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Dea¥ Editor:

I've always been impressed and

entertained by HY¥ Daley's column,
"The Crystal Egg" 1In the NOvember
issue of "The Illustrated Press"
Hy comments on his Soap Opera class
that he is teaching. Unfortunately,
some of his statements appear to be
a little off the mark.

In his column, Hy states that
"THe Hummerts, a husband and wife
writing team, wrote nearly half of
the radio soaps." 1In actually,
Frank and Anne Hummert not only did
not write any where near half of
radio’s soap operas (nor did they
even write half of their own shows.)

From 1930 to 1960 there were
over 250 different soap operas on
network radio; only 30 or so can be
attributed to the Hummerts. Perhaps
Hy meant "half" of the most popular
radio shows. If we take the high-
water mark of the women's daytime
serials (1943-44) then 6f, say, the
top twenty favorites, about half
would be Hummert productions. How
ever by then neither of the Hummerts
"wrote" very much, except the pay
roll checks of their actors and
writing staff.

By that time, Frank had left
the advertising firm of Blackett,
Sample, and Hummert and founded his
own writing factory called "Air
Features". Anne, the faithful
secretary who married her widowed
boss, shared the responsibilities
with her hubby. Directly under the
Hummerts were about six "script
readers" (actually copy editors)
who in turn oversaw the work of
about 20 or 30 "dialoguers", who
actually wrote the scripts.. And
despite the long-tern success of
many of their soaps ("Our Gal Sunday
"Ma Perkins", and "Stella Sallas")
they has some flops too; "Nona
From Nowhere" lasted barely a year
on the air.

Hy's concluding statement is
"THey (my students) are surprised
when I tell them "Jiist Plain Bi11"
Wwas the first soap." Well. I'm
pretty surprised myself because
this show was neither the first
Soap opera, nor even the first
Hummert soap opera. "Jist Plain
Bill" (which Hummert enemies

referred to as "Just Plain Bull")
debuted on 9-19-32 under its
original title of "Bill the Barber."
Over a dozen soaps preceded it,
including "True Story Hour" (1927),
"Romance Island” (1928), "Rise of
The Goldbergs" (1929), "Painted
Dreams" (1930), Myrt &id Marge"
(1931), and "Judy and Jane" (spring
of 1932). The first Hummert soap
opera is most likely "The Stolen

Husband" which began airing in 1931.

Respectfully,
Jack French
bad a2 2 S 2 L L L LR R g

People in the News

Miss Earhart leaving the plane and bidding it stewardess
good-by ‘at Burbank, California, after one of her periodic
! g” wips by ial air line.

'

REMINDER!! REMINDER!!!

THIS Is a reminder that
the dues for the new
year are due this month.
This will be the lact
I.P. sent to members
who have not paid yet.
So don't miss seeing us
next month, and for the

rest of the year.
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Vintage Shows K eep Roster
I cho Club Beaming

7
. said the nrguiuum

and likes to investigate how the sound
produced.

ep A with. 15 people who helanged to effects were

 Pop Calture Society at the Erie Comn-
- yared oFF tiovike and programs.
Seeley said he liked the informal,
tude
to

of the original group, but
the meetings when people

Fwexnnﬂe,l!nﬂ.th[mm
u'sm.sﬁwr,mmnynmpkd
bathroom plungers made to “gallop”
through a box of gravel, Amllnﬂxehm-

other
ﬂndavadelydotheruularthejr
pastime.

For example, club President Jerry
Collins of Lancaster uses parts of his
10,000-show collection as a teaching teol.

An American history teacher at Mary-
vale High School in Cheektowaga, Collins
pleced together parts of programs from
the World War TI era into tapes that
demonsirate how radio personalities ad-
vertised the war effort.

Next year, he said, he plans to incor-
porate clips of old-time radio characters
telling high school students what they
can do to support their country.
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. GOING BACK — Jerome Coflins plays tapes of oid

radio shows for his son Michael, 10. Mr. Collins, a

American history lessons.

high school teacher, says the tapes offer excellent

Who Was Green Mornet’s Uncle?
Old-Time Radio Fan Can Tell You

) By DAVID SHRIBMAN
Return with Jerome Collins now to the days when

trail.

gary. RRE |
e E
i
i

g

il
T
g

@ORW -0 WDWZE=-2Y ZwIn

‘west wis young and adventure lay at the end of

|

that permitted the

55

forces of
. Collins

i

il

i
|

g&:
i
Egs
i

:

i
Ea

gl
g&
;i
i

%
i

.
i

|

ber
lin's voice whea he
nounced the word ‘‘Ametica,”
but Mr. Colling nonetheless
knows as much about old time
radio as Fibber McGee knew
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‘The Lone Ranger raised his °

brother’s som, a boy who grew
to become the father of the
Green Hornet.) .
Monitoring early American
radio as if he were an FCC offi-
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tion WISV in Washington on
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THE SHADOW

by WALTER GIBSON

Deéember, 1939

Street & Smith Pub.

SHIWAN KHAN RETURNS

CHAPTER II
Seven 0'Clock

Mariorie Cragg was punctual,
when it came to keeping appoint-
ments. She had to be: other=-
wise, -her profession would have
suffered. Marjorie wasn't really
famous as a vocalist, but she had
made some fairly profitable con-
cert tours through the Middle
West.

Certain persons had enthused
quite high, regarding the merits
of Marjorie's contralto voice.
One was Howard Felber, but Marjo-
rie had long ago decided that his
opinions were not based on her
voice along. Otherwise, he
wouldn't have traveled many miles
to see her, on nights when he
couldn't arrive until the concert
was over.

Howard Felber was ambitious,
and so was Marjorie Cragg. Per-
haps that was why they had never
really talked of love.. Each
recognized that the other had a
career ahead; that not until
success had been individually
attained would they talk of shar-
ing it together.

Pure coincidence had brought
them to New York. Howard had come
to discuss the commercial possi-
bilities of new automotive devel-
opments, while Marjorie had been
attracted by a short-term radio
contract.

unce in New York, they had
stayed on-~Howard, to work on a
new invention; Marjorie, to ac-
cept a singing ec¢ngagement on a
cruise ship. Then Marjorie had
lecarned of Howard's strange men-
tal turn.

How it began, and why, she
did not know; but 1t perturbed
her. She hoped that his brain,
and his invention, both, would

prove sound; that Buffton, the
physician, would certify one, and
Cranston, the financier, would
approve the other.

She was willing, in the emer-
gency, to sacrifice her future
for Howard. All day, she went
about her shopping, pretending
that she was going to take the
cruise; but she made it a point
to dine early, and reach her
little apartment ahead of seven
o'clock.

She know she would hear from
Buffton, perhaps from Cranston.
If either insisted that she re-
main in town to further Howard's

welfare, the cruise ship could
leave without her.

The apartment looked quite
pathetic when Marjorie reached

it. Her 1luggage formed an un-
sightly stack featured by the
huge but almost empty trunk that
was to hold the many costumes
which were being sent to the boat.

With an entertainment sched-
uled for nearly every night of
the three-week cruise, Marjorie
had decided to vary her perfor-
mances with the aid of costumes.
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In fact, she was being advertised

as the "International Scng-
stress," and there would probably
be considerable speculation re-

garding her actual nationality.
Around the trunk lay suitcas-
es; one was open for last-minute
packing. Though she was tense
with worry about Howard, Marjorie
decided to pack the articles that

the had brought back from her
shopping tour. She was piling
bundles on the trunk, studying
the suitcase to see if all would

fit in it, when she gave a sudden
gasp.

The aeolian harp was gone!

Of all articles that Marjorie
prized, the aeolian harp rates

first. She had obtained it liter-
ally for a song. Someone who
liked her radio singing had sent
it to the studio, as a token of
appreciation. The harp was a
ten-stringed instrument, shaped
like a long, shallow box; but no
skill was required to play it.

That was, no skill except
nature's own. When the harp was
placed in a breeze, the air cur-
rent themselves would play it,
sometimes producing most remark-
able harmonies.

Her hand pressed to her fore-
head, Marjorie tried to think
clearly. Her head was aching
from worry over Howard; she won-
dered if she could have put the
wind harp in the trunk or in
another suitcase.

Not wanting to unlock and
open all the 1luggage, she was
hoping for some clue to the miss~
ing instrument when the harp
itself supplied one.

Vaguely at first, then with
gusts of sweeping melody, the
tunes of the rare instrument
reached Marjorie's ears.

She turned to the
gave a happy sigh. The
harp was on the window
where she must have left it.
window, too, was open, though
thought that she

window,
aeolian
sill,
The
she
had closed it

when she left the
fore noon. Outside, a night
breeze was stirring, its £fitful
impulse gaining a steady strength.

The spirit of the breeze was
registered by the harp. The
twang of the strings came loud-
er. They faded into a fairylike
pianissimo, to which Marjorie's
fancy could add the tinkle of
sylvan bells. Then, to the accom-
paniment of a powerful gust, the
harp produced an imposing forte
that strengthened the girl's
fiber.

From the window, Marjorie saw
the lights of Manhattan--a myriad
array of forceful glow that

apartment be=-

seemed in keeping with the harp's
proud melody. Then they were
gnome lights dancing in the dis-
tance, as the easing breeze swept

lighter music.

Eyes half closed, Marjorie
caught the dreamy 1ilt of vague
and distant song. It faded; she

listened, intent, hoping it would
return.

Then came the voice.

It was a voice that spoke,

each word tuned to a twang of a
harp string. A tone that was at

moments kind; at others, command-
ing. It spoke her name, ordering
her to listen; then its gentle

words soothed her, much 1like the
cooling breeze.
The voice spoke thought-words.
They were in no language, yvet
understood them. The voice
was telling her to wait, to let
her problems rest. Should other
things distract her, she was to
pause and contemplate. The voice
would answer.
Into that lovely mental harmo-
ny came a discord: the ringing of

she

the telephone bell. It grated on
Marjorie; she drew her body taut
and clenched her fists. She

wanted to hear the voice again.

It came. Striking a mighty beat
from the harp, it said:
"Answer!"
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Marjorie founa tne telephone, "Come!" ) o
lifted the receiver and gave a The door opened in a drifting
détached hello. Over the wire fashion. On the threshold stood
came a precise tone that she a tall, darkish man, who bowed.
recognized as belonging to Dr. "We are ready, Miss Cragg,"
Buffton. He was asking about he announced in choppy tone.
Howard Pelber. He had to repeat "The cab is waiting downstairs,

the question, for Marijorie didn't
answer.

Letting her lips relax, Marjo-
rie waited for the mental voice

to tell her what to do. Almost
before she realized, she was
speaking into the telephone.

"Howard Felber?" Marjorie
gave a musical laugh, that she
caught from the rippling harp
strings. "He's quite all right,
doctor. I called you to tell you
so."

Came more questions, that
Marjorie heard but did not
weigh. Some other mind had taken
command of hers. Its vibrant
music gave her words to say=--
words that she echoed in a tone
not quite her own.

"I'm leaving tonight on the
cruise ship," said Marjorie. "We
can see Howard together, when I
return. Thank you so much, doc-
tor, for offering to help."

There were other words, that
Marjorie answered; then the click
of a receiver that she did not
hear. Her hand drifted downward
to place her own receiver on the
hook. The telephone was like a
weightless plume as she rested it
lightly on the table.

From the harp came a happy
melody of triumph, which Marjorie
felt she shared. The music
seemed to inspire the breeze,
rather than be governed by it.
Under the fascination of complete
hypnosis, Marjorie waited dreami~
ly for he next command.

The telephone bell began to
ring again. The girl did not
even notice it. A lighter sound,
however, attracted her full atten-
tion. It was a slow repeated rap
at the door. Automatically,
Marjorie spoke the word:

to take you to the ship."

Thoughts of the luggage did
not bother Marjorie. Her only
reluctance was that of leaving
the music behind her.

Curiously, the harp faded of
its own accord. Trying to catch
some haunting recollection of the
melody, Marjorie walked mechani-

cally from the room and toward
the stairway.

She passed other men that she
did not notice. They waited,
while . the one who had entered
leaned above the aeolian harp in
the window. The strings were
twanging jerkily, its tone as
jarring as the telephone bell,
which kept wup its persistent
ringing. The dark man at the
window spoke, in English:

"It is I=-=-Suji. I have word,
Kha Khan."

His gleamy eyes fixed in a
rigid stare, as if his brain were
ejecting full news of Marjorie's
departure and the unanswered tele-
phone call. Then the dark face
lighted, as if receiving answer.
Curling lips announced:

"It shall be done, Kha Khan!"

To his darkish fellows, Suji
gave orders in a guttural
tongue. They finished packing

the baggage, adding the aeolian
harp. To the accompaniment of the
telephone bell's jangle, they
cleared the room of luggage in a
single trip. Only Suji waited;
his lips formed a satisfied sneer
as the ringing ceased. Extin-
guishing the lights, he departed.
In a cab that she had found
awaiting her, Marjorie had begun
a trip that seemed to carry her
through circular paths of light
and darkness. She had no way to
judge the time it took, for she
was solely concerned with humming
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the last bars of a strange melody
that she did not want to lose.’

She lost count of the times
she hummed it. still singing
softly to herself, the girl

alighted when the cab stopped. A
dark-faced driver guided her into
an obscure doorway, which, to
Marjorie, in her present mental
state, might have represented
anything, even the gangway of an
ocean liner.

Next, she was on an elevator,
trying to fit its constant thrum-

thrum to the haunting tune that
she hoped never to lose. Exiting
from the elevator, she followed a
corridor, lured by the tone of
the harp itself!

BAhead was an open doorway, a
maid waiting beside it, but Marjo-
rie did not notice her. Enter-
ing, Marjorie merely realized
that the door had closed behind
her and that she was alone.

The harp was on the window

sill; the sash was slightly
raised, to admit the wafting
breeze that strummed the
strings. All about was Marjo-
rie's baggage, carefully ar-
ranged. Some of her things had

been unpacked; the bed was turned
down, and her pajamas were lying
on a chair, along with slippers
and dressing gown.

Marjorie decided that she had
been assigned to a very lovely
stateroom.

Her voice vibrating softly to
the 1lilt of the aeclian harp, she
undressed. She didn't notice her
wrist watch as she removed it.
Much had happened in a very short
space of time. Dr. Buffton had
phoned the apartment at seven
o'clock, and the watch, still
running, registered only quarter
past that hour!

Nor did Marjorie realize that
she was retiring at a surprising-
ly early time. She was intrigqued
by the way her clothes seemed to
float away as she touched them,
until they were all gone. She
drifted into the pajamas, then

PRESS PAGE NINE
found herself in bed. Her hand
found the lamp above her head,

extinguished it with a lazy touch.

With the lulling notes of the
harp, Marjorie heard the deep
moan of a steamship whistle. It
was distant, but her impressions
of space were as vague as those
of time.

Totally unaware of the fantas-
tic experience that had overtaken
her, Marjorie sank into a deep,

comfortable sleep, undisturbed by
any dreams that might have fur-
nished an inkling of her plight.

the letter, as

CHAPTER III
Khyber Killers .

Riding in the rear seat of
his luxurious limousine, Lamont
Cranston again studied the letter

that he had received from Marjo-

rie Cragg. The passing lights of
the avenue showed Cranton's fea-
tures to be masklike, but of a

singularly hawkish mold.

His eyes were suited to his
profile. Sharp orbs of burning
power, they scanned each line of
if ferreting out
some hidden meaning from the
penmanship alone.

The letter was unusual. In
stating little, it said much. a
simple request for an interview,
from a young lady named Mariorie
Cragg, was slight in itself; but
the reference to a "matter that
might prove of importance" meant
much when written by the girl in
question.

Though Cranston had never met
Marjorie, he recognized that the
matter which she mentioned could
be vitally important to some
third person, whose name was not
stated. Unwittingly, Mariorie
Cragg had written her own person-
ality into the letter.
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The rounded curves of the
writing, with wide margins at the
ends of the lines, were clues to
an artistic temperament. Slight
separations in the midst of words
were signs of intuition, produced
by lifting pauses of the hand.
There was sincerity in the verti-
cal formation of the letters.
Whatever favor that writer might

request, it would not be for
herself,

More thavu that, if some risk
should be involved, Marjorie

would be willing to share it.
Whether or not the risk alreadv

existed was a fact unrevealed,
but there was a circumstance that
made it seem most likely.

The letter had been addressed
to the Cobalt Club; arriving
there at seven, Cranston had
received it and had promptly
called Marjorie's telephone num-
ber.

The 1line had given a busy

signal; when it cleared,
Cranston's call had remained
unanswered. Obviously, some

sudden occurrence had been respon-
sible. After a second attempted
call had failed, Cranston had
promptly left the club and or-
dered his chauffeur to take him
to Marjorie's address.

As the big car swung from the
avenue, Cranston reached beneath
the rear seat, drew out a hidden
drawer that was fitted under it.
From the drawer he brougnt a
black cloak, a slouch hat, and a
pair of .45-caliber automatics.

He was attired in the black
garb, his guns were beneath his
cloak, when he reached for the
speaking tube and spoke in a
calm, leisurely tone:

"This will do, Stanley, Wait
here five minutes, then return to
the club."

Those words were the final
token of Cranston. The figure
that glided from the limousine
was not the dinner-jacketed form
of the jaunty clubman. It was a

blot of blacknegs--a strange,
ginister shape that had the abili-
ty to blend with gloom.

Lamont Cranston had become
The Shadow!

The apartment house where
Marjorie Cragg 1lived was in a
secluded neighborhood, about two
blocks from where the limousine
had stopped. The path that The

Shadow followed to reach his
destination was untracecable.
Avoiding the front entrance,
he entered a rear courtyard,
scaled to a hallway window on the
high first floor. Finding the
stairway gloomy, he ascended it.
Marjorie's apartment was
number 3C. Past the doorway,
merged with blackness at the end
of the hall, The Shadow stretched
a gloved hand to the knob, found
the door latched. His next move
was to produce a small tool
shaped like a gimlet. Its shaft
no thicker than a needle, The
Shadow bored the point straight
through the old woodwork, slant-
ing pressure against the latch.
The door slid open from the
jogging pressure of a black-
cloaked elbow. After a dozen
seconds of absolute silence, The
Shadow entered, closing the door
bechind him. He used a flashlight

guardedly, keeping its beam
shrouded in the folds of his
cloak.

Brief inspection showed the
tiny apartment to be furnished,
but untenanted. The only sign of
recent occupancy was the open
window. Above a roof on the
opposite side of the courtyard--
the roof was on a level with this
window--The Shadow could see a
considerable portion of Manhat-
tan's skyline.

Superficially, the situation
could represent either a hoax or
a trap. More careful considera-
tion indicated that it was nei-
ther. Marjorie's letter was
neither a Jjest nor a lure; not
with the sober, troubled indica-
tions that The Shadow had ob-
served in it. If someone else
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bad taken a hand in the matter it
was too trivial to be a hoax. As
for a trap---

The Shadow interrupted a
rapid chain of thoughts. He had
just about decided on the verdict

that a trap, to be worthy of the
name, would have some features to
occupy his £full attention. This
apartment lacked any such; yet it
WAS a trap. The Shadow had seen
the proof of it.

A thin slice of 1light had
disappeared. It was the dim
streak of glow that showed be-
neath the doorway from the hall.
Blocked partly by a rug, the
disappearance of that faint token
would not have been noticed by
anyone standing in the apart-
ment . It happened that The Shad-
ow, in making his rounds, was
keeping to a crouched position
below the window level.

The question was: how had

The Shadow's entry been detect-
ed? No one had seen him enter
the building; there had been no
lurkers in the hallway when he
opened the apartment door.
Chances favored the supposition
that the arrivals did not know
their prey had arrived. They
might be coming here to put the
place up to the standard of a
proper trap.

Before The Shadow could carry
the question further, the door
was opened. The Shadow sensed the
fact from the slight breeze that
stirred in from the window, only
to cease as promptly as it had
begun. Whoever these entrants,
they had closed the door behind
them, and they were experts in
ways of stealth.

Two of them. The Shadow
sensed that, also, as he worked
toward the door. Their breathing
was barely audible, yet more
pronounced than The Shadow's. He
was shoulder to shoulder--first
with one, then with the other.

Crouched 1low, they were work-

ing‘ inward from the door, vyet
taking turns at crossing the path
to that outlet. They acted as if
they expected to find someone.
The Shadow decided to let them.

Wwith a quick sweep, he drove
toward the man on his right,
expecting to floor him, then
whirl on the other. The Shadow
shot one hand for an invisible
throat; in the other fist, he
clenched an automatic, prepared
to use it as a cudgel. The swift-
ness of his surge took his oppo-

nent almost off guard; not
quite.

The result was a real sur-
prise.

Instead of striking a rising

human form, The Shadow struck a
thing that whirled. Hands sliced
in past his own; The Shadow's gun
stroke overreached. Hoisting
shoulders came up in corkscrew
fashion, aided by a twisting,
butting head.

Lifted from this feet, The
Shadow was hurled into a sideward
fling as if recoiled from a can-
non!

In the midst of that half

sprawl, he recognized the mode of
battle; one that belonged to a
clime far different from Manhat-

tan. Coming to one hand and
knee, The Shadow made a quick
spin of his own to meet the sec-
ond foe, in whose direction he
had been tossed.

The clash came instantly,
this time, it was equalized. As
The Shadow;s whirling figure met
that of a revolving opponent,
they locked 1like two jamming
cogwheels out of gear. Lashing
arms hooked tight, but The Shad-
ow's spin was the one that car-
ried the greater power.

Twisting his foeman with him,
The Shadow drove straight for the
man who had supplied the first
fling. Fresh arms grappled, all
three were in the struggle.
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The Shadow recognized the The whirl reached the window;
breed of his enemies. They were The Shadow feinted with a tricky

Afghans, killers of the sort that
stalked the Khyber Pass. They
used these twisty tactics not
only for attack, but as a means
of wriggling f£free when outnum-
bered. Holding the odd, they
weren't thinking of getting
loose. They were working hands

free merely to draw their favor-
ite weapons: knives.

They were depending too much
on their own game. It didn't work
for them. It took two arms to
hold The Shadow's one. His free

fist was slashing with its heavy
qun, making the Afghans duck,
striking down the hands that

tried to haul
knives,
They were

out 1long bladed
snarling in the
native language, Pukhtu, and The
Shadow understood the jargon,
The pair wanted to get their
troublesome foe over by the win-
dow.

Apparently, they were afraid
of knifing each other by mis-
take. Their butting tactics,
too, would serve them better if
they could ever combine beside
the window, for in that case The
Shadow would go out across the
sill.

Each was calling the other by
name: one was Suji; his pal was
Kuli. In the midst of the whirl,
The Shadow soon lost track of
which was which.

He was letting them swing him
toward the window. He knew that

when they reached it, they would
think to trap him unawares. A
swing, half across the ledge,

would give The Shadow a backhand
sweep at their heads. It would
be tough for either Afghan who
tried to hoist his shoulder or
draw a knife. In either case,
the fellow would have to straight-
en, which was what The Shadow
wanted.

Again, the Afghans did
Kuli used both

lunge.
the unexpected.
hands to hang onto the one
cloaked arm that they already
had. Suji made a high, sweeping

grab for The Shadow's gun wrist
and caught it. They were hauling
him back, trying to pin his arms
behind him, keeping his cloaked
form directly toward the window.

BAs they made that effort, the
pair raised an outcry, far louder
than their former babble. Togeth-
er, they shouted a name:

“Ahmed "

Faced toward the window, The

Shadow saw a figure rise from the
low parapet of the opposite
roof. It was the tall, lithe
figure of an Afghan warrior,

lifting himself from ambush as
coolly as if he had sprung from a

mountain rock on his native
soil. It was the way such Af-
ghans rose when they felt that

thelr prey was sure.

Usually, their targets were
visible. In this case, Ahmed was
simply picking the blackened
square of a window, confident
that Suji and Kuli would perform
their part.

Ahmed's lifting hand raised
high above his head, drew back,
clutching the most formidable of
Afghan weapons, a war spear.

His limber figure poised,
then slung forward. From his
fist, with all the power that
could score a bull's-eye shot a
fifty vards or more, Rhmed
launched the mighty shaft
straight for the square black

target that held a waiting vic-
tim, The Shadow.

TO BE CONTINUED.....
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VO X P op Gie Movie“Scene

THE GREATEST LOVER
OF MODERN TIMES

SEATTLE, WaAsH.—The John Barry-
more love exploits, which ran in Liberty,
perhaps were interesting to many of
your readers. However, | wish my pen
had the ability to express who the
“ Greatest Lover of Modern Times”
really is.

I select a young man on the farm; in
a factory; a mechanic; a clerk; a la-
borer. This young man meets some fine
young girl and he falis in lIove with her,
bestowing a true feeling of affection
worthy of the name love. He marries
her and starts life’s journey, loving her
alone to the end of the trail. He is
willing to fight and make any sacrifice
for her happiness. He builds a home
and raises a family, and denies himself
many personal comforts and pleasures
for their education and health. He
stands by his wife in sickness and ac-
cepts, without complaint, additional re-
nponsibilitieab.e He is the foundation on
which the liberty we enjoy rests,

There you h.:; the “ Greatest Lover Robert Taylor and Greta Garbo
of Modern Times ” and he is in all walks in a scene from Camille.
of life.—Capt. C. J. Hutchinson.

HULL AUTO COMPASS
Saves miles of travel in

TR Aataht Tyoe Compun kece
you o the Aght rosd. Bastly in-
ahed. 33 Bigh, Bakelite
eapohire bentina. Rilt-in

Hoddd A
Arplane Type. 1 14"
ismeter. Sticks to
windunield. Guar-
anteed. Wich sepe-

rate compensator,
ouly $1.05 poatpaid.

your et
wovly you, ordes direct.  §1.98
HULL MG, CO., Sou 346-J, WARRLY, OKIO

"TISN'T SO

By R. E Doan R OS|UC|A SECRETS?
‘e wisdom uges wan suppressed, not lost. Th
CHOP SUEY is not a typical Chinese focriontsbinr i o e g
dish, As a certain dish it is generally O omiseracs hwatey to soc s eomats
pnla?_wn in China. The w}:zrds 1ll:em, M “
in Chinese, a mixture. The dish a
parently originated in New York. > HARDTACK

PAUL REVERE did not ride to Concord
on his “ midnight ride.” Despite the
famous poetic description of this ride,

A

Revere was stopped by the British
about l‘l'ng.lfway between Lexington and
ncord.

MAD DOGS do not always foam at the
mouth—in fact they usually do not.
The flow of saliva does not greatly in-
crease with this disease, although it
does become viscid and clings to the
teeth and other parts of the mouth.

TAKE ALL THE JOY
OUT OF MY LIFE
PLEASE GIVE ME

"] flunked arithmetic again, pop—wh
in the heck don't you Io%m fopoeounnx
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. o
WHAT AM | 8D7" asks Bud Abbatt a5 he offars shoss of Lou
Corteblo [right] to raise monsy for "Bey & Bomber” fund st Charke
mwcu.nm.l-mn-hwm

Lee Tracy Doft o righth cowtimue fund cabing  anfica

e | -
“BUY A BOMBER FOR UNCLE SAM”
Mlﬂl -Auctions Off Costello’s Shoes to Aid Hollywood War Effort

avonbely t Bollyword waily fever-  spur-of-the-moment sucticn smle was getting under  for the “Buy & Bomber* fund. Thoss who discount
. Lou Costello's shots went on the block,
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RETURN WITH 0S P... 5/,1
LINDRERGH &=

Tooar 1ues JeT AvuNERS s TeGUSH
THE GuY AT SPPEDS ABCVE THAT OF
S0UNDL BUT IT AL BEGAN We€N A BRAVE

MoNetReD
e B A ST PR AL .,
R, M;:MA*I. FLING P

PILOT AND A MWLIT
WAS EVERYTHING TO

1. Bud Abbott
(1906-1959). After m
bott and Costelio we
on The Kate Smith
immortal “Who's o

(1895-1974; below) and Lou Costello
any years in burlesque and vaudeville, Ab-
re first heard on radio in 1938 as regulars
Hour, on which the pair introduced thei;
n First™ routine to che radio audience.




Old Time Radio Club
Box 426
Lancaster, NY 14086

FIRST CLASS MAIL




