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% YOU WILL BE MORE BEAUTIFUL WITH
PRINCESS PAT ROUGE

——
- Its Color is Real— Not Artificial
|
& Suppose You suddenly discovered a way to brilliant PRINCESS PAT
Lo new loveliness . . . wouldn’t you want it? Of course! Fe-Shad-
Well, ordinary rouge certainly CAN'T give you all the beauty Giant Size DOUBLE LIPSTICK
you coxld have if it leaves you with a painted, artificial look! 25¢

But PRINCESS PAT ROUGE is not ordinary rouge—it’s
duo-tone. . . an #ndertone and an overtone make each shade.

HCI’Q in one

When you apply PRINCESs PAT ROUGE, a color-miracle takes place. Mysteriously, the true double giant ':lphst:;:k are
. . . . Lo . the two lipstick shades that

color of youth comes into your skin, so gloriously real no one will guess it is rouge. The effect is fashlon si7s you must weat
q . R . ow. One is a brilliant

that the color comes from WITHIN your skin, like a blush, only much more thrilling. Hidden Bombshell Red—the other
. ) . a Blue-Blood Red. Armed
loveliness suddenly blooms. Somehow, you radiate fresh NEw charm . . . your new complexion with a PRINCESS PaT
1 1 Tu-Shade Lipstick there's

beauty compels the admiration of those whom you have always wanted to love you. You no costume, mood or siru-

ation that your lips can't
meet —with cheers! Two
Jipsticks in one. And
think, it's only 25¢!

actually S this amazing improvement take place—instantly.
But remember this —on/y PRINCESS PAT ROUGE has the duo-tone secret. See it perform its i {
color-miracle on You. Until you do, you will never £now how lovely you really are, N




Now! A Great New Improvement in

. Beauty Soaps—ONLY CAMAY HAS IT!

Let Camay help you to a Lovelier Skin and a

More Radiant Complexion ... Look for these Three Beauty

Cleansing Advantages in the New Camay!

snmmd/ém

Amazing gentleness —~fora
complexion that inuvites
“close-ups.”

NW

Fragrance that mages
it heaven to holg you
in his arms.

We tested Camay against 6 other best-selling toilet soaps and
PROVED its three amazing advantages. Now Camay actually
brings most women a definite promise that its gentle, thorough
cleansing will help them to a lovelier, more appealing skin.

HOUSANDS of beautiful women—

brides, debutantes, wives and
mothers~have thanked Camay for aid-
ing them to a lovelier skin!

And now Camay is actually improved!
You'll krow it’s different the moment
you open a cake. There’s a pew, delight-
ful, longer-lasting fragrance about it
that you’ll love.

The Promise of a Lovelier Skin!

Today, Camay’s three great, beauty
cleansing advantages—more abundant
lather in a short time—greater mildness
—new, exciting fragrance—all work in
harmony to help give you new charm
and allure.

Yes—now Camay actually brings
most women a definite promise that its
gentle, thorough cleansing will help

ARRIAGE—!"

them to have a lovelier skin and a more
radiant complexion.

Try Improved Camay, now!

Start enjoying the advantages of new
Camay right away. Not until you try it
on your own skin (a 3-cake trial will
do) can you realize what a wonderful
aid to beauty this new Camay is!

Go to your dealer. Look for Camay
in the same yellow and green wrappe
It’s cellophane covered for freshness.

Get 3 cakes of Camay. Then give
Camay every test you can think of.
Note its wonderful, ncw, longer-lasting
fragrance. Feel how your skin responds
to its gentle, beauty cleansing care!

THE BEAUTY NEWS OF 1940 IS
THE NEW CAMAY!
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marriage Tve used Camay- Now

»s gentle, rich
new Camay's &
o ragrance.l know now

¢ the loveliness of my

Ever since nty
more than ever, ;
lather and longer-lasting f
that Camay helps bring ou
skin! (Signad) MADELEY
(Mrs. Gilbert Berry)

NE BERRY

November 2, 1939

A wonderful, new fragrance that
2 out of 3 women prefer!

You'll agree with the hundreds
of women whom we asked to
compare Camay's new {ragrance
with that of otl famou

toilet soaps. Approxini 2
out of 8 women voted for
Camay’s delightful fragrancel
It lasts in the cake just as long
as there is a bit of soap left!
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Homance

WITH THIS AMAZING

>

NEW /Velex

Here's the “perfect” mascara you've always
hoped for! This revolutionary new improved
WINX Mascara is smoother and finer in tex-
ture—easier to put on. Makes your lashes
seem natyrally longer and darker. Your eyes
look larger, brighter—sparkling “like stars!”

New WiINX does 7ot stiffen lashes—leaves
them soft and sitky! Harmless, tear-proof,
smudge-proof and non-smarting.

WINX Mascara (Cake or Cream), Eyebrow
Pencil and Eye Shadow in the new Pink

packages are Good Housekeeping approved.
Get them atyour favos-
ite 10¢ store—roday!

FOR A NEW THRILL—

Try the new WINX Lipstick
in 4 fascinating colors thac harmonize |

with WINX Mascara and Eyebrow Pencil!

HOW TO KEEP BABY WELL

® The U, 8. Governmont’s Chlldren’s Bureau has pubiished |
a complete 13B-pake book *‘Infant Care’* especlally for
yOoung mothers, and authorlzes this magezine to sceept
renders’ orders. \ritten by five of the country’s leading
chlld speclallsts, thia book ls plalnly wrltten, welt I1ttus-
trated, and glves any mnother & wealth of authoritative in-
formation on baby's health end baby's growth. This
magazine makes no brofit whatever on your order, sends your
monoy direct ta Washington. 8cnd 1D eenls, wrspping
colns or stainps safely, to

READERS' SERVICE BUREAU,

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR |

20S East 42nd Street, Dept. F-3, New York, N. Y, |
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WHAT DO YOU
WANT TO SAY?
O

FIRST PRIZE
A YOUNG BRIDE'S ADVICEI

T seems funny to say, but it helped
Ito save my home. As a sixteen-
year-old bride, housework seemed
to me a drudgery After making a
grand mess out of trying to make a
happy home, I was about to call it
quits.

We bought a radio, and now my
work is fun, for I do it to music be-
tween taking down recipes, menus,
and household hints that cut my work
in half. All these, including interior
decorating and style hints, make it
all interesting now.—Mrs. Coldwell
Daniel, New Orleans, La.

SECOND PRIZE
HATS OFF TO THE NEWS COMMENTATORS!

Hats off to the splendid news com-
mentators on the radio.

Alert, dynamic, they bring every
event within the range of actuality.
They also mix a little sense of humor
with the news, which is relished by
us all when the world is in such
chaos.

Certainly, news would be dull if
we were forced to read it, all printed.

Three cheers to our most compe-
tent radio news men!—Beatrice S.
Kemp, N. Adams, Mass.

THIRD PRIZE
"THANKS A MILLION, DON"

I'd like to pay a tribute to Don
Ameche, the former master of cere~
monies and star of the Chase and
Sanborn hour, who had to leave the
show on account of his health.

I'd like to tell him how grand we,
the American public, think he is. His
acting with the various guest stars
was always sympathetic.

But, best of all, were his laughs
always so natural and so spontaneous
that made you laugh, even if you
didn’t feel like it.

(Continued on page 5)

No Job for Nancy
but a big Job for Mum

Why risk underarm odor— when Mum every day
so surely guards your charm?

HE TRIES SO HARD— goes everywhere
—but somehow for Nancy it’s a brief
“no opening now!"” For business is busi-
ness. And it never helps to have a girl
around who neglects to use Mum!

Constant personal daintiness is a busi-
ness asset .. .as much in demand as cheer-
fulness, ability, and speed. Why does any
girl risk 1t? Why don't 4/ girls play safe
with Mum—every single day?

For it's a gamble to depend on a bath
alone to keep you fresh and sweet. A bath
merely removes perspiration that is pass

.. but Mum prevents odor—keeps you

“fresh and sweet for the bours to come.

More business gitls prefer Mum to any
other deodorant. Mum is—

QUICK! A daily pat under this arm, un-
der that, and through the longest work-
ing day you know you're fresh!

HARMLESS! Apply Mum after dressing

.. fabrics are safe. Mum has the Ameri-
can laostitute of Laundering Seal as being
harmless to any dress. Safe for skin, too.

LASTING! Hours after your bath has
faded, Mum still keeps underarms sweet.
And Mum does not stop perspiration.
Get Mum at your druggist's today. Be
wise in business...be sure of charm!
Make a habit of Mum every day.

THIS IS YOUR PAGE!

YOUR LETTERS OF OPINION WIN
——PRIZES——

First Prize .. ... .. $10.00
Second Prize. . .. .. $ 5.00
Five Prizes of . .. .. $ 1.00

Address your letter to the Editor,
RADIO MIRROR, 122 Eost 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y., and moil it
not later thon February 26. 1940. All
submissions become the property of
the mogoazine.

WHY MUM IS FIRST CHOICE WITH BUSINESS GIRLS

5 Jc‘ 1 KEEP MUM IN
.| MY DESK,TOQ |
USE ITANY TIME -
BECAUSE IT'S
. SAFE FOR SKIN
== AND CLOTHING.

MARCH, 1940

Important to You —

Thousands of women use
Mum for sanitary napkins
because they know that it's
safe, gentle. Always use
Mum this way, too.

TO NERSELF: l

<A & AND NOTHING BEATS MUM
FOR LASTING CHARM. JUST
A DAB KEEPS ME
FRESH ALL EVENING!

Mum

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION

E.



ends instead of saving them for the tree,

Dave Elman, his staff and ourselves reached
the last of your letters about hobbies just before
a blessed Christmas Eve shut down on any activi-
ties except welcoming the holiday. The judges,
oblivious to their unfinished shopping lists, went
into consultation and finally, as the island of Man-
hattan darkened and then twinkled into a fairy-
land of mazda lights—the winners!

Soon, if not already, all of you whose hobbies
were judged the most interesting will be receiv-
ing your prize checks and one of you, Annie
Walker Burns, of Baltimore, Md., will be on the
way to New York (unless unforeseen circum-
stances should arise), to stand in front of a
microphone and tell a listening world about the
hobby that won the Rapio MIRrOR contest. Tune
in Sunday, January 28th, to the CBS network, the
day that the winner is expected in Manhattan for
what I suspect will be the most thrilling time of
her life.

My sincere thanks to all of you who joined us
in this contest. Before many issues go by, I'll
publish as many of those letters that didn’t win
the big prize as there is room for.

Now, if it's permissible to change the subject
from your hobbies to mine—which is talking about
radio—let's let our hair down.

Listening lately, I’ve noticed some things on the
air that I feel you and I both could do comfort-
ably without. Probably there are other flaws
you’ve noticed that I missed.

BY burning all our Christmas candles at both

AND MINE

m The Editor offers a toast to the
winners of the Hobby Lobby Con-
test and then speaks his mind about
a few irritating broadcast manners

For instance:

The way Cecil B. DeMille insists on pronouncing
the word as though it were spelled dram-are in-
stead of simply drama. . . .

And The Good News announcer saying Illinois
as though it were Illi-noise. . ..

Not to mention the offensive burst of whistling
from the audience at the end of many broadcasts—
those sharp, ear-piercing whistles I noticed espe-
cially at the conclusion of a We, the People pro-
gram. Can't carefully constructed gags be stuffed
into such noise makers’ mouths?

The way Lou Holtz, who amuses me very much
the first two or three minutes with his excellent
and absurd dialects, bores me very much the next
seven or eight minutes. If only Mr. Holtz would
keep his story telling down to a reasonable time
limit!

And have you noticed how childish is the dia-
logue of the gangsters who were plotting against
Kay Fairchild, Stepmother, the last time I tuned
in this program that otherwise is exciting and
dramatic and which I can recommend, the prattle
of supposedly murderous thugs notwithstand-
ing. . .

In conclusion, beautiful Helen Menken's one
flaw in her dramatic acting on the Second Hus-
band program-—her continuous state of hysteria,
whether she is happy or heartbroken. Brenda
Cummings, the heroine she plays, certainly had
her calm moments when life flowed on a more
quiet level.

—FRED R. SAMMIS

HOBBY-LOBBY CONTEST WINNERS

I—Annie Walker Burns, Baltimore, Md.

2—Mrs. Riley E. Heckert, Harrisburg, Penna.
3—Rosamond Laron, Freeborn, Minnesota.
4—E!sie McDonald, Vernonia, Oregon.

5 Russell McGirr, Sarnia, Ontario.

6—Mrs. Mabel G. Petty, Paynton, Sask., Canada.
7—Woarren Hull, Lansing, Michigan.

8—Mrs. Grace Y. Marlow, Spokane, Washington.

9—Lola Anderson, Topeka, Kansas.
10—Mrs. Grace Winings, Reading, Penna.
| |—Eleanor Lemke, Ansonia, Conn.
12—William Cezinski, Mt. Carmel, Penna.
13—Mr. Joseph F. Figart, Altoona, Penna.
14—Mrs. John D. Ruppel, Kohler, Wis.
I15-~Joseph J. Lane, Philadelphia, Penna.
16—C. A. Burrows, Harmarville, Penna.




(Continued from page 3)

So thanks for the grand evenings
you've given wus, Don Ameche.
Thanks, a million.—Claude Desautels,
Montreal, Canada.

FOURTH PRIZE

ROMANCE VIA RADIO

I like the letter ‘“Radio Decides
Career,” in October Rabpro MIRrror. In
my case, it is “Radio for Romance.”
A certain radio singer used to please
me very much with his songs. So
much, that my friends teased me
about him. I didn’t care because I
enjoyed his songs. I had the last
laugh anyway. Because one day when
I was in his city visiting, I met him
at a radio station. Now we are en-
gaged and I surely thank radio for
introducing me to my romance.—Miss
E. McDonald, Vernonia, Oregon.

FIFTH PRIZE

TOO MANY DOCTORS?

Why do sponsors allow so many
programs to weave their daily serials
around physicians?

In the stories they are usually por-
trayed either as a saint or sinner:
never as a man with the right to live
his own life.

I respect physicians for their un-
tiring efforts to aid suffering human-
ity and they deserve a better break
than being created from a writer’s
fancy to use in dozens of daily serials
which we hear on the air.

In other words, the “doctor stories”
are being over done.—Jessie Ervin,
Connersville, Ind.

SIXTH PRIZE

THE INCONSIDERATE HOSTESS

A certain lady played her radio
almost incessantly. When guests en-
tered her home they were momen-
tarily deafened by the powerful

sounds which filled the room. Yet, |

the hostess ‘was never known to dis-
connect the radio or to lower its
tone. Consequently, her callers found
it necessary to raise their voices to
the shouting point, in order to make
themselves heard. Stock market re-
ports, patent medicine advertisements,
etc., all combined with numerous
forms of static, served to torment the
guests.

The hostess felt sadly neglected
when her friends no longer called at
her home. Apparently, she never sus-
pected that she was solely to blame
for her unhappy predicament.—
Winnie Meeks, Rusk, Texas.

SEVENTH PRIZE

WHO WANTS POLITICS?

Why not keep politics out of the
day-time scripts?

Mary Marlin has been overrun with
senators and political talk ever since
I can remember. Quite boring if you
ask me. And now, here comes Ma
Perkins, getting into the political
“mud.” Her future son-in-law is
running for something or other.

Here’s hoping none of the others
“follow suit.” —Mrs. Edward J.
Andresen, Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

MARCH, 1940

Ly Cotte sgpe
“Get 12 SHADES-FREE-of

my 1-DAY Cream Nail Polish’

lvy

Each shade is on a ' Magic Finger-
tip'’ which you can try on right over
your own nail! Find your lucky shade!

0 LONGER need you wonder about
N which shade of nail polish you should
wear —which shade 1s loveliest on your
hands! For now you can try on all the néw-
est shades—right at home—before buying a
single bottle of polish!

It's all done with my Magic Fingertips!

I'll gladly send you free a set of my 12
Magic Fingertips. Each is shaped like the
human nail—made of celluloid—and coated
with a different shade of Lady Esther 7-Day
Cream Nail Polish. You simply hold each
Magic Fingertip over your nail—and in-
stantly you see which shade gives your
hands enchanting loveliness—goes smartest
with your costume colors.

Choose your lucky shade, then ask for it
in Lady Esther 7-Day Cream Nail Polish
at your favorite store. You'll be thrilled
with this rich, cream polish that gives your
nails flattering beauty for 7 long days!

Send for your 12 Magic Fingertips!

Let your own eyes reveal the one nail pol-
ish shade that gives your hands enchanting
grace and beauty! Clip the coupon now.

« 12 shades FREE! »

Lapy ESTHER, St., Chicago, 11

Please send me by return mail vour Magic
Fingertips showing all 12 different shades of
Lady Esther 7-Day Cream Nail Polish. (53

NAME —
ADDRESS___ |

CITY. STATE
If voulive inCanada, scrite Lady Esthee, Torosto, Ont. |
s
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MAMMOTH 1940 CONTEST NOW RUNNING
WE WILL PAY

$25,000.00 .

FOR FORTY TRUE STORIES

Year after year Macfadden Publications,
Inc., extends to men and women everywhere
a wonderful opportunit{, to add handsome
sums to their incomes by setting down in
words true stories that have happened in
their own lives or the lives of friends or
acquaintances.

Already we have paid out well over $600,000
in prizes alone for true stories and in addition
we have purchased many hundreds of other
true stories at our liberal word rates. Of this
vast sum, a large, a very large percentage has
gone to men and women who never before
had written for publication.

The chances are that you have lived or ob-
served a story that we would publish gladly
if you would write it and send it in. Do not
feel that because you have never written that
you cannot write. If these other men and
women had felt that way they would be
poorer by perhaps a half million dollars.
Simply say to yourself—"Others have done it
—I can do it—1I will do it.”

In writing your story tell it simply and
clearly just as it happened. Include all back-
ground information, such as parentage, sur-
roundings, and other facts necessary to give
the reader a full understanding of the situa-
tion. Do not be afraid to speak plainly.

No matter whether yours is a story of trag-
edy, happiness, failure or success, if it con-
tains the interest and human quality we seek
it will receive preference over tales of less
merit regardless of how skilfully written they
may be.

Judging on this basis to each of the best ten
true stories received will be awarded the
munificent sum of $1,000 and to each of the
next best thirty true stories will be awarded
the handsome sum of $500. And don’t forget
that even if your story falis slightly below
prize winning quality we will gladly consider
it for purchase provided we can use it.

If you have not already procured a copy of
our free booklet which explains the simple
method of presenting true stories, which has
proved to be most effective, be sure to mail
the coupon today. Also do not fail to follow
the rules in every particular, thus making
sure that your story will receive full consid-
eration for prize or purchase.

As soon as you have finished your story
send it in. By cooperatin§ with us in that
way you help to avoid a last minute land-
slide, insure your story of an early reading
and enable us to determine the winners at
the earliest possible moment. Contest closes
Tuesday, April 30, 1940.

CONTEST RULES

All stories must be written in the first person
based on faets that happened elther in the lives of
the writers of these storles, or to people of their
acquaintance, reasonable evidence of truth to be
furnished by writers upon request.

Type manuscripts or write legibly with pen.
Do not send us printed material or poetry.
Do not send us carbon coples.

Do not write in peneil.

Do not submit stories of less than 2500 or more
than 50,000 words

Do not send us unfinished storfes.
Storles must be written in Engiish.

rite on one side of paper only. Do not use
Lhin ue papel

Send m.iterial- flat. Do not roll.

{ PAGE T
MBER ON EACH PAGE BUT NOT

our full name and address on malling

Prize Schedule

10 Prizes of $1,000 each........$10,000
30 Prizes of $ 500 each........ 15,000

40 Prizes $25,000

Total

Contest Rules—Continued

PUT FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE THERE-
ON. OTHERWISE MANUSCRIPTS WILL BE
REFUSED OR MAY NOT REACH Us.

Unacceptable stories will be returned as soon as
Tejected, irresgective of closing _date of contest.
BUT ONLY IF FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE
OR EXPRESSAGE HAS BEEN ENCLOSED
WITH SUBMITTAL. If your story is accompanied
by your signed statement not to return it, if it is
not acceptable, it will not be necessary to en-
close return postage in your mailing contfainer.
We do not hold ourselves responsible for any losses
and we advise contestants to retain a copy of
stories submitted.

Do not send us stories which we have returned.

You may submit more than one manuscript,
but not more than one prize will be awarded to
any individual in this contest. :

As soon as possible after receipt of each manu-
script, an acknowledgment or rejection notice will
be mailed, No corrections can be made in manu-
scripts after they reach us. No correspondence
can be entered into concerning manuscripts sub-
mitted or rejected.

Always disguise the names of persons and places
appearing in your stories.

This contest is og;en to_every one everywhere in
the world, exce; employees and former em-
ployees of Macfadden Publications, Inc., and
members of their families.

If a story is selected by the editors for imme-
diate purchase, it will be paid for at our regular
rate, and this will in no way affect the judges in
their decision. If your story is awarded a prize,
a check for the balance due, if any, will be mailed
after the decision of the {'udges which will be
final, there being no appeal from their decision.

Under no condition submit any story that has
ever before been published in any form:

Submit your manuscripts to us direct. Due to
the intimate nature of the stories, we prefer to

have our contributors send in their material to us |

direct and not through an intermediary.
With the exception of an explanatory letter,

which we weicome, do not enclose photographs or |

other extraneous matter except return postage.

This contest ends Tuesday, April
30, 1940.

Address your manuscripts for this
contest to Macfadden Publications,
Inc., Dept. 40C, P. O. Box 629, Grand
Central Station, New York, N. Y.

Em@om@sEEsE .. COUPON LR N R N NN
R.M. 340

Macfadden Publications, inc., Dept. 40C

P. O. Box 629 Grand Central Station

New York, N. Y.

Picase send me my (ree copy of your booklet en-

titled '‘Facts You Should Know Belore Writing
True Storles.””

Street .

Town .. State...
(Print plainly. Give name of state in full.)

WH

HE economy wave that resulted in

cutting the Edgar Bergen show to

half an hour is still rolling along,
so don’t be surprised if at least one
more program falls under it. For a
while it looked almost certain that
Good News would become a thirty-
minute show, and it may yet—except
that they do say around Radio City
that a shortened version was audi-
tioned for the sponsors, who didn’t
like it very well when they heard it.
So there’s no Eelligg at all.

*

Your old professor, Kay Kyser, will
be heading for Hollywood again in
March to make a sequel to his very
successful movie, “That’s Right—
You're Wrong.” As Kay says, there's
nothing like his romantic appeal to
bring the nick‘els i*n at‘the box-office.

Look for Claire Trevor to come
back on the air one of these weeks,
starring in a dramatic program of her
own. . . . And there’s also a good
chance that Mrs. Frahklin D. Roose-
velt will begin broadcasting again,
starring in a series of sponsored pro-
grams. Several sponsors would like
to have her, and the First Lady is
said to be willing.

* E ] »

Wandering into an NBC studio dur-
ing rehearsal for the Saturday-night
Camel Caravan show, I ran across
Mildred Bailey, humming weird mel-
odies to herself and looking over a
letter she’d just received. The two
activities didn’t seem to go together,
so I asked her what was happening.
The letter was from a committee of
Coeur d’Alene Indians, settled in
Tekoa, Washington, who wanted Mil-
dred to compose a tribal song for
them. But why did they choose her
for the job? Mildred explained—she
is one-eighth Indian herself, and was
actually born on the Tekoa reserva-
tion.

* * *

Remember when I told you, a
month or so ago, about Portland Hof-
fa’s persuading Fred Allen to move
into an apartment? Fred didn’t like
the idea at all—he was used to living
in hotel rooms and didn’t want to

M Gene Autrey is now the star
of his own CBS Sunday show.
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NEW FROM COAST TO COAST

By
DAN SENSENEY

change—but he consented. Well, now
the Allens have their own apartment
and Portland wishes she’d let well
enough alone. Fred likes it so much
she can’t get him out nights, even to
a movie. Fred simply parks himself
in the most comfortable chair and
recites “Home, Sweet Home” at her,
stanza by stanza "

If you ,happened to see a policeman
driving a bread delivery truck around
your town, think nothing of it. It was
just a publicity stunt cooked up by
the sponsors of the NBC serial, One
of the Finest. The hero of the pro-
gram is a policeman, and the sponsor
sells bread; so in the cities of New
York, Detroit, Chicago and Toledo
the sponsor’s truck-drivers were
dressed up in policemen’s uniforms,
purely as a gag. The Toledo police
didn’t get any laughs out of it,
though. They arrested the truck-
drivers on a charge of impersonating
officers of the law, and wouldn’t let
them go until they promised to re-
place their brass buttons with black
ones, in order to look a little less like
the Toledo cops.

Radio was only one of the indus-

B Charlie and Mortimer still keep
Bergen hopping and you laughing.

tries that mourned the sudden death
of Heywood Broun from pneumonia.
Broun, besides his activities as col-
umnist, critic, sports expert, news-
paper publisher and occasional novel-
ist and short-story writer, was a
regular member of the Author, Au-
thor cast, Monday nights on Mutual.
His death came only a few hours be-
fore the Author, Author broadcast,
which was cancelled out of respect
to his memory. A few months earlier,
Broun had remarked to a friend that
his radio work on this program was

‘one of the few things in his life he

could take whole-hearted pleasure in
—he did it just for fun, without
thinking of th‘e m‘one): involved.

Life's most embarrassing moment
came the other afternoon to Karl
Swenson, who plays the title role in
NBC’s serial, Lorenzo Jones. (He’s
also Lord Henry Brinthrope in Our
Gal Sunday on CBS, but that doesn’t
have anything to do with this story.)
Hastily summoned to the telephone
from the midst of a rehearsal, Karl
heard a crisp feminine voice on the
other end of the wire informing him
that he’d just become the father of a
bouncing baby boy. Karl knew some-
thing was wrong. He's married, but
he’d said goodbye only that morning
to his wife, and nothing had been
mentioned about the arrival of a
baby. So for five minutes he vehe-
mently denied the charge, while the
hospital nurse as vehemently assured
him it was true. Meanwhile, an in-
terested group of listeners gathered
around the telephone, which was on
the reception desk of NBC’s eighth-
floor studio. Finally, Karl saw the
light. “Are you sure you want Karl
Swenson?” he asked. “Oh, no,” the
nurse replied. “Mr. Al Swenson is the
father of the baby.” Karl dropped the
telephone and ran to another studio,
where Al Swenson was rehearsing as
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WHAT'S NEW FROM COAST TO COAST (Continued)

Great Uncle Allen Chase, III, in an-
other serial, The Chase Twins. It was
all right: Al was expecting his wife
to have a baby. He’d left word for
the hospital to call him as soon as it
arrived, but he’d forgotten to give
his first name.

* * *

Such energy! Not satisfied with do-
ing right well on the air, many radio
stars also operate profitable sidelines
which help them pick up an extra
dollar or two. Of course, Bing Cros-
by’s sideline, operating the Del Mar
racetrack, is a familiar one. But Bob
Barron, the villain in the Jack Arm-
strong serial, in his spare time prac-
tices drugless therapy. Bess Johnson,
star of Hilltop House, is also the dra-
matic coach for the Girl Scouts of
America. Angeline Orr, villainess of
the Trouble with Marriage serial, puts
her beauty to work for her and poses
for billboard advertisements. Charles
Grant, eleven-year-old juvenile in

-_" /‘ g

Scattergood Baines, follows the ex-
ample set by most youngsters his age
and sells magazines on his own bi-
cycle route. Irene Winston, actress in
the Johnny Presents sketches, designs
very beautiful jewelry. And Ezra
Stone, the Henry Aldrich of The
Aldrich Family, is a stage director as
well as an actor.
* * *

It looks as if you'll just have to
listen to the Court of Missing Heirs
on CBS every Tuesday night. It might
cost you money if you didn’t—unless
you're quite sure you never had a
wealthy ancestor. This program,
which broadcasts all the information
about unclaimed estates in hopes of
digging up the rightful heirs, has just
started its coast-to-coast career, but
it was on a limited mid-western net-
work for 39 weeks, and during that
time it distributed two and a half
million dollars of unclaimed money
to unsuspecting heirs.

of

8 They're the Novelty Aces—Alan Rinehart, Harold Maus, Clarence
Dooley, Leonore Burch and Hazel Turner, heard over station WLW.

INCINNATI—they call themselves
the Novelty Aces, and they violate

the rules of poker as it is played in
the most polite circles of society by
numbering five instead of four. Lis-
teners to Cincinnati’'s WLW seem to
think five Aces are quite all right,
though, and even more than all right.

This quintet is composed of three
young men, Alan Rinehart, Harold
Maus and Clarence Doocley, and two
girls, Lenore Burch and Hazel Tur-
ner. Rinehart and Maus have been in
radio since 1925, when they joined up
as a vocal and instrumental duo.
Hazel joined them in 1927; Clarence
was adopted in 1932, and in 1934
Lenore came along to complete the
quintet. Besides being singers, they
are all accomplished instrumentalists
—Clarence plays the violin, Lenore a
piano-accordion, Alan the bass fiddle,
Hazel the tenor guitar, and Harold
the six-string guitar.

In the two years they’ve been at
WLW the Aces have been on several
sponsored shows, and now they have
their own daily program, Time to
Shine, besides starring on the Boone
County Jamboree.

Before they came to Cincinnati, the
Aces were in Chicago—and because,
like many a radio performer, they
had neglected to save their money,
a call to Cincinnati to audition for

WLW found them broke. They had
to borrow the money for their rail-
way fares.

Alan Rinehart didn’t like that, and
it started him thinking. As soon as
WLW hired them, he made each
member of the quintet agree to give
him $2.50 a week to put In a savings
account. A year later the amount was
increased to $5, and six months after
that to $7, where it stands now. Their
savings fund totals more than $2,500
today, but they still have a long way
to go because they've set $25,000 as
their goal. By agreement, it takes the
signatures of four Aces to withdraw
any of the money—so far, they
haven’t made any withdrawals.

All five qualify as radio veterans,
but Lenore Burch probably has had
the most unusual experience in radio
of the group. She worked alone for a
while at KFAB in Omaha, where it
was part of her duties to sing a hymn
at 6:15 every morning. One day she
sang “God Will Take Care of You.”
She didn’t know it until the next day,
when she got a letter, but that hymn
saved a man’s life.

He wrote, “Within the last year I
have lost my wife and my business,
and have become permanently crip-
pled. I contemplated suicide and was
up all ni%ht trying to reach a final
decision. happened to turn on my
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radio at 6:15 this morning and heard
you sing, ‘God Will Take Care of
You.” It was like a message straight
from heaven, and I believe you were
singing that message for me alone.
God bless you. Ygu sgved my life.”

CHARLOTTE, N. C.—The Golden
Gate Jubilee Singers, four -colored
lads who could have had a big career
in New York radio, are a star attrac-
tion of Charlotte’s station WBT.

The four have been singing together
ever since they were students in the
Booker T. Washington High School
in Norfolk, Va. Their names are
Henry Owens, Arlandis Wilson, Willie
Johnson, and William Langford, and
they’re such inseparable pals that if
you find one you find the whole
quartet. They broadcast regularly
over WBT six times a week.

The Golden Gate boys spent a year
in New York, singing on a network
show, and were heard four times on
the Maglc Key program over NBC—
all but the first time by the vigorous
request of listeners—but they feel
more at home down South and volun-
tarily gave up the career they could
have had in New York.

They never have an argument.
Willie Johnson is the business man-
ager, and he never makes a decision
without a unanimous vote. They all
like the same things, laugh at the
same jokes, sing the same songs.

They even eat together. Willie
Johnson’s wife is a fine cook, and
every night, whether they are in town
or on tour, all four sit down to a

B The Golden Gate Jubilee Sing-
ers are a star attraction of sta-

tion WBT in Charlotte, N. C.

dinner she has prepared, chipping in
on the expense. Harry Owens is mar-
ried too, but Wilson and Langford
say they're “still livin’”. Wilson and
Langford live together.

Willie Johnson is their spokesman,
because’ of his fine command of the
English language. He reads Shakes-
peare every night at bedtime, and
can readily quote Hamlet and King
Lear.

They aren’t superstitious, only if
a black cat crosses the road in front

of them, it’s bad luck if he runs from
left to right. If he runs from right to
left, that’s good luck. .

ATLANTA—You know the story of
the gifted understudy who gets her
big chance when the star falls ill at
the last minute? Well, this isn’t it.

Mrs. George Moore, whom listeners
to WAGA, Atlanta, know as Martha
Hale, wasn’t even an understudy. She
was just an ambitious girl sitting on
the sidelines who liked radio so well
nothing could keep her out of it.

Every morning at nine, Martha
Hale tells Atlanta housewives about
the latest menus, gives them house-
keeping suggestions, comments on
fashions, and otherwise makes her-
self a member of every home she
enters via the loud speaker.

Before joining WAGA, Martha was
a buyer in a department store,
a restaurant cashier, and had, on one
occasion, worked for an electric con-
cern. She was born in Sandersville,
Georgia, and since girlhood has been
interested in cooking—so much so
that in school she took all available
domestic science courses just for the
fun of it.

A year of broadcasting requires
Martha to supply listeners with
10,095 menus, she says, but she’s con-
fident she can produce them. She
loves microphone work, and says
broadcasting is' no effort at all—the
tough job is writing the scripts. She
never takes a holiday, and Sunday is
better than other days. Then she can
work on a script without interruption.
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B Most stories about Bob Hope tell about his wit—but here
is a different view of him: the gentle, lovable chap with

whom Dolores fell in love at first sight.
to their happiness, the Hopes adopted little Baby Linda.

By PAULINE SWANSON

E CAME into the smart little
H Broadway supper club where
she was singing on the night
of December 21, 1933. They’fre both
very specific about the date.
Someone muttered a few words
of introduction, just as she was
about to go on. He watched her as
she moved into the spotlight, tall,
graceful, poised. He liked her soft,
naturally curly light brown hair,
her straightforward blue eyes. He
liked her slender hands, her simple
black velvet gown. He marvelled
that this girl could be so confidently
right in this smoky little New York
night club, and yet so different from
he other girls who were singing in
ther little clubs up Fifty-seventh
Street, and down Fifty-ninth.
He thought Dolores Reade was

10

Paramount

Right, to add

the loveliest girl he had ever seen.

She didn’t quite catch his name.
George Murphy, who was playing
in “Roberta”, had introduced him,
so she thought he might be some
minor personality in the show. He
might be a chorus boy. But she
liked his laugh, and his funny face.

Before that night was over the
magic thing had happened. She
didn’t know that he was the star of
the biggest hit on Broadway, “Ro-
berta”. She didn’t know his name.
He didn’t know if she were engaged
or married or free. But they both
knew that they were in love, dif-
ferently than they had ever been in
love before, somehow for the last
time.

On February 19th they eloped,
and were married by a sleepy jus-

tice of fhe peace in a living room
stuffed with horsehair furniture and

family photographs, in Erie, Pa.
December 21 to February 19—Iless
than two months—are dates which
frame one of those unbelievable,
breath-taking love stories that
every girl hopes one day will unfold
for her. It is a modern love story,
as modern as skyscrapers and taxi-
cabs pack-jammed in a New York
street on New Year’s eve, and yet
as old as the story of the beautiful
Princess and Prince Charming who
came by on a white horse to carry
her away.

Bob Hope has come a long way
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THE UNCONVENTIONAL LOVE STORY OF BOB HOPE

B’ Dolores Reade could have
been famous as a singer—
instead she chose to be
just the wife of Bob Hope.

Fink

If he

since that winter of 1933.
was a star then he is an institution
now. On Tuesday nights twenty
million people laugh at the nonsen-
sical banter which is the Hope radio
trademark. The ski-jump nose and
the beforehand chin which capti-
vated Dolores six years ago now are
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familiar to movie goers from Soma-
liland to the Virgin Islands.

The girl who was Dolores Reade,
and whose own professional future
had looked as bright in 1933 as did
that of the handsome young star of
“Roberta”, is now content to be Bob
Hope’s attractive wife, except when
her husband makes personal ap-
pearances. Dolores then is part of

the act, using her maiden name.
Until Bob walked into the Vogue
club in New York that December
night six years ago, Dolores Read:
wanted nothing so much as success.
and the money and fame that go
with it. She had already capture
hard boiled New York. She was
sight of the top of the heap and
the rewards she wanted. That n
Suddenly s
knew that nothing she 1}
striving for was impor
nothing meant so
with the man s oV
to leave him, to be his wife, and
leave the (Continued on page 82)
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SHE should never have told Jack she would marry

him.
Down in her heart, she knew she was being
foolish and wrong. But she thought that time would
be on her side. She thought that the days would
pass, and the image of Rene would drift farther and
farther back in her memory, until it was only a pin-
point of pain, instead of this all-enveloping agony.
Other women had fallen in love with men who didn’t
love them—who married someone else—and those
other women had still managed to go on living. Why
shouldn’t she?
But somehow, the minister’s words, “Wilt thou
have this man to be thy wedded husband, to live
together after God’s ordinance in the holy state of
matrimony?”’ and all the rest of it—somehow, even
as she repeated them after him, they sent a chill
down her body, as if she were hearing not words,
but the sound of a steel door closing . . .
There was no honeymoon. Jack was terribly busy
at the office, and couldn’t get away just then, and she
had said she’'d rather not wait—knowing miserably,
as she watched his face light up, that he completely
misinterpreted her words. The truth was, she didn’t
dare to wait. She needed something now, right
away, to help her forget Rene.
After the ceremony, after all the chatter and
laughter, they ran to his car, and he drove up Mar-
ket Street, clear up to where it curves around Twin
Peaks and beyond, into a part of San Francisco where
the houses sit perched on the sides of steep hills.
Eucalyptus trees tower whispering over these houses,
with wisps of fog caught all day in their trailing
branches.
Jack twisted and turned the car on the winding
streets, and finally stopped it before a house like a
white, shining box, all square angles and stucco, with
a huge window overlooking the valley that spread
between there and the sea.
“Here it is,”” he said shyly. “Our house. Like it?”
“It’s beautiful!” she said. “Up here on top of—of
- everything—"’
They were '?"9";"9 The sun was shining, yet here on the western
when he carried her slopes the fog swirled about the houses, and the com-
through the doorway. bination of sunlight and mist gave them all a bright,
’ R unearthly beauty. She jumped out of the car, and
because she felt self-conscious in her white satin
gown and veil, started up the walk to the door.
“Wait!” Jack called. “Don’t go in yet, Connie.”
“Why not?” she asked in surprise, and a look,

H "l WANT A DIVORCE!" IS FROM THE RADIO PROGRAM OF
HE SAME NAME. ADAPTED FROM A STORY BY HUGH WILEY
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dovoet!

m A rare and tender story that wiil
reach your secret heart—the radio
drama of a woman who betrayed her
love for a delusion of happiness

sheepish yet pleased, appeared on his square, tanned
face, so that he looked like a freshly scrubbed smail
boy on his way to a party.

“Well—you know, the groom is supposed to carry
the bride across the threshold—”

“Jack! The neighbors! Oh—well—all right.”

They were laughing when he swept her lightly up
into his arms and carried her through the arched
doorway, straight into a pine-panelled room where
comfortable chairs and graceful tables dug their feet
into a deep-piled rose carpet.

“And you bought all this furniture yourself?”’ she
marveled. “Jack, how did you do it?”

“Just asked myself what I'd want if I were a beau-
tiful little wife—and right away I knew exactly
what to buy.”

He put her down, and she walked around the room,
touching, exclaiming. It was perfect. Too perfect.
It was the home she had dreamed of sharing with
Rene. But Rene was far away, and it was Jack who
led her through the kitchen, displaying its treasures
of spotless refrigerator and streamlined sink; into
the bedroom with its slipper chair and dressing table
on one side, its masculine chest of drawers on the
other, and between them, side by side, its twin beds.

“You like it, don’t you?” Jack asked anxiously, and
she forced herself to laugh and say:

“Of course. Iloveit. It’s just that you did all this
by yourself, as a surprise, that—that rather bowls
me over.”

He stopped walking around the room and came
over to where she stood, taking both her hands in his.
“I want you to be happy, Connie,” he said in a voice
that trembled a little. “I—well, I don’t suppose I'll
ever get over the wonder of the moment when you
said you’d marry me. I thought all the time that
you were in love with Rene, and—"

Her hands, imprisoned in his, contracted sharply,
and a vise around her heart forced from her an in-
voluntary gasp.

He heard her, and he nodded.

“Yes. That’s what I meant. But don’t be unhappy
about it, Connie. I know that right now you don’t
love me as much as—as much as you loved him.” It
was hard for him to say this. He swallowed, and be-
gan again. “I just want you to know that no matter
how you feel about me now, you’ve made me hap-
pier than I ever expected to be—just by marrying
me. And maybe, after a while—"

Without warning, she (Continued on page 62)

The sad end of the
road they'd started
on six months ago.

B LISTEN TO THESE STORIES, SPONSORED BY FOOD AND
BEVERAGE BROADCASTERS, SUNDAY AFTERNOON ON NBC
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m By radio’s fascinating

new heroine, Hilda Hope,

woman doctor, the story
of an operation she could
not perform—but must,

for the man she loved

LONG time ago a wise man
A said that women belong in the

healing arts, that their wis-
dom and tenderness have fitted
them for the task of helping those
in pain.

Perhaps that is why I became a
woman doctor when I could have
had love—Bob’s love, and been a
gloriously happy woman. Instead,
I chose a career few women ever
enter. It hasn’t been easy. You
have to be so cold and impersonal
if you are to be a good doctor.

And I am a good doctor. Usually
I don’t think about how an opera-
tion is going to turn out. I don’t
dare to. The responsibility is too
great to face. I know, of course,
that a human life depends on the
skill of my hands. I know it, but
I've learned not to let myself think
about it.

If T sound heartless, remember
that emotion makes one’s hands
tremble and grow unsure; it clouds
one’'s mind and changes skill into
fumbling uncertainty. That is why
doctors don’t operate on members
of their own families.

It is why I should never have
operated on Beatrice Warner.

Yet—I was forced into it. If I
had not consented to operate, she
would have died. I should have
been as surely her murderess as if
I had plunged a dagger into her
heart.

Even today, when it is all over
ind finished, terror strikes me when
I remcmber Beatrice’s whispered

in that darkened hospital
over again, I feel the
S It then. And I

® “|'ve never stopped loving
you," he said. 'Hilda, we
were meant for each other, we
should have married long ago."
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know, once more, that I made the
only possible decision, perilous
though it was.

But I'd better begin at the begin-

B Specially posed by Selena ning, and the real beginning was
Royre. who plays +{1e star- ten years ago.

ring role of Hilda Hope on It was then that Bob Warner and
this popular radio J)rqmo. I broke our engagement. Oh, we

were in love, but we were also very
young and very intense. We took
ourselves and our futures more se-
riously, I guess, than we should
have. Bob wanted me to give up
my medical studies when I married
him. “I want a real wife,” he
begged, ‘“not a career woman. I
want to be the most important
thing in your life. Maybe it’s old-
fashioned of me—but, Hilda, I know
we could never be happy together
if you had to divide yourself be-
tween me and a job. I'm sorry—
but that’s the way I feel.”

It was an ultimatum, and I ac-
cepted it as such. I made my choice.
Ever since I was a little girl, I had
wanted to be a doctor. Medicine
and surgery were the breath of life
to me, and I knew that love couldn’t
take their place entirely. Some
people, and I am one of them, are
made like that. I let Bob go, and a
year later I heard that he was mar-
ried to someone else. 1 wrote him,
wishing him all the happiness in
the world, and I meant it.

EGRETS? Yes, I've had them.

Sometimes at night, coming
home late from the office, letting
myself intoa dark andlonely apart-
ment. . . . Or at Christmas time, or
Thanksgiving, I've watched other
women with their husbands and
children. And I've wondered—

But I’m not a person who indulges
herself in might-have-beens. I like
to think I am willing to abide by
my decisions, whatever they may
be. So the regrets, when they came,
were quickly banished-—at least
until I met Bob again.

It seems strange to think that if
Bob’s profession had not been ar-
chitecture, that second meeting
might never have come about. In
ten years our paths had not crossed,
and then we met over the plan
the new Children’s Clinic. And

HILDA HOPE, M.D., IS HEARD EVERY SATURDAY MORNING having met, it seemed foolish to let
the past stand in the way of friend-
OVER THE NBC-RED NETWORK, SPONSORED BY WHEATENA N W e s hee mndld
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know, once more, that I made the
only possible decision, perilous
though it was.
But I'd better begin at the begin-
W Specially posed by Selena ning, and the real beginning was
Royle, who plays )‘Le star- ten years ago.
ring role of Hilda Hope on It was then that Bob Warner and
this popular radio drama. I broke our engagement. Oh, we

m By radio's fascinating
new heroine, Hilda Hope,
woman doctor, the story

of an operation she could

not perform—but must,

for the man she loved

said that women belong in the

healing arts, that their wis-
dom and tenderness have fitted
them for the task of helping those
in pain.

Perhaps that is why I became a
woman doctor when I could have
had love---Bob's love, and been a
gloriously happy woman. Instead,
I chose a career few women ever
enter. It hasn’t been easy. You
have to be so cold and impersonal
if you are to be a good doctor.

And I am a good doctor. Usually
I don't think about how an opera-
tion is going to turn out. I don't
dare to. The responsibility is too
great to face. I know, of course,
that a human life depends on the
skill of my hands. I know it, but
I've learned not to let myself think
about it.

If T sound heartless, remember
that emotion makes one’s hands
tremble and grow unsure; it clouds
one’s mind and changes skill into
fumbling uncertainty. That is why
doctors don’t operate on members
of their own families.

It is why I should never have
operated on Beatrice Warner,

Yet—I was forced into it. If I
had not consented to operate, she
would have died, I should have
been as surely her murderess as if
I had plunged a dagger into her
heart.

Even today, when it is all over
and finished, terror strikes me when
I remember Beatrice's whispered
words in that darkened hospital

ﬁ LONG time ago a wise man

B “I've never stopped loving
you" he said. “Hilda, we
were meant for each other, we
should have married long ago."

were in love, but we were also very
young and very intense. We took
ourselves and our futures more se-
riously, I guess, than we should
have. Bob wanted me to give up
my medical studies when I married
him. “I want a real wife,” he
begged, “not a career woman. I
want to be the most important
thing in your life. Maybe it's old-
fashioned of me—but, Hilda, I know
we could never be happy together
if you had to divide yourself be-
tween me and a job. I'm sorry—
but that's the way I feel.”

It was an ultimatum, and I ac-
cepted it as such. I made my choice.
Ever since I was a little girl, I had
wanted to be a doctor. Medicine
and surgery were the breath of life
to me, and I knew that love couldn't
take their place entirely. Some
people, and I am one of them, are
made like that. I let Bob go, and a
year later I heard that he was mar-
ried to someone else. I wrote him,
wishing him all the happiness in
the world, and I meant it.

EGRETS? Yes, I've had them.
Sometimes at night, coming
home late from the office, letting
myself into a dark and lonely apart-
ment. . . . Or at Christmas time, or
Thanksgiving, I’'ve watched other
women with their husbands and
children. And I've wondered—
ButI’m not a person who indulges
herself in might-have-beens, Ilike
to think I am willing to abide by
my decisions, whatever they may
be. So the regrets, when they came,
were quickly banished—at least,
til I met Bob again. .
unlt seems strange to think that if
Bob’s profession had not been ar-
chitecture, that second meeting
might never have come about. In
ten years our paths had not crossed,
and then we met over thelplans for
the new Children’s Clim.c, And,
having met, it seemed foolish to let
the past stand in the way of friend-

oom. All over again, 1 feel the
helplessness 1 felt then. And 1
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met Beatrice, his wife, and there
were frequent conferences over the
blueprints.

I thought he was happy. Beatrice
was the kind of wife he had wanted
me to be—very feminine, wrapped
up in her home, clever at meeting
his friends. A little too self-suffi-
cient, perhaps, but most women are
that nowadays. She was pretty,
too, with a tiny, brunette kind of
delicacy—she only came up to
Bob’s shoulder.

HEN, one afternoon, Bob came to

my office and completely upset
my neat, efficient plan of existence.
Without any preliminaries what-
ever, he announced:

“Hilda, I can’t stand it any longer.
Beatrice and I are going to get a
divorce.”

It was so unexpected, I could only
stare at him.

“Don’t ask me why,” he said.
“You ought to know, if anyone
does.”

“But I don’t,” I told him. I knew,
but I couldn’t believe.

“Because I still love you.
never stopped loving you.” He
wasn’t like a man making love. His
dark, sharp-featured face was tor-
tured, and his hands, as he leaned
over my desk toward me, were
clenched. “Hilda,” he said, ‘“we
were meant for each other. We
should have married in the first
place.”

“Please,” I said. I hadn’t real-
ized how fiercely the past could rise
up and strike at my heart. “Please
—that’s all over and done with.”

“But it isn’t! We made a tragic
mistake—I made it, by insisting that
you give up your career. I was
wrong—I know that now. We've
wasted ten years of our lives
paying for that mistake. We
needn’t go on paying until we die!
I told Beatrice so, less than an
hour ago.”

“Bob! You told Beatrice you
wanted a divorce so you could
marry me? How could you!”

“When a patient of yours needs
an operation, don’t you perform it
as quickly as you can?” he coun-
tered. “That’s what I had to do
with this situation. I couldn’t waste
time.”

“But it was so cruel—and so
futile,” I said. “I can’t marry you,
Bob, even if you do leave Beatrice.”

“You're just saying that because
you think it will force me to stay
with her.”

‘I'm saying it because I mean it,”
I said as firmly as I could. It wasn’t

5y, just then, to be firm, because

denly a whole host of memories

d c flooding back. Bob and I,

king arm in arm up Fifth Ave-
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nue on a Saturday night, window-
shopping, picking out a chair here,
a table there, for our own home.
His hand, warm and strong, cover-
ing mine as we sat in the darkness
of a movie house. The touch of his
lips against mine. So many things
—so many sweet, dear, intimate
things that I had made myself for-
get. And now when I could forget
them no longer, here they all were,
once more within my grasp—if I
could be ruthless enough to reach
out and take them. No, it wasn’t
easy to be firm.

My desk telephone rang, and still
keeping my eyes on Bob’s, I picked
it up.

“Mrs. Warner is here to see you,
Dr. Hope,” the voice of Miss Gil-
more, my office nurse, said.

“Just a minute.” I held my hand
over the mouthpiece. “Beatrice is
outside, Bob.”

“I know. She said she would
come to see you. Let her come in.”

I thought a moment. “All right.
But she came to see me. I think

you'd better go. Use that side door,
so you won’t see her.”
But,”

“T'll go. he promised,

“nothing’s going to change my
plans. I'm going to leave Beatrice
—and then I'm coming back for
you.”

The Beatrice Warner who came
into my office was not the self-
possessed young woman I had
known before. Her eyes were red-
rimmed, and she hadn’t bothered
with her usual make-up. She
looked lost, miserable, confused.

Standing in the doorway, she
asked, “Has Bob been here yet?”

“Yes.”

“He didn’t lose much time, did
he?” she remarked bitterly.

“I'm so terribly sorry—" I began,
but she interrupted me.

“It isn’t your fault. This was
bound to happen some time.”

“I told Bob,” I said, “that no mat-
ter what happened—between you
and him—he and I could never have
anything to do with each other.”

Her face lit up eagerly. “And
what did he say?” Then, as I
didn’t answer, the brief light died
out. “That he would leave me any-
way—wasn’t that it?”

It was easier, with this pitiful
woman before me, to hold to my
resolution that Bob and I could
never come together again.. ‘I still
think,” I said, “that you two can
make a go of things.”

Beatrice sank into the chair on
the other side of my desk. “No,”
she said hopelessly. ‘“Bob means
what he says. I've always known
he didn’t really love me—and I was
afraid this would happen, when he
met you again. . . . Maybe I could
have won his love, if I'd been dif-
ferent—but I could never tell him
how much he meant to me. I'm
not—I'm not demonstrative. I've
never been able to find words to
tell him how much I love him. And
now it’s too late.”

Pity tore at my heart. “I wish
there were something I could do!” I
murmured.

“There isn’t anything. There
never was. You can’'t help what’s
happened any more than I could.
That’s the reason I came to see you
—1I wanted to tell you there’s no
bitterness in my heart against you.
And if Bob wants to leave me, I—I
won’t stand in his way!”

She got up to go. “That’s all I
wanted to tell you.”

“Wait!” I said desperately, rising
too. “I'll see Bob again--I'll tell
him—"

“T'1l tell him,” she said, “myself.”
And she went quickly out of the
room.

It was lucky, I think, that as soon
as she had gone Miss Gilmore re-
minded me that I was late for my
daily visit to the hospital. In the
rush of (Continued on page 79)
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Horace's friends gave him a party at the Cocoanut Grove when the wed-
ding was finally revealed. Left to right, Gale Page, Bob Hope, Horace
and the bride, Basil Rathbone, and Horace's mother, Mrs. J. W. Heidt.

HORACE

HEN, on the afternoon of
WDecember 12, Horace Heidt
walked, blushing, into the
“Pot o’ Gold” rehearsal room at the
NBC studios in Hollywood with an
attractive brunette (also blushing)
on his arm, and made what he had
obviously planned would be a casu-
al announcement, he actually set
off a good-sized tempest in a teapot.
“Boys, meet the new Mrs. Heidt,”
was what he said. And then, settling
the lady in a convenient chair on
the sidelines, he took off his coat
and proceeded to the business of
rehearsing for the next “Pot O’
Gold” program.
That is, he attempted to proceed,
but he didn’t quite make it. In the
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B Never was a bridegroom so unwilling to talk, but

our reporter-sieuth brings you the story anyway

first place, to his orchestra boys, the
boss getting married was an Event,
a Big Event—especially when they
hadn’t known a thing about it, nor
even suspected that a romance was
brewing. They dropped their in-
struments and crowded around,
pumping Horace’s hand and (some
of the more daring ones) Kkissing
the bride and asking questions.

Where? How? When?

“In Reno,” said Horace.
cember fourth.”

That was all, then. Even when
the Los Angeles reporters arrived
on the scene to cover the story, the
didn't get much more inform

By JUDY ASHLEY

“De‘

than that. The bride was formerl
Mrs. Adeline Slaughter, and sh
was from New York.

“That’s all there is to it, boys,” he
insisted. ‘“And now, for the lo
mike, let me alone
hullabaloo? Ca g -
ried in peace?” Yes, he was getting
a little hot ui C )

tle embarrassed

P

Knights opened
Grove and so
pa f
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sre, th

Horace's (Continued on page 43)
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m Nothing can stop Mary Martin now—but first the year’s most exciting

new star had to learn a bitter lesson in love from her weekend marriage

S far back as she can remember, Mary Martin
Awanted to sing

She was born in Weatherford, a quiet, friendly,
human little town in Texas, where the sky has a dusty
blue quality about it that- makes you want to burst
into poetry.

Her father was a lawyer, with a flair for making
friends, so great, as a point of fact, that white folks
called him ‘“Judge” Martin and colored folks called
him Mistuh Judge.

Long before she was a gangling member of the
Weatherford ward school, people around town took

® Mory's mother came all the way from Texas
to okay her daughter's famous strip tease
act in the Broadway show, "Leave It To Me."

it for gospel fact: Mary Martin was headed for some
fancy singing career.

Only Billie, her mammoth nurse, knew what else
lay in store. ‘“Nothin’ without pain,” she would say,
as though she could foresee the tears and the heart-
break and the passionate love that lay ahead for Judge
Martin’s daughter.

In school Mary was the center of not only all vocal
activity but all dramatic activity as well. There were
those ungallant classmates who muttered, “Drat that
Martin girl. She’s in practically everything. And -
the best parts, too!” Sundays she’d sing in the choir,
this budding diva. And loved it. She used to imagine
she was singing in a grand cathedral.

And in summer there were picnics and open-air
dancing—and Ben. Ben Hagman was a tallish lad
with a cheerful sort of way about him. He and Mary
—well, they ‘“went” together. They couldn’t foresee
where those bright summer days and long, dusky
Texas evenings would lead them, into what happiness
and what sorrow.

When Mary graduated from Weatherford High
School Judge Martin and Mrs. Martin put their heads
together. All good Southern girls go off to finishing
school, when their Pas can afford it. From this con-
ference came the decision to ship Mary to ritzy Ward-
Belmont, smack-dab in Tennessee, as they say in
Texas.

Well, sir, to Ward-Belmont she went. There were
tears in the Martin household. Even the stoical Judge
fussed with his handkerchief when the train pulled
ocut. Ben was there on the platform too, grinning and
saying for a farewell, “Be good, honey. Be good.”

Mary took to Ward-Belmont right away, and Ward-
Belmont took to Mary. The Penta Tau club pledged
her—there are no sororities at Ward-Belmont—and
never regrétted it. She made them a box-office smash
at the Sunday open houses, by singing so memorably
that the rush captains of the rival lodges kicked them-
selves for not snagging her first.

Thanksgiving holidays rolled around, and there was
a general exodus of the girls. They were all going
home—most of them, at any rate. But not Mary. She
lived too far away. Two days would be consumed
merely in travel. Besides, she was lagging in her
studies. There was a term paper to get up. ‘

She was sitting at her desk, wrestling grimly with
her chore, when the telephone rang.
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Paramount

By HENDON HOLMES

She answered it, a trifle out of sorts. The paper
was coming along beautifully, and she didn’t much
want. to be interrupted. But when she heard the pleas-
ant voice on the other end of the wire she let out a
yippee.

“Ben!” she shrieked. ‘“Where are you? Not in Texas,
I hope.”

“Here in Nashville,” she heard over Mr. Bell’s re-
markable invention. “When can I see you?”

“You can’t come too soon.”

HE was standing in front of the dormitory when
Ben drove up—and they were zooming down the
road at a mad clip before she thought to ask him what
on earth had brought him to town, especially with him
a law student at Texas Christian University down at
Fort Worth and needing all the studying he could get.
He pulled over to the side of the road to tell her.
“Mary, I want you to marry me,” he said. *“I know
you'’re young—we both are. But we’ll make a go of
it. We will, Mary.”
She crowded an eternity into a single minute—and
made her decision. (Continued on page 65)
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B If he's the sort of fellow who drops in without warning,
likely as not catching you with your face all cold-
creamed, he needs a lecture about the uses of the tele-
phone. And he's guilty of bad manners (right} if he
doesn't get out of his car and open the door for you.

g

m Before you step out tonight, check
up on your escort with these modern
rules of behavior. [If he's gquilty

of many of these errors, beware!

Probably he's not the man for you

B He only makes a spectacle of himself and you too when
he tries fancy dance steps—unless you're both expert.
d (right), couldn't you just scream with boredom
n he starts reminiscing about old times with his
friends, leaving you entirely out of the conversation?



ERE’S the answer to the maiden’s prayer, right
on these two pages. If your husband, fiance, best
boy friend or escort is guilty of any of the crimes
against good manners depicted by Del Courtney in
these photographs, you may not want to tell him about
it in so many words. But you might. just leave the
magazine lying around, open to this page, so he’ll
be sure to see it. The chances are very good that he’ll
get the idea
The pictures were specially posed for Radio Mirror
by Dinah Shore, NBC’s popular singer, as the long-
suffering young lady, and Del Courtney, famous or-

chestra leader also on NBC, as her offending escort.

B Beware of the man who tries to impress you by being
clever with the waiter. [t's really not very good man-
ners. When you're out walking together (left) he ought
to match his stride to yours, instead of taking such
long steps that you have to run to keep up with him.

B [t's o sign of selfishness when he dates you up for o
Soturday night, then leaves ot eleven o'clock because
he has an early golf date—and you with the rest of the
evening on your hands. And (left) the thoughtful es-
cort doesn't drive recklessly with o girl in his cor.







B 1f he's the sort of fellow who drops in without worning,
likely os not cotching you with your foce oll cold-
creomed, he needs o lecture obout the uses of the tele-
phone. And he's guilty of bod monners {right] if he
doesn’t get out of his cor ond open the door'for you.

W He onlz mokes o pectocle of himself ond you too when
he tries foncy donce steps—unless you're both expert.
And [right}, couldn't you just screom with boredom
when he storts reminiscing obout old times with his
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m Before you step out tonight, check
up on your escort with these modern
rules of behavior. If he's guilty
of many of these errors, beware!

Probably he's not the man for

ERE’S the answer to the maiden’s prayer, right
on these two pages. If your husband, fiance, best
boy friend or escort is guilty of any of the crimes
against good manners depicted by Del Courtney in
these photographs, you may not want to tell him about
it in so many words. But you might. just leave the
magazine lying around, open to this page, so he'll
be sure to see it. The chances are very good that he’ll
get the idea )
The pictures were specially posed for Radio Mirror
by Dinah Shore, NBC's popular singer, as the long-
suffering young lady, and Del Courtney, famous or-

Chestra leader also on NBC, as her offending escort.
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m From Del Courtney, danceland’'s best bet for sweet
music supremacy in 1940, comes a tender ballad that

Words and Music by
DEL COURTNEY

and DELYCE DEERING
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By CHARLES HENDERSON (with Charles Palmer)

Kenny Baker says:

"This is the only logical and complete treatise on popular singing | have ever

seen.

ERE I am again!—the daring
man who says you can make

a career of singing—if you
want to.

Last month, if you were paying
the attention you should, you and I
started out on the road of learning
how to sing popular music by look-
ing over the various types of songs
and deciding which type you sing
best, so that you wouldn’t waste

L e

8 The all-time high point
of Schmaltz — Al Jof;on's
rendition of "Sonny Boy."

Copyright 1939, by Charles Henderson and Charles Palmer

time singing swing when you're
really at your best with a ballad.
And remember? I told you that
ninety per cent of today’s popular
singing is done in front of a micro-
phone, and drew the obvious con-
clusion from that fact—namely, it’s
no longer necessary for a singer to
have a voice that fills Madison
Square Garden.

Then we took a quick look at the
various methods of getting a start—
local radio stations, small night
clubs and dance bands, auditions
and so on. We analyzed your voice
and—I hope—decided that it pos-
sessed the basic qualifications for
getting you into the professional-
singer class. We seem, in fact, to
have covered a lot of ground last
month; but take a deep breath and
settle back in your armchair, be-
cause we’re about to cover a lot
more.

This month we’re going to find
out how to handle a song—how to
sing the words, how to breathe, how
to please your listeners, how to
make them laugh or cry. To begin

The information and helpful ideas are bound #o bring success.”

with, I want to talk about the six
“spotlights” of popular singing, the
six things you must do to be
successful.

OES Bing Crosby march stiffly
to the microphone, clear his
throat, shoot his cuffs, and then bel-
low at you impersonally that his
“heart is taking lessons”? Never
in a million years. You get the feel-

® |f your breath copacity
is small it's a good idea

to do a daily half-dozen.
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m Your voice can carry you to fame if you will read and study this amaz-
ingly practical and authoritative series by the stars’ own vocal coach

i -

& To become a swing singer
you'll need, among other
equipment, a phonograph.

ing that Bing just happened to feel
like singing at the moment, and
that he’s letting you in on some-
thing that’s very important to him,
something he wants to tell you
about now that you and he are
alone together. Which brings us to
the first of our six “spotlights,’”’ or
essential points, of popular singing.
It is—

Seem Natural in Voice and Manner

Today your audience figuratively
sits in your radio mike, or in the
lens of the movie camera, and in
effect is often no more than ten feet
away from you. The result is a new
and amazing altcent on intimacy,
which penalizes heavily the slight-
est tinge of affectation. In other
words, you sing to a million
strangers today in the manner you
would use in singing to one friend.
And with this accent on intimacy,
you must seem natural, or you're
lost.

Keep Your Diction Clear and
Attractive

That’s spotlight number two.
Sing with your mouth open, sing in
American, and sing in as near to a
conversational style as the melody
and lyric will permit. Audiences
today want to hear the words of the
song. Remember, it’s your ability
to add words to a tune which lifts
your voice above the other musical
instruments.

Create and Sustain One Mood

You must arouse a pleasant emo-
tion in your audience. ‘“Pleasant”
does not mean laughter alone: some
people enjoy crying a bit. And the
normal heart likes to savor just one
emotion at a time. So—sing your
song with the object of arousing
one pleasant emotion in your audi-
ence, and if you succeed you have
mastered spotlight three.
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Perform With Authority

In a word, sing with confidence.
To do so you must know your trade
and the nuances of your song thor-
oughly—so thoroughly that you do
not have to think about mechanical
details as you sing. It is authority
which distinguishes the professional
from the amateur.

Singing with suthority does not
necessarily mean singing loudly. A
quiet competence in the manner of
Rudy Vallee or Dorothy Lamour is
usually fully as effective.

Sing With Sincerity and Vitality

When you sing a song, you are an
actor; you are portraying the char-
acter to whom the song ‘“happens,”
and you must do nothing, say noth-
ing, and feel nothing that the char-
acter would not do, say, or feel if
he or she were a real person living
through the song’s story. Feel what
you sing as you sing it, convince
yourself that the lyric is true, and
don’t sing down to it. Sincerity is
the keynote.

There is really only one test of a
rendition, and that is, “Did the
audience like it?” And the reason
why some singers can ignore or
twist the rules successfully is
summed up in one word: Vitality.
It also does not involve singing
loudly. Vitality—life-——comes from
the fusion of all the elements of
performance into a stirring tren-
chant, living whole.

Always Use Showmanship

That's the sixth and last spotlight.
And what does showmanship mean?
First, Style; to set you apart from
the herd, make you into you, and
answer the talent scout’s catchword
of “Nice voice, but what of it?”
Second, selecting songs which suit
your personality, carry conviction
when you render them, and which

#® Remember the time your
voice cracked just as you
reached for a high note?

your listeners will enjoy hearing.
Third, your deportment which re-
fers to the management of your
body and face, and also to your
dress. The essence of acceptable de-
portment is that it be agreeable,
attractive, and distinctive to your
audience, and that it have a subtle
flair. Here again, an ingratiating
apparent naturalness, a stylized
simplicity, is the watchword.

Now, have you memorized the
six spotlights? Naturalness, diction,
creation of one mood, authority,
sincerity, showmanship.

You've memorized them—and
now you want to know what to do
with them.

8 |n phrasing a song, mark
the places on the music
where you plan to breathe.

Well, suppose we imagine that
someone has just handed you a new
song, with instructions to get “up’”
on it for an audition. Let’s go
through all the steps you would
take in getting a new song into
shape for a professional rendition,
and in the process we’ll also find out
exactly how to make sure of those
six spotlights.

First, Learn the melody perfectly

Modern orchestration supplies no
melody line during a vocal, since no
instrument can match the current
conversational phrasing. The or-
chestra may actually be contra-
puntal (contrasting in note and
rhythm) to the vocal. The result is
that you have no melodic accom-
paniment to lean on: you're out
there on your own, and if you for-
get the melody, or don't know it
well enough to maintain it against
the orchestra’s obbligato, you're go-
ing to be in very deep water indeed
—probably with the sponsor
ing your head under until the bu
bles stop coming up.

I've learned to shudder when
someone says, “I'm a very auick
study.” (Continued on page 76)
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Now, in thrilling serial form, read the complete story of
a favorite radio drama—the story of how Sunday, an orphan,
met and became the bride of rich Lord Henry Brinthrope.

The story:

IT was only half an hour after her
marriage to Lord Henry Brinthrope
that Sunday was called to the library
of Brinthrope Manor, where she found
a young woman and a baby—a baby
who, the young woman said, was
Henry’s son. For proof, she gave Sun-
day a note in Henry’s handwriting,
promising to support the child.

In that moment, all of Sunday’s
happiness fell in ruins. It seemed to
her then that she should have known
all along she was living a fairy-tale
which would inevitably collapse. Af-
ter all, her first meeting with the
Brinthrope family had been disillu-
sioning too.

Sunday was an orphan who had
been brought up in a rough mountain
cabin in Silver Creek, Colorado, by
two old miners, Jackey and Lively.
Near Silver Creek were the Brin-
thrope mining properties, and Arthur
Brinthrope, visiting them on business,
had fallen in love with Sunday. He
almost persuaded her to return to En-
gland with him, but he revealed that
he had no intention of marrying her.
Jackey, overhearing him, shot him
and, as he believed, killed him. But
Arthur’s body disappeared and Sun-
day and Jackey were left in doubt
whether he had been carried away by
wolves or had recovered and run
away himself. A few days later Ar-
thur’s older brother, Lord Henry,
came to Silver Creek in search of him.

Sunday and Lord Henry fell in love,
but Sunday fought bitterly against
her affection for him because she was
convinced that she had been re-
sponsible for the death of his brother.
She even consented to marry her
childhood sweetheart, Bill Jenkins,
but was prevented from doing so by
an accident to her arm. Then a wo-
man, Violet Morehead, appeared in
Silver Creek, threatening to tell Lord
Henry that Jackey had shot Arthur,
and In desperation Sunday made a
clean breast of things to Henry. He
saw at once that Arthur must be alive,
or Violet Morehead would not know
of the shooting, and he made short
work of her attempts at blackmail,
afterwards explaining that Arthur
was the black sheep of the Brinthrope
family. “He’d been embezzling from
the mines,” Henry said, “and that was
why I wanted to find him. But now
that I know he’s alive, I'm satisfied.
As long as I have you .. .”

Sunday had thought then, that all
barriers to her marriage to Henry
were gone, and with Jackey and
Lively she had come to his home in
England. Yet here, only a few
minutes after the wedding, was a wo-
man who claimed that she was the
mother of Henry's child . . .
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HE sheet of notepaper fluttered
Tdown from Sunday’s numbed

fingers. Her eyes followed it,
listlessly. It fell against the hem of
her long satin wedding gown and,
shuddering, she stepped away.

“I can’t believe it,” she whispered.
“It—it just can’t be true!”

The white-faced woman opposite
her stopped and picked up the let-
ter. “Oh, it’s true,” she said, bitter-
ness threaded through her wvoice.
‘“Perhaps I shouldn’t have told you,
Lady Brinthrope, but—I didn’t
know I'd be too late. I came as soon
as I could. I hurried—"

“How old is this baby?” Sunday
interrupted.

“Almost a year. Henry was in
New York when it was born. I
wrote him—again and again, but he
never answered. Then, a few days
ago, I heard he was back in En-
gland, so I wrote him again—and
got this letter. I didn’t know he was
going to be married until I saw the
notice in the Times.”

No, Sunday said to herself, no
one had known that the marriage
would be so soon—until a few days
ago. She remembered her happiness
at Henry’s sudden, unexplained
eagerness to have the wedding at
once. With his arms around her, his
urgent lips against her cheek, she
had thought it was simply his love
for her that made it impossible for
him to wait until next month, as
they had planned. Now she won-
dered—hating the thought yet
knowing it must be true—if he had
decided to hurry the wedding on the
same day he received Diane Brad-
ford’s letter.

“Lady Brinthrope—" the woman
muttered; then she swayed, put her
hand against her heart. Even in her
misery Sunday was conscious that
she looked deathly ill.

“What's the matter? Can I get
you anything?”’ she asked quickly.

Diane Bradford shook her head.

“No ... I walked here from the vil-
lage. I'll be all right. For a
while . . .”

Quick steps in the hall broke into
her words. The paneled door opened,
and Henry came into the room.

“Sunday—what’s keeping you,
darling?” he began—and stopped.
Sunday saw his face go white.
“Diane!” he gasped. “What are you
doing here?”

“T brought—our son,” she said
pitifully.

At that moment, Sunday saw
guilt in her husband’s face. It must
be true, then. The stricken expres-
sion of his eyes was proof enough.
But she must know, beyond the
faintest little trace of doubt. She
took the letter from Diane’s lax
fingers and held it out to Henry.

“Did you write this?” she de-
manded. Jackey and Lively were
in the doorway too, now, and other
people behind them, peering in
curiously, but it didn’t matter. Only
one thing mattered.

“Yes,” Henry admitted in a low
voice. “Yes, Sunday, I did. I should
have told you about it—"

“Oh!” she recoiled in horror from
his outstretched arms. “And you
married me—knowing that this poor
girl—”

Stumbling over the long folds of
her dress, she ran to the door.
“Jackey—Lively—take me away! I
can’t stay another minute in this
house!” Strong arms were around
her, rough, work-worn hands hold-
ing her close.

“Sure, Sunday gal, sure,”’ Jackey
murmured. “We’ll take you right
away.”

Then Henry was there again, be-
side her, arguing, pleading; but she
turned her head away and buried it
in Jackey’s shoulder. “’Tain’t no
use, now, Lord Henry,” Lively said.
“She’s all upset, like, and we’d bet-
ter just take her down to the inn.
Mebbe, after a while, you can see
her, if she wants youto...”

The tears came in the car, on the
way to the inn—tears until she had
sobbed herself into exhaustion, into
a state of semi-consciousness where
only one fact existed. Henry had
betrayed her—and not only her, but
that other girl, and his son too.

In the room to which Jackey and
Lively took her and put her to bed
as tenderly as two mothers caring
for a child, she sobbed, ‘“Promise
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Sunday and Lord Henry—posed by :
Dorothy Lowell and Karl Swenson Secl.e
Photo by CBS '? ’.f
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Follow the further romantic adventures of Our Gal Sunday and Henry—tune in this exciting
program Monday through Friday on CBS, sponsored by Kolynos Toothpaste and Anacin

me I won’t have to see him again! I
couldn’t stand it! Please—prom-
ise me!”’

“Not ’less you want to, Sunday
darlin’,” Jackey assured her stoutly.
‘““Me’'n Lively’ll go right up there to
the Manor and get all your things.
And later on, we’ll decide what we
better do.”

T was dusk when she wakened

from an uneasy slumber. The
wedding dress which she still wore
was crumpled, and she felt hot, fe-
verish. She rose, washed her face,
and changed to a fresh dress from
the suitcases Jackey and Lively had
brought while she slept. Then she
went to the door and looked out.
Jackey jumped up from the tall
settee at one end of the dark hall,
where he had been waiting.

“Feelin’ better, gal?”’ he asked
tenderly.

“Much better,” she said. “I want
to go back to America, Jackey.
Right away. Have we money
enough?”

“I reckon s0,” he answered.
“Lively and me got a little nest-egg
we was savin’ to give you for a
weddin’ present. But don’'t you
think you ought to see Lord Henry?
He's been callin’ up all afternoon,
wantin’ to know when you'd be
ready to see him.”

“No—I don’t ever want to see

him,” she insisted. ‘“Please don’t
make me, Jackey.”

“Well, mebbe you’d like to talk to
that girl—Miss Bradford. She’s here
in the inn—that room down the hall.
She came here special to see you
again.”

“Oh—of course I'll see her. Poor
thing—she’s the one who has really
suffered the most in all this,” Sun-
day said.

A feeble “Come in” answered her
knock on Diane Bradford’s door,
and she found Diane bending over
an armchair on which she had laid
the baby. The woman straightened
up as she came in, and Sunday
thought she had never seen such
weariness in any movement.

“Oh—Lady Brinthrope—"
began.

“Don’t call me that,” Sunday told
her. “My name is Sunday—I don’t
ever want to be called Lady Brin-
thrope again.”

“Then you’ve left him? Oh, my
dear, I'm so sorry—I come into your
life, and all I bring is trouble and
heartbreak.”

“It wasn’t your fault.” Sunday’s
gaze seemed to go out, far past the
confines of this dingy little room.
“It isn’t so bad this way—a quick,
sharp pain, as if something had
been cut out of you. But if I had
lived with him, watched him . . .
learned, bit by bit, that he could lie
to me—I couldn’t have stood that,”
she said simply.

“I know—I believed in him,
too—" She broke off into a violent
fit of coughing which racked her
frail body like a tornado, bending
her nearly double with its violence.

she

Staring down at the waters, she al-
most wished that she could step out
of life forever, quietly and softly.

Frantically, Sunday tried to help
her, but she waved her away, and
at last, when the attack had sub-
sided, she gasped, “It’s nothing. It
comes this way—and goes away
again. The doctor says it—won’t
be long.”

“You mean you—?” Sunday was
unable to finish, because Diane
Bradford’s own face, her wasted,
pitiful body, gave her answer
enough.

Diane nodded. “A month—maybe
a little more. They don’t know. But
what will happen to Lonnie when
I'm gone?”

“But Henry—his father said he’d
take care of him,” Sunday pointed
out.

The scarlet mouth set itself in a
thin line of determination. “I'd
rather see him in an institution—
or dead—than under Henry’s in-
fluence!” .

Sunday leaned over the chair.
Bright unwinking eyes in a round
face met hers; two chubby hands
waved impotently in the air. “Oh,
he’s a darling,” she said, feeling a
strange, unfamiliar tug at her heart.
Henry’s child . . . a little bit of his
blood and flesh . . .

Timidly, Diane said, “That’s why
I wanted to see you. Won’t you
take him? TI’ll sign papers—any-
thing you say. You're good, and
kind. And I do so want to know
that he’s all right before—before

Sunday started to speak, to pro-
test. Then she saw the entreaty in
Diane’s face. Its stark tragedy
caught her and held her until she
could do nothing against it. “Yes,”
she whispered. “I’ll take him. I’ll
take him back to America with
me.”

The ship churned its way through
the sullen sea, vibrating with the
urgency of its return to America.
Sometimes Sunday would wake up
at night in the tiny cubbyhole which
had been all Jackey and Lively
could afford for her, and feeling the
never-ceasing hum, would want to
cry out. Every clink of the water-
glass against its metal ring, every
turn of the ship’s propeller, every
wave crushed beneath the steadily
advancing bow was taking her far-
ther from the man she loved, would
always love. Yet in the morning,
bringing Lonnie up on deck and
hearing the familiar chatter of
American voices, feeling the com-
fort of Jackey’s and Lively’s sym-
pathy, she knew that love was not
enough. You had to have confi-
dence, and (Continued on page 58)
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Nancy Kelly and Ken Murray—
they're 'going together’—wish
Frances Langford and Jon Hall
(seated) good luck on their
first trip in their new yacht.
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Some columns ago I itemed

that Gene Autry was being
paged for his own radio show: Well,
Gene is now the star of CBS’s new
Sunday afternoon program for
Wrigley’s chewing gum. And here’s
another prediction: Gene Autry, the
nation’s “number one cowboy” of
the screen, will replace the combi-
nation of Edgar Bergen and Charlie
McCarthy and become number one
man of the radio, too.

DON’T say I didn’t warn you.

I watched liing Erosi)y, Bob Hope,
Ruby Keeler and Paulette Goddard

By GEORGE FISHER

B Listen to George Fisher's broadcasts
every Saturday night over Mutual.

play their charity golf match at
Lakeside Golf Club the other week.
As golf went, the match was terri-
ble. But there were other things,
for instance, Paulette Goddard. She
wore. a sports outfit that other wo-
men dream about and every time
she swung her club one thousand
males, who were following the
match, sighed.
* * *

Curiously, Ellery Queen’s Sunday
hour mystery program is closely
followed in Hollywood. I've heard
many filmstars bow out of cocktail
parties and dinner engagements
just to listen to Queen. It would
indicate that the movies are inter-
ested in the young detective—and
I think it would make an excellent
film series, at that.

* * *
Starting with my next column I
am beginning a Confidential Ques-

er
is Spec, I ln‘ ,'n I’ Qfs h,
fl‘qcf °no,. 5
with J of
Qc&.

tion Box—answers to your ques-
tions about Hollywood Radio Stars.
Send your questions to George
Fisher, c/o Rap10 MIRROR, Box 2087
Hollywood, California. Only your
initials will be used to identify you
in the column. Send in your ques-
tions now.
b *

Eddie Arnold, who has his finger
in every political pie, has jus
voted president of AFRA-—the
actor’s union.

Betty Jane Rhodes, the First Lady
(Continued on page 55)
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lllustration by
Alec Redmond

H “Now that Grant has a child of his own he is more-tolerant,
more sensitive to young thoughts, young fears, young ways."

EAR DIARY:
I am rated the First Lady of
Broadway . . .

I live in a pent-house—a magni-
ficent pent-house—high above Fifth
Avenue . . .

My co-star, Raymond Rogers, be-
loved by thousands of women, is in
love with me . . .

I have only to wear a particular
color or mention that I favor a cer-
tain perfume and the New York
shops cannot fill the demand for
1\t w4

And if there is a more lonely and
unhappy woman in New York City
than I, I pity her with all my heart.

My husband is away—I don’t
know where. My two children are
in a summer camp. Raymond
Rogers would like to keep me com-
pany, but though he is gentle and
considerate, all I want when the
evening performance is over is to
0 home and confide my heartache
to these pages.

It to me now that I should

known my marriage to Grant
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Cummings would never work out.
But I fell in love with him the first
moment he walked into my little
store, back in Montana. And it
wasn’t only the loneliness of three
years of widowhood, either—there
was something fine and good about
him that I sensed at once. I couldn’t
refuse when he asked me to marry
him. Though I told myself I owed
it to my two children, Fran and
Dick, to give them a new father and
all the advantages Grant’s riches
could provide, the real reason I said
“Yes” was simply that I loved him
too much to say “No.”

What I didn’t foresee was the
subtle resentment that was bound
to exist between Grant and my two
children. Grant felt, deep down in
his heart, that my real love was only

Read Second Husband here—then con-
tinue the adventures of Brenda and
Grant Cummings by tuning in the radio
drama of the same name, starring Helen
Menken, sponsored by Bayer Aspirin,
and heard Tuesday evenings over CBS.

for them; and in their turn, they
felt that Grant was taking me away
from them. Their two points of
view, it seemed, couldn’t be recon-
ciled, and in New York Mimi Hale,
Grant’s cousin, took advantage of
the friction to maintain her hold
over my husband. When that failed,
she trumped up a story that my first
husband, Richard Williams, had not
been killed after all in an automo-
bile accident, but was still alive! It
was only by standing up to her and
demanding to see the supposed
“Richard,” face to face, that I was
able to prove that the whole story
was a lie.

But somewhere in Grant were
germs of jealousy that couldn’t be
killed. They, and they alone,
brought about a situation which
sent him into a court of law, ac-
cused of murder. For a surprise, I
had begun sitting for my portrait
to Peter Van Doorn. Mimi told
Grant, and he paid a call on Peter
—to find the artist dead, murdered.

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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m Concluding the intimate diary of Brenda Cummings,

who found in re-marriage anguish and
erty and richesf—and the fulfillment of

They accused Grant of the crime,
and he would have been convicted
if at the last moment the real mur-
derer—the husband of a woman
with whom Peter had been having
a love-affair—had not confessed.

I like to remember the brief
period of happiness that was ours
after Grant’s acquittal. Mimi Hale
had gone away, convinced at last
that Grant and I must be left to
work out our own salvation. But
Nana Norton, a musical-comedy
star whom I mistrusted on sight,
persuaded Grant to back her in a
new show—and Nana Norton is re-
sponsible for-our estrangement and
unhappiness right now. She’s en-
tirely unprincipled, but fascinating,
and she set out to win Grant away
from me. I could have fought for
him, but when relations between us
became so strained that Grant
turned against Dick ‘and Fran, I
couldn’t stand any more. I moved
out of his home, taking the children
with me.

It’s just luck that I was able to
shoot up to my present financial
success. It doesn’t even bring me
any satisfaction, beyond the knowl-
edge that Dick and Fran are pro-
vided for. I happened to get a
small part in a new play—the star
was so difficult they had to let her
go—and Christopher Harwood, the
producer, who had been very sweet
and friendly from the first, let me
read the leading role. It must have
been some hidden awareness that I
simply had to make good, that
helped me to impress Mr. Harwood,
the director, and the author at the
audition; and made me a success
beyond anyone’s wildest hopes on
the opening night. Goodness knows,
I never thought of myself as an
actress!

So I'm rich, and famous . . . but
that fact seems remarkably unim-
portant beside Grant’s silence. I
saw him once, after I left his home,
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and then he told me that he was
through with Nana Norton—but the
very same day I learned that he was
backing her in a moving picture
appearance. He’d never lied to me
before.

Then came silence, and I heard
he was out of town. Has he really
gone to Hollywood, to make advance
arrangements for Nana Norton’s
picture career?

June 3rd . ..
ODAY I met Nana Norton on the
street. Even when I'm an old
lady I’ll shrivel up inside at the way
she gloated when we were parting
and, looking back over her shoulder,
she called, “Oh, by the way, Grant'’s
back. He telephoned me first thing

this morning, just after he got in.”

But he hadn’t called me, at all.

June 5th . . .
Today was Ben Porter’s birthday.
Dear old Ben! He may be Grant’s
agent for his western properties, but
somehow he remains loyal to me as
well. I had Miss Reed, my secre-
tary, buy a big pigskin wallet—the
biggest one the store had—for him.
It wasn’t the birthday present Ben

wanted, however. And he said so.

ecstasy, pov-
a great love

“Honey,” he told me, “maybe I
oughtn’t be saying so, but the only
present I want is to see you and Mr.
Cummin’s together again.” -

I began to weep. I wept these days
if anyone looked at me. I feel as if
there was nothing inside me but a
network of quivering nerves.

June 6th . . .

I'll try to make sense. But my
head and heart are so filled with
songs of thanksgiving that I don’t
know whether little practical words
will come from them . .

Grant and I are together again.
He loves me! And it was Ben Por-
ter and Nana Norton who sent him
back to me!

When Ben left me yesterday he
went to Grant’s office. Grant had
just sent Nana and her manager
packing, told them he was through
with them. They had come to his
office on some business matter. But
Nana, who had had too many cock-
tails for luncheon, began to talk.
And she talked too much. She gave
Grant clues concerning several cruel
things she had done to me—in an
effort to estrange me from Grant
finally and completely.

On top of this it needed only
Ben’s white lie to send Grant to me
post-haste.

“Mr. Cummin’s,” Ben told Grant,
“if my wife was as sick as Brenda
is down there at the theater, gosh
hang it, I'd want to be looking after
her.”

Quite deliberately he made Grant
think I was really, physically ill. All
the way to the theater he pictured
me as being carried off in an ambu-
lance. When he saw me in my dress-
ing room his relief at finding me
well was so great that it broke down
all the barriers of pride and mis-
understanding between us.

Now I am home again. In Grant's
home, where I belong, surrounded
once more by his love.
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August .

The children came home from
camp today. Dick is brown as a
nut. He looks so handsome. Fran
is inches taller—and she has a new
poise,
’ August 30th . . .

Today Grant came upon me in
Raymond Rogers’ dressing room.
Raymond was making love to me.
And my arm was around his shoul-
der.

It happened like this. . . .

Raymond is leaving the play. He's
going home to England. “I can’t go
on,”’ he told me, “loving you as I
do. I'll crack up if I try.”

It was then I put my arm about
him. Out of friendship!

“We’ll discuss it tomorrow,”
Grant told me, as we drove home.
““You probably have some explana-
tion for what I saw. But I can’t lis-
ten to it now—with any reason.”

August 31st . . .
NEVER knew that Grant had a
brother—yet today Bill Cum-
mings appeared in our home. He
walked into the house and intro-
duced himself, with an impudent
grin, as “Ba ba Black Sheep.”
Bill has just been released from
prison, and that is why his exist-
ence had been kept such a secret.
Yet I refuse to think he is bad. He
was convicted ten years ago of em-
bezzling thirty thousand dollars
from the bank where he worked. I
can’t believe it. He's not a criminal.
Grant wanted to give him some
money and send him away today.
I wouldn’t allow it. Instead, I did
what Grant should have done. I
took him down to the theater and
introduced him to Mr. Harwood—
with the result that Bill now has a
job in the box-office as Mr. Har-
wood’s personal representative.
September 4th . . .

I'm wuneasy. Tonight as I was
leaving for the theater Edwards ad-
mitted a man who had viciousness
stamped all over him. He wanted to
see Bill. They were cell-mates. Jake
Hunter is his name and he left word
for Bill to telephone him at the Ho-
tel Deacon.

Grant sent him off without much
ceremony. Perhaps that was right
to do. But I wish he had done it—
differently. Men like Jake Hunter
are vindictive and dangerous.

September 21st . . .
Bill is pgoing to be arrested.
There’s been a shortage at the thea-
ter. Carmichael, the older man in
he box-office, reported the matter
Mr. Harwood and to the bonding
) y. That's what makes it dif-

(kr : Bill. Bonding com-

panies take a high hand. And nat-
urally they unearthed Bill’s prison
record in no time at all. Mr. Har-
wood admits Carmichael was offi-
cious in reporting the matter to the
bonding company. Beyond this he
won’'t go. But I do go beyond it!
There's usually a reason for offi-
ciousness like Carmichael’s. And I'm
going to find out what it was in this
instance. Bill swears he didn’t touch
a cent. I believe him!

-September 22nd . . .

I posted a five thousand dollar
bond guaranteeing that Bill
wouldn’t run away and the bonding
company has given us ten days’
grace. If we can’t prove Bill's in-
nocence or someone else's guilt in
that time Bill will be arrested. And
I've hired a detective, Fletcher, to
investigate. Naturally, I've told
Grant nothing. It would do no good.
He would be as quick as the others
to say, “Once a thief, always a
thief.”

cANeZ Mot

A beautiful cover por-
trait of a beautiful girl
-—and a story about her
romantic marriage to a
millionaire sportsman...
watch for NAN GREY on
the cover of the April
RADIO MIRROR

September 24th . . .
Today I gave Fletcher orders. His
investigations have been very half-
hearted so far. “I want you to trace
all the telephone calls Carmichael
has made through the theater
switchboard,” I told him. “And I
want you to check on a man named
Jake Hunter who lives at the Dea-
con Hotel.”
September 27th . . .
Carmichael and Jake Hunter
know each other! For weeks they’ve
been telephoning back and forth.
I know that, but it's about all I
do know. We've questioned Car-
michael about his connection with
Hunter. And we've gotten nowhere.
“I didn’t meet Hunter in prison,”
he said, with emphasis. “I knew him
when he was in Wall Street. He
used to handle accounts for me.”

I am certain it is Carmichael and
Hunter who are guilty. But I have
no proof, no proof at all. And un-
less I can get proof in five days Bill
is going to be arrested!

October 2nd, Midnight . . .

At eleven o’clock this morning
Bill’s days of grace expired.

At nine o’clock Fletcher came to
the bonding company office to admit
failure. A few minutes later Car-
michael arrived. He brought a
package of bogus tickets wrapped
up in a piece of blue paper that had
been torn from a larger sheet of
paper. He had, he said, found the
package in Bill’s locker.

The bonding company executive
and Fletcher threw up their hands
with a gesture that said, louder
than words, “That settles it!”

“The bond I've posted,” I told
them, ‘“gives us two more hours. I
want those two hours.”

“Gee, Brenda,” Bill said, “give
up!n

Slowly, almost in a daze, I
reached for that blue piece of paper.
Obviously it wasn’t the paper the
man who had printed the tickets
had used to wrap them. Where had
it come from? If I could find out
about that. . . .

I got Ben Porter to telephone
Jake Hunter and trick him into
leaving his room. Then, with a pass-
key I borrowed from Fletcher, I
went to the Deacon Hotel and ad-
mitted myself to Hunter’s room.

If I could find the piece of paper
that blue paper in my bag had been
torn from . . . and if I could find
it in Jake Hunter’s room . . .

It seemed logical to believe Car-
michael had just come into posses-
sion of those tickets. And if Hunter
had given them to him the night
before, and his room hadn’t yet been
cleaned, the rest of the blue sheet
from which the wrapping had been
torn might be still there.

Hunter’s room was a shambles.
Carefully I emptied his waste-bas-
ket. And at the bottom of it found
—blue paper! Blue paper with a
torn edge that exactly fitted the
edge of the sheet I took from my
bag! )

Just as I matched the two pieces
together a key turned in the door.
My heart flew to my throat. I knew
before I turned what I would see.
Jake Hunter stood in the doorway.

Slowly he locked the door and
put the key in his pocket; then he
sprang at me. I moved against the
wall. I was sick with fear. Some-
thing pressed against my back. It
was a glassed-in fire alarm. Quickly
I turned and smashed it.

Jake Hunter pinned my arms be-
hind me. (Continued on page 84)
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Swing conquered the classics when
Jan Savitt turned to jazz. Above,
Jan with his five-man saxophone
section. Shirley Lane (below],
just out of school, sings with
Gray Gordon's Tic Toc Rhythm band.

HOUGH it is reckless to predict
anything about Artie Shaw, swing
seers expect him back in the spot-
light with a new band by February.

* * *

Bob Crosby replaces Paul White-
man at the Hotel New Yorker and
Gray Gordon expects his tic-toc
music to get the coveted Rainbow
Room assignment.

* * ¥

It was Johnny Green’s band that
Doris Duke Cromwell selected to
play for her very swank party.

* * *

The girl wvocalists are on the
merry-go-round again: Mary Ann
McCall, formerly with Woody Her-
man, is with Charlie Barnet, replac-
ing Judy Ellington. . . . Helen For-
rest, formerly with Artie Shaw,
joined Benny Goodman and Kay
Foster who used to warble for
Benny, signed up with Georgie
Auld’s band (formerly Artie
Shaw’s.) . . . Dot Claire left Bob
Crosby to join young Bobby Byrne’s
excellent outfit.

MARCH, 1940

The Hal Kemps expect a new-
comer from heaven.
* * *

When bands play theater dates
they usually hire a make-up expert
named Happy Goday. His trick is to
apply a tan foundation, very mild
lipstick, and a delicate powder over
the whole face, and see to it that it
stays bright through five shows. The
strong stage lights demand good
make-~up.

* ® #

Johnny Williams, leader of his
own swing ensemble on the Kate
Smith hour, comes forth with
blast directed at his fellow dru
mers. ‘“‘The drum is a foundation in-
strument and should be kept in its
place and not made the object o
annoyance and disturbance as has
become the modern habit,” squawks
Johnny.

Louise Tobin ormer Benny
Goodman voecalist, and wife of
trumpeter-leader Harry James, has
just recovered from an illness that
almost took her life.

(Continued on page 68)
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Radic Mirror's new Food Counse

By KATE SMITH

THE PRIZES

FIRST PRIZE:.:iz.viusnunin ... $50.00 IN CASH
SECOND PRIZE................ ... 25.00 IN CASH
THIRD PRIZE. ........... ... ...... 15.00 IN CASH

55 PRIZES OF $2.00 EACH IN CASH

50 Additional Prizes of General Foods
Beautiful Special Gift:-Packages

OFFICIAL ENTRY FORM

COOKING CORNER RECIPE CONTEST
Radio Mirror Magazine, P. O. Box 556
Grand Central Station, N. Y., N. Y.

Please enter the attached original recipe in your contest
under the conditions governing the competition as detailed

in RADIO MIRROR.

BUSIVIE .. ooic 500 »pmt 1wl mn dpi o da w B0 o ShiTo e AbabiNile
ADDRESS .. ... .
T o n v o mpprmnis enal Tty STATE....... ....
Single () Married [ ) Number in Family { )

Tune in Kate Smith's noon-day talks, Mon-
day through Friday ot 12:00 E.S.T. and her
Friday night show at 8:00, both over CBS.

"VE got exciting news this month. RADIO MIRROR
I and I are going to have a contest that every woman
in America can enter.

It’s really much more than just a contest. It’s a
chance to exchange your own pet menus and recipes
with thousands of other women all over the country.
It’s your chance to learn about dishes that will make
your menus more delightful. Think of it! For the first
time that I know of, women from Maine to California
are being given an opportunity to ‘‘swap’” favorite
recipes as if they were back-yard neighbors. And not
only that—in addition, you stand a chance of winning
a valuable prize.

Here’s what I hope you'll do. Send me the recipe
or recipes you like best which you yourself have
worked out (naturally, not a recipe that you found in
a cook book or with a package of food, though it could
very well be one that your mother and grandmother
handed down to you). Then you’ll be eligible to win
one of the many cash prizes or one of a hundred
beautiful packages of my sponsor’s foods.

Then, after this contest is over, I'll select several
recipes every month and you’ll find them on these
pages. I’'m looking forward to getting all these recipes
myself, to tell the truth. I’'m anxious to find out how
they cook in all the different sections of this great
country of ours—and I'm sure you’ll be anxious too.

It doesn’t make any difference what kind of recipe
you select to enter in the contest, because RabDIO
MIRROR and I want all kinds—recipes for baking, for
soups, for desserts, for meat courses, for appetizers,
for sauces—anything, as long as it’s one you yourself
have had particular success with. Enter as many
recipes as you please, so long as each one is accom-

‘panied by the official entry coupon printed at the

left. -

And now, because I'm so excited about this contest,
I want to start the ball rolling with two of my own
pet recipes. I'm only sorry I can’t send them in to
the contest, because I have a hunch they’d win some
prizes—but of course, being one of the judges, I can’t.

Cheese Souffle

4 tbls. butter or marga- 1 tsp. salt

rine dash of cayenne
4 tbls. flour 6 eggs (beaten sepa-
3. cup canned evapo- rately)

rated milk % 1b. creamed Old Eng-

3% cup water lish type cheese

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR




8 Kate starts the contest ball rolling with her
own favorite recipe for a fluffy cheese souffle.

Melt the butter, rub in the flour with the salt and
cayenne. Combine canned evaporated milk and water
and stir into the flour, using a low heat. When the
sauce has thickened and is smooth, stir in the cheese.
As soon as the cheese has melted, add the beaten yolks
of the six eggs. Let mixture cool, then fold in the
stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into a buttered casse-
role, 2-quart size, and bake in a slow oven (300
degrees F.) for 1% hours. Serve immediately.

Nantucket Clam Chowder

1 large onion, minced % 1b. salt pork sliced
fine thin and diced
1 qt. potatoes, cubed 3 tbls. flour
small salt and pepper to
4 qts. water taste
1 gqt. clams (chopped) 1 pt. milk

with liquor

Cook onion and potatoes in 4 qts. water for about
five minutes. Add chopped clams and cook for five
minutes more. Fry salt pork, being careful not to burn
it, drain off the grease and add pork, together with
liquor from the clams. When the potatoes are done,
thicken liquid with the flour, and add salt and pepper
to taste. Add milk just before serving, being careful
not to let chowder boil after milk has been added.

MARCH, 1940

For every woman in the
land—the easiest contest
you ever entered! Your
favorite recipe can win

for you one of many cash

_ and food prizes. Write it

down and send it in—now!

THE RULES

1. Recipes must be typewritten or plainly written on one
side of sheet only.

2. Entries will be judged on the basis of origino“fr. econ-
omy, nutritional value and appea! to the eye as well as the
palate.

3. For the best entry judged on this basis RADIO MIRROR
will award o cash first prize of $50.00. The next best
recipe will receive $25.00 and the third will be awarded
$15.00. In the order of their excellence the fifty-five
entries next best will be awarded prizes of $2.00 each.
The next 50 best recipes will be awarded special gift pack-
ages of General Foods products. In the event of ties
duplicate awards will be paid.

4, The judges will be Kate Smith, conductor of the Cook-
ing Corner, and the editors of RADIO MIRROR, and by
entering you agree to accept their decisions as final.

5. Each entry must be accompanied by an official entry
coupon clipped from RADIO MIRROR Magazine. All
winning recipes will become the property of RADIO
MIRROR for publication and use wherever desired.

6. Address entries to Cooking Corner Recipe Contest,
RADIO MIRROR, P. O. Box 556, Grand Central Station,
New York, N. Y.

7. To be considered, all entries must be postmarked on or
before midnight, April 15, 1940, which is the closing date
of this contest.




bringing to a close this enthralling drama by

IVE years in a convent school

were poor defense for Tamara
Todhunter when she met Mayne
Mallory, handsome, unprincipled
film actor. To her dazzled eyes, he
symbolized everything she loved
and wanted—and only afterwards,
when he left San Francisco and re-
turned to Hollywood, leaving her to
bear his child in secrecy, did she
realize what an easy conquest she
had been.

Tamara managed to keep her
child a secret from her family, a
shabby group of unsuccessful theat-
rical people. The little girl was born
at the ranch home of Mary Hutton,
an old friend of Tamara’s Mother
Superior in the convent school, and
when Tam returned to San Fran-
cisco Mrs. Hutton accepted little
Mary as her own niece.

In the eight years that passed
after little Mary was born, Tam
found a measure of success as an
actress in San Francisco. She
thought she would never fall in love
again—until she met George Davis,
a handsome but dissolute young
lawyer. Through her influence, he
stopped drinking and began in
earnest to build the career he de-
served, and gradually, beautifully,
he and Tam fell in love. By an ac-
cident, she also discovered that he
was the son of Mary Hutton, whom
Mary had believed was dead, and
she brought mother and son to-
gether again. Before she agreed to
marry George, Tam told him the
truth about little Mary’s parentage,
but hc refused to let this make any
difference in their love.

At last, as she and George were
marricd and wcnt on a glorious
mountain honeymoon, Tam thought

hc had found real happiness. But
on the very day they returned,
Mayne’s shadow fell once more
across her life. Mayne was accuscd
of murdcring his wife, a wealthy
woman he had married after his

ssociation  with Tamara, and
George was chosen to defend him.
On the first trial, George succceded

getting the jury to disagree, but
the sccond, in which Mayne was
cd by another lawycr, he

Copyright 1934-1935
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® The most wonderful happiness at last comes to Tamara on Christmas Eve—

was pronounced guilty. And then
he sent for Tam, revealed that he
knew of little Mary’s existence, and
tried to blackmail her into begging
the Governor into pardoning him.
When she refused, he grew so abu-
sive that George knocked him down.
George and Tam rushed from the
prison waiting-room while Mayne
was still unconscious. Two days
later they learned that he had never
recovered consciousness; that the
interview with George and Tam,
plus George’s blow, had been too
much for an already weakened
heart.

the city’s finest hotel a few

nights . later; they had soft
music and mellowed lights about
them when he told her the news:

“I think they’re going to make a
sort of example of me, Tam.”

Her alarmed eyes came up from
her plate. “How do you mean?”
she demanded, paling.

“Oh,” he said carelessly, I think
I'll have to go across the bay for a
while.”

“They’re—they’re not—” She
choked on the words and was still.

“I think so.”

“Jail?”’ she whispered. “Prison?”’

“Oh, for a while. Nothing much.”

“Oh, no!” Tam whispered. She
looked about her like a creature in
a trap. “Oh, why did you bring me
here!” she breathed. “We could
have gone some place—some little
place—we could have had supper at
home—"

“T wanted you to be somewhere
where people could see you,” George
said mildly. “We’ll have plenty of
time to talk—we can talk all night.
But I had to tell you this, and I
thought it might be a good way.
They weren’t apt to lei me off, Tam
—you can see that.”

She was hardly listening; her
hands were clenched on her breast,
and her cyes narrowed on space.

“No, no, no,” she said, “I'll not let
you! TII tell cveryone. You shan’t
do this for me!”

“I’m not doing it for you, Tam.”

“Did you tell old Mr. Martell or

GEORGE took Tam to dinner at

America's favorite novelist

Mr. Hunter or Billy the truth?”

“Of course not!”

“They think that you simply lost
your temper because Mayne was so
insolent about your having thrown
him down?”

“Of course they do.”

“Then I'll tell them!” Tam said,
her jaw set firmly. “TI’ve wanted to
talk all along. Now I will. Mary—
all of us will have to take the con-
sequences. But when they know
why you hit him—because of me—
maybe they’ll let you go!”

“We’ll talk about it later,” George
said evasively. *“Listen, Tam—the
evening paper said that Kohl had
made you an offer?”

“The movie man.””- Tam’s eyes
were suddenly heavy and her tone
dulled. “Yes. I suppose he wants
to cash in on the publicity.”

“Well, why not? Why not take
it, I mean?™*

An affronted look came into her
pale face. “Take it?” she asked,
surprised. i

‘“Well, for a while.
lot of money, Tam.”

“I don’t want to,” she said rest-
lessly. “I hate the movies. We have
to settle this other thing first—
George!” she broke off suddenly.
‘“You think you are going to be over
there a long time. Tell me, do you
know? Does anyone know?”’

“Nobody knows. And no matter
what’s done tomorrow, -there’ll be
delays and appeals and all the rest
of it. Old Martell has got his teeth
into this, and he won’t let go,”
George said. ‘“But, long or short,
I'd like to feel that you were work-
ing and interested.”

Later he said to her: “It isn’t for
you, Tam. It’s for my mother and
Mary. Mary’s such a grand little
girl, with her hair flopping round
and her dirty white shoes. It’d be
a ghastly thing to get her home from

r.

It’d mean a

France, get my mother here, mark

’em both for their whole lives with
this kind of story! I don’t say this
way out is cheap, but it’s the cheap-
est there is. You don’t know what
will happen, what kind of a break
we’ll get.”

“I know that if I let you—go fo

by Kathleen Norris— Originally Published by Doubleday, Doran & Co.



Life came back into her
veins. Somehow, in the
cold and dark she was
across the kitchen floor,
and then the sky showed
in the opened doorway.

!
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Listen to Woman in Love by Kathleen
Norris, Monday through Friday, on CBS.
5 P. M., ES.T., sponsored by Wheaties.

lllustration by Carl Mueller

prison—you’ll be ruined forever.
Where could we go that this story
wouldn’t follow us?”

“Where could we go? Nowhere.
We'd stay right here. And in a few
years it’d be, ‘He hit a man once,
and the man went out cold.’ That'd
be all there was to that!”

Later that night she went to sleep
with her head on his shoulder and
his arm about her. But George lay
awake, with her sweetness and
sleepiness and smallness close to
him, all night long.

She had mercifully not realized it,
but he knew. He knew that it was
their last night together.

In the morning she was radiant
and courageous. It was impossible
to despair on such a singing Christ-
mas Eve, with a bay ruffled and blue
under a light wind and great gal-
leons of cloud ballooning their way
above the solemn silhouette of
Tamalpais.

But at breakfast, seated opposite
George in the sunshine-flooded
breakfast room, the brightness sud-
denly went out of her face. Her
glance had chanced to fall upon the
morning paper, folded and thro
carelessly upon a chair, and she
had seen the headlines: “Davis to be
Sentenced Today.” She made her-
self face him, she made herself be
calm, but her soul was sick within
her.

“Tam, do you want to do me a
real Christmas favor?”’ Georg
asked.

Instead of answering, she bu
out, “It’s too horrible to be true
I—if I went to the governor—"

“That’s just what I want to tz
to you abo
a business

0
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8 A tearful maid almost ruined Gin-
ger Rogers' performance—until a
piano cover came to the rescue!

HIS is a story of secrets that
Thave been well kept all these

years, a story of accidents,
fright, forgetfulness, a story of Fate
at her worst.

The secrets belong to the Lux
Radio Theater and the glittering
stars who bring you their dramas
every Monday night—secrets that
have made Cecil B. DeMille’s hair
turn even grayer and that havejleft
the huge cast which puts these hour
broadcasts on the air limp with
nervous exhaustion.

It is the story of the human side
of your favorite dramatic program
and the human side of the stars, of
Clark Gable who kissed the script
girl, of Bob Montgomery who for-
got his pants, of Connie Bennett
whose dog wouldn’t stay home

These secrets would have stayed
locked away for all eternity, prob-
ably, if certain strange markings

the sides of wused broadcast
hadn’t been transiated by th

By MARIAN RHEA

m Shhh! If ydu'll promise not to
tell, we'll reveal some of the
strange things that happen unex-
pectedly when a favorite Holly-

wood broadcast goes on the air!

8 One Monday night, while you were unaware of it, a white kitten played
an exciting part during the performance of “Cimarron.” Above, Direc-
tor De Mille, Edith Wilkerson, Virginia Bruce and Clark Gable.

girl in charge of these mimeo-
graphed sheets of apparently harm-
less paper.

The script for “I Found Stella
Parrish,” officially noted only that
Connie Bennett was the star that
evening. But off in one corner was
the single word “dog”. Doesn’t
make much sense, does it? It didn’t
at the time it all happened, either.

The dog belonged to Connie. A
magnificent cocker spaniel whose
life is pretty hollow unless he is
within sight and smell of his glam-
orous mistress. Perhaps it was na-
tural, then, that she take him with
her to rehearsals for “Stella Par-

rish,” but it wasn’t quite so