Chile, is fighting Joe Louis, a

mulatto from Alabama, in Madi-
ison Square Garden for the world’s
heavyweight championship, for two rea-
sons:

1. Arturo is considered a safe oppo-
nent for Promoter Mike Jacobs to risk
his million-dollar asset against in an
indoor bout that can’t gross much more
than $100,000.

2. Arturo had the foresight and acu-
men to engage Al Weill as his manager.

It isn’t every manager, or in fact, ev-
ery thousandth one, who can get his
new fighter a crack at pugilism’s biggest
prize to start off their partnership. In
fact, I don’t think it has ever been done
before.

Weill was able to do it for Godoy be-
cause he’s the most astute manager of
fighters in the business. And he’s the
shrewdest manager for two reasons:

1. He never had a boxing glove on in
his life except when stretching it for one
of his fighters, and therefore isn’t handi-
capped by a technical knowledge of the
trade, which might serve only to confuse
him.

2. His mind isn’t cluttered up with a

ZE RTURO GODOY, a mestizo from
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lot of book learning that would take
up space in his brain now needed for
scheming.

Weill is a squat Alsatian in the middle
forties who crucifies the King’s English
every time he opens his yap and is
known in the profession as the Weskit
King. This sobriquet dates back to
his salad days when the proof of his last
pudding was always to be found on the
vest. As Al hustled around trying to
spear any napping boffoes he encoun-
tered, it used to be said by rivals—no
doubt motivated by professional jeal-
ousy—that ‘“the coat and pants do all
the work but The Vest gets all the
gravy.”

“The Vest” began in the town of
Gebweiler in Alsace-Lorraine, forty-
four years ago. At the age of thirteen
he decided to give Alsace-Lorraine back
to the French and Germans or which-
ever of them didn’t happen to own it at
the moment and come to America. His
father sailed with him.

“We came storage because the old
gent didn’t have no sugar,” explains Al.

Arriving in New York, he found to his
dismay that it was necessary for him to
attend school for 133 days before he

would be eligible for a working certifi-
cate. His anguish at thus being thrust
harshly in contact with book learning is
still reflected on his fat, round face
when he recalls the harrowing experi-
ence. In school he picked up an East
Side accent more genuine than that of
a native gamin, but little else, and later
he entered commerce as a shipping
clerk’s third assistant in a wholesale
hosiery factory.

Retired at Fifteen

“That’s where I foist loined about
boxing,” he likes to relate. “Boxing hos-
iery for shipment. I knew every kind of
a sock there wuz.”

Mr. Weill often coins bon mots like
these without any preparation what-
soever.

The embryo fight manager quickly
found out there were no coconuts to be
had nailing up boxes all day so he man-
aged to have himself transferred to the
sales department. At fifteen he was
selling veiling, chiffon and other fluffy
stuff to the trade.

One night in his wholesale house the
boy prodigy, now getting five dollars a

week plus ten per cent commission for
his sales, was asked by one of the more
important salesmen to carry his big
sample case up to the Grand Central
Station after he had finished his job.
Weill protested that he had to go home
and say Kaddish for his deceased mother
—Kaddish being a prayer for the dead
that must be recited daily for eleven
months without interruption. The boss
said Al would have to lug the sample
case to the station, Kaddish or no Kad-
dish, so Al quit. He likes to cite this inci-
dent now as an example of his piety and
filial devotion. True, he admits he
wouldn’t have had to say Kaddish that
night if he hadn’t forgotten to say it in
the morning when he should have, but
that was just an oversight on his part,
he says. Besides, it was a long drill up
to the Grand Central, lugging that heavy
sample case, and even at that age our
hero was nobody’s lug.

Now he had his first taste of loafing
and he liked it so much it became
chronic. Already, the kid was showing
the earmarks of a great fight manager.
His grandmother, with whom he lived,
put up with Al’s idleness for a few

(Continued on page 32)
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International Trucks and Tractors
Cut Costs and Save Time on
Gigantic Water Conductor Project

Gay, glamorous Rio de Janeiro moves
ahead on its march of progress. A gigantic
engineering project is under way to bring
crystal-pure water from the mountains to
the beautiful capital of Brazil. Sixty miles
of twisting, turning, up-hill and down-
hill aqueduct construction crosses the col-
orful Brazilian scene to bring the need and
the source together.

Thirteen thousand 22,000-pound iron
and concrete tubes will carry the water.
Carrying the tubes to their places in the line
called for another kind of transportation
—modern heavy-duty International Trucks.

The great project demanded the bestin
engineering skill, business organization,
and reliable equipment. Dahne,Conceigao
& Cia. (AdductoraRibeirdoDasLagesS. A))
was awarded the contract. International
Trucks and Diesel TracTracTors “rolled
down to Rio” and shouldered the job of
clearing, grading, and preparing the

Copyright 1940, by Inter

INTERN

right-of-way; transporting tubes, mate-
rials, and supplies; and easing the heavy
tubes into the trench without cracking.
Through the past year the snake-like
line has progressed steadily across the val-
leys and over the hills. Soon, far-sighted
Rio will enjoy the full benefits of its new-
est utility. Thanks to the ability and de-
pendability of 18 International Trucks
and 9 Diesel International TracTracTors,
a great city’s dream becomes reality!
The world is dotted with such records
of International achievement. If yox have
a hauling job to do, there’s a powerful In-
ternational that’s built and styled for your
work. Sizes range from Half-Ton Light
Delivery to powerful Six-Wheelers. Ask
the nearest International Dealer or Com-
pany-owned Branch for a demonstration.

INTERNATIONAL HARVESTER COMPANY

(INCORPORATED)
180 N. Michigan Ave. Chicago, Illinois

ATIONAL TRUCKS




The Special De Luxe Sport Sedan, $802*

This dynamic new Chevrolet for 1940, with

its lightning-flash Valve-in-Head pace, is the

greatest action car in the entire low-price field!

The streets and avenues and high-
ways of the nation are alive with new
Chevrolets!

And when we say ‘‘alive’’ with them
we refer not only to great Chevrolet
popularity, to brilliant Chevrolet
styling, to sparkling Chevrolet colors,
but also to the quick, lively, vigorous
tempo which Chevrolet performance
lends to the traffic stream.

For here is the greatest action car
of the low-price field . . . the car that
out-accelerates, out-climbs, out-
performs all others in its price range
. . . and does it with maximum safety

and with minimum cost for gas, oil
and upkeep!

And the reason is that Chevrolet
for ’40 is the only low-priced car with
a super-silent, super-vitalized Valve-
in-Head Engine, just as it’s the only
low-priced car with new ‘‘Royal Clip-
per’’ Styling, Exclusive Vacuum-
Power Shift and ‘‘The Ride Royal*.”’

“Chevrolet’s FIRST Again!”’ ... It
takes them all in acceleration, on the
hills, and in all-round value, too!...
All of which will become crystal-
clear to you if you will take time
out to eye it, try it, buy it—today!

CHEVROLET MOTOR DIVISION, General Motors Sales Corporation, DETROIT, MICHIGAN

"CHEVROLETS FIRST Again

*On Special De Luxe and Master De Luxe Series

LOW-PRICED
" CARS - - -
on the Hills!.
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looked out of the corners of his eyes,
and managed to get a pretty fair view;
the man was tall and dark and unde-
niably handsome; he was well-dressed;
he leaned against the wall in a grace-
ful, relaxed manner that somehow gave
the impression of alertness. Apparently,

- he did no more than glance at Gregg.

“I’'m not sure,” thought Mr. Stuart.

After all, his two glimpses of Lynn’s
assailant the previous night had not
been clear. He reflected that there were
many tall, dark young men in New York
—perhaps even several who lived in this
very apartment house. Chances were
this wasn’t the man at all. He certainly
looked like a good, average, healthy
young American—with nothing sinister
about him. Gregg guessed him to be
about thirty, and by profession . . . ?
Gregg shrugged. That was carrying
conjecture pretty far. At any rate, he
seemed totally disinterested in Gregg
or his movements, and so Mr. Stuart
walked past him and into the court-
yard.

The five stairways giving access to the
various groups led upward from a flag-
stoned courtyard that had responded
pleasantly enough to the builders’ efforts
at landscaping. There were potted ever-
greens and a bit of a fountain set on a
postage-stamp plot of discouraged grass.
Just behind the two brick entrance pil-
lars, Gregg noticed an office with a tele-
phone switchboard and a trim young
operator. He walked firmly toward the
doorway marked “C.” Up then to apart-
ment four. He fitted the key in the lock,
opened the door and entered. “So this,”
he said to himself, “is Paris.”

SILLY that he should get a thrill from
being in her apartment. It was an
oddly homelike little place, simple and
tasteful. There was a narrow foyer, off
which hanging closets, kitchenette and
bathroom opened. To his left was a
square living room. There was a pleas-
ingly soft rug on the floor; a wide, com-
fortable, inviting couch; a club chair, a
wing chair, a gate-leg table, a tiny desk
on the top of which was a single, exqui-
site Wedgwood pitcher; a bookshelf in
which were a few dozen well-selected
books ranging from popular novels to
books on art—all of which looked as
though they were well-loved and well-
read . . . and a sliding panel back of
which he peeped to find a door bed.

It was the sort of tiny apartment for
which she had prepared him, the sort of
apartment in which he would naturally
and logically expect to find her living;
the apartment of a young lady of taste
and manners and intelligence—and of
not too great affluence.

“About fifty dollars a month,” he re-
flected, “which would fit in pretty ac-
curately with what she told me about
herself and her work.” The furnishings,
the atmosphere—everything fitted. They
checked with everything except what he
had encountered the night before. Noth-
ing seemed to blend with that, nor with
the young man standing watch near the
entrance.

He produced her list of instructions,
found and dusted the suitcase, and
busied himself with the tasks she had
set him. The hanging closets were amply
congested. Neat, simple, correct clothes;
stylish without being extreme; good
without being expensive. The place was
immaculately clean, scrupulously neat.
Her lingerie, of which there was rather
a profusion, was beautiful.

He lifted the suitcase and started for
the door. Outside, on the sidewalk, a
quick glance assured him that the tall
young man was maintaining his vigil.
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Continued from page 19

But if the dark stranger was interested
in Gregg, he gave no sign. Gregg was
sure that the man wasn’t even looking
his way. ...

Lynn was waiting for him, still clad in
his ridiculously ample dressing gown.
She seemed brighter than when he had
left, and he looked at her severely. He
said, “Now I know all.”

“All what?”

“You'd be surprised. And why didn’t
you tell me that you liked tomato
juice?”

“My icebox. It has betrayed me.” She
grabbed for the suitcase. “Mind if I slip
into something normal? Perhaps it’ll be
good for our morale.”

The bedroom door closed behind her,
and Gregg rambled into the Kkitchen.
Frenzy eyed him askance for a few mo-
ments and then ventured a remark:

He hesitated for a moment. “Sit down,
Lynn.”

“Your word is my law,” she smiled,
seating herself.

“I'm not trying to intrude, really.”
His manner was grave. “But I've got
to ask you something.”

“I can take it.”

“YOUR friend of last night—the young
man with the homicidal tendency—
is he about my height, average breadth
and weight, black hair and eyebrows,
clean-shaven, eyes set a trifle too close
together, but otherwise rather nice-look-
ing, and do you happen to know whether
he owns a gray tweed topcoat with a
half-belted back?”

Her eyes were wide as she asked, “He
was there?”

“A man answering that description.”

“I understand the author himself didn't guess
the murderer till the wvery last chapter” ..oirs sucrmuno

“Miss Harrison sho is quality folks,
Mistuh Gregg.”
“You think so?”
“Yassuh. I know so. I c'n tell.”
“Well, don’t. It’s a secret.”

GREGG was back in the living room
when she reappeared. She stood be-
hind the iron grille of the dining alcove
for a moment and he said, “Can this be
true?”
“It can,” she said. “Believe it or not.”
He himself had taken that outfit from
her clothes closet, but then it had had
no personality. Now, as she wore it—it
did things. Or maybe she did things to
it. Navy and white, simple enough—
and yet. He said, “You look as though
you own the dress. Most women don’t.”
“A shrewd and flattering observation,
Mr. Stuart. And now . ..” She moved
down into the living room and ap-
proached him, “Tell me what hap-
pened.”

“What did he do?” She was fright-
ened.

“Nothing. I don’t believe he recog-
nized me, or connected me with you at
all.”

She said tonelessly, “He was waiting
for me. ... I'm not going home.”

‘No ...?”

She said, “While you were out I used
your telephone. I've been talking to my
boss.” She traced an intricate pattern
on the rug with the toe of one infini-
tesimal shoe. “My vacation is overdue.
This is our slack season. I'm taking a
month off.”

“Does he know anything about this
setup?”’

“Nobody does.”

“You're running away from this man
Rick?”

‘(Yes-”

“What good will it do to escape for
a month? Won't he still be here when
you come back?”
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“Probably not.”

“Where are you going?”

“Away,” she answered.
decided yet.”

“You’ll need more clothes. I'll get ’em
for you.”

“You seem to be destined to do lots
of things for me.”

His eyes held hers levelly, and he
said quietly, “I hope so.”

“I'm going somewhere that’s quiet
and restful and sort of—lost.”

He walked to the window and stood
for a few moments staring down at the
crawling traffic. When he turned back
to her he was smiling, and his eyes were
speculative. He asked, casually enough:
“Did you ever hear of a place called
Karnak?”

“Egypt,” she announced proudly. “I
almost went there once when I almost
went on a Mediterranean cruise.”

“This is another Karnak. It’s way
down south in Dixie where the cotton
blossoms grow. It’s really a very lovely
spot. You'll like it.”

“I...?” She stared at him, gratitude
and protest in her eyes. “What have I
got to do with it?”

There was a great deal of warmth
and of friendship in the smile he gave
her.

“I'm going there—right away,” he
said. “I'm taking you with me.”

“l haven’t

HE came close to him and took both

his hands. “Do you mind my telling
you,” she said, looking up into his clear
gray eyes, “that you are the nicest per-
son I have ever met?”

His face flushed. “I rather like it.”

“You're brave, you’re generous—"

“Now listen . . .”

“You listen. 'm talking. Because you
must understand. What I've gone
through in the last eighteen hours seems
more than worth while because I've met
you. I'm not paying a compliment;
I'm simply stating a fact. And I know
that you are really sincere in this
invitation . . . but, Mister, I'm not
having any. It simply isn’t in the cards
for us.”

“May 1 ask why?”

“You'll always be asking me that, it
seems.” She smiled a little. “Can you
take it, Gregg?” .

“I’ve been known to.”

“All right then—try this.” He could
see that she was embarrassed and
afraid. “You're getting to like me, aren’t
you?”

“You express it mildly.”

“There’s your answer. Please. . . .
I’'m not being coquettish or coy—God
forbid! I'm trying to be intelligent. I'm
trying to make you see that you haven’t
had a chance. I needed help, and you
came roaring up in shining armor and
saved me. Generations of romantic
tradition are working on you. You’d
keep on with that sort of thing . .. and
you’d find yourself involved in some-
thing that is cheap and sordid and nasty.
That’s why I'm saying No.”

He was still holding her hands when
he said, “You’ll never convince me,
Lynn, that there could be anything
cheap or sordid or nasty about you.”

“I could kiss you for that.”

“Go ahead.”

“I shall. ...” She moved closer, then
drew back suddenly. “I'd better not.”
Their eyes were clear and they were
both a trifle breathless. The moment
passed. She said, “You have odd ideas
about how a girl should try to retain
her sanity.”

“I'm not particularly anxious for you
to retain yours.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of. You're
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not thinking clearly. You're an infernal
sentimentalist.”

“And you’re a very sweet girl.
what does that make both of us?”

“Unfortunate.” She changed her
tone. “Sit down, please.”

“The ayes have it.” He dropped into
the worn club chair. “Let’s hear the
rest of your sound logic, Lynn—so that
I can break it down.”

“There’s nothing else I can say. I said
it all in a single, grateful word. No.”

He tried to lighten the tension. He
said, “They're nice folks, really. And
my mother is there already—you’ll like
her . . . so it’d all be perfectly proper.
I'm due for a vacation. So are you.
You want to avoid our mutual friend
. . . and if you go somewhere alone,
you'll simply twiddle your thumbs and
worry and wear yourself down into
what is popularly termed a frazzle.
Down in Karnak, with Mother to look
after you, with nice folks all around
you, with piny woods and good horses

. . well, the world will seem a million
miles away—and even if your trou-
bles don’t vanish, I'll guarantee two
things: First, that you'll forget them
for a while; and second, that you’ll be
better fitted to cope with them when
you come back.”

She rose and walked across the room,
then stopped in front of his chair and
looked down at him. She said, “You
mean it, don’t you?”

“Yes‘)’

“I won’t argue any more—along those
lines. I'm absurdly honest, you know.
So I confess that you’d eventually break
me down.” She hesitated. “But there
happens to be an additional reason why
1 can’t accept.”

“Try to convince me.”

So

HE smiled. “T’'ll try, but you’re an

awfully stubborn person.”

“The Greeks had a word for me.”

“I'd like to know what it was. Any-
way . . .’ again that hesitancy, that
groping for the right word, that obvious
effort to say enough and not too much.
“There’s a girl . . . I've gotten her into
a jam and I’ve got to take care of her.”

“A kind heart beats beneath yon
homespun.”

“And an empty head gathers no
moss.” She shook her head. “I'm a fine
one to talk about taking care of others
when I can’t keep myself out of trou-
ble.”

“Tell me more about this girl.”

Lynn said matter-of-factly, “She’s
the most vividly beautiful creature I've
ever seen.”

Gregg whistled. “Are you trying to
intrigue me or steer me off?”

“I didn’t mean it that way. Anyhow,
her name is Toby Fuller. She’s about
three inches taller than I am, blond,
and with a figure . . . they say figures
don’t lie, but hers does. There just can’t
be anything that perfect.”

“Go on.”

“She’s a professional model. Her
background isn’t what you’d call social
register. Orchid in a dandelion patch,
or something of the sort. Not much edu-
cation, but a fine, natural intelligence.
She’s straight and shrewd and wise. She
knows all the answers. And for all our
different beginnings, she’s the best
friend I have in New York.”

“You know the most interesting peo-
ple.”

“Toby’s one. You've seen her, pro-
vided you read the magazine ads.”

“I read the ones that are illustrated
with beautiful girls.”

“Then you know Toby. Intimately,
I might say, because she does things to
lingerie that send dowagers rushing
to the best shops under the delusion
that they can look like that—on occa-
sion. And you’ve seen her with clothes
on, too.”

“I wouldn’t remember such.”
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“I met her professionally at the stu-
dio. Iliked her from the jump. And her
feeling for me . ..” Lynn smiled apolo-
getically. “She happens to think I'm
tops.”

“So she and I are members of the
same club.”

Lynn’s voice became more serious:
“Our friend of last night—"

“Rick?”

“Yes, Rick. . . . Toby met him through
me. She believes me to be a paragon
of virtue—"

“Aren’t you?”

“I'm afraid so—in the conventional
way. But what I'm driving at is that
nobody whom Toby met through me
could possibly be suspect. At first she
thought I might be in love with him. ...”

Gregg asked quickly, “Were you?"”

“No.” There was no equivocation
there; no doubt and no uncertainty . . ,
and Gregg sighed with relief. “Anyway,
they seemed to like each other. Toby
went for him pretty strong, once she was

sure that she wasn’t beating my time.”

“And now ... ?”

“Now I know things about Rick that
I didn’t know before. I'm afraid that he
—and Toby . . . well, I'd hate to see her
in deep water with him, that’s all.”

“So you're thinking of taking her
away with you?”

“I’'m going to try.”

“Why don’t you simply tell her what-
ever the truth may be about Rick?”

Lynn’s eyes clouded again. “I can’t
do that, either. And a mere warning
wouldn’t get to first base. I’'m hoping
that if Toby runs off with me, Rick may
be gone by the time we return. And
that’s one of the main reasons, Mister
Stuart—why Karnak is out.”

E THREW back his head and
laughed. “Even your absurdities are
charming, Lynn.”
She said seriously, “You don’t un-
derstand. I know what sort of a com-
munity this hunt club must be. I should
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17—PERCUSSION

When music gravitates to Russian

The noise you hear is called PERCUSSION
All clangorous and clattery

It's also called the Battery

Comprising gadgets—ten or more

That clutter up a hardware store.

A fellow must be extra nimble

To beat a drum or crash a cymbal.

To bang a gong and in between

To tingle on the tambourine.

Eternal triangles, if missed

Will spoil a dainty thing by Liszt

And he must drag romantic fones

From glockenspiels and xylophones.

Far back and near the door they set him
So he escapes before they get him.

GLUYAS
WILLARS

probably feel a bit fish-out-of-watery
there myself. But Toby ... all I can
say, Gregg—is that she’s the finest girl
I know, but she wouldn’t fit in with blue-
book atmosphere.”

“TI’'m afraid you don’t quite know these
folks, Lynn. They’re hand-picked, as it
were. They’d size up Toby for what she
actually is. They’re so essentially right
that they never worry about whether
their acquaintances have also been
listed.”

“And your mother. .. ?”

He laughed. “She may or may not like #
you, Miss Harrison, but if Toby is even
half what you say she is, Mother will go
for her in no uncertain terms.” He seated
himself on the arm of her chair. “We're
wasting an awful lot of vocabulary,
Lynn. Why not give in now and save
your strength?”

“Do you always have your way with
women?”’

“I never tried before.” His voice was
low and gentle and persuasive. “I have
a car here. Frenzy will drive us. We’ll
take it easy. Snacks at roadside refresh-
ment stands, stops at those lovely little
towns in the valley of Virginia. We'll
even go tourist and see a few Civil War
battlefields: Gettysburg, maybe; and
Winchester and Manassas. We’ll follow
in the footsteps of Stonewall Jackson’s
men. We'll get deeper and deeper into
the South and watch the architecture
change, the pines grow taller and the
shrubbery greener.

“And when we reach Karnak we’ll
bundle you and Toby into a comfortable
twin-bedded guest room and make ready
for large doin’s: riding and hunting and
tennis and skeet-shooting and ping-pong
and bowling and billiards and what have
you? You can sit back and sniff the
pines and ruin your figure with crisp,
crumbling waffles and fluffy biscuits; not
to mention real Southern fried chicken
and genuine okra soup as it is prepared
only around that part of the South . . .
and heart of palm salad, and even—with
proper ceremony—Hopping John. Now
are you sold, or do I have to abduct
you?”’

HE said, “I’m voicing a last, faint

protest.”

“It’s overruled.” He took her arm in
an amazingly strong grasp and piloted
her to the rosewood desk. “Sit down
and write me a list.”

“Of what?”

“The minimum wardrobe for Karnak.
Tweedy things; knockabout stuff. And
throw in a couple of evening dresses. I'll
fetch ’em for you. No trunk, though.
Remember, we’re driving.”

“I’ll have to find out about Toby ...
though I'm sure she can go.”

“Phone her while I'm doing your
packing.”

She wrote her list. They had fun, these
two: consulting, debating, adding and
deleting. Once Frenzy appeared from the
kitchen and said, “Mistuh Gregg ... ?”

“Yes, Frenzy?”

“Did I happen to heah you-all sayin’
somethin’ ’bout drivin’ down to Kar-
nak?”

“You did.”

“When you aimin’ to commence,
Mistuh Gregg?”

“Tonight, I hope.”

Frenzy’s ebony countenance was split
by a beatific grin. And he said, “Hot
diggity dawg! Karnak!”

“He’s from there,” explained Gregg.
“He loves to go back and strut. There’s
a gal, I believe . . .”

“There’s the list.” Lynn put it in
Gregg’s hands. “T’'ll telephone Toby im-
mediately. I'm sure it'll be all right.”

“And plenty of fun.” Gregg’s gray
eyes were dancing like a youngster on
the first day of summer vacation. “Will
this be fun!”

They had both risen and were facing
each other. And now, briefly and poign-



<“€COMPARE PRICES!

Find ount the slight
difference in cost
between a Pontiac
and the lowest-
priced cars!
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change !
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PONTIAC FOR PRIDE AND PERFORMANCE,

OU CAN’T BLAME anybody for
Y buying a 1940 Pontiac on the
basis of beauty alone. It’s the most
beautiful thing om wheels. But once
you've owned one of these big, silver
streaked beauties, you make the
pleasant discovery that buying a Pon-
tiac isn’t only evidence of good taste
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AMERICA’'S FINEST LOW-PRICED CAR

Collier's, The National Weekly

—but a credit to your judgment, too!

You've spent just a few dollars
more than the cost of the lowest-
priced cars. And you've got so
much extra comfort, extra perform-
ance, extra luxury, extra quality and
EXTRA SATISFACTION that you're
apt to call it the best investment
you ever made. Check your Pon-
tiac dealer—and see if that isn’t true!

Pontiac engines are
packed with power. Yet
they're amazingly
smooth, quiet, and flex-
ible. Qumners report ‘18
to 24 miles per gallon.”

Lllustrating the "Torpedo” 4-Door Touring Sedan, $1072*

..a Credit to your Jlulgment. too

shift, that outstanding contribution to handling ease
which practically every manufacturer bas since adopted,

When Pontiac engineering set up as its aim a car "built to
lasi 100,000 miles” doubt was freely expressed. Now there's
broof on every road of Pontiac’s amazing durability.
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43,000 DENTISTS
stand back of this
“Seal of Acceptance”

All 3 Forms of Pepsodent containing Irium
get A. D. A. Seal of Acceptance

B The A. D. A, Council on Dental Thera-
peutics checked every formula, every test,
every claim made in advertising. PEFSODENT
PASSED ON ALL COUNTS . . . and was then
awarded the prized Seal of Acceptance by the
Council representing 43,000 dentists! That’s
why we believe that SAFE PEPSODENT is the
kind of dentifrice that dentists want you to
use ... whether you prefer tooth paste, tooth
powder, or a liquid dentifrice.

SAFETY FIRST...
Demand Pepsodent!

1. Pepsodent Tooth Paste, Tooth Powder,
and Liquid Dentifrice are SAFE—the only
Council-accepted dentifrices among the
leading sellers.

2. Only Pepsodent has all 3 containing

ALl 3 ARE SAFE
LALL 3 CONTAIN IRIUM
50 Take yowe hozce! |

*THIS DVERT!SEMENT HAS BEEN APPROVED BY THE COUNCIL ON DENTAL THERAPEUTICS OF THE AMERICAN DENTAL ASSOCIATION.

IRIUM—Pepsodent’s patented, more effective
ingredient.

3. Your dentist knows how effective IRIUM
is —it is described in “Accepted Dental
Remedies” as PURIFIED ALKYL SULFATE.

4. Pepsodent makes no exaggerated adver-
tising claims. (In fact, this advertisement has
been” approved by the Council on Dental
Therapeutics of the American Dental
Association.)

8. Pepsodentcon-
tains NO BLEACH,
NOGRIT,NODRUGS.

6. Pepsodent is
unsurpassed in
EFFECTIVENESS.

LOOK WHAT WENT ON BEHIND THE SCENES BEFORE PEPSODENT GOT
THE PRIZED A. D. A. SEAL OF ACCEPTANCE!

No questionable dentifrice could stand up under such strict tests...

PEPSODENT SPENT OVER $1,000,000 TO
DEVELOP PRESENT PEPSODENT FORMULAS
The abrasiveness of every ingredient is
tested to keep Pepsodent among the
least abrasive of dentifrices.

OUTSIDE INDEPENDENT LABORATORIES
DOUBLE-CHECKED PEPSODENT FINDINGS
... These tests proved all claims and showed
that they are conservative—and soxnd.

3 g

PEPSODENT MADE THOUSANDS OF
CLINICAL TESTS . . . DENTAL SCHOOLS
COOPERATED. Reportsuniformlyshowed
that Pepsodent dentifrices are remark-
ably effective—and safe. ’

THE PUBLIC PASSES ON PEPSODENT.
Folks like you—thousands of them-rep-
resenting every type of dental condi-
tion—checked all Pepsodent formulas for
effectiveness,




antly, the old light of fear returned to
her eyes.

She said, “It isn’t fair, Gregg.”

“You promised . ..”

“You don’t know anything about
me. ...’

“I know you. That’s enough.”

“And knowing you is doing things to
me,” she confessed. “It’s making me do
something I’ve no right to do.”

“Forget it,” he said. “I want to.”

“This thing is so serious . ..”

He looked at her long and hard. He
said, abruptly, “So am I1.”

AT NINE o’clock that night, Toby Ful-
ler, waiting at the curb outside her
apartment house, greeted them with a
hitchhiker’s gesture, and as the car
paused at the curb, she said, “Goin’ my
way, folks?”

Gregg Stuart chuckled. He opened
the door of the sedan and inspected the
girl who was to accompany them south.

Even in the pale glow of the corner
light, he could see instantly that Lynn
had not exaggerated. He thought, “She’s
the most strikingly beautiful girl I've
ever seen.” Then he thought of a word
he had seen in somebody’s newspaper
column: “Orchidaceous.” And he noticed
something else, too, in those few brief
seconds: that there was a twinkle of irre-
pressible humor behind those big, round
eyes and their long lashes.

He greeted her with outstretched
hand, and she said, “Don’t tell me. Let
me guess. You're Santa Claus—a month
ahead of schedule.”

She was tall and slender, and beneath
the open coat Gregg could see a plaid
woolen dress. She wore a little hat that
was pert and stylish and seemed to blend
with her vivid personality. Gregg said,
“How’s about a lift?”

“I sho do crave one,” answered Toby
Fuller. “I got me a yearnin’ to go way
down south to Dixie and fill up on chit-
lin'’s.”

Frenzy circled the car and wrestled
with her two suitcases. It was readily
apparent that Frenzy Gillings approved
of Miss Fuller unequivocally.

He stowed away the suitcases, and re-
sumed his place at the wheel. They
headed west, and then north—toward
the George Washington Bridge. Toby re-
laxed against the cushions and said,
“What’s it all about, Lynn? Not that
I'm raising any objections, but I'd like
to know why I'm being pushed around.”
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“For the good of your soul, Miss Ful-
ler. Haven’t you felt a vacation coming
on?”’

“But this was so sudden. . ..” Toby
made a helpless gesture. ‘I haven’t even
had time to change my thoughts.”

“We’re going to have fun,” prophesied
Lynn. “Gregg will tell you all about it.”

Toby twisted in her seat so that
she could look straight at Gregg Stuart.
Her scrutiny was deliberate, and approv-
ing. She said, “I like him, Lynn. He’s
tall, handsome, young—and probably
just as whacky as you are.”

“You don’t know half,’ endorsed
Lynn. “He was born with his chin stuck
out.”

“But he's got a car.” sighed Toby,
“and a most efficient chauffeur, and
damned good taste in women.”

Gregg was thinking to himself, “She’s
a knockout. I never met anybody like
her—which is my loss.” Wise, sure.
Knows all the answers. Beautiful and
not spoiled. Loyal. He thought, “Mother
will go for her like a ton of bricks.”

Toby was a direct person. She in-
quired of Gregg, “You in the art racket,
too?”

“Not exactly. I’'m an architect.”

“Same general thing. Only the pic-
tures you draw aren’t so pretty. And how
is it Lynn never told me about you?”

“She probably keeps secrets.”

“She would—about a lad like you.
And me thinking she was wedded to her
work.”

“The truth will out,” interrupted
Lynn, “so you might as well have it now.
I only met him last night.”

Even Toby’s worldly sophistication
was not quite proof against this. She
gasped, “And I thought I understood
you. What'’s the gimmick?”

“I don’t know,” answered Lynn. “I
haven’t had time to think.”

“Don’t 'tell me it’s an elopement.”

“No such luck,” said Gregg. “But
there’s an awful lot of future ahead of
us.”

“If you need a witness, Lynn . ..”

Lynn was glad that they couldn’t see
her cheeks in the darkness. She said,
“Incurable romantics, both of you. And
you're all wrong, Toby.” She pointed
to a long, low rambling structure over
which an electric sign flickered. “Home
at last. That sign says Good Eats and
it's talking straight to me.”

They piled out of the car and inside
the green-and-white building. They or-
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" dered frankfurters and hamburgers and

coffee, and topped it off with large slices
of rather flabby apple pie. Frenzy had
gone to the rear of the place and pur-
chased a fair meal for himself. This, he
reflected, promised to be elegant. He
was headin’ south—back home-—where
he could impress the cullud folks with
his own metropolitan magnificence.

The meal was hilarious and satisfy-
ing. Later, when Gregg was paying for
that and for gas and oil, the two girls
had a few moments together. Behind
Toby’s soft blue eyes there was a native
shrewdness. She said, “He’s nice, Lynn.”

“That makes us unanimous, Toby.”

“Where’d you find him?”

“Just picked him up on the street.”

“Be yourself—I mean really.”

“So do 1.”

She shrugged her shoulders.
right, gal—if you won’t talk .. .”

“What’s the use, if you won’t be-
lieve me?”

“Now you’re asking riddles. But
whatever it is—or why—I'm for it.” For
just an instant Toby was serious: “It’ll
be fun—taking a vacation with you.”

“It better be.”

They cut across New Jersey and
skirted Philadelphia before swinging
south. An air of festival pervaded the
car. They achieved Gettysburg and put
up at a tiny, immaculate hotel. “Might
as well stop here,” suggested Gregg.
“Robert E. Lee did.”

They were more tired than they
thought, and they slept soundly. The
following morning Gregg insisted on
touring the battlefield. Lynn enjoyed it
and Toby was impressed—though ir-
repressible. ‘“Couldn’t have been so
awful bad,” commented Miss Fuller,
“with all those monuments to hide be-
hind.”

“All

THEY rolled into the valley of Virginia.
Subtly there was a change in the
atmosphere. Just crossing the river
made that difference. You hardly no-
ticed it at first, but it grew on you. You
could tell—maybe by the expression of
delight on Frenzy’s face, maybe by the
rather dilapidated Negro cabins in the
clearings with faint wisps of smoke
curling up from their mud-daubed
chimneys, maybe by the venerable, dig-
nified appearance of the better homes
that they passed. Gregg said, “It’s got
something—no question about that. I
don’t look at the new places, and the
old ones have an integrity that delights
the soul of an architect.”

“If any,” amended Toby.

They eschewed haste, and made a
picnic of it. The trip took three days:
three days of hilarity and of freedom
from work and worry; three days of de-
lightful, congenial, intimate companion-
ship; three days of pressing deeper and
deeper into a land that was redolent
of tradition and benevolent in its wel-
come; three days of clear, warm skies;
of stalwart pines, of gray, barren cotton
fields jeweled with splotches of white—
as though a snow had been here and had
not all melted.

Negro families sunning themselves
on rickety porches that spanned the
fronts of unpainted log cabins; lean,
scrawny hound dogs that raised lan-
guid eyes to regard their progress with
superb impassivity; modern little cities
at noon and night—cities that had, for
the greater part, fair restaurants and
excellent modern hotels. And then they
rolled along a broad concrete highway,
flanked by pines, which stretched out
toward Karnak. The signs told them—
“Karnak—32 mi. Karnak—18
mi. . . .” and then, stretched across the
road, a gaudy crescent that said:

WELCOME TO KARNAK
Pop. 5,500

(To be continued next week)
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Wt YOU WANT
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What do you want
to knOW about

owning a home/

You’ll ﬁnd the answers in

this valuable book!
WHAT has stopped you from taking

the step most families want to take?
If you have ever considered homeowner-
ship,""How to Have the Home You Want'
will be a valuable source of information
for you. In this book you’ll find authentic
answers to such questions as how much
house can I have on my income?—methods
of financing—whether to buy or build—
how to select a neighborhood—planning a
kitchen, a laundry—and many others.

For help in deciding what you can do
about owning a home of your own; for
assistance in determining your family re-
quirements; for guidance that may help
you avoid trouble; for facts that may save
you hundreds of dollars—this new USG
book, “‘How to Have the Home You Want,”’
will tell you what you want to know.

Better, Safer Materials
In addition to important subjects like those
above, "How to Have the Home You Wanz™'
explains and illustrates how the United
States Gypsum Company has put research
to work, developing modern building ma-
terials which aid you in having more fire
protection, more comfort and greater econ-

omy in your home.

UNITED STATES GYPSUM COMPANY

300 West Adams Street, Chicago, Illinois
Please send me a copy of “How to Have the Home You

Want.” | am enclosing 25¢ (in coin or stamps).

Get your cofy of this valu-
able new book now. Just
mail the coupon or ask your
local US G dealer, It costs
only 25¢ per copy.
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make you the belle of the ball

one night...a wallflower

Keep your

vitality zp/

Drvink

.America’s delicious energy-builder
; esty.

Children regard milk as a de-
licious treat when Horlick’s is
added to it. And it’s so good
for them—helping to build
sound teeth, strong bones,
muscle. Let your children
have plenty of Horlick’s.

Storyland Poster Stamps,
selected by leading librarians
are now free to Horlick users.
An album and four stamps
will be sent free on receipt of
wrapper, or coupon from any
Horlick package. Address
Torlick’s, Dept. C-2, Racine,
Wisconsin.

the next ?

Hozlicks

HEN vyou feel “high” one day, “low” the next.

vour vitality is on a teeter-totter. It probably
sec-saws up and down hecause your hody isn’t regu-
larly receiving an ample supply of vitality-building
essentials such as are contained in delicious Horlick’s.

How Horlick’s Helps Build Vigor

Horlick’s contains natural vitamins A, B and G . ..
muscle-building proteins . . . important minerals cal-
cimm and phosphorus. In addition, Horlick’s helps
speed up your metabolism because the nourishing car-
bohvdrates have heen partially pre-digested by hydrol-
vsis and by processing with malt enzymes.

Get the Horlick Habit
Yes, drink delicious Horlick’s reg-
ularly as many thousands do on
the advice of physicians. Drink it
at meals, between meals, natural
or chocolate flavored. Drink it hot
at bedtime; it ends night hunger,
helps you awake refreshed. Specify
Iorlick’s—at the fountain, too. And
keep handy, candy-like Horlick
Tabletsin vourcar, hand-bag, office
drawer. Keep your vitality UP!

Horlick’s

The Fountain of Youth

The Weskit King

Continued from page 24

weeks, and then she gave him the bum’s
rush.

Out on his own, Weill began to hustle
bucks as best he could to ward off ane-
mia. One night, Al wandered into a
Yorkville dance hall and, learning that
there was to be a prize waltz, he invited
a stray blonde with a squint to compete
in it as his partner. The roly-poly
roustabout had spent much of his time
in dance halls during his loafing spell.
Now, with a ten-dollar bill as the in-
ducement, he really went to town. The
prize went to Weill and his partner.
While she was taking bows, the artful
Alsatian slipped out through a side door
and ran to the nearest restaurant, where
he stocked up on beans.

Light But Not Fantastic

Al is almost as proud now of his
first terpsichorean triumph and his exit
with the exchequer as he is of the fact
that he is the only fight manager in

: the business who has two world’s cham-

: pions in his stable. These are Lou Am-

bers, king of the lightweights, and Joey
Archibald, top man in the featherweight
division.

But let us not digress. When Weill
collected his soft sawbuck, leaving the
blonde to rest on her honors, he asked
himself: “How long has this been going
on?”

Off to Louie Guttenberg's shuffled the
Nijinsky of Yorkville next day and hired
himself a tuxedo, laying a greasy deuce
on the line for it.

That night, all decked out like a bus
boy at the Ritz, Weill competed in three
dancing contests at as many theaters,
and on his outlay of two bucks came
home with two first prizes of ten dol-
lars each. Though no slouch at the old-

. fashioned waltz, in which he excelled at

reversing, Weill copped the double saw-
buck with his Texas Tommie. It was
nothing for him to make three hops on
one hired tux in a single evening, after
that., and he counted that night lost
whose early rising sun saw by his flying
feet less than a double-sawbuck won.

“I had plenty of initiation and ambi-
tion after I won my first prize,” says
Weill, but not without becoming mod-

Sharing a two-dollar furnished room
with him in Yorkville then was a young
preliminary boxer named Andy Brown.
Andy may not have been fancy with his
mitts in the ring, but outside the ropes,
acting as a shill for Weill at the dancing
contests where he would start the ap-
plause for the Weskit King, he had the
greatest pair of hands in America. The
noise he made when the master of cere-
monies held the paper over Al's head
sounded like the combined efforts of all
the claques at the Metropolitan Opera
House.

One night, Andy asked Al to recip-
rocate by accompanying him to the
Olympic Club in Harlem and handling
him in a bout. Weill took charge of
Andy and told him how to win the fight,
which he did. This was Weill’s cue to
adopt the career that was begging him
to be its papa.

“It was my destination calling me,”
he philosophizes now, “but when op-
portunity knocked, I was asleep at the
switch and let the ship pass in the
night.” When not matching fighters,
Mr. Weill does well at mixing meta-
phors.

Later, Al got a job running the “high
striker” at the amusement park in
Canarsie, Brooklyn. It was a course in
psychology that proved to be a price-
less contribution to his equipment for

dealing with promoters in the days to
come. His job was to lure the Canarsie
swains to show off their strength before
their maidens fair by hitting a wooden
stump with a sledge hammer and trying
to send the little ball whistling to the
top of the wire on the indicatar board.
Al learned just how far to go in insulting
the Canarsie boys to make them spend
a dime instead of punching him in the
schnozzle as they’d like to do.

Next, he managed a shooting gallery
and penny arcade in Brooklyn where he
learned the valuable lesson that many
a mickle makes a muckle and vice versa.
His weskits were rich in both proteins
and starches during this period, for he
was now eating regularly. When the
Walker law was passed, legalizing box-
ing in New York State again, Weill, re-
membering his experience with Andy
Brown, conceived the idea that quick
kale was to be made by those who got
in on the ground floor. So, assembling
a stable of boxers he had met through
Brown and in his dance-hall peregrina-
tions, the Weskit King was ready for
the gun. One of his fighters, Sammy
Nable, won the first decision under the
Walker law.

Until Lou Ambers came along, Weill
was noted more for the quantity than
the quality of his fighters. He seldom
had less than a dozen in his stables and
even in dull times kept all of them work-
ing. No offer was too small to merit at
least a courteous reply in Al's “self-
loined” English.

Weill became the best-known fight
manager in the profession by making in-
numerable contacts from coast to coast
on his many “bomb-storming” trips, as
he calls them. Pausing only to lubricate
the weskit, Weill kept chasing insig-
nificant dough but making a comfortable
living while managers who scorned the
chicken feed were starving. One night
Al had nineteen fighters working in as
many cities.

The Vest Sees the Light

The priceless knowledge of fighters’
styles that he picked up playing the tank
towns night after night soon brought
him into demand as a matchmaker. The
secret of successful matchmaking is to
pick the right type of opponent for a
fight. Since the secret of successful
managing is to pick the right type of
opponent for your own fighter, Al had
what it took to be a matchmaker, right
from scratch.

In twelve years he probably made
more matches than anyone outside
Sweden. And the lump sum of what he
learned was, “Don’t be a sucker, Weill.
Manage fighters and let someone else do
the matchmaking and promoting.”

Despite his lack of enthusiasm for the
promoting field, Weill once ran a pre-
dated check into a bank roll of $10,000
in four boxing shows. That was in 1934
when he decided to promote on his own
hook at Ebbets Field, and borrowed
$1,000 from Mike Jacobs by dating a
check for that amount a week ahead. Al
spent $750 for a promoter’s license, $100
for incorporation papers, $50 for a bond
and the other $100 for working capital.
His first show brought him a profit of
$5,600, and three subsequent shows
brought his profits up to $10,000. As
matchmaker for Madison Square Garden
for fourteen shows, he earned a profit
of $110,000 for his employers but little
of this gravy remained on The Vest, so
he decided to stick to his trade of man-
aging fighters.

In handling his stable of fighters, Weill
has one important rule:



“Promise them nothin’ and give them
everything,” says the magnanimous fel-
low. “Never ask a fghter for advice
or he’ll lose respect for you. Don'’t treat
him like a pal or a mug will be movin’
in on you, just like he was your equal.”

Weill became big-time stuff and shed
the vest when he found Ambers. At the
time, he was scouting talent for Tim
Mara’s club and happened to stroll into
the Coney Island Velodrome one night
when Ambers, then an unknown, was
engaged in a hot battle with Tony Scar-
pati. Weill needed only one look to
convince him that he was scouting for
himself, not Tim Mara. Making a few
discreet inquiries, he learned that Am-
bers was being managed by a Filipino
postal clerk so, after asking himself
whether he should do it, Al consented to
take over the management of the new-
comer.

Just an Old Softie

Al's tender heart asserted itself the
night Fritzie Zivic broke Ambers’ jaw in
Pittsburgh. Though blood gushed from
Lou’s mouth like ketchup from an up-
turned bottle when he came to his corner
after the seventh round, his old softie
of a manager didn’t have it in him to
disregard Ambers’ plea that he be per-
mitted to finish the fight. The bout went
on, and for the last three rounds not only
did Ambers avoid being hit but he scored
enough points himself to win the de-
cision.

Weill’s tender streak also asserted it-
self that night on the train back to New
York. Instead of going to sleep and let-
ting his fighter suffer, as almost any
other manager would have done, this
magnanimous fellow ‘“stood up all
night,” as he will admit when pressed
sufficiently, and talked to Ambers, who
was suffering excruciating pain from the
fractured jaw. That accident laid Lou
up for six months. It would have ruined
almost any other fighter, but Ambers
emerged from the experience a better
man for it. With Weill picking the right
spots for him, he worked his way back
up the ladder until he won the light-
weight title. And then, after losing it,
he won it back, which proves either that
Lou is a good fighter or that Al is a good
manager, or both.

“It’s all a matter of steadying fighters’
styles,” Weill said when asked how he
had been so successful with Ambers and,
more recently, with Joey Archibald, a
mediocre boxer who nevertheless has
acquired the featherweight title under
the Weskit’s guidance.

“You steady their styles,” repeated
the Pundit of Pugilism; ‘“and after
you've steadied them long enough. you
know which style will beat which and
why.”

Al's contributions to pugilism, great
as they are, do not begin to compare with
his gifts to the mather tongue. It was he
who invented the present-past tense. In
Weill’s lexicon it’s not “he won the fight”
or “he lost it,” but “he win the duke”
and “he lose a close one.”

It was he, also, who matched the edi-
torial “we” of journalism with the man-
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THE CAPTAIN AND THE KIDS

agerial “I" of pugilism. To listen to
Weill talking, you’d think he did all the
fighting. A verbatim transcript of one
of his monologues would probably sound
like this: “That bum? I licked him
once but I'll fight him again if he wants
me. This time I'll take forty per cent,
though. He says he knocked me out two
years ago but the thief is lyin’. I broke
me arm in the thoid and the referee
stopped it. It was only a typical knock-
out.”

Other fight managers modestly cut
their fighters in on some of the credit,
if little of the cash, by saying, “We'll
fight him again,” but Al, who ‘“steadies
their styles,” knows all the credit be-
longs to him, so, singularly enough, he
sticks to the first person.

“Steady” as a synonym for ‘“giving
deep thought to a subject” isn’t Al's only
linguistic invention. Recently, after his
fighter had won a semifinal bout in
Providence and Al was asked by a sports :
writer how he thought his man, Archi-
bald, would fare in the main event, the
Great Man reflected a moment and re-
plied: “Well, if the last bout was any
critation, I'll win the next one, too!”

Too busy with his geometry lessons,
figuring out the angles, to concentrate on
learning ‘“‘draw-ring room’” English, Al
nevertheless knows how to talk turkey.
It was he who hornswoggled Promoter
Mike Jacobs, most cold-blooded busi-
nessman in boxing, into guaranteeing
Ambers $80,000 for his title bout with
Pedro Montanez on the Carnival of
Champions card two years ago.

When Tony Galento became a figure
of importance in the heavyweight divi-
sion, Weill, as usual, six thoughts ahead
of his fight-managing brethren, recalled '
that one Arturo Godoy, a Spanish-In-
dian fighter from Chile, had twice licked !
Galento and began communicating with
him by cable. It took a month for the
cable people in Chile to decipher Al's
messages.

You Just Steady the Style

Any other manager, confronted with a
similar situation, would have concen-
trated on trying to steal Galento from
Yussel Jacobs. Weill, mindful of his'
ethics but more so of the fact that no
one has ever yet succeeded in stealing
one of Yussel's fighters, didn’t waste his
time in that direction.

The result was, Godoy, who, remem-
bering how Weill had pried $80,000 out
of tight-fisted Mike Jacobs for Ambers’
fight with Montanez, didn’t need urging !
when the Weskit’s hieroglyphics were ;
finally translated. |

The next step was to sell Godoy to
Promoter Jacobs as Louis’ next oppo-
nent. Leery though he is of Weill since
the $80.000 “stick-up,” Michael has pro-
found respect for his former match-
maker and was all ears while Weill
worked his wiles on him.

“I licked Galento twice, didn't 1?7 Al
demanded. “And Galento almost win
by a kayo from Louis, don’t he? So
where’s your argument?”’

Meantime, the Weskit didn't neglect
to mention that “I lose to Nathan Mann
and Roscoe Toles, don't 1?” just to im-
press Mike with the pertinent fact that |
while Godoy is good, he isn’t too good
to be acceptable as an opponent for
Louis in a midwinter tune-up bout.
Thus it was that the Weskit King sold
Promoter Jacobs as Louis’ next oppo-
nent a fighter who has been away from
the United States for two years, isn't
even listed in the current Boxing Guide
and is here on his honeymoon as well as
to fight for the title, a bad combination
in any man'’s league.

“How do I do it?” repeated Weskit
Weill when asked for the hundredth
time to explain the secret of his success.
“I jest steady the styles. That's all—
jest steady the styles.”
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—By Rudolph Dirks

T FEEL SO SLUGGISH LIFE |55
NO USE!?

EFFERY TIME

DER OLD TROUBLE
COMES RIGHT

POOR OLD INSPECTOR!VHY
YOU DONT FORGET DER
“CURES"UND TRY TO KEEP
REGULAR? CHUST TRY EATING

ES, folks, the modern idea about con-

stipation is not to bear it first and try
to cure it later. If it’s the ordinary kind
(due to lack of “bulk” in the diet), the
better way is to prevent it by getting at its
cause. How?Eata crisp, bulk-rich cereal —
Kellogg’s All-Bran. Eat it daily, drink
plenty of water, and join the “Regulars!”
Made by Kellogg’s in Battle Creek.

Copyright, 1040, Kellogg Company

Join the “"Regulars” with
KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN
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ALL-CHAIR-CAR STREAMLINER

“calilornia

® Fast as the Svpor Chlel mell El Capnan—Ammco ]
only o whisks be-
tween CMcugo and Los Angeles in just 3934 hours!

® Your deeply-cushioned chair on El Capitan (reserved,
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And so the young Lawrence grew up.
She went to the Italia Conti Dancing
Academy first as a pupil, then as a stu-
dent teacher.” Whenever she had a spare
shilling she hot-footed it for the nearest
theater. She studied dancing, singing
and acting as a doctor studies veins, ar-
teries and bones. This was a serious
business with her She was tired of
poverty and fish and chips. But she had
to stand them for a long while.

They were tough years and she has
never forgotten them. There were long
barren stretches when she couldn’t even
get the smallest bit to play. There were
times when companies were stranded in
small towns and there wasn’t train fare
available to get as far as Liverpool or
London. There was the time that a com-
pany exploded financially and, to keep
from starving, she had to take a job as
bar maid in a small hotel in Shrewsbury.

“I played in the provinces for seven
years,” she recalls. “I danced and sung
and acted and did everything but sell
tickets. London was my goal and finally
I got there.”

- Bea Lillie to the Rescue

She made it by becoming a chorus
girl in one of the earlier Charlot’s Re-
vues. Monsieur André Charlot was an
astute producer. He liked to sign up a
girl with some ability and nurse her
along for a couple of years. Then he'd
spring her on an unsuspecting public.
He saw something no one else had seen
in this tall, slim girl with the large, wist-
ful eyes. So he signed our heroine
to a three-year contract. She was to
get three pounds a week for the first
year and six pounds weekly the follow-
ing two years. All she had to do was to
sing and dance in the chorus and under-
study a half-dozen parts. Among those
she understudied was a young sensation
named Beatrice Lillie, who had just
emerged to stardom from the obscurity
of playing bits for Charlot.

One day La Lillie went a-riding in
Richmond Park with a very unfriendly
horse and the horse, objecting perhaps
to carrying La Lillie’s huge bulk of one
hundred and four pounds, tossed her
into the autumn air and onto the hard
Richmond Park turf. Lillie emerged
with a broken leg, which was the great-
est favor she ever did for Gertie Law-
rence. Gertie has been grateful ever
since. She took over Bea's routines and
sang such songs as Back to the Shack
with My Little Black-eyed Susan, and
the customers loved it. So did Monsieur
Charlot, who puffed contentedly on a
large cigar and shook hands with him-
self complacently for having a star un-
der contract for three pounds a week.

“I thought I was off on a real career
then,” she said. “But when Charlot’s
next revue came along I was back in the
chorus again. Charlot wanted me there
in case he needed me. And once more
Beattie rescued me.”

Much to the annoyance of Monsieur
Charlot his Miss Lillie decided to get
married and leave the show. So again
Gertie Lawrence got a chance to do
something more than simper, “We are
the dancers . . . the hit of the show.”
Once more she got nice notices and six
pounds a week. She couldn’t eat the
notices and she couldn’t eat much
on six pounds a week. But she was get-
ting great experience dancing, singing,
acting in sketches. Then finally the
break came. The next year she, Lillie
and Jack Buchanan came to New York
to do the unforgettable Charlot’s Revue
of 1924. Lawrence, Lillie and Buchanan
were very hot. They were capable and
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The Kids Grew Up

Continued from page 11

experienced. All had labored in the
provinces and had learned their trade
well. Their material was magnificent
and they took New York by storm.
Gertie sang a little number called Lime-
house Blues, and within a few minutes
everyone in the country was singing
it. Lawrence’s star had finally risen.
She was a musical-comedy star now and
she didn’t have to pay in advance at
hotels or shop around for an inexpensive
lamb chop.

Meanwhile, Noel Coward was busy in
his own right. He was the bright young
man of the London theater now, acting,
writing, singing, dancing, directing. He
had written a musical, London Calling,
and he casually asked Lawrence to co-
star with him in it. She as casually
accepted.

“You never forget any first night,” she
says, ‘“but that, above all, I'll remem-
ber. We did a dance together, an imi-
tation of Fred and Adele Astaire and
when we danced off stage the audience
really gave us an ovation. We stood in
the wings, Noel and I, looking at each
other. Noel said, ‘That’s for us, Gertie.
That’s for us. We've arrived, Gertie,
two kids from the London suburbs.
Let’s stand here and see how long they
applaud.””

Well, they’ve been applauding Coward
and Lawrence ever since. Not long after
London Calling, Gertie got a chance to
play something other than musical
comedy. Gilbert Miller, suspecting her
hidden talents, gave her the lead in
Candlelight and she emerged as a ca-
pable exponent of light comedy.

“l hadn’t had much experience in
playing a legitimate part,” she says,
“but I'd played in a lot of sketches, some
dramatic, some comedy. An actress is
like a piece of blotting paper. You don’t
consciously learn the technique of act-
ing, you absorb it. You're learning all
the time.”

Coward had promised to write a play
just for her, a casual promise that flat-
tered her but which she didn’t take very
seriously. In fact she had signed with
Charlot to do another revue when a
script arrived from Coward. Coward
himself was in China having a bout with
malaria.

“I read the script and I liked it,” she

says, “but I was pretty precocious then.
I read it and cabled Noel, ‘Read script.
Nothing wrong that can’t be fixed.” Im-
agine me cabling that to Noel Coward.
The script? It was Private Lives. It
cost me five thousand dollars to buy my
release from Charlot but playing Pri-
vate Lives was worth it.”

Since Private Lives, Gertrude Law-
rence has been the acknowledged queen
of the light-comedy stage. There is a
legend that Madame Modjeska once
wrung the hearts of a London theater
audience by merely reciting the alphabet
in Polish. Lawrence has a voice too that
can do strange things to even the incred-
ible first-night audiences of the New
York theater. Her fertile powers of in-
vention that blossomed forth in Private
Lives really matured in Coward’s play,
Tonight at Eight Thirty. In this series
of nine short plays Miss Lawrence did
everything but balance a rubber ball on
her nose. So, of course, did Coward.

Conqueror of a Country

When she toured with John Golden’s
production, Susan and God, the play
broke attendance records in practically
every city where it appeared. Critics
were unanimous in plying the lady with
the kind of accolades previously re-
served for Helen Hayes and Katharine
Cornell. She had conquered the pro-
vincial towns of England; she had
stormed London and had captured New
York. Now she had laid siege and won
the hinterland of this country.

“Now and then,” she says, with
honesty rare in an actress, “I find myself
reverting to the old habit of overplaying
a part, of emphasizing and banging
home points that should be under-
lined. But now, thank goodness, I know
when I’'m doing so, and I have a horrible
thought of what Noel would say were
he out front.”

If Noel Coward could get excused
from writing pamphlets to drop on the
heads of defenseless German soldiers
and if he would drop into the Morosco
Theater he would undoubtedly say
something very pleasant, for his star
pupil is doing a right nice job in Sky-
lark, which John Golden has produced
with loving care.

“Nice try, Grandma!”

ADOLPH SCHUS
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ATURE gave the seal a special coat to

INSULATE him against severe cold; with-

out it he’d get as stiff and lifeless as a board.

And that’s what happens to the oil in your car
in cold weather, unless it’s insulated.

It gets stiff and lifeless. It doesn’t start flow-
ing when the motor starts. That means harmful
wear and tear on piston rings and cylinder walls.

Havoline, and you can buy no finer oil at
any price, is INSULATED against cold as well as
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higher heat by an exclusive Texaco formula.
Even in zero weather, it jumps to life the
moment your motor starts, and gives full lubri-
cation protection from the second of “go.”
For the sake of your car and your pocketbook,
get Insulated Havoline next time you need oil,
at Texacoandall other good dealers everywhere.

TEXACO DEALERS (NVITE YOU T0 tune in the TEXACO STAR
THEATRE — A full hour of all-star entertainment
— Every Wednesday night — Columbia Network —
9:00 ES.T, 8:00 CS.T., 7:00 MS.T., 6:00 PS.T.

DISTILLED AND

INSULATED

<. AGAINST HEAT ...AGAINST COLD

Copyright 1940
The Texas Company
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MOST AMAZING
LOWEST PRICED
CAR EVER BUILT

“A FRIEND ACCUSED ME of having what he called the ‘other three” habit
...said | was missing plenty because |l always bought the same make
of low priced car, without looking anywhere else. When | stopped
at a Hudson showroom | had to admit he was