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EVERYTHING 

en from an estancia 

in old Seville to a distinguished resi- 

dence in town, this bathroom is as Span- 

ish as the sharp click of castanets. Though 

the shutters dull the direct stare of the 

sunlight, the room is bright with the 

gleam of tile and porcelain; rich with an 

old world beauty, replete with sanitary 

convenience that is truly American. A 

  
good idea? You will find many more, 

equally good, in New Ideas for Bathrooms, an 

inspiring book of decorating suggestions, 

blue prints, floor plans, and vital plumb- 

ing information. It will gladly be sent on 

request... . It is a pleasant surprise to con- 

sult a responsible plumbing contractor and 

learn that a complete Crane installation rarely 

costs more than any of comparable quality. 

x CRANE 
FOR ANY PLUMBING INSTALLATION 

Crane Co., General Offices, 8368. Michigan Ave., Chicago. + Branches and sales offices in onz hundred and sixty-ewo cities 

      

ANYWHERE



  

  

    

B. ALTMAN & CO. 
FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 

  

  

              

  

LOOK FORWARD TOWARD A RAINY DAY! 
Altman raincoats and motor coats are seldom suspected of being utili- 
tarian garments—-so smartis their design—so comfortable their loose, 
easy cut—and they’re equally good looking when the sun shines. . . . 

MEN’S CLOTHING—SIXTH FLOOR 
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The tradition of today . . . 

Not yet made, but in the making . . “ 

Rhapsodies in blue . . . é 

Spirituals in black . . . 

Living, breathing motion . . . 

Expressed in music 

In art... 

In tall buildings . . . 

  

Now in furniture... 

Sophisticated . . modern . . dynamic .. | 

Dynamique! the new furniture . . . 

by Lord and Taylo! “ » “SS 

New York, Marshall sis ? of ae “ 

& Company in Chicago, John ‘JOHNSON HANDLEY JOHNSON COMPANY, GRAND RAPIDS, MICH, 
Wanamaker in New York 

and Philadelphia, and 

March ist by a lea 

store in the larger cities 

throughout the country, 
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VISIT to Wanamaker’s Burlington 
A Arcade is a visit to London itself—at 

least the London that interests man 
most. For here, concentrated in one shop, 
you will find the very best that the famous 
shops of London have to offer. Yes, we not 
only spare you a trip abroad for your Spring 
wardrobe, but we spare you the fatigue of 
finding which London tailors have the best 
to offer. For we have c overed them all. So 
that when you choose from the Burlington 
Arcade you choose from a stock of British 
clothes and British accessories of the very 

eos taste and quality. 

Redpit Es don 
— ISS 

Street floor, new building 

JOHN WANAMAKER' NEW YORK
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GOWNS 
FROCKS 
suits 
WRAPS 

6 West 57th Street 
dust Off Fifth Avenue 

» CHICAGO ELEVELAND= 

MARCH 3, 1928 
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ACCESSORIES  
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SS 
Posed by Edwina St. Clair 

SSO FOI AAA 

BERGDORF 
GCODMAN 
FIFTH AVE. AT 58TH-NEW YORK: 

Bree TAFFETA ... how subtly it displays 

a fine carriage and a-graceful walk . . . how well it falls when seated! Sophistica- 

tion its very self, this gown .. . with its fringed ruffles, deep-cut décolletage, and 

moulded hips... making the narrow, shining slips that we wore so happily only 

yesterday seem to us now childishly naive. Just one of the intricate new frocks 

through which Bergdorf-Goodman interprets the feeling in the mode of the hour.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
THE NEW YORKER’S CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE 

[THIS LISTING COVERS THE NINE DAYS FROM FRI- 

DAY, MARCH 2, THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 10] 

THE THEATRE 

(Unless otherwise noted, it is assumed that 

curtains will rise at 2:30 and 8:30 p.m. The 
midweek matinée is on Wednesday unless an- 

other day is specified. E. and W. mean East 

and West of Broadway. Theatrical offerings 

are listed alphabetically in each of the three 

following subdivisions) : 

PLAYS 

Ann So 70 Bev: (Bijou, 45, W.)—Mrs. 
"Pepys comes into control of Mr. Pepys— 
poor wretch. 7 

Benowv, THE BRIDEGROOM: (Majestic, 44, 
‘W.jJ—The tragic study of a modern girl 
who pines away and dies because of un- 
requited love. With Judith Anderson. 

Burizsque: (Plymouth, 45, W. Mat. Thurs.) 
~The footlights of ‘burlesque illumine a 
troubled romance. 

Caronsaccnt: (Hampden’s, B'way above 62. 
‘Closing Sat., Mar, 10.)—Walter Hampden 
in a revival of his success of last season. 

Civic Repertory Turatre: (14, W. of 6 
‘Ave.)—"The Good Hope” (Fri, Mar. 2)— 
‘A Dutch tragedy of the sea... . “The 
Cradle Song” (Sat. Mat., Mar. 3, and Tues. 

Mar. 6 and 8)—Touching and 
“{mprovisations in June” (Sat, 

Eve. Mar. 3, and Mon. and Fri,, Mar. 5 
and 9)—A new, comedy from the German. 
en. “inheritors” (Wed. Mat., Mar. 7)—A 
Qrama of American life. . ... “The First 
Stone” (Wed. Eve, Mar. 7)—Life and 
morality in New England... . “Twelfth 
Night” (Sat. Mat., Mar. 10)—Eva Le 

Gallienne and Shakespeare. . . . “La Locan- 
diera” (Sat. Eve. Mar. 10)—Funny busi- 
ness by our forefathers. 

Coc Rosrn: (48th Street, 48, E)—An amus- 
ing mystery play about a murder in a troupe 

of amateur actors. 

‘Tue Commanp 70 Love: (Longacre, 48, W.) 
—Naughty but funny doings in the French 

Embassy at Madrid. With Basil Rathbone 
and Mary Nash, 

Coguerrz: (Maxine Elliott, 39, E.)—True 
love founders on the rocks of Southern 
honor. Excellently acted by Helen Hayes 
and Elliot Cabot. 

Diversion: (49th Street, 49, W.)—Outspok- 
‘en and unleavened tragedy of @ young man 
who mistakes sex passion for love. 

Tue Doctor's Direama: (Guild, 52, W. 
2:20 and 8:20 p.m. Performances Fri, and 
Sat., Mar. 2 and 3, and then off until, week 
of Mar. 12, while’ “Marco Millions,” with 
Which it alternates weekly, takes its place.) 
“Alfred Lunt in an excellent production of 
Shaw's occasionally gruesome comedy of the 

medicos. F 
Deacuta: (Fulton, 46, W.)—An effective 

dramatization and staging of Bram Stoker’s 
horror novel of vampires. 

Escare: (Booth, 45, W.)—Galsworthy asks 
whether an escaping criminal should be re- 
turned. With Leslie Howard. 

Interrenence: (Lyceum, 45, E. Mat. Thurs.) 
‘—In which you watcha gentleman endeav- 
or to cover the traces of another’s murder. 

Marco Miturons: (Guild, 52, W. Mats. 
‘Wed., Thurs., and Sat. Not played Fri. 
and Sat, Mar. 2 and 3, while “The Doc- 
tor’s Dilemma,” with which it alternates 
weekly, takes the stage.)—O’Neill’s satire 
of Marco Polo, dressed into a gorgeous 
spectacle by the Theatre Guild. With Al- 
fred Lunt, 

    

  

   

    

  

Tue MercHant or Venice: (Broadhurst, 44, 
'W. Closing Sat., Mar. 10.)—A fine portray- 
al of Shylock by George Arliss in a well- 
balanced production. 

Our Berrers: (Henry Miller's, 43, E. Mat. 
Thurs.)—A brilliant revival of Somerset 
Maugham’s satire on American _ social 
climbers in England. With Ina Claire. 

Parts Bounp: (Music Box, 45, W.)—To be 
seen by all who contemplate marriage or di- 
vorce, or both. 

Porey: era 42, W. 2:40 and 8:40 
P.M.)—The Theatre Guild's clamorous 
study of negro life. 

Tue Racker: (Ambassador, 49, W. Closin; 
Sat., Mar. 3.)—An exciting melodrama o! 
corruption erupting in a Chicago police sta- 

  

  

tion. 
Rope: (Biltmore, 47, W.)—Fine old Southern 

ignorance and’ brutality well dramatized. 
Tue. Rovar Fammy: (Selwyn, 42, W.)— 

Stirring and beautifully executed play about 
four generations of actors at home. 

Tue SHANNoNs oF BRoapway: | (Martin 
Beck, 8 Ave. at 45.)—A ramshackle com- 
edy of vaudeville folk made uproarious by 
the Gleasons. 

Tur Stext House: (Morosco, 45, W.)— 
"An exciting melodrama of a search for a 
hidden fortune. 

Srrance Intertupe: (Golden, 58 E. No 
‘Mats. Curtain at 5:30; intermission for 
dinner at 7:30.)—O’Neill delves deeply 
into the moods and emotions of a lady and 
the three men she loves, after her fashion. 
‘A nine-act play by virtue (some say fault) 
of the soliloquy, which is used alternately 
with straight dialogue. Excellently acted 
by Lynn Fontanne. 

Tae Taine or tHE SuRew: (Garrick, 35, 
E, Played only Thurs. and Sat, Mats., and 
Thurs, Fri, and Sat. Eves.) Shakespeare's 
farce in modern dress. With Mary Ellis and 
Basil Sydney. 

Tress Mooeex Women: (Eltinge, 42, W.)—- 
‘Tn which a husband follows his wife's ad- 
vice, and has an affair with his pretty sec- 
retary, much to the wife’s discomfiture. 

Tue Triat or Mary Ducan: (National, 41, 
W.)—A murder mystery is taken apart in 
a courtroom while the audience forgets to 
cough. With Ann Harding and Rex Cher- 
Tyman. 

Nore: Harry Lauder is still amusing, and ap- 
pears at 10 p.m. (matinges at 4). The 
vaudeville preceding him is worth missing. 
Mats. Wed., Fri., and Sat. Knickerbocker, 
B’way at 38. 

WITH MUSIC 
Artists AND Mopets: (Winter Garden, 

B'way at 50. 8:25 p.m. Mat. Tues.)—A 
new edition of this revue, with Jack Pearl 
and Florence Moore. Ted Lewis and his 
band no longer here. 

A Connecticut YANKEE: (Vanderbilt, 48, 
E)—Slang and jazz in King Arthur's 
court. From Mark Twain’s story. 

Detmar’s Revers: (Shubert, 44, W. 8:15 
pm. Closing Sat, Mar. 3.)—A good revue 
that_is almost burlesque. 

Tue Frve O’Crock Girt: (44th Street, 44, 
‘W.)—Mary Eaton and Oscar Shaw in a 
very smart musical comedy. 

Funny Face: (Alvin, 52, W.)—The As- 
taires, Vietor Moore, and Gershwin music. 

Gotpen Dawn: (Hammerstein’s, B'way at 
53.)—A large operetta with East Africa as 
a background. 

Goon News: (46th Street, 46, W.)—Mary 

    

   

Lawlor and Inez Courtney in a rousing mu- 
sical comedy about college. 

Manmattan Mary: (Apollo, 42, W.)—Ed 
‘Wynn cheerfully assumes the burden of a 
show which needs him. 

Tue Merny Matonzs: (Erlanger, 44, W.)— 
‘A fast-moving musical comedy, by George 
MM. Coban, who no longer is in the cast. 

My Maryzanp: (Jolson’s, 7 Ave. at 59. Mat. 

‘Thurs.)—Barbara Frietchie in an operetta 
about the Civil War. 

Rarn on Su1Nz: (George M. Cohan, Bway at 
‘43.)—A small one-ring circus, ‘with Joe 
Cook as the chief attraction. 

Rro Riva: (Lyric, 42, W. Closing Sat., Mar. 
10.)—Ada May and Bert Wheeler’ in a 
large and lavish comedy of last season’s 
vintage. 

Rosatie: (New Amsterdam. 42, W.)—An 
claborate musical diversion glorying in 
Marilyn Miller and Jack Donahue. 

Suz's My Bany: (Globe, B'way at 46. Clos- 
ing Sat., Mar. 3.)—A pleasant score, some 
good dancing, and Beatrice Lillie. 

Snow Boat: (Ziegfeld, 6 Ave. at 54. Mat. 
Thurs.)—A superb musical play, from Edna 
Ferber’s novel. With Jerome Kern’s mu- 

7 (Imperial, 45, W.)—"A Kiss 
in a Taxi,” aided by a pleasant score and 
excellent dancing. 

Taxe tHe Am: (Waldorf, 50, E.)—Will 
Mahoney putting some humor into a mild 
show. 

Sunpay, Nicut Sacrep Concert—‘Sacred” 
covering a multitude of variety acts. Qual- 
ity not vouched for. At 8:30 p.m, Winter 
Garden, B’way at 50. 

OPENINGS OF NOTE 

(Dates of openings should be verified because 
of frequent late changes by managers.) 
‘Tue Forres: (Shubert, 44, W. Opens Mon., 

Mar. 5.)—A play by ‘Zoe Akins, with 
Laurette Taylor and Estelle Winwood. 

Wrrnw tHe Law: (Cosmopolitan, B’way at 
59. Opens Mon., Mar. 5.)—Revival of Bay- 
ard Veiller’s nieodrama. With Violet Hem- 
ing and Claiborne Foster. 

AFTER THEATRE ENTERTAINMENT 
* Better dress, but not obligatory. 

Tue Amnassapzurs, 146 W. 57—A Parisian 
night club in the quarters of the old Perru- 
quet de Paris. Ideal for dancing. 

Ampassapor Gritz, Park at 51.—This sea- 
son’s débutantes in a strictly Park Avenue 
atmosphere.* 

Barney's, 85 W. 3—A good, noisy meeting 
place. 

Cuez Frorence, 117 W. 48.—Florence of 
Paris here with colored entertainers. A bit 
rough. 

Cuez Heren Morcan, 151 W. 54.—Helen 
Morgan offering unusual entertainment in 
the old 300 Club. 

Crus Lio, 7 Ave. at 52.—A smart after- 
theatre crowd usually gathers here.* 

Cus Muapor, 7 Ave, at 51.—Moss and 
Fontana and’ the Johnstons are at this 
favorite standby.* 

Crus Montmartre, B'way at 50.—Emil Cole- 
man’s orchestra in a pleasant country-club 
atmosphere.* 

Crun Ricwaan, 157 W. 56—George Olsen 
and his entertainers—better than ever.* 

Hetex-Ho, 35 E. 53—Rudy Vallee’s Colle- 
gians at Don Dickerman’s new night club. 
Formal dress required. 

Continued on page 12) 
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Jtanklin Simon g Co. 
oA Store of Individual Shops 

FIFTH AVENUE, 37th and 38th Sts., NEW YORK        
    

  
There’s a New Hat Silhouette in Paris 

If you haven’t that slightly superior and supremely 
smart uplifted eyebrow look—these new hats will Pits 
it to you. These are just off the steamer—on the left 
Ev. Wer cmere Ws ts right a Maria (ema 
OW eee many other original Paris models are 
ready to be copied for you—moulded to your head of 
Coe a ees eee 

From 25,00 
FRENCH MILLINERY SHOP—Fifth Floor
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(Continued from page 10) 

Vitra Venice, 10 E. 60.—Formal dress re- 

quired in a collegiate atmosphere. 
Broapway ATMOSPHERE—We list only a few 

‘of the more interesting of this type—there 
are a dozen or more. Durante, Clayton and 
Jackson are back at the Parody Club, 48, 
W. of B’way. .. . Texas Guinan is now at 
the Salon Royal, 58, W. of B’way. 

Greenwich Vittace—The County Fair, 54 

E. 9; Chico’s, 245 Sullivan; and Mori’s, 
114 Bleecker, are informal, inexpensive, 
and all that. 

Hartem—Barron’s Exclusive Club, 7 Ave. at 

134; Small’s, across the street; The Nest, 

169 'W. 133; Club Ebony, 65 W. 129; and 
Connie's Inn, 7 Ave. at 131, are among the 
best. Go late and do not dress. 

Russian AtmospHere—Yar, 9 E. 54, is the 
newest of these, and requires formal dress 
after ten. Kavkaz, B’way at 53, and Ka- 
tinka, 109 W. 49, are also worth trying, 
especially Saturday nights. 

Nore: The address of the Embassy Club is 
151 E. 57. 

MOTION PICTURES 

(Unless otherwise noted, performances 
at 2:30 and 8:30 p.m. Sunday at 3. 
are listed alphabetically.) 
Basy Mine: (Plaza, Mad. Ave. at 59. Fri.. 

‘Mar. 2. Performances from 1 P.M.)— 
‘An amusing comedy—in spots. 

Cuane: (Fifth Avenue Playhouse, 5 Ave, at 
12, Week of Mar. 3-9, inclusive. Per- 
formances from 2 p.m.)—An exciting pic- 
ture of animal and native life among the 
Siamese. (Flaherty’s “The $24 Island,” 
which is well worth seeing, will be shown. 
also.) 

Tue Circus: (Lexington, Lexington at 51. 
Sat. Mar. 10. Performances from 1:20 
p.M.)—Charlie Chaplin in his newest but 
not his best comedy. 

Drums oF Love: (Liberty, 42, W.}—A slow 
but beautiful rendition of the Francesca and 
Paolo legend. 

Four Sons: (Gaiety, B’way at 46)—A Ba- 
varian mother's heart strings are pulled— 
and maybe yours, too. 

Greep: (55th Street Cinema, 55, E. Week 

of Mar. 3-9, inclusive. Performances from 

1:30 p.w.)—A fine realistic motion picture 
that should not be missed. From Frank 
Norris’ “McTeague.” 

Tue Jazz Sincer: (Warner's, B'way at 52. 
2:45 and 8:45 p.a.)—Al Jolson’s brilliant 
singing on the Vitaphone saving a dull pic- 
ture. 

Srmga: (Earl Carroll, 7, Ave. at 50)—Wild 
animals at ease in their native haunts. 

Wines: (Criterion, B'way at 44.)—Aeronau- 
tical warfare well staged for a silly story. 

The following, if you run across them, are 
also recommended: “The Dove”; “Gentlemen 
Prefer Blondes”; “The Private Life of Helen 
of Troy”; and “The Student Prince.” 

begin 
Titles 

ART 

AMERICAN PAINTINGS AND ScULPTURE—An- 
nual exhibition of Associated Dealers (Clos- 
ing Sat., Mar. 10): Anderson Galleries, 
489 Park Ave. (at 59). Open 9 a.m. to 6 
P.M. weekdays; Sun., 2 to 5 P.M. 

ArenirecturaL 'Leacur Exaiprt—Annual 
exposition (Closing Sun. Mar. 4): Fine 
Arts Bldg., 215 W. 57. Open 10 a.m. to 6 
p.m. and 8 to 10 p.m. weekdays; Sun., 10 

BiurmMNer—One of Stieglitz’s white hopes: 

Intimate Gallery, Room 303, Anderson Gal- 

leries, 489 Park Ave. (at 59). Open 9:30 

‘AM. to 6 P.M. weekdays; Sun., 2 to 5 P.M. 

Ex Greco to Goya—Magnificent loan collec- 

tion of masters: Gallery D6, Metropolitan 
Museum of At Open 10 a.m. to 5 P.M. 

weekdays; Sun., 1 to 6 P.M. 
Frencn Dnaw1ncs—Old and modern art: 

Wildenstein, 647 Fifth Ave. (below 52). 

Open 9 a.m, to 6 P.M. weekdays. 

Ganso—A painter comes more into his own 

(Closing Sat, Mar. 3): Weyhe Gallery, 
794 Lexington (above 61). Open 9 a.m. 
to 6 p.m. weekdays. 

InpEPENDENTS—Annual gathering of the un- 
trammelled (Opening Sat., Mar. 3): Wal- 

dorf-Astoria. Open from 10 a.m. to 10 

pat. weekdays; Sun., 2 to 10 p.st. 
Kunrvosi1—Retrospective showing of one of 

‘America’s few individualists: Daniel, 600 
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THROUGH SATURDAY, MARCH 10] 

Madison (above 57). Open 9 a.m. to 6 P.M. 

weekdays. 
Moperns—At last a roof over their heads. 

‘New museum dedicated to the living: New 
York University, 100 Wash. Sq. E. Open 

9 a.m. to 10 P.M. weekdays. 
Joun S. Sarcent—Drawings by one of the 

great American idols (Closing Sat., Mar. 
3): Grand Central Galleries, top floor of 

Grand Central Terminal. Open 9 a.m. to 6 
pamt, weekdays. 

Titian to ReNorr—Loan_ show for Green- 

wich House: Reinhardt Galleries, 730 Fifth 

Ave. (at 57). Open 9 a.m. to 6 P.M. week- 

days. 
MUSIC 

(Unless otherwise noted performances begin 
at 3 and 8:30 p.m. Listing is chronological.) 

RECITALS 
Myra Hrss—One of the greatest of women 

pianists, Town Hall, Tues. Eve., Mar. 6. 
Feopor Cuattarin—Another recital by the 

inimitable basso. Carnegie Hall, Wed. Eve., 
Mar. 7. 

Curtis Strinc Quarter—Four professori 
who make good chamber music. Town 
Hall, Thurs. Eve., Mar. 8. 

Epwin HucHes—One of our ablest native 
pianists. Town Hall, Sat. Aft., Mar. 10. 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES 
Puitarmonic—Toscanini conducting unless 

otherwise noted. At Carnegie Hall, Fri. 
‘Aft, Mar. 2 (2:30); and Sat. Morn. 
(10:30), Mar. 3, Children’s concert, Schel- 
ling conducting. 

New York SyMpxHony—Damrosch conduct- 
ing, at Carnegie Hall, Fri. Eve. Mar. 2; 
and at Mecca Temple, Sun. Aft., Mar. 4; 
Ravel conducting, at Carnegie Hall, Thurs. 
Aft, Mar. 8. 

Museum Concerrs—Mannes conducting. At 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, Sat., Mar. 3, 
and Sat., Mar. 10, at 8 p.m. 

Boston Sympxony—Koussevitzky conduct- 
ing. At Carnegie Hall, Thurs. Eve., Mar. 
8, and Sat. Aft, Mar. 10. 

BreTHoven SympHony—Zaslawsky conduct- 
‘ing. At Carnegie Hall, Fri. Eve. Mar. 9. 

Inrencorteciate Gree Cius Conrsst—At 
Carnegie Hall, Sat. Eve., Mar. 10. 

OPERA 

Merrororitan Opera Company: (Perform- 
ances begin at 2 and 8 p.M.)—Fri., Mar. 2, 

“Madonna Imperia” and “Coq d’Gr"; Sat. 
Mat., Mar. 3, “Lohengrin”; Sat. Eve., Mar. 

3, “Bohéme”; Sun. Eve., Mar. 4, Opera 

Concert, Bamboschek conducting. (Schedule 
for later dates to be announced.) 

Axeercan Opera Company : (Gallo Theatre, 
34, W. of Bway. Closing Sat., Mar. 3. 
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Performances begin at 2:30 and 8:15 p.s.) 
—Fri,, Mar. 2, “Faust”; Sat. Mat. and 
Eve., Mar. 3, “Carmen.” 

ON THE AIR 

N.Y. Sympuony Concerts—Damrosch con- 
‘ducting. Sat., Mar. 3, and Sat., Mar. 10, 
at 8 p.m., over WJZ. 

PumHarmonic Concert—Children’s con- 
cert, Schelling conducting, Sat., Mar. 3, at 
11 A.M. over WOR. 

Frances Arpa—Soprano, and Frank La 
Forge, pianist, Sun., Mar. 4, at 9:15 p.m. 
over WEAF. 

Frorence Easton—Soprano, Mon., Mar. 
at 9:30 p.st., over WEAF. 

Hamitton CoLtece Cxoir—Mon., Mar. 5, at 
10:30 p.m., over WJZ. 

Goprrey Lupiow—Violinist, Fri., Mar. 2, and 
Fri., Mar. 9, at 8 p.M., over WJZ. 

SPORTS 

Six Day Bicycre Race—(At Mad. Sq. Gar- 
den)—Usual evening of sprints and motor- 
paced races, Sat., Mar. 3, at 8 p.m. Race 
itself starts Sun., Mar. 4, at 9 p.m., and 
ends Sat., Mar. 10, at 11 P.st. 

Hockey (PRoressionaL)—No games at Mad. 
Sq. Garden this week on account of Six 
Day Bicycle Race. 

Inpoor Poto (At Squadron A Armory, Mad. 
‘Ave. at 94. Matches start at 8:30 p..)— 
Sat., Mar. 3, Class A, Brooklyn Riding and 
Driving Club vs. Squadron A; Class B, 
112 Field Artillery vs. Squadron A; Clas 
C, Yale Freshmen vs. Squadron A. 
Sat., Mar. 10, Elimination matches 
for National Indoor Championship. 

Inpoor Track—Intercollegiate | Champion- 
ships, 102nd Engineers Armory, B’way 
at 158 St., Sat., Mar. 3, at 8 p.m. 

Boxinc—No fights at Mad. Sq. Garden Fri., 
Mar. 9, on account of Six Day Bicycle 
Race. 

OTHER EVENTS 

Corumera Varsity SHow—Zuleika,” musi- 
cal show with a Turkish setting. At the 
Waldorf, from Tues., Mar. 6, through Sat., 
Mar. 10. Eves. at 8; Mat., Sat. at 2. 

COMING EVENTS 
(Our monthly calendar for readers who look 
ahead.) 
‘Art—National Academy of Design, Spring 

Show, 215 W. 57, Mar. 21 through April 
8... . Independent Show at Waldorf- 
Astoria, until April 3. 

Music—(At Carnegie Hall unless otherwise 
noted.)-—Orchestras: Beethoven Symphony, 
Zaslawsky conducting, April 13; Boston 
Symphony, Koussevitzky conducting, April 
12 and 14; Philadelphia Symphony, Mon- 
teux conducting, Mar. 20, April 3 and 17; 
N.Y. Symphony, Ravel ‘conducting, Mar. 
11 (at Mecca Temple), Arbos conducting 
from Mar. 16 through April 1, with Jascha 
Heifetz, Mar. 30 and April’ 1; Philhar- 
monic, Toscanini conducting, until April 1. 
:. . Important Recitals: Fritz Kreisler, 
Mar. 17; Amelita Galli-Curci, Mar. 18; 
Ignace Paderewski, Mar. 24; Serge Rach- 
maninoff, Mar. 31.’.. . Metropolitan Opera 
Company, Wagner Matinée Cycle, Mar. 16, 
22, and’ 29. Metropolitan Opera season 
closes April 14. 

Tueatre Orenincs—(Dates highly uncer- 
tain.)—“The Three Musketeers,” musical 
comedy by Wm. Anthony Maguire, lyrics by 
Wodehouse, music by Friml, Mar. 12... . 
“She Stoops to Conquer,” a revival of Gold- 

      

start 

    

  

smith’s play. With Glenn Hunter, Fay 
Bainter, Mrs. Leslie Carter, and others, 
Mar. 26. 

Frower SnHow—At Grand Central Paiace, 
Mar, 19-24. (The Landscape Architects’ 
Exhibit will take place at the same time at 
the Arden Gallery, 460 Park Ave.) 

Crcus—Barnum and Bailey's, at Mad. Sq. 
Garden, April 2-28. 

Souasn Tewnis—National Open Champion- 
ship tournament, at Hotel Shelton, Mar. 17. 

Inpoor Poto—National Indoor Championship 
matches to start at Squadron A Armory, 
Mar. 24. 

BasenALt-—Season opens April 11: Giants vs. 
Boston, at Polo Grounds. 

Horse Ractnc—Local season opens at Jamaica 
April 23 and continues through May 16. 

Nore: Easter Sunday falls on April 8... . 
Daylight Saving starts Sun., April 29. 
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Best & Co. ime 
Fifth Avenue at 35th Street—N. Y. 

Palm Beach 
     
     

           

  

   

25.00 
Jacket Lined 
throughout 

49.50 
Long Coat Yoke 
and sleeve lined 

THE “CHANEL” NATURAL CHAMOIS COATS 
that every smart woman has been looking for 

MAIL ORDERS FILLED 

Misses’ sizes 14 to 20     

  

   
   

  

    
  

      Every woman who has seen—or heard about— the delectable chamois coats 
that Chanel made for her clients has wanted one, But until now they have 
been practically unobtainable in this country. At Chanel’s they cost many 
thousands of francs—in America the occasional ones available have been over 
a hundred dollars. Now Best's makes them a fashion, and presents a large 
collection at reasonable prices. Exclusive Best fashions, exclusive Best values. 

  

    
         

     
     MADE OF THE FINEST AUSTRALIAN SKINS—A QUALITY CONFINED TO BEST’S 

They will clean beautifully   
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After all, there's no one 30 ins 
disputably modern as a haby. And 

although styles in babies haven't 
changed much—(the 1928 models 

still show them plump, rosy and 
dimpled)—still, itis true that infants’ 

snd chilleemuwear baa anclergone 

  

a decided revolution since the days 

of Kate Greenaway. 

lad donteheliere that 
the Youngest Generation ¢ 

is unaware of such things 
as styles and fashions. Every 

up-to-date baby knows by 
instinct just what the well- 

dressed infant is wearing. 

Our department on the fifth 
floor completely outtits the 

heir apparent—from bath tub 
to bassinet, from brand new 

layettes for brand new babies, 
to rompers, rattles and rubber 

halls that bounce. 

James McCreery & Co. 
34th Street & Sth Ave., New York City 
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WHAT’S NEW ABOUT THE NEW PIERCE-ARROW 
«+» Continental in atmosphere, and essentially 
of the hour in smartness of line and color and 
equipment. 

+++ A broader, lower-swung body, with 
fenders suggesting winged flight. 

. . + Fender headlamps which carry with them 
small auxiliary helmet =type lamps midway 
between fender and radiator in an extremely 
sraceful grouping. (Bracket headlamps optional 
without added cost.) 

... A deeper radiator fronting an engine which 
is remarkable for new heights of speed, power 
and smoothness. 

Altogether, a beautiful patrician—a worthy 
bearer of tradition which is Pierce=- Arrow. 
And at a price which adds to its unusual 
attractiveness. From twenty-nine handred dol- 
lars—at Buffalo. Fifteen custom-built models, 
Pierce-Arrow Sales Corporation, New York, 
Brooklyn, Bronx. 

PIERCE-ARROW 
The NEW Serées 81 

‘You may purchase a Pierce - Arrow. out of income, if you prefer. A 
simplified financing plan makes this a most practical procedure. Your pres 

ent car accepted as cash up to the full emount of its appraisal valuation, 

x @> 
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marthe retarns 
from palm beach marthe---the famous marthe 

of 22 rue royale---paris--- 
will be here to fit you 
personally with her 
modern corsets---during 
the month of march. 

modern corset salon--- fourth floor 

SAKS-FIFTH AVENUE 
New York



  

  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 
Notes and Comment 

MANHATTAN dweller usu- 
ally feels loyalty for the par- 
ticular section of the island in 

which he resides. Gramercy ladies are 
true to Gramercy after their fashion; 
Villagers cling to their Sheridan 
Square; Sutton Placers are sentimen- 
talists on the subject of the East River. 
This loyalty bobbed up most unex- 
pectedly in a2 man we have heard 
about who lives with his wife on 
West Twenty-second Street, where 
houses still have doorbells and dignity. 
When a girl baby was born to them 
recently, they named her Chelsea. The 

  

husband tells us that there is strong 
likelihood that the first boy will be 
called Watkins, after the phone ex- 
change. This latter we regard as a 
very tender sentiment, and one which 
we encourage. It’s going to be a bit 
rough in some instances, however. No- 
body, presumably, wants a baby named 
Dry Dock. 

Is hard, we find, to be greatly im- 
pressed by the fact that Mr, Harry 

Payne Whitney, Mr. Clarence H. 
Mackay, and General Cornelius Van- 
derbilt are members of sixteen exclu- 
sive clubs, and are, by that token, the 
clubbiest men in the country. There 
is a great deal more to club life than 
just the mere fact of membership. It 
is the part that a man’s club plays in 
his life that really matters. His Majesty 
the King of Italy, for example, is a 
member of the Rotary Club, which is 

not swank at all; but think of the in- 
effable satisfaction Victor Emmanuel 
III must get out of hearing his broth- 
ers call him “Vic”! And where, we 
ask, for all the fine life of the clubs 
to which they belong, will Messrs. and 

& € 

Gen’ls. Whitney, Mackay, and Van- 
derbilt find any club-joy comparable 
to the true thrill experienced, let us 
say, by a member of the Book-of-the- 
Month Club who runs across a fellow 
member in the lobby of a hotel far 
from home? 

OMETIMES we wonder how lit- 
tle boys are getting along in these 

horseless, barren days, all is so different 
from our own childhood. Garages 
have taken the place of stables; 
smithies are almost extinct. Further- 
more, the president of a motor car 
company has made the statement that 
the time is not far distant when auto- 
mobiles will be sold on a house-to- 
house basis—and this naturally re- 
minds us of our boyhood experience 
with house-to-house salesmanship. It 
was a dismal period in our adolescence 
(and it comes to every boy) when we 

a 
set out manfully to sell subscriptions 
to the Saturday Evening Post from 
door to door so that we could buy a 
pony. It was a sop to a youthful sor- 

   

row, and we hoped it would become 
like a little business of our own. But 
abject terror seized us as we pushed 
doorbells, and a horrible sinking feel- 
ing gripped our heart as we asked the 
“Jady of the house” to subscribe. Think 
of the little boys of today, and worse 
still, of tomorrow. What will they 
suffer at pushing a doorbell and ask- 
ing, in a high squeaking voice: “Do 
you want to buy a Lincoln today, 
lady?” 

apes town houses of persons of 
excessive wealth are fast disap- 

pearing. Millionaires are driven from 
pillar to post, and the stately pleasure 

gists: 
domes that used to make Upper Fifth 
Avenue a veritable Xanadu have crum- 
bled before the wrecker’s advance. 
Hunted and hounded, the rich have 
been driven away and have taken cover 
in Park Avenue apartments. Of course 
this is a thing to regret, for New York 
should be primarily a city of homes. 
For the benefit of the few home own- 
ers still left on Fifth Avenue, we ad- 
vance the suggestion that they meet 
economic pressure on its own ground. 
Simply devote the first floors of the 
mansions to attractive store fronts, as 
have some of our best hotels. The 
store rentals would help meet the bed- 
room and bath maintenance, Fur- 
thermore, the stores would be a new 
note—a portion of the house the 
owner would thoroughly understand 
as compared to his art and mu- 
sic rooms. And the owner’s week- 
end guests would find shops handy in 
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case they forgot their toothbrush, or 
anything. 

The Spirit 

HE latest service at the Roxy is 
shoe repairing, we hear. When a 

lady’s high heel is twisted from her 
shoe, as often happens in a misstep 
on a stairway, she is ushered to the 
ladies’ lounge, a matron removes her 
shoe, and it is sent out to be fixed. 
Te is done rapidly and it is free. 

Lady Into Fox Mfg. Co. 

Aes interested in this city’s 
phenomena, we went around to 

a shop on Madison Avenue where a 
lady has been in business for twenty- 
one years making cigarettes and prov- 
ing the truth of the mouse-trap story. 
Although she has a list of eminent 
customers that reads like the morning 
papers after the opening night of the 
opera season, we dare say the masses 
know little of her. Her business never- 
theless has grown steadily, the output 
now being between six and seven hun- 
dred thousand cigarettes 2 month. 

The lady has the interesting name 
of Miss Raenar Fox. She was chris- 
tened Eva but a French kindergarten 
teacher called her Reynard which she 
changed to Raenar and adopted. Her 
father and his father were tobacco 
merchants and she apparently inherited 
a flair for the business. Early in her 
teens, in the employ of Philip Morris, 
she got the idea that she could make 
fine cigarettes as well as anyone and 
twenty-one years ago she started to 
prove it. Gathering together the mak- 
ings, she rolled a few samples and 
called upon Mr. James Clarence Har- 
vey to try them. He liked them so well 
that he ordered two thousand, at thirty 

dollars a thousand, which is sixty cents 
the package of twenty. That is now 
a fairly low-priced Fox cigarette. 
Some others run from sixty to one 
hundred and fifty dollars a thousand 
if you go in for peculiarly fine blend- 
ing and monograms and, as a few of 
her customers do, twenty-two carat 
gold tips. 

Mr. Harvey, Miss Fox related, rec- 
ommended her product to eight Phila- 
delphians of his acquaintance and their 
orders formed the basis for her open- 
ing a shop. Now she has the shop and 
a factory, at 100 Fifth Avenue, with 
many skilled assistants. Even so, she 
still fills personally the orders of her 
more touchy customers. She can roll 

some three thousand cigarettes a day. 
One of her earliest customers was 

Mr. A. I. DuPont, who has smoked 
for two decades the special brand she 
contrived for him. Then came many 
others, including Clarence Mackay, 
several of the Vanderbilts and Mr. 
E. K. Bedell, for whose cigarettes the 
paper alone costs forty dollars a thou- 
sand, On each paper is embossed Mr. 
Bedell’s coat of arms. It was natural 
that organizations would follow the 
lead of distinguished members and 
now she has the City Club, the Prince- 
ton Club, and numerous others, and 

      
   

telecine, 

“Have you ‘The Presidents 
Daughter, by Fannie Hurst?” 

several steamship lines. For the first 
thirteen years her books held not a 
single woman customer but for the 
past eight, half her business has been 
feminine, she reports. 

Another One 

TH newest niche in the taxicab 
hall of fame is held by Joseph 

Conrad. Mr. Conrad’s favorite stand 

is around the Metropolitan Opera 

House, for he is by way of being an 
admirer of music and a bit of a critic. 

As a matter of fact he took us up-
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town after a special matinée recently 
and said, as we got out, “What did 
you think of the performance? Per- 
sonally I thought some of the singers 
this afternoon were very much out of 
voice.” 

In Wonderland 

\ X JE spent last Saturday morning, 
at the invitation of the Bell 

Telephone Company, in its vast lab- 
oratory building in West Street. They 
were having an exhibition of television 
at 11:30, but we arrived ahead of time 
and were shown into the auditorium 
during some demonstrations of the 
movietone and the vitaphone. What 
caught our fancy most was a visible 
and audible history of the development 
of B. & O. railroad engines. Trains, 
ancient and modern, were seen and 
heard to roar up out of the distance 
with a crescendo of locomotive whis- 
tles and bells. Ordinarily we shoul- 
der on our overcoat when the back- 
stage clamor begins in a movie, but 
we liked this particular film-and-rec- 
ord with its first far-off whistles, lone- 
ly as youth, and the final thunder of 
passing trains. 

In another room to which we wan- 
dered during a recess, a dozen or more 
historic phones used in famous long 
distance talks are preserved, forever 
mute, in glass cases. Several were 
handled by President Harding and one 
by President Wilson. The most inter- 
esting is the one over which Alexan- 
der Graham Bell talked from this city 
to Thomas Watson in California, in- 
augurating the transcontinental ser- 
vice. The latter is the man to whom 
Bell, from another room, spoke the 
first words ever said over a phone: 
“Dr. Watson, come here.” All that 
is left of the apparatus used in that 
famous call is a bit of insulated 
wire which some unknown souvenir 
hunter kept and later gave to the 
company. 

Among several photographs of he- 
roic operators is also a picture of the 
first New York City operator: her 
name was Mamie and she had gray 
hair. We were interested to learn 
that the simple little transmitter you 
now talk into represents the ninety- 
eighth stage of its painstaking develop- 
ment. 

The television demonstration prop- 
erly awed us. The receiving “grid” 
is like a tiny movie screen. It looks 
simple but it has, we were told, twenty- 
five hundred points of contact and is 

really quite complicated. The lights 
went out, there was the whirring of a 
machine, then a long flurry of black 
and white patterns across the screen. 
Finally these steadied into a picture of 
a card with the Bell trade mark on it. 
The sending machine was at the other 
end of the auditorium, about two hun- 
dred feet away, but the result would 
have been the same if it had been thou- 
sands of miles away. Several persons 
took turns standing before it and talk- 
ing. One blew smoke rings, another 
drew a picture, Their forms were 
promptly flashed onto the screen and 
their words, loudly magnified, syn- 
chronized exactly. ‘The images were 
clear and steady, whereas they were 
fluttery during the talk between Presi- 
dent Gifford of the phone company 
and Secretary Hoover last April. 

OE of the engineers who brought 
this thing into being quietly ex- 

plained some of the early problems it 
presented. One was to prevent the per- 
son talking from losing his eyesight or 
being fatally burned by the high con- 
centration of a point of light that is 
necessary. An unsung laboratory ex- 
pert conquered that by some profound 
magic with light. There is no longer 
the slightest danger. Then came the 
problem of synchronizing the ma- 
chines at the sending and receiving 
ends. If the motors were so much as 
one hundred thousandth of a second 
off, there would be no picture. That 
difficulty was conquered too, by high 
frequency control 
Ser tie sotervecien ED 
space. As we were 
pondering this in- 
finite tinkering with 
time the engineer 
remarked casually 
to us that something 
was five thousand 
million million 
times as big assome- 9 
thing else. We 
arose, bowed to 

the rapt scientist at 
our right, and stag- 
gered quietly out into the sunlight. 

Serving Them Right 

YOUNG woman from Passaic 
hastened into a casting agency 

on Broadway, so they say, and asked 
for a job in a show. “What expe- 
rience?” they asked her. “I haven’t 
had any experience,” she replied, “I 
just had an awful fight with my hus- 
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band and his family so I decided to 
go on the stage and embarrass them.” 

Mammy India 

ie a room in Fifty-seventh Street, 
tucked away from the bustle of 

the town, the followers of the Yogi 
convene nightly to learn the secret of 
all power, to vibrate every cell in their 
being, to heal nasal catarrh. And 
from his flower-bedizened dais, the 
skinny Yogi translates earth, fire, and 
water for the ladies. 

We'd been aware, in a general way, 
that open-faced housewives were sus- 
ceptible to Indian thought, but the 
ritual came as a big surprise the other 
evening when, in our persistent search 
for life’s nectar, we joined a group. 
About two hundred people were sit- 
ting on camp chairs. The converts 
were mostly women—elderly dames 
with brittle faces and imperfect diges- 
tions, the sort of ladies you see on the 
porch at Lake Mohonk. There were 
twelve men. Of these, four were col- 
ored, four looked like carpet-bag- 
gers, and four like William Jennings 
Bryan. The Yogi wore a long orange 
robe with turban to match, and at 
intervals pointed with dark, bony 
fingers to a wall chart depicting the 
Super Yoga Science—the Door of 
Parabaruman, the Left Nahdi, the 
Right Nahdi, Ajna, and Navel Power. 
In the rear of the room, a heretical 
radiator pounded, and a fat boy wan- 
dered stealthily about, adjusting win- 

dows and keeping 
“G an eye out for per- 

sons not of a sym- 
pathetic attitude. 

The free part of 
the lecture was giv- 
en over largely to a 
parable—a pale tale 
much like those a 
Sunday School 
teacher invents in 
the first flush of 
Christian duty. It 
was about the mate- 
rial house and (you 

guessed it) the human house. The 
Yogi’s teaching was a pleasing mix- 
ture of Couéism, Childs dietetics, 
first aid to the injured, mysticism, 
and Bernarr Macfadden, combin- 
ing the best features of each. He 
passed quite easily from varicose 
veins to self-mastery. The big sur- 
prise, to us, came when the respon- 
sive chant began—that was where 
we felt out of it. It seems there



  

are twenty servants of the human 
house, and the chant went something 
like this: Yogi: “Left foot, one!” 
Ladies: “Left foot, one!” Yogi: 
“Right foot, two!” Ladies: “Right 
foot, two!” And so on up through 
calf, thigh, haunch, abdomen, chest, 
and neck. Stomach is number ten. 
The whole chorus of voices respond- 
ed; and as they intoned the words, the 
audience swayed forward and each 
touched the spots named. 

‘Then there came the secret of life, 
which is pretty much bound up in 
something you take before breakfast— 
a few sips of honey and about twenty, 
or possibly twenty-one, almonds. 
There was a responsive chant for 
milk also. “How do you heat it?” 
asked the Yogi. And in unison the 
ladies shouted: “In a double boiler!” 
“What do you put in it?” asked the 
Yogi. “Pepper!” cried the delighted 

ladies. In general the Yogi was 
against pickles, cigarettes, sug- 
ar, and meat, and in favor of 
giving Nature a chance. He 
was in favor of tonsils and ap- 
pendices as is. He was against 
glasses. The general instruc- 
tion (in the free lecture be- 
tween eight and ten) covered 
kidney trouble, misplaced ver- 
tebrae, Love and Marriage, and 
the Law of Abundance. The 
latter part was given over to 
drumming up trade for the 
next night. “Rheumatism? 
Show you tomorrow night. 
Cancer, glasses, cold in the 
head? Show you tomorrow 
night.” And the benediction was 
also responsive—a long list of 

“I am’s,” ending in the phrase, “I am 
successful, I am success.” We thought 
we detected a certain poignant truth 
in this, for a rough estimate gives the 
Yogi about six hundred converts (he’s 
been here since last fall) and at twen- 
ty-five dollars a head—which, we 
were told, is the price of the special 
course—his success would be some- 
where in the neighborhood of fifteen 
thousand dollars. 

Next month he goes to Washing- 
ton, where ladies also have catarrh, 
and leisure. 

O add to our collection of inter- 
esting subway guards, a man about 

town gives us Number 01108 of the 
I.R.T. The man about town saw him 
pick up a discarded newspaper, fit a 
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monocle in his eye, and scan the 
news, 

Home is the Sailor 

HE last time the President Roose- 
velt sailed we braved a storm to 

wave at some happy people who were 
going with it. The ship departed from 
Hoboken, never an alluring place, and, 
what with the rather mean weather 
and a small sailing list, the handker- 
chief flutterers were few. A little hud- 
dle of people watched the Roosevelt 
leave and then went over to the oppos- 
ite side of the dock to watch the Repub- 
lic which sailed a few minutes later. 
We were attracted by two gentlemen 
dressed more warmly than anyone else 
there, as if they were unaccustomed 
to sloppy weather and fearful of con- 
sequences. Each had a heavy overcoat 
well turned up about his chin, one car- 
ried a floppy umbrella, and both wore 
overshoes. We figured them for sed- 
entary gentlemen until we caught a 
glimpse of their faces, weather-beaten, 
strong, kindly, with quick keen eyes. 

Turning to a man associated with 
the steamship company who was with 
us, we questioned him. “The stocky 
one,” he said, “is Captain ‘Rescue’ 
Randall of the Republic, the other is 
Captain George Fried of the Roose- 
velt, who made the Antinoe rescue.” 
We expressed astonishment that their 
ships were sailing without them. This, 
it seems, happens often—a new skipper 
is tried out, changes and promotions 
are made or the regular captain de- 
serves a rest. Both these notable men, 
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it appears, will shortly have larger 
ships to command in the shift brought 
about by Captain Hartley’s retirement. 
The last we saw of them they were 
going inland without a look backward, 
still warmly “tucked in”: outside, in 
the drizzly rain, Captain Fried 
promptly sprung open his umbrella, 
held it over his comrade and away 
they went, stepping carefully around 
puddles. 

Blue Eyes 

Frrom a man who prowls behind 
the wheels of Washington we 

learn of the solution of a mystery that 
had baffled the Civil Service Commis- 
sion for many years—ever since, in 
fact, a certain Virginia gentleman was 
made head of an important depart- 
ment of government. On all his for- 
mal requests for additional clerical 
help from the Civil Service list he in- 
variably noted: “Blue eyes preferred.” 
When, the other day he closed his 
desk for the last time, he explained 
his little secret to an eager stafi—most 
of whom had, of course, blue eyes. 
He told them, and they were a little 
hurt, that he really didn’t care for 
blue eyes more than for other kinds— 
his own were brown, his wife’s gray. 
He just wanted to make sure that no 
colored people would be assigned to 
his office. 

Fifty Years of Badminton 

OF a Saturday afternoon we ad- 
vanced through two inches of 

slush upon the Twelfth Regiment 
Armory. Inside, we found the Bad- 
minton Club, as is its wont on Satur- 
day afternoons, alternately drinking 
tea and playing badminton. Fifty 
years of tradition looked down upon 
the proceedings. They are allowed 
to smoke now but that is the only in- 
novation in years. The visual back- 
ground was a drill-room floor, arc 
lights and military equipment includ- 
ing a fleet of motor lorries. But these 
were incidentals. Badminton has its 
roots deep in New York society, and 
the celebration of the Badminton 
Club’s fiftieth birthday this week rates 
as a social rather than a sporting event. 
Still we got an unex- 
pected kick out of watch- 
ing badminton played. 
More fun to watch, we 
thought, than squash, 
and, to our notion, more fun to 
play. There were fourteen courts, 

all in use. Over the 
five-foot nets the play- 
ers lobbed and wal- 
loped and sometimes 
babied the fickle thing 
they call a bird, though 
the English for it is 
shuttlecock. It wastennisina 
court about one-third as big 
and with a net twice as high 
and racquets (bats in Eng- 
Jand) so frail that impact 
witha tennis ball would demolish them. 

Seeing a badminton player in ac- 
tion reminded us somehow of the last 
time we went fly swatting in a big 
way. But how they do swat the bird! 
And what a lot of neat science and 
deceit and skill goes into the service. 
We saw Van Winkle, the club cham- 
pion, make some overhead slams that 
Tilden could not have improved upon. 

Going into history we learned that 
this game originated in India, that it is 
played alot in England and Canada, 
that it was introduced in New York 
in 1878, and was for many years the 
thing during Lent. Tea and the so- 
cial amenities rather overshadowed 
badminton in the beginning. The 
sport was thought too strenuous for 
ladies of the eighties, but later they 
took it up. They wore trains and pic- 
ture hats. The men played in Prince 
Albert coats and chokers. Things went 
along like that until 1900 when some- 
one told Lyle Mahan, the tennis star, 
about Goelet Gallatin, the undefeated 
champion of the club. Mahan made 
a bet he could beat Gallatin if they’d 
elect him to membership. They elec 
ted him and at his first appearance on 
the court Mahan removed his coat and 
vest. Shocked patronesses demanded 
an apology. They didn’t get it and 
tennis togs have been au fait ever 
since. By the end of the season Ma- 
han had taken Gallatin on and beaten 
him. He became the best badminton 
player in the club—which means in 

    
    

   

    

  

America, since the club in New York 
is the only one of its kind here. He 
gave up playing some years ago be- 
cause nobody could make it interesting 
for him. 

For years the club, which is limited 
to two hundred members, had a long 
waiting list. Then came a slump, at- 
tributed by the club historian, Walter 
Rysam Jones, to the advent of the 
motor car and the new fad of going 
out of town for the weekend. There 
were vacancies instead of a waiting 
list. More recently a revival has 
brought the membership up to one hun- 
dred and sixty-five. The club is run 
autocratically by an executive board of 
seven who elect their own successors. 
You can’t even be put up for mem- 
bership unless one of the seven knows 
you personally. 

More Reliable Source 

MAN we know, who dabbles in 
politics, reports what he considers 

definite proof that the Democratic 
Party is dominated by Tammany. De- 
siring one day during the past week 
to learn the date of the Democratic 
National Convention he called up the 
National Democratic Club in this city. 
To the voice on the other end of the 
wire he imparted his wish. The voice 
considered the matter for a long mo- 
ment and then answered, “This is only 
the National Democratic Club. You 
had better call Tammany Hall.” 

—Tue New Yorkers
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FABLE 

YNNETTE’S father and mother 
thought they knew why she 
was unhappy. Her mother be- 

lieved it was immediately due to the 
monotony of the winter they had all 
been experiencing. Wolves had come 
down from the North with the first 
blasts of the mistral. Night after night 
they had howled under the walls of 
the castle. Several had been destroyed 
by Greek fire poured from an oriel. 
But others had taken their places. 
They had kept Lynnette awake and 
brought back her mother’s migraine. 
By day their presence in the neigh- 
borhood discouraged the visits of mer- 
chants and other itinerants. So, thought 
her mother, distractions being few, 
Lynnette was merely bored. 

Her father had another opinion. 
Lynnette should never have been 
taught to read. “It’s those damned 
books,” he said in a mixture of Latin 
and Langue d’Oc. But both he and 
her mother agreed that with the 
Spring and the resumption of travel 
through the Pays des Vents their 
daughter might be less of a perplexity. 
Three acceptable French Barons and 
a Spanish Duke had made interesting 
overtures. 

Lynnette herself was not certain of 
the actual reason of her unhappiness. 
She was aware that she was in a 
clouded argument with life, but just as 
bravely as her father’s vassals accepted 
his personal enemies as their own, so 
did Lynnette trust the belligerent, un- 
disclosed intelligence in her heart. 

‘The world was against her, she re- 
alized, and her father was only a 
tangible adversary, the mere embodi- 
ment of the intangibilities that chal- 
lenged her soul. Much as she wanted 
to love him she could not escape the 
crassness of his materialism and con- 
ventionality. He never tried to under- 
stand her romantic nature. And so 
they fought constantly. 

One evening, after the wolves had 
been frightened North again by spots 
of green on the hillsides, her father 
said to her: 

“My dear, you must stop cultivating 
day dreams. You are eighteen; you are 
the most beautiful woman between 
Rome and Paris—yes, even more 
beautiful than the Saracen women I 
saw during the Crusade—and the toast 
of every eligible knight in France. 
You have no reason on earth for being 
unhappy. It’s probably this freedom 
you modern girls enjoy, which spoils 

you. You said last autumn you’d spend 
the winter working on the tapestry 
showing my victories in Burgundy. In- 
stead you have read books and moped. 
And, now that the weather is improv- 
ing, you lean for hours on a casement 
in the south angle tower. Why do you 
do that?” 

Lynnette admitted honestly that she 
did not know. 

“Tr can’t be you're looking for a 
knight from Italy. You don’t know 
any Italian knights, But speaking of 
knights I do wish you could see that 
some of the young men who have 
visited the castle are pretty fine fellows 
even if they do write poems to you 
and behave themselves a little chival- 
rously. You must get over your feel- 
ing about chivalry, too. If you’d only 
be practical for ten minutes you would 
see that there is just as much real ro- 
mance in a good, solid, hard-jousting 
young knight in armor as you'll find 
anywhere else today. Your mother has 
managed to be pret- < « 
ty happy with me, 
no matter what she 
may tell you in her 
vaguer moments.” 

Lynnette  shud- 
dered a little as she 
pictured what Moth- 
er’s wooing must 
have been like. The 
usual tournament at 
Carcassonne, where 
Mother’s family, the 
de Monforts, lived. 

“We must be in Greenwich Village now— 
there goes a man without a hat.” 

‘The hum-drum speculations that arose 
when Father suddenly appeared, un- 
announced, with squire and charger. 
The conventional passage at arms on 
the Field of Honor between Father 
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and his rival, the dark Prince Guy of 
Lusitaine. The garish hubbub and 
chatter when his lance lifted Prince 
Guy from his saddle and poor Mother 
tossed him the customary fleur-de-lys. 
The blushing acceptance of Father as 
her Champion. The barony a kaleido- 
scope of activity during the following 
months. The hunts and tournaments 
and contract settlements by day. The 
masques and girandoles by night. 
Every banner and pennant agleam the 
day of the wedding. The stupid cere- 
mony; the exchange of fealties in the 
presence of half of France. The rou- 
tine hullabaloo as the cavalcade of 
bride and groom flashed through the 
streets, hooves pounding on cobbles 
and roses, their clatter mingling with 
the shouts of lord and peasant as 
the city gates swung open before 
them. Out toward the green plain 
in a deluge of rice and rapture; 
the sun gleaming on the city behind 
them, the new moon blessing them 
overhead. 

‘That was probably the way Mother 
had regarded it. Father, too; everyone 
in fact. That’s the way people looked 
at it even today. All according to 
form, All so highly respectable. 

Lynnette shuddered again as she 
realized that even now life was coil- 

ing to spring at her in 
similar fashion, A 
mysterious knight 
would appear from 
nowhere and, after 
questioning by her 
father, turn out to be a 
rich, handsome and 

powerful noble 
from somewhere. 
By June she 
would be just an- 
other unhappy 
mistress of a 
domain, one of 
hundreds of 
women —_ whose 
yearning hearts 
had been sacri- 
ficed to the codes 
of a dull, work- 
aday world. 

The depths of 
her anguish were 
struck that night. 
A troubadour 
hadarrived in the 

afternoon and been so smitten by her 
beauty that he had created a new verse 
form. He did not sing it during the 
entertainment which followed dinner. 
As he was among the foremost poets 

FOKLEIN
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of his time and an exceedingly good 
story teller, too, the castle audience 

kept him busy with a program of old 
favorites. 

It was when Lynnette had retired 
to her chamber that her anguish be- 
gan. She lay in bed an hour trembling 
at her thoughts of the dismal future. 
The futility and emptiness that would 
be hers gleamed hazily before her like 
the campfires of a besieging host. At 
last, unable to sweep them from her 
mind, she arose and opened the lattice. 
The castle had gone to sleep. The air 
was almost still. It was as if the wind 
had gone so that the quiet countryside 
might bathe in peace in the milky flood 
from the moon. The stars were alive 
and sparkling against a richer, deeper 
velvet than usually lined their jewel 
case. Her face cupped in her hands, 
Lynnette sighed and realized how lit- 
tle enjoyment nature was giving her. 
Under her window the troubadour 
softly thrummed his lute. Conspiring 
zephyrs carried the words of his song 
to their inspiration above. Lynnette 
politely listened and smiled as custom 
demanded into the eager eyes of the 
singer. When it was finished her hand 
released a kiss. She then went back 
to bed, leaving her lattice open and 
a continuation of the serenade lulled 
her at last to sleep. And then she had 
a dream, 

It was so vivid a dream that even 
as she dreamed it Lynnette knew 
she would not forget it when she 
wakened. For it was a dream of real 
romance. She dreamed she was a 
Sabine woman and no longer a modern 
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SILHOUETTE OF A LADY DISAPPOINTED IN LOVE 
She had two fiancés, not quite on purpose, 
But in two moods of optimism grounded; 
‘The definite last word she kept postponing, 
And what she said was vaguer than it sounded. 

At last, reluctantly, of love despairing, 
She thought that it was time to act, nor tarried, 
Sat down and wrote three notes, and made one phone call, 
And six weeks later went to church and married. 

girl. She was in the rude clay house 
of her simple agricultural family, 
wondering what the neighboring Ro- 
mans must be like. Rough, hairy, 
warlike savages she had been told. The 
idea gave her delightful terror. Sud- 
denly the door burst open. The Ro- 
mans had come! A shadowy mother 
screamed and rushed to save her. But 
a giant Roman had her under his arm. 
In a moment she was on a horse, stolen, 
and on her way to help form a wild, 
delightful tribe. The beard of her 
captor almost cut her delicate cheek 
as she struggled ecstatically to be free. 
His arms were strong, and tough as 
the wolf pelt he wore across his breast. 
It was what she had always wanted 
to have happen to her. What a won- 
derful life it would be on the Seven 
Hills! At last life meant something! 
She knew the meaning of Romance! 
Stolen from her home by an untamed, 
unchivalrous, unlettered barbarian 
who— 

She had suddenly tossed her face 
toward the window and the morning 
sun stabbed her back to reality. Joy- 
fully she sat up in bed, her dream ‘still 

Ds We 

galloping through her happy mind. 
But as it galloped it left her behind. 

Lynnette stretched her thoughts to- 
ward it as far as they would go. It 
would not turn and come back. As 
if to run after it physically Lynnette 
went to the open window. The sun 
was almost over the hill now and 
formed into silhouette an object on the 
skyline. Was it her Roman? 

Of course not. It was a man, 
though! A man ona horse. He was 
riding, too. He was riding toward the 
castle. Now he was out of sight behind 
the grove of trees near the bend in 
the South road. It couldn’t be her Ro- 
man. Could it? The doves in the cote 
above her cooed the question with her. 
Soon other birds took up the argument. 
The flowers beneath the walls seemed 
awake, and wafted their fragrance 
to stimulate her thought. Was it he? 

Around the bend he came, the trees 
behind him. He was distinguishable at 
last. Lynnette gasped and threw her- 
self, sobbing, on her bed. 

The horseman was merely a mys- 
terious knight in glistening armor. 

—Marc ConneLiy 

 



THE BOY AND | 
1 CAN'T DO ANYTHING WITH HIM 

Vv THAT are we supposed to do 
about the things which chil- 
dren read? I’m thinking of 

my own son Finley Blake. He raced 
right through the Hall-Mills case and 
never would believe that Willie 
could be guilty. The Snyder trial was 
not so good but still he skimmed it 
and thought that Ruth should go to 
the chair because of her “love-crime.” 
Where am I to find a book on any 
list for young people calculated to 
hold his attention? 

Only yesterday I was reading a new 
juvenile which seemed to me delight- 
ful but when I got to the point where 
I found out that the cat had “pinkey- 
paws” I knew that it would never do 
for Finley. As a matter of fact we 
call him Finney because he’s long and 
stringy and has turned nine and hard- 
boiled. I don’t believe a male person 
is ever quite so tough in all his life 
as at the age of ten. And there was 
another beok recommended for the 
young all about a dragon who wore 
gaiters and went by the name of 
Chauncey. There’s no possible use in 
trying to palm off stuff like that on 
any active child who reads the Graphic 
every morning. And if you ask me 
I don’t blame Finney. “Where on 
earth did the idea ever get started that 
it is necessary to stand upon your head 
and wiggle your toes in order to talk 
to children? 

My theory is that not until age 
has introduced the quality of mercy 
can anybody endure the sedulous- 
ly whimsical without anguish. Li- 
brarians and teachers annually com- 
pile long lists of tales for tots but 
mostly these are done without the aid 
of first hand criticism. “Take this 
and like it,” says the parent or guar- 
dian or there might be many copies of 
“Alice in Wonderland” all torn and 
bleeding in the trash can. 

T’ve got nothing against “Alice.” 
In fact, I like it, but at the age of 

nine the whole thing seemed to me 
so much silly twaddle. The idea will 
not down that children adore fairy 
stories and other chronicles of fantasy. 
‘This can quite reasonably be doubted. 
The truth of the matter is that the 
average child possesses small store of 
imagination. That’s an adult quality. 
Fables and parables lie mostly beyond 
a youngster’s comprehension. Other 
readers are able to compel editors to 
hand out what the public wants. Chil- 

dren if unionized 

wouldsoon change 
the whole tenor of 
juvenilia. 

The sort of 
reading which is 
deplored by associ- 
ations of mothers 
and suchlike is pre- 
cisely the variety 
which children 
crave. I’m for the 
rights of small 
people. Finney 
gets the tabloids 
and the funnies. 
For its appeal I 
will match Mutt 
and Jeff any rainy day against 
Hans Christian Andersen. — Pos- 
sibly this may be a pity. There’s cruelty 
in the strips of Bud Fisher and the 
Katzenjammers are most palpably 
young sadists. But so is Finney and 
so is your child. 

Nor have I ever found the quality 
of kindness overstressed in the books 
traditionally placed in the hands of 
the impressionable. For thirty-five 
years I’ve carried a nightmare about 
a barrel filled with boiling pitch and 
lacerating spikes. In one of the merry 
yarns by the Brothers Grimm they put 
a witch in that and rolled her down 
a hill. Of course, the witch was a 
bad old woman, but I don’t want Fin- 
ney to grow up to feel that any sort 
of torment is suitable for the trans- 
gressor. Some of his best friends may 
be transgressors. 

Mutt does hit Jeff with six-inch 
shells and drop him in the ocean, but 
short of “Blug!” or “Pow!” no dam- 
age is ever indicated. The witch was 
killed stone dead in Grimm. I like 
it best to have the small child get 
the illusion of the indestructibility of 
human spirit. There is far more tough- 
ness of fibre in the funnies than in 
the fairy tales. A child who follows 
the fortunes of the Captain of 
Rudolph Dirks ought never to be 
afflicted in later life with hypochon- 
dria. The lions, crocodiles, and sharks 
playfully loosed by Hans and Fritz do 
little harm beyond inflicting humilia- 
tion and torn raiment. 

Where does Hans Christian Ander- 
sen get off to be the patron of the little 
lover of good reading? Next to Ibsen 
he is about the gloomiest of the Nor- 
dics. I have not read him for a couple 

  

of decades, but it is my memory that 
the book my Aunt Lilly gave me with 
the holly on the cover was filled with 
gay anecdotes about the sudden death 
of match girls. They froze to death 
most realistically and pretty nearly 
ruined my Christmas. 

Nick Carter would have been much 
better but that they all denied me. 
“You mustn’t spoil your taste for good 
literature,” was the slogan in our 
household. That has worked out badly. 
Good books got mixed up in my mind 
with beneficial medicine. The results 
might be excellent but the taste was 
always painful. And even now, when 
I am thirty-seven, I never pick up a 
new book and make the firm resolution 
to go through it without first gritting 
my teeth and saying inwardly, “I'll bet 
that here’s a tough one.” 

FNEY may grow up illiterate 
but at least I’m ready to let him 

have his fling before the high brick 
walls of good taste are reared around 
him. At the present time he obviously 
gets fun from reading. The Tom 
Swift series does not amuse me much 
and I’m less than passionate about Don 
Sturdy. 

But so long as Finney likes these 
tales what business is it of mine? 
Indeed for a couple of years these en- 
thusiasms of his made the problem 
of buying him books ridiculously easy. 
‘The Tom Swift series contained some- 
thing like fifty-eight titles and there 
‘was almost as much about Don Sturdy. 
Unfortunately the authors of these 
melodramatic novels have both died 
or retired and Finney is still fanning 
round for substitutes. He can’t reread 
them any more for by now he’s tray-
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elled both sets at least a dozen times. 
The criticism might be made against 

Tom Swift that most of his achieve- 
ments lie within the field of material- 
istic triumphs. Young Swift is an in- 
ventor. He did the electric motor- 
cycle, the submarine battleship, the 
aerial racer, and the desert glider. But 
for the villainous Happy Harry gang 
and an envious schoolboy companion 
named Westy Hogan, ‘Tom Swift 
would never be balked from any ad- 
venture. Naturally he never is per- 
manently, but Hogan or the Harry 
gang are forever cutting the wires of 
his airplane or sanding the oxygen 
generator in the submarine and these 
devilish devices suffice to slow up Tom 
enough to make a story. 

With Don Sturdy I am somewhat 
less familiar, although the general 
formula seems to be not so very dif- 
ferent. The only one I started had 
something to do with an exploring 
expedition across the desert. Don, a 
fine, manly little fellow, was in Africa 

   
   

  

   

“1 don’t know 
if I care to 
vote for Hoo- 
ver? 

“Well, he’s not 

with his uncle. Whenever his father 
or mother were mentioned Don’s eyes 
filled with tears, for it seems that they 
started out on an exploring expedition 
and never returned. 

In the first chapter Don rescued 
Bud, another fine, manly little fellow, 
from the treacherous attack of two 
Arabs. When asked concerning the 
whereabouts of his father and mother 
Bud’s eyes filled with tears. By an 
unhappy coincidence they, also, had 
gone away on an exploring expedition 
and never returned. 

Naturally, Bud was asked to join 
the party of Don Sturdy and his uncle. 
They hoped to find the Cave of Emer- 
alds, the Cemetery of the Elephants 
and the mysterious and ancient 
City of Brass. This was the precise 
point where something called me away 
and I made the cynical guess to Fin- 
ney that the book would end up with 
all objectives gained and the four 
missing parents likewise recovered. I 
rather supposed that the fathers and 

the leader type like Mussolini and Coolidge.” 
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mothers would be found housekeeping 
in the Cave of Emeralds. Finney de- 
nied these prophecies indignantly. He 
said it was nothing like that, Bud’s 
father, he told me, was not found 
until the next book and the finding of 
the mysterious City of Brass didn’t 
come until the fourth succeeding vol- 
ume. Only the missing mothers turned 
up practically immediately. 

The Swift and Sturdy books are 
obviously somewhat highly colored as 
to incident, but the authors have kept 
them clean. A newspaper campaign 
was required to open my eyes to the 
dangers which the young were forced 
to run in a big city because of pos- 
sible contact with immoral magazines. 
The vile sheets had not been driven 
off every newsstand (at the instigation 
of the World) more than a week 
when Finney turned up with the cur- 
rent issue of something called Hoop- 
La. It had a cover with a girl who 
was constituting herself into the hands 
of a clock and indicating two minutes



   
   

  

of six with her right toe. 
Asked as to where he had 
heard of such a publica- 
tion and whatever made 
him buy it Finney replied 
that he had read about it 
in the newspaper. 

“Is it dirty?” I asked 
him sternly and he replied 
cheerfully and eagerly, 
“Oh yes.” 

“Show me something dirty,” I said, 
in an effort, you understand, to test 
him out. With gusto he declaimed: 

“For every frail who hoofs it back 
“There are ninety-nine others will stay 

in the hack.” 

Having read in the news reports 
about “unutterable filth” and “vile 
depravity” I must admit that this 
struck me as a little mild. I had ex- 
pected something rather more star- 
tling. Still, I did say, “Give me that 
magazine, Finney.” 

“All right,” he said, “I’m through 
with it.” 

Investigation showed that he had 
offered me a fair sample and held 
back nothing of any account. Just 
what there was about the doggerel 
which struck him as risqué I did not 
know. We didn’t go into that. 

Nor did I object when he came 
home from camp singing a rowdy ditty 
called “Daddy, Get Your Baby Out 
of Jail,” which happened to be new to 
me, 

“I wonder who lived in those 
old shacks before the neigh- 

borhood was 
improved.” 

    
When I asked him 

the source of the 
song he reported that 

- he had learned it 
from one of the 
Pollywogs.) The 
camp was divided in- 
to two groups ac- 
cording to age and 
included Bears, Bea- 
vers, Silver Foxes, 
Squirrels, Quails and 
Pollywogs, the last 
group being made up 
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GRAMERCY PARK 

On a night that was cold, a night all dark, 
I climbed the fence of Gramercy Park, 
To the top of the pickets, cold and high, 
Up went my hand and up went I, 
Then down came my foot, followed by me, 
And there was I who hadn’t a key— 
Alone was I in a private park 
On a night that was cold, a night all dark. 

Said I to the statue of Edwin Booth: 
“T climbed in here to look for truth.” 
Said the statue of Edwin Booth to me: 
“This park is administered privately; 
“You may be in search of truth and beauty, 
“But where is your sense of civic duty? 
“You haven’t a pass and you hayen’t a key, 
“So get out,” said Edwin Booth to me. 

The night stood still as he ceased to talk, 
And I scuffed away on the scuffy walk; 
A small blue star in the crotch of a tree 
Lit the dark way through Gramercy. 
“Listen,” called Booth, “come back!” he cried, 
“Who is the girl that I see at your side? 
“Are you her lover, is she your bride? 
“And how in the world did she get inside?” 
“Maybe you’re seeing things,” I said, 
“You're cold and bronze, and you're fairly dead.” 
“Tt isn’t that,” he replied, “it’s only 
“That nights in a private park are lonely. 
“She’s awfully sweet, I admire your taste, 
“T notice your arm is around her waist— 
“You haven’t a pass and you haven’t a key, 
“But give her a little kiss for me.” 

Said I to the statue of Edwin Booth: 
“I climbed in here to look for truth.” 
“Then here is a truth I know,” he said, 
“Te’s fun to be living and dull to be dead, 
“And people are burdened with too much sense, 
“And almost nobody climbs a fence. 
“You haven’t a pass and you haven’t a key, 
“But give her the tiniest kiss for me!” 

On a night that was cold, a night all dark, 
I climbed back out of Gramercy Park, 
To the top of the pickets, cold and high, 
And down to the street ’neath the public sky. 
And I don’t know where nor I don’t know when 
Tl ever go climbing a fence again. —E. B. W. 

of children from five to seven. trouble and discussion about that song. 
The song in its entirety goes: 

“Daddy, get your baby out of jail; 

Finney says that I don’t get the quaver 
ight in the next to the last line. 

—Barry Brake 
“Hurry up and make a little bail. 
“They are treating me so mean, 
“Took away my cigarettes and my 

morphine. 
“Daddy, put your diamonds into soak; 
“Buy me just a bottle full of coke. 
“Every night they hear me wail, 
“Daddy, get your baby out of jail.’” 

I must admit that we did have some 

The ceremony at the church was fol- 
lowed by an improper reception at the 
parsonage.—Starville (Mo.) Bugle. 

Oh, well, you only get married 
once.
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EMOTIONAL CRISIS 

HERE wasn’t any need to slam 
the door like that. It just means 
that T’ll have to do some pretty 

tall explaining to Mother, that’s all. 
She’ll come out to the head of the 
stairs and she'll say, “Is he gone, 
dear?” and I wish I were Lynn Fon- 
tanne or somebody to say “yes” the 
way I mean it. Yes. Yes. I’ll laugh a 
little to show everything is all right. 
Yes, Mother, ha, ha, ha. That sounds 
terrible. Maybe she didn’t hear the 
door slam. “It’s just the wind, Moth- 
er,” Dll say. There’s no use trying 
that crazy laugh again. I suppose I'll 
have to tell her some time, but God 
knows that it will be hard enough 
when I do, without making a night of 
it. She may think it’s one of my jokes 
at first. “My ittie bittie baby playing 
jokes on her old mommer. Mustn’t 
joke mommer about Mel.” Then shell 
cry. It will be terrible. She’ll tell me 
that I don’t love her and then she’ll 
get very, very serious, She'll tell me 
some more Facts of Life. “Men are 
always queer when they are in love,” 
she'll say. Shell pat my hand and 
get a little embarrassed. “If I write 
him a sweet note in the morning, 
everything will be all right, and mom- 
mer’s little girl and big boy will live 
happily ever after. Now go have a 
good night’s rest to make those blue 
eyes bright. Come kiss good-night. 
Such a naughty little joker mommer’s 
little girl is.” 

I shan’t tell her tonight. I shan’t tell 
anyone. I'll go upstairs and throw 
away his letters. Then maybe he’ll ask 
for them back, and Pll say—as if I 
were terribly amused—Letters?, My 
dear, you didn’t think I had them, 
did you? You are too quaint!” And 
then Pll laugh. And he won’t say a 
thing, so it will be really finished. I 
won’t have to think about him any 
more. P’ve wasted nearly three years 
on that man. Now I can do something 
worthwhile. T’ll take up art or cook- 
ing or something. Or I might be a 
nurse. I met a marvellous person who’s 
at the Presbyterian Hospital. Surgeon. 
David, his name was. If I let my hair 
grow and wore it parted in the mid- 
dle, it would be so different. Of course 
T’d never use any rouge—just lots and 
lots of powder and the least little bit 
of shadow under my eyes, like Irene 
Rich. Just dreadfully, dreadfully sad. 
He’d see me in the corridor and he’d 
say, “Nice little girl. Doesn’t want 
to flirt. Looks unhappy. I wonder. . . .” 

And then he’d take me out and tell 
me about his wife. 

Perhaps it would be better to be 
something famous. Mel might see my 
picture in the rotogravure section. I’d 
wear one of those nun-veils with a 
cute little chin strap, or else black 
with pearls like 
those heavenly 
pictures of Rosa- 
mond Lehmann, 
and my eyes 
would look 
straight into his 
and his heart 
would break. He 
didn’t care a bit 
tonight. I don’t 
think he ever 

“Kesh— 
ole clos?” 

loved me. I think he was glad when 
everything was over. I bet he’s walk- 
ing all the way home for sheer joy 
and whistling... . 
Mother — Mother — what does it 

mean when a man slams the door? 
—ELsPETH 

   

    

   

                  

   



«» PROFILES *,’ 
MODEL T 

ENRY Forp’s face looks dif- hes: 
Seeing him full-face you 

would not suspect the sharpness and 
delicacy of his profile, the long nose 
and hard chin, and if you had seen him 
only in profile you might not recog- 
nize, if he were sitting straight across 
from you, the small head, the wide, 
strong, thin, uneven mouth, the lank, 
thoughtful line of the cheeks. His 
face is divided between the eyebrows 
by a small seam which might be also 
the dividing line of his character, for 
the right side of the face is not a 
duplicate of the left. There are more 
lines in the left side; it seems kindlier, 
shrewder, and less firm than the right 
side, as if through the gray eyes two 
separate men looked out. Only one 
quality belongs to the face as a whole, 
a waiting quality, something birdlike 
and attentive, as if the consciousness 
that perches, light as a bird, behind the 
aging face, were always trying to hear 
something, to guess something. 

It is as hard to estimate Henry Ford 
from the things he has done as it is to 
guess his nature from his face. First 
of all he is a mechanic but he is also 
a lot more. Out of the part of his 
mind that with increasing leisure has 
turned from concrete things to ab- 
stractions have come many projects and 
ambitions—the Peace Ship, the attack 
on the Jews, a hospital, an airport, the 
Dearborn Independent, the Ford-for- 
President Clubs. Out of the part that 
is formidable and characteristic has 
come a new automobile. 

Literally, of course, a man’s mind 
cannot be divided into separate parts 
any more than his face can. In Henry 
Ford the mechanic is the unit that 
knits up his multiple personalities. 
Giving away one of his violent pamph- 
lets against the Jews he once said 
proudly: “This came out of our 
factory.” 

In this satisfaction at being a work- 
man he always remembers that until 
he was nearly forty he depended on his 
own tools for a living. Loyal to his 
past, he makes brothers of all me- 
chanics and gives them liberties he 
would refuse anyone else. In 1923 he 
was outlining his political ideas to 
some reporters when the door of his 
office opened and a man in oil-stained 
overalls looked in, 
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“What is Ford 
called. The mechanic 
said: “That engine’s go- 
ing, Mr. Ford.” Ford 
got up. “Gentlemen, you 
will have to excuse me.” 
When he has his hair cut he likes to 

delay in the chair, talking to the Dear- 
born barber. Cards are sometimes set 
in the barber’s window announcing an 
auction at some farm near Dearborn. 
Ford has been known to take an after- 
noon off and go to one of these auc- 
tions, where he strolls around, chatting 
with the farmers. He talks the way 
they do, with the same gift for spitting 
silences and thoughts reduced to 
apothegm. 

“I believe in religion but I don’t 
work at it much.” 

“A man who offers charity offers 
insult.” 

“Tt is my ambition to abolish pov- 
erty.” 

“Literature is all right, but it 
doesn’t mean much.” 

>» it 

E swears moderately in ordinary 
conversation and vehemently 

when excited. Except for pamphlets 
on engineering, he reads very little; he 
has forgotten most of the things he 
learned in the Scotch Settlement school 
near his father’s farm, and this scorn 
for conventional education is often 
cited as one more proof of the 
originality of his mind. It has not al- 

ways been an advantage to him. When 
he was suing the Chicago Tribune for 
libel, his lawyers heard that the oppos- 
ing counsel were going to examine him 
on history. For three days in a 
room in the Blackstone Hotel they 
crammed him with facts about the life 
of Washington, the annexation of 
Florida, the battle of Bull Run, and 
the Dingley tariff. That he failed on 
the stand was not due to lack of coach- 
ing but to the fact that his tutors had 
overlooked certain simpler questions. 

“Who was Benedict Arnold?” 
asked the lawyer for the Tribune, 
bowing blandly toward the manufac- 
turer, who sat in an awkward position 
in the witness chair with his long legs 
crossed and his hands clasped in his 
lap. 

“T think he was a kind of writer.” 

“When was the war of the Amer- 
ican Revolution fought?” 

  

“In 1812, I think; I’m not quite 
sure.” 

‘The newspapers thought this was 
very funny. One published a cartoon 
of Ford standing in a corner with a 
duncecap on his head. The picture 
offended him. He does not mind 
jokes about his car but he resents those 
that concern him personally. He 
fears extremes and puts his trust in ac- 
tion at all times. He does not smoke— 
or drink, sleeps six and a half hours 
out of twenty-four, and eats meagre- 
ly. He never lets an obligation to be 
cordial interfere with his routine. 
‘There was in Dearborn, for instance, 
a man named Coffin who had been a 
sheriff and lost his job through the in- 
fluence of a politician Ford disliked. 
To show his sympathy Ford gave 
Coffin the restaurant concession at one 
of his plants and started him in busi- 
ness. Naturally, Coffin was grateful. 
When he got word that Ford was 
coming to lunch in his restaurant he 
kept his chef up late making a cake 
and bought two turkeys and dressed 
the table as if it were Thanksgiving, 
as, in a way, it was. Sitting down to 
lunch, Ford looked at the bird smok- 
ing on the table, the colored candles 
and elaborate cake. He said, “I think 
Td like some milk and crackers.” 

That he has behaved like this a good 
many times is partly because he and his
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family don’t care much for parties. 
With the stiff pride of a country aris- 
tocracy, they have kept close relation- 
ships only with a few of the old 
farmer people near Dearborn— 

Horzens, Wards, | Woodworths, 
Schovens. Every year at Christmas 
they give a party in their big stone 
house; the rest of the time there is not 
much entertainment. Sometimes when 
a guest comes, Edsel Ford, to oblige 
his father, puts a record on the phono- 
graph (a present from Mr. Edison) 
and plays an accompaniment on the 
drum. With his knee thrown over the 
arm of a chair and his foot swinging, 
Ford listens, smiling with one side of 
his face. In the winter logs burn in 
the stone fireplace over which is the 
motto, “Chop your own wood and it 
will warm you twice.” 

HEN there is no one to enter- 
tain he will sit down at the 

player piano or the automatic organ or 
stroll out to the workshop he has fitted 
out in a detached building. When he 

DANCE RECORDS 
Lunch Hour in a 
Chinese Restaurant 

   

  

   
   
   

   

spoils 

“I dowt care if 
they do say it 

dancing to lead, 
I’m not going to 

is there the servants 
say to callers, “Mr. 
Ford is not at home. 
. ..” He is suspicious 
of strangers and has 
made it hard for any- 
one to approach him. 
One of his offices at 
the plant is at the top 
of a steep flight of iron 
stairs. People coming 
to see him always ar- 
rive a little out of 
breath and this in some 
peculiar fashion seems 
to gratify him. He has 
thought nothing of 
keeping famous callers 
waiting for hours. 
Three representatives 
of the govern- 
ment of Mexi- 
co, coming to 
place a big or- 
der at his plant, 

“The way to- 
deal with guys 
is to get every- 

waited for him ‘AE aut of 
from two in the /2¢7 you BC 
afternoon till 4 don’t give 
seven in the em a tumble. 
evening. When better for it, too.” 
Theodore 

Roosevelt visited Detroit Ford invited 
him to come to the plant at eleven in 
the morning. Roosevelt was late. Ford 
went on with his work in other parts 
of the factory, calling his secretary 
every few minutes to ask if the ex- 
President had come. 

“No, sir,” said the secretary at 
twelve o’clock. 

Ford said: “Well, if he’s not here 
by twelve-thirty you tell him P’ve gone 
fishing.” 

Over and over he has demonstrated 
this peculiar pride—“proud as a king,” 
journalists call him—but a king leaves 
home to visit the meanest of his 
border-towns. Ford is as proud as a 
farmer. With the land-hunger seen in 
most farmers’ sons who have grown 
rich, he has bought more than ten 
thousand acres outside Dearborn and 
cultivates them at a profit. He likes to 

line up half a dozen 
motor-reapers at the 
edge of a wheatfield 
and see them all start 
together. 

Sitting on a fence 
he watches the blond 
wheat tops shiver and 

  

a girls 

beawall- fa sideways. 
flower on “Say,” he remarked 

that ac- to a friend who had 
count” come down for this 

    
    

  

They like you 

review, ‘‘you 
wouldn’t — think 
that food could 
look so _ slick, 
would you?” 

Just as he 
thinks “of — standing 
wheat as food he 
thinks of money for 
what it will do. He 
never tried hard to be 
rich—he says; he has 
“been too busy making 
cars”—yet an inherit- 
ed parsimony makes 
him close-fisted. He 
lost the Senatorial 
election in Michigan 
chiefly because he 
would not spend 
money enough cam- 
paigning. But though 
he watches his billion- 
dollar accounts as 
closely as a housewife 
watches her cracked 
teapot, he has no rever- 

ence for the tangibil- 
ity of coin: When he 
goes on a trip he some- 
times carries ten thou- 

sand dollars in his pocket and some- 
times he has to ask his aides for a 
twenty-dollar bill. Once his treasurer 
complained that he had not received a 
cheque for a hundred and twenty 
thousand dollars due from another 
company as deposit for an order of 
Ford cars. Telegrams went back and 
forth. At last the cheque was found. 
Ford had it. A servant had taken it 
out of the pocket of a suit he had 
sent to be pressed. 

Both his absent-mindedness and his 
way of nursing grudges are habits 
typical of lonely men. Ford has al- 
ways kept to himself. Not many 
people in Detroit have ever seen him. 
He belongs to several dignified clubs 
which have kept his name on their 
books for years—sometimes with a 
complimentary membership or because 
Edsel or Mrs, Ford paid the dues— 
but the only one he ever goes to is not 
recognized by the Social Register: the 
Dearborn Country Club. Once or 
twice a year his wife used to take him 
to the benefit shows of the Detroit 
Players’ Club—he would come in late 
and arrange his party so as to have a 
friend on each side of him and two be- 
hind. If in spite of these precautions 
someone came over to speak to him he 
would rear his head back on his long 
neck with an air that indicated that if
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he wanted audiences he would solicit 
them. He has stopped going to the 
Players’ Club. 

OE he took up golf. A pro 
named Robertson was engaged 

by the Dearborn Club—to be Ford’s 
private instructor, the members heard 
—and in fact 
the manufactur- 
er was twice seen 
on the course 
without his coat 
but wearing his 
usual high stand- 
up collar. Then 
Robertson le ft 
and Ford quit 
playing. Nobody 
ever found out 
his score. 

City people’s 
clubs and parties, 
city people’s 
sports—it is not 
likely they could 
ever interest him. 
Thin, wiry, and 
with an awkward 
grace in every- 

“Out 
every 
night 
this 
week 
and here I am 

thing, he still 
gets up before 
seven; he likes 
to walk over his land, vaulting the 
stone fences. In the city he wears a 
gray felt hat and in the country no hat 
at all. He is a good skater and clever 
at the old-fashioned dances he tried to 
revive two years ago for the instruc- 
tion of a jazzing generation. His 
favorite musical instrument is a violin 
and his favorite author is John Bur- 
roughs. He used to whittle cedar 
shingles into ingenious toys for Edsel, 
now a man in his thirties with an alert 
face, a calm manner, and bright ties. 
Henry Ford believes that his son had 
an important share in designing the 
new car. “We have a good man in 
Edsel,” he said to an associate; “he 
knows what an automobile ought to 
look like.” 

Edsel and plump, dark-eyed Mrs. 
Henry Ford, whom Ford calls “Moth- 
er” and speaks of as “The Believer” be- 
cause he says she has always had more 
faith in his ideas than he had himself, 
are probably the only two human 
beings whose existence makes any 
serious difference to him. In the old 
days he was less alone, but as he has 
grown older he has quarrelled with 
more and more of his old friends until 
now, at sixty-four, he distrusts friend 
ship as a general proposition. 

“I must never allow my- 
self to become so intimate 
with anyone again,” he said 
after quarrelling with an as- 
sociate he had known all his 
life. 

Horace and John Dodge, 
Alexander Malcolm- 
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MURDER BY MOONLIGHT 
Why do you tap so loud on the pane, 

Oh leaves at my lattice? 
(For a time to come when we tap in vain 

And you take no notice.) 

Why are your faces turned so white, 

  

son, James Couzens, 
Norval = Hawkins— 
these and many more 
who have been asso- 
ciated with him in 
his work, for one 
reason or another left 
him. 

It may be foolish to 
criticize a man for los- 
ing his friends, yet 
many people dislike 
Ford more for this 
than anything else; 
they look suspiciously 

Oh my climbing roses? 
(For a whiter face that shall flit by night 

Through your garden closes.) 

What do you tell the trees in the park, 
Oh wind, that they shiver? 

(A story of death that creeps in the dark 
Up the path from the river.) 

Where do you point from your silver strip 
Of sky, oh moon, with your finger-tip 

Through my curtain slipping? 
(To a spot on the floor where a foot might trip, 
To a stain that spreads, as dark drops drip, 

And keep on dripping.) —C.D: 

    

lunch hour—but don’t get the 
idea I think I’m popular.” 

at all he has done, 
knowing that when 
anyone complains of his friends 

it is a sign that 
life has failed to 
please him. The 
easy explanation is, 
of course, that his 
success has victim- 
ized him, left him 

lonely, but that is not a real solu- 
tion either—he has been lonely all his 
life. Perhaps, chilled with the cold of 
some interior winter, he lacks a quality 
common to less urgent men—nothing 
as vague as “warmth” or the “instinct 
to enjoy” but a quality without a 
name, powerful and evasive. He seems 
to be wondering himself what it is he 
lacks. He is more restless than he used 
to be, thinner; in the last few years he 
has developed an odd gesture—putting 
both hands against his cheek-bones he 
pulls his fingers slowly down his 
cheeks. At such a moment more than 
ever there seems to be some birdlike 
spirit in his face, listening and watch- 
ing, wary and light. 

—Niven Buscu, Jr. 

dancing at 

(A second article on Mr. Henry Ford 
will appear in next weePs issue.) 

Lawyer Cranston will be in his office 
after 6 p.m. until 7 o'clock if one light 
in front window—until 8 p.m. if two 
lights, and until 9 p.m. if three lights— 
Parsons (Kans.) Republican. 

If he hears us call “Yoo-hoo” five 
times, it means we have been arrested, 
charged with murder.   “Well, I didnt get in the 

movies but believe me I still 
have my self-respect.”



32 

OF ALL THINGS 
INCLAIR, despite his great 
wealth, must go to jail for six 
months just like a person without 

any gross income. Another good one 
is about the Texas toad who lived 
thirty years sealed up in a cornerstone. 

If the talking dog of Boston is as 
good as reported, she ought to be 
careful. That is abso- 
lutely no town in which 
to practice free speech. 

According to the 
books of the Board of 
Assessment, this town 
has now passed the six- 
teen billion dollar mark. 
‘Those attempting to sell 
New York should put up 
asign: “Was $24; Now 
$16,153,945,949.” 

The Ku Klux Klan 
has adopted the stylish 
name, “Knights of the 
Great Forest.” The 
members, we  under- 
stand, will spend their 
evenings looking for the 
nigger in the woodpile. 

Fortesque Televox, 
the mechanical man ex- 
hibited here, does every- 
thing he is told and asks 
no questions. Our states~ 
men are looking for- 
ward with pleasure to 
the day when Mr. Tele- 
vox is old enough to 
vote. 

e 

The nation’s doctor 
bill is now a million and 
a half a day, but apples 
are not cheap, either. 
What to do? What to 
do? e 

A device invented in 
the Bell Telephone 
laboratories will meas- 
ure a billionth of an 
inch. It will be found 
useful in computing our 
daily progress toward 
solving the transit proh- 
lem. 

The Englishman, J. Alfred Spend- 
er, lecturing at Yale, recommends that 
college students take up journalism as 
acareer. It might be even wiser to try 
to get a job on a paper. 

° 

Great Britain is willing to ban sub- 
marines only when we can convert all 
the other nations to the idea. It looks 
as though the time is not yet ripe to 
change the U-boat into an ex-boat. 

MARCH 3, 1928 

Governor Smith is taking vigorous 
measures to wipe out unemployment 
in New York. And what will “Strange 
Interlude” do then? 

The claims for Anastasia have been 
examined by this department and re- 
jected with regret. There is no evi- 
dence that the alleged Grand Duchess 
was ever a hat-check girl in a Russian 
restaurant. —Howarp BRUBAKER 

SEVEN CENT FARE 
Exclusive Advance Pictures of Tense Situation 

WOULD SWIM TO BROOKLYN 

PATROLMAN DELANEY DRAGS OUT 
IMPULSIVE CITIZEN 

Left to right: 
FROM BAY 

Patrolman Delaney, Citizen, Grover 
Whalen. Statue of Liberty in distance. 

WHY USE THE SUBWAYS? 

Gladys Joyce and Billy Winkle of the Follies 
show how to get there. 

  
SHE HAS TO WALK 

Mayor Walker, 
Her husband failed to have life insurance. 

INVESTIGATION ON 

Samuel Untermyer and Grover 
Whalen investigate the situation.



THE NEW YORKER 

  

BALANCED RATION 

HE revival of “Our Betters,” 
by Somerset Maugham, at the 
Henry Miller, finds that acid 

bit of hilarity blessed with a per- 
formance which relieves it of one 
weakness which militated against its 
success in 1917 when it was first 
given here: the disadvantage of an 
unsympathetic central figure. 

By casting Miss Ina Claire in the 
part of the climbing, intriguing, ani- 
mal Lady Grayston, Lady Grayston 
has been made so pretty, so good- 
humored, so amused with life, so at a 
loss for some outlet for her superb vi- 
tality that one loves her and regrets 
passionately that she isn’t on the stage 
longer. To talk just like a critic, Miss 
Claire’s is a brilliant achievement in 
high comedy. 

Moreover the word used to describe 
Lady Grayston in “Our Betters” 
which was considered “objectionable” 
in 1917 is little short of a pet name 
in 1928 and, while as social satire the 
comedy dates itself as pre-war or 
early-war, in losing sting it should 
gain favor with American audiences. 
For “Our Betters” tells of the days 
when America was far more subser- 
vient to England socially than it is 
now, when fortunes were counted well 
lost for a successful London season. 
Now that the best thing which can be 
said for a successful London season 
is that it’s a good stepping-stone toward 
a position in New York, America can 
inspect a souvenir of those old days 
with a good deal of complacency. 

The expatriates of “Our Betters” 
regard the provincial life back home 
with a horror which is simply old- 
fashioned. One realizes that the in- 
satiable Lady Grayston, though one 
sees her brought up to the minute- 
after-next in costume and coiffure, 
would long since have deserted May- 
fair for some more stimulating cam- 
paign in the triumphant land of her 
birth, 

There isn’t much plot to “Our Bet- 
ters.” It’s largely an indignant recital 
of the lengths to which these cut-and- 
come-again Americans will go to get 
what they want in England, with a 

little mistake of Lady Grayston’s re- 
corded only to show how she retrieved 
herself, and a very dull sub-plot about 
Lady Grayston’s sister who is trying 
to decide to marry a titled English- 
man and doesn’t because it’s all so 
worthless, and life’s so much finer 
back with the cactus and alkali and 
the big strong American lad who loves 
her. 

My greatest criticism of the revival 
is that it is played in two keys, Miss 
Claire and a few others tugging for 
high comedy while Constance Collier 
as the Duchesse de Surennes and 
Frederick Truesdell as Arthur Fen- 
wick almost break their backs in the 
effort to haul it into the realms of 
farce. 

Miss Collier’s caricature of the par- 
simonious, cradle-snatching duchess is 
entirely delicious, but sheer farce it 
is, and I feel that the question should 
have been settled before the curtain 
rose. Mr. Truesdell hasn’t the excuse 
of success in his efforts. 

Notable among Miss Claire’s co- 
horts are Martin Walker as Lord 
Bleane and the suave Edward Cran- 
dall miscast as a rough diamond but 
doing nobly nobly. 

“Me” at the Comedy, is a trans- 
lation by Ernest Boyd from 

the French of Simon Gantillon. A 
mixture of fine, sympathetic realism 
and jejune symbolism, parts of “Maya” 
pleased me very much, parts not so 
well. The actors felt the difference 
too, and could always be entrusted to 
intone the offending portions in the 
conviction that they were saying some- 
thing very beautiful and very signifi- 
cant. 

At its best “Maya” presents one 
with a literal picture of Bella, a 
prostitute living in a boxlike cubicle 
near the docks of Marseilles, a crea- 
ture as near to the Geisha as Western 

civilization permits. Her poverty, her 
kindness, her simplicity, and the cir- 
cumstances of her lot are set forth in 

scene after scene which need resort to 

no sobbing comments to enhance their 

effectiveness. 
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In one, Bella has received word 
that her child has died, the three- 
year-old child she hasn’t seen since she 
left the hospital. The girls in the dis- 
trict devote an hour of their earnings 
to buy a wreath for it. Bella faces the 
almost overwhelming problem of 
black clothes and hat and shoes for 
the funeral. There is a little girl who 
comes to see Bella and finally Bella 
gives the wreath money to her for 
her first communion dress, saying sad- 
ly of her own baby, “She did without 
me for three years, I guess she can 
do without me now.” 

In another, the soldier to whom 
Bella contributes most of her earn- 
ings brings an artist friend to her 
room, and in an access of gratitude to 
him offers him Bella’s favors which 
the embarrassed artist refuses, to Bel- 
la’s angry humiliation, a humiliation 
only allayed by the suggestion that the 
artist may be being true to some girl 
he loves. 

Then there are Bella’s clients, each 
one demanding something more than 
the letter of his sordid bargain with 
her, wanting sympathy, or interest, or 
the illusion of some beloved. 

One is shown what Bella represents 
to them objectively, and it was merely 
annoying to me to have it clumsily 
underscored in the prologue and in a 
scene wherein a Hindu explains Bella 
as “Maya, the Illusion All Men 
Seek.” 

Heavy-handed as it is in its poet- 
izing, “Maya” is a beautiful and ten- 
der play, and Aline MacMahon plays 
its sorry heroine with a magnificent 
freedom from sentimentality. 

“ HISPERING F RIENDs,” —_ by 
George M. Cohan, at the 

Hudson, finds Mr. Cohan with a plot 
suggestive of many of Shakespeare’s 
comedies. I don’t say that by way of 
compliment. 

A bride’s best woman friend lays 
a plot with her to test her bridegroom’s 
love by trying to flirt with him. The 
bridegroom’s best man friend divines 
the plot and encourages the bride- 
groom to see how far the experimenter 
will carry her experiment while he 
tests the bride by flirting with her. 
The rest is a complicated series of 
quarrels and reconciliations with the 
unattached pair becoming attached to 
each other. 

Mr. Cohan’s showmanship has not 
deserted him, and the quarrel scenes, 
while confusing to the analytical 
mind, apparently delight anyone who
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Rose.” It will run practically 
forever, and I wouldn’t see 
it if I were you. 

T the Biltmore, “Rope,” 
by David Wallace and 

T. S. Stribling, based on Mr. 
Stribling’s novel “Teeftal- 
low,” is a direct refutation of 
a lot we’ve learned from such 
nostalgic southrons as Irving 
Berlin and Al Jolson. 

It pictures unlovely Iron- 
town, in Tennessee, where 
it’s sinful to believe in revo- 
lution, and sinful to play base- 
ball on Sunday and where a 
religious revival whips up 
frenzies which can only be 
satisfied by lynching a poor 
devil who has shot somebody 
in a feud, stripping the vil- 
lage harlots and driving them 
out of town, and (so inci- 
dentally as hardly to deserve 
mention) stringing up a black 
boy who is considered by the 
White Cap gang to have be- 
trayed it. Those Northerners 
who see it should be able to 

remain a lot calmer when the 
band plays “Dixie.” 

The play is packed too 

closely with violence and the 
relation of the revival to the 

gruesome events is under- 

stressed, but it is an extremely 

creditable piece of work. 
There are excellent per- 

formances by Ben Smith and 
  

“PARIS BOUND” the ever reliable Elizabeth 
: Pa \< 

Much of the wise talk about marriage and divorce in Mr. Barry's eee ais BRACKETT 
bright comedy on the subject at the Music Box is given to these twain ° 

to speak. The distrait wife: Madge Kennedy. Her philosophic father- LINE 
in-law: Gilbert Emery. 

The moon is round, 

is pleased with the characters con- 
structed to battle through them. 

These characters are four people 
who, in their own idiom, would rather 
kid each other than eat. They kid 
back and forth and fifth and sixth 
and way up into the nineties. And 
what is more they kid, not in Mr. 
Cohan’s own pointed vein, but in the 
exact phraseology of chronic middle- 
class kidders. If Mr. Cohan was satir- 
izing such gentry he has certainly con- 
cealed the fact thoroughly. 

“Say, you’re pretty quick, aren’t 
you?” Al Wheeler remarks to Doris 
Crawford when she has pronounced 
some nifty about the vintage of “So’s 
your old man.” 

“I bang the bell every time,” she 
bubbles back. 

“Pll say you’re fast all right.” 
“Hey!” she returns, like a streak. 

“Be careful how you use that word 
“fast’.” 

And maybe the audience doesn’t 
love it. Here’s brilliance it can recog- 
nize, none of your deep Somerset 
Maugham, Philip Barry, Noel Coward 
stuff. This is just like Cousin Har- 
riet Coon’s line, and maybe she isn’t 
a scream! Why that time she and’ Hal 
Edwards got together you’d have died 
laughing. When she offered to get him 
a mustache cup! 

There hangs about “Whispering 
Friends” the aroma of “Abie’s Irish 

Lady, 
And to be found 
Largely at night 
In quite plain sight, 
Lady. 
That’s it up there. 
Yes. 
And if I stare 
At the arrangement of your lips 

Think not of me 
As one who sips 
Unbidden. 
The moon, 
I was about to say, 

Has longish night—and day. 
I quite agree. 
One ought to make some use 
Of an illumination so profuse. 
Pardon. —Pumir G. WYLIE



THE NEW YORKER 

  

    
  

          

    

  

  

Complete Outfits for GENTLEMEN 
are presented in the Perfect Setting 

of our NEW BUILDING 
WE are complete outfitters to gen- 

tlemeninall that the term implies. 

De Pinna-made suits and overcoats, 
ready-to-wear, are produced in fabrics 
woven for us exclusively by the fore- 
most mills of Great Britain and provide 
the correct apparel for business, sports, 
afternoon dress and evening wear. 

Exceptional discrimination and rare 
good taste have been exercised in as- 
sembling our stocks of furnishings, foot- 
wear and headwear which we 
are certain will appeal to those 
who know that a gentleman, 
to be well turned out, must 

  

give infinite care to the choosing of 
appropriate and fitting accessories of 
dress, 

In our Custom Tailoring Depart- 
ment, one of the oldest on Fifth Avenue, 
and in our Custom Shirt Department, 
we now have on display our importa- 
tions of spring and summer suitings, 
overcoatings and shirtings. 

It is with extreme pleasure that we 
invite you to visit our new building 

and the opening presentation 
of our productions and im- 
portations for the present 
season, 

Importers and Outfitters 

5th Avenue at 52nd Street       
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HE newspapers may not be very 
frightened of the movie news- 
reels as competitors in the ac- 

tual business sense, but they had better 

watch them pretty closely as rivals in 

the accurate dispensing of news. A 

good news-reel can show up a news- 
story and make it look awfully silly. 

‘An example comes to hand (as a 

matter of fact, it has been at hand for 

some weeks) in the recent visit of 

President Coolidge to Havana. Natu- 
rally this was 
counted as one of 

the big maneu- 
vers in the Good 
Will Campaign 
which has been 
under way be- 
tween this coun- 
try and the Pan- 
American repub- 
lics, or rather 
which has been 
aimed at the Pan- 
American repub- 
lics by this coun- 
try. The idea was 
that President 
Coolidge should 
go down there 
and by his cheery 
manner and hail- 
fellow - well-met 
spirit. so charm 
the Cubans that 
they would for- 
get certain little 
matters of im- 
port and export 
and just feel as 
if they were 
members of One 
Big Family. 

To this end, 
the reporters who 
covered the Coo- 
lidge Flying 
Wedge into the 

CHECKING UP 

hearts of the Cubans did their best. 
‘They sent back stories telling of the 
affectionate enthusiasm with which the 
Great White Father was received in 
Havana. They told of the cheers 
which rolled up from the populace in 
greeting, of the wild excitement which 
prevailed as the executive cortége 
rolled through the streets, of the spirit 
of friendliness toward the United 
States which the visit was breeding on 
every side. One got the impression 
that Havana went Coolidge-mad. 

‘The next day the Movietone news- 
reels appeared showing the same pro- 
cession through the streets of Havana. 
Not only the visual image of this im- 
pressive pageant was offered to public 
view, but the sounds incident to its 
passage were recorded as well. And 
there was a strange discrepancy be- 
tween the newspaper accounts and this 
irrefutable testimony of the senses. 

For in the Movietone we saw the 

  “Flere, boy—have me called at two o’clock—for the sprints.” 

MARCH 3, 1928 

crowds lining the streets and the 
Presidential automobile rolling slowly 
along the avenue, but the enthusiasm 
was nominal. Here and there some 
apathetic Cuban would raise his hand 
in an abortive salute and say, in a voice 
slightly above the conversational tone, 
“Americano!” Now and again a hat 
would be tipped, but whether it was 
to keep it from being blown off in 
the wind or to indicate extreme en- 
thusiasm could not be detected. But, 
for the most part, the entire route 
might have been that of a particularly 
unimpressive funeral, let us say of a 
rear-admiral lately in charge of an in- 
land arsenal. If there was wild excite- 
ment such as the newspaper-reporters 
saw, it must have been in the parlor of 
the residence of President Machado. 
If the populace of Havana went wild 
over President Coolidge it must have 
been by means of letters to the local 
papers. Here, before our very eyes, was 

this triumphant cavalcade we had read 

so much about, and the only sounds 
came from the explosions of the mo- 

tor-cycles of the escort, the only agita- 
tion from the breeze as it blew the 

property _ flags. 
Even President 
Coolidge himself 
seemed subdued, 

his gay buoyancy 
gone, his boyish 
abandon  stilled 
under the leth- 
argy of his recep- 
tion. 

O the news- 
papers have 

got to watch 
their step from 
now on. They 
are being checked 
up. Inthe future, 
as the Movietone 
principle is devel- 
oped, they will 
have to be care- 
ful how they tell 
of Red riots, for 
the next day the 
public may have 
a chance to see 
and hear that six- 
teen people mere- 
ly stood still and 
hummed the “In- 
ternation- 
ale” while traffic 
swirled — uncon- 
cernedly past. 
They will have 
to be careful how
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NOW SCIENCE TELLS US HOW MIDDLY AGE WITH ITS DISAGREVARLE SYMPTOMS CAN BE FOSTPONED—FOR YEARS 

     
[CERES] HE body has its sen- 
4 | tries. And they signal 
GAREY] its alarms. But all 
[PQs I coo Geen wari 
that should make us alert are 
passed by, unheeded. 

  

   

   

  

   

  

Unpleasant breath, sick head- 
aches—“'the blues” —these are 
all signals that the body’s main 
line of resistance is being at- 
tacked. They are warnings that 
the large intestine has become 
unclean, unhealthy. They indicate that poisons 
originating in the colon are affecting the whole 
system. 

Since Metchnikoff startled the world twenty- 
three years ago with his announcement that 
colon poisons were the chief cause of old age 
and death, science has made immense progress 
in studying the intestines. 

Science knows now that intestinal ill health 
is caused not simply by constipation. It owes 
its source to the nature of the bacteria in the 

intestine. 

  

Some of these bacteria are friendly. Some 
are harmful. In ill-health the problem is to 
lessen the power of these harmful bacteria, and 

to increase the resistance of the whole body. 
You may feel entirely free from constipa~ 

tion, so far as regularity of elimination is con- 
cerned. Yet if you feel depressed and sluggish, 
you are probably suffering from intestinal 
poisoning. 

Even though elimination is regular, i may 
be late. Laboratory tests show that with many 
people the process of complete elimination 
takes from one to three days longer than it 
should This gives the harmful bacteria an 
added chance to do their work 
Inevitably, as the harmful bacteria con- 

tinue to make inroads on your vitality, your 
yody’s defenses are weakened. Youth van- 

Such § symptoms as these 

are warnings 
Unpleasant Breath . . Headaches 

Depression . . Lack of Energy . . Bad 

Indigestion . . 

ishes. Old age is hastened. 
Cathartics may give temporary relief, bue 

ultimately they increase the trouble, The 
overdose of today becomes the normal dose of 
tomorrow. Cathartics secure their effect by 
nercous irritation and draw water from the 
blood and tissues. Their continuous use ulti- 
mately weakens the intestinal muscles. 

Science shows this new way 
to better health 

SCIENCE today is finding ways to lessen 
the power of these harmful putrefactive 

bacteria. The simplest of these ways is the 
regular use of yeast. We can’t all change our 
diet, but we can eat yeast. 
Why is Yeast so beneficial? Yeast is a pure, 

corrective food, as fresh as any garden veg- 
etable. It increases the flow of digestive juices 
in the stomach, rendering the digestion of 
other foods easier. In the large intestine, it 
combats putrefaction, lessens the number of 
harmful bacteria, and stimulates gently the 
contractions of the muscles which aid in 
eliminating waste. 

‘Thus yeast cleanses the intestines, promotes 
complete climination, improves digestion, puri- 
fies the blood, clears the skin, tones up the 
whole system. 

To keep your colon clean and healthy, you 
Advertisement 

should eat Yeast regularly. 
Each day eat three cakes of 
Fleischmann’s Yeast— one be- 

foreeach meal or between meals. 
Youcan eat it plain, breaking a 
cake in small pieces. Or dissolve 

.. it in water, cold or hot (not 
_ pelding Mocebicin anoten 
Skin .. way you prefer. 

If you have been a constant 
user of cathartics, discontinue 
their use gradually as your 

syetein’ jacerteniathéned By eating: Fleisch: 
mann’s Yeast. 

Weishall be glad tOisend:you'a free copy oF 
the latest booklet on Yeast in the diet, con- 
taining authoritative information on the sub- 
ject. Address Health Research Dept, Y-66, 
The Fleischmann Company, 701 Washington 
Street, New York, N. Y. 

For sheer joy of living... 

seven simple rules 

Food: — Eat freely of green vegetables, 
salads, fruits, milk. 

Water: — Drink six glasses of water daily. 
Air: Ventilate every room you occupy 

by day and by night. 
Exercise: Daily do “setting up” exercises, 

especially for the waist muscles. 
Rest: Average eight hours in bed. 

Cleanliness: Brush teeth morning and eve- 
ning, Bathe at least twice weekly. 

*Waste elimination: Secure a thorough 
intestinal elimination daily. 

“Whether or not you are able to follow regularly all these 
rules, you can at least observe the seventh and most 
important. Eat three cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast 
daily, one before each meal or between meals. Yeast not 
only promotes complete elimination: it also helps to 
combat putrefactive poisons, to bring about a clean, 
healthy condition of the intestines, to increase the vigor 
and resistance of the whole body. "Each month you eat 
Yeast you should notice added benefit. 
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The 
Water Tower 

Theophillis Frederick Percival Brown 
Went on a shopping trip into the town. 
Whom should he meet while sauntering there 
But Osro Demosthenes Prendergrast Blair! 
They chatted and talked until hours had flown 
And the stores were all closed. “I forgot 

AQUAZONE!” 
Screamed T.F.P. Brown and shot himself dead. 
He was missed by his friends—was Theophillis 

Fred. 

    

Which quite naturally leads us into consid- 
eration of Leap Year and its MEANING. 
Some maintain that the word “leap” applies 
to unattached males, is in fact a hint from 
some misanthropic mythological bachelor to 
other masculine low lives wha have no sense 
of responsibility towards the census. Others 
maintain that it is derived from the Coptic 
root “wxeep” which has the general and poetic 
significance: if - you - are - about - to - pluck - 
a - rose - and - fear - the - thorns ~ there ~ 
may - come day - when - these - very - 
thorns - will - catch - you - so - that - you - 
and - the - rose - are - one - and - this - is - 
that - DAY. 

Nevertheless our records show some delight- 
ful romances culminated. No. 372,807. Miss 
Virginia Opt vs. John Henry Glitz. One round 
to a decision. Miss Opt entertained Mr. Glitz 
by making MINUTE JELLY for him (obtain- 
able at Busy Bee, Gristede and Bohack 
Stores). She waited until he had eaten quite 
some and then said softly: “Would you like 
to have me make MINUTE JELLY for you 
every evening, dear?” John’s coyly whispered 
“Yes” was the prelude to wedding bells. 

No. 6,752,349. Miss Theresa Olman vs. Al- 
geron Ekersal Peeps. Seven hundred and 
thirty-one rounds to a decision. Peeps had 
been calling on the aforesaid for two years 
every Tuesday night at 8:22. “Alge,” said 
she, “you marry me next week or youll never 
get a drink of AQUAZONE again in this 
house.” He did. 

No. 8,564,329. Mrs. Fifi DeGoyler Smith 
(widow, three brats) vs. Colonel Lee Dradish 
Warrenton. K.O. Said she: “Lee, will you 
be a father to my beautiful children if I send 
them to live with their aunt?” His answer 
was: “Madame, it will be the happiest day of 
my life.” The bride wore a headdress of or- 
chids and liles-of-the-valley, gold shoes and 
lavender stockings. The groom was tastefully 
garbed in the conventional black. 

How naturally all this brings us back to a 
discussion of Aquazone, the only mineral wa- 
ter supercharged with oxygen, to its excellence 
as a mixer and as insurance against a headache 
the next morning, to its sparklingness, to its 
deliciousness. We know it may be obtained at 
the Busy Bee Stores, the Daniel Reeves stores, 
Gristede Brothers, and other good grocers. 
Also druggists. Served at the best night clubs, 
restaurants, clubs and hotels or sent to your 
own home from the nearest place on a call to 

VANDERBILT 6434 

  

A   

they tell of apathetic rebuffs of op- 
position politicians, for it may turn 
out in the Movietone account that the 
audience gave every indication of be- 
ing excited. In short, news-stories will 
have to be written pretty much with- 
out personal coloring on the part of the 
reporter, for there 
will be a dark man 
coming with a bundle 
of film right behind 
him to refute his 
testimony if it he 
phoney. All of which 
may result in the 
press eventually giv- 
ing itself over to the 
publication of comic 
strips and actual base- 

INDOOR POLO 
HOCKEY 
PARIS LETTER 

era nO 

Index to departments on 
the pages which follow: 

ON AND OFF THE AVENUE: 
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the papers agree that a great deal re- 
mains to be done. Of course, it is 
churlish to complain of any propagan- 
da which has as its aim international 
good will, but even beneficent propa- 
ganda, when it is so obvious, defeats 
its own end if it makes newspaper 

readers suspect that 
they are being fed 
prepared pap. 

One of the most 
unexpected flops in 
the great campaign 
of Good Will propa- 
ganda engineered by 
Ambassador Morrow 

48 ¢ 5 
54 in Mexico came at 
37 the beginning of this 

highly successful con- 
ball scores. PALM BEACH FASHIONS ference, and should 

vaste sasuaons Make the press and OMETHING tis AND THAT. 65 the” publicity ma- 
that even the ABOUT THE HOUSE 67 chines give pause and 

Movietone can not THE SKY LINE 74 look to their efficien- 
catch yet remains to THE CURRENT CINEMA 77 cy. For weeks. the 
be recorded about the {Poca wens 84 Mexican people had 
results of the Pan- CONCERT MUSIC been in virtual train- 
American  Confer- RECORDS 87 ing at the hands of i 88 Sa ence which ended EEE GBT: GALLERIES 93 the United States, i > BOXING with Mr. Hughes READING AND'WRITENG: 96 presumably to the 
slightly peevish speech 
in reply to a thorough 
baiting at the hands 
of the churlish repre- 
sentative from San Salvador. Although 
we are told that the conference ended 
in complete harmony and that the 
United States won the hearts of all 
by its open-handed espousal of the 
cause of Right and Justice, there 
seems to be a note, even in the opti- 
mistic stories of the event, which be- 
speaks something less than complete 
success of the Good Will movement. 
Mr. Russell Owen, writing for the 
Times, leads off with this slightly 
back-handed cheer for our side: 

“The Pan-American Conference 
will end up its sixth session tomorrow 
with peace and amity written on its 
minutes even though under the surface 
there is a marked demarcation between 
the Latin-American republics in their 
alliance of friendship with the United 
States. The United States delegates 
look upon it as a conference which 
has been highly successful in the mat- 
ter of international friendship, al- 
though what has been accomplished 
is rather intangible and more a sub- 
ject for future discussion than for 
written conventions.” 

All the papers agree that the con- 
ference was a huge success and that 
everybody loves the United States as a 
result of it. On the other hand, all 

AMONG THE WI 

(eye 

end that they would 
behave themselves at 
the Conference and 
not sass the United 

States. Mr. Morrow went and was 
nice to them. Will Rogers was sent 
down to make them laugh. Lindbergh, 
the Lone Dove, flew over them and 
brought tidings of brotherly love and 
the press of the country combined in 
a concerted and laudable effort to 
make the Mexicans feel that, brown 
though they might be, they were really 
our friends. And all this at least par- 
tially so that they would not act up 
at the Conference. 

‘The Mexicans welcomed Mr. Mor- 
row for the gentleman that he is, 
laughed at Will Rogers for the hu- 
morist that he is, and hailed Lindbergh 
for the swell guy that he is, and then, 
on the first day of the Conference, 
went right ahead and sassed the United 
States. It is all very discouraging. Can 
it be that we haven’t got our news 
and propaganda services as efficient as 
we thought? 

EW BOOKS 98 

HE Herald Tribune was the only 
one of the morning papers on 

February 13 which did not open its 
front page to the slick press agent’s 
story of the beautiful Mlle. Simone 
Roseray who “tried to drown herself 
in Central Park Lake” for love of 
Vincent Lopez. Even the Times went
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‘COLCREME, 
COTY 

THE SUPREME BEAUTY CREAM 

72ewW fresh glory to Your complexion 

— anew, y Young loveliness —1n a 

fe ew moments a day with Colcreme, 

COTY. c%. Monies axurtously 

—it nourishes — and beauties — 

all three essentials together 272 

one exguasile cream, perfect as 

all COTY creations H 

changes oll elaborate 

beauty methods 
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DELICATE PURITY 
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after it with dignified ingenuousness 
and gave it a preferred position right 
next to the sacred Lindbergh story on 
Page 1. The World, of course, gave 
her a picture, while the American saw 
the World and raised it one picture 
of Lopez. The Herald Tribune not 
only put the story on Page 3 but treat- 
ed it with obvious suspicion all the 
way through. It even was unchivalrous 
enough to say that “her age is not 
apparent from her costume and swift 
dance, but she is no young girl.” 

By the time the evening papers were 
out there had arisen some suspicion 
that all was not as it should be, but 
it was a swell story while it lasted and 
once again our hard-headed managing 
editors (always excepting the Herald 
Tribune’s) gave evidence that, after 
all, men are just little boys grown up 
and that Monday morning’s paper will 
always be Monday morning’s paper. 

—Guy Fawkes 

THE DIFFICULT 
PILGRIMAGE 

They plead with me to pack and flee 
To any far romantic spot, 
To Avalon or Arcady, 
The Céte d’Azur or Camelot, 

To sail the Seine, the Rhine, the 
Rhone, 

To cross historic mountain passes, 
To see cathedrals where the sun 
Grows eloquent with colored glasses, 

Where Inca gold bore Spanish crime; 
Where souls flow out in Southern 

Seas; 
Where ivory idols deadlock time 
And their own strangely jointed knees. 

How tragic that I must remain 
Untravelled and each day forlorner, 
Because these pilgrims so disdain 
The Little Church Around the 

Corner. —O ive Warp 

Tons of rock from the bed of subway 
excavations in Manhattan are to be used 
for the first pier to be erected on the 
Long Beach ocean front. Senator 
Reynolds believes he will solve the prob: 
lem of salvaging the beach and at the 
same time offer an attraction by provid 
ing an amusement pavilion on the pier 
where visitors will have the pleasure 
of watching the bathers in the ocean or 
the dashing spray of the surf over the 
rocks.—Long Beach publicity. 

Or, as a careful reading of the 
above compels us to add, both.
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Essex Values Accumulate 

In the New Essex Super-Six you 
get the finest performance, com- 
fort, beauty and reliability Essex 
ever offered—far excelling its 
ptedecessor which outsold any 
“Six” at or near the price by an 
overwhelming margin. 

Essex (4-door) Sedan, $795 

ESSEX 

But, currently with the develop- 
ment of this finer car, have been 
built important supporting values 
in the great and permanent organi- 
zation which distributes and ser- 
vices your Essex car. 
Back of this Essex you buy, stands 

Coupe, $745 (Rumble seat $30 extra) 
f. 0. b. Detroit, plus war excise tax 

one of the oldest and strongest au- 
tomobile manufacturers, whose 19 
years of constant growth reflect its 
alert leadership; and a dealer or- 
ganization whose pride it is to 
make Essex service as outstanding 
as the value of the car itself. 

Coach, $735 

SUPER 
SIX 

HUDSON MOTOR CAR COMPANY OF NEW YORK, Inc. 
1771 Broadway at 57th Street, New York, N. Y. 1842 Broadway at 61st Street
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A REPORTER AT LARGE 
OBODY in the radio business 

N even pretends, nowadays, to 
know what its eventual 

destiny will be. But in the last year or 
two they have given over their old, 
cocksure predictions that in due time 
the loudspeaker would take the place 
of newspapers and render college lec- 
ture rooms old-fashioned. Most of 
them have come to the sensible con- 
clusion that the future of broadcasting 
is concealed in mystery, and in the 
meantime they have settled down to 
the solid task of making money out of 
ite 

The National Broadcasting Com- 
pany—to seize upon the largest firm 
engaged in the trade for an example 
—is not really showing profits now, 
but its experts are full of confidence 

THE BROADCASTING 
INDUSTRY 

company sells—and the commodity 
is advertising. 

There are two sorts of programs 
sent out from the studios in Fifth 
Avenue. Like most American com- 
mercial activities, these programs bear 
euphemistic names: the sponsored pro- 
gram, which is nothing more nor less 
than paid advertising; and the sustain- 
ing program, which produces no 
revenue for the company but balances 
an evening of entertainment that 
might threaten to grow monotonous, 
and generally thrills the radio audi- 
ence. The sustaining program is not 
regarded happily by the gentlemen of 
the industry, because it is expensive. 

It must be continued awhile, how- 
ever, because some of the most profit- 
able advertising programs are very bad. 
When the number of advertisers 
grows, and competition among them 
forces them to improve the quality of 
their offerings, then the sustaining 
program will be abandoned. 

As indications of expense in this 
matter, the company spends about six 
thousand dollars a week for two grand 
opera programs, one over the Red 
chain and one over the Blue. Much 
of this cost is returned in fees from 
the subsidiary stations which buy the 
programs, but there is no profit to the 
broadcasting industry except in the en- 
thusiasm of the listeners. 

Certain entertainers, such as the 
Roxy Gang and the Capitol Theatre 

  that it will show 
profits within the 
next year or two. 
At any rate, the 
aura of business 
efficiency hangs 
over the com- 
pany’s offices; 
and the young 
men in charge of 
public relations 
are positively 
eager to tell 
all in the mat-   

  

group, are broad- 
cast each week 
with no cash 
changing hands 
either way. 
These performers 
have become 
cherished famil- 
jars to the radio 
audience, and 
there is no clear 
way of determin- 
ing who benefits 
most, the the-   

  

  

  

  

ter of business procedure. It is learned, 
for example, that the company 
owns one station, WEAF; and that 
it also controls two others, wyz and 
wry. With these three as its basic 
enterprises, the company has contrac- 
tual arrangements with nearly fifty 
other stations throughout the country, 
which are connected by wires and 
grouped into the familiar networks: 
the Red chain and the Blue chain. 
‘The two chains are operated as sepa- 
rate commercial units. ‘They are the 
outlet for the commodity which the 

  

  

  
0. SoGLow       

  
atres which are given publicity, or the 
broadcaster who gets credit for good 
programs. Similarly, such items as a 
Coolidge speech, or a big football 
game, or the world series in baseball, 
are broadcast upon the “no cost, no 
pay” basis, much as the news columns 
of the daily journals are carried, not as 
revenue producers but to gain the at- 
tention of the audience. 

Legendary figures have attached to 
the advertising charges demanded by 
the broadcasters, It is not unusual to 
hear that such and such a program
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               COMPOSITE PICTURE OF 

THE 1928 AMERICAN 

CAR 

   

   

  

    

  

““Autobody”’, 

an American 
journal exclu- most convinc- 
sively devoted ingly illustrat- 
to progress in motor car body styles, _ ed the century’s great advances in beau- 
in its January issue refers to the new __ ty and distinction of body design. The 
Hupmobile Century Eight as “a com- _ confidence placed in Hupmobile manu- 
posite picture of the 1928 American facturing integrity overa period of twen- 
car”. This tribute confirms the verdict _ tyyearsisnow dramatically paralleled by 
of the National Automobile Shows, a new pride in appearance that is win- 
where of all cars exhibited, the new ning thousands ofownersto Hupmobile. 

VAN ALSTYNE MOTOR CORPORATION, Distributors 
1871 BROADWAY, at 62nd St., New York City—Phone Columbus 7660 

1294 BEDFORD AVENUE, Near Atlantic Avenue, Brooklyn—Phone Prospect 9941 

HUPMOBILE 

Hupmobile 

Century line
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“C0 that good-looking Jones man got 

promoted, did he?” 

“Yes; boys at the bank say he is the 

type.” 

“Well, U’ll say he has the clothes. Per- 

haps if you were more careful about 

your clothes, and wore nice-looking, 

comfortable starched collars, you 

might some day be enrolled in the Bat- 

talion of bank vice-presidents.” 

ARROW 
COLLARS 
Tue Corrar or THE WeLt-Dressep Man 

CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., INC 

Makers of Arrow Shirts, Collars, Underwear and Handkerchiefs   

MARCH 3, 1928 

costs a thousand dollars a minute to 
the advertiser. These charges, as a 
matter of fact, are rigidly established, 
and are the same to all advertisers: 
one hour on the Red network, which 
includes station WEAF and powerful 
stations in the fourteen largest cities 
of the country, costs $3,770. Of this 
amount, WEAF, or the National Broad- 
casting Company itself, receives six 
hundred dollars. The remainder is 
divided among the other stations in 
amounts depending upon the popula- 
tion of the areas they serve. If an 
advertiser wishes to make simultaneous 
use for one hour of all the forty-two 
stations which the company controls, 
it will cost him $10,170. 

Of course, these charges are based 
upon the assumption that the adver- 
tiser will provide his own entertainers: 
that he will employ the musicians, or 
singers, or comedians, and work out 
the program which they will broad- 
cast. The company operates a program 
service, however, which will provide 
a program, complete, at cost to the 
advertiser. 

‘The ideal for which the broad- 
casters are striving contemplates a 
minimum of directly advertising 
speech. The general rule is that the 
“sponsor” may announce the trade 
name of his product at the beginning 
of his program and again at the end. 
But of course this rule is infringed, 
as all of us know. Frequently an ad- 
vertiser succeeds in shouting the name 
of his cherished product every three 
or four minutes. 

The company is fully aware of the 
monotony which threatens the enter- 
tainment it sends out. Honest men in 
the trade will confess that no real 
technique—comparable to the tech- 
nique of the movies or a Broadway 
show—has yet been discovered for 
providing radio amusement. One of 
the greatest difficulties in this regard 
is the extremely ephemeral nature of 
the programs: They must be built up 
for a single performance, and then 
forgotten. And this has the same 
blighting effect upon the imagination 
of the program makers as a musician 
would suffer if he were told to com- 
pose a song or a symphony for a single 
playing. 

A great deal of work is spent upon 
the programs, nevertheless. “The aver- 
age one-hour entertainment sent over 
the ether requires one hundred hours 
of desk work. The difficulty lies in 
the quality of this desk work. Most of 
it is performed by overworked and 
harassed young men, whose chief con-
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  Smooth   

as Stabilated Motoring 
Here is news that will bring you motoring comfort 
such as you have never known before. 
John Warren Watson—by going at the problem of 

easy riding from a scientific and totally new angle— 
discovered that it was no longer necessary to tolerate 
merely a checking or absorbing of rebound throws 
after they had started. He found the way to remove 
the cause of all throws. With the cause removed, 
throws simply cannot take place. That means vastly 
greater comfort than comes from throws which start 
and are then checked or absorbed. 
The explanation is simple. The cause of a throw 

is force—recoil force. This force follows each com- 
pression of the car springs. Simultaneously with the 
compression of the car springs, Watson Stabilators 
flash to “holding” position and are thus waiting, 
instantly ready, to offset the recoil force. The force 
then, instead of having nothing to do but throw the 
car body and passengers, finds itself confronted by 

FOR LARGE CARS 

An outstanding number of America’s foremost heavy cars come 
with Watson Stabilators, Type C7. Tests showed these manu- 
facturers that Stabilated Motoring is a necessity: Chrysler 
DuPont . . Dodge Senior . . Dodge Victory . . Duesenberg 
Franklin . . Gardner . . Graham-Paige . . Hudson . . Meteor 
Packard Six .. Packard Eight . . Peerless . . Stearns-Knight 

Nash. 
COMPLETE FOR ALL HEAVY CARS $48. . IN THE FAR WEST $49 

PAW ag 
    es WAT 

ABILATOR 

a second job—in addition to forcing upward against 
the car body it must also drag the Stabilators. This 
dragging of the Stabilators (right from the begin- 
ning of the movement) uses up a certain amount of this 
force and thus leaves in the springs, not enough 
force to throw the body and passengers, but just the 
proper amount to gently and smoothly /ift them back 
to position. 

This removal of the cause of motoring discomfort 
gives you true motoring comfort, for what could be 
truer comfort than not being thrown? 

This new method of proportionally consuming all 
excess forces is to be had only in Watson Stabilators. 
The results obviously cannot be compared with check- 
ing or absorbing throws after they have started. 
Your neighborhood dealer is waiting and anxious 

to demonstrate to you this Stabilated Motoring— 
on your own car. John Warren Watson Company, 
Philadelphia. 

FOR LIGHT CARS 
Owners of millions of America’s light-weight cars can now 
enjoy the new sensation of Stabilated Motoring. For the new 
Watson Stabilators, Type AA, have been expressly designed 
to conquer the riding peculiarities of small, short-wheelbase 
cars, such as: Chevrolet .. Dodge . . Oakland . . Whippet 
Chrysler. . Nash . . Star . . Essex Oldsmobile 

Wolverine . . Pontiac. 
COMPLETE FOR ALL LIGHT CARS $28 . . IN THE FAR WEST $29    
A foe      
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cern is to please the advertiser and yet 
avoid the displeasure of the master of 
ceremonies who is placed in charge of 
all broadcasting by the company. Un- 
der these circumstances, no way has 
yet been contrived to send either 
intimate cleverness or a feeling of 
splendor over the air, and so the 
broadcasters have fallen back upon a 
churchly dignity. This saves them, 
frequently, from being banal or 
ridiculous. But it does not save them 
from being rather dull. 

A small amount of work is being 
done among the four hundred 
employes of the National Broadcasting 
Company in the way of experimental 
programs. There have been hesitant, 
and on the whole unsuccessful, efforts 
to create visual images, of setting and 
atmosphere, through the loudspeakers. 
And there have been sporadic trials of 
dramatic episodes, snatches of plays 
and such, But like most enterprises 
organized solely for the pursuit of 
money, the broadcasting industry is 
conservative. An experiment itself, it 
looks upon experiment in the enter- 
tainment it provides as something to 
be avoided. It has failed to recognize 
that radio has thus far produced not 
one suggestion of showmanship. It 
has failed to observe that the show- 
manship of the microphone, when 
once it is developed, will be a vastly 
different thing from the showmanship 
of the camera or the stage. The em- 
ployes whose duty it is to keep the 
performance going are, in the large 
part, hacks. They are routine men 
who are not hired for imagination or 
invention, but for their ability to fill 
every hour on the air with something 
or other, preferably of a revenue-pro- 
ducing nature. There is not in all the 
radio world a figure comparable to 
the producer in the theatre or the 
director in the movies—and most of 
the gods of the trade are unconscious, 
apparently, of their need for such a 
figure. Vaguely it is realized that 
something will have to be done about 
the programs, but few in the industry 
appear to understand that these pro- 
grams must have the touch of a crea- 
tive person upon them. 

CONOMICALLY, there is the 
same uncertainty. The coming 

political campaign provides an example 
in point: Two parties will hold con- 
ventions and will fight for supremacy 
before the public in what promises to 
be the most interesting campaign of 
years. Yet the radio broadcasters can 
arrive at no economic policy upon the 
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matter, as far as they are concerned. 
They do not know whether they 
should pay for broadcasting rights at 
the conventions, or whether the 
political parties should pay for the 
enormous publicity that would accrue 
from the broadcasting of their debates. 
‘They have not the faintest notion who 
would be benefited most—nor have 
the political parties. In 1924, the 
broadcaster paid for the microphone 
rights in Madison Square Garden. But 
time has filled them with the notion 
that perhaps the shoe would fit more 
happily upon the other foot. They be- 
lieve it is worth a great deal to the 
politicians to have their sage remarks 
flung upon the air of a whole con- 
tinent. On the other hand, the 
politicians feel that even if the hand- 
some fees of 1924 are not to be re- 
peated, the broadcasters should expect 
no profit, but should at least stand in 
the same attitude as newspaper re- 
porters, 

    

‘This same cross-reasoning applies, 
naturally, to the campaign speeches of 
the candidates, once they are chosen. 
‘The number of radio listeners will al- 
ways be a matter of doubt. They will 
never become a tangible entity, like the 
circulation of a newspaper or period- 
ical, and the effect of broadcast propa- 
ganda will always be a matter of 
speculation. A sharp controversy 
promises in the matter of profits from 
the coming campaign. Its outcome 
will doubtless have considerable effect 
upon the economic policy of broad- 
casting. 

Yet, even if the National Broad- 
casting Company continues to operate 
at a loss, the red figures are not to be 
taken too literally. For the company 
is owned jointly by the General Elec- 
tric Company, the Radio Corporation 
of America, and the Westinghouse 
Electric Company. These three manu- 
facturers supply the bulk of the re- 
ceiving sets and accessory apparatus 
used in this country. Upon the basis 
of their present earnings, they could 
support the broadcasting industry out- 
right. —Morris Markey 

OUR CAUTIOUS CONTRIBUTORS 

Tue New Yorker, 

GENTLEMEN: The enclosed item was 
culled from the Times. If you pay for 
such items (the Ladies’ Home Journal 
does but probably would scorn this) you 
can send check to the above address. If 
you don’t pay, I don’t see any method 
of preventing you from using it, 

Avan WIturamMs 

We do pay, and there isn’t any.
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Hardworking, thrifty 

and a good provider 

Yet he is gambling with his family’s 

future because he is taking the swenty- 

jear-savings route to provide an estate 

which could be built in a day through 

a Life Insurance Trust. 

Read the column at the right, then 

send for our booklet, * Have You Bought 
Your Family’s Financial Freedom?” 

THE EQUITABLE 
TRUST COMPANY 

OF NEW YORK. 

11 BROAD STREET 

Madison Avenue at 45th Street 

28th Street and Madison Avenue 

247 Broadway 

LONDON - PARIS + MEXICO CITY 

Total resources more than $500,000,000 

© ET. Cof N.1.,1928   

HE LIFE INSURANCE TRUST 
PLAN is particularly attractive 

and advantageous for that large gtoup 
of men of moderate circumstances who 
are anxious to provide for the future of 
their families. We refer to those men 
who are now saving a percentage of 
their earnings annually but realize that 
they are-gambling on the future and 
wish to provide an adequate estate at 
once. 

The Life Insurance Trust Plan guar- 
antees the financial freedom of your 
family by creating at once a large es 
tate in insurance. 

It places the estate in trust with us, 
enabling us to bring to its manage- 
ment and to the service of your heirs 
absolute fidelity, continuous existence 
and the knowledge and experience of 
years of similar service. 

Ir enables you to use either a part of 
your annual earnings or the income 
from your investments to pay the life 
insurance premiums which maintain 
your estate, 

Under our guidance you may carry 
out an investment program which can 
be arranged to place your insurance 
ultimately upon a self-supporting basis 
and provide a convenient emergency 
reserve. 

If you are possessed of abundant 
means or even great wealth, the Insur- 
ance Trust has advantages for you. It 
provides 2 large cash sum for the im- 
mediate use of your executors in meet 
ing inheritance taxes, debts, commis~ 
sions and administration expenses. 

A Life Insurance Trust may be cre- 
ated from your present insurance poli- 
cies and may be increased to the desired 
size by taking out additional insurance 
at your convenience. 
A Life Insurance Trust may be made 

as elastic and flexible in its provisions 
as you desire. It can be made revo- 
cable at any time. The powers of the 
trustee can be clearly defined, emer- 
gency payments specified, etc. 

T am interested in your Insurance 
Trust Plan for providing an estate now 
for the future protection of my family. 

Please send me further particulars. 

Name. 

Appress. 
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For each distinctive costume in the Spring parade of fashion, there 

is a new hosiery color, chosen by its sophisticated wearer as exactly 

right for her frock or wrap. “Haze” — gray with the charming over- 

tone that its name suggests— —for the dress or the coat of gray or 

grege. “Honey-beige”, the color of clear skin in sunlight, for navy 

blue and black. “Matin” and “Misty Morn” for those beiges with 

a delicate tint of rose which the new season presents. 

As modern accessories must, 

these Gordon colors contribute 

to the harmony of the whole 

costume. They are perfect in 

tone for the smartest silks and 

woolens, as well as for the materials 

and colors of the newest shoes. 

In line as in color, the new stock- 

ings must be in step 

with the feeling of to- 

day. The- Gordon 

ordon 

  

Narrow Heel repeats the dis- 

tinguished line of the new opera 

pump. The Gordon V-line is the 

translation into modern terms of 

the natural grace of a beautiful 

ankle. Shadow-Clocksand Top Clocks 

are for the tailored and sports frocks 

whose brevity continues to be smart. 

Gordon Hosiery is 

showninthesmartshops 

in all leading cities.   

INDOOR 
POEO 

The Perplexing Tiger— 
Mr. Borden?s Technique 
—Running Wild 

HE angular 
Mr. Arthur 

Borden of Rum- 
son has favored us 
of the city with a 
glimpse of his 
Princeton polo 
team. Mr. Borden, 

who is the nearest approach to the illus- 
trations of Don Quixote now playing 
polo, brought along Frank Hitchcock, 
Shaw and Stewart to the Squadron A 
Saturday soirée last week and—well, 
everybody’s doing it—Princeton beat 
the Squadron. 

We have seen here so far both Yale 
and Princeton and have heard of Har- 
vard. What has been heard of Har- 
vard is more imposing and foreboding 
than anything that has been witnessed. 
The Crimson is to be favored in the 
early betting, but rather amazing 
things happen in this ancient sport. 

RINCETON is a puzzling team. 
Tt does not give the observer the 

impression of even a normal amount 
of power. It looked, for a good part 
of its game last week, like a good aver- 
age B class team in action. 

But there was this Mr. Borden. 
There are few men playing the game 
around these parts who can do more 
with a mallet than this young Jersey- 
man. He arrives at the scene of a 
minor roughhouse and stops, appar- 
ently well out of reach of proceedings. 
‘Then he leans one of his long legs un- 
der the pony’s belly, stretches out an 
arm and pokes the ball from under the 
astonished nose of an enemy player. 

He had, during the course of the 
evening, eight goals and, if these old 
eyes were not deceived, he had another 
which was not called, as it was on the 

borderland of goal markings. I do 
not remember exactly how many the 
effervescent Gerry Smith had the eve- 
ning that he and Brooklyn went romp- 
ing up at the Squadron, but it certainly 
wasn’t any more than that. These 
two scoring performances are the most 
impressive that an A class game has 
seen this season, at least at Squadron A. 

Borden is not, however, a mixer. 
He loses his effectiveness when he is 
obliged to become tangled up in any-



A Definite Yardstick of the 
New York Merchandise Market 

431,207 families 

61.3% 32.7% 

New York—an accurate division of the city’s population into three ex- 
penditure groups, from each of which every advertiser will draw a propor- 

tion of his sales, based upon an exhaustive survey of rentals, incomes, buying 
habits and newspaper preferences, conducted by the Bureau of Business Research 
of New York University. Such a survey was necessary to dispel the atmosphere 
of doubt and uncertainty that enveloped a great market served by seventeen 
English-speaking newspapers without any available definite data as to what service 
each paper or group of papers performed in the community, the trend of their 
influence or the “overlap” of their circulation. The first step was the establishing 
of the above “yardstick,” accurately charting 1,317,794 families. 

The information contained in this series of advertisements is but a portion 
of the entire findings of this survey, and additional important data will be found 
in “A Study of the New York Market and Its Newspaper Situation,” a copy of 
which will be mailed on request. 

The World The Evening BWiorld 
; ais Tribune Tower Pulser Building New York Chicase: 

T= is the authentic yardstick of newspaper advertising values in Greater 

 



In the Morning Field 
(The Figures Apply to New York City Only) 

Morning World 
sora MEDIUM. LOW 

90%: 

15,797 189,020 51,846 
20.6% 20.2% 17.9% 

Total 206,663 

Morning Times 
HIGH MEDIUM LOW 

82,016 180,040 27,540 
41.8% 18.9% 9.5% 

Total 189,596 

Morning Herald-Trib. 
HIGH MEDIUM LOW 

10" 

15,712 57,099 11,191 
20.5% 8.3% 3.8% 

Total 84,002 

Here is the Yardstick reduced to area- 
charts, giving each of the city’s expenditure 
divisions its proper weight. The solid areas 
indicate the proportionate distribution of 
each of the chief New York morning 
papets in the three expenditure groups 
pictured on the preceding page. 

With information of this character be- 
fore the advertiser, the effective coverage 
of the New York Market is greatly 
simplified. 

It will be noted at once that THE 
WORLD is essentially a FOUNDATION 
paper, that it does not “peak up” in any 
one division but is distributed evenly 
across the city’s population currents, rang- 
ing from a coverage of 17.9% in the 
LOW expenditure group to 20.6% cover- 
age in the area of HIGH expenditures. 

In the case of The Times, there is a 
decided peak towards the HIGH area, a 
characteristic in a lessened degree shown 
by the Herald-Tribune. 

Since sales of nearly every type of mer- 
chandise must inevitably come in some 
proportion from among all classes, accord- 
ing to the city’s ability to buy, it is evident 
that THE WORLD is the logical paper 
upon which to lay the foundation of any 
sales campaign. Distribution once attained, 
additional sales pressure can be exerted 
in any one division where it is required, 
in the HIGH, the MEDIUM or the LOW, 
but the groundwork must be laid evenly 
throughout the city in order that the adver- 
tising may be 100% effective regardless of 
class or buying ability. 

THE WORLD is the ideal starting point 
in the morning field—the foundation 
upon which any type of campaign can 
be erected.  



In the Evening Field 
(The Figures Apply to New York City Only) 

In the Evening field, the same charac- 
teristics that apply to THE WORLD, morn- 
ings, on the page opposite, will be found 
true of The Evening World,—an evenness 
of distribution throughout the city’s three 
expenditure divisions. 

The Sun peaks up in the HIGH group 
and. The Evening Journal takes the opposite 
trend, peaking markedly in the LOW group. 

These three papers disregarding dupli- 
cation, cover 70.8% of the HIGH area, 
70.9% of the MEDIUM area and 64.3% of 
the LOW area, and with these area-charts as 

a basis, the advertiser can at a glance fit any 
one of these papers, or any combination of 

them into his sales problem with a degree 
of definiteness heretofore impossible. 

Every newspaper in New York can do 
a definite job for the advertiser, but the 
extent and character of this service can be 

determined only by plotting its character- 
istics upon exact information such as the 
New York University Survey revealed. 

The New York market is neither com- 
plex nor does its adequate coverage entail 
Bteat expense if the problem of waste 
circulation is carefully considered. 

An evenly distributed circulation, cover- 
ing all three expenditure groups in proper 
proportion, embraces little or no waste, 

because it is basic, and provides a founda- 
tion upon which additional coverage can 
be added as circumstances demand or 
funds permit. 

In the evening field, The Evening World 
provides this basis at a low milline cost 

Evening World 

| 
17,655 143,171 55,343 
22.3% 20.8% 19.1% 

Total 216,169 

21,034 78,702 18,639 
27.4% 11.5% 4.7% 

Total 118,375 

16,219 264,909 117,331 
21.1% 38.6%. 40.5% 

Total 398,459  



In the Sunday Field 
(The Figures Apply to New York City Only) 

It is in the Sunday field where The 
World's characteristics as a foundation 
paper finds full emphasis, reaching nearly 
one out of every three English-speaking 
families in the city. With more city cir- 

culation than its two principle competi- 
tors combined, it accounts for an average 

coverage of nearly 30% throughout all 
three expenditure groups, as against an 
average coverage of 25.9% for The Times 
and only 12.1% for The Herald-Tribune. 

It can safely be said that no campaign 
can be regarded as adequately covering 
the New York market unless it includes 
The Sunday World. 

Combining as it does, not only bulk, 

but consistency of distribution in every 

section of the city, it offers all the factors 

essential to the moving of merchandise 
of every character; and by the very even- 
ness of its distribution eliminates the ele- 

ment of waste that so often renders the 
invasion of a major market a matter of 

great expense. 

In fact, THE SUNDAY WORLD has to 

its credit many single-handed successes, 
where it has not only proved its value as 
a foundation paper, but has shouldered 

alone the responsibility of moving goods 

off the dealer’s shelves. 

This is the first of a series of advertisements de- 
signed 10 simplify the distribution and sale of mer- 
chandise in Greater New York. The second of the 

series will discuss the matter of overlap among papers 
of similar appeal. 

Sunday World 
LOW 

22,385 216,451 31,048 
29.2% 31.5% 27.9% 

Total 319,884 

Sunday Times 
soot lGt MEDIUM 

36,915 139,020 27,803 
48.2% 20.2% 9.5% 

Total 203,738 

Sunday Herald-Tribune 
HIGH MEDIUM LOW 

17,655 64,130 11,890 
RB% 9.3% 4.1% 

Total 93,675  



thing at all messy. If the Tigers 
could find a tough, aggressive No. 1 
to clear the way for Borden and his 
shots, they would be a mighty danger- 
ous team. They are an interesting 
team now, but Shaw is a bit too small 
to be extremely effective in front, de- 
spite the appealing fashion in which 
he bounces himself against opposing 
players. 

Stewart at back had one or two fine 
shots, but missed others rather badly. 
He is strong enough and big enough 
and may come along nicely for the 
championship. 

Frank Hitchcock is apparently some- 
thing like the players schooled more 
in the outdoor game, a bit at sea in- 
doors. 

HE Harvard team, which beat 
Yale so decisively on Washing- 

ton’s Birthday, may also enter one of 
the classes of the national as well as 
the intercollegiate. It is the best-look- 
ing indoor team that the Crimson has 
had since the resumption of the sport 
up there. If Harvard and the Tigers 
come together in the draw, there will 
be the amusing prospect of seeing the 
two tallest polo players in captivity 
performing at one and the same 
time. 

Forrestor Clark, the Crimson back, 
is at least as tall as Borden, if not tall- 
er. He is six four or something like 
that and weighs in the region of two 
hundred pounds. It is not hard to think 
of more pleasant pastimes than riding 
off Clark. 

HIS Squadron situation is grow- 
ing more interesting each week. 

It seemed to me that they might have 
won last Saturday’s game if they could 
have resisted that impulse which al- 
ways seems to seize them along about 
the start of the second half of each 
game. This, for want of a better 
term, will be called here the berserk 
instinct. 

When this arrives, Captain George 
Matthews may be seen roaring up and 
down the sideboards and playing quite 
magnificently for a time. Then 
George Young begins his rodeo act. 
‘This means that he rides all over the 
place with the utmost abandon and, at 
times, uses his horse for a weapon in 
the most interesting fashion. 

All of this fine fury is inspiring and 
exciting, but the mysterious and an- 
noying thing about it is that it never 
seems to fuse team play and lift the 
team into a winning stride. 

—MarTINGALe   

cauty has CO1N7¢Ee of Age 

EAUTY preparations of magical promise do not satisfy the 
intelligent woman of today, nor does she look for loveliness 

through the haphazard use of lotions, creams and powders. She 
knows that she must give her skin a scientifically balanced 
treatment, that she must choose special preparations to meet 
the varied needs of her own complexion. 

Each of Dorothy Gray’s preparations has a specialized function 
which it performs thoroughly. Each is designed to answer a 
specific need of the skin. When they are used in the sequence pre- 
cisely suited to the requirements of your complexion, Miss Gray's 
preparations supply the cleansing, stimulation and lubrication 
sO necessary to its health and beauty. 

  

Dorothy Gray's Cleansing Cream lique- 
fies as it touches the skin and gently re- 
moves every particle of clogging dust 
and grime. 

the face and throat with Miss Gray's scien- 
tifically designed Patter. 

This brings up a healthy stream of 
vitalizing circulation and at the sametime 
gives back to the skin the natural lubri- 
cation it needs. 

One of Dorothy Gray's three lubricar- 
ing creams should be patted daily into 

  

Ofthese creams, Dorothy Gray's Special 
Mixture is particularly grateful to a dry 
and sensitive skin; for the overly thin 
face Special Skin Food is recommended, 
while for the plump face there is het 
non-fattening Tissue Cream. 

traces of the cteam and closes the pores 
of face and throat. 

For an oily skin Russian Astringent 
Lotion is the ideal finishing preparation; 
if your skin is normal, or dry, Russian 
Astringent Cream will protect it from 
exposure and hold your powder smoothly 
for hours. 

DOROTHY GRAY 
753 FIFTH AVENUE - PLAZA 9977 

Orange Flower Skin Tonic is a mild, 
refreshing astringent that removes the last 
 



HOCKEY 
On the Air—The Bunch 
in Groggan’s Store 

HE Canadiens in the Garden on 
a Sunday night. “Standing room 
only,” shouts the line-up man by 

the box-office window. And sticking 
over the rail of the balcony as the ref- 
eree drops the puck you see those Ca- 
nuck faces, hear the Canuck voices: 

“Fous—Joliat—fous—le sur son col. 
... Ah, blow your whistle. . . . Shoot, 
shoot, ... Ah, bon sain, bat@che. . . .” 

If it were a weekday Jack Fillman 
would be sitting in the little iron box 
in front of the mezzanine with a mi- 
crophone in front of him. He said to 
me once, “If the Canadiens came out 
to play in New York jerseys with 
masks on—if I didn’t know what they 
looked like or how they skated, I could 
tell before a period was over that I 
was broadcasting the Canadiens. I feel 
it in my bronchial tubes. They go so 
fast my throat dries up.” 

This is the way two minutes of the 
game between the Americans and To- 
ronto sounded on the air: “They’re off 
again, sport fans... . Herbert’s puck 
goes back to Eddie Roberts playing in 
the wrong alley for Toronto. He 
passed ahead to Ramsay, the Prince- 
ton coach, and now Conacher gives 
him the shoulder and elbow. . .. Now 
Himes, the Galt kid, is in there, and 
he and Ramsay—pardon me, Art 
Duncan, are fighting it out for that 
puck. Dave Ritchie calls an off-side. 
‘Well, now they’re lining for the face- 
off just to the right of Toronto’s goal. 

  

For those that care about location we 
will repeat that the Star-Spangled 
Bangers are shooting at the Ninth 
Avenue cage. Eighth Avenue is the 
scoring end of the Garden, as last 
year’s figures prove, but Captain Billy 
Burch is all set to upset the dope with 
that back-handed shot that has hit the 
twine so many times on these face-offs 
close to the goal. ‘There goes the 
puck . . . and there’s the shot—there’s 
Billy Burch’s back-hand swipe, but not 
quite in this time. Roach gets his leg 
there just in time. . . . Rodden takes 
the rebound in the corner behind the 
cage and he’s going to do the work 
horse stunt for Toronto. He’s taking 
it down, going slowly . . . now he’s in 
the free zone and Red Green checks 
. «+ but Rodden has the puck back and 
he’s going down, sport fans. . . . He’s 
over the blue line and into the New 
York defence and now the crowd is 
yelling. . . . Rodden shoots. . . . He 
tries a long one off the boards and 
Forbes just ducks his head. The shot’s 

’way high, it 
might as well be 
in the bandstand. 
- . « Normie 
Himes has picked 
it up and the Galt 
streak is going 
down. .. . He 
passes to Burch 
and Billy’s right 
into Laurie... . 
Roach is down 
..and Billy 

Burch scored for 
the Americans. 
The red light 
flashes, sport fans, 
and the crowd is 
standing up and 
yelling its head 
off. Billy is get- 
ting a great hand   

WINTER 
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and he deserves 
it because that 
was one of the 
prettiest goals 
scored in the Gar- 
den this year... . 
Captain Burch 
feinted Roach into 

a horizontal posit 
before he shot. * 
‘They’re off againand 
Conacher is going to 
try it... . Here comes 
the big train. He’s 
over the line and Dun- 
can gives him the trip 
and goes off for a two- 
minute rest... . 
“They’re fighting for 

the disk in centre ice, 
sport fans. . . . Bailey 

'3.g, takes it on a pass from 
Rodden. And he shoots. 
‘That was a hard shot, and 
it almost cracked our Jakie’s 

stick. The puck is in the corner. Her- 
berts and big Riese are fighting it out, 
and now .. . there goes the whistle 
and big Leo skates to the box for a 
five-minute penalty to cool his tem- 
per and his heels for swinging at the 
sailor’s head. A major penalty. We're 
not giving this out to foment any pub- 
licity, but if that stick had connected, 
Herberts would be on a stretcher. 
Cooper Smeadon, who as you know, 
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is the head man in this show and the 
big boss of all the referees, has got his 
hawk eye on them here tonight and 
nobody can get away with any raw 
stuff. And now they’re off... .” 

The broadcaster goes on. He rubs 
his damp hands on his handkerchief, 
puts the handkerchief away, rinses his 
throat, keeps talking. On the ice un- 
der him the players feint, pass, fight, 
stall, tumble, poke check, sweep check, 
hook shoot, fight, take penalties, faster 
than anyone can say what is happen- 
ing; Fillman’s voice, imitating the 
rhythm of the game, dropping in the 
pauses, rising with the excitement of 
the tense moments to jerky, exclama- 
tory phrases of description, is always 
at least one play behind the players. 
When he says Burch is taking a pass, 
Burch may have shot the goal that fol- 
lowed the pass and when he says, 
“Burch scores on a pass from Normie 
Himes,” Burch may be skating back 
for a new face-off. The speed of the 

  

28. 

game makes this inevitable—you can’t 
broadcast something before it happens 
—and Fillman is always accurate. 

J DON'T know how many people 
listen to radio hockey in New York, 

but plenty listen in Canada. Up in 
Sudbury, Ontario, the place most of 
the Americans’ team comes from,   

THE NEW KNOX SHOP 
   

   

  

   FTES 
ERE 
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AT! 711 FIFTH AVENUE 
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Written for Men, of Interest to Women 

E big, virile men are just 
a bit cynical and superior 
about the life-and-death 

attitude that women take towards 
this matter of style. 

But maybe we'd be better off, and 
certainly we’d be better looking, if 
we'd tear a few pages from their book. 

  

For instance, take this definite new 
note of compactness in hat style. 
And take a look at the way it is in- 
terpreted in the town’s two most im- 
portant hats—the “ Knox Fifth Ave- 
nue” and “Fifth Avenue Special.” 

Each. has a tapered crown and a 
narrower brim. And each has a few 
good touches all its own. The “Fifth 
Avenue” features a curled, welt- 
edge brim that adds three smart and 
symmetrical rows of stitching. 

T 
JBOSS 

The “Special” has a snap brim— 
no mincing snap brim, either, but one 
that curls deeply and snaps decidedly. 
And if anyone tells you that the snap 
brim is out, you just have a good, 
loud laugh at them. 

In other words, the wide-brimmed, 
clumsy-crowned hat has passed on 
to the provinces. It is a rank in- 
truder in the wardrobe or on the head 

of the well dressed man. Such worthies 

as Tom Mix and Will Rogers can still 
affect these sombreros—but they’re 
paid for being funny. 

  

Knox shops also show coats, canes, 
neckwear, gloves, mufflers, etc. And 
in the club-like atmosphere of the 
new Knox Store at 711 Fifth Avenue 
are some of the richest and most ex- 
clusive sports suits in captivity. 

  

We hope that a few of the fair (some- 
times narvely named the weaker sex) 
have borne with us so far. In a fit 
of fairness we include, therefore, 
something of specific feminine inter- 
est. It’s this new and lovely Knox 
felt hat—one of a mere hundred or 
more styles to be seen at any Knox 
Shop. $10. Others up to $35. 

KNOX 
THE HATTER 
452 Fifth Avenue (at 40th St. 

Roosevelt Hotel (Madison at 45th) 

Waldorf Hotel (Fifth Ave. at 34th) 

Singer Building (161 Broadway) 

Paramount Bldg. (B’way at 44th) 

711 Fifth Avenue (at 55th St.)
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CceLorHine: 
Gentlemen's Purnishing obs, 

MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET 
NEW YORK 

  

  
Spring Overcoats 

Raincoats 

Mackintoshes 

Spring Hats 

Shoes 

Gloves 

Umbrellas 

etc. etc. 

Send for Brooxs’s Miscellany 

BOSTON PALMBEACH NEWPORT             

  

there are two general gathering places. 
One is Groggan’s cigar store in Sud- 
bury. The other is Bowcher’s service 
station, run by Clarence Bowcher and 
his brother. Beside the radio in Grog- 
gan’s is an armchair for Pop Green, 
father of Red and Shorty Green. 
Groggan’s customers never take the 
cork out of the jug until Pop Green 
sits down, 

Sudbury is a cold district. They 
have dog-sled races there and they also 
have mines. The big mining compa- 
nies pay for the hook-ups that bring 
hockey to Groggan’s from Madison 
Square Garden. 

“Ramsay stick-handles to the blue 
line and little Red Green throws his 
hip into the Princeton coach and 
Ramsay takes a hard spill over his 
head... .” 

It is easy to imagine the bunch 
around Groggan’s cigar store with 
their thick clothes and pipes, with the 
bulb overhead making their faces 
shine, heated up, probably, with a 
drink or two, and the warm, stuffy 
air of the store. 

“He’s going good tonight, Pop.” 
“Good? He ought to know more. 

Shorty tells him not to spill them big 
fellows.” 

« . . And now we're off again, 
sport fans.” —N. B., Jr. 

A THOUGHT FOR THIS WEEK 

Golf has no conflict with religion. 
When one is on the course paved with 
greenest grass, bordered with flowers and 
lined with trees in which birds are sing- 
ing, the man of little faith finds dawning 
on him naturally a realization and ap- 
preciation of some supreme being which 
makes all nature’s wonderful gifts avail- 
able to him. The same theory applies to 
riding in one’s automobile on Sunday.— 
Interview in Charleston (8.C.) paper. 

James Crites and Bado Crites have 
moved their families here. Bado has 
leased a house at Montana. He says he 
was surprised to see a river as large as 
the Monongahela in a county as small 
as Marion. His friends tried to get him 

to locate in Rivesville, but he said that 
by living across the river he could swim 
the river and get a bath in that way. 
Wm. (Bill), Crites says that he has not 
had to take a bath in any other way since 
coming here—Consolidated Coal Co. 
Mutual Magazine. 

Which partially explains there being 
a river as large as the Monongahela 
in a county as small as Marion.   
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As Rare Old 
Wine is Aged 

The flicker of candlelight... . 
shadows on tapestry-hung walls... 
sheen of exquisitely carved silver. . 
sparkling crystal... 
—And DECKER’S TOWN CLUB Ham, 

fairydlike 
: the 

mellowed as rare old wine is mellowed! En’ 
riched with a flavor that takes you back to 
the days when hams were home-cured and 
seasoned with deliciousness that can be se- 
cured only by weeks of patient curing and 
the rare, pungent smoke of real green, ‘hick 

“Decent 
7awn LiusHan 

is made the good old-fashioned way from 
the choicest young porkers grown here in 
America’s famous corn belt; cured for weeks; 
then given a final touch of delicacy and 
fullness of flavor through long real, green, 
hickory-wood smoking! 
DECKER’S TOWN CLUB Hams are 
served by Clubs whose memberships demand 
the finest, the better Hotels, and are also 
available to you by ordering direct from us. 
They weigh between 14 and 16 pounds; the 
price is 50c the pound delivered. It is not 
a canned ham. 

Decner's 
Zawn ZiueBacon 

cured and smoked the same long, careful 
way, comes in a flitch, weighing about 5 Ya 
Ibs. and is priced at 60¢ the Ib. aie pre: 
ably never had its equal. 
We suggest that you order two hams: one 
to slice and one to bake. 

Jaco E. Decker & SONS 

    

   
    

Creators of _ 
TOWN CLUB HAMS & BACON A 

Mason City, out in Towa x} 

LS \ We will cheerfully 4 | 
refine money AS, Jd 

af 90% are not 
leased. ; 

1 
1 
1
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PARIS 
LETTER 

Paris, Fepruary 23 

F what the Pré- 
fet officially 

4 calls “the cleansing 
of the capital” con- 
tinues, Paris is soon 
to be as clean as a 
policeman’s whistle. 

In one night’s round recently the gen- 
darmerie made more than two dozen 
arrests in the eighteenth arrondisse- 
ment (Montmartre), eleven in the 
fourth (the Marais), twenty-three in 
the fifth (the Panthéon), and three in 
the third (Hétel de Ville). There 
were more than one thousand five hun- 
dred verbal interrogations—drunken- 
ness, laxity in civil or working papers 
and, in the case of straggling male 
foreigners, mere curiosity being the 
commissariats’ reasons. In the heart 
of the Latin Quarter a Minnesota 
widow was arrested for having too 
loudly hailed a nocturnal taxi. 

Lent is on hand. Pagan fears are 
felt for the safety of the great Mi- 
Caréme and Mardi-Gras public balls. 
The “cleansing of the capital” has be- 
come a form of capital punishment. 
Le Lapin Agile, last of the tree- 
shaded Montmartre taverns and once 
patronized by men since grown great, 
like Guillaume Apollinaire, Max Ja- 
cob, Pierre MacOrlan, and André Sal- 
mon, is to be closed. Old Frédéric, 
bearded and velvet-bonneted, a patron 
who has drunk with the best of them, 
strummed his guitar, given poets credit 
and made the rich pay through their 
noses, cannot meet the Butte’s new 

night taxes. It was at his table that 
Picasso proclaimed the first tenets of 
cubism and added his mot: “When 
you paint a landscape it should look 
like a plate.” Frédéric’s painter-drink- 
ers were those who broke from Im- 
pressionism and founded modern art; 
his writer-drinkers, those who seceded 
from Le Chat Noir, first became les 
symbolistes and then eventually what 
they are today—living or dead but fa~ 
mous either way. Le Lapin Agile 
housed the revolutionaries who rebelled 
against George Moore’s once rebellious 
Nouvelles Athénes. Both mutinies suc- 
ceeded indefinitely. The death of their 
taverns marks the exact demise of the 
formulative artistic epoch. 

   

  

  

ITH the authenticity of the 
Glozel “prehistoric” _potteries   

DOBBS 
There is distinction in wearing Dobbs Clothes     

  

Debisewe cecal le 

Silk Sport Costume with 

sleeveless Dress and three- 

quarter length Coat. Smart- 

ly tailored with stitching— 

the material and workman- 

ship are characteristic of 

Dobbs. May be had in 

White, Maize, Nile, 

Forget-me-not Blue, Peach, 

Siesta Rose. Dobbs prices 

modestly-vellect thetenal ity 

of Dabbsumexchandise. 

SIXTY-FIVE DOLLARS 

Dobbs Hai of light-weight Fele—~ 
in various colors 

TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS 

DOBBS 
FIFTH AVENUE at50® 

New Yorks Leading Hatters 
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THE 

CENTRAL BUILDING 

25 West Forty-fifth Street 

New York City 

  

(ean Central Building is a 

modern, thoroughly equipped 

and serviced office building of- 

fering floor space at the lowest 

comparative rates to be found in 
the Grand Central zone. Its 
planning was done with an in- 
telligent consideration of every 

present-day business need. 

A few of the lower floors have 

been thrown open and are par- 

ticularly adapted to showroom 
purposes. They are provided 

with specially designed illumi- 

nation. 

Occupancy may be made atonce. 

Agenton premises   
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now entering a million years late into 
the legal arena, a geyser of law-suits 
is relieving the venom of all the gen- 
tle old professors involved. First, the 
peasant Fradins on whose Vichy farm 
the disputed bi-sexual idols were found 
are suing M. Dussaud, member of 
the Institute, for saying that these 
rather sensual objects were fabricated 
by them, the Fradins, a respectable 
family, in their leisure hours. Second, 
Dr. Morlet, a violent Glozelian, is 
suing the archeologue Seymour-Ricci 
for having said that he, Morlet, pulled 
a prehistoric hatchet out of his cuff 
and not out of the Fradin field where, 
if any place, it should have been pro- 
fessionally found. Next, the Count de 
Begouen, pre-history professor of 
Toulouse and a violent anti-Glozelian 
(who would have thought these old 
men had so much blood in them?) is 
suing Dr. Roth, Glozelian, for being 
Glozelian and saying so in his lectures 
at the Sorbonne where the Sorbonne 
students, neutrally Glozelian, threw 
asafetida bombs at the doctor and 
would have thrown them at the Count 
except that he was still in Toulouse. 
As a result the bombs intended for 
him were used on the police, who are 
suing the students for breach of the 
peace. 

In the same spirit of brotherly love, 
Henry Bernstein, author of the new 
success, “Le Venin,” sued his architect 
from whom he ordered a cork-lined, 
sound-proof room, from which, with- 
in the first two minutes, he heard a 
neighbor loudly blow his nose. Award, 
forty thousand francs and costs. Low- 
er down, the Edible Snail-dressers’ 
Union is, if not angry, very, very hurt. 
In a new gastronomic dictionary, some 
of the book-worm snail-dressers came 
across this: “Never buy snails ready 
prepared. A large shell may contain 
a small snail which has been taken 
from his proper shell, or [and this was 
what cut to the quick] no snail at 
all, but calf liver worked into spirals 
and covered with inferior dressing.” 
A lawsuit is now pending for four 
hundred thousand francs and may the 
best snail win. 

ie Srravinsky, twice leading the 
Straram Orchestra in programs of 

his own works, provided the season’s 
heaviest musical events. An indiffer- 
ent concertizer, an indifferent con- 
ductor, Stravinsky was indifferent to 
all his compositions except those early 
ones on which he reached safety first, 
“Le Sacre,” “Pulcinella,” “Le Ros- 
signol,” with his little “Eight Easy
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Pieces” as sole novelty, were offered to 
an audience which had wanted “Les 
Noces” and found there was no God. 

Dozens of other first hearings have 
been obtainable, but signally the sound- 
est, coldest, and most musicianly new 
work was the “Nocturne & Danser” 
of Armande de Polignac, orchestrated 
for five strings, four hautboys, and the 
four harps of the admirable Casadesus 
quartet whose “Honegger Blues,” 
ironically written for those meagre . aMgeeM! Ire, formed vith the However, you can tell him any- Nocturne, the best items on an end- 
less program. 

A talented but unenthusiastic musi- 
cian, pupil of Vincent d’Indy, scholar . 
of his Schola Cantorum, composer of ing, spruce-as-the-deuce Mallory. operas and ballets, Madame de Polig-| 
nac prefers travel. In the party of the 
Princess and Prince Borghesi, who 
will be recalled among sportsmen in 
the early days of motoring as having 
driven from Pekin to Paris, she and 
her husband, the Comte de Chabanne, 
a decade ago were among the first 
European horseback riders to trot from 
Jerusalem to Bagdad. 

    
hey say that you can’t tell a 

New Yerker anything. 

where — by his slashingly dash- 

SIX TO TEN DOLLARS 

The Mallory Hat Company, 392 Fifth Avenue, New York 

AN interesting item for your Sun- 
day golfers who still go to 

church first concerns a recent artistic 
union between Riverside Drive and 
the plains of Perche, pasture of Per- 
cheron horses and also see of the ca~ 
thedral of Chartres. Five of Dr. 
Fosdick’s and Mr. Rockefeller’s win- 
dows for their new Protestant temple 
are to be copies of less known but not 
least beautiful stained glass master- 
pieces of Chartres, or so its sympathet- 
ic verger confided to us. The win- 
dows, we verified, are being assembled 
in the atelier of Lorin, codperator of 
the Beaux Arts, one of the master 
ceramists of Europe and of recent cen- 
turies perhaps the most accurate copy- 
ist of the almost unreproduceable thir- 
teenth-century fenestrations. Under 
his direction the five rosace and dou- 
ble lancets of the south upper nave 
tier—all picturing early episcopal fig- 
ures of the Cathedral—are now being 
copied in glass made in the Haute. 
Loire. 

Three other windows for Mr. 
Rockefeller are also being made in 
Rheims, Owing to the blurring action 
of nearly a thousand years’ wind and 
fog on the Chartres originals, the 
modern copies, to obtain similar re- 
fraction, are being bitten by acid on 
the under side. Thus is time imitated 
and medieval glazing simulated in 
honor of the Hudson River today. 

— Genir    



  

our only 

C HANCE 

this side of the Atlantic 

  

You won't have to leave 
your New York for long—to 
enjoy all the facilities of Bad 
Nauheim itself. For at the 
Glen Springs—only seven 
hours from Broadway—you'll 
find all the advantages of the 
great spas of Europe. Radio- 
active mineral waters—and the 
only natural Nauheim brine 
baths this side of the Atlantic! 
High in a thousand acres of 
fragrant pines here are all out- 
door sports. Golf on one of 
the sportiest courses in the 
state—tennis on hard fast 
courts. Music, of course, and 
dancing. A cxisine you'll mar- 
vel at, supplied by our own dairy 
and poultry farms. Above all, 
here are specialists who plan 
your rest. Come up this month, 
Now in early spring you can 
build new vigor for months to 
come. And you'll return to the 
skyscrapers readier than ever 
to face the big town’s raucous 
music. Write for illustrated 
booklets to Wm. M. Leffing- 
well, President, WatkinsGlen, 
New York. 

GuLen Sprincs 

2 
ES, 

THE AMERICAN NAUHEIM 

    

HOLLYWOOD GOES TO 

EING an insight into the com- 
mercial dealings of idealistic 
Hollywood based ona series of 

communications with a cinema god's 
New York buyer. Also an open letter 
to the trade. 

MEMO. 
To: Mr. Manblower. 
From: Mr. Goldwynberg. 
Date: January 5, 1928. 

‘You will depart for New York to 
look over the fall line in authors and 
purchase in the open market the fol- 
lowing models: two first class under- 
world men (model Ben Hecht); three 
first class comedy men, keeping in mind 
our two stars, Lila Rush and Sam 
Chap. In the matter of seconds you 
are privileged to use your own judg- 
ment: four young ones, need not have 
experience, but should be willing to 
learn the picture game. Hold out to 
them the usual inducements, Holly- 
wood parties and Hollywood girls and 
one hundred and fifty dollars per 
week, three months contract. 

Telegram from Mr. Manblower: 
Have arrived New York looked 

over goods stop find several good bar- 
gains, two playwrights, one song 
writer, one novelist stop going to 
Tony’s showrooms tonight. 

MAaANBLOWER 

Letter to Mr. Manblower from 
Mr. Goldwynberg: 

My Dear Mr. Manblower: 
Looking over last year’s shipments 

I find you have played up the play- 
wright lot No. 455 and not given 
quite so much attention to the news- 
paper lot No. 456. While I am aware 
that lot No. 455 was right in price I 
would rather pay a little more for 
lot 456 they having more experience 
with police courts etc. This preémi- 
nently fits them for the cinema. 

Succrstep By Mr. Goldwynberg. 
‘TRANSLATED AND DicTaTED BY 

Alton Barker. 

Letter from Mr. Manblower to Mr. 
Mr. Goldwynberg: 

My Dear Mr. Goldwynberg: 
I have been on the go all the time 

since T’ve arrived in New York, the 
buyers from the other companies are 
giving us tough competition, I see 
them in all the showrooms, the Helen 

Morgan, the Don Juan, the Dizzy 

Club, the Jungle Room, the Algon- 
quin and all the openings. But they 
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can’t beat yours truly, I am so proud 
of my goods that I am shipping them 
immediately heavily insured. I hope 
lot No. 456 newspapers will please 
you. 

MansBLowER 

Telegram from Manblower: 
Since wiring saw Joe Costegan in 

the Harry Richman showrooms stop 
looks like a big bargain stop wrote 
two hits this year stop I bid one thou- 
sand per stop wire if O. K. stop first 
class model, perfect. 

MansBlowER 

Telegram to Manblower: 
First shipment arrived in A-I con- 

dition looks pretty good stop paid too 
much for lot No. 456 stop overloaded 
on lot No. 658 novelists stop don’t 
buy any more stop songwriter lot ar- 
rived damaged. 

GoLDWYNBERG 

Letter from Mr. Goldwynberg to the 
trade: 

Gentlemen: 
We have just received from our 

New York buyer a splendid shipment 
of first class writers A-1 goods in all 
models, guaranteed to turn out the 
stuff your folks will eat up. We 
spared no expense. Goldwynberg’s spe- 
cials means a profitable year for all 
of us. We got the goods. Get in on 
the ground floor. 

Cordially, 
Maurice GoLpwyNBERG 

—ARTHUR CAESAR 

MAIDEN’S CONFESSION 

Today I love you vastly, dear— 
I loved you vastly yesterday— 
But as for future days I fear 
T’m vastly unequipped to say. 

—Marne 

ANTICLIMAX DEPARTMENT 

In the year 1819, two babies were born 
whose lives were destined to have a far- 
reaching influence. One was born in a 
stern castle of Old England, the other in 
a humble farmhouse in New England. 

Queen Victoria through her wisdom 
and kindliness during a long and pros- 
perous reign has become enthroned in the 
hearts of the British people. Lydia E. 
Pinkham, through the merit of her 
Vegetable Compound, has made her 
name a household word in thousands of 
American homes—Christian Advocate.
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LINES TO A BAD HABIT 
Oh, leave me now, and close the door 
Inrevocably, dear, before 
My self-sufficiency is gone. 
I love you, but this can’t go on, 
For after all, I have to sleep 
And eat—and there’s my soul to keep, 
In all of which you interfere, 
So please abandon me, my dear. 

It breaks my heart that we must end 
It so, but hearts are on the mend 
Almost before the fracture is 
Apparent—so another kiss, 
And then be on your way, for I 
Am fond of you and when I try 
To emulate a block of ice, 
You seem unreasonably nice. 

Good-bye... . But kiss me once again 
Before the desolate amen. . . . 
Ah, now I’m happier. Perhaps 
It’s silly to be sounding taps 
So suddenly. I think it would 
Be less distressing if we could 
Be gradual about it. Do 
You think that seems the thing to do? 

—Marcarer FisHpack 

SOCIAL NOTES FROM BETTER 
CIRCLES 

“Porky” Cramer, first baseman for 
the Clarks, was awarded the Paige car at 
the conclusion of the American Legion 
elections for the most popular baby and 
Jady Saturday night at Columbia 
Gardens.—Butte (Mont.) Daily Post. 

  

The wedding of Jack Hack to Mollie 
Haines was an up-to-the minute affair. 
Beside delightful refreshments an eight 
piece orchestra played the jazziest of 
jazz tunes. No one was hurt, and with 
the exception of several fist’ fights all 
progressed amazingly serene. George 
Hickman was missed, but fortunately 
found in a semi-conscious condition on 
the back porch. It is believed in the ex- 
citement he left the house and fell down, 
striking his skull—Cadiz (O.) Weekly. 

Last Thursday the Spring Run ladies 
entertained the Circle ladies and their 
husbands at Mrs. Dick Buffingtons. 
There were thirty who responded to the 
invitation and they would have been less 
miserable if they had not ate so much. 
It surely was a feast. In the afternoon 
the Spring Run ladies put on a little 
program that all enjoyed. Every one 
was busy with their fingers and tongues 
as both societies are planning for bazaars 
soon.—Columbus Junction (Ia.) Gazette. 

The Boerne Reading Club was enter- 
tained by Mrs. A. B. Vogt at the home 
of Mrs. Max Richter last Tuesday 
afternoon. A paper was given on 
geography, cannibalism, and cooking by 
Miss Hilda Hathaway, followed by 
round table discussion.—Comfort (Tex.) 
News.   
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The PRIMER of Good Clothing 

  

Dinner Coat Dignified 
Silk-lined Stylish 

See the People! 

What are the People doing? 

They are applauding our Dinner Coat! 

Or Tuxedo, if you Prefer. 

Why? 

Because it makes such a Successful Ap- 
pearance. It is Famous and Popular for 
that reason. 

It is Dignified, Handsome and Stylish: 
Silk-lined throughout. 
$60 and up is the price of our Dinner 
Coats, and in the interests of Modesty 
we throw ina pair of Trousers Free! 

Rocers Peet Company 
The Best of Everything Men and Boys Wear 

    

FIFTH AVE. HERALD SQ. BROADWAY 
AT AIST ST. AT 35TH ST. AT LIBERTY 
BROADWAY . BROADWAY For New Yorkers AT WARREN AT 13TH ST. 

  

TREMONT AT BROMFIELD 

For Bostoners 

———_ ——S>S———
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE 
FEMININE FASHIONS 

Pato Beacu, Fesruary 28 

OU can’t imagine how few 
news notes there are to report in 
this hick town as far as evening 

fashions are concerned. They have 
discovered that beige and gold and 
white go well with sunburn. They in- 
sist on taking up floor space with long 
taffetas that not only look uninterest- 
ing in the main but are impractical to 
dance in, Gobs of Louiseboulanger 
printed chiffons litter the Everglades 
Club Thursday night supper dances, 
which is not news. I saw one very 
smart moire dress in two shades of 

      
       

   

    

“Let me see the new interpretations 

of the modern silhouette.” 

raspberry with a bustle-like skirt—per- 
fect if the wearer hadn’t been too 
short and fat to get away with it. 
‘There are the usual chiffons with trail- 
ing pieces attached. Bring on those 
“significant” new modes that herald 
the summer if you can. Evening 
wraps are gold brocade or lamé; some 
velvet capes with small cocoa ermine 
collars; and a few satin ones, which 
look really chic. 

The daytime uniform is the sleeve- 
less dress in white or a color with con- 
trasting velveteen or angora coats in 
three-quarter length. Colored shoes 
always and balibuntl or baku straw 
hats to match or in natural color. A 
medium-sized hat is the smartest be- 

cause the large ones 
were done to death last 
year. Blue is seen the 
most in the daytime 
with beige next—yel- 

MARCH 3, 1928    
low is good and certain shades of 
green. I am all for turquoise blue, 
but it is hard to get and harder to 
wear and hardest to keep from fading 
in the sun. Everyone who can wear 
yellow or turquoise becomingly ought 
to do so in summer. They look simply 
swell, and are too trying to the 
majority ever to become common. 

Betty & Ann are showing brilliant 
oranges, chartreuse, flame, lemon, sap- 
phire blue, and turquoise—all the high 
shades, using two shades of the same 
color. They also combine plain 
blouses trimmed with the print of the 
skirts. Tat Saunders has swell tri- 
angular scarfs, two tones of the same 
shade with monogram. Angora 
sweaters with pleated or plain skirts 
are everywhere, though how the wear- 
ers can stand the heat I don’t see. 

Saks for hats and shoes—lovely 
colored ones. For bathing suits, the 
lower and scantier the better. The 
Breakers censor is worn out trying to 
keep the place pure for the aged. 
One woman told me she had been 
asked to leave for wearing a white- 
topped suit. At the Bath and Tennis 
(very swank) they just live in silk 
pajamas. 

Tam sick of crystal jewelry because 
it is everywhere. Felt handbags in all 
colors are smart. And Palm Beach 
grass widows are as wild-eyed in their 
search for trouble as ever. 

—Ibiericu 

AND IN NEW YORK— 

Bens clothes are awfully dull 
in the main almost everywhere. 

Straight across, just-below-the-knee 
hemlines look chickenish and old- 
fashioned now; the uneven hemline is 
too terrible unless it is subtly done, 
and it seldom is. At the Montmartre 
the other night, there were wispy 
chiffons that looked rather sad; taffetas 
long in back and short in front that 
were tiresome and inappropriate with 
shingled hair; and too perky satins in 
beige. Those were the only chic 
things that I saw on that particular
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Pocculpis al pricalcss citalaien dayne 
ter whether re bestows it, or Man 

creates it, all eyes turn in its direction. 

ME Tes 

@ Nash has achieved beauty, and a finer mode of 
motoring, in the Nash motor car. Perfection of 

taste in line, in color and in appointment, with pains- 
taking care in coachcraft, lend luxury to your motor- 
ing when you choose the Nash. 
@ There is a richer lustre to your car’s finish. The 

‘Cupes of 

Almerican Beauty 

Se)    
Nash deep-lustre process imparts depth and sheen 
to color tones. i 
@ Nash interiors are exquisite. Upholsteries are 
chosen for beauty and quality from hundreds of 
fabrics offered by America’s finest looms, Walnut 
and walnut-finish panelings are liberally used. Solid 
walnut steering wheels have inlaid designs. Silvered 
interiorwate’ is done in patterns inspired by the 
artistry of Early American silversmiths. Every detail 
is correct. 

Nash leads the mode in motor cars with « finer 
mode of motoring. 

New Reduced Prices Now Effective 

Warren-Nash Motor Corporation 
New York, N. Y.
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FACING EAST RIVER 

AT EIGHTIETH STREET 

  

The Yorkgate—25 East End Avenue 

Tn the city... 
but not of the city 

Yorkgate, at Number 
25 East End Avenue, 
facing the East River; 
combines those appar- 
ently contradictory 
ideals that every home 
seeker longs for— the 
convenience of a city 
dwelling, with thequiet, 

the peace, the sense of spaciousness 
ofa country home. 

  

Yorkgate will be a modern fifteen- 
story apartment dwelling of the high- 
est type, from plans by Cross and 
Cross. The facade will be of Geor- 
gian design, finished in brick, lime- 
stone and terra cotta, An unusual 
feature will be a spacious entrance 
hall ofimposing height. Every apart- 
ment will have an unobstructed view 
ofthe river, with every master’s room 
an outside room, assuring air and 
sunlight, 

Ready—Autumn 1928 

Yorkgate will be ready for occupancy 
in the autumn of 1928, so there is 
still offered an almost boundless lati- 
tude in details of floor arrangement. 
Yorkgate offers to the prospective 
purchaser more than merely an 
apartment. It offers a home of three, 
four, five, seven or nine rooms. .a 
home in the city, yet not of the city. 
At prices that range from $9,500 to 
$30,800 these apartments represent 
gilt-edge investments. 
Monthly rentals as low as $96.00. 

Write for booklet and further de- 
tails to Sutton, Blagden & Lynch, 
Inc., Selling Agts., 631 Park Ave., 
N. Y., Rhinelander 2600. 

Entirely Co-operative 

YORKGATE 
25 EAST END AVENUE 

FACING EAST RIVER AT 80th STREET 

®@ Builders 
IRONS & HOOVER, Inc. 

Architects 
CROSS & CROSS   

evening. Something must be done, 
and, next week, we can find out 
whether someone in Paris has done 

it. 
At any rate, Bergdorf Goodman 

opens its new place at Fifty-eighth 
Street and Fifth Avenue March 1, 
which is decidedly a boon to those 
who know that chic does not consist 
merely of the latest model of the 
smartest French couturier, but in the 
feeling and appropriateness of the 
entire costume. Bergdorf Goodman 
does just about everything well, and 
will no doubt continue to do so. 

HE TatLoreD Woman has a 

knockout new tweed coat for 

spring sports, street, or travelling. It 

is the first coat that flares from the 

shoulders that does not look to me like 

an energetic Englishwoman cut out 

for a long walk in the rain. ‘This is 

in gray tweed, with a standup collar 

that buttons once at the base of the 

throat. The selvage, applied in curved 
lines downward to the pockets, the di- 
agonal tucks from the neckline down- 

ward in back, and the outward flare 

of the whole are new as possible and 
even smarter than that. 

This shop also has the new Régny 
sweaters. These are infinitesimal in 

weight, and are composed of crocheted 
medallions in subtle variations of 

beige tones. How they are going to 

copy it in this country is beyond me, 

but they have confidence that copies 
indistinguishable from the original 
will be on hand shortly after you read 
this paragraph. 

N the made-to-the-head department 
at Wanamaker, there is a raft of 

Descat hats all ready for the inspection 
of you, Madame, who know well how 
flattering this designer is to almost 
anyone, being gifted in the art of com- 
bining youthfulness with ¢ Most 
of the hats have crowns lower than 
we have been used to, and whimsical 

brims wider than of yore. The brims 
do gay things, being turned up sharply 
on one side; affecting a tilt that is al- 
most Gainsborough in a modest way}; 
rolling up slightly on one side and 
slightly down toward the back on the 

other to give a charming lost-its-shape- 
in-the-rain look. There are cloches of 
balibuntl in natural color adorned with 
hemstitching on the straw. And many 
examples of thar very smart fashion— 
natural or whitish straw with a black 
grosgrain or ciré ribbon band. All of 
them extremely wearable, and far 
more practical for the limited income 
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ee “ALBIGNAC 
- « « Will 

you oblige us with 

a Salad?” 
s° spake the visiting epicures, for 

the skill of this old French chef 

in concocting savory dressings had 

won him a following throughout 

the three kingdoms . . . English 

gentlemen were known to remark 
that they’d have d’Albignac’s salad 

if they “died” for it! 

Such painful extremes are no 

longer necessary .. - For here, in 

the city’s center, is Roger, chef of 

The ROOSEVELT . . . who, with deft 

touch, reveals daily what the well- 

dressed salad should wear. 

BEN BERNIE 
and his Orchestra play nightly in the Grill 

  

Madison Avenue at 45th Street, N, 
Epwarp CiInToN Focc 

Managing Director 
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than lacquered feather caps (also pres- 
ent) although these are almost un- 
bearably alluring. 

The Coin de Paris has a number of 
new Carette models, this couturier be- 
ing a particular favorite around the 
place. She loves to make simple, un- 
adorned bodices for day or evening 
clothes, and then do elaborate things 
on the straight skirt with rows and 
rows of ruffles or bands or tucks. 
Witness a day dress in a gay print with 
a black ground, the skirt being orna- 
mented with rows of narrow circular 
ruffles; the evening dress of black 
lace with masses of pleated ruffles be- 
low the belt; and the darkish blue 
chiffon dancing frock covered with 
flat bands, applied diagonally, that 
become wider as they approach the 
hem. —L. L. 

THIS AND THAT 

Medley — No Soap — 
Compact De Luxe—T he 
Turquoise Question 

ie Lic aco    

    

st Fe BS NG] Wanamaker’s is lots 
   

   

NJ of fun if you are 
i EISAR one of those hom- 
Os ing-pigeon women 

who can remember 
which is the old and which the new 
building. I was guided, and report 
the following highlights: Lymeogéne 
toothpowder, created by a firm across 
the street from Chanel in Paris that 
specializes in mouth hygiene. The 
powder itself is pleasant to the taste, 
seems efficient, and is enclosed in an 
amusing aluminum container that, 
with holes punched in the top, could 
well be used later as a salt shaker. 
. .. A new Italian soap, called Flotan. 
This looks for all the world like a 
block of strawberry ice cream, weighs 
almost nothing, floats, lathers well, 
and smells nice... . / A batteryless 
flashlight (I could find no other 
name) that contains some version of a 
victrola mechanism and hence gener- 
ates its own electricity. You wind it 
up now and then and they claim it 
lights every time. . . . Children’s 
ensembles, the trade name being Tri- 
bout. These are very Frenchy coats 
in loose-weave woollens, very abbre- 
viated and ornamented with cross-stitch 
embroidery of a Russian flavor, and 
even more abbreviated straight sleeve- 
less dresses beneath. Hats to match are 
available, too. The spirit of the 

   

  

  

IMPORTER 
661 Fifth Ave. ~52nd-53rd Sts. 

original Kurzman 

model, designed in 

Rouclaire Cloth, from 

Roubaix Mills, Inc. 

the smartest of the new cloth 

coats have the “dress-maker” 

look—softer in line, entirely 

feminine in effect and too 

sophisticated in design to be 

attempted by any but the 

most artful of makers . . . 

$125 to $395



  

WoMEN 
AND THE 

| CYNICAL BACHELOR 

“A woman,” said the Cynical 
Bachelor, “is a woman one-tenth 
of her life. For the other nine- 
tenths she is a model for clothes.” 
“My friend,” smiled He Who is 

Post-graduate in One Woman at 
least, “your point of view is ob- 
lique. Awoman is never more truly 
a woman than when she is con- 
cerned with clothes. For her 
occupation with clothes is her 
aspiration to the ideal expression 
of her womanhood. 
“And every woman can apply all 

her creative and interpretative 
power, unhampered, if she knows 
those admirable Studios for the 
Expression of Feminine Personal- 
ity—the Emily Shops. 
“Here, with all dresses distine- 

tively smart, all prices delightfully 
moderate, her one problem is— 
which of all these desirable frocks 
will most completely express her.” 

     SHOPS 
Reo US Par OrFice’ 

“FROCKS AND FRILLS FOR WOMEN” 

    

  

  

  

St. Regss Shop, Fifth Avenue at 55th St 
409 Madison Avenue, at Forty-eighth St 

  

Paris gloves, ‘ 

cunningly cuffed, delicately beautiful. 

A New Shop, 30 West 57th Street, Dpen Soon 

Nat Lewis 
GIFTS PURSES HOSIERY + GLOVES 

   

Waldorf: Asoria, 34tb St. and Fifth Avenue 
1580 Broaaavay, at 47th (With Men's Dept ) 
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Tuileries in New York, no less... . 
Rubber raincoats for children from 
two to six, either the transparent slick- 
er type or a swank rubberized cotton 
edition of the trench coat. 

UDNUT, in sympathy for the poor 
American girl who must fill her 

handbag with new knick-knacks every 
day, has brought forth a really knock- 
out new double compact. This is 
octagonal in shape, the tiered border 
being in gold metal—the top of black, 
oyster white, provenche blue, or pale 
green enamel dotted with gold. It 
comes in silver or gold boxes, enclosed 
in more boxes in color and dotted with 
gold flecks. Really elegant. Hudnut 
might also be mildly surprised to 
know the number of smart women 
that cling to his twenty-five cent No. 
8 lipstick. A color that cannot be 
beaten, and, though not indelible, ex- 
actly the right consistency to keep your 
lips soft. 

N a report on the new Pinaud 
cream that I thought positively 

glowing with enthusiasm, I voiced a 
feeling that the best elements in soap 
were present. I am an addict of soap 
for the face, if it can be managed so 
as not to dry the skin, but it appears 
that this particular product is not the 
solution of my problem. There is no 
soap present whatsoeyer—the triumph 
is that they have achieved a cream that 
is completely soluble in water. Tech- 
nically I was wrong, but the essential 
fact that the results are good still 
stands. 

Y quest for that lazy man’s 
cigarette ash tray that holds the 

cigarette upright so that the ashes fall 
downwards into the tray while the 
smoker, at ease, puffs at the end of a 
four-foot tube attached, reached a suc- 
cessful conclusion with the announce- 
ment that the Irving Rice Company, at 
15 East Sixteenth Street, has many of 
them. They said that they were whole- 
salers, that they didn’t bother with 
New York shops, but—oh, well, all 
right—they would sell direct to any 
reader sufficiently anxious to secure 
a gadget unessential except to those 
who like to use both hands at the piano 
or typewriter or something and smoke 
at the same time. 

URQUOISES, newly reputed 
smart and much worn in Paris 

with black dresses, are to be found on 
the first floor at Macy’s, together with 
one or two other things. ‘The stones
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appear in chokers, pins, ball earrings, 
long strings, and so on, the best of 
them being those blue green stones 
with dark traceries on them. They 
do not pretend to be the real thing, but 
the prices are incredibly low, the 
range of blue greens is wide—and the 
effect—if you carefully avoid those 
that have gold filigree in an attempt 
at antique effect—elegant. 

EL ZEERIMENT with lipstick and 
blue eyeshadow on the nails be- 

neath colorless Cutex liquid polish was 
fairly successful, but needs a more 
artistic eye and steady hand than mine. 

—L. L. 

ABOUT THE HOUSE 

Victoriana—Department 
Store Secrets — For a 

Dutch Kitchen 

ELL, I have 
been to Jones 

‘ & Erwin, having 
promised to go forth 

{and learn all about 
Victorian decora- 
tion, and the result 
is I am more than 

ever convinced that anyone attempting 
this style must (1) be very, very 
sophisticated, (2) be also very sure of 
himself, and (3) that he ought to go 
and consult with Mr. Jones or Mr. 
Erwin or someone equally competent 
anyway. 

As for a shopping guide to Victorian 
chic—you don’t need one; everything 
for such a room may be had at Jones 
& Erwin, and you may use the place 
as a shop, selecting your own things, 
or as a decorator’s establishment, hav- 
ing them selected for you. Of course 
it is all very well, and a lot of fun, 
to browse around auction rooms and 
Third Avenue second-hand shops, 
picking up a chair here and a chan- 
delier there; but everyone likes to dis- 
cover these things for himself, and 
I am not out to spoil anybody’s fun. 

All this, I perceive, does not tell 
you a great deal about the current Vic- 
torian trend, and to balance that lack 
Iam moved to prophecy. I do not be- 
lieve this movement will have the tre- 
mendous vogue predicted for it. 
Scattered groups of wags will take the 
earlier period to their hearts and do 
very nicely by it, and that is just 

- as it should be. But the great majority 
has too recently sold Aunt Fanny’s 
whatnot to a second-hand shop to 
buy it back now at several times the 

    

  

  

        

        
QUAFF MERRILY 

\ THIS FRAGRANT CUP 

The aroma of Beech-Nut Coffee 
dances under your nose, filling 

    

your senses with the “pleasant- 
est perfume in all nature.” 

That’s the first thrill you get 
from Beech-Nut. Then the 

flavor is actually a new exper- 
ience for coffee lovers. Beech- 

Nut owes its delightful aroma 
and flavor to choice coffees 

grown on tropical mountain 
plantations. You certainly will 

enjoy Beech-Nut. 

Beech-Nut Coffee



For 

Three Centuries 
—the Secret of Delicacy 

  

'N the golden days when DuBarry ruled 
as mistress of France, the gentlefolk 

of the time knew well the secret of per- 
sonal delicacy. They knew the magic of 
Johann Maria Farina, originator and 
master blender of cologne. 

Today Farina’s Red Crest Cologne con- 
tinues to be the favorite of fashionable 
Europe—the surest safeguard against olfac- 
tory offense. 

Nothing else is so refreshing, so cooling, 
so sure to eliminate the slightest hint of 
perspiration odor. For the Farina secret 
is well guarded. Since its discovery in 
1709, never have more than two men 
known its wonderful formula at any one 
time. 

Farina’s Red Crest Cologne is delicately 
scented, but is not a perfume. Itis refresh- 
ing as an astringent, effective as a powder 
base, soothing after the shave, invigorat- 
ing after the bath, and stimulating as a 
rub-down after exercise. 
To get the true and original cologne, 

and to benefit by its ancient secret, be sure 
the Red Crest is on every bottle you buy. 
Obtainable at drug, specialty and department stores. 
Glass bottle, 4 0z., $1; wicker bottle, 6 0z.,$1.75; 12 0%. 

$5524 02., $6. 
Sole distributor—Geo. Borgfeldt & Co., N. Y. C. 

Look for wi Red Crest 

FARINAS 
ese yy 

       
COLOGNE 

BATH SALTS: BATH POW   

price. I am probably wrong, but that 
is what I think. 

It is a long time—while we are 
on the subject—since anything has 
been said in these pages about Jones & 
Erwin and their perfectly swell shop 
at 729 Madison Avenue. You may 
need to be reminded that this is not 
alone a place to do your Victorian 
shopping, but that it is also full of 
columns and classic lines and other 
evidences of Directoire, Empire, and 
Regency influences, and that it is all 
as amusing as possible. There are ad- 
mirable small pieces for town apart- 
ments, in these periods and probably 
others, and a grand collection of mar- 
vellously comfortable chairs, and silly 
things in tinsel glass—to say nothing 
of column lamps at such prices as 
$20, with tin or tinsel paper shades 
that are really well made—a sweeping 
statement in this age, but I challenge 
inspection. 

Some day Jones & Erwin are going 
to go enthusiastically modern, and 
then there will be a stir. I have seen 
sketches, and I have heard plans, and 
T am all agog. 

Addenda: I have spoken before of 
Darnley, 395 Madison, asa marvellous 

place for wax flowers. You can get 
any known variety of posy here, pains- 
takingly reproduced in wax. Grand 
for those Victorian rooms we have just 

been talking about. 

Le me remind you again that all 
furniture pieces in the Saks-Fifth 

Avenue windows are for sale, al- 
though sales-girls and elevator-boys 
deny it vigorously for some unknown 
reason. The thing to do is telephone 
the store—Plaza 4000—and ask for 
Mr. Ring. Mr. Ring has an office deep 
in the obscurity of the Saks basement, 
thence conducting the sale of such 
pieces of window-display as strike your 
fancy. So far I have been unsuccessful 
in persuading this otherwise remark- 
able store that a department should be 
created for the more conspicuous sale 
of their modern art pieces. I do not, 

however, despair. 

HE anonymous lady who sent in 
a plaintive inquiry about auto- 

matic silver polishers will be over- 
joyed to learn that Lewis & Conger, 
Sixth Avenue at Forty-fifth Street, 
have a small, compact electric motor 

that is pleasantly equipped with all 
kinds of fascinating little brushes and 

pads for just this purpose. In several 
sizes, $50 to $100 for the complete 
outfit. 

MARCH 3, 1928 

  

Te share in the pleasure of 

Cowes, of Henley, of Ascot 

—one must journey to England. 

But to share in the pleasure of 

smoking the discriminating Brit- 

isher’s favorite pipe tobacco— 

one need only call for CRAVEN 

MIXTURE, the tobacco which 

was the inspiration of Barrie’s 

“My Lady Nicotine.” 

CRAVEN MIXTURE—a truly 

fine im ported tobacco, first 

blended at the command of the 

Third Earl of Craven in 1867— 

can now be had at the better 

tobacconists in America and 

Canada, too. For a liberal sam- 

ple tin, send 10c in stamps to 

Cerreras, Ltd., 220 Fifth Ave., 

New York. 

a 
rent Lid, 220 Fifth Avena 

1 New York Gis “ ! ence of m gam. Send iene sample 
Special 1” of Craven Mixture. 
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Were floating rumors about a 
Frigidaire buffet-ice-box lured me 

-at last to headquarters of the Domestic 
Electric Company, at 39 West Forty- 
fifth Street, where to my great delight 
I found this new model not just an- 
other decorated refrigerator, but a 
long buffet in very decent wood, with 
the Frigidaire apparatus and cooling 
chamber placed to one side, an un-iced 
cupboard to hold variously sized bot- 
tles on the other, and a drawer below 
for linen. The display model is cata- 
logued as an adaptation of the Spanish, 
but it can be ordered in any desired 
style, costing very little more than the 
usual apartment house variety. This is 
definitely not a joke, and ought to be 
perfect for a French Provincial or a 
Dutch kitchen. 

M cCUTCHEON reports the con- 
tinued success of colored table 

linens for spring, particularly in the 
gold and green shades. Have you ever 
tried using gray damask? It sounds 
terribly cold and sombre, but what it 
does to the family plate is something 
to think about. Silver stands out against 
it with startling effect. Lots of flowers 
with this, of course. 

Also at McCutcheon, some darling 
breakfast sets for the country in print- 
ed handkerchief linen with hem- 
stitched borders in a solid color. ‘These 
at $9 the set. —B. B. 

1 AM AFRAID 
I am afraid, indeed, 
Of tables and chairs, 
Houses and walls of a room, 
Daily affairs, 
The dish and the broom, 
Suiting the time to the need, 
Matching work to the sun. . 
I am afraid, indeed, 
‘That through their screen, 
I may miss something strange 
That I might have done, 
Or rare, that I might have been! 

—Dorotuy Dow 

  

‘Then here is a funny “stunt.” Have 
some one in the party boast that he can 
throw the largest man in the group out 
of the window. Then have the man 
write on a slip of paper, “The largest 
man.” He is told to read it out loud, 
after which the boastful one takes it and 
throws it out the window—San Fran- 
cisco Examiner. 

Tt wouldn’t do for us. We couldn’t 
keep our face straight.   
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A S vagrant in its twists as a fallen piece 

of string, the winding Devonshire road led 

away from the sea to the thatched-roof tavern 

  

with its queer little sign. ll In here, when the heavy mist was driving over 

the fields in clouds, one could pull an old English Windsor chair close to the 

hearth and sketch himself pictures in the lazy flames. Indeed, it is held that 

the comfortable lines, the companionable grace of the chair alone are satisfaction 

enough; and just these same chairs have been brought over from England 

by W. & J. Sloane. Of course, you find other English furniture here, from 

Tudor and Jacobean to the more modern Hepplewhite—masterful reproduc- 

tions as well as early pieces. FJ And this enchanting store, full of so many 

wonders in both furniture and rugs, boasts 

yet another wonder—the very, very rare 

one of very moderate prices. 

  

W. & J. SLOANE 
575 Fifth Avenue at 47th St. 

NEW YORK CITY
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OUR OWN BRIDGE 

  
  

    

  

  

            

  

PROBLEMS 

NORTH 

4-10-7-5-4 
9-None 
-8-7-4-2 
&-8-7-6-5-2 

WEST EAST 

' 4-Q-J-3 A-9-8-6 
9-9-8- 9-A-Q-J-10-6 

=e te ©-Q-6-5 ©-A-J-3 
4 &—Q-J-10-4 &-K-3 

WISER [sees SOUTH 
4 ee ra - a_AK2 

ere O-K-5-43-2 

aunere i = 0-K-10-9 
eons? fy pas &-A-9 

piuing Room 
AMBER aa AST deals and bids one heart, EXCEPTIONAL 
es after a happy sigh at the best suites, ready for oc- 

eR FOYER, hand that has come his way in lo, these cupancy next Fall,are 
acl uving (many moons. South, who has been go- now Being show. 

coanoer [Eejusrar 25596, ing in for a little concentrated study a 
een of the finer points of the game, hav- UNFURNISHED apart- 

ing mastered the rudiments, such as ments ready for imme- 

  

diateoccupancy.2rooms 
and more, renting from 
$2600, including maid 
service. Also— 

which suit is hearts, and which counts 
more, an ace or a trey, doubles in- 
formatively. West passes with a shrug 

/ of the shoulders and it is up to North. 
_ North, however, has never found the FURNISHED suites for 

time to read a book on bridge, nor transients. 
does he own a radio, so that doubles ‘Aitsed es way, Atenas? 
mean nothing in his carefree life. 
“Pass,” says North lightly, and starts 
in dismay at the bellow that South 
emits. 

* “I doubled, you fool!” yells South. 
“Yes, I know it,” replies North. 

“JT hope we set them. We need the 
points. Not that I have very much in 44O PARK AVE 

| my hand.” 
South splutters unintelligibly until AT 56th ST. 

West reminds him, with a few point- “NewYork’s Smartest Apartment Hotel”     ed, well-chosen words, that it is. his 

lead. He leads off with his ace and 
king of spades, taking both tricks, but 

| the third spade lead, which is the two, |] Zo DOUBLE the SIZE 

  

goes down before dummy’s queen. 
East then leads the nine of trump from of ANY CLOSET 
dummy, North throws off, and East, where is an in- 
surprised and dismayed at North’s lack 
of trumps, plays his six. South snares : 5 ‘ 
Red eeceiey dnisy eno concertina mist slips 
leads his ace of clubs, East throwing ||} Tight into your 
off his king when his turn to play |]| present closet and 
comes around, thereby causing looks ||} bringsorderoutof 
of wonder to come across the faces of chaos. Used with 
his fellow-players. East heard of such Gar other clever 
a play over the radio and it made a 1cibine devieest 
deep impression on him. In fact, so elotning devicesat 
engrossed is he in admiration for him- ||] ¢reates an ideal ) 
self that he is chided by South for |]} wardrobe for any 
failure to play on the latter’s lead of ||] home. 
the nine of diamonds. 

SIGGAGE East takes this trick with his jack ||| PHILIP HALL 
and then, with the first clear picture 38 East 49TH STREET, New York 

genious space-sav- 
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of a lifetime of how the remainder 
of the hand should be played, he leads 
out his four trumps, takes a trick with 
his ace of diamonds, and swings over 
to dummy with his three of clubs for 
the last two tricks, utilizing his queen 
and jack. 

Overcome at his coup, East’s hand 
shakes visibly as he attempts to write 
down the score: twenty-four for 
game, doubled, is forty-cight; fifty 
for fulfilling contract and one hun- 
dred for extra tricks, plus eighty in 
honors. 

“Hereafter,” snarls South, “when 
I double an initial bid like that, you ff 
take me out. All I want to know is, 
what is your best suit. Get me?” 

“But I didn’t have any ‘best? suit,? 
protests North. “I had a rotten hand.” e 

| But South is unforgiving and only t % . / wishes he had a mortgage on North's S. M A. house so that he might foreclose it. Mma pring 00a: —Joun C. Emery 

| 

| : EAVERS of | 
4 y woolen fabrics 

have learned some 
clever new tricks. And 
smart women know that 

McCutcheon’s presents 

the loveliest woolens 

TEMPUS FUGIT 
When I was young, and oh, so sweet, 
There were four trees upon our street. 
When Iwas young, they cut one down, 
For this is a progressive town. 
A large apartment took its place 
With yellow bricks across its face. 
A second tree was neatly struck 
By some unsocial auto truck from these magicians of Which leaped, as though upon a prize, 

| And brought it to a slow demise. the loom. 
When I was somewhat older, they 
Moved the third tall tree away; ODIER and Gil- With engines making din and blare lier novelties, new They hauled it up the thoroughfare. 

i ? And now I’m older still by years; : feather-weight Tweeds, One sentinel alone appears; , : Wi Monoxide-drugged, it still is seen \ lace-like Ajour oolens, Perennially decked in green, \ Herringbone Jersey, A ghost in our progressive town. 
m I wish they’d also chop it down. wool lamé—new weaves 

SEG.M, without end and all the 
e ~ woolens that are always 

And then cane te most tect . anise aichereat Lene woman of all. She was exotically tall fl i ‘ and very slender and seemed to be de- iB prices lightfully proud of her height. She moved with a grace which was majestic and yet twined her arms about her friends with most unique and individual movements, Anyhow, she was dressed in nude satin and a shade of nude which so exactly Mc Cutcheon’s : rs | Pe > FIFTH AVENUE at Forty-NINTH ST. matched her very skin that it was hard to jie 
DEPT, No. 75 NeW YorK decide where the dress ended and the skin | 

ee   began.—San Francisco Chronicle. 
But it’s one of those decisions you’ve 

got to make,  
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~~ 
NEEDLES 
IN THE 
Hay 

ONE took at the tangle of anony- 
mous chimney pots and you real- 
ize how hopeless househunting is 
—without benefit of broker. 

Don’t do it. A. G. Walker & Co. 
is the magnet that will coax the 
thing you want out from the worth- 
less straw. Just tell us what style 
entry hall you’ve set your heart on, 
and we'll ferret it out for you. 
Spanish with red velvet, Gothic 
with a dab of carved wood, push- 
button or Pullman, with doorman 
to match. 

Bring your specifications to us. 
We have combed every inch of 
available floor space East of the 
Avenue. We can find that apart- 
ment—however large or small. 

Theoretically, we’re brokers. 
Actually we scout, reconnoitre or 
bring up the rear. Wecan huntyou 
a home, outfit you from lease toin- 
surance, handle adjustments with 
your landlord, and relieve you of 
all those treacherous and annoying 
details that unnecessarily compli- 
cate moving. Your problem, large 
or small, will be dealt with compe- 
tently, conscientiously, courteous- 
ly, without obligation or charge. 

A. G. Walker & Co., Inc. 
Specialist in East Side Properties 

565 Lexington Ave. at 50th St. 
Plaza 5754   

MARCH 53, 1928 

INFORMATION STRAIGHT 

elfin sort of face. And so anx- 
ious. With each slam of the 

tearoom door she would raise her can- 

did blue eyes, only to sink back in dis- 

appointment. 
At last he came. 
Quite late, only casually apologetic. 

I knew, from the 

way he stood, that 

women had told 

him that his profile 
was like Ramon 

Novarro’s. But his 
tie was bad, and he 

wore a diamond on 
his little finger. 

“Hello there,” 

she said, an excited 

little flutter in her 

voice. 

Lo. Been 
waitin’ long?” 

“No—just got 
here this minute. How’s everything?” 

“Oh, all right. Need some sleep, 

that’s all.” 
Gee, you don’t look it. You al- 

ways look good, Eddie.” 

“You ordered yet? All right, let’s 

go—consommé or tomato?” 
They ordered. Eddie gave his 

first, then nodded his slick black head 

across the table and said, “O.K. for 

you?” 
“Yes,” she invariably answered. 

“That’s fine for me, Ed.” 

“What was it you wanted to ask me 

about?” he demanded at length, wip- 
ing his mouth. She drew a long breath 

and played with a piece of bread be- 
fore her. 
“Why—why, I just wanted to ask 

you, Eddie, about how a man might 
feel, you know, about wanting a 
girl’s picture. I thought—you being 

a man, and all that—I thought Vd 

ask you.” 
“Sure,” Eddie barked a_ short 

amused laugh at the ceiling. “What 

about it?” 
She hesitated, then finally reached 

under her black coat and drew out 

two cheap cabinet photographs. Her 

cheeks were bright red as she fumbled 

with the string. 
“Pd like to know—to have your 

advice—on which one of these a man 

would like best, if he wanted one at 

all? 

“Gees,” said Eddie querulously, 
“how do I know? Don’t you know 
him well enough to ask him?” 

“T—I don’t know,” a nervous little 

Sti was young, with a pointed, 

  

laugh, “whether I do or not. I just 
thought I'd ask you—you being a man 
and all—which one you’d pick out, if 

you wanted one for a birthday, or 
something.” 

“Let’s see ’em,” grunted Eddie. He 

blew out a great cloud of cigarette 
smoke and regarded the knees across 

the room with 
swift, expert ap- 
praisal. She handed 
them over. 

They were —I 
could see—the most 
banal and wooden 
examples of the art. 
A frozen smile, one 
hand laid against 
the cheek, hair 
frizzed—that sort 
of thing. Yet so 
anxious, so pitifully 
anxious. She gulped 
at her glass of 

water as Eddie squinted carelessly 
through his smoke. “God, I dunno,” he 
said, his indifferent dark eyes flicker- 
ing from one to the other. “You 
look scared green—which one you like 
yourself? Gees, I’m tired.” 

He laid them down, ran a hand over 
his patent-leather hair. The girl picked 
them up dully. She looked at them 
as though she did not see them at 
all. 

“T don’t know,” she said, with a 
fine carelessness. Eddie, facing her, 
could not have seen her lip quiver, 
even had he looked. “I guess they’re 
not so hot, either of them. I guess 
he wouldn’t want them anyway.” 

“Maybe not,” agreed Eddie. “Pic- 
tures just get to hanging ’round, 
and then you chuck ’em out. A fella 
wants a girl around, in person, see?” 

“T guess so, Eddie. I guess maybe 
yowre right. Well, I got to get back 
to the office. The boss’s riding me 
hard today.” 

“No dessert?” 
She stood up, pulling the tight little 

coat about her. Shook her head, and 
the blue eyes were very bright in the 
small, pointed face. 

“Don’t dare to wait, Ed. Thanks 
for comin’.” 

“Sure, that’s all right. Any time. 

See you soon.” 
He inclined his shining head over 

the little dish of jello. And when he 

got up to leave, later on, he was un- 

aware that two cabinet photographs 
were leaning against the wall under 
the table, —Srantey Jones
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NOT TOGETHER 
[4 fragment from the theatre] 

UT, usher, these seats aren’t 
together. 

No ma’am, they’re not to- 
gether. 

But my husband distinctly got them 
together. Fancy not having seats to- 
gether. 

‘They’re not together. 

Charlie—where is he?—Charlie, 
these seats are not together. 

Aren’t together? Why aren’t they 
together? 

Because you didn’t get them to- 
gether. Imagine that box office man 
giving us seats that weren’t together! 

Why aren’t these seats together, 
usher? 

‘They’re not together, sir, that’s all. 

Charlie, you march right out and 
tell that man we want seats together. 

~ Maybe he didn’t have any seats to- 
gether. 

Of course he has seats together. It’s 
ridiculous. Imagine not having seats 
together! 

I don’t think there are any more 
seats together, dear. 

Well, we'll get them together. You 
get seats together or get your money 
back. The idea! Fancy you letting 
him give you seats that weren’t to- 
gether... —James THurRBER 

IRONY TO THE IRONICAL 
Accept from me, at least, an 

admiration 
Not cultivated too laboriously. 
Most delicate shall be the situation, 
A matter of wit and wine and poetry. 

You need not give me caution in 
exchange, 

For I am self-sufficient and content. 
I think that you are beautiful and 

strange, 
And willingly I yield to sentiment. 

—HEeELene Mutuins 

Using Listerine Tooth Paste instead 
of costlier ones, the average saving is $3 
per year per person. With this a man 
may buy a hat, a necktie or two, hosiery, 
and shirts; a woman may purchase stock- 
ings, handkerchiefs, cold cream.—Ado. in 
the Saturday Evening Post. 

Suppose it’s a big box of jelly beans 
we want—what’s to stop us? 

  

  

   The Lion and the Lamb 

A Stetson on your head is the best 
assurance for weathering this 
stormy month safely. Spring 
shapes and shades are now on dis- 
play. Where fine hats are sold. 

    
   

  

B. STETSON COMPANY 
  

  

  

  

INVITATION 

§ SEVERAL SPECIMEN APARTMENTS 
HAVE BEEN RECENTLY DECORATED 
AND FURNISHED. THOSE INTERESTED 
IN THE TYPE OF LIVING INTRODUCED 
BY THE SHERRY-NETHERLAND, ARE 
INVITED TO MAKE AN INSPECTION. 
§ POMESTIC SERVICES AND TWO 
DELIGHTFUL RESTAURANTS UNDER 

MANAGEMENT OF 

Louis Sherry 

SHERRY - NEFHERIAND 
FIFTH AVENUE AT 591m STREET                     
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21-Acre Estate— 

New Canaan, Conn. 

BEAUTIFUL summer 
and winter country home 
on Fischer Hill, with its 

extensive landscaped grounds, 
is now available foe purchase. 
The main dwelling is a place 
of appealing charm, situated 
on an elevation of about 500 

feet commanding a superb view over Long Island 
Sound. It contains living-room, hall, dining- 
room, billiard-room, five master bedrooms and 
four baths. 

Kitchen and commodious servants’ quarters 
are in an extension. The heated garage holds 
five cars, and contains chauffeurs’ quarters of six 
rooms and bath. A completely appointed stable 
accommodates five horses. There is a gardener's 
cottage and other buildings including a green- 
house, wagon-house, tool-house, etc. 

The Ox Ridge Hunt Club and the New Ca- 
naan and Woodway Country Clubs are all within 
a short motor ride. 

‘A good way to travel to and from New York 
is on the New Canaan Express with its Club 
Car. The commuting service is excellent. This 
is by far the finest estate in New Canaan and one 
of the show places of the countryside. It is 
bounded by ‘obher poate elas which tela an 
effective barrier to encroachment. 

in 

For particulars, inquire 

Charles F. Noyes Co., Inc. 
118 William St, N.Y.C. Tel. John 4000 

Ask for Mr. Heller       

  

  

  

in Europe 

Suiza and Renault cars with expert 
feur-guides is at your 5 

  

       For the New Yorker 

A superb fleet of Rolls-Royce, Hispano- 

ice in Pari 
‘London for period rental or extended touring. 

J' f you are tired 
of trying to 

LOSE WEIGHT 
let us convince you 
it really can be done! 

chauf- 
d   

All information furnished and itineraries 
Suggested upon request, without obligation.     

    

     

The Express Touring Co. 
European ‘Travel Specialists 
15 Rue de ta Paix, Paris 

Permanent Offico in New York: 
358 Fifth Ave. Phone: Wis. 6497            

1 to 4 Ibs. Each Treatment 
No Drugs—No Over-Exercising 

Scientific, Harmless Methods 
Phone Schuyler 8801 NOW! 

Sally Wolfe Institute 
585 West End Avenue 

at 88th Street 
Write for “Holding Back the Hands of Time,” 

a booklet of unusual interest. 
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Temples of Commer 

—Eighth Avenue 

ANKING 
rooms offer a 

fine opportunity for 
monumental archi- 
tectural treatment, 
anopportunity which 

MM 2s not been neg- 
lected on this island. I have already 
spoken of the grandiose quarters of the 
Bowery Savings Bank on Forty-second 
Street where York & Sawyer have 
done themselves so proud with a mag- 
nificent Romanesque setting. New in- 
stallations are opened daily, one of the 
most interesting of which is the branch 
building of the National City Bank at 
Canal Street and Broadway. The 
firm of Walker & Gillette has de- 
parted radically from the traditions of 
classic architecture. The note of 
modernism pervades the structure, both 
in its elevations and interiors, and it 

is splendidly successful. Superfluous 
detail has been everywhere avoided, 
but great beauty results from a careful 
study of proportions and the relation 
between wall spaces and openings. 
Where exterior detail is used, as over 
the Broadway entrance, it is vigorous 
and telling. In sum, it is a refresh- 
ing, stimulating building, thoroughly 
up-to-date yet in no way fantastic. I 
feel in it the best of the modern influ- 
ence, something which will last and 
prove to have enduring beauty. 

Another fine room, less novel but 
still impressive, is the new home of the 
Equitable ‘Trust Company in_ its 
great building on the corner of Broad 
Street and Exchange Place. It was 
designed by Trowbridge & Livingston 
who have followed the early Italian 
style. The beamed and painted ceil- 
ing is a noble feature and all the 
metalwork, done in wrought iron, the 
grilles, fixtures and railings, are a joy 
to behold. Inspecting this noble 
achievement, I was again impressed 
with the beautiful qualities of traver- 
tine stone for buildings of this char- 
acter. The color and varied texture 
are most gratifying and as a flooring 
material, travertine possesses a mysteri- 
ous softness and quietness that make 
it admirable. 

“we 
S 

  

   

        

   

ITH Spring coming on, the 
question of gardens is much to 

the fore. Country dwellers are read- 
ing their seed catalogues and planning
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yr LINE TO GIVE A FLAME 
lorifying the Bird Bath TO GLOWING LIPS KGS ivus — Noble Setback 

new floral features. To them, as to 
all lovers of al fresco adornments, the 
pending exhibition of the New York 
Chapter of the American Society of 
Landscape Architects will have espe- 
cial appeal. This, the fifth annual 
exhibition, will open at the Arden 
Gallery, 460 Park Avenue, on March 
19. Over one hundred photographs 
of the members’ work will be supple 
mented by appropriate sculpture and 
garden furniture. 

The scope and range of landscape 
architecture is little appreciated by 
many. As the chairman of the Exhi- 
bitions Committee, Mr. Noel Cham- 
berlain, says: “Contrary to popular 
legend, the art of landscape architec- 
ture, even in the days of M. Le Natre, 
consisted of more than a window-box 
and a bird bath. Today, race tracks, 
baseball fields, public parks, real-estate 
subdivisions, both formal and in- 
formal, and even cemeteries are the 
problems and the accomplishments of 
the landscape architect.” 

T have had a preliminary view of 
some of the exhibits and they are 
thrilling. Tt is a pleasure to recom- 
mend the show, comprising, as it does, 
the work of the most serious and best 
trained men and women in an impor- 
tant profession, 

Every day new buildings are 
completed but when three old 

ones fall down, well, that is news, 
walked down Eighth Avenue to view 
the remains of the trio of dwellings 
that fell into the subway. They ex- pired most gracefully, saving the 
wreckers a lot of trouble. There was 
little in evidence but a pile of bricks 
with a cloud of dust still hovering over 
it. I was pleased with a sign on an adjoining building, “Barber Shop 
Moved Around the Corner.” Cer- 
tainly, nothing could be fairer than 
that. 

Eighth Avenue, by the way, is on the edge of a renaissance. Big build- 
ings are shooting up on many plots of 
the hitherto unimproved property. One 
of the largest is the new Lincoln 
Hotel, a fourteen-hundred-room hos- 
telry, engineered and built by the 
Chanin Construction Company. In its 
exterior phases, it struck me as being big without being specially impressive.   

A quick flick of the cap and 
there is your lipstick — ready 
to be applied in its stationary 
form or withdrawn, as one 
desires... Within the dainty 
encasement are the rouge and 
powder compacts and the very 

. . All the 
requisites to make-up, snugly 

important mirror . 

contained in a slim little Vanity, 
no bigger than —your Dunhill 
lighter! 

New ... utterly different. . . 
clever, yet practical. Avail 
able at the smart shops in rich 
metal and enamel finishes. 

Tie lipstick may be with 
Arawn from the care, 

Uf one desires. 

The exquisite cosmetics 
come in the Dsbades 

              

   
   
   

  

   

    

   

      

   

    

   

   
   

  

         

Silver-plated model, $5.00 . . . Gold- 
plated model, $7.50... Lacquer Enamel in plain colors, $10.00 . . . Lacquer En- 
amel in fancy designs, $15 00... Ster- 
ling Silver, $20.00 . . . Solid Gold and 

Enamel up to $500. 
imati ; and E. & J. Ss, INC., NEW YORK 

In my estimation, the tall steel sign on|_ALFRED DUNHILL OF LONDON and E. & J. BAS 
 



76 

  

THE 

SALAD MAKER 
of the 

REVOLUTION 
HE renowned epicure, Brillat- 
Savarin, in his Physiologie du 

Gout, tells us about his friend 
D’Albignac, a French emigre who 
grewrich mixing salads for the Lon- 
don nobility. Attended by liveried 
servants, bearing his own silver and 
condiments in a mahogany case, he 
drove in royal state from mansionto 
mansion, practicing his fine art with 
grave pomp and ceremony. His fees 
mounted higher and higher. He re- 
tired with a fortune. Such was Eng- 

land’ sintroductionto French salads. 

Savarin Restaurants, too, are noted 
for their salads, fresh and delicious, 
such as Romaine, Chiffonade, To- 
mato, Lettuce, Fruit, Combina- 
tions, Pear Savarin. 

Of the Six Savarins, serving New 
York’s millions, the newest and 
most central is the 

GRAYBAR 
SAVARIN 

GRAYBAR BUILDING 
430 LEXINCTON AVENUE 

Breakfast | Luncheon Dinner 
Open 7 a. m. to 9 p.m, 

The original Savarin Restaurant was 
established in 1889 in the Equitable 
Building, 120 Broadway, NewYork City 

= BRILLAT ~ 

  

  

the central tower detracts considerably 

from the design. But I was amused 
and interested by the modernism of 

the public rooms on the main floor, the 
lobby, dining-room, and adjacent al- 
coves. It is quite successful and much 
of the detail is stimulating, especially 
the lighting fixtures in which the stab 
of direct lighting is avoided, but the 
general color scheme, particularly as 
related to the furniture, is confused 

and helter-skelter. The plans of the 
street level and the main floor which 

is above it are very ingenious, giving 

a large number of small shops. 

UCH the best architectural de- 
velopment which I gazed at in 

this neighborhood is the still unfin- 

ished Piccadilly Hotel on West Forty- 

fifth Street. It piles up nobly. The 

views of it from any angle are im- 
pressive and the whole exterior design 
goes with a swing. It was designed 
by George and Edward Blum plus 
Walter Katz and is a striking example 
of the adaptation of architecture to the 

setback law, accomplished with fine 
effectiveness. 

HE Committee on Arrangements 

of the New York Architectural 

League is to be congratulated upon 

its recent exhibition which attracted 

many professional and lay visitors to 

Fifty-seventh Street during the past 

month. It was a sound, workmanlike 

show, well arranged and diversified 
in its appeal without being confus- 
ing. Architecture predominated, as it 

should, although sculpture, mural dec- 

oration, metal-work, and other allied 

crafts were not neglected. 

The medal of honor in Architecture 

went to Paul Cret of Philadelphia for 

his fine Museum of Art in Detroit. A 

large proportion of the architectural 

exhibits were illustrated by photo- 

graphs and the development of this 
art as the architect’s handmaiden was 

impressive. Of course our own modern 
style, the so-called “American Per- 

pendicular,” as applied to towering 
office buildings, was much in evidence, 

finely expressed by Hugh Ferriss and 
other skillful draftsmen. I was par- 

ticularly thrilled by the beautiful 

grilles and gates, designed and exe- 
cuted by the E. F, Caldwell Company, 
in which the humor and playfulness 
of true craftsmanship were refresh- 
ing. In sum, it was a fine exhibition, 
the best the League has given us in 

some years in its coherence and a sort 
of logical integrity of character. 

—T-SquarE 

MARCH 3, 1928 

  

FUE DECWT DEC WW DEC WUD 

This DeVry 

Camera 

..is magic 

  

|AKING movies with the DeVry is 
as easy as taking snapshots. 

‘There’s no focusing—no cranking— 
no burdensome tripod. You simply 
point the camera, press a button 
and you’re taking movies—movies 
guaranteed to be just as sharp, as 
definite, as true to life as those you 
see in the theatre. For the DeVry is 
“Hollywood’s Own” movie camera 
and its movies are made on standard 
(35mm) film, the kind professional 
cameramen use. See this magic 
movie camera at_your dealers—ask 
about other DeVry home movie 
equipment, or write for complete 
particulars. The DeVry Corporation, 
Dept. 3-FA, LIL] Center St., Chicago. 

  

SPRING OPEN- 
ING IN OUR 
WOMEN’S DE- 
PARTMENT 

  

Clothes for all occasions. 

Surprisingly individual in cut 
and colour—fashioned from 

fabrics recently designed; 

and approved by women of 

recognized good taste. 

NEW YORK EXEHANGE 
FOR, 

WOMAN’S WORK 
541 Madison Avenue NewYork  
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 

Go to See “The Crowd” 
and There Is No Maybe 
to That Advice—Two 
Weeks 

HE picture 
that the mov- 

ies have been go- 
ing to make for 
the last ten years, 
the picture that in- 
telligent people 
could see and like, 
and that is aimed 

at the intellect and not the emotions, 

has been made. It is “The Crowd,” 
now at the Astor Theatre, and it de- 
serves your consideration as fully as 
any other worth-while work of crea- 
tion. As a piece of honest realism 
“The Crowd” can stand comparison 
with its type in any field of effort. If 
the infant art keeps up the pace it need 
nevermore feel shame in the presence 
of the theatre, or literature, or paint- 
ing. It was made by a big producer, 
Metro-Goldwyn, and in Hollywood: 
two facts not to be ignored. So suc- 
cessful was it at the Capitol that it was 
installed in the Astor as a road show, 
which means that, given the opportu- 
nity, the average movie audience will 
take and like a good film. In the 
manner of speaking of such things it 
is Art, good Art, and the fourteen- 
year-old minds we hear so much about 
ate it up. 

The story, if any, is of John Sims 
who is born, so his father tells him, 
to be president. He goes to New 
York and becomes clerk Number 137 
in a mammoth business place. Some 
day he thinks his ship will come in. 
Some day he will rise above the crowd. 
He gets married and goes to Niagara 
Falls on his honeymoon. With the 
birth of his first child he achieves dis- 
tinction, but he discovers at the hos- 
pital that he is one of many fathers, 
his wife one of many mothers, and 
his baby an item in a vast crowd of ba- 
bies. His second child, a little daug’ 
ter, is run over by a truck and while 
she lies dying he pleads with the world 
for quiet. He does not get it. If you 
don’t drop a tear during these scenes, 
then weeping is well out of your line. 
John loses his job. His wife is about 
to leave him, but she changes her mind 
when he comes home with a few coins   

   

7 

WHEN MADAME MUST LOOK 
HER VERY BEST— QUICKLY 

  

Try this marvelous REJUVENATING TREATMENT! 
Nothing can rival the Primrose House REJUVENATING TREAT. 
MENT for restoring —so quickly — one’s loveliness and verve, 
especially when a trying day has made the dinner or theatre 
engagement seem quite impossible. 
Truly, here is Madame’s kindest friend in such a half-hour 
of need. 

So quickly and easily, Madame will look and feel years younger! 
If you will call at Primrose House, a graduate nurse will give 
you this valuable treatment and show you how—so very easily— 
you may have it in your own boudoir. Or, an instruction leaflet 
may be obtained with the necessary preparations, at any of the 
stores given below. For salon appointment, phone Plaza 5347.   Note: If you live outside New York, 
we shall be glad to place you in touch 
with a conveniently located Primrose 
House dealer. 
New York and environs—B. Altman 
& Co,, Franklin Simon & Co., Lord & 

Taylor, James McCreery & Co., John 
Wanamaker, Russeks, Saks & Co., 
Stern Brothers, Oppenheim, Collins & 
Co., Arnold, Constable & Co., Bonwit 
Teller & Co., Abraham & Straus, Meyer 
Bros.. Paterson, N. J., L. Bamberger, 
Newark, N. J. 

PRIMROSE HOUSE 3 E.52 
“HERE DWELLS YOUTH”
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JOHN FORD, *M. E. 
*Master of Emotion 

GAIETY THEATRE | 
B’way and 46th 

‘CINEMASTERPIECES FROM WILLIAM FOX: 

“HOUR SONS” 
Both miles ahead of all the old-fashioned films 

thanks to 

All Seats Reserved Twice Daily, at 2:30 and 8:30 

“SUNRISE” 

F. W. MURNAU, *M. T. 
*Master of Technique 

TIMES SQUARE THEATRE 
Bway and 42nd 

  

  

  

  

  

ns 
  
Ziegfeld’s 3 Sens 

‘Theatre, W. 424 St. NEW AMSTERDAM | [isit'*ived’ and’ sot 
Erlanger, Dilingbam & Zeigfeld, Mer. Dirs. 

MARILYN MILLER 

“*ROSALIE’’ 
JACK DONAHUE 
458 reserved seats at $1.00 

THEATRE, LYRIC Siktinens, 

RIO RITA. 
381 reserved seats at $1.00 

ZIEGFELD ye *fitinees nurs" eat 
The All-American Musical Comedy 

SHOW BOAT 
NORMA TERRIS HOWARD ans 
EVA PUC SAMMY WHITE Hien’ MORGAN EDNA MAY OLIVER 

and CHARLES WINNINGER 

in with 

   

  

  ARTHUR HOPKINS presents 
THE SEASON'S TWO COMEDY SUCCESSES 

“Burlesque” 
A Comedy 

PLYMOUTH W.. 45th St Eves. 8:30 
Mats. THURS. and SAT. 

MADGE KENNEDY 
in “PARIS BOUND” 

by PHILIP BARRY 

MUSIC BOX Wrst zs Eves. 8:30 
and SAT. 

‘The Theatre Gulld presents ————— 
EUGENE O'NEILL'S play 

Strange Interlude 
JOHN GOLDEN #3st 

Eves. only, 5:90 sharp. 
Dinner Intermtsston at 7:30 

Theatre, 

BERNARD SHAW'S 
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[——| JED HARRIS PRODUCTIONS = 

THEATRE, W. 42nd St. Bre SELWYN Sette Wad. tha St 
“The 

ROYAL FAMILY” 
By Geo. S. Kaufman & Edna Ferber 

HELEN HAYES 
w “COQUETTE” 

Hy, owe Abboi and Aan eaten “Bolas 
MAXINE ELLIOTT 23-28 

Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 

  

  

WINTHROP AMES presents 
GEORGE 

v ARLISS 
in WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S 

it MERCHANT of 
VENICE :BR0spHURSE 

Mats, Wed. & Sat, 
LAST WEEK 2:30. Eves, 8:30 

/ ESCAPE 
  

    

  

  

  

  

Sa 
sexy LAUDER HARRY 

won gd ed BERD RGR aod eer 
at in eae 

rear “TheDoctor’s Dilemma” 

wists “MARCO MILLIONS” with LESLIE HOWARD 
H EVES. 8:40. MATS. 

mst, “TheDoctor’s Dilemma” BOOTH Wan dha 
GUILD P2472, 83 Bae 

——— ||| INA CLAIRE 
.UGHAM’S PORGY Wy SOMBIE BAUS 

By DaBoas: and Dorothy Heywaré with OR NERS guEATRE 

Republic gamer a ||| HENRY Moree eta 

VANDERBILT Pisttsa Be 
KNICKERBOCKER 29 # 88S Pc 

  

THE MUSICAL COMEDY CLASSIC 

Mark Twain's 

A CONNECTICUT 
YANKEE 

Adapted by FIELDS, RODGERS and HART 
  

  

  

‘Thea... W. 44th St, Hives. ERLANGER’S Bivaitis Wed @ Set 
DIR. A. L. ERLANGER 

‘The Great American Song & Dance Show 
The Merry Malones 

WORDS AND Music 
by GEORGE M. COHAN 

150 SINGING AND DANCING COMEDIANS, 
  

lcKORGE 1. 424 St. Eves. 8:30 
wanes APOLLO “iais°wab. ‘tnd at, 

GEORGE WHITE *«., 
ED WYNN 

in MANHATTAN MARY 
with GEORGE WHITE (himself)       

  

CHANIN’S 46th ST. THEA, 
Brenings at 8:25. Matinees WED. and SAT., 2:25 

ts GOOD NEWS! 
“BEST OF THE MUSICAL SHOWS” 

—Charles Brackett in The New Yorker 
with GEORGE OLSEN AND HIS MUSIC 

‘Thea., W. Aith St, Eves, 8:30 BELASCO fit: aiichs! and sat, 230 
DAVID BELASCO presents 

“The Bachelor Father” 
A NEW, COMEDY By Edward Childs Carpenter 

with OUNE | 6 AUBREY |” GEOrrREY 
WALKER SMITH KERR 

With a Noteworthy Cast 
  

ABOLSON 
“THE 

ALL SINGER 
‘TWICE DAILY WARNER Theatre 

  

‘Mr. & Mrs, Martin 
Jobnson in 

“An exceptionally fine ‘film of animal life and 
adventure In Darkest : SIMBA 
Afrlea.”"—New Yorker 

50th STREBT EARL CARROLL uf ivanur 
TWICE DAILY: Matinees, 2:30, $1.10 and 50c. 

Evenings, 8:30, $2.20, $1.65 and $1.10 

  

  An Up-to-the-Minute Mystery Play 

COCK ROBIN 
By ELMER RICE and PHILIP BARRY 

48th ST. THEA. ™** WED. ana sat.         The Greatest Thriller of All 

pp er TON 
INEW_YORK’S Ne 
NEWEST g 
SHUDDER 

46th st.         



THE NEW YORKER 

   Unusual Films 
Direction of Fifth Avenue Playhouse Group, 
5) THAVE, PLAYHOUSE, 66 Fifth Ave. 

“Chang” and Flaherty’s “$24 Island” 
55th 8h PLAYHOUPE, ssth st. B. 

of 7th Ave. 

St. 
‘Von Stroheim’s “Greed” 

And in 

GEORGE PLAYHOUSE, 110 Pine- 
apple St., Brooklyn 

¢CAGO visit the Chicago Playhouse, 
Chi 410 $. Michigan Ave. 

     
        

       Phone Main 1727 for information, 

  

       

A balanced program of cinema 
art and divertissements. Mere 
tal recreation and physical com- 
fort in the world's largest and 
‘most beautiful theatre. A Sym= 
Phony Orchestra and a Gor 

geous Baller. 
SUNDAY CONCERTS 

Every Sunday at 11:30 A. Me 

8 (Nee e 
March 3, 4, 5: “ROSE MARI with Joan Crawford: March 6, B. Warner in’ “French  Dressini Mi : Betty Bronson in. "Opi March 10 to 1 

CHAPLIN in “The Circus. 

  

     

      

  

     
   

   

  

PLAZA THEATRE 
Madison Ave. at 59th St. 

Direction Leo Brecher 
Sat, March 3—“THE FOURFLUSHER,” with GEORGE LEWIS; Sun. & Mon., March 4 and 5— ALICE JOYCE in “13 WASHINGTON SQUARE.” S—RIGARDO CORTEZ in “By Whose Hand,” and “A TEXAS STEER.” Thurs. & Fri., March 8 and Tues. & Wed., March 6 and 7—WILL ROGERS in Vera’ Reynolds" In “Almost Human? 

    

Now THEA, 45th St. W. of Bivay. at KLAW eshte Rudt 2'RE 

A FREE SOUL 
An Appealing Play, Magnificently Acted 
WILLIAM A. BRADY Appearing in a Leading Part 

    

  

“MUSICAL COMEDY AT ITS REST.”—World 
Philip Goodman's Musical Sensation! 

MARY EATON # pO’CLOCK 
OSCAR SHAW tie GIRL 

Pert Kelton, Louls John Bartels, Shaw & Lee 
44TH ST, THEATRE, Eres. Popular 20. * Price Mats., Wed. & Sat. 2:30 

    

  

NATIONAL, 3; {18 Wot By. Bre Mats: Wed. & Sat. 2:30 
A. H. WOODS presents 

“THE TRIAL of 
MARY DUGAN” 

. By Bayard Veiller 
with Ann Harding and Rex Cherryman 
  

  

| GBR? AGLEER presents 

NTERFERENCE By Roland Pertwee and Harold Dearden A thunderingly good murder melodrama "u must all play hookey from home to see —Vreeland, Eve. Telegram 
LYCEUM ee. 45th St... of Bway, Eve. 8:50. "Mats, ‘Thurs, & Sater 230 

  

        
  

and some theatre tickets. The picture 
ends by dropping them back into the 
crowd of a theatre audience, a vast col- 
lection of laughing forms. 

All this is told with brutal detail, 
and with no effort to soften the tell- 
ing. All the tiny happenings of John 
Sims’ life are laid out. His tragedies, 
his happy moments, are probed into by 
the camera without pity. You may 
be occasionally hurt, but you will nev- 
er be bored by the film. The obvious 
comparison for it is “Saturday’s Chil- 
dren” and I hold “The Crowd” to be 
the superior of the two works. The 
camera could give greater scope and 
more patient detail to its story than 
could the stage. 

King Vidor directed, and to him 
probably most of the credit must be 
given. John V. A. Weaver wrote 
the story. Between them they have 
allowed no incongruity to creep in, no 
little motion to go unseen, no nuance 
to escape. Eleanor Boardman and 
James Murray act the part of the 
young couple and they are superb. 
Freddie Burke Frederick takes the part 
of one of the children splendidly. 

I could go on for several hours and 
babble superlatives about “The 
Crowd.” Go and see it and take any 
of your friends that shrug their shoul- 
ders and say, “Oh, the movies.” Let 
them shrug that off. 

AY the Roxy last week was “A Girl 
in Every Port.” It was a senti- 

mentalized account of love by land 
and by sea on the part of a sailor 
played by Victor McLaglen. The main 
theme was along the lines originated 
by Damon and Pythias. A girl broke 
up the happy friendship of two men 
but when she turned out to be what 
one of them described as a tramp the 
two pals walked happily out of the end 
of the picture. 

The Fifty-fifth Street Playhouse 
has been taken over by the Fifth Ave- 
nue Playhouse group, and this theatre 
reopened with “The Trial of Donald 
Westhof.” Unfortunately for the film 
it was presented with a super-enthusi- 
astic blurb preceding it that was not 
warranted by several good stretches of 
the imagination. However, the movie 
was about the best of foreign artistic 
films to come around in a long while 
and you can afford to see it. 

The Paramount had “Love and 
Learn,” with Esther Ralston. It was 
a mild comedy with a few good laughs 
in it. Miss Ralston looks different in 
every picture she plays in. 

The Strand had a sermon on the   
Zo
rr
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RE/TAURANT 

EXCELLENT FOOD 
EFFICIENT SER- 
VICE AND REALLY 
MODERATE PRICES 

PARK AVE. 

ELTINGE £- ¥ 

THESE MODERN 

WOMEN 
‘The Smart Comedy 

with CHRYSTAL HERNE 

  

42a St. 

  

  

  

  

CHANIN'S West 47 St. hen, Bree, 8:20 BILTMORE fish, Well 

“Always Interesting, often exciting, sometimes ri 
In a memorable fare to. moments of bitterly Irenle 

+ A singularly fine American play.’” 

—Robort Littell, Boe. Port 

“ROPE” 

E wo ] 1928 O t Tours. Tours. 
“The Leading Yourist cabin 

chartered CUNAR cinment. 4 
Orderigenial associations 

‘Write for literature. 

ts AVE NEW ‘ORE 
Pia & $51 FivTH 

  

power... 

A STIRRING DRAMA 
OF THE SOUTH 

Rated on, the Popular Novel, "‘“Teoftallow”*       

  

 



fish got 

to swim, 

birds got , 
to fly, people boun 

  

to love the films till they die, 
politely paraphrased the ‘clever 
cinema customer, and why not, 
for what is life without the mov- 
ies, and what are movies without 

78 where 
in “the showdown,” 
paramount’s power- 
ful picture, george 
bancroft and evelyn 
brent, late of 
‘underworld,’? 
sternly battle tropic 
heat to make a soul 
and save a woman 

the paramount 

  

and 
on the stage is partington’s “| pleasing production “hula 
blues,”’ harboring happy 
hawaiians, harmony and the 
paramount stage band 

and 
at the organ, jesse crawford,in 
certain aspects of modern music,berlin, gershwin, butno 
bach—and there are novelties. 

  

and the rivoli— 

united-artists 
where 
gloria swanson gets 
down tocarth,damp, 
steamy, and’ tropie 
in “sadie thomp- 
son,” thatdrenching 
drama of asouth-sea 
sinner by united ar- 
tists.    

. td and the rialto cs 
i Limi} 

iy 

  

  

where 
emil jannings con- 
tinues to arouse the 
fundamental emo- 
tions of even the 
most repressed, by 
his magnificent and 
amazing acting in 
“the last command,” 
a paramount picture. 

  

luxurious and comfortable, 
these are 

publix theatres 
  

  

  

power of faith and prayer called “The 
Shepherd of the Hills.” I lost some 
of my faith in prayer during its show- 
ing because I prayed for half an hour 
for it to end before I got any result. 
On occasions of such a nature I add a 
plea for quick action in my prayers. 

‘HIS week things were rather at a 
low ebb. The Capitol has “The 

Latest from Paris,’ with Norma 
Shearer. It wasn’t even bad. The 
doings concerned a travelling sales- 
woman who fell in love. For a few 
minutes it looked as if she were in 

love with her brother and I was about 
to walk out as a protest but it devel- 
oped that the early impression was 
wrong. She got a gent, and then a 
wicked scheming woman almost took 
him away from her. A lot of gags 
that were put to bed with a fever some 
years ago were up and around again in 
“The Latest from Paris.” 

Bebe Daniels came to the Para- 
mount in an innocuous bit called “Feel 
My Pulse.” Miss Daniels as usual was 
pleasant. The story, and don’t try 
and stop me if you’ve heard it, was 
about a girl who thought she had heart 
trouble and when she went to a sani- 
tarium run by rum runners the excite- 
ment cured her. She also got a hus- 
band, who wasn’t a rum runner but 
was an old newspaper man himself, 
who was out getting the facts of the 
bootlegging trade. Surprise, surprise. 

Madge Bellamy goggled through 
“Soft Living” at the Roxy, which was 
about her ordinary standard only may- 
be a squeak better. Some of it was 
funny, and a lot of it wasn’t. It was 
all about divorce and there was a cyn- 
ical woman in it who made all sorts 
of cracks about marriage and men. 

—OcG, 

Just imagine buying a full-sized bed, 
a dresser, a chest of drawers, spring mat- 
tress, pair of feather pillows, clothes tree, 
chair and blanket, all in solid walnut 
veneer.—Adv. in the Allentown (Pa.) 
Morning Call. 

We simply can’t. 

e 

Here is an evening prayer for the lit- 
the ones, and to me it is very sweet and 
solemn: 
Saviour, tender Shepherd hear me, 

Bless thy little lamb tonight; 
In the darkness be Thou near me, 

Keep me safe till morning light. 
To remove rust from window glass, dip 

cloth in coal oil and rub hard. 
—The Kansas City Star. 

It is sort of sweet and solemn.   

MARCH 3, 1928 

  

BUILDING THRU THE AGES 

  

HE gem of Athens’ 

Acropolis was no hap- 
py accident. Rather, it was 

born of the skill which 
comes only with long study 

and careful planning. 

More than a quarter-cen- 

tury study of the Art of 
Building has brought to 

this firm a commensurate 
skill — reflected in its new 

Apartment Homes. 

Brochure Upon Request 

TISHMAN REALTY 
& CONSTRUCTION COZ 

Owners and Builders since 1898 

NIZLONY, WAM 

      

Sir Frawis Room 
A most distinguished private 
room. May be rented for wed- 
dings, dances, luncheons, parties, 
etc. Service from Drake kitchens. 
Representative will call on request. 

The Drake--440 Park Ave. 
Corner 56th Street 
Alfred C. Ray~Manager 

  

Several grand pianos, autographed by inter 
nationally famous artists who selected and 
used them. 

To be sold, with Baldwin's life-time 
guarantee, ‘at 
Terms arranged. 

BALDWIN PIANO CO. 
Artists’ Dept., 4th Floor 20 East S4th St. 

amazing reductions.
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COURT 
GAMES 

In the Alger Manner 
—Mr. Pell Carries On 

N the year 1922 
M. Jacques 

Worth, then the 
amateur court ten- 
nis champion of 
France, set out 
from Paris on a 

special trip to the Basque country in 
search of a promising young player to 
take the place of the ageing Ferdinand 
Garcin as maitre paumier at the Jeu 
de Paume. Some weeks later he re- 
turned from his mission, and accom- 
panying him was a dark, wiry little 
Basque, some five feet four inches in 
height and twenty-nine years of age, 
whom he had found at St. Jean de 
Luz. 

The young man had never laid hand 
to a court tennis bat. It is doubtful 
whether he had ever seen the game 
played. But he was the champion of 
his native country at pelota and schis- 
tera and possessed the inherent instinct 
of his race for any game played with 
a ball. That, in the eyes of M. Worth, 
was qualification enough for the job, 
and so Pierre Etchebaster was installed 
as maitre paumier. 

Eighteen months later this young 
Basque was over in London defeating 
the professional at Prince’s Club. 
Shortly after he made another trip 
across the channel to convince the most 
skeptical that not even the great Covey 
could afford to concede him a handi- 
cap, and so he became known every- 
where as “Pierre” and took his place in 
the history of courte-paume along with 
Biboche, Garcin and other masters of 
the game. 

Today, Pierre Etchebaster stands as 
the professional champion of France 
and the United States, and in. the opin- 
ion of no less a master than Jay Gould 
it is only a matter of time until he 
will succeed to the throne of George 
Frederick Covey, professional to the 
Hon. N. S. Lytton at Crabbet Park, 
Sussex, as the world’s open champion, 

Here, in brief, you have the re- 
markable history, as told to me by Mr. 
Elbridge Watson of Paris, his man- 
ager, of the player who defeated Jock 
Soutar by the stunning count of seven 
sets to one in their challenge match last 
week at Philadelphia. Any one who 
has played this highly complex game 

  
  

    
will you?” 

“No— something 
better — Medalist 
“CIGAR-ETTES” 

    

  

All Tobacco 
...No Paper 

“Giremeacigarette, 

81 

\) ee 
*CIGAR-erTEs are dif- 
ferent from anything 
you have ever smoked 
--. They are as good 
as Medalist Cigars— 
but smaller ...a mar- 
velous mild blending 
of the three highest 
grade, most expen- 
sive tobaccos in the 
world ... and they are 
the convenient size 

of cigarettes. 

Ten for a quarter, in metal. 

     “TRADE MARK
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of court tennis will tell you that it 
is incredible that a man could advance 
so far in five short years. That is 
hardly time enough in which to learn 
what it is all about, and I’m here to 
say that after close to ten years of ob- 
servation of championship play I’m 
just beginning to understand that when 
the marker calls “Chase the door” 
it doesn’t mean to play tag. 

So convinced were the American 
professionals that it was hopeless for a 
man of Etchebaster’s limited experi- 
ence to cope with a past master like 
Soutar that they ridiculed the idea of 
the championship leaving the country. 
Such also was the prevailing opinion 
at Philadelphia, where they backed the 
bald little Scotsman at odds as high 
as two to one. 

T the start of the match it looked 

as though they were right. It didn’t 
seem as though the Basque could “live” 
in the same court with a killer like 

Jock. But after the score had reached 
4—2 in the defender’s favor and 

Etchebaster had become oriented it was 

a match of another complexion. With 
each game thereafter it became in- 

creasingly apparent that Soutar was not 
in the same class with his challenger, 

that his withering speed was lost 

against a stroke artist who played the 

floor with such deadly accuracy and 

unfailing generalship as to give the 
title holder never a moment’s rest. 

A force for the dedans or the grille 

is a fine shot, if you make it. If you 
don’t you either give your opponent a 
loose set-up or at best lay down a chase 

that is pie to beat. When you play the 
floor you don’t score strokes outright, 
but you lay down chases of a yard 
that are just as good, and in addition 

you run your opponent unmercifully 
to prevent the chase from being 

marked. That is, you do if you are 
as uncannily precise as Etchebaster. 
Soutar is forty-three years old and he 
could scramble for only so long. After 
that his legs gave out. 

With all the machine-like regular- 

ity and concentration of Lacoste, the 

Basque cut down his strokes from one 
side of the court to the other, and sel- 

dom was the chase laid down worse 
than two. Those chases, which the 
challenger crossed over to defend, 
were one reason why Soutar played 
the openings so much. There was no 
other way he could beat them, though 
his game is a “boasting” one anyway. 

In service, too, the Basque had the 
better weapon, for he has the knack 

of getting a drop off the penthouse 
close to the wall better than any play- 

th
e 

lle
 d

e 
Fr
an
ce
, 

yo
u.
ha
ve
 
no
k 

se
en
> 

  

MARCH 3, 1928     
          

of
 

to
 
Sh
e 

M 
t h
av
e 

no
k r

ea
d.
 “

Sr
ad
er
 H

or
n’
 

‘at
 t

he
 e

xo
ti
c 

Y: 

g & 

282 3 
ae ee B 
os i 

& d 
rev

it 

  

pr
e 

y 

- Y
ou. 

pre
f 

Ou
. 
B
o
e
 

er
cu
ry
 

do
 
no
t 

kn
ow
 

ra
ng
e 

In
te
rl
ud
e 

ic
an
. M 

Pi
er
 5

7,
 n

or
th
. 

ri
ve
r,
 
Ma
rc
h.
15
"a
nd
 

I6
 "

>=
 

ha
ve
 
no
k 

Do
ne
ga
n,
 

A 

b Eyo
u 

Y
O
U
 

Ve
n



THE NEW YORKER 

er seen in this country since Gould was 
in his prime. The only way Jock could 
return it was to boast it to the side 
wall. I was sitting in the winning 
gallery on the hazard side, but I won’t 
sit there again when Etchebaster is 
serving and Soutar is boasting, not if 
my nose knows it. Jock’s service was 
a much looser ball, and to give Pierre 
a loose ball is suicidal. 

As to the Frenchman’s sense of an- 
ticipation there was one instance in 
particular when he pulled off as breath- 
taking a maneuver as I have ever seen 
in any game. He had played the ball 
to Jock’s forehand in the corner in 
front of the dedans. As Soutar lifted 
his racquet, like a flash Etchebaster 
darted to the right extremity of the 
net, leaving almost the entire hazard 
side of the court exposed. Soutar, with 
his head down, failed to notice this 
move, boasted the ball to the main wall 
and it caromed off straight at Etche- 
baster, who volleyed it into the dedans. 
When asked after the match why he 
had taken this daring post he stated 
that he saw from the position of Sou- 
tar’s hand how he was going to play 
the shot and the net was the place to 
receive it. 

CTORY for Clarence C. Pell 
in the racquets championship has 

been the accustomed thing since 1915, 
but nevertheless his triumph at Boston 
was not altogether expected. At Tux- 
edo the Hon. C. N. Bruce defeated 
him in three games, just as he had done 
in the English championship last year, 
and it seemed that the Englishman had 
the kind of game that the American 
could not beat, although the style of 
J. C. F. Simpson, the English cham- 
pion, was made to order for him. 

In their meeting in the final at Bos- 
ton, Pell adopted the strategy of put- 
ting everything on Bruce’s backhand 
and played for the last inch of length 
so that the Britisher had to scrape the 
ball off the back wall. These tactics, 
combined with the effectiveness of his 
service, which usually does not go so 
well in the Boston Racquet Club court, enabled Pell to prevent the singles title from journeying across the sea with 
the national doubles. A. D. 

MONDAY AND TUESDAY—“Up in 
Mabel’s Room.” Notice: An officer will be at the door to take the slingshots from the children. They shoot at the screen,— Theatre adv. in the Largo (Fla.) 
Sentinel. 

Criticism, trying to come into its 
own,   

83 

  

CUTEX HAS MADE 

AN ENTIRELY 

NEW LIQUID POLISH 
Cee bright... Natural .. . 

Light and thin on the nails as a 
ray of sunlight. 

Have you longed for the lure of flashing nails? Their glancing sheen with every slightest move- 
ment of your hands? iu4} 

Cutex has captured the 
very sheen itself of such 
nails! . . . Transformed it 
into aliquid thin as air... 
Transparent as sunlight... 

It is an entirely new 
formula! One look at it— 
clear, crystal, fresh-tinted 
—thin as water—tells you. 

For long Northam War- 
ren experimented to pro- 
duce a polish crystal clear 
. «. softly lustrous . . . 
quicker drying. . . endur- 
ing. Now this triumph 
has been achieved in his 
laboratories. It lasts more 
than a week. The Polish 
Remover, used first, 
cleans and dries the nail, 
and makes the polish 

“The New 

CUTEX LIQUID POLISH 
CRYSTAL BRIGHT:: NATURAL:+ ENDURING 

g0 on more smoothly and last longer. 
The new formula is in smart little 

twin bottles, bright as jewels—one for 
the Polish, one for its Remover. The 
two together 50c. The new Polish and 

Remover in standard size 
packages, are 35¢ each. 
If you are frightfully im- 

patient to try it—just tear 
off the coupon and send 
it with 6 cents for the 
dearest, shining little 
sample bottles! 

   

          

      

    

  

Northam Warren, New 
‘York, London, Paris 

Natural Tint—or 
the new Colorless 
with separate Tint 

  

Norra Warren, Dept. Y-2A, 
114 West 17th Street, New York Mail coupon today 

T enclose bc for sam= 
ples of new Cutex 
Liguid Polish and 
Polish Remover, 

  

     



        
    

BUTTER- AND 
EG MAN EPUB R ATOR 

  
   

FEPUGILIST ICEMAN MUSICIAN: poLICEMaN 

AVIATOR 

The Man I Love 
“The Man I Love”—Fox trots, vocal chorus 

“Dream Kisses” —Vocal trio, Ben Bernie and 

his Hotel Roosevelt Orchestra 3771 

“Call of Broadway”’—Fox trot, vocal chorus 

“Without You Sweetheart”? —Vocal Duet, 

‘Vincent Lopezand his Casa Lopez Orchestra 3765 

“Somebody Lied about Me”—Waltz, vocal 
chorus 

“Chloe’—Fox trot, vocal chorus, Colonial Club 

Orchestra 3700 

“Keep Sweeping the Cobwebs off the 
Moon” 

“Together” —Voice and guitar with piano. Nick 
tea 3749 

Always something new on 

Brunswick Records 

wihiiyy Sop 
Sr 
There’s new snap, rhythm and pep in 

Brunswick records 

Y 

PANATROPES:RADIOLAS-RECORDS 
——————   

MUSICAL 

EVENTS 
Johnny Does His Stuff— 
The Fine Italian Hand 
—Back to the Piano—A 
Little Opera in Brooklyn 

UCH being the 
fashion, and a 

piano score of 
Ernst Krenek’s 
“Jonny Spielt 

Gp Auf” being to 
Jobo das hand, let us look 

ahead at this “jazz” opera, which is 
now listed officially for production 
next season by the Metropolitan 
forces. 

    
Admirers of Mr. Klemperer may 

remember some of the instrumental 
evocations of Krenek. One of them, 

as we recall it, prompted a hissing 
party in Mecca Temple of a Sunday 
afternoon. Those who frowned on the 
sibilation upheld the composer as one 
of the splendid, acrid voices of an un- 
settled generation. This strange 
eulogy has been handed in turn to 
almost every worker in atonality, and 
consequently it is absolutely safe to 
hitch it to Krenek. “Jonny Spielt 
Auf” (which could be translated as 
“Johnny Strikes Up” or even “Johnny 
Does His Stuff”) is not quite so pre- 
vailingly dissonantal as some of 
Krenck’s orchestral productions, but it 
is no “Trovatore.” There are dis- 
tinguishable melodies and many trans- 
parent passages, yet we fancy that the 
effect of the music, in performance, 

will be one of traditional modernism. 

‘The rumpus, we think, will centre on 
the libretto, which is the work of the 

composer. 

Librettist Krenek’s hero is Jonny, 

a colored jazz king. Jonny is a pure- 
ly fantastic figure, although some of 

our solemn confréres may be tempted 

to accept him either as a realistic 

presentation of his race or as the 

embodiment of a new era. Krenek 

himself tries to sell this last notion in 

his finale, but there is no reason for 

buying it merely because the librettist 

adds it as a sort of philosophic epilogue 
to his opera. Krenek’s Jonny is a 
European concept only and has no re- 
lation to such valuable entertainers as 

Fletcher Henderson. There is a 

definitely false note struck (apart 
from harmonies which sound that 

way) when Jonny indulges himself 
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You Need Never Pack 
or Unpack Your Innovation! 

ee patented INNOVATION 
“SELECTOR” Hangers swing 

out at the touch of a finger and may 
be transferred to the INNOVATION. 
Back-Board in your closet without 
removing any of the garments. 

At home or abroad INNOVATION’S 
exclusive features give incomparable 
convenience and security. 

At the Better Department Stores 

and Luggage Shops 

Retail Showroom 

10 East 47th Street 

The Companion 
‘This smart new plece of Inno- 
vation Luggage is neither sult cage nor wardrobe trunk, Dut 
combines features of both at a 
cost no higher than a good traveling bag. Itis a fit travel- 
ing mate under all conditions. 

   
      
   
            

the city aren’t really necessary 

—Just wear D’Andrea clothes— 
They'll give you the entrée 

wherever you want to go. 

Ready to Wear and Made to Measure 

D°ANDREA 
BROTHERS. INC. 

MEN’S TAILORS 
587 Fifth Avenwe_berween 47th and 48th Sts. 

TELEPHONE—MURRAY HILL 9100    
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in a near-spiritual, vaguely reminis- 
cent of “Deep River,” or goes Mam- 
my in a bit which includes: 

“Tch werde Alabama 
schauen 

Und meinen lieber Swance River 
nie mehr verlassen.” 

Does Krenek quote “Swanee River” 
here? Yes, ma’am! 

Jonny, a scheming amorist, is 
plausible enough as an individual, ex- 
cept when Krenek gets beyond his 
depth. Anybody who takes Jonny as 
a type is just a trifle simple-minded, 
but if some of the lines, beginning at 
the bottom of page 40 in the piano 
score (don’t rush out to buy one on 
that account! ) are not modified, there 
will be plenty of controversy. 

The story is effective theatrical stuff 
involving a singer, Anita, and three 
men who want her—a composer, a 
violinist, and Jonny. Jonny’ steals 
the violinist’s instrument to avenge 
himself for a bit of unethical work. 
The rest is good melodrama which re- 
solves itself with Jonny sitting, liter- 
ally, on top of the world, doing his 
stuff on the stolen fiddle. For all of 
its pretentiousness, the libretto is bound 
to be a good show and unlike anything 
that the Metropolitan has produced, 
The music cannot be judged fairly un- 
til it has been heard in its orchestral 
version. However, the jazz—which is 
spread throughout the piece—lacks 
authenticity. Krenek does not seem to 
feel at home in this idiom. 

Whatever the shortcomings of 
“Jonny Spielt Auf”—and this sketch 
does not pretend to exhibit them ex- 
haustively—the opera is live stuff, and 
we don’t think that Signor Gatti will 
have much occasion to regret its in- 
clusion in his repertoire. 

W J HEN Mr. Toscanini performed 
the Second Symphony of 

Brahms, there were complaints that he 
had “Ttalianized” the work—com- 
plaints that were answered ably by 
Mr. Chotzinoff with the comment that 
if Mr. Toscanini’s treatment was 
“Ttalian,” then Brahms was “Italian” 
when he composed the Symphony. 
Similarly, when Mr. Serafin made his 
début as a Wagnerian conductor in a 
brilliant performance of “Siegfried” 
at the Metropolitan, some of the critics 
who do not write demurred against 
what they considered an excessive 
lyricism which was attributed to the 
fact that Mr. Serafin is Italian. 

It seems to us that the nationality 
of the two conductors is not the de- 
termining factor in their work. Both 

wieder- 

  

    

  

O long as you neglect to 
combat dread Pyorrhea, 

health is jeopardized. 

This grim foe which ignores 
the teeth and attacks the gums 
takes as its victims 4 out of 5 after 
forty and thousands younger. 
Take this precaution: See 

your dentist every six months. 
And start using Forhan’s for the 
Gums, today. 

As a dentifrice alone, you 
would prefer it. Without the use 
of harsh abrasives, it helps to 
keep teeth clean and restore 
their natural whiteness. Also it 
protects them against acids 

85 

Teeth may be 
flashing white 

STILL. . 

Pyorrhea attacks    
which cause decay. 

But Forhan’s is more than an 
ordinary dentifrice. If used regu- 
larly and in time, it helps to firm 
gums and keeps them sound and 
healthy. And Pyorrhea seldom 
attacks healthy gums. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s today! 
Use this dentifrice every morning 
and night. Massage your gums 

daily with it, following directions 
in booklet that comes with tube. 
This good habit is health insur- 
ance. Two sizes—35c and 60c. 

Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 

Forhan Company, New York 

Forharys for the gums 
YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS
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ae tie = 
The fomous resort hotel of the semi-tropical Bermudas, the Hamilton, where Maxwell House 

Coffee is served exclusively 

At the Hamilton Hotel, 

Bermuda ‘nil 
Tast drop” 

    

—the same rich min-        
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FRENCH PEASANT CHAIR 
SIDE CHAIRS TO MATCH 

  

THE ROBERT GRAVES CO. 
57th St. at 7th Ave. 50 Lafayette Ave. 
NEW YORK BROOKLYN     
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are relentless seekers after the melos 
of a composition—and for a fine dis- 
cussion of melos we refer you to a re- 
cent Saturday article by Mr. Hender- 
son, who clarified in a column the 
whole problem of the melodic line. 
Dr. Muck, whom no one ever has 
thought of calling Italian, operates 
on the same principle. We are fortu- 
nate in having with us two conductors 
who are spectacularly successful in the 
exploitation of the smelos—and they 
happen to be Italians. And yet there 
have been many Italian conductors 
who have been quite as dry as if they 
had been born in... take your 
choice! 

HE obvious furore of Mr. Horo- 
witz is attributable not so much to 

his technical genius and his vitality as 
to his piano playing. This sounds silly, 
perhaps, but we think that much of 
Mr. Horowitz’s way with an audience 
lies in his handling of the piano as a 
piano rather than as an imperfectly 
condensed orchestra or as a medium 
for abstract intellectualities. He plays 
wrong notes and he does curious things 
with the pedals, but the result almost 
invariably is piano music. He has 
helped to restore to the piano its own 
quality, and the response has been 
startling. 

It also is a pleasure to welcome back 
Mr. Orloff, who, like Mr. Horowitz, 
is a piano pianist, as the inventor of 
art artists might have said. Mr. Orloff 
works in a smaller scale than Mr. 
Horowitz, and he is more precise about 
his passages, but he also permits the 
piano to speak for itself. 

VER in Brooklyn, they are hav- 
ing a season of opera in English 

at the Brooklyn Little Theatre. The 
performance of “The Elixir of Love” 
that we heard was not an especially ex- 
pert job except in the handsome set- 
tings of Rudulf Brooks, but the com- 
pany manages its text well and the 
stage direction is at least compe- 
tent. 

The version of the Donizetti opera 
was made by the late H. O. Osgood, 
who converted the recitative into clear 
and amusing dialogue. This sensible 
simplification made life easier for the 
singers, for the alert Mr. Reddick, 

who conducts a none too brilliant or- 
chestra, and for the audience. 

The Little Theatre Opera Com- 
pany is starting modestly, but it shows 
every evidence of intelligent manage- 
ment—for which Kendall K. Mussey 

is to be credited—and it is an institu-
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tion which may deyelop within a few 
years into a worthwhile opera intime. 

—R, A. S. 

CONCERT MUSIC 
RECORDS 

Fresh From Bayreuth— 
Consider the Odeon— 
Tschaikowsky Again— 
Smaller Units 

f Cue Mas- 
terworks Set 

No. 79, containing 
= cleven recordings 

= made in the Wag- 
ner Theatre, at 
Bayreuth, is the al- 

bum for which hungry Wagnerians 
have been waiting. The twenty-two 
sides offer the Transformation, Grail, 
and Flower Maidens scenes from 
“Parsifal,” conducted by Dr. Karl 
Muck; the third-act Prelude and the 
Good Friday music from the same 
opera, led by Siegfried Wagner; three 
Siegfried excerpts, directed by Franz 
von Hoesslin; the entry of the Gods 
into Valhalla from “Rheingold” and 
the Valkyrie Ride, also conducted by 
Herr von Hoesslin. The vocal con- 
tributions are by the Bayreuth chorus, 
Alexander Kipnis, a splendid baritone 
who is familiar to most opera-goers 
here, and Fritz Wolff, a German 
tenor who is a German tenor. 

‘The recording, except for an occa- 
sional veiling, is first rate. Dr. Muck’s 
records are the most stirring, but all 
have merit. Here is a highly recom- 
mended investment in Wagner pre- 
ferred. 

Tschaikowskians will be pleased to 
hear that the E minor Symphony is 
now ready on six records, by Frederick 
Stock and the Chicago Symphony Or- 
chestra. Dr. Stock offers a sane version 
which still is stimulating. Victor is 
the sponsor of this set. 

Victor also does its bit for Wagner 
with two choral excerpts from “Meis- 
tersinger,” by the State Opera Chorus 
and Orchestra of Berlin. This record 
is so good that it just means another 
$1.50 out of the Wagnerian’s income. 

But the Wagnerian isn’t through 
spending! Odeon is now ready with 
flocks of Wagner, and all of the new 
Odeon records are worth hearing. The 
whole bridal duet from “Lohengrin” 
is available on three records. Emmy 
Bettendorf is the soprano, and the 
tenor is Lauritz Melchior, late of the 
Metropolitan, whose singing here is 

  

   

surprisingly easy. ‘There also is the 
“Meistersinger” Quintet, with Mi 
chael Bohnen as Sachs, thrown in for 
good measure. 

Single discs from the month’s out- 
put include: 

Sonc oF THE Fiea and La 
Catunnia (Barber of Seville)— 
Feodor Chaliapin. Just a natural. 
(Victor) 

Mo tty on THe SHore and Cra- 
DLE Sonc—Percy Grainger. The pi- 
anist records brightly his transcriptions 
of a reel and a Brahms air. (Colum- 
bia) 

Der RosenKavatier — Eduard 
Moerike and the State Opera House 
Orchestra, Berlin. The waltz themes, 
well put together, and intoned 
vivaciously. (Odeon) 

FLEpERMAUs OvERTURE — Dajos 
Bela and his Orchestra. A dazzling 
effort, with rather an unusual treat- 
ment of the waltz motives. (Odeon) 

=R. A..S. 
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LADY LOOKING OVER 
CALENDAR DAYS 

Chrysostom and Bonayent— 
These gentlemen [’d scarce lament 
Nor Blasius and Theobald. 
—I might, perhaps, discreet Oswald. 
Philibert sounds rather mild, 
Dionysius almost wild. 
But here’s a name at last for me, 
Who heretofore was fancy-free. 
What day, think you, would be 

propitious 
To meet the pale and pure Sulpitius? 

—Lesiiz G. SHaw 

A FEW GENERAL FACTS ABOUT RIDGE- 
way, Missouri: 3 cafes. 1 hatchery. 2 
dentists. 1 elevator. 4 physicians. 1 under- 
taker. 1 chiropractor. 2 veterinarians. 
1 beauty parlor. 5 cream _ stations. 
2 national banks. 2 freight trains daily. 
1 exclusive gents store. 4 passenger trains 
daily. 1 roller skating rink, one of the 
best in the state. The most accommodat- 
ing station agent on the Burlington lines. 
2 churches, Christian and Methodist, 
both of which have large congregations. 
An auctioneer who “knows his mules” 
and besides being a whale of a good fel- 
low, is an honest to goodness booster. 2 
carpet weavers. An old-fashioned music 
orchestra. Ridgeway has lodges that are 
active—Masonic, Woodman, and Odd- 
fellow lodges, and is home to nearly half 
a hundred of live wide-awake American 
Legion members, all belonging to the 
Opdyke Post, No. 244, of Missouri — 
Circular advertising Ridgeway, Mo. 

Well, it seems silly to live anywhere 
else. 
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“T hear Betty’s given 

up bridge.” 

“Want to know why? 

Whenever she got a 

few dollars ahead, she’d 

get up and leave to shop 

for theatre tickets. One 

day I ruined her style. 

Suggested she phone 

Bascom just above 

44th. She got the seats 

in jigtime, and had to 

sit it out. We're such 

friends, you know.” 

And branches at the 

Biltmore, Plaza, Sa- 

voy-Plaza, Vander- 

bilt, Ambassador 

Commodore, Bel- 

mont, Astor and Mur- 

ray Hill. 

, 

THEATRE TICKETS, 

BOOKS AND MAGAZINES   
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Ate you insuring the “bon” in your 
voyage? Not alone the essentials but 

that infinite number of details of com- 

fort and convenience? Are you cog- 
nizant of what we can offer you with 
our 87 years of experience, our connec- 
tions and our unique proven Organization 
with its 175 conveniently located offices 

Why not 

make your visit to the old world an 
assured, lasting pleasure, by telling us 
about your desires and plans, the time 

100 in Europe alone? 

and funds you can devote to a European 

trip . . . if you prefer travel by wain 
or the more intimate method of seeing 
Europe by motor; or if you wish to 
be in the latest vogue and use the 
fast airplane services; if you wish to 
travel socially with congenial compan- 
ions or with your family or friends . . . 
or individually, as the mood impels. 
‘Whatever your requirements as to itin- 

erary, expense and form of travel we 
gn fill your needs. It costs you 

nothing to consult us, to scrutinize 
our multifarious programs or to 
let us work out your 
independent, individual itinerary. 

own 

The World's Foremost Travel Service 

THOS. COOK 
& SON 

New York Philadelphia Boston 
Baltimore Washington Chicago 

St. Louis San Francisco Los Angeles 
Portland, Ore. Toronto Montreal Vancouver 

  
  

THE ART 

GALLERIES 

A Public Art Museum 
Turns to Art 

HE Metro- 
politan Mu- 

y seum unbends for 
amonth and squan- 
ders some of its 
acres, usually de- 

@ voted to mummies, 
in a showing of 
the masterpieces of 
Spanish art. Just 

why it feels, now and then, an urge 
to enter this strange field of endeavor 
we do not know. We imagine that 
some of the picture dealers must feel 
a little jealous to see their province 
overrun by so rich an establishment 
that can put pictures so handsomely be- 
fore the public. We beseech them to 
be patient, however—the big museum 
wants to do this only once a year. 
Soon the dissemination of aesthetics 
through showing beautiful paintings 
free will drift back to the commercial 
dealers, and the museum will return 
to its dodos. 

“From El Greco to Goya” is the 
title of this year’s annual show. We 
would like to substitute “and” for the 
“to” in the title but, aside from that, 
we found complete satisfaction in the 
masterly collating and intelligent han- 
dling of the exhibit. There are sixty- 
seven numbers in the show, represent- 
ing the best of private collections and 
museums in America. As it is no easy 
matter to beg and borrow so many 
millions of dollars’ worth of oil paint- 
ings from a materialistic country, we 
urge you to grab your opportunity and 
see the show. We even found great 
delight in the catalogue and the sane, 
judicious foreword, a custom not al- 
ways followed in the sacred Metro- 
politan. 

Putting aside for the moment (as 
if we could) our small-boy delight in 
seeing so many persons gasping and 
enjoying the ultra-modern El Greco 
because he was ticketed and presented 
as a safe and sane classic, we found 
a more substantial thrill in the found- 
er of the Spanish tradition than in any 
show for months. Here are paintings 
that the student can visit every day of 
the exhibit for many hours at a time 
and learn more than he could in a 
lifetime of academies. Fortunately the 
museum has hung “The Repentant Pe- 
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Luxury Cruises 

  

JN the short space of 16 days, you visit the 
most interesting islands of the West 

Indies and the Bermudas. You cruise over 
tropical seas on a ship of luxurious comfort — 

S. S. VEENDAM 
This magnificent oil-burning turbine steamer 
is especially designed for tropical cruising. 
All accommodations de-luxe in every detail: 
direct ventilation; broad, cool decks. 

MARCH 17, 1928 
16 DAYS 

Visiting Bermuda, Jamaica, Havana, and 
Nassau in the Bahamas. Rates $230 and up. 
Cruise fares include comprehensive shore ex- 
cursions, carefully arranged and carried out 
by the Frank Tourist Company. For choice 
selection of accommodations, make reserva- 
tions now. 

Illustrated Booklet “5” sent on request 

HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE 
21-24 State Street, New York 

Branch Offices and Agents in all principal Cities 
and FRANK TOURIST CO., 542 Fifth Ave. 

New York 

—_—_—_——_ 

Within and 

Without 
When visiting New York, 
of course, you can do 

without TheAmbassador 
..-but you can do much 
better within it. 

Within it... you enjoy 
the atmosphere created 
by the haute monde of 
two hemispheres...a 
standard of service un- 
surpassed...the unques- 
tioned prestige of an 
address . . . accommoda- 
tions without compari- 
son anywhere within 
the range of rates you’d 
expect elsewhere. 

  

Ambassador 
PARK AVENUE at 51st STREET 

NEW YORK 

J    
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ter” very near Murillo’s “The Im- 
maculate Conception, with a Mirror.” 
If you look at the two drapes, the 
cloak over Peter’s shoulder and the 
robe that adorns the Madonna, and 
get their lesson, you might well be 
excused from classes for a month. To 
us, these two contrasting pictures are 
the Alpha and Omega of the age-old 
fight of the mere journeyman painter 
and the artist of soul. 

In all the El Greco things we were 
immersed in the study of his perfect 
realization of the spaces of a picture. 
No one else seems to have had that 
innate sense of design coupled with 
that perfect sensitivity to values. We 
imagine that a delicate machine could 
locate the highest value in an El Greco 
as the true focal point and, radiating 
from that, the ever-diminishing tones 
of the composition. 

As for Goya, he is a little too near 
the actual bridge over which Dela- 
croix and Manet crossed not to be sus- 
pect. Even the Metropolitan can af- 
ford to be snooty about him. They 
sneak him on the tail-end of their 
sacred kite with a note of apology. 
Here too the student, after his bow 
of reverence to the gentlemen that 
came between the one who began and 
the one who ended Spanish art, can 
find enough for a life-time emulation. 
In the six panels of “The Capture of 
the Brigand by the Monk” (less than 
twelve by sixteen inches) is about all 
that we have learned about painting. 
One of our country’s best artists was 
overheard to say that he would rather 
have the “Binding of the Brigand” 
than the remainder of the Spanish 
show. And we felt that we would like 
to have come to that discovery first. 
The cats and the magpie in the Don 
Manuel portrait are also a day’s work. 
If we can ask the question, however, 
we would like to know who painted 
the “Portrait of a Lady,” attributed to 
Goya. Not our Mr. Goya, we will 
take oath. 

‘The show, as we so often have to 
say of such collected enterprises, may 
never pass your way again. Thirty- 
eight individuals and museums have 
opened their generous hearts for this 
gathering. It runs until the first of 
April. 

TH fifth Opportunity Gallery 
has come up for air. We hear re- 

ports of actual sales. By such brave 
efforts the cause of the unknown 
painter is advanced. In the current 
knock of the lady who raps but once, 
we would even buy the “Providence 

Dollar Ste   
    

Megmidex— PhS hale \ " 

Follow That Urge to See the 
Lands Beyond the Setting Sun 

The old, the new, the fantastic, the beautiful. You find adventure, 
you find fresh interest in the lands of the Orient. 
Go to those countries that intrigue you most. Spend whatever time 

you choose among their storied wonders. 
You touch at Yokohama, Kobe, Shanghai, Hong Kong, and Manila. 

Each port different in character and in its appeal tu the traveler. 
Thusyou see Japan, a miracle of loveliness and modern p ogressive- 

ness. China, her ancient cities, her beautiful temples. Mai ila, a bit of 
old Spain in a tropical setting. 
Here is the opportunity for a new vacation aaventure at but smell 

expense. Roundeep fare to Manila and return by way of Japan ard 
China as low as $750 per capita. (Include Honclulu if you choose.) 
First cabin accommodations and meals are included. 
Or continue Round the World to other lands of keenest interest In all 22 ports 

in 14 countries. Liberal stopovers at any port with identical accommodations on 
subsequent liners. Like a cruise on a private yacht. 

‘You sail ona magnificent President Liner, aristocrat of ships. Broad of beam 
wid steady. Laxutious and experly scived You sleep ima bed acta berth, Rest 
or relax on wide, sunny decks. Enjoy the world-famous cuisine. 
An American Mail Liner sails every two weeks from Seattle for Yokohama, 

Kobe, Shanghai, Hong Kong and Manila. 
A Dollar Liner sails every week from Los Angeles and San Francisco for the 

Orient (via Honolulu) and Round the World From Boston and New York 
fortnightly sailings via Havana, Panama and California From Naples, Genoa 
and Marseilles fortnightly sailings for New York and Bosten. 

For complete information communicate with any ticket or tourist agent or 
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25 AND 32 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 
604 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK. N. Y. 
101 BOURSE BLDG., PHILADELPHIA, PA, 
1018 BESSEMER BLDG., PITTSBURGH, PA, 
ROBERT DOLLAR BLDG., SAN FRANCISCO. 

  

177 STATE ST., BOSTON, MAS 
514 W. SIXTH ST.. LOS ANGELES, CAL 
110 SOUTH DEARBORN St., CHICAGO, ILL. 
DIME BANK BUILDING, DETROIT 
1519 RAILROAD AVENUE SOUTH, SEATTLE 
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Claes tao kW 
by Rosaline Dunn 

(E smartest women in New York's so- 
cial group have adopted me as their 

personal manicurist. Naturally, I am jeal- 
ous of my reputation. And to aid me in 
my work I use only the finest accessories 
money can buy. 

Until recently, my one despair has been 
polishes. I had even vainly tried to pro- 
duce the perfect polish that I had looked 
to others for. 

‘When Paris ushered in the sensible vogue 
of liquid polishes, I breathed a sigh of re- 
lief, But even the most expensive imported 
polishes failed to live up to my expectations. 

I began to believe I was looking for the 
impossible—when I discovered Glazo 
Manicure. 

The Perfect Manicure 
At last I had found the perfect polish for 
the nails. 

Glazo has IT. Every quality that I have 
sought, it has in abundance. It is lasting. 
Its tint is that of beautiful, healthy nails. 
And from one appointment to the next, it 
holds its perfect lustre. 

Then there is Glazo Cuticle Oil to frame 
the nails in exquisite pink cuticle ovals 
which are the perfect setting for dainty, 
white half-moons. For those who prefer 
a cream to an oil, Glazo Cuticle Cream is a 
marvelously healing preparation. 

I would like to show you how I keep 
the nails of my patrons forever smart and 
correctly manicured. 

The coupon will bring you the lesson 
book I have prepared. It tells you how to 
keep busy hands young. 

OF course you can obtain Glazo at all 
the better shops and stores. Its price, in- 
cluding the Remover, 50c. 

  

Miss Rosaline Dunn 
‘The Glazo Co. 
1003 Blair Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 

Please send me your booklet and miniature 
Glazo manicure set, 10¢ enclosed. 

Name.ceeee025 
Street. 
Citys wesecn yes? 

  

    

Harbor” of Mazie White, except that 
she is way above our ante. The show 
has been selected by Henri and of 
course runs toward the sane expression 
of sane things. But it is not all Henri, 
as a Luks show is all Lux. Gregorio 
Prestopino seems to have found escape 
in his Maine landscapes. Leslie Powell 
in his window group, and Francis J. 
Costa in his life, show some merit. 

T= generations of boys who were 
forced by Puritan mores to resort 

to the expedient of writing with chalk 
on the back of the schoolhouse wood 
shed, and later to the reading of 
“Contes Drolatiques,” have come .into 
their own. For now a brave publisher 
of all sorts of things has brought out 
an illustrated edition, and a brave pic- 
ture dealer has been found who will 
give them display. The drawings for 
the forthcoming volume of Balzac, 
done by Ralph Barton, can now be 
seen at Kraushaar’s. If you don’t hap- 
pen to get into the show, we will re- 
port that it is the gentlemen who pre- 
fer blondes, all dressed up for the 
Beaux Arts Ball, and little Lorelei and 
her girl friend Dorothy without any 
clothes on at all. Or if they do have 
clothes, they are pulled up to some 
naughty angle by the wind. As the 
absolutely perfect embodiment of what 
a publisher wants for his Balzac to 
make it sell, we would say that the 
pictures are successful. We might add 
that they might err on the side of 
successful pictorialization of bawdy 
whimsy. We know our Freud well 
enough to guess that the publishers 
may well beware of overtraining their 
readers. To read the word is to im- 
agine, to see the graphic representation 
is to eliminate one of the processes that 
makes our little reveries what they are 
today. 

Was has an interim show 
of drawings from the French. 

They are all classics, starting with the 
Picassos and then working back 
through the delightful Guys, Renoir 
and Cézanne to Oudry and Greuze. 
We were glad to see some Hubert 
Robert, new to us, a Prud’hon and 
some Louis Moreau. It is an exhibi- 
tion for the experts and those who 
know their stuff. 

ANSO is one whose career we have 
followed with some interest. 

Time being an arbitrary thing, it is 
not so easy for an artist to mark off 
his phases by the simple expedient of 
a yearly show. We would say that   
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It is only natural that 
you should stop with us 

a when in 
Philadel- 
phia. 

Robert 
Thormann, 

Manager 
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Ganso has gone ahead further in the 
past twelvemonth than in the preced- 
ing three years. We would think that 
it might even startle Mr. Ganso to 
compare the still life of burning zin- 
nias of this year’s vintage with the set 
piece of apples and jug of a year ago. 
His memory of having done the two 
canvases is the only link. The new 
Ganso, then, we find a deal more rich 
and a great deal deeper. The fact 
that he has trained so well with Pascin 
does not bother us so much. For we 
feel that he has taken what he wanted 
from Pascin and will now go on be- 
ing Ganso again. His landscapes have 
more life and color and have been sim- 
plified in composition. In his graphic 
examples, Ganso is about where he was 
last year. Or we should rather say 
that he was pretty good then, and has 
managed to make his color catch up to 
his drawing and lithography. The ex- 
hibit is at Weyhe Galleries. 

Sharing the same show is Alexander 
Calder, who makes wire sculpture, al- 
most while you wait. Only geniuses 
should take art seriously. The others 
should have more fun with it. Mr. 
Calder points a moral to those who 
spend a life hewing stone and then 
have nothing more than a frog or 
water baby. Calder is a deep satirist 
and whether it is Cal Coolidge, a 
laughing policeman or a flat cat, he 
shows a human insight missing from 
ninety-nine per cent of the sculpture 
turned out today. If you liked Hidal- 
go, or Arno, or even Hogarth, we 
think you would like Calder. 

OME big shows will be yours 
when this appears. With drums, 

press agents, committees of society 
women and free sandwiches for news- 
papers, Lord & Taylor will follow the 
long line of department stores which 
have devoted space to the modern 
French art... . The Associated Deal- 
ers of America bring out their wares 
to show their strength. Last year’s 
show was noteworthy for one artist in 
a group of several hundred painters 
—Ryder. « Those who like John 
Sargent can find his drawings at the 
Grand Central Galleries. ... William 
Zorach will have his sculpture on at 
Kraushaar’s. . . . Early American 
miniatures will be shown at the Ne- 
vard Galleries. . . . Warren Davis 
etchings and drawings can be found 
at Harlow, McDonald. . . . A small 
intimate show of the Société Anonyme 
is on at the Arts Council room. The 
artists are distinguished but the rooms 
are not always open, so better phone 
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MOMENTS EMBARRASSING 

When you meet Cynthia, 

the college widow, for the first time in 

ten years and call her Helen . . . be non- 

chalant . . . light a MURAD cigarette.     © 1928, P. Lorillard Co., Eet. 1760 
      

  

  

  
  

8 
FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE 

Tue New Yorker, 
25 West 45th Street, New York. 

Please enter my subscription to THE New Yorker for one 
year. I enclose check for $5.00. 

(PostacE: Canada, 50c; Foreign, $1.00 additional per year) 

Subscribers ordering a change of address are requested to notify us at least 
three weeks prior to the date of the issue with which it is to take effect. 

tate pete alltel tat pls petal 5 Salis i pats,



  

To Biarritz 
for Easter .... 

To go to Biarritz for Easter is to declare 
oneself ‘of the world” . . . the time chosen 
by the world’s most popular Prince in 
which to drop down to the Cote des 
Basques . . . where the Polo Club flies 
pennants in honor of a visiting King who 
swings an expert mallet... 
Of course you know the doings at the 
Chiberta Golf Club... and at the Bar 
Basque . .. and about the teas on the 
most exclusive of polo grounds... in 
between chukkers the Great and Spec- 
tacular of five capitals stroll against the 
backdrop of the Pyrenees... And the 
Casino. . and that convenient feeling 

  

of being near to the hunting at Pau... 
Now is the time to sail for one of the 
smartest of ‘little seasons’ .. . Those who 
know their ‘crossings’ will, of course, sail 
in the BERENGARIA (March 2nd) with 

  

enough time to shop in Paris... or in 
the AQUITANIA (March 21st) which has a 
special understanding with the ‘Biarritz 
Special’ -.. 

Easter Sunday is April 8th this year. The Cunard offices have full informa. tion on the smart Biarrits Season, and will be glad to send a booklet which is by way of being a social revelation. 

CUNARD 
LINE 

® 
See Your Local Agent 

  

1840-EICHTY-EIGHT-YEARS.OF-SERVICE-1928   

first. . . . Alfred Stieglitz brings on 
twenty-eight new paintings by Oscar 
Bluemner. . . . The G.R.D. Gallery, 
at 58 West Fifty-fifth Street, is a 
new addition to our art life. It is in 
memory of Gladys R. Dick, who was 
one of the best of the younger women 
painters. The first show will be of 
Besson, Donnelly, Lewis, and Picken. 
. ++ Elizabeth Curtis is having a show 
at the Durand-Ruel Galleries. . 
Henry 8. Eddy and George H. Clem- 
ents are having exhibitions at Bab- 
cock’s. —M. P. 

PORTRAITS ON 
THUMBNAILS 

I—Cross-town Bus Driver 
Enthroned behind  plate-glass and 

regally 
Mounted upon a dais of solid leather, 
Paying small heed to gods or 

passersby, 
He muses on the changes of the 

weather. 

Cynical, little giv’n to idle gossip, 
He nods but never answers when 

addressed. 
The crowds affect him not, nor 

graceful ladies; 
He guides his kingdom east and guides 

it west. 

I1—Lady Into Saks 
She steps from running board to curb 
On polished patent-leather toes, 
Adjusts her wrap with flawless pride, 
With flawless grace assumes a pose; 
Nods to her chauffeur to remain, 
Surveys the Avenue, uncertain, 
And then with matchless, crystal scorn 
Enters the gilded portal. . . . Curtain. 

III—A fternoon in a Mansion 
Four lackeys and a Belgian maid 
Attempt to calm the heir apparent 
Who wants another macaroon. 
And they would choke him, but they 

daren’t. 

The hostess rests. The week-end prince 
Pockets a trifling diamond bangle, 
Sniffs at the warm champagne and sets 
‘The Rembrandts at a proper angle. 

—Irma BranveEIs 

There were no occupants in the house, 
which burned to the ground without as- 
sistance from the fire department—W ar- 
ren (Pa.) Tribune. 

Who apparently were letting well 
enough alone. 
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a Party! 
It’s the cheese that adds 
the ‘‘snap’’ to any 
“feed”? and the snappiest 
cheese is Snappy Cheese 
—and Snappy Cheese— 

the is ‘‘Shefford’? 
original. 

Girls—help the boys 
with the “party.” 
Send for our new 
Recipe Book. 
SHEFFORD CHEESE CO. 

441 Fulton St. 
Syracuse, N. 

nsffors 
Snappy Cheese 

    

  

    

  

   

    

Have you played 

“HORSES”? 
The most fascinating 

game you ever played! 

“Horses” fits your card 
table. Ponies, track, make- 
up boards, chips an’ every- 
thing Aer number can play. 

Play “Horses” at your 
next party, when bridge be- 
gins to bore. 

If you can't get “Horses” 
at your dealer —send us 
$5.00. We'll ship it post 

haste post-paid. 
MODERN MAKERS, INC. 

8 Hopper St., Utica, N.Y. 
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BOXING 
Ace of the Ring — 
Champion Frog-face — 
Training at Stillman’s 

RAINING for 
their fight last 

week, Sergeant 
Sammy Baker and 
Ace Hudkins 
worked out in the 
same ring at Still- 

man’s gym on Eighth Avenue. ‘The 
boys from the poolrooms who stand 
around in Stillman’s in the afternoons 
had a good chance to compare them 
and the wise ones were picking Baker 
who looked good at five to nine. 
They had a recent memory of Hud- 
kins in action in the Garden on that 
evening which the Ace spent trying to 
keep Lew Tendler from falling down 
after he had hit him—old Lew Ten- 
dler with a beer-belly, looking very 
little like the man who once matched 
speed with Benny Leonard. 

T hadn’t seen Baker since the night 
at the Yankee Stadium last spring 
when he scored a technical knockout 
over Hudkins. Quite a few fans 
thought the referee was making a mis- 
take—that Hudkins, even with one eye 
closed and the other on the way, could 
have kept coming on the way he al- 
ways does. Of course, he might have 
been able to, but he looked pretty sick. 
And there was another reason for 
stopping the fight—Hudkins had to be 
on his feet for a little ceremony which 
was to take place afterward. 

It was one of those public presenta- 
tions the appropriateness of which de- 
pends on the outcome of an event 
which, when the ceremony is planned, 
has not yet taken place. If the prin- 
cipals have guessed wrong the whole 
affair goes flooey. Hudkins’ guess had 
been way out. 

Ace Hudkins is not a shrinking 
violet. He is full of confidence and 
rhetoric, as perhaps all good battlers 
should be. He was sure that he would 
beat Baker, and to celebrate his pros- 
pective victory he thought some kind 
of public function was only appro- 
priate. He invited Charles Lindbergh 
to come up and see him fight. 

This was just after Lindbergh had 
gotten back from Paris. If Hudkins 
had invited King George of England 
to come up and see him fight no one 
would have been nearly as interested. 

Hudkins and Lindbergh are friends. 
Anyway, that was the story that got 
out. Hudkins comes from Nebraska 
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    A smart new Golf Shoe by Delman—featuring an unusually high 
fitting arch for a low-heeled Shoe. The Shoe is made on an ex- 
ceptionally fine fitting last. The high arch and heel elevation 
make this Shoe a decided improvement over the ordinary low- 
heeled Golf Shoe—whose tendency is to throw the weight back- 
wards. In Beige or Tan Waterproof Linen with tip and saddle 
of Brown Lizard—Crepe Rubber Sole and Heel. Price $18.50. 

DELMAN SHOE SALON ¢ 558 Madison Ave. ¢ NEW YORK CITY



       
      
        

    

    

BY CABLE TO 
ANY STEAMER 
IN ANY PORT 
-~1O LAST ALL 
THE WAY OVER 
OR BACK... 

SAVOY-~PLAZA 
NEW YORK 

TELEPHONE REGENT 8060 

    

  

  

25 bs ties or 

DAL CMATEC CESTEVERS yak 

At Sedgefield Inn, alll caddies are trained 
diplomats. Acute observers as to the flight 
of the bail, they are tactfully blind as 
to the manner of its flitting. Their service 
is African unction to the golfing breast. 
. «+ Incidental, but it helps make a stay at 
Sedgefield Inn enjoyable. Located near 
Greensboro, N.C., a short night’s ride 
from New York, Sedgefield Inn's a happy 
spot for that unusual week-end. Golf, rid- 
ing, fox hunting, dancing—and within 
easy motoring reach of Pinehurst. . . . 
Send for our brochure, although we 
warn you it'll look like a booklet. 

     
SEDEEMIELD INN 
SEDGEFIELD..CREENSEORO NC, 

    

SOCIAL COACHING |     

  

  

Spring suits and cos- 
tumes done in the 
newer fashion, made 
from interestingly 
sedan folie: 

118 EAST 60" STR 
Tel. Regent 3464 

RIVERSIDE, CONN. 
Consider the View of the Early Bird 

If you intend to buy or rent in time for summer res- 
Idenee—and if you are interested in locating on or 
near the Sound—please know that this ts an unusu- 
ally early season, ‘The time to act 1s here. By phon- 
Ing Lanier & Company, Sound Beach 976, or writing 
to Box 612, Sound Beach, you will recelve intelli- 
gent ald In obtaining JUST WHAT YOU WANT. 

  

Self-Consciousness Overcome 
Personality Developed 

Smart Social Conversation Taught 
Personal Instruction or by Mail 

MLLE. LOUISE 
PARK CENTRAL Circle 8000 
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and it was said that there he went 
to school with Lindbergh. 

The night was warm and full of 
mist. Under the pour of light in the 
middle of the ball field the little roped 
square with the mist over it looked like 
a block of white stone in which the 
figures of the fighters and referee had 
been carved by a sculptor and some- 
how set in motion. Hudkins kept rush- 
ing Baker in his usual style while the 
Sergeant backed away and countered 
with a hard jab and a straight right 
that shook Ace Hudkins to his heels. 
Hudkins’ eye had already closed when 
Lindbergh in a tuxedo with Mayor 
Walker and a cordon of cops came 
through the east gate and started to- 
ward the ring. 

I mention the fact that the Mayor 
was in the party as a way of saying 
that it was late. That was what made 
the trouble. If Lindbergh had paid 
his tribute to Hudkins before the fight 
everything might have been all right. 
As it was he had to get in the ring 
when it was over and give Hudkins 
his present—a pair of nice new boxing 
gloves with a card inscribed: “From 
the Ace of the Air to the Ace of the 
Ring.” 
-Hudkins, groggy with his blue eye 

and puffed face, must have wished 
that Joe Humphries hadn’t yelled this 
presentation quite so loud. But a little 
while later on the Pacific Coast he 
revenged himself by getting a decision 
over the Sergeant. 

“Two great club fighters,” the post- 
ers said announcing the Hudkins- 
Baker argument. That is an under- 
statement. Either man might be wel- 
terweight champion if Joe Dundee 
would work. 

Now that Tony Canzoneri has a 
4 title let us hope he won’t follow 
the example of Dundee or Mickey 
Walker in ducking the logical con- 
tenders in his class. Not that there 
is much danger of that. Canzoneri has 
always been ready to meet all comers. 
In the last three months he has fought 
oftener and developed faster than any 
fighter in any class. 

Tt was only two years ago that 
Goldman, Canzoneri’s manager, 
matched his man to meet Bushy Gra- 
ham in the Commonwealth Sporting 
Club in Harlem. Jess McMahon, who 
now makes the Garden matches, was 
running the Harlem club then. He 
liked Canzoneri right away. The Har- 
lem crowd liked him too, and nick- 
named him “frog-face.”      Before that they say Canzoneri
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had been shining shoes in an of- 
fice building in New Orleans. One of 
the New Orleans sports who came to 
him for shines was Pete Herman, then 
bantam champ. When Herman heard 
that Canzoneri wanted to fight he sent 
him to Goldman, his own manager, 
who brought him to New York. 

‘Tony Canzoneri came on fast. He 
drew well and got all the matches he 
could handle. Since he was under 
twenty-one his bouts were limited by 
law to six rounds but that was all the 
time he needed to beat Georgie Mack, 
Young Montreal, Archie Bell, Sammy 
Nabel, and Jacinto Valdez. 
Women seem to like featherweight 

fights. There were a lot of them in 
the Garden when Canzoneri won 
Benny Bass’ title. They all stood up 
and screamed, drowning the voice of 
Scoodles Rheinfeld in Bass’ corner 
yelling, “Six—seven—eight” when 
Canzoneri dropped the champion for 
a count. 

That fall in the third round broke 
Bass’ collar-bone. Through the next 
twelve rounds he didn’t know he had 
a right arm except when he was look- 
ing at it; it was numb to the forearm, 
yet this right, always balanced for a 
knockout, was what kept Canzoneri 
away and evened up the later rounds 
till the decision might have gone to 
either man. Canzoneri is a great fight- 
er but the next time they meet I’m 
going to get two dollars down on Bass. 
Don’t bet on fights. 

Like Baker and Hudkins, Can- 
zoneri trains at Stillman’s. If you’ve 
never seen it this place is worth a 
visit. It is a big wooden loft made 
into two floors—upstairs, a room fitted 
with light and heavy bags and space 
for rope-skipping and shadow-boxing; 
downstairs, two rings and a row of 
benches. Behind each ring is a mirror 
which enables the spectators to see 
from every angle what is going on. As 
you look from the rings to the figures 
flickering and stabbing in the mirrors 
you have a sense of watching a fight 
and the movie of a fight at the same 
time. You get both for a quarter. It 
would be worth that just to find how 
good the air tastes when you get out 
on Eighth Avenue. —N. B., Jr. 

DAWN, a monthly publication. Uses 
fiction with special interest to Protes- 
tants, teaching a moral. Photographs 
used of women’s fashions—millinery, 
coats, dresses, lingerie, and bathing suits 
when attractively displayed on living 
models—Notice in The Writer's 
Monthly. 

Living Protestant madels?   
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Economical 

and 

ready to 

use 
   SUMORO ORANGE is real 

orange juice—concentrated and 
sweetened, with a dash of lemon 
juice added. It is ready to use 
instantly and it mixes perfectly 
with other beverages. It con- 
tains no preservatives. Try 
SUMORO ORANGE in punches 
and mixed drinks. Whenever 
the recipe calls for orange juice! 
Order from your dealer today! 

Sole distributors 
CANADA DRY GINGER ALE 

INCORPORATED 
25 West 43rd Street, New York 

the SUMORO 
bottle 

“Norway * 
Cruises 

De luxe Cruises from England to 
Norway, North Cape and Northern 
Capitals by the Cruising Steamers 
“ARCADIAN” and “ARAGUAYA,” 12 to 21 
days, during June, July and August. 
IRELAND—SCOTLAND CRUISES 

Two delightful cruises by luxurious 
ocean liner “AVON”—Around Ire- 
land, Aug. 10th, 15 days— Around 
Scotland, Aug. 25th, 14 days. 
For reservations, or illustrated booklets, apply to 

THE ROYAL MAIL 
STEAM PACKET Co. 

EW YORK BOSTON SEATTLE VANCOUVER MONTREAL 
\_ orany authorized steamship agent / 

POLO PONIES 
EXCLUSIVELY 

ny + __ Write today to (ips 
Lone 1stanp poro states [I Ss 
a RT 

  

    
     Ask your dealer 

for details of 
the big $3000 
Recipe Contest. 

     
      

        

        
    

        

     
25¢ 

  

    
   

     

  

        

  

    

    
   
   

   

Maple Grove 
Cream 

TRULY RURAL!!! 
is the tang of this pure, delightful Maple Grove Cream-—a soft spread for cakes, sandwiches, waffles, etc. Booklet ‘of other Maple Grove Products ‘is yours for the asking. 
MAPLE GROVE 

Restaurant and Candy Shop 
(Vermont Maple Products) 

206 West 57th St., N. Y. 
Circle 8046 
  

  

    

‘Does the silver sparkle on your table? 
5 36-plece set renovated $8.00, 

   

  

ee 
(CA MURRAY HILL 2161 

a for estimates, 
Felt Sees Mra Beate Obert rept reece tg nena Joy Silver & Specialty Co, 67 W. Adth St, NOY. C. 

  

     
    

404 So. Main St., Freeport, Long Istand Phone Freenort 5:       
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If Your 

Lease Ends 

in October 
and you wish a most 
unusual home, inspect 
the few remaining dup- 
lex suites at the Dorset. 

    

       
    

           

     

     

        
     

       
    

  
   

Studio-living roomsas large 
as 30 feet, 18 feechigh. Wood- 
burning fireplaces. A foyer, 
with an intriguing stairway 
connecting both floors. Extra 

| large chambers. Commodious 
closets. And a glorious roof- 

f] cerrace—one over 50 feet long 
and 40 feet wide, 

   

   

   

  

   

    

{ A limited number of Simplex 
apartments at reasonable rentals, 
A few Suites for Transients. 

W.A.BuEscHER, Manager 

THE DORSET 
30 West 54th Street. 

ADJOINING, FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK’S MOST BEAUTIFUL HOTEL      
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INCORPORATED 
22 EAST 55" STREET. N-Y 

SHORTHAND 
sHoRTHAND & IN’ ONE MONTH TYPEWRITING 

Miller, By Prof. who taught at 
Columbia University FIVE YEARS 

M ILLER, INSTITUT F SHORTHAND 
1465 Broadway at 42nd St., N. Y. City 

(This 1s not a Correspondence Course) 

  
ARTHURGILMORE|   
  

HE amiable 
Mr. Doug- 

las Goldring has 
a most decided 
flair for passion- 
atediatribes 
against certain 
groups which 
have annoyed 
him. His talent 
for describing 
with angry ac- 
curacy and com- 
mendable_vivid- 
ness the foibles 
of London’s literary sets has been ex- 

ercised in turn on Chelsea, Blooms- 

bury and Hampstead. “Nobody 
Knows” was bitter about studios and 
Chelsea, while “Facade,” his latest, 
starts with a party in Hampstead and 
takes in a hectic Michael Arlen turn 

in Mayfair with all its attendant 

cocktails and moonlight swimming 
parties described with loathing instead 

of love. Mr. Goldring, I repeat, can 
make these gatherings painfully real. 
‘The interminable talk, drink, smoke 

and silliness seem as tiring and dis- 

integrating to the reader as to him- 

self. 
But I cannot understand how his sense 

of consistency can square his fanatical 
and crusading horror of a bunch of 

inebriates and degenerates in London 

with a cooing tenderness for exactly 

the same kind of group in Paris, the 
same kind of group and in many cases 
the same individuals who, a few chap- 

ters back, we have been told are lepers 
in the sight of any decent South Eng- 

lishman, Mr. Goldring must spend a 
great deal of his time in the Bohemian 
racket he finds disfigures London; one 

wonders why, since he hates it all so 
much, he cannot tear himself away to 

the seclusion of Minorca or Majorca 

permanently. 
“Facade” is the story of a poet of 

genius, who has forced himself into 
novel and playwriting to support his 
young and frivolous wife, obliged to 
play “ghost” for a glib journalist dram- 
atist because he has not the necessary 

assurance or appearance to put his own 

stuff across successfully. The slick and 

shallow dramatist swipes his play, his 
fame and his adored young wife. Rex, 
the hero who lacks what Mr. Goldring 

calls “Facade,” disappears from Lon- 
don and is finally killed, after writing 

poems which are a guarantee of post-   
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READING AND WRITING 
More Mayfair 

humous _ honors. 
We leave the 

puppets of this 
tragi- comedy 
dancing from 
Mr. Goldring’s 
intentionally ir- 
onic fingers in 
their appointed 
places. Rex, now 
dead, is deified 
and hung with 
laurels even by 
formerly distrust- 
ful Philistines, 

his widow has married her lover, the 
dramatist, and together they are join- 
ing hands to build a monument to the 
fame of the man they tricked out of 
life. 

It would have been a grand book 
if some restrained and powerful writer 
had inserted each sling and arrow into 
the St. Sebastian hero, without pushing 
them in with Mr. Goldring’s violence. 
Had the story been handled with Leon- 
ard Merrick’s sentimental cynicism, 
“Facade” would be a pleasant tale of 
life’s irony, but Mr. Goldring’s re- 
grettable passion for preaching destroys 
many of his points by over-emphasis. 
From Socratic dialogues, from the 
hero’s soliloquies and from little asides 
to the reader we learn all of the auth- 
or’s prejudices. Most violently he dis- 
likes America and the Americans. 
Like the highbrow parties he excori- 
ates, they seem to be famfliar annoy- 
ances. Again, I wonder why, since 
Mr. Goldring hates us so, he should 
continue to see us. 

To those few readers who like to 
collect anti-American slurs by Eng- 
lish authors much given to lecturing, 
visiting and gathering royalties in these 
United States, I commend the first 
mild salvo on page 55, contrasting the 
fine comradeship between English men 
and women with the American atti- 
tude to women which our English au- 
thor condemns as “completely charac- 
ter rotting.” ‘The two prime character 
rotters he claims are the filling of hot 
water bottles and the making of tea 
for ailing wives. ‘There is something 
pretty disgusting to Mr. Goldring in 
these cherishing attentions. 

The “filthy promiscuity” of Ameri- 
can women, the “profound insult and 
injury the romantic gallantry of 
American men really was,” the little 
quips and inaccurate attempts at cap-
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turing the American vernacular are a 
few rounds of ammunition which lead 
up to the roar of anti-American can- 
non that thunders from pages 133 to 
136. He sums up everything with 
the simple comprehensive statement 
(placed in italics lest you should miss 
it) that there is no American code of 
honor. Other nations have different 
codes, yes; the Americans, none at all. 
I like the last cannon-ball, particu- 
larly: “As an Englishman . . . you 
have a subconscious distrust of Amer- 
ica of which you are scarcely aware.” 
From this sentence the reader passes on 
to “In regard to the War and the 
Peace, America has ‘slipped one over 
on you,’ it only entered the War to 
safeguard its investments, and having 
secured its loot with the minimum 
amount of bloodshed, has proceeded to 
extract its pound of flesh from its gal- 
lant Allies, whilst administering school- 
masterish admonitions to them about 
the advantages of good behavior.” 
Now that’s not so bad for a subcon- 
scious distrust of which a fellow is 
scarcely aware. If that’s the way he 

feels subconsciously, isn’t it lucky Mr. 
Goldring has just left our shores be- 
fore full realization smote him? 
‘There’s lots more in “Facade” against 
and anent us but these bits will do for 
my own collection of anti-Americana. 

OST-WAR German literature is 

just a little confusing to this sim- 

ple mind. There is something about 
it, something awfully good, but I can’t 
quite catch it. I need a Morleyphone 
or a small ear-trumpet or a new pair 
of spectacles. All the way through 

“Maria Capponi,” by René Schickele, 
I floundered, feeling as if I were read- 

ing it in the original and missing at 

least half the words; it was like a 

Reinhardt production when one can’t 

understand German. I can remember 
how “difficult” the first translations I 
read of Dostoievski and Turgenev 
seemed. Perhaps it was the first per- 
son singular which was distracting. I 
don’t like “I” books very well. Even 

my woolly lack of appreciation faded, 
however, at the reading of the excel- 

lent last chapters which record the 
feelings of an Alsatian family—half 
French, half German in sympathy— 
when the French troops reéntered the 
country. But the love affair of the 
children in Venice didn’t get me at 
all, not at all. This isn’t a book re- 

view, but a confession of failure. I 
have a sneaking suspicion that any real 
highbrow would like this bulky novel 
tremendously, —N, H. 
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MYSTIKUM Perfume is 
ferent—it possesses the unex- 
plained property of changing 
most subtly to express the per- 
sonality of the user. 
Always identical when pur- 
chased MYSTIKUM is never 
quite the same on any two 
women. 

Truly it is EUROPE’s PERFUME 
or mystery! 
MYSTIKUM, imported for the 
delight of American women, is 
available in all toiletries of 
SCHERK excellence at the 
better department stores and 
more exclusive shops. 

LUDWIG SCHERK Incorporated 
Sixty-Seven Irving PIL, N. Y. ©. 

  

  

  

  
   

A TRU LY GREAT 

    

    
   

  

   

   

    

    

MY LIFE 
by Isadora Duncan 

a great soul could have 

ormaned the courage to 

make this complete self 

revelation of a life that only 

a great genius and a great 

could have lived. 
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BY A TRULY GREAT among the world’s great 

tobiographies. 
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THE 

PLAZA 
RESTAURANT= 

—one location only, 

Madison Ave., at 60th St. 

is naturally associated in New 
York with delightful food. 
For fifteen years, the Plaza 
Restaurant has been famous 
for its after-theatre snacks 
—tempting sandwiches— 
and unusual delicacies. 

Discriminating New Yorkers 
and Cosmopolitan visitors en- 
joy the pleasing service and 
the leisurely atmosphere. 

Prompt Deliveries on Telephone 
Orders from Delicatessen 

Department 
OPEN 24 HOURS A DAY 

THE 

PLAZA 
RES TAURANT~ 

645 MADISON AVENUE 
BETWEEN 59™& 60" ST 

TEL. REGenr 
7194-~95 

  
       

  

By the Roman Splendor Ships to GENOA or 
NAPLES the enchanting gateways to 
the continent. 

ROMA DUILIO 
March 10—Aprill4. March24—April28 

‘The Popular Cabin Class Steamer 
COLOMBO 
April2—May 9 

Sitmar De Luxe Connecting Line from 
Naples and Genoa to Egypt, Asia Minor, 
Constantinople. 

Mlustrated Booklets, rates and full information 
‘Sent on request. 

NAVIGAZIONS Geel + ITALIANA 

Italia America Shipping Corp., General Agents 
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AVOID RENO AND PARIS 

Marital Muddles Mended 

Confidential Consultations 

Write for appointment 
E. O., c/o New Yorker 25 W. 45th St.       

AMONG THE 

NEW BOOKS 
Fiction 

Uppermost in our mind are: 

Tue Way Turnes Arg, by E. M. Dela- 
field (Harper). A leisurely novel about 
the English countryside. Always read- 
able and often extremely funny. 

Mrs. Crannock, by W. Somerset Maugham 
(Doubleday, Doran). A new and slight- 
ly revised edition of an early Maugham 
novel. Still remarkable for its freshness 
and vivid portrayal of human emotions. 

Tue_ Bonney Famuty, by Ruth Suckow 
(Knopf). A placid naturalistic novel 
about rural Iowa, in characteristic vein, 

Two Forsyte Inrertupes, by John, Gals- 
worthy (Scribner). Slight links in the 
Forsyte chain. 

Tue Bressinc or Pan, by Lord Dunsany 
(Putnam). Eerie pipings from the hills 
prove irresistible to the ladies of Wold- 
ing. Dunsany’s usual cake with a bit less 
frosting this time. 

    

And we still recall with pleasure: 

Tue Last Post, by Ford Madox Ford 
(A. & C. Boni). Novemner Niawt, by 
the anonymous author of “Miss Tiverton 
Goes Out” (Bobbs-Merrill). Crrtes oF 
tHE PLAIN, by Marcel Proust; translated 
by C. K. Scott Moncrieff (4. & C. 
‘Boni). 

Tue Crime Wave 
Mystery stories that mystify: 

Tue Monx or Hamateron, by Armstrong 
Livingston (Henkle). A thoroughly un- 
popular man meets his Maker. We didn’t 
guess the murderer. Recommended. 

Tur Orn Dark House, by J. B. Priestley 
(Harper). Storm-bound travellers in the 
Welsh mountains spend a hectic night in 
an ill-omened house. Recommended. 

Tracepy at RavenstHorre, by J. J. Con- 
nington (Little, Brown). Robbery and 
murder in an English country house by a 
writer of mystery stories who knows how. 

SHot on THE Downs, by Victor L. White- 
church (Duffield). If we may generalize 
from this exciting story, Canon White- 
church’s congregation stays awake. 

THe Proressor’s Porson, by Neil Gordon 
(Harcourt, Brace). A rather dull story 
of the efforts of international crooks to 
steal the formula for a powerful new 
poison gas. 

THe Crock SrrmKes Two, by Henry 
Kitchell Webster (Bobbs-Merrill). Read 
it for yourself. It’s good. 

Tue Horseman or Dearx, by Anthony 
Wynne (Lippincott). This is not up to 
the author’s other Dr. Hailey books. Con- 
fused and often absurd. ; 

Mr. Fortune, Prease, by H. C. Bailey 
(Dutton). Reggie Fortune is almost our 
favorite detective. Six first class short 
stories. 

TRACKS IN THE SNow, by Lord Charnwood 
(Dial). A good plot and good writing 
combined in this novel by the distin- 
guished biographer of Lincoln. 

THe Devic or Psr-Linc, by Herbert As- 
bury (Macy-Masius). Devil worship and 
4 few murders provide ample shud- 

lers. 

GENERAL 
Our immediate enthusiasms are: 

New York Is Nor America, by Ford Mad- 
ox Ford (A. & C. Boni). An English- 
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ntranced by her , adorable, hair-free 
skin... Why shouldn’t he be?... ZIP de- 
stroys ‘every trace of unwanted as 
well as the dark shadows under the skin 
«2+» because it gently lifts out the roo 
simply, painlessly, and harmlessly. ..Unlike 
depilatories which leave the roots to thrive. 
DELINEATOR says with depilatories it 

will come back rather soon. Never shave it off 
Never have superfluous hair removed by ray.”* 
By taking it off with ZIP"* you get a surface 
‘smooth as silk... explicit directions come with 
if, follow them, and reieice.”” 
At my Salon, ZIP treatment or FREB 

DEMONSTRATION 
hi » 562 FIFTH 

AVENUE 
5 NEW YORK 

(Bat. on 46th St.) Phone Bryant 3627 
Note: The address above is the only author- 
ized ZIP treatment salon in greater New York 

bal creanons JOROERV Kew vorn 

       
     

          
     

An Apartment Hotel J 
of Supreme Excellence 

Gf Ron by people 
who appreciate the 

finer distinctions of good. 
living. 

One to seven rooms 

ONE ELEVEN EAST FIFTY SIXTH ST. 
(Just Off Park Avenue ) 
‘Telephone Plaza 8601 

New York
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man writes with a disarming urbanity 
about New York, which he likes, and 
about the rest of America, which he mis- 
understands. 

DeFEeNce or THE West, by Henri Massis 
(Harcourt, Brace). ‘European culture 
militantly and eloquently upheld against 
Spengler and the current intellectual in- 
vasion from the East. 

Proper Srupres, by Aldous Huxley (Dou- 
bleday, Doran), Illuminating slants at 
some modern problems and idiosyncrasies 
in characteristic Huxley style. 

Tue Great American Bann Wacon, by 
Charles Merz (John Day). The Ameri- 
can state of mind reported with skill, 
and with a fairness and good humor that 
makes an unusually effective satire. Cork- 
ing entertainment. 

Disrasxt, by André Maurois (Appleton). 
Sympathetic biography that is never as 
brilliant as its hero. 

Orners Ape, by Humbert Wolfe (Dou- 
bleday, Doran). Some rare jewels from 
the Greek Anthology reset in graceful 
English verse. 

Jute pe Lesprvassr, by the Marquis de 
Ségur (Dutton). Once again the Eight- 
eenth Century, and a brilliant woman un- 
lucky in love. 

A Man or Learwine, by Nelson Antrim 
Crawford (Little, Brown). A satirical 
portrait of a go-getter university execu- 
tive. 

On a Parts Rounpasout, by Jan Gordon 
(Dodd, Mead). Amiable anecdote and 
incident culled in Parisian byways. 

Less recent: 

Auprey Berarpstey: THe CLowN, THE 
Harteguin, THE Prerror or Hrs Acs, 
by Haldane MacFall (Simon & Schus- 
ter). FuemisH Art, by Roger Fry 
(Brentano). _Rosesrrerre’s RIsz AND 
Fatt, by G. Lenotre (Doran). Oxives 
or Enpiess Acer, by Henry Noel Brails- 
ford (Harper). 

SUNLIGHT 
‘The narrow street is awash with light; 

Window and doorway, glittering 
bright. 

Snow in the gutter, cold as a star— 
Lord, what idiots you and I are! 

CANDLELIGHT 

I will remember this if I can, 
‘The candle, blown by your quick 

breath’s fan, 
‘Your eyes, dark with shadow or pain, 
And at my door, the sound of rain; 
The smell of your overcoat, rough 

and wet... 
And did you kiss me? I forget. 

—ELsPETH 

Henry Ehrman, N & W brakeman, is 
the proud father of a lively little baby 
girl which arrived at his Kendall Avenue 
home. Mrs. Ehrman is visiting relatives 
in Jeffersonville—Portsmouth (O.) 
Times. 

Seems as though in this case his 
pride is justified, 
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10 East 49th Street 

  “Step this way, dearie, 
If you would waist your figure 
From one who knows, it’s 

MARJORIE DORK 
—selentiically slenderizes— Sereates perfect proportions— 
—restores gentle curves to thin bodies 
Stmoulds and preserves facial contours— 

MARJORIE DORK 
Est. 1910 
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MYRA KINGSLEY 
HOROSCOPES $10 

Send the date of your birth, year, month, 
place, and the hour if possible. Personal 
interviews by appointment. 
683 LEXINGTON AVE. Plaza 7867     
  

  

    

STUDENT 
CRUISE 
TOURS 

via the MEDITERRANEAN   

  

OKSHELVES- BUILT y 
Of any dimensions 
and arranged as 

you desire 
Write or phone for details 

THE BOOKSHELVERS 
517-A East 139th St. N.Y. [fi 
Telephone: Mott Haven 5680       

Shore excursions Gibraltar, Algiers, Pale 
ermo, Naples, Genoa. Our bannersailing 
S.S.COLOMRO, July 2nd, entire tourist 
class specially chartered. Exclusively 
American tourists. Organized entertain~ 
ment, swimming pool, dancing, ete. 

Conducted Tours all-expense $425. 
Independent. Bookings ‘any. port $133, 

INTERCOLLEGIATE TRAVEL BUREAU 
2929 Broadway, N.Y YELlowstone 7983 
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For Example, You Save $1120.00 Now 
on the Furnishings of this Executive Office 

0 OO 

You New Yorkers know the Executive Office Furniture that William F. Wholey Company carries, 
because you have been buying it for the past three years—hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of it. 
Now comes your chance to get the same fine furniture at savings that make it cost no more than ordinary 
office furniture. 

A HOME DESK THE “WHITTIER” 
By Globe-Wernicke A Clemco Suite 

Reductions from 

10% to 50% 
       

  

Just the thing for Three entire floors from 36th ‘The deat in wale 
siady corner or at S43 Street to 37th Street are devoted aut ‘cab with SEBO io. ogany oF ; jenuine Burl wal- 
Walnut. As illustrated 48” wide. to showrooms. Everything you S panelled drawer fronts, ete.,       require or may require is offered 

—for the Business Office, Exec- 
utive Office, and Home—sixty- 
two carloads of new, perfect fur- 
niture direct from the factories 
of America’s three leading man- 
ufacturers. 
Come in today while lines are 

complete! 

The WILLIAM F. WHOLEY CO. dic 
EQUIPMENT SPECIALISTS 

ll East 36th Street - - - - - - New York City 

Telephone Caledonia 9810 

Regularly $63.00. 

GLOBE-WERNICKE 
BOOKCASES 

All period designs, mahogany, wal- 
nut and oak. This 
one, 3 sections, base ae #3 
353.00. 

regularly $240.00. 

LUXURIOUS 
EASY CHAIRS 

Many pleasing designs and colors 
ieee wid ced 

SIZE ierrvcivoie ret 
ularly $170. 

  
  

             
    

Furniture Offered in This Sale Is of These Famous Makes of Known Value; 

GLOBE-WERNICKE . . DOTEN-DUNTON . . CLEMCO 
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creator of the 

Famous ANGELUS Lip Stick 
eAnnounces 

his sensational new shades 

SUR*REISE 
and 

SUR: DOWR 
There will be no middle course in your 
opinion of Louis Philippe’s new Angelus 
lipstick shades— Sun-Rise and Sun-Down. 
You will either adore them — enor- 
mously—or you will remain faithful 

to your present lipstick (which, in 

all probability, is Louis Philippe’s 
Sun-Orange or Raspberry — the 
most famous lipsticks on Fifth 

Avenue.) For in Louis 

Philippe’s newest and most 

brilliant achievements— 
Sun-Rise and Sun-Down 
you will find shades 
that are ravishingly 
beautiful — differ- 
ent. And each in 

anew container 

that you will 
adore. 
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—in a case as fascinating and ‘a y —in rich gilt, covered with red 
smart as the lipstick itself. a — ( and black lacquer-like finish. 

/ 
OBTAINABLE AT 

B. Altman Tord & Taylor Franklin Simon 
Bonwit-Teller  Oppenheim-Collins Stern Brothers 

Jay-Thorpe Saks-Fifth Avenue John Wanamaker 

  

    

  

     



  

  

      
"Take care of 
your voice 
— smoke 
LUCKIES 

“It’s toasted” 
No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 
    

         


