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1. Minus his golden trumpet, Charlie Spivak
is still entertaining, as WHB listeners and an-
nouncer Lou Kemper will testify.

2. Hal Derwin, singing bandleader, croons for
a Saturday afternoon Swing Session.

3. The charming Continental chanteuse, Diane
Adrian, takes time out from an El Casbah en-
gagement to plug her latest Columbia release
in an exclusive WHB interview.

4. George Fiske, president of the Saddle an
Sirloin Club, had a few words for Kansa
Citians as he and 150 members of the clu
left for the Frontier Days celebration ¢
Cheyenne, Wyoming.

5. All was good fellowship as WHB joine
other news services in covering returns of th
recent Kansas City primary elections from polic
headquarters.
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foreword
for September

OU can relax now. It's all over.

No more chigger bites or poison
ivy or wet bathing suits for awhile.
Summer is over and once again you
have done your duty by the Out-
door Life, the outdoor bathroom,
and the screwball habits of resort
neighbors; by visiting relatives, Ab-
ercrombie and Fitch, the souvenir
trade, Fred Harvey’s, and all the
traditional makeshift of wvacation-
time. You can rest easily now—and
you have all those lovely memories
of saddleburns, sunburn, and army
cots as you come back to a stuffy old
tile bathroom, the electric percolator
and the innerspring mattress.

Some other things are over, too:
the nominating conventions — all
four of them—with their colossal
bombast and platitudes. You know
for sure now what the Republicans
think of themselves, what the South
thinks of Truman, what the Wallace
converts think of Wall Street, and
what the 80th Congress thinks of.
A few things are out in the clear.

The crisis has passed for the mo-
ment in Berlin; things aren’t much
worse in Palestine than they were.
By this time you have learned to
live on wallpaper paste; and your
worries about Southern Woman-
hood are all over. The KKK has
promised to protect 'em. Yes, this
has been quite a summer; but you've
lived through it and everything is
in hand. If we only knew whose
hand. It’s all over but the election,
and all you have to worry about now
is the draft, the price of meat and
milk, and where to live this winter.
Not another thing. Unless it's who
to trust, what to believe, and by
what name to call The Enemy: So-
viet Russia? Big Dirty Money? Dry
rot within? Or something rich and
incompatible you had for dinner
last night?
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SEPTEMBER'S HEAVY DATES
IN KANSAS CITY

Art . . .

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

Masterpiece of the Month: “*The
Kneeling Angel Gabriel,”* Span-
ish 15th Century alabaster.

Drama . . .

Sept. 16-19, Oklahoma, Music
Hall.

Dancing . . .
(Pla-Mor Ballroom, 32nd and
Main.) Dancing every night

but Monday. **Over 30" dances
Wednesday and Friday.

Sept. 1-4, Hank Winder.

Sept. §-11, Mal Dunn.

Amusement Parks . . .

Fairyland Park, 75th and Pros-
pect. Concessions open 2 p.m.,
Saturday; 1 p.m., Sunday; 6
p.m., week days.

Blue Ridge Roller Rink and Park,
7600 Blue Ridge. Rink open to
public Wednesday, Friday and
Saturday nights, 7:30 p.m. to
10:30 p.m.; Sunday, 2:30 p.m.
to 5 p.m.

Elliott’s Shooting Park, Highway

Conventions . . .

Sept. 1-2, Nash Motors, Munici-
pal Auditorium Arena.

Sept. 2-3, Luzier’s, Hotel Con-
tinental.

Sept. 4-6, American Legion, De-
partment of Missouri, Munici-
pal Auditorium Arena and Hotel
President.

Sept. 12-14, Missouri Association
of Insurance Agents, Hotel
Muehlebach.

Sept. 12-17, Rexall Drug Com-
pany, Hotel Continental,

Sept. 13-14, Socony-Vacuum Oil
Company, Hotel Phillips.

Sept. 13-16, Commonwealth The-
atres, Hotel President.

Sept. 17-18, Luzier’s, Hotel Con-
tinental.

Sept. 20-22, Directors of State
Accrediting Agencies, G.I. Bill
of Rights, Regional, Hotel Con-
tinental.

Sept. 20-21, Skelly Oil Company,
Hotel Phillips.

Sept. 27-28, Southwest Automo-
tive Wholesalers, Hotel Presi-

Baseball . . .

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

Sept. 1, 2, 3, Minneapolis.
Sept. 5 (2), 6 (2), Milwaukee.

Special Events . . .
Sept. 12, Jazz Jamboree, Dixie
Kiefer Post, Music Hall.
Sept. 15, Mezxican Fiesta, Music
Hall.

Sept. 27, Assembly of God, youth
meeting, Music Hall.

Bowling . . .
Armour Lanes, 3523 Troost.

Clifford & Tessman Recreation,
2629 Troost.

Cocked Hat Recreation, 4451
Troost.

Country Club Bowl, 71st and
McGee.

Esquire Bowling Lanes, 4040
Main.

Grindel-Lembke Recreation, 734
Minnesota.

Halin Bowl, 1610 West 39th.
Northeast Bowl, 112 N. Elmwood.
Oak Park Bowl, 4940 Prospect.
Palace Recreation, 1232 Broadway.
Pla-Mor, 3142 Main.

Plaza Bowl, 430 Alameda Road.

50 and Raytown Road. Satur- dent. Y :
day, 12 noon to evening; Sun- Sept. 28-29, Trans Mo-Kan Ship- Sa.ckm s Recreation, 32,12 Troost.
day, 10 a.m. to evening; pers Board, Hotel Continental. Txemgy'Wheat Recreation, 3736
Wednesday, 4:30 p.m. to 10:30 Sept. 30-Oct. 2, Missouri Bar Main.
p-m. Association, Hotel President. Veretta’s, 5th and Walnut.
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Infanticide via the cigarette is a
proved possibility, and male steril-
1ty may result from smoking.

TEADILY, from the early 1930’s

up to the start of World War II,
experiments with animals have proved
that nicotine, the poisonous alkaloid
of tobacco, consistently poisons lacta-
tion with the result that offspring die
upon sucking the mother’s breast; that
it poisons offspring while in the uteri
of their mothers, so that offspring are
born dead or born weak and die
easily; and that it causes sterility.

Obstetricians wondered for some
time whether nicotine could affect hu-
man beings in the very same ways that
it affects animals. First, they raised
the question: “Does nicotine get into
the milk of nursing mothers who
smoke?”

Dr. William Benbow Thompson,
now a ranking obstetrician in Holly-
wood, was one of the first to find
nicotine in the milk of nursing moth-
ers. And most recently, Dr. H. Harris
Perlman and Dr. Arthur M. Dannen-
berg of Philadelphia found nicotine in
milk samples from each one of the 55
mothers confined in the obstetric de-
partment of the Jewish Hospital there,
no matter whether these mothers
smoked occasionally, moderately, or
excessively.

NAY KILL YOUR CHILD

by E. C. PRINCIPE

The question of obstetricians then
became: “Can the nicotine in the
mother’s milk poison the infant?”

Dr. W. Raymond Barney, the vet-
eran obstetrician of Cleveland, has re-
ported a case of a week-old infant who
became poisoned from the nicotine in
the mother’s milk to Dr. Alexander
Mackenzie Campbell of Grand Rap-
ids, now the Maternal Health Con-
sultant of the Michigan Department
of Health. Dr. Barney says:

“I well remember the case of nico-
tine poisoning in baby Kraus. It was
as typical a case of such poisoning as
one could see, and Dr. C. W. Wyck-
off of Cleveland marvelled that the
child pulled through. Nicotine in suf-
ficient quantities for toxic effect was
present in the milk.”

Dr. Irene Greiner of Budapest and
Berlin has observed a case of nicotine
poisoning in a three-weeks-old baby
boy. Her record on the poisoned
child shows that the child kept losing
birth weight and kept vomiting vio-
lently. He developed violent colic and
refused all nourishment. His face was
strikingly pale, his forehead wrinkled,
his legs were drawn up and he cried
for long periods of time. The soft
parts of his skull were sunken, his
pupils contracted, his lips pale, and his
heart was rapid. His mother was well,
took no medicine, but smoked from
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30 to 40 cigarettes each day. Dr.
Greiner only suspected that the
mother’s smoking was killing the child;

she had never heard of a child being
poisoned through the mother’s milk.
After Dr. Greiner suggested to the
mother that she stop smoking and the
mother cbeyed, the child’s health grad-
ually improved and his weight went
up.
Yet today, many young women are
ignorant of these facts because there
are physicians who are not aware of
the facts themselves—either because
their experience has been limited or
because they have not had access to
medical developments.

Some women who are under the
care of the few doctors who recog-
nize the dangers of smoking find it
hard to break their smoking habit just
because they are pregnant. Dr. Camp-
bell reports:

“A young woman who could not
control her excessive smoking during
the prenatal period was warned post-
natally that unless she smoked very
moderately the baby might suffer
from nicotine poisoning, and she
promptly weaned the baby rather than
even moderate her smoking.”

The mother who weans her baby
because she cannot stop smoking ought
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to know, beforehand, the importance
of breast feeding for her own personal
good as well as for the development
of her baby.

Not long before his recent death,
Dr. Alexis Carrel, the internationally
famous surgeon engaged by the Rock-
efeller Institute for Medical Research,
made the following statement:

“The breast exerts a marked influ-
ence on uterus and ovaries. Suck-
ling brings about rhythmic contrac-
tions of the uterus and prevents the
occurrence of hemorrhage. It helps the
recovery of this organ after child-
birth.

“The nipple is perfectly adapted to
the lips and tongue of the baby. The
act of suckling requires contractions
of the muscles of the face, the tongue
and neck, alternative movements of
the lower jaw, and breathing through
the nose. This effort brings about the
optimum development of the jaws, the
nose, and the roof of the mouth. It
enhances the beauty of the visage and
the quality of the voice.

“Artificial feeding is partly re-
sponsible for the protruding upper jaw,
recessed chin, ill-formed nose, flat-
tened mouth arch, which many chil-
dren display today. These malforma-
tions cause defective dentition, and
predispose to infections of the tonsils,
pharynx, ears and sinuses. It is highly
probable that breast suckling consider-
ably reduces the bills to be paid later
to dentists and to nose and throat
specialists.”

FTER determining in some meas-
ure how small babies are affected

by the milk from smoking mothers,
obstetricians began wondering:
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“What does smoking do to the unborn
child—can a child be born poisoned?”

Tests show that within two or three
minutes of the time that an expectant
mother starts smoking, her baby’s
heart rate goes up five beats. The
reason for this is that the nicotine in
the cigarettes the mother smokes
passes into the baby’s blood. Some
doctors believe the passage of nicotine
into the baby’s blood is responsible for
babies being born weak and under-

weight and for babies being born poi-
soned, ‘“‘blue” babies.

Dr. C. W. Wyckoff, who witnessed
the milk poisoning in the Kraus in-
fant, recently wrote:

“There is no doubt that many in-
fants are seriously poisoned by the
nicotine in the mother’s blood. The
nervous system is either much over-
stimulated, causing excessive crying
and feeding troubles for weeks after
birth, or the infant may be very
drowsy and dopey and it may be dif-
ficult to get any food into it. Then
occasionally the infant’s color is blu-
ish or blanched for several days. A
tremendous lot of trouble and anxiety
is caused until the baby becomes nor-
mal. I absolutely discourage smoking
during pregnancy or breast feeding
for these reasons.”

Dr. Edward L. Cornell of Chicago
has reported to Dr. Campbell the case
of a baby who was four weeks over-
due with a birth weight of less than
four pounds, showing all signs that
nicotine was the cause. Dr. Campbell
says, “The mother was a cigarette
fiend—three to four packages a day.”

“When Dr. Perlman and Dr. Dan-
nenberg finished their test they said

that some infants may show no im-
mediate effects of poisoning from the
nicotine in their mothers’ milk be-
cause, “The infants, exposed to the
nicotine in their mothers’ blood while
in utero, had the opportunity to de-

velop a tolerance to nicotine—prac-

tically from the time that they were
conceived.”

The late Dr. S. Adolphus Knopf,
internationally known tuberculosis
specialist, said:

“Such a child may only show the
physiological poverty which so often
precedes tuberculosis in infancy. Or,
the definite pathological character of
other diseases due to constitutional
weakness may develop only in later
life. To avoid a child being constitu-
tionally enfeebled by nicotine poison-
ing and thus becoming more suscep-
tible to tuberculosis or pneumonia, I
plead with all future mothers not to
smoke.”

Now, perhaps you ask whether
smoking can cause sterility in human

beings. Well, here’s what the medi-
COS say.

Dr. G. D. Royston, a prominent St.
Louis obstetrician, has treated several
childless women who have become
pregnant only after they stopped
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smoking. In a recent letter, Dr.

Royston remarked:

“It is my impression that smoking
has had a definite injurious effect on
such individuals and routinely in all
sterility patients. I try to have them
stop smoking altogether. I had two
patients who conceived two months
after stopping smoking, with no other
treatment, and one had her second
pregnancy occurring again in this way.
I feel that the smoking causes dietetic
deficiencies, and it is difficult to make
such individuals eat adequately and
take exercise in the open air.”

Dr. George F. Pendleton of Kansas
City has also treated several childless
women who have conceived after they
stopped smoking. He advises all his
sterile patients not to smoke. He
maintains that, as tests for nicotine
get on a better and cheaper grade, the
subject of nicotine in relation to steril-
ity will be advanced.

Of the impression that excessive
smoking may cause a toxic depression
in the formation of the egg and its
preparation for fertilization.and de-
velopment, are Dr. Samuel R. Meaker
of Boston and Dr. James Knight
Quigley of Rochester, who say: "It
is possible that excessive smoking
might be an example of a toxin caus
ing sterility.”

Medical men who believe that the
female is adversely influenced by the
excessive use of cigarettes, feel it is
equally logical to assume that the
same habit in the male might be at-
tended by a diminution in his fertil-

1ty.

Swing
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Recently, Dr. Bruce F. P. Williams,
resident obstetrician at the Lying-In
Hospital of the City of New York,
reported one of his staff doctors had
a patient with relative infertility.

“When the husband stopped smok-
ing,” said Dr. Williams, “she became
pregnant for the first time after sev-
eral years of endeavor.”

But most convincing of all is the
case cited by Dr. Lyle Graham Phil-
lips, now practicing in Honolulu. A
young woman, 27 years of age, had
been married for five years and had
not became pregnant. She was healthy
in every respect and had no bad habits.
In deciding to examine her husband,
Dr. Phillips first tested a semen speci-
men. The sperm were all dead. He ex-
amined the husband further but could
find nothing wrong with him that
would explain why he produced dead
sperm. His habits were good but he
smoked from 20 to 30 cigarettes a
day.

Dr. Phillips suggested that the hus-
band stop smoking to see what would
happen. One month afterwards, Dr.
Phillips again tested a semen speci-
men. This time the sperm were all
alive. The husband continued not to
smoke and in two months the young
woman became pregnant. A’ year
later, the husband resumed his smok-
ing, using two packages of cigarettes
a day. A semen specimen was taken
and tested. The sperm were all dead.
He was told to stop smoking again. A
month passed and another test was
made. The sperm, as before, were all
alive.

With history piling up so fast, practically every day now is the first or
second anniversary of something awful.



“And so we leave East Overshoe”
I (¢} 4
“Around the world in .35 millimeters”

by HELEN COLTON

AMES ANTHONY FITZPAT-

RICK, a blue-eyed, 46-year-old,
red-headed Irishman from Shelton,
Connecticut, makes a living doing
what most people yearn to do once
in a lifetime—he travels around the
world.

FitzPatrick has covered more than
a million miles by plane, train, auto,
boat, bicycle, ricksha, horseback,
muleback and afoot, taking his cam-
era lenses along the world’s byways as
well as highways, bringing strange
lands and exotic peoples to those
American stay-at-homes who have to
do their traveling on the screens of
local theatres.

For more than 20 years, FitzPatrick
has been “reluctantly bidding fare-
well to romantic, colorful Bali;” beau-
tiful Benares; mysterious, intriguing
Hong Kong; scintillating Ceylon;
proud Prague; and to a couple of
hundred other wondrous places, in
the 200 TravelTalks he has made for
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer.

The only country he has yet to
bid farewell to is Germany. He shot
footage there but never released it
because Hitler had come to power.
An ardent advocate of the brother-
hood of man, Fitz felt he couldn’t
speak well of Germany. “I want to
speak well of every country,” he says.
“If T have to tear it down, I don’t
cover it.”

His wish to see, hear or speak no
evil about any country causes some
moviegoers to complain about his
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TravelTalks. “They're always so sac-
charine sweet,” people have said.
“He never shows you anything bad
about a place.”

Fitz is convinced people don’t want
to see that which is ugly. “When 2z
tourist goes to a n2w country or city,
does he look fzr the slums, or for the
beautiful homes? There are enough
ugly views right here at home with-
out my brmcl ng any more from othe
countries.” If Fitz had his wa y, beau-
tification of American streets would
begin with giving ugly telephone
peles the axe and stringing wires
underground.

He has suffered for his determina-
tion to reccrd only the sunny hcurs.
Once he had an appendicitis attack
high up in the Peruvian mountains,
far from a doctor. It was three
o'clock in the morning. His crew
couldn’t sleep and had gone to a
boxcar on the edge of Lake Titicaca,
to wait for morning and some shots
of sunrise across the lake. Fitz lay
alone in the hotel, racked with pain,
without a soul nearby who spoke
English.

Finally he dragged himself out of
bed and down to the boxcar. His
crew gave him a shot of whiskey and
he fell asleep. In the morning he
felt fine. They pnotographed a
breathtakingly beautiful sunrize, its
rays cancing on the lake. People
just don’t realize what you go through
to get a bzautiful scene,” he says
rhilosophicelly, remembering that
night of agcny. It would be easier
to photograph the ugliness that’s al-
ways at hand.”

On tripz, the movie entourage us-
ually consists of FitzPatrick H*mse'f
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cne or two Technicolor camszramen;
Paul Weill, his “right hand,” and a
e“resentative of the government
tourist burcau in whatever country
he’s filming.

Governments are delighted to co-
operate with Fitz, knowing that his
TravelTalks are often the way to the
Leart of the American tourist and the
ever-popular “Yankee dollar.” Sev-
eral grateful governments have dzco-
rated him. He's a major in the army
of the Sultan of Jehore, a colonel in
the army of the Maharajah of Baroda,
aide de camp to the governor of New
Mexico, a Kentucky Colenel, a Texas
Ranger, and has gone through the
necessary rites to become Chief Roll-
ing Stone of the Blackfoot Tribe.

When the Mexican army offered
to make him an honorary general, a
friend in the diplomatic service
warned him against it. “Don’t you
accept that honcr,” the friend cau-
tioned. ““They have a bad habit of
shooting generals in this country.”
Nevertheless, Fitz’s proudest treasure
1s a Mexican award, the Aztec Eagle,
which makes him feel as though he's
almost gotten a Congressional Medal
of Honor, its equivalent in the United
States.

Paul Weil maps out the itine rary.
He starts months in advance, and
maintains a stream of correspondence
with government representatives,
travel agents, hctel managers and
transportation officials, checking on
visas, the weather, th2 L*nd of clothes
needed, outstanding spots of historical
and scenic interest, the hotel and
travel situation.

Weil used to work in M-G-M’s

Paris office. He was assigned once
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to help Fitz on a trip through France.
Although they’d never met, Weil
was able to walk right up to Fitz at
Le Bourget airport and introduce him-
self. ““Anybody with a passport that
thick couldn’t be anybody but Fitz,”
he explains.

Even though he speaks no foreign
tongue, other than a few tourist
words, FitzPatrick has been able to
make himself understood by all the
world’s peoples. He has what he
calls his own Esperanto—a smile and
pantomime. An actor at heart (he
once studied a year at the American
Academy of Dramatic Arts), Fitz
probably enjoys acting out instruc-
tions to the Peruvian Indian, the
Balinese dancer, the Dutch tulip-
grower or the Spanish farmer. The
guides and interpreters he hires us-
ually wind up helping tote baggage
while Fitz takes over as his own in-
terpreter.

His greatest problem while travel-
ing is to preserve the delicate Tech-
nicolor film after it’s exposed. Heat
spoils it, so he has to carry dry ice
in which to pack film until it can
be shipped to the nearest Technicolor
laboratory.

Once in South America, a nine-
year-old boy was hired to carry the
day’s footage to a laboratory five
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miles away each evening. After sev-
eral days, Fitz was horrified to learn
that the kid was making the trip
leisurely through the tropical heat
by bicycle. Fortunately, much of the
film could be salvaged. |

In his early years, customs inspec-
tors were the bane of his existence.
“I hated them like poison,” he ad-
mits. But after spending days hang-
ing around customs offices, he began
to see their side of it. Fifty pieces of
strange-looking equipment, he real-
ized, werec the bane of the customs
men'’s existence, too. By now, though,
he has made friends with hundreds
of inspectors throughout the world.
They know he is an honest traveling
man and no longer eye his baggage
suspiciously.

Each year FitzPatrick spends about
four months traveling and another
four months at the M-G-M studios in
Culver City, cutting and dubbing
sound to his TravelTalks, for which
his wife occasionally writes back-
ground music.

In between trips, he keeps busy
with many other activities. He re-
cently opened the first in a chain of
travel agencies, which “will feature
the truth for travelers.” As he ex-
plains it, “If a traveler has heart
trouble and wants to go to Mexico
City, we'll tell her the altitude there
may be bad for her heart, instead of
letting her go there and be uncom-
fortable.”

He will also issue travel guides for
each country, giving rates, distances
and menus which he plans to keep
up-to-date with annual supplements.
And he will develop the three islands
he owns off the coast of Vancouver,
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British Columbia, into wvacation re-
sorts, with guest cottages, swimming
pools, tennis courts, boats and movies.

Fitz approaches this last project
very practically as a money-making
proposition. To build up that sec-
tion of the United States and Canada
as a tourist attraction, he will give a
series of radio talks on its beauties
from the island, “‘Hideaway,” which
he is keeping for himself.

During lay-off periods in years
gone by, FitzPatrick produced shorts
on great music composers, and on
noted American and European his-
torical figures. For a long while he
was ambitious to produce a full-
length picture. Republic Studios gave
him the chance a few years ago. The
result was Song of Mexico. One re-
viewer capsuled the opinion of most
of his colleagues when he wrote,
“And now, without reluctance, we
bid farewell to FitzPatrick’s Song of
Mexico.”

FitzPatrick has freedom of enter-
prise because he has always adhered
to the “‘lone wolf™ technique in busi-
ness. He has never worked for any-
one, nor in partnership. His Travel-
Talks belong to him, Metro-Goldwyn-
Mayer only distributes them. Costing
from $20,000 to $25,000 each, not
one of them has ever lost money.

FitzPatrick considers himself less
a romantic adventurer than a mis-
sionary, spreading good will and
brotherhood throughout the world.
He enjoys being the bearer of won-
drous sights to armchair travelers. It
pleases him that a blind woman in
Monterey, California, is his most
ardent fan, who “‘pictures the scenes
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as being even more beautiful than
they are on the screen.”

A Yale man, he became a profes-
sional traveler in 1929 when he made
a ten-minute travel film, From Bar-
celona to Valencia, during a trip to
Spain. When he returned to New
York, the movies had learned to talk.
Fitz made a record at the RCA Stu-
dios in Camden, New Jersey, narrat-
ing his film. '

It was the first screen narration,
and when he showed the film and
played the record for film executives,
to get a booking in the Loew theatres,
the moguls were of the opinion no
one would listen to *“‘a voice without
a face.”

Fitz got the manager of the Olym-
pia Theatre on upper Broadway to
run his film. It was a hot summer
afternoon. The theatre executives
came to test audience reaction. Dur-
ing the showing, heat expanded the

wax record and the needle got stuck.
Over and over, Fitz's voice kept say-
ing, “And it is here that the ladies
of Spain—And it is here that the
ladies of Spain . . .” The audience
laughed it off the screen.

The manager agreed, reluctantly,
to run the short again during the
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next show. Fitz sat in the projec-
tion booth, holding his finger on the
needle bar. At the end of the film,
he was near collapse from the heat
and nervous tension. A round of ap-
plause from the audience revived
him. The Loew executives agreed to
take his film, and shortly thereafter
he left on the first of many ‘round-
the-world trips to shoot more Travel-
Talks.

For many of his traveling years,
Fitz was a bachelor, free of home ties
and responsibilities. But one day
in 1938, walking up the gangplank
of a ship in Shanghai, he bumped
into a pretty young lady burdened,
among other things, with a birdcage.
Gallantly, he offered to carry the
birdcage.

Back in the States he married the
young lady, Lesley Champlin, a for-
mer Chicago newspaperwoman. For
a honeymoon, the famed traveler who
knew all the world’s lush, romantic
paradises and could have gone to any
one of them, ended up at Niagara
Falls, which he had never seen.

Now a happily married man with
five young children, he finds plenty
of adventure and excitement without
going beyond the walls of his spacious
Tudor-style home in Beverly Hills.

Gone are the days when he could
dismiss with a fatalistic shrug such
plane crashes as his own plunge into
the English Channel. On that occa-
sion, he lost ten reels of valuable film
and all his photographic equipment.

Another time he was involved in
a forced landing in Irag. As he
trudged to the British army post
nearby for help, he heard his own
voice coming from the camp theatre,
talking about Tibet, Land of Isola-
tion.

Now, for the sake of his wife and
family, he’s more concerned with
safety than with speed.

Fitz has become such an ardent
family man that—although he won’t
admit it because he thinks it’s bad
for his reputation as a globe-trotter—
it is rumored he is tired of traveling
and would like to stay home and sit
by the fire of an evening in his slip-
pers, having bid a happy and per-
manent farewell to strange and exotic
lands.

His motto has always been, “‘See
the world before you leave it.”

“Personally,” someone recently re-
marked, “I suspect he’d prefer to
leave the world without seeing any
more of it.”

. The public opinion pollsters are still finding eight per cent of the people
without opinions. We wonder why we never come in contact with any of these

undoubtedly charming persons.

.. When the recent war stopped and peace “broke out,” the dove ot peace
didn’t bring an olive branch in its bill; it brought only the bill.—Wendell

Noble.

When Paramount got tired of a lot of trash around the lot, it paid
$2.50 a load to have it hauled away. The Great Gatsby script called for a
scene in a city dump. So Paramount ordered the junk back, at $2.50 a load.

Des Moines Register.
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Electricity serves and it slays—so don’t get your wires crossed!

DESPONDENT young man in

Ohio, tired of it all, climbed to
the top of a high tension electric
tower and theatrically waved fare-
well to horrified watchers below.

But in the midst of his dramatics
the youth accidentally brushed against
a live wire packing a potent punch of
33,000 volts—15 times the wvoltage
used in any efficient electric chair.
The juice flowed through him and he
plunged 30 feet to the ground.

But despite his tumble and the
amazing electric shock he received,
the young man was unhurt and
scratched his head in puzzlement over
his good fortune.

“Thirty-three thousand wvolts and

I'm still here! Guess it's intended
that I stay alive.” And he did.

That was a typical caprice of elec-
tricity, man’s good friend and mur-
derous foe. A Toledo mother wasn't
as lucky in her experience with shock.

Intending to give her baby a bath,
she warmed the water in a metal tub
with a small electric immersion
heater. Then she placed the cooing
infant in the water without removing
the heater. As the appliance had an
undetected flaw, a sufficient elec-
trical charge was built up in the
water to kill the baby instantly.

rhutn()
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by STANLEY S. JACOBS

Actually, the ordinary 110-volt out-
let in your house or office is deadlier
than mighty charges of tens of thou-
sands of volts. Indeed, your home is
potentially more hazardous than a
power station. The most dangerous
“shock spots™ are the laundry, kitchen
and bathroom. More than 50 per cent
of all accidental home electrocutions
occur in the bathroom.

Typical of such tragedies was that
which befell a Philadelphia broker
who complained of a stiff neck. Fool-
ishly, he massaged the sore neck with
an electric vibrator while he lay at
ease in a hot tub of water. Immedi-
ate death resulted when moisture com-
bined with the electricity flowing
through the appliance.

“Does the electric chair always kill
its occupants at once?”

This frequently-asked question is
answered in the negative by many
researchers. They believe that actual
death comes to a condemned man in
the autopsy room and not in the hot
seat.

This belief was almost put to the
test in 1928 when a resourceful at-
torney for murderess Ruth Snyder
served a last-minute writ on Warden
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Lewis Lawes of Sing Sing forbidding
an autopsy after the electrocution of
his client.

“I've got a physician ready at a
nearby sanatorium,” he confided to
associates. ‘““We'll rush Ruth’s body
straight from the electric chair to the
sanatorium, where the doc will give
her injections of adrenalin the mo-
ment we arrive. That way, we may
save her and she’ll be legally free and
alive, though executed according to
law!™

The scheme was deflated when the
undaunted warden, counseled by his
own lawyers, ignored the writ which
hadn’t been correctly signed by a
judge. The electrocution and subse-
quent autopsy went off as scheduled
for the murderess of the decade. But
scientists think that the lawyer’s plan
might have saved his client if the
warden had permitted this legal stra-
tagem.

“Does electrocution cause horrible
pain or blessed oblivion?”

A. B. Rose, an electrician of North
Carolina, has the answer to this one.
To all intents and purposes, Rose was
thoroughly electrocuted when he held
a grounded wire at the very instant
lightning struck it!

“I thought every bone in my body
was individually snapped like a twig,”
he related. *“Each tendon cracked
with prolonged torture and agony.
Then I saw a sheet of blue flame
inches from my face and all my pain
ebbed away. I knew nothing more
until I was revived.”

Doctors who worked over him say
that Rose was “dead” for 15 minutes.
That he lived is attributed to the
strange fact that a man has a better
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chance to escape with his life after
a 50,000-volt shock than he has fol-
lowing a 110-volt hit.

TRANGE facts about shocks were

gathered by Dr. Livingston Ferris
of New York, who used 1,000 guinea
pigs and 500 sheep, dogs and cats in
his experiments with high and low
voltage. He found that high voltage
paralyzes the nerve centers and
breathing stops—but the animals were
revived.

Low wvoltage, peculiarly, affected
the heart in every case and caused
that organ’s muscles to flutter violent-
ly and irregularly, bringing certain
death within a few minutes.

And a European “shock detective™
inserted tiny glass windows in the
chests of dogs and cats, before shock-
ing them with currents of varying
intensities. His observation of their
hearts bore out Dr. Ferris’ finding
that low voltage was three times as
risky as high power shocks.

Another shock sleuth is Dr. Leo
Alexander, who worked with the Bos-
ton City Hospital and Harvard Medi-
cal School to discover just what hap-

pens when made-to-order lightning
smacks frail human flesh. As a re-
sult of his studies, Dr. Alexander
warns that no electric shock wvictim
should be considered beyond hope un-
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THE SHOCKING TRUTH

less he has had 12 hours of artificial
respiration applied by first aid ex-
perts.

“I could say amen to that!” ex-
claims a Bellevue Hospital X-ray tech-
nician in New York, who lives today
though he was gripped by 75,000
volts of electricity. This happened
when he mistakenly touched a live
plate. An alert helper quickly switched
off the machine and the unconscious
technician—considered a sure candi-
date for a coffin—was sped to an
iron lung respirator.

For hours, his limp body was auto-
matically furnished with oxygen by
the mechanical lung. His dormant
nerve centers were revived and he
came back to the world of the living,
a dazed but grateful man,

A similar experience was endured
by Ernest Heglund, who touched a
live wire in a New York power house.
His heart had stopped by the time
fellow workmen shut off the 70,000
volts racing through his body. But
knowing the tricks of electricity, they
didn’t give up but worked over Heg-
lund in relays until he was resusci-
tated.

If you've had a stunning electric
shock and survived it, you may thank
your skin for intervening between
you and death. For your suscepti-
bility to shocks is determined by your
skin resistance, which varies from
one person to another.

Water always reduces your skin’s
ability to withstand electric current.
Wet hands and wet feet can be

A
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lethal if you tinker with appliances
hooked up to the ordinary 60 cycle,
alternating-current house circuit. With
dry hands, you can seize a live 100-
volt wire and it may cause a severe
tingle and muscle soreness. Grab the
same wire with damp or perspiring
fingers and you're almost certain of
a prompt funeral.

The electric chair uses only 2,000
volts and less than eight amperes of
current. Its electrical contacts are
moistened with salt water to lower
the occupant’s skin resistance. Yet
accident records show that 88 per
cent of all individuals who are
shocked by 40,000 or more volts—20
times that of the electric chair—re-
cover with no apparent injuries!

Did you know that one shock’s
effects may be overcome by another
electric shock administered soon af-
terward? Even a current of one am-
pere, enough to light a 100-watt bulb,
was sufficient to start heart pulsa-
tions in animals which to all appear-
ances had been electrocuted in the
laboratories.

But always play safe and respect
electricity—despite its vagaries—for
the killer it is. Here is a case in point:

A Newton, Massachusetts, high
school boy, hurt in a football game,
applied an electric pad to his thigh.
During the night, he perspired from
the heat and the pad was soaked
through. He was electrocuted while
he slept—another victim of the force
which serves and slays.

.As t}xe latest answer to the traffic problem, the city of New Castle,
Indiana, is reported now to be selling $10 books of parking tickets which
entitle the buyer to 20 parking violations a year.—American.
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A well-known newspaperman was engaged by a Hollywood producer
as a technical adviser in a drama of newspaper life. He watched in amaze-
ment as reporters, true to movie tradition, rushed about with sheaves of
galley proofs. “Why don’t they calm down?’ he asked. ‘“Reporters never
move that fast. And reporters never see galley proofs.”

“They look impressive,” explained the director.

The picture continued on its hectic way. Reporters dictated headlines,
ordered compositors to hold up the press, and periodically told off the
editor. Resignedly the expert watched, drawing his $50 per day plus ex-
penses.

Only once was his counsel heeded. He noticed that when the camera
was set up before the editor’s office, the lettering on the door faced into the
room. He mustered up courage to point out the error. As workmen were
changing the door, the expert heard the director say to his assistant,
“Where did you get that guy? Say, he’s great!"—Lookout.

A

A large company had moved its payroll date up a day and the clerks
were working late to fill the rush order. A few of the men sweated at their
desks past midnight, past one a. m., past two a. m. Finally at two-fifty
they put on their coats to leave.

As they started out the door, a girl typing the results of their calculations
looked up. “Aha!” she charged. *“Clock watchers.”

A

The gentleman’s attitude was polite but firm. *“I'm sorry,” he told the
young woman who was selling tickets for the charity concert, “but I won't
be able to attend the concert. It's for a most worthy cause. Although I
can't be there, I assure you that I shall be with you in spirit.”

“Fine,” exclaimed the young woman. “‘Give me two dollars and T'll
give you a ticket so your spirit will have a place to sit.”

A

Delivering a speech at a banquet on the night of his arrival in a large
city, a visiting bishop told several anecdotes he expected to repeat at meet-
ings the next day. Because he wanted to use them again, he instructed re-
porters to omit the jokes from any accounts they might turn in to their
papers. A cub reporter, in commenting on the speech, ended his piece with
the following: *“The bishop told a number of stories that cannot be pub-
lished.”—Louisville Courier-Journal Magazine.

A

The only creature able to croak and climb at the same time is a toad.
—Canadian Business.
A
Explaining the meaning of certain words to her class, the teacher finally

came to ‘‘sufficient.”

“Now,” she said brightly, “‘suppose there was a cat here, and I gave
it a saucerful of milk, which it drank. Then I gave it another saucerful and
it drank all that, too. But when I gave it the third saucerful, the cat would
only drink half of it. We can now say that the cat had sufficient. Now,
Tommy, what is the meaning of ‘sufficient’?”

“A catful of milk.”
A

Business prophets tell what is going to happen; business profits tell what
has happened.



With a three, five, seven or four, the odds seem to be in your favor.
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by FREDERICK A. REED

ARLY each October, Americans
go on their biggest gambling
spree. The impetus behind this money-
changing orgy is the World Series,
which serves as a shill for millions
and millions of numbers pools that
operate with each World Series game.
Buying a number in a World Series
pool is as nationwide as the measles.
But unlike measles, these pools infect
the same population segment year
after year, in addition reaching new
victims as they spread to epidemic
proportions each fall. For when the
autumn baseball classics begin, bar-
bers, bartenders, shop foremen, sales-
men and even the boss’s secretary
suddenly turn bookmakers and start
making up pools. Ready customers
for these amateur bookies come from
all levels of life. Even
the little lady at home
can probably find op-
portunities to buy a
pool number no farther
away than the neigh-
borhood drug or gro-
cery store.

The great appeal of
the World Series pool

is its absolute amateur

status. Because there is no *‘take™ for
those men who earn their livelihood
from games of chance, these pools are
safe from the professional gamblers.
There can be no “fix.” A person
merely draws a number from a candy
box, hat or other receptacle which
holds ten pieces of paper numbered
from one to ten. Each number costs
the same amount of money — ten,
twenty-five or fifty cents, perhaps one
or five dollars—depending upon the
jackpot of that particular pool. The
winning number is the one that coin-
cides with the total score of that day’s
game, or the final digit of the score
if the number totals more than ten.
Each pool pays off tenfold, or 100
per cent, to the person holding the
winning number; consequently, there
can be no rake-off for
the promoter.

Undoubtedly you
have read about people
who spent weeks flip-
ping a coin only to find
that heads and tails
landed uppermost ap-
proximately an equal
number of times. From
a percentage stand-
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point, any of the figures from one to
ten in the World Series pools should,
like the head or tail of a coin, come
out on top approximately the same
number of times over a long period.
However, in the case of the World
Series pools, the old law of averages
fails to function, and a study of the
record books proves that the baseball
classics do have certain favored
numbers.

Since the Great American Game
began staging its annual finals in the
fall of 1903, there have been 257
World Series games. With that many
games already in the record books,
each of the pool numbers, one to ten
inclusive, should have been a
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a pool for each World Series game
since 1903, you would have paid out
$128.50 and would have received
back $230. In contrast to this, the cost
of the number ten in a 50 cent pool
for each of the World Series games
would also have been $128.50—but
your take would have been only $55.

Between 1919 and 1922, a mild but
definite revolution took place in the
Great American Game. The cause of
this revolution was a gradual increase
in the resiliency of the baseball itself.
This resulted in the rabbit ball, a ball
that was purposely designed to travel
farther when hit by the batter. Al-
though the rabbit ball made long hits,

winner 25.7 times in order |
to match par for the course.
Only four numbers have,
however, met and bettered
this average. These numbers
are: three, 46 times a win-
ner; five, 33 times a winner;
seven, 31 times on top; and
four, which paid off 29 times.

The other and below aver-
age numbers finished as fol-
lows: mnine, 25 times; two,
21 times; six, 21 times; eight,
20 times; one, 20 times; and
ten, 11 times.

By far and away the
sweepstake winning pool
number in 43 years of World
Series games (there was no
Series in 1904) is the num-
ber three. For example, if you

had laid down a 50 cent
piece for the number three in

THEODORE
LARSEN
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especially home-runs, a more impor-
tant factor in deciding World Series
games, it changed the pattern of win-
ning pool numbers but slightly. A
compilation of the 163 games played
since the 1920 Series shows that the
numbers three, five, seven and four
continue to land on top most often
and in that order; that nine is an
average winner, and that the other
six numbers are below the 16.3 aver-
age which they should have main-
tained to be ten-to-one-shots.

The way the numbers finished in
these 163 games is as follows: three,
24 winners; five, 23 winners; seven,
22 winners; four, 18 winners; nine,
17 winners; eight, 15 winners; one,
13 winners; two, 13 winners; six, 13
winners; and ten, 5 winners.

So there you have it; three, five,
seven and four are the numbers to
draw in a World Series pool. If your
draw isn’t so lucky in this fall’s World
Series, probably you can find oppor-
tunities to trade your unlucky num-

bers for those that have proved to be
the ones most likely to win.

But remember, “anything can hap-
pen in a ball game—and usually does.”
This is equally applicable to World
Series pools. For instance, number six
has twice been the winner in these
pools the “hard way”—once, in the
first game of the 1907 Series when the
Cubs and Tigers tied, 3-to-3; and
again, in the second game of the 1922
Series when the Giants and Yankees
played to a similar deadlock. And
“boxcars,” that enemy of dice players,
brought smiles to those holding the
number two, when the Red Sox and
Giants had a 6-to-6 affair in the sec-
ond game of the 1912 Series.

Yes, anything can happen in a
World Series pool. It’s even possible
that number ten might blow hot this
fall. Ten hasn’t brought home the
heavy sugar since the 1939 Series.
It's due, and it’s a repeater, having
won twice in 1903, in 1914 and again
in 1928.

A man was commenting on the increasing difficulties faced in getting an
education. “I recall,” said the gentleman, *‘that I myself had a little trouble
in the first grade. But I declare, before I got through the second grade, it
made me so nervous that I could hardly shave."—World Cal.

Under the windshield wiper of a brand new car was a sheet of paper
on which was neatly written, “Att'y—am inside attending to business.”

Below, also neatly written was, “"Policeman—I attended to mine outside.”
On the door was a parking ticket.—PM.

A machine has just been invented to do the work of 100 ordinary men
. . . No machine will ever be invented that can do the work of one extra-

ordinary man.—John L. Collyer.

Sir Harry Lauder once stopped off at Butte, Montana. The town was
about one mile from the station, and the famous Scot inquired irritably of
his buggy driver why they had built the station so far away. “"Maybe,” replied
the old man, *“it was to have the depot near the railroad.”

Instead of choosing the lesser of two evils, many people choose the one
they haven't tried before.—Cedar County News.






Salt Minec

'lNTHESkU

The cost of high living is bard work!

HE TWA official who was a

Very Important Person on board
Flight 187 couldn’t keep back a frown.
Everything seemed to be going accord-
ing to flight plan aboard the DC-3,
but still the man seemed disturbed and
mildly annoyed. He was a very curi-
ous Brass Hat and the stewardess was
giving him something to worry about.

It had been a rough flight from
Kansas City. However, now that din-
ner was over, and in some cases up,
things had quieted down somewhat.
The cabin would have looked more as
the travel ads promised though, except
for the strange actions of the steward-
ess. She was searching intently for
something — peering around seats,
standing on the toes of her neatly
polished uniform shoes—with the in-
tense concentration of a female who at
the very least has lost a family heir-
loom.

When the V.I.P. could stand the
strain no longer, he summoned her
with an executive finger and de-
manded to know the object of her
search. Was some part of the plane’s
equipment missing? Should the pilot
be notified?

“Oh, no,” the girl replied a little
sadly, “I'm just looking for the glam-
our this job was supposed to have.”

The true facts are that the job of
stewardess on any airline is exceed-

by NORTON HUGHES JONATHAN

ingly short on glamour. Few girls who
progress beyond the probationary
period expect life on the airways to be
bounded by John Robert Powers on
the east and Louis B. Mayer on the
west. The girls in flight service usually
work hard. Their job has nothing in
common with modeling, debutanting,
or posing for cheese-cake photos in
Hollywood. Legs are used strictly to
get a girl up and down the aisle, and
the charley-horse is close to being an
occupational hazard.

The popular romantic conception of
the stewardess probably stems from
the movies, the Faith Baldwin school
of magazine fiction and the fact that
it is still considered unusual for a
young female to earn her daily bread
8,000 feet in the air.

Ruth Garlid, who gave up teaching
school in a small town to go to work
for United Airlines, says that she
doesn’t miss the glamour at all. “May-
be the job had some in the old days,
but not any more. Now it’s just plain
hard work taking care of 50 passen-
gers. I like the job because of the
freedom and variety it offers, and be-
cause I like people. I find it’s a lot
easier to please passengers than the
members of a small town school
board.”

The girls who survive the stiff se-
lection and training program main-
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tained by the airlines can be sure to
find themselves, upon graduation, in
situations calling for strong strains of
the pioneer woman. True, they aren’t
asked to fight off the Indians, but
there are cther problems to surmount.
Problems, incidentally, that have noth-
ing to do with danger. Being level-
headed young women, they believe
the insurance statistics and worry less
about accidents than the earth-bound
maiden who must brave the 5:15 traf-
fic crush at 12th and Grand. The dif-
ficulties they encounter are largely an
accumulation of all the minor things
that can go wrong when trying to get
50-odd passengers across the country
in a hurry—feeding them, humoring
them, and leaving them dazed but
cheerful in New York or Los Angeles.
This requires hard work, responsi-
bility, and a cheerful tolerance of
people who may be normal human
beings on the ground but sometimes
don't act like it while in the air.

Contrary to the glamour legend,
airline stewardesses are not creatures
set apart. Also, few of them are
nurses, with that antiseptic cheerful-
ness common to the bedpan trade. In-
stead, most of them are feminine, pop-
ular, extrovertish—not too far away
from college and not too far away
from the altar. Some of them are ex-
school teachers, like Ruth Garlid, or
escaped secretaries. All of them who
satisfactorily pass probation are de-
pendable females who somehow man-
age to submerge their battered nerves,
tired feet and personal feelings until
they can get off the plane.

While on duty, a stewardess is ex-
pected to combine the cheerful ef-
ficiency of a tea room waitress with

Swing
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Greer Garson’s sweet coolness—with
something of the Florence Nightin-
gale touch for good measure. All this
and conversational ability, too, brings
a modest pay check. Some airline of-
ficials still seem to feel that they're
doing the girls a favor by letting them
put on a uniform.

Hollywood notwithstanding, " few
stewardesses marry either pilots or
those dashing, successful young pas-
sengers who are supposed to brighten
their lives with dates at the Stork
Club or Ciro’s upon the completion of
a flight. Why?

(1) Because, for one thing, most
pilots are already married or other-
wise amorously entangled. For an-
other, being human they are disposed
to seek the company of females who
consider them to be very romantic
creatures. The girls who work with
them are inclined to take a more real-
istic view.

(2) Because the girls get quite
enough of the Successful Young Busi-
nessman while he’s on the plane. Some
of the girls feel their job brings out
the Casanova in many males—some-
times only shyly, but sometimes with
considerable force. One enterprising
maiden who flies for Braniff has writ-
ten down all the *“lines™ she has heard.
“There aren’t very many new ones,’
she complains. ‘““You just hear the
same old ‘con’ over and over again.”
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Stewardesses more often marry the
boy back home or some male encoun-
tered during off-duty hours. These
fellows usually think it a wise plan
to get them up to the altar as soon as
possible, which accounts in part for
the large number of girls who are on
the job less than a year.

Some of the others who quit, or
are fired, are tired of flying, of being
cheerful, of the hard work, of airsick
passengers. Others get tired of the
“brakeman’s life” of working irregu-
lar hours—of walking into a strange
hotel room at three o’clock in the
morning to find that two other stew-
ardesses have claimed the best beds.
When any of these things happen,
some man is going to find himself
married, but soon.

Dating an airline stewardess calls
for a considerable amount of patience,
a comprehensive knowledge of the
flight schedule and a willingness to
meet planes at strange hours. Social
engagements are apt to be broken
without notice because of the weather,
tired feet or the whims of the little

men out at the airport who sit in the
office marked ““Crew Schedule.”

Also, the man in an airline girl’s
life must possess the capacity to toler-
ate a community existence on the part
of his beloved. Most stewardesses live
three to five in an apartment in their
terminal city. Between trips there is a
constant washing of clothes. Drying
blouses, slips and girdles are festooned
over everything in sight, particularly
in the bathroom and kitchen. The
man who makes a social call is likely
to find himself dispatched to the
corner grocery for another box of
Duz.

On duty, the job is a strange com-
bination of the same tiresome, routine
chores and the new and startling. That
so many girls like the work and thrive
on it is a tribute to the resourceful-
ness of the young American female.

Norma Repaid is a good example of
the kind of stewardess that passengers
write glowing reports about. Called
“Jo by a large portion of American
Airlines, she is a Detroit girl whose
uncle is Billy Repaid, the radio com-
mentator. She gave up teaching two
years ago to attend American’s stew-
ardess school at Ardmore, Oklahoma.
Now stationed in Chicago, she lives
with two other stewardesses in a
tiny apartment on Drexel Boulevard.
Currently the girls are engaged in a
running battle with their landlady
over a rent increase. Their only other
unhappiness stems from the fact that
their telephone number was only re-
cently abandoned by a taxicab com-
pany, meaning an average of three
wrong numbers an hour, night and
day.

Because she is assigned to an early
morning trip, Jo has to get up before
dawn and propel herself out to the
airport the best way she can. After
checking in with the other members
of the crew, Miss Repaid is ready to
receive the first eager, worried, an-
noyed, happy, amorous or slightly
soggy passenger. Then the hungry
must be fed, landmarks identified, the
timid reassured, the airsick comforted.
The cabin of a plane is no place for a
prima donna, or a maiden who bursts
into tears easily.

There are endless experiences. Jo
likes to tell about the time she served
the gravy for the bean soup on her



24 Swing

first nervous trip after graduation
from stewardess school. And then
there was the little character who
boarded her plane after fortifying
himself at the nearest saloon. He felt
compelled to dance soon after leaving
the ground and floated up and down
the aisle with Jo in pursuit. She has
also had her share of men misunder-
stood by their wives, grandmothers
who couldn’t speak a word of English,
babes in arms, and Babes anxious to
impress the stewardess and everybody
else in earshot. She says, I just let
‘em play Queen for a Day.”

An occasional misfit spoils the rec-
ord now and then, but Jo Repaid and
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the other successful stewardesses have
developed a happy faculty for taking
in stride any number of bizarre situa-
tions, from the ridiculous to those that
would try the patience of a seasoned
diplomat. Basically they're good at
their job because they enjoy doing
things for people.

There’s no yearning for glamour.
Most of them would turn down a date
at the Stork Club to eat Dutch Treat
with the other members of the crew at
Greasy Phil’s hamburger joint across
from the airport. There no one would
notice the consumption of that third
hamburger.

‘iJLli, Aic[., ’I/U/w’:s coo/u'n’.?”



Duncan Hines

Yoon Temmey's Best Priend !

In the bhands of Mr. Hines, the
pen is mightier than the board.

by MORTON L. GIBBS

THE most worried people in Amer-
ica are the restaurant owners and
their chefs. They never know when a
suave, argus-eyed, former printing
salesman named Duncan Hines will
pop into their places, take a few bites
of their specialties, and make or break
them with some well-chosen words
about the cuisine.

They have good cause to be appre-
hensive. For the benign nod of Mr.
Hines can mean as much as a $100,-
000-a-year increase in sales to a large
eatery. Just as Americans pin their
faith on Emily Post (manners), and
on Angelo Patri (child care), so do
they entrust their stomachs to the
watchful Mr. Hines, our foremost
food fancier.

If you've ever zoomed over the
highways and spotted places flaunting
neat little signs reading, “Recom-
mended by Duncan Hines,”” you may
have wondered how this fellow gets
around and eats in the thousands of
restaurants which sing hosannas to his
name.

The answer is—he doesn’t. No one
gourmet could eat in all of America’s
dining places, though Hines once tried
his best to do exactly that. Nowadays,

he depends on a group of 60 friends
who do “spot checking” for him.
Trained in Hines’ rigid requirements,
and possessing magnificent appetites
of their own, these food scouts are
garbed in the anonymity which cloaks
Secret Service operatives or the Rus-
sian OGPU.

A restaurateur never knows when
a Hines agent is eating in his place. If
he has been previously approved and
listed by Hines in his guidebook, and
has since become careless in his serv-
ice or fare, that information is wired
or airmailed to the vigilant Mr. Hines.
The only punishment is swift removal
from Hines’ annual best-selling hand-
book, Adventures in Good Eating.
That’s a fate worse than death to any
wise restaurant man.

It isn’t the cost of a dinner that in-
fluences the implacable Mr. Hines. It’s
taste alone—plus cleanliness.

“Price means little!” he snorts. “The
best lemon pie I ever tasted in my
life sold for ten cents a slice in a town
with a population of 50. One of the
worst was served in a Manhattan
hotel—and it set me back 40 cents!”

Hines and his agents pay for all the
meals they sample. They are adamant
on this point. Nor does Hines accept
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restaurant advertising in his handbook,
for he has a horror of what his public
would think of his objectivity if an ad
crept in.

The mammoth Hines enterprise and
his rise to culinary greatness began
some years ago when Duncan and his
wife took a cross-country motor trip.
They jotted down the names of sev-
eral dozen restaurants which they
liked, solely for the guidance of their
friends.

Soon, friends of the friends—and
then a drove of strangers—were beg-
ging Hines for mimeographed copies
of his list of quality eating places.
Finally, in 1936, Hines took a chance
and paid for the publication of 1,000
copies of his first modest guidebook.
The result was nerve-shattering.

Overnight, Hines had become a
celebrity and the owner of a flourish-
ing annual publishing venture which
ever since has been in the best-seller
category.

Later, Hines was compelled by his
adoring public to print a companion

guidebook, Lodging For the Night,
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which like his first volume sold for
$1.50. It recommends hotels, motels,
tourist homes and other caravansaries
which he or his deputies vouch for.
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America’s restaurant hosts thank
Hines for his emphasis on good man-
ners. A Southern hotel man com-
ments:

“Hines saves our industry half-a-
million dollars a year, or more, by in-
sisting on polite smoking habits! For-
merly, we suffered astronomic dollar
damage to carpets, napkins and table
cloths. But our losses are now at a
minimum, because the people who fol-
low his guidebooks also observe his
hints on genteel behavior. He'’s a god-
send!”

Hines takes a dim view of fancy
French names on menus. He likes to
know what he’s eating. Fifteen million
disciples heartily agree.

They agree with him so completely
about everything that they beat a
dusty trail to his headquarters in
Bowling Green, Kentucky, which has
become a national shrine for those who
value their digestions.

Here, he edits his famed guidebooks
and will sell you a delicious hickory-
smoked ham if he thinks you’ll ap-
preciate its flavor. If you beg him,
he’ll sell you his own cookbook con-
taining treasured recipes from the best
eating houses, famed and obscure. But
first Hines makes certain that you're
an individual who really likes good
cooking and not just a nosey boor.

Few chefs can resist his invitation
to surrender their most secret and
cherished recipes. One Los Angeles
cook, a dour Frenchman who chased
kibitzers from his kitchen with a meat
cleaver, held out for 15 years.

But when Duncan paid a visit to
his kitchen, he succumbed to the Hines
dignity and charm and gave his all on
the altar of cookery—a magnificent
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prescription for preparing artichoke
bottoms stuffed with crab or lobster.

“In your hands it is good, Mr.
Hines!” he purred happily.

Hines’ supply of rare recipes comes
from housewives, grandmothers, Army
chefs, writers, artists, globe-trotters
and farm wives. A Chicago doctor
entrusted Duncan with the know-how
for making out-of-this-world Philadel-
phia scrapple. A Long Island farmer
surrendered the recipe for “bogberry
omelet,” a scrap of paper which money
couldn’t have bought.

Now 64, Hines is a courtly and trim
figure. He hasn’t the shadow of a
tummy. That’s because he eats spar-
ingly, though he confesses that often
he’d like to savor a meal right through
to the final course.

In fact, he sometimes eats only one
meal a day in order to keep his taste-
buds functioning perfectly. Restau-
rant owners seldom recognize him.
Few photos have been taken of the
master gourmet. That’s because Hines
shuns the preferential treatment which
would be given him if he were known.

After having traveled more than a
million miles hunting the best dining
places, Hines still likes to give his
finest accolade to tiny, hard-to-locate
places. The more difficult a restau-
rant is to find, say his followers, the
greater the appreciation of its cook-
ing.

That explains what happened in
Deadwood, South Dakota, where a |
small restaurant languished for years |
until Mr. Hines bowled along on a
motor trip. Chancing a meal, he fell

in love with the “Calamity Jane”
steak served at this humble eatery.

He made due mention of it in his
next guidebook, and overnight the
place became famous. Soon, the owner
was taking reservations by phone and
wire from palpitating travelers as dis- |
tant as 200 miles away.

If you like ice water with your din-
ner, then Duncan Hines is your
champion. He sets great store by a
place whose waiters put shining
glasses and a burnished water pitcher
before the guests without being asked
to.

Men like him because he has waged
a lifelong campaign for bigger ash-
trays. ““A guy as regular as that could |
endorse asparagus soup and we'd love
it!” says a Chicago fan. He’s so right! !

In the block where I live is a friendly Negro cook named Mary, Very
often when she thinks I am ill, she brings me little tidbits. One day she
brought me a plate of hash. It was delicious and I asked her how she made

such wonderful hash.

Mary’s face glowed with pleasure at the compliment. "“‘Beef is nothin’;
peppah’s nothin’; onions is nothin’; but when I frows myself into the hash
—dat’s what makes it what it is.”—Julia W. Wolfe.



People Are Like That

AST winter, Kenneth Roberts was scheduled to give a lecture in the
auditorium of the Boston Public Library. When the day of the lecture
arrived, a moderate snowstorm was in progress. About five in the after-
noon, Mr. Roberts phoned from his home in Maine to cancel the engage-
ment. “What!" exclaimed the librarian, ‘‘the man who wrote Northwest
Passage can't brave two inches of snow?”
Mr. Roberts kept the engagement.—Saturday Review of Literature.

Millard Hopper, of New York, is a disillusioned man. Tired of hearing
his friends brag about Mayflower ancestors, Hopper took up the offer of a
genealogist and had his ancestry traced. Anxious to confirm the report, he
went to the Holland Society which provided information that his great-
grandfather was buried in Greenwood Cemetery, Brooklyn. Records there in-
dicated that the century-old Stephen Merritt Funeral Parlors had prepared
the body for burial. Mr. Hopper wrote for corroboration. Within a few
days, he was advised by the Parlors his ancestor had not only had the deluxe
$385 complete funeral in 1850, but that only $200 of this amount had been
paid, and would he please remit $185.—Parade.

A

Long skirts have the women hemming and the men hawing.
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An editor’s wife bas a special cross,
compounded of too many bhusbands.

by RICHARD E. GLENDINNING

IN the days before Harry Johnson
became a member of the Enter-
prise’s editorial staff, he had been a
normal newspaperman with no more
than his share of the usual city room
inhibitions. But when he began to
write editorials, an insidious change
crept over him, as it does to all those
who exercise the Editorial We.

He was not content to influence
readers alone with the plural pro-
noun. Each night, after locking all
unfinished business in his desk, he
took the Editorial We home with
him, forcing his wife, Gretchen, and
Lucy, their husky cook, to contend
with it. Actually, the trouble started
there, because the pair was never
able to discover just where the We
had come from.

Lucy was really the first to come
to grips with the pronoun on an
otherwise inauspicious Sunday morn-
ing shortly after Harry became privi-
leged to write in the first person. He
wandered into Lucy's kitchen and
ran his left finger around the edge
of the mixing bowl. Licking chocolate
icing from the probing digit, he re-
marked, “Lucy, we like this.”

Lucy was scrubbing a pan at the
sink. She turned and, seeing no one

at the mixing bowl but her employer,
asked, “Who's that with you, Mr.
Johnson?”

“No one but us, Lucy.”

*“Meaning you and me?”

“That’s all.”

“Then who besides you is at the
mixing bowl? I'm over here.”

“I'm the only one. I said we
liked it.”

Lucy’s large eyes rolled owlishly.
“Yes, sir, Mr. Johnson, I guess we
sure do.” She sidled toward the
kitchen door, ready to make a hasty
exit. Later, when Harry repeated his
antics, Lucy got a short length of
lead pipe from the basement, which
she kept within easy reach at all
times.

Trying as Lucy’s experience might
have been, it was Gretchen Johnson
who suffered most from Harry's edi-
torial prerogative. She found the
plural pronoun to be particularly un-
nerving when there was company.
One night, for example, the O’Briens
came over for bridge and were paired
against Gretchen and Harry.

Mrs. O'Brien mentioned a spade.

“We bid two hearts,” said Harry.

“T'll speak for myself, dear,”
Gretchen murmured.
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“Of course,” Harry said, “but the
bidding hasn’t come to you yet.
You'll get your chance, so be patient.”

“Then please don’t tell them how
I'll bid. As a matter of fact, I didn’t
have hearts in mind at all.”

“Gretchen, I was not telling them
your bid.”

“You said that we bid two hearts.”

“Yes, we, meaning me.”

The softness in Gretchen’s voice
vanished, leaving only sharp edges.
“Oh, so I don’t count for anything
around here!”

“Gretchen,” Harry sighed, “don’t
be ridiculous.”

The O’Briens became uncomfort-
able. Suspecting that the Johnsons
had devised a complicated method for
signaling hands, they went home
early, in an obvious huff.

Several times during the next few
days, Gretchen wished that she had
gone with the O’Briens.

In the midst of small household
arguments, Harry had the annoying
habit of calling upon his unseen col-
laborators for assistance. “Gretchen,”
he would say, “we do not agree with
you.” Invariably, she would surren-
der with the hopeless feeling she had
been outnumbered.

As a direct result of Harry’s newly
acquired idiosyncrasy, a domestic crisis
arose one morning. He came down
to breakfast after a night of conviv-
iality at his club. He was pale and
his eyes were red-rimmed. In a tired
voice, he said, “‘Lucy, we don’t feel
right this morning. Tomato juice
might fix us up.”

Lucy slammed down her skillet and
made straight for her mistress. She
announced that she had stood for a
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great deal in the past few weeks, but
that she coud stand for no more.

“What,” Gr2tchen asked, ““did he
say this time, precisely?”

“He accused me of drinking. He
said we both got hangovers!”

“Lucy, we must be brave”
Gretchen said, meaning it just that
way. “But there’s got to be a show-
down. We won’t have peace until
there is.”

The show-down came sooner than
anyone expected. It came that very
evening when Harry limped into the
house, dragging his right leg behind
him.

“What’s wrong?” Gretchen asked
worriedly. She had cause to worry.
If Harry were seriously hurt, she
might have him around the house for
several days.

“We tripped on the sidewalk and
threw our hip out of place.”

Calling upon Lucy for help,
Gretchen got Harry up the stairs and
into bed. She made him comfortable
while Lucy phoned Dr. Van Horne,
the family doctor.

The doctor arrived within a half-
hour and rushed to Harry’s bedside.
He peered down at the patient,
clucked his tongue sadly and tilted
his head to one side. ““Well, Mr.
Johnson,™ he said at last, “well, well.
Just where do we hurt most?”

“We don’t feel so good all over.
Our hip is—"

“‘Hah-hah! The joke’s on me,” the
doctor said, a strange gleam in his
eyes. ‘I mean yours.”

“My what?”

“Your hip.”

“Of course, it is.”

Dr. Van Horne wagged his finger
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under Harry’s nose. ““You said it

was ours.”

“Don’t be silly. Does this look like
your hip?”

“There, there, Mr. Johnson, we
mustn’t exert ourselves, must we?
Just rest a moment and then tell us
all about it.”

Harry breathed deeply. “We were
walking up the—"

“You and your wife?”

“Just me—and we tripped on the
sidewalk. That’s all.”

A
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The doctor snatched Harry’s wrist
and took the pulse. He felt Harry's
brow. Finally, he felt his own. “All
right,” he said, pursing his lips, “rest
is what we need. We must remain in
bed perfectly still until our hip is
all well again.” With a final mop
at his brow, the doctor got out of
the room as quickly as possible.

A moment later, Gretchen bustled
“What did he say, dear?”

Harry snorted derisively. ‘*‘He
wanted to get in bed with me, or
some such fool thing. He wanted to
rest his leg. Either he’s crazy or I
am.”
Gretchen murmured something.

“Dammit, Gretchen, don’t mum-
ble! What did you say?”

“I said, ‘“You said it’.”

Lucy stomped across the room and
none too-gently set a pot of tea on

the bedside table. “We sure did!”
she said.

in.

Toward A Broader View

Albert Einstein attended a banquet at which a number of windy speeches
were delivered. Late in the evening the principal speaker, who was determined
to speak longer than anyone who had preceded him, was introduced. Two
hours later he was still going strong, although his audience was yawning

openly.

Einstein, bored like everyone else, turned to the man next to him and
whispered, “Now I am beginning to comprehend infinity!"—Hollywood

Reporter.

A

When Mr. Finnegan greeted St. Peter, he said, “'It’s a fine job you've

had here for a long time.”

“Well, Finnegan,” said St. Peter, “here we count a million years as a
- minute and a million dollars as a penny.”

“Ah,” said Finnegan, “I’m needing cash. Lend me a penny.”

“Sure,” said St. Peter, “‘just wait a minute,”—Journal of the Switchmen’s

Union.



THE GREAT TENNIS NET!

NTHUSIASTIC tennis fans, who follow the thrilling annual

broadcasts of the National Tennis Matches, have an extra
treat in store this year. Because of the tremendous success of this
air series, the sponsor, A. G. Spalding and Brothers, has purchased
broadcast rights for the 1948 Davis Cup play-offs. Both tourna-
ments will be played in September at Forest Hills, Long Island.

The story behind these broadcasts is unusual, inasmuch as they
are not carried by any one of the regular networks. Instead, they
are aired over a number of key American stations tied together by special arrange-
ment for the duration of the tournament only.

This *‘custom-built network’ is the work of the Stanley G. Boynton Radio
Advertising Agency, and represents a distinct accomplishment in the field of radio.

Boynton's first experience in constructing such a tie-up was a baptism by fire.
It came 18 years ago, when Congress was considering an agriculture bill which farm
leaders felt would be detrimental to their best interests.

The Boynton Agency was asked to arrange an emergency nation-wide broadcast
which would point out the undesirable features of the proposed legislation. Within
24 hours, they had succeeded in connecting 32 stations from coast to coast with special
Grade A telephone lines for a one-hour period. Before 11 a. m. of the following
day, more than 250,000 telegrams poured into Washington, protesting passage of the
bill . . . electrifying response, indeed!

This was the first instance in radio history where a ‘*‘one-shot” network was
built, in an effort to reach a major portion of the American radio audience when
the regular networks would not furnish time.

Although Boynton’s did not try to exploit the custom-built network business, the
reputation it gained from this beginning venture placed it first in the field.

It was this reputation which led Elmer Layden, then president of the National
Football League, to call Stanley Boynton to Chicago to arrange the broadcasting of
such contests as the All-Star game and the National Professional play-offs.

Within ten hours after landing in Chicago, Boynton had built an 80-station chain;
cleared the time; arranged for the construction of all lines, loops, and connections;
hired the necessary engineers and technicians; handled all financial arrangements for
the sponsor—Woilson Sporting Goods—including payment of rights to the Pro League;
and procured Harry Wis-
T - mer as announcer. 1o

? ke the st
ac[io &aﬁon WHB in Kansas City will present the ?;acre edfbfeofygf,‘;,ignmgﬁ
National Tennis Matches, September 18 and 19, at

tained for his network
2 p. m. CST. The broadcast will also be carried by every one of the 80 sta
these stations:

tions which he contacted.

With this experience

WNEW New York WPDQ Jacksonville . .

WQXR New York WWL  New Orleans in manufacturing net-

wgfgp gpringfield (Mass.) w:; gorlsfon works, it was only natural
oston allas

WIP  Philadelphia KTBC  Austin that Boynton would be on

WARL  Arlington KFEL  Denver hand when tennis entered

KQV Pif;;brrgh EwKAw galf bake C“Y the Scene’ Six years agr_}_

WBNY Buffalo asadena . 8

WKMH Dearborn KFVD Los Angeles Up to that time, tennis

WKRC Cincinnati KGER Long Beach matches had never been

WCFL  Chicago KYA San Francisco broadcast on a national

WMIN  Minneapolis KXA Seattle

KXLW Clayton (Mo.) WPAT Paterson )

WREC  Memphis WGAR Cleveland (Continued on Page 54)

WGST Atlanta KROW Odakland
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1. Miss Vera Ralston of Wichita will rep
resent her native Sunflower state in the
Miss America Pageant to be held Sep
tember 6-12 in Atlantic City.

2. The 18-year-old photographic mode
won her title in a statewide competitio
staged by radio station WHB in Kansa
City.

3. The winnahs! With Miss Ralston are
second place winner Billie Jane Edgar anc
Joan Elaine Rodgers, who placed third it
the bevy of beauties.

4. Bob Kennedy, WHB disc jockey, con
gratulates the new Miss Kansas, who is 5
5” tall and weighs 117 pounds. He

measurements: bust, 37%"; waist, 23%2"
hips, 35%2"; thigh, 20”; ankle, 8”.













. . predenh'ng EBNEST E. HUOWARD
Swing nominee /or

by MORI GREINER

- NTIL there is real demand for
an engineering school, we
won't have one.”

With those words, Ernest Howard
denied a bright and shining love.

Howard has been chairman of the
board of trustees of the University of
Kansas City since 1930, three years
longer than the physical plant of the
University has been in existence. From
the first, it has been his idea that the
University should serve the needs of
the city as they develop.

“Our desire is to provide whatever
educational facilities the community
wants and will support,” he says.

The University’s ‘round-the-calen-
dar schedule and 15-hour-a-day opera-
tion, and its large strides in adult edu-
cation, are evidence that the policy is
being carried out.

But it isn’t always easy.

Ernest Howard, in turning an ex-
ecutive thumb down on an engineer-
ing school, did so with something of
the feeling of a man forced to spit
in his own poor, dear mother’s face.

For Mr. Howard is himself one of
America’s outstanding consulting en-
gineers. He is chairman of the United
States delegation to the Third World
Congress of the International Associa-
tion for Bridge and Structural En-
gineers, to be held this month in
Liege, Belgium, and will preside over
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one of the sessions of the Congress,
to report on recent developments in
long-span steel bridges. He is a past
director and a past vice-president of
the American Society of Civil En-
gineers.

Still, with the best interests of the
University at stake, he subdued his
pardonably intense professional pride
long enough to concede that nearly
any boy of the Kansas City area who
really wants an engineering degree can
get one at any of several top schools.

Although a college of engineering is
in abeyance for the present, the Uni-
versity is still expanding. This year,
3,500 students are attending the 16-
year-old institution, and it is expected
that a more or less steady enrollment
of 6,000 can be accommodated by
1950.

Discussions concerning the establish-
ment of a local four-year college be-
gan as early as 1929, and at that time
several men went out to see what they
could raise in the way of donations.

Howard approached a certain
banker. After he had outlined the
plans, the banker murmured, “I see,”
then asked, “What do you want of
me?”’

Mr. Howard didn’t equivocate.
“One hundred thousand dollars,” he
said. “We're trying to raise five
million.”
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“Tell you what,” said the banker.
“You go out and get the other
$4,900,000—then come back and we’ll
talk some more.”

Howard dispiritedly related the con-
versation to his colleagues. “‘It’s
plain,” he concluded, ‘‘that we can’t
sell an idea. We've got to have some-
thing tangible.”

The late William Volker agreed to
purchase a tract of land for a campus.
The eight-acre Dickey estate, in Kan-
sas City’s rolling and wooded Rockhill
district, was decided upon.

And on December 16, 1930, a new
board of trustees for the University of
Kansas City was formed. Ernest
Howard was elected chairman.

It was three years, however, before
the first student-filled saddle shoe
crossed the threshold. The opening
was a matter of conjecture until the
last minute. National economy was
at its nadir. There was considerable
speculation as to the number of stu-
dents who would enroll; whether the
University would then fill a need;
whether it should be opened at all.

Those were matters Ernest Howard
and the trustees had to decide in the
spring and early summer of 1933.
They had an obligation, they felt, to
operate the school. But how deep
was that obligation? Should they
operate a university for three stu-
dents? A dozen? Fifty, or five hun-
dred?

Finally they plucked an arbitrary
figure out of the air. If 125 fully-
qualified students should enroll, they
decided, classes would be held. They

personally underwrote faculty salaries
for the first year, hired Dean O. G.
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Sanford and 18 instructors, and an-
nounced an opening date.

Long months stretched flat across
a shimmering Midwestern summer,
but with the first soaking September
rain, students came, 264 of them to
crowd the three-story converted man-
sion with the raucous noises of young
minds at work. The University of
Kansas City was in session.

At first, it was a touch and go
operation. Although 30 to 40 per cent
of all Kansas City high school grad-
uates go on to college (about twice
the national average), it took a while
for the idea of a four-year university
right at home to penetrate.

Still, Mr. Howard and the trustees
did not actively solicit students. They
wanted the growth of the infant in-
stitution to Dpe natural, not forced.
They assembled a good faculty, built
a sound curriculum and worked end-
lessly to enlist financial aid.

In 1936, Dr. J. Duncan Spaeth was
appointed first president. Summer
courses were offered and proved pop-
ular.

Two years later, 33-year-old Clar-
ence R. Decker assumed the presi-
dency. Hz was the youngest univer-
sity president in the United States,
and president of the youngest uni-
versity.

That fall, enrollment climbed to
1,500, and the Kansas City School of
Law, founded in 1895, became the
School of Law of the University.

The student body continued to
grow, and so did the school. In 1941,
the Kansas City-Western Dental Col-
lege, fifth largest in the country, be-
came the School of Dentistry. Two
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years later, the Kansas City College
of Pharmacy, founded in 1885, be-
came the School of Pharmacy.

Today, the campus covers 85 acres.
Administrative offices uccupy the
original Dickey house, and ten addi-
tional buildings have been erected.
Newest of these is the University
Playhouse, which will open this
month. Although it is repertory size,
seating an audience of approximately
500, it has the largest and best-de-
signed stage of any college workshop
theatre.

The University drama department,
until now relegated to a garage, has
been unusually successful. Six grad-
uates are currently appearing in New
York stage plays.

“If six actors can come out of a
garage,” Howard says, “it will be in-
teresting to see how many come out
of a theatre.”

A bachelor for many years, Ernest

Howard is a mild, modest man, given
to understatement,

As senior partner of Howard,
Needles, Tammen, & Bergendoff, he
heads what is likely the world’s larg-
est bridge designing firm. They have
designed 12 bridges spanning the
Mississippi River and 18 across the
Missouri. The firm and partners have
been responsible for many important
structures in 40 of the 48 states, in
Canada, Mexico, and other countries.
Their recent work includes Akron’s
$9,000,000 express highway system,
the $6,000,000 Duluth to Superior
St. Louis River Bridge, Wilmington'’s
$40,000,000 Delaware River Bridge,
the $20,000,000 Maine Turnpike,
Kansas City’s $3,000,000 Southwest
Trafficway Viaduct, New York City’s

$28,000,000 Deegan Boulevard, and
the $11,000,000 twin Potomac River
Bridges in Washington, D. C.

Mr. Howard and Mr. Bergendoff
are resident in Kansas City; Mr.
Needles and Mr. Tammen, in New
York. Completely staffed design
offices are maintained in both cities,
with project offices elsewhere as con-
ditions require. They regularly em-
ploy about 125 graduate engineers,
although during the war, while design-
ing a number of special projects for
the government, their staff was more
than 500.

As a wartime project, the firm
wrote and prepared for publication
TM 5-286, the 350-page War Depart-
ment Technical Manual on semiper-
manent highway and railway trestle
bridges.
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OUR BACK COVER is the Great Falls
of Yellowstone National Park, viewed
from Artists Point. The fall has a total
drop of 308 feet. (Photo courtesy
Union Pacific.)
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Howard, a great Bible student, is
the son of a Presbyterian minister.
He was born in Toronto, but his fam-
ily moved to the United States while
he was still young. He graduated
from the University of Texas as a
Phi Beta Kappa and Tau Beta Pi, and
instructed in the engineering school
there for a year before joining Wad-
dell & Hedrick, a Kansas City en-
gineering firm.

Much of his early work in bridge
design came in repairing damage
caused by a flood of the Kaw River
in 1903, and he had many large struc-
tures to his credit by the time he went
to the engineering corps of the Army
as a captain in World War 1. Rapidly,
the reputation of this young engineer
spread. His first employer, Dr. J. A.
L. Waddell, originated and built the
first vertical lift bridge. Howard de-
veloped the design further, recom-
mended it, and has had the satisfac-
tion of seeing it become a well estab-
lished and widely wused structure.
Several years ago, he was awarded the
Thomas Fitch Rowland Prize for his
technical paper on vertical lift bridges.

In 1939, he received an honorary
Doctor of Engineering degree from
the University of Nebraska.

Swing
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An unusually scholarly person, Mr.
Howard is a student of early civiliza-
tions. He has combined his profession
with his hobby of archeology, to be-
come a recognized authority on en-
gineering, design, and city planning
throughout the centuries. Field trips
to Egypt, Europe, and Asia Minor
have furnished him material for sev-
eral treatises which are lightened by
his quiet, dry wit.

Friends say that Howard, who col-
lects objects of art, has an unerring
sense of classic beauty which is evi-
dent in the design of his bridges. The
Passaic River Bridge at Newark, de-
signed by the firm, received a first
place award as the most beautiful
movable bridge built in 1941.

But to the artistic imagination
bridge design requires, several decades
as a practical engineer have brought
tempering qualities. They have out-
fitted the dreamer with tools, and
made Ernest Howard thoughtful, judi-
cial, thorough. They have fitted him
ideally, in fact, for his post as legal
head of a young but great university.

At that university, the careful plan-
ning of a good designer is apparent as
yet one more autumn bears the clear
strains of Alma Mater.

“Yep," said Grandpa, ‘‘newspapers are just like women.” '
“But, Gramp,” questioned his college grandson, *‘I don’t get it. What

do you mean?”

“Well, son,” said Grandpa, “it's like this. They both have forms, back
numbers are not in demand, they always have the last word, they are well
worth looking over, they have a great deal of influence, you can’t believe all
they say, there's small demand for the bold-faced type, and every man should
have one of his own and not borrow his neighbor’s.”

A

“Why is it that the fussiest women can hold on to the best of servants?”
asked the lady of the house of her cook in 2 moment of confidence.

“Ah, there you go with your compliments again, ma'am,” replied the
pleased cook, “‘but I'm sure I don't know.”




T

 The dead have no monopoly on art.
It can be created by living Ameri-
cans—you, for instance.

| by EDWARD LINDEMANN

|" T IRED of the same old work and
the same old hobbies?

If you are, there’s something so

' challenging to do, so fascinating to

‘explore, that you’ll forget you were

ever tired. That’s painting pictures.

“But I can’t even draw a straight
line!™ you're undoubtedly screaming
genteelly. To that we must reply, also
genteelly, “Neither can an artist—he
uses a ruler.” Or, to put it another
way, art is something that has never
been defined to anybody’s satisfaction,

‘and neither has an artist. Anyone can
produce art of some kind.

For instance, an old lady of 86 in
Eagle Bridge, New York, has become
world-famous for her “modern primi-
tives,” which sell at hundreds of dol-
lars each. Her name is Grandma
Moses. *“I had arthritis and neuritis
so bad that I could do but little work,”
'says she, “‘but I had to keep busy to
'pass the time away. I tried worsted
pictures, and then tried oil, and now
I paint a great deal of the time.”

Then there’s Bill Traylor, a former
slave, who lives in Montgomery, Ala-
bama. At 92 he is painting on the
backs of old pieces of cardboard sim-
ple pictures of animals and human

j
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Can be a
SUNDAY PAINTER

beings that critics have called “‘in-
credible” and have exhibited in Ala-
bama, New York and elsewhere. His
work is an unconscious re-creation of
the cave drawings of prehistoric man
—whose fine sense of form and sim-
plification have delighted artists and
public ever since the first “‘picture-
gallery™ cave was discovered.

Then, of course, there was Gau-
guin, who, as a broker, used to paint
on Sundays and did so well at it that
he became one of the French impres-
sionist masters. (He also threw up
his job and family and ran off to the
South Seas. This, however, will not
be necessary for you.)

And alongside wild man Gauguin
was the meek and careful little
French customs official, Rousseau,
whose Sunday paintings hang in mu-
seums all over the world today.

You can do at least some of what
they did in those spare hours on Sun-
days and during the week. Exhibi-
tion of your work in museums is not
guaranteed, but the exhibition of them
on your living room wall, or maybe
merely in the kitchen, is just as pos-
sible as you yourself make it.

What’s needed? Materials and
some ideas. To try yourself out, you
can start very simply and inexpen-
sively. It isn’t necessary to have an
easel, palette and a dozen brushes. Oil
colors are not imperative. Pastel, for
instance, is a good medium for ex-
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perimenting. A box of these colored
chalks will cost you about a dollar in
an art store, and you'll be delighted
at the variety of beautiful colors in
such a collection. A large pad of
drawing paper will cost another dollar
or so. A good size is 15x20 inches—
smaller sizes are not desirable, for
they encourage a beginner's tendency
to work in a cramped way.

Or water colors will serve very
nicely. You can buy them either in a
set of little cakes, or in tubes. Paper
intended for water color use is best,
but ordinary drawing paper will cer-
tainly do for your experimental ef-
forts.

The old-fashioned idea in pictures
was to select a nice dreamy, senti-
mental subject and then paint it as
vaguely and unimaginatively as pos-
sible. Art reflects people; it’s not like
us today to swoon gracefully over a
pile of euphemisms, as grandma did,
or mistily paint a misty moon over a
misty meadow.

So choose some forthright subject
and go about it with a, *“This is it,”
feeling. Use your pastels, water
colors or oils at their full color bright-
ness. When blending is called for,
preferably blend clear strokes of one
color into clear strokes of another,
rather than smear them together. Let
your vigor speak out. Don’t worry
about portraying details meticulously
and exactly—the proper place for
that is in architects’ drawings.

Again, as you value your imagina-
tion and the fun you’ll get from Sun-
day painting, don’t copy other pic-
tures! Even if you think your first
attempts are terrible, let them be your
own terribleness. Half the joy of

Swing

September, 1948

painting comes from the stimulation
it gives the imagination. Art is not
intended to do the camera’s work of
reproduction—rather it wants to say
some special thing about an object
in a very special way. It wants to
comment from some unusual angle of
thought and feeling, to stimulate us
to a fresh viewpoint.

Let’s assume you want to do a
simple still life of an apple. How
many ways can you ' look™ at an
apple? Dozens! The first way is the
most obvious way—a nice roundish
red apple with white high-lights, and
a nice smooth shadow on the shadow
side.

Instead of trying to paint it that
way, let’s consider some of these ap-
proaches: The apple isn’t a circle, but
two ovals overlapping each other. It
isn’t oval, it’s square. It's red, but so
is the cloth on which it rests. and so
is the wall behind—each a different
kind of red. It’s not a red apple, but
a blue one. And its shadow is green.
Or its shadow is pink.

Those are exercises in the appear-
ance of the apple. Now let’s think
about the ‘‘philosophy™ of the apple.
What's the most important thing
about an apple? Let’s say it’s the fact
that it has seeds in it that can create
a whole new tree: the wonder of life
and how it keeps going on, creating
and re-creating. To suggest this, an
artist might show the seeds at the
same time that he shows the outside of
the apple covering them. Or he might
paint an outline of the seeds as big as
the apple, or bigger, right on top of
the image of the apple itself. Or he
might draw a seed, an apple and a
tree all in one image, the side of the

l
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apple perhaps becoming also one side
of the tree’s trunk.

Or it may seem most important that
the apple is a living thing made of
protoplasm cells, and so is related to
all other life on earth. Here an artist
might bring into one design a sug-
gestion of the apple, of a baby’s
head, of a butterfly, of a hand doing
work, of a single living cell as it is
seen through a microscope.

And then in the end, the apple’s
visual beauty may seem the most im-
portant aspect of it. Here again the
Sunday painter, like all artists, has
the privilege of exaggerating, chang-
ing and intensifying that beauty at
will, through imaginative use of color,
form, brightness and darkness.

. In this you'll find through experi-
ment that it isn’t only the color you
select for the apple that counts, but
also the color you put next to it—
just as with a dress and accessories.
‘The forms next to the apple’s round-
ness are just as important as the ap-
ple’s form. And an object is bright
only when it’s seen against some-
thing dark—or vice versa. Here once
more painting teaches us philosophy—
that everything in life affects every-
thing else; nothing is isolated.

Many beginners get so enthusiastic
about painting that they try to get
17 pictures into one. They overload
their landscape or still life with many
objects. It's better to select one ob-
ject at first, or one dominant object
and just one or two “added attrac-
tions.”

. But how to keep several different
2lements from fighting? This you
‘must do, for if the beholder’s eye and
mind are drawn constantly from one
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object to another and back again, he
gets tired and annoyed. The secret is
to make one object dominant, and the
rest must serve it rather than fight it
for attention. You can make one
element in a picture dominant by plac-
ing it higher than the others, or paint-
ing it in brighter colors, or giving it a
jagged, dynamic shape against smooth
flowing shapes, or painting it darker
against light tones. There are other
ways of doing it, which you’ll discover
when you have brush in hand.

But composition isn’t that simple,
really—which is what makes it so in-
teresting. The tendency of a beginner
is to put the dominant object right
spang in the middle. But you’ll find
it more pleasing finally if you shove
it aside a bit—Ilet’s say to the right.
When you do this, however, the pic-
ture will seem to “‘fall over” to the
right and will feel unbalanced. Now
somewhere on the left you’ll need an-
other object, not as big as the main
object, probably, but just strong
enough, through dynamic color, tone,
or shape, to balance the main one
without fighting it. Some pictures
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are made up of three or four sets of
complicated balances. But start with
one.

Another way beginners tend to
over-fill their pictures is in being
fussy with lines and strokes. The
average person making a doodle while
telephoning will create his design
from just two or three strong lines;
but if you say, “Draw a face,” he
usually makes six or seven light little
strokes for the nose alone, and dozens
for the whole face. The psychology
behind this is the psychology of un-
certainty. “‘If you're not sure of
yourself, go slowly and look busy.”

Practice seeing a line of an object
in your mind’s eye and then drawing
it in one stroke (and it shouldn’t be a
copying stroke, remember, but an in-
terpreting one). Even if you don't
like the line you've put down, you've
achieved much in developing the habit
of being bold and free with it. The
best artists never fuss over each pore
in a face—they recreate the spirit of
that face with a few bold strokes. The
classical-style drawings of Picasso,
which are without shadows or details,
are excellent examples of such free
simplification.

Another consideration is the ques-
tion of what people are reminded of
by certain lines, colors or tones, what
psychologists call *‘association.” A
lot of black, for instance, induces a
mood of dreariness and death; yellow
and orange make us cheerful because,
often unconsciously, they remind us
of open fires and lamplight in the
home.
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Similarly, through association, cer-
tain lines speak specific moods to us.
Vertical lines suggest tall buildings,
people who carry themselves erectly,
bookcases, doorways—in short, dig-
nity and poise. Horizontal lines sug-
gest the horizon, beds, gardens, rest-
fulness, peace. Diagonal and jagged
lines convey energy and action, be-
cause we see such lines in animals and
human beings jumping, running,
swimming, dancing, fighting. Curved
lines have a special grace and peace,
through association with mountains,
shore lines, the female figure, and so
on.

It isn’t only objects that make a
picture, but also the spaces between
the objects. Spaces that are jagged in
shape will never make a restful pic
ture, and spaces that are flowing and
graceful in shape will never make a
dynamic picture. A good way to
study all the shapes and tone relations
in a picture is to squint at it through
half-closed eyes. This reduces it mo-
mentarily to its most basic form, and
you can judge one part against an-
other without being distracted by de-
tail. :
These are a few of the facts of Sun-
day painting that are such fun to
work out in practice. You’'ll discover
more of them as you go along, and
even occasional contradictions of them.

If you don’t want to go in so seri-
ously for rules, you can just forget
them and go your own merry way be-
cause, no matter which way you do
it, painting is fun!

I sometimes wonder which is going to reach the moon first, rockets or

prices.—Paul Whiteman.
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Here is the amazing truth.
Y  Backward children can be cured!
|
by DON TREMAINE

§ TOHNNY'S father, looking wan and

harassed beyond his years, looked
sadly at his son and then returned his
gaze to the pleasant young school-
teacher.

“I'm glad you're taking him into
your class, Dr. Schmidt,” said the man,
“but I'm afraid it’s quite useless.
Johnny is feeble-minded. We’ve been
sure of it since he was a year old!”

“Let him stay,” said comely Dr.
Bernardine Schmidt of Indiana State
. Teachers’ College at Terre Haute.
“We've learned surprising things
about supposedly feeble-minded chil-
dren.”

Johnny stayed —and liked Dr.
Schmidt and the way she taught
school. After several weeks in Terre
' Haute, Johnny's troubles were diag-
- nosed to his incredulous parents by
- Dr. Schmidt, who said:

“Your son isn’t feeble-minded. To
the contrary — he’s bright. But his
- eyesight is quite poor and he’ll need
glasses and sight-saving treatment. He
| was embarrassed to tell his public

school teachers that he couldn’t see
the -blackboard; that’s why they con-
sidered him dull and stupid.”

Johnny entered Dr. Schmidt’s sight-
' saving room in Terre Haute, where

EBLE MINDED !

other kids with weak eyes had life
made easier for them. He was happy
to write with big sticks of yellow chalk
instead of the traditional white. His
blackboards were green, not black.

And the books he read were duck
soup for the eager Johnny. They were
printed in big, 24-point characters
which are affixed to Dr. Schmidt’s
special typewriter.

Up above Johnny and 30 other chil-
dren, a watchful photo-electric cell
protected their sight. If the sun was
reluctant to come out, the cell prompt-
ly switched on ultra-powerful room
lights. If the sun burst forth, the cell
immediately reduced the lights to the
right brightness.

In addition, Johnny took lessons in
strengthening his weak eye muscles.
Dr. Schmidt watched his progress with
pride. After one year at the Terre
Haute school, Johnny was sent to high
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school, where he has since made an
enviable record.

Successes like that which crowned
her work with Johnny are an old
story to Bernardine Schmidt, the Chi-
cago schoolma’am who has revolution-
ized our thinking about supposedly
feeble-minded kids.

She startled the educational world
some months ago by announcing that
254 boys and girls, previously ad-
judged hopeless mentally by doctors,
teachers, and parents, had been placed
on an intellectual par with normal
children after specialized training.

Today, there are 83 of this once
sorry crew of children holding posi-
tions with salaries of $32 to $85 a
week. Furthermore, 17 of them are
in supervisory or managerial posts,
calling for a high degree of responsi-
bility and resourcefulness!

In the eight-year experimental
period with the 254 children, Dr.
Schmidt saw to it that 27 per cent
finished high school successfully and
that five per cent entered colleges and
universities.

Back of this amazing record with
children considered morons and idiots
lies a personality which took to teach-
ing like a duck takes to water.

Bernardine Schmidt in 1935 was a
young, recently-graduated teacher—so
young that the Chicago Board of Edu-
cation wouldn't let her teach. That
didn’t deter her; she opened a private
school in a crumbling old building.

Because she needed pupils, she ac-
cepted the dull-witted along with the
alert. Soon, people began to comment
about her astonishing triumphs with
kids previously considered fit for the

scrap heap.
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Then the Board of Education awak-
ened to the fact that it had overlooked
a bet in the resourceful young woman
who had insisted on teaching. It cre-
ated a post for her—teaching classes
of retarded kids.

Within three years, Dr. Schmidt
had sent 254 children on the way to
normal lives. For five years after they
parted from her, she kept track of
their work and their 1.Q.’s. All of the
254 were happy and well-adjusted,
with Intelligence Quotients as high or
higher than the “normal™ level for
their ages!

“Many of these children had ab-
normal fears of going out on the
street, to stores, to school by them-
selves,” Dr. Schmidt relates. “*My job
was to acquaint them with the world
we live in.”

She accomplished this, in part, by
setting up a model store in her school
room. Here, children acted as clerks
and customers, wrapped packages,
made change, issued receipts. They
set up their own newspaper with the
help of a mimeograph machine.

Chicago merchants and manufac-
turers heard about the experiment and
were impressed. They donated mer-
chandise, groceries, books, visited the
school, took the children on tours of
their own establishments. Later, many
of these once backward pupils landed
well-paying jobs with their benefac-
tors.

Some who had never becn on street
cars or busses by themselves posed a
probiem to their teacher. She sent
them out alone with written direction
slips pinned to their shirts and dresses.
Sure enough, these kids—proud of

(Continued on Page 49)
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!FOR over 35 years one man has
been blowing up so much stuff
that he might well be considered the
nly human being who rivals the
atom bomb in sheer destructiveness.

He is 76-year-old Walter Hoffman,
2 well-paid Hollywood hireling who
dlows down walls, sets fire to build-
‘ngs, provides smoke and flame for
roaring cannons, creates earthquakes,
‘wrecks bridges and performs other
icts of a not-too-peaceful nature all
for the benefit of the grinding cameras
n the studios and on location. As a
Jestroyer of life and property—all
mnake believe, mind you, but awfully
-ealistic—he has few equals.

*Slim,” as he is known to those in
‘he West Coast movie industry,
started his unique career in the old
ilent picture days—those days when
he perils of Pauline were all too, too
eal. The “‘cliff-hangers,” as they’re
sometimes called, had more than a
air share of blood-and-thunder, and
t was Slim’s job to cause the explo-
ions; landslides and raging battles
hat endangered such heroines as Bebe
Daniels, Gloria Swanson, Ruth Ro-
and and other luminaries.

So far as Slim Hoffman is concerned, the boom is on!

NEMAN gﬁ},\\\ BOMmp /

by BETTY and WILLIAM WALLER

His fine talent for creating devas-
tating scenes has continued right up
to the present. Recently, for instance,
he was responsible for the harrowing
scenes in the Betty Hutton version of
The Perils of Pauline, and Uncon-
quered. The latter, a Cecil B. DeMille
opus, was right up his alley, calling
for considerable gun-play on a mass
scale and much powder, smoke, noise
and flame, all in the manner of De-
Mille’s grandiose productions. It was
calculated to gladden the heart of this
veteran dynamite man.

In the more than 35 years Slim has
been working for the movie com-
panies, he has “killed” about 200,000
film actors and extras. He has caused
box cars to be blown off railroad
tracks, landslides and battles galore.
For one picture, All Quiet On the
Western Front, he set off ten tons of
powder and had 68 assistants. For
Unconquered, he set off 500 pounds
of black powder, 300 pounds of dyna-
mite and 50 pounds of flash powder.
He and his staff of expert helpers had
a field day with 1,500 arrows without
flames, 500 arrows with flaming
points, 300 fireballs and 50 flintlocks.
High explosives were used to recreate
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the siege of Fort Pitt in the picture,
and Hoffman's task was to provide
the special effects required to dupli-
cate the fighting on both sides.

During the filming of the picture,
almost 30 movie extras suffered minor
burns caused by the flaming fireballs
which were made of dried moss
wrapped in birch bark and soaked in
kerosene. These, however, seemed
minor casualties to this veteran of the
celluloid battles. He has scars all over
his body, which he has incurred in his
hazardous occupation. His legs are
covered with such souvenirs. One
of his arms has been broken in
14 places. A leg once was severely
injured by shrapnel from an explod-
ing mountain. This occurred in 1930,
when a one and a half ton dynamite
charge, which was planted in a cliff,
blew up slightly off-schedule—and
inflicted a scratch on a then unknown
young actor named Clark Gable.

Slim learned his business the hard
way. He picked up a lot about ex-
plosives during 16 years in the United
States Army. His big chance came
during the San Francisco earthquake
in 1906. Slim aided in stopping the
spread of the great fire by dynamiting
buildings. He also fought in the
Spanish-American War and the
Boxer Rebellion in China. In 1898
he was one of those who helped install
the first guns on the rock that is
Corregidor. It was altogether fitting
and proper that he was the one to
blow them up for the benefit of the
cameras in 1943.

Away from his diabolical chores,
Slim is all for the peaceful life. He
has five sons who fought in World
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War I, and five grandsons, who by
a not too-strange coincidence, saw
service with Uncle Sam’s forces in
World War II. Slim himself, being
too old actually to get in the fight,
helped out during the recent war by
teaching the art of fighting incen-
diaries to Los Angeles classes in the
Office of Civilian Defense. But the
ways of peace find more favor, of
course, with a man of his years. His
film work brings him a nice income,
and he lives comfortably.

Hoffman, who now is regularly em-
ployed by Paramount, is proud of his
art. Still in excellent physical con-
dition, he is a rugged six-footer with
a weather-beaten face, who can swear
in first-rate Army style when some-
thing goes wrong. Mostly, though, he
takes things calmly on his job these
days. That, of course, comes with
experience. He has a ticklish job; he
knows it and plans things accord-
ingly. Usually, he plots every move
actors will make in a scene before
it is shot. He holds conferences with
the director beforehand so as to help
keep mishaps to a minimum. In his
younger days, he took a lot of chances
during the shooting of pictures. Now
he has grown older and wiser.

According to Slim, the greatest fire
ever filmed was that in Gone With
the Wind, a job which he had nothing
to do with, much to his regret. But
his work in so many other pictures
puts him at the head of his class, it is
generally agreed. He is always ex-
perimenting to find ways to produce
bigger, better and more realistic dis-
asters for the benefit of the cameras.
But, like everyone else, he stands in
awe of the destructive power of the
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atom bomb. After seeing the terrify-
ing “mushroom™ in the newsreels, he
stated that there was nothing that
compared with it—and Slim certainly
is one man who knows his explosives.

49
As for himself, he’ll stick to the job

of providing excitement for those
who frequent the movie emporiums
throughout the world. It’s a lot more
peaceful.

There Is Hope for the Feeble Minded

(Continued from Page 46)

their independence and the confidence
reposed in them—Ilearned to take care
of themselves in Chicago’s roar and
bustle and none were reported lost or
strayed.

Today Dr. Schmidt is given pretty
much a free hand at the Terre Haute
school. She has 100 pupils to care for,
ranging from 4 to 21 years old. Chil-
dren living within the school district
don’t pay a penny for this service.
Those who live outside the district pay
from $3 to $6 monthly.

Look around and you’ll see a tiny
girl bustling around the school build-
ing with an electronic hearing aid
tucked in her ear. She is bright and
sociable. Yet, when her parents
brought her to Terre Haute, they con-
sidered her beyond hope mentally, for
she couldn’t say a word at the age of
three.

After testing her ears, Dr. Schmidt
saw to it that a Terre Haute civic
club became interested in the child
and donated a hearing aid. Today

A

new worlds have opened to the little
girl, for she studies and plays with
other children in a classroom fitted up
with loudspeakers and many types of
hearing devices and microphones.

Every week, dozens of saddened
and perplexed parents write, phone or
visit Bernardine Schmidt, asking her
to accept their ‘“‘feeble-minded™ chil-
dren in her schoolroom.

“Not every child can be helped, of
course,” she says, “‘but far more of
them can be aided than anybody has
realized. We try our best—and here
are some of the results.”

She then shows you a thick packet
of “before-and-after” photographs.
These reveal children with sullen, be-
wildered faces before training under
Dr. Schmidt, and then you see the
same faces a year or two after. The
difference is incredible.

Any parent, after viewing the snap-
shots, may feel a new flow of hope
that his so-called backward child may
in time become a useful, well-adjusted
member of society.

A little boy of six was being taken over his trumpet exercises by the
_ instructor when he was asked, **Can you play an E major scale without any

mistakes?”

The boy promptly went through it.
The instructor then said, **Now play an E minor scale.”
The boy hesitated, then asked, “With or without mistakes?”
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'. IN these days of conservation, the
1 moth is an immediate international
. problem.

This gluttonous rascal cares not a
whit for “‘eat-less” days. Nor does
he care that he brings about the de-
struction of so many world necessi-
ties at a time when so much hinges
on those necessities. Eating is his
' business, and eat he does.

Scientists have revealed that one
clothess-moth and her descendants can
destroy as much wool in three years
as an equal number of sheep can pro-
duce in the same period. And that’s
only a split fraction of the moth’s
. sinister capabilities,

No wonder, then, that moths an-
' nually cost the nations of the world
- billions of dollars. No wonder the
moth bill in the United States alone
runs far, far into the millions.

. The clothes'moth lives off the nap
- of the land, and causes more changes
in sartorial plans than the style-de-
signers of Fifth Avenue and Paris.
Its diet may include a chunk out of
Mrs. Gildcrust’s ermine, or spots out
of Uncle Timothy’s red flannels.

However, the clothes-moth is not a
lone scoundrel. He has both kith and

MOTH

In sheep’s clothing be lurks, the bungriest villain of our day.

by BARNEY SCHWARTZ

kin. In North America, there are
8,000 different types of moths, all
bent on a reckless life of destroying
everything from tobacco to tree foli-
age, to fruit and gardens, to your
wardrobe.

- It’s the moth in the caterpillar
stage that does the damage. This
caterpillar is a larva, and he must
eat his way to wingdom, into the or-

der of Lepidoptera.

For if the caterpillar survives his
time in that stage, he goes into a
pupal sleep and emerges as a scale-
winged moth, perhaps very colorful.
He is called scale-wing, or Lepidop-
tera, because of the glistening silvery
powder which covers his wings and
certain portions of his body.

Once he gets his wings, he goes
hedge-hopping from garment to gar-
ment or crop to crop. The female
lays a great many eggs and makes
ready the next generation. The eggs
produce the caterpillars—and the life
cycle continues.

If too many of them are allowed
to reach the winged stage, that’s solid
proof that caterpillars are -eating
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unsuspecting folks out of house and
home.

Most of the caterpillars you see
are moth larvae, notwithstanding that
butterflies start life the same way.
The butterfly is far outnumbered.
While there are 8,000 types of moths,
there are only 700 types of butter-
flies.

Even the American silkworm is a
moth larva, and like its cousins, has
a gargantuan appetite. During its
56 days as a caterpillar, it eats oak
and other leaves in the amount of
86,000 times its own weight. That’s
a heap of eating per pair of silk stock-
ings.

While the silkworm is busy spin-
ning its cocoon for the silk market,
the grape-berry moth, the grape-leaf-
folder and the plume moth are busy
in the vineyards. The havoc they
wreak doesn’t help lower the prices
of jams, jellies, champagnes or other
wines.

The tussock moth goes in for strip-
ping shade and fruit trees of foliage.
The cotton worm and tobacco worm
are moth larvae too, and work vio-
lence in their own areas. The garden
cutworm and the tent caterpillar will
one day sprout wings and become
mature moths if unhampered.

The moth is a world-traveler. Back
in 1869, the gypsy moth decided to
see America. It came here from

September, 1948

Europe and immediately proceeded to
damage the trees of New England.

National boundaries go for naught,
particularly with the clothes-moth.
Speculation in textiles and grains
doesn’t interest him, and stock mar-
ket reports are mere columns of fig-
ures—but watch the exports. This
scoundrel will be there, ready for
overseas travel. He'll make sure he
has first-class accommodations in some
type of fabric. He likes wool, but
he’ll adjust his diet and be satisfied
with cotton, silk or nearly anything
else.

But somebody is always taking the
joy out of a moth’s life. Farmers
bring out eradicators when the cater-
pillars ravage their crops. Even air-
planes are used to spray compounds
snuffing out the fat and obnoxious
larvae.

Tree surgeons apply to leaves a
poisonous mixture designed to pre-
vent defoliation. The grape-growers,
tobacco-farmers and the cotton-raisers
aren’t content to sit back and watch
their crops lose out against the various
worms which will one day be moths.

The housewife, too, is a bitter
warrior. Ammunition for her crusade
of annihilation includes moth balls,
cubes, powders, liquids and crystals.

But at best it is a constant battle,
with no one sure of the outcome. The
housewife who stored winter clothing
saturated in anti-moth preparation
will be unpacking it soon. With in-
drawn breath she will shake out the
folds, scrutinizing each one to see who
has won this latest round—she, or
the villainous moth in sheep’s clothing.




freight charges than ever before.

by FRED ALEXANDER

The price of steel, always linked to
that of many manufactured products, is
going up!

Wage and coal price boosts will account
only partly for this increase. In addition,
the abolition of the basing-point system
will cause many steel users to pay higher
As a
consequence, this increased cost will be
passed on to the consumer.

The House small business committee re-
cently protested to the Commerce depart-
ment about heavy shipments of steel to
Sweden. That country is already produc-
ing more steel than it needs for its do-
mestic use, and is shipping the surplus to
Russia! Yet the United States is shipping
more steel to Sweden than any other
country. American manufacturers, in the
meantime, are so short of steel that they
cannot fill all their military orders.

In July, steel production declined to
88.8 per cent of capacity, largely because
of idleness at the coal mines in the early
part of the month. Estimates on the sup-
ply of steel for autos next year indicate
that the waiting period for new cars will
not lessen, and that prices will be jacked

still higher.
® o o

The Voice of America will shortly in-
crease its family of language broadcasts to
32. The ten new languages will include
Ukrainian, Arabic, Persian, Turkish, Port-
uguese, Danish, Swedish, Norwegian, Fin-
nish, and Dutch. After considerable debate
as to its merit, Voice of America was
granted 2814 million dollars for foreign

' radio and cultural operations this year.

This is quite an increase over last year's
1014 million.

American libraries in foreign countries
are being increased up to 25 per cent, and
American embassies abroad have enlarged
their information staffs considerably.

About the middle of last month, the
State Department heard from radio moni-
tors in Europe that Russia seemed to be
jamming Voice broadcasts with interfer-
ence. However, the whole matter is being
handled fairly quietly, to avoid starting a
contest in which the United States and
Russia would try to ruin each other’s
broadcasts.

e o o

A decline in meat prices should help
the harried housewife’s overstretched bud-
get. The only point upon which economists
are not agreed is: how soon?

Many agriculture agents believe that the
big corn crop, possibly a record 3V, bil-
lion bushels, will mean cheaper pork chops
by fall. They think that pigs will start
coming into the markets in larger numbers
and heavier weights in the next few months
because many farmers who have been
hoarding their stocks of last year’s corn
will feed it to their spring pigs now that
this year’s bumper crop is assured.

Meat packers are inclined to take the
long view, claiming that nature cannot be
hurried, and that it will be a year or two
before fat hogs and cattle can be produced
for slaughter. Their point is that stocks of
cattle on farms are now near an all-time
low, and that it will take time to build up
a sufficient supply.

At any rate, the American housewife
can look forward to more pigs, cattle,
milk, chickens and eggs at lower prices—
practically the only bright spot in her
price-troubled future.

e o o

Prospective home buyers are receiving
a shot in the arm from the Republican
housing program. Its chief feature is a
part revival of federal mortgage insurance,
aimed at encouraging new apartment con-
struction.

Another feature of the program makes it
easier for individuals to buy new houses,
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by reducing down payment requirements.
Previously, the Federal Housing Adminis-
tration could insure up to 90 per cent of
the first $6,000 loaned by a bank for the
purpose of a new house, and up to 80 per
cent of the next $4,000.

Under the new law, the government will
insure up to 90 per cent of the first
$7,000 and 80 per cent of the next $4,000.
In other words, where a man formerly had
to make a down payment of $2,400 on an
$11,000 house, he now is required to make
only a $1,500 down payment.

The government will insure loans on
houses up to $16,000, but above $16,000
it will insure no part of the loan.

Government housing experts have been
warning prospective home buyers to con-
sider the fact that reduced down payments
mean higher monthly payments, and to
consider whether their incomes will con-
tinue at the present relatively high levels
or drop with the first economic recession.

e o o

Radio listeners were sure the long-ex-
pected had happened, recently, when, at
the end of a quiz program, the announcer
said, ““Tune in again next week, friends,
when we will give away—NBC, the Na-
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tional Broadcasting Company.” The auto-
matic cut-off had snipped the program, and
the system cue had been given, thus creat:
ing the impression that the network was
going next. It fitted perfectly Gabriel
Heatter's contention that the Grand Can-
yon would soon be privately owned by
some telephone answerer.

A few days later, the Federal Commu-
nications Commission applied the brakes—
and not too lightly—to the snowballing
accumulation of radio quiz shows when it
termed many of the shows illegal lotteries
which would have to be banned from the
air. In fairness to the individual sponsors,
each show will be reviewed separately.

Actually, it is believed that the net-
works feel relieved, for the system of trad-
ing merchandise prizes for free plugs on
the air made it unnecessary for the donat-
ing manufacturers to buy their own time,
all of which cut into network income.

It looks like the end of an era in broad-
cast advertising has been reached. Good-
bye fur coat dyed by America’s outstand-
ing furrier; goodbye art carved diamond
ring, frozen food, 3,000-dollar trailer and
vacation trip for two. Guy Lombardo,

hello!

THE GREAT TENNIG NET!

(Continued from Page 32)

scale. Therefore, when Spalding’s representative, C. P. “Cec” Hanley (formerly with
Ferry-Hanley in Kansas City, but at that time with Hanley, Hicks, and Montgomery
of New York), asked that a special network be set up to carry the National Tennis
Matches, another “‘first”” was chalked up by Boynton. Though this was set up through
a brother agency, Boynton handled the radio end of the job.

To discover the most colorful method of broadcasting tennis matches, an an-
nouncer was sent to Cleveland, where he covered a set-up match from a mobile studio.
Tests were carried out all of one day, and transcriptions made. As a result, the actual
broadcast was a huge success.

Aired nationally for the first time this year, the Davis Cup Series (September
4 to 6) will be carried in seven cities from coast to coast on another Boynton tailor-
made network. If it proves as popular as the National Matches, its network will be
expanded considerably next year.

Two weeks later, on September 18 and 19, the same special 31-station network
which has carried the National Matches in the past will again broadcast them. Listeners
who last year thrilled to the sensational play of champions Anne Brough, Marie Os-
borne, Jack Kramer, Frank Schroeder, and Jack Bromwich will find most of their
favorites back for this year's contest.

Thus, despite the fact that regular network coverage of these important tennis
tournaments is impossible, listeners throughout the country may follow them, set by
set, thanks to the ingenuity of Stanley Boynton and his amazing ‘‘custom-built
networks!” '

‘




Platter Chatter

THE latest news from the Nature Boy
retreat is that there will be a new
addition to the family soon. Mr. and Mrs.
will find no wall plug for the bottle steri-
lizer, so they must move back to civilization.
Wouldn't it be fine if it were a Nature
Boy? . . . Don’t miss out on a truly great
novelty combination which features Hoagy
Carmichael and Cass Dailey singing
Fightin’ Love on a new Decca platter . . .
Kate Smith (if you'll pardon the observa-
tion) may not be built for speed, but her
speedboat zoomed over the line to cop the
trophy at the annual Lake Placid regatta.
Kate is now the proud owner of a silver
cup . . . The Page Cavanaugh Trio has
been signed for two pics yearly following
their success in Romance On the High Seas
. . . Extra-curricular activities in Capitol’s
roster are engaging the King Cole Trio and
the Peggy Lee-Dave Barbour combination;
they're eyeing fall radio shows . . . Stan
Kenton and crew are taking it easy after
completing a full booking of concerts and
dance dates. June Christy is still staying
with Kenton, despite rumors . . . Beryl
Davis is being groomed for movie roles,
and her partner on the Hit Parade, Frank
Sinatra, can relax for another 13 weeks;
L.SM.F.T. signed on the dotted line . . .
It is predicted by the experts that within
the month the country will be humming,
singing and whistling another English im-
portation titled, Underneath the Arches
. . . If you haven't heard At the Flying,
give a listen to Elliot Lawrence’s version.
It’s the best Columbia platter he's put out
to date . . . Dick Maxwell, formerly heard
on the Mutual airer, Hymns We Love, has
been signed to a recording contract by
. Tru-Tone Records . . . Louis Jordan and
Ray McKinley will be the double-barreled
feature at New York’s Paramount Theater
this month . . . Frankie Laine, Mercury's
star crooner, will head east this month for
- a super Carnegie Hall appearance . . . Jo
- Stafford is back on the West Coast after
the hospital tour with Paul Weston. Ru-
- mors persist and the question remains:
- Are.Paul and Jo man and wife? . . . Larry
Clinton is now on his first postwar nation-
wide tour and getting rave notices . . .
The pop tune, Now Is the Hour, is not a
British number and not an original Maori-

L. ,,""é"
with BOB KENNEDY

New Zealand tune; it was actually written
35 years ago as a piano solo in Sydney,
Australia, by Clement Scott and titled,
Swiss Cradle Song. The Maoris borrowed
16 measures, wrote a four-line poem and
adopted it as a closing song for their re-
ligious services. And that information is
direct from the co-writer of the tune, who,
by all rights, should know.

Betcha Didw’'t Know . . .

. . . That Kate Smith’s hobby is collec-
ting antiques . . . The Three Suns are
known to each other as “Sol” . . . That,
although the name Georgia Gibbs would
make you think she was born in the South,
Georgia was born in Worcester, Massa-
chusetts . . . One of the first quartettes in
history was composed of members of the
ancient Roman Senate who sang to the
accompaniment of drums on holidays.
Julius Caesar sang baritone.

Highly Recommended

M-G-M 10237—DBlue Barron and his or-
chestra. Somebody Else’s Picture and
Every Day I Love You (Just a Little Bit
More). Here's sweet music at its best
with the national favorite, Blue Barron.
The first side is a sprightly, toe-tapping
song and it’s the kind of melody that’s
easy to remember. The reverse is also
a catchy number from the pic, Two Guys
From Texas. Played in typical Barron
style, the song is given a soft, smooth
interpretation by the band and vocalists
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Charlie Fisher and the Blue Notes. Good
for both listening and dancing!

UNIVERSAL U-100—Gene Austin with

Les Paul accompaniment. My Blue
Heaven and Keep A-Knockin’ (But You
Can’'t Come In). Gene Austin’s back,
and it sounds as if the Universal record-
ing people have him. For nostalgia, you
can't overlook My Blue Heaven; its suc-
cess seems to be unending with this new
waxing. The reverse is an amusing nov-
elty. You'll find Gene is ably assisted
on both sides by Les Paul's fine guitar.
Tops in entertainment!

MERCURY 5158—Frankie Laine and Carl

Fischer’s orchestra. Ah, But It Happens
backed by Hold Me. This latest Laine
disc will win new friends for the
crooner because it’s truly a combination
of fine tunes and slick crooning. Abh,
But It Happens is bound for stardom,
and Frankie sings it with all the feeling
humanly possible. The reverse is an
oldie but we haven't heard it for so long
that it sounds like something new. Carl
Fischer, handling the music for Frankie,
does an excellent background job. An-
other moon, June, croon—Swoon!

COLUMBIA 38262—Kay Kyser and his

orchestra. Too Much-A-Manana and
Ring, Telephone, Ring. The first is
about a poor senorita having not-so-good
neighborly relations with one very un-
romantic American. Professor Kyser and
the orchestra lend solid support to Gloria
Wood and the Campus Kids. The flip-
over is sung by Harry Babbitt, who is
smooth as silk on this ballad. Good
entertainment on both sides, and well
worth the pesos!

*Jenkins Music Company, 1217 Wal-
nut, VI 9430.

VICTOR 20-3003—Count Basie and his

orchestra. Ready, Set, Go plus Seventh
Avenue Express. This fellow Basie gets
mellower with the seasons and you’ll
find ample proof in this newest release.

Swing
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CAPITOL 15148—Nellie Lutcher.
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Ready, Set, Go is a new Sunny Skylar
tune with plenty of lively rhythm sup-
plied by the Count’s crew, and a fire
Jeanne Taylor vocal. The reverse, Ex-

press, is just what it’s name implies, It §°

doesn’t slow down from beginning until
2 minutes and 31 seconds later! Tops
for jazz fans.

DECCA 24472—Mills Brothers vocal with

guitar. Two Blocks Down, Turn To
The Left and I'll Never Be Without a
Dream. The brothers offer two fine sides,
the first being reminiscent of Between
18th and 19th On Chestnut Street.
There’s close voice blending in addition
to their original orchestral choruses
which made them famous. The flip is a
nice ballad with a powerful sentimental
appeal done in the Mills Brothers'
unique style. Nothing but applause for
both sides!

Cool

Water plus Lake Charles Boogie. Here's
that Lutcher gal with her unique piano
and song styling, giving her version of
Bob Nolan’s Cool Water, and with sur-
prising results. The reverse is top-notch
boogie with a vocal; and, incidentally,
it’s a Lutcher original written about her
home town — Lake Charles. Rhythm
you won't want to miss.

COLUMBIA 38286—Jerry Wayne with

rhythm accompaniment. You Call Ev-
erybody Darlin’ and Cuckoo Waltz.
Here's a superb new voice with two
superb ditties. The first side Jerry takes
in easy-going fashion with the familiar
“Busse’” rhythm in the background. The
tune is one of those novelty tunes that
appears to be headed for the top. This
one is backed by a revival—one of those
“nobody owns it public domain melo-
dies titled Cuckoo Waltz. And you can
be sure that in addition to the vocal by
Jerry, there are cuckoo effects—every
chorus, on the chorus.

*Brookside Record Shop, 6330 Brook-
side Piaza, JA 5200

When Ole Bull, the great violinist, was asked to bring his fiddle to a
dinner party, he accepted for himself, but he sent word that it would be silly
to bring his instrument since all it ate was a little resin, which, he trusted,
would not be included in the menu.—Gourmet.




HIEF THUNDERCLOUD is a busy

Indian these days. On Sundays the
Chief, who is a full-blooded Winnebago,
s the featured attraction out on the north-
west side of Chicago, where the Olson Rug
_ompany maintains a highly realistic out-
Joor exhibit. Weekdays the Chief teaches
‘ndian lore for the Chicago Park District.
ivenings you can find him at Thunder-
loud’s Indian Curio Shop on Dayton
treet, or substituting for one of the In-
fans at the Railroad Fair on the lakefront.
t would seem that even an Indian working
or the Santa Fe railroad would want a
ught off once in awhile.

Thundercloud, however, is strictly a
yusinessman. He’'ll keep on working as
ong as there is a job to be done. In slacks
nd a sport coat he looks like a local citizen
ho has realized his ambition to stay out
n the sun until burned to a bronze hue.
n his native dress, complete with paint
nd feathers, he is indeed an awesome sight.
e is also a polished actor who never lets
he public down. Whether he is conduct-
ng a Winnebago initiation ceremony or
cting like a big chief is supposed to act
vhen confronted by civilization, Thunder-
loud is every inch a chieftain.

No phoney chief, Thundgrcloud is
roud both of his ancestry and his ability
> turn his considerable talents as a red-
12n into hard cash. He does not need an
gent and makes all business arrangements
imself. He can figure down to the last
ead and feather how much he will have
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CHICAGO Lotter

by NORT JONATHAN

to spend for costumes when outfitting one
of his productions. Anything but lazy,
he believes in keeping busy and in the
profit system.

As this is being written, Thundercloud
is contemplating adding an authentic at-
mosphere to the Indian Trailer Corpora-
tion’s exhibit at the Cook County Fair.
Complete with family, Thunderbird and
tepee, he is planning on moving to Burn-
ham Park for the occasion. At a recent
meeting with the Indian Trailer people and
their advertising agency, he carefully went
over each and every item of the proposed
budget for his exhibit. When somebody
questioned the high cost of a head-dress
for one of his braves, he patiently in-
quired, “"Have you people tried to buy any

fine feathers lately?” There was no
further comment.
® o o

The previously mentioned Cook County
Fair looks as though it will be quite a
show, with or without Thundercloud. The
promotional reins are in the extremely
capable hands of a couple of Irish gentle-
men named Orville Cullerton and Frank
Hogan, who are well known hereabouts
for their yearly sport and travel show
which plays to capacity crowds for two
weeks every March. Having nothing much
to do until the snow flies, they decided
that a fair, complete with a ferris wheel
and dancing girls, wouldn’t do Cook
County any harm and might very con-
ceivably do Cullerton and Hogan a lot of
good. So now Chicago will have its first
bonafide County Fair in several decades—
a sort of junior Century of Progress.
It'll continue into the second week of Sep-
tember, with appropriate prizes for the
best homemade quilts, preserves and canned
strawberries. This will be something new
for our local housewives, who aren’t used
to competitions of this kind.

The boys are promising a king-sized mid-
way, just so that Daddy will not feel left
out of things. Combined with the Rail-
road Fair, which is just down the Outer
Drive, this Cullerton and Hogan produc-
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tion ought to provide a hot time in the

old town. e o o

Hollywood is also discovering Chicago
these days. A movie company has been
around these parts shooting exterior scenes
for a new Alan Ladd film and drawing
bigger outdoor crowds than a bad accident.
Mr. Ladd has been moving among our
citizens as unobtrusively as the Paramount
press agents will let him. However, the
word gets around fast and each appear-
ance of the movie company on the streets
has drawn at least a few thousand citizens
eager to see Hollywood at work. Watch-
ing her hero in action had a disillusioning
effect on one of Mr. Ladd’s feminine fans.
After inching her way to the front of the
crowd and taking it all in for at least an
hour, one bobby-soxer turned away from
her hero with the disgusted comment, “All
he did was get into a taxicab and it took
him 15 minutes to do it right.”

Keeping order throughout the filming
of street scenes were Chicago’s newly
mounted traffic policemen. The last of the
police horses were retired several months
ago, to be replaced by shiny three-wheeled
motorcycles. The traffic detail itself was
augmented by hundreds of new patrolmen.
Now it’s practically impossible not to get
a ticket if you insist on violating any of
the town’s traffic laws. Citizens who
thought nothing of parking all day in a
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ently non-fixable tickets are the reason.

This tightening of the traffic regulation:
has had a stimulating effect on the city
treasury. A good patrolman can write sev:
eral hundred tickets a day without getting
writers’ cramp, and Mayor Kennelly i
encouraging the boys in blue to write
Chicago out of the red.

e o o

In September, our third television sta.
tion, WENR-TV, should be in operation
This new addition will give Chicago sa:
loon-keepers another source of free enter:
tainment. Those who like sports will now
be able to choose between wrestling and
hockey, or baseball and the prize-fights
almost any night. Video hereabouts has
been the answer to the sports fan’s prayer.
Both of the stations already on the air
have done a good job of telecasting all
available sport events.

However, studio programming has
lagged far behind. Television productions
originating in the studios haven’t attracted
much interest. With the exception of
WBKB's Junior Jamboree and WGN's
realistic courtroom drama, and perhaps
three or four other shows, writing, acting
and production have been either unimagi-
native or just downright crude.

The precocious eight-year-old daughter
of one of our town’s better radio actresses
doesn’t care much for television. After
watching her parent emote in a particularly
over-acted dramatic sketch, she turned off

15 minute zone now hurry back to their the receiver with the critical remark,
jalopy in less than 14 minutes. Appar- ‘“‘Mother is certainly slipping.”

A

Even after becoming boss of a great railway empire, James ]J. Hill re-
tained his habit of extreme thriftiness. Making one of his periodic inspec-
tions one day, he discovered a perfectly good spike lying on the roadbed.
With fire in his eye and the spike in his hand he sought out the foreman.

Luckily, the foreman saw big Jim coming. Like every employee, he knew
Hill’s reputation, so he rushed to meet him with the exclamation: “Thank
goodness you found that spike, Mr. Hill! I've had three men lookin’ for it
for a week now!”

At long last Mrs. Jones had graduated from her advisory position in the
back seat directly behind the steering wheel. She was at last engaged in the
actual act of driving the car. Silent and fearful, her husband sat beside her.

As the difficulties of driving began to accumulate, Mrs. Jones began
grudgingly to betray some concern.

“Oh dear,” she finally confessed, *‘I don’t know what to do next.”

“Maggie,” ventured her faithful mate, *““That’s easy. Just tell yourself
what you would tell me to do and go ahead and do it.”




CHICAGO Ports of Call

by JOAN FORTUNE

Very High Life . . .

 t BOULEVARD ROOM, Hotel Stevens,
th at Michigan (WAB 4400). The ice
arow continues here into the autumn sea-
on, but Benny Strong’s orchestra has re-

' laced Chuck Foster on the bandstand.

' *BUTTERY, Ambassador West Hotel,
300 N. State Street (SUP 7200). Sonny
[oward, our local Rose Murphy, is still
acking in the patron’s at Mr. Byfield’s

jelightfully intimate spot across State
|'treet from the Pump Room.

"CAMELLIA HOUSE, Drake Hotel,
fichigan at Walton (SUP 2200). Paul

parr has replaced Ron Perry as the music-
1aker. Otherwise there’s no change in
1s beautiful and deservedly popular room
or dining and dancing. The same striking
ecor; the same smooth dance rhythms.
*EMPIRE ROOM, Palmer House, State
nd Monroe Streets (RAN 7500). Florian
abach, the Alan Ladd of the music busi-
ess, has taken over the Summertime Revue
ere. It’s hot weather entertainment
lanned and beautifully executed to please
1e crowds who are in town for the Rail-
»ad Pair in Burnham Park.

*GLASS HAT, Congress Hotel, Michigan
: Congress (HAR 3800). Jerry Glid-
en’s orchestra, with Lona Stevens as its
ratured vocalist, is going into its ninth
onth in this lake-front spot. Open for
ocktail dancing at four, with dinner and
ipper music following.

"MAYFAIR ROOM, Blackstone Hotel,
th at Michigan (HAR 4300). As this is

written the management is repairing and
redecorating the Mayfair Room following
the terrific beating the place took during
the all too short engagement of Kay
Thompson and the Williams Brothers.
They did everything but push back the
walls and hang customers on the lovely
chandeliers. Come September first, Phil
Regan, the Irish thrush, takes over for his
14th return engagement. Apparently, all
has been forgiven by the management, as
Phil is coming back to his old home after
breaking the string of return engagements
with one appearance at the Palmer House.

* PUMP ROOM, Ambassador East Hotel,
1300 N. State Street (SUP 7200). The
guests are the floor show, and you may
feel like joining in the act. There are tele-
phones available at every one of the sleek
booths, just in case you want to impress
somebody by phoning Aunt Mabel in Paw-
huska, Oklahoma.

* WALNUT ROOM, Bismarck Hotel,
Randolph at Wells (CEN 0123). Billy
Bishop and his music from Mayfair will
play out the summer and early autumn
season. The short floor show features a
new dance team every ten days or so.

* YAR RESTAURANT, 181 E. Lake
Shore Drive (DEL 9300). George Scher-
ban has played romantic music here for
years, and if you're really serious about
eating, the Yar is certainly a gourmet’s de-
light. Everything is gypsy-like but the
prices.

* MARINE DINING ROOM, Edgewater
Beach Hotel, 5300 Sheridan Road (LON
6000). George Olsen is the current music-
maker, with Paul Sydell and his pooch,
Scotty, making a return appearance in the
floor show. Dancing is back indoors again,
following the annual September first clos-
ing of the Beach Walk.

% CELTIC ROOM, Hotel Sheraton, 505
N. Michigan (WHI 4100). Dinner and
supper dancing nightly to the tunes of
Gloria Van and her Vanguards.

The Show’s the Thing . . .

* CHEZ PAREE, 610 Fairbanks Court
(DEL 3434). Chicago’s own Danny
Thomas headlines the show, with consid-
erable help from Martha King, who sings



