10

;

A

MACFADDEN

PUBLICATION

MARCH

0

JANET LOGAN

as

KAY FAIRCHILD
in "Stepmother"
See page 24

r

a

Lk

Io MAN WANTED

ME -Yet I Found Romance!

The Vivid Radio Drama of a Lonely Girl

AVEN ON EARTH

- COMPLETE WORDS and MUSIC of the NEW SONG HIT
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EXTRA
MILDNESS

EXTRA

EXTRA

FLAVOR

COOLNESS

AND ANOTHER BIG ADVANTAGE FOR YOU IN

CAMELS

the smoke of slower- burning Camels contains

LESS NICOTINE
than the average of the 4 other of the largest -selling
cigarettes tested _less than any of them-according
to independent scientific tests of the smoke itself

-»
WHEN all is said and done,
the thing in smoking is the
smoke!

Your taste tells you that the smoke
of slower- burning Camels gives
you extra mildness, extra coolness,
extra flavor.
Now Science tells you another important -and welcome -fact about
Camel's slower burning.
Less nicotine -in the smoke! 28',c
less nicotine than the average of
the other brands tested -in the
smoke! Less than any of them -in
the smoke! And it's the smoke that
reaches you.
Try Camels... the slower- burning
cigarette... the cigarette with more

By burning 25%

slower

mildness, more coolness, more flavor, and less nicotine in the smoke!
And more smoking, too -as explained beneath package at right.

"SMOKING OUT" THE FACTS about nicotine. Experts, chem-

ists analyze the smoke of 5 of the largest -selling brands...
find that the smoke of slower- burning Camels contains less
nicotine than any of the other brands tested.

alma

than the average of the 4
other of the largest-selling
brands tested- slower than
any of them- Camels also
give you a smoking pins
equal, on the average, to

5

EXTRA SMOKES
PER PACK!

R J. Reynolds Tobacco Company. Winston -Salem, North Carolina
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if you're not a Queen of Beauty...
Charm!
has
Smile
your
FUN...lf
LIFE'S
Even

Help keep your smile sparkling
with Ipana and Massage
have
great beauty
Dadmiredhappiness
-to win husband-to
your friends?
to be a

oYOU

find

be

..

"A LOVELY SMILE IS YOUR MOST
IMPORTANT BEAUTY ASSET!"
say well -known beauty editors of
23 out of 24 leading magazines

In a recent poll made among the beauty
editors of 24 leading magazines all but one
of these beauty experts agreed that a lovely
smile is a woman's most precious asset.They
went on to say that "Even a plain girl has
charm and personality if she keeps her
smile bright, attractive and sparkling."
MARCH, 1941
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No! Decidedly no! Charm counts as
much as great beauty. And even the plainest girl with a sparkling smile can give
cards and spades to a beauty whose smile
is shadowed.
Your smile is You! Its a priceless asset!
And you should keep it right. Remember- your gums as well as your teeth need
daily care -for bright, 'sparkling smiles
depend upon healthy gums.
Keep your smile at its sparkling best...
guard against "pink tooth brush "... with
the help of the modern dental health

routine of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.
If you see "pink" on your tooth brush
see your dentist. You may or may not be in
for trouble. He may tell you your gums are
weak and sensitive because today's soft
foods have robbed them of work. Like
thousands of dentists today, he may suggest "the healthful stimulation of Ipana
Tooth Paste and massage."

-

Get (pane Today!
For Ipana not only cleans teeth thoroughly
but, with massage, it is specially designed
to aid the gums to healthier firmness.
So get Ipana today. Each time you brush
your teeth, massage a little extra Ipana
onto your gums. Help keep your gums
firmer, your teeth brighter and your smile
the charming beauty asset it should be.

IPANA TOOTH PASTE
1
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at our expense!

can have that suave, smooth,
flowing figure... that slimmer
silhouette! Stand before a mirror in an

YOU

ordinary foundation ... then notice the
uncontrolled waist and hips. Now slip
into your THYNMOLD and see for yourself
how the ugly bumps and bulging waist
and hips are instantly slimmed out.
Not only will your figure appear more slender, but you'll actually be able to wear smaller
size dresses...even in the exacting new styles!
After wearing aThynmold for 10 days, make
the Mirror Test again...if it doesn't do everything you expect...it will cost you nothing!

MADE OF FAMOUS PERFOLASTIC RUBBER
Thynmold is made of pure Para rubber, interlined and perforated for comfort. The unique
combination of Girdle and separate Brassiere

gives support and freedom impossible in the

usual one -piece foundations. Laced back

permits adjustment for change in size.
We want you to be thrilled with
ONLY
your new Thynmold! That's why
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ON THE COVER-Janet Logan by Sol Wechsler
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we make it easy for you to test

$1
DOWN

Thynmold for 10 days at our expense! SEND NO MONEY -but
write today for complete information telling how you can get your
Thynmold for only $1 down.

DIRECT PRODUCTS CO., INC.
Dept. 183, 358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Send illustrated folder, sample of perforated material and details of Trial Offer and $1.00 down plan.
Name
Address
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If she can't take a tip she'll surely lose her job

First Prize

..

.

AND STILL ANOTHER QUIZI

We have had all kinds of amusing
and constructive contests over the
air -spelling, history, quizzes of numerous kinds -but why not one featuring good manners and deportment?
In my social work among the
underprivileged, who in most cases
live in communities with few library
facilities, I've noted these families
usually have a tiny, cheap radio, plus
an avid desire to learn for themselves
and their children, those niceties of
human conduct that make for a more
harmonious and cheerful living. In
many cases if these people knew what
to do in seeking work, they could
secure the employment that means
so much to them; and in knowing
what not to do, they would keep the
employment -employment that may
mean the difference between security
and insecurity.
Ruth J. Butner,
Indianapolis, Ind.

Second Prize

..

p
-10-103-

A SURE CURE

I have found a cure for missing
programs due to forgetfulness of the

hour.
Each morning I check over the list
of programs for that day. When I
decide which programs I wish to hear,
I set the alarm clock for the first
program of the day and reset the
alarm after I hear each program.
This way I never miss a program
which I am truly anxious to hear.
This is especially helpful for contesters who wish to hear the rules and
announcements of prize contests.
Miss Mary Sale,
Oklahoma City, Okla.
(Continued on page 84)
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Why risk offending? Use Mum every day.
Be sure underarms are always fresh!

N
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More women use Mum than an y other
deodorant because:

couldn't believe her eyes! Yet
there, plain as day, was the note that
told what her fellow workers thought.
Carelessness of this sort ... the merest
hint of underarm odor... can pull you
down so quickly! That's why smart girls
make a daily habit of Mum.
For Mum makes your daintiness sure.
Just smooth it on and you're safe from
underarm odor for a full day or evening.
Never forget Mum for a single day, for
even daily baths can't prevent risk of offending. Underarms always need Mum's
sure protection.
ANCY

MUM IS SPEEDY! Thirty seconds is all it

takes to apply a touch of Mum.
MUM IS SUREI Without attempting to
stop perspiration, Mum prevents underarm odor all day long.

Can't irritate your skin...
can't harm clothes. Mum has the seal of
approval of the American Institute of
Laundering. Get a jar of Mum at your
druggist's today. Use it every day... be
sure you're always sweet.
MUM IS SAFE!

SMART GIRLS MAKE A HABIT OF MUM!
FO HERSELF:

Iiiaffew/r/
YOUR LETTERS OF OPINION WIN

--PRIZES--First Prize
Second Prize
Five Prizes of

I

$

.

COUNTS

MIN

STEPPING OUT AGAIN
WITH HARRY! FM GETTING

1

DRESS FOR THE

OFFICE, AND MUM

TAKES ONLY

A RUSH... SINCE

I LEARNED
ABOUT MUM

,

30 SECONDS!
..,!:.

$10.00
$ 5.00

MUM

1.00

Address your lei-fer to the Editor,
RADIO MIRROR, 122 East 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y., and moil it
not later thon February 25, 1941. All
submissions become the property of
this magazine.
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For Sanitary Napkins
More and more women who
wane no worries about daintiness are using Mum for
this important purpose. And
Mum is so gentle, so safe.

MUM
TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION
3

Bernarr Macfadden
(right), Rodio Mirror's publisher, is a
guest on Walter

White's program.

NOBODY'S CHILDREN
ICAN tell you now the poignant
The editor tells the touch- DECENTLY I watched a rehearsal
and broadcast by a truly restory of how a complete half hour
radio program was kept on the ing story of a program that markable woman, Hedda Hopper.
In her appearance, her conduct
air for thirteen weeks through one
rather famous listener's impulsive was kept on the air by a fa- and her success she is distinctly worthy of reporting. Miss Hopper
and sentimental gesture.
The story begins on a Sunday in mous star's impulsive gesture has been credited with a good fifty
years of living, yet she looked to me
July a year and a half ago, with the
not over forty. She is also credited
first broadcast over the Mutual network of a half hour program called Nobody's Children. with having a sharp, humorously biting tongue. She
Its studio setting was unique, for it broadcast from the has. She wears hats she is proud of and which, judgreception room of the Children's Home Society of ing by the one I saw, win men's praise in spite of
California, dramatizing the stories of the orphans at their fantastic shapes.
Her broadcasts are conducted with a complete
the Society. Movie guest stars interested in the program appeared without payment, making brief talks. absence of formality. An hour before program time,
The program ran over a year, always with the hope Hedda sits down at a small workmanlike table with
that a sponsor would take the broadcasts. None did a microphone in front of her, her hat on, a pencil in
and so, on a Sunday this past fall, Walter White, who her fingers, a cigarette burning in a glass ash tray, and
conceived the program and directed all its broadcasts, begins reading her movie news for first rehearsal.
announced to listeners that the program would have At a floor microphone a few feet away, actors assemble
to end. It could not afford to be continued, he ex- to play their roles in the life stories of famous screen
plained, without sponsorship to absorb the costs of personalities, an important broadcast feature.
broadcasting the program.
Then, fifteen minutes before air time, all the feeling
A few days later, Walter White had a check for of good nature with which the studio has been filled
eighteen hundred dollars- enough to keep the program abruptly disappears. The network censors have just
on the air several more weeks without sponsorship. sent in Hedda's news minus several pet stories.
The check was from Hedy Lamarr.
"What ?" she screams while the program director
Grateful, he respected a request that the gift remain stands beside her waiting for the storm to subside.
anonymous, but somehow, news of it reached Louella "Why don't they throw the whole program off the
Parsons and was published in her column.
air? Tell me-what's so libelous about saying that
That is why I am able to write this story at all. I Charles Boyer wears a toupee ?"
Ten .minutes later she is hurriedly reading over the
don't know whether the program will continue longer
on the air, now that the additional weeks have passed. revised, and cut, script, still muttering to herself.
Five minutes later, with an air of great calm and
I hope it will, because as Walter White wrote me,
"The purpose of our program is to acquaint listeners good cheer, Miss Hopper is bringing her listeners the
with the problems of the homeless and under -priv- latest in the world of Hollywood glamour.
At the broadcast's end, she joins her friends who
ileged child, also to stimulate interest in the older
children, to the end that they will be given such have waited for her in the sponsor's booth and rushes
essentials as a home, foster parents, and affection, out, shouting goodbyes and hurling pleasant insults to
understanding and opportunity."
the staff in the control room-ready to continue her
He also wrote, "Miss Lamarr gave in the spirit that dizzy round of parties, luncheons, previews, dinners,
most gifts from the heart are made, in all sincerity, balls, night clubs and-on occasion -sleep.
and even dated the check she sent me with her little
adopted boy's own adoption date."
FRED R. SAMMIS
4
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COLD... watch your

Look out for a

THROAT

!í le ne flail!

g me
A careless sneeze, or an explosive cough,

can shoot troublesome germs in your
direction at mile -a- minute speed. In
case they invade the tissues of your
throat, you may be in for throat irritaworse.
tion, a cold

-or

If you have been thus exposed, better
gargle with Listerine Antiseptic at your
earliest opportunity. Listerine kills millions of the germs on mouth and throat
surfaces known as "secondary invaders"
... often helps render them powerless to
invade the tissue and aggravate infection. Used early and often, Listerine
may head off a cold, or reduce the
severity of one already started.
Amazing Germ Reductions in Tests

Tests have shown germ reductions
ranging to 96.7% on mouth and throat
surfaces fifteen minutes after a Listerine
Antiseptic gargle. Even one hour after,
MARCn, 1941

reductions up to 80% in the number of
surface germs associated with colds
and sore throat were noted.
That is why, we believe, Listerine
Antiseptic in the last nine years has
built up such an impressive test record
against colds
why thousands of
people gargle with it at the first hint
of a cold or simple sore throat.

...

Du Pont

'lucite"

shoots

light around curve

Fewer and Milder Colds in Tests

These tests showed that those who
gargled with Listerine Antiseptic twice
a day had fewer colds, milder colds, and
colds of shorter duration than those
who did not gargle. And fewer sore
throats, also.
So remember, if you have been exposed to others suffering from colds,
if you feel a cold coming on, gargle
Listerine Antiseptic- quick!
LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO., St. Louis, M0.

75G LISTERINE
THROAT LIGHT

75G LISTERINE
ANTISEPTIC

$1.50 Value
DEPRESSES TONGUE -LIGHTS UP THROAT

Offor good .,.t,v

1,..o,.s.n.wc.! U. s. A.
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don't just "wonder about
new ideas. They try them out themselves .. .
For instance, take Tampax- monthly sanitary
protection that does away with pin- and -belt
problems and maintains a perfect silhouette
in any costume . . .
Tampax was invented by a doctor, to be worn
internally. Made of pure surgical cotton, Tampax
absorbs gently and naturally, permitting no
odor to form; therefore no deodorants are
needed. No bulging, no chafing, no visible
edge -lines. The wearer does not feel Tampax
while it is in place. It is so compact there are
no disposal problems.
Tampax comes hygienically sealed in individual one -time-use, applicators, so neat and ingenious your hands never touch the Tampax
at all! And a month's supply will go in an
ordinary purse. Now in
three sizes: Regular, Super
andJunior. Atdrugstores
and notion counters. Introductory size, 20¢.
Economy package of 40
gives you a real bargain.
STYLE LEADERS

Accepted for Advertising by
the journal of the American
Medical Association.

Brian McDonald, master of ceremonies of WJAS's Amateur Hour,
and some of the twins who made its annual twin party a hit.

THAT'S a pleasant custom the
sponsors of the Screen Actors
Guild program have. At the end
of each broadcast the feminine guest
stars come to the footlights and are
handed huge bouquets of flowers
by page -boys. No other radio show
does this, but that's no reason they

shouldn't.

s

Name
Address
City

State
6

a

It's wedding bells for Paul Baron,
orchestra leader on Luncheon at the
Waldorf, and Wynell Russell, pretty
New York girl.
a

a

s

The first fur necklace ever seen in
the NBC Chicago radio studios-or
probably anywhere else, for that matter- showed up around the shapely
throat of Loretta Poynton (she's Pearl
Davis in the Kitty Keene serial) . It's
made of mink, shaped into bells with
gold clappers, and strung on a gold
chain.
a

MWG -31 -A
TAMPAX INCORPORATED
New Brunswick, N. J.
Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial package
of Tampax. I enclose 100 (stamps or silver) to cover cost
of mailing. Size is checked below.
( ) RSGULAH
( ) Simla
( ) ju noa

s

s

*

George Fisher, the Mutual net -work's Hollywood gossip columnist,
was married last month to Nica
Doret, a dancer, in an elopement to
Las Vegas, Nevada. It's a second
marriage for both of them.
a

s

a

They're saying that Skinnay Ennis
may take over permanent leadership
of Hal Kemp's band, following the
tragic death of Hal in an automobile
accident. Skinnay, who used to be
a member of the band, flew from Los
Angeles to San Francisco to lead it
in its scheduled opening there the

night after the accident, while Hal
was still living. The next day, after
his death, the band cancelled its appearance. Skinnay leads the orchestra on Bob Hope's program, and he
might incorporate the membership
of the Kemp band into his own group
or try to assume leadership of both.
s

a

s

PITTSBURGH, PA.- Almost as
firmly- founded a Pittsburgh institution as the smoking stacks of its
factories is the Wilkens Amateur
Hour which is heard every Sunday
afternoon over station WJAS. And
high point of the Amateur Hour's
year is a truly unique annual broad cast-an amateur show in which all
the performers are twins.
The Wilkens company has presented its Amateur Hour every Sunday for the past six years, without
interruption except by the 1936 flood
and two World Series. More than
3000 contestants have been introduced
on the air, and $15,000 has been paid
out in awards, in addition to trophies.
Many people who got their start on
the WJAS amateur show have become
professional entertainers, some reaching the big networks. The Wilkens
Company (it's a Pittsburgh jewelry
firm) helps these budding entertainers by operating an artist's service which books them for jobs without charging any fees or commissions.
Heard regularly on the Amateur
Hour are its master of ceremonies,

handsome Brian McDonald, an-

nouncer Jack Logan, "Tiny" Ellen
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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Charity broadcasts are always all star -here Edward Arnold, Bette
Davis, Jimmie Newill and Connie
Boswell are aiding the Red Cross.

Sutton, 250 -pound songstress, and
Harry Walton, who plays accompaniments for the contestants on the
piano.
Brian and the others on the program work for weeks every year before the annual twin show, rounding
up talented sets of twins between the
ages of 5 and 18 to compete. Auditions
are held, and the best pairs are used
on the air, while the others are guests
of the broadcast. Triplets aren't forgotten, either-they are brought to
the broadcast as guests of honor. And
what with all the twins and triplets
and people who want to watch the
show, Moose Temple Hall, where the
broadcasts are held, is always filled
to overflowing.

Here's something I can't understand: why, after hearing Gracie
Fields, the English comedienne, sing

"The Biggest Aspidistra in the
World" on Christmas Day's broadcast tribute to England, doesn't some
smart sponsor hire her? Or, at least,
why doesn't she do more guest starring spots? (Or maybe sponsors

just listen to their own programs.)
s
The war brought tragedy into the
life of Cissie Loftus, the famous actress you hear in the title role of Meet
Miss Julia, when she learned that her
mother had died in London. Cissie
had tried to bring her mother to

America, but the 84- year -old lady refused to leave her home. near London's Croydon Airport. Not long
after, Cissie received the report of
her death
brief note which did not
say whether the death was due to
natural causes or resulted from a
Nazi bombing.

-a

"Like every Bride I wanted
a Lovelier Skin -and Camay
helped me to have one"
-Says Mrs. James
Camay's

L.

Macwithey

greater mildness is a help to Every Woman

-even to many with Dry and Delicate Skin.

a great new improvement
has made Camay milder than
six of the leading large - selling
beauty soaps, as we proved by actual tests. Skin specialists we asked
say that regular cleansing with a
fine, mild toilet soap will help your
skin to look lovelier. So why not
let Camay's milder cleansing help
you in your search for greater skin
loveliness!
Now

J4

ryf
`

His bride in his arms, Mr. Macwithey
finds her blonde hair and creamy skin an
exquisite picture. After the reception
they left for a honeymoon at Sea Island,
Georgia, with Camay in her luggage.
MARCH, 1941
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Mr. and Mrs. James L. Macwithey were married at Christ
Episcopal Church, East Orange, N. J. Mrs. Macwithey says
about Camay, "Camay is so mild. It is just wonderful for
delicate skin like mine. I really feel that my continued use
of Camay helps my skin to look smoother and lovelier."

The Soap of Beautiful Women
7

GIRLS ! LOOK AT YOUR

CHAPPED HANDS

/
\

fr'

Beulah Brown, dusky comedienne
on the NBC Show Boat program, has
received nineteen proposals of marriage since the broadcast first went
on the air-all of them by mail. What
the writers don't know, apparently, is
that Beulah, though not married, is
never likely to be. She exists only as
the voice of comedian Marlin Hurt.
»

*

It's a wonder more people in radio
don't have nervous breakdowns. Soon
after the networks stopped broadcasting music controlled by the American Society of Composers, Authors
and Publishers, the producer of one
program wanted a Spanish -American
number for his girl soloist to sing.
He picked one from the catalogue
of a Firm which was not affiliated

with the ASCAP group and which
therefore could have its music put
on the air. But there was a hitch.
The Spanish lyrics only could be sung
on the air. The English lyrics had
been written by a member of ASCAP
and were therefore unavailable to
the networks. If the producer had
used them on the air he would have
been sued for infringement of copyright by the man who wrote them
who happened to be the producer's
own brother!

-

*

CHARLOTTE, N. C. -The handicap
of being born on a Friday the Thirteenth hasn't ever seemed to bother

Notice the irritation
and tiny cracks and cuts
you never knew were there.

SEE

WHY MEDICATED NOXZEMA IS

SO WONDERFUL FOR CHAPPED

HANDS

Chapped hands are really CUT hands -a
combination of skin irritation, like chafing,
coupled with tiny cracks, particularly in the
knuckles. That's why thousands of people today are switching to Noxzema Cream for real
relief. Because Noxzema contains medication
to soothe and help promote quicker ealing of
red, irritated, chapped hands -help restore them
to their normal soft, white, smooth loveliness.
Nurses in hospitals were the first to discover
how wonderful Noxzema is for chapped hands.
Surveys indicate that scores of physicians and
dentists who must wash hands frequently yet
must keep them in good condition, use this
medicated cream regularly.

Jane Bartlett, petite feminine star
of WBT, Charlotte. She has a charm
and loveliness that attracts many
friends; her voice brings entertainment and happiness to millions of
radio listeners; and she can draw
from a piano the kind of music most
of us would give years of our lives
to create.
With all her talent, Jane is one of
the most unassuming people you've
ever met. The program directors for
her eight weekly shows on WBTthree sponsored and five sustaining-

Mildred Baker is commentator,
script writer and home economist of Salt Lake City's KDYL.
say that she's so easy to work with
because she demands nothing from
other people, and everything from
herself.
In Tampa, Florida, where Jane was
a child, she was something of a
prodigy. When she was three years
old she could play the piano by ear,
and began taking lessons then and
there. At the age of ten she added
the violin to her studies, and mastered
it with such speed that she was invited to join the Tampa Symphony
Orchestra, where she was the only
child member of an adult orchestra
in the whole United States.
Her family moved to Atlanta when
Jane was fifteen, and she continued
broadening her musical education,
winning a couple of scholarships, giving concerts throughout the South,
and appearing in theaters. From Atlanta she went to New York City

Joan Bennett receives a bouquet from the sponsors and a
handshake from Jimmie Cagney on the Screen Guild show.

Make this simple test
Try it yourself, this way! Put Noxzema on one
hand before retiring. Feel how the smarting
and soreness are soothed away. In the morning, compare your two
hands. See how Noxzema has helped heal

the tiny cuts and

cracks. If you don't say
your "Noxzema hand"
looks softer, smoother,
whiter -your money
will be refunded! Get
Noxzema at your druggist's today while the
special trial offer is on!
A LIMITED TIME
ONLY you can get the
FOR

generous 250 jar of Noxzema for only 19e! Try it
today!
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her vocal chords to cover a couple
of choruses of "When My Baby
Smiles at Me," but was so unhappy
over the result that she quit radio.
For a season or so she toured with
an opera company, and then returned
to Salt Lake City. At that time there
was a resident theatrical troupe in
town, and Mildred got a job playing
ingenue roles and kept it for four
seasons, appearing with Gladys
George, Victor Jory and Donald
Woods, who were all in the company.
But radio was growing up. The station changed hands and moved, and
an oportunity came along for Mildred to be "Nancy Allen," home
economist, on a sponsored program.
"Nancy" went off the air after a
while, but last year the same company revived her on the same station.
A year and a half ago Mildred
joined the continuity staff at KDYL,
glad of a chance to settle down after
having free- lanced both as writer
and commentator. Since then she has
added both the "Nancy Allen" and
"Patricia Page" shows to her duties.
Mildred is married, and the mother
of Betty Ann, a particularly talented
'teen -age youngster who is as interested in music and art as Mildred
herself. The greatest fun for all three
Bakers, though, is to go camping together. Mr. Baker does the cooking
and Mildred is the family's champion trout fisherman. Next summer,
though, she hopes that perhaps the
whole family can go to Hawaii, where
her father was born.

and more scholarships, one at the
famous Eastman School of Music.
While she studied in New York she
played her own accompaniments and
sang popular songs over Rochester's
station WHAM.
In 1934 she moved to Charlotte,
auditioned for WBT, and was immediately put on the staff, and just as
quickly sponsored. Today she's one
of the oldest people, in point of service, at the station.
Jane's home life is simple, with
swimming, tennis and bridge her
favorite diversions. She isn't married, and lives with her family.
*

s

*

-

Diminutive
Mildred Baker emphatically doesn't
believe that you have to be a man to
get ahead in radio. At station KDYL
she holds down three jobs, all of them
important: she's "Nancy Allen," home
economist, on a baking concern's
sponsored program, "Patricia Page,"
feminine commentator on events of
the day, and one of KDYL's crack
continuity writers.
Mildred first went on the air over
KDYL when the call- letters of the
station were known only to those
listeners who possessed crystal sets
with ear phones. She was a singer
then, playing her own accompaniment
and performing in a tiny burlap -lined
room, called a studio out of politeness only, on the roof of a Salt Lake
City hotel. Her announcer was also
the station's technician and program
director. He thought Mildred should
sing jazz as well as classical numbers; Mildred knew she couldn't. He
was firm in his insistence that she
try, and she was firm in her refusal
but at last he won out. She stretched
SALT LAKE CITY

*

-

*

*

Did you get a Christmas card apparently from your favorite movie
star? A good many people along
Radio Row did, and were puzzled im-

til they learned the cards were from
Colonel Stoopnagle. He sent out a
lot of them, all from different stars.
Just a typical Stoopnagle joke.
*

*

*

Our listening -in scout reports that
there's a young actress broadcasting
over local stations in New York who
ought to be heard on the networks,
she's that good. Her name is Constance Moss, and the tip is free to
sponsors.
*

"Evelyn" is the name of a Spitfire
plane now in the service of Great
Britain. The pursuit plane was named
by its pilot, a Canadian flier, for Evelyn Lynne, songstress on the NBC
Breakfast Club and Club Matinee
programs.
s

t
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Fred Allen will probably shoot me
on sight for this, but here's how you
can see him, in person, if you live
in New York or ever come there for
a visit. Go to the Somerset Hotel, a
not very impressive theatrical hotel
in the Times Square district, and hang
around its barbershop. At least once
a week, and sometimes oftener, Fred
goes there for a haircut, shave and
manicure. He always has the same
barber and manicurist, and wouldn't
think of going anywhere else. Look
to Fred's loyalty for the explanation.
The Somerset used to be his unofficial
headquarters when he was an obscure
vaudeville performer, and he loves
the place. Out -of -work actors in
New York know how frequently he
visits it nowadays, and several of
them are always around when he
arrives, ready to count on Fred's well known generosity for a handout.
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ICAN still see Mr. Keen's startled
look. It must have been the first
time in his whole career that
anyone had come to him and announced, beforehand, she intended
to run away. I couldn't blame him
for thinking I was crazy.
Perhaps I was crazy, a little
from loneliness, from the fear of
being an old maid, from thinking
about my plain face and unbecoming clothes and desperately point-

-

less life.
I was twenty -eight years old. For
six years I had taught in a New
York public school. And it looked
very much as if I would go on
teaching there, forever -or until I
was like some of the older teachers,
embittered and weary and sour.
I lived in a dark, littered apartment with my mother, my sister,
Annette, and George, Annette's
husband. For a long time George
hadn't had a job, and I paid the
rent, as well as all the other ex-

penses..
Don't think I minded that. I'm
not selfish. But the longer I went
on supporting three other people,
the more they all expected me to
support them. Long ago, George
had stopped looking for a job. He'd
refused several, because they were
too small and trifling for a man of
his abilities, he said. Annette
thought he was the most wonderful
person' in the world, naturally, and
couldn't see why I didn't think so
too. As for Mother -well, Mother
was sweet, and meant well, but she
hated arguments and always urged
me to be nice to George and Annette -which meant letting them
have their own way at no matter
what sacrifice to myself.
In the mornings I'd get up in the
room I shared with Mother, and I'd
catch a glimpse of myself in the
mirror
never had time for more
than a glimpse, but that was
enough. The plain, shabby dark
suit, the thick glasses I wore because I used my eyes so much, the
sallow skin, my hair done up in the
quickest and easiest and therefore
most unbecoming way possible
everything about myself and everything about my life told me I was
a failure as a woman. I was nothing but a machine, and if that machine had emotions and desires of
its own, it was obviously not supposed to express them.
But one morning at the breakfast table, I lost my temper. George
had just calmly started eating the
last piece of toast, which meant that
I'd have to go into the kitchen to
make some more. If I did that, I'd
be late to school, it I didn't I'd go
hungry. And of course I was never
late to school.
.

-I

-
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Annette wanted some money, and
Mother was complaining that she
didn't feel well and would have to
go to a doctor. Mother collected
visits to the doctor like other people collect stamps, and I knew it.
The last straw came when I said
I wouldn't be home that night for
dinner. A sly grin came to George's
pasty face and he said, "Our little

MR.

KEEN,

-is

school teacher has a date
that
it? Come on, Irene, confess."
"A young man?" Mother asked
eagerly.
"Why don't you bring him
around, Irene ?" Annette said lazily,
managing to convey to me her conviction (which I shared) that no
man would even look twice at me.
"Let us have a look at him." And
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"I'm glad you've decided not to wear
those goggles all the time," he said.
"They loom up so big, nobody can see
how pretty you really are behind them."
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look. It must have been the first
time in his whole career that
anyone had come to him and an-
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nounced, beforehand, she intended
to run away. I couldn't blame him
for thinking I was crazy.
Perhaps I was crazy, a little
from loneliness, from the fear of
being an old maid, from thinking
about my plain face and unbecoming clothes and desperately pointless life.
I was twenty -eight years old. For
six years I had taught in a New
York public school. And it looked
very much as if I would go on
teaching there, forever -or until I
was like some of the older teachers,
embittered and weary and sour.
I lived in a dark, littered apartment with my mother, my sister,
Annette, and George, Annette's
husband. For a long time George
hadn't had a job, and I paid the
rent, as well as all the other expenses.
Don't think I minded that. I'm
not selfish. But the longer I went
on supporting three other people,
the more they all expected me to'
support them. Long ago, George
had stopped looking for a job. He'd
refused several, because they were
too small and trifling for a man of
his abilities, he said. Annette
thought he was the most wonderful
person' in the world, naturally, and
couldn't see why I didn't think so
too. As for Mother-well, Mother
was sweet, and meant well, but she
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hated arguments and always urged
me to be nice to George and Ann ette-which meant letting them
have their own way at no matter
what sacrifice to myself.
In the mornings I'd get up in the
room I shared with Mother, and I'd
catch a glimpse of myself in the
mirror
never had time for more
than a glimpse, but that was
enough. The plain, shabby dark
suit, the thick glasses I wore because I used my eyes so much, the
sallow skin, my hair done up in the
quickest and easiest and therefore
most unbecoming way possible
everything about myself and everything about my life told me I was
a failure as a woman. I was nothing but a machine, and if that machine had emotions and desires 'of
its own, it was obviously not supposed to express them.
But one morning at the breakfast table, I lost my temper. George
had just calmly started eating the
last piece of toast, which meant that
I'd have to go into the kitchen to
make some more. If I did that, I'd
be late to school, it I didn't I'd go
hungry. And of course I was never
late to school.
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didn't feel well and would have to
go to a doctor. Mother collected
visits to the doctor like other people collect stamps, and I knew it.
The last straw came when I said
I wouldn't be home that night for
dinner. A sly grin came to George's
pasty face and he said, "Our little
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giggled rather unpleasantly.
"It isn't that at all," I said miserably. "Mrs. Pringle, the Principal's wife, has invited me to dinner . . . And I think you're mean
to tease me this way."
she

ISUPPOSE it was foolish to let my
feelings run away with me, but
once I'd started I couldn't stop.
"You know I never go out with
men! I haven't money enough to
dress myself -or any time to meet
them, either!" I cried, fighting back
tears. "Honestly, sometimes I just
get so tired and discouraged I'd like

to...to..."

George chuckled. "To what ?"
"To run away!" I exploded. "Run
away somewhere, and never come
back." I honestly hadn't thought of
running away before-not consciously-but as I spoke the words
I suddenly saw a vision of real
heaven. "Every penny I earn goes
to you," I rushed on, "and you
don't appreciate it. None of you!
You don't like it if I'm not home
every night-and you tease me
about not having any dates with

Listen to Mr. Keen, Tracer of
Lost Persons, every Tuesday,
Wednesday and Thursday night
at 7:15, E.S.T., on NBC-Blue, sponsored by Kolynos Toothpaste.

...

How would you all like it
men
if I did run away ?"
Mother began
"Now, Irene
placatingly, but George interrupted
her.
Waving a contemptuous hand at
me, he said, "You won't! But if
you did, we'd go to Mr. Keen, the
tracer of lost persons. He'd find
you and bring you back, quick
enough!"
And that was why I had to tell
Mr. Keen I was running away.
I went to see him the next day,
after school, without any appointment. It was sheer luck that I
found him in. His plain, efficientlooking secretary showed me into
an office that contained only a desk,
two chairs, a filing cabinet and
Mr. Keen.

-"

"But I've got to do something about my life before it'sbefore it's too late. I've got to, Mr. Keen!" I said desperately.

-

I'd been nervous about coming.
I'd envisioned Mr. Keen as a stern,
gimlet -eyed man who could see
straight into your mind. Instead,
though his eyes were sharp enough,
he was rather small and very
friendly looking, with graying hair
and a smiling mouth. When I told
him why I had come
"But my dear Miss Leslie!" he
said. "My profession is finding people, not helping them run away!"
I tried to explain. I told him
about my fear that life was passing me by, and the way I supported
the whole household, and their lack
of appreciation. I said I hadn't ever
thought about running away until
I mentioned it in the heat of anger,
but that now, the more I thought
about it, it seemed the only solution.
"But . . . your own mother!" he
said. "Your sister!"
"Yes," I admitted, "it sounds terrible. But I've got to do something
about my own life before it' § -before it's too late. I've got to, Mr.
Keen!" I said desperately. "And I
can't think of anything except running away. I can't talk to them
George and Annette will just get
mad, and Mother will cry, and
nothing will really be settled.
Won't you please, please help me,
by not looking for me if they come
to you and ask you to take the

-

-

case ?"

"What makes you think they'd
come to me?" Mr. Keen asked.
"They all know of your work

-

they've read about you in the newspapers-and coming to you would
be the first thing they'd think of.
In fact," I added, remembering
George's sneering remark the
morning before, "my brother -inlaw said he'd have you find .me,
when I threatened to run away. He
said you'd bring me back quick
enough."
I was crying now, hardly aware
of what I was saying. But I felt Mr.
Keen's hand on my shoulder, heard
his voice saying comfortingly,
"Now, Miss Leslie, you're badly
upset. If you'll just go home and
get a good night's rest -then maybe
things won't seem so bad in the
morning."
"They will!" I sobbed. "They'll
be worse."
He led me to the door, still talking kindly but refusing to commit
himself about what he would do
if the family came and asked him to
find me. Yet, somehow, after I'd
left him, I knew he'd do as I had
asked. He was so kind, and at the
same time so shrewd, he'd be bound
to see through them and know that
I was right. I had, even then, the
first inkling of what I learned later
-that Mr. (Continued on page 76)
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Twenty -five years have passed
since Gabriel Heatter fell in love
with Sadie -but there's still a magical youth in their eyes and laughter
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All the things ,ñe
strived

for, Gabriel

Heatter now

}ßd5

'at

home with his" wife
and daughter, Maida.

By ADELE
TWENTY -FIVE years ago a boy
and a girl first looked into
each other's eyes, and in that
instant the whole pattern of their
lives was set. From that first moment, Gabriel and Sadie Heatter
have dared to believe in their love.
Neither has ever held back for fear
of loving more than the other and
being let down. And always it's
been right that it should be like
this. There's never been anyone
else for either of them.
He was a young reporter on a
Brooklyn newspaper, and she, a
school teacher, was a friend of his
sister's. Not a very intimate friend.
In fact, up to that moment when
the two girls met on a shopping trip
in New York, they hadn't seen
each other since childhood. It was
MARCH, 1941
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the merest chance that Sadie Her malin, the following Saturday, went
to the Heatter flat to visit her old
acquaintance, and have a little
longer chat than had been possible
in the crowded store.
It was Gabriel who opened the
door at her ring. "I'm Sadie Her malin," she said, and she was suddenly and strangely shy. "I've come
to see your sister."
He stepped back to let her in. But
his eyes never left her. And her
eyes never left him.
Sadie had brought her sewing,
and the two girls settled themselves
Gabriel Heatter broadcasts Thursday and
Saturday nights over Mutual, sponsored
by Liberty; also Wednesday and Friday
on MBS. and Tuesdays on We The People.

in the living room, where their
tongues flew as fast as their shiny
needles. It was 1915, and they
talked of D. W. Griffith, who was
directing a motion picture called
"The Birth of a Nation." They suspected that President Wilson was
going to marry the wealthy, widowed Edith Bolling Galt. They
hoped the United States would keep
out of the war in Europe. Stockings,
they agreed, were sure to be more
expensive, because with skirts going higher the silk part of stockings
would have to go more than halfway up the leg.
Gabriel came to the doorway.
Somehow, Sadie had known he
would.
"I thought you'd gone long ago,"
his sister (Continued on page 53)
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Could she ever prove that when she offered him her
love she was not merely paying a debt?

The gripping

confession of a girl singer who thought life wasn't

worth living and a man who showed her that it was

IWENT to the window and looked out. It seemed
very far down to the street. Far enough for what I
wanted, anyway.
It was late at night, and the stretch of asphalt in
both directions was deserted. Directly below me was
a street lamp; a few bugs battered themselves against
its white globe, but otherwise there was no movement
anywhere. Down at the end of the street, where it
opened into the Boulevard, a car whizzed past, and
then there was silence again.
My room was hot and close. Everything in it-the
worn, cheap chairs, the imitation -oak table and the
hideous blue runner on top of it, the rumpled in -a-door
bed where I had been lying since seven o'clock, my few
dresses hanging limply in the shallow closet-everything seemed to be waiting, silently, resenting my

-

presence.
Across the street there was a dingy scrap of park
palm trees standing arid guard over the bare ground
from which they had sucked all the life so that grass
wouldn't grow, a waist -high hedge surrounding the
whole thing. On a few benches scattered here and
there I could make out the dim forms of sleeping men.
Human derelicts -but no more derelict, I thought, than
L They were fools, hanging on to something that was
no use to them -their lives. I wouldn't be such a fool.
This was Hollywood. This drab, silent side street
and that ugly little park, they were Hollywood just as
much as were the studios and the night clubs, the
drive -in restaurants and the neon- lighted boulevards.
For too many people, they were the real Hollywood.
I wouldn't be sorry to leave them.
I climbed out of the window. There was a narrow
ledge just below it, and for a moment I clung there.
That was a mistake. Sheer physical terror swept over
me. It wasn't the thought of death, but of falling,
crashing. My legs would not move to jump. I shut
my eyes and relaxed my hold on the window frame.
I felt myself topple out into space. I was falling. My
eyes flew open and I saw the pavement rushing up to
meet me. I think I screamed.
A dark shadow flashed beneath me. And then,
miraculously, I struck not the pavement but something
else- something that grunted and seized me and fell
with me to the ground and then let me go.
I was quite unharmed, though the world was whirling in front of my eyes and I couldn't catch my breath.
There was a roaring in my ears. It didn't seem possible
that I was still alive; I couldn't adjust my mind to the
realization that death had been snatched away so suddenly, so unbelievably.
Slowly the earth steadied. A man was beside me,
getting to his feet and leaning over me.
"That was a fool trick." His voice seemed to come
from far away, but it sounded grim and disgusted.
I opened my mouth, but no words came. Vaguely
I heard excited voices and saw lights beginning to come
on in windows.
"Come on," he said, taking my arm and starting to
14

pull me to'my feet. "We don't want everybody in the
block corning down here to see what happened. I'll
help you to your room."
I was shaking violently, unable to stop, and still too
weak to do anything. of my own will, but he half -led,
half- carried me to the deserted entrance of my apartment house and into the self- service elevator. "Third
floor. Right ?" he asked, a finger hovering over the
control- board.
I nodded. The old elevator lumbered upwards and
stopped; he swung the door open and led me down
the hall. In front of my door I gestured weakly. A
neighboring door opened and a frightened face peered
out.

"She's all right," the man who had saved my life
snapped. Then he pushed open my door and we went
in. I sank down on the sofa.
"Feeling better ?" he asked.
I nodded, dumbly, and he sat down beside me. He
was young, I saw-young and broad -shouldered and
shabbily dressed. He smiled, and little lines of good
humor crinkled around his blue eyes -astonishingly
clear and direct eyes, set wide apart above a straight
nose and a large mouth.
"What- happened ?" I asked after a long time.
"I was sleeping -or trying to-on a bench in the
park across the way. I saw you getting ready to . .
takeoff
so I jumped up and an and got there just
in time to catch you." He shrugged. "I used to play
football in college. It wasn't so different from receiving a forward pass. You were a little heavier, that's
all."
"Oh," I said. I knew I should thank him, or say something more to him, but I was still confused. I couldn't
believe that I was alive.
"What'd you do it for ?" he asked suddenly, and
then colored slightly. "I'm sorry. None of my business,
I suppose."
"That's all right," I said slowly. "I was discouraged.
I'm a singer. 1 ran away from home to come out here
to Hollywood. I've been here a year, living from hand

...

.

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

"I'm not Tying!" I said
desperately. "I've never
loved any man before."
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IWENT to the window and looked out. It seemed
very far down to the street. Far enough for what I
wanted, anyway.
It was late at night, and the stretch of asphalt in

both directions was deserted. Directly below me was
a street lamp: a few bugs battered themselves against
its white globe, but otherwise there was no movement
anywhere. Down at the end of the street, where it
opened into the Boulevard, a car whizzed past, and
then there was silence again.
My room was hot and close. Everything in it -the
worn, cheap chairs, the imitation-oak table and the
hideous blue runner on top of it, the rumpled in -a -door
bed where I had been lying since seven o'clock, my few
dresses hanging limply in the shallow closet-every thing seemed to be waiting, silently, resenting my
presence.
Across the street there was a dingy scrap of park
palm trees standing arid guard over the bare ground
from which they had sucked all the life so that grass
wouldn't grow, a waist -high hedge surrounding the
whole thing. On a few benches scattered here and
there I could make out the dim forms of sleeping men.
Human derelicts -but no more derelict, I thought, than
I. They were fools, hanging on to something that was
no use to them-their lives. I wouldn't be such a fool.
This was Hollywood. This drab, silent side street
and that ugly little park, they were Hollywood just as
much as were the studios and the night clubs, the
drive -in restaurants and the neon -lighted boulevards.
For too many people, they were the real Hollywood.
I wouldn't be sorry to leave them.
I climbed out of the window. There was a narrow
ledge just below it, and for a moment I clung there.
That was a mistake. Sheer physical terror swept over
me. It wasn't the thought of death, but of falling,
crashing. My legs would not move to jump. I Shut
my eyes and relaxed my hold on the window frame.
I felt
myself topple out into space. I was falling. My
eyes flew open and I saw the pavement rushing up to
meet me. I think I screamed.
A dark shadow flashed beneath me. And then,
miraculously, I struck not the pavement but something
else- something that grunted and seized me and fell
with me to the ground and then let me go.
I was quite unharmed, though the world was whirl ing in front of my eyes and I couldn't catch my breath.
There was a roaring in my ears. It didn't seem possible
that I was still alive; I couldn't adjust my mind to the
realization that death had been snatched away so sud-
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denly, so unbelievably.
Slowly the earth steadied. A man was beside me,
getting to his feet and leaning over me.
"That was a fool trick." His voice seemed to come
from far away, but it sounded grim and disgusted.
1 opened my mouth, but
no words came. Vaguely
I heard excited voices and saw lights beginning to come
on in windows.
"Come on," he said, taking my arm and starting to
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pull me to my feet. "We don't want everybody In the
block coming down here to see what happened. I'll
help you to your room."
I was shaking violently, unable to stop, and still too
weak to do anything of my own will, but he half -led,
half- carried me to the deserted entrance of my apartment house and into the self- service elevator. "Third
floor. Right ?" he asked, a finger hovering over the
control- board.
I nodded. The old elevator lumbered upwards and
stopped; he swung the door open and led me down
the hall. In front of my door I gestured weakly. A
neighboring door opened and a frightened face peered
out.
"She's all right," the man who had saved my life
snapped. Then he pushed open my door and we went
in. I sank down on the sofa.
"Feeling better ?" he asked.
I nodded, dumbly, and he sat down beside me. He
was young, I saw -young and broad -shouldered and
shabbily dressed. He smiled, and little lines of good
humor crinkled around his blue eyes-astonishingly
clear and direct eyes, set wide apart above a straight
nose and a large mouth.
"What- happened ?" I asked after a long time.
"I was sleeping-or trying to-on a bench in the
park across the way. I saw you getting ready to
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so I jumped up and ran and got there just
in time to catch you." He shrugged. "I used to play
football in college. It wasn't so different from receiving a forward pass. You were a little heavier, that's
.

...

all."

"Oh," I said. I knew I should thank him, or say something more to him, but I was still confused. I couldn't
believe that I was alive.
"What'd you do it for ?" he asked suddenly, and
then colored slightly. "I'm sorry. None of my business,
I suppose."
"That's all right," I said slowly. "I was discouraged.
I'm a singer. I ran away from home to come out here
to Hollywood. I've been here a year, living from hand
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stopped.

I

knew there was no use trying to explain what had

made me try to kill myself.

I

just couldn't put

to mouth. Last week it looked as
if I was going to get a break, singing on a radio program. My agent
said I was all set for the job, but
today-yesterday, I guess it is now

-everything fell through. Another
girl got it.
"Um -hmm," he nodded as my
voice trailed off. "That happens
quite a lot, I understand. So ?"
I felt as if I were talking in a
dream. Everything had an air of
unreality. I no longer wanted to
die. I just wanted to rest. "I didn't
see any sense in going on-struggling and hoping," I said. "I'm a
failure, and I know it. Why keep
on kidding myself ?"
YOU'RE a failure," he said. "You
must be all of twenty years old
-and you're a failure!"
"I'm twenty- three," I said. "And
I don't think failure has anything
to do with how old you are. Any way-it wasn't so much being a
failure. I
just got so tired of

-I
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it into

words.

living the way I was -one day after
another-all of them just . just
days. I had ten dollars left when
the chance at that radio job came
along. I spent most of it for some
decent stockings and a hat-and
now it's all gone. I spent the last
of it on a hamburger before I came
home."
I stopped. I knew there was no
use trying to explain what had
made me try to kill myself. I
couldn't put into words the dreadful, dragging sensation of weariness, the soul- sickness, the conviction that nothing was any good,
would ever be any good.
"Funny you should be in radio,"
he was saying cheerfully. "That's
my line, too. I'm a radio engineer.
At least, that's what I studied to be
when I was in college. Right now,
I'd swap my college degree for a
chance to wash dishes." He glanced
around the room, and his eye lit
on a half -open package of cigarettes lying on the table. "Hey!"
.

.

he said. "You're not broke. You
still have some cigarettes. Can I
have one ?"
I stared at him. Then I began to
laugh, and once having started, I
couldn't stop. Merriment shook
me like a terrier shaking a glove.
It seemed so irresistibly comic that
this man, who had saved my life,
should be asking for a cigarette! But
I knew that any moment the laughter would change to equally stormy
tears.
He stopped me. He slapped my
face.
With tears stinging my eyelids,
but laughing no longer, I put my
hand to my cheek, touching the
place where it burned. He moved
uncomfortably in his corner of the
sofa. "Sorry," he muttered. "You
needed it."
The silence lengthened, became
something that throbbed between
us with the pulse of the blood in
my cheek.
"You are right," I said humbly,
at last. "You must think I'm an
awful fool. Being out of a job
doesn't seem to have made you want
to commit suicide."
Something was happening to me.
I had never paid much attention
to men. All my life I had had only
ambition to drive me-ambition to
be a singer, to be famous -and it
had taken the place of the daydreams most girls weave about the
men they will some day meet and
love and marry. I had never been
in love, I had never even imagined
myself to be in love. Most of all, I
had never wanted to be in love. But
now, rubbing my cheek, I still felt
the sharp impact of his hand, and I
felt his gentler touch as he had
helped me into the apartment. I
was watching the play of expression in his face. I was following the
lines of his body as he sat beside
me, seeing its strength and grace.
It wasn't as clear as that in my
head, of course. All I was really
conscious of was a growing interest
in him and a growing desire to
seem, somehow, less unworthy in
his eyes.
"It'd take more than that to make
me commit suicide," he said grimly.
He reached over and helped himself to the cigarettes, lit one and inhaled deeply. "I haven't got much,
but I'm not going to let go of what
I have got.. And you shouldn't
either. Don't give up, not even
Look here."
when you have to
He turned on me abruptly. "You
weren't out on that ledge very long,
were you ?"
"No . . I don't think so."
"Well, you know where the park
is, where I was. And there's a
hedge around it. Would you have

...

,
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said it was possible for me to see
you getting ready to jump -get off
the bench, hurdle that hedge, and
reach the sidewalk under your win dow in time to catch you ?"
"No," I admitted. "I guess I
wouldn't."
"I didn't think it was possible,
either. But I knew if I yelled, you'd
jump all the sooner. And I was
pretty sure your window wasn't
high enough so you'd be killed, and
you'd just be badly injured, which
wouldn't solve any of your problems, whatever they were. Sotried
though it looked impossible
running to catch you. And it
worked. You see ?"
I began uncertainly.
"I don't
Impatiently, he said, "It's what I
mean by not giving up, even when
you have to. Most of the time, the
things that look impossible can be
done. Maybe," and he laughed,
"maybe you and I can even get
jobs!"
"How long have you been out of
work ?" I asked.
"About three months ago I had
two days' work digging trenches on
a movie location. Before that
well, it doesn't matter much. It's
four years since I worked at my
profession."
"You make my troubles seem
very small," I said.
"That was the idea," he admitted.
"But I didn't mean to do it by
making mine seem big." He stood
up "You won't do anything crazy
again, will you ?"
"No." I moistened my lips. I
wanted to say something, and it
wasn't going to be easy. "I can't
thank you enough for what you've
done. You've saved so much more
than my life . . . Some day I want
to be able to repay you."
To my amazement, a frown appeared between his eyes. "Forget
it," he said gruffly.
"But I didn't mean that!" I exclaimed, getting somewhat shakily
to my feet. "I only meant
want
to be able to help you, as much as
you've helped me. Where do you
live -when will I see you again ?"
"I'll drop by sometime," he said
evasively. "As you can see, I haven't
any permanent address," he added
with a wry smile. His hand was on
the doorknob.
"No-wait!" I called. It wasn't
conscious thought that made me do
it-but I went to him and kissed
him on the lips. His eyes widened
in surprise. Then with a quick
movement he opened the door and
was gone.
I leaned against the wall, listening to his footsteps recede down
the hall.
I didn't even know his name.
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The light of dawn was creeping
in at the windows as I undressed.
I threw myself down on the bed and
slept the clock around.
I awoke to what seemed like a
new life. That day, and the days
that followed, it was as if he were
with me all the time. The memories
of his face, his voice, his gestures,

were all so sharp and clear that he
might have been beside me in person. The warmth of his lips was
always on mine. At night, before I
went to sleep, I would hold long
conversations with him, telling him
what had happened to me during
the day-and telling him, too, how
much I loved him.
AND things were happening to
me, too! He had been so right.
I saw it now, and the knowledge
put new vitality into me, into my
body and into my soul as well. Just
as he'd said, there was always the
chance that the impossible would
become possible, if you would only
expend a little more energy than
you'd thought you possessed.
I went to my agent. I had never
liked him much, but once I'd
thought that having an "agent," no
matter what kind, was enough to
insure getting jobs. I knew better
now, and I rather thought my agent
was too lazy to exert himself much
in my behalf. I was no longer satisfied with his shrugs and excuses, his

Every night when I went home,
and every day from my window, I
watched for him. "I'll drop around
some time," he'd said; and strangely, I was sure he would keep his
word. I wanted to be ready for him
-prove that I was as strong and
courageous as he.
When I could, I kept on looking
for a better job, and eventually I
found one, as vocalist with a much
larger, more professional band in a
night club that had been open just
long enough to be popular with the
movie crowd. And there I was the
success I'd dreamed of being. I had
the thrill of seeing dancers turn and
watch me while I sang, and of receiving satisfied little nods and
smiles from my boss, the leader of
the band.
I was able to buy some new
clothes and put some money into
the bank. I could have moved away
from my cheap little furnished
apartment, but I wouldn't do. that.
Once I'd thought it the most dismal
and depressing place to live in the
whole world, but now all its inconveniences and grimy sordidness became beautiful-because this was
where he would come to find me.
It was the link between him and
me, and (Continued on page 81)

often- repeated wail that "Things are
dead." When I left him after that
last interview I knew that I was
on, my own, I'd have to find my job
by myself.

I won't go into detail about the
next month. It would make dull
reading, just as, except for one
thing, it would have made dull living. The reason it was not dull was
that he-that was the only name I
knew him by-was always with me,
encouraging me. For the first time
I actually enjoyed the pursuit of a
job. ,The long hours of waiting in
offices, the occasional interviews,
the hurried tracking-down of rumors that there might be a job
here or a job there
didn't mind
them any longer. Something inside
me, told me they were leading to
a definite goal.
Luckily, I didn't have to worry
too much about money for a while.
There were still three weeks to go
before my rent was due, and I
pawned my watch (I'd always
clung to it, frantically before) for
enough to buy the minimum amount

-I

of food.

Within a week I had a job. Not
much of a job to be sure -singing
with a small band in an obscure
and very unattractive night clubbut I got paid for it.
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her life, her money had
brought only unhappiness to
Patricia Rogers. In an attempt to
start all over again after a broken
love affair with John Knight, the
trustee of her estate, she had
changed her name and gone with
her adopted son, Jack, and two
friends, Alice Ames and Virginia
Hardesty, to work as a reporter on
a Phoenix, Arizona, newspaper.
There she fell in love with Scoop
Curtis, another reporter, who knew
her only as Pat Ryan. On the eve of
their wedding she revealed her true
identity to him, and after the initial
shock of learning that he was engaged to an heiress, he took the
news calmly. But Pat's relief at
having told her secret at last led
her into the mistake of using her
money extravagantly on luxuries
they could not possibly afford on
Scoop's salary, and Scoop, believing
he would be marrying a girl whose
money would be a barrier to their
happiness, left her on the morning
they were to have been married. Pat
tried to hide her heartbreak, and
remained in Phoenix until, one
morning, she learned that Scoop
ALL
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had been badly injured. The news
was brought to Pat by Stormy Wilson, a girl stunt driver in a troupe
which Scoop had joined after leaving Phoenix. It was in an exhibition of stunt driving, Stormy said,
that Scoop had been injured.
Pat rushed to Scoop, to find that
he was paralyzed and had been told
by the doctors that he would never
walk again. She begged him to
marry her, and at first he refused,
but when she insisted, seemed to
consent. That afternoon, however,
when Pat returned to the hospital,
Scoop informed her that he and
Stormy had just been married.
Crushed and deeply hurt, Pat resolved to return to Chicago, resume
her real name, and accept the responsibilities of her fortune.
.

HE air, clear, and cold, stung

Patricia's cheeks; it was invigT orating
after the heat of AriThe snap and tingle of the
zona.

wind sweeping along Lake Shore
Drive buoyed up her spirits, and

banished, momentarily, any

thoughts which still had power to
hurt and wound.
She glanced at her wrist watch,
and saw it was almost four. John
Knight was due for cocktails arid
dinner at her new home. She would
enjoy seeing him -and yet -none
of the things she did had any meaning; she could find nothing to hold
her interest. She made motions,
saw people, because she must not
stop long enough to remember the
emptiness in her life waiting to
overwhelm her. Patricia turned
and started home, the wind at her
back. If it would only lift her and
carry her into some new existence,
colorful and exciting. What, to be
honest, had these past six weeks of
motion and activity amounted tonothing but a desperate effort to
keep certain memories from hurting
too much. Others had been more
thrilled and enthusiastic than she.
She remembered Virginia Hardesty's wide eyes, Alice Warner's
close attention when she had told
them her true identity. It had
meant more to them than to her,
when, at her suggestion, they had
arranged to leave Phoenix and
come to Chicago to live with her
in the magnificent old mansion she
had bought and had had redecorated. Yet, they were very dear to
her; how lonely she would have
been if they had refused. And Jack
had certainly had the most glorious
time with the place swarming with
painters, plumbers, carpenters, and
then with interior decorators,

smearing himself with paint, clambering up ladders, and being generally underfoot.
Patricia sighed. She had believed
it would be amusing to do, once
again, all the things her money
made possible; it had not been the
success she had hoped. The workmen were gone; Alice and Virginia
had found positions, Jack was in
school; she must find something else
to help strengthen the shell she was
building around the hurt in her
heart, the hurt which had gone so
deep when Scoop married Stormy.
Perhaps John Knight would be able
to suggest a diversion. When Alice
had returned to her former position
as his secretary, Pat had asked her
to tell John what had happened
last summer. She had not wanted
him to question her. But she knew
that someday she would have to
talk to him; he was trustee of her
estate, they had been very closeonce. This evening might prove to
be the time for the plunge
"Oh," Patricia thought; "everything's so muddled when one's unhappy!"
She had almost decided not to
say anything about herself. But, as
she sipped her coffee, she glanced
up, and found John watching her,
his gaze intent and probing. She
knew what he must be thinking.
"What's the verdict ?" she challenged; "is this the manner you use
toward clients ?"
John smiled, unembarrassed.
"You've changed, Pat. And I
was thinking you're lucky."

-

-

"Lucky ?" Patricia's fingers

drummed restlessly on the arm of
her chair. "No, not lucky. You're
wrong."
He shrugged, ignoring her words,
pressing his point. "Yes, you are.
You found out in time that your
silly pretence of being a working
girl wouldn't stand up. You should
face certain facts."
"How much has Alice told you ?"
Pat's voice was a little unsteady.
"The general outlines. Enough to
know your money made trouble.
And it always would, Pat; you can
see that."
"I didn't have a chance to find out."
Her dark eyes were moody, bitter.
"No, Scoop Curtis had more
brains than you. A man has to
meet a woman on an equal footing.
That's why I'm building my own
fortune, and then, Pat
haven't
forgotten
"Please, John!" Patricia spoke in
quick protest; she had not expected
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story of the Girl Alone radio
serial by Fayette Krum. heard Monday through Friday at 5:00
P.M., over the NBC -Red network, sponsored by Quaker Oats. Tune
in this exciting drama of a beautiful woman in search of love.
The novel presented here is the
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made possible; it had not been
the
success she had hoped. The workmen were gone; Alice and Virginia
had found positions, Jack was in
school; she must find something else
to help strengthen the shell she was
building around the hurt in her
heart, the hurt which had gone so
deep when Scoop married Stormy.
Perhaps John Knight would be able
to suggest a diversion. When Alice
had returned to her former position
as his secretary, Pat bad asked ber
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to tell John what had happened

last summer. She had not wanted
him to question her. But she knew
that someday she would have to
talk to him; he was trustee of her
estate, they had been very close
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John smiled, unembarrassed.
"You've changed, Pat. And
was thinking you're lucky."
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"Lucky ?" Patricia's fingers

drummed restlessly on the arm of
her chair. "No, not lucky. You're
wrong."
He shrugged, ignoring her words,
pressing his point. "Yes, you are.
You found out in time that your
silly pretence of being a working
girl wouldn't stand up. You should
face certain facts."
"How much has Alice told you ?"
Pat's voice was a little unsteady.
"The general outlines. Enough to
know your money made trouble.
And it always would, Pat; you can
see tbat."
"I didn't have a chance to find out."
Her dark eyes were moody, bitter.
"No, Scoop Curtis had more
brains than you. A man has to
meet a woman on an equal footing.
That's why I'm building my own
haven't
fortune, and then, Pat
forgotten
"Please, John!" Patricia spoke in
quick protest; she had not expected
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once. This evening might prove to
be the time for the plunge
"Oh," Patricia thought; "everything's so muddled when one's unhappy!"
She had almost decided not to
say anything about herself. But, as
she sipped her coffee, she glanced
up, and found John watching her,
his gaze intent and probing. She
knew what he must be thinking.
"What's the verdict ?" she challenged; "is this the manner you use
toward clients ?"
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Virginia: happy bride of a
few glorious, but too -brief hours.

Jack: whom Pat adopted, thinking
thus to make her money do good.

occupy her time; she must bury
every memory deep, deep -And,
almost as if in answer to the aching
throb within her, came the soft
tinkle of the telephone bell. As she
lifted the receiver, she heard Virginia's excited voice.
"Pat, guess who's in town? Walking around as big as ever
And Patricia knew, knew with a
sudden quickening of her heart.
"Scoop
it was no question.
"Right. I ran straight into him at
lunch today. Was he glad to see me
-wouldn't let me get away. He's
back on his old paper."
"He's walking! You mean -he's
well ?" Pat steadied herself with
THE words were meant to have one hand on her desk.
"Yes, walking. He told me about
special significance and Pat looked
quickly at the serious, handsome it. Said his paralysis was some
sort of nervous inhibition. I forget
face so intent, almost arrogant.
"You won't get anywhere until the long name for it. He just got
suddenly."
over
you do-"
"Oh
Pat was trembling.
"You're terribly serious," Patricia
"He wants to see you; kept askinterrupted, and forced a smile. "I
thought you might have some ideas, ing about you. I didn't know what
not a suggestion to dig down into to say."
"Well, if you see him again," Pat
myself-that's not easy." She would
not add, aloud: "It would hurt too said, her shoulders back, her chin
lifted, "you can tell him-from me
much."
do not want to see him." She
"A way out
short cut ?" John's
eyes were doubtful, his voice chal- spaced the words slowly; then
dropped the receiver before she
lenging. "There aren't any."
"No-" she said, quickly. "There could ask the question trembling on
her lips: "Where's Stormy-didn't
will be something
The trouble, Patricia realized the he say anything about Stormy ?"
next day, as she thought over John's
Patricia walked to the window
advice, was that she did not know and looked out, but she saw nothwhat she wanted. Oh, yes, she did, ing of the bright, winter day. Why
but she was not going to admit it -why did this have to happen?
even to herself. It was not easy to Scoop, well and strong, working as
stop wondering where Scoop might a reporter in Chicago! He had no
be, or what his life must be like
right to come back here. Her shut
now that he was a cripple. That fist pounded against the glass. If I
hurt. Even her anger at him faded could only tear the thought of you
before that realization. She started out of me. And, why won't they die,
to walk restlessly around the room. all those dreams and plans I built
She picked up some letters from around you? You married Stormy,
her desk, and tossed them aside. didn't you, Scoop Curtis -made a
She simply must find something to fool of me, and I won't, I won't see
this. "Don't say anything. I need
your advice. What shall I do ?"
"Do? My Lord, what can't you
do! You're back in the city you
love; you can give Jack everything
-the finest education-every advantage. You'll find plenty of uses
for your money."
Patricia shook her head. After
all it did not help to talk to another.
"That's not what I mean. I'm just
fumbling-no direction. I want
something to interest me, keep me
from thinking."
"Oh, I see. Running away again,
aren't you? Find your real self,
Pat, and what you want from life."
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Alice: Pat's friend, and secretary to John Knight, her trustee.

you again. But-your voice saying
"Pitter- Pat"-the way your hair
crinkles on your forehead -such
silly things to remember-such silly
things- And Pat felt the hot tears
sting her eyes.
Patricia was frightened at what
the news of Scoop's return to Chicago did to her. That terrible sense
of futility which had filled her days
disappeared, and eagerness which
she had believed lost forever came
flooding back into her life. She
tried to deny it, but it was
stronger than her will. But there
was fear, as well, fear of further
suffering. Why had he asked to see
her? Would it be wise to talk to
him, to know what he had in mind?
He had hurt her, hurt her beyond
belief; he had humiliated her, her
pride still suffering, but she knew
Scoop too well to believe he could
do anything mean, or underhand.
Each day brought the hope, as well
as the dread, that he might telephone, or that somewhere, in a
bus, theater, or restaurant, she
would see him. Once or twice as
Patricia thought she saw Scoop's
familiar figure coming toward her
down a street, her heart would
quicken, and her body stiffen, only
to endure disappointment mingled
with a sense of escape when she
realized her mistake. And it was
almost a relief when one day, as she
took her walk, with head lowered
against the sudden blasts of icy
wind, that Patricia did run into him.
He caught her arm, and she raised
her eyes. They stood, not speaking,
just looking at each other, and his
fingers tightened their hold.
"Knew this would happen sometime," Scoop said, after a little
while. "Virginia said you wouldn't
see me, or I'd been around. There's
a lot of explaining due you, Pat."
"There's nothing to explain." She
hoped he would think the wind had
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

made her breathless. "Is Stormy
with you ?"
"That's part of it. Don't be stubborn, Pat. I must talk to you. Let's
get out of this gale-go to your
home. Come on." He hailed a taxi.
Patricia settled stiffly into a corner of the cab, keeping her eyes on
the street. She knew Scoop was
watching her. The minutes dragged
by, but, at last, they faced each
other in the huge living room. Pat
had flung her furs and hat onto a
chair. A long whistle puckered
Scoop's lips.
"Some place, this," he remarked;
"but sort of vast and remote -no
homey feel about it."
"Oh, Scoop did you come to tell
me that!"
He moved quickly, and had her
hands in his.
"I've been all kinds of a fool. But
I thought I was done for-would
never be any good again. If I'd only
waited."
"Weren't you just a trifle too
eager to marry Stormy to wait ?"
Pat jerked her hands from his, and
walked over to the fire.
"Stormy? You can forget her. I
didn't love her; she agreed to help
me out. She's back at stunt flying.
I haven't seen her since I've been
on my feet."
"You expect me to believe that
Stormy was just a sweet, unselfish
girl, willing to sacrifice
"She's a grand girl," Scoop
flared, "and she had some crazy idea
she owed me a lot."
"It sounds swell, Scoop, but sort
of fantastic-to me."
Scoop moved closer to her. His
eyes were grave and level; there
was no smile on his mouth which
laughed so easily.
"Look at me, Pitter-Pat," and her

-"

heart caught at the sweet familiarity
of that name, "there is one fact
that's got to register with you, and
stick. No matter what kind of an

idiot I've been, I love you, have
loved you, and will love you
Pat threw out her hands in a
helpless gesture.
"Just what does that mean? Why
tell me now? As if we could turn
back time, and be as we were
can't you realize what you've done
to us -to me ?"
"Stormy agreed we'd annul the
marriage
"Oh, Scoop," she cried, "as though
you could erase what's happened.
Can't you guess how I've felt all
these weeks! And you turn up,
and say-let's forget-we'll start
again
Her eyes were blazing in
her white face; they clouded suddenly with tears. "You took something we'll never find again-the
sweetness-and you say it's noth-

-"

-

-"

-"

ing-"

"I don't say it's nothing." Scoop's
lips twisted a little, as if in pain.
"Lord, what wouldn't I give to have
us as we were. But, Pat, don't
blame me too much. Do you think
it was easy-what I did? Maybe,
we can't go back, but we can start
again."
Patricia backed away from him.
"I don't want to be hurt. You're
asking too much. I'm not making
terms, but, I'd have to be awfully
sure
Scoop hesitated. "I understand."
His voice was very quiet. "I don't
wonder. But, I'll prove it's true
what I've told you. We'll be happy
yet."
Patricia watched him as he caught
up his hat, and turned toward the
door.
"Will we ?" she whispered in the

-"

"Lucky ?" Pat's fingers drummed
restlessly on the arm of her chair. "No,
you're wrong, John. I'm not lucky."

N ~-

silence of the room which suddenly
seemed very vast and lonely. She
steadied herself with one hand on
the mantel, her eyes dark with
emotion. Dare she let herself believe Scoop? He had done two
crazy, impulsive things, one through
hurt pride, one, as he thought, to
save her from sacrificing herself.
Scoop Scoop-will you, will any
man, ever realize that love, for
itself, alone, is what matters, instead of spoiling and distorting it
with pride, and doubt? Do you
know that truth now? I must wait
and see. I must not let myself hope
too much. But as she caught up her
hat and furs, she found she was
humming a song as she ran up the
stairs.
JOY, interest, had suddenly returned to Patricia's life. She could
laugh again, really laugh. Scoop
was in and out of the house, or calling her on the telephone daily. They
had slipped naturally into the old
comradeship, the unity of thought
and interest which they had known
in the past. And when John

Knight had remonstrated with her,
telling her how foolish she was to
see Scoop again, she quite firmly
told him not to interfere. Her
doubts and fears grew less and less;
hope would be denied no longer.
One afternoon Scoop arrived at
the house with a stranger, a tall,
distinguished looking man, faultlessly, though a trifle too formally,
dressed.
Virginia had already
come in from work, and she and Pat
were having tea.
Scoop introduced his companion
as George Richman and added, "I
want you to meet him. He gave me
a lead on that insurance racket
story. I told you about it, Pat. The
paper got a line on it, and I've been

sleuthing away. It's much bigger
than we suspected. But it'll be in
the bag soon."
"Mr. Curtis helped me." When
George Richman smiled, his face
changed, there was a curiously attractive quality about the man. Yet,
as he crossed the room, Patricia
sensed something theatrical, even
fantastic about him. Then she
noticed Virginia's eyes, wide with
interest. She was disturbed; she did
not know exactly why. She caught
his next words. "He ran a story I
wanted published. I made what return I could."
"But how did you happen to
know about the racket ?" Pat asked,
bluntly.
"Oh," he waved a long, well kept
hand, as if to dismiss the subject,
"I have ways and means-ways and
means
He settled (Continued on page 86)
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Mother Fairchild peered at the woman.
"A ghost!" she cried.
"You've come back like a ghost, Anne."

Then she gasped.
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KAY entered Dr. Caryle's reception room,
held tight in the grip of an awful ten-.
sion. It was impossible for her to
answer the invitation to relax of the chair
where she sat until the doctor was ready to
see her.
This visit was the last, she knew. She had

seen four other doctors, and they had been
unable to tell her what she wanted to learn.
Dr. Caryle was her last hope.
No doubt, they had done their best, those
other doctors, but they had failed to reassure Kay. It was no comfort to find them unwilling to commit themselves beyond the
conjecture that the chances were ninety out
of a hundred against her child being
anything but normal. It was no comfort,
at all.
"Your memory seems remarkably clear,"
one doctor had said to her, "but it only gives
me a confused picture of your father's
symptoms. I'm afraid to make a positive
diagnosis on such slender clues. Actually,
I cannot even be sure your father was insane.
Now, if I had a case history
"But," Kay had said, "I've already explained how we travelled all over the country-how impossible it would be to collect
the data for a case history
"I wish I could help you," the doctor had
said. "But the best I can say is that it is
highly improbable that your child would
ever become a mental case."
"You-you're not sure ?" Kay had asked.
"No," the doctor had said sadly. "In all
honesty to you-I'm not sure."
That was the best Kay could get out of
any of them. Without more definite information than Kay was able to provide, they
could not be sure. And that day, after the
fourth doctor had failed to give her a positive
answer, she felt that she had reached the end

-"

-"

her strength.
Ever since the day.John was elected Mayor
of Walnut Grove and she, in the fullness of
her love, had told him about the child they
were going to have, her nerves had been
crying out against her self- imposed need for
secrecy. John himself, and even Peg and
of

Bud, his children by his first marriage, had
noticed the change in her. It had been a mistake to tell John only half the truth about
their child and nothing about her fears for
it. She knew she must tell him someday,
but she had kept putting it off, hoping that
the doctors would relieve her of the necessity of telling him anything. So, despising
herself all the while for what she was doing,
she had managed to invent excuses for running up to Chicago two or three times a week.
But this could not go on forever.
And, going home on the train that afternoon, she had already made up her mind to
tell John everything. She couldn't bear to
let him go on as he was, looking forward
happily to the birth of his child. And that
was when she picked up a Chicago newspaper
and came across the review of a book written
by Dr. Gustave Caryle.
The name of the psychiatrist had struck
a familiar chord, but it was some minutes
before she remembered that it was because
her father had been very friendly with this
Dr. Caryle, when they were living in Denver.
Thinking back on this friendship, it had
seemed odd. And from that thought had
sprung another one. What if they had not
been friends
her father had been a pa-

tient?

-if

She had written immediately for an appointment, including in her letter everything
she could think of that might remind a busy
doctor of an old patient. In a few days, she
had received a letter asking her to call on
Dr. Caryle. And now, here she was... .
The soft voiced receptionist said, "Dr. Caryle will see you now, Mrs. Fairchild."
"I am very happy to meet you," Dr. Caryle
said, taking her hand in his hard, strong one.
"Your father often spoke of you."
"Then -you did know him ?"
"Oh, yes, very well," Dr. Caryle said,
leading her to 'a chair. "Now, tell me what's
troubling you."
Kay shrank far back into the chair and
went over it all, again. Painfully, careful
not to leave out any small thing, she described her father's fits of depression, his
25
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entered Dr. Caryle's reception room,
tight in the grip of an awful tenIt was impossible for her to
answer the invitation to relax of the chair
where she sat until the doctor was ready to
see her.
This visit was the last, she knew. She had
seen four other doctors, and they had been
unable to tell her what she wanted to learn.
Dr. Caryle was her last hope.
No doubt, they had done their best, those
other doctors, but they had failed to reassure Kay. It was no comfort to find them unwilling to commit themselves beyond the
conjecture that the chances were ninety out
of a hundred against her child being
anything but normal. It was no comfort,
at all.
"Your memory seems remarkably clear,"
one doctor had said to her, "but it only gives
me a confused picture of your father's
symptoms. I'm afraid to make a positive
diagnosis on such slender clues. Actually,
I cannot even be sure your father was insane.
Now, if I had a case history
"But," Kay had said, "I've already explained how we travelled all over the country-how impossible it would be to collect
the data for a case history
KAYAY
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"I wish I could help you," the doctor had
said. "But the best I can say is that it is
highly improbable that your child would
ever become a mental case."
"You-you're not sure ?" Kay had asked.
"No," the doctor had said sadly. "In all
honesty to you -I'm not sure."
That was the best Kay could get out of
any of them. Without more definite information than Kay was able to provide, they
could not be sure. And that day, after the
fourth doctor had failed to give her a positive
answer, she felt that she had reached the end
of

her strength.

Ever since the day.John was elected Mayor
of Walnut Grove and she, in the fullness of

her love, had told him about the child they
were going to have, her nerves had been
for
crying out against her self-imposed need and
sectecy. John himself, and even Peg

Bud, his children by his first marriage, had
noticed the change in her. It had been a mistake to tell John only half the truth about
their child and nothing about her fears for
it. She knew she must tell him someday,
but she had kept putting it off, hoping that
the doctors would relieve her of the necessity of telling him anything. So, despising
herself all the while for what she was doing,
she had managed to invent excuses for running up to Chicago two or three times a week.
But this could not go on forever.
And, going home on the train that afternoon, she had already made up her mind to
tell John everything. She couldn't bear to
let him go on as he was, looking forward
happily to the birth of his child. And that
was when she picked up a Chicago newspaper

and came across the review of a book written

by Dr. Gustave Caryle.
The name of the psychiatrist had struck
a familiar chord, but it was some minutes
before she remembered that it was because
her father had been very friendly with this
Dr. Caryle, when they were living in Denver.
Thinking back on this friendship, it had
seemed odd. And from that thought had
sprung another one. What if they had not
her father had been a pabeen friends

tient?

-if

She had written immediately for an appointment, including in her letter everything
she could think of that might remind a busy
doctor of an old patient. In a few days, she
had received a letter asking her to call on
Dr. Caryle. And now, here she was....
The soft voiced receptionist said, "Dr. Caryle will see you now, Mrs. Fairchild."
"I am very happy to meet you," Dr. Caryle
said, taking her hand in his hard, strong one.
"Your father often spoke of you."
"Then -you did know him ?"
"Oh, yes, very well," Dr. Caryle said,
what's
leading her to a chair. "Now, tell me
troubling you."
Kay shrank far back into the chair and
careful
went over it all, again. Painfully,
denot to leave out any small thing, she his
her father's fits of depression,
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disappearances and his returns,
drunk and filled with impotent
rage, his growing addiction to drink
and finally his death. Then, she
went on to her brother, who had
slowly lost all interest in living,
until he was like a shadow among
people
shadow not speaking, not
hearing, not moving. A shadow
slowly fading into death, slowly
escaping.

-a

THEN she told him of herself-of
her work as a newspaper woman,
and then her marriage to a man so
much older than she, her efforts to
fit into his home and bring happiness not only to him but to his two
children, grown -up Peg and adolescent Bud. Efforts that might have
been successful, but for this new
danger
Dr. Caryle stood above her while
she talked. He stood very still and

-

tall, broadshouldered frame
blotted out everything else in the
room. She spoke up to him, her
head lifted so she could watch his
face. His expression did not change.
When she was through, he sat down
beside her and took her cold hands
into his.
"You've been torturing yourself
with this for a long time, haven't
you ?" he asked. Kay nodded and
he patted her head gently.
The understanding and sympathy
she felt in him was too much for
her. She found herself pouring out
the whole story of her childhood
to him, the terror, the misery of it,
the decision she had made at sixteen
never to marry, never to fall in
love. And about David, for love
of whom she had run away from
Chicago and how she had gradually
forgotten about him in her newfound love for John Fairchild.
his

Kay was too tense to relax while
waited until Dr. Caryle was ready
to see her. He was her last hope.
she

"What a pity," Dr. Caryle said in
the end. "All this unhappiness
He got up, shaking his head. "But
that is all over now. Go home and
be happy and don't be afraid of
anything. Your father was not insane."
"But -Dr. Caryle -his fits of
Kay stammered.
"Your father was not insane,"
the doctor repeated firmly. "I knew
him. He was sensitive, that was
his trouble. He was far too sensitive for the profession he chose.
Unfortunately, only the unusual is
news, it seems, and the unusual is
too often depressing and sordid. It
is not insane to be depressed by the
sight of suffering and disaster. It is
merely human. And your father
was human. More than that, he
was humane.
"He was deeply moved by the
things he saw and wrote about and
it hurt him that he could not help
the people with whom his work
brought him in contact. We had a
long talk about that one night, I
remember. I remember advising
him to leave the newspaper 'business and become a writer. That
might have saved him. But he said
he couldn't give up his job."
"You mean because of us-his
family ?" Kay asked. Dr. Caryle
nodded. "But- there's still my
brother. He was ins
Dr. Caryle stopped her with a
shake of his head. "Your brother's
case had nothing to do with any
inherited weakness," he said.
"Then -?"
"Then," Dr. Caryle said positively, "you have nothing more to
worry about. Ever."
Her heart was singing' with happiness as she left the building. Only
now that the weight of this fear
had been lifted did she realize how
completely it had possessed her,
how subtly it had hovered in the
background of her life for years,
governing her emotions, her actions. And now she was.free and it
was like stepping into the sunshine
after a long confinement in a dark

-"

-"

-"

room.
She got on the train for Walnut
Grove, feeling as though she were
setting out on an adventure. She
had the feeling that everything in
her life would be different now.
She could live freely, without pretense, without fear. Watching the
sunlit countryside slip by, she marvelled at all the fears that had lived
in her so long. How easily they had
all been swept aside! And she almost laughed aloud, thinking of
some of the things that had frightened and annoyed her.

There was the sudden arrival.
three (Continued on page 70)
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Though he's a partner to Fred Allen's gay quips on the Wednesday night Texaco shows over CBS, and light -heartedly
Bent on furthering his career as a
sings your favorite ballads, Kenny Baker is really a serious young man.
concert singer, Kenny has been engaged on an extensive tour all this winter, rushing back to New York for his
wife he adores and two lovely children, Susan and Kenny, Jr.
broadcasts, and happy, if short, visits with his family
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d'G
T WAS a warm, lush, Spring

night in Central Park. The
breeze coming from the small
lake caressed her cheeks, lingered
-and was gone. She felt free and
careless and altogether happy.
She took off the tiny, perky hat,
shook her golden red hair and her
sea -green eyes filled with amusement. She laughed in that casual,
easy way she had of laughing.
"What are you laughing at ?" he
said, still holding her hand as they

By JACK SHER
walked along the narrow path.
"At you, at me." She smiled now.
"At the world and at nothing at
all."
"I don't feel like laughing," he
said. He was a tall, serious young
man, quite handsome, with smooth,
black hair, fair skin and warm
blue eyes.
"What's the matter, Bill ?" she
asked. She held his hand tightly.

It's been a wonderful four
years. Dorothy and Bill Spire
in their lovely new apartment
overlooking the East River.

"I don't know," he said, still
serious. "I'm, well -well -gee, Dot,
I'm just all mixed up."
They had stopped now, sat down
on a bench near the lake. It was
getting darker. Below them the
lake was becoming more of a mirror
for the beautifully lit buildings
that bordered the park. You could
see the shapes of the buildings in
the water, the lighted windows, the
reflections of multi- colored signs.
It was like an etching carved by
some gigantic hand. It was a little
too perfect, too much like a picture
set. You had to look up and see
the real buildings, the real lights,
to believe it. It was quiet, except
for couples who intermittently
strolled by talking in low voices,
walking close together. A cop
stood on the little bridge nearby,
easily swinging his night stick.
"It doesn't seem like we've only
known each other a week," he said.
"Maybe we haven't," she smiled.
He said, "Don't be mystical, Dot.
The way I feel is very real. Darn
it," he murmured intently, "you
know I'm in love with you."
"Uh, huh," she said, "we're in
love all right." She smiled at him
again, as if all men were babies
when it came to this sort of realization.
"Dot ?"
"Yes ?"
"Dot, are you listening to me ?"
"Yes, Bill."
Bill grew tense, even a little annoyed in his excitement. "Is all
you can say is yes? Listen, Dot,
well Dot, I think well " he
paused and tried to find words. He
looked down at his shoes and the
words came out slowly. "Dot, will
you marry me ?"
She didn't answer for a moment.
Then she put her lips against his
cheek. "Of course, darling," she
said.
Bill took her in his arms and
kissed her. The cop swung his night
stick vigorously and took a step in
their direction. Then, he grinned,
changed his mind and strolled away
whistling and shaking his head, as
if the law and the world and all
young kids in the park at night
were slightly touched.
After awhile, they talked intensely and excitedly, made plans, figured out how much they could live

-

l

r

- -

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

That was the very roman-

tic ultimatum Dorothy Lowell
gave the man she loved

-

Read the intimate marriage

story of Our Gal Sunday
on, argued, worried and schemed

happily. They couldn't sit still on
the bench. They walked until they
were too tired to take another step
and then found a more secluded
bench near another lake, deeper in
the park.
"Just as soon as Carl and I get
started in business for ourselves
we'll get married," Bill said ecstatically.
Dot frowned. "Do we have to
wait 'til then ?"
"Gee, honey," Bill said, surprised,
"you wouldn't want to get married
if we don't have enough money,
would you ?"
Dot laughed. "Why not, it's been
done before."
They argued about that. Bill was
always so cautious about things.
She could work, she'd find a job.
Bill was so old fashioned about not
wanting her to contribute her share
of the expenses. Imagine his saying they shouldn't get married until
he was making a hundred dollars a
week and could afford a maid! That
was silly. She wouldn't mind going
without things, at all. Of course, he
was right about her not having any
first hand experience with poverty.
Mother and Dad had always given
her the best of everything.
Dorothy Lowell, whom today you
hear as Our Gal Sunday on the air,
almost wished then that her life
had been a little more difficult. It
would be so easy then to say to
Bill, "Look here, I've been in tough
spots before. I can take it." But
she reálly hadn't. She began to look
back over her life, up until she had
met Bill Spire.
You, Dorothy Lowell, she thought,
may not have been born in the lap
of luxury, but you've certainly had
just about everything you ever
wanted. Dad's being a successful
lawyer had made it possible for her
MARCH, 1941

You can hear Dorothy Lowell as Our Gal Sunday, the popular radio
serial heard at 12:45 P.M., E.S.T., daily over the CBS network.

to go abroad to school. Austria,
how vague and far away that
seemed now. She remembered
things almost as if they had happened to her in a dream, or rather,
it was more like a newsreel you saw
a long time ago. The boat, the little
girl standing at the rail watching
New York get smaller and smaller.
And then strange faces and a

strange language.
She remembered coming back,
dimly, and the school in Brooklyn,
Adelphi Academy, with the girls in
pigtails and her own red hair always tangled and knotty. Then going away to Oakwood Finishing
School, crying, not wanting to leave
home, and then the easy, carefree
times, the diary -oh yes-and that
boy in Poughkeepsie. She laughed
softly to herself. What would Bill
think if he could have seen her
then, so terribly, terribly in love
with- what -was-his -name? He was

thirteen, she remembered that, and
he was very handsome and never
clean and he called her "Red." How
that had scorched her feelings!
She had always wanted to be an
actress, she couldn't remember
when the stage hadn't been everything. Her mother, she remembered, had laughed once and said
to friends, "Dorothy stood right up
on the Fifth Avenue bus today and
began to recite to people." Her
mother understood, though. She
had wanted to be an actress, too,
until she met Dad. That's why she
helped win Dad over when Dorothy had announced determinedly
that she was going to the American
Academy of Dramatic Arts.
She remembered all that very
clearly. Learning to act, studying
technique, going to the theater.
That had only been a few short
years ago. Garson Kanin and Martin Gabel (Continued on page 61)
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WAS a warm, lush, Spring
night in Central Park. The
breeze coming from the small
lake caressed her cheeks, lingered
-and was gone. She felt free and
careless and altogether happy.
She took off the tiny, perky hat,
shook her golden red hair and her
sea -green eyes filled with amusement. She laughed in that casual,
easy way she had of laughing.
"What are you laughing at ?" he
said, still holding her hand as they

the narrow path.
"At you, at me." She smiled now.
"At the world and at nothing at

walked along

all."

"I don't feel like laughing,"

he

said. He was a tall, serious young
man, quite handsome, with smooth,
black hair, fair skin and warm
blue eyes.
"What's the matter, Bill ?" she
asked. She held his hand tightly.

It's been a wonderful four
years. Dorothy and Bill Spire
in their lovely new apartment
overlooking the East River.

That was

"I don't know," he said, still
serious. "I'm, well -well-gee, Dot,
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I'm just all mixed up."
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for couples who intermittently
strolled by talking in low voices,
walking close together. A cop
stood on the little bridge nearby,
easily swinging his night stick.
"It doesn't seem like we've only
known each other a week," he said.
"Maybe we haven't," she smiled.
He said, "Don't be mystical, Dot.
The way I feel is very real. Darn
it," he murmured intently, "you
know I'm in love with you."
"Uh, huh," she said, "we're in
love all right." She smiled at him
again, as if all men were babies
when it came to this sort of realization.
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on a bench near the
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Bill grew tense, even a little annoyed in his excitement. "Is all
you can say is yes? Listen, Dot,
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cheek. "Of course, darling," she
said.
Bill took her in his arms and
kissed her. The cop swung his night
stick vigorously and took a step in
their direction. Then, he grinned,
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if the law and the world and all
young kids in the park at night
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Always she had the courage to
do what she wanted, even when
her passion for Hal meant losing the love of the finest man she
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Passion 3Rnde
THE very man I hurt most told
me I had courage to do what
I did. Maybe he's right. But I
need even more courage now.
I need it to fight such loneliness and
heartache as a girl rarely has to
face.
You wouldn't know that if you
saw me perhaps. I am very successful, as the world measures
success. I am one of the best -known
and most -in-demand accompanists
in radio. I make money, I live well,
I have friends -and yet it requires
more courage for me to go on than
for anything else I have ever done
in my life.
I always had the strength to do
what I thought was right for myself. It was courage, I suppose, that
made me leave my home town in
Ohio and go to New York equipped
with just a hundred dollars and a
certain ability to play the piano.
Before I ran through my money I
had a job playing accompaniments
for the radio department of the
Deane Advertising Agency. It was
only a part -time job at first. But I
worked hard, and before long it was
permanent. The months passed; I
became their head accompanist .. .
and, also, I became the fiancée of

-

30

Chet Barr, one of the company's big
executives.
We were a great contrast, Chet
and I. He was tall, slender, with
light -blue eyes, a thin mouth. He
was quick and keen and very ambitious. Something
boyhood of
poverty, perhaps-had taught him
to live within himself, so that you
were always conscious of his reserve, of thoughts that he would
never let you see. I've never been
like that. My face shows every
emotion that crosses my mind. I'm
impulsive and strong -willed, and
I've never learned how to hide what
I'm feeling.
We were engaged, yes ... but even
then I realized, dimly, that something was lacking in our relationship. Chet didn't seem to be in any
hurry to set a date for the wedding, for one thing. He was content to drift along, taking me out
to dinner frequently, occasionally

-a

to a party.
I knew why, of course. The company was building up its radio department by leaps and bounds, and
he was terrifically busy. Once

things quieted down, and Chet
wasn't working at such high tension, I told myself, things would be

different. We'd be married, in a big
church, and go away on a long honeymoon that would make up for all
the months of waiting.
But meanwhile . . . Meanwhile,
though I didn't know it, I was missing the great adventure of love for
which I was ready.
Then I met Hal Stevens.
I was playing accompaniments
for the auditions in one of the small
rooms for Mr. Higbie, who was interviewing the talent that morning.
Things were just routine for me until Hal Stevens got up and advanced
to the piano with his music.
He was at least six feet tall, with
curly black hair. There was both
grace and power in his movements,
a virile set to his jaw. Chet dropped
into the studio just then, but he
was vague and shadowy to me. I
hardly knew he was there. As he
handed me the music, his hand
grazed mine. I felt a thrill, one that
was actually painful in its intensity,
go through me at that casual, accidental touch.
He sang "Danny Deever" and
"Invictus." He had a rich, baritone
voice. I played my best for the accompaniments, for instinctively I
hoped his audition would be sucRADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

I didn't go to
Hal's first
broadcast. I wanted to have
his voice to myself, pretend
he was singing to me alone.

e
cessful. But Mr. Higbie said merely,
"Thank you-we'll let you know."
That, as we all knew, was merely
a polite way of saying, "No."
Hal Stevens took it standing up.
But his eyes were the least bit rueful as he turned to me. "I want to
thank you, anyhow," he said. "Nobody's ever accompanied me the
way you did."
"Thanks," I said. "Too bad we
haven't a spot for you right now.
But try us later. I think you've got
something."
We drifted out of the audition
room and stood in the doorway
chatting. I felt under a sort of spell.
His vitality, his magnetism simply
flooded me. His speaking voice
thrilled me as much as his singing
voice had. He asked me to lunch
right then and there. I found myself walking out of the building
with him.
He told me a lot about himself
at lunch. He had received his training in one of the best schools in
New England. He felt he had it in
him to make good in a very big
way.
"All I want is the breaks!" he
said. "Just one good break and the
walls of Jericho will come tuinNrwnca, 1V41
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light-blue eyes, a thin mouth. He
was quick and keen and very amboyhood of
bitious. Something
poverty, perhaps-had taught him
to live within himself, so that you
were always conscious of his reserve, of thoughts that he would
never let you see. I've never been
like that. My face shows every
emotion that crosses my mind. I'm
impulsive and strong -willed, and
I've never learned how to hide what
I'm feeling.
We were engaged, yes... but even
then I realized, dimly, that something was lacking in our relationship. Chet didn't seem to be in any
hurry to set a date for the wedding, for one thing. He was content to drift along, taking me out
to dinner frequently, occasionally
to a party.
I knew why, of course. The company was building up its radio department by leaps and bounds, and
he was terrifically busy. Once
things quieted down, and Chet
wasn't working at such high tension, I told myself, things would be
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church, and go away on a long honeymoon that would make up for all
the months of waiting.
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which I was ready.
Then I met Hal Stevens.
I was playing accompaniments
for the auditions in one of the small
rooms for Mr. Higbie, who was interviewing the talent that morning.
Things were just routine for me until Hal Stevens got up and advanced
to the piano with his music.
He was at least six feet tall, with
curly black hair. There was both
grace and power in his movements,
a virile set to his jaw. Chet dropped
into the studio just then, but he
was vague and shadowy to me. I
hardly knew he was there. As he

handed me the music, his hand
grazed mine. I felt a thrill, one that
was actually painful in its intensity,
go through me at that casual, accidental touch.
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"Invictus." He had a rich, baritone
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bling down for me." He smiled at
me. "Not that I'm complaining of
anything today. It sure was a swell
break that brought you to the piano
for me."
Impetuously he insisted on seeing
me again -that very evening. I
wanted to tell him I was an engaged
girl. But I couldn't somehow. And
as I didn't wear my ring during
business hours, he couldn't tell
from that. Besides, I think I really
wanted to, so I said yes.
took me to a concert that
evening. Then two days later
it was lunch again. Then he asked
me to go to a music -store with him
to help him choose some new songs.
And thát evening it was dinner in
HE

So for a week I fought against
myself. I refused to see Hal, and
talked almost coldly to him on the
telephone. I made every possible
opportunity to see Chet. I did respect and like him! -and when he
took me to a big formal advertising
club dinner, and I saw the respect
and deference with which everyone
treated him, my heart was full of
admiration. But not of love.
When he took me home, that
night, I asked him in. I made some
coffee. I talked furiously, and
laughed quickly at the amusing
things he said. As we sat before my
little white fireplace I kept
thinking, this is the man I
love, the man I am going to

marry.
It was no good. I saw
things plainly when Chet had
to go over his new songs. Would left and I lay in my bed,
I come to his studio and try them
wide awake, my thoughts
out with him? I hesitated. A voice racing. He was not the man
deep inside me, was warning me. for me. I hadn't known
But, I reasoned, why not? What what love was, before I met Hal.
was the harm? "All right," I said. But now I did, and it was not love
His studio was in the West Thir- I felt for Chet.
ties, four flights up in an old -fashThen what was I doing, barring
ioned house. It was a curious place, Hal from my life? Why shouldn't
a small room full of antique furI see him? Hadn't I done everyniture he had inherited. There was thing in my power to give my heart
an old upright piano in yellow to Chet-and failed?
wood, some fine hooked rugs and,
So Hal and I started seeing each
behind a screen, a gas range and other again. Chet had gone out of
shelves for food.
town and I did not miss him. Our
"Living, eating, sleeping and relationship seemed more and more
working -all in one room!" he unreal. Only the hours I spent with
laughed. "But I won't be here long. Hal seemed to be part of my actual
Just give me one big break and life. I knew I was in love with him
watch me travel!" In another man now, and what else in the world
it might have seemed conceit. In mattered? To me, who had never
Hal it merely seemed justifiable lacked the courage to follow my inself- confidence. Or was I preju- stinct wherever it led-nothing.
diced? Was I ready to believe anyThen came the gay little party he
thing he said because every min- gave at his tiny studio. After his
ute I was with him I felt myself guests left that spring evening, I
a new person, alive to the fingerremained behind to help him clear
tips?
away. What a warm, singing feelI went through songs with him
ing it gave me merely to be washing
for three hours. At the end, exuber- the dishes, running the old carpet
ant and excited, he gathered me in sweeper over the rugs!
his arms and kissed me.
"Now don't tell me you're sleepy
My response to his warm, eager and must run home!" laughed Hal
lips frightened me. It was then I when the work was finished.
discovered how little Chet's kisses
It was after one. "I never was
had stirred me. The vitality of Hal's more wide awake in my life," I said.
kiss made my heart pulse into a
"Then sit down here on the sofa.
high rhythm it had never known I'm going to give my accompanist a
before.
concert all by myself," said Hal.
I broke away, hastily said goodHe had some phonograph records
night and ran down the stairs, as if which played only the accompaniI were running from some danger.
ments, the vocal line to be supI was frightened-and at the plied by the user. He put the recsame time, I was happy. Happiness ords on one after the other on his
was the natural result of the ecstasy phonograph.
I had experienced in his arms durHe sang "Rolling Down to Rio"
ing that one moment. But it was
and the Toreador's Song from Carwrong, I kept telling myself, over men. Then he sang a plaintive little
and over -wrong to be so happy in French ballad. His voice, though
the embrace of any other man but vibrant and 'young, seemed to exChet to whom I was engaged.
press all the frail loveliness of a
a

little French restaurant.
After dinner he said he wanted
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As he handed me the music his
hand grazed mine. I felt a thrill
that was painful in ifs intensity go
through me at that accidental touch.

vanished time. It touched me to
the heart. I felt a choked, a tight
sensation in my throat. He-he was
not only a man, but a real artist.
How proud I was of him! How I
loved him and how proud I was of
that love at this moment!
His voice died away. The accompaniment ceased. There was silence
in the room. Outside too there was
silence in the heavy spring darkness.
He came over to me. He took my
hands in his, bent and kissed them.
They trembled in his grasp. Then
he seated himself beside me. He
held me close. "Darling, darling!"
he breathed. "I love you! I want
you! I adore you!"
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

answered with evasions, hesitations,
awkward silences on the phone.
Finally, after torturing myself
and Hal for over a wee}, thankful
only that Chet had not yet returned
from his trip, I made up my mind.
I would break off my engagement
with Chet. That would not erase the
memory of the way I had betrayed
his trust, but at least the path of
my future would be clear. Then
conscience could no longer lay a
heavy hand on the joy of my love
for Hal.
Suddenly at ease now, the next
time Hal called up I said I would
see him. I had something important to say to him.
We dined together. Quietly I told
him I was engaged to Chet Barr,
and that now I had decided to
break the engagement just as soon
as I could see Chet.
I was touched by the humility
with which Hal took my news. He
seemed hardly able to believe, at
first, that I had chosen him instead
of a successful man like Chet. And
even after I had told him again and
again that I had no regrets, he
wouldn't let himself be convinced.
"Don't break off with him,
Diane," he pleaded. "At least-not
just yet. For your own sake. I
His eyes dropped; it was hard for
him, I knew, to make the admission that was coming. "I talk a lot
about being a success. But I may
never be. I may never be able to
give you all the things Chet Barr
could give you-all the things you
deserve. And I won't ask you to
marry me when I'm able to offer
you so little."
"All I want is you
I began, but
he silenced me with a gesture.
"That's what you think now. But
wait a while, Diane. Wait until
you're sure, before you throw away
your chance at all the things being
Mrs. Chet Barr would bring you.
Please! Give yourself time to know
you love me-" he smiled crookedly-"enough so it doesn't matter whether I'm rich or poor."
"I know now," I said. "And I'll
feel so much better about it all if
I tell Chet
"Diane!" White, tense lines had
suddenly appeared at the corners of
his mouth. "I'd much rather you
didn't."
I stared at him, amazed at what
I could see was real anger, and he
smiled, relaxing a little. "I'm
sorry. I didn't mean to snap. I
suppose I take the fact that I
haven't any money a little too
seriously. But it's really important
to me-I want you to be sure before
you do anything about Barr. You
His voice softened.
mustn't
"You (Continued on page 65)

-"

-"

I struggled, but weakly. The
thought of Chet stabbed me. But
did not love Chet. I knew that
perfectly well now. I loved only this
man whose voice had sought out the
innermost depths of my heart,
whose kisses were pleading, coaxing, storming upon my lips. Why
should I hesitate to return them?
"I love you, Hal!" The whispered
words came from me without my
willing them. And at the sound of
them the joy in my heart mounted
and mounted. I stopped thinking,
caring, worrying. I let the tumult of
love sweep me away entirely in its

-I

flood.

But afterwards, remorse and
shame gave me no rest. True, I
MARCH, 1941

loved Hal. True, I had no feeling
for Chet. But just the same, what
had I done to Chet? How could I
face him now, his quiet blue eyes so
confident of me, his voice always
so gentle when he spoke to me, his
trusting me that was so perfect?
I had thought the conflict in me
was over. I found it had just begun.
Again I cut myself off from Hal. He
sent me flowers, notes that burned
with ardor. He telephoned me several times a day. Stubbornly I declined to see him. I was very busy,
I said. He was hurt, then angry. He
could not understand my conduct.
He knew I loved him. Why on

earth had I broken from him so abruptly? What was the mystery? I

-"

-"

33

So for a week I fought against
and
myself. I refused to see Hal,
the
talked almost coldly to him on
telephone. I made every possible
redid
opportunity to see Chet. I
he
spect and like him! -and when
took me to a big formal advertising
club dinner, and I saw the respect
everyone
which
and deference with
treated him, my heart was full of
admiration. But not of love. that
When he took me home,
night, I asked him in. I made some
coffee. I talked furiously, and
laughed quickly at the amusing
HE took me to a concert that
As we sat before my
evening. Then two days later things he said.
little white fireplace I kept
it was lunch again. Then he asked
is the man I
me to go to a music -store with him thinking, this I am going to
to help him choose some new songs. love, the man
And that evening it was dinner in marry.
It was no good. I saw
a little French restaurant.
had
After dinner he said he wanted things plainly when Chet
left and I lay in my bed,
to go over his new songs. Would
wide awake, my thoughts
I come to his studio and try them
man
out with him? I hesitated. A voice racing. He was not the
for me. I hadn't known
deep inside me, was warning me.
what love was, before I met Hal.
But, I reasoned, why not? What
not love
was
it
and
did,
I
now
was the harm? "All right," I said. But
His studio was in the West Thir- I felt for Chet.
Then what was I doing, barring
ties, four flights up in an old-fashioned house. It was a curious place, Hal from my life? Why shouldn't
I see him? Hadn't I done everya small room full of antique furniture he had inherited. There was thing in my power to give my heart
to Chet-and failed?
an old upright piano in yellow
So Hal and I started seeing each
wood, some fine hooked rugs and,
behind a screen, a gas range and other again. Chet had gone out of
town and I did not miss him. Our
shelves for food.
"Living, eating, sleeping and relationship seemed more and more
working -all in one room!" he unreal. Only the hours I spent with
laughed. "But I won't be here long. Hal seemed to be part of my actual
Just give me one big break and life. I knew I was in love with him
watch me travel!" In another man now, and what else in the world
mattered? To me, who had never
it might have seemed conceit. In
lacked the courage to follow my inHal it merely seemed justifiable
stinct wherever it led-nothing.
self -confidence. Or was I prejuThen came the gay little party he
diced? Was I ready to believe anygave at his tiny studio. After his
every
minthing he said because
ute I was with him I felt myself guests left that spring evening, I
remained behind to help him clear
a new person, alive to the fingeraway. What a warm, singing feeltips?
ing it gave me merely to be washing
I went through songs with him
the dishes, running the old carpet
for three hours. At the end, exuberant and excited, he gathered me in sweeper over the rugs!
"Now don't tell me you're sleepy
his arms and kissed me.
and must run home!" laughed Hal
My response to his warm, eager
lips frightened me. It was then I when the work was finished.
It was after one. "I never was
discovered how little Chet's kisses
had stirred me. The vitality of Hal's more wide awake in my life," I said.
"Then sit down here on the sofa.
kiss made my heart pulse into a
I'm going to give my accompanist a
high rhythm it had never known
before.
concert all by myself," said Hal.
I broke away, hastily said goodHe had some phonograph records
night and ran down the stairs, as if which played only the accompaniments, the vocal line to be supI were running from some danger.
plied by the user. He put the recI was frightened -and at the
same time, I was happy. Happiness ords on one after the other on his
was the natural result of the ecstasy phonograph.
I had experienced in his arms durHe sang "Rolling Down to Rio"
ing that one moment. But it was and the Toreador's Song from Carwrong, I kept telling myself, over men. Then he sang a plaintive little
and over-wrong to be so happy in French ballad. His voice, though
the embrace of any other man but vibrant and young, seemed to exChet to whom I was engaged.
press all the frail loveliness of a

answered with evasions, hesitations,
awkward silences on the phone.
Finally, after torturing myself
and Hal for over a week, thankful
only that Chet had not yet returned
from his trip, I made up my mind.
I would break off my engagement
with Chet. That would not erase the
memory of the way I had betrayed
his trust, but at least the path of
my future would be clear. Then
conscience could no longer lay a
heavy hand on the joy of my love

at
bling down for me." He smiled
of
me. "Not that I'm complaining
anything today. It sure was a swell
break that brought you to the piano
for me."
Impetuously he insisted on seeing
me again-that very evening. I
wanted to tell him I was an engaged
girl. But I couldn't somehow. And
as I didn't wear my ring during
business hours, he couldn't tell
from that. Besides, I think I really
wanted to, so I said yes.
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for Hal.
Suddenly at ease now, the next
time Hal called up I said I would
see him. I had something important to say to him.
We dined together. Quietly I told
him I was engaged to Chet Barr,
and that now I had decided to

break the engagement just as soon

as I could see Chet.
I was touched by the humility
with which Hal took my news. He
seemed hardly able to believe, at
first, that I had chosen him instead
of a successful man like Chet. And
even after I had told him again and
again that I had no regrets, be
wouldn't let himself be convinced.
"Don't break off with him,
Diane," he pleaded. "At least -not
just yet. For your own sake. I
His eyes dropped; it was hard for
him, I knew, to make the admission that was coming. "I talk a lot
about being a success. But I may
never be. I may never be able to
give you all the things Chet Barr
could give you
the things you
deserve. And I won't ask you to
marry me when I'm able to offer
you so little."
I began, but
"All I want is you
he silenced me with a gesture.
"That's what you think now. But
wait a while, Diane. Wait until

-"

-all

-"

you're sure, before you throw away
your chance at all the things being

As he handed me the music his
hand grazed mine. I felt a thrill
that was poinful in its intensify go
through me at that accidental touch,

vanished time. It touched me to
the heart. I felt a choked, a tight
sensation in my throat. He-he was
not only a man, but a real artist
How proud I was of him! How I
loved him and how proud I was of
that love at this moment!
His voice died away. The accompaniment ceased. There was silence
in the room. Outside too there was
silence in the heavy spring darkness.
He came over to me. He took my
hands in his, bent and kissed tbem.
They trembled in his grasp. Then
he seated himself beside me. He
held me close. "Darling, darling!"
he breathed. "I love you! I want
you! I adore you!"
RADIO um TELEVISION

Mrs. Chet Barr would bring you.

I

struggled,

but weakly. The

thought of Chet stabbed me. But
did not love Chet. I knew that
Perfectly well now. I loved only this
man whose voice had sought out the
innermost depths of my heart,
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whose

kisses were pleading, coaxstorming upon my lips. Why
hesitate to return them?
love you, Hal!" The whispered
words came from
me without my
willing them. And
at the sound of
Item the joy in my heart mounted
and mounted.
I stopped thinking,
caring, worrying.
I let the tumult of
diesweep me away entirely in its
mg,

should I
"I

But

shame

afterwards,

remorse and
True, I

gave me no rest.
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Please! Give yourself time to know
you love me-" he smiled crookedly-"enough so it doesn't matter whether I'm rich or poor."
loved Hal. True, I had no feeling
"I know now," I said. "And I'll
for Chet. But just the same, what feel so much better about it all tf
had I done to Chet? How could I I tell Chet
face him now, his quiet blue eyes so
"Diane!" White, tense lines had
confident of me, his voice always suddenly appeared at the corners of
so gentle when he spoke to me, his
mouth. "I'd much rather you
his
so
perfect?
trusting me that was
me didn't."
I had thought the conflict in
I stared at him, amazed at what
was over. I found it had just begun. I could see was real anger, and he
Again I cut myself off from Hal. He smiled, relaxing a little. "I'm
sent me flowers, notes that burned sorry. I didn't mean to snap. I
with ardor. He telephoned meI sevde- suppose I take the fact that tooI
eral times a day. Stubbornly
haven't any money a little
clined to see him. I was very busy, seriously. But it's really important
angry.
He
then
hurt,
was
He
I said.
to me-I want you to be sure before
conduct.
my
could not understand
anything about Barr. You
on you do
He knew I loved him. Why
His voice softened.
him so ab- mustn't
earth had I broken frommystery?
"You (Continued on page 65)
I
ruptly? What was the
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glittering diamond which had brought such
disaster was at last lying safe in their hands,
The

bringing a promise of happiness to Page and Lynn
that only comes to young people forever in love
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"I've loved you from the very beginning, Lynn,' Page said seriously,
sudden tears in her smiling eyes.
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lay on the sun - washed
bracken of the rocks sleepily,
idly, staring at the blue sea
upon which light was shining at
last, and into whose long white
blackness color and form had come.
With the first light she and Barnes
had gone about to the eastern face
of the rock, had sat there waiting
and watching for the faintest sign
of life on the shore, that they might
begin their calling and signalling.
They had lighted a brush fire; the
smoke of it went straight up into
the clear blue air. Surely, surely
anyone seeing that fire would sense
that some one was in trouble, out
on the Rock!
Barnes came to join her, throwing himself down on the sparse
chaparral and falling as she had
into a daydream that was part
weakness and part hunger and
silent largely because the two had
said so many things to each other
so many times.
"Lynn asleep ?" he presently said.
"Yes." Page looked away and he
saw her eyes filled with tears. "It
isn't hurting him so much now,"
she said. "He'll just sleep that way
until he- doesn't wake up!"
"He's got a lot more strength than
you think, Page."
"I know. But nobody could fight
that."
There was another silence. After
awhile Page broke it.
"They'll find us some day, and
the grill, and the blanket, and think
that we picnicked here, and that
our boat was carried away."
"Listen, that's no way to talk!
We'll get out of this."
"Well, I think we will. But if we
don't- Do you suppose they've all
gone away from Mystery House ?"
"I think so. They probably got
right out. Probably they'll split;
they won't want to be identified.
The old woman will go east and live
somewhere; Harwood will go back
SHE

to China

-"

"I've thought it all out," Page
said, in a long silence. "Mrs. Prendergast probably was ill, perhaps
dying, and Trudy Mockbee was
thinking about the money. Flora
came on to join her mother, and
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either the mother had a plan to kill
the old lady, or they thought of it
together. I think Mrs. Prendergast-I mean my Mrs. Prendergast!
-did it alone! She promised Flora
money and Europe and everything
poor Flora's been starving for, if
she would keep her mouth shut.
And of course she is Flora's mother.
Any woman would stand by her
mother.
"Then Lynn showed up, just at
the end, and got in to see his grandmother, who told him she was dying and put the diamond into his
care. That upset all Trudy Mock bee's plans, and except for his
being ill with some sort of oriental
fever, she probably would have
given up the whole thing, perhaps
kept the old woman alive. But the
doctor said Lynn was dying, and
two of the Chinese, a boy and an
old man, actually did die, and it
seemed as if Lynn never would live
to expose her. And right in there
Rand came along, broke, and with
nothing but a lot of Chinese poisons
left to show for all his years of
work, and he fitted right in, to play
her game for her, manage the Chinese, fall in love with Flora, or let'
her fall in love with him, which
was the one way of shutting up
Flora, and keep Lynn doped. There's
no question that the `tonic' was
some Chinese drug that confused
his mind, especially as he was just
convalescing after a terrible illness.
"And then I came into the picture
as a nurse."
Page fell silent. The sun strengthened and glittered on the sea, and
shadows from the upsweep of the
Rock and from the gnarled trees
that clung to it precariously fell
softly on the boulders and sea
grasses and shrubs that descended
to the blue water.

"The diamond," Page said

dreamily, after awhile, "is three
steps down the terrace from the second level. You must sit down there
on the step and let your hand fall
naturally on the garden bed beside
it. There's a stain like white plaster
on one of the bricks where the lime
has streaked it, and right in a line
with it, you put your finger straight

down, and you will touch cotton,
and the diamond is in the cotton."
"While we're talking," Barnes
said, "there's something I want to
say -two things; if we get out of
this, we can discuss it again. But
if we don't, and-anything happens to you, which I don't believe,
I'm going to write the whole story
and leave it in the cave. We have
to. It'll be murder then, and Flora
ought to be taken up before she
gets in any deeper. I don't know
what charges they could bring
against Harwood. Drugging a sick
boy isn't definable exactly, when
the man who does it is a research
man and has taken his M.D.; even
if they prove murder against `Mrs.

Prendergast' they couldn't hold him
as an accessory. He wasn't here.
Well, that's that."
"Barnes, they might come out
here and clear up all traces of our
having been here, and destroy the
paper."
"They might, of course. But we
couldn't help that. Now about the
second thing. If this sunshine holds,
and these waves go down -and
they're going down now -you and
I might make a break for the shore.
If they're there, Rand and the women I mean, they might shoot at
us; they're desperate now. But I
think we have to chance it -some
time today while there's light, if the
sea quiets down."
"We couldn't make it, and you
know it."
"Perhaps not. That's what I want
you to consider."
"Life is sweet. I don't want to
risk it yet. Let's wait until tomor
row anyway."
"Tomorrow
Barnes began,
with a jerk of his head toward the
cave.
"I don't think anything would
be in time now," Page said in a
low voice. "The fever is burning
him away. He's so weak!"
"You love him, don't you ?"
She moved her sunken eyes to his
face.
"The way a woman loves a man,"
she said.
"And I love you that way."
"I know. (Continued on page 56)
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-
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"Lynn asleep ?" he presently said.
"Yes." Page looked away and he
saw her eyes filled with tears. "It
isn't hurting him so much now,"
she said. "He'll just sleep that way
said so
so

until he-doesn't wake up!"
"He's got a lot more strength
you

than

think, Page."

"I know. But nobody could fight
that "
There was another silence. After
awhile Page broke it.
"They'll find us some day, and
the grill, and the blanket, and think
that we picnicked here, and that
our boat was carried away."
"Listen, that's no way to talk!
We'll get out of this."
"Well, I think we will. But if we
don't- Do you suppose they've all
gone away from Mystery House ?"
"I think so. They probably got
right out.
Probably they'll split;
they won't want to be identified.
The old woman will go east and live
somewhere; Harwood will go back
to China
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"I've thought it all out," Page
in a long silence. "Mrs. Prendergast probably was ill, perhaps
dying, and Trudy
Mockbee was
thinking about the money. Flora
came on to join her mother, and
said,
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mother.
"Then Lynn showed up, just at
the end, and got in to see his grandmother, who told him she was dying and put the diamond into his
care. That upset all Trudy Mockbee's plans, and except for his
being ill with some sort of oriental
fever, she probably would have
given up the whole thing, perhaps
kept the old woman alive. But the
doctor said Lynn was dying, and
two of the Chinese, a boy and an
old man, actually did die, and it
seemed as if Lynn never would live
to expose her. Arid right in there
Rand came along, broke, and with
nothing but a lot of Chinese poisons
left to show for all his years of
work, and he fitted right in, to play
her game for her, manage the Chinese, fall in love with Flora, or let
her fall in love with him, which
was the one way of shutting up
Flora, and keep Lynn doped. There's
no question that the 'tonic' was
some Chinese drug that confused
his mind, especially as he was just
convalescing after a terrible illness.
"And then I came into the picture
as a nurse."
Page fell silent. The sun strengthened and glittered on the sea, and
shadows from the upsweep of the
Rock and from the gnarled trees
that clung to it precariously fell
softly on the boulders and sea
grasses and shrubs that descended
to the blue water.
"The diamond," Page said
dreamily, after awhile, "is three
steps down the terrace from the second level. You must sit down there
on the step and let your hand fall

naturally on the garden bed beside
it. There's a stain like white plaster
on one of the bricks where the lime
has streaked it, and right in a line

with it, you put your finger straight

down, and you will touch cotton,
and the diamond is in the cotton."
"While we're talking," Barnes
said, "there's something I want to
say -two things; if we get out of
this, we can discuss it again. But
if we don't, and -anything happens to you, which I don't believe,
I'm going to write the whole story
and leave it in the cave. We have
to. It'll be murder then, and Flora
ought to be taken up before she
gets in any deeper. I don't know
what charges they could bring
against Harwood. Drugging a sick
boy isn't definable exactly, when
the man who does it is a research
man and has taken his M.D.; even
if they prove murder against 'Mrs.
Prendergast' they couldn't hold him
as an accessory. He wasn't here.
Well, that's that."
"Barnes, they might come out
here and clear up all traces of our
having been here, and destroy the
paper."
"They might, of course. But we
couldn't help that. Now about the
second thing. If this sunshine holds,
and these waves go down -and
they're going down now -you and
I might make a break for the shore.
If they're there, Rand and the women I mean, they might shoot at
us; they're desperate now. But I
think we have to chance it -some
time today while there's light, if the
sea quiets down."
"We couldn't make it, and you
know it."
"Perhaps not. That's what I want
you to consider."
"Life is sweet. I don't want to
risk it yet. Let's wait until tomorrow anyway."
Barnes began,
"Tomorrow
with a jerk of his head toward the
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"I've loved you from the very beginning, Lynn,' Page said seriously,
sudden tears in her smiling eyes.
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low voice. "The fever is burning
him away. He's so weak!"
"You love him, don't you ?"
She moved her sunken eyes to his
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Listen to Kate Smith's daily
talks over CBS at 12 noon,
E.S.T., and her Friday night va-

riety show at 8:00 on CBS, both
sponsored by General Foods.

all the talk about
patriotism and hanging on to our American customs and ideals, I
believe this month is a good
time to talk about a typical
American dish-hash!
Now I know lots of people
think hash is just thrown
together to save time and
money and use up all the
odds and ends that collect in our
refrigerators. It's true of course that
hash is economical since it utilizes
leftovers which might otherwise be
wasted, but it's equally true that
when properly made there is nothing better. A whole meal can be
planned with hash as the main ingredient. If you will select one of
the following menus for tonight's
dinner I'm sure you will receive
your family's compliments.
WITH

I

Corned Beef Hash
Baked Tomatoes
Cole Slaw
Cornbread
Baked Apples

A Sunday breakfast treat

the mixture on top of the stove or
in the oven. I suggest baked hash
for this month's menus since you
will need a moderate oven for all
these and if the hash gets too dry
baste with equal portions of hot
water and melted butter. Half to
three quarters of an hour is the
baking time for all these recipes.
The proportions of the ingredients for hash vary as the following
recipes show, but remember that all
measurements by cup refer to the
ingredients after chopping.
1

II

Lamb Hash*
Glazed Carrots and Pineapples
Tomato and Cucumber Salad
Raisin Bread Pudding

2
1
1
1/4

III

Smoked Tongue Hash*
Fresh Spinach
Peas
Hearts of Lettuce Salad
Banana Cake with Butterscotch Sauce*
'Recipe Herewith

In general the directions for making hash are the same; that is, you
run the ingredients through the
food chopper (if you prefer moist
hash use the fine knife, otherwise
the medium), add the dry seasonings and mix well, adding the liquid
(or beaten egg, in one recipe) last.
You have your choice of cooking
36

-

hash on a fresh roll, topped
off with a poached egg. Left,
a pleasing way to serve hash
is in a glass baking dish.

1
1
1

2
1

Lamb Hash
cup cooked lamb
cups boiled potatoes
medium onion
small green pepper, minced
Salt and pepper to taste
cup milk
Sri
.ed Tongue Hash
cup smoked tongue
cup boiled potatoes
small onion
tbls. minced parsley

egg, beaten

This is best made of the heavy
butt end of the tongue which
usually is not brought to the table.
No seasonings are included, since
the tongue itself is so spicy, but additional pepper may be included.
For variety, bake the hash in a
well buttered ring mold placed in
a pan of water. When the hash is

done, turn it onto a platter and fill
the center with buttered noodles
garnished with chopped Brazil nuts.
Another variation is to break eggs,
one or two per serving as desired,
over the top of the hash when it
is almost done, then return the dish
to the oven until, the eggs are set.
I don't believe you will have a
scrap of hash left over-but if you
do, here's a hint for Sunday morning breakfast. Cut fresh rolls part
way through, spread open and butter liberally. Place a portion of
hash in the center and brown beneath the broiler flame. Top with
a poached egg and serve at once.
You wouldn't think that glazed
carrots and pineapple slices have
much in common, but they have;
they both rely for their success on
light corn syrup. Syrup combines
just as perfectly with vegetables
and fruits as it does with waffles
and pancakes, giving them just the
necessary sweetness. Corn syrup is
important from a health standpoint
too, since it contains a high percentage of dextrose which, as you
know, creates the extra energy we
all need during the winter.
Glazed carrots and pineapple
slices and banana cake with butterscotch sauce are favorite dishes
at all the Schrafft Restaurants here
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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AMERICAN DISH
The family will never recognize this hash, dressed up
in a ring form with center

filled with buttered noodles
and chopped Brazil nuts.

-F

Glazed carrots and pineapple

slices (right), and banana
cake with

butterscotch sauce
(above), are attractive side
dishes for your hash dinner.

in New York City.
1
1
1/2

2

Glazed Carrots and Pineapple
bunch carrots
medium can sliced pineapple
cup corn syrup
tbls. melted butter

Scrape carrots and cook in boiling
salted water for ten minutes. Drain
pineapple and place in center of
shallow baking pan which has been
well buttered. Drain carrots and
arrange around pineapple slices.
Pour on sauce made of the syrup
and melted butter and bake in moderate oven until carrots are tender
and sauce begins to candy.
Banana Cake with Butterscotch Sauce

Use any desired white cake batter
for the dough. Arrange sliced bananas in well buttered square cake
pan, sprinkle with lemon juice and
pour on the batter. Bake in moderate oven. Cut into squares and
pour on butterscotch sauce, topping
each serving with whipped cream.
Butterscotch Sauce
% cup corn syrup
1% cup medium brown

tbls. butter
1 cup water
tsp.
vanilla
%
6 tbls. heavy cream

sugar

4

Combine syrup, sugar, butter and
water and boil together until sauce
reaches heavy syrup consistency.
Cool and add vanilla and cream.
MARCH, 1941

HERE'S a trick to make you and

your guests forget that the
thermometer is hovering around
zero, one which will hit the spot
after a skating or skiing jaunt. It's
tea in a new style, piping hot and
pungent, with a spicy aroma that
tells you in advance how good it
will be.
To each cup of hot tea prepared
in the customary way, add a teaspoon and a half of sugar and a
thick slice of lemon stuck with
whole cloves. Instead of spoons use

muddling sticks-which are really
sticks of cinnamon.
As pictured here, the tea has
been prepared in quantity and
placed in a heat proof glass punch
bowl which rests on a glass teapot
warmer guaranteed to keep the
grog hot without boiling.
For less formal occasions, an
earthenware bowl and small mugs
of peasant design would be appropriate and attractive.
Serve with simple assorted sandwiches and small cakes.
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GLORIFY the AMERICA\ DISH
The family will never recognize this
hash, dressed
up
in a ring form with
center

BY KATIE SMITH
Radio

Food

Mirror's

filled with buttered noodles
and chopped Brazil nuts.

Counselor

Kate Smith's dally
talks aver CBS of 12 noon,
E.S.T.. and her Friday night vaon CBS. both
sponsored by General Foods.
Listen to

riety show at 8:00

WITH all the talk about
patriotism and hanging on to our American customs and ideals, I
believe this month is a good

time to talk about a typical
American dish -hash!
Now I know lots of people

A Sunday breakfast treat
hash

Corned Beef Hash
Baked Tomatoes
Cole Slaw
Cornbread
Baked Apples
H
Lamb Hash
Glazed Carrots and Pineapple
Tomato and Cucumber Salad
Raisin Bread Pudding

is

the mixture on top of the stove or
in the oven. I suggest baked hash
for this month's menus since you
will need a moderate oven for all
these and if the hash gets too dry
baste with equal portions of hot
water and melted butter. Half to
three quarters of an hour is the
baking time for all these recipes.
The proportions of the ingredients for hash vary as the following
recipes show, but remember that all
measurements by cup refer to the
ingredients after chopping.
Lamb Hash

Recipe Herewith

In general the directions for mak-

ing hash are the same; that is, you
run the ingredients through the
food chopper (if you prefer moist
hash use the fine knife, otherwise
the medium), add the dry seasonings and mix well, adding the liquid
(or beaten egg, in one recipe) last.
You have your choice of cooking
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cup cooked lamb

1

2
1
1

ya

Ill

Smoked Tongue Hash
Fresh Spinach
Peas
Hearts of Lettuce Salad
Banana Cake with Butterscotch Sauce*

fresh

Glared carrots and pineapple
slices (right), and banana
cake with butterscotch sauce

-

roll, topped

dabove),

off with a poached egg. Left,
a pleasing way to serve hash

think hash is just thrown
together to save time and
money and use up all the
odds and ends that collect in our
refrigerators. It's true of course that
hash is economical since it utilizes
leftovers which might otherwise be
wasted, but it's equally true that
when properly made there is nothing better. A wbole meal can be
planned with hash as the main ingredient. If you will select one of
the following menus for tonight's
dinner I'm sure you will receive
your family's compliments.

on a

cups boiled potatoes
medium onion
small green pepper, minced
Salt and pepper to taste
cup

milk
Se

1
1

1

2
1

.eel Tongue

Hash

cup smoked tongue
cup boiled potatoes

small onion
tbls. minced parsley
egg, beaten
This is best made of the heavy

butt end of

the tongue which
usually is not brought to the table.
No seasonings' are included, since
the tongue itself is so spicy, but additional pepper may be included.
For variety, bake the hash in a
well buttered ring mold placed in
a pan of water. When the hash is

in

a

glass

baking

turn it onto a platter and fill
the center with buttered noodles
garnished with chopped Brazil nuts.
Another variation is to break eggs,
one or two per serving as desired,
over the top of the hash when it
is almost done, then return the dish
to the oven until.the eggs are set.
I don't believe you will have a
scrap of bash left over -but if you
do, here's a hint for Sunday morning breakfast. Cut fresh rolls part
way through, spread open and butter liberally. Place a portion of
hash in the center and brown beneath the broiler flame. Top with
a poached egg and serve at once.
You wouldn't think that glazed
carrots and pineapple slices have
much in common, but they have;
done,

medium can sliced

2

pineapple

cup corn syrup
ibis. melted butter
Scrape carrots and

cook in boiling
water for ten minutes. Drain
Pineapple and place in center of
shallow baking pan which has been
well buttered. Drain carrots and
arrange around pineapple
slices.
Pour on sauce made of the syrup
and melted butter and bake in moderate oven until carrots are tender
and sauce begins
to candy.
Banana Cake with
Butterscotch Sauce
Use any desired white
cake batter
for the dough. Arrange
sliced bananas in well buttered
square cake
Pan, sprinkle with
lemon juice and
Pour on the batter. Bake in moderate oven.
Cut into' squares and
Pour on butterscotch
sauce, topping
each serving
with whipped cream.
Butterscotch Sauce
salted

health standpoint

% cup corn syrup

1

know, creates the extra energy we
all need during the winter.
Glazed carrots and pineapple
slices and banana cake with butterscotch sauce are favorite dishes
at all the Schrafft Restaurants here

ra

side

York City.

bunch carrots

I
I
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too, since it contains a high percentage of dextrose which, as you
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attractive

your hash dinner.

Glosad Carrots and Pineapple

and fruits as it does with waffles
and pancakes, giving them just the
necessary sweetness. Corn syrup is
a

New

in

they both rely for their success on
light corn syrup. Syrup combines
just as perfectly with Vegetables

important from

are

ishes for

dish.

mbedlum brown

Abp

will

sugar

h cubbDwater
4 kp venllla
6

IbLs, heavy
crea
Combine syrupm

water
Cool

:vision woos

1

sugar, butter and

and boil together

reaches

heavy

and add

aua tau

until

HERE'S a trick to make you and
your guests forget that the
thermometer is hovering around
zero, one which will hit the spot
after a skating or skiing jaunt. It's
tea in a new style, piping hot and
pungent, with a spicy aroma that
tells you in advance how good it

sauce

syrup consistency.

vanilla and cream.

be.

To each cup of hot tea prepared
in the customary way, add a teaspoon and a half of sugar and a
thick slice of lemon stuck with
whole cloves. Instead of spoons use

muddling sticks-which are really
sticks of cinnamon.
As pictured here, the tea has
been prepared in quantity and
placed in a heat proof glass punch
bowl which rests on a glass teapot
warmer guaranteed to keep the
grog hot without boiling.

For less formal occasions, an
earthenware bowl and small mugs
of peasant design would be appropriate and attractive.
Serve with simple assorted sandwiches and small cakes.
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Veteran musical director of many a
Broadway musical hit, Al Goodman conducts for Fred Allen's Wednesday show.

C
2sowas-siasimoisoil
By KEN

MADCAP Charlie Barnet has
done it again. He took unto

himself his fourth wife, and this
time it was his pretty blonde vocalist Harriet Clark. Most of us
thought the saxophonist would
make Helen O'Connell, Jimmy
Dorsey's warbler, his next mate.
Charlie is only twenty- seven. His
new bride is eighteen.
*

*

*

Bobby Byrne has a cigarette
sponsor and the program plans to
put on only BMI tunes, those songs
published by the network music
company. After a test run in New
York, the series will go network
around February first. Listeners
will be asked to title new songs and
win cash prizes and subsequent
royalties.
*

*

*

Contrary to rumors, the Pickens
Sisters will not form a professional
reunion. Jane, one of the trio, is
doing too well on her own, currently singing in Ed Wynn's show
"Boys and Girls Together." Sister
Patti is playing in vaudeville with
her tenor -husband, Robert Simmons.

*

*

*

Wedding bells rang out for two
members of Glenn Miller's band.
Sax player Al Klink wed model Pat
Moorhead and guitarist Jack Lathrop tied the knot with Barbara
38

Jane Mitchell, a secretary.
*

*

*

Jimmy Lunceford has switched
from Columbia to Decca Records
. . . Casa Loma is now playing in
Los Angeles' Palladium
Woody
Herman is back at the New Yorker
Russ Morgan has shaken up his
entire band . . . Duke Ellington is
now playing in Casa Manana, Culver City, California . . Betty Bradley is now singing with Bob Chester, replacing Dolores O'Neill.
Xavier Cugat replaces Bob Crosby on the Camel NBC shows which
is a victory for conga lovers over
swing addicts . . . Jimmy Dorsey
has replaced Glenn Miller at the
Hotel Pennsylvania in New York
and Sammy Kaye decided to cut
short his engagement at the Hotel
Commodore in order to begin a
lucrative one -night tour.
Eddy Duchin is now heard from
Chicago's Palmer House, replacing
Ray Noble, who is due to come
east . . . Muriel Lane, an amateur,
is now Woody Herman's vocalist,
replacing the ailing Dillagene.

...

...

*

*

*

Word is going around that the
master of them all, Paul Whiteman,
is forming a new dance band and,
will break it in this month for
Florida dancers . . . Enric Madriguera is making a comeback and
just signed a recording contract

ALDEN

with Victor. The latter company
lost its No. 1 Rhumba man, Cugat,
when he switched to Columbia . . .
You see 'Kay Kyser and singer
Ginny Sims together off the bandstand as much as you see them on
it. I saw them recently at the
theater, and again talking in low
tones over a light dinner.
ALMOST EVERYTHING
AL GOODMAN should be one of

the happiest musical stars that
shines on the kilocycle firmament.
The stockily - built, black - haired
veteran not only conducts the Fred
Allen CBS charades but is musical
director for Al Jolson's musical
comedy hit, "Hold On To Your
Hats." These two chores and his
numerous Columbia recordings
have made him not only popular,
but prosperous.
Unlike a good many of his colleagues, Al has been happily married to the same woman for more
than twenty years. Their love affair reads like a scenario for a
Mickey Rooney-Judy Garland film.
Yet Al's heart is still heavy. For
six years ago Al's boy died following an appendectomy. The fifteen
year old son and his dad were inseparable. And time has not been
a good healer. You can tell that
when Al talks about the boy. His
voice starts to choke up as he recalls
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

Two singing brothers who spell their names
differently-Bob Eberly (left) of Jimmy
Dorseÿ s band and Ray Eberle, who sings for
Glenn Miller. Right, the radiantly happy engaged couple, Bonnie Baker and Orrin Tucker.

these memories. You can see it as
you gaze about the spacious seven room apartment that the Goodmans
occupy on New York's Central
Park West. I counted over a dozen
photos of Herbert. There's one of
a dark, handsome boy in the living
room, another just above the piano
and a lot more in the solarium.
"If he had lived things would
have been better," Al said softly.
"Something has gone out of my life
that I can't replace. This may seem
funny to you, but I haven't seen a
football or baseball game since Herbert died. You see, we were real
pals and we did so many things like
that. Going back alone just wouldn't
seem right."
COODMAN'S life was touched by
an earlier tragedy when another
son died of diphtheria at the age of
two. However, the oldest child, Rita,
is now a full- grown, married woman and a mother. Needless to add,
Al is quite the expansive grandpa.
Al has been in show business for
more than two decades. Yet he's
still in his forties and filled with a
bouncing energy that some younger
batoneers I know might well envy.
Al is ever grateful for those many
years in the theater.
"Show business experieñce is essential to radio work," he said.
"When you have conducted night
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after night, year after year, before
different kinds of audiences in all
parts of the country, you seem to
know by instinct just what an invisible audience wants. Even though
you can't see the people you play
for, the illusion is there. So are
the footlights, the scenery, and the
applause."
Goodman has conducted the orchestras for more than one hundred
and fifty Broadway shows. Performers like Will Rogers, Marilyn Miller,
Jack Donahue, Fred Allen, Bert
Lahr and Ethel Merman would
often insist that the producer hire
this competent music master. When
Al Jolson made his rousing comeback this season, the mammy
singer wouldn't bend a knee until
he had signed his old conductor.
When Al studied music at the
Peabody Conservatory in his native
Baltimore he had originally intended to become a singer. But
when he heard the booming voice
of a barrel- chested classmate, he
soon switched over to orchestrating.
The possessor of that voice was
John Charles Thomas. Al's change
of plans was timely. Soon after, the
Milton Aborn Opera Company came
to the Oriole City and needed a
rehearsal pianist. The seventeen year -old ex- baritone applied for the
job and got it.
The next season he asked Aborn

for a regular job. When the impresario agreed, Al made a bee-line
for the girl who lived next door, to
keep a childhood promise. Ever
since they swapped home work
notes, Al and Fanny Goodman knew
they would be a permanent pair.
"When most of the kids went out
to play ball at recess," Al recalled,
"Fanny and I would sneak into the
auditorium and sit at the piano.
Sometimes we would play. Sometimes we would talk of all the wonderful things we would do when we
grew up and were rich. And when
my father insisted that I become a
lawyer, it was Fanny who told me
to stick to music."
They were married before the
troupe left for Chicago. It was in
the sometimes windy city that Al
got his first break. The opera conductor got one of his usual temperamental fits and walked out just before curtain time. The cast was in
a turmoil but producer Aborn had
confidence in his latest acquisition.
"Albert, do you think you can
hold down the spot ?"
"I'm sure of it Mr. Aborn," the
young man replied. A few hours
later he proceeded to prove it and
handled the score for "Cavalleria
Rusticana" and "Pagliacci" without
any trouble.
On the west coast Al got a job
playing piano for Earl Carroll,
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who was then a composer. But
Al Jolson heard about this young

"Marie" over and over, I would
think of all the lesser bands that
imitated the great chorus part.
For musical comedy, the handsome George Gershwin Memorial.
Album would be a treasure chest in
itself.
If by good fortune I met some
sarong -fitted native on the island,
it would be good foresight to have a
Xavier Cugat number along. "One,
Two, Three, Kick" would fill the

but capable conductor and hired
him to conduct for his new show,
"Sinbad."
"To this day I still don't know
whether Al really wanted me because I was a musician or because
he knew my wife's brother was a
jockey," Al says.
Al and Fanny Goodman have a
pretty heavy schedule. Because Al's
musical tastes run from Bach to
boogie -woogie, you're apt to see
them at Carnegie Hall or some real
low -down swing sanctum on 52nd
street. They usually are with large
parties. But most of their friends
are not in show business.
Goodman's association with Fred
Allen goes back many years. So the
poker -faced comic has never been
reticent about kidding Goodman
just as he used to kid Peter van
Steeden.
Al loves to banter with Allen but
usually gives up easily. "I try to
gag back with Fred as far as anybody can gag back with him. But
I always lose."
THE Victor record company have
asked a provocative question: "If
you were marooned indefinitely on
a desert island, what ten Victor or
Bluebird recordings would you take
along ?"
My selections will certainly give
the long hair critics shudders and
my swing colleagues will probably
sneer contemptuously. But I would
rather pass up those records that
are acknowledged classics for a
simple, personal list that would
always be a friendly catalog of
memories.
First of all I'd want a Hal Kemp
record, preferably "Got a Date With
An Angel" because it was to Hal's
music that I danced with my first
real date. Gosh, I can still see that
waiter's face when I fumbled to pay
the check.
I would want Henry King's lovely
"April in Paris" for that tune is my
favorite and I wouldn't neglect Paul
Whiteman's "Stardust." Somehow
Hoagy Carmichael's timeless ballad
must bring back romantic recollections to all of us.
A pair of swing tunes would be in
the stock to help me forget my
plight. Naturally they would be
Benny Goodman's sizzler "Don't Be
That Way" with Mr. Krupa at the
drums, and Artie Shaw's "Begin the

Beguine."
When I played Tommy Dorsey's
40

bill.

I would always like to guess what
might be the current leader of the
Hit Parade back home so I would
take a chance with Sammy Kaye's
"Nightingale Sang in Berkely
Square."
And, because no matter where I
would be I will never forget the
land of my birth, I'd have close to
me always, Kate Smith's stirring
"God Bless America."
OFF THE RECORD

Shirley Ross joined the Ben Bernie
program when it went out to Hollywood.
Listen to Shirley sing and
bandy words with the Old Maestro,
Tuesday nights, at 8:00, over NBC.

Some Like It Sweet:

Jerome Kern Tunes (Columbia C34)
An album of beautifully
orchestrated melodies by a great composer, including a thrilling version of
"Old Man River."
Adios; Green Eyes (Victor 26794)
Xavier Cugat. A pair of rumbas you
shouldn't miss.
My Mother Would Love You; You Say
the Sweetest Things (Bluebird 1921)
Freddy Martin. This under -rated band
continues to click or have I said that
before.
Yes My Darling Daughter; Down
Argentine Way (Bluebird 10920) Dinah
Shore. Eddie Cantor's thrush is going
places on the air and on the records.
Stardust; Old Fashioned Love (Columbia 35771) Eddy Howard. Dick
Jurgens' ex- vocalist gives his version
of two oldies and has excellent help
from an all-star instrumental group.
Al Goodman.

Some Like It Swing:

Shanty In Old Shanty Town; Swing
Me Bach (Decca 3409) Johnny Long. A
promising and delivers with this one.
Beat Me Daddy; There I Go (Decca
3454) Woody Herman. Another boogie woogie salute coupled with a sprightly

foxtrot.

-

He's radio's left- handed violinistJohnny Long. Johnny's playing at New
York's Roseland Ballroom. Dialers can
hear him over the NBC-Red network.

One O'Clock Jump; Blues in Thirds
(Victor 27204) Sidney Bechet. The one
real swing cut of the month played by
five New Orleans devotees.
Wings Over Manhattan (Bluebird
10885) Charlie Barnet. An over -long
jazz rhapsody of New York life highlighted by some fetching sax solos.
Make Believe Ballroom Time; Old
Black Joe (Bluebird 10913) Glenn Miller. Up to the Miller standard. I think
you'll like his dreamy tribute to Stephen
Foster.
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Thrill to the daring rescue
by radio's amazing hero, of
E

beautiful

Lois Lane in a

prison of rioting inmates

Above the bedlam, Superman's voice rang out: "Drop that timber!"

CLARK KENT sped northward
toward San Miguel peniten-

tiary through a forest of
towering pine. He had just received
orders from his Editor, Perry White,
to join Lois Lane, the "Planet's"
star girl reporter, at the prison. He
was close to his goal when the road
made a sudden turn and, in the
twilight, he saw men in uniform
barring his way. A police whistle
stabbed the quiet. Troopers halted
his car.
"Hold it up buddy-this is as far
as you go!"
Clark's voice was pleasant and
soft:

"What's the matter, officer? Road
blocked ?"
"Yeah-blocked right here. Turn
around and head back where you
came from. Where do you think
you're goin', anyway ?"
Kent's calm, low- spoken reply
matched perfectly the outward personality of the mild- mannered,
spectacled reporter -the disguise in
which Superman walked the earth.
"San Miguel. I have a date at
the prison. You see, I'm a newspaperman."
The officer's face clouded. His
tone, suddenly, was sharp and curt.
"Reporter, hey! How'd you get
wind of this so quick ?"
"Wind of what ?"
"Don't give me that stuff. Who
told you about the riot at San
Miguel ?"
Clark was genuinely amazed.
Then his surprise turned to concern.
A riot at San Miguel! And Lois
was there, alone. Impatient now at
the officers who barred his way, he
wondered if the Wolf and Keno, imMARCH, 1941

prisoned henchmen of the Yellow
Mask, were behind the riot. If they
were, it was time for Superman to
get into action!
"Look, officer, I'm sorry but I
have to go through. If there's
trouble at San Miguel, I just haven't
time to stop
The tall, stern patrolman couldn't
believe his ears. Infuriated, he
roared:
"Haven't time? -Say, who do you
think you're talkin' to!"
But Clark sprang from the car.
He could afford to waste no more
minutes. He knew that his superhuman powers must even now be
needed at the penitentiary. When
wrong -doers were at work, Superman did not wait to obey the conventions and customs of ordinary
men. Before the troopers could
move, he ran ahead of them. And
then they heard the gentle voice of
Clark Kent turn, in a flash, into the
strong booming tones of Superman:
"Sorry-I'd like to stay but I
really can't. So long, boys
you
want to hold my car, I'll make a run
for it! See you at San Miguel!"
Transfixed, the officers watched
the astounding figure in blue costume, with its red cloak streaming
behind, disappear down the road
with the speed of lightning. In a
second, Superman was too far away
for them to hear him say:
"Too bad, fellows. I'd like to stay
and chat but I can't do it now. If
there's trouble at San Miguel, I
have to be there -and be there in
a hurry.
Up we go-fasterFASTER!" Out of sight, he began
to fly, cutting the air like a hurtling
bullet. (Continued on page 85)

-"

The patrolman, infuriated, roared:
"Who do you think you're talkin' to ?"

Below-Swiftly, Superman gathered
the unconscious Lois in his arms.

-if
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Eastern Standard Time

News
8:00 ('I
8:00 N
-Bhp Peerless Trio
8:00 N I3( -R. :I Organ Recital
8:30 NBC -Blue: Tone Pictures
8:30 NBC -Red. Gene and Glenn

a=

8:00

9:00 CBS: News of Europe

,n

8:15
8:15

9:15 NBC -Blue. White Rabbit Line
9:15 NB(' -Red Kidoodlers

8:30
8:30

9:30 ( BS Wings Over Jordan
9:30 NBC -Rod Sunday Drivers

9:00 10:00 ('BS: Church of the Air
9:00 10:00 NBC -Blue. Primrose String
9:00 10:30 NBC -Red: Radio Pulpit

9:30 L0:10
9:30 10:30

Quartet

Symphony Orchestra
\ BS:-Blue.
Southernaires

(

13C

11:35 10:05 11:05 CBS, News and

Rhythm

8:05 10:05 11:05 1BC -Blur: Alice Remsen
3:30 10:30 11:30 ( BS, MAJOR BOWES FAMILY
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC-Red Music and American

Youth

10:00 11:00 12:00 NBC -Red: Lee Gordon Orch.
9 :15

11:15 12:15 NBC-Blue:

I'm

An American

9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Salt Lake City Tabernacle
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC-Blue: RADIO CITY MUSIC

HALL

9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC -Red: Wings Over America
10:00 12:00
10:00 12:00

1:00 C'BS. Church of the Air
1:00 NBC -Red: Sunday Down South

10.15 12:15

1:15 NBC-Blue: Vass

Family

10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: March of Games
10:30 12:30 1:30 NBC -Blur: JOSEF MARAIS
10:30 12:30 1:30 NBC -Red: On Your Job
11:00
11:00

1:00
1:00

2:00 NBC -Blue: American Pilgrimage
2:00 NBC -Red: NBC String Symphony

11:15

1:15

2:15 NBC

11:30

1:30
1:30

2:30 CBS Flow Gently, Sweet Rhythm
2:30 NBC -Red University of Chicago

-Blu

Foreign Policy Assn.

Round Table

12:00 2:00
12:00 2:00

3:00 ('BS: N. Y. PHILHARMONIC
3:00 NBC -Blue: Great Plays

12:15

2:15

3:15 NBC -Red: H. V.

12:45

2:45

3:45 NBC -Red: Bob Becker Dog Chats

Kaltenborn

1:00
1:00

3:00 4:00 NBC-Blue: National Vespers
3:00 4:00 N BC -Red: Yvette

1:15

3:15

3:30
1:30 3:30
1:30 3:30
1:30

2:00
2:00

4:00
4:00

2:00

4:00

4:15 NBC -Red: Tony Wons

4:30 ('BS: Pause That Refreshes
4:30 NBC -Blue Behind the Mike
4:30 NBC -Red. Pagent of Art

5:00
5:00
5:00
5:00

CBS. Design for Happiness

MBS Musical Steelmakers
NBC -Blue: Moylan Sisters
NBC -Red: Met. Opera Auditions

5:15 NBC -Blue: Olivio Santoro
4:30
2:30 4:30
2:30 4:30
2:30 4:30
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:00

5:30
5:30
5:30
5:30

Col. Stoopnagle
MBS: The Shadow
NBC -Blue: Hidden Stars
NBC -Red Your Dream Has Come
CBS

True

5:00 6:00 (BS: SILVER THEATER
5:00 6:00 MBS: Double or Nothing
5:00 6:00 :NBC -Blue: New Friends of Music
5:00 6:001NBC -Red: Catholic Hour

5:30 6:30,CBS: Gene Autry
5:30 6:30 MBS: Show of The Week
3:30 5:30 6:30iNBC -Red. Beat the Band
3:30
3:30

8:30

6:00 7:00 ( BS: News of the World
6:00 7:00 NBC -Blue News from Europe
6:00 7:00 NBC -Red JACK BENNY

4:30
4:30

6:30 7:301CBS Screen Actors Guild
6:30 7:30 NBC -Blue: Dance Music
6:30 7:30 NBC -Red. Fitch Bandwagon

4:00

4:00

4:45 6:45 7:45 MBS Wythe

Williams

7:30
5:00
5:00

7:00
7:00
7:00

8:00 CBS: HELEN HAYES
8:00 NBC -Blue: Star Spangled Theater
8:00 NBC-Red CHARLIE McCARTHY

8:00
9:30
5:30

7:30
7:30
7:30

8:30 CBS Crime Doctor
8:30 NBC -Blue: Sherlock Holmes
8:30 NBC -Red: ONE MAN'S FAMILY

5:45

7:45 8:45 MBS.

5:55

7:55 8:55
8:00 9:00
8:00 9:00
8:00 9:00

6:00
9:00
6:00

8:15
8:15 8:30
6:30 8:30
9:15

Dorothy Thompson

CBS: Elmer Davis
CBS: FORD HOUR
NBC -Blue Walter Winchell
NBC -Red. Manhattan Merry -Go-

Round

9:15 NBC -Blue: The Parker

Family

NBC -Blue: Irene Rich
9:30 NBC -Red: American Album of
Familiar Music
9:45 NBC -Blue. Bill Stern Sports Review
8:00 8:4
7:001 9:00 10:00 CBS: Take It or Leave It
7:001 9:00 10:00 NBC -Blur Goodwill Hour
7:001 9:00 10:00 NBC -Red. Hour of Charm
7:301 9:30 10:30 CBS. Columbia Workshop
9:30 9:30
NBC -Red: Serenade to Loveliness
8:0010:0011:00 CBS: Headlines and Bylines
8:00 10:00111:001NBC: Dance Orchestra
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9 :30

Helen Hayes and Raymond Massey, her ca -star in

a

recent ploy.

Tune -In Bulletin for January 26, February 2, 9, 16 and 23!
January 26: Dan Ameche, who hasn't been heard on the air nearly enough lately, is
scheduled to be an the Screen Actors Guild show aver CBS tonight at 7:30.
February 2: Bette Davis, Herbert Marshall, and James Stephensan are an the screen
Actors Guild program, doing a radia versian of their smash movie hit, The Letter."
Ted Malone visits Baaker T. Washington's home at Tuskegee Institute, NBC -Blue
at 2:00.... The N. Y. Philharmonic an CBS has Jaseph Szigeti, vialinist.
February 9: Paulette Goddard and Henry Fonda ca -star in "Descry Rides Again" tonight
for the CBS Screen Guild Program.... Guest stars: Rose Bamptan an the Ford Haur
and Joseph Schuster, 'cellist, an the N. Y. Philharmonic program.
February 16: That delightful movie, "It's a Dote," is an the Screen Guild program in a
radia version, starring Deanna Durbin, Kay Francis and Walter Pidgeon in their original roles.
.
Nina Martini sings as the Fard Haur's guest, and Zino Francescatti,
violinist, plays with the N. Y. Philharmonic.
February 23: On the N. Y. Philharmonic concert you can hear Nadia Riesenberg, pianist.
Gladys Swarthaut, famous America mezzo -soprano, is an the Fard Haur.
.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Helen Hayes,
starring in a different half -hour play each
week, an CBS at 8:00, E.S.T., rebroadcast
to the West Coast at 7:30, P.S.T., and
sponsored by Lipton's Tea.
Unless you're a fanatical devotee of
Charlie McCarthy far unless you live in
the Pacific Time Zane, where Helen and
Charlie aren't an at the some time), you
couldn't do better than to tune Helen
Hayes in tonight. Most radia acting is
good, but hers is magnificent.
You'd never guess than Helen was one
of America's greatest actresses if you
watched her rehearsing her radia shows.
She laves radia, but is quite willing to admit that other people know more about it
than she does. Na displays of temperament ever ga an at a Hayes rehearsal,
and afterwards, when the script has to be
cut sa it won't run avertime (it always does
have to be cut, tai), Helen goes home
and lets other people wield the blue pencils. "I'd only get in their hair," she explains.
Besides acting an the air, Helen is starring in a Broadway production of Shakespeare's "Twelfth Night." This means that
she doesn't have much time this winter to
spend at her home in Nyack, N. Y. She

usually stays in New York the latter part
of the week, traveling up to Nyack Sunday evening after the repeat broadcast,
and commuting between Nyack and New
York Monday and Tuesday nights.
Her
playwright husband, Charles MacArthur,
and her two children, Mary and Jamie, live
in Nyack the week around.
Your first impression an seeing Helen
offstage is one of disappointment. She
isn't as pretty, you think, as you expected.
Then she begins to talk, and you realize
she's much prettier.
Her whole face
sparkles with animation; she tells a story,
and her gestures and the intonation of
her voice bring the characters in it to life
right in front of your eyes. Just now, far
her rale in "Twelfth Night," she is wearing
her hair in a way that aught to be a
fashion for small women
curls in crisp,
tiny blonde ringlets all over her head. You
can see the style in the picture above.
Helen is a lot more domestic than you'd
expect an actress to be. When she's at
Nyack, not working, she runs her home
very efficiently-does the shopping herself, with special reference to her husband's likes ar dislikes in food; spends a
lot of time with the children, putters
around in the garden, and sa an.

-it

(54 /kg 701

FRANK FOREST-whose tenor voice is heard tonight at 6,
E.S.T., on the Double or Nothing program over MBS. He's
a Minnesota boy who studied in Europe and later won acclaim singing in European opera, making his debut at La
Scala in Milan. You've seen him in the movies, "Champagne Waltz" and "I'll Take Romance." He's a bachelor,
likes blondes, stands 5 feet 11 inches, and has dark hair.
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'Eastern Standard Time

F
u

8:30 NBC -Blue. Ray Perkins
8:30 NBC-Red Gene and Glenn

8:05
2:30

9:05INBC -Blue: BREAKFAST CLUB
9 :15 CBS School of the Air

8:45
8:45

9:45ICBS Bachelor's
9:45

10:00 CBS: By Kathleen Norris
10:00 NBC- Red.This Small Town

8:45

9:00
9:00

1:15

9:15 10:15
9:15 10:15

CBS

1:45

9:30 10:30
9:30 10:30
9:30 10:30

CBS.

12:45

9:45 10:45
9:45 10:45
4:30 10:45

2:30

10:00
10:00

12:00 10:15
8:15 10:15

11:00
11:00
11:15
11:15

11:00 10:30 11:30
10:30 11:30
10:30 11:30
11:15 10:45 11:45
10:45 11:45
9:00 11:00
9:00 11:00

2:00
2:00

9:15 11:15
9:15 11:15

2:15

9:30 11:30
9:30 11:30

2:30
2:30
2:45
1:00
1:15
1:30
1:45
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15
2:30
2:30
2:30
2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:00
4:15

9:45 11:45
10:00 12:00
10:15 12:15
10:30 12:30
12:45
3:00
11:00

1:00
1:00

3:30
11:15

1:15
1:15

11:30
11:30
11:30

1:30
1:30
1:30

11:45
11:45

1:45
1:45

12:00
12:00

2:00
2:00
2:00

12:15
12:15
12:15

2:15
2:15
2:15

12:30
12:30

2:30
2:30
2:30

12:45
12:45

2:45
2:45
2:45

1:00

3:00
3:00
3:00

4:15
1:15
1:15

3:15
3:15
3:15

1 :00

1:30
1:30
12:30
8:30
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15

2:45
5:45
8:55

3:15
10:00

4:15
4:15
4:30
4:30
3:45
4:45
3:45 4:45
4:00
5:00
4:00
5:00
4:00
5:00
4:15
5:15
4:15
5:15
5:30
4:45
5:45
5:45
5:45
4:45 5:45
10:00 6:00
5:05
6:05
5:15
6:15
5:30 6:30
5:45

3:45

5:45

8:00
8:00

6:00
6:00

8:15

6:15
9:30
6:30
8:30

7:30
8:30
7:30
9:00

8:30
5:00

7:00
7:00
7:00

8:30
5:30
9:00

7:30
7:30
7:30
7:30

5:55

7:55
8:00
8:00
8:00

6:00
6:00
6:00

2:15

3:30
3:30

3:45

6:30 8:30
6:30 8:30
7:00 9:00
7:00 9:00
7:30 9:30

Children

NBC -Red. Edward MacHugh
Myrt and Marge
NBC-Blue Vic and Sede
Stepmother

NBC-Blu Mary Marlin
NBC-Red: Ellen Randolph
CBS: Woman of Courage
NBC -Blue: Pepper Young's Family
NBC-Red The Guiding Light
NBC -Blue: I Love Linda Dale
NBC -Red The Man I Married
CBS: Martha Webster
NBC -Red Against the Storm
CBS' Big Sister
NBC -Blue: The Wile Saver
NBC -Red. The Road of Life
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
NBC -Red: David Harum
CBS: KATE SMITH SPEAKS
NBC -Red Words and Music
CBS: When a Girl Marries
NBC -Red: The O'Neills
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
NBC -Blue: Farm and Home Hour
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can be Beautiful
CBS: Woman in White
CBS: Right to Happiness
CBS: Road of Life
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
CBS:Red: Hymns of All Churches
CBS: Girl Interne
NBC-Red: Arnold Grimm's Daughter
CBS: Fletcher Wiley
NBC -Blue: Rochester Orchestra
NBC-Red: Valiant Lady
CBS: Home of the Brave
NBC -Red: Light of the World
CBS: Mary Margaret McBride
NBC -Blue: Orphans of Divorce
NBC -Red: Mary Marlin
CBS: Jan Peerce
NBC -Blue: Honeymoon Hill
NBC -Red: Ma Perkins
CBS: A Friend in Deed
NBC -Blue: John's Other Wife
NBC -Red: Pepper Young's Family
CBS: Lecture Hall
NBC -Blue: Just Plain Bill
NBC -Red: Vic and Sede
CBS: Portia Faces Life
NBC -Blue: Mother of Mine
NBC -Red: Backstage Wife
CBS: We, The Abbotts
NBC -Blue: Club Matinee
NBC -Red: Stella Dallas
CBS: Hilltop House
NBC -Red: Lorenzo Jones
CBS: Kate Hopkins
NBC -Red: Young Widder Brown
CBS: The Goldbergs

NBC -Blue: Children's Hour
NBC -Red: Girl Alone
CBS: The O'Neills
NBC -Red: Lone Journey
NBC -Red: Jack Armstrong
CBS: Scattergood Baines
NBC -Blue: Tom Mix
NBC -Red: Life Can be Beautiful

CBS: News, Bob Trout
CBS: Edwin C. Hill
CBS: Hedde Hopper
CBS: Paul Sullivan
6:45 CBS: The World Today
6:45 NBC-Blue: Lowell Thomas
6:45 NBC -Red: Henry Cooke
7:00 CBS: Amos 'n' Andy
7:00 NBC -Red: Fred Waring's Gang
7:15 CBS: Lanny Ross
7:30 CBS: BLONDIE

7:30
7:30
8:00
8:00
8:00
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:55
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:30
9:30
0:00
0:00
10:30

MBS: The Lone Ranger
NBC -Red: BURNS AND ALLEN
CBS: Those We Love
NBC -Blue: I Love a Mystery
NBC -Red: The Telephone Hour
CBS: Pipe Smoking Time
MBS: Boake Carter
NBC -Blue: True or False
NBC -Red: Voice of Firestone
CBS: Elmer Davis
CBS: LUX THEATER
NBC -Blue: You're in the Army Now
NBC -Red: Doctor I. Q.
NBC -Blue: John B. Kennedy
NBC -Red: Show Boat
CBS: Guy Lombardo
NBC -Red. Contented Hour
NBC-Blue: Radio Forum

John

B.

Kennedy gives you the

news

tonight

on NBC -Blue.

Tune -In Bulletin for January 27, February 3, 10, 17 and 241
Jonuory 27: Womon of Couroge, on exciting serial storring Seleno Boyle which hos only
been heard in the Eost up to now, hos added a rebroadcast to the West. Listen of
12:45, P.S.T.

Februory 3: The CBS School of the Air on Mondoy mornings tells you obout Americans
at work- todoy's subject is "Citrus Fruit Growers."
February 10: Gene Krupo's bond closes tonight of the Hotel Sherman in Chicago. It's
been braadcosting over CBS.... A worm and human story is The Goldbergs, on CBS
at 5:00.
February 17: Tommy Dorsey's band closes at Meadowbraok tonight.... The Americans
of Work program tells about Cottle Raising.
February 24: Recommended for a half hour of music that's very pleasant to listen to:
The Voice of Firestone, on NBC -Red of 8:30 tonight.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: John

B.

He sticks fairly close to New York now
but there was a time when he wos radio's
most air- traveled reporter.
Practically
every week he would hop o plane for some
part of the United States where o story
wos brewing, and would broadcast from
there. Doy by day, he never knew where
he'd be twenty -four hours later.
John wos born in Quebec, but he came
to the United States when he wos quite
young, and gat most of his education here,
although he also went to school in England
and Conoda.
He graduated from St.
Louis University and then went into the
newspaper business.
During the first World Wor, John
directed the war relief activities of the
Knights of Columbus, and worked in cooperation with Herbert Hoover in relieving distress ofter the war. Several
foreign countries gave him decorations.
Jahn's program tonight cames from o
small "Talk Studio" just off NBC's news
room, where the Associated Press teletype
mochines ore located.
John will arrive
of NBC about 6 a'clack this evening, and
will spend the time from then until 9:30
in looking over the news clocked out by
the machines and writing his script oround
those items that seem the mast important.
It's only a five- minute script, but it takes
o lot of work, because of frequent lost minute changes.

Kennedy,

in o review of the doy's Associated Press
news, heard over NBC -Blue between 9:30
and 9:35 P.M., E.S.T., tonight and every

night except Sunday.
This is the same curt, incisive comm entator whose picture you see of the
beginning of every Metro-Goldwyn -Moyer
movie newsreel. He hos the kind of voice
that makes you believe whatever he says
is true-but thot's oll right, because he
Cokes his job seriously enough to convince
himself that when he mokes a statement
it's a fact.
The carelessly- dressed, tousle -haired Mr.
Kennedy started his adult life os o newspaper reporter and went from there to
magazine work.
He was an associate
editor of Collier's Weekly when that magazine decided to sponsor an air show,
and just happened to be chosen as its
master of ceremonies.
So much fan mail resulted that Jahn gave up writing
for the printed page in fovar of writing
for the microphone.
He never toak a
voice lesson in his life.
John plays o good game of golf, swims,
as he says, "with o rope," likes beer but
no stronger beverage, smokes o pipe in
and out of bed and sometimes even in
the studio, where no one is supposed
to smoke anything, and does his writing
in the kitchen os often as he is permitted.

SaNeigT_
ESTHER RALSTON -heard as Madelyn in the CBS serial, We,
The former star of silent films is devotthe Abbotts.
ing most of her time to radio now, although she recently
She's
appeared in one new picture, "Tin Pan Alley."
married to a New York radio commentator, Ted Lloyd, and
doesn't want to spend too much time in Hollywood. She's
tall, blonde, beautiful, and a very capable actress.

4

Complete Programs from January 24 to February
MARCH, 1941
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Eastern Standard Time

H

8:05
2:30

8:30 NBC -Red. Gene and Glenn
9:05 NBC -Blue. BREAKFAST CLUB
9:15 CBS School of the Alr

8:45
8:45

9:45 CBS Bachelor's Children
9:45 NBC -Red: Edward MacHugh

U

2:00

00 10:00 CBS: By Kathleen Norris
9.00 10:00 NBC -Red This Small Town
1:15 9 -15 10:15 CBS: Myrt and Marge
9:15 10:15 NBC -Blue Vic and Sade
1:45 9:30 10.30 CBS' Stepmother
9:30 10:30 NBC -Blue Mary Marlin
9:30 10.30 NBC- Rei'i, Ellen Randolph

8:45

9

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Woman of Courage
945 10:45 NBC -Blue Pepper Young's Family
2:30 4:30 10:45 NBC -Red. The Guiding Light
10:45 10.00
10:00
10:00
12:00 10:15
8:15 10:15
11:00 10:30
10:30
10:30
11:15 10:45
10:45
9:00 11:00
9:00 11:00
9:15 11:15
9:15 11:15
9:30 11:30
9:30 11 :30
9:45 11:45
10:00 12:00
10:15 12:15
10:15 12:15
10:30 12:30
12:45
3:00 1:00
11:00 1:00
3:30 1:15
11:15 1:15
11:30 1:30
11:30 1:30
11:45 1:45
11:45 1:45
2:00
12:00 2:00
12.00 2:00
12:15 2:15
12:15 2:15
12:15 2.15
2:30
12:30 2:30
12:30 2:30
12:45 2:45
12:45 2:45
1:00 3 -00
1:00 3:00
3

-00

4:15
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:30
12:30

3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
8:30 4:00
2:00 4 :00
2:00 4.00
2 :15
4:15
2:15 4:15
2:45
5:45

4:45
5:45
4:45

7:55

5

:00

5.05
10:00 5:30
3:45 5:45
3:45
8:00
9:30
8:00
8:15
9:45
4:30

5:45
6:00
6:00
6:00
6:15
6:15
6

:30

6:45
5:00 7.00
7 :30

8:30
8:30
5:30
5:30
7:30
5 :30
5:55
9 :00
8 :00
9:30
6:30
6:30
6:30
6:35
7:00
7:00
7:00
7:15
7:30
7 :30
7:45

00

7

7:00
7:00
7:30
7.30
7:30
7:30
7

:55

8 :00
8 :00

8:00
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:35
9:00
9:00
9:00
9 :15
9 :30
9:30
9 :45

44

11:00
11:00
11:00
11:15
11:15
11:30
11:30
11:30
11:45
11:45
12:00
12:00
12:15
12:15
12:30
12:30
12:45
1:00
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:45
2:00
2.00
2:15
2:15
2:30
2:30
2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:00
4:15
4:15
4:15
4:30
4:30
4:45
4:45
5:00
5:00
5 :00

5 :15

5:15
5:30

5:45
5:45
5:45
6:00
6:05
6:30
6:45
6 :45
6:45
7:00
7:00
7:00

CBS. Mary Lee Taylor
Love Linda Dale
NBC -Blur
NB(' -Red The Man I Married
CBS. Martha Webster
NBC -Red Against the Storm
CBS: Big Sister
NBC -Blue The Wife Saver
NBC -Red The Road of Life
.

1

CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
NBC -Red. David Harum
C BS: KATE SMITH SPEAKS
NBC -Red Words and Music
CBS: When a Girl Marries

NBC -Red The O'Neills
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
NBC -Blur. Farm and Home Hour
C BS. Our Gal Sunday
CBS' Life Can be Beautiful
CBS: Woman in White
NBC-Red Tony Wons
CBS. Right to Happiness
CBS Road of Life
CBS Young Dr. Malone
NBC-Red Hymns of All Churches

Girl Interne

CBS-

NBC -Red Arnold Grimm's Daughter
CBS: Fletcher Wiley
NBC -Red Valiant Lady
CBS. Home of the Brave
NBC -Red Light of the World
CBS. Mary Margaret McBride
NBC -Blue Orphans of Divorce
NBC -Red Mary Marlin
CBS Jan Peerce

NBC -Blur Honeymoon Hill
NBC -Red Ma Perkins
CBS A Friend in Deed

NBC -Blue. John's Other Wife
NBC -Red Pepper Young's Family
NBC -Blue Just Plain Bill
NBC -Red Vic and Sade
CBS: Portia Faces Life
NBC -Blob Mother of Mine
NBC -Red Backstage Wife
CBS. We, The Abbotts
NBC -Blum Club Matinee
NBC -Red Stella Dallas
CBS Hilltop House
NBC -Red Lorenzo Jones
CBS. Kate Hopkins
NBC -Red: Young Widder Brown
CBS: The Goldbergs
NBC -Blu Children's Hour
NBC-Red Girl Alone
CBS: The O'Neills
NBC -Red Lone Journey
NBC -Red Jack Armstrong
CBS. Scattergood Baines
NBC -BIoe Tom Mix
NBC -Red Life Can be Beautiful
News

CBS
CBS
CBS
CBS

Edwin C. Hill
Paul Sullivan
The World Today
NBC -Blue Lowell Thomas
NBC -Red Henry Cooke
CBS. Amos 'n' Andy
NBC -Blue EASY ACES
NB(' -Red Fred Waring's Gang
7:15 CBS; Lanny Ross
7:15 NBC -Blue Mr. Keen
7:30 CBS Helen Menken
7:45 NBC -Red H. V. Kaltenborn
8:00 CBS Court of Missing Heirs
8 :00 MKS Wythe Williams
8.00 NB( Rhn' Ben Bernie
8:00 NB(
Johnny Presents
8:30 CBS FIRST NIGHTER
8:30 MRS La Rosa Concerts
8:30 NBC -Blue Uncle Jim's Question Bee
8 :30 NBC -Red Horace Heidt
8:55 CBS Elmer Davis
9 :00 CBS We, the People
9 :00 NB( -Bin.
Grand Central Station
9:00 NB(' -Rd Battle of the Sexes
9:30 CBS Professor Quiz
9:30 NBC -Blue John B. Kennedy
9:30 NBC-Red McGee and Molly
9:35 NBC -Blue Bishop and the Gargoyle
10:00 CBS Glenn Miller
10:00 \IBS Raymond Gram Swing
10 :00 NBC -Red Bob Hope
10 :15 CBS Invitation to Learning
10 :30 NBC -Red Uncle Walter's Doghouse
10:30 NBC -Blue Edward Weeks
10.45 CBS News of the World
:

i

Ted Collins Cokes it eosy while wotching

a

Kate Smith rehearsal.

Tun -In Bulletin for January 28, February 4, 11, 18 and 25!
Jonuory 28: Tuesday is the "Wellsprings of Music" day on the CBS School of the Air,
and today you'll heor French -Canadian melodies.
Februory 4th: Listen to the Court of Missing Heirs tonight at 8:00 on CBS- there's no
telling when you'll have the thrill of heoring your name or that of a friend on it.
February I: Are you one of the millions that wouldn't miss a chapter of Life Can Be
Beoutiful? If not do yourself a good turn and follow the crowd by tuning in on CBS
of I:00 or NBC -Red at 5:45.
Februory 18: Sailors' songs and chonties are featured on the CBS School of the Air this
morning.... For good comedy tonight, tune in Fibber McGee and Molly on NBC -Red
of 9:30.
February 25: Gene Krupa's band opens tonight at the Meadowbrook, broadcasting over
NBC. Gene is still the apostle of the hottest kind of swing.
I

ON THE AIR TODAY: Ted Collins, readthe news on Kate Smith's mid -doy
program over CBS, sponsored by SwonsDown Cake Flour and Diamond Salt.
A stocky little Irishman with a brood
grin and o boundless store of energy is
one of radio's most importont and sucBut becouse he is Kate
cessful men.
Smith's manager and business associate,
you don't heor os much about him as you
When Kate says, "Well, Ted,
should.
what's new ?" on her noon -day talk todoy,
and he begins reoding the latest bulletins,
you'll be listening to o man who reolly
heeded the old proverb about opportunity
knocking but once on everyone's door.
When Ted first heard Kate sing, thot wos
ing

opportunity.

It

didn't

have

to

knock

twice.
Ted was born in New York a little over
forty years ago, and learned as a kid that
if you couldn't lick the biggest guy on the
block you weren't going to get very for.
Those early years gave him o spirit of in-

dependence he's never lost. He still takes
no nonsense from onyone- neither from
sponsors, advertising agencies, or network
executives.
He went to Fordham University and is
still one of its most loyal rooters. He loves
sports of all kinds, and prides himself on
possessing o strong and healthy body. It
would be on excellent idea for him to
build himself a penthouse atop Madison
Squore Gorden, because he spends about
three evenings o week there. For other

kinds of night life he hos no use of oll, and
never attends Broodway hot spots.
Ted's married to the lovely blonde
Jeannette Collins, and has an eighteen -

yeor-old doughter named Adelaide. Until
a yeor or so ogo the Collinses lived on
Long Islond; then they moved to o big
apartment on Central Park West, neor
Ted's and Kote's office on Columbus
Circle. The office is in the some building
where Ted worked os on executive of the
Columbia Recording Company, when he
first heard Kate sing. As his bankroll increases, Ted likes the doily reminder, entering the building, of the times that
weren't so easy.
His partnership with Kate-whom he
calls Kathryn -has been just obout perfect. At the very beginning, they agreed
thot Kote would sing and Ted would handle
all business matters, and they've both
stuck religiously to thot ogreement. Ted
has furthered other careers besides Kate's,
but he's done it so unobtrusively +hot
he's never received much credit for it.
Another thing Ted did for which he's never
hod the credit (or blame, if you feel that
way about it) wos to originote the guest stor ideo when he had Kate and Ben Bernie
oppear on each other's shows.
When you first meet Ted, you think he's
foirly hard -boiled and tough. That isn't so.
He's really one of the tenderest -heorted
men on Broodwoy, and will always lend a
helping hand to onyone needing a breokbecause once he needed one himself.

S'aqyd&T_
RICHARD GORDON -who plays

The Bishop" in tonight's serial on NBC -Blue, The Bishop and the Gargoyle. Richard
started his career in 1898 as a reporter and cartoonist
for a Bridgeport. Conn.. paper. In 1900 he switched to
the stage. and began a long succession of increasingly
important Broadway roles. In 1930 he joined NBC's staff
of actors, and won fame as Sherlock Holmes -but after a
while he refused to play the part any longer for fear of
being typed. He and his wife (she was his leading lady
in 1905) five in Piermont, N. Y., in a home with a biq
basement where Richard pursues his hobby of carpentry.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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BEAUTY OVER

THE AMERICAS
FROM Alaska to Cape Horn, from
the Aleutian Islands to Parahiba,
easternmost tip of Brazil- throughout
these wide Americas lovely women
have learned the same romantic beauty
lesson.

The ritual of skin care prized in all
these American countries is the same
we in the United States likewise treasure -the simple, effective principles
long laid down by Pond's:

-

CLOAK your face and neck lavishly with
the sleek, fragrant smoothness of Pond's
Cold Cream. Smack your skin briskly with
cream-wrapped fingertips for three full
minutes -even five. Pond's has two distinct missions to perform for you. One
cleansing. The other softening. It mixes
with the dust, make -up and foreign accumulations on your skin -softens them and
sets them free.
WIPE AWAY all this freed and softened
debris with the gentle competence of Pond's
Tissues -created tenderly soft and absorbent for this express purpose.
MRS.

JOHN JACOB ASTOR

SMACK ON briskly a second coating

SPLASH ON now the cool, wet fragrance of

Pond's Skin Freshener.

Then MASK this spic- and -span face of
yours with a smooth layer of a very different type of cream- Pond's Vanishing Cream
-light as a cloud, innocent of greasiness.
This cream's specific duty is to help disperse remaining particles, little chappings
caused by exposure. Wait one full minute
before you wipe it off. Then see
how it leaves a perceptible mat finish on your skin
petal- softness
that receives and holds your powder smooth and captive for hours.

-a

ROBERT W. ARMSTRONG

... SENHORA

AWAY

in five

-For

a

limited

period you can buy Pond's
Cold Cream in the mediumlarge (6.1 oz.) size that gives
you so much more for your
money, and get absolutely
free a 200 box of Pond's
Face Powder. Al your favorite beauty comfier.
.

.

.

SEÑORITA ANA ROSA MARTINEZ GUERRERO

AIMEE LOPES DE SOTTO MAIOR

connotation of great wealth and great beauty
MARCH, 1941

ANOTHER THRIFTY GIVE-

Perform this brief Pond's ritual
in full always before retiring or
during the day. A shorter ritual
whenever your skin or make-up
need freshening.

... MRS.

SENORA PILA SUBERCASEAUX

of

Pond's Cold Cream. Again wipe off with
gentle Pond's Tissues. This second creamy
spanking enhances both the cleansing and
softening actions of Pond's. Note how the
pores seem finer, lines less apparent in your
glowing, softened skin.

... names that

great American countries.

hold the magic and dual

Each one observes the Pond's Ritual

45

Eastern Standard Time

I-

o:

2:00

8:45

8:30 NBC-Blue: Ray Perkins
8:30 NBC -Red Gene and Glenn

Q

8:05 9:05 NBC-131u, BREAKFAST CLUB
2:30 9:15 CBS. School of the Air
8:45' 9:45 ('BS: Bachelor's Children
8:451 9:45 NBC-Red Edward MacHugh
9:0010:00. CBS: By Kathleen Norris
9:00 10:00 NBC-Red This Small Town

1:15

9:15 10:15 CBS. Myrt and Marge
9:15 10:15 NB(' -Blur. Vic and Sade

1:45

9:30 10:30 CBS Stepmother
9:30 10:30 NBC- 1111r Mary Marlin
9:30 10:30 NBC -Red Ellen Randolph

12:45
2:30

9:45 10:45 CBS: Woman of Courage
9:45 10:45 NBC -Blue Pepper Young's Family
4:30 10:45 NBC -Red. The Guiding Light
10:00111:00 NBC -Blue I Love Linda Dale
10:00 11:00'NBC -Red The Man I Married

12:00 10:15 11:15 CBS. Martha Webster
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC -Red Against the
11:00 10:30 11:30 CBS. Big

Storm

Sister

10:30 11:30 NBC -Blue: The Wife Saver
10:30 11:30 NBC -Red The Road of Life
11:15 10:45 11:45 CBS. Aunt Jenny's Stories
10:45 11:45 NBC -Red David Harum

9:0011:0012:00 CBS: KATE SMITH SPEAKS
9:00 11:00 12:00 NBC-Red. Words and Music
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS. When a Girl Marries
9:15 11:15 12:15 NBC -Red The O'Neills
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS. Romance of Helen Trent
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC -Blue: Farm and Home Hour
9:45 11:45112:45 CBS- Our Gal Sunday
10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS. Life Can be Beautiful
10:15 12:15 1:15ICBS: Woman in White
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS Right to Happiness
12:451 1:45 CBS Road of Life
3:00 1:001 2:00 CBS. Young Dr. Malone
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC -Red Betty Crocker
11

3:30

11:15
11:30
11:30
11:45
11:45
12:00
1.2:00

12:15
12:15
12:15
12:30
12:30
12:45
12:45
12:45
1:00
1:00
4:15
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:30
12:30
8:30
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15

1:15
1:15
1:30
1:30
1:45
1:45
2:00
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15
2:15
2:30
2:30
2:30
2:45
2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3 :15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:00
4:15
4:15

2:45 4:45
5:45 5:45
4:45
8:55 10:00
5:05
3:15 5:15
10:00 5:30
3:45 5:451
3:45 5:45
8:00 6:00
9:30 6:00
8:00 6:00
8:15 6:15
9:45 6:15
7:30 6:30
8:30 6:30
6:30 6:30
4:45 6:45
6:30 7:00
8:00 7:00
8:00 7:00
8:15 7:15
8:30 7:30
5:30 7:30
8:30 7:30
8:30 7:30
5:55

9:0
6:0
9:0
6:3
9:3
6:35
7:00
7:00

7.00
7:45

2:15 CBS:

Girl Interne

2:15 NBC -Red Arnold Grimm's
2:30 CBS Fletcher Wiley
2:30 NBC -Red Valiant Lady
2:45 CBS. Home of the Brave

Daughter

NBC -Red Light of the World
CBS: Mary Margaret McBride
NBC -Blur Orphans of Divorce
NBC -Red Mary Marlin
CBS Jan Peerce
NBC -Blue. Honeymoon Hill
NBC -Red Ma Perkins
3:30 CBS- A Friend in Deed
3:30 NBC -Blue. John's Other Wife
3:30 NBC -Red Pepper Young's Family
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15

3:45
3:45
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:00
4:15
4:15
4:15

CBS. Lecture Hall

NBC -Blue. Just Plain Bill
NBC -Red Vic and Sade
CBS. Portia Faces Life
NBC -Blue Mother of Mine
NBC -Red Backstage Wife
CBS: We, the Abbotts
NBC-Blue: Club Matinee

NBC -Red Stella Dallas
4:30'CBS. Hilltop House
4:301 NBC -Red Lorenzo Jones
4:45,CBS- Kate Hopkins
4:45 NBC -Red Young Widder Brown
5:00 CBS, The Goldbergs
5:00 NBC -Blue- Children's Hour
5:00 NBC -Red Girl Alone
5:15'CBS. The O'Neills
5:15. NBC -Red Lone Journey
5:30 NBC -Red Jack Armstrong
5:45 CBS. Scattergood Baines
5:45 NBC -Blue. Tom Mix
5:45 NBC -Red Life Can be Beautiful
6:00 CBS News, Bob Trout
6:05 CBS Edwin C. Hill
6:15 CBS Hedda Hopper
6:30 CBS Paul Sullivan
6:45 CBS The World Today
6:45 NBC -Blur Lowell Thomas
6:45 NBC -Red: Henry Cooke
7:00 CBS. Amos 'n' Andy
7:00 NBC -Blue. EASY ACES
7:00 NBC -Red Fred Waring's Gang
7:15
7:15
7:30
7:30

CBS, Lanny Ross
NBC -Blw: Mr. Keen

CBS. Meet Mr. Meek
MBS The Lone Ranger
Cavalcade of America
7:45 NBC -Red H. V. Kaltenborn
8:00 CBS, Big Town
8:00 NBC -Blue. Quiz Kids
8:00 NBC -Red Tony Martin
8:15 NBC -Red How Did You Meet
8:30CBS Dr. Christian
8:30 MBS Boake Carter
8:30 NBC-Blue. Manhattan at Midnight
8:30 NBC -Red. Plantation Party
7:551 8:551CBS. Elmer Davis
8:00 9:00 CBS FRED ALLEN
8 :00 9:00 MBS GABRIEL HEATTER
8:00 9:00 NBC-Red- Eddie Cantor
8:30 9:301 NBC-Blue John B. Kennedy
8:30 9:30, NBC-Red Mr. District Attorney
8:35 9:3SÌ NBC-Blur Spin and Win
9:00 10:00 CBS. Glenn Miller
9:00 10:00 MBS. Raymond Gram Swing
9:00 10:00 NBC -Red KAY KYSER
9:45'10:45ÌCBS News of the World
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7:30 NBC -Red

Jeanette Nalan and Agnes Maarehead of the Cavalcade cast.
Tune -In Bulletin

for January

29,

February

5, 12

and 19!

January 29: Tony Martin's bock an the air -goad news far everyone wha likes romantic
sang. Listen to him an NBC -Red at 8:00 tanight-and to the program which cames
right after his fifteen minutes, Haw Did Yau Meet, which consists of dramatized
accounts of listeners' meetings with their future sweethearts.
February 5: Spin and Win, an NBC -Blue at 9:35 tonight, is a camplicated sort of quiz
shaw with money prizes -but it's sort of fun, tai.
February 12: It's Lincoln's Birthday, and the networks will have some special programs
cammemaratinq the life of that great American.... NBC broadcasts the Santa Anita
Derby from the Santa Anita track at Arcadia, California.
February 19: Far a balanced ration of comedy tonight, why nat listen to Eddie Cantor
far thirty minutes on NBC -Red at 9:00, then switch aver to the last half af Fred Allen's
program an CBS at 9:30?
ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Cavalcade of
America, an NBC -Red at 7:30, E.S.T. (rebroadcast to the West at 6:30, P.S.T.),
spansared by the E. I. DuPont de Nemaurs Ca.
In the radio business this is what is
known as an "institutional" pragram. In
other wards, it doesn't try to sell the product of its sponsor as much as it tries to
build up goad will and familiarize the
public with the sponsor's name. Many radia programs are failures because, although they're goad shows, they dan't send
the sponsor's sales up.
Cavalcade of

America doesn't have to worry about that
-all it needs to da to be a success is give
you an inspiring and entertaining half hour once a week, and to that end it hires
radio's most capable actors, America's
best-known authars, and every naw and
then an unusual guest star.
Patriotism is its theme. Every week the
story of some incident ar significant phase
af our country's history is dramatized.
The people who run the shaw try to match
up famous authars with subjects they've
always been interested in. Far instance,
Alexander Waallcatt wrote and acted in
a script about the Battle Hymn of the
The Cavalcade of America
Republic.
people knew he was interested in the subject before they ever decided to da a
broadcast an it, sa he was the logical
persan to choose for the jab.
Other

authars wha've dane Cavalcade scripts
are Marc Connelly, Maxwell Anderson, Cal
Tinney and Stephen Vincent Benet.
The Cavalcade dramas are directed by
a plump, dynamic little man named Hamer
Pickett, wha lacks enough like Winston
Churchill to be his American twin.
A
regular "stack company" af actors divide
up the various parts an each script. There
are eight of these regulars, they're heard
an each pragram, and their names make
up a list af radia acting aristocracy: Ed
Jerome, Carl Swenson, Jeanette Nalan
and her husband, Jahn McIntire, Ray Cal lins, Ted Jewett, Agnes Maarehead and
Kenneth Delmar. A member of this acting company may have on important rale
one week and only a couple af lines the
next-just as actors used to da in the
ald -time stage stack companies which
changed bills every week.
A Cavalcade broadcast is a dignified
affair. Everyone, including the members
of Dan Voorhees' orchestra, wears evening
clothes as a matter of course. (Although
once, as an experiment, Maxwell Andersan's play, "Valley Forge," was broadcast
with the actors wearing the Colonial castumes af the drama's period. It was nice
far the studia audience, but certainly
didn't mean a great deal to listeners.) A
Broadway theater, the Ritz, is used far
the broadcasts, and an audience of 1200
people attends each one.

Say iqeS 701
-a

sweet -faced young miss of 23 who is
rodio's expert in tough -gal roles. You hear her tonight as
the thick -witted maid, Lily, in Meet Mr. Meek over CBS
and other days when you tune in a particularly tough feminine voice, the chances are that's Ann too. She's a veteran
of some 35 productions on Broadway, and long since lost
count of all her microphone characterizations. Her biggest thrill recently came when Minerva Pious, Fred Allen's
dependable comedy actress, had to go to Hollywood for
two weeks and Ann was chosen to handle her roles on the
Allen program. She's blonde, New York born, and single.
ANN THOMAS

-

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

KEEP YOUR ACCENT ON YOUTH!

"Win New Loveliness .. . New Youthfulness in your

NEW-BORN-SKIN! "s
...

Yes! It's really true
You are getting a beautiful
New -Born Skin. Yes, under your present skin a Brand
New Skin is coming to life. Let my 4- Purpose Face

Cream help your New -Born Skin to keep its promise
of appealing freshness and youth.
SEEMS a miracle too wonderful to believe, but at this
a New-Born
ITvery moment, under your present skin
growing, gradually replacing your
Skin is flowering
worn -out surface skin which flakes away in tiny little

...

...

particles.
Will your New -Born Skin really flatter you? Will it
help you look younger? The answer is "Yes! ", says Lady
if you will care for it properly with my
Esther. "Yes
4- Purpose Face Cream."
Don't let the dry flakes of your old surface skin imprison
the beauty of your New -Born Skin. My 4- Purpose Face
Cream gently permeates those drab flakes ... the surface
so
impurities and dirt. It helps you whisk them away
your New-Born Skin may appear at its clearest and at its
all you need is one cream. Lady
best. And to do this
Esther 4-Purpose Face Cream.

...

...

...

Ask Your Doctor About Your Face Cream
Does he suggest that you feed your skin from the outside?
Will he recommend astringents, or skin foods, or tissue
for it stands
creams? Lady Esther believes he will not
to reason that any cream that can fill the pores can be
harmful to the skin. But ask him if my cream doesn't help
your skin because it loosens the dry little flakes and surreally cleanses your skin. Ask your
face impurities
doctor if every last word that Lady Esther says isn't true!
So try my 4- Purpose Face Cream at my expense. Use
no other cream for a full month. Let my cream give you
complete beauty care. Let your New-Born Skin come to
light in all its glory. Use my cream particularly before
you powder, for, after wiping away Lady Esther cream,
your skin is in perfect condition to receive powder. Use
just enough powder to protect your skin from dust-and
see if your skin doesn't appear lovelier and more opalescent-smoother, more radiant-with a look that really

...

...

spells beauty!

LADY ESTHER,

The Miracle of Reborn Skin
Your skin is constantly wearing out

-

drying-flaking off almost invisibly. But
it is immediately replaced by new-born
skin -- always crowding upward and out-

ward. Lady Esther says you can help
make each rebirth of your skin a true
Rebirth of Beauty!
MARCH, 1941

West 65th St., Chicago, Ill.
Os)
Please send me your generous sample tube of
Lady Esther Face Cream; also nine shades of
Face Powder, TREE and postpaid.
7134

Name

Address
City

(If you

State
live in Canada, write Lady Esther, Toronto, Ont.)
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V
á
8:00
8:05
2:00 2:30
8:30
1

Eastern Standard Time

I

8

:30 NBC -Red

Gene and Glenn

9:05 NBC -Blue BREAKFAST CLUB

9:05NBC-Red Happy Jack
9:15 ('BS: School of the Air
9:30 NBC -Red Isabel Manning Howson
8:451 9:45 CBS. Bachelor's Children
8:45 9:45 NBC -Red Edward MacHugh
8:45 9:00 10:00 CBS. By Kathleen Norris
9:00 10:00 NBC -Red This Small Town
1:15 9:15
9:15
1:45 9:30
9:30
9:30

10:15 CBS. Myrt and Marge
10:15
-Blue Vic and Sade

10:30CBS.
'NBC Stepmother
10:30 NB(' -Blue Mary Marlin
10:301NBC -Red Ellen Randolph
12:45 9 :4510:45 CBS Woman of Courage
9:45 10:45 NBC -Blue Pepper Young's Family
2:30 4:30 10:451 NBC -Red The Guiding Light
10:45 10:00 11:00 CBS: Mary Lee Taylor
10:00 11 :00 NBC -Blue I Love Linda Dale
10:00 11:00 NBC -Red The Man I Married
12:00 10:15111:15 CBS. Martha Webster
8:15 10:15111:15 NBC -Red Against the Storm
11:00 10:3011:301 CBS: Big Sister
110:30 11:30. NBC -Red The Road of Life
11:15 10:45 11:4511CBS. Aunt Jenny's Stories
10:45 11:45 NBC-Red David Harun,
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS. Kate Smith Speaks
9:00 11:00 12:00 NBC -Red Words and Music
9:15 11:15112:15 CBS. When a Girl Marries
9:15 11:15 12:15 NBC -Red The O'Neills
9 :30 11:30 12:30 CBS. Romance of Helen Trent
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC -Blue Farm and Home Hour
9:4511:45 12:45 CBS. Our Gal Sunday
10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS Life Can be Beautiful
10:1512:15 1:15 CBS Woman in White
10:15 12:15 1:15 NBC IL,l Tony Wons
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS. Right to Happiness
12:45 1:451CBS Road of Life
3:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC -Blue Margaret C. Banning
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC -Red Hymns of All Churches
1

1

3:30 1:15
11:15: 1:15
11:301 1:30
11 :30 1:30
11:46 1:45
11:45 1:45
2:00
12:00 2:00
12:00 2:00
12:15 2:15
12:15 2 :15
12:15 2:15
2:30
12:30 2:30
12:30 2:30
12:45 2:45
12:45 2:45
12:45 2 :45
1:00 3 :00
1:00 3 :00
3:00

2:15 CBS Girl Interne
2:15 NBC-Red Arnold Grimm's
2:30 CBS- Fletcher Wiley

4:15
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:30
12:30

4:15
4:15
4:15
4:30
4:30
4:45

8:30
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15
2:45
5:45
7:55
3:15
10:00
3:45
3:45
8:00
9:30

8:00
8:15
9:45

7.00
4:45

3:15
3:15
3 :15
3 :30
3:30
3:45
3:45
4 :00
4:00
4:00

2:3D

Daughter

NBC -Red' Valiant Lady
CBS: Home of the Brave
NBC -Red Light of the World
CBS_ Mary Margaret McBride
NBC-Blue Orphans of Divorce
NBC -Red Mary Marlin
CBS Jan Peerce
NBC -Blue. Honeymoon Hill
NBC -Red Ma Perkins

2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30 CBS A Friend in Deed
John's Other Wife
3:30 NBC
3:30 NBC -Red Pepper Young's Family
3:45 CBS. Adventures in Science
3:45 NBC -Blue Just Plain Bill
3:451NBC -Red Vic and Sade
4:00 CBS. Portia Faces Life

-Blu

-Blu

Mother of Mine
4:00 NBC
4:00 NBC -Red- Backstage Wife

4:45
5:00

5:00
5:00

CBS. We, The Abbotts

NBC -Blue. Club Matinee
NBC -Red Stella Dallas
CBS. Hilltop House
NBC -Red Lorenzo Jones
( BS. Kate Hopkins
NBC -Red Young Widder Brown
CBS. The Goldbergs
NBC -Blue Children's Hour
NBC -Red Girl Alone
C'BS. The O'Neills
NBC -Red Lone Journey
NBC -Red- Jack Armstrong
CBS' Scattergood Baines
NBC -Blue Tom Mix
NBC -Red Life Can be Beautiful

5:15
5:15
5:30
4:45 5:45
5:45 5:45
4:45 5:45
5:00 6:00 CBS News
5:05 6:05 CBS Edwin C. Hill
5:15 6:15CBS Bob Edge
5:301 6:30 CBS Paul Sullivan
5:451 6:45 CBS. The World Today
6:45 NBC -Blue. Lowell Thomas
5:45 6:45 NBC -Red Henry Cooke
6:00 7:00 CBS. Amos 'n' Andy
6:00 7:00 NBC -Blue Easy Aces
6:00 7:00 NBC -Red Fred Waring's Gang
6:15 7:15 CBS Lanny Ross
6:15 7:15 NBC -Blue Mr. Keen
6:30 7:30 CBS. Vox Pop
6:30 7:30 NBC -Red Xavier Cugat
6:45 7:45 NBC -Blue Met. Opera Guild
6:45 7:45 NBC -Red H. V. Kaltenborn
7:00 8:00 CRS Ask It Basket
7:00 8:00 NIBS: Wythe Williams
4:15
4:15

8:30
7:30
5:00 7 :00
8:30 7:00

8:00
8:30
7:30 8:30
7:30 8:30
7:55 8:55
8:00 9:00

7:15

7:30
7:45

8

00

8:30
8:35
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:15
9:30
9:45
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for January

CBS. City Desk

9:00
9:30
9:35
10:00
10.00
10:00
10:15
10:30

NB(' -Red KRAFT MUSIC HALL
NBC -Blue John B. Kennedy
NBC -Blue America's Town Meeting
CBS Glenn Miller
NIBS Raymond Gram Swing
NBC -Red. Rudy Vallee
.

CBS

Choose Up Sides

NBC -Blue Ahead of the Headlines
10:45'CBS News of the World

clowning.

30, February 6, 13 and 20!

January 30: The beloved children's clossic, "Rebecca of Sunnybrook Form," is on the
CBS School of the Air this morning. If it was one of your favorites when you were a
kid, don't miss heoring it.
to Gabriel Heotter's news program on NBC
. . Listen
of 9:00 tonight.
February 6: Listen to next week's news by tuning in Ahead of the Headlines an NBC -Blue
tonight ot 10:30. It recently moved to this new time from Sunday afternoons.
February 13: Frank Morgon is on the Good News program now, NBC -Red of 8:00 -so,
with Baby Snooks, it offers you a lot of comedy.. , Far folks who take their Saturdayafternoon opero broodcasts seriously, there's the Metropolitan Opero Guild program,
NBC -Blue at 7:45, tolking about next Saturday's performonce.
February 20: Recommendation of the night: the program thot never disoppaints, The
Aldrich Family, on NBC -Red ot 8:30.
.

.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Rudy Vollee's
Sealtest Shaw, an NBC -Red at 10:00 P.M.,
E.S.T.

After batting olang far several months
without making any remarkable dent in
popularity -survey figures, Rudy Vollee's
show has suddenly blossomed out into o
half -hour that is real fun to listen to. That
it wasn't sa before was never Rudÿ s fault,
exactly- things just didn't seem to click
together into a fast, bright program.
Naw they da, and we all give thanks.
Part of the improvement, at least, is due
to that Bad Bay of the American Theater,
John hasn't reJahn Barrymore, Esq.
farmed. He's still the unpredictable possessor of a sense of humor that's likely to
run amak any minute. He refuses to stick
to the script, and nearly drives the people
who write it crazy.
This is what happens every week.
A
couple af days before the broadcast, the
performance
program hos a "preview "
before a smell invited audience. Barry more takes the script and appears to rend
it, but inserts lines of his own that are sa
funny the script writers decide to incorporate them in the braadast version.
Then, by the time the actual broadcast is
given, Barrymore hos thought up o whole
new botch of od -libs. The presence of an
audience seems to intoxicate him, and he
just can't help wondering away from the
The wonderful thing
prepared script.

-a

about him is that with oll his spontaneous
remarks, he never ance has made the producers af the program wish they could
censor what he says. His sense of shawmonship and of what the public will like

that he never oversteps the
bounds of good taste.
John's verbal high -jinks help Rudy, too,
In the past, Rudy has sometimes been o
little too dignified an the air. He can't
be dignified when John's around. It's impassible to keep o straight face when the
wildest of the Barrymores starts clowning
-not that he ever stops. For instance,
when Rudy introduces Barrymore to the
studia audience, John always responds with
o beautiful display of "hem" acting: hand
on heart, head thrown back, eyelids fluttering in pleased surprise. It brings down
the house, and from then on anything
goes.
You'd expect same outbursts of terrlperoment between Rudy and John-end
you'd expect wrong. Oddly enough, they
get on fine. Rudy, mindful of his old desire to be an actor, studies the Barrymare
technique and timing, and Barrymore,
probably without meaning it of all, says he
hopes he can learn from Rudy how to be
a goad business man and save his money.
Anyway, they're fost friends -?roaf being
that Barrymore's contract with the pragrom wos recently renewed for another
thirteen weeks.
is so strong

Say /kg&

Pot o' Gold
NBC -I(ed- Good News

NBC -Blue Fame and Fortune
NBC -Red The Aldrich Family
CBS, Elmer Davis
6 00
CBS' MAJOR BOWES
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: GABRIEL HEATTER
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC -Blue Roc lester Philharmonic
6:00
6:30
6:35
7:00
7:00

Tune -In Bulletin

8:00 NBC -Blue

9:00 7:30
8:30
3:00
5:55

III Barrymore, Vero Vague and Vallee da some

YVETTE -who sings the solos on Xavier Cugat's program
tonight over NBC. Yvette, whose real name is Elsa Harris, was born in Birmingham, Ala., on September 17, 1922.
Her family is of French extraction, so she comes by her

stage name honestly. She learned her intriguing Creole
patois when she was a child attending a convent school
in New Orleans. When she was 17 she came to New York,
intending to study art. But some friends heard her sinq
and urged a musical comedy career on her; she auditioned
for stage producers and an NBC talent scout heard her.
Result
radio debut last January and instant success.

-a
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MIRROR

COLOR FLASH
Created to go with Fasbion's newest colors
Dura -Gloss Indian Red

Dura -Gloss Zombie

yot2;yls

most áea/utØa7

Your exquisite fingers, flame -tipped with the lustrous beauty of
Dura -Gloss -like tiny beacons, flashing a message to a masculine
heart falling under your spell! Let Dura- Gloss, the durable, easy onflow, longer -lasting nail polish created for the most beautiful

ALUi

.

INDIAN DSO
w

rw.. Ii
i...c.....w,

tOMA LA9.. tiffMtM

fingernails in the world, bring flashing beauty to your fingertips!
Exult in their longer-lasting gem-hard lustre-and compare this
superlative polish, Dura- Gloss, to polishes costing five, ten times
as much! Buy Dura -Gloss -Buy Dura -Gloss today!

The Relier Nail Polish by LORR

MARCH. 1941

10

DURA» GLOSS

THE DIFFERENCE

between

NAIL POLISHES

(1) Many 10¢ nail polishes "fray"
off at the edge of nail within one day.

Dura -Gloss doesn't.
(2) Many 10¢ nail polishes dry so
fast that you can't apply them properly. Dura -Gloss goes on evenly and
smoothly.
(3) Many 10¢ nail polishes never dry
underneath and are easily "dented."
Dura -Gloss never "dents."
(4) Many 10¢ nail polishes chip off
so easily that you have "bald spots"
on your nails. Dura -Gloss is true to
its name -it lasts.
,
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2:00

Eastern Standard Time

lU

8:30 NBC -Red Gene and Glenn

8:05 9:05 NBC -Bluo: BREAKFAST CLUB
2:30

8:45
8:45

9:15 CBS School of the Air
9:45 CBS. Bachelor's Children
9:45 NBC -Red Edward MacHugh

8:45

9:00 10:00ICBS. By Kathleen Norris
9:00 10:00NBC -Red This Small Town

1:15

9:15 10:15 CBS Myrt and Marge
9:15 10:15 NBC -Blue- Vic and Sade

9:30 10:30 CBS Stepmother
9:30 10:30 NI4C -Blik Mary Marlin
9:30 10:30 NBC -Red Ellen Randolph
12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS. Woman of Courage
9:45 10:45 NBC -Blue. Pepper Young's Family
2:30 4:30 10:45 NBC -Red. The Guiding Light
1:45

10:00 11:00 NBC -Blues I Love Linda Dale
10:00 11:00 NBC -Red The Man I Married
12:00 10:15 11:15 CBS.

Martha Webster
Against the Storm

8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC -Red

11:00 10:30 11:30 CBS Big Sister
10:30 11:30 NBC -Blue The Wife Saver
10:30 11:30 NBC -Red The Road of Life
11:15 10:45 11:45 CBS Aunt Jenny's Stories
10:45 11:45 NBC -Red David Harum
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS Kate Smith Speaks
9:00 11:00 12:00 NBC-Red- Words and Music

9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS. When a Girl Marries
9:15 11:15 12:15 NBC -Red The O'Neills
9:30 11:30 12:30'CBS Romance of Helen Trent
9:30 11:30 12:30'NBC -Blue Farm and Home Hour

3:00
11:00

1:00
1:00

3:30
11:15

1:15
1:15

11:30
11:30

1:30!

11:45
11:45

1:45'
1:45'

12:00
12:00

2:00
2:00
2:00.

Our Gal Sunday
1:00 CBS Life Can be Beautiful
1:15CBS Woman in White
1:30 CBS Right to Happiness
1:45 Cß3. Road of Life
2:00 CBS. Young Dr. Malone
2:00 NBC -Red. Betty Crocker
2:15 CBS. Girl Interne
2 :15 NBC -Red Arnold Grimm's Daughter
2:30 CBS. Fletcher Wiley
2:30 NBC -Red- Valiant Lady
2:45 CBS, Home of the Brave
2 :45 NBC -Red Light of the World
3:00 CBS. Mary Margaret McBride
3:00 NBC -Blue. Orphans of Divorce
3:00 NBC -Red Mary Marlin

2:15''

3

2:15
2:15

3:15 NBC -Blue Honeymoon
3:15 NBC -Red Ma Perkins

Jimmy Darsey's vocalist, Helen O'Connell -and Jimmy himself.
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for January

24 and 31,

February

7. 14 and

21!

9:45 11:45 12:451 CBS.

10:00 12:00
10:15 12:15
10:30 12:30

12:45

12:15
12:15
12:15
12:15

1:301

Jan Peerce
MRS. Philadelphia Orchestra

Hill

2:30
12:30 2:30
12:30 2:30

3:30 CBS A Friend in Deed
3:30 NBC -Blue. John's Other Wife
3:30 NBC -Red. Pepper Young's Family

12:45
12:45
12.45

3:45 CBS. Exploring Space
3:45 NBC-Blue Just Plain Bill
3:45 \BC -Red Vic and Sade

1:00

1:00

2 :45

3:00 4:00 CBS. Portia Faces Life
3:00

4:00 NBC -Blue

Mother of Minc

3:00 4:00 NBC -Red Backstage Wife
4:15 3:15 4:15 CBS- We, The Abbotts
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC -Blue- Club Matinee
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC -Red Stella Dallas
1:30
1:30

3:30
3:30

4:30 CBS Hilltop House
4:30 NBC -Red. Lorenzo Jones

12:30

3:45
3:45

4:45 CBS Kate Hopkins
4:45 NBC -Red. Young Widder Brown

8:30 4:00
2:00 4:00
2:00 4:00

5:00 CBS. The Goldbergs

2:45 4:45
5:45 5:45
4:45

Children's Hour
Girl Alone
5:15 CBS The O'Neills
5:15 NBC -Red: Lone Journey
5:30 NBC -Red Jack Armstrong
5:45 CBS Scattergood Baines
5:45 NBC -Blue- Tom Mix
5:45 NBC -Red. Life Can be Beautiful

8:55 10:00

6:00 CBS. News, Bob

2:15 4:15
2:15 4:15

5:05

5:00 NBC -Blue:
5:00 NBC -Red

6:05 CBS. Edwin C.

Trout
Hill

3:15 5:15

6:15 CBS: Hedda Hopper

3:45

5:45

3:45

5:45

6:45 CBS The World Today
6:45 NBC -Blue Lowell Thomas
6:45 NBC -Red. Henry Cooke

8:00
8:00

6:00
6:00
6:15

7:00 CBS Amos 'n' Andy
7:00 NBC -Red Fred Waring's Gang
7:15 CBS. Lanny Ross

8:15

:30 9:30
8:30 6:30
7:30 6:30

7:30 CBS: Al Pearce
7:30 MBS. The Lone Ranger
7:30 NBC-Red Alec Templeton

9:00
5:00

7:00
7:00

8:001ßS KATE SMITH
8:00 \BC -Blue Army Show
8:00 \BC -Red. Cities Service Concert

8:30
5:30

7:30
7:30

5:55
8:30
6:00
5:00
6:00

7:55
8:00
8:00
8:00
8:00

6:30
6:30
6:30
6:30

8:30
8:30

6:35

8:35

7:00
7:00

9:00
9:00

7

7:45

7:00

8:30
8:30

9:45
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:15 CBS

2:151 3:15

2:45
2:45

January 24: Glen Gray and his archestra apen at the Palladium, the new super ballroom
in Las Angeles, tonight. They're gaing to braadcast aver NBC.
January 31: Jae Lauis and Red Burman fight it aut tanight at Madisan Square Garden
far the heavyweight title. NBC broadcasts the battle, with Bill Stern announcing.
Death Valley Days, an NBC -Blue at 8:30, has an interesting story to tell -about
the telegraph operator who kept the wires open far eighty hours to send the news of
Custer's Last Stand.
February 7: Woody Guthrie and Burl Ives sing music you aren't likely to hear anywhere
else an the CBS show, Bock When
Came From. It's at 10:30 tonight.
February 14: Joan Blundell stars in a story of lave and marriage in
Want a Divorce,
aver Mutual at 9:30 tonight. Each broadcast is complete in itself -it's not a serial.
February 21: Something that's vitally important to every American is told about an
the CBS Schaal of the Air this morning. It's the Panama Canal, and right now you'll
want to know all you can about it.

8:30INBC -Blue. Death Valley Days
8:30 NBC -Red: INFORMATION PLEASE
8:551CBS. Elmer Davis
9:001CBS Johnny Presents
9:00'MBS. GABRIEL HEATTER
9:00 NBC -Blu Gangbusters
9:00 NBC -Red Waltz Time
9:30 CBS. Campbell Playhouse
9:30 MRS I Want a Divorce
9:30 NBC -Blue John B. Kennedy
9:30 NBC -Red ARCH OBLER'S PLAYS
9:35'NBC -Blue: Your Happy Birthday
10:00 MBS. Raymond Gram Swing
10:00 NBC -Red: Wings of Destiny
10:45 CBS: News of the World

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Your Happy
Birthday, variety and novelty program, an
NBC -Blue at 9:35, E.S.T., sponsored by
Twenty Grand and Spud Cigarettes.
As they say at the start of the program,
all you have to da to win money on Your
Happy Birthday is to be barn.
It's gat sa that brilliant minds stay awake
nights now trying to figure out new ways
of giving money away over the air. Edward Wolf, who is head of a firm which
originates and produces radia programs,
thought up this method, and it's such a
good one practically every radio owner
in the country will be tuning in before lang
-ar at least making sure some friend is
tuning in far him.
Yau don't have to listen to Yaur Happy
Birthday to get a share of the $1000 that's
given away each week, but it certainly
helps. On each program there are dramatizations of events which took place an
three different dates. Let's say that one
program will dramatize events an these
three dotes: January 20, 1912, August 14,
1920, and May 2, 1898.
If you were barn
one of those three days -month, day, and
year-you're in the running for the
money.
After the dramatizations and
same music by Jimmy Darsey's band, Tiny
Ruffner, the master of ceremanies, introduces a movie star who picks one of three

candles out of a giant birthday cake set
an the stage.
Each of the candles has
one of the three dates attached to it,
and the one the movie star picks is the
lucky date.
Then the movie star digs into a bawl
containing slips marked with all the Can gressianal Districts in the United States,
and selects one slip. Everyone who was
barn an the winning date in the winning
Cangressianal District gets a slice of the
$1000 if he has proof of his birthdate
and place. If there's only one claimant,
he gets the full $1000. If there aren't any,
that amount is added to the $1000 an a

future program.
But if you aren't listening in, and none
of your friends who know your birthdate
are listening in, you may never know
you're entitled to the money. Sa better
nat take any chances.
Tiny Ruffner, who hasn't been heard an
the air much lately, returns as the Birthday
Man, and Mary Small is the Birthday Girl.
She also sings a sang ar two an each program, -and very nicely, too.
With all
the drawing cf the winning birthday and
birthplace, there's na lack of music an the
program, because Helen O'Connell and
Bab Eberly, Jimmy Darsey's two regular
dance -band soloists, sing a number ar two
as well.

Say igeaT_
JAN PEERCE-tenor star of the CBS Golden Treasury of
You've also heard him frequently
Song this afternoon.
singing on the Radio City Music Hall program, Sundays
over NBC. Jan came up to fame the hard way. He was
born on the lower East Side to a poor immigrant family,
and began studying violin when he was nine years old,
using an instrument that cost four dollars and was alHe
most too expensive for his mother to buy, at that.
began singing when he was 15, and grew up to play and
Roxy, the showman, hired him
sing in a hotel orchestra.
for the Radio City Music Hall -and he's still there.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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LUX SOAP MAKES A
WONDERFUL BEAUTY
BATH! ITS ACTIVE

"N,

LATHER MAKES YOU
SURE OF DAINTINESS

THIS GENTLE,WHITE
SOAP HAS SUCH
A DELIGHTFUL
STAR OF

PARAMOUNT'S
THE LADY EVE"

FRAGRANCE-LEAVES
SKIN SWEET!

Clever girls take
Hollywood's tip -win
out with skin that's sweet!
"Men love to be near the girl who's
sweet," this famous beauty says. And
tells you how screen stars protect the
daintiness important to charm. Lux
Soap's ACTIVE lather carries away perspiration, every trace of dust and dirt
-leaves skin really fresh.

9 out of 10
Screen Stars use it

s:

S

0

`1,,`^

will find screen stars are right! A daily luxurious

Lux Toilet Soap bath makes you sure of daintiness,
of skin that's sweet, appealing.
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Eastern Standard Time

T

('BS: News of Europe
8:00 NBC -Red, News

aé

ZZWa</-

U

8:15 NBC -Blue Cloutier's Orchestra
8:15 NBC -Red Crackerjack Quartos
8:30 CBS. Hillbilly Champions
8:30 NBC -Blue Dick Leibert
8:30 NBC -Red. Gene and Glenn
8:45 NBC -Blue: Harvey and Dell
9:00 CBS. Press News

8:00

9:00 NBC -Blue Breakfast Club
9:00 NBC -Red News

8:00
8:00

8:05 9:05 NBC -Red

Texas Jim Robertson

9:15 CBS. Burl Ives
9:15 NBC -Red Watch Your Step

8:15
8:15

8:30 9:30 CBS: Honest Abe
8:30 9:30 NBC -Red Wise Man
8:45

9

:45 NBC -Red

Musical Tete -a -tete

Welcome Lewis' Singing Bee
9:00 10:00 NBC -Blue: Sid Walton
10 :00 9:00 10:00 \ BC -Red: Lincoln Highway
9

:00 10:00 CBS

9:15 10:15 NBC -Blue: Richard Kent

Milton Cross (right) in the Met's new control room.

9:30 10:30 CBS: Old Dirt Bobber
9:30 10:30 NBC -Blue: Gallicchio's Orch.
9:30 10:30 NBC -Red: Bright Idea Club

Tune -In Bulletin

8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Symphony Concert
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC -Blue: Deep River By
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC -Red: Song Folks
8:15110:15111:15 NBC -Red. Fed. Women's Clubs

8:30110:3031:30 NBC -Blue: Our Barn
8:45i 10:45111:45 NBC -Red:

Smilin

Ed McConnell

9:0011:00 12:00 CBS: Country Journal
9:00 11:00 12:00 NBC -Blue, American Education
Forum
9:0011:00,12:00 NBC -Red Milestones in Music

Youth

10:00 12:00

1:00 CBS: Of Men and Books

10:15 12:15
10:15 12:15

1:15 CBS: Highways to Health

10:30 12:30

1:30 NBC -Blue: Luncheon at the Waldorf

1:15 NBC -Red:

Calling Stamp Collectors

11:00
11:00

1:00

1 :00

2:00 NBC-Blue: Metropolitan Opera
2:00 NBC -Red: Music for Everyone

12:00

2:00

3:00 NBC -Red: Dance Music

12:30

2:30

3:30 CBS: Old Vienna

12:45Ì 2:45

3

i

This Is My Land

4 :00

3:00

1:00

:45 CBS:

CBS: Bull Session
4:00 NBC -Red: Campus Capers

1:00 3:00
I

Girl, and

1:30

3:301 4:30 NBC -Red: A Boy.

2:00

4:00

5:00 NBC -Red: The World Is Yours

a

a

Band

Curtis Institute

2:30

4 :30,

5:30 NBC -Red:

3:00
3:00

5:00
5:00

6:00 CBS: Report to the Nation
6:00 NBC -Red: Johnny Long Orchestra

3:05

5:05 6:05 NBC -Blue: Dance Music

3:30
3:30
3:30

5:30 6:30 CBS: Eimer Davis
5:30 6:30 NBC -Blue: Listeners' Playhouse
5:30 6:30 NBC -Red: Religion in the News

3:45

5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today
5:45 6:45 NBC -Blue: Edward Tomlinson
5:45 6:45 NBC -Red: Artie Shaw Orchestra

3:45
3:45

4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: People's Platform
4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC -Blue: Message of Israel

4:30

4:30

6:30 7:30 CBS: Gay Nineties Revue
6:30 7:30 NBC -Blue: Orchestra

4:45

6:45

7:45 NBC-Red. H. V.

8:00
5:00
8:30

7:00
7:00
7:00

8:00 CBS: Your Marriage Club
8:00 NBC -Blue: Orchestra
8:00 NBC -Red Knickerbocker Playhouse

5:15

7:15 8:15 NBC-Blue: Man and the World

5:30
5:30
8:00

7:30
7:30
7:30

Kaltenborn

8:30 MBS: Boake Carter
8:30 NBC-Blue: Little 01' Hollywood
8:30 NBC-Red: Truth or Consequences
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:00

CBS: YOUR HIT PARADE
NIBS: GABRIEL HEATTER
NBC -Blue: Song of Your Life
NBC-Red: National Barn Dance

9:30
6 :00
6:00
6:00

8:00
B:00
8:00
8:00

6 :35

8:35 9:35 NBC -Blue: NBC

6:45

8:45

7:00
7:00

9 :00

7:15

9:15 10:15

7:45

9:45 10:45 CBS: News of

9:45

CBS: Saturday

SYMPHONY

Night Serenade

10:00 MBS: Chicago Theater
9:00 10:00 NBC -Red: Uncle Ezra

52

CBS: Public Affairs

the World

25, February 1, 8, 15 and 22!

Januory 25: The NBC Symphony progrom on NBC -Blue has chonged its time to 9:35.
On Mutual ot 10:00, the Chicago Theater of the Air hos scheduled the operetto,
"Cyrano de Bergeroc," with Richard Bonelli and Marian Claire in the leading roles.
Februory I: Henry King's orchestra opens ot the Mark Hopkins Hotel in Son Froncisco
tonight, broodcasting over NBC.... From Modison Squore Gorden of 10:30 tonight,
NBC -Red broadcasts the Melrose Track and Field Gomes.
February 8: More othletics are supplied tonight between 10:30 and I:00 when NBC -Red
broadcasts the Boston Athletic Association Trock Meet from the Boston Gorden.
February 15: Yaur Hit Porode, an CBS of 9 :00, takes you on o tour into one of the
Army troining comps as part of tonight's show.
February 22: It's Washington's Birthdoy, and the networks will observe the event with
speciol programs.
I

9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Let's Pretend
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC -Blue: Farm Bureau

9:30,11:30 12:30 NBC -Red: Call to

for January

ON THE AIR TODAY: The Metrapoliton
Opero Company, on NBC -Blue at 2:00,
E.S.T., sponsored by the Texaco Company.
Las+ year about this time the future of
one of America's great londmarks, the
Metropolitan Opero House, looked uncertoin, to say the leost. It wos in finonciol
difficulties, and there didn't seem to be
ony woy of getting it aut. The wealthy
people who used to maintoin it by paying
lorge sums far seats and boxes had gradually withdrawn their support until there
wasn't enough money coming in to keep
the famous old place going.
As o last resort, the rodia oudience
which every Saturday afternoon tuned in
the broadcasts presented by NBC wos oppealed ta. And the listeners come through.
Their contributions poured in.
One other thing happened, too. For
severol years it hadn't been eosy for NBC
to find commerciol sponsors for the Saturdoy matinee broodcosts. But the big response to the appeal for funds proved
that lots of people tuned in, and the
Texoco compony wos impressed.
Some of the money was used to renovate
the old auditorium. A new gold brocode
curtain wos installed, and so was a special
rodia control booth with a glass front,
instead of the old, unsheltered "Box 44."
The old boxes in the Grand Tier were tarn
out, and rows of seats put in instead. The
chonges, porticularly the instollotion of the

soundproofed control room, hove greotly
increased the clority of the broodcosts.
Of course, radio listeners con't see the
oction on the stoge, but they can take
comfort in the reolizo +ion that many people
who are octuolly sitting in the Metropolitan Opero Auditorium can't see the stage
either. The place is built in the old fashioned horseshoe style, with bolcanies
running around the sides clear up to the
stoge. If your seot is on the side (and
unless you've poid quite a bit of money
far it, it will be) you won't see much more
than you would at home in front of your
radia.
Tadoy's opero goes to o great mony
listeners, separated by o great many thousands of miles. In the United States, it is
carried by 131 NBC -Blue stations. In oddition, it goes to South America over the
powerful short wave stations WRCA and
WNBI, with a special commentory in Spanish by Llopis de Olivares, instead of Milton
Cross' English commentory which we in
this country hear.
Milton Crass and most of the men connected with putting the opero on the air
stay in the control roam of the rear of
the auditorium, but there is one NBC mon
bockstoge. He keeps on eye on the performance and telephones the control booth
to tell Cross and the others of ony minor
changes in cost or performance that might
interrupt or confuse the broodcast.

//ea 701
GWEN WILLIAMS-songbird on The Song of Your Life. tonight on NBC. Gwen decided to be a professional singer when
she was 13 years old and won an amateur contest conducted
In the
by a radio station in her home state. Florida.
University of Miami she majored in music, and after getting her degree came to New York, where she sang in night
clubs before Harry Salter, Song of Your Life orchestra
leader, heard her and hired her for his show. He says
Gwen is marshe has a brilliant singing future ahead.
ried to Norman Foley, an executive in a music publishing
firm, and insists that marriage can go with a career.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

A Love To

Be Envied

(Continued from page 13)
exclaimed, surprised.
"I'm going now," he said. His eyes
rested on Sadie. It was as if he hadn't
known there could be a girl like her,
a girl softly turned, with young eyes,
and a voice that came strong and clear
because there was a quick, fine brain
behind it.
"I tried to see you not long ago,
Miss Hermalin," he said. "About a
story I was working on for my paper.
You knew the girl the story was about.
But you were out of town."
"I'm sorry," Sadie said. "Why not
try again some time ?"
She could have bitten off her tongue.
She was acting, she told herself, exactly like a stupid, smitten girl.
"I'm going to," he told her, "so
soon I think it will surprise you."
Then he was gone and the room
seemed less bright and warm.
The next morning, as Sadie was
leaving for school-she had fifty -nine
boys in her sixth grade class -the telephone rang. "Hello!" It was his voice.
"This is Gabe Heatter."
"I didn't know newspaper reporters
got up so early," she told him, excited,
laughing.
"Usually they don't," he said. "When
can I see you, Sadie ?"
"Tomorrow night ..." She was tentative.
"Tonight," he urged. "Don't make
me wait until tomorrow, please. I
I'm so very fond of you!"
"Tonight, then," she said, a sudden
lump of gratitude in her throat for his
unashamed avowal. "I'll be waiting,

...

Gabe."

From then on, they each knew they
were in love. And neither tried to
hide the fact.
THEY used to go to Luchow's in New
York for the famous sauerbrauten
and potato pancakes and dance to
waltzes of old Vienna with their love
warm in their eyes. They used to go to

little Italian restaurant, frequented
mostly by newspaper men, and feast
on spaghetti and drink red wine and
listen to Neapolitan love songs. Saturdays often found them in Carnegie
Hall and perhaps it was the exalted
music and perhaps it was their love
growing stronger all the time but
later, in the Russian tea -room, they
never saw anything beyond each
other's eyes. Sundays they walked in
the park, watching to see if any other
girl wore violets as large and deep as
those pinned on Sadie's shoulder.
They spent evenings before a coal
fire in the Hermalin living -room. Mr.
a

-a

-

From the family album
photo
taken more than twenty years ago
Mr. and Mrs. Gabriel Heatter with

their

first

born,

daughter

Maida.

One of the things that assured the popularity
of Fels - Naptha Soap Chips, the very first day
they were put on sale, was this:

Fels -Naptha Soap Chips produce no irritating, sneezy dust
This fact means more to you than just the satisfaction of a sneezeless washday. It means that when
these husky, golden chips come tumbling out of the box,
every one is chock -full of washing energy. It means that
Fels -Naptha Soap Chips put the two famous Fels -Naptha
Cleaners to work
gentle naptha and richer, golden
dirt-removing team that shames the half-hearted
soap
efforts of weak, would -be beauty soaps.
Get a box of golden Fels -Naptha Soap Chips for your

-a

-

next washday. Write today to Fels & Co., Dept. 9 -C, Phila., Pa.,
for a free introductory box. Use them in any kind of water
-hot or cool-hard or soft. You'll get the whitest, sweetest
wash you've ever had -and these golden,
extra -sudsy chips will do most of the work.

Golden bar or Golden chips

Fels-Naptha
banishe;TattleTale Gray
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Took some before
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Say, this ft-Lax I went to bed.
taste Is a new
one on me - just
like chocolate!

Hermalin, also a newspaper man, who
loved Gabe as a son from the moment
he met him and Gabe used to talk
while Sadie knitted socks and helmets
for those fighting with the British and
French forces overseas.
The men's talk was of the war always, of politics at home, of Pershing in Mexico, of newspapers, of
sports. They talked quickly and authoritatively. And, true to their craft,
they were hard -boiled and realistic
one minute and then, without warning,
incredibly sentimental and naive.
"It's amazing," Sadie would say,
laughing, "that I should be so eager
to marry a mad newspaper man after
having had a mad newspaper man for
a father. Some people never learn!"
The men would pull harder on their
pipes at this and pretend to have forgotten she was there. Until Gabe no
longer could resist reaching for her
hand. Or until she surprised them
by knowing about something they
hadn't expected her to know about at
all.
"Listen," her father would say, "the
girl's got brains!"
"And she's beautiful, too," Gabe
would add. For this to him always
was the miracle.
Usually it was after Mr. Hermalin
had gone to bed or been understanding enough to pretend he was going
to bed that Gabriel would get a manuscript from his overcoat pocket and
read Sadie a story he was writing.
"I have to make more money than
I'm making on the paper," he would
tell her. "I have to buy you a seal
coat and a velvet hat with a plume.
Do you really think I might be able
to do fiction, darling? Does what I've
written here hold you ?"
PRING comes to Brooklyn when the
Trees of Heaven growing in the
little back yards sprout pale green
buds, when flower venders pull horse drawn wagons of petunias and pansies, geraniums and bachelor buttons
through the quiet streets and their
cries mingle with the hucksters calling
Fresh Straw .
"Strawberries
when the river that
berr-i-e-s
runs beneath the bridges that link
Brooklyn with Manhattan is a faded
blue, when jewelers display trays of
.
wedding rings in their windows.
For these are immutable things, like
the love of man and woman. Today
they herald spring in Brooklyn just
as they did in 1915 when Sadie and
Gabriel were married; just four
months after they first had looked into
each other's eyes.
The caterer's men put up a red and
white striped awning before the little
Hermalin house. The florist's men
turned the rooms into sweet gardens
and trailed smilax and clusters of
white roses along the banisters. The
musicians, behind palms, played the
wedding march. Sadie came down the
stairs on her father's arm. Her veil
was like a mist about her young face
and she was smiling. For at the foot
of the stairs Gabe was waiting, and he
looked the way men do when they love
one woman more than anything else
in the world.

..."

.
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-
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The action of Ex -Lax is thorough,
yet gentle! No shock. No strain. No
weakening after -effects. Just an easy,
comfortable bowel movement that
brings blessed relief. Try Ex -Lax
next time you need a laxative. It's
good for every member of the family.
104 and 254

Today the Heatters have a big
house on Long Island and a town
apartment off Fifth Avenue. There
are many to serve them. Two and
three cars stand in their garage. Fur
coats and velvet hats are no longer
dreams but realities. However, before all this came to be, the years were
uncertain and sometimes lean. At
first they lived with the Hermalins in
a house on Long Island to which they
all moved from the house in Brooklyn.
And it was here, early in 1917, that
their daughter, Maida, was born.
Gabriel Heatter held his little
daughter in his arms and the years
ahead, which he'd previously thought
of in terms of Sadie and himself, belonged now to Maida too. He saw her
growing up
walking . . talking
growing tall
going to school
And he marvelled that men and
women should accept life, which is
so altogether wonderful, so calmly.
"Darling," he said to Sadie, "I think
it's time we made a home of our own.
It may not always be easy going. But
you'll manage."

...

.

...

.

the day they were married he
FROM
has shown that confidence in her.
Every salary check or pay envelope
he ever has received has been deposited in her hands, untouched. It
was no empty phrase when he promised "With all my worldly goods I thee
endow."
Life for all of us is made up of
little experiences. Obviously not all
of them can be happy. Sometimes it
was insufficient money that troubled
the Heatters. Sometimes they saw
far too little of each other because
he had to work at night and sleep during the day when she had to be up and
out with little Maida. Sometimes
other women -and often they were
women influential in business -found
him as attractive as the girls in Brook lyn once had found him. And sometimes other men -and often they were
business associates he brought home
-found her as attractive as the boys
in Brooklyn once had found her. But
they never let anything that happened
get between them.
"I think" Sadie Heatter says today
"that every wife does well to discipline
herself not to allow little things to be
important. For if a man loves a womon her complaints will disturb him.
And a man who is disturbed has less
spirit to bring to his affairs. Besides,
complaints are like termites. Slowly
they undermine the bond a man and
woman know. And when this bond is
weakened a marriage is weakened
too.

"This I know beyond any doubt . .
the minute you fuss about anything
you give it greater importance!"
In 1918 Basil Heatter was born. And
Gabriel, looking down on the male
child in his arms, said to Sadie
"They're saying this war soon will be
over. But if in twenty years the
drums should roll again ..."
"As they will," Sadie said, "for all
the noble talk that's been going
round . "
He smiled, as he always did, at her
fine, intelligent reality. And he
.

.
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thanked God he had a wife he did not
have to spare things but with whom
he could share things.
"I hope we're cynics and it won't
be the way we fear," he told her. "But
if Basil should be called one day
when he is grown -and the cause is
right -may he be a brave soldier."
Gabriel Heatter was no different
from other men before they find their
way in the business world. He did
what he could as well as he could. He
worked on newspapers. He wrote advertising. He managed publicity campaigns. He executed foreign business
for a -linoleum firm. And sometimes
his income was large and sometimes
it was small and sometimes he had
no income at all.
"I wanted to give you so much, darling," he told Sadie one evening as
they walked around their little house
while their babies slept upstairs. She
had followed him out, sensing he was
restless and discouraged. And he had
taken off his top coat so, as they
walked arm in arm, she could wear
it over her shoulders too.
"Success will come, Gabe," she said.
"You must have patience. Most men
don't make their name until they're
in their forties."
likes to tell about the time
HEhestill
was offered ten thousand dol-

lars for an advertising job. This happened when he was doing a sustaining
program, reporting news seven nights
a week, and being paid nothing for it.
"I hurried home," he says, "to tell
Sadie the good news. Our reserve
funds were pretty nearly gone and
there were a dozen things the children needed."
Sadie listened to everything he had
to say the way she always listened,
with her whole attention.
"But Gabe," she said when he'd
finished, "you've always believed radio
would be important and those who
grew up with it were like to be important too. And this job would give
you no time for your program!"
"I still believe all that," he told her.
"But, darling, we have to live. I
can't be a fool ..."
"I don't want you to give up your
program," she said.
"But how will we live? How?" he
asked.
"I don't know," she said. "I only
know we'll manage-somehow."
"I doubt," says Gabriel Heatter telling this story "that there's one woman
in a million who would have done
what Sadie did, or been as game as
she was later on. For we had tough
going for a long time-until, at last, I
found a sponsor and a salary!"
Sadie Heatter says, "I deserve no
credit for what I did-none at all. I
knew-don't ask me how -that Gabe
belonged in radio. And when you're
as sure about anything as I was about
this you don't mind things being difficult; you're always more or less looking beyond them."
She has the limitless courage of
which women are capable when
they're loved as deeply and solely as
she's always been loved. And he
has the will to succeed and the qualities of faithfulness of which men are
capable when they love deeply and
solely and receive the same undivided
love in return.
Twenty -five years have passed since
Gabriel and Sadie first met. Their
daughter, Maida, is married now.
Their son, Basil, is eligible for the
draft. But there's still a magical youth
in their eyes and in their laughter.
MARCH, 1941

Use FRESH #2 and stay fresher!
PUT FRESH #2 under one arm -put your
present non- perspirant under the other.
And then .. .

1. See which one checks perspiration
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#2

bet-

will.

2. See which one prevents perspiration
odor better. We are confident you'll
find FRESH #2 will give you a feeling
of complete security.

3. See how gentle FRESH #2 is - how
pleasant to use. This easy- spreading
vanishing cream is absolutely greaseless. It is neither gritty or sticky.
4. See how convenient FRESH #2 is to apply. You can use it immediately before
dressing -no waiting for it to dry.
5. And revel in the knowledge, as you
use FRESH #2, that it will not harm
even the most delicate fabric. Laboratory tests prove this.
FRESH #2 comes in three sizes -50¢ for
extra -large jar; 25¢ for generous medium
jar; and 10¢ for handy travel size.

Free offer so you can make your own test!

Once you make this test, we're sure you'll
never be satisfied with any other perspiration- check. That's why we hope
you'll accept this free offer and make
your own under -arm test. Just drop a

postcard to FRESH, Louisville, Ky., and
we'll send you a trial -size jar of
FRESH #2, postpaid.
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does not stop perspiration. It comes
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(Continued from page 35)
And it's all so strange, our being out
"Oh, no!" Page said in a whisper.
here, and perhaps all dying out
"They've seen us, Page." Barnes
here
was recklessly piling wood on the
Page got up and walked into the slumbering fire. A plume of smoke
cave; she felt lame and weak.
went wavering up into the blue
The fog was wet and cold on Page's shiny air. He and Page ran upsunthe
face, and there was no comfort in the slanting face of the Rock between the
cave. Lynn was there in the after- scrubby brush and dwarfed oaks, silnoon shadows; he was lying on his houetted themselves against the sky,
face on the brush they had gathered to screaming, gesturing. The girl was
make a sort of bed for him; their one crying hysterically.
old blanket covered him, but he shud"They've seen us! They're coming!"
dered with the cold. Barnes had hung
The heavenly message of a ship's
his watch on the projecting broken whistle broke in through the sea -bird
end of an embedded root in the walls crying and the endless washing of the
of the cave. Page looked at it. Ten waves.
minutes past three, and their prison
"That's it!" Barnes said huskily.
was closed upon them for the long Page was crying; she did not speak.
cold night, the night that would be Braced together by his arm, they
broken by no hot food, softened by no never moved their eyes from the white
blankets. She felt that she could not swan that was slowly growing larger
face it. She sat down and braced her and larger against the sea.
back against a rocky wall, and wished
"They may decide we're just picthat she might die, that this hunger nickers and go away!" the girl whisof body and mind might be stilled.
pered.
"They won't," Barnes said.
Nearer, nearer. The ship was headawhile Barnes came in. The
AFTER
girl, who had been sponging ing straight for the Rock. She heaved
Lynn's hot face, looked up at him as to, a quarter of a mile away. Barnes
he blundered in the now thick dusk. had run down to the fire for a flaming
Fog pressed after him and spread branch. He waved it above his head.
When, panting with weakness, Page
fingers like the visible fingers of death
over the group. Page had fed the fire; joined him, he caught at her arm,
it was by its dull light, for they dared faced her about toward the ocean.
"See those fellows up there -toward
not let it flame and smoke here in the
closed walls, that they saw each the right ?" he said.
"I can just see them moving.
other's faces.
"Letting down a boat," Barnes said,
It was night in the cave. No use to
wonder about the fog -drenched Rock in a tone almost reverent. Page reeled
Island now, signalling, calling, watch- against his shoulder and he held her
ing. Her voice was tired anyway, and tight, kissing her hair and her foreher throat sore. Barnes put wood on head, trying to laugh. "Don't cry,
the little fire in the cave. Its smoke dear!" he said. "You've been so brave.
made straight for her eyes and she There's nothing to cry about now!
shut them on the dim interior, on the They're coming for us. I knew they
form in the shadows that was Lynn, would! I knew that just as soon as
on Barnes' haggard face lighted to an the fog raised we'd get away. We're
all right now!"
Indian redness in the dull glow.
Page curled her arm about a jutin their haste, laughting bit of mossy rock, put her face
ing, crying, Page and Barnes went
down upon it. Her shoulders ached STUMBLING
with the first approaching of the night down the Rock to the cave. Lynn was
cold. This was going to be a bitter breathing heavily; and now and then
night. But as Barnes reminded her he muttered to himself. He knew
after awhile, that meant a clear day nothing of what was passing, as sometomorrow. Somewhere in the end- how they got him out of the cave that
less black hours she saw his silhouette had been their prison for three terrible
against the mouth of the cave. He was days and nights. He was not conlooking out.
scious when hands much stronger than
theirs grasped the blanket on which
"Stars!" he said triumphantly.
And the morning, sure enough, was he lay, and carried him away from
brightly sunny, with a quieter sea. the Rock.
Page knew she was not going to
They must make a try for the shore
today, Barnes said. If anyone at Mys- faint, but she could not speak to the
tery House saw them approaching on three seamen who had brought the
their propelled logs they might get launch to shore, and even to smile sent
rockets of agony through her head.
help.
While they talked they had been Guided by strange hands, she somestanding on the western face of the how got into the launch and sat down,
Rock, on the little promontory they with Lynn's hot head cushioned against
called Beacon Hill, where they kept her shoulder, and then water and sea
their signal fire burning day and night. began to reel about her, to the acNow just as they turned to return to companiment of the boat's crisp tuck the cave, Barnes in a strange hushed tuck -tuck, and her one look backward
tone said the single syllable of Page's showed the Rock growing smaller and
smaller, and the outlines of Mystery
name.
Her back was to the sea. She turned House merging with it on the line of
and stood beside him, and for a long shore.
dream shot
It was all a dream
moment neither spoke. Page wavered
a little against the man's shoulder, with pain and hunger, and with weakness that was worse than either. There
and he put his arm about her.
"Yes, sir; that's it!" Barnes pres- was a ladder, and some one shoutin
from above, "Keep your arm abou
ently said, clearing his throat.
Two miles away toward the west a her, Larsen; she's falling!" and the
big steamer had stopped in her course; there were faces, and she began t.
she was moving again now, but explain that Lynn was terribly ill
he must be gotten to a hospital-an
straight for the shore.

-a
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she was crying bitterly. Women, looking on, a ring of faces pale with compassion, were crying too.
The blessedness of a soft bed was
under her, and Bess O'Neal, an old
friend from training school days, was
giving her chicken soup, each scant

teaspoonful a nectar beyond anything
human lips had ever tasted before.
Page lay back, broken and sore and
dirty and weary beyond words, and
opened her eyes only when she opened
her lips for the spoon.
"Now don't rush me," the nurse said,
"for this is all you can have for twenty
minutes. The doctor's with the sick
one, and the well one is having ham
and eggs. You poor thing, you! This
is Tuesday and you were there since
when -Saturday? What do you know
about that! You'll tie your boat more
securely the next time! The well one
has wirelessed for a doctor and a hospital and an ambulance, so your sick
friend will be taken care of, but he's a
pretty sick man, if you ask me."
"He'll get well now." Page sank
back in the cushions.
Princeton moved on her apTHE
pointed way between the port of
Los Angeles at San Pedro and the harbor of San Francisco. The overnight
passengers began to gather on the
decks, overcoated, carrying their bags,
and Page and Barnes and Lynn were
among them. Lynn, feeble and bewildered, looking about him with sick,
troubled eyes; Page seeing nothing but
his fever -flushed face. She and Barnes
were safe now. Only a few hours' rest,
only hot baths and changes of clothing and regular meals stood between
them and complete recovery from the
effects of the three terrible days on the
Rock. They could forget it now, forget the fogs, and the chill- shaken
aching nights, and the dreamy despairs of those long vigils when they
had watched the shore and the sea.
But what of Lynn? Was it too late
for Lynn?
At the dock she was vaguely aware
of crowds, photographers, newspaper
men. The sun was shining brightly
over San Francisco's seven times
seven hills, and the miracle of everyday life was moving on briskly; trolleys and motor cars, children running
in the sunshine, leisurely crowds
coming and going! Page felt that
she could never drink in enough
of it to satisfy her starved soul. Just
human contacts, hands and voices and
the chipping of feet on pavements
would never seem commonplace to
her again.
The nurses at the hospital brought
her a tray while she waited for the
doctors' verdict on Lynn. Page talked
to them a little of the strange accident,
the "lost" boat that had drifted away
and left her with the two men on the
Rock, the thrill of seeing the big
Princeton turn in her course and come
slowly, steadily to the rescue, but she
hardly knew what she said. Afterward she was tired and sleepy, and a
kindly head nurse gave her a small
white room to rest in, and put a warm
blanket over her while she slept. Then
there was more chicken soup and
afternoon light warm on the white
hospital walls, and Barnes back again,
shaved and brisk and spectacled once

we didrit tell it to the Marjes
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Quantico Marines reported a longer lasting
peppermint flavor in Beech -Nut Gum
IN RECENT TESTS at Quantico, Va., U. S. Marines reported that
Beech -Nut's peppermint flavor lasted on an average of 25% longer than
the peppermint flavor of all the other brands they tested. In addition, a
large majority of these Marines said that they preferred the peppermint
flavor of Beech -Nut to the average of the others tested. Prove this yourself. Get a package of Beech -Nut Gum and see how long and how much
you enjoy its fine, distinctive flavor!

An independent research organization made the tests*
An independent research organization
made these tests with about one -tenth of
the Marines at Quantico, Va. Beech -Nut
and various other brands of peppermint
chewing gum were tested. All were bought
in local stores. The identity of the gum

was positively concealed. Each Marine was
given 2 different brands (Beech-Nut and
one other) asked to chew them and report
how long he thought the flavor of each
stick lasted and which stick he found had

the better flavor.
*Name on request.

they said:

more minutes of flavor

more.
He sat down beside Page's bed and
they talked, and it was all like a
dream.
"Your friend Miss Bowditch telephoned, and Mrs. Chayne telephoned,
and every one is very much excited
MARCH. 1941
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about you and the newspapers have
pictures of you," Barnes said.
"It isn't three o'clock, Barnes ?"
"It is. You've slept the day through.
I've been seeing people-Mother first,
of course
"And she was frantic ?"
"Not at all. The firm had a wire
yesterday saying, 'Detained in Los
Angeles; writing, love,' and she was
perfectly serene."
"Who would send that ?"
"Harwood, perhaps. Perhaps Flora.
Remember Flora asked me, in the
boat, what my firm was? Anyway, we
would have been dead before Mother
ever ot worried enough to make a
move."
"We would have been dead," Page
said thoughtfully. "Barnes, how long
could we have stayed there?"
"I suppose another week. People
don't die as fast as all that, you know."
"Another week! When I shut my
eyes I can feel it all and see it all
again-the fog and the rocks we sat
on; I can hear the sea and the gulls
and feel that weak-that hungry, tired
feeling! Barnes, what did they say of
Lynn ?"

-"

the last sudden question she
had laid her fingers bn his hand;
he felt them press his own.
"They don't know," he said, started
to add something to it, checked himself and was still.
"They think he is very ill."
"Oh, but we knew that, Page!"
"Yes, we knew that. It'll be a fight
now between the fever and his
strength. Are they going to operate,
Barnes ?"
"They're afraid-not." He had
phrased it wrongly, and he saw her
color fluctuate.
"He's too weak ?"
"I imagine they think so. I don't
think they've decided."
"They wouldn't let me see him ?"
"I don't think so. They've three
nurses on the case. Mrs. Hibbs, his
cousin, was here."
"Oh, that's so -she's his cousin! Did
she see him ?"
"She stood at the door and looked
at him. She told me he was exactly
like the picture of Edward Lynn, her
aunt's son by the first marriage. She
said that she had known of his marriage -the marriage of Lynn's father,
but she had never known there was a
child."
"You told her everything?"
"A good deal: about Trudy Mock bee's taking her aunt's place, and
about your having the diamond safe.
She says it's all clear now, clear why
her aunt wouldn't see her -why there
was so much secrecy. And she feels,
as I do, and I suppose as you do, that
there'll have to be an investigation
about the two deaths -Mrs. Prendergast's and Mrs. Roy's."
"Are they going to arrest them ?"
"Yes; police everywhere are on the
lookout. They think Flora and the old
woman were going to drive east, but it
seems more likely now that they made
straight for the Mexican border. Harwood lived there for awhile, it seems."
At three o'clock in the dark of the
early morning Lynn was taken up to
the surgery. At eight the next morning Barnes came quietly into the hospital to discover that while Page had
changed her suit-the suit she had
worn through all those days on the
Rock-for a nurse's trim white uniform, she had not undressed and gone
to bed all night long. Lynn was very
WITH
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He had had a few moments of
consciousness and Page had seen him;
he had immediately lapsed back into
his muttering coma again.
"He's pretty bad, is he ?"
"They say so. They telephoned for
Mrs. Hibbs at four. But now she's
gone home again. But he's so horribly
-weak," Page said in a whisper, her
cheeks wet. She and Barnes went out,
came back again. Lynn still breathed,
and now, with an abandonment of
caution whose significance did not
escape her, they let her go into his
room. She knew why. They thought
he was dying.
Not knowing what she did, Page sat
down beside his bed and murmured to
him, and he opened his heavy eyes
and looked at her painfully as a man
looks who knows not reality from
dreams. She linked her hand in his
hand. Presently he was lightly, restlessly asleep.
The clock's hands moved. Daylight
dropped on the white wall, lay in
clean angles on the floor, was gone.
Nurses noiselessly brought pillows.
Page's back was luxuriously braced.
Somebody took off her shoes, wrapped
her feet in a warm blanket that held
Somebody else
a hot water bottle.
held soup of just the right temperature at her lips. Five o'clock, with
the subdued clinking of trays in the
hospital corridor and the smell of toast
everywhere. Six o'clock, with winter
blackness at the windows, and still
Lynn, fretting sometimes, muttering
sometimes of the gulls and the noise
of the sea, slept on.
A doctor wrote "Faint ?" on a card,
and held it before Page's eyes -eyes
that were heavy now in the hooded
lamplight. She shook her head with a
white smile; the vigil went on. Long
afterward they told her that those
eight solid hours of sleep then had
been the miracle that had saved him.
ill.
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Thrilling Smooth Skin can be yours

*

OMING into a hospital room that
was filled with spring sunshine two
weeks later, Page sent a quick glance
toward the man who was sitting
propped in pillows in the bed. His
fine eyes, still sunken, were fixed on
her expectantly. She nodded at him
with a reassuring smile, before setting the various things she had
brought with her in their right places.
His fountain pen was filled and went
on the table beside his bed; his pajamas had been returned fresh and crisp

from the laundry, there were magazines; there was a green paper box
with wet violets in it and a small green
glass bowl.
She did not look at Lynn while she
went about, but he watched her steadily, contentedly. When at last she
came to sit beside him and laid a hand
in his, he gave a great sigh of relief.
"Always so horribly afraid you
won't come back, Page, when you go
away at night!"
"Goose!" she said. And for a moment of silence they smiled at each
other. "You look quite specially
rested and fine today," Page said then.

"It's because you're here," Lynn responded simply.
"I'm here, nothing!" she scoffed.
"You look as if you'd liked your
breakfast and slept ten hours and sat
up in the sunshine!"
"All of which I did, Page," the man
said, in his low, somewhat hesitant
voice.

"Wonderful!" she approved.
"And now I've news for you."
"Of them ?"
MARCH, 1941
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"I saw Flora."
Lynn's thin face paled; his eyes widened.
"They got them ?"

"Just Flora. Her mother -I'll always want to call her 'Mrs. Prendergast,' I suppose -was too ill to move.
She's in a hospital in Denver, and they
can't do anything about her until she's
well enough to be brought into court.
They say she's dying. But they have
Flora. I saw her!"
"You saw her ?"
"Yes; at the court. Barnes took me
there. She's not under arrest; she's
just being held pending investigation."
"Did she talk to you ?"
"Did Flora talk to me!" Page repeated. "She came across the room
where she was being detained and
clung to me. She was crying all the
time. Hysterical and frightened; you
never saw anything like it! She said;
'Oh, be my friend-help me! I never
meant you to be harmed. I knew you
wouldn't die out there. On Tuesday
I was going to send a wire to San
Francisco that you were out on the
Rock!'
SHE knew when she told us you
might be out on the Rock that she
was going to abandon us there. But
you see Rand had thrown her down,
Lynn. He told her right then and
there that he was going to get way.
There was nothing left but for her to
escape, too! We've tried to trace him
since. That afternoon he drew all the
money he had out of a San Francisco
bank and since then nobody's heard
anything of him. Barnes said that
if they got anything out of her they
might get enough to go after him
too, but I don't believe they will."
"I'm glad you're not with him,
Page," Lynn said simply. "The dream
is over, isn't it, and we're awake!"
"It seems to me," Page amended it.
"we're going into the best of the
dream."
Lynn picked up her brown left
hand; looked at it.
"That isn't a dream, is it?" he said.
Page's eyes followed his to the plain
gold ring on her third finger.
"No; that isn't a dream. I wonder
she said, laughing and flushing, "if we
ought to make it one ?"
"What do you think ?"
"I've loved you from the very beginning, Lynn," the girl said seriously,
sudden tears in her smiling eyes. "But
in these last few days you've grown
so different you're getting well; your
mind's all clear where you used to be
so vague, and you're so- definite
where you used to let me run you...."
She stopped, in difficulties. The
man, lightly beating against her hand
with his own thin one, laughed nervously.
"Don't you want your husband to
be definite, Page? ... I'm sorry."
Something in the hesitating yet infinitely tender tone, something of possession and domination, brought the
hot blood to her face. Page was not
laughing as she said, "That's it, you
see. I've known you -one way all
these months -and now you're
changed. You were always just Lynn,
who didn't think quite straight and
who didn't count nobody paid much
attention to you
"You did," he reminded her quite
seriously as she paused.
"Oh, well -yes, I did," Page
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stammered, "because I was so sorry
for you! Just tell me," she recommenced, smiling gallantly and blinking to keep the moisture from her
eyes, "just tell me that you remember
about that day-ten days ago, the day
after the operation -?"
"The day we were married, Page?"
Lynn asked gravely, all his laughter
gone now, his eyes fixed on hers and
his hand still lightly beating her hand.
"You did want me to-but I know
you wanted me to-" the girl faltered
in distress. Lynn frowned faintly,
staring at her.
"You aren't serious, are you ?"
"I think I am. If you didn't-if you
were sick and didn't know
"I knew," he said, and for awhile
neither spoke. "I'm so weak yet,
Page," Lynn said then, "that it doesn't
take much to make me play the baby!
I've a handkerchief here somewhere
-lend me yours. I knew," he went on
in a low tone that he tried unsuccessfully to hold quite steady, "that you
saved me. That when I was tossing
about
was always the Hawaiian
volcano, Page, so frightfully hot and
thick and close to me
"Don't think about it, dear."
"Well, in the middle of that suddenly to be back in this room and
to have you here in your rumpled suit
that you wore on the Rock, and with
your hair all blown and salty-and yet
you were in white, too, like a nurse
-kneeling down, whispering to me:
'Would you like to be married, Lynn?
Wouldn't you like us to be married
right now ?'

-"
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IT was like something cool and safe
I and strong, in the middle of desert
sands," he said after awhile. "I remember the cool feeling of your hand,
and that afterward you leaned over
and kissed me, and your lips felt so
cool against my forehead. And then I
remember your saying, 'Rest your
head here, Lynn; I'm holding you!'
And my head felt right, and there
seemed to be such a coolness and
darkness everywhere, and we were off
the Rock
"Are you asking me seriously,
Page," Lynn said, when for another
strange moment or two there had been
silence between them, "if I want to go
back on that ?"
"No, not really," she said, stirred
as she never had been stirred in her
life before, smiling and in tears.
"Then don't say that any more."
Lynn rubbed his thumb on the gold
ring. "It's you and I now until the
end of the chapter," he said. "I never
would have left this room alive but
for you. There's nothing in my life
but you. You can't leave me now."
He shut his eyes, and Page saw tears
slip from under his lids and for a long
time he did not speak, and she could
!

not.
The placid sunshine streamed into
the hospital room. Lynn dozed with
his fingers locked in Page's fingers,
and a look of infinite peace on his
thin face. Page sat back in her chair
and fell into a daydream. The Prendergast diamond, held carelessly in
her palm, winked wickedly on the
white walls in green and gold and
pink. The Ked Anna, older than the
pyramids, had reached the Winter of
its days; but for Page and Lynn life
was at the Spring.
THE END
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Marriage or

Else

(Continued from page 29)

had been seniors in her junior year.
She remembered, delightedly, the
play Gar had directed-the one in
which she had played the lead -and
how swell he and Martin Gabel had
been after she left school, helping her
get a part on Broadway.
She frowned now. Two plays. Not
very big parts. Broadway had been
tough. And then radio, this new field
she had never even thought of entering until the Duchess Cafara D'Andria,
a friend of the family, had introduced
her to Carlton Aslop. Carl was Bill
Spire's best friend and when he took
her under his wing to teach her radio
technique, it was inevitable that she
meet Bill.
were both working at that
THEY
little New York station, WHOM, and
Carl had said, "Bill, this is Dorothy
Lowell. She's going places in radio."
Bill had smiled and said he hoped so
and then gallantly pitched in to teach
her all he knew about the business.
And after the broadcast, Carl, Bill
and friends from the radio station
went over to the Park Lane Cafeteria,
right across the street, and talked the
night away over coffee. In seven
short days she had become "Bill's
girl.". She didn't know how it had
happened.- Neither did Bill. It just
happened. It was just the most natural
thing in the world. And now, marriage. At eighteen. She whistled under
her breath and turned to Bill.
"What do you think Mother and
Dad will say ?" she asked.
Bill looked a little frightened. "Do
you think they like me ?"
"Sure," Dorothy laughed, "but Bill,
they just won't believe I'm grown up
enough to get married."
They didn't believe it, either, that
night when Dorothy got home and
announced it breathlessly. Her father
smiled. "You two kids think it over.
I think you're just planning this to
hear yourself talk." Her mother sighed
and smiled and thought to herself
that it would be a good many years
before her daughter would be married.
Treating Dorothy like a child didn't
help matters. It made her more determined than ever that she and Bill
should marry. But Bill still felt cautious about the venture. He didn't
want to have to depend on Dorothy
working to keep things going. And
she was young! He couldn't get around
that. He was twenty- five -but a girl
eighteen -well, maybe he was rushing
things a bit.
Dorothy and Bill discussed, argued,
worried about it for a whole year.
Dorothy's parents went blithely about
their own business. It was "just a
romance" to them. They liked Bill
tremendously; they thought some day
he'd make Dorothy a fine husband.
Some day. Then one night Dorothy
and Bill really had it out.
Bill came rushing in with the news
that he and Carlton Aslop were going
to be able to go into business together.
At last, this dream they had had for
four years was going to come true.
They were going to open a small
studio and make transcriptions to sell
to radio stations. Bill was so excited
about the venture he hardly noticed
the expression on Dorothy's face.
"Bill," she reminded him, "do you
remember what you said would hapivrwaCH, 1941
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pen when you and Carl went into
business ?"
Bill paused. That worried look
came across his face again. That look
Dorothy knew so well. "Gee, Dot," he
said, "I remember -but
"Bill," Dorothy said firmly, "are we
going to get married or not ?"
"Well, sure we are, honey," Eill
said.
"I mean," Dorothy said, "before I
get too old to walk to the altar."
Bill laughed. "You're only nineteen,
Dot."
"Bill Spire," Dorothy said mean ingly, "we are going to get married
next week, or else
Bill didn't say anything for awhile.
He looked carefully at the girl sitting
beside him. He saw the determined
lift of her chin, the purpose in her
eyes. She had never seemed so tantalizingly beautiful and alive. Then,
he knew that it couldn't be "or else,"
that he couldn't go on without her.
He knew then, in that minute, what
he meant to her, too. Her lips were
beginning to tremble just a little.
"All right, honey," Bill said, softly,
"we'll get married right away."
"Oh, Bill," Dorothy said, and she
buried herself in his arms. They
stayed that way a long while before
Bill finally spoke.
"We'll make out all right, I guess,"
he said, "but always remember one
thing. I'm the one that's going to
support this family."
"All right," Dorothy said.
"That means we'll have to live on
the little I'm making now," Bill went
on. "Say, do you know how to cook ?"
Dorothy laughed happily. "No," she
said, "I can't even make coffee."
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MANUSCRIPT CONTEST TODAY!
ACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC.,

announces another great true story
manuscript contest with the attendant
rich rewards for writers of acceptable true
stories.
It begins on Thursday, January 2, 1941, and
ends on Monday, March 31, 1941. Eight big
prizes ranging from $500 up to the magnificent sum of $1,000 will be awarded for
successful true stories submitted. Perhaps
yours will be among them.
Do not hesitate to enter because you have
never tried to write for publication. Already Macfadden Publications, Inc., has
paid out over $650,000 in prizes for true
stories, largely to persons who never before
had tried to set a story down on paper. What
they did you too should be able to do.
So start today. Select from your memory
a story from your own life or which took
place in the life of a relative or acquaintance. Write it simply and clearly just as
it happened. Include all background information such as parentage, surroundings and
other facts necessary to give the reader a
full understanding of the situation. Do not
be afraid to speak plainly.
No matter whether yours is a story of
tragedy, happiness, failure, success, love tri-.
umphant or love disdained, if it contains the
gripping interest and human quality we seek
it will receive preference over tales of less
merit regardless of how skilfully written
they may be. Judging on this basis, to the
best true story received will be awarded the
grand prize of $1,000, to the two second best
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the two big $750 second prizes, etc. And don't
forget that even if your story falls slightly
below prize -winning quality, if we can use
it we will gladly consider it for purchase at
our liberal word rates, which range upwards
from 2c to 5c per word. Unlike the eight
prize awards there is no restriction on the
number of stories we can purchase if they
come up to our requirements.
If you have not already procured a copy
of our free booklet which explains the
simple method of presenting true stories,
which has proved to be most effective, be
sure to mail the coupon today. In writing
your story do not fail to follow the rules in
every particular, thus making sure that your
story will receive full consideration for prize
or purchase.
As soon as you have finished your story
send it in. By cooperating with us in that
way you can help to avoid a last- minute
landslide, insure your story of an early
reading and enable us to determine the
winners at the earliest possible moment.
This contest closes March 31, 1941.
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based on facts that happened either in the lives of
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Type manuscripts or write legibly with pen.
Do not send us printed material or poetry.
Do not send us carbon copies.
Do not write in pencil.
Do not submit stories of less than 2500 or more
than 50.000 words.
Do not send us unfinished stories.
Stories must be written in English.
Write on one side of paper only. Do not use thin
tissue paper.
Send material flat. Do not roll.
DO NOT WRITE ANYTHING ON PAGE ONE
OF YOUR MANUSCRIPT EXCEPT YOUR FULL
NAME AND ADDRESS IN YOUR OWN HAND WRIT1NG, THE TITLE AND THE NUMBER OF
WORDS IN YOUR MANUSCRIPT. BEGIN YOUR
STORY ON PAGE TWO. WRITE TITLE AND
PAGE NUMBER ON EACH PAGE BUT NOT
YOUR NAME.
Print your full name and address on mailing
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PUT FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE THEREON, OTHERWISE MANUSCRIPTS WILL BE
REFUSED OR MAY NOT REACH US.
Unacceptable stories will be returned as soon as
rejected, irrespective of closing date of contest.
BUT ONLY IF FULL FIRST CLASS POSTAGE
OR EXPRESSAGE HAS BEEN ENCLOSED WITH
SUBMITTAL. If your story is accompanied by
your signed statement not to return it. if it is
not acceptable. if will not be necessary to enclose return postage in your mailing container.
We do not hold ourselves responsible for any losses
and we advise contestants to retain a copy of

stories submitted.
Do not send us stories which we have returned.
You may submit more than one manuscript,
but not more than one prize will be awarded to
any individual in this contest.
Within a month after receipt of each manuscript, a report or rejection notice will be mailed.
No corrections can be be made in manuscripts
after they reach us. No correspondence can be
entered into concerning manuscripts submitted or
rejected.
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She wouldn't believe it until Dorothy
came home with her trousseau. Dorothy's father was too amazed to do
more than open his mouth, forget
what he had to say, and close it again.
Neither parent really objected to the
marriage, but the air was full of
cautious advice that week and it was
a scared girl that walked to the altar
with Bill.
It was a lovely wedding. All Dorothy's school friends, debutantes, the
flower of society, were there. Bill's
radio friends turned up en masse.
When it was over, one of Dorothy's
cousins turned to Mr. Lowell and said,
"Now uncle, do you believe Dorothy's

married ?" Dorothy's father laughed,
shook his head, kissed his daughter
and answered, "No, but I certainly
wish these kids all the luck in the
world."
Bill flushed, laughed and said, "Now
do you mind if we get out of here?
The bride has to learn how to make
a cup of coffee."
They went to the Poconos for their
honeymoon, a short honeymoon because Bill had to get back on the job
and make a living for his new bride.
They took an apartment at the Beaux
Arts, in one of the nicer New York
residential sections. It was more than
they could afford, really, but they
were filled with optimism now that
they had each other. Dorothy talked
Bill into letting her look for radio
work to buy the "extras" she might
need for herself.
Dorothy wasn't sure she could get
anything in radio, but she was burning
to try. She had worked only once on
a network show. Bill had been able
to help her get a job on the "45
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Minutes From Hollywood" show. Not,
strangely enough, because she was
known as an actress, but because she
looked like Ginger Rogers, whom she
was hired to impersonate.
Dorothy came through with flying
colors, and Bill was so proud of her
that night!
Now, whether he wanted her to
work or not, he would be just as
proud if she got a full time job in
radio. It took Dorothy less than a
week to land a steady job on Allen
Prescott's Mutual show. Not only did
the show pay good money, enough for
all the "extras" Dorothy wanted, but
its master of ceremonies, Mr. Prescott,
helped Dorothy through her domestic
problems. Prescott, who as the "wife
Saver," gave tips to women about
cooking, took Dorothy in hand and
taught her how to cook. Before long,
she was hurrying home from the
studio every night to whip up a tasty
delight for a very tired husband coming home from struggling with a new
business.
immediately,

Dorothy

ALMOST
was making more money than

Bill. Not a few times, they had scenes
because she slipped some of this

money into things for the apartment.
"We had an agreement," Bill would
say angrily. "I'm to make the money
for us, not you."
"You do, Bill," Dorothy would say,
"but I can help a little, can't I? Say,
in a year or so, you'll make my salary
look sick."
Bill would calm down, grin, and

plug away determinedly. They had
grand times, too. Their apartment
was always a meeting place for actors,
writers, directors, and well known
people in the theater. Everybody
loved the "two kids" who were fightmg to get ahead. There were Sunday
morning breakfasts, a delightful ritual.
open to everybody who cared to cram
into their little apartment. They
played badminton in a nearby armory,
went roller skating in Rockefeller
Plaza, went to night clubs, or had
parties for their friends at home.
Neither of them worried about
finances very much, because Dorothy
had faith in Bill and Carl making
good. Those "rainy days" just couldn't
come. Maybe it was this confidence,
maybe it was just hard work, but Bill
Spire and Carlton Aslop finally did
click. They put their business "over"
and were both hired by important advertising agencies. Dorothy went on
to more radio shows, better programs,
and finally the lead in Our Gal Sunday, which she's done for three aiid
a half years.
It's really been a wonderful four year marriage. It doesn't seem like
four years to either of them. But in
that time, Carlton Aslop, who was
divorced, was introduced by Bill to
Martha Scott and they've been married. And Bill and Dorothy have
taken yearly trips to such places as
Canada, Bermuda, Guatemala, West
Indies and Panama. And they have
a lovely, new, four -room apartment
on East 52nd Street overlooking the
East River, a place to crowd in
even more friends for games and
parties.
And Bill has gained a little too
much weight, Dorothy thinks. And
Dorothy still works too hard, Bill
thinks. And they both still like
to think and laugh together about
that evening four years ago when
Dorothy said, "It's marriage or
else."

-
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cream left on all night
There are special
hand gloves to wear at night made
of an especially treated material
which no cream can penetrate, so
that instead of coming off on the
sheets, the cream remains on all
night to soften and beautify.
Gloves by day have something to
do with the smoothness of hands.
These raw winter days be sure you
wear gloves that are warm enough
whenever you go out. On the other
hand as springlike days come, do not
coddle your hands with heavy gloves
that make them perspire. And, of
course, you will wear work gloves to
protect your hands during any work
that might get them begrimed.
All these creams and lotions and
soothing baths will help with the
cuticle, too. But when you manicure,
there are special cuticle creams to
soften it so that you may push it back
with your orange stick. It is utterly
unnecessary ever to cut a cuticle
that is kept properly softened and
pushed back.
Hand

is a

Its not hard work that spoils
your hands, but lack of care,
says Joan Blaine, heroine of
the NBC serial, Valiant Lady.
THERE are distinct fashions in
hands. We were a long time getting over an ideal of pale hands,
pink- tipped, looking utterly useless.
The type still perpetuated in wax
models and illustrations.
The most beautiful hands I know,
most expressive of modern ideals, are
the hands of Joan Blaine, of Valiant
Lady (Mondays through Fridays at
2:30

P. M.,

NBC) .

Any way you look at her, Joan
Blaine is beautiful. She has the unusual combination of black hair and
dark blue eyes. But being an amateur palmist of sorts, I immediately
asked for a closer look at her fascinating hands. And there was the
whole story. I never saw such versatile capable looking hands. Beautifully cared for, of course. But strong
and energetic, with the marks of an
amazing diversity of talents. No 'won der. After winning all sorts of medals for oratory and debating, she went
to Northwestern University on a
scholarship and graduated in Speech,
Liberal Arts, Law and Music. Besides
her theatrical career she has had
three years of concert work from
coast to coast. In the theatre, she began with the Chicago Theatre Guild.
Then there was Hollywood, stock and
summer stock, and finally Broadway.
But Joan, not content with being
actress, orator, musician, lawyer, and
all the rest, has a flair for creating
beauty all around her. She designs
her own clothes, making them so perfectly the complement of her personality that, smart though they are,
one thinks only of her and not of the
charming dress. Her apartment is so
beautiful and so characteristic that I
64

great help.

your fingers
not naturally
IFtapering (reallyarecreative fingers

By DR. GRACE GREGORY
was not at all surprised that the
creating of beautiful interiors is one
of her avocations. Cooking is another. Also she is an outdoors girl,
fond of riding and swimming. And
a beautiful dancer.
Hands that do things are the
modern ideal. It is not work and activity that spoils the hands, but carelessness. Nowadays there are so
many special preparations such as
hand creams, hand lotions and special gloves that there is no excuse
for chapped, roughened hands.
Remember, your hands are in
water many times oftener than your
face -and they are not protected by
cosmetics as the complexion is. You
must make it up to them with soothing hand creams and hand lotions.
No harsh soaps, ever, for any purpose. For the cleansing which active
hands require frequently, use softened water whenever possible. Some
of the perfumed water softeners you
use in your beauty bath are good for
hand -washing too. And there is a
special sea -moss perfumed hand
bath.
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are apt not to be) you can make them
seem so by choosing an enamel of a
decided color, wearing the nails a
little long and shaping them carefully. Experiment with various
shades. The natural and the pale rose
enamels are not becoming to everyone. The deeper shades are probably
here to stay, because they are becoming and because they save trouble.
No fussing about stains under the
nail, or half-moons.
Of course every chip in the enamel
shows up in the darker shades. And
active modern fingers will somehow
chip even the best enamel. The
simplest remedy is to carry in your
handbag a tiny bottle of the enamel
you are wearing, or one of the new
tubes. One brush stroke from the
base of the nail to the tip repairs
damages without giving a patched
effect.

Breaking of the nail tips is a problem with everyone who wears the
nail long. There is a nail tonic con-

taining stimulating herbal ingredients
which helps greatly. Believe it or
not, it may be applied over nail
polish.
Some women find that giving the
nails an occasional vacation from
enamel for at least the night and
morning helps. Others have faith in
a prolonged rest, days at a time with
no enamel. The toughness of the
nails is a matter of general health
and physical temperament. Some are
helped by such vacations and others
do not need it at all. But above all,
to avoid breaking nails, wear them
just long enough for becomingness
and no longer.
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Passion Blinded Me
(Continued from page 33)

mustn't do anything that would make
you hate me later."
Even then, I didn't admit to myself
that he had convinced me. I still intended to tell Chet when he returned
from his business trip two days later.
But circumstances made it easy for
me to keep silent. Chet was terribly
busy, working day and night. We had
almost no time alone together in the
week after his return.
Then came the news that our
agency had landed the big commercial account-and now, I told myself,
before the actual frenzy of preparing
the program began, was the time for
me to tell him. We were going out
to dinner together, for the first time
since his return; the opportunity was
perfect.
Only-at the last minute, Chet had
to go to dinner with Mr. Richards. the
sponsor, and called the date off. I
had dinner with Hal, instead.
was gloomy and a little disHAL
tracted, and at last it came out; he
was worrying about his career.
"I'm not getting anywhere at all,"
he said bitterly. ' Do you realize, the
only engagement I've had in six
months has been substitute work in
a choir ?"
I patted his shoulder. "You'll get
the breaks yet."
"I don't need breaks!" he said
grimly. "Just give me one break, one
opening and I'll hammer right
through. Say, Diane," he went on
earnestly, "I hear your company has
landed the big Richards account and
are getting up a program. They
haven't lined up all their talent yet,
have they ?"
"No. Not yet. There's going to be
a big audition next week, with the
sponsor himself sitting in."
"Diane," he said tensely, "why
can't I be auditioned for that program? You could swing it for me,
couldn't you? You've got some influence."
"rm afraid it wouldn't help, Hal.
They want only people with reputations."

"That's all I hear wherever I go!"
he burst out. "But how is a man to
get a reputation if nobody will let
him even start? Now look, dear," he
pleaded, "you know I'm as good as
any of them. You know all that's
keeping me down is that I've never
had a real chance. And something
tells me this is it. If I can get a hearing -and that's all I ask-just a hear ing-I know they'll like me. Won't
you help me, darling ?"
"I'd love to," I said dully, "but they
won't audition any unknown for this
program."
"I won't be unknown after they
hear me!" He took me in his arms.
He pleaded for my help. He seemed
to summon up all the vital force of
his soul and his charm and magnetic
attraction for me to get me to give
him this help.
I didn't want to do it. The only
man who could get Hal an audition
for that program was Chet. Chet
the man I didn't love and was still
engaged to! All my knowledge of
what was right and what was wrong
told me that I couldn't
ldn't ask him, of
all people, to help Hal.
But, against that, I did desperately
want to help Hal get ahead. And I

-
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argued with myself: Hal was bound
to go on and do great things. It was
as much for Chet's benefit as Hal's
for Chet to give him this audition. I
would really be helping both of
them. Why, in time Chet would
thank me for having given him the
opportunity to sign up a voice like
Hal's before anybody else discovered it.
They were all very logical and
nice-sounding arguments I gave myself. Coupled with Hal's intensity,
they convinced me. The very next
day I spoke to Chet about letting
Hal in on that big audition for the
new program.
"Hal Stevens? The name doesn't
mean anything to me," Chet said
briskly.
"I'm not surprised," I said. "He
hasn't done much radio work, but
he's a find just the same, Chet."
He eyed me quizzically. "Well, I
guess you know talent when it shows
up, all right. But look, Diane, the
sponsor doesn't want to listen to any
unknowns."
"He'll want to listen to this unknown," I said with conviction.
"All right," Chet agreed, laughing.
"Tell him to show up for the audition."
It wasn't until I'd left Chet's office
that the full realization of what I'd
done swept over me. Now it would
be harder than ever-almost impossible-to tell Chet that I was in love
with Hal.

STIFLING my shame, I plunged into
the day's work. That night I told
Hal I'd arranged for the audition.
He acted like a kid. He shouted
and carolled and grabbed me in his
arms and hugged the breath out of
me. He was extravagant in his expressions of gratitude toward me.
"I'll never forget this !" he cried.
"I'll never forget it was you who
gave me hope and help when there
was nobody else in the world who
had faith in me. Oh Diane
love
you!"
I helped him prepare his songs for
this big audition. Like him I had
the feeling it was the big break for
him. The flow of confidence emanating from him told me that.
The audition was on a big scale.
They used the main audition room,
with its modern furnishings, luxurious leather- chairs. They had a band
playing the accompaniments. I sat
In one of the big chairs with the
crowd of musical experts the painstaking Mr. Richards had brought
with him. I wasn't worried. I knew
Hal would make good. This was just
the sort of audience he could impress
most, one that knew music and
voices. Behind the glass partition I
saw Hal take his place. The band
began to play. I closed my eyes to
surrender to the spell of his voice.
And I knew as by a sixth sense that
everybody in the room was surrendering to it also.
Yes, Hal made good. He got a
leading spot on the program. The
sponsoring company was excited
about him. Chet thanked me for having tipped him off about Hal.
"You always know the real thing
when it comes along."
I saw very little of busy Chet be-
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fore the big opening of the program.
And even less of Hal. Mr. Richards
did nothing by halves, it seemed. He
had Hal go to a famous musicteacher for several weeks of intensive coaching. Hal missed several
dates with me, calling up at the last
minute and putting them off.
DID not attend Hal's first broadcast.
I did not want to strive for his
attention in the midst of the excitement and the celebrities with whom
he would be surrounded. I wanted
to have him and his voice to myself.
And the only way I could do that
was to stay home and listen to it
pouring out of my radio, so young, so
vital, so glad.
He was a bigger hit than even I

expected. The next day there were
sacks of fan -mail for him. The studio was excited. Mr. Richards, Chet
and Hal had a conference. The result
of it was given to me by Hal himself.
He came bursting into the rehearsal room in which I happened
to be alone at the moment.
"What do you think -Richards is
taking twice as many stations for the
next broadcast! And he wants a bigger orchestra, on a semi -symphonic
scale. Says that would be more appropriate for a voice like mine! I'm
in, Diane, I'm in!"
Tears of joy came into my eyes.
"I'm glad, Hal !"
He went on, excited, elated. Talked
of plans for the future. He would
move out of his studio at once. Had
his eye on a certain pent- house.
Needed new furniture, too modern
stuff. Overnight almost his whole
life had taken a different direction.
I heard him with a smile. I was

-
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so happy for his sake. Only

-in

my

heart was the desire he take me
somewhere that very night for a little
celebration-just the two of us. But
he did not even think of that. In
fact, he told me he had a dinner date
with a music- publisher who wanted
him to introduce a number on the
radio soon. I swallowed my disappointment.
We did not have dinner together
until a week later. And then he excused himself immediately after it
was over. He had an appointment
with the sponsor, this time. I did not
mind that. But he had been so
abstracted all through the meal.
There were times when he actually
did not seem to be aware I was sitting opposite him. I went to a movie
alone after he left. I cried a little
alone in the crowded darkness of the
theatre. But things would not keep
up like this, I was sure. As soon as
things quieted down a little Hal
would have more time for me.
But it did not turn out that way.
As time went on I saw less and less
of him rather than more. He took a
pent -house apartment and had me
choose the curtains and draperies
and even go shopping for them, but
after that our appointments became
fewer and fewer. I tried to be patient. I realized that a man in his
position just did not have time of
his own for romantic meetings,
kisses. I made every possible allowance for him.
No, I didn't realize that Hal, successful, was not the same as Hal on
the way to success. I did not realize
he was drifting away from me. Until
the day I dropped in unexpectedly at
his new pent -house apartment -T felt

U.S.A., except where legally prohlbitedJ MF -341

that right, at least-and found
him entertaining a lady at tea. She
wasn't very young or very pretty,
but in the embarrassing scene that
followed she acted in a cool, proprietary way towards Hal that made
me bewildered and heartsick.
The lady was Elaine Richards, Mr.
Richards' sister, spinster and art dilettante. She was at least ten years
older than Hal. I learned more about
their relationship at the big party
the sponsor gave for Hal a little later.
Hal did not take me, but he sent me
an invitation. I went.
It was a chance remark I overheard that gave me the confirmation
of the truth I suspected. I was sitting behind a screen in a corner,
alone and unnoticed, when I overI had

heard it.
"Pretty big smash, this Hal
Stevens!" said one man of the two
I vaguely saw standing before the
screen.
"Sure," said the other coolly, "he
knows one of the most important
rules for getting on-how to use
women. Do you see him pouring it
out for Miss Richards? That's the
trick. Play up to the right woman,
regardless of age or condition- that's
the way to get ahead!" he ended
cynically.
not stay much longer. I went
IDID
home heartsick.
I cried most of the night. Suddenly
and sickeningly I saw Hal in his true
light. His ambition meant more to
him than anything else on earth.
He-he had used me-until now
when there was nothing more I could
do for him. And now he had started
with-no, no it just couldn't be true.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

It could not be true that when he
had had me in his arms in the back
of his mind was only the desire to
further his career. I thrust the
thought out of my mind.
But it persisted. Everything that
had happened since I gave myself to
him out of pure love fell into that
pattern. The way he had insisted I
remain engaged to Chet. The way he
had persuaded me to get him that
big audition that had skyrocketed
him to success. I sat up in bed with
the awful thought that crashed
through my mind. No, no-it couldn't
be true that he had knowingly, deliberately sent me to beg his big
chance from the very man he was injuring.
I slept not a wink that night. In
the morning I dressed, swallowed a
cup of coffee and went right over to
Hal's apartment.
He was just up. "I'm sorry, Hal,
I've got to speak to you," I said.
"And you've got to listen. When you
asked me to get you that audition,
did you know I would have to speak
to Chet Barr about it ?"
He wanted to lie, but I was staring
at him so steadily he could not. "Yes,
I knew, what of it ?" he asked defiantly.
"Yoti -you could send me to the
very man you and I were deceiving
-yes, that's the only name for what
we were doing, Hal. You could send
me to that man to beg a favor for
you!" I cried.
"What harm was there in that ?"
he asked coolly.
of burning shame and
AFEELING
revolt surged within me. And of
horror, too. This could not be the

loves.

"There's one other thing I want to
know," I choked. "Or rather, I'll tell
you. When you met me, you knew I
was Chet's fiancee, didn't you ?"
He looked away, he had the grace
to do that. "Yes."
"And you deliberately played up to
me because you felt that sooner or
later you could get me to use my influence with Chet to help you some
time or other!"
He flushed. "That isn't so, Diane.
I loved you."
"Yes, I can understand I wasn't
altogether displeasing to you. But it
was nice that I could be .of use to
you, too, wasn't it? So nice you could
let yourself fall in love and know
you weren't wasting time, either. It
was just the perfect affair for you,
wasn't it ?"
"Now, Diane -really
"And now that you've gone part
way up the ladder thanks to one
woman, you've decided it's time to
find another who might be able to
help you the rest of the way. You're
really quite expert in picking the
right woman to love, aren't you ?" I
said furiously.
He looked out of the window, his
foot tapping in nervous impatience.
I looked at him, just once more, and
that was my last look at the man
who had thrilled my body and soul
into their first real life, the man I
had thought I would love until every
fibre of me was dust. I turned on my
heel and walked out.
The pain came when I reached
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quiet street, where the landlady
let me have the back bedroom and
the use of the parlor with its old upright piano. I made a scanty living
giving music -lessons to children of
the neighborhood.
And there, as the weeks passed,
after I had experienced an agony of
suffering, the power of my love for
Hal finally passed.
a

-"

abBevery

usual commonplaces. I trembled all

over. How good it was to see him!
"Well, you little truant, I've come
to take you back to your job," he
said. "We're getting up a program
that is to be accompanied only by
piano music, and since you're the
most brilliant accompanist I know,
I've come for you."
He smiled, but there was no clue
in the way he spoke that helped me

ì.

usfoeo

rye
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AND it was there that Chet found
me, months later. One day I found
him sitting in the parlor when I came
in from the street.
"Chet!" I said. "Oh, Chet!"
We shook hands. We uttered the

"'-...

Jean Rogers
and
"Let's an0 iñ

"4

home again. I thought I would go
mad. How could I have let my emotions betray me into falling in love
with a man like Hal? The shame and
horror of it overwhelmed me. I could
not sleep nights or work days. My
habitual courage completely deserted
me. I made up my mind to tell Chet
the truth once and for all. He was
certainly entitled to it now. But I
could not find the strength to do it.
Instead, for the first time in my
life I ran away from a problem. I
quit my job, resigning by letter,
without seeing Chet. I gave up my
apartment. I went to live in an old fashioned brownstone -front house in

I loved. He had changed into
stranger, a cold, hard, calculating,
despicable man whose ambition controlled every act of his life -even his

man
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fathom his real reason for coming.
But it didn't matter why -he was
there, asking me to come back to
work.
"Oh, Chet," I repeated, "it's wonderful of you, but
"I don't get it!" he said. "You had
a wonderful future in radio. There
are lots of good mechanical pianists
in the business but mighty few who
can draw emotion and understanding out of singers the way you can.
Why did you suddenly up and goand without a word to me except to
send my ring back ?"
I had the courage now. I looked
him right in the eyes and started to
tell him all about Hal and myself.
He interrupted right away. "I
knew all about that, Diane."
"You- knew!" I gasped.
"Yes, all the time." His tone was
gentle and pitying.
"Everybody
knew, my dear. It was written all
over your face. Everybody knew you
were in love with Stevens."
I buried my burning face in my
hands. As from a great distance I
heard his voice go on.
"I was terribly hurt," he said, "but
at the same time I knew you couldn't
help yourself. I had to admire the
courage you had in loving as your
heart told you to."
He was silent a moment and my
heart pounded in anxiety, waiting
for his next words. Had he come
back just to tell me that he'd known
all along? Would any man, even
Chet, do that, But it couldn't beanything else.
"Well," he began again, "now
there's absolutely no reason why you
shouldn't come back and work for
us," he said. "Will you do it ?"

E

SUDDENLY understood. Yes, I
could go back now. Because there
was nothing more in Chet's heart for
me. He had cleansed it of me during
the past few months just as I had rid
my heart of Hal. It was safe to go back
now-that was what he was really
telling me. I could no longer hurt
him by being near him, working with
I

him, which was the main reason I
had run away.
I managed to smile. "Yes -I'll go
back, Chet. Thank you very, very
much," I said.
I have been back over a year now.
I am a success in my chosen line of
radio work. I am also a very lonely,
heartsick woman.
Chet married a few months ago, a
charming, gentle girl to whom he is
everything in the world. Hal did not
go up as fast as it seemed he would.
He had a falling out with Miss Richards, it seemed, and her brother let
Hal out the following season. His
voice went back on him, too, because
of the emotional and business tangle
he was in, I suppose. He has a sustaining spot on a small station,
though, and perhaps will make his
way up again after a time
he finds
the right woman to give him his
chance.
I have never seen him. I never

-if

want to.
So I have lost both the men I loved
each in so different a way. I work
hard. I have friends but there is an
emptiness in my heart that time does
not seem to fill. My days seem long
and my nights are lonely.
Well, if a girl has the courage to
do as she pleases, I suppose she must
also have the courage to pay for this
privilege. I'll find it somehow.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

If you've ever owned a
radio you've no doubt
heard Frank Munn sing
on the American Album

of

Familiar Musk on

THE center part lends

Sunday nights, on NBC.

witchery to

WHAT DO YOU WANT TO KNOW?
IF YOU own a radio then you've
probably heard the golden voice
of Frank Munn, star of the American Album of Familiar Music, for he
has been singing on the air for the
past eighteen years.
Frank started life in New York
City as the son of George H. Munn,
policeman. When both his parents
died it was his grandmother who
guided him from baby buggy days to
broadcasting.
Starting to work as soon as he
could find a job, he served as a shuttle-boy in an embroidery factory for
$3.00 a week. The buzz and rhythm
of the machines led him to hum and
keep time with them. Soon, as he
discovered the joys of vocal expression, he began singing an accompaniment to them. Friends heard his
splendid but untutored voice and
urged him to take up music.
While studying he worked at his
regular job and took part in church
and club amateur productions. His
work in these theatricals came to the
attention of the phonograph companies. His first and most important
"break" came while he was making
records for Brunswick. It was there
that he met Gustave Haenschen,
NBC conductor, with whom he has
been associated in business and
friendship ever since. After making
records which sold by the thousands
and made him nationally famous,
Munn turned to radio.
His first song on the radio was
"Little Mother O'Mine." That was in
1923. Among the songs which he has
sung more than a hundred times each
are "Rose of Tralee," "Somewhere a
Voice Is Calling," "The Rosary," "Auf
Wiedersehen" and "Roses of Picardy."
Not content with just being a radio
favorite, Frank Munn is also a radio
fan. He spends at least two hours
MARCst. 1941
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Dorothy Mantay, Schenectady, N. Y.:
The cast of Martha Webster
Martha Webster
Bess Flynn
Virginia Craig
Toni Gilman

is-

Lucy Craig
Betty Philson
Winfield Craig .....Jimmy Donnelly
Dick Craig.
.... Carleton Young
Mr. Alvin Craig
Ray Collins
Lloyd Crawford
Donald Cook
Wilbur
Ralph Dumke
Kay Smith
... Gretchen Davidson
.

heart -shaped

face. The Hair is brushed back

smoothlyfrom the brow and held
securely with DeLong Bob Pins.

a day listening in and his favorite
programs are, as you may have

guessed, musical ones.
He likes the opera and attends regularly, his favorites being "La Traviata," "La Boheme," "Tosca," "Rigoletto," "Pagliacci" and "Cavalleria
Rusticana." His favorite operatic
voices are those of Enrico Caruso,
Geraldine Farrar, Antonio Scotti, Tita
Ruffo, Rosa Ponselle, Lily Pons,
Louise Homer and John Charles
Thomas.
His favorite color is blue; his favorite phrase is "Take it easy." He believes in "breaks," but not in hunches.
He hates to get up in the morning
and he hates to go to bed.
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You don't have to be annoyed
by loose, falling pins that do not
keep their shape. Try DeLong's
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Daytime Serial Listener -Luise Bar-

plays Connie Tremayne in
Arnold Grimm's Daughter. The role
of Stanley Westland is taken by Bret
Morrison.
clay

FAN CLUB SECTION

Those wishing to join a Lucille
Manners Fan Club can do so by contacting Shirley Grapper, 164 West
79th Street, New York City.
Tommy Ryan fans are invited to join
his fan club by getting in touch with
Dorothy Donder, 131 Bremond Street,
Belleville, N. J.
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(Continued from page 26)
weeks before, of Mother Fairchild.
houses, leading Mother Fairchild
John had written his mother about into making her usual statement
the baby, of course, but even he had "I'll have to be looking around for a
not expected her to come flying back place, soon" -and then very quickly.
from California on hearing the news.
"I was out on the River Road on
But she did. And, after months of a story, this morning," Peg said gaybarely remembering that John had a ly, "and I saw the darlingest place.
mother, Kay had suddenly found You must see it, Grandmother."
herself with a mother -in -law. And
"I- why -I'd love to see it," Mothsuch a mother -in -law!
er Fairchild said.
Mother Fairchild had settled her"I'll take you out there in the
self in the guest room and, although morning," Peg spoke again quickly.
she talked of finding herself a house, "You'll love it.
she never looked for one. She kept
"Well
don't know -in the mornherself busy, instead, by running the ing-" Mother Fairchild murmured.
family, ordering Matty about, advis- "I've got a lot of things to-"
ing John as to the administration of
"Now, Mother," John interrupted.
the city government and generally "The house won't fall to pieces if you
handling them all like children.
take a few hours off." He turned to
It had annoyed Kay, but, preoc- his daughter. "That's the old Howard
cupied with her worry over her baby place, isn't it, Peg ?"
and her desperate visits to the Chicago doctors, she had made no effort
some reason, Kay felt that John
to assert herself. Now, she realized FOR
and Peg had plotted the whole thing.
that she had been afraid to antagoNow, Bud broke into the conversanize Mother Fairchild. For some tion. "Say, Dad," he said, "didn't
reason she could not fathom, John's Mr. Howard have a handball court
mother didn't like her. Everything on the back lawn? Gee, Grandmothpointed to that. The way she had er! Can I bring the gang out to play
gone off to California the day John on it ?"
and Kay were married, her never
Mother Fairchild laughed a bit
once writing to Kay, and now her awkwardly. "Here, now," she said.
complete disregard of Kay's position "I haven't taken the house yet."
in the family.
But Mother Fairchild was no match
for the combined salesmanship of
was waiting with the car, when John and Peg and Bud. Kay was
DEG
the train pulled into Walnut Grove. amazed by their cleverness. Their
"My!" Peg exclaimed. "You look attack was sudden and they worked
all sort of shiny. Have fun ?"
very fast and almost before Mother
Kay laughed. "I had a wonderful Fairchild could catch her breath she
day," she said. "I had no trouble at was settled in the rambler- covered
all, getting exactly what I wanted."
cottage.
Which was true. "You drive, Peg,
Having arranged that to her satisI'm a bit tired."
faction, Peg gave Andy Clayton her
"Well, in your condition
Peg two weeks' notice and went to work
said in perfect imitation of Mother in the dress shop with Gen Porter.
Fairchild and they both laughed.
And Kay was free to build her nurs"Peg," Kay said, after awhile, "how ery.
would you like to take over my work
Sometimes, in the next weeks, Kay
was tempted to laugh at herself for
at the dress shop?"
"You mean, give up my job on the being so happy. It seemed a bit silly
Journal ?" Peg asked. Kay nodded. to get so much joy out of the little
"But, why ?"
things that made up her life. Plan"Oh, various reasons," Kay said.
ning meals, shopping for the baby,
"For one thing, I think you've learned arguing with the carpenter and the
all you can learn about the news- man who was painting the nursery
paper business in a small town. For rhyme cartoons on the walls. But
another, I'd like some time off. I it was fun and it made her happy.
want to fix up a nursery, a really
And her happiness transferred itnice one."
self to the others. Even John's Mayoral
Peg drove in silence for a few min- dignity was removed with his coat,
utes. Then, "You know, Kay, the when he entered the house. Someguest room would make a perfect times, listening to him with Peg and
nursery, it's so sunny and every- Bud, Kay felt that he was hardly
thing."
older than they were. Mother Fair"Yes," Kay said, "but
child blossomed out rather pleasant"But grandmother, huh ?" Peg ly, too. She loved the fuss of big
smiled. "Oh, well, she'll probably be family dinners on Sundays. At
getting herself a house soon."
Christmas, they had a riotous time,
"Has she said anything, recently ?" hiring a sleigh to deliver Christmas
Kay asked.
baskets to the East Side families and,
But Peg changed the subject. Kay then singing and jingling all the way'
wondered what the girl meant. That out to Mother Fairchild's sumptuous,
she meant something was obvious old- fashioned Christmas dinner.
The week after New Year, the
from the strange smile lurking on her
lips. It occurred to Kay, and she nursery was finished. Kay had kept
scolded herself inwardly for not hav- the room locked while it was being
ing thought of it before, that Peg built, because she wanted to surprise
must have chafed under her grand- everyone, even John. But, the mornmother's domination. Poor Peg, who ing it was finished, she was so pleased
valued her freedom so highly.
with it and so happy generally, that
That same evening, Kay got an she wanted to share her pleasure. So
inkling of what was on Peg's mind. she phoned Mother Fairchild and
Peg directed the conversation to asked her to come and see it.
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Coming soon -another great love story -Clifton
Fadiman's unforgettable romance!
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

They were both upstairs in the
nursery, when the doorbell rang.
Matty was out marketing, so Kay
excused herself and ran down the
stairs to open the door.
A thin, small woman with a sad,
pale face was standing on the porch.
Her eyes looked very large and deep,
shadowed by the brim of a cheap
hat, which was covered with snow.
The snow was clinging to the worn
fur collar of her shabby coat and her
thin shoes were wet with it.
"Yes ?" Kay asked.
"Does -does John Fairchild live
here ?" the woman asked. Her voice
was low and a little tremulous.
"Yes," Kay smiled. "Won't you
come in? He isn't at home now, but
perhaps I can help you. I'm Kay
Fairchild."
The woman swayed slightly and
put out a thin, gloveless hand to
she
grasp the doorpost. "Kay Fai
whispered. "You mean, Mrs. Fairchild?"
"Yes," Kay said. "Please come in.
You look so -so tired and cold."
The woman stepped inside timidly.
Kay closed the door and turned to
lead the woman into the living room.
The woman was hanging on to the
back of the hall chair and staring at
the foot of the stairs.
Mother Fairchild was standing
there. She took a few steps forward,
her head stuck out in front of her,
peering at the woman. Then she
gasped and stepped back.
"A ghost!" she cried. "You've
come back like a ghost, Anne."
"If I'd known that John had marthe
didn't know
ried again
woman whispered. "I wouldn't
and her knees gave way and
have
she was a forlorn heap on the floor.
Kay stooped and loosened her
collar. "Please call the doctor, Mother Fairchild," she said quietly.
"Do you know who that is ?"
Mother Fairchild cried shrilly.
"I gathered that she's John's first
wife," Kay said calmly.
"We must call John. What will
we do? What will people say ?"
Mother Fairchild prattled.
"Of course, we'll call John," Kay
said. "But first we must call the
doctor. This woman is ill."
apparent self control had its
KAY'S
effect. For once, Mother Fairchild
took the orders. By the time John
came home, breathless with haste
and terrified that something had happened to Kay-for Mother Fairchild
had dramatized the need for secrecy
and urgency -Kay and Matty had
half- carried, half- supported Anne to
the guest room in the attic and the
doctor was with her.
John burst into the living room,
where Kay and Mother Fairchild
were waiting.
"Darling," he sighed, gathering
Kay into his arms. "I -from the
way mother talked, I thought you'd
fallen downstairs -or something."
"It's not me," Kay said, wondering how you tell a man he's got two
wives. "It's
"Anne's come back," Mother Fairchild blurted.
"Who?" John asked.
"Your wife -Anne-she's come
back," Mother Fairchild repeated.
John's hold on Kay tightened until
she could hardly breathe. "Nonsense,
Mother," he said. "Anne's been dead
for eight years. She was drowned
"Apparently, she wasn't, John,"
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"H'm. You pups have got a bad rash all right. Don't know as I ever saw
anybody worse broken out ...Oh, you feel fine, do you ?... Well, you
don't look so good! You ought to see yourself in the mirror!"
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"Funny-your tail looks O.K.... By Jove, I see it all now! Your mother's
been stingy with the Johnson's Baby Powder -giving you little dabs in
the rear instead of good all-over rubs!"

"Listen -stick around at bath -time and get in on my Johnson's rubdown. You'll feel like a different dog -so slick that rashes and chafes
and prickly heat'll have a tough time getting a toe hold!"
"Babies have it pretty soft these days!
Downy, soothing Johnson's Baby Powder
costs so little any baby can have all the
sprinkles he wants to keep him comfortable!"
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Kay said. "She's here -upstairs, right
now. The doctor's with her."
"It can't be," John said, shaking
himself. "You're sure it's Anne ?"
"Of course, I'm sure," Mother Fairchild said.
"This is-this is ridiculous," John
said. "What can we do ?"
Kay pushed him away gently. "At
the moment," she said very quietly,
"it's not a question of what can be
done with her. Obviously, we've got
to take care of her. She's ill and
needs attention and I suspect she has
nowhere else to go."
"But Kay, darling," John said, his
face ashen with worry, "what are we
going to do? What are we going to
say ?"
"Don't say anything," Kay said.
"First, we must get her well. It seems
to me that is the only thing to do
now."
"Honestly," Mother Fairchild said,
"I don't see how you can take this
terrible blow so calmly. Why, if

-"

silenced her mother-in -law
a glance. "Hysterics aren't
going to help," she said sharply. "I'm
going upstairs, now," she added, "to

KAY
with
by a secretary
When you're as active as I am, it's a
blessing to have the extra comfort of
internal sanitary protection. But it
used to cost me plenty extra! So did
I cheer when I learned that Modess
new and imhad brought out Meds
only 20¢ for a box
proved tampon
of ten. Meds are the only tampons in
individual applicators that cost so little.
And I certainly like them a lot better.

-at

-a

ONLY

EACH IN

20¢

INDIVIDUAL APPLICATOR

MADE BY MODESS

Meds
INTERNAL SANITARY PROTECTION

er

CALLOUSES
BURNING or TENDERNESS
on BOTTOM of your FEET

DOCTOR'S NEW
QUICKER RELIEF!

r

Get the New Super -Soft Dr.
Scholl's Zino pads if you
have painful callouses, burning or tenderness on the bottom of your feet. Experience
the quicker relief they give
.. how they soothe, cushion, protect the sensitive
area. Absolutely new in de-

sign, shape, texture.
Heart shape. 630%
softer than before.
Thin Scalloped Edge.
Separate Medicationsincludedfor
of
removing callouses.

Cushion bottom
foot when meet

weight

Is

serried

ÌZ

Cost but a trifle. Sold

everywhere. Insist on
Dr. Scholl's!

see whether there's anything I can
do."
The doctor was waiting on the upstairs landing. Anne was very ill, he

said, suffering from malnutrition and
exposure. He also suspected some
heart trouble, but he could not be
certain from his cursory examination.
When the doctor left, Kay tiptoed
into the room and stood by the bed,
looking down at Anne.
Anne was asleep, sunk deep in a
sleep of exhaustion, one hand clutching the corner of her pillow. Poor
woman, Kay thought. What had happened to her? Where had she been
all these years? And why, why had
she come back now? But there were
no answers to these questions. Anne
slept on.
Kay went to her own room and sat
down by the window. She had been
cool enough downstairs, but now her
nerves gave way to panic. Now that
she was alone, she could admit to
herself the enormity of this thing
that had happened. John's first wife
had come back! John had two wives
living under the same roof! There
were the children, Kay realized with
agony. How would they take it?
How would Peg feel? And Bud?
Why had Anne come back? What
did she want? Kay tried to tell herself that it didn't matter, that John
loved her and that Anne could have
no claims on him any longer. Anne
was so pathetic and beaten looking
that she wrung the heart with pity.
If John were to mistake pity-as so
many people have done-for a reawakening of love?
Nor did it help Kay to remember
the Enoch Arden Law. Anne had
been gone for eight years and the law
ruled that after seven years a person
was legally dead. Though Anne had
no legal claims on any of them, what
of her moral and emotional claims?
Anne belonged to Walnut Grove and
she was the mother of John's children. She was ill. Her sudden reappearance was dramatic. The whole
thing would appeal to people, arouse
their curiosity, start their tongues
wagging. Kay's heart constricted
with a sense of futility. She smiled
bitterly at her own fine words downstairs. Yes, they must wait until

Anne was better. But what if Anne
did not get better? If the doctor's
suspicions were correct, might she
not be a chronic invalid, not sick
enough to be bedridden, just weak
and helpless enough to command
sympathy? And Kay had a picture
of herself being placed in the role of
a usurper. The wife who stood in
Anne's way!
The tongues started wagging even
sooner than Kay had expected. The
very day after Anne's appearance,
people began to call on Kay. Anne,
of course, was too ill to leave her
bed. No one mentioned her. But
eyes were curious and heads were
cocked, as though listening for some
revealing sounds from the rest of the
house. Lips spoke of ordinary things,
but they curled surreptitiously with
anticipation.
"We've got to do something," Kay
said to John, one evening after a
week of this sort of thing. "Everyone
knows about Anne. I don't know how
they found out, but they did. We
can't go on giving the impression that
we hope to keep it secret."
"But, what can we do, darling ?"
John asked.
"Anne is well enough now to tell
you something about what happened
to her -where she's been. You've got
to talk to her. And then we'll give
the story to Andy Clayton. That
ought to keep them quiet."
But it didn't. Anne's story only
added to the mystery. Kay did her
best to write it so it would make
some sense and Andy printed it in
full. It told of how Anne had been
caught out on the lake in a sudden
squall, that night eight years ago.
She had tried to get back to shore
and had finally managed to scramble
to the beach far from the clubhouse
landing. But, climbing up the slope,
she had fallen. And that was all she
could remember. She had only remembered that a few weeks ago,
when it had come to her suddenly
who she was and where she belonged.
She couldn't remember anything else,
where she had been, or what she had
been doing.

merely served to whet the

colTHIS
lective appetite of Walnut Grove.
Now, people

were openly curious.
They gathered in gossipy groups in
Kay's living room, fussing over Anne,
who was well enough now to sit in
an easy chair before the fireplace.
They cornered Bud. 'Isn't it wonderful," they twittered, "to have
your own mama back ?" The dress
shop did a remarkable volume of
business and Peg was worn out with
trying to evade the questions that
were hammered at her all day.
Perhaps the most terrible thing of
all was to watch Anne's desperate
attempts to win the love of her children. Peg was shy and timidly tender
with her mother. She recalled enough
of her childhood to be able to go back
over the past with the sad -voiced
woman, who was so different from
the mother of her memories. But
Bud was miserable. To him, the woman was a stranger. The word
"Mother" had no meaning for him.
He was stiffly polite and thoughtful,
but he avoided his mother as much
as possible.
Eventually, Anne was well enough
to go out a bit and the talk and interest gradually died down. But now
Kay realized that the time had come
to make some permanent arrangeRADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

ments for Anne. Kay was sorry for
her and still worried about her condition, but that Anne should go on
living in the same house with them
all was unthinkable. Kay was not
concerned so much by the sly smiles
of Walnut Grove, although she saw
that for a man in John's position the
conjectures and insinuations of the
townspeople might be dangerous. She
was far more concerned with the decisions that no longer could be postponed, that must be faced, for all
the heartbreak they might mean.
Kay had consulted the doctor again
and learned that his original suspicion had been correct. Anne had a
very bad heart condition. So bad,
in fact, that the doctor advised
against telling Anne what was wrong
with her, because in most such cases
the shock of the knowledge was fatal.
This was the thing that bothered
Kay. For, when John heard about
Anne's dangerous condition, he was
terribly distressed and, moved by
pity, he became more attentive, kinder and gentler with her.

The 3 ways to
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motivations were very clear to
HISKay
and she didn't mind. But

Anne misunderstood. She began to
pay more attention to her appearance
and, several times, Kay saw her flush
with excitement when she heard John
coming into the house. John didn't
seem to notice this reawakened interest in him as a man. But for Kay
it contained the elements of tragedy.
Then, in February, Mother Fairchild caught a slight cold and had to
stop her visits for a few days. She
was very restive and lonely during
that time. And, when she was well
again, she turned up one evening
with a fine suggestion. Why didn't
Anne come to live with her?
"I'd love to go, Mother," Anne said.
"But," she smiled wistfully, "I
hate to leave my children. I've just
found them again and
They were all gathered in the living room and when Mother Fairchild
spoke, her words had the impact of
a bombshell.
"Why not take the children, too ?"
she said.
"Mother!" John cried. Then, as
though he were afraid he had offended Anne, he added, "It isn't as if
Anne were going far away. The children can go to see her every day.
We'll all see her as often as possible."
"Oh, please." Anne broke in. "I
wouldn't think of such a thing. They
belong here -in their home -with
their father." She got up and moved
toward the door. "I'll just pack my
few things and we can go in a little
while. I
think I'm a bit tired."
Mother Fairchild waited until she
heard Anne close the door of her room
upstairs. Then she burst out against
John.
"Really, son!" she said. "I can't
think what's happened to you these
last years. How can you be so cruel?
That poor, little woman! Can't you
see how she feels ?"
"Now, Mother, be reasonable,"
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John said. "I'm sure Anne doesn't
expect us to break up all our lives
just because she had an accident
eight years ago."
"You're being very selfish," Mother
Fairchild said, pursing her lips
righteously. "I think it's sinful to
separate a woman from her children.
At least, you might let the children
choose whether they want to be with
their mother or with their stepmother!"
There was a heavy silence for a
moment.
"Perhaps I should go away," Kay
said quietly.
"No!" Bud cried.
"Kay, you mustn't even think of
such a thing!" John said.
"Humph!" Mother Fairchild snorted. "Bud, don't be silly. Your mother
loves you and needs you."
"I won't go with you," Bud cried
defiantly. He ran to Kay and clung
to her arm. "Don't let them make
me, Aunt Kay. Don't let them!"
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AY took his hands in hers and held
V them tight. "Don't, Bud," she
said. "No one can make you do anything you don't want to."
"Spoiling him," Mother Fairchild
said. She turned to Peg. "And what
about you ?"
Peg had stood up. Now, she backed
away 'before Mother Fairchild's piercing look. "I
don't know," she murmured, waving her hands helplessly.
"Kay
she whispered, as if she
were asking for help.
"Make up your own mind," Mother
Fairchild ordered. "Personally, I
think you owe it to your poor, sick
mother to be with her."
Upstairs a door was closed and Kay
was afraid Anne would walk in on
the argument.
"Couldn't we discuss this some
other time ?" she suggested. "I don't
think there's any point in making
Anne more unhappy now."
There was no time to say any more,
for Anne appeared in the doorway,
her coat over her arm and her shabby
travelling bag in her hand. She put
down her things and crossed the room
to Kay.
"You've been very kind," she said,
putting out her hand. "Thank you."
"We'll be seeing you often," Kay
smiled. "You're not really going away,
you know."
Anne turned to her son. She put
her arms about Bud and murmured
tenderly, "Be a good boy. And come
to see me-often -I'll -miss you terribly." Her voice was choked with
tears.
Kay glanced at Peg. The girl was
still standing, back against the wall,
her face twisted with pity.
Anne stammered
"Peg, dear
through her tears.
"You don't have to say goodbye to
me," Peg said quickly, very quickly,
as though she had to say it before she
changed her mind, and admitted the
truth -that she wanted to stay with
Kay. "I'm going with you. Wait
until I get my hat and coat. I'll pick
up the rest of my things tomorrow."
And she ran out of the room before
anyone could say a word.
For the first few days after Anne's
departure, it seemed like a happy
solution to have her living with
Mother Fairchild. But, as time went
on, Kay realized that it was really
worse than having her in the house.
The house seemed terribly empty
without Peg. It didn't help much to

-I

-"

have Peg dropping in for awhile
every day, either, for Kay could see
that the girl was not entirely happy.
Then, too, this arrangement effected
John. He felt duty bound to go out
to see Anne every day and to take
Bud with him as often as possible.
This wasn't easy-or pleasant. For
Bud still couldn't bring himself to
feel anything toward his mother. He
went to see her because his father
said he must, but, whenever he could,
he found excuses for disappearing so
he wouldn't be home when his father
set out.
And it seemed to Kay that the family she had fought so hard to bring
together, to consolidate, was being
split up and there was nothing she
could do about it. Bud was developing a frightening knack for evasion
and subterfuge. John was almost
never at home. And Peg was un-.
happy. To make matters worse, instead of resting out at Mother Fairchild's, Anne was busying herself
with activities far beyond her
strength. Kay tried to warn Mother
Fairchild against letting Anne run
about so much and give so many teas
and dinners for her old friends. But
Mother Fairchild scoffed at her
warnings. "She's perfectly all right,"
she would say. "All Anne needs is
a little happiness."
Then, a few weeks after Anne had
moved, John began to seem worried.
He grew reluctant about going to see
Anne. Several times, he appeared on
the verge of telling Kay something,
but each time he checked himself.
one morning in March, he
FINALLY,
forced himself to speak.
"I don't know what to do, Kay,"
he began. "It's been bothering me
for quite awhile."
"What has, dear ?"
"Well, you see," John said. "Some
time ago, Judge Peterson spoke to
me about getting this business of
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Anne straightened out legally. He
said that a man in my position
couldn't afford to let things slide. So
-well -he arranged everything and
there was a private hearing of the
case and
"Oh, John!" Kay exclaimed. "You
should have told me."
"I know," John said. "But I didn't
want to upset you."
"John, what was the decision ?"
"No, no, darling," John cried, taking her in his arms and hugging her
close. "Don't worry. It's all right.
The court decided that Anne has no
legal claims and our marriage is
valid. But-you see-" he went on
rather painfully, "I had to make a
choice. There was never any question in my mind, of course. I couldn't
give you up, ever. You're a part of
me. I love you. Only, now I don't
know how to tell Anne without
hurting her too much. I don't know
how to explain it to you -but
think, I'm afraid that Anne
"I know, John," Kay interrupted.
"I've known for a long time that
Anne hoped you would take her back
as your wife. I think your mother
wanted that, too."
"You're so wise, Kay," John whisHe straightened
pered, "so wise
then. "I've got to tell her," he said.
"Oh, John," Kay cried, "What will
it mean to her ?" "It's unfair to let her
go on- hoping
John said. "She
has to know the truth. Each day
longer makes it that much more difficult. I've got to tell her right away."
John wanted Kay to go with him,
but she refused. She knew that if
she were going to have to face such
an ordeal, she wouldn't want Anne
there to see her pain. It would be
bad enough for Anne, without having to pretend bravely before her
rival, her victorious rival, at that.
"You know best," John admitted.
"I'll be back soon," he said, kissing
her at the door.
To make the time pass more quickly, Kay got Bud to play a game of
Rummy with her. But she found it
hard to concentrate on the game.
The minutes seemed to drag and Kay
grew tense with the strain of listening for the sound of John's car.
"Rummy!" Bud cried. "Gee, I beat
you again, Aunt Kay."
That was two games. They played
another. Still John did not come
back. Kay tried to rivet her attention to her cards, but her thoughts
kept straying. John had been gone
an hour. It only took fifteen minutes to drive out to Mother Fairchild's. What could have happened?
"Rummy!" Bud yelled gleefully.
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PAULETTE GODDARD
Starring in "POT OF GOLD"
a Jomes Roosevelt production
for United Artists release
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"Boy!

Drama! Excitement!
Glamour! Magic of Hollywood! Here
are the shoes that have captured it
all! A "premiere" of the latest fashion
picture! "Technicolor" by Spring!
"Style effects" by the daring, young
designers of PARIS FASHION
SHOES. Finely -made, perfect fitting, audacious little shoes that
invite "adventure to light her stars"
for you. Write Dept. P -5, for
your style booklet and
name of your dealer.

Black or Brown
gabardine.

WOHL SHOE COMPANY
SAINT LOUIS

'.

Block, Desert
Beige or Rancho
Rust marocain casual.

¡

You're terrible tonight, Aunt

Kay. That's four games I beat you."
The telephone shrilled and Kay
almost upset the card table in her
hurry to get to it. It was John.
"Kay," he said, his voice all taut
and thick. He sounded almost as if
he had been drinking. "Come out
here, will you? Bring Bud with you.
And hurry!"
"John!" Kay cried. "What is it?
Has something happened to Anne ?"
But the wire was dead. John had
hung up already.
What was the event at Mother
Fairchild's house that caused John
to call so urgently? Has he failed
in his decision to tell Anne that she
has no place in his life? Be sure to
read the climax of this dramatic novel
in the April issue of RADIO MIRROR.
MARCH, 1941

Three-inch heel

patent pump.

Grosgrain bow.
Desert Beige

maracain. Also
Blue gabardine and colt.
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LEARN HOLLYWOOD'S SMARTEST
DANCE STEPS AT HOME
The Conga -The Rumbo. Send far
free illustrated booklet today.
Address Dept. P -5, Wohl Shoe Co.,
St. Louis, Mo.
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No Man Wanted
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(Continued from page 12)
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Keen is always far more interested
in helping people than in finding
them.
I went home from Mr. Keen's office,
hanging on to a strap in the crowded,
smelly subway. Annette had come in
Owe
late from her bridge club and was
crossly preparing a dinner, mostly
out of cans, in the kitchen. George
had been in the living room all afternoon, and a pall of stale cigarette
smoke hung over everything. Mr.
Keen had said things might seem
better if I went home and rested, but
I'd been right: they seemed worse.
Of Satin or
I made all my plans before the
Grosgrain Ribbon
following Friday. It seemed to me I
was being very efficient and working
everything out exactly. That just
T
a,e-ix KANTshows how naive and simple I still
was though I'll never say I'm sorry
for what I did.
New! Exclusive! Positively can't twist, slip, of
On Friday night, while the rest of
cut into shoulders! Kant -Kut straps end shoul- the family was away at a movie, I
der strap jitters. The patented plastic stiffener packed my clothes and closed the
and easily adjusted "softie" pad prevent wrin- door of the apartment behind mekling, slipping off shoulders, cutting.
myself, the last time.
Discriminating women, who know shoulder for, I toldwhere
I would go. The sumI knew
strap fidgeting lessens their poise are now wearmer before, two other teachers and
ing Kant -Kut Shoulder Straps. They wash beautifully, remain fresh looking. Attached properly I had planned a vacation in Vermont.
At the last minute, I hadn't been able
to brassiere or foundation garment they give a
beautiful uplift bustline contour. Straps come in to go along because Mother fell ill
tea rose shade, in popular price range.
and wanted me to stay home and care
for her; but when the other girls reSPECIAL OFFER. If your department store or
corset shop does not carry them, send 250 diturned they gave me such glowing rerect to us for a trial pair of straps sent prepaid.
ports of the good times they'd hadKANT- KUT SHOULDER STRAP
the dances, the hikes, the long eveDiv.: Traver Corp., 358 W. Ontario St., Chicago
nings of laughter and fun-that Vermont had stayed in my mind as the
Ask your dealer for garments with Kant -Kut ShoulTraver Corp.19 0
der Straps attached.
ideal place to go.
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a beautiful selection of the latest Spring
ce and Summer Styles for yourself absolutely
"- wefeen , Free of extra charge-all without house-
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to -house canvassing, experience. or invest ment, even without Interfering with your
household duties. write me at once giving
your dress size and age. Nothing to pay
now or at any time. Harfard Frocks. Inc.,
Dept. T -7, Cincinnati. Ohio.

Fascinating Map
of Hollywood
How would you like an illustrated
map of Hollywood showing where the
stars live, work, play and hold their
parties? Photoplay -Movie Mirror has
a limited supply of maps of Hollywood drawn by the famous artist,
Russell Patterson, 14" x 22 ", beautifully printed in two colors. While they
last readers can secure them for only
10c each (coin or stamps). Address
all requests to Hollywood Map, Dept.
WG31, P. O. Box 556, Grand Central
Station, New York, N. Y.
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Me-

it was winter, but I'd run
NOW
across a small advertisement in the
travel section of the Sunday paper,

telling about Three Maples Farm in
Vermont. It sounded exactly like the
sort of place I wanted. I didn't want
a big hotel; I couldn't afford it, for
one thing, and -why not admit it ?I was afraid to go, alone, to a place
where there would be lots of beautiful girls, well dressed and sure of
themselves.
It was a sparkling morning, as cold
and crisp as a lettuce leaf, when I
arrived at Three Maples Farm. I'd
wired them to expect me, so Mr.
Wilkins, the owner, was at the station
to meet me, driving a fat, sleek horse
hitched to a sleigh. He put me in the
front seat beside him, tucked a robe
around me, and away we went.
The strange surroundings, however,
had brought a change in my mood.
Suddenly, I was realizing what I had
done. It seemed to me, just then, that
through all the past week I must have
been almost out of my mind with irritation and vexation. For the first time,
I was frightened. What was I doing
up here, spending what little money
I had when I should be using it to
support myself while I looked for another job? I couldn't find another
teaching position, that was certain
not after leaving my school so abruptly. I felt a little conscience-stricken
about that, but then I told myself
there were plenty of substitute teachers who would be just as good as I,
and would jump at the chance to take
the job.
But then, gradually, the stingingly
fresh air and the sparkle of the sun
on the snow began to raise my spirits.
I wouldn't regret what I'd done! For
the first time in my existence I'd

-

been courageous, and I wasn't going
to be a coward now. The future would
take care of itself somehow-and
meanwhile I'd make the best of the

present.
I turned to the ruddy -cheeked old
man beside me. "Are there many people staying at the farm?" I asked.
"Nope," he said unconcernedly.
"Sorta slack season right now. Only
one boarder besides yourselfyoung
fellow named Draper. Come up fer
the ski -in'
You ski ?"
"Why -no. No, I don't," I said, disconcerted by the news of the one other
guest, wondering what he would be
like- fearing and yet anticipating the
moment of meeting him.
"Better learn," Mr. Wilkins said,
returning to the subject of ski-ing.
"Got a few pairs around the house
you can paddle 'round on."

...

minutes later we were at
Maples Farm, drawing up
before a compact brick building with
neat white curtains at the windows.
I liked the looks of the place, it was
so comfortable and clean and self respecting looking. As I jumped from
the sleigh I began to feel the thrill
and tingle of adventure. A strange
new sensation of life, of vitality, was
coursing through me. Whatever else
happened, I would, I would, have this
time of peace and happiness.
Mrs. Wilkins, as chubby and cheerful as her husband, met me at the
door and showed me to a bright little
room on the second floor. "Now, I'll
tell you just what I told Mr. Draper,"
she chattered. "I want you to feel like
a real member of the family, Miss
Leslie. Dinner's at noon and supper
at six and breakfast at eight, and we
eat in the kitchen because I think
the folks that come here like it that
way-and if they don't," she laughed,
"they can just go back where they

AFEW
Three

came from."
When she had left I unpacked and
changed my clothes. Before leaving
the city I'd bought some much -tooexpensive outdoor clothes, and now
I put them on-long ski trousers of
a lovely gray and a white and red
sweater that clung softly to my figure.
It was wonderful to see the difference
a few becoming clothes made;
Iujust
twirled gaily in front of the mirror
before running downstairs to explore
the farm.
I found Mr. Wilkins in the barn,
putting the sleigh away, and for a
while we talked -or rather, he talked,
pointing out the hill back of the farm,
explaining how much land he owned.
Then a young man came across the

farmyard, carrying a pair of skis. Mr.
Wilkins motioned him over, and introduced him to me. "This is Mr.
Draper, Miss Leslie," he said, and
then he twinkled. "Maybe he'll teach
you how to ski."
"I'd be glad to," Mr. Draper said
at once. He had a nice smile, showing
even, white teeth. When he spoke, he
looked at me with real interest and
friendliness-which didn't, however,
hide his frank appraisal.
I said, "I'm afraid I'd be awfully
stupid on skis. I'll probably get stuck
in a drift first thing." That wasn't
what I wanted to say at all. I'd much
rather have said something gay and
confident, but the habit of shyness
was still too strong in me.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

-...ïi--.,e

'.

"Probably," he agreed. "But I'll
pull you out."
He propped the skis up against the
wall of the barn, and we wandered
toward the house. He was from New
York, he said, his first name was
David and he wished I'd call him by
it. "There's no sense in being formal,"
he laughed. "As Mrs. Wilkins says,
we're both just part of the family."
That was how it began. I think I
fell in love with him the instant I
saw him. I felt as if I had stepped
into a new world
world in which
glances and intonations spoke more
loudly than words, in which each day
was a promise and each evening a
treasure -house of memories.
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Brings You ALL the Newest Lyrics!
Newest song hits from the latest movies and Broadway
singing-published in the new
revues -lyrics everybody
March issue of SONG HITS. This issue is Just ehoekful
of dozens of the very latest hits, lyrics from Ginger
ZiegRogers' latest- "Kitty Foyle
feld Girl" with Judy Garland and
Tony Martin swing n' right into
your hearts and "Melody Ranch"
featuring Gene Autry giving a new
whip to Westerns. Glenn Miller and
Sammy Kaye go to town on Swing
Hot in "Music Trends of
1941 ". and the life story of Ben
Harney, "Daddy of Ragtime"
e.
takes you back to when It all
began.
Also
Kay Kyser's
t
Quiz as usual
and the
Double Trouble" song romance comes to an end.
Don't miss the final cph
sode Plus, the latest news
and tips on beauty and
fashion for 1941. Go to
your nearest newsstand
.
or 5c and 10c counter
buy the March Song
Hits Magazine, but be
you get the red,
sure
black and blue cover
with the picture
f
Gene Autry. Tear off botline on page 42, print
your name and address below
and mail to publisher and you will
receive by mail ABSOLUTELY FREEyour copy of "400 Songs to Remember
No. 5" containing over 400 famous songs, If your dealer
is out of stock send 10c (U. S. Currency only) to SONG
HITS, 1 East 42nd Street, New York for the March issue
and your free copy of "400 Songs to Remember."
WARNING: Song Hits is the ONLY magazine that publishes correct lyrics by permission of copyright owners.

"

- -

I

:4i,

-_

-..

tom

March Issue on Newsstands NOW

---\WITH FAMOUS LONG-WEARING
HOSE
SNAG- PROTECTED SILK

$22 In s week l Amazing new
Patented process makes women's Snag -Protected Chiffon Hosiery resist snags and rana, wear twice as long, and
cot silk hosiery bills in half. Also sell sensational NEW
' NYLON HOSIERY. Write folly for actual silk stocking and sample nylon fabric -sent FREEI
AMERICAN SILK HOSIERY MILLS
Indianapolis, Indiana
Dept. W 18
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YOUCANTA,
BY SHAMPOOING

WITH AMAZING TINTZ CAKE
4This remarkableC AKE discovery,TINTZ Jet
Black Shampoo, washes out dirt, loose den draft, grease, grime and safely gives hair a
4 real smooth JET BLACK TINT that fairly
glows with life and lustre. Don't put up with
faded, dull, burnt, off color hair a minute
longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works gradual
.. each shampoo leaves your hair hlacker,
lovelier, softer, easier to manage. No dyed look. Won't hurt
Permanents. Full cake Fee (3 for $1). TINTZ comes in Jet
Black, light, medium and dark Brown, Titian, and Blonde.
Don't wait. Order today! Be sure to state shade wanted.
pay postman plus post SEND NO MONEY Just
age on our positive assurance
of satisfaction in 7 days or your money hack (We PayPostage
if remittance comes with order.) Don't wait -Write today to
TINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 839, 207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICAGO
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PUZZLED BY

STOPPED wearing my glasses, and
spent some time in arranging my
hair more becomingly-and had my
reward when David said approvingly:
"I'm glad you've decided not to
wear those goggles all the time. They
loom up so big nobody can see how
pretty you are behind them." He hesitated, and then laughed. "They made
you look exactly like a prim little
school teacher."
There was something about the way
he said it-as if being a school teacher
was the most sickeningly dull thing
to be in the whole world -that made
me blush and look away.
For a whole week we had a glorious
time. We spent long hours on the slope
back of the farm, with David teaching me how to keep my balance on
those treacherous skis. I was almost
sorry-though I would not have admitted it for worlds-when I became
expert enough to navigate by myself,
for it meant there would be no more
of those moments when David, one
arm around me, helped me regain my
feet.
And then, at night, there was the
delicious sensation of weary muscles,
the delight of eating huge meals at
the kitchen table, with Mrs. Wilkins
always urging us to eat more, the
warm intimacy of the cheerful, lighted
room in contrast with the cold darkness outside.
Though I was living in a fool's
paradise, I had never been so happy.
And then, one evening about seven
o'clock, the old- fashioned wall telephone in the kitchen rang sharply,
three times. "That's for us," said Mrs.
Wilkins, and answered. "Hello? .
Miss Leslie? Yes, just a minute."
I felt prickling dismay run over my
skin. So they had tracked me down,
after all! Desperately, I regretted my
folly in giving Mrs. Wilkins my right
name. Now all this enchanted happiness would come to an end!
But there was no way out of the
situation now; Mrs. Wilkins was holding the receiver toward me and looking expectant, and David was waiting
for me to answer. I got up and crossed
the room in a daze.
But it was not Mother, nor Annette.
It was Mr. Keen. I almost sobbed with
relief when I heard him say, "Your
family came to see me yesterday, Miss
Leslie. I just wanted to tell you I
understand now why you ran away.
I won't tell them where you are."
"Oh, thank you!" I said. "But-but
how did you know
I was going to
say, "where to find me," but, suddenly conscious of the listening silence
behind me, I let my voice trail off.
Mr. Keen understood what I meant,
though. "You practically left a trail
of arrows pointing to Three Maples
Farm," he chuckled. "Did you know
you'd cut an advertisement for it out
.
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-UP is a puzzle ...until you try
111 Tangee NATURAL Lipstick...the lipstick which accents and enhances your

MAKE

own lip beauty.
Stroke Tangee NATURAL on your lips.
Like magic, it changes from orange in
the stick until it produces your own rich
and luscious shade of blush rose, giving
your lips smooth, tempting loveliness!
For complete make -up harmony use it
with the matching Rouge and Tangee
Face Powder.
Tangee's pure cream base helps keep
your lips freshly made -up for hours...

and helps protectthem against chapping.
TWO OTHER NEW TANGEE LIPSTICKS!

Tangee

RED -

RED...one of the rarest, loveliest reds of them
all -and Tangee THEATRICAL RED...a bright,
daring vivid shade. Both are entirely different from Tangee Natural. They do not

embody the color change principle -yet both
have that famous smooth Tangee cream base,

"WORLD'S MOST FAMOUS LIPSTICK"

SEND FOR COMPLETE
MAKE -UP KIT
The George W. Luft Co. Dist.. 417

Fifth Ave New York City ...Please
rush "Miracle Make-up Kit" of sample Tangee Lipsticks
and Rouge in both Natural and Theatrical Red Shades.
Also Face Powder. I enclose 100 (stamps or coin).
,

in Canada.)
Check Shade of Powder Desired:
Peach
Light Rachel
Dark Rachel
Rachel

(150

Name

Tan

Flesh

(Pieaae Print)

Street
City

State_
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New-Hair Rinse
Give s a Tiny Tint

and...

Removes

this

dull]

film

1. Does not leave the hair unruly,

2.
3.

4,

dry or brittle -is comparable to
15 minutes of vigorous brushing.
Instantly rinses away dulling
film. Brings out natural lustre.
Gives a tiny, glowing tint, as it
rinses. Brightens natural color.
Golden Glint will not bleach nor
harm your hair -it is a pure, odorless rinse, in (6) different shades.
Approved by Good Housekeeping.
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More than 40 MILLION
rinses have been sold.
Try Golden Glint Today

GOLDEN GLINT
2

5 Rinses 23c
Rinses 10c
at Cosmetic Counters
FOR ALL SHADES OF HAIR

CLUB CATALOG
PIN

PINS 30' up -RINGS 51.50
Quity made... elver, gold plated, etc.
Our new book shows over 300 handsome,
smart, uptotbeminute designs by
Bastian

m

ilk

raftsmen...oldest, largest

makers. Write for your Free copy today!
BASTIAN BIOS. (RAIL Nullifier, N.Y.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
l3 x10
or smaller if

Size

inches
desired.

price for fnll length
or hunt form,é oafs. landanimals, etc..
scapes,
Some

of

or

3 for $1.00
°
SEND NO MONEYórcmáóhó

part of gr000p picture. Safe
photo
guaranteed.
°°l
((any size) and

within

a

week you

ill receive

less. l'aa postman l47eplus opostaage -or send 49c
with order and
pay postage. Big 16x20 inch
ch enlargement sent G. O. D. 78e plus poetage
send 80c and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amazing
1il
now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS

113 5. Jefferson St.

Dept. 1551.C.

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
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AT the first sign of a cold, make up
your mind to avoid as much of
the sniffling, sneezing, soreness and
stuffy condition of your nostrils as
possible. Insert Mentholatum in
each nostril. Also rub it vigorously
on your chest. You'll be delighted
with the way Mentholatum combats cold misery and helps restore

comfort.
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COMFORT
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of the Sunday paper, and left it in
your desk at school? Finding you was
the easiest job I ever had."
"But you won't tell them ?"
"No, my dear. You stay away and
have a nice vacation, and when you
get back I'll help you straighten things
out with your family. You are having
a good time, aren't you ?"
"Oh, simply wonderful! And thank
you so much you're the dearest man
in the world!" This time I couldn't

-

keep the delight and happiness out
of my voice-for not only did I know
now there was no chance of the family
finding me, but Mr. Keen's opinion
proved that I had been right, and
that running away had been the best
thing to do.
They say that pride goes before a
fall. I don't know about that, but I
do know that happiness goes before
misery. Within a few short hours I
was to realize that I had been living
in a dream, and come face to face
with stark reality.
I hung up and returned to the table,
feeling self -conscious. But David was
looking over the evening paper and
didn't ask any questions about my
telephone call. If I had been wiser in
the ways of men, perhaps I would
have known he was a little too interested in the paper.
supper we all-Mr. and Mrs.
AFTER
Wilkins and David and I -sat in
front of the fireplace in the living
room, talking and laughing. But about
nine o'clock the farmer and his wife
went to bed, leaving us alone, and then
David fell unaccountably silent. He
seemed to be turning something over
in his mind, and at last he spoke.
"Do you know, Irene," he said,

"you're a very mysterious person?"
He smiled down at me-I was sitting on a low hassock at the side of
the hearth-but his eyes were grave.
"Mysterious ?" I said, trying to
speak lightly. "I don't think so.'
"Oh, yes, you are. You arrive here
-in this out -of- the -way spot-practically wearing a disguise, with those
big spectacles and your hair done up
in the most unbecoming way you
could figure out. Then, when you discover I'm the only other guest here
you drop the disguise, but you still
don't tell me anything about yourself
-where you come from, what you do
when you're not at Three Maples
Farm, or anything at all. I've told
you all about myself, hoping to draw
you out, but you just look mysterious
and say nothing."
"I
haven't meant to," I said,
avoiding his gaze. There was an electric tension between us now which
I must break. It wasn't in his words,
but it was easy to read in his eyes,
in the way he stood, not relaxed, staring down at me so intently -that he
was pleading with me.
I must tell him something, end this
desperate evasion of his questions
with halting, half answers.
A smile was still on David's lips,
but he was watching me closely.
"I'm beginning to wonder if you aren't
famous acsomebody important
."
tress, maybe
There was excitement now in his
voice, a curious rising quality-almost
as though he were elated about something. Unconsciously he took my hand
in his. I wondered if he could feel the
frightened beat of my pulse. It seemed
to throb even into my fingertips.
An actress! He thought I was a
famous actress in disguise! It was such
an utterly ridiculous thought -and
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then the certainty swept through me.
He liked me, was fascinated by me
because I intrigued him, because the
glamour I really lacked had been supplied by this mystery about me.
"Oh David," I thought to myself,
"you deserve everything but the truth
about me." Aloud, I said, "Yes," not
really knowing what I meant, except
that I must tell him something.
"You are, then," he said quickly.
"Yes," I repeated, caught up by his
emotion, carried away by my desperate longing to keep his interest
the only interest so close, so dear that
I had ever had froni any man. "Yes
I'm an actress.
"I
came here to rest. I hadn't
expected to find anyone here
"I knew I was right!" David exclaimed, more calmly. "I guess I knew
it all along, only
he broke off and
walked back to the old dog -head chair
that stood near the fire, its black
leather glazed to a fine softness.
"I
but he didn't seem to be listening and so I stopped and we sat an
endless time in silence. He broke the
quiet when he scratched a match on
the heel of his boot and lit a cigarette.
"Smoke ?" he asked. I shook my head.
He stood up and stretched.
"I seem to be ready for bed," he
yawned. "Will you excuse me ?"
He hadn't said anything any different, yet nothing was the same now
between us. He knew that I knew,
but he turned and went quickly up
the stairs.
For a moment I didn't follow and
then I went up to my room. For a long
time I sat at the window, the light
turned off, looking out over the snowcovered fields and thinking.
I had told him I was an actress because that was what he had wanted
me to say. He had wanted me to be
famous, to have glamour and excitement. So I had lied to him -or let
him think I was something else than
the plain, unromantic, school teacher
I really was.
And it had spoiled everything.
I might as well face the truth.
The interlude was over.
"Stay away and have a nice vacation," Mr. Keen had said, "and when
you get back I'll straighten out things
with your family."
ALL that didn't matter now. The
only thing that mattered was
David. I was in love with him. I did not
think he loved me. He was only interested in me as a figure of mystery.
I thought of what would happen if
I told him who I was -and dropped
my face into my hands as if by doing
so I could shut out the pictures that
came trooping into my mind. The
dreary, dull contrast of everyday life
would kill all the romance and glamour with which David had surrounded
me. It would not even be a quick
death, but a long one, lingering and
painful. I'd have to watch him trying
to be polite when his interest in me
had fled.
No! Better to let this interlude together be perfect-better never to
tell him anything. At least, I could
keep these memories.
But the decision did not make the
long night pass any more easily.
The next morning, choosing a moment when the kitchen was deserted,
I put in a long distance call to Mr.
Keen. "You can tell Mother you've
found me," I said dully. "I'm coming
home tonight."
"But Miss Leslie!" Mr. Keen
sounded worried as well as surprised.
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"What's the matter? Your voice is so
different from what it was last night.
What happened ?"
"Nothing. I've just come to my
senses, that's all."
"Hmmm," Mr. Keen said. "There's
a man mixed up in this," he added
shrewdly. "Isn't there ?"
"Well-yes," I admitted. "But that
doesn't have anything to do with my
decision to come back home."
You
"I think maybe it does. .
wait, Miss Irene Leslie," he ordered.
"I'm going to fly up to see you. I'll
be there this afternoon." And before
I could argue, he hung up.
David had already gone out, without asking me to go with him. And
that was all I needed to prove to me
that my decision had been right.
Mr. Keen arrived about three in
the afternoon.
"Now, just what is all this ?" he
asked when he had taken off his coat
and hat and Mrs. Wilkins had left us
alone in the sitting room. "Last night
when I talked to you I said to myself
you were extremely happy. And now
well, all I have to do is look at
you to know you aren't."

-You will be

...

his evident
HISforsympathy,
my happiness ahead

more beautiful with

concern

of any-

thing else, broke down my last shred
of reserve. On the verge of tears, I
told him everything. I let him see my
inner belief that no man could be interested in Irene Leslie, school teacher
and family drudge, and I confessed
that I would rather keep the memory
of this one romance, even if it had to
end, than see it ruined by dull realities
back in New York. When I'd finished
he took my hand.
"Irene, Irene," he said, shaking his
head. "Do you really have such a low
opinion of this young man?"
"Low opinion ?" I forgot to be angry,
I was so startled. "But I haven't a
low opinion at all. I love him. I told
you that."
"Yes," he said, "I believe you do.
But at the same time you think he's
capable of losing interest in you just
because he finds out you're an ordinary, sweet girl-and a much prettier
girl, incidentally, than you'll give
yourself credit for. If he'd really do
that, wouldn't he be a pretty shallow
sort of person ?"
"You don't understand," I said. "It's
all been so lovely and romantic up
here
so exciting. Seeing me in
New York-meeting my family
would be such a
dismal contrast.
Particularly when I've let him think
I'm some one important."
"I think all the romance and excitement has been in your mind,
Irene," he said thoughtfully. "Not in
his. I don't know him, of course, but
I'd be willing to bet that is true...
You see, Irene, your life has been so
drab and narrow that you don't really
understand people. Least of all, men.
Now, I want you to promise me that
you'll tell him who you really are-"
"I couldn't!" I exclaimed.
"Suppose he is disappointed? Suppose he does lose interest in you? It
will be better that way- better to end
the whole thing -than to think for
the rest of your life that you had
found happiness and lost it because
you were afraid to reach out and take
it." His gentle face was very grave.
I sat there, turning over and over
in my mind what he had said, and
slowly the conviction grew that he
was right. It would be better to do
as he said. I had been brave enough
to run away from home; I mustn't go
.

-a

-

.

Discouraged trying
to color your

GRAY

HAIR?

Here's good news! You can easily and quickly
get professional looking results right in your
own home with this tested 45 -year old formula. Thousands of happy satisfied users.
LARIEUSE won't rub off. Won't wash out.
Color comes evenly. Simply follow directions. No dyed look. Will not interfere with
permanent waves. Specify color wanted. For
matching send lock of hair, and feel sure.
Introductory Offer at Special Price
This ad isworth 25c. Get regular $1.2.5 bottle of LARIEUSE Hair Coloring by sending
this ad with only $i.00. Money back if not
satisfied. We pay postage. Mailed in plain
wrapper. Order today-direct from Godefroy
Mfg.Co., 351oO1ive, St.Louis,Mo.,Dept.15.
MARCH, 1941

Princess Pat Rouge
Suppose you found you were less
and
beautiful than you could be

...

then discovered a way to new loveliness
. . . wouldn't you act-and quickly? Of
course! Well, ordinary rouge doesn't give
you all the beauty you could have. It gives
that "painted, artificial look."

Now, let's see about
PRINCESS PAT ROUGE
You've

a

good reason to change to

-if

it can give you thrilling
new beauty. And it does because it's duo tone . . an undertone and an overtone make

Princess Pat

each shade. Not just another rouge, but
utterly different. Princess Pat Rouge changes
on your skin!- matches your individual
type. Mysteriously, amazingly, the color
seems to come from within the skin, bringing out new hidden beauty. Isn't that what
you want? Your mirror shows you sparkle
new confidence in your
and animation
beauty makes you irresistible. Until you
experience the excitement of wearing this
duo-tone rouge, you will never know how

-a

glamorous you really can be. Try
Princess Pat Rouge today- before tonight.

And lips to match

...

For perfect harmony in loveliness and allure try
Princess Pat Lipstick to match your rouge.
Get the big, Princess Pat Night and Day
Double: which carries a different shade at
either end. Comes in all combinations for
light, medium and dark types. Be
fascinating in your daylight makebe irresistible by night up

...

light. Convenient and economical. Two Lipsticks in one
... and think, it's only 25c.

Mise Gloria Brewster,

charming screen

actress, smiles her

of
approvalPat

Princess
Rouge.

79

Rose Hobart
Stage and screen actress,

who

plays

the leading

feminine role in Para mount's "el Night at

Earl Carroll's."

SEmePRAY JOeVEe1IAY
The eAll- Purpose Face Cream
In America every woman is a queen in her
own right, and beautiful women realize the
secret of feminine loveliness is a soft, clean
skin. Try Sem-pray Jo -ve-nay and learn what
it will do for your skin and complexion. See
how it keeps your skin clean by removing
I every particle of old pore -clogging
i make-up, and provides an ideal

-.'

beauty base for a new toilette.
roughness caused by chapping
quickly disappears and blackheads
are minimized by cleansing pore
openings. You'll like Sem -pray
Skin

Jo -ve -nay. Send for the generous
purse size sample and use it nowt

MMMMMMMMMMMMM
ELIZABETH HOSTED, SEM -PRAY JO -VE-NAY CO.,
Dept. 63, Grand Rapids, Michigan.
I would like to try Sem -pray Jove -nay. Please send me
the purse size container of this popular face cream. Ten
cents (stamps or coin) is enclosed to cover mailing costs.

Name_.._.._...
Address.

City

--

-

.State

-

-

IVHIRLIN6 5PRAY

SYRINGE

AI

Free

Booklet-The

DIULCOUHTRS TIIGMOUTTHt
HeD

want, %'wdnen

Marvel Co.. Dent. 419. New Haven. Conn.

-

IfeMÌRIÁCL

.

yy/i!,11\\\.

34

AGENTS
,

`'..

Saves Costly Redecoraling!
HOr':`
AMAZING INVENTION. Banishes old'
No
tyle housecleaning
+SELLERI
swollen hands.
sticky
"dough
"-no red,
rase
-oo
/ No more dangeroos stepladders.
Literally erase. dirt
-

i emsetc.

back to being a coward now.
"I'll tell him," I said at last.
It was dark when David returned.
I was waiting in the sitting room,
alone; Mr. Keen was in the kitchen,
talking to Mrs. Wilkins. I heard David
come in and close the front door
quietly. Then his footsteps went slowly along the hall.
"David!" I called.
The footsteps stopped. He stood in
the doorway, looking in.
"Oh-hello," he said shortly, as if
he weren't very glad to see me.
"David -come in. I want to talk to
you -tell you something."
He came in reluctantly, but he
didn't sit down. "What is it ?" he asked.
"I have a confession. That is," I
said, "I want to tell you who I really
am. You -you guessed what I was the
first time you saw me."
A puzzled frown wrinkled his brow.
"I guessed
?"
"Yes. You said I looked like a
school teacher. Well-that's what I
am.''
"A- school teacher! Then you weren't
telling the truth last night!" David
leaped forward, put his hands on my
shoulders, and held me away from
him, laughing. All his moodiness had
vanished. He was delighted.
"Did you believe me
I began
but he was rushing on.
"You crazy little kid! You acted so
self- conscious when I tried to find out
who and what you were, I was surer
than ever you were a mystery -woman. And I don't like mystery-women."
"Then that's why you've been
avoiding me today ?"
"Of course! When you said you
were a famous person, here for a rest,
I knew I'd been kidding myself all
along, thinking you were really interested in me. After all, I couldn't very
well let myself get any more in love
with you-an actress-than I was al-

...
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ready !"

"Well, young man," said Mr. Keen's
voice from the doorway, "it's a good
thing you said that. She'd never have
believed you loved her unless you
told her yourself."
David whirled around. "Who are
you ?" he demanded angrily.
"He's Mr. Keen, David," I said.
"A very sweet and wise man."

-

"Let me give you some advice
both of you," Mr. Keen said. "Stop
letting your imaginations play tricks,
for one thing. And Irene, stop running away. I don't blame you for running away from the drudgery of your
home. But you went looking for
romance, and when you found
you couldn't believe it was true.
Neither could David, for that matter.
So each of you was all ready to run
away from the thing you wanted most.
You'll never get anywhere, that way."
"Well, I'm not running away from
anything now!" said David, and he
took me in his arms.
Still I held back. "My family . ."
I murmured.
"What about your family ?" David
asked. "If they belong to you, they
must be swell."
"But they're not," I said, "they're
selfish, and demanding, and I don't
want you to have to deal with them
Mr. Keen broke in. "I had a little
talk with your mother and sister and
brother -in -law last night," he said. "I
think I opened their eyes to a few
things -principally to how badly
they've treated you. And if David
will just be firm with them -and if
you will, too, Irene
don't think
they'll cause you any more trouble.
The important thing is to change your
responsibilities toward them, Irene
not to run away from them."
David held me even closer.

it-
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David and I have
two years. I can
afford to forget, now, the old days,
for they have gone for good. With
David and Mr. Keen to back me up,
I had the courage to tell George and
Annette that I would no longer help
them, and Mother that although I
recognized a duty to her, I wouldn't
let her run my life. It was painful at
first, but gradually things straightened out. George, when he realized
I meant what I said, went out and
got a job, and now he and Annette
are living happily in an apartment by
themselves. Mother and David are
good friends, and I'm sure she is much
more contented now than she had
ever been since my father's death.
Mr. Keen was right. It was good for
me to run away once. But you can't
run away all the time.
I write this,
AS been
married for

ess and muss.
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Owe You My Life

FACTORY

(Continued from page 17)
as long as .1 stayed there it could
not be broken.
But two more months passed, and
he didn't come. Now it wasn't so easy
to pretend that he was with me all
the time. Cold fear began to creep
into my heart. He'd gone away, to
some other city. He'd forgotten me
completely. I never had meant anything to him
. I would never see
him again.
And the success I had won was dry
and tasteless. People flocked to the
night club, and I knew it was at least
partly to hear me sing, because they
told me so. A radio network put a
remote -control booth in the club, and
we were on the air every night, and
my agent
new one-was sure he
could get me on a commercial program as a soloist. I didn't care. What
good was success if I couldn't take it
to him and lay it before him like a
gift, saying, "It's because I love you
that I have all this. Take it, and
share it with me."
.

PRICES
KALAMAZOO

"Hello," he said, smiling. "So you
did do the impossible, after all!"
"Yes!" I breathed. "And I've been
looking for you everywhere, to tell
you. But you never came back
and I didn't know your name
The couple at the table were looking at us in amazement and disapproval.
"I got a job too, you see," he said.
"This is my first night here."
"Yes. I'm so glad!"
He looked away from me and
glanced uneasily around the room. I
was aware for the first time that the
music had stopped and people were
returning to their tables. Many of
them were looking at us curiously,
and the frown on the face of the
middle -aged man beside us had
deepened.
"I must see you," I said. "At two
o'clock -when the place closes -can
you come to my dressing room ?"
"All right."
I turned and went back to the
bandstand, happiness carrying me
along so I seemed to be floating,

-"

MARCH, 1941

18 MONTHS TO PAY
136

Styles and Sizes
GAS RANGES

-a

despair was with me all the
SICK
time-despair because I had been
such a fool, because I had not insisted on knowing his name, at least.
And he didn't even know mine; he
might hear me singing on the air and
never know it was I, singing for him.
Then, one night, I met him again.
I was singing at the night club, and
I looked out over the floor. There he
was, at the side, standing by one of
the tables. At the same moment, he
caught sight of me, and I saw his
face light up.
I don't know how I finished the
chorus of that song. Maybe I didn't,
at all. My mind was a blank until
I had left the stand and was threading my way through the dancing
couples toward him. It wasn't until
I had nearly reached him that I saw
what he was doing there. He was
dressed as a waiter, and he was placing food on a table occupied by a
stout, middle -aged couple.
My mind registered the information, but I didn't care. It made no
difference to me whether he was a
waiter or a movie star -he was back,
and that was all that mattered. Hurriedly, he finished what he was doing
and turned to me.
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rather than walking. When I reached
my chair at the side of the orchestra I looked back to the table where
we had been. but he was gone.
I didn't see him again.
After an hour had passed I knew
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something was wrong. Between songs
I left the bandstand and went to the
head waiter in his little cubby -hole
near the kitchens. He was a large,
florid -faced man who could be very
polite to customers and very surly
to subordinates, and he looked up
crossly as I entered.
"That new waiter," I said breathlessly. "The one that came to work
tonight- what's happened to him ?"
He looked me up and down, and
then said, his gaze fixed insolently on
a point just over my right shoulder.
"He's gone. I was forced to dismiss
him."
"Dismiss him!" The monstrous
cruelty of it-that he should have
lost, so soon, the job that meant so
much to him; that I should have lost
him again, almost before I'd found
him -made me speechless for an instant. T managed to gasp out, "But
why ?"
THE corners of the head waiter's
thick mouth drew down. "For creating a disturbance in the dining
room. Unfortunately, I cannot dismiss you, too, or I would."
"But that was no disturbance!" I
said, remembering the brief moment
we had talked, the way we had
parted as soon as we were aware
people were looking at us. "He's a
very dear friend of mine
hadn't seen him for months. I had
to talk to him!"
"Employees of this restaurant are
expected to keep their personal affairs to themselves. I advise you to
remember that, Miss Searle."
Once I would have been cowed by
his arrogance. Now I was angry
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furiously, desperately angry -at the
injustice of what had happened to
the man I loved, at myself, but most
of all at this stupid, pompous creature
who had robbed me of the love I
wanted more than anything in the
world.
"You had no right to dismiss him
for the few minutes we talked!" I
cried. "But I don't care about that

now. Where did he go? Where can I
find him ?"
"I have no idea," he said. But I felt
he was lying. I could see past his
superior air to the snobbishness that
inspired it. I knew he had bitterly
resented the small disruption of his

dining room routine that we had
caused, that he did not want me to
profit by it, and that he disapproved,
on principle, of any connection between a common waiter and a singer
in the band.
"I'm quite sure you wouldn't hire
a waiter without asking him for his
address," I said in a cold rage. "Either
you tell me that address or I'll go
to the manager."
His eyes narrowed. "That would be
very dangerous for you."
"I don't care if I lose my job! I'll
do my best to see that you lose
yours!"
For a moment he studied me. Then
he reached for a small filing -case on
the desk and drew out a card. "The
address he gave is 146 Carson Street,"
he said sullenly.
"And
I hesitated, but this was
no time for worrying about what the
head waiter would think. "His
name ?"
He didn't bother to hide his scornful amusement. "Your -very dear
friend's name is Quirk. Tom Quirk."
I went back to the bandstand,
thankful that I had only one more
group of songs before the evening
was over. 1 must see -Tom-as soon
as possible! For this was real irony
-that after he had saved my life and
put new courage into me, I should
be the instrument of his undoing! I
had promised myself that I would
repay him for his help, and instead,
his first sight of me had brought
about the loss of the first job he'd had,
probably, in months.
No man, no matter how courageous
he was, could go through what had
happened to Tom tonight without
letting bitterness and despair strike
into his heart. I knew -too well
what it meant to have work snatched
from you when you thought it was
within your grasp.
As soon dS I could, I hurried out
of the night club, called a taxi and
gave the address of 146 Carson Street.
The driver looked at me in a curious
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suffer some distress from
monthly functional dis
Maybe you've
tnrbances.
noticed YOURSELF getting
restless, cross and nervous
at such times e Then try
famous Lydia E. Pinkbam's
Vegetable Compound to
help quiet unstrung nerves, relieve
monthly pain (cramps, backache, bead
ache) and distress frosts weak, nervous,
dizzy spells due to periodic disturbances.
I'ìnkbam's Compound bas relieved such
rundown nervous feelings for thousands
of women. WORTH TRYING
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The newly married Don Wilsons found time for a bit of honeymooning when the Jell -O program visited New York. Don's bride
was Peggy Kent, the daughter of 20th Century -Fox's president.
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

way, but he said nothing until we
stopped in front of a dingy, wicked looking building in the poorer quarter of Los Angeles.
"You sure this is the place you
want, Miss ?" he asked then.
I looked at the house. A dim bulb
door illuminated a sign:
over
"RoyaltheBayard
Hotel. Rooms-40
cents."
"Yes," I said, a lump in my throat.
It was such a pathetically pretentious
name for that drab place! "This
must be it."
A frowsy man behind a grill in the
entrance of the. Royal Bayard jerked
uprigl t in his chair as I came in. I
must have been a strange sight there,
in my elaborate, daringly cut evening
gown, my face carefully made up for
the bandstand. I didn't give him time
to wonder at me.
"Mr. Quirk," I said. "Does he stop
here
?"
"Uh"Yes
yes," he gulped.
ma'am. Room eleven, upstairs. He
just come in a little while ago."
"Thank you," I said, and went up
the creaky, villainous stairs. It was
almost too dark to see in the upper
hall, but finally I found room eleven.

-

I knocked.

door swung open, and he stood

THE
above me, looking down with an impassive face. I stepped inside, quickly.
The room was small, sordid in its atmosphere of poverty and neglect.
"I
had to come," I said weakly,
intimidated by his silence, by the
lack of welcome in his expression.
He gave the knob of the door a little push with his hand, so that it
swung to and shut with a slight click.

-I

"You should have stayed away," he
said flatly.
"But it was my fault you lost your
job! Don't you see ?
couldn't
He interrupted impatiently. "Don't
worry about that. It's nice of you
but I'd probably have been fired
pretty soon anyway. I expect I'm a
lousy waiter."
It was as I had feared. This night
had been all he could stand -the last
indignity. His voice was mocking,
bitter. His shoulders -so broad, so
strong! -were sagging as if he'd been
whipped. Now it was he who was
hopeless, convinced of the futility of
all effort.
"But you mustn't feel that way!" I
said. "You-you said yourself that
nothing's impossible
only you
don't give up!"
"I know I said that. But it's easier
to say things like that to other people," he said slowly, "than keep be-

-I

-"

-

-if

lieving them yourself."
"Tom!" It was the first time I had
ever spoken his name; it was unbelievably sweet on my lips. "Can't
you see that everything is changed
now? I've found you-we're together
-I'll help you have plenty of
money
He turned his head away. "You
don't owe me anything!"
"It isn't a question of that! I
It
was hard to say. I had come here
for only one reason-to tell him I
loved him. But I had so little experience in love, so little knowledge
of it. Involuntarily, I lowered my
eyes, and felt the skin of my cheeks
grow warm with embarrassment. "I
love you," I said, very softly. "I want
to be with you. That's the reason I
came here-not because I thought I
owed you anything."
He said, almost angrily, "Stop talking like that! It's easy enough to see

-"

No Rough Red

The Man
Bette Davis

"Household Hands"

Married

For Me!

When unpredictable Bette Davis
got married on New Year's Day at
Himrock, Arizona, she gave the millions who love her a double surprise.
Few, if any, expected her to marry at
this time. Still fewer knew of the
place that Arthur Farnsworth, New

England businessman, had gained in
her heart.
After the first surprise of the headlines subsided everyone began to ask
about the lucky man -what was he
like, where did he come from, how
long had Bette known him, what
about his family background, what
of his business career and the hundred other things of interest? And
who could supply the answers?
Photoplay -Movie Mirror for March
had just gone to the printer. The
order went out to stop the presses,
re -make the magazine. A new story
of Arthur
-a news story-thebestory
included for
Farnsworth-must
our readers.
And so today, right off the presses,
you can read in Photoplay -Movie
Mirror the story of the man who won
the heart of Bette Davis. Now you
can have the answers to the questions
everyone is asking. Be among the
first to know the whole story. Get
your copy now. Only 10 cents at the
nearest news stand!

NOW I'VE LEARNED
THIS EASIER WAY TO KEEP THEM SOFT
AND SMOOTH So say thousands of

women who use Barrington daily
after performing household, hospital
or office duties -and are thrilled with
the way this amazing cream helps
keep hands soft and smooth. That's
because this delicate. fragrant cream
is specially made to comfort and relieve rough, red hands. See for yourself how much more quickly than a
lotion Barrington Cream will make
your hands soft, smooth and white.
Sold in the better 5 and 10c stores;
also in drug and department stores.
10c, 25c, 39c.

North American Dye Corporation
Mt. Vernon, N. V.

Barrington

PHOTOPLAY -Movie Mirror

A

NADCO QUALITY PRODUCT

Help Yourself To Beauty
Now you can learn how to maintain an alluring complexion -how to bring luscious, colorful
results to the most commonplace face. How to lend sparkle to your eyes, glow to your cheeks,
vividness to your lips. Yes. you can learn how to develop your beauty to glamorous proportions by merely following the simple, easy secrets contained in Helen Macfadden's book,
"Help Yourself to Beauty." Only $1 postpaid. Macfadden Book Company, Inc., Dept. R. M. 3.
205 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Kidneys Must
Clean OutAcids
Excess acids, poisons and wastes in your blood are
removed chiefly by your kidneys. Getting up Nights,
Burning Passages, Backache, Swollen Ankles, Nervousness, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes,
and feeling worn out. often are caused by non -organic
and non -systemic kidney and Bladder troubles. Usually in such cases the very first dose of Cystex goes
right to work helping the Kidneys flush out excess acids
and wastes. And this cleansing, purifying Kidney
action, in just a day or so, may easily make you feel
younger, stronger and better than in years. A printed
guarantee wrapped around each package of Cystex insures an immediate refund of the full cost unless you
are completely satisfied. You have everything to gain
and nothing to lose under this positive money -back
guarantee, so get Cystex from your druggist today for
only 35e.
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tion, restraint, doubts?
Yesl -there was! And I knew what,
in this case, that extra effort must
be.

"I'm not lying!" I said desperately.
"I'll make you believe me!" I came
closer to him. "I've never said this
to any man before-because I've
never loved any man before. Maybe
words can't tell you what I mean.
But if you'll take me in your arms
if you'll keep me here, with you -if
you can tell me tomorrow morning
that you still don't believe me
If
you still think then that I'm only
paying a debt-I'll go away, I'll never

-

...

see you again

-"

Comprehension came into his eyes
slowly. "You mean
he whispered.
"Let me prove how much I love
you!" I pleaded. My arms were
around him, my hands pressed
against the hard muscles of his back.
"Darling! That's all I ask of you!"
And at last he believed. I felt myself swept off my feet, caught up into
an embrace that told me I had conquered.
When he set me down again,
neither of us could talk. We could
only laugh breathlessly, and look at
each other, and try to realize that
something beautiful and precious had
come into our lives. And when we did
speak, it was only in disconnected,
half- formed sentences.
"I've wanted so much to see you
again-but I didn't dare
"Tom! If only you had!"
"I wasn't getting any place-still
out of a job. After the pep talk I
gave you, I'd have looked an awful
fool -you'd've known it was all just
whistling in the dark
"But it doesn't matter now! We're
going places, together! I'm on the
air -I'll ask people how you can get
a job
"We'll be married tomorrow!"
Suddenly, he sobered. "All the
same, I'm ashamed of myself. It was
you that had the courage to break
through my -my pride and -and
doubts, by doing something any woman must find it hard to do ... offering yourself to me
."
"But it was you," I told him, "that
taught me how -by proving that
nothing is impossible!"

-"

Pertussin "Moist - Throat" Treatment
Wins Thousands

Northwest Airline Photo

When you have a cough due to
cold, it can be made much worse
by parched, dry air in your home
and office.
Pertussin fights this dry-air irritation. It helps throat glands to
pour out their soothing natural
moisture. Then that sticky, tickling
phlegm is easily raised -and your
cough is relieved!
For over 30 years many physiclans have prescribed this most
effective remedy- Portussin! Safe
even for babies. Get a bottle at your
druggist's today.Thousands rely on
soothing, quick-acting Pertussinl

"Oh, 'deer'," said Phil Harris,
Jell -O maestro, receiving this
trophy in Canada. Behind Phil k
Norris Goff, Abner of Lum &Abner.
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therapeutic properties of Thyme.
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GIRLS!

MAKE
MONEY DRAWING

Women Excel in many branches of commercial art. illustrating and designing, a field offering ever widening opportunities for those lucky
enough to have artistic talent. If you like to sketch
objects, people or designs, don't waste your rare
gift. Train yourself to do the pleasant and profitable work for which nature fitted you. You can do
It in your spare time -at home-by studying the
same lessons that have enabled our many graduates
to earn up to $5000 a year -some even more.
Write us for Free Talent Test and Book describing
opportunities. Give age and occupation.
3601 FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc.
Federal Schools Bldg., Minneapolis, Minn.

Earn $25 a week
AS A TRAINED

PRACTICAL NURSE!
Practical nurses are always needed! Learn at home
in your apare time as thousands of men and women
-18 to 60 years of age -have done through Cairnoo
SCHOOL or NURSING.
Easy -to-understand lessons,
endorsed by physicians. One graduate has charge
of 10-hed hospital. Nurse Cromer, of Iowa, now runs
ber own nursing home. Others prefer to earn 32.50
to 35.00 a day in private practice.
YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN:
Mrs. B. C.. of Texas, earned 3474.25 while taking
course. Mrs. S. E. P. started on her Grat caso after
her 7th lesson; in 14 months ebe earned $19001
You, too, can earn good money, make new friends.
High school not necessary. Equipment included.
Easy payments. 42nd year. Send coupon now?

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept

183, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, III.
Please send free hook- et and 16 sample lesson pages.
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what you think you're doing. You've
decided you owe me a debt, and if
my pride won't let you pay it one
way, you'll pay it another." Then,
seeing my stricken face, he added
more quickly. "Thanks for trying it
-but you're not a very convincing
liar."
I could think of nothing to say. I
had come to him, offering my love,
knowing that perhaps-probably -he
cared nothing for me. I'd been prepared for a rebuff -but not this kind.
I had thought at least that he would
believe me.
I felt as if I were up against a
blank wall. There was nothing more
I

could do.

But -was that true? Wasn't there
always one more thing you could
do, to make the impossible become
possible? Wasn't there always one
more effort you could make, if you
were willing to throw away eau-

-"

-"

-"
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What Do You Want to Say?
(Continued from page 3)
the radio as Judy Garland should be
Third Prize
taken off and her place given to guest
stars? In the movies, Judy is a wonANSWER TO A TIRED HOUSEWIFE'S
PRAYER
derful actress as well as a singer and
Lanny Ross offers a program that is comedienne. I am more of a Judy
fan than ever since hearing
the answer to a tired housewife's Garland
on the air. I'm sure there are
prayer. This goes for her husband, her
too. In the first place, this well - many more who feel the same way.
Why can't we have her back?
mannered singer is smoothly introMary Fisher,
duced by the previous program
Lyons, N. Y.
announcer (Amos 'n' Andy). Then
importantly, the songs of Lanny Ross
positively astonish with their different Fifth Prize . . .
kind of beauty, their wide range and
CAUGHT IN THE ACT -OF LAUGHING
their heartwarming quality.
I am in the dog -house tonight. My
In my opinion, and I listen to radio
is
with the regularity of a weather -man keeper put me there because she
I
studying the heavens, Lanny Ross has a sage and sober octogenarian and
am barely a septuagenarian, and
a real radio mission.
frivolous. She caught me listening
Mrs. George Keenan,
gleefully to -of all things-Col. Stoop Los Angeles, Calif.
nagle's program. I try not to, but if
I accidentally hear that infectious
Fourth Prize . . .
laugh, and "Don't people have more
WE WANT JUDY BACK
fun than anybody ?" I am lost. I just
Why is it that someone as good on sit giggling to the end.

..

e
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How I would like to be among those

present at a Stoopnagle party!

Il

Cecile Blue,
Rusk, Texas.

Try Dr.

R.

Sixth Prize

Schiffmann's

. . e
WHAT, NO TELEPHONE?

ASTHMADOR the next time
an asthmatic attack leaves you
gasping for breath. ASTHMADOR'S
aromatic fumes aid in reducing the
severity of the attack-help you breathe
more easily. And it's economical, dependably uniform. producedunder sanitary conditions in our modern laboratory-its quality insured through rigid
scientific control. Try ASTHMADOR
in any of three forms, powder, cigarette
or pipe mixture. At all drug stores
or write today for a free sample to

-

R. SCHIFFMANN CO., Los Angeles, Dept. Fi42

Amazing! Thrilling! Romantic!
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nently
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Lifetime!
The eery Ring /eatunno Se Neu bfapagied SHrinel
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Photos
turned) Indeetruotiblel Waterproof! SEND
NO MONEY! Enclose strip of paper for ring ei,. (Expertly painted
few cents
10e atra)
Sc
stag,.
SendaMon yoOrder!
pay co
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Send Your Boy to Bernarr Macfadden's ManBuilding School at Lebanon, Tennessee.
Accepted by all educational institutions as
a high -class preparatory school and junior
college
Ages accepted from nine years.
Prepare your boy for the battle of professional or business life by making him a
square -shouldered, double -fisted fighting
man.
Write for information to Castle
Heights Military Academy, Lebanon, Tenn.

oaadltch

Relieve itching of eczema, pimples,
athlete's foot, rashes and other skin
troubles. Use cooling antiseptic D.D.D.
Prescription. Greaseless, stainless.
Stops itching quickly. 35c trial bottle
proves it-or money back. Ask your
druggist for D.D.D. Prescription.
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New Kind Of

TABLECLOTH

Stawp: out! K'alerytu0[! Women bus'
Many gorgeous patterns'
on sight!
Looks like fine linen -wears better!
No washing or ironing. Wipe clean
with damp cloth! Amazing low prices
-low as $1.00. Also complete big profit line dresses, shirts, hose, lingerie.

ACTUAL SAMPLES FREE!

FREE SAM-

PLES table cloth fabrics. Complete dress line Included FREE.
B. J. MELVILLE CO., Dept. 1891. Cincinnati, Ohio

Wedding

RING

with every simulated diamond
engagement ring ordered now.
Smart. new, beautifully embossed. Sweetheart design, yellow g
wedding ring
plate
given as
l
get acquainted gift
FREE with every Flashing simulated Diamond Solitaire Engagement ring ordered at our Anniversary Sale offer of only Si.
SEND NO MONEY
order.

and ring size.
days' approval.
Your packtageacom
byrreturnmail.[d
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.. Dept. 29S -P, reffer'ion, Iowa
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WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE

Without Calomel -And You'll Jump Out
of Bed in the Morning Rarin' to Go

The liver should pour 2 pints of bile juice into
your bowels every day. If this bile is not flowing
freely, your food may not digest. It may just decay in the bowels. Then gas bloats up your stomach, You get constipated. You feel sour, sunk and
the world looks punk.
It takes those good, old Carter's Little Liver
Pills to get these 2 pints of bile flowing freely to
make you feel "up and up." Get a package today,
Take as directed. Amazing in making bile flow freely. Ask for Carter's Little Liver Pills. IN and 25e.
MARCH. 1941

"Be At Home When The Telephone Rings!" Radio these days
seems bent on filling telephone companies' pockets. I wonder what's the
big idea? Pot O'Gold, A. & P., Wings
of Destiny, and many other programs
are demanding a telephone in the
home-to be able to compete for their
worthy prizes. Those of us not fortunate enough to be able to afford
a telephone, are left out in the cold
as far as having a chance is concerned.
Are phone companies putting the
pressure on radio to sell their wares?
Why don't the sponsors of such programs realize that there are families
in this country that could use a substantial prize award, and that they
are perhaps the majority buyers of
those sponsors' products? And that
their few cents go for that particular
product-not for the convenience of
a telephone!
Mrs. Margaret Donovan,
Lewiston, Me.

Seventh Prize

.

. .

WHAT'S ALL THE WHISTLING ABOUT?

There remains one objection to the
ever -increasingly popular audience
participation program, which as a
devotee of this kind of enlightening
entertainment, I'd like to see eliminated. This listener refers to the annoying habit studio audiences have
of whistling their applause! Now,
despite the informality encouraged at
the studios during this type of program-quiz contest affairs- studio
audiences ought to be discouraged
from offending with such noise those
not privileged to attend the broadcast
in person. It not only sounds noisy
and shrill at the listening end, but it
cheapens the program as well.
Why not have polite little signs on
the walls of the studio to the tune of
"Please refrain from whistling your
approval
doesn't sound so well to
those listening in at home-!" And
then a good time will be had by all!
Ruth Bracker Stone,
New York, N. Y.
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Superman in Radio
(Continued from page

Send
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Rugs, Clothing
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It's All So Easy- your materials are picked up at
your door at our expense by Freight or Express
and a week later you can have deep -textured
Broadloom Rugs, woven Reversible for Double
Wear and Luxury, ANY SIZE up to 16 feet seamless
by Any Length. Mail coupon or 1c Postal forBOOK IN COLORS, "RUGS
and ROOM IDEAS"
Shows 61 Early American, Oriental, Texture and Leaf designs
new Solid Colors,
Two-tone and Tweed blends
-Ovals. Tells how we shred,
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FREE
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materials, sterilize, picker,
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You Risk Nothing by Trial.
We Guarantee to satisfy or
pay for materials. 67th year.
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Victor, Columbia, Decca, etc.
Slightly used.
Guaranteed to play like new, or money refunded.
Such artists as Bing Crosby, Benny Goodman,
Wayne Icing and hundreds of others. 10 different records $1.00, in large quantities 8c each.
Write for free particulars, C. NOODWIN CO.,
Dept. A -19, 4419 Broadway, Chicago, III.
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"There's the prison -and there's the
riot -that State Trooper was right.
I think it's time Superman took a
hand in this before somebody gets

hurt. Down -down. .
Landing lightly just outside the
high prison gates, he paused for a
moment. Then, effortlessly, Superman vaulted the wall. He appeared
out of the tear gas smoke as a group
of convicts, carrying a huge twenty
foot timber as a battering ram, massed
for a concerted rush on the main
gates.
Above that bedlam, Superman's
voice rang commandingly:
"Stop that! Drop that timber!"
The convicts, not knowing their
new adversary, turned to knock him
out of the way. Superman spoke
again:
"I said drop that timber." They
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ignored him. "All right, it simply
means I have to take it away from
you."

can

I

said no more. Whirling, he
HEsnatched
the ram from the prison-

smile through
//

%J v
WHY suffer needlessly, when so much of

the functional pain of menstruation is
known to be unnecessary. Midol has helped
millions of women. If you have no organic
disorder calling for special medical or
surgical treatment, it should help you.
Developed for its special purpose, Mido]
contains no opiates. One ingredient is prescribed frequently by many doctors. Another, exclusively in Midol, increases the
relief by reducing spasmodic pain peculiar
to the menstrual process. Small size, 20e;
large size, 12 tablets, 40e. Write for trial
package free. General Drug Company,
170 Varick St., New York, N. Y.

ers' clutching hands. Panic -stricken,
they huddled together as Superman
swung the timber as if it were a bamboo cane and cleared a space. He
drove the convicts, yelling with terror, back across the yard and into the
cell -blocks where the guards locked
them up.
But more than half of the rioting
prisoners were still loose, scattered
in the prison buildings. Superman
had no time for them now. He must
find Lois. With the riot quelled temporarily, he could once again become
Clark Kent, newspaper reporter. No
one saw the red cloaked figure vanish
into a cloud of gas.
Seconds later, Kent was sitting in
the Warden's office. He had only one
question:
"Where is Lois Lane ?"
As the Warden started to answer,
a guard burst in. Breathlessly, he reported that the Wolf and Keno, carrying Lois Lane, had slipped out of one
of the buildings. With a small band
of helpers, they had made their way
to the prison's steam plant.
Clark, quickly, asked the location
of the plant. Waiting for nothing
else. he sped from the office. Once
outside, the reporter, hidden by the
heavy clouds of rolling tear gas, became-in a split second- Superman!
But before the Man of Steel could
reach them, half of the Wolf's men
began to work frantically to open the
tunnel leading to escape beneath the

steam plant. The others fought off
the prison guards with hoses loaded
with live steam from the boilers.
Bound hand and foot, Lois lay, trembling, beside a boiler. The Wolf held
a steam hose nozzle pointed at her.
He was ready to open it if his escape
were blocked.
But Superman's X-ray eyes had
seen through the heavy clouds. Racing against time, he dashed across the
yard. As he plunged into the hissing,
flesh- searing steam, he heard the
guards cry frantically: "Come back
here-you'll be killed."
Superman only smiled to himself
"Oh, no, I won't. They don't know
that steam can't hurt me." Then,
shouting -"Go on, boys -turn it on
full and watch out for yourselves.
Because here I come!"

-

convicts,

terrified by the grim,
THE
revengeful figure, scattered. Swift-

ly, Superman gathered the unconscious Lois in his strong arms. "I'll get
her out of here and turn off that
steam, quickly. When she comes

-

around, she'll just see Clark Kent
and so will all the rest. Superman is
no longer needed. The guards must
have rounded up every one of those
convicts by now. So
is time for
Clark Kent to reappear. No one can
know who Superman really is!"

-it

But Superman was wrong. Two
convicts had gotten away -in the confusion, the Wolf and Keno had made
good their escape! Lois and he had
not heard the last of the Yellow
Mask and his hirelings. Be sure to
read the next chapter of "Superman
in Radio" in the April Radio Mirror.
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BE CONSTIPATED
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You correct faulty living habits unless liver
bile flows freely every day into your intestines to
help digest fatty foods. SO USE COMMON
SENSE! Drink more water, eat more fruit and
vegetables. And if assistance is needed, take
Dr. Edwards' Olive Tablets. They not only
assure gentle yet thorough bowel movements but
ALSO stimulate liver bile to help digest fatty
foods and tone up intestinal muscular action.
Olive Tablets, being purely vegetable, are
wonderful! Used successfully for years by Dr.
F. M. Edwards in treating patients for constipation and sluggish liver bile. Test their goodness TONIGHT! 15e, 300 and 60¢.
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himself beside Virginia, and Scoop
dropped into a chair next to Patricia.
The fire crackled on the hearth; the
room should have been peaceful and
cozy, shut away from the wind which
beat against the windows, but Pat
felt disturbed. She only half listened
to Scoop; she kept glancing toward
the two on the other side of the room.
"Who is he ?" she asked, suddenly.
"Who? Oh!" Scoop to lowed her
gaze; "I don't really know. It
wouldn't surprise me to find he's one
of the gang- maybe, playing his own
game on the side. I may be all wrong,
at that."
"He's funny," Pat continued in a
low voice, "people don't go around
dressed up like that except at weddings and funerals. Look at that silk
she laughed.
top hat
hat
"Somehow that name suits him. I
guess he's more amusing than sinister."
Apparently aware of her scrutiny,
Tophat rose to his feet.
If you'll excuse me-" he bowed
formally. 'I must be going. I hope,
Miss Rogers, you'll let me come
again." He crossed the room, stopped,
and added with impressive emphasis:
"I wish you'd use your influence, and
persuade our friend here to be careful. I've warned him he's in danger.
He's too near the truth; he's making
it uncomfortable for some people."
"Oh, nuts," Scoop laughed, and
Pat saw, for the first time in weeks,
the old, familiar grin on his face.
"I've come through tighter spots than
this." He leaned toward Pat, and

-a

-"

whispered: "Don't worry. And let
Tophat come around; he's useful."
Patricia turned as the door closed
to see Virginia with bright eyes and
flushed face.
"He's wonderful," she exclaimed.
"He's so interesting -he's asked me
to dinner tomorrow."
"Oh," was all Pat could find to say,
and could think of no reason for the
vague, uneasy sensation she experienced at the mention of the man she
had nicknamed Tophat.

DATRICIA grew more and more uneasy as the days passed. Yet, she
could not deny that Tophat was
amusing, brilliant, an interesting
talker. She attempted one day,
when he had arrived at the house
earlier than usual, and was waiting
for Virginia to come in from work,
to pin him down as to what he actually did, and had done. But after he
had talked fluently about himself for
half an hour, she discovered she had
no more facts than before her first
question. But she told herself. after
she was alone, and Virginia had left
to have dinner with Tophat. that does
not necessarily mean he is part of
the racket Scoop is trying to break
up, or that his past will not bear
looking into. Still those intangible,
disturbing doubts persisted in nagging at her.
Virginia was in a whirlwind of excited happiness; she went singing
through the house, she bought new
clothes. Scoop absorbed in the trail
he was following, only grunted when
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR

BACKACHE,
LEG PAINS MAY

BE DANGER SIGN
Of Tired Kidneys
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If backache and leg pains are making you miserable, don't just complain and do nothing about them.
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need
attention.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking excess
acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help
most people pass about 3 pints a day.
If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don't
work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood.
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting
ffi
up nights, swelling, puffiness
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages with
smarting and burning sometimes shows there is some thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder.
Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills,
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the blood. Get

Doane Pills.

Movie Star Pictures 5x7 28e
Send 28c for 25 beautiful pictures of
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latest poses. Size 5x7 inches. Printed
on fine paper in rich lifelike colors.
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sinus headaches due to congestion and help clear
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your druggist. Send card for FREE Chart of diet
rules, information about Catarrhal congestion and
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Don't mistake eczema
for the stubborn, ugly '
embarrassing acalY skin
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¡scan:
disease Psoriasis. Apply
non - staining Dermot.eter xis
Thousands do for scaly
spots on body or scalp.
Grateful users, often after
years of suffering, report
the scales have gone, the
fed patches gradualiy, disappeared
and they enjoyed the thrill of a
clear skin agaio.itiDermoil is used by many doctors and is
agreement
definite benefit in
2 weeks or money is refunded without quest on. Generous
trial bottle sent FREE to those who send in their Druggist's
name and address. Make our famous "One Spot Test' your.
self. Write today for your test bottle. Print name plainly.
Results may surprise you. Don't delay. Sold by Liggett
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Patricia attempted to question him,
and shrugged the subject away with
a careless: "Virginia's old enough to
take care of herself." And Pat became really frightened when Tophat
drew her aside one day; this time his
warning was direct. "Tell Scoop to
call the hunt off. He may listen to
you. The gang he's after won't stop
at murder." But she was helpless.
Scoop only laughed, and Virginia put
her fingers to her ears and ran away
at the first word Pat said.
Then one Saturday morning Scoop
arrived at the house, looking rather

grim.
Tophat called the turn," his voice
was crisp. He held up his soft hat.
The small round hole made by a bullet was plain to be seen, just above
the ribbon.
"Scoop," Pat cried, through white
lips. "Scoop
"Well, they missed. Don't worry,
Pitter- Pat-it's over. I've got them
on the run. What I came to say was,
try to prepare Virginia. She has a
shock coming. And, don't let her do
anything foolish."
"She won't listen to me," Pat answered, hopelessly. "I haven't any
proof."
"You will have, soon. I'll call you
later."
ran quickly up the
PATRICIA
stairs. Virginia should be home as
she did not work on Saturdays. But
there was no answer to her knock.
She pushed open the door, and
stared; drawers were open, the
closet was partially stripped of
clothes. And then she saw the note.
Pat knew what was in it before she
tore open the envelope. Her lips
quivered as she read the last lines:
"He's so wonderful, Pat, and I love
him. I'm so happy. I trust him, and
if he wants to be married this way,
I know he has a good reason for it.

(NINE
HYGIENE
ADVANCED
AMAZINGLY

Safe,

modern
method
gives hours
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of medication
ON all sides, women are turning to an amazing safe way in feminine hygiene. A way
that is not only dainty and safe-but gives con-

tinuous medication for hours without use of
poison. And actually kills germs at contact.
Called Zonitors-these dainty, snow -white
suppositories spread a greaseless, protective
coating. To kill germs, bacteria on contact. To
cleanse antiseptically. To deodorize -not by
temporarily masking-but by destroying odor.
Zonitors are most powerful continuous -action suppositories. Yet entirely gentle to delicate tissues. Non -caustic, contain no poison.
Don't burn. Even help promote healing.
Greaseless, Zonitors are completely removable with water. Nothing to mix, no apparatus
needed. Come 12 in package individually sealed
in glass bottles. Get Zonitors at druggists. Follow this amazingly safe way in feminine hygiene
women are raving about.

FREE

reveoling booklet, sent in ploin envelope. Write to Zonifors, 370 Lexington Ave., Dept 3306B, New York City
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I'll always trust him
Pat reached the telephone somehow, choking with relief as she heard

Scoop's voice.
"Oh, Lord," he almost shouted,
"what a mess. The papers are on the
street; the whole story's broken. He
was the brains of the racket, and the
police are after him. I never thought
she'd be as crazy as this
"I've got to find her. What can we
do? We must -Scoop, we must
"Hold on, let me think. Here, get
out your car, and be ready to start.
I'll be there in ten minutes. I'll see
if the cops have picked up anything."
And he slammed the receiver down.
The roads flung themselves toward
Pat, then receded. Red lights, green
lights-stop, start again. All Scoop
had said was: "They're after him.
He's heading for the state line." Pat
was stiff with cold, sick with anxiety
by the time they ran into a small
town, and a State Trooper stopped

-"

-"

them.
"We've got him," he announced in
answer to their questions. "He must
be nuts. He's in that florist's there,
buying flowers for his bride."
A long sigh from Pat: "They've
been married ?"
"Sure; one way we got onto him.
She's up there." He waved toward a
hotel in the middle of the block. "The
store's surrounded -he can't make a
getaway."
And then across the still cold air
came the sharp crack of a shot-and
another, like an echo. Pat and Scoop
were out of the car, and running
down the street. Across the entrance

New 11 Minute
Shampoo

Specially Made for Blondes -Helps
Keep Light Hair from Darkening
Brightens Faded Blonde Hair

-

1. Not a liquid! It's a fragrant powder that
quickly makes a rich cleansing lather.
2. Instantly removes dingy, dust -laden film that
makes blonde hair dark, old looking.
3. Called Blondes-, it gives hair attractive lustre

and highlights -keeps that "Just Shampooed"
look for a whole week.
4. Lightens hair with absolute safety. Fine for
children's hair, too. Largest selling blonde
hair shampoo in the world.
Get BLONDEX at drug, department or iOc stores.
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of the shop, his arm still full of
flowers, sprawled the body of a man.
Scoop took hold of Pat's shoulders,
and turned her around. She heard
someone say, "Resisted arrest," and
remembered she had seen a revolver
in the outflung hand of TophatTophat, romantic, unscrupulous Top hat whom Virginia loved- Virginiawaiting for him in that hotel room!
"Scoop!" Pat pulled frantically at
his coat, "we must get to her before
the police."
Again they were running, running
in out of the cold, asking the desk
clerk questions, hurrying along a
long hall- opening a door to see Virginia as she turned toward them with
a radiant face.
"Pat!" she exclaimed in amazement. She glanced at Scoop. "What
how-" she hesitated as Patricia
crossed the room, and took her in
her arms.
"Virginia, dear, something -has

-

-"

happened

was the sound of heavy footTHERE
steps along the hall and a policeman
came to the door. Virginia's eyes
widened; the radiance was wiped
from her face. She caught at Pat,
as her lips formed a question, though
no sound came.
It had to be told somehow; there
was no way of softening the blow.
"He's dead, dear. He was shot resisting arrest
And then Virginia screamed: "You
brought the police-you never liked
him-George -darling- You showed
them the way-George -I'm going to
him -let me go-" She began to
struggle.
No -no -not yet
Pat
pleaded, and Scoop placed a hand on
Virginia's shoulder. "I didn't bring
them
tried to get here first -oh,
my dear, I'm sorry-sorry -don'tdon't
Pat held her close as Virginia broke
into dry, choking, dreadful sobs.
Virginia would not listen. She
could not even hear what Pat, with
desperate patience, tried to tell her.
She let herself be taken home, and a
nurse ordered. But she refused to
talk; she lay, white and still, the only
sign of life the slow tears which
rolled down her cheeks, the broken
murmur of her voice, calling to the
man whose bride she had been for a
few, brief, glorious hours.
It was after another futile attempt
to talk to her friend, that Scoop
found Pat huddled in a chair in the
living room, her eyes circled by
weariness and pain. He touched her
hair; and she tried to smile.
"Pat, dear, we can't go on like this.
I'm as cut up about Virginia as you,
but brooding won't help. Let's pull
out of it. We'll start over again
you and I."
"What do you mean ?" Pat asked,
wearily.
"I've heard from Stormy. She's
flying up north. And I've radioed her
to come down, to help get our marriage annulled. I'll ask her when she
gets here."
"But-will she ?"
"Sure, that was our arrangement.
Smile when you look at me, PitterPat. This time no slip- ups."
"Are you certain, Scoop; are you
certain? I'm frightened. Something
always happens."
"You're tired, Pat, and nervous.
Stop worrying." He drew her to him,
and she let her head rest against the
roughness of his coat.

-

"No more mistakes," Pat thought;
"no more mistakes. We'll be happy

at last."

weather changed; the wind
THE
veered to the south, bringing rain;

it grew warmer; at night a heavy
mist rose from the earth, and a fog
crept in over the lake. There was a
blanket of wet gray over the landing
field at Union Air Port the evening
Patricia and Scoop waited by the administration building, huddled in
their coats. Their ears strained for
some sound. No planes were leaving
that night, but Stormy had radioed
she was coming in.
"Isn't she due ?" Pat asked, nervously. "Can she land in this fog ?"
Do you think she'll mind my being
here? Shouldn't you see her alone?
Scoop, maybe I had better goScoop
"Hey., you've the jitters; it will be
all right." Scoop tried, vainly, to keep
the strain out of his own voice.
"They've turned on the flood-lightshe ought to see that. Anyway, she'll
get directions from the operator.
Stormy could fly in a pea soup.
There's a plane now-hear it-Say,
what's the matter ?" he called as a
man ran past them.

-"
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-no-"
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"She can't hear us. She's calling
for directions. Something happened
to her reception. Says she's got to
land-gas gone." "Hey, keep clear of
the field," someone yelled, as Pat
and Scoop moved out from the shelter of the building. "She may strike
anywhere in this muck."
Patricia shrank back against the
wall; the droning overhead had
risen to a roar. She raised her hands
to her face. Somewhere toward the
distant light a vague shape slithered,
struck-there was a crash, and then
flames -lurid flames, streaking the
clouding grayness. People were running, shouting. Scoop had disappeared. Trembling, she turned and
pushed the door open, and found her
way to a chair in the waiting room.
More voices, and steps coming nearer.
Through the open door she saw a still
figure carried into another room.
There was the clang of an ambulance,
and a doctor hurried by. Pat rose to
her feet as Scoop came into the room,
his face streaked with wet and dirt.

Her eyes asked the question she
dared not put into words.
He shook his head, his face drawn
and haggard.
"No, not dead -not even unconscious-cut up a lot. She crawled
out-but-she says she can't see
something about flames -and her
eyes
Terror flooded over Pat.
"Scoop
he took her cold hands
in his.
"Wait, Pat," he said; "wait-and

-

-"

-"

see-"

Minutes -hours-Patricia never
knew how long it was as Scoop
walked the floor, and she stood, rigid
by the chair. She only knew that
when the doctor came in, she found it
difficult to move. She heard his
words as from a great distancewords-horrible, terrifying words.
"Blind? Yes, I'm afraid so. The
flames got her eyes. Must have
seared across them, for she's not
burned badly. A few bad cuts, but
nothing serious. She's asking for
you, Mr. Curtis."
Scoop was standing very still. "Tell
her I'll be there in a minute-just a
minute." He passed one hand across
his own eyes, and as the doctor hurried from the room, he faced Pat.
"You heard." He flung out his
hands in a helpless gesture, and the
cold fear tightened around her heart.
"I can't let her down -can I?" he
cried desperately. "Pat!" She could
not move, she could not speak.
"She'll never fly again -she's blind
-Stormy's blind-do you know what
that'll mean to her ?"
Pat stepped toward him; the floor
waved under her feet. He looked
into her eyes, his own dark with
pain.
"She doesn't know why I sent for
her -I'll tell her I wanted her with
me-Oh, my God, give you up again
-Pat, what else can I do ?"
reached for his hands; she
SHE
heard herself saying: "Yes-the
only thing to do-"
His arms were suddenly around
her, his lips on hers. Then he was
gone, and she was alone. This wasn't
true, of course; it couldn't be. She
moved quietly down the hall toward
the room where Stormy lay. The
door was open. She saw the covered
figure, the bandaged head, the white
face turned toward Scoop as he bent
above her; the fumbling, groping
hand that touched his sleeve as he
kissed her. Pat turned, stumbling,
out of the building, across the field to
her car. The fog was lifting. It had
done its work. She was driving
home to that great, lonely house.
Twice before she had happiness in
her grasp-twice before it had been
taken from her. It had happened
again, and this time there was no one
to blame. She opened the door of
her home, and went up the great
flight of stairs to her room. Her
body was shaking, her lips trembling.
She sank down by a chair, and buried
her face in its cushions. She did not
think; she could not cry. She was
conscious of but one fact; she and
Scoop would never be together; she
and Scoop would never be happy.
How will Pat re -make her life after
this new tragedy? Will she be able
to accept the fact that she and Scoop
can never find happiness together?
Read the next chapters in this thrilling story of an unwilling heiress in
the April issue Of RADIO MIRROR.
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NO. 4 IN KARO'S SERIES "THE QUINTUPLETS AS INDIVIDUALS"
models of houses and gardens. She
Here she is with her favorite toy
Emilie, quick of wit, always ready loves brilliant colors, and plenty of
to play a prank, and just as ready them. She works and writes with
to have one played on her. Willy her left hand. Of all the Quints,
Pogany, noted American artist, who Emilie and Lady" Cecile are perpainted the Dionne Quints from life haps the two least alike. Watch for
for Karo, says: " Emilie's infectious Cecile's portrait
comes next!
Emilie's health is superb, on a
good humor can turn a rainy afternoon into exciting fun for her sisters." par with that of Annette, Yvonne,
Emilie is perhaps the most imag- Marie, Cecile. Tribute must he paid
inative and spontaneous Quint. She to the careful diet which helps to
has a nice sense of design, makes keep these children happy, buoylovely sketches and workmanlike antly healthy, .energetic.
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and millions
children and grown -ups enjoy delicious, wholesome Karo in many,
many ways: as a "spread "; as
sweetening for fruits and fruit
juices, cereals, milk, cocoa and
other beverages; as a sauce for
puddings and desserts. Yes ! Karo
merits its title, "America's Table
Syrup of Quality".
But don't reserve Karo for table
use alone. It's a real flavor boon to
cooking. This tempting, rich syrup
gives everyday foods new interest,
new appeal. Try it on baked ham,
apples, bananas, pears. Use it in
cakes and pie fillings and frostings.
It gives frostings smooth, easy -tocut consistency.
Karo Waffle Syrup is a rich new
blend ! It makes an exciting treat
of those old favorites -pancakes,
French toast, waffles. Surprise the
family with waffles and Karo Waffle
Syrup tonight. They'll love the delightful Karo Waffle Syrup flavor
-it's different! All grocers sell
Karo Syrup.
THE QUINTS

KARO

KARO

WAFFLE SYRUP
Be sure to try
this nets, deli-

(CRYSTAL WHITE)

RED LABEL

Delightful
sweetening for
trait, milk,

cious. different

"hot cake"

syrup. It has
flavor all

beverages.
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Fine for
frostings.

Its own.

KARO
BLUE LABEL
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"spread ".
Grand dessert sauce.
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DR. ALLAN ROY DAFOE SAYS:

"Karo is the only syrup served the Dionne Quintuplets. Its maltose and dextrose are ideal carbohydrates for growing children."
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DEXTRINS, MALTOSE AND DEXTROSE -FOOD- ENERGY
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OUR OWN PATSY GARRETT
out in front with Chesterfields
and Fred Waring's Pennsylvanians

... for Chesterfields are

made for smokers like
yourself, with the three important things you want in a
cigarette...MILDNESS, BETTER TASTE and COOLER SMOKING.
Chesterfield's right combination of the world's best cigarette tobaccos has so many things a smoker likes ... that
Chesterfield is just naturally called the smoker's cigarette.
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