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NHB new:

1. Dr. Harold Moore warns Kansas Citians
of the grave crisis facing public schools. (See
page 37).

2. Discussing home building progress on the
WHB Mirror (Sunday, 9:30 p.m. CST) are John
C. Taylor, president of the J. C. Nichols Com-
pany; Charlie Neal, acting president of the
Kansas City Home Builders Association; and
of the Association.

3. Miss America of 1948 poses with the four
other finalists at Atlantic City. Second from
left is Vera Ralston, sponsored by WHB, who
has been selected by a panel of judges as the
1948 Swing Girl.

4. President of the National Chamber of
Commerce, Earl O. Shreve, studies news flashes
in the WHB Newsbureau before taking the air
on Mutual’'s Radio Newsreel (Mon. througt

Fri., 8:15 p.m. CST).
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foreword
for October

ALWAYS with the coming of
spring we have had the reck-
less hope that it would last forever.
Winter seems a rumor of horror, a
medieval thing, gone and good rid-
dance, and the thought that spring
and the easy summer will pass and
winter come again fills us with
dread.

Yet nature takes care of its own,
even its human emotions. By the
time summer has curved into fall
and October arrives—the brash,
bright, incisive month—winter al-
ready begins to seem a welcome con-
dition, much to be desired. Summer
was worn out, anyway, a wilted
old thing in tired ruffles that
wouldn’t give up through Septem-
ber. But now comes the crisp and
taffeta weather with a patina of
frost and smoke and the busy
sound of blackbirds . and the
ripe apple somehow more satisfying
than the bloom that had us daft
and lyrical in spring . . . and the
brief red afternoons the shape and
length of football games and drives
into the country. It is a time of
gathering-in, of homecoming, and
the door closing to shut out the
sudden night and shut in the
warmth and good cheer and the
feeling of safety. We draw up the
chair before the first wood fire and
pull the biggest book from the
shelf, comfortable and barricaded,
involved in a sort of gay conspir-
acy against the cold and feeling a
certain excitement at being brought
once more to face the rigors of
stern nature, confident as we are
that once again, against bleak de-
spair and death for which winter
serves as the eternal symbol, we
will come through.
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OCTOBER'S HEAVY DATES
IN KANSAS CITY

Art . . .

(The William Rockhill Nelson
Gallery of Art and the Mary
Atkins Museum of Fine Arts.)

Loan Exhibitions: The architec-
ture of George Fred Keck; wall-
papers designed by Pacific Coast
artists; Chinese paintings (spe-
cial exhibition in Gallery 24.)

Motion Pictures: October 15, 7:30
p.m., and October 17, 3:00
p.m., Male and Female with
Gloria Swanson. October 29,
7:30 p.m., and October 31,
3:00 p.m., Civilization.

Lectures: October 27, 8 p.m.,
Laurence Sickman on Far East-
ern Art.

Concerts: (Sundays,
Fridays, 8:15 p.m.)
Oct. 3, Joanne Johnson Baker,
pianist.

Oct. 5, Dr.
piano recital.
Oct. 8, Opera program directed
by Gladys Cranston.

Oct. 10, Eleanor Beck Watkins,
pianist.
Oct. 22, Mary Kate Parker,
pianist.

(No admission charge for lec-
tures, motion pictures or con-
certs.)

3:30 p.m.,

Wictor Labunski,

Music . . .

Oct. 15, Robert Shaw Chorale,
Music Hall,

Oct. 17, London String Quartet,
University of Kansas City.

Oct. 19-20, Kansas City Philhar-
monic concert, Music Hall.

Oct. 21, Paul Whiteman and his
orchestra, Municipal Auditorium
Arena.

Oct. 22-23, XKatz Philharmonic
concert, Music Hall.

Oct. 29, Lauritz Melchior, tenor,
Music Hall.

Dancing . , .

(Pla-Mor Ballroom, 32nd and
Main.) Dancing every night but
Monday. “‘Over 30" dances
Tuesday and Friday.

Oct. 2, Woody Herman.

Oct. 7-10, Jules Herman.

Oct. 14-17, 21-24, Wayne Karr.

Oct. 28-31, Mal Dunn.

Drama . . .
Oct. 4-9, Annie Get Tour Gun,
Music Hall.

Conventions . . .

Sept. 30-Oct. 2, Missouri Bar As-
sociation, Hotel President.

Oct. 4-7, Southwest Clinical Con-
ference, Hotel President and
Municipal Auditorium.

Oct. 8-9, Tri-State Credit Con-
ference, Hotel President.

Oct. 9-10, Missouri State As-
sociation, B'Nai B'Rith, Hotel
Muehlebach.

Oct. 11-14, Missouri Congress of
Parents & Teachers, Hotel Pres-
ident.

Oct. 12-14, Women's Christian
Temperance Union of Missouri,
Grand Avenue Temple.

Oct. 16-23, American Royal Live-
stock & Horse Show, American
Roya! Building.

Oct. 24-26, Allied Clothiers &
Jobbers, Hotel Phillips.

Oct. 25-27, Missouri Valley Chap-
ter Radio Representatives, Hotel
President.

Oct. 26-28, Missouri Baptist Gen-
eral Association, 2310 Linwood.

Oct. 27-29, Consumers Coopera-
tive Association, Municipal
Auditorium.

Oct. 29-30, Central Neuropsychia-
tric Association, Hotel Presi-
dent.

Oct. 31-Nov. 1, Western Seed-
men's Association, Hotel Presi-
dent.

Oct. 31-Nov. 1, Heart of America
Cosmetologists, Hotel Continen-

tal.
Oct. 31-Nov. 1, Central States
Salesmen, Hotels Muehlebach,

Phillips and Aladdin.

Special Events . . .

Oct. 4-14, Community Chest, Mu-
nicipal Auditorium Exhibition
Hall.

Oct. 7, "'Great Books'’ discussion,
University of Kansas City.

Oct. 11, Jackson County Progres-
sive Party, Glen H. Taylor,
speaker, Municipal Auditorium.

Oct. 15, American Royal Coro-
nation Ball. Jeri Ray, Orrin
Tucker’s Orchestra and Eli
Wheat Square Dancers. Mu-
nicipal Auditorium Arena.

Oct. 17, Eagle Scout Ceremonial,
Music Hall.

Oct. 18, S. I. Hayakawa on
“‘Language, Meaning and Ma-
turity,”” University of Kansas
City.

Oct. 18, Sir Hubert Wilkins lec-
ture, Music Hall.

Oct. 21-23, Blackstone, magician,
Music Hall.

Oct. 21, '""Great Books' discus-
sion, University of Kansas City.

Oct. 25, Arthur Bliss Lane lec-
ture, Music Hall.
Oct. 31, Council of Churches,

Municipal Auditorium Arena.

Football . . .

(Ruppert Stadium, 22nd and
Brooklyn.) High school games
each Friday evening at 8:00
p.m. and Saturday afternoon at
2:00 p.m.

Oct. 1, Kirksville State Teachers
College at Rockhurst stadium,
8:00 p.m.

Oct. 10, St. Benedict’s College at
Rockhurst stadium, 2:00 p.m.
Oct. 29, Hays State Teachers
College at Rockhurst stadium,

8:00 p.m.
Ice Hockey . . .

(United States Hockey League. All
games at Pla-Mor Arena, 32nd
and Main.)

. 13, St. Paul.

. 17, Dallas.

. 24, Minneapolis.

. 27, St. Paul.

. 31, Houston.

Wrestling . . .
Wrestling every Thursday night,
Memorial Hall, Kansas City,
Kansas.
Oct. 19, Professional wrestling,
Municipal Auditorium Arena.

Swmg is published monthly at Kansas City,
Missouri, Address all communications
to Publication Office, 1102 Scarritt Building,
Kansas City 6, Missouri. 'Phone Harrison 1161.
333 North Michigan, Chicago 1, Illinois. "Phone
Central 7980. Price 25¢ in United States and
Canada. Annual subscriptions, United States,
$4. Copyright
1948 by WHB Broadcasting Co.

33 a year; everywhere else,
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heal Belt

by JAMES R. McQUEENY

KANSAS CITY has a great big
circle around October 15 on its
social calendar. The glittering pagean-
try of the American Royal Coronation
Ball looms as the most important
event of the fall and winter season.
Combining the brilliant lavishness of
a Broadway opening with the warm-
hearted gaiety of Mardi Gras, the
Ball still manages to retain a distinc-
tive Midwestern air.

For months, civic and social leaders
have laid plans to insure perfection
for every phase of the Ball.

Dozens of specialists have worked
on the problems attending such a
large-scale production: the construc-
tion of a special box at one end of the
Municipal Arena as a setting for the
coronation of the American Royal
Queen and her court entertainment;
the organization and training of hun-
dreds of dancers for square dances,
ballets, folk dances, waltzes, and mod-
ern specialties; the designing of cos-
tumes for the Queen’s court and
pages; and the hiring of a big-name
- orchestra (Orrin Tucker, this year).
Additional consideration has been
- given mood lighting and the perfum-
ing of the entire arena—an operation
to be conducted by a leading per-
fumer. The 200-voice Muehlebach
chorus is well rehearsed in the Coro-
nation Processional, which was writ-

ten especially for the Queen’s tri-
umphal march.

The chairman and chief worrier of
the Ball Committee must follow up
every detail concerning tickets, invi-
tations, programs, publicity, budgets,
and all other items connected with
the extravaganza.

With each passing year, the Coro-
nation Ball has become more elaborate.
Within the space of a short time, it
has become a huge asset to the Amer-
ican Royal.

The Royal, itself, is a tremendous
undertaking. Starting in a tent 50
years ago, the event has evolved into
a $300,000 production. It has be-
come a time-honored institution. Like
some impish column of smoke, its
spirit has curled out of the stockyards
district and into the hotels, banks,
stores and business concerns along
Main Street. While most metropoli-
tan centers go to elaborate extremes
to conceal the straw sticking out from
their collars, Kansas City prides it-
self on being a cow town—Cowtown,
U. S. A. Grain and cattle built Kan-
sas City, and its citizenry won't let
anyone forget it.

Actually, the American Royal is
the external expression of the live-
stock industry’s development. The
cattleman and the farmer are progres-
sive citizens and they are tireless in
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their search for improved breeds, bet-
ter strains of stock. For them, the
Royal is both a classroom and a cheer-
ing stand. Here, they compare notes
with other producers; here, they hear
the applause of city-dwellers whose
jobs and well-being are linked with
theirs.

For many years, the Royal was a
livestock exposition, nothing more.
Its current list of “uptown activities,”
as differentiated from those held in
the American Royal Building, stem
from the Jubilesta, a civic sojourn into
show business during the middle "30’s.

When the Municipal Auditorium
was spanking new, merchants and
other civic leaders dreamed up a three-
ring business-stimulator that was
staged three successive autumns, be-
ginning in 1936. The big hall became
a hive of amusement activity, an ir-
resistible magnet for the people of
the trade territory. They came troop-
ing into the new six-million-dollar
fairyland to see and hear such top-
drawer stars as Bob Burns, Edgar
Bergen, Burns and Allen, Rubinoff,
and Rudy Vallee. Music Hall attrac-
tions included
George White’s
Scandals and
other Broadway
musicals and re-
vues. Kansas
City’s products
were displayed in
the Exposition
Hall; and in the
Little Theatre, there was a reproduc-
tion of the Holy City. Street parades,
famous dance orchestras, queen con-
tests and other interest-getting fea-
tures were presented.

October, 1948

There was no business like show
business for the civic leaders until
they began running up a deficit and
running out of headliners. And with
three or four events going simultane-
ously, they found they were in com-
petition with themselves.

It was at this point that Elmer C.
Rhoden, moving picture theatre exe-
cutive, asked the question: Why not
replace the buskin with the cowboy
boot?

In the American Royal, Rhoden
pointed out, the city had an attrac-
tion that had more latent possibilities
than a dozen variety shows. Here was
an event, rooted to the soil, that had
been going along for years and was
well regarded by stockmen and horse
breeders. As an extremely successful
showman and leading horse exhibitor,
his words carried weight.

Business and professional men who
had been indifferent in their support
of the livestock and horse show be-
came interested in it. They saw how
it could be tied to the downtown dis-
trict as well as the stockyards for the
mutual, year-around benefit of both.

A live-wire committee was named
within the Chamber of Commerce
ranks to sell the Royal as the city’s
greatest, most significant event. The
queen contest had been the most sub-
stantial builder of territorial good will
in the Jubilesta, so it was incorporated
into the American Royal plan. This
contest was to be packaged in a glit-
tering society ball. The ticklish prob-
lem of guest lists was entrusted to a
mythical social arbiter, Colonel A. R.
C. Ball, who, in his one public ap-
pearance at the Kansas City Union

(Continued on page 68)
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Give a man a horse bhe can ride, a
gun be can shoot, a part he can re-
member. Then watch the money
roll in!

by NORTON HUGHES JONATHAN

THE saddest days ever to fall upon
Republic Pictures, a Hollywood
studio which specializes in filming
what are known to the movie trade
as horse operas, were brought about
by an incident which had never hap-
pened in a Western thriller before.

Roy Rogers was kissed. Not by a
horse, but by a real, live girl. She
was even pretty. And Roy kissed her
back—right on her Max Factored lips.
All this was done not too fervently,
but, nevertheless, Roy and his leading
lady in a sagebrush epic called San
Fernando Valley definitely kissed in
the fade-out scene.

This stirred up a commotion that
frightened the chaps off the Holly-
wood cowboys. Outraged devotees of
Mr. Rogers—a mild young man, who,
it seemed, had not realized what he
was doing—protested by the thou-
sands, by wire, by letter, by telephone,
in person. Young and old alike, male
and female, were up in arms because
Roy Rogers had engaged in a clinch.

Some fans even proposed to come
to Hollywood for the purpose of form-
ing a posse to hunt down the erring
producer of San Fernando Valley.
One frightened studio executive was
reported to have hidden behind the bar

in Ciro’s for two days. Horse opera
fans will stand for no change in their
beloved art form. In a Western pic-
ture men are men who can’t want a
woman unless the picture costs more
than $500,000 to produce. Only the
heroes of the big super-westerns like
The Plainsman and Duel in the Sun
are allowed to express a hankering
for the heroine.

This is true because the big out-
door spectacles must appeal to a ma-
jority of movie fans. Minor-league
Westerns are custom-made to please
a much smaller segment of the movie-
going public, and it is this audience
which will countenance no alteration
in the traditional format of the horse
opera.

All heroes must be virile, brave,
honest and absolutely temperate. All
villains must be dirty skunks and mean
enough to rob a baby’s piggy bank.
All the characters in a typical West-
ern must be uncomplicated. The audi-
ence must be able to recognize good or
evil instantly.

The final scene usually shows the
hero’s horse coming between the poor
guy and the girl. Fanatical Western
fans seem to like an ending of this
kind because it implies that the hero-
ine won't succeed in getting the
honest, upstanding cowboy in her
clutches. Even when some kind of
love story is unreeled, there can’t be
any show of passion stronger than
the hero tipping his Stetson after

www americanradiohistorv com
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rescuing the heroine from dire peril.

The fans want to see plenty of ac-
tion and no love stuff at all. The
spectacle of simon-pure heroism tri-
umphing over scheming villainy ap-
peals to both children and adults
in big cities and small towns. Ever
since the days of William S. Hart
and “‘Broncho Billy” Anderson, West-
erns have been steady money-makers.
They have made fortunes for their
producers and stars, most of whom
are never written up in the fan maga-
zines or Hollywood columns.

Names like Trem Carr, Armand
Schaefer, Irving Briskin, Nat Levine,
and Henry McRae are mostly un-
familiar to the movie-going public, but
for 30 years these men have been the
Zanucks and Louis B. Mayers of the
horse opera industry. The Westerns
they have produced and released
through companies like Monogram,
Republic, and PRC Pictures have fea-
tured such indestructible sagebrush
favorites as Bob Steele, Ken Maynard,
Tim McCoy, Buck Jones, Jack Hoxie,
Sunset Carson, and Gene Autry.

The average Western is ageless.
Fifteen years ago Columbia Pictures
made a routine outdoor epic titled
White Eagle and starring the late
Buck Jones. In 1948, more than five
years after Jones' death in the Coco-
nut Grove fire in Boston, White
Eagle was reissued and made a second
handsome profit for its producers.

Many other Buck Jones pictures are
still in circulation. Since nothing like
the “new look™ ever gets into a West-
ern—costumes, scenery, and acting
remain the same year after year—
Buck Jones will probably remain alive
on the screen for another generation.

October, 1948

He still gets plenty of fan mail from
children who have reached movie-
going age since his death and from
adults with short memories.

Although the million dollar produc-
tions starring actors like Gary Cooper
and Joel McCrea take months to pro-
duce, routine Westerns can be pro-
duced by small studios on budgets
that are rigidly held down to $50,000
or less. They are produced with ab-
solutely no waste motion by crews of
specialists who think nothing of turn-
ing out a complete picture in six days.
Temperament is out. So is glamour.
The sole idea is to get 15 or 20 West-
erns a year produced as cheaply as
possible and out onto the screens of
the world. A low-budget Western
isn't considered a success uniess it re-
turns a profit of at least 40 per cent.

The history of a horse opera called
Blazing Guns will give an idea of how
economically a movie can be made.
Blazing Guns cost only $35,000. It
was hurled together in five frantic
days on the Columbia ranch near
Hollywood. The completed picture
ran a total of 60 minutes on the
screen and grossed $60,000 in the
United States and a dozen foreign
countries.

There are only five basic Western
plots: (1) crooked land grabbers or
cattle rustlers; (2) mistaken identity;
(3) crooked politicians; (4) stage-
coach or train robbery; (5) smuggling.
Plot Number Two was used for Blaz-
ing Guns—the well-worn yarn about
the cowboy with the heart of gold
who masquerades as a scoundrel to
save the heroine's ranch from being
gobbled up by the villain. The hero
was played by Tim McCoy, who has
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been making a dozen pictures a year
since 1927, in between rodeo appear-
ances. The badman was Ward Bond,
whose villainy is well-known to horse
opera fans. The heroine was played
by Leslie Brooks, a Columbia contract
actress who happened not to be doing
anything else that week and so was
rushed into the standard heroine’s
garb — Stetson hat, checked shirt,
leather skirt and cowboy boots. The
director was Ben Kline, an ex-camera-
man who holds an unofficial Oscar
for being able to shoot a picture at
break-neck speed.

The writer assigned to Blazing Guns
whipped out a shooting script in a
day and a half which kept two objec-
tives constantly in mind—Ilots of ac-
tion and very little dialogue.

Dialogue in a Western slows down
production and is expensive to re-
cord. Lines to be spoken by the cast
were reduced to the absolute minimum
necessary to explain the action. They
were old standbys like, ““Head ’em off
at the gulch, boys!” and, “Drop that

N

gun, podner, before I drop it fer yuh!”
from the exclamation point school of
cinema writing. They were easy for
the cast to remember because most of
them had been used in least a dozen
other pictures.

Close-ups were also reduced to a
minimum because they call for special
lighting and consume too much shoot-
ing time. As many scenes as possible
were simple exteriors already available
on the Columbia lot or the studio’s
ranch. Also, by shooting 95 per cent
of the film outdoors, the production
crew could make good use of the free
California sunshine to reduce lighting
costs.

Before shooting Blazing Guns, Di-
rector Kline spent a day in the studio
film library thriftly clipping long-
shot scenes of hard-riding and fighting
out of old pictures. These scenes in
which the actors either had their
backs to the camera or were too far
away to be recognized could be
patched into Blazing Guns by the film
editor. Some 800 feet of previously
used film went into the picture.

This economy was possible because
the same sets and actors and scenery
are used in many pictures and also
because costume changes are non-
existent. The same hero and villain
will appear in the same clothes in five
or six pictures. In addition, the fast
pace of a horse opera makes identifi-
cation of actors who are far away
from the camera practically impos-
sible. You know who they’re supposed
to be and that’s enough for the West-
ern fans, who don’t quibble over de-
tails.

Props for Blazing Guns were con-
fined to those already available at the
studio’s ranch. These included sev-
eral dozen ‘“‘breakaway’ tables and
chairs, marked for destruction in the
inevitable saloon fight. Several of the
special Balsa-wood chairs were not
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broken as called for in the script, thus
unexpectedly cutting costs.

Very bright and early on a Monday
morning, Director Kline’s company
reported to the Columbia ranch to
get down to business. They had in-
structions not to get mixed up with
the actors of three other pictures also
in the process of being shot there.
Most of the filming was done on the
Western street set—a well-worn col-
lection of stage coach offices, banks,
saloons, feed stores and hitching posts
that has appeared in at least 200
movies.

Later the company moved out into
the open country for the riding and
fighting stuff. With 60 to 70 scenes
a day on the shooting schedule, there
was no time for playing Hollywood.
Most of the direction given the actors
was devoted to telling them where to
ride and when to start shooting.
There were an even two dozen guns

Swing

A
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and they fired more than a thousand
rounds of ammunition between Mon-
day and Friday. The total number of
dead men in Blazing Guns amounted
to a grand total of nine—five baddies
and four goodies.

The featured players paid little or
no attention to the script. In the few
dialogue scenes they were told what
to say and said it before the cameras
after one short rehearsal.

Before the action shots most of the
principal players asked only, “Where
do I ride? Whom do I shoot? Where
does he fall?”

On Friday night, Blazing Guns was
completed on a studio interior set that
had been built months before for an-
other picture. By Monday morning
most of the characters involved had
forgotten the name and the plot of
the picture they’d just completed.
They were all busy on another opera,
Thundering Six Shooters.

oigns of the Times

On
WeMAN
On
Walker,
On

LEARNING TO DRIVE.”

the rear of an auto on a Westbrook, Maine, street: ‘“‘DANGER.

a Lawrenceville, Illinois, theatre marquee: “Katy Hepburn, Robert
in a stinker, SoNG or Love.”
the door of a New South Wales, Australia, farmhouse:

*20 miles

from a neighbor, 40 miles from a post office, 50 miles from a railway, 10
miles from water and wood, and 1,000 miles from a city. Whoever finds
this farm can have it. We hope they will settle down and help pioneer the
west. We would do it ourselves only the missus wants to see life. She has

left for the city. So have L.

Near a Pine Bluff, Arkansas, pond: “Keep Out. No FisHING ALouD.”

In all Springfield, Massachusetts, hotel lobbies:
Do Not Let Them Go Out Alone.”

Cigarettes.

“Chaperone Your

In a Bangor, Maine, store window: ““This place will be closed as long
as the fishing is good.”"—Joseph C. Siacey.

A French lawyer was pleading for an attractive transgressor.

“Gentle-

men of the jury,” he said, *‘shall this charming young lady be cast into a
lonely cell, or shall she be returned to her beautiful little apartment at 33

Rue Neuve, telephone 88-39-547"
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1t’s rough and ready adventure—
sold by the mile.

by JULES FRANCE
ACK DENGLER, head gypsy of a

travel outfit called “Adventure
Trails,” has hiked, biked, sailed,
climbed and paddled some 29,000
miles in 34 countries. With the world
for his oyster, he has gorged himself
on a menu of travel and adventure for
the last 16 of his 35 years. It not
only hasnt cost him a cent—but he
even gets paid for letting people fol-
low him around!

His strange career began in 1931,
when he left Columbia University to
tour the world in a small sailboat. No
rich man’s son, he had earned the boat
by the sweat of his fingers—giving
banjo lessons to rich men’s sons. But
after experimental junkets off the At-
lantic coast, the project fizzled when
his green-cheeked fellow mariners re-
quested to be included out.

Frustrated, Jack sold the boat next
year and went to Europe to study
art. While on the Continent, he be-
came intrigued by the popularity of
cycling as a sport. The European and
his bike were inseparable. Slowly the
germ of a profitable idea began to
tunnel through the convolutions of the
Dengler mind.

. The following year he returned to
Europe, this time to study not her art
but her people. He bought a second-
hand bike and pedalled up and down

the back roads of the Continent. He
loafed at villages and tiny towns,
tasting the flavor of obscure paradises
scorned by the inflexible route of the
chemin de fer. Then he hired a fold-
boat and explored Europe from her
rivers.

He learned to speak passable French
and German by losing himself in re-
gions where no English was spoken.
Sleeping in pensions and farmhouses,
he not only saved money but met and
learned to know grass-root Europeans.
And he discovered the youth hostels—
a chain of barns, castles and dormi-
tories turned over to hikers, bikers and
foldboaters for cheap lodging.

His idea now crystallized, Dengler
returned to Columbia for his sheep-
skin. But he found it hard to concen-
trate. Little gremlins on bicycles sped
across his open books. His classmates’
desks sprouted wheels. The walls and
ceilings whisked away. And they were
all enjoying a higher education in the
open classroom of the world . . .

Goaded by his grand illusion, Deng-
ler hounded all the steamship com-
panies in New York. They listened
skeptically to his wild idea—educa-
tional-recreational bike tours through
Europe for students. He emphasized
how cheaply these trips could be ar-
ranged. Students would sleep at hos-
tels and pensions; would substitute
healthy, cheap foot power for costly
train travel.

The Holland-American line was the
only company shrewd enough to see
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the possibilities. They offered to pro-
vide literature for the project, and
play ball on group rates, on three con-
ditions. Dengler would have to do all
the promotion himself; get a college
professor to lead the group, because
he was entirely too young; and finally,
drum up enough adventurous gypsies
for the trip.

The eager Dengler talked a Colum-
bia professor into leading the expedi-

tion, and persuaded seven students to
sign up. Just before sailing time, the
professor developed cold feet and
dropped out. Dengler promptly ap-
pointed himself full leader. Luckily,
none of his bookings deserted. The
Holland-American people decided to
give the 21-year-old adventurer a
chance.

So enthusiastic was the boat’s little
band of gypsies that their gaiety in-
fected the other passengers. Before
the Veendam dropped anchor in Rot-
terdam, four students on board asked
to be allowed to join the expedition.
So where seven young pilgrims fol-
lowed Dengler up the gangplank,
eleven followed him down. One of
them was a 19-year-old girl named
Helen Dykema, the only female in
the group, who later became Jack’s
wife.

October, 1948

The gallant little band traveled
some 2,000 kilometers by bike through
Germany, Austria, Switzerland and
France, covering as many as 115 miles
in one energetic day. Using German
bikes with tires of ersatz rubber (Hit-
ler even then had other uses for the
genuine stuff), they averaged 15 flats
apiece for the trip. Their only other
disaster was a group spill one dark
night when, cycling 20 miles an hour
without lights, one of them stopped
without warning to raise himself off
his saddle and rub a sore underspot.

Back home, the students were madly
enthusiastic about their adventure.
They swore to line up again behind
Dengler the following year—each of
them with one or more friends.

That settled it. In 1935 a New
York travel agent named Rose Speck
lent a willing ear to Dengler’s am-
bitious plans. She gave him desk
space in her office, and Jack invested
in letterheads with the impressive
name: “‘Second Annual Student Bi-
cycle Tour of Europe™ That summer
50 would-be gypsies responded to his
gospel of fun, adventure and educa-
tion at bargain basement prices.

Dengler divided them into three
groups, one of which he led with
Helen Dykema as his assistant. The
other two groups were shepherded by
two college lads from the pioneer
trip, in return for free expenses. In
the fall, on Helen’s 21st birthday, she
and Jack eloped to New York’s City
Hall, where their partnership was re-
inforced with a wedding ring.

For $5.00 a week they rented a
furnished room with a tiny stove and
sink in a closet. Squeezing in a desk,
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Dengler hung his first shingle on the
battered front door. It read: *‘Stud-
ent International Travel Association.
Jack Dengler, Pres.” The capital of
the new company was exactly
$265.43.

Dengler gambled his tiny treasury
on one-inch classified ads in the New
York Times. The copy was simply:
“Write for information on the most
unusual, low-cost, educational and
worthwhile way of seeing Europe.”
Although the ads were buried deep in
the voluminous pages of the Times,
without benefit of headline, they
brought an astonishing flood of in-
quiries.

The staggered Denglers found that
they had 214 customers on their hands
by the summer of 1936. They quickly
added cycle trips through England
and France to their itineraries. Deng-
ler himself experimented further by
leading the first American river jaunts
through Europe in foldboats. Their
reputation spread faster than their
ability to cope with new bookings
pouring in.

With over 500 enthusiasts—teach-
ers as well as students—eager to fol-
low wherever they led, the Denglers
opened an office in New York City.
By 1938 they were doing the largest
European tour business in the coun-
try. In addition, they had expanded

their scope to include rough-and-ready
trips through Bermuda, New England,
Canada, the West Indies and South

America.

Leading a cycle tour in Norway
the following year, Dengler’s intui-
tion warned him to cut the trip short.
He brought his bikers home 30 days
ahead of Hitler. With the war on,
the Denglers made a stab at staying
in the travel business by turning to
Nova Scotia and Mexico, and skip-
pering a schooner to Hawaii.

But the war knocked the bottom out
travel, and Dengler turned to defense
work to feed the four little Denglers
he and Helen had managed to produce
between trips. With the surrender
of Japan, Dengler reorganized his
footloose followers under the new
name of ‘“Adventure Trails,” with of-
fices in Santa Barbara and New York.

Now once again he’s leading groups
of youngsters—and some oldsters—on
such off-trail itineraries as a camping
jaunt through Yellowstone; a bike
trip through our national parks; a
fishing and hunting trip through
Alaska; and bike trips through Europe
and Scandinavia. He has just com-
pleted his biggest season. Still in the
blueprint stage, however, is Dengler’s
dream of a journey through the
moon’s craters on pogo-stick.

A certain sportive gentleman got home far too late from a poker party.
As a prudent gesture, he gave the family cook a dollar not to tell his wife

what time he came in.

But when he encountered his wife a few hours

later, it didn’t take him long to discover that the secret was out.
*Mandy,” he said reproachfully to the culinary chauffeur, I didn't

think you'd let me down.”

*Now, Mistah Jones,” Mandy protested, *'I ain’ tole the madam a single,

solitary thing.

She axe me what time

ou got home, an’ I say to her I was

too busy gittin® my breakfas’ ready t'look at de clock.”
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We're sitting on top of the world—
but it’s a constant battle to stay there!

27 s P
.,;/:/n
P

by HARRY VAN DEMARK

N April 6, 1909, Admiral Rob-
ert E. Peary located the exact
position of the North Pole and
planted the Stars and Stripes there,
claiming the entire polar ice-cap for
the United States. At approximately
the same time the Army purchased its
first airplane.

Since then, those two events have
taken on an increasingly significant
connection. Development of the air-
plane and the extension of our knowl-
edge concerning the Far North have
progressed in parallel. Today our
interest in the Arctic Circle, combined
with our technological skill in aircraft
development, is taking on the propor-
tions of an “‘issue”—which sooner or
later must run smack into a show-
down of some sort.

We are constantly reminded by
press, radio, motion pictures and
books that the Arctic Circle has
changed our whole concept of time
and distance. This “polar concept”
is rapidly shrinking a world that in
many ways is already too small for
comfort.

" Where two of the mightiest nations
face each other across a crack in the
ice, planes roar overhead in straight-
line courses that bring Tokyo and

Shanghai within nonstop distance of
Chicago.

General Billy Mitchell once elicited
much laughter from the armchair ex-
perts when he said, ““He who controls
Alaska controls the world.” Today
the leaders who thought he was wrong
are turning gray because he was so
right.

Anyway, it is shaping up like that.
In a broader sense General Mitchell
meant the entire wastes of the great
North—not just the trade routes be-
tween Ketchikan and Nome. When
World War II started our mass move-
ment into Alaska and the Aleutians
with our overwhelming supplies and
material, it looked at first as if we
had stolen a march on danger. But
we soon began to learn things about
that little-known world.

Our best planes, flown in from the
States, landed on the new air fields
and rolled to a stop. And there they
stayed, helpless, once they had cooled
off. In the biting cold and darkness
of Ladd Field they were dead statues,
row upon row, buffeted by the whirl-
ing snow and howling winds.

Engine oil congealed, rubber parts
got as stiff as burnt toast, and plastics
cracked. Grease froze like concrete

WWWwW.americanradiohistorv.com


www.americanradiohistory.com

14 Swing

and hydraulic fluid spilled out
through ruined gaskets and seals.

For a while the normal confused
state of Army affairs was as nothing
compared to the chaos heaped by the
weather upon the sagging shoulders
of our Far Northern administrations.
The huge hangars, many of them un-
insulated, simply could not be heated
enough to make repair work feasible.

Mechanics had to work outdoors,
in five-minute shifts, running in to
get thawed out, while another man
dashed outside and took up the job

for a few fleeting moments. Airplanes
that were first-line in importance
could not be left outdoors at all once
the engine had been stopped.

The Navy’s Bureau of Aeronautics
experts, and the Army’s best experi-
mental men from Wright Field, Ohio,
were called in to begin work on the
tremendous task of winterizing our
air forces for service in the Arctic—
after we had already arrived in the
North!

It couldn’t have been done any-
where else but in America. The na-
tion's best metallurgists, chemical wiz-
ards and designing engineers pooled

October, 1948

their brains. The “yellow dot™ project
got underway. Every little part that
went into the bewildering complexity
of a modern aircraft had to pass rigid
tests for its ability to stand up under
extreme temperatures. When it had
passed, a tiny yellow dot was painted
on it.

Before long the big aircraft assem-
bly lines in the States were turning
out engines and planes that looked
as if they had contracted some sort
of mechanical measles. Everything
from the propeller blades to the wind-
ing stem on the eight-day clock was
painted with a yellow dot.

Petroleum experts developed new
fuels and lubricants. Super-efficient
heating plants were designed for the
big open spaces of the Class A hang-
ars—veritable blast furnaces. The men
were lectured and shown movies on
hygiene and safety in the Arctic re-
gions. Things began to look up.

Then came the jet planes and
months of hard work by scientists be-
came obsolete over night.

But by this time the war was about
over. Many responsible leaders were
in favor of dropping further experi-
mentation on cold-weather equipment.
But others, perhaps with a prema-
turely suspicious eye on nearby Rus-
sia, were in favor of continuing the
program. It was continued, but at a
somewhat slower pace.

Just when the metallurgists, for in-
stance, had developed methods of pre-
venting sheet aluminum from split-
ting under vibration at subzero tem-
peratures, the newer, faster planes
began to come through constructed
largely of magnesium alloys.

www americanradiohistorv com
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A vyear of brain-wracking had gone
into the problem of de-icing for pro-
pellers. Finally an “‘electric glove”
was made and was perfected just
about the time propellers became passe
for first-line fighters. A “hot-edge”
for the forward line of the wing was
invented. It melted off hard ice with
a delightful degree of efficiency. But
the new jet-fighters, with their razor-
thin wings, had no room for such a
device inside.

We are still in the throes of many
such problems. Most of them will
succumb to ingenuity and time. Others
perhaps will always remain as formid-
able bulwarks. The weather is an
everlasting danger.

One of the toughest technical nuts
to crack is the problem of shrinkage
and expansion of metal under extreme
changes of temperature. The turbine
wheel in a jet engine is fringed with
hundreds of tiny steel “buckets,” each
one about the size of a man's thumb.
The buckets catch the blast of hot
gases and deflect it at an angle, caus-
ing the wheel to spin.

When the airplane has been cooling
off out on the flight line, those buckets
are at normal outdoor temperature—
about 60 degrees below zero much
of the time. When the jet engine is
started, if it starts, the buckets are
subjected to a searing heat of 1500
degrees within a matter of seconds!
How can metal stand such treatment
without cracking, warping out of
shape—and, especially, without vary-
ing more than a thousandth of an
inch in size? It can't be done—yet!

. But the day is coming, perhaps
sooner than we think, when it can
be done. At this time the 94th Fight-

ers of the Hat-in-the-ring squadron
are at Ladd Field, where their jet-
propelled planes are undergoing ex-
tensive and rigorous trials for top
operating efficiency under the most
severe conditions. That is why they
are in Alaska—for laboratory pur-
poses, not for the disturbing reasons
sometimes suggested.

Tons of data are being compiled
on the vicious and unpredictable Aleu-
tian weather and on flying conditions
over the endless tundra and ice fields
that stretch to the north. From the
eastern Yukon to the coast of Siberia
lies a wvast, terrifying wilderness of
rolling mountains and eternally frozen
plains. If there are material treasures
there—gold, coal or petroleum—they
exist in small quantites not worth a
concerted effort to obtain.

Surely our interest in the region is
not one of development and home-
steading. Nor is there as yet con-
clusive evidence to back up the rumor
of large uranium deposits. The
“atomic’’ metal has been found in the
Canadian Yukon—but it has also been
mined in Nevada. Neither source is
prolific.

It seems reasonable to assume that
our only interest is one of military se-
curity. And the biggest enemy to
date is the weather. Forecasters are
too often forced to change their pre-
dictions in the middle of a sentence.
From the western coast blows a pre-
vailing wind carrying dense, blinding
fog in an unbroken thick carpet for
hundreds of miles inland—day after
day, sometimes for weeks on end.

When the mercury drops, that fog
is a lethal gas-attack, “‘burning” hu-
man skin when it touches, and freez-
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ing fast to everything—Iliterally ev-
erything. Doors won't close or can’t
be opened. Rubber tires freeze to
the ground. Airplane wings lose their
smooth contours because of ice, and,
therefore, lose their ability to lift.

In the high latitudes the magnetic
compass goes berserk without warning,
the needle spinning crazily because
of the proximity of the magnetic pole.
Aurora Borealis, the “‘northern lights,”
raise cain with radio reception. The
sun goes round and 'round in circles,
or can’t be found at all. You fly at
night in the daytime.

Slowly but surely we are learning

Suing

A
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to cope with the great Northern
world. Someday, somebody is going
to be able to operate a mighty air
fleet efficiently over these frozen ex-
panses—and it had better be us!
Across the narrow straits of the Ber-
ing Sea near Nome lies Siberia, ac-
tually visible on a clear day. Which
recalls the remark of a Russian lend-
lease officer at Sitka, during the re-
cent war:

“Our Czar sold Alaska to the
United States without the consent cf
the Russian people. Therefore we of
the new Russia do not regard the
sale as legal.”

Boomeranging Brainwaves

Creator Brainwave
A Boston Tried breaking into a variety
burglar store via a chimney.

A Greenwich

To prove dog—on trial for

Boomerang

Police had to chop away
most of the chimney in or-
der to extricate him.

The pooch bit his hand.

lawyer biting a child—was tame as
a kitten, put his hand into
the canine’s mouth.
A Dallas, Wrecked cops’ “*Black Maria™ He found himself jailed,
Oregon, man because they'd jailed his too.
brother.
Two Detroit Counted their combined A passer-by scooped up the

men

wealth of $1,600 by spread-

money and fled.

ing the bills out on a side-

walk.

A

A mother was having a hard time persuading her five-year-old daughter

that a bath was healthful.

vanity.

“A daily bath will give you a beautiful figure,” she coaxed.

Finally she decided to appeal to the young lady’s

Then

noticing the little girl's skeptical look, she questioned, “Don’t you believe me?™

ttYes’!!

the little lady promptly answered.

taken a good look at a duck lately?”

Elderly lady:

A

“Isn't it wonderful how these gas pump people know

where to set up pumps and get gas?”
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ereford Heaven

Thank your lucky steaks for the farsighted pair
who played Burbank to the livestock world!

by DEREK CARTER

¢¢] OOK at that rump!” said Gov-
4 ernor Simpson.

Charles Gudgell nodded.

“There,” thundered the Governor,
*“is your answer.”

It was Chicago, in 1880, and the
pair was inspecting a bull named
Anxiety. Their inspection changed
the course of cattle breeding in Amer-
ica.
For what Gudgell and Simpson—a
young banker and an old mule trader
—saw was a Hereford bull with heavy
hindquarters. It startled them, be-
cause the Hereford breed was called
“cat-hammed” by American cattlemen
of the period, and spurned as a blood-
line to upbreed range cattle. The rea-
son was an unfortunate smallness of
rump which limited the animal’s
choice meat areas and, in turn, his
market value.

Anxiety changed that — Anxiety,
some other cattle, Gudgell and Simp-
son. They changed it to the extent
that, today, Herefords constitute fully
85 per cent of the commercial cattle
and 73 per cent of the beef cattle
coming into central markets. Here-
fords now produce the largest amount
of quality meat, at the lowest cost, in
the shortest possible time. They are—
hold onto your Stetson—a 1200 mil-
lion dollar-a-year business!

But the biggest single event in the
Hereford world will take place this
month, when 136 exhibitors from 26
states bring their animals to Kansas
City to compete in the 50th Annual
American Royal Livestock and Horse
Show. Between the 16th and 23rd
of October, 958 Herefords will vie for
$75,000 prize money in the white
face cattle division.

The breed originated in the middle
of the 18th Century, when an Eng-
lishman named Ben Tompkins became
alarmed at the increasing industriali-
zation of his homeland. If the remain-
ing farmers were to supply the grow-
ing population centers, Tompkins fig-
ured, they would have to develop a
breed of cattle which could be fat-
tened for market in fewer than the
ten years then required.

At Herefordshire, a small district
of good pasture lands, he began a
series of experiments he hoped would
culminate in a breed of early maturing
beef cattle which would be easy to
keep and could be fattened quickly.

He established the beginnings,
sound beginnings, of such a breed, and
the name of the area has clung to it
ever since. Henry Clay brought a
Hereford bull and two heifers to
America as early as 1817, but their
identity was soon lost in crossings
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with Shorthorns. Other white face
cattle subsequently made their way
across the Atlantic to Canada, New
York, Maine, Vermont, Maryland
and Ohio.

But it remained for Simpson and
Gudgell, who between them hadn’t
enough theoretical knowledge of ge-
netics to wad a shotgun, to achieve
the results Ben Tompkins had en-
visioned more than a century before
them.

The partners were a story book
team. Both were Kentuckians who
had migrated to Missouri. Gudgell, a
college graduate thoroughly grounded
in finance and business administra-
tion, was a student of livestock his-
tory. Simpson was old enough to be
Gudgell’s father. He had, in fact,
once been a business associate of the
senior Gudgell. He wore a black cam-
paign hat, a white goatee, and was
called Governor by nearly everyone.
A former liveryman, his formal edu-
cation was slight and he had no in-
terest in paper work, but he was one
of the best all-around judges of live-
stock who ever lived. He was sharp
on a trade and had the happy ability
to foresee the results of certain mat-
ings.

The pair ran their herd on a 480-
acre farm near Pleasant Hill, Missouri.
They began raising Herefords in 1876,
and three years later held a Hereford
sale in Kansas City, the first west of
the Ohio River.

The Kansas City stockyards were
then five years old and expanding
rapidly. Livestock dealers were mak-
ing money hand over fist. Every pure-
bred breeder had his eye on the richest
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prize of the era, the Western cattle
market.

Simpson and Gudgell were well
aware of the situation’s potentialities.
When they found
Anxiety, they felt
they had found the
answer to a cattle-
man’s dream.

This, in itself,
was a tribute to

- their perspicacity,
because Anxiety was not highly re-
garded, even though he had won a
few important English shows. A
delicate, sickly calf with a deformed
left foot, he was called Anxiety be-
cause his original owner feared the
animal wouldn’t survive. He didn’t.
The rigors of the show ring proved
too much for him and he died at the
end of the 1880 season when he was
four years old, after having sired
only two crops of calves.

Gudgell and Simpson were deter-
mined, however, to find a bull with
Anxiety’s conformation. They went
to England and returned with 60 bulls,
but none resembled Anxiety.

In 1881, Simpson made another
buying trip. He went immediately to
Leominister, where T. J. Carwardine,
the breeder of Anxiety, lived.

There he found Anxiety 4th, a
yearling with a block rump, full neck,
short, wide head and short legs. By
this time, word about Anxiety had
gotten around, and the experts of
two continents had come questing.
All had seen his great-grandson, but
none wanted him. Not so the Gover-
nor.

Even when Mr. Carwardine spoke
deprecatingly of Anxiety 4th, and
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confided that he, personally, didn’t
think the bull was worth buying,
Simpson went on to make an offer.

It was accepted.

A few days later, at Woodhouse,
Simpson ran across some very thin
cattle. One cow caught his eye, so he

bought her.

“What are you going to do with
that skeleton,” someone asked, ‘“‘start

a boneyard?”

Governor Simpson shrugged. ““That
cow,” he allowed, “is a pretty tough
proposition. But on Missouri corn
and bluegrass, she’ll come around
fine.”

She did: she was Dowager 6th,
who with Anxiety 4th formed the cele-
brated combination that brought fame
to the herd. Together they produced
the compact bundle of meat which
has become a citizen of the world.
Today's Hereford is a prolific breeder
and good rustler, an economic beef
machine that is at home in the corn
belt, the Southwest, the pampas of
Argentine and the grazing lands of
Australia.

This is the animal that will hold
the spotlight in the 1948 American
Royal, in the biggest Hereford show
ever held. Also honored at this year’s
edition of the gigantic livestock ex-
position will be R. J. Kinzer, the
Kansas Citian who has been the back-
bone of the American Hereford As-
sociation for 37 years. The Hereford
show is dedicated to him.

Kinzer was secretary of the Associa-
tion from 1911 to 1944, and has
served as chairman of the board since
then.

At the Royal’s golden anniversary,
the champion Hereford bull will be
assigned number 5,360,681 in the
hand book—exactly 5,000,000 more
than the first entry Kinzer made when
he became secretary.

That champion will sell for a fabu-
lous sum. Every cut from his meat-
packed frame will be specially stamped
and decked out in blue ribbons. In
royal style, he will go to his Hereford
heaven—a tribute to R. J. Kinzer, to
Anxiety and Dowager, and to Messrs.
Simpson and Gudgell, who made an
everlasting contribution to the live-
stock world.

OUR BACK COVER shows the wvast
cattle range of the Great West. From
these herds, a million dollars’ worth of
livestock a day enters Kansas City.
(Photo courtesy Union Pacific.)
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The Friendly Feather

HE month of October is Red Feather

time throughout the United States—
not by official proclamation nor national
edict, but by tradition and common con-
sent.

Nearly a thousand cities and towns
will conduct their Community Chest
campaigns during this period. The esti-
mated total of all the goals of the nation’s
Community Chests is $180,000,000.

The Red Feather means many cam-
paigns in one. Nationally, it is spokes-
man for 12,000 voluntary Red Feather
services. Locally, Community Chests may
include anywhere from half a dozen
separate organizations in small commu-
nities, to hundreds in the largest. No
national fund is raised. Each community
sets its own goal, raises and spends its
own money.

The significant fact is that, in every
case, each of these organizations would
have to conduct a separate campaign for
funds were it not for the once-a-year

Mother was chiding Johnny.

enough to give your sister the largest piece of candy.

united effort under the banner of the
Red Feather.

The Community Chest campaign com-
bines many different campaigns into one.
One campaign makes for greater efficiency
and economy of operation. It conserves
the time of the unpaid volunteers who
work in the campaign to raise the funds.
But most important, it saves money. It
saves the people of the community from
being contacted for funds by each of
these Red Feather services separately.

Community Chest services help provide
nursing and medical care, child care, fam-
ily counselling, informal education, youth
leadership and special attention for aged
and handicapped people.

When you give to your Community
Chest during the campaign in your city,
remember that you are helping your neigh-
bor . . . that you are helping vourself
by building your community.

Wear a Red Feather . . .
of a good neighbor!

it's the sign

*1 was hoping you would be unselfish

Why even that old

hen will give all the nicest dainties to her little chicks and take only a tiny

one for herself.”

Johnny watched the hen for a while and then said understandingly,
“Well, Mom, I'd do the same thing if it was worms.”

The composer of The Vestal was in the habit of wearing all his decora-

tions and medals.

During a gathering in his honor one of the musicians remarked to a

friend, “Just notice how Spontini’s chest is covered with medals.

And to

think that Mozart didn't have any at all.”
Spontini, who had heard the remark, replied serenely, "My dear sir,

Mozart didn’t need any.”

Uncle John related to the rising young lawyer, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
a little story about a Roman emperor who, on a day of particularly great
glory, was passing down a street of the capital, acknowledging the tumultuous
applause of the admiring public, when out of the corner of his eye, he

glimpsed a small boy derisively sticking out his tongue.

stantly vanished.

His triumph in-

“Remember,” Uncle John concluded, *‘that there is always an urchin at
the edge of every triumph, Wendy, to remind you that your crown isn't
on straight.”—Christian Science Monitor.

The boy next door is a devilish fellow. The other day when someone
asked him whether he said his prayers before eating, he replied, *'I don't

have to; my mother is a good cook.™
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NE of the world’s greatest show-

men has hit the top. From a
humble beginning in a neighborhood
nickelodeon, Gus Eyssell’s star has
risen meteorically, guiding him
through dozens of theatres all over
the country before gently depositing
him in one of the most important po-
sitions in New York City.

As executive manager of Rocke-
feller Center, Incorporated, Mr. Eys-
sell is top man in the city of the sky.
He directs the welfare of some 32,000
daily workers and 7,000,000 yearly
visitors. Fifteen of the world’s tallest
buildings, occupying more than 12
acres of Manhattan’s wealth, stand
majestically under the watchful Eys-
sell eye. That’s where he is now.

But back in 1916, as a student in
Kansas City’s Central high school,
Gus was about as far away from his
glittering goal as he cared to be. He
and a good friend by the name of
Woalt Disney had set their hopes high,
but little did either realize how many
of them were to come true.

Young Gus started early in show
business. Even while in school, he
utilized his free time to throw hand-
bills for a nearby theatre, the Isis.
However, this job didn’t satisfy his
industrious nature. Before long he
was taking tickets, writing advertising
copy, carrying film and putting up

¥
special “fronts” in the lobby. By the

time he had finished school, Gus was
a 16-year-old assistant manager.

Devoting all of his time to his
career, Gus became treasurer in a
large downtown theatre. Since he had
to be on the job seven nights a week,
social life was just not in his vocabu-
lary; but that didn’t seem to bother
him. Eagerly, he took over as manager
of one of the smaller Kansas City
houses, then after proving himself,
came back to head what was then the
city’s largest theatre, the Newman.

In 1925, the Million Dollar Theatre
in Los Angeles beckoned, and Gus
headed west. As the Million Dollar
manager, he sponsored many impor-
tant premieres. Following this, he
headed a larger Los Angeles house for
Paramount Publix, where he gained
valuable experience with stage shows.
Realizing the young man’s unusual
executive talents, the firm sent him to
Texas as district manager of de luxe
theatres in Dallas, San Antonio, Hous-
ton and other cities.

A year and a half later, Gus crossed
the country to New York, where he
became city manager for the same
company, with such theatres as the
Paramount, Rialto, Rivoli and Brook-
lyn Paramount under his jurisdiction.

And then came 1932, the year when
Gus took his most important step. In
a country swept clean by depression,
the opening of the gigantic Radio
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City Music Hall seemed incongruous.
In the opinion of almost everyone,
the move was slated for disaster. But
among the appointments to the execu-
tive staff was the name of Gus Eys-
sell, and that meant anything but
failure. Before one year had passed,
Gus was assistant manager of the
world’s largest and most famous
theatre. Instead of dying its dusty
death, the Music Hall developed into
the most successful enterprise in the
show world, its prestige commanding
the respect of the entire globe.

Ten years later, Gus was appointed
president and managing director of
the Music Hall. He came to be known
as the world’s most potent individual
movie exhibitor. Hollywood producers
referred entire pictures to his judg-
ment, because playing the Music Hall
meant success for any flicker. The

big house was actually a trend in itself
—every studio, domestic and foreign,
wanted a showing there. In addition
to the pick of the movie crop, Gus
Eyssell presented giant stage extrava-
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ganzas which played to audiences
packing the auditorium’s 5,945 seats.
During a single week, the Music Hall
would take in from $110,000 to $125,-
000, and seat as many as 186,000
people.

As if the Music Hall weren’t big
enough for him, Gus simultaneously
became the managing director of the
Center Theatre, live-entertainment
house featuring vaudeville and the
top ice revues of the country. Under
his leadership, the Center Theatre
drew 2,000,000 people a year.

Yes, Gus knew the formula for
success which some people refer to
as “magic.” All people really want,
says Gus, is a good show—and he has
constantly given them the best.

The climax, to date, in Gus’ event-
ful career came last May. New York’s
largest midtown development needed
a manager—so Mr. Eyssell is now the
mayor of Rockefeller Center. He
continues to buy and book films for
the Music Hall and manage the Cen-
ter Theatre, but he spends most of
his time bossing the world’s greatest
and most interesting show-place.

His story reads like stage make-be-
lieve, but Gus, still a young man not
finished with his forties, would have
you understand the success he has
achieved is due to his associates. That
may be true, but just the same, keep
your eye on Eyssell!

While at the county fair, a middle-aged farmer took his wife into the
tent where the kootchie dancer was doing her act. The farm wife stared
for a moment at the active terpischorean and whispered, **‘Sam, I think we

better get out of this place.”

Sam pointed to the platform and said, “‘Let's wait till she gets over her

stage fright, Ma.
shoes.”

The poor little thing’s so scared, she's just shaking in her
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I#’s bell on wheels when the bot-

shoe artists dig in their beels and
open the throttle wide.

by GEORGE STATLER

A,L through the summer and fall,
in more than half the nation,
the splutter and moan of two-wheeled
hellriders shatter the Sunday after-
noon quiet. It’s broadsliding time, and
the motorcycles are racing.

The sport has regained the ground
it lost during the days of shortages,
and once again the nearly 50,000 bike
jockeys can guarantee their ever-
growing crowds of fans a fast, roar-
ing time.

Not so long ago, the main event of
a motorcycling afternoon was the hill
climb, and every crazy guy with two
wheels, a one-lung steed and a tank
full of gas was out there bruising a
kidney for prizes. This vertical tor-
ture course was limited, however, and
participants not always easy to find;
consequently, it lost favor to the
Southern-born cross country obstacle
race and the more spectacular flat
race, which today are the standard
events for every motorcycle club.

Local clubs compete all spring and
summer in sectional meets where their
members gain experience. Fans who
gather from miles around seem to take
little notice of the sign at the gate
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which proclaims in red paint: “DAN-
GEROUS—You Enter These Grounds
at Your Own Risk!” Besides giving
motorcycle clubs their day to perform
and to thrill the townspeople, these
local meets serve to condition the top
racing artists for the big motorcycle
race of the year—the 100-mile classic
at Langhorne, Pennsylvania, held in
September and known as “The In-
dianapolis of Motorcycle Racing.”
More than 300 riders compete. Late
in February, the Number One Go is
the 100- and 200-mile grind on Day-
tona Beach, Florida, for $4,000 in
prizes. These are the big money
races, one in fall and one in winter,
for which the professional, money-
winning speed demons are pointed.

But there are many, many other
races all over the country which,
though they offer prizes, owe their
popularity to the fact that they are
fun. They give club members plenty
of kicks and bounces and let the fans
enjoy the spectacle, too. The more
daring spectators ride their own mo-
torcycles outfitted with every new
gadget in the catalogue. Club members
dress up in fancy “kidney belts,” riding
breeches, rakish caps and shiny leather
boots—but confine their speed to the
open highway. They follow their rac-
ing idols all over the country, from
home town to Langhorne. For them is
reserved a section just inside the gate
of every small track, where all kinds
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of motorcycles are parked, from bat-
tered relics to glittering new models.

Among these small track events in
the East are the Paterson and Wood-
bridge races, in New Jersey; Reading
and Harrisburg in Pennsylvania.
Glamor-studded with actors, on the
other end of the continent, is the
famous Saugus-to-Big Bear Lake 140-
mile Hare and Hounds climb in Jan-
uary.

August found the Ohio-Kentucky-
Indiana Gyspy Tour in action, as well
as the National Hill Climb in Muske-
gon, Michigan, which last year drew
a record crowd of 25,000. September
saw the Tourist Trophy champion-
ships at Marion, Indiana, before 8,000
people on a half-mile track; the Class
C Hill Climb at Beloit, Wisconsin;
the 500-mile Jack Pine championship
endurance run at Lansing, Michigan,
involving 100 riders from 13 states.
At a banquet the night before this
contest, each contestant is presented
with a little bag of Michigan sand—
sly reminder of the stuff he’ll eat
plenty of on the morrow. A club in
Terre Haute gives as its booby prize
a rear-view mirror on which is etched
the word *“Booby.” Why? *“So the
man who comes in last can see where
he’s been even though he doesn’t
know where he’s going!™

Winchester, Virginia, has its meet
in October. November is the month
for the Turkey Classic at Hartford,
Connecticut. Mobile, Alabama, throws
its Pirate Treasure Chest Run at the
same time. Dubbed **Southland’s new-
est big-time motorcycle event,” this
scramble covers 450 miles of swamps,
rivers, and rutted sand. Starting one
minute apart, 72 riders follow as best
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they can the clues to the treasure
while hidden checkers watch, ever
eager to deduct points for rule-break-
ing.

Also in turkey month is the 100-
mile Pacific Coast race at Riverside,
California. Town fathers there are
still burned up at the antics of rough-
riding fans who all but tore the town
apart during their recent meet in
July.

Girls as well as men are cycle ad-
dicts. They have their own organiza-
tion—"Motor Maids of America™—
and hobnob with the male tireburners
from coast to coast. Most racing en-
thusiasm centers around the flat race,
which in most places draws 20,000 to
30,000 excited fans. Some onlookers
are interested in the technical aspects
of the sport, others in seeing two fast
gentlemen collide on a turn.

On small tracks, the riders must pair
off. At the flag, they gun for pole
position. On hitting the first turn,
they dig in their heels to *‘broadslide,”
or skid the turn. This is ‘‘hot-shoe-
ing,” and most big-time riders have
iron-clad heels for just this purpose.
Though the track is full of bumps and
as crooked as an old hairpin, these
guys hit 55 and better on the turns.
Though they eat dust on an S-turn
today, they hope for a chance at
Langhorne and Daytona, the glory and
the rewards, tomorrow.

Every jockey carries extra gear
changes, tires, and tools to handle al-
most any kind of accident. Each has
his favorite gear ratio, and keeps fid-
dling with spark and throttle for more
speed, more speed. Riding technique
is as varied as the temperaments of

the riders. Champion Bill Huber of
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Reading, Pennsylvania, rides flat on
his stomach, while California’s Ed
Kretz straddles his rear fender.
Thus, all over America, on half a
hundred small tracks and courses, the
hotfoot artists tool their Harleys, or
Indians, or Ariels or whatever they
swear by. Daytona had its first fa-
tality last year—but hardly a small
track in the country can boast the
same. The small ones are the most
dangerous. For safety’s sake, motors
and gas mixtures are regulated by the
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American Motorcycle Association.
Though speed may be thus reduced,
it is still much too easy to lose control
on a skid or a bounce, or get dumped
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in a squeeze. But the boys with the
gas-bikes between their knees know
the chances they take. For the thrills
they're willing.

*“Anybody who rides a motorcycle
is enjoying the greatest sport in the
world,” Ed Kretz insists. He’s been
riding for 15 years. He won the Lang-
horne feature three times and set a
record that still stands. Other old-
timers bear out his feelings about it.
They, too, keep on riding.

Perhaps the most significant aspect
of broadsliding is that it makes the
thrill of watching a fast, dangerous
race possible for thousands of small-
town dwellers. And these people re-
ciprocate by crowding the stands at
every event. They’ve boosted to na-
tionwide popularity such favorites as
Huber and Kretz, Sam Arena and Ted
Edwards.

Watching the thunderbikes roar by
is hell on wheels to them, and because
of their cheers the sport of motor-
cycle racing just grows and grows.

Sure Cure

As happens to all authors every now and then, the late Bob Benchley

once found himself mired deep in a creative rut.

Ideas simply refused to

come, and no matter how hard he tried, every sentence he wrote came out

wrong.

Hearing of his plight, a friend gave him what he guaranteed to be a

sure cure.
‘t-h-e’ and the rest will be simple.

“Just slip some paper into your typewriter, tap out the word
Your subconscious mind will take it from

there, and you'll be pounding out saleable stuff again.’
Benchley went home, slipped a sheet of paper into his typewriter, tapped

out the word ‘‘t-h-e,”

“hell with it,”

An optimist and a pessimist were discussing the future.
timist was none too cheerful about it.

sat back, and waited to be inspired. He sat there
staring at that single word for two solid hours.
got up and left the house.—Joseph C. Stacey.

Then he rapidly wrote

Even the op-

“If these polltlcal troubles, financial catastrophes, and economic crises

continue,”’ said he, *
Said the pessimist,

‘we_shall have to go begging.”
*Of whom?”
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Mother Nature’s space-rates are
low, but copywriting comes bigh.

by JAMES L. HARTE

¢¢TSN'T it monontonous,” he is
often asked, “‘writing the same
thing over and over again?”

The moon-faced fellow rubs a hand
over his black, grey-flecked hair.
“Well . . .”

“Like a kid in school, writing the
same line over and over again as pun-
ishment?”

Andy—he’s the kind of friendly
guy you immediately call by nickname
—just grins, and the wisp of black
mustache on his upper lip accentuates
the gleaming white of his teeth. Then,
“No,” he says. "“In my medium it’s
different every time. I'm like an artist
setting a brush to the same scene, but
each time there’s a new thrill in it.”

Andy Stinis of Baltimore writes the
largest letters in the world. He only
writes two words, at a staggering word
rate, and he’s been writing them stead-
illy for 12 years. In his free-flowing
style each letter of each word runs a
mile in length. He writes in the air
and his ‘*‘blackboard™ is limitless.
Andy is a skywriter.

He is, in fact, a pioneer in skywrit-
ing. He started in 1932, with four
years of commercial flying already be-
hind him, and he's been at it since.
In 1936 he signed on with a national
skywriting advertising firm which has
but one client, a soft drink concern.

Andy’s been writing *“Pepsi-Cola™ in
the air ever since.

The firm he works for maintains 18
airplanes which are used to limn the
two word message against the sky.
The planes are located in various parts
of the country. Andy is based in Bal-
timore and covers the area south to
Richmond and north to Philadelphia.
He flies an SNJ-2.

*“T work between 10,000 and 16,000
feet over a city,” says the smokewriter.
“It’s a fine height for safety, and best
to give people below a good view of
the writing. On a clear day, writing
at this height can be seen by observers
on the ground 25 miles away.

“The smoke is formed by a special
oil chemical manufactured for the pur-
pose. This oily stuff is poured, under
pressure, into the plane’s hot exhaust
pipe. Heat from the engine fuses it
into white smoke. In the plane’s cock-
pit is the control valve to regulate the
flow of oil into the exhaust.

“The two-word message usually .
takes a half-hour to spell out. With a |
full load, I take about 20 minutes to
climb to the proper level and to find
a smooth layer of air. I look for the
layer between 10,000 and 16,000 feet,
and if I don’t find it, I call it a day
and come down without doing any
writing.”
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The smooth air is a prime requisite
to keep the letters from disintegrat-
ing as he writes. “When I find the
right layer, I begin. I can do the two
words in ten minutes.”

Andy says the letters of smoke are
readable for ten minutes, on an av-
erage, although he has had some words
remain intact for as long as an hour.

Every letter is written opposite to
the way in which it would appear on
paper. It has to be writt