
B~STEPMOTHER 
Radio's Great Drama of a Ha:zardous Marriage 



"'1" .1. he funny thing was that we fell for each 
other before we even metl It was a Saturday 
night at the country club, and she was dancing 
with SOffit other guy when I first saw her. She 
happened to look up, just at that instant, straight 
into my eyes. And ... right like thatl ... my 
heart was doing a loop. 

"From the minute we were introduced, all 
the rest of the evening, neither of us danced 
with anyone else. It must have been hours later 
.. heaven knows how long we had been 

dancing! ... that we finally slipped away from 
the crowd, out to a cornt'f of the terrace. 

"It wasdnrk, we were alone, and there 
was a moon. So I took her ill my arms. 
She came close to me, lifted her li~ 
to mine, and then. suddcnly
turned her head away. 

" I couldn't imagine whnt had 
changed her so quickly, lIO 
completely. 1 asked her ... 
pleaded with her ... to 
tell me. But she said she 
couldn't-pOlISibly. 

"That was four 
years ago. now. 

• 

\ 

"She come dose 10 me, 
lifted her lips 10 mine, orld 
the n, sudderlly-Iurn e d 
her head away." 

Arid I never have discovered the secret af that 
night. She was the loveliest girl I've ever known. 
We had clicked, instantly ... oh, I started as a 
wonder! But I sure finished as a washout." 

• 
Poor guy, he never understood. Yet almost any 
woman would realize what may have happened 
. .. would understand how fatal halitosis (bad 
breath) can be to romance. 

I t'8 a condition which is, perhaps, even worse 
for a woman than for a man. F or so much of 
a woman'. attraction depends on sweetness, 
allure. And the insidious thing is that you your
self may not know when your breath is tainted. 

Why not get the habit of taking this pleasant 
precaution which so many popular, successful 
people use-rinsing the mouth, night and mam
ina:, with Listerine Antiseptic. 

Listerine halos the fermentation of tiny food 
particles on the mouth surfaces-a frequent cause 
of breath odors ..• then quickly overcomes the 
odors themselves. (Of course, in those cases in 
which bad breath is the result of systemic causes, 
the advice of a physician should be sought.) 

Guard against this fermentation-put your
self on the safe side by putting your breath on 
the agreeable side. Start using Listenne Anti· 
aep~ic ... especially before all important engage
ments. Lambert Phannacal Co., St. Louis, Mo. 

LlSTERlNE FOR HALITOSIS 
(BAD BREATII) 



HIS EYES SAID: 

UNTIL. ALAS. SHE SMILED! 

Don't risk the charm of your own precious smile. Help keep your g-ums 
firm, your teeth sparkling with Ipana and Massoge. 

IN HIS EYES she saw her hopes corne true! 
And her heare beat fast to rcad his 
thoughts ... "How lovely, how truly lovely 
you are"! 

Her moment of magic!-buc then she 
smiled ... and lost! For dull teeth ... il life
less smile ... are a poor invitation to love ' 
and romance. 

YES , IT'S TRACIC INDEED for a girl to 

let her be dimmed by a dull and 
dingy smile! And oftcn 
so needless! If you 
would make yours a 
smile that invites and 
never repels, heed this 
expert advice: Give 
your gums as well as 
your teeth regular 
daily care ... and nev
er ignore the warning 

of "pink tooth brush"! 

THAT Tl NC E OF 
"PINK" may not mean 
serious trouble ... but 
the minute you see it, 
Jet your denthl! He may 
simply tell you that 

~ your gums, denied hard 
chewing by today's soft 
foods, have become 

weak and Habby from lack of exercise. 
And, like so many dentists these days, he 
may suggest, "the healthful stimulation of 
I pana and massage ... 

FOR IPANA, WITH MAS SAGE, is spe
cially designed to aid the gums to health 
as well as clean teeth thoroughly. So, every 
time you brush your teeth, massage a little 
extra Ipana onto your gums. Feci that ill-

vigoratiog "tallg"-exclusive with ipana 
and massage. It tells you that gum circula
cion is improving-stimulating gum tis
sues-helping gums to sounder health. 

TR Y IPANA TOOTH PASTE today. And 
begin now the faithful, every day use of 
lpana and massage. See for yourself how 
much this sound aod sensible dental habit 
helps make your gums scrooger and 
firmer, your teeth brighter and your smile 

more radiantly anrae
rive. 

Get the new D. D. 
Tooth Brush too-spe
cially designed with 
the twisted handle for 
more thorough c1eans
illg,moreeffective gum 
massage. A "plus" for 
aiding your smile. 

IPANA TOOTH PASTE 
JANUARY. 1941 
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WHAT DO YOU 
WANT TO SAY? 

FIRST PRIZE 
A BEST SELLER 

f\
T last I have found a ser ial story 

worth listen ing to. for it has 
somethmg greater to impart 

than a sigh, a sob and a happy ending. 
The charactcl"s in this story are 

authentic, and the huge tasks assigned 
them make their lives interesting; 
their accomplishments render ing them 
noble; their frailties making them 
human. The drama is both touch ing 
and easily conceivable, for this story 
is based on a best seller that has never 
been out·sold. It is, T he Light Of 
The World- The Slory of the Bible. 
- Dessie T. Anderson, Jackson, Ken
tucky. 

SECOND PRIZE 
WHEN IT'S PIANO·PRACTICE TIME 

I found it quite a problem to get 
my two little girls to practice their 
music lessons. But, the radio played 
an important part in helping me solve 
this problem. 

Since both of thcm love the radio, 
and enjoy imitating performers, 1 
suggested that we turn practice hours 
into "broadcasting" hour. Now they 
both happily come "on the air," while 
I. the audience, listen and applaud 
attentively and enthusiastically. 

They also get a lot of pleasure from 
musical programs, and thoroughly en
joy, as well as learn a great deal, from 
the Do You Know Music Q uiz. In 
fact, wc make up little games of our 
own of this type, which prove de
lightful and infonnative.-Mrs. A. 
Dale, Baltimore, Md. 

(Continued on page 5) 

THIS IS YOUR PAGE! 
YOUR LETTE RS Of OPI N ION WIN 
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First Prize $10.00 

Second Prize $ 5.00 

Five Prizes of $ 1.00 

Add,e .. your letter 10 II. . Editor, 

RADIO MIR ROR, 122 Eod 42nd 

Sireel, New York, N. Y •. ond moil it 

"01 lole. Ihan De-cember 27, 1940. 

All submissiOn< became ,h. pro perty 

af Ihi, ma,aliM. 

~"'fII"I"'. I!HI 

S"""""\MNV""""""'~·VW,",MN,,",_MN"""MA; 

i 
i 4~~ I i "Why not show the World your ~ 

~ 'NEW-BORN-SKIN'? I 
~ - It can make you look I 

Younger and Lovelier! " I 
~,",MN~~MN~~MM~~~ 

• 

I s it true? Is som e of your skin dying
today? Is a N ew-Born Skin taking its 

place? Yes! and my 4-Purposc Face 

C ream can hdp your N ew-Born Skin 
br ing you new lo vdiness! 

IT'S I\OT a .Irea m- nut a hupele!;s wisil - hul 
a fuct! Un dernealh yuur ulder, worn·oul 

sk in ... yU Ii a re gell ing a yuunger, luw lier 
skin a skin a buuI· lo-be· wrn. 

W ill il I .. ok Sllmul h and fn.-sh '! Will ;1 
make you Inuk mUTt.- allur inj:;'! T he an~wer. 
say" Lady Esther. lies w id. you. W ill. YUII. 
y,'s. a nd wil h YUlI r jlJl""1! cream.' 

1£ yo u r .·III .. vfl lh .... · dra b fl a l ...... of worll _ 

oUI .. kill Jle lltiy a lld 800lbi llJl ly .. ith Ill y 
4-1·ur,......, . 'a_ Cream your N fl .. -Uo rll 

S kin .. ill be born itt a ll it!! beauly, 

F(l r my 4- i'ur p(lgc C ro:arn 1.t'r ll1 o:ale~ tllu,...· 
lif.·less Ilakes- wflen» a nd 1 .... lSens I lIelll. II 
hel ps Nal uro: refine your j)Urcs Iweau sO:" il 
whish away d irl and im purit ies, Yu ur "k ill 
is so "m .... 'tl! tha t I."wdt·r »Iay" Oil jlll huU/s. 

AJz Your DOf:lor 
About Your Face Cream 

A"k you r doe lor jf lie has ever, jor ally s~ill 
('muJilum, adlllilli ~tero:(1 v il amill~ " r Itor 
1II0ne!; Ihruugh 11,0: medium uf a fa('.' neam. 
Ask him if ,-very word Lady EsII'N s;ly~ 
i~n'l Iruc- Ihal her Grea 'lI re Il\U"L." d irl, illl_ 
puril ic.,> a nd worn·out sk in lx.'t: IIJ UIl in j!; yuur 
II.'W skill about·lo-be·Wr n. 

T ry Illy 4- l'u r"o~- Face Cream al Ill) {".l 

l X'flSe, Lei it hclpLri ng you New-B.,rn II,-au t) ! 

F R E E ,1 ' lea"" ""net m.- )·.,u. I:rr"' '' ~I' 
sllmple tu be o r .... et y !';Mlh~r 

"" ll~or c.""". ; .. 1..0 n,,,e ~llllr.leo< or "" • • or I'" ..-dr,_ 
........ a nd pOo<I pa;'!' . .... 
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• Boake Carter. stormy petrel of radio. returns to the air 
and tells .the editor about his new philosophy of broadcasting 

j\TER two years of almost incessant 
travel and lecturing, a short, stocky 
man with reddish eyebrows that 

shoot upwards at the ends in startled dis
belief is back on the air, broadcasting the 
news. Back of him lies a stormy radio 
career climaxed when he became the cen
ter of a bitter controversy between organ
ized labor and his sponsors-so bitter that 
he eventually discontinued his radio work 
and went on a lecture tour. 

Now Boake Carter is back, his clipped, 
British manner of 

sponsihle for bringing him back to the air. 
I'm glad Boake Carter is broadcasting 

again. His brusque manner of talking, I 
think, makes people stop and consider what 
the day's news actually means. It is so 
easy to listen to most news broadcasts with
out bothering to interpret their true signifi
cance--unless the talker forces you into 
weighing the facts and arriving at some 
concl usions. 

But I don't quite believe him when Boake 
Carter says he no longer voices his opinions. 

Listening to his first 
speaking softened and 
Americanized. Nor is 
his manner of broad
casting qui te the same. 
He has, he explained to 
me, given up his pre
vious method of direct 
attack on governments, 
institutions and men 
whose policies meet 
with his angry disap
proval. Ra ther, now 
that he has returned to 
an active radio role, he 
analyzes the news and 
leaves the listener to 
form his own conclu-
sions. 

"Before when I lit 
into people on the air, 

broadcasts of this new 
series on the Mutual 
network, I detected 
what to me was an 
obvious point of view 
in nearly all his news 
presentations. And, be
cause it was partly sub
merged and hidden 
from listeners who 
weren't expecting Mr. 
Carter t o inject his own 
viewpoint, I would pre
fer to have him state 
his opinion as he for
merly did---openly and 
frankly. 

• Boa ke's cl ipped, British acce nt 
is soft ened and America nized now. 

The 
Boake 
on the 

news worth reporting. 

fact remains, 
Carter is back 
air and that is 

it was peace time. Now it is a time of war 
and it is better not to utter inflammatory 
opinions." 

We were talking across a luncheon 'table 
at New York's new municipal airport, La
Guardia Field. Through the wide, uncur
tained windows we could watch the arrivals 
of regularly scheduled flights from every 
purt of the country. And once, during the 
luncheon, with a penetrating sharp roar of 
its huge motors, the European Clipper 
taxied out into the bay arid took off across 
the glittering blue water, rose majestically 
into the air and disappeared toward the 
Azores, twenty hours away over the Atlantic 
Ocean. 

We lunched at the airport because Boake 
is sponsored by United Airlines and it 
was a gentle reminder to mention the 
fact that an airlines company was re-

Next month's issue will be adorned with 
a natural color portrait of Carol Bruce, a 
rather beautiful young lady. Carol is the 
girl who became· Broadway's sensation 
when the musical comedy, "Louisiana Pur
Chase," opened late last spring. She started 
life some twenty years ago by being born 
in Brooklyn. At fourteen she went to work 
in a department store, her urge to sing 
buried down deep within her, stifled. there 
by a sense of fUtility long hours of clerking 
had gi ven her. How she found herself and 
how she survived two flaming romances to 
reach her present vantage point, she tells in 
her own frank words in the February issue. 

Which are two out of two dozen reasons 
why I'll expect to have you with us again 
when the next issue of RADIO MIRHOR 
reaches the newsstands. 

FRED R. SAMMIS 



THIRD PRIZE 
BONNIE'S FAN PROTESTS! 

MRS. J. DoRER: 
I was never so mad about anything 

as I was when I read your letter about 
Wee Bonnie Baker. Just because you 
don't like the looks of Bonnie Baker 
you don't like the way she sings. I'll 
admit that picture wasn't very good, 
and I suggest that RADta MIRROII get 
a more recent one. If you will go see 
her, I'm sure you will change your 
mind, She is a little girl with big 
brown eyes and beautiful black hair. 
She IS, in fact, very pretty and just 
as unsophisticated looking as her 
voice.- Junc Swiggs, Jessup, Md. 

FOURTH PRIZE 
MAO ENOUGH TO BITE THE GATE.POST 

Really, I'm a cheerful, tolerant 
soul. I can stand the eternal request 
for box-tops, the soap-suds that ooze 
out every time you tune in and the 
fire-side chats, but the swing-mad 
dial gets me down! I would be will
ing to concede half the dial to those 
who languish for swing but to be 
obliged to endure it in order to hear 
Kate Smith's glorious voice, IIka 
Chase (her music is atrocious to those 
allergic to swing) and oh, too many 
to enumerate. But the thing that 
makes me want to bite the gate-post 
is those who write in and criticize the 
ones that feature good music. Why 
don't they dial the all-swing programs 
and let the others alone for our QIl
joymcnt? They arc like the people 

• 

(Continued frofU page 3) 
who try to force communistic ideas 
into our Government instead of going 
to the countries that exist under that 
regime.-Velma Morgan Kramm, 
Hollywood, Calif. 

FIFTH PRIZE 
WelCOME BACK, "THOSE WE LOVE" 

What a pleasant surprise to hear on 
the air again the program Those We 
Love, with its homey atmosphere, its 
cheerful conversation and its every
day problems that all of us can under
stand. We have gotten to love 
Auntie's tolerant chuckle, Kit's deep 
and tender, "Hello, Princess," to 
Kathy and all the doctor's problems 
are our problems and we only hope 
that they will stay on the air for a 
good long while.-M, B. H., Balti
more, Md. 

SIXTH PRIZE 
LISTENING TO OPERA_IN BEOROOM 

SLIPPERS 

Many long years ago, I heard 
Caruso, Plancon and Emma Eames 
sing Faust. Alas, there was so much 
confusion with the audience being 
seated and the beautilul costumes of 
the people in the boxes, that the spirit 
was not attuned to listen to the music. 
Besides, it was a cold night, and I 
had come a long way, and in spite of 
all I could do, I became drowsy. 

How glorious it would have been 
then even to imagine that some day 
I could sit in any easy chair, wearing 

bedroom slippers, if I chose, and really 
listen to operas over the I'adlo!-
Margaret Hepler, La Crescenta, Cal. 

SEVENTH PRIZE 
A SERIAL COMPLAINT 

If I was desirous of writin~ succe!;s
tul scripts for daytime radIO SCI'ials, 
this is a sample of what I would WI'lte: 

My heroine would be a beautiful 
and courageous sixteen-year-old girl, 
who. alone and unaided, manages 
either II munitions factory, a large 
department store, or a bank. She 
would be an orphan with three 
younger brothers or sisters to sup
port. Her sweetheart would be a 
G-man, at present lost in the heart of 
the jungle, on the trail of notorious 
and dangerous jewel-thieves, He 
would also be in the toils of a beauti
ful widow, who is gradually luring 
him away (rom her, (She thinks.) 
Her fifteen-year-old brother, a no
good if there ever was one, would be 
in jail awaiting sentence for killing 
a playmate, in a fit of amnesia, His 
sister is II kleptomaniac, and the othel' 
child could be a sweet little eurly
haired youngster who goes around 
putting poison in Jrandma's coffee, 
and tacks in peoples chairs. (1 forgot 
to mention, grandma is a confirmed 
drunkard.) But, after about filty 
weeks of agonized suspense. our hero
ine would come through with colors 
flyIng, proving that love conquers all. 

Then, I would very carefully avoid 
turning on my radiO, just as I do 
now.-Mrs, J. De Cou, Haddonfield, 
N, J, 

Lovely Brides Thrilled hy this Great New 
Improvement in Beauty Soaps! 

• Ml 'on j ... t thrilled 10,. n£w Cam.,.'8 .. ond£dul mildD"'," 
",.. M ... F. M, Smilh, Jr., J.c"'on II t;,bta, L.T. "I .1 ... ,.. 
lake Uln e.re " .. ilh my ,kin_I/O I like an., n,ild ~'LLty 
_I'. N~w CI ... a,. i,1/O mild il '''I'''Uy .,.,.,""10_110., ... , 
Min •• itdea,,_.And Ihal D£ .. (rasr.,,,, .. ;'j, .. , ,,, •• vd ..... l .. 

~ .. NU ... Y, 1941 

Camaynow 

Milder than 

other Leading 

Beauty Soaps! 

, C'~ 0 
••.. -1,.'_ 

..... ".J
" , . 

Ar lOUr dealer'a 0 
no ehang. ;. _ ow, 

~rapper! 

I .. 

• " "'-hen 1 uU y..,u tba. Caml,. .. £"£ n mon. 
wond£.r"llh." ever. that ruelns I/Oru£thin~!" 
wril'" M ... II. C. 1I .. , het', Y£.don, Pennlyl . 
uni •• " . wouldn't ad< foe a mild£. _p." 

No WONDER women everywhere are till· 
inK abollt Ihia wonderful new Camay-for 

lesta against 6 of tbe be8t-sellin, beauty 
aoaPI we could lind proved that new Camay 
waa milder than an,. of them,. pve more 
abundant lather in a short time. 

If, like many beauliful women. you have a 
skin that II:ClJl.I ntther a.ensiti¥e, try new 
Camay. See for younelf how mucb iu e.J.UlI 

mildne&s .. , ita more gentle cleansing ... can 
help you in your aearclt for a lovelier Bkin! 

THE SOAI' OF BEAUTIFUL WO~IEN 
5 



THEY call him Mr. Keen, the Tracer 
of Lost Persons. But he's more 
than that, so much more. He finds 

people who have disappeared, yes, but 
for him that's only the beginning of a 
greater task. Because after he's found 
them, he helps them find happiness. 

I'a heard of Mr. Keen, of course, 
but I never realized the immense good 
he djd in the world. It took my own 
tragedy---or near-tragedy-to teach 
me that. 

Without his help, it terrifies me to 
think what might have happened to 
Howard and to me. Certainly we 
wouldn't be together now, and Howard 
wouldn't be the strong, confident man 
he is today. Yet it wasn't merely Mr. 
Keen's work in finding me after I'd 
run away from Howard that helped 
us. It was the way those sharp but 
immensely kind eyes of his could look 
into our hearts and souls. He has 
that rare thing, instinctive sympathy 
and understanding. I believe, though 
he's never said so, that he makes a 
profession out of finding people who 
have disappeared only because he 
knows that back of every flight there's 
a human problem. Finding the people 
interests him very little. Solving their 
problems, helping them, is his life. 

I wish every woman who is or ever 
has been in my terrible dilemma could 
have a Mr. Keen to help her. 

If all our marriage had been like 
the first year, we would never have 
needed Mr. Keen. No, I don't mean 
that Howard and I fell out of love after 
those first delirious, ecstatic weeks had 
passed. It was much simpler than 
that, and even more devastating. 
Howard lost bis job. 

It's horrible, 1 think, that a thing 
like being out of work can come be-

tween two people, can force a woman into a 
decision she hates and fears, can tear her 
heart to bits. It shouldn't make that much 
difference. But it does. 

Howard was an architect, and when we 
were married he had a good position with a 
firm of builders. He didn't make a lot of 
money, it's true. but there was enough so 1 
could quit my job in the city's largest depart
ment store and spend all my time making a 
real home out of the little apartment we 
rented. 

We were so deeply in love, and the world 
seemed so bright! All we asked of life was /' 

.--'0--------:":MR. KEEN, RADIO'S FAMOUS TRACER OF 
~.....!6~""" RAPIO ANP TELEVISION MIJ\1<O~ 

what we had~ach other, and a job 
for Howard that he liked to do. But 
then Howard didn't have the job, 
and gradually we began to lose each 
other. 

There wasn't much building go
ing on in those years, and the firm 
was cutting. down its staff anyway, 
because of that. And the son of 
one of the directors got out of col
lege. a full-fledged architect. There 
wasn't room in the firm for both 
him and Howard~so it was How
ard who left. 

We thought at first it would be 
simple for him to connect with an
other company, but the weeks went 
by, and turned into months, and he 
didn't. Our small bank account 
melted away to nothing, and finally 
[ had to go back to myoid job at 
the store-and consider myself 
lucky to get it. 

"Now that you're the breadwin
ner," Howard said, "1 guess l'H have 
to do the cooking and houseclean
ing!" 

We both (Continned on page 47) 

LOST PERSONS, MENDS A BROKEN MARRIAGE 
~"NU"'"Y, 1941 

Listen to Mr. Keen, Trocer 
of Lod Perlons, every Tuel . 
day, Wednesday and Thursday 
e vening at 7:15, £.S.T., on 
NBC·alue--sponlored by the 
,"akers of Kolynal Taothpo ste, 
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H E CA LLED MY 

THE night I won a prize in a bathing beauty contest, Mother was 
frightened and Marion, my sister, was furious. I had thought it would 
be a first step toward Hollywood. But Marion said that, until I 

finished my course at business school-which she and Mother were paying 
for-I should stay home, evenirtgs, and help them to sew bead designs 
on evening bags. All three of us together could make about twelve dollars 
a week, that way, and it was a needed addition to Marion's telephone job 
salary. 

But sewing beads on evening bags made me restless. It made me dream 
of escorts in top hats, and dancing at night clubs, and still more of singing 
at night clubs. I could imitate the style of any girl who was singing on 
the radio. And I watched newspaper advertisements for girls to stay in, 
evenings, with Children, for dinner and a dollar, while their parents 
went out, and I saved up the dollars to pay for singing lessons. I wanted 
to save my mother and sister, not only myself, from drudgery, but I 

couldn't save them by plugging eternally 
with them. I'd have to save myself first, and 
then drag them out. At least that was what 
I thought, and I tried to explain to them my 
hope of Hollywood, and of a chance on the 
radio. 

Mother was afraid of radio work, too, afraid 
I couldn't do public work and go on being 
the kind of girl she wanted me to be. She 
had always been afraid of everything, since 
my father's death. And yet it was because of 
Dad that I was not afraid. I'd been little when 
he died, hut I remembered him. 

Dad always understood the things I wanted 
to do---but not Mother or Marion. That's 
why I had to stop telling them things I cared 
about. So the day a letter actually came, 
offering me a radio aUdition, I screamed 
when the postman handed it to me, I was 
so tense with silent, lonely. pent-up hope. 

I'd been singing since I was a child, at our 
church entertainments, and for two years 
our organist and choir-leader had been prom
iSing to get me a hearing on the radio. He 
had some kind of connection with the man 
whose name was on that envelope, a man 
who put on radio programs that met with 
much success. 

Reading the letter through in the space of 

• • She knew that she loved Stephen Lan91ey 

desperately and must win him by any means. 

Yet. in that breathless moment of desire, 

she realized she hadn't counted the cost. 

A beautiful young star tells the power

ful true story of the lesson she learned 

a single breath, I flew upstairs, but stopped outside our 
own apartment door, remembering to keep my joy to 
myself. I went out and walked, instead of telling Ma 
and Marion, in pouring, sleety winter rain. And when 
I went to my audition, I didn't tell where I was going. 
How could I have gone back and let them know if I 
failed? It was hard enough, to keep ambition alive, 
without having to acknowledge failure. But I couldn't 
fail. I wouldn't. I must be accepted. I'd die if I wasn't 
accepted. 

Never, before walking into that studio, had I known 
how hard my heart could beat. On my way from the 
elevator I passed the control room. The door was stand
ing open. The thought of having to satisfy mechanical 
devices was even more terrifying than the thought of 
having to satisfy people. 

There was a kind of reception room, and beyond it 
a room where I could see a piano, a man pacing up and 
down, and a younger man lounging on the piano bench, 
one ann resting on the music rack. A tall girl was 
leaving the studio. Swathed in beautiful furs, she 
looked like a fashion model. Carrying an elegant 
portfolio she glanced amusedly at me and my worn 
high school briefcase. Evidently she had just finished 
her audition. Was I supposed to compete with her? 

Yet I thought the man who was pacing the room 
looked displeased with her. I was sure he was. She 
could not have been accepted, if he was. By approaching 
the piano just t hen, he came into the part of the room 
I couId see. He started looking through a pile of sheet 
music on the piano. 

And he was--he was everything, everything my 
dreams had ever pictured to me. He was all the top-hat 
escorts I ever had dreamed, all the men my heart and 
mind and feet had danced with at night clubs, in 
imagination, while my fingers, stumbling in weariness, 
sewed beads on evening bags for other girls to carry. 
He was the producer of the programs I had dreamed 
of singing on, he was my dream accompanist, he was all 
the men in all the audiences I'd dreamed of singing to. 

I don't mean I fell in love with him. It wasn't that. 
Not then. He was too wonderful, too overpowering, not 
just too wonderful for me, but for anyone. And he was 
not impressed by the girl who had just left the studio. 

• The night I won a prile in a bathing beauty 
conted, I thought it WOI my first step to
ward Hollywood. My sister Marion wos furious 
ond wanted me to finish my business coune. 



But he mUSI be. by the girl I was going to be--the 
~ I rl I all'eady was in my dreams. My resolve to be 
that gi rl in reality, at that moment outgrew mere hope 
or stubbornness, becoming fierce. passionate purpose. 

It may be he felt that resolve. More likely he fell 
me looking at him. His eyes rose to meet my eyes. In 
the same instant he Rung down the music on the piano. 
and swung round like a person suddenly galvanized. 
all at once arrived at a decision. an unchangeable. un
challengeable decision. All his decisions. r felt. werc 
hke that. 

No:' he said. to the piano player. "She isn·t what 
we want. She has an---orchid voice. That isn't 

what we want on this program. We want a brave 
voice. sweet, a little defiant, a-a wild rose kind of 
voice. But wait a second. There's some one out there 
looking for some one." 

He came to meet me. He had brown eyes, like Dad. 
But also he had a strange look of unbelief. Faith in 
him and doubt of him m ingled with my feeling that 
I was being rapidly-and relentlessly-appraised. by 
the world of strength and success which he repre
sented. I felt my face color with the intensity of my 
determination not to be afraid---of him---of anything. 
With something like the amusement that had showed 
in the girl's face, he smiled. But there was more than 
amusement in his smile. There was-recognition, as 
if a sign and countersign had passed between us. 

"I-may be in the wrong studio," I faltered. Surely 
I could not have found my way so soon. Surely so 
much good fortune could not come all at once. "I'm 
looking for Mr. Stephen Langley." 

"You're not at all wrong, then," he said. "On the 
contrary. I"m Langley. And I imagine you're the IiUle 
girl Ken Dixon made me send for:' 

"I am," 1 answered. "I'm Betty Rand." I couldn't 
find breath enough to say more than that. 

Stephen Langley said, "Dixon tells me that you've 
sung into a mike." 

"At my teacher's, and on amateur and children's 
programs," I replied. "I'm not afraid of one." 

But his attention was not on what we were saying. 
It was on my eyes and hair, and the curve of my eheek, 
and the way the corners of my lips go when I smile. 
And, strangely enough. it disappointed me, to see h im 
thinking only of how I looked. just like any boy at 
schooL Somehow I wanted his eyes to be looking 
away, thinking of songs and audiences. and the power 
of radio. And when he seemed to fccl my change of 
feeling toward him. and tried a little awkwardly to 
change his own expression. I wondered in dismay 
what could be wrong with me. to make me call that 
kind of attention. In that suddenly galvanized way 
he had. hI;' went back to the music on the piano. 

"We want songs that will inspire people," he said. 
"1 was looking for some here. Have you any to offer?" 

lIis eyes were shutting me out now, as if I hardly 
were there. That was what I had expected at first, but 
now it was- -it was like a boy having made love to you, 
ilnd then meeting him with a girl he was engaged to. 
~ot that you'd cared about him. but he had cared 
about you and didn't any mOre. It's a let-down, some
how. It makes an emptiness. So I smiled purposely 
this time. and made my voice smile, so he'd know I 
was smiling. And still he wouldn't look. I knew it 
was silly to feel ill almost. like being hungry, 'and
lonely. but I did. 

"This program:' he said. "tries to make people 
believe that there's wmething good and beautiful in 
('vPry person and every situation." He was concen
trating hard, to explain to me. "We think that you can 
ind in everyone something good and bfoautiful. if you 

10 

make an honest effort to, and that you don't have to 
deal with the qualities you hate or despise in a person. 
You can find better qualities by using your own better 
quaJitie~. Our songs must carry out this idea. Do you 
see?" 

"Yes:' I answered eagerly. ;'It sounds like my Dad." 
And everything was all right then. as soon as Dad 
was there, even though only in my memory. "He used 
to say to Mother, when she lost patience with my sister 
or me, 'Now wait. What the girl wants is right enough. 
It"s only her way of going: about getting what she 
wants, that':; wrong.''' 

I had forgotten to sparkle. I was only loving Dad 
and being grateful to him. r hadn't rcalized I'd brought 

• "No''' ' cri.d. "Con' t a 
girl have a co,...,.~'t 
,he even sign 0 contract
withovt Ie!ling herself?" 

back Stephen Langley's eyes to their appreciation of 
me, or noticed until I stopped speaking that they were 
warm and friendly for a moment. He laughed. 

"I wish he'd written that 10 songs," he said. "But 
no one has. We have to be content with our script 
writer's idea that our songs must bring results, along 
the line of each day's program. I mean Olat if you 
SlOg, 'Lover. Come Back to Me: thousands of letters 
must come in the next day, saymg. 'Last mght, after 
hearing your program. I called up the girl I once was 
engaged to. I told her I was sorry for whatever It 
was we had quarreled about. Now we're engaged 
again: Could you sing that fOI" us now--In a way to 
make the man 10 the control room call up some girl 

and Sd)" he's sorry about the way he treated her'>' 
That day I could. I sang the song with an emotion 

I"d never had before. Stephen turned und said to the 
pianist. 

"Well-we've found h('r 
But, unmedlately he realized that I was the girl hl~ 

program needed, hiS manner toward me changed and 
became utterly impersonal. 

In the days that followed. while we auditioned fOI 
~ponsors and Interviewed advertiSing agency men and 
conferred with the SCript writer and musicians. he was 
still detached, impersonal. The momentary desolation 
I had felt, the first day, began to be a mood. a frallle 
of mind, a dim hurt that was settling into my heart. 

I tried to argue myself out of it. What in heaven's 
name was the matter with me? l"d wanted a chance at 
suceess. Well, I was having it. Stephen Langley Well> 
enthusiastic in his praise; the road to fortune stretched 
ahead of me. broad and clear. All I had to do was work, 
and I loved to work. These days of preparation should 
have been the happiest and most exciting of my life. 
But, somehow, they weren't-simply because a man 
with brown, skeptical eyes and a purposeful manner 
chose to pretend that I was not a person. but only a 
cog in his success machin('. 

I NSTINCTS-fenunine IIlstmcts that had nothmg to 
do With my deSire to Sing and be successful at my 

Job--were stilTing in me. mak ing me long to see again 
that look of interest and appraisal that had been in 
his eyes at our first meeting. Oh. I knew that I'd been 
disappointed at the time, seeing it there. But it had 
told me he was a man and I was a woman. It had 
been heady, ('xcii.ing. and I couldn't forgN it. 

I don't mean that I reasoned all this out_ didn't. 
I was too confused and hurt at his brisk unawareness. 
But 1 found myself watching other girls in the studio 
building, trymg to dress and act more like them. I 
borrowed clever clothes, and I persuaded Manon (even 
now, I can't Imagine how) to let me use the credit 
she could get on her steady job to buy more clothes. 

When all the tests and proofs were over, and we 
had agreed on a salary which sounded like a fortune 
to me, I finally received word that a contract wal> 
ready, in his office, to be signed. 

I used Marion's charge account to buy a special out· 
fit-a tailored suit with a Jacket that had soft. fluffy 
fur along the sleeves, and ten-fifty shoes, and stockings 
that must hav(' been about one-hali-thread, and clever 
gloves and hat. Now. surely, he'd look at me! 

He did look. But, as he looked, I saw an expreSSion 
of amused confidence come into his eyes. Even III my 
pleasure at being admil·cd. that expression made m(' 
vaguely uncasy. 

Two other men weJ"(, With U!:>. to see the contract 
signed. Then they went away. Men were always 
disappearing out of his office, leaving us alone then, 
That day, for the first lime, I thought I saw that their 
leaving had been his suggeslion. He glanced through 
my contract again. then folded it and put it into an 
envelope. In the act of oITering it to me. his arm 
went about my waist 

"There it is- -the first step to all you want, starnng 
Oil a nationwide hookup, maybe Hollywood. Is it to 
be sealed with a kiss?" he said easily. 

His faint smile was a challenge. It was his world 
of success and strength mocking me. He expected to 
buy me. so much for so much, a kiSS now, and by and 
by whatever he might care to claim. I flared up in 
a fury of disappointment. 

"No!" I cried, my blaZing eyes on hiS lace, like claws 
unsheathed to scratch its complacent handsomene~:-; 
"Can't a girl have a career· (Contlnued on pafle 64) 
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• You may call this a marriage of inconvenience, but to 
Alice Reinheart and her husband it's heaven on earth, 

for they've learned to make a bargain and stick to it 

By JUDY 

SHE is a slip of a girl with dark 
brown hair that gleams softly, 
and with eyes of a strangely 

lovely green. He is slight and fair
haired, with laughing blue eyes and 
an infectious grin. She is excitable 
and intense. He is quiet, reserved, 
determined. 

Alice Reinheart and Burke Miller 
may sound like characters in a 
story. They aren't. She is the girl 
whose vibrant voice you hear in the 
role of Chichi in the radio serial, 
Life Can Be Beautiful. He is NBC's 
night manager. They are both very 
alive, very warm human beings, 
very much in love, living a roman-
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ASHLEY 

tic adventure which started as 
awkwardly as any love story con
ceived in a misunderstanding .... 

The headwaiter was becoming 
more and more anxious about the 
beautiful young lady in the creamy 
white bouffant evening dress who 
had been sitting there in the lounge 
waiting---oh much more than an 
hour. His heart went out to her, 
sitting so alone, and he felt anger 
that anyone could be so stupid as 
to delay a rendezvous with so 
charming a girl. 

The girl opened her lame evening 
bag and carefully went over an al
ready perfect makeup. Why didn't 

she leave, go back to her perfectly 
good apartment? Why was she sit
ting here so stubbornly? He had 
forgotten completely about their 
date. When he saw her the next day 
he would remember and look un
comfortable and everything wouJd 
be impersonal again between them. 

The tiny electric clock in the 
hallway said twelve o'clock. Mid
night on Easter Eve, a lovely new 
dress and now-it might not have 
maUered so much if this hadn't 
been their first date, after nearly a 
year of meeting him at work, talk
ing to him, discovering how many 
things they both liked, learning that 
she worried. when she missed seeing 
him. 

But it was silly--caring whether 
he had remembered. She wouJd 
leave, right now. She felt the sym
pathetic glance of the headwaiter, 
and color seeped up into her cheeks. 

It was the same hot feeling of 
embarrassment she had felt the first 
day they'd met. She had gone into 
the office of the night manager to 
make a phone call. It was New 
Year's Eve and even though she 
had to work, she couldn't resist the 
air of gaiety about the office. When 
the page boy had come in she had 
waved to him and called out "Happy 
New Year." 

Only it hadn't been a page boy . 
It had been Burke Miller, the night 
manager. He hadn 'l any right to 
look so young. He'd laughed when 
he saw the mistake she made, and 
i 1 had been such a friendly laugh 
that she'd nearly forgotten her em
barrassment. 

She'd stood up in her confusion 
and stammered, "I'm sorry, I've 
been monopolizing your office." 

"Stay where you are," Burke 
sm iled, "and tell me your name." 

She had felt better then. And 
they had talked-about New York, 
about the war, about the new Carole 
Lombard movie, and even about her 
hat. 

"I like it," he said. He walked to 
the door with her when she realized 
that she was nearly late for her 
broadcast. 

"Please come back again soon," 
he told her. 

She hadn't meant to, certainly. 
Even if he had been friendly, he 
was still an important person and 

CA N BE 
she was just another radio actress. 
But the next evening she somehow 
found herself walking down the 
corridor near his office and somehow 
he had been standing in the door
way and somehow they were in his 
office and they were talking again, 
with an understanding remarkable 
for two people who scarcely knew 
each other. 

It was exciting, talking to Burke, 
finding out about his job and all 
the things he had done, and an
swering his questions about her, 
who she really was, who her parents 
were, where she was born, and 
when .... 

And it was amazing how much 
Burke had done, what drama there 
was in his life. He'd been a news
paper man on the Louisville 
Courier, winning the Pulitzer Prize 
for reporting on the Floyd Collins 
story-he was the reporter who 
risked his life crawling into the cave 
in an attempt to save Collins. He 
had been broke in New York several 
limes, banged his head against the 
hard rock of radio and made a place 
for himself. He had lived life as 
Alice herself had, excitingly. 

And she found herself telling 
him about her own life-telling 
much more than she had ever told 
anyone else. How she'd been born 
in San Francisco, spent her child
hood in Winnemucca, Nevada, and 
since growing up had been all over 
the world, walking hand in hand 
with adventure. 

"Home life-the social life-was 
always too tame for me," she told 
him. "Even when I was a litUe girl, 
1 wanted to get out into the world 
and do things. At twelve, I was 
well on the way to becoming a con
cert pianist. That was in 1924, and 
soon after that my mother and 
father took me to Europe with them. 
I studied all over Europe--on the 
run. I guess it developed a vaga
bond streak in my nature that I've 
never quite been able to squelch." 

He understood that. The same 
streak was in him. He understood, 
too, the urge that had sent her, when 
she was fifteen, to touring up and 
down the Pacific Coast with the 
Players Guild, and to acting in radio 
shows in her spare time. All this 
wasn't exciting enough, and in 
1928 she talked her protesting par-

• Their lives give them tew moments to be together in their home
and so times like this ote doubly precious to the beautiful young 
star of life Can Be 8ecnrtiful and her N8C-executive husband. 

cnts into bringing her to New York 
for a try at the stage. She was 
successful there. too, appearing in 
many plays and frequently on the 
air. 

"But Dad lost his money in the 
depression," she told Burke, "and 
it was up to me to support the 
family. Up until then, my career 
had been something to have fun 
with-not that I didn't take it seri
ously, but I didn't have to depend 
on it. Now I did." 

Somehow, when you want 1Tj0ney 
the most, it is the hardest to get. 
The next few years were slim ones, 
but Alice kept her no~ to the 

grindstone, and gradually more and 
more jobs came her way, until, on 
the fateful New Year's Eve when 
she met Burke Miller and mistook 
him for a page-boy, she was one of 
radio's most versatile, popular ac
tresses. 

. .. And, she reminded herself as 
she sat alone in the lounge of the 
night club where they had arranged 
to meet for this, their first date to
gether, Mr. Burke Miller might be 
NBC's night manager, but that was 
no reason for him to keep her wait
ing until midnight. Just imagine 
what would happen if she should 
show up (Continued on page 61) 
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• toKay opened her eyes on the darkness. The shock of awakening had 

been so sudden that her nerves were still tingling. to So begins one of 

the greatest emotional experiences ever published in these pat)es. the 

story of a beautiful woman whose marriage plunged her into a wh irl~ 

pool of jealousy and passion. Begin this powerful radio drama now 

K
AY opened \:ler eyes on the 
darkness. The shock of 
awakening had been so sud

den that her nerves were stili tin
gling from it. Then again, she heard 
the sound that had first startled her 
into wakefulness. 

OutSide, there was a shrill burst 
of laughter and a car door was 
slammed. A mOlor was raced and 
over the roar of it, Kay heard her 
step-daughter, Peg, call gayly, "See 
you tomorrow!" There was the 
clatter of high heels coming up the 
walk. 

Kay glanced at the clock and 
frowned at its luminous dial. 
Three-thirty. And Peg had prom
ised her father to be home by 
twelve. John had made quite an 
issue of it at dinner. In fact , he 
hadn't wanted her to go out at all 
and only gave his permission, 
finally, on the condition that she 
come home early. 

And now, here she was-not only 
late, but making no effort to be 
quiet. In the bed next to Kay's, 
John stirred restlessly and Kay held 
her breath, afraid he would 
awaken. After a moment, she 
slipped out of bed and, pulling on 
her dressing gown, crept out of the 
bedroom to the dimly lit landing. 

Peg was coming up the stairs 
now, dreamily swinging her wide
brimmed hat by its ribbon and 
whistling a popular tune. Her 
blonde curls had been blown about 
by the wind and her blue eyes were 
shining. She was smiling to her
self and the smile gave her wide 
mouth a look of childishness. She 
looked so young and sweet that 
Kay's annoyance almost faded. 
Then, she saw her stepmother and 
her face grew cold and petulant. 

"Ssh," Kay whispered. "Please be 
quiet, Peg. Your father's asleep. 
You promised to be in early:' 

" 
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Peg's gaze measured Kay coolly. 
"I'm sorry," she said with cal
culated impudence. "But I only 
promised because you made Dad 
insist on it. " 

Kay sighed. "1 did nothing of the 
sort, " she said. "It's your father, 
not I, who objects to your late 
hours." 

"WeJl," Peg retorted, "all I know 
is that he doesn't think it's neces
sary to wait up and spy on me!" 

A quick answer sprang to Kay 's 
lips, but she closed them firmly and 
watched Peg walk past her, down 
the corridor to her own room. Then 
she crept back to her own bed. 
trembling with mingled anger and 
self-pity. 

At nineteen, you could be so 
cruel. so implacable! Everything 
Peg did and said was designed to 
make her stepmother feel like an 
interloper, or, failing that, to under
mine her author ity as mistress of 
the house. Oh, Peg had been very 
open about it, right from the be
ginning- she was taking no direc
tion or criticism from any strange 
woman just because that woman 
happened to be married to her 
father. And especially not from a 
woman who was only nine years 
older than herself. Peg took every 
opportunity- and where there was 
none, she manufactu red one-to 
assert her independc!Oce and make 
her hostility felt by Kay. 

Tonight, for instance. Kay's only 
moti ve in leaving he r bed and 
meeting Peg in the hall had been 
to protect the girl from her father 's 
anger if he woke and discovered she 
had broken her promise to be in 
early. But Peg had cleverly twisted 
that motive into a desire to spy on 
her. On the other hand , if John 
hael heard her come in , she would 
have accused Kay of having awak
ened h im deliberately so he could 

catch Peg in the wrong. 
It was all so difficult, so tremen

dously difficult! Lying there in bcd , 
her wide-open eyes staring up at 
the dark ceiling, Kay faced the 
problem squarely. Obviously, she 
and J ohn could not have a happy 
marriage without the help of John 's 
children. A nd one of those children 
refused to give that help. 

Suddenly, in a wave of sick bit
terness, she felt that she had under
taken too impossible a task when 
she married J ohn Fairchild and 
came to Walnut Grove to live. She 
loved John, yes, loved him so much 
that even now she couldn't imagine 
a life without him. Still-life had 
been pleasant before she knew him . 
And a wave of nostalgia brought 
the memories flooding back. 

CHICAGO. Chicago III the rain 
and herself, wet and muddy to 

the knees, hurrying back to the 
office with a story. The managing 
editor barking orders at her, t reat
ing her like a man, because--"you're 
the best damn newspaperman in 
this town." Chicago in the sun . 
ViSiting celebrities to interview. Ho
tel rooms and handshaking. Chicago 
at night. Swing music and rackets. 
Racketeers and stories about them 
and- David. No! Not David . 
Mustn't think of him. Escape-r un 
from heartbreak, like before. 
"Uncle George" calling her a fool , 
but understanding and giving her 
an assignment to do small town 
impressions. 

Then, Walnut Grove and John 
Fairchild. 

The spln nmg days, with John 
rolling them along faster and faste r, 
taking her breath away. Calls in 
the morning, lunch, di nner, dnves 
through the' night. F lowers. More 
phone calls. More days running 
swiftly by, with nothing in them 

.... 010 AND .. EUVISION .... RROtO 
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• At nineteen you could be so cruel
and Peg was ruthless in her hatred. 

but John. A jovial John, grinning 
deep clefts into his cheeks, his grey 
eyes beaming. A quiet John, ask
ing, "Will you marry me? Now? 
Right away?" A serious John, tell
ing her about his first wife, Anne, 
who went out on the lake alone one 
stonny night eight years before and 
never came back, telling about his 
children, Bud and Peg. "It isn't 
really fair to ask you to take on 
such a responsibility. You're so 
young-and they're pretty spoiled, 
I guess, being without a mother for 
so long. But I know they'll love 
you, just as much as I do." A timid 
John, afraid he would lose her be
cause of his children, saying hope
fully, " I know it's a lot to ask of 
you-" 

KAY remembered how blithely 
she h'ad looked forward to this 

new adventure of being a mother 
as well as a wife. Having John's 
love, she felt equal to any task. 

It had been easy to win Bud's 
affection. He was twelve years old, 
healthy, curious and eager. From 
the first moment, he had been will
ing to accept her. She had loved 
him on sight and it wasn't long 
before he considered her one of his 
best friends , in spite of the fact that 
she was a grown-up and, what must 
have been worse in his eyes, a 
"lady." 

But Peg. A dozen instances of 
Peg's hostility flashed like pictures 
on the screen of her mind. Peg, 
when they met for the first time, 
looking at her with cold, specula
tive eyes, never even putting out a 
hand in welcome. Peg being defiant. 
Peg calmly assuming that it was 
Kay, and Kay alone, who objected 
to her late hours and unexplained 
dates. Peg being impertinent and 
deceitful. 

[f only, Kay thought, she could 
understand Peg-be friends with 
her, help her! She was such a 
strange girl, beautiful and gay and 
capable of a disarming sweetness, 
which Kay could not help feeling 
was a truer indication of her real 
character than the sullenness she 
wore whenever she was with her 
father 's new wife. She was not
Kay struggled to analyze her-very 
stable emotionally, nor very happy. 
She conceived violent affections. 
as well as violent hatreds. She had 
absolutely no ability to judge peo
ple, especially men. And whatever 
emotion she happened to be ex
perienCing at the moment filled her 
entire horizon. Her impulses, her 

ungoverned temperament, might 
some day lead her into serious 
trouble. 

And yet, as Peg herself had just 
pointed out, you couldn't treat a 
nineteen-year-old girl like a child, 
Even if she acted like one. 

Looking backward, Kay saw her
self at nineteen and thought how 
much more mature she had been 
than Peg, But then, she'd had a 
job--two jobs, really, because she 
was working on a newspaper as 
well as going to college, There 
hadn' t been time for petty resent
ments or equally peUy enthusiasms. 
Now, if only Peg were busy on 
something that seemed important to 
her instead of being so idle--

It was a chance, a slim one, but 
still a chance. Kay's over-stimu
lated mind turned it over and over, 
wondering how to test it. Of course, 
Peg must never even suspect that 
Kay wanted her to take a job, How 
then to manage it? . , . 

Dawn was stealing into the room 
before Kay had a plan. She found 
suddenly, that she was relaxing 
contentedly and from eyes grown 
pleasantly heavy she watched the 
pink fingers of light gather up the 
shadows and sweep them into noth
ingness. Sleep came upon her un
awares. 

She slept only a few hours, yet 
she woke feeling refreshed and 
eager. All morning, she went about 
keenly aware of a new sense of 
well being, of belonging to the 
house and right after breakfast, as 
soon as John had left for his office 
in the bank, she went in to Walnut 
Grove to set her plan for Peg into 
motion, she felt for the first time 
that she belonged there, too. Before, 
she had sometimes felt that it was 
slow and dull, a backward place 
compared to Chicago. But now, as 
if her eyes had been given new 
sight, she understood John's pride 
in it. 

It was a small town, but it was 
growing. And everyone in it was 
helping it to grow. The butcher, 
the baker, the policeman on Main 
Street, the young woman pushing 
the baby carriage, and all the 
others-the young and the old, the 
wise and the foolish , the rich and 
the poor-all of them were just as 
much a part of its growth as was 
Mr. Clark, who smiled so conde
scendingly to her from the steps of 
the bank where John worked. 

Usually, Mr. Clark irritated her 
deeply. He was so conscious of his 
poSition as president of the bank 
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• Had Kay undertaken too impossible a 
task when she morried John Fairchild1 

and of hers as the wife of one of his 
employes. She always felt almost 
as if he expected her to courtsey to 
him in gratitude for his generosity 
in giving her husband a job. But 
today, through her new awareness, 
she realized that according to his 
lights, Mr. Clark was important, the 
most important man in Walnut 
Grove, in fact , because he pos
sessed the most money and the most 
power. John was important, too. 
His job at the bank was second-in
command to Mr. Clark's, but all the 
same he was an employe. And Mr. 
Clark was bound to observe the 
social distinctions by condescending 
to John Fairchild's wife. 

Her good feeling persisted. She 
visited the "Journal" office, where 
she had a long talk with Andy 
Clayton, the editor and publisher 
of the town's only newspaper. Then 
she picked up the evening dress she 
was going to wear to the Country 
Club Dance that evening. At the 
dressmaker's, she ran into Eleanor 
Clark, the bank president's daugh
ter. Here again, she noticed some
thing for the first time--how much 
'of Mr. Clark had been reproduced 
in his daughter. The arrogance, the 
desire for power, the need for ad
miration and attention, they were 
all there in the girl, somewhat 
softened by her femininity, but by 
no means obscured. And thinking 
of these things made Kay glad she 
had only Peg to deal with , for, after 
all, Peg was an angel-if a mis
guided one--compared to Eleanor. 

SHE returned to the house a few 
minutes before noon to hear 

from Mattie, the vast colored 
woman who had been with the 
Fairchilds for so long that she 
seemed like one of the family, that 
"Miss Peg gone out in a hurry 
'bout fifteen minutes ago." Further 
questioning disclosed that Peg's de
parture had been in answer to a 
telephone call from a man. 

Kay smiled secretively. Andy 
Clayton hadn't wasted any time. 
Now there was nothing to do but 
walt. 

Bud came racketing into the 
house and Kay had lunch with him, 
as usual. That is, she sat at the 
table with him, but she was too 
nervous to eat. She only half lis
tened, one ear cocked for the sound 
of Peg's return, while he prattled 
about being elected captain of the 
baseball team. In spite of her lis
tening for it, she almost dropped her 
fork when she heard the front door 
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slam and Peg's voice, shrill with 
excitement, calling. 

"Kay! MaUie! Where is every
body?" 

The next instant, she exploded 
into the dining room. "Kay! Bud! 
I've got a job!" she cried, dancing 
around the table. 

Bud raised an eyebrow and 
snorted derisively. 

"But it's true!" Peg said. "Andy 
Clayton called me up this morning 
and offered me a job. Just like 
that!" 

Inwardly, Kay breathed a sigh of 
relief. Andy had put it over. Ap
parently, Peg suspected nothing. 
"You don't mean Andy Clayton 
has given you a job on the 'Jour
nal'?" she exclaimed. 

" Yes, he has," Peg said proudly. 
"But-I don't understand," Kay 

said. 
Peg loksed her head. "Andy Clay

ton called me and said he thought 
a gossip column about the younger 
set would be good in the 'Journal' 
and he wanted it to be written by 
somebody in the younger set, be
cause that way it would be more 
authentic and everything, and right 
away when he thought of the 
column, he thought of me to write 
it, because I'm always running 
around with that crowd and-" 
here she hesitated a little, "-well
because he knew you'd been such 
a good newspaper woman before 
you came here to live and maybe 
you cou1d help me a little at first
and so he called me up and asked 
me if I thought I could write it and 
I said I thought I could and-so
I have the job. Whew!" And she 
laughed gayly, all out of breath 
from her long speech. 

Kay laughed, too. But she was 
laughing with appreciation fOr 
Andy Clayton's wisdom. What a 
good psychologist he was, she 
thought, to have played on Peg's 
vanity so neatly. 

"Why that's wonderful," she said. 
" When do you start?" 

"Right away," Peg said breath
lessly. " I'm to write up tonight's 
Country Club Dance-sort of a trial 
piece. Gosh, I hope I can make iL" 

"Of course, you can," Kay said. 
Bud stood up from the table. He 

looked Peg up and down, shaking 
his head with mock amazement . 
Peg made a grab for him, but he 
evaded her and ran out of the room, 
with a whoop of laughter. 

"He's awfu!." Peg said with a 
small smile. She looked a little 
timidly at Kay. " Kay-" she ven-
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tured. "I-that is-you will help 
me, won 't you?"' 

"Certainly, I'll help you," Kay 
said. "1 don't imagine you'll need 
much help. though. once you get the 
hang of it." 

Peg sm iled a little sheepishly. 
Then, "Kay-" 

"Yes, Peg?" 
"I-I'm sorry abou-t last night," 

she said. 
"Let's forget It, shall we?" Kay 

;;m iled .. Peg blushed and nodded. 

ALL day. Kay was excited, more 
so than Peg, perhaps because 

she had more at stake than the girl. 
It seemed to her that her whole 
future. all her hopes and dreams. 
depended on Peg's success. Even 
when she made out the sizable 
check for their Country Club mem
bershi p dues, she did it without her 
usual qualms. For once, she Celt 
that belonging to the Country Club 
wasn't an extravagance. It was 
worth a bit of scrimping, if it helped 
Peg with her job. 

In the evening, as she dressed 
for the dance, she Celt pleasantly 
gay and restive. She brushed her 
dark hair until it glinted with life. 

The excitement had given her dark 
eyes a depth and glow and brought 
a delicate flush to her cheeks and 
lips, making them far more attrac
tive than any cosmetics ever could. 
Pulling on her new gown. she noted 
with satisfaction how supple and 
graceful her figure was and she 
realized with a start that she hadn't 
even looked at herself properly for 
months. She smiled at her reflec
tIon in the long mirror. It was good 
to feel feminine and desirable again. 

Just as she was pinning a spray 
of Iilies_of_the_va\ley in her hair, 
John came into her dressing room 
to have his tie fixed. He stared at 
her for a moment and there came 
into his eyes a look that had been 
missing from them for a long time, 
a look of possessiveness and pride, 
s warm, intimate look, that sent her 
heart skipping. And they both for
got all about his tie. for the next 
ten minutes. 

Peg, looking gidish and extremely 
unready for work in a frilly, tulle 
dress that made her look as though 
she'd been caught in a scoop of 
foam, went to the dance with them. 
This was the first time since Kay 
had come to Walnut Grove that the 
girl had gone out anywhere with 
her and John. and it made her very 
happy. 

And when they entered the 
Country Club and John leaned 
close to her and whispered. "Their 
eyes are popping, darling. but I 
love you, even if you arc beautiful," 
Kay felt as though she were back 
in Chicago and it was before John 
had asked her to marry him. It was 
all silly and wonderful and she 
loved every bit of it. 

They had barely settled down at 
a ringside table. when a young 
man dressed in a business suit and 
carrying a camera and lights came 
toward them. 

"Miss Fairchild," he sa id to Peg. 
''I'm Jim Shannon. Mr. Clayton 
sent me over to take pictures." 

Peg introduced him. "This is my 
father and-mother," she said. It 
was the first time she had ever 
called Kay her mother and she did 
it a IiUle awkwardly. 

Jim Shannon eyed Kay a bit curi
ously. "Say," he said, "Mr. Clayton 
said something about your being 
Kay Harriman from Chicago. That 
right?" 

"Yes," Peg put 'in boastfully. 
"She was a pretty good newspaper 
woman, there." 

"Pretty good!" Jim Shannon ex
claimed. "Lady," he turned to Kay, 

• To have John dose to her like 
this, to know that she could 
depend on his love and trust-

"you were a little god-I mean 
goddess to us at school. That was 
some series you did on the rackets," 

"Thanks," Kay said with a smile. 
Later, when Peg and young 

Shannon had gathered up his 
photographic paraphernalia and 
gone to the other side of the room. 
Kay turned to John. 

"Let's dance. darling," she said. 
"We haven't danced together since 
I've been here." 

"That's right. we haven't," John 
said and led her to the dance Roor. 
"Remind me to do this more often," 
he added as he put his arm around 
her. "I like it." 

"You should." Kay smiled up at 
him. "You're one of the best 
dancers I ever met." 

"That's not what I was talking 
about," John whispered, his lips 
brushing her car. 

For a few minutes, Kay lost her
self in his arms, letting him guide 
her smoothly around the dance 
floor. She closed her eyes, shutting 
out everything but the flow of the 
music and the genUe pressure of 
John's arm. She was terribly con
scious of John's nearness and as they 
moved about in perfect unison, she 
felt as though she were melting into 
him, becoming a part of him. 

The tempo of the music changed 
and startled Kay out of her dream. 
She opened her eyes. They were 
g liding past Peg and Jim Shannon 
taking a picture of Eleanor Clark's 
party. It was Eleanor's behavior 
lbat caught Kay 's eye. 

The girl was fairly bristling with 
charm and vivacity as she stood 
close to Jim Shannon and smiled up 
into his eyes. For a second. Kay 
was amazed by the sight. Then, the 
reason for it occurred to her. 

"Dh-oh," she said to John. "Peg's 
in for trouble." 

John glanced back Without in

terrupting his step. "Peg? Dh, you 
mean the young man. Nonsense. 
She just met him." 

"Yes." Kay answered. "But ap
parently Eleanor doesn't know that. 
Look at her."' 

John darted another glance at the 
young people. "Now. look here," he 
said. "We're here to have a good 
time. Forget you're a mother, for 
a change. Peg and Eleanor have 
been the best friends and the bit
terest rivals since they were kids. 
Peg can take care of herself. Come 
on." and he whided hel' about so 
she couldn't see them any longer. 

The orchestra finished the set and 
the dancers had begun to straggle 
back to their tables, when suddenly 
a low, vibrant voice arrested Kay 
and John. 

"Why. John Fairchild." it said. 
.. How nice (Continued on page 68) 
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• An intimate friend writes 

a charming story about a 

man he calls "Squire'" and 

who is much more con

cerned about being a real 

father to his four sons than 

he ever was about singing 

IF you want to see Squire Crosby 
for yourself, just take a ride out 
to Santa Anita or Del Mar. You'll 

usually find Bing at one of these 
race tracks any day he's not work
ing. But don't look for him in the 
clubhouse, among the movie celeb
rities and society bluebloods
where the silver foxes and ermines 
are so thick they remind me of a 
trappers' convention. 

Bing's reason for attending the 
races is old-fashioned-he goes to 
see the ponies run. 

The point I'm making is that 
Bing is a plain, simple guy. Some 
folks claim he's the richest person
ality in Hollywood. 

Personally, I don't know how 
rich Bing is. And I don't give a 
darn. In fact, I've often told -him 
I don't believe he files an income 
tax return. He just telephones 
Washington and asks Uncle Sam, 
"How much do you need?" 

I have heard it said that only two 
present motion picture stars of any 
consequence have remained un
changed by stardom. One is Gary 
Cooper. The other Bing Crosby. 

My acquaintance with Cooper is 
slight, but I'm willing to believe 
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that of him. But as far as Bing's 
concerned, I can personally vouch 
that he's as regular as anyone can 
be. He isn't a bit dillerent today 
than he was nine years ago, when 
we first met back in New York. 

I've never changed my opinion 
of him since that time. 

It was pure coincidence that when 
I came to Hollywood years later, I 
landed at Paramount, where Bing 
was already a top bracket star. We 
happened to meet one day in the 
commissary. Bing, il I remember 
correctly, spotted me first, and in
stantly detached himself from a 
group he was lunching with and 
came over to my table. 

"How are y', Hope," he said. 
"Glad to see you again." 

We've been friends ever since. I 
like to call him Squire-not because 
down at his place at Rancho Santa 
Fe, near Del Mar, where he and 
Dixie and the kids usually spend 
the summer, he can live the We of 
an English squire. (At least, ac
cording to what I've read about 
squires). But because Bing's a real 
gentleman, sweet and kindly-and 
that's no crack. 

We don't (Continued on page 72) 

• Mr. and Mrs. Bing Crosby at the 
premiere of Bing's picture, al
though he'd rather be at home, 
tucking the kids in their beds. 
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• Mr. and Mrs. Bob Hope like to 
attend fights. Bing says Mrs. 
Hope's the beauty of the family 
and we agree with him. but Bob-

THERE should be a law against 
this Hope fellow. He's danger

ous. He's a menace. No one's safe 
from his gUb tongue. And try as 
you will to match wits with him, he 
always gets the best of everybody 
and everything. 

Take his recent personal appear
ance tour. 

The world was in a turmoil. 
Across the seas armies marched, 
bombs wiped out cities, nations fell. 
Over here war tension mounted, 
the government launched gigantic 
preparations for national defense. 
In Hollywood, options dropped like 
plummets and studio executives lay 
awake nights trying to solve the 
problem of the djminishing foreign 
market. 

Yet all this time Bob and his 
troupe played to capacity crowds. 
Box office records crashed in Chi
cago, Cleveland, Detroit and half a 
dozen other cities. 

And look what Hope has done to 
me. He's out-talked me in pictures, 
on the stage, and on the radio; even 
when he's made guest appearances 
at my race track at Del Mar. He 
even stole my trombone player from 
me. One day Jerry Colonna was in 
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• A fellow who has made us 

all his stooges becomes a 

much more human bein9 seen 

throu9h Bin9's eyes-a hus
band who is deeply in love 

and a demon 90lfer who 

will stop at nothing to win 

my band, and the next thing I 
knew he loomed up on Hope's 
program. 

Now, they rate me a pretty good 
golfer in these parts. I've been two 
times champion ot Lakeside, and 
not ashamed of it. Bob is a fair 
player. But even at golf he can out
talk and out-handicap me into los
ing to him! Remember that charity 
match we played with Ruby Keeler 
and Paulette Goddard? Well, Ruby 
is one of the best gollers in the slate 
of California. Paulette, on the other 
hand, has plenty on the ball in 
looks and talent but prior to that 
match, she had had only six golfing 
lessons. Hope, naturally, took the 
arrangements in hand, and Paulette 
and I found ourselves teamed 
against him and Ruby. Guess who 
won! 

I caU Bob "Honey Boy," the name 
dating back to the old-time minstrel 
shows. The idea came to me the 
first time he played a minstrel man, 
in black face, at a clambake of our 
Westwood Marching and Chowder 
Club. These are a bunch of talented 
boys and girls from pictures and 
radio-about a hundred of them
who get (Continued on page 72) 
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• Death comes in the night. and suddenly the 

veil of serenity is ripped from the Prender. 

gast mansion. revealing a threat of murder 

to the girl who complained that life was dull 
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• Rand ... as ~neelin9 beside her. His voice 
was hoarse as he whispered : "Just give 
me a chonce, l ynn! Just soy that much." 

PAGE HAZELTYNE craved ad
venture. At twenty-seven, beau

tiful, single, she felt that life held 
more than her drab existence in a 
San Francisco boarding house. That 
was why she jumped at an offer to 
nurse Mrs. Prendergast at her 
strange home down on the fog
shrouded California coast. The wo
man at the employment agency ad
mitted tha t Mrs. Prendergast had 
been - well- "queer" - since her 
husband's death. Her home. called 
"Mystery House" by the people in 
the vicinity, was a huge place, 
always partially under construc
tion, with not a single room that 
was completely finished. Though 
Page's nominal duty was to nurse 
Mrs. Prendergast, who was a crip
ple, an extra salary was being paid 
to her by the old woman's niece in 
San Francisco, who feared that her 
aunt was being influenced to leave 
her fortune, including the famous 
Ked Anna diamond. to others. It 
was thus part of Page's duty to 
watch Mrs. Prendergast's two com
panions, Flora Mockbee and Dr. 
Randall Harwood. 

Within a few days after her ar
rival at Mystery House Page learned 
that Flora was the daughter of Mrs. 
Prendergast's old housekeeper, who 
had died a few days before Dr. 
Harwood arrived at Mystery House. 
He was a young physician, charm
ing and likable but frankly an ad
venturer, who had recently returned 
from China. Flora was obviously in 
love with him, but Page did not be
lieve he could be attracted by her 
pale, homely face and spinsterish 
ways. Later, Dr. Harwood asked 
Page to pay special attention to the 
fourth member of the household
a young, handsome man named 
Lynn whose precise identity was 
a mystery. and who suffered from 
a strange mental trouble. Lynn was 
so greatly attracted to Page that 
one day he revealed he was in pos
session of the famous diamond, 
which he claimed Mrs. Prendergast 
had given to him. Nevertheless, in 
his vague way, he insisted that she 
wanted it back, and that if she suc
ceeded in getting it she might send 
him to an institution. 

In spite of the oddly sinister at
mosphere about the house, Page 
was happy in her new job, until 
Flora revealed that she was en
gaged to Dr. Harwood. Harwood 
later admitted a half-engagement, 
but told Page that he loved her in
stead. Hardly had she adjusted her
self to this proposal when, on a trip 
to San Francisco, she conferred 
with Barnes Bishop. the lawyer 

representing Mrs. Prendergast's 
niece. who hinted that there was 
something strange about the death 
of Trudy Mockbee, Flora's mother
that she might have been poisoned. 
Upon Page's return to Mystery 
House she had another talk with 
Lynn, and this time he unexpectedly 
asked her to marry him. 

j::\LITTLE later. Page was walk
ing up the path to the house. 
A Chinese was bowing and 

scraping on the terrace. his ivory 
face a broad smile. "Oneddy come," 
he announced. 

"Old lady come? What old lady?" 
Page asked. 

For answer Ma Foy gestured with 
a linen-clad arm. and Page saw 
standing in the shade of the great 
banana tree a frail elderly woman 
in a furred coat, a plumed hat, and 
long white gloves. 

"I'm Fanny Watts Roy," the 
strange woman said, in a weak, 
faintly autocratic, pleasant voice 
that matched her appearance in 
some strange indefinable way. "I'm 
Mrs. Prendergast's sister." 

"I've heard her speak of you," 
Page assured her politely. But her 
thoughts were in a jumble. What 
to do? Mrs. Prendergast had left 
none of her associates in ignorance 
of her feeling toward her sister. 
She hated her and despised her. 
How on earth had this refined, 
faded little person passed the Jap
anese guard at the highway gate? 
Rand was away; Flora was prob
ably asleep. And upstairs sat en
throned the despotic old woman 
who would go into a rage at the 
mere idea of her sister's nearness. 

"I'm Mrs. Prendergast's nurse, 
Page Hazeityne," she said pleasant
ly. "Suppose that you come up to 
my room? I'm not sure that Mrs. 
Prendergast will sec you. She's 
been nervous, lately. That is, she 
doesn't sec anyone---much." 

"Extraordinary!" Mrs. Roy said 
in her faintly autocratic, weary. 
lovely voice. "Of course she'll see 
me! We haven't seen each other 
for fourteen years." 

"Imagine. .:' Page murmured 
sympathetically, her heart beating 
fast with a terror she could not 
understand. as she opened the door 
of her room; snapped up lights, 
"You know she is angry at Mrs. 
Hibbs." she said cautiously. 

"Yes; my daughter told me that 
yesterday. The quarrel was non
sense of some sort!" 

"She's old, and it was just at the 
time of Mrs. Mockbee's death," 
Page offered gently. 

"I never did like Trudy Mock
bee. never could stand her!" Mrs. 
Roy said, with a sort of elegant 
peevishness. "There's no question 
she was after my sister's money." 

Page left her and went off to 
Mrs. Prendergast's room to break 
the news. Flora was there; had 
evidently just escorted the old lady 
to her fireside chair in the sitting
room. 

"Well. you look comfortable! Are 
you ready for a visitor?" Page said. 
"Mrs. Prendergast, Mrs. Roy is 
here." 

For a minute there was a com
plete transfixed silence. Page was 
almost frightened by the look she 
saw on the full old wrinkled face. 
Her employer, when angry, was a 
dreadful sight. 

"What did you say?" Mrs. Pren
dergast asked measuredly. 

"Your sister from India. She's in 
my room." 

"Ha! I'll not sec her," the old 
lady said. 

"Ah. but she's your sisler!" Page 
said gently. 

"You and Flora go right back and 
see her now," Mrs. Prendergast said 
fiercely, ignoring Page's remark. 
"Tell her a man'lI come over from 
the farm, to get her in to Belmont, 
and that when I want to see her 
I'll let her know. You can give her 
a cup of tea or something, if you 
want to," she added more quietly. 

She was shaken badly; Page 
could see that. Her fat old hands 
were trembling, and her face, livid 
with anger and fear a few seconds 
earlier, had turned an unhealthy 
tallow color. This was her only 
sister, after all, the girl reRected; 
perhaps she found it harder than 
she would admit to refuse this in
terview, that for both of them might 
be the last in this life. 

Flora and Page went through the 
hall together. 

Mrs. Roy, her coat removed now, 
and her ashy graying hair uncov
ered, was relaxed in a cjlair beside 
the stove. The room was warm; 
the faded beautiful eyes that the 
visitor raised expectantly to Pa~e 
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were heavy with drowsiness. 
"You'll take me to my sister?" 

she said at once, rousing. 
"I'm so sorry," Page said. "Mrs. 

Prendergast feels wretchedly. She 
really doesn't want to see anyone." 

"How d'you mean anyone? What's 
the matter with her?" Mrs. Roy 
echoed sharply. "I'm her sister." 

I KNOW. But you see-" Page's 
eye fell on Flora, who was quiv

ering in the shadows. "This is Mrs. 
Mockbee's daughter, Mrs. Roy." 

"What's the matter with Mrs. 
Prendergast?" the imperious faded 
voice reiterated. "I'm not going to 
do anything to tire her. I've come 
all the way from India; 1 only got 
here Sunday. I have to get back 
by March; my husband is a chronic 
invalid-" 

"I know," Flora interrupted, with 
a firmness that amazed Page, "but 
if you'll just wait until she writes 
you-" 

"Why should I?" the newcomer 
demanded impatiently. "I certain
ly shall do nothing of the kind! My 
daughter and her husband both 
feel that Mrs. Prendergast would 
want to sec the members of her 
family if she were not influenced 
in some way against them!" 

She stopped, sniffed, and fixed a 
defiant glare upon them. 

"Suppose you see Doctor Har
wood?" Page suggested placatingly, 
all the trained nurse for the mo
ment. "Miss Mockbee and I can't 
very well go against Mrs. Prender
gast's express orders." 

"No, I suppose you can't!" Mrs. Roy 
conceded. "When will he get here?" 

"I'm going: down to get you some 
tea," Page said. "He ought to be 
here soon." 

Flora fluttered away, and Page 
ran down to the kitchen, and busied 
herself with a tray--cream, lemon, . 
lady-fingers, buttered fresh toast. 

She was carrying it upstairs 
when, in the upper haU, she met 
Rand. 

"Oh, Rand, there's h-e-I-I to 
pay!" the girl laughed, surrender
ing the tray, and lighting lights as 
they went along. "Mrs. Roy is 
here!" 

"Who?" 
"You know. The sister who mar

ried the swami-Mrs. Prendergast's 
sister!" 

"Where is she?" Rand asked. 
"In my room. I didn't know what 

to do with her. Mrs. Prendergast 
was frantic! She says she won't see 
her, and I don't believe she'll 
change her mind." 

"They haven't seen each other, 
then?" 

"Oh, no. And Mrs. Roy is wild. 
She thinks we're all working on 
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Mrs. Prenderga!j:t for her money." 
"She doesn't know that the big 

diamond's missing?" 
"Oh, no! But Mrs. Roy wants to 

see you, Rand." 
"I'll see her at once, of course," 

he said quickly. Page felt relieved. 
Rand would settle everything! 

He accompanied Page into her 
bedroom and was introduced to 
Mrs. Roy and Page saw with satis
faction that he made an instant 
impression. "I wish, doctor, " Mrs. 
Roy said, "that you would go in and 
ask her if I may not have just one 
word with her-not argument, not 
reproaches! She is my only sister. 
Surely she has no reason for not 
just letting me kiss her and say, 
'God bless you!' " 

"Oh, Rand, I think she might!" 
Page put in eagerly, touched by 
this speech. 

"I don't know," he said. "I might 
go in and talk to her." 

Rand went away and Mrs. Roy 
said, "He seems very nice." 

"Oh, he's a darling," Page said with 
a laugh. "We all take his orders!" 

"Who else is here? Has she an
other nurse?" 

"No; she doesn't need another. 

• Page knocked on the door. There was 
no onswer. She pushed the door open 
ond looked inside. The room wos empty. 

There are the three of us, and 
Lynn." 

"Lynn who?" the visitor asked, 
with a sharp interest that rather 
SUrprised Page. 

"Lynn-well, 1 asked him once 
and he said Edward-Edwards, I 
suppose, but he said Edward." 

"Edward Lynn!" Fanny Roy ex
claimed. "It's one of the Lynns. 
My sister's first husband was Ed
ward Lynn." 

"I didn't know Mrs. Prendergast 
had been married twice," Page said, 
amazed. Lynn was a relative, then! 

"Oh, yes; she was Mrs. Edward 
Lynn when she met Rutger Pren
dergast," Fanny said. "They fell 
madly in love with each other, she 
and Prendergast, and Ned Lynn let 
her get her divorce. This was---oh, 
dear! Min's older than I am-this 
was almost fifty years ago. 

"Minnie's son would be forty
seven or so now. When she mar
ried Prendergast, N cd. Lynn took 
his child and went away; I've never 
heard of him since, except that 
about--oh, years and years ago, 
eighteen or twenty years ago, she 
wrote me that her son was dead. 
But this might be his son. This 
might be Minnie's grandson. Has 
she seen this boy?" 

"Seen him!" Page echoed. "He's 
a member of the family. But she 
doesn't treat him like a grandson," 
she added doubtfully. "He's-you 
see he's been terribly ill, he had a 
sort of fever when he got here, and 
he hasn't rccovered---exactly. That 
is, he's physically well, but he--he 
can't remember; his mind's all con
fused. He's wonderful, in some 
ways," Page went on loyally. "But 
his mind's still-sort of vague." 

IT might be some relative of Ned 
Lynn's who showed up here and 

asked her to help him," the older 
woman said reflectively. "I wish I 
could see him. I'd know in a second 
if he was one of the Lyons; they 
all look alike." 

"But surely, if he was her grand
child, even though the man divorced 
her, she'd say so?" 

"You can't tell. Minnie's always 
been hard, you know, and it's the 
hard people who go queer. I never 
had any brains, and consequently 
they couldn't go back on me," Mrs. 
Roy said simply, and Page laughed. 
"How about the diamond? Has she 
ever shown it to you? " 

"No; she never has." 
"Miss Hazeityne, you're a sensi

ble girl, and I know you'll under
stand me. Are things going on 
honestly here? Is she happy? Arc 
they taking good care of her?" 

"Oh - absolutely!" Page said, 
flushing (Continued on page 54) 
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HOLD YOUR HEART 

• Once every year a ~ng. yj. 
brant voice malr:es itself heard 
on the air oncI suddenly liden
ers have a new star. Dinah Shore. 
with 1M huskineu in her voice 
tftat moklH her blues sinCJinCJ so 
compellinCJ. is this year's briCJht 
new star, on the Eddie Cantor 
broadCCJ5h, on NBC Wednesday 
nights. sponsored by lpana Gnd 
Sal Hepatica. Now she makes 
news by composing witt. GeoteJe 
Simon kodio Mirro,', song hit of 
the month. Tune in and hear 
Dinaft, then si"9 the song yourself. 

• 

Music by 

DINAH SHORE 

Word. by 

GEORGE SIMON 



Hold Your Heart 
• It's the month's romantic song hit. composed by the singing sensation of 
the Eddie Cantor Show. Listen to Dinah Shore on Wednesday nights on NBC 

Words by 
GEORGE SIMON 

Hold your h Here we go a-gain 'Vetre both so in love, Dont 

Music by 
DINAH SHORE 

to ten For 

then if you do our dream may not come true So dar-ling hold your hearf 

Hold your heart, we're go-iog for a ride The stars light the road, the moon will be my guide. And 

r 
. . . . 

then when its done well end up in the sun So dar - ling hold your heart. 
1\ I 

~ 
. . . 
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\\"e lIIet Oh! what a blend-jog As our hearts skipped straight a _ head 
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Think of the tcr-ri-ble 

3 

end - iog 
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3 

If they skipped a - part in - stead 
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i 
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Hold your heart here we go a-gain.\Ve're bound straight for Heaven and when we get thereUlen 

You'll say "I Do" and Iii say I do too And so I'n hold your heart. 



-Are You Satisfied with yOU? 
• If you aren't, says lovely Claudette Colbert. it's only because you've 

been neC)lecting to take proper care of your face. your figure and your 

clothes. Read this inspiring message if you want to find fascination 

THERE is a large dose of some
body else's trouble in every 
morning's mail if you're an im

portant star. The morning I saw 
Claudetle Colbert (as important a 
star as ever made a picture (or 
Paramount or broadcast on the air) 
she had just swallowed tIer morn
ing coffee-black for slimness-and 
opened the last of several letters. 

One was an appeal from a young 
mother of three, widowed, jobless, 
with an important operation to pay 
for; another was a request for 
$2,000 by return mail; a third was 
the threat of suicide from a young 
man; and the last, a letter from a 
young woman which got her
absent though she was-the talk
ing-to of her life. 

For the sake of her future, it is 
a pity she wasn·t there to hear it. 
When Claudette had finished, I sud 
denly realized how lucky 1 was to 
have been there to hear what she 
said. Because, though it was aimed 
at another person, I decided that 
there isn't a woman I know who 
can 't benefit by the lesson in love
li ness Claudette Colbert taught t hat 
morning. 

By PAULINE SWANSON 

"Just look at this!" Claudette 
said, tossing the letter into my lap. 

The young woman had ta ken in
ventory of Miss Colbert's many 
blessings. "Why shouldn't you be 
happy," she wrote, "with a good 
job in the movies, a handsome hus
band, a beautiful home, and all 
those expensive clothes you wear? 

"My figure would probably look 
all right, too;' she added, "if I had 
clothes like that. 

"And my hair might look pretty, 
if I could afford to go to those ex
pensive hairdressers in Hollywood." 

'"That young woman is so wrong," 
Claudette Colbert said. "She ap
parently is starved for some sort 
of succe~ne little triumph would 
cure all her dissatisfaction with 

life, and thost> unripe economic 
ideas along with it. But she can't 
win that way-she can't complain 
herself into a good job, or an inter
esting date, for that matter . 

" If she's not happy with herself 
the way she is, why in the name of 
heaven doesn't she do something 
about it?" 

"What could she do about that?" 
I asked. 

"Plenty;' said Claudette. "No 
girl has to be an ugly duckling. I 
am convinced that any girl-if she 
wants it enough--can have a good 
fig'ure. Any girl can have an at
tractive face. She can wear becom-

This series of four pictures might be called " Evolution of a Beauty," By 
any titl e, they are dramatic proof of Claudette's contention that onyone, 
by anolyzing her asseh and her liabilities, can gain the loveliness she 
desires. Left, 1929; above, 1931 ; right, 1932, and opposite poge, today, 
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ing clothes. She can get the job 
she wants, or the man she wants
if she wants it enough. And neither 
luck, nor money-Miss Sourpuss to 
the contrary-need have anything 
to do with it. 

"You see," Claudette continued, 
"I've proved it. 

"Lei me give you a thumbnail 
sketch of me-at sixteen. That was 
in the midd le 'twenties. You re
member the middle ' t wenties. Short 
skir ts a nd long waists, shingled 
hai r, baby vamp shoes. Well, just 

"""vMv. 11M1 

imagine what a shingle bob would 
do to this face---a moon face , with 
flat, Ash hooks of curls all around 
it. Then imagine this Agure---all 
shoulders and no hips-in the 
crackerboxes which passed for 
dresses that season. 

"Are you shuddering?" she said. 
"But how you've changed," I re

marked. 
"That's the point. Nearly all of 

us are something less than our ow n 
ideal of perfection. But that's no 
reason to take it lying down-

there's a life-time ahead, and with 
a little determmation we can ma ke 
it about anything we want to. 

"Somebody has said that art de
velops through three things: dis
satisfaction, an ideal, and solitude. 
I think the same t hing is true of 
beauty. 

Any girl who takes stock of 
herself, analyzes her assets and 
her liabil it ies, then sets out for a 
speci fic goal needs only time and 
patience to become the sort of per 
son she (Continued on page 60) 
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• In each life there is a ruling passion. In Torchy's it 

was a hopeless loye, in Ned's it was fear, in Rose's a 

burning' desire for independence. But only the Guiding 

Light of Five Points could bring them all to happiness 

LATE on a sprmg afternoon, when 
the thin sunlight slanted down 
over the grime-encrusted walls 

of Five Points, Dr. Ruthledge liked 
to rest for a while in his study. He 
didn't sleep. He simply sat there, 
arms extended along the arms of 
his old-fashioned easy chair, head 
pillowed against its worn leather 
cushIOns, thinking, struggling with 
the great problems of people, of ex
istence, of the soul. 

One thing Dr. Ruthledge believed, 
as he believed in the existence of 
God: 

There is a desuny that makes us 
brothers, 

None goes his way atonc. 
All tllat we send mto tile hves of 

others 
Comes back into our own. 
But people would not see the 

truth of those four lines. To their 
own unhappiness, they fought 
against seeing il 

There was Rose Kransky, for in
stance. H was hard to believe that 
she had learned anything from her 
tragic experience with Charles Cun
ningham. Still she went her way, 
shunning responsibility, struggling 
against all the tics that held her to 
olhers. Now that Ellis Smith, her 
husband-if he really was her hus
band-had left the city, she was 
living with her mother and brother 
in Five Points; but she had placed 
her infant son in a nursery, ignoring 
her mother's heart-broken pleas 
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to keep it at home. She sccmed 
completely indifferent to the baby; 
to her it represented only a burden 
(rom which she must free herself. 

From Rose, Dr. Ruthledge's 
thoughts turned with a pang to Ned 
Holden and his own daughter, 
Mary Ruthledge. Once-and that 
not so long ago---his dearest wish 
had been that these two might be 
married. But now he was con
vinced that marriage between them 
would be a mistake, even a sin. And 
there was nothing he could do to 
keep them apart. Torchy, Ned's 
wife, was his last hope, and now 
she was gone. 

"1 know Ned never loved me," 
Torchy told him the day before she 
left (or San Francisco. "He liked 
me, he was grateful. But he kept 
on loving Mary. So I'll just go 
away. I won't divorce him, and I've 
told him I wouldn't. But any time 
he wants to divorce me, he can." 

Since then, Ned had moved to a 
furnished room in Five Points, leav
ing the apartment he and Torchy 
had occupied in a better part of the 
city. Mary, against her father's 
wishes, saw a great deal of him: 
but between Ned and the man 'Nho 
had been almost a foster-father to 
him an estrangement had grown up. 

Dr. Ruthledgc tried never to 
judge his fellow-man, but even hi s 
love for Ned could not blind him to 
his faults. He steadfastly refused to 
sec his mother, the woman who 
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• Torehy was smiling , sure of 
~e~self, "It's very good pub. 
IIClty for me to be seen with 
my husband-isn't it, Ned?" 

called herself Fredrika Lang. He 
would not cast out from his heart 
the hatred for her that he had first 
conceived when he learned that she 
had abandoned him as a child. 

Ned's newspaper columns and the 
radio broadcasts that he had recent
ly begun-they, too, were things 
Dr. Ruthledge could not condone. 
In them he preached a philosophy 
of selfishness, glorifying this evil so 
subtly and cleverly that he was do
ing immeasurable harm. Millions 
of listeners and readers believed 
him, unwittingly let their minds be 
poisoned by him. Already, although 
he had been on the air only a few 
weeks, the name of Ned Holden was 
famous from coast to coast. 

If Dr. Ruthledge had needed fur
ther proof of Ned's own selfishness 
-proof that he practiced what he 
preached-it was found in his re
lationship with Mary. It did not 
seem to matter to him that he was 
breaking the heart of Torchy, who 
h~d loved him so deeply. nor that 
hiS frequent public appearances 
with Mary were causing spiteful 
talk in Five Points and the rest of 
the city, nor that he had become 
the cause of a rapidly widening 
breach between Mary and the 
father who adored her. For the first 
time in her life Mary was disobey
ing Dr. Ruthledge. He asked her 
not to see Ned, and she refused. 

It would have been far better Dr 
Ruthledge thought sorrowfull;, if 
Ned, when he first fled from Five 
Points, had never returned. 

He sighed and slowly got out of 
the chair, At the window he stood 
and looked out, (or a moment, at 
the busy li fe of Five Points. Across 
the street Mrs. Kransky was stand
ing in the door of her shop, looking 
old and sad. It was a shame, Dr. 
Ruthledge reflected, tnnt Rose had 
never learned how impossible it was 
to find happiness for herself by 
making others who loved her un
happy .... 

A few blocks away from the par
sonage, Life, that undiscouraged 
teacher. was preparing to give Rose 
Kransky one more, final, lesson. 

She sat in the office of the nursery 
where she had placed her child, 
talking to the matron. The cheap 
patent-leather of her purse felt 
greasy under her nervous fingers. 
"Those people that were in here
the ones that said they might like 
to adopt my baby-do you think 
they still feel the same way?" 
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Miss Miller, whose personality 
seemed to have been dipped into 
the same starch as her crisp uni
form, said quietly, "Yes, Mrs. 
Smith. As a matter of fact, the 
woman was here only yesterday. 
She asked me to speak to you once 
more, hoping you might change 
your mind." 

ROSE was unable to meet the wo
man's eyes. "Well, yes," she mur

mured. "Yes, I guess maybe I have." 
"Because of the Child Welfare 

investigation ?" 
"Oh-you know about that?" 

Rose looked up, startled. And yet, 
when she came to think of it, there 
was no reason for surprise. Natu
rally the Child Welfare people 
would have come here, too. 

"Have you any idea why they're 
interested in you and your son?" 
Miss Miller asked. 

Rose shook her head hopelessly. 
"No. .. Just yesterday one of 
their investigators came to see my 
mother. She told Ma 
there'd been a com
plaint filed about me 
-about me not being 
a fit person to have 
charge of the baby. 
And she asked a lot 
of questions, about 
why I didn't keep 
him there with me, 
and whether or not 
I had a job, and how 
much money Ma 
made out of the 
store----" 

"But who col.lld 
have filed a com
plaint about your 
fitness as a mother?" 

"I-don't know." 
Rose forced her lips 
to speak the words. 
In a way, she was 
telling the truth. She 
didn't really know. But there was 
only one person who could possibly 
hate her enough to start this in
vestigation-Charles Cunningham. 
The man who had ruined her life, 
who was the baby's real father
surely he was the one, though what 
his motive might be she could not 
imagine. 

Miss Miller said comfortably, 
"Well, I'm sure you needn't worry, 
Mrs. Smith. I told the investigator 
we considered you perfectly fit to 
retain charge of your child. We're 
convinced that it would be difficult, 
just now, for you to have him at 
home; and you pay our charges 
regularly." 

"Thank you," Rose said absently. 
It was true; as far as the nursery 
was concerned, she was in every 
way a fit mother. But, her panic-
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stricken mind reminded her, there 
were other things-things Miss 
Miller didn't know. An investiga
tion would reveal that she wasn't 
married to Ellis Smith. The scandal 
of the Cunningham divorce case 
would be raked up. And her own 
mother had already told the inves
tigator there was no reason at all 
why the baby couldn't be kept at 
home. No reason-except one that 
her mother would never recognize: 
that Rose refused to have him 
there, a responsibility, a burden and 
a reproach. 

"There're reasons," she said hur
riedly, "reasons I can't let this in
vestigation go any further. I talked 
to a woman-a writer-about a job 
today. A secretarial job. Right now, 
if there was any trouble, she might 
change her mind and not hire me. 
And anyway, I just can't-I can't 
stand having people snooping 
around, asking questions!" 

She saw Miss Miller's eyebrows 
go up at the edge of terror in her 

VOice, and went on more q"uietly, 
"Those people that want to adopt 
him-I suppose you couldn't tell me 
who they are?" 

"I'm sorry--our rules absolutely 
forbid that. But I can assure you 
we wouldn't permit the adoption 
unless we were certain he was going 
to a good home." 

"Yes .. I see." Rose took a 
deep breath and stood up. "Well
I've made up my mind. You can 
tell them they can have him." 

"Mrs. Smith!" The impersonal 
manner wavered; Miss Miller 
seemed almost human. "Are you 
sure you want to-" 

"Yes!" Rose spoke more loudly 
than she had intended. Her voice 
was harsh and angry. "Of course 
I'm suxe. I'll sign the papers right 
now, if you want me to." 

Her lips pressed together in an 
uncompromising line, Miss Miller 
turned to a file, took from it a 
blank form, and silently began to 
fill it out. 

Well, that's that, 
Rose thought dully 
as she watched the 
moving pen-point. 
Ma'll jump all over 
me, of course, when 
she finds out. But I 
had to do it, I had to. 
It's better for the 
kid, it's better for 
me. I guess I really 
had the idea of let
ting him be adopted 
in the back of my 
head all the time, but 
I hated to take the 
plunge. It'll seem 
sort of funny, not 
being able to stop in 
here and say hello to 
him-but I couldn't 
have him on my 
hands! I'm going 
places-I'm going to 

work, and build up a life of my 
own! And I couldn't do that with 
him holding me back. 

She signed her name. 

SUMMER in Five Points. The heat 
lying close and sticky in the 

streets and in the tiny rooms of ten
ement buildings. Children playing, 
shouting, running over the scorching 
pavements. Windows open twenty
four hours a day, so that life was 
carried on as much outdoors as in. 

In the City Times office a reporter 
named Spike Wilson tossed into the 
waste-basket a sheaf of publicity 
material about Ned Holden, "The 
Spectator," whose broadcasts were 
every week gaining thousands of 
new listeners. He wondered. He re
membered Holden from the time 
when he (Continued on page 50) 
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SUPER 
• 

• Now for the first time. the 
newest hero of the air comes 
to you as a thrilling story. 
Read the daring exploits of 
Clark Kent, Superman, each 
month on this page and tune 
in the Superman broadcasts 
on stations coast to coast 

THE planet Krypton was doomed! 
Jorel, Krypton's greatest sci
entist knew that. Feverishly he 

worked to perfect the rocket ship 
that would carry his family to 
Earth. But he was too late! As he 
stood there beside his laboratory, he 
saw the sky flame into a fiery red. 
The ground trembled and wide 
fissures divided forests and fields. 
Huge mountains crumbled and fell. 

Jorel hastily took Kal-el, his in
fant son, from the arms of his 
mother. He placed the sleeping boy 
carefully in the model of his space 
ship, swiftly swung the metal door 
into place and set the controls. 

The tiny rocket-ship roared into 
the uncharted heavens just as the 
mighty planet of Krypton exploded 
into hundreds of thousands of glow-

• Superman, disguised as Clark 
Kent, became 0 cub reporter. 

",.."..,.... 1941 

~-- • He was no longer a baby. He was a 
full .grown man. He was SUPERMAN! 

.,0 

ing fragments. Glittering stars to 
remain forever in the night sky! 
Through the far-flung darkness of 
space, the ship hurled millions of 
miles toward Earth. 

Years later, the rocket reached 
the United States on Earth. It 

• He took the girl gently in 
his arms and leaped into space. 

landed, unharmed, in a desert. A 
bright moon lighted the lonely 
sandy wastes as the metal door, 
sealed years before, was opened 
from the inside. Into the atmos
phere of his new planet stepped 
Kal-e!. (Continued on page 63) 

• Swooping down, he tore off the 
roof of the speeding street·car! 
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I'VE never known the time to 
fiy as it has during these 
last few weeks. It seems 

only yesterday that we w ere 
planning hot weather meals and 
now the wind is whistling around 
my window with the message that 
Christmas is almost here. I'm sure 
that we're all planning to make this 
the happiest winter ever, with a 
feast of those holidays goodies so 
dear to everyone of us. I almost 
see the jars of crisp crunchy cookies, 
taste the delicious fruit cake, and 
smell the enticing aroma of pud
ding steaming for the great day. 

We are fortunate not only in hav
ing these good things to enjoy. but 
in the knowledge t hat they are as 
healthful as they are flavorsome. 
They realiy are, for they are made 
up of just those foods which create 
the energy we all need during the 
winter to make our work easier and 
more productive, our play more fun 
than ever, and to help us combat 
colds which too often are our lot. 
The energy building minerals and 
vitamins, you know, are found in 
cereals such as oatmeal and bran, 
in nuts and fruits and in molasses, 
and these are the basis of all the 
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8Y KATE SMITH 
Radio Mirrorls Food Counselor 
Listen to Kate Smlt"·s dally tallrs over 
CBS at 12 noon, f.S.T., and Iter Friday 
nlgllt vorlety show ot 8:00 an CBS. 
bot" sponsored by General Foodl. 

Now's the time 
to fill up the 
cookie jOir with 
these delicious 
energy-building 
oatmeal and mo
lasses cookies. 

holiday recipes I have for you this 
month. 

Since a well filled cookie jar is a 
Christmas must I'll start with 
recipes for the three kinds of cookies 
pictured at the top of the page. 

Oatmeal Cookies 
4 cups flour 
1 tsp. salt 
1 tsp. soda 
2 tsps. bak ing powdel 
1 tsp. cinnamon 

ih tsp. cloves 
ih tsp. nutmeg 
2 cups rolled oats 

I1h cups walnuts 
I1h cups shortening 
1 ih cups brown sugar 

4 eggs 
lh cup molasses 
1M cup hot water 



Sift Hour once, measure, and sift 
wit h salt, soda, baking powder and 
spices. Mix rolled oats and nuts w ith 
Hour. Cream together shortening 
and sugar, beat in eggs one a t a time 
and add water a nd molasses. Com
bi ne the two m ixtures, mix well 
and d rop by teaspoon on oiled ba k
ing sheet. Bake at 400 degrees F. 
Makes 2 dozen large cookies. 

Ro lled Molossos Coo~ies 
~8 tsp. salt 
1 cup Hour 

:!~1 cup sugar 
1f.t cup molasses 
'h cup butter 
1 tsp. ginger 
Heat molasses to boiling point, 

add butter. Sift dry ingredients to
gether and add slowly, stirring con
stantly. Drop by hal f teaspoon onto 
buttered baki ng sheet, two or three 
inches apart. Bake a t 350 degrees 
F. about ten minutes. Cool slightly 

DATE and NUT PUDDING 
1 egg f1 cup ma/oues 
1 tsp. soda '11 cup water 

1% cups flouf il, tsp. salt 
'12 fsp . cinnamon 
V, tsp. cloves 

~ 
fsp . nut meg 
cup chopped dales 

' .. cup chopped nuls 
2 Ibis. melfed shortening 

Beat egg, odd molasses, then 

and roll each cookie over handle 
of wooden spoon. 

Molasses Coo~ies 
¥.a cup m el ted shortening 

1 cup molasses 
I cup brown sugar 
1 cup thick sour milk 
6 cups pastry flour 

Ih tsp. salt 
2 tsps. ginger 
4 tsps. soda 
1 tbl. lemon extract 
Mix melted fat, mol asses and 

sugar un t il smooth, then add sour 
milk. Sift remaining dry ingredients 
and combine the two mixtures. Add 
lemon extract and mix to stiff 
dough. Chill. Roll on Houred board 
to one- third inch thickness, or roll 
very th in for a ver y crisp cookie. 
Bake at 350 degrees F. 

One of t he most popular holiday 
desser ts is the steamed pudding, so 
here are two recipes, completely 
different in Havor but equally de
licious. Serve molasses hard sauce 
with either one. The Date and Nut 
Puddi ng recipe accompanies the pic
ture at the left. 

Bran Fig Pudding 
'h cup Hour 

llh tsps. baking powder 
1 cup sugar 
1 tsp. salt 
2 cups whole bran shreds 
2 eggs, well beaten 

Ih cup milk 
If.! cup melted shortening 

llh cups chopped figs 
Sift Hour, measure, add 

powder, sugar and salt and 
gether three times, then add bran. 

odd soda and woter which have 
been mixed togethe r. Sift to
gethe r flour, salt and spices 
ond combine the two mixtu res. 
Dredge nuk and datos in oddi. 
tionol flour a nd stir in lightly. 
Add melted shorte ning. Fill 
g reased pudd ing mold ¥., full , 
cover tight ly, stea m IIIl hours. 

• Along with holiday meals comes the 
steamed pudding. For one with on en
ti re ly ne w fla vor, try this delicious Bran 
Fig pudd ing for the Christmas d inner. 
a nd decorate it wi th a sprig of holly. 

3A1fU .... V. 1941 

Beat eggs, add m ilk and shortening 
and beat the two mixtures together . 
Stir in figs. Fill greased pudding 
mold :!.1 full, cover t ightly a nd steam 
31f.,: hours. 

Molasses Hord Souce 
1/4 cup butter 
1 cup powdered sugar 
1 tbl. molasses 

1/4 tsp. cinnamon 
1/4 tsp. grated orange rind 
Ih tsp. vanilla 

Pinch salt 
Cream butter, add sugar gradu

a lly and cream together until light 
and Huffy. Add remaining ingred i
ents and mix thoroughly. Keep in 
cool place until serving time. 

Here's a closing t ip : The pud
dings may be made in advance of 
the holidays, so why not star t to 
prepare them now. and then a ll you 
have to do is heat them just before 
your dinner . This will cut dow n on 
your holiday - time work. 

H OLIDA y time is candy time 
too, and the best kind of 

candy is the kind that's as much 
fun to make as it is to eat. Try 
these Molanes Popcorn 8011s. 

3 quarts popped corn 
2 '3 cup molasses 

IIh cups sugar 
Ih cup wate r 
If.! tsp. vinegar 
1h tsp. salt 
2 tbls. butter 
2 tsps. vanilla 
Pick over popped corn, dis

carding all hard kernels. 
molasses, sugar, water, vinegar 
and salt, without stirring, to 270 
degrees F., or until it becomes 
brittle when tried in cold water. 
Remove rrom fire, add butte r 
and vanilla. Pour syrup grad 
ually onto popped corn, mixing 
thoroughly. Form into balls 
and wrap in waxed paper when 
cool. They make wonderful 
Christmas tr ee decorations. 
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A JINX seems to follow Shirley 
Temple on her radio appear
ances. Last Christmas, when 

she was on the Screen Actors Guild 
program, she was suffering from a 
cold, and the same thing happened 
this Fall when she starred in "The 
Littlest Rebel" for the Lux Thea
ter. Shirley came down with a fever 
of 102 degrees on Friday. and 
couldn't rehearse either that day, 
Saturday, or Sunday. She finally 
went on the air after only two re
hearsals-and this on the Lux 
Theater, which usually rehearses 
steadily for three days. Many an 
adult actor would have given a bad 
performance under such circum
stances, but Shirley showed no signs 
of the lack of adequate rehearsals, 
and only a couple of sniffles hinted 
that she had a cold. 

• • • 
There was another little difficulty 

connected with Shirley's Lux Thea
ter appearances. Charlie Forsyth, 
the sound- effects man, went into 
a store to buy nine pistols with 
which to fire blank cartridges, and 
the proprietor called the police, fig 
uring that anyone who wanted nine 
pistols was up to no good. It took a 
telephone call to Cecil B. DeMille 
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Whots New from (oost to (oost 
• Edgar Bergen dances with his latest 
"steady," Vera Gilmer, famaus New York 
model. Below, WBT's "Aunt Sally" is 
Mrs. Pasco Powell, expert story-teller. 

SENSENEY 

to convince a skeptical guardian of 
the law that all Charlie wanted 
them for was a Shirley Temple 
broadcast. 

• • • 
Luise Barclay, who plays Connie 

Tremaine in Arnold Grimm's 
Daughter, returned from her Mex
ican vacation with two more suit
cases than she started out with. 
Luise collects Souvenirs. 

• • • 
You'll be hearing Alexander 

Woollcott as a guest on several pro
grams this winter, and maybe on a 
regular show of his own in the 
spring. The moon -faced Town Crier 
has been ill, but now his doctor says 
he's well enough to go back to work. 
The illness sliced fifty pounds off 
the hitherto more than ample 
Woollcott figure. 

• • • 
It's getting so NBC's glamour girls 

line up in the studio corridors to 
watch the entrance of Bernardine 
Flynn (Sade, of the Vic and Sade 
series). Bernardine is famous for 
her very daring and smart hats, and 
all the girls want to be sure to get 
a look at them. Her latest is a flip_ 
pant bonnet of two strips of black 
felt, nicely fitted to the head in back 

but flaring into two butterfly bows 
in front. That's all there is to it. 

• • • 
Wynn MUrray, the 20-year-old 

songstress you heard last season on 
Fred Allen's programs, is being 
screen-tested by M-G-M for a part 
in Mickey Rooney's new musical 
picture. 

• • • 
Since Virginia Verrill 's recent 

marriage to Jim Breyley, young 
dance-band manager, jewelers are 
crediting her with a new idea in 
designing jewelry. The lovely singer 
on Uncle Walter's Dog House had 
her wedding ring made with a V
shaped slot on top, enabling the 
ring to fit snugly against the setting 
of her marquise engagement ring. 
Funny nobody ever thought of it 
before. 

• • 
December 23 is the date this year 

for one of radio's great traditional 
Christmas programs. Mark it down 
on your calendar right now to listen 
to NBC's Farm and Home Hour on 
that day, when Rev. Francis C. 
Young and his boy choristers pre-

.... 010 ... "'0 Ta.&V1510l< MlaIIOfI 

• Ginny Simms and Kay Kyser attend the 
preview of their new RKO film, "You'll 
Find Out," Below, listen to Father 
Yaung's Christmas program on NBC. 

sent their annual Christmas show 
for the thirteenth time on the net
work. 

Father Young is pastor of St. 
Juliana Church in Chicago. He has 
always loved to write poetry, and 
in 1922 a Chicago station asked and 
received permission to read one of 
his Christmas poems over the air, 
Father Young, listening in over a 
friend's crystal set, was delighted, 
and the following Christmas he 
himsel.f stepped to the microphone 
to read his own poems and present 
the choir of boys' voices which he 
had trained. 

Until 1928 the program was heard 
only locally in Chicago, but that 
year NBC invited Father Young to 
bring it to the network, as part of 
the Farm and Home Hour, and since 
then it has become a regular part of 
radio's Christmas season, 

The program is as simple and 
beautiful as the Christmas story it 
tells. Against a background of 
Christmas music, Father Young 
reads his most fa mous poem, 
"'Cause It's Christmas." Then comes 
a short sermon--a plea for charity 

J ... l<tI .... v. 194] 

and tolerance-followed by carols 
sung by the choir. Some of the 
carols are Father Young's own ver
sions of German and Polish songs. 

This Christmas, more than any 
other, it might be a good idea to 
make a point of listening to Father 
Young's program, for its message of 
good will and peace. 

• • • 
Wisecracks aplenty Crom the radio 

stars who have put their signatures 
on cement blocks which are being 
embedded in the wall of the Earl 
Carroll Theater in Hollywood. J ack 
Benny wrote "Much Love," and 
Mary Livingstone followed that up 
with her name and "Me Too." 
Edgar Bergen's signature is in tin~' 

italics, underneath a big, scrawled 
"Charlie McCarthy." Gracie Allen 
contributed the best one, though. 
She looked at the sign over the stage 
door which reads, "Through these 
portals pass the most beautiful girls 
in the world," and scri bbled over 
her own name: "What am 1 doing 
here?" 

• • 
Cupid made a raid on the Big Sis

ter program, and bagged two vic
tims. Fred VUal, the handsome 
announcer of the show, married 
Miss Madeleine Frick, of South 
CarOlina, and went on a typical 
radio honeymoon, lasting exactly 
two days. Betzy Tuthill, producer 
of the (Continued on page 67) 
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MONDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Mary Margor.t 1o.4c8,id. 'nl ...... i ...... til. King of JOQ, Po .. 1 Whit""on. 

Tllne·l" aullet in for December 2, 9. 16 and 23! 

Dee_mba. 2: TO"'9"'" l.u Theate. ploy, .. "I.u Ihere', <:I .udden ,hong. of pIOM, ;, 
"K"ul. Rockn., All American," Itorting Pol O'Brie ... 

December 9: A beautifully writt.n and acted .1,;01 i. lone Journ.y. On NBC·R,d 
this of'.,noon at 5: 15. 

Decembe, III: P.rcy Foith, mu.ical director of Americo Sing', on NBC.Red at 10:00 
tonight, i. providing sornl very .nticing hormoni... hll.r lid ... ;". 

Dlcemb., 23: A ,I,y •• lift .. "_mi"ut. ploy. compl.t. in Hulf, i. the Sloort Slto'" Story. 
on CBS this morning at 11 :00. 

ON THE AIR TODAY: Mary Morgor.1 
McBrid •. tolking obout thillg. Ihol illl'r.d 
all ... om.lI. Oil CBS 01 3:00 P.M .. E.S.T., 
.pon.ored by Ih, Florido Cit" .. Commi •• 
.ion. 

F.mi"'", comm.ntalan are rare III 
radio. compored 10 Ih. hod of mo,culill' 
On". aul the I.w ... om.1I ... ho do mok, a 
bu.in ... 01 talking inlo a microphon. or. 
ouhlondingly populor. Lik, Mory Mar. 
gorel McBrid., ... ho hOi 0111 01 the mo.1 
Iri.ndly radio petlolloliti .. '" Ihe ... orld. 

Mory Morgarlt il all unorthadOI pltlon. 
Shl mok.. 0 bu.in ... 01 surpriling her 
.ponsor a ..... 11 o. her Ud.nen, and n.v., 
allow, herlill to b, ti.d do ... n to a ,cript. 
Up until broadco.1 liml. her .criph UIU' 
ally cono,d 01 a coupl. 01 p.ncill,d 110111, 
ond b.lore Ih' hal tolk,d v.ry 1011'1 .v.n 
th.y are crumpl.d up illio a boll and 
lon,d o .... oy, 

Mo.t 01 all. Mary Margaret 11 k .. 10 find 
out thl inlerlltillg thing, oboul ploc .. and 
p.opl. ,veryon •• 111 lokll for gronl.d. For 
inslonc •. ill a tolk obout the wond.,. 01 
the N ..... York World'. Fair .h. d.vot.d at 
I.od 01 much lime to talking aboul t ... 
monn.1'1 and ability 01 the youlIg mon who 
woo her guide 01 .h. did obout ,h. voriou. 
•• h'bi*" Alld onc •• h, mod. a .... hol . 
broodco.t oboul 0 Broadway flea circul. 

Mary Morgoret i. ample of figure. with 
irOIl.gray ho,r worll in a Ihingl. bob, s ... 
hOi lIundred, of Iri.nds. but nlyer occeph 
o lociol engoglmlnl unl,n .1..'. 11,1., thai 
in doillg s.o ,"e .... iII gel a story. Thol'l b •• 
Coule .h. knO .... 1 how yoluoble time il. She 
learned that ... h.1I ,h. woo a high·,chool 

graduate in "It hom. 10wII of Pori •. Mi •• 
lou.i. Her greot.ounl oli."d her 0 f.1I 
coll,ge ,ducotion. but Iher. woo 0 "ring 
attoch,d_if ,h, occ.pled. Ih.·d hovi to 
"udy to be a deon 01 women. Mory Mo.· 
go •• t want.d to b. a ",wlpoper womon 
'"II.od. ,a Ih. lu,n.d th. offer down olld 
work.d her way t"rough coll.g.. Bet ..... en 
clo"lI. ,h. looked ofter foclllty children 
and work.d 01 repo, t.,. porl·tim •• da .... , 
ody.rli"ng laillmon o"d typell"" a" 
th. local new.pop ••. 

S.yeral yean of " ..... ,paper work I.d to 
mogazill' .... rilillg. olld .... would probably 
n.v., hoy. IIIrll.d 10 radio if th. Ilod· 
market crolh hodn't cOm. 01011'1 in 1929 
and wiped oul "er laying. while at the 
10m. time ruillillg many of her mo.t 
profilobl. lit •• ory mo.k.h. So Ih. oud" 
tion.d for a focol Ne .... York oIolion Ihol 
.... ont.d a wOmoll to be a radio "G'o lld· 
mother." g,ying houllhold hinil. She got 
Ihl job. but "Grandmother" 10lhd only 
three doyl. III th. middl. of a broodco.t. 
Mo,y Margaret ludd.nly onnounc.d Ihol 
.h. couldn't cook Very ..... 11. didn't lik, 
hOUlikeep,ng, woo realty only a reporl." 
ond waJ killing off her rodio "family " 10 
Ih. could b. h ... ,lf. She l~oug"l then, and 
"illlh'nks. '''01 wOmen gal . nough dom .. tic 
odyic. f,om •• perh. and Ih. bllt thillg 
Ih. could do wol to bring th. m Inl •• loin. 
m'nt ond in"ruction oboul thingl Ihot in. 
I., .. ted h •• 01 0 reporler. 

She muol "ov. blln righl. BeCOUIl ,he'J 
II,Ii going "rang. And by the .... oy. de 
dill find. tim. to w,it.. Her n ..... book, 
" Ho ... D.or to t.4 y H.orl." ;. just out. 

SAY HELLO TO 
MURIEL BREMNER_nc. of Hollywood, who now liv .. In 
Chicago and piaYI the rol. of Fredrlka lang on Th. Guld· 
Ing light aver NBC. Muriel begall her career an the stage 
of the Paladella Ployhoull. III a $hakllpearean play, Ihe 
was onstage when a .up .. in the wlllgi fired o. arrow. It 
wellt thrallgh h .. hat, narrowly mining h, r head, and 
Muriel dfCld. d radio was a .afer pIon tllan the stage. 

Complete Programs from November 27 to December 26 
"Al'I\loUV. 19U 39 
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TUESDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

n'ne·ln 8"lIdl .. for December l, 10, 17 and 24' 

December 3: Sarno Yery de lightf .. 1 music 11,,,1 you may b. "lgl.ding ;. On the lo 
ROla Concert. hoard on ~ .. t .. al stolio.,s tonight 01 8:30, E.S.T. 

D,cemb.r 10: Nominolion for the best.humored of th. quit program.: Botti. of tho 
Sun, with Fronk Crumi' and Julio Sond.rson, On NBC-Red tonight at 9:00. 

Decembe r 17: Thai Bob Hop. f.llo .... i. continuing hi, upward climb to Ih. vory peak 
of comedy fom • . Don" fo'got thol h •• on tho air tonight at 10:00, o ... r NBC-Red. 

O.comb • • 24: It', Christmo. Eve , ond 011 tho r"agrom. will b. feoluring tho.e beautiful 
carol •. Be .1 mu.+col bets: Fred Waring'. P eo.ure Time at 7:00. lonny Ron at 7: 15, 
Ben Bernie ot B:oo, Lo Ro.o Concert at 8:30. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Wythe Willioms, 
news commentator, on Mutual at 8:00. 
E.S.T., with a re broodco.t to the We", at 
7:}O, P.S.T., .pon.ored by Ame ricon Safety 
ROlon. 

The startling thing about Wythe Willioms 
is that he doe. what other comme ntolors 
don't-h. pr.dich thing. thai will toke 
ploc. in the futur.. He do • • n·t U.e a 
cry",ol boll or t.1I forlun.s with cords, but 
h. do ••• e. m to ho~e pri~ot. information 
/rom Europ. which help. him to know 
what'. going to hopp.n b.for. il hopp.n •. 
You may find him irritating. but you'ye 
got to odmit h. hOI often b •• n right. 
Here or •• om. of hi. n. w. pr.diction. that 
ho~. com. t,,~ ., 

In Augu.t, 1939, a. a gued on a Hobby 
Lobby progrom. Wythe told Low, 1I Thomo. 
thai Europ, would b. in onoth.r war by 
Seplember b. England ond Fro nee declared 
War on Germany S. pt.mb. r 3. 

In June, 19]9, h" pr.dicte d that Ru .. io 
and G.rmony would sign a non-oggre .
,ion poet. Thi. happened in Augu.l. On 
February 28, 19-40, he ,aid Denmark would 
lOOn be ,n"Old ed-ond il was, on April 8. 

Wythe won', tell how he g . t. hi, in
formolion f'om Olbrood, e.ce pl thOlI he ho • 
"c. rtoin sourc.," Ih.r. and Ihot .ome of 
the newl cOmU to him by coble Olnd wire , 
,ome by moil, . ome by t. l. phone and 
sam. through peroonol confoct. All this 
drive , olh .. re porters and new. commento
tOri crolY with curio.ity Olnd e nyy. 

wythe may have o.goni .. d hi, Own n. w._ 
golhering ,yndicole in Europ. before h. 
left there in 1936. H. WO' . ure the n thai 
there would be anothe r WOlr. Twenty-.i. 

Y.O<l of being EUropeOln correspondent for 
"Olriou. New York popers hod liven him 
a knowl.dg. of contin.nlol po itici and 
diplomacy .econd to none. Aft.r hi, re
turn to the United Statu he wrote a book, 
"Du.k of Empi ..... and become .ditor of 
the new.poper, Greenwich Time. Hi. radio 
work slorled when a 'ponlor heard hil 
prediction on the Hobby Lobby program 
and WOI .0 'mpr . ... d h. hir.d Wythe to 
be a comme ntator lor him and put him on 
one of the biggest Ii.t. of dation. ev.r 
ollig"ed a new. broodcoster. 

Wythe wo. born filty-nine years ago in 
Meodyille, Po., and didn 't become a ,e
porte r until .everol y.ors oft.r he grodu. 
oled from college. In b.tween, he work. d 
for Ihe Pe nn.ylyonio RQilrood. leoying il 
to b. 0 reporter on the MinnaQPoli. 
Tribune . Skipping from paper to pop. r, it 
look him four years to work up to the N.w 
York World. and it wo. while he wo. On 
thQt pape r that he went to Europe on 0 
vocolion. He Qnived in london on ,,,. 
.ome .loy Edward VII die d, and there wo. 
no mar. vocation. Hi. pop. r cobla d him 
to h.lp coye r the funeral , and hi, cor • • r 
o. a Europa on corre.pond. nt wo. begun. 

In 1913 Wythe morri. d Viola Irwin , and 
th.y now hov. th ree lonl, Wilbur, David 
Irwin, and Ion Wytha. The family livu in 
Greenwich, Connecticut, wh. re ana of th.ir 
clo"st fri.nd. il H.nd.ik Wille m yon Loon, 
the well_known author. In fact, von Loon 
rece ntly wrot . a book called "[nYolion," a 
fonto.y d.oling with Hille r', inYOlion of 
Ame rica, and ploy.d a roth.r gril ly joke 
on Wythe by t.lling, in the book, 01 
Wythe', de olhl 

SAY HELLO TO 
ALISON SKIPWORTH_the vet.ron movl. octr.lI who re
cently loined the co,t of Portio Faces life , playing the part 
of Meg Grlflill. "Skippy" is eccelltrlc, ond 10Y.1 it. She 
hat .. making moviel, but lived and work.d In Hollywood 
for yeorl. She hates to listen to the rudio, but olwaYI 
keepl It Oil ill her home. She dislike l childr. n, but '10.1 
out of h.r wuy to lee on •. Once a re igning beauty of the 
london and New York stages, she now comploiu that she 
1I ...... r mude OilY mOlley ulltil she got old alld ug ly. MOllY 
yea ... ago sh. ond her English paint.r hUlbund, Frallk Skip. 
worth, w ... s.parat.d, but they huye neyer b.en diyorced. 

ItADIO AND TElZVISION MIRltOR 
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WEDNESDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• ·' Mr. O;.t.ict AHo ... "y" and " Min Mm.,"-Joy JOlly .. end V;c~i Vola. 

Tune-In 8ulle t in fo r November 21, Oec.mb., 4, 11, 18 and 251 

Novem bcH 21: Fifteen m;" .. I,,, 01 th. "e ..... t Hollywood go";p i, provided by Hedda 
Hoppe. on CBS 01 b:IS. Th. gOllip'. 'lood, "ye" 'hough Heddo'. d.live.y i. affected. 

O,c.mb.r 4: A progrom 101 011 good Am •• ican. i. th, Covotcod. of Ame,ico, on NBC
Red 01 1:)0, droma"';"g Iti"i"9 incident. in au, hillo.y. 

Oeumb.r II, If you g.own_up. think you're Imo.l, li,I'n to th" Quit Kid. 01 8:00 on 
NBC_BI .. e , and you'll be loke" dow" 0 P"9- You'll hov. fun too, though. 

Oecember 18: JUt' one week I.ft until Ch.idmo., ,0 .p .. d up Oil your .hoppillg. And 
10llighl, relo> by tUllillg ill Fred AII,"'. com.dy on CBS 01 9:00. 

D.umber 25' Ch.i.tmo. Doy, olld there will b. Ip<lciol broodcOlh On all nltworh. Of 
porticulor int .. est il Ih. on. Mutuol hOI .ch.dul.d from Ih. Santo Barbara Miuion 
in California .... Vol Erni' and hil orchestra op.n tonight ot EI Patio, Miami B.och. 
broadcolling o~er NBC. 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Mr. Di.triel AI
torn.y, an NBC· Red at 9 :)0, E.S.T., .. -
broadcolt to the Wed at ' :30, P.S.T. , 
.ponsored by Vitolil. 

This i. not a program about N,w YO'~'1 
lamaUI Did,iet Attorney, Thomal E. D .... y, 
although it was prabobly in.pir.d by hi, 
rod.t-busting odv.ntu.... Becous. the 
Diltrict AHo,n.y 01 the program iln't m.n
tioned by nom., mony liltln.n hov. 
jumped to the COlldulioll thai D .... y ;. 
pr .. ent ill the .Iudio, re·enocting some 01 
hil .. plaits. Thot illl't 10. Th. D. A. il 
played by Joy JOltyn, a toll , .lim , hond
lame radio actor. 

For the lo.t .i. y.an Joy. in Ipa. 01 hi. 
youth and good 10a~l, hal b .. n 0 specioli.t 
in chorocte, roleo. Not until thi. Fall 10'01 
h. ever cost a. a romontic leoding mon, 
wh.n he got the port of F'an ~ Hadgel in 
This Small To .... n• the NBC .. rial. Some of 
hi. olhe' rol .. a', Fronk Klobb .. in Hill. 
top Hou.e, Po Porker in Th. Porker Family, 
Ben Pori .. in Second Husband. and Jodi. 
in Ou, Gal Sunday. With hi. service. ;n 
.uch demand. ii'. no .u'pri .. to I.orn thol 
h.-. one allhe highed-poid acton in rod;o. 
frequently earning up 10 $1000 a .... k. 

Joy is married and he and hi. wife liv. 
quietly in on apartment .uburb 01 New Yort 
.... h ... h" g,eatest int .... t in .. hot lillie 
I.i,u .. tim. h. hal i. 0.galli1ing dromotic 
group' among childrell and d i .. cting th.m 
ill •• oge pradudion.. On rO'. ,v'ning, 
off. h. and Mn. JOllyn go 10 Ih. th.ot ... 

Since Joy ploY1 M,. D. A .. olthough hi, 
nOm. iln't m.ntion.d on the program. h. 
g.h all the fan moil oddressed 10 the 
character. Aft .. the Republicon conven_ 
tion thil Spring. wh.n Willkie was nomi_ 
lIot.d in.t.od of D ...... y. h. rec.ived bog. 
01 mail .. preuing ,incer. reg.et. Other 
I. ".n coli on him, as Di,trid AHorn.y, 
to 'olve all lor" of oll.ged crimeo. Joy 
.... d to on,wer th... lett... perlonolly, 
bul h. linolly gov. up. Now he forwo,ds 
the comploinh to the proper official ..... ith 
not .. uploinillg how h. got Ihem in the 
1i"1 ploc •. 

Vidi Vola, who ploYI the role 01 Mr. 
D. A.'I "c .. tory. Mill Miller, il on octrOJU 
who i, alwoy. at hOJr belt in on odven' .. ,ou. 
Iyp. of program. Yo .. hOJor her on the 
Crime Doclor. Perfect CrimOJ. Who Kno"" 
and other odion-Ihows. Vidi hal deep 
coppery hoi. and on .og". onimoted loce. 
Sh.', on. 01 the mOIl ... pentitio ... m.m· 
ber. of a ,up,r,titio,," p,ol,uian. laves 
Hungorion mUli, and fovioli. ond haln 't 
y.t met the man ,h, could loll in love 
with. 

D.nver i. Vidi '. hom. town: Milwouh. 
;. Joy'.. Jay hod a l.n9thy stag. career 
b,lo .. comillg to ,odio. b .. , Vidi w.nt on 
the air in Denver .oon alter I.oving Ichool. 
and jumped into Ih. big tim. wh.n 0 .pon_ 
10' bought 0 ludoill,ng progrom she wo. 
on ond moved it ond the enti .. coli to 
Hollywood. Fo .. r y.on ill Hollywood led 
to off ... thot brought h .. to New yo.k 

SAY HELLO TO 
AL GOODMAN- who Is bock on ttl . a i r after too long o n 
ab •• nc., d ir . ct ing the music for Fred AII, n', program an 
CBS tonlgllt. AI 1I,.d to b. the late Flo Ziegfeld', fa 
... orit. mll.lcal comedy mOlltro, and bro~' into radio wh.n 
Flo brou9ht his , hOWl to the a ir. Since then he', le d 
the o rcheltra for ... Irtllolly .ver y tinging star in op. ro 
and concert. AI il ,ha rt, , tacky a nd g . niol. He monog .. 
t o get along with only fOIlr or fi .... . houfl of s le. p a nd 
doel ma l t of his work at night. H. WO$ born in Rllilio • 
but fled from the re wh , n h. WOI a boy, hidde n in a load 
of ... . geto~ lu In a cart. Hi. famil y .. tt ted In Baltimore. 
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THURSDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• Ed eo,t gi~eo a really tough quution to on A.\-II-Bo.ke' contutont. 

Tun •• I" Butt. tin for No".mb. r 2B, O. c:e mb.r 5, 12, 19 and 261 

Nov.mb •• 28: Importo .. ' lid.ning for Thurodoy nights i, Ih. Town M •• ling of th. 
Air On NBC_Blu. at 9:15. Th •• ubj.ct tonighl is "Who' Kind of Wo.ld Ord •• Do W. 
Wontl" 

Oecemb •• 5: Tommy Oo ... y'. fom. and fortu ... prog.am on NBC-Blu. at B,]O i, brighl 
and goy, and olf ... a ,honce to h.or longs writt ... by unknow .. compo ..... Maybe 
th.y'li b. th. hils of tomorrow. 

O.comb.r 12: Th. Tow" M.e'ing of the Air ,ubi.d lor tonight i. "What A •• W. 
Preparing to 0.fe"d1" and it should .Iort a hot-ond-h.ovv di.cu .. ion. 

O.c.mb.r 19: "1. Am.rico R._ormi"l1 Efr.,i.ntlyl" i. the lubi.d they'll tol\ oboul on 
tonighl'. Town ....... ting of II.. Air. 

D.c.mb" 211: Who wilt win Horace Hoidt'. pri •• of a thoulond dollo>$ on the Pot 0' 
Gold program tonight? ... Th. Tow" M •• ting of the Air dil<:uuu "Whot Do •• Ih. 
Public Ow. th. Cili •• " Soldi •• 1" 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT, Th. A.k-It. 
Bo,k,t, wilh Ed Eo.t o. mod.r of cer.
mo"i .. , on CBS at 8:00, r.broodco" to th. 
Wul ot 8:10, P.S.T.~ponsor.d by COIIIOI. 
O.ntal C .. o .... 

Although it .ulf." from on. 01 th .... o .. t 
titl •• ov.r d.vi •• d by mon, th. A,k·lt-
8o,k.1 i. one of .odio', mo" ."tertoining 
qui, program.. Ih ".w mod., of ,er.
moni., o .. d head quin.r, Ed Eo", help, 
mok. it '0. 

H •• a lot mOIl, Ed Eool is, ond do .... 't 
mi"d odmitting it. Standing Ii. f .. 1 on., 
h ..... ighl 265 poundl, living proof thot 0 

Iiletim' in .how busin ... do.,,,'t olwoy, 
impo.t a I.on ond hu .. g.y look. 

Born in Bloomington, Indiono, Ed wont to 
.chool ... ith Hoogy Cormichoel, who .0 •• to 
10m. lolor wilh his tun. "Sto. Du .... and 
mony oth~r hih. Ed i .. t.rrupt.d hi. own 
• ducotion ... h ... h. wo. filt •• ". by ....... ing 
o"'ov Irom hom. to join 0 corn ivaI. H. 
lOY' h •• n.v •• "g"tt.d tho od. I" tho 
cornivol h. ",o,t.d o .. t 01 odd-job. boy 
and finally worked hi. woy up to b.ing tl.. 
bo.ke. for a high div ••. Then the cornivol 
do •• d o .. d Ed .... nt bock home to compl.t. 
hi, .ducotion. 

When I.. woo .. v.nt.... ond o .. t of 
I<:hool, h. tri.d voud.vill. 01 a block-foe. 
,om.dio", but didn't g.t v.ry lor. H. 
mod. hi. d.but in Indionopoli" got ",og. 
"'gllt, o"d woo ... i,l.dro ... n oft.r on. di._ 
o,lrou, p.rfo.mo"". So h. gov. up 
voud.villo and took to I.oding 0 done' 

bond. Later, I.. monog.d to conqu.r hi. 
dog. fright and now i. on. of tho but 
mo ..... of c ... moni .. in radio. 

In 1928 Ed m,t Rolph Dum~., onoth" 
heltv ,)entl,mon, and togeth.r th,y 
form.d the com,d.,. t,om, "Siol ... of 
the Skillet." TI..v mod. their radio d,but 
ov.r "olion WGN ,n Chicogo. AIt. r .ight 
w •• k. n.orly .v.,yo .. e ot WGN woo of tho 
opinion that tho oIolion would b. gr.otly 
improv.d if th.y'd toke Ih.ir oc' 10m,
wh •••• 1,.. Horry S.linger, tho bon, 
thought o.h •• wi,., and hi, confid.nc. in
t ... ".d 0 'pon,o, in .h.m. 

Ed and Rolph hov, .plit up th.ir port_ 
n ... hip "OW, but they're .till good fri.nd •. 
Ed com. to tho A.k_It_Bosk.t .hi, Foil from 
onoth •• qui. ,1.0,,", Nom. It ond Tal. It. 

B •• ,d" b.ing 0 comedian. Ed ;, qui •• 
a com pot... H. ho, writt.n obout 500 
,o .. g. which ho~. b .... publi~h,d, ond mar • 
... hicll hov ... 't. At On. tim. h ..... d to 
do.h olf '.n 10 .. gl a w •• ~ for tho '·S"t ... 
of .h. Skill.t" oct. H,'d be .h, lOll p.r
'On in the world to claim that th.v ...... 
all mo,t.'pi.c.,. 

H. 10k., lif •• o.ily, o .. d hi. fovorit. ,oy_ 
ing i, tho On. about "T odov •• tho to
morrow you ... orri.d obout y.,t"doy--ond 
it no~ .. hopp.".d." H.', ... v.r '" hi' 
life IIod ."ough r..hi"g or cold laon,. 

If you .v •• g.t to b. a co .. t •• tonl on 
the A,1_lt.80Ik.t, vou'll di,cov.r iUlt how 
much Ed h.lp. Ih. p.ogrom. He", a mol· 
te. ot puttin') p.opl. ot th.ir .0". 

SAY HELLO TO 
CONNIE HAINE5--th . 10 .... 1'1' vocoili t 011 Tommy Don.y' l 
fam e and fo rt .... program tOll lght 011 NIC. COllni.', real 
IIOml is Y"Onll ' Mori , Jo Moh, whleh II pretty bllt too 
hord to prollOIIl U , Ih. l ay ll. Th. greatu t probl, m of 
I.e r lif, II h. r Imoll .. ,u_I..'1 • • octly fiv, ,... toll 
alld hOI 0 t errlbl, tim, find i"g .1.. ] ,hoci alld siN 10 
dr,"., . Borll In 50,,0 .. lIah, Go., COlln;e mode It.r prote,
I;ollal debut at tl. , ag ' of four. Wh . 1I Ih' wal fourteen 
l it, b ' goll a care er of vaudlvlll l olld .. Igltt c:lub IIIIIJIIIIJ 
which filially I. d Iter to a feotured spat with Tommy Dar_ 
'. '1' . 51t"1 olmost "'"eto,,, '1'10" old, olld CI brulle tto. 
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FRIDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

Tlln • • 11l Bull.tln for Nov.mber 29. Dece mber 6. 13 and 20 I 

Nov,mb • • 29: NOlimovo. 'h, g"o' Ruuion od" .. , ,'0 ... onigh' in on, of .hos, 
hounting A,c:h Obol., ploY'. "Th, Women S'o.,.ed o. Hom.. .. Tim_9:30 on 
NBC·R.d .... Xovi., Cugo' and his bond op.n o. the N.lh.rlond PIOIO Ho •• 1 in 
Cincinno'i. ploying 0 ..... CBS. 

D.c:ember 6: A.ch Obol •• , ploy fa •• onigh' i. "Th. Vi.i.o. from Hod • •. " .torring H.I. n 
'-Aod of .h. mo ... ' '' .... On '-Au.uol. 01'0 o. 9:30. i, " I Won' 0 Divo.c .... ,'orr,ng Joon 
Blond.lI. who do.", ·I. 

D.c:embe. 13 : Xovi.r Cugo". bond op.n. o •• h. Cho •• Ho •• 1 'n S •. Loui •. ploying 
on NBC. Xovi.,. mu.ie ;. reoching n.w high. in popularity .h ••• days .... A.ch 
Obole,·. ploy i. " '-A •. Ginsberg: ' with B.nn.,. Rubin as guu' ,' or. 

Dec:ember 20: Woody H. ,mon and hi' o,c:h . .. ,o op.n o •• h. Hol .1 Nlw Yor~ .. , and you 
can listen to Ihei. m .. sic On NBC .... A,c:h Obor •• , ploy i, "Th ... Are Yo .. , Ito.h".:' 

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Non Ro. and 
'-Ao .. d. Dov's, on Kol, Smilh'. Vo,i.,.,. 
Hou., h.o.d ov •• CBS ot ' :00. E.S.T .• re_ 
b,oodeo.' '0 .1.. W.d o. 9:00, P.S.T.
_poMored by Grop. Nuts. 

Alan on,w" '0 .h. ".., .ho. th ... '. 
nothing n.w in , odio, li".n to Non Ro. 
and Maude DOV'I, who blgon th.i, oi.
co,... 10.' '.O'On wi.h a gu.d oppeo,
one. on Ko'. Smith'. hou" wit. h.o,d 
• v .. .,. w •• k 10. 0 whil. with Eddi. Canto • 
• hi. Foil , ond hov. now .witehed bod to 
Kot. Smith to fill what ...... yon ••• p.c:h 
to be 0 •• gulo, .pot on h •• p.og.om. 

Non i. ,h. "".oight woman" on Ihi. 
com.d.,. I.om, ,h. On. who i. son.. Moud. 
is th. JOny " '-A" . Wolerloll:' moth" 01 
t. " child,.n and loving wife of "S'oni.-
10ul." who n'"'' opp'O" on ih. oi. bu' 
whom ... ".., 'i".n •• mud 1 .. 1 h. ~now. i"... 
timo,.I.., b.., II., tim. 10.4... Woi.,loll 
fini,hu •• lIing obout him. 

In rlol lif., Non ond Maud. are .i.
t ... , and ... t .. on. of 0 vo,i.d co .... in 
"oud ... ill.. Th • .,. wer. bo.n in Son F'on· 
ciJeo of 0 Scolc:h lomily "omed Clark. 
A .hi,d .i.,." Alice, older Ihon Non 0' 
Mo .. d . ond now deod, woo 0 p.olulionol 
donc.f, and 'ought Non 10 ollid h •• in 
h.r ,tog. od. Th. n Alic. morr i.d and 
reti .. d, and Maud. joi ... d Non in the ad. 
Th • .., b"om. a .ong_ond.piono t.om. a nd 
tou .. d .h. counl • .,.·. ..oud. vill. hou ... 
fa • .,..0 .. as ,h. Clo.k Si.I . ... 

Wh.n voud.yill , c:oHop •• d i.n .,..0 .. 
ago, Non and '-Aoud. ,.tirld. Both w". 

morr i.d and widow.d by Ihot lim" ond 
Ih.y .ho .. ghl th.y 'd .o,n.d a ,.,i. Bul 
.uling woon'l o. m .. eh f .. n 0_ Ih.y·d 
Iho .. ght, ond ,h • .., gol ••• H.". II oc
curr.d to them that .od io hod pl.n'.., of 
moocutin. com.d.., '.oms, and pl.nl.., 01 
m;ud leom., bu' no .lric:.I.,. leminin. com· 
binotions. They 'd fix Ihoi lad up, Ih • .,. 
d.cid.d, o"d .0 Ih.y c:honged Ih.;. nomll. 
10. Iud, and c:reoi.d their prll.nl com.dy 
cho.oelers . 

It 'oo~ Ihem Ih .. e Y.O" to g.1 inlo 
radio with th., •• d.o, by Way of opp.o.
onClS in B.oodwoy .how., b .. 1 Ihe.,.' .. on 
the oi. "ow, ond doing ",,,, well. 

Th. ,i., ... Ii". ioge'her in Holl i •. Long 
1.lond. wh ... ,h. y hove a c:omfo, 'obl" 
pl.olonl home. Non, who i. blond. , ho t 
ih, .. do .. ghl ••• , and Maud., th. b,unIH., 
hOI on •• on. Th • .,.',. not o. 011 "I.,.pic:ol" 
"o .. d ... ill. p.opl.; in foel , , .. ;ng 'h.m ot 
hom. yo .. 'd n .... . Ihin~ Ih.y hod ony.hing 
to do with . how bu.in.... Non i. olwoy. 
wo, ~ ing on a era • .., quilt, ond Maud. 
o",nd. 0 101 of 'ime I .... inq ov •• I." ",t 
qoldfo.h. Th.y ..... ind .,.OU 01 a poi, of 
.moll·low<l widow •. 

Wh.n you li,I'n 10 th. m on Ih. oi •• on. 
01 .h. mo.I .I,.king ihing. i. '-Ao .. d.·, high
pilched • • oih" flo' "oiCl. I, ', on oc:ci_ 
d.ni. Wh.n .h. fo ... ploy.d .h. c: ho.oc:'" 
of Mrs. Wo'erfoll sh. hod a cold, and woo 
fOfCld io .oi .. I. .. voic. 10 thi . pitc:h ' 0 
p.oject it ,h,ough the oudito.ium . III 
dileo.dont C"O~inl" go, 10 mony lough. 
.h. hpt it 0, pori of the c:ho'ocler. 

SAY HELLO TO . 
CHESTER STRAnON_who play' Mont, Koyd,n In TI" 
O·N,III. and Mark Scott in Against the Storm. Ch.,t,r 
WOI born of th . otric:ol parenti I" New J . rs • .,. on July 31 . 
1912. At the 01)' of t'n he f. 1I In 10'" with a bor.back 
rld. r In a cirelli ond ron away to to. witll her. H, 10101 
loon r.turn.d to hll parents. thollgh, alld toured the 
C:O,".t • .,. with th .... in Choutollquo olld "olld.vlil •. Althollgh 
he', been In the theot.lcol profeuloll moll of hh lit., there 
ho'" been loy-off perlodl whell Chubr drove a f .. rlllh,. 
t ... ck, lold wOlhing "'o<:hlnes. and worked hil way to 
Europ. all an 011 tonk • •. H, has blolld hal. ond bill' ''I'". 
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SATURDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS 

• ""a •• lro To.conini with hi. wil. and g.and.on. 

( lIft. - ln B"U"ln for No .. a mba r JO. Oa umbar 7, 14 alld 21 I 

No~ .. mbe. 3D: Th .. 100tb,,11 .. ".0 .. i. olmoot o~or. but tit, ••• a good gam' 10. Y"" 
to 1.'0' today_A.my ••. No.y 01 Philod,lphio. on all .. , t ... or ~ •... Arturo TOlCanini 
co .. ducts hi •• ocond conco,I elf Iho 'oo,on O~or NBC-Bluo 01 10:00 tonight .... Or if 
til. To.co .. i"i brand 01 m ... ic i, a littl. too Itigh·braw for you. liot ... I" Mo.i"" CI"i •• 
ond Ig"r Go,i" .ingi"g in "Counl ... ""o.iha" 0'" ""'ut .. ol 01 the 10m. tim •. 

O.umb •• 1: Bill St .. n d .. crib .. tho Not .. Dam •• ,. So .. th .. n Colifo.nia football gam. 
O~.r NBC .. .. AI t:55 ,hi, olt.rnoo .. tho "". lropoliton Op.ro .tort. a .id ..... w •• k 
broadcolt .. alan 0 .. NBC. And i'·. lpon.olld thi. y.o •. too. by tho T • • oca poopl •. 

Oecomb.r 14: Will H .. d.an and hil orch .. tra ap." at the Syrocu,. Hot.1 in Syrocu,., 
braadcaoting 0 .... NllC. 

Ooc.mb. r 21: Lid.n to Nilo Mock', Ch.i,tma. ploy on the L.t', Pr.tond program o ... r 
CBS 01 12:30 ,hi. olt .... oon. It'. collod " Hou .. 01 110. World." ... Dick J".g.n. and 
hi. orch.dro dorl a ... w .ngog.m ... 1 ot the A.aga .. BolI.oom tonight. 

ON THE AIR. TONIGHT, Art .. ,o TOlCa .. in'. 
conduding th. NBC Symphony orch .. t.o 
o ... r NBC-Blu. at 10:00. E.S.T. 

n. ••• w,lI b. a good many tho,,"and dol_ 
10,,' warth of furs and j .... " on disploy in 
Rod,o City's big .ighth-Roor .t .. dio 10_ 
night. A Tasconin; conc.rt i • .till on. of 
N.w York'. big .ociol occalion'. although 
thi. i. tho p.pp.ry littl. g.nius·s lou,th 
s.oson conducting th. NBC o.ch.llro. 

A. a molt •• of fad. th. plain p.opl. 
who li"'n 01 hom. 0 .. th.ir .odios 9.' a 
gr.ot d.ol mar. of TOlconini', ortillry 
Ihan do 110 .. peopl. in 110. " .. dio a .. d i.nc •. 
Studio B-G i. fin. fo, broadcalting. but it'l 
I,,,ible to .it in and li".n 10 mu.ic. U .. I ... 
ya .. ·r •• illing i .. a .mall or.o righl in lhe 
center of Ih •• I .. dio. yOIl co,,'t pouiblv 
h.or th. some f .. lI. rich Ion. yo .. r .adio 
bring. YOIl. So don'I f .. 1 too .n.ioll' 01 
Ihe p.opl. who 0" th ••• in p."on. 

Th.r. 0 .... " many slori •• i .. circulation 
.. ow about To.coni .. i·1 fomoll' mu.icion·. 
temp • • om ... I. H. do .... ·t oft.n Ry inlo 0 
rog. ony mo ••• and th. r.o.on i. that h •• 
hoppi.r 1110 .. h.'. b .... fa. 0 long timo. 
H. li k •• his o.ch.dro o .. d h. la .. NllC. 
which I.ts him pick whot m.n h. wo,,10 to 
ploy I.,.. him. o .. d whot.~ •• m ... ic h. wonk 
to ploy--ond 01,0 car.fllily ~ .. p. him from 
b.i .. g bolher.d by t.port... o .. d Rosh
li ght photog.aph .. ,. 

n.. big .... nl in TOlconi .. i·, lifo dllring 
th. lasl y.o •. of COli .... woo hi. hip with 

110. N llC Orch .. I,o 10 Soulh Am.,ico. 
Th.y t.1I a oIory obout .om •• hi"g thai hop
p .... d on thai Irip. 0 .. II.. Fo .. rth of 
July it hopp .... d thot no concort wa. 
ICh.dul.d. ond 110. musician, .hollght. il 
b.i" g a .. otionol holiday, th.y could ho •• 
o nice day off ond .p.nd it .njoying Ih.m
•• 1," ;n B ..... o. Ai,,". Th .. r. was a good 
d.ol 01 di,oppoinlm'nt wh.n To.con;ni 
call.d a ,.h.anal fa. Ihat doy. Th, m ... i
cion. golh ... d i .. tho Ih.oler. gr .. mbling a 
lilll •. ond then To.cani .. i sl.pped up and 
said, " ""' .n, you oro Am •• icon dli . .... 
l . a~.lin9 in a fo •• ig n lond. Thi. i. you. 
M. tionol Am.ricon holiday. I Ihin ~ w. 
should cel,brol. it in On opp.opria t. man_ 
n..... Th.n h. conducted 110. o, ch.slto i .. 
ploy;ng "Th. Slar Spo .. gled Bonnor" ond 
d.clo,.d 110 ..... h.o .. ol .. 0 •••• 

Th. only cloud on th. 501111. Am.ricon 
lour was Ih. d.olh in Rio d. Jon.i.o of 
J ocq .... T .. chin.ky. a ~;olo ploy ••• wllo woo 
kill,d i" a I.offic occid,nl. Th, o.ch.s tro 
hod plov.d its 10.1 co .. c •• I .• 0 To.co .. in; 
was nol lold of II.. occidenl u"til 0 day at 
lO bofo .. th •• hip dock.d 'n N.w York. 
H. woo lO .odd .... d thol h •• hllt him .. lf 
in hil cabi .. I.,.. II.. r •• t of II., .oyog. o .. d 
•• III .. d to ••• onyo... wh.n 110. .hip 
dock.d. 

TOlConi .. i hal bOllghl 0 hom. in R;~.r_ 
dol •. n.o. N.w Yo,k. and win certoinly 
sp.nd Ih •••• 1 01 his lif. in Ihil cOllnlry. 
Ihollgh h. ho.n', yet b.com. 0 citi •• n. 

SAY HELLO TO 
MARION CLAIRE-soprano star of 'ha Chicago That. r of 
tha Air. on Mutual ton ight at 10 :00. Chicago Is Marlon', 
.01n"OW" . o"d ' ha r a ttor ... to It for tha.a broadcast. 
afta r a gialnoroul career in op.ra and Ino .. ia,. Sha wos a 
child .. Iolln lst when ' ha wal ten. playing with Iymphony 
arches'ras. Lata r, applyl .. g har tale"h to ,inging. ,ha 
went to Milan, Italy, to study, and mode har debut th.r. 
In 1926. Onca .hv opp.ored at 0 comlnand perforlnance 
befora the Crown Prince of Italy. I .. America, Ih,'s 'ling 
with tha Chicaga CI .. ic Opera Company, and in the Ino .. la, 
you l aw ha r 01 Bobby Braan', Ino,her in "Make a Wi ...... 



KEN 

FACING 

By 
ALDEN 

THE 

WEDDING bells rang out for 
blonde Marion Hutton, Glenn 
Mil ler's vivacious singer. She 

married Jack Philbin, personal manager 
of Johnny Long's orchestra . 

• • • 
Sorrow has come to baloncer Little Jack 

LIUle. HI s wife and personal manager. Tea Little, 
diEd of m1:!ningitis of the br<.\in, while Jack was 
playing in Kansas City. 

• 
Remember I told you about Bobby Byrne's fight 

ngainst appendicitis? Well, the illness finally caught up 
with him and he was rushed to the hospital dUring an 
engagemen t at the New York Strand. Guest bandsmen 
pinch-hit for the youthful trombonist while he was 
recovering from the operation. 

• • • 
Herbie Kay. orchestra leader and former husband of 

Dorothy Lamour, was secretly married to Margaret 
Elizabeth Rinehart, daughter of a prominent Tul sa, 
Oklahoma family. 

• • • 
Jimmy Dorsey and his arranger, Toots Camarata, 

have written a sequel to "Six Lessons from Madame 
La Zonga." It's called "She's the Queen of the Conga, 
But-." 

• • • 
Members of cooperative bands like Lou Breese, Casa 

Lorna, Woody Herman, Bob Crosby, and Mitchell Ayres 
will get a break if they're conscripted, because their 
dividends will continue while they're in the army. 

• • • 
Enoch Light, after fourteen weeks in a hospital, has 

recovered sufficiently to start reorganizing his band 
and have it working by December. 

• • • 
COMINGS AND GOINGS: Josef Cherniavsky out of 

WLWL as musical director, with Milton Weiner suc
ceeding the Russian ... Jack Jenney has dropped his 
band and joined Artie Shaw ... Woody Herman is due 
back at the Hotel New Yorker soon Sammy Kaye 
is back on Victor records after a stint at Varsity ... 
Teddy Wilson, pianist, has joined Benny Goodman's 
new band ... Duke Ellington has gone to the coast to 
make a picture. So has Tommy Dorsey. He'll appear 
in Paramount's "Las Vegas Nights" .. You can buy 
Lanny Ross singing on Victor records now ... Ray 
Noble will be east in 1941 .. Butch Stone, who used 
to sing with Van Alexander's band, has joined Jatk 
Teagarden.. Will Bradley brings swing music to the 
conservative Hotel Biltmore in New York for the first 
time. (Continued on page 62) 

Dick Jurgens, 
husky band leader 
of Chicogo's popu
lar Arogon ballroom. 
Below, Bob Crosby in 
his film debut in RKO's 



Besides being tall, 
dark and handsome, 
Harvey Harding. new 
NBC baritone. is on 
el igibl e bachelor. 

H
E'S tall, he's dark, he's handsome 
-and he has a beautiful bari
tone voice. In fact, Harvey 

Harding, NBC singer, is quite a catch, 
but romance will have to wait, he 
says, until he gets a big commercial 
program. That shouldn't be long. 

Harvey was born J uly 16, 1913, in 
Berry, Kentucky, where his father 
had a 50-acre farm. The chief family 
diversion was song sessions, when his 
mother, dad and two sisters got to
gether beside the old melodeon 
and rendered the semi-classics and 
Stephen Foster melodies with fervent 
teal. They all possessed good voices 
and mother was a whizz with the 
wheezy organ. Once in a while they'd 
vary the program by having Harvey 
supply the accompaniment. 

In those days, Harding's ambition 
was to be a great concert pianist. So 
when the Hardings sold their farm 
and moved to Cincinnati in 1925, 
Ha: vey set about obtaining a musical 
cducation. His high school studies 
completed, he promptly entered the ' 
University of Cincinnati and then en
roJled at the Cincinnati Conservatory 
of Music, There he began a serious 
study of the piano until someone dis
cOI 'ered his rich baritone voice had 
greater possibilities. He became ab
so"')ed in the classics and spent hours 
daily at the keyboard, accompanying 
himself in Bach, Beethoven and Schu
bert lieder pieces. 

In 1931 Ha rvey graduated from the 
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Conservatory, but radio did not claim 
him unti l six months later when he 
applied for an audition at a radio sta
tion in Cincinnati. They liked his 
voice, but told him he should use it 
on more popular songs, So Harvey 
switched to swing and was given 
three programs a week that found 
instant favor with listeners, At the 
same time, he joined the National 
Players Club and played in stock 
for two years. 

Then came a try at Hollywood 
where for a while he sang over a 
coast station and appeared in a short 
for Columbia Pictures. Last May he 
decided to come to New York and 
was given an audition by NBC. This 
proved so successful that in a few 
days he was si nging on one of their 
programs three times a week, Proof 
of his success is the fact that this has 
been increased to five times a week. 

A bachelor, Harvey shares an apart
ment with two other ambitious young 
singers, His favorite recreations are 
swimming, horseback riding, tennis 
and baseball, but he isn't going to 
have much time for them from now 
on. 

On the personal side-Harding is 
six feet tall, weighs 160 pounds and 
has blue eyes and wayy black hair. 

And now, girls, walk-don't run to 
the nearest radio ! 

--
Mary Marge, 1716-A Dahill Road, 

Brooklyn, N, y, The J oyce Jordan-

Girl Interne serial has been on the 
air for over four years. The J'oles 
you asked about are played by the 
following people: 
J oyce Jordan 
Dr, Simon 
Dr, Clifford Reed 

Ann Shepherd 
Erik Rolf 

Raymond Edward Johnson 
Paul Sherwood Myron McCormick 

Marguerite Wright, 612Y2 Poplar Street, 
Chattanooga, Tenn. No, Molly does 
not play the role of Mrs. Uppington 
in the Fibber McGee and Molly pro
gram. The part is played by Isabel 
Randolph. 

FAN CLUB SECTION 
All Tommy Ryan fans a re invited to 

join his fan club by writing to Doro
thy Donder, 131 BJ'emond Street, 
Belleville. N. J. 

A fan club for Clyde Burke, one 
of the vocalists in Sammy Kaye'. 
band. is being started. All those in
terested are asked to w rite to Dorrie 
Enid Cesta J'e, P resident, 314 Clinton 
Avenue, Brooklyn, New York. 

M, Lorraine Paxton, President of 
the Sleepy Hall Fan Club. will be glad 
to hear from new members, The ad
dress is 400 Crescent Street, Harris
burg, Penna. 

There is a new Glenn Miller Fan 
Club being organized by Miss Marion 
Kress, 220 Nassau Avenue, Kenmore 
New York. ~All those interested are 
invited to join, 

RADIO AND T~~CV18tON MIRROR 



laughed at thal. But I thought there 
was a wry note in Howard's laughter. 

At first Howard used to tell me all 
about where he'd been every day. 
whom he'd seen, what they'd said. 
That was while he sOil had hopes of 
finding a job. Slowly, though. he 
stopped talking <tbout what he'd 
done, shrugging it off, instead, with a 
muttered "Nothing doing. anywhere." 
And at last, after twelve months of 
idleness. he just stopped making the 
rounds. 

That was when J had my first inti
mation of disaster. 

I couldn't blame him! exactly. 1 
knew the terrible humilIation of go
ing to office alter office, having secre
taries tell him that Mr. So-and-so 
was out. or in ('onCerence, knowing 
very well that was a lie and Mr. 50-
and-so I'ust didn't want 10 see him 
again. t was enough to make the 
soul of a man shrivel up inside him 

Bul-
Bul back of the excuses I made for 

him, 1 became aware of somet!~ing 
else. Howard had slopped try mg. 
Something had happened to him 
something had gone out of him. Cad 
it spirit, ambition, hope. I don't 
know what It was, exactly. 

I DID everything J could to bolster 
up his confidence. I deferred to his 

wishes and his opinions. When I 
spoke of my own Job, it was always 
as something temporary. When he 
was depressed-as he was so oftent
I was tender and sympathetic. 

I didn't care whether or not How
ard had a job and was earning money. 
What I minded was Ihe thing Jlot hav
ing a job did to him. He was beaten, 
licked and he didn't seem to care. 

Worst of all, it was killing our love 
for each other. It's terribly hard to 
express, but it was almost as if How
ard were less 01 a man and I less of 
a woman-as if he felt he had no ri~ht 
to love me liS a husband loves a WIfe. 

Before my eyes I could see him 
destroying both himse~ and our m!lr
riage. A mockmg, cymcal expressIOn 
had come into the blue eyes that once 
looked out on the world so gaily and 
hopefully. The tall. broad-shouldered 
figure that he'd been so proud to keep 
strong and vital was becoming lax 
and graceless. Many days he didn't 
even bother 10 leave the apartment, 
but would stay there, smoking and 
reading, until I came home. 

I had to keep my fears to mysell: 
once I tentatively suggested that he 
should keep lightmg for a job instead 
of staying home and waiting for one 
to come to him, and he lashed out at 
me bitterly, pouring out all his re
sentment at a world that "had no 
place for him." After that I realized 
my efforts to rouse him from his 
lethargy must be more subtle. 

Even then, I suppose I knew what 
it all must eventually lead to unless 
a miracle happened. But I turned 
my thoughts away from that. A 
mIracle would happen! It must1 

It was one of my pitiful little ef
forts to arouse Howard that finally 
brought about the catastrophe. 

I thought that perhaps he was liv
ing too much with himself, and so I 
began to invite people we both knew 
to our apartment for evening parties, 
hoping that the stimulation of their 
presence and conversation would help 
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The Wife Who Ron Away 
(C071tirlUed from page 7) 

nim to forget his own troubles. and 
also that the company of people who 
were workmg would awaken a SPirit 
of competition in him that seemed to 
be completely dead. 

He accepted the parties as he ac
cepted everything these days-with
out any particular interest. Or 
seemed to. Inwardly, as I was to 
learn, he resented them bitterly. 

Vainly I tried to strike some spark 
of fesllve liopirit in him. planning new 
games to play, inviting different peo 
ple, preparing clever and amusing 
things to eat. He let me go on, smH 
ing crookedly at my enthusiasm-and 
then, one evening after everyone had 
left. he said: 

"Why do you insist on giVing these 
parties all the lime, Rosemary?" 

I glanced up from the ashtray I 
was emptYing into the wastebasket. 
There was an odd, lense look about 
his lips. 

"Why-I don't know," I said, try
ing to be off-hand. "It's nice to have 
people in, I think." 

"Nice to have people in so they can 
get a good look at your failure of a 
husband?" he said savagely. "So they 
can go away and talk about me, and 
laugh at me?" 

"Howard. that's f1diculous 1" I said. 
"You're imagining things." 

"Oh no. 1'm not." He began to 
pace the Hoor restlessly, his brow 
knotted, his nervous hands making 
aimless movements along the backs 
of chairs and the tops 01 tables. "1 
know why you I:tive these parties
and that's not Imagination, either! 
You give them because I'm not enough 
for you any more. You want to have 
other society besides that of a failure. 
It doesn't seem to occur to ~'ou that 
I don't enjoy being put on display as 
a horrible example." 

"Nobody thinks of you as a hor
rible example. or as a failure. or any
thin~ else,' t said, my own anger be
ginning to rise. "Nobody excert you. 
You're the one that thinks al those 
things about yourself. And I wish 
you'd stop it-stop pitying yourself 
and complaining thnt the world's 
against you!" 

HOWARD halted and laced me, his 
eyes blazing from a white face. 

"Perhaps not. It's a matter of opinion. 
But the point is, I'd rather you didn't 
try to humiliate me by inviting out
siders to this apartment." 

I took a deep breath. Almost with
oul thinking. I said. "I'll have to re
mind you, Howard, that this is my 
apartment. paid for with the money 
I earn, and J have a right to invite 
anvone I like into it." 

I felt as if I had struck him. And 
almost hoped that he would strike 
me back. malch my cruelty with 
some of his own. Anything to show 
that he had shaken off his horrible 
blight of indolence and self-pity. I 
feJt sick and weak inside. but still, as 
I saw the fury in his face, there was 
a sensation of exultation because J 
thought. at last, I'd found the way to 
help him. 

But his gaze raltered. His shoulders 
drooped. 

"You're right. of course." he said 
listlessly. "I'm sorry. Forget it." 

That was the end of the argument. 
But for hours we lay in our beds, 
separated by only a foot of space. 

mll!;'s apart in sympathy. Both of us 
were awake, but neither of us spoke. 

In those hours of darkness 1 faced 
the t.ragedy that was upon us. I knew 
now that it was worse than J had 
thought. I had done everything I 
could for Howard. and everythlO~ 
had failed. Everything .... 

No, not quite everything. There 
was still that last desperate chance 
-so desperate, so filled with danger 
for us both, that up until now I had 
even refused to consider it. 

I could leave him. 
Surely other women had met th,s 

dilemma, and solved it, 1 thought. 
Other women had been brave enough 
to realhe that. for one reason 01' an
other. they were bad for their hus
bands. I was bad for mine. As long 
as I was with him. working and pay
ing the bills. he had no incentive, or 
at least not enough of an incentive, to 
fight for the job and the self-respect 
that were his right. He might be 
unhappy, but he was fed, clothed. 
warmed. With me, he was free to 
ruin himself. 

Life without Howard would be 
empty for me. I knew that. But if 
I loved him, didn't t owe him this 
last chance? 

A LL night I struggled with the 
problem, trYln" to find some 

other way out, but In vain. At last I 
made my decision. 

In the week that followed, t made 
my preparations. I resigned my job 
at the store and persuaded them to 
let me go at Ihe end of the week. 1 
drew out what little money there was 
in the bank, and I arranged secretly 
with Calypso, the Negro woman who 
came in once a week to clean the 
apartment, to write to me regularly. 
as soon as I was sC'ttled, and let me 
know how Howard was, whether or 
not he had a job. 1 didn't want to 
let any or our friends know where I 
was going, because Howard must not 
be able to trace mei but J knew he 
wouldn't think of questioning Ca
lypso. 

Early one morning, while Howard 
was sleeping. 1 crept out of bed and 
dressed quickly. I'd already packed 
a smaiJ suitcase and left it in the hall 
closet, and had written him a note to 
leave on the dresser. 

"Howard-I'm giving up my job 
and going away. I'm not cominf,!: back 
until you have a job. I'm too tired of 
things as they are, and I can't go on." 

One last look at him, sleeping-his 
fair, tousled hair, his defenceless face, 
the long body that I loved sprawled 
out under the covers-and then I 
hurried out of the room, out of the 
apartment. I stumbled down the hall 
toward the elevator, blinded by tears. 
but upheld by the conviction that 
what I was domg was the right thing. 
the only thing thai could save him. 

Just one fact I failed to take into 
consideration-that Howard loved 
me. I forgot what that love might 
do to him whcn he woke and found 
me gone. 

1 went to New Haven, guided most
ly by the thought that in the store 
I had worked in the book department, 
and New Haven was a college town 
where there were many book shops 
where I might lind work. Luck. and 
the magic name of myoid employers, 
helped me to 'l"et a job at the second 
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store to which I applied. 
Three weeks went by. Three dreal'Y 

weeks, when I longed to feel How_ 
ard's arms about me, hear his voice, 
touch him--cven if it meant that he 
never became the man he had been 
once and I was sure could be again. 
Three weeks with nothing but Calyp
so's sprawled, badly spelled notes, 
telling me that he was looking for 
me. was "awful upset," didn't have 
a job. 

Then, one afternoon, Mr. Keen 
found me. At first I noticed him 
only as an elderly, pleasant-faced 
man who was browsing over a pile 
o! books while I was busy with an
other customer. When the customer 
went away he came over to me. I 
was conscious of a quizzically smil
ing mouth, a pair of bright blue eyes, 
as I said, "Yes, sir?" 

"Mrs. Forbes?" he asked. 
"YI.'S-" I answered mechanically, 

before I remembered that I was going 
by my maidl'n name here. "How did 
you know who I was?" I asked , 

"I'm Mr. Keen:' he said. His voice 
was gentle and caressing. It made 
you forget, for a moment, the feel 
ing that he was able to read your 
innermost thoughts. "They call me 
the Tracer of Lost P ersons. Your 
husband asked me to find you." 

"Has he a job?" r asked eagerly. 
"No--not yet." 
"Oh! Then ... then 1 think you've 

had all your work for nothing. I 
won't go back to him." 

HE didn't seem particularly upset, 
or su rprised. He only smiled and 

said in a maUer-of-fact sort of way, 
"Not even it I tell you he needs you 
- badly?" 

"But he doesn't need me!" I p.x
claimed. "I'm bad for him. As long 
as I'm there, supporting him, he won't 
force himself to go out and get a job. 
He's got to learn to do without my 
help!" 

"My dear," he said, with just a hint 
of reproof, "he can do without your 
help, perhaps-but I don' t think he 
can do without your love. Your hus_ 
band tried to shoot himself." 

I clutched the edge of the counter 
behind me to steady myself. "Shoot 
himself!" I whispered, and then, in 
rising terrol": "Is he hurt?" 

"Not physically, no. It happened 
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• 
Mary Martin, star 
of NBC's Thurs. 
day night Good 
News program, is 
all set for the 

holidays with a 
Christmas tree 
that she trimmed 

all by herself. 

• 
in my office-somebody had mis
takenly told him I couldn't see him
and we were able to stop him in time. 
Mrs. Forbes, he'd been trying for two 
weeks to find you, and he was at the 
end of his rope." 

"But Howard wouldn't do anything 
like that!" 

" I don't think you understand," He 
leaned forward, looking at me in
tently and speaking with infinite 
compassion-a compassion that I felt 
vaguely was as much for me as for 
Howard. "Just one thing has kept 
him alive in the last few years. when 
he had no work, when he couldn't 
respect himself or be respected by 
others. One thing kept him going
Ihat was your love. When you took 
it away from him, and made condi
tions he felt he couldn't meet, he had 
nothing. His whole world was you!" 

I KNOW," I said, "AJ)d 1 still love 
him-terribly, These three weeks 

have been the unhappiest I've ever 
spent. But T thought it was wrong
bad for him-to be so dependent on 
me," I fought back the tears, think
ing of Howard being driven to at
tempt suicide because he thought I'd 
stopped loving him. "I didn't run 
away because I was tired of working 
for him. I'd have gone on working
willingly, gladly, forever and ever
i! he'd been ill. But he was ill men· 
tally, Mr. Keen. He wouldn't look 
for work any more, And leaving him 
was the only way I could think of to 
cure him, It was for his sake, more 
than mine. , .. Oh," I pleaded, as if 
it were Howard himself before me, 
"you do believe me, don't you?" 

Mr. Keen nodded. "Yes, I do. But 
now-well, what you didn't think of 
was that he'd be so heartbroken and 
shocked over losing you he simply 
couldn't put h is mind to looking for 
work. I tried to help him. When I 
was in the store where you worked, 
inquiring about you, I heard the toy 
buyer complaining because there 
were no low-priced play houses that 
really looked like houses; and when 
I saw Howard again I tried to get 
him interested, as an architect, in the 
idea of designing some himself. But 
he wouldn't listen-he couldn't think 
of anythin~ but you." 

I felt gUilty and despairing, all at 
once, Of course I would go back to 

him. 1 had been wrong, perhaps, to 
think that by going away I could help 
him. But now .... Now it would be 
the same thing over again. I'd go 
back, to watchin~ Howard's weak
ness, to the old life of unhappiness. 

Mr. Keen's kind voice broke into 
my thoughts, and he spoke as if he 
had read them: "Don't you think the 
real point is-do you love him enough 
to return to him, even though he 
hasn't found a job yet, and may not 
afterwards?" 

"Yes," I said after a moment. "Yes 
-of course. I'll come back," 

Mr. Keen smiled and patted me on 
the shoulder. It was strange how, 
although I'd known him only a few 
minutes, I felt he was an old friend. 
"Good. Now, when can you leave 
here?" 

That raised a difficult point. They 
had been good to me in the book shop, 
and I didn't want to leave them with· 
out notice. We finally agreed that J 
should leave at the end of the week, 
and Mr, Keen would tell Howard he'd 
found me. 

"Incidentally, how did you find 
me?" I asked curiously, and his eyes 
twinkled. 

IT was simple. Through Calypso, 
your maid. She came to the apart

ment onp day while I was talking to 
your husband. and was so insistent 
about knowing whether or not he'd 
found a job that r guessed she was the 
link you'd kcpt between him and 
yourself, I followed her home and 
got a glimpse at a leller she mailed 
to you, and that gave me your ad
dress here," 

It did sound simple, as he explained 
it, but I could divine the patience 
and cleverness thai lay behind it. 

"Well. good bye, my dear," he said. 
"I'll see you in my office on Satur
day." 

"Mr. Keen." I stopped him, "just 
give Howal'd olle more chance. Don't 
tell him you've found me-and may
be, before J come back. he'll wake 
up and do what I wanted him to do, 
Then my leaving won't have been for 
nothing!" 

He nodded and agreed, and then 
he was gone. All afternoon I waited 
on customers, feeling numb and cold. 

It was with a heavy heart, the fol
lowing Saturday, that I opened the 
door of Mr. Keen's plain hltle office. 
His efficient-looking secretary showed 
me into a reception room and asked 
me to wait, and a short time later 
Mr. Keen himself entered, looking a 
little upset. The way my heart sank 
at sight of his troub led face proved 
how much I had already grown to 
deDend on him, 

f'I'm afraid," he said, "that we'll 
have to change our plans a little, Mrs. 
Forbes. I've just seen Howard and-" 
He broke ofT, and began again. "At 
any rate, rou'll be glad to know he 
has a job.' 

1 felt a great surge of joy. "A job! 
Oh, Mr. 'Keen! Doing what?" 

"Designing low-cost play houses 
that look like real houses," he said 
with a chuckle. "Remember, that 
was the idea I gave him-that is, I 
let him think it was his own inspira
tion. I didn't think he even heard 
me, but aftel' 1 left him it seems he 
began thinking it over, and pretty 
soon he was sitting down, making 
sketches. The first day he took the 
sketches to show toy manufacturers, 
one of them took not only the sketches 
but Howard himself." 
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"But that's wonderful!" I cried. "I 
knew he could do it!" 

"That isn't all. though," Mr. Keen 
went on. "The fact is-a vcry curious 
but quite human sort of thing has 
happened to your husband. Ever since 
he first was out of wOl'k, he had no 
pride in himself. And the day came 
when you had no pride in him either, 
and you left him. Now, very sud
denly, he's gol a job-he's got his 
pride back-and, havinJi\' it back, feel
ing like a man again, he's--he's 
turned against you!" 

I sank down into a chair. " You 
mean-he doesn't want me back?" 

"Well_he thinks he doesn't He 
told me. just now, that you left him 
... ,:hen he needed you most, and so you 
couldn't have loved him. And so, he 
says. why should he lake you back 
now when he doesn't need you?" 

"But did you tell him that you'd 
round me. and I was coming back. 
not knowing that he had a job?" 

"No," Mr. Keen said. " I didn't tell 
him that. He thinks you're s t ill roiss~ 
ing, and simply says he doesn't want 
me to go on looking for you. because 
even if I found you he wouldn't want 
you to come back to him. There was 
no use tnlkjng to him in his present 
frame of mind." 

So this was the end. 1 had done 
what I wanted to do for Howard
only to lose him completely I He was 
a man now, standing on hIS own two 
feet, fighting for his place in the 
..... orld. but he didn't want me beside 
him. Sitting there in that big leather 
office chaIr of Mr. Keen's, I felt an 
overr.0wering wave of loneliness and 
deso ation. Somehow I had bungled. 
Bungled terribly, traJically. 

"Isn't there somethmg we can do?" 
I cried in anguish. 

"I think I have a plan," he said. 
I came up in the elevator and 

walked down the hall toward our 
apartment. J felt weak and dizzy, 
unsure of my ability to carry out 
the difficult role Mr. Keen had as
signed me. So much depended upon 
the success of his plan!-not my hap
piness alone, but Howard's as well, 
for I knew that no matter how much, 
in his new-found pride, he said he 
didn't want me back, he really loved 
me as much as I loved him. He could 
never reaUy live without me, any 
more than I could live without him. 

I couldn't fali! 1 mustn't! 

LDWARD himself answer<.'(j my ring 
n ' at the bell. He stepped back as 
he opened the door, staring at me in 
amazement. Then his lips tightened 
and his eyes went hard. Before he 
cou ld speak, I said: 

"I'm sorry to bother you. Howard." 
My voice sounded stran~e and far 
away to my own ears. 'But may I 
come in for just a minute? I'd like 
to get the rest of my thinl;s and move 
them out, if you don't mInd ." 

'; I- I-why. certa inly." he stam
mered. "Come right in-you're wel
come to them." 

I entel'ed the apartment. Mr. Keen 
was sitting in the h"ing room, and 1 
stopped, feigning surprise. We'd 
agreed that I must pretend not to 
know hIm. "Oh, I'm sorry. J didn't 
know you had a visitor." 

Howard nervously introduced us, 
and I said. "I won't be long, There 
are just II lew things I want to 
get ... ." I dragged a suitcase out of 
the closet and bcgan fiUing it with the 
dresses and other clothing I had left 
behind at first. I concentrated on the 
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movements of my hands to keep my
sel! from dropping this far ce and tell_ 
ing Howard r had come back because 
I roved him. 

And then I caught a glimpse of his 
face, and it steadied me. It was a 
study in bewilderment and rising 
anger. Whatever else he had ex~ 
peeted. he hadn't thought I would 
come home unexpectedly and coolly 
prepare to take myself even further 
out of his lif<''-8nd he didn't like it. 

"I have a job, Rosemary," he said 
truculently. 

" Have you?" I marvelled at the 
coolness of my voice. How could 1 
speak so off-handedly, when inside I 
was burning? "That's very nice. 
I'm glad."The closet that opened 
into the living room was empty now. 
and I bustlcd off into the bedroom. 
Through the h811~open door I heard 
Mr. K C!Cn murmur: 

"Well, Forbes, you were going to 
leU your wife you didn't want her, 
if she ever came back-but I must 
say it seems as if she weren't going 
to five you the chance." 

.. t jus t proves what I told you!" 
Howard burst out furiously. "You've 
mel her now-you can set! she doesn't 
love me. She wouldn't treat me this 
way if she did I" 

WELL, what do you care?" Mr. 
Keen said comfortingly. " You've 

decided you're better ofr without her 
anyway." 

"Um-yes-" Howard said doubt
fully, just as I came back into the 
room, my arms piled high with linge~ 
rie for the suitcase. 

''You'd like to keep all the books. 
wouldn't you?" 1 asked Howard. 1 
picked up an evening coat he'd Jlven 
me, long ago; looked at it critIcally 
and then tossed it over a chair. "You 
might give that to Calypso. if you 
see her. She always admIred It." 

"See here!" Howard roared. reach~ 
inff my side in one long step. He 
seIzed my arm, knocking clothes out 
of my hands and onto the nocr. 
"You're still my wife! You 're not go
ing to act this way, sailing in here 

and thinking you can sail ri/o:ht out 
again. Give me that suitcase!" 

The touch of his hand swept away 
all my poise. A blazing tide of emo
tion rushed through me. 

"You might as well do what he 
says, Mrs. Forbes," Mr. Keen's voice 
broke in from behind us. "Especially 
sinct' you know very well you didn't 
intend to take that suitcase out of 
here if you could possibly help it." 

HOWARD swung around. "What? 
How do you know she didn't?" 

I said, "Because Mr. Keen found me 
and brought me back, Howard. But 
you'd found work and said you didn't 
ev(!r want to see me again." 

" 1-" Howard looked from me to 
Mr. Keen. and back again. " I was 
crazy," he said humbly. "You mean 
more to me than anything in the 
world. 1 knew that when I saw you 
walk in here tonight." 

Mr. Keen and I exchanged a quick 
glance of understanding. 

"Then you do want me back?" I 
asked sortiy . 

"00 J?" Howard saId. " Do I!"' 
Mr. Keen stood up. He nodded 

benevolently. T really believe he was 
as happy over the way things had 
tu rnl'd out as Howal'd and I were. 
And then he left the room. Over 
Howard's shoulder, I saw him go. 

I thought, in my new-found hap
piness, how infinitely fortunate we 
had been to have Mr. Keen helping 
us. And yet, in the months that have 
passed since then, as I have been 
able to know Mr. K<.'Cn better. I've 
realized something even more im
portant. The aid he gave us is only 
a small part of the good he docs 
everyone with whom he comes in 
contact. Knowing lhat has hcll)ed to 
bring me a new humility and under-
standing. _______ _ 

"1'he Wile Who Ran AwalJ" l.s the 
first in a series 01 Mr. Keen , Trucer 
of. Lost Persons, stOrtCII, produced OIl 
I Ie air by Frank and Anne Hum
mert. Others will appear in Jillure 
Issues oj RADIO MIRROR. 
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had been only an obscure reporter 
on this same paper. Odd fellow
moody, reticent about himself. And 
he was still being rHicent. He was 
a radio star now, but no one knew 
anything about his background Of his 
family. Dr. Ruthlcdgc wasn't his 
father, of course----but who was? And 
who was his mother? Might be a 
story there. Experience had taught 
Spike Wilson thai there was usually 
a story in anything a famous person 
didn't tell of his own accord. He 
decided to ask a few questions down 
in Five Points and ~('e what he could 
find out. 

Ned Holden himself wa~ on his 
way back to Five Points from a hur
ried trip to San Franci!"co-a trip 
taken solely for the purpose of st'''ing 
Torchy. his wife. Sitting in the Pull
man section while green fields of corn 
flashed past his unseeing eyes, he went 
over and over the strange-the in 
credible-interview he had had with 
the girl who now called herself Myrna 
Reynolds. 

He'd had the unpleasant feeling, 
talking to her, that this wasn't Torchy 
at all, but a comolete stranger. It 
didn't seem possible that a ~irl could 
have changed SCI entirely In a few 
months, NOI only in appearance, 
though even there !':he was different 
enough. But mentally and - and 
spiritually. 

Torchy had prospered since leavin~ 
him. there WAS no doubt of that. She'd 
found a job singing in a night club 
at the Stm Francisco Fair. and had 
made an unexpected sucet'ss with her 
throaty, somehow tragic, voice. Now 
she had a pleasant apartment O\'er
looking the Bay. she wore expensive 
clothes, she had learned how to en 
hance her natural beauty, and her 
speech had lost its slang and gram 
matical imperfections. More than 
anything else. she was self-confident, 
assured. And hard. 

Surely success alone hadn't brought 
about this staggering change in her, 
he thought. Some other influence had 
been at work-some influence which 
was now and perhaps would always 
nmain a mystery to him .... He 
dismissed all speculations as vain and 
fruitless. Just now his mind was too 
full of his mission to concern itself 
with the puzzle which WAS Torchy's 
new character. 

After talking to her for five minutes 
he knew why she had answered none 
of hi~ letters suggesting a divorce. 

I TOLD you when r left Five Points I 
wouldn't divorce you, but I'd let 

you divorce met she said. "Well, I've 
changed my nllnd. You' re my hus
band, Ned. I wish we could lIve to
I'lether, like any married (."{Iuple. Ap
parently we can't, WIthout fighting and 
making each other migerable. But-" 
and her jaw tl)()k on a firm, uncom
promising line-"if I can't have you, 
no one else is going to." 

" You left me almost six months 
ago," he sold. " If I wa.it another six, 
I can sue you for dIvorce on the 
j;(rounds of df'sertlOn." 

Torchy's eye~ narrowed. "You do 
that, Ned, and I'll tell all I know 
about you-that your father was a 
thief and your mother a murderess, 
And that I picked you up out of the 
gutter, ril'lh t here in San F rancisco. 
That won't be so very nice for the 
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famous radio star, The Spectator." 
Cold fear struck him, He could not 

comfort himseU by thinking she was 
bluffing. She would do exactly what 
she said. Under that newly.acquired 
veneer of sophistication, she was as 
primitive as she had ever been-but 
with an added Quality of ruthlessness 
that she had not had before. 

And so he left her, knowinj;! that 
for the time at least she held all the 
winning cards 

When the train pulled into the sla· 
lion he went directly to his room in 
Five Points. He had a column and 
part of a broadcast to write, and he 
worked all ahernoon, stopping only 
to telephone Mary and arrange to 
meet her in a restaurant that evening. 
They had given up meeting at the 
parsonage because of Dr Ruthled.l/:e's 
opposition. 

He was at the restaurant before her, 
and was seated in one of the booths 
when he saw her come in through the 
swinging doors. 

Mary had fought so bitterly aj;(ainst 
lettin.e: him once more into her heart. 
But he, unheeding, had battered down 
her defenses. one by one, until. sob
bing, she confessed that she still loved 
him. would always love him. And 
now he could not face the trust in 
her eyes and destroy it by telling her 
there was no way they could be happy 
together. 

She came up to his table. "Ned!" 
she said softly. "I'm so Jl:lad you're 

De Wolfe Hopper Junior guest-stors 
on his mother's progrom, Heddo 
Hop per's Hollywood, over CBS. 

back-I've missed you terribly-and 
listening to the broadcast you did from 
San Francisco didn't seem to help." 
She sat down, waiting tremulously 
for his news, "You saw Torch",!" 

"Yes. She-" His brown hand went 
across the table to cover hers. No. 
he could not hurt her again. "She 
won't give me the divorce. But I'm 
tired of waiting-tired of being afraid. 
As soon as it's a year since she went 
away, I' ll file suit anyhow," 

Would he have that much courage? 
He wondered. 

It was such a small item ir. the so-

clety column, You could see that even 
the reporter who wrote it didn't think 
it was particularly important. Yet it 
made Rose Kransky's hands tremble 
and her face go perfectly white. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Charles Cunningham 
have adopted a baby boy." 

That was all. Two lines of type that 
were like the opening of a door. It 
was all so plain now! Cunmngham 
had instj~ated the Child Welfare in 
vesli.l/:alion-and also he was the un· 
known visitor at the nursery who had 
seen the baby and wanted to adopt 
him. But thal had been a woman
Miss Miller had said so! Mrs. Cun 
nin~ham. then, the new Mrs. Cun 
nin~ham, Of course she couldn't know 
whose child it was--or did she? 
Charles must have known, or he 
would not have brought the investi
gation against her. But surely not 
his wife-how could she have willing. 
Iy adopted the child of her husband 
and another woman? 

HATRED for Charles Cunningham 
awoke fieret'ly in Rose. In the few 

weeks since she had given up her 
baby she had existed in an emotional 
vacuum, She had expected to be free, 
unfettered al the loss of this respon
sibility, Instead. she had felt strange
ly alone, empty, unwilhng to admit 
even to herself that she wanted him 
back. Now. realization that she had 
~iven her son to the one man in the 
world she hated, unleashed all her 
pent -up feelings and made her into 
the mother she had refused to be 
before. 

She went straight to Charlet Cun 
ningham's offiet'. the same office where 
she had worked in that era which 
now seemed so long ago. 

Cunningham half rose from his chai r 
as she entered-then sank back. star
ing at her almost in terror, The pain 
of seeinl'l him again was so great that 
for a moment she could not speak. 
His long face, with the deep lines 
about the mouth. swayed before her, 
then steadied, and she saw with a 
sudden clarity that he was at her 
mercy. 

"The baby you and your wife adopt
ed-it's mine. isn't it?" she asked. 

"Johnny,. ?" 
';Is that what you call him? 

thought Charles was a nice name," 
He frowned painfully. "RoSe-I'm 

sorry." 
"Really? Somehow, I got the Im

pression you were never sorry-for 
anxthing you dId." 

'You have a right to be bitter." 
This humility was something fo r 

which she had not been prepared, It 
made her uneasy, fearful that some 
little bit of the old love might return. 
"I want my baby back." she said 
fiercely. 

"But you gave him up of your own 
accord." he reminded her. "It shOUldn't 
make any difference to you who 
adopted him, as long as he's in a 
good home, And I - I can assure you 
he is." 

"Don't you know I'd rather die." she 
cried, "than let you have him? Haven't 
you hurt me enough? Do you have 
to hurt him too?" 

"I don't want to hurt him Rose" 
he said gravely. " I love him-an'd 
my wife loves him," 

"Your wife ! Does she know who 
his father is?" 



"I believe so," he answez'ed unex
pected ly. "I think that's the reason 
she loves him so .... You see, a little 
while after we were married, Helene 
and I were in an automobile accident. 
Afterwards-the doctors told us she 
could never have a child." His mouth 
twisted, and he added half-conscious
Jy, "And now-if anything should 
happen to Johnny-" 

His tone, more than his words, 
frightened Rose. "If anything should 
happen? What do you mean?" 

"Johnny's verr ill, Rose. I'm glad 
you came in. wanted to tell you. 
But I was afraid." 

Her baby was ill! From somewhere, 
far back in the faith she had tried 
to abandon, the conviction came to 
Rose that here was her punishment
her punishment for everything. 

"You've got to let me see him!" she 
said tensely, "You've got to!" 

"oc course" he said in uller sub
mission. 

LATE that night she was still in 
Charles Cunningham's home, Up

stairs a nurse was with Johnny; the 
doctor had just gone, There was noth
ing he could do, he'd said in a voice 
nicely balanced between cheerfulness 
and gravity, until morning. The situ
ation was bad, yes-but not hopeless 
by any means, Another twenty-Cour 
hours should tell. 

A fire burned in the library grate, 
On one side of the hearth sat Charles 
and Helene Cunningham, on the other, 
Rose, In the silence, she studied the 
woman Charles had married: slight, 
pale. with an inner rather than an 
outer beauty, Seein~ Helene explained 
so much that she had not understood 
this afternoon-Charles' new humil
ity. the sorrow in his eyes, his willing
ness to let her see the baby, She saw 
the love that existed between them, 
and felt abashed, for it was not the 
tawdry, physical thin..: she had once 
thought was love, It was, instead, 
something that had purified Charles 
and brought out all the deccncy he 
had kept buried beneath a shell of 
selfishness, 

"ti he-when he gets well again," 
Charles had said to her as they left 
the nursery, ;'you must take him back. 
Helene thinks so too-we've talked it 
over, and we know it was wrong of 
us to take him from you. Helene 
didn't understand-she didn't know 
you, and she thought it was my rilfht 
and-and duty to have Johnny With 
me, since we could never have a child 
of our own, She didn't know about 
the Child Welfare business, It was 
cruel , I didn't realize what I was 
doing," 

And it would be crucl, Rose real
ized, to take the chUd away from 
this gentle, sweet-faced woman who 
had grown to love him. 

Across the hearth she saw Helene 
Cunningham's hand steal into her hus
band's, and a glance of affection and 
understanding pass between them, and 
she knew that the other woman, for 
all her passivity and deceptive gen
tleness, was str onger than she, It 
would not really be cruel to take 
Johnny from Helene, because Helene, 
in her strength, recognized and ac
cepted the necessity of losing him. 

Rose struggled to her feet. " I'd 
better be starting home-Ma'U be 
wondering what's become of me, I'll 
stop in first thing in the morning_" 

"Wouldn't you like to stay here?" 
Mrs, Cunningham asked, 

"You could telephone your mother, 
and in the moriling you'll be right 
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here to see the doctor when he 
arrives." 

"Why-yes, thank you," Rose said 
awkwardly after a moment's hesita
tion. Emotion had taken its toll; sud
denly she was more exhausted than 
she'd thought. After she had tele
phoned, they showed her to a room, 
and almost at once she was asleep
to be awakened, in the morning, by 
Helene's soft voice: "The doctor is 
here, Rose, And Johnny is much bet
ter, If everything goes well, you'll 
be able to take him away in a week 
or ten days," Abruptly, Rose felt 
lears in her eyes-she, who had prided 
herself that she never cried! 

That fall Ellis Smith returned to 
Five Points, resuming occupation of 
his studio-bedroom in the tenement 
near Dr. Ruthledge's church, He saw 
a few people: Fredrika Lang, Mary, 
Dr. Ruthledge, Rose Kransky; and 
told them, quite casually, where he 
had bebn, For several months, he 
said, he'd lived in San Francisco, 
where he had met and come to know 
Myrna Reynolds-the Torchy who 
was Ned Holden's wife. 

He added that Torchy had signed 
a contract with The Silver Pheasant, 
an uptown ni!,:ht club, and would soon 
come to the city to appear there, "And 

She was young , beautiful, 
wealthy-but st ill she was 

GIRL ALONE 
Read radio's romantic dory 
of Patric ia Rogers, who 
found thot great wealth 

can be a prison 

Beginning soon in 

RADIO MIRROR 

it's in her contract," he said, "that they 
can bill her as Mrs. Ned Holden," 

Fredrika, when she heard it, said, 
"Ned will hate that," 

Ellis shrugged, "I can't get ve~ 
excited over what Ned will 01' won t 
hate, He still refuses to see you, 
Fredrika?" 

"He doesn't precisely refuse," the 
thin, tired-looking woman sa id, "I 've 
never t r ied to see him, When he's 
ready, he'll come to me," 

"How can you let him hurt you so! 
And Myrna-Torchy-she's j ust as 
bad, She insists on clinging to him, 
no matter how badly he treats her, If 
you cou ld have seen her, Fredrika t 
There's only one reason she wanted 
to be a success, and to learn how to 
dress and talk, She called it learn
ing to be 'a lady,' and asked me to 
help her, r did as she asked, not even 
know in..: whether or not I should, It 
was pitiful, because somehow she had 
the notion that if she could be 'a 
lady' she'd win Ned's love-his I'eal 
love this time, That's why it was 
such a shock when he wrote asking 
her for a divorce-and later, when he 
saw het· and apparently didn' t care 
because her manners and diction were 
better, or that she was a successful 
night club singer, It didn't impl'ess 
him a bit. All he was in terested in 
was the divorce, So, ter ribly disap-

pointed, she turned on him and told 
him he couldn't have one, " 

Fredrika asked quietly, "And now 
she's coming here, to try to get him 
back?" 

"I don't know, I think she only 
wants to be near him, blindly, with
out any definite plan," 

"And you, Ellis?" 
"I?" he laughed shortly. "Oh, I'm 

back because Torchy's coming back, 
I'm working on a portrait of her," 

Torchy'S debut at The Silver Pheas
ant was heralded with advertisements 
in the papers and with glaring bill
boards around town, "Myrna Reynolds 
-Mrs. Ned Holden," the sign read. 
"Direct from a trium phant season at 
the San Francisco Fair," Ned saw 
his wife's name, hel' face, wherever he 
turned, His impulse was to run away 
from every such reminder; instead, he 
asked Mary to go with him to Torchy's 
opening night. 

She searched his face questioningly, 
"But Ned-are you sure you want to? 
Won't it be terribly embarrassing?" 

"Of course I don't want to-and of 
course it will be embarrassing," he an
swered, smiling, "But I'm through 
being afraid. r told you. I'm goin~ 
to act as if Torchy and I had reached 
an understanding-in other words, 
I'm going to act normally, Certainly 
it's normal for The Spectator to attend 
a ni~ht club opening," 

Mary nodded reluctant agreement, 
and together they went to The Silver 
Pheasant. The place was crowded, 
noisy and smoky, 

Then the lights dimmed and a 
bright ray fell upon a girl who stood 
near lhe piano, For a moment Mary 
could not realize this was Torchy~ 
this poised, beautiful woman, in a 
daringly cut evening gown, As if 
she were quite alone in the room, she 
began to sing---casuaUy, softly, her 
gaze fixed on some far-off vision she 
alone cou ld see, At the end, she ac
knowledged the applause, then dis
appeared, 

SHE'S wonderful, Ned!" Mary 
breathed in sincere admi ration, He 

was about to answer her when they 
both stiffened in amazement, Torchy 
was coming toward their table, 

Ned scrambled awkwardly to his 
leet as she stopped, 

"Hello, Ned-Mary," she said, an 
enigmatic litt le smile on her lips. 
"Nice of yOIl to come, , , , Aren't yOIl 
going to ask me to sit down?" 

Wordlessly, Ned moved to draw out 
the chair on which she alreadY had 
her hand, and she seated herself, sti ll 
smiling, sure of herself, "Ellis Smith's 
waiting for m e over there," she said 
with a toss of her head toward an
other corner of the room, "But I 
think I ought to stay a while, don't 
you, Ned? It's very good publicity 
to be seen with your own husband." 

"Torchyl" Ned said th ickly. 
"Not to mention the fact," she went 

on smoothly, ignoring him, "that it's 
better publicity for you, Ned, And 
for Ma ry, Really, t don't think it was 
very wise of you to bring Mary here:' 

"I'm the best judge of that, TorcllY," 
Mary interposed, and Torchy threw 
her a swift, challenging glance. 

" I'm only thinking of your reputa
tion," she said, "A minister's daugh
ter-seen publicly with a married 
man and the man's wife at another 
table altogether. That surely isn't a 
very pretty picture. And-" she 
smoothed a fold of her dress, thcn 
raised her eyes directl~ to Ned's
"an even less pretty picture would 
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be a suii. lor damages, filed by the 
wife, charging the minister's daugh
ter with alienation of affections!" 

"You wouldn't-" Ned gasped. 
"1 could .... I think. if you're smartt 

Ned, you'll see a great deal less 0 
Mary lrom now on." Ton::hy had 
dropped her mask of poised indiffer
ence, and fury blazed out of her lace. 
Dimly, Ned realized how his visit to 
her opening nigh t, in company with 
Mary, must have seemed to her-as a 
deliberate, planned insu lt. 

Before either Ned or Mary had a 
chance to answer , Torchy had stood 
up and was on her way to EJlis 
Smith's table. A carelessly dressed 
young man tried to stop her. 

"Miss Reynolds-I'm Spike Wilson, 
of the City Times. I'd like an inter
vicw-" 

Even in her rage, Terchy remem
bered that one must always be polite 
to reporters. She smiled mechanically 
and made an appointmen t to see him 
the following day. 

A~ Ned and Mary drove back to 
Five Points in his car, the silence 

between them was something that 
each could feel. as if it had been a 
heavy fog. They'd reached a com· 
plete, perfect deadlock. Nc~ was 
thinking. That was all. If Jl had 
been anyone else but Mary. he'd tell 
Torchy to go ahead and create her 
scandal. But not Mary. He had de· 
serted her, humiliated her, then thrust 
himself once more into her life after 
she had learned to do without him. 
To all that. he couldn't add the final 
indignity of dragging her name 
through a public scandal. 

"Ned." Her voice was small and 
frigh tened. "What can we do?" 

"Nothing. Nothing but what she 
~ay8. We'll have to stop seeing each 
other." 

And perhaps even that would be 
better than this continual torture of 
being ncar Mary, unable to touch her. 
crush her into his arms, answer the 
insistent call of his love for her. 

"If it weren't for Dad. I wouldn't 
mind anythinll: she could do." 

"1 know that, dear. But I would. 
You're too fine and sweet to be pawed 
over by scandal·mongers." 

Lute that night. after he had left 
Mary at the parsonage. Ned faced the 
whole truth, and hated himself for 
it. He would do as Torchy said be· 
cause he didn't want to expose Mary 
to scandal, yes-but he would do It 
for another reason too: to keep 
Torchy from revealing the secret of 
his parentall:e. All his success had 
never succeeded in uprooting that 
deepest fear of his life. the lear of 
walking through a world that knew 
of the taint in his blood. 

A good reporter must be a good 
detective. He must talk to people, 
and get the answers to qu('stions he 
hasn't even asked: he must search old 
records with infinite care and patience: 
he must follow up the most unpromis· 
ing clues: he must piece this fact up 
with that: and at the end. if he IS 
lucky, he may have a story. And Spike 
Wilson had his story. 

Ned had spent this windy. bitter 
evenin,l!; of winter at the broadcasting 
studio. On his way home, shortly be· 
fore midnight. he bought a copy of 
the Times from a shivering newsboy. 

He hadn't intended to look at the 
paper until he reached home, but a 
word-his own name-in glarin,l{ 
headline type caught his eye. He read 
the story there on the street corner, 
snow-freighted Wind whipping and 
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snapping the paper in his hands. 
"Ned Holden, the famous Spectator, 

is the son of Fredrika Lan$ and the 
man she was convicted of klIHng two 
years ago. Documents in the posses· 
sion of the Times ... " 

Often. in imagination, he had llved 
this moment. Always before. it had 
been only a nightmare. But this was 
reality. The secret with which he 
had lived so long was not a secret 
now. 11 was something for everyone 
with the price of a newspaper to read, 
to discuss. to wonder over. And, read· 
in,!!; the rest of the story that Spike 
Wilson had written, he saw how much 
worse it was to have the truth 
blazoned out this way than it would 
have been if he himself had revealed 
it. Now he was put in the worst 
possible light: as a coward who had 
denied his mother. 

And that, of course-the knowledge 
came at last. from the depths of his 
soul-was the truth. H£' was a coward, 

Stumbling, the paper falling from 

Ol ga Andre who broad casts on 
NBC's Pan Ame rican programs meeh 
our own Bett e Davis. Right , J ose 
J osd, "the Spanish Noel Coward ." 

his lax fingers he went on down the 
street. A violent gust of wind lore 
his hat from his head, but he scarcely 
noticed its going. The storm itself 
was not more bitter than his own self
hatred, 

A policeman found him, soon after 
dawn. stretched out. unconscious, on 
the steps of a public building. An 
ambulance was called, and he was 
taken, still unconscious, to a hospital. 
And since hospitals proceed strictly 
according to rule, it was Torchy
Mrs. Ned Holden-who was sum· 
moned. 

"He keeps calling for someone 
named Mary," the doctor told her. 
"Do you know who that might be?" 

'·No." Torchy said quickly. "No, 
1 don't." A fury of possession rose 
in her; Ned was hers, and hers alone, 
and Mary should not be called. But 
when she went into his room, and 
saw his closed eyes and fumbling 
hands, heard his voice calling pili· 
fully for Mary, she buried her face 
in her hands. 

What was this endless, pointless bat· 
tic she was fighting? 

Perhaps Ned suspeetcd her of tell· 
ing Spike Wilson the whole story
but she hadn't. AI least she hadn't 

intended to. She searched her mind. 
trying to remember what she had told 
him about Ned. Just that he'd been 
born in Cleveland. that was all. What 
if that was the one thing Spike needed 
to know-the one cJue~ Then Ned 
would hate her. more than he hated 
her already. 

"Nurse!" she said. "I think-l think 
he's ealling for Mary Ruthled~e, Dr. 
John Ruthledge's daughter. Will you 
send for her! please?" 

Brilliant wmter sunli~ht streamed 
in through the broad Window of the 
hospital room, over the bed where 
Ned Holden lay propped up against 
a heap of pillows. On one side of 
the bed was Mary Ruthledge, on the 
other, her father. Two weeks of ill· 
ness had thinned Ned's face. but he 
was smiling. and to Mary he looked 
happier than at any time since that 
long-ago night when she had first 
promised to marry him. 

This was the first day Ned had been 
allowed to see many visitors: Rose 
and Mrs, Kranskv had just lelt. Rose, 
too, had seemed happier than ever 
before. She had a ,2;ood job in a law 
firm. and Mr~. Kransky had sold the 
second·hand shop and moved into the 
suburbs where she could care for 
Rose's little boy while the girl was 
away at work. 

ROSE had come through all right," 
Dr. Ruthledge nodded when they 

were gone. "She's learned, I think, 
that it's impossible to be solely an 
individual." There was a quizzical 
expression in his eyes as he looked at 
Ned and the younger man flushed and 
laughed a little ashamedly. "There's 
one other person that wants to see 
you, Ned," the minister added. "Some· 
body that I asked to come here." 

Ned looked from Dr. Ruthledge to 
Mary and back again. 

'"Torchy?" 
"No. Your .. mother." 
Involuntarily, Ned stiffened. as if 

in fear. and Dr. Ruthledge said quiet· 
ly. "I know, Ned. You think it will 
be hard to see her-" 

"It's not that I don't want to!" Ned 
exclaimed. "1 realized, the night the 
newspaper published the story, how 
wrong I'd been. Bul how can she for· 
give me?" 

" In your mother's eyes. my sont 
Dr. Ruthledl(e said gravely, "there IS 
nothing to forgive." 

"I ... " Ned turned uneasily. fear
fully. to M3I'y. From hel" steady. calm 
gaze, ~o full of love and trust. he 
seemed to gain confidence. 

"There's nothin/i! for her to forgive, 
Ned," she said. '"because, don't you 
see. it's yourself you've hurt all these 
years-not her." 

"My~elf? Why .. , yes .... 1 sup· 
pose thaI's true." He took a long 
breath. "All right. I'd like to see 
her. please." 

With a nod to Mary to follow him. 
Dr. Ruthledge went to the door and 
opened it. Fredrika Lang-slight. 
black-clad. tTembling-stood on the 
threshold. A moment in which the 
earth stopped turning-and then she 
was clasped in the arms of her son. 

Dr. Ruthledge and Mary slipped 
outside and closed the door. They 
smiled into each other's eyes, winking 
awav the t{'ars. 

"The Ned Holden we used to know 
has come home. Mary," he said. 

TilE END 

(Be .me to tune in the current b roed· 
Clls t" 01 The Guidin~ l...i~h t , Monday 
rhrou;'h Priday, 0" NBC·Red.) 
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with earnestne~s, and with pleasure in 
being trusted. "She's living the way 
she likes to live. She does want to 
get away: she has. they say, since 
Mrs. Moc::kbee died. She wants to go 
10 Connecticut, where she li ved when 
she was a girl." 

"She never lived in Connecticut 
when she was a gu'!!" Mrs. Roy said 
amusedly. "Isn't that li ke Minnie! 
We Jived in Richmond. We used to 
visit my au nt in northern New York, 
up n('af Binghamton; perhaps that's 
what gives her that idea." 

She was still in a reminiscent mood 
when Rand came back. Then Flora 
came in, with rresh tea. 

"Page, I lorgot to teU you thai Mrs. 
Prendergast would like to have you 
come and read her to sleep," Flora 
said suddenly, 

OH, isn't she asleep?" With 3 smil· 
ing good-bye to Mrs. Roy, Page 

went at once to her employer's room. 
To her surprise the old lady was quiet 
and merely wanted "something that'll 
make me sleepy," to be read to her. 

Present ly the dinner gong sounded, 
and the crippled woman roused her
self to say sleepily, "J ust make sure 
that woman's gone, will you?" 

Page, obeying, peeped into her own 
room, bu t it was dark and empty. She 
ran down to dinner: Flora and Lynn 
and Rand were standing by the di ning 
room fire; Mrs. Roy was not there. 

"She got otT. did she? Poor thinJ,l"." 
"No; she d id n't get off," Rand said. 

"She doesn't fee l well; she's lying 
down in Flora's room." 

Page's expression changed to one of 
doubt, uneasiness. 

"Is Mrs. Roy a p retty lady?" Lynn 
asked. 

"Lynn," P age said, shaking ou t her 
napkin, " t ry to think now. Didn't you 
ever hear of Mrs. Roy?" 

"No, I never did," Lynn answered 
unheSitatingly, but with the troubled 
look that any serious question always 
gave him. 

"There's noth ing really the matter 
with her is there, Rand?" 

"I don1t thin k so. Excitement. dis
appontmc!nt, emotion. She came a 
long way, you know, and she must 
have walked at least a mile, She took 
some aspirin; she had it in her bag." 

The evening moved on its 3c('US-

" 

Myste ry House 

(Continued from page 24) 

tomed way, Page went into Flora's 
room at about haH past ten, with 
Rand and F~ora, to find Mrs. Roy 
heavily drowsy, and to help estab
lish her comfortably in Flora's bed. 
Flora made up a bed for herselI on 
the wide couch: Page presently went 
to bed herself. 

Rand awakened her at about two 
o'clock, and she started up frightened, 
feeling that panic was in the air. and 
gol herself into stitT white linen and 
her nUl se's cap. Mrs. Roy was ill. 

The visitor had been just pleasantly 
heavy and sleepy when they had put 
her to bed. reporting that her head
ache was {tone. But now she was des· 
perately 111. Rand had sent from 
the farm for Dr. Kenyon from Half· 
moon Bay; the old man arrived at 
about three, and immediately con· 
fh med their fears that something was 
~(riously amiss. Mrs. Roy was in a 
coma flOm which no stimulant could 
a:ouse her: a t four o'clock her fitful 
breathin~ stopped. 

"Dead! ' Page said in her frightened 
heart, and for an awful momen t all 
the world seemed dead, She had 
seen death before. but somehow this 
was more than death, Page and Flora 
and the two doctors went into Page's 
loom. and they all talked together. 

"This is what was in her bag." Flora 
said. exhibiting a small foreign-look· 
ing fla~n, "She said she was taking 
a£pirin tablets. bu t they don't look 
li ke aspirin to me." 

N0," old Dr. Kenyon said. exam· 
ining them, "I don' t know what 

this is. Do you know, docto .. ?" 
Rand spilled the tiny yellow pills 

into his hand. "Somethmg she used in 
India, probably, She had a bad heart 
and she had been under strong emo· 
tion. of course. Her sister, Mrs. Pren· 
dergast, had refused to see her, and 
she was very much upset." 

"Who is going to tel1 her sister?" 
Page asked, in a whisper. 

"Let her have her sleep out. I'll 
tell her in the morning," Rand said. 

At Rand's suggestion Page, dressed 
as she was, curled up on he r bed an 
hour later, and to her own surprise fell 
asleep. I t was ten o'clock w hen she 
awakened. and sunshine was nood· 
ing the r oom, She was downstairs 
at breakfast when Rand joined her. 

• 
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"Doctor Kenyon cal!ed it an acci
dental overdose," he said. "We both 
suspect it was dt:liberate. or reckless 
carelessness at least. But we don't 
have to dislress Mrs. Hibbs. the daugh
ter. with that. Kenyon will meet the 
daughter in Belmont Ihis morning: 
we've been telephoning, Flora thinks 
that Mrs, Ro>, went into see the 
Duchess last night and that it was the 
interview that kill('d her. But the 
Duchess isn't awake yet. so we don't 
know." 

"Rand, will you come out on the ter
race with me a moment? I want to 
ask you something." Page had finished 
her breakfast: she had turned rather 
pale, They walked out into the sun· 
shine tOl/:ether. "Rand," the girl said. 
"could Flora have had anything to 
do wi th it?" 

"Why do you say that?" Rand stared 
at her, frowning. 

"Well. I'll tell you. The Hibbses' 
lawyer-Barnes BIshop, in San Fran
cisco-said that I might tell you. They 
thought that some influence was being 
used on Mrs, Prendergast to make her 
leave her money to some one else. 
Who could it be bu t Flora? And if the 
two sisters had met and been re;::on
ciled, that m ight have cut away the 
inheritance from Flora, mightn't it?" 

'"But Flora won't inherit, anyway'! 
Why should she? The old lady Will 
leave her somethin.'!, of course. But 
not enoU.'!h to hurt Mrs, Roy's share
or the j'h bbses' share, as it is now," 

"The Hibbses think that Mrs. Pren
dergast migh t have a motive in leav
ing a good deal to Flora. She may 
know something about Mrs, P rendel'
gast that-that would make it worth 
Mrs, Prc!ndergast 's while to keep 
friends with Flora," Page said signifi
cantly, "Barnes Bishop sent me a 
purse for Christmas-do you remem· 
ber? It came all done up as a gift, 
but there was a note in it , He told me 
he had found out that some one was 
depositing a thousand dollars a month 
to the account of Flora Mockbee in a 
San Jose bank." 

"Great Scott!" Rand ejaculated. 

THEY suspect that Mrs. Prendergast 
had a qua rrel with Trudy Mockbee, 

and that there was somet hing queer 
about Trudy Mockbee's death. Doc
tor Ullmeyer thinks there was poison
ing, or something," 

Rand's face was grave. his eyes in· 
ten t on hers. "Trudy Mockbee. as far 
as I know. died oC acute gastritis," 

"The Hibbses want to have Mrs. 
Mockbce's body dug up. And now. 
with Mrs. Ror dying. I suppose they'll 
be more suspicious than ever," 

"Well, people do queer things when 
there's money involved," said Rand. 
"I'm going up to see the Duchess now. 
Here's Lynn; you two take a walk." 

When Rand had gone indoors Lynn 
came closer to Page. 

"Mrs. Roy died," he said, without 
preamble. 

" 1 know, Lynn, But she was old and 
tired. and sad and poor. It wasn't a 
hard way to go." Page Celt instant con
cern for his air of puzzlement and 
distress. " I want exercise:' she said 
cheerfully. "Wait until I get into 
boots and a sweater, and let's walk 
down to the Whist ling Rocks." 

" Yes, I 'll wa it," he said. And im· 
mediately he added, "Flora did it, 
did n' t she? She-now she'll want tQ 

(Contilllled on page 56) 
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gel me. Here, you take this. If any
thing happens to me, I'd father you 
had 11." 

They had turned toward the end of 
the terracc that was sheltered from 
sight of the house by the great oaks; 
they were quite alonc. Pajo(c found 
glittering on her ralm the faint pink, 
the icy sparkle, 0 the great diamond. 

"You gel away," Lr,nn said. "Take 
it with you! They II kill me to
night. Everything's all wron$!" 

"You goose!" Page said affectionate
ly. "It means everything's all right!" 

For thiS part of her mission was 
cnded now. Page had the diamond. 
The end of her stay at Mystery House 
was delinitely in SIght. 

She need only ~ive it to Mrs. Pren· 
dergast today-this queer strange day 
of a fune ral-and everything else 
would fall into line. 

"I want to ask you one favor, Page," 
Lynn said, "it's only for three days. 
And it might mean that they-they 
didn't get me." 

"Who didn't get you?" 
" I don't know

t 
exactly. But J 

think-" he said, In his anxious. sim
ple way, " I think they killed my 
grandmother." 

W AS Trudy Mockbee your grand. 
mother, then?" 

" I think she was. No; she wasn't." 
They were sitting on the s teps of the 
terrace now. "You're going to give 
that diamond to Mrs. Prendergast. 
aren't you?" 

Page, looking at him seriously, felt 
her face ftush. It did seem sometimes 
as if they were all treating Lynn 
rather as the holder of the diamond 
than as a human being with rights of 
his own. 

"It belongs to her," she said. 
"It will if I give it to her," he said. 

"But my grandmother gave it to me." 
"Is Mrs. Prendergast your grand· 

mother Lynn?" 
"Why, certainly she is!" he said 

quietly. " J got it from her." 
"But then why-I don't understand 

it at all." Pa~e sa id . The re was no 
gelting anything coherent out of him. 
Page gave it up. "Tell me what you 
want me to do for three days," she 
said. 

"1 want you to tell her." He usually 
designated Mrs. Prendergast SO; he 
jerked his head now in the direction 
of her room. "I want you to te.ll her 
you have lhe diamond. But you must 
say you can't give it to her for three 
days." 

"Lynn, I have no ri~ht to do that!" 
"Let me see it a mmute," he said, 

and as sh(' opened her palm his 
big brown fingers gently took it from 
her hand. "Then 1 won't gIve it to 
you," he said. " I'll throw it out there 
from the Rock. It 's deep there. 
The.v'U never lind ill" 

"You mustn't do that!" Pap:e's heart 
was beating fast. "Just tell me why 
I must wait three days, Lynn," she 
pleaded, "so that I'll understand." 

"Because, you see, in three days 
she'll do something to me. They'll tell 
you I slipped off the rock or that I 
killed myself, or something." 

"What do you mean?" PaJle's face 
was !,uddenly white. 

" I mean that then you'll know," 
Lynn said. "You'll know that they 
were only letting me-be alive-until 
they got the diamond back!" 

"They? Who?" 
"Flora, for one." 
For the first lime in her life Page 

felt her blood actually chjJIing. 

"Flora! What could she do to you?" 
"She'd help her," Lynn said. 
"Who?" 
He did not answer in words. Instead 

he jerked his hpad in the direction of 
the house. 

"Mrs. Prendergast! How could she? 
She can't even walk!" 

"She walks as well as you do," Lynn 
stated simply, and there was a silence. 

A fresh horror crept slowly throujl:h 
Page's being. A hundred memOries 
rushing at her united to conlirm this 
incredible truth. She remembered the 
ease with which Mrs. Prendergast had 
managed certain detaiJs ot bath..in,l! 
and dressing. She remembered her 
own astonishment at finding her 
moved from one chair to another. 

"You think she had something to do 
with the death of Trudy Mockbec?" 

"I know she did. And I know she 
thinks I'll tell." The diamond rolled 
in his hand like a casual pebble; he 
looked down at it absently. "She'~ 
just been waiting; to get this before 
she..........{loes somethmg to me. If they 
tell you I've disappeared, you can say, 
'You make him well. or bring him 
back, or you'll never see your dia· 
mond agam!'" 

"But Lynn," the girl argued, in 
infinite distress. "they could put mp 
in jail for that! It's her diamond I" 

"No, it's not. She gave it to me, 
and I give it to you. because-" He 
lookcd away to sea, grinding his hand!; 
restlessly together. "You're so aw· 
fully sweet, and I-I do love you so 
much." he said huskily. 

There was a silence. Presentlf, 
Lynn looked at the diamond in hIS 
cupped hand. 

"If you'll promise to hold it for 
three days, and if in that time nothing 
happens to me, I'll give this back to 
you," he said, after a moment. "They'll 
have to work fast now, because of 
Mrs. Roy's dying. You see?" 

I DON'T sec. But if what you think 
is true," she said slowly, "we are in 

terrible danger. But-oh, it can't be 
true," the girl breathed. ''If it is, 
why don't we just slip away-you and 
I-get into San Francisco right now!" 

"How?" the man asked. 
"Well -" Fear was playing on her 

heart like fingers on the taut strings 
of a violin now. "We could-one of 
the cars-onl,Y I can't drive," she 
said, swallOWing with a dry throat. 
"Rand I" she exclaimed in sudden re· 
lief. "He's not in this, he isn't such 
a fool as to let himself into a thin,!! 
like this with two crazy women!" 

"No. I think he believes them. He 
didn't come here until after I did. I 
think she's told him that she'll give 
him money; he'll be rich. And you 
know Rand wants to be rich." 

"I suppose everyone docs," Pa,l!e 
bcgan. 

Lynn was listening only absently 
"Shall I give you this?" he said. of the 
diamond. 

"Oh, hadn't you better, and get the 
thin~ out of the way?" 

"But you'll promise to hold it for 
three days?"' 

"If you say so. But the sensible 
thing for us to do would be to give 
it to her right now, and then ask to 
be sent into the city at once. and 
ncver come back!" Page persisted. 

"And suppose they said that on ac· 
count of what happened last night, 
and Flora being upset. we'd have to 
wait until tomol'row?" 

" It wouldn't kill us to wait until 
tomorrow." 



"It would me!" 
"Tell me wha t I ou~ht to do," P age 

said, trembling, holdmg t ight to his 
hands. "Whatever is best for you and 
me. I've got to get out of here, Lynn. 
I'm frightened." 

"They Wouldn't hu r t you. They'll 
send you over to Belmont today, with 
the biggest check you ever saw, jf you 
give them that." 

Page looked at her companion. "We 
go together or we don't go at all," she 
said. "Tell me what to do?" 

"Tell Mrs. Prendergast tonight that 
you have the diamond hidden," Lynn 
said promptly, "and will give it to her 
on Saturday morning. Today's Tues
day. That gives them four days to 
pack up what they want, and get ouL" 

"But suppose they, F lora and Mrs. 
P rendergast, plan to do something 
right away? It might be too late!" 

"They won'l do anything to me until 
they've got it." 

"I'll think of a place to hide it. I'll 
tell you where it is," Page decided 
quickly, excitedly. "B ut one thing 
more, Lynn," she added, as they went 
dow n the terrace stairs and walked 
out on the cliff; "shall I tell Rand? 
He's our one hope if F lora Ioloes queer, 
or ii-but I can't even believe i t yet! 
-if Mrs. P rendergast is on ly pretend 
in~ to be lame." 

'Don't telJ him yet! She may tell 
him. \Vait and see what happens." 

RAND, I'ust after luncheon. told her 
quiet y that the body of Fanny Roy 

had been taken to Belmont. and met 
there by Mrs. Roy's daughter. 

Rand said suddenly, a moment later , 
"You will go away with me, won't 
you?" 

The ~irllooked at him curiously, her 
color nsing. 

"1 mean-" he said confusedly, "I 
mean that 1 am going away-almost 
immediately. 1 want you-most ter
ribly-to go too. 1 want you to wait 
for me-somewhere

j 
anywhere--and 

we'll-we'll ... He oroke otT abrupt
ly, and there was another pause. "I 
don't know what I'm saying," he said. 

Page was still. The flutter that his 
shaken tone brought to her own heart 
silenced her. P resentl,}' Rand spok e 
again, in his usual qUiet tones. 

" I told you weeks ago that I had 
no right to say this to you, and J 
didn't mean to say it ," he said. "But 
is there any chance--l don't mean 
now-I don't mean in this accursed 
place! But after weeks, months, when 
all this is closed up and forgotten. 
would you-is there any chance that 
you would wait for me somewhere?" 

"Rand .. . no," the girl said q uietly, 
after a moment. "I'm te r ribly sorry. 
I've never cared that way for any 
man." 

"Bu t you might. Any girl might. 
You'll love some man some time." 

"1 don't know. J ust now it's all 
mixed up in-in being afraid of t his 
place," Page said. "Since last night 
-:-I 've wan ted-horribly-to get away. 
I ve felt scared quite suddenly, or 
Flora, and of ... " She flnished the 
sentence with a motion of her head 
toward the closed door of Mrs. Pren 
dergast's room. 

"I think," Rand said quietly, after 
thought, "that the sooner we all .e:et 
away Lam here the better. But_I 
must bave you, Page," he ended. 

The phrasing of it startled her . 
"I'm not the kind of man you ought 

to marry. But I'd try to make you 
happy," Rand said, his tone so 
stramed, so almost fierce that the 
commonplace little words' seemed to 
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carry a sinister meaning. 
Pa~e saw that dark color was flush 

ing hiS face, and that great veins were 
standing on his neck. 

"Rand, not now," the girl whispered. 
"I'm reall~ too frightened at every· 
thing that s happening. If it weren't 
for Lynn-" She paused. She hadn't 
meant to say that. 

"Why do you say 'if it weren' t for 
Lynn'?" he asked. 

"I like him so much," Page ans
wered simply. "I feel so sorry for 
him . I don't want to go until he has 
given up that diamond, and until he is 
taken care of." 

"Don't make me jealous. Page," 
Rand said, in a low. hard lone, trem
bling like a man who is putting strong 
control upon himself. "Tell me that 
you are only kind to him; that all this 
laughing and picn icking isn't-isn't 
anything but that-" 

"Rand, don't be such a fool!" 
Rand had slipped from his chair; 

he was kneeling now beside hers. one 
arm half about her, his handsome dar k 
face close to her own in the soft lamp 
and fire lignt. His voice was hoarse as 
he said: 

"J ust give me a chance! J ust say 
t<hat much." 

What should she have answered? 
She did not know. for at this moment 
Mrs. P rendergast's voice was heard 
fretfully calling Flora, and Page went 
quickly in to her. 

The old lady had evidently been 
reading. She looked up with her 
gentlest smile as P age came in, and 
somehow the girl found tremendously 
reassuring this actual nearness to the 
ogress of whom she had been think _ 
ing all day. Page went over to the 
bed and laid a small browned hand 
against the putTy old discolored one. 

"I'm so sorry about your sister." 
"We talked together last night," 

Mrs. Prendergast said. "We parted 
friends." 

"You did? Oh. I'm so glad ! Does 
Rand know that?" 

"Flora does. But I told her only 
tonight, and she may not have told 
him. Yes; poor Fan!" Mrs. Prender
gast said, dreamily. 

"She was lovely," Page said. 

SHE was very beautiful once. Sit 
down here on the bed, Page, I 

want to talk to you a minute. This 
last thing has decided me-we're all 
going away. Do you want to come 
with me to Connecticut?" 

Page had considered the possibility 
of this offer before. She answered 
without hesitation, "To get you settled 
-to be sure you were comfortable--
of course I'd come. I've never been 
out of California; I'd love it." 

"T hat unfortunate boy w ill s till 
have the diamond. of course. We can 
do nothing about that. You've done 
your best. The men who came d own 
here from Pinkerton's told me that 
that's the fate of all diamonds; they 
are lost sooner or la ter. \Vell-" 

P age was conscious, in the pause, 
that Rer heart was bealing fast. She 
laid her hand on Mrs. P rendergast 's 
hand again. 

"I haY(' the diamond," she said. 
Mrs. Prendergast looked at her first 

in silence, then asked in a quiet tone, 
"What did you say, my dear?" 

"Lynn gave it to me today. But 
he made me promisE' not to give it to 
you until Sa turday." 

"You have itl" 
" I have had it. And I will have it 

all Saturday. and give it to you. That 
was the only way he would give it 
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to me. Mrs. Prendergast," Page said, 
''You had better give it to me now," 
"1 can't. He made me swear that, 

an" I can't go back on my word!" 
Mrs. Prendergas t brooded upon this 

for a full half·minute. "Tomorrow's 
Wednesday. Thursday. Friday," she 
said musingly. "And Saturday we 
could- Send Rand in to me!" she 
broke ofT lo say suddenly. "And you 
take yourself off to bed , my dear." she 
added . "You look tired." 

Page took a hot bath, put a hot 
bottle in between the fine heavy linen 
sheets, adjusted her reading light a nd 
flung two books on her bed. Then she 
went to the western window and 
opened it, and took a look at the 
moonlit night. A light burned in the 
little cabin where Lynn slept; he had 
been isolated there upon first coming 
to Mystery House becnuse of the na· 
ture of his illness; he had stayed there 
by choice ever since. 

Page turned back and got into bed; 
presently she was sleeping. 

Everything looked more cheerful in 
the morning, and the late mournful 
event of an old lady's death during her 
first hours under their roof appeared 
to be comp letely forgotten. Forgotten, 
loo, by Lynn, was the diamond epi
sode, or at least when he joined Page 
at breakfast his talk was all of a fleet 
of jellyfish that had strangely sur· 
rounded his favorite refuge on Rock 
Is land , 

THEY had not goUen far into their 
meal before Rand came down, to be 

followed presently by an unusualJy 
composed and agreeable Flora. 

"Well." Rand said, attacking his 
eggs, "I had qu ite a talk with the 
Duchess last night, and it's marching 
orders!" 

"When do we go?" Flora asked with 
an air of interest. 

"Early on Saturday, I imagine." 
Presently, when Lynn was gone. 

Page asked, "What do we do with 
Lynn?" 

"Didn't he want to stay here and 
puller about by himself?" the Doctor 
said. "That's what she promised him. 
isn't it?" 

"For the relurn of the diamond, 
yes." Page said simply, Her eyes met 
Rand's, and she saw from his flush 
that he had spoken without precon
sideration. 

"But she doesn't to want to wait 
until Saturday for that diamond," 
Rand said. 

Page glanced at him quickly. She 
felt her throat get a little dry, and her 
spine a little C<lld, and she knew that 
she was tl·embling. "That was Lynn's 
condition," she pleaded, "After aB, he 
isn't quite responsible, is he? If he 
feels it so strongly-" 

"He oughtn't to be humored." Flora 
said quickly. nervously, 

" It isn't humoring him. He has 
some confused idea that Mrs. Pren· 
dergast herself gave him the d ia· 
mond." 

"Nonsense!" Rand said good·na· 
turedly. "The only feal question," he 
added . "is whether you yourself 
wouldn't rather be rid of the respon· 
sibility. What purpose is served by 
your hiding it until Saturday?" 

If Flora had not been there P age 
would have told him the truth: that 
poor benighted Lynn actually feared 
for his life if this one claim on Mrs. 
Prendergast's protection were re
moved. 

But Flor a would repcat everything 
to the old lady; Lynn wou ld be be· 
trayed. So Page assumed an exprcs· 

sion of puzzlement, and said vaguely 
that whether there were any good 
reason for the three days' delay or not, 
that was the condition Lynn had made. 

" I suppose you C<luld break that 
condition, and he be none the wiser?" 
Dr. Harwood said. 

" But Rand, why should 11" 
" You positively have the stone?" 

Rand asked, watching both women 
with his favorite haIr·amused and 
halI·detached expression, 

"Oh, yes; I have it. And safe. too," 
"Alter all, Page," Rand said lazily 

"if you handed it over to the Duchc$ 
today, what could Lyn n d o?" 

Her quick look reproached him. 
Flora precipitately rose and left the 
room. 

"The Duchess is terribly shaken" 
~and,went on, apologetically. "by h~r 
sister s death, and of course Flora 
doesn't need much encouraging to 
go off her head entirely. WeB!" He 
dismissed the thought of the two wo· 
men. with a great sigh of relief. and 
C<lmlllg around the table to draw a 
chair up close to Page's chair, he put 
one elbow Oil the table, and rcsted his 
chin in his hand, lacing her. "We've 
been talking plans," he began, "Have 
you made up you.· mind? Do you 
want to go east with the Duchess?" 

"Rand , why not? It's wonderful 
pay, and it would be such fun !" 

"This is Wednesday." He was think
ing. "But you'd want a little time to 
get ready. How'd you like to go into 
town tomorrow morning," he said 
"have a day 01'. two there getting 
ready Cor the tnp, and join us in 
Sacramento on Saturday?" 

"Could they spare me?" 
" It was the Duc~ess's .suggestion." 
Page looked at hIm senously; their 

faces were close together. 
"You and Flora will get married?" 
"1 don't know," he said, flushing and 

looking eVasively away. "I don't 
kno~. Page. It's my fault: I did it, 
But It was all done before you came 
down here. If I thought there was a 
chalice-

"However, I'm not going to talk 
about that," he mtenupted himself to 
say in a changed lone. "I'm talking 
about you, Would you like a day or 
two in town before we go?" 

"Well-yes, Only, what aboul the 
diamond?" A distressed look came 
into Page's face; she could be amused 
;:> nd scornful with Flora. bUl Rand was 
her friend. "I can't throw Lynn down" 
she said. ' 

y ou don't have to. You can telc
phone me on Friday night and tell 

me where it is, and I'll get it." 
"You mightn·\.--" she smiled 

thoughtfully. "be able to find it. Sup
pose I stole it and disappea red ?" 

"You!" he said. 
"Or I might ask Lynn i.f he would 

mind my giving it to her right away." 
"I wouldn't bothcr. Let them wait 

until Saturday!- Look at this," Rand 
said, taking a slip of pale pink paper 
from his pocketbook and laying It be· 
fore her. Page looked down. 

"Oh, my-my heavens!" she starn · 
mered, 

"That check goes to your bank ae· 
cou nt the day she gets the diamond." 

"Oh, Rand!" Page was pale with ex
citement. 

"And meanwhile all you have to do 
is pack up, and I'll take you over to 
Belmont. This afternoon, if you like." 

"Today! Good.bye to Mystery 
House!" the girl exclaimed, 

"Oh, but Rand-Lynn J" she added 
in sudden recollection. 



"What about Lynn?" 
"What'll happen to him?" 
"Oh, she's taking care of that." 
" He will be comfortable?" 
"Oh, certainly. You'll be back in 

San Francisco one of these days and 
you can look him up, Lynn will be 
aU right I" 

PAGE did not feel quite so certain. 
It was with a rather heavy and 

rather fearful heart that she went 
down to the rocks wi th Lynn that 
morning before luncheon for a last 
scramble along the shore. 

"You aren't really going this after
noon, Page? " he asked, disturbed, 
when she had given him the news, 

"Oh, yes; to get some things, and 
say good-byes." But the instant she 
said the words their sense struck her 
as unfamiliar. and she stopped in some 
confusion, and added an uneasy. "Why 
not? " 

"Why, because you p romised!" he 
exclaimed. in amazement. "You said 
you wouldn't give it to her until Sat
urday!" 

"Oh, but I'm not! I'm to telephone 
Friday evening and tell Rand where 
it is." 

"No, you're not!" Lynn laughed in 
bitter unbelief and dissatisfaction. 

"But I really am, Lynn. Rand just 
suggested it. What's the d.ifference 
between that and doing what we first 
planned?" 

"All the difference in the world!" 
he said patiently. 

"You mean-?" 
" I mean just what I told you. T hey'll 

have me in an institution. T hey were 
talking about taking me there when 
they found out that I had the dia
mond. You know that! They'll tell 
you-when you J'oin them fn Sacra
mento on Satur ay-they'll tell you 
that-well, they can tell you any
thing, and you won't know! I may be 
dead, or I may be shut up, forever. 
and you'll not know." 

"Ah, Lynn, Rand wouldn't lie to 
me!" 

';He mightn't, but she would. She'd 
He to anyone. You said-you said 
you'd stand by me until Saturday
until they leave me enough money to 
Jive on, and g:o away. Page, you won't 
leave me, wlil you?" Lynn begged, in 
growing excitement. "When you do 
I get so frightened , and the dreams get 
all mixed up with the real. You have 
~he diamond now; r gave it to you 
to make you li ke me. Don't go away 
until I can go with you!" 

His words gave her an idea, and her 
faet! brightened. 

"Why don't you go with me now. 
Lynn? You could stay at Mrs. 
Chayne's, myoId boarding house. un 
til everything was settled, and then 
come back here when we are on our 
way east." 

"I'd like that! Could I go with you, 
Page?" Lynn's lean brown young 
hands grasped hers eagerly, his voiet! 
rose on a sort of cry. 

"Why not? I'll talk to Rand." 
She ran up the terrace steps. This 

was the solution, after all. She and 
Lynn would be safe in the city when 
the mischief-making diamond went 
back to its rightful owner. 

Rand was alone in the dining room 
when she entered·it. 

"Rand, I've been saying good-bye to 
Lynn, and he reminds me that it was 
part of the arrangement-his giving 
me the diamond, I mean-that I 
should stay around until everything 
was settled about him!" 

"What was his object in that?" 

J"NUARY. 1941 

"He seems to feel that something 
might happen to him if he stayed here. 
So he's gOing into lown with me." 

';Oh, but that's nonsense!" Rand 
said. in concern. " You can't saddle 
yourself with any such responsibilit?: 
as that. He doesn't know what he s 
doing half the time; he might em
barrass you terribly." 

"He won't. I'm not in the least 
afraid. It's only something like am· 
nesia-something that doesn't change 
him. just changes his memory! " the 
girl argued. 

"But you can't take him with you, 
my dear. She--the Duchess
wouldn't stand for it 1 The worst of 
it all is," Rand said thou~htfully, "1 
may not be able to make It until to
morrow. I'm expecting a telephone 
call some time this afternoon. If it 
comes before four we can get started, 
but if it doesn't I really oughtn't to 
go away." 

"Tomorrow's as good for me as to
day!" 

"I'll find out about it," he said. "I'll 
go up and see what the Duchess 
thinks." 

When he returned he merely said 
briefly, "She says she would rather 
have you go tomorrow," and nothing 
more was said. . 

Lynn accepted this verdict without 
comment, slipping away at once after 
luncheon. Page was in her room pack
ing her bags at about three o'clock. 
when Flora tapped at the door. 

"Rand's call came through," Flora 
said, "so he's starting about four; he 
said to tell you." 

''He's taking Lynn?" the girl asked. 
"I bel ieve he talked to Lynn about 

it," Flora said. ''But Lynn said he'd 
rather go in tomor row." 

"That gives. me only an hour," Page 
murmured. WIth a glance at the clock. 
But her thoughts were not as docile 
as her words. She could not go away 
and desert Lynn, that was plain. 

The instant Flora was gone Page 
ran down through the infinite con
volutions of halls and stairs and pas
sages, and out upon the terrace. 

IT was not yet four o'clock, but the 
bright day had gone under a cloud 

and a restJess wind, heavy with rain' 
was blowing fitfully from the south: 
The sea was rough and troubled. and 
dotted with racing whitecaps. A storm 
was on the way. Page called "Lynn!" 

Page ran along in the shelter of the 
high eveq::reen hedge that shut the 
kitchen WIndows away from the sea. 
and knocked on the door of his one
room cottage. 

There was no answer. Page pushed 
the door open and looked inside The 
plain room was empty. . 

Below the cliff was the pier jutting 
out into the tumbling steel-cold water. 
Lynn's boat was there, tied to the 
wharf. He had not gone out in his 
boat; he certamly would not have 
started for a walk at this hour. A 
cold premonition of disaster clutched 
at her heart. Lynn had warned her 
th!lt he might dl~appear-that some
thmg dreadful might happen to him. 

Was Lynn's panic-stTicken prophecy 
true? Have Flora and Mrs. Prender
gast conspired to kill him, as-per
haps-they have already killed Trudy 
Mockbee and Fanny Roy? The web of 
danger spu.n by Mystery House and its 
people holds Page mOTe and more 
tightly in next month's instalment of 
tllis thrilling story. Don't miss read
ing it in the February issue. 
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Are You Sotisfjed With You? 
(Continued from page 29) 

wants to be. It's up 10 her." 
These wel'e generalities, but they 

,'ang with conviction which I assumed 
was born of a first-hand grapple with 
facts. 

"Let's get back to specific problems," 
I said, "onre our gal has taken stock 
or herself, decided she doesn't like the 
total, and sets out to be beautiful, wise, 
and witty-then what does she do? 
What does she do about her face? Her 
figure? Her clothes? Her charm?" 

" I'll be specific, if you like-but I'll 
have to be personaL My own is the 
only case hlstory 1 can use for illus
tration." 

"First," I said, "rour face," 
"My natural hairline is very low, 

1 realized a good many years ago that 
it was simply not right for my face
which, in case you hadn't noticed, is 
too broad, One simple change erased 
both problems, I cut bangs, which 
raised my hail'line. curled them to 
lengthen my face, A shortish bob 
lengthened the line between head 
and shoulders, Presto! 

SHINGLES can come and go, so can 
page boys, and Baby Bobs and 

what-have-you-but I cling to one 
version or another of my own par
ticular hairdress, When you find the 
sort of hai rdress that is yours, un
questionably which highlights your 
good features and minimizes your bad 
ones-then, I think, you've found 
something beller than fashion. That's 
style. 

"The same thin~ is true of eyebl'Ows. 
I used to thin mine to a hairline-it 
was the vogue, you remember- until 
my brother showed me the mistake, 
Men so often can show us the mistakes 
we make-for they are not swayed by 
fashion. 

"My brother callt'd me 'calf-eyes'. 
"Calves have big, soulful eyes

and no eyebrows, And they look s illy, 
I got the point. So I let my eyebrows 
grow in to their own natural curve, 
and they will stay that way. FashIon 
can decree e,yebrows up, down. or 
off and I won t listen. I don't think 
it's wise to tinker too much with the 
naturai lines of your lips, either. 

"My figure problems weren' t serious. 
I simply didn 't ha ve a figure in the 
sacks which passed for dresses when 
t first took stock of myseU. 

"My too-broad shoulders did won
ders for my waistline once t decided 
to wear clothes which admitted the 
existence of a waistline, My postul'e 
improved the minute t discarded the 
four-inch heels. 

"You can't buy becoming clothes 
with all the money in the world until 
you've studied your figure minutely, 
and discovered what lines are best for 
your type. 

" I didn't htlve any money during the 
years I was finding out about clothes." 
Here I sensed a slight note of defiance, 
which indicated Claudette had not 
forgotten lhe letter which started a ll 
this. 

"No one would have envied me my 
job then, I wa s teaching French to 
the spoiled children of the very rieh. 
My salary was infinitesimal. But I had 
pretty clothes. I made them myself, 

''1 wanted to be a designer then. 
And if nothing had happened to 
change ihe direction of my ambition, 
I wottld have been a desigller! 

"I followed the same rules then as 

1 do now III selecting my clothes .. , 
the on ly d ifference is that now I can 
afford to splurge on fabrics. 

"The rules can be staled very simply; 
buy clothes which flatter your fiRure, 
and never buy a dress which 'does 
nothing for you' no matter how fash
ionable it is, nor how great a barRaln. 
Remember that the most flattering 
styles are very o/teTi the least expen
sive, Buy wearable clothes, which 
means that you must always select 
style~ whi.ch are appropriate tor the 
occaSlons In your ilfe. 

"If you're selecting a dress for a 
school dance or a club party, a simple, 
youthful gown- probably with short 
sleeves- will be more suitable than 
a copy of the backless and frontless 
chiffon dream which your favorite 
movie star wore in a picture in a sccne 
at Monte Carlo. 

"If our gal is worried about a 
question of taste, why doesn't she ask 
her brother or her boy-friend for ad
vice? Men in the family seem to 
have an unerrinR inshnct for suita
bilitv. 

"My husband. for instance. decided 
I looked bellel' with colorless naiJ 
polish." 

Claudette was wearing colorless nail 
pol ish, so I made a mental note that 
she not only preaches. but practices 
her preachings. She asks the men in 
her family for advice, and then
takes it. 

We now had our mythical girl who 
wanted to be beautiful enough to do 
something about it putting her best 
face and figure forward, wearing be
coming clothes, faring the world a 
model of perfect taste. 

BUT," I said, "what i' we get her 
that far. and she's still a stick?" 

After all, even pretty girls can be 
wall-flowers if they're tongue-tied. 

"Right," said Claudette. "The girl 
who has recognized her handicaps 
and done her best to overcome 
them has developed something be
sides attractiv('ness . for the thing 
she has done has taken nrit. She 
comes out a two-lime wmne r: the 
same determination, good taste, and 
imagination which have helped her 
to streamline her face and figure are 
the ve ry ingredients of a personality." 

There's just one danger the self
made beauty must guard against, 
Claudette warns. 

Once she has started to improve 
herself, and finds that it works she 
is likely to become so fascinated with 
the process that she thinks it perfed 
subject material tor casua l conversa
tion, This is dan~erous. Talk to your 
girl friends about ;.·our beauty tech
nique, if you must. but never let your 
men friends knnw there is such a 
thin~ as a "system" behind your at
tractiveness. 

"And. above all." Claudette says, 
"feel beautiful every minute so as to 
radiate this idea to the rest of the 
world. 

"Oon't talk about yourself, ;Me-me
me' is mUSic-scale or3ctice, not beau
catching conversation. Be gay and 
triendly. always ready to go places and 
do thin~s with HIM-and let the hair
do blow where it may." 

In othel' words, relax and have 
C-un-

Like Claudette, lovely star of 
"Arise My Love." 



Love Con Be Beoutiful 
(Continued from page 13) 

late for one of NBC's programs! 
He walked in, rather sheepishly, 

just about then. and she expressed 
her opinion in words that were curt, 
clear, and very much to the point. 

"I'm really awfully sorry," he said, 
"but one of those office crises came 
up at the last minute and I had to 
settle it before I could get away. 
Won't you forgive me?" 

Perhaps, if she hadn't looked up 
into his eyes at that moment-per
haps if he hadn't such warmth and 
sincerity in his voice--

Even so, Alice certainly wasn't in 
a forgiving mood, 15ut somehow she 
did agree to carry out the rest of 
the evening as they had planned. 
And oddly, by the ttme dawn rolled 
arou'nd, the friendship and affection 
they had built up between them in 
the past eight months since they had 
met was restored. It was then that 
they both knew they were in love 
with one another. 

PERHAPS. too, it was that night that 
made them realize that if their love 

was to last the demands of their 
careers would have to be taken into 
consideration. For months, they dis
cussed marriage-a little apprehen 
sively, for they knew they could have 
no normal married life. They were 
both too busy, and their hours were 
too irregular. But they looked at 
the problem from all sides, and when 
they finally did decide on marriage, 
the outlines of their life together were 
all established. 

They were married quietly, without 
fuss or feathers, at City Hall. 

It is, as Burke and Alice both fore 
saw, rather a strange sort of mar
riage. Strange-but perfect, too, be
cause it is perfectly adapted to the 
kind of life Alice and Burke lead. 

For one thing, they keep their ca
reers quite separate from their 
home. All along, they knew they 
would have to do this. Their jobs 
created such dangers to their love. 
One of the worst came along only 
five or six weeks after they were 
married, when radio actors threat
ened to strike in an argument with 
the broadcasting studios over salari~s. 
Alice was aJ;) actress, a!ld her loyalty, 
naturally, beJon~ed WIth the actors. 
Burke's loyalty, Just as naturally, was 
with the network executives against 
whom the actors were striking. 

It was a situation that required 
delicate handling. This is how they 
solved it. If a telephone call came 
for Alice, Burke would leave the 
room, in order not to hear the con
versation, If the call was for him, 
Alice would leave. It was a point of 
honor with them, since nine ou t of 

tcn calls during those hectic days con
cerned the argument between the ac
tors and the networks. li Burke had 
heard any of Alice's conversations, he 
might unconsciously have taken ad
vanta!fe of his knowledge of the 
actors plans to win for his side-the 
network side. If Alice had overheard 
any of his, she might have done the 
same thing. 

"We stood with OUf backs to each 
other during those weeks," Alice says 
now. "It was the only way we CQuid 
see to keep OUf careers out of our 
marrias:e. We were both glad when 
the strike was averted, but the ex
perience was good discipline for us. It 
taught us how to make an agreement, 
and stick to it." 

They still need that discipline, and 
probably will go on needing it as long 
as they are both workin~. Their work 
demands most of their time, and they 
see each other about half as much as 
most married people do. 

Alice leaves their apartment-a 
large place, seven rooms filled with 
modern furniture, good books, many 
plays, and fine records-about ten in 
the morning, for the radio studios. 
Frequently, Burke isn't even out of 
bed when she leaves, for he still 
works nights at NBC. 

Sometimes Alice gets home during 
the day to spend a Ilttle time with 
Burke; if not, she always sees him at 
his office at 5: 30. Burke's working 
"day" begins at 5:00 and ends at 
2: 00 in the morning. If she isn't too 
tired, Alice waits up for him, and 
they have a bite to eat together. 

YOU can see that during the week 
they don't have much time together, 

and this makes their weekends doubly 
precious. Sundays they spend read
mg, going for a walk or maybe to the 
movies. They almost never attend 
night clubs-they work too hard, and 
night clubs are too wearing. Their 
friends are the people who work in 
radio--actors, actresses, radio tech
nicians and executives; and eve!?': 
now and then they give a party that s 
the hei~ht of informality. 

Alice s mother lives with them in 
the big seven-room apartment, and 
serenely does wonders to keep it, 
despite its irregularity, a real home. 
Both Burke and Alice love her dearly, 
and insist they couldn't get along 
without her. 

Ambition, eagerness to get ahead in 
the world, and real love have come 
together for Alice and Burke to create 
a workable, happy marriage. They've 
proved that even for career-minded 
people, Love-to paraphrase the title 
of Alice's radio serial-Can Be 
Beautiful. 

BERNARR MACFADDEN FOUNDATION 
The Bemarr M.dadden Foundalion conduclO various n""'profit ~n.erpri..,", The M..,r.dden. 

Deauville Hotel.1 Mia",i BeaCh. Florida. one of .he moot beautiful ",""rIO on .he Florida Beach, 
• ecu.i"" 01 aU !o;ind. p.-ovided. alth""lh • ri,id IYJ'''''' 0( Beman M.dadden method. of 
health bu;ldin, <an be """u.ed, 

The Physiul Cul.ur. Ho.el. Dansville. Ne ... York. '" also open the yea. round, wilh accom. 
modati"". at .~e.t1y '~u""d ... ,~ Ih.ou,h the ....;nl~ CJ1Qnth •. for health buildin, and ""'na.ion. 

Th. Loom .. Sanatormm at L,betty. New y",k, rn. the I • .,.t"",,,t 0( TubMculosi. ha. been 
... ken over by ~he F"",:,d.tion, and Bema .. Mad.dden'. ,,..,atmenu. '",ethee ";th' the la.",t 
and moo' "",enh6c mo,.b.,.l \>1"oced",,,,,. ~an be HCU<ed he.e for the t • .,a.ment ;n .11 .1'leo of 
thi, d.eaded dina ... , • , 

Culle Hei,h .. Mlli.ary "'cademy at Leban"", T en"" • ..,." a man·buHdi"Ii, fully accrediled 
",ho<>I prep .... .,ol')' f,?". coIlele. plO«<! on the honor roll by d",,;,nMion of tI.e War Deportment'. 
IOve ... ",,,,, ... 1 authont.eo ..... be« cll • ...,ter build;"1 ;1 tl>e m.,.1 ."'pOrtan' port of educa,;on. 

The Be ... a .. Macfadden School for boY' and li.l. hom four to Iwelve .t Bria.cliff Man .... 
New y",k. Complete mfor",atlno furniohed upon .... " ... t. Add.HO inquiries to Bema" Mac: 
f.dd.,.,. Room 717. 205 EM' '2nd StrHt. N" .... York. N. Y. 

3 ..... U"IIV. llHl 

YOU ' LL BE" THRI LLED 10 see your wish 
comIng true when you start using 
Barrington. the delicate Hand 
Cream that [s made speclallv to 
keep hand. softer. smootber. 
whiter than ever before, Barring_ 
ton produces results. as proven by 
thousands of women who use [t 
dally-regularly_fter performIng 
household or office duties which 
tend to redden and roughen their 
hands. 

A\'old H-H-t (Household Hands). 
Get a jar of Barrington Hand 
Cream and enjoy hand comfort. 

Sold [n most 5c to $1.00 storeg. Now 
available In IOC. 2k and 39c jara. 

North ....... 1, •• 0)'0 C ... ~'h .. 
JII'. v ...... N. V. 

Barrington HAND 
CREAM 

A NAoea QUALITY 1'110 DUCT 

., 

F« quicknlief from itehing of eczema, Dimple., ath
Lete'. foot. ..::ales. Kabieo, rasne.ancl olber e:t.temaUy 
cauted lIki n troubles. u ... w«ld.ramous, cooling. ann
Hptk, l iquid D.D.D. Prucr iption. G rc3""lu$, 
.tainl ..... Soothes irritation and quickly .t~ interuoe 
itching. 3&c trial bottle proves it. or money back. Aoli: 
your drogrist today (<< D. D, D, P'RUCIUI"TIOH. 

Earn ~25 a week 
AS A TRAINED 

PRACTICAL NURSEI 
~ DU ... .... ol,,-" ~N<lod! I ........ , loom .. 
1oo ......... """'<1 ...... _ ...... "r_ •• d ... _ 
-1$ to 60 y ..... oI..,..--ha •• <10 ... ",-""""h C.'""oo 
_~ .... N., .. ,~." e.. ...... u~_"" t-•. 
__ b>' _1& ... 0... pad ..... b .. M..,... 
of IU--bod Io,!opltol. No ... Oro_. 01 I"...., _ .. "' •• 
b .... .." 0""'''' 100-. Ou. ... _ .. to -.. l1li.60 
to 1106.00 • da,. I/o _.te "...,u.... 

YOU C",N ~RN WHI L E Y OU L U RN I 
).I ... D. c., 01 T ....... ....- MH.2S .. hU ... ~Io. 
""UoM. 101 ... 8. E. P ................. 6no. _ .,,~ • 
..... 7.h ,_, I/o H ""'~ ..... bo _ "_I 
'1"., • .-. .......... ..,.... .............. k ..... hieto .... 
II ...... _ 0.0< 0-.... fAlu", ...... t iDcIudod. 
I'M¥......,.... ... .:1"'11 ....... 8o0d ... ,,,>0. DO"I 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept, 18'. '00 Kt". 01010 8 ........ Cl<k_. lU. 
I"- -.I f ... booloJ .... <>d 10 .... .,1.1 __ 

N.- ... _ 

61 



I,,·,· trl·CI·tvln"w ..... - .. ~ N., ... ~ ....... _-=_ e _ ."".:.=:=:I.!:"_"'r • .....::f ....... .....'" ~_ .... _, 
_ ..... ~~ .. ~CM ..... AT'OM· ·PUI" . I N . C. w-t.,,=. COYNE IEUcntl(;ALS CNOOL _ -.0 _ _ .. · .... '_ 1IAo 

WAKE UP 
LIVER BILE-

! 

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

Tile Ii"e~ .ho"ld ""\I~ 2 I'lnllo of bile illite into 
JOU. how~18 ... ery day, It t,hia bile u not Ilowil\lr 
fnely, yOur food may not d~t. II may just de· 
Uy In the bowe!.. TMn gaa bloats up your Rwm· 
ach ..... ou Iret. ..,na'ipate\l. You [ .... llIOur. Slink and 
the ....-orld Looko punk. • 

It takes tho"" I<ood. old Carte". L ittle U~r 
pm. to get th.elle 2 pinllo of hn .. now\1III" fre<>1y to 
..... k .. you r...,l "up ."'\ up," Get" package today. 
'Dote as directed. Anuulna ii' making bi]e!low free
~. All< for Carter's Little Live. pm ... lW and 26#. 

62 

Facing the Music 

(Continued from page 45) 

The Larry Clintons have a blessed 
event. HIS name IS Larry Clinton, 
Junior.. The conga bug has bitten 
even Guy Lombardo. Hc's playing 
plenty of them in thc Hotel Roosc~ 
velt grill.. Bcnny Goodman plans 
another appearance at Carnegie Hall 
-this time as guest soloist with the 
New York Philharmonic. 

BAC HELOR BANDlEADER 

A PROMISING young bandsman 
who for the past three ycars has 

kcpt his mclodic orchestra practically 
within the confines of Chicago's 
enormous Aragon ballroom is husky, 
handsome Dick Jurgens. 

Dick has worked evcr since he was 
twelve. That was the year his father 
died. Shortly afterward the family 
grocery storc in Sacramento was sold 
and additional wage earners were 
needed, Dick's brother and two sis~ 
ters were too young to help. 

The high school lad picked up his 
trumpet and organized a band com
posed of fellow students. Si.x of those 
boys are still with him. 

Onl,y three unusual incidents tem
porarIly de[ared the band's upward 
climb as it Improved musically, to 
reach its current pleasing style that 
Dick insists is "sweet but not sticky." 

About seven years ago Dick was in 
an automobile accident that left him 
with a lip injury, The result was that 
he couldn't play his trumpet until 
just recently. 

Another memorable event occurred 
when the band was playing a one 
night stand in a rou~h, tough mining 
town known as Mokel Hill, Cali
fornia. Thc boys were paid to work 
from nine to one. As they started to 
pack their instruments away at the 
appointed hour the noisy , drunken 
miners rebelled. As if in a Gary 
Cooper western, the customers 
reachcd for thcir shooting. irons. and 
trained them on the shck-ham!d, 
scared music'ans. 

"You kids keep playing till we tell 
you to stop:· growled one of the 
dancers ominously. 

They were still tooting away whcn 
the sun camc up. . 

Some time later Dick faced hIS 
toughest decision. The late Andrew 
Karzas who built the famous Aragon 
ballroom t raveled west to audition 
two ba~ds-Orville Knapp's and 
Dick's. All that the latter knew 
about Karzas was that he detested 
novelty arrangements . 

"We had no word when Mr. Kar
zas would come. We were right in 
the middle of a wild novelty tune 
which had Ronnie Kemper jumping 
up and down on the bandstand Ilke a 
monkey when I turned around and 
found the ballroom owner staring at 
me disgustedly." 

The Chicagoan returned east ne.xt 
day with Orville Knapp's contract 
tucked in his pocket. 

Although disappointed, Jurgens re
fused to eliminate novelties from his 
library. 

"You Just can't play beautiful 
dance musIc and be a hIt. You must 
have something else, a novelty, .an 
exclusive arrangement, or first chOICe 
of a potcntial popular song," 

Just like anl' other bandleader, 
Dick has voca ist troubles, Eddy 
Howard, thanks to a tremendous 

buildup, left him to go it alone. Harry 
Cool. who used to sing on KMOX, 
SI. Louis, replaced him. Ronnie 
Kempcr left to form his own band, 
Dick hired Buddy Moreno who was 
formerly with GrifT Williams. 

Losing these men hasn't bothcred 
Dick too much. He explains why: 
"I don't put singcrs under contract. 
If they want to leave there's nothing 
that can "top them. They're of no 
value to us if they're unhappy." 

Durin¥;: these personnel changes, 
Dick tned to brcak tradition Bnd 
failed. He hired a girl singer, Gloria 
Gdbert. But letters Cram female 
fans poured in. They wantcd their 
band all·maie, all-eligible, Gloria 
was too good looking and migh t woo 
away one of their favorites. 

D!ck is most anxious to come east 
and would like to make his New 
York debut ne.xt spring when his 
Aragon engagemcnt is concluded, 

"Aftcr all, I havcn't got too much 
time," he says candidly. " In about lcn 
years I'll be washed up because I 
don't believe you can stay on a band
stand forever. Many who have tried 
have outlived thei r usefulness. I'd 
like to go into the recording 
business." 

The 29-year~0Id leader's life is 
strictly in the bachelor tradition. He 
spcnds several hours a week in a 
gym, rides regularly, fondles a Dob
erman-Pinscher and entertains onll 
one woman lavishly, That is hIS 
mother, who divides hcr time be
tween Chicago and Sacramcnto, 
wherc her two daughters live. 

Alth(lugh Dick is stacking most at 
his cash into annuities. hc doubts if 
he will evcr marry. 

Quick-tempered. energetic, and far 
from the fireside-and-slippers type, 
Dick says: 

"\ don't think I will ever marry, 
Where in the world will I find a girl 
crazy enough to keep up willi me?" 

O FF THE RECORD 
Some like It Sweet: 

Gn"d nil{h l Moth!'r: Cr""stow n (Dick 
Jurgens, Okch 5730) Patl'iotie nssur· 
ances that our boys won't go over thel'e, 
coupled with II more spJ;ightly tune, 
Glenn Millel' nn Bluebird handles the 
same tum.! and adds a blues blare ealled 
"What's Your S\.o I" Y." 

Looki nJr For Yesterday; I Wouldn't 
Take a Mill iun (Victor. TOIllIllY DOl'sey, 
26738). Polished perfection for any 
dancers. 

Nea rness n r l'uu; Blueberry Hill 
(Connie BO!;welJ, Decca 3366), The 
neatest warbling of the month. 

Some like It Swing : 
i'ennsy h'a nia 6·5000 ; Beat Me Daddy, 

Eh:-h t to a Bar (Andrews Siswl"S, Decca 
3375). CI·iSI) rug·cutting with a low 
bow to Vic Shoen's accompanying 
rhythms. The telephone number be
longs to the Hotcl Pennsylvania and 
wns inspil'ed by Glenn Miller's engage· 
ment there. 

Marli n on Enry Block; Cha rlie Was 
s Sailor (Lionel Hampton, Vietor 
26739). Some excellent solo work with 
the dusky leader on the vibnlhm'p. 

Calli ng All Ba rs; Pa l)a'S in Bed (Cab 
Calloway, Okeh (731) Noteworthy in a 
month devoid of any outstanding re· 
cordings. The rhythm is solid and Cab's 
singing is still something to hear, 
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Superman in Radio 

(Continued from page 33) 

But he was no longer a baby. He 
was a full-grown man. He was SU
PERMAN! 

He had been awakened by the voice 
of his dead father. Superman lis
tened liS the sound box. placed in the 
space ship by Jorel, automatically 
opened when the rocket touched 
earth. 

"My son," said the voice of his fa
ther, "when you hear this, your 
mother and I will already have per
ished in the destruction of Krypton. 
We had hoped 10 go with you, but I 
am afraid it will be too late. You 
are now on Earth. II is the only 
other planet in the world where the 
atmosphere will allow you to Jive. 
You will look just like the Earthmen. 
But you arc different. Krypton pro
duced 11 race of supermen-men and 
women advanced to the absolute peak 
of human perfection. 

"On Earth, you will be able to leap 
into the ail' an eighth of a mile at a 
si n~le bound - hurdle the tallest 
building-fly faster than the fastest 
bird. Nothing will be able to harm 
you. Your strength will be as noth
ing that has ever been seen be fore, 
But, son, you must use your super
human powers for Good. You must 
champion the oppressed and swear to 
devote your eXistence on Earth to 
helDing those in need. 

"Beside you, you will find the blue 
coslume\ the cloak and the shield thHt 
will distinguish you always as Super
man. Honor it! Good-bye! " 

SUPERMAN listened. then closed the 
door. sprang from the ground and 

sped through the air. Hours later, 
Hying over the outskirts of a large 
middle-western city, he saw, with his 
telescopic vision, a street-car, out of 
control. hurtling to disaster, He 
swooped down eagerly, confident of 
his supernatural strength. With ease, 
he ripped the roof off the death-car! 
He tucked the two terror-stricken oc
cupants-an old professor and his 
grandson-undel' each al'm and in a 
few minutes deposited them gently 
and safely on earth. 

He asked them only one thing: how 
best to help other people? Conque~
ing his stunned amazement and grati
tude the professor sug~estcd that 
Suvennan assume the Identity of 
Clark Kent and become a newspaper 
reporter, 

"Clark Kent-Clark Kent-I like it! 
And joimng a newspaper-thaI should 
give me an opportumty to learn the 
troubles of men-to know whom to 
helJ;>-::and when help is needed-I'll 
do Ill " 

So Superman assumed an earthly 
disguise--the shy, spectacled person
ality of Clark Kent. Perry White of 
the "Daily Planet" hired him as a cub 
reporter. Superman was on his way! 

He was in the City Room of the 
"Planet" when Mike, the star photog
rapher, ran panting up to White. 

"Say, Chief-just got a phone call. 
They think there's a girl trapped on 
the twentieth floor in that fou r-alarm 
fire in the Slerling Tower!" 

"What!-a girl trapped-can't they 
get her out?" 

"Nope--they can't reach her!" 
Superman broke in eagerly; 
"Mr. White-let me cover that 

story! Maybe I can do something," 
"Go ahead, Kent. But if Ihe fire de-
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partment can't reach her, why do you 
think you can?" 

Superman didn't answer. He rushed 
out of the office with Mike, down
stairs to the waiting car. Above the 
wild screams of the fire sirens and 
the pulsating motor, Mike told his 
companion that there was something 
funny about the Sterling Tower fire. 
He had been tipped ofT that some one 
had set it on purpose. But why? 

The two men reached the balcony 
directly across from the blazing in
lerno. They watched as the giant 
Hames and huge clouds of smoke 
surged higher and higher toward the 
heavens. The hungry fire tore at the 
wall of the building. It cracked_it 
began to crumble-and then Super
man saw. the terrified face of the girl, 
trapped In the North Star Mining Co. 
offices. Alone-20 stories up-cut off 
by a sheet of flame and smoke! 

One second. Superman wns standing 
beside Mike-the next, he was gone! 
Up, up and away in the sheltering 
shield ot smoke! The Hames crackled 
and spit like things alive as he 
reached the window. One blow 
smashed the glass. He dropped into 
the room. She was not there! He 
went on-until he was stopped by 
a locked door. With one push of his 
hand. he splintered it to bits. Imme
diately his x-ray vision saw through 
the thick doors of a closet. There, 
haIr-unconscious, lay the girl. He 
wrapped her in his cloak and held her 
with his left al'm. Dashing back 
through the fire-engultt'd room, he 
sprang back out of theo window 10 the 
lede:e. 

The wind cleared the smoke away 
momentarily. Down helow, an aston
ished crowd looked up and saw SUJ>E:r
man, poised like an eagle for Hight, 
stand for a moment. And then'l'ust as 
the huge wall collap!red and fe I with 
a crash that shook buildings. he 
leaped out and up with the girl whose 
lite he had saved. 

M INUTES later, Clark Kent, "Daily 
Planet" reporter. hurried with an 

ambulance doctor to a secluded spot 
in an alley near the fire. The doctor 
was the first 10 speak: 

"But Mr. Kent, how did she get 
here? The Fire Chiet told me some 
fantastic story of a superman who 
rescued her by flying through the air. 
But that's absurd-no human being 
could do that!" 

And Clark Kent, Superman, smiled 
in agreement. But as he hent over the 
girl , there was a light of pride in his 
eyes, 

The unconscious girl began to stir. 
Suddenly. Superman's sha rp ears 
heard the words she mumbled in her 
delirium: 

"Oh---don't let them-they'll get 
away! Catch them!-Stop them!. . 
They're in a big car-Oh! STOP
you don'l dare-STOP THEM!" 

What was she tryillg to Sall? Was 
sudden dark mystery to arise from 
Ihe ashes of tlte Sterling Tower Build
ing? Supennan was suspiciolls. Who 
was this girl-why was she trapped 
in the North Star Minill{j' Co. otJice
who had to be stopped? Supermall 
did11'l knOlll-tmt Supermau would 
find Ollt! Don't miss next mont/t'S in
sfalment of Superman ill Radio 
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"EVERY MOTHER 
SHOULD HAVE 

THIS BOOK," 
Writes Mrs. C. C. L., Denver 

"1 have read the book INFANT 
CARE. published by the government. 
which you sent me. Every mother 
should have this book, whether she 
ha!l just welcomed her IInlt baby or 
cxpeding her twelfth."-Mrs. C. C. L., 
Denver. 

We have sent over 22.000 copies of 
thill authoritative and helpful book to 
our young mother readers. Written 
by flvti' of the country's leading child 
speCialists. it tells how 10 keep baby 
well and thriving durin, the Impor
tant rlrSt year. 

This magazine makes no profit 
whatever on the 5o"!le of the book, 
merely forwards >,our remittance to 
Ihe proper 8uthoTLtieli in Washington. 

Send IOc. Wrap sUllnps or 
coin safely. Addres.s: 

Reoden Service III,..QII, 
D.pt. IF·4 

RADIO & TELEVISION 
MIRROR 

205 E. 42 .. , S ..... t He ... Yor~, H. Y. 
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He Called My Bluff 
(Continued ITom page 11) 

can't she even sign a contract-with
out selling herself for it?" 

He let no expression 0 (· any kind 
cross his face. 

"A girl can be as good as she likes," 
he said, '·in any kind of career, if she 
knows how to lurn men down without 
hurting their self-esteem. It's also 
advisable-al least it's easier-not to 
invite reactions she doesn't want. 
What were you expecting would hap
pen, coming in here made up and 
dressed in a way to excite and be
witch any man?" 

" 1-1-" But 1 could only stam
mer that much, and stop. For 1 
couldn't tell him what I had expected, 
I couldn't reveal my own appalling 
innocence by telling him I"d only 
wanted him to notice me. I knew 
now that he must have been watch
ing me all along, noting the attempts 
I made to be more beautiful in his 
eyes, and putting his own construction 
on them. And as nearly as I could 
tell from what he had said that con
struction was simply that i' was will
ing to sell ·myself for a chance at 
success. 

I COUL DN'T blame him, looking 
back. I was humiliated, thinking 

of the spectacle 1 must have made of 
mysel1, and of what must have been 
his thoughts as he watched me. But 
now 1 was reluctant to confess my in
nocence. In his sophistication, he 
would only lau~h at me all the more. 
So T made a qUIck, dl'sperate decision. 
I'd humor him, placate him now. 
Afterward, I"d try 10 win back his 
respect. But for the moment, I'd play 
the game as he thought I was play-
1Il~ it. 

'What should I have said, then, 
when you asked for a kiss? Of course 
you didn·t mean it. 1 was silJy to think 
you did. You were putting me to. a 
test or somethinll" But if you dId 
mean it, I mean If anyone did, what 
would have been an answer thal_ 
that WOUldn't be too--savage?" 

He looked at me incredulously, then 
laughed. 

"Arc you asking me to tell you how 
to win a game against me?" he de
mandl'd. "Besides, I don't know ex
actly. But some girls can bring a 
man to order and be liked {or it. 
Learn about it from them. And I 
did mean what I asked, and you can't 
kid me out of meaning it. So have 
you meant the tr icks you've been 
playing, to interest me, wha tever 
your reasons were. I think now that 
you hoped to make a willing slave 
of me, uncompensated in any way, 
But until now I thought you meant 
you'd accept my help on-whatever 
terms we might arrive at." 

His merciless and all too accurate 
interpretations carved themselves on 
my hea rt and mind and spirit, a nd 
lears burned in my eyes and on my 
checks. 

"That's how it happened," he 
added with sudden gentleness, "that 
we disappointed each other. But if 
you'll stop crying like that, as if 
some one had died or something, I'll 
BO on doing all I ml'ant to do for you, 
Just as I would have done if you'd 
been nice to me and more consistent. 
That is, what I'm trying to sa:y is, I'm 
sorry for my share in our belllg dis
appointed." He smiled boyishly, 
frankly, bewilderingly. " I imagine 

I could even be jealous if you like," 
he added, "and ward off other m(m 
until you have worked out It tech
nique." 

He was starting to look as if he 
was having a very good time. 

"The only trouble is," he said, "that 
you'd have to go oul ' with me some
times, I suppose, wouldn't you, to give 
them the idea that you belong to me. 
Would you be disappointed again if 
I asked you to go out with me an 
~vening soon? Maybe toni~hl?" 

"It would be lovely," I said, "to go 
out with you." 

"To dinner?" he asked. "Or a play? 
Or both?" 

Surely this couldn't be happening, 
surely everything couldn't be all 
smoothed out so quickly and easily, 
And on the way home I began to think 
he must have expected me to con
cede a kiss, if he ofTel·ed everything 
he thought I might want. 

But all evening Stephen Langley 
did everything he could, to please me, 
calJed for me in his car, brought me 
an orchid to wear, bought me the 
thriU of orchestra seats at the newest 
musical. and supper at a smart place 
afterward. And before the evening 
was over, 1 began to feel a spot of real 
warmth burning in each cheek, under
neath my ma keup, at the persistent 
thougbt that by that time l owed h im 
the kiss 1 had refused, And if he 
asked it, when we said good night, 
it would be different from handing 
me a contract while he asked it. It 
would be like any of the boys ex
pecting to be kissed good night when 
we'd gone to a show. 

AT supper, excited and maybe a 
little unba lancl'd by his alten

tiveness and generosity, and the lavish 
beauty of the hOlel dming-room, and 
the seductiveness of the music, J de
termined I would not refuse, I even 
tried to be encouraging, though not 
too much so. But on my doorstep he 
unlocked the door and handed back 
the key and said good night, and 
would I go out again anoth~r nif,l;ht, 
and that was all. And I was standing 
on the upper step. and our lips were 
so near, so almost on a level, and it 
would have been so easy to kiss him 
simply, honestly, gratefully. without 
coquetry, that-t did, 

"Thanks," I said, "for everything." 
I had thought he would understand 

that I only was offering my thanks 
lor a perfect evening. But he caught 
me to him and kissed back, and I stood 
breathless and my lips felt hot and 
bruised. 

' 'I'm crazy about you," he said, and 
the words sounded torn from him 
against his will. 

I said, " I'm glad," and then won
dered where my own words had come 
f rom, because they had not passed 
t hrough my mind before t heard them 
being spoken. He answered, 

"Don't go in. I t's early. Let's talk, 
We'vl' got to get to understand each 
other-and ourselves." 

"fd better go in," I pleaded. "I 
reallt must. Mother would worry," 
and wondered if that was what those 
girls would have said, who could keep 
safe and yet not sacrifice a man's 
self-esteem. And he must have re
membered the same thing, because 
he smiled, and said, 

"That's not your true reason, But 



it's better, lots better, than roaring 
'no' at me. And of course you're right. 
But soon?" 

" II it will be as lovely," 1 promised, 
"as tonig:ht has been." 

His k Iss had brought a throb into 
my hear t and throat, that I never be
fore had felt , like the startled throb 
of wakening from sleep. And sleep, 
lale though the hour was, remained 
impossible that night. I had not 
known I wanted him to love me. I 
hadn't known what I knew now
that J loved him. But aU the rest of 
that night I thought my way back, 
again and again, to the first time our 
eyes had met. Each word. each pic
ture, that 1 recalled, appeared in a 
new light. Each sign of feeling I had 
seen in him, took on significance. 

That it might not be love he meant, 
did not occur to me. I knew there 
are other feelings than desire to marry 
and cherish and be faithful all one's 
life. But I was sure no other kind of 
desire would ever happen to me. 

I had believed. that first night, that 
we parted in perfect understanding, 
and never could misunderstand again. 
The next evening we went out, I was 
dismayed to find that he expected to 
be kissed again when we sa id good 
night, and at other times, and would 
not be denied. But by then I wanted 
him to kiss me. I had broul$ht myself 
to be in love with him, Imagining, 
interpreting, believing, responding to 
my own interpretations and beliefs 
as if they were declarations he had 
made. 

As winter disappeared and spring 
came loitering past. ambItions 

slowly died and gave place to new 
ones. The new ambitions were, to 
please him, to win his admiration, to 
be able to thought-wave him into 
telephoning me or asking me out, and 
to be the most absolutely stunning 
girl he would see anywhere we went. 
T realized, though, and admitted, that 
he never talked about marriage. I 
said so, to a girl friend. She laughed. 

"They want to be sure beforehand, 
of the answer they'll get, when they 
talk about marriage," she said. "Can 
you blame them? Don't leave it all 
to him. Hint tha t you'd accept him, 
and see what happens." 

But I knew him capable of asking 
for what he wanled. I did not believe 
he was waiting for hints. I thought 
maybe he was waiting for-mo ney 
enou~h to marry on, or a summer 
vacation to be married in. Besides, if 
I hinted. I would end this prelude that 
had become so happy a time to me. 

And then at last, one early-summer 
night, driving home from a seaside 
dance pavilion, he said, 

"I have a very small bungalow on 
a very large piece of ground. I was 
there Sunday. At this time of year 
you can see from every window, 
flowers and trees and sky and dis
tances, all day, and at night there a re 
slarfields, and a sea of moonlight. and 
the murmur of a brook. Your people 
are accustomed to our going out to
gether. They won't mind if we have 
a house party at the bungalow next 
week-end, with another couple, 
would they? Would you like to?' 

For a minute I didn't know if life 
had stopped in me only, or in all the 
world. And the first thought that 
forced its way into the shocked still
ness of my mind, was a thought of 
men disappearing out of his office 
when I was there. Would the "couple" 
be as obliging, as aware of his wishes? 
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If that was what he meant-and 
what e lse could he mean- his ques
tion was an absolute blackout to my 
hopes and expectations and beliefs in 
him. This had been his aim and ob
ject, a love-nest affair, not fr iend
ship. not marriage. He still thought 
of me as he had thought at first, that 
I would be willing to do anything to 
please him. for the sake of what he 
might be able to do fo r my career. 
He had not changed his opinion, but 
only his method. Sickened. I under
stood at last. 

"I'm not sure-if I should," I an
swered wretchedly, "-if I'd have a 
right-" 

" Isn't it rather late to th ink about 
that question?" he inquired coldly. 
" You've led me on and on to the 
inevitable moment when we'd have to 
arrive at terms. You understood. I 
talked a bout terms the day we signed 
a contl·act. I've tried to find ou t 
what would be acceptable to you. 
I've promised everythi ng. I' ve told 
you I'm crazy about you. How long 
did you suppose we could go on the 
way we have been? I can't think of 
anything but you. My work is a t a 
standstill. Because of you." 

"And if I'd go up to your bungalow 
with you. you could forget then? 
You'd have m ade your conquest and 
could think of other things then?" r 
answered bitterly. 

"I mean I could put the thought of 
you out of my mind till week-ends," 
he said, "if t knew there would be 
week-ends. Is that too hard to under
stand?" 

"Yes, it is," I owned brokenly, " be
cause all this time I've understood 
you loved me, and meant to marry 
me when a right time comes." 

"You know better than that." he 
answered. "I'vc know n girls like you 
for ten years, and haven't married 
yet. When I do, I'll marry a home 
girl, not help a girl like you in her 
career till she meets some one who 
can do more for her, and then let her 
divorce me so she can travel on 
farther with him. You knew that's 
how I feel, too." 

I DIDN'T answer. r tried. I COUldn't 
speak. 1 felt him turn to look at me, 

and heard a sharp intake of breath. 
"Aren't you overplayin~ your part?" 

he suggested sarcastically, but he 
must have seen the pallor of my face, 
sensed my faintness, for his voice 
was unsteady beneath its harshness. 
"Nothing I've said could do all that 
to you. I haven' t said you're ofT my 
program if you won't do as I want 
you to do. I'm proud to have you on 
my program. But whatever the game 
is, that you're trying to play, you'll 
have to quit it and be yourself." 

-' I'm sorry ," I said miserably. 
"Won't you please take me home? I 
guess I just don't want to talk any 
more now. It could do no good to say 
- the things I'd say now, if I said 
anything." 

He didn't speak again, either, but 
kept looking at me, bewildered . 

"You needn't come to the door with 
me," I said when we reached the 
house. But he waited, watching, until 
I had gone in. 

All the rest of that night J tossed 
back and forth, battling my willing
ness to do as Stephen Langley asked, 
and at the same time my instinctive 
certainty that no good could come of 
giving him his way. 

Morning came. I'd have to see him 
at the studio. We both would have 
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REVELATIONS OF 
AN ARMY WIFE! 

It is amazing how little most of us 
know about the intimate lives of the pro
fessional soldiers upon whom the whole 
destiny of the nation depends when war 
threatens. What kind of men afC they? 
How do they Hve? An ann)! post is in
habi ted by more than the military. There 
are their wives and children. What is 
army life like for them? What effec:t do 
the long years of just preparing lor some
thing that may never happen have on the 
character of a professional soldier? How 
does it affect his love life-his marriage? 
Is married life in the Army fraught with 
special dangers? 

These and a thousand and one other 
questions about army life are answered 
for you in "Confessions of an Army Wife," 
featured in the January THuE STORY Mag
a;z;ine. Never before has there been pre
sented to the American people such an 
intimate revelation of the hearts and souls 
of army men and women. But "Confes
sions of an Anny Wife" is far more than 
this. It is an amazing human story of one 
woman's life--a woman who came into 
this wor ld an army officer's daughter, 
grew up in far-flung army posts, fell 
madly in love with an enlisted man, saw 
her lover and father go off to war from 
which only one returned, became the 
center of a fie rce double t riangle which 
threatened to shake army society to its 
depths. 

Read it today, and read the wealth of 
other stories told direct from life. Enjoy 
the special departments and the helpful 
features. Compete in the cash prize con
tests. Truly a magazine for every mem
ber of the family, January TRUE STORY 
is outstanding in a long line of great 
issues. Don't miss it! 
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to be there. How could 1 face him? 
What would he say? What could 1 
say? What could I do? Who was 
there anywhere, who could tell me? 

1 don' l remember thinking of Ed 
Whitney, thE- man who wrote our 
script. 1 only can remember the early
morning look of the hotel where he 
had his living-apartment and office. 
And I remember the way the clerk 
watched me, a~ if I were a sleep
walker whom he feared to see wak 
ened, '£IS he phoned to Mr. Whitney 
that I was there to see him. I re
member bow the sound of the eleva tor 
door seemed to tear across my nerves 
when I reached Mr. Whitney's hall, 
and how he looked to me, that day, 
almost like an angel, with his renee
tive, cleri cal face, and holding out a 
hand to me, standi ng in a streak of 
sunlight trom a window. 

I FLASHED into the room, demand
ing as he followed me, 
"Do you believe the things our pro

gram says, Mr. Whitney? Do you 
know it's true that there's goodness 
in any one-anv one-and that any 
one can believe in honesty, and under
stan-i it <1nd-and respond to it, once 
he believes?" 

"Yes, 1 believe that. Yes, Child," 
Mr. Whitney said, placing a chair for 
me at a wide, cool window, and 
glancing w ith only very slight regret 
at coffee that was cooling on a table. 

"Will you let me tell you why 1 
asked you that?" 1 begged. "Will you 
tell me how I can make myself be 
believed? Then take your coffee, and 
don't look while 1 try to tell you. 
Telling will be easier that way ," 

And while he drank coffee and 
smoked cigarettes, 1 told him about 
Stel'hen Langley and mel except that 
I didn't tell about the nouse party, 
but only said 1 knew Stephen had 
misunderstood me, I didn't tell how 
I knew. 

"Please tell me what to do," 1 
begged. " I love him. You do under
stand, don't you? You've loved some 
one? Can I-could 1 possibly have 
any right to--to go into the kind of 
affair he thinks I want, the kind I 've 
made him want? 1 mean 1 don't care 
what becomes of me, if I make him 
happy." 

Ed Whitney smoked cigarette after 
cigarette, until I was sure I'd scream 
if he lighted another. But at last he 
stopped smok ing to say. 

"Tell him the truth, just as you've 
told me. II he gives you any answer 
except , 'I love you, too,' there's noth
ing more you have a right to do, ej{
cept to stop seeing him. I believe 
that's what he'll say. II he doesn't, 
come back to me and I'll see what can 
be done about another program for 
you. Go and tell him now, just as 
you've told me." 

"I-will," I said. 
The elevator door clashed open as 

I started to leave his apartment. A 
man stepped off and, my soul frozen 
within me, I shrank back into Ed 
Whitney's amazed arms, whispering 
frantically , 

"It's he. It's Stephen. He mustn't 
see me here." 

But he was on his way to Ed 
Whitney's room. Already he had seen 
me and was at the door. Scorn and 
disgust were in his face. and with 
them such a rage of jealousy as r had 
never seen. 

"What did you expect him to be 
able to do fo r you?" His voice was 
like 0 sharp-edged tool. "How many 

more of us are you making use of at 
the same time?" 

Ed Whitney's hand closed urgingly 
over mine. 

"Tell him," he said, "just what 
you've told me. Don't mind what he's 
saying. It only means that he's cut 
to the heart by finding you he.e." 

"1 thought Mr. Whitney could tell 
me what to do about you." I drove 
myself to say it. 1 don't know how 
1 ever managed to. "He said to tell 
you truly what I had told him about 
me, and that he believed you would 
give me-the only answer I could 
take and go on seeing you." 

Shephen looked queerly from me 
to Ed Whitney and back again. 

"What's the only answer you could 
take?" he asked, his fa ce still set in 
its harshest lines, 

"It's-' I love you too'," I answered. 
"You told him that you love me?" 

he gasped. 
It wasn't the right answer. But 

then it wasn't an answer exactly. It 
was a question. Maybe I still cou ld 
make him want to give that only 
answ.:!r. 

"Yes," I said. I'd go through with 
it. I 'd make myself able to, somehow. 
"I told him I'd wanted you to notice 
me because you sepmed to think 1 
was nothirig but a machine to sing 
songs. You thought it was because 
I thought it would be good for my 
career-and you've gone on thinking 
that. And 1 told him we started go
ing out, and that-the first night-I 
started loving you, and began dress
ing to please you, and so you'd be 
proud of me, and not just to--ImpI'ess 
you, the way I'd done at first. r be
gan-thinking about your career, and 
not even caring about my own. I 
asked Mr, Whitney if I'd have a right 
to--to do what you wanted me to do, 
even if you didn't understand. He 
said I had no such right, I hadn't any 
right to do anything for your sake, 
except-be released from your pro
gram unless you said-" 

UNLESS I said, ' I love you, too'," he 
finished out the sentence for me. 

"Betty, 1 do. I told you I 'm crazy 
about you. But I thought I saw 
through all that, about impressing 
me and wanting me to marry you. I 
knew you were different from other 
girls. I thought you were only 
smarter. I was an awful fool. I want 
you to love me because I love you. 
That's the only way it has ever been, 
with me. But I wouldn't let myse lf 
believe it was that way with you, 
100. That's why I wouldn't let myself 
think of marrying you, and wanted 
to be able to forl{et you." 

Most of the time he was saying 
these things, I was in his arms. But 
Ed Whitney had not gone out of the 
room, the way men disappeared out 
of the office when Stephen and I were 
there. His face was radiant, and it 
frankly was so because of us. And 
suddenly a kind of awe filled me. 

"The program-worked!" J ex
claimed. "I mean-you know-the 
method did. It 's true." 

And we all laughed, a little crazily, 
we all were so excited. But we got 
so many more letters, once we our
selves believed the message of our 
program, that we were taken on a 
larger stat ion, and could not have a 
vacation to be married in. We were 
married in a chance hour we had, 
when our program gave up its time 
on the air to a special broadcast. 
But anyway. we were married. 



What's New from Coast to Coa st 
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program, was marril!tl to John Lagl!- years sre hl'ipcd to launch the careers 
mann, a radio writer who has con- or Jane Withers and Dixie Dunbar by 
tributcd several plays to the Columbia insisting that talent scouts give them 
Workshop. screen tests. Announcer Bert Parks 

• and sportscaster Red Barber arc also 
CUARLOTTE. N. C.-One of the most grateful for her help and cncourase

beloved people in the South is statIon men! when they were just gettmg 
WeT's "Aunt Sally," who for years slarted. 
has won her way into th(' hearts of Mrs. Powell then moved back to 
both children and grown-ups. Her WBT, where she is now and probably 
bubbling good humor and vivacity will remain for some lime to come. 
make her a delightful mistress of Everyone, close friends and business 
ceremonies for the ehildren'S half- acquaintances alike. calls her "Aunt 
hour quiz, Whal's the Answer, every Sally." She's a small, plump lady 
Saturday mornmg at 9: 15. with laughin~ eyes and an inf(>ctious 

"Aunt Sally" is really Mrs. Pasco chuckle. BeSides What's th(> Answer 
Powell, a dyed-in-the-wool Soulh- she's heard on another program 
erncr. She was born and raised in known as Blackie Bear. which COI)
Georgia. and as a child lived nex:t door sists of animal stories. She never uses 
to Joel Chandler Harris, creator of a script, and enjoys telling stories as 
the famous "Uncle Remus" stories. she remembers them, addin~ just a 
Many a time she used to sit on his little typical "Aunt Sally" ortginality. 
knee and listen to his tales of Uncle "Aunt Sally" is prominent in the 
Remus and his friends, many of which social life of Charlotte. and is the 
wcre nevel' written down and printed. city's official Hostess, in which ca-

Mrs. Powell's n l'St ex:periellce as a pacity she entertains important visi
narrator was in Atlanta. where she tors and newcomers to town. In thc 
was employed by the public schools Charlotte Symphony Orchesll'a she is 
to visit classrooms and tell stories to concertmaster for the second violin 
the children. She is also an accom- section. 
plished musician, and has toured the • • • 
United States as a concert pianist. SALT LAKE CITv-A sports an-

In 1928 she and her husband and nounter with an unfailing sense of 
son moved 10 Charlotte, and "Aunt comed:y is Nelson McIninch, station 
Sally" originated there. She was on KDYL s specialist in athletics. He 
the WBT stafT as a fill-in artist. and doesn't play any sport himself except 
one day when a scheduled program tennis, but his enthusiasm for watch
had to be cancelled, she was called ing (ootball, baseball, track. or any 
at a moment's notice. Usually. for other sport, and telling what he sees 
these hurried pro~rams. Mrs. Powell in graphic, exciting terms. has made 
~ng and played the piano, but this him unendingly popular with KDVL 
hme. Without any warnml{. she told listeners. 
the announcer. "I \Ie sung 'Mighty Lak In Kansas City, where the light of 
a Rose' tWice today and 1 don't intend day first fell on his flaxen hair. Nelson 
to do it again. I'll tell a story instead. was a boy choir singer in the Linwood 
Announce me as . as Aunt somc- Christian Church. and rose to be the 
body. Aunt Sally will do." Thus for soloist with a voice that could hit 
the first time "Aunt Sally" was heard high C. A sudden interest in the slide 
telhng onc of Uncle Remus' stories. trombone, and a sliding tendency in 

After three years at WBT, Mrs. his own vocal chords, combined to 
Powell returned to Atlanta, where lor bring his singin~ days to an end. His 
two and a half years she was Program voice kept on sliding, and now he's a 
Director and conductor of chlldl'en's basso profundo. 
programs Cor WaST. During those He started playing tennis when he 

Nelson Mcl ninch. expert sportscoster 
fo r station KDYl , loves to watch all 
9ames but p loys only tennis himself. 
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was twelve years old. At that time he 
was the smailest boy on the team and 
rated the last in ability. Undaunted, 
he went on playing. and won the 
Missouri State High School champion
ship beCore he was through. 

{\ft~r a year at the University or 
I llinOIS, Nelson went to the Pacific 
Coast and enrolled in the University 
of California at Los Ang;eles. There 
he met Alta Lyon. who IS now Mrs. 
l":IcIninch .. and conti,nucd his occupa
tIOn playmg tenms and winnmg 
trophies . 

. It was tennis that led him to radio. 
HIS first job on the air was describing 
matches at the Pacific Southwest Ten
nis ,Tour.nament at Los Angeles. and 
he liked It so much he decided to make 
announcing his: career, with emphasis 
on sports. HIS apprenticeship was 
served at station KVOD in Denver. 
An offer from the famous Racquet 
Club in Palm Sprins-s to act as the 
club's tennis profeSSIOnal made him 
forget, ~or a while, his resolve to stick 
to radiO. He played tennis and 
chummed with Hollywood stal's for a 
couple of years, until 1939 when a 
chance came to join the KDVL staff 
and h.e moved to Salt Lake. . 

Be~ldes his sports broadcasts, Nel
son IS master of ceremonies on a 
comedy program or two every weck. 
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to see you again. And this must be 
your lovely JU~W wife. I've heard so 
much about her," 

hAdella r" John said. He seemed 
embarrassed, "When dId you get back 
from Europ<'?" 

"Now, John," the woman said. "You 
know perfectly welJ that rye been 
back for a week." She turned to Kay 
and put oul her hand. "It's no use 
waiting for John to introduce us, I see. 
I'm Adelia Winston." 

"How do you do?" Kay said. 
"You are lovely," Adelia Winston 

said appraisingly. " I'm not surprised 
J ohn last his head." 

Kay laughed uncomfortably, "Thank 
you," she sa id, wondering what the 
woman was trying to imply. John was 
looking as though his collar were too 
tig:ht. She hated things like this, the 
thmly veiled animosity she sensed in 
the woman's apparently harmless 
words and the neces.~ity for John to 
be polite and leave her in the dark. 

IT was Peg who came to her rescue, 
appearing sudden ly besIde them 

and saying, "Mrs. Winston, would you 
mind our taking a picture of you for 
the 'Journal'?" and with more clever
ness than Kay had given her credit 
for, getting the woman to the other 
side of Ihe room. 

They sat down and there was a 
strained silence between them. Kay 
was waiting for John to explain. 
Surely, he would tell her all about 
the woman, that it was nothing. had 
never been anything. But he didn't 
say a word. 

Then Peg came bursting in. "We've 
got all the pictures," she announced. 
"And we have a wonderful idea. 
You know what we're going to do?" 
she asked, sitting down. "We're
Say! What's the matter with you 
two?" She looked at them shar~ly 
and then threw a glance at Mrs. Wm
stan, who was now sitting a few 
tables away. She frowned. 

Kay froze inside. Then there was 
something, something she should 
know about. There must be, if even 
Peg knew about it. 

She forced herself to smile. "What 
about the pictures'!" 

"Oh, that ," Peg said enthusiasticaJiy. 
"You know, w~im and I-we 
thought we ought to show where the 
money from the Charity Dance is go
ing-get pictures at the playsround 
and the tenements and everythmg for 
the story. What do you think?" 

"I think it's fine," Kay said. "And 
I also think you're learn ins very fast." 

Peg beamed. "We're gomg down to 
the office now-iI-that's all right?" 

"Of course," Kay said quickly, fore
stalling John's objection. "As a matter 
of fact, I'm a little tired." she saId. 
turning to John. "Let's drive them 
down to the paper and then go home." 

Somehow, the sparkle had gone out 
of the evening for Kay. She sat 
quietly in the car while John drove 
to the "Journal" office. She kept 
thinking of Adelia Winslon and won
dering what the woman had been 
trying to do. And of John's siJence 
and what it could mean. 

Can this be jealousy? she thought 
with dismay. But that was ridiculous. 
She had never been jealous of anyone 
in her life. 

"Goodnight, Mrs. FairChild," Jim 
Shannon was saying. 
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Stepmother 
(Continued from page 18) 

Kay returned to the moment with a 
start. "Oh, goodnight," she said. 

"Don't stay OUI too late, Peg," John 
said. 

"You needn't worry," Jim Shannon 
assured him. " I'll see she gelS home 
sale-and soon." 

The silence between John and Kay 
continued. Gradually. however, as 
they drove along, there was an almost 
perceptible change in ilS quality. It 
stopped being an awkward, distrustful 
silence and became an easy, close sort 
of thing. And there was no need to 
say anything. 

Kay lorgot about Adella Winston. 
The only thing she could remember 
was Ihe look that had been in John's 
eyes earlier in the evening. And the 
remembering made her a little dizzy. 
Something of her feeling must have 
communicated itself to John, for he 
reached over and took her hand and 
his touch was like electricity, sending 
a shock through her. 

And nothing was the same aHer that 
night. It seemed to Kay that her get
ling Peg the job had acted like a 
clean-blowing wind, sweeping through 
the house and leaving in its wake a 
fresh/ clear atmosphere. There was 
joy tnere now. 

In the beginning, Kay didn't quite 
trust her happiness. She watched 
warily for any signs of Peg's losing 
interest in her job. But there weren't 
any. Peg worked very hard, much 
harder than Kay had ever suspected 
she could. 

Even Andy Clayton fell under the 
spell. He forgot his earlier doubts 
about Peg. He liked her Charity 
Dance story so much that he started 
to train her as a cub reporter. 

Kay suspected that the real cause 
lar Ihe great change in Peg was Jim 
Shannon. Jim was a nice youngster, 
Kay supposed. At least, everyone 
around town seemed to like him. She 
had liked him herself, at first. Now
but she told herself she was being 
over-critical. His boyish, callow cyn
icism, that was only a pose, surely
something he thought was right and 
proper for a newspaperman. And the 
way he seemed to be using his job 
on the paper as an entree 10 VValnut 
Grove's young social set-but, per
haps thai was really Peg's fault. And, 
anyway. the important thing was thal 
he helped to keep Peg busy and 
happy. 

Spring flowered into summer and 
summer brought with it a change in 
the daily rouline of life. Bud was 
sent awa), to camp and his going left 
an emptlfless III the house. Peg and 
Jim, 100, spent less lime arguing and 
talking in front of the fireplace or on 
the sun porch and more time out
doors, SWimming or playing tennis or 
just riding around in Jim's rattly old 
roadster. 

Sometimes, in the hot, sultry days, 
Kay found time hanging heavily. 

Th. chorod ... and situations in thi' 
wor~ or. wholly ficlionol ond Im09' 
;nory, and do not portroy ond or. nol 
;nl,nd.d to portray any octuol pl" 

iOns, li~in9 or dead. 

Those times, she would sit quietly in 
her house or drive out along the rIver, 
nursing her sense of security and con
tentment. Her thoughts would flirt 
lazily with plans for the future, or 
hnger lovingly over the past few 
weeks. One time, she had felt piilty 
about John's being cooped up In his 
stuffy office while she ..... as out in the 
bright sun and she drove over to the 
bank, feeling that if she sal in the 
office for awhile with him it would be 
rather like sharing his work. But he 
was preoccupied and distraughl, and 
she never repeated that experiment, 
even though he apologized later. 

"You came in right on top of an 
argument with Clark," he had ex
plained with a tight smile. 

"John! Anything wrong?" she asked. 
"No." He drew the word out. "Just 

upsetting at the moment. Now and 
then Clark and I don't see eye to eye 
about things." And that was all he 
would say. 

Late in July, there was a spell ol 
breathless, oppressive heat. One af
ternoon, after three days of swelter
ing, Kay decided to go for a swim in 
the river. She changed into her bath
ing suit and a light pair of slacks, 
and drove to her favorite spot on 
the river. Here, under a thick grove 
of trees, It was cooler. The grass was 
still green and down near the water's 
edge the earth was pleasantly moist 
and spongy. She slipped out of her 
slacks and ran into the water. The 
water was warm, but Ihere were cur
renlS in it fed by icy mountain 
Sireams. She swam about, finding 
these cold spots and luxuriating in 
their shocking chill. 

THERE was a shout from shore and 
Kay turned toward the sound. Peg 

and Jim were waving to her and a 
moment later. Peg was wading into 
the river. 

"We thought you'd be here." Peg 
called. "Mr. Clayton's closed up shop 
for the day. Too hot. So when Mattie 
told us where you were, we dedded 
to come, too." 

"Swell," Kay called back. 
With a few, strong strokes, Jim had 

already reached her. " Hello, Lady," 
he spluttered. "This is a nice spot, 
but couldn't you do something about 
getting cold running water?" 

Kay laughed. "Come on," she said. 
"I'll show you Ihe cool places." 

Kav was the first to give up their 
frolic and head for shore. She threw 
herself on the grass and lay there, 
feel ing happy and comfortable. In a 
little while, Jim and Peg came out of 
the waler. 100. Jim threw himsell 
down beside Kay, while Peg ran to his 
car for towels and cigarettes. 

"Lady," Jim said. ''You ought to 
wear a bathing suit all the time. 
You look like a kid. And I like the 
way you're not combing your hair 
this season." 

Thl're was nothing in the words, 
but something in his voice made Kay 
look at him. h was in his eyes. Sud
den ly, she felt as though a cold wind 
had blown over her and she wanted 
her clothes very badly. She got up 
quickly and saying somethin~ about 
having to give Mattie instructIons lor 
dinner, hurried to her car. 

As she drove home, the strange 
panic that had sent her fleeing from 

(Continued on page 70) 
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Jim subsided. She told herself that 
she was being a fool. J im had only 
been trying to be pleasant. But, no 
matter how she tried to think it away, 
that look of impudent, unashamed 
desire had been there. 

H her suspicions had nceded 8r1¥ 
bearing out, Jim soon began to prove 
them correct. He got into the habit 
of dropping in at odd hours, when he 
knew Peg would not be at home. 

Once, when Kay had been pretend
ing to be vcry busy, he said, "Kay, 
why don't you gel ou t of all this? 
You don't belong in this town. You 
don't belong in this family." 

"It seems to me," Kay said, "that T 
belong here very much. This is my 
home nnd my family-and I love il." 

JIM sneered. "Who are you trying to 
convince---youfs<!l!? You're young, 

full of life and beauty and you're 
wasting your time being a. ho~!ewile 
when you should be out domg Impor
tant things." 

"Right now," Kay said carefully, "I 
can think of nothing more important 
than seeing that things continue to 
run smoothly here and that Peg and 
John are kept happy." 

The pointedness of her remark, the 
cold anger in her eyes, silenced him 
for the moment. But it didn't stop 
him from coming to see her. Even
tually, Kay grew to dread the sound 
of the doorbell, knowing it was the 
we lude to MaUie's announcement: 
'It's that young Shannon again." 

Worse than anything else was the 
air of tension that was creeping into 
the house. Peg wasn't laughing so 
much any more. When she was at 
home, her eyes were always on Kay. 
And when she was away from home, 
Kay was never quite sure when she 
would come running in on some pre
text and, even while she talked glibly 
about having forgotten her notes or 
needing a handkerchief, search with 
her eyes for cigarette stubs in the 
ashtrays or Jim's hat on the clothes 
rack. Sometimes, Jim would actually 
be there when Peg came in and then 
the girl would carry him off with her 
and there would be a sort of challenge 
in her bearing as she did it. 

Then. one afternoon late in August, 
Jim walked into the Jiving room un
announced. Kay was busy at her ac
counts and Jim was the farthest thing 
Crom her thoughts. She said hello 
casually, told him to sit down and 
wait until she was through, and 
promptly forgot him. 

Then, totally without warning, his 
hands were on her shoulders. His 
fingers were like steel, his hold on 
her hard and stendy. Horror shud
dered through her as his lips touched 
the back oC her neck. She wrenched 
herself Cree and l'umped to her feet. 

"Oon't be a foo 1" she said harshly, 
choking with revulsion. 

';1 couldn't help it," Jim said. He 
moved closer to her. " 1 love you," 
he breathed and caught her in his 
arms. 

There was a startled gasp from the 
doorway and Kay whirled about. Peg 
was staring at them, her eyes aflame 
and her rAce a white mask. And be
hind her, John stood. 

"Kay!" John exclaimed after a long 
moment. 

Peg laughed hysterically. "That's 

(Continued from page 68) 
what I thought." 

;'No," Kay cried. "You-you're 
wrong." 

"Don't you think I know what's 
been going on for weeks?" Peg 
flashed. 

"That's not true," Kay said, her 
heart going cold with the fear of hav
ing John misunderstand, too. 

John stepped into the room toward 
them. "Of course. there's an expla
nation," he said l as if to convince Peg. 

"There is," Jim said, stepp-ing for
ward and CUlling oil Kay swords, 
His face was flushed as he said to her, 
"Let me tell them." He laced John. 
"I'm in love with Kay and I want to 
marry her as soon as she can get a 
divorce." 

The boldness 01 it shocked even 
Kay. Peg caught her breath in a tear_ 
ing sob and ran out of the room. 
John's face went grey and he clenched 
his fists as he advanced toward Jim. 

"You insohmt, young fool," he said 
in a voice that trembled with irre
pressible rage. 

Jim stood his ground. "Why don't 
you ask Ka,Y?" 

"Stop it!' Kay said. Stop it, both 
of you I" 

HER tone was so full of anger that 
both men stared at her. And the 

flaring moment of murderous hatred 
died as they' stood looking at her. 

She spoke first to John. "You know 
me better than to think I'd be a party 
to any such nonsense." 

"My loving you isn't nonsense," Jim 
interposed. 

Kay turned on him. "That's pre
cisely what it is. And I'm sick and 
tired of it. I don't love you. What's 
more, J can conceive of no cil'cum
stances under which 1 could love you. 
You're young and callow and stupid 
and I'm past the age when it interests 
me to help someone grow up. You've 
got a crush on me. And you've had 
the nerve to come in here and cause 
trouble because of it. You've been 
presumptuous and deceitful, taking 
advantage of Peg to worm your way 
into this house. without caring 
whether you hurt her or not. You've 
made fools of us all-but you've made 
the biggest fool 01 yoursel!. Now, go 
away and think it over. I'll expect an 
apololfY from you one day." 

Jim s face was a burning, agonizing 
red. "Kay-" he bE'gan. Then, the 
full impact of the finality of her dis
missal seemed to strike him. He 
whirled and hurried from thE' room. 

"Kay-darling-" John said brok
enly. "1-1 understand. It's all right." 

"No," Kay said, slumping into a 
chair, feeling weak and torn, her 
nerves crying out against the tension 
of the past few minutes, "No. it's all 
wrong and it's aU my fault. I should 
not have been so stupid. But I was 
afraid to throw him out before---oh, 
for lots of reasons. Because 1 didn't 
want to give him the satisfaction ot 
knowing I paid that much attention 
to him, because I didn·t want to spOil 
anything for Peg." 

John gathered her into his arms 
tenderly. ';Oon't," he whispered. "It 
isn't so bad. You've never felt Jim 
was quite right tor Peg and now he's 
shown himself up. He's also shown 
me up." he added softly, "I should 
have understood-sensed all this. I 

see now thal leIlving you alone so 
much must have given him 8 lot of 
opportunities. Maybe. he even got the 
idea there was something wrong be
tween us. How alone you've been in 
aU this." His arms tightened about 
her shoulders. "Forgive me." 

Only the sure knowledge that Peg 
was up in her room, weeping with 
all the bitterness of despair. kept Kay 
from feeling that al1 her weeks of 
worry and heartbreak had not been 
in vain. To have John close to her 
like this again, to know that she could 
depend on his strength and his love 
and his trust in any emergency was 
worth a great deal to her. 

Peg's eyes were a little too bright 
the next morning at breakrast and 
she was just a little too chipper about 
saying that ';01 course, I'm going to 
work. You don't think Jim Shannon 
could keep me away, do you?" 

And in the middle of the morning, 
Peg came home. 

"Just thought I'd slOP in and tell 
you the news before the gossips get 
started." she said brightly, much too 
brightly, Kay thought. "Jim Shannon 
eloped with Eleanor Clark last night. 
Eleanor just phoned me. It's supposed 
to be a scoop for my column: Peg 
smiled a hard, bri t tle smile. 

"Oh, Peg-I'm 80 sorry," Kay said, 
her heart achin~ for the girl. The 
brave race. the flippant words seemed 
so much more pathetic than tears 
would have been. 

"Don't be silly." Peg said. "1 think 
it's wonderful. They're just right for 
each other. Well, bye-bye now. Got 
to get a story." 

Y ET, Kay told herself, it might have 
been worse. It might have been Peg 

that Jim married. Now. at least none 
ot them had anything more to fear 
from him. And Kay was comforted 

Then, at two o'clock, John came 
home. There was (l numb, vacant look 
in his eyes and he walked like some
one in a daze, Without saying a word. 
he went to Kay and held on to her as 
though she were the last remaining 
strength and support in a world crash
in" to ruin about them. 

'John-John, darling! What is it?" 
Kay whispered the question, her 
throat suddenly tight with a para
lyzing presentiment. 

"I just resigned rrom the bank." 
John said. "Resigned!" he laughed 
harshly. "It was high time I ,ot out 
of there-in a rut-no ruture-' 

"John!" Kay's voice was sharp. 
"Why? What really happened?" 

John looked at her as though her 
voice had awakened him, called him 
back suddenly from some far place. 
He shook himself and his eyes cleared. 
He smiled crookedly. 

"What happened?" he said bitterly. 
"Nothing. Just that Clark want('d 10 
~ake room for his new son-in-law. 
J im Shannon." 

If only, Kay dlillks, Peg had never 
met Jim ShaliflOlt and started the 
c/I(lin of eveu!s that elI/minaled hi 
Jim's marriage to Eleanor Clark and 
John's loss of liis job in tlie bank. 
How will she meet this ?lew threat 
to her happiness? Be sure to read the 
next chapters of Stepmother in the 
Februarl/ iSS1I€ of RADIO MIRROR 
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BEAUTY S 

By DR. GRACE GREGORY 

AT bridge, a low honor will often 
take the trick, if it is skilful1y 

finessed. And many a plain face 
becomes strikingly beautiful by the 
skilful use of make-up, It is an 8rt 
"""'cll worth practising. 

Meet Yvette, one of the newest of 
radio stars. I wish you could meet 
her, just as I did. At night clubs and 
studios. Singing with the most de
lightful hint of a French accent, 
faultlessly made up for the lights. she 
.seems a loung sophisticate with just 
a hint 0 the old world in her dis
tinction. But by daylight, minus 
make-up and sophisticatIon, she is a 
young girl from Birminflham. Ala
bama, unaffected and a httle shy. 

Yvette was trained as an artist. 
Singing was a hobby with her. But 
that golden voice which delights us 
all on her own program, Have You 
Mel Yvette? on the NBC-Red. Satur
day nights at 7:45 EST, and Sundays 
at 4:00, made her d~lsion for her. 
Radio was bound to discover her. 

Yvette's beauly is of a rare and 
('xquisile type. She is petite, with 
soft golden blonde hair and expres
sive brown eyes. Her skin is fine
textured and clear as a baby's. And 
With her unerring artistry she chooses 
the mimmum of make-up. A light, 
soothing powder base, and just a 
dusting of powder. No rouge, but a 
little mascara on the too-blonde 
lashes. Natural brows darkened im
perceptibly with p£'ncil. And just 
the right shade of iLpstick clearly out
lining the warm, generous mouth. 

Under the lights of studio and 
night clubs, however, Yvette shows 
complete mastery of the art of the
atrical make-up. She knows that with 
proper use of rouge. powder base, eye 

• Ho ... e you met Y ... ette ( She sing' on Soturdor nights and 
Sundays o ... er the NBC-Red, ond soys the art 0 make-up is 
in learning eoch beouty trick until you· ... e perfected it. 

shadow and so forth. it is possible to 
crcate for oneself the face one should 
have, or, as in her case, to fortily a 
d£'iicate coloring and fineness of con
tour so that the cruel bright lights 
will show her as she really is. 

Yvette has already done a highl,Y 
sucessfui movie short, and there IS 
every prospect that her public will 
demand that she be seen as well as 
heard. A lovely face, a lovely voice, 
and a most lovable personality point 
to movie as well us radio stardom. 

Yvette agrees with me that for 
ordinary street and evening make-up, 
the younger and lovelier the face, the 
less need be done. A mature face , or 
a face with defects calls for accom
plished artistry. For everyone, ex
periment only will discover the pr0l?C!r 
routine. Practise makes the routine 
swift and sure. 

First, of course, we cleanse the face 
with the right cleansing cream, fol
lowed by mild soap and soft water. 
Then a brisk patting with a skin 
freshener. And now the all-important 
question of powder base. 

Many creams and lotions make ex
cellent powder bases, when the only 
purpose is to soothe and protect the 
sk in, and make the powder slay on. 
But it the skin is blemished, there 
arc bases which have the additional 
purpose of concea lment. If you have 

serious blemishes, there is a marvel
ous product which will conceal evcn 
a large purple birthmark, or a burn. 

If you are really clever with cos
metics you will usc both cream and 
dry rouge. Apply the cream rouge 
with a moistened rouge paw or pad. 
and blend it carduUy. Experience 
will show where it does most for the 
contours. For mature faces, rouge 
close under the eyes. With most 
powder bases the rouge goes under 
the powder base. Always it is under 
the powder. The cream rouge stays 
with you. But you need. the dry 
rouge for finishing touches and for 
repairs during the day. A dusting of 
powder, please, even over the dry 
rouge. Remember, the effect you 
want is a natural flush that shows 
through the skin. 

EYE make-up is a story all to itseH. 
It cannot be said too often that 

most ot us are the better for a littte 
mascara on the lashes and pencil or 
mascara on the brows. Skilfully used. 
it is not noticeable. For blondes. it is 
an absolute "must." 

A good make-up is a real time
saver, because it stays on all day. 
Experiment until you have your own 
best make-up routine, practice it, 
and you will be surprised at how 
little lime it takes. 
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see much of each other socially, al
though we're fairly close neighbors 
in Toluca Lake. OUf respective inter
ests keep us pretty much occupied. 
But we do play golf together about 
once a month-when we're home. 
Bing's a fine golfer, and loves the 
gerne. He likes to Win, too, but if he 
loses, he can take it. 

Dolores (Mrs. Hope) and I were 
down at his Del Mar home a COllOie 
of times during last season, and Bing 
proved to be n, swell host. One CV~
ning we came In from a long walk In 
the country, hungry as truck drivers 
after a long haul. The servants had 
,l!:one to bed, but that didn't faze Bing. 
He went into the kitchen-and proved 
thai even a crooner can cook Hon
estly, though. Billg prepared a sup
per of scrambled eggs and bacon and 
a pot of coffee as good as any I 've 
ever tasted. 

O N our last visit to his ranch, Bing 
and the twins, Philip and Denis, 

staged a song concert, and we all had 
a lot of laughs. 

Il's cute to hear Bing address the 
boys. "Well, men," he'll say- The 
eldest Gary. is only six and a half 
years 'old. And the "men" fall in line 
with whatever he wants. They're a 
well-behaved lot, even Lindsey, the 
baby, who's only two. 

Bing's a family man who skips the 
fancy premieres because he'd rather 
go to the movies with Dixie. He en
joys spending an evening at home, 
catching up on his reading after put
ting the kids to bed. 

together every six months for a big 
feed and minstrel show. It's a cos
tume affair, lasts until dawn, and 
~lVerybody has a hilarious time. Pat 
O'Brien's in charge of the next shin
dig this fall, and Ken Murray, Jerry 
Colonna and Ella Logan are members 
of the gang. My brother Larry stage 
manages the minstrels, for which we 
rehearse weeks in advance. 

Bob's favorite stunt at these clam
bakes is r eading lines out of his hat. 
He puts them inside the crown, then 
invents all sorts of zany gags to re
move the hat. 

Make a careful honest appraisal of 
this Dream Boat of the ai rwaves, and 
what's he got? Looks? With that 
dish nose, and that shovel chin, Bob 
Taylor and Ty Power can rest easy. 
Mrs. Hope is the beauty of the family, 
and of course Linda, the baby, is al
ready giving evidence of ~reat future 
beauty. Dolores can out-slOg him, too. 

W HAT is it, then, the fellow pos
sesses that has made the world 

his stooge? Frankly , I'm afraid it's 
brains. Yeah. gray matter. Don't Jet 
anyone tell you he took it easy to 
become an overnight sensation. He 
worked for his breaks. He came up 
the hard way. He's a veteran of 
twelve years in show business. 

Believe it or not, Hope was once a 
hoofer. He started out originally in a 
blackface act with a pal, calling them
selves dance comedians. The team 
was dissolved when the other chap 
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Bing-By Bob Hope 
(Continued from page 20) 

Bing is swell to work with, because 
he's mentally alert and has a sense of 
humor. Don't sell Bing's funny-bone 
short. He can ad lib with the best 
of us. 

No one gets more of a kick out 
of the cracks people make at his 
horses than he himsel1. On my 
radio show one night I told the yarn 
about Bing taking Ligaroti down to 
the Santa Fe tracks near Del Mar to 
see the Streamliner go by. As the 
train zoomed past, Bing turned to the 
horse and scolded, "See? That's the 
way it's done!" 

A few days later I met Bing on the 
lot, and the first thing he said was, 
"Dixie and I got a great kick out of 
that gag you pulled on Ligaroti." 

One of the best anecdotes I know 
about Bing combines his sense of 
humor with his ability to accept cir
cumstances as they come. It concerns 
an incident that happened several 
years ago at his ranch, where he was 
entertaining a group of friends from 
Lakeside and tbeir wives. I wasn't 
there myself, but one of the fellows in 
the party told me about it. 

It was a bright, moonlight night, 
and some one suggested a hike in the 
valley. The group walked along al
most in a body until they reached a 
narrow dirt road. and it became nec
essary to continue singly or by twos. 
Bing and his cocker spaniels, Laddie 
and Duchess, brought up the rear. 

Everybody was happy until the dogs 
decided to go exploring in the brush. 
When they retUl'ned, the atmosphere 
became as potent as a double Scotch 

Bob-By Bing Crosby 
(Continued from page 21) 

died, and Hope joined up with a new 
partner. They were eccentric dancers, 
playing the Gus Sun Time-a circuit 
familiar to small towns in the east 
ann middle west. 

When Bob went east last summer, 
he got a great kick out of including 
in the trip Cleveland-where he once 
sold newspapers and jerked sodas, 
He looked up all of the gang he'd gone 
to school with, even forgiving those 
who, in his youth nicknamed him 
"Hopeless." His reai name being Les
ter Townes Hope, even "Les Hope" 
became a butt for wise cracks. Be
neath that glib-talking Mr. Hyde ex
terior breathes a warm-hearted Dr. 
Jekyll personality. For all his scene
stealing, gagging and general tor
menting, he's a pretty level-headed 
fellow, and the most sentimental guy 
in the world. His devotion to friends, 
particularly old-time pals whose 
financial status has failed to keep 
pace with his own, amounts almost 
to a mania. He recently brought a pal 
of his out from Cleveland and paid all 
his expenses. The fellow had been 
down on his luck back home. Bob's 
trying to find him a job out here. 

You all know what a pushover he 
is for benefits. Like the time he 
played twenty-two of them in a short 
stretch-making three appearances 
one day-then retired to Palm Springs 
in a state of near collapse. 

Having a pretty good sense of hu
mor himself, Hope doesn't relish 
people who take themselves too se-

on an empty stomach. You didn't 
need to be psychic to guess that in 
their wanderings they had routed out 
a skunk! 

Then, I'm told, the pups got ex
cited, brushed up against Bing, and 
instantly made him as highly per
fumed as themselves! Whereupon 
the rest of the group, to avoid the 
same result, took to their heels and 
fled, leaving Bing and the spaniels a 
good quarter-mile behind. 

Instead of ~etting sore, Bing started 
to sing-in hIS best voice, and appar
ently blissfuly ignoring the stench 
around him. He sang the entire two 
miles back to the house, his voice 
carrying clearly in the stIll night to 
his deH,ghted audience ahead. 

Boy, J wish I'd been there! 
Bing has a heart. I could tell you 

about the pipe organ he bestowed 
upon his churc'!. which he attends 
every Sunday. 1 could mention the 
many handsome contributions he 
makes to charities-and ~robably get 
him ~ore. Like all who re sincerely 
charitable, Bing doesn't like his good 
deeds publicized. 

BING will never have to worry 
about a tight hatband. fi e has 

something which should always save 
him from the danger of taking him
self too seriously. He's humble! I 
suppose the idea of a man rich and 
famous acting humble doesn't ring 
true. But it's no pose with Bing. He's 
absolutely sincere. 

Maybe you've guessed. I'm crazy 
about the guy! 

riously. One of his friends tells about 
an evening at his home when a small 
group included a film actress who fan
cies herself pretty much of a Bette 
Davis or Sarah Bernhardt. Her en
trance was as dramatic as a queen·s. 
and her emoting didn't let up for a 
second all evening, Everybody grew 
bored, and finally Bob exploded. 

LOOK, honey," he said to the asoir-
ing Helen Hayes, "r elax. Be your

self. You're not at the studio. 
You're at the Hope mansion. You're 
among friends. Forget you're an ac
Ire."s and just have a ~ood time." 

The "mansion" is a bIg, comfortable 
house of whitewashed brick set amid 
a couple of acres of lawn framed by 
a fence. At the entrance gate you 
have to announce yourself through a 
speaking tube, and if you don't know 
the password of the moment you're 
out of luck. At present it's a'myste_ 
rious character in a popular song 

There's an assortment of dogs on 
the place. One is a black spaniel 
named Lun:. Once there was an Ab
ner, too, but he got too noisy and had 
to be banished after the neighbors 
complained. 

You can see that Hope's come a long 
way from the kid in Cleveland who 
wanted to be a parachute jumper, and 
leaped off the roof of his home with 
an opened umbrella for balance. Per
haps you can't attl'ibutc his arresting 
personality to that feat, but I wouldn't 
discount the theory entirely. 
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I« ,be "" ... 'Pnng t'uI...,.. Frod< .. A. ,My.r<: ""...,. ooId in .. om 
but by d ...... r~orr "p<ne1'u.i ........... "" demand for ,bern i. 

g ..... ,,,g ... fa .... '~ nttd """" "'omen '0 holp , .. 10 k. 0,.. 01 ", 
'" ,hi, II<>riou. "!'pOttun"r " orm '0 lou. l 'ou .. n mol. ur ' 0 
.sn.OII ..... kl) _ond in ..1.1"..,.. II" aU ,..,... ""n draon frtt. I, 

coot. you "",h,n •. 1'\;0 -,. i. nqu,mj "" ... or anT ti_. J .... 
m.iI"",p"" for f .... I"nK\llarJ. Or .... , •• I<ttc._o r-u1 .. iU 

fAee./ do. n.. .. "n<>oblJprion . 

. . .. I ~I .11., I . 
_ I. 0 ...... 1 ..... w .. "'_ 

.~ ..... .,....~ ..... _01 It 
"lI .. I", • .., Free .. . ....., 
......... Th . .. i. _hint 

~ 

• I .... ioUtUfcd in ,.,.... oIk •. y"" ... yocn.I _ • .. "bout , ........... 

oO/,.""", •• be dd .. 11 of how I <;on ....... up '"~ tn ..... kly an.! ret 
... y _n .uc-. .... ,"""' •• ..... ..,.of CUM. 

N_ 

" .... 
Cil, J,,,,. 

A,. v. ... Si. 



THE 

BEADLESTON 

SISTERS 

PEGGY SAYS : 

" \\E BOT ti S'fOK E C '\\I E LS~ 

TilE ' "HE SO \ I L e l! I IIUJEU" 

ANI) NANCY ADDS : 

"Tl-tl~ ' 11\\ E \l OB E Ff,/I I Olt TOO!" 

" The '('xtms' arl' the uery things 
I!;f! like best about Camels! " 
And here are u few oJthe mally 
otluu di .~till glli s lwd wome n 
tdlO prefer C lIllltd ci{tare ff es: 

Mr~. Nicholas IJiddJ.:, Philadelphia 
-'Ir<. Gail Bv.den, Chicago 
-'Irs. Powell Cuoot, Bas/on 

l\ l rs. Tlroma~ \1. Carnegie,lr., 
1'/,ilod"'II"ia 

il lrs. Cl.arle~ Curr<.)ll, J r., Murylrmd 
il l rs . J. Gardner C(l<.llidl,le 21"1). 8 0sl011 

\ lrs. ,\nlhon)" J. Drl'xel3RD, 
Phi/ade! (1hi" 

Miss Eleanor Frothingham, Boston 
\Ii" Polll" Peabody, I\ew York 

-' Irs. Rnlus Paine Spalding Ill , Pasadena 
-' Irs Oli"cr DeGra)' \ underhill 111, 

Cincinllati 
l\Irs. Kiliae" 1\1. \ ·Ill' Rensselae r, 

fI','/v Yor/r 

C.pnj~hl. '$~O. II J . n ...... hl.T< .... ....,Cc>mIl'llU' 
Wln"on·i<.al • ." :"'onh C.",Una 

In reccnt !"I.ol':tlory leSIS, Cmncb 
burned 25% .fl owu than the a'"cr_ 
age of the 15 other of the ]urge,; l_ 
selling hrands Ic_rcd-slowcr rhall 
IIny of them. That means, on tho! 
a'-erugl', A ~JIloking p lus e(l'lul to 

5 EAl'llA S MOKES 
PEIl lJA CK! 

Peggy ulld Nancy arc the duughters of 
Mrs. C. Perry Ul;lld leston of New York and 
Long Island. Among their family ["rheurs 
are a Territorial Governor. a Sccrdury of 
the Treas"ry, a World War generaL .. 

Noted for Illt'i .. S lUIcing 
blond.' /' ''''"ly 
Good companion~. the ]0\"e1y Bcadleston 
~isters are "'"uli)' seen together al deb,,· 
tante pal"ti"., Ib,' liwutrc, polo malches. 
SCI';OIl.'Cycd Pcg~y reads a great deal, 

would like '0 be a writer .. !,\ancy (scalcd 

on orm o/the so/a) is {un· iovino:, Ii~"re· 
skat es heallti !ll]i )" cmnpOHe;; swing 11111";'" 

.,C"m"!. •... "u r i"vorire ei ::U r l'tlf' '' 

T hey agree IhuI: "There's somelhilll: spc
cial about a Camel. It alwa)'~ la_I,'S ju~t 
r ight. Milder Dnd cooler and full of na"or! 
Came! cigarettes are genlle 10 Ihe Ihroa~. 
100 - nOI a bil hur~ll." As Nancy ~uj'~: 
"Well, you'd have to smoke Camels 10 

know how grand Ihey really are!" 

EXTRA MILDNESS EXTRA COOL" ESS EXTRA FLAVOR 

GET THE "EXTRA5" WITH SLOWER-BURNING CAMELS 

cff;{;, ~.1',uet& ~ '0'",td'a c!%tf:teeaJ 
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