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Given a tremendous white elephant,
show how to produce a handsome
profit. This problem has been neatly
solved by the owners of the French Ca-
sino. The food and drinks are good,
but some customers think a share of
the Casino’s success is due to the chorus

HIS friend of mine is Ward Little and he comes

from Bluefield, West Virginia, and he seems to

know more about Broadway than I do. When I

met him at his hotel, I suggested the various
things a visitor to the city might like to see, but he
said no he didn’t care about the Empire State, he
didn’t care about Rockefeller Center and he didn’t
care about Grant’s Tomb, but he and Mrs. Little were
going to see the French Casino.

It seems that the coal business has been good
lately and lots of people from Bluefield have been com-
ing to New York and what they returned home full
of were stories about the French Casino.

“A meal and a show—all for one price,” explained
Ward.

We went up at a quarter of seven, which is a lit-
tle early, the place only opening at six thirty, but the
lobby was full and we started getting that rush from
the captains which is part of the Casino atmosphere.
Anybody avoiding a headwaiter there would be an
open-field runner like Tuffy Leemans. We admitted
guiltily that we had no reservations but it seemed to
make no difference and by that time the coatroom
girls were stripping us of our outer wrappings and
the captain was leading us through that forest of
tables to a spot on the fourth tier of the auditorium.
Ward knew all about it.

“It’s the old Earl Carroll theater,” he explained.
“They ripped out the seats and put in tables.”

A larger circular platform stuck out in front of
the regular stage. On each side of the stage was an
orchestra and the patrons were dancing. The lower
floor was jammed with tables and they ran up the
sides of the auditorium and ended with a lot more of
them in what had been the second balcony of the
theater. The first balcony has been turned into a
cocktail bar, where a four-piece Negro orchestra was
playing.

The show started at eight o’clock and ran for two
hours, with an intermission halfway through for
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dancing. It is what is known as a spectacle, and runs
heavily on the side of nudity, but done with taste and
a lack of naughty words. With the exception of a
couple of songs, which nobody listens to, it is a non-
talk show. What knocked Mr. and Mrs. Little dead
were the production numbers. The French Casino
goes in heavy for them. . .. Those stately walks by
beautiful gals with headdresses and G strings. They
resemble the spectacular numbers of the late Florenz
Ziegfeld and of the more recent George White and
Earl Carroll.

The Littles were having some trouble in eating
and looking at the same time. The battle reached its
climax in the mirror number when Mr. Little had his
choice of carving his steak or of watching sixty cho-
rines go through gyrations which made it look as if
they were walking up the back wall of the stage.

“Uh-gg,” said Mr. Little, simultaneously pointing
with his fork and trying to swallow.

The show went on, patrons kept coming, the wai*-

ers kept serving. On the stage appeared a cancan
number, in the midst of which a chorus girl walked
sedately toward the audience clothed in nothing but
a cigarette girl’s tray. This was broken up by a pan-
tomimic act by two tramps, much in the tradition of
Joe Jackson and Marcel; very funny. The featured
star was Cinda Glenn, who had been born in Chicago
and was a star on the French stage, and had now re-
turned in a comedy contortionist act which was wow-
ing the guests from Bluefield and elsewhere.

When the show ended in a grand roar of music
and a grand mélange of female forms, the crowd went
back to dancing on the stage, drinking in the cocktail
lounge and finishing their meals. At the midnight
show the added attraction was Rudy Vallee’s band for
dancing. By the middle of the first show the Casino
was jammed, the total patrons being served on that
historic night being 3,684 and the receipts in the
neighborhood of $16,000, which makes the French
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EVER fiy with that little mant” 1 advice you
can heal all over Germany-’ The little man 10

questim Ernst Udet, 3% daring stunt
flyer as ever 1ived. ginece the end of the world
War, from ich he emerged wit 4 among

cond only to that 0 von Ri¢

many’s 3¢ of aces, h en doing he ™OS sen:
satmona& fiying frick e has ad ach an
ncred'\b\e ot 0 haxr.bread scapes om ath that
only the most reckless 34 fello Germans will

in the T with him, ause it ommon belie
thatUdet’s phen nendl € 4 luck cal posst 1y sur-
yive M chlonge th ous b ts 1o nich be con-
stantly uts 1

Last mmex his luck 2 sost & ted h

At Wavnemuende, n No Germa coast,
while Colonel narles Lind rgh Was ere on & visit,
Udet, Who jg n chief of the Te al partment
of the Germa v Ministry» was @ monstrat’mg a
pew plang when sudden\y wen pieces igh up )
the ai¥ with extraotdinarv PYO 5 and coolnesss
he kic ed hix self cleals 1eaped £ reckage 18
a parachute, got it to op n wWne he was dang rous\
close to the ground, nded ¥ ith @ ump, nd/\vhi\e
onlookers shuddere and covere {heir €v€ seran-
pled to his feet, smiling

e had gome nasty uts a wren hed leg- But
what of it? Lindberg Tus up to co ratulate him

n his escape- The tWO <hook h as. W thin 2 wee

Udet was ack ab his v AL 1D the day's
work

1 calted Udet 2 short ime 880 at the huge
prand-ne e puilding which houses the offices o

rmann Goering, ‘azi Ger-
i fer walking

us
That eeme sadd . F he conse-
uences of letting mela holy grip am too pard, !
hurried&y asked

@ What Wa 1e most Jangerous minute in youy
whole 1ife?

Yo 14 suppose who has had scores
of the narro ¢ ki § escapes fyrom violent death
would 1€ nute more ¥ hoose the right an-
swer o suc uest at Ude didn't .

«The most dangerous minute tnrough hich L ever
1ived,” he answered instantlys “eame { very long

)

’

2go.
“Where‘!"

“AL Wamemuende.
«When L'mdbergh wWas

stunts for Tim?”
He no
For a 1€ ds he 100k into space as if
yeliving h preathless minute ¥ sNna ched
for his P chute an t do down, faster
nd fastel fow hat 1ooked \ike tain and ter-
rible death.
in anothe mome ¢ had n o memory
Agan he W2 vegard me 1 that clear eve a
quizzica\ smile of his.
ydet has peen crazy pout ¥ g since early bOY-
od. In 1909 he was oné of the founder of an 0T
anization ambitious alled ¥ “Aer Club of
M\mich,” in which oldest M€ her Wad thirteen
and th young Those W e d hen the
ghrilling pione ng ights of Wilbur yville
Wright wer il sensationd xploits fresh 10 the
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