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. WE DIDN'T DESERVE TO BE PARENTS!

A Famous Star’s Husband Confesses the Bitter Truth
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m Your editor finds reason for cheer in a writer

whose imagination is streaked with genius, in an

actress of great charm, and in color television

kicked about verbally as mercilessly

as a football. It is another of those
Hollywood excesses we all like to indulge in
so well—like superb! divine! wonderful! un-
believable!

I deliberately looked for a dictionary
meaning of genius. “Extraordinary capacity
for imaginative creation,” I found. It's re-
markable how that fits a friend of mine.

Radio isn’t wont to spew forth genius. Be-
cause it is trying to find ways of pleasing
the most people most of the time, because it
is commercial, because business men run
most of it. Yet there are fertile minds who
manage to get around all the taboos, restric-
tions, and pitfalls carefully built by the
conventional. :

On October fourth a new series of broad-
casts began called Everyman’s Theater.
The opening program starred Alla Nazimova
in a searching drama, “This Lonely Heart.”
That series is the work of Arch Oboler, a
man you would dismiss with a shrug and a
“So what?” if he were pointed out to you
at a party. He is too short, he has too little
hair, too large a head, wears too thick
glasses and talks too distractedly. His one
really good point at parties—a very per-
sonal observation—is his wife, who looks to
be a child bride until you talk to her and dis-
cover a mature woman.

Arch Oboler and neckties were born
enemies, just as Arch and sweatshirts are
boon companions.
Partly because he
likes to shock peo-
ple and partly, I
suspect, to make
people know he is
different, he wears
hideous clothes,
whether he’s in
dignified Radio City
in New York or
studiedly careless
Hollywood.

But Arch fits that
B Happy news—Helen meaning of the
Hayes on the air again. word genius I

GENIUS is a much maltreated word,

B Arch Oboler goes over his script with
Alla Nazimova for Everyman's Theater.

found, for no one I know has a greater capac-
ity for imaginative creation. He wrote me
recently about working with Bette Davis on
some typically difficult-to-act drama he had
written: ‘“Bette has often told me that when
she dies there’s only one person she wants
buried alongside of her, and this is Arch
Oboler, and on my tombstone she wants this
chiseled: ‘He helped drive her there!’”

I recommend to your listening, Every-
man’s Theater by Arch Oboler. Tune in next
Friday at 9:30 on NBC’s Red network.

ELEN HAYES has returned to broadcast-
ing every week. That couldn’t be happier
news to me, for I am as nearly as unquestion-
ing a fan of this actress as any critic ever can
be. She has the power to bring tears to my
eyes with the most simple words. Miss Hayes
broadcasts every Sunday night on CBS.

A CBS wizard, Peter Goldmark, recently
supervised a private showing of color tele-
vision that left a hard boiled audience of
newspaper and magazine sceptics in breath-
less wonder. The scenes we saw flashed on
the screen seemed to have greater clarity
than the usual black and white pictures. They
had depth and warmth and an air of reality
television never had before. For the first
time, I felt really impatient with all the de-
lays that have kept this miracle from be-
coming a common, everyday occurrence.

FRED R. SAMMIS
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the loveliest
thing in make-up

I love the quality of this ex-
quisite new Chi'[’&’m Lipstiek.
Flesh-smooth new texture for
softer contours. Costlier new
perfume that whispers love in
every kiss. Stop at your five-
and-ten for one of these allur- /4
ing new shades. Your choice, &3
only 10¢.

Chifton Ned, Raspberry, Medium, Truo Red

Wm MI-Purpose Cream 10¢

6:_"&,.-:'\#&-\

L love the excellence of this
marvelous cream—so0 new, so
different. It’s the only cream
you need for cleansing, to help
clarify and soften the skin,
and as a perfect foundation.

é/://m Powder 10¢
1

L love this perfect face pow-
der of finer, longer-clinging
texture— shine-proof — cake -
proof—in seven high fashion \
shades:

IRachel, Nutural, Bark Tan, Relge,

Rrunette, Ruse P'etal, Itose lielge
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WHAT DO YOU
WANT TO SAY?
R

FIRST PRIZE
TEN RADIO COMMANDMENTS

. Keep your radio tuned down—

always.

. Consider the neighbors—and the

hour.

. Don't expect to hear it all over

the house—or the street.

. Two radios are better than one

—but let them be far apart.

. Maybe the guests you are enter-
taining don’t like that program.

.Don’t let conversation and radio
run a race—turn one off.

. Don’t monopolize the radio—give

the rest of the family a chance.

. Selectivity of programs counts

most—it gets the best out of radio.

. Don’t find fault with the type of
program Yyour friends like—the
radio is aimed to please everyone.
10. Remember there are times when,

where the radio is concerned—it
is best silent.
—Mrs. A. E. Wilson, Utica, New York.

SECOND PRIZE
"HEAR AMERICA FIRST"

“See America First” is a famous
slogan, but I did even better, I
HEARD America as well. Recently
my family and I took a cross-country
tour, and came back by the coastal
route, therefore seeing a great part
of our lovely country, but with our
radio in the car we heard America
too.

It was most interesting dialing local
stations as we crossed border after
border. Listening to the various types
of music and entertainment to which
different parts of the country re-
sponded, and hearing different local
commentators was like coming to
know the opinion of that particular
locality. The different accents told us
where we were as surely as our road
map.—Curtis Nelson, Bargerton, Ohio.

THIRD PRIZE
A DREAM COMES TRUE

Years before radio became practi-
cable, I used to often remark: “If I
were rich, I would have an orchestra

(Continued on page 69)
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“Politeness has its limits-
| just won’t dance with Peg!”

Every day...and before every date... prevent
Underarm Odor with Mum. Stay popular!

then Mum . . . makes you szre you're safe!

More women use Mum than any other
deodorant—all year 'round. Read why!

MUM IS Quick! Half a minute and-un-
derarms are protected for hours!

MUM 15 SAFEI The Seal of the Ameri-
can Institute of Laundering tells you
Mum is harmless to fabrics. Even after
shaving, Mum won't irritate your skin.

MUM 1S SURE! Without attempting to
stop perspiration Mum prevents odor, all
day or evening. (One reason why men
like Mum, too!) Get Mum today. Mum
helps keep you popular all winter long!

PEG'S tops on first impression—but you
can't be a belle on that! She’s plenty
pretty, but prettiness alone won’t make
a welcome dancing partner—when un-
derarms need Mum!

In winter—when social life is so im-
portant—underarm odor often goes un-
suspected. Those who offend may see no
moisture, yet winter's confining clothes
and indoor heat can actually make the
chance of odor worse. -

After your bath, you’re fresh and
sweet. Then is the time to prevent risk
of future odor with a daily underarm dab
of Mum. A bath for past perspiration,

SUMMER AND WINTER—MUM GUARDS CHARM!

TO HERSELF: (’Q‘\
AND MUYM WONT ‘ﬁ\ 2
<

{ GRAND THAT EVEN |
] AFTER DRESSING, |
- 3 | CAN USE MUM.
_ | MUM DOESNT
/ / HARM FABRICS

LET YOU DOWN. ITS
SO WARM DANCING,
YET I AS FRESH
AS CAN BE

For Sanitary Napkins

Wise women everywbhere pre-
fer Mum for Sanitary Nap-
kin use. It is gentle, Jaf’;,
prevents odor. Avoid embar-

rassment . .. use Mum!

Mum

3

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION



Rage of the Broadway stage and
now singer on Ben Bernie's NBC
show Tuesdays is Carol Bruce.

Right—is it romance between the
Hit Parade maestro, Mark Warnow,
and Helen McGowan, society girl?

you're going to have to spend a
little money next March 29, That's
the date the Federal Communications
Commission has set for changing the
wave-lengths of most American radio
stations. If your receiver doesn’t
have a push-button tuning device the
change won't cost you anything, but
you’ll have to learn the new tunings

to get your favorite stations.

Not quite all the stations will have
new wave-lengths—to be exact, 777
out of a total of 862 will be changed.
All those below the 720-kilocycle
mark will remain as they are now.
The cost of adjusting push-button
sets to bring in the new tunings will
be about $2 per set, according to ra-
dio service men—although in your
home territory it may run a little
higher or a little lower.

£ 3 * *

It's beginning to look like romance
between Mark Warnow, the Hit Pa-
rade maestro, and Helen McGoWan,
New York society girl. They’re be-
ing seen everywhere together—and
Mark recently bought a beautiful new
home on Long Island.

* * *

Ben Bernie’s vocalist on his new
Tuesday-night NBC program is Carol
Bruce, the find of Broadway’s musi-
cal comedy season. Of course you
can’'t see her on the Old Maestro’s
show, but maybe it will help if I tell
you that she’s prettier than anything
a beauty contest ever discovered.

* *

When Mary Margaret McBride
started her daily program on CBS,
Martha Deane left WOR, a New York
station on which she has been a favor-
ite star for a long time. '‘As you may
or may not know, Martha Deane and
Mary Margaret McBride are the same
person, but Mary Margaret McBride
is the name the lady was born with,
while Martha Deane is the one she

4

IE‘ YOU own a push-button radio set

By DAN SENSENEY

took when she began broadcasting
on WOR. And WOR owns the name
of Martha Deane as its exclusive
property. Two years ago, when Mary
Margaret was on CBS (as Mary Mar-
garet) she kept up her’ WOR pro-
gram too, but it was too much of a
strain so this year she was forced to
drop it. The funny thing is that
although WOR owns the name of
Martha Deane it’s no good to them
because listeners know the Deane-
McBride voice so well no other femi-
nine commentator could possibly
take her place and name
*

To celebrate her twentleth birth-
day Marvel Maxwell has acquired
her first automobile—brand new, and
paid for entirely by her earnings as
vocalist of NBC’s Beat the Band

‘program.

* * *

That’s no double you hear singing
occasional Irish tunes in the char-
acter of Frankie McGinnis on NBC's
Gir]l Alone. John Larkin, the Irish
actor who plays Frankie, used to sing
professionally before he got into the
acting business, and he looks forward
to the scripts that require him to
burst into melody.

* * *

Who said Swing was only a pass-
ing fad and was already on the wane?
In a recent New York survey more
than half of all radios checked were
tuned to Swing—thirty-two per cent
to the musical variety and thirty-
nine per cent to the Swing who is a
news analyst and whose first names
are Raymond Gram.

* * *

CINCINNATI — There’s nothing
Michael Hinn, newscaster on Cincin-
nati’s station WLW, admires as much
as enthusiasm for one’s job. Yet

even he has to admit that sometimes
enthusiasm carries you too far. For
ilggtgance, take the night of August 30,

If you know your modern history,
you remember that was the day be-
fore Europe plunged into war. In

WLW’s newsroom, men clustered
about the teletype machines, watch-
ing every new dispatch from abroad
as it appeared. Nobody watched
more closely than Michael Hinn, be-
cause he was to go on the air at
8:15 the next morning and he wanted
to tell his listeners the full story of
what was happening. All night long
he stayed up, watching the news ma-
chines and listening to short-wave
broadcasts from London, Paris and
Berlin. By 5:30 in the morning he
had his story. It was to be war.

Michael was tired. He decided that
a half-hour’s rest before writing his
script would do him a world of good,
so he set an alarm clock and lay
down on a cot in an unused studio.
And the next thing he knew, some-
one was shaking him and saying,
“Wake up. It’s 8:25. You’ve missed
your broadcast.”

That’s how Michael Hinn failed to
be on the air with the biggest news
story of the decade. Too much en-
thusiasm.

Michael’s life has been anything
but dull. Born in the lumber and
mining town of Virginia, in northern
Minnesota, he went through gram-
mar school in a little one-room
schoolhouse. His high school years
he divided among five cities, from
Canada to the Gulf of Mexico. Then
he managed two years at the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin, working his way
at jobs that varied from orchestra
leader to waiter.

After college he went on a road-
mining expedition, was foreman of a
road construction crew, drove a truck
and a tractor and finally tried his

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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Michael Hinn is WLW's newscaster.

hand at newspaper reporting and
advertising. Somewhere along the
line he learned to fly an airplane,
which had been his ambition ever
since he was thirteen. That’s im-
portant, because whatever Michael
wants he eventually gets. He wanted
an airplane, and now he has one. He
wanted to marry Helen Diller, singer
with the WLW’s Boone County Jam-
boree, and now she’s Mrs. Hinn.

* * *
SALT LAKE CITY—It's quite a
change from staying up all night to
getting up before sunrise, but Charlie

Charlie Buck wakens KDYL listeners.

Buck, station KDYL’s human alarm |
clock, says it’s a beneficial one.
Charlie has a whole hour and a
half of the station’s time to himself,
to broadcast anything he likes, at the
start of every day. Just now, the first
(Continued on page 68)
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DOESN'T MAKE YOU RICH

A sure way to fatten your
pocketbook is to wad money up in
bunches. But folded bills buy just
as much...and are lots less bulky!

Elementary? Certainly! And for
just that same reason Kotex sani-
tary napkins are made with a soft
folded center! This naturally makes
Kotex less bulky than napkins made
with loose, wadded fillers!

Snap your fingers at worry! For
safety’s sake, an improved new type of
moisture-resistant material is now placed
between the soft folds of every Kotex
pad ...

And that’s not all! Kotex has flat, form-
fitting ends that never show...never make
ugly bulges. ..the way napkins with thick,
stubby ends so often do!

FEEL its new sofiness
PROVE its new safety

COMPARE iis new, flatter ends

Kotex® comes in three sizes, too!
Unlike most napkins, Kotex comes in three
different sizes — Super — Regular — Junior.
(So you may vary the size pad to suit
different days' needs.)

All 3 sizes of Kotex have soft, folded
centers...flat, tapered ends...and moisture-
resistant “safety panels”. And all 3 sizes
sell for the same low price!

»Trade Mark Rex. U. 8. I'ac. Off



- We didn't deserve f
to be Purents

WAS paying a personal visit to

Hits and More Hits, Ed Martin’s

music-publishing house, the day
Doris walked into my life.

I was proud of myself for
making that visit. Ed Martin had
given me my start in radio. I
graduated from playing accompani-
ments and copying music there to
my first radio-spot; and from then
on the ride was like a toboggan-
slide in reverse—up very fast.

Now that I was a radio singing-
star, I liked to sweep into Ed’s big,
dingy premises off Broadway and
act like the Crown Prince in a
musical film—you know, the glad
hand to Ed, big-eyed secretaries
peeking in for a look at the great
Don Blaine, song-pluggers snapping
up a kind nod. Yes, I thought a lot
of myself. Life had been good to
me, and too quickly.

Well, later I tried out some of
Ed’s latest music and then the ac-
companist was called away, leaving
me alone in the rehearsal cubby-
hole. A sound made me look up.
A girl stood in the doorway.

She was just above middle
height, slim, with blonde hair under
a funny little hat. She had the
biggest, dreamiest eyes I had ever
seen. She also had a determined
little chin, which was more of an
index to her character than her
eyes. But I didn’t know that then.

“Hello!” 1 said.

‘“Hello!” Soprano, with nice low
glints in the voice. “Could you go
over a couple of these new numbers
with me?” she said.

She didn’t recognize the great
Don Blaine. She was taking me
for an accompanist here. I grinned.
‘Delighted!”

6

Her voice was like a flute
heard in a dream. That’s the
only way I can describe it.
While I caressed the keys
and she sang, the accom-
panist stuck his head in and
I shooed him out behind her
back.

‘““Bravo, bravissimo!” I
said when she finished.

“Thank you. May I take
this number along with me?”
she said earnestly. “I want to
study it.”

I thought I'd have some fun.
“Sorry. It’s the only copy avail-
able. But you may copy it if you
like. Here’'s some music-paper and
a nice loaded fountain-pen.”

“Um,” she said. She made slow
work of the job, her blue eyes nar-
rowed, her fresh lips tight. I let
her struggle for a while, painfully
putting down note for note. Then
I said, “Here!” and I nonchalantly
flashed down the music, just
streamed it across the paper. Her
blue eyes got bigger.

“You big show-off!” she said.
“You let me wear my fingers off
while all the time you could do
this!”

Just then Ed came in and said,
“Mr. Blaine!” and she blinked.
“Oh—Don Blaine!” she said.

“What'll it be now, Mademoiselle,
tea or cocktails?”

Her little chin lifted. “Neither,
till you finish copying out this num-
ber,” she said firmly.

And T did it, note for note, while
Ed guffawed.

That was in May. By September
I'd introduced her to the agency
that paid me my salary for starring
on the Gilman Coffee Hour, she’d

i

7



B “You can keep the boy from
now on," she scicf "I've had just
about enough of caring for him."

® Had they the right to
bring a child into a marriage
that was already a failure?
—a story of a radio wife
who took a desperate

chance, and a husband

whom love made a weakling

been auditioned, and she was mak-
ing her debut on the program,
singing duets with me. She was
wonderful. The sponsor thought
so, the listeners thought so, and I
thought so. We were married in
December.

Funny, how differently marriage
affects people. Ours made Doris
more earnest and ambitious than
ever in her life. It brought out all
the softness in me. To tell the
truth, I never was very fond of
hard work and now I was too darn
happy to start slaving. Life was so
full of pleasanter things that it
seemed a waste of time to work.

“Don, you really don’t have to
go in for those long cocktail ses-
sions with the boys every after-
noon. You don’t need that kind of
popularity, and it doesn’t help your
voice, either,” Doris would say.

“Can I help it if I have social
gifts? Come here, woman,” I'd
reply. And pulling her onto my
knee, I'd hold her soft form close
and kiss her until she relaxed in
my arms. And then she’d jump
right up and say, ‘“We’re late to
that rehearsal. Come on.”

“Oh, darling, we could sing those
duets in our sleep!”

“That’s just what people will
think we’re doing!”

Doris was willing to make any
sacrifice for her career. She was in
bed at ten, up at six for a day of
exercise, light breakfast, voice in-
struction, scales and vocal exercises,
lunch, riding in the park, rest,
language instruction and diction,
rehearsal—whew! My idea of sing-
ing was to open your mouth and
let the notes come out. So while she
worked, (Continued on page 75)
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We didn't deserve
to be parents A

WAS paying a personal visit to

Hits and More Hits, Ed Martin’s

music-publishing house, the day
Doris walked into my life.

1 was proud of myself for
making that visit. Ed Martin had
given me my start in radio. I
graduated from playing accompani-
ments and copying music there to
my first radio-spot; and from then
on the ride was like a toboggan-
slide in reverse—up very fast.

Now that I was a radio singing-
star, I liked to sweep into Ed's big,
dingy premises off Broadway and
act like the Crown Prince in a
musical film—you know, the glad
hand to Ed, big-eyed secretaries
peeking in for a look at the great
Don Blainc, song-pluggers snapping
up a kind nod. Yes, I thought a lot
of myself. Life had been good to
me, and too quickly.

Well, later I tried out some of
Ed's latest music and then the ac-
companist was called away, leaving
me alone in the rehearsal cubby-
hole. A sound made me look up.
A girl stood in the doorway.

She was just above middle
height, slim, with blonde hair under
a funny little hat. She had the
biggest, dreamiest eyes 1 had ever
seen. She also had a determined
little chin, which was more of an
index to her character than her
eyes. But I didn't know that then.

“Hello!” 1 said.

“Hello!" Soprano, with nice low
glints in the voice. “Could you go
over a couple of these new numbers
with me?" she said.

She didn't recognize the great
Don Blaine. She was taking me
for an accompanist here. | grinned.
“Delighted!"

6

Her voice was like a flute
heard in a dream. That's the
only way I can describe it.
While I caressed the keys
and she sang, the accom-
panist stuck his head in and
1 shooed him out behind her
back.

“Bravo, bravissimo!" I
said when she finished.

“Thank you. May I take
this number along with me?”
she said earnestly. “I want to
study it.”

1 thought I'd have some fun.
“Sorry. It's the only copy avail-
able. But you may copy it if you
like. Here's some music-paper and
a nice loaded fountain-pen.”

“Um,” she said. She made slow
work of the job, her blue eyes nar-
rowed, her fresh lips tight. 1 let
her struggle for a while, painfully
putting down note for note. Then
1 said, “Here!” and I nonchalantly
flashed down the music, just
streamed it across the paper. Her
blue eyes got bigger.

“You big show-off!" she said.
“You let me wear my fingers off
while all the time you could do
this!”

Just then Ed came in and said,
“Mr. Blaine!” and she blinked.
“Oh—Don Blaine!" she said.

“What'll it be now, Mademoiselle,
tea or cocktails?

Her little chin lifted. “Neither,
till you finish copying out this num-
ber,” she said firmly.

And I did it, note for note, while
Ed guffawed.

That was in May. By September
I'd introduced her to the agency
that paid me my salary for starring
on the Gilman Coffee Hour, she'd
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2 Had they the right to
bring a chilg intoq Marriage
that was already q failure?
=9 story of a radio wife
who took q desperate
chance, and ¢ husband

whom love made a weakling

been auditioned, and she was mak-
ing her debut on the program,
singing duets with me. She was
wonderful. The sponsor thought
50, the listeners thought so, and 1
thought so. We were married in
December.

Funny, how differently marriage
affects people. Ours made Doris
more earnest and ambitious than
ever in her life. It brought out all
the softness in me. To tell the
truth, I never was very fond of
hard work and now I was too darn
happy to start slaving. Life was s0
full of pleasanter things that it
seemed a waste of time to work.

'Don, you really don't have to
go in for those long cocktail scs:
sions with the boys every after-
noon. You don’t need that kind of
popularity, and it doesn’t help your
voice, eithér,” Doris would say.

Can I help it if I have social
gifts? Come here, woman,” 1'd
reply. And pulling her onto my
knee, I'd hold her soft form close
and kiss her until she relaxed in
my arms. And then she’d jump
right up and say, “We're late to
that rehearsal. Come on.”

«QOh, darling, we could sing those
duets in our sleep!” :

“That's just what people will
think we're doing!”

Doris was willing to make any
sacrifice for her carcer. She was in
bed at ten, up at six for a day of
light breakfast, voice in-

exercise, )
struction, scales and vocal exercises,
lunch, riding in the park, rest,

struction and diction,

hew! My idea of smg;
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ing was to open your moutl

le(g the notes come out. So while ’729

worked, (Continued on page 15)
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 HAPPY YEAR

Happy Year, presented here for the first time in story form, was an original radio script by Arch

Oboler and was presented on the Good News program with Claudette Colbert starring In the role of Mary.

diffidently; he was City Prose-
cutor and his work took him
more often into the abodes of the
devil than the House of God.
The shadows closed about him as
- he edged himself clumsily into a
pew far to the side and rear of the
nave. A wedding, a very small
wedding, was going on at the altar.
He could hear nothing of what was
said, but he could watch. The
bridal couple stood, solemn and
straight, with their backs to him;
another couple, the witnesses, were
a little to one side. Besides the

JIM CRAIG entered the church

minister and Craig himself, these
were the only people in the church.
A very small and unimportant wed-
ding indeed.

Craig looked at the boy and girl

at the altar with interest. It was a
whole year since he’d seen them.
Had those twelve months, he won-
dered, been all the girl had said
they would be? But just then she
turned, smiling at the boy and
holding her hand out for the ring
to be placed on it, and as Craig saw
her delicate profile, he knew the
answer to his question.

A year could be a long time, he
reflected, or it could be very short.
For instance, it certainly didn’t
seem very long ago that this girl,
this Mary Ryan, had burst into his
office at City Hall, looking small
and scared and yet defiant.

He’d asked her to sit down, he
remembered, but she’d said, trying
to hide her nervousness behind a
brusque manner, that she preferred

to stand if he didn’t mind.

“I won’t take long,” she said. “I
just wanted to tell you that Ed
Blake didn’t steal the money from
the Stone-Hall Company.”

A chuckle shook Jim Craig’s big
frame. “Now, Miss Ryan,” he said.
“Please! Every time a good looking
young man is arrested for embezzle-
ment, sooner or later his sweetheart
turns up and tries to say she did it.
Don’t you be like that!’”

“I'm not Ed Blake’s sweetheart!”
she snapped. “He doesn’t mean a
thing to me.”

Craig, a skeptical smile on his
square face, said, “You expect me
to believe that Ed Blake means
nothing to you, and yet you’re will-
ing to admit to a felony which
means a year in the penitentiary?”

m "Well,” he said, "which one
of you took that money? Re-
member, | want a confession
that'll stand up in courh"



m A drama of intense devotion
as stirring as you've ever heard
broadcast, of a girl who offered
twelve months of her life as a
sacrifice to the man she loved

“I can’t let him go to jail for something I did!”

Still not believing her for a minute, Craig said
to himself that young Blake was lucky to have a
girl like this so nuts over him she was willing to
go to prison. She had looks, and even in her cheap
tailored suit she had distinction.

“Blake made a complete confession yesterday,”
he said shortly.

“Confession! How could he confess? I took the
money! Can’t you get that through your head?”
Evidently she thought that by reiterating her
statement, as loudly as possible, she would add
conviction to it. Craig could have told her, but
didn’t, how wrong she was. Instead, he said, “All
right, all right! Take it easy.” He flipped a switch
and spoke into a box on his desk. ‘“Miss Thorne,
have that Blake boy brought up here.”

Almost before the words were out of his mouth
Mary Ryan was protesting wildly, “No, don’t do
that! Don’t bring him in here! I don’t want to see
him—isn’t it enough that I told you I took the
money ?”

“No, it isn’t enough!” Craig was stern now.
‘“Blake confessed yesterday that he embezzled
three hundred dollars from the Stone-Hill Com-
pany. Now you confess too! Well, I'm going to
get the facts.” .

Her big, tragic eyes studied him for a second.
“Mr. Craig—please!” she said. “Let me be alone
with him just a few minutes, before you talk to
him.”

“Huh?” he said, unprepared for a change in
tactics. He did like this girl-—she was so young,
and so transparently honest. A rotten liar, and
working so hard at it!

“Yes,” she stumbled on. “You see, I—I know
why he confessed. He works at the desk next to
mine in the office and—and of course he knows I
took the money. I mean, he thinks he’s helping
me by saying he took it—but if I was alone
with him a little while (Continued on page 74)

Hiustration by D. F. Coell
Copyright by Arch Oboler

This material cannot be used without
permission of the copyright owner
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B A pair of overalls with the bot-
toms turned up will make clean-
ing up the garden walk easier.

F course, you want to be well
O dressed. Nor is it vanity

that causes this desire. It’s
simple self-respect, plus a healthy
feminine instinct; and the fact that
in general American women are
the best dressed in the world, is
something to take a national
pride in.

But did you ever think of this:
Being well dressed begins at home?

I got a real shock the other day
when I read the report of a census-
taker who rang thousands of door-
bells all over the country. Mrs.
America, the report said, simply
lets herself go in her own home.
When she’s clearing up the break-
fast dishes, or rearranging those
top shelves, she’s all too apt to
present a very unlovely appear-
ance. She is making the most com-
mon beauty blunder of all.

Of course, it’s a very real tempta-
tion to wear just any old thing
about the house—limp, much-
laundered dresses, run-over shoes,
anything so long as it’s comfortable.

10

But you can be just as comfortable,
and still look “special.”

All of us need to look and feel a
little “special,” even when there’s
no one else around. We're on ex-
hibition to ourselves, every minute
of the day, and we need to play up
to our audiences. The way we look
makes all the difference in the
world to the way we feel.

After all, for most of us, a home

is a woman’s life, her career. The
home is where a woman spends

® You'll look trim and smart in the
new, picturesque jumper dresses
when you answer the door bell.

most of her time. She owes it to
herself, in those long hours of
home-making, to keep up her spirits
by presenting—even if only to her-
self—an appearance that's attrac-
tive, gay, pleasant. You’d really be
surprised to know how much more
easily even the most irksome of
household tasks can be accom-
plished when you know that you’re
performing them in an outfit that
does you credit.

By HELEN MENKEN

Star of Second Husband, heard over CBS
Tuesday nights at 7:30, sponsored by Bayer Aspirin.

And, nowadays, it's so easy to
wear attractive clothes every minute
of the day! There is such a wide
variety of well-made, inexpensive
outfits to choose from that no wo-
man of even a modest income can
be excused for failing to look
“dressed-up” in the home as well
as out of it.

Why not wear three outfits a
day?—cleaning-up . clothes in the
morning, a slightly more formal
change in the afternoon, and then,
of course, one or two very special
effects to don just before dinner.
Every woman wants to look per-
fect for her husband, even if she is
the best cook in the world besides.
And don’t be fooled for a minute.
The man-in-your-life doesn’t fail
to notice, though sometimes he may
not say anything.

Let’s just go through a day-in-
the-home, with attention to these
three .outfits.

® You'll feel and look "special”
in slacks when painting—and the
bandana will hide those curlers.

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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MOST WOMEN MAKE

m Have you been overlooking the true importance of being attractive

every minute of the day, no matter what you're doing? Radio’s best

dressed star proves it is amazingly simple always to look your best

First, the cleaning-up clothes.
Slacks, you know, are your privi-
lege, and they can be terribly
smart. Cotton twills, for instance,
that launder in a flash. I simply
live in them myself. And you can
do any kind of work in them—
scrub floors, wash windows, even
paint!

Of course, slacks should be care-
fully fitted, and so should shorts.
Some of the ones you've seen on
the beach, for instance—but you've
seen them yourself! In many cases,
a few tricks with a needle might
have saved them.

Let's say that even .well-fitted
slacks or shorts are all wrong for
you. Well, then, you can get all
kinds of a picturesque effect with
jumper dresses and starched pina-
fores. Or regular Farmer Jones
overalls, for that matter. Still an-
other idea is a trim maid’s uniform.
You can slip it on or off in a second,
it will launder perfectly, and always
look trim and smart.

If you must keep your hair up
in curlers, wear a gay scarf around
your head. Or—particularly with
the overalls—a bright Mammy'’s
bandana, tied in a perky bow at
the top. And remember you take
on the color of your clothes, so if
the housework gets you down, be
sure to wear something lively. I’ve
found that pink perks me up, yel-
low makes me gay, and red always
gets things done.

The main thing to bear in mind
when you’re selecting your clean-
ing-up clothes (and when you're
selecting all your other clothes,
too, as far as that goes) is that
they must “do something for you,”
they must be practical for use to
which you (Continued on page 70)

DECEMBER, 1940

B Nine ways to make one smart, well fitted basic dress into several
new and charming costumes—simply add one or more of these modern I
accessories such as the handsome leopard collar (a) with matching
bows on shoes (d} and hat (e}: or a stunning bag (i} with match-
ing buttons {c) and belt (g): or the latest costume jewelry (b-f-h).
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[Nt ABBOTTS

t was only a misunderstand-
ing, and | forgot it whe
he took me into his arm

B Here is a story designed to help you get better acquainted

with a family that's new to the air.

You can listen to their

further adventures Monday through Friday ot 4:15, E.S.T., on"

CB8S, in a dramatic serial sponsored by the makers of New Nucoa.

But I wonder. I wonder if real

love doesn’t always see past
the externals, into the heart. It
seemed to me that I was in love
with John Abbott eighteen years
ago, when we were married, but I
know now that I was not, and that
simply because love was not there,
I was blind.

I’ve been thinking about these
things because Allen Thompson was
here tonight for dinner, and seeing
him took me back to those days. I
suppose Allen realizes the part he
played in John’s life and mine. I
wish he didn’t. I am ashamed to

l(-)VE is blind,” the old adage says.

have him know it.
John and I were married very
suddenly, a few months after he

John: "l must do what | know is right."”
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graduated from the State Univer-
sity. We thought we knew each
other very well, because we had
been children together, but as a
matter of fact we were almost com-
plete strangers. For four years be-
fore our marriage, while John was
in college and I was in a different
college and then teaching in a pub-
lic school, we hadn’t seen each
other at all. And four years can
change young people a great deal.

John had come back to town for
a few days to settle up some final
details connected with his father’s
estate, and then he planned to go
on to New York and begin a career
as a writer. But as he told me the
night he asked me to marry him,
something happened when he re-
turned to the little town where we
had played as children.

“I just don’t want to leave,” he
said, worrying a blade of grass be-
tween his long fingers and stum-

bling over the words as he tried to
explain. “This—this is where I
grew up, Emmy. It's where I be-
long. Here, where you live close
to the land and the weather is
something more than a bulletin in
the daily paper. I feel as if my
roots were here. I'd be lost in a
city.”

“Then why don’t you
John?” I said gently.

“I want to. But that isn’t all I
want.” We were sitting on the brow
of a hill overlooking town. It was
a moonlit night, and the lights
down in the streets looked pale and
far away. John’s serious, intent
face, with its long jaw and high
cheekbones, was very close to mine.
“I want you to marry me, Emmy.”

I had hoped he would ask me
that. In the few days since we had
met for the second time I had dis-
covered all over again how much
John meant to me. But before I

stay,
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could answer he spoke again, rather
hurriedly.

I understand now why John felt
he had to tell me about Vee Stew-
art. Oh, I understand so many

things now that I didn’t then! But
at the time I wished he hadn’t. The
Vee Stewart incident wasn’t im-
portant, really, but it hurt me to
think that he had ever cared for
someone else, even a little.

She was a girl he’d known in
college during his senior year, a
freshman who had done illustra-
tions for the college magazine of
which he was editor. She planned
to leave our State University the
next year and study in New York,
and that was partly why John had
wanted to go there too—not to
marry her, for they hadn’t seriously
discussed love or marriage, but
simply to be with her.

It all sounded like one of those
love-affairs that suddenly flower in

DECEMBER, 1940

college, come to nothing, and as
suddenly are forgotten once the
people concerned are out of the
atmosphere which fostered them. I
thought it was rather ridiculous of
John even to mention it. What I
did not realize was that Vee Stew-
art represented for him a world
foreign to our quiet mid-western
community, a world of artists and
writers and famous people and
sophistication. That was why she
was important to him. And his
deeply ingrained honesty would not
permit him to keep silent about
anything that seemed important.
It was only a minor misunder-
standing on my part, and no mis-
understanding at all on John’s, and
I forgot it when he took me in his
arms. We were married soon after.
We didn’t have much money—
John’s small inheritance had been
invested so that it brought in a few
hundred dollars a year, and I had

m She faced him, her heart
pounding with anger at this
husband she'd never under-
stood. Howmanywomenlose
Emmy's chance to learn what

kind of men they truly love?

a little that I'd saved in two years
of teaching—but it didn’t seem to
matter much. Not then, at any
rate.

We looked for a house, and found
one that was much too old, and
much too big, and frightfully
gloomy. But the rent was low, and
that was the important thing.

John didn’t intend to give up his
writing, and after the first magical
glow of being married had sub-
sided a little, he seftled down in
front of his noisy old typewriter
and began to turn out short stories
—much to the amusement of my
parents.

Dad and Mother approved of the
marriage thoroughly, for they liked
John. But Dad had worked hard

Emmy: "I thought | loved John then .
13
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graduated from the State Univer-
sity. We thought we knew each
other very well, because we had
been children together, but as a
matter of fact we were almost com-
plete strangers. For four years be-
fore our marriage, while John was
in college and I was in a different
college and then teaching in a pub-
lic school, we hadn’'t seen each
other at all.  And four years can
change young people a great deal,

John had come back to town for
a few days to settle up some final
details connected with his father's
estate, and then he planned to go
on to New York and begin a carcer
as a writer. But as he told me the
night he asked me to marry him,
something happened when he re-
turned to the little town where we
had played as children.

“1 just don’t want to leave,” he
said, worrying a blade of grass be-
tween his long fingers and stum-
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forgot it v,
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bling over the words as he tried to
explain. “This—this is where I
grew up, Emmy. It's where I be-
long. Here, where you live close
to the land and the weather is
something more than a bulletin in
the daily paper. I feel as if my
roots were here. I'd be lost in a
city.”

“Then why don’t you stay,
John?” I said gently.

“I want to. But that isn’t all I
want,” We were sitting on the brow
of a hill overlooking town. It was
a moonlit night, and the lights
down in the streets looked pale and
far away. John's serious, intent
face, with its long jaw and high
cheekbones, was very close to mm‘f;
“I want you to marry me, Emmy.

I had hoped he would ask me
that. In the few days since we had
met for the second time I had dis-
covered all over again how much
John meant to me. But before I
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could answer he spoke again, rather
hurriedly.

I understand now why John felt
he had to tell me about Vee Stew-
art. Oh, I understand so many
things now that I didn’t then! But
at the time I wished he hadn't. The
Vee Stewart incident wasn't im-
portant, really, but it hurt me to
think that he had ever cared for
Someone else, even a little.

She was a girl he'd known in
college during his senior year, a
freshman who had done illustra-
tions for the college magazine of
which he was editor., She planned
fo leave our State University the
ext year and study in New York,
and that was partly why John had
Wanted to go there too—not to
Marry her, for they hadn’t seriously
Scussed love or marriage, but
Simply to be with her.

" 1t an sounded like one of those
OVe-affairs that suddenly flower in
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college, come to nothing, and as
suddenly are forgotten once the
people concerned are out of the
atmosphere which fostered them. [
thought it was rather ridiculous of
John even to mention it. What I
did not realize was that Vee Stew-
art represented for him a world
foreign to our quiet mid-western
community, a world of artists and
writers and famous people 4pd
sophistication. That was why sﬁle
was important to him. And his
deeply ingrained honesty would not
permit him to keep silent about
anything that seemed impqrtanl.
It was only a minor misunder-
standing on my part, and no mis-
understanding at all on John s, an_d
1 forgot it when he took me in his
arms. We were married soon after.
We didn't have much money—
John's small inheritance h_ad been
invested so that it brought in a few
hundred dollars a year, and [ had
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a little that I'd saved in two years
of teaching—but it didn't seem to
matter much. Not then, at any
rate.

We looked for a house, and found
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Eloomy. But the rent was low, and
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John didn't intend to give up his
writing, and after the first magical
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sided a little, he scttled down in
front of his noisy old typewriter
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Dad and Mother approved of the
marriage thoroughly, for they liked
John. But Dad had worked hard
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all his life, building up a small
grocery business; about a year be-
fore my marriage he sold the store
and retired, with enough to live on
comfortably. He simply couldn’t
understand that writing could be
work fit for a grown man. I'm
ashamed to admit that I shared his
view, in my heart.

LL of the stories John wrote
and mailed out that summer
came back. Our little store of
money dwindled, and no more was
coming in. I would see John bent
over his typewriter—tapping away
for a moment, then staring off into
space, then tapping out a few more
words—and against my will I
would feel that he was wasting his
time, and that it would be much
better if he would find a job and
keep his writing for a spare-time
pursuit.

The time came, soon enough,
when he was forced to do exactly
that.

In September, the doctor told me
I was going to have a baby. Walk-
ing home through the tree-shaded
streets after my visit to his office, 1
dreaded telling John. It meant the
end of our honeymoon—such a
short honeymoon! But in a way, I
admitted to myself, it was a good
thing. Surely John would realize
now that with this new responsibil-
ity he must really go to work.

He realized it, but in a way that
surprised me. I had expected him
to be at least a little sorry that a
baby was coming so soon. Instead,
he was overjoyed. The happiness
in his eyes when I told him was
genuine, sincere, and it was he who
first remarked that now he’d have
to go out and get a job. ‘“What this
family needs now is some ready
cash!” he said, and a week later
he’d gone to work as a clerk in Vin
Miller’s drug store on Main Street.
It was like him, when he once de-
cided to get a job, to take the first
one that came along, without stop-
ping to think that a college gradu-
ate should be able to do better.

I don’t quite know how we got
through the winter that followed.
The big black furnace in our cellar
gobbled up ton after ton of coal,
and refused to give more than a
trickle of warmth in return. Both
John and 1 developed colds that
wouldn’t be shaken off, and the
doctor pursed his lips and warned
me that I'd have to gain more
weight if I expected to have a
healthy baby.

We gave up trying to heat the
whole house and spent most of our
waking hours in the kitchen, close
to the stove, John at his type-
writer and I sewing. It was like a
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gift from heaven when one of
John'’s stories that he’d written in
the summer was unexpectedly ac-
cepted by a magazine which sent us
a check for a hundred dollars.

Winter ended at last, and one
May evening .Dr. Evans came to
our house in a hurry. When he left,
John and I were the parents not of
one baby, but of two—twin boy
and girl whom we named Jack and
Barbara.

John was like a child himself
with them. He could never get
enough of looking at them, touching
them, admiring them, wondering
whether they would be light like
me or dark like him. It amused me
to see how careful he was in car-
ing for them—he was as expert as
I was myself.

Looking back now, I'm shocked
to see how frequently I criticized
John, in my own thoughts—for

c AT Mo

Dinah Shore writes a
song . . . and you sing it.
Watch for
HOLD YOUR HEART

Composed by Eddie Can-
tor’'s lovely singing star
and published complete
in the
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wanting to write, for telling me
about Vee Stewart, for accepting a
clerk’s job instead of looking for
something higher in the social and
financial scale, for loving the chil-
dren so much that he was willing
to perform menial and un-manly
tasks for them. I thought that none
of these criticisms was important
enough to affect my love for him,
but I see now that they were all
like the tiny rivulets of water that
can wear away the hardest stone.
Taken together, they were gradu-
ally altering my feeling for John.

None of them angered me as
much, though, as something that
happened the first summer after the
twins’ birth. John came home one
noon - simmering with enthusiasm

and announced that we were going
to build a house of our own so we
wouldn’t have to spend another
winter in that draughty, cold old
place.

For a moment I thought he was
joking. But he told me he’d been
thinking about it for several days,
and now it was all settled.

“We’ll liquidate my inheritance,
and use that money for a down pay-
ment. And George Brighton, at the
bank, says he’ll take a first mort-
gage on the house and advance the
rest.” :

“But John—we can’t afford to
burden ourselves with a responsi-
bility like that!¥ I cried. “We can’t
possibly keep up the payments—

and we use up every cent of the.

income from your inheritance now.”

He saw the anger in my face, and
put his arm around me. “We’ll
make out some way, dear. I only
know that we can’t spend another
winter here—not with the children
—and there isn’t a decent house in
town at a rent that’s much lower
than the payments we’d have to
make on a new one.”

Well, that was true, as I saw
when he outlined George Brighton’s
plan and I compared the figures
with the rents I had been asked on
my house-hunting tours. And about
that time John got a small raise at
the drug-store. All the same, 1
felt we were making a mistake, and
it rankled that John hadn’t talked
things over with me before going
ahead with his plan. But then my
natural feminine desire for a bright
new house began to get the better
of me, and although I was still
dubious I more or less gave my
consent.

We selected a lot, signed a great
many papers, and watched work-
men begin laying the foundation.

I mentioned John’s raise at the
store. He had been working for
Vin Miller almost a year now, and
Vin had decided to take things easy,
leaving John to manage the store
with the help of a registered phar-
macist to make up prescriptions, and
Crane, Vin’s son, who had just
graduated from high school. Crane
was a dark, handsome boy, very
popular with the young people in
town, but I didn’t like him very
well. There was something sly
and slick about his manner, 1
thought. John said 1 was wrong;
that he wasn’t any too fond of
work but was “a good kid at heart.”

Bluff, quick-tempered old Vin,
who was a widower, adored the boy
and was grateful to John because
he could be trusted to run the store
and teach Crane the business.

Of course, there was no hope
that John (Continued on page 59)
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8 A new network and o new sponsor-—but Portland still con-
/ tinues as feminine stooge for her husband, Fred Allen. She
' considers January 25, 1910 the luckiest day in her life, for
that's the day on which she was born, and admits she's been *
lucky ever since, especially in having met and married Fred
! twelve years ago. The Allens spent the summer in Hollywood
while Fred's new picture, with Jack Benny, "Love Thy Neighbor,"
was being filmed by Paramount. In New York now, they spend
Wednesday nights at nine on the CBS Texaco Star Theater.
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@ Ann and George Sherman
in a musical session with Dad.

F you have read your magazines,
I perused your daily paper or been

to the movies, you doubtless
conceive of a radio gag writer and
comedian as a wild-eyed, nail-
chewing bundle of frazzled nerves
who works all night surrounded by
cigarette stubs, mumbles laugh
lines experimentally to himself all
day and is perpetually dashing in
and out of the studios, always late.

That’s the standard picture. All
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‘@ Mrs. Sherman doesn't mind
when Rans goes domestic.

By BILL PERRON

it takes is Ransom Sherman to
knock it into a cocked hat.

For Rans, the comic of the NBC
Club Matinee program (sharing

- this assignment with Garry Moore),

has reduced comedy to a business
and put side-splitting on a sched-
ule. So far as Mrs. Sherman is con-
cerned, he might be employed by
the Consolidated Kitchenware Com-

® Presenting two stars with
but a single thought: your
amusement six afternoons a
week. On your left, Ransom
husband, father,

Sherman,

serious citizen, jokester

M Ann takes special pride in
working alongside of father.

pany, because he manages to be a
first-rank radio star and keep regu-
lar hours—and daytime hours at
that—day in and day out.

For instance, who ever heard of
a radio comedian getting up at
seven o’clock in the morning? Yet
Sherman does, every day. He does
it in order to begin his day’s work,
writing funny lines that the NBC-
Blue network a few days later will
carry to (Continued on page 71)
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® On your right, meet the

other half of NBC's irre-

_ sistible pair—Garry Moore

who gets up at three every
morning and yet manages to

stay very happily married

MAGINE a husband who goes to
bed at midnight, gets up at 3:00
a.m., goes back to bed at 9:00

and finally gets up for good at
10:45, except on Thursdays, when
he makes up for a whole week’s de-
ficiency in sleep by snoozing from
midnight until 4:00 p.m. the next
day. Yet that’s the routine of
Garry Moore, the NBC comedian
who shares Club Matinee honors
with Ransom Sherman, and Mrs.
Moore doesn’t seem to mind. After
all, he does feed the baby at 6:00,
doesn’t he?

Almost the exact opposite of
Ransom Sherman in everything ex-
cept laughter-producing ability is
the 25-year-old Moore, who runs
Club Matinee three days a week
over the NBC-Blue network.
Whereas Sherman works on a day-
time schedule similar to that of a
conscientious book-keeper, Moore
insists on pounding out his wit-
ticisms in the wee small hours of
the morning.

Garry says it all started acci-
dentally several months ago, in the
following manner:

It was during the craze for identi-
fying the non-existent Yehudi,
when Garry happened to wake up
one morning before dawn. Perhaps
his subconscious mind had been at

DECEMBER, 1940

By RAY KEYS

work, but anyway, he woke up tell-
ing himself that “Yehudi is the man
who turns off the electric light in
the refrigerator when you close the
door.”

Ha—a gag! Fearing he might
forget it if he went back to sleep,
and gags being pretty scarce these
days, Moore rushed to his type-
writer and wrote it down. He sud-
denly realized that everything was
quiet. Nothing to interrupt his
work. That young son of his was
asleep, so Daddy couldn’t play with
him. Why not write the entire
show for the next Club Matinee
program right then? That’'s what
happened and it’s been going on
ever since, although Garry claims
that the birds bother him some-
times with their early morning
songs.

His unorthodox method of sleep-
ing and working hasn’t upset
either his disposition or his health.
He’s gained 18 pounds since he
started it, and claims he still keeps
more regular hours than when he
was broadcasting over KWK in St.
Louis.

“I used to lock myself in a hotel
room for three days at a stretch,”
he explains, “eating nothing but

sandwiches and milk.” That, how-
ever, ended when he became ill and
was found to be suffering from mal-
nutrition. Now he’s a married man
and isn’'t allowed to do anything
that silly—unless you consider go-
ing to bed at midnight and getting
up at 3:00 a.m. silly.

Many of the listeners who follow
Garry Moore’s mirthful way don’t
know that for some ten years, he
battled long and hard to find some
other niche than the fun corner in
the show business. When he was a
sophomore in high school in his
native city of Baltimore he wanted
to be a Broadway playwright. He
introduced himself to F. Scott Fitz-
gerald, when the novelist visited
Baltimore on a lecture tour. Fitz-
gerald was so impressed by the sin-
cerity of the young man that he
agreed to help him write a play.

Garry quit school to devote his
full time to the job and after weeks
of harad labor, the play was finished.
For several more weeks he tramped
from producer to producer, at-
tempting to peddle his wares. “I
thought it would be a cinch to sell
the play with that Fitzgerald name
tacked on the title sheet,”” Garry
explains, “but one producer told me
that Maxwell Anderson’s name
couldn’t (Continued on page 72)
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m The romance and adventure that is every

woman's dream comes to Page Hazeltyne
with breathtaking swiftness in this compel-
ling story of a sinister mansion by the sea

and a diamond five people plotted to possess

AGE 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.
In this mood, it proved amazingly
easy to accept a job that on
another day she would have con-
sidered too odd and even sinister
to think of taking. In the course
of a few hours, she found life
transformed, as she became a mem-
ber of a ‘strange household down
on the fog-shrouded California
coast. Page was installed there as
nurse for a Mrs. Prendergast, whom
the employment agency that hired
Page had admitted was ‘“queer.”
Much more than queer, Page de-
cided, for since her son’s death old
Mrs. Prendergast had never stopped
adding to the mansion which the
neighborhood called “Mystery
House.” There was always under
construction a new wing, a new
room or staircase, and every room
was left unfinished. Page’s nomi-
nal duty was nurs-
ing, an extra salary
was being paid to
her account in a
San Francisco bank
by a lawyer repre-
senting Mrs. Pren-
dergast’s niece. In
return for this,
Page was to report
regularly on the
safety of the fa-
mous Prendergast
diamond, and to watch Mrs. Pren-
dergast’s two companions, Dr. Ran-
dall Harwood and Flora Mockbee.
They, the lawyer told Page, were
very possibly influencing the old
woman in handling her huge for-
tune.

Page found Mrs. Prendergast in
a wheel chair. It was evident, from
a whispered conversation she over-
heard, that Flora, daughter of Mrs.
Prendergast’s dead housekeeper,
was in love with Dr. Harwood, but
that she didn’t attract him. Later,
Copyright 1935, Kathleen Norris
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America’s famous author now brings to radio the
stories every woman wants fo hear. On these pages
Radio Mirror publishes in its original novel form, "Mystery
House,” recently heard on the air. For further exciting
listening tune In ''By Kathleen Norris” daily over the
NBC-Red and CBS networks, sponsored by Wheaties.

{llustrations by
Seymour Thompson

~
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| B "Didn't you know," Flora said to
> Page, measuredly, “'that Randall Har-
wood and | are going to be married?"
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Dr. Harwood told Page her real patient was
a handsome young man named Lynn, the
old woman’s protege, who suffered from a
mysterious mental trouble. Strangely at-
tracted to Lynn, Page agreed one day to
accompany him to his camp on a rocky
island off-shore, and was shocked when he
suddenly drew the Prendergast diamond
from his pocket. “I’ll give it to you some
day,” he said. “But not now, because you’d
give it to—her—and she’d have me sent
away.” Page, pityingly, realized that Lynn
was afraid of being sent to an asylum. She
did, however, gain his permission to tell
Dr. Harwood that he had the diamond.

ing, Page walked with Rand to the
farm. Flora was headachy, and re-
mained in bed. Lynn had disappeared after
breakfast. Page, comfortably dressed in
low sturdy shoes, snugly buttoned rough
coat and brief skirt, felt ready for anything.

The farm at Mystery House lay almost
four miles due east from the house, at the
highway. . s

Three families of Japanese managed the
farm, all living together somehow in the
one stark, weather-blackened old house.

It was a part of the eerie isolation of
Mystery House that these orientals set-
tled down for the night at dark every eve-
ning, and that their living quarters were as
black after sundown as the barns that
housed the stock. Also at dark the dogs
were loosed—not particularly dangerous
looking,dogs, and not many. Yet there was
something distinctly disagreeable in the
idea of their proximity at night; Page had
heard them barking furiously.

But, however dark and unfriendly it was
at night, the farm was a pleasant rambling
place in the daytime, and when Page ar-
rived there with her cheeks glowing and
her hair disordered, she enthusiastically
accompanied Rand on his round of inspec-
tion, smiling at the women and children,
eyeing respectfully the dairy and the hay
barns, the fields and sheds and fences.
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TLL TRY

® Here's the song that everybody's singing—a beautiful ballad

composed and featured by orchestra leader Frankie Masters—

to add to your collection of Radio Mirror's melody previews

Words and Music by
Keene-Bean
FRANKIE MASTERS
and Russ Smith

e
Y
i

, L 1 i I
L 4 N1 | N
- = = .Y t K DEwE "
J y ) il ‘ : .u_ﬁn : . . 1
I try to fash-ion skies All dot-ted with stars Blink-ing their eyes
' Jl i ‘Il\ lr 4}\ lﬁ 1 | s || _-_!FIE . 1 77]17] J
1 1 #
.j V—G S ;}
o "J';J_‘I B | F’:\F-—_r_ I‘
= O o =2} . [l
= - i _‘L ﬂﬂsr.i: ‘
o © = 2 - {
€ l
“ & l I
% 3% & ! — 1 = = — y 1 F IE i
\;jl “} 1 1 {J J'/ _Irl P_{ B3 ] %'] Jyj N 7’ [ ® ] }’% } ;
Il try to borrowthe moon Round a-bout Jume, I1i try IM try a !
| [—r—— o oy O L
1 = o = = i%
1Jbe & ; MR HEFhF 1d J | |
- q : 1 F } 1' T % +Rre
1 ! na T
i ' . 1’ 3 v o~ i
i
% #}L L T 1 1 "ﬁ { 5 L ¥ = i
4t % e = N — ‘e - }__W_&
U — ] T = - 7',1 { . ‘L - : | l
whis-perd line Thats cop-ied from some  quaint Val-en-tine I try a
{|
g p—_ Lok {
—1 I =F B———___ st |
Se=m=ss o= = |
: = 3 | |
1 = l J@é -J :j'
53> E=sr——=1—os = i
ﬁk )| [ & { J 1 - [ © ) - f
N * © i




et

[ (>
r = L 8 )
1

L 4
— —F ) | \

— I
) 4 17 1z 1

| W4 . 7 S~

Y r 14 - - 0
song that the breeze Singsthruthe trees, I11 try. For one like you

i e o e | |
= . = . XL A" S +
' K =" hb#"‘ g
| - L ) 3 b |
- e on b T Uijﬂ“" b bk %
S A A IEE A= = |
g
S | |
1 | N N T R‘ - 1
L /( e e IN L 8§ )
¢ T g Ty AR 1
Theresnoth-ing I would-nt do And while theres you
= = = - D 4 ﬁ'._ T g
- e : F | ¥ % #
| k l N i i
‘ ,%}H : e : = SIS R i She———
| ‘ i' g )83, 2 i [ @
‘ l o -&v-j bg -
ARk e e e
i ) R Lo = - a v N z__'
v May-be a dream willcometrue pend my days in mak-ingyou smile
—— = i
[ NE ==
' — ) |
. 1 I VR [ 15
= e i
0 — e 6 e - ¥
e FF O g 7
Y e —— P Tt ———
‘ @H\ ;4 =20 o = =ttt 5 s - - = 1
e 4 ! 7 e :
| So ma-ny ways I11 try to makeyousay when, So un-til then Ill try
| At EE’I::I;E‘_—%: e ]
. ;@ 3L = [ o3
Ik e T iy
y |
) | — g J - | > L
U = —p s o - ? == i
h 1 | Cd 1
| TS p o AN =
-




Adapted from a script of the Adventures of Ellery Queen
heard over CBS. Mh;sfraﬁon posed by members of the
cast—Hugh A&Howe as Ellery: Marian Shockley as Nikki.

e

.

R. HERBERT WEAVER, of

Weaver & McKay, Wall

Street, was an odd sort of
visitor to have on the day after
Christmas. He was small, with a
big head on which grew a poor
crop of lank white hair, he wore
sombre black clothes and a necktie
of a dreary seaweed pattern, and he
had a cough which he always pro-
duced with an air of great apology.

Ellery Queen’s first impulse,
when Mr. Weaver explained that
he had recently discovered a short-
age of $25,000 in his firm’s accounts,
was to tell the little man to consult
the police. Embezzlement didn’t in
the least intrigue Ellery’s mind,
used as it was to more dramatic
puzzles.

But Mr. Weaver’s pale lips
pursed into an O of dismay at the
suggestion. He couldn’t possibly,
he said with a cough, do that, be-
cause the thief could only be one
of two people. “And I wouldn’t
want to prosecute either of them,”
he said.

Ellery, still only mildly inter-
ested, said, “So you want me to find
out confidentially which of the two
it is—is that it?”

Weaver nodded violently, “But L
can’t really believe it’s either of
them! You see, the missing money
is cash which we always keep on

‘hand in a special safe at our broker-

age office. Besides myself, the only
two people with access to that safe
are my partner, Steve McKay, and
our office manager, Dave Robinson.
And Steve McKay is a millionaire!”

“That would seem to put the fin-
ger on Mr. Robinson,” Ellery re-
marked absently. His gaze strayed
past Mr. Weaver to where Nikki
Porter, his secretary, was demurely
taking short-hand notes, and he
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thought, for perhaps the two mil-
lion and forty-first time, how pret-
ty she was. . . .

“But it can’t be Robinson!” Wea-
ver was saying in distress. “Dave
Robinson is my wife’s father!”

“Haven’t you ever heard of an
embezzling father-in-law?” Ellery
grinned.

“I'd as soon suspect myself!
Dave’s absolutely honest. He and
my wife and her sister Sheila are
the most upright people I've ever
known!”

Ellery felt the first faint prick-
ings of the curiosity that always
came when a puzzle began to fasci-
nate him. A crime that—if Weaver
weren’t mistaken—could have been
committed by only two possible
men, one of them a millionaire and
one a paragon of honesty—this
sounded like an impossibility, and
Ellery doted on impossibilities.

“Won’t you please investigate for
me—confidentially ?” Weaver plead-
ed. !

“Why, yes,” Ellery agreed, “I
rather think I shall.”

During the following week he
made a brief visit to the brokerage
firm of Weaver & McKay. Posing
as an investor, he conferred again
with Weaver, and met David Robin-
son, the office manager; investi-
gated the office safe; wandered
about Weaver’s private office with
typical Queen insouciance. Later,
away from the Weaver & McKay
office, he paid one or two other
calls. . . .

On New Year’s Eve Ellery had
an unexpected visitor—Steve Mc-
Kay, Weaver’s partner. He arrived
just as Ellery, Nikki, and Ellery’s
father, Inspector Queen of the New
York Police, were about to depart
for the traditional festivities.

Nikki and Ellery led Temple
stumbling to a chair. Sud-
denly he began to sob. Long
looked at him in disqust.

m Murder, lurking beneath the hectic gaiety
of a holiday party, offers radio's master
sleuth one of his most baffling puzzles, to

be solved with only stolen money, a broken

engagement, and a cocktail glass for clues




Steve McKay was the exact opposite of his partner.
He was large and jovial and red-faced, and he apolo-
gized for his intrusion without embarrassment. He'd
just learned from Weaver, he said, that Ellery had
been retained to investigate the missing money. Now,
as a special favor to him, he would like to have Ellery
drop the case.

“You see,” he said with a short laugh, “I know who
took the money, and I'd prefer not to prosecute. Herb
Weaver really shouldn’t have taken it upon himself
to retain you—"

UT I know who took the money too, Mr. McKay,”
Ellery interrupted smoothly.

McKay’s eyes, light blue against the brick-red face,
widened in surprise. “Really? Have you told Weaver
yet?”

“Not yet,” Ellery told him. “I expect to have com-
plete proof next week, and I'll tell him then. The
odd thing about this case, Mr. McKay, is that the
thief isn't the obwvious thief at all.”

“Not the obvious—"’ Steve McKay broke off, and
appeared to ponder for a moment. “Mr. Queen,” he
said, “I'll tell you what. If you’ll destroy that evi-
dence when you get it, and then shut up about the
whole business, I'll make it worth your while.”

Inspector Queen had kept out of the conversation
as long as it was humanly possible for him to restrain
his curiosity. Now he said, “See here, McKay, whom
are you trying to protect?”

Before McKay could answer, Ellery said, “I know
whom he’s trying to protect, Dad. . . . I'm sorry, Mr.
McKay, but your partner engaged me on this business.
I can’t possibly do anything now but tell him what
I've discovered.”

The big man made a gesture of resignation. “I
respect your attitude, of course. But look here—you
can’t take any action until next week anyway—you
just said so yourself. Tomorrow’s January first. Dave
Robinson, our office manager, and his daughter Sheila
hold open house on New Year’s Day. Won’t you—
and your secretary and Inspector Queen too, of
course,” he added less cordially, ‘“call on the Robin-
sons tomorrow afternoon?”

“Why?” Ellery asked. .

“Perhaps,” McKay said slowly, “because you’ll
learn something that will convince you no action in
this case is necessary.” He looked steadily at Ellery,
then turned to the door. “Well, I'll be going along.
Happy New Year!”

There was an air of strained gaiety about the party
in Dave Robinson’s modest suburban house the next
afternoon. Or so, at least, it seemed to Ellery and
Nikki and Inspector Queen when they arrived. Steve
McKay was there, his gestures exaggerated and his
voice thickened by liquor. Sheila Robinson, who had
answered the doorbell, was pretty in a neurasthenic
way, and Dave Robinson, her father, was a man past
middle-age who seemed willing to let Steve McKay
assume all the duties of host. The only other guest
was a thin man of perhaps thirty-five who was intro-
duced as Conrad Long. Ellery noticed that when
Long looked at Steve McKay his face wore an expres-
sion of elegant distaste—and this though McKay
referred to him as “my best friend.”

“You haven’t got a best friend, Steve,” Long re-
plied, laughing.

A table bountifully supplied with bottles, ice, and
glasses had been set up in front of the big fireplace
where cut logs crackled cheerfully, and as soon as
Ellery and his party arrived McKay set to work mix-
ing a fresh supply of cocktails.

“Where’s your son-in-law, Herb Weaver, Mr. Robin-
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son?” Ellery asked, thinking of the little man with

the apologetic cough.
here too.”

‘“Herb and Viola dropped by this morning,’ the
white-haired Robinson said. ‘“They’re home now, I
guess.”

McKay had mixed the drinks and poured them.
Now he was jovially handing around glasses. "With
that part of his brain which was never at peace, Ellery
noticed that the glasses were rather unusual. Each
one bore in colors a different design; looking closer,
he saw that these designs were the various signs of
the zodiac. His own was stamped with Libra, the
Balance; Nikki’s with Sagittarius, the Archer; Mc-
Kay’s with Scorpio, the Scorpion. It was an amusing
decorative idea, and he was just about to comment on
it when McKay cleared his throat importantly.

“Quiet, everybody! I've got two announcements to
make this wonderful first day of the New Year—two
happy announcements.” He raised his glass high in
the air with a dramatic gesture and beamed around
at them all.

“The first announcement concerns our worthy host,
the one an’ only papa of Mrs. Weaver and Sheila
Robinson—our esteemed office-manager, Dave Robin-
son! As of today, Dave, you’re no longer an employe
of Weaver & McKay. Henceforth an’ forever you're
a partner—in the firm of Weaver, McKay & Robin-
son!”

Through the babble of congratulations, Ellery
noticed that Dave Robinson looked surprised, but not
exactly overjoyed.

Almost at once, Steve McKay continued, “An’ the
second announcement—overy important one—" He
interrupted himself disgustedly as the telephone rang.
“Oh, nuts!”

While they waited, Sheila (Continued on page 55)

“I rather expected to find him

ivion ST

MEET Sheila Ryan who made history by being the
first girl to step from television to a contract
with a Hollywood movie studio.

It all started less than two years ago. Though she
had lived in Hollywood most of her life, she had
never thought about acting. In fact, she was com-
pletely wrapped up in her art studies and was all set

to become a dress designer when she was graduated
ood High School last June. Then, one

from Holl
day, Russell Williams, radio actor, suggested that she
try for a role in a dramatic serial being produced by
the Don Lee Television Station W6XAO. She proved
to be a perfect television type and was given a role
at once.

Now, it happens that among the most ardent tele
vision enthusiasts is Director Theodore Reed, and on
night he attended a broadcast. One glimpse of Sheil
was enough and the result was a screen test that le
to parts in two pictures. Then came the biggest thri
of her life. She signed a contract with Twentie
Century-Fox, and will be seen opposite Cesar Rome!
in "Ghost of the Cisco Kid."

Sheila is Irish, nineteen, was born in Topek
Kansas, with the finely chiselled but definite featur
thot make a perfect camera face.
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“IN FIVE Points, the melting-pot community of a
great American city, stood Dr. John Ruthledge’s
church, presided over by the man whom people
called “The Good Samaritan.” Quiet, gentle and
forbearing, Dr. Ruthledge was the focal point of
all Five Points’ tangled and conflicting emotions
and passions. Years ago, he took into his home
Ned Holden, whose mother had deserted him. Ned
grew up to love Mary, Dr. Ruthledge’s daughter,
and to dream of being a great novelist. A morbid
hatred of the parents he had never known, how-
ever, shadowed Ned’s otherwise happy personality
with a fear that was to have its profound effect
upon his later life.

Ned and Mary were planning to be married
when Fredrika Lang, a middle-aged woman who
had recently come to Five Points, was arrested for
the murder of a man named Paul Burns. Only Dr.
Ruthledge knew that Fredrika and Burns were in
reality Ned’s parents, and that Fredrika had com-
mitted the murder to silence Burns who was try-
ing to extort money from her on the threat of re-
vealing his identity to Ned. Fredrika refused to
make any defense at her trial, and was sentenced
to death. Under promise to her, Dr. Ruthledge was
unable to make her motive public, but shortly be-
fore the day set for her execution he made a per-
sonal appeal to the Governor of the State and was
able to secure a pardon.

Tragedy struck swiftly upon the heels of Fred-
rika’s return to Five Points. On the evening before
his wedding to Mary was to take place, Ned over-
heard a conversation between Fredrika and Dr.
Ruthledge which told him that she was his mother
and Paul Burns his father. Overwhelmed by the
knowledge that what he had feared—a parentage
tainted with murder and dishonesty—was true,
Ned disappeared from Five Points. All of Dr. Ruth-
ledge’s and Fredrika’s efforts. to find him were
futile, and Mary, though her habitual reserve kept
her from showing her grief, was heartbroken.

Meanwhile, another group of people in Five
Points were struggling for happiness. Rose Kran-
sky, daughter of the pawnshop keeper, had left her
family and taken an apartment of her own. Ambi-
tious and headstrong, she was also innocent, and
fell in love with her employer, Charles Cunning-
ham, who promised to marry her as soon as a quiet
divorce from his own wife could be arranged. His
wife, however, brought suit against him, charging
infidelity and naming Rose as co-respondent. Cling-~
ing desperately to her trust in Cunningham, against
the advice of Dr. Ruthledge and of Ellis Smith, an

rtist who lived in Five Points and had always
en her close friend, Rose allowed herself to be




m A mock marriage and a marriage that was only
a mockery, an unwanted child and an unloved
wife, a prodigal's return and a woman's resolve to
conquer life on her own terms—these make a new

chapter in radio’s gripping story of human souls

Adapted from the radio serial by Irna Phillips, heard daily
on NBC-Red (see Radio Mirror Almanae, Page 43 for your local
time), sponsored by P. & G. White Naptha Soap. Photos posed
by Ed Prentiss as Ned; Sarajane Wells, Mary; Ruth Bailey as
Rose; Mignon Schreiber, Mrs. Kransky; Gladys Heen as Torchy.

drawn into the tawdry scandal that ensued when
Cunningham decided to contest his wife’s suit. De-
tectives who had been set by Mrs. Cunningham
to watch her husband and Rose, without their
knowledge, tore their defense to shreds and made
Rose’s reputation a plaything for the newspapers.
The final, clinching point against Rose and her lover
was made when a dictaphone record was played,
reproducing one of their conversations in which
they had discussed renting a summer cottage to-
gether. When she heard this, Rose screamed, “Stop
it! I can’t stand any more!”

sion of court. The next morning the judge

sent the jury out of the room while he cen-
sured Rose severely for testifying that she and
Charles Cunningham had never thought of renting
a cottage at Redwood Lake. He closed his lecture
by fining her five hundred dollars for contempt of
court: a fine which Charles paid at once. Then the
jury was brought back, and the trial continued.

To Rose, sitting in crushed, hopeless misery, it
seemed as if the proceedings would go on forever.
And yet, perhaps, it would be better if they did,
since now there could be only one outcome—
Charles would lose the suit, and he would be so
angry he would never speak to her again. If they
had only known at first that Mrs. Cunningham had
sent detectives to spy on them, watch their move-
ments and record their words! Then there' would
not have been this tawdry public squabble that
tainted with filth every moment she and Charles
had ever spent together. At least, she could have
kept her memories; now, even they were ruined.

Deep in depression, she had been paying no at-
tention to the trial, but now, hearing a familiar and
unexpected name, she stiffened in amazement. Ellis
Smith was taking the stand.

“Do you know Miss Rose Kransky, the co-
respondent in this suit?” she heard Rigby, Cun-
ningham’s attorney, ask.

Ellis’ eyes swept the courtroom until they found
— her. There was a strange expression in them—al-
most one of pleading. Then he said clearly:

“Certainly I know her. She is my fiancee. We
have been engaged for more than a year.”

A gasp of astonishment burst from the people in
the crowded room, and the judge rapped angrily
for order. Raising his voice to make himself heard,
Rigby pursued, “Have you at any time had reason
to resent the fact that Miss Kransky—your fiancee

ROSE’S terrified outburst ended that day’s ses-

® The dim light shone

on Neclil Hold.en's. fflce- —was Mr. Cunningham’s private secretary?”
Mary," he said timidly. “Of course not.”
"Mary, this is my wife." “You trust Miss Kransky, don’t you?”
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“Implicitly.”

“Mr. Smith, as Miss Kransky's
fiancee, have you had occasion to
suspect that she had betrayed your
faith in her, in any way, at any
time?”’

“Absolutely not,” Ellis said, his
voice ringing out convincingly.

“Thank you, Mr. Smith,” Rigby
said smugly. “That will be all.”

It wasn’'t, however, quite all.
There was more: cross-examina-
tion by Taylor, an unsuccessful
attempt to imply that Ellis was
receiving money from Charles Cun-
ningham for his testimony, and
some general questions that showed
how surprised and shaken Mrs.
Cunningham’s attorney was at this
new testimony.

A hard spot of anger formed and
glowed in Rose’s breast—anger at
Ellis Smith for his intrusion into
her life, at Charles for permitting
him to intrude. Then she saw

Charles taking the stand for the
second time, called there by Mrs.
Cunningham’s lawyer.

“Just a few questions, Mr. Cun-
ningham,” Taylor began smoothly.
“Do you notice anything peculiar
about Miss Kransky’s present con-
duct, while listening to the testi-
mony given in this court?”

I suppose I do show what I'm
feeling, Rose thought—and then,
defiantly—I don’t care. Rigby was
on his feet protesting, ‘“Your
Honor, I object to the unnecessary
questioning by counsel as far as
Miss Kransky is concerned.”

The judge sustained the objec-
tion, and Taylor went on, in a tone
of great disbelief, “Mr. Cunning-
ham, do you mean to tell this court
and jury that you had no affection
for this girl?”

Charles did not glance at Rose.
With utter sincerity, he said, “None
whatsoever. I have never had any
affection for Miss Kransky.”

Once before, during his first ex-
amination, he had denied his love
for her, and she had listened quiet-
ly, believing his statement a lie.
But now—now she knew he was
telling the truth. He did not love
her. He had never loved her.

The realization brought her to
her feet, put words into her mouth
that she was scarcely conscious of
saying.

“How can you tell me that? I
won'’t sit here and let you lie! Tell
them the truth—that I love you!
Tell them what I've meant to you!
Why don’t you?—is it because
you’re ashamed—afraid? Well, I'm

B Rose stood looking down at her
mother and the tiny infant. "I'm
going back to work, Ma," she said.

not! I'll tell the whole world—I've
loved you, I've let you love me—”

People were clustering about her,
talking in loud, chattering voices,
putting their hands on her, pushing
her and pulling her. Sobbing hys-
terically, unresisting, she let herself
be led out of the courtroom.

T was the next day before she had
recovered sufficiently to real-
ize what she had done. The news-
paper at the door of her apartment
told her what had happened—that
Mrs. Cunningham had been granted
a divorce on grounds of infidelity.

Alone in the apartment, the pa-
per spread out over her knees, she
heard herself talking aloud.

“What a fool! He never loved
me. All he wanted was— And in
court, he only cared about saving
his own reputation—he wasn’t in-
terested in mine. I’ve never meant
any more to him than Helen Ryder
did—and he lied to me about her.
He let her believe he loved her,
just as he let me believe it. And
when she found out what he was
really like, she tried to kill her-
self. . . .”

She fell silent. The little one-
room apartment was bright with
morning sunlight. From the kitch-
enette where she and Charles had
once gaily prepared a delicious and
quite indigestible dinner, came the
low hum of the electric refriger-
ator. Of course she’d have to give
up the apartment, now that she had
no job. She couldn’t think where
she could go instead. Not home.
Pa had told her when she left that
she need never come back. And
after what had happened she
couldn’t expect any help from him,
or accept it if it was offered.

But, she resolved with a sudden
upsurge of fighting spirit, she
would not be a Helen Ryder. She
would not give up. She would go
on living, and never again would
she have faith in anyone.

A sudden ring of the doorbell
startled her. At first she dreaded
answering it; then, with head high,
she strode across the room and put
her hand on the knob.

Ellis Smith was in the hall. His
quick movement to enter the room
proved his fear that she would re-
fuse to see him; but Rose, who had
hated him the day before, now felt
only a dull indifference. What did
it matter, now, what Ellis Smith
had said on the witness stand?

“Hello, Rose,” he said.

“Hello.” She turned her back on
him and walked over to the win-
dow. Behind her, a chair creaked
as he sat down.

“Rose—I’ve been thinking about
you all (Continued on page 50)
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m An amazing radio confession of a missing
heir who might have lost a fortune if—

EVEN now, I can’t believe it hap-
pened to me.

I can’t believe that a blaring lit-
tle radio in an ice cream parlor
should be the instrument that
meant the difference between life
and death for my nineteen-year-
old daughter!

You see, I'm a housekeeper with
a fairly easy job, and though I
don’t make a lot of money, I man-
age to get on very comfortably and
I've been able to bring up three
wonderful children. Besides my
married daughter, Margaret, I have
a seventeen-year-old boy, Stanley,
and a third child, Ruthie, aged
twelve.

My employer is a widower here
in Rensselaer, N. Y. I run his home
as if it were my own. I do the mar-
keting, the cleaning, the mending
and I'm happy in my job. Why
shouldn’t I be? It’s better than
working in a steam laundry.

Yes, I used to do that too. During
the fourteen years that I have
worked to make ends meet, I've
done all kinds of menial labor and
I've had a long, hard pull that be-
gan back in 1926 when my husband
abandoned me, leaving me with
three small children to support.

Looking back on that first awful
day when I came home from a
neighbor’s and found Mike’s things
gone, I still don’t know what made
him go. In our community we were
considered a happy couple. Oh, we
quarreled a little about unimpor-
tant things—his staying out too late
with the boys or my failure to iron
his shirts properly, but generally
speaking, we got along swell, like
you and your husband or the cou-
ple next door.

Mike and I fell in love at first
sight. Our romance began in Mes-
sena, N. Y. I was working as a
waitress in a little restaurant near
Messena’s big aluminum plant. The
men and boys from the plant used
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to eat in the restaurant and since
I was young and fairly attractive, 1
was one of their favorites. We'd
all kid around a lot together but I
never took any man seriously—that
is, until I met Mike.

We went “steady” for three
years. Then one day I made up my
mind I had to have Mike for my
own or give him up altogether. I
figured out a way to force the issue.

“I’'m going to Springfield,” I told
him. “My brother lives there. Think
maybe I’ll stay if I like it. A girl
ought to be near her folks. She
ought to have somebody to be
close to.”

Mike’s face seemed to fall in
around the edges. “Well, Gee,
Myrtle,” he stammered. “T'll cer-
tainly miss you when you're gone.
Gee, it won’t seem right, here in
Messena without you.”

My heart played a little tune. The
plan was working.

By MYRTLE
GARVEY JURANICS

—who got her inheritance
through CBS's Court of
Missing Heirs, heard Tues-
day nights at 8:00, spon-
sored by Ironized Yeast.

“Why don’t you
then?” I suggested.

Mike was a man of quick de-
cisions. He decided to go to Spring-
field with me just as suddenly as
he was to decide to leave me sev-
eral years later.

In Springfield we went straight
to the home of my brother Alfred.
Springfield was a thriving railroad
center and Al told Mike he thought
he could get a good job there. Mike
looked at me. . ..

“How about it,
cleared his throat.

I nodded, brushing aside the
happy tears. It was the most im-
portant moment of my life. That’s
what I thought then.

“We’ll have a church wedding,”
Mike said, as he sprawled his name
across the application for license.
“None of this judge stuff for us.
We want a preacher and all the
fixin’s.” (Continued on page 48)

come along

Myrtle?” he

® We had four blood transfusions
and still Margaret didn't seem to get
better. | was constantly at her side.

Z
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BY KATE SMITH

Radio Mirrot’s Food Counselor

Listen to Kate Smith's daily talks over
CBS at 12 noon, ES.T., and her Friday
night variety show at 8.00 on CBS,
both sponsored by General Foods.

HESE tingling, blue-skied au-

tumn days are rushing us right
along into thoughts of brown, crisp,
succulent turkey—even before
Thanksgiving Day itself actually
comes up on the calendar. And the
thought of turkey brings up in turn
two major problems we face annu-
ally. First, what to serve with the
turkey to make the dinner seem a
little different. Second, how to
cook the turkey the next two or
three days after the big feast so
that the “left-overs” will become
glamorous and exciting.

If these problems, either or both,
have driven you to despair in years
past, take heart—I have some sug-
gestions that I guarantee will make
your next turkey something to be
remembered with gratitude.

Although it’s no solution to prob-
lem one or problem two, I want to
add a tip here about the dressing.
With so many kinds of dressing to
choose from, it’s merely a matter of
personal preference which you se-
lect. The new tip, however, is to
use cooked rice or cereal, either of
which serves as an excellent base
for seasonings and absorbs gener-
ous quantities of liquid which keeps
the turkey from becoming dry.

Problem one—what to serve with
the turkey to make the family and
guests sit up and take notice, is
well solved, I think, with three
dishes—baked stuffed oranges, car-
rot and sweet potato casserole and
a pumpkin pie as a superb finale.

Problem two—what to do with
left-overs, is explained in the
menus on the right.
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BAKED STUFFED ORANGES

Select medium oranges, one for each
person. Parboil in salted water until
skins are tender. Cut off blossom ends
and remove pulp. Combine pulp with
equal portions of grapefruit sections,
pineapple and dates, all chopped.
Place in buttered casserole and cover
with liquid {one cup for six oranges)
made of equal portions of water and
molasses. Bake in moderate oven,
basting frequently and adding more
liquid if oranges begin to get dry.
Just before serving, sprinkle tops with
shredded cocoanut and brown lightly
under broiler flame. Serve hot.

LET'S T

WHAT TO DO WITH YOUR LEF!

THE FIRST DAY

Turkey sticks with bacon
Baked potato

Broised celery

Mixed green salad

Hot gingerbread
Coffee

Turkez Sticks with Bacon

® Cut turkey into two-inch strips, half
on inch thick and half an inch wide.
Roll aslice of bacon around each stick,
fasten with tooth picks and cook under
broiler flame, turning once, until bacon
is brown and crisp.

THE SECOND DAY
Turkey and ham croquettes
French fried potatoes

String beans or creamed spinach
Tomato and watercress salad

Caramel custard—Coffee
Turkey and Ham Croquette

1 cup diced turkey i

.1 cup diced cooked ham
1 cup thick mock brown sauce |
1 #sp. onion juice

dash nutmeg

1  egg :

34 cup crumbs |

H
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PUMPKIN PIE

1 large pastry shell
2 cups steamed, strained pumpkin
(or canned pumpkin)

12 cup New Orleans type molasses 3
1 tsp. cinnamon 1/ tsp. salt 1
1 tsp. ginger
1 egg 1 cup milk
® Bake pastry shell at 425 degrees F. 3
for ten minutes. Combine all other in-
gredients in order named, adding milk
gradually so mixture remains smooth.
Pour into partly baked pastry shell,
sprinkle with | tsp. sugar mixed with |
tsp. cinnamon, dot with butter and bake
in moderate oven. Serve hot. Garnish
with one cup cream, whipped, with
half a cup of chopped candied ginger.

CARROT and SWEET POTATO
CASSEROLE

cups cooked diced carrots

Ib. sliced cooked sweet potatoes
15 cup New Orleans type molasses
3 tsp. salt 1 tsp. pepper

tbls. butter

marshmallows
® Place alternate layers of carrots and
sweet potatoes in buttered baking
dish, seasoning each layer with salt,
pepper, butter and molasses. Coat

marshmallows with molasses and use

for final layer. Bake in moderate oven
(350 degrees F.)
heated and browned.

until thoroughly

® Combine turkey, ham, onion juice
and nutmeg and add sufficient mock
arown sauce so that mixture will mold
pasily into croquettes. Roll croquettes
in crumbs, dip into beaten egg and roll
i n crumbs again and fry in deep fat
1 {375 degrees F.) until brown. The
tmock brown sauce is made just like
| white sauce, except that the butter and
flour are cooked to dark golden brown

before the milk is added.

FOR SUNDAY NIGHT SUPPER

 Turkey and oyster a la King
Wild rice—Green peas
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Hearts of lettuce
and pineapple with French dressing
Maple nut ice cream—Coffee

Turkey and Opyster a La King
1 cup diced furkey
1 cup oysters, chopped
1 small con cream of mushroom soup
V4 cup chopped pimento
/4 cup chopped ripe olives
2 hardcooked eggs, sliced
® Combine soup and oyster liquid in
double boiler and stir until smooth.
Add remaining ingredients and heat
through. If mixture becomes too thick,
thin to desired consistency with milk.

Ewwing Galloway

THANK YOU FOR THANKSGIVING

I. For chestnut recipes, buy the nuts
from your hot roasted chestnut vendor.
Easier to shell than the home prepared
variety, and the roasting adds flavor.

2. It's no trick at all to cook French
fried potatoes and croquettes in the
same deep fat. Put the potatoes in
first and as soon as they begin to brown
remove them and let them cool while
the croquettes are cooking. While the
croquettes are draining, pop the po-
tatoes into the hot fat again; they'll
need only a moment for final browning.

3. If you want a sauce for the cro-
quettes, double the quantity of ingre-
dients for the mock brown sauce with
which they are made, reserve half the
sauce and keep it hot, then add half
to a cupful of chopped chestnuts.

4, Now we know what to do with
the coarse outer stalks of celery which
can't go to the Thanksgiving table.
Make braised celery. Cut stalks into
two-inch strips, cook until tender in
boiling salted water, drain and saute
lightly in butter.

5. Avoid gummy, pasty croquettes
and a la kings. Dice the ingredients
but do not mince them.

6. Now that we've disposed of the
leftover turkey problem, here's an idea
for the leftover stuffing and gravy.
Combine them, place in buttered cas-
serole, dot with butter or sprinkle with
grated cheese and bake in moderate
oven until brown.
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By KEN ALDEN

LL radio row is anxious to learn
A whether Kay Kyser or Glenn
Miller attracts the most pat-
ronage when these two bands face
each other in rival New York hotels
this Fall. Kyser holds down the
Waldorf-Astoria and Miller returns

to the Hotel Pennsylvania.
* * *

Ever since he organized his first
band on the campus of Ohioc Uni-
versity, Sammy Kaye has refused
to employ girl vocalists. But on a
recent visit to Toronto, Sammy was
impressed with the singing of Louise
Lorraine. He is trying the girl out
on theater dates and if she clicks,
you should be able to hear Louise
on future swing and sway broad-

casts. This leaves only Guy Lom-
bardo’s band in the big name
bracket still allergic to female
canaries.

* * *

Ziggy Elman, probably one of
the finest trumpet players, has
switched from Benny Goodman to
Tommy Dorsey, replacing Bunny
Berigan in the latter’s band. Beri-
gan is going to make a stab at lead-
ing his own band again.

* * *

Dolly Dawn, George Hall's cheru-
bic singer must have put on some
weight during that lengthy road
tour because she is now on a strict
diet. Dieting, however, hasn’t af-
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® Xavier Cugat, Rhumba King, is
also a clever caricaturist. Right and
below, two skeftches of dancers made
on his recent South American tour.

fected her excellent singing one bit.
* » *

Ray Noble clicked at Chicago’s
Palmer House so he stays there
until December. The Englishman
is also heard on Alec Templeton’s

NBC commercial.
* * *

Percy Faith, whose Canadian
Capers have always brought cheers
from this pillar, keeps the Carna-
tion NBC baton permanently.

* * *

Nan Wynn is a wise songbird.
She is guaranteed three vocals on
every one of Raymond Scott’'s CBS
broadcasts.

* * *

There must be something to this
Latin-American music. The Statler
hotel chain has signed Nano Rod-
rigo’s crew for a tour of their ocut-
lets, starting in Detroit, October 15.

* * *

Dick Jurgens and Raymond

B Because—they love it!

8 Docause they were born in Cuba.

Scott’s bands are both burning up
the midwest and are headed for the
east.

SIX LESSONS FROM SENOR CUGAT

AVIER CUGAT, the stockily
built, blue-eyed Spaniard who
caused a wave of national hip-
shaking by popularizing the Rhumba
and other South American Sways,
likes to make dates with himself.
When he came to this country in
1916 as a widely-heralded concert
artist, he vowed to become the fin-
est violinist or give up the career.
He set a generous time limit of
twelve years. After a careful ap-
praisal of critical notices and a
waning bank balance, Xavier
shrugged his shoulders and sighed
frankly “I am not good enough so
I quit.”

Although a confirmed bachelor,
his carefully plastered mustache
bristled when he met a wild-eyed
Mexican movie senorita named
Carmen. He asked her for a date
and fumed as only a Latin can
fume when she gave him the wrong
address. This made Xavier indig-
nant and he made another of his
solo appointments: “This time I
give myself six weeks to marry that
girl.” He didn’t fail.

Inspired by his bride, Cugat de-
cided to organize a dance band
featuring the exotic music he knew
best.

For almost five years, Xavier
fiddled fox trots for Vincent Lopez,

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR
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Anson Weeks, and Phil Harris,
storaging a fund of dance band
knowledge without revealing his
well-laid plans.

‘“They teach me so I keep very
quiet.”

When he needed additional funds,
Cugat turned to another of his
talents: drawing caricatures, and
sold them to many Los Angeles
newspapers.

When he made his debut in
Hollywood’s Montmartre Cafe with
a band of American and Cuban
musicians, the reaction to this
weird combination was decidedly
mixed. Most of the patrons stared
incredulously at the bongos, mara-
cas, wiros, claves and other unigue
instruments and stayed off the
dance floor as if it were sprinkled
with porcupines. The date-minded
Cugat was almost ready to give
himself another stand-up, when the
more traveled movie stars like
Dolores Del Rio, Lupe Velez, Char-
lie Chaplin, and Doug Fairbanks,
Jr., came to the cafe. Their early
preference of pampas, instead of
campus tunes, helped immeasur-
ably.

However, certain assorted events
like swing music and show-off rhum-
ba dancers won Castilian contempt.

“Those semi-professional dancers
almost ruined me. They made the
rhumba look so difficult that all the
other dancers would sit cCown,
scared stiff.”

Cugat explained that the rhumba
and all its sisters and brothers—
congas, boleros, sons, zambas, and
the new danzon—are very simple.

“You dance the rhumba just like
the foxtrot. Only the rhythm is
accentuated. Just remember to
keep the top of your body rigid.”

If you see any couples hogging
the floor like Sunday drivers, give
them an icy stare. They are wrong,
according to Senor Cugat.

“Cuba is very hot. When people
dance there they are too tired and
warm to hop all over the place.
They try to stay in one spot.”

Tunes like ‘“Peanut Vendor,”
“Carioca,” and “Siboney” and those
weekend cruises to Florida and
Havana were allies of pioneer Cu-
gat. When radio listeners and
dancers heard those tunes they
were surprised that rhumbas could
compete with any other popular
tunes. Vacationers to warmer climes
would see the dances performed
and rush home looking for the
Main Street Madame La Zonga.

Hotel managers watched the
trend develop and booked small
rhumba bands to serve as relief
units to the big orchestras. Cugat got

(Continued on page 81)
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 WHAT DO YOU WANT TO KNOW?

N THE radio world, where time is

generally calculated in terms of

thirteen weeks, it’'s somewhat a
feather in one’s cap to remain on the
same program for four entire seasons.
Though she rarely wears a hat, never-
theless we’ve got the feather for Miss
Linda Lee, vivacious vocalist on the
Robert L. Ripley Believe It or Not
program heard over CBS every Fri-
dav night at ten o’clock.

The attractive Miss Lee was born
in New Orleans, Louisiana—of non-
musical parents, and sang her way
all through school—just for the joy
of it. But when school was over and
she found working in a department
store not too much fun, she decided
to go to one of the small New Orleans
radio stations for an audition. They
liked her and gave her a weekly
fifteen-minute spot on a sustaining
basis, of course. Then she received
an offer from a Basin Street nightclub
and took the job with the understand-
ing that her real name was not to be
used. One night came the inevitable
mistake, and Linda’s parents insisted
that her contribution to the entertain-
ment field was completed.

Little did they know what really
lay in store .. . such as a trip to St.
Louis; a four-week engagement at
the Ambassador Theater; radio work
at KMOX; New York and appearances
with Russ Morgan and Paul White-
man; summer stock at Ivoryton, Con-
necticut; and several roles in various
productions on Broadway. .

In 1937 she appeared on the Ripley
show as a guest . . . and before she
turned around once slowly, she was
a permanent member of his cast. And
what a busy young lady she’s been
ever since! There are music lessons,
dramatic lessons, rehearsals, and in
addition, she is appearing in the cur-
rent Broadway show, Louisiana Pur-

chase.

She’s little, dark and sparkling . . .
loves to laugh, loves the movies and
loves to knit . . . in just that order.
And we love to hear her sing!

* * *

Miss Phyllis Giammateo, Bristol, Conn:
We’d like to comply with your re-
quest and publish a picture of Fletcher
Wiley, but because he is something
of a mystery man, there are no photo-
graphs available. It’s just that he
insists he would like to keep his per-
sonal life . . . well, personal. His real
name is E. McIntyre de Pencier and
he was born in New Orleans forty-
four years ago. He knocked about the
country for years, doing all sorts of
odd jobs, making money, losing it,
living everywhere. Six years ago he
walked into a Los Angeles radio sta-
tion, introduced himself and insisted
that he had a radio idea with a lot of
possibilities. The station gave him the
air time, and it took seven long
months before he found a sponsor.
Today, his is one of the highest in-
comes in radio; to millions he is a
well-loved and trusted friend, and in
his down-to-earth personal manner,
he’s ironed out countless problems for
his unseen listeners.

Virginia Hobson, . Pittsburgh, Penna:
Bonnie Baker’s real name is Evelyn
Nelson and she was born twenty-two

PV % ) ks

W

B From one guest appearance to star
for four consecutive seasons—Linda
Lee, vocalist on the Bob Ripley show,
can be proud of her achievement.

years ago in Orange, Texas. She is
five feet tall and weighs 92 pounds.

M. L. Bennet, Alhambra, Calif: The
part of Lynn Edwards in Mystery
House is played by Chester Stratton,
and Teresa Dale portrays the role of
Mrs. Pendergast.

Mrs. Clara Ortell, Los Angeles, Calif:
Here’s the cast of Pretty Kitty Kelly:
Kitty Kelly . ..... Arline Blackburn
Michael Conway ....Clayton Collyer
Bunny Wilson ......... Helen Choat

Slim ... .. C e Artells Dickson
Inspector Grady ...... Howard Smith
Mrs. Murger .......... Charme Allen
Mr. Welby ........... Dennis Hooey
Mrs. Welby .......... Ethel Intropidi

FAN CLUB SECTION

Patricia McCarthy, 524 Garfield Av-
enue, Jersey City, N. J, has organized
a Count Basie Swing Club.

All Dick Jurgens fans are requested
to communicate with Miss Dorothy
Suhr, 927 Kishwaukee Street, Rock-
ford, Illinois.

There has been a new fan club
formed for Marlin Hurt of the Show-
boat program. You can join it by
writing to Lois Pallesen, 1637 No.
Springfield St., Chicago, Illinois.

The official Fred Waring Fan Club
is just one year old, and though the
membership is quite large, they’d like
to keep growing. If you are inter-
ested, write to Miss Ruth Stanford,
508 Eighteenth Street, Union City,
New Jersey.

There’s a very interesting fan club
known as the Radio Echoes. They
have not one president but five hon-
oraries, including Lanny Ross, Alice
Frost, Johnnie Johnston, Winston
Ross and Alec Templeton. Miss Marie
Des Chenes, 72 Delisle Street, Fitch-
burg, Mass., will be glad to tell you
all about it.
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:15|NBC-Blue: Olivio Santoro

CBS: Col. Stoopnagle

MBS: The Shadow

NBC-Blue: Behind the Mike
NBC-Red: Quaker Variety Show

CBS: SILVER THEATER
NBC-Blue: Gordon Orchestra
NBC-Red: Catholic Hour

CBS. Gene Autry
MBS: Show ot The Week
NBC-Red: Beat the Band

CBS: News ot the World
NBC-Blue: News trom Europe
NBC-Red: JACK BENNY

CBS: Secreen Actors Guild
NBC-Blue: Speak Up America
NBC-Red: Fitch Bandwagon
MBS: Wythe Williams

CBS: HELEN HAYES
NBC-Red: CHARLIE McCARTHY

CBS: Crime Doctor
NBC-Blue: Sherlock Holme:

s
8:30|NBC-Red: ONE MAN'S FAMILY

5|MBS: Dorothy Thompson
5|CBS: Elmer Davis

0|CBS: FORD HOUR

0|NBC-Blue: walter Winchell

0 NBC'-‘Red: Manhattan Mcrry-Go-
oun

S5INBC-Blue: The Parker Family

O0|NBC-Bluc: Irene Rich
0|NBC-Red: American Album of
Familiar Music

5N BC-Blue: Bill Stern Sports Review
0|CBS: Take 1t or Leave It
NBC-Blue: Goodwill Hour

0 NBC-Red: Hour ot Charm

0,CBS: Columbia Workshop
|NBC-Red: Lovely Lady

9:4510:45 NBC;Red: Voice That Walks Beslde
ou

s:OOFIO:OOIll:OOICBS: Headlines and Byllnes
8:00/20:00'11:00

NBC: Dance Orchestra

SUNDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS

Bandleader John Kirby—and his singer-wife, Moxine Sullivon.

Tune-In Bulletin for October 27, November 3, 10, 17 and 24!

Octaber 27: There's a new voriety program starting this ofternaon an NBC-Red at

5:30, spansared by Quaker Oats.

. . . Bert Gardan, the Mod Russian, is the camedy

guest stor an Vincent Lapez' Show af the Week, MBS at 6:30. . . . And Jone Framon,
wha isn't heard often enaugh lately, is guest an the CBS Design far Happiness shaw at

5:00.

November 3: Yau con listen to Nina Mortini sing this ofternaan—by tuning in Design

far Happiness an CBS at 5:00.
Navember 10:

Chamberloin Lovely Lady shaw ot 9:30, CS.T. It's a musical half-haur.

A new pragram far Chicoga ond the territory west af it is the

.« . Dorathy

Maynor, sensotiano! calored saprona, sings an the Fard Sunday Evening Haur, CBS

at 9: ...

and Hape Manning, also a saprona, an Design far Happiness.

Navember 17: Yau can listen ta Oscar Levont ploying the piana instead af wisecracking
an Design far Happiness. . . . Helen Jepsan sings an the Fard Haur.

Navember 24: Lily Pans is the Design far Happiness guest stor taday. . . . Ted Malane
and his interesting visits to the hames of American paets are back an NBC-Blue at 2:00.

ON THE AIR TODAY: Flow Gently, Sweet
Rhythm, with Jahn Kirby's archestra,
Maxine Sullivan, ond the Galden Gate
Quortet, an CBS ot 2:30, ES.T.

Sunday's a busy day an the air, but
yau reolly aught to find time ta heor this
unusual musicol pragram. Moybe yau think
yau dan't like swing music—but yau never
heord this kind. It lives up ta the title
af the pragram—it daes flaw gently, and
it is sweet rhythm.

The man respansible far this new and
delightful kind of swing music is Jahn
Kirby, a shy, chubby, light-complected
Negro wha knaws exoctly haw he wonts
music ta saund ond warks like the dickens
to make it sound that way. His archestra
is small, cansisting of only five men besides
himself, ond its personnel is the some os
when Jahn started it five yeors oga: Billy
Kyle at the piana; Charlie Shovers,
trumpet; Buster Bailey, clarinet; Russell
Pracape, soxaphane; and O'Neill Spencer,
drums. John himself ploys the bull fiddle.

Jahn has faur orrangers, in additian,
wha toke papular ar classicol music and
re-phrase it sa it saunds the woy the bass
likes it, meladic and beoutiful, nat noisy,
but with o strang rhythm.

The Kirby success stary is samething to
make you sit up and take natice. He was
barn in Baltimore, ond olways loved music.

When he wos ten he baught o secand hand
trambane with faur dallars he'd soved.
After high schaol, he did add jabs far
the president of Jahns Hapkins University,
ond saved enaugh ta came ta New Yark
in the summer vocotian. Bewildered by
the big city, he slept in a Harlem ware-
hause—ond in the marning his trambane
wos gane.

He anly hod o few dallars, and was
saved from storvatian by getting a jab
washing dishes an a dining cor. Later,
he warked up ta being a waiter, and saved
his maney until he had $500 with which ta
buy o tubo. He spent all his spare time
studying this and trying ta pick up jabs
in Harlem bands. When he was brake
he'd go back to the dining car work.
Eventuolly he got a steody job with Fletcher
Hendersan, and stoyed there five years,
switching fram the tuba ta string bass.

In 1937 he formed his awn band—the
ane yau hear taday—and it apened at the
Onyx Club in New Yark. One day a shy
little calared girl come in and asked if
she cauld sing with the band. Her name
wos Moxine Sullivon, and one of the sangs
she did was "Lach Lamand.” In March,
1938, Jahn and Maxine were morried, ond
naw Maxine canfines her prafessianal wark
pretty much ta radia and recarding dates
with her husband's band.

SAY HELLO TO . ..

BEN ALEXANDER—the announcer on tonight's Chase and
Sanborn program on NBC. This expert master of cere-
monies is the same Ben Alexander who was a child actor
when the movies were young. He's 29 now, and still ap-
pears in pictures occasionally, but devotes most of his
time to radio. You'll hear him on his own program, Little
Ol' Hollywood, at 9:35 tomorrow night over NBC-Blue.

INSIDE RADIO—The Radio Mirror Almanac
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CBS: Big Sister
NBC-Blue The Wife Saver
NBC-Red: The Road of Life

CBS: Aunt Jenny’s Stories

NBC-Red: David Harum

CBS: KATE SMITH SPEAKS

NBC-Red: Words and Music

CBS: When _a Girl Marries
NBC-Red: The O’Neills

Romance of Helen Trent
NEC-RBlue: Farm and Home Hour

QOur Gal Sunday

Life Can be Beautiful
Woman in White
Right to Happiness
Road of. Life

CES: Young Dr. Mal
NEBC-Red: nghl of lhe World '

CBS:

NBC-Red: Arnold Grimm's Daughter

CBES: Fletcher Wiley

NBC-Blue: Rothesler Orchestra
NBC-Red: Valiant Lady

CBS: My Son and )

NBC-Red: Hymns of all Churches

CBS: Mary Margaret McBride

NBC-Blue: Orphans of Divorce
NBC-Red: Mary Marlin

N BC-Bluc: Honeymoon Hill

NBC-Red: Ma Perkins
CBS: A Friend in Deed

NBC-Blue: John’s Other Wife
NBC-Red: Pepper Young’s Family

CBS: Lecture Hall

NBC-Blue: Just Plain Bill
NBC-Red: Vic and Sade

CBS: Portia Faces Life

NBC-Blue: Mother of Mine
NBC-Red: Backstage Wife

'CBS: We, The Abbotts

N BC-Biue: Club Matinee
NBC-Red: Stella Dallas

CBS Hilltop House
BC-Red: Lorenzo Jones

CBS. Kate Hopkin
NBC-Red: Young Widder Brown

CBS: The Goldbergs
NBC-Blue: ildren’s Hour
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CBS: The O'Neills
NBC-Red: Life Can be Beautiful

NBC-Red. Jack Armstrong

CBS: Scattergood Baines
NBC-Blue: Tom Mix
NBC-Red: The O’Neills

CBS: News, Bob Trout
CBS: Edwin €. Hill
CBS: Hedda Hopper
CBS: Paul Sullivan

CBS: The World Today
NBC-Blue: Lowell Thomas

CBS: Amos 'n’ Andy
NBC-Red: Fred Waring’s Gang

CBS: Lanny Ross

CBS. BLONDIE
MBS: The Lone Ranger
NBC-Red: BURNS AND ALLEN

CBS: Those We Love
NBC-Blue: | Love a Mystery
NEBC-Red: The Telephone Hour

CBS: Howard and Shelton
NBC-Blue: True or False
NBC-Red: Voice of Firestone

00iCBS: LUX THEATER
00{NBC-Red: Doctor 1.Q.

30/ NBC-Red: Show Boat
00/CBS;: Guy Lombardo

:00|NBC-Red: America Sings

Two of Those We Love stars—Helen Wood and Donald Woods.

Tune-In Bulletin for October 28, November 4, 11,

18 and 25!

October 28: Have you succeeded yet in finding all your favorite daytime serials since
Daylight Saving Time ended and sa many of them changed time? The program
guide at the left ought to help you out, if you haven't.

November 4: The positively final campaign speeches are on the air tonight, and the
Democrats have the last word, with a program an NBC-Red from 11:00 ta 12:00, ES.T.

November |1I:
World War.

Twenty-two years ago today an Armistice was signed for the first

November 18: There's plenty af drama on the air tonight: Thase We Love, | Love a

Mystery, the Lux Theater.

November 25: Find out how rubber is extracted from trees and made into useful articles

by listening to Americans at Work, this morning at 9:15 an CBS.

School of the Air.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Thase We Lave, a
dramatic serial starring Nan Grey, Donald
Woods, Richard Cromwell and Helen
Wood, on CBS at 8:00 E.S.T. and 9:00
P.S.T., and sponsored by Teel.

Because the people in Those We Love
are pleasant, normal and interesting, this
has become so popular a serial that it
has been able to survive extended vaca-
tions off the air, plus changes in time,
network, and sponsorship.

The four young stars of Those We Love
are as handsome a group of kids as you'd
ever want to meet. Three of them—Nan
Grey, Donald Woads and Richard Crom-
well, who play Kathy, Dr. Leslie Foster, and
Kit——came to radio from the movies. The
fourth, Helen Wood, who is Elaine Dascom,
is a product of radio, although she has
appeared in a few movies as well. Oscar
O'Shea, as John Marshall, Alma Kruger
as Aunt Emily, and Virginia Sale as
Martha, are all veterans of both stage and
screen. Yirginia Sale is the sister of the
late Chic Sale, and like him, specializes in
homespun dialects. Agnes Ridgeway, who
writes Those We Love, says that the char-
acter of Martha, as Virginia plays her,
is the kind of cook who can "cook for cam-

pany either way—either so +hey|l come
again or so they'll stay away.

A full-fledged member of the cast is
Lee Millar, who does dog-barks and other-
wise

impersonates Rags, the Marshall's

It's part of the

dog. A real dog, naturally, couldn't be
trusted to bark when the script cued him
in, so an imitator must be employed. How-
ever, there is a real Rags who is the mascot
for Those We Love and comes to every re-
hearsal. He's part Sealyham and part
runt sheepdog, and Lee Millar has regular
work-outs with him, when he studies Rags'
barks and growls and whines to make sure
that the imitations are perfect. In addi-
tion, he ance made a set of phonograph
records, including sounds made by the dog
and by himself. When listeners weren't
able to tell the difference, Lee relaxed
and knew he was a success. The amazing
things that go an in radio!

Nan Grey, whose real name is Eschol
Miller, is the wife of Jackie Westrope, one
of America’s best and most successful
jockeys. Nan loves horses, and would like
to be as expert at riding them as her
husband is, but he doesn’t believe in
busman's holidays and refuses to ride in
his leisure time. And since her leisure time
usually coincides with his, Nan's pretty
much given up her ambition.

Richard Cromwell and Helen Wood are
both unmarried, but Donald Woods is the
husband of Josephine Yan der Harck. They
eloped to Tiajuana, Mexico, in 1928, and
have two children now—Conrad, 7, and
Linda Margaret, 4. Conrad, since he is
"a chip off the old block,” is appro-
priately nicknamed "Splinter."

SAY HELLO TO

JOSEPHINE GILBERT—Chicago-born actress who plays
Miss Branch in Kitty Keene, dramatic serial heard over
NBC-Red in Chicago and westward. Josephine found her
first radio success in Detroit, where she played in The
Green Hornet and other programs, then returned to work
in her home town, Chicago.
air, she was heard as Amy. She's tiny and vivacious.

While Midstream was on the

Complete Programs from October 25 to November 26
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NBC-Red:Gene and Gle
NBC-Blue: BREAKFAST CLUB
CBS: School of the Air

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

CBS: By Kathleen Norris
NBC-Red: This Small Town

CBS. Myrt and Marge
NBC-Blue: Vie and Sade
NBC-Red: By Kathleen Norris
CBS: Stepmother

NBC-Blue: Mary Marlin
NBC-Red. Ellen Randolph

BS: Woman of Courage

NBC Blue: Pepper Young s Family
NBC-Red: The Guiding Light
CBS: Mary Lee Taylor
NBC-Blue: ) Love Linda Dale
NBC-Red: The Man | Married

CBS: Martha Webster
INBC-Red: Against the Storm

CBS: Big Sister
NBC-Blue: The Wife Saver
NBC-Red: The Road of Life

CBS: Aunt Jenny’s Stories
NBC-Red: David Harum

CBS: KATE SMITH SPEAKS
NBC-Red: Words and Music

CBS: When_a Girl Marries
NBC-Red: The O’Neills

CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
NBC-Blue: Farm and Home Hour

CBS. Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can be Beautiful

CBS:. Woman in White
NRBC-Red: Tony Wons

CBS: Right to Happiness
CBS: Road of Life

CBS: Young Dr. Malone
NBC-Red: Light of the World

CBS; Girl Interne

CBS: Fletcher Wiley
NBC-Red: Valiant Lady

CBS: My Son and 1
NBC-Red: Hymns of all Churches

CBS: Mary Margaret McBride
NBC-Blue: Orphans of Divorce
NBC-Red: Mary Marlin

NBC-Blue: Honeymoon Hill
NBC-Red: Ma Perkins

CBS. A Friend In Deed
NBC-Blue: John’s Other Wife
NBC-Red: Pepper Young’s Family

NBC-Blue: Just Plain Bill
NBC-Red: Vic and Sade

CBS. Portia Faces Life
NBC-Blue: Mother of Mine
NBC-Red: Backstage Wife

CBS. We, The Abbotts
NBC-Blue: Club Matinee
NBC-Red: Stella Dallas

CBS. Hilltop House
NBC-Red: Lorenzo Jones

CBS: Kate Hopkins
NBC-Red: Young Widder Brown

CBS: The Goldbergs
NBC-Blue: Children’s Hour
NBC-Red: Girl Alone

S|CBS: The O’Neills
NBC-Red: Life Can be Beautiful

NBC-Red: Jack Armstrong

CBS: Scattergood Baines
NBC-Bluc: Tom Mix
NB( Red The O'Neﬂls

CBS:
NBC- Red L|I Abner

CBS: Edwin C. Hill
CBS: Paul Sullivan

CBS: The World Today
NBC-Blue: Lowell Thomas

CBS. Amos 'n’ Andy
NBC-Blue: EASY ACES
NBC-Red: Fred Waring’s Gang

CBS: Lanny Ross
NBC-Blue: Mr. Keen

CBS: Helen Menken
NBC-Red: H. V. Kaltenborn

CBS: Court of Missing Heirs
NBC-Blue: Ben Bernie
NBC-Red: Johnny Presents

0|CHBS. FIRST NIGHTER
La Rosa Concerts

0| M BS
O|NBC-Red: Horace Heidt

CES. We, the People

0|NBC-Red: Battle of the Sexes

|CBS: Professor Quiz
[NHC—Blue Meet Mr. Weeks
NBC-Red: McGee and Molly

|CBS. Glenn Miller
IMBS: Raymond Gram Swing
|NBC-Red: Bob Hope

10:30| NBC-Red: Uncle Walter’s Doghouse

7:45 9:45/10:45/CBS: News of the War
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NBC-Red: Arnold Grimm's Daughter

TUESDAY'S HIGHLIGHTS

Professor Quiz ond announcer Bob Trout stort onother yeor on the oir.

Tune-Iln Bulletin for October 29, November 5, 12, 19 and 26!

October 29: For o progrom thot's o fine mixture of camedy ond humon-interest dramo,
tune in We, The People, on CBS tonight ot 9:00.

November 5:

Don't forget to vote today
proctically ony stotion ond leorn how the-whole notion voted. .

. ond tonight you con listen in ta
. Informotion Pleose

hos its lost broadcost tonight before moving to Fridoy night for o new sponsor.
November 12: A program thot mode many friends lost seoson returns tonight. |t's
Meet Mr. Weeks (not to be confused with Meet Mr. Meek), in which Edward Weeks,

editor ond writer, specks his mind. Listen ot 9:35 on NBC-Blue. . .

. Another returning

progrom is the Lo Rasa Concert series, ot 8:30 on Mutuol.
November 19: Jimmy Dorsey ond his orchestro open tonight ot Meodowbrook Country

Club, broodcosting over NBC.

November 26: That's an omusing game Ben Bernie plays on his progrom tonight ot 8:00
over NBC-Blue—ond in oddition you heor the voice of lovely Corol Bruce.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: Professor Quiz,
on CBS ot 9:30, E.S.T., sponsored by Velvet
Smoking Tobocco.

Just four years ago this month, Professor
Quiz first went on the oir, which mokes
him the grandaddy af all question-and-
onswer men. Of course you might orgue
thot Vox Pop wos aheod of him, but on the
other hond, Vox Pop isn't strictly o quiz
progrom, and doesn't give prizes to the
cantestants who hove the most knowledge.

If you're coming to New York on o visit,
why dan't you moke arrangements to com-
pete on Professor Quiz' progrom? It's eosy
enough. All you have to do is write to the
Professor, in core af CBS, telling him when
you expect to be in New York ond osking
ta be on his show. |f you give him plenty
of notice in odvonce, the chances are
you'll receive a wire telling you yau're
elected for the program. Except on one
pragram a year, or when he's an tour, the
Professor likes to hove out-of-towners on
his show, with only one New Yorker.

The exception is at Christmos-time,
when he picks os contestants people who
are unoble to leove New York for their
homes. He thinks it's the next best thing
for them to appeor on his show, so that
ot leost their relotives ot home con listen.

In the four years he's been on the air,
Quiz figures he—or rather his sponsors—
hove given owoy $65,000 in prizes to con-
testants ond people who send in questions
for use on the program. First ond secand
prizes of 25 ond 15 silver dollars ore given

owoy on each program to the two highest-
scoring contestants, ond checks for $25 ore
mailed each week to the six people who
send in the best lists of six questions.

The silver-dollor business used to be a
big problem, ond sometimes still is. One
of the duties of Lee Little, the director af
the program, is to supply the 40 silver
dollors every week. In the first yeor Quiz
wos on the oir Lee used to hunt silver
dollars in every bonk in New York. Now
he hos an orrongement with one bonk to
supply the silver, but when Quiz is on
tour, as he frequently is, Lee must carry
araund a bogful of silver oll the time,
in arder not to be caught in o town where
the cains oren't avoiloble.

Quiz is reolly Dr, Croig Eorl, o former
voudeville trouper. He doesn't tell very
much about the yeors before he went on
the air, but a good guess is thot he used
to be a professionol mogicion. He still
practices magic tricks as o hobby, ond
likes nothing better when he's traveling
oround the country than to visit orphon-
oges and hospitals ond put on impromptu
shows.

Mrs. Quiz helps the Professor on the
program ond octs os one of the score-
keepers. She's o little blonde womon, very
sweet-foced ond pleasant. They hove a
son, Arthur, who is o student ot Stack-
bridge Agriculturol College, ond has na
intention of going into radio or doing ony-
thing else which would moke him live in
a city.

SAY HELLO TO

GEORGE BARNES—the 19-year-old gquitarist you're likely
to hear doing solos on almost any NBC musical show orig-
inating in Chicago—Club Matinee, Breakfast Club, Planta-
tion Party, Show Boat, to name a few. He plays an am-
plified guitar, which has a more resonant tone than an
ordinary guitar and works with electricity.
loved music too much fo waste time at anything else, he
left high school at the end of his sophomore year and has
been playing in bands ever since.
calm person, but really has terrible stage fright at the
mike. He was married last March to singer Adrienne Guy.

Because he

He looks like a very

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR




qars 1s the first portrait of Annctte
| ever painted from life! It is the sccond
drait in a scries of individual studies
‘the happy, healthy Dionne Quints.
fonne was first, Now you sce Annctte.
én will follow paintings of Maric, Emilie,
vile. Watch for them! They're exquisite.
Willy Pogany, famous American artist,
picts the lovely personality of Annette.
{mt a lovable, interesting little person
tis! This most talented of the Quints
sresses her nany and varying moods
music. She can't read a note, but has
exceptional *‘musical ear” and can play
aost any tune with fwo fingers.

Annette is straightforward, honcst. She
tantly commands admiration and re-
«t. She's a good student, an excellent

f;mizer, and lots of fun!
h!

WISE ANNETTE SAYS:
like Karo because it makes my milk
te so good!” Karo does flavor milk
ictously, makes it much more tempting,
thousands of children have discovered.
it two teaspoons of Karo in a glass of
?gmtlyincreases itsfood-energy value.

DR. ALLAN ROY DAFOE SAYS:

aro is the only syrup served to the
mne Quintuplets. Its Dextrose and

e

ltose are ideal carbohydrates for grow- HApereetle -
children.”
s SR SRS Y i Y P 5 S i v : R
| World Copyright 1940, King Featares Syndicate
: OR TWO GENERATIONS Karo has enjoyed a place =8,
| KARO KARO KARO [ of honor as America’s favorite Table Syrup. Now
‘| RED LABEL  WAFFLE  BLUE LABEL : « RTI . »"™ ﬂ\
| (Crystal White) T D it also has “taken over” in the kitchen. Women & . '
3 Perfect sweeten- It's new, spread. A fine have discovered that this delicious, nutritious syrup /
"1 ing for fruits, delicious, dessert sauce. It ) ~
beverages. Fine dferent! adds newinterest works flavor wonders in food.
for preserving. It has a to cooked dishes. et
, favor all Karo adds new zest to baked beans, sweet ; ¢ .
o its own! - - ——
| "oy p potatoes, apples, bananas. It makes them exira & )
b/ , - . . - ol
{ appetizing, extra flavorful. . W 3
. . . o "' ) : )
/ Perk up your cakes, cookies, pie fillings with 4y | X N
y
; Karo. Try it in cake icings, too. You will always IA | Y

get smooth, delicious results. All grocers sell Karo.

ALL KARO SYRUPS ARE RICH IN DEXTRINS, Y

& New: MALTOSE AND DEXTROSE (Food-Energy Sugar)

TRY IT!




“He wants to see me every night!”

No wonder Janey was thrilled . . . here was the
most popular boy in town asking for “‘solid™ dates
while other girls were green with envy. And yet
only a few weeks ago he had absolutely ignored
ler. What explained his old indifference and his
sudden new interest? This may be the answer.
Perhaps Janey got a tip that her breath wasn't
what it should be . . . and started using Listerine
every night and moring, and between times be-
fore parties. And oh! what a difference that can
make. After all, there’s probably nothing that
kills a romance so quickly as halitosis (bad breath).

How’s Your Breath?
You can't always tell when your breath is offensive

due to local causes in the mouth. so the safest course
1s to be always on guard with Listerine Antiseptic.

Some cases of halitosis are due to systemic con-
ditions, but most cases, say some authorities, are
due to the fermentation of tiny food particles on
teeth, gums and mouth surfaces. Listerine Anti-
septic halts such fermentation and overcomes the
odors it causes. Your breath becomes sweeter,
purer, less likely to offend others.

Keep Listerine Antiseptic always “on hand
and use it before your “big date.”” It may pay
you rich rewards in popularity.

Lamsert PHarMmacar CoMmpany, St. Louis, Mo.
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11:00(12:00|{CBS: KATE SMITH SPEI\KS
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0111:30(212:30/CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
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4:45( 5:45|CBS: Scanergood Baines

5:45 45|NBC-Blue: Tom Mix

4:45) 5:45|NBC-Red: The o Neils
10:00| 6:00/CBS: News, Bob Trout

5:00 00|NBC-Red: Lil Abner

5:05| 6:05/CBS: Edwin C. Hill

5:18 15/CBS: Hedda Hopper

5:30 30/CBS: Paul Sullivan

5:45 45/CBS: The World Today

4S|NBC-Blue: Lowell Thomas

6:00] 00/CBS: Amos 'n’ And

6:00 00\ BC-Blue: EASY ACES

6:00 00/NBC-Red: Fred Waring's Gang
6:18| 7:15/CBS: Lanny Ross

6:15! 7:15(N'BC-Blue: Mr. Keen

6:30 30/CBS: Meet Mr. Meek

6:30 30(MBS: The Lone Ranger

6:30 30|N'BC-Red: Cavalcade of America

6:45| 7:45|NBC-Red: H. V. Kaltenborn

7:00| 8:00/CBS: Big Town
7:00| 8:00/\ BC-Biue: Qulz Kids
7:00| 8:00 NBC-Red: Hollywood Playhouse

7:30| 8:30|CBS: Dr. Christian
7:30[ 8:30{NBC-Blue: Manhattan at Midnight
7:30| 8:30|NBC-Red: Plantation Party

8:00| 9:00{CBS: FRED ALLEN
8:00 9:00/NBC-Blue: Song of Your Life
8:00, 9:00/NBC-Red: EDDIE CANTOR

8:30| 9:30/NBC-Red: Mr. District Attorney

9:00'10:00'CBS: Glenn Miller
9:00 10:00 MBS: Raymond Gram Swin

00' 9:00/10:00 NBC-Red: KAY KYSER'S COLLEGE
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B Horry Solter ond vocolist Clork Dennis broodcost The Song of Your Life.

Tune-in Bulletin for October 30, November 8, 13 and 20!

October 30: Tommy Dorsey ond his orchestro open tonight ot the New Pollodium

bollroom in Los Angeles, ond you'll heor their music on CBS.

.. . A tolk everybody

ought to be interested in is being given tonight by Leon Henderson obout Notionol

Defense—CBS ot 11:15.

November 6: Do you know how to recise o president? The Children's Bureou of the
U. S. Deportment of Lobor tells you how on o progrom on NBC-Blue todoy ot 2:00.

November 13: Thrilling dromotizotions of incidents in Americon history moke up the
Covolcode of Americo, on NBC-Red tonight ot 7:30.

November 20:

It oughtn't to be hord to get o good lough between 9:00 ond 9:30

tonight. You con toke your pick of Eddie Contor on NBC-Red or Fred Allen on CBS.

ON THE AIR TONIGHT: The Song of
Your Life, with Horry Solter's orchestro
ond guest stors, ot 9:00 P.M. ES.T., on
NBC-Blue.

Everybody, Horry Solter thinks, hos
found one song which hos meont more to
his life thon ony other—the Song He'll
Never Forget—ond this progrom is de-
signed to tell the dromotic stories which
connect songs to the lives ond emotions
of humon beings.

For instonce—to show you how it works—
on o recent progrom Solter ond the or-
chestro ployed "Silver Threods Among the
Gold" ot the suggestion of o mon who
hod been born ond brought up on New
York's Eost Side. The story behind the song
wos thot the norrotor ond four friends,
when they were children, used to form o
little orchestro which met for musicol eve-
nings. One of the bays, o violinist, wosn't
reolly oble to ploy so very well, but there
wos one song he performed beoutifully—
"Silver Threods Among the Gold."

Yeors possed, ond the boys grew up ond
lost touch with eoch other. But one doy,
twenty-five yeors loter, the mon who told
the story received o letter from the violin-
ist, who wos onxious to hove o reunion of
the old gong. After some difficulty, the
other members were locoted, ond the re-
union wos held. But—ond here wos the
stronge thing—the violinist's desire for o
reunion seemed to be o premonition of his
own deoth, which occurred o few doys
ofter he hod ployed "Silver Threods Among
the Gold" os beoutifully os ever.

Fomous people occosionally bring the
stories of the Songs of Their Lives to the

progrom, but the best ond most dromotic
stories, Morry Solter soys, come from ploin
people who write in, os they're invited to
do. So if you know o song thot hos hod
on unforgettoble influence on your own
life, sit down ond put the story on poper
ond send it in to the progrom.

Horry Solter, who hod the bright ideo
of presenting o progrom like this, hos been
one of rodio’s best bondleoders since 1926,
but he's never ottoined the ombition he
hod when he storted, which wos to direct
the Metropoliton Opero orchestro. He
mokes up for this lock by persuoding mem-
bers of his orchestro or other bondleoders
to join him in their leisure time in ploying
clossical chomber-music.

Don't be surprised if you heor soon thot
The Song of Your Life hos found itself o
sponsor. NBC likes the progrom so much
thot they're giving it o big build-up, in
hopes of hoving onother Informotion,
Pleose aon their honds. On the other hond,
if the orgument between the networks ond
the Americon Society of Composers,
Authors ond Publishers (ASCAP) isn't
settled before Jonuory 1, it would be im-
possible to put o progrom of this sort
on the oir. ASCAP owns the copyrights
on most of Americo's well-known songs,
ond the orgument, which is obout money,
moy result in ASCAP withdrowing oll its
songs from the coir. And thot would meon
thot if The Song of Your Life wos on
ASCAP-owned song (ond the chonces ore
it would be)} you couldn't tell obout it on
the oir. Song of Your Life is such ¢ good
ideo thot it would be o pity if onything
like thot hoppened.

SAY HELLO TO

the stage.

TRUMAN BRADLEY—one of radio’s handsomest and best
known announcers, who's heard tonight on the Hollywood
Playhouse over NBC-Red. Truman was born 35 years ago
in Sheldon, Mo., and as a high school youngster walked
off with the state debating championship. He studied law
in college, but left his Blackstone for a salesman's job
and, later, on the advice of Goodman Ace, a career on
In 1929 he went to work as an announcer on
KF} in Los Angeles and has been slinging words ever since.
He's six feet tall,
hair, weighs 170 pounds, and has been married since 1937,

has gray-blue eyes and dark brown
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CBS; Vox Pop
NBC-Red: Bob Crosby
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(BS: Ask It Basket
N BC-Blue: Pot o’ Gold
NBC-Red: Good News

('BS: Strange As It Seems
N BC-Blue: Canadlan Holiday
NBC-Red: The Aldrich Family

CBS: MAJOR BOWES
N BC-Blue: Rochester Philharmonic
NBC-Red: KRAFT MUSIC HALL

NBC-Blue: America’s Town Meeting
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9:00(10:00|C"BS: Glenn Miller
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9:45/10:45/CBS: News of the War
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Stors of Mother of Mine—Agnes Young, Donold Cook ond Ruth Yorke.
Tune-In Bulletin for October 31, November 7, 14 and 21!

October 31:
nights now, ot 10:30 over NBC-Red.

Roymond Poige's impressive Musicol Americono progrom is on Thursdoy

November 7: The Rochester Philhormonic Orchestro begins its broodcost seoson tonight,
on NBC-Blue ot 9:00, with Jose lturbi conducting.

November 14: Americo's Town Meeting of the Air, thot foscinoting debote progrom
in which even the oudience gets up ond speoks its mind, returns Yo NBC-Blue tonight
for onother seoson. It storts ot 9:35 ond continues until 10:30.

November 21:
thousonds of turkeys will be eoten.

President Roosevelt hos procloimed todoy Thonksgiving Doy, ond

And something for rodio listeners to be

thonkful for is Bing Crosby's return to Kroft Music Holl tonight ofter o long vocotion.
You'll heor the Old Groaner ot 9:00 on NBC-Red.

ON THE AIR TODAY: Mother of Mine,
on NBC.Blue todoy ot 4:00, ES.T.—o new
seriol sponsored by Clopp's Boby Food.

Did you ever stop to wonder how o new
doytime seriol gets on the oir? Since
Mother of Mine is o new one, moybe this
would be o good time to tell you the
vorious steps thot were token before you
could listen to it this ofternoon.

It oll begon when the Young & Rubicom
odvertising ogency leorned thot one of its
clients, Clopp's Boby Food, would be in-
interested in odvertising on rodio if it could
find o sotisfoctory progrom. Since boby
food is something thot only women ore
likely to buy, the progrom must be one
thot oppeoled primorily to the lodies. This
suggested o doytime seriol, becouse the
doytime oudience is lorgely feminine. So
the Young & Rubicom mon in chorge of
Clopp's Boby Food odvertising went to
Miss Corol Irwin, who is director of doy-
time progroms for the ogency.

"Miss Irwin,” he soid, "con you think up
o seriol thot would interest prospective
buyers of boby food?" Miss Irwin soid
she could, ond went to work, ond her
thoughts ron something like this: ''Boby
food—women—mothers. Mother of Mine.
Thot would be o good title. Isn't there o
problem connected with mothers thot mony
women would be interested in? . . . Let's
see. . . ." And then she evolved the story
of on elderly, destitute mother who is
forced to live with her married son—which
is the story of Mother of Mine os you
heor it todoy.

After Miss Irwin hod written one or

two somple scripts ond outlined the story
on poper, it wos opproved by the rodio
deportment of the odvertising ogency ond
then by the sponsor. The next thing to do
wos to buy o suitoble time on the net-
work, ond 4:00 o'clock on NBC-Blue wos
chosen ond controcted for. Then Williom
Rousseoux, who is employed by Young &
Rubicom os o rodio director, wos given the
tosk of ouditioning octors for the vorious
ports, while Miss Irwin looked for on outhor
to write the doily scripts. She couldn't write
them herself, becouse her job is to super-
vise ond odvise on oll doytime seriols
produced by the ogency. So she thought
over the rodio writers she knew, 