

















lion dollars! The bright American
public not only tosses away this col-
lossal amount weekly but Uncle
Sam himself shares in the loss (ex-
cept at Mutuel tracks) as book-
makers pay no tax!

(Note to President Roosevelt:
Open a F.B.S.—Federal Bookmak-
ing Service—and you can balance
the budget in a couple of months!)

As a matter of cold fact Mr.
American Sucker has a better
chance playing a roulette wheel than
he has a horse race! With a
roulette wheel the odds are thirty-
three to one against you; when you
play a horse the odds are more like-
ly a hundred to one!

At this point let me mention that
I am not referring to big stake
races. I will say that these are “on
the level” and form and breeding
usually determine the issue. But
even then, as any horse owner will
tell you, there are a hundred differ-
ent wavs that a horse may lose a
race ! He may get off badly, may be
bumped and thrown off stride, may
be caught in a pocket, may suffer
from a “bad ride,” or while running
suddenly develop a dozen different
ailments. These are only a few of
the misfortunes which may befall
the best of steeds.

Imagine what it is in ordinary
races when you have to add to all
this the general crookedness which
permeates horse racing todav ! What
a chance Mr. American Sucker has!

He may bet on the favorite bliss-
fully ignorant of the fact that the
jock has already been paid to “pull
his horse,” or that a certain stahle

has planned a “killing” and has
laid it on the line accordingly. He
may bet a dozen different ways
but one dollar will get you ten that
there are a dozen different brands
of crookedness working against
him.

In other words, Mr. American
Sucker i1s working entirely in the
dark no matter how many form
charts and tip sheets he’s pored over
the night before and he’d have just
as good a chance if he closed his
eves and stuck a pin in the entries!

Even if he were “in” with a
crooked stable, he’s still got that
“hundred ways” working- against
him and double crossing among the
wise boys is a far from uncommon
ailment.

If anyone resents my statement
that horse racing isn’t on the level
I would refer him to the news-
papers. Every day you read how
some jock has been suspended for
crooked riding or some owner or
trainer banned from the track for
“doping.”

Glance over the “Results chart”
of any race and the fluctuation in
the odds of the winner will prove
conclusively that “something’s rot-
ten.”” A nag opens at twenty to one.
The tip spreads, the bookmakers’
runners get the drift and the odds
on that horse are hammered down
to three or four to one. The horse
wins. If that doesn’t prove that the
horse was “meant to win” what does
it prove? In other words, the rest
of the jocks were paid to “hold their
horses” or the winner was “hopped

”

up. (Continued on page 77)






SILLYSISMS!

BALLYHOO presents (with
some misgiving!) a new
Goofeature which may
sweep the country—=Silly-
sisms! Try your hand at
them. For each one print-
ed BALLYHOO will pay $5.

A CUTE figure is a nice number.
A nice number is fifty thousand dol-
lars. Fifty thousand dollars is a
helluva lot of money. But some girls
think that a cute figure is worth it.

To compromise means to find a
happy medium. To find a happy
medium means to meet a clairvoyant
full of pleasant spirits. To meet a
clairvoyant full of pleasant spirits
means to have another drink. There-
fore, to compromise means to have
another drink.

To open a safe you’ve got to
know the combination. To know a
combination means to be familiar

with women’s underthings. To be
familiar with women’s underthings
is going too far. And if you go that
far you might as well open the safe.

Humanity is male and female.
Male and female are two sexes.
Two sixes are a bum roll of the dice.
Therefore, humanity must be a bum
roll of the dice.

A man’s downfall is usually due
to a girl’s smile. A girl’s mile is
usually about ten small blocks. Ten
small blocks is usually what the
baby plays with. Therefore, a man’s
down fall is usually due to what the
baby plays with.

A guy who won’t talk is a clam.
A clam is something surrounded by"
a hard shell. Somethiﬁg surrounded
by a hard shell is a nut. Therefore,
a guy who won't talk is a nut.

To get the drift of what a girl
is driving at is to understand her.
To understand a girl is to know her.
To no a girl is to turn her down.
Therefore, to get the drift means
nothing doing.
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VERSE VERSUS VIRILITY

IF you ask the average aggressively
he-masculine bozo what he thinks
about verse he’ll probably register
a rough rumble to the effect that
poetry is a pansy pastime, that
meter is merely a nance notion,
that the bird who reads the Faery
Queen is a Fairy king, that all
troubadours are tenors, and no
bard sings bass.

Yeah, that’s what he’ll SAY.
Because he thinks that’s what he’s
expected to say. Because men
have cultivated a sort of conversa-
tional cliche that a liking for lyric
expression is a sis symptom.

Which is the bunk. And the
very-hairy-chested lug who is
spilling such sentiments of scorn
for poetry knows, deep down in-
side his hirsute chest, that it’s
bunk. He’s only saying it because
it’s a silly traditional attitude he
thinks he has to take.

Frisk him and you'll find what
a false front he’s throwing. It
may take you and the marines to
do it, but get his wallet out of his
pocket and search inside it. Any
bookmaker will lay you five to one
that there is a clipping—maybe
two or three—tucked away some-
where within that wallet; a clip-
ping of VERSE!

Perhaps really a poem, perhaps
only a doggerel jingle, but verse—
a little singing something in
rhyme and meter that just natur-
ally syncro-meshes into his spir-
itual gears. The pose against
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poetry is simply a stupid stall.

Be yourself. you big hunk of
sentiment! Quit strutting your
hard-boiled stuff and manfully ad-
mit your pulses can lilt to a lyric
—and that it doesn’t have to be a
baritone ballad, always, either!

You're a rhythmic animal—and
you've always been one, Mr. Male!

When the Neanderthal man
went out to hunt the hairy mam-
moth, with the chance of encoun-
tering a sabre-toothed tiger on
the way, he grunted primitive
tropes to himself to buck up his
nerve. He chanted coarse caden-
zas to give him courage as he
bounded into battle with the en-
emy clans.

The anthropologists know what
they know of his life because he
left behind him on cave walls and
carven tusks a roughly rhythmic
record of his loves and labors.

Why be ashamed, in these com-
paratively soft days, of a sensi-
tiveness to song which descends
from troglodvtes who thought a
man who couldn’t bite through an
auroch’s thigh-bone to get the
marrow was a sissy?

Why pretend you scorn poetry
when you live by it?

Oh, you don’t, don’t you?

Then how did you come to be
with that gang I seen you with
last night at the club when you
were singing everything from
Sweet Adeline to the French Mar-
sellaise, from Frankie and Johnny



Onward Christian Soldiers?
And how come you and your
fellow-plumbers, or masons, or
piano-tuners, or boilermakers, or
realtors—when you get together
in conventions or lodge-meetings
or whatever—not only bust into
song, but almost inevitably pro-
duce, for the occasion, what is
meant for poetry, in the form of
verses by your more articulate
members ?

And how come you’ll find, in
the coldly commercial executive’s
office, at least one poem—if it’s
only “IF”—(and don’t let the
highbrows tell you THAT isn’t
a poem)—hung on the wall, or
stuck under the glass of the ma-
hogany desk?

And why do You—and you—
and you—when you write to the
Times Question and Answer col-
umn, ask—nineteen times out of
twenty—for some strayed or lost
piece of verse, not for prose?

And do you think you can bluff
anybody into thinking that you
honestly regard poetry as an es-
sentially ladylike yen, when you
and several million blue-jowled
babies like you, sneak into station-
ery stores to buy several billion
rhymed greeting cards and a large
number of million poetical wall-
mottoes every year?

You not only live by poetry,
you die to it. You go down in
the Titanic or the Lusitania sing-
ing Nearer My God to Thee. The
transport Tuscania is torpedoed,
and a bunch of Yank doughboys
sink while defiantly singing

to

“Where do we go from here?”

Hells bells, if there was ever
anything that is He-Stuff it’'s po-
etry! And don’t think I mean by
that that it can’t be delicate and
lovely poetry as well as vigorously
stag stanzas.

When Mallory wrote of Lance-
lot “and he was the gentlest man
that ever struck with sword” he
not only wrote a tremendous po-

etical line, but he touched the
chord that is in every truly
“manly man’s” heart. It is not

sissy, but masculine, to thrill to
muted music as well as to throb-
bing drums. A man may listen, as
well as speak, softly, yet carry a
big stick.

This code of heavily ha-ha-ing
poetry as a Cuthbert’s complex is
comparatively modern. And I
think I know why it came about.
It would seem that most commen-
tators and critics who discuss po-
etry in the press and on the lec-
ture platform, smell more than
faintly of lavender. And they have
done their girlish best—or worst—
to remove poetry as far as possible
from the hurly, and particularly
the burly, of life; and infuse “po-
etry-appreciation” with an aroma
of pink disdain. (Which is a swell
line, even if I don’t know what it
means!)

They have created the impres-
sion that poetry is something spe-
cially precious, esoteric, recondite,
and for the cloistered, and too fine
for Regular Guys. So the Regular
Guys, all confused, feel they class

(Continued on page 70)


















THE BRITISH ARE COMING!

I'M up in arms about the English!
The way things are going along 1
can see that there’s nothing for me
to do but to climb on a horse and do
another “Paul Revere” before it’s
too late!

Mind you, I'm not anti-English,
in fact, Pegler’s petty persecutions
of our Anglo-Saxon brothers across
the sea gives me an acute pain in
my pelvis or thereabouts, but I am
sounding the alarm: “The British
are coming!”

Come to think of it the English
may not have anything to do with
this affair. It’s what the movies are
doing to them that scares me bow-
legged!

It wasn't so bad when Mr. Wells
started it all by “seeing it through”
but when they began importing
English plays and players who
“carried on” and “kept a stiff upper
lip” for three or four acts of tea
drinking, Hollywood “saw the light”
and began putting English ‘“noble-
ness” over in a colossal way.

For example, I saw a movie the
other night called “Another Dawn.”
In it two bleeding Britishers are in
love with the same gal, Bv Jove!
but they’re noble as all get-out and
the way they ‘“carry on” is some-
thing awful! They ‘*carry on”
grimly for an hour and a half and
in the end one of the blighters is
so bleeding noble that he flies off
to a terrible death and leaves his
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wife with the other bleeding Brit-
isher! I say, Hollywood!

Now I'vc met plenty of English-
men ( Why, some of my best {riends
are Britons!) and it doesn’t seem to
me that they’re any different than
other folks. They duck their taxes
the same as we do, some of them
cheat and some don’t, some desert
their wives and kiddies and some
don’t, some murder and some maim
but so do the Armenians and the
Greeks !

But Wilshire Boulevard would
have you believe that the bleeding
Iinglish have a patent on “reserve”
and ‘“nobleness.” They would have
you believe that a Britisher is for-
ever calm as a cucumber no matter
what he’s facing whether it be a
machine gun nest or horrible dis-
grace. Warner Brothers would
have vou believe that an English-
man never never gets excited, never
loses his aplomb, never even loses
a drop of tea when he discovers that
his wife has run away with the
garbage man or that his lifelong
partner has absconded with his
life savings.

Metro - Goldwyn - Mayer would
have vou believe that a Briton can
suffer the tortures of the Inquisi-
tion without batting an eyelash and
politelv murmur, “Good luck, old
chap!” to the guy that double
crosses him!

(Continued on page 76)



“PRACTICALLY HUMAN"

WHEN the salesman who installed
my “Little Marvel” with the
“magic eye” told me that the ma-
chine was “practically human,” I
naturally didn’t take him literally so
I was dumbfounded a few nights
later at the miracle which took place
in my living room.

Sitting there with the radio going

full blast and, as most people do.

not paying any attention to it, I
was reading the evening paper when
there was a momentary lull between
programs and I heard a strange,
brittle voice saying. “Would you
mind very much turning me off ?”

I sat up straight in my chair and
looked around wondering where on
earth the sound could have come
from. Then I happened to glance
toward the “Little Marvel” and to
my amazement the “magic eye” was
winking at me!

I’ve always prided myself on be-
ing a perfectly normal person but
I must confess that that winking
eye unnerved me considerably and
when the same thin voice repeated
the question I actually shivered!
Without realizing what I was do-
ing I leaned over and snapped off
the radio with trembling fingers
and the next thing my astonished
ears heard was a deep sigh of re-
lief and the voice saying, “Thank
you so much!”

There was no doubt about it now.
That voice was coming from the
radio itself and the eye was still
winking at me almost roguishly!

“As the salesman probably told
you,” the voice continued, “I'm a
very sensitive machine and can
stand just so much!” The voice
shook with emotion and the eye
actually grew misty. “For the last
four days now I've had so much
drivel dinned into me that my blood
pressure is higher than the Empire
State building and my tubes are
nigh to bursting!”

I sat there staring at the “Little
Marvel” not knowing what else to
do and pretty soon a bitter chuckle
came out of the loud speaker.

“l see you're surprised,” the
voice continued, “I suppose you
feel that the air is so full of a num-
ber of things, we should all be
happy as kings! Especially when
they’re free! Well, not me, sister!
These innocuous noises that come
over the waves may entertain you
morons but they irk me. Irk me!
Do you hear? Irk me!”

The voice rose to a shrill shriek
and with a baleful, blazing eye the
“Little Marvel” actually shook on
its stand. “You! You donate
monies to charity and the Red
Cross and the S. P. C. A. but do
you ever think of us poor suffer-
ing radios? No! You turn us on
and let us take it on the chin all
day and all night! If I have to
listen to any more puerile pap about
patent medicines, any more junk
about junkets, any more crap about
cars, any more silly sisms about
cigarettes, I'll go crazy! Crazy!”












THE BELLS AT EVENING PEALING

MR. POTTER concentrated on the
face of his wrist watch until he
could make out the time then he
rose slowly to his feet and stood
there swaying in the wind of con-
versation around the table. Mum-
bling something about “th’ lil boy’s
room,” he made an unsteady exit
but instead of following his original
plan he staggered out a back door
of the restaurant.

“’S no use tellin’ tha’ buncha
Indians I gotta get up in th’ morn-
in",” he soliloquized as he weaved
his way down the street, ‘‘they
know tha’ wife’sway ’'n’ they
wouldn’t lemme go—better t’ jus’
slip out!”

He chuckled contentedly to him-
self as he covered the half block
from the cafe to his walk-up. “Tha’
was th’ way to outsmart th’ boys—
jus’ slip out!”

He paused in the entryway of his
apartment house and as his gaze
rested on the long row of letter
boxes he tried to snap his fingers.
“M'god, they’ll be ringin’ my door-
bell the rest of th’ night!” he hic-
coughed.

Bracing himself against the door
he scowled heavily at the names on
the cards at the bottoms of the
letter boxes. “Zimmerman, Jones,
Kennedy, Klunk—Woodbury, Pot-
ter, Hennessy, Munk—"

It sounded like a song and Mr.
Potter started in again. “Zimmer-
man, Jones, Kennedy, Klunk—"

Once more he tried to snap his
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fingers but no snap came. He'd fix
it so they couldn’t ring his bell, by
golly!

Carefully extracting the cards
one by one from their slots he
shuffled them thoroughly and then
replaced them hit or miss. “Now
let'm find my bell!” he said trium-
phantly and after taking several
minutes to get his key in the key-
hole he opened the inner door and
labored up the two flights of stairs
to his apartment.

“Potter’s too smart for'm!” he
chuckled as he shed his clothes, all
save his underwear, and sank back
on his bed, “Ol’ Potter’s too smart
for'm?!”

His chuckling suddenly ceased
however and he sat up with a jerk.
M’god, now if they rang his bell
they’d wake somcbody else up!
M’god, supposin’ it was Miss Klunk
the school teacher or Mrs. Munk
the W. C. T. U. ladyv! He focused
his eves on the clock beside the bed
and saw that it was two. That
would be terr’ble t'wake up Miss
Klunk or Mrs. Munk at such
nhour! N'if they did answer th’
bell they’d find out it was some
friends of his because they’d ask
for him an’ Miss Klunk ’'n’ Mrs,
Munk thought he was jus’ a drunk-
en loafer anyway comin’ in at all
hours 'n’ they’d raise partic’lar hell!

Mr. Potter got up wearily and
cautiously made his way down the
carpeted stairs. He’d have to
change the cards back again, that’s









THIS ‘I'OO, TOO NEW YORK

FOREW ORD -If you. have never read Mr. Luc:'us Beebe’s syn-
We present

dgcntcd column,
below a typical bit of Bcebe patter
(patter—as in patter-de-fois-gras)
by our Mr. Lucius Lardeater, who
Itas saturated himself in Beebeana
for many months now. Mr. Lard-
edler,  like' Mr. Beobe, hails from
:'Boston “and” k)tows alt abour such
thfngs as gourmets what the well-
drcsscd man is fvearaig. a'rd who 1s
tm'mg to. zmpres.s‘vwho at all the big
P_a,r]‘~ 1venué parties. - If you don't
wnderstind ‘soe of Mr. Lardeater’s
expressions,’ vou cait.console vour-
sclf by remembe;mg that Mr. Beebe
’doc’snt alway - understand M>.
I’ardcahr ezthcr—and “vice versa.
. Come-in, Mr.. Lar_dcatcr!

THE PAVED . PATHS of City

Hall Park resound these post-.

meridians with the clarion coo
ot the urban cushat calling to its
mate. Right.under the very case-
ments from which the Burgomaster
himself is ‘won't to peer, these
none-too-fine feathered doves, which
Elsa Laxwell, I believe it was,
once referred to as “‘the nightingale
of the proletariat,”. but which many

a gay boulevardier who, if he knows

kis Poetess Stein at all is likely to
refer to as ‘“pigeons on the grass,
Alas!”, publicly preen their plumes
and openly make known their

““This-New York,” don't worry.
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Lucius J.

Lardeater

nuptial inclinations not only to those
of their own ornithological species
but to all and sundry passersby. Yet
it is to be noted that the gentleman
bird, Don Juan though he may be
on the surface, is a true gourmet at
heart; for despite his apparent pro-
pensity to mate, he is nevertheless
Ready, Willing and Able, if I may
quote from Celluloidia, to allow his
lady-killing activities to go merrily
and blithesomely to pot while he in-
dulges himself in the animated pur-
suit of a peanut, tossed, I ain sure,
without thought either of distraction
or of birth comptrollership by some
well-intentioned, and perhaps phil-
anthropic out-of-towner bent upon












that the Lady in Red was smiling
up at him! He felt a wild desire
to jump right out of the ship into
her arms and suddenly he slapped
his knee. That was the way he
could meet her! It would be a
cinch to bail out in a parachute and
land on that terrace. The roof was
as big as all outdoors and with the
wind right he could hit it easy.
And the wind was right!

With a whoop of excitement
Jimmy kicked the ship around and
shot back to Long Island. Zooming
down to a landing he swung the
plane around so fast that the tail
almost caught Bill the mechanic.

“What's the idea!” shouted Bill.

Jimmy was out of the cockpit
and grabbing him by the arms
before he could say anything more.
“Bill,” he yelled, “do you want to
make ten dollars?”

Bill eyed him suspiciously.
“Yeah? Where’s the ten?”

Jimmy dug a ten spot out of his
pants and then disappeared in the
hangar. He was back in a moment
fastening on his chute as he ran.
“Fly me over Manhattan,” he
cried, “and it’s yours!”

Shouting directions in Bill's ear
Jimmy guided him back to New
York and the section of town he
wanted. “Now keep circling,” he
yelled, “and get more altitude!”

As Bill swung around into the
wind Jimmy opened the cabin door
and looked down. The angle was
just right and with a wave of his
hand he bailed out. Dropping to-
ward his target Jimmy pulled the

rip cord quickly and as the chute -
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opened began guiding himself with
the ropes. He chuckled to himself
as he floated down. Not a bad idea
this dropping in for tea! He could
say that he’d lost control of the ship
and had to bail out. What a dare-
devil he’d be in the eyes of the
Lady in Red!

The gayly colored terrace was
coming up toward him rapidly now-
and Jimmy jerked at the ropes
frantically. He didn’t want to land
in that damn swimming pool! A
drowned rat wouldn’t be a very ro-
mantic figure! But it was too late.
Bracing himself Jimmy prepared
for a ducking. As he struck in-
stead of a splash there was a sharp
cracking of glass and as his feet
went out from under him he re-
alized that what he’d hit was a mir-
ror. It was a dummy pool!

Picking himself up he gazed
about in bewilderment. The gals
hadn’t even noticed him! They
were evidently all asleep. Climbing
out of the pool Jimmy limped to-
ward the Lady in Red, his heart
beating fast. God, she looked beau-
tiful lying there! Then his eyes
almost popped out of their sockets
and with a cry he jerked around
and stared at the other gals. They
were all wax figures!

There was a cough behind him
and Jimmy turned to see a middle
aged gentleman in white linens.

“What the hell is this!”
yelled.

“This, my dear sir, is Wanamacy’s
Department Store,” he said politely,
“and I might add that you've prac-
tically ruined our terrace display!”

he









IT

VESTA, Goddess of the Roman
hearth, went to Jupiter with a
kick—she had one coming. He
was busy and had a date, but
agreed to give her five minutes of
his time if she promised not to
mention washing machines or
kitchen cabinets. She crossed her
heart and siphoned her griev-
ances as follows:

She complained that the sacred
fires before the altar in the temple
dedicated to her name, were be-
coming “not so hot” and that the
Vestal Virgins, employed by the
State to keep them stoked, were
loafing on their jobs and com-
plaining about conditions. Worse
still, they were under suspicion,
as all of them were tryving to re-
duce, and copies of a popular
work on birth control had been
found in their cloisters. It was
known that one of them was
squashed on a chariot chauffeur
and that another was correspond-
ing with the Chairman of the En-

tertainment Committee of the
Praetorian Guards. They were
using lip sticks and rouge: read-

ing Havelock Ellis and calling the
High Priest “Honey Bug” and
“Dear Old Reliable”.

Disgusted with their behavior,
Vesta had advertised for a fresh
set. The ad had appeared morn-
ing and evening in the leading
gazettes for more than a month
and so far she had had but two
responses. In the interviews, she
found that they both wore men’s
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COLULDN'T HAPPEN HERE (MAYBE)

garters and had the names of a
popular Greek island resort pasted

on their trunks. One of them
chewed tobacco and the other
could lick a gladiator.

Jupiter admitted the situation

was serious and feared it wouldn’t
improve. The army had just re-
turned from a three-vear sojourn
in a moral land, and there was
small chance of the Amazons
changing their under-things from
rhinoceros hide to chintz and re-
turning to the fire and bedside.
He very well understood that the
sacred fires must be kept ablaze
and that none but virgins could
feed the still—though what was
he supposed to do about it?

“Stir yourself and have some
virgins hunted up,” Vesta replied

boldly enough. *“There must be
some around somewhere, God
knows, and you have the boys

what can chase ’em down. What’s
Mercury and that lazy Hercules
doing ?”

Herc. had a livery stable job,
Jupiter told her, and besides he

~was too clumsy for such a delicate

job. Merc. had been assigned to
catch up with a rumor that Midas
had asses ears, but was still miles
behind and was sick of the work.
Perhaps he wouldn’t mind being
transferred to other duties. He
wasn't, really, but said they musn’t
get sore if he fell down. He
knew what an onery task had been
set him.,

He was away a year and a day






























you have to know all about it in
order to win?”

This time there was a genuine
laugh. “He’s dead.”

“Good Heavens—who?”

“The man who knows all about
it—to win.” The dark figure slipped
through the door. '

Several days later Mr. Blodgett
looked up and greeted the gambler
as an old friend. “Hello. Another
horse ?”

There was a nod and a quick step
to the telephone. ‘““’Lo, Joe?”

Mr. Blodgett coughed deprecat-
ingly, and then interrupted. He
could not have guessed five seconds
before that he was going to do
this, or have told five seconds later
why he did this. “Excuse me. Just
a minute,” he said.

The dark man looked up from the
telephone and then covered the
mouthpiece. Mr. Blodgett resumed
hesitantly. “I've never done any-
thing like this before, I assure you.
But it is so novel. Would you make
a bet for me on a horse—on the
horse vou're going to bet on?”

The black moustache lifted
slightly and showed white teeth.
“Sure you want to do this? It’s
your funeral.”

“Well, once.” Mr. Blodgett
sighed tremulously. “I don’t think
I ever bet on anything in my whole
life. It’s exciting.”

“Oke. Lo, Joe? Put two and
two, on Maywin in the First at
Tropical. Yeah—two and two. As
he started to leave, Mr. Blodgett
asked, “Do I pay now?”

The hawk-faced man replied,
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“time enough tomorrow for the pay-
off.”

“One more question,” Mr. Blod-
gett hurried on. “I know I'm aw-
fully ignorant, but I'm all excited.
How will I find out if I won?”

“Tonight’s papers. Look at the
first race, Tropical. See if the gee-
gee come in first or second. What
she pays is at the top of the col-
umn.”

“Oh. Well, thanks.
of fun, isn’t it?”

Mr. Blodgett could hardly wait
until he got into the subway and
got the evening paper opened. Not
that he minded losing one or two
dollars, or that winning a few do'-
lars was so important, but it was
such a diversion—it stirred up a
little buzz in his breast that he
never knew he had.

He ran through the sport pages,
and then turned back to the front
page, and finally found the racing
results. First Tropical race—here
it was—first, Lazybones—second,
Saucy Heels—third, King Midas.
Then that must mean that he had
lost. He smiled. Well, he would
pay the man the two dollars in the
morning, and he had had enough of
that kind of excitement to last him
the rest of his life.

At noon the next day he waited.
smiling as a good sport should. The
dark man came in, hawk-faced, sin-
ister. “Somebody must have turned
our jockey around backwards and
he win the wrong way. Tough
luck, old Timer. I'll take your two
grand over to Joe now, if you don’t
mind.” —Paul Gould

It’s loads





































































Henri. Why is it called FISHING
NET? '

Henri—Why not? Just as Eric
Satie wrote a Fugue in the Shape
of a Pear, so Picasso does a Fish-
ing Net in the form of a Rondo.
You have to be musical to under-
stand it.

Gild.—1I1 just can't hear it. To
me it sounds like a Passacaglia. It’s
built up on a sort of base. See?

Fink.—No. But then I can’t
carry a tune.

Henri—I'M a Moderne too. This
was done in his Blue Period.

Fink.—After his marriage, I
suppose.

Gild.—(pausing before a framed
crazy quilt) I hear André Breton
kicked Joan Miro out of his Cha-
teau Surrealiste for cutting up his
table cloths for collage.

Henri—It isn’t so sample. It
wasn’t Joan Miro, it was André
Masson. And it wasn't Breton
who kicked him out, it was Tristan
Tzara; and it wasn’t his table
cloths it was his shirts, and he
didn’t cut them up he spilled eggs
on them.

Fink—That just goes to show
how they exaggerate things. Is
there anything in the rumor that

Modigliani used to inject his
models with the Mumps?
Henri—Nothing whatever. The

Greeks had two words for it: Dy-
namic symmetry.

Gild—(pausing before a Still
Life) Is that thing a microphone
or a baby?

Henri—It all depends on what
experience you bring to it. It isn't
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what you get out of a picture, it’s
what you put in to it. :

Fink—Don’t you believe it. 1
got a couple of lumps of sugar out
of that masterpiece downstairs.

Gild.—What happened to Zelik-
son?

Henri—He got the Legion
d’honneur for speed. He was the
only man able to model the mem-
bers of the Chambre des Députés
before they were out.

Fink.—Is he still in that place
on the rue Cardinal Lemoine?

Henri—No, he has a fine new
studio with all improvements. Hot
and cold Borscht, and running
cafards.

Gild—How’s Braque?

Henri—He’s been having trou-
ble. A critic of the Figaro insisted
that the E string of one of his
mandolins was out of tune. Braque
wrote in that he had never painted
beyond a G string in his life.

Fink.—1 hear they've installed
electricity in the Louvre.

Henri—They have. And you'd
be surprised what masterpieces
have come to light that had been
hidden on the walls for years.

Gild.—(squinting at a water
color) That's a Marin. He uses
his palette for a canvas and vice
versa. His wife framed a piece of
his old smock and it turned out to
be BROOKLYN HARBOR AT
TWILIGHT.

Fink.—That thing in the middle
looks like a herring.

Gild.—You might call it a Mar-
inierte Herring.

Exeunt









unconsciousness of anything un-
toward. There she sat in her win-
dow as calm as a cucumber watch-
ing the buses go by and right below
her Don, a seething volcano if we
ever saw one., The “wheels” were
buzzing madly again and as we saw
Don’s eyes wander toward the end
of the terrace Bill grabbed my arm
with an ecstatic giggle.

“Now we're going to get some
real action!” he whispered.

There at the end of the terrace
was a ladder resting on its side.
evidently left by painters, and you
could tell the way Don looked at it
just what was going on in that
Zenda mind of his. Glancing around
warily he waited until there were no
waiters about, then like an open field
runner he suddenly zigzagged down
between the tables and lifting up
the ladder dashed back again and
stuck it up against the wall before
the gaping stares of some twenty or
thirty customers. With the grace of
a Romeo he bounded up it rung by
rung and before you could say, “Sir
Launcelot,” he had whisked the
amazed maiden over the window sill
and into his arms!

In the meantime a crowd gath-
ered, the doorman not quite know-
ing what to do had blown his police
whistle, and somebody else dashed
down to the corner and turned in
a fire alarm.

From this point on even Bill and

I became a trifle confused. And Don

paused in his descent holding the
rescued damsel to his manly breast,
sirens were screaming in the dis-
tance and all traffic on the Avenue

came to a halt. Don gazed down at
the maelstrom below him with the
contented look of a hero who has
done his duty (come to think of it,
even the lady had a contented look !)
and when he saw the police radio
cars and the fire department con-
verging from all directions he
actually beamed ! Shaking his blonde
head in the deepening twilight he
flashed an Errol Flynnish smile at
the crowd below and then he kissed
his lady fair full on the lips!

That’s about all there is to the
story except that Bill and I had to
stand up with them a couple of weeks
later when they got married and
despite his wife's objections Don
insists that their first born be named
Brevoort!

Imagine going through life with
a name like that! But then imagine
going through life with Don! Then
again, it might be interesting !

“To heck with looking for

anymore Iirees!”






DON'T “What are you writing ?”

“My gawd,” cried the tight as he “A joke.”
crashed into a gas station. “I've “Well, give her my regards.”
struck oil.” pell mell

arizona kitty kat

He—1 had to come clear across

He took her gently in his arms the room to see you, so I wanna kiss
And pressed her to his breast. you.
The lovely color left her face She—Gee, I'm glad you weren't
And lodged on his full dress. in the next block.

pointer octopus

— Wik.itoX

“I know my capacity, but I always get drunk before
. I reach it.” —cornell widow
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THE BRITISH
ARE COMING!

(Continued from page 17)

Why in a recent “English” movie
(Night Must Fall) they even made
the British murderer “charming!”

This giving the English the
“Noble” prize is going to prove a
terrible boomerang if we don’t stop
it in time. If this Hollywood idea
ever gets back to the British they’ll
begin believing it themselves and
start acting ‘“noble” all over the
isle !

That, my friends, is where the
peril comes in. That, my friends is
why I want to leap on a horse and
do a Paul Revere! We Americans
have always aped the British in
everything from clothes to customs
and it won’t be long before English
“nobleness” and “reserve” will
spread over here!

It won’t be long before we're
changed into a nonchalant nation of
tea drinking stoics! Imagine our
ball games, our prize fights, our
horse races when the “influence”
has hit us!

We'll have Dimaggios walking
around the bases. We’ll have Joe
Louis sipping tea between rounds
of “clap hands.” We’'ll have sports
audiences politely murmuring “Jolly
sport, eh?” as the bangtails come
thundering down the home stretch.

We'll even have Al Smith shaking

hands with Roosevelt and saying,
“Good luck, old chap!”
And all on account of Hollywood !
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VERSE VERSUS
VIRILITY

(Continued from page 11)

themselves with devotees of Pink
Poems for Pale People if they ad-
mit they enjoy poetry.

Nevertheless they do, and in-
stead of apologizing for it, they
ought to boast about it. (This
means you). Look, Big Boy, if
instead of concealing your re-
sponse to rhyme, rhythm and ca-
dence, you’ll flaunt it; if you’'ll
say, “I like poetry, if it’s the kind
of poetry I like and the hell with
the critics who tell me I'm wrong,”
you'll get a lot more kick, zest,
vim, and thrill, out of life.

Be yourself, and be a poetry-
lover, unashamed! All down the
ringing corridors of change—
which is a poetical quotation—men
whose He-ness history celebrates,
have loved, labored, laughed,
marched, fought and died with
poetry on their lips.

And those who chronicled their
deeds and dreams best were poets.
If poetry was good enough for
Zenophone’s Ten Thousand, for
Caesar’s trampling legions, for
Trojan Hector, for the English
singing “Tipperary”, French
chanting “Madelon” and Amer-
ican Doughboys syncopating
“Over There” Over There, then,
my  bristle-bearded bucko, it’s
Good Enough for You!

—Berton Braley









SET-UP

(Continued from page 45)

Galt wants her set-up. Jerry, do
you hear? I mean it! A set-up or
I'll go out and ruin your lousy joint,
tell evervbody I meet to go to Joey’s
instead, tell ‘em what tight-wads
vou are ... No? You won'’t set up,
eh? You will! T'll ask for it. What’s
pride? To hell with pride. . .
Jerry! Are vou going to stop talk-
ing to that god-damned old boxer
and look this way I'll give vou just
one minute. How da you know how
many I've had? You can't remem-
ber. Mavbe I’ve had six. I believe
[ have had six. I’'m positive I've
had six, and not so much as a
flicker of an eye-lash from you. All
right, All right, keep your bloody
set-up. Throw it down the drain, 1
don’t want it . . . Ah, Jerry, please,
just one little beer hefore I'm stony
sober again . . . please, Jerry, I'm
begging now. . .

Stop this, Elenora! Stop! Get-
ting yourself upset like this. Stop
it dear, and just don’t think any
more. Just laugh, baby, and don't
give a damn in hell about anything.
That’s the old stuff. That’s the way
to get hold of yourself. At least we
have each other, dear. Me and that
other little “me” inside 1 can talk
to. Nobody can take that away.

Now I'm leaving. I have my
pride back again. I am still the
Elenora Galt who lunched with
Bernhardt; I am the Elenora Galt
who first played "“The Second Mrs.
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Tanqueray.” Take your god-damned
set-up and—

Now I shall draw on my gloves.
I shall do it deliberately, elegantly
as I did at the end of the second act
in “The Green Cockatoo. . . . "—
Ah, it was lovely, standing alone
before the foot-lights, slowly, calm-
ly pulling on my long white gloves
while a storm of emotion was rag-
ing in my heart. . ...

And now the other, deliberately,
with hauteur in my lifted chin and
in my eyes—Jerry, Jerry! Do you
hear me! A set-up, you lousy. . . .
All right! I'm leaving at once. I'm
sweeping from this dump forever,

Some one jogged her chair.
“Jerry says have another on him be-
fore you go, Mrs. Galt.”

Her swift upward glance was
crossed between indignation and im-
mense relief as she met the waiter’s
insolent smirk.

“I beg your pardon?” she said
regally.

“Jerry’s settun up.”

“Oh.” She drew herself up and
said casually, “Thank you so much.
That might be very pleasant,” con-
descendingly, as if the acceptance
were a mere gracious gesture on
her part.

Then she rested her aristocratic
chin on a gloved hand and wore a
hored look in her eyes as she gazed
across at the empty booths. . . . But
as soon as the waiter turned back
to the bar her face relaxed in a sub-
tle smile of victory—and she quick-
ly removed the glove of her right
hand.
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