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1. United States Amateur Tennis Champion Jack
Kramer perspires more before a microphone than he
does on the court, where he is currently facing
Bobby Riggs in extended match play.

2. Champion Alice Marble gives some tennis tips
to WHB listeners.

3. Newest idol cf the bobby-sox set is Marshall
Thompson, M-G-M player currently appearing in
B. F.s Daughter.

4. Richard Pilley, winner of a photo conte: ¥
sored by the Rembrandt Studio, receives a bi ¢
bunny as on extra prize.
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5. Dr. J. L. Zwingle, new president of Park
receives the congratulations of Mrs. Douglas
president of Wellesley. Mrs. Horton is the
Captain Mildred H. McAfee, wartime din ©
the Waves.
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oreword

or May

HERE was a time when the

month of May bloomed with
sleasant special days: May Day it-
elf, connoting flowers and dancing,
Viother's Day, dedicated to love
ind gratitude, and VE Day, signi-
ying the beginning of what the
vhole world hoped was peace.
To keep the meaning of any
oliday alive, its traditions and
ualities must be renewed each year.
ut it is not days of love or of vic-
ory or of May baskets that are
enewed this season. The emphasis
changing. It lies on Memorial
ay. Two world wars gave it its
eaning, and unless the old familiar
lot of history is turned iIn its
ourse, the day will soon have added
eaning, eclipsing all the rest of
ay. The month will sag with Me-
orial Day as some great stretcher
ith the weight of its dead.
Hurray, then, for a gruesome
oliday! Down with the May poles,
ay with love and peace! Let us
re salvos for a greater Memorial
ay and wallow in maudlin emo-
n. We like our heroes dead!
Or so it would seem. And in-
nitely great is the pity.
There must be another way out
this maze, without a third mass
urder. But who is to lead the
ay? One by one, the great men
ve been killed off. The time is
e for the emergence of another,
eater still—and alive, armed with
isdom, courage and honesty, in-
ad of bombast. History has set
e stage for him, arranged his
mentous entrance. The cue has
‘en given. The mob scene is in-
nse, the tumult loud, the center
the stage empty and waiting.
hter The Hero now, bearing per-
ps a sling and a small bag of
iilosophers’ stones,

'
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MAY'S HEAVY DATES
IN KANSAS CITY

Art . ..

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

Loan Exhibitions: 12th Ceramic
National Exhibition.  Signifi-
cant War Scenes by Battlefront
Artists.

Masterpiece of the Month: ''Poc-
trait Bust of a Legislator,”’
Roman—1st Century A.D.

Concerts: Sundays, at 3:30 p.m.
in Atkins Auditorium.

May 2, Two-piano concert by the
Nettletons.

May 9, University of Kansas City
choir. Kirkwood Hall.

May 16, Piano recital by pupils
of Gladys Schnors.

May 23, Mu Phi Epsilon Young
Artist concert.

May 30, Two-piano concert by
Mr. and Mrs. Miles Blim.

Drama . . .

May 1, 2, Private Lives with Tal-
lulah Bankhead. (Matinee Sat-
urday), Music Hall.

Music . . .
(Music Hall)

May 3, Beau Brumme! minstrel.

May 4, High schoo! chorus.

May 13, Concert by the Kansas
City chapter of the Central
College Alumni Association.

May 28-27, Spike Jones and his
orchestra.

Dancing . . .

(Pla Mor Ballroom, 32nd and
Main.) Dancing every mnight
but Monday. *"Over 30’ dances
;I'uesday, Wednesday and PFri-
ay.

May 1.2, Hank Winder.

May 6-7, Don Ragon.

May 8, Raymond Scott.

May 13-16, Skippy Anderson.

May 20-23, Bob Berkey.

May 29, Jack Fina.

Special Events . . .

May 7-8, Boy Scout Round-up,
Municipal Auditorium Arena.

May 14, Shrine Ceremonial,
Music Hall

May 23, Catholic baccalaureate
service, Municipal Auditorium
Arena.

May 28, De La Salle Military
Academy commencement ser-
vice, Municipal Auditorium
Arena.

May 28, Lillis High School com-

mencement service, Music Hall.

May 30, Veterans of Foreign
Wars, Post 4092, city-wide
memorial  service, Municipal

Auditorium Arena.

Baseball . . .

Kansas City Blues, American As-
sociation. All games played at
Ruppert Stadium, 22nd and
Brooklyn.

May 1, 2 (2), Toledo.

May 3, 4, 5, Columbua.

May 7, 8, 9 (2), Louisville.

May 17, 18, 19, St. Paul.

May 30 (2), 31 (2), Milwaukee,

Wrestling . . .
Wrestling every Thursday night,

Memorial Hall, Kansas City,
Kansas.
May 4, Professional wrestling,

Municipal Auditorium Arena.

Conventions . . .

May 2-4, Central States Sh
Travelers, Hotels Phillips a
Muehlebach.

May 3-4, Southwestern Autom
tive Wholesalers, Hotel Pre
dent.

May 4-6, Kansas State P.O.}
Kansas City, Kansas.

May §-7, Missouri Valley El
tric Association Sales and Ruw
Conference, Hotel President.

May 7, Missouri Aseociation
{’oetal Supervisors, Hotel Pb
ips.

May 7-8, Polled Shorthorn Cc

gress, Show and Sale, Ho
Phillips.
May 9-11, Allied Clothiers a |

Jobbers, Hotel Phillips. I

May 10-12, Osteopathic Ch
Conference and Clinic, Muni
pal Auditorium.

May 12-13, Missouri Val
Wholesale Grocers, Hotel Pre
dent.

May 15-16, Fourth Diste

Spiritualist Bpiscopal Church
Missouri, Little Theatre.

May 16-18, Central States Sal
men, Hotels Muehlebach, Pt
lips and Aladdin.

May 17-18, U. S. Army Mothe 1
Missouri Department.

May 19-21, M’ssouri Associat
for Social Welfare, Munici
Auditorium.

May 24-25, Missouri Automot
Dealers Association, Hotel Pt
ident.

May 27-28, Missouri Valley B
tric  Association, Account
Conference.

May 27-30, American Rose
ciety, Hotel Contirental. k

May 28-30, 612th Engineers Li =
Equipment Company, H
Commonwealth.

May 28-30, International C:
Printing House Craftsmen, !*
tel President. _.

May 30-June 1, Heart of Amet
Men's Apparel Show, Hol
Muehlebach and Phillips.

May 31-June 1, Holstein-Frei:
Association of America, H'
President. '

—m»
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Beyond the blue horizon lies your own back yard!
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— rorR THE AIR AGE...

by DR. JOHN H. FURBAY

Director of Air World Education
Trans World Airline

TODAY, a new concept of teach-
ing is sweeping the country. Just
as ‘“readin’, writin’® and ’rithmetic”
have long since been expanded to en-
compass higher mathematics, the
sciences and various technical fields,
50 must today’s teacher of American
youth revise his standards of edu-
ication to include a new doctrine—the

lGlobal Concept.

Spearheaded by the nation’s air-
ines, a move is underway to “‘air-con-
dition™ the youth of our country.
This “‘air-conditioning™ process is in-
iended to make them more air-minded
50 far as cawilian peacetime trans-
dortation is concerned. It is designed
Iso to play a major part in our na-
ional defense—in making them un-
erstand the position and the purpose
f airplanes in the modern world.

Teachers in our public schools to-
y frequently have a feeling of in-
dequacy when they become con-
ious that the children in their class-
ms know as much or more about
irplanes than they.

These children are of a new gener-
ation—the Air Age—and they look
upon airplanes as a form of trans-
portation that is completely safe. You
can almost gauge a person’s age by
what he says about riding in airplanes,
almost to the day and hour he was
born. The older the person, the more
he is inclined to say, “I want to keep
one foot on the ground.” The youn-
ger he is, the happier he is to get into
the air. It is one of the truest axioms
you can find.

Some writers have predicted that
the airplane will change civilization
and culture as radically as did the
Industrial Revolution. People who
live in the transition years between
one epoch and another almost never
realize that one period is ending and
another beginning. Thus, the man in
the street does not yet comprehend
what the new air world will do to

him, and for him.

It is an historical fact that patterns
of culture follow routes of trade.
Much of the early literature, music,
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art and great works of architecture
arose where trade and transportation
were best developed—around the
Mediterranean. For several thousand
years this culture didn’t get far away
from the Mediterranean, because of
inadequate transportation to the out-
side world.

Later this culture spread slowly to
other areas, but the spread still was
limited by land and water transporta-
tion. Now that civilization has come
to the era in which man has left the

earth and its barriers and has taken to -

the air, new methods have become
necessary for both peace and war.

We use to think that a nation which
controlled the seas could control the
world. We used to think that moun-
tains could stop armies. But now we
have seen men, tanks, guns and am-
munition, whole hospital units—ev-
erything necessary to carry out a
military campaign—delivered right
over any bottleneck of the seas,
mountains, deserts or Maginot Lines.
We have had to revise the tactics of
fighting in an air world where man is
no longer earthbound. Even a sea-
port is no longer necessary for a
jumping-off place, as we can take off
by air for any part of the world from
inland locations.

The airplane is destined to bring
about shifts in population and open
vast new markets which will mean
more business for all forms of trans-
portation. Towns in South America
without a highway or railroad were,
for centuries, totally isolated. Now
airplanes are dropping right into those
cities, bringing them in touch with
every other city in South America

and the world.

May, 194

Cities which, within the last fexs
years, have not developed good aii
port landing facilities for this nev
world of aerial transportation ar
going to be on their way out as muc
as were the cities a generation ag
which failed to provide themselvs
with good railroad facilities.

This air world is bringing a chang
in man’s ideas of geography. W
were taught that the earth is rounc
yet most of our maps tell us the eart
is flat. It is an unfortunate contr:
diction.

When we entered the last war t}
Air Porce found that one of its bi
gest jobs was to teach global geogr
phy—the concept of our earth as °
globe. We had learned too muc
geography from “flat” maps that ca
never be wholly accurate.

We were too accustomed to ti
Mercator Projection. It is true th
at the equator the Mercator Proje
tion is completely accurate, but tl
farther north and the farther sou
one goes, the more inaccurate tk
map becomes. Mercator’s projectic
makes Greenland and Iceland appe
many times their actual size. Look |
such a map, then look at a globe, ar
you will see these disproportions. T.
newer polar projection maps are
many ways better, but we need |
study geography much more frc

globes.

The Air Age gives us many ne
concepts of direction. If we are got
to Europe from Kansas City, t
shortest way is not to New York, th
east across the ocean, as travel by st ’
face transportation has always i
plied. We leave Kansas City in
northeast direction and proceed I




I ———— e

skirting the Arctic circle.

EDUCATION FOR THE AIR AGE . . . p)

Paris, leaving the United States at
either Chicago or Detroit. This is a
different concept of direction and
space from that used by railroads and
ships.

Suppose we are flying from Kansas
City to China. Do we take a plane
to California, continuing on via Hono-
lulu to China? No, we go northward
from Kansas City to China, taking
off from Chicago or Minneapolis.
These are the jumping-off places for
China and the Orient now, and the
routes go north by northwest through

Alaska.

North is destined to be an 1mportant
direction in this Air Age. The reason
1s this: In the northern hemisphere
lie the major populations of the world
—the Orient and Russia, the Middle
East, Europe and North America. If
you connect the United States directly

' by air with any of these other areas

of population, whether Paris, Cairo,
Moscow or Shanghai, you find that
the routes go northward.

Peacetime trade and passenger traf-
fic are now going far to the north
over the Atlantic and Pacific oceans,
As a re-
sult, new population centers are
springing up along these northern air
routes. There are other respects in
which we are changing our ideas of
geography. The world has shrunk in
size and distance. During a
two-week vacation, we once
could get no farther than a
few hundred miles from
home, but today we can go
around the world in that &
length of time and spend 11
days of it fishing or vaca-
tioning in as many different

countries, if we like.

Now we can have breakfast in Chi-
cago and supper in Paris, all the same
day. That is quite a different kind of
world from father’s and grandfather’s.
And as the world shrinks in distance,
it expands the horizons for each of us,
since we can go much farther in a
given length of time.

In Chicago recently I met a busi-
ness man who had just flown in from
Paris. He said that in less than a
month he had made three trips to
Paris. In setting up branches of his
business all over Europe, he maintains
one office in Chicago and another in
Paris, and commutes between them.
He is one of a growing number who
do the same thing. His world sud-
denly has expanded and he can carry
on business in what once were con-
sidered faraway places.

The airplane may be bringing to-
gether the people of the world faster
than they are ready for it. We have
a big task to prepare the minds of
people for living and doing business
in One World. We are still thinking
too much in the horse-and-buggy days.

We must get acquainted with our
new global neighbors. If the farthest
is only about 40 hours away by air,
we can't call them “foreigners™ any
more. The whole concept of other
nationalities being alien to us has to
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go. And if we are going to get along
with these people as our neighbors, we
are going to have to know who they
are and what they are like.

We are going to have to get used to
neighbors who speak different lan-
guages. We are a one-language coun-
try. American travelers frequently
are embarrassed to find that in many
countries they visit, the natives speak
several languages. We are probably
the only major country in the world
whose educated class, as a whole,
speaks only one language—its mother
tongue.

This is a real problem for airlines
and other business firms which are
trying to staff their offices in several
countries. It is difficult to find Amer-
ican employees who can speak several
languages. A business representative
can’t say to a prospective customer,
“If you only knew English, I have
something good I could sell you.” We
must learn other languages if we are
going to have a place of leadership

Swing
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in the world, either commercial or
political.

Tourists, too, are faced with the
same problem. It is time we are be-
ginning to prepare them to travel in-
telligently. Only when they go to an-
other country, aware that the people
of that country may have developed
some things better than we have, can
they profit by their contacts. It may
be music, art, poetry, philosophy or
a sense of humor, as in Ireland.

Before we travel abroad, let’s learn
to look for things others have done
better than we. Then we shall be
prepared to travel and make friends.

Where airplanes have dropped mis-
siles of destruction, they now can
bring together peoples who wish to be
neighbors. It is the boundaries of our
minds that are keeping the world
apart. Airplanes can transport peo-
ple; but the real job is going to be to
break down the barriers in the think-
ing of the people who travel and to
build a world of friendship, under-
standing and appreciation.

Life is like playing a violin solo in public and learning the instrument as

one goes along.—Samuel Butler.

On a Pan American flight, a prominent Brazilian was conversing with
the hostess for the obvious purpose of proving he could speak English.
“How high is deese plane?™ he asked.

“Ten thousand feet,” she told him.

He nodded, and seemed to assimilate the information thoughtfully. In a
moment he called to her again. “"How wide is it?"

A

A political candidate was giving a series of 20-minute campaign speeches.
He spoke extemporaneously and never looked at his watch, yet he always con-
cluded his remarks after exactly 20 minutes.

He was gaining a growing reputation for phenomenal timing when disaster
struck. One night he talked for an hour.

Later, his campaign manager demanded to know what had gone wrong.

“It’s a trick,” the politician confessed. "I always slide a cough drop under
my tongue when I get up to speak. It melts in exactly 20 minutes, then I
know its time to stop. Tonight I talked for an hour before I realized my cough

drop was an old Willkie button
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Another war is over, yes. Bus
all the returns are mnot yes in.

by L. HAROLD WILSON

THERE’S a pale, sweet-looking girl
in Frankfort, Germany, who—
like her counterparts of the same age
in America—is known by a nickname.

. “Here comes Abortion Annie!” the
- doctors quip, when they see her stand-
ing docilely in the crowded outer
lobby of the hospital. For *“Annie”
has had five abortions in the last six
| years, by her own admission.

“I'll never have a child—never!”
she announced defiantly to a doctor
who warned her of the dangers in-
herent in abortions. *“European girls
would be brainless to have children
in this terrible world. Why? To grow
up and be in another war? I can

barely feed myself; how could I care
for a baby?”

Annie, rather than being an excep-
tion, displays an attitude typical of
the 1948 German girl to whom abor-
tions and miscarriages are as common-
place as sore throats.

In the maternity ward of the Frank-
 fort Municipal Hospital, one-half of
all pregnancies wind up disastrously
in miscarriages, according to harassed
medics of that under-staffed institu-
tion.

“It’s because most of our German
girls tried crude abortions on them-
selves before coming to the hospital
for aid,” says one doctor. It’s the
same story, too, at the Municipal Hos-
pital in Wiesbaden, which reports
abortions reaching the new high of
40 per cent of all miscarriage cases.

Certainly, abortions are risky busi-
ness, in Germany as well as in any
land. But desperation and bitter hun-
ger drive the daughters of bankrupt
Nazism to cut short the lives of their

unborn children.

Three per cent of the girls and
women practicing abortion on them-
selves wind up as cadavers in German
morgues. In scores of other cases, in-
fection ensues, and long ghastly pe-
riods of illness spell a drab finale to
romances which are sparked by the
desire for a slice of bread.

Peculiarly, according to a survey
by the Neue Presse of Frankfurt-am-
Main, it’s the married women of Ger-
many who most frequently practice
abortions.

Typical is Frau Gertrud Muller, a
desperately thin, highly-rouged for-
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mer secretary whose husband is still
a prisoner-of-war in Great Britain.

Twenty-four-year-old Gertrud has
been intimate with at least twenty-
five men in the past two years, ac-
cording to her hospital report. She
stoutly denies she is a prostitute.

“I did it for chocolate bars, cigar-
ettes, hosiery, handkerchiefs, and other
small items, and I'll do it again!™ she
maintains. “When you’re hungry and
in need, abortion is a small price to
pay for these things!”

Gertrud has had four abortions
since the war ended. After her
last one—self-administered—she lay
screaming in agony for two days and
doctors managed to save her life only
after gigantic doses of penicillin.

Says Professor Heinz Sauermann,
sociological adviser to the American
Military Government:

“We mustn’t be shocked at the
abortion madness in Europe. It’s the
logical result of despair, hunger, de-
feat and inability to give children the
necessities of bare living.

“It is quite likely that German
women, because of their refusal to
bear children, will be responsible for a
50 per cent cut in Germany’s popula-
tion within the next 50 years.”

Back in the roaring days of Nazism,
abortion was a dread offense—not on
moral grounds, but because it thwarted
Hitler’s wish to have many sons for
Germany’s future warriors. Today
the laws against abortion are still on
the books. But in at least one Ger-
man city unmarried girls have formed
an abortion club in which they pool
their assorted knowledge of birth-
prevention techniques.

Mﬂy; 1948 '

Many women bribe corrupt doctors
to attest that they cannot have chil-
dren safely because of hormone dis-
turbances, inflammation of the womb,
deformed pelvic structures and other
valid reasons.

One Berlin physician, when ar-
rested, possessed a fortune made in

the last three years in the abortior
racket. Police estimated that he hacl
performed 200 abortions in a single}
three-month period. Significantly, he?
had amassed a hoard of gold which he}
had stashed away in Swiss banks

escape detection.

That the abortion craze is mount
ing dizzily is shown by the grim
municipal statistics of Frankfort: 71¢
deaths in one month, contrasted witt
only 443 births! Let that ratio con
tinue for a period of years and abor |
tion-minded women will have accom
plished the depopulation of Germany

So great has the abortion hullabalox
become that is has even permeatec
German politics. One party loudl
proclaims it favors contraceptives anc
legalized abortions; several othe
parties vociferously oppose the prac
tices, both on religious and sociologica
grounds

So bitter and widespread is the de :
bate that Professor G. ]J. Spiegler
head of Frankfort’s Municipal Mater
nity Hospital, has thrown his influ
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ence on the side of legal contracep- He envisages many sex advice cen-
tives. ters throughout Germany and other
“These at least do not endanger lands where desperate women may be

'\ women’s lives,” one of his associates talked out of their desire for abor-
'~ explains. “It’s better to sell them tjons.

openly and to depress the birth rate, B S illine o

y once again instilling in them
ig;ﬁ;g dex\m;i;;gﬁr at:cci)usaux;}clls tﬁi i?f:h the normal desire for parenthood, de-
rate down anyway!” - spite the stringencies of life in 1948,

But Professor Spiegler, a wise the professor and his aides believe

psychologist, intends to give German that frank and. sincef'e reasoning may
women counsel as well as contracep- halt the abortion climb even though
tives. law and punishment have failed!

A Cure for Highway Cowboys

D ON'T be surprised if your own town starts it. It worked wonders
in traffic-laden Los Angeles, and that's a criterion.

It’s a sure-fire method of stopping the habitual traffic-law violators.
“Put yellow and black stickers on their windshields and they’ll begin to
consider other folks,” says Judge H. Leonard Kaufman.

And Judge Kaufman ought to know. It was his idea. A year ago,
he started dishing out the stickers, along with fines, and he reports *'100
per cent success.”

Those stickers, incidentally, are not pretty. The letters are large and
yellow and read *“‘TRaFFic VIOLATOR.” The background is black.

About 300 persons go through Judge Kaufman's busy traffic court each
day. That's normal. What irked the safety-minded judge were the habitual
offenders, the out-and-out, shameless repeaters.

*“There were 170 of them so regular in their summons to court that
the court clerks knew them by name, on sight,” the judge reviews.

Those repeaters were responsible for the “branding™ plan. Judge
Kaufman offered offenders who appeared four times or more a choice.
They could go to jail, or they could be placed on probation. There was a
stinger—and a sticker—attached to the probationary clause. Their wind-
shields had to wear a *"TRAPFIC VIOLATOR” sticker during the probation-
ary period. At the end of the period, the drivers could return to police
headquarters to have the stickers removed.

Of course, some tried to get rid of those brandings before the time
was up. One violator went so far as to have new windshields installed.
He served a jail sentence for not reporting the change. Others, however,
were more prudent. If they changed cars during that probationary period,
they reported to police and got new stickers on the new windshields.

In one year's time, Judge Kaufman cured those 170 repeaters. They
don’t go to court any more. They've learned.

The judge's method has been adopted by some other cities and towns,
and predictions are that it will spread to many others, especially since Judge
Kaufman reports *‘mission accomplished.”

Also a part of the’ Los Angeles court’s safety education is the film
“Death Rides the Highway,” which is shown to violators. The National
Safety Council has praised this practice highly.—Barney Schwartz.
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Gene Autry is the silver-plated
Ksng of the Westerns!

by BETTY and WILLIAM WALLER

N HOLLYWOOD, boy always

meets girl, loses girl, gets girl—
but the most successful star the flick-
ers have ever known is a man who
never has kissed a girl before the
cameras!

Once, though, he almost embraced
his leading lady just before the fade-
out. It worried his fans like all get-
out. A middle-aged woman, viewing
the picture in her local movie house,
is said to have risen from her seat
and screamed: “Don’t kiss her, Gene.
Please don’t!™

Wisely, Gene Autry didn’t. But
he never came closer to losing his
multitude of fans, who never for a
moment would have countenanced
such slush. It is a cardinal principle
in the rigid formula for horse operas
that the hero never clinches with the
heroine—and not even the all-time
King of the Westerns can get away
with it.

A first-rate judge of what strikes
the public’s fancy—and an uncom-
monly astute business man—this boots-
and-saddle actor never deviates from
the successful pattern which has en-
abled him to carve out a nice little

economic empire of his own. His fan
mail averages 80,000 letters a month,
by official post office count, and it
amounts to more than that of any
three other Hollywood stars com-
bined. He requires his own post of-
fice with three clerks, just to handle
the volume of mail which exceeds
that of any other star, past or present.

His pictures have played in more
theatres and broken more attendance
records than those of any other star.
They are revived and replayed over
and over again due to the fanatical
devotion of his followers.

His radio program has millions of
listeners, and his phonograph records
outsell those of any other singer, male
or female.

Yet this is only part of the fabulous
Gene Autry one-man financial show.

About 40 or 50 products on the
market make use of Autry’s name
and pay him handsome royalties. In-
cluded are suits, hats, shirts, belts,
guns, ties, neckerchiefs, hatbands,
toothpaste, hair oil, suspenders, shoe
laces, stationery, paper-weights, let-
ter-openers and pencils. But Autry
knows where to draw the line. Be-
cause he doesn’t smoke or drink, on
screen or off, and also because it
might affect his small-fry fans ad-
versely, he once turned down $5,000
to endorse a cigarette. But with all
his other interests, that was five
grand he could well afford to lose.
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What with four profit-making
ranches, book and magazine tie-ups, a
sizeable piece of the nation’s largest
rodeo show, his own movie producing
outfit and interests in newspapers,
radio stations, a theatre chain, a fly-
ing school, music publishing, stock
raising and real estate, Autry can be
said to be doing a pretty good job of
keeping the wolf away from his door.

It wasn’t always so, for he was
hardly born with a silver spoon in
his mouth and he has had to make
his own way in the world. He was
born in Tioga, Texas, and raised in
Ravia, Oklahoma, so both states pro-
claim him a favorite son.

Gene's father was a cattle buyer,
and there were lean days in his child-
hood. As a boy, he learned to ride
and to sing. A grandfather was a
Baptist minister much given to “pack-
ing” his choir, and Gene early was
impressed into it. A medicine show
came to town when he was 16, and
Gene joined it for a two-month tour
before returning to school. With the
net proceeds he bought a saxophone,
but soon traded it for a guitar with
which he could accompany himself
while using his rather undistinguished
tenor voice.

At 18, Autry went to work for the
Frisco Railroad in Sapulpa, Okla-
homa, and eventually became a tele-
graph operator. His ambition was to
rise to train dispatcher or, with great
good luck, to yard master. But by
this time he had become accomplished
at singing and playing ballads on his
“git-tar.” When he met Jimmy Long,
a fellow railroad man with similar
talents, he recognized a kindred soul.
The pair wrote many Western bal-
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lads, including Silver Haired Daddy
of Mine, later to become one of the
biggest song hits of all time.

Often Gene sang at local affairs,
and frequently he strummed his gui-
tar to while away lonely hours at
the whistle-stop railroad station. Then
one night a stranger came in to send a
telegram, and heard Gene singing a
ballad. With a genial smile, the
stranger took the guitar and sang a
song, too. Then he remarked that
Gene’s talents might take him places
some day. Reversing Horace Gree-
ley’s famous dictum, the man advised
Gene to go East. After he left, Gene
sent out his message and learned his
name. It was Will Rogers.

That was in 1929, and shortly after-
wards Gene took Rogers’ advice.
Availing himself of his railroad pass,
he journeyed to New York. There
he met with the usual indifference
accorded to newcomers by radio and

record company moguls. Only his
persistence and the startling appro-
priateness of his Western garb won
him an audition, and then he got the
stock answer: “Get more experience,
and come back in a year.”

Autry did just that. Returning to
Oklahoma, he managed to wangle a
job on station KVOO in Tulsa, as
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“*The Oklahoma Yodeling Cowboy.”
Inside of six months, he was a sensa-
tion in the Southwest. That Silver
Haired Daddy of Mine was so suc-
cessful that it won him a recording
contract and eventually led to a net-
work radio show. It’s not going too
far to say, in fact, that the song was
the real foundation of the amazing
Gene Autry success story, for out of
it stemmed his phenomenal career as
' a movie, radio and record star.

Although Autry has never bussed
an actress on the screen, his private
' life has not been without a romance.
When he was still a $35-a-week teleg-
rapher he met an Oklahoma girl, Ina
Mae Spivey, who was attending a
teacher’s college in St. Louis. Their
- 15-year-old marriage is considered one
of the most enduring in Hollywood.

~ Today, Autry and his pretty wife
live on a ranch in the San Fernando
Valley, where Autry indulges his
passion for horses. He rides his fa-
vorite mounts—the famous *“Pal” and
. “Champion, Jr.” Where a patio ordi-
. mrily is situated, Gene has a fully-
eqyipped tanbark riding ring.

Next to horses, he likes baseball
best'\ having once played on a semi-
pro ‘eam in the Southwest. He’s still
a rahd baseball fan, and usually has
battiny averages at his finger tips. He
' likes b play golf, too, although he
doesn’tdo it well. Occasionally, Gene
and hiswife get together with neigh-
bors an{ friends for a quiet game of
bridge. The Autrys have no children,
. but, in asense, Gene has millions of
them, for he’s the idol of American
boys everywhere.

The heir to the mantle of William
S. Hart and Tom Mix is the perfect
hero to a small boy. He dresses the
part, too. About the only place that
he ever wears conventional shoes is
at the Lakeside Country Club, which
is frequented by Bing Crosby, Bob
Hope and other golf addicts. Other-
wise, Gene sticks to high-heeled, hand-
made Texas boots, intricately and
colorfully decorated, which set him
back plenty. The rest of his attire is
similar to that seen on the screen,
too—cowboy suits that cost $150 to
$200, colorful blouses or shirts for
which he pays $40 to $75, and $50
to $75, ten gallon Stetsons. He doesn’t
even own a business suit. Aside from
his cowboy outfits, he has his Army
Air Forces uniform (he was a co-pilot
in the Air Transport Command dur-
ing the war and had a fine record)
and a dinner jacket which Mrs. Autry
inveigled him into buying when they
were once in London, and which he
has worn exactly three times since
buying it almost ten years ago.

On the screen and in personal ap-
pearances he packs a gun for looks.
He’s a fair shot and can actually use
a lariat, but he confines his demon-
strations to the screen. His bill for
cleaning and pressing is enormous,
but he doesn’t have a valet. His wife
keeps an eye on his wardrobe for him
at home, a handy man cares for it on
the movie lot, and his horse trainer
takes on these duties when Gene goes
on tour with his rodeo.

Autry’s popularity is by no means
confined to kids. People in every
walk of life, all over the world, are

his fans. While formerly Westerns
depended mainly upon small-town
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audiences, nowadays they draw al-
most as well in the big cities. To
some extent the horse operas have
been streamlined-—as witness the
vogue for singing cowboys like Autry
—and now find more favor with urban
moviegoers. One of Hollywood's best
good will ambassadors, Gene travels
more than 100,000 miles each year—
partly in his own plane, a Beechcraft
which he pilots himself—to make per-
sonal appearances and speeches. He is
much in demand as an after-dinner
speaker for such organizations as Ki-
wanis, Rotary and Chambers of Com-
merce, and frequently lends his tal-
ents, gratis, to worthy causes.

While most celluloid cowboys get
a hearty horse laugh from those who
actually live on the range, Gene stands
aces-high with cattle men and cow
punchers. They’ve even admitted him
to the Rodeo Cowboys Association, a
signal honor for a movie star.

The million dollar one-man show

Swing
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seems destined to go on and on, for its ¢
protagonist has built his house on solid |
foundations. A shrewd businessman ‘
and organizer, Autry undoubtedly will
never be forced to return to his teleg-
rapher’s job. By now, he is an insti- |
tution, and the remarkable part of it
all is that he runs it almost single-
handed. He has a few valued em-
ployees, but the reins are entirely in
his hands, as befits a rootin’-tootin’- |
shootin’ man. If anyone ever clips him |
in a business deal, it’s apt to be some
canny antique dealer. Mrs. Autry is
an enthusiastic collector of antiques,
and always has Gene on the lookout
for a fine piece of furniture or bric-a-
brac on his tours. Autry, who other-
wise swings a neat business deal,
doesn’t know a Chippendale from a
Hepplewhite. Some dealer might put
one over on him yet, but even that is
doubtful. Thus far, he's always
brought back the bacon for the missus.
Part of the Autry luck, no doubt.

Time Moves

FTER being established nearlz

300 years at Greenwich, the Royal Ob-

A servatory is moving out of the smog of that industrial district of Lon-
don to Hurstmonceux Castle, which was built in the reign of Henry VI
near Bastbourne on the English Channel. It will take about five years to
complete the necessary buildings and to install the telescopes and other
instruments on the 370-acre estate.

The old observatory was built in 1675 to help shipping with astronom-
aids, and was so successful that 158 years later, in 1833, it was chosen by
an international conference in Washington, D. C., as the official time cer-
ter of the world. While time will be figured from Hurstmonceux, signls
will be adjusted to Greenwich longitude to preserve the long historical aso-
ciation with that name.—B. Dauvies.

In a New York City courtroom a tall, badly bruised man and his wisp
of a wife stood before the Judge's bench.

The august man of the law focused his shrewd eyes on the wman,
but before he could utter his routine questions she said quickly, *‘’lease,
your Honor, don't ask a lot of questions. Just try to understand. Ve live
in a one-room apartment and have different tastes in radio programs!™
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Get Ridof Those

Food Notion

| A down-to-earth report on wbhat
. and bow to eat, designed for the

man who doesn’t know a calorie
from a liver sandwich.

OTIONS about food are always
getting the better of people. Mil-
lions of. little girls have eaten carrots
and more carrots, hoping to get curly
hair. Millions of little boys have
grown up to the tune of, “Eat your

- spinach, Henry.”

And there are still people who
gorge themselves on fish when they
have some extra thinking to do, in
the belief that fish is a brain food.

But some people are beginning to
realize that cold waves are much
better than carrots for curly hair.
They can see, too, that spinach isn’t
as important as Popeye makes it
seem. Any other green vegetable can
do as well—some, perhaps, Dbetter.
And nobody ever got smart by eating
fish. The fact that fish and brain tissue
both contain phosphorus doesn’t prove
a thing. As a matter of fact, scientists
are certain that no particular food can
feed any special body organ.

Plenty of faulty notions are still
common, however. They hang on from
the days when food habits were mat-
ters of superstition—not science. For
instance, folks used to think there was
just one important element common
to all their foods—a magical some-

by MARY McILVAIN

thing that kept them warm and re-
paired their body tissues. Now we
know that there are 30 or 40 different
essential substances in the foods we
eat.

Today, dieticians and doctors are
busy teaching people how and what
to eat. Often they find themselves
working to get rid of food fallacies
that members of their own professions
helped build up. Before much was
known about dietetics, even food ex-
perts had mistaken notions about eat-
ing. Too often their personal tastes
and experiences influenced the food
advice they gave.

Fresh fruits and vegetables have
had a bad time on their way toward
public favor. Sometimes they used
to be banned as poisonous substances.
In recent years, vegetarian faddists
have exalted them as near cure-alls.

Considering the unsanitary condi-
tions common in early times, perhaps
it was just as well that people ate only
cooked vegetables. Certainly they ran
the risk of getting typhoid fever
whenever they consumed raw vege-
tables grown in polluted soil, or
washed in dirty water. People became
suspicious, too, when they saw that
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epidemics usually struck in summer-
time, when fruits and vegetables were
in season. They painfully noted that
they often got indigestion after eating
large amounts of fresh fruits and vege-
tables. But as the years went by,
people had more money in their
pockets and could buy other foods
than bread. Fruits and vegetables be-
came fashionable eating, although
many people still had false notions
about them.

For instance, homemakers thought
cucumbers should be soaked in salt
water to draw out the poison in them.
They cooked vegetables a long time
“to make them digestible,” while
modern women cook them as quickly
as possible in order to retain vitamins
and minerals.

The fruits and vegetables once
shunned like poison are now known to
be valuable protective foods, essential
to a healthy person’s diet.

But once people accepted fruits and
vegetables they couldn’t get enough
of them. The value of carrots and
spinach was highly over-emphasized.
Unnecessary vegetarianism became the
rage.

Meat has produced its share of
fallacious theories. Medical men once
believed it to be one of the causes of
several ailments—among them Bright’s
disease, high blood pressure, rheuma-
tism, gout and arthritis. When doctors
began forbidding their patients to
eat meat, the vegetarians stood up and
cried that everybody would be much
better off without meat. The truth is
that meat is one of the best sources
of protein, the tissue building food
substance. A diet with a proper bal-
ance of protein calls for at least one

Swing
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good serving of meat or a substitute
each day, in addition to one pint of
milk and an egg.

Many people refuse to eat some

of the most nutritious meats, liver, |

heart, and kidneys, just because they
are animal organs. Yet they have no
objection to roast beef, which cer-

tainly is animal flesh, but apparently

less objectionable to them.
The meat addicts, of course, can see

no need for other foods. They point to

the health of the old Eskimo to prove
their point. The Eskimo, however, ate

much more than just the flesh of the

animal. He obtained many essential
substances from the internal organs
not usually eaten today.

Plenty of people dote on rare roast
beef because *“‘the rich red juices build
the blood.” Those who prefer their
beef well done can be just as healthy,
however, even though the red juices
do contain some minerals.

Animal foods don’t really make
people any more aggressive either, al-
though there are those who apparently
would like to put prize fighters on a
raw meat diet.

Ordinary white flour and sugar
have at times been considered un-
healthful by some faddists. Whole
wheat flour was considered much
superior to white. Since white flour
has been enriched with vitamins and
minerals it is about equal in food
value to whole wheat. Whole grain
flour has more coarse fiber that in
some cases may aid in elimination.
But both are considered perfectly
wholesome foods.

Sugar doesn’t make people more .

energetic, but it does release chemical
cnergy into the bloodstream more
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quickly than some other foods. A

doctor once boasted, however, that he
had been responsible for a champion-
ship football team. He said he advised
the coach to have each player put a
lump of sugar in his mouth just be-
fore going into action.

Many people wince at the idea of
eating milk and acid foods together.
Some won’t have strawberries and
cream. Others wouldn’t be caught
dead eating milk and cherries at the

. same meal. Yet the same people will

l

eat cherry pie a la mode and never
think of what it might do to them.

Other notionists refuse to eat fish
and milk together, yet the popularity
of creamed tuna shows that the combi-
nation is not harmful. The common
sense rule that people often forget is
that if foods can be eaten separately,
they can be eaten together.

Milk is not constipating, as some
people have supposed. The same folks
rely too much on drinking milk to
prevent tooth decay. Milk is the best

'source of calcium and phosphorus, the

principal tooth minerals, but alone it
may not be enough to maintain per-
fect teeth. A well-balanced diet is

necessary.
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For a long time people have sup-
posed that butter is far superior to
oleomargarine in food wvalue. Since
oleo has been fortified with Vitamin
A, however, it is completely accepta-
ble as a butter substitute so far as
food value is concerned.

Many folks won’t have a brown
egg when they can have a white one.
It really shouldn’t matter so much
to them, since the only difference is
in the color of the shell. The food
value of eggs varies not with color
but with the diet of the hen and the
season of the year.

Vitamins come in for their share
of notions too. The super-salesman-
ship used to sell them to the public
has resulted in more vitamin nonsense
than good sense. For instance, few
people realize that too much of Vita-
min D may produce a bad effect as
well as too little. Most people who
eat sensibly don’t need drugstore vita-
mins, since Nature is pretty generous
with them in food.

If extra vitamins are needed, how-
ever, they should be taken according
to a doctor’s prescription, and not
bought at the drugstore on the spur
of the moment. Drugstore vitamins
have the same chemical composition
as those in food, but food ought to
have the first chance.

Present day diets seem to be just
one notion after another. In addi-
tion to new fangled notions, several
old fashioned ones creep in too. More
families than you’d think follow a
generation old diet pattern—just from
force of habit. They eat on the theory
that food good enough for grandfather
is good enough for them too— bal-
anced diet or not. Could be—but
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grandfather got sick and died when he
was 55, remember?

In addition to the raw-meat-for-
prize-fighters group, there are those
who want all their food raw. The
only trouble is that most food, except
some fruits, juices, and salads, are
more quickly digested and much more
palatable if cooked. Although pro-
longed cooking can destroy certain
vitamins, proper preparation doesn’t
need to.

The eternal reducing diet fads,
changing from month to month, have
recently included the banana-milk,
grape juice, fruit-nut, lettuce-orange
juice, Hollywood, and 18-day diets.
Certainly these may succeed in strip-
ping off weight. But if continued
long, they may also result in plain
malnutrition and seriously damaged

health.

May, 1948

Some oldsters advise not to drink
water with meals—it dilutes the con-
tents of the stomach. But it doesn’t,
really, not unless the food is simply
washed down without chewing.

Many grandmas have said that fried
foods are hard on the stomach. Fat
does remain in the stomach longer
than other foods, but isn't indigesti-
ble. Fried eggs are as easily digested
as boiled eggs. Fat in a doughnut or
well made pie crust is used by the
body as easily as if it were in any
other form.

Today’s dieticians preach the vir-
tues of a balanced diet—one that will
make grandsons better men than their
grandfathers ever were. And if the
grandsons come out ahead, it will be
because their eating had reasons, not
notions.

IT WAS the two daughters of Louis XI of France who were responsible
for the distinctive feature of the long gown that is still in use for formal

dress occasions. The king’s daughters had exceptionally large feet. To con-
ceal their defect, they had the Court dressmaker design long gowns. The
ladies of the Court soon followed the royal example, establishing the style
that has lasted through the centuries.

But it was the queen wife of Phillip III of France who launched the
frill lace collars that were in vogue for many years. The Queen had a
giraffe-like neck that caused her considerable social embarrassment. She
endeavored to hide this deformity by means of the frill collar which be-
came the rage throughout Europe and England.—O. H. Hampsch.

A

**Smith,” the boss said to one of his firm’s correspondents, *“‘this collection
letter is entirely too harsh. Tone it down. Be diplomatic. Don’t underscore
‘you crooks' more than once.”—Phoenix Flame.

A

HE veteran decided not to inform his little son Allen of the impending

arrival of the stork, but as the months progressed the secret grew more
difficult to conceal. Finally the stork dropped his bundle from Heaven and
the father broke the news to his son.

*“The stork has been flying over our house,” explained the father.
“He’s swooping around.”™

*“1I hope he doesn’t scare Mommy,” replied the lad.

**She’s pregnant,
you know.”



The artists who work on buman
canvas are as popular now as ever!

by VICTOR NELSON

LIKE everything else these days,
the price of artwork on your
epidermis has shot sky-high, to the
point where a full-rigged sailing ship
in four colors will cost you $25 in the
better tattoo parlors.

This inflationary trend worries
Sailor Jack McCarthy, whose State
Street tattoo salon in Chicago boasts
2,000 designs which Jack can needle
into your hide with very little pain.

“Twenny-fi’ bucks for a ship—and
I used to get a measly fiver for the
same beautiful pitcher!” Jack marvels.
“Well, needles cost more, so does

' electricity and rent, and the imported

inks I use are up 500 per cent in

' cost.”

Come inflation or deflation, tattoo-
ing is a business which has remained
undisturbed by economic cycles for
more than a hundred years. Last
year, for example, the total take was
$1,500,000, estimated by such skin

- game specialists as Jack Julian in Los

Angeles, Harry Lawson of San Diego,
and “Navy™ McKee at Long Beach.
They predict even better business for

- 1948.

One former sailor has had five new

tattoos engraved on his skin since he

was discharged from the Navy. “I
won't be satisfied until I have 50 de-

f._,,ﬂ,/“// CANE

signs,” he says, “but this hobby costs
dough.™

An Army veteran, upon obtaining
a divorce, had the memorable date
needled on his forearm so he would
always be reminded of his freedom.
Two years later, after another part-
ing of the matrimonial ways, he had
the second historic divorce date com-
memorated on his skin. “I've got
plenty of room on both arms,” he says
confidently.

Year after year the best-seller in
the needle parlors is a famous picture
by the great Charles Dana Gibson
called “The Eternal Question.” It
costs $25 in the better places but, like
Tennyson’s brook, it goes on forever
as a perennial tattooers’ favorite.

Other currently popular tattoo de-
signs include Mickey Mouse, Donald
Duck, the Army and Navy discharge
insignia, and Greek letters for the
high school fraternity set.

Nowadays, the tattooing process is
not especially painful. A cluster of
regular sewing needles powered by a
small electric motor punctures the
skin 3,000 times a minute. With each
plunge of the needle, a minute quan-
tity of ink is inserted into the tissues,
and a modest design can be applied
within 15 minutes.

There’s a slight burning and itch-
ing for three or four days—but that’s
all. The redness and swelling subside
and your design is on forever, unless
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you pay a tattooer to remove or alter
it.

Among tattooed celebrities were
the Pharaohs of Egypt, Queen Olga
of Greece, Sweden’s King Oscar, Rus-

sia’s Czar Nicholas II, and Jack Lon-

don, the sailor-author.
Eugene O'Neill, the play-
wright; Dorothy Parker,
famed lady wit; and Linton
Wells, foreign correspond-
ent, are among today’s dev-
otees of the needle men.
Even Winston
Churchill’s mother, a proud |
and aristocratic American TN
society girl, boasted a snake
indelibly worked into her left wrist.
The late King George V of England
once started an international tattoo
vogue when he visited Japan as a
youth and returned home proudly
bearing a brown, red and green
dragon stamped on his left arm.

There are many uses for the tat-
tooers’ art. Thousands of tattooed
citizens have their social security
numbers worked into their epidermis.
In Britain, the admiralty for years
has approved tattooing of sailors, be-
cause these marks are excellent iden-
tification when it comes to settling
death claims or putting the finger
on deserters.

Thousands of young people today
bear inconspicuous tattoos placed on
them by worried parents after the
Lindbergh baby kidnaping in 1932.
Indeed, some parents have their new-
born babies tattoced by professional
skin prickers who visit the maternity
wards with portable equipment.

If it is performed hygienically,
there is small risk to tattooing. But
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many parlors still lack sterilizing
equipment and some practitioners
work with dirty hands. In fact, sev-
eral disease cases among American
soldiers recently were traced to a
West Coast tattoo shop whose owner
had neglected to boil his in-
struments.

“Scotch sox™ were once
the craze with social minded
young Britons. Thesz were |
gay plaid hosiery tattooed
on men’s feet. Another
, time, a hot debate was

kicked up in the dignified

London Times by an Eng-
lish sociologist who urged
that all married people be compelled
to have their wedding bands tattooed
on the third finger of the left hand.

Many clergymen argued that this
practice would be a deterrent to di-
vorce, but the controversy died.
though some British women still have |
wedding bands inked into their fing- |
ers.

Girls by the hundreds flock to tat
too parlors to get permanent ruby
lips via the needle technique. A New
Jersey skin artist, Trixie Richardson
has affixed 15,000 beauty spots, for
get-me-nots, small hearts and lovers
names on feminine skin in the pas

decade.

Many Milwaukee society women
though they wouldn’t tell you, haw
had eyebrows drilled into their ski1
in a hideaway tattoo parlor with ai
unlisted private telephone.

Changing your mind about a tat
too once it is on always poses prokt
lems. Tattooers can bleach out de
signs, but the resultant mark usuall
is white and raised, sometimes mot



THE OLD SKIN GAME 21

tled. It’s much neater to rework an
embarrassing design and change it into
something else.

One man, who had the word “Elsie’
worked lovingly into his shoulder,
broke up with the girl and hated the
sight of her mark in his mirror. He
soothed his pride by paying ten dol-
lars to have the word ‘“‘traitress!”
etched in red underneath the fickle

one’s name.

Another individual-——a prominent
Boston businessman—had the word
**Jeanne™ etched on his biceps. When
he married a wealthy and jealous
widow named Helen, he was in a
quandary, but it was resolved when
a Boston needleman reworked the let-
ters in Jeanne into a gorgeous green
butterfly. Price, $35—and worth it!

A
The Curious Case of the Literary Doctor

S OMEONE once asked Arthur Conan Doyle why he gave up his doctor’s
calling for a literary career. The creator of Sherlock Holmes replied,
“One stormy winter's night I received a call to come at once to a farm
home six miles from town. The farmer’s little daughter had suddenly be-
come critically ill. I hitched my horse to my sleigh and started. Snow was
falling quite heavily and the wind was blowing a regular gale. When still
over two miles from my destination, my horse sank down in a drift from
which I could not get him to extricate himself. So I left horse and rig where
they were and started forth afoot.

“By the time I reached the farmer’s yard, my face and ears had be-
come frost-bitten. In order to reach the stoop I was forced to struggle
through a snowdrift up to my waist. Just as I reached the stoop a gust
of wind whipped around the house corner and snatched my hat. I went
in pursuit of it, again wading through the waist-deep drift, After a half
hour search in the darkness I found my hat. A third time I floundered
through the deep drift and reached the stoop.

“In response to my knocking, a window opened somewhere in the
house’s second story, and a voice called down: ‘“Who is it?’

*‘Doctor Doyle,” I answered, none too pleasantly.

*Came the voice again. ‘Sorry to ‘ave put ya to the trouble of comin’
out, doctor, but little Marian is much better from what she was. So ya
needn't bother t'come in. G'night.” And the window slammed shut.

“Muttering under my breath I started back, once more floundering
through the big drift. A second time the wind carried my hat away. I
started after it, and then above the wind's howl came a ‘hey, doctor' from
the upstairs window. Half hoping that the little patient had taken a sudden
turn for the worse again, I started back to the house, battling my way
through the drift a fifth time. As I reached the stoop step, came the voice
again, ‘Say, doctor, ya won't charge us anythin’ for this trip, will ya?' "
—William P. Schramm.

A

A man asked a naturalist if he knew where he could find a house. The
naturalist replied: “House? Boy, you're getting soft. Why don’t you live out
in the open air; let old Mother Nature cover you with a blanket of stars; and
have the blue firmament above as a roof?”

“Frankly,” replied the man, “I had in mind something a bit smaller.”
—Successful Farming.




Y our new radio-phonograph bas wonderful tone, dynamic volum

excellent shortwave reception, you can pick up ships at sea and citi
abroad, I live in the apartment next door, it's after three a. m., an

would you mind turning the damned thing off?”
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HEN “Miss Hush™ of 1947
turned out to be Martha
Graham, modern dance got the widest
pub11c1ty it has ever had. Perhaps
never in its history has the term been
" bandied about in so many households.
| Where radio reaches, the name of
Martha Graham was heard, and you
' don't speak of Martha Graham with-
out speaking of modern dance. She is
its high priestess.
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The very voicing of the term, how-
ever, doesn't mean that it is under-
stood. “Modern” dance is an inade-
quate title at best. Even the dancers
admit it. “Modern” somehow has con-
notations of plumbing. The word is
used nowhere so frequently as in real
estate advertising. ‘‘Modern facilities,”
‘the ad will say, and you know the
‘house has electricity and running
‘' water.

Well, it isn’t so different with the
dance. Modern dance is electric; and
basically, it admits of plumbing—of
 plumbing and machinery and politics
and war and hunger and prejudice
‘and advertising and anything else that
\is a part of life, whether it is pretty
or not. Therein, you might say, lies
one of the big differences between
modern dance and any other kind.

Almost all other dance intended as

Everything’s up-to-date in Kansas City!
Even its dance is modern!

by HANNAH FRY

spectacle—that is, any dancing which
is staged for spectators—concentrates
entirely on decorative effect. It may
be dramatic or merely pretty, but the
purpose is the exploitation of move-
ment for its own sake. But modern
dance has something to say through
movement. It is an expression of the
dancer’s awareness and knowledge of
life, and his observations on it. Noth-
ing is barred that seems to the dancer
to be a part of truth. He realizes that
the world is not all sweetness and
beauty, that there is ugliness and
frustration, and that people don’t al-
ways fluttéer about in a bunch of
sequins, making graceful gestures.
Modern dance admits that the spirit
of an armored tank can be as es-
sentially dancable as that of a butter-
fly—and there are those, naturally,
who will insist that modern dancers
look more like an armored tank than
a butterfly. This is often a legitimate
claim. The fault here is partly the
dancer’s, but it is no less the fault
of the spectator. Too often the audi-
ence is so uninformed about the dance
as to miss its intention entirely. With-
out giving it a fair chance, they throw
up their hands in horror and hysteri-
cal laughter and run screaming for the
Rockettes. At least the Rockettes are
pretty, and they don’t make any de-
mands on the intelligence.

Which is not to say that the line
of beautiful girls at the Music Hall
is appreciated only by dolts and low-
brows. That isn’t true. The Rockettes
are facile and versatile, and as preci-
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sion goes, sensational. Nevertheless,
the chief effect of their dancing is
decoration, The main purpose of mod-
ern dance, which can also be extremely
decorative, is comment and commu-
nication.

By the manipulation of the human
body, modern dance says to its spec-
tators, ““See here, this is the way such
and such a thing affects us; this is
our emotional experience translated
to you by means of movement.” It's
as simple as that—and also as diffi-
cult, since no two people react alike
to the same stimulus. The reactions
may be similar, but they will never
be identical. Unless the spectator can
recognize the quality of the dancer’s
reaction to a given subject, he is lost.
Fortunately, the quality is always
recognizable if the dancer is any good
at all. So that even if the spectator
doesn’t understand the language, he
gets the idea. This is possible because
the dancer’s medium is the body—and
every spectator has one. Furthermore,
that body of his, even though he never
had a lesson in his life, responds to
the dancer’s movements. The average
watcher can walk, turn his head, move
his hands, bend over, turn around,
and jump up and down. Essentially,
that's all a dancer does. The difference
lies in the degree, the intensity, the
skill, and the purpose. But that doesn’t
prevent the spectator from enjoying
what is known as a kinesthetic re-
sponse. As John Martin, the foremost
dance critic, once said, “It must be
kinesthetic, or it will be anesthetic.”

Modern dance is never anesthetic.
Nobody sees it without a definite re-
action, either for or against. You love
it, or you think it stinks. It moves
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you, one way or another. If it doesn’t,
it’s because you've never been exposed
to it. And this is quite possible. The
stronghold of the dance is the East.
It pops up in a few other places: in
Chicago; on the West Coast; in the
Southwest, where Elizabeth Waters
is adding the dance to the other arts
which flourish in that region; in al-
most every college, and in occasional
cities where a lone pioneer tries to ,
hold her-own against tap dancing and
ballet schools. Such schools are plenti-
ful, and for the most part they have
an easy enough time of it. Thousands
of mamas throughout the coun

think it’s just dreamy if their babies

can come Out on a stage in mascara
and a satin bellhop costume and make
a lot of noise with taps to the tune of

Shuffle Off to Buffalo.

Because of these all too prevalent
schools, the great mass of people be-
lieves that dancing is merely some-
thing for children to undergo. It isn't
even “‘child’s play,” for no child’s play
ever overtaxed young muscles to that
extent, or threw bodies out of line
forever with shoddy ballet technique.

Please understand, the quarrel here |
is largely with the way such dancing
is taught to children, not with the
type of dance, itself. Child dancer:
need to be developed carefully, nof
pushed and pulled and forced intc
unnatural line.

It is little wonder, then, that peopl:
think dancing is a matter of fluffy cos
tumes, too much make-up, the doing
of splits, and the making of fairl
rhythmic noise. That's what they'v ,
been led to believe. Even the dancin:
they see in the movies consists largel
of tap and exhibition ballroom rou
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- formed like a machine.
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tines—muost of it very handsome and
technically brilliant. But the scope is
limited. It is logical, then, that audi-
ence reaction should range from be-

. wilderment to wild amusement to

downright resentment when a troupe
of modern dancers descends on the
town—without any taps or toe shoes,
without conventional music or pat-
terns or any of the ordinary parapher-
nalia that is generally considered the
dance. It’s so new and different that
it takes awhile to get used to it.

Actually, modern dance is not a
new thing. But it is still an evolving
thing. It began, perhaps, with Isadora
Duncan, who in an early part of the
century took off her shoes, put on
some flowing robes, and danced the
great musical classics as the spirit

. moved her. Fortunately, she had a

terrific spirit. Though her style is
passe today, or ought to be, her un-
fettered performances onstage and off
did a great thing for dancing. She
pioneered a new freedom, broke away
from the rigid routine of classical bal-
let, and indicated what dancing could

be—and was with primitive man in

the very beginning: an expres-
sion of genuine feeling, not just
a set of fixed movements per-

Once the great Duncan had
kicked over the traces, dance
went berserk. Those were the
years of the flung scarf, the
cheese-cloth shift, and the
pseudo-Greek dances. They
were also the years of Ruth ™=
St. Denis and Ted Shawn, whose
dancing was an amalgam of Oriental,
Indian and Auztec influences, plus
something of their own. Though their

8 Schwithes.
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style, too, became outmoded, it had
splendor in its time, and great his-
torical importance. Out of the Deni-
shawn company came many of the
foremost modern dancers, including
Graham and Doris Humphrey.

Dance which broke from ballet and
from tribal or distinctly regional in-
fluences, has been known by many
names: natural dancing, aesthetic, in-
terpretative, expressional. For the
most part, it was rather willowy and
sentimental at first, and it was only
natural that there should be violent
reaction. That came about with early
“modern,” which bore only a faint
resemblance to modern dance today.
Fifteen or twenty years ago, it was
all angles and sternness, much con-
cerned with temporal social issues, and
hell-bent on not being “‘pretty.” It
had to go through its own Machine
Age before it could swing back, dis-
card part of its early vocabulary, and
admit that the softer accents had some-
thing, after all. Visually, the dance
began to be more beautiful, because
beauty is also a part of life, and all
was not lost. Today, dance at
its best combines the best of
ballet with the best of modern
and anything else that can help
the dancer say accurately what
he wants to say; and the whole
thing passed through the alem-
bic of the dancer’s own per-
sonal vision makes very good
dance indeed.

: Nevertheless, the fact re-
mains that it has a limited public,
and like the handwriting on the wall,
is generally misunderstood. Even in
the East, where any dance concert
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draws capacity crowds, there are still
larger crowds who wouldn't be
dragged in on a bet. Many persons
in the East or anywhere else, think the
dance is something indulged in by
young women with muscles and young

men of dubious masculinity. Regard-

less of personal attributes,
most male dancers could
pick up Joe Louis or Trygve
Lie and toss him across the
street.

As for the young women,
it must be faced. They do
have muscles. You can't
be a professional dancer
without them. However, it is not al-
together necessary for a girl to look
like Mr. America. A careful dancer
keeps her muscles stretched and supple,
and although they are strong, they
don’t have her looking like a bag of
borsch with the beets left in. A lot of
this is due to the teacher, the best

ones can develop dancers without

tying them up in knots.

Almost every major dancer in the
country is also a teacher, and though
the East continues to hold most of
them, a few venture into virgin ter-
ritory in spite of all obstacles.

As dance goes, the Midwest is al-
most the forest primeval. Not quite,
however, for it has been penetrated
by a few serious dancers on tour, and
by a few who came and stayed. In
Kansas City, the entire problem of
modern dance has been tackled by one
lone professional who for ten years
has been making the slow steady
progress which is about the only
kind dance can make.

Dorothea Spaeth arrived in the
Midwest with her father, Dr. J. Dun-

May, 1948 1

can Spaeth, the first president of the
University of Kansas City. Though
modern dance was non-existent in the
territory, there was a demand for it
—not much, but enough to count,
Having the fortitude and enthusiasm
of a pioneer, she stayed.

Some dancers are born to
dance, others are converts
at a later age, and it is often
these who have the most
devotion. Dorothea Spaeth |
was a convert; she was into
her twenties before she
found that dancing was for
her. Studying first in New

York with Grace Christie, she later at-

tended ““The Bennington School of the
Dance.” There and in New York she
studied with Martha Graham, Doris
Humphries and Hanya Holm. After
a number of concert and teaching en-
gagements, she arrived in Kansas City
and opened a studio. She has been
there since, except for a trip to Europe
in 1947 which gave her the opportu-
nity to work with Jooss in England
and Mary Wigman, one of the great-
est of the early moderns, in Germany.

It was, needless to say, rough going.
Few people had any conception of
dance and even fewer wanted any. A
lack of knowledge and understanding
breeds hostility. Nevertheless, the
more enlightened took an interest, and
gradually the dance took hold.

Dorothea Spaeth and her Barn
Studio have become something of an
institution in Kansas City. Naturally
enough, they have absorbed a quantity
of skepticism and ridicule. But as it
was once said of the Ballet Russe,
“Only the great deserve the darts of
satire.”
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The studio is the first floor of what
oldtimers call the old Goodman Barn.
In its day it has housed, at separate
times, horses, servants, amateur
theatricals, and now a dancer. Living
quarters are on the second floor, and
the living room is only slightly smaller
than Madison Square Garden.

The Barn is considered by some as
the Greenwich Village of Missouri.
When it isn’t swarming with young
dancers upstairs and down in leotards
and bare feet, it is open house to
itinerant celebrities, to members of
ballet companies, concert musicians,
painters and writers, or eager young
politicos. The Barn is open to all be-
cause its owner comes as near to ful-
filling “‘love thy neighbor™ as anyone
can in these suspicious, ungenerous
times.

What Dorothea Spaeth has offered
Kansas City is two-fold: the func-
tional part of dance which everyone
can use every day, and some knowl-
edge of the dance as an art form.

The functional part includes body-
building, posture control and the
simple ability to walk correctly, which
1sn’t as simple as it sounds. The physi-
cal and psychological benefits of dance
movement are something anyone of
any age can use. You don’t have to
start a dancing career just to learn
how to keep your chest from sagging
into your stomach.

The Five-Point Posture Program
which Dorothea has worked out is a
departure from the old gym-class
method of walking around with a
book on the head. It avoids that chin-
up, chest-out, sway-backed distortion
that is too frequently considered good
posture.

Spaeth students are not little chil-
dren only. Their mothers study, too.
And sometimes even the fathers. One
of her earliest classes was organized
in one of the city’s most aristocratic
front parlors, where a number of solid
citizens and their wives lay down on
the lush blue rug and learned to do a
stomach contraction.

Classes in body-building include
young matrons, young women in busi-
ness and industry who dance for rec-
reation and relaxation, and fashion
models. Dorothea has also worked
with many art students, particularly
with sculpture classes.

In general, she attempts to give her
students the freedom of movement,
the naturalness and ease which have
a tendency to disappear as one grows
up. As for children, she helps them
retain this freedom, and learn to ex-
press their imaginative impulses
through the body as a controlled,
understood instrument.

The other half of her work is actual
dancing, in solo or with her small
semi-professional group. She has
danced all over the city—in the Nel-
son Art Gallery and the Community
Church, in high school auditoriums
and the Resident Theatre, as well as
in studio recitals at The Barn. Often
a recital is what she calls a *“dance
demonstration,” in which the actual
dancing is preceded by a demonstra-
tion of techniques, allowing the audi-
ence to see some of the mechanical
aspects from which the art form
evolves.

Since her arrival in the Midwest,
she has been connected with most of
the arts in Kansas City—with paint-
ing and sculpture, music and drama.



28 Swing

She has served on the staffs of the
Art Institute, the Conservatory of
Music, the Jewish Community Center,
and the Y. W. C. A.; and has col-
laborated on productions by the Uni-
versity of Kansas City drama depart-
ment. Last February she directed the
movement for the production of Alice
in Wonderland, presented by Kansas
City Junior College.

Principally through Dorothea’s ef-
forts, a number of well-known dancers
have been brought to the city, in-
cluding Martha Graham and her com-
pany; Elizabeth Waters and her fa-
mous barn-storming troup called
“Dancers Enroute;” and Jane Mc-

Clean of New York.
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Dorothea Spaeth’s own dancing at
its best has a certain powerful dignity
about it. She is not entirely versatile,
but in her own genre is splendid. Her
style is at once strong and lyrical,
and she dances with slow, flowing,
sustained movements, great dynamic
control, and a quiet earnestness that is
unfailingly effective.

This summer she has granted her-
self a leave of absence and gone East
for awhile. But her holiday will be
the old busman’s variety. She will con-
tinue to dance, as student again rather
than teacher, and plans to put into
professional production some ideas
for the dance that have accrued
through the lean Middle Western

years.

AMARINE was carried into a first aid station during the f1ghtmg on

Okmawa

left side. *Wait a minute, Johnny,”

“Hell,
told him.
Deutsch.

Barry Kroeger, narrator of “The Big Story,”

A Japanese Samurai sword extended from a wound in his
exclaimed a medic.
from your side and fix the wound.”

no, I'm keeping it till 1 get aboard ship,”
*Otherwise some damned souvenir hunter will swipe it."—David

“I'll pull that thing

the wounded lad

says that a timid friend of

his has just returned from a hunting trip through Africa.

“Every morning,”
a club.”

*I imagine you were frightened,”

revealed his friend,

“] went out hunting tigers with

observed Kroeger.

“Oh, no, not at all. There were 50 members in the club.”

Too bad this is an election year! A lot of good could be done for the
world if nobody cared who got credit for it.—Platteville Journal.

After the recent cyclone in Oklahoma, a rancher told Eastern guests that

it was quite “‘unusual weather.”

“But that wind really was unusual,”

His guests were skeptical.

insisted the rancher. “"Why, you can

see for yourselves it's blowed down trees that never was blowed down before!™

When George Washington entered the House of Burgesses at the close
of the French War, a vote of thanks was passed for his valuable service in the
field. When the young soldier hesitated in making a reply, Speaker Robinson

came to his aid by saying,

*Sit down, Sir; your modesty is equal to your valor,

and that surpasses the power of any language.”"—Toastmaster.



He was the master, but ber servility ruled—and ruined . . .

by J. T. SAUNDERS

E WATCHED her from across

the dinette table. Watched her
looking at her plate or at the napkin
on her lap or at the salad bowl—but
not at him—touching these things
with long fingers that were nervous
under his gaze.

Her eyes bulged beneath deep, wide
lids. In contrast, her nose was tiny
and blurred at its edge with a quiet
quivering that echoed the confusion
of brown, wispy hair. Her paper-like
body held constantly the attitude of
being before a wind.

He watched. He wondered how
much longer he could stand it.

He had for five years. And added
to that was one year of standing with-
out knowing he was having to stand

anything. For, after all, he had mar-
ried her in love. Her hair had been

beautiful then; her nose stubbed to
charming; her eyes almost too large.

More than that, she had shown to
him a meek obedience that had made
him want to slap his chest with an "I,
the Master™ blow; as if she were eter-
nally on knees, dedicated to catering.
This desire to please had given him
great satisfaction and a sense of toler-
ant pride. So, because he saw the
chance of kinship with masterly men
and because, too, he was touched, he
had taken her hand in his and thought
well and not too deeply of the shy
flutter under the bridal veil.

He looked at her now, A hand
dared again, alarmed at its own dar-
ing, pushing a plate of bread toward
him. A hand saying, ‘“Remember
there is bread on the table; you must
eat bread; bread is good for you.” Her
mouth stayed closed, her eyes down,
only her hand insisted.

He took a slice of bread and remem-
bered the time when her voice, her
whole being had insisted. He had
been touched again and again by her
meticulous care of him and the knowl-
edge that things would be picked up
after him, that orange juice would be
ready by his morning bedside, that
his mail would be there on the break-
fast table.

Slowly, however, this pleasure had
become a fading background to the
small, pricking annoyances that were
part of her care. They were only
timidly obtrusive, for she was not stern
or domineering and could never be
that positive. But, even lacking force,
she had begun to manage his life. do-



30

ing it with a soft
sidling that seemed
gentle at first and
then was like sand-
paper against his
nerves.

With the faint
humming of a
housefly, she would
hover over him,
cutting his toma-
toes to small pieces
that insulted, plac-
ing his napkin in
his lap. Sweetly in-
serting her thin
body between him
and capability, she
forever waited on
him until he found
that he could not
lift a finger before
she was there,
doing for him. Irritation crept into
him and swelled to desperation.

He had thought of a dog. Another
object for her to fix her attentions on.
A present to his wife with a leash to
hold in her hand, tying it to her for
pampering. The dog he had chosen
was frail and appeared to yearn for
the comforts of feminine tenacity. It
had delighted her and she had been
birdlike in her gratitude, her hands
swarming over the warm animal body.

The housefly had hummed.

For a day she had hovered over
this someone else. Then, with a sud-
den, worried look, she had tucked the
dog away, segregating it in a screened
box in a corner of the kitchen. She
returned to breathless leaning over her
husband’s plate and intense concern.

With that he had known that the dog

OUR BACK COVER—A boater on
Spirit Lake is silhouetted against the

twilit loveliness of Mt. St.
(Photo courtesy Union Pacific.)
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would be loved and

and given attention
only when he was
not at home. When
he was, the dog
would be efficient-
ly hurried out of
the master’s path.
And though he
would often hear a
feeble, plaintive
barking, always
quickly following
it was the voice of
his wife close be-
side him.

One night, when
she had left on an
errand, the dog’s
calling had in-
trigued him into
opening the box to
take the pleading
creature in his arms. It had looked
suspiciously up at him at first and
then pushed into his armpit with the
friendliness of sanction. Setting the
dog down on the linoleum floor, he
had tousled with it, an invigorating
catch and push, making them both
gasp a little with the pleasure of
exertion.

Helens.

All at once she was standing at the
door of the kitchen, staring. Snatch-
ing up the dog, she had said as sharply
as the soft, twanging voice would al-
low, “Why, you naughty dog, you!
Breaking out of your nice, little home
and disturbing my tired husband . . .
how could you! Shame, shame . .
Making a nuisance of yourself when
a man must have peace and quiet! Oh,
aren’t you a bad dog . . . There, a bad,
bad dog! Oh my—"
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“Goddamn! Goddamn you!” Sud-
denly all the emotion of frustration
had leaped up inside him to form a
jumbled, derisive shouting. ““You and
the dog! Go to hell—both of you!
Both of you!”

He had heard in a dream his inane
screaming, had seen himself grip a
small porcelain-potted plant that
rested on the kitchen table. The plant
rode heavily toward her only to miss
and graze the dog’s trembling ear,
then crash loudly to the floor.

There had been quite time enough
for the noise of the crash and the
short, high cry of the dog to linger on
long and penetratingly. Making a
swift stab into the silence she had
hugged the dog with a sigh and felt
its body with searching long fingers
that shook. Fright made her cringe
even as she tried to be protective.

The next day a strong compulsion
that grew feverish had made him un-
able even to begin work at his office.
He sat behind his desk and swiveled
around often to gaze out over the
city, with his hands pressing white
into each other.

At the end of the day, the pulling
insistence had forced him to stop at a
sporting goods store on the way home
to buy a gun. But on reaching the
apartment he had broken out in a
sweat of guilt and sneaked the gun
into the bedroom to find a hiding
place her neatness would not reach.
Then he had come back to her and
her fear. For now there was continu-
ally fear of him in her. He could see
her, almost palsied with it, still wait-
ing on him as if this were some awful
duty that had been imposed irre-
vocably upon her. No matter what

he had tried to say to her, his words
seemed lifted into blasting by the
very attitude in which she held her-
self prepared for cruelty. He felt at
last that he was cruel, merciless . . .

The dog had never since been al-
lowed to enter into his sight. She had
smuggled it fearfully into an ex-
istence safe from him. And when its
plaintiveness seeped through the box,
she would clatter the dishes in the
sink to outdin the whimpering.

He watched her. No necessity for
clattering now.

Six hours ago he had met her in
the street as she was walking the dog,
her figure relaxed, unsuspecting that
he had left his office earlier this day.
When she saw him coming down the
busy shopping street, her eyes had
come farther out of the thin face and
she had dropped the leash. Imme-
diately she darted to seize it back, to
hold it tight against her husband. But
the leash had disappeared.

The dog had hedged crazily up and
down the gutter as she stood frozen
in panic. He had found himself run-
ning, trying to catch it; but, on see-
ing him, the dog tried to dash behind
a car to hide. There was a brake
squeal, a yelp, a whimper, a mur-
muring crowd.

She had run to get to the dead body
before he would, to pick it up in her
arms and cower with it in the wide
circle of people, using the crowd as
a fortress against him. When she saw
him approaching nearer and nearer,
her face had held not anger but a
fright so condemning that he turned
and walked away.

He had walked through the streets
for miles of tortured feeling; quick,



32 Swing

hurried steps to sweat out the mean-
ness that turned in him; to exhaust
the hate of her. But speed seemed only
to activate his mind into clear, rack-
ing venom. Finally he had returned to
the empty apartment and had not
been able to stop his tired feet from
pacing the small rooms.

Later she had come in, pale, not
talking, furtively hanging up her coat.
Seeing her go into the kitchen to pre-
pare dinner, he had marvelled with a
kind of contempt at the obeisance that
made her serve a master who had
killed something she had truly loved.
For he knew that, to her, he had
killed it.

He watched her and despised her.
Sniveling before him in fear, she was
a hateful reminder of his wickedness,
the wickedness she had read into him
and which, with the reading, had
slowly become his. She did not lift
her eyes. Closed against him, they
were glazed slightly with an oil that
seemed to him the secretion of horror.
The glaze was a mirror, reflecting him
in bestiality. He wished urgently for
her to open them and disperse the re-
flection. She stayed, silent, and did

,[/UOI'J.’i /OI' Our lgt'c[ured
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not change, except for little reflexes
of nervousness that twitched her body.

His teeth clenched. He was fiercely
angry. She stood up to clear away the
plates and her eyes did not look at
him. His hand reached over the table
and closed around her forearm, his
fingers meeting at the vivid blue line
that veined its soft underpart. Her
whole body jumped convulsively.
Then her eyes opened at him and,
popping in tight, brown points of
fright, they shocked him.

He pulled his hand away with a
force that made her stagger back
against the dinette wall. The impact
seemed to loosen her from her silence
and she whimpered. He got up. He
was an ogre standing over her.
Sharply he turned and walked out of
the kitchen. He went through the hall,
into the bedroom . .

The police found him not long
afterwards, with the gun still warm
in his hand. The right side of his
head was stained with blood that
spread like long, quivering fingers

_from the bottomless bullet hole over

his ear.

1. Clyde McCoy, of muted trumpet fame, spins his famous Sugar Blues.

2. Bandleader Sammy Kaye plugs Victor on a Saturday afternoon “*Swing Session.™
3. In behalf of the Crusade for Children, national chairman M. Lee Marshall addresses
old friends in Kansas City. Mr. Marshall is board chairman of the Continental Baking

Company.

4. Stan Kenton demonstrates progressive jazz for WHB listeners.
5. Pretty Pat Laird, Russ Morgan’s vocalist, visits “‘Swing Session.”
6. WHB’s Bob Kennedy chats with Sondra and Jon Steele, newly famous for their

Damon recording of My Happiness.

7. Anita Colby, ex-cover girl, 1s interviewed by Sandra Lea, the WHB Shopper.

Cenlerpiece

SwING lovely for May is Rita Hayworth, star of Columbia Pictures’ Lady from

Shanghai, which will be released this month.
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MAN OF THE MONTH

by MORI GREINER

FEW people realize that Jesse Clyde
Nichols, known to the world as
“J]. C.,”" is a sick man.

For over 50 years he has suffered
from an unfortunately rare malady
which can be diagnosed only as “‘cru-
sader’s fever.”

The disease is practically painless,
but it tortures the victim into an in-
tense state of activity which knows no
abatement. It has made Nichols the
country's greatest city-builder and
suburban planner. It has brought him
posts of national honor and an un-
precedented position in his own com-
munity.

At 67, Nichols is a hard-driving,
wholehearted executive who works 60
to 80 hours a week in a four-room
penthouse office on Kansas City’s
Country Club Plaza—the shopping
hub of his company’s 5,000-acre resi-
dential development. He smokes in-
cessantly, usually shoving the cigarette
to the left side of his mouth and for-
getting about it, letting ashes fall
where they may; talks rapidly and
forcefully, often thumping his massive
oaken work-table with the side of a
hand for emphasis; and carries always
a black leather notebook so that he
can make notes of things that catch
his eye when he’s “‘out in the District.”

The fever of accomplishment first

struck Nichols when he was a student
at Olathe High School. He organized
the first football team the school ever
had, and the first alumni association.
Despite numerous extra-curricular ac-
tivities and several outside jobs, his
marks upon graduation set a new
scholastic record.

Those were early stages of the af-
fliction. As it grew, Nichols learned
to sense a good fight. A clever, prac-
tical visionary, he has done battle
under more than a dozen standards,
in every case carrying the colors to
victory. But he is a friend-in-need
only. When the goal has been at-
tained, he moves on to scenes of new
action.

His services to Kansas City, beyond
the scope of his immediate business
interests, are legion.

As a member of the Board of Edu-
cation for eight and a half years, he
was credited with saving the city over
$500,000 in the administration of a
$5,000,000 building program.

Thirty-five years ago he became
president of the Kansas City Art In-
stitute, then a heavily indebted insti-
tution. He held the job eight years,
waging a vigorous fund campaign
which produced money enough to
clear the Institute of debt and move it
to new quarters at Armour Boulevard
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and Warwick. He hired good teachers
and built up enrollment. He person-
ally solicited memberships from prom-
inent townspeople, and many ‘‘ten-
dollar patrons” who joined, ‘“because
J. C. asked me to,” later became
genuinely interested in the work of
the Institute and contributed heavily
to its support. His work resulted in
the present Art Institute buildings
and the ten-acre site they occupy.

Throughout his presidency, Nichols
strongly advocated a practical course
which would develop designers for
Middle Western industry. Partly as a
result of his enthusiasm, the highly-
successful School of Design was sub-
sequently incorporated into the In-
stitute.

As chairman of a Real Estate Board
committee some 30 years back, Nichols
spearheaded a drive to stimulate local
purchases of goods manufactured in
Kansas City. That was before the days
of the million-dollar ad agencies, but
he masterminded a “Buy Kansas City
Products Week™ and an extensive
telephone campaign which chased the
spectre of bankruptcy from the doors
of several Kansas City factories and
started them on the road to success.

While the cheers still echoed,
Nichols embarked on another civic
charge. He stepped into the presidency
of the underfinanced and wobbly Con-
servatory of Music, applying to it the
tactics which had bolstered the Art
Institute. For ten years he plugged
away for a larger student body, a
better faculty, a stronger financial
position.

But his work with the Conservatory
consumed only part of his 16-hour
day, so he took over the fight to im-
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prove navigation and flood control of
the Missouri River. He organized the
Missouri River Navigation Associa-
tion. Then he descended upon Wash-
ington as a lobbyist for the cause,
badgering both senators and repre-
sentatives for an appropriation to
support the badly-needed project.
Since it was impossible to ignore the
sense of what he said or the intensity
with which he said it, the necessary
funds were voted.

He was chairman or vice-chairman
of every World War I bond and Red
Cross campaign except one; and was
vice-chairman of the combined Lib-
erty Memorial and Community Fund
drive which raised the largest amount
ever donated by Kansas Citians in a
single campaign, over two and a half
million dollars.

Government service has occupied
much of Mr. Nichols’ time, talent and
money. He set up federal housing
plans for the first World War, and
during the thirties he was called in as
an advisor for both the Federal Hous-
ing Administration and the Home
Owners Loan Corporation. He has
just resigned from the National Cap-
ital Park and Planning Commission,
to which he was appointed by Presi-
dent Coolidge in 1926. In his 22 years
on the Commission (without pay), he
served under four Presidential ap-
pointments, made 150 trips to the
capital, and contributed a total of
more than two and a half work years.
He is credited with having a greater
influence on Woashington’s appear-
ance than any man since L’Enfant, the
French architect who planned the

original streets and the location of
Federal buildings.
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During World War II, Nichols was
a dollar-a-year-man. For 17 months,
or a little less than a dollar and a half,
he headed one of the seven Advisory
Defense Council divisions under Gen-
eral Knudsen. On his arrival in Wash-
ington, Nichols was shocked to learn
that not a single airfield, training
camp or defense plant had been
planned for the Midwest. The Coun-
cil was blueprinting all strength in
positions east of the Mississippi or
west of the Rockies. Here was a cru-
sade Nichols could throw himself into
with vigor!

He did. By telephone and telegraph
he contacted groups of industrialists
in Tulsa, Omaha, Lincoln, Des
Moines, Denver, Wichita and Okla-
homa City. He got them to Wash-
ington to lend their support and give
their assurance that Middle Western
locations had much to offer a com-
prehensive program of defense. He
fought against a concentration of vital
establishments only along each coast,
and argued that Midwestern man-
power could be best utilized without
undue geographical displacement. Fig-
ures furnished by Roy Roberts of the

~ Kansas City Star, which showed that

Kansas City alone was shipping 500
workers a week to East and West
Coast defense plants, helped win
his case.

Those who opposed development of
the Midwest for defense later admitted
they were wrong, but that was small
satisfaction to Nichols. He had known
it all along, and by then he was busy
on a new project. The idea had come
from those very opponents, who said

. that Middle America could furnish no

adequate research facilities.
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Nichols looked up some big-time
researchers who told him what modern
research could accomplish, and ex-
plained the important part an insti-
tute might play in analyzing for
industrial use farm and mineral
products of the Kansas City area.

That convinced Nichols, and
Nichols with his mind made up is a
man of immediate, unrelenting action.
Returning home, he called together a
group composed of R. L. Mehornay,
Joseph F. Stephens, the late Roy
Cross, Earl McCollum, Waillard
Briedenthal, Ben C. Adams and other
forward-looking Kansas Citians. They
agreed that Kansas City needed re-
search facilities, and set out to seek
further support.

And so in December, 1944, the
Midwest Research Institute opened its
doors. Dr. Harold Vatborg, formerly
of the Armour Institute in Chicago,
and one assistant made up the entire
staff. Now the staff numbers a hun-
dred. Three-quarters of a million dol-
lars in voluntary contributions has
been accumulated. Last year the Insti-
tute conducted a half million dollars
worth of research for private indus-
try, on about 125 separate projects.
Present plans are to increase the staff
to 300 members and triple the annual
volume of research, working primarily
for small industries in small Midwest-
ern towns.

J. C. Nichols, of course, is still
fighting for the Midwest Research
Institute. As chairman of the board of
trustees, he is participating actively in
a drive to raise a million dollars for
a new building which will be erected
on a ten-acre tract in the middle of
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Kansas City’s mile and a quarter long
educational, scientific and cultural
center.

Also located in the center are the
University of Kansas City, Menorah
Hospital, Barstow School, Rockhurst
College, the Art Institute, the Linda
S. Hall Scientific Library, the Wil-
liam Rockhill Nelson Gallery of Art
and the Mary Atkins Museum of Fine
Arts. Nichols is chairman of the
board of trustees of the William Rock-
hill Nelson Trust. The board manages
the $11,000,000 fund and supervises
the direction, purchases and manage-
ment of the Art Gallery.

To top man of an art gallery from
vegetable huckster is quite a climb,
but that’s the road Nichols
traveled.

He started clerking in an
Olathe, Kansas, grocery
when he was eight, and
summers he worked as a
farm hand. For two sum-
mers when he was in high
school he operated a huck-
ster wagon in Johnson
County, cooking over an
open fire and sleeping under the
wagon at night.

At 17 he opened a wholesale meat
market at 1611 Grand Avenue in
Kansas City. He ran it for a vyear,
living in the back room and saving
money for college.

Just as Mary did, he took a little
lamb to school—also pork, beef and
sweetbreads. He set up a wholesale
meat route in Lawrence which paid
his way through the University of
Kansas. Additional revenue came from
the Kansas City Star, for which he
was a correspondent; and he got free
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meals by serving as steward of his
fraternity, Beta Theta Pi.

He worked during vacation periods,
too. The first summer he sold Rand-
McNally wall maps house-to-house in
Utah. The second, he toured Europe
via cattleboat and bicycle. The third,
he sold mining stock; and the fourth
and hardest he took centract to load
potatoes in the Kaw River Valley,
doing most of the work himself.

Even in the cloistered corridors of
college, so widely-bruited as sanctu-
aries of ease, Nichols smelled out a
scrap. He instituted a movement to
obtain larger state appropriations for
the university, carried the fight to
Topeka, and won. When the uni-
versity’s chancellor recov-
ered from his amazement at
the energy and political
savvy of this mere under-
graduate, he called Nichols
“the student who has done
most for the finances of this
school.”

Nichols was manager of
the K.U. football team, gen-
eral manager of athletics, a
member of Phi Beta Kappa, and grad-
uated with the second highest marks
accorded any student until that time.

Then he went to Harvard for a
year, acquiring another A.B. degree,
total indebtedness of $50, and an in-
terest in land development.

Fresh from the «classroom, he
plunged into the colonization business
and failed miserably.

His plan was to form syndicates
which would buy up large tracts of
raw land in the Southwest. Then he
would scout up herds of people from
over-populated cities and turn them
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loose on his prairie utopias—for a fee,
of course.

Several railroads granted him passes,
and farm friends he had huckstered
for in Johnson County financed him.
He found plenty of land, but not
enough capital. At the end of a year
he was forced to admit failure for—
as far as anyone knows—the only time
in his life.

Returning to Kansas City, he
sought the counsel of two Beta friends,
F. E. and W. T. Reed. They were
older than Nichols, and already estab-
lished as lawyers. The Reeds advised
him to turn to building, and told him
of several hundred vacant lots in Kan-
sas City, Kansas, which were to be
disposed of at a bankruptcy sale.

The farmers who had sponsored the
colonization flyer financed Nichols
again, and this time he justified their
confidence. He got the lots and built
houses to sell for $800 to $1,000,
splitting everything he made with his
backers. Within two years he had
paid off the entire loan plus a profit
of 65 per cent!

That was in 1904, and overhead
was low. Nichols paid two dollars a
month to stable his horse and buggy.
Rent on his office, which was be-
hind the pharmacy counter of a drug-
store, ran five dollars a month, and
he moved when the druggist tried to
charge an extra dollar for use of the
telephone.

With the proceeds of his initial
venture, he bought 10 acres of land
south of Kansas City. Between Fiftieth
and Fifty-first Streets, it stretched
from Main to Grand Avenue.

Not without reason, people said he
was crazy. Cnly a few farmhouses

had been built in that locality since
before the Civil War. All growth
was either northeast or southeast.

Despite those objections and others,
Nichols decided to go ahead. Maybe,
he figured, he could make his de-
velopment attractive enough to change
the direction in which the city was
growing.

In 1905 Nichols took unto himself
a wife. He built her a house at 5035
Walnut, an ungraded street. It was
a block to the nearest spring for water,
and a mile to the carline.

The same year, he became an “or-
ganization.” He was joined by John
C. Taylor of Emporia, Kansas. Tay-
lor has been with him ever since, as-
suming the presidency of the J. C.
Nichols Company when Nichols be-
came chairman of the board in 1940.

The team’s first venture was to
“improve” their development. They
bought a barn at Twenty-sixth and
Grand, and dismantled it. Hauling
the timbers to newly-christened Rock-
hill Park, they sawed them into two-
foot lengths for board sidewalks. They
then began to advertise, ‘‘Beautiful
Rockhill Park — With Board Side-
walks!™

Through the years, holdings of the
Nichols Company have grown. Their
Country Club District is the largest
and most beautiful privately developed
residential area in the world. In it
they have built lakes, parks, boule-
vards, six golf courses, and have spent
half a million dollars on outdoor art
objects.

The District extends across the
state line into Johnson County, Kan-
sas, but more than nine-tenths of the
real estate taxes paid by the J. C.
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Nichols Company go to Kansas City,
Missouri.

By virtue of his accomplishments,
Nichols is regarded as the outstand-
ing authority on city-building. He
credits his success to hard work.

“*What this nation and every other
needs,” he says, “is for the people to
go back to hard work. There’s no way
to succeed in building except by work-
ing and improving.

“Do it better, I always say. Do it
better, but make it pay!” He thumps
the table, and ashes from his neg-
lected cigarette spill down the front
of his suit. He thumps again. ““There
are too many subsidies already. In a
free enterprise system a thing has to
pay its own way. We've proved that
imported well-heads, marble columns
and fountains are practical adorn-
ments for a residential district if
they're handled properly. People want
to live in pleasant surroundings. But
a lot of planners go too far; they get
impractical ideas and go broke. That

helps nobody.
“One thing about a builder, he

knows what won't work.”

Short life housing restrictions were
the first thing which Nichols discov-
ered wouldn’t work. Restrictions used
to expire at the end of a stipulated
period of time, unless renewed by all
the owners in the subdivision. Then
gas stations and hot dog stands moved
into residential areas, ruining prop-
erty values.

That conflicted with Nichols’
theory that houses and neighborhoods
should be good for at least 100 years,
so his company got busy on the prob-
lem, evolving what is known as the
“Covenant of Self-Perpetuating Re-
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strictions.” It works in reverse: re-
strictions are automatically extended
unless a majority of owners vote to
the contrary. The covenant plan has
been uphold by the United States
Supreme Court, and is in wide use
today. No one has ever even attempted
to change a set of self-perpetuating
restrictions.

Nichols has built up an outstanding
organization of architects, building
and landscape engineers, legal ad-
visors and sales experts. Employees
say he is unusually lenient, but he
drives himself mercilessly. His 80-
acre farm 20 miles southwest of Kan-
sas City is unable to hold his interest
more than one day at a time, because
inactivity galls him. But he loves
parties, and at a social gathering he
is everywhere at once, applying as
much fire and energy to cocktail con-
versation as he would to a building
conference.

As a business and personal policy,
Nichols supports the entire Kansas
City area, not just his own part of it.
For years he has advocated better traf-
ficways and parking facilities to serve
the downtown district. He led the
fight in Missouri for legislative au-
thority to set up city planning com-
missions and zoning boards. His
company holds stock in 32 Kansas
City industries. Nichols himself has
been a director of the Commerce
Trust Company since he was 26 years
old. He helped organize and is an
original director of the Business Men’s
Assurance Company and the Kansas
City Fire and Marine Insurance
Company.

All three Nichols children are con-

(Continued on page 47)
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Meet the San Marinese—big men in a little nation!

by STANLEY S. JACOBS

THANKS to the stamp collectors
of the world, there’s one nation
in Europe which is always prosperous,
has no income tax, no stoplights or
traffic cops, and a military band of
80 musicians which is larger than its
total army!

Though it sells airmail stamps by
the tens of thousands, this nation—
San Marino—hasn’t a single airplane.
Yet philatelists have made the 14,000
citizens of the pigmy country debt-
free and tax-free. The stamp presses
of this happy Tom Thumb land—it’s
38 square miles in area—roll day and
night, turning out colorful issues and
“commemoratives” which reap as high
as 10,000 per cent profit in stamp
marts everywhere.

Until recently, ‘the only publication
issued within San Marino’s borders
was, appropriately, a stamp collectors’
trade journal.

If you like the reassuring feel of
hard money, San Marino is your dish.
Its citizens dislike paper money and
will have none of it. So the govern-
ment obligingly circulates coins only.

If you owned a six-room house in
the little republic, your taxes would
amount to 34 cents a year. And your
chance of getting hit by a car is re-

mote: there’s only one auto in the
whole country.

Nor are its people harassed by the
rushing minutes of each day. The
dials of their watches and clocks are
divided into four quarters. Why be
a slave to the minute hand? the San
Marinese ask innocently.

A stubborn Dalmatian stone-cutter
named Marinus, who later was can-
onized, established the doughty wvest-
pocket republic more than 1,600 years
ago.

The story goes that Marinus, a
peace-loving fellow, became indignant
when a bear killed his mule one day.
Tracking the beast to its lair, Marinus
punched him into submission, slipped
the mule’s harness over the bear’s
head, and thereafter used the animal
to plow his land.

True or not, this beloved San Ma-
rino legend speaks well for the nature
of these busy beavers who rate lazi-
ness a sin slightly less horrific than
murder. In fact, indolent citizens are
sentenced by the nation’s one judge to
be hauled through the streets on mule-
back, wearing only nightshirts and
carrying umbrellas. The loss of dig-
nity to these proud folk is a more
severe punishment than flogging.

When they hold an election, the
San Marino citizens don’t listen to
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windy speeches of politicians. For
there are no professional politicos in
the land. The two highest office
holders, the Regents, serve their coun-
try for five dollars a month. They
are glad to exit at the end of their
six-month terms to make way for new
chief executives, who make less than
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the street sweeper. Besides, if a citi-
zen refuses to accept nomination for
this high office, he is subject to a
stiff fine!

The little country is governed by
a 60-man Great Council, similar to
the United States Congress. Every

male in the land is eligible for a six-
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month term. Illiterate for the most
part, all men are required to vote—
for how else could you take the public
pulse in a nation of 14,545 people?

An upper house, or Senate, is com-
posed of a dozen members of the
Great Council. Most of these upper-
bracket solons can read. And from
the Senate come nominees for the twin
posts of Captains-Regent.

The San Marino people are wary
by instinct. They fear one-man de-
cisions. So they have, in effect, two
Presidents—each keeping a sharp eye
on the other’s acts!

Despite San Marino's storybook
nature and harmless size, most big
nations have respected its sovereignty
and maintain a hands-off policy. Once
when an Austrian army hotly pursued
the Italian patriot Garibaldi, the
troops had to halt abruptly at the
border of Tom Thumb land and
watch helplessly as the San Marinese
welcomed Garibaldi to his new sanc-

In the first World War, the Ger-
mans accused San Marino of spying
on the Kaiser’s forces via the wireless
station on Mount Titano, 2,437 feet
above sea level. The San Marinese—
Europe’s most poker-faced people—
expressed chagrin at the charge, but
continued reporting German move-
ments to the Allies.

All during the years of Fascist
power, Mussolini was nettled by the
Lilliputians across the fence who
snickered at his roars and welcomed
refugees from his goon squads. Fi-
nally, the pressure became compulsive
and San Marino silently allowed the
Duce to force on them a handful of
professional men with Fascist badges.

Musso became truly enraged after
San Marino celebrated America’s
Independence Day in 1937—an old
custom arising from their admiration
for Abraham Lincoln, whom they
made an honorary citizen in 1861.

The Duce had dispatched agents
from Rome to report on the unveil-
ing of a statue presumed to be that
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of a Fascist big shot, probably Mus-
solini himself. Instead, on this Amer-
ican holiday the San Marinese with a
flourish uncovered a figure of Lin-
coln. The Duce’s men exploded in
wrath, but the people only laughed.
They recalled with pride what Lin-
coln had written to them in 1861:

“Although your domain is small,
your State is one of the most honored
in all history. It has demonstrated
the truth—so full of encouragement
to the friends of humanity—that gov-
ernment founded on republican prin-
ciples is capable of being so adminis-
tered as to be secure and enduring!”

AN MARINO'S disinterest in

warfare and its consequences was
demonstrated after the first World
War when its statesmen forgot to
show up at Versailles to sign the peace
treaty. As it had proclaimed itself
on the Allied side, San Marino thus
remained at war with Germany—on
paper, at least—for the next 25 years.
But nobody made an issue of it.

Yet, when the tide of battle swirls
close to its borders, the pint-sized
mountain nation can get hopping mad.
During the last war, Yank troops slug-
ging their way up Italy stopped in
astonishment at the base of Mount
Titano where a string of illuminated
signs proclaimed:

“Keep Out! This Is Neutral Coun-
try!”

“Switzerland is the nearest neutral,
but it’s 200 miles away!” muttered a
puzzled captain. A careful hunt
through his guidebook showed him
his error: he was face to face with
San Marino’s single frontier guard,
who looked like a hero out of an his-
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torical novel as he aimed an ancient
rifle.

The troops smiled and by-passed
San Marino, whose inhabitants peered
down from the mountain crags on
the Adriatic side of the Apennines.

Pressure from Italy in 1940 had
compelled the minuscule nation to de-
clare war on Great Britain. But the
San Marinese never fired a gun. In
fact, a petition signed by several
thousand citizens was furtively for-
warded to Winston Churchill, to
whom they expressed hope of an
Allied victory.

Even Napoleon got a taste of San
Marino’s philosophy when he carved
up the Italian peninsula and offered
the microscopic country a huge slice
of territory.

The Regents turned Napoleon
down flat, citing the cherished words
of Marinus:

“We do not want an inch of other’s
lands and we will not give up an
inch of our own!™

Amused by such cheek, Bonaparte
laughed and gave orders that San
Marino was to be left strictly alone.

Everybody seems to be related to
everybody else in San Marino, where
intermarriage of close relatives poses
many social and genetic problems. To
avoid charges of favoritism and dis-
crimination, the canny San Marinese
usually import from Italy their twelve
policemen, one civil judge, and one
priest.

In former years, you could become
a duke or a marquis of San Marino
for American dollars or British
pounds. But the citizens began to feel
that the conferring of titles for money
was undignified, even though the
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proceeds helped to balance the bud-
get. Selling stamps has proved more
profitable a hundredfold.

It's the income from stamp sales
which supports the University of San
Marino, a doctor whose services are
free, a government veterinarian, a
Mutual Aid Bank for the poor, and
a Public Oven where officials bake
bread and sell it at cost.

Though they don’t have luxuries,
the San Marinese have an unbending
pride and belief in the value of work.
A syndicate of gamblers learned this

one year when a handsome offer was
made to the Great Council in return
for an annual license to operate a
casino in competition with Monte

Carlo.

To their surprise, the gamblers were
escorted to the border by a comic
opera squad of soldiers. A subsequent
plebiscite among the voters resulted
in a smashing defeat for the gamblers’
proposition.

When you have stamps, who needs
roulette?

Man of the Month (Continued from page 42)

nected with building, one way or an-
other. Son Miller is salesmanager of
the J. C. Nichols Company. Daugh-
ter Eleanor is married to Earl W.
Allen, an architect who designs many
of the Country Club District’s finest
homes. And son Clyde sells supplies
for both commercial and residential

builders.

Throughout all his busy career,
Nichols has been free with advice. It
is sought constantly by builders and
planners in other countries, as well
as in the United States. He obliges
whenever he can, charging nothing
for his counsel, but recently was forced
to turn down blank-check offers to
redesign two foreign cities. Last sum-
mer he devoted two months to writing
a large portion of a practical handbook
for development of outlying city dis-
tricts. It was published in a limited
edition by the Community Builders
Council of the Urban Land Institute,
of which Mr. Nichols is chairman. It
sold out, at $12 a copy, and a second

edition of 10,000 copies is being
prepared.

In February, at a convention of the
National Association of Home Build-
ers, Nichols was awarded a plaque.
The inscription read:

“On behalf of the Home Builders
of the United States and the Ameri-
can families who enjoy better neigh-
borhoods because of him, the Na-
tional Association of Home Builders
is honored to present this testimonial
of their high regard and admiration to
Jesse Clyde Nichols, of Kansas City,
whose leadership has guided into
greater achievements those who create
homes and meighborhoods. By his ex-
ample and the generous sharing of his
knowledge, he has encouraged Home
Builders everywhere to bring into
being the mation’s finest communities
and to add richness to American fam-
ily life.

“‘If you would see his monument,
look around’.”
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IF YOU'VE ever run a probing
finger through your hair and gazed
anxiously into the mirror at your
thinning locks, you're a potential
client for the hair-growing cultists
who want to boost their present $20,-
000,000 annual business into even
greater proportions.

Maybe you think you’re impervious
to glib talk about falling hair pana-
ceas. But on that coming day when a
friend looks at you and murmurs,
“What a fine head of skin you're
gonna have!” you’ll hot-foot it to the
hair wizards for any ray of hope they
can offer.

Yes, there are some honest hair
specialists who ‘candidly tell bald-
headed men that they might as well
save their money and quit the search
for luxuriant locks. But for every
honest practitioner, there are a dozen
“scalpers” who would persuade a
billiard ball that it had a fine chance

of growing ringlets!

Slickest of the hair racketeers was
a New Yorker who called himself
“professor” and advertised for “‘the
most hopeless bald-headed men in the
nation to send me microscopic samples
of their hair.” He then “analyzed”
the hair clippings and, in a suavely-
phrased form letter, prescribed an ex-
pensive course of treatment ‘‘tailor-
made for your own scalp disease.”
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“It falleth as the gentle rain . ..”
and when it’s gone it's gone!

by C. ROY KANE

One suspicious fellow sent him some
beautiful cuttings from a woman'’s
fox fur coat. Back came a letter from
the hair scientist reading:

“As I suspected, a microscopic ex-
amination of your hair reveals that
its roots are suffering from malnu-
trition. If this condition persists un-
treated, you will lose your hair com-
pletely. But by diligently following
my orders in my new course—spe-
cially priced at $98.50—you can save
your hair and restore what you have
lost!” Then the skeptic sent the phony
professor some hair from the hide of
his German shepherd watchdog. The
“expert” sent the same letter giving
the identical somber warning and
cheery advice following the “‘micro-
scopic examination” of the dog’s hair!

When the rascal was exposed, did
the bottom fall out of his business?
Not at all. He attracted more clients
than ever, such are the uses of pub-
licity.

OMEN, too, are hooked for
big fees by the self-appointed
scalp magicians. One Chicago widow
spent $800 in a vain effort to grow
hair which she had lost after a long
illness. When her funds ran out,
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she was ready to mortgage her bung-
alow to keep up payments to a “scalp
stylist” who promised her that ‘“‘any
month now your hair will return in a
burst of glory.”

She was saved from further fi-
nancial loss by a smart brother-in-law
who took her under protest to the
Better Business Bureau. There she
learned that her expert was a slick
swindler who just managed to stay
within the law, and she gave up her
valueless treatments in disgust.

At the national offices of the
American Medical Association in Chi-
cago, scientific sleuths track down
peddlers of nostrums for baldness.
Through its own bureau of investi-
gation, the A.M.A. has assembled
file cases filled with evidence proving
that Americans allow themselves to
be mulcted of millions of dollars ev-
ery month in their quest for hair.

One prize specimen unmasked by
the medicos advertised:

“Four Men in Seven Are Bald at
Forty. But Thanks to my Product,
Only Five Men in a Hundred Need
Ever be Bald!™

His expensive hair cure-all was a
tube of harmless and wvalueless fluid
costing several cents, which he re-

tailed for prices as high as $12. It
was fitted with a rubber cap from
which perforated points projected.

The idea was that this “hairgrowing

May, 1948

elixir” would flow through the per-
forated points, stimulate sluggish hair
follicles, and cause a verdant growth
of brush overnight.

““Absolutely worthless!” said the
AM.A. But the manufacturer man-
aged to reap an incredible profit be-
fore the AM.A.'s blast closed the
door of advertising media to his prod-
uct.

Ever fall for the “Scalp-o-lator™ of
a short time back? This device, costly
and cumbersome, resembled the head-
gear clamped over a prisoner in the
electric chair. The American Medi-
cal Association health detectives de-
clared the gadget actually harmed the
head by severely restricting the sup-
ply of blood to the scalp. Yet thou-
sands of people bought it, to their
injury and discomfort.

You don’t need a license in most
states to set up shop as a hair expert.
That’s why rogues and downright
crooks turn from cruder swindles to
the hair game.

As an average Joe Citizen, you
have 120,000 hairs on your pate—or
should have. If you haven't, then age,
glands, disease or other causes have
affected your scalp health.

There’s not much hope of regain-
ing hair you have lost. But you can
correct the underlying cause of dan-
druff and prevent further fall of hair
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NO CURE FOR BALDNESS!

if you are diligent. Says Dr. Oscar
Levin, famed dermatologist of Col-
umbia University:

“Baldness, gray hair, and dandruff
are unpleasant, but not exactly the
cause for devastating despair. The
action of glandular secretions and the
balance of the diet are elements which
have a direct bearing on the health of
scalp and hair.”

This expert and other medical re-
searchers blame heredity in large part
for the loss of hair. Nor do they
take any stock in preparations which
are claimed *“to banish dandruff per-
manently.” Dandruff, Dr. Levin says,
is merely the “‘superficial danger sig-
nal of more complex scalp infections.”

VEN severe eyestrain may be a

contributing cause of baldness.
Mental upsets, nervous breakdowns,
alcoholism, accidents, operations, child-
birth, diabetes, cancer and tubercu-
losis—all may leave their ravages on
your scalp and produce early bald-
ness.

Actually, doctors know pretty well
what type of person is most likely to
have serious dandruff and excessive
loss of hair. He is high-strung, intelli-
gent, given to extremes of mood, and
probably the holder of a sedentary
job in an office.

Truly, the more intelligent and

A
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physically sluggish you are, the
greater likelihood that your head will
glisten with the saddening lustre
known as bald man’s Simonize.

Yet, baldness can be the bond that
unites in fellowship. Today there are
38 chapters of the Bald-Headed Clubs
of America, and new ones are form-
ing all the time. Among the clubs’

founders were such heavyweight
thinkers as William Howard Taft,

William Jennings Bryan, Chauncey
Depew, and Nicholas Longworth.

The club members now number
more than 10,000, consisting of busi-
nessmen, bankers, lawyers, doctors,
salesmen, teachers and others. Not
surprisingly, their favorite indoor
sport is telling each other how many
dollars they squandered on trying to
retrieve their hair!

A widower is a man who yearns to get married again and take a new
leash on life.—~Woodmen of the World Magazine.

Mary had a little wolf and fleeced him white as snow.—English Digest.

Two people can live as cheaply as one what?—Redbook.

The reason Cupid makes so ma

ny bad shots is that he is shooting at
the heart while looking at the hosiery.



by FRED ALEXANDER

Everyone wonders who will be the next
President of the United States. To predict
the outcome of any election or to forecast
the action of a nominating convention is
most hazardous. Politics have always been
unpredictable because they involve the
human whims of political manipulators,
and, more often than not, are based upon
the emotions of the electorate.

Both major parties are in a state of
confusion. The Democrats think they need
a better candidate than President Truman
to swing the election. Two members of the
Roosevelt gang have already announced
this publicly, to the accompaniment of
many Southerners who are embittered over
Truman’s civil rights attitude. The Demo-
crats know that they're up against a power-
ful and rejuvenated Republican party.
They realize that a Republican candidate
has a better chance of winning than at
any time in the past 16 years.

The Republicans, on the other hand,
are faced with the problem of everyone
wanting to get into the act. There are
many potential candidates, but a lack of
unity throughout the party on any one,
two, or even three men. Every Republican
feels that “‘this is it"—that the man who
gets the nomination will be President.

Harold Stassen, who snowballed dele-
gates in the Wisconsin and Nebraska
primaries, is the man to watch. All eyes
are focused on the Ohio primary, May 4,
where it is to be expected that favorite-son
Taft will {inish in the lead. However,
at this point, Stassen looks like the best
bet in the Republican stable, with Van-
denberg looming as the best compromise
candidate.

© o o

On the domestic front, expect nothing
drastic until after the fall elections. Neither
Congress nor the Administration is de-
sirous of placing radical restrictions on the

freedom of the American people. There
will be much vacillation on the part of
government agencies which will be cloaked
in the term, “careful consideration.” The
present inaction of Congress on important
measures will continue until after Novem-
ber, and this is a dangerous loss of time.

This political stalling may well prove
damaging to world peace. There is every
indication that manpower should be in the
process of being trained right at this very
moment, but Congress will not pass any
leglslatlon that will supply manpower in
the number needed.

Military training is out—probably never
will be passed. Resumption of the draft is
a must, but will not be voted until after
election, if then. President Truman claims
that taxes should not be cut at this par-
ticular time for several reasons. Putting
more money in the pocket of the consumer
is highly inflationary, for one thing. For
another, Congress knows full well that the
military appropriation is going to be huge
within coming months, and it must realize
that, after the election is over, taxes will
have to go back up to where they were
before the cut.

If the draft is finally voted, it will prob-
ably specify service for a limited time only,
but that will mean nothing. The time will
be made to fit the emergency. Other draft
laws will fellow. Girls who are free from
family obligations wiil find themselves
following closely on the draft list. They
will free men from administrative duties
for other important tasks of a more strictly
military nature.

Not far behind will be the enlarging of
the draft law to take in veterans of World
War II. There may be more stringent
drafts if the world conflict finally breaks.
It is entirely conceivable that men up to
the age of 65 may see service in the period

ahead.
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The draft machinery is gradually being
resurrected. General Hershey will prob-
ably head the office once more. All men
18 through 30 will have to re-register in
order to bring records up to date. It will
again be compulsory to carry a draft card.
It is entirely possible that every man,
woman, and child soon will have to carry
cards of identification.

Economic controls on a nationwide
basis are now being prepared, one set for
mobilization, and one for actual war. These
controls will be stricter and more rigid
than controls in the last war. There will
be price-fixing, rationing for both con-
sumers and industries, wage controls, trans-
portation controls, allocation of man-
power, and other regulations which will
tighten the national economy.

Industries manufacturing war materials
may be put into full production in the
near future. Several aircraft plants have
announced that they are reopening and
will begin recruiting workers soon. This
will mean another temporary lift to the
economy, but will be nothing like the
boom in the last war.

The overall national picture for war
mobilization is not good. There may be
much rebellion at the new restrictions.
The recent hint that the Negroes might
refuse to accept the draft unless all fea-
tures of our Army which they disapprove
be changed is only one instance of what
may be in store. The carefree attitude of

the last war will most certainly be missing
if there is another conflict.

Evidence is quite strong that there may
be much treachery within the United
States. Communist propaganda agents in
this country are busy softening up minority
groups and radicals. The Communists are
attempting to drill their doctrine into the
minds of many Americans, day by day.
The number of these traitorous individuals,
who think they are actually helping save
the United States, would be overwhelming
were the total actually known. They find
source material for their propaganda in
such statements as that of Henry Wallace
that Russia has not taken a single step of
aggression—that her absorption of all of
eastern Europe was a geographical neces-
sity to protect her own borders.

©c o o

When will war come? It is the opinion
of many military men that the United
States will be involved in a conflict with
Russia within the next three years. How-
ever, this time is being shortened every
week. An accident could set off the powder
keg, but this is not likely. The Russian
plan of aggression is too detailed, and
methodical military men in this country
do not believe that Russia is ready for
war yet. The United States certainly is
not. Military preparation on a large scale
by the United States could forestall war.

The whole point is that war looms, and
in the near future unless the right steps
are taken now!

Daffynitions

Thirty: When a woman’s youth changes from the present tense to the

pretense.—Weekly Progress.

Dominating Personality: Something that is of no consequence if the
other fellow is driving a truck.—Alexander Animator.

An Infected Tooth: A condition which drives you to extraction.

Ignorance:
conversational output.

Eisenhower Stockings:

Something that gives rise to about nine-tenths of the world’s

The kind that won’t run.

The New Look: A glimpse for which you look twice as hard to see half

as much.



Platter Chatter

Rumors concerning Les Paul’s condition
are unfounded. He's returned to Holly-
wood, and, although confined to bed for
awhile, doctors say he will have complete
use of both arms and will be able to con-
tinue his guitar playing . . . Jon and
Sondra Steele, the My Happiness twins,
will soon be making theatre and personal
appearances, breaking into the ‘‘big time.”
Their hit record, pressed by Vic Damon,
is sweeping the country . . . Eddie Hey-
wood has his ups and downs. He's down
now, but hot piano fans are hoping he’'ll
be back in good health soon ... Another
jazz star is reported to be “mighty low"
at this moment—drawing unemployment
compensation under the name of Johnny
Bothwell . . . Francis Craig of Near You
fame is credited with being one of the
squarest guys in the business. He never
fails to give a fellow musician a helping
hand . .. Dennis Day went down the aisle
the other day with Peggy Almquist . . .
Xavier Cugat will fly his entire orchestra
to Manila early this month to ballyhoo a
new Philippine airline . . . Freddy Martin
is leaving Hollywood for an extended tour
east . . . Mel Powell, 25-year-old pianist
and former arranger and composer for
Benny Goodman, will soon be featured on
Capitol Records . . . The Perry Comos are
making plans at the moment to adopt a
baby daughter. Perry has a fine new album
out called, A Sentimental Date with Perry
Como . . . Stan Kenton, Capitol star, is
having large success with his concert tour.
His latest ‘‘progressive jazz™ release is
termed, Thermopolae. It is rumored that
his records will be sold only in album form,
hereafter . . . Sophie Tucker will open at
the Casino Theatre in London late this
month . . . Nellie Lutcher is scheduled to
return to Los Angeles this month after a
number of successful appearances in the
Bast . . . Tommy Dorsey with his re-
organized band is opening [ate this month
at the swank Surf Club at Virginia Beach
. . . Joe Venuti and his hot fiddle are
booked into Kansas City at the College
Inn, May 11 ... Julia “*Snatch and Grab™
Lee's two newest recordings are: That's

What 1 Like and Crazy World.

with BOB KENNEDY

Betcha Didn’t Know

. . . That Skitch Henderson once toured
the vaudeville circuits as accompanist for
Cliff (Ukulele Ike) Edwards? . . . That
Mel Torme was asked by Harry James to
join his orchestra while Torme was still
in high school? . . . That Dinah Shore was
christened Frances Rose? . .. That Carmen
Cavallaro played the piano for Al Kavelin,
Rudy Vallee, Bnric Madriguera and Abe

Lyman?

Highly Recommended

COLUMBIA 38156—Harry James and his
orchestra. Love of My Life and You
Can Do No Wrong. Harry offers two
of the top tunes from the new picture,
The Pirate. The first side is a Cole
Porter beguine with pronounced Latin
rthythm—Marion Morgan picks up the
second chorus and it ends up in a strong
four-four beat. The flip is another fine
Cole Porter tune with a smooth vocal
and the James trumpet. You Can Do
No Wrong is not only the title of one
of the tunes—but also sound advice
about buying it!

COLUMBIA 38157—Kay Kyser and his
orchestra. Cincinnati plus My Fair Lady.
The Midwestern city tune is another
to follow in the footsteps of such pop
ditties as Kalamazoo and Talahassee. On
this platter you'll hear fine vocalizing

l
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by Goria Wood and the Campus Kids,
with fine, solid rhythm ably provided
by the band. On the reverse, Harry
Balbitt -takes credit for the vocal on the
fir¢ chorus. The tune is a sweet love
balad and Kyser's masterful presenta-
tien assures that this record will be an-
oher of the Ole Professor's successes.

SIGNATURE 15190—Page Cavanaugh
I'rio. Blue Moon with Body And Soul.

Through numerous radio appearances

everyone should be familiar with the
Trio's work. Here on Signature they
bring two old standards that are as
bright and shiny as the Ben Franklin
half-dollars. Blue Moon features a vocal
by the trio and some cute ad lib lyrics.
The under side, which is instrumental,
includes some of the finest piano, guitar
and bass work this trio has put out for
a long time—good for listening and
dancing!

* Jenkins Music Company, 1212 Wal-

nut, VI 9430.

M-G-M 10162—]immy Dorsey and his
orchestra. My Guitar and You Turned
The Tables On Me. It's Dorsey again—
and in top style. The first number, a
melodic, moderate-paced rhumba, fea-
tures Jimmy's alto and young Bill Law-
rence's smooth vocal. The oldie on the
reverse side is one which the JD combo
should bring back to Hit Parade popu-
larity. It has a solid beat and jump
thythm and introduces a new vocalist,
Carol Scott, who really knows how to
sell a song. It’s a must for any record
library.

CAPITOL 15031—Stan Kenton and his
orchestra. Soothe Me and Lover. Soothe
Me is a slow blues number which gives
the Kenton crew opportunity to display
its unique musical combination. Vivaci-
ous June Christy does the lyric with
exciting vocal interpretation. The flip-
over is an old standard all dressed up
in modern jazz. Instrumental through-
out, it begins with Stan’s piano—the
beat is picked up by Safranski’s bass—
and it ends up with full Kenton brass.
Jazz fans will love it.

A

CAPITOL 15045—Red Ingle and his

Natural Seven. Cigareetes, Whusky and
Wild, Wild Women plus Pearly Maude.
The evils in the first title are portrayed
in satire, and you'll find many surprises
on this platter with a ‘“tipsy” by-
stander heckling Red. The other side is
a take-off on two French numbers,
Parlez Moi D'Amour and the familiar
folk song, Jolie Blon. It features one
Mille. Fifi Y'Okum. They are both all
for fun—so be prepared when you first
hear them.

*Brookside Record Shop, 6330 Brook-

side Plaza, JA 5200.

VICTOR 20-2761—Sammy Kaye and his

orchestra. Tell Me a Story and I
Wouldn’'t Be Surprised. The top side
is a song that’s fast becoming a country-
wide favorite. You'll enjoy the smooth
rendition by the Kaye group featuring
Don Cornell and the Three Kaydets on
the vocal. The swingy little ballad on
the reverse should put you in a dancing
mood. Laura Leslie and Don Cornell
complete the musical picture with a vocal

guet. It’s another “Swing and Sway”
it!

DECCA 24379—Bing Crosby with John

Scott Trotter and his orchestra. Haunted
Heart and Moonlight On a White Picket
Fence. Here's der Bingle again with his
latest platter. Needless to say you'll
enjoy the result. Taken from the musical
production, Inside U. S. A., the first
number is an unusual ballad which Bing
sings with ease. The flip-over, a John
Scott Trotter original, is another “June-
Moon-Croon™ tune, but it is superbly
done by Mr. Crosby. His fans will have

to own it.

MERCURY 5112—Jan August with

rhythm accompaniment. Misirlou and
Zigeuner. Jan is now an established
star on the 88, so his fans will un-
doubtedly welcome this bit of good news
from the Mercury people. August has
a new contract and managed to cut
quite a few sides before P-day (Pe-
trillo day)—among them his hard-to-get
Misirlou and Zigeuner. You'll want sev-
eral copies of this for posterity’s sake!

Hindsight: A mistake viewed from the rear.
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by NORT JONATHAN

HEY buried Marshall Field’s noble ex-

periment in Chicago journalism not
long ago. Of course, the burial was tech-
nically called a “merger”—but the com-
bined Sun and Times looks remarkably
like the old Chicago Daily Times, which
was purchased by Field less than a year
ago. Only a few original Sun features sur-
vived the merger—notably Billy Rose and
Steve Canyon. The more intellectual reader
will look in vain for the columns and
special stories, all liberally slanted, upon
which the Sun prided itself.

Although Field has publicly been all
out for the Common Man for many years,
this has never prevented his captains and
lieutenants from running his various enter-
prises just like all other businesses that
expect to make money. Just as on Wall
Street, with Field enterprises the comp-
troller is still king. Most of the Sun staff
was fired pronto, with very little conversa-
tion heard from the management about the

Brotherhood of Man.

With PM, the Sun’s New York little-
brother-in-the-red, slated for sale or
abandonment in the near future, Marshall
Field seems to be getting out of journalism,
where such rowdy characters as Colonel
McCormack and William Randolph Hearst
have given him quite a beating. Even
though the Sun-Times is a Field enter-
prise it is run entirely by the old Times
crowd—a shrewd bunch of practical news-
papermen who launched Chicago’s first
tabloid newspaper in the late lush twenties
and didn’t let the depression keep them
from building a strong and powerful liberal
newspaper. On the other hand, Field with
all his money was able to accomplish very
little over a period of seven boom years.

Field’s radio enterprises, however, are
a different story. For example, one of his
most profitable radio stations is Chicago’s
WJJD. Another is WSAI in Cincinnati,
Ohio. In both cases he bought well-estab-
lished stations and has never interfered
with the happy inclination of their man-
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agement to make lots of money.
e o o

While we're on the subject of radio,
it should be noted that the local crop of
disc jockeys is fast exhausting the care-
fully hoarded supply of new tunes recorded
before Mr. Petrillo—a Chicago citizen of
whom we're not too proud-—said, **No
more recordings!” Every disc jockey wants
to play the new records—first. So the
tune-pluggers have to keep running back
to their storehouse, to return with another
armload of ‘“‘green’ records.

The Big Four among our town’s record-
spinners—Dave Garroway, Ernie Simon,
Lynn Burton, and Eddie Hubbard—have
just concluded a two-week stint at the
State-Lake Theatre, where they shared
the billing and the bobby-soxers with Mel
Torme and Ella Fitzgerald. One cynic was
heard to remark that this stage show was
just what vaudeville needed—to kick it
right back into its grave.

The day of the specialist in the disc
jockey sweepstakes has arrived. For ex-
ample, Ed Wiebe is practically a teen-
ager himself and talks only to the teen-
age audience. Al Benson is Chicago’s most
popular Negro platter-spinner. His fol-
lowing is formidable, feverishly rushing
right out to buy everything that the
Prophet plugs on his many shows.

Rosemary Wayne is one of Chicago's
career girls. Starting in the night club
business some years ago, she switched
over to radio early in the forties. Now



“*Rosemary Wayne Spins™ is one of the
most popular afternoon record shows. The
gal is only about four feet eleven inches
tall—a slight height deficiency which she
calmly overcomes by wearing the dizziest
platform shoes in town. Wobbling around
Radio Row on these stilts, she reminds
the beholder of a little girl playing “‘dress
up”’ by wearing her mother’s high heels.

Another Chicago career girl who has
what it takes is personable and pretty Alice
Young, who owns and manages one of
the best summer resorts in Wisconsin.
Although only in her twenties, energetic
Alice tackled the king-sized job of catering
'to the whims of the vacationing public
three years ago, when she returned from
overseas service with the Red Cross. Her
family's 50-year-old Resthaven Resort near
Rhinelander, Wisconsin, needed a youth-
ful touch, so Miss Young rushed up to
Pelican Lake and pitched in. During the
‘winter months she figures out ways and
means for getting more dollars into the
Resthaven Resort cash register. From early
April until late September she’s busy on
the scene of action. That means painting,
cleaning and repairing until the first hardy
vacationists start northward on Memorial
‘Day. Then for the next three months
she’s busy 16 hours a day keeping every-
body happy. If you know wvacationers,
you'll agree that's a gigantic job. It in-
cludes a reasonable facsimile of everything
from bed-making to bartending.

When a crisis arises, Alice Young
usually takes care of it with dispatch.
Only once has she been forced to resort
to the well-known last weapon of embat-
tled womanhood. That was one gloomy

Where There’s a Will

to his master.
gon will ever get to heaven?”

“Depends on what?™
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Sunday when the chef wanted to walk
out on her right in the middle of the
dinner rush. Alice faced him bravely in the
kitchen, gave him a piece of her mind—
and burst into tears. The chef retreated
in confusion to the stove and remained
tractable thereafter.
e o o

Thoughts of spring, summer and vaca-
tions bring to mind the fact that Chicago
is represented in the major leagues by
two baseball teams—the Cubs and the
White Sox. Every team but the Cubs and
Sox, it seems, has great plans for the new
season—new players, revived old players,
and the firm desire to win a champion-
ship. Chicago’s teams, however, seem des-
tined to descend quickly into the cellar
of their respective leagues and remain
there snugly until October first. The sports
fans are wondering aloud, as they do every
year, when Chicago will have a couple of
ball clubs worthy of big league baseball.

Chicago now has two television stations
in daily operation. The Tribune got its
station on the air with the usual Tribune
fanfare and pomp and circumstance. The
fanfare included a gigantic three hour
show which put to shame anything pre-
viously televised in Chicago. The pomp
and circumstance featured the usual cast
of characters, including Governor Green
and Colonel McCormack, the proud owner
of the new station.

The Governor in his dedication remarks
spoke as though television were something
he had personally discovered just the day
before. While listening to him speak, a
terrible thought dawned. Politicians mak-
ing speeches via television will now be
seen as well as heard.

Andrew Jackson had an old family servant, a Negro, who was devoted
One day a visitor in the home asked him, **Do you think General Jack-
The old fellow replied, ** "Deed, I dunno, sah; dat jis' depen’s.’

*Jis' depen’s, sah, on ef de gin'al wants to go, sah, er not. Ef he don’
want to go, den he won't; but ef he does, den he'll be dere, sho'."
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Very High Life

* BOULEVARD ROOM, Hotel Stevens,
7th at Michigan (WAB 4400). Connie
Hilton's entertainment tycoons dreamed
up an ice show for this top room, and
Chuck Foster is on the bandstand again.

* BUTTERY, Ambassador West Hotel,
1300 N. State (SUP 7200). Phil Gordon
is packing them in again, having returned
for the third or fourth time. The food is
of the best.

* CAMELLIA HOUSE, Drake Hotel,
Michigan at Walton (SUP 2200). Charm-
ing elegance, plus Ron Perry's music in
a charmingly intimate setting. A best bet
for dinner or a dance date.

% EMPIRE ROOM, Palmer House, State
and Monroe (RAN 7500). The current
Springtime revue is starting a long run.
Skinnay Ennis’ orchestra and dancer
Chandra Kaly are featured in the enter-
taining show.

% GLASS HAT, Congress Hotel, Michi-
gan at Congress (HAR 3800). Jerry
Glidden's band is the large attraction here,
with Kiki Ochart’s rhumba outfit provid-
ing provocative cocktail hour music.

* MAYFAIR ROOM, Blackstone Hotel,
7th at Michigan (HAR 4300). This is an
elegantly tiered and decorated room.
Lucienne Boyer and Ray Morton’s or-
chestra share honors in a bright new show.

* PUMP ROOM, Ambassador East Hotel,
1300 N. State Parkway (SUP 7200).
Good food. served stupendously, mostly
in flames. If you're a Hollywood actor,

) Cull

by JOAN FORTUNE

the Pump Room is a must for that bor-
ing stop-over in Chicago between the
Super Chief and the 20th Century. Just
the place for a Stinger and a snack.

* WALNUT ROOM, Bismarck Hotel,
Randolph at Wells (CEN 0213). A beau-
tiful spot for dancing to the suave music
of Joseph Sudy's orchestra. A paneled
bleached mahogany decor that’s somewhat
unusual.

* YAR RESTAURANT, 181 E. Lake
Shore Drive (DEL 9300). There’s a wide
choice of Russian dishes, most of which
we can't pronounce, let alone spell. You
won't go wrong if there's romance on your
mind. George Scherban’s gypsy ensemble
is unobtrusive but effective.

* MARINE DINING ROOM, Edgewater
Beach Hotel, 5300 Sheridan Road, (LON
6000). George Olsen’s orchestra is being
held over for the second time. The show
is tops, featuring such favorites as Gil

Maison and his animals, and ballet dancers
Myrtil and Picaud.

* LOTUS ROOM, LaSalle Hotel, La-
Salle at Madison (FRA 0700). Chuck
Cavallo plays for dinner and dancing. It’s
a handsome dining spot with yellow and
green colors carrying out the lotus pattern.

* SHERATON LOUNGE, Sheraton
Hotel, 505 N. Michigan (WHI 4100).
This is the New Horizon Room dressed
up in the new look. It should be added
that the “‘new look’ consists mostly of
eight or ten beautiful hostesses in extremely
revealing gowns.

The Show’s the Thing

* CHEZ PAREE, 610 Fairbanks Court
(DEL 3434). It's a big show starring
Connie Haynes and the Jack Cole dancers.
Marty Gould’s orchestra and Don Chiesta's
rhumba band take turns seeing to it that
there's always music available.

* LATIN QUARTER, 23 W. Randolph
(RAN 5544). This spot has become the
stronghold of the rhumba.
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% RIO CABANA, 400 N. Wabash (DEL
3700). Flossiest of the flesh spots on the
near north side. Strictly for entertaining
out-of-town customers, or lightening those
post income tax blues.

Strictly for Swing

* JAZZ, LTD., 11 E. Grand Avenue.
Worthwhile if you're a hot music addict.
You'll find on tap swing sessions featur-
ing most of the top musicians from ten at
night until four or five in the morning.

% COLLEGE INN, Sherman Hotel. It's
a gay, bright setting with a large attrac-
tion for the juvenile element, Give it a
try only if noise doesn't bother you.
Herbie Fields and the College Inn models
are currently featured.

* GLASS HOUSE, Graemere Hotel, 113
' N. Homan. Don Fielding and the Towns-
men have succeeded the deservedly popu-
| lar Don Orlando band. Everybody hopes
. that the Orlando outfit will be back soon.
' This is meant as no reflection on the cur-
rent crew. Orlando is just a hard musi-
cian to follow.

Strictly for Stripping

.~ If nature study is your entertainment

goal, you can't go wrong in these north
and west side strip palaces. The shows are
educational and sometimes expensive at
. spots like the FRENCH CASINO, 641 N.
 Clark Street . . . EL MOCAMBO, 1519
West Madison Street . . . THE PLAY-
HOUSE, 550 N. Clark Street . . . the L
and L CAFE, 1315 West Madison Street
. . . the 606 CLUB at 606 South Wabash
- ...the TROCADERO CLUB, 525 South
- State Street.

Gourmet’s Delight

* BARNEY'S MARKET CLUB, 741 W.
Randolph. Barney's greeting of ‘‘Hello,

A
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Senator!™ is his trademark from coast to
coast. The steaks and lobster are extra
good.

* CAMEO RESTAURANT, 116 E. Wal-
ton. Sophisticated dining in a jewel-like
setting. The food is unsurpassed any-
where in Chicago. Ditto the prices.

* FRITZEL'S, State at Lake. Chicago's
newest dining spot in the famous tradi-
tion of Rector's. Reasonable prices, too.

* HENRICI'S, 71 W. Randolph. Old
and honored rendezvous for politicians,
newspaper characters and musicians. Even
this combination doesn’t keep the public
away. The food is that good.

* LE PETIT GOURMET, 619 N. Michi-
gan. Open hearth fires in winter, garden
tables outdoors in the summer. French
food in an extremely charming atmosphere.

% RED STAR INN, 1528 N. Clark Street.
Hearty German food served in equally
hearty surroundings.

* ST. HUBERT OLD ENGLISH GRILL,
316 S. Federal Street. This first-rate
restaurant resembles an old English inn.
Wear your tweeds and enjoy a strictly
British (pre-war, that is) bill of fare.

Cocktails and Conversation

George Merienthal's bright LONDON
HOUSE at the Michigan Avenue bridge
. the WRIGLEY BUILDING BAR,
presided over by Lou Harrington, master
of the martini . . . Fred Harvey's UNION
STATION BAR . . . the boisterous CE-
LEBRITY TRAIN in the Hotel Sherman
. the masculine MEN'S PUB at the
extreme south end of the Stevens Hotel
. . . the warm, quiet PARK ROW ROOM
ﬁt tlhe extreme north end of the same
otel.

The only place ends meet now is on the gridiron.—Louisville Courier-

Journal Magazine.

A

Both mansions and cemeteries are filled with men who took chances.

A

Lecturing his son who had been avoiding school, the father asked sternly,
“What do. you mean by playing truant? What makes you stav away from

school?™

Replied the son, “Class hatred, father."”
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by LUCIE BRION

PRING has come to Manhattan! The

pushcarts are out with their loads of
bright flower pots, Central Park is full
of greenery and romance, and the canine
population is demanding longer and bet-
ter walks. From these facts we gather that
Spring is here, and hope it will stop over
awhile.

Amateur photographers are doing a
thriving business around town, since there
is a very active market for their work
with both magazines and newspapers.
Many are expert, but by not having
steady jobs, they can’t classify themselves
as professionals. Manhattan has every-
thing to offer the candid camera; it's just
a matter of keeping the clicker handy.
This remunerative hobby isn't confined
to any age group; one is as likely to see
an oldster at work as a teen-ager. And
with the photo market what it is, the
whole thing can be a pretty exciting ven-
ture.

Turning back time to the Easter Pa-
rade . . . the day was cold and raw. But
despite the temperature, many an Easter
bonnet “with all the flowers upon it” was
snapped for the rotogravure. The best
bonnets of all, however, were those worn
by the horses which faithfully pull tra-
ditional carriages from the Plaza Hotel at
Fifty-ninth and Fifth Avenue through
Central Park. These horses wore straw

hats loaded with flowers and tulle—each
with a flair of its own.

Political arguments in Manhattan aren't
nearly as prevalent as they have been in
past election years. It seems as if every-
one is waiting for something, or someone,
definitely to fight for, out of the maze of
national and international problems. And
mud-slinging isn't what it used to be, for
which we can all be thankful. Many peo-
ple are reading Maurice Milligan's book,
which was titled Missouri Waltz before
the publisher changed it to something
much longer. The Republicans are de-
termined to fight the campaign against
Pendergastism. When the political con-
ventions are over and party leaders and
platforms are picked, personal feelings
may run much higher, Most fair-minded
people, regardless of party affiliations, are
sorry to see President Truman's stock
sagging because he refuses to drop his
civil rights program. It is regrettable that
anyone should be so castigated for up-
holding the laws of the land. As a South-
ern lady said recently, “‘Truman didn't
write the Constitution and its amend-
ments; he's only trying to enforce them.™

Veterans around town have a song
about Henry Woallace. It is sung to the
tune of the Too Fat Polka, and the lyrics
go, "“You can have him, we don't want
him, he's too red for us . . . Which
brings to mind the fact that Comrade
Gromyko isn't gaining any sympathy here
by driving around in a huge black limou-
sine resplendent with livery.

Upper Park Avenue and vicinity have
had the cleverest little jewel thief of late.
This light-fingered guy gets in through
windows from over roof-tops. He empties
jewel cases and pocketbooks but leaves
nothing in disarray. He is immaculate.
Even the fluffiest of lingerie is put back in
complete order after his search. It is
only by chance that several people have
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discovered their losses quickly. With no
apparent reason to suspect a robbery, such
as drawers turned inside out, one could
go for days without realizing what had

type of fowl. Unless one has had a per-
sonal experience with this ordeal, it is
difficult to understand how welcome this
news i1s. The machine, operated by elec-

happened.

tricity, plucks a fowl absolutely clean
What next?

Despite all rumors, skirts are not get-
ting any shorter. Paris collections for
spring showed hems from 15 down to 8
inches from the floor for day, though
American designers place them between
14 and 12 inches. Shoulders have lost all
pretense of padding, and waists continue
to strive for the vanishing point. Up
ahead, the bonnet and plateau are lead-
ing current fashions. Shoes keep adding
more and more straps; the curving Louis
heel is back; and the newest shoe form
is the scooped out shell, which barely
manages to keep the shod from the sod.

o o o

There is a new small machine on the
market which plucks chickens or any other

within ten minutes.

Creme a la Glace

S OME folks eat to live; others live to eat. A chosen few live to revolution-
ize the eating habits of mankind. Charles E. Menches, for example.

The scene was St. Louis during the 1904 Exposition. A young salesman
at the time, Charlie Menches' fancy lightly followed the perennial path of
youth. One evening, fortified with a bunch of flowers and an ice cream sand-
wich, he paid a visit to the maiden he was currently courting. She accepted
the gifts graciously. Then consternation shadowed her pretty face. There
was no vase! What was to be done with the flowers?

With real feminine ingenuity, she quickly removed the upper biscuit of
the ice cream sandwich and twisted it into a suitable container. How she pre-
vailed upon this improvised vase to stand erect is something of a mystery.
However, it seems this biscuit-twisting business started to become a habit.

For by now the ice cream was becoming a bit soupy. Inspiration struck
again. Removing the bottom layer of the sandwich-—which must have been a
very neat trick—she fashioned a second vase. And there was a dainty, edible
receptacle for the ice cream.

Ice cream was not manufactured commercially in those unenlightened
days. Although some public eating houses made their own and there were
ice cream booths at the Fair, for the most part it was frozen privately at home.

Young Menches was quick to realize the possibilties of the twisted bis-
cuit. In that moment the ice cream cone was born. And, when dairies began
producing ice cream, the cone proved to be a super salesman. That humble,
hand-twisted cone can honestly be said to have built the ice cream industry
to its present level.—David R. Kennedy.

A

The man who imagines himself a budding genius is often just a blooming
nuisance.
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Current Plays . . .

* THE CUP OF TREMBLING. (Apr. 20,
1948). Elisabeth Bergner is at the head
of the cast in this Louis Paul adaptation
of his novel, Breakdown. Produced by
Paul Czinner and C. P. Jaeger, with Bev-
erly Bayne, John Carradine, Hope Emer-
son and Arlene Francis, under the direc-
tion of Mr. Czinner. Music Box, evenings,
except Sunday, at 8:30. Matinees Wednes-
day and Saturday at 2:30.

* FOR LOVE OR MONEY. (Nov. 4,
1947). New and refreshing June Lock-
hart continues to charm the public de-
spite the weak plot of this slight comedy.
The unbelievable antics concern a recep-
tionist and a matinee idol. Assisting in
the cast are John Loder and Vicki Cum-
mings. Henry Miller, evenings, except
Sunday, at 8:40. Matinees Thursday and
Saturday at 2:40.

* JOY TO THE WORLD. (Mar. 18,
1948). Life in Hollywood is portrayed by
Alfred Drake and Marsha Hunt. The re-
sult, though not very penetrating, does
maintain a lively pace. Plymouth, eve-

nings, except Sunday, at 8:30. Matinees
Wednesday and Saturday at 2:30.

* MACBETH. (Mar. 31, 1948). The
ambitious Scot and his wife are played by
Michael Redgrave and Flora Robson. Pro-
duced by Theatre Incorporated and Brian
Doherty, it is under the direction of Nor-
ris Houghton. National, evenings, except
Sunday, at 8:30. Matinees Wednesday
and Saturday at 2:30.

* ME AND MOLLY. (Feb. 26, 1948).
Brooklyn home life as taken from The
Goldbergs, a radio serial, loses some of its
savor on the stage but remains fairly en-
gaging. The author, Gertrude Berg, and
Phillip Loeb are the principals. Belasco,
evenings, except Monday, at 8:40. Mati-
nees Saturday and Sunday at 2:40.

* MISTER ROBERTS. (Feb. 18, 1948).
Henry Fonda is a perfect lead in this
stirring dramatization of Thomas Heggen's
penetratingly hilarious war novel. It’s
one of the best of the season. The able |
supporting cast includes David Wayne,
Robert Keith and William Harrigan. Al-
vin, evenings, except Sunday, at 8:30.
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday at
2:30.

* THE RATS OF NORWAY. (Apr. 15,
1948). A play dealing with a spiritual
search for the perfect love. Heading an
impressive cast are Colin Keith Johnson,
Richard Ney and John Ireland. Directed
by James S. Elliot. Booth, evenings, ex-
cept Sunday, at 8:40. Matinees Wednes-
day and Saturday at 2:40.

* THE RESPECTFUL PROSTITUTE.
(Mar. 16, 1948). Meg Mundy achieves
a personal success in Jean-Paul Sartre’s
drama of race hatred. It is preceded by
The Happy Journey, Thornton Wilder's
confusing one-act curtain raiser. Cort,
evenings, except Monday, at 8:45. Mati-
nees Saturday and Sunday at 3:00.

* STRANGE BEDFELLOWS. (Jan. 14,
1948). This is centered about the wom-
en’s suffrage movement in the 90’s. A
period almost painfully-familiar to theatre-
goers but still productive of laughs. The
cast of the comedy includes Joan Tetzel,
John Archer, Carl Benton Reid and lots
of others. Morosco, evenings, except
Monday, at 8:40. Matinees Saturday at
2:40 and Sunday at 3:00.

* A STREETCAR NAMED DESIRE.
(Dec. 3, 1947). Acclaimed by critics as
the year's best, this Tennessee Williams
hit is superb. Jessica Tandy turns in an
excellent performance and Marlon Brando

is outstanding. With Karl Malden and







