Minkus Publications

proudly presents the story of
a famous stamp collection . .

THE ROYAL
PHILATELIC COLLECTION
of

King George V
now maintained by

Queen Elizabeth i

T4l hign, 1015
vids, 35" deep,
aighs 17 ‘hs.

This magnificent volume presents for
the first time the detailed story of
the late King George V's stamp col-
lection. After five years of prepo-
ration, the outhor, Sir John Wilson,
Bt.. Keeper .of the Queen's Collec-
tion, has compiled a beautiful book
collectors will treasure.

The "Royal Philatelic Collection,”
bound in red Morocco and bearing
the Royal Arms in gold on ifs cover,
is vistually unequolled os an exam-
ple of bookmaking artistry. The 12
color plates required os mony as
45 printings to achieve their per-
fect, exquisite colors. The 568 pages
are further illustrated with 63 mono-
chrome plotes.

Every book lover will find this book
o cherished addition to the most
discriminating libraries. Purchase a
copy for yourself or make a gift of
one to your favorite library. Order

from the stamp $l 90

departments
listed below,
Gimbels—New York Rich's—Atlanta
Gimbels—Philodelphia
Kaufmann's—Pittsburgh
Marshall Field—Chicago

Minkus Publications, Inc,
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AFTER THIRTY-FOUR YEARS gf co\'ering
the Broadway stage for metropolitan
newspapers, and meeting every celeb-
rity the world of make-believe can
boast, Ward Morehouse still loves—
in fact. adores—journalism, the thea-
tre. and New York City itself. Since
I share his enthusiasm to the full, I
find his disarming book of memoirs,
“Just the Other Day” (McGraw-Hill
S4), just abhout the most beguiling
reading of the spring season. Ward
has heen my personal friend for most
of those thirty-four years he’s been
away from his yellow pines in Georgia.
and in all that time I've never known
him to betray one ideal or be false
for even an instant to the elaborate
code of Southern courtesy and gal-
lantry he inhevited. His book is a re-
flection of all the things in which he
believes.

WARD’S FIRST JOURNALISYIC CHORES were
performed for the Savannah Press.
For the princely wage of nine dollars
a week, he did city-news odds and
ends and wrote a sports column un-
der the pseudonym of “J. Alexander
Finn.” One day he picked an all-Sa-
vannah scholastic football team, and
was rash enough to omit the name
of a stalwart named Bubber Bryson.
Bubber did not take kindly to this
discrimination. In fact, he sent a mem-
ber of his retinue down to the Press
office to beat the bejabbers out of
young Morehouse. The editor-in-chief
surveyed the damage to Ward’s cher-
ubic countenance and beamed, “This
is a mighty fine thing to happen, boy!
Shows your column’s being read!”

“Legit” was still thriving in the
sticks in those days, and when Billie
Burke, Will Rogers, Raymond Hitch-
cock, and Margaret Anglin in turn
played Savannah cub-reporter More-
house got his first heady taste of foot~
light glamor. Moving up a peg, he
landed a job on the Atlante Journal,

where another fellow named Ward
had the only good typewriter. This
was Ward Greene, now high nabob of
King Features, and his copy was so
good, the editor enthused, “When Jim-
my Greene writes it's like butter on

battercakes.” There were two other
members of that staff whose names
will be familiar to you: Lawrence Stal-
lings and Margaret Mitchell, even
then making preliminary notes for
“Gone With the Wind.” In fact, the
Journal’s editor, John Paschall, com-
plained, "How are we going to get
out a newspaper around here? We've
got nothing but authors!”

WHAT WARD WAS BUSTIN' to accom-
plish, of course, was that long, long
jump to New York. He made it in
1919, and landed with the Tribune.
One of his first assignments was to
sound out Professor Jacoby at Colum-
bia University on the Einstein Theory.
Ward didn’t tell the assistant man-

aging editor, whom he describes as
slim, dark, brilliant, and sardonic,”
and whose name was Lester Markel,
that down Georgia way he never had
even heard of the Einstein Theory.
Up to Columbia he subwayed, and
soon discovered that Professor Ja-
coby was disinclined to be interviewed
unless he jolly well got paid for it.
Ward phoned Markel, who, deeply
impressed, exclaimed, “Good God! I
didn’t know there was a businessman
on Morningside Heights! Give him
fifty dollars!” Ward has considered
himself an expert on relativity ever
since.

THE NAME OF WARD MOREHOUSE was
already . familiar to patrons of the
drama in New York when another
youngster from Georgia came up to
court success on the Great White
Way. This one was a girl—blonde,
lovely, talented, and irrepressible. Her
name was Miriam Hopkins, and Ward
and I both conceived a boundless
appreciation of her many gifts (of
which silence was not one). My boss
at the moment, publisher Horace
Liveright, was persuaded to give
Miriam her first big opportunity in
the dramatization of Dreiser’'s “An
American Tragedy,” and it earned
her stardom. Pat Kearney, the wild-
eyed Irishman who authored the stage
version, showed his gratitude for her
efforts by bursting into her Waverly



An extraor(linary collection of short stories

by Budd Schulbere

author of the brilhiant novels,

The Disenchanted and What Makes Sammy Run?

Phota by Bob Smallman, Scope Associates, Inec.

Some Faces m the Crow,

THESE are stories about people, all kinds of people, people Budd

Schulberg has known. Mr. Schulberg is an expert on that American

phenomenon, the heel, and there are heels here: directors, idle rich,
prize fight racketeers, a television oracle known as “Lonesome Rhodes”. But
s Schulberg is no literary Johnny-One-Note, and along with acid satire, he has
% grouped some unforgettable stories of children, of has-been pugilists, of over-
extended G.1.’s. Here are faces in the crowd, given life and meaning by one of
the top-ranking American writers of today.

RANDOM HOUSE, N.Y.
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... murmured Sir Walter Scott upon
first encountering the extraordinary
Miss Douglas, “a professed lion-
huntress who travels the country to
rouse the peaceful beasts out of their lair.” And indeed this peripatetic
young woman—who made a transatlantic career of hunting down the
great and the near-great—was the fearsome wonder of 19th-century
Europe. Yet her enormous vitality, artless enthusiasm, unexpected na-
iveté, and her fabulous American millions, made her an exotic curiosity,
the friend of Audubon, Coleridge, Wordsworth, Mme, Récamier, Gen-
eral Lafayette, and countless other “names”. She embarked upon her
journeyings in 1811, when she was 21, and flourished grandly for well
over two decades. She invaded Scotland, England, Ireland and France,
acquiring strings of suitors and flushing coveys of celebrities as she went.

U b

€ On her forty-third birthday, she at last married the suitor she had
kept dangling for years, and proceeded to wreck his life. At eighty-two,
her reason gone, she gave up a most unwilling ghost. The singular saga
of this rich, willful, incorrigible American combines extravagant farce,
stranger-than-fiction psychological study, and brilliant literary reportage.

€ “Hardly a name we know, famous or faded, is missed in the record
of her hunting...Mr. Davidson’s distinction is that he can present these
familiar names . . .so that they glow for us again.”—T. L. S. London

 “A study in depth of an extremely complicated and an extremely
interesting woman.”—The New Yorker

q “A superb job...he writes with distinction and discrimination....”
—Library Journal
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Place house one night when Ward
and 1 were in attendance and announ-
cing his intentior of carving his ini-
tials o1 her torso with a butcher
knife. The ides did not particularlv

appeal to Missy Hopkins, and the rest
of that night took on the aspect of
an Alfred Hitchcock chase picture.

THERE ARE TWO CHAPTERS in “Just the
Other Day” that stand out in partic-
ular. One is a revealing study of the
late Gertrude Lawrence, the other a
moving account of the day the New
York Sun went to press for the last
time. The book concludes with a nos-
talgic sigh for the Georgia backwoods,
and a hint that Ward will soon go
back there with his lovely bride,
Becky, to end his days. Personally,
I don’t believe he’s got a prayer.
New York—and in particular the
wonderful part of it centering about
Sardi’s and Shubert Alley—is too
deeply ingrained in his soul!

EDNA FERBER, back from a holiday in
FEurope aboard the Queen Elizabeth,
took a quick look at New York and
failed to find in it the beauties that
won Ward Morehouse’s heart. “Dis-
gustingly filthy,” were the words, in
fact, that ship news reporters quoted
her as using. Then she added that
the streets were “covered with gar-
bage,” the buildings were “gray and
dirty,” and that even on Park Avenue
“windows cannot be opened because
of the soot and dirt in the air.” Cen-
tral Park she pronounced “unfit for
a self-respecting goat.” In short, the
whole of New York, she concluded,
.is “a scab on the face of the country.”
What our town obviously needs is a
new mayor who has brains, determi-
nation, guts, know-how, and the abil-
ity to achieve results in the face of
any odds. Nominations are now in or-
der for the 1953 campaign, and we
hereby make ours. For Mayor of New
York: Edna Ferber.

THE NEWSPAPER EDITORS of America,
gathered for their annual conclave a.
the Waldorf, had plenty to say, too,
about the bogged-down condition of
Manhattan, and the hopelessly snarled
traffic situation. While other cities
have been making valiant efforts to
keep the trucks and taxis rolling,
New York’s do-nothing administra-
tion has made nary a move ... Three



editors, late for the Banshee Club
luncheon because it took them twenty
minutes to negotiate the three blocks
from Sixth Avenue to Park, waxed
properly indignant about the snafu.
but were soothed by the show pro-
vided for them by the same Ward
Greene Mr. Morehouse encountered
in Atlanta years ago. The cast con-
sisted merely of Danny Kaye, Jimmy
Durante, Herb Shriner, and the en-
tire corps of Rockettes from Radio
City Music Hall, emceed by ‘“Bugs”
Baer. Even the awesome assemblage
of journalistic brass was visibly
bowled over.

The day’s heartiest laugh was gar-
nered by Shriner. “You important
fellows,” he opined, “mightn’t think
this rated the front page, but in my
home town in Indiana we had a mur-
der the local editor considered right
unusual. A woman on Main Street
sharpened her husband’s head down
to a pin-point and drove it into the
ground with a croquet mallet. Fun-
niest thing about the whole case was
that till the day she did it we never
even knew she played croquet!”

And while the audience was laugh-
ing, Ed Murrow leaned over to tell
us that the perpetrator of the first
be-bop joke had been discovered. It
was none other than Teddy Roosevelt
—who thundered to Colonel Goethals,
“Dig that ditch!”

—BENNETT CERF.

FRASER YOUNG'S
LITERARY CRYPT No. 518

A cryptogram is writing in
cipher. Every letter is part of a
code that remains constant
throughout the puzzle. Answer No.
518 will be found in the neat issue.

K ANBOCNP DQ K
QEBNR QCFRCFSC
PKQCG BF TBFH
CWACNDCFSC.

SCNOKFRCQ

Answer to Literary Crypt No. 517

He who dallies is a dastard, he
who doubts is damned.
~—G. McDUFFLE.

A fine creation by one
of our most distingwished novelists

THE
LIGHT IN THE
FOREST

by

author of
The Trees, The Felds, & The Town

This is the story of a boy captured when young
by the Delaware Indians and adopted by them.
Though he was white himself, he came to think
like an Indian, fight like an Indian and, with his
feelings those of a red warrior, to hate all white
men. Knowing only the Delaware way of life
and the freedom and delight of the forests and
the streams, loyal to his Indian foster father
and his Indian companions, his return to his
true parents—inevitable sooner or later —cre-
ates a conflict profound and moving which
Mr. Richter develops and resolves with con-
summate skill.

DOROTHY CANFIELD FISHER says: “What
a magnificent, universal theme he has—old, old,
old as man, and yet today’s poignant tragedy
more than ever.”

$2.50 at all bookstores

ALFRED A. KNOPF, Publisher




