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HERE’S YOUR OPPORTUNITY TO

EARN 2 3 WEEKLY

and in addition get all YOUR OWN DRESSES FREE!

in this New Kind of Work for Married Women
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED=NO INVESTMENT

[}MBITIOUS women, who want to
% make extra monecy, can represent
Fashion Frocks, Inc., one of the world’s
leading dressmaking houses, right in your
home community. You can earn up to $23
in a week and all your own dresses Free to
wear as samples, and you need not invest
one penny, and you need no experience.
It is very pleasant dignified work, because

your friends and neighbors and all women
love to look at the latest style dresses.
They will gladly give you their orders be~
cause you not only show them the newest
and most stunning dresses, but you save
them money besides, offering dresses direct
‘from the great Fashion Frocks factory, at
the lowest factory prices. Mail coupon
below for Free particulars of this offer.

NO CANVASSING REQUIRED

'I’OU can start casily and quickly

through our special plan that requires
no regular house-to-house canvassing.You
don’t have to know style, values or fab-
rics. Fashion Frock way of presentation
enables you to show the entire line effec-
tively to any woman. This dramatic pre-

TURN SPARE HOURS INTO PROFIT

7OU do not have to work full time
unless you want to. Thus you can
turn your spare hours into profit and, in
addition, get smart new dresses, fine lin-
erie, and luxurious silk hose for yourself
in your size, without a penny of cost. You
can have the pleasure of always wearing
the most advanced dress styles as they
come out, as well as lingerie and silk

sentation gets her interest. The smart
styles, gorgeous colors and rich fabrics
thrill her. And the low direct-factory
prices surprise her. You merely write the
orders. That's all you have to do. We do
the delivering and collecting. You will
enjoy this easy, fascinating work.

stockings. This offer is probably the
most amazing cmployment offer
ever made to women, because it
makes possible such liberal carn-
ings plus free dresses. Mail the
coupon for the marvelous free op-
portunity. Or write a letter—a
ostal will do—and give age and
ress size.

oy

ASHION FROCKS Advanced Styles for Fall are the finest in vur entire 31 years of dress manufac-
turing history. They are the last-minute styles from Paris, Hollywood, Riviera and other famed
tashion centers, where our stylists rush the newest style trends to us to be made into Fashion Frocks.

.

Personally Selected and Autographed by Movie Stars

) ROMINENT screen actresses have personally selected many Fashion Frock dresses for the coming
L season. And they put their stamp of approval on these glamorous dresses by autographing them.
This superior line of dresses is never sold in stores, but by direct faccory representatives oaly. They
arc nationally known because nationally advertised. They are endorsed for style and value by Houschold
Magazine Searchlight, and are approved by fashion editors of leading magazines. This practical, unani-
mous O. K. by these rccanizcd authorities makes Fashion Frocks absolutely authentic in style, supreme
in value and -easy to sell.

Fashion Frocks enjoy National Demand

‘OMEN everywhere arc cager to sec the newest Fashion Frock advanced Fall creations which have

been personally selected and autographed by famous movie stars. This tremendous demand has
forced us to increase the number of our representatives, so this glorious opportunity is open to you. Just
mail coupoa for FREE details of chis amazing offer.

7%

his outstanding offer is open to
ambitious women everywhere and
is absolutely Free in every respect. Nothina to pay now or at any time.

FASHION FROCKS, Inc. Dept. AH-200, Cincinnati, O.
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FASHION FROCKS, INC. # I

Dept. AH-200 l
Cincinnati, Ohio

@ I am interested in your Free offer. Send me all the details how 1 can |

make up to $23 weekly and get my own dresses without a penny of cost. |
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Her striking beach coat arrested his glance
but what kept him looking was her smile!

Your smile is a treasure that’s yours alone. Help guard it with Ipana and Massage!

Hooded robe in terry cloth
with cord belt, multi-colored
stripes on sleeves and bem.

Don’t neglect “Pink Tooth Brush”—Ipana and massage

promotes firmer gums, brighter smiles!

BOLDLY STRIPED beach robe can do
loads for a girl. But where is her charm
without a lovely smile?

For how soon the spell of style is broken
if her smile is dull and dingy. No one can
be more pathetic than the girl who concen-
trates on lovely clothes, and ignores the
warning of “pink tooth brush.”

Learn a lesson from her, yourself, but turn
it to good account! Remember, you can't
neglect the modern care of your teeth and
gums, and hope to save your charm.

Never Ignore “Pink Tooth Brush”

If you see that warning tinge of “pink” on
your tooth brush, don’t ignore it—see your
dentist at once! It may mean nothing serious.

AUGUST, 1939

Very often, he’ll tell you that modern soft,
creamy foods are to blame —foods that de-
prive your gums of the vigorous chewing
workouts they need for health.

“More exercise” may be his advice and,
very often, “the helpful stimulation of Ipana
Tooth Paste and massage.” For Ipana is de-
signed not only to clean teeth thoroughly
but, with massage, to help the gums as well.
Each time you brush your teeth, massage a
little extra Ipana into your gums. Circula-
tion quickens in the gums...lazy gums
awaken, tend to become firmer, healthier.

Get a tube of economical Ipana Tooth
Paste at your druggist’s today. Let Ipana and
massage help you to brighter teeth, firmer,
healthier gnms—a winning smile!

IPANA TOOTH PASTE

— t—
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ND BELTS
NO PINS
NO PADS
NO 0DOR

O stay-at-home week-ends,

no calendar days—if you use
Tampax for sanitary protection. Even in a
modern swim suit there is nothing to "'show™
—no line or edge of belt or napkin. Tampax is
worn internally, acting gentlyas anabsorbentand
allowing you to golf, ride, bathe, swim—in
comfortt, without chafing, without the forma-
tion of odor!

Perfected by a doctor, Tampax is made of
pute, long-fibered surgical cotton. Firmly cross-
stitched, it cannot come apart and fail in pro-
tection. Each sealed in patented applicator—
neat, quick, dainty. Your hands do not even
touch the Tampax. Quite unlike any other
product, because it flattens out to a thin shape
in use. No disposal difficulties. Comforeable

|

and efficient, the Tampax way is the civilized
|

way for women.
At drug stores and notion counters. Average
month’s supply, 35¢. Introducrory package,

20¢. As much as 25% may be saved by pur- |

chasing economy
package of 40.

Accepted for advertising
by the Journal of the

American Medical Asso-
- €iation.

9080000s00cs000000000000s

TAMPAX INCORPORATED
New Brunswick, N. J.
Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial package
of Tampax. I enclose 10¢ (stamps or silver) to cover cosc

of mailing. Size is checked below:
( ) REGULAR TAMPAX

Name.

Address

() JUNIOR TAMPAX

City. State.
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WHAT DO YOU
WANT TO SAY?
P )

FIRST PRIZE

SHE HEARS WITH HER EYES

OW would you like to sit in front
H of a radio and see the rapt at-

tention of the rest of the family,
when a program comes in that ap-
peals to them, watch the expressions
on their faces—see them laugh and
applaud—and never hear a sound?

I am stone deaf so I cannot hear
the programs, but I get a great kick
out of them anyway. I watch the
family’s reactions to a program, ask
them what it is appeals to them most,
and then I hunt up some reference
to it so that I also can feel I've taken
part as one of the audience.

Radio Mirror fills a wonderful need
to a person who cannot hear. It keeps
one a jump ahead of the times. Criti-
cisms and information, little items
about the stars and things connected
with radio are a wonderful enter-
tainment for a deaf person.

How do I hear the radio? By read-
ing Radio Mirror! What the ears
miss, the eyes grasp.

MRrs. Mager. G. PETTY,
Paynton, Sask., Canada.

SECOND PRIZE
NEVER A DULL MOMENT

Thanks to radio and our determina-
tion to exploit all its features, we are
one happy young couple with a little
baby who are adequately entertained
on a limited budget.

If you have a baby, you will know
that it puts quite a strain on the
budget to have a “baby tender” in for
many evenings. Instead we have built
up a group of favorite programs, and
from time to time we make “new dis-
coveries.” For the quiz and question
programs we have our own private
competition, and it’s heaps of fun.
Every morning I turn eagerly to the
newspaper radio column and check
the entertainment for our heavy date,
and believe me, there is never a dull
moment in our household!

Mrs. A. M. HorFrMAN,
San Francisco, Calif.

THIRD PRIZE
GOD BLESS AMERICA!

“God Bless America, Land That I
Love!”—what glorious words. It gives
us a thrill every Thursday to hear the
rich voice of Kate Smith sing this
stirring song which was especially
written for her by Irving Berlin.

Folks who enjoy every freedom
such as we do, are bound to forget
and take things too much for granted.

The Kate Smith hour does more
than its bit in making us truly
America-conscious, and with deepest
reverence we join Kate in singing
;IGOd Pless America, My Home, Sweet

ome!”

CAROLYN BLANCHARD,
San Diego, Calif. |
(Continued on page 4)
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More women use Mum
than any other deodorant

MORE WIVES—because Mum
is always so easy to use.

AP

MORE NURSES—on duty or off,
they want safe, sure care!

MORE SCHOOL .GIRlS—[O pre-
vent odor quickly, safely.

MORE SCREEN STARS—for they
must always have charm.

‘
\ RSN S

Mum doesn’t harm fabrics.

Be attractive! Be popular!
Make sure of your charm, with MUM

ICH GIRL, poor gitl—every gitl should
R remember this: You can’t be attrac-
tive to others unless you're always fresh
and sweet—nice to be near!

It's so easy to offend unknowingly—
to think your bath can make you safe.
But no bath—however perfect—can pre-
vent underarm odor. A bath removes
only perspiration that is past. Mum pre-
vents underarm odor—works in advance
to keep you sweet. Houurs after your bath
has faded, Mum keeps you fresh.

You'll like Mum! For Mum is speedy,
safe, utterly dependable in guarding your
daintiness and charm!

MUM SAVES TIME! 30 seconds to smooth
in Mum under this arm—under that—

and you're through, all ready to go!

MUM SAVES CLOTHES! The seals of the
American Institute of Laundering and
of Good Housekeeping Bureau tell you
Mum is harmless to fabrics. And even
after underarm shaving Mum doesn't it-
ritate your skin.

MUM SAVES CHARM! Without stopping
perspiration, Mum stops the objection-
able odor. Get Mum at any drugstore
today and join the millions of lovely
women who have found Mum a “must”
for popularity and charm.

SANITARY NAPKINS NEED MUM!
Avoid embarrassing odors from this source, too.
Maum is gentle, safe . . . fastidions women every-
where make a habit of Mum this second way.

takes the odor

M U M out of perspiration

3

MORE BUSINESS GIRLS—they know
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High Summer Rates
for Writers

of True Stories

Following our regular policy we are discontinuing true story

manuscript contests during the summer months. A great new true

story contest will begin on September 1st, 1939. But, in the mean-

time, we are still in the market for true stories for straight purchase,

and in order to secure them are going to renew our sensational offer

of last summer which worked so greatly to the financial advantage

of many writers of true stories.

We will continue to pay for regu-
Jar acceptable material our regular
rate, which averages about 2c per
word, but, in addition, during the
summer months we gladly will pay
writers of true stories the special
rates of 3¢ per word for better-than-
average true stories and 4c per word
for exceptionally good truc stories
submitted for straight purchase.

In comparing these special sum-
mer rates with the average rate of
2¢ per word, a few moments’ figuring
will show you what this offer can
mean to you financially—literally
making $2 grow where $1 grew
formerly.

Under this offer the Editorial Staff
of TRUE STORY are the sole judges
as to the quality of stories submitted.
But rest assured that if you send in

IMPORTANT

Submit stories direct. Do not deal
through intermediaries.

If you do not already have one send
for a copy of free booklet entitled
“Facte You Should Know Before Writ-
ing True Stories.” Use the coupon
provided for that purpose.

In sending true stories, be sure, in
each case, 10 enclose first-class return
postage in the samc container with
manuseript. We ¢gladly return manu-
scripts when postage is supplied, but we
cannot do 8o otherwise. Failure to
enclose return first-class postage means
that after a reasonable time the manu-
script if not accepted for publication
will be destroyed.

a story of extra quality you will re-
ccive the corresponding extra rate.

This is in no sense a contest—simply

a straight offer to purchase true
stories, with a handsome bonus for
extra quality.

Here is your opportunity. The
time is limited to the months of
June, July and August,1939. So strike
while the iron is hot. Start today the
story of an episode in your life or the
life of a friend or acquaintance that
you feel has the necessary heart in-
terest to warrant the cxtraordinarily
high special rates we are offering.
Send it in when finished, and if it
really has the extra quality we seek
the extra sized check will be forth-
coming with our sincere congratula-
tions. Be sure your manuscript is

post-markcd not later than mid-
night, August 31, 1939.

MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC.
Dept. K, P. O. Box 629,
Grand Central Station,
New York, N. Y.

P e e e e e e e e e (=
TRUE STORY, Dept. K RM8
P. O. Box 629, Grand Central Station

New York, N. Y.

Please send me my free copy of your
booklet entitled “Facts You Should Know
Before Writing True Stories.”

What Do You Want
to Say?

(Continued from page 3)

FOURTH PRIZE
GET YOUR DICTIONARIES OUT, FOLKS!

I am becoming allergic to Bing
Crosby as an M.C.!

Whether it is his script writer, or
the receiving of an honorary degree
from his “alma mater” in Spokane,
which was the cause of the change in
his style, I do not know, but I have
noticed that now instead of his former
spontaneous style of announcing, he
appears to have ‘“swallowed the dic-
tionary and choked on the cover.”

Don’t misunderstand me—I do not
feel that it is necessary for him to
use language as “earthy’” as Bob’s, but
I have heard it said that while
eschewing mediocrity of expression
through platitudinous phraseology, it
behooves one to beware of ponder-
osity and to be mindful that pedantry,
being indicatory of an inherent mag-
alomania, frustrates its own aim and
results merely in obnubilation.

S. BEaTRICE NORMAN,
Montreal, Canada.

FIFTH PRIZE
"TOWN MEETING" RINGS THE BELL

_ During the recent tense situation
in Europe, the reams of propaganda
that filled columns of news type and
blared from loudspeakers made it al-
most impossible to think in coherent
manner causes and result of what
actually did happen.

‘I, therefore, want to express my
sincere thanks to the producers of
Town Meeting of the Air for setting
me to rights on “Can Europe Avoid
War?” The compact questions that
did not allow too much to be said,
and the clear, concise thinking of the
speakers, who put forth their opinions,
was a tonic to those of us who knew
not what to think.

This was the first time I had lis-
tened to the Town Meeting, but if
such sound logic continues, it won’t
be the last.

DoroTHY PANFIL,
Milwaukee. Wisc.
(Continued on page 77)

THIS IS YOUR PAGE!

YOUR LETTERS OF OPINION WIN

— —PRIZES — —

First Prize . ... ... $10.00
Second Prize .. .. $ 5.00
Five Prizesof . .. . . $ 1.00

Address your letter to the Editor,
RADIO MIRROR, 122 Eost 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y., and moil it
not loter than July 26th, 1939. Al
submissions become the property of
the mogozine.
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Its

no fun bein

g 30

...AND ALONE

“T AM one of those women who, as the
saying is ‘missed the boat’. .. women

who dream of a husband, a home, and

children—and never get them.

There is never a morning as I start out
for work but that I wish I could remain at
home to look after a family. There is
never a twilight but that my loneliness
comes out of the dusk to sadden me as I
open the door of my empty flat.

It wasn’t always like this. Men used to
find me attractive. Two wanted to marry
me. Then some unexplainable change
took place in me. I met new men of course.
but somehow their interest was only
momentary. I could not fathom the rea-
son for their indifference then, nor can
I now. To this day I do not know what
is wrong with me. I wish to heaven I did.
It’s no fun being thirty—and alone.”

AUGUST, 1939

“Is anyone immune?”

An unusual case, you say?
Nothing of the sort.
Countless women and
men are probably in ex-

‘ actly the same situation

right now—and ignorant of the reason for it.

After all, nothing repels others and kills a
romance so quickly as halitosis (bad breath).
The insidious thing about this offensive
condition is that you yourself seldom real-
ize when you have it. At this very moment
you may be guilty.

“Why risk offending?”
But why risk offending
when halitosis usually
yields so readily and quick-
ly to Listerine Antiseptic?
You simply rinse the

mouth or gargle with it every might and
morning, and between times before social
or business engagements.
Listerine Antiseptic freshens and invig-
orates the entire mouth;
halts fermentation of tiny
food particles, a major
cause of breath odors, then
gets rid of the odors them-
selves. Your breath be-
comes sweeter, fresher,
more agreeable to others.
“It’s my passport to popularity™
If you want people to like you, if you want
to get along in business, use Listerine night
and morning and between times when you
want to be sure you're at your best. This
wonderful antiseptic and deodorant nay he
the passport to popularity that you lack.
Lambert Pharmacal Co.. St. Louis, Mo.

5
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NONSHI
CREAM /

7

Because of an entirely
new ingredient never be-
fore used in a deodorant!

Whether you prefer cream deodor-
ants for steady use, or for those occa-
sions when a liquid is inconvenient,
you will welcome Nonspi Cream
for its outstanding advantages:

1. Checks both perspiration and odor
—from 1 to 3 days.

2. Feels and looks like velvety vanish-
ing cream. Goes on easily—dries almaost
instantly. Not greasy.

3. May be used directly after shaving.
4. Has a reaction approximating that

of the normal skin—so cannot injure
either skin or clothing.

5. Works on new principle—*“adsorhs™
odors.
Be one of the first to take advantage
of this wonderful new discovery of
science! Getagenerous jar of Nonspi
Cream —today. 50¢ at drug or de-
partmentstores. Also in liquid form

the cover of Rapro MIRrOR this

month—something besides the pic-
ture of Myrna Loy, that is. Maybe you
didn’t notice it at first glance, but to
the words “Radio Mirror” have been
added two more—“and Television.”
That means that from now on Rabpro
MIRROR will cover the new field of tele-
vision as well. Whenever there’s any
news about television, you’ll find it in
this magazine—pictures and stories
about the stars who will grow up with
this exciting new medium of entertain-
ment, trips backstage like the one on
page 22 of this issue, and all the other
things you will want to know about a
glamorous baby that is growing by
leaps and bounds. This doesn’t mean
that we’ll neglect sound radio—in fact,
for a long time to come we’'ll print
much less about television than we do
about radio, for the simple reason that
everyone has a radio set and few peo-
ple, as yet, have television sets. But
if your curiosity about television just
won’t let you alone—RADp1Io MIRROR
will try to satisfy i‘t every month.

THERE’S something important on

It’s an open secret in Hollywood
that the reason Basil Rathbone left
The Circle program, Sunday nights on
NBC, was that Groucho Marx, by his
frequent off-script remarks, kept Basil
on the hot-spot of nervousness. Basil
just couldn’t handle a barrage of gags
that weren’t in the script and never
had been—they threw him off his
stride and made him lose his place in
his own script and leave out lines he
should have said. So he politely asked
for his freedom from the program. A
week later he showed up on the Kraft
! Music Hall, where Bob Burns and
Bing Crosby proceeded to ad lib so
freely that poor Basil once more got
mixed up and read the same line twice
before he found his place again. To—

WHAT'S NEW FROM

| One of the reasons for the continued popu-
larity of Big Town is Claire Trevor. Above,
dining with her husband, Clark Andrews.

need I add?—Bing’s and Bob’s ex-
treme hilarity‘. ;

If the Circle goes off the air for the
summer, the airline people are going
to be sorry. Since the program went
on the air, Lawrence Tibbett has flown
from New York to Hollywood every
Friday that he was on the show, and
back again on Monday, with the re-
sult that by the end of June he’ll have
flown through the air with the great-
est of ease some 50,000 miles, or more
than two times 51roupd tk'le earth.

One of those friendly rivalries goes
on between Hal Kemp and Skinnay
Ennis. Skinnay, you know, banged
drums in Hal’s band for twelve years
before he got his own orchestra. Play-
ing on the Bob Hope show on NBC
at ten o’clock Tuesday nights, for a
few weeks this spring he was on the
air at the same hour as Hal’'s Time
to Shine program on CBS. Last fall,
just after Skinnay’s program made its
debut and before Hal's went off the
air for the winter, Hal graciously
wired Skinnay, “My Time is Your
Time.” And this spring, before Skin-
nay left the air, he wired Hal: “You’ll
Get Along Witpout‘ Me‘ Very Well!”

The average monthly number of
proposals received by Michael Raf-
fetto, who plays Paul in One Man’s
Family, is about one hundred. But
now that writer Carlton Morse has
Paul talking about getting married in
the script, Michael, who is a bachelor
in good standing, gets about twice as
many proposals. The proposers most
frequently use the argument that
they’re wealthy, and can support
Michael in the style to which he’s
accustomed, and he won’t have to do
a lick of work.

(Continued on page T77)
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OAST TO COAST

HEN listeners to one of sta-
W tion WL W’s musical programs
sit back in their chairs, giving
all their attention to the symphony
or chamber-music coming over their
loudspeakers, they can be sure that
the studio’s musical commentator is
doing exactly the same thing.
Michael Hinn, although he’s been
on the staff of Cincinnati’s WLW only
since the first of the year, is already
its musical expert, with a large fol-
lowing among those who enjoy sym-
phonic programs. On the Mutual
network, he’s been heard in the
WLW program, The Nation’s School
of the Air, where he did the commen-
taries on the I Like Music hour every

-Friday—a job which he will resume

next fall when the School of the Air
begins broadcasting again. Locally,
he’s on WSAI'S Music You Want
When You Want It, and various
symphonic programs broadcast over
both stations.

Michael is a tall, blond, neat chap,
twenty-eight years old and with a
quiet, sincere voice. He really loves
music, and gives it his rapt attention
between commentaries. Born in
Virginia, Minnesotda, he went to the

University of Wisconsin at Madison,

By DAN SENSENEY

dramatic club plays.

Once out of college, he wanted to
head for Broadway, but the chance
to act came closer home—over WHA,
in Madison. There he took more and
more important air roles, until fi-
nally, at the end of the year, he went
to a bigger station in St. Paul. Then
he moved to Grand Forks, North Da-
kota, where he was a station man-
ager, and from there. to WWNC,
Asheville, North Carolina. He likes
Asheville because it was here he got
his first chance, outside of college,
to act on a stage, in the Asheville
Summer Theater.

MUSICAL EXPERT

HEN Michael Hinn isn’t on the

air, he’s in it. His chief outdoor
recreation is flying, and his greatest
ambition is to own a plane. Every
weekend he makes an airplane trip
—to Asheville, or to some other part
of North Carolina, where his father,
a construction engineer, is just now
busy building bridges.

Michael Hinn helps make WLW's
musical programs enjoyable.

where he worked his way through
with such jobs as waiting on table,
mowing lawns, and firing furnaces.
Since his early teens he’d wanted to
be an actor, and he took the leading
roles in several of the University

Coast-to-coast listeners are bound
to hear Michael now and then during
the summer, talking about the music
on programs which are fed to the
Mutual network by WLW or its sister
station, WSAI
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win Romance!

READ CHARMING MRS, GREGORY'S BEAUTY ADVICE:

Do sure nothing does more for a girl's looks than
fresh, smooth skin. And that's where Camay comes in!
It's one soap that seems to help keeb my skin just the

way I like it ..

Richmond, Va.
January 25, 1939

N WINNING the right man

the right kind of soap can
help! For to stay really lovely,
complexions must have prop-
er care! “A gentle care) so many
lovely brides will tell you.
“That’s why we use Camay
regularly every day!”

Yow'll like Camay’s rich,
creamy lather—the thorongh
way it cleanses—its mild,
soothing touch! Use Camay
every day for your complexion
—and for your bath of beanty
to help keep back and shoul-
ders lovely. Like thousands of

. fresh and smooth!
(Signed) FRANCES GREGORY

(Mss. O. C. Gregory, Jr.)

girls, you'll ind Camay’s lux-
urious lather an easy aid to
all-over loveliness—to dainti-
ness—to fresh good looks!
You’ll be delighted, too—as
they are—that Camay costs so
little! Get three cakes today!
Use it regularly.

Trade Mark Reg.
M"N,_Q. S, Pat. Off,

-




fingers switched from filling pre-

scriptions in a Massachusetts drug
store to tinkling the ivories, bringing
their owner fame and fortune, won
first place in the 1939 Facing the Music
popuﬁ)arity poll of Rapio MIRROR mag-
azine.

The contest, which found hundreds
of readers balloting for over seventy-
five different orchestras, began on
July 7, 1938, and scored a triumphant
victory for “sweet” music, when the
ex-pharmacist out-distanced Benny
Goodman, last year's winner, by a siz-
able margin.

Out of the first ten bands in the
voting, seven are classified as sweet
bands.

Three bands broke into the first ten
this year—Artie Shaw, who came
from obscurity to the top brackets of
swingdom in less than a year and al-
most saw his meteoric rise cut short

8

EDDY DUCHIN, whose long, strong

e ————

by the shadow of Death — Freddie
Martin, who has too long been neg-
lected by admirers of smooth music—

HERE are the final standings of the
leading contenders:

1939 1938
Eddy Duchin
Benny Goodman
Horace Heidt
Sammy Kaye
Guy Lombardo

Benny Goodman
Guy Lombardo
Eddy Duchin
Horace Heidt
Sammy Kaye

Kay Kyser Tommy Dorsey
Tommy Dorsey Shep Fields
Art Shaw Kay Kyser
Freddie Martin Jan Garber
Rudy Vallee Casa Loma

M Lleft, congratulations, Eddy
Duchin! You scored a victory for
"sweet" music by winning first
place in Radio Mirror's 1939
popularity poll. Above, Nan
Wynn, Hal Kemp's new soloist
on his: Time to Shine program
over CBS, on Tuesday nights.

and Rudy Vallee, backed by a loyal
bunch of rooters.

A trio of bands that loomed large
in public favor with Rapio MiRROR
readers a year ago, faded away. Shep
Fields finished seventh in 1938. This
year he polled fewer than a dozen
votes. Jan Garber copped ninth place
in the first poll, finished at the tail-
end in the second annual balloting.
Casa L.oma was rated the tenth most
popular band in 1938, but couldn’t
get in the money in 1939.

Note must be taken that eight of
the winners are blessed with regular
coast-to-coast commercial programs.
Only Kaye and Martin are sponsorless.

How will they stack up in 19407
Will the tried-and-true veterans be
able to stem the tide of newcomers?
Time will tell. But keep your ears
tuned to such potential champions as
Glenn Miller, Charlie Barnet, Gray
Gordon, Van (Continued on page 72)
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“Wheres the girl who wants to be

LUORY n LOVE?
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If you do—why let the wrong shade
of powder hold you back? Find the
one shade of my powder that is
Lucky For You!

ARE YOU a “powder-guesser”?—a glr]
who merely thinks the powder she is
using is really right—the lucky powder for
her? Can you be sure the shade you use

today doesn’t actually age you—or dim
the freshness of your skin? It’s so very

difficult to know. For powder shades are

always deceiving, and unless you com-
pare them right on your own skin you may
never find the one shade that makes you
a lovelier and a luckier you.

I know that this is hard to believe, Yet
I have seen hundreds of girls innocently

Lapy EstHER PowpER

'

AUGUST, 1939

sacrifice their own good looks. Inno-
cently, they were using a powder shade

that made their skin look coarse... made
them look older... that spoiled their
beauty when eyes looked close.

Don’t risk it—please! Find among my
ten thrilling new shades of powder the
one shade that can bring you luck—the
one shade that will flatter you most.

Your Lucky Shade. So I urge you,
compare, compare, COMPARE! Send for
all ten of my samples, which I'm glad to
send you free. Try all ten of my shades.
Don’t skip even one! For the shade you
never thought you could wear may be
the one really right shade for your skin!

The minute you find it, your eyes will
know! Other women will tell you that
you look fresher and younger...and men
will say to themselves, “She’s lovely.”

A True Beauty Powder. When you
recetive my ten shades—and make your
“Lucky Shade Test”—you will find two
amazing qualities in this superfine pow-
der. It’s free from the slightest hint of
coarseness. And 1t clings four full hours!
If you use it after dinner you will be free
of powder worries until midnight!

So write me today for the ten shades of
my powder...free. Find your lucky shade
—and let it flatter your beauty always—
help you win more luck in life and love.

“I'm glad that I found my
lucky shade of Lady Esther
Face Powder. It brought me
luck in love.”

(You can paste this on a (45)
penny postcard)
LADY ESTHER,

7134 West 65th Street, Chicago, Illinois

F R E Please send me FREE AND POSTPAID
* your 10 new shades of face powder,

also a tube of your Four Purpose Face Cream.

Name

Address,

City State

(If you live in Canada, write Lady Esther, Toronto, Ont.)
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-‘ u Presenting the strange case of the Kay Kyser-
Ginny Simms romance—a love mystery that has

even their friends baffled. Can you solve it?

When a woman says ‘“No,”

does she mean “Yes?”’ When

one of America’s most famous and

popular bandleaders is seen every-

where and anytime with his girl

W Kay says. “If it's vocalist, do you put two and two

not G);nn yii:cerfainl together and get an apswer? Wl}en

® 75 ofzér woman'x said bandleader begins consulting

£ said vocalist about the color of his

band’s uniform, do you list it as
more evidence?

In other words, given the evi-
dence, can you find the solution of
what a mystery writer would cer-
tainly call ‘“The Strange Case of
the Kay Kyser-Ginny Simms Ro-
mance?”

It is such an exciting, intriguing
mystery, we’d better give you the
clues right away so you can work
out your own solution to this baf-
fling tangle. A tangle which irri-
tates half the music world—the half
that can’t bear not to know what’s
going on; and delights the other
half—the half which gets pleasure
in seeing two people having such a
swell time out of life.

Clue No. 1 comes from one of
their own song sheets: “This Must
Be Love Because They Look So
Swell.”

And by “they,” we mean the
principals in this Strange Case.

The first principal has lovely,
lustrous chestnut hair framing a
heart-like face, made still more ap-
pealing and excitingly alluring by
huge, shining violet-blue eyes. It
has, what’s more, as neat and trim
a pair of ankles as ever swayed be-
fore a microphone. Ankles which
add that final touch to a slim, grace-
ful figure. Complete, delectable
femininity. .

The second principal is just about |
the highest paid of all the country’s
orchestra leaders—and, therefore, I
guess, close to the most successful.
A faintly serious young man who is
romantic not because he is dark and
handsome but because he has a

| IOW good a detective are you?




By JERRY MASON

gentle southern drawl, a rare touch
for comedy, a crazy kick-up-your-
heels-and-enjoy-life attitude that
matches so subtly the clear quiet
of those violet-blue eyes.

Have you the case well in hand,
love sleuths?

Then let’s go back a bit. Detec-
tives and writers of exciting ro-
mance stories always do. Some-
where there is the solution to this
puzzle. You now have the princi-
pals. Next comes the yet-to-be-
solved problem itself.

The question is: What goes on
here between Kay Kyser and his
beautiful vocalist, Ginny Simms?
And something certainly goes on.
Or why would the rumors spread
every day? Those interesting ru-
mors which say—

“Kay and Ginny are secretly
married,” ‘“Kay never goes any
place unless Ginny is with him,”
“They’ve been in love ever since
1933,” “If they're not married now,
it certainly won’t be long.”

Why, as a matter of record, would
Kay say—

“If it isn’t Ginny, it is certainly
no other woman!” And why would
Ginny say ‘. .. I'd much rather be
with Kay than anyone else”?

Then, right in the next breath,
they say, with white-hot insistence,
“Married? No!”

Now, now—wait a minute. Be-
fore you make up your mind and
pronounce our two principals man
and wife, or even say to yourself

“Sure, they’re in love,” listen to the

story we have to tell.

T was October, 1933. The late

afternoon sun was shooting red-
gold rays through the streets of
Santa Monica. No one noticed the
slim figure carrying a music case,
hurrying as she neared the entrance
of an office building. Pretty faces
are no novelty in California.

As she stepped off the elevator,
she sighed a little, clutched her

music case more tightly, and opened
the door with the gold lettering:
“Ear]l Bailey—Manager of Kay
Kyser.”

She looked around the small
office. Mr. Bailey, who had ar-
ranged the appointment, wasn't
there. But sitting close to a piano
was a quiet-looking young man—
sandy-haired and wearing glasses.
She walked over to him:

“Pardon me—but T was to meet
Mr. Bailey and Mr. Kyser here. Do
you happen to know where they
are?”’

The young man stood up and
smiled. “I'm Kay Kyser—and 1
guess you're Virginia Simms.”

She breathed another little sigh
—of relief, this time—and nodded.

“Well, Miss Simms, I'll be glad to
listen to you sing. Mr. Bailey
thought you.had promise. Go ahead
—sing me a song. I'll tell you what
I think.”

The girl, looking like a college
freshman, sat down at the piano.
She ran her long, tapering fingers
over the keys once—gently. Then

B Ginny says, "I'd
much rather be with
Kay than anyone else."

she began to sing. As she sang, all
the freshness and sincerity of her
young voice filled the room. If she
had looked around, she’d have seen
the man who had greeted her sitting
there with a half-smile on his lips.
He murmured to himself as she
soared up to a high note and held
it, But the girl didn’t turn around.
She had closed her eyes. Her song
was coming from her heart. Her
mind had, without will, gone back
to the years which had passed and
finally brought her to this.

She could see now the hot, baked
plains of Texas near San Antonio
where she was born. She could re-
member those baby years with
nothing but the Texas sun and the
carefree days and weeks and months
of growing up. Then there was the
great excitement of moving to Cali-
fornia, and the trip to their new
home in (Continued on page 54)
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Dorothy Thompson, famous journalist

the women of America to answer the

By JUDY ASHLEY

OULD you send the man you love to war?
W Your instinctive answer—every woman’s an-

swer—is probably a quick “No!” For there’s no
longer anything fine about war. Everyone knows it
for what it is—a cruel, muddled, futile business, with
nothing but defeat at the end of it for victor as well as
vanquished.

Yet the timie when we can avoid war by realizing its
futility seems to have passed. More and more, the
world is drifting toward another conflict; more and
more the people of America are wondering if they will
be able to avoid being drawn into a fight they do not
want.

I wish the problem were simple enough so that I
could say, “No. Let the rest of the world tear itself to
bits. The United States should stay out of it, and if it
doesn’t stay out, no one I love will go to war with my
consent and blessing. I will do all in my power to keep
my husband, my brother, my son from entering any
war except one caused by actual invasion of this
country.”

I wish the problem were that simple. But because
I feared it was not, I went to Dorothy Thompson for
her views on it, Not only because she is a foremost
student of world affairs, a journalist and radio com-
mentator who is an acknowledged authority in her
field, but because she is a woman, a wife and a mother.
To a woman’s hatred of war, she could add the expert’s
knowledge. I knew she would talk about war not only
with her heart, but with her head as well. I hoped she
could answer for me and for the readers of RabpIO
MIRROR, the question that every day is growing more
pressing: How can we find peace?

We talked in the quiet restfulness of Miss Thomp-
son’s drawing room, high above New York’s Central
Park. War seemed very remote there, and it was hard
to realize that the gray-haired, young-faced, trimly
dressed woman across from me was the same who
only a few weeks before had made headlines all over
the nation by bursting into open, derisive laughter at
a Nazi rally. She said:

“Peace has always, unfortunately, been maintained
in the world on somebody’s terms—on the terms of
one nation or some group of nations. Wars don’t hap- §
pen when power is out of balance. A nation, if it is
convinced that its power, combined with that of its
allies, is measurably weaker than the power of its
opponents, won't declare war or provoke it. That’s
only common sense. Would a group of three men, for
instance, deliberately go out to pick a fight with a
group of ten men? Certainly not. The three men




and radio commentator, challenges
i
‘modern world's most vital question

lllustration by John J. Fioherty, Jr.

would try to get more help on their side, or they
would try to cut down the number of their opponents.
Or they would give in.

T PRESENT, the only nations that think they have
anything to gain from war are Germany, Italy

and Japan,” Miss Thompson continued.
“A very good way of getting Hitler to start a
European war tomorrow is to convince him that he
| will win it. If he is promised by the American Congress
that we will certainly stay out of it, he is more likely
to try it. For he might figure that with Japan and
Italy, his forces would balance and perhaps exceed
the strength of France and England and whatever
allies they could bring in with them. He would think
that perhaps he could win that war—and there’s a
good chance he’d be right. But as long as he is afraid
.' that the United States would step in, he’s more likely

| to proceed with caution.

' “I don’t say that it’s impossible for a country to
stay neutral in the midst of a war. The United States
could remain neutral. Holland was neutral all through
the World War. But in order to stay neutral, you've

| got to be willing to take it on the .chin, again and
again. You have to take a kicking around, and say
nothing, just as Holland did in the World War. War
in Europe, with the United States neutral, would mean
a long series of ‘international incidents’—our ships
torpedoed on the high seas, our citizens abroad exposed

l to danger, our property confiscated or destroyed. Hol-

I land went all through that in the World War, and still

| i refused to take sides. If the United States would go

I through it, it could remain neutral too. But I am afraid
the United States would not take those indignities very

long. T do believe that eventually, inevitably, it would
be drawn into any war involving the leading nations
and fought on two oceans.

“That is why talk of ‘isolation’ and ‘minding our
own business’ is both dangerous and futile. There is
no such thing as isolation in the world! The notion
that we could bottle up all our ships in case of war,
and relinquish all our trade, is simply silly. And it is
our business, just as much as it is any other country’s,
to keep the world free of terror and despotism. I hate
war, and I’m under no illusions—another war, even if
the side on which we happened to be fighting won,
wouldn’t prove anything or settle anything. The only
way to assure lasting peace and decency between
nations is by a real world organization with police
powers.

“A sovereign state is the (Continued on page 66)
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YOU CAN HAVE THEM!

a debut in some gilded ballroom

with all the town’s eligible bach-
elors on the guest-list; the Junior
League teas, cocktail parties, dinner,
the theater, the Rainbow Room af-
terwards, ‘“a marriage has been ar-
ranged.” . . . Everything done for
her, the well-worn path mapped out
in advance, made easy by wealth
and tradition—easy, and somewhat
dull. That’s the story of every so-
ciety debutante.

Every one? Well, yes, of nearly
every one—but not of Pamela
Bruce, who, like her Irish great-
grandfather, was a fighter and a
free spirit, hating the shackles of
“You must” and “You must not”—
counting love and life both useless
without freedom.

Glamour Girl No. 1, the papers
called her—Pamela Bruce, the fabu-
lously wealthy, the stunningly beau-
tiful, the supremely photogenic, the
incredibly wilful. In a word, the
debutante of the year. And—though
this was never printed, only whis~
pered—the girl who had committed
the terrible social mistake of wait-
ing three years past the usual age
before making her formal debut.
She must be eccentric, too.

“And,” said Pamela wildly to her
mother and father, “I don’t care if
I never make my debut. I don’t
want one.”

“Pamela,” said Mrs. Bruce, with-
out losing her temper. Mrs. Bruce
never lost her temper; il was one
of her rules of life. ‘“Pamela, we
will not argue about it. For three
years I've let you talk me into put-
ting it off. This time I am deter-
mined.”

The shaded lights of the vast Bruce
library struck fiery glints from Pam’s
red hair. “I see,” she remarked. ‘In
other words—one more year and
I'l1 be practically an old maid.”

Her father put his whole family
philosophy into a few words: “Now,
Pam, think what this means to your
mother

“Think what it means to me!
Look, Mother”’—she whirled to face
them both—‘“all these traditions—

14

FASHIONABLE finishing schools,

the whole social set-up—I suppose
they’re important for people who
want them. But I don’t. I want
something else out of life—freedom!
The freedom that comes with not
being tied down to a famous family
and a famous fortune. Debutantes!
You can have them! I'd like—TI’d like
to take a crack at being just me!”

Marshall Bruce’s mouth, trained
to shut itself tightly on its owner’s

She had to admit that Ed-
die didn't look like a de-

partment store floorwalker.

MYRNA LOY CREATED THE ROLE OF PAMELA WHEN THIS STORY, BY GROVER

inner thoughts, relaxed a little.

“And you think money stands in
the way of this freedom you're
after?”

“] know it does,” Pam said pas-
sionately. “Oh, please, Mother—
forget this debut business. Let me
just go out on my own, and hunt for
a job. Not as Pamela Bruce, but
as” — she hesitated, groping for a
name—*"‘as Paula Barton, a girl no-

|




® She refused to buy a
husband! Read the radio
story that starred Myrna
Loy as the year's most
daring debutante, who

caused a society scandal

body ever heard of before. And

then leave me alone. If I starve—
that’s up to me. But—"

“Pamela,” said her mother, in
her let’s-have-no-more-of-this-non-
sense tone of voice, ‘“you’re being
romantic and absurd. Now, we'll
have the party here on the nine-
teenth. I've already selected the
orchestra, the decorations and your
dress. It’s going to be white, and very

long, sweeping the floor, in fact—"

Pamela’s slim body, so tense and
vibrant a moment before, suddenly
drooped in exhaustion and weari-
ness. “You’ve got this all so per-
fectly in hand, Mother,” she said.
“I’'m sure you don’t need me. Good
night.” The door closed behind her.

The Bruce coming-out party took
place, as scheduled, on the nine-

She was the debutante of the year,
fabulously wealthy, stunningly beau-
tiful — and also incredibly wilful.

Hustration by J. HENRY

teenth of the month. It turned out
to be not only the most elaborate
party of the season, but the biggest
social scandal.

Because right in the middle of it,
at half past eleven to be exact, its
guest of honor, the debutante her-
self, walked out on the guests.

“I couldn’t help it, Dad,” Pamela
confessed the next morning. Locked
into her room, she wouldn’t even see
her mother. “I meant to go through
with it—but I'd been standing there
for what seemed like years, shaking
hands with people I didn’t know
and didn’t want to know—my feet
hurt and my arm hurt—and I just
got so sick and tired of the whole
silly business that—that I had to
get out. And so I did. And today
I'm leaving this house.”

“Your mother’s very upset,”
Marshall Bruce said, but he couldn’t
hide the smile of pride in his eyes.

“] know, and I'm sorry. I guess
it’ll be better if I don’t see her right

15
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the whole social set-up—I suppose
they've important for people who
want them. But I don't. I want
something else out of life—freedom!
The freedom that comes with not
being tied down to a famous family
and a famous fortune, Debutantes!
You can have them! I'd like—TI'd like
to take a crack at being just me!”

Marsh.all Bruce's mouth, trained
to shut itself tightly on its owner's

inner thoughts, relaxed a little.

“And you think money slands,l“
the way of this freedom youT®
after?” L

“1 know it does,” Pam said P35
sionately. *“Oh, please, Mother—
forget this debut business. Let me
just go out on my own, and hunt lo§
a job. Not as Pamela Bruce. l"“,
as” — she hesitated, groping_ o' >
name—+as Paula Barton, a girl

body ever heard of before. And
then leave me alone. If I starve—
that's up to me. But—"
“Pamela,” said her mother, in
ber let's-h e-of-thi
Sense tone of voice, “you’re being
fomantic and absurd. Now, we’ll
ave the party here on the nine-
i th. I've already selected the
d;Chestra, the decorations and your
ess. It's going to be white, and very

long, sweeping the floor, in fact—"

Pamela’s slim body, so tense and
vibrant a moment before, suddenl.y
drooped in exhaustion and weari-
ness. “You've got this all so per-
fectly in hand, Mother,” she said.
“I'm sure you don't need me. Good
night” The door closed behind her.

The Bruce coming-out party vv.ook
place, as scheduled, on the nine-

and didn’t want to know—my feet
hurt and my arm hurt—and I just
got so sick and tired of the whole
silly business that—that I had to
get out. And so I did. And today
I'm leaving this house.”

“Your mother's very upset,”
Marshall Bruce said, but he couldn’t
hide the smile of pride in his eyes.

“] know, and I'm sorry. 1 guess
it'll be better if I don’t see her right
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Once Too Much Money Kept Her From What She Wanted, But Now

away. You understand, don’t you, Dad? I want to be
independent, and really live! Get myself a job—"

“Yes,” her father said, nodding. ‘I understand per-
fectly. And, Pam—" His deep-set eyes twinkled. “I
say, go to it!”

ARTINE'S STORE—Ladies’ Ready-to-wear—was

no great shakes. It was a barn of a building just
off Union Square, and not one of Pam’s former ac-
quaintances would have thought of going there to
buy clothes. But the salary was fourteen dollars a
week—ijust about enough to live on, with care. And
she didn't much want to see any of her former
acquaintances.

Every morning at a quarter to nine she stood in line
at the time-clock, slipped the card marked Paula
Barton into the machine, and pulled the lever. Every
night at six, after hours of taking cheap dresses off
hangers and putting them back on, helping perspiring
fat ladies in substantial prints and praying that the
seams wouldn’t burst, keeping a weather eye open to
distinguish between prospective customers and those
who were “just looking”’—every night she went back
to her furnished bedroom with aching feet and tired
body. Only this time it was a joyous ache, a free and
glorious tiredness.

But, early in her second week, she had her first
really difficult customer, and went down to defeat.
The customer, a pear-shaped woman with unconvinc-
ing blonde hair and angry protruding eyes like blue
China Easter eggs, tried on dress after dress, complain-
ing bitterly all the time. Not until she had made a
selection of her own was she satisfied—and even then
she had to have Pam’s approval as well.

“Don’t you agree that this looks much better on me
than that blue atrocity you tried to sell me?” she
asked, twisting back and forth in front of the mirror.

Pam hedged. “I'm glad you like it, Madam.”

‘“Young woman, I asked you a question. Do you still
like the blue dress better?”

“Well,” Pam said frankly, “I do think the blue
is in better taste. Horizontal stripes are all wrong for
your figure.”

After that, things got bad, with thé woman flushing
a mottled pink and screeching like a peacock, drown-
ing out Pam’s apologies and explanations. Tall young
Mr. Adams, the floorwalker for the section, soon an-
swered her cries. “This stupid salesgirl of yours has
dared to insult me,” she babbled. “She said this dress
—the only decent one you have in stock—was in bad
taste!”

The floorwalker’s lean face was solemn. “Would you
like another salesgirl?”’ he inquired.

“Certainly not! I want this one fired. She said my
figure was—"

‘“Please, Mr. Adams,” Pam begged, “she misunder-
stood. I didn’t mean to insult her!”

“You needn’t lie, young woman. I've seen your kind
before.”

“If she told you that dress was in bad taste,” the
floorwalker said abruptly, “she was right. It looks
like a tent on you. And our salesgirls are here to help
the customers, Madam, not to be shouted at. If you don’t
like the service here, you'd better go some place else.”

“Mr. Adams!” said an authoritative voice from be-
hind them. Somebody in the crowd that had collected
whispered in awe: “Mr. Martine! The boss!”

“Well,” said Eddie Adams, ex-floorwalker, to Paula
Barton, ex-salesgirl, an hour later, “so there’s a good
job gone.”

“Two good jobs,” said Pam.

“And I was in the money, t00,” mourned Eddie, over
his automat sandwich. “Two hundred and eighty-six
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dollars and forty-five cents. That’s what I had in the
bank. Another month would have made it three
hundred.”

“I'm sorry,” Pam said. “But another store is bound
to need a floorwalker.”

Eddie glared at her. “A floorwalker! Say—you
don’t think I'd take a job like that again, do you?
Do I look like a floorwalker?”’

She had to admit, looking at him across the slab of
imitation marble, that he didn’t. A thin, nervous face,
flat-cheeked, square-jawed; a sensitive mouth; blue-
gray eyes that were curiously innocent and defenseless,
for all his wise way of talking. He went on:

“I took that job because I had to. Chemistry—that’s
my job. Had two years of petroleum engineering at
Columbia Extension, but when Dad had to quit work,
I gave it up. Dad’s a chemist too—a good one. And if
the two of us only had a laboratory of our own, to
work it out, we've got a way to absorb carbon monox-
ide fumes from automobile exhausts—it's been tried
before, but our method is really practical—”

He broke off, eyeing her suspiciously. “Why should
I be telling you all this?” he inquired of himself.

“But I think it’s swell, Mr. Adams.”

“Nix——call me Eddie. People that've been fired to-
gether ought to use first names. What'’s yours?”

“—Paula.”

“Okay. Hurry and finish eating and we’ll start look-
ing for jobs.” .

Pamela was looking in her purse for another nickel.
He stopped her, sternly. “This lunch is on me. How
many more nickels you want?”

“Just one,” she said meekly. “I want some ice
cream on my pie.”

He snatched the proffered money back. “No you
don’t. That pie’s got cheese on it, hasn’t it? That’s
enough.”

She looked up at him, startled. After a barely per-
ceptible pause she said: “I see. Apparently you're an
expert on practical economics as well as chemistry.”

“You mean I'm tight?” he said without rancour.
“Sure I am. I've got to be—and so-ve you. Here! Let
me see your purse.”

EFORE she could stop him, he had snatched it and

was methodically going through its contents. “Two

dollars arnd eighty-seven cents,” he announced. “And
no job. When's your rent paid to?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Can’t be long, anyway,” he shrugged her temper
off. “That settles it. You'’re coming home with me.
We've got a back bedroom we can’t rent because the
window won’t open. You can sleep there.”

Afterwards, Pam was never quite sure how she
came to be part of the Adams household. She cer-
tainly hadn’t intended to—well, not really intended
to. Yet in a week, there she was, living in the back
room, having her meals with the family, calling Mr.
and Mrs. Adams “Dad” and “Mother.”

The relationship went farther than mere words, too.
As rauch as Eddie, she soon found herself worrying
over Dad’s health—over the long half-illness that had
sapped his strength so he could no longer hold down
a job; and over the dubious, confusing reports that
were all the doctor gave about him. With Eddie, she
longed for a laboratory of his own, where he and his
father could work out their process for eliminating
carbon monoxide fumes. A far-off, rosy dream, that
seemed, for most of Eddie’s savings were gone in the
weeks that passed before either of them found another
job.

Then things were better, with Eddie working in an
oil refinery in Jersey, and Pam in a Times Square hat




Pam sank down wearily on the steps of the high-
shouldered brownstone walk-up where the Adamses lived.

shop. At least, there was enough to pay for food and
rent and the doctor’s frequent visits. Winter faded into
spring and spring into summer, and suddenly it was
July.

July the fifth. It should have been just another
hot summer day, but to Pam, sinking down on the
steps of the high-shouldered brownstone walk-up
where the Adamses lived, it was a little more than
that. It was her birthday. Of course, Eddie didn’t
know—she hadn’t told him because he'd be sure to
want to buy her something, and he couldn’t afford it.
But . .. it would be nice . . . rather . . . if he did know.

HE life of the crowded street flowed past her as she

sat there on the front steps. The long climb up three
flights to the apartment loomed before her like Mt.
Everest. She was tired—and because she was tired,
and it was her birthday, and in a way a mile-stone,
she found herself thinking thoughts that she had
resolutely barred from her mind. Eddie. Darling. If
she could only say that to him—if he would only let
her. But Eddie’s mind was not on her. It was too firmly
set on a bank-account. She smiled, wryly. Funny.
Once the possession of money had kept her from what
she wanted. Now it was its lack.

All at once, Eddie was sianding beside her, grinning
down into her upturned face, one hand dangling a
little paper-wrapped box before her eyes.

“Hey! Wake up—and happy birthday!”

| .

“Eddie! You didn’t! How—how did
you know?”

“You let it slip, once, and forgot. Go
on, open it!”

It was a slim little bracelet, gold set
with garnets. “Not rubies, or diamonds,
like you ought to have,* Eddie said.
“But it’'s real, anyhow. Fake jewelry
doesn't go with you.”

And after dinner, Eddie insisted, they
were going out to celebrate. “I don’t
care if it costs five bucks,” he said.
“We're going to split the town wide
open!”

Perhaps they didn’t quite do that, but
they went to a Broadway show, sitting
high up in gallery seats, and afterwards
they took the bus and then a ferry to
the Palisades, where they rode on the
roller-coasters and merry-go-rounds.

T was afterwards, as they walked
through the dark, deserted streets
from the bus stop to the apartment, that
the spell broke. All the laughter was
gone now. Eddie was silent, trudging
along with his hands in his pockets his
eyes on the sidewalk.

“Eddie,” she said timidly, “what’s the
matter? You just—sort of froze up—
all of a sudden.”

“Nothin’,” he said, with an irritated
shake of his head.

“Is it—is it because I spent so much
money?”’

“Don’t be a dope.” He whirled on her.
“Do you think I'd care if you spent a
million—if I had it? You think I'm
tight. Sure I am—I’'ve got to be. Being
tight’s the one outside chance I've got
to win—the one—" He broke off, hope-
lessly. “Let’s not talk about it.”

He was looking at the sidewalk once
more, so he did not see the brooding
pity in her face.

“Let’s do talk about it, Eddie,” she said quietly.

“For what? Where will it get us?” He was savage
now. “There’s nothing I can say that you haven’t
guessed. I've got so much bottled up inside me I could
talk until doomsday and still not tell you anything
you don’t know.”

“But suppose—suppose I want to hear it anyway?”

“Suppose you do. What does it all add up to? We
love each other. So that's great. But we can’t afford
to get married. All I can offer you—all that’s left
over after I've taken care of the folks—is a little
furnished room somewhere. And you—" his voice
tightened, and he turned away his head—*‘you deserve
a lot more than that.”

This, she thought, wasn’t the way she had expected
to hear a man say he loved her. No pretty speeches,
no moonlight. Only tense, bitter words, spoken late at
night on a grimy New York street. But not the less
sweet, for all that. One hand rose and pressed itself
against her cheek in involuntary, secret delight. He
did love her, and that was the important thing. Surely,
beside that, his anger and pride about money couldn’t
matter much—she would soothe them, wipe them
away as if they had never been there.

“I won’t mind, darling,” she said. “I’ll still be work-
ing, remember.. We’ll make out somehow, and take
care of the folks too.”

“And there’s another (Continued on page 170)
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Now | can tell it—the story of my secret life with a radio

idol 1 loved so much that | became his unacknowledged wife

I

with the days of fear and

heartache—I still have that
one day of happiness. I’ll always
have that to look back on: the brief
twenty-four hours of my wedding
day.

Blindingly hot, it was. The sun
seemed to have actual weight as it
struck you, yet the desert air was so
light and heady that you didn’t have
any feeling of oppression. In the
judge’s little office, where we stood
before a plain flat-topped desk for an
altar, there was even a little breeze.
The flat leaves of a palm-tree
scraped together, outside the win-
dow. with 3 dry sort of noise.

I looked up at Greg’s face, as we
waited for the judge to begin, and
smiled. In a few minutes now, he’d
be my husband. The world
wouldn’t know it; once this day was
over neither of us could acknowl-
edge the other, perhaps for months.
But at the moment, that didn’t mat-
ter. Greg—handsome, talented, so-
serious Greg—would be my hus-
band; I would know it, and that
would be enough.

And then, almost before I had
time to realize it, the ceremony was
over. Just a few words, mumbled
by the white-haired judge whose
name I didn’t even know: “Do you,
Thomas Boerland, now take Kath-
arine Moore to be your lawful wed-
ded wife? . . . Do you, Katharine
Moore, now take Thomas Boerland
to be your lawful wedded hus-
band? . . .

Of course, I had known Greg
would use his real name, not the one
he had taken when he first became
a professional singer—but just the
same, it fell with a slight shock on
my ears. As if, somehow, I were
not marrying him at all, but an-
other man.

Then Greg was slipping the plain
little gold ring on my finger, fum-
bling a little, endearingly, in his
nervousness; taking me in his arms,
kissing me on the lips. We were
Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Boerland—
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! MONG all my memories—along

Almost before | could realize
it, the ceremony was over—we
were Mr. and Mrs. Greg Dean.
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which didn’t mean a thing to any-
one except us. That we were also
Mr. and Mrs. Gregory Dean didn't
mean a great deal, either—now. But
some day it would, my heart sang
—some day it would.

“That’s his wife,” people would
some day whisper when we went
into the stage door of a broadcast-
ing studio or a concert hall. “They
were married when he was still al-
most unknown, and kept it secret
for a while because they didn’t want
to spoil his chances in the movies.
It was just after he got his contract
with Imperial.” And magazine
writers would come to me—some
day—and I'd tell them the story of
our wedding and how it happened—
how I'd met Greg in a Hollywood
radio studio, while he was singing
on a local program, and I was just
breaking into the business as an
actress, taking small parts in dra-
matic shows, reading commercials—
doing anything they’d hire me to
do. How we started going around
together, and how almost from the
first I knew I loved him.

HERE was one thing I wouldn’t

tell them, though, because it still
hurt me, just a little, to think about
it. I didn’t blame Greg—I knew
that one disastrous experience with
marriage, when he was little more
than a boy, must have made him
wary. I knew, too, that a young
man with his ‘'way to make in the
entertainment business travels fast-
er if he travels alone. But I wouldn’t
tell these people in the future that
the secret marriage had been my
idea—my solution for what had
seemed an unsolvable dilemma. I
woulan’t tell them that marriage,
even a secret marriage, hadn’t oc-
curred to Greg until I suggested it.
I understood, but they might not. It
was the secret Greg and I would
share in that far-off, beautiful day
when fame should have come to
him, and we could stand together
before the whole world, just as we
had stood together at the flat-topped
desk in the judge's office.

If I had known that day was never
to come! . . .

We said goodby to the judge, and
went down the stone stairway, with
its golden-oak hand rail, and out
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breaking into the business as an
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doing anything they'd hire me to
do. How we started going around
together, and how almost from the
first I knew I loved him.
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tell them, though, because it still
hurt me, just a little, to think about
it. I didn't blame Greg—I knew
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of the court house into the bright,
dusty street. All around the little
town was desert, a waste of sand,
cactus, Joshua trees, with only the
narrow ribbon of concrete connect-
ing us with Hollywood, which we
had left that morning. Now it was
late afternoon. Greg’s dark-blue
sports roadster, its gleaming sur-
face a little dulled with the dust of
our journey, stood at the curb.

“Well,” Greg said uncertainly,
“where now?”

OR we didn’t have much time for

a honeymoon. The whole escapade
had been undertaken, necessarily,
on the spur of the moment. Greg
was busy on the Imperial lot, acting
in his first picture, and we both had
radio shows, so once we had made
up our minds to get married, the
next problem had been when. We
hadn’t dared stay in California for
the ceremony, for fear the news
would get out, and the trip across
the state line to Nevada took almost
a day. But, the night before, Greg
had called up with the good news
that his shooting schedule on the lot
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was giving him two whole days off,
while neither of us had a broadcast
for the same length of time—so we'd
hastily made plans, packed a few
clothes—and here we were!

I tried to think back over the road
we had traveled that morning, to
remember if we had passed any
places that looked pleasant enough
to spend the night in, but without
much success. In every direction
there was nothing but desert.

“Maybe we ought to drive straight
back to Hollywood,” I suggested, but
without really meaning it.

“Oh, no,” Greg said seriously.
“That wouldn’t be very safe. We
might be seen if we went somewhere
there—I mean—"

We looked away from each other,
both of us blushing.

At last we simply got in the car
and drove back toward the west. The
sun glared straight into our eyes,
and all at once depression settled on
me. I felt hot and dusty. The wed-
ding was over, so abruptly; we
didn’t know where we were going;
and we felt constrained and em-
barrassed. And I wondered, for the
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I turned away from him, hating to let him read the anguish
in my face—even though soon | would have to confide in him.
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first time, if we had done right in
marrying so secretly and furtively.
Perhaps it would have been better
to wait—

The sun sank, and the clear, pale
desert twilight came, while we
whizzed along the road. Seven
o'clock, eight o’clock—

Greg looked at me doubtfully.
“We’re getting to L.one Rock. Would
you like to stop there? It’s not such
a bad place.”

I nodded, and soon we were driv-
ing down the main street of the
town. There seemed to be only one
hotel, and it wasn’t very inviting.
Then, at the edge of town, I caught
sight of a neat little auto camp, tiny
bungalows grouped about a graveled
court. Greg wrinkled his nose when
I suggested taking a look at it.

“An auto camp!” he said. “For a
honeymoon?”

Nevertheless, he stopped, and
when we had inspected the bunga-
low they showed us, he had to admit
it was better than a hotel, with its
clean floors, bright curtains at the
windows, and adjoining shower.

The camp attendant went away
and closed the door behind him.
Greg looked at me, then away, lit
a cigarette and strolled to the win-
dow. “We'd better go somewhere
and eat,” he said vaguely.

Then, suddenly, he crushed the
cigarette out, turned swiftly, and
took me in his arms. :

“Darling!” he whispered against
my hair.

All my momentary depression
faded away, and I gave myself to
his embrace, gladly. I felt, once
more, secure and safe in his love,
and I said to myself that I had only
been suffering from the nervousness
of any young bride.

Yet that same feeling, a sort of
submerged sense of disaster piling
up around me, was to come again,
and again, and much too often. I
had never believed in premonitions;
I can’t entirely believe in them even
now, but the fact remains that from
the very beginning I knew there was
something wrong about our mar-
riage, something I could not—or
would not—analyze.

It was still with me two weeks
later, when I had to take my wed-
ding ring out of my purse and look
at it, to convince myself that our
elopement hadn’t been all a dream.
Nothing was changed. I still lived
in my little one-room apartment,
on the Los Angeles side of Holly-
wood; I still went to the broadcast-
ing studio almost every day; I still
saw Greg there frequently, and
sometimes went out with him to
dinner. But we both realized we

couldn’t be seen together too often. - |

Hollywood (Continued on page 62)




HEN I am on the road radio
Wis my boon companion,

trustworthy guide, respected
counselor and ever jolly entertainer.
At last I've found the perfect back-
seat driver—one that never talks
back, argues about the right road to
take, or criticizes the way I shift
gears.

Radio plays an important part of
my life when I am home, or in
residence at any spot for a period.
But there the rounds of daily calls,
business and social visits, movies
and theaters prevent me from being
with it as much as I like. Traveling,
however, particularly by trailer, it
is the most important factor in my
daily rounds.

As I usually start shortly after
daylight I leave my trailer bedside
radio on when I go to sleep. The
soft strains of the early morning
music awaken me not too abruptly.
I dvo my morning stretching exer-
cises to the rhythm of the gymnastic
leaders. Cooking breakfast, the
weather reports are being flashed
in and aid me in planning the route
for the day. At approximately the
same time, of course the news re-
ports keep me informed of world

affairs and take the place of the
daily newspaper which is then rare-
ly available. I usually spend eight
or nine hours a day driving, quite
often alone. At intervals I turn on
the car-radio and get news, music,
lectures, whatever my mood re-
quires, or whatever I feel I need
to supplement my thoughts. In-
cidentally I find myself paying at-
tention to the cooking recipes and
household hints—something which
I wouldn’t think of doing at home.
Over a charcoal fire in the evening
I frequently try out with some suc-
cess new ways of preparing a dish
I've just listened to. The advice on
cleaning is particularly useful in
the trailer for there are so many
different things to keep in condition.
And I often waft myself to sleep at
night listening to Stokowski or
Damrosch or the lighter music of

»'.qu_wing B8y Rennold Lueder

I'VE FOUND THE PERFECT

Bl Dhiree

Rudy Vallee, Ben Bernie or Wayne
King. The late evening news is a
source of great satisfaction, for al-
though I'm usually able to pick up
newspapers enroute, the daily stint
of driving and the evening’s chores
often tire my eyes so much I feel
little like reading.

Yearly I travel about 50,000 miles
by airplane, boat, train, car and
lately largely by trailer. When I'm
working on some particular story
I naturally have to go to my des-
tination by the quickest possible
route. There is no latitude for
deviations. But much of the time I
am engaged in making surveys and
studies of particular countries and
sections thereof. Here is where my
radio is of great aid. When I'm
planning my day’s trip if I find the
weather is particularly bad in one
section, I (Continued on page 60)

m The famous fugitive from Fifth Avenue salutes man's best
companion on the open road — his radio set, which never
talks back, disagrees, or finds fault, and even saves lives

By CORNELIUS VANDERBILT,

JR.
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Lillian Eggers, New York model,
stumbled into her television job

—

During rehearsals, perfarmers
wear sun glasses, but far the
actual performance they must
came ‘aff. Here's Fred Waring
daing his master of ceremanies’
job befare the.powerful rays
of the great television lights.

| Byt

“Places everybody!”

The three heavy television
cameras moved noiselessly into
position. The pretty girl announcer
stood under the glaring lights mov-
ing nervously. The Fred Waring
choral singers, just to her right,
scrambled to get into position.

“Quiet!” A voice boomed through
the studio.

It was echoed by assistants, and
everyone on the set held his breath
and kept his eyes glued on the
nervous girl announcer.

High in a dark room, just ahove
the television studio sets, the di-
rector watched the girl’'s image on
a series of three screens directly in
front of him. Then he began giving
instructions to the three television

I-IGHT the set!”

b

By JACK
SHER

cameramen below, speaking his
commands through a public address
system. It was almost eight o’clock.
Everything was ready.

“All right, let’s go!”

The girl announcer opened her
mouth and at the same instant peo-
ple sitting in front of their tele-
vision sets within a fifty-mile radius
of the Empire State building, saw
and heard the girl on the screen.
The first official television program
was under way.

As soon as the girl was through
speaking those in front of their
television sets saw the entire Fred
Waring Company, sixty in all, sud-

denly flash on their screen. The ||

boys and girls kept things moving !
briskly, doing ten minutes of sing-
ing, dancing and comedy. Then, as




Mary MeCormiek, NBC's girl an-
nouncer, & making up for her ap-
~ pearance before the television
camera. Below? They call her the
"'fmq_ga G  Chatlotte Manson

‘has been

" NBC experis

the Waring gang wound up with a
spectacular finale, the scene shifted
and the title of a play, “The Un-
expected,” appeared on the screen.
As the title faded away, those
watching their screens were looking
at a stage setting similar to one you
might see on a Broadway stage.
The actors, Earl Larrimore, Marjorie
Clarke and David More, took their
parts well, in this amusing one-act
comedy drama. As soon as it was
over, there was a breather for those
in the studio, but on the screen ap-
peared the face of Lowell Thomas,
as television gave its audience the
first movie made especially for tele-
vision, called ‘“Teletopics.” As soon
as it was over, the action centered
in the studio again, with Marcy
Wescott, Broadway musical comedy

m A miracle becomes a daily oc-
currence—and here is your free
pass to the first backstage tour
of a regular television broadcast

e comsfant subject for .
ntal television tests.

star, singing popular tunes of the
day. Dick Rodgers, famous com-
poser, accompanied her at the piano.

After Marcy, the girl television
announcer came on and announced
that the next scenes would be tele-
vised from the World’s Fair, and
suddenly, the beaming face of Ed
Herlihy, NBC’s inquiring reporter,
came on the screen. He was in front
of a big building on the Fair
grounds, and beside him were sev-
eral people who were picked at ran-
dom to answer his questions and be
televised. He kept the questions
popping at a lively rate and most of
the people interviewed showed up
well on the screen. It was one of
the highlights of the program. As
soon as it was over, three excellent
jugglers were televised from the

studio. Then, the star of the show,
Donald Duck, in a full-length car-
toon, wound up the show.

Yes, after all the talk, promises
and build-up, television is here as a
regular, reliable entertainment me-
dium—ready to take its place along
with radio and the movies.

So now, LET’s GO TO A REHEARSAL:

The modern, air-cooled television
studio at NBC is like a Hollywood
sound stage in miniature. Here,
actors and actresses scurry around
the brilliantly lit sets in make-up;
cameramen, berets and all, “dolly”
and “Pan” and *truck” to get the
shots the director wants. Sets are
pulled up and down in a twinkling

as assistant directors shout out
instructions..
Being in (Continued on page 58)
23




B In its excitement, color and bustle,
an NBC television studio is like a
Hollywood sound stage. Left, rehears-
als go on while stagehands set the
scenery. Note the bateries of bright
lights, the wall being moved into posi-
tion, and the microphone ot the end
of its long pole, or "boom." In the
picture at left below, the stage is
set and the scene is being televised.
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alternately, to gi
more variety to shows.

B left, the director's room, where the
action in the studio is watched on
three screens, one for each camera.
During rehearsal, the director talks
to the actors over a microphone and
public-address system—he never sees
them in the flesh, as the studio is
on the floor below. Television re-
quires a big technical crew—four men
in this room besides the director,
who is second from the right. Inset,
it has often been said that blondes
can't be televised, but this picture
of Jean Muir, taken directly z'om a
television screen, proves once and
for all that they can. The girl an-
nouncer on NBC's first reqular sight
broadcast was also a decided blonde. &




(RISES ON A

B Right, one of NBC's programs pre-
sents an actual staged prizefight:
sporting events will undoubtedly be
frequent attractions in .sight-sound
radio. The Philco portable trdnsmit-
ter, below right, is even now touring
the country, picking up outdoor hap-

ings. Some outdoor scenes may
t:nﬁlmed. developed at once, and
put on the air as moving pictures.
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In Florida, the portable
television camera catches
a golfer as he tees off.

r

| @ Above, a map of the United States
" shows you where television programs
may be seen, to the best of our re-
porter's knowledge, either now or by
the end of 1939. At each city marked
an experimental station is already in
operation, or the construction of one
has been licensed. No licenses for
commercial stations have been given,
as yet, but if you live within fifty
1§ “miles of any of these cities, a tele-
vision receiver in‘your home will be
able to receive the programs sent
out. Right, Fred Waring and his
orchestra supplied television with its
first reqularly scheduled variety show.
nset, NBC's new television inquiring

reporter, formerannouncer Ed Herlihy.
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LANNY ROSS TELLS

A

DON'T DON'T DON'T

8 Kay Lorraine and Lanny show ® If you want your partner to 8 Some men may like to have you
the phoney-elegant way NOT enjoy that dance, don't keep dance as close as this, but,
to hold your partner's hand. up a constant flow of chatter. says. Lanny, most of them don't.

B Fishnet dresses are pretty B Picture hats are pretty too, B How to make yourself unpop-
but a man doesn't think so but Lanny swears they're a ular—wave hellos to other men
when they catch on his studs. menace on the dance-floor. over your escort's shoulder.

DON'T DON'T

8 Too many girls hinder in-
stead of help their partners.
Left, Kay is leaning on Lanny's
chest; right, she's hanging on
to his arm, making him carry
her around. Above, the Hit
Parade couple demonstrate an-
another bad way to hold hands.




OMEN, you are wonderful!
WNO matter how mad we men

may get at you, you're still
wonderful. Even if you are always
late, even if you do wear the
darndest hats, and even if you can’t
learn that fifty dollars will only buy
fifty dollars’ worth of clothes.

But—and I'll bet I've got the en-
tire male population to back me up
—there’s one time and place you’re
not nearly so perfect as you think.
It’s time you were told. We’ve been
too polite and too scared until now
to speak up. I'm still scared, but
here goes anyway. . . .

No matter what you may think,
lots of times it's you, the woman;
who is responsible for these slips
and stumbles that make dancing a
punishment instead of a paradise.
When that happens, do you blame
yourself? Never. You blame the
unlucky male whose arms are
around you and whose toes are
under yours.

Yet the chances are, every time
you dance you are liable uncon-
sciously to commit at least one of
these faults I'm going to tell you
about and which can so easily make
you and your partner wish you'd
gone to a movie instead.

Remember, it’s not just me talk-
ing to you—it’s every man who ever
had a French heel come down hard
on his instep and was then glared
at by his graceful feminine partner
who was undoubtedly saying to
herself, “If only men would learn
how to dance!”

Yes, the chances are fifty-fifty it
was just as much your fault as it
was his.

For instance:

Take the girl who tries to lead.
I don’t think I know a single man
who won’t gripe about this to other
men—when he’s sure he’s not being
overheard, of course! Maybe the
girl does dance so well that she
could lead better than the man. But
she’ll be a more popular girl if she
forgets that (Continued on page 61)

B The perfect dance posture—as
posed by Lanny Ross and Kay
Lorraine, singing stars of the

CBS Saturday night Hit Parade.

AvGusT, 1939 Photos by John Shutz, CBS.




Broadway Oracle, family man, re-
cluse, night life king—read the
truth about that amazing bundle
of contrasts—Walter Winchell

By MILDRED LUBER

The story thus far:

MERICA’S most famous reporter was born on April
7. 1897, on West 116th Street in Harlem, New
York City—the son of an immigrant couple who spelled
their name Winchel. He grew up there, in that rather
tough neighborhood, and when he was still just a boy
began singing in the Imperial Theater, the corner
nickelodeon, with Eddie Cantor and George Jessel. His
boyish good looks, combined with a fair singing voice
and an ability to dance, led him directly to professional
vaudeville as he grew up, and except for an interval
during the war when he was in the U. S. Navy, he was
on the stage until 1922. Then he changed professions
entirely, taking a twenty-five-dollar-a-week job on
the “Vaudeville News,” a house-organ for the Keith-
Albee vaudeville circuit. h

ParT II

working for twenty-five dollars a week on the

“Vaudeville News” to today’s Walter Winchell is a
long jump. Not in years, necessarily. Measured that
way, it’s only a decade and a half, more or less. But
in his way of living, in his bank-account, and most
important, in his attitudes toward the world and
toward himself, the Walter of 1939 has jumped so far
that he’s a different man entirely.

Today he is a strange mixture of recluse and bon-
vivant; of family man and night-owl; of the historian

FROM the retired vaudeville performer who was

of trivialities and the serious crusader. With, you must

remember, the recluse, the family man, and the cru-
sader uppermost at all times. He has a town apart-
ment and a country home, neither of which is often
entered by his acquaintances—he has few friends, in
the intimate meaning of the word. He has a wife and
two children, all of whom he adores. The key to that
adoration, and its proof, lie in his constantly growing
interest in governmental and international affairs.

In the old days, just after he’d first become a re-
porter, he didn’t know much about what went on in
Paris, Berlin, London, Washington; and cared less. The
Broadway and cafe-society scene was what sincerely
interested him. His column of jokes called “Merciless
Truths,” and another column of racy trade gossip called

28

“Broadway Hearsay,” which he began writing soon
after he joined the “Vaudeville News” accurately de-
fined the boundaries of his enthusiasms.

Other men give their girls flowers or boxes of candy.
The Walter of today might do that too. But when he
was courting June Aster, his first present to her was
a free full-page advertisement in the “Vaudeville
News” for the dancing team of Hill and Aster, of which
she was a part. The gift is significant: it hints at two
things—that Walter couldn’t afford flowers or candy
then, and that to his Broadwayish way of thinking, a
free ad was a pretty fine present after all. June must
have thought so too. At any rate, a year after the ad
appeared, she became Mrs. Walter Winchell.

In the last few years, success has been achieved,
and Walter has had time to grow—to find out what
really interesis him, and what is really worth fighting
for. But in those early days, he had to concentrate, as
so many of us must, on earning a living. Getting




ahead. Finding tools with which to work, and learning
to use them.
Four years on the “Vaudeville News” were his ap-
| ‘prenticeship. It wasn’t an easy apprenticeship, either.
{(Much good shoe-leather was worn out on the daily
rounds—along Forty-second Street, up Broadway to
Forty-third, east and west of Broadway, up to Forty-

| fourth, east and west. . . . There were so many agents’
and brokers’ offices to be visited, each with its crumb
of news to be carefully picked up, pocketed, carried
away, made into a paragraph or a sentence. He didn’t
know it, but he was laying the foundation of that vast
acquaintance which was to go on giving him news
items for the next fifteen years.

ALTER finally became a columnist for a real New
York newspaper but not because there was any
tremendous demand for his talents as a writer. He
did have a rare talent, however, for which Fulton

Qursler, supervising editor of the New York Graphic,
was willing to pay—a higher price, incidentally, than
he had anticipated. Qursler hired him as a tipster, for
it was evident that Winchell had more inside dope on
Broadway’s glamorous figures than anyone else in
town. Oursler wanted Winchell to bring all his hot
news tips to the city desk as leads for front page
stories. Winchell agreed to go to work for the Graphic
but he expected payment-—not in more money but in
the right to have his own column, under his own name.
Oursler capitulated. It would be worth a column if he
could just get those tips.

Walter might never have stopped working for the
Vaudeville News and begun being a journalistic force
if it hadn’t been for Norman Frescott, then star of a
very successful vaudeville act and until recently known
to you as the Frescott who was master of ceremonies
on the popular program, Uncle Jim’s Question Bee.
Wouldn’'t Winchell, Frescott (Continued on page 74)
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It took Hyman Fink to get this
rare shot of Walter, Mrs. Win-

— ==

m———————

il






Broadway Oracle, family man, re-
cluse, night life king—read the
truth about that amazing bundie
of contrasts—Walter Winchell

By MILDRED LUBER

The story thus far:

MERICA'S most famous reporter was born on April
7, 1897, on Wcst 116th Street in Harlem, New
York City—the son of an immigrant couple who spelled
their name Winchel. He grew up there, in that rather
tough ncighborhood, and when he was still just a boy
began singing in thc lmperial Theater, the corner
nickelodeon, with Eddie Cantor and George Jessel. His
boyish good looks, combined with a fair singing voice
and an ability to dance, led him directly to professional
vaudeville as he grew up, and cxcept for an interval
during the war when he was in the U. S. Navy, he was
on the stage until 1922, Then he changed professions
cntirely, taking a twenty-five-dollar-a-week job on
the “Vaudeville News,” a housc-organ for the Keith-
Albee vaudeville circuit.

ParT 11

working for twenty-five dollars a week on the

“Vaudeville News” to today's Walter Winchell is a
long jump. Not in years, necessarily. Measured that
way, it's only a decade and a half, more or less. But
in his way of living, in his bank-account, and most
inportant, in his attitudes toward the world and
toward himself, the Walter of 1939 has jumped so far
that he's a different man entirely.

»Todny he is a strange mixture of reclusc and bon-
vivant; of family man and night-owl; of the historian
of trivialities and the scrious crusader. With, you must
remember, the recluse, the family man, and the ¢ru-
sader uppermost at all times. He has a town apart-
ment and a country home, neither of which is often
ontc_rcd by his acquaintances—he has few friends, in
the intimate meaning of the word. He has a wife ;md
two children, all of whom he adores. The key to that
fudora(ion, and its proof, lic in his constantly growin
interest in governmental and international afairs, ¢

In the old days, just after he'd first become a re.
portlcr, he didn't know much about what went on i-
Paris, Berdin, London, Washington; and careq less, Thn
Broadway and cafe-society scene was what emc‘cr ]e
iterested him, His column of jokes called “Men-c‘le y
Truths,” and another column of racy trade gossip calls(;
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FROM the retired vaudeville performer who was

“Broadway Hearsay,” which he began writing soon
after he joined the “Vaudeville News"” accurately de-
fined the boundaries of his enthusiasms.

Other men give their girls flowers or boxes of candy.
The Walter of today might do that too. But when he
Was courting June Aster, his first present to her was
a free full-page advertisement in the “Vaudeville
News” for the dancing team of Hill and Aster, of which
she was a part. The gift is significant: it hints at two
things—that Walter couldn't afford flowers or candy
then, and that to his Broadwayish way of thinking, @
free ad was a pretty fine present after all. June must
have thought so too. At any rate, a year after the ad
appeared, she became Mrs. Walter Winchell.

In the last few years, success has been achieved.
and Walter has had time to grow—to find out what
really interests him, and what is really worth fighting
for. But in those early days, he had to concentrate, as
S0 many of us must, on earning a living. Getting

ahead. Finding tools with which to work, and learning
to use them.

Four years on the “Vaudeville News" were his ap-
brenticeship. It wasn't an easy apprenticeship, eithgn
Much good shoe-leather was worn out on the daily
founds—along Forty-second Street, up Broadway to
Forty-third, east and west of Broadway, up to Forly-.
fourth, east and west. . . . There were so many agents
and brokers’ offices to be visited, each with its crumb
of news to be carefully picked up, pocketed, car_‘ne'd
away, made into a paragraph or a sentence. He didn’t
know it, but he was laying the foundation of that vast
#Quaintance which was to go on giving him news
Mems for the next fifteen years.

WALTER finally became a columnist for a real New
York newspaper but not because there was any
‘remendous demand for his talents as a writer. He
id have a rare talent, however, for which Fulton

It took Hyman Fink ta get this
rare shat of Walter, Mrs, Win.
chell and their doughter, Walda,

Oursler, supervising editor of the New ‘Ycrk Graphic,
was willing to pay—a higher price, mcldenl.ally, than
he had anticipated. Oursler hired him as a tipster, for
it was evident that Winchell had more inside dope on
Broadway's glamorous figures than anyone else in
town, Oursler wanted Winchell to bring all his hot
news tips to the city desk as leads for front page
stories. Winchell agreed to go to work for the Gmph'nc
but he expected payment—not in more money but in
the right to have his own column, under his own name.
Oursler capitulated. 1t would be worth a column if he
] ot those tips.
m%‘;]::rslrﬁight never have slqppcd .workiqg _for the
vaudeville News and begun being a Journalnglnc force
if it hadn't bcen for Norman Frcscafg then star of a
very successful vaudeville act and until recently known
to you as the Frescott who was mnler of ccrAemomcfx
on the popular program, Uncle Jim's Question B7L'L.
Wouldn't Winchell, Frescott (Continued on page 74)
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m Such blessed relief to learn finally the #truth
about her past and yet—should Kitty accept her
lawful birthright and lose the man of her heart?

The whine was coming
closer. |t was filling her
ears. What was happening?

The story thus far:

HAT was Kitty Kelly’s real

identity? All she knew was
that she had wakened one morning
in a third-class cabin of a ship
bound for America. Her memory
was gone, and her grim-faced com-
panion, Mrs. Megram, told her she
was a poor Irish girl, just recover-
ing from a grave illness. But there
was more to the story, she learned
a year later, when Mrs. Megram
was murdered, leaving behind her
a note speaking mysteriously of
Kitty's “rightful place in the world.”
Meanwhile, she had fallen in love
with Michael Conway, a young
lawyer, but she refused to marry
him until the mystery of her past
had been cleared up. Michael, grow-
ing restless under the uncertainty of
his position with Kitty, one night
broke a dinner engagement with
her on the excuse of business. Dis-
appointed, she yielded to the pleas
of Grant Thursday, a rich playboy,
and went to dinner with him, where
she saw Michael, intoxicated, with
Isabel Andrews, the wealthy daugh-
ter of the man Michael had said he
was dining with. Believing that her
only chance of getting Michael back
lay in regaining her memory, Kitty
agreed to see a psychiatrist, Dr.
Orbo—and discovered when she met
him that he was the man who had
originally caused her to lose her
memory, back in Ireland.

Yet she did not entirely trust the
sinister-looking Orbo, although he
made an appointment to see her
next day and begin treating her to
restore her memory. She trusted
him still less after the treatment,

- when he hypnotized her and at-

tempted to make her write her
name, Kathleen Kelly. Some in-

A fictionization by Lucille




stinct, even through the fog of
hypnosis, warned her not to do so.
That night, dispirited, she stayed
alone in the apartment, her room-
mate, Bunny, and Grant Thursday
going out together; and while they
were gone Orbo came in, saying he
was going to take her to a hospital.
She tried to resist, but his hypnotic
power drained all strength away
from her, and the last thing she re-
membered was being put into
an automobile which sped away
through the night.

Part II1

HEN she came to herself, she
Wwas lying on a tumbled bed
in a small dark room. The
shades were pulled down. A single
lamp burned on a wash-stand near-
by, casting weird shadows. Outside
she could hear the wind and rain
beating against the window-pane,
the low rumble of distant thunder.
Where was she? A hospital? For
a moment her cloudy mind recalled
Dr. Orbo’s words. “I have come to
take you to a hospital,” he had said.
Was this it? Perhaps—perhaps he
had been playing fair and square.
Then, as her brain cleared, she
sat up and looked about her. If this
was a hospital, it was the strangest
one she had ever seen. The lamp
was an old-fashioned kerosene one.
The walls were stained and yellow.
Even the linen on the bed was
soiled, the gray blanket torn and
gritty.
And it was all so terribly still.

There was not a footstep to be
heard here, no distant human
sounds at all. She pushed back the
covers and stood up. She was still
completely dressed, except for her
shoes. Her stocking feet padding
softly over the bare floor, she ran to
the window, and looked out.

It was raining wildly, but by star-
ing hard, she made out at last that
there were woods all around, deep,
thick woods. There were no lights
visible, not even the headlights of a
car. Nothing but trees and dark-
ness and rain.

How had she come here? She
passed her hand over her eyes, try-
ing to think. But she could re-
member nothing of a journey—
nothing except Dr. Orbo’s glittering
eyes leading her on. Had they come
by train or car or boat? And what
had happened? Why had he
brought her here? Why had he left

"Kitty!" His voice broke
in a sob of relief. "My
darling—I've found you!"

Photos by Pinchot

her in this wretched room alone?

She gave a little sob of terror.
She must escape—and quickly. He
might return at any moment. She
ran to the door, yanked vainly at
the knob. The door was locked.

He had trapped her here—like a
creature in a cage. But for what
reason? What had she done? Who
was he, this madman, who could
erase one’s memory, and bring it
back again? And what did he want
of her? Oh, it did not matter. She
must get away. She must beat at
the door, lean out the window,
scream with all the power in her
body.  Someone, perhaps, would be
passing by.

Fletcher of the dramatic CBS serial by Frank Dahm, sponsored by Wonder Bread
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Someone might hear her. . . .

She went back to the window,
raised the sash, and screamed with
all her force.

“Help! Help! Murder!” They were
the only words she could think of.

It was no use. She slumped down
to her knees, against the window-
sill, and bowed her head. No one
had heard.

UT someone had heard. Someone

inside the house. Footsteps were
coming down the hall. A key was
turning in the lock. Someone was
entering the room. Dr. Orbo, she
thought. She did not look up, until
a woman’s voice sounded in her
ears.

“Okay, dopey,” it said. “You can
come now. They're waitin’ for you.”

The woman in the doorway was
middle-aged, dressed in a crumpled
nurse’s uniform.

“Who's waiting for me?”’ Kitty
did not move. “And where am I?
Who are you? I want to get out of
here!”

The woman grinned.

“Oh you do, do you?” she mocked.

She advanced into the room, still
smiling that knowing smile. Kitty
tried to fend her off. But she was
powerful. In a moment, she had
reached the bed, grabbed Kitty's
arm in a cruel grip and twisted it
back, farther and farther, until
Kitty screamed with pain.

“Qkay, dearie! Here we go!”

She dragged Kitty out of the
room, and down a long hall. They
went down a creaking wooden stair-
case, into a long hallway that
smelled of chloroform, into an old-
fashioned huge kitchen. .

Two men were sitting before a
oilcloth-covered table, reading pa-
pers by the light of a kerosene
lamp. They looked up as she en-
tered. One of them was Dr. Orbo.
The other was sallow-faced, with
close-set eyes and bristly.black hair.

Dr. Orbo was looking at her with
dark satisfaction.

“Well, Isaac Hamish—"" he turned,
smiling to the man beside him.
“This is she—at last! Are you satis-
fied?”

The other man shrugged.

“Not yet. She is of no use to us
now. You know that. Remember.
My bargain called for something
else. . . .”

“Of course.” Dr. Orbo nodded.
“Well, Mr. Hamish, that will not be
difficult. She is weak now. Look.
She can scarcely stand. Mrs. Dag-
gett—assist Miss Kelly to a chair!”

“Come on, dearie!” The woman
jerked her arm. But she would not
sit down. What were they going to
do row? Who was this man,
Hamish? What was his ‘“bargain?”
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She burst out at them.

“Please, Dr. Orbo! There must be
some mistake! I—I have done noth-
ing. Nothing. My name is Kitty
Kelly. I—I'm a poor orphan girl
from Dublin. Please. I—I'll do any-~
thing for you—but please let me go
away.”

Dr. Orbo spoke soothingly.

“Of course, Miss Kelly. You are
going home in a little while. There
is no cause for alarm. This is merely
a part of my treatment. What one
might call the Second Stage. Sit
down, my dear. Now-—put your
mind at rest. Lie back against
the chair . . . rest . . . rest. Now,
Mrs. Daggett—if you please. Bring
in the revolving light machine.”

“Light machine!” Kitty sat up
with a shudder. “Please, Dr. Orbo.
You can’t. You can’t hypnotize me

Honeymoons Need
Not End! For proof,
we give you Jon Hall
and Frances Langford.
In next month's issue,
read their story for

the secret of lasting

wedded happiness

again! I won’t. I won’t let you!”

She turned to the sallow man at
Orbo’s side. “Mr. Hamish! I—I
promise you. I'll do anything you
say. But please! Dr. Orbo doesn’t
understand. I don’t want anything.
I'm just Kitty Kelly, a poor girl
from an orphan asylum in Dublin
who .. .”

“Orbo—come and take care of
her,” Hamish said. “This sort of
ithing disgusts me. I thought you
were going to get it over with at
once.”

“So I am!” Dr. Orbo stood up, his
shadow enormous, menacing in the
dimly lit room. His sauve scientific
manner was quite gone now. Piti-
lessly he held her on the chair, forc-
ing her head up, toward the ma-
chine. “Start the lights now, Mrs.

Daggett!” he barked. Mrs. Daggett
obeyed.

Kitty tried to look away, but he
held her firmly, his fingers pressing
into her eye-sockets, forcing open

the lids. He was forcing her to stare

at the lights. But she must not see
them. She must hold herself taut.
Yet the dizziness was coming over
her, the familiar faintness. She was
going down ...down ...down. ..

Suddenly in the midst of her
whirling descent, there was the
sharp sound of a bell ringing
through the house. A peremptory
ring. Dr. Orbo’s fingers trembled
against her eyes.

“What's that?” he hissed at
Hamish.
“Andrews, I suppose.” Hamish
shrugged.

“Andrews!” Dr. Orbo's voice was
hoarse. “What’s he coming here for
now?"”

“To sign the stock certificate. I
told him to meet me here tonight.”

“He’s too early!” Dr. Orbo paused.
The bell jangled again. He snapped
at Mrs. Daggett.

“Tell him to wait. Keep him out
of here, until I call you, do you
hear?”

“Sure.” Mrs. Daggett disappeared.
Dr. Orbo’s fingers pressed up Kitty’s
aching eyelids again, more cruelly.

“Now, Miss Kelly . . . once more
. . .” he began. “Once more.” But
Kitty would not give in. Andrews!
But it could not be the Mr. Andrews?
Not Isabel Andrews’ father? Not
Michael’s new boss? What was he
doing here—in this desolate house?
This house of murder?

It did not matter. He was a
stranger—someone outside the cir-
cle. Else they would let him into the
kitchen. She drew in a deep breath,
stiffened, let out a blood-curdling
shriek.

“Help! Help, Mr. Andrews . . .”
Dr. Orbo clapped his hand over her
mouth. But the scream had its effect.
There were quick footsteps down
the hall, then Mr. Andrews’ voice
sounded anxiously from the door-
way.

“What’s happening here?” she
heard him say. “Why—Miss Kelly!
What are you doing—? He stepped
into the room, his overcoat over his
arm. She caught a momentary
glimpse of his heavy-set figure, his
white mustache. Then Isaac Hamish
was standing in the middle of the
room, with a revolver in his hand.

“Stay where you are, Andrews!”
he warned. “There is nothing to
see in this room.”

“But—DMiss Kelly—? What are
you doing to her?”-Mr. Andrews
protested.

“There is no Miss Kelly in here!”

(Continued on page 53)
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It's miraculous—but no miracle! You
can have one too by following the or-
ders of this exclusive picture-story

ing it. No sense, either, in denying the fact

that you won't enjoy the warm weather un-
less your figure is in trim to look well in those
sheer dresses and revealing bathing suits.

So, to help you out on the job of removing
extra poundage, Raprio MIRROR asked Wallace,
the. Mutual: network's Get-Thin-to-Music Man,
and Sunda Love, star of the CBS serial, Step-
mother, to pose for these pictures, graphically
showing how you can reduce in your own home.

For more of these exercises, tune in Wallace’s
daily program, broadcast at 11:30 a.m., E.D.S.T.,
over Mutual.

Since he went on the air, Wallace has melted
off at least a million pounds of excess fat from
feminine figures with these exercises. He guar-
antees that if you follow them religiously they'll
flatten your stomach, smooth your hips, chisel
your chinline, clear your complexion, put a glint
in your eye and lend a spring to your walk.

"~ But, says Wallace, it won’t be any miracle. The
only miracle will be in getting yourself to do
these exercises EVERY DAY.

Ready to start? ... It is seven o'clock in the
rning. You're sleepy? You want just five min-
hore of snoozing? (Continued on page 57)
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SUMMER'S here, and there's no sense in deny-

Wallace and Sunda Love demonstrate exercise '

number one, for achieving that chiseled chinline. L

Four, for tummy tires: lie flat on the floor, arms
ot your sides and toes pointing down, and . . . ||

. . . bring your legs up and over into the air °
until your toes are touching the floor behind you. !




oy,

Two, for thighs and limbs: step Three, for a romantic waistline: . . . then swing continuously from
high, keeping toes pointed down. extend your arms shoulder high ... right to left and back again.

. keeping the left leg on the fioor, raise the right Five, for a modeled torso: flot on the floor again, with
leg stroight up. Next, right leg down, left leg up. palms flot, raise both legs without crooking your knees . . .

~ Six, for general well-being: start on all fours, with ...like a mule. But see to it that your knee is straight
your chin well up. Next, kick backward and upward . . . at the end of each kick. Now try it with the other leg.




THE CASE OF THE

Conclusion:

RUCE EATON stepped forward
and said, “I'll take the entire re-
sponsibility for this. This young
woman has nothing to do with it.”
The bank cashier said, “Don’t let
them fool you. It’s a holdup. They
put on the act together, and . . .”

One of the city officers inter-
rupted, “Good Lord, that’s Bruce
Eaton, the actor!”

“Actor nothing,” the bank cashier
protested. “They tried to hold me
up. That man’s no more Bruce Eaton
than I am. He'’s a stick-up artist.
If they hadn’t jerked the gun out of
my hand, I'd have had them. This
man walked into the bank, and
while I was waiting on him, this
woman came in and stood at the
counter. I asked him if she was with
him, and he said he’d never seen
her before. Then when you gentle-
men drove up in your car, she
started yelling at him, and ran
around behind the counter. I figured
she was handing him a gun. I knew
right then it was a stick-up and
yelled at them to stop. She kept
right on coming, and . .. "”

The sheriff’s cold eyes fastened
mine in cynical appraisal. “How
about it?” he asked.

I said, indignantly, “I was simply
trying to get the man’s autograph.
You can imagine my surprise! I
dropped in here to try and cash a
check, I noticed someone was back
in the vault with the cashier. Then,
I suddenly realized it was Bruce
Eaton. Do you think I'd pass up an
opportunity like that? Naturally, I
wanted his autograph.”

The officers exchanged dubious
glances. I could see that the cash-
ier’s excitability, and his hysterical
talk of gun-play, were putting him
in a spot.

Bruce Eaton said, calmly, “Well,
it’s been rather an exciting experi-
ence, Miss . . . What’s your name?”

“Miss Bell,” I said, “Claire Bell.”

“It’s been quite an experience,” he
said, smiling. “I’ve had autograph
hunters pursue me before, but never
under quite such unusual circum-
stances. Perhaps if you're going my

way, you'd care to accept a lift back
to Los Angeles?”

“I’d be delighted,” I told him.

Bruce Eaton calmly started for
the door, cupping his palm under
my elbow.

The city officer said, “Just a min-
ute, please,” and then to the cashier,
“What was he doing in the bank?”

“He wanted to get some things out
of a lock-box,” the cashier said.

“Did he have the key to the lock-
box?”

“Yes, of course.”

The officers exchanged glances.
There was a sudden, significant
tenseness about their attitude.
“What,” the city detective asked,
“was the number of the lock~box?”

w With a dramatic meeting in a lonely country
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“Number five,” the cashier said.

The sheriff gave a low whistle.
The city detective said, “I'm very
sorry, Mr. Eaton, but we came down
here to investigate that lock-box.
If you had the key to it, perhaps you
know why.”

“I’'m sure I know nothing what-
ever about your reasons for coming
here,” Bruce Eaton said, with
dignity.

“Did you open the box?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have the key to it?”

(lYeS‘,!

“Let’s see it.”

“I see no reason for giving it to
you.”

There was a harsh note in the

bank, Miss Bell comes to
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"“You lie!" she screamed, and jerking herself
free, made o sudden wild rush for the door.

detective’s voice. “Now listen,” he
said, “I'm asking you nice. I want
the key to that box.”

The sheriff said, “Wait a minute.
We don’t need to bother about the
key. We’re more interested in the
contents. What did you take out of
the box, Eaton?”

“Don’t answer questions, Mr.
Eaton,” I warned. “Sit absolutely
tight. This is outrageous!”

The city officer said, ominously,
“You keep out of this, sister, or
you’ll wish you had,” and then to
Eaton, “You answer questions, and
cooperate, or we'll search you.”

I was hoping frantically that
Bruce Eaton would get the signifi-
cance of my quick wink. He did.

lllustration by
Mario Cooper

“Go ahead and search me,” he said,
“you have sufficient force to do it,
but I won’t submit to the indignity
of. answering questions about mat-
ters which are simply none of your
business.”

The hardboiled city officers closed
in on Bruce Eaton. They held his
arms, went through his pockets
swiftly. “Here’s the key to theé lock-
box,” one of the officers said.

The -officer in charge nodded to
the bank cashier. “We’ll open it
up, and take a look.”

As one in a daze, the cashier pro-
duced the bank’s key. I heard the
double click of locks opening, and
then the officer exclaimed, “It’s
empty. There ain’t a thing in here.”

By Erle Stanley
GARDNER

Author of "The Case of the Velvet Claws'

“The Case of the Howling Dog,'" etc.

The officer looked at me with un-
cordial eyes. “You,” he said, “have
taken in a lot of territory in this
thing, sister.”

I said, scornfully, “Get a matron
and you can search me.”

The officer looked me over. It was
a warm day, and I was wearing light
clothes. “I guess,” he said, “you
haven’t very much concealed on
you. Take a look in her purse, Bill.”

The screen door of the bank
swung open and shut, as Mr. Foley,
looking cool and calmly competent,
entered the bank. ‘“Good afternoon,
gentlemen,” he said. “I’'m sorry to
disturb your little party, but I think
it’s about time for you to get down
to brass tacks and catch the mur-
derers, don’t you?”

The city detective was the nearest
to Mr. Foley. He said, “Who in
blazes do you think you are?”

Foley ignored the question. “You
came down to set a trap,” he said.
“Because of a little premature gun-
play on the part of an hysterical
bank cashier, you were talked into
springing your trap before you’d
even set it.”

The officer said, “You’re full of
advice, brother. Suppose you tell
us how it happens you know so
much about it, and we’ll just take a
look at your driving license, and any
other means of identification . . . ”

“I’m not going to argue with you,”
Foley interrupted. “Two people are
coming in this bank. If they find it
full of officers, you'’re never going
to get anything on them. Unless you
can get some additional evidence,
you can’t pin a thing on them. Get
your men scattered about, filling out
deposit slips, standing up at the
windows. Make this look like a busy
bank, and you’ll catch your mur-
derer.”

The officer seemed dubious.

I looked out through the window,
and saw the detective, who had
called on me in Mr. Foley’s office,
and Mrs. Temmler, just getting out
of an automobile.

I knew that seconds were pre-
cious, and had a sudden inspiration.

“All right,” I said. “I’ll confess
everything, (Continued on page 67)

the end of her mystery—and to the beginning of an unexpected romance
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THE CASE OF THE

Conclusion:

RUCE EATON stepped forward
and said, “I'll take the entire re-
sponsibility for this. This young
woman has nothing to do with it.”
The bank cashier said, “Don’t let
them fool you. It's a holdup. They
put on the act together, and . . .”

One of the city officers inter-
rupted, “Good Lord, that's Bruce
Eaton, the actor!”

"‘Actor nothing,” the bank cashier
protested. “They tried to hold me
up. That man’s no morc Bruce Eaton
than T am. He’s a stick-up artist.
If they hadn't jerked the gun out of
my hand, I'd have had them. This
man walked into the bank, and
while 1 was waiting on him, this
woman came in and stood at the
counter. Iasked him if she was with
him, and he said he'd never seen
her before. Then when you gentle-
men drove up in your car, she
started yelling at him, and ran
around behind the counter. I figured
she was handing him a gun. I knew
right then it was a stick-up and
yelled at them to stop. She kept
vight on coming, and . . . "

The sherifi’'s cold eyes fastened
mine in cynical appraisal. ‘“How
about it?" he asked.

1 said, indignantly, “I was simply
trying to get the man’s autograph.
You can imagine my surprise! I
dropped in here to try and cash a
phucl(, I noticed someone was back
n the vault with the cashicr. Then,
I suddenly realized it was Bruce
Eaton. D_o you think I'd pass up an
opportunity like that? Naturally, 1
wanted his autograph.” L

The oflicers exchanged dubious
glances. I could sec that the cash-
ier's excitability, and his hysterical
talk of gun-play. were putting him
in a spot.

Bruce Eaton said, cahinly, “Well,
it's been rather an exciting cxpvr"
on‘cc._Miss . What's your name?"

'M‘ISS Bell," I said, “Claire Bell."

“It's been quite an vxperience,” he
said, smiling. “I've had autograph
hunters pursue me before, but never
under quite such unusual eircum-
stances. Perhaps if you're going my
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‘I'd be delighted,” I told him.

Bruce Faton calmly started for
the door, cupping his palm under
my elbow.
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“Number five,” the cashier said.

The sheriff gave a low whistle
The city detective said, “I'm very
sorry, Mr. Eaton, but we came down
here to investigate that Jock-box.
If you had the key to it, perhaps you
know why.”

“I'm sure I know nothing what-
ever about your reasons for coming
here,” Bruce Eaton said, with
dignity,

“Did you open the box?"

“Yes.”

“Do you have the key to it?”

“Yes

“Let’s see it.”

"I see no reason for giving it ©0
you.”

There was a harsh note in the

bank, Miss Bell comes 1
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detective’s voice. “Now listen,” he
said, “I'm asking you nice. I want
the key to that box.”

The sheriff said, “Wait a minute.
We don’t need to bother about the
key. We're more interested in the
contents, What did you take out of
the box, Eaton?"

“Don’t answer questions, Mr.
i;atun," 1 warned. “Sit absolutely
tight. This is outrageous!”

. The city officer said, ominously,

‘You keep out of this, sister, or
YOu'll wish you had," and then to
Eaton, “You answer questions, and
Cooperate, or we'll search you.”

I was hoping frantically that
Bruce Eaton would get the signifi-
fance of my quick wink. He did.
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The officer looked at me with un-
cordial eyes. “You,” he said, "have
taken in a lot of territory in this
thing, sister.”

I said, scornfully, “Get a matron
and you can search me.”

The officer looked me over, It was
a warm day, and I was wearing light
clothes. "I guess,” he said, “you
haven't very mwuch concealed on
vou. Take a look in her purse, Bill."”

The screen door of the bank
swung open and shut, as Mr. Foley,
looking cool and calmly competent,
cntered the bank. “'Good afternoon,
genttemen," he said. “I'm sorry to
disturb your little party. but I think
it's about time for you to get down
to brass tacks and catch the mur-
derers, don't you?”

The city detective was the nearest
to Mr. Foley. He said, "Who in
blazes do you think you are?"
