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foreword
EROISM is compounded of

character, training ability, and
opportunity.

War is the most fertile field for
bravery. But the man who sac-
rifices his reputation, his fortune,
his personal privacy or his security
for a cause in which he believes is
no less a hero than the one who risks
physical oblivion in battle.

This fall we have seen the rise of
two new heroes. They wore uni-
forms, but they were quiet, family
men, leading reasonably secure lives
in a period of momentary peace.
Their names are Crommelin and
Denfeld.

Few civilians understand the in-
flexible code which governs our
military caste. An officer builds his
career with patient care from boy-
hood. He directs those below him
according to regulation. He obeys
those above him according to regu-
lation. He works tirelessly to create
his own professional reputation.
Above all, he conforms.

But this October, two did not
conform. In a pair of calculated—
perhaps foolhardy — acts, Captain
John Crommelin, USN, blew the lid
off the fermenting pot of inter-
service political pressures which has
been gall to the Navy for many
months. And mild Admiral Louis
Denfeld, Chief of Naval Opera-
tions, publicly supported the angry
charges made by a parade of high-
ranking Navy officers during the
ensuing Congressional investigation.

Each of them willfully, know-
ingly, sealed his own professional
doom. Each of them washed his
entire lifetime down the drain.

Perhaps they were in error. Per-
haps they accomplished nothing.
But these two, Denfeld and Crom-
melin, are heroes nonetheless. Each
of them kept faith—with himself.

e



Tasty, Tool

AN attache of a foreign embassy in Mexico City discovered at the end of a
taxi journey that he had only ten centavos in change over and above his
five peso taxi bill. He tendered this as a tip to the driver, whereupon he was
subjected to a vituperative tirade of language such as only a Mexican cab driver
can unleash. The passenger listened for a moment, and then replied in perfect
Spanish, “But my dear man, I am sure that ten centavos will be quite suFficient
to buy your mother a bone."”

America’'s Strangest Bank

IN the little community of Joshua Tree, California, on the Mojave Desert, is
the strangest bank in the United States. It issues no banknotes, keeps no
records, pays no dividends nor interest, does not advertise for depositors. It
maintains night club hours and keeps its total assets in plain sight.

Despite these things, it has several dozen depositors, most of them tourists,
all of whom have requested permission to deposit money.

The bank is the rear wall of a tavern called Below's Bar and Grill.

One night about three years ago, a traveler said to Dewey Below, the
proprietor, ““You know, I'd sure hate to be out on the desert with no money."
A thoughtful look came into his eyes. “I'm loaded with dough now,™ he said,
“but I may come through here broke some day. Would you mind keeping this
five dollar bill for me?™

*All right,” Below said. **Sign your name on a slip of paper for identifi-
cation.”

But instead of keeping the bill in the cash register or a drawer, Below
thumb-tacked it to the wall behind the bar, where he already had a collection
of odds and ends that would put many a museum to shame.

Later, another tourist saw the bill and asked about it. When Below ex-
plained what had happened, the tourist gave Below another bill to keep. Others
followed suit, until now the wall is literally papered with money that customers
have given to Below for safekeeping.

As a business builder, the idea has been phenomenal for the little tavern -
on the 29 Palms Highway, a hundred miles cast of Los Angeles. Word-of-
mouth publicity brings in tourists. Depositors return constantly.

But aside from its importance to Below, the little tavern bank is a tribute
to the trust of American people.—Bob Downer.

Classy Classifieds )

ROM the London Times: ‘“Wanted, responsible appointment, minimum !
work and four-figure salary with unlimited expense sheet; will travel any-
where in luxury only; if really essential, can supply references.” i

From the St. Louis Globe-Democrat: ‘*‘Man wanted. Must be a salesman,
expert driver, talker, liar, hunter, fisherman, dancer, traveler, bridge player,
poker and golf player, diplomat, financier, capitalist, philanthropist, authority
on palmistry, dogs, cats, horses, blondes, brunettes, and redheads. A man of
vision and ambition, after-dinner speaker, night owl—work all day, stay up
all night and appear fresh next day. Must be a man’s man, a ladies’ man, a
Democrat, Republican, New Dealer, Old Dealer, technician, politician, mathe: =
matician, and mechanic, to represent established chemical manufacturer.” :

A i
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Blizzards, floods, fires, lightning, burri-
canes, explosions—all in a day’s work.

ay ROBERT STEIN

LIGHTS flickered weakly in homes
all across central Colorado on the
t of December 31, 1945. Outside,
ane of the worst blizzards in Rocky
Mountain history was clawing fiercely
it light-and-power lines. And in an
sffice of the Colorado Public Service
...umpany in Denver, 11 volunteer
‘'maintenance men listened intently as
ine chief E. V. Stuart outlined their
zrim New Year's Eve job.

"The Hagerman Pass circuit is
sreaking down,” Stuart explained
ersely. “We'll have to get up there
ind fix it.”

An hour later, the 12-man crew,

» iwathed in storm clothes, piled into a
ruck and started on the first lap up-

" ward to Hagerman Pass, a 12,200-
" ‘oot-high pin point in the Rockies—
i he highest power line station in the

It F-Gl'ld
-l Bewildered motorists braked
heir storm-shrouded cars as Denver

street lights suddenly dimmed, black-
ing out their view of the road . . .

Bucking cyclone-force winds, the
repair crew's truck plodded slowly up
the 40-mile, snow-banked valley of the
Frying Pan River. Then, 12 miles
from the pass, it sputtered to a dead
halt.

Abandoning the snow-bogged truck,
Stuart and his crew quickly unloaded
their supplies. Each man swung a
pack of equipment over his back as
Stuart and his assistant, Eldin Larsen,
moved ahead to break trail.

. In a mental institution high in
the mountains, inmates huddled in
terror as their dining room lights be-
gan to flicker. Worried doctors and
orderlies hurriedly blockaded the
doors . . .

Fighting off exhaustion, the repair
crew plodded slowly up the mountain-
side toward Hell Gate —a narrow,
slippery shelf of road carved into the
side of a cliff towering 1,000 feet
above a canyon floor. One by one,
the men began to edge their way
around the thin rim of the cliff.



4 Swing

. . . A young surgeon looked up
anxiously at the fading lights of the
operating room. “I've got to have
more light,” he mumbled to himself
in panic . ..

Two hours after they squeezed their
way past Hell Gate, Stuart and his
crew staggered into a cabin just be-
low the apex of Hagerman Pass.
Quickly, they unloaded their equip-
ment and went to work on the wind-
lashed power station. With the ther-
mometer at 30 below zero, they un-
tangled snarled steel cable. They
soldered broken lines, improvised
splints and braces for crumbling tow-
ers. Every few minutes, they stopped
to thaw out their stiff-frozen work
gloves with blow torches.

When the crew marched wearily
back to Denver eight days later, every
man was suffering from severe wind
scald and frostbite. But throughout
the blizzard they had managed to keep
vital electric power pumping through
the lines to hospitals, factories and
homes.

Like Stuart and his crew, thousands
of men regularly risk injury and death
to keep your gas and electric service
uninterrupted through blizzards,
floods, fires, hurricanes and other
major disasters. And in less spectac-
ular circumstances, they brave danger
daily to safeguard your family's
health and comfort.

To shed light on these little-known
exploits, the Edison Electric Institute
and the American Gas Association
each year present valor awards to
heroic gas and electric men. Their
records tell hundreds of dramatic
stories about the men who casually
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read your gas meter or splice a broker
wire in your basement.

On his way to inspect gas lines nea’
Mitro, West Virginia, Frank Botkis
stopped to watch a 12-year-old boy
chopping wood with a double-edges
axe. As Botkin looked on, the blad:
suddenly caught in a clothesline ove
the boy's head and came crashin ¥
down on his skull.

Quickly, Botkin raced over to th®
fallen youngster. Pressing his temples
the gas man managed to stop th¥
spurting blood. Botkin shouted to a
tract the attention of a nearby farme
who helped lift the unconscious bo
into the gas company car. As he drovy
Botkin shouted hurried instructior
over his shoulder. Following his o:
ders, the frightened farmer ministere
to the youngster’s wound. Half a
hour later, a grateful country docte
told Botkin that his quick action ha
saved the boy’s life.

On a rainy summer morning :
Somerville, New Jersey, Georj
Creely gazed dreamily out of his o
fice window in the local gas compan
Suddenly, Creely was jolted out &
his reverie as a lightning bolt hit th
huge gasoline tank next to the g
company building and ripped open
six-foot seam at the top. Catchii ¥ |
fire, the escaping fuel set off a tri
of flames that began to creep slow
toward 216,000 gallons of gasoh !

inside the tank.

Recovering from his initial shot,
Crecly grabbed a suit jacket and racl
out of the building. Without hesit;
ing, he scrambled up a slippery, ‘I
foot ladder at the side of the tank al
began beating out the fire. Two m:
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| utes later, the last of the flames dis-
rappeared under his flailing jacket—
inches away from setting off an ex-
plosion that might have wrecked half
| the town.

Bravery takes a hundred forms in
the everyday actions of the men who
guard our gas and electric lines. To
safeguard our homes, they wade
through flooded cellars, swim icy
rivers, beat their way into burning
buildings. Records of their exploits
read like the pages of a blood-curdling
dime novel.

In Neosho, Missouri, Raymond
Marshall paddled a cance through
flood waters during an all-night search
for an emergency gas valve. Rowing
| past tree tops, he finally found the

valve, stood in neck-deep water to

turn it off and restored service to his
hometown and a nearby Army camp.
When firemen accidentally broke a

_ gas valve during an oil refinery blaze
in QOakland, California, Michael

Keane of the local light and power
. company donned an asbestos suit and
« walked into the flames. As firemen
. played hoses about him, Keane calmly
wishut off a gas line burning at the base
! of1 a drum containing 4,000 gallons of
toil.

# In Greenville, Mississippi, an ex-

football player named Charlie Elam
saw a fellow linesman unwittingly
reach for a 13,000-volt connection.
Elam saved his life with a flying
tackle that knocked him clear of the
live wire.

Many of the heroic deeds per-
formed on your behalf go unheralded
because they take place miles from
your home. In an Astoria, New York,
gas plant, a freak explosion threw
John Holoubek 12 feet in the air and
dropped him unconscious over a rail-
ing. Coming to, Holoubek found his
clothes on fire. He beat out the flames
with his bare hands and stumbled to
his feet—only to faint again.

Somehow, Holoubek managed to
regain consciousness for a second time.
Painfully making his rounds, he dis-
covered tar gushing through a broken
gas line. Quickly, he shut off the
valve. Farther on, Holoubek found
that the plant’s water pumps were out
of order, threatening to flood the
building. Wincing with each move-
ment, he climbed into a deep pit and
opened an emergency valve. For the
next five hours, Holoubek stayed on
duty, helping a maintenance crew re-
store the plant to normal. Then, he
limped over to his foreman.

*I think I could use some first aid,”
he said quietly.

Examining him, amazed doctors
found that Holoubek had been going
about his work with second-degree
burns and half a dozen rib fractures.
They kept him flat on his back for the
next 19 days.

Quick thinking as well as cou-
rageous action is a mark of the gas and
electric man. During a recent Colum-
bia River flood in the state of Wash-
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ington, repair men found a broken
wire dangling in the raging river. It
had to be cut, to avoid the short-
circuiting of nearby lines. Seeing that
there was no chance of swimming 50
feet into the flood waters, lineman
Paul Trull did some fast calculating.
He ran over to a nearby farmhouse
and borrowed a high-powered rifle.
Two minutes later, the problem was
solved. Trull broke off the dangling
wire with a neatly aimed bullet.

Gas and electric men go through
regular drills in artificial respiration
for shock victims—and with amazing
results. In the past 15 years, the Edi-
son Electric Institute and the Ameri-
can Gas Association have awarded
over 500 medals for life-saving feats
of resuscitation. In Saginaw, Michi-
gan, Russell Sarrine, a light and power
company employee, put this training
to good use after working hours.

A storm had flooded Saginaw's
streets and blown down a live wire
near Sarrine’s home. As 19-year-old
Ruth Carpenter tried to wade across
the street, an automobile swerved to
avoid her. It hit the crackling wire
and lashed it against the young
woman's body. She fell to the pave-
ment, screaming.

Hearing the outcry, Sarrine raced
out of his home in time to help by-
standers push away the wire with a
dry wooden pole. Carrying the un-
conscious young woman into the clear,
Sarrine began to administer artificial
respiration. Twenty minutes later, she
began to breathe naturally again. And
in half an hour, Ruth Carpenter was
on her way home—shaken but unhurt.

But men have no monopoly on
heroism during power emergencies.

L
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When a recent flood swept over
Pittsburgh, two telephone operators in
the city’s power company—Margaret
Daly and Margaret Gross — started
out for work in a rowboat. Two hun-
dred yards away, they had to get out,
clamber up a ladder and scurry across
a line of rooftops. But they managed
to get through to their switchboard.
And for the next three days, they
stayed there—relaying vital messages
that helped the company keep power
flowing throughout Pittsburgh’s flood ‘
emergency.

Courage seems to be just as much |
a part of the average gas and electric
man’s equipment as the tool kit he
carries. During the past ten years,
dozens of power company employees
have received Carnegie Hero medals,
the nation’s highest award for peace-
time bravery. Typical of these heroes
is Ralph Gentile, lineman for a Rhode
Island power company.

Gentile was perched high on a pole
outside Westerly, Rhode Island
watching a Navy fighter plane swoop
gracefully by. Suddenly, the plans
went into a spin and plunged earth
ward. Gentile scrambled down th
pole and with another bystander, Be
jamin York, sprinted across a meadov
toward the fallen plane. As they ag
proached the burning wreck, the
were startled by strange poppin
noises. Suddenly, they felt a rush ¢
air. Gentile pushed York to th
ground and dropped beside him.

“Bullets exploding,” F
shouted.

Crouching, Gentile raced towar
the flaming fuselage. Without hesit:
tion, he crawled into the blaze an

{ Continued on page 15)




No one bas ever solved this Arctic mystery. Can you?

The

Balloon

that

'l ||
\never

ﬁ@came

" bo Kk

by BRADLEY ROBINSON

" 7 OR years prior to Admiral Peary’s
great achievement in the Arctic,
"1 North Pole was a geographical
rize coveted by explorers in bold and
“iger competition. One ambitious ex-
“lorer attempted to reach the Pole on
“jot, dragging his supplies on a
edge. Nansen tried it by anchoring
Mis ship in an ice floe, hoping the
rift would carry him to the apex of
23 earth, But the most daring at-
sempt of all was made in 1897 by a
gwedish engineer named Salomon
wndree.

In some respects Andree was far
ahead of his times. Today, it is doubt-
ful if a North Pole expedition would
be considered without the use of air
transportation. Yet that was a weird
notion a little over 50 years ago when
Andree set out to do just that—ex-
plore the North Pole by air.

Of course, Andree had no plane.
He used, instead, a balloon, but no
ordinary balloon. The Eagle, Andree’s
ship, was rigged with a set of steering
sails and long guide ropes that trailed
from the gondola, and dragged over
the ice. With this unique design, he
had demonstrated in early flights that
he could gain, to some degree, dirigi-
bility unknown in the common free
balloon. So when Andree announced
that he was going to make the first
aerial attempt to discover the Pole,
his plan was quickly supported by the
enthusiasm and money of Alfred
Nobel, the inventor of dynamite, and
by King Oscar of Sweden.

In July of 1897, Andree took off
in The Eagle, with no less than five
tons of equipment, from Dane Island,
Spitzbergen, a location some 475 miles
north of Norway. With him were

two companions, Knut Fraenkel and
Niles Strindberg.

Two long days passed before a
carrier pigeon returned to anxious
watchers at the home base. The mes-
sage said that a gentle wind was car-
rying The Eagle northward and all
aboard were well. After that—silence.
The world waited expectantly, but
there was no further word.
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Then late that year, a sealing vessel
reached port to tell the story of hav-
ing heard cries of distress coming
from across the ice in the vicinity of
Spitzbergen. Hurriedly, a rescue party
was sent out. They found nothing.
Refusing to give them up as lost, King
Oscar and Nobel sent another search-
ing party in 1898, and a third the
following year, but no trace of The
Eagle or Andree’s party was found.

Two years later, a battered buoy
from The Eagle turned up on the
coast of Iceland. Examination proved
it had been dropped shortly after the
take-off; it carried a laconic message
that all was well. A year later a
second buoy washed ashore on Nor-
way containing a similar message.
And then silence again. Gradually,
hope of ever finding Andree's expedi-
tion or of learning their fate dimin-
ished with the passing years, and the
disappearance of The Eagle became a
baffling and unsolved mystery of the
Arctic.

Thirty-three years later, in 1930,
a Norwegian sealer anchored off the
southern tip of little-visited White
Island. Two crew members went
ashore and returned with the startling
news that they had uncovered an old
canvas boat half buried in a snow
drift. And in the boat they had found
a piece of equipment stenciled “An-
dree Polar Expedition.” Stirred by
this information and eager to unravel
the Andree mystery, scientists de-
scended on White Island. There they
stumbled onto the final camp site of
the ill-fated expedition.

But the mystery of Andree's party
was not entirely solved. Among the
ruins of what had once been a hut of
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wood and balloon silk were the skele
tons of Fraenkel and Andree. The
had died within six feet of each oth
and the thin rags covering their bone
indicated they had been lightl
dressed. Nearby were two sleepin
bags and a table with an overturne
bow! bearing evidence of having cor
tained food. Between them was
small, single-burner kerosene stove, tk
tank of which still contained fue
Scattered about the camp area wes
the bones of seal and bear, and clo¢
by a mound of rocks marked Strinc
berg’s crude grave.

The tragic account of The Eagle
flight was pieced together from tl
journals the three men had left b
hind. Mouldy and half-devoured t
time and weather, the journals told
grim story of failure and an 80-d:
battle to reach land against the e
hausting odds of drifting ice, cold ar
starvation. Strindberg’s photograp
plates, exposed and dormant 33 yea.
yielded pathetic pictures of T
Eagle floundering on the ice, its gre
bag coated by the ice of Arctic storn
There were scenes of the men dra
ging their heavy sledges over the dri
ing ice in a desperate attempt to rea

solid land.

At the point where the party gain
the safety of White Island, the jou
nals became difficult to decipher. T
few legible words mentioned findi
game, establishing camp, a storm, a
the collection of drift wood. E
there was no mention of Strindber
death. And what happened to f
other two on White Island beca
the greatest puzzle of all. T
Strindberg died, possibly from illne
before Fraenkel and Andree is ot
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us. But how did the two survivors
aeet their death?
. They could not have died from
tarvation, not in the face of evidence
f ample food. They could not have
rozen to death. The fact that their
emains were lightly clad indicates
varmth in their shelter. If they were
reezing they would have at least
ought the protection of their sleeping
ags. And the strongest disproof of
his freezing theory is their stove and
ts supply of fuel.

It was the stove which prompted
Jilhjalmur Stefansson to expound a
heory which may be closest to the
olution. From the position of the
wo bodies it was apparent both men
net a common death. It was, Stef-
‘nsson said, carbon monoxide poison-
ng. Asphyxiation from a kerosene
wirner similar to Andree’s was not
incommon in Arctic expeditions. It
lad killed two survivors of the Karluk
' lisaster in their sleep and it very

nearly killed a member of Admiral
Byrd's Little America party.

Since a fatal quantity of carbon
monoxide is odorless and difficult to
detect, it is very likely Andree and
Fraenkel succumbed to the lethal gas
without being aware of its presence.
Such a situation would mean the hut
was without ventilation, even a small
draft. If this was the case then why
did the stove not burn itself out?
Woas it possible that one of the men
fainted, thus warning the other, who
grasping the danger, got up and re-
leased the pressure of the stove, let-
ting the flame die? Why didn’t he
rush to the door and flood the room
with clean air?

Had that small tank on Andree’s.
kerosene stove been empty, the solu-
tion to the problem would be obvious.
But the tell-tale presence of fuel
makes the strange death of the two
explorers a mystery that will never be
solved.

A Tongue for Profit

t

one of the animals.

The major was buying a horse. The slick-tongued dealer paused before
**This one, sir,"" said the horse trader, “would be an

excellent buy for you. Why, this horse has been bred in the best military

traditions."”

The major was impressed and bought the horse. A few days later he

furiously returned to the dealer.

*This animal is nothing but a stubborn nag,’ he shouted. "I thought you
said that this horse was bred in the best military traditions!™
*So he is,” replied the dealer. “"He'd rather die than run."

Silas, the handy man, was well-known about town for his skill in the art
of dunning. He would gladly assist in any odd job, but if payment was not
prompt, he resorted to his own ingenious methods.

One day, when he had finished mowing and trimming a lawn, he went to

to shut the door.
| “Just a minute, ma'am,"”
they'll cash it at the bank?"

Silas said slowly.

the house for his pay. The lady who had requested his services, absent-
mindedly dismissed him with a “that's a fine job, Si, thank you,” and started

“Mind endorsin’ that so




Banking for the Blind

T ODAY the problems of money-handling and banking for the blind are
being solved in a large way. A year ago, the first checking account for
a sightless depositor was opened with the check partially printed in Braille.

This notable innovation in banking started in Omaha, Nebraska, through
the efforts of Eugene R. Oglebay, a teller at the Omaha National Bank. The
system is yet in its infancy, but appears to be on the way to national accept-
.ance.

Oglebay read about the Radio Engineering School for blind students
conducted by Lavon O. Peterson, who is himself blind. He went to the school
to observe the activities in Peterson’s unusual classes, and became so in-
trigued with what he could see, and with what the students could do who
«couldn't see, he decided to give his time and energies to devise a check for the
blind: a means to make their financial affairs less difficult.

Pollowing an exhaustive study of the subject—and after consultations
with bank officials, 2 manufacturer of rubber stamps, a printer, and the
FBI—a satisfactory check and banking plan were evolved. Since the
opening of the first account, many new advantages are being extended to the
blind business men and women of the country.

Oglebay's check is standard size, with lines for the date, number of the
.check, payee's name, amount, and a line for the maker's signature in raised
Braille lines. There are two raised lines forming rectangles on the right
for thumbprints. The blind person puts his right thumbprint in the upper
gectangle at the time he gets the checks. When he is ready to negotiate a
check, he places his thumbprint again in the lower rectangle and affixes his
signature over the line. At the extreme right of the check are four raised
numbers, $5, $10, $25, and $100. The maker indicates the limit of the
check he is writing, either by placing his thumbprint over the limit, or by
drawing a circle around the number.

This check is designed for a blind person who cannot sign his name, but
if that person can operate a typewriter, Ee can make out the entire check with
no assistance. The use of the thumbprints reduces the danger of forgery to a
minimum. If the depositor can sign his name, he may have checks identical
with these, except that the raised oblongs for fingerprints have been removed.

Officials of the insurance companies who carry forgery insurance for
‘banks have been consulted, and they have approved the checks as being pro-
tected by their national blanket forgery policiecs. The checks have been
copyrighted by the Omaha bank for the purpose of affording help to the
blind, but the bank will give permission to any other bank to use the checks,
with the expressed stipulation that the bank using the copyrighted checks will
make them available to blind customers without charge.—Whit Sawyer.

A

The Notre Dame defense was befuddled. Every time Mehre called a
defensive signal, Army ripped off a long gain. Mehre kept looking toward the
bench, expecting a substitute to come in with the magic word from Rock,
telling him what to do.

Finally the sub came running in. He couldn't talk on the next play,
of course, and Army gained about seven yards.

Mehre turned toward the sub and said, “Quick, what did Coach say

ito do?™”
“He said,” the sub panted, “to hold 'em.”
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by JOHN

NCE upon a time there was a

young railroad telegrapher who
thought perhaps he could sell some
job-lot watches by mail to fellow rail-
roaders along the line. He spent five
dollars on stamps, wrote some earnest
letters extolling his ‘‘bargains,” and
within several months found himself
the proprietor of a thriving mail-order
watch business.

The man was Richard W. Sears,
founder of Sears, Roebuck, whose idea
is as sound and profitable today as
when he pioneered in mail-order sales-
manship 60-odd years ago. Thousands
of individuals with king-sized ambi-
tions but modest capital are selling
by mail everything from frozen shrimp
to electric clocks.

Consider the case of the Midwest-
ern woman whose printer husband
died, leaving her 10,000 beautiful but
put-dated calendars. At first, she in-
tended to sell the odd lot for junk,
but on second thought she cut off the
calendar nortion and sent out 1 000

You put up the money, and let
Sam’s boys do the work.

Salesman

KENTON

letters offering **12 examples of mod-

ern American art—a bargain for

$1.00.” Within six months, she had
sold all 10,000 sets at a net profit of
more than $5,000.

A Californian, Russ Nicoll, made
a desultory living hawking fruit to
passing motorists. He did a little better
when he concentrated on dates. But
the highway was moved and Nicoll
was left stranded with plenty of bills.
and plenty of dates.

Luckily, he had jotted down the
names and addresses of former cus-
tomers, and now he wrote sales letters.
to them, offering to ship the dates to
any part of the country. The idea of
fancy dates, wrapped in bright foil,
caught on, and Nicoll quickly found
himself making more money than he
thought existed in the world. Today
he fills mail orders from all nations,
and credits Uncle Sam’s postmen as
the unpaid salesmen who built up his.
fabulous date plant near Thermal,
California.
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There 1s no magic formula for mak-
ing money by mail. Many costly cam-
paigns in which thousands of dollars
were spent on fine photography and
fancy artwork have flopped ignobly.
Other campaigns, less artful and more
down-to-earth, have brought a high
percentage of orders for everything
from potted palms to Indian-weave
neckwear.

True, the American people are ac-
customed to mail-order buying, and
if convinced that the product is good
and the price is right, the orders will
be forthcoming. But this entails a
shrewd job of salesmanship. Every-
thing depends on the seller’s sincerity,
persuasiveness, and his own convic-
tion that it’s cheaper to buy by mail

Most successful operators, from the
big-timers down to the occasional
mail-order merchants, purchase spe-
cialized mailing lists from brokers who
sell names of prospects. A man desir-
ing to offer a new type of battery for
hearing aids wouldn’t pick his names
out of the phone book. He would buy
a list of deaf people who own such
aids, paying as much as $25 per thou-
sand names for “live” leads. If his
offer is a good one, a three per cent
return might amply repay him for
paying such a high rate for his mailing
list.

Some mail-order businesses are
started by accident. That’s what hap-
pened to John Blair, a Warren, Penn-
sylvania, man who once was a travel-
ing salesman for a raincoat company.
While showing his coats to a store-
keeper, a local undertaker dropped in,
asked for a black raincoat, and gladly
purchased the one black garment Blair
«<arried in his sample case.

Swing
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“It’s terribly hard for undertakers:
and ministers to buy somber men’
furnishings,” he confided. *The stores
just don’t stock black suits, coats, anc
jackets.”

That gave Blair an idea. He assem-
bled a list of 10,000 morticians anc
wrote them, offering his “undertak-
er’s raincoat™ at a fair price. He got
1,200 orders from that one mailing
From then on, Blair was in the mail
order business and in time built :

multi-million dollar company catering

to morticians and clergymen.
Specialization is the key to succes
in mail-order plans.

modest capital each year trying to sel
products by mail on the slim chanc
that somebody can use them. That’
as idiotic as selling refrigerators t

1
Yet countles
men and women fritter away thei

Eskimos, yet the hopefuls keep oy

trying and keep on going broke. . -

Specialization was the key to th
success story of another mail-orde’
amateur in Chicago, who tackled th®
business after her husband died leav:
ing her a few hundred dollars. Thl_
woman, a prize-winning canner ¢
jams, began making a product wit!
greatly reduced sugar content fe
diabetics. She bought a list of hoi
pitals and wrote an earnest Ictter tel
ing why her jams and jellies wouldn
hurt a diabetic.

She received enough orders aft
two mailings to open another kitche
and take on additional help. Toda
she has expanded her mailing lists t
cover doctors, nurses, and sanitarium
The business grows each year, yet he
overhead and promotional costs a
small, indced.

(Continued on page 16)
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Bring something round and we’ll bave a ball.

[N AN effort to rekindle pride in
their home industry, a British mag-
wzine planned a cover picture showing
sall bearings floating in the clouds.
Sheffield steel ball bearings, the edi-

. ors reasoned, would be the world’s
inest example of precision manu-
acture.

| The picture was made by throwing
i handful of ball bearings into the
hir and photographing them as they
ell.

When the picture was developed,
he phrase “Made in the United
states” was visible on almost every
“earing!
Today, America dominates the
vorld’s bearing industry. American
~ actories produce 250 million bearings

| year. They are made in 30,000 dif-
_ erent sizes, ranging from tiny spheres,
1,000 of which weigh less than an
Junce, to massive quarter-ton rollers.

- Having increased its output over
, our times during the war years, the
~earing industry had to find new
narkets in peacetime. In the past four
ears its engineers have turned indus-

MODERN SPHERES of INFLUENCE

by THEODORE K. LANDAU

try upside down looking for new uses
for bearings.

In the almost forgotten era dimly
brought back to mind by the phrase
“prewar days,” even the best of our
passenger trains started with a jolt.
Riders’ complaints were to no avail;
the jolt was engineered as carefully as
the brake adjustments or the wheel
alignment. Friction on starting a train
was so great that the locomotive
couldn’t move the train as a unit but
had to start each car rolling separately.
To do this, loose couplings joined the
cars so that each one would move a
short distance before the couplings’
slack was taken out and the next car
jolted into motion.

Today, however, this spine-jarring
starting motion is being as carefully
removed as it originally was built into
the trains. By nesting moving shafts
in roller bearings the train can skate
forward effortlessly, and starting fric-
tion has been cut 900 per cent!

Publicity men being what they are,
one took advantage of this to photo-
graph four scantily clad models pull-
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ing an 894,000-pound steam locomo-
tive. They towed their 450-ton load
almost casually; but before the bear-
ings were installed an elephant would
have tugged vainly at the ponderous
mass of iron.

By the skillful use of new type
bearings, engineers have freed thou-
sands of locomotives from the drudg-
ery of assisting in starting heavy loads
and have made them available to do
productive hauling. The freight trains
that once had to crawl across the
countryside now rocket along at 100
miles an hour. This was technology
with a vengeance. Instead of waiting
to build a new fleet of boxcars, the
railroads overhauled their old equip-
ment and almost doubled its produc-
tive capacity!

From making trains roll faster to
making buildings stand still is a jump
that doesn’t faze the versatile bear-
ings engineer. In the '20’s and
the '30’s, the only way to make a

building earthquake-proof was to
build it low and massive. Today’s
new Los Angeles Sears, Roebuck

building pioneers a new era of build-
ing design for cities in the earthquake
belts. In this building, the floors can
“shimmy" to dissipate the force of a
quake. The floors are built in groups,
the top of one group being the foun-
dation for the next. Each foundation
has its girders, or legs, resting on nests
of 600-pound rollers on which the sec-
tion can slide in a 12-inch circle be-
fore the next higher group is moved.
Instead of collapsing in a severe quake,
the building will do a hula dance.
Unorthodox building? Maybe, but it
works.

Engineers were awakened to the

.
November-December, 1949 .'“

possibilities of new applications of = %
bearings by one of Henry Kaiser’s §
most spectacular feats. He was plan- {
ning the building of the Grand Coulee »:
Dam. After taking a startled look at ¢~
the cost of trucking thousands of tons &
of rock over mountain roads to the «
site, his engineers dreamed up a mile-
long rubber conveyor belt connecting
the rock quarry and the dam. I w
operated with such smoothness on ite ;
bearing supports that a barely notice:™ i
able downgrade kept it moving at' ::
450 feet a minute, delivering 2,000 &
tons of rock an hour with almost n¢ s
operating power needed. ‘
o
2!

A lot of us are going to live longe:
because of ball bearings. Doctors haw
long known that the electron micros **
scope with its great magnification £
power would be a wonderful tool for ®
medical research. Maybe it would b
able to solve the mystery of canced#x
and some of the virus diseases. Bu
for years they were unable to use itf%
It required sections of tissue onl
one-millionth of an inch thick. |
couldn’t penetrate farther. Laborz
tory technicians couldn’t cut sue
fine sections. Despite their best harc
ening methods, the tissues woul
crumple on contact with a knif
That is, until some bright soul bui
the microtome—a bearing-balance
blade that moves at 1,000 miles a
hour. It cuts so quickly that the tissu
is sliced before it has time to collaps

THE principle of the bearing w
known thousands of years ag
then forgotten. An ancient Babylo
ian stone tablet shows men rolli
building blocks forward on round lo
—a primitive bearing. The Gre
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used bearings in their war machines,
though the ordinary native carts con-
tinued to use crude fat-greased wheels
rotating directly on wooden shafts.

Bearings disappeared with the fall
of the Roman Empire and were not
rediscovered until the 19th Century
when a nameless Michigan bicyclist
made a momentous discovery. Com-
ing home late on Halloween evening,
he parked his bicycle outside his house
and raced up the stairs. As he leaped
onto the front porch he skidded, then
fell.

“What happened!™ he exclaimed.

His sister laughed as she stood in
the doorway. “Some of the boys must
have spilled buckshot on the porch.”

Late that night the cyclist awoke
with a start. His bicycle was stiff to
pedal; suppose he put some buckshot
between the wheel and the hub?
Maybe the wheel would slip more

easily around it.

The idea worked. As the news
spread, backyard mechanics began
making bearings and local builders
began to put them into their bicycles.
Then, when Henry Ford learned
ibout bearings and put them into his
Model T, the bearing industry was
0rn.,

Today, the use of bearings has en-
gered many unusual fields. A ballet
Jancer has one in the toe of her ballet

slipper and now glides effortlessly
across the stage. A recently developed
decoy duck flaps its ball bearing-bal-
anced wings in such an amorous man-
ner as it floats over the waves that
even the most knowing and cynical
old drake sidles over with romantic
intentions. A ball point perfume ap-
plicator, similar to ball point pens
but with a larger bearing, is now on
the market—containing a sealed-in,
many-months’ supply of perfume.

On Rhode Island, a man invented a
“pigeon shaker.” It consists of rollers
mounted on ball bearings to be placed
on the ledges of pigeon-haunted
houses. The luckless bird, after a neat
landing on this perch, finds itself
spilled ignominiously into space.

An American watch is being tested
which has high-priced accuracy but
low-priced ball bearings replacing the
expensive jewel pivot.

The world-wide dependence on
American bearings perhaps is best
shown by the experience of a young
Illinois exporter, Christopher Janus.
He recently bought from a Swedish
industrialist the five-ton Mercedes-
Benz that had been Hitler's private
limousine. It wasn't American money,
though, that paid for the car; it was
bartered for a shipment of *“American
Quality™ ball bearings.

ITHE LIGHT BRIGADE (continuea from poge s)

- Jragged out the unconscious pilot.
" Under the steady fire of the explod-
ng machine gun bullets, Gentile car-
‘ied him across the meadow to safety.

| The next time you turn on your
tove or flick a light switch, the

chances are a million to one that gas
and electric service will respond to
your touch. And as long as our heroic
gas and electric men remain on the
job, it is a safe prediction that Amer-
ica’s homes will continue to run
smoothly and safely.




UNCLE SAM—

SALESMAN

(Continued from Page 12)

Arthur Murray, the internationally
famous dance instructor, has made
really important money by selling
dance courses through the mails. After
his first offer, he was swamped by
40,000 eager dance aspirants, and
discovered that mail-order selling was
as suitable for vending fox trots as for
hawking baby chicks or spark plugs.

The stamp business, a multi-mil-
lion dollar field, is conducted chiefly
by mail. Sending stamps ‘‘on ap-
proval” to customers they never see
has brought dependable profits year
after year to more than 3,000 full-
and part-time stamp merchants.

A Southern man and woman buy
up used correspondence courses and
advertise them at bargain rates. The
demand for their courses, on every-
thing from horseback riding to jour-
nalism, far exceeds the supply!

Imitation may be the sincerest form
of flattery, but it will not produce

profits if you enter an already-
crowded mail-order field. To achieve
success, you must determine what
product or service is not readily ac-
cessible to potential customers—and

then tell those customers by ads and

letters that you are the supplier.

That's what a Texas man did after
he ruefully surveyed the thousands
of cactus plants on his ranch and
wondered how to dispose of them at
a profit. A month before Christmas
he addressed a letter to 5,000 North:
ern business men, soliciting their or
ders for cactus plants as gifts for theis
customers and employees.

Though you couldn’t get a dime it
Texas for a whole trainload of th
prickly stuff, his letters to the Nortl
brought results: so many orders tha'
he has built a successful mail-orde
business with a product he couldn’
give away in Texas!

Let There Be Light

‘x JHEN Lanny Ross bought a farm up in the Berkshire Hills, he decided
to get right in and belong to the community. Among other things, he

joined the local fire department.

One particularly pitch-black night, the alarm clanged and Lanny rushed
to the fire. The firemen had gathered at a small house a couple of miles down
the road and were leisurely unloading the old-fashioned fire equipment.
Lanny grabbed the hose and rushed to the front line. It was too dark to see

much but he could smell plenty of smoke.

the water!”

*Quick,” he shouted, ‘‘turn on

“Easy there, fella,” said the bearded old chief. ‘“Let the fire burn up
bright before we go to work on it. Cain't see what we're doin® in this dark.”

A
A Broadway playboy who was in a barbershop getting a haircut and

shave was making a play for the luscious manicurist.

“How about letting

me show you the town tonight, baby? Dinner and a musical and then dancing

on the Astor Roof.”

“I'm married,” said the manicurist, demurely casting down her eyes.
“Well, ask your husband,” said the playboy. ““The jerk will probably

be honored.™

“You ask him yourself,” smiled the girl. “He's shaving you.”

|
,)
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by MARTIN FIELD

ONE day during summer vacation
my kid brother Herbie said he
was going to get a job with the tele-
phone company because it was the
biggest company in the world. In such
a company there was plenty of room
for advancement. At this time, Herbie
was 16 and very smart mechanically
for his age. At 12, he built a steam
engine, using a 40-quart milk can for
a boiler. At 14, he put together a
shoulder-type helicopter that enabled
him to stay in the air 15 minutes at
a time and made apple picking a
pleasure.

After all, Herbie pointed out, next
year he was graduating from high
school and it was time to think of the
future.

“All right,” I said, “go down and
apply for a job.”

“No,” he said,

come to me.”

“I'll make them

“How will you do that?” I said.

I was positive he was rocky.

About this time, the telephone com-
pany had opened up service between
Catalina island and the mainland
through the use of high-frequency
radio. The newspaper announcements
said that by using scramblers, the
conversations were assured of privacy.
In other words, before they broadcast
the radio waves, they would chop
them up and then put them back to-
gether again at the other end.

Right after Herbie said he was go-
ing to get a job with the telephone
company, he disappeared into the tent
in our backyard that he used for a
workshop. For three weeks I saw him
only at breakfast and supper, looking
dreamy-eyed.

Then one day he called me out to
his tent and invited me inside. A
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mess of equipment was on a long table
in a corner; it looked like a radio set
gone haywire, with about 20 tubes
and all sorts of frequency coils and
dials strung on wires. Above the
table, on a separate shelf, was a square
loudspeaker.

Herbie grinned. *‘Listen,” he said.
He snapped a switch, the radio tubes
began to glow, and from the loud-
speaker came voices: “'I can’t make it
this week end, honey. I got stuck on
a deal. No, not my wife! Please, will
you be reasonable?” . . . “Darling, I
can hardly wait till you come. I've
been curled up all day with a book
and I'm so bored!” and a lot of stuff
like that.

“What station is it?" I said.

Herbie scowled for a second.
*“That’s no station. That's people talk-
ing to Catalina.” He snapped off the
voices and said proudly, “Some en-
tertainment, huh?”

“But you're not supposed to listen
in,” I said.

He got sore. “'I don't know why I
bother with you,™ he said. *'You don't
understand anything.”

“All right, all right,” I said. “Don't
get so hot. But I still don’t get the
idea.”

“You will,” Herbie said,
will.™ That's all he would say.

The next day I went to the back-
yard to roll the garbage cans to the
front of the house when I noticed a
couple of fellows hanging around in
front of the tent. I went over. The
tent was crowded with boys and girls,
all of them listening to the people
phoning Catalina and laughing and
giggling like crazy. Herbie saw me.
He pushed his way through the

\\yoU

November-December, 1949 -

jammed tent and came outside. ,
“Hey, what is this?" I said. “*A con-
vention?” i
*No, a show.” Herbie took his hand *
out of his pocket and I saw money—
dollar bills and silver. “Twenty-five =
cents apiece to listen in. And more r
customers than I can handle.” He
yelled into the tent, “All right, all
tickets with green crosses have to |
leave.” A boy and a girl backed out-iﬂ:z
of the tent, hating to leave, and two ¢
of the fellows who'd been waiting out- /s
side ducked in. And three more boys ™ «
came up the driveway, heading for |
the tent. 8
“You haven't got a job yet,” I
said. “All you've done is go into .
business for yourself.” 1
“All right,” Herbie said disgustedly. 1 &=
He looked me up and down and I1%:
could see his calculating machine was
working. “You can help me out for 25 1s
per cent.” .
You see, already he was acting like §
a boss. I took his proposition. In one ﬂ
week my 25 per cent came to $20,% s
and of course Herbie made $60. Fig-
uring like a corporation, what with
equipment costs, labor, utilities and
depreciation, Herbie almost succeeded | i
in coming up with a loss. "
“A good job is better,” he said. B
The next day it happened. Two
strange men came up the driveway.§ ')
One man was red-faced and big; the¥ °\
other man was tall, thin and stoop-¥&
shouldered. Detectives always travel
in pairs, I knew that. The red-faced
one gave me a dollar. What could I
do? I gave him 50 cents and they
went into the tent. I watched them.
They stood and listened and whis-
pered to each other, shaking their

N ]



HOW MY BROTHER GOT A JOB 17

heads up and down as they paid par-
ticular attention to the stuff Herbie
~ had rigged up. Then they came out-
side. 1 went stiff, ready for anything.

“You the boy who set this up?”
said the stoop-shouldered man po-
litely.

There was no use lying about it;
I had to tell the truth. “*No, my kid
brother Herbie,” I said.

“Your kid brother?” said the red-
faced man, his voice going up.

“He's 16—I'm 18." Just then
Herbie came out of the kitchen where
he'd lunched on cream of corn soup,

" his favorite food. ‘‘Here he comes,”
1 said.

I tried to signal Herbie to stay
away, but he kept sauntering over to
us, his hands in his pockets and his
air as cocky as could be. He came to
a stop before the two men. “Good
.afternoon, gentlemen,” he said.
*What can I do for you?”

“Would you mind answering a few
questions?” said the red-faced man.

*Not at all,” said Herbie cheerily.

The red-faced man jerked his head
itoward the tent. “How long has this
been going on?”

“A week.”

“Where'd you get the set-up in-
side?”

Herbie tapped his forehead. *‘From
here, mostly. The rest is second-hand
parts,”

*“Who helped you?”

*Nobody,”

*Nobody?” said the red-faced man,
hard.

"1 did,” I said defiantly. I wasn't

oing to let Herbie take the rap all
himself. *“And where's your war-
rant?”

“Marv helped me sell tickets, he
means.”’

The stoop-shouldered man said to
me, “"We're not detectives, son. We're
from the telephone company.”

Herbie nodded wisely, *'I knew you
were.”

I hadn’t, so I just felt foolish.

*So let’s get down to business,” said

the red-faced man. **The company in-
vested a lot of money to make sure
people could talk private. Then you
come along and unscramble the mes-
sages. There's a law against listening
in on private conversations.”

“Is there?” said Herbie innocent-
like.

“You know darn well there is,” the
red-faced man said angrily.

“How would it look,” said Herbie
quietly, with a gleam in his eyes, “for
the whole big telephone company to
pick on a little guy like me?”

The red-faced man didn’t say any-
thing for a while; he simply got red-
der-faced. Just as he was about to
open his mouth, the other man said,
*Wait a minute. Let’s not lose our
tempers. You're a bright fellow,
Herbert. How would you like to work
for us? After,” he added, “we've sent
you to C.I.T. or M.L.T.—take your
choice.”

This was what Herbie had been
working and waiting for. So what
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did he do? “I don't know," he said
doubtfully. I was so amazed I couldn't
talk.

*You can pick the hard way or the
easy way, said the red-faced man.
*Makes no difference to us. For in-
stance, that dollar bill I gave your
brother is marked. Selling tickets
without paying a federal tax. We
could get you on that, too."

“Be smart, son,” said the other
man. He was pleading.

Herbie seemed to be thinking hard.
“All right,” he said finally. “You got
me, fellows. I'll tell you what. I'll

Swing
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keep operating till you can get the
contract ready.” E

The stoop-shouldered man smiled
and reached for his inside pocket.
“Here's the employment agreement
all ready. You can sign now."

Herbie's pen was in his hand.
*“That's what I like about your com-
pany,” he said. “Efficiency.”

I‘M PRETTY busy these days. Now
that Herbie's away at engineering
school, I'm working in his tent on a
new carburetor that'll give any car
75 miles to the gallon. I'm getting °
myself a job with an oil company.

Centigrade or Fahrenheit ?

TWO traveling men were complaining about the limited facilities of small
town hotels. *“You know,” said one, I once stopped at a little town up
by the northern border of Idaho. The radiators in my hotel room were so

cold they could have been used as refrigerators. And the water dripping

from the faucet made icicles.”

“That's nothing compared to a place I hit up in Frozen Bend, Minne-
“Why, there wasn't even a radiator in the room,
although the thermometer stood at 32 degrees below zero. All I found was a
bottle of dark-reddish liquid on the table near the bed.

“On a card pinned to the wall was this instruction: “Take one teaspoon
of the Tabasco sauce after you get into bed. If you require a great deal of

sota,” scoffed the other.

heat, take two teaspoons’.”

Mrs. Suburb, who had lost the key to the kitchen clock, went with her
husband to the jewelers to get another. Mr. Suburb waited in the car while
his wife went into the shop. In a few minutes she came out. "Got it?" he

asked.
“No.," said his wife.

“Why not? Didn’t they have clock keys?”
“No, it wasn't that,” explained his wife. “Mrs. Van Swagger was in
there buying pearls, so I just inquired how long it would take to clean a

diamond tiara, and left.”

She was beautiful, blonde and bored. Her escort was trying in vain to
interest her in the Old Masters at the art gallery.

He paused before Velasquez's Christ at the House of Martha. *“Now
here's a magnificent painting!” he exclaimed fervently. “Look at the marvel-
ous character in Martha's face, the Eerfection of detail in the still life on the

table, the miraculous modeling of t

ose eggs in the foreground . ..

The blonde gave the picture a swift, comprehensive glance, turned away,
nose up-tilted, and said, "I don't like eggs.”"—Time and Tide.
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Forgers and counterfeiters are singing the blues.

by FRANK BRISTOL

IN Rochester, New York, a kindly,
white-haired man in a cluttered lab-
oratory is thinking up new ways to
protect the money you carry and the
checks you write.

His name is Burgess Smith, and
around the Bureau of Engraving and
Printing in Washington, Treasury
men will tell you that Smith is the
nearest thing to an indispensable man
in the nation’s economy.

For the elderly Mr. Smith—he’s 74
years old —is a self-taught former
printer’s devil who has become Amer-
ica’s top expert in producing checks
and currency that the most resource-
ful crooks can’t copy or duplicate.

Before long,; most banks will be
using a small, inconspicuous machine
designed by Smith which virtually will
holler copper if any “queer” checks
are presented for payment. The teller
will take a check, hold it momentarily
over a small beam of light from the
gadget, and the sensitive machine im-
mediately will detect any erasure or

alteration in the paper. If the check
has been tampered with, the machine
will flash in warning red letters:
VOID. And the passer of that check
will have some tall explaining to do.

Smith has saved American business
men untold millions of dollars by his
development of a check which is alter-
ation-proof. This achievement was
racked up in 1918 when the Todd
Company of Rochester, the world’s
biggest manufacturer of checks, be-
came distressed at the widespread
check-raising and alteration reported
from coast-to-coast.

Crooks were having a field day
erasing original amounts and typing
in new and greater amounts on the
faces of company checks. Others used
ink eradicators in ‘‘raising” checks.
And not a few simply manufactured
their own “company checks" which
were brazenly passed in stores and
banks.

Within two months, Smith—who
had holed up in a laboratory like a
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hermit—came forth with the answer
to check jugglers and forgers. His new
type of check was called the Protod
Greenbac, which used well-established
camouflage principles adopted by the
Navy for its ships in war time.

Smith had printed in minuscule let-
ters the word “‘void” thousands of
times across the check in invisible ink.
Then the check was re-printed with
thousands of dots, followed by a third
printing of more dots. Any bleaching
or erasing of the paper removed the
dots and caused the frightening word

.S)wing

“void™ to spring out in the paper.

So well-regarded is this Smith de-
velopment that the Todd company
numbers each check and insures each
one for $10,000 against forgery or
counterfeiting. In 30 years, the firm
has never had to make good on a
Smith-invented check, and American
business and industry has reduced its
forgery and counterfeiting losses by
millions of dollars.

Though most of today’s laboratory
specialists have an imposing string of
university degrees, Burgess Smith is
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a self-taught engraver, chemist, printer
and detective. As a young printer’s
devil in Georgia, he learned to set
type, repair presses, mix inks and
make engraving plates.

At the age of 18 he was a successful
draftsman for the Navy Department,
moving from there to the Treasury's
Bureau of Engraving and Printing.

Before many months, the young
man had mastered all the intricate
details of producing our greenbacks
and postage stamps. Secret Service
men half-jestingly remarked, *‘Smith,
if you ever decided to leave the
straight-and-narrow, you'd be the
toughest crook in the world to catch!™

Actually, Smith knew so many se-
cret processes of producing money,
bonds and stamps that Bureau heads
insisted he be exempted from Civil
Service requirements. By executive
order, Smith was entrusted with the
manufacture of millions of dollars
in currency and stamps. Detectives
guarded him day and night lest crooks
kidnap him and torture him into re-
vealing processes for producing money.

Smith has made United States paper
money incredibly difficult to dupli-
cate. His tinkering with vats of chem-
icals and inks has resulted in paper
which cannot be copied.

During World War II, Burgess
Smith developed foolproof identifica-
tion cards and passes for workers in
secret plants and atomic installations.
His newest card for the government
and the armed forces is one which
resembles an unimpressive business
card when examined in normal light.

But place it under a fluorescent
light and a United States shield
emerges in all its majesty and au-
thority.

Another card, when scratched
lightly with a fingernail, reveals a
cryptic code word that certifies the
bearer.

Though Smith-invented check pa-
per, gadgets and protectors are used
in countless banks, insurance com-
panies, post offices and business
houses, crooks still manage to get
away with $400,000,000 a year, due
largely to carelessness and laxity on
the part of those who handle money.

To reduce the huge loss, Burgess
Smith offers this counsel, “Be careful
about how you handle money! Know
the people to whom you entrust your
money. Better still, use every scientific
method available to make your checks
foolproof. You pay plenty of attention
to your car so its repairs won't cost
you money; the same amount of atten-
tion to your checks, bonds and cash
will save you infinitely more!™

When the new minister came to the little town, the congregation naturally
was interested in learning all about his former life. He mentioned vaguely
that he had been in business, but refused to discuss it further. However, the
townspeople had only to wait until the Sunday service to discern his former
occupation. For at the end of his sermon, the clergyman made this moving

appeal :

*The Kingdom of Heaven awaits you today! And there's room for each
and every one of you. Yes, this is your golden opportunity. It may never
come to you again. Remember, this is your last chance! Friends, what am

I bid?"—Wall Street Journal.
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N the troubled year of 1777, a

traveler stopped at a wayside inn
near Cambridge, Massachusetts, and
asked for accommodations for the
night.

“For self and horse,” he specified.

“We have a room for you,” the inn-
keeper replied, “but no stable for
your horse. However, if you don’t
mind waiting an hour or so, my son

and I will build one.” And they did.

The celebrity who commanded this
impressive attention was General
George Washington. Since then, all
American hotels have tried to make
their customers comfortable even
though there is no similar incident of
annex-building in hotel history.

Today, however, many of Ameri-
ca’s better hotels are fast returning to
this Revolutionary service standard.
If you dial room service in any one
of hundreds of our luxury hotels and
ask the voice that answers to provide
a portable garage for your trailer,

Big bhotels are treating patrons to
all the luxury money can buy.

WAS NEVER
LIKE THIS

by JHAN AND JUNE ROBBINS

you may get it. Certainly hotels these
days are going to every other extreme
to gain and keep your patronage.

Howard F. Dugan, chairman of the
board of the American Hotel Asso-
ciation, representing 5,800 hotels in
the United States, Canada and Mex-
ico, promises that nothing that man
can imagine and money can buy will
be left undone to attract tourists,
business executives, salesmen and
guests from the surrounding com-
munity. “We have modernized, ex-
panded, altered and improved our
decor, services and entertainment,” he
said recently. “Thus far we have
spent two billion dollars, and this is
only the beginning.”

The wartime crowds that jammed
hotels to the eaves from coast to coast
left pleasant memories for hotelkeep-
ers whose previous experience with
the phrase *“a full house™ had been
limited to the poker table.

“We'd like to see those crowds




26

again,” one Pacific Coast hotel host
remarks wistfully, “and we're doing
everything we can think of to rope
them in.”

“Everything™ includes, literally,
everything from girly-girly shows in
the night club and pheasant under
glass in the kitchen to free nightgowns
and pajamas, styled to suit your in-
dividual taste, in the bedroom.

An enormous competitive stimulus
to hotels throughout the Southwest
has been the opening of Glenn Mc-
Carthy’s 20-million-dollar Shamrock
Hotel in Houston, Texas. Bursting
profitably at its streamlined seams
since it first bid for business last
March 17, the Shamrock is an eye-
shatterer. The rate for one of its sin-
gle rooms begins at $6 per day and
rises to astronomic figures for the
transient or semi-permanent rental of
its three- and four-bedroom apart-
ments with terrace. But the advan-
tages would seem to be worth it.

The hotel itself is faced with
marble-like granite of a deep shade of
carnelian red. Within, walls are
paneled in mahogany, hung in silken
satin, and studded with rhinestones
and other convincing replicas of
precious gems. The massive doors that
guard the entrance to the main ball-
room are cut of a solid piece of dark
green lucite and look like the gates to
the Emerald City in The Wizard of
Oz. Television receivers are available
at a fee for any room, every mattress
is of deep, bouncy foam rubber, and
the air conditioning units may be ad-
justed individually.

The chief entertainment attraction,
in addition to two night clubs and
four eating places, is a shell-shaped
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swimming pool fringed with luxurious
cabanas. A passageway from the grill
room enables guests who need a cold
plunge to go directly from the bar to
the swimming pool or, presumably,
vice versa. Another feature with vast
possibilities for entertainment is the
Shamrock Room’s *“*black™ light which
can be turned on at the request of any
guest who happens to be wearing a
fluorescent gown or tuxedo and has
a yen to glow in the dark.

The Shamrock, too, is one of the
few hotels in this country to offer its

patrons two different kinds of food.

The main kitchen is staffed by several

deft, imaginative chefs who can turn

out a dream of a stuffed pompano or
baked Alaska. Another, smaller kit-
chen is run by two ladies who do not

JR v
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pretend to be chefs but produce the *

kind of dishes known as good home
cooking.

Hotel men everywhere watched
anxiously as the Shamrock opened its
doors, settled back with relief when it
became obvious that the folderol was
going to pay off. One hundred and
twenty thousand dollars is the average
renovating expenditure undertaken
by other hostelries, and all are hoping
for a quick return. The bulk of this
sum has gone to replace time-scuffed
furniture, paint, rugs, drapes and push
buttons.

There was a day when the average
hotel room had just two pearl-tipped
electric push buttons, one for ice water
and the other, usually, to summon the
fire department. Now, there may be
as many as a dozen, strategically scat-
tered. Many hotel rooms are furnished
as sitting rooms and show no signs of
being sleeping quarters until the pres-

»
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¢ sure of your finger brings a bed slid-
ing out of the wall. Full-length mir-

. rors are also engineered to appear and
disappear in the same way. These, of
course, offer no hazard, but more than
one nervous guest has already baffled
a night clerk by asking, “What hap-
pens if I reach out in my sleep, push
the button, and my bed, with me in
it, goes sliding back into the wall?”

Other push buttons control doors
and windows, which may be opened
without leaving bed, or enable you to
tune in soothing music if you need a
lullaby. The new Terrace Plaza in
Cincinnati, however, while it provides
the ultimate in luxurious service, is
not willing to leave everything to the
guest’s choice. The clerk at the desk
downstairs has his own push button
which arbitrarily turns on your radio
if there is anything important that
he thinks you ought to hear.

Interior decorators have had a field
day in hotels during the past year, and
you can no longer tell approximately
where you are by the trend in your
decor. The stolid, substantial Muehle-
bach Hotel, for example, located in
center-of -the-country Kansas City, has
several rooms that are exact duplicates
of the Bohemian quarters encountered
in Parisian Montmartre. Another
room at the Muehlebach is done in
red leather and black cork, a third is
red and green burlap hopsacking,
while a 19th Century English boudoir
is available for those who long for the
good old days.

. Similarly, the famous La Fonda
hotel in Santa Fe is so exotic and for-
eign that guests hesitate to offer
American money. There are antique

beds and chests that followed the

conquistadores from Spain; floors

framed in Mexican tiles; wicker chairs.

from Poland; and silks, hangings, rugs
and spreads from China, Morocco,
Persia and Egypt.

Hotel men know from long experi-

ence that decorative sensations of this.

kind will not only please the guest's
eye but may, occasionally, tempt his
acquisitive fingers. In the past, such
depredations have included room-size
rugs, mattresses, curtains and even a
bathroom sink.

Many managers have turned to un-
usual entertainment programs as a
less expensive way to attract guests

In Arizona, the Gadsden Hotel invites.

you to go lion hunting. The hotel will
provide you with horse, pack mule,
gun, ammunition and guide. If you
fail to get a lion, the hotel absorbs the
guide fee.

A milder sport is offered at the

General Oglethorpe in Savannah,
where Saturday night turtle races in
the lobby stir up excitement.

A few weeks ago all the hotels in
Palm Springs leagued together to make
the famous desert
resort into a par-
adise—for skiers.
The project will
not be completed
until 1952, but
work has already
started on an
aerial tramway
that will whisk
you in 12}/ min-
utes from the floor of the desert to a
point 11,000 feet up in the San Ja-
cinto mountains. Thinking of every
angle, one Palm Springs hotel man has
already warned his colleagues to start
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enlarging closet space. “Everyone will
want to bring both summer and win-
ter wardrobes,” he prophesies.

Less active vacationers have found a
hostelry in Reno, Nevada, which pro-
vides another kind of spell-binding
scenery that demands no effort at all
from the beholder. It is a “‘whiskey-
fall,” located in a popular cocktail
lounge, where pure bourbon whiskey
cascades from a marble fountain 24
hours a day.

Tourists, ever the darlings of both
metropolitan and resort hotels, will be
pampered more than ever this year.
Several hundred hotels have hired a
troop of uniformed auto hostesses.
Needing to be agile as well as attrac-
tive, an auto hostess leaps on your
running board, if you have one, while
the car is still rolling, directs you to
the automatic parking machine, and
rushes you and your family through a
private entrance direct to the regis-
tration desk so that you will not have
to parade through a swanky lobby 1n
wrinkled shorts or bedraggled slacks.

Five hundred other hotels think
tourists will be more appreciative of
their signs, which read, “Your dog is
welcome.” Special kennels are pro-
vided. A competent dog handler will
care for your pooch by day, double
as a baby sitter at night. Regular staffs
of baby sitters are provided by nine
out of ten vacation hotels.

Such grand-scale super service is
new to most hotels but to the gigantic
Broadmoor, located at Pike's Peak
near Denver, it is an old story. The
Broadmoor was built in 1918 by a
prospector named Spencer Penrose
who saw an easier way than digging
to get gold out of the locale.

.S’wing
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From the beginning, the Broadmoor,
which 1s almost a self-supporting city
in itself, has had its own 300-animal
200, a ra11road a cable car system,
an art museum, a 75-piece symphony
orchestra, a polo field, a day nursery
with a corps of child guidance ex-
perts in attendance, a swimming pool
entirely enclosed by a glass dome, and
a hog farm. The hogs are scarcely dec-
orative but highly practical—each year
they root out $10,000 worth of silver-
ware from the hotel garbage. Guests
enjoy watching them do it.

The Broadmoor also has churches of
several denominations, a non-sectarian
chapel and a shrine dedicated to the
memory of Will Rogers. Chapels, or
other small places set aside for wor-
ship, are characteristic of many hotels
throughout the West. Marriages take
place in them frequently. Runaway
Hollywood couples are often wedded
in the Two Hearts Chapel in the
Ranchinn at Elko, Nevada, while the
Last Frontier in Las Vegas has a
minister and organist on 24-hour call

to perform marriage services in the

hotel’s Little Church of the West.

Another highly personal service is
offered at the Mapes Hotel in Reno,
most of whose guests have come to
that city for the usual reason. When
a Mapes Hotel divorcee is ready for
her day in court, she is offered an
orchid for her morale and formally
escorted before the judge by the as-
sistant manager of the hotel. He—and
who should know better — testifies
that the lady in question has resided
for six weeks in the state of Nevada
and is therefore entitled to her free-

dom.
{Continued on page 32)
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He plucks $200,000 a year from a $12 fiddle.

by BETTY AND WILLIAM WALLER

THEY propped him up in bed
when he insisted. He was in a
Nashville hospital, recovering from an
emergency appendectomy, but still
he wanted to go on. They handed
him his battered old fiddle, and he
i sawed away as he had thousands of
. times before. He sang two songs into
the mike. Then he settled back with
a contented smile on his homely young
* face. “T ain’t nothin",” he said.

The indefatigable convalescent was
a Tennessee performer of mountain
music, considered by many to be the
outstanding exponent of folk songs in
America today. He has a repertoire
of about 1,500 tunes, many written by
himself. His recordings have sold in
the neighborhood of 10,000,000 to
date. His personal appearance tours
always are marked by S.R.O. signs
wherever he appears. He has starred
on perennially popular radio shows,
both on local stations and nation-wide
networks. Now he's a movie star,
too.

Today, he is making musical West-

erns for Columbia Pictures, and
maybe he’ll give those horse opry
kings, Gene Autry and Roy Rogers,
a run for their money yet. All this
activity brings genial Roy Acuff—a
hillbilly entertainer who is the real
McCoy—an income estimated at bet-
ter than $200,000 a year!

Hillbilly yodelers have been known
to hail from such unlikely places as
Pennsylvania, Indiana and Brooklyn.
Acuff, who was born in the east Ten-
nessee hill country near Maynards-
ville, actually is the genuine article.
When he plays and sings Wabash
Cannonball, The Great Spectacled
Bird or Lay My Old Guitar Away,
his millions of fans all over the coun-
try and in Canada know they are
hearing folk music at its authentic
best.

Acuff has never had a music lesson
in all his life, and cannot read music.
But one of his records, Wabash Can-
nonball, has grossed more than $5,
000,000. His personal appearance
tours have been tremendously profit-

|
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able, too. When he appears in Nash-
ville’s biggest auditorium, which seats
5,000, the house always is sold out
weeks in advance, and crowds are
turned away at the door. People fror
all the 48 states and Canada write in
for tickets.

His popularity, which by no means
is confined to backwoods areas or his
home state, even extends to major
cities. Acuff has filled houses in
Louisville, Baltimore, Dallas, Houston
and other big towns, and the crowds
never fail to give him an enthusiastic
reception.

The members of Acuff’s troupe,
known as the Smoky Mountain Boys,
are just as illiterate, musically, as the
maestro. They all had little schooling,
took plenty of hard knocks, and still
cannot read from printed sheet music.
Roy himself uses a $12 fiddle, but
produces music that “sends™ his con-
siderable audience.

After years of wooing the citizens
of Tennessee by song, via radio and
in-person tours all over the state,
Acuff is a familiar and well-loved
personality. Politicians impressed by
the vote-getting appeal of such folk
tune specialists as ex-Governor Jimmie
Davis of Louisiana and Pappy
O'Daniel of Texas—to say nothing
of Glenn Taylor, senator from Idaho
and recent vice-presidential candidate
on the Progressive Party ticket—de-
cided to make capital of Roy’s talents.

Back in 1944, Roy's friends entered
him as a candidate for governor. A
Republican, Roy had been a little too
busy to vote for six years, but was
on the ballot in both Republican and
Democratic primary races. Boss
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Crump of Memphis opposed his can-
didacy, and the two traded verbal
punches. Finally, Roy decided not to
run. His loyal fans, however, gave
him a write-in vote in a couple of
counties which exceeded the combined
votes for the other candidates.

Last fall, Roy went into politics in
earnest, running for governor of Ten-
nessee on the Republican ticket. With
his running mate, B. Carroll Reece,
Roy put up a bang-up fight. The pair
energetically toured the state like a
couple of happy mountain minstrels.
They drew huge crowds, many of
whom, no doubt, were attracted by
Roy’s music. But, according to a na-
tional magazine, an audience in one
town pelted them with fruit during
an appearance. Not that they hated
the candidates, some of the hecklers
said, but because they were music
lovers!

If Acuff had been the winning can-
didate for governor, it would have
meant foregoing a sizeable part of that
$200,000-a-year income. He was pre-
pared to make the sacrifice, but Ten-
nessee is traditionally a Democratic
state, and it stayed that way. Acuff,
perhaps fortunately for him, went
down to defeat. Shortly afterwards,
he accepted a contract to make pic
tures. !

When Roy was growing up in the
highlands of east Tennessee, he never
dreamed that someday he would be
a Hollywood celebrity. His father, a
Baptist preacher, had a hard time mak-
ing ends meet, and Roy had no more
than a high school education. During
boyhood, his greatest pleasure was
baseball, and he dreamed of becom-
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ing a big league player. Then one
day, on the ball field, he suffered a
sunstroke.

While convalescing in bed, Roy
listened to records of mountain music
which his father brought him. His in-
terest aroused, he tried to play the
. tunes on the fiddle. By the time he
was out of bed, he had mastered a
. number of hillbilly songs. Soon after,
he got a job playing the fiddle and
doing a blackface routine with sing-
' ing and dancing in a medicine show
which was touring in the vicinity. He
learned the basic lessons of show
business then—experience that pro-
vided the foundation for his future
success.

Roy struck out on his own by form-

ing a little band of hill country mu-
sicians who specialized in playing
fiddles, jugs, guitars, mandolins and
jew’s harps. He soon found it tough
going. He and his boys welcomed oc-
casional jobs at a Knoxville radio
station where Roy would get any-
thing from three dollars to nothing at
all for a performance. A bit later, he
moved to Nashville, married a girl
from back home and settled down to
living in a trailer outside the town.
Meanwhile, he tried to catch on with
a successful hillbilly show which was
broadcast over a local station, WSM.

His first efforts were a failure, but
when he began singing in his natural,
unaffected style, fan mail began pour-
ing in at a terrific rate. Before long,
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in addition to his radio chores, he was
traveling around in a station wagon,
playing to large and eager audiences.
In time, the station wagon gave way
to several cars and a truck to carry
the instruments. Frequently, Roy and
his boys on the road would hop a
plane to get back in time for a Satur-
day night broadcast.

Some of Roy's best song ideas have
come while riding around the coun-
try on personal appearance tours. One
of his tunes, Precious Jewel, was in-
spired as he watched the country
scenery along the roadside. It was a
tremendous hit on the air.

His income from all sources rose so
rapidly that Roy purchased a big home
in the city. But when crowds of fans
kept dropping in, he decided to move.
He now lives in a large log house in
a less accessible—and much more rest-
ful—spot.

Ever since Roy broke into the
movies, he's been following a hectic
schedule. He has made almost a dozen
pictures, the last a musical for Colum-
bia called Home in San Antone.
Whenever time permits, Roy likes to
slip away and go coon-hunting. His
other passion is for handpainted ties
decorated with banjos, fiddles, guns,
fishing reels and other objects that
strike his fancy.

Swing
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Roy is a religious man and close
student of the Bible. This streak ex-
tended even to his political activities.
During the campaign for the gover-
norship, he refused to sling mud,
much to the consternation of many of
his followers. Roy simply said, *T have
no hatred for anyone. If I have any
enemies, I don't know it.” Of his
rival, he said, "I know him, and I
have nothing to say against him.”
Such utterances, perhaps, were not
conducive to political success, but were
in keeping with Roy Acuff’s inner-
most convictions.

The king of hillbilly performers, as
he has often been called, may dupli-
cate his radio and vaudeville success
in the flickers; but on the whole, he
doesn’t enjoy movie work. In typical
fashion, Hollywood has tried to make
him over into a leading man for cow-
boy films. Roy would feel far hap-
pier in his usual role—that of a moun-
tain minstrel singing sad songs about
the girl who lies deep in her grave,
the vanished face and sad memories,
the simple tunes declaiming that old-
time religion. Those are the songs he
loves best, and always will. Besides,
no one knows better than Roy Acuff
that thar’s gold in them thar tunes!

HOME WAS NEVER LIKE THIS

(Continued from page 28)

All over the country, hotels are
baiting their welcome mats, and their
managers are prepared to provide any-
thing you demand, from a sterilized
container for your false teeth to
watermelon in January. Significantly,

too, most hotels have removed from
their lobbies and letterheads that time-
honored slogan, “All the comforts of
home.”™ They are already doing much
better than that.
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They had nine months to prepare for the end of the world.

by PAUL WARREN

HAT would you do if you hon-
estly believed that the world
would come to an end on a specific
night? Would you seek relief from
tension and terror in unbridled revelry
and dissipation, or would you gather
your loved ones around you and pray?
That question was not merely an
academic one for the world’s inhabi-
tants in 1909-1910. For many fright-
filled, rumor-studded months, profes-
sors, scrubwomen, tycoons, statesmen,
actors, farmers and laborers made
frantic preparations for the world’s
end. Newspapers published lurid ac-
counts of what was in store for the
earth’s population. Clergymen begged
their flocks to reconcile themselves
with God—for the dreaded Halley's
Comet was coming, and all scores had
to be settled and moral debts paid
before a gaseous hell devastated the
world.
There were dozens of suicides
throughout America as minds broke
down under the strain of waiting

months for the killer comet. New
mental patients admitted to hospitals
babbled piteously about the coming
end of the world; in the psychopathic
wards old-timers—stimulated by the
excitement permeating the land—be-
came unruly and violent.

Even the president of one of the
biggest steel companies in the nation
gravely summoned associates, friends
and relatives to his luxurious home.
*“The comet is coming and probably
will wreck most of the world,” he an-
nounced quietly. “This is no time to
hang on to your investments. Liqui-
date, put everything in cash—and get
ready for Judgment Day!"

This great tizzy which reached
global proportions was touched off
by a little-known German astronomer
named Max Wolf on September 11,
1909. Professor Wolf excitedly an-
nounced that he had located Halley's
Comet, a periodic visitor every 76
years which was known to the an-
cients of 2,000 years ago.
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The world’s leading astronomers
agreed with Wolf that the comet
would brush near the earth on the
night of May 18, 1910. But some-
thing new was added: several astron-
omers proclaimed that on this visit,
the comet’s horrid fiery tail would
brush across the face of the earth,
leaving death and destruction in its
wake.

Then another astronomer told the
newspapers that his spectroscopic ex-
amination of the comet’s tail showed
beyond doubt that it was filled with
cyanogen, a poison gas which was
lethal if inhaled—and inflammable, to
boot.

From then on, the field was wide
open to quacks, charlatans, con men,
evangelists, crusaders, scientists, proph-
ets and anybody else who wanted to
sound off about the impending doom.

Newspapers, instead of calming the
people, added to the frenzy by pub-
lishing every scrap of horrendous in-
formation or conjecture on the world's
end. Sunday supplement writers had
a field day penning prose scary enough
to upset the most phlegmatic reader.
Magazines jumped on the bandwagon
with fear-inspiring sketches showing
buildings bursting, people fleeing in
panic, homes on fire and the skies
choked with flame and gases.

In St. Louis, an elderly spinster was
bilked of $100,000 — her late hus-
band’s entire fortune—Dby a glib gypsy
who gave her in return a “‘charm™
which would ward off evil on the
night the comet destroyed all other
living things.

Rural bankers refused to make
loans, saying that it was folly to lend
money on a building or farm which
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was likely to be scorched out of ex-
istence by Halley's Comet.

Factory foremen had trouble with
workers, who laid down on the job.
Drinking and carousing in mines and
offices were frequent. The excuse was,
“If the world is coming to an end,
we want to have a good time now
and try to forget our doom for a few
hours.”

A famous stage star refused to sign
a new contract, though she com-
manded a regal salary and was the idol
of New York theatre goers.

“*Why try to act when the greatest
drama of all time is just around the
corner?” she asked. *'I am going into
seclusion and wait for the comet.”

Of course, during this incredible
period there were sane heads who
called on the people to use self-re-
straint and show more composure.
Some reputable scientists differed with
Wolf and the other prophets of doom.

The great Percival Lowell, astrono-
mer for the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology, made light of the
scary headlines and the ‘‘scientific
foundation™ for the conviction of mil-
lions that they would be destroyed.
But he and others made hardly a dent
in the mass hysteria which slowed
down business, increased immorality
and robbed people of self-confidence
and objective reasoning.

The famous French author and
ghost hunter, Camille Flammarion,
didn’t help matters when he an-
nounced, “‘In addition to fire, the
fumes which will sweep the earth
will be of the laughing gas variety.
The end will not be painful; all of us
will be choked with merriment, laugh-
ing hysterically, as doom rushes on us!”
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His prophecy touched off a new
wave of wild stories and perfervid
imaginings about what was in store
for the world. A group of Chinese
coolies, hearing of doomsday, revolted
and killed their overseers. The subject
of Halley's Comet was debated hotly
in several parliaments of the world.
Small children wept as older school-
mates taunted them about the great
searing death that soon was to destroy
all living things.

As the terrible day approached,
people devised odd stratagems to foil
the comet. Thousands of housewives
started packing the cracks of their
windows with old newspapers and
rags, hoping to keep out noxious
fumes. A New Orleans shop did a
sell-out business in “anti-gas” medi-
cine, guaranteed to render the comet
fumes harmless to the imbiber.

A New York banker secretly or-
dered 100 tanks of oxygen stored in a
specially built subterranean vault on
his Long Island estate. At the other
end of the world in Asia, the rumor
spread that salvation would be achieved
by immersing one’s entire body in a
giant barrel of water when the comet
passed over. Barrel makers did a land
office business building drums large
enough to hold a human body.

Came the dawn of May 18 and
work stopped in thousands of stores,

factories and farms. Bleary-eyed peo-
ple thronged the streets, expecting a
fiery sky and rumblings from the
comet.

But nothing happened. This day
was like any other day. People said,
“Ah, but wait until tonight. The
comet will sweep across the sky and
destroy us all!”

By nightfall, people were praying
in the streets, the churches were
jammed, and night clubs were doing
the biggest business of all time, thanks
to revelers who wanted to leave this
world in a pleasantly hilarious state.

The rumor swept New York that
the comet would do no harm to those
patrons standing on bridges over
water at the time of its passing. By
evening, every bridge was filled with
a shoving, screaming crowd of human
beings. The Woilliamsburg Bridge
alone, leading to Brooklyn, bore a
capacity throng of 25,000 people
wedged tightly against each other.

All through the night, millions of
hushed watchers throughout the world
scanned the skies anxiously. But noth-
ing happened. Very few people saw
a faint trail of the comet. Sheepishly,
the people trudged home with their
kids and belongings.

The great Halley's Comet binge
was over.

For years Grandpa had been stubborn and crabby. No one could please
him. Then, almost overnight, he changed. Gentleness and optimism twinkled
about him. *Grandpa,” he was asked, “what caused you to change so sud-

denly?”

“Well, sir,”” the old man replied, “I've been striving all my life for a
contented mind. It's done no good, so I've decided to be content without it.”

The most utterly lost of all days is the one in which you have not once

laughed.
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The consumer is still boss!

by ROBERT D. LINK

IF YOU see a brisk young business
man unconcernedly carrying a brief
case and wearing one brown and one
black shoe, don’t mentally tick him as
a psychopath or exhibitionist.

It’s a better-than-even chance that
he’s one of 25,000 Americans who
serve as volunteer guinea pigs for
manufacturers hoping to market new
products which will appeal to buyers.
Those mis-mated shoes, for example,
may be worn for months to test the
resistance of a new leather to sun,
rain and snow. The young man may
receive as much as $25 a week for
| the regular reports he submits de-
scribing the wearing quality of the
shoes. Not all testers of new and un-
| marketed products can be spotted so
readily. That friendly Jones family
across the street—which always seems
to have a new radio, exciting “‘func-
tional” furniture, and intriguing
kitchen gadgets—may be serving as a
panel for a group of manufacturers.
They receive money and the products
tested in return for their honest eval-
uation of merchandise.

The families who agree to become
testers must promise te keep their
duties a secret. That's because research
departments don’t want their volun-
teers’ opinions affected by offers of
more money or costlier products from
rival firms. Also, there's always the
chance that a competitor may sniff
out a new product and jump the gun
by rushing to market with a similar
item, thus skimming the sales cream.

Such panels of average American
families are responsible for the intro-
duction of $75,000,000 worth of new
products each year. Equally important,
their down-turned thumb on a new
floor wax or auto tire may save a
manufacturer several hundred thou-
sand dollars if he agrees to abandon
plans for making an item foredoomed
to failure.

Here's what happened when one
enterprising cereal magnate decided
that his laboratory's synthetic coffee
would supplant the authentic Brazil-
ian bean quickly in the hearts of
coffee lovers.

“It can't be distinguished from the
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real thing!™ he proclaimed. “'It’s bound
to click.” Fortunately, survey-minded
associates prevailed upon him to hire
50 interviewers at eight dollars a day
plus expenses. These men and women
distributed 10,000 free samples and
questionnaires to homes, restaurants,
hotels and lunch wagons.

After three months of coast-to-
coast checking, they came up with a
firm opinion: resistance to the syn-
thetic drink was solid, and it might
take five years and $5,000,000 to
give the new drink a favorable name.
Confronted with the survey which
had cost him only $10,000, the man-
ufacturer wisely shelved his ambitious
program to put coffee out of business.

One time, a refrigerator company
conceived the idea of a transparent
icebox which would enable housewives
to see its contents without having to
open the door. When drawings of the
proposed glass box were shown to
“consumer panels,” the company heads
were startled to learn that 70 per cent
of the women turned up their noses
at the idea.

"We don’t want our nosey neigh-
bors to know what we’re going to have
for supper!™ was the general criticism.
As a result, the transparent box was
forgotten and a $250,000 failure was
averted.

Surveys cost anywhere from a mod-
est $300 to $50,000. A manufacturer
may pay from 25 cents to $10 for
each opinion or questionnaire. In most
cases, this is the cheapest and soundest
investment he can make. One crockery
maker, for example, thought that
square dishes would be a blessing to
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housewives with small kitchens and
tiny cupboard space. He was prepared
to spend $100,000 in marketing the
line before he was persuaded that a
$500 survey should be conducted be-
fore the new dishes went into pro-
duction.

To his amazement, an overwhelm-
ing number of women laughed at the

idea of square dishes—and even the
men said they preferred a round plate.

It goes to show,” sighed the crock-
ery king, “that the big idea we busi-
ness men launch may founder on the
hard rock of public opinion. In the
end, the customer is still boss in
America.”

Despite the gibes hurled at poll-
takers after the last national election,
advertising agencies and large com-
panies have no reason to doubt the
reliability of their non-professional
consumer panels. Mr. and Mrs. John
Q. Public are quite honest and vocal
about their likes and dislikes. If a new
orange juicer has an undetected "bug"
in it, its maker is certain to receive a
speedy rejection from the 1,000 house-
wives who may test it for a month.

Women testers far outnumber men
for several reasons: they like to earn
small amounts of money for their
services; they want to keep the prod-
ucts tested; they have a keener feeling
for style and color—important factors
a man may overlook.
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“*Women are natural-born sam-
plers,” says a Chicago market research
specialist. “They feel a deep responsi-
bility for reporting honestly and fully
on any new product, whether it's a
baby bottle or a new club car for a
railroad.”

Indeed, the New York Central
Railroad depends heavily on the votes
of its passengers before introducing a
new car or color scheme to the trav-
eling public. General Motors, too, sets
great store by customer preferences:
everything in a GM car, from tail-
light to radiator ornament, is sub-
mitted to a large number of motorists
for their opinions before the produc-
tion line rolls.

Did you know that you might sell
a new tapioca in Massachusetts but
you couldn’t find takers if you gave
it away in many Southern states? That
lemon-flavored dessert will sell rap-
idly in Los Angeles and probably flop
in Omaha? That a new hand cream
can succeed in Kansas and fail dis-
mally in New England?

These curious facts and a thousand
more—gleaned from many years’ ques-
tioning of women—have saved for-
tunes for cautious business firms. The
inventors and designers may go all-
out for their brain children, but if the
gals say “'no!” in significant numbers,
their word is heeded by advertising
agencies and their clients.

If you've ever been handed a free
sample and asked for your opinion of
the product, you have served as a

A
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guinea pig for American industry. If
your phone once rang and a voice
asked, “What type of shaving cream
do you like—lather or brushless?”” you
may be sure that your reply was
valued and duly considered.

Surveys frequently turn up many
surprise uses for new products. A firm
which made disposable paper hand-
kerchiefs offered modest prizes for
letters telling of new uses for its prod-
uct. At the end of six months, the
company had discovered 185 hitherto-
undreamed of uses. Then they ex-
ploited those uses diligently in their
advertising. Sales soared 85 per cent.

On rare occasions, the consumers®
verdict can be woefully wrong. Such
a costly mistake occurred in the early
1920’s, when radio was throwing off
its swaddling clothes and the Ameri-
can Telephone and Telegraph Com-
pany was interested in the medium as
a possible source of revenue.

Through its advertising agency,
A. T. & T. cautiously asked hundreds
of householders this door-to-door ques-
tion, *Would you listen to the radio
if advertisements were given for the
sponsor who paid for the production
of a program?”

The majority of people huffily re-
plied that they would turn the danged
gadgets off if radio went commercial.
Intimidated by the public opinion
sample, A. T. & T. put the idea of
sponsored programs in moth balls and
the whole field of network big-time
shows was delayed for five years!

The difference between collegiate and professional football is that the
college players take home the goal posts while the professionals take home a

good part of the gate.

|
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Where There's a Will

143 HEN you make your will,”” a leading psychologist recently observed,
“you are preparing to leave a picture of your character.” And what
pictures some people leave!

"“To the spinster, Eva Boileau,” willed M. Colombie, a Paris merchant,
"I leave, in heartfelt gratitude, the sum of 1,200 francs for having, some 20
Kears ago, refused to marry me, thus enabling me to live independently and

appily as a bachelor.”

John Rudge, of Trysull, England, took a posthumous dig at his pastor by
willing, ™20 shillings a year to be paid to a man to go about the parish church,
during the sermon, to keep people awake—"

A FPrench disciple of the great chef, Savarin, directed that a new cooking
recipe be pasted on his tomb every day.

*'Should my wife remarry within two years after my death,” Richard
Tucker, a rich English farmer, willed, “'she is to receive £10,000 instead of
£5,000. I know tiis is contrary to custom, but I double the amount out of
consideration of my possible successor. He will deserve it.”

Henry Budd divided his property equally among his sons, to be held by
them as long as they did not wear mustaches.

After a visit from a thieving relative, a Boston man inserted in his will:
“To my nephew, Harry, I bequeath 11 spoons. He will know why I have not
left him a dozen.”

A doting father bequeathed to his two daughters their weight in one-
pound banknotes. The elder received £51,200, while the younger, who was a
wee bit heftier, was rewarded with £57,344!

A Mr. Sanborn, of Medford, Connecticut, leaving his body to Harvard
University, directed that his skin be made into two drumheads, and that upon
these his friends beat “"Yankee Doodle™ every year at a ceremony at Bunker Hill.

In compliance with the provisions of his will, the body of the distinguished
author, Jeremy Bentham, was embalmed, respectably artired, and seated in his
old arm-chair. From thence it was removed from time to time to be placed at
the banquet table of his friends when they discussed philosophy and philan-
thropy.—Adrian Anderson.

Words for Our Pictures

1. Maurice Tobin, Secretary of Labor, addresses a huge crowd and a wvast
radio audience at the new International Brotherhood of Boilermakers' Building
in Kansas City, Kansas.

2. Another prominent speaker at the dedication ceremony is Governor Prank
Carlson of Kansas.

3. William Green, President of the A. F. of L., calls the beautiful new edifice
‘a milestone in labor history.™

4. Frank Wiziarde, the nutty emcee of Luncheon on the Plaza (11 a.m., Mon-
day through Saturday), chats with Crazy Hatter Ruth Ann Smith, whose
doughnut hat ushers in National Doughnut Week. The delicious chapeau
is made from 52 whole doughnuts.

5. At a buffalo barbecue, Gene Autry swaps Western stories with Don Sullivan,
WHB cowboy star.

Ccnle tece
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O N Swing’s center pages you'll meet appealing Ava Gardner, one of Metro-
Goldw'{;n'Mayer's most talented young stars and a great public favorite.
Currently, she appears with Gregory Peck in The Great Sinner.
















.o predenling R. B. CALDWELL
Swing nominee %)r

by MORI GREINER

WITH the approach of the holi-
day season each winter, money
becomes an increasingly desirable
commodity. The average individual
swears on a sprig of mistletoe that
next year things will be different, as
—for what he is sure is the last time
—he hurries to the savings window

of his bank for Christmas cash.

Bankers smile at this recurring
phenomenon and go, in turn, to their

bank.

Top man on this complicated fi-
nancial totem pole in the Tenth Fed-
eral Reserve District is Robert
Breckenridge Caldwell, chairman of
the board of directors of the Federal
Reserve Bank of Kansas City. As
fiscal agent of the nation’s second
largest Federal Reserve District, the
long-titled Mr. Caldwell regulates the
flow of currency in Kansas, Colorado,
Wyoming, Nebraska, and parts of
New Mexico, Oklahoma, and Mis-
souri. He has his finger on the eco-
nomic pulse of the entire area, and
finds the increased tempo of money
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transactions each November and De-
cember to be a sure symptom of
another merry Christmas for the busi-

ness world.

Strangely enough, this banker’s
banker is primarily an attorney. As
senior partner of the large law firm
of Caldwell, Downing, Noble and
Garrity, he is well-known for his trial
work and his special ability in the
field of corporation affairs. He serves
as a director and as general counsel
of Gustin-Bacon Manufacturing Com-
pany, C. J. Patterson Company, and
Standard Steel Works. He is chair-
man of the board of directors and gen-
eral counsel of Cook Paint & Varnish
Company.

In addition, Mr. Caldwell acts as
general counsel of the Mehornay
Furniture Company, Macy'’s of Kan-
sas City, Black & Veatch, Long Con-
struction Company, Western Auto
Supply Company, Fred Wolferman,
Incorporated, and many other manu-
facturing, business, and insurance
firms.
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“If I had to characterize Bob Cald-
well with just one adjective,” a life-
long friend remarked recently, I
guess I'd choose ‘energetic’ — the
energetic Mr. Caldwell.

“He’s been on the go since early
boyhood. He started busy, and he

gets busier every year.”

Caldwell's busy beginning was on a
farm near Vandalia, an eastern Mis-
souri town with a present-day popula-
tion of 2,672. He was second oldest
of the five children of moderately
prosperous parents. His parents were
Baptists, and a geographical coinci-
dence intensified the religious atmos-
phere of their home. The Caldwell
farm was located midway between
Vandalia and the Spencer Creek Bap-
tist Church, an over-all distance of
five miles. That made it a convenient
stopping place for visiting ministers,
who usually arrived Saturday noon
and departed Monday morning. The
time between was devoted to discus-
sions of religion.

To most young boys, this would
seem an unfortunate arrangement, and
for a long time that was the way
Bob Caldwell felt about it. Now, how-
ever, he admits it was a good thing,
because it enabled him to get all of
his religion at once, so that now he is
able to play golf on Sunday morning
with a completely clear conscience.
This he does on the well-groomed
links of the Kansas City Country
Club, in the company of a broker
and a well-known industrialist.

The ministers who visited the Cald-
well farm convinced Bob’s father that
any college was a good college, com-
pared to the University of Missouri.
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Bob, however, had his heart set on
the state university, and that’s where
he went. Out of deference to his
father's feelings he worked his way
through school. *I couldn’t accept his
money,” Bob says, “knowing what he
thought of the place.”

To foot the bill, Bob arranged to
lease some land near his home. He
farmed it for several summers, turn-
ing a tidy profit each year. School
jobs, including the grading of English
papers, completed the financing of
his education.

Young Caldwell went to Columbia
with the idea of becoming an engi-
neer. But when the dean of men re-
fused to honor a high school physics
credit, he switched to liberal arts and
later took law. Although the decision
was forced upon him, he has never
had cause to regret it.

At Missouri, Bob Caldwell was
what the collegians of today would
term a “big wheel.” He edited the
Savitar, university annual; was a staff
member of the Independent; was
elected to QEBH, senior men’s
honorary; and served as president of
Kappa Sigma.

He received his A.B. degree in 1903,
and spent a year at the St. Louis
World’s Fair as assistant to the Com-
missioner to the Foreign Press, pre-
paring news releases for transla-
tion and distribution to newspapers
throughout the world.

The following year he entered law
school, and in an experience remi-
niscent of John Alden, found himself
general manager of athletics at the
University of Missouri. He went to
an influential trustee to speak in be-
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half of a friend and ex-roommate who
was qualified to handle the business
affairs of the athletic association and
very much wanted to do so. He came
. away after pleading his friend’s case
for half an hour, only to learn the
next day that he had been given the
job himself.

Through the years, Bob Caldwell’s
interest in his alma mater has grown.
He spearheaded a fund-drive for a
new Kappa Sigma house, and was
honored by the fraternity for his suc-
cess. He has served as an officer of
the Kappa Sigma alumni group, as
president of the Kansas City Alumni
Association of the University of Mis-
souri, and as president of the Na-
tional Alumni Association of the Uni-
versity of Missouri. He has been of-
ficially honored by the university for
his success in the business and profes-
sional world, has been designated an
honorary member of Order of the
Coif and Phi Beta Kappa.

He has maintained close contact
with athletics at the university, too,
seeing many of the football games
played in Columbia. He still attends
the games with Eula McCune, the
pretty coed he dated at school. Only
her name is Eula Caldwell now, and
has been since the year Bob received
his law degree.

That was a fateful year for Bob
Caldwell and, as things have turned
out, for Kansas City, too. Upon grad-
uation, the young man went home to
think and worry. Where would he
practice? How would he finance his
start? He wanted to get married, and
he wanted to locate in a community
that offered a future.

As he pondered, a letter arrived
from Columbia. A printer there,
whom Bob had come to know through
his work with college publications,
asked whether Caldwell would be in-
terested in acting as his Kansas City

agent for the state’s official court re-

ports.

It was a perfect opportunity. The
agency was already established, and
was profitable enough to be attrac-
tive to any young lawyer. So Cald-
well moved to Kansas City and went
to work for the law firm of McCune,
Harding, Brown, and Murphy. A few
years later he became a member of
the firm, and in 1915 he and Judge
McCune (no relation to Eula) organ-
ized McCune, Caldwell, and Down-
ing.

As an undergraduate, a law stu-
dent, and an alumnus, Bob Caldwell
put far more into his college than the
ordinary student. As a result, he has
gotten far more out of it. He still
cherishes the warm friendships he de-
veloped in Columbia, and is under-
standably proud of the manner in
which many of his college mates have
distinguished themselves. Four have
been federal judges; one, a governor
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and United States Senator; and
others are leaders in business, govern-
ment, and the professions.

In turn, Caldwell’'s friends are
proud of him. He is exceptionally well-
liked and highly regarded, and his
forceful, straightforward personality
leaves a single, clear-cut impression in
the minds of all those who come to
know him. He steers a fixed course.
He has no moods of depression or ela-
tion. He is calm and unexcitable. He
moves on an even keel and in a direct
line, accomplishing a great deal with
amazingly quiet efficiency.

Caldwell isn't given to loose talk.
When he makes a statement, it is
because he has something to say, some-
thing which has been thought out
carefully. This quality prompted a
friend to observe, "I don't know any-
one who talks less, says more, and
is so widely listened to.”

When Caldwell does speak, it is
in a frank Midwestern accent without
final g's. He has a deep voice, a little
rough at the edges, which helps him
achieve a friendly appeal with no loss
of natural dignity. People meeting
him for the first time are apt to con-
sider his speaking manner abrupt be-
cause of his habit of expressing con-
cisely what is on his mind, and then
stopping.

Associates agree that his greatest
asset is his level-headedness, his ra-
tional—almost intense—practicality.

One client who has retained Cald-
well more than 30 years has often
come to him with apparently insolu-
ble legal problems. “As I talk,™ the
client says, “laying before him an
utterly bewildering mass of details
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and complications, Bob’s mind is run-
ning like a well-oiled thresher. It dis-
cards the chaff and gets right to the
kernel. When I get through, he has
all the facts sorted out in perfect
order, and is already concentrating on
the single, important nut of the mat-
ter.”

In the courtroom, opposing law-
yers find it difficult to introduce ir-
relevancies into a hearing. With un-
blinking logic, Caldwell brushes aside
all but the salient facts.

The Caldwells have a married son
and daughter, two grandsons and two
granddaughters. As a grandfather,
Bob Caldwell is just as proud as the
next man. The children adore him,
and call him “Pop.” He reads to the
smaller ones, whose favorite literature
at the moment is the story of Donald
Duck’s terrible temper.

For himself, Caldwell prefers mys-
tery stores, in novel form or on the
radio. But Mrs. Caldwell, who finds
detective thrillers somewhat less en-
chanting than her husband does, is
sometimes forced to turn off the radio
in self-defense.

Such a move would never occur to
her husband, who is able to close his
mental ears to any distraction. He
often works with the radio going full
blast, apparently with as much ef-
ficiency as ever.

He spends many evenings with a
dictionary or encyclopedia, checking
facts and augmenting his already vast
store of miscellaneous information.

For many years, the mountain-lov-
ing Caldwells have summered in
Colorado. They used to ride horse-

back and climb mountains, but now
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confine themselves to golf and to card
games on the veranda of the Broad-
moor. Bob Caldwell is no card fanatic,
but he plays an extremely deft game
of canasta, bridge, and gin-rummy.
Poker players confide that he is also
a formidable opponent at either stud
or draw.

The talents of Bob Caldwell have
been much in demand by his profes-
sion, city and state, as well as in the
business world. In the early 1920,
he served on the Kansas City Board
of Election Commissioners. He has
worked on the Red Cross and Com-
munity Chest; been a member of the

, Missouri Board of Charities and Cor-
rections, a director of the Chamber
of Commerce and Kansas City Art In-
stitute and president of the Swope
Settlement.

Before the war, he served as chair-
yman of the Defense Savings Com-
; mittee of Jackson County, Missouri,
and he continued throughout the
emergency as chairman of the War
Savings Committee. His leadership
«| was partly responsible for Missouri

over-subscribing its wartime savings
bond quota by 201 per cent!

Caldwell is a member of the Ameri-
can, Kansas City, and Missouri State
Bar Association, and of the Kansas
City Lawyers Association. He served
as president of the Missouri State
Board of Law Examiners for 16 years,
and is widely credited with yeoman
work in raising considerably the Mis-
souri standards for admission to the
bar.

At present, he is a member of the
advisory council of the University of
Kansas City, and a trustee under the
will of the late William Rockhill
Nelson.

Bob Caldwell’s character is written
in his face. One glance at his counten-
ance reveals determination, intelli-
gence, tremendous moral and physical
strength.

*“I can sum him up in just three
phrases,” John B. Gage, Kansas City's
famous “reform mayor” boasted re-
cently.

“Bob Caldwell is a good citizen, a
good lawyer, and a good friend!”

It Happened in America

ONE way to rank the popularity of American statesmen is by the number
of counties now bearing their names. George Washington is in first place,

with counties named for him in 30 states .

. . Benjamin Franklin and Thomas

Jefferson are tied for second place with 21 . . . James Madison and Andrew
Jackson are next with 18 each, then come James Monroe with 17 and Abraham
Lincoln with 15.

A

A CCORDING to the record of the Navy Department, the last salvo of
World War II was fired off Honshu, on August 9, 1945, by the heavy
cruiser St. Paul. The St. Paul was taking part in her first major operation and
got off the last three rounds of a 19-gun salvo at the moment the cease-firing
order was issued.—Louis O. Honig.



So They Say

Henry Morgan says the new French bathing suits are creating a sensation
in the USA. A girl friend of his bought one recently and had it delivered.
It came wrapped in a summons.

A

Daniel Boone was once asked if he had ever been lost in the woods. *‘Never
got lost,” Boone countered. “But I was bewildered once for three days."

A

“Will ya gimme a dime for a cup of coffee?” asked the hobo of the plain-
clothes man.

“Do you ever work?" asked the plainclothes man.

“Now and then."

“What do you do?”

*“This and that.”

“Where?"

*Oh, here and there.”

The detective took him to the police station. ““When do I get out of here?"”
wailed the hobo.

*Oh,"” growled the officer, “'sooner or later!"

A

The oldest inhabitant had just celebrated his birthday, and a reporter from
a local paper was sent to interview him,

“Tell me,” he said chattily, “‘what would you do if you could have your
time all over again?”

There was a long silence, while the old timer appeared to be deep in
thought.

“I think,” he said seriously, ‘I would part my hair in the middle.”

A

Everyone in the dean’s office in the local law school was very busy. It was
the beginning of the school year. The dean was the busiest of all. The phone
rang, and when the dean answered, a sweet young voice said, *'Is this the Gas
Company?"

The dean roared, ‘'No, this is the Law School!™

To which the sweet young voice replied, “*Well, I didn’t miss it so damn’
much, did I?"

A

John Crosby claims a small boy on Long Island went rushing into his
home the other day, considerably excited. *"‘Mother,” he exclaimed, “‘the Yard-
leys have the funniest television set! You just hear the voices. No picture!™

A

Two hollow-eyed, bleak-looking Scots were discussing a wild party they
had attended the night before. **D’ye ken,” said one of them, “‘that Mac fell in
the river on his way home last night?™

With some effort the other Scot focused his thoughts upon this dreadful
intelligence.

“Ye dinna mean tae say he was drooned?” he inquired fearfully.

The other shook his head, slowly and painfully, *Na, na,” he replied,
“not drooned—but sadly diluted!”



e BIGLEYST cumistMAS TREE

by DEREK CARTER

THIS is the story of a tree and a
tradition, a Christmas story that
gach year thrills hundreds of thou-
sands of spectators, young and old
alike.

The story of the tree, called the
biggest and perhaps most gaily deco-
rated Yule tree under any roof, can
be told simply. It's the same story of
“putting up the tree’ that takes place
in every American home, only on a
much more spectacular scale.

The story of the tradition, that of
“lunch under the tree at Field’s,” is
another matter. It can be glimpsed
only in the faces lit with wonder, the
shining eyes that surround the tree
each holiday season. It is the story of
a department store that has the heart,
the warmth and sentiment, that is the

very spirit of Christmas.

Getting the tree from the north
woods to a seventh floor tearoom in
a Chicago department store is only
the beginning.

Each year, before the first fall of
- snow, Marshall Field & Company
sends a man up to the
vicinity of Lake Superior
to shop for the tree that is
the centerpiece, during the
holidays, for its world-fa-
mous Walnut Room.

The tree shopper heads
for Paul Bunyan country,

fittingly enough, for his Bunyanesque
fir. With timber cruisers, he looks
for a perfect specimen, 70 feet tall.

He picks a big one because, when
the snows have come and the tree must
start its journey to Chicago, only the
top, choice, 48 feet are lopped off the
fallen tree.

Before loading, the big branches
must be tightly bound with wire, and
the base of the truck packed in peat
moss to keep the tree fresh on its long
journey to Field's.

The trip is an adventure in itself.
A bulldozer plows a path from the
tree to the nearest logging road. Horses
and sledge drag the tree to a waiting
truck, which hurries its tangy cargo to
a railroad siding.

A special flatcar carries the tree to
a siding adjacent to Chicago’s Loop.
When Field's closes to begin a No-
vember week end, the tree is carted at
night, through roped-off streets, to
the store.

Once a set of revolving doors has
been removed to make way
for the tree, the big fir is
trundled inside. Within 48
hours, it must be lifted
seven floors, installed in the
tearoom, and decorated.

The rush against the
clock starts with a block-



32

and-tackle boost up a store “well” to
the seventh floor. Moved across the
restaurant floor to its final resting
place, the tree is no sooner straight
and tall before a scaffolding is erected
around it.

A designer in the store’s display
department, months before, has pre-
pared a sketch of the finished tree.
Armed with copies of this, decorators
swarm over the scaffolding to place,
each according to the plan, every or-
nament and bit of trim,

The ornaments are a story in them-
selves. In proportion to the tower-
ing tree, the ornaments are huge. They
are especially designed and manufac-
tured. It is a job of months to assem-
ble these king-sized baubles. Some
3,000 go into the trimming of the
tree, many, of course, saved from year
to year.

Just hours before the store re-opens
to start the holiday season, the scaf-
folding comes off the big tree, and it
can be seen in its entirety for the first
time.

The work of many days and many
hands, it makes its debut to those vis-
itors from all over the country who
are accustomed to come to the store
for lunch beneath this biggest of all

Swing
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Christmas trees.

It is, of course, but one of the store’s
famed Christmas features.

The windows along State Street tell
the adventures of Uncle Mistletoe,
who is also featured on a television
program for children.

The main aisle of the store sparkles
with thousands of ornaments, and fea-
tures each year a new scheme of
Christmas decoration. Throughout the
store, particularly along the escalators,
display spots show the colors and the
spirit of a Christmas decor.

The toy floor, of course, is a won-
derland in which Candy Cane Lane
is main street for toy-minded young-
sters.

And, finally, Santa Claus—who is
house guest of Uncle Mistletoe in a
gay Cozy Cloud Cottage—is on hand
to greet the children.

But, in the minds of many, it is the
giant Christmas tree in Field's that
lingers longest as the highlight of the
holidays.

There is a magic about this tree,
they insist, that sets it apart from other
trees and keeps bringing them back
each year. It is the Christmas tree
that keeps growing, year by year, in
the hearts of those who see it.

The Super Pump

BENEATH your shirt front beats quite an organ—your heart. It weighs only
ten ounces, yet this little pump which is only the size of your fist ejects
about six ounces of blood at each contraction. This adds up to approximately
5,000 gallons—or 20 tons—every 24 hours. During periods of great stress the
heart can pump as much as 50 to 100 tons of blood in a 24 hour period. If
Koura is the average heart, you were allotted a minimum of 3,000,000,000

eartbeats to round out your life span—with perhaps another billion thrown in

for extra strains.

Your heart is the closest thing in your body to an automatic, tireless engine.
Every other physical organ can slow down. Hold your breath for ten seconds
and the lunis will pick up where they left off. But except for the occasional

miracles we

ear about, if the heart stops for ten seconds it never starts again.

=



A surprising number of intelligent
people still believe in ghosts.
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Over
Washington

by JAMES L. HARTE

NE afternoon last April there

was unusual merriment on the
floor of the Senate of the United
States. The Senate majority leader,
Democrat Scott Lucas, had just com-
 pleted a lengthy speech on the now-
famed filibuster fight. Gleeful, chort-
ling Republicans were heckling the
many errors and ihconsistencies un-
usual to an average Lucas address.
The heckling, barbed and pointed,
reached its pinnacle when respected
Senator Arthur Vandenberg took the
floor.

Lucas, in his talk, had denounced
the Michigan Republican for having
made “‘an impassioned speech against
the anti-filibuster measure.” And
Vandenberg, solemnly, in grave tones
that underscored the previous gibes at
Lucas, said, “I made no speech, im-
passioned or otherwise, against the
anti-filibuster measure.”

As Maine’s Senator Brewster ob-
served, Lucas’ “‘ghost™ was in great
error.

This was very unusual, for the

wraiths of Washington are noted for
their accuracy in the words they put
into the mouths of others. Errors and
misstatements mean a loss of clients
and are generally avoided. A more
frequent ‘“‘accident™ of the ghost-
writing business is exemplified by the
one which occurred during an early
war-year session.

Both Virginia’s Senator Byrd and
Nebraska’s Senator Burke, on the
same afternoon, delivered a stirring
address before the Senate. Their
brother dignitaries failed to notice,
until the speeches appeared in the
black-and-white of the Congressional
Record, that not only had they spoken
the same day on the same subject, but
that they had said the same thing—

word for word!

The legislator takes the chance of
such an accident when purchasing a
prepared oration from any of the
many agencies which infest the na-
tion’s capital and make a lucrative
business of ghosting for Congressmen,
Cabinet members, and other execu-
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tives of the government who are too
busy to do their own research and
writing. But, duplicated or not, the
buyer does expect his material to be
accurate.

Ghosting, particularly in Washing-
ton, has become a profession, a far
cry from its lowly beginning which,
legend has it, was in the sports de-
partment of a New York City news-
paper one long-gone day. It is said
that a circulation-minded editor hit
upon the idea of signed personal
articles by the baseball heroes of the
day. He assigned a reporter to write
the stories, then get the signatures of
the sports stars as by-lines. “You
needn't tell them,” the editor cau-
tioned, ‘“‘what they're supposed to
have written.”

Today, at least a dozen agencies
flourish along the banks of the Po-
tomac. At fees of five to ten dollars
for a five- to ten-minute speech, these
agencies offer a mass-produced, ster-
eotyped oration prepared in advance
on popular topics for which the
agency anticipates a demand. Orders
on such subjects are quickly, and too
often identically, filled.

Late in 1948, three Army generals
were invited to address a convention
being held in New York. The three
officers, each unaware of the others,
sought the same ghost-writing serv-
ice. They turned up with identical
speeches, and warlike wrath pervaded
that meeting!

However, for fees in excess of ten
dollars, the ghost digs into his subject
and produces a fairly decent arrange-
ment of words for the average speak-
er. The 15-, 20-, or 25-dollar fee
covers, in general, the immediate
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topics that are popular and timely,
such as atomic energy and un-Ameri-
can activities, and the speaker gets an
address of from 15 minutes’ to an
hour’s duration. Congressmen, repre-
sentatives of various government de-
partments and agencies, even business-
men scheduled to appear before club
meetings, can get satisfactory speeches
in this price class.

Popular subjects are the ghost
writer's delight. He does not have to
do a great deal of research to earn
his fee, for information on timely sub-
jects is readily available in the daily
papers and current magazines. The
ghost, for example, delving into the
daily news stories on atomic energy,
the pamphlets and reports issued by
the Atomic Energy Commission, the
Bulletin of Atomic Scientists, easily
comes up with a speech that sounds
as fine as one written by any scholarly
nuclear physicist.

But while the agency business is
flourishing and lucrative, it is only
a small part of the ghosting profes-
sion. A large percentage of Senators |
and Representatives employ an exec-
utive secretary or administrative as
sistant, whose duty it is to prepare
the employer’s written and spoken
word, to incorporate his tricks of
phrasing, expression and mannerisms.
In a number of cases this is done so
skillfully that the personality of client
and ghost become as one. The late
Congressman Gerlach of Pennsyl-
vania once delivered an address before
a home-district gathering and was told
that he sounded like his newspaper-
man-secretary. And the secretary,
called upon for some remarks at a
meeting in Washington, was after
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, ward advised that he ‘‘sounded just
like Congressman Gerlach

Indiana Congressman Forest Har-
ness, then chairman of the subcom-
mittee on publicity, House Expendi-
Comnmittee,

'n

tures two years ago

reported that there were about 45,000
publicity employees in the wvarious
departments of the Federal Govern-
ment whose work was 99 per cent
ghosting, and whose annual collective
lincorne exceeded $75,000,000. Esti-
mates in the fall of 1949 bring the
total to 50,000, and the income to
.$85,000,000.

' The minute percentage of these
workers who are not strictly ghost-
writers is accounted for by the re-
search specialists who establish facts
and figures for departmental reports
and pamphlets, releases and papers.
Their work substantiates department
requests to the Bureau of the Budget
and to the Congressional Appropria-
tions Committee for funds necessary
for the maintenance of a particular
department or agency.

The ghosting profession is often
criticized, but not often so savagely
as it was a year ago, when the presi-
dent of Boston University spoke out
against ghosts and characterized any
client of ghostwriting as “dishonest,
morally threadbare, too lazy and too
dumb (to do his own writing).”

In contrast, men who are them-
selves masters of words have openly
used and praised the work of ghosts.
The late President Roosevelt, a fine
weaver with words, used such ghosts
as ace playwright Robert Sherwood
and intellectual Judge Samuel Rosen-
man. Strange as it may seem, the fact
that FDR employed ghost-aid once
helped elect a member of Congress
in opposition to him.

It was during the 1944 campaign,
and a Republican candidate for Con-
gress in a certain Ohio district em-
ployed a veteran newspaperman to
draft and gild his campaign oratory.
The Democratic incumbent gleefully
heckled the Republican as a moron
unable to write his own material. The
GOP candidate took the needling in
stride during the early days of the
campaign and then, as it waxed to a
heated close, he exploded his bomb-
shell: FDR employed ghostwriters.
Therefore, if a candidate for Con-
gress who did so was a moron, by
simple amplification, what was the
President? Was not the Democrat
smearing his own “‘chief™?

The voters thought so and, while
Roosevelt carried the district, so did
the Republican candidate for Con-
gress.

In the neatest journalistic trick of
1949, the Washington Post proved
that a ghost is often a blessing. The
newspaper, with a wire recorder, took
down an address given by one of the
Commissioners of the District of Co-
lumbia, the three-man governing body
of the Capital, and then printed the
speech verbatim in its news columns.
Time magazine hastened to reprint the
article, accentuating the hems and
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haws, the ers and ahs, the stuttering,
second-grade grammar of the address
as given. The obfuscated oration went
on and on saying nothing. The use
of a ghost in such a case would have
won the approval of all who heard
and read.

Ghosts are not confined to politics
and government. Robert Tate Allen,
once church editor of one of Wash-
ington's morning newspapers, has
built a lucrative business as a ghost,
preparing press releases and editorials
for many men of the cloth. And a
well-known Catholic religious leader
and educator, famed for his contribu-
tions to the sectarian press, has sys-
tematized his method of creation. He is
not an Allen client. He makes volum-
inous long-hand notes, then hires a
public stenographer to whom he dic-
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tates, from the notes, the original
outlines of his articles. He blue-pencils
the typed copy here and there and
then turns it over to a member of the |
working press—his ghost for ma.nyr"
years—for polishing and editing.

So the profession flourishes and
grows. Ghosts write books and ghosts
build fame. One alleged, believable,
but unauthenticated ghost story is
that James A. Farley paid a ghosting
fee of $25,000 for the work done on
the Farley autobiography. The figure,
if true, represents an all-time high
for a single such fee. And whether or
not the yarn is entirely true, the book
did add to the Farley legend and
fame. Such fame is typical of many
men in the public eye and ear who
employ the unsung mechanics with
words, the wraiths over Washington.

With his wife sick in bed, hubby—and pandemonium-—reigned supreme
in the kitchen. The husband was having trouble finding the tea. He looked
high and low, and finally called to his wife, I can't find the tea, dear. Where

do you keep it?"

“I don't know why you can't find it,” came the peevish reply. “It’s right
in front on the cupboard shelf, in a cocoa tin marked matches.”

The groom seemed slightly confused. Hesitatingly he said, *'I was asked
to buy either a casserole or a camisole. I can't remember which.”
“That’s easy enough,” answered the clerk. "Is the chicken dead or alive?"

At a Florida casino, a husband gave his wife, who had never before
played roulette, $200 with which to gamble. She asked a woman friend what

number she should play, and was told to choose her age number.

So the

lady placed $100 on 28, only to faint vArhen the pill came to a stop on 32.

A clerk in a Hollywood studio, a girl with an attractive face but a rather
slight figure, had been given a small part in a Technicolor picture. When
she came on the set, the friendly director said, “You look nervous. I hope
you don't feel like a lamb going to slaughter.”

Blushing, she replied, "I feel more like an expense account going to the

boss—all padded up.”

Lowell Thomas, well-known radio news commentator, recently quoted his
father's definition of a good public speaker, “Somebody who knows how to

make more than one friend at a time."




America’s “keep clean” mania is a
boon to the folks who wash the
nation’s dirty socks.

HEN an incoming bundle is

shaken onto the sorting table
in a laundry plant, practically any-
thing, literally speaking, is apt to come
tumbling out of it.

At a Mississippi laundry, a young
car-hop took a bundle from a drive-in
customer and nonchalantly tossed it
on the receiving counter. He was
startled out of his composure, how-
ever, when a loud yelp came from
the bundle as it landed. Opening the
bundle, attendants found a frisky
puppy who made good friends with
them before his owner came back to
pick him up.

In Virginia, a black kitten was not
so lucky. She spent almost two days
in a laundry bundle and had to be fed
a saucerful of milk to revive her
after this harrowing experience.

Cats and kittens seem to have a

by CHARLES WAYS

special fondness for laundry bundles,
perhaps because of the soft comfort
and warmth the linen offers. Classic
example of the cat that went to the
laundry is the tabby that gave birth
to four kittens en route. It happened
in Brooklyn.

In Milwaukee, a man stuffed $632
into a pillowcase for safe-keeping.
Later he forgot about this and sent
the improvised vault to the laundry
with the rest of the family wash. The
bills went completely through the
washing cycle before being discov-
ered. All of them were returned to
the owner completely clean—and
dried. Large bills, totaling $17,000,
were found in another pillowcase in
the laundry of the Hotel Plaza in
New York. They were returned be-
fore the owner even realized the
money was gone.

A gold ring with a diamond valued
at $500 was found by a laundry near
White Plains, New York, and re-
turned to its owner. And a two-carat
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diamond ring lost by a woman in
Ohio was found and returned to her
by a local laundry. In both instances,
the rings were discovered in the pock-
ets of garments.

Jewelry and money are among the
many items found in garments by
sorters in laundry plants who make
a point of emptying out pockets to
avoid damage to clothing, as well as
for the purpose of returning any mis-
placed valuables to their customers. A
lipstick left in the pocket of a dress,
for instance, can ruin many hundreds
of dollars worth of clothing. Razor
blades or broken glass can tear shirts
and linens. The laundry manager of
a hospital in California once exhibited
a large collection of such things as
hypodermic needles, broken glass
tumblers, medicine bottles and scalpels
which had been deposited in linen
hampers over a period of just a few
months.

Laundry bundles also have been
known to contain toys, shoes, eye-
glasses, books, negotiable bonds, so-
cial security cards, love letters, pencils,
fountain pens, watches, compacts,
false teeth and babies’ milk bottles
filled with milk. One laundry plant
even had the unusual experience of
hunting for a pair of white mice be-
longing to a customer. The mice got
out of the bundle and an all-out ef-
fort by the laundry employees was
necessary to round them up. The
rodents finally were caught and re-
turned to their owner.

Such bizarre events, however, do
not disrupt the carefully planned
work schedule of a laundry plant.
The heavy flow of linen, shirts and
other clothing going through the
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laundry must be processed rapidly
and without interruption to be ready
for customers on time. The steady
flow of production also is essential to
keep costs down and profit possible.
Typical large city laundries handle
from 35,000 to 50,000 pieces a day,
and some handle more. One large city
laundry does about 10,000 men's
shirts alone in a day. All of these
shirts are finished or pressed by 36
girls working in teams of four each
with the most modern equipment.
Each girl averages about 35 shirts an
hour.

Modern laundry plants are highly
mechanized and set up on an assembly
line basis for smooth and efficient
work flow. Plant layout is usually
carefully designed to eliminate extra
motion and back-tracking. Many
plants use belt conveyors, overhead
cables and chutes to carry laundry
from one operation to another.

Equipment in a laundry includes
washwheels, extractors, gigantic flat-
work ironers, drying tumblers, shirt
presses and many other specialized
pieces of equipment. The large wash-
wheels are usually self-loading and
unloading, and capable of handling
hundreds of pounds of linen at a time.
Many of these machines are push-
button controlled with the formula
pre-set, and the injection of soap, sour
and bluing taking place automatically.
Extractors, large cylindrical, tublike
machines, spin around at 800 revolu-
tions a minute, removing all the water
from the linen and clothing by cen-
trifugal force. Huge flatwork ironers
can dry and press sheets and table-
cloths at the rate of 900 an hour.

When a bundle comes into a laun-

R e N
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dry, classification is the first step. The
I|l bundle is emptied on a table and the

pieces sorted according to color and

type of fabric. All laundries do not
follow exactly the same breakdowns,

|but in general there are more than a
! score of classifications and sub-

classifications.

White cottons, for instance, are
separated from colored cottons and
from all types of silks,
rayons, nylons and
woolens. The dark

b colored items in the
various materials are
. |separated from the
' | others. Then both light
and dark colored ma-
terials are broken down
into even more specific
color groupings. In ad-
dition, there are speci-
alty items which are
separated into such
classifications as wool
blankets, curtains,
greasy overalls, pillows,
* and wash suits.

After the segregating
1s completed, the laun-
| dry is marked for easy

identification. Frequently, it is placed
in net bags with large numbered pins
or key tags attached. One customer
may have several different nets—one
for each wash classification. But the
pin or tag on each of these nets will
| have the same number. After the nets
are placed in the washwheels, they re-
b ceive the proper wash formulas and
| water temperatures for their respec-
| tive classifications.
All white cotton materials in the

average family bundle receive four
suds baths—including one bleach bath
—of several minutes each. This is fol-
lowed by about four hot and cold
rinses, a sour bath and a blue bath.
In formulas for woolens, rayons and
nylons as well as for various colored
fabrics, the bleach and blue bath are
eliminated and lower water tempera-
tures are used.

At the end of this
washing procedure, the
laundry is so clean that
some enthusiastic work-
ers claim the water in
the last rinse is good
enough to drink. It is
safe to drink, certainly,
for health departments
have reported that the
last rinse in power
laundry plants is bac-
teria-free. This ideally
sanitary state of affairs
is difficult, if not im-
possible, to achieve in
home laundering.

After the last rinse,
the nets are unloaded
from the washwheels
and go to the extrac-
tors. There all excess moisture is re-
moved. Unless the customer has asked
for damp wash service, the laundry
goes on from the extractors to the
various pressing or finishing depart-
ments. Shirts go to the shirt pressing
units, dresses and other washable ap-
parel go to the garment presses, sheets
and tablecloths to the flatwork ironers.
Bath towels, face towels and all items
receiving fluff dry service go to the
“tumblers"— ovenlike cylinders which
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tumble the linen and dry it with hot
air. There are also special blanket
dryers, sock forms and handkerchief
finishing machines.

After all the laundry is completely
finished, it is reassembled, checked ac-
cording to the key or identification
number, wrapped and placed in bins
for delivery by the routemen.

Sometimes, of
course, an item is
lost. A customer
usually makes a
quick and testy
complaint when
this happens. Yet
an efficient laun-
dry loses a very
low percentage of the immense vol-
ume it washes; as little as a fraction
of one per cent. No general standard
throughout the industry exists for
settling claims, but most laundries are
quite reasonable in order to retain
customer good will.

When a garment is damaged, the
laundry usually attempts to determine
the cause of the damage. Sometimes
this requires laboratory testing. If the
damage is due to an unserviceable
fabric or faulty construction, the laun-
dry will attempt to have the customer
take the item back to the store where
it was purchased, Sometimes the
laundry will contact the store directly.
But, if the damage is due to improper
laundering procedure, most laundries
will make good quickly and without
question.

Today's laundry plants, with their
rustproof, stainless metal washers and
scientifically determined formulas,
present a dramatic contrast to the
first crude power laundries of the
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last century. Early power laundr
plants were cumbersome affairs witl
heavy, wooden, clanking washers an
inefficient roll wringers. :

This year is considered by man:
people in laundry circles to be th ¥
100th anniversary of the power laun
dry industry in the United States
Members of the American Institut
of Laundering, holding their nationa -
convention in Kansas City early @1 °
November, are in a sense commemo
rating the centennial of the industry

The first power laundry in t.ht
United States actually was born ou
of the needs of the prospecting "49ers
With the sudden stampede to th
gold fields, most of California be
came a land of men without womer
Washing was done by Chinese wh
conducted individual laundries alon:
creek banks, and some of the '49er
even sent their clothing to Hawai
Native Hawaiian women maintaine:
this business on a six-month deliver
basis.

On an Oakland, California, hillto
district at this time, the Contra Cost 4
Laundry was started. All linen ane
clothing in this laundry was done b
hand until the owner, a man with a:
inventive and mechanical turn o
mind, got an idea. From a ship caf
tain, he purchased a ten-horsepowe
donkey engine. Then he had a ca
penter build a 12-shirt washing ma
chine, which he hitched to the en
gine. His ingenuity created the firg
power laundry in the United State:
a laundry which is still operating.

But, although the first power laun ¥
dry was built in Oakland, the com
mercial laundry business actually ha
earlier origins in this country. It ca



1 be traced to a Troy, New York, house-
wife, Mrs. Hannah Lord Montague,
! who invented the detachable collar for
| men's shirts about 1827. Two years
% later a retired Methodist minister,
. Ebenezar Brown, began manufactur-
. ing these detachable collars in Troy.
. Other manufacturers entered the
field, and soon there was a demand
for professional laundry service to
restore the soiled collars to their orig-
inal smart appearance.
As a result, manufacturers in Troy
- cstabllshed laundrles and customers
Fbegan mailing in their soiled collars.
In 1845, detachable cuffs began to
- be manufactured. In time, the popu-
" larity of these two items became so
great that collars and cuffs by the
hundreds of thousands of dozens came
to Troy from all over the United
| States and even from foreign coun-
tries. The laundries gradually spread
from Troy to many other cities.
Power driven equipment, however,
did not enter into the picture until the
- California Gold Rush. After the Con-
ytra Costa Laundry set up its engine-
driven washer, others began to ex-
jperiment along similar lines. In 1858,
. Joseph Hall of San Francisco and later
of Virginia City, Nevada, began op-
erating washing machines with steam
. power. During the 1860's power-
. driven plants sprang up throughout
| the country, and soon laundry machin-
ery was sold on a commercial basis.
{| DBut, although they grew rapidly,
{ laundries did not get a substantial
share of the nation’s family laundry
#until after 1915. Up to that time, it
{ had been mainly a “‘shirt, collar and
«cuff” business. Then came a new type
| of service—known as wet wash or
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damp wash—which merely extracted
the excess moisture from the clean
laundry and returned it to the house-
wife ready for ironing.

Prices had formerly been on a piece
basis, but wet wash service was of-
fered at a very low cost per pound.
This helpful service at an economical
price resulted in a big increase in
family laundry customers. World
Woar I added further impetus to this
trend and, in time, many of these
damp wash customers asked for more
complete service.

Today, most laundries provide
about six types of services, offering
customers a wide range of prices. All
of them, however, are based on the
following four basic services:

(1) The damp wash. This does not
include ironing of any kind. (2) The
thrifty service. All wearing apparel is
returned damp and flatwork is ironed.
Shirts are sometimes finished at an
extra charge per shirt. (3) The fluff
dry service. All wearing apparel is
returned tumbled dry and flatwork
is ironed. Shirts are finished at an
extra charge per shirt. (4) The family
finish service. All flatwork is ironed
and all wearing apparel pressed.

Most laundries add wvariations to
these four basic services and call them
by a variety of names. All services are
charged for by the pound, except the
custom-finish or de luxe service bun-
dle in which every item, from socks
to bedspreads, is individually priced.

During the years of World War 11,
sales volume for laundries throughout
the country spiraled upward about 80
per cent, reaching an all-time high for
the industry. In 1946, laundry sales
among the country’s 7,200 power
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laundries came to about $732,238,000.
In 1948, these sales totaled nearly
$900,000,000.

But, even though it has shown a
healthy and steady growth during the
last hundred years, the laundry in-
dustry still serves only a small per-
centage of the nation’s families. Ac-
cording to a recent nation-wide sur-
vey, conducted under the joint spon-
sorship of the American Institute of
Laundering and the Procter & Gamble
Company, only about 37 per cent of
the nation’s urban families use laun-
dry service.

The survey indicated that about
24,500,000 families live in cities and
towns of 2,500 or more. Only ten
per cent of these families send all of
their apparel and linen to the laundry
regularly, or about every week. An-
other 27 per cent use laundry service
for only a part of their washing, or
do not send it regularly.

These 9,065,000 families send their
laundry out on an average of 27 times
a year, although many customers, of
course, send it 52 or more times a
year. The best customers spend an
average of $200 a year on their laun-
dry; the most infrequent customers,
about $50 a year.

But 63 per cent of these urban fam-
ilies, or 15,435,000 potential family
customers, have their laundry done by
some other means. Many people, of
course, use automatic washing ma-
chines at home.

The home washer is considered a
serious competitor by some laundry
men, but others beiieve that it is only
in part a competitor. They believe
that it can never offer the housewife
what the commercial laundry offers:
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complete freedom from drudgery an
a superior finished product at a rel:
tively low price. They point to tb
fact that although the home washe
has been sold since the first Worl
War, and in heavy volume for

number of years, laundry sales hay
continued on a sharp upward tren
Most owners of home washers, it

pointed out, do not wash their entiy
laundry at home. Shirts and heay
flatwork, for instance, are usually ses
out because the housewife does m
like to iron any more than necessar

A more recent competitor is tI-
self-service laundry or launderet .
store. Here again, opinion in tl =
power laundry field is divided on t]
seriousness of the competition.

Some laundry owners are concern
about it, although no serious effee™
have been felt by the industry as ye
Some believe that the launderette ¢ = =
actually be a means of bringing ne
customers to the power laundries, ar’
have opened self-service stores next
or near their plants.

Many laundry men, however, b
lieve that the launderette is priman
a post-war inflation baby, with pri®
its only drawing card. They say th™ ..
with just a slight reduction in pr
ently high laundry labor and supg
costs, and hence prices, the fam:
power laundries could beat the se
service stores without even tryir
Even now, the cost of doing the ent™ *
family wash in a launderette is 1= .
much less than damp wash servii =
And, laundry men add, the custom® =
must do it hersclf. What's more, ¢
doesn’t get the wash as clean as t®
power laundry gets it.

Besides the family market, pow

I .
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aundries serve many other types of
:ustomers. All of the nation’s res-
aurants, barber shops, dentists, hotels
find other institutions require a tre-
I'nendous amount of clean linen. Fac-
ories, garages, filling stations and
nachine shops need a regular supply
14 clean overalls, uniforms and aprons.
And not to be overlooked is the
-elatively new diaper service—which
1has grown rapidly into big business
{broportions.  This popular service
',‘:t';tarts a baby off with innumerable
| diapers a day. Then the supply grad-
" aally tapers off until the baby receives
his dry diploma.
To service these varied types of
" tustomers, there are special linen sup-
!Dly laundries, coverall laundries and
| Jiaper service laundries, although com-
‘mercial family laundries also have

OUR GROWING LAUNDRY BUNDLE £

special departments which get a share
of this trade.

The modern laundry has made rev-
olutionary progress in the last 100
years, but it evidently can look for-
ward to even more surprising technical
advances in the future. It has been
predicted that the laundry of the dis-
tant future will not use soap, water,
or liquids of any kind. Instead, sound
waves will be used.

Clothing and linen simply will be
placed in a bombardment tank and
the sound waves passing through it
will shake all dirt loose by vibration.
But this piece of apparatus still exists
only in the realm of high theory.
Laundry men expect that plain water
and suds will do the job for many
years to come.

Just for the Record

i [F you've been wondering what to do with that stack of dusty old records in the attic,
"L here's the answer: clean 'em up, catalogue 'em, and cash 'em in. For there’s a new
"and rapidly growing hobby in America—the collecting of old operatic records, made
4during the Golden Age, the era of Caruso and MacCormack, Galli-Curci and Nellie
y Melba. Some of these bear strange labels, and fetch strange prices—as much as $200 to
+$300—from rabid collectors. For example, a Caruso record with the Zonophone label is
_ worth about $200 in anybody's collection—or attic.

4 The records are, of course, all acoustic recordings, and may sound strange to an
‘ear unaccustomed to them. But however strange the orchestral backgrounds may be, the
| voices shine through in a way that leaves no doubt about the greatness of those old

| artists.

\

The value of a record is determined by three factors: 1) the excellence of the

f'performance; 2) the scarcity of copies; and, 3) the “‘curiosity’ value of the disc. The
{ last factor is important in such records as the one by Patti in which the great diva may be
pl.,heard indulging in a bit of sotto voce swearing, occasioned by her tripping over a chair
" as she stepped back for a high note. Or the Caruso-Farrar duet in which prankster

0

t Farrar interpolated the line, referring to Caruso, ““Methinks he's had a highball!”
' Aside from the rare and precious discs that are valued at over a hundred dollars,

i there are many more common ones that range in value from two to ten good, crisp
¢ one dollar bills. Some of the Caruso records, and many of those by Farrar, Melba,
] Gluck, Journet, Ruffo, and Chaliapin fall in this category. They're less valuable only

because large numbers of them were originally issued. It's to be expected that the passing
il'of time will increase their scarcity and value. And in the meantime, it's almost certain
iithat if you have any records by these artists, they're worth something to you. So put
pidown that phone and forget about the Salvation Army. Your next-door neighbor may

i "be a collector!—R. M. Beaugrand.

i
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.That Strange State of Mind Called

by KENNETH S. DAVIS

.KANSAS—that geographic heart
of our nation which often has
*xen the focus of national attention,
rave or gay—today is presenting an
nteresting spectacle. The spectacle
ctually began last year when, after
. campaign reviving some of the fa-
watical fervor of Carry Nation's hey-
lay, Kansas in November gave the lie
o one of William Allen White’s most
iamous prophecies, “They'll vote dry
's long as they can stagger to the
olls.” Instead Kansas went soberly
© the polls and repealed state prohibi-
don by a 50,000 majority. Even
Carry Nation's home town of Medi-
" ;ine Lodge was among those voting to
epeal the amendment which had been
n the state’s Constitution since 1881.

This done, Kansas' Legislature had
o replace the bone-dry law with some
ort of legal control. So a bill for
ate monopoly was promptly intro-
luced. But also introduced was a bill
lermitting privately owned package
tores, and the legislators were in a
uandary. On the one hand was the
'uritan desire to mitigate evil. A

! tate monopoly would provide more
ffective control of liquor. On the
ther hand were the commitments to

&B“SBS

private enterprise and profit. A state
monopoly smacked of “socialism.”

We Kansans “solved™ the problem
by passing, at last, a measure in which
profit, on the whole, overcame Puri-
tan scruples. Privately owned package
stores were legalized, but liquor sales
are permitted only in communities that
voted wet in November or in special
referenda.

The ink was scarcely dry on the
Governor's signature before business
men in communities voting dry last
November were petitioning to place
“local option” on the ballot in the
spring municipal elections. The very
thought of all that liquor business go-
ing to neighboring wet communities
was a breeder of nightmares. And
when the first Tuesday in April came,
only seven of twenty-five allegedly
dry communities rejected home-owned
liquor stores. By mid-May, some
thirty-five communities voting dry
last November had reversed them-
selves.

Thus the pocketbook triumphed

over the sense of sin.

To what extent is all this signifi-
cant of the state’s personality? Does

Reprinted from the New Tork Times
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the state really have a distinctive per-
sonality? The latter question can be
answered at once. Kansas does have
a distinctive if often self-contradictory
personality—being in this respect like
Texas, or Maine, or California—and
proof of it is the stereotyped (and
unflattering) impression of herself
made on the national consciousness.

The stereotyped conception of the
physical Kansas is a flat, treeless plain
reaching endlessly under an enormous
sky, swept by scorching winds in
summer and bitter blizzards in winter,
tormented by tornadoes in spring and
fall, and plagued often by grasshop-
pers that eat every green thing. Each
element of this picture has some basis
in fact, but as a composite view of the
state it is highly inaccurate.

Part of Kansas is flat and treeless,
but most of it is not, and the blue-
stem country of the eastern third of
the state has a rock-ridged tree-dotted
landscape as lovely as any in the
Middle West. Kansas experiences ex-
tremes of hot and cold, but the cli-
mate by and large is one of the most
pleasant and healthful in the nation.
Tornadoes do visit Kansas, but their
incidence per square mile is less than
in lowa. And Kansas did have a
grasshopper plague back in the 1870's,
but hasn’t had anything like it since.

THE most significant thing about
the unflattering stereotypes of
Kansas is that they are largely of the
Kansan’s own making—a fact reveal-
ing a most peculiar temperament.
Other states boast of their advantages;
Kansas boasts of her ills. Other states
speak loudly of their blessings and
softly (or not at all) of their mis-
fortunes; Kansas does the reverse. She
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spreads abroad tall tales of her an-
guish: the worst droughts, the drear-
iest landscapes, the biggest winds, the
smallest potatoes, the most voracious
grasshoppers. She displays a maso-
chist’s delight in suffering or a tough
guy's pride in being able to “‘take it.”
Consciously or unconsciously, Kan-
sans have encouraged the popular view
of their state as 82,000 square miles
of monotony so boring and dull as to
be in itself a sufficient cause of re-
ligious and moral excesses.

Actually Kansas, her physical self
and her distinctive personality, is a
composite of at least three quite dif-
ferent Kansases. The eastern third is
a section of limestone hills bounding
broad rich river valleys, a diversified
farming area containing coal, lead,
and zinc mines, and more than half
of the state'’s total industrial wealth.
The central third of the state is some-
times called the Low Plains; wheat is
a major crop, though farming is diver-
sified.

Oil and airplanes are pivots of in-
dustrial life around Wichita, and salt
is of major importance to Hutchin-
son.

HE western third of Kansas is the

High Plains area, the immense .

tableland whose topography is mis-
takenly deemed by most non-Kansans
to be the topography of the state as a
whole. This is short-grass country,
semi-arid and thinly populated. It
was once a mighty cattle range, and
portions of that range still remain.
But for the most part western Kansas
has been planted to hard red winter
wheat, introduced by Mennonites
from Russia in 1874 and vastly im-
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proved since that time by plant breed-
ers. Here, too, is oil.

With these differences in economy
coincide differences in cultural pat-
tern, in historical tradition and tem-
peramental outlook.

The Author

Kenneth S. Davis lives in Man-
hattan, Kansas, and is an authority
on the history, traditions, and idio-

ographer and novelist, Mr. Davis
wrote the widely read book about
General Dwight Eisenhower, Soldier
of Democracy.

In eastern Kansas, the dominant
cultural pattern was first set by New
England abolitionists who came in the
1850, armed with Bibles and rifles,
to fight it out with Southern pro-
slavers for possession of the territory.
They had an importance in shaping

rthe state’s traditions out of all pro-

portion to their numerical strength.
They were men and women of fiery
conviction, profoundly committed to
human freedom and hence passion-
ately hostile to slavery. But since their
respect for human personality derived
'from that personality’s dependence
upon a stern God, they were some-
times inclined toward a tyranny of
morals.

HESE New Englanders, however,
were far from being the smug
conservatives that some of their de-
scendants have become. Their re-
ligious idealism led them to challenge
whatever institutions were, in their

Lview, contradictions of a higher law
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—which is to say they had a radical
reforming zeal that could mount to a
revolutionary passion.

In the central third, or Low Plains
section, of the state, Puritanism was
reinforced in the "70’s and '80’s by an
influx of religious colonies. Dunkards
and River Brethren settled around
Abilene. Swedish Lutherans settled
around Salina and Lindsborg and Mc-
Pherson. German Mennonites settled
to the north of Wichita. With these
people religion was far more than a
Sunday affair. It conditioned nearly
all the living habits of the River Breth-
ren, for example, whose colony at Abi-
lene contained the Eisenhower family.

But in Abilene, Puritanical religion
encountered a far different vital atti-
tude. The Abilene to which the River
Brethren came had been a decade be-
fore nationally notorious as a lawless
cow town, a scene of lurid pleasures
and violent deaths. Here had ended
the Chisholm Trail, up which Texas
longhorn cattle had been driven by
the hundred thousand for shipment
east on the Kansas Pacific. Here Wild
Bill Hickok and a half-dozen other
folk heroes of the frontier had made
their gaudy reputations.

THIS Wild West tradition had
little to do with godliness and
moral rectitude, but it placed great
emphasis on self-reliance, on fighting
and gambling courage, on physical
toughness, and on the skillful use of
tools and weapons. It bred an un-
compromising economic individualism,
and it certainly had more in common
with the Cavalier traditions of the
South than it had with the New
England that had triumphed east of
the Flint Hills. It mingled in uneasy
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truce with Puritanism on the Low
Plains, but it became actually domi-
nant west of Salina, the semi-arid re-
gion with its gambling economy of
cattle and wheat and oil.

Thus the character of Kansas was
formed, originally, upon a tension be-
tween cultures alien, and even antago-
nistic, to one another. It was a tension
which, for the first five decades of
the state’s existence, made for the rise
of a number of vigorous and colorful
personalities like John Brown, Jim
Lane, John J. Ingalls, Sockless Jerry
Simpson, Mary Ellen Lease, Ed Howe,
and William Allen White. During
those years Kansas was widely re-
garded as among the most progressive
of all states: a community of practical
idealists in an environment hostile to
complacency.

OR example, a Kansas Legislature,

in 1883, braved cries of “‘radical-
ism” to establish a board of railroad
commissioners with authority to fix
rates and regulate working conditions.
Kansas adopted an eight-hour labor
law in 1889. Kansas was among the
leaders of the nation in the establish-
ment of compulsory education, the
limitation of child labor, the setting
up of a juvenile court, and the estab-
lishment of standards of sanitation for
packing and other industries.

Kansas' “‘blue sky™ law, regulating
and supervising investment companies,
was imitated by many states. Kansas
extended complete suffrage to women
in 1913 when only six other states,
none of them lying to the east, had
already done so. Even the adoption
of prohibition in 1881 could be con-
sidered bold, progressive legislation at
a time when liquor interests were
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powerful and corrupting influences in b
politics. B

And so, in 1922, William Allen i
White could boast: “When anything *
is going to happen in this country, it *
happens first in Kansas. Abolition, sh
Prohibition, Populism, the Bull Moose, wl
the exit of the roller towel, the ap:
pearance of the bank guarantee, the ©
blue sky law . . . these things come W
popping out of Kansas like bats out
of hell. Sooner or later other states
take up these things, and then Kansas
goes on breeding other troubles.™

But alas, there was equal truth in
the far different view which White
took of his native state in 1934, when v
he contributed a piece called *Just
Wondering™ to that year’s Kansas
Magazine. He wondered where Kan-
sas had lost her vitality and her crea-
tive state pride, why Kansas no longer
produced ‘“rugged Shakespearean
characters.”

>

i
s
Certainly something departed from
Kansas after the death of the Bull ™
Moose in 1912. The great wild-eyed b
idealists were mostly gone by 1922.

(i
e
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Their inheritance was seemingly dis- g
sipated among the earnest advocates ap
of petty prohibitions (even cigarettesipr.
were legally banned in the "20%);lu
their roles of leadership were given upl &
to men who apparently kept all their! w

values in cash registers. The statel Ixd
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xgan to seem as flat psychologically
r s she is deemed to be topographically.
Her newspapers and public spokes-
nen, once creative, vital personalities,
secame so uniformly mediocre, so
olidly committed to the same trader
ralues and politics, as to create a dead
evel of conformity. The old vitalizing
‘ension between Puritan and Wild
West relaxed. Only a pale echo of it
‘ould be heard in the recent tumult
Lwver liquor, in which a Puritan will-
. ngness to legislate private morality
mas counter-balanced, and finally
yvercome, by the Plainsman's insis-
‘ence on a laissez-faire economy.

WHAT had happened, and
r why?

*  An explanation lies in the persis-
* tence, in Kansas, of an agrarian econ-
| omy while the country as a whole was
‘wrestling with industrial growth and
‘problems of which the average Kan-
san had slight knowledge: labor rela-
tions, foreign relations, monopoly,
'rcorporate taxation, city management.
Inev1tably the average Kansan trans-
ulated these issues into terms of his
‘own rural experience. But his con-
cepts, up to date, even progresswe in
‘a rural society, sometimes became
Elhopelessly reactionary when applied
'to an environment of giant corpora-
tions, slum-infested cities, and overt
‘or covert class struggle.

And as the rustic Kansas voice con-
‘tinued to preach “rugged individual-
L ism"™ and to stress the early Protestant-
' capitalist virtues of sobriety, frugality,
prudence, and self-denial—all in the
expectation of heaven (or large divi-
dends on investments)—that wvoice
ceased to command a national respect.
Indeed, it became a focus of irreverent

humor. And this led many Kansans
to exaggerate the very traits which
stirred others to laughter. They in-
creasingly selected as spokesmen and
leaders the respectable, mediocre men
who could be trusted not to criticize
or upset the existing order. Thus
what had been a bold, creative state
pride degenerated into a half-ashamed
provincialism.

But this year’s struggle over liquor
may indicate that Kansas, in 1949, is
again changing her ways. If there is
a sad significance in the excessive
energy expended upon what today is
so peripheral an issue as prohibition,
there are many in the state who called
the issue a “phony,” designed to dis-
tract the attention of voters from Kan-
sas’ deplorable tax structure, her need
for highway improvement, her need
for better educational facilities—and it
is significant that the last Legislature
dealt with these later items to some-
what better effect than any other re-
cent Legislature has done.

A NOTHER trend with pleasant

significance is seen in the fact
that Kansas, once notorious as a “‘hot-
bed of isolationism,” now expresses on
the popular level a burgeoning inter-
nationalism. The Kansas response to
UNESCO, for example, has been so
remarkable that the State Depart-
ment issued the other day a special
popular bulletin on it—a far depart-
ure from the department’s usual run
of publications. All over the state
these days one hears sharp condem-
nation of isolationism and warm com-
mendation of the idea (as goal, at
least) of a world federal government.
No doubt this internationalism has
been sparked by the presence in Kan-
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sas of Milton S. Eisenhower, presi-
dent of Kansas State College and
chairman of the United States Na-
tional Commission for UNESCO. But
if combustible materials had not been
present, the spark could never have
caused flame.

Eisenhower himself speaks of an
“*awakening Kansas,” and points out
that the event may be of world sig-
nificance, inasmuch as Kansas, geo-
graphically and spiritually, is “at the
heart of our continental power.” Bal-
anced halfway between the America
facing Europe and the America facing
Asia, the state, he says, can keep her
perspective and may have a decisive
strategic position for determining na-
tional policy.

ERTAINLY, if he is right, Kan-

sas can make valuable contribu-
tions to a nation well on the road to
a ‘“welfare” government. For the
very fact that Kansas did not become
swiftly and highly industrialized
means that there have not developed,
to the degree one finds in other areas,
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the snobberies, envies and guilt co
plexes which an economic class stru
ture inevitably produces. No sta
has retained with a greater puri
the concept of the individual perso
as a moral, responsible being—the"
basic unit of a self-governing societys
Even the liquor furor reveals the Kan-
sas commitment to and concern fo
individuality. This, properly guide
may hold values for the nation as
whole—and I think it will be guide
into useful channels as the sta
slowly but surely, expands her in
dustry.

In other words, the very “‘back
wardness” of a revitalized Kans P
might help us retain, as a nation and {.
within the “‘welfare” framework, that g
concern with right and wrong, and
that emphasis on individual self-relis
ance without which no truly free
society can be maintained. While
most of the nation stresses collective
rights, Kansas might stress individual
responsibilities, and the emphasis could
be a healthful one for democracy
everywhere.

o (Tt

[~ >

Mark Twain's Town

F Mark Twain could walk down the streets of Hannibal, Missouri, today, he would

find himself operating a confectionery, a hatchery and feed store, a produce company

and two beauty parlors. He is a printer and jeweler, in addition to running a cleaner’s
establishment and school.

Tourists who visit the old Clemens home and the Mark Twain museum adjoining it
can stay in the Mark Twain Hotel, eat at the Mark Twain Dinette and ride in a Mark
Twain taxi to the Mark Twain Cave made famous in The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
And if they take the local bus, they will buy a token stamped with the well-known
profile of the town's most famous son.

Some of Samuel Clemens' favorite characters appear to be doing a thriving business,
too. Becky Thatcher's book store, just across the street from the Clemens' home, sells
souvenirs. Near by is the Tom and Huck Motel. Tom, as always, is a bit ahead of Huck,
for he can boast of the Tom Sawyer Theater.

Spanning the Mississippi at Hannibal is the Mark Twain Bridge. From the top of

a hill in the town park overlooking the river, his statue towers as final evidence that

Hannibal is truly Mark Twain's town.
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A LADY who became agitated
_ when her radio conked out and
““caused her to miss a favorite program
‘“became even more agitated when the
- radio service man came to her house.

l “Heavenly stars—you're blind!" she
_’exclaimed. “How could you fix my
radio without seeing what you are
 doing?”

. “Try me and see for yourself,”

' replied LaVon P. Peterson pleasantly.
Swiftly but deftly, his sensitive fingers
felt for wires, switches, and tubes.
The woman almost fainted as he
heated a soldering iron and touched
the glowing point to a silvery bar of
solder. But within 30 minutes Peter-
son had her radio purring once more
—and Peterson himself was thinking
hard about teaching other blind men
to achieve the financial independence
and mental ease which was his through
| acquiring a radio technician’s skill.

Today the 29-year-old Peterson is
one of Omaha's proudest exhibits,
thanks to his unique Radio Engineer-
ing Institute, which trains blind stu-
dents to become skilled radio repair
- men. Peterson graduates are warranted

Ob, say can you see?
by LEE HARRIS

to be as competent, or more so, than
their sighted competitors.

Naturally, if a student knows
Braille, it become easier for him to
take notes on the lectures given by
Peterson and other blind instructors.
But lack of skill with Braille is no
insuperable obstacle; Peterson and his
fellow instructors will take on students
who have sharp memories.

“One of our most important first
assignments is learning to use the
soldering iron,” says Peterson, a stur-
dy, pleasant fellow who calmly exudes
self-confidence and warmth. “Many
students are fearful of the red-hot
iron, but when they find out that they
can handle it safely if they use cau-
tion, they feel ready to try anything.”

The soldering is done by first lo-
cating with the fingers the spot to be
soldered, then guiding the iron to the
spot, removing the fingers quickly and
applying the iron.

Peterson has contrived a whole tool
box of new instruments adapted for
blind radio and electronic service men.
Consider the tube-checker, for exam-
ple—an indispensahle device for any
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radio repair man. The usual tube-
checker has a needle which reveals
whether a tube is alive or dead.

But Peterson and his blind students
can'’t see the wavering needle. Instead,
they use adapters which give of f vary-
ing sounds as the needle changes its
position: if the sounds in one direction
are strong, it means the tube is okay.
If the sound is of another intensity or
quality in relation to the Braille dial,
it signifies that the tube is dead and
must be replaced.

“Blind people are helped by nature’s
law of compensation,” says school
director Peterson, who has graduated
more than 75 sightless radio techni-
cians. “Take away one sense and you
cultivate another. In our case, sound
is a good friend. We value our ears
in this work!”

Peterson’s success in teaching other
blind youths to be self-reliant dates
back to his graduation from high
school in 1939. That year he started
his first radio repair shop.

Until then, he had been a singu-
larly successful radio ‘“ham,” who
stayed up half the night keeping in
wireless contact with air friends in
London, Bombay, Shanghai, Nome
and countless other cities. Avidly,
Peterson pounced on every bit of sci-
entific news culled from the maga-
zines and textbooks his mother read
to him.

Peterson’s radio store was a success
from the start. He asked no odds, sold
things at fair prices, and repaired sets
swiftly and economically. But the
young man met other blind individ-
uals who hadn’t been successful like
himself. They sold brooms, hand-
woven rugs, and other items tradi-
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tionally assigned to the blind in order
to give them something to do.

By 1942, the nation was at war and
Peterson volunteered to teach GI's to
make emergency repairs on very deli-
cate electronic equipment.

“The repairs generally had to be
made in total darkness—on battlefields
or aboard ship,” he recalls. *‘I was able
to teach 800 soldiers and Marines t
do this intricate kind of repair work
If sighted men could learn to do thei
work in complete darkness, I reasoned,
why couldn’t the men who live in
perpetual darkness learn to do related
things in the electronic field?” ﬂf

Canvassing the Omaha banks, Peter-
son got plenty of encouragement but
no cash. His proposed school for sight-
less civilians and veterans was laudable
but foolhardy, the bank officials told§ «
him. They couldn’t take the risk of
a loan. :

But one business man who had been
pleased by Peterson’s repair work on .
his home and car radios backed up his*
good wishes with cash. Five thousand ',
dollars, to be exact. Later, he confided i
to friends, “‘If that lad Peterson could”
teach electronics to 800 sighted men,"
he should be a natural with blind men ™
like himslf. This is no gamble—it’s an **
investment.” ke

The school started modestly in the |
fall of 1945 with a scant three stu- !
dents. Peterson wasn’t disheartened.
He threw himself into the task of &
making those three blind boys as com- .
petent as he was in taking apart, re- ;)
pairing, and re-assembling radios, '
phonographs, dictaphones and other {j
recording devices. ¢

Within a few months, ten more!.

(Continued on Page 75) :
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Manbattan, six stories of gadgets.

by LEW RAINES

A

' F you've ever bought a chrome-
* plated gadget guaranteed to open
.er bottles, trim your fingernails,
' it open envelopes and drive tacks,
hen you'll feel blissfully at home in
Rstore on New York’s Sixth Avenue
vhich caters to thousands of gadget-

iiinded folks like yourself.
! You'll be in good company at Lewis
*? Conger’s six-story building which
| l jam-packed with everything from
histling lawn sprinklers to diving
ards in pastel colors. Since 1835,
he venerable firm has done a thriv-
g business in luxurious, non-essen-
fal articles which somehow make the
“eholder gasp and yearn to own them.
" You can buy a $200 picnic basket
"t Lewis & Conger’s, or a classy vel-
et jacket for your cocker spaniel. A
ioted New York judge one afternoon
vas found slumped on the sidewalk,
\ heat victim, still clutching a heavy
vackage bearing the Lewis & Conger
abel. When he was revived, he gave
1 sheepish smile and opened the bulky
arcel, revealing a portable stove for
dicnic use.

“I saw it during my lunch hour
and it looked so blamed attractive 1
just had to buy it,” he confessed.
“Couldn't wait for them to deliver
it, so I tried to carry it myself!”

The judge was but one of the
100,000 people who each year feel
their sales resistance melt away when
they enter the wondrous showrooms
of America's best-known hardware
store. Fred Allen loves to prowl
through the building, as does actress
Helen Hayes, a United States senator,
and several ambassadors. In addition
to celebrities, open-mouthed tourists
by the score daily troop through the
building, admiring the 86 different
varieties of pots and pans and count-
ing their money to sece if they can
afford a chronograph for Uncle Wil-
lie or an eight-bladed knife for Junior.

Not a few visitors are drawn to the
old firm by the presence of a large
number of elderly clerks who preserve
the courtly manners and gallant atti-
tudes of pre-Civil War gentlemen.
Nobody is in a hurry to make a sale
at Lewis & Conger’'s—for speed is
impossible when one is crowding 70
years.

Lewis & Conger has aplomb and
social assurance, born of its long his-
tory in purveying knick-knacks and
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gewgaws to blase New Yorkers. Two
clerks—the original Lewis & Conger
—bought control of the store in 1868,
and since that time descendants of
men for whom the store is named
have played an active role in its man-
agement.

Four gentlemen named Lewis—
sons of the original Lewis—are still
at work every day to unveil new and
more impressive gimmicks in the fa-
mous Lewis & Conger show windows.
Robert Lewis, a canny hand with a
display window, thinks up some dan-
dies to stop passersby cold in their
tracks.

There was the July day, for ex-
ample, when Mr. Robert decided that
he could sell electric blankets despite
the heat and the humidity. He cre-
ated an artificial snowstorm in the
street window which made sweltering
pedestrians murmur “B-rerr!” and
yearn for the comfort of an electric
blanket—in 98 degree weather! So
alluring was the display which cooled
by suggestion that the police firmly
asked Mr. Robert to call off the snow
so that traffic could get rolling again.

Exterminating household pests be-
comes a pleasure if you do it the Lewis
& Conger way. A Long Island mil-
lionaire, whose mansion was ran-
sacked by mice on nightly forays,
confided his troubles to a white-haired
clerk in the old store.

“The mice just don't fall for any
traps,” said the tycoon. “They're too
darned sophisticated.”

“We'll lure them,” said the clerk.
“Here's our best trap—it plays sweet
Viennese waltzes to bring them close,
and we supply imported cheese as
additional bait. This trap will catch
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the most suspicious mice in the Ea,st!';dm
It worked, just as he promised, thougk \
it cost as much as a good watch.

On any day, you'll see magnat 5
truck drivers, school teachers an (1
business men pausing in the Lewis @ ,..
Conger Spice Shop for a nostalgie,,
whiff of some odor which has pleas 4.
ant associations for them. The deli.,
cate odors of herbs, perfume and aros,.
matic products of the Orient alwayt
hang over the shop like an impalpable 4,
veil. On hand is a library of morty:
than 100 cookbooks containing exotit .-
recipes calling for rare spices whick g
can be purchased only at Lewis &
Conger's. 3

Open to the public also is the storel .
coffee research section, where trainec .
coffee sippers search perpetually for g,
that golden dream—the perfect cuj
of coffee. As dozens of bystander
eagerly participate in the tests, sam
pling innumerable cups of coffee, the
Lewis & Conger officials artfully in
troduce the latest coffee maker mod
els. From simple percolators to ifi &
tricate machines which would con k:
found a Rube Goldberg, the ways tt ¢
brew coffee are endless in the store’ i
coffee salon. &

One rich lawyer brought in hi'k
own coffee and asked that it bed
brewed for him. He drank severa -
cups appreciately, exclaiming, I pay i
a cook $75 a week and her coffeis
tastes like mud. I'm sending her heri'k
for an elementary course in coffee
brewing!™ k
The old store is beloved by insomw
niacs. Its world-famed Sleep Shoj
is a mecca for those who turn and tos
during the night, yearning for th
complete bliss of sound, undisturbe



lumber. This “sleep clinic™” is the
dea and responsibility of a Mr. Nor-
han Dine, who is unendingly curious
‘{bout the sleep habits of his fellow
itizens.
Mr. Dine will take your measure-
nents, give you a quasl- psychoanal-
; *.515 inquire into your dietary habits
“Do you eat barbecue at midnight
nd then stay awake?”) and then
upervise the construction of a bed
Hesigned exclusively for you. One man
1id he slept better when the bed was
‘Sumpy; Mr. Dine obligingly put in
rme permanent ridges and furrows.
‘“JMnother wanted classical music to lull
“%iim; a built-in phonograph playing
- " arefully selected records was the an-
- Swer to his slumber problem.

If a husband wants a hard mattress
ind his wife insists on a soft downy
“Lesting-place, this dilemma doesn’t
" Inean that twin beds must be installed.

The Jack Sprat mattress—a Lewis &

| AMERICA’S HARDWARE HEAVEN

Conger specialty—is the Sleep Shop's
answer to married couples who plain-
tively ask how each of them may have
the kind of sleep he desires. One half
of the Jack Sprat mattress is silky soft;
the other is firm and unyielding. Some
of the noisiest quarrelers in New York
have been silenced by this contribu-
tion to domestic felicity.

If you're a chronic snorer, and your
wife threatens daily to go home to
mother unless you stop your wheezing,
there's hope for you at Lewis & Con-
ger's. This hope resides in the Whis-
tling Snore Ball, secured by a pin to
the pajamas in the back. If the snorer
rolls over on his back—the best posi-
tion for a nocturnal symphony—the
ball digs meanly into his spine and a
whistle sounds discordantly in his ear.
When he rolls over to a non-snoring
position, the discomfort ends and
everybody is happy!

| DAWN FOR THE SIGHTLESS

‘l (Continued from Page 72)

tudents enrolled, and then Peterson
l“egan to get mail from every state as
?’ thers heard of the unique course and
usked to be counted in. Another blind
'man was hired as an instructor, and
‘Peterson turned his attention to special

lasses for other handicapped persons
—spastics and paraplegics who, though
 blessed with sight, were destined to
Uspend their lives in wheel chairs or
“beds.

Today Peterson has the satisfaction
of knowing that the majority of his
praduates are earning their own way,

asking no quarter and doing jobs of
which sighted men could be proud.
A large number of them own thriving
businesses.

It was LaVon’s quiet insistence that
other blind men were as adaptable as
he that won him the 1948 United
States Junior Chamber of Commerce
award as one of the nation’s ten out-
standing young men. But honors and
compliments mean little to Peterson—
he's much too busy helpmg others win
their independence in a competitive
world.




Platter Chatter . . .

ONGRATULATIONS are in line for

Guy Lombardo. He's getting his 25-
year pin in the entertainment business, and
incidentally is also celebrating his 15th year
as an exclusive Decca artist . . . Elliot
Lawrence, on Columbia, has signed the
Gerry Mulligan Quintet as a rcgular fea-
ture of his band . . . Tram man Jack Tea-
garden, who planncd to leave the Louis
Armstrong group, has said he’ll stick for at
least another year . . . In the field of re-
vivals, the latest of the oldies to get a
dusting off is The Music Goes 'Round and
'Round . . . Danny Kaye and Patty An-
drews have waxed a special version of last
year's Christmas novelty, All I Want for
Christmas Is My Two Front Teeth . . . A
checerful notc to would-be composers comes
from Billy Whitlock, who has been writing
songs for 50 ycars. Finally at the age of
80 he has a hit, Hop Scotch Polka . . .
Jon and Sondra Steele, the My Happiness
twins and originators of thc current vocal-
duo rage, have recently signed with Coral
records . . . Juanita Hall, who portrays
“Bloody Mary™ in South Pacific, has signed
a rccording contract with Victor and has
cut her initial releases, Love’s a Precious

Thing and Don't Cry, Joe .
Spivak has changed record labels—from‘L

. . Charlie

Victor to London . . . Ray Anthony, a
former Glenn Miller trumpet star whose
band was picked as “‘most likely to succeed
in 1950, is playing to packed crowds at
the Roosevelt Hotel in Ncw Orleans . . .
Sarah Vaughn is now touring the country
on another successful concert tour . . .
Joining the Decca fold is Louis Armstrong,
who has some choice new vocal and trum’
pet sides on the record shelves now . . .
MGM Records have taken over a batch of
masters—including releases by Duke El-
lington, Dizzy Gillcspie, Artie Shaw and
othcrs—from the defunct Musicraft label
. .. You'd never bclieve it, but Sammy
Kaye has waxed a bop tune. Its title is®
Belmont Boogie, and it was written by
Sammy himself . . . Bing Crosby has a.
smooth new ballad for Christmas cntitled
You're All I Want for Christmas, featuring
the Ken Lane singers and Victor Young
and the orchestra . . . Mercury has a new
competitor for Autry and Rogers in Rex
Allen and his latcst rclease, Arizona Waltz
. . . If Frankie Laine's That Lucky Old
Sun keeps climbing in sales, it might equal
his rccord of That's My Desire.
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‘etcha Didn't Know . . .

. .. The song Stardust is now marking
. 20th anniversary. The first recording
the tune was made by Isham Jones on
= Brunswick label in 1931. To date,
sproximately 300 recordings of the Car-
ichael melody have been made . . . The
irrent Western novelty, I Never See
laggie Alone, has been popular before—
CE in 1926, in fact . . . Ever wonder how
d singing commercials are? In the late
400's 2 London firm offered frece hymnals
a poor church in return for inserting a
usical commercial in the books. Here's
s the early singing commercial went:

Hark, the Herald Angels sing,
Beecham's Pills are just the thing.
Peace on Earth and mercy mild,
Two for man and one for child.

. . Paul Weston formerly arranged for
J‘ommy Dorsey . . . The Four Knights, a
' nging quartet, are all in their twenties,
1l are married, all have homes in Los
\ngeles, all are mad for baseball . . . Ken
mith, now with Damon Records, formerly
slayed with **Nature Boy™ in Chanute,
.ansas . . . The Three Suns got their
.ame from Al (guitar-playing) Nevin's
iother. She called the boys, “my three
ons—and they changed the billing to
"Suns.™

Jighly Recommended . . .

"OLUMBIA 38572—Frank Sinatra with
the Double Daters. If I Ever Love Again
plus Every Man Should Marry. Frank
really strikes pay wax with If I Ever
Love Again. Reminiscent of the all-time
favorite, I'll Never Smile Again, this
sequel is an equally beautiful song, done
superbly by Frankie. The flip is another
new number that is definitely the type
for Sinatra. Moris Stoloff supplies the
smooth background. Both dream stuff
for sure!

DECCA 24752—Russ Morgan and his or-
chestra. Makin' Love URulele Style and
California Orange Blossom. In view of
the rising popularity of banjos and uku-
leles today, this timely song calls for
public approval. Russ sings, assisted by
the Morganaires, and a whistling chorus
adds variety to the neat and clever ar-
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rangement. Perhaps its catchy rhythm
will be instrumental in your wanting to
learn to play the “uke.” The reverse is
a salute to the sunshine state in much
the same vein as the past Morgan hit,
Sunflower. Both feature “*Music in the
Morgan Manner,” a phrase becoming
synonymous with top waxings.

DAMON D-11227—Jo Ann Tally and

Ken Smith with Warren Durrett and the
orchestra. The Birds and the Bees and
In the Same World With You. Here's
a great new novelty featuring some of
Kansas City's choice talent. Jo Ann Tally
tells of learning certain “‘facts™ about
the birds and the bees, while Ken Smith,
playing the shy country boy, seems to
be willing to go along with the lyrics.
However, there’s a surprise ending to
bring an added climax to the musical
story. The underside is 2 new waltz bal-
lad with strong hit possibilities, smoothly
sung by Jo Ann Tally, who is ably sup-
ported in the background by Durrett and
the band. It's a double feature bound
to please.

VICTOR 20-3556 — Tony Martin with

Skip Martin and his orchestra. Toot
Toot Tootsie Goodbye plus You Call It
Madness (But I Call It Love). A superb
coupling by Tony and perhaps one of
his best releases in months. You'll enjoy,
with toe-tapping effect, the Tootsie side
as Tony swings into this old favorite
with good results. On the backside is an
old standard with the Martin pipes com-
ing through in top-notch order, and
with the Aristocrats lending Tony their
best assistance. It's hard to pick a favor-
ite side, so take your choice!

Recommended for Christmas . . .
DECCA 24748 — The Andrews Sisters

with Guy Lombardo and his Royal
Canadians. Merry Christmas Polka plus
Christmas Candles. Here are two new
Yuletide melodies that are destined for
top popularity by the time ole St. Nick
drops around. The Polka side is a mod-
erately fasttempoed number with an air
of gaiety pervading from start to finish.
The reverse is done at a slower pace,
full of nostalgia and sentiment that will
appeal to all. Grand family entertain-
ment!
(Continued on Next Page)
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COLUMBIA 20606—Gene Autry. He's
a Chubby Little Fellow and Santa,
Santa, Santa. You'll want an introduc-
tion to these two new songs by Gene
Autry, right in the Here Comes Santa
groove. Gene sings the lyrics describ-
ing Santa and his holiday activities in
a way that will have tremendous appeal
for the children. The flip is a red and
green package of Christmas in which
Gene 1s assisted by the Pinafores and
Carl Cotner’s orchestra. Double-barrelled

entertainment!

VICTOR ALBUM P-161—Perry Como
Sings Merry Christmas Music. If you
haven’t already purchased this excellent
album of standard Christmas favorites,
you'll be wise to get one before supplies
are exhausted. You'll have that Good
Feeling glow as you listen to such old
favorites as: That Christmas Feeling,
I'll Be Home For Christmas, Oh Come
All Ye Faithful, Silent Night, Winter
Wonderland, Santa Claus Is Coming to
Town, White Christmas and Jingle
Bells. In each number Perry is assisted
by the chorus and Russ Chase and the
orchestra. It’s a holiday merry-maker.

DECCA ALBUM A-715 — Christmas
Greetings Album with Bing Crosby.
Here's a glorious musical tribute to the
Yuletide season sung by the master
crooner, Der Bingle. Two of the selec-
tions are the popular, You're All I
Want For Christmas and Here Comes
Santa Claus. The other four sides are
carols with special charm and gified
interpretation by Bing. A must for
Xmas!

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

A

A New York youngster, who was more
accustomed to man-made wonders than
to the marvels of nature, was treated to
a vacation in the country. There he saw
his first rainbow.

Gazing upon the gorgeous phenomenon
with wonder and perplexity, the child
finally exclaimed, *“*Mother, it's beautiful,
but what does it advertise?”
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CURRENT/

MORNING
TIME SUNDAY MONDAY R
00 Town & Country Time
15 Weather Report
25 Livestock Estimotes
30 Don Sullivan, Songs
45 Don Sullivan, Songs

Svn. Sum Dial Sersmode
Swn. Sun Dial Serenade

30 |San. Sum Dial Serenode

AP News
Musical Clack
Musical Clack

00 |News AP News

05 |Weother Weathermon In P
10 [News Fruit & YVeg. Repert
15 | K. C. Councll of Chiurches | Musical Clock

30 |Shades of Black & White | Cresby Croons

45 |Shades of Black & White | Musical Clock

00 |AP News Unity Viewpolnt
05 |6uy Lomborde's Orch. | Unity Viewpelnt
15 |Guy Lombardo's Orch. |Martha Logan Kitch:

Dove Dennis’ Orch.

Plaza Progrom

45 | Dave Dennis’ Orch. G. Heotter's Mailbog
00 |AP News "“Wells Bells"’ W
05 |Cavalcade of Masle “Wells Bells" 1
15 |Covalcade of Musle "*Wells Bells"™* 1
30 |NW. Univ. Review Stond | "*Wells Bells'" Sl
45 |NW. Univ. Review Stond | **Wells Bells'" EL
00 |AP News Luncheon on The Ploz !
05 (Wings Over K. C. Luncheon on The Pla [
15 {Music in the Air Luncheon on The Pl [
30 |Sunday Serenade Saondra Lea, Shoppes £
45 |Sunday Serenade Holland-Engle Show
AFTERNOON

TIME SUNDAY MONDAY !
00 [Sidney Walten, News | AP News—Dick Smith
15 [Young Rndio Artists Don Sullivan, Sengs
30 |Adv. of Babe Ruth Boogie Woogie Cowb
65 |K. €. U. Workshop Missouri-Kansos Ne
00 |Spotlight on Glamour | Queen for a Doy
30 |Adven. of the Falcon |Doubleday Quiz Club
45 |Adven. of the Falcon | Cottonwood Ramck
00 [Bosten Blackie Club 710
15 |Boston Blackie Club 710 n
30 |Juvenile Jury Club 710 n
45 |Juvenile Jury Club 710 n
00 |House of Mystery Club 710
15 |House of Mystery Club 710
30 [Martin Kane, Pvt, Eye | Club 710
00 |{Tho Shadow Guy Lomborde's Orck.
15 |Tho Shadow Indiana Drifters
30 | True Detective Myst's | John Wahlstedt
45 | Teue Detoctive Myst's | AP News—Dick Smith
00 {Roy Rogers B-Bar-B Ranch "
15 |Roy Rogers B-Bar-B Ranch e
30 [Nick Carter Tom Mix
45 |Nick Carter Tom Mix

WHB-FM oa 102.1 megacycles

new broadcasting 3 teo 10 p.m.
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MORNING

—

JESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY TimE
y Bountry Time |Tewn & Country Time |Towa & Coontry Time |Tows & Country Time |Towa & Cecatry Time 00
st Report Weatber Report Weatber Report Weatber Report Weather Repert 15
e Estimates Livestock Estimates Livestock Estimates Livestock Estimotes Town & Country Time 25

van, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Donm Sullivan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs 30
van, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs 45

¥ AP Nows AP News AP Nows—Lou Kemper |AP Nows 00
lack Musical Clack Musical Clock Musical Clack Musical Clock 18
Nock Musical Clock Musical Clack Musical Clock Musical Clock 30

' AP News AP News AP News—Low Kemper |AP News 00
stlinon In Person |Weatherman in Persen |Weathermar in Persea [Weatberman In Person |Weatherman in Pervea 05
‘eg. Ropert Fruit & Veg. Report Froit & Veg. Report Fruit & Veg. Report Fruit & Veg. Report 10
Jlock Mosical Clack Musical Clock Musical Clock Musical Clock 15
‘eons Crosby Croons Crosby Croons Crosby Croons Crosby Crooas 30
JNock Musical Clock Musical Clock Musical Clock Musical Clock 45
wpoint Unity Viewpoint Unity Viewpolat Uoity Viewpoint Unity Viewpoint 00
ywpolat Unity Viewpoint Unity Viewpoint Ugity Viewpaint Unity Viswpeint 03
ogan Kitchen |Marthe Logon Kitchen |Martha Logan Kitchen {Martha Logan Kitchen (Mortha Logan Kitchen 15
grom Ploze Program Plozc Progrom Ploza Program Library Lady 30
2r's Mailbag | G. Heatter's Moilbag | G. Heatter's Mailbag |G. Heotter's Mailbag |Wyen. Radio Piayh'se 45
tells’! ‘“Wells Bells” ‘‘Wells Bells'* “‘Wells Bells’* Coast Guard on Parade 00
lells’ “‘Wells Bells’’ ‘“Wells Bells"* ‘“Wells Bells’ Coast Guard on Parade 05
‘olls”’ ‘“Wells Bolls"’ “Wells Bells" “‘Wells Bells'’ Coast Guard on Parade 15
ol olls’ “‘Wells Bells’’ “Wells Bells* “‘Wells Bells'* Freddy Martin’s Orch. 30
ells’’ ‘‘Wells Bolls"’ ‘“Wells Bells*’ “‘Wells Bells’* Naval Air Reserve 45
on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Ploza| Luncheon on the Ploza|Luncheon on the Plaza 00

n on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Plaza|Luncheon on the Plaza [']]

n on the Ploza| Luncheon on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Ploza| Luncheon on the Plaza| Luncheon on the Ploza 15

.ec, Shopper | Samndra Lea, Shopper (Scndra Lea, Sbopper {Sondra Lea, Shopper (Man on the Farm 30
il@ Engle Show Holland-Engle Show Holland-Engle Show Holiand-Engle Show Man on the Farm 45

AFTERNOON
JESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY TIME
Dick Smith | AP Nows——Dick Smith |AP Nows—Dick Smith |AP Nows~Dick Smith |Man on tha Farm 00
livan, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Don Sulliven, Songs Don Sullivan, Songs Man on the Farm 18
0ogis Cowbeys | Boogie Woogie Cowbeys [Boogie Woogis Cowboys [Boogis Woogle Cowboys | Boegie Woogle Cowboys 30

£-Kansas News | Missourl-Kansas News [ Missouri-Kansas News |Missouri-Konsos News [Missourl-Kansas News 66

s m Day Queen for m Day Queen for @ Day Queen for a Day Football 00

ay Quiz Club |} Doubledoy Quiz Club |Doubleday Quiz Club | Doubleday Quiz Club | Football 30

Romch Boys| Cottoowood Ronch Boys (Cottonwood Ranch Boys|Cottonwood Ranch Beys|Football 45

0 Club 710 Club 710 Club 710 Football 00

0 Club 71D Ciub 71D Club 71D Football 15

0 Club 71D Club 710 Club 710 Football 30

D Club 710 Club 710 Club 710 Football 45

0 Club 71D Club 71D Club 71D Swing Session-Club 71D 00

D Club 71D Club 71D Club 71D Swing Session=Club 710 15

D Club 710 Club 71D Club 71D Swing Session—Club 710 30

sbordo’s Orch. | Guy Lombarde’s Orch. }Guy Lombardo’s Orch. |Guy Lombordo's Orch. |Swing Session-Club 710 00

wonte Quartet | Indiana Drifters C. Magnonta Quartet | Indiona Drifters Swing Session-Club 71D 15

3histedt John Wahlstedt John Wahlstedt John Wahlstedt Swing Session-Club 71D 30

s—Dick Smith | AP News—Dick Smith | AP News—DIck Smith |AP Nows—Dick Smith |Sports Time 45

? Arrow 8-Bor-8 Ranch Straight Arraw 8-Bor-8 Ranch Woody Herman's Orch. 00

? Arrow | 8-Bar-8 Ranch Straight Arrow 8-Bor-8 Ranch Woody Herman's Orch. | 15

idnight Tom Mix Copt. Midnight Tom Mix Bands for Bonds I 30

idnight Tom Mix Capt. Midnight Tom Mix Mel Alles, Sports 45

Evening schedule on next page
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CURRENT PROGRAMS ON

Swing

EVENING

November-December, 194

I

TIME SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY 'I'HUISDJ*-—
00 | Treasury Vorieties Helzberg's Telo-test Helzberg's Telo-test Helzberg's Telo-test Helzberg's Telo- '
15 | Treasury Vorieties Falstaff Serenode Falstaff Serenade Falstaff Serenade Falstaff Sere
30 | The Soint Gobriel Heatter Gobriel Heatter Gabriel Heotter Gabriel Heotter .
45 | The Soint Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, Jr
55 | Johnny Desmond Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, Jr. Fulton Lewis, J
00 {Mediation Board Straight Arrow Count of Monte Cristo |Can You Top This? It Pays to be
15 | Mediation Boord Straight Arrow Count of Monte Cristo |Con You Top This? It Poys to be §

30 | Enchonted Hour Peter Salem Official Detective International Airport | Fishing & Hunti

45 | Enchonted Hour Peter Solem Official Detective International Airport |Fishing & Hunt

55 | Enchonted Hour Bill Henry News Bill Henry News Bill Henry News Bill Henry New:

00 | Opera Concert Murder by Experts J. Steele, Adventurer [Scatfergood Boines Comedy Ployho!

15 | Opera Concert Murder by Experts J. Steele, Adventurer | Scattergood Baines Comedy Playhoi

30 | Sheiloh Grahom Crime Fighters Mysterious Traveler Family Theatre Comedy Ployho:

65 | Twin Views of News | Crime Fighters Mysterious Traveler Family Theotre Comedy Ployho

00 | Congressman Reports |l Love a Mystery | Love a Mystery | Love a Mystery | Love a Myste

15 | Congressmon Reports [Mutual Newsreel Mutuol Newsreel Mutuol Newsreel Mutuol Newsre:

30 | Mystery is My Hobby | Behind the Story Behind the Story Behind the Story Behind the Sto

45 | Mystery is My Hobby |News—John Thornberry |News—John Thornberry {News—John Thornberry News—Joha Th

00 | K.C. on Parade K.C. on Porade IX.C. on Parade K.C. on Parade K.C. on Porade

16 |Network Dance Band |Network Dance Band | Network Dance Bond | Network Dance Bond | Network Donce

30 | Serenade in the Night |Serenade in the Night |Serenade in the Night |Serenade in the Night | Serenode in the

55 | News News News News News N

00 | Billy Bishop's Orch. Network Donce Band | Network Dance Bond  |Network Donce Band | Network Donce Big

15 | George Winslow's Orch.|Network Dance Band |Network Dance Bond | Network Donce Band | Network Donce

30 | Henry King's Orch. Deems Taylor Concert | Deems Taylor Concert |Deems Toylor Concert |[Deems Taylor

65 | Midnight News Deems Taylor Concert | Deems Taylor Concert |Deems Toylor Concert |[Deems Taylor €
12:00 | Swing Sesslon Swing Sesslon

WHB SIGNS OFF

WHB SIGNS OFF

Swing Session
WHB SIGNS OFF

Swing Sesslon
WHB SIGNS OFF

Swing Session
WHS SIGNS OFF

SUNDAY

MONDAY

TUESDAY

WEDNESDAY
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3|
] EVENING
1§ FRIDAY SATURDAY TIME
; berg's Telo-test Hawoii Colls 00
itoff Serenode Howaii Colls 15
riel Heotter Quick os o Flosh 30
‘on Lewis, Jr Quick os o Flosh 45
" Bon Lewis, Jr. John B. Kennedy 55
; ; Morgon Show Twenty Questions 00
. @ Morgon Show Twenty Questions 15
. £y Duchin’s Orch. | Toke o Number 30
~ Ey Duchin's Orch., [ Take & Number 45
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(44 ABBY" HAYES, bearded and loqua-

cious comedy star of the Roy Rogers
Show, visited the Penthouse Studios of
WHB recently for a personal chat with
his friends and fans in the Kansas City
area. He's proud of the fact that the
popular half-hour is now carried by 523
Mutual stations in the United States and
Canada.

The show is transcribed in segments,
so that every minute of it is technically,
musically, and dramatically flawless. The
instrumental music is recorded first, then
songs, then narration with musical ac-
companiment. Then the musicians go home,
while Roy, Dale, "“Gabby” and the sup-
porting players transcribe dialogue. The
smooth and completely entertaining result

is heard at § p.m. Sunday evening over
WHB.

Kids from eight to eighty eagerly await
the hour from five to six o'clock each
weekday evening, for it promises the tops
in action and adventure programs and
keeps youngsters glued to the radio and
on hand at suppertime.

From out of the Big Bend country in
the Lone Star State come Bobby Benson
and his B-Bar-B Ranch boys each Monday,
Wednesday and Friday at 5:00 p.m. over
WHB. Thrills abound as they thwart
rustlers from over the border. After that,
at 5:30 p.m., Monday, Wednesday and
Friday, Tom Mix and his Straight Shoot-
ers ride across the Western plains, digging
up mysterious clues and bringing the law-
less to justice.

Shadows on the trail, a blaze of dust,
and the sound of galloping hoofs herald
the adventures of Straight Arrow, each
Tuesday and Thursday at 5:00 p.m.
Astride his palomino steed, Fury, this
brave Comanche warrior struggles to curb
injustice in the reckless West. Sky-high
adventure and dare-devil flying follow
immediately with Captain Midnight and
his Secret Squadron at 5:30 p.m. Tuesday
and Thursday over WHB.
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A man is that irrational creature who is always looking for a home atmos-
phere in a hotel, and hotel service around the house.

Marriage in Hollywood has progressed to the place where the brides keep
the bouquets and throw away the grooms.

Flattery is the art of telling the other fellow precisely what he thinks of
himself.
A

Women used to say "Me, too"” and tag along with their husbands, but now
they say “"Go to—"" and go out by themselves.

Nightclub: Where they take the rest out of restaurant and put the din
into dinner.
V' \

Quota: A Latin word meaning, “"Boy, will we be surprised if we get
anything like that much!™
A

Some phonies can be so cheap that the wool they pull over your eyes is
half cotton.
A

A Washington war is one in which everybody starts shooting from the lip.

A

The Alabama election board was counting ballots. A straight Republican
ticket showed up. Not finding anything wrong with it, the board put it aside
as suspicious only. After several hours, a second Republican ballot appeared.

*This is going too far,” the judge exploded. “The son-of-a-gun voted twice.

Throw ‘em both out!™
A

You'll never get a level head by butting in.

A

The first thing to learn about driving an auto is how to stop. The same
thing applies to making a speech.

A

America is the only place where Communists can lie above ground.
A

People argue to win, not to clarify their thinking.
A

Until the time comes when a man can get alimony by crossing his legs and
showing his garters to the jury, equal rights are only a snare and a delusion.

A
Success demands sacrifice. For instance, two men set out to achieve fame.
One succeeded. The other lived.
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KANSAS CITY Ports of Call

TJ Magnificent Meal . . .
[ INANCE'S CAFE.

] one of its three
| sxcious dining rooms,
| g'tures of celebrities

110 have enjoyed the

¢cellent food at

ince’s line the walls.
ancan Hines is among

§:m, for he bhas placed

; stamp of approval

re. But for over 45 years Kansas
tians, too, have been familiar with the
sory dishes offered at Nance's. Tender
iffed pigeon is a special delicacy, and
t> roast beef and steaks are equally good.
$pu’ll welcome the “Biscuit Girl,”" who is
zvays nearby with a basket of flaky hot
scuits. Nance's wonderful coffee doesn’t
1t long enough, but you'll find there's
ivays more. The back room behind the
illed gate is reserved for private gather-
izs. For travelers, Nance's is conveniently
;ated on the Union Station Plaza. 217
I:rshing Road. HA 5688.

:PUTSCH'S 210. The warmth and
rarm of the old New Orleans French
uarter is recreated at Putsch's 210. Here
:ought-iron grillwork, roses and deep
een walls produce an atmosphere of
hshionable elegance, coupled with real
suthern hospitality. Dinners of rare
ed steaks, roast beef, broiled lobster and
Slorado mountain trout can be enjoyed
late as midnight by the theatre crowd.
)t piano music in the background adds
the pleasure of leisurely dining. A
spular meeting place is the adjoining
irroom  with its low glass tables and
‘hod-lighted glass wall mural. 210 West
7th Street. LO 2000.

SAVOY GRILL. Here in the old Grill
‘oper—where dark-paneled walls, deep
ather booths, pioneer murals and tiny
ained glass windows retain the memories
" early Kansas City—guests are served
v kindly old colored waiters, many of
hom have been with the Savoy for three
cades or more. However, you'll find
e same traditional dignity and courtesy,

as well as the same delicious food, in the
Savoy's modern Imperial Room. Here
large scroll mirrors and soft lighting pro-
vide luxurious surroundings for quiet, ele-
gant dining. Whichever you pick, you'll
enjoy the Savoy specialties—seafood of
every sort and, of course, superb filet
mignons. Remember the sign of the lob-
ster. 9th and Central. VI 3890.

Something Different . . .

* KING JOY LO. Alluring shades of
Old China pervade this spacious restaurant,
where heavily carved and inlaid tables,
deep enclosed booths, handleless cups and
chopsticks welcome the lover of food pre-
pared by skilled Chinese cooks. The
varied menu offers such Oriental delicacies
as chow mein with tender bean sprouts,
dry fried rice, baby shrimp, egg foo young,
and rich almond cookies. However, strictly
American food—broiled lobster, excellent
steaks and chicken—can be found on a
second menu. Don Toy supervises the
attentive service in this Oriental setting
located in the midst of Kansas City's down-
town area. 8 West 12th Street (Second
Floor). HA 8113.

*S HARP"'S
BROADWAY
NINETIES. An eve-
ning of good old-
fashioned relaxing
merriment is waiting
for you here at
Sharp’s. Formality is
completely forgotten. Everybody's friendly,
everybody sings, and everybody has fun.
Song sheets are passed out, and as a tire-
less piano player swings into old-time
favorites, the room rocks with wvoices.
Drinks are man-sized—over the bar or
with pleasant table service. An authentic
antique tandem propped above the bar
realistically recalls the gay nineties, and
the atmosphere provides a good time for
all. Broadway and Southwest Boulevard.
GR 1095.

* UPTOWN INTERLUDE. There's al-
ways a crowd of enthusiatic steak and
chicken lovers at this midtown spot special-
izing in top big-time entertainment. Cur-
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rently, as they enjoy Dale and Charley
Overfelt's long, tall drinks, entertainment
is provided by Kansas City's own Jeanie
Leitt, whose mirth-provoking songs are
done in a delightful manner that is dis-
tinctly Jeanie's. Visitors to Kansas City
will want to join the regulars who fre-
quent the Interlude. The bar is open after
midnight Sunday for the start of a gay
new week. 3545 Broadway. WE 9630.

To See and Be Seen . . .
* ELL CASBAH. A

smart sophistication fis
reflected in the many
mirrors of this fashion-
able room, where a
magnificent cuisine Is
elaborately served with
a Continental flourish.
The enticing menu of-
fers to the gourmet
such superb dishes as the dinner of the
flaming sword or chicken-in-a-coconut. In
keeping with this elegant atmosphere is
the entertainment offered by the El Cas-
bah. From points all over the nation, out-
standing night club performers and top-
rated dance orchestras are engaged to pro-
vide extraordinary entertainment for which
there is no cover charge and no minimum.
You'll agree that the El Casbah is “‘the
Midwest’s smartest supper club." Hotel
Bellerive. Armour at Warwick. VA 7047.

*PLAZA RESTAURANT-CAFE-
TERIA. Each weekday morning there are

Words /or O /9icture.4

K ANSAS City's largest annual social spectacle is the American Royal
Coronation Ball—a pageant, crowning ceremonial and dance attended
by thousands of enthusiastic townfolk each autumn. Two orchestras, five
movie stars, and a cast of over two hundred entertained the throng this year.
One hundred and twenty-five brightly uniformed Texas Cavaliers, from San

Antonio, were special guests.

Lower left—Miss Janeice Bryan of Lawrence, Kansas, is crowned quecn
of the American Royal Livestock and Horse Show by Harry Darby, president
of the American Royal Association. Forty-nine girls from six Midwestern

states competed for the crown.

Lower right—Shirley Ward, one of a dozen Kansas City debutantes
designated “'Belles of the American Royal,” has the first dance with her escort,

Mason L. Thompson, ]Jr.

November-December, 1

crowds on hand in this smart m
cafeteria to help Frank and Lou la
through WHB's audience-participat
show, Luncheon on the Plaza.

everyone is having such a good time
he just stays for lunch here, where ste
ing food is displayed temptingly. Th
French onion soup to remind you of
you had at dawn in the Paris city mar
and chicken pot pie, an example of
American cooking at its best. Table
bar service are offered in the attra
Alameda Room, where the bartende
particularly proud of his double Marti
At the bakery counter are fresh, frag
pastries to take home. And to com
the picture, private rooms are avail
for special parties. Certainly, here i
restaurant suited to everyone's taste.

Alameda Road. WE 3773.

* PUSATERI'S NEW YORKER. W
a gaudily attired doorman helps you
of your car on Baltimore Avenue, you
secured your first taste of the cosmopoli
atmosphere at Pusateri’s New Yorker.
side there’s a splendid extra-dry mar
waiting for you, a thick, juicy filet (r
beef or seafood, if you prefer), fre
fried onions and a special tossed sa
with oil dressing. You'll relax un
Daniel MacMorris's Manhattan sky
mural, and listen to the soft backgro
music created by Muzak. And, of cou
Gus and Jim Pusateri will be mingl
with the congenial clientele, making s
that everyone is enjoying himself. 1
Baltimore. VI 9711.
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3,500,000 listeners swing to WHB
for top-notch entertain-
ment and reliable buying
suggestions.

120 counties in 5 states con-
stitute WHB's Golden
Marketland, a pulsating
center of transportation
and distribution, industry
and agriculture.

27 years of WHB experience
advertise, promote and
merchandise your product.

1 program or “spot” sched-
ule—admirably adapted to
do a selling job for YOUR
business — is available

NOW.

3,500,148 reasons why the
Swing is to WHB!

Client Service Representatives

ED DENNIS WIN JOHNSTON
TOMMY THOMPSON

ED BIRR WARREN BOWMAN

10,000 WATTS IN KANS4\.

T

JOHN T. SCHILLING
GENERAL MANAGER

epreaented
JOHN BLAIR & CO.

MUTUAL NETWORK « 710 KILOCYCLES » 5,000 WATTS NIG
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by PAT DENNIHAN

NE of the world’s greatest show-

men has hit the top. From a
humble beginning in a neighborhood
nickelodeon, Gus Eyssell’s star has
risen meteorically, guiding him
through dozens of theatres all over
the country before gently depositing
him in one of the most important po-
sitions in New York City.

As executive manager of Rocke-
feller Center, Incorporated, Mr. Eys-
sell is top man in the city of the sky.
He directs the welfare of some 32,000
daily workers and 7,000,000 yearly
visitors. Fifteen of the world’s tallest
buildings, occupying more than 12
acres of Manhattan’s wealth, stand
majestically under the watchful Eys-
sell eye. That’s where he is now.

But back in 1916, as a student in
Kansas City’s Central high school,
Gus was about as far away from his
glittering goal as he cared to be. He
and a good friend by the name of
Woalt Disney had set their hopes high,
but little did either realize how many
of them were to come true.

Young Gus started early in show
business. Even while in school, he
utilized his free time to throw hand-
bills for a nearby theatre, the Isis.
However, this job didn’t satisfy his
industrious nature. Before long he
was taking tickets, writing advertising
copy, carrying film and putting up

¥
special “fronts” in the lobby. By the

time he had finished school, Gus was
a 16-year-old assistant manager.

Devoting all of his time to his
career, Gus became treasurer in a
large downtown theatre. Since he had
to be on the job seven nights a week,
social life was just not in his vocabu-
lary; but that didn’t seem to bother
him. Eagerly, he took over as manager
of one of the smaller Kansas City
houses, then after proving himself,
came back to head what was then the
city’s largest theatre, the Newman.

In 1925, the Million Dollar Theatre
in Los Angeles beckoned, and Gus
headed west. As the Million Dollar
manager, he sponsored many impor-
tant premieres. Following this, he
headed a larger Los Angeles house for
Paramount Publix, where he gained
valuable experience with stage shows.
Realizing the young man’s unusual
executive talents, the firm sent him to
Texas as district manager of de luxe
theatres in Dallas, San Antonio, Hous-
ton and other cities.

A year and a half later, Gus crossed
the country to New York, where he
became city manager for the same
company, with such theatres as the
Paramount, Rialto, Rivoli and Brook-
lyn Paramount under his jurisdiction.

And then came 1932, the year when
Gus took his most important step. In
a country swept clean by depression,
the opening of the gigantic Radio
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City Music Hall seemed incongruous.
In the opinion of almost everyone,
the move was slated for disaster. But
among the appointments to the execu-
tive staff was the name of Gus Eys-
sell, and that meant anything but
failure. Before one year had passed,
Gus was assistant manager of the
world’s largest and most famous
theatre. Instead of dying its dusty
death, the Music Hall developed into
the most successful enterprise in the
show world, its prestige commanding
the respect of the entire globe.

Ten years later, Gus was appointed
president and managing director of
the Music Hall. He came to be known
as the world’s most potent individual
movie exhibitor. Hollywood producers
referred entire pictures to his judg-
ment, because playing the Music Hall
meant success for any flicker. The

big house was actually a trend in itself
—every studio, domestic and foreign,
wanted a showing there. In addition
to the pick of the movie crop, Gus
Eyssell presented giant stage extrava-

.S)wing
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ganzas which played to audiences
packing the auditorium’s 5,945 seats.
During a single week, the Music Hall
would take in from $110,000 to $125,-
000, and seat as many as 186,000
people.

As if the Music Hall weren’t big
enough for him, Gus simultaneously
became the managing director of the
Center Theatre, live-entertainment
house featuring vaudeville and the
top ice revues of the country. Under
his leadership, the Center Theatre
drew 2,000,000 people a year.

Yes, Gus knew the formula for
success which some people refer to
as “magic.” All people really want,
says Gus, is a good show—and he has
constantly given them the best.

The climax, to date, in Gus’ event-
ful career came last May. New York’s
largest midtown development needed
a manager—so Mr. Eyssell is now the
mayor of Rockefeller Center. He
continues to buy and book films for
the Music Hall and manage the Cen-
ter Theatre, but he spends most of
his time bossing the world’s greatest
and most interesting show-place.

His story reads like stage make-be-
lieve, but Gus, still a young man not
finished with his forties, would have
you understand the success he has
achieved is due to his associates. That
may be true, but just the same, keep
your eye on Eyssell!

While at the county fair, a middle-aged farmer took his wife into the
tent where the kootchie dancer was doing her act. The farm wife stared
for a moment at the active terpischorean and whispered, **‘Sam, I think we

better get out of this place.”

Sam pointed to the platform and said, “‘Let's wait till she gets over her

stage fright, Ma.
shoes.”

The poor little thing’s so scared, she's just shaking in her



S L

i // .
BROADSLIDING ) | \»/ ’4

I#’s bell on wheels when the bot-

shoe artists dig in their beels and
open the throttle wide.

by GEORGE STATLER

A,L through the summer and fall,
in more than half the nation,
the splutter and moan of two-wheeled
hellriders shatter the Sunday after-
noon quiet. It’s broadsliding time, and
the motorcycles are racing.

The sport has regained the ground
it lost during the days of shortages,
and once again the nearly 50,000 bike
jockeys can guarantee their ever-
growing crowds of fans a fast, roar-
ing time.

Not so long ago, the main event of
a motorcycling afternoon was the hill
climb, and every crazy guy with two
wheels, a one-lung steed and a tank
full of gas was out there bruising a
kidney for prizes. This vertical tor-
ture course was limited, however, and
participants not always easy to find;
consequently, it lost favor to the
Southern-born cross country obstacle
race and the more spectacular flat
race, which today are the standard
events for every motorcycle club.

Local clubs compete all spring and
summer in sectional meets where their
members gain experience. Fans who
gather from miles around seem to take
little notice of the sign at the gate

//}'
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which proclaims in red paint: “DAN-
GEROUS—You Enter These Grounds
at Your Own Risk!” Besides giving
motorcycle clubs their day to perform
and to thrill the townspeople, these
local meets serve to condition the top
racing artists for the big motorcycle
race of the year—the 100-mile classic
at Langhorne, Pennsylvania, held in
September and known as “The In-
dianapolis of Motorcycle Racing.”
More than 300 riders compete. Late
in February, the Number One Go is
the 100- and 200-mile grind on Day-
tona Beach, Florida, for $4,000 in
prizes. These are the big money
races, one in fall and one in winter,
for which the professional, money-
winning speed demons are pointed.

But there are many, many other
races all over the country which,
though they offer prizes, owe their
popularity to the fact that they are
fun. They give club members plenty
of kicks and bounces and let the fans
enjoy the spectacle, too. The more
daring spectators ride their own mo-
torcycles outfitted with every new
gadget in the catalogue. Club members
dress up in fancy “kidney belts,” riding
breeches, rakish caps and shiny leather
boots—but confine their speed to the
open highway. They follow their rac-
ing idols all over the country, from
home town to Langhorne. For them is
reserved a section just inside the gate
of every small track, where all kinds
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of motorcycles are parked, from bat-
tered relics to glittering new models.

Among these small track events in
the East are the Paterson and Wood-
bridge races, in New Jersey; Reading
and Harrisburg in Pennsylvania.
Glamor-studded with actors, on the
other end of the continent, is the
famous Saugus-to-Big Bear Lake 140-
mile Hare and Hounds climb in Jan-
uary.

August found the Ohio-Kentucky-
Indiana Gyspy Tour in action, as well
as the National Hill Climb in Muske-
gon, Michigan, which last year drew
a record crowd of 25,000. September
saw the Tourist Trophy champion-
ships at Marion, Indiana, before 8,000
people on a half-mile track; the Class
C Hill Climb at Beloit, Wisconsin;
the 500-mile Jack Pine championship
endurance run at Lansing, Michigan,
involving 100 riders from 13 states.
At a banquet the night before this
contest, each contestant is presented
with a little bag of Michigan sand—
sly reminder of the stuff he’ll eat
plenty of on the morrow. A club in
Terre Haute gives as its booby prize
a rear-view mirror on which is etched
the word *“Booby.” Why? *“So the
man who comes in last can see where
he’s been even though he doesn’t
know where he’s going!™

Winchester, Virginia, has its meet
in October. November is the month
for the Turkey Classic at Hartford,
Connecticut. Mobile, Alabama, throws
its Pirate Treasure Chest Run at the
same time. Dubbed **Southland’s new-
est big-time motorcycle event,” this
scramble covers 450 miles of swamps,
rivers, and rutted sand. Starting one
minute apart, 72 riders follow as best
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they can the clues to the treasure
while hidden checkers watch, ever
eager to deduct points for rule-break-
ing.

Also in turkey month is the 100-
mile Pacific Coast race at Riverside,
California. Town fathers there are
still burned up at the antics of rough-
riding fans who all but tore the town
apart during their recent meet in
July.

Girls as well as men are cycle ad-
dicts. They have their own organiza-
tion—"Motor Maids of America™—
and hobnob with the male tireburners
from coast to coast. Most racing en-
thusiasm centers around the flat race,
which in most places draws 20,000 to
30,000 excited fans. Some onlookers
are interested in the technical aspects
of the sport, others in seeing two fast
gentlemen collide on a turn.

On small tracks, the riders must pair
off. At the flag, they gun for pole
position. On hitting the first turn,
they dig in their heels to *‘broadslide,”
or skid the turn. This is ‘‘hot-shoe-
ing,” and most big-time riders have
iron-clad heels for just this purpose.
Though the track is full of bumps and
as crooked as an old hairpin, these
guys hit 55 and better on the turns.
Though they eat dust on an S-turn
today, they hope for a chance at
Langhorne and Daytona, the glory and
the rewards, tomorrow.

Every jockey carries extra gear
changes, tires, and tools to handle al-
most any kind of accident. Each has
his favorite gear ratio, and keeps fid-
dling with spark and throttle for more
speed, more speed. Riding technique
is as varied as the temperaments of

the riders. Champion Bill Huber of
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Reading, Pennsylvania, rides flat on
his stomach, while California’s Ed
Kretz straddles his rear fender.
Thus, all over America, on half a
hundred small tracks and courses, the
hotfoot artists tool their Harleys, or
Indians, or Ariels or whatever they
swear by. Daytona had its first fa-
tality last year—but hardly a small
track in the country can boast the
same. The small ones are the most
dangerous. For safety’s sake, motors
and gas mixtures are regulated by the
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American Motorcycle Association.
Though speed may be thus reduced,
it is still much too easy to lose control
on a skid or a bounce, or get dumped
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in a squeeze. But the boys with the
gas-bikes between their knees know
the chances they take. For the thrills
they're willing.

*“Anybody who rides a motorcycle
is enjoying the greatest sport in the
world,” Ed Kretz insists. He’s been
riding for 15 years. He won the Lang-
horne feature three times and set a
record that still stands. Other old-
timers bear out his feelings about it.
They, too, keep on riding.

Perhaps the most significant aspect
of broadsliding is that it makes the
thrill of watching a fast, dangerous
race possible for thousands of small-
town dwellers. And these people re-
ciprocate by crowding the stands at
every event. They’ve boosted to na-
tionwide popularity such favorites as
Huber and Kretz, Sam Arena and Ted
Edwards.

Watching the thunderbikes roar by
is hell on wheels to them, and because
of their cheers the sport of motor-
cycle racing just grows and grows.

Sure Cure

As happens to all authors every now and then, the late Bob Benchley

once found himself mired deep in a creative rut.

Ideas simply refused to

come, and no matter how hard he tried, every sentence he wrote came out

wrong.

Hearing of his plight, a friend gave him what he guaranteed to be a

sure cure.
‘t-h-e’ and the rest will be simple.

“Just slip some paper into your typewriter, tap out the word
Your subconscious mind will take it from

there, and you'll be pounding out saleable stuff again.’
Benchley went home, slipped a sheet of paper into his typewriter, tapped

out the word ‘‘t-h-e,”

“hell with it,”

An optimist and a pessimist were discussing the future.
timist was none too cheerful about it.

sat back, and waited to be inspired. He sat there
staring at that single word for two solid hours.
got up and left the house.—Joseph C. Stacey.

Then he rapidly wrote

Even the op-

“If these polltlcal troubles, financial catastrophes, and economic crises

continue,”’ said he, *
Said the pessimist,

‘we_shall have to go begging.”
*Of whom?”
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Mother Nature’s space-rates are
low, but copywriting comes bigh.

by JAMES L. HARTE

¢¢TSN'T it monontonous,” he is
often asked, “‘writing the same
thing over and over again?”

The moon-faced fellow rubs a hand
over his black, grey-flecked hair.
“Well . . .”

“Like a kid in school, writing the
same line over and over again as pun-
ishment?”

Andy—he’s the kind of friendly
guy you immediately call by nickname
—just grins, and the wisp of black
mustache on his upper lip accentuates
the gleaming white of his teeth. Then,
“No,” he says. "“In my medium it’s
different every time. I'm like an artist
setting a brush to the same scene, but
each time there’s a new thrill in it.”

Andy Stinis of Baltimore writes the
largest letters in the world. He only
writes two words, at a staggering word
rate, and he’s been writing them stead-
illy for 12 years. In his free-flowing
style each letter of each word runs a
mile in length. He writes in the air
and his ‘*‘blackboard™ is limitless.
Andy is a skywriter.

He is, in fact, a pioneer in skywrit-
ing. He started in 1932, with four
years of commercial flying already be-
hind him, and he's been at it since.
In 1936 he signed on with a national
skywriting advertising firm which has
but one client, a soft drink concern.

Andy’s been writing *“Pepsi-Cola™ in
the air ever since.

The firm he works for maintains 18
airplanes which are used to limn the
two word message against the sky.
The planes are located in various parts
of the country. Andy is based in Bal-
timore and covers the area south to
Richmond and north to Philadelphia.
He flies an SNJ-2.

*“T work between 10,000 and 16,000
feet over a city,” says the smokewriter.
“It’s a fine height for safety, and best
to give people below a good view of
the writing. On a clear day, writing
at this height can be seen by observers
on the ground 25 miles away.

“The smoke is formed by a special
oil chemical manufactured for the pur-
pose. This oily stuff is poured, under
pressure, into the plane’s hot exhaust
pipe. Heat from the engine fuses it
into white smoke. In the plane’s cock-
pit is the control valve to regulate the
flow of oil into the exhaust.

“The two-word message usually .
takes a half-hour to spell out. With a |
full load, I take about 20 minutes to
climb to the proper level and to find
a smooth layer of air. I look for the
layer between 10,000 and 16,000 feet,
and if I don’t find it, I call it a day
and come down without doing any
writing.”
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The smooth air is a prime requisite
to keep the letters from disintegrat-
ing as he writes. “When I find the
right layer, I begin. I can do the two
words in ten minutes.”

Andy says the letters of smoke are
readable for ten minutes, on an av-
erage, although he has had some words
remain intact for as long as an hour.

Every letter is written opposite to
the way in which it would appear on
paper. It has to be written backwards
from the plane so that it is legible to
those who look up at it. For instance,
Stinis makes his “P** horizontally with
the loop to the left, but it shapes up
correctly when seen from below.

“It took me a year of hard work
and practice to get the hang of it,”
Andy relates. "I used to use a stop-
watch, too, to make sure of timing my
strokes to their proper length. Now
it comes naturally, and I'm sure I
could write the words blindfolded.™

Andy is perfectly at home in the
air. He sees no great hazards in his
work, and his one great gripe is the
weather. He likes to move through
the ozone spelling out his thirst-
quencher trade name, but he can work
only on cloudless days when there is
no wind or haze. He still moans about
being grounded for 12 consecutive
days early last summer while waiting
to spread smoke over Washington,
D. C. On such days he wanders about
the airport, chafing and squinting at
the sky.

There is no winter for the sky-
writer. When the frost and the snow
appear in the areas where Stinis is
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stationed, he is sent south to carry his
message to the skies over Florida, Cuba
and occasionally Mexico.

Andy says he has worked some jobs
with a partner. It’s faster, fancier,
but more difficult. With two planes
in the air it calls for precise timing to
guard against collision.

“It works like this,” Stinis says,
“let’s say I'm making an ‘E’: I do the
stem and swing off to start the next
letter as my partner flies in fast to
roof the E. As he finishes, I've got a
designated portion of ‘P’ completed
and he comes in to finish it from a
given spot. It’s tough, and it isn’t safe
without a lot of practice.”

The chubby Andy has never messed
up a tandem job, but there was one
time when he and a buddy named
Southlea were so pleased with their
performance that they went on to play
a game of tick-tack-toe in the wild
blue yonder.

“We drew the frame and then be-
gan to fill in the spaces,” Stinis says.
“Southlea drew circles and I made
with the Xs.”

The display brought a talking-to
from the Aeronautics people, who are
inclined to take a dim view of high-
altitude high-jinks. But Stinis just
laughs. “Well,” he says, “I won!”

That’s the story of a typical smoke-
spreader. A guy who, at 39, with 12
years of spelling two words across
America’s sky, still approaches his
work with enthusiasm and hopes to
be smoke-writing with the same en-
joyment 12 years hence. Why not?
On the basis of wordage, he’s the
world’s best-paid writer!

The fellow who says, "It goes without saying,” goes right ahead and

says it anyway.



by DON F. HOWELL

OST men suck in their breath,

straighten their shoulders, and
turn a little white when the 40-year
mark rolls around on the calendar.
There’s a fatalistic quality about the
40th birthday which spells “over the
hill” for many an otherwise vigorous
and attractive male.

Harry Burns, successful accountant,
was such a husband. Married for 15
years, Harry never dreamed of look-
ing at another woman until one au-
tumn day shortly before his 40th
birthday. He was inspecting his re-
ceding hairline when a sudden, stab-
bing pain touched him—the pain of
realizing that he was no longer a
slender stripling with wavy hair, to
whom life was an endless challenge
and adventure.

For the first time in his career,
Harry began to feel jealous of younger
men, to compare his looks with theirs,
to remark sneeringly upon their
budgets and their taste in women.
Almost before he knew what was
happening, the accountant was spend-
ing afternoons in cocktail lounges buy-
ing drinks for strange women, taking
a wondrous delight in the companion-
ship—however short—of a young
woman on a bar stool.

Then it happened. He met Mildred,
23 and already twice divorced. She
took Harry for his bankroll. When
his wife learned about the affair, she

was horror-stricken and couldn’t un-
derstand why her husband—the father
of two children and hitherto a devoted
spouse—could get involved with a
barroom pick-up.

Actually, Harry's affair resulted
from one simple fact: the attention
of the younger woman soothed his
ego. Psychiatrists and marriage coun-
selors say that more than half the
cases of philandering husbands which
come to their attention could have
been averted had the wives learned
that their mates required more than
just an occasional bit of flattery. In
essence, the skirt-chasing phase for
many men is simply the ego at work,
seeking recognition when it is taken
for granted or ignored at home!

But there are six other reasons why
middle-aged men become unfaithful,
say the experts, and you can check
your husband against this list to see
if there’s any danger that your own
man may kick over the traces.

1. Men who fear women. It’s odd
but true that many husbands—who
for years are considered ideal mates—
turn from their wives for seemingly
no reason at all.

John Peters was such a man. At
50, he abandoned his conservative way
of life and dressed and acted like a
zoot-suited boy of 18. He became in-
volved with a night club hostess;
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separated from his wife and his two
children.

Finally, after a friend yanked John
to a psychiatrist, the truth came out.
John, successful banker that he was,
had suffered from a lifelong distrust
and fear of women! His mother had
been tyrannical and had watched his
every move when he was a boy.
His teachers he had disliked because
they were ‘‘old-maids,” querulous
women who thought small boys were
a shade worse than mischievous pup-
pies.

He had married young—too young.
The resentments against womanhood
in general still smoldered in him as he
took the marriage vows. Small won-
der that his repressed antagonism
toward women took a strange turn:
unfaithfulness to his wife, whom he
really loved, but who represented the
sex to which he basically was hostile.

When the involved mental attitude
responsible for his actions was ex-
plained to his wife, she returned to
John, who finally understood how ab-
surd and juvenile his attitude was.
The playboy excesses stopped, and at
51 John finally reached mental and
emotional maturity.

2. Adult “infants.” Pete Millen
was one of these. At 45, he had been
married three times and was still hav-
ing extra-marital relations. His wife
couldn’t understand it. Even Pete
himself was miserable over his fre-
quent infidelities. To the marriage
counselor he finally visited, the reason
for Pete’s behavior was soon appar-
ent. He had indulged in sexual ac-
tivity at a precocious age, and as the
years went on he demanded stronger
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and more numerous sexual excite-
ments.

One woman simply couldn’t satisfy
Pete, though he honestly hoped that
each of his marriages would work
out. He was always seeking new ex-
periences, new partners in love-mak-
ing. For such a man, there is little
that can be done clinically; and luck-
less is the woman who marries an in-
dividual of this unfortunate physio-
logical and mental make-up.

3. Fear of impotence. Many males
go haywire sexually simply because
they fear they are “slipping™ and will
be senile and impotent by the time
they are 55 or 60. This is bunk, say
the psychiatrists and physicians, for
most men, if they are healthy, may
expect to retain their virility until
they are 65 or 70. The famed Kinsey
report shows that many men of 70
and older still make satisfying mates.

James Kenyon, a rich farmer, was
one of these men. He married a
woman 20 years younger than he, and
after a decade of marriage began to
worry that his wife might seek the
company of a younger, more virile
man. Finally, his worries developed
into morbid fancies and he unfairly
accused her of being romantically in-
terested in a 30-year-old neighbor.

A country doctor, to whom Kenyon
confided his fears, succeeded in talk-
ing the older man out of his mental
anguish and suspicion. The doctor
then talked with Mrs. Kenyon and
suggested that she show more romantic
interest in her spouse. “Compliment
him on his looks, his energy,” the
doctor urged. “‘Such praise is meat
and drink to the man nearing 60.
She followed his counsel and Farmer
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Kenyon's morbid spell of jealousy and
self-doubt vanished. Without sensible
advice, he might have gone on to a
nervous breakdown—or even suicide.

4. Ignorance of the menopause.
When their wives reach the time for
menopause many men have a curious
hesitancy about making sexual de-

the time he was 47. Since he was 12,
he had worked like a beaver, amassing
money and prestige. Then he sold his
holdings for a huge sum and became
an idle millionaire at a still youthful
age.

He tried golfing, yachting, globe-
trotting and other pastimes, but only



