


 

1 Bandleader Ted Weems, of Heartaches fame, renews acquaintance with old WHB listening frienc 
2. Burl Ives, "America's Mightiest Ballad Singer," recently originated his Friday night Philco show frc 
Kansas City. 3. The president of the National Association of Manufacturers, Morris Sayre, during 
exclusive radio interview. 4. The girl at the microphone, University of Kansas City's Dorothy Smi 
wins a contest sponsored by Berkson's of Kansas City, a flight to St. Louis and a position on I 

reviewing board of Minx Mode, manufacturers of junior fashions. S. and 6. The outside and inside 
a tarpaper house -trailer, home of Donnie Platt, the br 'zve little invalid, who recently won a raft 
prizes from Mutual's Heart's Desire program. 



foreword 
for 
April 
FOR four springs now we have 

reported the coming of April as 
it looked to us -old softies that we 
are for lilacs and young love and 
the pink and silver explosions of 
the tulip tree. Swing's first April 
was the last of the war, and since 
that time it has been our hope to 
report the spring in terms as glow- 
ing as the finest days and that feel- 
ing you get inside. But alas for the 
state of the world! Each spring 
grows more troubled, and this one 
would seem almost the edge of dis- 
aster. Thus our account must run: 
bigotry, selfishness, hypocrisy, cruel- 
ty, lust for power, sanctimony, 
greed, stupidity. That's the story. 
There is no good news any more. 
And the fault is not in the stars. 

Still, we cannot be one -sided. We 
must report the whole story -and 
the other half of it is that no mat- 
ter what we've done to mess up the 

orld, April has come to our part 
f it again packing its ancient wal- 

op. And only those too stubborn 
.o thaw will escape unscathed. 
April plays rough, tangling you up 
inside until you have the urge to 
behave as the lady poets would have 
,you to and turn cartwheels down 
:he wind in a backwash of apple 
)loom! There is that about the 
nonth that will not change in spite 
)f us, and thank your lucky stars 
or that! April hits hard and not 
veryone has learned to duck. Look 
)ut, Mac! Here it comes again! 
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APRIL'S Jleavy 2aieó 
IN KANSAS CITY 

Art .. 
(The William Rockhill Nelson 

Gallery of Art and the Mary 
Atkins Museum of Fine Arts.) 

Loan Exhibitions: "Modern Art 
in Advertising" circulated by 
Container Corporation of Amer- 
ica. 
"Paintings by Kansas City Art 
Institute Instructors." This ex- 
hibition will include paintings 
by Ross Braught, Edward Lan - 
ing, Myron Sûkole, Fred James 
and William McKim. 

Masterpiece of the Month: "Ma 
donna and Child," attributed to 
Nanni d'Antonio di Banco 
(circ. 1373. 1421) . 

Concerts: Mondays, at 3:30 p.m., 
and Fridays, at 8:15 p.m., in 
the Gallery Auditorium. 

Apr. 9, Conservatory of Music. 
Apr. 11, Sigma Alpha Iota. 
Apr. 23, Piano recital by pupils 

of Mrs. Paul Willson. 
Apr. 25, Mu Phi Epsilon. 
Apr. 30, Piano recital by pupils 

of Mrs. Miles Blim. 
Motion Pictures: On April 

4, The Iron Duke. On 
16 and 18, The Eagle 
Rudolph Valentino) . 

Special Events . . . 

Apr. 1, Shrine Ceremonial, Mu- 
nicipal Auditorium Arena. 

Apr. 2-9, Ice Capades, Pla Mor 
Arena. 

Apr. 3, Campfire Girls, Munici- 
pal Auditorium Arena. 

Apr. 9, .R.O.T.C. Circus, Mu- 
nicipal Auditorium Arena. 

Apr. 10, Tennis match, Munici- 
pal Auditorium Arena. 

Apr. 11, Eagle Scouts Meet, Mu- 
sic Hall, 3 p.m. 

Apr. 27, Rotary Club Fair, Mu- 
nicipal Auditorium Arena. 

Apr. 30, DeMolay dance, Munici- 
pal Auditorium Arena. 

2 and 
April 
(with 

Music .. . 

(Music Hall) 
Apr. 4, Barbershop Quartet Pro- 

gram, Matinee. 
Apr. 5, John Charles Thomas, 

baritone. 
Apr. 7, Stan Kenton concert, 

Municipal Auditorium Arena. 
April 8, High School Orchestra 

Festival. 
Apr. 9, St. Mary's (Xavier, Kan- 

sas) Spring Festival. 
Apr. 10, Mercury Caravan. 
Apr. 26, Nelson Eddy, baritone. 

Dancing . . . 
(Pla -Mor Ballroom, 32nd and 

Main.) Dancing every night 
but Monday. "Over 30" dances 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Fri, 
day. 

Apr. 3, Russ Morgan 
Apr. 10, Guy Lombardo. 
Apr. 17, Del Courtney. 
Apr. 24, Henry Busse. 

Conventions . 
. Apr. 2.6, International Brother 

hood of Boilermakers (Special), 
Hotel Phillips. 

Apr. 3, Missouri Society of X -Ray 
Technicians, Hotel Continental. 

Apr. 4-14, John Deere Plow Corn - 
pany, Hotel Phillips. 

Apr. 5-6, American Society of 
Anesthesiology, Regional, Hotel 
President. 

Apr. 7.9, Missouri Valley Elec- 
tric Association, Engineering 
Conference, Hotel President. 

Apr. 11.13 , MissouriKansas Bak- 
ers Association, Hotel President. 

Apr. 12-13, Missouri State Cham- 
ber of Commerce, Hote. 
Muehlebach. 

Apr. 12-13, Institute of Dietetics 
Hotel Continental. 

Apr. 14.16, Midwest Hospital As 
sociation, Municipal Auditor 
ium. 

Apr. 17-18, Alpha Sigma Alph i 

Regional, Hotel Continental. 
Apr. 17-19, Society of State Di 

rectors, Hotel Phillips. 
Apr. 19-24, American Associatio 

for Health, Physical Educatio 
and Recreation, Municipal Auc 
itorium. 

Apr. 26.28, Grand Council Roy - 
& Select Masters and Gran 
Chanter Royal Arch Mason 
Hotel President. 

Wrestling . . . 
Wrestling every Thursday nigh 

Memorial Hall, Kansas Cit 
Kansas. 

Apr. 6, Professional wrestlin 
Municipal Auditorium Arena. 

Boxing . 

Apr. 2, Professional boxing, M 
nicipal Auditorium Arena. 

Baseball . . 
Kansas City Blues, American As 

ciation. All games played 
Ruppert Stadium, 22nd a 

Brooklyn. 
Apr. 27, Indianapolis. 
Apr. 28, Indianapolis. 
Apr. 29, Indianapolis. 

Swing is published monthly at Kansas City, 
Missouri. Address all communications 

to Publication Office, 1102 Scarritt Building, 
Kansas City 6, Missouri. 'Phone Harrison 1161. 
333 North Michigan, Chicago 1, Illinois. 'Phone 
Central 7980. Price 25c in United States and 
Canada. Annual subscriptions, United States, 
p3 a year ; everywhere else, $4. Copyright 
1948 by WHB Broadcasting Co. 

All rights of pictorial or text content reser 
by the Publisher in the United States, Gr 
Britain, Mexico, Chile, and all countries p 
ticipating in the International Copyright C 
vention. Reproduction for use without expt 
permission of any matter herein is forbide 
Swing is not responsible for the loss of 
solicited manuscripts, drawings or photograj 
P -inted in U. S. A. 



Slickest swindle of all is the 
education fraud! 

SCHOOLS: 
Our Meanest Racket 

by STANLEY S. JACOBS 

AYOUNG Chicago business wom- 
an, possessor of two university 

degrees, always boasted that she could 
spot any confidence game a mile off. 
Yet she eagerly paid $600 to a fake 
"talent school" whose glib salesman 
assured her that his institution could 
land her child a Hollywood contract 
after six months of schooling. 

In Nebraska, an aging farmer and 
his sick wife who had saved pennies to 
pay for their daughter's education at 
a state teachers' college, were dazzled 
by a man in a handsome convertible 
coupe who raved about their daugh- 
ter's voice. 

"I represent a school in Kansas 
City directed by a former Metropoli- 
tan Opera star," he said. "Your girl 
is a born singer. But she needs de- 
velopment. After eight months at 
our school, she'll be ready for import- 
ant roles in radio which pay even 
mediocre singers $200 a week!" 

Convinced that the girl's talents 
would be wasted as a schoolma'am, 
the parents gave her $1,000 -their 
total savings -and she drove off to 
heartbreak and disappointment in 
Kansas City. 

In both the above cases, the par- 
ents were rooked by today's most 
ruthless racketeers, the education 

peddlers, who sell jerrybuilt or phony 
courses in everything from piano tun- 
ing to book- binding. 

The Chicago woman sent her child 
to school for several weeks until the 
promoters skipped town with the 
tuition money of 60 aspiring young- 
sters. 

The Nebraska farm girl, whose 
voice was passable in a rural choir, 
actually couldn't sing free over any 
Kansas City radio station. But her 
hopes of fame, money and a future 
were nurtured by a crew of slickers 
and a broken -down tenor who re- 
ceived $75 a week to keep his classes 
in an optimistic frame of mind. 

Competent teachers later told the 
girl that she could never hope to be a 
professional singer. But she had no 
recourse at law to recover her par- 
ents' hard -earned money, for the sly 
schoolmasters had been careful not to 
promise her a job in writing. 

Education today is America's most 
marketable commodity. Reliable 
schools of journalism, beauty culture, 
music, drama, business, law, account- 
ing, welding, restaurant management, 
engineering and aviation report all - 
time highs in enrollment. 

But riding along on the coattails 
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of reputable schools are a host of 
fly -by- nights whose only interest in 
students is quickly and painlessly ex- 
tracting their dollars. 

Legitimate trade school heads esti- 
mate that phonies rake in as much as 
$25,000,000 a year in the education 
racket. In Chicago alone, more than 
$ 5,000,000 annually is grossed by 
doubtful and crooked talent schools. 

Most daily newspapers investigate 
schools before granting them adver- 
tising space. But the really clever 
operators baffle close scrutiny; adver- 
tising managers find it hard to spot 
all deception and misinformation. 

Naturally, the phony schools try 
to take advantage of the G. I. Bill 
of Rights, which enables veterans 
to get additional education at Uncle 
Sam's expense. The majority of 
schools approved for veterans under 
the G. I. Bill are operated by compe- 
tent educators or professional people. 

But a vast body of Americans, with 
no G. I. Bill to rely on, afford juicy 
pickings for the racket schools. Con- 
sider the case of Edna P , a Wis- 
consin widow who tired of her fac- 
tory job which paid $37 a week for 
assembly line work. 

One day she answered the follow- 
ing ad: 

"Many Women Report Earn- 
ing $100 a week as Cooks. Learn 
this Big- Paying Trade at School 
Two Nights a Week." 
Soon, she was beseiged by letters 

and phone calls from a "College of 
Cookery" in Chicago which offered 
her a cut -rate course for $125. 

Enthusiastic, she quit her job and 
went to Chicago, where she sat in 
class three nights a week memorizing 

recipes from a 98 cent cookbook. Af- 
ter she could recite 50 recipes by 
heart, she and 20 other women were 
given diplomas and moved out quickly 
to make room for the next crop of 
suckers. 

The "school" consisted of some 
rickety desks in a loft building, one 
bored woman instructor who graded 
the memorized recipes, and a staff of 
six salesmen who sold the course for 
50 per cent commissions. This victim 
went to a lawyer who started action, 
but it was too late -the crooks had 
moved on to another city. 

Some of the fraudulent schools un- 
earthed by Better Business Bureaus 
would be laughable, were it not for 
the grief and financial loss they bring 
to innocent people. 

One California school, which of- 
fered a widely- advertised automotive 
course for $200, was taught by a man 
who didn't know how to drive a car! 

Another school, "The Institute of 
Nature Lore," promised to make suc- 
cessful naturalists and forest rangers 
out of its graduates. Investigators 
discovered its promoter was a Man- 
hattan con artist whose closest brush 
with nature had been his infrequent 
strolls in Central Park. 

The fake educators are quick to 
build courses around new fields which 
are prominent in the headlines. One 
Pennsylvania rascal, calling himself 
"America's dean of plastic engineer- 
ing," reaped $20,000 in eight months 
by promising to make skilled plastic 
specialists of young men with no 
chemical or engineering backgrounds. 

Another spurious school offered a 
pre- radar" course, hinting that it 

could toss $175 -a -week aviation jobs 
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into the laps of graduates who had 
only third grade educations. 

In Texas, one barnstorming educa- 
tion racketeer exploited popular inter- 
est in nuclear fission by promising he 
could turn out "atomic specialists" in 
a three -month course, two nights a 
week. He was put out of business 
when a newspaper exposed his racket. 

Courses at the quack schools seldom 
cost less than $150, usually cost much 
more. "Get their dough in advance!" 
is the battle cry of every pseudo - 
school head to his sales staff. 

The down payment on tuition is as 
much as students can fork over. Some 
get -'em- while- they're -hot educators es- 
cort new students to loan companies 
which pay off the school in cash, ac- 
cepting the students' notes at usurious 
rates of interest. 

BABY CARRIAGES 
(! r%/.J:ff:fS, 

geVe: 
4x. iGii.y.c 

« 
you're fo4ingy o courJe. 

f» 

PERHAPS the cruelest injuries are 
perpetrated on the winners and 

runners -up of radio and vaudeville 
amateur hours. Salesmen for the spur- 
ious talent schools clip newspaper 
stories giving the names and addresses 
of hopeful amateurs. A high- pressure 
campaign then follows, in which the 
contestants are assured of fame and 
fortune "after three months in our 
hands." 

One Chicago outfit employed 
scouts to visit night clubs and coke 
joints where high school show -offs 
could be spotted. It was no trick at 
all for the suave salesman to convince 
a hammy high school boy that his 
gags and clowning - with proper 
schooling -could be bringing rich re- 
wards in a short time. 

Sometimes, the educational slickers 
buy out old, established schools and 
reap a harvest by making extravagant 
promises to prospective students. A 
West Coast business college, respected 
by business leaders for 30 years be- 
cause of the quality of its teaching, 
was sold to a New York syndicate by 
the owner because of illness. 

Within six weeks, the school en- 
rollment had tripled, thanks to sales- 
men who used this spiel on high school 
graduates: 

"I represent the telephone com- 
pany, and would like to employ you 
in our office at a starting salary of 
$40 a week. But we hire only gradu- 
ates of the Blank Business College. 
If you will take a four -month night 
course at their school, we can assure 
you of a good job!" 

This racket ended when the author- 
ities closed the school, but not until 
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300 young people were gypped to the 
tune of $180 each. Naturally, the 
telephone company had never author- 
ized any promises of jobs. 

Here are some practical questions 
to apply to schools which seek you as 
a student, whether for plumbing 
classes or stenography. 

1. How long has the school been 
in business? Does it have a clean bill 
of health with your Better Business 
Bureau? 

2. Will the school give you the 
names and addresses of recent gradu- 
ates, whom you may interview as to 
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the worth of the course? 
3. Will the school provide com- 

plete background information on its 
teaching staff, so that you may check 
on their references? 

4. How does the tuition fee com- 
pare with fees asked for similar 
courses at well -known schools? 

5. Are the school heads and teach- 
ers members of recognized educational 
fraternities or vocational associations? 

6. Does the school "guarantee" 
you a job if you complete the course? 
-If it does, then it's a gyp, for no 
school can deliver on such a promise! 

Oh, What a Beautiful Fringe On Top! 
OKLAHOMA! opened at New York's St. James Theatre the night of 

March 31, 1943. It was an immediate hit, and in five years which have 
seen world -wide political and economic changes, it has survived and prospered 
with a vigor befitting those robust pioneers whose tale it spins. 

Based on Green Grow the Lilacs, a play by Lynn Riggs, it was the first 
and most successful collaboration of Richard Rodgers and Oscar Hammer- 
stein II. It has broken more records, established more precedents and received 
more awards than any other musical in the nation's history. 

In 1944 it received a special award from the Pulitzer Prize Committee. 
With its fifth birthday performance on March 31, Oklahoma! will have 

played 2,134 times at the St. James, with total attendance there of 4,456,380. 
A USO troupe took the show to 1,500,000 members of the armed forces, and 
a second company has been touring the country for over four years. The road 
company broke the all -time record for any touring show with a gross of 
$119.118.50 for one week in Oklahoma City's Municipal Auditorium. 

Calculations on the Theatre Guild's patented abacus show that music 
from Oklahoma! is popular in its own right. More than a half -million record 
albums have been sold, probably an unequalled mark. And sheet music sales 
number in excess of two million, eclipsing the top figure for any other musical 
comedy score in music publishing history. 

In all. eight million people have seen Oklahoma! while other millions, 
so many as to be countless, are familiar with its sprightly songs. 

And still the show goes on. In its sixth year -a long, long time on Broad - 
way -it is fresh, charming and gay. The Theatre Guild hopes it will become, 
like baseball, a national institution! 

A 
A woman. unfamiliar with railway vernacular, was standing near the 

depot as a freight train was being made up in Saginaw, Michigan. As the 
train backed up, one of the brakemen called to the other, "Jump on her 
when she comes by, cut her in two, and send the head end up to the depot." 
The woman fled, screaming for the police. t 



ilotlerti ,, - : 
He has the oldest material in show business, but it packs a punch! 

by ARTHUR S. POSTLE 

OHN JACOB NILES is the self - 
styled "front man" of the folk- 

lore movement. He is a slender, gray - 
thatched, earthy Kentuckian who 
sings Barbary Ellen, Maid Freed from 
the Gallows, I Wonder As I Wander 
and dozens of other legend -like tunes 
as he goes from Broadway across the 
continent to California college cam- 
puses interpreting and spreading folk 
songs with an almost fanatical zeal. 

"The ballad," he says, "handed 
down from father to son like the 
tempered swords of old, has stood the 
trial of time and been found good. It 
has lasted in competition with popular 
and classical music, with swing and 
ragtime and all other kinds. More- 
over, it is the music of the people, 
the common denominator of all races 
and classes in America." 

Niles himself is equally at home 
in the little Blue Ridge Mountain 
meeting house and Indiana Univer- 
sity's great auditorium. Mopping his 
forehead with a bandanna, he throws 
back his shoulders and breaks into 
melodies that entrance both hill people 
and college students. 

His programs are made up of bal- 
lads of the 15th and 16th Centuries, 
ballads rooted in the old Anglo -Saxon 
and Gaelic traditions. 

Sometimes he is mistaken for a hill- 
billy singer. Niles doesn't mind a bit. 
"Why should I ?" he asks. "My best 

friends are hillbillies." 
He sings in a high -pitched, clear, 

smooth voice, curiously flavored with 
soft Southern inflections. After re- 
moving his coat, he opens the collar 
of his brightly colored shirt, throws 
back his head and opens his mouth 
wide. The sound that pours forth is 
startling. He makes extraordinary 
use of a controlled falsetto, enabling 
him to attain a wild, strangely ap- 
pealing quality. His management of 
intricate rhythms is superb. 

As he renders The Gypsy Laddie, 
The Hangman, or Mary Hamilton in 
lilting fashion, he accompanies him- 
self on dulcimers of his own con- 
struction. He carries several of these 
instruments with him on his concert 
tours. They have flat wooden cases 
resembling out -sized guitars, with 
from four to eight strings, high to 
low away from the player, the reverse 
of mandolins, banjos a.nd most 
stringed instruments. He once sang 
for the Presidential family at the 
White House, and gave Eleanor 
Roosevelt one of his home -made 
dulcimers. 

Niles lectures at Harvard Univer- 
sity, University of Redlands, Indiana 
University, University of Florida, 
Stephens College, University of Ken- 
tucky, and other institutions of higher 
learning. He sings over two broad- 
casting networks, and has made sev- 
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eral albums of records for RCA Vic- 
tor. He has published over a dozen 
volumes of his collected ballads. 

He began his unusual career at the 
age of seven in an open competition 
at Louisville, where he fairly over- 
came the judges, one of whom was 
"Marse" Henry Watterson, the fa- 
mous editor. On that occasion he 
sang the full 17 verses of Barbary 
Ellen. His father was a sheriff, singer 
of folk music, and a caller at square 
dances. His mother had a classical 
music education, and was a church 
organist. She taught John Jacob to 
write musical shorthand, and encour- 
aged him to keep a notebook record 
of all stray bits of music or words of 
songs that he heard. 

A pilot in World War I, he 
miraculously escaped death when his 
plane was shot down by the Germans 
near Chateau Thierry. He was a 
ferry pilot, visiting many of the 
American units, so in his spare mo- 
ments he jotted down the songs the 
doughboys sang. Later he published 
two books of them, Singing Soldiers 
and Songs My Mother Never Taught 
Me. After the Armistice he remained 
in France to study at the University 
of Lyon and the Schola Cantorum in 
Paris. Upon his return to this coun- 
try in 1919, he studied at the Cincin- 
nati Conservatory. 

From the Queen City he went to 
New York, where he did everything 
from performing as a night club 
emcee to acting the role of Abie in 
a burlesque version of Abie's Irish 
Rose. Then came an opportunity for 
Niles to sing his folk melodies at a 
swank party. That proved a real 
break, because it brought him a chance 
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to team up with Marion Kerby, con- 
tralto, and to tour the United States, 
Canada and Europe with her in a 
successful series of concerts. 

In 1936 Niles married Rena Lipetz, 
w : v t:e er, \_ ':ù 
a\ ,\i y 1 yM \.'j 7 I , .'r4;,J 

a Russian refugee who had escaped 
to America after World War I. Miss 
Lipetz, who had been graduated from 
Wellesley College and had become a 
writer, first heard of him at a college 
concert. 

With their two sons, the Nileses 
live at "Boot Hill," a small farm deep 
in the Blue Grass country, and on the 
Athens -Boonesboro Road out of Lex- 
ington. They are justly proud of the 
strawberries and blackberries they 
raise, and of the razorback hams that 
they home -cure to serve their guests. 

Folksinger Niles has hundreds of 
ballads in his repertoire. But of them 
all, this one, learned from a small girl 
traveling with a band of evangelists, 
is perhaps the most charming: 

I wonder as I wander out under 
the sky, 

How Jesus, our Savior, did come 
for to die 

For poor orn'ry people like you 
and like I; 

I wonder as I wander out under 
the sky. 
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Also beautiful is the Seven Joys of 
Mary, an early religious ballad 
handed down by mouth to an old 
North Carolina mountaineer : 

Come all ye out of the wilderness, 

And glory be; 

Father, Son and Holy Ghost, 

Through all eternitee! 

No one who has heard Niles 
sing those ballads will ever forget 

their lovely, haunting melodies. 

Periodically, he emerges from the 
quietude of the Kentucky hills to 
charm his countrymen with redis- 
covered gems of the past, gems which 
he presents with consummate skill. 
The traveling singers of the Old 
World's golden age of balladry were 
never more devoted to their calling 
-and certainly never so successful 
at it-as this modern purveyor of 
ancient folksongs. 

A burglar and his pal had hidden a stolen stove in the loft of a garage. 
It took four men to get it down. The sheriff asked how they managed to 
get the stove up there all by themselves, and the more talkative of the two 
answered, "Well, I'll tell you, Sheriff, you can lift more when you steal it." 

Russell Crouse, coauthor with Howard Lindsay of the play Life With 
Father, who hasn't done any writing for quite a while, insists that when 
his son is old enough to attend school and they ask him, "What does your 
father do ?" he'll probably answer, "My father is a Playwrote." 

A Gopher for Mr. Golf 
THE statue of a stylized gopher, "done in round" as sculptors say, has 

recently inspired art critics to praise, and moved golfers to destruction of 
more than a normal quota of household breakables as they loosen up for a 
summer on the links. 

The sleek burrower is the original design of James Summers, an advanced 
student at the Kansas City Art Institute, and it will be used by the Kansas City 
Golf Association as an annual award to "Mr. Golf" -the individual designated 
as contributing most to the advancement of golf. Similar trophies will go to 
tiie four leading local golfers each year. 

In a way, the Gopher is reminiscent of the Oscar, long a symbol of 
cinema success. But sculptural experts emphasize that Summers' design is artis- 
tically far superior to the "amiable little pseudo- Greek" who rules Hollywood. 

Kansas City golfers hope the award will eventually bring golf the prom- 
inence accorded other sports. Their game, they point out, has been played 
far more than WO years, and was the primary recreation of Scottish royalty 
of the 15th Century. 

Today, 600,000 enthusiasts are hacking away each year on 4,817 golf 
courses in the United States. What is more amazing, they spend 135 million 
dollars annually in pursuit of the sport -exclusive of golf attire and gin bucks 
at the 19th hole. 

Obviously, says the K.C.G.A., golf is good business as well as good 
exercise. And they're hoping their Gopher will encourage both! 
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It was a bizarre way to advertise -but the bobbies got results! 
by TED PETERSON 

MANY a man these days has lost 
his head over a woman. He has 

put up with her -and with the sym- 
pathetic cluckings of his friends. 

So it was with John Hayes, a quiet, 
hard -working Englishman who fell for 
a shrewish camp -follower. But Hayes 
lost his head literally as well as fig- 
uratively. In fact, his head -minus the 
body -kept bobbing up around Lon- 
don so long it eventually brought his 
shamefaced murderers to justice. One 
of the murderers was his wife Cath- 
erine. 

From the time he met Catherine, 
John didn't have a chance. When she 
was 15, Catherine left her squalid 
home in Birmingham for London. On 
the way she met some army officers 
who flattered her into joining them. 
After a time they tired of her. 
Friendless, she wandered about the 
countryside. John's parents, respect- 
able farmfolk, sheltered her out of 
pity. She repaid their pity by snaring 
son John into a secret marriage. 

When John's parents learned about 
the marriage, they sighed and tried 
to make the best of it. They gave the 
newlyweds a good start. The couple 
lived in the neighborhood for six 
years, during which time Catherine 

bickered with everyone within tongue - 
range. She bullied John into moving 
to London in 1719. 

Plodding John opened a shop in 
London and prospered. He piled up 
even more money by making loans 
on the side. Meantime Catherine cul- 
tivated her hobby of quarreling with 
the neighbors. Occasionally, to his 
friends, she spoke a kind word for her 
husband. To her own cronies, she 
confided that murdering him would 
be no worse than killing a mad dog. 

Into the unhappy Hayes' home one 
day came a young man named Thomas 
Billings. He brought the simmering 
domestic troubles to a boil. Just who 
Billings really was is a question that 
perplexed crime chroniclers of the 
time. Some agreed that he really 
was Catherine's son, born in her 
lighthearted rambles before her mar- 
riage to Hayes. 

At any rate, Billings and Cath- 
erine spent many a cozy night over 
the bottle. When business took John 
out of town, their revelry was so 
open that neighbors raised eyebrows. 
They whispered tales of the goings -on 
to John. The gossip was too much for 
even that patient soul. He gave his 
wife a blow or two. 
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Those blows evidently set Cath- 
erine to musing about murder. The 
unpleasant task of getting John out 
of the way was promised to be made 
easier by the arrival of Thomas Wood, 
an old family friend. Wood, who had 
no place to live, was invited into the 
household by Hayes. Catherine 
straightaway invited him to lend a 
hand in the murder of Hayes. 

Wood declined the offer, pointing 
out the obligations of guest to host. 
With a light regard for truth, Cath- 
erine told him Hayes was a black- 
guard who had murdered a man in 
the country. He had even murdered 
two of his own children, she lied, and 
their corpses slumbered beneath an 
apple tree and a pear tree respectively. 
She shrewdly added that she would 
come into a small fortune on Hayes' 
death. Billings would help them kill 
John. 

Still reluctant, Wood mulled over 
the proposal. Returning home a few 
evenings later, he found John, Cath- 
erine and Billings in a convivial drink- 
ing bout. John began to boast loudly 
of his capacity. Billings offered to 
pay for a half -dozen bottles of mount- 
ain wine if John could guzzle them 
without getting fuddled. Otherwise, 
John would have to foot the bill. 

When John accepted the wager, 

Catherine went with Billings and 
Wood to fetch the wine from a 
tavern. She pointed out en route that 
it would be a cinch to do John in 
when he was in his cups. Billings 
helped her out -argue Wood. 

On their return, John manfully 
steeped himself in the gallon and a 
half of wine they had brought him. 
The trio nursed beers and watched. 
John began to sing and dance around 
the room in drunken gaiety. Cath- 
erine sent out privily for another bot- 
tle. A few nips of that finished John. 
He staggered into his bed and fell 
fast asleep. 

The trio then went to work. Bill- 
ings conked his slumbering host on 
the head with a hatchet. The blow 
fractured the skull. In pain, John 
stomped noisily on the floor as life 
fled from him, and Billings gave him 
a couple of more whacks for good 
measure. The noise had awakened 
neighbors, who complained that it was 
keeping them awake. Catherine apol- 
ogized. John had been drinking with 
friends, she told them, but they were 
leaving and all would be quiet. 

The neighbors' interference so 
frightened the men they could not 
think how to get rid of John's corpse. 
Catherine coolly suggested that the 
body could best be carried away with 
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the head off. The men got a pail, 
and Catherine lighted their way into 
the murder room. Billings pulled 
John's head over the edge of the bed. 
In the flickering candle light, Cath- 
erine held the pail to catch the blood 
while Billings cut off John's head 
with a pen knife. They washed the 
blood down the sink. 

Catherine mentioned that it might 
be a good idea to boil the head for a 
spell, and added with good common 
sense that the bare skull would be 
hard to identify. The procedure struck 
the men as being needlessly thorough. 
They plopped the head into a pail 
and clomped out to throw it into the 
Thames. All this bustling about an- 
noyed the awakened neighbors, who 
wanted to know what on earth was 
going on. Catherine said John was 
leaving for a trip to the country. For 
the neighbors' benefit, she loudly 
wished him farewell. 

When the men returned, the trio 
began to work on the body. They 
tried stuffing it into a box until they 
had more leisure to dispose of it. As 
the box was too small for the body, 
Catherine proposed hacking off the 
arms and legs. Still the box was too 
small. A bit more cutting fitted 
corpse to container. The murderers 
left it there until the following night. 
Then, wrapping the limbs in one 
blanket and the rest of the body in 
another, Billings and Wood carried 
the pieces to a pond for disposal. 

Meanwhile, though, the tide had 
failed to carry away John's head as 
the men had supposed it would. A 
watchman found it near a dock. Offi- 
cers washed it, combed its hair and set 
it on a pole in St Margaret's church- 

yard. If anyone recognized it, they 
figured, he'd let them know. The 
high constable ordered his underlings 
to keep an eye open for anyone with 
a burden looking like a dismembered 
body. 

Of the thousands who saw the head 
on the pole, some recognized poor 
John. One man told Catherine he 
was sure the head was John's. Cath- 
erine told him John was quite well in 
the country, thank you, and berated 
him for spreading malicious gossip. 
To another visitor who chatted about 
the head, Catherine railed at the 
wickedness of the age and decried 
barbarous murder. Billings, too, told 
friends they were wrong in supposing 
that the head belonged to John, who 
was away in the country. Next Cath- 
erine put off inquiries about her hus- 
band with the tale that he had killed 
a man in a quarrel and fled to Portu- 
gal. 

But her varying stories aroused 
the suspicions of some of John's 
friends. They minutely examined the 
head, which authorities had consider- 
ately preserved in a glass of spirits. 
They concluded that it was, alas, poor 
John. Authorities swooped Billings 
and Catherine in for questioning. 

Almost as soon as she was in cus- 
tody, Catherine begged to see the 
much -discussed head. When her re- 
quest was granted, she fell to her 
knees. 

"Oh, it is my dear husband's head!" 
she cried, embracing the glass and 
kissing it. "It is my dear husband's 
head!" A solicitous official withdrew 
the head from the glass and, holding 
it by the hair, offered it to her for 
closer scrutiny. She kissed it. An of- 
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ficial denied her request for a lock of 
the hair, on the grounds that she had 
already cut away too much of poor 
John. 

That same day, the rest of John's 
body was discovered. Soon after- 
wards Wood was picked up for ques- 
tioning. His part in the murder had 
been bothering him, and he made a 
full confession. Billings, figuring that 
the jig was up, gave his version of 
the crime. And then Catherine told 
of the events from her point of view. 

At the trial, Wood and Billings 
pleaded guilty. Wood died in prison, 
but Billings lived long enough to be 
hanged. A jury lost little time in find- 
ing Catherine guilty. In her day a 
wife who murdered her husband was 
guilty of petty treason. The penalty 
was burning at the stake. About noon 
on May 9, 1726, Catherine was 
bound to the stake and her execu- 
tioners heaped faggots about her. 
Three hours later she was ashes. 

Man considers facts stubborn things because they won't yield to his 
efforts to mold them to fit the pattern of his prejudices. -Cincinnati Enquirer. 

A 
It was in a New York University classroom. The prof was speak- 

ing. "It is a strange thing. I was shaved this morning by a man 
who really is, I suppose, a little above being a barber. He is an alumnus 
of one of the leading American colleges; he studied in Heidelberg after- 
ward, and spent several years in other foreign educational centers. I 
know also that he has contributed scientific articles to our best magazines, 
and has numbered among his intimate friends men of the highest social 
standing in Europe and America. And yet," concluded the professor, 
"he can't shave a man decently." 

"But, professor," a student said, "why is he a barber, with all those 
accomplishments ?" 

"Oh," replied the professor, "he isn't a barber. I shaved myself 
this morning." 

A youngster at one of those progressive schools where nothing is dis- 
couraged found a cute little brown mouse in the flat his family occupied. 
He was all for taking it to school with him, but his mother tried to 
discourage the idea. 

"It's all right, Mother," said her young one. "We got lots of mice in 
school." 

"Yes, but those are white mice," the mother argued. 
The moppett looked at her in disgust. "Aha! Race prejudice, huh ?" 

You can always tell a hick town. That's where the Sunday paper can 
be lifted with one hand. 

A 
As a rule, anything that is either shouted or whispered isn't worth 

listening to. 

A radical is a person who doesn't know any other way to hurt people 
who have more than he has. 

A cynic is a man who, when he smells flo,.vers, looks around for a coffin. 



We've found the bug, and the Flit comes next!!! 

by WALT ANGRIST 

YES, the dimes are marching on- 
dimes and dollars from the Amer- 

ican public to help polio victims walk 
again. 

The greatest single step forward 
came in the middle of the recent 
March of Dimes campaign -the blunt 
announcement from a university lab- 
oratory that polio virus (commonly 
called infantile paralysis) has been 
collected in an almost 100 per cent 
pure state. 

The first real move toward pre- 
venting this widely -feared disease 
seems to have been accomplished with 
little fanfare by a Czech refugee, Dr. 
Frank Gollan. 

In technical language, the balding, 
mustached, unassuming assistant pro- 
fessor of physiology at the University 
of Minnesota reports he has: 

"Isolated `MM' poliomyelitis virus 
-which causes one strain of the dis- 
ease family -and removed 99.94 per 
cent of impurities." 

The MM disease type, of which 
Dr. Gollan speaks, is fatal only to 
animals, but that does not detract 
from the vital importance of his dis- 
covery. 

The real value of his find lies in 
the purification method used to af- 
fect isolation of the virus -for the 
scientist reports his way of separating 

the deadly stuff is applicable to all 
strains of polio, including those which 
strike human beings in such a de- 
structive and painful manner. 

Medical experts engaged in polio 
research today generally agree the dis- 
ease virus is the key to discovery of a 
vaccination which can eventually pro- 
tect all children and adults from in- 
fantile paralysis. 

Present in the bodies of all who are 
hit by polio is a substance called a fil- 
terable virus. Webster's dictionary de- 
fines it as the "poison or contagious 
matter of a disease, the essential parts 
of which are so tiny they retain 
deadliness after being passed through 
the finest porcelain type filters." 

It is from diluted solutions of dis- 
ease viruses that medical science has 
procured protecting vaccines for such 
already tamed killers as small pox. 

The research laboratory must first 
possess a particular virus in the pure 
state, then dilutions are made and the 
vaccines tried out on dogs and mon- 
keys. The ultimate step is vaccination 
of human beings who offer them- 
selves as guinea pigs. 

Thus the achievement of Dr. Gol- 
lan, himself a polio victim as a child 
of three, is certain to be an important 
milestone on the path to vaccine pro- 
tection from polio for human beings. 

Up to now, science had been 
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at a loss where infantile paralysis was 
concerned. Much publicity was given 
to the Sister Kenny treatments for 
polio sufferers. But the good Aus- 
tralian nurse has no cure to offer, no 
preventive with which to step in when 
an epidemic rages. Sister Kenny's ad- 
mirable efforts have been directed 
solely to alleviation of the disease re- 
sults -pain and paralysis. 

Science, always more attracted to 
the ounce of prevention than the 
pound of cure, was stumped because 
there was no pure virus available. 

Before Dr. Gollan's discovery, the 
highest isolation of the disease was 
accomplished at Stanford University. 
There, two scientists announced a 
year ago that they had tracked down 
polio virus to a purity of 80 to 85 
per cent. 

Their work was hailed as "a long 
step forward in science's fight against 
infantile paralysis." 

But the Minnesota expert's sub- 
stance is 100 times more potent. It is 
so deadly that one ounce would be 
enough to infect 2,500,000,000,000 
(21/2 trillion) laboratory animals. 

How Dr. Gollan arrived at his find 
is a story of the modern speedup 
which has extended from science to 
industry and back again since the 
war. 

He began his experiments only five 
months ago by infecting laboratory 
mice with MM polio. 

Then he mashed their brains and 
spinal cords -the places where polio 
attacks -in salt solution. 

By slowly mixing the brain tissue 
solution with alcohol at freezing tem- 
peratures, Dr. Gollan caused the virus 

to separate from all other matter in 
the solution, or "precipitate." 

Painfully careful controls had to 
be maintained over the temperature 
and the amounts of alcohol, brain 
matter and salt strength. 

Next, the scientist whirled the so- 
lution in a centrifuge test tube, and 
the virus- heavier than the brain tis- 
sue -was driven to the bottom of the 
container. 

Dr. Gollan's virus was removed 
from the test tube and checked un- 
der the University of Minnesota's 
super -magnifying electron microscope. 
Magnifying 30,000 times, the micro- 
scope showed the concentrated matter 
consisted entirely of particles of the 
same size and shape. This was proof 
of the purity -plus the fact that the 
virus, diluted 10,000,000 times, still 
infected mice with polio. 

There is much work ahead for Dr. 
Gollan and his kind. Scientists must 
now adapt isolation technique to hu- 
man polio viruses. When these have 
been isolated, polio vaccines are next 
on the work sheets. 

To produce a vaccine, the pure 
virus is usually weakened by treating 
it with formaldehyde or irradiating it 
with ultra violet rays. A point is 
reached where it will infect only 
slightly, just enough to cause the 
body to build immunity. 

Years of effort may go by before 
the next successful steps are taken, 
but the way has been paved by Dr. 
Gollan's test tube discovery of polio 
virus in its pure form. 

Oh, yes -Dr. Gollan's studies were 
financed by the National Foundation 
for Infantile Paralysis. 

Your dimes DO march on! 



USCO VITE JOKERS! 

The boys were cards, right enough, 
but it nearly cost them a long stay 
in Siberia. 

THE year was 1889; the place, 
Moscow. 

It was broad daylight on the Kus- 
netzkij Bridge when an archbishop ap- 
peared in full regalia, even to the mi- 
tre, and proceeded to conduct himself 
in anything but a clerical manner. 
He dashed breathlessly through traf- 
fic, brandishing his arms, got his feet 
tangled up in his robes, fell down, dis- 
entangled himself, got up and started 
sprinting again. All the while he kept 
shrieking, "Stop them, stop them!" 

Everyone stood rooted to the spot 
in sheer fright, too amazed to make 
way for him, so that he was obliged 
to push through the crowd by main 
force. A policeman finally felt it was 
his duty to lay hold of the prelate. 

"What's the trouble, Your Excel- 
lency?" 

"You fool!" bellowed the archbis- 
hop. "Don't stop me, stop those 
crooks!" 

"What crooks ?" 
"Those thieves! I'm no priest, I'm 

a jeweler, I'm Savchenko! They've 
robbed me, they've cleaned me out!" 

Calmed, finally, Savchenko told his 
story. A week before, a couple of 
gentlemen had walked into the jewel- 
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er's store. They had come to Moscow, 
they said, from the city of Tula, com- 
missioned to purchase an archbishop's 
vestments and a number of ecclesias- 
tical articles and precious stones. They 
had quickly arrived at an agreement 
with him as to price. That morning 
they had come in again, as arranged, 
but this time at the noon hour, when 
all the help was at lunch. The jeweler 
had shown them the ordered articles. 

"Wonderful!" they had exclaimed. 
"Exactly what we wanted! But we'd 
just like to see how the robes look 
on." 

No sooner had Savchenko involved 
himself in the awkward garments and 
stepped before his customers, how- 
ever, than he felt himself suddenly 
seized and held fast. The swindlers 
emptied his till, stuffed their pockets 
with the precious stones and fled . . . 

Such was the initial exploit of a 
strange band of thieves which dubbed 
itself the Knaves of Hearts" in a 
shameless but witty letter written to 
the Police Commissioner of Moscow. 
The tricks they pulled were full of 
humor and frequently seemed to be 
purposeless; the material gain in- 
volved apparently interested the ras- 
cals little. 
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The people of Moscow became 

more and more alarmed, but were at 
the same time much amused. They 
began to suspect that these pranksters 
were scions of the best Czarist fami- 
lies whose acts were prompted by boy- 
ish romanticism. The police followed 
one false scent after another. 

At last, Chief Commissioner Schul- 
gin, esteemed the cleverest man of the 
police force, was personally instructed 
to track down the Knaves and anni- 
hilate them. He at once released a 
press statement : the population of 
Moscow might henceforth rest easy. 
"In eight days at the latest we shall 
have our first Knaves of Hearts be- 
hind bars." 

One thing is certain, Chief Com- 
missioner Schulgin did get in contact 
with the Knaves exactly eight days 
later -but the meeting was not as he 
anticipated. 

He was sitting at breakfast when a 
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four -horse sleigh, with liveried foot- 
men in attendance, drew up before 
his house. One of the footmen had 
himself announced. It seemed he 
came from the Commissioner's friend, 
Countess Orlowa, who wished to 
speak to the Commissioner on urgent 
business. Time was of the essence. 
It might be, in fact, a matter of min- 
utes. 

Since there were still no private 
telephones in Moscow at this time, 
Schulgin had no alternative but to see 
his friend in person. He threw his 
beaver coat over his shoulders and 
flew off in the sleigh. The footman 
who had fetched him also accom- 
panied him to the house of the Count- 
ess, relieved him of his coat and or- 
dered the butler to announce the 
Commissioner. 

The Countess was more than aston- 
ished to see her friend so early in the 
morning. 

"For God's sake, has something 
happened, my dear Commissioner ?" 

"Didn't you send for me, Count- 
ess?" 

"Send for you!" 
"You didn't send your sleigh for 

me ?" 
"I? Send my sleigh ?" 
"But -" 
The Commissioner blushed sudden- 

ly, then excitedly related what had 
happened. 

"God in heaven!" The Countess 
wrung her hands. "They've tricked 
you, don't you see? It's another 
trick!" 

They sounded an alarm, but the 
sleigh had long since vanished -and 
with it the fur coat. The butler had 
assumed, of course, that the liveried 
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attendant belonged to the Commis- 
sioner. He had therefore paid no at- 
tention when the scoundrel bore the 
fur coat out to the sleigh. 

This was a bit too thick for the top 
man of Moscow, Governor General 
Prince Vladimir Dolgoruskij. He lost 
patience. He relieved the Commis- 
sioner of the case and took over him- 
self. He, too, was presumptuous 
enough to give out a statement, which 
concluded with the words : "I shall 
send every single member of this band 
to Siberia." 

The very next day the Knaves sent 
him their answer. Toward noon he 
was advised that the Governor Gen- 
eral Dolgoruskij -that is, he himself 
-was at that moment to be seen in a 
number of different points in the 
city. 

Aha! The boys were waxing in- 
cautious in their insolence! The Gov- 
ernor General shouted for his secre- 
tary, the secretary for the footman, 
the footman for the coachman, and 
in a flash the Governor drove off to 
give his personal instructions to police 
in various parts of Moscow. 

However, no sooner had he reached 
the Twerskaja, one of the main 
thoroughfares, than he was appre- 
hended by a young policeman on the 
order of a man in a general's uniform 
who resembled him, the Governor, 
like an identical twin. 

"Throw the bum in jail !" screamed 
the false Governor, rushing at the 
true Governor with well -simulated 
rage. "We've finally got you, huh? 
You've finally walked into our trap!" 
When the arrested man was led away, 
his double disappeared in the crowd. 

The fury of the Governor General 
knew no bounds. It took hours before 

he was released and had regained pos- 
session of his reason, so to say. That 
same day he appointed a commission 
of the most able detectives he could 
find to devote themselves exclusively 
to the case of the "Knaves of Hearts." 

The result? The Knaves sold the 
palace of the Prince, with all its furn- 
ishings and contents, to two wealthy 
Englishmen -and the best of it was, 
the Governor himself assisted in the 
transaction. 

The Knaves divided themselves into 
three groups in order to put the hoax 
through successfully. The first group 
served as a "Legal Advisory Board." 
The second was made up of pretended 
aristocratic idlers who scraped ac- 
quaintance with some wealthy Eng- 
lishmen just come to Moscow. The 
third, consisting of only two gentle- 
men posing as merchants, presented 
itself in person to the Governor Gen- 
eral. They told the Governor that 
certain prominent Englishmen had ex- 
pressed a wish to view the interior of 
one of the noble, luxurious, imposing 
private palaces of which the whole 
world talked -but which were rarely 
exhibited to foreigners. It would be 
in the interest of friendlier relations 
between England and Russia, espe- 
cially better trade relations, that the 
wish be gratified if possible. The two 
gentlemen succeeded in obtaining the 
Prince's consent to exhibit his own 
palace. 

Meanwhile, however, the second 
group -the playboys -had offered 
the palace for sale to the Englishmen 
they'd met. 

Considering the costly furnishings, 
the purchase price seemed reasonable 
enough. As the prospective buyers 
passed through the rooms of the pal- 
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ace they examined everything closely. 
The Prince, who accompanied them 
but did not know a word of English, 
was astonished to see them run their 
fingers appraisingly over every piece 
of upholstery and every rug, and be- 
stow especial scrutiny upon the silver. 
He was able to answer their questions 
only with the help of the interpreter 
whom the foreigners had brought 
along. 

Next day the Englishmen returned, 
but this time as proprietors -without 
their guide. They had in their pos- 
session the bill of sale, all notarized. 
What took place at this second meet- 
ing is not known to history -but it 

is known that the following night the 
Prince personally led his police on a 
manhunt through Moscow, and that 
he got no sleep for more than 48 
hours. 

All to no avail. The police suc- 
ceeded only in seizing the equipment 
of the "Legal Advisory Board." 

No Knave was ever caught, and 
strangely enough not one was heard 
from again after this bold stroke. 
There was not even a farewell letter. 
The Knaves had played their game, 
won, and were content to retire to the 
less conspicuous ways of respectabil- 
ity. 

Famous People 
William Lyon Phelps, the incomparable Yale professor, enjoyed telling 

this story about a man who had a predilection for the word "gotten." 
One day the man, who was out of town, sent his wife the following 

telegram: "Have gotten tickets for the theatre." 
When his wife received the telegram, it read, "Have got ten tickets 

for the theatre." So that evening, she met her husband in the theatre lobby, 
accompanied by a group of eight eager friends. 

A 
DeWolf Hopper once stopped at the United States Hotel in Saratoga 

Springs. His room was at the rear, adjacent to the railroad yard, where a 
switch engine spent the night panting and hooting. In desperation, he finally 
called the night clerk, asking, "I say, young man, can you tell me what time 
this hotel gets to Chicago ?" 

Early this summer, as I was en route back to the United States after 
spending the past five years in North Africa and Europe, a Chinese traveler 
came to my table in the ship's dining room. 

"I'm sorry to intrude upon you, General," the Chinese said, "but I 
want to tell you that it is a pleasure to see you nagging the Russians so 
consistently." 

"Nagging them? But I'm not nagging them," I said. 
"Yes, you are," he replied smiling. "You just don't understand the 

meaning of nagging in Chinese. According to one of our proverbs `nagging 
is the constant reiteration of the unhappy truth.' "- General Mark Clark. 

George Washington was seldom given to telling jokes, but when he 
did indulge he made them count. During a Congressional debate on estab- 
lishing the Federal Army, one member offered a resolution limiting the 
army to 3,000 men. Washington countered with an amendment providing 
that no enemy should ever invade the United States with more than 2,000 
soldiers. The resolution was smothered in laughter. 



Here's a hobby that beats walking -but barely! 

THEY'RE STILL 

SPREAD throughout the country 
are some 600 enthusiasts -they 

might be called fanatics -for whom 
the days of high button shoes, mous- 
tache cups, peg top trousers and nine 
cent beefsteaks still exist. Their sym- 
bol of the past is, of all things, the 
horseless carriage - an ancient gas 
buggy which once rolled down cob, 
blestoned streets on spindly, high - 
pressure tires. 

The Horseless Carriage Club, to 
which these 600 a f icianados belong, is 
a hobby dedicated to nostalgia. 
Among its members are Edgar Bergen, 
James Melton, Tom Breneman and a 
varied assortment of doctors, ranch- 
ers, lawyers and other busy men who 
collect and still drive these old -time 
equipages during periodic "meets" of 
the Club. 

One such assembly of the Horse - 
less Carriage Club -the California 
chapter -took place recently on the 
sun -baked Rancho Rinconada of mem- 
ber Lindley Bothwell. Bothwell, who 
devotes his time to growing oranges, 
when he isn't collecting old automo- 
biles, played host to the other mem- 
bers of the Horseless Carriage Club. 
He put his own Fords, Havers, 
Stearns, Stanley Steamers, Ramblers 
and Maxwells through their paces in 
competition with the other painted 
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and polished oldsters which assembled 
at the Rancho under their own power. 

Of the 50 -odd old cars that Both- 
well owns, his 1906 six -cylinder, right 
hand drive, open touring model Ford 
is one of his prize exhibits. There 
are also six Model -T fire engines, 
once actually operated by the Los 
Angeles Fire Department, when the 
City of the Angels was still thinking 
of itself as a sleepy, overgrown pueb- 
lo. Bothwell houses his collection of 
horseless carriages in two huge barns. 
They're looked after by his own staff 
mechanic, who once tooled a chain 
drive speedster in the Vanderbilt Cup 
Races back in 1905. Most of the 
Bothwell cars have been overhauled, 
rejuvenated, repainted and polished, 
so that even today they make a pretty, 
if old - fashioned sight lined up in neat 
rows in the Bothwell "museums." 

Just why the members of the Horse - 
less Carriage Club chose old cars as a 
hobby is something that even they 
themselves cannot clearly explain. It's 
not exactly an inexpensive amusement, 
though some of the old cars were 
picked up for nominal sums. Perhaps 
the hobby is nothing more than a 
unique expression of their own love 
for the quieter, mellower past. Yet 
several of the Club members are 
younger than the cars they own! On 
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display at the recent meeting was a 
1910 EMF, which the owner, a lad 
of 19 or 20, had discovered aban- 
doned under a pepper tree in an old 
pasture. He bought the car for $45, 
spent his spare time for a year clean- 
ing, painting and polishing it, then 
proudly drove it up heavily- traveled 
Ventura Boulevard to the Club meet, 
garbed turn -of- the -century style in 
long duster, heavy goggles and auto - 
ing cap. 

Some of the Club members own 
anywhere from two to ten early day 
cars; others are content with one; 
still others have none at all. Yet they 
qualify for membership by virtue of 
their deep affection for anything that 
pertains to their nostalgic hobby. 
There are members who are happy 
with nothing more than a compre- 
hensive assortment of vintage spark 
plugs. Some specialize in radiator 
emblems of the thousand and one 
automobiles once on the market but 
now virtually forgotten. One Club 
member maintains an astonishing col- 
lection of brass auto lamps, while still 
another owns what is acknowledged 
as the most elaborate and complete 
library of old automobile catalogs and 
literature in America. 

Among the members, trading is ac- 
tive in the old cars. They like to ex- 
change their acquisitions, taking, say, 
a vintage RCH for a one -cylinder 
Cadillac. But should they sell a car 
to another member, it must be sold 
for the same price at which they ob- 
tained it. Once, one new member 
tried to make a little profit on his 
transaction, but he changed his mind 
quickly when it was intimated that 

this type of black marketing would 
end in his being eliminated from the 
group. 

Of the California aficianados, radio 
comedian Edgar Bergen is probably 
the most prominent and certainly one 
of the most enthusiastic. Among his 
own collection is a still -virile White 
Steamer, which was coaxed to the 
meet by Bergen's mechanic. Passen- 
gers in the tonneau of the car were 
friends of the comedian, dressed in 
keeping with the spirit of the occa- 
sion : full, sweeping skirts, shirtwaists, 
picture hats and veils for the women; 
goggles, motoring caps and full-length 
dusters for the men. When the pho- 
tographer who was shooting pictures 
asked one of the ladies to pose along- 
side the vehicle and to pretend that 
the engine might explode at any mo- 
ment, she had no trouble getting the 
proper expression of alarm. "I'm not 
pretending," the girl admitted. "It 
really might blow up at that!" 

For ten years now the Horseless 
Carriage Club has been keeping alive 
their verdant memories of the past 
with these nosegays on wheels. 
They're still rolling along, perhaps at 

no more than a noisy 15 mile -an -hour 
pace, but they seem to like it that 
way. 

Crank 'er up! 



With painstaking care, he built an un- 
assailable place in the history of science 

an,rcs CALTOul'... 

AT 18 months of age, the pre- 
cocious boy could recite the al- 

phabet forward and backward. At 
two, he was solemnly telling nursery 
stories to older children, and at three 
he could write his own name. 

This was Francis Galton, the shy 
but likable boy who later was to shun 
the sports and pastimes of other 
youths in favor of monastic seclusion 
and endless study. 

Galton's mother was a brilliant, un- 
conventional woman who was gos- 
siped about by her neighbors in the 
England of the early 19th Century. 
She busied herself with politics and 
economics, scoffing at demure women 
who stayed in their parlors and left 
weighty subjects to the men. 

Francis' father was a lifelong stu- 
dent and teacher. His greatest pleas- 
ure was to buy his pedantic little son 
books and maps which the child pre - 
ferred to any toys. 

Small wonder that this lad, born in 
1822, was to grow into one of the 
towering intellects of the 19th Cen- 
tury, renowned in a score of fields. 
He was to become Sir Francis Galton 
-anthropologist, meteorologist, fin- 
gerprint expert, psychologist, explorer, 
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writer, inventor, statistician and 
physicist. 

His Meteorographica, published in 
1863, was man's first real effort to 
chart the weather on an extensive 
scale. 

Lured by his cousin Charles Dar- 
win's revolutionary book, Origin of 
Species, Francis Galton became the 
first of the anthropologists. The rest- 
less, eternally curious fellow measured 
the heads, noses, girth, height and 
weight of thousands of human beings, 
from naked savages to Mr. Gladstone, 
the prime minister. What he learned, 
Galton presented in a series of daring 
papers which fathered the new science 
of eugenics. 

The many -sided Galton won re- 
nown for his investigations of color 
blindness, mental imagery, instincts, 
number forms, and criminality. He 
originated the process of composite 
portraiture. He was the Burton 
Holmes of his era, always running off 
to strange lands which he described in 
travelers' guidebooks and lectures to 
stay -at -homes back in England. 

Yet this successful man nearly gave 
up the battle for life before he was 
out of his 'teens. 
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In 1837, the sensitive, gangling 
Francis finished secondary school and 
was apprenticed to a Birmingham 
doctor. 

For a while, his master thought 
young Galton would make a fine 
physician. After all, hadn't he tink- 
ered with retorts and crucibles in a 
drug store when other boys thought 
only of games and pranks? 

Galton's master sent him to King's 
College Medical School in London. 
The Galton family was confident that 
he would hang up a dazzling college 
record and win glory as a physician. 

But they hadn't reckoned with the 
sensitive, brooding spirit and the un- 
stable constitution of Francis Galton. 

"I am revolted by what I see at 
medical school," he told his few in- 
timate friends. "If this is medicine, 
then I want none of it!" 

To escape his ugly memories of the 
dissection rooms, blood, skeletons, and 
the jeers of tougher - fibered students, 
Galton quit classes and sailed for the 
Far East. A sea voyage, he told him- 
self, might set his jangled nerves in 
order. 

After the trip, he felt fit enough 
to tackle medical school again. But 
after weathering it for three years, 
Galton chucked college permanently 
in the face of a looming physical and 
mental breakdown. 

Once again, journeys to far places 
eased the tortured student's despair 
and blotted out his thoughts of failure. 

This time, he plunged into the wilds 
of Cape Colony, where he lived for 
two years with the little -known Da- 
mara tribe so retarded that they 
couldn't count the fingers of one 
hand. 

The ignorant savages liked and 
trusted the gentle youth who pursued 
them with sweets and bangles in one 
hand and a tape measure in the other. 

For the first time, Galton felt steady 
and happy as he jotted down thous- 
ands of measurements in his little 
notebooks. He wrote every day of the 
minutiae he observed. (In the twilight 
of his life, while sitting for his por- 
trait, he counted the brush- strokes 
made by the famous painter commis- 
sioned to do his picture!) 

Galton peered into the natives' 
mouths, examined their teeth, faith- 
fully chronicled their weird but won- 
derful surgical and healing methods. 
There was no frivolity or play in his 
makeup : Galton made an applied 
science of everything which awakened 
his interest. 

Back in England, he idled in the 
seaports and talked of the ocean's 
vagaries with grizzled captains. But 
it was the details of winds and cur- 
rents which fascinated the austere Gal- 
ton; stores of piracy and adventure 
left him cold. 

For a full month, Galton busily 
charted the reported observations of 
the weather which were made three 
times a day at his request. From many 
coastal lighthouses and ships at sea, 
he assembled weather notes which he 
correlated -for the first time in mari- 
time history-into a practical weather 
system. 

Night after night, Francis toiled 
until dawn over his weather charts. 
From them he was able to recon- 
struct the story of how Atlantic 
storms were gestated and why they 
waxed and waned. He proved to him- 
self and to seafaring men that hot 
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moist winds as they rise suck in cool 
air moving in a definite predictable 
counter -clockwise direction. 

You've seen the delicate, automatic 
self-recording drums on which weath- 
er data are recorded? That drum was 
Galton's contribution to safety at sea. 
It charts wind velocity, barometric 
pressure, temperature, rainfall and 
humidity -all indispensable to the 
mariners of the world. 

AFTER his cousin Darwin startled 
the Victorians with his theory 

of evolution, Francis Galton endorsed 
Darwin's findings. 

"Everything by measurement!" be- 
came Galton's unshakable credo in all 
his pursuits and hobbies. He braved 
rebuffs and insults to induce people 
to let him measure their physical and 
mental capacities. 

From gentlewoman to castle slav- 
ey, noble lord to London guttersnipe, 
nobody was safe from the calipers and 
measuring tape wielded by "that 
crazy Galton." 

He filled countless notebooks with 
columns of figures detailing his sub- 
jects' talents and strength. How was 
this coach 'driver at weighing sub- 
stances of differing weights? 

Could this Oxford-trained teacher 
hit an inflated bladder as hard as 
could the brawny sailor whose coop- 
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eration Galton purchased for a few 
drinks? 

What were the comparative breath- 
ing capacities of a London street girl 
and a baronet's sheltered daughter? 

Could an undernourished slum boy 
detect color variations as acutely as 
could the well -fed, mannered child of 
wealth? 

All of these questions gave Francis 
Galton original background knowl- 
edge of human capabilities and be- 
havior. He was insatiably curious 
about right- and left -handedness. Was 
handedness inherited - and, if so, 
why? 

Obsessed with the desire to learn 
if well -born people had greater nat- 
ural attributes than impoverished 
workers had, Galton spent years as- 
sembling family histories of aristo- 
crats and paupers. He concluded that 
intelligent parents tend to have bright 
children; brawny parents pass on 
strong physiques to their youngsters. 

Naturally Galton strongly believed 
in the survival of the fittest. Though 
a true democrat, he announced that 
society would do well to encourage 
marriages between well- endowed part- 
ners and to discourage mating of dull- 
ards and weak stock. 

Out of incredible years of measur- 
ing, questioning and analyzing came 
the infant science of eugenics- intro- 
duced in Galton's notable work, 
Hereditary Genius : English Men of 
Science. 

In six years, Galton measured 10,- 
000 people. The great Mr. Gladstone 
popularized anthropometry by will- 
ingly allowing Galton to apply the 
calipers to his head while newspaper- 
men described the incident. 
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In his career, Galton drew up 

amazingly complete reports on 35 
pairs of identical twins, '783 brothers, 
and 150 families. His studies led him 
to proclaim grimly that bad housing, 
long hours of toil, and inferior hered- 
ity were sapping the strength of 
English city dwellers. 

When the new science of finger- 
printing caught Galton's fancy, he 
soon became an expert in that field, 
too. Galton discovered that finger- 
prints do not reveal a person's race, 
as some investigators had believed. He 
stated flatly that they do not indicate 
their owner's intelligence or character, 
thus shattering another misconception. 

But Galton noted that every loop 
and whorl was different. By catalog- 
ing his friends and their fingerprints, 
he found that he could identify any 
person on the list merely by examin- 
ing his fingerprints. 

To M. Bertillon, the Paris finger- 
print pioneer, Galton wrote a letter 
suggesting that criminals be indexed 
by their prints -the procedure now 
followed by police departments every- 
where. 

Another time, the attendants at a 
zoo were amazed to note strange 
things happening when a sedate man 
with muttonchop whiskers strolled by 
the monkey cage. The little beasts 
screamed and gibbered angrily when- 
ever the man appeared. 

This was Galton, carrying a spe- 
cially- constructed cane fitted with a 
whistle which was inaudible to human 
ears. By squeezing a rubber bulb con- 
cealed in the cane's head, Galton 
learned that small animals -dogs, cats, 
monkeys -were oddly affected by the 
high note of the whistle. 
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His adventures with his magic 
walking -stick paved the way for super -. 
sonic discoveries of the present age. 
"Galton's whistle," a gadget indis- 
pensable to psychological laboratories, 
is another of his legacies to the science 
of acoustics. The whistle accurately 
tests the effects of sound on various 
human eardrums. 

PERFUMERS can thank Galton 
for inventing the arithmetic of 

smell. By assigning numbers to vari- 
ous odors -attar of roses, camphor, 
peppermint -Galton was able to do 
sums by using odors in place of digits. 

His experiments have been extended 
in recent years by odor engineers who 
likewise have assigned numbers to 
thousands of scents and their many 
combinations -a service of commercial 
value to the perfume industry. 

Psychologists think kindly of Gal- 
ton for his pioneering efforts to learn 
more about visual imagery. He tapped 
the hidden world of imagination 
which children know. 

To experience the sensations and 
agonies of the mentally -afflicted, Cal- 
ton deliberately created illusions and 
hallucinations in his mind in order to 
record his impressions. 

To know at first hand the delusion 
of persecution, he spent an entire day 
walking around London with the fixed 
idea that the world was spying on 
him. 

He stared suspiciously at flower 
vendors, policemen, passersby, horses 
and dogs, telling himself repeatedly: 
"They are watching me, they are 
trailing me every minute!" 

Such self -punishing research into 
abnormality almost pushed Galton 
into a nervous breakdown. His con- 
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stitution was undependable as a result 
of his youthful mental crises. But he 
survived his experiments mentally in- 
tact and described his reactions in a 
remarkable paper called The Visions 
of Sane Persons. 

Today every science has a statistical 
underpinning. Guesswork is held to a 
minimum. It was Francis Galton who 
first proclaimed the virtues of the 
statistical method. Years of drudgery 
and note -taking, undeterred by banter 
and ridicule of his theories, were re- 
warded ultimately by world -wide ac- 
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ceptance of his statistical principles. 
It was Galton who learned that a 

really intelligent person is born 
once in 4,300 times. A genius actually 
is one in a million. Before his time, 
nobody knew such things with any 
degree of accuracy. 

When he died in 1911, Galton was 
hailed as a scientist's scientist. The 
boy who was too frail and emotional 
for the rigors of medicine had braved 
laughter and contempt to push back 
the frontiers of human knowledge. 

JEIE 

« /// 
bc 'm getting paid the hour " 



Fool for a Day 
ALTHOUGH April has no monopoly on the world's foolishness, there 

is something about April Fool's Day that brings out the practical 
joker in most of us. It may, if we are not careful, bring out the fool, too. 

Frenchmen probably started all of the horseplay when they adopted a 
new calendar in 1564, thereby establishing January 1st as the beginning of 
the new year. Previously, March 25th had been New Year's Day, and the 
week before April 1st had been a time for celebrating and exchanging gifts. 
Came the next April 1st, and the more quick- witted ridiculed those who 
had forgotten to change their calendars by staging a mock celebration ac- 
cording to the old tradition. 

Whatever April Fool's origin, we mortals thoroughly enjoy ribbing 
each other on this day. London police will never forget April 1, 1860, 
when the following invitation, carrying an inverted stamp for official effect, 
was mailed to many prominent citizens: "Tower of London -Admit bearer 
and friend to view annual ceremony of washing White Lions on Sunday, 
April 1. Admittance only at White Gate." Duped by the authentic looking 
invitation, the distinguished "guests" snarled traffic all morning while they 
searched frantically for the non -existent White Gate. 

A London newspaper advertisement offering a fabulous price for every 
black cat presented at a certain address wrought havoc on another April Fool's 
Day. Eight hundred people, carrying squirming, squalling cats, milled around 
the "address," an empty house, while the police patiently explained the joke. 

Waggish newspaper editors often wink at the truth on April 1st. Be- 
fore the war, "hoax" editions of popular European newspapers were eagerly 
anticipated every year. In 1934, too many American editors sheepishly 
admitted they had innocently copied from one of these "hoax" editions the 
picture of a man flying unaided. 

One Vienna editor sent his readers hurrying to the Danube Canal on 
another April 1st to see three visiting American submarines which supposedly 
had sailed up from the Black Sea. The subscribers realized too late that 
they had been victimized by a "hoax" edition. 

Fate sometimes employs the April Fool jest to her own ends. A pair 
of royal prisoners managed a daring escape from their prison at Nantes, 
France, on one April 1st long ago. Although warned in advance, the 
guards shrugged off the informer as an April Fool prankster. 

On a recent April Fool's Day, J. Henry Smith of Goshen, New York, 
informed that his wife wanted him to come right home, scurried off and 
arrived in time to see smoke belching out of the windows. Putting out the 
fire, Smith later learned that his wife had plugged in the electric iron and 
then had left. Thanks to some jester, Henry's timely arrival kept the loss 
to less than a hundred dollars. 

Most April Fool buffoons rely on tried and true fool's play. Their 
ideas have changed little since English pranksters centuries ago sent their 
victims searching for a copy of The History of Eve's Grandmother, or for a 
pint of pigeon's milk. The tomfoolery is the same, so is the April Fool 
spirit, a laugh at someone else's expense. - Frank Gíllio. 

MOURNING 
The flag -pole sitter felt quite bad, 

His wife had passed away; 
And so, he climbed the pole and sat 

At half -staff all that day. 
-F. G. Kernan 



-WORDS OF 
ELMER WHEELER 

Meet America's super sizzleman, 
who takes your money and makes 
you like it! 

by CARL CLAYTON 

ASMILING, teen -aged youth, 
who was selling gardenias to 

tourists in Mexico City, sidled up to 
the stocky American and said : "Buy 
the flower, meester; it will make you 
feel important all day long!" 

"Did you hear him ?" yelled the 
American to his companion. "That's 
a Tested Selling Sentence if I ever 
heard one. You've made a sale, boy; 
give me those flowers!" 

The delighted traveler was Elmer 
Wheeler of New York City and 
Texas, who hunts astute selling 
phrases with the same cunning that 
other men stalk deer. As the in- 
ventor and owner of the Tested Sell- 
ing Sentences Institute, this former 
farm boy has made a fortune brewing 
the word magic which unlimbers your 
pocketbooks. 

Today his field agents are deployed 
into cities and hamlets, chasing potent 
phrases and lures which will help 
sellers of shoes, soft drinks, shaving 
cream, clothespins, shirts and hun- 
dreds of other products play a merry 
tune on their cash registers. 

A blind man in Manhattan remem- 

bers Elmer with gratitude. His pro- 
ceeds from peddling were trivial un- 
til Wheeler stooped him and gave 
him a new sign. It read : "It's spring 
-and I am blind." The vendor's sales 
tripled after that Tested Selling Sen- 
tence plunged home into human 
hearts. 

Once, a shoe store owner gloomily 
showed Elmer a stockpile of hundreds 
of children's moccasins which his 
clerks couldn't unload at any price. 
Mothers were impervious to all moc- 
casin sales talks. 

Elmer fingered the moccasins, 
watched the parade of mammas and 
moppets, then scribbled some words 
on an envelope. Next day, the clerks 
tossed the moccasins at every child 
who entered the store, casually re- 
peating Elmer's formula : ". . . the 
kind the real Indians wear, sonny!" 

From that point on, the kids be- 
came the salesmen and their mothers 
gave in. The entire stock was sold 
in three days. 

Elmer Wheeler's uncanny way with 
words was first demonstrated when he 
sold eggs on his grandfather's farm. 
The youth ordered a fancy sign, 
"Fresh Eggs," in three waterproof 
paints which he hoped would catch 
the eye of passing motorists. But 
sales were spotty and discouraging. 

Then a storm wrecked the gaudy, 
professional -looking sign and Elmer 
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made a crude poster to replace it. 
Because it was badly drawn and the 
letter "S" was backwards, Sunday 
drivers thought Elmer was a rube 
who didn't know what his eggs were 
worth. 

So they stopped in droves and 
bought all his eggs, thinking they 
were foxing a hayseed. Actually, 
Elmer and his grandpa prospered ex- 
ceedingly from his stratagem. 

His real burst of salesmanship came 
when he landed a job in Rochester, 
New York, as a grocery clerk. He 
outsold employees who had been in 
the business 20 years and longer. 

Later, Elmer wrote advertising for 
the Rochester Journal and worked on 
newspapers in Albany, Los Angeles 
and Baltimore. Visiting a Baltimore 
department store one morning, the 
young advertising man learned that 
its widely - promoted shirt sale was a 
dismal flop. The cherubic Elmer, al- 

ways curious, took a clerk's post be- 
hind the counter. He discovered that 
the sales force had memorized too 
many canned virtues of the shirts. As 

a result, they floundered and failed to 
impress women shoppers. 

Elmer said to his first woman cus- 
tomer : "Lady, these buttons are 
anchored on. They can't pop off. 
Here, you pull them!" The women 
pulled and were convinced. This 
single selling point was a compelling 
one, and the shirts sold rapidly. Af- 
ter that, Elmer had a new job coining 
sentences that sell. He's been at it 
ever since. 

"Selling things to people is a trick 
-but it isn't trickery," he tells you. 
"Trickery can be used once on a cus- 
tomer but it fails the second time." 

Even street beggars were studied by 
this word wizard who wanted to 
know why some mendicants pros- 
pered and others failed. 

Elmer discovered that panhandlers 
who stopped squarely in front of pe- 
destrians fared the worst. They were 
irritably pushed aside and failed to 
make their mooch. 

But the cager who fell in step with 
a passerby and walked alongside his 
"touch" usually ended up with a 
dime or a quarter. 

"There's a lesson here," says 
Wheeler, grinning. "Don't block 
people in trying to sell something. 
Fall in step with them -with their 
likes, their phobias, their habits. That 
way, sales resistance melts." 

For the Statler Hotel chain, which 
swears by him, Elmer has devised a 
host of sentences and stratagems 
which please guests. If a man enters 
a Statler dining room with a grouch, 
or with a hangover, the waiter serves 
him a cup of coffee before asking for 
his order. 

If an unescorted woman shows up 
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in a Statler restaurant, the headwaiter 
doesn't say : "Are you alone ?" That 
blunt query implies she is ugly and 
unpopular. Instead, Elmer's Tested 
Question, "Table for one ?" is asked, 
and the diner's self - esteem is pre- 
served. 

TO CREDIT jewelers who sought 
his counsel, Elmer said: 

"Don't be so happy about a 50 
cent down payment, even though you 
advertise merchandise that way. If a 
man is buying a ring or watch for his 
girl, ask him : `How much would you 
like to pay as a down payment ?' The 
average man hates to look like a 
cheapskate. Instead of 50 cents, he's 
likely to offer five or ten dollars." 

Jewelers who followed Elmer's ad- 
vice found it worked like a charm 
and that two out of three customers 
shelled out down payments of five 
dollars or larger. 

To Wheeler, boxcar figures are 
commonplace. He has 105,000 Tested 
Selling Sentences in his files. They 
have been tried on 19,000,000 cus- 
tomers before getting the Wheeler 
nod of approval. In a single year, 
he personally told 1,000,000 mer- 
chants and their sales staffs how to 
replace tired, broken -down phrases 
with newly- minted alluring ones. 

In Dallas, Elmer's personal appear- 
ance one day was heralded with pomp 
and pageantry usually reserved for 
presidents. Flags were hung out and 
bands tootled as Elmer and his staff 
marched into the famous Cotton Bowl 
to address 20,000 citizens on better 
"sizzlemanship," as he calls his art. 

Unimaginative filling station at- 
tendants ask customers, "Check your 
oil ?" in a flat tone which anticipates 
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rejection. Elmer believes such a ques- 
tion is a waste of breath. He fished 
around for a new one and came up 
with this: 

"Is your oil at a safe driving level ?" 
Tests have proved that it worries 

drivers and produces two sales where 
one was made before. 

Wheeler saves important money for 
business firms. A New York depart- 
ment store in one year saved $7,000 
in delivery costs by using this artful 
Wheeler question on women: 

"Wouldn't you like to wear your 
new purchase tonight ?" The ladies 
couldn't resist and gladly toted their 
heavy bundles home in order to show 
hubby. 

Because Wheeler once had a tooth- 
ache, thousands of patients are spared 
the mental torture of watching the 
dentist get his tools ready. 

"Place your instruments behind the 
patient," Wheeler told members of a 
dental association. Those who obeyed 
found their patients writhed consider- 
ably less as a result of such thought- 
fulness. 

Newspaper photographers, t o o , 
have profited from Wheeler psycho- 
logical pointers. "Remember that 
photo of you in a bathing suit with a 
blonde ?" is an unsubtle Test Ques- 
tion which changes the mind of the 
most resolute camera dodger. He be- 
comes anxious to pose for a new pic- 
ture. 

Want to keep canvassers and va- 
grants away from your door? Try 
this Wheeler- composed sign : "Be- 
ware the Hungry Dog!" Household- 
ers swear by it. 

Most women have a horror of mov- 
ing -van men who are presumed to de- 

I 
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light in dirtying rugs, soiling walls, 
and recklessly handling furniture. 
Elmer tackled this public relations 
problem for the moving -van industry 
and brewed a smooth question for 
truckers : "Lady, where may I wash 
my hands ?" 

Even your fussy Aunt Nellie would 
be softened by a burly mover who 
evidenced this consideration for her 
nice things. 

In his half -dozen books on "sizzle - 
manship," Elmer prescribes honeyed 
words for motorists to use on tough 
traffic cops, tells wives how to get 
bigger allowances from their hus- 
bands, informs men how to compli- 
ment a woman who is on the unat- 
tractive side. 

Occasionally, he has his setbacks. 
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When Elmer tried to think of a word 
or phrase to supplant "taxes," he had 
no luck, but he's still searching for a 
palatable substitute. 

Even his staff of secretaries has be- 
come proficient in thinking up 
"Wheelergrams" as Elmer dubs his 
better Tested Sentences. One girl, 
watching efforts to keep a man from 
jumping off a Manhattan skyscraper, 
tried a dozen arguments on the fellow 
with no success. 

Finally, she snapped : "Come down 
off that ledge -you're making your- 
self look silly!" That did the trick, 
and the despondent one sheepishly 
came down into the arms of the po- 
lice. 

"That," says Elmer Wheeler, "is 
sizzlemanship in its finest form!" 

U[/orcb for Our /0iclureô 
1. The finalists shake as basketball coach John R. Wooden of Indiana 

State congratulates Bernard "Peck" Hickman, University of Louisville mentor 
whose hoopsters won the recent N.A.I.B. tournament in Kansas City. 

2. Joe Hutton, athletic director and basketball coach of Hamline Univer- 
sity, puts his farewell address on airwaves as he retires from the presidency of 
the National Association of Inter -collegiate Basketball. 

3. WHB special events chief Dick Smith interviews the University of Mis- 
souri's famous track triumverate: Bud Gortizer, holder of the unofficial world's 
record for indoor high hurdles; Tom Hobbs, M.U. coach; and Ed Quirk, Big 
Seven shotput champion. 

4. Discussing community problems at a Man of the Month Club dinner in 
honor of Albert F. Hillix are R. Crosby Kemper (October, '47), Mayor 
William E. Kemp, (May, '47) and Mr. Hillix (March, '48). 

5. Cadet Balay, top student of Wentworth Military Academy, wins first 
place on It Pays to Be Smart, the weekly high school quiz show sponsored by 
the University of Kansas City and WHB. He is shown receiving a $25 United 
States Savings Bond. 

6. Watching the pretty CARE representative behind the microphone are 
William Hannon, Netherlands Consul; William E. Kemp, mayor of Kansas 
City; W. Taylor Harney, advertising manager of the Palace Clothing Company; 
Captain H. Cotton -Minchin, British Consul; and George W. Catts, executive 
director of the Kansas City Chamber of Commerce. 

Centerpiece 
Springtime in the United States is summertime in Hollywood, so 20th 

Century -Fox star Betty Grable takes advantage of early sunshine to pose beside 
her swimming pool. 
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MAN OF THE MONTH 
by MORI GREINER 

GEORGE C. FISKE, peppery 
chairman of the shin y new Citi- 

zens Association of Kansas City, can 
feel the eyes of America boring holes 
in the back of his neck. For Kansas 
City -having experienced the longest, 
strongest and most complete political 
machine rule in history -has become 
a sort of national laboratory for the 
Citizens movement. 

Municipal reform was effected, 
after several years of effort, by a 
coalition of Republicans, Democrats 
and Independents. The question is, 
can such diverse groups be held to- 
gether indefinitely in the interests of 
good government? 

George Fiske thinks they can, espe- 
cially with the aid of his exception- 
ally capable executive committee and 
board of governors. 

Fiske is a businessman, engineer, 
sportsman and civic leader. He has 
never held an elective public office, 
and aspires to none. He is not a cru- 
sader, he says, but believes in good 
government as a matter of "common 
sense." 

Former Governor Lloyd Stark of 
Missouri has called Fiske "a coura- 
geous patriot and an eminent Mis- 
sourian. He is both. Yet his heart 
will ever be in the salt marshes "down 
in Maine," near his boyhood home at 
Kennebunk. He owns that home now, 
visits it every year, and plans to re- 

tire to it. It is a mile from the ocean, 
set above a bend of the Kennebunk 
River, where a six -foot tide runs. 
Someday he wants a motorboat on 
that river, partly for the joys of boat- 
ing, but mostly so that he can tear 
the engine down and reassemble it. 

Of his large store of early Maine 
memories, most vivid to George Fiske 
are remembrances of wintertime. He 
was janitor of the one -room school- 
house a mile and a half from his 
home. The little building housed all 
students of the first eight grades. For 
firing the stove, shoveling snow and 
otherwise tending the grounds, George 
received three dollars a year. It was 
a good job, he recalls, except during 
blizzards and especially bad cold 
spells. There were neither telephones 
nor radios, so each mother exercised 
individual judgment as to whether 
school would be held. But, as janitor 
and keeper of the flame, George 
couldn't afford to guess wrong. So 
his mother would put a beaded fas- 
cinator around his head, veil all of his 
face below the eyes, and wish him 
Godspeed as he set out on homemade 
snowshoes. 

Whatever else that experience did 
to him, it thickened his blood con- 
siderably. He keeps thermostats at 
home and office set in the low 60's 
and insists on having at least one 
window open all of the time. 
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George used to hunt pa'tridges 

down in Maine, and trade with the 
Penobscot and Passamaquoddy In- 
dians. In one of his swaps, he acquired 
a 22 -foot birch bark canoe, the pride 
of his young life. It was a fragile 
craft, and a pitch pot was standard 
equipment. He used to run it on the 
rocks just for the fun of patching it. 

At 17, he got a job in a resort 
hotel as bellboy and assistant pastry 
cook. One of the guests borrowed his 
canoe and when he returned it gave 
him a box camera and a small develop- 
ing outfit. George converted one pan- 
try into a part -time darkroom, and 
has been an enthusiastic amateur 
photographer ever since. 

The next year he ran a rotary con- 
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verter station for the transit com- 
pany, and went from that to a job 
with General Electric. 

He was the man, he figured, Gen- 
eral Electric had been waiting for. 
With their organization and his 
knowledge of electricity, the future 
was bright. 

It was a considerable surprise, then, 
to learn that GE had not only a lot of 
employees who knew as much about 
rotary converters as he did, but some 
few who knew more. He was in 
competition with graduates of Cor- 
nell, Harvard, M. I. T., and other 
top engineering schools throughout 
the country. So he spent his nights 
for the next four years at engineering 
classes in Lynn and Boston. 
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In all, Mr. Fiske has served Gen- 
eral Electric in eight cities during the 
past forty -four years, and has come 
to be the company's most fervid 
booster. He is eager to tell all who will 
listen that General Electric is com- 
posed of six divisions, each under a 
vice- president, and that the chemical 
division, for instance, is the nation's 
largest producer of plastic board. GE's 
part in the war is one of his favorite 
subjects. Of the company officers, 
whose autographed pictures are 
grouped on the wall opposite his desk, 
he says : "Finest men in the world! 
Only wish I could work with them 
another 44 years!" 

Fiske had been with General Elec- 
tric 11 years when the United States 
entered World War I. He and his 
wife, Margery, were in Minneapolis. 
He enlisted, and was sent to the en- 
gineering officers training school at 
Fort Leavenworth, where he became 
a first lieutenant. In France he earned 
a captaincy, and at war's end he re- 
turned to Minneapolis, Margery, 
General Electric and his first look at 
Mary Helen, the ten -month -old 
daughter born in his absence. 

The Fiskes moved to Omaha a few 
months later, and to Kansas City in 
1923. They've been there ever since 
-all, that is, except Mary Helen. 
She's a big girl now. When she was 
graduated from the University of 
Kansas she became Mrs. Joe Robert- 
son. Now she lives in Bartlesville, 
Oklahoma, and has a son. 

In Kansas City, George Fiske has 
flourished. He declares it to be the 
friendliest town he has ever seen, 
with the finest people. But much of 
that is a reflection of his own person- 

ality. To Fiske, all people are fine 
people, and because he likes everyone, 
he finds himself a popular person. 
He winds up chairman or president of 
nearly every group with which he 
associates. He has been chairman of 
the special gifts division of the Com- 
munity Fund, leader of the Red Cross 
Drive, commander of his American 
Legion Post, commander of the Mili- 
tary Order of the World Wars, presi- 
dent of the Kansas City Officers Club, 
president of the Rotary Club, chair- 
man of the Electrical Association of 
Kansas City, chairman of the Kansas 
City Chapter of the American In- 
stitute of Electrical Engineers. He is 
the new president of the Saddle 
and Sirloin Club. 

During World War II, he was air 
raid commissioner in charge of 500 
wardens. He became Colonel Fiske 
of the 3rd Missouri Infantry, and 
served on the Military Council of 
Missouri. He is a past national com- 
mitteeman of the American Legion, 
holds the Meritorious Service Medal 
for outstanding military service to the 
State of Missouri. 

Mrs. Fiske has been a Woman's 
City Club officer and chairman of 
the Parent- Teacher's Association of 
Kansas City. But she doesn't even 
try to keep up with her husband. 
Just keeping track of his activities 
and trying to remember what nights 
he'll be home for dinner and what 
nights he has meetings is enough for 
her. Besides, most of the time she 
has animals to look after. Her hus- 
band loves animals. 

An excellent trap- shooter and a 
frequent hunter of birds, George 
Fiske refuses to kill an animal. He 
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thinks all moose and deer should be 
armed, so they can shoot back at their 
red -hatted annihilators. Once he 
brought a wounded crow all the way 
from a pheasant hunt in South 
Dakota. He made a wooden leg for 
it and kept it around the house until 
it died a year or two later. 

As a pet, the crow left something to 
be desired, though. Fiske liked his 
skunks much better. He had a pair 
of them - deodorized - for quite 
awhile, and afterwards had a raccoon. 
The raccoon was fine. He thinks 
maybe he'll see if he can't get another 
one. 

George Fiske's first brush with 
politics came in 1939, when he served 
as a member of the Jackson County 
Grand Jury. It was a panel carefully 
picked for courage, one unafraid to 
tackle the political house -cleaning so 
badly needed at that time. The jury 
worked a little over a month and 
brought more than 150 true bills. 
They indicted the prosecutor, as well 
as a member and a former member of 
the County Court. 

Shortly thereafter, the state legis- 
lature succeeded in passing a bill de- 
signed to remove the police force from 
machine control. It placed the Kan- 
sas City police directly under a board 
of four commissioners responsible to 
the governor. George Fiske was the 
only Republican appointed to a com- 
missioner's post. 

The board hired FBI man Lear 
Reed as police chief, and undertook 
an anti -vice, anti -racket campaign 
which scrubbed the town from top 
to bottom and left it shining clean. 

In 1939, activities of that sort were 
highly unhealthy. They required a 
special kind of determination. 

The next year, a coalition of vari- 
ous political groups calling itself the 
Charter Party swept its candidates 
into office. The party became inac- 
tive following the victory, was re- 
vived for the next election, became 
inactive, was revived, became inactive 
again. 

But now, these groups have set up 
the Citizens Association of Kansas 
City, Missouri, what they hope will 
be a permanent organization. They're 
off to a good start, and it will sur- 
prise no one if their ticket wins 
handily on March 31st. 

Since the Association is the coun- 
try's outstanding experiment in non- 
partisan government, it is attracting 
a considerable amount of attention. 
Success in Kansas City will bring a 
new conception of municipal govern- 
ment home to a number of major 
cities, particularly to the ever -growing 
list of those employing city managers. 

As first chairman of the new As- 
sociation, George Fiske was undoubt- 
edly a happy choice. He bears respon- 
sibility well. Friends agree that his 
outstanding qualities are his willing- 
ness to give time freely to any worth- 
while project, and his complete de- 
pendability. 

So much time does he give to com- 
munity service that there are many 
nights when the car pool with which 
he ordinarily rides draws up to the 
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Fiske home with no George. Instead, 
someone brings in a package he has 
sent, saying "It's an electromagnet," 
or, "It's a bombsight." Mrs. Fiske 
patiently lugs the gadgets down to 
the basement workshop, knowing that 
Mr. Fixit, as she calls her husband, 
will spend the coming weekend up to 
his blissful ears in armatures and 
flywheels. 

Part of the basement is given over 
to an elaborate darkroom, replete with 
enlargers, blowers and electronic 
timers. George loves to take pictures 
of his friends and give them prints. 
"Everybody loves pictures," he says, 
"especially pictures of himself." On 
the Saddle and Sirloin Club's Opera- 
tion Santa Fe last September, he took 
color movies and 144 stills. 

The Saddle and Sirloin Club is one 
of his chief spheres of interest. He 
rides there, trap -shoots, and all winter 
has played archery golf with his friend 
Ed Phelps, of Swift and Company. 
Phelps, who originated the sport, uses 
a windage and elevation scale on his 
bow, claiming archery golf is a game 
of scientific skills. But Fiske handles 
the rig like it were a gunload of 
scatter shot. He shoots, he says, like 
an Indian. What's more, he wins his 
share of matches. 

Fiske was marshal of the American 
Royal parade last year, but all during 
Royal week he had trouble with his 
hat. 

Saddle and Sirloin members wear 
their flat-crowned Stetsons the entire 
week that the Royal is in progress, 
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and are liable to a one dollar, on- 
the -spot fine whenever they are re- 
miss. 

For Fiske, who goes hatless all 
summer, it is an easy matter to forget 

the Western sky - 
piece-a thought- 
lessness which 
proves expensive. 

One particular 
day he left his 
office in the 
Power and Light 
Building at 14th 
and Baltimore 
and set out, 

briskly but uncovered, for the Kansas 
City Club one block north. Halfway 
along he was stopped by another 
Saddle and Sirloiner, fined a dollar. 
At the door of the Club he was hit 
for another buck. Finally he went to 
a telephone and called his secretary. 
"Bring that damned hat up here," he 
instructed her, "or I may not have 
enough money to get back to the 
office!" 

With two other Kansas Citians 
and Governor Phil M. Donnelly, 
Fiske was recently dubbed a Knight 
of Saint Patrick by the engineering 
college of the University of Missouri. 
He appreciated the honor, but was a 
little sorry it interrupted work on an 
electric clock he is rebuilding. He has 
quite a store of gadgets, many of 
them in varying states of repair and 
assembly. They should come in handy, 
he figures, for a profitable spell of 
trading with the Penobscots and the 
Passamaquoddies, down in Maine. 

Nothing was stolen on the prison farm during the day when the trusties 
were at work. But when night came, it was necessary to establish a watch 
of prisoners to stop the public from stealing the produce. 



Our Lighthearted Presidents 
Strange Likeness 

Actor Joseph Jefferson and Grover Cleveland were very good friends 
and often went on fishing trips together. Jefferson never missed an opportu- 
nity to have fun at the President's expense. 

One of his favorite stories was about the time he visited the cabin of an 
old Negress who lived near his home in Louisiana. The only picture on the 
wall was a campaign lithograph of Cleveland. 

"Mammy," said Jefferson, "whose picture is that ?" 
"I doan' know fo' sho'," was the answer, "but I think it's John de Bap - 

tis'." 
Low -down From Lincoln 

When Abraham Lincoln was practicing law in Illinois, a New York bus- 
iness firm once wrote to him, asking for information on the financial status of 
one of his neighbors. Lincoln's reply is a classic: "Gentlemen: -Yours of the 
10th inst. received. I am well acquainted with Mr. , and know his 
circumstances. First of all, he has a wife and baby; together, they ought to 
be worth $50,000. Secondly, he has an office, in which there are a table worth 
$1.50 and three chairs worth, say $1. Last of all, there is in one corner a large 
rat hole which will bear looking into. Respectfully, A. LINCOLN." 

First Lady 
When the term of President Rutherford B. Hayes expired, and he and 

Mrs. Hayes got ready to move back to Ohio, they naturally expected their 
faithful Negro servant, Winnie Monroe, to return with them. 

But they got a surprise. Winnie had no intention of leaving Washington. 
"Law, chile," she told Mrs. Hayes, "I carn't stay in no Ohio -not after 

I been de 'fu'st cullud lady in de land!" 

Big Racketeer 
William Howard Taft was probably the biggest and most corpulent man 

who ever became President. In the days when he was Theodore Roosevelt's 
Secretary of War, he used to take his family to their summer place at Murray 
Bay in Canada. 

One day the father came upon ten -year -old Charles in tears. Inquiring 
the reason, he found the boy was upset because his sister would not play ten- 
nis with him. 

"Never mind, Charlie," comforted the parent, "I'll play with you." 
The tears vanished instantly. A huge grin overspread the boy's face. 
Surveying his father's portly form, he said, "If you play with me, Dad, 

you'll beat me sure. You'll have me laughing all the time." 

Changed Man 
While Theodore Roosevelt was President, his old friend from New York, 

"Big Tim" Sullivan, came to Washington to ask a pardon for a man in the 
Atlanta penitentiary. The President agreed to grant it if Sullivan would re- 
port to the White House one year later in regard to the fellow's conduct. 

Twelve months later, to the day, "Big Tim" appeared. 
"How has that chap been behaving ?" asked "T. R." 
"He's been perfect, Mr. President," answered Sullivan. 
"What's he working at now ?" 
"As soon as he got back to New York, he landed a job behind a roul- 

ette wheel in a gambling house, and he's been doing fine ever since." 
-James Aldredge. 
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MRS. NELSON 

by FAVIUS FRIEDMAN 

Richards was entitled to one small rebellion, for 
there are things some men don't take to easily. 

WITH his slow lope, Richards 
walked over and picked up 

Mrs. Nelson's garden spade. This is 
no way to sell an insurance policy, he 
told himself. Mr. Schwimmer isn't 
going to like this at all. The spade 
was an old one, but the blade was 
clean of rust and the worn, smooth 
handle felt comfortable in his hands. 
He took off his jacket, letting the 
April sun heat his skin pleasantly 
through his white shirt. It will take 
only a few minutes, Richards decided. 
You can do her this favor. 

"Right about here, Mrs. Nelson ?" 
he asked, as he waited with his foot 
on the edge of the spade. 

"Yes," said Mrs. Nelson. "It's to 
be a bed for my annuals, you know." 
She looked up a little hesitantly at 
the tall insurance man. Her glasses, 
he noticed, were sliding down the 
bridge of her nose again. White ad- 
hesive tape held the left lens and the 
ear piece together. "I shouldn't take 
up your time like this, insurance 
man-, 

"This isn't my busy day," Richards 
lied. He had long been fond of this 
funny, gentle old girl, with her faded 
blue garden hat and the high laced 
shoes she always wore. Where on 
earth, he had asked himself the first 
time he noticed those odd shoes, does 
she find them? 

"When Mr. Nelson was alive -he 
was a printer, you know -" she was 
saying, "he always made my garden 
in the spring. But I don't seem to 
have the strength for it any more." 
She sighed. "I do wish I could afford 
to take out another policy from you. 
But it's all I can do to pay you every 
week for what I've got now." 

"Don't worry about it, Mrs. Nel- 
son," Richards said. He spaded and 
turned the warm, moist earth of the 
new bed. His forehead was beaded 
with perspiration. Not that he had 
really counted on having any luck 
with Mrs. Nelson, but there was al- 
ways a chance he could persuade her 
to sign up for just one more quarter - 
a- week policy. Yet Richards knew he 
would never high - pressure her; in the 
entire debit -his weekly policy col- 
lection territory which took in some 
ten blocks of Maplewood -she was 
his favorite client. 

Client, customer, policy- holder? 
Richards asked himself. Just what 
did you call these people on the debit 
-the housewives who, when you rang 
their bell or knocked on the door, 
reached into egg dishes or worn purses 
or behind picture frames for the 
money with which to pay for their 
premiums? Some were pleasant, some 
surly or cold, but Mrs. Nelson had 
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been his friend ever since that first 
day, three months ago, when he had 
started out as a new Cosmopolitan 
agent. 

Richards was nearly finished with 
the small flower bed. Mrs. Nelson 
had gone into the little white frame 
house for a moment. He looked down 
at his shoes; the soles were thick with 
the soft, moist earth, and the frayed 
cuffs of his gray trousers were heavy 
with small clods. He had neglected 
to roll up the cuffs, just as, for the 
moment, he had forgotten to think of 
Schwimmer, the company manager, 
and the agents' pep meeting they 
were holding at the downtown office 
later that afternoon. An efficient 
man, that Schwimmer; really an effi- 
cient man, but a little too loud of 
mouth for Richards' taste. 

Mr. Schwimmer would enjoy see- 
ing me now, Richards thought; he'd 
really have something to shout about. 
No, he hadn't liked him much the 
first time they'd met, and he didn't 
like him any better now. He could 

just hear the manager explode: "Jeez, 
digging a goddam garden, when you 
haven't brought in a single applica- 
tion all week." 

Well, Richards decided, Mr. 

Schwimmer can go to hell. The devil 
with him and the Cosmopolitan and 
its never - ceasing exhortations to its 
agents to be "businessmen." "Business- 
men!" said Richards, aloud. "Nuts!" 

"Talking to yourself, insurance 
man ?" Mrs. Nelson asked. Richards 
hadn't heard her walk down the brick 
path from the house and he looked 
at her almost angrily, a little ashamed 
that he had been overheard. Mrs. 
Nelson went on, "I talk to myself all 
the time. I guess lonely people can't 
help it." She looked down at the 
flower bed Richards had dug, at the 
rich, brown loam. "You know how, 
don't you ?" she smiled. 

"Must be the farmer in me," Rich- 
ards answered, feeling a trifle silly. 
"Maybe you'd like to hire me for 
your gardener." 

"You're really a nice young man, 
aren't you ?" Mrs. Nelson said, as 
though stating a fact. "Now you stop 
and rest and I'll whip you up some of 
my nice lemonade. I can't have you 
wearing yourself out on my account." 
She took the spade from him and 
leaned it against the fence. "Go sit 
down on that bench there. I won't 
be but a minute." 

Richards smiled to himself as he 
rolled down his shirt sleeves. Wear- 
ing myself out! That was funny. He 
walked slowly over toward the green 
garden bench. On it, where he had 
deposited it when he began digging, 
was his black debit collection hook- 
a heavy, thick volume with a wide 
rubber band stretched around the 
cover. The pink Cosmopolitan appli- 
cation blanks, tucked underneath, 
showed their edges; they were worn 
and a little grey at the creases now. 
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Yes, I am worn out, Richards de- 
cided, but not quite the way she 
means. He sat down. He felt warm 
and very tired and suddenly empty. 
He reached into his pants pocket for 
a cigarette. His elbow accidentally 
brushed the collection book; it slid 
off the bench, plopping to the grass 
at his feet, the white ruled pages open. 
The breeze fluttered the sheets as he 
watched. The glare of the sun on the 
white paper made his eyes squint. 
Richards leaned over to pick up the 
book, then drew back. "No," he 
said aloud. "No." He prodded the 
book with his toe, then, without think- 
ing, brought his foot down heavily on 
the open pages, as though he could 
bury the book deep in the earth, for- 
ever away from his sight. "Stay 
there," he choked, stamping on the 
book again, "stay there, damn you." 

He saw Mrs. Nelson coming from 

the kitchen, carrying a tray. The 
tinkle of ice in the glasses made a 
pleasant sound. "Here you are, in- 
surance man," she said. "Nice, cold 
lemonade." Suddenly she stopped, 

looking at the open collection book on 
the ground, its pages rumpled and 
dirt -crusted. "Your policy book," she 
exclaimed. "Why, it's all soiled." 

"I dropped it," Richards said. He 
stood up and reached for one of the 
filled glasses. "Thanks, Mrs. Nel- 
son," he said. "I needed this." 

A warden had been in charge of a prison for ten years. He decided to 
celebrate and called all the prisoners in to ask, "What kind of party would 
you boys suggest ?" 

"Open house!" was the unanimous reply. 

And then there is a friend who claims a bum asked him, "Can you spare 
$ 10 till payday ?" 

"When is payday ?" asked our friend. 
"You ought to know," the bum said, 

Today success is making more money in order to pay the taxes you 
wouldn't be paying if you hadn't made so much money already.- London 
Answers. 

"you're the one that's working." 

A landlady inserted an ad for a tenant in the New York Times. "Con- 
servative and refined" it specified, and a thousand apartment hunters thought 
they answered the description. 

Harriet Van Home, radio editor of the World Telegram, apparently 
wrote the best letter, for the landlady called her. The description of the 
sub -lease made it sound like a dream -buy. "There is only one condition," 
said the landlady, "when my little boy, Roger, misses the last train to the 
country, where we live, you'll have to allow him to sleep on the parlor couch." 

"Well," ahemmed Miss Van Horne, "how old is your little Roger ?" 
"Twenty- nine!" was the answer.- Hollywood Reporter. 
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Take heed, Americans! 

Socialism and collectivism will not 
work in a free democracy. Great 
Britain is proving that right now! 

ICAME a few weeks ago from a 
collectivist society, for that is what 

Britain is to some extent today. I 
came to observe and to learn. Some 
of the nostrums of my home country 
have been freely discussed, and some 
have been practiced in the United 
States here, and in Canada, and else- 
where. They are to the effect that 
the state can do something better 
for you than you can do it for your- 
self. 

Before I go back to my country 
\ ith its shilling's worth of meat a 
week, its declining standard of life, 
its business desperately entangled, 
please let me tell you, my friends in 
the United States and in Canada, that 
the road Great Britain is traveling is 
the road you should not travel. The 
experience is not worth while. It is a 
road which has led to the degradation 
and lowering of our human standards 
in which you and we believe. 

How, you may ask, did this crisis 
in Britain arise? 

I think it is fair to say that the 
crisis arose because the British people 
have fought two wars; they lost a 
great deal of their overseas invest- 
ments; they sacrificed their industrial 
potential for a war potential; they 
were obliged to eat up their interior 
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capital which might have been used 
for rehabilitation, and high taxation 
rules every class in the community. 
It has done so, I may say in paren- 
theses, for 50 years, retarding the 
proper tooling of industry. 

If we have fallen on difficult days -I do not say evil days, but difficult 
days -it has been because of no 
greater fault than having attempted 
to do more than perhaps was within 
our grasp. We have always tried to 
do big and sometimes we have failed. 

Any government which came into 
power after this last war would have 
been in trouble. Our Socialist govern- 
ment, inheriting trouble, sought for 
further trouble. And they have got it. 

During our election which brought 
the Socialist government to power, I 
suggested that what the country 
needed was a period of two or three 
years of rest. Our Socialists did not 
take that view. They added to their 
inherited troubles several troubles of 
their own making. 

In place of realizing that a country 
is infinitely poorer after a great war, 
our Socialists sedulously spread the 
idea that we were somehow a much 
richer nation, and we could afford 
shorter hours, higher pay, and less 
work. Their election campaign was 
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crowded with the most reckless and foolish 
promises. And enough of our people believed 
the promises to give the Socialist government 
a majority of more than 200 over all other 
parties in the House of Commons. 

I think the Socialists have failed in these 
two years -failed in many ways. Nobody 
would have wanted them to fail, but they 
have failed, and it is historically proper to 
mention it. They have been maladroit, they 
have been unlucky, and they have been ill- 
advised. But their major fault was the fault 
of two years ago. They leapt with both hands 
and feet at the possibility of an American 
loan. They thought that with the loan they 
could perpetuate, or at any rate sweeten, the 
policies to which they were committed -na- 
tionalization of the banks, nationalization of 
railroads, nationalization of the haulage busi- 
ness, and nationalization of coal, steel, and 
all the essential industries. 

I voted against the acceptance of the Ameri- 
can loan. I believed that then was the time to 
face economic realities; that then was the time 
for the British people to say : "This is our 
decision. Whatever the Americans may want 
to do affecting us, we cannot afford to take 
a loan with all the difficulties which are in- 
herent in such a step." 

I say to you that a loan between one nation 
Reprinted from the Congressional Record. 

Drawing by Don Fitzgerald. 
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and another -and I say this with 
deep conviction - is almost certain 
to be the cause of international 
difficulties. The first of the diffi- 
culties is that the man who makes 
the loan on behalf of his people is 
not the man who receives the pay- 
ment. Mr. Truman makes a loan to 
Mr. Attlee, but the Trumans and the 
Attlees are gone when the difficulty 
is actually faced if the loan is not re- 
paid-as it may not be. And there 
are many difficulties arising in the 
world. Tariffs may be raised or low- 
ered -and these are inevitable diffi- 
culties to those who have borrowed 
from one another. They all arouse 
bad feelings between one nation and 
another. 

Now, there are alternatives. There 
is no use in voting against an Ameri- 
can loan unless one has an alternative. 
We have had -and this seems to be 
forgotten - countless loans between 
individual citizens and private groups 
in our respective countries. Many 
have been successful; some defaulted. 
But the point I am making is that no 
international complications arise from 
them. 

Another disadvantage of a state 
loan is that every taxpayer of the 
government making the loan -you in 
America- feels, quite naturally, that 
it is his loan. But this is what hap- 
pens : The cotton exporters want 
their share, the tobacco people their 
share, the film people their share - 
endless claims, endless annoyances 
leading to misunderstandings, if not 
to war; but almost certainly to in- 
ternal disquietudes which no nation 
should willingly have imposed upon 
them. 

Now let me come to the point 
which I think most concerns all of 
us. It is what some of you in Amer- 
ica refer to as "big government." I 
believe that the organization of com- 
munities on a large scale is the great- 
est danger with which the world is 
faced. 

Government is a piece of machin- 
ery. It was invented by men for their 
convenience; and I am sorry to say 
politicians, sometimes, and I am a 
politician, exploit it for their own 
good. By and large, the record of 
government, throughout the world, 
is not good. 

What can governments do that we 
as individuals cannot do? Let me give 
you an example. I look at govern- 
ment as having one supreme unique 
function -a function which private 
enterprise cannot handle; it is the de- 
fense of the country. National de- 
fense is the supreme duty of govern- 
ment. That, surely, will be conceded. 
Yet most of you have lived through 
two wars; some, three. In no war has 
your country, or my country, or in- 
deed any country, been ready to start; 
government has had to rely upon pri- 
vate persons to fill its ranks, develop 
its army, make its munitions and its 
fighting machines. 

Why should we imagine then that 
government, which fails to be ready 
for its supreme and unique task, 
should be entrusted with tasks which 
private citizens have done better for 
themselves? 

Still there is a widespread belief 
among those who are Socialists, a 
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deep- rooted conviction that, somehow, 
government can do things better than 
the people can do it for themselves. 
So our Socialist government in Brit- 
ain is attempting it. I can tell you 
the result very simply by quoting the 
remark made by one of my electors. 
She is a woman, and this is what she 
said to me: 

"This nationalization," she said, "is 
a very queer thing. The more you 
own, it seems the less you have. We 
own now the Bank of England in 
Britain, but I am no better off. We 
own the coal mines, and I have less 
coal. We own the railroads but I 
can't get a train for my holiday. This 
is socialism. The more we own, ap- 
parently, the less we get." 

All that my woman constituent 
said is true -and 
more. We discover 
that we are ap- 
proaching a real 
dictatorship, be- 
cause the British 
citizens have no 
choice but to ac- 
cept what is of- 
fered to them; and 
even then, they 
have less of the 
satisfactions which 
they formerly en- 
joyed. Under na- 
tionalization we 
have less coal than 
even during the 
war. We have a 
worse and, more 
costly railway serv- 
ice. We have re- 

strictions on power to such an extent 
that in my own business I am in- 
vited to work a night shift perma- 
nently in order to lighten the load 
upon other factories' day shifts. 

All of these things, in my opin- 
ion, have arisen out of the application 
of this theory that ownership by the 
state, or by the community, carries 
with it some unique advantages to 
the individual. One of the complica- 
tions arises from the Socialists' failure 
to realize in my country, that Britain 
is a handicraft country. It is not 
tooled for the economies of mass pro- 
duction, and therefore it cannot pro- 
duce on a competitive basis what ma- 
chine -using communities can produce 
working only five days a week. The 
Socialists' introduction of the five -day 
week has been, quite frankly, disas- 

trous. It may turn 
out better in the 
future but it is 
disastrous today. 
Production has 
fallen substantially 
in almost every in- 
dustry in which it 
has been applied. 

Our housing is 
another example of 
governmental mal- 
adroitness. No 
houses have been 
built except under 
the direction of 
the government. 
There are hun- 
dreds, and proba- 
bly more than hun- 
dreds of houses in 
the United King- 

OUR BACK COVER is Paris in 
April, with the famous Eiffel Tower 
mirrored in a formal pool. (Koda- 
chrome courtesy Trans World Air- 
lines.) 
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dom which stand roofless because the 
planning went wrong. And I 
would like to know if it is fallacy for 
I have submitted it to hundreds of 
thousands of persons without being 
challenged. 

All that I have told you makes a 
sad picture. It is no pleasure for me 
to describe it. These evils are due to 
the fact that for over half a century 
now, in the United Kingdom and else- 
where, men of affairs, businessmen 
with experience and "the know -how" 
have been decried until they have 
been distrusted. Politicians -and I 
am speaking again as a politician - 
do not seem to realize that when they 
deal in promises, if these promises are 
to be fulfilled, they must be fulfilled 
not by the politicians but by the citi- 
zens themselves. The politicians go 
on telling the people that business- 
men cannot be trusted to handle the 
affairs of the nation. That policy has 
become a god which bureaucrats 
ignorantly worship. 

They speak of social security. 
Where does it come from? Not from 
the government. It comes from taxing 
the people. So does the public hous- 
ing which politicians like to promise. 

I have said in the House of Com- 
mons, I have said before chambers of 
commerce, that the businessman is 
actually the choice of the people. He 
cannot exist unless the people vote for 
him every day -by purchasing from 
him what it is he has to sell every 
day. I submit that no man can be 
even moderately well off in business 
except by the economic vote of his 

constituents - his customers. They 
choose him. If they choose him in 
large numbers they make him a suc- 
cess. If they pass him by or choose 
him in small numbers, he is a failure. 

Yet businessmen almost everywhere 
have been frightened off from public 
service because the politicians tell 
them they are not vote -getters. But 
men of affairs have defaulted in their 
duty -their duty to themselves, to 
their country, to civilization -by fail- 
ing to defend their system of private 
enterprise and by not taking their 
part in community and in national 
affairs. 

I have said to groups of men of 
affairs whom I have had the privilege 
of addressing in the United States 
and in Canada, that Britain's diffi- 
culties are largely due to the failure 
of men who lead in the fields of pro- 
duction but shrank from their respon- 
sibilities in politics. They left that 
field to the theorists -and the So- 
cialists, in Britain, moved in. 

I want to put it to you that the 
people who supply you with the goods 
and services which you freely choose 
or freely reject -these are the persons 
who are warranted and entitled to 
manage your affairs. 

May you, on this side of the At- 
lantic, profit by our mistakes and our 
blunders, and we have made many. 
For us it may be a long, rough road 
back again, but Britain, that ancient 
civilization, will come back. In that 
faith let me thank you and say God- 
speed. 

A bum met the proverbial well- dressed gentleman and asked 
quarter. The gentleman retorted haughtily, "I never give money 
on the street." 

"Well," replied the bum, "I can't open up an office just for 

him for a 
to anyone 

you." 



fliother, you're Jo oCd /ahioneI.'" 



by FRED ALEXANDER 

Russia's continued aggression in cen- 
tral Europe indicates but one thing: Russia 
is bent on converting Eurasia into a solid 
Communist bloc before another year. Ac- 
tivity is even more aggressive in Asia than 
in Europe. In fact, Communist activity 
in the Far East has reached its last stage, 
that of military action. 

Czechoslovakia and Finland have sealed 
their own fates. Italy is next on the time- 
table, and may fall to a Communist coup 
within the next month. The one thing that 
could forestall such an event would be in- 
creased strength in the affected areas. Dol- 
lar aid is not enough! Czechoslovakia came 
through the war in better shape than al- 
most any other European country. The 
popular conception that desolate, starving 
Czechs turned to communism as a last 
resort is inaccurate. If need for financial 
aid were the true criterion of a country's 
acceptance of Marxist theories, Czecho- 
slovakia would have been the last to accept 
the Red banner. What actually happened 
was that the Communists seized police 
power, after which freedom of the polls 
became a myth. The United States can 
not salvage any European country by the 
Marshall plan alone. Without American 
military power as well, Italy may be the 
next in Stalin's camp. 

The United States is weak in many 
ways. Its foreign policy is completely un- 
impressive. Its abandoned stand for par- 
tition of Palestine was embarrassing to 
many government officials who felt that 
pandering to the Arabs to protect Amer- 
ican oil interests, while claiming to sup- 
port partition, was far from ethical. Be- 
latedly, that attitude has been repaired. 

The United States is weak militarily. 
Since this is an election year, and nothing 
matters quite as much to those in office 
as staying in office, it is unlikely that 
anything will be done about strengthening 

our armed forces. President Truman has 
gone to bat for the universal military train- 
ing bill. Opponents of the bill have at- 
tacked it on the grounds that it is too 
expensive, and that atom -bomb type war- 
fare makes the use of large ground armies 
obsolete. America's top strategists claim 
that push -button warfare is still far in the 
future; and that, should it come, the 
United States would still need an organized 
reserve of trained men to handle civilian 
defense and to seize enemy bases. Oppo- 
nents of the bill say it would cost three 
to seven billion dollars a year. However, 
the President's advisory commission, a 
civilian group, says it would take only one 
and three -quarters billions; that at least half 
a billion dollars a year could be aft from 
the military appropriations since it would 
remove the necessity for basic instruction 
of men joining the armed forces; and that 
there would also be reduced cost of re- 
cruiting. 

Ellsworth L. Raymond, former chief of 
the United States Army's Russian eco- 
nomic section, says the entire Soviet mili- 
tary strategy for the future is keyed to 
the idea that men and morale, rather than 
atomic bombs, will decide the next war. 

There can be little doubt that the Soviet 
does intend to Communize the United 
States. Just as Hitler boasted of his plans 
for conquest long before anyone took him 
seriously, so too have the Communists pre- 
dicted their course of action. In May, 1928, 
when William Z. Foster was the Com- 
munist candidate for President, he made 
the following statement in a public speech: 

"Our party creates no illusions 
amongst the workers that they can 
vote their way to emancipation. The 
working class must shatter the capi- 
talist state. It must build a new 
state, a new government, a workers' 
and farmers' government -the Sov- 
iet government in the United States. 
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When a Communist heads a govern- 
ment of the United States -and 
that day will come just as surely as 
the sun rises -that government will 
not be a capitalist government but 
a Soviet government, and behind 
this government will stand the Red 
army to enforce the dictatorship of 
the proletariat." 

The aims of the Communist party 
in America are simple. 

The public mind must be filled with 
Red propaganda so that confusion will 
result and the ordinary democratic proc- 
esses of the republic will be unable to 
function. 

Many front organizations will be estab- 
lished for the purpose of smearing all men 
and women of importance who attempt 
to fight communism in America. 

Groups of pacifist- minded people will 
be established and promoted. These groups 
will demand that America remain un- 
armed and unprepared for aggression. 
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Satellite nations in Europe will be re- 
industrialized as quickly as possible and 
manned with slave labor. Unemployment 
will be created in the United States by 
dumping underpriced products on the 
world market and thus destroying Amer- 
ica's export market. 

Ultimately, a huge general strike will 
be called through Communist controlled 
labor unions. This could paralyze the na- 
tion and facilitate mob violence and race 
riots. 

Many of the points in the above plan 
are well underway right now. The Com- 
munists mean business! 

Competition, a factor which many 
manufacturers were able to ignore for the 
past few years, is beginning to rear its 
head again. Within another year, compe- 
tition may be strong enough to prevent 
price rises -not because the theory of 
checking inflation calls for it -but be- 
cause manufacturers won't be able to sell 
at higher prices. 



Platter Chatter 
My Happiness, a tune put out by Vic 

Damon of Kansas City, is going great 
guns. Four thousand new copies are being 
pressed every week, and still the distrib- 
utors clamor! . . . Victor star Robert 
Merrill has been signed for his first mo- 
tion picture role, but he won't have to go 
to Hollywood. For him, the cameras will 
come to New York . . . Anticipating the 
removal of Petrillo's television restrictions, 
the Three Suns have formed a company 
to produce films featuring -you guessed 
it -the Three Suns . . . Les Paul's trick 
guitar antics for Capitol are sensational. 
By superimposing on a series of masters, 
he comes up with a full and fine 12 -gui- 
tar orchestra in which he plays all instru- 
ments himself. Be sure to latch onto his 
Brazil and Lover ... Count Basie's orches- 
tra sounds more like Ellington's every day. 
Listen to his cut of Robbin's pest ... Kate 
Smith does a nice job on Now Is the Hour 
for M -G -M . . . Guy Lombardo and his 
aggregation, heard on Decca, this month 
embark on their most extensive personal 
appearance tour in the past ten years. The 
tour, lasting until July, will take them from 
coast -to -coast in a series of theatre, hotel 
and ballroom engagements . . . Our best 
to Sammy Kaye, a right guy who is going 
all -out to raise funds for entertainment 
equipment in veterans' hospitals . . . A 
1932 recording of Mahatma Gandhi's 
voice is being reissued by Columbia. It is 
a summary of his spiritual philosophies en- 
titled The Justification of God. For it, 
Gandhi is reported to have received $200,- 
000 which he turned over to the Indian 
National Congress Party ... Gordon Mac- 
Rae, of the Capitol stable, has taken over 
the Tony Martin radio spot for good . . . 

So great is the demand for personal ap- 
pearances by Sarah Vaughan that she is 
already booked well into 1949 ... Woody 
Herman and the herd are heading east this 
month, probably for an engagement at the 
Commodore in New York . . . Frankie 
Carle's newest composition is I Don't 
Want to Meet Any More People . . . 

Watch for Count Basie's first Victor al- 
bum, out this month . . . Burl Ive's Decca 
contract expires in April but the chubby 
balladeer won't sign a new one unless he 
receives contractual assurance that his 
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recordings will be distributed and pushed 
in rural areas. "Out in the country," he 
says, "that's where my people are." 

Betcha Didn't Know 
Before the war, Victor Borge was the 

staff organist of a large cemetery in Cop- 
enhagen. He stills holds that official title ... Dick Jurgens was a trumpet man until 
his lip was smashed in an auto accident . . . 

Kate Smith sends all first pressings of her 
recordings to the White House . . . The 
first jazz recording ever made was Tiger 
Rag backed by Bluein' the Blues. It was 
issued by Victor in 1917, and featured 
the original Dixieland Jazz Band of New 
Orleans . . . Stan Kenton was once assist- 
ant musical director of Earl Carroll's the- 
atre restaurant. 

Highly Recommended 
COLUMBIA ALBUM C -148- Whistling 

for You, with Fred Lowery. Here in- 
deed is an unusual musical treat in this 
new album by one of America's most 
versatile whistlers. A guitar and Nova - 
chord accompaniment provides a good 
background effect. Many standard fa- 
vorites are included in the selections, 
and you will particularly enjoy Trees, 
Caprice Viennois, La Paloma and Star- 
dust . . . It's whistling at its best! 

CAPITOL 15040 -Jo Stafford with Paul 
Weston and his orchestra. It's Monday 
Every Day plus It Was Written in the 
Stars. Jo again, and that means an- 
other fine platter. It's Monday Every 
Day is on the upbeat, with Jo there all 
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the way. The flip -over is a minor, 
weird and difficult piece of music which 
Miss S. undauntedly handles with 
smooth precision. Paul Weston's group, 
as always, furnishes excellent support. 
You can't go wrong on this. 

M -G -M 10145 -Jimmy and Mildred Mul- 
cay with Pat Karen and the Three 
Dons. When Veronica. Plays the Har- 
monica and Blue Prelude. Mr. and Mrs. 
Harmonica in an out -of- the -ordinary of- 
fering. The Veronica side is a bouncy 
novelty, while the reverse gets down to 
some serious and well -done mouth or- 
ganing. With harmonicas coming back 
into public favor, M -G -M has a poten- 
tial winner in this disc. 
*Brookside Record Shop, 6330 Brook- 

side Plaza, JA 5200. 
DECCA 24296 -Al Jolson with orchestra. 

If I Only Had a Match and Let Me 
Sing and I'm Happy. Punning aside, 
the Match number is a real torch song. 
Sung in Jolson's best footlight style, it 
is a first rate recording of a song tailor - 
made for Al's personality and delivery. 
The flip -over is a Jolson favorite of old 
-almost as famous as Sonny Boy. 
Naturally, if you are a Jolson fan you'll 
love it. 

VICTOR 20-2722-Tex Beneke and his 
orchestra. St. Louis Blues March plus 
Cherokee Canyon. W. C. Handy's 
famous song, tricked out in march time 
with emphasis on the drum beat and a 
fine solo sax passage, becomes a highly 
interesting and irresistible gloom chaser. 
On the other side you'll find the type 
of song on which Tex does his best vo- 
cal work. Mark this down for good 
listening and dancing! 

CAPITOL 15041- Gordon MacRae with 
an orchestra conducted by Carlyle Hall. 
Matinee and That Feathery Feelin'. If 
you haven't a MacRae disc, this is a 
good one to start on. The boy has a 
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fine baritone voice and does a splendid 
job on Matinee, which is a sequel to 
Ballerina. He sounds like Monroe, only 
better. The reverse is a pleasing mel- 
ody in an easy tempo. Gordon's pipes, 
incidentally, receive full justice from the 
rich background arrangements. A -1! 
*Jenkins Music Company, 1217 Wal- 
nut, VI 9430. 

COLUMBIA 38090 -Frankie Carle and 
his orchestra. Dreamy Lullaby and Lost 
April. The first tune should certainly 
be a winner. It is a Carle original fea- 
turing the band for the first chorus with 
a modulation into Gregg Lawrence's 
vocal on the second. Frankie's piano 
sparkles throughout . . . Lost April is 
the theme of the movie The Bishop's 
Wife. Carle is spotlighted and Gregg 
Lawrence comes in to sing the words. 
These two sides will give Carle fans a 
genuine treat! 

MAJESTIC 1191 -Eddy Howard and his 
orchestra. Now Is the Hour and True. 
Gracie Fields is credited with importa- 
tion of Now Is the Hour. As the Maori 
Farewell Song, New Zealanders have 
been singing it for years. Be that as it 
may, it now receives full and impeccable 
treatment from Eddy, his trio and or- 
chestra. True, another sweet ballad, is 
an equally valuable addition to any li- 
brary. 

DECCA 24307 -Hoagy Carmichael. Who 
Killed 'Er (Who Killed the Black Wid- 
der) plus I'm A- Comin' A- Courtin' 
Corabelle. In an original number about 
the "black widder," Hoagy proves he's 
lost none of his unerring feeling for 
the comic and bizarre. It's an amusing 
story set to music, and should fascinate 
young, old and all the in- betweens. On 
the flip is a pop tune of the day pre- 
sented in the unique Carmichael style. 
Entertainment tops! 
*Fiesta Music Den, 4013 Troost, WE 

6540. 
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The stout old gentleman breathed heavily as he tried to mount the steps 
of the bus. "Take your time, pop," said the driver sarcastically, "we've got 
all day." 

"I'm trying," gasped the old fellow. 
You should eat more yeast," said the driver, "then you'd be able to rise." 

"Yes," the elder agreed, hoisting himself triumphantly upward, "and if 
you ate more yeast you'd be much better bred." 



CHICAGO Lu1i 
by NORT JONATHAN 

PITY the poor commuter! No matter 
how many streamlined trains the rail- 

roads proudly put on the rails to snare 
the buck of the cross -country traveler, the 
guy who commutes between Chicago and 
South Burlap every morning and night 
has to put up with the same old antiquated 
equipment and haphazard service. Some 
of the cars used in commuter service look 
as though they had originally been a part 
of Lincoln's funeral train. 

Your Windy City commuter must put 
up with this sort of thing unless he is 
fortunate enough to live near the Illinois 
Central railroad, which is the only road 
operating new cars on fast, frequent, and 
clean trains. The IC is electrified, too, and 
seems to feel that even commuters have 
some rights and are entitled to a seat at 
least a couple of times a week. 

However, the Burlington, Northwestern, 
and Rock Island all proceed on the theory 
that the commuter should be discouraged 
from traveling at all. During the summer 
months their tired cars, with all windows 
tightly closed, fry in the switch yards until 
the temperature inside gets up to around 
120 degrees. Then their battered engines 
push them into the station, where the 
commuters are jammed aboard to stew until 
departure time -which may be anywhere 
from ten minutes to half an hour after 
the time advertised on what is laughingly 
known as the suburban timetable. When 
air finally does reach the groggy passengers 
black coal smoke and cinders come right 
along with it. 

The winter story is the reverse, of 
course, but just as uncomfortable. After 
November first the cars become rolling 
refrigerators. There are long, freezing 
waits on unprotected suburban platforms 
for trains that show up long after the 
scheduled hour. In really bad weather 
some trains don't bother to show up at all. 

The Chicago commuter pays well to 
endure this torture. His ticket continues 
to advance in price, with the railroads 

seeming to feel that he has no rights at 
all. It is highly likely that even Robert 
Young himself couldn't get the North- 
western railroad's brass hats to install 
electric lights in some of their more archaic 
cars. Those gas lamps will be with us until 
the cars, like the wonderful one hoss shay, 
finally fall apart. The trouble is, the com- 
muters are likely to fall apart first. 

Sheila John Daly, who is the Chicago 
Tribune's teen -age columnist, has written 
a book which will solve many an entertain- 
ment problem. It's her second book in 
about two years, and has the appropriate 
title Party Fun. If you're at a loss to know 
what to do when the teen -age crowd 
descends on your mansion, Party Fun has 
plenty of clever answers to help you en- 
tertain your teen -age son or daughter's 
high school friends. 

Sheila Daly is the youngest of Chicago's 
four fabulous Daly sisters. Maureen, who 
wrote the best -selling novel Seventeenth 
Summer when she wasn't much older than 
that herself, is an associate editor on the 
staff of the Ladies Home Journal. Kay, 
who is in her twenties, is a highly paid 
expert on what milady will want to wear 
next season if her husband is still solvent. 
Marguerite is one of Chicago's best fashion 
models, and is the mother of young Brigid 
-who threatens to surpass her talented 
aunts. In fact there is a current rumor 
on Chicago's Literary Lane that even now 
Brigid is at work on the Great American 
Novel. 


