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® Put comfort on vour shopping list. Write down the name
“Modess.”

® You'll soon appreciate the difference Modess Sanitary Nap-
kins can make in your comfort. For inside the snowy white
surgical gauze covering of Modess is a filler so airy-light, and
downy-soft that we've named it “fluff.” Fluff is very differen:
from the filler found in most other napkins.

® And because fluff is so sofi and genile, there’s nothing quite
like Modess tor comfort. You'll find Modess is wonderfully safe,
too! Read why in the pamphlet inside everv Modess package.
You ean buy Modess at your favorite store. It costs only 20¢
for a box of twelve napkins.
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HEARTS WILL SKIP.. if your Smile is Right!

Smiles gain sparkle when gums
are healthy.Help keepyourgums
firmer with Ipana and Massage.

COMPLIMENTS and popularity—a sol-
itaire for your finger—phone calls,
dances and dates. Even without great
beauty they’re yours to win and possess.
Just bring your smile to its sparkling best
and eyes and hearts will open to you!

Beauty, you know, is only smile deep.
A sparkling smile lights the plainest
face—lends it priceless charm. Without
one, the loveliest face is shadowed! Help

your smile. Never forget—a smile, to be
sparkling and attractive, depends largely
on firm, healthy gums.

If you see “pink” on your tooth brush
—make a date to see your dentist imme-
diately. You may not be in for serious
trouble—but let your dentist make the
decision. )

Very likely he'll tell you your gums
are weak and tender because today's
soft, creamy foods have robbed them of
work and exercise. And, like thousands
of modern dentists today, he may very
likely suggest “the healthful stimulation

of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.”
Use Ipana and Massage
Ipana not only cleans teeth thoroughly
but, with massage, it is especially de-
signed to aid the gums to healthy firm-
ness. Each time you brush your teeth
massage a little extra Ipana onto your
gums. That invigorating “tang —exclu-
sive with Ipana and massage—means cir-
culation is quickening in the gum tissues
—helping gums to healthier firmness.
Get an economical tube of Ipana
Tooth Paste today. Help keep your smile

charming, attractive, winning,

: =Y
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“A LOVELY SMILE IS MOST IMPORTANT TO BEAUTY!"
| e Beauty Experss of 23 out of 24 leading magazines agree

Yes, of the nation's foremost beauty editors, representing
24 leading magazines, 23 agreed that a sparkling smile is
a woman's most precious asset.

“Even a plain girl,” they said, “takes on charm and
-glamour if her smile is bright and lovely. No woman can
be really beautiful if her smile is dull and lifeless.”
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What do You_

FIRST

Why must all radio humor consist
of verbal custard pie throwing? When
I was very young, I used to think I
was pretty witty when I addressed my
friends as “Hi, pie face,” or “Hello,
ugly.” And now comedians get paid
for being either insulting or insulted.

The Jack Benny program, for ex-
ample, is now just a series of slams
at our Jack. I'm all a-gag every time
I hear it.

Little Charlie earns his pennies by
insulting Edgar and his guests. You'd
think he could find something-a little
funnier, wooden you?—Marion Good-
win, Andover, New York.

SECOND

In order to avoid missing some_ of
my favorite programs, I made a list
cataloguing each day, station and
time. A discarded framed picture was
the solution for hanging the list on
the wall near the radio. The back of
the frame is easily removed so changes
can be made in the list. It is not con-
spicuous and is quickly read.—Mrs.
Lyman P. Weld, Longmont, Colo.

THIRD

While I realize Information Please
is a top ranking program, and that all
those on the “board of experts” know
just about everything put to them,
I cannot see that it helps the listening
audience with real worthwhile in-
formation.

Most of the questions offer listeners
nothing more than a “show-off”’ of the
experts’ ability to do complicated,
quirky deducing. Maybe I am wrong,
but I feel they should offer more real,
helpful information, such as history,
cwrrent events, lexicography and cor-
rect grammar, instead of all the
asinine nursery rhymes and hidden
Shakespearean passages.—Helen
Wickert, Baltimore, Md.

FOURTH

On our so-called ‘True-to-Life”
dramas, over the air, we seem to be
having an epidemic of people holding
long conversations with their con-

(Continued on page 62)

NOTICE

Because of space requirements, RADIO
MIRROR announces the discontinuonce of its
What Do You Want To Say? contest depart-
ment. The editors want to thank readers for
their contributions. They invite further letters
of criticism and comment from you, to be
submitted to this magazine on the understand-
ing that they are to receive no payment for

their publication, but are offered merely for
their general interest to the radio public. |

AUGUST, 1941

Guard your Charm all Day

with quick, convenient Mum

WHAT 1S MUM ? Mum is a creamy deodorant
that prevents underarm odor without stopping
perspiration. So soothing you can use it im-
mediately after underarm shaving.

IN A HURRY ? Mum’s speed is a marvelous
help. Use it even after dressing. Mum in your
purse or desk means quick protection for
impromptu invitations—surprise dates.

HELPS BATH FRESHNESS LAST. Even the most
glorisus bath can’t prevent risk of offending.
A quick dab of Mum under each arm pro-
tects charm all day or all evening long.

MUM HELPS SOCIALLY. What use is your most
glamorous make-up, your loveliest frock, if
underarm odor is a constant threat? Play
safe! Guard charm cvery day—with Mum.

Prevent underarm odor— make a daily habit of Mum!

OUR CLOTHES, your hats and your

cosmetics. How careful you are to
choose the alluring line, the smartest
style, the most flattering shades to en-
hance your attractiveness. But are you as
careful about choosing your deodorant—
the safeguard of your daintiness and
popularity?

Why take chances with your job—risk
popularity—when Mum is so quick, so
safe, so sure. One quick dab of creamy
Mum under each -arm after your bath—
even after you're dressed—and your charm
is protected all day or all evening.

Ask for Mum at your druggist’s today.
See if Mum'’s convenience, Mum’s speed.
Mum’s effectiveness don’t give you greater
protection, a greater confidence.

$0 HANDYI Only 30 seconds are needed
to smooth on Mum, yet it guards bath-
freshness all day or all evening.

DEPENDASLE! Mum is sure—prevents risk
of offending—does not stop perspiration.

saFEl Harmless to skin. Use it right after
underarm shaving—after you're dressed.
It won’t injure fabrics, says the Ameri-
can Institute of Laundering.

FOR SANITARY NAPKINS—Thousands of

women use Mum for this important purpose.
Try safe, dependable Mum this way, too!

Mum

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION
3



At Jack Benny's tenth anniversary
dinner—Rochester, Jack, Mary and
some of the many presents Jack got.

NE NIGHT after the other, Kate
O Smith and Jack Benny both

celebrated their tenth anniver-
saries in radio. Kate's party was in
New York, at the Astor Hotel, Jack’s
was in Hollywood, at the Biltmore
Bowl, and both of them were fancy
social affairs.

CBS gave Kate a reception and
dance after her Friday-night broad-
cast, while Jack was the guest of
honor at a dinner thrown by NBC.
Speeches were almost non-existent at
Kate’s party, very plentiful at Jack's,
but there was very little solemnity at
either. All of radio’s comedians who
broadcast from Hollywood were at
the Biltmore to honor Jack with
good-natured, kidding insults. Said
Bob Hope, “I'm very happy to be here
at this publicity stunt. Benny’s my
favorite among the older comedians.”
Fibber McGee asked Molly how long
they’d been on the air, and Molly
answered, “Fifteen years.” “What
did NBC ever give us on our tenth
anniversary?’’ Fibber asked disgust-
edly. Molly replied, “They started
signing our contracts with ink.”

Jack was the only comedian present
who made no attempt to be funny.
His little speech of thanks was quiet
and heart-felt.

L ] L ] L ]

Yes, Bess Johnson loves to ride
horseback-—but last month she was
doing her dramatic broadcasts from a
wheel chair because shc departed
from a horse’s back rather too sud-
denly. Bess says bitterly, “You can
lead a horsc to water—and drown him,
as far as I'm concerned, if he's the
onc I was riding.”

L] L ] L]

Ezra Stone’s status in the draft still
has his sponsors worried. Hc'll be
able to stay with the Aldrich Family
show until July 10, when it takes a

4

Dorothy Lamour, Greg Bautzer
and Bob Hope helped make the

dinner a big social event.

Molly McGee and her Fibber
were among the comedians who
came to congratulate Benny.

four-week vacation. After that—well,
Henry Aldrich may be in the army.
® *® *

National defense is the reason The
Amazing Mr. Smith has to go off the
air late in June. It's sponsored by a
company that makes tin cans for beer,
and metal is getting so precious it
can’'t be used for that frivolous pur-
pose any more. Hence there isn’t
much point in having a radio program
to advertise things you can’t make or
sell. The Amazing Mr. Smith may be
snapped up by another sponsor,
though. . . . Keenan Wynn, who plays
Mr. Smith, became a papa the other
day—a son, and his first child. This
makes Ed Wynn a grandfather, but he
tells everyone, politely but firmly, not
to call him that.

* * *

The no-applause rule on the Kraft
Music Hall has been broken just twice
since the show first went on the air.
The first person to break it was the
big boss himself, J. L. Kraft, president
of the sponsoring company. He got
carried away with enthusiasm one
night by the banter between Bing
Crosby and some Boy Scout guests,
and clapped before he remembered.
The second time the rule was broken
was on Alcc Templeton’s guest ap-
pearance. His rendition of the show's
theme song, “Hail, KMH,” was so
good thc audience couldn’t keep from
applauding.

By DAN SENSENEY

COan
fo G
0057

Fred Waring’s press-agent, Hilda

Cole, became the mother of twin girls

—and promptly named one of them
Freddie, after the boss.
* * *

Maudie’s Diary, a half-hour comedy
drama based on the ‘“Maudie™ char-
acter you may have read about in
magazines, will replace Your Mar-
riage Club in August.

* » *

Congratulations to the Inner Sanc-
tum chill-and-shiver programs on
NBC Sunday nights. They started out
with a good idea, floundered around
a while, and now have settled down
to being really clever and exciting.
Tune one of them in and have yourself
a scare to cool you off on a hot sum-
mer night.

* * *

CHARLOTTE, N. C.—Dick Pitts,
WBT’s Hollywood Reporter, agrees
with old Bill Shakespeare that one
man in his time plays many parts.
Dick has played so many himself, in
his twenty-nine years that he makes
an ideal news-gatherer and a superb
critic of motion pictures and their
stars. He knows what a ditch-digger
enjoys on the screen, and what a com-
mercial artist would like, because he’s
been both. For the same reason, he
can criticize a movie from the stand-
point of an engineer’s assistant or an
actor.

Dick is on WBT twice a week at
9:15 in the afternoon. Broadcasting
is just one of his jobs; the other is
being the motion picture, art, drama
and music editor of the Charlotte
Observer, a post he has held success-
fully for the past seven years.

Back in 1930, Dick got his first taste
of radio when he wrote, directed and
acted in radio dramas by the dozens.
But drama had claimed him long be-
fore that—at (Continued on page 6)
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F soMEONE told you that you
Iwere guilty of halitosis (bad
breath), you’d probably feel humili-
ated beyond words.

Unfortunately, friends do not tell
you . . . the subject is too delicate. So
you go blindly on, perhaps offending
needlessly. Remember, halitosis is one
of the commonest and most offensive
conditions which anyone may have.
Every woman should realize this
threat and do something about it.
Clever ones do so and their reward
is an easier path to popularity. Wall-
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flowers who overlook it can’t com-
plain if wallflowers they remain.

Take This Precaution

Instead of taking your breath for
granted, remember that it may be “off
color” and use Listerine Antiseptic
everyday asamouthrinse.Itissuchan
easy, delightful, and effective precau-
tion . . .one which helps you to appear
at your best socially or in business.

Some cases of halitosis are due to
systemic conditions, but most cases,
say some authorities, are due to fer-

mentation of tiny food particles on
teeth, mouth, and gums. Listerine
Antiseptic quickly halts such fermen-
tation and then overcomes the odors
it causes. Your breath quickly be-
comes sweeter, purer, less likely to

offend.
A Hint to Men
Men can be bad offenders in this

matter, so if you adroitly suggest the
use of Listerine Antiseptic to them,
you’ll be doing them a real favor.

LamserT PuarmacaL Co., St. Louis, Mo.

Let LISTERINE look after your breath



(Continued from page 4)
the age of six, to be exact. He’s
acted both in the movies and on the
stage.

Tall, blue-eyed, and one of the most
eligible bachelors in town, Dick leads
the kind of life most of us long for.
Late each afternoon, never earlier
than three o’clock, he makes his un-
hurried way to his desk at the news-
paper office, reads his mail, checks the
city desk for assignments, then at his
leisure either writes a story or heads
uptown to find one. When he comes
to WBT for his broadcast he ambles
in with his script stuffed carelessly
into an inside pocket and faces the
microphone about a minute before air-
time. On his program he reports
Hollywood happenings and talks about
the new pictures in the same casual,
unhurried manner. In fact, there’s no
}\:{ord except “unhurried” to describe

im.

When Dick took over his Hollywood
reporting job scores of telegrams of
congratulations poured in for him from
movie celebrities, all friends of long
standing. With typical Pitts nonchal-
ance he stuffed them all into a back
pocket and forgot about them until he
happened to want his handkerchief.
If they hadn’t fallen out then, to be
picked up by studio acquaintances, he
might never have gotten around to

Beautiful screen star
Mary Astor has her
own program, but
as yet it is heard
only on the Pacific
Coast; below, Dick
Pitts is the Hol-
lywood Report-
er for station WBT
in Charlotte, N. C.

letting it be known that people like
Clark Gable and Spencer Tracy had
sent him gogd w‘isheg.

Raymond Gram Swing got his
Christmas present in June this year.
His sponsor, White Owl Cigars, re-
newed his contract then, to run
through next gecer‘nbex; 25.

There’s more than one way for a
radio script writer to get inspiration.
Mrs. Gertrude Berg, author and star
of The Goldbergs, was stuck for an
idea to carry her story on, so she
wrote herself out of the script and
took a vacation in South Carolina.
When she came back to New York she
brought with her an idea for a full
episode, lasting several weeks and
laid in—of colxrse‘—SoPth Carolina.

Apparently the Dionne Quints flatly
refused to speak in English when they
were first scheduled to broadcast on
Ned Sparks’ Canadian program over
CBS. The whole incident is shrouded

Henry Fonda makes
a face like a com-
edian himself as
he stops to chat
with Mr. and Mrs.
Fred MacMurray at
Jack Benny's party.

in mystery, with program officials
hinting that someone in the children’s
household must have persuaded the
little girls to bg ungoopgrative.

Dick Widmark, who was playing the
role of Neil Davisson in the Home of
the Brave serial, was inducted into the
army early in June. Chances are he’s
at Fort Ord in California, along with
James Stewart. am;l Jaskie Coogan.

Good news is that the Ellery Queen
mystery series may be back on the
air soon—perhaps by the time you’re
reading this.

* .

Myron McCormick, who plays J%yce
Jordan’s husband in Joyce Jor i
Girl Interne over CBS, is always sur-
prising the other actors on the pro-
gram with the gifts he brings to the
studio on special occasions. For in-
stance, on Easter he distributed candy
eggs, on birthdays he shows up with
a cake, and on Fourth of July he al-
ways brings firecrackers or miniature
flags. Recently he presented Ann
Shepherd with an expensive bottle of
perfume. No one could figure out why
—until Myron explained that he and
Ann had been “married”—in the
script—for exa.ctly‘ one’ year.

ROCHESTER, N. Y.—Although Carl
Chamberlain’s nightly program, Sports
Parade, is still a youngster as pro-
grams go, it has already become re-
quired listening for Rochester people.
It’s heard at 6: 30 every evening except
Sunday over Rochester’s station
WSAY, and the big reason for its
success is Carl himself,

Carl is a veteran sports authority,
and has been successful as an athlete,
coach and official. Besides being
WSAY’s sports expert, he is Director
of Athletics at Franklin High School
in Rochester, the largest secondary
school between New York and Chica-

go.

During the World War, Carl enlisted
as a private at the age of seventeen,
saw service in France, and was com-
missioned a second lieutenant in the
Infantry Reserve upon his discharge.
From 1921 to 1929 he was athletic
director at a small high school in
Charlotte, N. Y., and attracted atten-
tion when his basketball team, despite
its origin in a small school, won a
championship. .

He’s been in Rochester, directing
athletics at the 4000-student Franklin
High, since 1930; and in that time he
has built teams that have consistently
won high places in inter-scholastic
athletic events. As a part-time re-
porter for Rochester papers, he writes
expert columns on basketball and
football. His hobby is sports promo-
tion and publicity.

Although he’s busy most of the time,
Carl loves to fish, swim, play tennis,
go camping, and read. When he isn’t
at WSAY or his school you’ll find him
engaged in one or the other of these
activities. Incidentally, speaking of
tennis, his Franklin High team has
been undefeated since 1939 and has
won fourteen straight matches by
shut-out scores. With records like
that for his teams, no wonder sports-
minded Rochester people lock up to
him as an autlxorify. 3

SHENANDOAH, Iowa—Every day
except Sunday the announcer at Shen-
andoah’s station KMA says, “It’s two
o’clock and it’s Kitchen Klatter Time
at KMA. We now visit the home of
Leanna Driftmier.” And that, by re-
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mote control, is exactly what the
listener to KMA does. The broadcast
has to come from Leanna Driftmier’s
home because Ieanna herseif spends
all her life in a wheel-chair—although
you would never suspect it from her
cheerful, inspiring programs.

Leanna Driftmier’s story is one of
almost unbelievable courage. Until
the late summer of 1930 she was a
healthy, busy woman with the varied
tasks and interests of any devoted
wife and mother. Then her back was
broken in a motor car accident while
she was vacationing in southern Mis-
souri with her husband. From then
until Christmas Eve of the same year
she was in a Kansas City hospital. Her
homecoming on that memorable
Christmas Eve was one of the most
important events of the Driftmier
family life.

A year or so later she had learned
to walk on crutches, but one day her
crutch slipped and she fell, breaking
her hip. ow, paralyzed from the
hips down, she accepts her condition
with an infectious smile, spending all
her time helping others through her
broadcasts, letters, and a monthly
Kitchen Klatter Magazine.

Even during the months in the hos-
pital when she was in great pain,
Leanna insisted she was glad the ac-
cident had happened to her instead of
to anyone else in her family.

A typical Kitchen Klatter program
is made up of recipes, a poem or two,
or a story, a letter from one of
Leanna’s children, and just the sort
of friendly talk one would expect to
hear from Leanna if she were actually
visiting each listener’s home. Leanna’s
family consists of her husband and
seven children, four sons and three
daughters—although only one son is
now at home. Another son is a mis-
sionary in E t, two others are in
college, and the one at home is in
business for himself. One daughter,
a writer, lives in California; another
is married and lives in Shenandoah,
and the third is still in college. Listen-
ers feel that they know these young
Driftmiers personally, for Leanna
passes along bits of news about them
on every broadcast. The letters from
her son in Egypt, which she reads on
the air, are p:}rtic‘ularly appreciated.

PITTSBURGH, Pa.—The busiest
person on the staff of Pittsburgh’s sta-
tion KQV these days is Jerry McCon-
nell, the Gospel Singer. Jerry is heard
on KQV every morning of the week,
he works every day as dispatcher in

(Continued on page 78)

Authority on all sports at WSAY,
Rochester, is Carl Chamberlain.
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Wake your skin to New Loveliness

with Camay — Go on the
RAIIISN ECAADRY N

Lok

This lovely bride, Mrs. John B. LaPointe of Waterbury, Conn., says: “I can’t tell
you how much Camay’s ‘Mild-Soap’ Diet has done for my skin. Whenever I see
a lovely woman whose skin looks cloudy, I can hardly help telling her about it.”

Twice every day—for 30 days—give your
skin Camay’s gentle care. It’s the day to
day routine that reveals the full benefit
of Camay’s greater mildness. And in a
few short weeks you can reasonably hope
to have a lovelier, more appealing skin.

Even many girls with sensitive skin
can profit by this exciting beavuty
idea—based on the advice of skin
specialists, praised by lovely brides!

. 70U CAN BE lovelier! You can help

your skin—help it to a cleaner, fresh.

er, more natural loveliness by changing
to a “Mild-Soap” Diet.

So many women cloud the beauty of
their skin through improper cleansing.
And so many women use a soap not as
mild as a beauity soap should be.

Skin specialists themselves advise reg-
ular cleansing with a fine mild soap. And
Camay is milder by actual test than 10
other popular beauty soaps.

-

THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN

Comoy is milder by octuol recorded test—in tests ogainst ten
other populor beouty soops Camay wos milder thoan ony of them|

Go on the

CAMAY
“MILD-

SOAP”
DIET!

Work Camay’s milder lather Then, while you sleep, the tiny
over your skin, paying speci pore openings are {ree to func-
attention to nose, base of the tion for natural beauty. In the
postrils and chin. Rinseand then morning—~one more quick ses-
sixty ds of cold splashings. sion with this milder Camay.
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GLORIOUS FREEDOM NOW

NO BELTS
NO PINS
NQ PADS
NO 0DOR

AY goodbye to external pads on your vaca-
tion this year . . . Tampax helps you to
conquer the calendar, because Tampax ts worn
internally. Even in a '41 swim suit, it cannot
show through; no bulge or wrinkle or faintest
line can be caused by Tampax. And you your-
self cannot feel it!

A doctor has perfected Tampax so ingeni-
ously it can be inserted and removed quickly
and easily. Your hands reed not even touch the
Tampax, which comes in dainty applicator.
You can dance, play games . . . use tub or
shower. No odor can form; no deodorant
needed—and it's easy to dispose of Tampax.

Tampax is made of pure, compressed sur-
gical cotton, very absorbent, comfortable, effi-
cient. Three sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. Sold
at drug stores and notion counters. Introduc-
tory box, 20¢. Economy package of 40 is a
real bargain. Don't wait for next month!
Join the millions using
Tampax row!

with Tampax!

Accepted for Advertising by
the Journal of the American
Medical Associatéion.

TAMPAX INCORPORATED
New Brunswick, N. J.

MWG.81.D

Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial package
of Tampax. | enclose 10¢ (stamps or silver) to cover cost
of mailing. Size is checked below.

( ) RBGULAR ( ) super { ) JunIOR
Name
Address,
City. _State
8

There's a reason why bandleader
Harry James, above, wants to live
near the circus when he retires.
Right, Lynn Gardner, newcomer to
Will Bradley's dance orchestra.

RTIE SHAW was offered the

A chance to conduct MBS’ orches-

tra of 42 men but the clarinetist
hasn’t made up his mind.
* * *

Arty Arthur is busy taking serious

music lessons from Dr. Hans Byrns,
Austrian refugee and ‘former Vien-

| nese opera conductor.

* * *

George Hall told me he will re-
tire from active conducting and turn

.the band over to singer Dolly Dawn,

George will act as manager.
* * *

Donna Reade, MBS Chicago vocal-
ist, lost her four-month-old baby.

* * *

Bobby Byrne has succeeded despite
a string of bad breaks. Last month he
encountered another tough setback.
Scheduled for a 12-week engagement
at the Hotel New Yorker, Bobby was
not permitted to play the date be-
cause the musicians’ union, acting in
sympathy with an electrical union
strike at the hotel, wouldn't let any
musicians cross the picket line. A
hurried itinerary of one nighters and
a stretch at the Jersey Meadowbrook
were substituted for the young trom-
bonist. On top of that, he experienced
another minor hospital session.

Mrs. W. Baird of Pittsburgh should

be very proud. Her two singing
daughters, Eugenie and Kay Marie,
came to New York and in two days,
landed jobs with bigtime bands—Eu-
genie with Tony Pastor and Kay with
Mal Hallett.

* * *

At a recent broadcast Walter Dam-
rosch, accompanying Lucy Monroe’s
rendition of “The Star Spangled Ban-
ner,” refused to rehearse the 60-piece
orchestra. He said the musicians were
Americans and shouldn’t require re-
hearsals for the national anthem.

THIS CHANGING WORLD

Roy Eldridge, trumpet wizard, dis-
banded his own orchestra to take over
a featured solo spot with Gene Krupa.
Another Krupa acquisition is singer
Anita O’Day. ... Woody Herman gets
to Hollywood’s Palladium July 18

with an NBC wire. . . . Marion Francis
is leaving Frankie Master’s band for
solo radio work. . . . Johnny Long is

on NBC from Virginia Beach. ... Duke
Daly’s unit is established for the
summer at Playland Casino, Rye, N. Y,
His wife is Paula Stone, one of Fred
Stone’s daughters. . . . Charlie Bar-
net's thrush, Lena Horne, has left the
band. . . . Sammy Kaye is looking for
a girl vocalist again. . . . Jan Savitt
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and Art Jarrett are now waxing for
Victor. Many of Hal Kemp’s musi-
cians are now with the latter. . . .
That baritone singer on the Big Sis-
ter daylight serial is former CBS page
boy Bobby Gibson.

» * »

Shep Fields has discarded his rip-
pling rhythms for a swingier type
band that features ten saxophones.

* * L

By the time you read this Madison
Square Garden will be transformed
into a huge summer dance hall. MBS
has exclusive wires into the converted
sports arena for broadcasts by Benny
Goodman, Charlie Barnet, and other
headliners.

* *® *

Dinah Shore has one of the most
elaborate wardrobes in radio. She
owns ten evening gowns, each costing
about $125.

* * *

Canada Lee, dusky dramatic star of
Orson Welles’ stage hit “Native Son,”
and a former boxer, may turn band-
leader and make his debut in Har-
lem’s sizzling Savoy Ballroom.

* * *

Zinn Arthur, one of the first leaders

to be drafted, is organizing a 35-piece

musical unit at Camp Upton, Long
Island.

Eddy Duchin is in Rio de Janeiro,
in case you've missed him on the air.

Remember Ray Noble’s former vo-
calist, Al Bowlly? Well, he’s back in
England and was recently a victim of
a Nazi bombing blitz.

Noble’s new trio includes a pair of
twins, Lee and Lynn Wild, who are
almost identical. Lynn is five feet
two. Lee is five two and a fraction.
Lynn weighs 106, a pound more than
her sister. To complicate matters,
both are nicknamed “Twinnie.”

Dick Jurgens has invested $5,000 in
recording equipment which he uses to
cut test records before going to the
Okeh studios for the actual trans-
missions.

Will Bradley is set for New York’s
Hotel Astor roof July 17, following
Tommy Dorsey.

Gray Gordon, who discarded his tic-
toc style because it outlived its use-
fulness, is now searching for a theme
song title.

Benny Goodman is living proof that
swing is far from dead. He cracked
nearly all the Paramount theater, New
York, records when he played there
recently with his new band, though
playing on the same bill with the

new Crosby-Hope film, “Road to Zan-
zibar,” didn’t hurt.

All radio row believes that Jack
Teagarden has finally organized the
kind of band worthy of him, after
several false starts. The band has
just been signed for Bing Crosby’s
new picture, “Birth of the Blues.”

FROM SAWDUST TO STARDUST

WHEN most of the current crop of
young bandleaders were still in
knickers, grudgingly keeping dates
with their music teachers, six-year-
old Harry James was proudly turning
flip flops in a bigtime circus.

As the boys grew older, worship-
ing Bix Beiderbecke and other great
swing stylists, Harry listened to his
trumpet-playing father tell stories
about another famous trumpeter, Her-
bert Clark. But where Bix pioneered
a new music form, Clark faithfully
carried on the fast-fading profession
of cornet virtuoso in a military band.

Today as city-bred jazzists complain
of one-night stand rigors, travel-
toughened Harry smiles and says:

“This is just like the circus business,
moving free and easy from town to
town. I get restless if I have to stay
in one place (Continued on page 61)

COOL-WATER SOAP ENDS HOT-WATER FADING!
TRY AMAZING NEW IVORY SNOW!
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2-MINUTE CARE FOR
STOCKING WEAR!

Plenty of cool, pure
suds pile up in 3 sec-
onds! (No waiting for
hotwater.) Nightly care
with Ivory Snow helps
stockings wear!

Ivory Snow bursts into suds in 3 seconds
in cool water! Safer for bright colors!

COLORS HAVE A BRIGHT FUTURE, with the
new Ivory Snow to give them SAFE washing care!
Ivory Snow’s a brand-new soap that bursts into
suds in 3 seconds in cool water! And cool water is
safe for the bright colors of all your washables!

Imagine! Ivory Snow doesn’t need hot water! So
you don’t risk the heartbreak of watching pretty
colors fade out and get dull from hot water. Be-
sides, Ivory Snow is pure! So colors get double
protection—pure suds and cool
suds! Ask for Ivory Snow today
—in the large economy size or
the handy medium size.

NEW
FORM OF
IVORY SOAP.
99%Y%00% PURE,
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WHAT A PICNIC FOR
PRINT DRESSES!

Yes...Ivory Snow means
happy days for pretty
washables! Wash ’em
time after time in those
cool suds and see how
colors stay bright!

TRADEMARK REO. U. 8. PAT. OFF. ¢ PROCTER & GAMBLE

AucusT, 1941

9







...; 7 ({00 #

GLORIOUS FREEDOM NOW

NOBELTS
NO PINS
NO PADS
ND ODDR

oodbye to external pads on your vaca-

Atz)r% this );ear . . . Tampax helps you to
conquer the calendar, because Tampax s worn
internally. Even in a '41 swim suit, it cannot
show through; no bulge or wrinkle or faintest
line can be caused by Tampax. And you your.
self cannot feel it!

A doctor has perfected Tampax so ingeni-
ously it can be inserted and removed quickly
and easily. Your hands qmi not even fouch the
Tampax, which comes in dainty applicator.
You can dance, play games . . . use tub or
shower. No odor can form; no deodorant
needed—and it's easy to dispose of Tampax.

Tampax is made of pure, compressed sur-
gical cotron, very absorbent, comtortable, effi-
cient. Three sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. Sold
at drug stores and notion counters. Introduc-
toty box, 20¢. Economy package of 40 is a
real bargain. Don't wait for next month!

_!lgin the millions using
ampax now!

with Tampax !

Accepted for Adwﬂis?ng by
the Journal of the American
Medscal Association,

TAMPAX INCO:
New Brunswick, N. J. .
Please send me in plain wrapper the aew trial package
of Tampax. | endose 10¢ {stamps or silver) to cover cost
of mailing. Size is checked below.

RATED MWG.81.D

( ) rEGurAR ( ) supee { ) Junior
Name.

Add

Cuy. Suate.

There's a reason why bandieader

Harry James, above, wants to live

near the circus when he retires.
Right, Lynn Gardner, newcomer to
Will Bradley's dance orchestra.

chance to conduct MBS’ orches-

tra of 42 men but the clarinetist
hasn’t made up his mind.
* * *

Arty Arthur is busy taking serious
music lessons from Dr. Hans Byrns,
Austrian refugee and former Vien-
nese opera conductor.

* * *

George Hall told me he will re-
tire from active conducting and turn
the band over to singer Dolly Dawn.
‘George will act as manager,

* * *

Donna Reade, MBS Chicago vocal-
ist, lost her four-month-old baby.

* * *

Bobby Byrne has succeeded despite
a string of bad breaks. Last month he
encountered another tough setback.
Scheduled for a 12-week engagement
at the Hotel New Yorker, Bobby was
not permitted to play the date be-
cause the musicians’ union, acting in
sympathy with an electrical union
strike at the hotel, wouldn't let any
musicians cross the picket line, A
hurried itinerary of one nighters and
a stretch at the Jersey Meadowbrook
were substituted for the young trom-
bonist. On top of that, he experienced
another minor hospital session.

QRTIE SHAW was offered the

Mrs. W. Baird of Pittsburgh should
be very proud. Her two singing
daughters, Eugenie and Kay Marie,
came to New York and in two d%ys:
landed jobs with bigtime bands— 'ltlh
genie with Tony Pastor and Kay w!
Mal Hallett.

* * * Dam

At a recent broadcast Walter ¥
rosch, accompanying Lucy Mon}l;)a?1 5
rendition of “The Star Spangled ot
ner,” refused to rehearse the 60-pt =
orchestra. He said the musicians W;?e_
Americans and shouldn’t requiré
hearsals for the national anthem.
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Art Jarrett are now waxing for
%'fftor, Many of Hal Kemp's musj-
cians are now with the latter. . . .
That baritone singer on the Big Sis-
ter daylight serial is former CBS page
boy Bobby Gibson.

* * »*

Shep Fields has discard;ed_his rip-
pling rhythms for a swingier type
band that features ten saxophones.
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By the time you read this Madison
Square Garden will be transformed
into a huge summer dance hall. MBS
has exclusive wires into the converted
sports arena for broadcasts by Benny
Goodman, Charlie Barnet, and other
headliners.
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Dinah Shore has one of the most
elaborate wardrobes in radio. She
owns ten evening gowns, each costing
about $125.

- - -

Canada Lee, dusky dramatic star of
Orson Welles’ stage hit “Native Son,”
and a former boxer, may turn band-
léader and make his debut in Har-
lem’s sizzling Savoy Ballroom.

- & -

Zinn Arthur, one of the first leaders

to be drafted, is organizing a 35-piece

musical unit
o at Camp Upton, Long
. Eddy Duchin is in Rio de Janeiro,
in case you've missed him on the air.

Remember Ray Noble's former vo-
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Noble’s new trio includes a pair
twins, Lee and Lynn Wwild, wgo al(‘)lf
almost identical. " Lynn is five feet
two. Lee is five two and a fraction.
Lynn Wweighs 106, a pound more than
her sister.  To complicate Matters,
both are nicknamed “Twinnije.”

Dick J urgens has invested $5,000 in
recording equipment which he uses to
cut test records before going to the
Okeh studios for the actual trans-
missions.

Will Bradley is set for New York’s
Hotel Astor roof July 17, following
Tommy Dorsey.

Gray Gordon, who discarded his tic-
toc style because it outlived its use-
fulness, is now searching for a theme
song title.

Benny Goodman is living proof that
swing is far from dead. e cracked
nearly all the Paramount theater, New
York, records when he played there
recently with his new band, though
playing on the same bill with the
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new Crosby-Hope film, “Road to Zan-
zibar,” didn’t hurt.

All radio row believes that Jack
Teagarden has finally organized the
kind of band worthy of him, after
several false starts. " The band has
Just been signed for Bing Crosby’s
new picture, “Birth of the Blues.”

FROM SAWDUST TO STARDUST

WHEN most of the current crop of
¥ young band!eaders were stilf in
kr_uckers,. grudgingly keeping dates
with their music teachers, six-year-
old Harry James was proudly turning
flip flops in a bigtime “circus.
. As the boys grew older, worship-
Ing Bix Beiderbecke and other great
swing stylists, Harry listened to his
trumpet-playing father tell stories
about another famous trumpeter, Her-
bert Clark. _But where Bix pioneered
a new music form, Clark faithfully
carried on the fast-fading profession
of cornet virtuoso in a military band.
Today as city-bred jazzists complain
of one-night stand rigors, travel-
toughened Harry smiles and says:
“This is just like the circus business,
moving free and easy from town to
town. I get restless if I have to stay
in one place (Continued on page 61)
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HOW FRANCES

PEOPLE are always saying—not a
little glibly—that you can’t change
human nature. Personally, I think
there’s lots of room for argument
there and I couldn’t ask for a better
example to prove my point than
Frances Langford.

For Frances has changed, not only
her outward appearance, but her per-
sonality, deeply and fundamentally.
And she did it deliberately.

As recently as 1938, in spite of five
%cars of spectacular success—or per-

aps, because of them—Frances Lang-
ford was still a child. She was over
twenty, nevertheless she was still a
little girl in an adult world. She was
painfully shy and reluctant to assert
herself, even among friends. She was
too thin and quick to tears, timid and
casily driven into a shell. She seemed
bewildered by her success and over-
whelmed b{ the visible evidences of
it. Only when she was singing, was

10
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LANGFORD

Imiade

A re-birth
J more than skin-deep is possible for

"1 fell in love with her all over
again.” That's what Jon Hall,
Frances' husband, said when
he saw her new personality.

Frances sure of herself.

This was certainly a very different
person from the Frances Langford
who walked into the broadcasting
studio the other day. She was wear-
ing an all-black costume, a figure
molding, draped, crepe dress and a
huge “Merry Widow” hat, veiled with
heavy lace. The only touch of color
relief came from the amethyst ring
and bracelets, which Jon Hall, her
3usband, had given her on her birth-

ay.

Now, two years before, Frances ap-
pearing in such a costume would have
set all her best friends to offering
their condolences on her bereavement.
It would have been unthinkable to
them that Frances should wear
sombre black for any other reason.

Of course, there was more to it than

By PAULINE SWANSON

B —
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into loveliness that is

every woman, says a famous star who
is living proof that people do change

the costume. This was no little girl
playing dress-up games. This was a
woman with a flair for style, a self
possessed, confident woman, leaning
lightly on her husband’s arm. Her
face was radiant and lovely with hap-
piness and the way she walked and
smiled and talked made you instantly
aware that she was a well poised, well
rounded person.

Perhaps one of the most positive
signs of the change in Frances Lang-
ford is the ease with which you can
get her to talk about herself, now.
We—Frances, Jon and I—sat in a
corner of the studio to talk, while the
rest of the cast rehearsed scenes in
which Frances was not needed. And
I was immediately struck by the dif-
ference. A couple of years ago, it
would have been impossible to ask
Frances the questions I did, without
feeling impertinent.

I remarked that she had gained
weight and that it was very be-
coming.

Frances smiled, “I’ve gained fifteen
pounds,” she said proudly. “Jon
makes me take a hot milk drink every
night before we go to bed.”

“And I make her go to bed early,”
Jon put in.

Frances nodded. “No more night
clubs. We like to stay home. And we
go to bed early, so we can get up early
and get out into the sunshine.” She
put her hand on Jon’s arm. ‘“But the
main reason I feel so well,” she said,
“is that I don’t worry any more. I
can lose more pounds by worrying.
And I used to be stewing about some-
thing, all the time. Now,” she flashed
a smile at her husband, “I've got
everything I want. The world can’'t
frighten anyone as happy as I am.”

Jon grinned. “I’ll leave you, if you
get fat,” he threatened.

“Then I'll worry so much I'll get
thin again and you'll come back,”
Frances laughed.

“You've done other things besides
gain weight,” I said then. “Your
hair—"

“Oh, yes,” Frances said. “You know,
it’s a funny thing about my hair. It
used to be black, remember?” I re-
membered. “It photographed like a
blotter, no life, no lights in it. And
it always made my face look so small
and sort of pinched. The only time it
looked well, at all, was when I'd been
out in the sun a lot and some red
streaks would show up in it. So I
tinted it copper. And the strange
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““

thing is that it’s done a lot more for
me than just make my hair look softer
in pictures. I guess it's something like
that old cure-all for the blues—you
know, going out and buying a startling
hat or dress. There's something about
a perky hat. You have to live up to
it. And it’s like that with my hair,
now. You just can't be timid and self
effacing with copper colored hair.”

“How do you like her with her hair
like that?” I asked Jon.

“YI fell in love with her all over
again, when she changed it,” he said
with a wide grin.

Frances has learned the secret of
make-up, too. The pencil thin eye-
brows and exaggerated lips she af-
fected during the period when she was
trying so hard to conform to her idea
of theatricalism have disappeared.
And her own brow line and lips do a
great deal to bring out the fine model-
ling in her face.

Days in the sun, without any make-
up on, at all, convinced her that her
natural skin tones were better than
the artificial pinky whites in her
make-up kit. So she substituted a
suntan powder base and powder for
her former pinkish one and changed
to deeper lipstick, rouge and eye-
shadow.

No more unhealthy pallor for
Frances, real or make-believe. She
uses rouge now and her lipstick is
put on, not for artificial, dramatic ef-
fect, but to bring out the natural lines
of her mouth. She says she uses a
brush to apply her lipstick, because it
is easier to follow the outlines of her
lips that way.

And what about the type of clothes
she was wearing now, I asked her.
What made her change?

“I suppose,”’ she said, “it's a little
like the hair and make-up. I've al-
ways loved smart, dramatic clothes,
but I never dared to wear them. Have
you ever known women who liked
bright colors and daring styles, but
always wore drab, ordinary things
because they didn't want to look
flashy or attract too much attention?
I was a little like that. I thought I
ought to do my best to bring out my
personality—but—well, I was thin and
pale and I had an idea my personality
called for pastels and ginghams and
little girl stuff. But now. that I've
tried wearing the things I like, I find
that I don’t feel flashy at all. I just
feel right and smart. That's very
important, feeling that you look right
in your clothes. It gives you confi-
dence. One of the worst feelings in
the world is walking into a room and
immediately making people uncom-
fortable with your own sense of inse-
curity. The only thing I can imagine
tha!:’s worse, is not to have people
notice you at all, because you're too
ml;)usy and too afraid to be anything
else.

“That’s the way she used to be,”
Jon said. (Continued on page 49)
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Your skin may be sensitive fo one certain soap, yet

Cashmere Bouquet Soap may prove mild and agreeable

T'S one of the mysteries of the
human skin, that a perfectly
good soap can prove irritating to
certain complexions. One woman
out of two reports that dificulty.
And yet these same women
may find Cashmere Bouquet Soap
entirely agreeable to a sensitive
skin. Yes, generations of lovely
women have relied on this mild

soap. And because it’s so nice to
be like peaches and cream all over
... and to be glamorously scented
with the fragrance men love . . .
you’ll glory in bathing with
Cashmere Bouquet Soap, too.

Get three luxurious cakes of
mild, fragrant Cashmere Bouquet
Soap for only 25 cents, wherever
good soap is sold.

WITH THE FRAGRANCE MEN LOVE
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How brutally blind a man
can be! He was an American
radio broadcaster in London
when he first saw her, stand-

ing bewildered before the

ruins of her home. Then she

turned and smiled at him

I HAD very sud-
denly become
sick of war, the
night I met Judy. I think that was
part of it, and the way she was feel-
ing, too. But not all of it. How
brutally blind a man can be!
Blindness like that doesn’t hap-
pen just in a besieged city between
two people half crazed by bomb-
ing. If it did I would not be writing
this. I want to tell this story because
my experience is only a rather ex-
treme example of a tragic mistake
that men in their arrogant stupidity
are very prone to make. Perhaps

12
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I have a persistent little supersti-
tion that by trying to make up for
mine, this way, a little, I can coax
Fate to relent, to find me a way
out—

So here it is.

Until that night the war had been
a job to me; a hard, grueling job
of course, sometimes frightening but
always exciting and very often good
fun. I didn’t miss the horror and
agony of what people were suffer-
ing around me, and I was often
shocked and depressed by it. But
it never came through to me, as if
it were my own. There was always

something remote, something sepa-
rating it from my life and making
it a little unreal to me. After all, I
had an expense account that let me
eat at one of the best hotels in the
world, where none of the diners felt
the pinch of food rationing, where
even the cots in the air raid shelters
were covered with eiderdown puffs.
None of the pink-cheeked boys who
took off to meet their death fighting
the Luftwaffe was my kid brother;
none of the men who stood unpro-
tected on rooftops during hour after
hour of raids was uncle or father to
me. Neither the girls driving the

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR




ambulances nor the people dragged
out from the ruins to ride in them
were any kin of mine, and this coun-
try was not my country.

All I was there for was to see
the show; record as much of it as
the censors would allow, and speak
it out across the airwaves to other
Americans listening even more im-
personally at home. And in between
the more difficult and dangerous
parts of gathering material there
were plenty of drinks with other
correspondents, lavish entertain-
ment from this nation that wanted
nothing more than the help of ours,

AvCUST, 1941

and there was plenty of gay com-
pany among the gay, half-hysterical
girls who were caught up in the
spirit of “eat, drink and be merry,
for tomorrow we die.” That was a
pretty tempting set-up for a man
who, like the rest of a roving, root-
less profession, learns to take his
fun where he finds it, following no
rules except these two: Try not to
let anyone get hurt, -and don’t get
into entanglements. In a few years
of knocking around the world, the
last one had become almost second
nature to me.

So that's how things stood, till

He let her cry and held her
close, smoothing her hair,
murmuring little words. But
still he didn't know what had
so stirred him, making this
moment, torn from war's

desolation, so very beautiful

She did not seem to see me.
Her eyes were huge and
staring with a blank look
of terror. | spoke to her
softly between the crashes.

the night it happened.

I had been in the studio for hours,
waiting around for midnight which
means seven o'clock at home. I had
dined early with a man in the office
of the Secretary for Home Defense
and like other people who have to
be any place at any special time I
had crossed the city before dark.
The Germans were sending down
some pretty heavy stuff by the time
I got to the neighborhood and I de-
cided the studio offered better pro-
tection than I could find under any
table in my fiat.

(Continued on page 50)

13

eSS S e — -







How brutally blind a man
can be! He was an American
radio broadcaster in London
when he first saw her, stand-
ing bewildered before the

ruins of her home. Then she

turned and smiled at him

| HAD very sud-
denly become
sick of war, the
night I met Judy. I think that was
part of it, and the way she was feel-
ing, too. But not all of it. How
brutally blind a man can be!
Blindness like that doesn’t hap-
pen just in a besieged city between
two people half crazed by bomb-
ing. If it did I would not be writing
this. I want to tell this story because
my experience is only a rather ex-
treme example of a tragic mistake
that men in their arrogant stupidity
are very prone to make. Perhaps
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I have a persistent little supersti-
tion that by trying to make up for
mine, this way, a little, I can coax
Fate to relent, to find me a way
out—

So here it is.

Until that night the war had been
a job to me; a hard, grueling job
of course, sometimes frightening but
always exciting and very often good
fun. I didn't miss the horror and
agony of what people were suffer-
ing around me, and I was often
shocked and depressed by it. But
it never came through to me, as if
it were my own. There was always

something remote, something sepa-
rating it from my life and making
it a little unreal to me. After all,1
had an expense account that let mé
eat at one of the best hotels in th¢
world, where none of the diners felt
the pinch of food rationing, where
even the cots in the air raid shelters
were covered with eiderdown pufls
None of the pink-cheeked boys Who
took off to meet their death fightiné
the Luftwaffe was my kid brother:
none of the men who stood unpr";
tected on rooftops during hour 3“‘:
hour of raids was uncle or fgthel;hz
me. Neither the girls driving
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ambulances nor the people dragged
out from the ruins to ride in them
Wwere any kin of mine, and this coun-
try was not my country.

All T was there for was to see
the show; record as much of it as
the censors would allow, and speak
it out across the airwaves to other

€ricans listening even more im-
tpersonally at home. And in between
he more difficult and dangerous
fvarts of gathering material there
coi:e Plenty of drinks with other
menﬁondent;, lavish entertain-
B Tom this nation that wanted
€ more than the help of ours,
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and there was plenty of gay com-
pany among the gay, half-hysterical
girls who were caught up in the
spirit of “eat, drink and be merry,
for tomorrow we die."” That was a
pretty tempting set-up for a man
who, like the rest of a roving, root-
less profession, learns to take his
fun where he finds it, following no
rules except these two: Try not to
let anyone get hurt, and don't get
into entanglements. In a few years
of knocking around the world, the
last one had become almost second
nature to me. i
So that's how things stood, till

He let her cry and held her
close, smoothing her hair,
murmuring little words, But
still he didn't know what had
so stirred him, making this
moment, torn from war's

desolation, so very beautiful

She did not seem to see me.
Her eyes were huge and
staring with a blank look
of terror. | spoke to her
softly between the crashes.

the night it happened.

1 had been in the studio for hours,
waiting around for midnight which
means seven o'clock at home. I had
dined early with a man in the office
of the Secretary for Home Defense
and like other people who have to
be any place at any special time I
had crossed the city before dark,
The Germans were sending down
some pretty heavy stuff by the time
1 got to the neighborhood and I de-
cided the studio offered better pro-
tection than I could find under any
table in my flat.

(Continued on page 50)
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the boxwoods there along the

road,” Helen thought. She
turned her car out, away from Hol-
lywood, toward Gil Whitney’s house.
And as always, when she called on
Gil Whitney, or even looked at the
boxwoods that he had brought her
from South Carolina, she began to
think of him more strongly, as
though she were already talking to
him, watching him, listening to
him. She could almost see him-—
the tall, muscular figure, the face
so much more youthful than his

l IOW lovely Trenthony is with

years warranted, the dark hair only
faintly peppered with gray, and the
sensitive, firm mouth, capable of so
many different shades of emotion.

Helen swung the car up beside his
house, and as she stopped she saw
him coming around the corner of the
garage with a rake in his hand. She
laughed a moment, quietly, at the
big straw hat on his head. “A fine
way to spend a sunny Saturday
afternoon!”’ she called.

Gil put down the rake deliber-
ately; made a boyish pantomime of
a slow-moving farmer. “The crops

Gil Whitney, with a face so much more youthful than his
years warranted, dark hair faintly peppered with gray.

won’t wait,” he said. “The seed
sprouts, and it must be harvested.
But all my seeds must be weed
seeds.”

Then they both laughed.

It was always that way between
them. They could laugh together or
play together, or be serious together,
and always, underneath everything
they did, ran that rich, deep current
of closeness and understanding.

That is, it had been that way ever
since Drew Sinclair had finally gone
away—to the sanitarium at Santa
Barbara.

“Come inside, Helen,” Gil said.
“The drapes that you ordered for
the library came out Thursday, and
yesterday they put them up. Come
cast your expert’s eye on them.”

“Yes,” Helen said excitedly. “I
want to see them. I’'m a little dubi-
ous about that red in the daytime.
I'm sure it’ll be fine at night, but in
the sunlight—"

“Dismiss your fears, darling.
They’re just right. I couldn’t have
imagined anything more perfect. In
fact, I-walked in there this morn-
ing. Upand down. Back and forth.
It gives me pleasure to see them.”

They passed through the split
Dutch door that seemed to invite one
in, and Helen almost ran to the
library. She stood in the center of
the room, looking all about her,
carefully wanting to see the shades
and depths of light in every part of
the room. And finally her eyes
lighted on the big painting of Paula
that hung above the mantelpiece.
Her glance left it reluctantly.

“Yes,” she said. “They’re all right.
They do exactly what I wanted them
to do. And the light is very good on
Paula’s portrait, don’t you think?”
Her voice fell a little flat.

“Yes,” Gil said impatiently, and
Helen noticed he didn’t look at the
picture. “But Helen, you're the
loveliest thing in this room or out
of it. I think you must have con-
ceived of this color scheme for your-
self and yourself alone.”

Helen could feel her heart beat a
little faster. “Of course I did, silly!
What woman would ever decorate a
room in colors she couldn’t show
off in!”

They wandered into the living
room, and as they walked side by
side, Helen felt Gil’s hand first under
her arm, and then hesitantly, around
her waist. Again she knew that lit-
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Her love for Drew Sinclair
was dead, but loyalty more
powerful than love kept her
faithful to him, even while
her heart cried its answer

to another man's devotion

tle rippling surge of the heart, and
again she tried to stifle it.

“I like these drapes too, Gil, don’t
you?” she said, and started toward
the window.

“Helen, darling!” The urgency in
his voice made her stop. “Helen!”

She knew then for the first time
the depths of shyness in Gil Whit-
ney, and it made her both proud
and humble to see before herself
this embarrassment in a man ac-
customed to swaying juries with his
eloquence.

“Yes, Gil,’ she said softly, and
put her hand in his.

Suddenly all his love for her, so
long denied and pushed back and
ignored, leaped up into his hand-
some gray eyes. “You must have
known,” he said. *“You must have
known that I’ve loved you for a long
time, and never said it. That I asked
you to help me decorate the house
because I wanted you near me, that
I came to see you because I couldn’t
stay away.”

“I did know, Gil,” she said, “but
I wouldn’t admit it. I couldn’t ad-
mit it. Not with Drew—"

Gil’s face darkened perceptibly.
“Drew Sinclair brought you nothing
but worry and heartbreak,” he said
harshly. “Every time you saw him
it hurt me too, because I knew he
was bad for you.”

“Please, Gil, don’t talk that way.
It’s—it’s all over now. I'm free.
And I love you.”

“Gil’s face went white under the
tan. “Say that again, darling. Just
say I love you.”

“I love you! I love you!” Helen
whispered intensely.

Then they were in each other’s
arms, straining together, trying des-
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It seemed to Gil that no woman but Helen had ever been so
proud and sensitive and lovely. He wanted her for his wife.

perately to make up for the years of
doubt and fear and worry that lay
behind them. “Dearest Helen,” Gil
kept saying over and over.

“Gil,” Helen said at last, seriously.
“Tell me, dear, about—about Paula.
Are you all right now?”

When he spoke Gil’s voice was
thoughtful and sure. “Paula and I
were married thirteen years ago,”
he said slowly. “And three weeks

The daily broadcast serial that has
a million listeners, now told as a

later, before our honeymoon had
ended, she died.”

“I know—" Helen said softly.

“And of course it broke me all up.
It couldn’t have been otherwise, be-
cause I loved Paula very much. But
1 see now that I’ve been cherishing
the memory of those few ecstatic
days, building it up into something
a little finer than it was. For a long
time I thought I’d never love
another woman. Then when you
came along, Helen, I began to sus~
pect it, little by little. And now I
know I was wrong.”

“I'm glad,” Helen said. “I think—
I think I’ve wanted you too for a
long time, Gil, darling. I wanted
your saneness and understanding,
and now, I feel as though I couldn’t
live without you.”

Gil sank happily into the deep
davenport. He stretched out his arms
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toward the sunlight streaming into
the wide-windowed room. “Don’t
wake me up,” he said. ‘“When will
we be married?”

“As soon as we can,” Helen said.

“Sooner,” he insisted. “Much
sooner than that! And let’s tell some
people right away. Let’s go over
and tell Miss Anthony. Let’s tell
everybody!”

“Yes!” Helen breathed. “I want
to, too.” Her fine face grew serious
then, and even in the bright room a
shadow seemed to cross it.

UT, Gil,” she said, “there’s
something we must talk about
first—something we must discuss.”
“Drew Sinclair,” Gil said quickly.
“Yes,” Helen said. “Drew Sinclair.
And please, Gil, try to understand.
Drew and I were almost married
once. We were engaged for two
years, 1nd I can’t forget him easily.”
Gil nodded, his troubled glance
fixed on the green carpet, but he
said nothing.

“I want to go to the sanitarium,
Gil, and see him once more.”

He moved quickly and almost
fiercely, so that Helen, watching
him, knew something close to fright.
“Why in the name of Heaven do
you want to see him again?” he de-
manded. “Drew Sinclair has never
meant anything for you but heart-
break. Why give him another
chance?” ]

“It isn’t another chance, darling,”
Helen insisted. “It’s just that I—I
owe him something. You know I
couldn’t tell him during those last
hectic weeks he was here how I
felt—that I couldn’'t marry him—
that I didn’t—love him any more—"

“I don’'t want you to go see him,
Helen,” Gil said. “I’d give anything
if you didn’t feel you had to.”

“Besides,” Helen said, “I must
know that he’s safe and as happy
there as it’s possible to make him.
I think—I think it’ll make me hap-
pier with you, Gil, to know that he’s
all right, and getting well. And
darling—he has a right to know
about us from me. I want him to
hear it from me, and not read it in
the paper.”

“He’ll never get well,” Gil said
slowly. “He’ll be there all the rest of
his life. Leave him alone, Helen. If
you love me, don’t go!”

“It’s because I love you that I
must go. Please understand.” Helen
cried. “I must go because it’s the
only way for us to be happy.”

Fictlonized from the serlal on
CB8S ot 12:30 P.M., ED.T., spon-
sored by Edna Wallace Hopper.
Photographs posed by Virginia
Clark as Helen, Marvin Mueller
as Gll and Reese Taylor as Drew,
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The next day Helen drove to
Santa Barbara. The drive was long
and lonely. As the miles slipped
slowly behind her, Helen’s thoughts
turned insistently to Drew Sinclair.
Drew! She thought of the first time
she’d seen him—that day four years
ago at Sentinel Studios. How hand-
some and fine he had been! How
quick to understand her costume
ideas, how ready with praise and
chary with criticism. To him, Helen
felt, she owed most of what she had
become as top studio designer in
Hollywood.

And Drew, it was, who suggested
that she start Helen Trent, Inc., the
exclusive little shop, the apple of
her eye, that had helped her weather
the periods of studio lay-offs—given
her a measure of independence from
her salary, and a place and a proj-
ect of her own.

Yes, those had been the happy
days, working for Drew, and know-
ing again the slow flowering of love;
feeling her heart grow lighter,
watching the adoration in Drew’s
eyes become the deep, sure love of
a successful man who had not been
spoiled by success.

Remembering, Helen’s mind
tricked her into a comparison be-
tween then and now. Now her chief
at Monarch Studios was a Mr. An-
derson, who knew nothing about
costumes and admitted it, but fan-
cied himself possessed of a great
insight into the mind and heart of
a woman. He telephoned Helen
every day.

At first ostensibly on business,
but lately he had begun to suggest
meetings away from the studio.
Helen had always refused as dis-
armingly as she could, but Mr.
Anderson’s invitations became
steadily more pressing, and Helen
began to dread the time when she
could no longer refuse. Because Mr.
Anderson had the way and reputa-
tion of a man who would willingly
use his position to force attentions
upon a woman.

Once, Helen would have refused
his offers indignantly, and retreated
to the safety of Helen Trent, Inc.,
but the shop too had fallen into the
doldrums. Some unscrupulous com-
petitors had used every fair and foul
trick to run it down, and now it
barely made its own way. She must
cajole Mr. Anderson and put him
off with diplomacy, because her job
was important to her.

Then the car slipped into the
stretch of road just below Santa
Barbara, and Helen’s thoughts
turned again to Drew—his ardent
courtship, their long engagement,
his niceness, his understanding and
love all around her, protecting her,
making her feel safe and sure and

wanted again. And Drew’s sudden,
vicious attacks of migraine head-
aches that had first driven him to
frenzy and later to the powerful

sedative. Then had come liquor to
counteract the sedative, and Drew
began to break up, under Helen’s
eyes—to become at times a strange,
heartless demon with a passion for
destroying every fine emotion.
Helen had tried to make him stop
work, and take the rest that would
lead in time to his recovery. She
had begged and pleaded and threat-
ened and cajoled. She’d tried every-
thing a resourceful, clever woman
could think of. And each time
Drew’s love of Sentinel Studios, his
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Drew was making idle gestures amongst the papers on
the big desk, picking up and putting down the phone.

driving, burning ambition, had
driven him back to the harness of
work before the cure had had a
chance to set in.

At last she had seen that this
overweening ambition of Drew’s
would always stand between them.
To him it was more valuable than
her, or marriage, or the family they
wanted. Helen came to realize that
happiness for her and Drew in mar-
riage was a lost and lonely dream.
For a time she sustained this dream
stubbornly and drew nourishment
and will from it, but then she saw
the tragedy and hopelessness, and
suddenly her love and emotion had
grown cold. She only wanted to be
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alone, to think, to read, to taik to
friends. And yes, to help Drew
get well again. And perhaps then?—
But she didn’t know. Let happen
what will happen, she had thought.

So it was with a heart filled with
compassion and the great under-
standing of a woman who has faced
much and seen much, but who re-
mained vital and firm and healthy,
that she drove that day to Santa
Barbara.

The hospital grounds were wide
and well kept, the buildings spot-
less and extremely comfortable. Dr.
Spear met Helen at the door and
took her into his office. “I'm glad
you’ve come, Mrs. Trent,” he said.

“Mr. Sinclair has asked for you in
his lucid moments, and I've taken
the liberty of telling him that you
would come today. He’s waiting for
you.”

‘“How is he?” Helen asked anx-
iously. “Does he—are his lucid
moments far apart?”

“Now, now,” Dr. Spear said re-
assuringly. “He’s better. He may
seem worse to you, but at first the
treatment frequently has that effect.
He may not know you, but stay with
him a while, Mrs. Trent, and I think
he’ll become normal.”

“Yes, yes, I will!”

The door of Drew’s pleasant room
swung open. “I'll leave you now,”
the doctor whispered. “Talk to him,
Mrs. Trent, say anything.”

Helen’s heart leaped up into her
throat, and tears stung at the back
of her eyes. Drew had taken the
small writing desk and placed it out
in the center of the room. He sat
behind it, his back to the window.
Helen remembered suddenly that
always his office had been arranged
like this, with the daylight coming
over his left shoulder when he sat
at the desk.

“Drew,” she gasped. ‘“Drew!”

He looked up, and a flash of an-
noyance crossed his dark face, thin
now, and worn by the ravages of
his sick mind, but still forceful and
handsome. “You're late, Miss Turn-
er,”” he said. “I rang ten minutes
ago. I cannot have this delay. When
I ring you are to come immediately.
Drop everything and come. That is
what I pay you for, and it must be
that way. Now—"

“Drew,” Helen said slowly, care-
fully, trying to make each word
penetrate and stick in his mind. “It’s
Helen, Drew! Helen. Try to re-
member.”

“Oh, Miss Anthony,” Drew said.
“I’'m sorry. The light is poor in here.
I thought you were my secretary.
Please sit down.”

“Drew, it’s Helen!”

“Yes, of course. Please sit down,
Miss Anthony. How is Helen? It's
been a long time since I've seen
Helen. Tell me about her.”

“Drew! Don’t you know me?”

“Miss Turner, I wish you'd get
ready to take dictation. I have a
story idea I want to get down while
it’s still fresh. Now please!”

Helen crossed the room to him
and took one of his hands in hers.
It was quick and nervous and hot
in her grasp.

“Yes, of course,” Drew said. “I'd
forgotten the costumes for a mo-
ment. ‘Send for Miss Trent.”

“I'm here!” Helen gasped, fight-
ing to keep back the tears. “I'm
Helen! Oh, Drew dear, don’t you
know me? Please say you know
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toward the sunlight streaming into
the wide-windowed room. “Dor'\’t
wake me up,” he said. “When will
we be married?” .
“As soon as we can,” Helen said.
“Sooner,” he insisted. “Much
sooner than that! AndI}e:‘s tell sovrzs
right away. Let's go 0
g:?iplteell g’liss Anthony. Let’s tell
1
eV‘CE;ye‘;‘!)"':ly}{elen breathed. “I v{am
to, too.” Her fine face grew serious
then, and even in the bright room a
shadow seemed to cross it.

UT, Gil,” she said, “there’s
B something we must talk about
first—something we must discuss.”

“Drew Sinclair,” Gil said quickly.

“Yes,” Helen said. “Drew Sinclair.
And please, Gil, try to understand.
Drew and I were almost married
once. We were engaged for two
years, nd I can’t forget him easily.”

Gil nodded, his troubled glance
fixed on the green carpet, but he
said nothing. .

“I want to go to the sanitarium,
Gil, and see him once more.”

He moved quickly and almost
fiercely, so that Helen, watching
him, knew something close to fright.
“Why in the name of Heaven do
you want to see him again?” he de-
manded. “Drew Sinclair has never
meant anything for you but heart-
break. Why give him another
chance?” .

“It isn’t another chance, darling,”
Helen insisted. “It’s just that I—I
owe him something. You know I
couldn’t tell him during those last
hectic weeks he was here how I
felt—that I couldn’t marry him—
that I didn’t—Ilove him any more—""

“I don’t want you to go see him,
Helen,” Gil said. “I'd give anything
if you didn’t feel you had to.”

“Besides,” Helen said, “I must
know that he's safe and as happy
there as it’s possible to make him.
I think—T think it'll make me hap-
pier with you, Gil, to know that he’s
all right, and getting well. And
darling—he has a right to know
about us from me: I want him to
hear it from me, and not read it in
the paper.”

“He’ll never get well,” Gil said
slowly. “He’ll be there all the rest of
his life. Leave him alone, Helen. If
you love me, don't go!”

“It's because I love you that I
must go. Please understand.” Helen
cried. ‘T must go because it’s the
only way for us to be happy.”

Flctlonized from the serial on
CBS at 12:30 P.M., E.D.T., spon-
sored by Edna Walloce Hopper.
Photogrophs posed by Virglnia
Clark as Helon, Marvin Mueller
as Gll and Reese Taylor as Drew.
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The next day Helen drove to
Santa Barbara. The drive was long
and lonely. As the miles slipped
slowly behind her, Helen's th_ough.ts
turned insistently to Drew Sinclair.
Drew! She thought of the first time
she'd seen him—that day four years
ago at Sentinel Studios, How hand-
some and fine he had been! How
quick to understand her gostume
ideas, how ready with praise and
chary with criticism, To him, Helen
felt, she owed most of What she had
become as top studio designer in
Hollywood.

And Drew, it was, who suggested
that she start Helen Trent, Inc., the
exclusive little shop, the apple of
her eye, that had helped her weather
the periods of studio lay-offs—given
her a measure of independence fro:_n
her salary, and a place and a proj-
ect of her own.

Yes, those had been the happy
days, working for Drew, and know-
ing again the slow flowering o_f love;
feeling her heart grow lighter,
watching the adoration in Drew’s
eyes become the deep, sure love of
a successful man who had not been
spoiled by success.

Remembering, Helen’s mind
tricked her into a comparison be-
tween then and now. Now her chief
at Monarch Studios was a Mr. An-
derson, who knew nothing about
costumes and admitted it, but fan-
cied himself possessed of a great
insight into the mind and heart of
a woman. He telephoned Helen
every day.

At first ostensibly on business,
but lately he had begun to suggest
meetings away from the studio.
Helen had always refused as dis~
armingly as she could, but Mr.
Anderson’s invitations became
steadily more pressing, and Helen
began to dread the time when she
could no longer refuse. Because Mr.
Anderson had the way and reputa-
tion of a man who would willingly
use his position to force attentions
upon a woman.

Once, Helen would have refused
his offers indignantly, and retreated
to the safety of Helen Trent, Inc.,
but the shop too had fallen into the
doldrums. Some unscrupulous com-
petitors had used every fair and foul
trick to run it down, and now it
barely made its own way. She must
cajole Mr. Anderson and put him
oft with diplomacy, because her job

was important to her.

Then the car slipped into the
stretch of road just below Santa
Barbara, and Helen's thoughts
turned again to Drew——his ardent
courtship, their long engagement,
his niceness, his understanding and
love all around her, protecting her,
making her feel safe and sure and

wanted again. And Drew’s sudden,
vicious attacks of migraine head-
aches that had first driven him ©
frenzy and later to the powerful
sedative. Then had come liquor t
counteract the sedative, and Dre¥
began to break up, under Helen's
eyes—to become at times a strang®
heartless demon with a passion for
destroying every fine emotion.
Helen had tried to make him sto?
work, and take the rest that would
lead in time to his recovery. SM
had begged and pleaded and threa”
ened and cajoled. She'd tried every”
thing a resourceful, clever wormé!
could think of. And each M
Drew’s love of Sentinel Studios. hi*
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driven him back to the harness of
work before the cure had had a
chance to set in.

At last she had seen that this
Overweening ambition of Drew’s
woulg a!ways stand between them.
;I]‘o him it was more valuable than
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alone, to think, to read, to tatk to
friends. And yes, to help Drew
get well again. And perhaps then?—
But she didn’t know. Let happen
what will happen, she had thought.

So it was with a heart filled with
compassion and the great under-
standing of a woman who has faced
much and seen much, but who re-
mained vital and firm and healthy,
that she drove that day to Santa
Barbara.

The hospital grounds were wide
and well kept, the buildings spot-
less and extremely comfortable. Dr.
Spear met Helen at the door and
took her into his office. ‘I'm glad
you've come, Mrs. Trent,” he said.

“Mr, Sinclair has asked i

his lucid moments, and §?\‘;eyt°aukelg

::le liberty of telling him that you

yoo:}'d come today. He's waiting for

. “How is he?” Helen ask -
lously.  “Does he—are hiesd launc}i(d
mc‘:‘ln\;ents far apart?”

OW, now,” Dr. Spear saj -
assuringly, “He’s bettl;r. ;:l;drr::y
seem worse to you, but at first the
treatment frequently has that effect.
H.e may not know you, but stay with
him a while, Mrs. Trent, and I think
he’ll become normal.”

“Yes, yes, I will!”

The door of Drew’s pleasan
Swung open, “I'll leage you tnr:z'?

the doctor whispered. “Talk to hin\
Mrs. Trent, say anything.” |

Helen’s heart leaped up into her
throat, and tears stung at the back
of her eyes. Drew had taken the
small writing desk and placed it out
in the center of the room. He sat
behind it, his back to the window.
Helen remembered suddenly that
a.lwaysA his office had been arranged
like t:!s,lv;ith the daylight coming
over his left shoulder it
o when he sat

“Drew,” she gasped. “Drew!"”

He looked up, and a flash of an-
noyance crossed his dark face, thin
now, and worn by the ravages of
his sick mind, but still forceful and
handsome. “You're late, Miss Turn-
er,” he said. “I rang ten minutes
ago. I cannot have this delay. When
I ring you are to come immediately.
Drop everything and come. That is
what I pay you for, and it must be
that way. Now—"

"Drew,” Helen said slowly, care-
fully, trying to make each word
penetrate and stick in his mind. “It’s
Helen, Drew! Helen. Try to re-
member."”

“Oh, Miss Anthony,” Drew said.
“I'm sorry. The light is poor in here.

I thought you were my secretary.
Please sit down.”

“Drew, it's Helen!”

“Yes, of course. Please sit down,
Miss Anthony. How is Helen? It's
been a long time since I've seen
Helen. Tell me about her.”

“Drew! Don’t you know me?”

“Miss Tumer, 1 wish you’d get
ready to take dictation. I have a
story idea I want to get down while
it’s still fresh. Now please!”

Helen crossed the room to him
and took one of his hands in hers.

It was quick and nervous and hot
in her grasp.

“Yes, of course,” Drew said. “I'd
forgotten the costumes for a mo-
ment. Send for Miss Trent.”

“I'm here!” Helen gasped, fight-
ing to keep back the tears. “I'm

Helen! Oh, Drew dear, don’t you
know me? Please say you know
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me. Look at me! Feel my hand!
I'm flesh and blood! Don’t you re-
member? We were engaged to be
married. I was—I was your fiancée!”

Drew’s head slumped forward de-
jectedly to his breast. His hand
slipped away from Helen’s and fell
to the desk. The breath heaved
into his lungs, and when he spoke
the words came out as though they
were forced up from a great depth.
“I’m ruined,” he said. Helen had to
bend forward to hear. “They’ve all
gone. Rats from a ship. I’'m sink-
ing. Sure I'm sinking. Any man has
a right to sink. Helen! Now there
was a woman! She wouldn’t desert
a man when he’s down and out. Not
Helen! Oh, no. Where is Helen?
Miss Turner, get Mrs. Trent on the
’phone.”

“Drew, Drew!” Helen was weep-
ing now, openly, the tears stream-
ing down her face. “I'm here. I'm
Helen. Look at me.” She pressed
his hand convulsively.

“It’s funny,” Drew said. ‘I was
generous when I had it. Now I'm
broke, nobody knows me anymore.
I used to see movies like that, but
I never thought they were true. No,
I never thought it. They just fade
away. All of them. Like the flowers
in the fall. But not Helen.”

ELEN stood up and turned her
back. She went to the window,

but through her tears she saw noth-
ing of the lovely afternoon. She
pressed her forehead against the
hard wood of the frame, pressed it
harder, until the pressure brought
pain, and she could feel the dull
ache above the ache in her heart.
Behind her Drew kept up the sense-
less, ceaseless monologue, pretend-
ing and believing that he was still an
executive with power and ability
and dignity. Dignity! Yes, that was
what she missed in him. The dig-
nity of a person who knows his
ability, and respects it, and uses it!
Again Helen sat with him. She
talked to him, and mentioned her
name over and over. Each time
Drew addressed her by a different
name, and plunged again into the
vague obscurity of his mind. Once
the doctor looked in. Helen went

understand!

quietly to the door and asked that
they be left alone a while longer.

Drew sat back and dictated long
letters to her. He gave her instruc-
tions about budgets and pictures
under production, and ideas for new
ones. Not once did a gleam of recog-
nition come into his eyes.

Then at the end, after she had
struggled and fought against the
sickness in his mind until her body
ached with hopelessness, she began
to see that Gil Whitney was right.
Drew would never get well! For the
first time she accepted the fact with
all its implications. She saw that
the best intentions and the highest
devotion could do nothing against
this sickness of Drew’s soul. Gil
Whitney’s calm, sane, ordered mind,
beside Drew’s hot, feverish, discon-
nected jumble, assumed in Helen’s
mind the rare delights of a safe
haven. She must leave, she must
get away! She must have air to
breathe in; room to think, and
It will be better, she
told herself. I can’t help Drew—
and now—now I love Gil. Gil! So
safe. So sure. So understanding.

“Drew,” she said. “Please, Listen
to me and try to understand. I
must leave now, and I want you to
know that you’ll always have every
bit of blessing I can give you—"

Drew bit his lip, and a giant hand
of good seemed to pass over his
face. One moment he was strained,
nervous, the wide forehead tor-
tured into lines of difficult concen-
tration. The next moment his face
cleared, became younger, firmer,
surer.

“Helen,” he said. “I knew you'd
come. I’ve been expecting you. Let
me take your coat. Oh, it’s so good
to see you, darling!”

He got up and led Helen to a
chair. Then he took her in his arms,
holding her close, until Helen felt
again the clean, hard strength of his
body and the firmness of his arms
around her. He kissed her avidly.

To Helen it was a profound shock.
The real Drew—the one she knew—
had been hidden in the innermost
recesses of a sick mind, and now had
emerged into the world again so
suddenly that Helen sat immobile,

speechless, confused, not able for
a moment to grasp the situation.
“Say something, darling,” he said.
“Drew!” she gasped. It was all
she could say.

E made her sit down on the small

couch, and sat close beside
her. “Helen,” he said. “I've almost
prayed that you’d come this week.
I’'ve been wanting to tell you for a
long time how much it means to
me that you've promised to wait
for me—"’

“But_—”

“Now wait,” he said. “Wait until
I finish. You know how it is, you
must know. I was what they call a
big shot, just a little while ago, and
then I had more friends than I
could use. Now I have nothing to
give away—no jobs, no big salaries,
no contracts, no careers in the
movies. And now I have no friends.
Only you. And that belief of yours,
that determination you have to see
me get well is the one hope I have.
Don’t you see?”’

“Yes, Drew, I see,” Helen mur-
mured. How could she tell him
now that she and Gil were in love
and wanted to marry? Mo it was
impossible. She would leave now
and write him a long letter—a let-
ter to be given to him only when
he was in full command of himself.

It was difficult to tear herself
away. Helen thought it was the
hardest thing she had ever done.

And driving back alone in the
car, down the smaooth, winding
roads, the hum of the engine, and
the rush of the wind made a fitting
background for Helen's insistent
thoughts. How could she ever deny
Drew that one scrap of comfort he
still possessed? To tell him now that
she was going to marry Gil Whitney
would be like snatching a line from
a drowning man. Helen tried. She
made up phrases to use in the letter

she would write to Drew. She tried .

to shape and guide the conversation
they might have. Her hands gripped
tighter on the steering wheel until
the dull pain of drawn muscles
penetrated to her mind. She was
just entering Los Angeles.
(Continued on page 63)
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Ireene Wicker, the Singing
Lady, is heard five times
a week in her own program
on NBC-Blue, at 5:00 P.M.,
E.D.T., and in Deadline
Dramas, on Sundays at 10:30
P.M., ED.T., on the NBC-Red.

They found their love in gypsy songs, in symphonies, in yellow roses,
in flickering firelight, and so they were married. But the romance
of lovely Ireene Wicker and Victor Hammer wasn't really that simple

doorway pulling on her pale

suede gloves.

“Mr. Victor Hammer is coming
this afternoon,” she told her secre-
tary, “to give you material for the
program I’m going to do about a
little Russian prince. It’s the Ham-
mer family, you know, who brought
over all those Russian treasures
we’ve been reading so much about.”
She paused, smiled. ‘“Better have

IREENE WICKER stood in the

your nose powdered! I hear Mr.
Victor’s very charming!”
She was off then . . . To tell her

cook about dinner. To say good-bye
to her son, Charlie, growing up so
fast and so intelligently he brought
a silly lump to her throat. To hold
Nancy, younger and vulnerable, in
her arms for an extra minute or two.

- When she returned it was late

AUGUST, 1941

afternoon but her secretary was
waiting. “Everything you heard is
true,” she declared. “Everything!”

The affairs of the day had
crowded the Hammer visit from

Ireene's mind. She looked puzzled.

“Everything you heard about Mr.
Hammer,” her secretary explained.
“And it’s easy to see you haven’t
met him! You won’t forget him

The lovely home Victor is going
to build for Ireene in New York's
beautiful Westchester County.
i
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when you do!”

Idle words, they seemed, but they
were a prophesy.

The program about the little Rus-
sian prince met with great success.
The studio staff gathered aroun
Ireene with praise and enthusiasm.

“Miss Wicker...” A man from the
publicity department made his waj
toward her. “Mr. Victor Hammer
is here. He has asked to meet you.

“Splendid!” Ireene said. “I can
thank him for all the help he gave
me.”

They liked each other immedi-
ately, Ireene and Victor. And the
following evening he dined with
Ireene and her husband and sang
for them—gypsy songs he'd learned
in Russia, accompanied by his guitar.

It was very pleasant. But when
Ireene and (Continued on page 76)
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sz 7 ditée

Begin in vivid story form the radio drama of a doctor's marriage—

Ann so lovely, hating this suspicion that was strangling her love,

'Jerry so bewildered between his wife and Veronica, no man's wife

J ERRY MALONE felt himself
growing tense with irritation. He
looked at Ann, sitting beside him,
her head turned a little away so
that all he could see was the deli-
cate, aloof line of her cheek and
chin. For a moment, it was hard
to remember that she was his wife.
She seemed—different, somehow, a
person he hardly knew and didn’t
understand at all.

Until now, they’d always talked
things over, frankly and fully, and
he’d been upheld by the knowledge
of her approval. It wasn’t fair of
her to act this way when, after all,
if he did go in with Dunham, it
would be more for her sake than
for his own, more because he
wanted her to have all the things she
deserved than for any other reason.

And this apartment—! A tiny
living room so close to the street
that trucks and cars seemed to run
right through it, a tinier bedroom
on a court, and a completely insig-
nificant bathroom and kitchen. Bun
had to sleep in the living room, on
the slightly moth-eaten sofa they’d
bought in a second-hand store on
Greenwich Avenue. He kept his
clothes partly in the hall closet and
partly in the bedroom chest of
drawers. It wasn’t good for a grow-
ing boy not to have a room of his
own.

You couldn’t blame a man, Jerry
thought, if he wanted to seize an
opportunity to make enough money
so he could afford a really comfort-
able place to live, and good clothes
for his wife.

Yet Ann appeared to blame him.

“And there’s the baby on its way,”
he said defensively. “If I took up
Dunham’s proposition, we could
bring Penny on from Belmore, to
help you.”
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“Yes,” Ann said, but not as if she
were really assenting to Jerry's
statement. She might have pointed
out, but didn’t, that they had come
to New York in the firsi place be-
cause Jerry wanted to do research
and clinical work; not to get him a
partnership in the exclusive Dun-
ham Sanitarium.

Franklin Hospital, that gloomy
castle of medicine on the East Side,
had offered Jerry his chance at re-
search, but it hadn’t offered much of
anything else, either financially or
for the future. That hadn’t mat-
tered, at the time. It wouldn’t mat-
ter now, if Jerry hadn’t happened to
operate on Mrs. Jessie Hughes.

Mrs. Hughes was old and rich and
autocratic and more than a little
peculiar in her ways. It was typical
of her that although she could have
afforded the fees of a luxurious hos-
pital she came to the Franklin for
her operation. She liked Jerry be-
cause he paid no attention to her
tantrums and ended up by making
her well again. She wanted to do
something for him, and since he
wouldn’t let her loan him the money
to set himself up in practice, she
had introduced him to her friend
Dr. Dunham, who ran a private hos-
pital and was looking for a partner.
Perhaps, Jerry guessed uneasily, she
had offered to invest some money in
Dunham’s hospital. But at any rate,
Dunham had offered Jerry the part-
nership.

ek
?3
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The Dunham Sanitarium was a
misleadingly modest brownstone
building in the East Seventies. It
didn’t even look like a hospital.
But Jerry had seen its books, and
he had gasped at the names of some
of its patients, and at all the fees
those patients had paid. Social
Register, Hollywood, and Broadway
all came there to have their ills,
both real and fancied, pampered
away. Jerry disapproved of the sort
of medicine the Dunham Sanitarium
symbolized—but at the same time,
amazingly, he liked Dunham and
respected his sincerity.

There was a way to compromise,
to have a decent life for yourself
and still serve medicine humbly and
honestly. Dunham cynically ac-
cepted thousands of dollars from
overfed dowagers whose only real
illness was boredom; but, Jerry
knew, he also spent hours every day
at a clinic, giving his very consid-
erable skill for a payment of pre-
cisely nothing. The one made it
possible for him to do the other, and
still provide for himself and his
wife the comforts of gracious living.

And so it could be done, without
loss of self-respect or integrity.

But—

He had pointed all this out to
Ann, and still she was not con-
vinced. She wouldn’t say anything
against it; she simply withheld her
enthusiasm and let him create for
himself all the arguments she might
have advanced: that he was letting
himself be seduced by money, that
he would be bored to death with un-
important illnesses, that—in a word
—this wasn’t good enough for him.

Jerry sighed, and said rather
curtly, “Well, anyway, we won’t
decide anything until after tonight.
I think you’ll like Dunham when
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You couldn't blame a man,
Jerry thought, if he wanted
to seize an opportunity to
make enough money to pro-
vide comfortably for his wife.
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you get to know him better.”

“Jerry,” Ann said earefully, “I
think maybe you’d better go to Dr.
Dunham’s alone. It’s—nice of him
to ask us both to dinner, but I don’t
feel very well and—and I'd just
rather not, that’s all.”

H, Lord!” Jerry groaned—and

a second later was ashamed
of his impatience. A doctor, at least,
ought to know enough to be patient
with a wife who was going to have
a baby. When you came right down
to it, that simple physiological fact
was probably at the root of Ann’s
whole attitude just now. She was
bound to be whimsical and—and
strange. And probably she was be-
ginning—quite without justification
—to be sensitive about her ap-
pearance.

“All right, dear,” he said gently.
“If you'd rather not. I'll call Dun-
ham now and beg off for you.”

He went into the bedroom to
telephone and dress, and Ann bowed
her head suddenly. She was right,
then. Jerry didn’t really want her
to go to Dunham’s dinner-party
with him. He’d be ashamed of her,
there beside the brittle, professional
beauty of Mrs. Dunham. She didn’t
want to go, actually—but she did
wish Jerry had begged her to.

When Jerry had left the apart-
ment, looking unbelievably clean
and man-about-townish in his tux
that was five years old, she went into
the kitchen and fixed supper for
herself and Bun, who had come in
from sehool some time before and
now was exploring this New York
that was still so new to him. Bun
was fifteen, growing so fast he
seemed to add inches overnight.
Jerry had adopted him, unofficially,
back in Belmore, before he and Ann
were married. Ann had wondered
what married life would be like
with an adolescent son already pro-
vided. Now she eouldn’t eonceive of
an existence without him. The baby,
when it came, surely couldn’t be
much more her own child than Bun.

Thinking of the baby, she smiled,
and felt much happier, She was
able to see Jerry’s side of the Sani-
tarium proposal. It was perfectly
natural for a man—a man who was
soon to be a father—to look for
financial sccurity. Jerry had proved,
many times, that as far as he was
concerned a single eluttered room
was ample living quarters; but he
wanted to give her things—her and
the baby.

The trouble was that she had no
logical arguments against going in
with Dunham. If Jerry wanted it,
that was his business. He could still
do elinical work, as Dunham did—
not so much of it, perhaps, but
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some. Outwardly, it would be a
good move, an opportunity most
young doctors prayed for.

She only knew he should refuse
it. She didn’t know why. Her knowl-
edge went beyond reason. It simply
would not be good for him to be-
come Dr. Dunham’s partner. It
wouldn’t be good for him, and it
wouldn’t be good for their happi-
ness together. Her instinct, and
nothing more, told her this.

She was still awake, lying in bed
and trying to read, when Jerry re-
turned soon after midnight. But
the hours of being alone, after Bun
went to bed, had done something to
her. She still knew Jerry should
not accept Dunham'’s offer, but she
also knew with certainty that he
would. This being so, she must ac-
cept his decision, not worry him
with her disapproval.

He bent over and kissed her.
“Have a nice time?” she asked
lightly.

“Fine.” He took off his jacket and
vest, tossed them on a chair, and
began to piek at the studs of his
eollar.. Her love for him made her
sensitive to the excitement that ran
like a strong current underneath his
casualness., “I—I practically told
Dunham I'd go in with him.”

Ann nodded, smiling.

“You know,” he said seriously,
“I really like Dunham. He isn'’t
just a society doctor; he knows
medieine and he’s a human being,
not a stuffed shirt.”

“Yes, darling. I like him -too.”
And that, she realized, was true
enough. Unfortunately, it wasn’t
the point. Liking Dunham still
didn’t mean that Jerry should be-
come his partner.

Jerry sat down on the edge of the
bed, taking her hand. “I missed you
tonight, honey. You should have
come.”

His sincerity warmed her, and she
felt the eonstraint of their conversa-
tion that afternoon ebbing away.
“I guess it was silly of me not to,”
she admitted. “I just—felt scared.
It seemed too much of an effort . . .
meeting all those new people . . .”

“But it wasn't a big party. Just
Dunham and his wife and her sis-
ter—She’s niee, the sister,” he said.
“Friendly, and witty. Her name’s
Mrs. Farrell,”

“Wasn’t her husband there?”

“Oh—she’s a divorcee, I think,”
Jerry said as he got up to finish
undressing.

Ann was to wonder, afterward,
why this first mention of Veronica
Farrell had not pierced her heart
like a barbed arrow.

Nowhere in the world exeept
New York, it seemed to Ann, could
you surround a simple change

of residence with so many com-
plexities. Several visits to second-
hand stores to discuss the sale of the
furniture they had so recently
bought, conferences with moving
men, decisions as to what to take
and what to get rid of—

For it seemed that Veronica Far-
rell was going South in a month or
so, and wanted to sublet them her
own apartment on Park Avenue.

Jerry and Ann went up one eve-
ning to see the apartment. Five
rooms, two baths, a maid in black
and starehy white, furniture which
spoke exclusive little shops along
Madison Avenue and Mrs.
Farrell.

She was nice, Ann thought, just
as Jerry had said. She was slim and
dark, and so perfectly dressed in a
simple black gown that you didn’t
realize how very much the dress
had cc . She showed them the
apartment in an absent-minded
way, as if it were something that
didn’t belong to her, and when Ann
breathed embarrassedly, ‘“But it's
so lovely! I'm sure we couldn’t af-
ford it!” she laughed and said, “I'm
so anxious to get people I know and
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like in here I’'m almost willing to
pay you, instead of the other way
around.”

However, when they finally de-
cided to take it, the monthly rental
was a sum that made Ann gasp.

Jerry took it very calmly. She
couldn’t know that inwardly he was
gasping too. But Dunham had men-
tioned an income that seemed just
as exorbitant, and everyone obvi-
ously expected him to move into a
home suitable to his position as as-
sistant director of Dunham Sani-
tarium, so— And it would be nice
for Ann, once she got used to it.

On the way home, Ann said, “I
like Mrs. Farrell. She’s so .
beautiful.”

“Mmm,” Jerry said absently. The
bus jolted over a cobbled street.
“We’ll have to buy a little car,”
Jerry said.

Ann turned in the worn wicker
seat of the bus—turned toward
Jerry, urgently. “Darling—I know
I'm being silly, asking this. But I—
need reassurance, I guess. You won’t
let everything that’s happening
make any difference, will you?”

“Difference?” Jerry’s clear blue

Jerry's face fell. "It won't
be fun without you." But Ann
insisted, "Please go alone. |
really don't feel well enough.”

eyes were a little puzzled, a little
amused.

“I mean—difference in the way
you feel about me. No, I don’t mean
quite that, either. In the way you
feel about yourself, maybe, and
about your work. You won’t let it
change you in any way, not the
smallest little bit?”

“I might buy a new suit,” Jerry

said,” laughing; and although she .

laughed too, she was disappointed
kecause she knew he did not under-
stand what she had tried to say. Or,
possibly, he did not wish to under-
stand.

Penny was sent for the week be-
fore they moved and arrived, chirp-
ing with excitement, in Grand Cen-
tral Station. Penny was really Mrs.
Hettie Penny, but most people had
forgotten that. She had been Jerry’s
housekeeper before he and Ann
were married. Tiny, bright-eyed
and gray-haired, she was fanati-
cally loyal to Jerry and Ann, her
two “children,” and obviously con-
sidered their romance and marriage
something she had thought up and
created all by herself.

Once Ann would have _plunged

eagerly into the job of moving and
getting settled in a new place. Now
she felt languid, listless and watched
Penny bustling around—knowing
she should help and yet unwilling
to lift a finger. Penny calmed her
halfhearted protests: “Now, Ann,
you just rest. Land, I know how it
is when you're going to have a baby
—you feel’s if you’re no good to
anybody.”

That was precisely the way to ex-
press it, Ann thought. No good to
anybody. She fought against self-
pity, but in spite of herself it crept
in to color her reactions to every-
thing. There was the night, soon
after they’d moved, when Jerry
came home to announce that they’'d
both been invited to a week-end
party on Long Island, at the estate
of a Mrs. Smythe, who had recently
left the Sanitarium.

“I almost fell over when she in-
vited me,” Jerry confessed. “She
wanted Dunham and his wife to
come too, but he’s going to Detroit
and can’t . . . I'm not much on this
society stuff, but maybe we’ll have
fun?”

“Jerry! You didn’t accept?”

“Well,” he said, “I did try to
crawl out of it, but Dunham hinted
one of us ought to be there—sort
of keep up the sanitarium’s con-
tacts.”

Ann made a gesture of distaste.
They were in the bedroom; Ann, in
a negligee, was lying on the chaise
longue. Penny, pampering Ann to
her heart’s content, had insisted that
she’d serve their dinner in here.

“Well,” Jerry said doubtfully, “I
could make some kind of an excuse.
I mean—we don’t have to go.”

Oddly, it didn’t occur to either of
them that they had been through all
this before, on the night of Dun-
ham's dinner-party.

“You go alone, Jerry. That’s the
best plan.”

Jerry’s face fell. “Aw, Ann—that
wouldn’t be any fun. I don’t want to
go if you don’t. Come on—you’ll
enjoy it.”

“Even if I felt well—and I don’t
—1I don’t think I'd enjoy that kind
of a party. I wou