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Your Skin is
Smoother, Softer, too,
with just One Cake

of Camay!

You're the object of attentions and affections when
your skin is softand lovely! So isn’t it wonderful that
just one cake of Camay can give your skin a softer,
smoother look. Put aside careless cleansing—go on
the Camay Mild-Soap Diet! Follow directions on the
Camay wrapper and watch your beauty bloom!

MRS. WILLIAM ALBERT TRISCHETT
the former Dorothy Bertuch of Mt. Vernon, N. Y.

bridal portrait pointed by,ONIam[—

Back at Dartmouth after a long tour overseas,
Bill asked Dorothy, his high school
sweetheart, to the Winter Carnival. Then
and there they decided their romance was
real! Dorothy set a date.

THE SOAP WTIFUL WOMEN

Now Bill gives

Dorothy golf lessons near their Hanover
home. He's helped her game. And her beauty
tip can help your complexion:—"Go on the
Camay Mild-Soap Diet for a softer skin!"




ou make 8
lovely couple, Tt [

GIRL: Me and the Falls, you mean?

CUPID: Who else? Funny thing, though, some girls
come here with husbands. Honeymooning, 1 think
they call it. But, of course, they're girls with
sparkling smiles.
GIRL: Listen, my fine feathered fiend, if I could coax
a little sparkle into my smile, 1 would, believe me!
I brush my teeth regularly, but all T gect is—

CUPID: Maybe some “pink” on your tooth brush?

GIRL: Bright, aren’t you...and what's a litele “pink”
in my young life?

CUPID: Grow up, youngster. “Pink” is a sign to see
your denrist. He'll tell you what's behind it. And if it
turns out to be simply a case of soft foods robbing

your gums of exercise, he may suggest “the helpful
stimulation of Ipana and gentle massage.”

GIRL: Fine, fine ... but by what higher mathematics a n g
does all this add up to-one big, bright smile? - N1

CUPID: Elementary, my dear witless. Sparkling smiles
depend largely on firm, healthy gums. So. if your dentist
advises massage, go to it, gal. ¢ out of 10 dentists today do
recommend gum massage . .. regularly or in special cases,
according to a just-completed nationwide survey.
And what’s more, they prefer 1pana Tooth Paste
2 to 1 for their own personal use.

HOW TO MASSAGE YOUR GUMS. Gently mas-
sage at the gum line, always keeping fingertip
in contact with the tooth surface. It’s at the gum
line, where teeth and gums meet, that so many
troubles start — where gentle massage can be so
helpful. Between regular visits to your dentist, help
bim guard your smile of beauty.

Product of
Bristol-Myers
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ggo;luhy Next Morlte

Living  Portraits:  Backstage
Wife (Mary Noble as played

by Claire Neisen)

OLLECT your wits and grade your fa-
vorites: in next month’s Radio Mir-
ror you'll find the first ballot in the
First Annual Radio Mirror Awards, ready
and waiting for you to make your marks
and mail back to us. Directions will sit be-
side the ballot; be sure to read them before
you plunge.

Lorenzo Jones, always in and out of some
domestic embroilment, gets into a par-
ticularly dangerous one, the course of
which you can follow in four pages of ex-
citing pictures. We'll say only that many
a marriage has broken up for less trouble
than the Joneses have in our Radio Mirror
Picture-Story—but since Lorenzo’s in-
volved it ends up, as do most of his difficult
moments, more laughable than tragic.
. ] -
In Living Portraits it's Backstage Wife,
with Mary and Larry Noble featured in
two brilliant, true-to-life full color por-
traits to add to your framed collection,
and black and white pictures of the others
who make the Nobles’ lives so stimulating.
™ * *

Visit Jack Benny—in color; read the very
special story built around the beloved
characters of The Guiding Light; examine,
in For Better Living, actress Julie Stevens’
house-of-the-future. But before you do any-
thing else, find the ballot in November
Radio Mirror and use 1t, right away quick!
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You've picked a perfect silent partner, Honey. Mum not
only protects your work-a-day charm, but keeps you
sweet and dainty after hours, too.

It's foolish for any girl to take chances with underarm
odor. A bath washes away past perspiration, but Mum
prevents risk of future offense.
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um safe for charm Mum checks perspiration odor, keeps un-

derarms dainty all day or evening.

No irritating crystals. Snow-white Mum is
gentle, harmless to skin.

um safe for skin

No harsh ingredients in Mum to rot or dis-

um safe for clothes color fine fabrics. Economical Mum doesn’t

dry out in the jar. Quick, easy to use, even
after you're dressed.




Gabby Hartnett “says a word™ at Stan’s request.

Six times a week, at 6:45 P.M., fans
tune WOR for the tops in sportscasts.

With a mike inside a mask, Stan describes his bout with Joe Louis.

and Bethlehem prep schools, fellow students said

tahe S. stood for Sports. The reason: Lomax played
first-string football, baseball and basketball. And when
Stan went on to study at Cornell and Hobart he was a
member of both grid squads.

Today Stan Lomax is one of America’s top sports
commentators and president of the Sports Broadcasters
Association after 17 years of ace announcing on WOR.
Stan is one sports writer star athletes swear by. They
know he’s fair and square and has a player’s knowledge
of the game. They know of his record as a pro basket-
baller in Pennsylvania and pro baseballer in West Vir-
ginia.

Lomax is a man with a sense of humor and an eye for
news. Take the time he set up a bout with Champ Joe
Louis so he could tell listeners “how it feels.” Lomax
wore a lip microphone behind a reinforced catcher’s
ma}sk, a chest protector, shin guards and purple silk
tights.

The first round consisted of gentle taps from Louis and
out-of-breath comments by Lomax. It came to an end
when a blow by Louis knocked Stan’s mike loose. Round
2 came to an end when Louis aimed a couple of rights
at the catcher’s mask—they sounded like thunder on
the air—and Stan found himself sitting on the canvas.

When rumors were circulating that Babe Ruth had
lost his voice and was near death, Lomax was the first
reporter to get an interview with the Babe. Ruth and

‘V HEN Henry S. Lomax was a youngster at Moravian

Lomax traded yarns about old times, like the season
when Stan got chicken pox and almost quarantined the
entire Yankee nine.

Stan is versatile. Not long ago he pinch-hit for Martha
Deane, WOR women’s commentator, and made history
of a sort by giving a dubious recipe for rice pudding.
Nevertheless he was a hit with the ladies, because Stan
was called back to substitute once more. This time he
gave a man’s eye view of feminine fashions.

Lomax’s radio debut came in 1930, when he acted as
Ford Frick’s assistant on WOR. When Frick became
president of the National League in 1934, Stan took over
his broadcasting assignment and has been at it—six
times a week—ever since.

During the recent war, Stan was responsible for sell-
ing more than a million dollars’ worth in War Savings
Bonds and was cited by the Treasury Department for
his work.

Stan is married and has a ten-year-old son who has
definitely decided to be a professional baseball player.
He lives in Manhasset, Long Island, where his one ex-
travagance is buying trees and shrubs for the lawn. The
husky 5-foot-8 sportsman plays golf, but his favorite
sport is baseball. He does a lot of ﬁshing and his prize
catch to date is a 436-pound swordfish.

He carries a Dutch 10-cent piece, which he picked up
on one of his tours, as a good luck charm. It helps him
curb mike fright, which he admits to having—even after
more than 6,000 broadcasts.
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S Kathryn stood there, waiting for the boy she
loved to waltz her into the glittering ballroom,
she knew this was her night of nights,

Never had she felt so completely happy or
lovked so immaculately fresh and sweet.

Indeed that eternal freshness was one of
Kathryn's charms. It was something that she
strove for, recognizing it almost as a passport to
the popularity she had known since her teens.

Just to look at her was to realize that here was
a girl far too clever, far too fastidious to ever take
chauces with off-color breath (halitosis).

Can You Be Sure?

Can you say as much for yourself? Do you fool-
ishly take vour breath for granted? Well . . . don’t!

One little offense (and vou may not know when
you're guilty) can stamp you as a person to avoid.

Follow the delightful precaution that countless
popular people take . . . Listerine Antiseptic night
and morning and between times when you want
to be at your best. While sometimes systemic,
most cases of halitosis, say some authorities, are
due to the bacterial fermentation of tiny food
particles elinging to mouth surfaces. Listerine An-
tiseptic halts such fermentation, and then over-
comes the odors fermentation causes.

LaymBERT PHarMmAcAL Co., St. Lours, Missour:
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IT PAYS

to buy two packages
instead of only one.

Yy
PREPAREDNESS,

when you need relief,
means half the battle won

| keep an £X7RA package
Of Alka-Seltzer neavr.
And when a headache

threatens-.) soon get ‘
o IN the cleav,

Of course | keep an £X7RA.
And after all..-why not ?
If Acid Indigestion comes
'm*Johnny-on-the-Spot”

| hate discomforts of a COLD
A sniffle, snuff or sneeze.
That's why | keep an £X7RA
For just such times as these.

Alka-Seltzer can be so helpful in
SO0 many ways in your home, you
will find it wise always to have
an EXTRA package handy.
Why not do as thousands do: —
Instead of buying one, buy two!
All drugstores. 60¢c —30c —and
the new purse and pocket size. l

l Alka-Seltzer |

RECOMMENDED
By KEN ALDEN

DAVE ROSE:

MGM shows what their talented conductor-composer can do with
an all string orchestra and this album has eight fine demonstrations,
including “Holiday For Strings” and the unforgettable “Laura.”

LES BROWN:

The reliable Les Brown has collected eight of his best tunes and
Columbia has made an album out of them. The orchestra is in fine
fettle. Best bet, the dreamy, “Out of Nowhere.”

DINAH SHORE-FRANK SINATRA:

A top-combine, they get together to help the Damon Runyon
Cancer Fund and the results are magnificent. The pair do “My
Romance” and “Tea For Two.” A must.

JACK TEAGARDEN:

A Victor Hot Jazz classic with Mr. T singin’ and trombonin’ on
“Say It Simple” and “Jam Session at Victor.” Both good.
SKITCH HENDERSON:

A new and good band emphasizing Skitch’s Steinwayward tinklings,
plays “Dancing With a Deb,” and “Dream On A Summer Night.”
Interesting dance tempos. (Capitol.)

ART LUND:

MGM'’s carefree crooner clicks again with “Naughty Angeline”
and “What Are You Doing New Year’s Eve.”

ZIGGY ELMAN:

A new version of this trumpeter’s unforgettable “And the Angels
Sing” is worth having, as is “Three Little Words.” (MGM.)
BUDDY CLARK-XAVIER CUGAT:

A neat doubleheader has Clark and The Rumba King doing “Story
of Sorrento” and the guaracho, “Hugo and Igo.” (Columbia.)
Mr. C. evidently likes team work for on another Columbia disc
he joins up with Eddy Duchin on “After Graduation Day” and
“Je Vous Aime.”

CAB CALLOWAY:

Familiar stuff with “The Jungle King” and “Give Me Twenty
Nickels For A Dollar.” (Columbia.) Victor’s Count Basie also
handles the former tune in ship-shape boogie style. For jazz
collectors, 'Columbia has just issued a new collectioa of early
Duke Ellingion recordings which have never been released.
BUDDY COLE:

For something different try Capitol’s album of organ console
styling by this talented West Coaster. Among the tunes iu this
album are “Mood Indigo,” “Sleepy Time Gal” and “Good Night
Sweetheart.”

BENNY GOODMAN:

Reliable jazz with “Tattletale” and the imperishable “Dizzy
Fingers.” (Capitol.)

FRANK LOESSER:

The talented composer sings his own new novelty “Bloop Bleep”
and it’s good fun. (MGM.) Woody Herman picks up the same
tune for Columbia and does the plaintive “Baby, Come Home”
on the reverse.

JOHNNY DESMOND:

Excellent swooning by this ex-GI as he gives out with “If It’s
True” and “Just Plain Love.” The Page Cavanaugh Trio back him
up admirably. (Victor.) On their own Victor disc, the threesome
run through “Triskaidekaphobia” and “Love’s Got Me In a
Lazy Mood.”

THE KING COLE TRIO:

They come up with two more winners, “Naughty Angeline” and
“That’s What.” (Capitol.)

'y




"My Beauty Facials give skin
freSh new LOVelmeSS, says this famous star

Anof‘)er 'Fine
LEVER poduof

Lovely Joan Caulfield tells you how she takes her Active-
lather facials with Lux Toilet Soap: “Just smooth Lux
Soap’s fragrant creamy lather well into your skin. Rinse
with warm water, a dash of cold. As you pat gently to dry,
skin is smoother, more appealing.”

s thrilling when he whispers
“Ycu’re heautiful!”” In recent
tests of Lux Toilet Soap facials
by ekin specialists, actually

3 out of 4 complexions improved
in a short timel

Don’t let neglect cheat you of Romance. You'll find
Joan Caulfield is right when she says “My Lux Soap
beauty care will make you lovelier tonight!”

9 out of 10 Screen Stars use Lux Toilet Soap —. Lt Gwins e Loveser”
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Iy Vu'h'n-l is Mon.-Wed.-Fri. vocalist on Club 15,
alternating with Patti Claytonon Tues.-Thurs. It’s CBS,7:30 P.M.

runs his band through
a Club 15 special, cueing Crosby, Whiting.

singing success with her own commercial program

and a string of Capitol record hits to prove it, comes
as no surprise to those well-informed about the
Whiting background. The 2l-year-old blonde from
Hollywood via Detroit, they will tell you, was born
with the traditional sﬂver spoon in her mouth.

But Margaret, who’s always carefree and un-
inhibited, in love with the world and completely
happy with the way her career has progressed thus
far, is quick to become serious, if only for a moment,
when this point is brought up.

“I almost gagged on that silver spoon,” she protests.
“Nobody believed I wanted to work and slave for a
career. You don t have to work for a living, they said,
so stop messing around with show business.”

Among those who gave this advice were the friends
of her father, the late great song writer Richard
Whiting who made a fortune fashlomng such hits as
“Sleepy Tlme Gal,” “Louise,” ‘“Beyond the Blue
Horizon,” “Guilty, »  “She’s Funny That Way,”
“Japanese Sandman,” “Till We Meet Again” and
dozens of other favorites. They were such redoubtable
fellows as Al Jolson, Eddie Cantor, Buddy De Sylva,
Johnny Mercer, Hollywood director Leo McCarey,
and others of tremendous influence in radio, record
and music circles.

“They were always at the house, for Dad was a great
one for throwing parties. And they loved me like their
own daughters but they made the business tougher
than if I'd been a complete unknown,” she claims.

Finally Johnny Mercer stepped into the picture. If

THAT bright-eyed Margaret Whiting is a spectacuiar




you are familiar with Mr. Mercer’s accomplishments
then you know that he is a songwriter, singer, actor,
radio comedian and record company executive. On
Margaret’s behalf he proved to be a fine adviser and
coach. On his recommendation she was given a sus-
taining program. Nice work on that show led to brief
appearances with Ransom Sherman and later on the
Jack Carson show. At 16 she won the vocalist’s spot on
the Hit Parade but was fired after four or five weeks
because of lack of experience.

At this point the chorus of “I-told-you-sos” reached
a high crescendo. Young Margaret was a failure so
perhaps she would devote herself to school and dances
and all the normal interests that young daughters of
well-to-do families pursue.

Margaret could have suffered a while, accepted
defeat and then enjoyed a peaceful and sheltered life
at home. Instead she threw the challenge right back
in the teeth of her detractors. She applied for and
won the toughest job a singer could ask for as
vocalist with Freddie Slack’s band. Slack was then
enjoying a measure of success but what made it tough
for Margaret was that the band was confining its
personal appearances almost exclusively to one-night
engagements. This meant constant traveling on long
journeys between towns, little or no sleep, bad hotel
accommodations and few personal comforts.

They predicted she'd last a week but Margaret
stayed with the band for over a year, and with it
developed the warm, intimate tones that have made
her one of the leadmg vocalists of the day. More, she
learned to sing with a beat and project that beat to

Lol Crosh
DNob rosbty who M.C.s Club 15, and Margaret, both

with singing in the blood, work out some good blends.

Johnuny Drake, Hareld Dickinson,

Francis Scott behind Ralph Brester, Virginia Maxey.

the listeners, a trick that distinguishes the top singers
from the rank and file. To aspiring young vocalists,
Margaret’s advice is to work with a band to get to
feel how musicians in the band play with a beat and
to learn how to get it into one’s vocal interpretation.

What really won attention and stirred her dad’s
pals out of their lethargy were the fine recordings
she made with Slack. For the first time everybody
in Hollywood who knew Margaret realized that she
had worked and sweated it out just as she said she
would and that she now could sing with the major
leaguers. Buddy De Sylva and the ever-present
Johnny Mercer were now the heads of Capitol Rec-
ords, a new firm they had catapulted from obscurity
to fourth place among all record companies. In one of
their typically alert and smart moves they signed
Margaret to a contract.

“There was a thrill for you,” laughs Margaret.
“Now I knew I had proved to them how important
singing was to me

Getting places is one thing. Continuing to progress
is another and Margaret has done just that not only
by improving her voice but by keeping her eye on
her objective from all angles. Although still new to
show business, comparatively, Margaret has more
friends and well-wishers than most veterans.

Margaret solidified her small measure of success
by blithely walking into the recording studios and
casually singing a tune which she had barely re-
hearsed. She had been meticulous, however, with the
reverse side, the Irving Berlin oldie “How Deep Is
The Ocean.” Everybody felt the record would stand



WISH 1 HATED EMm!
THEN THIS FREEZE-OUT
) YOUR SISTER'S

| HANDING ME WOULDNT  *
HIT ME SO HARD!

._,*_"}1’

" IMIN BAD WITH SIS, TOO.
SHE WANTS YOU TO
SEE YOUR DENTIST ABOUT
BAD BREATH. BUT WHEN
[ SAID 1D TELLYOU =
SHE JUMPED ALL OVER ME!

TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 70UT OF 10 CASES,
COLGATES INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH
THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH!

“Colgate Dental Cream’s active penetrating
foam gets into hidden crevices between teeth
—helps clean out decaying food particles—
stop stagnant saliva odors—remove the cause
of much bad breath. And Colgate’s soft pol-
ishing agent cleans enamel thoroughly,
gently and safely!”

HER KID BROTHER'S TiP-OFF SHOWED ME HOW
TO GET THE TREATMENT M GETTING NOW!

COLGATE
DENTAL CREAM

Gleans Your Breath
While It Cleans
Your Teeth!

Always use

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM

after you eat and before
every date

| American

Facing the Music

or fall on that particular number and

the other side didn’t count at all since

it was one of the obscure numbers by

Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammer-

;}ejn II, from the motion picture, “State
air.”

The tune was “It Might As Well Be
Spring” and because she hadn’t pre-
pared for it, Margaret thinks its success
was a freak. The record, on which she
was billed under orchestra leader Paul
Weston’s name, quickly rose to first
place in 1945-46 and made Margaret
the new girl vocal discovery of that
period.

When Margaret arrived in New York
for a vacation she was hardly prepared
for the reception she received from
radio sponsors. Before she had a chance
to see the town she was offered and
accepted a spot on a new variety show
on NBC. In a short while she had
another NBC show, Celebrity Club. By
the end of the season another of her
dad’s pals had switched from scoffer to
booster when Eddie Cantor signed her
as the singing star for the 1946-47
season on his radio show. Now, she’s
winning plaudits for her work on Club
15 which she shares with M.C. Bob
Crosby on CBS. )

Margaret remains unaffected by the
limelight for she has the kind of warm,
vibrant personality that can take success
in stride. She’s not thinking of marriage

et.

“I'm still waiting,” she laughs, “for
the boy I always sing my songs to.”

Get her started and she’ll talk all day
long about her family. She loves them
all and never stops shouting their
praises. But most importantly she
cherishes the memory of her dad who
died at the age of 45, at the height of
his career. Margaret was only 14 at
the time.

Ever since she was old enough to
carry a tune, her dad spent hours every
day going over the scores of Broadway
shows with her. And he never sub-
mitted a song to a publisher without
first playing it for little Margaret and
winning her approval. He never thought
her voice was extraordinary but he
marveled at its true pitch. He taught
her the importance of the lyrics in a
song as well as the music.

Margaret is keeping his memory alive
in the best way she knows. She recently
established a music publishing firm
dedicated to reviving her father’s com-
positions. She also has urged the
Society of Composers,
Authors and Publishers to establish, in
her father’s name, an annual Musical
Oscar for singers. One
of her ambitions is to
record an album of
her favorite tunes
written by Mr. Whit-
ing. This project has
the sanction and ap-
proval of her record
sponsors and will soon
be accomplished.

Says Margaret: “I
never made a record
or sang a song on the
air that I didn’t won-
der and hope that dad
would approve of the
way I hag sung it.”

*

Re-issues of old
records featuring
singers who are stars
teday, but were virtu-

Sensational was Vic Damone’s first

show, Saturday at 10 P.M. EST.

ally unknown when these original dises
were made, are making quite a hit with
music fans but causing much feudin’
and a-fightin’ among the record com-
panies.

Victor, which reaps a harvest with its
talented Perry Comao, is not happy about
the fact that Decca is re-issuing a flock
of old Ted Weems records which feature
Como, made when Como was a
member of Ted’s band at $75 a week.
And Columbia has Decca mad because
the former outfit is re-issuing a number
of very old Bing Crosby platters. Such
goings on!

* *

Ginny O’Connor, vocalist with the
Tex Beneke band, has left the organiza-
tion to marry the orchestra’s pianist,
Hank Mancini.* -

The King Sisters believe in doing
things together. Alyce recently gave
birth to her second baby boy. Luise is
expecting her bundle from heaven any
day now, Yvette about a month later
and Donna before Thanksgiving rolls
around.

* * *

Al Jolson reversed himself and heads
his own show next Fall on NBC’s
coveted Music Hall. He is in New
York now conferring with advertising
agency officials on the format of the
program. One thing is certain. Expen-
sive guest stai's will be Bsed.

A heavy promotional buildup will be
given to Beryl Davis, British singing
import by Victor records and NBC. The
stunning brunette gained attention
during the war when she sang for our
troops stationfd irl Eng*land.

Despite two more operations, doctors
are confident lovely and courageous
Jane Froman will be well enough to
resume her singing career by late Fall.
If you remember, Jane survived a USO
plane crash several years ago when
she was enroute to the fighting fronts.
The injury was almost fatal, has to
date made ths star; an invalid.

Two Broadway singing stars who
have yet to click on radio, Ethel Mer-
man and Gertrude Niesen, are deter-
mined to get sponsors next season. Both
are quietly auditioning radio program
ideas which will serve as starring

vehicles,
* * *

The dance band business, already in
serious doldrums, has received another
financial blow. Many -important the-
aters have abandoned their band stage
shows due to lack of
cash cllstor*ners;

Plans by a large
advertising agency to
present a full hour
weekly series of radio
versions of popular
movie music have
been abandoned due
to the high cost of
musicians and royal-
ties.

* *

Latest thing in the
disc jockey field will
be a platter series on
Mutual just for chil-
dren, m.c.d by Frank
Luther, one of the best
known singers of kid-
die songs.
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Abbett and Costello
telescope their activities,
picking up a mid-day
snack and some trade

news at the same time.

e o

Narrator John Daly, Producer Robert Shayon do
intensive research for CBS Is There history-dramas.

daughter, will be featured on a radio show this Fall.

The rumors are still traveling around, but lots of
smarties are inclined to take Miss Truman at her oft-
repeated word, that she doesn’t intend to make any defi-
nite commitments until after the elections.

* * *

lT’S a long shot that Margaret Truman, the President’s

Rumors are also rife thal Billy Rose—our favorite
columnist, but perhaps better known to you as the guy
in back of the ‘“Diamond Horseshoe” and the World’s
Fair Aquacade—is going to buy into the ABC network.
So far, Billy ain’t telling, one way or the other.

* * *

Another new car owner we've heard from is Arthur
Gaeth, Mutual commentator, and he’s not walking on
air. He got one, at last, only it’s going to take him
months to locate and learn the functions of all the new
gadgets on it. He’s found some of them but hasn’t the
slightest idea what they’re for, and he swears that there
are some fixings on his car according to the booklet that
came with it, which he has still to see
with the naked eye. It's such a me-
chanical age, isn’t it?

* * *

For years now, the movies and the
stage have been playing so fast and
loose with themes and characters with
psychological problems, that it’s good
to know that somebody takes such
things seriously enough to make sure
he’s presenting as factual a picture of
disturbed minds, as possible.

Sherman H. Dryer, who produces the Mutual show,
Shadows of the Mind, is such a person. In his desire to
dramatize the stories which are written from factual
and scientific case histories with the utmost accuracy, Mr.
Dryer has an eminent psychiatrist at every program re-
hearsal, who checks on performances as well as on the
scripts, to make sure they’re true to life. A definite
scientific pattern is followed in preparing each broad-
cast.

Dryer, one of the most respected producers in radio,
was once a college professor, which may account for this
passion for authenticity and background work. What-
ever it is, it is welcome in the entertainment fields,
all of them, where there has been a sloppy tendency to
make all neurotics and psychotics into Dr. Jekyll-Mr.
Hyde types, designed to scare and horrify, but not to
educate the general public on the real problems of mal-
adjusted persons. And that’s a job that needs doing, be-
cause only when the public begins to get understanding
and knowledge will many people, who are now neglected
or hidden away by shamed relatives, begin to get the
kind of help they need, as soon as they begin to

need it.
* * x*

There’s a lady out in Hollywood who worries more
about her son’s weight than he does—and he’s a constant
worrier, vocally, on that subject, even on the air. She’s
Mrs. Bessie Alexander, the mather of Heart’s Desire Ben
Alexander, and she’s always after him to get him to
stop mentioning his weight on the show. She’s
awfully bothered about what people must think he looks
like.

* * *

Gene Hamilton, symphony-commentator extraor-




Family party at the

Waldorf’'s Wedgwood Room—
Vicki and Jack Smith

hosted Jack’s parents. Mr.

and Mrs. W. R. Smith.

WY/

COAST to COAST

Gene Autry (heard on CBS, Sunday nights) and a
fluffy friend greet a waiting group of fans.

.| dinary, is sporting a lucky charm these days. It rarely
| happens, but it happened to him—he found a pearl in an
.| oyster, and he's hoping that wearing it will attract more
| of same.

| * *® =

| Listening to Jack Bailey on the Queen for a Day show
| you’d never suspect that anything could ever embarrass
him—or ever did. It's not so. Seems that on a job in
the early days of the war, he was plenty embarrassed.

It was his first night on a new job as a disc jockey
for KHJ in Los Angeles. And just that night, there had
to be a blackout, something he’d never tried to work
through before. His troubles got bigger when the studio
door opened suddenly and a stranger walked in. Jack
says he yelled, “Get out of here! Can't you see I've got
my hands full without people hanging around?” The
man got out—but the next day Jack found out that the
stranger was the station manager who'd come five miles
through the blackout to check emergency studio opera-
tions.

] * *

Met an out of town radio engineer recently named Jim
Dickens, who did a bit of tale-telling about the floods
last Spring out in Iowa that made our hair stand on end.
It wasn’t enough that he was isolated at the transmitter
site by the flood waters, but, as the water seeped into the
transmitter house, he had to divide his time between
watching his “on the air” signals, bailing out the house

and shooting deadly water moccasins, 17 of them before From Bob Ripley’s vast Chinese art collection:
the water began to recede and stop floating them into the . iy -
transmitter. That’s what we call devotion to duty. One vase bearing one thousand “Good Luck” characters.

of those babies would have been enough to send us row-
ing away from that place fast. (Continued on page 70)
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Gene Zacher, pianist, arranger
and Musical Director for WHAM.

Gene toils late on the arrangements which his listen-

ers enjoy and musicians everywhere use and appreciate.

tanget 5y GENE ZACHER

who preferred practicing “Chop Sticks” to tinkering
with a crystal set.

Gene Zacher, Musical Director of Station WHAM,
Rochester, smiles when he thinks back to those days
when he played everything on the “black keys” and his
left hand searched, sometimes fruitlessly, for the bass
accompaniment.

This lad Zacher had decided that he wanted to be a
pianist. He practiced hard . .. learned to read well . ..
even developed a tricky version of “Twelfth Street
Rag.” It was inevitable that Latin, Ancient History and
Algebra would find it hard competing with music during
Gene’s four years of high school, but somehow, when
Graduation Day arrived, the high school’s favorite pianist
received his diploma.

The Eastman School of Music of the University of
Rochester was Gene’s next goal, so he left home and
moved to Rochester to enroll. Between watching base-
ball games and courting Monica Rice, who lived sixty-
five miles south of Rochester in the community of
Fillmore, Gene had to study far into the night on
frequent occasions so his marks in Musical Theory,
Composition and Piano Technique wouldn’t suffer. Again,
graduation day came along and there in the ranks was
Gene Zacher clutching his B.A. degree.

With school days over, Gene proved that he was not

BACK in 1920 there was a lad in Buffalo, New York,

only a good musician but also a capable business man,
for he promptly went to work, doing theatrical pit work
radio programs, arranging and still found time to drlve
down to Fillmore to court Monica.

Gene started in at WHAM as a pianist. Later he did
orchestral arrangements for the air. When the job of
Musical Director opened, Mr. Zacher was the logical one
to step in and take over not only dance programs but
programs of semi and classical works.

Gene’s big programs such as the Stromberg-Carlson
Sunday Something in the Air show, his dance programs
such as Modern Design, Kaleidoscope, and The House-
party are tops. Often he presents piano recitals or,
teaming up with Syl Novelli, programs of two-piano
harmonies.

Not many listeners, however, know that Gene’s ar-
rangements are considered tg be among the best on the
air. Many of the feature melodies played on WHAM
have been arranged by him. His arrangements have
been used on all the networks.

Another phase of Gene’s work is his dance orchestra.
Society and bobby-soxers appreciate his dance music
and keep him busy practically every week of the year.

Gene married Monica and they now have two lovely
daughters, Sandy and Kathy. Gene still likes to watch
a good baseball game but his real pastime in off hours
is his home garden.




Are you in the know?

What's this paper doll trying to do?
O Get into print

O Scoop the news
O A slight-of-hond trick

Ma Nature gave this little girl a great big
hand. Outsize paws seem smaller if you
make them less conspicuous. With one
hand, practice crumpling a sheet of news-
paper into a ball. That’s a trick to limber
hands, lend them grace (a confidence
builder!). At “those” times, too, you can
gain self-assurance —with Kotex, and that
exclusive safety center. Because it givesextra
protection, it’s a can’t-miss for confidence,

Will you score with your stadium squire,
if you're

O Cheer-hoppy

O Sweet and silent

O A quiz kid
Gals should krow football! —squires com-
plain. Block that *‘kick”— by boning up,
beforehand. Then get with the game!

Which type calls for this neckline ?

O Pudge
O Pee-wee
O TNT

Scarves are neckline news again. Top ’em
off with a fancy stickpin — maybe made
from your own sorority pin. But mind
you — chin-chucking scarves are not for
the short or chubby. It’s the TNT gal (tall
’n’ terrific) who can best wear the style
shown here. And by the way, it’s smart to
know Kotex comes in sizes! 3 of 'em! So —
from Regular, Junior and Super you can
choose the napkin suited to you.

y

Have fun! Better to cheer your head off
than be sweetly mute or a question-.box
And don’t let calendar interference faze
you. Just depend on Kotex: it's made to
stay soft while you wear it, And teamed with
a Kotex Sanitary Belt (all-elastic — snug-
fitting — adjustable!) Kotex keeps you in
blissful comfort, from Lkickoff to final
whistle!

More women choose KOTEX*

than all other sanitary napkins

What the lonesome lass lacks is —

O Goldilocks
O Good stonding
O Gorgeous goms

It takes more than honey-hued tresses and
trim pegs to make an impression. Avoid
that Leaning Tower look. Since it comes
from toting textbooks on one favored side
— shift the ballast! Good standing im-
proves your poise. Of course, poise is
yours for the asking on difficult days —
when you’ve asked for Kotex. Naturally!
Because Kotex is the napkin with flat
pressed ends that prevent telltale outlines.

O Remove Mmakeup at bedtime
O Repoir chipped nojl polish
Buy a new sonitary belt

S::tld be you do keep your nails
m c‘;r‘:e‘.v angetyoulgkface scrubbed,
chances are you f:)rgetmtoostbf;'rlsa,

?tewﬁsanitgrx elt | | keep puttin
”0 until “next time.” Byt to e%
zaw,tshethte:o?fort yobur napkin iivgs,

J ime to bu ¢ ‘
Sanitary Bely! Y @ new Rotex §
o l.ouﬂsee — the Kotex Belt is made ||
= neY at, w1t1{10ut twisting or curl. |

- 1es, a Korex Belt of i

ve
snlug, comfortable ft¢. It$s asd'\)x,:tu ;
able . . . all-elastic . . . non-binding!

—= Kotex
%2 Sanitary

Belt
Ask for it by name ‘

*T.M.REG. U. S, PAT, OFF.
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PBoslon's

WILD AZALEAS

The Wild Azaleas of WEEI: Vincent Polo, Al Rawley,
Julie Barry (fairest of all Azaleas) and Paul Cyr.

Al, with Snuffy and Shorty, adds Western
flavor daily to the Beantown Varieties.

Al Rawley, rootin’ tootin’est cowboy

ever to come from Dedham, Mass.

N BOSTON, it is always open season for sagebrush
melodies. That's why WEEI spots thirteen such
broadcasts a week, all featuring the same personality,

Al Rawley. That’s why Al and his Wild Azaleas are the
most popular band in New England. They open the
station with a half-hour broadcast at 5:45 each morning
(except Sunday). They are an important daily segment
of Carl Moore’s Beantown Varieties, because songs of the
sage have lassoed the hearts of Boston. Finally, Rawley
has his own half-hour spot called Al Rawley’s Jamboree
every Saturday at 7:00 P.M. When he has nothing else
to do he makes personal appearances.

There is nothing western about these radio cowboys.
Al Rawley was born in Dedham, just on the outskirts of
mother Boston. He never sang a song . .. didn’t know
he had a voice . , . until he was thirteen and a local
band leader picked him out of a crowd and asked him
to sing with the band. To this day, Al doesn’t know how
the man knew he could sing. He’d never sung, even
around the house. But he joined the band, and they
toured New England under the name of the Washboard
Boys.

Then he sang alone for two or three years, and later
with the Red River Rustlers. When that group broke up,
he took his first radio job with a partner and his own
sister Rita. In due course he built another group, but
World War II broke it up, leaving only Al, Shorty and]
Snuffy. Right after Pearl Harbor, the boys all went
down to enlist. The Air Corps, the Army, and the Navy
took five of their group, but turned down the three who
now are WEEI’'s Wild Azaleas. They sang on WEEI
toured with entertainment units to nearby camps,
hospitals, Army and Navy bases, and warships that put
into Boston Harbor.

All three are married. Al has a cute little son he
has nicknamed Tubby, who leans to the singing business,
too. Al teaches him a bit now and then and would like
to see Tubby get into radio, provided he did not have
to start at the bottom. Al feels that’s too tough stuff
for the little fellow.

Although Al’s mother was a music teacher, Al never
studied music. To this day, he can’t read it. He relies
on Snuffy (Vincent Polo), his violinist and a graduate
of the New England Conservatory of Music, for his
scores and arrangements. Snuffy helps Al with the
songs he has composed. There are seven, but his
favorites are “Sleeptime Cowboy,” a lullaby which he
has dedicated to his son, and “There’s a Tear In Your
Eye, Little Darlin’” which he has sung several times
on the air.

It’s not fair to brand Al Rawley altogether as a radio
cowboy. He has had his own pinto, who answered to
Lightnin’. Al used to be the advance man for his outfit.
He’d ride ahead of the rodeo, singing his favorite tunes
“If You Were the Only Girl in the World” and “Cool
Water.” Lightnin’ was an important part of the act.




Syﬂ/ia o[eig/z

[F you wanted an acting career, par-
ticularly a radio acting career, would
you head for it by losing your voice,
to begin with? Very doubtful. Sylvia
Leigh herself doesn’t advise it, though
to a bad case of laryngitis she owes
the highly radio-active past few years,
during which she’s appeared on far
more programs than are listable (just
for a sample, she’s been “Linda Allen”
on Calling All Girls, “Rory Applegate”
on Front Page Farrell, numberless roles
in My True Story).

What happened was this: Aiming
originally at a career as concert-pianist,
Sylvia practiced away until, one day,
she hurt her hand—so badly that the
concert stage was no longer a possibil-

ity. So she tried another kind of stage, |

going into summer stock at Pawling to
learn the “theater.” It was then that
laryngitis took over; she developed it,
and had to play two performances suf-
fering from it, which so effectively
strained her voice that the doctor
barred any use of it for six months.
Trying to make up for lost time, Sylvia
searched until she found the voice
teacher to whom, she says, she owes
her career—Mary de Nioto. Under
Miss de Nioto’s guidance any lingering
strain vanished, and Sylvia’s voice
developed a lovely low, level tone.

Visiting radio actress Lesley Woods
in Chicago, Sylvia air-auditioned; and
it was evident to everyone concerned
that her nice new tones were suitable
—sensationally so—for radio. In no
time to speak of she had a running
part on Ma Perkins. This naturally
led to other shows, which led to New
York; and her luck held. For it's
sometimes hard for even experienced
radio people to make any dent in New
York radio—but Sylvia did it in six
weeks. One small oddity that helped
is that she sounds a little bit like
Helen Hayes.
Sylvia says, “but I got several good
breaks because of that lucky voice
similarity.” What makes the oddity
particularly odd is that Sylvia looks
like Helen Hayes, a little. She’s small
—five feet,
with an aureole of pale hair and long-
lashed blue eyes. Traditional heroine
stuff, this; and yet “In the theater they
cast me as a dumb ingenue,” she re-
marks, “and in radio it’s menaces.”

Sylvia has the strangest hobby in the
world—learning. So long as there’s a
teacher, she takes a lesson, be it danc-
ing, voice, languages, tennis—and it’s
all of those, right now. There are lots
of things, she figures, that you never
get to know anyway; the best thing to
do is try to learn as much as you can,
as fast as you can, about anything that
interests you. And almost everything
interests Sylvia Leigh.

“She doesn’t know it,” |

two inches—and slender, |

Ring of Chicago . . .
Home Permanent looked soft and

Wik T o

*“No one could tell our
permanents apart — can you?”

ashs the Toni twin, Kathleene
“My Toni

lovely from the start! No
wonder my sister says alter this

we'll be Toni Twins!”

(and which bad her
permanent at a beauty shop?)

See how easy il is to give yourself a lovely

Toni Home Permanent for vour date tonight

Like the lovely Toni twin, you’ll have soft
natural-looking curls and deep, smoath
waves the day you Toni-wave your hair.
Before you try Toni you’ll want to know —

Will TONI work on my hair ?

Yes, Toni waves any kind of hair that will
take a permanent, including gray, dyed,
bleached or baby-fine hair.

Is it easy to do?

Easy as rolling your hair up on ecurlers.
That’s why every hour of the day another
thousand women use Toni.

Will TONI save me time ?

Definitely. The actual waving time is only
2 to 3 hours. And uring that time you are
free to do whatever you want.

How long will my TON| wave last?

Your Toni wave is guaranteed to last just

HOME PERMANENT

THE CREME COLD WAVE

as long as a $15 beauty shop permanent —
or your money back.

How much do | save with TONI?

The Toni Kit with re-usuable plastic curl-
ers costs only 32, . . with handy fiber curl-
ers only 81.25. The Toni Refil Kit com-
plcte except for curlers is $1. (Al prices
plus tax. Prices slightly higher in Canada.)

*Which is the TONI twin ?

Kathleene, at the right, has the Toni.

Ask for Toni today at any leading drug,
uotions or cosmetic eounter.
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created to harmonize with all polish shades.

Now —so easy to choose
your lpstick and polizh “go-
togethers,”

Cuatex Blue Pink lipstick
makes sweet harmony  with
any cool pinkish shade. Clear
Red “clicks™ with any bright

true red, Blue Red lipstick is

lovely with any of the many

blue=toned red polishes on the

market, Try it with the new
ep

Cutex “Pretty Gay™ polish—

1)

preuy devastating.”

All Curex lipstick is so

y 09

creamy sm-o-o-oth. too. Stays
put—stavs radiantly lustrons
for hours. And—sarprise —only

Just how ravishing-red can red get?
Just how wonderful can vour hands
look? You'll know when you see
“Pretty Gay.”

1t’s the shade to make a man’s eves
go Blink, Blink! Make his heart go
Thamp, Thump! Make him stop . ..

look . .. and love it!

And «ll new Cutex polish is so won-
drously nnproved.

Now! Cutex wears longer than
even ligh-priced polishes. A new mir-
acle ingredient, found only in new
Cuten, defies chipping and peeliug.
Dries extra-fast, too!

Try “Pretty Gay™ polish for pretti-
ness’ sake. Try all the other exquisite
Cutex hand-care products too, for the

saine attractive reason,

Deep Red

Wine ged

ue Pink

Blue Red 3t Red

49¢* for this luxory lipstick.
At vour favorite cosmeltic
counter. Northam Warren,
New York, *Plus Federal Turx,




ORE important to you than

any previous issue will be
rext month’s Rapio Mirror. For
through this November Rabp1io Mir-
ROR you, America’s radio-listening
public, will be able to have a voice
in the choosing of the programs you
hear on the air.

Next month, this magazine will
carry a ballot for the first annual
Rapro Mirror Awards. You will be
able to vote for your favorite actors
and actresses, your favorite singers
and orchestras, your favorite day-
time and evening programs. You
will be able to say—and have your
criticism heard—what you don’t
like about radio today.

The Rap1o MirRrROR Awards are not
based on a poll of critics, of radio
editors, of the people who earn their
living in the radio business. It is a
poll of radio listeners. Itis a chance
for you, completely uninfluenced by
business pressures, by friendships,
by anything except your own tastes,
your own likes and dislikes, to have
your say about what you hear on
the radio. And to see how your
tastes in radio listening compare
with those of other listeners all
over the country.

Of course, as is only fair, the
majority will rule. And it will take
many, many single votes to make

RADIO
MITRROR

AWARD

up a majority. Your vote is as im-
portant as that of anyone else—
each carries equal weight with the
judges in deciding who are Amer-
ica’s favorite radio personalities,
what are its favorite programs.

And so, if you have ever had a
word to say of praise or blame for
radio, you will want to take this op-
portunity to make it heard—you
will want to vote in the first annual
Rapro MIrrOR Awards. :

Here is how you go about it: In
the coming November issue, on sale
Friday, October 10, you will find a
simple ballot. To cast your votes,
fill in the ballot and send it back to
Rapro MIRROR, to the address you
will find on the ballot. In the De-
cember issue, you will find a similar
ballot.

Counting of these ballots will be

. done by a number of impartial

judges to be retained for that pur-
pose, and not by anyone who has
any direct interest in the radio
business. .

Then, when the votes are
counted, the results will be pub-
lished in Rapro Mirror and heard
on the air, on the programs which
have won your approval. And at
last you, who listen, will have had
the opportunity to say what you
would really like to listen to.

e [ dedens
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By IRIS NOBLE

“was a terrible mistake.”

Her very-new husband looked up, startled
from the folder in his lap. Eileen laughed, “Got your
attention, anyway,”" she said. ‘“Darling, couldn’t you
try leaving Dr. Landis at the hospital every night,
and just being Jack when you get home?”

“I will,” Dr. Jack said, “if you'll do the same with
Nurse Holmes.”

They exchanged a half-rueful, half-laughing look,
and Eileen made a little gesture of resignation. No
one knew better than she that a really private life,
to a doctor, is an unattainable dream—for it's almost
that way with a nurse. She sometimes thought that
it was a mistake for her to remain Chief Surgical
Nurse at Municipal, where Dr. Jack was part of
staff, now that they were married. If she were at
a -different hospital, or doing private work, she
would at least be worrying about different people.
As things were, she always knew exactly which case
was wrinkling her husband’s brow—or, more rarely,
which he was exulting over. Close as they were,
intimately as they shared their experiences both on
and off duty, she couldn’t help worrying and exult-
ing too. Perhaps it might even be better if she
weren’t a nurse at all. . . But she brushed this aside.
Not for anything she might gain would she give up
the depth of understanding that flowed between Jack
and ' herself, that had grown out of their work to-
gether until it overflowed daily routine and enriched
all of their lives. Yes, she always knew what caused
his moods . . .

. .. just as she knew tonight that the trouble was
Ardith Marlowe.

Young and wealthy and the daughter of a socially
active and prominent woman, Ardith had been a
quiet, apparently well-adjusted girl until her
mother’s recent death. * Nothing spectacular, ever—
but part of the well-run household, bearing as it did
the stamp of her mother’s pleasant efficiency. But
Mrs. Marlowe died. And now . ..

“You can see it’s nothing physical,” Dr. Jack
leaned back with a sigh. “She needs a few vitamins,
but who doesn’t? And there’s a suspicion of anemia.
But that’s far from enough to confine her to bed, day
after day, making no effort to get up—bursting into
tears if I tell her she should. No, that girl’s trouble

« OUR marriage,” said Eileen Holmes Landis firmly,

is mental, or emotional I should say.”

Eileen nodded, and waited quietly. She was be-
ginning to have a feeling that Jack had something
in the back of his mind, and she had half a sus-
picion what it might be.

“If there were someone .
friend . . .

“A nurse, perhaps?” Eileen offered drily.

Dr. Jack swivelled round and put his hand over
hers. “You see, our marriage wasn’t a mistake! We
understand each other perfectly,” he said, smiling.
“That’s what I was thinking. If she had someone she
could trust, someone young and wise—and lovely
—to go up to the Marlowe house for a few days
maybe she’d break down and talk, and we could
figure out how best to help her. She needs a friend.”

“That’s blarney,” Eileen said. “But I guess it’s the
best you can do while trying to persuade me to leave
you. Is this girl so sick you think I really should
g o?

Dr. Jack thumped the folder. “As sick in her own
way as plenty of people running temperatures. I
tell you, Eileen—I’ve got the feeling that there’s
something—well, something rather dreadful—going
to happen to that girl if she doesn’t get a little help,
and quickly. And you're the one to give it to her;
she likes you so much already. I'll work it out some-
how at the hospital.”

Her eyes on her husband’s disturbed face, Eileen
pondered; then she made her decision. “Tomorrow,
I'll go up. I do feel we owe the Marlowes a debt,
anyway—for all the gifts and charity and energy
Ardith’s mother put into the hospital in her life-
time. I hope you’ll miss me terribly, though!”

“Oh, my dear,” Jack said. He put her hand to his
lips, and the look that passed between them had
nothing of doctor and nurse in it—nothing but the
understanding, and the delight, of two people who
had discovered each other for always.

The next afternoon Eileen, in Jack’s small car,
went chugging up the hill towards the big old-fash-
ioned, cupolaed Marlowe house. And Eileen's
thoughts were on the girl who lived there all alone.

When Ardith’s mother had been alive, not six
months ago, the house had been a busy and active
place. If there was to be a meeting of the Red
Cross, it would be held, (Continued on page 77)

. not a doctor, but a

This story, based on the leading characters of the radio drama Woman in White, was written especially for

Radio Mirror. On the opposite page are Sarajane Wells as Nurse Eileen Holmes, and Robert Latting as Dr. Jack

Landis, just as they are heard when Woman in White goes on the air, every weekday at 2:15 P.M. EST, on NBC







The Southern schoolma’am named The Best

Teacher of 1947 by the Quiz Kids tells Radio

Wednesday began with breakfast in bed, went

on with a glamorizing trip to a famous store.

Mirror of the Chicago holiday that ended

/
in the coming-true of a half-forgotten dream

HAVE asked questions of hundreds of children in
my twenty-four years_of school teaching, and al-
though I'll admit I've had some close calls, I've never
been thrown completely off balance by any of their
answers. But when I sat beside Joe Kelly in his cap and
gown, and asked the Quiz Kids their questions on a
Sunday afternoon, I thought anything might happen.

While I had the answers printed on a card right in
front of me, I was afraid that somehow, some way, they
might be able to give me a correct answer which wasn’t
even printed on a card. And then what would I do? I've
had some very smart children in some of my classes, but
I had never before faced five youngsters with the mental
capacities of the Quiz Kids all at one time!
world’s most elegant salons. And what results! But after talking with them, and watching them push
each other around on a studio “dolly” after the program,
I knew that while they were the Quiz Kids, they were
active, happy children just like my own pupils in fourth
grade at the Duling School in Jackson, Miss.

This was my first time as Quiz master to such a noted
group. But while my appearance on NBC’s Quiz Kid
program plus my award of $2,500 as the “Best Teacher
of 1947” were the highlights of my trip to Chicago, the
journey also held a number of other “firsts.” Hold on,
and you’ll understand why this Southern schoolteacher
was so thrilled.

It was my first—

Ride in an airplane—

Orchid—

Body massage—

Breakfast in bed—

Visit with stage stars in their dressing room—
Dinner in swank places like the Empire Room—
Sitting for “glamor” photographs—

When I stepped off the plane in Chicago, the Quiz Kids
were right on hand. Bright-eyed Joel Kupperman and
pretty Naomi Cooks presented me with just dozens of

Every woman’s dream: a visit to one of the

SR N

Quizmaster Kelly reads from Edgar Nation’s

letter: “She made me feel like somebody.” B y A L l NE N E AL as
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Biggest “big moment” of all: at the Quiz Kids broadcast (NBC, Sundays at 4 P.M. EST) Aline Neal tells
a nationwide audience what she plans to do with the $2500 she won for, she says, “Just doing her job.”

the brightest peonies I ever saw—plus two big kisses.
Mr. John Lewellen, program director of the Quiz Kids,
handed me a long sheet of paper with a lot of what
appeared to be appointments written on it—luncheons,
dinners, theater parties, beauty salon appointments,
interviews, special radio appearances, and a host of
other engagements.

“Oh, this must be for the three other winners and me,”
I said. “Which are mine—or how do we choose?”

Mr. Lewellen laughed, and said, “Why, they’re all
yours, of course. Miss Neal, you're going to have a
really big time!”

And a big time I certainly had. In getting from one
place to the next, I'm sure I rode in every taxicab in
Chicago—and I think I even got in one from Hammond
once! When it was all over I was more tired than I
have ever been in my life—including the time I stayed
up late studying for my own college examinations. But
I was happy—happy both because I had a wonderful

" told to DON TERRIO

time, and because I could represent all teachers every-
where and perhaps make mothers and fathers appre-
ciate their own teachers even more.

You may remember how the second annual “Best
Teacher” contest was announced on the Quiz Kids pro-
gram earlier this year. School children were invited
to write letters on “The Teacher Who Has Helped Me
Most.” More than 33,000 letters were read and judged
by a committee composed of Dr. Paul A. Witty, pro-
fessor of education at Northwestern University; Dr.
Willard Olson, professor of education at the University
of Michigan: and the Rev. Philip S. Moore, Dean of the
graduate school at Notre Dame University. There were
to be a $2,500 cash first award for advanced study at any
university of the teacher’s choice, and three Special
Recognition awards of $500 each. There was also a
$100 prize for the child writing the best letter, and a
second child’s prize of $50.

The final one hundred (Continued on page 95)
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RUTH WAYNE'’s husband, DR. JOHN WAYNE, has
returned to Glen Falls after a long absence—months
which he spent in an unfamiliar town struggling to
resolve the emotional upheaval that threatened to ruin
his marriage and career. Back home, he finds Ruth
planning to divorce him to marry REED BANNISTER.
the family friend who has always loved her. Now Ruth’s
heart is torn by her old feeling for John, her love for Reed
—and her battle to keep RICHARD, the Waynes son.
from being too shaken by the situation. (Berry Kroeger is
Reed; Grace Matthews is Ruth; Paul McGrath is John.)

DR. CARVELL is a kindly, home-spun country doctor
who has stood by Ruth through many a worrisome time.
Ruth works for Dr. Carvell at the hospital, and shares
his home; in many ways they feel like father and daugh-
ter. Dr. Carvell is anxiously trying to help Ruth solve
her heartbreaking dilemma, and to revive in young Rich-
ard Wayne the feeling of security which has been so
profoundly disturbed by his parents’ emotional tangle.
(Dr. Carvell is Santos Ortega. Richard, on the air, is
played by actress Ruth Schafer.)
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JOHN WAYNE and REED
BANNISTER, beth doctors.
were once close friends a~
well. But no friendship could
survive the strain that arose
when John, returning to Ruth
afier his prolonged absence
found that his wife was plan-
ning the divorce which he
himself had once bitterly sug-
gested—and that she and
Reed were hoping to marry.

PETE KIRKWOOD and his
wife MARGO are a young
married pair who owe their
happiness to John. Margo fell
in love with John in Hebron,
the mid-west town where he
had gone to try to “find him-
<elf”; but John was able to
prove to her that what she
called love was really a
“father complex.” (Played by
Joe Julian, Louise Fitch)

NEDDIE WAYNE, Ruth's
younger brother, is trying
hard to make a success of the
service station he owns in
Glen Falls, but he is handi-
capped in this, as in every-
thing else, by his wife HOPE,
Selfish, grasping and pitiless.
this woman has made life a
series of torturing incidents for
Ned. (Ned is Michael O’Day.
Hope is Anne Shepherd)

Big Sister isx heard Mon-

day through Friday at 1
P.M. EST on CBS atations.



Singing better than ever, making more friends, having more

NYBODY yearning for the bachelor’s carefree life?
Make it Tony Martin’s variety and half the male
voices in America would swell the chorus of “Me,”
“I do,” and “Count me in.”
Who wouldn’t like to live among the lush surround-
@ ings of a resort hotel which boasts snobbishly of being
America’s finest—and most expensive? Who wouldn'’t
‘! & like the sight of a swimming pool shimmering right
( N\ outside his door? And the proximity of a dozen
@@ ] } pretty girls in scant bathing suits lounging in the sun
: beside it?
It’s a good deal, and Tony admits it.
His three-way success—he is now starring in his own
radio program, his hit in “Till the Clouds Roll By”
s has started a clamor for his services in the movies, and
his records are high on the popularity lists of disc
artists—these provide very generously all of the things
Tony dreamed about when he was sweating out the last
sixteen months of the war in the hell-hole of the
China-Burma-India theater. Fun, friends, money in
the pocket—Tony has all he wants of these.
It’s all dreamy, unless—unless maybe what a fellow
wants is not a fancy hotel room, but a home; not a
swimming pool but a fireside, and not a dozen pretty

Tty




 fun—Tony Martin finds life perfect. Almost . . .

girls, but one. If Tony is feeling this way about it,
he's not talking. It's only from things not said, that
| you gather after awhile that Tony Martin is a Happy
Bachelor who has everything, and yet—in a way—
nothing, who is surrounded by people all of the time,
and yet—somehow—is a pretty lonely guy.
‘ The Tony Martin who came back from the wars—
and remember Tony had it, for four years, almost half
‘ of them in the steaming Burma jungles—this Tony is a
more mature man than he was when he went away.
| There is new character in his face. His voice has a new
| depth, a new quality—ask any professional musician.
I Probably because he has given more, he wants more
' of life now than he did when he was the prototype of
the Hollywood playboy. And what he wants—it's a
bromide, but it fits in this case—can’t be bought and
paid for. You can’t buy anything as intangible as
happiness even with Tony Martin's money.
la'Y(;:; can .fbuy a lot ofhiun. Thfirethis ;ol m Oi With four Army years behind him, Tony's in the
UESS [OF O c::)mpanions ip arour e Bel Air hote right frame of mind to appreciate sun and fun !
gl‘:‘t’l‘o ; T;I‘Z’S‘ydglr‘l’:‘b:ugi‘; i‘f:: alfe“”i:“'lzsnak:; dﬂltfr:)”;zt:é and freedom and all things beautiful—like girls.
from the sun. He looks great. And there is always
somebody around to tell (Continued on page 75)

AIKQ 6 BOL HADE Tl 8Lt

S
@{v‘:‘k"(‘

Tony’s love of riding has a lot to do with the dream that's shaping
‘in his mind—that dream of a ranchhouse with plenty of stable-room.

| 1 S W

Laundries sew up the holes in a
bachelor’s socks, but there’s no
sentiment in that. And maybe a

man wants someoue to keep him
from Qressing all over the house.

Tony Martin stars in a2 maueical half-
hour, Sundaynights at 9:30 EST on CBS.




CHILD’S imagination is a wonderful thing.

From the time he is born, society imposes its will on a
child, shaping him to live in a world of do’s and don’ts and
all the taboos of modern civilization. If only parents

could understand how painful a process this shaping is! Maybe,
then, they wouldn’t be so horrified when their pride and joy
announces he’s just talked to a pirate down the street or he just
shot down an airplane with his bean-shooter.

Folks'll pay good money to see a movie or buy a book—but
instead of sitting back and enjoying their own kids’ make-believe
stories and maybe trying to understand why he has to let his
fancies go dreaming, too many times they just give him the stern-
parent act about telling lies.

Take the case of my eight-year-old friend, Burke.

The Gittlesons were chance acquaintances of mine several
years ago. Someone brought them over to my San Fernando
Valley home one day, and their son Burke came along.

The first thing that struck me about the child was his elegant
manners—and in an eight-year-old boy, manners like that
bother me. Perhaps because I have trouble getting my two hun-
dred pounds or so in and out of chairs easily, I resent seeing a child
popping up and down every time an older person comes into a
room. Makes me tired to look at him. And passing candy dishes
without being told, and sitting straight and proper in his chair,
never speaking without first being spoken to, saying his “thank-
you’s” and “no-ma’am’s” without being prompted—it’s unnatural.

When I say annoyed, I don’t mean at the child. I mean an-
noyed at the parents. ,

Naturally the other guests complimented the Gittlesons on the
good manners of their son.

Henry Gittleson beamed. “Discipline’s the thing,” he told us,
strutting a bit. “I'll never have to spank any child of mine for
not obeying. We have rules for everything in our house and
Burke knows.them—and knows I mean them. I believe in being
fair—but no compromising.”

THE LITTLE BOY KNEW THAT VERY FEW PONIES CAN TALK. THAT'S WHY




BY ED MCONNELL |

it

I had about fifteen minutes’ work to do in my study, on a new
song I was polishing up for my radio program. So I made my
excuses to our guests.

“ .. want to come along with me, Burke?” I asked, on an
impulse. The boy puzzled me. “You won’t disturb me.”

“Run along with Mr. McConnell, Burke,” Henry Gittleson
ordered his son. “It’'ll be a treat for him—he’s a great fan of
yours . . . listens to your program all the time. We've often said
—Mrs. Gittleson and I—that, with so many, many kids listening
in to you every Saturday your show would be a wonderful
opportunity for you to teach as well as entertain, Mr. McConnell.
It seems to me you could slip in a lot of gnod points about chil-
dren being obedient and honest and trustworthy and so forth,
along with the fun they get out of it.”

Somehow, I've earned the reputation for being a genial sort
of guy, and I've acquired the nickname of “Smilin’ Ed”’—but right
then I had a hard time making that smile stick. He hit me right
on a sore spot.

“Not me,” I said, pushing Burke ahead of me as we walked to
the study. “I'm not one for lecturing kids. Got too much respect
for them. I figure they’ve got as much right to a good laugh as a
grown-up—without it concealing a finger being shaken under
their noses. Besides—I've been around children all my life; sang
to them; talked to them; tried to amuse them—got two of my own

' —and I get more humble with them every day I live. They teach
me, Mr. Gittleson.”

Back in the study, I picked up the papers I had been working
on and pretended to read them, but out of the corner of my eye
I watched Burke. He had refused an invitation, earlier, to go out
and play with the other children, but I still couldn’t believe he

i honestly preferred to be with the older folks.

I He sat quietly for a little while, but then he got restless. From

! the open window near him he could hear the shouts of my son
and the other boys outside playing. He pretended not to care,

' even to himself, but that window drew (Continued on page 90)

HE TRIED SO DESPERATELY TO GET HIS FATHER TO LISTEN
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BY
RISE
STEVENS

“Looking like Nicky is
the one thing Walter is
vain about. Fortunately,

the resemblance iz real.”

32

e/l/a// every man would fme

HERE is not anything my husband does not
Tdo for me—except sing. (That he will never

do—because he cannot carry a tune.) But
everything else, everything else, from the big,
important, often tiresome business things a
manager does for the career he molds and
makes, to the so-called “little” things a man
does for the woman he dearly loves, Walter
does for me.

I just married the right man, that’s all . . .
and I could so well not have . . . could so well
have married a man who, while he might have
taken an interest in my career, might not have
taken a knowing interest and might very well
not have taken interest enough to give up his
career for mine, as Walter did . . .

.. . and to think, I often did, that a stuffed
rabbit, a red and white checked gingham
stuffed” rabbit should ‘have been the instru-
ment Fate used when, on that fateful night . . .

. . . it is a story that sounds like straight
unabashed publicity, the story of our romance,
like a press agent’s dream: The setting, the
Prague Opera House, in the city of Prague, in
Czechoslovakia, in the year 1937; the protag-
onists, a young American girl about to make
her operatic debut in Mignon, who was myself,
and a young Hungarian actor, with a future as
brilliant as himself, who was Walter Surovy;
the mood, the terrible tense moments before the
overture when, for the first-time in my life I
would appear on the professional stage and my
Future, for good or bad, stood in the wings with
me and I was icy and shaking . . . and then, at
that precise and perilous moment, the young
Hungarian actor whom I knew, but only by
sight, coming up to me in the wings and giving
me, of all things, a stuffed rabbit . . . saying
something to me in Hungarian I only half un-
derstood but, somehow, did understand, which
fortified and warmed me. Then on the stage,.in
the gypsy wagon, in which, in Mignon, you
first come on the stage, the rabbit tucked
away out of sight beneath a fold of my skirt

. and good luck, the great good luck of a
successful debut!

Later, that same night, in the small apart-
ment at the end of the trolley line that was my
home in Prague, looking at that absurd stuffed
rabhit, laughing at it, I wondered why he
had given it to me, what did it mean?

Later I learned that Walter had heard of the
American custom of an actor carrying a
rabbit’s foot for good luck. “So,” he expained
to me, “so, I thought four rabbit’s foots would
bring the great good luck . . .”

Now, ten years later, and after eight years of

Risé Stevens stars on the Family Hour, Sun
day afternoons at 5 P.M. EST, on CBS stations




marriage, Walter still gives me a stuffed rabbit
before, and during, every performance of mine
at the Met; before and after each broadcast.
Only now the stuffed rabbit is the encourage-
ment he gives me, in words.

“Risé, you are in terrific voice tonight,” he
will say, just as the orchestra is tuning up for
Carmen, or the Rosenkavalier, or Mignon, or
whatever opera I may be singing at the Met.
Or just before the signal tells us we are on the
air in The Family Hour. '

“That was a superb piece of acting, Risé&,”’
he will say each time, during a performance
at the Met, I come off-stage. “Keep it up,
sweetheart,” he always adds. “Keep it up!”
But after a performance he gives me the con-
structive criticism I need.

It must be horrible, I often think, in a wak-
ing nightmare, horrible to marry the wrong
man—not only for the reasons of personal and
private happiness, but for the career. . . .

. . . but in Prague, in that year of 1937, I
did not know—not at once, that is—that I had
met the right man. Nor, for that matter, did

Walter know at once that he had met the right
woman. I often tell him, teasing, that I first
attractéd the manager in him and, not until
later, the man. Teasing, but with a kernel of
truth. For, “It was your talent,” Walter was to
admit to me, “that first interested me in you.”

Must have been, for although we had seen
each other, quite often, at the Opera House in
Prague, where he was playing (He did French
comedies, mostly—and brilliantly—and Shake-
speare) and I was studying for my debut, a
nod in passing, and a smile was all—prior to
the night of my debut—he had given me or
I, him.

Even after the gift of the stuffed rabbit, I
did not see much of Walter before, a few weeks
later, I left for an engagement in Cairo. The
day I left Prague I ran into him, quite by acci-
dent (Or was it?) in the foyer of the theater.
And far from bidding me a lingering lovely
farewell, he told me, with exasperating non-
chalance, that I might write to him now and
then, because, he explained, without a trace of
drollery, “I collect (Continued on page 84)

“I have to go to bed at 10:30, so our evenings out are few and far between.”



With Susan captured in her high chair, Ethel has gone to work on a really sensational dinner
—roast beef and banana cream pie included. “Poor dear,” she thinks, meaning Albert, “he works
o hard. He deserves a treat once in a while.” Albert, sneak-previewing the menu, would agree
eartily with her thoughts—but she knows hetter than to say them out loud, does Ethel Arbuckle.

34 Ethel and Albert are heard every weekday at 2:153 P. M. EST, on the ABC network



RADIO MIRROR'S PICTURE STORY OF A WIFE'S STRIKE FOR WOMEN'S RIGHTS

2,
starts out to wash his hands.
tour to play with Susan.

“Dinner’s almost ready, dear,” Ethel hints.
But first a slight de.
For what else is he a father?

v

THEL and Albert live in
F Sandy Harbor, a town

somewhere in the Middle
West. But there are young-
marrieds like the Arbuckles
living in every town in the
country; families who thor-
oughly understand Ethel’s an-
noyance when Albert won't
take the screens down, and
Albert’'s war with the water
supply that disappears at
bathtime. Peg Lynch, who
plays Ethel, also writes and
produces The Private Lives of
Ethel and Albert. Albert is
played by Alan Bunce; Bob
Cotton directs. Program time
is 2:15 daily on ABC, with a
rebroadcast for WJZ at 6:15.

Albert

3. Surely the fishing and hunting news could wait till
after dinner. Ethel controls a faint frown, remarks
gently, “Albert . . .” “Yes, yes, right away,” he replies.

4. The frown is now established. The roast beef plat-
ter cools in Ethel’s hands as, after quite an interval,
Albert calls from upstairs. “Ethel—can’t find my old
fishing jacket anywhere. Have you put it away or what?”
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5. Another interval, followed by crash. Albert has man-
aged to knock down the clothespole in his closet. “Ethel,
honey, I have to run down to the hardware store before it
closes,” he announces. “Need something to fix this pole.”

8. “I'm a lucky man,” muses Albert. “Such a child, and such
a wife.” He could gaze all night at Susy—but after all, there’s
dinner. Succulent dinner, too. Better go down; women get so
irritated if they think dinner’s going to get cold or something.

6. It hardly took a minute. Just long enou
this wonderful potato-peeler, for instan

9. But Ethel’s not irritated, not a bit.
She glances up from her book when
Albert appears, and says sweetly, “Your
dinner’s in there, dear. I"ve had mine.”



RADIO MIRROR’S PICTURE STORY OF A WIFE’S STRIKE FOR WOMEN’S RIGHTS

pick up a few handy things. Like

: 7. Ethel counts 10 ten. “Your peeler won’t work, remember? You’ve already hought
¥ait’ll ‘Ethel sees it,” Albert exults. ¥ &

me four of them.” It is now au hour since Ethel first called Albert to dinner;
there is something in her voice that gives Alhert his first real qualm. “Susy in
bed? I’ll just say goodnight and he down in a jiffy.” But even a jiffy won’t help now!

ARE

S

10. I’s in there, all right—the choicest collection of cauned goods this side of a supermarket. As Alhert takes iu the
situation he begins to realize that procrastivation is not only the thief of time but cau steal a good dinner from
under a man’s nose. Wistfully, he thiuks of banana cream pie and roast heef, irrevocahly lost to him through his own
thoughtlessness. But Ethel, watching from the doorway, wonders if, mayhe, she couldn’t warm up just a hit of the heef". . .?
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Pty
Radio Mirror's Poem of the Month

| sholl remember you when time is old

And oll our doys together but o dream,
When youth is but o tale too quickly told
And April's leof lies flooting on the stream.
When shadows slowly deepen on the hill
And song is silent on the frosty oir,

When laughter foils, as even loughter will,
| shall remember doys we used to share,

You will not pause ot eventide to miss

The summits won, the paths we dared to séak,

But | sholl wander dreaming of your kiss

And feel your soft hoir cool against my cheek.

You will sleep well, obliviaus of spring,

But | sholl lie owake, remembering . . .
—Sydnay King Russell
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RADIO MIRROR wi// pay $50

for the original poem, sent in by a reader,
selected by Ted Malone as the best of that
month’s poems submitted by readers. Five
dollars will be paid for each other original
poem submitted and printed on the Between
the Bookends ‘pages in Radio Mirror. Address
your poetry to Ted Malone, Radio Mirror, 205
East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Poetry
submitted sbould be limited to thirty lines.
When postage is enclosed every effort will be
made to return unused manuscripts. This is
not a contest, but an offer to purchase poetry
for Radio Mirror's Between the Bookends.

Dress up in bonnets quaint as faith,
Laughing at changed fashion,

But not in any old love

Or outmoded passion.

Try on each sweet forgotten frock

in lavender long hung,

But never the romance you wore

When you were very young!
~—Elixabeth-Ellan Long

She had a very small white sin,
Too froil to shock The Neighbors;
But ah, to keep it secret—
What ortificel What lobors!
But now that she is seventy—
Ok, shode of youth's chagrin!
She’s spun o wicked tale to feil
Out of that smoll white sin!
—~Marion Doyle
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There is not very much for the heart to learn
When the fire is lit and the sweet logs
burn . . . .
The moment is brief that drifts along
Recalling a dream or a-°wisp of song.
There is pulsing color beyond a name,
And cherry tongues of a dancing flame
That slowly die as the log is cleft,
And only, the patterned embers left . . .
There is not very much for the heart to see
In the soft white ash of a memory.
—Helen Mitchel

Lines [or the turn-of (he season; when freshening breezes stir the many



(Yt Ihthe Slilly Night

Oft in the stilly night,
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond Memory brings the light
Of other days around me;
The smiles, the tears,
Of boyhood’s years,
The words of love then spoken;
The eyes that shone,
Now dimmed and gone,
The cheerful hearts now broken!
Thus in the stilly night,
Ere Slumber’s cbain has bound me,
Sad Memory brings the light
Of other days around me.
—Thomas Moore

.
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We used to walk on summer nights,
Along a moonlit lane,

Dissecting loveliness of leaf,
Of blossom, love and pain.

We used to watch our shadows,
Climb up a silver hill

And spill our plans for coming years
Into a dream’'s wide pool. -

We used to calculate a star
Shone in a certain place,

So it could find your fingers,
Cool upon my face.

We used to sit, rose-scented nights,
My head upon your shoulder,

And count the things that we could do.
If only we were older.

Now Time reprints the roses,
The moonlight. the heart-hunger.
And a litany of things to do
If only . . . we were younger.
—Gladys McKee
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You make it altogether plain

That you consider me insane

Because this passion for you keeps

Me wakeful while a dull world sleeps,

Yet holds me dream-bound through the day.

It’s downright lunzacy, you say.

And I'll concede you may be right,

But darling, this attack is light

When likened to the one I had

The time I loved that other lad!
—Georgie Starbuck Galbraith

f/e o/ %f[/% %fe

| take them with o grain of salt—
These folks who never sing *

Because they can't, or so they say;
It doesn't mean a thing.

I've never known it yet to fail,
Before the evening's out,
They'lt sing aond thereby prove they con't,
Beyond the faintest doubt.
—~Helen Costle
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By TED MALONE |

Be sure to listen to Ted
Malone’s morning program,
Monday through Friday
at 11:45 EST, over ABC.

Fiotnole

Although the carefree centipede
May live in wild abandon,
it matters not; he has indeed

< A hundred legs to stand on.

—Florence Jansson |
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Working themselves, with help from neighbor
Fanny Brice, the Kelloggs built X-Isle up from a one-room

shack to a cottage that’s “all we really want.”

-1l

The Pancake Specialist of Topanga Beach
spends a minimum of time in her streamlined red-and-white
kitchen. But what she turns out are triumphs.
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HE happy face of Lucille Norman shining at you

from the cover of Rapio Mirror this month will

be almost as unfamiliar to the people in her own
home town as it is to radio listeners about the
country who have only heard her broadcasts.

For Lucille refuses to put on store clothes and
come into town except for The Time, The Place
and The Tune shows, Fridays on NBC, and for the
most vital business appointments. The rest of the
time she is found living in a sort of timeless glow
with her movie-actor husband Bruce Kellogg and
their sixteen-month-old daughter, Pamela, in a
hideaway house at Topanga Beach.

If it is five degrees warmer at Topanga Beach
than at fashionable Malibu, five miles north, or at
Santa Monica, five miles south, the neighbors say
it is because the Kelloggs live on the Topanga
strand. The kind of happiness that radiates from
their house, “X-Isle,” is the amazement of all who
see it.

Lucille and Bruce came to live at “X-Isle”
straight from their marriage in Las Vegas on Feb-
ruary 6, 1945. The house was a one-room shack
then, but it had the “essentials” for a honeymoon—
the sand and the surf, big orange moons rising over

Friday mights, 4:30 PST, NBC, Lucille Norman
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Covering the Cover Girl: in a beach

cottage set among the dunes, the sounds of the

sea make a night-and-day background for

Lucille Norman, her husband, and small Pam

By POLLY TOWNSEND

Santa Monica bay, and, if you could bear to come
inside, a fireplace and an old, fat green leather
chair plenty big enough for two, Bruce’s books, and
Lucille’s collection of records.

“We didn’t know what happiness was before,”
Lucille will tell you. The direct, proud way she
talks about her love story is as uncommon as the
love story itself.

“Lucille is right,” Bruce chimés in— “We don't
give a darn for anything or anybody but ourselves.
Everything we really want in life is right in these
four walls.”

The four walls of X-Isle have stretched con-
siderably since the Kelloggs moved in. With the
help of Fanny Brice, who lives next door, and who
—thanks to her interior decorating business—has
access to all sorts of scarce materials, Bruce and
Lucille have practically built the place over.

First they added a knotty pine bedroom, just a
few feet from the high-tide line—the sound of the
waves is ceaseless music in that room. Bruce did
the building himself. Lucille did the painting, and
with Fanny Brice’s help made the curtains, the
bedspreads and upholstered the chairs.

The Kelloggs are crazy (Continued on page 106)

! heard in The Time, the Place and the Tune.
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Win Elliot and Production Assistam Bill
Becher drum up irade for the golf test.

For faithful attendance, two Fair-goers
won a bicycle. Production Assistant Alice
Fadden, Announcer Tom Reddy led a cheer.
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An old county custom dresses up with
more strenuous stunts, bigger prizes and

the same come-one, come-all spirit

Songs by Rudy Williams, Robert Lenn, Betty
Brewer, Carter Farriss; Bill Gale conducts.

T'S AN invitation to get draped with a lemon pie,
soaked in an icy tub, locked in a pen with a greased
pig; sometimes it’s an invitation to take part in a stunt

that may go on for weeks. But it’s also_an invitation to:
walk off—if you win—with anything from a refrigerator
to a thousand in cash. So M. C. Win Elliot has no trouble
at all in finding contestants when County Fair goes on
the air, 1:30 P.M. EST, Saturdays, on CBS.

Two-and-a-half years old, County Fair is written by

Robert Quigley and Perry Lafferty, produced by Leonard
Carlton. Bill Gale directs the orchestra and Win Elliot,
who likes to go barefoot as he follows struggling con-
testants around with a portable microphone, runs things
so that victor and vanquished alike go home happy.

One of the recent week-to-week stunts involved a

jaunty—and almost indestructible—balloon, and a series
of determined golfers who, after the problem County
Fair posed (see opposite page), will never again swear
in a sand trap.
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COUNYY 1A

Having demonstrated the power of his
drive, contestant approaches tee. And dis-
covers that his “ball” is an airy balloon.

[ 1. M.C. Elliot, calling for golfers, culls
a self-confident young man from the audi-
ence. All he has to do is get a hole-in-one.

He's in! Three batches of golfers had
failed where this contestant succeeded.
From the balloon flutters $75, his prize.

3. —and that the hole-in-one he has to
make is a hole, in one drive, in the balloon.
Daunted, but gallant, he follows through.




FORGOTTEN CHILDREN

Dear Papa David:

One night two years ago I was returning home
from a long trip, when I noticed two very young
girls trying to hide themselves in some brush near
the highway. As there were no homes near the
place it aroused my curiosity and I approached
them. They were very much frightened but talked
freely when they found out that I was not the law.
That evening they had run away from the indus-
trial school a few miles distant, and were hoping
they could make their way to their homes and
spend a few days before being caught. The school
is operated for the benefit of mentally deranged
children of indigent parents, and orphans who
have no relatives who care to be bothered with
them. The school is not too strict with the inmates,
but when they do try to escape they are usually
given a whipping by the superintendent.

These two girls were very homesick. Their par-
ents had not visited them for months. They were
afraid to return to the school with me for fear of a
whipping. They finally confided that there was
one very nice nurse whom they were very fond
of, so when we reached the little town I called this
nurse on the phone and told her of the girls’ plight
and asked if she could not help get them back
without any fuss. She said she would help them
get in if I would drive them near the entrance gate,
and this she did. She explained many things about
the institution to me and told me the children got
very homesick, and those who had parents were
so poor they did not provide the children with any
amusement or luxuries. They received good
wholesome food but never candy or things the kids
craved so much.

When I arrived home that night I could not

Life Can Be Beautiful, written by Carl Bixby and Don Becker, can be beard Mond:

dismiss the incident from my mind. The next trip
I made that way I took sufficient candy and gum
so that each of them had a treat. And I repeated
this performance several times in the future. I
noticed the little town had a picture show. Just
one, but one was enough for my idea.

I wrote the manager and we soon made arrange-
ments that he would let the whole school in his
matinee shows for $5.00. So several times each year
he arranges his program so that he has funnies and
pictures which the kids can appreciate. They are
escorted to the show by one of the nurses. I stopped
to see the manager one day about a year later, and
he said he never saw kids have so much fun in his
life. Sometimes when he. had a good show he
thought they would like he gave it to them free
himself. He liked the idea fine. Just watching the
fun those kids had made him feel good.

One time I stopped with candy for them when

. most of them were on the playgrounds and they all

tried to thank me for the treats. When I was
leaving, one little girl ran up to the car and
stopped me, a little tot about five years old. She
said she had a present for me, and handed me a
little dirty wrinkled handkerchief. It was one
she had made herself in her sewing room class.
She was so proud of it, even if it was just a rag.
But I don’t think she could have been any more
proud of it than I am. I consider it one of the
nicest presents I ever received, and prize it highly,
dirt and all.
J. E J.

Radio Mirror’s “best letter” check has gone
this month to the writer of “Forgotten Children.”
The writers of the letters that follow have received
checks for fifteen dollars.

There is no one who does not possess the power to give the one gi
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1gh Friday on your local NBC station, at 12 Noon, PST, 1 P.M. MST; 2 P.M. CST; 3 P.M. EST.

SON OF FLIPPER
Dear Papa David:

My story may be a very small one to you and
your grown-up readers, but I read your letters
a lot and would like to tell you, in- the words of
a boy eleven years old, the most beautiful life-can-
be-beautiful story that ever happened to me.

Two years ago I had the most wonderful dog in
the world, Flipper. He was only a so-called
mongrel but to me he was my all in a pal and
buddy. One afternoon on my return home from
a visit I was in the car with my parents and as we
drove in the driveway he ran out to meet me, run-
ning under the wheels of the car, and was killed.
Papa David, my heart was broken. I just knew I
had lost everything. My mother reasoned with
me that he was only a dog, but I just could not
see it that way. But in about a week a very nice
lady who lived on our street, and knew my dog

RADIO MIRROR OFFERS $50 EACH MONTH
FOR YOUR LETTERS

Somewhere in everyone’s life is hidden a key to hap-
piness. It may be a half-forgotten friend, a period
of suffering, an unimportant incident, which sud-
denly illuminated the whole meaning of life. If
you are treasuring such a memory, won’t you
write to Papa David about it? For the letter he
considers best each month, Radio Mirror will pay
fifty dollars; for each of the others that we have
room enough to print, fifteen dollars. No letters
can be returned. Address your Life Can Be Beauti-
ful letter to Papa David, Radio Mirror Magazine,
205 East 42 Street, New York 17, New York.

¢ matters: the sparing of a little time, a little thought, for another

and me, called to me and showed me the prettiest
sight I had ever seen, four puppies in a bed of
straw with their Boston bulldog mother. My heart
leaped almost out when she said, “Their father is
‘Flipper,” and you may have your choice without
any charge at all.” 1 selected the one that looked
most like my own and carried him home, I believe
the happiest boy in the world. I named him
“Fellow,” son of Flipper. Life was most beautiful
then. F. S.

“] HAVEN'T LOST LOVE”
Dear Papa David:

A year ago we were as ordinary a family as you
could find, our minds occupied mostly with the
struggle to make a living and bring up our three
children. I know that I, after fifteen years of
marriage, thought of Andy as the breadwinner and
the children’s father, rather than my mate and
comrade. I loved him, but there was no time for
tenderness and companionship. I admit that I was
often cross with him, and inclined to blame him for
the monotony of my life. Let me be honest—we
quarreled pretty often. I was disappointed, and
like many other wives, I felt that people lived
“happily ever after” only in books and the movies.

Then Andy began to change and it dawned on
me one day that we weren’t quarreling any more.
Whenever I flared up at Andy he’d be gentle and
patient and my anger would melt away. He was
staying at home more, and taking a deeper interest
in the children and my domestic problems.

But the most wonderful thing was that we were
close, heart-to-heart again, as we’d been in the
beginning. We could talk to each other endlessly,
with the absorbed interest of sweethearts. Andy’s
thoughtfulness and con- (Continued on page 65)
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FORGOTTEN CHILDREN
Dear Papa David:

One night two years ago I was returning home
from a long trip, when I noticed two very young
girls trying to-hide themselves in some brush near
the highway. As there were no homes near the
place it aroused my curlosity and I approached
them. They were very much frightened but talked
freely when they found out that I was not the law.
That evening they had run away from the indus-
trial school & few miles distant, and were hoping
they could make their way to their homes and
spend a few days before being caught. The school
is operated for the benefit of mentally deranged
children of indigent parents, and orphans who
have no relatives who care to be bothered with
them. The school is not too strict with the inmates,
but when they do try to escape they are usually
given a whipping by the superintendent.

These two girls were very homesick. Their par-
ents had not visited them for months. They were
afraid to return to the school with me for fear of a
whipping. They finally confided that there was
one very nice nurse whom they were very fond
of, so when we reached the little town 1 called this
nurse on the phone and told her of the girls' plight
and asked if she could not help get them back
without any fuss. She said she wotld help them
getin if I would drive them near the entrance gate,
and this she did. She explained many things about
the institution to me and told me the children got
very homesick, and those who had parents were
so poor they did not provide the children with any
amusement or luxuries. They received good
wholesome food but never candy or things the kids
craved so much.

When I arrived home that night I could not
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dismiss the incident frony my mind. The next trip
1 made that way I took sufficient candy and gum
so that each of them had a treat. And I repeated
this performance several times in the future. I
noticed the little town had a picture show. Just
one, but one was enough for my idea.

] wrote the manager and we soon made arTange-
ments that he would let the whole school in his
matinee shows for $5.00. So several times each year
he arranges his program so that he has funnies and
pictures which the kids can appreciate. They are
escorted to the show by one of the nurses. I stopped
to see the manager one day about a year later, and
he said he never saw kids have so much fun in his
life. Sometimes when he had a good show he
thopght they would like he gave it to them free
himself. He liked the idea fine. Just watching the
fun those kids had made him feel good.

One time 1 stopped with candy for them when
most of them were on the playgrounds and they all
tried to thank me for the treats. When 1 was
leaving, one little girl ran up to the car and
stopped me, a little tot about five years old. She
said she had a present for me, and handed me a
little dirty wrinkled handkerchief. It was one
she had made herself in her sewing room class.
She was so proud of it, even if it was just a rag.
But I don't think she could have been any more
proud of it than I am. I consider it one of the
nicest presents I ever received, and prize it highly,
dirt and all.

J.EJ

Radio Mirror's “best letter” check has gon¢
this month to the writer of “Forgotten Children-
The writers of the letters that follow have received
checks for fifteen dollars.
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SON OF FLIPPER

Dear Papa David:

My story may beda very small one to you ard
your grown-up readers, but I read your
a lot and would like to tell you, in. LP);e wol:dtsk;s(
a boy eleven years old, the most beautiful life-can~
be-beautiful story that ever happened to me.

Two years ago I had the most wonderful dog in
the world, Flipper. He was only a so-called
mongrel but to me he was my all in a pal and
buc!dy. One afternoon on my return home from
a visit I was in the car with my parents and as we
drove in the driveway he ran out to meet me, run-
ning under the wheels of the car, and was killed.
Pap# David, my heart was broken. I just knew 1
had lost everything. My mother reasoned with
me 3.hat he was only a dog, but I just could not
see it that way. But in about a week a very nice
lady who lived on our street, and knew my dog

RADIO MIRROR OFFERS $50 EACH MONTH
FOR YOUR LETTERS

Somewhere in everyone's life is hidden » key to hap-
piness. It may be a half-forgotten friend, g period
snﬂgriul. an wunimportant incident, which end-
denly illumi d the whole i of life. If
treasuring such s memory, won't youo
For the letter he
;omlden best each month, Radio Mirror will pay
fty dollars; for each of the others that we have
room enough to print, fifteen dollars. No letters
;lr be returned. Address your Life Can Be Beanti:
o Ietter 10 Papa David, Radio Mirror Magarine,
5 East 42 Street, New York 17, New York.

a'nd me, called to me and showed me the prettiest
sight I had ever seen, four puppics in a bed of
straw with their Boston bulldog mother. My heart
!ea;:ed almost out when she said, “Their father is
Flipper,’ and you may have your choice without
any charge at all” I selected the one that looked
most like ‘my own and carried him home, I believe
.Lhe hspsnest boy in the world. I named him
‘Fellow,” son of Flipper. Life was most beautiful
then. F.s.

"1l HAVEN'T LOST LOVE"
Dear Papa David:

A year ago we were as ordinary a family as you
could find, our minds occupiedrymosﬂy v};ith {he
struggle to make a living and bring up our three
children. 1 know that I, after fifteen years of
marriage, thougbt of Andy as the breadwinner and
the children’s father, rather than my mate and
comrade. 1 loved him, but therc was no time for
tenderness and companionship. I admit that I was
often cross with him, and inclined to blame him for
the monotony of my life. Let me be honest—-we
quarreled pretty often. I was disappointed, and
like many other wives, I felt that people lived
“happily ever after” only in books and the movies.

Then Andy began to change and it dawned on
me one day that we weren't quarreling any more.
Whenever I flared up at Andy he'd be gentle and
patient and my anger would melt away. He was
staying at home more, and taking a deeper interest
in the children and my d i bl

But the most wonderful thing was that we were
close, heart-to-heart again, as we'd been in the
beginning. We could talk to eacb other endlessly,
with the absorbed interest of sweethearts. Andy's
houghtful and con- (Continued on page 65)
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HIS is something that happened to me one night

not very long ago, and I think it’s important be-

cause it shows how easy it is to get mixed up
about people, and about the things you believe in.
You see, I like people, all kinds of people, and I think
that even the bad ones have good in them if you’ll
just look for it. The trouble is that if people get
kicked around enough, they’ll hide their good feel-
ings and just show you their bad ones—and then, if
you’re not -careful, you find yourself turning cynical
and losing faith in the whole human race. That was
the mistake I made. Or anyway, almost made.

It all happened the night Stephen—he’s my hus-
band—and Papa David went out to a meeting of the
neighborhood council. I couldn’t go with them be-
cause there was nobody to leave Baby Stephen with,
and besides there was the book shop to be taken
care of. We all live in an apartment in back of Papa
David’s second-hand book store—the Slightly Read
Book Shop, it’s called—and it is always kept open
until eight o’clock at night. Sometimes later, if the
customers keep coming in.

“You won’t mind being left alone?” Stephen asked
me. “You won't be afraid? We'll be pretty late get-
ting home, around midnight, I expect.”

Stephen’s so sweet, he’s always worrying about me.
That’s one reason I love him so much. But be afraid
when I'm alone.in the Slightly Read Book Shop?
Me? 1 just laughed and told him to get along to the
meeting, and about seven-thirty he and Papa David
started out.

Baby Stephen was in bed, and there weren’t many
customers, because it was a stormy night. I .read
a while, perched on the stool back of the counter,
and a little after eight I locked the front door and

turned out the lights. I remember I stood at the -

door for a minute or two, looking out at the driving
rain and being glad I had a nice warm place to sleep.
Then I went back into the apartment, undressed, and
got into bed. '

I was almost asleep when I heard the noise. I
thought at first it was just part of the storm, or
somebody in the building above banging down a
window that had been left open by mistake. But
then I heard it again—a sort of bump from in front,
in the store. ;

Probably it wasn’t anything important, I said to
myself—but all the same, when I'd slipped out of
bed and put on my robe, I hunted around in the
dark for something to protect myself with, if I had to.
The only thing I could lay my hands on in a hurry
was one of Stephen’s law books. It weighed a couple
of pounds, and I figured it could raise a bump on
somebody’s head if I brought it down hard enough.

I went on my bare feet down the hall and peeked
into the shop. I couldn’t see a thing out of the way
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—just- the dim squares of the door and the front
window. Then one of the shadows moved, over, at
the side. Somebody was sneaking across the floor®
toward the counter. I waited, and in a minute I
could see the person outlined against the window.
Whoever it was didn’t look very big, so I hefted the
book and threw it, and a second later I pressed the
light switch that was beside the inner door.

Maybe it was crazy. Stephen said it was, later.
He said, “What if it had been a real thug, with a
revolver? You’d have scared him so much he’d have
fired at you, without even thinking about it—espe-
cially if you'd missed when you threw the book.”

But I didn’t miss, and it wasn’t a real thug. It was
a skinny, undersized girl about fourteen years old,
dressed in a ragged and dirty old skirt and sweater,
sopping wet. And my book had knocked her flat
on the floor.

She was down but she wasn’t out, and as I started
toward her she scrambled to her hands and knees
and headed for the side of the shop. I saw then
how she’d gotten in—she had pushed open the win-
dow on that side, the one (Continued on page T1)




=
N
I3
=

..
o
=<
=
D)
3
3

ﬂHHrU
g
[

ﬁ uﬂﬁ ‘dll

SUP fen J) {u yin

ri; Stephen is played hy John Holbr

by Alice Reinhea

played

air,Chichi is

. aron the




48

Broadeasting from the studio in his own backyard,

Martin finds the line between work and play very thin.

ISITING Martin Block is like visit-

ing a man just out of jail.

His fourteen years on the radio in
New York, where he was pinned to a
microphone and a turntable in a mid-
town skyscraper from 9 AM. to mid-
night six days a week had taken on—in
recent years—the aspects of a life sen-
tence.

Transplanted now to a six acre ranch
in the foothills of Encino, California,
with horses to ride, baby chickens to
feed, with growing things—from cab-
bages to oranges—to compare with the

produce of his neighbors, he is turning .

Californian with such a vengeance that
his wife—and his doctors—are worried.

In New York, Martin never saw the
sun, He had developed a real coal
miner’s pallor. Now he has four after-
noons a week and one whole day to
soak up sunshine. He won't come out
of it. A mild case of sunburn first
turned into a blister, and finally into
a second-degree burn. Martin kept
right on sitting in the sunshine. He
can't get enough of it.

This man, who was an out-of-work,
and hungry, radio announcer fourteen
years ago and now is a millionaire, al-
ways dreamed of being a gentleman
farmer. When he was just starting in
radio, hanging around Los Angeles’ old

Station KMTR doing odd jobs, wrang-
ling a minute on the air about once in
two weeks, he used to be sent out to
Encino on errands—package toting, as
he recalls it—for the station’s boss, Vic
Dalton. The Daltons really were coun-
try folk, for at that time Encino was a
rolling barley field, with only an occa-
sional farm house.

“I loved the country, and I loved the
life,” Martin recalls. “It was so beau-
tiful, and the air smelled so good, I

vowed then and there that I'd have a-

place like that—and in Encino, too—
before I was too old to enjoy it. It’s poor
boys who have the biggest dreams,”
is the way he puts it.

Despite his impressive financial suc-
cess, any happy ending for Martin’s
back-to-the-farm dream seemed most
unlikely—until his pretty wife Esther
took a hand a year and a half ago.

- Nobody could farm—even as a hobby
—and keep the work schedules which
Martin’s job required. He had built his
fame and fortune on two things—re-
spect for a time-worn radio idea which
most big-league performers scorned,
and a willingness to work like a beaver
six days a week, twelve hours a day.

The idea he built into a gold mine
was not original with him, as he is the
first to admit. Playing phonograph rec-

Westward, following the sun,
came Martin Block and his family.
And it turned out that, as

usual, their path was paved with gold

Starved for fresh air,
wanting more ranging-
room for Jo-Jo, 3, and
Martin Jr., 6, Esther and
Martin decided California
was the answer. Now
Martin soaks up sun even
as he broadcasts: on
WNEW-New York, KFWB.
Los Angeles, and his net-
work show, on MBS daily
at 2:30-3:30 P. M. EST.
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MARTIN BLOCK

No swimming pool, yet, at Rancho Marjo; the six

green and growing acres are dazzling enough!

ords on the air, gabbing knowingly about the
tunes and performers, and splicing-in informal
talks about the sponsor’s product—this was
standard routine in small radio stations all over

the country.

“Disc-jockeying,” people called it patronizingly.
“Platter-spinning.” But Martin saw big possibili-

ties in it, and he was right.

Like most “big breaks,” his opportunity
knocked with such a tiny sound that a less sensi-
tive ear would have missed it. The station for
which Martin was working as a $25-a-week
staff announcer, New York’s WNEW, scored a
big news scoop when it put direct wires into the
Flemington, New Jersey, court house, to cover

the Hauptmann trial.

New Yorkers who had overlooked WNEW on
their dials for years—it competes, after all, with
four big network stations—suddenly discovered

The boys used to think their Dad was someone

that this small station had 'a lot to offer.

They also discovered the unknown reporter
who sent out the play-by-play account of the
Lindbergh story—A. L. Alexander. And they also
discovered Martin Block.

Martin had the “filler” job, jumping onto the air
with music and chatter whenever news got scarce
at Flemington. When the trial ended, people kept
right on tuning in WNEW to hear Martin Block.
They liked his casual, friendly manner . . . they
liked his records. And, most importantly—as
soon as his platter program grabbed a sponsor
his bosses found this out—when Martin told
his listeners to buy something, they bought it.

The original sponsor soon was joined by twenty
others, and Martin Block was a rich—if busy—
man. With no chance at all, he thought, to make
good on that vow about the farm of his own in
Encino.

A farm? Martin didn’t even get a vacation. A-
weekend was a rarity. Esther got sick of eve-
nings with “the girls” and the Blocks’ two sons,
Martin, Jr., and Joel, began to think that their
Daddy was a casual acquaintance who dropped
in now and then for dinner.

“It’s like jail,” Martin moaned, counting up the
money.

“It is that,” Esther agreed, “and you have to
get out of it.”

“How?” the poor little rich boy wailed.

“Wait and see,” she said.

Martin waited, but not for long. In a year and
a half he had his ranch in Encino, and plenty of
time to work and play in the sun. Thanks to
Esther, who made all the business arrangements,
—*“that girl .is really too pretty to be 30 smart,”
her husband says—he still had all of his New
York sponsors {(whose programs he does now by
transcription), and a flock of new ones who were
rushing to buy time on KFWB in Hollywood, a




who sometimes came for dinner. Thatwas in New York.

station which aspires to repeat WNEW’s expe-
rience with Martin’s easy-going Make-Believe

Ballroom,

The technical job Esther managed to get done

in the process was nothing less than fabulous.

“She was so wonderful I decided to fire my

business manager and take orders from no one
but my wife,” Martin says.

If* Martin were to have any time in the sun

and still do the forty hours of broadcasting he
was contracted for every week, things had to be
handy. So Esther built him his own radio
broadcasting studio, and in his own back yard!
The only one-man radio station in the world is

run by Martin, Engineer Al Browdy, and a staff

of six, has soundproof broadcasting and control
rooms, a vast record library, teletype room, and
offices, and uses every phone circuit in Encino.
A door’s width away from Martin's microphone

green grass in the sun, growing things, animals
and children playing, the big, beautiful out-of-
doors.

Encino, grown to a city now although the radio
and picture celebrities who live there call their
homes “ranches,” still “smells better than any
place in the world” to Martin Block.

“Rancho Marjo”’—named for the two boys—is
not a pretentious home, for lush Encino at least.
The two story Monterey Colonial house has ten
rooms; the new studio and offices add another
three.

There is no swimming pool—in Encino! hor-
rors!—and Martin says there won't be until the
boys know how to swim. There will be a tennis
court as soon as the Blocks can bring themselves
to dig the grape vineyard presently occupying
the space. The stables and practice ring are as
brand new as the broadcasting studio, and al-
though a single pinto (Continued on page 87)

and turntable is everything he’s ever wanted—

Chicks and a pinto pony are the only

livestock so far. There will be more.

Martin dreamed of being a gentleman farmer back in the days

E o
when he didn’t even have a job he could get a vacation from.
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and growing acres are duzeling enough!

ords on the air, gabbing knowingly about the
tunes and performers, and splicing-in informal
talks about the sponsor's product—this was
standard routine in small radio stations all over
the country.

“Disc-jockeying,” people called it patronizingly.
“Platter-spinning.” But Martin saw big possibili=
ties in it, and he was rigbt.

Like most “bigs breaks,” his opportunity
knocked with such a tiny sound that a less sensi-
tive ear would have missed it. The station for
which Martin was working as a $25-a-week
staff announcer, New York's WNEW, scored a
big news scoop when it put direct wires into the
Flemington, New Jersey, court house, to cover
the Hauptmann trial.

New Yorkers who had overlooked WNEW on
their dials for years—it competes, after all, with
four big network stations—suddenly discovered

that this small station had a lot to offer.

They also discovered the unknown reporter
who sent out the play-by-play account of the
Lindbergh story—A. L. Alexander. And they also
discovered Martin Block.

Martin had the “filler” job, jumping onto the air
with music and chatter whenever news got scarce
at Flemington. When the trial ended, people kept
right on tuning in WNEW to hear Martin Block.
They liked his casual, friendly manner . . . they
liked his records. And, most importantly—as
soon as his platter program grabbed a sponsor
his bosses found this out—when Martin told
his listeners to buy something, they bought it.

The original sponsor soon was joined by twenty
others, and Martin Block was a rich—if busy—
man. With no chance at all, he thought, to make
good on that vow about the farm of his own in
Encino.

A farm? Martin didn't even get a vacation. A
weekend was a rarity. Esther got sick of eve-
nings with “the girls” and the Blocks' two sons,
Martin, Jr.,. and Joel, began to think that their
Daddy was a casual acquaintance who dropped
in now and then for dinner.

“It’s like jail,” Martin moaned, counting up the
money.

“It is that,” Esther agreed, “and you have to
get qut of it.”

“How?" the poor little rich boy wailed.

“Wait and see,” she said. d

Martin waited, but not for long. In a year ai\r
a half he had his ranch in Encino, and plenty
time to work and play in the sun. Thanks %
Esther, who made all the business arrangements,
—"“that girl is really too pretty to be 30 §ma"'
her husband says—he still had all of his N;“'
York sponsors (whose programs he does now bY
transeription), and a flock of new ones Who Were
rushing to buy time on KFWB in Hollywood. 8

station which aspires to repeat WNEW's expe-
rience with Martin's easy-going Make-Believe
Ballroom.

. The technical job Esther managed to get done
ml(.he process was nothing less than fabulous.

‘She was so wonderful I decided to fire my
business manager and take orders from no one
but my wife,” Martin says.

If*Martin were to have any time in the sun
and still do the forty hours of broadcasting he
was contracted for every week, things had to be
handy. So Esther built him his own radio
broadcasting studio, and in his own back yard!
The only one-man radio station in the world is
Tun by Martin, Engineer Al Browdy, and a staff
of six, has soundproof broadcasting and control
rooms, a vast record library, teletype room, and
offices, and uses every phone circuit in Encino.
A door's width away from Martin’s microphone
and turtabie is everything he's ever wanted—
Breen grass in the sun, growing things, animals
and children playing, the big, beautiful out-of-
doors.

Encino, grown to a city now although the radio
and picture celebrities who live there call their
homes “ranches,” still “smells better than any
place in the world” to Martin Block.

“Rancho Marjo"—named for the two boys—is
Bot a pretentious home, for lush Encino at least.
The two story Monterey Colonial bouse has ten
Tooms; the new studio and offices add another
three.

There is no swimming pool—in Encino! hor-
rors!—and Martin says there won’t be until the
boys know how to swim. There will be a tennis
court as soon as the Blocks can bring themselves
to dig the grape vineyard presently occupying
the space. The stables and practice ring are as
brand new as the broadcasting studio, and al-
though a single pinto (Continued on page 87)

Chicks and a pinto po

Martin dreamed of heing 4 gentleman farmer=hack in the day<
when he didn't even have a job be could get o vacatinn from.
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HIS is the kind of crisp early autumn

day that makes me think of all the

the county fairs and harvest festivals
I went to when I was a little girl. I can
see them now—baskets and stacks of
choice fruits and vegetables which the
owners exhibited so proudly. There were
golden squash and corn, deep purple
plums and grapes and apples of every
shade from dark rich crimson to pale
russet, their heavenly crisp sweet odor
drawing you to them long before your
eyes found them. There were always
more apples, it seemed to me, than any
other fruit so that apples came to sym-
bolize such words as “peace” and
“plenty”. and “security” (a comforting
and encouraging memory now when so
many people lack these things) just as
this month’s recipes symbolize good eat-
ing the year around.

Baked Apples

6 baking apples
% cup water
34 cup sugar, divided
Few drops red coloring
% cup chopped walnuts

Wash apples and core. Pare Y way
down from blossom ends and place in a
casserole. Add water and ¥ cup of the
sugar. Cover and bake in a moderate
oven (350°F) 30 minutes. Remove
apples from casserole to shallow pan.
Combine liquid from casserole with re-
maining sugar in a small saucepan. Tint
pink with food coloring and boil 2 min-
utes. Stuff centers of apples with nuts,
and baste with syrup. Broil under very
low broiler heat until tops are glazed
and nuts are toasted. Baste with syrup
a few times while broiling. Makes 6
servings.

Apple Macaroon

5-6 large apples, peeled and sliced
1 tablespoon lemon juice -
1 teaspoon grated lemon rind
1 package vanilla pudding mix
14 teaspoon cinnamon

15 cup corn syrup
2 tablespoons sugar
2 cups corn flakes

14 cup butter, melted

W when /}}ue)e @ a/')ma/mwaraém( M

Combine apples, lemon juice, lemon
rind, pudding mix, cinnamon, syrup, and
sugar in a baking dish. Mix together corn
flakes and butter, and sprinkle over top
of apple mixture. Bake in a moderately
hot oven (375°F) 45 minutes or until
apples are tender. Makes 6 servings.

Deep Dish Honey Apple Pie

Y4 cup whole bran, crushed
1% cups sifted flour
15 teaspoon salt
% cup shortening
4 to 5 tablespoons cold water
6 cups thinly sliced sour apples
34 cup honey
1 tablespoon lemon juice R
Y4 teaspoon grated lemon rind
14 teaspoon salt
1 teaspoon cinnamon
2 teaspoons butter

Mix together bran, flour and salt; cut in
shortening. Add water, a tablespoon at
a time, until dough is soft but not sticky.
Roll 25 pastry on a lightly-floured board
into an 8-inch square %4-inch thick; cut
in 2-inch strips and line sides of an 8-
inch x 8-inch x 2-inch baking pan. Ar-
range apples in pan. Combine honey,
lemon juice, rind, salt and cinnamon;
pour over apples. Dot with butter. Roll
remaining pastry into an 8-inch oblong
Ys-inch thick; cut in %-inch strips and
place lattice fashion over apples; seal
edges and flute. Bake in a hot oven
(425°F) 10 minutes. Reduce heat to
moderate (325° F) and bake 50 minutes
until apples are tender. This deep-dish
honey apple pie may be served as it is,
with cream, plain or whipped, with a
lemon or any favorite desert sauce. This
serves six. (Continued on page 104)

By

KATE SMITH

RADIO MIRROR
FOOD COUNSELOR

Listen each Monday through Friday at 12
Noon, EST, 1o stations of the Mutual Broad-
casting Company, when Kate Smith Speaks.

53

———




54

ANA HARRIS, Katie's Daughter of the
NBC serial, is a girl who has proven to be
different from the surroundings in which

she was brought up. Appropriately enough,
Anne-Marie Gayer, who plays Nana, has
had her share of feeling and being different.

First there were the trips she made fre-
quently as a child to visit her grandparents
in Budapest. “I shuttled back and forth so
much,” Anne-Marie tells it, “that [ was a
stranger both here and in Hungary.”

The next phase of being different had to
do with her career. Like her parents and
grandparents, Anne-Marie had been trained
as a musician—had, in fact, toured this coun-
try and Canada as a child pianist—when she
decided to become an actress.

RADIO MIRROR bm‘BEtmoﬂW

Even for an as-yet unengaged girl.

Anne-Marie Gayer finds a hope chest useful.

Recently Anne-Marie has been busy get-
ting the apartment she shares with a friend
dressed up for a visit from her mother. That'’s
how the business of hope chests came up.

“So many of the girls I know start a hope
chest as soon as they are engaged,” Anne-
Marie said; “as is custom in many European
countries. Even though I'm not engaged I de-
cided there was no reason for not having one.”

Anne-Marie admits that she was influ-
enced to this decision by the new fashions
in hope chests. They are all made of moth-
proof, air-tight cedar, but the styles and:
finishes are so diversified that you can be
sure of finding a storage chest which will fit
in with your other pieces. Anne-Marie has
settled on a chest of modern design, avail-
able in dark or bleached mahogany.

“I'll probably end up with one in each
finish,” she says blithely. Being different
again, you see.
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“No baby-talk, no condescension,” is John Griggs’

advice to the amateur teller of tales for child

OHN GRIGGS is one of those fortunate people

you seldom hear about and almost never meet—

a man who is so crazy about his job that he can’t
imagine not doing it and hopes devoutly that it will
be a lifetime one. This is not only a break for John,
it is a break for you mothers as well, for John is the
man who tells stories to children on MBS Adventure
Parade. In fact it is a double advantage for you—you
can tune in his fascinating program for your young
fry’s delight and you can also follow his suggestions
when you yourself are telling stories or reading
them aloud.

Adventure Parade is based on the theory that
children’s classies can and should be just as thrilling
to today’s youngsters as they were when they were
written, and it has proved that this is so by present-
ing such varied tales as The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer, Robinson Crusoe, Moby Dick, Treasure
Island and The Three Musketeers and having their
young listeners beg for more. Five episodes of fifteen
minutes each carry each story on for a week, which
is about as long as young minds can be held.

Naturally, many of the longer stories have to be
cut to meet this requirement and John gives credit
to Anne Lorentz, the story editor, for the success
of this part of the work.

Some purists may object to cutting the classics,
but this doesn’t bother John, or Jessica and Bob
Maxwell—who are respectively the director and pro-
ducer of Adventure Parade—at all. “We feel,” John
says, “that we are making available to children a
great deal of fine, stirring literature which otherwise

they might miss, and that if we can get a child inter-
ested in the adventurous quality of a story, he is
likely to read it in its entirety later on,” an opinion
which is confirmed by the commendations the pro-
gram has received from educational groups through-
out the country.

John is the sole member of the cast, reading each
part in turn and varying his characterization so that
each “speaker” is well defined—slow deliberate
speech for one character, for example, more rapid
delivery for another; a high-pitched voice for this
man, and a deeper tone for that one.

“Before reading a story aloud,” John suggests, “it
is a good idea to read it to yourself in order to note
the portions you wish to eliminate or condense and
to get the ‘the feel’ of the characters.

“Above all things,” he warns, “don’t be coy. Chil-
dren are realists, you know. They love adventure and
they like a certain amount of fantasy with it, but
they want it told straight and understandably. You
can say, ‘The little rabbit hopped along the garden
path,” and a child will be interested in the rabbit, try
to think how he looked, wonder what will happen to
him when he reaches the end of the path. But say
‘De wittle wabbit went hippy hoppy down de paff’
and the average child will walk out before either
you or the rabbit reaches the end.”

RADIO MIRROR W%Mﬂw
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k! NBC MBS ABC cBS

All Times Below Are EASTERN SUTANDARD TIMES

For Correct CENTRAL STANDARD TIME, Subtract One Hour

8:30 Eart Wild Carolina Calling
8:45
|
9:00 | People's Church | White Rabbit Line [News )
9:15 | Story to Order Renfro Valley Folks
9:30 Words and Music | Tone Tapestries |
9:45 Johnson Family
10:00 Bible Highlights Radio Bibhle Class |Message of Israel Church of the Air
10:15 |
10:30 Circle Arrow Show  [Voice of Prophecy  |Southernaires Church of the Air m
10:45 | |
11:00 |VoicesDown the Wind| Arthur Van Horn |Fine Arts Quartette |Wings Over Jordan AM. | NBC MBS ~ ABC cBs
11:95 | Dixie Four Quartet —==3 =
11:30 'News Highlights Reviewing Stand ‘Hour of Faith |satt Lake Tabernacle 8:30 Do You Remember The Trumneteers
11:45 Solitaire Time il 8:45 Three Steps to
Rhythm
g:oo H(vamoon in New ggitor's Diary Breakfast Club CBS Morning News
:15 ork ady Valley Folks Oklahoma Roundup
AFTERNOON PROGRAMS 9:30 |Clevelandaires
9:45 |Nelson Olmsted
10:00 '0 I I’(’}ecitl‘ ?roavn My True Story Look Your Best
T A — : 10:15 Once Upon Our TimeFaith In Qur Time
:g(l)(s) |World Front News  |Pilgrim Hour F. H. LaGuardia Invitation to Learning 10:30 ' Road of Life Say It With Music  |Betty Cro'cker.AMag- |Evelyn Winters
12:30 |Eternal Light Lutheran Hour String Orchestra As Others See Us 10:45 |Joyce Jordan | |Li:llé:ﬁ,g pt:,‘:} " ]David Harum
12:45 Raymond Swing | i
1:00 America United Mutual Music Show |Warriors of Peace  [People’s Platform }}‘,’2 U Sianicy ¥'er]:°;o':', h':i‘;lﬂ::;r ’Tom Bfanemag ARG ey
1:15 11:30 | Jack Berch ’s Desi I
1:30 ]Chicago Round Table Sammy Kaye Time For Reason 11:45 L?:ﬁa L:vrvcton HgusiDelre |$§L°"ME.{,1,"°° l?rand A
145 | Howard K. Smith 1
2:00 Robert Merrill Deadline Mystery Weekly News and
2:15 Frank Black Quiz
2:30 jJames Melton Bill Cunningham Sunday Vespers AFTERNOON PROGRAMS
2:45 Veteran's Information ““Here’s To You”
3:00 |Carmen Cavallaro Reunion &a:sie [¥?‘ma CBOS Symphony
3:15 ohnny Thompson rchestra g .
g D i f 12:00 Kate Smith Speaks |Welcome Travelers |Wendy Warren
ggg One Man’s Family Cogrqlts&f Monte Th{_?“\,hl\gle:rlsmund 12:15 |Echoes From Tropics‘Checkerboard Aunt Jenny
. 12:30 |Words and Music Jamboree Helen Trent
4:00 |The Quiz Kids House of Mystery Arg These Our E OGS ondaY
4:15 hildren : P
: : 1:00 |U. S. Navy Band | Cedric Foster Baukhage, News Big Sister
2:2(5) Th:hAeu(t:lrlit::crsVIoets True Detective Les Sweetland Hour of Charm 1:15 Bobby Norsis Strings/Nancy Craig Ma Perkins
. 1:30 (Robert McCormick |Merv Griffin Young Dr. Malone
5:00 |Ford Shew Under Arrest | Darts for Dough The Family Hour 1:45 |Robert Ripley | The Guiding Light
5:15 | _ Y : 2
5:30 | |The Abbott Mysteries David Harding | Jean Sablan g?g w::‘y g lc"\'m:."" | Queen For A Day  |Maggi McNellis gecom:ers. Burton
5:45 | ‘Joseph C. Harsch d L0 U Sl LORS | | 7 . SpyATason
2:30 |Masquerade Martin Block Show [Bride and Groom Lone Journey
2:45 |Light of the World Rose of My Dreams
3:00 {Life Can Be Beautiful Ladies Be Seated | Double or Nothing
EVENlNG PROGRAMS 3:15 [Ma Perkins !
R 3:30 |Pepper Young Paul Whiteman Club Winner Take All
3:45 |Right to Happiness | Jackie Hill Show
4:00 (Backstage Wife Erskine Johnson Hint Hunt
6:00 The Catholic Hour |Those Websters Drew Pearson Ozzie and Harriet 4:15 (Stella Dallas Johnson Family . |
6:15 Don Gardiner 4:30 |Lorenzo Jones Two Ton Baker Eddy Duchin Give and Take
6:30 |Adventures of Ellery |Nick Carter Greatest Story Ever |Percy Faith 4:45 |Young Widder Brown|Quaker City Dick Tracy }
ueen Told Serenade |
6:45
_ 5:00 When A Girl Marries(Melody Theater Terry and Pirates House Party
7:00 Jack Benny Mysterious Show  |Candid Microphone [Gene Autry 5:15 |Portia Faces Life  |Adventure Parade |Sky King
7:15 5:30  Just Plain Bill Hop Harrigan Jack Armstrong Treasury Bandstand
7:30 Band Wagon California Melodies |These Sensational  |Blondie 5:45 |Front Page Farrell ' Tom Mix Tennessee Jed
7:45 Years J
8:00 Beglen-McCarlhy .A. L. Alexander Deéroit Symphony  |Sam Spade
8:15 ow rchestra
8:30 Fred Allen Voices of Strings Crime Doctor EVEN ING PROG RAMS
8:45
9:00 'Manhattan Merry-  |Exploring the Walter Winchell Meet Corliss Archer
9:15 Go-Round Unknown iLouella Parsons 6:00 | John MacVane Eric Sevareid
9:30 American Album Listen Carefully Theatre Guild Tony Martin Show 6:15  Serenade to America |Local Programs Local Programs In My Opinion
9:45 6:30 Red Barber, Sports
" 6:45 ' Lowell Thomas Richard C. Hottelet
10:00 Take It or Leave It [Gabriel Heatter |
10:15 ) Show 7:00 |Chesterfield Club  |Fulton Lewis, Jr.  |Headlina Edition  |Mystery of the We
10:30 The Big Break The Edmund Hock- 7:15  News of the World |Dance Orchestra Elmer Davis Jack Smith
Eddie Dowling ridge Show 7:30 Manor House Party |Henry J. Taylor The Lone Ranger  |Bob Crosby Show
7:45 H. V. Kaltenborn  'Inside of Sports Bob Trout
8:00 Cavalcade of America DId Justice Triumph {Lum and Abner Inner Sanctum
215 Bobby Doyle Show
8:30 'Voice of Firestone 1Scotland Yard Sherlock Holmes Talent Scouts
8:45 f
9:00  Telephone Hour Gabriel Heatter Treasury Agent Lux Radio Theater
9:15 Real Stories
9:30 |Dr. I. Q. Guy Lombardo 'Sammy Kaye
9:45 | }
10:00 lConlented Program iFishing and Hunting | Doctors Talk It Qver :Screen Guild
10:15 Club 'Buddy Weed Trio " Players

10:30 /First Piano Quartet 'Family Doctor ‘Bob Hawk Show




WEDNESDAY s

A.M. NBC MBS ABC ] CBS
8:30 (Do You Remember 'The Trumpeteers
8:45 Three Steps To
Rhythm
9:00 |Honeymoon In N. Y.|Editor’s Diary Breakfast Ciub CBS Morning News
9:15 Shady Valley Folks Oklahoma Roundup
9:30 (Clevelandaires
9:45 |Nelson Olmsted
10:00 Cecil Brown |My True Story |Look Your Best
10:15 Once Upon Our Time Faith In Our Time | [
10:30 ' Road of Life Say It With Music  Betty Crocker, Mag- Evelyn Winters
azine Of The Air
10:45 Joyce Jordan | |Listening Post David Harum
11:00 |Fred Waring lvictor H. Lindlahr ' Tom Breneman Arthur Godfrey
11:15 /Tell Your Neighbor
11:30 Jack Berch 'Heart's Desire Gaten Drake Grand Slam
11:45 Lora Lawton | Ted Malone Rosemary
| = L S TUSERS DS AV e
12:00 |Kate Smith Speaks |Welcome Travelers |Wendy Warren
AM. NBC MBS ABC cBS 12:15 |Echoes From Tropics Checkerboard Aunt Jenny
Jamboree
8:30 |DoYou Remember The Trumpeteers 12:30 [Words and Music  |U. S. Marine Band Helen Trent
8:45 |News Three Steps to 12:45 Our Gal Sunday
Rhythm
1:0C |NBC Concert Orch. |[Cedric Foster Baukhage Big Sister
9:00 !Honeymoon in N. Y.|Editor’s Diary Breakfast Club CBS Morning News 1:15 Bobby Norris Strings{Nancy Craig Ma Perkins
9:15 Shady Valley Folks Oklahoma Roundup 1:30 |[Robert McCormick [Merv Griffin Young Dr. Malone
9:30 |Clevelandaires 1:45 |Robert Ripley The Guiding Light
9:45 |Nelson Olmsted
2:00 |Today's Children Queen For A Day Maggi McNellis Second Mrs. Burton
10:00 Cecil Brown My True Story Look Your Best 2:15 Woman in White Perry Mason
10:15 ' Once Upon Our Time. Faith in Our Time | 2:30 Masquerade The Martin Block  [Bride and Groom Lone Journey
10:30 Road of Life Say 1t With Music :Beny Crocker. Mag- Evelyn Winters 2:45 |Light of the World Show Rose of My Dreams
azine of the Air |
10:45  Joyce Jordan |Club Time ‘David Harum 3:00 Life Can Be Beautifu! Ladies Be Seated  |Double Or Nothing
3:15 Ma Perkins
11:00 Fred Waring Victor H. Lindlahr ' Tom Breneman Arthur Godfrey 3:30 Pepper Youno Paul Whiteman Club |Winner Take All
1:15 Tell Your Neighbor | 3:45 Right to Happiness |Jackie Hill Show
11:30 Jack Berch Heart's Desire lGalen Drake |Grand Slam
11:45 Lora Lawton Ted Malone Rosemary 4:00 Backstage Wife Erskine Johnson Hint Hunt
4:15 Stelia Dallas The Johnsoa Family
4:30 I;orenzo Jones Bwo ToncBaker Ediy?uchin Give and Take
4:45 Young Widder Brown Quaker City Dick Tracy
AFTERNOON PROGRAMS Serenade
5:00 'When A Girl I{VIarries.Melody Theater ;:rry"( and Pirates House Party
. 5:15 Portia Faces Life Adventure Parade y King
12:00 . |Kate Smith Speaks |Welcome Travelers |Wendy Warren 5:30 Just Plain Bill |Hop Harrigan Jack Armstrong Treasury Bandstand
12:15 |Echoes From Tropics Chjeckt;)rboard Aunt Jenny 5:45 |Front Page Farrell | Tom Mix Tennessee Jed |
amboree
12:30 [Words and Music Naval Academy Band Helen Trent
12:45 Our Gal Sunday EVE o MS
1:00 !Art Van Damme Cedric Foster Baukhage Big Sister NING PROGRA
1:15 Quartet Pﬁogby Norris Nancy Craig Ma Perkins
trings - ~
1:30 |Robert McCormick |Merv Griffin Young Dr. Malone 6:00 |John Mac Vane Eric Sevareid
1:45 (Rabert Ripley The Guiding Light 6:15 Serenade to America alks
6:30 Local Programs Red Barber
2:00 Today's Children Queen For A Day  |Maggi McNellis Second Mrs. Burton 6:45 |Lowell Thomas Richard C. Hottelet
2:15 'Woman in White Perry Mason i . " —
2:30 Masquerade Martin Block Show |Bride ard Groom Lone Journey 7:00 Chesterfield Club Fulton Lewis, Jr. Headline Edition Mystery of the Week
2:45 Light of the World Rose of My Dreams 7:15 |News of the World  Dance Orchestra Elmer Davis Jack Smith
7:30 'Manor House Party Leland Stov:e Lone Ranger Bob Crosby Show
2:00 'k’ilfe gan Be Beautiful Ladies Be Seated  |Double or Nothing 7:45 H. V. Kaltenborn  Inside of Sports [ Bob Trout
3:15 a Perkins
3:30 Pepper Young Paul Whiteman Club ‘Winner Take All 8:00 |Dennis Day Crime Club Lum and Abner American Melody
3:45 Right to Happiness [Jackie Hill Show B:15 Bobhy Doyle Show Hour
8:30 [The Great Johnny Madero Paul Whiteman Or. Christian
4:00 Backstage Wife Erskine Johnson Hint Hunt Gildersleeve
4:15 Stella Dallas Johnson Family 8:45
4:30 Lorenzo Jones Two Ton Baker ‘Toby Reed Stories 'Give and Take = _ =
4:45 Young Widder Brown|Quaker City |Dick Tracy 9:00 |Dutfy's Tavern Gabriel Heatter Beulah Show Rhapsody in Rhythm
Serenade i 9:15 Real Stories
—— 9:30 |Mr. District Attorney What's the Name Ford Showroom with
5:00 When A Girl Marries|Melody Theater 'Terry and Pirates  House Party 9:45 of That Song Meredith Wilson
5:15 Portia FacesLife |Adventure Parade | Sky King - - -
5:30 Just Plain Bill Hop Harrigan Jack Armstrong Treasury Bandstand 10:00 |The Big Story Shadows of