgettable
original Rhythm Boys, Mildred Bailey, Morton Downey,
Jack Fulton, Peggy Healy, and the great Gershwin, himself.
Why, the entire National Broadcasting Company staff is
composed of Whiteman men. In passing, Paul tried to
sell Bing to the movies for $50 a week—they couldn’t see
him until they paid $5,000!

The fellow who has done so much to popularize such
classics as Ferde Grofe’s (Continued on page 58)




MURIEL WILSON

® yhat is your real name in private life?

A. 1 was born Muriel Wilson.

Q. Where were you born?

A. Right in dear old New York City.

Q. Do you want to say when?

A. Oh, some years ago!

Q. Are you married?

A. No.

Q. Do you ever jntend to marry?

A. Perhaps.

Q. Was marniage ever your idea of a career for yourself?

A. Yes, | think it would be quite a complete one.

Q. When and how did you discover you could sing.

A. | have always sung. 1 don’t remember not singing.

Q. Have you ever been lonely?

A. Yes—I think every artist is at some time.

Q. If you had to decide between a happy marriage and
a successful career, which would you choose?

A. Marriage, 1 think.

Q. How long have you been in radio?

A. All of five years.

Q. What was your first broadcast?

A. 1 was soloist on the Philco and Breyer Ice Cream
hours.

Q. Do you prefer operatic selections to the more popular
ballads?

A. It depends upon the programs and the particular
audiences you want to reach.

Q. Who do you think is the handsomest man in radio?

A. I am afraid | cannot answer that one,

Q. Who do you think is the most interesting?

A, This one is rather hard to answer, too.

Q. If you could be somebody else beside Muriel Wllson
who would you want to be most? .

A. 1 don’t want to be anybody else. I find it quite a
job to be myself.

Q. What do you think makes a woman most interesting,
looks—brains or talent?

A. Brains, because she can acquire looks and achieve
talent.

Q. Which do you think is the most important to a

24

She's a native

New Yorker,

pretty, single,
sometimes

lonely and she
has thoughts

woman’s success. and which has brought you success?

A. Brains.

Q. What program brought you the most response from
your public?

A. 1 don’t know of any definite program.

Q. What do you enjoy doing most when you are not on
the radio?

A. I guess reading or horseback riding.

Q. What's your favorite sport? -

A. Horseback riding—and swimming.

Q. Who is your favorite movie actress?

A. I'm old-fashioned enough to like Mary Pickford. 1
think she has charm.

Q. Who is your favorite movie actor?

A. Lanny Ross.

Q. Have you reached the height of your ambition?

A. No—I am still building.

Q. What is that height?

A. T would like to do better music. T feel that the radio
listeners want the better music..

Q. What would you do if you lost your voice?

A. I suppose I'd die. 1 can’t imagine not singing.

Q. What song do you like to (Continued on page 80)




RADIO MIRROR’S GALLERY
- OF STARS *

To many people Joan Marsh is a movie beauty, but she's making quite a name
for herself on the radio, and is heard frequently on the CBS chain out of KHJ



This Florida song-
bird had her big
chance from Rudy
Vallee, who heard
her dpwn south
on a local station
and  introduced
her on his Variety
show. Frances is
a star now and
success is hers

*

FRANCES

ANGFORD




ALICE

INEHEART

The girl with the

heart-throb voice

they call Alice
Rineheart who is
heard regularly
on the NBC chain
with several com-
mercials. One of
the many deco-
rative dramatic
players of the air

*




® T ED H USI NG

One of the most popular of all American radio announcers, Ted Husing, who pilots programs on the Columbia
ether waves, has distinguished himself particularly in troadcasting big sport events—including those at Harvard.

—




® LENNIE HAYTON

Perhaps the skyscrapers are giving this popular ork(rilof an idea for a new arrangement. At any rate it makes
an effective pose for the man who gives you grand music on the radio. He's on the Fred Allen program now.



Singing right into your
homes, the talented
song man from
the south makes
music for CBS

microphones
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“T HE strangest thing | have discovered about radio is the fact that it is one of

the oldest things in the world. The word was defined more than 2000 years

ago in the Talmud as ‘Radio KUL SHE HOLEK MISAF HAOLAM WUAD "
SO FOE,” which means ‘Radio, a voice that goes from one end of the world

to the other’.”

Robert (Believe-1t-Or-Not) Ripley speaking. You know him, of
course. You've seen his cartoons, heard his broadcasts on the B. A.

Rolfe program. There is a tremendous gusto and enthusiasm about .-
him as he talks. His face lights up; his eyes shine. He is a man
of about forty, but his enthusiasm gives him the appearance of
almost permanent youth. He has wavy hair, thinning a little

at each temple, a quick, nervous step, a gay half-smile, buck
teeth, and inexhaustible patience.

For more than thirteen years he has been gathering
incredible facts. He has traveled to the far corners of
the earth in search of those facts. So far, he has
visited 167 countries. His travels have brought him
face to face with the Ever-Standing Men of
Benares, the Human Inch Worms, the Hinduj
Faquir who held his hand aloft for fourteen years
until birds built a nest in his palm. He has been ’ \k_.
in the Forest of Human Bodies and in the City by :
of No Women, a city of 700 people where no '
woman has ever set foot. And yet in all his o
travels and in all his searchings he has found '
no stranger “queeriosities” than in the magic
wonderland of radio.

Here are facts, strange, unbelievable facts’
which he has discovered, miracles of engineer-
ing which he has uncovered.

Did you know that when King George
spoke from England and his words were
broadcast over that mysterious invention
we know as radio, we who listened to him
in our homes heard his words before the'
members of the British Parliament, standing
twelve feet away from him, heard them?
Radio listeners-in always hear a broadcast
before it reaches the ears of people in the
studio. That is because, over radio, sound be-
comes an electrical impulse which travels at the
rate of 186,000 miles per second. *

Did you know that it takes about 200 radio
and telephone engineers to handle a coast to
coast network program, exclusive of the engineers
in the local studios? .

Did you know that microphones have been per-
fected so sensitive in every way that they have re-
corded the sounds of a beetle boring inside a tree or
an insect munching corn? In New York the sound of
goldfish swimming in a bowl was once broadcast; in lowa
the sounds of human nerve currents; in Japan the heart-
beats of a maternity patient. But perhaps the most amazing
miracle of all was when an Austrian scientist, Professor Rich-
lera of Vienna, took a pot of flowers from his living room win-
dow and broadcast the sound made by the blossoms as they grew!

Did you know that people speaking over the radio may have their
voices beautified by means of a special instrument known as the com-
pensator? The radio and other electrically transmitted sound devices are
kinder to some high-voiced individuals than to othetr deeper-voiced persons.
But people. with weak or harsh voices can have them retouched through the skill

%

-

Ripley ot his board, drawing some of the amazing facts he has gleaned from all over
the world: right, broadcasting the strange things he knows about odd facts and people
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The "Believe It or Not Man" finds
the radio world full of incredible
oddities— and strange people!

of clever engineers. Orestes H. Caldwell, the former Federal radio commissioner, even

said once that appropriate devices placed in the broadcasting networks would make

the same person speak simultaneously with a shrill Yankee twang in the north-

- east, with a Southern drawl below the Mason-Dixonline and with a breezy
Western accent in the West,

From station WGY in Schenectady many strange broadcasts have been

made. One man’s voice was once broadcast from here around the

world in a fraction of a second. His voice left Schenectady, was

received in Huizen, Holland, then in Java, retransmitted to

Sidney, where it was sent on to Schenectady. The result was

that he talked to himself! His voice came back as an echo,

each syllable repeating itself an eighth of a second later.

Over station WGY, Ripley himself once participated in a
two-way broadcast between Schenectady and Sydney,

Australia. Over the radio he made a date with Irene
Sterlitz of Sydney. When he concluded his broadcast,
he started on a 10,000 mile journey to keep that date.
The world of radio sounds is full of strange Be-
lieve-1t-Or-Nots, says Ripley.

When you hear horses’ hooves pounding on a
pavement, those are cocoanut shells being
pounded together.

The roar of a lion is caused by nothing but a
whiskey keg with a pierced drumhead and
resined cord.

When rural sounds are needed and you hear
someone milking a cow, it’s the sound man
squirting water from rubber bulbs into a tin
pail. .
Once the sound effects man at one of the
large studios was hard put to it to think of
some way of imitating the downpour of rain.
Then suddenly, while he was eating lunch,
inspiration came to him. He salted a crisp
lettuce leaf, and believe it or not, that’s how
he got the sound of rain!

The report of a real pistol shot in a broad-
casting studio would wreck hundreds of dollars

worth of equipment. So the sound men snap

a spectacle case close to the microphone. It

gives the exact effect of a gun shot.

Once a broadcast was made direct from the

International Livestock Show. There were

12,000 cows at the show, but not one of them

could put its voice across. The National Broad-
casting Company had to use special sound effects

for the mooing of cows!
At another time the story of an apartment house fire
was being rehearsed. The sound effects man had
worked out everything except the sound of roaring
flames. While Aline Berry was rehearsing, she left her
script slip, and when she picked it up she crumpled and

rattled the paper.
“That’s it,” said the sound man excitedly. “That’ll give us just
the sound we want.” It did.

“The radio control room is full of Believe-It-Or-Nots,” said Rip-

ley, warming up to his subject. “Did you know that the production

man practically uses the deaf and dumb language to convey his messages
to the performer? He puts his finger on his nose, and that means that the
program is running according to schedule. If he waves his hand in circles,
it means that the program must be speeded up. If he (Continued on page 61)

By DORA ALBERT
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® This is the famous
Armour trio whose
antics on the ether
make highly diverting
entertainment. On
top there's Phil Baker,
the star of the big
show, who learned his
stuff on the vaudeville
and musical comedy
stages. Next, meet
Mabel Albertson,
who once taught elo-
cution and served
several years appren-
ticeship in stock all
over the country. At
the bottom is Phil's.
amusing stooge,
Harry McNaughton,
the Englishman with_
a sense of humor who,
like his associates,
was a stage actor be-
fore he took up radio

PHIL BAKER
"MABEL ALBERTSON ’
HARRY MCNAUGHTON




HEY say the hat often makes the woman and if

that’s true then Ruth Etting is really a queen on

these pages for she is crowned with some of the
smartest headgear to be seen in Manhattan smart places
this summer. Nicole de Paris, famous French designer, has
made these stunning creations especially for Miss Etting’s
pictures in Rapio Mirror.
i Nicole who makes chapeaux for famous movie stars as
well as for society women all over America says a woman
must choose her hat more carefully than any other article
of her wardrobe. And these, she believes, are especially
suited to the popular blonde beauty who is starred over
the Columbia networks.

The smart tricorne Ruth is wearing is of a gorgeous
French straw fitted quite flat to the head and deeply over
one eye. The ornament is the piece- de resistance of the
creation and the widely meshed veil helps, too.

The fluted white ruffle on the afternoon hat is of crisp
organdy topped with a heavy satin bow and the wide
ruffle of her dress is part of the smart ensemble.

Shiny rough black straw is the material used for the

Ruth Etting in Madame Nicole's afterncon tricorne
with a itwo-way rhinestone ornament and smart veil

\

Starch plaited organ-

* dy makes o flattering
brim for this distinctive
new straw-crowned hat
¥
X
2 3
*
Below is the singing star »
in a pert chapeau of rough
black straw with a glazed *
quill trimming the front i

.




A huge, softly flattering

* brim marks this afternoon
taffeta hat, trimmed with

* three rhinestone ornaments.

large brimmed panama,
edged with violets flat-
tened between tulle

*
*
One of the prize hats, *
¥

For a sporty occasion Miss EHing dons Madame
Nicole's stunning little rolled brim natural panama

tricky little number Miss Etting wears, the pert quill stuck
across the front of the brim, while for the races or formal
teas she dons the gorgeous wide-brimmed black taffeta
hat edged with an inch-row of grosgrain. '

For sports she has a smooth, flat panama turned way
up. on one side and trimmed with a pair of gaily colored
quills,

But the prize of them all is the large panama with a
double-edged brim of flattened violets and gloves to match
that have huge bunches of the same flowers at the wrists.

Madame Nicole favors the ensemble idea so distinctive
this year, that of matching an unusual hat with dress
collar, gloves and bags. And of wearing huge bouquets of
flowers on the back of the wrist, blossoms that match the
trimming on the hat. The violet hat with white gloves,
trimmed with large bunches of violets, was also made in
a -black and white combination for a famous motion
picture star. But always the hat must fit the per-
sonality.

The season for large hats has come back with a ven-
geance, according to Nicole, who knows her millinery.
The crowns are still small but the brims may be as large
as your type can stand them.
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Out of the studios of the west coast we bring you news and gossip

AYMOND PAIGE, music director of KH]J in Los
RAngeles, which serves as the key station for the
CBS-Don Lee chain out on the coast, has been
more or less a musical prodigy since he was born in Wausau,
Wisconsin, back in 1900.
The family, by degrees, moved to Chicago, Montana,
San Diego and finally Los Angeles.

@ This is Al Pearce, popular radio figure of the California
studios, now heard nationally with his Saturday night gang

While he has studied music since a child, even his direc-
torial ability was evidenced at an early age. Down in San
Diego he organized and lead a Sunday School orchestra.
That is, he did for awhile until the boys introduced a couple
of jazz tunes in the hymn repertoire.

Then he aspired to higher things and organized a high
school orchestra and went barnstorming in the smaller
towns of the southwest. ,

Five years ago, after playing first violin in Los
Angeles and San Francisco theaters, he joined KH]
and has since directed all of its musical activities.
While he has had a number of commercials east-
ward via CBS, perhaps he is best known for his
California Melodies half hour which has been fea-
tured for the past two years from the California
station to the network.

Raymond Paige is happily married, lives in a
swanky Beverly Hills home, and never wears a hat.
He has been signally honored by being guest con-
ductor of the famed Los Angeles Philharmonic Or-
chestra and the Hollywood Bowl “Symphony Under
the Stars” Orchestra. He plays a good game of
tennis, was president of his class in college, won his
letter in track and likes to attend wienie bakes at
the beach.

* * *

Radio sometimes goes sort of ritzy with its
Countess Albanis and its Rudy Vallees, to say noth-
ing of up-stage names and faces. _

But, when it all simmers down to a final analysis,
it seems that the real “highbrows” of radiodom are
none other than a hill billy team . . . the Crockett
family, to be exact. Five sons, old man Crockett,
one daughter; assisted by the Lynn Sisters from
neighboring Tennessee. The Crocketts hail from old
Kaintuck. Just now they are on KNX,. Hollywood,
nightly.

Of course this mountain family would be the last
to go stagy on anybody. But they are really the
aristocrats of radiodom.

They are direct descendents of Antoine Personette
Cracketagni who, in turn, dated way back to La-
fayette’s time. This branch of the family was per-
secuted in France and so migrated over to the shores
of Ireland and changed the name to Crockett. It
was Antoine’s second son, Louie, who came to
America and founded the Crockett family.

There you have the whole genealogical story in a
nutshell. Despite their naiveness the Crocketts are
the real aristocrats of radioland. Old Pa Crockett,
though, isn’t a bit interested in it. He still longs
for his mountain home and bitterly bemoans
the fact that out west . . . where men are men and
women are glad of it . . . he can’t get lye hominy
or sorghum; has to dodge the automobile traffic,
and can’t get used to wearing store shoes.

BY DR. RALPH]
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»f your favorites who entertain you on the Pacific wavelengths

Belle and Martha, characters on KMTR, Hollywood,
with a ‘bit of backyard gossip and breezy chatter, can do
most any dialect. They ought to, for the girls both earned
their Master of Arts degrees in speech at the University
of Southern California. But they prefer the characters
which they portray.

Belle in real life is Edith Adams, who was on the staff
of WBBM and WHAQ in Chicago for a year.
Martha is Gertrude Tyson, who used to be in the
office staff of KHJ, Los Angeles.

* * *

Lady Luck plays a pretty important part in
anybody’s career. Anyway, that’s what Eddie
Kay, assistant music director of KH] thinks. And,
what is more, he trots forth a few assorted proofs
from his own career in support of his theory.

Seems as though luck largely figured in starting
Eddie on a music career at the tender age of
twenty-one. At that ripe old age Eddie had just
written a couple of tunes for the “Oh Joy” revue
which was starring Ethel Waters in his home town
of New York.

Eddie was out in the house all lathered up watch-
ing the performance. Right in the midst of it all
the conductor dropped dead of heart failure. Of
course somebody brought up the old bromide about
“The show must go on.” So Eddie was pushed
into the pit and told to finish up the performance.

Eddie’s youthful ambition was to be a chemical
engineer. His folks wanted him to be a physician.
So they compromised and Eddie studied dentistry
for a year and a half before he was “shoved” into
the musical career.

Since his New York “debut” he has gone west
and scored and conducted for film lots, musical
comedies and vodvil shows. Six months ago he
broke into radio as assistant conductor at KH]J,
key station for the CBS-Don Lee chain.

* * *

Gypsy has been interviewing radio celebs from
Sam Francisco bay stations for many years. Few
know that she is a Los Angeles girl, the wife of
an army officer (a colonel), and in private life
is Elsa Charlotte Musgrave.

The “Gypsy” caption has clung to her since
childhood days when she always wanted to travel
and go places. So her chums nicknamed her Gypsy.

Though fans nowadays hear only her speaking
voice, she is an accomplished pianist and once
toured in recital under the stage name of Elsa
Kambarska. She is the granddaughter of a Polish
nobleman and, for luck, she took his name for the
stage appearances.

* * *
Paul Carson, whose “Bridge to Dreamland”
organ series is a popular attraction over KPO,
started radio as music director on KMPC, Beverly

Hills, several years ago and he’s been at it since.

One of his favorite anecdotes is about his father, a
clergyman. Just as the services were about to start it
was discovered that the organist was missing. The father
motioned to Paul, aged six, to play the organ as he an-
nounced “Nearer My God to Thee.” “Jesus, Lover of My
Soul,” he announced for the second number. This was

® Marjorie Bainbridge who's been on the stage since child-
hood is the heroine of "The Bowery" dramas of KFwWB




the second and last in young Paul’s
repertoire. Then the elder Carson
said, “‘Jesus, Lover of My Soul’
was so beautiful, we will sing it
again.” And so the crisis was passed.
He later attended Northwest Univer-
sity, and was a stretcher-bearer in
the French army for three years,

For hobbies he collects rare edi-
tions and Persian rugs.

* * B

Most radio hill billies come from
the Ozarks. But NBC'’s prize hill
billy number one out on the west
coast was educated at the University
of Kansas and the New England
Conservatory of Music in Boston.

He’s Charlie Marshall, whose
mavericks continue to be “sensa-
tions” year after year from the NBC
studios in Frisco town.

Charlie’s hobby is walking. In
fact, when he was married in Boston
to a New England school marm they
took their honeymoon by hiking
from the Bean City to Topeka,
Kansas with a 70-pound pack on
the back of the bridegroom.

But Charlie Marshall isn’t entirely
a synthetic hill billy. He was born
out in Kansas, wrote for minstrel
troupes for years, and has been a
hill billy herder for the Pacific divi-
sion of NBC since back in '28.

* * *

Elmore Vincent answers to the
name of “Senator Fishface,” for ’tis
his most famous characterization on
NBC in the west. Born in Texas,
the family moved to Oregon, but
never could the boy keep from
scrambling up words in class recita-
tions. Of course by the time he grew
up the difficulty was overcome. But
up at KJR in Seattle he began to
do the Senator Fishface act, a sort
of Roy Atwill performance, and
finally became so good that NBC
grabbed him up for its regular pro-
grams in San Francisco.

But he can never forget that day
in school when he took a bow and
started to recite. “Here stands the
flag . . . florist shop . . . forest . . . perambulator . . . prunes
and prisms . . . prancing . . . I mean primeval, or some-
thing. Mid the midget . . . | mean murmuring . . . plants

. pines . . . and the hamhocks. . . . Those were
strenuous"days, pals,” murmurs the perspiring radio senator.
* * *

Lots of people used to think that Chauncey Haines,
Jr. could dish it out but couldn’t take it. But that was
before he switched over from being music director for
KMPC, out in swanky Beverly Hills, to KFAC out in
the fashionable Wilshire district of Los Angeles.

Then came the acid test and now Chauncey is eligible
to join some club or other such as the caterpillar club.

When he changed stations a few weeks ago one of his
first jobs was to audition a girls’ vocal trio. He was told
by the station manager that it was a very good. trio and

he would like to put it on if Chauncey would stamp his’

musical approval on them.

And in walked Caltana Christoph as director of the
trio. To most people that wouldn’t mean much. But
to Chauncey Jr. it meant a good deal. Caltana is his
former wife. And was his face red . . . and hers, too.
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Anyway, Director Haines lost no time in signing up his
former wife and the girls’ trio, so all is serene over in the
KFAC penthouse studios. The former Mrs. Haines’ name,"
Caltana, was coined by her parents. She was born in
Montana, but the family had previously lived in California.
So they made up the name of Caltana.

* * *

Though his parents sent him to college to study law,
and a year of European travel to quell the wanderlust, J.
Anthony Smythe wanted to become an actor.

At the tender age of twenty-one he was juvenile lead
in the Chestnut Theatre, Philadelphia, and thereafter the
legal profession was out of his mind forever.

Two years ago Tony joined the NBC drama staff in
San Francisco and plays the male lead in “One Man’s
Family,” weekly serial of family life. While he does a
lifelike characterization of a family man, he has pever

on T PACIE,.




married. QOf course he .always answers letters asking for

advice.. . . but doesn’t guarantee ’'em.
. * * *

Flvia Allman, known sometimes via the ether lanes as
“The long tall gal from Dixie,” likes to conquer new fields.

Years ago-she studied in New York to go on the stage.
1t was fairly near her. home in North Carolina but, some-
how or .other, she always wanted to come -west.

But in Los Angeles there weren't many chances to break
into. radio, so she became a studio hostess. Not long after
the station, KH]J, was sold and she got her chance to
appear before the mike and do character songs. It went
over big.

So, to make a long story short, she became a staff artist.

But, by this time, she wanted to. get to New York again. .

Columbia offered her. a chance and she returned to Gotham
for a year. In the meantime she had married Wesley

® Meet the Crockett family, heard nightly on
KNX, Hollywood—Father Crockett, five sons,one
daughter—and their neighbors, the Lynn Sisters

Tourtellotte who was and still is, staff or-
ganist for KFI-KECA in Los Angeles. But,
the New York goal reached, she wanted to
return to California. Now she is heard over
KHJ], KNX and other Southern' California
stations in characterizations. What 1is her
next ambition? Gather closely little kiddies
and you shall hear . . . she wants to retire
and start a chicken ranch out in San Fernando
valley. But who ever heard of anyone retir-
ing in radio at the ripe old age of 297
* * *

Not many aspiring lyric writers ever essay
to branch into the realm of radio dramatics.
But Edward Lynn, of Los Angeles, did.

For five years he was private secretary to
Charles Wakefield Cadman, famed composer.
Together with Mr. Cadman he composed two
score of songs which have been published with
the words by Lynn and the music by Cadman.

But music, in itself, didn’t seem to pay
financially though, as Eddie said, “It was good
for the; soul.” And so he began to dash off
reams of radio script. There were hometown
plays featuring Virginia Sale, sister of Chic
and breezy skits featuring. Mrs. Wally' Reid.

Yet they were “just another radio play”
until the young dramatist began to- “go his-
torical.” Now he has the “Catherine the
Great” series weekly from KH] and all the
way eastward via CBS; another on. “Our
Romantic Presidents” as a local weekly for
KMTR, Hollywood; and a brand new series
for KNX, which is a sort of series on contem-
porary life andas yet untitled.

Right now a Lynn radio production is a
finished product. But it has been an up-
hill road. There were: days when the rent
was over-due and the cupboard was bare.
Through it all there has been a certain amount
of versatility that has enabled him to keep
on ever with the goal in sight. Once upon a

out the studio and answered the 'phone so he
could keep studying nights and working on his
“masterpiece.”

While many “geniuses” climb a pinnacle
and rest there awhile, young Lynn is never
satisfied. When one thing is done and done well he starts out
on something new. He is one of two Los Angeles radio
producers who are as yet 'unmarried. But there are rumors.

* . * 1

Lots of people out west think that Kay Van Riper is
a young -and aspiring young man. But it isn't. Nope.
It's a 25-year-old blonde who was graduated from the
University of Minnesota a few years ago.

With the usual film-writer complex, the young lady
treked to Hollywood and aspired to write scenarios. But
the favorite portcullis of each studio was closed tight.

So, before funds gave out, she became press agent for
KFWB. And it was the luckiest thing in the world that
she did. For, one of ‘these fine days, she was given a pinch-
hit job of writing a radio serial. And she has been at it
ever since.

Her most outstanding creation has been the English
Coronets series, which has been on the Hollywood station
now for nearly three years. A pioneer in western historical
series, it is the only one of its kind out on the coast that
is sponsored. Once, when the feature seemed threatened,
40,000 irate fans wrote in to  (Continued on page 59)
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tions” year after year from the NBC
studios in Frisco town.

Charlie’s hobby is walking. In
fact, when he was married in Boston
to a New England schoot marm they
took their honeymoon by hiking
from the Bean City to Topeka,
Kansas with a 70-pound pack on
the back of the bridegroom.

But Charlie Marshall isn’t entirely
a synthetic hill billy. He was bomn
out in Kansas, wrote for minstrel
troupes for years, and has been a
hill billy herder for the Pacific divi-
sion of NBC since back in ‘28.
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Elmore Vincent answers to the
name of “Senator Fishface,” for ‘tis
his most famous characterization on
NBC in the west. Born in Texas,
the family moved to Oregon, but
never could the boy keep from
scrambling up words in class recita-
tions. Of course by the time he grew
up the difficulty was overcome. But
up at KJR in Seattle he began to
do the Scnator Fishface act, a sort
of Roy Atwill performance, and
finally became so good that NBC
grabbed him up for its regular pro-
grams in San Francisco.

But he can never forget that day
in school when he took a bow and
started to recite. “Here stands the
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and prisms . . . prancing . . . | mitan primeval, or some-
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Lots of people used to think that Chauncey Haines,
Jr. could dish it out but couldn’t take it. But that was
before he switched over from being music director for
KMPC, out in swanky Beverly Hills, to KFAC out in
the fashionable Wilshire district of Los Angeles.

Then came the acid test and now Chauncey is eligible
to join some club or other such as the caterpillar club.

When he changed stations a few weeks ago one of his
first jobs was to audition a girls’ vocal trio. He was told
by the station manager that it was a very good trio and
he would like to put it on if Chauncey would stamp his
musical approval on them.

And in walked Caltana Christoph as director of the
trio. To most people that wouldn't mean much. But
to Chauncey Jr. it meant a good deal. Caltana is his
former wife. And was his face red . . . and hers, too.
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Anyway, Director Haines lost no time in signing up his
former wife and the girls' trio, so all is serene over in the
KFAC penthouse studios. The former Mrs. Haines' name,
Caltana, was coined by her parents. She was b_orn n
Montana, but the family had previously lived in California.
So they made up the name of Caltana.
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Though his parents sent him to college to study law,
and a year of European travel to quell the wanderlust, J:
Anthony Smythe wanted to become an actor. ]

o At the tender age of twenty-one he was juvenile lead
in the Chestnut Theatre, Philadelphia, and thereafter the
legal profession was out of his mind forever. -

Two years ago Tony joined the NBC drama staff i
San Francisco and plays the male lead in “One Man$
Family,” weekly serial of family life. While he does &
lifelike characterization of a family man, he has fie¥!

on ak PACE

married. Of course. he always answers letters asking for
advice . . . but doesn’t guarantee ,;em.
* *

Elvia Allman, known sometimes via the ether lanes as
“The long tall gal from Dixie,” likes to conquer new fields.

Years ago she studied in New York to go on the stage.
It was fairly near her home in North Carolina but, some;
how or other, she always wanted to come west.

But in Los Angeles. there weren’t many chances to break
into radio, so she became a studio hostess. Not long after
the station, KHJ, was sold and she got her chance to
appear before the mike and do character songs. It-went
over big. .

So, to make a long story short, she became a staff artist.
But, by this time, she wanted to. get to New York again.
Columbia offered her a chance and she returned to Gotham
for a year. In the meantime she had married Wesley

aal Wavgg

® Meot the Crockett family, h i

y, heard nightly on
KNX, Hollywood—Father CrockeHt, five sonr,one
daughter—and their neighbors, the Lynn Sisters

Tourtellotte who was and still is, staff or-
ganist for KFI-KECA in Los Angeles. But,
the New York goal reached, she wanted to
return to California. Now she is heard over
KHJ, KNX and other Southern California
stations in characterizations. What is her
next ambition? Gather closely little kiddies
and you shall hear . . . she wants to retire
and start a chicken ranch out in San Fernando
valley. But who ever heard of anyone retir-
ing in radio at the ripe old age of 297
. . .

Not many aspiring lyric writers ever essay
to branch into the realm of radio dramatics.
But Edward Lynn, of Los Angeles, did.

For five years he was private secretary to
Charles Wakefield Cadman, famed composer.
Together with Mr, Cadman he composed two
score of songs which have been published with
the words by Lynn and the music by Cadman.

But music, in itself, didn't seem to pay
financially though, as Eddie said, “It was good
for the; soul.” And so he began to dash off
reams of radio script. There were hometown
plays featuring Virginia Sale, sister of Chic
and breezy skits featuring Mrs. Wally Reid

Yet they were “just another radio play”
until the young dramatist began to “go his-
torical.” Now he has the 'Catherine the
Great” series weekly from KHJ and all the
way eastward via CBS; another on "“Our
Romantic Presidents” as a local weekly for
KMTR, Hollywood; and a brand new series
for KNX, which is a sort of series on contem-
porary life and as yet untitled.

Right now a Lynn radio production is a
finished product. But it has been an up-
hill road. There were: days when the rent
was over-due and the cupboard was bare.
Through it all there has been a certain amount
of versatility that has enabled him to keep
on ever with the goal in sight. Once upon a
time he announced phonograph records, swept
out the studio and answered the ‘phone so he
could keep studying nights and working on his
“masterpiece.”

While many “geniuses” climb a pinnacle
and rest there awhile, young Lynn is never
satisfied. When one thing is done and done well he starts out
on something new, He is one of two Los Angeles radio
producers who are as y‘et unm.arriedi But there are rumors.

Lots of people out west think that Kay Van Riper is
a young and aspiring young man. But it isn't. Nope.
It's a 25-year-old blonde who was graduated from the
University of Minnesota a few years ago.

With the usual film-writer complex, the young lady
treked to Hollywood and aspired to write scenarios. But
the favorite portcullis of each studio was closed tight.

So, before funds gave out, she became press agent for
KFWB. And it was the luckiest thing in the world that
she did. For, one of these fine days, she was given a pinch-
hit job of writing a radio serial. And she has been at it
ever since. :

Her most outstanding creation has been the English
Coronets series, which has been on the Hollywood station
now for nearly three years. A pioneer in western historical
series, it is the only one of its kind out on the coast that
is sponsored. Once, when the feature seemed threatened,
40,000 irate fans wrote in to  (Continued on page 59)
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® Tony Wons, the amiable
monologist with the different mike
voice, does a litfle philosophizing
about getting a good start at the
breakfast table for the day's work

® Mr. Wons looks on approv-
ingly ot the artistic efforts of
his thirteen-year-old daughter,
Theodosia, who likes to paint




M
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® Morning comes to Tony who |
looks as though the cares of
the day rested lightly on his
sleeping hours. We ring the
bell, get him up and he poses

® A musical inferlude in the ”
Wons home with the whole family
gathered around the piano
while Mrs. Wons accompanies
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WE HAVE

® S U N D A Y

I1:15 A.M. Major Bowes' CapitoL FamiLy—Waldo Mayo, conductor and

violinist and guest artists. WEAF and associated stations.
The “majah” and his musical brood wishing you a pleasant
good morning.

12:15 P. M, BaBy Rose MARIE—songs. (Tastyeast). WJZ and associated
stations.

The precocious child with the grown-up lyrics.

12:30 P. M. Rapio City Concert—Radio City Symphony Orchestra; chorus

and soloists, WJ]Z and associated stations.
Delightful and well-balanced.

1:30 P. M. LiTTLE Miss BAB-0’S SURPRISE Party—Mary Small, juvenile
singer; William Wirges' orchestra; guest artists. WEAF and
associated stations.

, Another child who jazzes in adult tempo.

2:00 P. M. “Broapway MELODIES” with Everett Marshall; Jerry Freeman’s
orchestra and chorus. (Bi-so-dol). WABC and associated
stations.

Mr. Marshall of the lovely voice coming to you this afternoon.

2:00 P. M. Bar X Davs anp NiGHTs—romance of the early west. (White’s
Cod Liver Oil Tablets). W]Z and associated stations.

i T Out tha;vlwhere mer;l were mgn ar:jd knew it. .

o jorito, Columbia's West Coast : - M. RINGs oF MELoby—Ohman and Arden, piano duo; Arlene Jack-
::adesrr': on fh: lbw Gold programs < son, songs; Edward Nell, Jr., Baritone. (Perfect Circle Co.).

I W]Z and associated stations.

1 A good variety program.

f 2:30 P.M. Tve Bic HoLLywoop SHow, with Abe Lyman’s orchestra and “Accordiana”, (Phillips Dental Magnesia).

‘ WABC and associated stations.

i With echoes of Cinema Town.

1

3:30 P.M. The Yeast Foamers—Jan Garber’s orchestra—(Northwestern Yeast Company). WJZ and associated
stations. 3
An old favorite with new tunes.
5:00 P. M. “Roses aNp Drums”. (Union Central Life Insurance Co.). WABC and associated stations.
Romance and draymah when they battled for the Potomac.
5:30 P. M. Granp HoTeL—dramatic sketch with Anne Seymour. (Compana Corporation). WJ]Z and associated stations.
What happens when a lot of excitable people get together.
| 5:30 P. M. Frank CRUMIT AND JuLiA SaNDERsoN—(Bond Bread). WABC and associated stations.
h A popular pair who know their stuff,
‘ 6:30 P. M. SmiLing Ep McCoNNELL. (Acme White Lead and Color Works). Also Wednesday and Friday at 12:30
P. M. WABC and associated stations.
It's your turn to smile.
6:45 P. M. Warp's FamiLy THEATRE. Act | with Lean and Mayfield, James
. Melton, and the Green Stripe Orchestra. (Ward Baking Co.).
Pretty Sally Singer who warbles WABC and associated stations,
Populor $ines on~ba INEC woses Two stage veterans, a Dixie air hero and good music.

7:00 P. M. ReAL SiLk ProcRAM—Charles Previn and his orchestra; guest
artist. (Real Silk Hosiery Mills). WJZ and associated stations.
Another satisfactory musical aggregation,

7:30 P. M. Warp’s FAMILY THEATRE, Act 1] with Guest Stars, James Melton
and Green Stripe Orchestra. (Ward Baking Co.).” WABC and
associated stations.

Back again with another program,

7:30 P. M. BAKER'S Broapcasr, featuring Joe Penner, comedian; Harriet Hil-
liard, vocalist and Ozzie Nelson’s orchestra. (Standard Brands,
Inc.). WJZ and associated stations,
The ducky one and isn’t he getting more popular all the time?
7:45 P.M. THe FitcH ProcrRAM—Wendall Hall. (F. W. Fitch Co.). WEAF

and associated stations.
. A hot singer with that molasses intonation,

8:00 P. M. CHASE AND SANBORN Hour—Jimmy Durante and Rubinoff’s 7
orchestra. (Chase and Sanborn Co ee). WEAF and associated !
stations. !

The high spot of tonight; everybody says so. (
8:30 P. M. Frep WARING’S PENNSYLVANIANS, (Ford Motor Company). Also '
Thurs. 9:30 P. M. WABC and associated stations, l
The Warings have certainly come along but they deserve the
applause.

9:00 P. M. MANHATTAN MerrY-Go-Rouno—Tamara, Russian bjues singer;

EASTERN DAYLIGHT.




W

9:00 P. M.

9:30 P. M.

9:30 P. M.
10:00 P. M.
10:00 P. M.

10:30 P. M.

11:15 P. M.

ITH US-—

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

Expert soloists who make you sit back and listen.
Gurr HeapLiners—Irving Berlin; Frank Parker; The Pickens
Sisters; The Revelers Quartet; Al Goodman and his orchestra.
(Gulf Refining Co.). W]Z and associated stations.

Parker has a grand voice and then there are the Revellers, lest

you forget.
AMERICAN ALBUM of FamiLiar Music—Frank Munn, tenor; Vir-
ginia Rea, soprano; Ohman and Arden; Bertrand Hirsch,
violinist; The Haenschen Concert Orchestra. (Bayer 