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‘PATH OF THEP

When President Dwight D. Eisenbhower parades down
“Pennsylvania’ Inaugural Day, January 20, it will not be bis
first trip along America’s Most Famous Avenue. Herewith
a brief bistory of the best-known street in Washington, D. C.

By PENN B. HARDY

NE of the first acts of Major

Charles Pierre L’Enfant, the
French engineer appointed by Presi-
dent George Woashington to plan
the site for the Federal Government
in 1791, was to map a boulevard
160 feet wide, extending from a
spot called Jenkins Hill to a rise of
ground approximately one mile to the
northwest. Jenkins Hill was the place
chosen for the Capitol buildings. The
rise at the other end of the boulevard
was selected as the setting for the
presidential “palace”. For a number

of years this was the only street
the infant city of Washington.

Thomas Jefferson, then Secreta
of State, promptly named ¢t
thoroughfare “Pennsylvania Avenu
to appease the Commonwealth of th
name, then host to the Congress, s
ting in Philadelphia. Pennsylvan
hoped to keep the seat of governmer
New York State also envisioned er
bracing the national capital. Late
another street branching off fr
the White House was according
named “New York Avenue”.

General Washington was please )
and in August of 1791, he report®
to the Congress that “The grar

avenue connecting both the palad™

and the federal house will be mc
magnificent and convenient.” Th
convenience more than its magnif
cence has since made it the me

famous avenue in America, partic¥¥

larly as a Pennsylvania Avemi§e
parade has been a ritual througho
the history of our nation. Of greate
import is the ceremonial march dow
that historic mile between Capit
and White House completing eve:
presidential inauguration ceremony-
the march which has given this stretds
the familiar title, “*Path of the Pre:

dents™.




Dwight D. Eisenhower will ride
:his famed path for a second time on
January 20. The first time he made
he journey, waving to cheering
hrongs, was as a returning hero
~hose armies had been victorious in
World War II. He was one of the
last to make such a trip. A newer,
‘Byroader avenue, named ‘“‘Constitu-
don,” has superseded old “Pennsyl-
“yania” for parades of tribute and
Telebration. The historic street will
:ontinue on Inauguration Day, how-
®ver, to serve as the “Path of the

HE first procession to tramp the
young avenue, then ankle-deep
ith dust, was led by President
W3eorge  Woashington. This was a
@vasonic parade, in full regalia, mov-
ng from the spot where the White
s#douse cornerstone had been laid the
4year before, to Capitol Hill—in the
o nidsummer of 1793, for the laying
f the cornerstone of the Capitol.
# The first inaugural procession was
®hat of Thomas Jefferson when he
segan his second term in office. Jef-
» erson had taken a great interest in
+ he development of the street which,
<brior to his election, had been a dusty
rail in summer and a swampy, mired
d in winter, covered in spots with
s to make stretches of old-fashioned
morduroy road.
0 During his first term of office
wlefferson needled Congress into mak-
4 ng an appropriation for the improve-
mnent of the avenue, which resulted
n its being partly graveled for his

PRESIDENTY

inaugural ride in 1805. This Jef-
ferson procession was a small one,
composed of only the President, his
secretary, and his groom, riding
horseback from the White House to
the Capitol, with the President taking
the oath of office on the lawn of the
Capitol, then riding back.

James Madison, in 1809, had the
first formal inaugural parade. Five
years later, a warring enemy marched
along the avenue, as the invading
British, having set fire to the White
House and to the U. S. Treasury
building which had been erected ad-
jacent to the Executive Mansion in
1798, moved on with intent to raze
the Capitol buildings.

HE ceremonial marches were
small and undistinguished until

that of Jackson in 1829. The Demo-
crats across the infant country went
wild with their victory, pouring into
Woashington and celebrating in great
fervor. Frontiersmen, veterans of the
War of 1812, added to the riotous
occasion. Hundreds of them, in full
Western garb, rode into the city on
horseback to honor the hero of New
Orleans. For several days they gal-



400

loped up and down Pennsylvania
Avenue, wreaths of hickory leaves
hanging over their shoulders, singing
and shouting wartime slogans.

These happy invaders, along with
the equally boisterous mob of de-
lighted Democrats, followed Jackson
as, after his inauguration, he rode on
horseback from Capitol to White
House. The cheering throng followed
the President into the mansion and,
in gala party spirit, overran the
place. They muddied furniture with
their boots as they clambered about,
tossed food and drink in recklessly
gay abandon, rubbing and grinding
it into the silk damask upholstery and
the rich rugs of the White House
rooms.

The next inaugural parade to turn
into a circus was that of William
Henry Harrison in 1841. He cam-
paigned on a “log cabin and hard
cider” slogan; and, with his victory,
his happy followers stormed the city
and joined in to swell the ceremonial
march—wearing coonskin caps and
pulling wagons on which were erected
replicas of log cabins, with cider
barrels stocked alongside.

That 4th of March, which was the
day of inauguration until the change
to January 20 effected by Franklin
D. Roosevelt, was a cold, blustery,
windy day. President Harrison, sus-
ceptible to colds, was advised by his
doctors to protect himself from the
weather by riding in a closed car-
riage. He refused, however, to dis-
appoint the crowds in such a manner;
and chose to ride horseback along the
path. Harrison caught pneumonia
and, a month later, he rode the ave-
nue again. This time, however, he

.S;wing

could not raise his hat gallantly
the many ladies who lined the wa
for this was his funeral cortege.

OME of the solemnity of furf§

real quiet accompanied the fis
inaugural of Abraham Lincoln,
1861. The city was brooding arf
silent in those troubled times. Lif
coln rode in an enclosed carriage-§
the carriage itself hidden from o
lookers along the way as it w
surrounded by mounted troops. E
pert riflemen, alert for any thref
to the Great Emancipator, lined tif
rooftops of buildings along the lif
of march. _

Lincoln rode a part of the aven'f
to Ford’s Theatre on the night §
April 14, 1865. Two days lat
muffled drums sounded a soft tattc
accompanying the beating hearts
hushed mourners, as his bier movdg
slowly over the “Path of the Pre
dents” from White House to t
Capitol.

Silence hovered over the aven}
for the month of mourning that fcf
lowed the assassination of Hon
Abe, to be abruptly broken by t
biggest parade the avenue had y
seen, and one which ranks as t
best remembered historically. Tk
was the grand review of the Unil
armies, which took two full day
May 23 and 24, 1865. More thi
200,000 men moved in to march |
—swelling for that short time t
population of the city, then ju
topping 100,000. The Union vetera
bore banners from 2,000 Civil Wi
battlefields, lifting them high as, &
the first day, they marched bchii
General Grant; and, on the seco



led by General Sherman. Grant was
Ylater to parade once more along the
avenue on the day of his own inau-
suration as Chief Executive.

Strangely, Grant and Sherman,
still on horseback, still ride Pennsyl-
vania Avenue. Their horses are now
stationary, as are they, for they stand
bronze, Grant at the east end of
he avenue and Sherman at the west.

RESIDENT GARFIELD, shot
by an assassin, made his second
journey over the famed street in
1881. Now the thoroughfare was
covered with tanbark so that the
ambulance which carried the wound-
fzd President would ride easily,
Jwithout jolting the man inside, as it
fmoved to the Union Station where
|Garfield was placed on a train to
take him to New Jersey for treat-
Jment.

The wild celebration for Jackson
in 1829 was eclipsed, according to
all historians, by the celebration in
1885, this time for Grover Cleve-
land. Again it was a Democratic
affair, as party members mobbed the
capital to join in the excitement of
elebrating their first presidential
ictory since before the Civil War.
arties were many, and the inaugural
rade, oldtimers insist, was not only
he noisiest but the biggest of all, not
xcluding more recent parades.

EROES, of course, had always
received the acclaim of the na-
ion with a parade along Pennsyl-
ania Avenue. The first of great
account was a two-day affair honor-
ing Admiral Dewey and the returning
¥5Spanish-American War servicemen.

“PATH OF THE PRESIDENTS” 401

General John J. Pershing had his
great day after World War 1. Lind-
bergh, for his momentous Lone Eagle
flight over the Atlantic, was honored
in 1927. And, following World War
II, Admiral Nimitz and Generals
Eisenhower and MacArthur had their
moments of triumph. There was one
other parade in honor of a special
hero of World War I, although this
brave lad heard no cheers and saw
none of the crowd that, barely whis-
pering, lined the hallowed avenue to
do him honor. This was the funeral
cortege of America’s Unknown
Soldier, moving to its final resting
place in Arlington National Ceme-
tery.

The procession honoring all our
dead in this symbolic manner was
perhaps the most impressive ever to
move over the avenue. President
Warren G. Harding and ex-President
William H. Taft walked with meas-
ured tread behind the flag-draped
caisson bearing the Unknown Soldier.
Former President Woodrow Wilson
rode immediately behind, riding be-
cause he was too ill to walk. And,
walking solemnly and slowly behind
the car that transported Woilson,
came General Pershing—accompanied
by another great hero, France's famed

Marshal Ferdinand Foch.

Burial processions since have been
routed by way of Constitution
Avenue, as are, and will be from
now on, all other parades except the
inaugural parade. And it is fitting
that the last great procession of such
stirring though solemn tribute should
have been that of the Unknown
Soldier, that hero known but to God.






OOK at what has happened to the
Smith-Joneses.

They were putting money in the
sock, a little at a time, to trade the
Id car in on a new '52 with hydra-
‘low transmission. Then came the post-
Korean inflation. Now the Smith-
Joneses are taking the same money
yut of the same sock to pay for buck-
1-pound meat and shoes for little
Charlie at $7.50 a pair. And along
with inflation comes a new excise tax

So Betsy, the family bus, will have
0 remain in the service of the Smith-
oneses a good while longer. And if
slobal war comes, with its familiar
sattern of gasolme and tire rationing
ind no new cars on the market, all
he Smith-Joneses’ neighbors will be in
he same boat.

It points a lesson for these difficult
‘Hays of inflation, war and threats of
fnore war: If you have to keep Betsy,
ind you want to keep her out of the
oneyard, you'd better start babying
1er now.

True, the modern-day car is better
Chan ever before—far better, surely,
| han the car we were dnvmg when
|World War II broke out. It contains
stronger alloys, perfected during the
war, and a multitude of mechanical
refinements. It is better equipped to
ast out a long automobile drouth.

But, by the same token, it is getting
far more strenuous use than the car
we had 10 years ago. The average
righway speed nowadays is 60, where
L.t used to be 50. And a broad, straight
stretch of road invites a leveling off
at 70 (with an eye on the rear view
mirror for a trailing traffic cop).

YOUD
BETTER
START

dg al,%ing
BETSY !

If you want to keep your
automobile out of the bone-
yard,start babying ber now.

By JOSEPH STOCKER

In the cities the wear-and-tear on
Betsy is even greater. With about
15,000,000 more vehicles in use now
than 10 years ago, downtown streets
resemble a Yankee Stadium parking
lot during the World Series. Stop-
and-go driving involves infinitely more
stopping and going.

Still another straw loaded on the
back of the family camel is the fact
that we Americans are simply driv-
ing more than ever before. The average
owner puts 12,000 miles a year on his
car, compared to 10,000 before the
war.

ARAGEMEN know that the
motoring public, after six or
seven blithe postwar years of automo-
bile plenty (and automobile abuse),
is far from being maintenance-con-
scious. One of them put it this way:
“People begrudge spending any
money on their cars. It used to be not

!




404

Swing

How to Make Your Car Last
for Years—
AUTOMOTIVE experts have a

simple three-point rule-of-thumb

for assuring Betsy a long, useful
and economical life:

1—Use care and common sense
in the every-day operation of your
car.

2—Frequent lubrication.

3—Get the car into a shop at
reasonable and regular intervals for
a check-up, to catch things going
wrong before they go wrong. It will
cost a little bit—and save a heck
of a lot more.

uncommon for a man to come in and
say, "Well, my car is two years old.
I want you to go through her and
fix her all up." And he'd spend $200
on preventive maintenance. Since the
war, preventive maintenance has been
the hardest thing in the world to put
over. Customers think we're trying to
sell 'em a bill of goods. Because cars
are built better today, people expect
them to be troublefree. It just isn't

"

SO.

In the operation of their car, Mr.
and Mrs. Smith-Jones, although they
don’t realize it, are probably hammer-
ing a nail a day into poor Betsy's
coffin.

They shouldn’t be blamed too much.
Modern-day traffic takes its toll in
time and temper. The ordeal of merely
driving through the heart of a big
city at 5 p.m. is enough to strain the
patience of a burro. Since the Smith-
Joneses are no burros, they can be
counted on to start driving before the
engine is warm, brake up to a stop
light with a screech, gun away when
the light turns green and absently

ride the clutch all the way acros
town. £

Unfortunately they don’t gain mucl! &
time. But they do accomplish th! [
rapid deterioration of the family bus ns

What the Smith-Joneses—and you gy
—should be doing is this: /

IF THE car is starting up afte a
being parked all night, warm th; 0
engine before driving away. Safesi™
thing is to let it idle—don't race it§®!
—until the needle on the temperaturii
gauge starts moving from its pin. Ther}
hold the speed to 35 until the engined <=
reaches normal operating temperature! |

Bear in mind that, while the car has o
been sitting unused, all the oil had i
drained down out of the working! ir
parts into the crankcase. Warming o=
the car before starting off gives thal
oil a chance to get back up where it
belongs and go to work again lubri:
cating pistons and rings and generally
preserving the engine. If you shove
off with a “cold” engine, there'shi
going to be undue friction on the mov-
ing parts—and on your pocketbook.

When you see a traffic light turn-
ing against you a block ahead, let upii
on the gas and ease to a halt

TN
~<“{"
~/

R R e

Martin Giuffre
“Seventy! What were YOU doin’?"



YOU'D BETTER START BABYING BETSY!

Avoid hot-rod starts when the light
ooes green. It uses excess fuel and re-
sults in excess wear.

If you don’t have automatic trans
5 mission, leave the gears in neutral at
4 stop lights rather than keeping the

clutch pedal down. Don't touch the
4Fclutch at all except to shift gears.
4  On the open road, don't travel over
60. It's best for Betsy's long life—
| and yours, too.
Shift into higher gears at lower
<4 speeds to prevent unnecessary engine
of strain.
: Have the oil, water, battery and
4| tires checked at every fill-up. Keep
i the tires inflated two or three pounds
@ above the manufacturer’s specifica-
11 tions. Riding may not be quite so soft,
# but the tires will last much longer.

Watch your instruments. They'll
tell you when trouble is brewing
if"somewhere in the great mechanical
# complex which is your automobile. I
heard of a driver recently who spent
$125 for the dubious privilege of not
.| watching his dash board. He had hit
a rock in the road which knocked a
hole in his oil pan and drained all the
oil out, “freezing” his bearings. A
glance at his rising temperature
gauge or dropping oil pressure would
have sent him scattering for a garage
in time to save everything but the cost
of a new oil pan.

If you're breaking in a new car,

vfollow the manufacturer's recommen-
dations scrupulously. A bad job of
breaking-in can cut the life of your
car by one-third. “If you cheat your
| car at this end,” a serviceman once
told me, “it will cost you four times
as much at the other end.”

Be especially indulgent to your

L

o
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How to Select a Garage for
Automobile Service

AKE sure that the garage
which you entrust with Betsy's
care and feeding is responsible. Gen-
erally the level of garage ethics has
risen over that of 10 years ago,
thanks to competition and some
highly curative publicity given
racketeering mechanics. But it’s well
to do a little checking before hand-
ing Betsy over to the questionable
mercies of a strange garage.

1 What reputation does the garage
have among other car owners?

Does it pay its mechanics a

straight salary or a percentage
of repair jobs? If the latter, they
will be tempted to rush and perhaps
even repair things that don’t need
repairing.
3 Does the garage pay a2 com-

mission on parts sold? If so,
you may drive out with more new
parts and a bigger hole in your bank-
roll than necessary.

If you don't feel up to so much
gumshoeing, a safe and easy yard-
stick is this: Go where the farmers
go. They are connoisseurs of good
service.

automobile in winter. Before starting
up, press the accelerator down twice
to provide an extra charge of gaso-
line for the first firing. Shove the
clutch pedal in so the starter won't
have to turn over heavily greased
transmission gears. If there is no
automatic choke, pull the manual
choke out all the way. Push the starter
button, then ease the choke back in.

If you can get the engine started
on the first try rather than the third,
your starting mechanism will live that
much longer.

Short runs in wintertime, without
proper warm-up in between, are death



406

Give Your Car the Care a
Fleet-Operator Gives—
HERE is the servicing schedule

of a big and successful fleet-
operator. The average motorist
could do far worse than to adopt
this schedule, with appropriate lati-
tude for oil changes and possibly a
little greater interval between en-
gine tune-ups:
A-Service (1,000 miles)
Check all driving controls and
instruments; check brakes, lights,
front wheel bearings and clutch
pedal clearance; clean air cleaner;
complete lubrication; change oil.

B-Service (5,000 miles)
All of A-Service plus engine tune-
up and rotating tires.

C-Service (10,000 miles)

All of A-Service and B-Service
plus front wheel pack, check brake
linings and drums and drain, flush
and refill transmission- and differ-
ential.

on Betsy. In fact, short runs without
warm-up are bad for her any time.
Here's what goes on underneath that
pretty, streamlined hood of hers:

Parts of the engine get warm, others
remain cold. This causes condensa-
tion. Water seeps into the crankcase
oil, dilutes it and produces sludge,
which results in extra wear the next
time the engine is started. Raw gaso-
line also washes down past the pistons
into the crankcase, swishing oil off
the polished surfaces and leaving them
defenseless against pitting. The gaso-
line brings with it abrasive bits of
metal, carbon and road dust, scoring
pistons and bearings.

And that's not the whole of it. The
water formed by condensation is dis-
sipated into the exhaust system, mixes

Swing

]
4

with the exhaust gases and forms car

bonic acid, which eats away the muf
fler.

ALL of which means frequent and’ &t
expensive repair jobs. Yet it iel
interesting to observe that test cars [
operated by automobile and tire manu-| [t
facturers run 300,000 miles without fu
having the cylinder head off. That' &
because they never stop. Engines are ¢
constantly at operating temperature &

A note of warning about that first® gu:
long jaunt in the spring: If the car
has been used only for short trips in}®
the winter, and you haven't been asy |
careful as you should, watch your oilfs
level. The crankcase oil will have be-
come diluted with gasoline. The oil}ez
stick may show “Full”, but the gaso-fux
line vaporizes as the engine gets warm,
leaving dangerously little lubricant.
You can burn out a bearing unless
you have your oil checked every ’50“
miles the first time out.

If there is a single factor more im-
portant than any other in car main-
tenance, it's lubrication—every 1,000
miles or every 60 days, whichever
comes first—and without fail. Even
though your car may be getting little
use, grease dries up and accumulates
dirt. If you have driven through water 8 |
snow or heavy dust, get a lube jobux
immediately, whether or not a thou-fu:
sand miles or 60 days have elapsed.Jux

Besides being the cheapest kind of §a
protection you can buy, regular lub-§¢!
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i| mile
i} quickly would have discovered the

YOU’D BETTER START BABYING BETSY!

rication brings to light any unexpected
malfunction. A competent serviceman
gives your automobile’s entire “in-
nards” a quick inspection while he
has it on the grease rack. A leak or
a loose part detected there can be

| remedied before it leads to serious—

fand costly—trouble.

ONSIDER the sad experience of

a motorist who decided to wait
until he returned from a 2,200-mile
journey before he had his car lubed.
En route home the rear end went out.
He spent $23 for a tow, another $87
for repairs and was stranded for a
day and a half in a desolate little

4 town. If he had stopped for a 1,000-

lubrication, the serviceman
i leaking grease seal before it caused

the breakdown.

i
:

What about oil change? Service

‘[ stations, of course, like to keep alive

the old-fashioned habit of changing

! every 1,000 miles. It's good for busi-

Well, it’s probably best for Betsy,

il too, if you live in dry, dusty country
4 or most of your driving is of the start-

{| moisture produced by condensation

»

-'| and-stop variety. In the latter case,

dilutes the oil and reduces its ef fective-

407

ness. But the traveling salesman who
is on the road a great deal can run
3,000 miles between changes. By keep-
ing his engine almost constantly at
operating temperature, he is burning
out the oil’s impurities.

It's a paradox, the truth of which
few motorists realize: The less driving
you do, the more often you need oil
changes.

What weight oil to use? The lighter
the better, commensurate with the age
of your car. Light oil flows faster and
circulates more readily to important
parts of the engine. When Betsy is
new, start with SAE 10. Go up to
SAE 20 at 5,000 miles, then, when
you start using more than two quarts
per 1,000 miles, shift to SAE 30.

And get yourself into the habit of
regular, periodic servicing and inspec-
tion. This is a fetish with commercial
operators of large fleets of vehicles,
who often run their trucks and taxis
300,000 to 500,000 miles before con-
signing them to valhalla.

IT'S possible, of course, to baby
Betsy too much. This is a curious
sort of mechanical hypochondria that
afflicts a few car owners. One exam-
ple is the motorist who had his bat-
tery and tires checked every day, until
the threads were worn off battery
caps and tire valves. Another is the
woman driver who had her precious
vehicle greased three times a week,
regardless of use or weather.

But most of us err to the other ex-
treme. We endow Betsy with a quality
she simply doesn’t have—that of im-
mortality. We neglect her, drive the
wheels off her and then damn her
to perdition when she breaks down
and leaves us fretting at the nearest
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‘er in for a new one” every year or
two, comfort vyourself with this‘
thought: Given the right kind of at
tention, the average well-built Ameri:
can automobile will carry you 150,00C |
miles or more.

I heard a veteran garageman express.
the idea cogently in these words:

“Cars have to be looked after, nur-
tured and protected, just like our free-
dom. Too many Americans take them
both for granted.™

bus stop. We might remember that
6,000,000 cars went to the junkheap
during World War II, severely ham-
pering civilian transport and jeopardiz-
ing the war effort, since many were
needed by war workers. In case of
World War III, the same thing will
happen — only more so — unless we
learn how to take care of our auto-
mobiles.

If inflation and/or war interferes
with your pleasant habit of *‘trading

Il

ND here are a few miscellane-

ous pointers under the general
heading of preserving your automo-
bile through whatever exigencies
may lie ahead:

Undercoating. An important post-
war development in the field of pre-
ventive maintenance. A mixture con-
taining latex is sprayed on the
underside of the car and the under-
sides of fenders and hood—to seal
out dust, rocks and water, prevent

fill with clean, soft water twice a

year—before and after using anti-
freeze. At the same time pour in a
can of anti-rust. Watch the hoses.
If they are soft, spongy or cracked,
or if they swell and suck in when
the engine revs up, replace them. If
the fan belt is loose (a *‘give™ of
more than an inch), tighten it. If
it's frayed, replace it.

Battery. Have it checked every
two weeks. Use only distilled water.

of wax on the car.

- S —

Fill no higher than 34 of an inch -
corrosion and keep bolts from work- above the plates. If corrosion sets in \
ing loose. Undercoating is especially (usually caused by too much water 4
useful in wet climate. Costs between in the cells), have it cleaned off Bt
$25 and $40, depending on the qual- with a solution of bicarbonate of ol
ity of material used. soda before it obstructs the current by

25,000-mile warranty. Another and eats away the cables. Watch .
new wrinkle, just now catching hold your ammeter. If it starts indicating p
around the country. For a price consistent ‘“‘discharge,” something is
usually in the neighborhood of $15, wrong with battery or generator. 12
your dealer’s service department puts Air cleaner. Service every 5,000
4 SATLIgEY OO pONC RVt SN miles—more often if you drive in
anteeing parts and labor on any de sand, dust or dry climate. A clogged 1
fects that turn up within 25,000 air cleaner impedes the flow o% air -
miles. (Fair wear and tear elscepted.) to the carburetor, causes overheating
Your end of the agreement is to take and reduces gasoline mileage. o
your car to him for service and lubri- 0il fil Servi 5 000
cation. That way, he spots trouble i1 / Cfl'll Uz her‘tilife every fourth
before it becomes serious and, at the mil ?‘St; o a{xge the hiter every fourt
same time, holds on to your business. or fifth oil drain.

I bought such a warranty with my .SP‘"k ply.gs. Replace every 10,000
car and got more than my money miles. You'll use less gasoline. I
back on it. Finish. Wash frequently. Dust

Radiator care. Drain, flush and and dirt act as abrasives. Keep a coat 1



HUGAN on DOGS

Hogan dogs could outrace a
comet, They were citified coy-
otes that ate whatever Hogan
ate. And not even the cops
could chase ’em away!

By CHARLES HOGAN

. A BOXER dog of my acquaint-
' ance has opened up a new and
wonderful world for me. This lum-
bering animal pal of mine insists he
is the Earl of Foggington III; but I
call him Snarls the Butler, and make
him like it. Snarls snarled at me the
other night, “You claim to be a
writin® fellah. Question is, can you
read?”

“Well, it's this way—"

"No evasions, please. Can you
read?”

“Big print—if I fudge a little with
my finger."”

“Well, have you ever taken a gan-
der at this?”

Thus did Snarls call my attention
to a magazine called “"Your Dog" and
I learned for the first time that there
is more to the world of dogdom than
meets the eye.

While I have known a whole gag-
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gle of dogs during the weary years
and even owned several from time to
time, I had never realized the en-
tanglements and complications con-
nected with raising a canine. The dogs
I have owned and known in my life
have unanimously viewed me with
suspicion at best, and more often with
downright loathing.

The ones I have owned have
stumbled up the alley, lank, bedrag-
gled and in such depths of misery they
were even willing to let me adopt
them. It didn't take any time at all,
hardly, until they learned to despise
me.

From the magazine which Snarls
hurled at me I learn that today's dog
requires more special treatment than
a chorus girl. They've got a “creme”
shampoo just for dogs. This goo con-
tains lanolin, some stuff my dogs
never heard of.

Whenever 1 backed my pooches
into a corner and tried to give them
a bath they did nothing but register
a diplomatic protest—by trying to
gnaw my arm off. They'd have done
that anyway, lanolin or no lanolin.

My dogs, to a mutt, were allergic
to me and to bathing on the same
anti-social principles.

Same goes for the matter of food.
Here're some folks, modestly styling
themselves as “‘famous for food re-
search,” whooping in an ad that a
hound is practically hovering over the
grave without dog fodder containing
“life-saving, life-guarding Esbilac."”
They go on to remind “you've used
Esbilac for years. Think of the added
advantage of having it in dog food.™

Since I don't know what Esbilac is
I can't go along with the claim that
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“Mama, today we learned how to
multiply.”

I've been using it for years. But if
I've been using it my dogs have been
using it, too.

Because a Hogan dog ate whatever
Hogan ate. If we had wienies and
sauerkraut, Phineas T. Barnum III, a
kind of brown and yellow spotted
varmint with a spavined ear, had
wienies and sauerkraut.

Our dogs have lived from child-
hood to ripe old age on everything
from chocolate eclairs to clam chow-
der. Maybe they lacked a certain
amount of “drive” as the magazine
puts it, but they had drive enough to
suit them and more than enough to
suit us.

Another purveyor of provender for
pampered pets says his delicacy, “Vi-
tality Dog Food™ is dandy for the
racer “needing the reserve of power
to stay in the race longer, put on that
extra burst of speed and not tire
quickly.”

P. T. Barnum could outrace a comet

Swing

f
—and then come back and chew it
into sparks.

There are numerous other items in
the sissified dog’s life of today. For
instance, for $3.39 I could “‘surprise

Larson of Detroit will send me the
“Dog Diner” when I send him the
geetus.

The “Dog Diner” seems to be a
set of matched dishes, more or less.
The Hogan menagerie was strictly
from across the tracks. If I'd have
surprised any one of my processionll
with a “Dog Diner” he'd have no
doubt reared up on his hind legs and
bopped me over the sconce with it.

When I pointed this out to Snarls
he sneered: “Exactly! Like master,
like dog, you know. How could you§
expect your puppies to be cuddlesome, |

him with a real dog diner.” A Mr..‘

as it says in the book, when they grew i‘ l

up in an atmosphere of utter de-|
pravity?”

I never expected my puppies to be
“cuddlesome™ and they never disap-
pointed me. To a dog, they were noth-
ing but citified coyotes. I'd just as
soon dare to start smooching one as
to start playing footsie with an atom
bomb. Sooner!

A writer in the magazine syrups
off with a gem of whimsy. This fel-
low, name of Mack Haun, gurgles
“From the moment old Janie pre-
sented us with her canine ‘blessed
events’ our houschold was never the
same again. Those manifold bundles
from ‘puppy Heaven' encroached
themselves upon our lives to the point
that I personally was aware of them
by day, and alas, BY NIGHT!”

Well, Haun and I agree on only
one point. From the moment Old

b
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Lizzie presented us with her bundles
from He — — (Oh, well, maybe I
can stretch a point and go along with
Haun on the rest of the word) our
household was ever the same again.

Only seven times worse—bedlam
t!_“encroached™ and reigned supreme by
‘! day and night.

Old Lizzie began early to train her
little bundles from puppy Heaven.
Taught 'em every trick in her dia-
bolical system.

The bundles from Heaven, under
the touch that only a mother like
Old Lizzie could give, were apt pupils.
It was no time at all until the Chinese
rug made an ideal diet supplement.
Maybe it contained Esbilac. For des-
sert they learned to chomp on the legs
of the Steinway. They learned to
swipe anything edible before they had

|- lost their puppy teeth, if they ever

had any. I always felt Old Lizzie's
brood was born with poisonous fangs
suitable for gnashing off human
limbs.

They learned to chase cats not be-
cause they had anything personal
against them, but out of sheer cussed-
ness. Old Lizzie coached them in the
fine points of gnashing at one’s bare
legs while one was shaving. As they
grew she taught them to lollop around
the battered house like seven blood-
thirsty mustangs, fresh off'n the
range, podnuh!

She gave singing lessons to her tiny
bundles, Old Lizzie did. This made
the neighbors aware of them by night
when they howled vile curses at the
inoffensive moon. It made me go
hunting for the trusty Sharps rifle
grandpa brought back from the days
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when he was one of the terriers help-
ing to build the Union Pacific. And
the yowling brought a steady stream
of visitors.

Our guests were from Number
Seven’s, “The Friendly Hoosegow."
Whether their name was Mulcahey or
Flanagan the visitors all brought the
same message.

*“Cap Daugherty says you either
get rid o' them demons outa the
Black Pit itself or he's personally
gonna come over and shoot Old Liz-
zie, them seven hounds o' Hell and
especially even you.”

When I pointed all this out to
Snarls he merely jeered.

“Precisely, old boy. As I have long
suspected you never did know your
derriére from third base. If you will
consult the treatise entitled “The Law
Has Teeth, Too’ you will see, and I
quote: ‘In most states the dog is still

entitled to first bite’.

“What about the second, third and
all subsequent bites? My hounds never
stopped at first. They ran the full
route.”

**Shaddap! If you read further the
book says ‘An officer of the law can-
not enter the property of a dog owner
to seize a dog unless he has a warrant
for the owner’s arrest.” Why, Cap
Daugherty didn’t have a leg to stand
on!”

Cap Daugherty had a leg to stand
on. But just because he always sent
Flanagan or somebody, the big panty-
waist. If he'd ever showed his flam-
boyant Irish puss around our place
trying to confiscate Old Lizzie and her
seven fiends, Cap Daugherty wouldn’t
have had a leg, period!



HE Ozark Mountain man or

woman is a picturesque individual
—a peculiar blending of American
pioneer and Elizabethan culture that
is rapidly disappearing.

The Mountain Man, as he plows
and chops wood, sings the tragic folk
songs of the Elizabethan era, such as
Barbara Allen, or songs of early Amer-
ica.

His wife sings as she does her house-
work and the chores. But not before
breakfast. To sing before breakfast
means she will weep before night.
These folk songs have been handed
down by word of mouth from genera-
tion to generation, but to get the
mountaineer to sing them for you,
you must first gain his confidence.

The old hillsman is impressed ‘‘not
a whit” by the fine clothes and big
cars of the tourists, as he knows he is
a “landed gentleman,” despite his
rags. He “don't take orders from no-
body.” He thinks all cities are cess-
pools of iniquity, and that all city
dwellers are grossly immoral.

PAGING the

Here’s a report on those Ozark
billsmen who ‘‘take orders from
nobody”. Their “wimmin’ walk
bebind’em. A summary of quaint
customs and superstitions in the
mountains of Missouri and Ar-
kansas—a culture that is rapidly
disappearing. Now the natives
say! “We got the Electric.”

By FLOETTA WALKER

The O:zark Mountain woman fre-
quently supports her family by her
vegetable garden, cows, and chickens;
while the husband, if a good provider,
invests in more land and livestock.
She rises first, builds the fire, and
“totes” in the water and wood. Moun-

tain men always eat first, and if there §,.,

is only one chair in the house, the
Lord and Master occupies it.

The man of the house walks a few
steps ahead of his wife. This custom
is probably a survival of the old days
when people walked the narrow trails,
the man ahead with his rifle, the
women folk behind, carrying bundles,
leaving the man's hands free to use
his weapon.

A mountain boy does not accom-
pany his gal to meetin’ but stands
just outside the door, where he may
ask to see her home. For a boy and
girl to go to church together in some
localities is regarded by everyone as
equal to announcing their engage-
ment. The mountaineer is often in-
sanely jealous. When a mountain girl
is “talkin’,” (contemplating matri-
mony) to a young man, she must not
accept attentions from another.
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“Park Avenue
Hillbillie”—

EARLY marriages are the rule in
the hill country, and many moun-
tain girls are wives and mothers at
15 or 16. At 20 the mountain girl is
well past her bloom. There are no
church weddings in the hills. The

ceremony takes place in the home of

| the bride. The wedding is followed by

a charivari, where the mountain boy
treats his friends. If he refuses, his

| cronies ride him on a rail to the near-

—

/| est pond and dump him in.

Divorce is most unusual. There are
separations, usually the woman goes

‘| to visit her kinfolk and puts off re-

turning until everyone is accustomed
to the situation. But it is only in her

"l old age that the hill-woman is treated
‘lwith any marked consideration.

"Granny™ is frequently regarded as

'|a chimney-corner oracle, an authority

on superstitions and a judge of hu-

‘I man character.

| LIVING conditions are primitive.

A typical cabin may have from

‘|one to four rooms with a front and a
“Iback door, and a window on each side
“lof the front door that may or may
“{not be plumb. One window may slant
" |in sharply at the top or bottom, giv-
|ling the house a cross-eyed look. The
|woman of the house may _complain,

“but Paw is boss™ and “he don't

“lgive a dang how the house looks.™

MISS DOROTHY SHAY!

The walls are sometimes papered
with old newspapers, or possibly with
brightly colored wallpaper that does
not match or was not trimmed. If the
family is progressive, there may be an
eighth grade diploma framed and
hanging on the wall. Ozark homes are
rarely painted, either inside or out.
Occasionally, one sees a flower gar-
den beside the house, or perhaps a
profusion of roses, bachelor buttons,
hollyhocks, or larkspur. Possibly,
there are vines over the cabin or porch,
if there is a porch. Porches are rare.

It is a good idea to “holler out™
before approaching an Ozark cabin.
The true hillbilly doesn’t like *‘fur-
riners,” and will probably come out
shotgun in hand to look you over,
his hound dogs trailing behind. After
passing inspection, you may be in-
vited to “'sit a spell.” He might even
ask you to come in,
bite.”

“and eat a dirty
His wife may be an excellent
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cook but he will apologize for not
providing better. This is no reflection
on his wife's cooking, it is merely “‘the
way of the hills.”

Many Ozark women use the same
recipes and cook much as their grand-
mothers did generations ago. Cracklin’
bread is made with cornmeal, salt,
soda, meat cracklin’s and sour milk,
baked golden brown on a griddle.
'Possum is baked or par-boiled with
red-pepper seasoning on a mat of sas-
safras twigs to give it flavor. It may
be served with candied sweet pota-
toes, roasted on a clean hearth in front
of an open fire.

Hillbilly humor is unique. George
Beason, author of ‘I Blew In From
Arkansas,” once said: *‘Arkansas is
the state that has been lied to ever-
lasting fame.”™ It is also the state that
has plenty of game, “principally brag
and poker.”

Arkansas trains are run on a neigh-
borly basis, and are notoriously slow.
A famous Arkansas train story con-
cerns Mrs. Norris, a little ol’ lady of
70 and the conductor of a “‘dinky
line” who offered her a ride. “Get
aboard, Mrs. Norris, and we’ll ride
you home.” Mrs. Norris looked the
little engine over and replied, “No,
thank you. It's just two or three miles,
and I'm in kind of a hurry.” From
“On a Slow Train Thru Arkansas,”
by Thomas W. Jackson, we have the
story of a man who jumped in the
river and committed suicide. “They
say there was a woman at the bottom
of it.”" Jackson tells us, too, of the
sign reading: “Take the Right Hand
Road for the Distillery. If you can’t
read—ask the Blacksmith.”

Swing ’

HE Play Party is native to the

Ozarks, and is common where
people object to dancing on religious
grounds. There is no music—specta-
tors and participants clap their hands
and stamp their feet, while they sing.
The girls dress elaborately, sometimes
changing clothes several times during
the evening. The men wear heavy
boots, hickory shirts, and overalls or
jeans. Sometimes, the boys of one fam- |
ily may wear ribbon wound around
their necks as a distinguishing band—
or they may wear bells on their spurs.

s

An Ozark Square Dance is similar
to an Ozark Play Party, except that
there is fiddlin® music and plenty of
corn-likker, an' some “Tom-Cattin"
in the shadows. If you got it in for | -
some feller, an ol’ time hoe-down is
a mighty good place to get it out.
Mountain men and women do not
drink together in public. Every re-
spectable woman in the hill country
is assumed to be a teetotaler. At socia
functions she makes an elaborate pre
tense of not knowing that her escort
has liquor, although the whole place
may be reeking of it.

EY 97 &% Pt r° o re o3>
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No story of the Ozarks would be
complete without mention of the
Water Mills. In the early days, the
water mill was a community center.
People sometimes rode 50 miles to
mill and camped two to three days,
while waiting their turn to grind their
grain. Sometimes a section of the mill
was used for a dance when the day’s
work was done. If no fiddler was
present, the young folk sang and
danced. One of the best known of the
party games comes from the mill:

“Happy is the Miller Boy, Who lives by
the Mill,

The Mill turns around with a right good
will

One hand in the hopper and the other in
the sack

Ladies step forward and the gents step
back.”

The men carried their rifles with
them in order to provide meat for the
camp, to compete in tests of marks-
manship, and for protection. The
women knitted and gossiped around
the camp fire. The boys played
marbles, went swimming, and fished
from the windows of the mill. Some-
times, distilling was combined with
milling—grain was ground or lique-
fied, as desired, and the little-brown
jug was much in evidence.

Debating Societies were, in the past,
a popular pastime in the Ozarks, and
are still found in some localities. The
questions submitted for debate are
unique, such as “Which Is Worse, a
Smoking Chimney or a Scolding
Wife?” or “Which Is Better, a Mar-
ried or a Single Life?’ These debat-
ing societies may have been the orig-
inal source of much Arkansas humor.
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The hillsman may sometimes be heard
practicing his oration while plowing
or doing other work.

Husking bees are another pioneer
custom still found in some portions
of the Ozarks. The farmers come for
miles around to husk corn. It gets the
work done in a hurry, and finding a
red ear gives the bashful country
lad an opportunity to kiss the girl of
his choice with social approval.

Medicine Shows make the side
roads and villages, present entertain-
ment and peddle their wares—never
failing to get a crowd. Entertainment
is provided by a black face comedian,
who cracks jokes and sings with guitar
or banjo accompaniment.

HE true Ozarkian seldom leaves
his beloved hills, and may have
little knowledge of the world outside
them. At a circus, an old woman
asked her son, “Ezra, what is that
big varmint over thar?”
“Hit’s a Elefant,” replied Ezra.
“A Elefant?” asked the old lady.

“Yes—hit’s the biggest varmint in
the world.”

“Wal,” the old lady said, “if God-
amighty made that, he orter make one
more an’ quit.”
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A Candy Break is another popular
pastime with Ozark youth. Sorghum
is boiled down and pulled into strands.
A boy and girl bite down on opposite
ends of the taffy stick, their hands
clasped behind their backs. The one
who bites off the end of the taffy
stick is free to choose a new partner
for the next “‘chawin’.”

Sorghum-making-time is a period of
festivity, and the native Ozarkian is
a true artist at making sorghum from
the juice of sugar cane that has been
stripped. The stalks are hauled to the
mill where they are crushed in a sor-
ghum press. The crushed cane is then
boiled over a slow fire. While the
sorghum is cooking, the children love
to dip cane sticks into the boiling
syrup and make suckers. When the
syrup cooks down to the right con-
sistency it is then cooled. It must be
very thick for pulling. Sorghum is
sometimes called ‘"Long Sweetnin.”

Corn whiskey was once so cheap
that a jug of free whiskey was kept
beside the free water bucket in coun-
try stores. At this time, corn whiskey
sold for as little as 25¢c a gallon. The
U. S. Government began taxing whis-
key about 1791, but it was 1872 be-
fore the “Revenuers™ moved into the
Ozark area and attempted to enforce
the tax. The “"Revenuer™ was a most
unpopular man and is responsible for
the Ozarkian’s distrust of “furriners.”
Many of the stills were moved back
further into the hills and their owners
continued to make whiskey as their
fathers and grandfathers had before
them. They felt that a man who raises
his corn has a right to use it in any
manner he wishes.

Swing

Cash money in the Ozarks is scarce,
and mountaineers have always been
“swappers.” Tobacco chewing and
whittling are an important part of
the swapping negotiations. The coun-
try store is the popular place. In the
winter the men gather around the
pot-bellied stove and warm their back-
sides, or sit on barrels and chew and
spit. Whittling and loafing go to-
gether, and the hillsman is proficient
in both. He loves to haggle and horse-
trade.

THE pattern of life in the Ozarks
is full of signs and superstitions.
Peculiar beliefs color the personalities
of those who live there.

Many considerations are to be
taken into account when marrying.
It is considered extremely unlucky if
the girl marries a man whose surname
has the same initial as her own.

*Change the name and not the letter.”
Marry for worse, and not for better."”
“Marry in red, and wish yourself dead."
"Marry in black, you'll wish yourself
back -

“Marry in yellow, you'll be ashamed of
your fellow.™

Marry in green, you'll be ashamed to
be scen.

“Marry in brown—you'll live in town.™

“Marry in blue, you'll always be true.™

“Marry in white, you'll always do
right.”

To insure a happy marriage, the bride
and groom should stand with feet pointing
the way the boards run. An unhappy
marriage may result from standing with
feet at right angles to the boards.
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Woater witching is a form of witch-
craft that is practical and seems really
to work. A Water Witch is an im-
portant man in the country. The man
takes a forked stick firmly in both
hands—fork upward, and starts walk-
ing in search of a well. When the
stick turns down it means water be-
low. To determine the distance to the
vein, the “Witch™ walks away from
the spot, counting the steps, until the
stick regains its upright position. Six
steps means 18 feet to water. To make
sure of the location the water witch
approaches the spot from all direc-
tions, testing with his witching stick.

The changes of the moon and the
sign of the zodiac are important in
determining the best dates for plant-
ing. Vegetables for growth under-
geound such as potatoes, onions and

ets, are best planted in the dark of

- the moon. Plants that bear their edi-

ble portions above ground should be
planted in the light of the moon.
Good Friday is an excellent time for
planting garden truck. Lettuce should
be planted on Valentine’s Day, po-
tatoes the 17th of March—and in the
light of the moon.

Many of these superstitions are
English in origin, others are purely
American; all have been handed

down from generation to generation.

To drop a dishrag is bad luck. Throw
salt over the left shoulder to dispel ill luck.

[}

Headaches may be caused by birds mak-
ing their nests from the combings of your
hair.

@

Rail fences split and laid in the light

of the moon curl and twist.
L

Eggs set on Sunday hatch roosters.
Eggs set in the dark of the moon will not
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hatch. Eggs carried in a woman's bonnet
hatch pullets.
[ J

If the fire a girl kindles burns brightly,
her man for whom it is named is faithful.
If it smolders and goes out, he is un-
faithful.

[}

A visitor leaves by the same door he
enters, to do otherwise might invoke a
quarrel.

[ J

To dream of muddy water

trouble.

means

If a girl puts salt on the fire for seven
consecutive mornings, it will bring her
absent lover home, whether he wants to
come or not. Or, she may place her shoes
together at right angles so that the toe
of one touches the middle of the other and
recite: “When I my true love want to
see, | put my shoes in the shape of a T.”
This is considered particularly effective
if the couple is married, and the man is
entangled with another woman.

[ J

A girl who sings while cooking or doing
any sort of work around the stove is
doomed to wed with a “widder man.”

[ J

If a mountain maid wishes to learn of
her future husband she may ask the new
moon: “New Moon, New Moon tell to
me, Who my True Love is to be?" Then
she sleeps, hoping the new moon will
bring her desired answer in a dream.

ODERN transportation, im-
proved roads, Radios, and the
creation of the man-made Lake of the
Ozarks have made great changes in
the Ozark region within the last ten
years. It is not unusual to hear a na-
tive say, “We got the Electric.”
Many of the old customs and habits
are disappearing; small industries are
sprmgmg up, some of them like rug-
g, the revival of an old art.

Rags are sewed, washed, and cut into
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narrow strips called carpet rags.
These are sewed or “‘tacked™ together
and woven into colorful rag carpets.
Sometimes, they are “colored” or
dyed with homemade dyes made from
pokeberries, copperas, Indigo (which
is ‘“‘'store bought™), walnut hulls and
sumac.

With the coming of tourists, the
weaving art has been revived in the
Ozarks and carried on as an impor-
tant fireside industry. Attention is
now given to rugs, coverlets, and
counterpanes. Some Ozark women
create their own designs, others have
become experts in copying.

The manufacture of homemade
dolls is a new industry in the Ozarks.
The name of Naomi Clark, who
started making dolls as a hobby, is
well known. She carves her dolls from
native cedar and dresses them hillbilly
fashion in “Mother Hubbards™ or
jeans. Flour sacking is used for under-
garments. The women dolls wear sun-
bonnets. Other popular dolls are the
“Bob Burns Kinfolk™ doll by Anne
Park of Van Buren; and “Uncle
Matt™ and “Aunt Mollie” dolls of
“Shepherd of the Hills” fame, by
Lulu Scott. The Kewpie doll of the
20’s was designed by Rose O’Neill,
also of the Ozark Country.

Baskets are made from hickory, wil-
low, and buck brush. Cedar is a pop-
ular wood for carvers, and for all
types of small novelty items made for
sale to the tourist trade.

Swing

EFORE the old ballads are lost

forever, an attempt is being made
to revive the art of ballad singing.
Folk songs are songs of tragedy in
both words and melody. They are
poignant and long drawn out, and
always tell a story.

It is interesting that these hill folk,
many of them illiterate, still sing
about English and Scottish Lords and
Ladies of high degree, after having
lived in the American wilderness for
many generations.

An American ballad in a light
vein is:

GRANMAW'S ADVICE

My granmaw lives on yonder little green,
Pine ol' lady as ever I seen,

She often cautioned me with care
Of all false young men to beware.

The first come a-courtin’ was little Johnny
Greene,
Finest young feller, 1 ever did see,
But Granmaw's words run through my
head,
I wouldn't hear nothin’ that poor feller
said.

The next come a-courtin’ was Young Ellis
Grove,
An’ then I knowed a joyous love,
With a joyous love, I couldn't be afraid,
An" better go wrong, than dic an ol
maid.

Say I to myself, “There's some mistake,
An' oh what a fuss the ol' folks make!
If the fellers an® gals was all afraid,
Granmaw hecrself would a died a* ol
maid!™

'




THE great majority of people never
had to rediscover Radio, they
never lost it.

As examples of just how tenaciously
people have stayed with Radio, here
are a few truly fabulous figures. Since
January of 1946—just after the end
of the war—until this fall, the people
of America bought over 96 million
Radios. In other words about 90%
of the 110 million Radio sets in the
nation are postwar models. The rate
of purchase of Radio sets continues,
this year as last year, to outstrip the
purchase of Television sets by two to
one. People have bought—and are buy-
ing—Radio sets not just for the many
different rooms in their homes, they've
bought them for their cars. Over 90%
of all postwar autos are equipped
with Radios. Or to take a bedroom
look at the medium, about 10 million

people wake up in the morning to
clock Radios!

Not only have people bought this
astounding number of postwar Radios,
they have spent an equally astounding
amount of money in so doing. If we
figure the average Radio costs $40,
the public has invested, since the war,
almost four billion dollars in Radio
sets.

The
REDISCOVERY

of

RADIO

90% of America’s 110 million
Radio sets are post war models.
People spend more time each
average day with Radio than
with magazines, newspapers
and Television combined. The
vice-president of network sales,
CBS Radio, tells why Radio is
a more effective and efficient
advertising medium than peo-

ple bad believed.
By JOHN J. KAROL

They did not buy them for orna-
ments. They bought them to use . . .
to listen to. And survey after survey
shows that people spend more time
listening to Radio than they spend
with any other advertising medium.
In fact, most research data show that
people spend more time each average
day with Radio than with magazines,
newspapers and Television combined.

N Television areas, it is now an ac-

cepted fact that daytime Radio
is by far the most widely used and
efficient advertising medium. So ad-
vertiser faith in daytime Radio has
continued. If anything, it has in-
creased. However, this same faith has
not been displayed by all advertisers
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in nighttime Radio. These adver-
tisers are a part of the group that is
now busily engaged in the rediscovery
of Radio.

The other members of the group
include many agency executives and
many Radio people.

Yes, the Radio people—many of
them—were swept away by the glam-
our of Television. In many cases, sales-
men were selling both media. TV
being new and shining, sold quicker
and more easily. Many of us put
Radio in the background.

My own organization, CBS, met
the problem by establishing CBS
Radio as a separate unit. We redis-
covered our medium. We examined
it. We have checked it against the de-
livery of other media. We are con-
tinuing to examine it with very grati-
fying results. ’

The rest of this small group, the ad-
vertisers and the agencies, have also
begun to re-appraise Radio. Very
cautiously at first. It hasn’t been so-
cially correct until quite recently to
talk much about Radio. But they have
continued to seek out the facts, to
look for the deliverance ability of all
media against their costs. And the
more they have done this the more
they are discovering that Radio gives
the greatest dollar value in all adver-
tising.

CANNOT tell you in detail what

the agencies and advertisers have
found out, but I presume their findings
have paralleled our own. From our
search after facts we now know that
Television has not depressed Radio
listening nearly so much as it has
changed the pattern of listening. It
has increased tremendously the use of
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secondary sets. In fact, in TV homes
less than a quarter of the listening is
done to the “big™ set. But the current
nationwide measurement of Radio
listening pays comparatively scant at-
tention to these secondary sets. So we
have turned to other research organi-
zations to find out what happens to
Radio in Television homes.

What happens to Radio is this:
it continues to be used but its use takes
place largely outside the living room
and this usage is largely unmeasured.

We have also discovered two other
facts that run contrary to general
conjecture. First, evening Radio usage
in Television homes is highest between
8:00 and 10:00 p.m. and, second, the
most popular programs are not news
and music but the same big shows of
the type that are most popular nation-
ally.

We know that the people in Tele-
vision areas are spending a large and
increasing share of their evening hours
listening to Radio. I am not referring
here to the nearly 9 million Radio-
only homes in Television areas. I am
talking about Radio listening right in
the Television homes. In the last Oc-
tober-April season, in the Television
homes of the top 10 Television cities,
radio listening increased 28%. And
that increase occurred during the eve-
ning hours!

In New York City, which has
seven TV stations competing with
Radio for the available audience,
Nielsen recently noted that between
September, 1951 and September, 1952,
Radio listening in Television homes
was up and Television viewing was
down.




THE REDISCOVERY OF RADIO

In this same crowded city, Pulse
finds that Radio sets-in-use is just
under 20 for the evening hours Sun-
day through Saturday. Again, in Tel-
evision homes! Another very recent
survey of the Boston area shows that
in homes equipped with both Radio
and Television, simultaneous use of
the two broadcast media gives Radio
a nightly average sets-in-use figure of
about 10.

WE have also discovered—or per-
haps I should say re-learned—
some other facts about nighttime
Radio which are causing many adver-
tisers to re-appraise it from another
point of view. It's been the custom of
many advertisers to use Monday-Fri-
day daytime Radio to reach the house-
wife. And in the daytime the adver-
tiser does do just that. However, he
does not reach the 19 million women
who work and who are certainly just
as good potential customers as the
housewife. He doesn’t reach the high
school group, which makes itself felt
both through its direct purchases of
products and through its influence on
purchases. And, of course, he doesn’t
reach the millions of working men
who also buy things and have at least
a little influence in the spending of
the family income. As a result of these
facts, many advertisers are moving
into nighttime Radio where they can
reach not only the housewife, but
other extremely important groups they
cannot reach with Monday-Friday
daytime Radio.

The combination of all these facts
has resulted in a great deal of new
interest in evening Radio. Where just
a year ago the mere mention of night-
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time availabilities was good for a laugh
in any agency, I'm now getting phone
calls asking what we have open at
night. And we have increasingly few
availabilities. We have been sold out
daytime for some years and our CBS
Radio evening schedule this fall is
substantially ahead of last year’s in
the number of hours of commercial
time sold. And even though by No-
vember we usually consider our sched-
ules pretty well established for the rest
of the winter, this season will see
more sales made later this year.

Not only is our evening schedule
commercially stronger now than a year
ago, but our entire schedule is made
up of more sponsored time periods.
We have more commercial time sold
this fall than last—Monday-Friday
daytime, Saturday daytime and Sun-
day daytime.

OW why is this true? It's true
because right through the years,
the people of our country have elected
Radio as their favorite advertising
medium. They have supported it by
buying an enormous number of new
sets. They have supported Radio by
spending more time with it than with
any other advertising medium.
With the advent of Television, a
small group of us lost sight of these
facts. Now, though, we're getting
back on the track. We're looking for
facts and the facts we find strengthen
the Radio story. And as our Rediscov-
ery of Radio continues, as we learn
more about the usage of secondary
sets, of portables and of auto radios,
we will, I am certain, find out that
Radio has been and is now an even
more effective and efficient medium

than we had believed.
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HERE'S a new version of the old
familiar song going 'round these
days: It goes like this:
“The farmer's in the dell,
The farmer's in the dell,
Corn, oats, or dairy-o,
The farmer’s doin’ swelll”

In Grandpa's day farmers didn’t
have what it takes to hold their own
among the more aggressive types in
the market place. No matter if they
got up early and worked late nights,
they weren't doin” well—not unless
they had a farm with oil on it!

A dog’s life it was—getting up
ahead of the chickens and doing half
a day’s work before breakfast. The
kids had to roll out, too, because
Grandma’s stove required a fresh sup-
ply of cobs, cow chips or wood.
Grandma was busy cooking up a
breakfast that would stick to Grand-
pa’s ribs—biscuits, meat, eggs, gravy,
fried spuds and dried fruit.

Meanwhile, Grandpa was sloshing
around in the barnyard mess feeding

“The

FARMER’S

By ANN TEGTMEIER

and watering the livestock, coaxing
milk from reluctant cows who balked
at the impress of icy fingers. A weath-
er eye cocked at the chimney timed
his entrance into the steamy kitchen
at the exact moment Grandma slid the
golden brown biscuits out of the oven.

The rest of the day was much like
its beginning except that they now
had a belly full of food. Besides work-
ing in the fields in season, there were
the endless chores about the farmstead;
tending to livestock; repairing harness
and machinery; sewing, canning and
cleaning. They fell into bed at night
more dead than alive.

UT the oldtime version of the

farmer bringing his apple-cheeked
wife and younguns to town once a
year at County Fair-time has changed
in recent years. For one thing, the
farmer’s wife now buys her rosy
cheeks at the village drug store. Gone,
too, is the old farmstead of three
rooms and path. In its place has risen
a home as modern as tomorrow.

The farmer’s wife now has more
comfort, convenience and security
than her city cousins. The butchering
has been taken over by the locker
plants, and children no longer choke
on chops from their pet pig. Locker-
wrapped meat has such an anonymous
flavor. There is no marketing prob-
lem, and there are few preserving
chores.
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DOIN’ SWELL!”

Gone is the old-fashioned farmstead of three rooms and a

path. Largely responsible is the fact that the Old Gray Mare

isn’t where she used to be—and that 95.5% of the farms in

some states are electrified. And, of course, the kids go to
college!

Mrs. Farmer simply selects her meal
of home grown locker-processed meat,
fruit and vegetables and maybe some
baked goods out of a deep freeze the
size of her city sister’s kitchen. Then,
like as not, she will flick a switch that
not only cooks the meal, but turns it-
self off again. Another flip or two
and she can wash her clothes and
dishes and dispose of the garbage all
at the same time.

All this, while she steps into the
new Chrysler and whisks away over
the black top to a Home Demonstra-
tion Club meeting at the Consolidated
School.

Of course, her city cousin could do
the same thing if she had money
enough to buy all of these appliances
—or anything to put in them if she
had them. For the city cousin there
is no yearling to butcher nor another
to truck off to market.

When city cousin buys a new stove,
a washer or a Television set, the en-
tire family income is mortgaged for
months. And in the city there is the
more frequent appearance of candles
. on the dinner table. Not only do
. candles cut down on the light bill—
they add a more festive touch to those
enforced meals of meat balls and

% spaghetti!

HAT has brought about this

reversal of standards? One an-
alyst attributes it to the farmers’
finally cashing in on all their hard
work. But what of their fathers and
mothers, their grandparents, and all
of the generations before them? Who
could have worked any harder than
they?

By the time Grandpa and Grandma
were fifty they were gray, snaggle-
toothed and round-shouldered. They
had little to show beyond the mort-
gage for their abiding trust in Mother
Nature—except a houseful of kids of
all ages.

Today’s farm-owner has a tractor
that rides like a Pullman car. It will
do everything but cook a meal and
spank the kids. The old gray mare
not being where she used to be is
largely responsible for this new state
of affairs. The farmer can trace the
beginning of his emancipation to the
day he kicked her out and bought a
gasoline-powered work horse.

He soon learned he could feed a
wife and three kids off the eight acres
of land it had taken to maintain the
old hay-burner. The tractor didn't
have to be fed on stormy days, either.
He found out he could produce 10
bushels of wheat with four hours’
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work, instead of the 60 it had taken
Grandpa.

For the first time in history the
farmer had enough time to think about
his niche in this shadow-box called
life. Time to get out a bit in the world
and begin wanting for his own wife
and kids something of what he saw.

Carbide lights appeared in place of
smoky coal-oil lamps; a hand pump
replaced the community-cup dipper
and old wooden bucket in the kitchen.
The kids now had the unheard-of ad-
vantage of attending high school, go-
ing to college—and they brought
home such ideas as wind-chargers and
farm-lighting plants.

It was a short step to rural electri-
fication at a minimum charge of $10
a month—more money than Grandpa
had ever seen in four weeks. Connec:
ticut and Rhode Island are tied for
top honors in electrified farms, with
99.9% each. The East has no corner
on kilowats, though. Iowa ranks nine-
teenth on the electrification program
with electric service reaching 95.5%
of Jowa farms!

HERE is less and less of the yokel
about today's farmer. Like as not,
both he and his wife are graduates of
their state agricultural college. This
is why the number of white Amer-
icans attending college, in proportion
to the total population, has nearly
doubled in the past twenty years.
Who else but the farmer's kids
have the money? The rule goes in
post-war Japan; and in Ireland, too,
where, until recently, the farm lass
who tired of her drab existence might
earn as much as $1.50 weekly work-
ing as a maid in the city. Of course,
not every farmer has been equally
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blest. Not everybody lives on the same
scale in town, either.

But looking at the over-all picture,
these past few years have brought op-
portunity, a new dignity and a new
self -respect to rural dwellers. This
same state of affairs can be found in
any country around the globe where
the old gray mare has been retired to
make room for a shiny red tractor.

Farm youth who have a yearning
for the bright lights after graduation
from ag college are now becoming our
scientists and captains of industry, too.
The farm kid soon learns that the
more efficiently he can perform the
chores assigned him, the sooner he can
be done with them and play cowboy,
Indian, or engage in other games. He
needs no planned program to develop
his creative abilities, such as must be
furnished his city cousin to keep him
out of the hands of the police.

Today's dullard has no place on a
modern farm. Therefore, he crowds
into city tenements or housing proj-
ects. When he is old enough to work
he takes his place on an assembly line
producing something that makes no
sense to him. He has small ability to
think for himself. The city, the Gov-
ernment and the social agencies have
done it for him. The thinking nowa-
days is done by the transplanted
farmer who is straining every nerve to
make his pile in industry; so he can
retire to an acreage!
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‘““THE FARMER’S DOIN’ SWELL!”

A TYPICAL example of the life
of a farmer compared to that of
his city cousin is portrayed by two
families we will call the Martins and
the Nolans.

The prospect of life in the city
. looked enticing to Rose Farley when
she became engaged to Lee Nolan,
who was visiting his uncle, Charley
Martin, at Martin's prairie farm. But,
transplanted to the city, Rose met
none of the glamorous cafe society she
read about in the gossip column of
her daily paper.

Instead, the Nolans acquired three
children and a small house very much
in the suburbs. Lee's salary provided
them with life's necessities; but there
wasn't much left over for the luxuries.
Rose didn't know how much she
would miss the full larder on the farm,
until she tried buying everything at
city stores!

Came the war and the bonanza of
a bomber-plant pay check. But there
was no high living, no mink coats, no
black market steaks, for the Nolans.
When the end of hostilities coincided
with the death of Rose's mother, she
and Lee disposed of their painfully-
acquired equity in the city house, and
made a down-payment on the old
Farley farmstead.

Rose was looking forward to living
“neighbors” with Lee's cousin, Max
Martin, and his wife, Pauline, who
had taken over the Martin farm at the
beginning of the war. But Pauline had
other ideas. The farm had served its
purpose well, for hadn't it kept Max
out of the draft? Now that the shoot-
ing war was over, she had no inten-
tion of stagnating on the farm any
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longer. She wanted the advantages of
city schools for their children.

Max rented the Martin farm to
Lee, and went into a real estate of-
fice in the city. By working all day,
seven days a week, and often far into
the night, he manages to keep their
standard of living something like it
was on the farm.

THERE is no place for sluggishness
in Pauline's life, either. Her life
is one endless round of bridge parties,
canasta clubs, Kensington and garden
groups. Not because she particularly
wants it that way, but because she
has to do it. She contacts half of Max's
prospective customers while clubbing
over a coffee cup.

And how about Lee and Rose?
Have they missed the good city life
by their move to the sticks? Not by a
jugful! Their spacious farm home has
been modernized to a far greater de
gree than the little house they left be-
hind in the city. Not only have they
paid off their own mortgage, but they
are now setting up Lee, Jr., and his
new wife in business on a neighboring
farm.

Two other sons, Dean and Bob, still
at home, are establishing their own
bank accounts against the day when
they, too, will want to launch out for
themselves as farmers. Rose no longer
has to wonder where the next week's
groceries are coming from-—she al-
ready knows, because they are waiting
to be taken out of the deep freeze.
The new Chrysler is waiting to take
her wherever she may want to spend
her leisure time. She has money in her
pocket for shopping sprees in Kansas
City, Denver or Omabha.
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YES, this is the Golden Age for Ag-

riculture; and three leading agri-
cultural economists declare the mid-
century farmer to be living in it. The
Dean of the College of Agriculture at
Cornell University, W. I. Myers, and
Drs. F. A. Pearson and Herrell De-
Graf have designated the past five
years without parallel in the history
of American agriculture.

Maybe Dr. Pearson hit the jackpot
with his three reasons why this is so:
moderately rising prices; a rise in farm
property values without a propor-
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tional increase in the total debt; and
increasing amounts of crops, live-
stock and livestock products per unit
of labor.

Or, maybe it can be laid to the
present-day trend toward the cowboy
jeans that have replaced Grandpa’s
bib overalls and Grandma’s gray cal-
lico. Maybe the reason farmers have
so much is because they just can’t get
a fist out of their levi pockets when
it's doubled up and full of kale seed!

“Heigh-ho, the merry-oh, the farm-
er's doin’ swell!”

for your

CHILD

By ALAN W. FARRANT

Everyone has pet ideas of how and when to begin the finan-
cial training of his child. Most sound ideas adbere to the
proverb: “Experience is the best teacher.”

YOU cannot expect a child to
handle money wisely if he has
never been given any idea of its value.
No definite age can be set as the
starting point for such training, be-
cause it varies with the individual.
But as soon as a child wants some-
thing he does not possess, the time
has arrived.

With something definite in mind
to buy, the child’s incentive to save
for it is established. The method of
securing the needed money is of

prime importance—work. Yes, work-
ing is the old, old way; and no
worthy substitute for it has ever been
found. If a child grows up without
an appreciation of the connection be-
tween work and money, he frequently
catches that deadly fever, the desire
for quick returns.

The parents, of course, will deter-
mine the first work. It is a mistake
to lead a child to believe he should
be paid for everything he does at
home. Homemaking is a cooperative
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MONEY FOR YOUR CHILD

business, and he should realize this.
There are, however, certain errands
for which the child can be paid. The
delivery of a note, or an extra trip
to the store, are examples.

HILDREN over the age of ten

can be expected to find occa-
sional or part-time employment with-
out the aid of parents. This is excel
lent supplementary training in the
assumption and discharge of respon-
sibility.

Not all work is constructive, and
parents should keep close check on
the types of things the child is doing.
Work may prove physically harmful
if it is too strenuous, or of too long
duration.

The weekly allowance is an ap-
proved way of providing a child with
money, providing it does not eliminate
work from the plan of financial edu-
cation. Start the allowance small.
Then as it is increased, more duties
and responsibilities are to be expected
—particularly in the thoroughness
and alertness with which the assigned
task is performed. The child may
even save for items of clothing—and
if he does, he is apt to give such hard-
won clothing much better care!

Pay the weekly allowance in a
businesslike manner, always at the
same time each week, and never sub-
tract anything for punishment. If five
cents is taken off when Junior is late
for dinner, he draws the conclusion
that conduct is on a cash basis. He
will get the impression he is being
paid to be agreeable.

Children often get money in un-
satisfactory ways. Frequently they
tease for it, which is annoying. Many
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a wife has found herself in the di-
vorce court as a result of eternal beg-
ging to gratify immediate wishes—a
habit started when she was a small
girl. Sometimes the youngsters bor-
row from some member of the family
and then fail to pay the money back.
This should be corrected, but quickly!
Others go to a store and then do not
return all the change. This, too, must
be corrected immediately, as must the
taking of coins from mother’s purse.

NCE the child has saved up a

little money he faces the famous
three ss, all of them clamoring for
attention: spending, saving, and shar-
ing. At the start the child will be
most interested in spending—as aren't
we all? The other kind of spending—
that which requires saving for larger
purchases in the future—has to be
encouraged. Constant reminders will
be necessary until the thought is thor-
oughly grounded in the young mind.

The problems of saving are numer-
ous. Where will he keep his money?
How will he know where it is? How
will he keep track of what is spent—
and how will he determine how much
is left?

The first step is to have the child
keep a record of money he receives
and spends. If this practice is made
into a game, he will enjoy it more
and learn quicker, easier, and better.
Before he can write and solve on pa-
per simple problems in addition and
subtraction, a carefully worded expla-
nation must be made to him. For
very young children it is expedient
to use one coin only at first—giving
him not a dime, say, but always two

nickels.
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Success in saving is difficult if a
child is asked to save for something
he does not want, but which his par-
ents want him to have. Let him, in
the earlier of these formative years,
save for skates, a pet, a bright sweat-
er, or some other item of his own
choice.

If the child is inclined to spend his
money foolishly on the way home
from school—as many do—take him
to a large toy shop. When he finds
something he would especially like,
have the salesman tell of its many
good features. This will help cement
the desire for ownership, and increase
the child's will power to save up for
this particular toy.

NO parent wishes to rear his child
to be a miser. Much of the hap-
piness in life comes from sharing with
others. A part of every child’s earn-
ings or allowance should go into the
Sunday school fund and into a saving
fund for birthdays and Christmas.

The motives for saving and shar-
ing have much to do with the success
parents have in training their chil-
dren to handle money intelligently.
These motives must appeal to a child's
fancy as well as to his reason.

One of the most important parts
of the training in financial matters
is praise. A word of praise for money
well spent accomplishes wonders. In
this connection the words of George
Bernard Shaw are applicable: "To
withhold deserved praise lest it should
make its object conceited, is as dis-
honest as to withhold payment of a
just debt lest your creditor should
spend the money badly.”
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“Junsor, belp your mother! I¥s time
the boy was belpful . . . Junior!”

A

Stopping for gas in an lowa town I
found a line of cars at one filling station
that displayed a sign, "“Your tank full free
if you can guess how much it takes."

I asked the busy proprietor how his
scheme had worked out and he told me
it had worked fine.

“Pellow guessed right about a year ago,”
he said. “Cost me $1.30. But that's all
right. We don't get 'dollar’s worth’ cus
toraers any more. All we get is ‘fill 'em up’
customers.”
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The young bride announced to the gro-
cer that she wanted to buy some oysters.
“Large or small oysters, Ma'am?" in-
quired the grocer.
Faced with an unexpected decision, she
studied a moment and said, *'Well, they're
for a man who wears a size 15 collar.™

Socialists are like a bunch of bananas.
They come in green, turn yellow and have
not one straight one among them.
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WHB NEWSREEL

FULTON LEWIS, JR. spoke in Kansas City Oct. 27. and
originated his Mutual network broadcast from WHB. He
is shown (above, left) in our studios with D. L. Barnes,
president of Nash Central Motors, a Kansas City sponsor.

MARY MAYO, petite songstress and Capitol recording
artist (above. center) is a new member of WHB’s Guest
Disc Jockey Club. Guest D.].s preside over WHB's "'Night
Club of the Air” Saturday and Sunday nights, from 11
p.m. to I a.m.

EVERETT HENDRICKS, head of the music department
at Kansas City University (above, right) conducts ‘'Sixth
Row Center” on WHB Sundays at 9:30 p.m.—a pre-view
of upcoming cultural events in Kansas City during the
week to follow.

OPENING NIGHT OF THE PHILHARMONIC SEASON
finds Sandra Lea of WHB (in formal gown. right) inter-
viewing from the Music Hall lobby Mrs. O. K. Wuertz,
orchestra department chairman of the K. C. Musical Club.

LIBERACE (right) guest artist ac the annual Katz Con-
certs. took time out to greet WHB listeners while visiting
Kansas City.

“YOUNG IDEAS”, the Sunday WHB discussion panel
broadcast by young people at 12:30 p.m.. had as guests
recently Lt. Colonel Howard Cook, Sgt. Richard R. Dun-
can, Sgt. John E. Vassar and Sgt. Davey L. Davis. With
them (lower right) at microphone is Rosemary Fillmore
Grace. moderator of the program.

HI CLUB. WHB's Saturday 4:30 p.m. broadcast of, by
and for teen-agers presents high school scudents in news
of high school activities; discussions nf teen-age fashions
and etiquette; music for the saddle-shoe-sct. At extreme
leftr, below, with students, is Diane Brewster, Hi Club
femme commentator.
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The Man Who Makes Hallmark Cards
by DON DAVIS

FOR many months in Kansas City,
Missouri, there were signs through-
out the great Hall Brothers plant read-
ing:

We are making Hallmark Cards
Let’s all be careful
Very Careful

But though no signs were posted
about it, there was another message
imprinted deep in the heart and brain
of every Hall Brothers executive, de-
partment head, foreman and super-
visor: “We are training and develop-
ing men and women. Let's be doubly
careful.”

Father of these sentiments was
Joyce C. Hall, founder and president
of the firm, who has almost a relig-
iously zealous feeling of friendship
for the company’s 3,000 employees.
Three-fourths of them are young
women and girls. Hundreds are young
boys, holding their first jobs since high
school graduation. Many more—the
junior supervisors and young foremen,
newer salesmen and office employees
—are young men and women ‘‘on

their way up,” to whom Joyce Hall
feels his company offers a solid, life-
time career. For them he feels a deep,
fatherly concern—as to their health,
character, well-being, mental growth,
resourcefulness, right-thinking, right-
living and economic progress.

Take for example, the matter of
the food they eat. Many of the boys
and girls working in the plant are
fresh from high school, where they
gained the idea that the perfect meal
consists of a hot dog, a soda and a
candy bar. The Hall Brothers cafe-
teria attempts, instead, to sell them (at
cost, or less) the company’s tested
version of the right kind of food. It
finds that young people have to be
educated to eat, as well as to spell.

Take another example, the develop-
ment, growth and progress of young
workers in the organization: Joyce
Hall knows that much good comes
from group discussion of mutual prob-
lems. That’s why meetings of employ-
ees were, and are, held constantly; but
particularly in the early years of the
business when it was first “finding
itself "—and when the department-
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head organization was energetically
expanding.

The topics for discussion were items
such as these: “*“The 10 Demandments
of Business Success,” ““The Apprecia-
tion of Time,” “Point of Contact,”
“Procrastination,” ‘‘Supervision,’’
“Spoilage of Material,” “Spoilage of
Time,” “Are You Serious Minded?,”
“Rules,” “Hurrying Up the Christmas
Line,” “What Is Meant by Think-
ing?.” *J. C.” himself spoke for as
long as 45 minutes on many of these
topics, plus hundreds of talks along
similar lines—to the department head
conferences and to the employees. He
seeks always to implant in his co-
workers ideas and ambitions which
will make them more efficient and
more productive; hence worth more
to the company—and to themselves
and their families.

There are meetings for men, meet-
ings for women supervisors, meetings
for boys, meetings for girls. Often as
not, the occasion is a company dinner
*“on the house™ in the plant cafeteria.

ALOT of things had their begin-
ning in that plant cafeteria!
Fellowship, and company esprit de
corps or “employee morale,” as well
as a hundred or more romances lead-
ing to marriages of Hall Brothers
employees—

And, above everything else, devel-
opment of the merchandise display
idea which has been one of the im-
portant ingredients in the world-wide
expansion of Hall Brothers’ sales.

You've probably thought of it be-
fore: the familiar displays of Hall-
mark grecting cards on neat display
racks in thousands of stores across the

Swing

nation. They represent an application
of the cafeteria principle applied to
the display, merchandising and sale
of greeting cards.

Those cards—arranged scientifical-
ly with carefully-researched skill with-
in the rack for “Eye Vision"—are
easy to reach, ready for instant in-
spection, self-service and selection—
are plainly priced, and displayed in
“classifications™ according to the way
people look for them. And the classi-
fication seems infinite—whether in
the greeting card department of a big
department store or a small book
store: Christmas, Valentine's Day,
Easter, Mother’s Day, Halloween,
Thanksgiving, Birthday, “Get Well,”
“Thank You,” wedding congratula-
tions, anniversaries, baby congratula-
tions, “Why Not Write?,” gradua-
tion, friendship, Jewish New Year,
and Father’s Day. To name a few.

That cafeteria!

No one in the Hall Brothers organ-
ization makes more suggestions to
insure a variety of seasonable menu
items than Joyce Hall himself. And
everybody in the organization gets the
same service. The boss stands in line
with the others for his food. When
new employees report for work, they
are given a free meal on their first
day, to introduce them to the cafe-
teria. Joyce Hall’'s appreciation of
good food leads him to Luchow’s in
New York—and the Oak Room of
the Plaza. He disclaims being an epi-
cure or a gourmet—but if he has any
hobbies other than work, one of them
is good food!

ONSIDERATION of employee

welfare has led to many other
things at Hall Brothers’ plant. Com-
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fortable desks, chairs and work tables;
good “‘working conditions™; adequate
lighting; Frigidaire-cooled drinking
water; a hospital room with nurse on
duty and a doctor who is available
to all employees three mornings a
week—these are usual in thousands
of plants. But where else other than
Hall Brothers do you find free cold
milk or “cokes” served on hot sum-
mer afternoons? . . . or a “Personal
Service Department™ with a cheerful
young woman on duty, ready to ac-
cept payment for your personal gas,
light and “phone bills? . . . or to get
your auto license plates for you!

In 1942, when pay-as-you-go fed-
eral income taxes were first collected,
J. C. realized that many employees
were going to find it difficult to get
“squared away™ on last year's taxes
while paying the new. Hall Brothers
therefore paid to each employee of a
year’s service or more a full week’s
salary as an extra bonus—with gradu-
ated payments down to V4 of a week’s
pay for those who had begun working
at Hall's in October, November or
December of the previous year. With
each check was this fatherly note:
“If this check enables you to pay all of
your tax at one time, we hope you
will do so, since we believe in so
doing you will help the government
to reduce clerical expense and provide
money now for war financing. If all
or part of this extra bonus is not
needed to cover your taxes, we urge
you to invest it in Defense Bonds or
stamps and thereby aid our govern-
ment in the war effort.”

Such ideas, of thoughtfulness for
his employees, of helping others, come
to J. C. naturally and instinctively.
And he got others from visits to plants
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such as the great Hershey chocolate
factory and the model city of Hershey,
Pa.—with its stadium, park, theatre,
restaurant, hotel and orphan boys’
school—all gifts to the community by
the late Milton S. Hershey, founder
of the business. And a visit to New-
ton, Jowa, where J. C. saw what the
Maytag Company and the Maytag
family do for its employees.

N 1921, J. C. did a revolutionary

thing when it was necessary to find
a new location for the growing busi-
ness. Four sites were under considera-
tion—and he asked the employees to
vote for their favorite, based upon
their own personal preference because
of convenience of transportation, dis-
tance from home, suitability and beau-
ty of the site, etc.

Fifty-four employees voting, out of
a total of 120 at that time, decided
in favor of the site J. C. then leased
in January, 1922—a location on a
wide avenue not more than a quarter-
mile from Kansas City’s Union Sta-
tion (where nearly all transit lines in
the city pass), and only two blocks
from the magnificent site of the city’s
Liberty Memorial tower with its
green-carpeted mall. Few industrial
plants have a big city park practically
at their “front yard™!

Frequent contact by wvoice, even
with such a large organization as the
present body of Hallmark employees,
is made possible throughout the plant
by use of a company-operated **broad-
casting station”—a public-address sys-
tem with loud-speakers in every de-
partment, and microphones located
where they can be used conveniently
by various company officials. At the
beginning of each year, J. C. himself
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announces the company’s plans and
hopes for the year ahead, outlining in
detail the methods by which its objec-
tives are to be accomplished. Such a
policy makes every worker feel that
he is on the “inside™ of things.

The *“family spirit” thus engen-
dered evidenced itself during the war
by employee campaigns to send candy
to servicemen; adopt needy families
at Christmas; recruit enlistments in
the WAGQGs; sell war bonds; solicit
donors to the Red Cross Blood Bank;
organize car pools; and quiz them-
selves with a company-edited and
printed “Victory Quiz" booklet:
“What's Tour War Effort?”

When it was necessary to sort Kan-
sas City's sugar rationing cards, 60
Hallmark employees, expert at this
sort of work, pitched in on.their own
and did it—at night! They also
worked spiritedly in behalf of British
War Relief. In the Army, Navy,
Coast Guard and Marines, from the
Kansas City plant alone, 435 Hall-
mark employees were in the nation’s
service during wartime.

FAMILY spirit translated in terms
of efficiency led a visitor to remark
“this is the neatest, most orderly fac-
tory I have ever seen.” Such a condi-

tion 1s brought about by a continuous
series of “‘Inspection Awards™ for
cleanliness, orderliness and “‘consider-
ation of the condition™ of every one
of the many departments.

Almost every technological method
of engraving, printing and lithograph-
ing is utilized somewhere in the plant
—each in its own department, manned
by highly skilled employees. But the
work really begins with the creative
department—writers and artists who
conceive, write, design, and execute
the items in the “line.” This planning
and creative work is all done on sched-
ule, months ahead of each season. In
January, samples of the 1953 Christ-
mas line will be available.
lines are shown to retail dealers by
men who live in the territory. Such
representatives are not considered as
doing a selling job but are called
“merchandisers” as they service the
dealers and show them modern mer-
chandising methods. Consider the
complications inherent in maintaining
a "'line” of some 5,000 different items,
all new at least once a year, ready
for shipment the moment an order is
received from a small store in Wapa-
luly, Idaho . . . and you’ll understand
how J. C. managed to lose a little of
his hair!

Ob what fun at those Hall Brothers picnics in the early years of the busi-
ness! This line of motor cars, bearing employees to a picnic at the Ivanhoe
Country Club, paraded the downtown district en route.

The new
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OYCE HALL'S outstanding char-

acteristic is his sclf-taught ability to
think ahead—making plans for the
growth and advancement of the busi-
ness—translating this growth into op-
portunities for the advancement of
his associates who do their work well.
Yet he works longer hours than any
of them, from 8:30 in the morning
when he is in Kansas City, until 6
o'clock in the evening, at which time
he is seen lugging out a loaded brief-
case of papers for quiet, thoughtful
perusal that night at home.

On the road—in Chicago, New
York, Boston, Los Angeles, London,
wherever—he maintains an equally
strenuous schedule. He was in New
York recently at a dinner conference
with associates when a telephone call
was received that the barn at Hall-
mark Farm had burned. "I wonder
if anyone was hurt?” was his first
comment. In New York he enjoys
the theatre, but seldom gets to one
unless it is with business contacts.
When he dines in a New York res-
taurant, it is not only to enjoy the
food, but frequently to talk business.

EW people think of him in such

a light, probably; but as a real es-
tate operator, Joyce Hall deserves to
be acclaimed by the Real Estate Board.
Factory space requirements and stor-
age warehouse needs have created for
Hallmark all through the years a
never-ending problem—the problem

~ of constant expansion, of always need-

ing more room. Hall's first *big”
move, in 1923 was to a §-story and
basement building at 26th and Grand
Avenue.

Within five years, this building

| had to be supplemented by a lease of
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30,000 square feet on three floors of
the E. Shukert Building adjoining.
Hall's did it a floor at a time: one
floor in 1926, another in 1927, the
third in 1928. Here you have the
accurate, precise, meticulous Joyce
Hall at work as a real estate operator!
But wait—

By 1936, in a spurt of growth fol-
lowing the depression, J. C. was ready
for his biggest real estate venture to
date, when he bought from Waillys-
Overland the former Overland Build-
ing now occupied by the Hallmark
plant—a 6-acre, 6-story, block-long
behemoth of a building that cost more
than a million dollars to build in 1916.
The site had been purchased by Wil-
lys-Overland from the Scarritt Estate
in 1916. (That’s the same Scarritt
Estate which formerly owned the
Scarritt Building in which WHB’s
studios are located.)

In 1937, J. C. acquired 24,000 more
square feet of land adjoining the
site, now used as a parking lot, and
in 1939 (at which time the company
had 950 employees) he terminated a
lease occupied by the Chrysler Cor-
poration in the Overland Building—
to gain 30,000 more square feet for
Hall Brothers.

Came March, 1942, and Hall’s
added a lease of two more buildings—
the Mayflower Building, and the sec-
ond floor of the Ralph Knight Build-
ing. These were Buildings No. 7 and
No. 8. Meanwhile, to accommodate
the War Department, they were in
and out of the Carnie-Goudy Build-
ing (No. 4) within a period of months
—but stayed put in a 10,000 sq. ft.
warehouse building at 29th and
Genessee.
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URING the war, too, they de-

cided to take the work nearer the
workers for handwork on greeting
cards, by locating branch plants in
neighborhoods where the employees
live. This led to leases on Troost and
on Forest Avenue; on Broadway;
and in Mission, Kansas—and to the
establishment of branch plants in five
other Kansas towns: Topeka, Law-
rence, Emporia, Parsons and Leaven-
worth.

About this time, Hallmark bought
the Motto Division of the Buzza Com-
pany of Minneapolis—folks who make
wall mottoes from verses and epi-
grams. To be in this business you
need to have copyright use of Joyce
Kilmer’s “*Trees,” the poems of Rud-
yard Kipling, the verses of Edgar A.
Guest and the writings of J. P. Mc-
Evoy. Joyce Hall negotiated all that,
too—along with expanding the Forest
Avenue location to hold the consoli-
dated Motto and Artcraft depart-
ments. The motto business was even-
tually discontinued as changing times
resulted in a decreased demand.

Meanwhile, the company had moved
its New York quarters from the Em-
pire State Building to a 10,000 sq. ft.
showroom and office at 417 Fifth
Avenue—and had established (many
years ago) branches in Boston and
Los Angeles. After the war, it
moved its two-story Kansas City re-
tail store from Petticoat Lane to the
handsomely modern four-story Hall
Building on Grand Avenue, when
Hall Brothers acquired the T. M.
James China Co. retail store.

In 1953, as an expansion of the
present plant, Hallmark will begin
construction of a 6-million-dollar

.S)wing

building on a sloping 7Y% acre tract
across the street from the present
Hallmark (Overland) Building. With
25 acres of floor space, this new build-
ing will be the largest structure in
floor area yet erected in the business
district which surrounds the Union
Station. A bridge across busy McGee
Trafficway at the fourth and fifth-
story levels will unite the present
building with the new one. And the
new building, of contemporary design,
will take advantage of the sloping site,
facing on 25th Street, McGee and
Locust, to make every floor a ground
floor! Employees can drive right off
Locust Street onto the roof of the
seventh floor, park their cars, and go
downstairs to work! There'll be roof
parking space for 450 cars!

The creative writing, art staff and
office staff will occupy the top-story,
“north lighted” 25th Street side—
with access to an open roof garden
overlooking downtown Kansas City to
the north. Executive offices will sur-
round a glass-covered patio. Manu-
facturing processes will start on the
top floors, with work-in-progress de-
scending by gravity work-flow toward
the completion stages, to the ware-
house-storage and shipping docks on
the street level! They may add an
eighth floor for offices—which would |
limit the parking space to 348 cars.

IF you visit the tall, lean, soft-spoken,
balding gentleman who dreams all
these dreams and makes them come
true, you'll be graciously received in
his Hallmark (Overland) Building *
office—a fine Georgian room done
by Louis de Martelly, with a wood-
burning fireplace. You'll see photos of
the Honorable Winston Churchill,l

i
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Grandma Moses, Norman Rockwell
and other distinguished artists—all of
whom have for a number of years
designed exclusive cards for a Hall-
mark Gallery Artists Series. You'll
see newer photos of Jane Wyman,
Groucho Marks, Henry Fonda and
Fred MacMurray—Hollywood **Sun-
day painters” who are truly talented
amateurs. This year they have created
another Hallmark innovation by de-
signing Christmas cards for the Hall-
mark line,

One of the most colorful things
undertaken lately by J. C. is the
revival of the old American May
Basket custom. When he was only
a lad in Nebraska, it was the custom
and tradition to hang May baskets on
the doors of friends.

To revive this custom, J. C. cre-
ated a series of May Baskets and in
one season has returned to a great
degree all over America the May Bas-
ket custom. The project was so suc-
cessful that thousands of teachers
wrote in for ideas for May Day
dances, games, poles and similar cele-
brations. J. C. also thought something
should be done to negate the idea that
May Day is a time only for com-
munists. This was his effort.

And all of Hall Brothers’ growth
has come about since Joyce Hall in
1922 paid $500 for an eight-line verse
by Edgar A. Guest — thus bringing
writing talent that “‘clicked™ to the
then infant greeting card business!
At Hall's you'll see photos of Edgar
A. Guest, too!

Joyce Hall has been courageous in
other ways. Radio advertising, for
instance. Doubting Thomases thought
J. C. was just a bit daft, in 1939, when
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Winston Churchill, famous as a “Sun-
day painter,” is one of the most widely-
known contributors of paintings to the
Hallmark line of greeting cards. Here
be is shown, in England, with Joyce
Hall at the time the Kansas City manu-

facturer with bis family paid a social
call on the Honorable Mr. Churchill.

r'S

he put Tony Wons on WMAQ in
Chicago, reading sentimental poetry
to advertise greeting cards. Then, even
more daft, the next year, when Hall's
expanded the program to a coast-to-
coast NBC network.

One lonely old lady wrote Tony
Wons suggesting that maybe his lis-
teners might like to add Grandma
McDonnell to their greeting card list.
Tony read her letter on the air—and
listeners sent her fruit, candy, cash
and 18,000 greeting cards! You can
be sure that Hall Brothers researchers
analyzed every one of those cards to
determine what percentage were Hall-
mark!

From the days of those programs
by Tony Wons, Hallmark Radio ad-

vertising has continued on an ex-
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panded basis every year since, with
“Meet Your Navy,” the “Charlotte
Greenwood Show,” “Readers’ Di-
gest,” and “Hallmark Playhouse™—to
include the “Hallmark Playhouse™
heard today on CBS Radio, and after
a season of Sarah Churchill inter-
views, the Hallmark “Hall of Fame
Television Theatre™ on NBC Tele-
vision. Last Christmas, Hallmark pio-
neered once more with the premiere
of “*Amahl and the Night Visitors.”
This was a brand new venture in
television and received many acco-
lades. The New Yorker magazine
called it “the best television show to
date” and Life magazine featured it
later in colored pictures. It was an-
other Hallmark first for Joyce Hall.
It was repeated last Easter and will
be featured again this Christmas Day.

Swing points no moral—but Hall-
mark’s greatest period of growth be-
gan with the continuous, consistent
use of Radio advertising!

ACK to the man, Joyce Hall. He

and his elder brothers, Rollie and
William, grew up in David City, Ne-
braska (population 2,300) where they
were raised by their widowed mother,
Mrs. Nancy D. Hall.

Joyce learned his readin’, 'ritin’ and
‘rithmetic at the old red brick school
in David City. Rollie and William
had by this time embarked in business
for themselves. The family moved to
Norfolk, Nebraska, where William
opened a stationery shop. J. C., while
working in the store after school in
the afternoons, nights, Saturdays and
Sundays, conceived the idea of selling
picture post cards. His brother,
Rollie, who put money into the ven-
ture with William but sold candy on

Swing

the road as a regular occupation, also
sold the post cards. Joyce, from the
time he was 14, caught with the
“post card fever,” sold cards during
summer vacations and long holiday
seasons. At one time J. C. branched
off on a personal venture, that of
selling sawdust sweeping compound.
He gave this up when he moved to
Kansas City to expand his post card
business.

Young Joyce decided he ought to
attend business college—and debated
whether to go to Omaha or Kansas
City. At this point he received some
fateful advice from a cigar salesman
he had met—a friend who told him
that Kansas City was a bustling, grow-
ing community, and that the town
and the folks in it had a spirit that
was not evident anywhere else. Hall’s
decision to attend school in Kansas
City brought to this community a
business that has developed from noth-
ing into the largest greeting card com-
pany in the world.

Discovering that business college
didn’t keep him busy, Joyce took his
courses at night and jobbed a line of
postcards by day. Then he began
handling engraved Christmas cards
and Valentines. Soon the business was
going so well that Rollie joined him,
bringing to the partnership the ad-
vantages of his sales experience and
wide acquaintance from traveling
through Nebraska and South Dakota.
Their combined capital at this time
was less than $10,000.

About this time, Joyce met a shy,
genteel, gracious Irish lass named
Elizabeth Dilday, who lived in Kansas
City. Attracted by the sparkle in her

eye—her droll, dry humor and her i
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Irish wit—he alternated business with
a bit of courtin’. They were married
March 25, 1922.

But the postcards (sometimes called
a second cousin to greeting cards)
were a forgotten craze within three
years. Greeting cards became increas-
ingly popular—with customers pre-
ferring engraved Christmas cards for
their sincerity and dignity, and ornate
Valentines for their beauty. Elabo-
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rately-boxed Valentines, for example,
sold retail for as much as $12 each.

Joyce wanted to bring cards and
Valentines of quality within the pur-
chasing range of the average person,
thus enabling buyers to express their
thoughts and sentiments in good taste
for a modest expenditure. At 10th
and Oak the brothers began their
business in a 12 x 14 foot room, in
1910—Ilater moving to 915 Broadway.

HALLMARK BROADCASTING

On Radio
TONY WONS—The “Are you

listenin'?"" reader of sentimental po-
etry . . . sponsored by Hall Brothers
locally on WMAQ, Chicago, in a
test series to advertise Hallmark
Cards. The next two seasons, the
program was expanded coast-to-coast
on the NBC network, continuing
until 1942.

“MEET YOUR NAVY” was
sponsored by Hall Brothers on the
Blue Network of NBC for two years
during the war. The Great Lakes
Naval Station chorus, orchestra, band
and soloists supplied the music—and
the message to friends and relatives
of servicemen was “‘keep 'em happy
with mail.”

THE CHARLOTTE GREEN-
WOOD SHOW — ABC network.
The famous comedienne in a weekly
series of situation comedy shows, be-
ginning fall, 1944.

“READER'S DIGEST OF THE
AIR"—On the CBS network, with
dramatizations of articles, books and
stories from the Reader's Digest.

“HALLMARK PLAYHOUSE"
Lionel Barrymore currently as nar-
rator, with production supervised
by Foote, Cone, Belding, the Hall
Brothers advertising agency. The

SINCE 1939—THIRTEEN YEARS!

show is on CBS and started orig-
inally with James Hilton as pro-
ducer and narrator.

On Television

“HALLMARK CARDS PRE-
SENTS SARAH CHURCHILL"—
Winston Churchill's daughter, from
New York, in an NBC-TV series of
programs during which Miss Sarah
interviewed famous guests. This

show first went on in the fall of
1951.

HALLMARK HALL OF FAME
—This is an NBC series of dra-
matic programs presided over by
Sarah Churchill who takes dramatic
parts occasionally. It is directed by
Albert McCleery. The show first
went on the air in early 1952. A
new type of presentation known as
cameo photography is being used,
with every indication it is going to
be another successful “first” for

Joyce C. Hall.

“AMAHL AND THE NIGHT
VISITORS"—Christmas, 1951, pre-
miere of the Menotti opera written
especially for Television—a moving
performance starring little Chet Al-
len, then 12 years old. This music
is now available on RCA recordings.
On TV, the opera is to be repeated
Christmas Day, as it was last Easter.
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Established as jobbers of greeting
cards, they branched out as “Hall
Brothers,” starting with four em-
ployees. In 1913, they moved to the
Corn Belt Building at 1017 Grand
Avenue, with a gift shop and store
in addition to the jobbing business.
Operating on the barest of margin,
the brothers were able to stay in busi-
ness only because importers and man-
ufacturers, impressed by their integ-
rity and ambition, were willing to
carry their notes.

Then disaster struck. Shortly after
a shipment of imported Valentines
had arrived, fire swept the building
and destroyed equipment, furniture
and inventory. But the orders and
company books were dry—locked in
a safe in the water-filled basement.
Importers were able to duplicate the
Valentine order, and extended addi-
tional credit. The Hall Brothers—
back in business, but $17,000 “in the
red” on top of an already heavy debt
as a result of their fire loss—moved
in, by invitation, with the Starr Piano
Company on the second floor at Elev-
enth and Grand.

Then came another blow. At the
beginning of the Christmas selling
season in 1915, their largest supplier
notified them that he was sending his
own salesmen into the territory; and
that he no longer needed a Kansas
City jobber! The Hall Brothers' an-
swer was a determination to produce
their own line of Christmas cards—
for which purpose they purchased a
small engraving shop. There, along-
side the pianos, they began turning
out greeting cards of their own man-
ufacture.

What had seemed to be catastrophe

developed into their greatest oppor-
tunity. The business at this period
was known as “Hall Brothers Paper
Craft"—and the letterhead bore the
proud words: “Publishers — Import-
ers.”” By 1917, it was “"Hall Brothers
—Steel and Copperplate Engravers—
Publishers and Importers of Paper Art
Goods.™ During the first World War,
the demand for greeting cards sky-
rocketed; and in 1919 Hall Brothers
started pushing for national distribu-
tion of their product, with a line of
greeting cards far ahead of competi-
tive standards of the times.

N 1921, brother William joined

the company as office manager; and
Hall Brothers established their Kansas
City retail store on Petticoat Lane.
By 1922, with 120 employees, they
were ready for a major expansion.
The present Hall Brothers Company
was incorporated in Missouri, June
11, 1923—with J. C., R. B. (Rollie)
and W. F. (William) as the stock-
holders. The nation-wide reputation
of Hallmark cards had been gained
by 1924.

This expansion effort was spear
headed by J. C., who created the
“line”” and then spent weeks on the
road selling it. He has continued ever
since personally to approve every de-
sign in the line. His associates who
know him best consider him not only
a skilled editor with an unerring eye
for cards that will catch popular
fancy; but think of him as a “business
statesman”—a practical idealist and
perfectionist—whose vision, courage,
hard work and decision made possible
the present Hall Brothers business.

Brother Rollie (who spent about
seven months a year on the road)
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came up with a terrific idea about this
time, early in the twentics—probably
1922. He noticed that women buyers
in retail stores complained plain tissue
paper made an unimpressive wrapping
for gift packages, particularly Christ-
mas packages. As envelope liners, the
Halls were using gaily printed sheets
—with holly and other designs in
color. Rollie conceived the idea of
selling this paper for gift wrappings.
This was the start of the use of fancy
wrappings for Christmas and gift
packages—a universally accepted cus-
tom now. For Christmas seals the
Halls also brought out a line of em-
bossed metallic ‘“‘radiant™ seals—
stars, poinsettia, holly, dogs, kittens.
They were exclusive with the Hall
line that first year—and only one
competitor had imitated it by the sec-
ond year. This new line enabled the
Halls to gain entree to many new and
important accounts with big depart-
ment stores.

Such growth brought its rewards—
in personal satisfaction, in business
friendships, and financially.

C.’s interest in young people, and

* his ability to select co-workers, is
shown by the fact that his top people,
with the exception of Raymond W.
Hall (no relation), fiscal vice presi-
dent, are all men from the ranks:

Charles S. Stevenson, vice president
in charge of production, joined the
company in 1919, fresh from the
Army. He became acquainted with
J. C. as an opponent in a basketball
game. J. C. used to play a flashy cen-
ter and specialized in a one-handed
push shot with the Battery B team at
17th and Highland, while Charlie was
a member of the Lowe and Campbell
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team. Stevenson joined Hall Brothers
to help create some advertising signs.
When they were done, he went into
the stock room, cleaned out the base-
ment and then was an order filler and
shipping clerk. From those depart-
ments he moved into his present po-
sition.

C. Ed Goodman, vice president in
charge of sales, started in 1929, work-
ing evenings as a clerk while attend-
ing junior college. Later, for four or
five years, he was assistant to Steven-
son, then transferred to detail work
in the newly-formed dealers’ service
department. He acquired his knowl-
edge of sales in the front lines.

Joe C. Kipp, now head of the plan-
ning department and a member of the
board of directors, came in as an
embryonic salesman in 1931. Then he
shifted to the editorial department,
beginning as a clerk.

William P. Harsh, secretary and
member of the board of directors,
came fresh from the University of
Missouri and its football team as an
assistant to Stevenson, working on up
through maintenance, warehousing,
shipping and production.

OYCE HALL always had an eye

for beauty—and when he wanted
to buy a home in 1927, he happened
upon “Chinquapin Lodge,” the coun-
try estate of the former treasurer of
Peet Brothers, Cameron Rathbone,
who moved to Chicago when his com-
pany became Colgate-Palmolive-Peet.
It was a 41-acre tract on Indian Creek
with a Colonial home. In all the won-
derful country around Kansas City,
there is no more beautiful combination

of wooded slopes, tree-framed vistas

and sparkle of water.
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From this site, the following year,
J. C. removed the original home and
reproduced in its place a bit of the
Old South —a plantation mansion
with a splendid portico across the
facade, six tall pillars supporting the
roof. They endowed the house with a
supreme dignity characteristic of its
type. Boillot & Lauck were the archi-
tects, and they were modern enough
to include a swimming pool and a
handball court.

Meanwhile, J. C. had begun taking
his growing family to Colorado for
vacations. There was daughter Bar-
bara, now Mrs. Robert Marshall who
has two young daughters, Libby, 2
years, and Peggy, 2 months.

There was Elizabeth Ann, whom
they call *Jimmie,” now married to
Dr. Richard Schaffer, chief patholo-
gist at the Veterans Hospital in Kan-
sas City. They have three children:
Ricky, § years, Kenny, 4 years, and
Joyce, 3 years.

And then there is the Halls’ son,
Donald Joyce, unmarried, who has
grown up to graduate from Dart-
mouth and join the Army, serving
now in Japan.

OR the children the Halls estab-

lished a summer home called Echo
Lodge, at Grand Lake in Colorado
—a location known to boating enthu-
siasts as the “highest yacht club in the
world,” elevation 8,153 feet.

Succeeding years saw J. C. expand
his farm home from 40 acres to 300,
after which he added another 160
acres—assembling nearly a section of
land in all. Here he built an elaborate
dairy barn at 110th Street (designed,
with a Colonial portico, by Boillot &

Swing

Lauck) —and installed therein the
famous Longview Farm prize-winning
Jersey herd to which he added more
purebreds from time to time.

This “cattle fever” lasted for sev-
eral years, during which time Bor-
den’s distributed “Hallmark Jersey
Milk™ to a market for rich milk, at
that time a diet problem—and J. C.
began his custom of serving cold milk
or iced tea to his employees in mid-
afternoon on hot days. Based upon
a philosophy he expressed: “‘there
must be an easier way to lose your
money,” he dispersed the herd and
leased the barn to an interesting busi-
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ness, the American Breeders Service. gets away occasionally to Canada, |
They keep a herd of purebred bulls Hawaii, and to Europe. During the
used for artificial insemination of summer, when he is presumed to be
Si‘:f;ﬁguioz’i’;' c'})‘g:ftrx;ro;fxllucfts}lxsipssig relaxmg at Ij:cho ‘Lodge, he spends .
by ai 4 much time with big express packages
y air to South America. The ven- fl .

2 own out from Kansas City—con-
ture is headed by J. Rockefeller ining desions for th : -
Prentice, grandson of the famous ltgmmg ESgE 3O U mEe HSILS
John D. L 3

J. C. also has a town apartment in IS civic contributions are many
Kansas City at The Walnuts. and noteworthy. Greatly inter- f
It's fortunate that the Hall Brothers ested in the Kansas City Art Institute, 1
business requires lots of traveling, the company maintains 38 scholarships
because J. C. really likes to travel. He there—and employs many Institute
is “on the road” frequently; spends graduates. In his civic activity, J. C. o
two months a year in Colorado; and serves on the boards of the Univer- §
:
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sity of Kansas City, Pembroke Coun-
try-Day School, the Helping Hand
Institute, Drake University, the Mid-
west Research Institute and the
Eisenhower Foundation. He is a past-
president of the Kansas City Rotary
Club.

The annual Hallmark International
competition for professional and ama-
teur artists, providing $25,000 in
prizes for paintings on the subject of
Christmas, was established in 1950.
An exhibit of the 100 prize-winning
water colors for the 2nd Hallmark
Art Award is being held at the
Wildenstein Gallery in New York
this month.

“Hallmark™ was originally the term
for the official stamp of the Gold-
smith’s Guild, London, placed on
gold and silver articles to attest their
excellence. Figuratively, it.has come
to mean a distinctive mark or token
of genuineness, good breeding or ex-
cellence.

As the mark of the man, Joyce
Hall, it attests all three qualities. The
mark iIs on the man, as well as his
product.

9W"z‘(?‘i‘fial @J

ANT TO BE a Disc Jockey?

If you do, plan a program from
thirty of your favorite records—send
the list to “WHB Disc Jockey Club™
—and make application to appear on
the “Night Club of the Air,” Satur-
days or Sundays from 11 p.m. to 1
a.m. If selected, you may do the show
“live™ if you wish—or, you can tape-
record it in advance at WHB’s
studios.
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"This mobilization is really costing me
money—three of my sister’s boy friends
bave already been drafted!”

“Pop, bow long does it take for the
second set of teeth to grow in?”’

"“We'd better stop drinking to owur
success—ithere’s not much left!”
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“Well, am I an uncle or aunt?”



“What a coincidence~—the teacher
wants to see you too.”

SMALL FRY

—by Currier
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“l have a vocabulary of 1,000 words
—990 of which I can use around the
bouse.”’

*Of course 1 like you, grandma. Why
you've been in the family for genera-
tions.”
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. and be said, 'Ill black your eye’
and 1 said, 'Ob, no you won’t. But be
did. Then we got in another argument
and be said, 'I'll black your other eye’
and 1 said . . .”
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The New York HERALD-TRIBUNE'S sometimes
acid radio and television critic often steps on tender
toes. SWING presents more excerpts from bhis syndi-
cated column on the subjects: Birth of a Baby, Ezio 4
Pinza, Marie Wilson, Vivian Blaine, Martha Raye,

g

Birth Of A Baby

HE American Medical Associa-

tion, which used to be as shy as
a new bride about telling what was
on its mind, has got bold .as brass
lately. Flexes its muscles right out in
front of a television camera and every-
thing. Last June, the A M.A. demon-
strated a duodenal ulcer operation,
which was conceivably the bloodiest
television program of all time.

The latest of the A.M.A. shows
(if show is quite the word for it) was
widely advertised in advance as the
first Caesarian birth to be recorded
in front of a TV camera. Naturally,
this brought out a horde of spectators,
including this one. The birth of a
baby has always been a great circula-
tion builder as “Life™ magazine
demonstrated a decade or so ago when
that magazine decided its readers
ought to be privy to the facts of—
well-life.

But, while “Life"” came through
with all the gory details, the AM.A.
didn’t. The broadcast which emanated
from the A.M.A. annual clinical ses-

4 Marilyn Monroe, Television in Hollywood . . .
/ some wonderfully weird Hollywood characters.

By JOHN CROSBY

sion in Denver, opened with a picture
of a lot of white-robed medicos hud-
dled around and completely conceal-
ing a young expectant mother. There
was no sound, the sound track hav-
ing got lost somewhere between here
and Denver. Next we had an edifying
glimpse of Ben Grauer speaking
soundlessly about something or other.

Presently the sound came on and
we got a little, halting talk from a
doctor about the progress made by
the medical profession in curbing the
death rate of prematurely born
babies. There was a shot or two of a
two pound infant being patted on
the rear by a nurse. Then Mr. Grauer
broke in, pleased as if he were the
father, to announce that ‘‘our newest
citizen has arrived.”

And there he was, the new citizen.
The process of his arrival was merci-
fully omitted. Frankly, I couldn’t have
been happier. There are some things
that the lay citizenry shouldn't be ex-
posed to and I feel strongly that the
birth of a baby is one of them. Too
graphic a picturization of so intimate

and
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THE CREAM OF CROSBY

a business could easily drive a lot of
young women into concluding that
childbirth is not for them.

As it was we got an instructive,
rather bloodcurdling glimpse of what
happens in the first few minutes after
a child is born. They certainly treat
him rough, swabbing out his mouth,
tying up the cord, splashing silver ni-
trate in his eyes—all as matter of
factly as a man wrapping a bundle.

“The baby's doing very well,” mur-
mured a doctor who was explaining
all this. “It’s objecting a little to
what’s going on.”

“I don’t blame him,” said Mr.
Grauer. I didn’t either.

“From now on it’s just a question
of keeping him warm, healthy and
happy,” added the doctor. It's quite
a large order—keeping warm, healthy
and happy—one that has defied a
good many adults.

While I am in general sympathy
with the aims of the A.M.A. in try-
ing to spread medical enlightenment
as far as possible, I feel that the
organization has not yet found any-
thing like the right answer for a tele-
vision show. The program ranged
from the downright dull to sensational
to the plain incomprehensible (largely
due to the stiffish monotones affected
by the doctors when talking about
their accomplishments).

There must be some way to human-
1ze doctors so that they can talk to
laymen in language which is both
warm and understandable. The em-
phasis not only of this series of two
programs but also of the June broad-
casts, both of which were sponsored
by the Smith, Kline and French medi-
cal supply outfit, has been on the cure
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of disease. I think it might be in-
teresting and certainly instructive if
the A.M.A. devoted some of its future
programs to disease prevention where
you and I could absorb some pre-
sumably useful advice on how to stay
out of the hands of doctors.

Incidentally, Mr. Grauer, in herald-
ing the birth of a newborn baby,
chalked up another “first” for his
distinguished collection. Grauer, you'll
be enchanted to learn, was also the
first man to give away money by tele-
phone on a radio show (the Pot
O’Gold program); first man to do a
plane-to-ground television show
(1949); and first to emcee a broad-
cast of a sixteen-man orchestra from
a plane in flight (1933). There’s not
much left for Grauer to live for.

Pinza Was Never More Ezio

THE Ezio Pinza show opens almost

invariably in what we are led to
believe is the singer’s library. It’s a
comfortable spot, pine-panelled, a fire
in the grate, Mr. Pinza in a smoking
jacket. There is a butler, a picturesque
character, mixing drinks and spouting
below-stairs philosophy. The curtains
are drawn.

It’s what you might call the escapist
gimmick. Baby, it’s cold outside. Baby,
it’s warm inside. The harsh world is
locked out; Mr. Pinza, all very re-
laxed in that smoking jacket, is inside.
The men will envy his privacy and
comfort. The women will try to break
into it. It can hardly miss with either
sex. This is Pinza, personalized like
one of those whiskey bottles they put
your name on at Christmas.

A
And whatever happened to Dagmar?
A
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The translation of “My Friend
Irma", a highly successful radio show,
to television has been done with
meticulous care. Marie Wilson, the
extravagantly modelled blonde, still
plays Irma, Cathy Lewis is still her
level-headed, suffering roommate.
Both are so entirely appropriate to
the roles that it's hard to imagine
anyone else replacing them. This will
lead to quite a casting problem in
1975 when Miss Wilson may just
possibly want to step down and
when, I'm sure, the show will just be
getting its second wind.

“My Friend Irma" is frankly a
very funny and thoroughly profes-
sional show. Its writers, Cy Howard
who originated the radio show, and
Frank Galen, appear to have scruti-
nized carefully all the other comedy
shows around and to have incorpo-
rated the very best features and
eliminated the worst. Like George
Burns, Miss Lewis acts as narrator,
talking straight to the camera and
more or less setting the scene for
whatever little disaster Miss Wilson
is cooking up.

In short, the Shakespearean aside
is coming back, and not a bad idea
either. For one thing, it saves time—
Miss Lewis being able to compress a
situation into less space than it would
take to dramatize it. For another, it
adds an air of informality, as if some-
one were just telling us a story in
our living rooms, an atmosphere
highly suitable to television.

“My Friend Irma™ is an excellent
illustration of the difference in think-
ing between CBS and NBC. It is an
intimate operation, reasonably priced,
and largely dependent on slick writ-

Swing

ing, excellent casting and the knowl
edgeable direction of Richard Whorf
rather than—as is generally the case at
NBC—on Milton Berle, fourteen
guest stars, a thirty-piece orchestra
and a lot of dancing girls. Its story
line, largely borrowed from “My
Sister Eileen”, namely that of one
bright and one dumb girl trying to
make their way in the big city, is
susceptible of infinite variation. Its
stars, Miss Wilson and Miss Lewis,
are appealing enough to be welcome
once a week without being so over-
poweringly possessed of personality
that you tire of them. In the long run
they may outlast the dazzling big
money operations at NBC.

The new entrant into the dumb girl
field is Vivian Blaine who is teamed
up with Pinky Lee on a threetimes-
a-week show on NBC-TV which is
on the whole a pretty sorry melange
of just about everything. Miss Blaine,
a really gifted girl, is cast here as a
young lady trying to get a job as a
singer; Mr. Lee—the relationship be-
tween them is rather misty —as a
young man helping out and from time
to time expressing sympathy and ad-
miration. He is dressed in a comic hat
and a checked coat like a burlesque
comedian. She is usually enwrapped
in low cut gowns. He plays the
xylophone. She sings. In between
there are intervals of incredibly silly
comedy. The whole thing is an awful
waste of good air time and also of
Miss Blaine's talents.

HIS leads us to Martha Raye,
a girl whose mouth can just
barely be encompassed by the coaxial
cable, who, I think, is a very good
comedienne indeed and who, properly

4!
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handled, could be a great one. She
has been on All-Star Revue twice
now. The first time, Ezio Pinza’s
dignity and urbanity were a magnifi-
cent foil for her clowning, a sort of
reverse twist on the Jimmy Durante-
Helen Traubel monkeyshines.

The second time, teamed up with
Robert Cummings, everyone clowned.
It became a competition in pratfalls,
an art form for which I have the
highest respect when used with some
degree of moderation. Miss Raye, a
magnificent competitor, won this
decathlon going away but I couldn’t
help thinking the event belonged in
Madison Square Garden rather than
on a stage. She ought to be surround-
ed by people who throw her clowning
into bold relief, not by people who
are trying to outdo her at her own
game.
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Still, she's a very talented and
multi-faceted performer. No girl of
my acquaintance can get a telephone
stuck in her mouth so plausibly
(though many of them should). At
double takes, another art form that
should not be disparaged, she has few
equals, none of them women. She
can (and did) sing “I've Got My
Love To Keep Me Warm", approach-
ing the melody only occasionally, or
she can (and did) sing “‘Stormy
Weather™ as torchily as the next girl.

Her face is susceptible to infinite
variation and her larynx can emit
some of the strangest noises I ever
heard. And, in spite of it all, she has
a very endearing and warm person-
ality. My only complaint is that the
writers and director rely a little too
heavily on her gifts and don’t do
enough work of their own.

JOHN CROSBY IN HOLLYWOOD

I HAVEN'T been here in three years,
which gives a man perspective. Three
years ago, there was something pretty close
to a panic here. Warner Brothers was
closed tight without a camera stirring.
Contract players who had been extracting
several hundred dollars a week for sitting
around movie studios could be found sell-
ing cars on Wilshire Boulevard or real
estate in Palm Springs.

There was widespread unemployment,
especially among technicians—the camera-
men, lighting experts, stagehands and the
like. The picture folk were publicly talk-
ing tough and privately scared blue about
television. Well, things have certainly
changed.

Today the movie folk have learned to
live with television to the extent where
they don't talk about it or even think
about it very much. Three years ago, if
you asked a mowie star about television,

you'd get a half-hour talk about how
people would always go out nights be-
caused married folk couldn't stand the
sight of each other every night. They can’t
hurt us, he'd tell you, because we have the
stars, the know-how and the money. Then
you'd get a lecture on economics, proving
TV couldn’t conceivably fill all that time
and that the home folks would eventually
be driven out of their homes in despair
and probably take up residence in movie
theaters. It was all very entertaining.
Today, you ask a movie executive about
TV and he says, well, I don’t look at it
much any more, and passes on to more
fruitful discourse like sex and politics. The
mood has changed. The physical structure
here has changed mightily, too. The net-
works are both building huge, menacing
structures to house their live shows. NBC’s
is a lime green, thoroughly ugly structure
which, its architect boasts, was never
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meant to be luxurious and isn't. It's a TV
factory, stuffed with whirring wheels,
paint shops and cables. CBS's is twice as
big and expensive. Neither is yet finished
and the word around Hollywood is that
both are already obsolete.

Meanwhile, every available lot is bus-
tling with television activity. Pathe, RKO,
Roach are swarming with actors and writ-
ers and technicians, all shooting film for
television—heaven knows how much. The
General Service Studio, an old structure,
probably boasts more television stars than
any place in town. Three years ago, the
owner was considering renting the space
as an automobile parking lot. It was built
for independent movie production and
when the bottom fell out it became a ghost
town. Today, you can't get space on it.

On its antiquated sound stages are shot
such TV shows as "1 Love Lucy,” *“The
Burns and Allen Show,” the interior
shots of “*The Lone Ranger,” “‘Ozzie and
Harriet,”” I Married Joan,” *“Our Miss
Brooks." Here *'I Love Lucy' pioneered
a technique which is spreading all over the
place—the filmed show in front of an
audience, a sort of mixture of movies,
radio and television which has been
enormously successful.

On the domestic shows, the settings are
remarkably alike. Lined up, so the actors
can pass from one to another, are perma-
nent sets—a kitchen, living room and bed-
room—the basic framework of domestic
comedy. (If they need another set, they
build it in front of one of the permanent
sets and then tear it down.) In front of
these—at least, on those shows that shoot
in front of an audience—behind the cam-
eras and the sound booms, are rows of
bleachers, just plain boards, which re-
semble the stands at a backwoods football
stadium. It's all wonderfully primitive and
it works fine.

The few seats at, say, "I Love Lucy,”
are among the most coveted in town.
Viewing conditions are far from ideal, but
everyone wants to see Lucille Ball and
Desi Arnaz do their pratfalls — even
though the most they can frequently see
is the back of a camerman's neck.

I walked down the street at General
Service with an actor. Every time he
passed anyone, he'd smile, hold his fin-
gers in an “O" sign and say: “Great!
Very funny!" The others would beam at
him and nod back. “*What's very funny?"
I asked. “You're the first one who's
asked,” he said. “‘Everyone here is shoot-
ing comedy shows. You can say: ‘Great!
Very funny!" to anyone here and he thinks
you're talking about his show. Actually,
we're all so busy shooting for television
here none of us has time to look at it
very much.”

“He's been that way ever since be
beard someone say the world is going
to the dogs.”

A

Some Temperamental Difference

ONE of my favorite indoor pastimes is
listening to actors complain. Like a
soldier, an actor isn't really content unless
he's griping about something. Lately the
networks, NBC and CBS. have given the

entertainers a marvelous new avenue for
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outcry—namely, their two huge new tele-
vision studios here in Hollywood.

The CBS structure, which cost $12,-
000,000, is three times the size of the NBC
edifice, and therefore subject to lamenta-
tions three times as loud. It was designed
by Charles Luckman and his partner, Wil-
liam L. Pereira. Mr. Luckman was the
former chief brain-truster of Lever Broth-
ers, the soap empire.

His Television City, which is what
CBS calls this thing, is a wondrously
impressive lump of masonry, the corridors
stretching into what seems like infinity. It
“covers eight acres and somehow it man-
ages to house only four studios, all of
them tremendous. Among its many tech-
nical wonders are lighting switchboards
which memorize—so help me Hannah—
all the lighting instructions and then go
ahead and perform them without further
ado. The technicians view this monster
with undisguised loathing, fearing that it
may some day cost all og them their jobs.

The actors also take a dim view. The
first actor I saw was lounging in the front
row of one of the audience studios before
the 107-foot stage. “Reminds you of a
Soviet tire factory, doesn't it?"’ he re-
marked pleasantly. Actually, it does—but
it won't when they get the carpets down
and when the smell of paint dries.

Later, I encountered Marie Wilson,
otherwise known as My Friend Irma, who
—along with the new Freeway and Forest
Lawn Cemetery—is one of the scenic won-
ders of southern California. (An absolute
must for all tourists.) She was drifting
down one of the endless corridors in search
of the rest of her cast. Quite sensibly she
was wearing sneakers, which helped some,
but not much, to bridge the distances.
“Next week, no legs!™ she muttered. She
trotted away and was soon lost to view,
concealed by the curvature of the earth.

Far more voluble in his dissatisfaction
is Richard Whorf, the enormously capable
director of "My Friend Irma.” “You and
I could design something better than this
with both arms broken,” he observed.

The CBS operative who was showing
me around took these protests lightly.
“The talent was consulted about every-
thing, even the closets. Still, they beef.
You can't satisfy actors.”
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There is some truth but not the whole
truth in this statement. Actually, there are
irreconcilable differences in temperament
and outlook between the actors who popu-
late the TV stages and the engineers who
design them. Gordon Strang, who de-
signed the NBC Burbank studios, where the
audience is all—as it were—in the balcony
and there is nothing equivalent to the
orchestra seat, says: “‘This is what we
should have done ten years ago. We never
could because the actors wanted the au-
dience where they could kiss them." He
paused a moment and then added a
thought which typifies the difference be-
tween engineers and actors: “Of course,
the audience is an awful nuisance to en-
gineers. We spend too much money on
them.”

The first thought that occurred to me
looking at this balcony-type auditorium
is that the comedian would have a hell
of a time playing to an audience over his
head without getting a crick in his neck.
This suspicion was confirmed by Bob
Hope who was one of the first entertainers
to do a show from the new NBC studio.

“You have to tell a joke like this,” he
said, craning his neck way backwards.
“The cameras are here and the people are
up there. Whom do you look at? You get
right in the middle of a joke and the
man with the headphones walks right in
front of you, making with the signs. How
can a man tell a joke under conditions
like that? These theaters were built for
the comedians and the comedians hate
them.” (Not all of them. Jimmy Durante,
who has an angelic disposition anyhow,
told me he likes the new setup fine. But
then, Durante plays straight to the cam-
eras, not to the audience. He's for the
guy at home.)

Another of Hope's complaints—and a
valid one—is the large screen in the studio
which reproduces the picture we see at
home. “The people look first at the
comedian on the stage for the first half
of the joke. Then they look up at the
screen for the punch line. Their eyes are
constantly jumping from one place to an-
other. The comedian is competing with
himself for their attention.” For his next
show Hope is going to take the darn thing
out.
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Even Queen Elizabeth

READ in the Los Angeles papers that

Queen Elizabeth's coronation will be
filmed for television. No live television.
Her Majesty might be discovered picking
her teeth or something. This is the end.
Everything else is going on film. Now that
Queen Elizabeth has joined the lists,
there's practically nothing live remaining
except the animals on “Zoo Parade” who
have no special compunctions about their
best or worst camera angles.

The advantages of film are manifold
to everyone except you and I who have
to look at it. The other day on the set
of “I Married Joan," the Joan Davis
show, a motley collection of forty radio
and TV editors—conceivably the greatest
assemblage of these ink-smeared wretches
ever brought under one roof—peppered a
brilliant and extraordinarily articulate as-
sortment of technicians with questions
about it. The nub of our complaint was
that while Hollywood was stuffed with
brains and experience, the end product as
seen in our living rooms was pretty bad. It
was generally agreed among us that the
most exciting moments we had ever seen
on television were on live, not on film.
Why, then, this passion for film which is
always $3,000 or $4,000 more expensive
than live television?

Al Simon, the associate producer, who
took the brunt of these churlish remarks,
explained that television was going on
film largely because it was less of a strain
on the actor, just as it's less of a strain
on Her Majesty. “The actors brought it
about. The actors forced us into film
and will continue to insist on it.”

Also, the actor likes to live in Holly-
wood. Jim Backus, who plays Miss Davis’
husband on the show, remarked to me:
*Of course, there's a short interval while
they get the malarkey out of their system.
All this guff about how they miss the
concerts and the museums in New York
—actors who never got out of Toots
Shor's—then they find they like the sun-
shine.”

For a long time, the movie technicians
scorned TV. But not any more. Some of
the best in the business are now moving
in, spurred in about equal quantities by

.S)wing
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“I mean it, Alvin—this time it’s good-

bye forever ., .”

the pinch of hunger and a vague feeling
that that way destiny lies. The Joan Davis
show boasts a director, Hal Walker, who
just finished a picture ‘“Road to Bali"
with Bing Crosby and Bob Hope and an
Academy Award-winning cameraman, Al
Jilks. The cream of the motion picture in-
dustry is getting into the act.

Not all of them will succeed in it.
“*Some directors, including some of the
best ones in the business, should never get
into television,” according to Walker.
“Some of these guys require four days
before they even start to think. In four
days, we have to have two pictures in the
can.” Walker is a sort of non-directing
director, which is not meant as disparage-
ment. He has generally directed such peo-
ple as Bob Hope and Martin and Lewis.
With stars of that nature, it's best just
to keep them in camera range and let
them go their own way.

There is another kind of director who
dictates every twitch of the facial muscles.
Some of them are pretty good at movies,
but they probably won't do too well in
television—a) because they're too slow,
b) because they're restricting the actors.
Right now actors and actresses are having
more fun and feeling more worthwhile
than at almost any time in the history of
their profession.
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*I haven't missed movies one day,” Lu-
cille Ball will tell you stoutly. “Everyone
envies us our working hours. In the
movies, I got up at § a.m. for ten years.”

On the set where they shoot “I Love

Lucy” the hours are more civilized and '

the camaraderie of cast and crew is some-
thing you rarely encounter outside the
Army. Everyone—actors, electricians, di-
rector, stagehands—is close friends. Liv-
ing together as they do, they are almost a
family. They have their private jokes,
their small vexations of daily living.

Occasionally, they have their private
spats, too. I walked onto the *‘I Married
Joan™ set once, after a wee quick one with
Jim Backus who plays Miss Davis' hus-
band. Words were flying. **Oh, we're hav-
ing the unpleasant hour,” murmured
Backus. “You're not supposed to see this.”
It sounded like almost any domestic
wrangle.

Backus leaned an elbow on the top of
a double-decker prop bed and watched
the scene. “You know,” he said, “‘this is
like being married to this woman. We live
on the set together, eat together, work to-
gether. I see much more of Joan than of
my own wife.”” This is a new type of tele
vision matrimony—the domestic comedy.
A few sound stages away are Ozzie and
Harriet and a step away from that is *I
Love Lucy.” There is no problem there,
though. The Arnazes and tﬁe Nelsons are
married. They may have to make it com-
pulsory for this sort of show.

“Well, Bully for Y ou”
IHAVE in the past discoursed on the

vagaries of the language used in adver-
tising circles. Today, kiddies, the subject
is Hollywood English, about which a
whole lexicography could be issued. In
fact, if you're not reasonably hep, you
could stay here for weeks and not under-
stand a single word anyone said.

Let's start the lesson with the proper ex-
pressions to use to an actor or producer just
after you've seen his picture. We'll assume
that it's a real stinker. One way to handle
this diplomatically is: “This picture needs
special handling.™ Or: “The kids will love

it." PFor soothing an actor who's just

committed a horrible clinker: *“You looked
great in the rushes.” For soothing a pro-
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"Would you mind putting the opera on?”’

ducer whose latest picture has got terrible
notices: “Nobody likes it but the people.”

One of the best ways to handle the
situation at a preview, is to rush up to
the producer, grab his hand and ejacu-
late: “Bob, you've done it again.” This
can mean anything. If you want to give it
the real kiss of death, call it a “‘prestige-
type” picture. Of course, it's just possible
you might like the picture, in which case
you say: “It's a great little picture.” The
use of the word “little” is very curious out
here. Even “Quo Vadis” is referred to
as a “‘great little picture.” If you're talking
about a bad picture among yourselves
when no one involved is around, the
proper expression is: “Don’t miss it if
you can.”

Hollywood abounds in real weird char-
acters and, naturally, expressions have
sprung up to cope with these people. One
line, guaranteed to wither the stoutest
hide, is to turn to your companion and
remark: “Get a stick and I'll help you kill
it.” Another one: “Follow him and see
what he eats"—which is one of my fav-
orites.

Not all of these things are confined to
Hollywood, of course. Some have seeped
through to Broadway. One, which is com-
mon on both coasts, is the “nothing but”
gambit. “He's got nothing but talent.”
“That picture will make nothing but
money.” Or: “He's got nothing but
money.” Money is on everyone's lips and
the proper line for a tight-fisted actor—
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hardly a new one but one you hear in
Hollywood more often than anywhere else
—"He’s got the first dollar he ever earned.”

Hollywood has always had a number of
interesting words to call its women. Cur-
rent at the moment to designate a doll
who has passed through quite a few
hands: ‘“‘passion lips.” For a girl, just
any girl, the cats now say Mabel. Every
girl is Mabel or a Mabel or, if plural, some
Mabels.

One expression that has overflowed
Hollywood but probably originated here
and is still in wide usage: *‘Be my guest.”
This can be used almost anywhere. If
you want to use a man's phone or sit
down at his table at a nightclub or just
hitch a lift in his car, it's “Be my guest”
—usually with a faintly exasperated in-
flection. Everyone has heard the brush-
off line: “"Don’t call us. We'll call you.”
Out here, though, it's “*Call you tomor-
row.” Tomorrow never comes.

Table hopping is practiced everywhere.
But in Hollywood there's a practice re-
ferred to as “‘people-hopping.” A man
who at a party or a bar jumps from person
to person, always in quest of, never find-
ing, the perfect companion is a “‘people-
hopper.” Then there's a two-line ploy you
hear quite a lot of. An agent, let us say,
is trying to peddle a client to a producer.
The dialogue goes like this:

AGENT: I think he's a great actor.

PRODUCER: When will you know
definitely?

An expression for the star who has
blossomed into the big time overnight:
“Two yeéars ago, she couldn’t get ar-
rested.”” One catch phrase which you hear
all over now but especially here is the
girl or boy gambit. *Jane Doe, girl idiot,"
you say. Or “John Doe, boy slob.” Fre-
quently, these insults are meant as rough
terms of endearment. Another expression
which, through Martin and Lewis, has
gone coast to coast is: “That's my boy!™
or ““‘That's my girl!”, usually meaning that
you'll go along all the way with him or her.

The two most overworked words in the
Hollywood lexicon are “this” and ‘'great.”
“This” prefaces almost every sentence.
“This—I've got to see.”” Or “This has
got to go.” Or "“This, I refuse to believe™
—with the emphasis always on “‘this.” As

Swing

for the “great,” the proper usage is the

deprecatory ‘‘great™ or “just great," a

contradiction that disturbs nobody.

Then there's the situation when an actor
tells you he's just been signed for another
twelve pictures—or maybe for just one
more. “Well, bully for you!"—with faintly
moc}(ing overtones. That'll cut him down
to size.

"Would you belp a poor blind man
across the street?”

Portrait of Marilyn

HE is, at the moment, the nation's

number one sex th-ill. And she's a very
likable—is that the word I want exactly?
—girl. One thing that rather astonished
me about Marilyn Monroe is that the
wives—those, at least, who have met the
girl—like her just as much as their hus-
bands, though in a somewhat different
way.
“Everyone loves Marilyn,” said Dinah
Shore. "How can you help it. She's so
honest.™

But Marilyn doesn't think so. *‘I've had
friends tell me: ‘I had to defend you last
night against the women.’ So I say: ‘What
did the men say?" Then my friends tell
me: ‘The men just sit there, grinning a
little.' That makes up for it—a little.”

And she smiled. When Marilyn smiles,
she smiles all over. Her lips part, her eyes
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narrow, her eyebrows shoot up, and the
whole vastly publicized body moves around
a little bit. I suppose that would be the
definition of a lot of other smiles, but
Marilyn does it more expertly than anyone
else. Watching her I remembered what
Joseph Cotton told me just after he'd
finished a picture with her:

“Everything that girl does is sexy. She
can't even light a cigarette without being
sexy. A lot of people—the ones who
haven't met Marilyn—will tell you it's all
just publicity. That's malarkey. They've
tried to give the same publicity build-up to
a hundred girls out here. None of them
took. This girl's really got it."

I thought I'd better test Mr. Cotten's
cigarette theory and I offered her one.
She's only recently learned to smoke, hav-
ing been required to do it in **Don’t Bother
to Knock.” She does it as if she had been
at it for years and after watching her
for a while, I decided the Cotten theory
was sound, very sound.

*I haven't heard anything but the kind-
est things about you since I've been here,”
I said.

“Oh, you are very nice to say so. But
I know what they say, the women. I get
letters from the women. ‘What are you
trying to do,” they say, ‘put the country
in a worse state than it is in." Now it's
my fault—the state the country's in. They
accuse me of starting all the rapes. Rapes
went on long before I came.”

This girl, I thought, is a very interesting
bundle of neuroses. “Crank letters,” 1
said. “Everyone gets them. What the hell
do you care what a few cranks say? You're
the hottest thing in pictures. You've got
the country at your feet. Why worry about
a few cranks?”

But she does worry. Some of the Holly-
wood hatchet girls—and the place abounds
in them—have given her the full treat-
ment at parties. This has cut deep. And
the critics, who have had a field day with
her acting, have wounded her to the mar-
row. "'They are so cruel, the critics. Some-
times I think they just take out their
frustrations on other people.”

She speaks in a low throaty murmur,
the sound coming from far back in her
throat. Both her inflections and the struc-
ture of her sentences are more European
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than American, which is odd because
Marilyn has lived in Los Angeles all her
life. *“‘My wardrobe mistress says that, too.
She is a Hungarian and she is my closest
friend. She says I am more like a European
girl because I enjoy being a woman.”

She thought a moment, the lips moving
a little. The face is never quite still. *'I
don't know where I picked it up. I was
born on the wrong side of the tracks, you
know, and I used to play with a lot of
little Mexican boys. Perhaps there.”

“When did it start, the sex appeal?” [
was beginning to use the same sentence
structure, the delayed object.

*I think I was about twelve when things
changed—radically. The boys didn't have
cars. They had bicycles. They'd come by
the house and whistle or they'd honk their
little horns. Some of them had paper
routes. I'd always get a free paper.”

Marilyn's childhood is shrouded in con-
tradictions. She says she was moved from
household to household, that she saw her
parents but rarely. This has been disputed
and it's hard to know what is true. But it
wasn't a happy childhood.

*Bver since I can remember, I've wanted
to be a movie star. I loved the movies.
When I was a little girl, it seemed like
the only time I was alive was when I was
at the movies. The movies were much
more real to me than my life.”

Well, she’d got there, all right. How was
it, being a star?

“Well—it's exciting. The first time I
saw my name in lights, I just stopped the
car and stared at it for twenty minutes.
I thought this is some kind of ultimate.
But, of course, you never quite get every-
thing, do you? I want to be a great stage
actress. No, honestly, I do.”

But then there were the unkind critics.
One critic, in particular, said all she could
do was “wiggle my fanny,” the unkindest
cut of all.

“I know what I'm doing,” she said
fiercely. "I know I can act. I can play
Gretchen in ‘Faust’ or Therese in ‘Cradle
Song." I know I can.” She probably can,
too, and will. She's come a long way.

Somehow, I never bothered her to ask
what, if anything, she wore under her
dress.
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W ho Is Swallowing Whom?

THERE are two schools of thought here
in Hollywood. The first holds that the
movies will take over television. The second
contends that television will take over the
movies. The truth, I think, lies somewhere
in between. Predictions run to large scale
here and you will find plenty of people,
who are up to their hips in TV, predicting
that television in five years will be three
or four times as big as the motion picture
industry. Big, that is, in terms of the
money spent on it, the people employed,
and the film footage shot.

If this is true, it’s hard to see how the
movies are going to swallow an industry
three or four times its size. Movie know-
how is being rapidly absorbed by tele-
vision. But movie know-how is not entirely
the answer. On the set the other day, I
watched Jackie Cooper rehearsing for a
Pord Theater TV f{ilm. Cooper, who at
thirty has had twenty-seven years of
theatrical experience, had just finished a
live show in New York.

“If this was live,” he pointed out, “those
cameras would be constantly moving—mov-
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“Well, maybe I can get you a small
part in a Tarzan picture.”

Swing

ing in for closeups, back for long shots.
Here they're fixed. We have to stop the
scene to change them.”

This has always puzzled me about movie-
making. “Why,” I asked, “after fifty years
of film-making aren’t the cameras just as
flexible as live television cameras?"

Cooper shrugged: “Because they're al-
ways done it that way. It's a habit.”

A lot of these habits are being broken
down by television. One habit, which is
being forced into discard to economize
both on time and money, are the endless
retakes. Dezi Arnez has decreed that no
scenes of "I Love Lucy” be reshot until
the originals are printed and found to be
defective. ‘‘Ninety per cent of the time,
the retakes are necessary,” he'll tell you.
Yet for years, movie cameramen have re-
shot and reshot until they're satisfied they
have something in the can they like. TV
can't afford this prodigal waste. And
doesn’t need it.

Another television innovation to movie-
making is rehearsal. Picture producers (ex-
cept a few like Stanley Kramer) don't
employ rehearsal in the stage sense at all.
Television producers find rehearsal saves
time (which is synonymous with money
out here) and expensive film footage.
Actors, who have been in pictures for
years and have lately tried television, will
tell you that the picture people should
rehearse like TV actors. In other words,
pictures may learn something from TV
just as TV is learning from the movies.

For your actor, spoiled by years of
movies or radio, television is the hardest
work in the world. Still, it’s the most en-
joyable. I love television,” Jack Benny
will tell you. I love it better than any-
thing. It takes me back to the stage. When
I do a television show, I haven't got a
nerve in my body. I've been in radio
twenty-one years and I'm still a tiny bit
nervous when I do a radio show.”

An actor has to act and television gives
him more opportunities in a year to do
more different types of role than he might

et ordinarily in a lifetime. Louis Hayward,
%or example, was overjoyed to be given
a part in which he could wear an ordinary
business suit. For years he'd been swagger-
ing around in costume parts with a sword
in one hand. Television has given lots of

LE
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actors the opportunity to get away from
the type that pictures have struck him
with. Also, TV gives the performer a
chance to be a lot more creative, to be
more of an individual than movies ever
did and for this the actor is profoundly
grateful.

Live television and its counterpart, filmed
television before an audience, is the great-
est challenge the actors ever had. They
have responded miraculously. Actors who
could never master a single page of
dialogue without a half dozen fluffs now
memorize fifteen pages—and never make
a mistake. “Every night is opening night”
is a line you’ll hear again and again. And
this opening night is a shot of adrenalin
which keeps the actor going, which makes
the long hours and hard work worthwhile.

The big stars, whom the movie people
have tried to keep out of television, are
getting in fast. Name players like Kathryn
Grayson and Betty Hutton have refused
to sign movie contracts because they forbid
their appearance on television. Dick Powell,
Ronald Coleman and Joan Crawford are
either in television or about to get in.
Donald O’Connor, whose TV success has

made him one of the hottest properties in

“He was born on bis mother’s concert
tour between the First and Second Move-
ments of Tchaikovsky's Concerto in B
Flat Minor.”

“l found the trouble in your pocket,
you didn’t mail the electric bill”

pictures, is one of the first actors to insist
on a clause in his picture contract giving
him time to take off for television shows.

Four years ago, the movie folk boasted:
“We have the stars. Television will have
to come to us.” But it hasn’t worked out
that way. The stars are flocking to TV
where the audience is. Nothing the movie
studios can do will stop it.

The Little People

WE had got about five minutes away
from my Hollywood hotel, the driver
and I, when he handed me a script, his
own. What did I think? It was, he ad-
mitted, rough. He wasn’t really a writer.
He just liked to play around with it, he
said, but he thought this might be of
interest to “‘Suspense.,” I read it and I
said that, well, it needed work, quite a
lot of work.

“That’s what they all tell me,” he said
somberly and fell back to driving the car

which is his primary but not chosen oc-
cupation.

A good many of the people in Holly-
wiood are not in their chosen occupations.
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The chauffeurs, the waitresses, the stenog-
raphers all have their dreams and, while
waiting, they drive the cars and wait on
table and type. In the meantime, they feel
a great need for explanation and apology.

The second driver who piloted me
barely got the car out of second before he
announced belligerently: “This is just an
in-between job.” He drove a moment and
then asked if I knew of the Benbow in
San Francisco. No, I said, I didn’t. “It’s
one of the best nightclubs up there. I just
finished a two week engagement—emceeing
and singing.”

And so it goes. There is as much
drudgery around Hollywood as anywhere
else, but the people who perform it have
their minds on the higher glories of show
business. They are actors or writers or
composers—or they like to be. Ticker Free-
man, Dinah Shore’s arranger, once walked
into an office building; the doorman
handed him a song he'd just written, the
elevator operator handed him his latest
song. Two songs in twenty feet. Joseph
Cotten once had a cook who was in all
respects an excellent cook except that she
took off from time to time to play in an
all-girl band.

They are a very knowing crew, these
chauffeurs and cooks and stenos who are
not really chauffeurs and cooks and
stenos. The third chauffeur to drive me
out here—I'm not making this up either—
had barely got the car in motion when he
asked me if I knew Danny Dare. I said
no, I didn’t. “He directed me in my first
picture. Great guy!”

“Are you still acting?™ I asked.

*T just finished a picture—'The Sniper’
—for Stanley Kramer.”” He could hardly
have just finished it. ““The Sniper™ has
been around for some time. He fell to dis-
cussing Johnny Ray with the sort of as-
surance and authority that a New York
cabbie uses in talking about politics or
economics. “‘His voice is going but he’s
become a vocal actor. That's what he is,
a vocal actor. I had all that, the emotion,
I just couldn’t get it out.”

He brooded a moment, then added the
thought he'd been building up to all along:
“] saw him just the other day at the

Swing

Mocambo and he recognized me. He sat
right down at the table with me and said:
‘How ya, Ray?' Great guy!”

Therein lies the satisfaction. They are
not going anywhere especially but they
have brushed against greatness, if you
can refer to Johnny Ray in those terms,
and they have been on the inside just
long enough to pick up the lingo. It isn't
much but they seem to derive an awful
lot of gratification out of it.

If you collect people as I enjoy doing,
you haven't really rounded out your
library until you encounter a movie star-
let. I still don't know what a movie star-
let does exactly. In these days of shrinking
overhead budgets, there aren't so many
of them as there once were and in a few
years the flock may shrink to almost noth-
ing like that of the whooping crane., If
you're interested in this branch of
ornithology you better study it right now,
while there’s yet time.

The particular starlet I had under obser-
vation was blonde as paper, saucer-eyed,
momentarily (and perhaps permanently)
unemployed in pictures and full of talk.
Brother, you haven't lived until you've
heard a starlet talk.

“Hollywood men,"” she was saying, “‘are
the way they are because of the sun.
They're all over-sexed. Because of the
sunshine, you know. I'll show you what
I mean. Feel my skin.” I felt her cheek.
*“It’s cool. Because the sun has gone down.
But inside, I'm warm, terribly warm, Be-
cause of the sun. I'm just stored up sun-
shine inside.”

She moved away from Hollywood men
to her one other topic of conversation—
Hollywood women. “A girl has a difficult
time out here,” she observed. “‘She can
go out with an older man, But that's not
very satisfactory because he is older. Or
she can go out with a married man but
that's not very satisfactory. Because he's
married. Or she can go out with a young
man. And that’s not very satisfactory either.
Because they haven't any money. They
may drive up in a Cadillac but they really
haven't got any money. They live by their
wits, the young ones. And that’s terribly
unsatisfactory.”
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RS. W. B. OWEN, 543 Tullis,

Kansas City 25, Missouri, is the
winner of the contest among WHB
listeners to suggest a title for our noon-
hour show. Her suggestion was chosen
by a committee of seven judges from
among the many titles submitted to
Bruce Grant and Pokey Red. Her
title:

“WHB Neighborin’ Time”

For several years, WHB has used
the slogan: *“Your Favorite Neighbor™
—indicating the friendly, “family”
relationship between its staff members
and WHB listeners. Don Sullivan, a
star of the noon-time program, known
as the “‘International Singing Cow-
boy” because of his appearances in
Europe, uses a favorite expression:
“Let’s do a bit of neighborin® "—or,
“just want to drop in for some neigh-
borin’." Bruce Grant and Pokey Red
are as folksy and neighborly as anyone
you know. And Deb Dyer, the “‘coun-
try philosopher™ who conducts the show
from 1 to 1:30 p.m., is as home-spun,
soft-spoken and “‘neighborly™ as any
man you'll ever meet! For these rea-
sons, the judging committee chose the

title *“WHB Neighborin® Time."

You can hear this re-styled program
daily, Monday through Friday, from
11 am. until 2 p.m.—with the News
at Noon by Charles Gray. Two-and-a-
half hours of western and country
music, news, fun and philosophy . . .
from “Triangle D Ranch,” the cow

country club. It’s “saddle soap opera™
with Don Sullivan, Bruce Grant, Po-
key Red, Deb Dyer, Charles Gray
and Al, Bud and Pete, of Don Sulli-
van's Western Band. “Boogie Woogie
Cowboy™ is still the program’s theme
song.

% k%

OUIS BROMFIELD, farmer, nov-
elist, playwright and Pulitzer prize
winner—whose Malabar Farm in Ohio
has become a symbol of ideal manage-
ment to farmers everywhere—began
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a program series on Mutual and WHB
in December: “Bromfield Reporting.™
Heard on WHB at 12:30 p.m. Satur-
days, the program is of interest alike
to “city” farmers and farmers-by-vo-
cation. Mr. Bromfield is an old friend
of a Kansas City “gentleman farmer,”
former Mayor John B. Gage. He was
attorney Gage's guest at the American
Royal Live Stock and Horse Show.

L I

OHN THORNBERRY, well-known

Kansas City civic figure, is winning
new plaudits with his Monday through
Friday WHB broadcast at 6:50 p.m.
—"John Thornberry says—." In a
five-minute nightly editorial, Mr.
Thornberry “speaks his piece,” usually
to express a well-considered opinion
on current local events. As an active
Rotarian, manager of the Boys' Club,
manager of the Trinity Lutheran Hos-
pital finance campaign and participant
in Art Institute and Philharmonic
affairs, his knowledge of Kansas City
and Kansas Citians is unique—as is
his manner of expressing himself.

If you haven't “rediscovered Ra-
dio,” may we suggest you try it a few
nights, listening to John Thornberry?

x ¥ ¥
ATEST way to entertain in Kan-
sas City — and we do mean

“latest™—is to get to be an amateur
WHB guest Disc Jockey, record the
program in advance, and then throw
a party for your friends the night your
program is broadcast, and hear your-
self on the Radio in your own living
room!—from 11 p.m. to 1 a.m. Sat-
urday or Sunday night.

Prominent Kansas Citians who have
already appeared on this new WHB
program include Alonzo Gentry, archi-

.S)wing

tect; Sam Martin, dairy products dis-
tributor; Leo Berry, petroleum com-
pany official; Morris Shlensky, gen-
eral manager of Katz Drug Company;
Richard Wangerin, former business
manager of the Kansas City Philhar-
monic, now of Louisville; John Quinn,
Kansas City's Variety correspondent;
Mark Stone, author; and James Mc-
Queeny, of the K. C. Philharmonic
and the Starlight Theatre production
organizations. On the distaff side,
Rosemary Fillmore Grace of Unity;
Mrs. “Chuck™ Kelley, well-known
record-collector; and Ruth Daugher-
ty, senior TW A hostess.

From the entertainment field have
appeared Ralph Flanagan, band lead-
er; Frank Trumbauer, well-known
musician, and his son, Bill, who has
his own orchestra; Mary Mayo, song-
stress; and Monte Blue, actor.

Guest Disc Jockeys are presented a
membership card in the *“WHB Disc
Jockey Club™ and an official disc
jockey cap. “Long hair™ music devo-
tees are usually scheduled for Sunday
nights—the “pop” and swing music
fans have their kicks Saturday nights.
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“Boy, did 1 just get what may be a

good break—iny violin teacher is raising
his rate fifty cents a lesson.”
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IT'S FOOTBALL BOWL TIME

AND THE RANGERETTES ARE READY! Shown
above, climbing a corral fence somewhere in Texas, are
the Kilgore College Rangerettes, whose precision drill
exhibition and musi-comedy performance is an annual
feature of the Cotton Bowl game in Dallas. Below, at
left, is cthe same group of girls (you guessed it!)
grouped around a bale of cotton.

THE 1953 ORANGE BOWL QUEEN (left) is lovely
Marion Ettie of Coconut Grove, Florida, a junior at the
University of Miami, The hazel-eyed beauty hopes to
become a musical comedy star. She has appeared in
several college productions.

THE COTTON BOWL—DALLAS. Weather permitting,
this is how it will look on New Year's Day. The famous
bowl is located on the Texas State Fair grounds.
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CHOOSING THE “ROSE BOWL"' BEAUTIES is a
pleasant task preceding the annual Tournament of Roses
festival, parade and Rose Bowl game in Pasadena. The
lovelv roses of Pasadena are basic in the decoration of
the sixty breath-taking floats for the magnificent parade.
The New Year's Day Rose Bowl football game follows.
Hundreds participate; thousands contribute; hundreds of
thousands of blooms are used in decoration; a million
and a half people see the spectacle in person; manv mil-
lions see it on Television and movie screens: and billions
hear about it through Radio. newspapers and magazines.

BUT TEXAS IS NOT FORGOTTEN! Way down
vonder in the land of cotton-headed gals, shapely Sharron
Henrv (left) shows some of the form which has made
famous the troup of fifty dazzling Kilgore College
Rangerettes. At each Cotton Bowl classic in Dallas, they
present between halves an elaborate musi-comedy show.

ONE OF THESE GIRLS IS “"ROSE BOWL"” QUEEN
FOR 1953, six are Rose Princesses. (Photo at left). But
you won't know who's who until New Year's Day. when
the secret is announced in Pasadena. Members of *'The
Court” for the Tournament of Roses are selected from
hundreds of aspirants among students in Pasadena’s two
junior colleges.

AND LET'S NOT FORGET \WHB! Some weeks ago.
Jacqueline Farris of Kansas Citv. Kansas, was chosen to
reign as “Miss Kansas Industev”’ at the Kansas Industrial
Fair in Topeka. ''Jackie'’ (photo below) is one of the
ornamental (and hard-working) sccretaries at \WHB.
where she presides as secretary of the Client Service
Department and as secretary to WHDB's sportscaster.
Larry Ray,

F




MERICANS smoked 430 billion

cigarettes in 1952. Our authority
for this figure is the Bureau of Agri-
cultural Economics in the United
States Department of Agriculture. It
is an increase of 40 billion over the
1951 consumption.

It means that, on a per capita break-
down, every American, male and fe-
male, 15 years of age and older, aver-
aged ten smokes a day for the year!

And, states the Bureau, as if it had
counted sales in advance, this record
will be broken in 1953, as consump-
tion continues to increase.

Six billion cigars likewise went up
in smoke this past year, an increase of
four percent over 1951. Sales of fine-
cut tobacco, scrap, twist, and plug,
however, have been dropping grad-
ually since 1945. On the whole, to-
bacco users spent 5.1 billion dollars
for tobacco products in 1952 as com-
pared with 4.7 billion dollars the

previous year. And Uncle Sam is

SMOKE!

Americans are smoking 430 billion ciga-
rettes this year. 10 a day for every male
and female over 15. 30 billion, to Ameri-
can troops overseas. King-size or short,
whatever your preference in size or flavor,
advertising is responsible.

By JAMES L. HARTE

pleased, for out of every five dollars
spent by the consumer, two dollars
lands in the Government’s tax coffers!

The extraordinary part of this is
that the figures are, frankly, a dis-
tinct tribute to the art of advertising.
All tobaccos are basically the same.
This is true now and has always been.
Advertising is responsible for the keen
competition and skyrocketing sales
within the tobacco industry. One of
the big three among the cigarette man-
ufacturers discovered this fact the
hard way a few years ago. It cut 4
million dollars from its advertising
budget for the year, believing its cig-
arette would sell itself. The result was
a sales loss of 20 million dollars.

The industry as a whole took heed
of the lesson and today, as a group,
tobacco manufacturers are the largest,
biggest-spending advertisers in the
country. For example, more money has
been spent pushing Lucky Strikes than
any other single product sold in the
nation. And the expenditure has paid
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dividends. In the years from 1925,
when America first became cigarette
conscious, through 1950, Luckies were
Number 1 on the smoke parade 14
times. Camels took first place an even
dozen times in this 26-year period.
Chesterfield, the other contender
among the big three, never took top
money but placed second 7 times and
third 19 times.

IGARETTES as we know them
came into being in 1913. In that
year, R. J. Reynolds Company intro-
duced its Camel, the first modern,
blended cigarette. To comprise its
blend Reynolds introduced burley to-
bacco, hitherto confined to pipe smok-
ing, sweetened with flavoring and
mixed with Turkish and yellow leaf.
This product proved an°' immediate
success, almost pushing the reigning
favorite of the day, Fatima, from the
market. Liggett & Myers, makers of
Fatima, to recoup their loses, entered
the cigarette sweepstakes three years
later with Chesterfield. In 1917,
Lucky Strikes joined the fray.

George Woashington Hill, presid-
ing over the fortunes of the Ameri-
can Tobacco Company, almost at once
showed the genius which was to earn
him, before his demise, the reputation
as one of America's masters of adver-
tising and certainly the greatest to
bacco salesman of them all. Before
Hill would permit Lucky Strikes to
be marketed, he insisted upon an ad-
vertising slogan. He found it himself
in the preparation of the cigarette. A
part of the process is the drying, or
baking, of the tobacco in ovens. All
cigarettes, no matter by whom made,

Swing

go through the same process. But to
Hill, Luckies would be superior to
other brands because they were
“toasted.” And the statement that
“It’s Toasted™ still sells billions of
this brand.

The industry, which sold about 25
billion cigarettes in 1916, moved
slowly until 1925. The total in that
year hit an unprecedented 82 billion.
Some so-called sales experts believed
this to be the peak. They failed to
reckon with the rising birth-rate and
increase of population, and with the
fact that, gradually, women were tak-
ing to the use of these tubes of white
paper wrapped around chopped-up
tobacco.

Hill recognized the market potential’
ities in the female of the species in
the 1925-1930 period; and he burned
to exploit the fact. The industry was
aware that women were puffing away
in the privacy of their boudoirs and
parlors, but the reformers were also
aware of the matter. Ladies who
smoked would sprout heavy mustaches
or would otherwise turn masculine,
the reformers insisted, labeling the
habit as unladylike. Finally, in 1927,
Hill broke the ice with a cigarette ad
that showed a lady smoking. He fol-
lowed this with purchased endorse-
ments from women who smoked and
attested that smoking had not inter-
fered with their social and artistic
success, nor had it made them any less
womanly. Public acceptance of the
idea was general, with very little in-
dignation, much to the chagrin of the
reform element.

It is impossible today to break down
the smoking public into male and fe-
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IT ALL GOES UP IN SMOKE

male, but responsible authorities with-
in the industry believe that about
one-third of all women smoke and ap-
proximately two-thirds of all men
smoke. And, it is reasonable to be-
lieve, the percentage of women smok-
ers is increasing annually, accounting
in sizeable degree for the continued
growth of cigarette sales.

|

THE accent today is on longer cig-
arettes, the king-sized wvariety.
There seems to be no good reason for
! this, for unbiased tests show that the
difference in sizes makes for slight
difference, if any, in enjoyment. One
survey of dealers indicated that the
recent increase in sales of the longer
styles, which amounted to 32.5 percent
as against an increase of but 2.5 per-
cent in all types, was due to the eye
appeal of the king-size.

Where the buyer does benefit, the
| Department of Agriculture asserts, is
in the fact that the larger size is more

economical because excise taxes hit it
relatively less hard.

There were long cigarettes on the
qmarket for some years; but the im-
petus in sales began in 1940 when Paul

1l -
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Hahn, now the president of the
American Tobacco Company, decided
to do something about Pall Mall, an
old and reputable name in the busi-
ness, but one that was going nowhere.
Hahn began to plan a campaign, tak-
ing it slowly. Then, in 1946, shortly
after the death of George Washing-
ton Hill, Hahn opened up. Within
three years, he had Pall Mall sales
booming, leaping ahead of such stand-
ard brands as Old Gold. Today, all
the major companies are backing long
cigarettes, actually in competition
with themselves. The manufacturers
of Luckies, Camel, Chesterfield,
Philip Morris and Old Gold are push-
ing king-sized brands, some of them
backing more than one. And Chester-
field is offering its name brand in
both the average and the larger size.

According to manufacturers, a
pound of tobacco yields 450 short cig-
arettes and only 350 king-size. In
amount of tobacco, therefore, the pur-
chaser of the longer type gets four
more cigarettes per pack, which points
up the economy value cited by the
Department of Agriculture, a value
that will remain static at least until
April 30, 1953, when the Defense
Production Act, which sets ceiling
prices on cigarettes, expires.

EANWHILE, fears of any to-

bacco shortage have been al-
layed. The Bureau of Agricultural
Economics certifies that there are
enough cigarettes available now, and
will continue to be, for all who have
both the appetite to smoke and the
money to spend. In fact, crop reports
indicate that there will be an abund-
ance above the predicted increase of
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all tobacco sales for 1953. This,
despite the increased export market
and the increasing use of cigarettes
by American troops overseas which,
last year, went well above 30 billion
cigarettes.

Those who sell tobacco best still
have to face the threats of the die-hard
bluenoses, the reformers who on occa-
sion still rise to rant about the evils of
the weed. In recent years, however,
diatribes against tobacco itself have
subsided to blasts against the manner
in which the product is advertised. No
one has ever proved that cigarettes
are as poisonous as the anti-smokers
would have you believe. An analysis
of all findings in the matter indicates
flatly that cigarettes are not as harm-
ful as some suggest, nor as beneficial
as others at times avow.

Advertising methods are likewise
undeserving of censure, although the
industry has made occasional mis
takes. Generally, cigarette advertising,
by periodical, Radio or Television, is
in good taste. The present pitch geared
to the “medical story™ may have
reached its saturation point, but it is
based on the sound premise that, while
tobacco smoking may not be of any
particular benefit, it is not physically
harmful. With so many Americans
smoking a per capita daily average of

Swing

10 cigarettes, it has been both wise
and in good taste to point up the ab-
sence of ill effects through smoking,
to give the lie to the bugaboos of
Grandma's day which, though falsely
based, may cause the consumer an oc-
casional twinge of conscience when he
smokes.

THE industry attempts, always, to
appeal to the public, not to offend.
And, in the long run, it has improved
the effectiveness of all advertising.
Usually, when one -cigarette-maker
hits upon a bright idea, the others
climb aboard the bandwagon. Once in
a while, however, the campaigns offer
amusing little inconsistencies. When

one of the popular brands advised

diet-conscious citizens to puff its prod-
uct in order to keep from eating, a
rival popular cigarette promptly stated
that nothing whetted the appetite so
much as its product. And Camels, in
a switch, offer a “‘fresh™ cigarette in
opposition to the “toasted” Lucky
Strike.

So the battle goes on, with each
manufacturer aiming to keep his prod-
uct foremost in the mind of the con-
sumer. It isn’t the tobacco he must sell,
it’s that little point of difference which
makes you prefer a Lucky, a Camel,
a Chesterfield, or whatever the brand.

It's time to light up!

Speaking of Talking

This sign was recently placed in the front
of a grocery store: “"We know it's hard to
get meat, butter, sugar and shoes—but it
would be a lot harder to learn to speak
Russian.”

*This is my car,” shouted the angry
motorist to the garageman. “What | say
goes—see."”

Just then the mechanic crawled out from
under the car and pleadingly said, “‘Say
‘engine,’ mister.”
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By JOSEPH PAPARA

OUNG American citizens with

a thirst for the hardy outdoor life,
movie-style adventure and moments
of danger can satisfy all three desires
as members of the U. S. Border
Patrol.

This thoroughly-trained force of
1,800 men stands guard across the
nation's 8,000 miles of coastal and
land boundaries, their primary aim
being to detect and prevent the smug-
gling and unlawful entry of aliens
into the country. By jeep and plane,
America’s toughest troopers keep a
vigilant lookout 24 hours a day at
strategic border points.

The main problem at the moment
is offered by Mexican workers who
swarm across the Rio Grande for jobs
on farms and ranches. During the
past 12 months, the Border Patrol
rounded up a quarter-million “‘wet-
backs™—and the influx continues at
the same high rate.

Getting into the Border Patrol isn't
easy; but staying in is even more dif-
ficult. The job demands a high de-
gree of intelligence, resourcefulness
and courage. The patrol, which is un-
der the jurisdiction of the Depart-
ment of Justice, wants men over 21

DANGER
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BUSINESS

Want an exciting job? Join the Border
Patrol—an elite force of 1,800 men who
guard 8,000 miles of coastal and land
boundaries to prevent the unlawful entry

of aliens.

years of age and under 35, who weigh
at least 145 pounds and stand five-
eight or over.

To fill vacancies and keep the pa-
trol at full strength, a class of 100
men is accepted each month for train-
ing at the Border Patrol school in El
Paso, Texas. It’s a ‘“‘college’ without
the usual campus capers but with a
curriculum that would make most
collegians shudder.

NEW appointees serve a one-year
probationary period, divided
between classroom stuies and the
field. In one month, the rookies learn
the equivalent of two years of college
Spanish. They also are instructed in
the use of firearms, fingerprinting,
radio telegraphy, jujutsu and first aid,
besides studying immigration and citi-
zenship laws, court procedure and
methods of investigation.

After intensive instruction in class,
the young recruit is assigned to a sec-
tor in the field to complete his test
period. His conduct while working
with seasoned officers on actual cases
will disclose whether he has the stuff
to be retained in the service.

Since 90 per cent of the patrol's
contacts on the southern border are
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with Spanish-speaking persons, the
study of that language has a high
priority in the training program and
two hours a day are set aside for it.

A working knowledge of immigra-
tion law is important because the
patrolman must be in the right when
making an arrest, and in getting con-
victions later on. Knowing how to
shoot fast and straight is a “must”
requirement because danger springs
up unexpectedly.

The patrolmen—43 have been killed
in the line of duty since 1920—sel-
dom get the luxury of a second mis-
take and their training is aimed at
making sure they don’t commit the
first.

IELD demonstrations in “‘sign cut-

ting” rate considerable attention
for trainees. A well-developed skill
which catches thousands of aliens
each year, “sign cutting™ is merely
the art used for generations by In-
dians, rangers and frontiersmen—
scanning the countryside for signs
and tracks of animals or humans and
ascertaining who made them and
why.

Every track or sign in the desert,
mountain or swamp carries a meaning.
The patrolmen’s task is putting two
and two together to get the answer.

In tracking down aliens, the men
of the Border Patrol have speed boats,
jeeps and planes at their command;
but they frequently have to call on
leg power when the pursued takes off
into hilly, rugged territory. There
have been cases of amazing walking
performances by fugitives before their
capture.

Once, a group of four, after leav-
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ing a border farm near Fabens, Texas,
was trailed by two jeeps and a plane
for five days before they were finally
overtaken 75 miles north of their
starting point.

The four “‘wetbacks™ were old
hands at the game and pulled every
trick to elude the Border Patrol. They
walked in wide circles, traveled long
distances over rocky ground and
scaled the highest peak in the Hueco
Mountains. While the jeeps prowled
about, the plane circled over open
country and succeeded in *‘cutting the
sign” of the group about 30 miles
away. From this point, the trail was
followed to a large thicket where the
Mexicans were found huddled over a
tiny camp fire.

HE alien often tries to throw the

patrolmen off his trail by walking
backwards. This works in a few cases;
but the officers know a man cannot
walk backward for any great dis-
tance. They follow the track a short
way to discover the true direction
the alien is walking. Some “wetbacks™
also drag a bush or branch behind
them to obliterate tracks, or make it
a point to walk on hard, rocky
ground or in shallow water so as to
leave no trail. But the Border Patrol
is wise to most of the tricks.

The “wetback™ problem provides
a Grade A headache for the patrol-
men. The fact that Mexicans will
work in this country for less pay
brings heated protests from American
workers along the southern border.
Complaining they cannot live on sim-
ilar wages, the Americans demand the
service take drastic action—that is,
an all-out drive to deport every “‘wet-

back.™
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DANGER IS THEIR BUSINESS

At the same time, American em-
ployers in the south prefer the cheap-
er labor and are unwilling to give
them up to Uncle Sam. They shout
in anger when the aliens are taken
away by the patrol, which is thus
caught between two fires.

DAY in the Border Patrol
means lots of hard work and
few material comforts. A patrolman
may be on the job all day long and
then far into the night. He might
sleep in a jeep, a tent, or on the open
ground, with a blanket to warm him.
Though the patrolmen’s life is hard,
it rarely is dull. Border Patrol files are
jammed with exciting adventure and
instances of Hollywood-style chases
across country in pursuit of people
who crossed the line illegally.

At midnight of Feb. 12, 1952, two
inspectors, Edwin Dennis and Wil-
liam Eatmon of Del Rio, Texas,
| spotted a sedan parked on the high-
way in lonely country 45 miles from
Del Rio. Immediately suspicious, the
two officers rapped on the window
to waken the lone occupant, but he
refused to open the door. Instead, the
man started the motor and his car
lunged ahead, knocking down one of
the officers.

The patrol’s gunshots failed to halt
the driver and thus began a wild chase
at speeds upward of 100 miles an
! hour, with the fugitive car swinging
from side to side to keep the officers
from passing on the narrow, winding
road. But the fleeing driver’s luck
failed to hold. He missed one of the
sharp turns and his car landed in a
ditch. As it turned out, the captured
man was wanted in Minneapolis for
slaying his wife.
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NOTHER case involved the

smuggling of aliens on the Ca-
nadian border. Officers of the patrol
for days had been on the lookout for
an airplane suspected of running
aliens into the country. One after-
noon, they came upon the craft—but
were too late to keep it from taking
off, although the patrol did catch two
aliens who had alighted.

On the chance the plane would re-
turn, the officers waited in their car
near the field. In a relatively short
time, they heard the plane, saw it
circle the field and land. Now, they
faced a thorny problem, for, since
there was no cover on the landing
strip, the patrol could not approach
without being seen. It would be an
easy matter for the pilot to get his
plane quickly into the air.

Nevertheless, the Border Patrol
men drove for the plane at top speed.
And the pilot, alert to his danger,
opened his motor full-throttle, headed
his craft into the wind and started
his run for the takeoff. But the Bor-
der Patrol car driver took a desperate
chance by swinging the car directly
into the path of the oncoming plane.
The crash that followed would have
made a great movie sequence, though,
miraculously, no one was seriously
hurt. The daring patrolmen gambled
with life and won, capturing the pilot
and a third alien in the plane.

For day-to-day thrills and excite-
ment, perhaps no branch of the fed-
eral service can match the Border
Patrol, whose men (most of them look
like football All-Americans) serve in
the hot deserts of the southwest, the
swamps of Florida and the snow-swept

lands of the Canadian border.




“CITY BENEATH

A world-famous diver, walking 180 feet beneath the sea,

discovers fabulously rich Port Royal—destroyed by deluge

and earthquake, now a breathtaking fairyland encrusted
with coral. Can be dig up the loot?

T was like an incredible dream

when I came upon Port Royal,
180 feet under the surface ripples of
Kingston Harbor, off Jamaica. I was
the first in nearly 250 years to walk
the streets of a city that had been
deservedly named “‘Pirate’s Babylon,™
swallowed by an earthquake, and
now lying coral-encrusted on the bot-
tom of the sea!

In the seventeenth century, Port
Royal was sanctuary for every out
lawed man, ship and cause on the
Spanish Main. It was a fold for black
sheep—pirates who had fled the jus-
tice of the outside world and the
injustices of one another. Built upon
the sandy point of the palisades that
today form the outer rim of Kingston
Harbor, it was a city of several thou-
sand houses and many thousands of
inhabitants.

Fortress of infamy, it was also a
town of tremendous wealth. It was
the only place to which buccaneers
and pirates could safely bring their
ill-gotten treasures. Shipload after
shipload of plundered gold and silver
bars, ornaments, jewels, coins and
statues arrived to pack the great store-
houses.

No power nor weapon of man was
capable of penetrating the fortress of
Port Royal to dispute the blackguards’
right to their loot. But there is
strength beyond that of puny man.

This the men and women of Port
Royal were to learn on June 7, 1692.

June 7, 1692!

There was no hint of the catas-
trophe to come.

Suddenly, the sky was robbed of
color. Blackness engulfed the city.
Thunder drummed, lightning flashed
and the rain fell like a great moun-
tain reservoir suddenly undammed.
Wind tore through the town, rip-
ping, twisting, uprooting. Then the
sea hunched its shoulders and moved
wrathfully against the land.

Port Royal quivered. For a few
seconds it hung between oblivion and
survival. Then the waters rose and
the land fell away. Gradually, the
wind and the rain, the thunder and
the lightning ceased—slinking away
as though sickened at the violence of
their own anger. Where Port Royal
had been, there were only a few
struggling figures in a sea of count-
less bodies. Guilty and innocent alike
had gone down in the deluge and
earthquake; but a few half-crazed
persons managed to survive. Somehow
they struggled across to the far side
of the bay, and there, after many
hardships, they founded a new city,
Kingston, which stands today.

NE day while searching in these
waters for the sunken treasure-
laden hulk of a Spanish galleon, I
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elid over the side of the salvage
schooner down my weighted rope un-
til I stood on the sandy bottom of
the seaway. I found myself in the
midst of elaborate coral formations,
and the sheer beauty of the scene
stopped me in my tracks.

From where I stood, the smooth sea
bed sloped gradually off into distant
depths beyond my wvision. Surround-
ing me on all sides was a fantastic
Ifalryland Branching coral sculptur-
ings of myriad hues seemed alive in
the quivering water; they were hard
and solid to the touch. As I began to
imove, the colors of the corals about
me changed with chameleonlike ease,
so that I walked in a land of liquid-
flowing rainbows. The fascination of
the place made me determined to ex-
plore farther. I started out boldly.

Slowly treading the seaway, I was
brought up short by a sight that al-
most took my breath away. There be-
fore me, rising out of the watery
void, was what appeared to be a city
—a ghost city under the sea!

I could have sworn that there was
a great Gothic cathedral ahead, and
beyond it other dim stately edifices,
sloping away into farther shadowy
regions. Spires and pinnacles lifted
majestically; tall columns supported
overhanging roofs; windows stood
open in walls and towers. The dim
light of the sun, reflected from the
surface waters above, sifted down and
passed through the openings, gleam-

THE SEA”

By LIEUTENANT HARRY E. RIESEBERG

ing dully through the open spaces be-
tween the columns.

I felt as though I had been sud-
denly thrust on some strange and dis-
tant planet; as though I had come to
a peaceful town where quiet buildings
waited the return of a recently de-
parted populace.

I paused for a while, sitting on a
projecting shelf of coral to consider
this phenomenon. Then I left my seat
and moved slowly forward again to-
ward the nearest of the structures, the
“cathedral-like” edifice. The sea floor
continued to slope downward and out-
ward toward the open ocean.

C AREFULLY,1 placed one weight-
ed boot after the other. The for-
mation was perhaps forty feet in
length and twenty feet high. The
crowning coral pinnacles that ex-
tended upward from the basic hulk of
the structure were about six to eight
feet in height. It was obvious to one
familiar with coral that this design
was not a natural growth, but was
cased over some original buildings
that had allowed for windows and
doors. And through these openings
the magical light softly filtered.

Directly in front of me there was
a large doorway. Carefully guarding
my airline from the rough casing of
the chamber, I went in. Inside was a
sort of chamber space with several
passages leading off from it. I stood
entranced.
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At first, I hardly noticed the gro-
tesque shapes of the formation within
the chamber and along the walls. The
amazing color was all I could perceive
—not just an ordinary shade, but an
incredibly alive blue that seemed to
embrace all the various conceivable
shadings of that one color. Wherever
I looked my eyes met gradations of
blue, ranging from azure to hues
merging almost into black. The water
was blue; the walls were blue; even
my hands, as I held them before my
goggle-eyed diving helmet, were blue.

I moved carefully about the cham-
ber, peering into some of the open-
ings that led off from the room in
which I stood. From one dark hole I
drew back sharply, as my quick
glance revealed a mass of huge crawl-
ing creatures.

They were great spider crabs with
arms nearly nine feet in length, and
huge octopi with their quivering ten-
tacles writhing about frenziedly—and
the cold feeling of menace that ema-
nated from them sent a shudder along
my spine. Hurriedly, I backed away
and didn’t stop until I was completely
out of the structure.

I had stayed too long. The feeling
of pressure was like being pinched
between the thumb and forefinger of
some huge giant. I jerked my signal
cord, and soon I was being gently
raised up—up out of the city of the
dead.

Y this time, I had come to the
realization that I had actually
discovered the remains of what was
once the richest and wickedest city on
the entire Spanish Main. There could
be no doubt but that I had seen what
no other living man had gazed upon

Swing

—sunken Port Royal!

Here was an undiscovered and un-
explored realm—a marvelous world,
strange yet beautiful, touched with
mystery. Here was a find of scientific
import, and I had come upon it by
mere chance.

As I rose slowly to the surface my
mind was afire with the possibilities

I had uncovered. If I could go to

deeper depths; if I could follow that

sloping sandy seaway, what strange
sights might I see! And don't over-
look the possible recovery of some of
the vast riches which the sea had
claimed when the great deluge of
1692, followed by the earthquake,
had driven the ‘Pirate’s Babylon™
from the world of living men!

Since that time, I have dreamed of
what a man might find on the floor
of the Caribbean in outer Kingston

Harbor—if he could devise some *

means of penetrating into the pres-
sure-packed depths. Such means re-
quire improved diving gear to lessen
the hazards that are constant compan-
ions of a man in regulation diving
dress at such depths.

The ways and means of this
achievement have now been found,
for a new-type diving robot has ac-
tually been devised, and is in course
of construction.

Soon I shall return to the Carib-

bean, and the “city beneath the sea™
—Port Royal. I shall prod into its
secrets, disturb the spider crabs, the
giant octopi and other strange and
weird denizens which alone inhabit
it, sceking to wrest away some of
its vast riches which were sent to the
bottom on that ill fated night in 1692.
Adventure calls!

—————
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By ELEANOR M. MARSHALL

HINCHILLAS are so lovely—

and so rare—that their pelts
bring the highest prices of any fur,
although the cost of raising them
varies at present between only $2 and
1 $3 a year. Since these lovely pets are
I successfully bred in captivity, they
will not become extinct. But they
might have—had it not been for the
courage and foresight of M. F. Chap-

man of Los Angeles.

As an engineer in the employ of
the Anaconda Copper Company in
4 Chile, Chapman’s first meeting with
Jone of these lovely pets was when
an Indian called to show him a live
{ chinchilla the Indian had captured
and was keeping in a box. Mr. Chap-
4 man took an instant liking to the lit-
tle captive because chinchillas are
s gentle, inquisitive and too willing to
fbe friends for their own good. That
dlis why they have been hunted relent-
illessly since the discovery that even a
{jqueen preferred a present of their fur
¢glto one of gold and gems.

1§ There is a legend about how a
Spanish queen was tricked by a thiev-

FURS

for a

PRINCESS

Want a pair of chinchillas for

$16507 Enough pelts for a wrap

(if you could get them) would

cost $6,250. But alive, as breeding

stock, they're worth $103,125. No

wonder only 25 women own chin-
chilla coats!

ing messenger of a chest of gold plate
and jewels an emissary had wrapped
in chinchilla fur as added protection
for the long journey from South
America across the Atlantic. The
messenger stole the contents and
crammed the fur robe into the chest.
That was all he presented to Her
Majesty. Although he ran the risk of
punishment, there was no swift means
of communication to disclose his
theft; so he was knighted instead.
Every lady in waiting envied the
queen her beautiful wrap. Before
long, South America was being
scoured for chinchillas so thoroughly
that only the agility of the animals
kept them from being annihilated for
their pelts.

INCE 1899 the Chilean govern-

ment has prohibited trapping,
hunting or exporting chinchillas, yet
Chapman promptly bought his Indian
visitor’s little captive. From that day
in 1919 until Chapman died, his wor-
ries were centered on how to increase
the world’s chinchilla population. He
realized that ruthless slaughter had

_
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all but destroyed the species. In 1880
the skins sold for only $18 a dozen,
and nine years later, there were 435,
000 pelts going to commercial buyers.
It didn't take hunters long to locate
the richest fur-bearers of all time. Yet
so many of the animals were killed
that even to see a chinchilla has be-
come an event.

To save those gentle creatures by
breeding them in captivity became an
obsession with Chapman, although
everyone with whom he talked
warned him it could not be done. His
own doubts arose not from climate
and environment—but as to whether
the chinchillas would cooperate. From
the Chilean government he received
sanction for his project, along with
more warnings that he might expect
only trouble as his reward.

Undeterred by such gloomy pre-
dictions, he sent 20 Indians into the
mountains to get as many of the ani-
mals as they could capture alive.
After working three years, they
brought back three females and eight
males. In order to get the animals
accustomed to lower temperatures,
the trip down to sea level was very
slow. The animals all survived; but
Chapman faced another obstacle; the
captain of the ship to Los Angeles
would not permit the animals to travel
unless they went with the rest of the
cargo in the hold, where the furnace-
like temperature might kill them in
a matter of minutes.

Mr. Chapman outwitted the cap-
tain by getting a cage smuggled into
his stateroom as a trunk, and asking
friends who came aboard to wish him
“bon voyage™ each to bring one of his
pets in their pockets. When the cage

Swing

and animals were where he wanted
them, Chapman sent the captain word
that he valued his pets at one million
dollars and would hold the boat in
San Pedro harbor until such a sum
was paid, if anything delayed the
safe arrival of the chinchillas in Los
Angeles. As a result, there were fans
blowing on the chinchillas throughout
the voyage, and they had ice near
their cage, to provide the cold weather
they love and to which they were ac-
customed.

LTHOUGH none of them died,

there was to be a fight for four

years before that cargo made up its
mind to cooperate and multiply. All
the little foreigners had been born
south of the equator where the seasons
are just the opposite of Los Angeles.
In June, July and August when the
chinchillas were growing their warm-
est pelts, the thermometer was hitting
over a hundred degrees in the shade.
When they began shedding as they
had always done in December, Janu-
ary and February, the temperature
was fairly screaming, “Don’t!™

So all year around the poor little
things were in such acute distress that
they refused to breed, had to be
forced to eat, and required constant
attention just to make them survive.
Every Gloomy Gus kept repeating,
"I told you so0,” but Chapman still
would not listen.

During the fourth year when the
animals and the calendar finally got
into agreement, there came the biggest
loss of all. A syndicate formed in
Switzerland called about buying some
breeding stock. Chapman had only 70
animals, which he refused to sell. The
syndicate representative stole half the
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“Wanna have some fun? Ask for a

pink lady?

stock and got to Germany before
detectives caught up with him. That
was the last ever seen of those ani-
mals, for, although the courts decided
in favor of Chapman, he studied pic-
tures of the stolen animals and de-
cided they could not be permitted to
mingle with his stock. They had re-
ceived such poor care that they had
become worthless for breeding pur-
poses.

N appearance, chinchillas somewhat
resemble a squirrel. They are small,
! about the size of a man’s hand, and
have dense fur that looks bluish gray
and keeps changing color with every
motion and play of light. At birth
they weigh 115 ounces; and are only
between 18 and 22 ounces when ma-
ture. The female is the larger and is
the boss of the family. They have
round, shoe-button eyes which lack
pupils. Their back legs resemble those
of a kangaroo in miniature, but the
front legs are only about two inches
! long. Their whiskers spread four to
! five inches, like a cat’s. They have
a bushy tail nearly as long as the body;
{and instead of claws, they have
{ fingers equipped with nails. They
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pick up their food and eat it much
as a squirrel does. Their hind legs
have rows of bristles to serve as
combs for their gorgeous coat.

Unlike other animals, chinchillas
are monogamous. Before they are
mated, the female must be taken to
the male’s home. If he is brought to
her cage, she will fight him off as a
trespasser. The babies are born with
their eyes open, have their fur and
also their teeth. They are the only
species which are so fortunate. The
babies are kept with their parents for
two months and are mated sometime
between six months and their first
birthday. They have two or three
litters each year, with an average of
one to three offspring in each. If a
mate dies, the survivor has to be coaxed
to mate again. Their life span is about
eight years, although some live to be
ten.

Their food is cheap, even though
their pelts bring fancy prices. A
year’s supply of food for a chinchilla
can be bought in today’s market for
between $2 and $3. They eat scienti-
fically prepared pellets which are sup-
plemented by dehydrated alfalfa, dried
orchard grass, dandelion leaves, other
greens, bark and various grains.

To care for them properly is a con-
stant task because they are very fas
tidious. Their cages must be kept
clean. They seem to find the odor of
human beings offensive, and scurry
to take a sand bath whenever they are
stroked. Each pen must have such
a bath, usually fuller’s earth and fine
sand. Some breeders include pulverized
mineral rock or talcum.

Because they lack claws, chinchillas
are unable to climb smooth surfaces,
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but they will jump as high as 25 feet
and will scamper about to exercise
with the speed of racing midget autos.
Treadmills help them get enough ac
tivity. Their teeth require special
treatment, too, because they would
grow so long the animal would be
unable to eat unless an electric emery
wheel were used to shorten teeth—or
a small cement stone provided for
them to gnaw as a puppy gnaws an
old slipper.

Chinchillas are not noisy. When
frightened they either squeal or bark:
and when happy, which is by far the
greatest part of their lives, they emit
clucking sounds similar to those of
a baby who has just been fed.

T PRESENT breeders are selling

only pelts from animals who

die or must be killed because of acci-

dental injuries. To do otherwise would

be rather like killing a goose laying
golden eggs.

Pelts bring about fifty dollars each,
while a live pair costs around $1,650.
It takes up to 125 skins to complete
a coat or wrap, depending upon the
length required. Only a few skins are
yet to be had. Prior to Chapman'’s
attempt to domesticate these animals,
their pelts brought from $25 to $350.

Their fur is the warmest and
densest yet discovered. Where other
fur has but a single hair to each root,
a chinchilla sprouts about 80. This is
so delicate that you cannot feel a
single strand with your fingers, al-
though it will be long enough to tie
into several knots. It is ten times
finer than the web of a spider!

Because of the rarity of the fur,
only about 25 women own chinchilla
wraps. All such owners have the right

Swing

to belong to the Chinchilla Club. Some
of the members are: Mary Pickford,
Hedy Lamarr, Lily Pons, Queen

Elizabeth of England, Mrs. William

Lehman, Mrs. Randolph Hearst, Mrs.
William K. Vanderbilt, Mrs. Jay
O'Brien, Mrs. Frank Himber, Mrs.
Cornelius Vanderbilt and Mrs. James
W. Corrigan.

Besides these, there are three coats
often used in films and for display
owned by I. J. Fox of New York
City, Willard George of Los Angeles
and Esther Dorothy, Inc., of Boston,
all furriers willing to invest in an
article of such attractiveness to women.

Today’s chinchilla industry has
been estimated at over $20,000,000—
with the biggest ranch belonging to the
Chapman family, of course. The num-
ber of progeny can only be estimated
—yet they all have as ancestors those
less-than-a-dozen animals Chapman
transplanted with such difficulty from
their
warmer quarters in Los Angeles. Be-
cause they took kindly to this change,
they are now scattered in 313 ranches
which dot the United States and
Canada. Although all the chinchillas
now go on multiplying with gratifying

regularity, it will be years before their *

owners will be willing to sell pelts
instead of live pairs. That's why fur
dealers all but tear their hair if you
ask them for a chinchilla garment.
They know that they cannot promise
delivery; and it never is any fun to
lose an order costing a fortune.

We owe the survival of these love-
liest furbearers to domestic breeding.
Without it, they would have disap-
peared like so many other valuable
species wiped out by greedy hunters.
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find your heart’s desire.”

Many never heard that old saying:
to most of those who have, it is mean-
ingless. I, for one, never believed it
—until one evening, October 24, 1943.

I live on Quadra Island, British
Columbia, a jumble of low mountains
covered with fir trees rising from the
North Pacific, a hundred miles from
Vancouver.

My house stands just above the
storm high tide mark on a rock
Hsharply sloping down into the water.

e T THE moon path’s end you'll
“A

Here the water is so deep that even
a motor vessel of ten feet draught can
nose to the shoreline when the tide
is high.

It was about nine in the evening
when I walked out upon the front
veranda almost overhanging the water.
'HA southeasterly storm had blown
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MOON PATH’S END

The fantastic truth: How a ship traveled 9,752 miles and
granted a man’s great wish.

By FRANCIS DICKIE

throughout the day. As the afternoon
waned, the storm died with the sud-
denness peculiar sometimes in these
regions. As evening neared, the cloud
masses dispersed. Above the jagged
peaks of the coast range a big yellow
moon came up abruptly, more a stage
setting than reality.

Across the level empty sea the moon
laid a long golden path, narrowing
almost to a point below my feet. Sud-
denly around the end of a small island
just beyond my door a big motor ship
swung straight into the moon path
and bore down straight toward me. I
shook my head to clear it of this im-
possible phantom. I passed my hands
across my eyes. The ship refused to
vanish. My head strained forward
still not accepting this vision rising
out of a heart’s long longing never
granted.
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YET it was a reality. There rested

the motor ship Syrene, now against
a background of high snowy peaks!
How very different a setting from
that in which I had first looked upon
her 13 years before!

In the year 1930 the Syrene’s home
port was Cannes, France. Many fine
pleasure craft lay alongside the short
cement wharf at Cannes known as
*“Millionaires’ Row.” On a given day
the ships berthed there, bows and
sterns lined so close their buffers
touched, represented financially the
might of Europe.

The Syrene, in my eyes at least,
was the finest of them all. She was
small compared to most of them. Her
lines were those of a smart schooner.
She was a swift, staunch medium of
far greater general use, if the need
arose, than the others built solely for
pleasure. For the Syrene was no mere
pleasure ship. She was what a sailor
would have called a grand work boat,
though at that moment she was the
toy of a Greek millionaire who had
made a fortune from tobacco.

A famous English lord once wit-
tily remarked that: “yachts were de-
signed for sinning™. It was rumored
that her Greek owner made the
Syrene live up to the saying.

The Syrene’s fine lines drew me
like a magnet. Her figurehead was
that of an alluring woman. Whenever
she was in harbor I would go down
and gaze wistfully at her. In 1930 I
was a foreign newspaper correspond-
ent. The vicinity of Cannes, Antibes,
Monte Carlo was good ground for
feature stories about the great, near
great and the sensational and odd
characters from all over the world who

Swing

gathered there.

I loved ships with an emotion that
stirs strongly the hearts of many
people. As I gazed often upon the
Syrene, I was filled always with a
wistful desire to walk her decks, to
journey even briefly upon her, a de-
sire the more saddening from know-
ing my wish would never be granted.
That longing to have voyaged even
once upon her remained with me long
after I had said goodbye to the Syrene
and France. Even years after, the
Syrene lurked in my memory, as will
the wanting of something unfulfilled.

CROSSED the Atlantic and the

North American continent to dwell
on the shore of rocky Quadra Island
in the North Pacific.

In the year 1933, the British
Columbia and Yukon Aid Society of
England wished to show their approval
of the work being done by the Co-
lumbia Coast Mission of British
Columbia. Along the rugged, deeply
indented coast of British Columbia,
where there are twelve miles of shore-
line for every mile of distance,
men and women live widely scattered
in a fir-clad rocky wilderness. Medi-
cal aid by swift ship to injured
loggers, fishermen, homesteaders, ex-
pectant mothers, and help to those
made destitute by forest fire is the
work of the Coast Mission’s motor
ships.

The Church Aid Society of the
English Church in England decided
the best method of helping the British
Columbia Mission was to buy an ad-
ditional ship and send it. At the old
reliable and world-famous shipping
firm of Thornycroft, London, the
Society’s representative was told of

[ —
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the Motor Ship Syrene, lying at
Cannes, a now discarded plaything.
The Society, learning the ship was
sound overall, bought it.

The late Reverend John Antle,
pioneer missionary in Columbia Coast
:Mlsswn work, and a rattling fine

sailor though then aged 70, undertook
to go to Cannes from British Colum-
bia and captain the Motor Ship from
Cannes to London for a dedication
ceremony.

He little dreamed the toil lying
ibefore him. The Syrene’s engines were
in terrible condition. For weeks the
new master and his crew of four
chipped rust, cleaned, oiled and re-
paired. By a miracle they succeeded
in making the decrepit engines carry
115 far as Gibraltar. Here at the Naval
Dockyard it was necessary to install
two new Widdop diesel engines.

1 With new spring in her wake the
Syrene came to London. She was dedi-
-ated beneath the shadow of Big Ben
sn Friday, June 16, 1933 by the
Bishop of London, Winnington In-

am.

IN CHARGE of her aged skipper
and crew of four she then crossed
he Atlantic, through the Panama
Canal and up the Pacific to Van-
ouver, and onward to northern
vaters. For three years she served as
. Mission boat in the difficult island-
dlotted network known as "“The In-
" fide Passage.” Then, the Mission re-
. Ruiring a different type of craft, the
syrene again changed hands. She be-
lame the pleasure craft of an Ameri-
an. Six years later, his death again
»ut the ship on the market.

She was in better shape than ever.
er last owner had re-outfitted her

MOON PATH’S END
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with two new 110 Ruston diesels, giv
ing instant starting and pilot house
control. She was valued by marine ap-
praisers at $100,000. But no buyers
came forward.

At this particular moment the
British Columbia Forestry Department
needed a new vessel to replace their
best ship, the Caverhill, sunk in a
collision during a fog. And they were
in luck: they got the ship for a mere
fraction of her value. She was fitted
to meet all Forestry Department re-
quirements. Her magnificent hull was
warranted to outlast the youngest
forester.

In the winter of 1943 the Syrene
was on an inspection trip in northern
waters. The then Assistant Chief
Forester (today Deputy Minister of
Lands for British Columbia) George
P. Melrose, was making the inspec-
tion. He was an old friend of mine.
Being in my vicinity, and as there
was good anchorage for the night's
stop, he sailed to my door to spend
the evening.

And thus it was that, after being
separated by the Mediterranean Sea,
two oceans, and more than ten years
of time, the Syrene and I were once
more brought together. The Syrene
had come 9,752 miles to anchor at my
very feet!

No one in the world knew of my
secret longing. George P. Melrose had
no knowledge I had ever seen the
Syrene. Sitting before my fire I told
him, for the first time to anyone, my
story, this story. And because he has
a warm sympathy and a sense of the
dramatic, my secret longing did come
true: he took me on a two week cruise
aboard the Syrene.



IT TOOK Bill Darby twenty-five
years to even the score with a
killer which nearly took his life. He
has invented a device that will save
thousands of lives annually by reveal-
ing the presence of one of man’s most
deadly enemies — carbon monoxide
gas. This invisible killer gives no
warning, being colorless, odorless and
tasteless.

Bill Darby was almost killed by
carbon monoxide while working on his
automobile in his garage. When he re-
covered, he resolved to perfect a ma-
chine which would detect the deadly
gas and give an alarm.

There were heart breaking failures
—but Darby never gave up. Now, at
last, he has received protective patents
on a machine which is so sensitive that
it will register the carbon monoxide
from a burning cigarette!

Since 1945, Darby has lived in
Santa Maria, California, devoting full
time to his invention. Strangers are
seen visiting at his garage-size labor-
atory located on a back street. Top
brass from the Army and Navy fre-
quently landed at the local airport

The MAN WHO

4 -
" reaches a danger point, the ma-

Carbon monoxide gas is colorless,
odorless and tasteless . . . one of
man’s most deadly enemies. Bill
Darby bas invented a machine |
which samples air at the same rate
of cubic-feet-per-minute people
breathe. When carbon monoxide

chine sounds an alarm. b

By IRVING WALLACE |3

and headed directly for the Darby ¢
laboratory, to depart later without
comment. The government’s interest
in the Darby invention still remains
a secret.

B

THE Darby carbon monoxide de- ‘ce:
tecting machine is about the size 4"}

of a kitchen radio. It operates from &
electricity, either on power line or
batteries. The device will immediately
register any carbon monoxide gas in i
the area on a meter which is as easily
read as a pocket watch. It is equipped ;
with audible and visible signals which
can be set to alarm at any desired
concentration of the deadly gas. The
inventor ran ten thousand tests in g
his laboratory, and the machine did §
not fail once. o

Although carbon monoxide is an &
invisible killer, comparatively little is ‘ T
known about it. Unlike most other g:.
gases, which usually attack the lungsie:
and can be dissipated by a few whiffsrrn[
of fresh air, carbon monoxide is ab-%,
sorbed in the bloodstream and staysiy,
there, building up as the victim con-fy,
tinues to inhale it. Therefore, smallf,



lLIIJKEl] CARBON MONOXIDE

quantities of the poison breathed over
a period of time are as dangerous as
{a heavy dose taken into the system
' ‘-11[ at once.

1 Carbon monoxide is three hundred
ltimes more soluble in the blood than
xygen. Thus, it is easy to understand
why all organs of the body are affected
'w its lethal poison. Swimming
‘hrough the veins, it is quickly carried
-0 the brain, the heart and every area
»f the body.

HE biggest secret of Darby's de-
tector is a chemical substance
which, when processed on film, dis
solors from exposure to varying con-
‘Y-entrations of carbon monoxide gas.
AThe detecting machine is made up of
‘4itandard parts and can be manufac-
‘fured in almost any factory. Darby’s
* wenty-five years were chiefly spent on
he chemical formulas which make up
he compound. Once he had discovered
"0 compound that would detect and
1 legister the poison gas, he had to de-
‘ ‘elop a method whereby the accumu-
1lative effect of the carbon monoxide
'n the compound would be equal to
i he speed of absorption of carbon
‘nonoxide in the blood stream of the
juman body.

The Darby machine continuously
‘“lamples air at the same rate of cubic
eet per minute that the average per-
n breathes. Thus, anyone in an af-
Mected area can tell by glancing at the
ieter the amount of carbon monoxide
oncentration to which he has been
bjected over a given period of time.

When an accumulation of the deadly
gas reaches the danger point, a
squealer alarm sounds.

Darby also had to perfect the chemi-
cal compound to prevent false alarms
from other gases. The air is pulled
into the machine through a filter that
removes all dust, dampness and im-
purities. It passes over the chemically-
treated film that bisects a beam of
light from a photo-electric eye. The
compound which is impregnated into
the film resembles a thin coating of
brown sugar. The amber-colored sub-
stance will discolor only when ex-
posed to carbon monoxide fumes;
nothing else. The discoloration then
breaks the light beam and registers on
the meter, the amount of carbon
monoxide present.

In demonstrations, Darby showed
that climatic conditions had no effect
upon the compound. Samples were
placed in an electric oven for one
hour at 250 degrees Fahrenheit; and
then packed in dry ice, below zero.
Then the compound was exposed to
steam vapor of 212 degrees Fahren-
heit, and put into the machine where
it performed accurately when exposed
to known concentrations of carbon
monoxide.

THIS new invention is adaptable
to mines, deep wells, industrial
plants, ships, airplanes, cars, truck
cabs, coke-heated box cars, tunnels,
diesel train cabs, homes—in fact, any
place where there might be danger
from carbon monoxide gas.
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For normal use the machine is set
to start picking up a concentration of
carbon monoxide at a point where it
starts to enter the blood stream—
.01 per cent, or one part of carbon
monoxide to ten thousand parts of
air. The United States Bureau of
Mines says that twenty parts of car-
bon monoxide in that amount of air
will bring unconsciousness, and knock
you out for good provided you whiff
it for thirty minutes or longer.

Darby has not only developed a
great life-saver against carbon mon-
oxide gas poisoning—there is also the
possibility that his machine will be
the world's greatest fire alarm. Since
most fires are preceded by a con-
centration of carbon monoxide prior
to the blaze, there is an even chance
that the Darby machine will alarm
before the fire starts. At least it will
warn when it breaks into a blaze, thus
giving time to locate and fight the
fire before it is out of control.

Carbon monoxide gas takes a
hideous toll of lives every year. It
can strike without warning, lulling
its victims into unsuspecting sleep
from which there is often no awaken-
ing; or it may cause partial sleep dur-
ing which the victim—perhaps driv-
ing a car, piloting an airplane or
handling a powerful diesel locomotive
—is fully conscious, unaware of his
drowsiness but as unable to control
his reflexes as if he were intoxicated.

ILLIAM C. DARBY was born

in St. Paul, Minncsota, moving
as a youngster with his family to
Minot, North Dakota, where he at-
tended school. In high school Bill was
a football star but before graduating
he cnlisted in World War 1. Later he

.S’wing

returned to get his diploma and to
continue his education at the Uni-
versity of Minnesota, specializing in
electrical engineering.

Bill returned to North Dakota
where he married Evelyn Nichols, a

school teacher. They have four sons,
Kelly, Duane, Donald and Larry.

—— e

—

Three served in World War II and g
the youngest expects to enter service |
as soon as he receives his college de- 'd

gree. All four attended college, tak-
ing such subjects as electronics, chemis-
try and electrical engineering. The |
Darby household is a bee hive of IF
technical terms and problems when "
the four engineer- .minded sons start
a bull session with their dad. Ideas & l
arose in these sessions to play an im- %
portant part in the Darby invention. '™
Kelly, the oldest son, has worked with %
his dad for several years at the labora-

tory. L“:
Life hasn't been easy for Bill and b

Evelyn Darby. Bill's own life was in #
constant peril from his experiments

IN




with a poison gas having no taste,
bdor nor color. His wife was never
far from his laboratory while he was
it work, and several times she found
him on the floor, unconscious. But
Zvelyn Darby continued to encourage
her husband on his experiments.
When it was essential to get regular
Heliveries of blood from the South
“85t. Paul stockyards for Bill's tests
she arranged to save the money from
rhe grocery budget.

l About the only encouragement Bill

Darby received during those lean
sears was from his wife. Whenever
Jie would consult the people who were
Aonsidered experts on the subject of
4:arbon monoxide gas they'd everlast-
Angly tell him that his theory was all
yrong, impossible, and that he was
Avasting his time.

Six years ago Bill Darby discovered
he right combination of chemicals to
.'_lio the trick. It was his first step to
fuccess. He decided to take the plunge
+4—quit his job and move to a warmer
limate where he'd devote his full

THE MAN WHO LICKED CARBON MONOXIDE
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time to developing the compound and
the machine. The time during which
he thought he could complete the
project dragged on from one year to
another. In the meantime his reserve
capital dwindled away.

Fifty-three-year-old Bill Darby,
with twenty-five years experimenting
behind him, now has the answer to
the carbon monoxide menace. His ma-
chine, soon to be announced on the
market, is simple, inexpensive, fool-
proof, and can be operated by a lay-
man.

If *Oscars™ were being handed out
to inventors it's quite likely that Bill
Darby would be chosen the inventor
of the year. However, Bill isn't look-
ing for glory. He credits his success
to faith. He says simply, “There
wasn't a night we didn't pray for
guidance and the strength to continue
our work. I guess the Lord was on
our side.”

Mrs. Darby agrees with her hus-
band, and adds staunchly, "I knew
Bill could do it."”
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SAUCERS are OLD STUFF

THE debate over “‘flying saucers”
continues to rage. Scientists dis-
igree as to what they may be: Visitors
rrom other worlds, from the un-
‘hartered realms of space. Hallucina-
ions. Phenomena produced by light
hind heat and other tricky aspects of
Nature's handiwork. All agree, how-
-ver, that, real or imagined, the ob-
ects are the product of the age of
et propulsion and cracked atoms. All,
hat is, except Custodian Elton H.
3rown of the United States Patent
Mffice.

“We've been seeing ‘flying saucers’
iere for years,” he states, “even before
ny time”, and he indicates stacks
f musty files, some dating back fifty
ears. The files contain patent appli-
ations on hundreds of plans for weird
ontrivances designed to lift man into
he air. Some put the most weird
writers of science-fiction to shame.
Jthers inspire awe. And many, of
purse, cause a snicker and a sneer.

J’md yet . . . flying saucer? Who can
ell?

TAKE the contraption patented by
one John H. Wilson, of Carlisle,
’ennsylvania, in 1909. Today's re-
sorted ‘‘saucers” are generally of disc
hape. Wilson's invention consisted
if not one, but four discs. These were
nounted on a shaft, horizontally,
bove the motor, and would revolve

"One for the birds” was the eagle-powered device patented
in 1887 by C. R. E. Wulff as a "means and apparatus for
propelling and guiding balloons.”

By M. JEANNE BAKER

at 125 r.p.m. At such speed, a set of
blades attached to the discs would
open and, whirling in conjunction
with the discs, lift the machine into
the air. So the inventor hopefully pre-
dicted, claiming also great maneuver-
ability for the craft.

A Californian, Samuel Mont-
gomery, in 1911 patented a craft that
(if it could get into the air) would
resemble a saucer. This was in the
shape of a huge umbrella, the um-
brella to revolve, much on the order
of the canvas top of a circus merry-
go-round. Suspended from the um-
brella was a wire-mesh basket which
contained a steam boiler, the engine
to move the contrivance, and the
operator.

Montgomery thoughtfully provided
a parachute for emergency landings,
and for air bags in case of a landing
in water. The papers of patent-appli-
cation guaranteed, in the words of
the inventor, this to be “‘a simple and
inexpensive device, and one which can
readily be constructed for the use of
every class of people, and one which
can well be used for transporting
freight as well as persons with ease
and accuracy.”

Cigar-shaped ‘‘saucers’? An
Ohioan, of 1910 vintage, patented a
contraption of that type, consisting of
a gondola suspended from a set of
blades which, controlled by motor
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from a central shaft, was designed to
enable the craft to “rise gently from
the ground.”

NOT all the strange brain-children
of the air-minded inventors re-
lied upon motor-power. In 1919, Vin-
cente Rodriguez, of Arizona, patented
a device that was to fly by means
of the legs of man! His contrivance
was an immense propellor attached
to a rotating shaft secured to a stand-
ard bicycle frame. By pedaling fast
enough, the cyclist turncd the blade,
lifting the machine into the air. Con-
tinued pedal-power carried the “flying
bicycle” in flight, height and distance
subject only to the stamina of the
operator.

Another device propelled by similar
power was proposed by a Georgia
man, in 1909. This one consisted of
a set of large blades rotating on a
shaft above a crate-like suspension in
which the operator sat, pedals at his
feet. The operating gear resembled the
helicopter principle, the vertical-screw
drive, with the action assured by the
pedals that, underfoot, were made to
go ‘round and ‘round.

The year 1909 apparently was an
air-minded one throughout the land.
In that same year, a Sheboygan, Wis-
consin, inventor, named Frederick R.
Kummer, patented a “flying bottle.”
The device was constructed in the
shape of a gigantic beer bottle, power-
ed by a motor within the bottle. A
shaft, turning the propellor, pro-
truded from the neck of the bottle.
Below this was suspended a para-
chute which opened, in emergency,
to slowly waft the whole contraption
back to earth.

Swing

D J

UCH earlier, Charles Richard
Edouard Wulff, an air-minded
inventor of Paris, France, secured an
American Letters Patent on a specific

means of propelling and guiding bal;{'

loons. Wulff explained, in his paten
application which was granted in May
of 1887, that “‘attempts to guide and
steer aircraft by mechanical, electric,
or other motors have (generally) been
unsuccessful by reason of the weight
of the motor and its accessories.” He
proposed a “living motor”, comprisec
of “one or more eagles, vultures, o1
condors™, caught and strapped to &
parachute-type device suspended abowt
the structure of the craft. In this way
the Frenchman claimed, “the qualitie

and powers given by nature to thescﬁgi
|

most perfect kinds of birds may b
completely utilized.”

Air Force officials say that som
of these weird old machines, if buil
and flown, could cause the blips o
radar screens that have accompanie
some of the flying saucer reports
However, none could attain the ir
credible rates of speced attributed t
the saucers. Actually, these exampie
of the hundreds of similar objec
contained in Patent Office Scarc
Room files provoke only laughtcr now:
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PRESIDENTIAL
NON SEQUITUR

By BLANCHE McKEOWN

H See next page
for the Answers

Maybe you can’t remember all the presidential platforms. Your mind may

Jun more to the little personal things connected with the office. In that case,

b i s quiz is just for you. Identify each president for ten points and then count
p your score.

=~

1. Harding...cceeeeee, A. He was the youngest ever to be inaugurated
3 2. Hoover............... B. This victorious Civil War General became President
n 3. T. Roosevelt....... C. He was the first to speak on radio
] 4. Truman D. He moved out of the White House during his administration
5. Tyleroueeeenne. . He was first to be born a citizen of the United States
uh 6. Van Buren.........F. He was the first president of all 48 states
1 7. Grant...... . He was a Quaker
8. Jackson . He was first to be inaugurated in Washington
t 9. Jefferson............. I. He had the most children (14)
: 10. Taftoweoccceeeeeenee. J. His picture is on the twenty dollar bill.

VET-PROPULSION sy soris ranpoLpH

Fill in the missing letters of each VET-propelled word below according
1@ the definition on the left. If you're a VETeran when it comes to word
hmes, of course, that’s so much vel VET.

1. Metal bolt ——VET
2. Another name for Switzerland ———VET ——
3. Habitual ——VET—————
4. The quality of being simple ———VET—
r 5. Catlike creature ——VET
ﬁxll 6. Animal doctor VET——4—mM—— — — —
d 7. Crave ——VET
f 8. Fit nicely together —~——VET ———
e 9. Military commission conferring rank ———VET
44 10, War vessel ————VET —~——
'Bpfi 11. Kind of shrub ———VET
A ’ 12. Second lieutenant —~——VET ———
’*1 13. Fodder plant VET ——

¥4 14. An authoritative prohibition VET—
15. Three-legged stand ———VET
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INSIDE-OUTS

By FRED A. GREEN

|

!

IHere are a dozen pairs of definitions of two-syllable words which beaJT
each other a pronunciatory relationship. For example, question No. 1 defmat

a word meaning to “‘postpone™
woman of social position™

(DELAY) and a second word signifying *

first word: DE-LAY, we get LAY-DE (LADY) and of course, vice ver

1. To postpone.

A woman of social position.

2. Impudent.
A teeter-board.

3. Red or bloommg
Naught.

4. To chase or follow.

In theatrical parlance, an extra.

5. An oriental headdress.
To make fun of.
6. An idler.
An official leave of absence.

7.
8.
9.
10.
11.
12,

To print from a prepared plate.

Carved.

Fog or steam.
To supply.
Pertinent.

A cattle trough.
People of any special class.

A pro-tem governor of a kingdom
Consequently.

One who departs.

Immature.

(LADY). By reversing the pronunciation of tsh;)

Chapter of a labor union.

THE ANSWERS

VET-PROPULSION

PRESIDENTIAL 1. riVET

NON SEQUITUR 2. HelVETia
3. inVETerate
4. naiVETe

5. ¢iVET

6. VETerinary
7. coVET

8. doVETail
9. breVET
10. corVETte
11. priVET
12. shaVETail
13. VETch

14. VETo

15. triVET

OO0 =T/ v o2 12 v
DI wETO>O0
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INSIDE OUTS
DELAY s
LADY
SAUCY 8.
SEE-SAW
ROSY 9.
ZERO
PURSUE 10.
SUPER
TURBAN 11.
BANTER
LOAFER 125
FURLOUGH

ENGRAVE

GRAVEN
VAPOR
PURVEY

GERMANE ¢
MANGER

GENTRY
REGENT
ERGO
GOER
CALLOW
LOCAL

*PU




.. in @ meadow green and broad

by the bank of a river . . .
inder a towering oak,
that stood in the midst of the village
Knelt the Black Robe chief
with bis children—

* * *

‘oon was their story told;

and the priest with solemnity

answered:

Not six suns bave risen and set

since Gabriel, seated
D this mat by my side,

where now the maiden reposes,
“old me this same sad tale;
then rose and continued bis journey!”

Henty Wadsworth Longfellow's

EVANGELINE
A TALE OF ACADIE

"I A LONG the arch and instep of the
. X Louisiana “boot™ is a 59-mile
retch that typifies the exotic flavor
f the whole state. Along this route—
Pften missed by travelers heading for
>tter known New Orleans and Baton
ouge—you'll find everything from
hrimp boats and sugarcane to stately
lantations and the Evangeline coun-
y made famous by Longfellow.

\VEl Let’s start with a shrimp boat town:
2 Horgan City is on Berwick Bay, a
} lidening of the Atchafalaya River,
qihlled the deepest river in the world.
ik fur starting-point town is on U. S.
i fighway 90, about 85 miles west of
‘TWew Orleans. It’s been nicknamed
' Bhrimp Town™ since most of the
ow dpulation are fishermen. Crab meat
| pcking is another important Morgan

ity industry.

JEEP IN THE DEEP 50UTH

By B. L.

BUSCH

Plan, if possible, to visit here in
August, when the colorful ceremonies
are held to bless the shrimp fleets. The
day the shrimping season opens, de-
vout fishermen receive the church’s
blessing on boats, nets and crews be-
fore they leave the harbor.

From Morgan City, cross the huge-
piered bridge to Berwick and travel
seven miles west to the little town of
Patterson. For almost all the route,
U. S. 90 parallels historic Bayou
Teche, path of the sternwheelers and
setting for houseboats and classic
plantations as well. It was along Bayou
Teche that the deported Acadians of
Longfellow’s *“Evangeline™” settled.
Patterson’s main street follows Bayou
Teche for more than a mile.






