hitler

The thing I dislike most about Hitler
is that he is an ugly ornament in our
little world. I don’t know that his morals
are much worse than those of any other
national leader, but his mien and man-
ners are rude, coarse, and uncouth. He
is not a beautiful thing to look upon,
nor yet a sweet thing to listen to. He
grates.

These cracks go, too, for Mussolini.
He, also, is piglike in manners and mien,
and his humorless and bloated postur-
ings are one of the sad sights of our
present-day world. Hitler and Mussolini
are just not nice people to have around.

I'd like to like Germany. I like Ger-
man cleanliness and order and recogni-
tion of facts. In a trip through Europe

several years ago, I-enjoyed. the effi-.

ciency of German hotels and the intel-
ligence of their hotel help, the immacu-
lateness of their streets, the mellow
voices of German women. But their
statues and their public buildings were
ugly. The Germans have yet to learn
grace in art and they have yet to learn
humor. A people with a real love of
beauty and a sense of humor would
never tolerate Hitler.

Whatever we may think of our own
Mr. Roosevelt, we can at least be thank-
ful that he is a pleasant person. He may
be ruining us, but I believe we’re better
off ruined by Roosevelt than we would
be redeemed by a Hitler.

I just hate to see vulgarians in the
saddle. I am glad that the influence
of Mr. Hearst is about over, because he
has been a vulgar note in American
life. I shall be glad when the days of

Hitler and Mussolini are over and I
shall never have to look again upon their
ugly mugs in the newsreels or in the
papers. Thank God for Ronald Colman
and Mickey Mouse! -

fourth flight

I am still practically the worst golfer

at our litle Echo Lake Club. (Even

Westbrook Pegler could beat me if he
were a member.) I did beat Dr. Turner
in our little season-end tournament, but
only because the doctor was still feeling
the stitches of his last-winter’s opera-
tion. Then Dr. Richards beat me and

that made me runnér-up-in the humili-
ated fours of the fourth flight, or some-
thing like that. I got a letter opener as
a prize.

I rather liked our fourth flight. Some
of the best people at Echo Lake were in
the fourth flight, and some of the best
(as well as, I must admit, some of the
worst) minds. We were at least a com-
fortable set down. there—under very
little nervous strain, with no blood in
our eyes, and in no danger of getting
one of the larger atrocities which go to
the big winners, such as a Gargantuan
silver cup or a gorgeous parlor lamp.

I never spent a pleasanter day at golf
in my life than that I had with Dr.
Turner, a professor of philosophy in an
Eastern university. Our struggle was a
contest of indifference, relieved by mod-
est elation if the gods sent us any fair-
to-middlin’ shots. To passers-by I said
that it was a battle of Titans and ex-
plained that “we tighten up on every
shot.” We spoke of ourselves as fighting
for the championship of Macy’s Base-
ment. It was sheer carelessness on my
part that I won from the doctor. I shall
be sad when my golf improves and I rise
to the upper flights and grow grim about
my score. I have a disquieting suspicion
that T wouldn’t like the people as well,
up there on the higher planes.

I rather hate to see the youngsters of
Echo Lake imbued with the idea that
the top flights in any of our sports there
are a whale of a lot better than the bot-
tom flights. You don’t, for one thing,
get any Dr. John Turners in your top
flights. You get some good athletes, but
good athletes are pretty apt to be dull
company.

and commuters

I don’t like commuters.

They’re always looking at their
watches. They're always breaking up
parties, and rushing through engage-
ments, and spoiling third acts with their
frantic departures.

They come to your house for dinner
and, before the soup course is over, they
start to worry about trains. They have
timetable indigestion.

They ruin life for everybody in New
York City. They arrive at their offices
at 10 A.M., go to lunch from 12 to 3, and
spend the next two hours standing up at
their desks, trying to figure how to
catch the 5:15. This shortens the New
York business day to about two hours.

I have water on both knees, caused

-by injuries by commuters leaving thea-

ters in the middle of third acts.
They bring the winter gloom of the
country into the neon sparkle of city life.
They have settled down to raise ba-
bies and pay off mortgages and miss
trains. I prefer the unscheduled relaxa-.
tion and irresponsibility of city life.
Not that I like the city. I hate it.

But I prefer city life to the strained,
artificial life of the suburbs. I even pre-
fer to raise my babies in the city. Gity
babies are aired; suburban babies are
exposed.

A suburbanite has neither the courage
to stay in the city nor to move to the
real country. He is an in-betweener, a
compromiser, a geographical hermaph-
rodite.

I wouldn’t care what he was, if he
didn’t keep watching the clock in my
presence—if he didn’t keep going home.
I don’t believe in ever going horme.

And I don’t like commuters.
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The Bethielxem Steel QDuiz

TRY IT ON THE FAMILY

Once again Bethlehem Steel Company sets
down ten simple questions contrived to quiz
your knowledge of steel, steel-makers and
steel-making. No inside information on the
subject is necessary, since the majority of the
alternatives to the correct answer are taken
from your general fund of facts.

Score 10 for each correct answer—40 is a
good average, 70 should earn you the respect
of all and sundry and, if you score 100, you may
blandly let your astounded audience assume
that the intricacies of steel manufacture are
abecedarian to you.

Correct answers to the Bethlehem Quiz will be found
on page 59.

1. Only one of the following sentences 1s correct.
Can you spot it?

(a) George Pocock, the famous boat-designer, was
the first to use streamlining on the superstructure
of a large ocean-liner.

(&) Two men, Tyrus Cobb and George H. Sisler, first
developed a zinc roofing material with a steel base.

(¢c) The rivet heater heated the rivet and tossed it,

- with tongs, to the riveter above him.

(d) The steel sheets were first pickled in vinegar, then

plated with tin.

2. One of these cities is not a steel center.

(a) Baltimore (6) Buffalo
(d) Indianapolis

3. A Reinforcing Bar may sound like a place to get
a refreshing drink after a day spent Christmas
shopping, but it is really a long rod used by the
building trade for one of the following purposes:

(¢) Birmingham
(e) San Francisco

(@) As an anchor between parallel brick walls to pre-
vent bulging.

(6) Set between angles of a gable roof to relieve stress.

(¢) To support a stairway and eliminate sagging.

(d) Set in a form of concrete to strengthen it.
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4. Which one of these simple steel contrivances
is an important outlet for wire?

(@) eggbeater (0) dishpan
(d) paper clip

(¢) double-boiler
(¢) doorknob

5. You may not realize how inexpensive standard
grades of steel are. Actually, they cost less than
half as much per pound as all but one of these:

(¢) milk

(d) book paper

(a) aluminum
(b) butter

(€) shoeg...
(f) cotron

6. In Bethlehem Steel Company’s new rod mill,

the red-hot rods, being rolled to size, pass through
the rollers at a maximum speed of:

(@) 3 miles per hour
(6) 12 miles per hour

(¢) 27 miles per hour
(1) 46 miles per hour

7. “Dardelet” is the name of:

(@) The latest French coiffure.
(0) A new type of lastex infants’ wear. ‘
(¢) The swing-anthem of Middlewestern jitterbugs.

(d) A self-locking threaded fastening, used where
vibration is likely to occur.

8. While “work-hardness’” has nothing to do with
excessive labor, it is a term used to describe:

(a) The effect of exercise on the muscles of an over-
trained athlete.

(6) A method of rapidly setting concrete.

(¢) Hardness developed in metal resulting from
mechanical working, particularly cold working.

(d) Epidermal friction which results in callouses.

9. Iron ore, commonly brick-red in color, which is
mined and used in making iron and steel, is similar
in its composition to one of the following sub-
stances:

(a) lignite (&) coal  (c) iromrust  (d) shale
10. What large steel producer has been making

alloy steels longer than any other American com-
pany?
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HTTING CASE— compact, complete,
convenient. With 4 Duraloid boxes for
soap, shaving brush, toothbrush, etc.
Glass lotion bottle in container. Comb,
brush, file, mirror, shoe horn. Closes to
11" x 7" x 254", Natural suntan leather $12.
In stitched pigskin with simulated pig-
skin fittings, $29.85.

TIME SECRETARY—Combines time-
piece with appointment pad . . . one sheet
for each day—divided by houss. 8-day
Waltham clock. Genuine gold-tooled
leather cover in brown, green or dark red
leathers, $12.50. Also with 1-day clock,
with fabricoid covering. $5.00

GIFT

GUIDE

Answers allyour Christmas
problems. Send for free copy
containing over 500 dis-
tinctive gift suggestions.
Mail the coupon below.

Please send your new gift guide **SS”.

Address. ..o ii i i e

HammACHER SCHLEMMER

145 EAST 57th STREET NEW YORK
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- “Edwar‘dv R. Murrw i

(continued from page 113

Churchill on the telephone. That was
not the way it was done; Mr. Murrow
should drop Mr. Churchill a polite note
and suggest an appointment to discuss
the matter. Murrow brushed her well-
bred remonstrances aside, put through
the call, had Churchill on the phone al-
most immediately, and closed the matter
there and then.
Perhaps Murrow’s most spectacular
-arrangement was with Premier Daladier
last April. Going to the very top, he se-
cured permission to broadcast the Magi-
not Line. Apparently no newspaperman
had ever been allowed down into the ce-
ment-and-steel monster which is twelve
stories deep. Murrow was warned not to
mention the town nearest his point of
entrance, the number or identity of
regiments, and a few other military pro-
hibitions, but otherwise he said what he
wanted and described what he saw.

VI

J usT before the Maginot-Line broad-
cast Murrow was testing his connection
with Columbia in New York. A French
colonel watched in fascination as Mur-
row talked freely with the master con-
trol panel on Madison Avenue. Finally,
a French-speaking Columbia engineer
was put on the line, and the colonel had
a two-way conversation with him. The
French officer was absolutely delighted.
He brightened and remarked: “Ah, if
war comes, I can sit in New York and
command my regiment by radio!”

Murrow’s broadcast from the Magi-
not Line was of questionable wisdom, in
the opinion of NBC. It was, they admit,

' showmanship—but at the risk of antag-

onizing one country by glorifying the
military might of another. A radio net-
work must be cautious. Murrow wasn’t
making an entente between Columbia
and Berlin any more likely by publiciz-
ing the subway system of the French
Army.

“Now our way of doing things is bet-
ter,” an NBC spokesman declared. “We
arranged a salute between West Point
and the French military college at St.
Cyr. Nobody could object to this.”

“Did you think of doing a broadcast
from the Maginot Line?”

“No, but . . .”

There was also the Columbia broad-
cast by Murrow’s assistant, Bill Shirer,

of Czechoslovakian army maneuvers at
Milovice, on July g1. This was likewise
typical of a brand of enterprise which
NBC professes to deplore as a case of
leading with the chin.

Murrow knows as well as anyone that
discretion is a necessity in broadcasting
from Europe. He recognized that a net-
work must keep itself persona grata with
the chancellories if it is to avoid being
hamstrung and helpless in emergencies.
Murrow and Columbia are as realistic
as NBC. But the promptings of enter-
prise are presumably stronger and they
are tempted more frequently in the di-
rection of the spectacular. Fred Bate,
for example, definitely soft-pedaled the
whole  Czechoslovakian crisis  until
Chamberlain’s first visit to Hitler was
actually announced and the fireworks
were beginning.

Great and grave responsibility rests
upon Murrow. At thirty-three he must
deal with the nations of a tense and
hate-pocked continent, retaining his
freedom of action and speech without
forgetting there will be other days and
new needs for co-operation. For his
years he has an imposing front, his man-
ner is nonabrasive. If he’s no favorite in
Germany, that’s not his fault.

The democracies are more polite
about what they will not tolerate, but
Murrow knows, as all his contempora-
ries also know, that each nation has its
own points of sensitivity. To prod a na-
tion clumsily on a sore spot would bring
unwelcome reactions. The British were
very sensitive about the abdication of
their king and not at all sure that
Americans should enjoy unlimited lib-
erty. It was felt then that American
journalism and American radio might
well behave in a way that national dig-
nity could not overlook. When Cesar
Saerchinger made his first talk to Amer-
ica, the British Government placed an
observer in the broadcasting studio.
This was unprecedented. The observer
said nothing, made no effort to influ-
ence Saerchinger, never came again for
subsequent broadcasts. But he served as
an eloquent reminder, and his presence
as an eavesdropper was presumed there-
after.

When the rebel Church of England
cleric, Jardine, came to America for a
lecture tour (that was a terrific flop),
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OUR COWS GIVE TEA AND COFFEE

MAGAZINE

Milk is money to us FARM JOURNAL readers. Money that pays for drip-
ground-coffee, India tea and all kinds of things we find in the better
stores. We FARM JOURNAL readers treat our barns as factories, our cows as
employees because we want cash to spend. Ours is a paved, wired, motor-
ized world. We go to town, able and anxious to buy, having money to
buy with. For FARM JOURNAL’s four-day-writer-to-reader service helps us
produce money-crops, sell in money-markets, and buy money-values for
our 1,400,000 families. Yes milk, America’s number one money-crop,
is cash to spend with you. What have you to sell ?

FARM JOURNAL Q@asltingion dt-{uare, c@ln'[aclel[)ln'a

Delivers 1,400,000 Families Whose Crop is Money
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. orn a .
Scribner Quiz

It wasn’t the regular Quiz . . . it was
one submitted to us by a couple of
smart Scribner subscribers in search
of a place to live . . . and they
searched our very soul in the
process. This is what they asked
us . . . and what we answered:

WILL OUR ROOMS be comfortable,
colorful, airy . . . the kind we’'d like to
see at the end of a tiring day? Have
they a private bath? . . YES INDEED!

WILL OUR SURROUNDINGS be at-
tractive so that we can take pride in en-
tertaining our friends? , INDEED YES!

WILL WE HAVE A CHOICE of restau-
rants, so we can eat well but simply
when we’re short, and on the grand scale
when we’re flush? ... YES INDEED!

HOW ABOUT CONVENIENCE? Are
transportation facilities right at our door?
Can we walk to theatres, museums, smart
shops? ... INDEED YES!

PHYSICAL WELL-BEING is important
to us. Do you have a gym and a swim-
ming pool? A roof garden where we can
get sun and exercise? .. YES INDEED!

WE WANT RELAXATION too . ..have
you a library, a place where we can prac-
tice our music? Will we meet new and
interesting people? ...INDEED VES!

AND IS ALL THIS WITHIN OUR
BUDGET? ... YES INDEED!

MUST WE BE MEMBERS in order to

live at the Club? ... INDEED NO!
Our score was perfect.
The young. wo- ~ —RATES—
men moved right 5 Singles
in ... and now DAILY

y Y- 11 $2.50 to $4.00
they’re enjoying WEEKLY

life as only resi-
dents of this fa-
mous club can.

$12 to $20
l Doubles

Why don’t you $4.00 o $5.00
write today for WEEKLY
our attractive $15t0 $24

booklet?
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sensibilities over the Duke of Windsor’s
marriage were still raw in Great Britain.
Discreet inquiries were made. Did the
American networks propose to invite
the marrying parson to speak? There
was no request actually made, but the
very asking of the question was hint
enough. He didn’t get on either network.

Anecdota about Murrow personally
is not yet abundant. His chaste academic
associations have produced practically
no legends. Professors and colleagues
summarize him as a stout chap but
never seem to have heard about him do-
ing anything flamboyant, picturesque,
or silly. His adventures have all been
serious ones. He has never been moved
to help hoist a hay wagon to the steeple
of the college chapel.

Linguistically, Murrow is not daz-
zling. His French is capable of digesting
Pertinax and the Parisian press. His
German and Italian suffice for tele-
phone operators, customs inspectors, and
head waiters. He knows enough Span-
ish to ask for an interpreter.

After repeatedly coming in and go-

Ccontinyed from page 14)

cial functions with parents or the chauf-
feur. But a Texas socialite, from her
high-school days, is escorted perennially
by her boy friends and would remain at
home rather than appear at the simplest
party without a man in tow.

This custom is observed even on the
occasion of her formal presentation and
places the girl in the singular position
of having to be “dated” for her own

| debut. Such a practice, like cut-in danc-

ing, is relished by some, but it is a trial
for those of doubtful popularity.

When individuals entertain at the
smaller affairs of the season, they con-
cern themselves, not only with inviting
their guests, but with arranging for
their arrival as well. If a girl is not in
great demand or iIs unacquainted in
town, the hostess finds her an escort.
Each man is notified which of the femi-
nine guests he is expected to bring. This
partner he may know well, slightly, or
not at all. But the men are obliging and
will taxi to the suburbs to call for and
return home girls never seen before.

Theoretically, the clubmen, as hosts
at the great balls, are similarly consid-
erate of their guests’ arrival, but actually
they are concerned but little beyond

ing out of Croydon Airport near Lon-
don, and always having the punctilious
British immigration and revenue gentry
hold him up for hours, Murrow forgot
to be academic and got hopping mad. A
burning letter to the British Home Sec-
retary finally produced diplomatic cre-
dentials that now allow him to pass in
and out of the United Kingdom without
repetitious conversations with suspicious
inspectors. The latter formerly demand-
ed that he produce receipts proving he
wasn’t importing neckties illegally.

When one of Europe’s periodic emo-
tional benders is finally over, Murrow
carries his airplane case and heads for
his comfortable London flat where he
has a den decorated with Navajo In-
dian blankets, tokens, tomahawks, and
squaw-warmers, and a huge high-pow-
ered radio receiver to give him a motor-
man’s holiday in Leipzig, Normandy,
Luxemburg, Moscow, and good old
Schenectady.

As he turns the key in the lock the
maid cries out, “Mrs. Murrow, that
man’s here again.”

»9

- Debut in Texas

their own individual dates. Less-popular
girls must strive for bids to their own
debuts as they do to college proms.

On one occasion a girl, richer in bank
account than in personal charm, was an-
nounced on the debutante list. As the
hour of the ball approached and no
member had called to invite her as his
personal guest, it appeared she was
stranded and must postpone her debut
until the following year. She telephoned
the club president, outlining the situa-
tion in a few well-chosen words em-
broidered with invective to rival Calam-
ity Jane. The president promised a quick
solution and dashed off to scout for a
stag willing to rescue a damsel in dis-
tress. The stag rallied gallantly, tele-
phoned the girl, formally requested a
date, ran her downtown in a taxi, and
rushed into the ballroom a split second
before the announcer reached her name
on his prepared list.

Women harassed by the problem of
inducing male participation in their en-
tertainments may well ask the secret of
engaging such co-operation. It dates
back many vyears and lies, simply
enough, in the tact and clinging-vine
qualities of Southern women who know
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TEN WORLD'S FAIR GRAND PRIZES
TWENTY EIGHT GOLD MEDALS

USED EXCLUSIVELY TO NAVIGATE AND
TIME HOWARD HUGHES' WORLD FLIGHT

THE WATCH OF THE WORLD'S
FAMOUS EXPLORERS AND AVIATORS

MAGAZINE

MORE OBSERVATORY ACCURACY
AWARDS THAN ANY OTHER WATCH

s

EXCLUSIVE OFFICIAL WATCH OF
UNITED AIR LINES COAST TO COAST

WORLD'S LARGEST FINE WATCH FACTORY
WHERE LONGINES WATCHES ARE MADE

AUTHORIZED LONGINES
JEWELERS FROM COAST-TO-
COAST ARE DISPLAYING
THESE AND MANY OTHER
NEW LONGINES WATCH
STYLES PRICED $40 TO $4000

LONGINES -WITTNAUER WATCH CO., INC.

New York  Paris « Montreal s Geneva
LONGINES WATCHES » WITTNAUER WATCHES
AGASSIZ WATCHES + TOUCHON WATCHES
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Down in the always sunny
Southwest, far from the
*hurly-burly’’ of everyday
living, you can really relax

< and live . . . enjoying all
sports, breathing clean, bracing air.

Take the MAIN LINE route from Chicago
—the ROCK ISLAND—direct to the Land of
the Sun. You’ll appreciate the excellent
cuisine and service aboard the de luxe
GOLDEN STATE LIMITED or the luxury-
economy CALIFORNIAN. Both trains daily,
completely air-conditioned, no extra fare.
Morning and evening departures—morning
and evening arrivals.

See the GOLDEN GATE
INTERNATIONAL EXPOSITION
on San Francisco Bay

~m7 Opens February 18, 1939
1sland Vo % of the Kocdets

W.J. LEAHY, Passenger Traffic Manager
Rock Island Lines, 723 La Salle St, Station
Chicago, IlI.

Please send literature descriptive of Arizona and
California with complete travel information.

SEVEN DAYS EQUAL
A I%BIP ABROAD

This winter spend the most interesting va-
cation of your life in sunny San Antonio.
You will find new travel adventure un-
paralleled by foreign climes. No other
city of the world offers so much of color,
romance and adventure. In this modern
Pan-American metropolis is an old-world
atmosphere that makes you feel as though
you were in a land apart. Here the heroic
history of two centuries still lives. Hun-
dreds of things to see and do ... and in
sun-filled days you can make every mo-
ment count. Write for details now.

San Antonio

WHERE LIFE 1S DIFFERENT

—— e —— v —— " ————— ——— o~ ———

m MUNICIPAL INFORMATION BUREAU

207 Auditorium Plaza, San Antonio, Tex.

Send me FREE your beautifully illustra-
ted book, “Picturesque San Antonio.”

when to leave well enough alone and to
look no gift horses in the mouth.

When trading posts, later to develop
into cities, were springing up over this
frontier country, the more frivolous as-
pects of life came in for consideration.
Finding unaccustomed leisure on their
hands and unfamiliar wealth in their
pockets, these rugged pioneers aspired
to a social life patterned after the upper
classes in the colonies they had aban-
doned. So the men formed social clubs
to sponsor community entertainment.

In Texas the adoption of this custom
was ideal to meet a peculiar local need.
These frontier homes were too small for
large gatherings, and the habit of joint
enterprise toward common aims was
strong in their lives. The people acted in
community spirit for their entertain-
ment as they had banded together to
fight Indians and conquer the wilder-
ness. In the town hall or over some-
body’s general store, they gathered for
parties which grew more elaborate with
the prosperity of the region.

It was sheer luck that—some years
later—young blades of the community
had a fanciful notion which was care-
fully nurtured into permanence. Hear-

: There

ing that in the East there was a custom
of presenting young ladies to society as
debutantes, a group of Dallas men deter-
mined to inject more color into their
native social life. They organized the
Idlewild Club and planned a grand af-
fair. From their recent inspiration, they
named not one, but half a dozen girls
just out of a ladies’ seminary as their
guests of honor and dubbed them debu-
tantes, these to make their appearance
in a spectacular climax at midnight.

Soon these imaginative youths had so
far outdistanced their contemporaries in
feminine favor that rival clubs were
speedily organized.

The women were quick to foresee the
possibilities. With the diplomacy of
their kind, they gave their men a free
rein. Better a social life, they reasoned,
like a music-hall show with the men
avoiding boredom, than formal parties
to which the men must be ensnared.

So, appealing to Southern chivalry
and Western independence of the sex,
the women inveigle the men to féte
the girls, planning and executing their
parties with whatever dash of theatrical-
ism their taste dictates—and, incident-
ally, footing the bills.

out, stepped back a little, and brought
the back of his hand smack across the
guy’s mouth. I'm ashamed to tell you
how much I liked it. It went ping, very
satisfyingly, in the pit of my stomach. I
couldn’t help for the moment identify-
ing that red, pompous face with those
Junkers bombers and the dead kids and
a lot of other things that Germany has
begun to stand for in the world. Bad
business, that. I know. Dead wrong.
Thomas Mann’s a German too. And Ein-
stein. And I didn’t know where this guy
stood. But I'm not telling you what I’d
liked to have felt. I don’t suppose any-
one really likes those things about him-
self that keep him chained, forever ap-
parently, to hatred and war. But I'm not
telling you what I’d liked to have felt.
I’m simply telling you what happened.
I was enjoying it so much in fact that
I almost didn’t move fast enough to
catch the big guy’s lumbering swing at
Ramon on my left and let him have a
right, short but good, on the chin. He
went down but I didn’t care for the way
it felt very much. There was concrete

under that padding. I saw the other guy
jump off his stool and head toward us
on the double and I saw myself lying on
the floor next and began to wish that
either Ramon or I had missed that boat.
Well, it was rather confused there for the
next few minutes. T know I swung a
couple of times and didn’t fall down my-
self. Then a number of people were
crowding around me, there was a lot of
gabbling and general agitation. Both
Germans were on their feet again and
there were a couple of sailors standing in
front of them. There was a ship’s officer
there too, talking alternately to the Ger-
mans and Ramon. The kid stood there,
quiet, formal and unregenerate. He kept
smiling at the officer. “But there was no
trouble, sir, I assure you,” I heard him
say. Both Germans were purple and blus-
tery with rage. But curiously enough
their wrath seemed to be directed mostly
at Ramon; they appeared to have over-
looked the minor detail that it was I
who’d knocked them down.

“You crook,” one of them spluttered
at Ramon, “you will answer for this.”
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The kid snapped at that like a cat
making a pass at a rubber ball.

“With pleasure,” he said. He turned
to me. “You will act for me, Steve. Any
arrangements you make will be satisfac-
tory. We dock at Balboa tomorrow.”

I saw the heavy-set guy’s face change
color. I don’t think that was the kind of
answering for he’d reckoned with. It had
both of them worried, I could see that.
The sailors began herding them gently
toward the door and they let themselves
be pushed. Finally we were standing
there alone again.

“This is where we came in, isn’t it?”
I said.

He laughed, then his face grew sober
and he took my hand in both of his.
“You are my friend, Steve,” he said. “I
will not forget it.”

“Oh, yes you will,” 1 said hastily.
“You're going to forget the whole thing,
right now.”

He drew back a little. “You mean you
will not act for me, Steve?”

“Listen,” T said. “A joke’s a joke. I
acted for you once and I'm damn glad
to have got away with it. That big guy’s
got a jaw like a granite slab. Come on
now, will you? Be a good boy, and forget
about it. Haven’t you had enough?”

His face had set in a certain kind of
expression 1I’d seen before; he looked as
reasonable as a post. “You heard what
that fat pig said. He wishes satisfaction.
I will give it to him.”

“Zounds!” T couldn’t forego the lux-
ury. “Spoken like a true daughter of
Spain.”’

He began to get that polite faraway
look on his face again. He was drawing
himself up for another speech when Kay
walked in. That stopped him. She want-
ed to know what all the excitement was
about, and we took her over to a table
and told her—as much as we thought she
ought to know. Then we told about a
dozen other people who kept trooping
over, wanting to know what all the
rumpus had been about. Ramon kept
jumping up every time anyone came up,
bowing and smiling, distilling that aura
of indefinably harrowed reserve that
gave me a wrench inside, every time I
let it get to me. Kay kept looking at him
with a kind of worried, maternal look,
as if she was wondering if she ought to
get him a cold compress or something.
And I began to feel very fed up. All of
a sudden.

“Look,” I said to Ramon when we
were alone for a minute, “will you do
me a favor and quit jumping up and
down like a trained flea? You know all
these people and they know you. Sit still.
You're making me seasick.”

MAGAZINE

F R E E

Please send copy of the new

N EARER

METROPOLIS 0F
AMERICA'S TROPICS

Center of everything-—colorful hub
about which revolves the gay whirl
of sunshine sports and pastimes of
America’s most famous resort area.
Equally available to the beaches
and race tracks—studded with golf
courses, public parks—a great sun-
washed city of palm lined avenues
—unique, almost foreign in archi-
tecture and atmosphere-—deep in
the true tropies, yet literally just a
few hours away from 85% of the
population.

PLENTY GOING ON—Already thousands
of perennial sunseekers are here—
setting up “winter homes” in mod-
ern houses, hotels, apartments—

taking advantage of low all-season
rates and other living economies to
balance family budgets on much the
same basis as back home. These
early comers find Miami at it’s best
-——social and sports programs in full
swing—children entering excellent
schools on arrival — everything
working up to a climax during the
Christmas Holidays. And what an
experience it is! Surf bathing on
Christmas day—a game of golf for
New Years. It’s unforgettable.

TIME T0 PLAN—No need to delay fur-
ther—come down now! Miami’s new
Official City Booklet, complete with
pictures, tables, rates, living costs
is First Aid in planning a tropic
holiday for you, your family. The
coupon below will bring your copy.
Mail it now. You'll never regret it.

(18)

Official City of Miami Book-  Address
let »+ giving full details of
Miami’s vacation facilities. .

City.

State.
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Ride the UNION PACIFIC

CITY OF LOS ANGELES

You’ll never forget your first
Streamliner trip—the thrill of “fly-
ing on rails” for 2300 miles in 3934
hours; the comfort of deep-
cushioned chair seats in coaches,
or of the newest and finest Pull-
man accommodations; the enjoy-
ment of superb “meals that appeal.”

On one Streamliner, the “Copper
King” Lounge Car is resplendent in
glowing copperand colorful furnishings.
Polaroid “light-conditioning” windows
eliminate glaring sunlight without shut-
ting off the view. The companion “City
of Los Angeles” features the “Little
Nugget” Lounge Car, with deep red
draperies, lace curtains and gilt mirrors
in typical early Nineties style.

Also S#teamlinet service

Chicago to San Francisco on the time-
saving “City of San Francisco,” alter-
nating every third day with the “Forty
Niner;” to Portland on the “City of
Portland” with service every sixth day.
To Denver, the famous twin Stream-
liners “City of Denver’ providing
overnight, every night service.

Splendid DAILY sexrvice

between Chicago and the West Coast
on the Los Angeles Limited—the San
Francisco Overland Limited—the
Portland Rose—the Pacific Limited—
and the popular Challengers.

THE
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W. S. Basinger, P. T. M. [ TS
Room 649, Union Pacific R. R.
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He flushed slightly at that but he
didn’t say anything, just sat looking at
his glass, moving it around a little. But I
couldn’t let it rest there. I was feeling
very lousy all at once.

“As if it really means anything—all
that bowing and scraping,” I said. “Just
let one of these people you’re being so
damn polite and charming to say boo to
you in the wrong key and you’ll be all
for pulling out your tin sword and de-
fending the honor of your illustrious and
murderous ancestors.”

He jumped up. “Listen, Steve. I ap-
preciate what you have done for me to-
night. I am in your debt. Please don’t
make me forget it.”

I slumped down in my chair and
waved my hand at him, tiredly. “Go
ahead and forget it,” I said. “I’d have
done the same for a Turk.”

“Steve,” Kay said. “Please.”

“Sure,” I said. “Why not? We might
as well fight a duel too. We'll find a rea-
son easy enough, I don’t doubt.” He was
looking at me with cold fire in his eyes. I
yawned. “The only thing I'm worried
about,” T said, “is what we are going to
do for sand.”

He stared at me.

“You know. For the blood,” I said.
“You can’t fight a duel without sand.
It’s not cricket. Too gummy.”

I saw the color mount darkly in his
cheeks. “There will be plenty of sand in
Balboa,” he said. He looked at me steadi-
ly for a moment with those cold-fire eyes,
then turned to Kay. “I’m sorry, Kay. I
did not wish to trouble you with this . . .”
He bowed and walked off.

“Just like a book,” I said. “The kind
that sells for a dime.”

“Steve! He’s not really going to fight
a duel?”

“Oh yes he is, if T know my Latin.
Vindictive bastards. Unless that German
guy backs down. . . . I'd like to see it
anyway. Probably have to be with meat
axes or something like that. The Ger-
man’s’ got choice of weapons, if T re-
remember my Montesquieu.”

“But, Steve. This is no joke. He
mustn’t. We mustn’t let him.”

I shrugged. “All right. Stop him.
You’re the only one who can.”

She looked after him with that “poor
child” look in her eyes. I looked at my
glass. “It was a little unnecessary, wasn’t
it, Steve?” she said in a moment. “Your
going for him that way?”

I gave my glass a shove. “Maybe.
But I’'m entitled to blow off steam
sometime too. Unfortunately, I can’t do
it by going around and glowering at
people and challenging them to duels.
It’s my cursed ancestors, I suppose.

They were Quakers.” I got up. “I'm
going to get closer to the bar,” I said.
“No point putting an unnecessary gulf
between yourself and salvation. Coming
along?”

She looked at me with some indefin-
able expression in those strange, green
eyes of hers. Then she shook her head.
“I'm going to bed. And I think you
ought to too, Steve. We could all do with
more rest, I'm thinking. Seems to me
we've been acting pretty jangled, lately.”

VI

I COULDN'T sleep, thinking about that
fool kid. Finally, about one thirty, I got
dressed again and went around to his
cabin. He answered my knock right
away, almost as if he’d been hoping
someone might knock. He was still dress-
ed and looked pretty rumpled. There
was a bottle of that more-than-a-hun-
dred-years brandy on the dresser, along-
side the little Madonna. The thought
popped absurdly mnto my head: Adver-
sity maketh strange bedfellows.

“Sorry about the way I jumped on
you, kid,” I said. “It was pretty uncall-
ed for, I guess.” It gave me a wrench
to see how grateful he locked.

“It was my fault, Steve,” he said in
a low tone. Alphonse and Gaston now.
I began to feel kind of foolish. “Then
we can forget about dueling that pork
packer?”

“Yes, Steve,” he said solemnly, “I
will not fight him.”

“Good,” T said. “No more duels at
dawn.”

He smiled and then his face went
serious. “It will not happen again,” he
said. “I have made a vow. No more
quarrels save with the true enemies of
my people.” _

I stared at him. No-moré quarrels
save with the true enemies of his people!
It didn’t seem possible. He’d pulled
some lulus on me before, but this was
almost too good to be true. Still, there
he stood, pale and serious as a deacon.
Something struck me all at once.

“Hey,” I said. “Are you going to
Spain, Ramon? Is that what—" I didn’t
have to ask any more. I could tell from
the expression on his face. I went over
and sat on the bed and bounced a little.
So that’s what those eat-drink-and-be-
merry-for-tomorrow-we-die invocations
had been about.

“Well,” I said. “Here we are with
another occasion on our hands.”

He caught on and his face broke into
that swell kid’s grin. “Si. And fortunate-
ly there is some of the brandy left.” He
turned to get the bottle from the dresser.
I looked at the little Madonna. She
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looked very sweet in the half-light. And
a shade prim, I thought, alongside the
bottle and glasses.

I stood up when he handed me my
drink. “To us, Ramon. To our birth-
days,” I remembered. “May we both
reach them.”

He looked at me.

“Uh huh,” I said. “Me too.”

The grin faded from his face and he
took half a step backward. “With—?”

I couldn’t help laughing. “With the
Madrilenos, you rummy. Who do you
think an American would fight for?
Franco? Hitler?”

“Hermano,” he said. It was very sol-
emn. He raised his glass after a moment.
“To Spain,” he said. “And victory for
the Spanish people. And to you, her-
mano. Con Dios.”

“Con Dios,” 1 echoed. Great and
small, 1 thought. He counteth them,
every one . .. But I looked at the
dresser and tipped up my glass to the
little Lady who sheds the tears while
the Lord just counteth, as they fall.

VIl

m docked in Balboa next morning.
I was just stepping onto the gangplank
when I heard Kay call. I turned around.
She came up in a white sport dress and
a green handkerchief tied around her
hair. She looked like an overgrown kid.
“Weren’t you planning on taking me
ashore, Steve?”

“I thought you might be kind of fed
up with me after last night,” I said.

“But why, Steve? You were lovely.
So . .. angry with the world.” She
laughed suddenly.

“What’s funny?”

“I was thinking about what you said.

~ About the sand . . .” Her eyes changed
their expression. “You were a bit rough
on him though, weren’t you, Steve?”

“I suppose so. I wasn’t feeling very
sweet and tender.”

“I know. It’s too bad, sort of. He
admires you so much.”

“Sure.”

“He does,” she insisted. “He thinks
you’re quite wonderful. Really.”

It’s ridiculous how it made me feel.
I tried not to let it, but I saw from the
way she looked at me that it had showed
in my face for a moment.

“You're always fighting something,
inside, aren’t you, Steve?”

I looked at her. “Uh huh. Acidosis.
How is the young Sefior anyway? Still
bellicose?” I knew, but 1 didn’t know
how much he wanted her to know.

She shook her head. “Very much
chastened,” she said. “He’s promised to
behave.”
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There is a

and Happy World...

Serene

See it on the Only Complete
AROUND-THE-WORLD CRUISE

Sail from New York Jan. 5 in the

You'd like to get away from it all . . . and you can!
For the startling richness of the Franconia's new
‘Both Hemispheres' route is only equalled by its
wisdom. Due south you will sail, from New York
January 5. .. to happy lands below the Equator, to
the tranquil south side of Asia, to ever-smiling
islands of the South Seas. New thrills, amid serene
days in the friendly luxury of the Franconia. . .Vic-
toria Falls and Angkor-Wat, if you like...a rare and
unspoiled Orient in Hué of Annam, a modern but
protected China in British Hong Kong. Yours will
also be the first world-cruise ship to reach the
journey's end of Captain Bligh: Timor Island...also
first to see those lonely, lovely South Seas ports:
Noumea, Nukualofa. Even your return to America
will be unique. .. Franconia Day’ at San Francisco's
Golden Gate Exposition. The whole 147 days, New
York to New York, will be an epoch in your life...
will be Life itself, though at the price of mere liv-
ing: less than $13.00 a day! ‘

CUNARD WHITE STAR

25 Broadway and 638 Fifth Avenue, New York

THOS. COOK & SON

587 Fifth Avenue, and 221 Broadway, New York

Trinidad Rio de Janeiro
Buenos Aires Montevideo
Cape Town
Port Elizabeth Durban
Zanzibar Mombasa
Seychelles Islands
Bombay Ceylon
Sumatra Penang
Singapore Bangkok
Tourane Hong Kong
Manila Java Bali Timor

North Australia
New Caledonia
Fiji Isles Tongan Isles
Eastern & Western Samoa
Honolulu & Hilo, Hawaii
San Francisco Panama

Ratesfrom$1900, including shore
excursions. See your local travel
agent or any office of Cunard
White Star or Cook’s. Forillustrat-
ed book, please write on per-
sonal or business stationery.
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Thrills! Glamour! A gorgeous spectacle!
That's the annual Southwestern Sun
Carnival! You'll love it—and you'll love
El Paso’s warm winter sunshine that
makes life worth living. Plan to be here

during the holidays. See the Sun Carnival

National Park; the White Sands, and 2 ¢
score of other fascinating scenic spots!

¢
Remember — winter sunshine means :

more things to do —more fun!

s () fT\EL PAS’O COUNTY
R0 TEXAS |

El Paso Gateway Club, Room 102 <
Chamber of Commerce, El Paso, Texas 4

: Send illustrated Sunshine Playground Booklet to

1 then visit Old Mexico; Carlshad Caverns i

%W%ce anter
Out of Doors in Sunshine

Come to Tucson—
Home of the 70° Day

Away with the discomforts of
winter. Come to Tucson, where
days are warm and vitalizing;
Lumidity, low; rainfall, slight; wind and
fog,unknown. You can relax or play out of
doors all winter long in constant sunshine.
In addition to the exceptionally health-
ful climate, scenic splendors abound —
colossal caves, historic missions, Indian
ruins, purple mountains, glotious sunsets.
You'll find ﬁ:lendlywestem ranch life,too.

Come where many of America’s most
noted people gather in winter. Fast trans-
continenta] trains and planes. Plentiful
accommodations, moderate costs.

TUCSON

T DNSCOVER e or et conpon roday for free bookict and complete -i

information This non-profit civic club serves visitors witbout fee or obligation.

Sunshine (limate (lub, 1814 ERialto

TUCSON, ARIZONA

l ¥ Send me your new illustrated booklet:
| “NEwW LIFE IN THE LAND OF SUNSHINE"
L

NAME

ADDRE!
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“Good. Shall we ask him to come
along?” It was my good deed for the
day. But she’d anticipated me. “He’s
going to stay aboard.”

“And commune some more with the
little Madonna, I suppose.”

“Possibly.” She looked at me and
shook her head. “You oughtn’t ﬁght
| what you feel about that kind of .
| purity, Steve. That’s one thing you
oughtn’t fight.”

“No?”

“No. You ought to accept it . . . as
a kind of responsibility. To yourself
too.”

I locked away from those strange
colored eyes. “How much do you know
about me, Kay?”

“Almost everything, I think.”

“Everything?”

“Mm hm.” -

“And how much of it do you like?”

“Everything.”

It sure looked like my big day, all at
once. “Come on,” I said. I took her
arm. She held back. “Will you make it
up with him?” she said. “He’s just a boy,

Steve. And he admires you so much and
. he’s rather mixed up right now
. You know . . .”

“T know,” I said. “But I'm a little
ahead of you. I made it up with him
last night.”

She stared at me for a minute, then
gave her head a shake. “You’re wonder-
ful, Steve.”

“You’re telling me,” I said. “Come
on.” I almost ran with her down the
gangplank.

We stopped for a bite somewhere. I
forget where. I forget what we ate. I
forget what we talked about. Nothing
important, you can be sure; nothing of
what I was feeling—and maybe she too.
Funny. You can always find so many
words when you're feeling mean and
lousy about the world. But when the
wonder comes up in you, you’re dumb.
' You just sit and look at it—almost as if
you were afraid to say anything and
spoil it. Or else you wisecrack, for fear

| somebody’s liable to think you're really

being moved by something. . . .

I think I talked about myself some,
after a while. I know I showed her the
picture of Rex that Pve carried around
in my wallet for I don’t know how many
years. I'm in the picture too—what there
was of me in those days; I was about
nine—and there’s a view of the ances-
tral hovel in the background. Kay kept
looking at the picture, held on to it
when T wanted to put it back in my
wallet. She didn’t say anything about it
though, and I was glad.

There was a view of the sea, I re-

member, very blue and quiet and limit-
less. I can still feel something of that
now, of us sitting there, our few words
somehow catching the sense of gleaming
and quiet out there on the water, and
what we were feeling about being alive
there, together, talking. Even now I can
close my eyes and feel time dissolve
about me as it did that day; I can almost
believe that there is no ship waiting to
take us toward those separate destina-
tions for which we’d started years be-
fore; that soon, soon, I will turn to her
and say, “Look Kay, why don’t we go
to Paris this summer, or Bali?”

It was long after midnight when we
got back to the ship, but we were both
wide awake. We went up on deck for a
smoke. Those crystal stars and that pre-
posterous yellow moon were still there,
a stone’s throw off the bow.

I gave Kay a cigarette and held the
lighter, and for a moment there was that
face of hers, narrow and shadowed, bent
over it. She leaned over the rail. I
heard her draw in her breath.

“I’s been such a marvelous day,
Steve. Hasn’t it?”

I didn’t look at her. I was having

-enough trouble, suddenly, staying this

side of that yellow moon and that sea
of satin and silver going out to meet
the stars.

“What are you thinking about?” she
said.

I was thinking that somewhere in
New York there was a smug bastard
who'd had this for seven years, who was
used to it, or so sure of it, that he
could let her go away from him for
months at a time.

“Wondering,”

“What?”

“What I was doing seven years ago.”

I could feel her eyes on me and I
wanted to turn and look at them. I had
a feeling there might- just possibly be
something there I'd want to see. But
I didn’t turn. I kept looking out over
the rail. . . . After a moment I heard
her say, “You’re going to Spain, aren’t
you, Steve?”

I turned around at that, all the way,
and looked at her.

“I'm sorry if it was supposed to be a
secret,” she said.

“It’s not a secret. Just a little oofty
megoofty for the authorities. Nobody
really gives a damn.” I turned back to
the rail. “Anyway, if it were a secret, it
wouldn’t be for you” I kept my eyes
out there, away from her face. “How’d
you find out?” T asked.

“You’re not specially careful. You've
some papers in your wallet and they
were all over the table this afternoon

SCRIBNER’S
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Your enjoyment of spacious
salons, broad decks and
smart meeting places like
the Sun Deck Restaurants is
doubled by the luxury and
effortless speed of the

Swift Lloyd Expresses
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Europa
Columbus
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Answers to
“Bethlehem Quiz”
(See page 49)

1. {(c¢) The rivet heater formed the rivet and
tossed it, with tongs, to the riveter above him.

2. (d) Indianapolis. Each of the other cities
is an important steel producing center. Bethle-
hem Steel Company has plants at Lackawanna,
just outside Buffalo and at South San Francisco.
The largest Bethlehem Plant is at Sparrows
Point, in the outskirts of Baltimore. This is the
only major steel plant in this country which is
located on tidewater and from which shipments
can be made both by rail and by ocean-going
vessels,

3. (d) Set in a form of concrete to strength-
en it. Reinforcing bars are. rolled with aceu-
rately-spaced deformations which increase the
holding power of the bar and make for a more
stable structure.

4. (d) Paper clip. Manufacturers of paper
clips are important consumers of certain grades
of steel wire.

5. {¢) Milk. Selling at 10 or 11 cents a quart,
milk costs less than 6 cents per pound. The
base price for steel averages approximately
3 cents per pound.

6. (d) 46 miles per hour, When the rodsr

enter the rolls, they travel at less than 1j-mile
an hour. From these first rolls the incandescent
steel rapidly picks up speed until the maximum
ofﬁm miles per hour is reached in the finishing
rolls.

7. (d) A self-locking threaded fastening,
used where vibration is likely to occur.

8. (c) Hardness developed in metal resulting
from mechanical working, particularly cold-
working.

9. (c) Iron rust. The chemical composition
of iron rust is virtually identical with that of
iron ore. .

10. Bethlehem Steel Company has been mak-
ing fine alloy steels for more than fifty years.
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when you were showing me that picture
of you and Rex. You were such a little
boy then, standing there with your dog.
And now you’re going off to fight . . .7

All my life, I was thinking idiotically.
All my life I've been wanting to show
that picture to someone and say, “Here.
This boy, this dog . . . and you. They
belong together. All the rest is rubbish,
see . . .7 I kept my eyes glued over-
board, trying to find something out
there that would keep me from falling
on my face in another minute.

“Why are you going, Steve?” she said.

“To shoot Fascists,” I said.

I saw the sharp movement she made,
turning away.

“Why’d you do that?” T asked.

“Because it isn’t any good, that way.”

“What isn’t any good? Fire and
blood? They’re the only good things
left. Maybe when they’'ve gone over
and everything’s bare and clean, it’ll
all come up again, different, straighter
next time.”

She was shaking her head. “Why
haven’t you the courage to say you're
going to fight because you believe in
something so hard that you’re ready to
die for it? Are you afraid somebody
may suspect you capable of some real
feeling? Why must you make war
something even worse, more stupid than
it is? If you said at least that you were
going to fight for democracy—"

“You've got your dates mixed,” 1
said. “They died for democracy twenty
years ago. Ten million of them. Not me.
T'm still going to shoot Fascists.”

“Steve, Steve,” she said.

“Sure. ‘Steve’ . . . Are they any less
dead, those others, because they died
for democracy?”

“I don’t know. But it’s not they. It’s
you. Don’t you see? You—of all people.
You don’t hate people. You're all knot-
ted up with love and pity and anger
for them. Because you want them to be

~better than they are, and life to be bet-

ter for them than it is. Why must you
pull that down in yourself? Why,
Steve?”

There wasn’t any fast comeback for
that “why.” I felt kind of funny just
then, listening to her. I don’t know
quite how to describe it. Panicky, al-
most.

“Going to shoot Fascists!” she said.
“You know you don’t mean that, Steve.
Why do you say it? It’s like a little boy
talking, when you talk like that. And
not a very bright little boy, or a good
little boy—like that darling one in the
picture. Just a silly, bitter little boy,
doing his bit to keep alive the old ter-
rible fiction of (continued on page 75)
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Stewards with pleasingly in-
tuitive forethought and chefs
who perform magic with
menus increase the pleasure
of restful crossings in the
ever inviting comfort of the

Hapag ““Famous Four”
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When. you
come to CALIFORNIA

Do as the Padres did . . . start at San Diego
and follow El Camino Real (The King's Highway)
along the Pacific’s lovely shore-line.

See the Southern California of your dreams first.
Enjoy every thrill to the utmost. Let us send
you the "'Trail of the Padres,” an illustrated
itinerary that saves time and money but dis-
covers California at its best from San' Diego
to the Exposition. .

" Please send me free the *'Trail
of the Padres,” and handy
California Map.

San Diego-California Club
Address . . . . Room 1512




Is it Brahms tonight, or Mendel-
sohn, or Goodman? Whatever
music suits your individual
mood, it is yours to command
with a Lafayette Automatic
Phono-Radio Combination. C-32
is a stunning de luxe model. Its
powerful 15 tube, 4 band, “touch
tuning” radio brings you world-
wide reception. The Garrard
Automatic Record Changer pro-
vides 40 minutes of uninterrupted
recorded entertainment. The
price is $159.50. Write today for
catalog describing the complete
line of 1939 Lafayettes.

$995

Ideal for Record Enthusiasts!
This handy gadget holds 50 records. Small
enough to fit into bookcase or any small
corner. Keeps records separated so they
cannot rub together or scratch. Index card
and stickers eliminate hunting for records
you want. Holds 10" and 12" records.

RABSONS MUSIC SHOP

1373 SIXTH AVENUE + 100 WEST 56TH STREET
NEW YORK CITY + TELEPHONE CIRCLE 7-0070

Sent anywhere

inU. S. A, far only

AMAZING SAPPHIRE
NEEDL PLAYS

2000 RECORDS...

.. without changing . . without wearing
records down . . less scratch, less surface
noise! Brings out full, brilliant tone qual-
ity of original music. Use on ANY make
recordor phonograph.Only$2.Sazisfaction
or money back guarantee, At your dealer.

MUSICRAFT RECORDS, Inc.
Dept. 712, 10 W. 47th, N. Y. C.
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Music and Records

RICHARD

'\ EVER before in the history of the
phonograph have the recorders

been as prolific as during the past twelve
months. The task of selecting the out-
standing publications of 1938 is compli-
cated not only by the unprecedented
quantity, quality, and variety of twelve
monthly releases from a half-dozen com-
panies, but by a last-minute broadside
from the most energetic of these, listing
more than 270 discs—all of European
derivation and featuring, in almost every
instance, ideal interpreters of practi-
cally unassailable music. ‘

This end-of-the-year survey will at-
tempt to deal with only a very small
fraction of the mileage of sound-track
contained in thirty-three album sets
and thirty-two single records consti-
tuting the “Connoisseur’s List of Vic-
tor Records.” The complete list is rec-
ommended as an excellent source for
records that might happily be given for
Christmas, especially to music lovers
whose phonograph collections already
embrace the more familiar items in the
repertoire. It is a veritable outline of
music history from songs of the Ren-
aissance (with lute accompaniments),
madrigals by Monteverdi, harpsichord
pieces by the seventeenth-century mas-
ters Champion de Chambonniéres,
Pachelbel, and Lully, religious music—
the great but rarely heard Third Tene-
brae Service for the Wednesday of
Holy Week—by Couperin le Grand;

GILBERT

through instrumental and vocal music
by Bach and Handel, concertos and
symphonies by Mozart and Haydn,
string quartets by Boccherini, Beetho-
ven, Schubert, Grieg, Dvofak, quintets
by Brahms, songs by Schumann, Schu-
bert, Wolf, and Fauré, and piano works
of Mendelssohn, Schumann, and Schu-
bert; up to modern piano, vocal, and
chamber-music compositions by De-
bussy, Ravel, Malipiero, Prokofieff,
Bliss, and Francaix. Also in the list will
be found such rare “connoisseur” items
as Beethoven’s fifth symphony and
Dvorék’s “From the New World.”
The year’s outstanding recordings of
symphonies are: Mozart’s unfailing G
minor, vibrantly and unaffectedly in-
terpreted by Sir Thomas Beecham with
the London Philharmonic . (Columbia
set No. 316); Schubert’s perennial B
minor, “The Unfinished,” played by
the same conductor and orchestra (Co-
lumbia set No. g30); Haydn’s Sym-
phony No. 88 in G, deeply felt and
meticulously read by Arturo Toscanini
amid acoustic surroundings (NBC’s
studio 8H) which are far from perfect
but, nevertheless, do not obscure the
uncanny precision of the NBC Sym-
phony Orchestra (Victor set No. M-
454) ; also this conductor’s incomparable
gardening of Beethoven’s “Pastorale”
symphony, with the BBC Orchestra
(Victor set No. M417); Schumann’s
Symphony No. 2 in C, op. 61, skill-
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