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In 1930you will hear people speak of the Silvertowns
now being put in service—ready in thousands of
Goodrich dealers’ stores. In 1930, many of these
Silvertowns will still be in active use. Measured by
years, Silvertowns bring true economy. There’s no
need to wait for spring to purchase such tires—get
them now, and discover how little the turn of
another year means to a Silvertown.

THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY
Established 1870 Akron, Ohio
In Canada: Canadian Goodrich Co., Ltd., Kitchener, Ont.
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For Balmy Climes

Chiffon Frocks

Vaporous, As Moon Mist

Animated, as the synco-
pated strains which make
Southern nights so full of
delight and life.

Misses” Dresses
THIRD FLOOR
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The SALE Is On oAt For FUR VALUES Supreme

NEW NEW
FURS FURS
Reduced Reduced
RICH RICH
FURS FURS
“Reduced Reduced
SMART SMART
FURS FURS
“Reduced Reduced

<

THE JANUARY FuUurR SALE AT Russeks Is
Thre RENDEzvoOus OF EVERY SMART
NEW YORKER SEEKING A SAVING
ON HicuesT QUuALITY FURS

NI
SUPERB RUSSEKS MINK COATS $690 » $2750 - @ THER RUSSEKS FURS $190 zzpwarzl
GENUINE RUSSIAN SABLE COATS & WRAPS (to order) $3500 zzpwani

SALE NOW IN PROGRESS

'I' I\“X ] ubli: h l eekly b) lh FRP! Cor [ 5\\ 45lhh! et, New York, N. Y. R. H Flei: h l‘ R qD ilding,
e-press C. E‘B dle nd treas.; K. B. Bowen, ailv. Sibsoription $5.00. Vol. 11, No. 45, Degember 25, 1926, L: i as secondci s
mat I ebru. lb. 3025, t I post office at \ \ ok, \ Y., under ﬂ'.( act of March 3, 1879. Co p) g!t "1926, by l l -R P E
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Ouvr Win7eER SPOoRTS COSTUMES

ARE Currine Vigure Eicrrs
N Fasaron s
SAKS -FIFTH AVENUE

FORTY-NINTH te FIFTIETH STREET, NEW YORK
SPORTS ATTIRE—SEVENTH FLOOR
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Formerly A. T. Stewart

s

NEwW YORK PARIS PHILADELPHIA

CG;IE Wanamaker Stores take pleasure announcing
in New York and Philadelphia the Tribout Salon—
a Cein de Beaute Parisien—under the direction of
Parisian experts, well-known both in Europe and
America for the artistic modeling of themodern coiffure.

LE MYSTERE

Salons pour rafraichir et conserver la beaute de la
pean.  Abselument les dernieres creations de Paris.
Dennant Uattrait et le charme de la vraie Parisienne.

AU TROISIEME
OID BUILDING, NINTH STREET

JOHN WANAMAKER NEW YORK

Broadway to Feurth Avenue, 8th to 18th Streess
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THE NEW YORKER’S CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS WORTH WHILE

[From Friday, December 24, to
Friday, December 31, inclusive]
THE THEATRE
DRAMA
Broapwav—What bootleggers do with

their spare time. Well worth see-
ing. BroaDHURsT, 44, W. of B’way.
Luru BeLLe—The high lights of a fatal

career. Lenore Ulric as a negro
lady of loose habits. Berasco, 44,
E. of B'way.

THE CapTivée—Mature handling of the
love of one lady for another. With
Helen Menken and Basil Rathbone.
EmPIRE, B’'way at 40.

AN AMErICAN TrAGEDV—An excellent
play made from Dreiser’s very ex-
cellent book. LonGacrE, 48, W. of
B’way.

NEep McCoep’s DaucHTER—How boot-
leggers fail to indent the New Eng-
land tradition. For the week of
Dec. 27. Joun GoLpEen, 58, E. of

B’way.

THe DveBuk — The Neighborhood
Players’ version of Ansky's play.
NeicHBorRHooD PLAYHOUSE, 466
Grand.

CaponsaccHI—“The Ring and the

Book” well dramatized for Walter
Hampden. HampDEN’s, B’'way at
63

Darsy MayME—The middle class put
into a glass cage by George Kelly.
PLavHoUSE, 48, E. of B’way.

THE CoNsTANT WIFe—A polygamous
husband meeting his match in Ethel
Barrymore. MaxiNE Eurrort, 39,
E. of B'way.

THe ConstaNT NympH—The book
made into a good play. With Beatrix
Thomson as Teresa. SELWYN, 42,
W. of B'way.

CtciLe SoreL—The French players in
their last performances. Closing
Christmas Day.  CosMoPOLITAN,
Columbus Circle.

Bevonp THE Horizon—O'Neill’s play
very well revived by the Actors’
Theatre. Bijou, 45, W. of B’way.

Tue SiLver Corp-—An interesting story
by Sidney Howard. Fri. and Sat,
Dec. 24 and 25. Re-opens week of
Jan. 3. Jonn Gorpen, 58, E. of
B’way.

RepErTORV—Eva Le Gallienne and her
company presenting: Fri., “Twelfth

Night;” Sat. (mat) “La Locan-
diera,” (eve.), “Twelfth Night”;
Mon., “La l.ocandiera”; Tues,
“Tbree Sisters”; Wed. (mat.), “La
Locandiera,”  {eve.), “Twelfth
Night””; Thurs.,, “Twelfth Night”;
Fri. (special mat.), “Master Build-
er,” (eve.), “La Locandiera.,” Civic
REPERTORY, 6 Ave. at 14.

COMEDY

L.oosE ANKLES—An amusing bit about
gigolos and their habits of thought.
Garrick, 35, E. of B'way.

GENTLEMEN PrREFER BLONDES—Anita
I.00s” book placed almost word for
word on the stage. TIMES SQUARE,
42, W. of B'way.

THe Pray’s THE THiNG—Of the
fiancée who talked herself out of a
compromising situation. HENRY
MiLLER’s, 43, E. of B'way.

ON Aprrovar—A play that deals lightly
with ‘taking matrimony seriously.
Gaigrv, B'way at 46.

PvcmaLion—A Theatre Guild produc-
tion of Shaw’s Cinderella tale.
Guiwp, 52, W. of B'way.

WITH MUSIC

Criss Cross—A good show to take that
little boy home from boarding school
to see. With Fred and Dorothy
Stone. GLOBE, B'way at 47.

THE RamBLERs—M arie Saxon dancing
delighfully in a good musical comedy.
With Clark and McCullough. Lyric,
42, W. of B’'way.

THE DEesert SoNG—An absurd plot
about sheiks, set to good music, and
well staged. Casino, B’'way at 39.

AMERICANA—A  small revue satirizing
some of the more notorious Ameri-
can weaknesses. BELMONT, 48, E.
of B’way.

ScanNpaLs—Lots of stars in a large and
highly entertaining revue with good
music. ApoLLo, 42, W. of B’'way.

CounTess MariT2za—Good staging and
good music helping a very poor book.
SHUBERT, 44, W. of B’way.

Honevmoon LANE—Pickles set to love
and music. With Eddie Dowling.
KNICKERBOCKER, B'way at 38.

QuEeen HicH—A musical comedy ver-
sion of a “Pair of Sixes.” With

Luella Gear.
of B’'way.
KATya—An almeost intelligent treatment
of opcretta royalty. 44TtH STREET,
44, W. of B’way.

Own, l&AY'—Gcrtrudc Lawrence, Gersh-
win music and Betty Compton mak-
ing an excellent musical show. Im-
PERIAL, 45, W, of B'way.

TwiNKLE TwINKLE—An average musi-
cal comedy about movie people and
Kansas. LiBerTy, 42, W, of B'way.

THE PiraTes or PEnzance—Gilbert
and Sullivan revived in a most be-
fitting manner. PLymouTH, 45, W.
of B’'way. No Thurs. eve. per-
formance,

ToLaANTHE—Last summer’s favorite now
playing on Thursday eve. only. Pry-
MOUTH, 45, W. of B'way.

AMBASSADOR, 49, W,

OPENINGS OF NOTE

MozarTr—Sacha Guitry and Yvonne
Printemps arrive with their own
MozarT. CHANIN'S 46TH STREET,
46, W. of B’'way. Mon., Dec. 27.

PEGGY ANN—A new musical comedy by
Rodgers and Hart. With Helen
Ford. VANDERBILT, 48, E. of B'way.
Mon., Dec. 27.

ALAapDIN—A play about the famous
Arabian and his lamp for children.
PriNcess, 39, E. of B'way. On
Mon., Tues.,, Wed., and Fri., Dec.
27, 28, 29 and 31 at 2:30p.M.

Wuat Neveir Dies—E. H. Sothern in
a play adapted from the German.
Lvceum, 45, E. of B'way. Tues.,
Dec. 28.

BETsv—Another musical comedy with
music and lyrics by Rodgers and
Hart. NEew AmsTterpAM, 42, W
of B'way. Tues., Dec. 28.

(Dates of openings should be verified
owing to frequent late changes by
managers. )

AFTER THEATRE ENTERTAINMENT

AmMBAssaDOR GRILL, 51 and Park Ave.—
Larry Siry's music putting addition-
al pep into sprightly young things.

BARNEY's, 85 W. 3.—A genial, informal
spirit, Peewee Byer’s orchestra, a
midnight revue, and the solemn

spirit of Barney over it all.




An international
Verdict

If you have been to Europe
during the past few seasons,
you will remember the car
beauty contests which have
been the leading feature at
the famous watering places
on the Continent.

In these contests, held where
the wealth and fashion of all
nations gather at winter
playgrounds, the world’s
finest motor cars, with lux-
urious special bodies, are
judged for beauty and dis-
tinction.

And, do you know, that a
standard American motor
car—the Improved Packard
~—has won first prize in such
a competition—not once but
eleven times!

Surely, this is no small claim
to distinction. It is substan-
tial evidence that the tra-
ditional beauty and individ-
uality of Packard lines have
yet to be equaled.

You, too, can own a Pack-
ard! Today, the Improved
Six, S-passenger sedan can
be purchased for $2,781.

Why not have the satiefac-
tion of owning a motor car
which through beauty of
line and supremacy of me-
chanical performance has
won international recogni-
tion?

That is the Improved Pack-
ard!

PACKARD MOTOR CAR CO.
of NEW YORK
Packard Building
Broadway at 61st Street
1037 Atlantic Ave., Brooklyn

Dealers
PARK AVENUE PACKARD, INC.
247 Park Avenue, New York
Ashland 8607

THE HEIGHTS PACKARD CORP.
St. Nicholas Ave. at 174th Street

PACKARD BRONX COMPANY, INC.
650 East Focdham Road
2110 Grand Concourse at i8lst St.

PACKARD

Ask the Man Who Owns One
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CaF£ DE Paris, Cent. Pk. W, and 63.—
Shubertian revue on the most mag-
nificent roef in town.

Crus Lipo, 808 7 Ave.—You must have
heard the Yacht Club bays, but it
won’t hurt you to hear them again,

Crus Mirapog, 200 W. S1.—Maurice
and Eleanora, and a new acrobatic
team, Simmes and Babette, supplant-
ing the Canaros orchestra, now de-
parted.

CLUB MoNTMARTRE, 205 W. 50.—Gay
entertainment for the most civilized
dancing crowd in town. Charlie
Journal and Emil Coleman’s music
reunited.

CLus Ricuman, 157 W. 56.—Harry
Richman wise-cracking at the head
of a Broadway revue. WNate Leipsig
(card tricks and sleight of hand a
specialty) worth seeing.

County Famg, 54 E. 9.—Comedy or-
chestra, good flaor, low couvert and
informal spirit of the Village.

Katinka, 109 W. 49.—Jaunty Russian
revue in a colorful cellar.

Kavkaz, 1691 B'way.—Still another
subterranean Russian favorite.

Le PerroQUET DE Paris, 146 W. 57—
Roger Wolfe Kahn’s glittering ven-
ture deserves one visit.

Texas GuiNnaN’s TaHREe HUNDRED
Crus, 151 W. 54.—Go late and be
rowdy, but leave your pearls at
home.

VirLa Venicg, 10 E. 60.—Collegiate in
a pleasant way. Couvert, one dol-
lar. Formal dress required.

SmaLL’s, 2294 7 Ave. and CLuB Bram-
VILLE, 5 W. 129, are the aristocrats
of Harlem for downtown visitors
who don’t know where else to go.
Go about two-thirty.

MOTION PICTURES

Wauar Price GLory—Victor McLaglen
giving a remarkable performance
as Captain Flagg in a rousing war
comedy. Harris, 42, W. of B’way.

Tue Bic Parape—The war again
brought to Broadway in a very ef-
fective manner. With John Gilbert
and Renée Adorée. Astor, B'way
at 45.

THE BET1ER "@LE—A slapstick war film,
with Syd Chaplin and the Vitaphone.
Corony, B'way at 53,

PoremkiN—An original and striking pic-
ture dealing with a revolt on the
cruiser “Potemkin.” BiLT™mORE, 47,
W. of B'way.

CONTINUED

Oup IronNsiDEs—A dull story told with
exceedingly beautiful pictures. Also
a well staged sea fight. Rrvorr,
B’way at 49,

MicHAEeL STroGoF¥F—A herd of ferocious
Tartars stirring up an uneven story.
CoriaN, B'way at 43.

Beau GesTE—Why the Geste Brothers
took to the desert, and what hap-
pened to them. CriTERION, B'way
at 44.

Fitm GuiLe—“The Gorilla Hunt,” a
travel picture well above the aver-
age. Cameo, 42, E. of B'way.

Praza THEATRE—Pictures in the morn-
ings for children. “Robin Hood”
and Vincent Lopez orchestra Christ-
mas Day at 10:00 a.m. without
charge for those children from the
settlements unable to pay admission.
All other mornings at 10:30 A.m.
“Peter Pan,” Mon., Dec. 27; “The
Devil Horse,” Wed., Dec. 29; “A
Kiss For Cinderella,” Fri,, Dec. 31.
Praza, Madison and 59.

The following also are recommended.
Consult the daily papers te learn if they
are showing, and where:

THE WINNING o BarBara WorTH,
Faust, THE RETURN or PETER
GrimM and Barperys THE Mac-
NIFICENT.

ART

HermMaN TRrRUNK — Some exceptional
water colors of a young newcomer.
VALENTINE DUDENSING, 45 W. 44,

TuE IMPRESSIONISTS—A worth while ex-
hibition of paintings by three artists.
Duranp-RueL, 12 E. 57.

MoseLsi#—Beautiful small sculpture by
a young German and some primitive
drawings by an Italian. WEYHE.
794 Lexington.

VENE#IAN MASTERS—A rare treat of
Titian, Veronese and others.
Tuomas AGNEw. 125 E. 57.

INpusTRIAL ART—The fine work of our
big art museum in directing the Bab-
bitt toward beauty is shown in the
tenth annual display. MEgrRrROPOLI-
TAN MUseum oF ART, 5 Ave. at
80.

PeExNELL—A memorial exhibition of the
work of this artist. METROPOLITAN
Museum oF ART, 5 Ave. at 80.

Emite PaJor—Twenty-five water colors
of a Frenchman, with drawings,
lithos, etc., shown for the holiday
shopper. Matisse, Vlaminck, etc
DupensiNGg GaLLeries, 43 E. 57.
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Ricnare LAHEY—Drawings and water
colors suitable for Christmas trade.
Arrists GaLLERY, 51 E. 60.

{NTERNATIONAL MODERN—A stirring
collection of the world’s best mod-
erns, extreme wing. Worth going
to Brooklyn to see. BrookLyNn
MvuseuM, Eastern Parkway.

I NcrREs—Fifty-seven drawings by the
great master made in Italy. DE
Hauke & Co,, 3 E. 51.

MariN—Remarkable show of new phase
of one of America’s few geniuses.
Extended to Jan. 15. Stieglitz Inti-
mate Gallery, Room 300, ANDERSON
GALLERY, Park and 59.

CHArRDIN—Rare chance to see one of the
French immortals. WILDENSTEIN,
647 5 Ave.

Gerear AMERICANS—Superb showing of
Demuth, Kuriyoshi, Brook, Blume
and others of this school. DANiEL
GALLERIES, 600 Madison.

YouNG MobnerNs—Baxte, Becker, Sheel-
er, Gellert and others of this vivid
school. NEuUMANN ArT CIRCLE, 35
W. s7.

Mona Lisa—The disputed duplicate on
view for charity, with a Rembrandt
and other objects thrown in. At
9 E. 55

MUSIC
RECITALS
BBETHOVEN AssoCIATION—A grab bag
of eminent artists. AEpoLiaN HALL,
Mon. Eve., Dec. 27.
ENcLisH SiNnGeErs—The best Christmas
gisrt. TownN HaALL, Tues. Aft., Dec.
28.
SvyLvia LENT—Really, a charming fiddler.
TownN Harw, Tues. Eve., Dec. 28.
€rmaN STRING QuarTET—Mischa and
his three helpers. ApoLiaN HaLL,
Tues. Eve., Dec. 28.
MusicaL Art QuarTEr—Return of the
season’s new ensemble hit. AEoLIAN
HavLr, Thurs. Eve., Dec. 30.

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

PriLHARMONIC—Mengelberg  conduct-
ing. CaArRNEGIE Harr, Fri. Eve,
Dec. 24; Sun. Aft., Dec. 26; Thurs.
Eve., Dec. 30; Fri. Aft., Dec. 31.

NEw York SymMpHONY—Damrosch con-
ducting. MEecca TEMPLE, Sun. Aft.,
Dec. 26. Carnecie Harr, Thurs.
Aft., Dec. 30.

OraTorI0 SociEry—Stoessel conducting.
CarNEciE HalL, Mon. Eve., Dec.
27 (“The Messiah”).

ScroLa CANTORUM—Mme. Dessoff con-
ducting. CarRNEcIE HaLr, Wed.
Eve., Dec. 29

ABOUT. TOWN. ;

OPERA

MetropPoLiTAN Oprera Co.—Fri. Eve,
Dec. 24, “Faust”; Sat. Aft., Dec. 25,
“Die Walkuere”; Sat. Eve., Dec.
25, “La Forza del Destino”; Sun.
Eve., Dec. 26, concert. Rest of
schedule not yet announced at press
time.

FrRENCH-AMERICAN OpErRa CoMIQUE—
JoLsoN's, 7 Ave. and 59.

SPORTS

Hockey—AMATEUR—Crescent vs. Can-
adian Club; N.Y.A.C. vs. St. Nich-
olas; Seventh Regiment vs. Knicker-
bocker on Sat, Dec. 25. Seventh
Regiment vs. St. Nicholas; Knicker-

bocker vs. Crescent; Canadian
Club vs. N.Y.AC. on Wed,
Dec. 29

CorLece—Princeton vs. Toronto
on Mon., Dec. 27. Yale vs. McGill
on Thursday, Dec. 30.

ProFESsIONAL — Rangers wvs.
Americans on Sun., Dec. 26. Ran-
gers vs. Ottawa on Tues., Dec. 28.
Amateur games at 8,00 p.m. Other
games at §:30 p.M. MaDISON SQUARE
GARDEN, 8 Ave. and 50.

ON THE AIR

“THE MEssian”"—Station WEAF, Sat.
Eve., Dec. 25, at 7:30.

BostoN SyMPHONY @RCHESTRA—Sta-
tion WJZ, Sat. Eve., Dec. 25, at
8:30.

NeEw York SymMPHONY @RCHESTRA—
Station WEAF, Sat. Eve., Dec. 25,
at 9:00.

OTHER EVENTS

MarioNETTES—Tony Sarg’s inanimate
actors presenting “Ali Baba and the
Forty Thieves.” Daily mats. at
3:00 p.m. Christmas and New Year's
day performances at 11:00 A.M. also.
EpyTH TorTeN THEATRE, 48, W.
of B'way.

RutH Draper—If Sunday evenings lie
heavy on your hands, Miss Draper
is the cure. SELwyn, 42, W. of
B'way. Every Sunday evening.

T1TAN1A’S PALACE—A very intricate and
unusual doll's house that is worth
going to see. Daily from 10:00 A.m.
to 6:00 .M. Sun., from noon to
6:00 p.m. New Year's is the last

day. 274 Nladison (near 40).
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For Mademorselle

A SiLK LAcCE CAPE
FrOM PARIS
GOES SOUTH WITHTHE
SMART INEW YORKER

12506

Model 6 43—Brilliantly em-
broidered evening wrap of
silklace from Paris in shaded
tones to blead or contrast
with her evening gowns.

MADEMOISELLE'S
FRENCH COWN SHOP
Third Floer

Charge Accounts Solicited

JFranklin Simon & Co.
A Ssere of Indsvidual Shops
Fifth Ave., 37th and 38th Sts., New York
Entire Contents Copyrighted, 1986, by

‘ Fraoklin Simen & Co., Juc.
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EXACT REPRODUCTIONS, ENTIRELY HAND-MADE,
INTRODUCE “MODERN ART” DESIGNS AND COLOR SCHEMES

NINETTE— Crepe georgette step-in combination. . . . 18.50
THISBE—Crepe Georgerte set. . . . Vet 12.75  Side-tied step-in pantie 14.50
MARGOT and SUSETTE—Crepe silk ensemble. Nightgown 18.50 Vest 12.75 Drawer 14.50

UNDERTHINGS—Third Floor

BONWIT TELLER. &,CO.
The Specialty Shop of Oripinalions

FIFTH AVENUE AT 38 "STREET.NEW YORK



THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

HE BUSINESS of thanking

God that we are not as others

are, is not, we flatter ourselves,
one in which we generally indulge;
but we were not able to avoid twinges
of complacency during Christmas
week when a few cadets made them-
selves visible on the sidewalks. Our
experiences during the war make us
feel that the future we should least
look forward to would be one which
held out the promise that, if we
worked real hard in our studies for

two or three more years, we could be-
come a Second Lieutenant.

MARION TALLEY, the singer
who once appealed to the imagi-
nation as young, beautiful, and strug-
gling against great odds, undoubtedly
achieved publicity by refusing to sing
at a recital because every cent of her
fee had not been paid her in advance.
It is too bad that the public can never
get at the facts of a thing of this sort.
It would be interesting to know
whether Miss Talley acted thus be-
cause she feels she is already famous
enough to act as she pleases, or whether
she was forced into doing it by her
publicity agent.

T THIS TIME it behooves the
guardian of morals and man-~

ners to comment on the institution of
the Christmas Card, which is so warm-
ly loved by some and so cordially hated

by others, Shrinking never from
duty, we pronounce that the Christmas

Card in itsclf is not obnoxious, but
that the people who collect their cards
and display them on the mantel, in or-
der to show how popular they are, are
indubitably so. The way to treat such
people is to invite them to tea, and to
rush out to a store and buy several
hundred left-over cards at reduced
prices and litter the rcom with them.

N OT SO long ago an obscure hero

got himself elected Mayor of a
town in California on a platform of
no booming, no good roads, no im-
provements and no plans for turning
the pleasant town into a factory
center; and now the New York
Skating Club has split up. It scems
that a body of boomers got into the
club and began to raise money and
build hockey rinks like sixty, with the
result that the original members soon
found the place so noisy and crowded
that they didn’t like it. So they left
—and so you see there are sensible
people in the world.

R. Emory BuUckw~Er, that
pseudo-arch-enemy of the right

of every citizen to buy his liquor when
and where he pleases, has caused to

be issued his Christmas list of pad-
locks. Last year there were few places
on his list that anyone had ever heard

of, and this year there are none. Most
of the padlocked speakeasies are in the
suburbs, in Harlem, or in the Bronx.
We note with relief that Buckner has
apparently come over to our side at
last.

HE ISSUING of a permit to

build a bridge acress the Hudson,
the announcement that a man in an
ordinary telephone booth in London
has talked to a man in an ordinary
telephone booth in New York, the pre-
diction of Dr. Alesanderson that we

will soon be able to see across the
ocean, and the fling of plans for a
hundred-and-ten-story building, call
to mind that the Twentieth Century
is still young and that science is still
in its infancy. What conveniences
and marvels our grandchildren will
be burdened with, Heaven alone
knows. We are interested in these
things—that is, we are about one one-
hundredth as interested in them as we
are in whether there will be skating
over New Year’s.

Spirit
S THESE words strike the
startled eye, Christmas is upon
us. A desperate time, invariably. The
climax of a desperate week. Wool-
worth’s a mad-house; Fifth Avenue
jammed; Fourteenth Street a mael-

strom, And yet the percentage of
smiles over frowns has been amazing,
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considering that everybody’s elbow has
been in everybody’s eye. We are un-
doubtedly a disgustingly commercial
nation, but no one who moved through
the crowds this week could charge that
the Christmas spirit was absent.

Not the least to be praised has been
the appearance-—chiefly at the last—
of Chrystmas trees. They came down
from Canada and not from nurserics,
as some suppose ; and they were quar-
tered in Washington Market and sold
to jobbers who turned them over to
florists and grocers.

There has been the usual change
in the crowds. The suburbs have come
in like an inundation, and Harlem has
descended clothed in philosophy, meet-
ing and solving the problem of why
Santa should be white. Only Harlem
has been somber. The suburbs grinned,
and New York grinned back—and this
though Christmas, when all is said and
done, means longer hours and harder
work for everybody.

OHN HELD, JR,, the artist, re-

ports that he has discovered in a
New York advertising office the largest
chart in the world. It is so large that
it shows the whereabouts of all the
other charts in the place.

Monumental

S IGNS OF construction activity
just north of Grand Central
Station suggest the subject of the

huge building which is to span the
Avenue from Forty-fifth to Forty-
sixth, provide a driveway around the
east side of the station to Pershing
Square, and form a monumental south-
ern terminus to upper Park Avenue.
Talk of it is about in real estate circles
and blucprints have been filed, al-
though the wary point out that pre-
liminary plans are often altered. We
were shown them when about the
business of finding a flat. From Van-
derbilt Avenuc to Depew Place the
building riscs with a sheer block front
some ten or more stories. Then a
tall tower ascends, some say twenty-
two stories, some thirty-two. The
architects are reticent; it is early to
say definitely. At the base of the
tower will be a huge clock; the peak
will look somewhat likc that of the
Heckscher Building, but we saw no
shining cock on it.

When all this is built Park Avenue
will burrow into two tunnels at Forty-
sixth. As these go through the build-
ing, they rise until the roadways take
off in a curving leap over Forty-fifth
Street. They thereupon become ele-
vated roadways winding around both
sides of the station. It was the east
roadway, the man who showed us the
maps explained, that made the building
possible, for it was that right of way,
owned by the New York Central,
which was traded to the city for the
right to span Park Avenue.
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No direct access to Forty-fifth
Street from the north s left; coming
down Park Avenue one will have to
turn down Forty-sixth and go around.
May or October, 1928, are the dates
talked about for completion of the
building. In the meantime the New
York Central is at work putting up
the foundations.

Soft

PERHAPS the only persons in New
York who greeted the resignation
of Walter Damrosch as conductor of
the New York Symphony Orchestra
with hearty cheers were Mrs, Dam-
rosch and the four Damrosch daugh-
ters. At Mr. Damrosch’s first con-
cert after his announcement was made
public they appeared, smiling radi-
antly at the prospect of having him at
home for an evening soon. It will
be remembered that the audience rose
when the conductor entered and ap-
plauded so long that musical union
hours were threatened. It was during
this demonstration that Polly Dam-

HOLIDAY
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rosch said in what is known as an
aside: “Father should wear one of
those Pullman signs: ‘Quiet is re-
quested for the benefit of those who
have retired.” ”

Charles Ringling

ITH LAST week’s talk of Mr.

John Ringling’s losing the con-
trolling interest in the Madison Square
Garden came reminiscences of his
brother Charles. It was Charles’s
death, early this month, that released
the shares of stock which were sold out
of the family. With John he was the
last of the seven circus Ringling
brothers. In his own right he was
one of America’s twenty-five richest
men. Tall, with a very red face, a
gold watch chain across his prosperous
stomach, he was seen from time to
time on Fifth Avenue, perhaps enter-
ing his apartment at No. 636.

STREETS

His friends speak of him as a kindly
man, vain, charitable, shrewd in busi-
ness, passionately fond of the circus.
Its atmosphere was all about him. He
carried it into his Fifth Avenue apart-
ment, setting off the carefully planned
Louis Quatorze furniture with circus
posters, Yale banners and glaring
paintings of bare-back riders and
trapeze artists. This home was a huge
duplex affair with four enormous
drawing rooms on the lower floor, the
chef deuvre of which was a very
small grand piano, enamelled white.
On it was painted a complete circus
menagerie. A toy bull-dog which
opened i% mouth and wagged its head
invariably stood upon it.

HARLES RINGLING’S real
pride, however, had been in his
winter home, built a year or two ago
at Sarasota, Florida. He and his

brother John owned half a million

\
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acres of land on the West Coast of
Florida, and into the raising of celery
and asparagus he put almost as much
energy as he put into the circus.

The house was of Moorish design,
with walls of golden brown contain-
ing mosaic inlays of brilliant blues and
reds. A railroad siding was laid to 1t
so that the owner might ride to his
door in his private car-—a phenomenon
among private-cars-—whose interior was
of gilt and white enamel. From the
grounds was built a pier to which the
Ringlings’ yachts, Zelophus and Zelo-
phus Jr., might attach themselves; and
a tower overlooking much of the
Ringling domain was erected.

The interior of the house was
Italian, its halls cluttered with art
treasures wedged in between huge
cloisonné jars, which were kept in
meticulous order by Arab servants
with flowing moustaches and turbans.
Charles’s supreme effort went into the
design of his own bedroom. It was
oval in shape, with walls of green
marble. The floor had an edging of
green marble and a strip of light par-
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quet flooring providing a border for
an oval carpet of dark blue. In the
center of this stood the bed. It wasa
huge one, with no footboards, and was
covered by a spread of old Italian em-
broidery. The ceiling of the room was
painted to represent sky and clouds,
and the lighting of this was controlled
by an elaborate electrical installation.
A variety of effects could be obtained
by pressing various buttons on a switch-
board attached to the bed. It was Mr.
Ringling’s belief that certain color-
effecs induced certain moods. An-
other interesting feature was the bed
table, This article of furniture was
in reality the terminus of a dumb-
waiter shaft which ascended from the
nether regions. Mr. Ringling had
but to touch a button and his break-
fast appeared upon his table.

N THE same week in which two
members of the near-literati were
heard trying to remember who wrote
“Rabelais,” Mr Horace Liveright, the
book publisher, received a letter asking
for a copy of “Hamlet in Modern
Clothes.” It was wanted for produc-
tion by a group of amateurs and the
obvious reflection is that their standing
is uninjured.

NoN-PROFESSIONAL  gentleman

who had been baffled by the stage
directions in a manuscript he had
chanced upon recently asked an actor
what ‘“‘the center of the stage” might
be. “The center of the stage,” de-
clared the actor, who was cynical and
old, “is where all good actors go when
they die.”

Gonfaroo

SUALLY when a new word is*

born into the world, there are no
photographers or reporters lurking in
the shadows of the hospital portals. In-
deed, on such occasions these breeders
of self-consciousness are almost in-
variably fatal and a nice new word
like “scoffiaw,” for instance, dies in
its pretty and expensive swaddling
clothes.

Less public are the verbal accouche-
menw% among the lawless. Lo, al-
ready the bootleggers have three fine
sturdy new words roaming this city.
No one seems to know where they
came from. Their age, ancestry and
place of birth are alike uncertain, The
bootlegger is using a new vocabulary

to express the graduations of his stock.
If his Scotch is genuinely true to its
label’s boast, then he will say to his
intimates, “That there stuff’s the Mc-
Coy.” If the label is spurious and the
contents a trifle neuwveaux, such stuff
i known as the Gimmick. Most of
us drink Gimmick.

Finally there is the stuff which is
both spurious without and lethal with-
in, not only phony but foul. This,
dear readers, is known as the Gon-
faroo. If, in the final hours of 1926,
you have any lingering inclination to
give 1927 a try, beware the Gon-
faroo.

Quaint

NOVV THAT practically all of
the Christmas irail has been dis-
uaibuted, it is no violation of the Yule-
tide spirit to divulge the rather spright-
ly nature of the Christmas card sent
to all his friends by our prominent
citizen, Mr. Frank Campbell, under-
taker to Valentino and others. Its in-
ner page contains a handsome photo-
graph of the eminent mortician and
the cover an outline of the head of
the grayed Mr. Claus. The face of
the old gentleman with the beard has
been deftly deleted so that when the
card is folded, that of Mr. Campbell
peers through the aperture in such a
way that he can hardly be taken for
anyone but the reindeer king himself.

Perrogquet
YOUNG Mr. Roger Wolfe Kahn,

who only a few years ago took up
the saxophone in a serious way, is col-

.

laborating, it has been announced, with
Ben Hecht on a new musical piece
which is to be called “Hearts and
Flowers.” The title sounds a bit
tremolo, but it is explained that the
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work is a “violent exposition travesty-
ing the past twenty years of musical
comedy.” Mr. Kahn, in his spare mo-
ments, has also dashed off several
dithyrambs which are to be grafted
into the score of a forthcoming Sam
Bernard show.

All this Broadway activity on the
part of Mr. Kahn is quite thoroughly
meditated. The orchestra leader and
night-club proprietor, now rapidly
nearing the mellow age of twenty,
feels that it is time he pointed toward
a life work. From now on he intends
to devote his energies largely to the
writing of production music.

THE PERRCQUET DE PaR1sin Fifty-
seventh Street, young Kahn’s pres-
ent and most ambitious venture, never
has gripped his deeper emotions any-
way, it seems. With its mirrored floors
and dazzling lighting effects, it is one
of the things in town to see this season.
In this sense it is an undoubted success,
but at best it has been more or less of
a toy—albeit an expensive one. The
lighting system alone cost $25,000.
Apparently this item is worth that con-
siderable sum. Roger Wolfe appears
to derive his greatest amusement in
operating it. He does this with a few
deft moves upon a switchboard which
is at his elbow as he leads his orchestra.

Most of the effects he thus achieves
are of his own devising. He has al-
ways been interested in electrical engi-
neering. Two years ago, in fact, when
he was just a middle-aged man of
seventeen, he prepared for the entrance
examinations to the Massachusetts In-
stitute of Technology. At this point
the motif of the saxophone gained
domination, however.

The elder Mr. Kahn once opposed
kis son’s musical career, thus giving it
first-page publicity; but now he lends
kis endorsement to it by taking parties
to the Perroquet and paying the check
with legal tender. And he hasn’t been
heard to object even to the $5 couvert.

Art Lovers

CLEVELAND business men’s

organization met, some weeks
ago, we are told, to pay tribute to the
Czecho-Slovakian artist, T. F. Simon.
Will James, cowboy artist and writer,
was another guest, and Alexander
Blazys, Dean of the Cleveland School
of Art, was at the speakers’ table.
When the chairman rose to bring the
meeting to a close, his features bright-
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ened with foretidings of good news.
“Next week,” he began, “the meeting
will be the most interesting event of
the year, for our guest will be one of
the most important men in the country.
LEvery one here, I am sure, will turn
out to see him.’

The sensitive members of his audi-
ence glanced toward Simon uncom-
fortably, speculating as to who could
be coming to Cleveland next. Jo
Davidson, or Robert Henri---or even
Calvin Coolidge?

“Next week,” continued the Chair-
man, “we will have with us Weston,
the walker, who has tramped 150,000
miies. He makes his farewell walk in
Cleveland.”

There was wild applause.

In Miniature

NE OF the bits of jetsam which

floated on to New York when
the Sesqui-Centennial sank in its own
mud is the miniature “Titania’s Pal-
ace,” which, installed at 274 Madi-
son Avenue as a babies’ hospital bene-
fit, proved a pre-Christmas rival to
the larger toy departments with live
Santa Clauses. It is, to a great ex-
tent, squealed over by children, but
it’s worth adult inspection.

Among its attractions are a portrait
of George Washington no larger than
a pea, a chess set much smaller even
than our interest in that game, a
Chinese cabinet with drawers so small
that four of them may be hidden be-
hind a postage stamp and a piece of
Princess Mary’s wedding cake, now
hardly edible. There are also amaz-

. . and bring me some lady fingers, please.”

ing dwarfed reproductions of Old
World art-—-paintings, mosaics, sculp-
ture, Limoges enamel, Bristol glass,
etc. It is easy to understand how
twenty years were put into i% making.

The distinguished gentleman with
white hair and military moustaches
who hovers over the model is Sir Ne-
vile Wilkinson, who spent the twen-
ty years. Miniature palace construc-
tion is just a hobby. He is an officer
in the Coldstream Guards and when
he is at home in Ireland his serious
work is tracing the ancestry of Amer-
icans of Irish descent. A single re-
redos in “Titania’s Palace’” won him
a vice-presidency in the Royal Society
of Miniature Painters.

WE CONFESS to being disillu-
sioned almost to the point of
heartbreak by the discovery, made re-
cently on passing the stage door while
it was ajar, that the chorus girls of the
Winter Garden punch a time-clock.

Prosperity
DWARD BRUCE, whose tent-

sized canvases have attracted at-
tention at the New Gallery, is a suc-
cessful artist at forty-eight, a fact that
takes on at least a faint glow of ro-
mance when it is known that he be-
gan painting only five years ago. He
left Columbia in 1901, after attain-
ing heroic proportions as a football
center, and he practised law for five
years. Then he went to the Far East
as representative of a New York trad-
ing corporation.
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It was in Peking that art made its
first serious impression on him, but
he indulged the urge not as a painter
but as a collector. He has given and
lent splendid collections of Oriental
work to the Metropolitan Museum,
He continued commercial pursuits un-
til the Chinese rediscovered gunpow-
der and went in for uprisings, which
moment he chose to proceed to Ma-
nila, where he edited a newspaper
and served as a local judge.

He returned to America to become
a director of the Remington Arms
Company and left that position to be-
come a dollar-a-year man during the
fairly recent war. It was after that
ended that he thought of painting.
Solicitous friends failed to change his
mind and he fitted up a studio. That
was five years ago. His first exhibi-
tion two years ago was so successful
(all thirty of his pictures were sold)
that he boldly rebuffed an offer of a
trading corporation post at $100,000
a year and trekked off to Anticoli, an
Italian town so small that even Baede-
ker has overlooked it. He chose it be-
cause Maurice Sterne, who had once
expressed approval of his work, lived
there.

In Italy he paints when the spirit—
and an ingeniously-equipped motor—
move him. The car is fitted out with
drawers containing easels, brushes and
colors. Mr. Bruce rides about the
countryside in it until the prospect
pleases, then sets up his studio in an
open field and paints.

The present exhibition at the New
Gallery has the inevitable coincidence.
George Hellman, the head of that in-
stitution, was athletic manager at Co-
lumbia when Mr. Bruce was a foot-
ball attraction. The two now disdain
sport as a subject for discussion, but
argue at length on the finality of art.
In one of these debates recently Mr.
Hellman ventured the opinion that a
certain canvas by Mr. Bruce was not,
perhaps, so good. The artist, know-
ing his “Dorian Gray,” took out his
knife and slashed it irreparably. It
was priced at $2,000.

HE Lieuer MARKET: Heavy un-

loading, due to retailers’ pre-holi-
day overstocking, forces down prices
on reliable cut stock. Scotch, Johnnie
Walker label, $56 @ $58; cham-
pagnes, unknown brands, $90 @ $95;
rye, $90 @ $95. Gin, domestic,
steady at $28. California wine, per
gallon, $12; same bottled, per case,
$45. —Tue NEW YORKERS



“How do you like Vassar, Annabelle?”
“Well, is just so juvenile and childish I'm almost passing out.”
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AMY, THE CENTRAL
PARK COW

FOUND that most interesting
I New York character, Amy, the

Central Park cow, in her pasture
inside the Park at Sixty-sixth Street.

Her eyes smiled me a welcome.
Great, soft, brown eyes they are, re-
minding me of the eyes of my first
love, only my first love did not have
horns. It was about 1905 and girls
were not wearing horns yet. How
much more sensible and sanitary are
the horns worn by the girls of today
than the old-fashioned rat.

Amy has been a cow for many
years, yet on seeing her one feels that
Life has dealt lightly with her. But
not because Amy has not lived. She
& one cow who has never shirked Life
as such. One feels that about her.
Yet her eyes are youthful, but they
have the melancholy of a cow who
has known what it is to love and be
loved.

I too have loved, and so I liked
Amy instantly. I gave her an affec-
tionate slap.

“Oh you men!” she cried, coyly,
and I saw she had not lost her youth.

IT SEEMED so funny to have a
cow pastured in the heart of great,
cruel, kindly New York; a short gun-
shot from the spot where Morris Gest
had produced “The Miracle.” I almost
wondered what Morris Gest thought
of the cow, but caught myself just in
time. Only too often does such day-
dreaming, such phantasy, lead to seri-
ous mental ills.

“What do YOU think of Morris
Gest?” I asked Amy.

“I think his poems, called ‘Just
Folks’ are awfully, awfully, awfully
clever,” replied Amy.

The morning was rather chilly, and
Amy threw a woolen cowslip over
her shoulders.

She then scated herself in the man-
ner peculiar to her species, ie., her
forefeet sank first, leaving her tender-
loin swaying in the air for a brief
moment. Then she allowed the bal-

ance of her physique to
sink to the sward.

I believe that when
in Nome you should do
as the Alaskans do and
so, to put Amy at her
ease, I essayed to lie
down cow fashion. I’m
afraid I was terrible at
it. Amy laughed.

“You don’t quite get the idea,” she
corrected me, “You should put your
two front feet down first. Now just
wiggle a bit. Con wmwolto espressione,
as they say. No, that’s too vigorous.
You're not Gilda Gray. Remember
that repression is the secret of true art.
Duse would never have wiggled like
that, nor Bernhardt. Try it again.
That’s fine. You learn easily. You

know, you’d make a splendid cow.”
“Do you really think so?”” I asked

something to drink out of a bottle”

her, “I took the part of the hind legs
of the cow that jumped over the moon
when our church gave ‘Mother Goose’
once. The pupil who took the part
of the front legs was a very clever
Brooklyn youngster who later became
known as Norma Talmadge.”

“Is she a cow?” inquired Amy.

“Oh, no! Norma Talmadge is one
of our greatest motion picture ac-
tresses,” I assured her.

“There’s more future in being a
cow,” proclaimed Amy, “The movies!
Bah, I mean Moo! What have they

“Her eyes smiled me o welcome”

contributed to the betterment of the

status of cows? WWhen will people
learn to discount such balderdash as
that old one you just mentioned—the
one about the cow jumping over the
moon?”

“You don’t ” I began.

“I certainly don’t,” retorted Amy
with some heat, “Haven’t you read my
correspondence with Bishop Manning
on the subject?”

“What?” T exclaimed in some sur-
prise, “Are you the cow that Bishop
Manning denounced for denying the
moon story. Well, for goodness sake!”
“Such rot,” suggested Amy, “Why

a cow that would jump over 2

moon, even if she could, ought te
be ashamed of herself. By the
way, Straton has prom-
ised to denounce me
some Sunday for deny-
ing the truth of the
cow-moon story.”

“Excellent,” 1 told
her, “Who’s your pub-
licity agent?”

“Ivy Lee.”

“How 1is Ivy, any-
how?”

“I don’t know.”

“That’s good.”

“Ask me if I’m a contented cow,”
Amy went on.

“Are you?”

“Any cow,” said Amy, “who is
contented never gets anywhere. Con-
tented cows! Pooh!” (asnort of con~
tempt here), “Do you really think
contented cows give good milk! Let
me tell you, sir, that the moment 2
cow allows herself to become con-
tented; to be satisfied with her lot, her
milk is bound to become flat, stale and
tasteless. Better a cow with ideals,
whose milk is a trifle sour than one of
these flaccid, flabby, spineless, con-
tented creatures. The ambitious cow
lives for her art, She is forever figur-
ing out ways to improve the quality of
her milk. I am happy to state that the
fat content of my milk has improved
forty per cent since I first came to
New York as a very young cow.”
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“Has New York destroyed any of
your illusions? Tell me of your early
struggles in the great metropolis.”

“I came clean,” said Amy, “That
is, I came through those days clean.
There WERE days when I had to go
without grass. There were those
odious bulls from the West Sixty-
seventh Street station. But in my
judgment there is no reason why a
girl cannot come to New York and
remain sweet and pure if she uses her
horns effectively and wekes care to see
that nobody slips knockout drops into
her cud.

“I can say no more on that subject
because I have contracted to write the
story of my love-life for the Graphic.”

“Tell me something of your experi-
ments,” I asked.

“I’ll tell you of the improvement in
cow’s milk of which I am
most proud,” Amy pre-
ceeded, “It came about quite
by accident. You may or
may not know that this sec-
tian of the park is frequent-
ed by sailors. They go to
that dance hall on Sixty-
sixth Street and between
dances come over here for a

breath of fresh air. They
bring their breaths with
them. Sometimes it takes

two and three sailors to car-
ry one breath.

“They are all nice boys;
frank, open-faced lads with
a sweetheart in every port,
any port in a storm and it’s
always stormy. I like them
and they like me. One night
one of them gave me some-
thing to drn'nk out of a bot-
tle. It burned on the way
down but afterward—oh
boy! That was the night I
broke down the fence, ran
over to the zoo and put that
fresh lionessin her place. At that time
they were using my milk to nourish
the backward pupils in a private
school on Riverside Drive. The morn-
ing after the night I speak of I gave
five quarts of milk and when the milk
was fed to these backward children
they went right out and passed their
entrance examinations for Columbia.
Wasn’t that marvelous? Since that
time I always put a bit of alcohol in
my milk. I get it from the sailors.”

“Yes—yes, goon,” I pleaded. This
was a front-page story, I felt.

“I’ll tell you something else,” said

Amy, “You see that clump of bushes
over there? Before I came here that
clump was just a clump by the river’s
brim, as Wordsworth put it. I always
make it a point to taste everything. I
experiment around. Sometimes it
works and sometimes it doesn’t. I find
out. I tasted that bush. The next
day I gave five quarts of milk of mag-
nesia, the first five quarts of that in-
valuable medicament the world had
ever seen. That clump of bushes was
a clump of magnesia bushes. I had
accidentally discovered milk of mag-
nesia, T'wo teaspoonsful in a glass
of water will remedy the most stub-
born case of acid stomach.”

“I should certainly not call you a
contented cow after all this,” I told
Amy, stroking her sleek hide; a hide
you loved to touch.

“Now, what would you suggest for
a Christmas dinner?d”’

“How have you kept that schoolgirl
hide?” I asked.

“By not being a contented cow,”
was the reply, “We cows have been
contented long enough. This is the
dawn of a new era, Did you know
that the cows in Turkey have thrown
off their veils?

“T’ll tell you a secret. My days here
are numbered. I consider I’ve done
my duty by New York. These sailors
I have come to know so well have
opened up a new world to me, with
their fascinating tales of far-off lands.
At the end of my present contract with
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the city, which means on March 31,
I’m leaving to take a new position.
I’m to be mascot to the sailors on the
USS. Seattle. T’'m going to join the
navy and see the world.”

—FRrank SuLLlvan

CHEZ AUTHORESS

« OW GIVE me,” she said,

N “your frank opinion of this.

Don’t hesitate to say ex-

actly what you think of it. If you

don’t like it, say so. Remember that
nothing can hurt my feelings.”

I took the manuscript, read it care-
fully and thoughtfully, handed it back
to her and hesitated a moment.

“Well,” I began falteringly, “I
think it lacks subtlety—.”

“Lacks subtlety! ~Subtle-
ty?  That’s ridiculous. I
couldn’t have made it any
more subtle. You’ve missed
most of it. Well, go on.”

“Another trouble—.”

“Another trouble?”

“That character, Mark.
He isn’t true to life. No one
would—.”

“Of course they would.
I’ve seen hundreds of people
like that. You don’t observe
people. He’s perfectly true
to life.”

“Well, all right. But the
story drags. It almost reads
as if it had been padded—.”

“Not at all. Not at all.
It might interest you to
know that I’ve cut this story
to half its original length
specifically to avoid padding.
It moves swiftly to a climax.
Take for instance—but have
you any further criticism?”

“If you ask me—. “It’s
pretty weak grammatically. Take the
repetition of ‘heavy’ in the second
paragraph—.”

“For effect. Many great writers em-
ploy it. T'ake Coleridge! Well, frankly,
do you think I can get it published?”

“Frankly, no.”

“I thought you’d say that. You’re
a fine help to anyone with ambition.
How do you expect—?—Now, you,
Mr. Hammond, suppose yox give me
your opinion of this story I’ve written
—ryour frank opinion. Remember
that nothing can hurt my feelings.”

—Parke Cummings



" PROFILES "

VERYONE knows that our
greatest repertory theatre, with
its chaste upholstery and Cor-~

dovian arches, its free Dunhills and
German bar, its anniversary banquew
and its premiéres of international
playwrights—-everyone knows, we re-
peat, that this Redeemer of our Thea-~
tre was born in a stable, or in the near-
est thing to a stable: a Greenwich Vil-
lage bookshop. It was twelve years
ago, the year of the World War.
As the stylish Mr. Beer would phrase
it, they laid the Archduke in his grave,
and the Guild was born immediately.
An odd fact, however, not universally
known, is that, of the present directors,
not one was the progenitor. The real
father, as often happens, was the In-
nocent Bystander; the real father was
the proprietor of the bookshop. He
was and is a small, dark, insufficiently
hard-headed young man, hailing from
Newark, N. J., who had come to our
city with a strange veneration for
plays and art and beautiful letters and
all that sort of thing. But his real
line, the future Guild directors speedi-
ly told him, was emphatically not the
Theatre. That was their line, or they
would know the reason why.

The Redeemer was born on a frore
wintry day about three o’clock in the
afternoon. In Greenwich Village in
illa tempora, as someone has remarked
of hell, it always seemed 3 p.Mm. And
never, as we have intimated, was there
a stranger piece of obstetrics. No
sooner was the great idea safely out
of the little publisher’s head, and lay
mewing and gasping, so to speak, like
a small Minerva on the hearth-rug,
than three or four of the publisher’s
friends then present rushed forward,
fire in their eyes, and clutched the great
Conception to their shirt-fronts, never
relinquishing it to this moment. It
is they who have brought up the mes-

THE GUILD
A COMPOSITE PHOTOGRAPH

sianic Child, and who hold it in leash
today. It is of them that one speaks
when one mentions, wih sighs of
esteem or sounds of disapprobation, as
the case may be, the Theatre Guild.

They were all, more or less, pro-
ducts of the old Greenwich Village,
so inexpertly sung of late by Mr.
Floyd Dell.  Why Mr. Dell himself
never became a pillar of the new
theatrical Church is a minor mystery,

because, up to that date, Mr. Dell was
the only one of the group who had
ever written a play. The children
of his then unanalyzed brain were
mostly in one act, neat little things,
bearing such titles as “King Arthur’s
Socks,” and performed periodically
before large, undressed audiences at
Webster Hall. In those days there
was a great wave of one-act plays, a
preoccupation very fitted to amateurs,
or to amateurs just passing into the
professional stage, or to amateurs fail-
ing se to pass. The odd thing about
these jeux d’esprit was that they all
might have been written by the same

hand. The dregs of the Irish Renais-
sance had just about then seeped out
into their ultimate quakes and bogs in
New York City, and the result was a
positive epidemic of artful and roguish
trifles, having titles in which numerals
were invan'ably wedded to this or that
incongruous person or thing. Miss Mil-
lay wrote one, and shortly after the
Guild was founded, three of its pres-
ent directors tried their hand at the
same diverting form., “Three Slat-
terns and a King,” “Seven Who Boil
While the Kettle Sings,” “A Woman
and Five Nuts” . . . if memory fail
not, these were among the titles. One
strives to be strictly accurate, but it
is difficult to pierce the pathos of dis-
tance, to discern justly these old, un-
happy, far-off things.

The pregressive triumph of the
Guild throughout these twelve years
is easy to understand. Nearly every
member of that small but talented
group, up to the moment when the
luckless imagination of the publisher
got to work tkat chilly afternoon, had
been doing something for which he
was not especially fitted, and which
he did not particularly like. Avowed~
ly or secretly, each of them had for
the Theatre, above all in its facile
external aspect, a passion equal to that
of Al Woods. It was a case of the
Freudian Wish, also in vogue those
days, on an impressive scale. They
felt themselves born to fuss, to man-
age, to administrate, to direct plays, if
not to write them, and no doubt, they
were and are. There was also the
innocent desire to make a little more
money, but let that pass, for we feel
sure it was not uppermost in their up-
lifted minds. Before 1914 they had
all been doing something more or less
remote from what they knew was
their predestined sphere. Mr. Lang-
ner was in business. Mr. Goodman,
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now one of the executioners of “An
American Tragedy,” devoted many of
his evenings to coaching boorish Italian
boys in such stuff as the “Farce of
Pierre Patelin® at neighboring set-
tlements. Miss Helburn wrote dinky
little plays for torch-bearers and dra-
matic associations.  Mr. Simonson
painted pictures, tried to write for
Mr. Croly’s erudite organ and thought
with poignancy upon Montmartre. Mr.
Philip Moeller, looking like a cross
between an old sporting print and a
young archbishop, between Mr. Mi-
cawber and Cardinal Pirelli, glanced
out occasionally from his ivory and

THE
ART

amber tower to sniff the breeze from
war-ridden France, or to gaze lovingly
upon the New York streets on which,
though not literally, he had been born.
And Miss Westley . . . ?

ER PERSONALITY, or a part

of it, has already been discussed

in these columns, yet a word more must
be given her here, for without it one
could not begin to understand the
Guild. Part of the latter’s success is al-
ready explained when one considers the
rather homogeneous personality of the
five people mentioned above. Their
leyalty, net merely te cach other, but to
a common cause for which they were
willing to compromise, to concede, and
to work together, was perhaps, one
basis of their success. But the relative
accomplishments of the Guild are not
explained by a good business sense
alone. As Edith Cavell said, patriot-
ism is not enough. The device of the
Crusaders does not wholly account for
these crusaders of our Theatre. “Heon-
neur”’ does not cover them, nor does

ProrenNT

“Pre fict”. Compromuise, loyalty, good-
natured industry, a totally hit-and-
miss conception of what the public
wants, or even of what the public will
stand, a singular obtuseness to what
15 vital in art and what is first-rate, a
still more singular honor and worship
of the bogus-goed, the foux bon—
surely all this is not enough. What
was required to complete the Guild’s
chances for a certain immortality that
afternoon in 1914 was, one might as
well say the word, genius, a genius not
for directing nor acting, but for life
itself, for sheer existence; what was
wanted was a dash of that grotesque
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and superb vitality which is the very
salt and soul in things. It was well
for her and still more for them that
Miss Westley was there that after-
noon. She usually is around when
something is happening, even when
it is merely the birth of another art
theatre. From what wastes of Down-
town Manhattan, or from Brooklyn,
mast-encircled and spire-topped, where
she first saw the light, had she
“drepped in,” looking like the camp-
follower of a Bolshevik revolt, with a
copy of Ouida or Henry Jamesin her
hand, coming from a lunch (in some
ghastly Village eating-house) of clam-
chowder and chocolate cake, or from
a movie, or from a séance, or from a
church?  Anyway, she was “there,”
in more senses than one, and the gal-
lant little craft which was to rescue
our Theatre from commercialism was
at last enabled to cut its moorings.

ITH an infallible instinct it
sailed straight for the East Fif-
ties, the then deselate waters of which
are now graced by such solid and dec-
orative schooners as Miss Anne
Morgan, not to mention a posi-
tive shoal of Vanderbilts. At

POSTER that time, there existed a small,
(AnD shabby playhouse which had
$ren ) hitherto catered to the scattered
German population south of
ARTISF Yorkville. The Washington
Square Players, as they now
called themselves, took it over,
t named it the Bandbox, and be-
gan their first season witha pro-
~
FueeeSPFUL e
PORTRAIT UNSURCESSFUL
PRINTER One
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gram of one-act plays. Those—as any
present Director with any youth left in
his soul may tell you—those were the
days. Ink flew and so did feathers;
manuscrip% poured in; tiffs and in-
trigues thronged the air; the names of
Shaw and Andreyev were loud in the
land, and, simultaneously, the more na-
tive ones of Moeller and Goodman.
Let no one tell you that the Guild has
never done enough to encourage the
homespun playwright. One has only
to look at an old Bandbox program
to refute the calumny, and recognize
that the names of Langner, Good-
man and Moeller recur with a per-
sistence which suggests the heartening
thought that genius simply will not
down. However, Art demands more
than one sacrifice; to that Shavian
{ivinity we offer up both our type-
writers and our friends, as Nero did
his adolescent beard; and thus it hap-
pens that the names of Mr. Goodman,
Ralph Roeder and, eventually, Rollo
Peters—that fine decorator, actor, art-
ist and charming gentleman—no long-
er appear among the present directors.
Mr. Langner alone continues in our
time the great playwriting tradition.

O MAKE a long story short, the
two seasons in the Fifties were
highly successful, and in 1919 the
Players rented the old Garrick, in West
Thirty-fifth Street, and became the
Guild. The Garrick was the scene of

: 9 THE
what they themselves consider their V]
greatest successes—“He Who Gets VritaLe
Slapped,” “They Knew What They THE ORIS T

Wanted,” the Shaw cycle and, above
all, “Saint Joan,” performed there
for the first time on any stage. This
seems to be the moment to speculate

upon the extraordin-
ary cultus of the
Guild for the great
Bernard. Isit some
innocent flower’ng
of adolescent en-
thusiasm — emotion
recollected in pros-
perity? Did the di-
rectors, back in the
days of the Band-
ARTIST box, fall nightly on
their knees, invok-

WHO ing the Saints, the
COMPROMISED Confessors, the
(InsiDE) Fathersof theThes-
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pian Communion, and especially
the Patriarch of Adelphi Terrace?
Hely Saint John Ervine plead for us!
Blessed Bernard Shaw, intercede for
us, and we will place a whole cycle
upon your altar! Be that as it may,
we are told that Mr. Shaw regards
the Guild almost as his own creation,
quite as if he were one of the di-
rectors. They say that once his dis-
mayed acolytes cabled him about a
possible cutting in the appalling Me-
thuselah business. “Not by a semi-
colon,” was the cheerful reply of the
Patron Saint, waxing old and irrrtable
among his clouds.

O SEASON passed into season at
the Garrick, which may be said to
mark the Guild’s second phase in its
Little Eva-like ascent to eternal divi-
dends, surrounded by a glowing cloud
of witnesses and subscribers. How is it
that one recalls the past with a peculiar
relish, merely because it is past? Those
first nights at the old Garrick have
too their nostalgia, almost equal to
the dear, dead, poverty-and-Pilsener
atmosphers of the Guild’s beginnings,
near the East River. It is no secret
that at a first night in Thirty-fifth
Street, a box was always reserved for
Carl Van Vechten. The author of
“Nigger Heaven,” looking like a
naughty fertility god declining to bless
the latest crops, has witnessed from
his chair triumph after triumph, set-
back after setback, and always without
known comment. What has he not
seen, indeed? . . the whipped cream
sentiment and false pathos of “He”;
the Celtic thickness of “John Fergu-
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son”; the good dramatic honesty of
“The Faithful”; the Guild-devised
failure of “Failures”; the pretty,
mock-medieval frost and Christmas
card color of “The Tidings”; the
technical expertness of “Ghosts” (for
the Guild is not always a sublimated
Amateur) ; the brittle sincerity and
youth of “Processional” and “The
Adding Machine,” rendered blurred
and arty by the unfailing Guild touch;
the ineptitude of “Merchants of
Glory”; the commercialism of “The
Guardsman” and ‘“Fata Morgana”;
the real excellence of “At Mrs.
Beam’s” and “Ned McCebb’s Daugh-
ter,” and the long, long sleep of ““Jua-
rez and Maximilian” And now to
bed, as Pepys would add as valediction
to the list.

Yes, the apotheosis is completed,
and one leaves the Guild to slumber
among its tapestries and triumphs. It
has been the most indefatigable im-
porter of non-American plays one is
like to see in a long while, In a
slightly sinister sense, it has justified
its boast that the destiny of the Young
American Playwright is in its keeping,
for it is obvious that if the Y. A. P.
be not produced at the Guild, he will
be produced nowhere.

Drop in at the Theatre Guild some
time when they are doing their
Molnar, their Werfel. It is a capa-
cious and pleasant place; there is an
air of soft and lulling luxusry; the
cigarette-girls move inconspicuously in
and out between the groups of sub-
scribing ladies and students from N.
Y. U.; and all the best highbrow
magazines lie about beneath the mel-
lowlamps. Contemplate all that; and
think of the Bandbox and the Village.
Perhaps a director will flit by, linger-
ing a moment in the outer sanctuary,
and there is a sigh, a movement of
recognition from the lady-students and
the highbrow ladies. . . . “There goes
Theresa . . . That is Lawrence
Langner . . . ” Meantime the di-
rector nervously passes on, and there
should be peace and the pride of
achievement in his soul, for has he not
helped to give the People shaded lamps,
highbrow magazines, sweet drinks,
free Dunhills, Werfel and Molnar, in
a word, Art’ But does he feel that
peace and that pride? Who can say?
The soul of a Guild Director is mys-
terious and impenetrable like that of
a sphinx, also an Oriental divinity.
Yet, somehow one seems to hear him
murmuring in the renewed silence of
the sanctuary: “We needs must love

the highest when we see it According
to my lights I have faithfully and
worthily produced Andreyev, Ervine,
Molnar, Werfel and Shaw, not to

“Eemagine!
mas’ she says £ me—an’ I comes
right back at ’er, ‘Merry Christ-
mas yerself, an’ how ’bout keepin’
yer blinkin’ canary bird quiet of a
mortin’ so gentlefolk kin get some

‘Merry Christ-

sleep!”  Whoops—y’ should o
seen the comical expression on ’er
face!”
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speak of others, too numerous to men-
tion.

If this be not the highest, then
there is something fatally, funda-
mentally amiss with the Theatre as I
know it. ' Or is it that there is some-
thing amiss with Me?”

The good fellow should free his
mind from these imaginary doubts,
merely instructing the decorator to en-
grave above the Guild fagade as an act
of expiation covering all sins, extoning
all “triumphs” the inscription: TF'e
have done what we could.

—CutHBERT WRIGHT

AUNTS AT THE OPERA

HEN Miss Delia Deems, the

'\/ Omaha nightingale, made
her début at the Metropolitan

in “Pelleas et Melisande,” her aunts,
Prudence and Susan, had plenty to say
about the youthful prima donna as
they observed her performance from

their seats in the orchestra:

AunT PrUE: As I live, that is Delial

Aunt Sug: Did you ever.

AuUNT PRUE: Jeremiah all over.

AuUNT SuE: She always took after her

.

AUNT Pruk: There were never such
goings on, on our side of the
family. Look at her now.

Aunt Suk: Isn’t it just the sort of
thing Jeremiah’s girl would do?

Aunt Prue: Well, Nellie would
marry him. I said to her right out
the day she was married: “I hope
you’ll be happy, but I’ll be sur-
prised if you are.”

Aunt SuE: I know you said it, Prue.
I was there and I heard you.
AunT PRUE: Yes, I did say it and to
my own sister. And I wanted to
ask her what sort of children she
expected to have. But it didn’t

seem decent right then.

AunT Suk: Oh, you couldn’t say it
then.

AunT PrUE: I could have told her
this was bound to happen. I
just seemed to feel something
like this would happen. Look at
Delia now. Looks like she was
sick to me.

AunT SUE: Jeremiah’s sister was
taken quick like that, you know.

Aunt PrUE: I know she was. It
makes me jumpy all over,

AunT SUE: Prue, there’s Nellie.

AunT PRUE: There she is! And she’s
not in a box. You’d think Delia
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“Well, here we are in the country, my dear”
“UV hy, how odd—there aren’t any leaves on the trees ot all!”

might of gotten her a box.
She’s wavin’.

AunT SuE: Yes, she’s wavin’. Why
don’t you wave, Prue?

Aunt PruUE: I 277 wavin’. Her seat’s
better’n ours. I suppose that’s
only natural. We’re just aunts.

Aunt SuE: Don’t Nellie look proud?
Well, T wouldn’t want any
daughter of mine leadin’ that
life.

Aunt PrRUE: We did everything we
could to stop her. Nobody can
blame us.

AunT SUE: No, they can’t blame us.

Aunt PrUE: T thought she’d give the
family a box.

AuUNT SUE: Not Delia. She never did
have family feeling. I will say
for Jeremiah, he wasn’t a bit like
that.

AunT PrUE: I guess Jeremiah would
have starved if he had been.

AuUNT SUE: Prue, Nellie’s got old Dr.
Thomas with her.

Aunt PRUE: Isn’t that Nellie all
over! He’ll go back and tell
everyone in town the kind of
play Delia’s singin’ in. We'll
never live it down. Never!

AunT Sue: Well, he brought her into
the world.

AunT PrRUE: He did bring her into
the world. I hope he’s satisfied
now.

Aunr Sue: There, he sees you, Prue.

He’s wavin’.
wave, Prue?
AunT PRUE: I am wavin’.
you think I'm dein”?
~—Joun CHaPIN MosHER

Why don’t you

What do

OF ALL THINGS

ONGRESS seems determined
to disregard the Coolidge sug-
gestion of a tax rebate and to

apply the surplus to reducing the na-
tional debt. Thus a policy of thri'ft
will be forced upon the President
against his wishes and hence will be
known as “Coolidge economy.”

Senator Frazier has been restored to
good standing in the Republican ranks
—the administration having signed a
retreaty of peace.

.

Dawes has been awarded the Nobel
Peace Prize for 1925. It should be
explained, however, that this was not
in recognition of his effor% to bring
peace to the United States Senate.

Somebody writes to the papers about
the foreign debt and ask: “Are we a

nation of skinflints¢”” No doubt we
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have done the best skinflinting we can,
but we are forced to admit that we
are not very good at it.

Senator Gould of Maine is charged
with a $100,000 bribery in New
Brunswick, but the general lack of ex-
citement among our pecple is little less
than intense. Perhaps we have had all
the New Brunswick our system can
stand this year.

L ]

Professional football has not proved
a great success this season owing to
the failure of the public to get prop-
erly wrought up over the hired hands.
But college football had iw best year.
The true believer worships academi-

gods.
°

An Atlantic City woman has been
arrested for trying to burn up her
husband. In Atlantic City, it would
seem, husbands are cheaper than coal.

The U. S. Treasury boast that it is
gaining rapidly in auditing income tax

returns. The bad news will travel
more quickly from now on. The
auditors, we understand, are all

through with the war and are now liv-
ing in the jolly old Harding admin-
istration.

.

The Italian tax on bachelors has
created great consternation in mascu-
line circles, but is very popular with
the ladies. The Duce has made him-
self strong with the fascisterhood.

—Howarp BRUBAKER

“As exquisite as Dresden ware

As rare as Cloisonné”

You called me thus and painted me
And loved me for a day.

But now you paint a girl who eats
French pastry—and who shows it;
Who wears her earrings far too short
And never even knows it.

I fail to see

What picture she

Would sensibly enhance

Though I’m not sure

They’ve no allure

Who can finance romance.
—MARGARETTA MANNING
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PLACE-CARDS
ILLusTRATING A SUGGEsTION THAT
HosTEsses, IN ADDITION TO
MERE LaBELs, SuPPLY BRIEF
CHARACTER SKETCHES OF
THEIR GUEsTS
L

UMMERTON BERT, JR., is more
S than seventy years old. He

keeps the “Jr.” in his signature
to distinguish him from his father, the
late Summerton Bert, who was an in-
timate friend of President Andrew
Jackson. His income is just big
enough to cover the dues of the very
good club to which he belongs, pay
for his clothes, food, and lilac water,
and furnish the rent of his small dark
apartment over a tea-room. When
asked his age, he always puts himself
in the sixties, slurring the last numeral ;
one young woman
whom he capti-
vated nicknamed
him “Old Sixty-

Erum.” He has
one vanity —his
valet. Do not

misunderstand —
Summerton Bert,
Jr, does not ac-
actually possess a
valet, but long
ago a friend who
was going abroad
lent him a valet
for three months.
Drews-—as the valet was called
—never stayed out his time. One
June night when Mr. Bert was
at the club Drews shot himself in the
temple, leaving a note behind which
stated that his real name was Henry
Jorgenson and that he had a cancer.
His death was not vain; in a fashion
he gave his life for his master, for a
two-inch item appeared in all the
papers “Clubman’s Valet a Suicide
. . . . Body Servant of Summerton
Bert, Jr. . . .” The miracle of print!
“Qld Sixty-Erum,” never able to af-
ford a valet, was now believed never
to have been without one. Members
stopped him in the dining-room to ex-
press their sympathy; they hoped he
would be able to replace his loss. “Old
Sixty-Erum” shook his head. “Best
man I ever had in my life,” he said.

EssE MARKER knows a thousand
J stories. They concern the impor-
tant calamities that have occurred in
the world since his birth. Life has con-

i\
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spired to swmge its accidents near his
doorstep.  When the Lusitama went
down, he was on the ship that picked
up the first survivors; when the Fire
Island arsenal blew up he was spend-
ing the week-end nearby, and his life~
long friendship with General Plunket,
the officer in charge, enabled him to
have an unequalled view of that disas-
trous scene. Mention any war, assas-
sination, railroad accident, or epidemic,
and for the next half hour you
will utter periodic cries of “How
extraordinary” or “Good gracious”
while you learn that Jesse Marker
came up on the next train, or was
spattered by the bullet. All his
stories, you will subsequently dis-
cover, are true. He has compiled
a parlor repertory out of the dis-
asters that have overlooked him.
Many of his listeners, fascinated
by his words, as by the proximity
of some deadly peril, regard him
with awe. They remember cur-
rent, disturbances by his connec-
tion with them; the other day
I heard someone speak of the
Florida cyclone as “that dreadful
storm in which poor Jesse Marker’s
cousin almost lost his life.” Only a
few critics have been crass enough to
wish that Jesse Marker would be pres-
ent, more intimately than ever in the
past, at one more violent disaster.

III1.

L. SkIFFinG-

e TON judges

the  water-spaniel
class at Ken-
nel Club shows. He
was the first Amer-
ican  fancier to
breed the silk-haired
(or Lapland) water

spaniel, and his
monograph  “The
Water  Spaniel—

Then and Now”
has been translated
into four languages.
A white, thin man
with a clipped mustache and a half-

2N
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pleased, half-wary expression, as if he
were inhaling some interest'ng smell,
he outlines pedigrees with a fork on the
table-cloth. He talks hesitantly but
well, and his clear articulation of the
word “bitch” commands the attention
of people whom he bores. He has beau-
tiful hands, tapering fingers that know
where to feel for every tendon and
hollow that breeding confers upon a
dog’s body. Spaniels, when he touches
them, shiver, and lift their pouchy
ears. He has one dog in his house-—a
mongrel setter belonging to his son. It
growls when Mr. Skiffington approach-
es. Once, when a friend was show-
ing him over a country place, he ad-
mired a sleeping Airedale. The dog
broke its chain to bite him in the
thigh.
Iv.

CLINTON Ben-

JamIN  Dis-

RAELI, a grandson
of the statesman,
came to America
some years before
the war and re-
placed the estates
he had lost at Monte
Carlo with the
daughter of a
Brooklyn  million-
aire. A quick
divorce, stimulated
by the appearance
of a Sunday-supple-
ment article, signed by Clinton Ben-
jamin Disraeli, and entitled “How
I Wooed and Won the Spiggotty
Millions,” did not keep another
ambitious woman from marrying
him and taking him to live with
her.

Social forts fell before them. Plac-
idly, in rooms emblazoned with his
crest (the letter “D”) Mr. Dis-

raeli blandly and methodically ac-
cepts and rejects his wife’s dinner
invitations.

In the ancient fashion of his an-
cestors, he rises at one. He spends
the afternoon in an uptown broker-
age room where he is allowed to sit
although he never trades. As twi-

light blows along the steepled streess,
you see him at his best-—a tall, ele-
gant figure with a bleak nose
and drooping mustaches. Lonely
and tophatted, sniffing the purple
air, he takes his wife’s dog,
Gladstone, out inte the park for
its daily walk.

—Niven Busch, Jr.

S
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“I couldn’t get John here tonight—you know, he detests these formal affairs”

PAMPHLET

[The Grand Central Terminal has
been so persistently advertising its art
gallery and the uniqueness of having such
a gallery in a railroad station, that there
seems to be danger of the original pur-
pose and use of the station becoming lost.
We therefore suggest this brochure.]

‘ N T E HAVE had so many indig-
nant complaints from our
patrons to the effect that they
have only recently realized that we
have a traveling service in connection
with our galleries, that we are issuing
the following announcements concern-
ing it. For years it seems, hundreds
of people have been coming to our
exhibitions without having the faintest
idea that we likewise offer the most
efficient and expeditious trains in the
world for the tired business man to
relax in after his hard day in office,
theatre and art gallery.

Our aim is the satisfaction of our
patrons, and we will therefore issue a
beautifully engraved announcement
time-table and invitation whenever we
put on a new train or change the
schedule. Our aims and ideals are
set forth as briefly and explicitly as
possible in the enclosed pamphlet:

THE RAILROAD STATION
IN THE GrRaND CENTRAL GALLERY

The only art gallery in the world
containing a railroad station.

Occupying the two lower floors of
the Grand Central Gallery, New
York, and running its entire length
between Vanderbilt and Lexington Av-
enues, is located one of the most inter-
esting railroad stations in the world.

The floor space of several square
miles makes this one of the largest,
most attractive and most underground
railroad stations in existence.

This railroad station is run solely
in the interest of the American Com-
muter and Traveler, and has been es-
tablished and is managed by a group
of nationally-known business men who
do not give their services without any
remuneration whatever.

A visit to this railroad station should
prove a great treat to the lovers of
beautiful things. They will find that
although we offer the best service in
the city for seeing works of art by
our leading Painters and Sculptors, we
also have kept in mind the interests of
those sensitive souls who enjoy the
suburbs as well.

While waiting to see a picture, go
down stairs and take a train some
place. See the world without joining
the Navy. Hardened commenters,
jaded art critics, worried young art
students, forget that you must see the

4:57 National Academy Limited show
or the Woodstock Express modern ex-
hibition. Go quietly downstairs and
spend a few comformble hours in one
of our palatial trains. Sit unmolested
behind a car window and watch the
Palisades slip by. See the river boaw
on the Hudson and the coal barges
on the East River. Take a quiet trip
to Ossining and see your friends.

Imagine that you are going to Cro-
ton to spend a week-end with your fa-
vorite movie-actress. Get off at Har-
mon and return to the city if you
know what you like and like only elec-
tric trains. Otherwise proceed to the
historic old city of Poughkeepsie.

If you are hankering for the old
days when ladies were ladies and pic~
tures told a story, go to Boston in a
parlor car and take a walk on the pic-
turesque 6ld Common.

Trains to the Golden Whales of
California; trains to the saloons of
Canada, or the back streets of Chica-
go. Don’t think that only wishy-washy
traveling salesmen look at scenery.
Our best citizens and queens have been
patrons of Nature. Even Otto Kahn,
the famous art connoisseur, has used
our trains to see America at last.

Open every day from WNine in the
morning until Nine in the morning.

—SPUD JOHNSON



T THE Mansfield Theatre the
Moscow Habima players have
begun a season of repertory in

Hebrew with Ansky’s “The Dubbuk,”
familiar to New York principally
through the Neighborhood Playhouse
presentation of a translation.

“The Dybbuk” tells the folk tale
of a beautiful Jewish girl possessed
by the spirit of a dead youth who
has loved her, a spin't which is eventu-
ally exorcised, but only at the cost of
her life.

The settings for the Habima pro-
duction are very modernist; planes
converging at insane angles, a table
slanted towards the audience so that
it suggests the naijve perspective of a
primitive painting, an altar that needs
to be sent to the cabinet-maker, or at
least, have a telephone-book stuck un-
der one corner.

In make-up the players carry bizar-
rerie even further, grease paint is laid
on in whorls and splotches, mouths
pulled sideways into deformities, chins
stippled with a pox of black spots.

Much of the play is chanted, much
sung, the gestures of the characters
are conventionalized into a grotesque
awkwardness.  Expressionism reigns.
It is as though the Chauve Souris were
singing a performance of the “Cabi-
net of Doctor Caligari.” The effect
should be eerie, stimulating, electrify-
ing. It was so to many of the spec-
tators. I am unhappy to report that to
me, except for the beautiful perform-
ance of Anna Rovina as Lea, the pos-
sessed, it was woefully flat. I came
away knowing grumpily that I hated
Russia and I hated Art, and that for
all the stimulation I'd garnered from
the evening I might just as well have
been listening to some sharp bargaining
on Grand Street.

This is not meant for the art addict
and the serious student of things thea-
trical, but for those quaint characters
who persist in feeling that they won’t
enjoy plays in a language they don’t
understand. They are going to be

SOME FOLK PLAYS

scoffed at unmercifully by friends who
assure them that the language of Habi-
ma won’t make a particle of difference
in their enjoyment and that, once
they’re there they’re sure to find it
as thrilling as “Broadway.” To them,
in sympathy, are dedicated these words
of warning.

FOLK PLAY of a different

sort is “Howdy King,” by Mark
Swan, which is being produced at
the Morosco Theatre by Miss Anne
Nichols.

“Howdy King” collects all the fly-
blown gags about an American in a
mythical kingdom and then multiplies
them by ten. It is much the same
method that Miss Nichols employed

in the compilation of the “There was
once a Jewish fella and a Irishman”
data which she used in writing some
little opus whose name escapes me
for the moment. In other words
it belabors the Graustark tradition with
a few light strokes of the sledge-

hammer which proved to be such a
magic wand in that personal effort of
Miss Nichols’,

“Howdy King” begins in Nice, and
in a setting very reminiscent of the
slides for an illustrated song, such as
“Red Roses Bring Dreams of You.”

The Prime Minister of El Dorado
is trying to sell a right of way through
El Dorado to an American multi-
millionaire. He is also waiting for
news of a lost heir to the throne of
his country. His emissary comes to
him with word that he has found
the heir in America, an American
born. That was to be expected but to
give the situation the true Nichols fil-
lip the lost heir strides into that hotel
garden in Nice, a typical he-man from
Arizona in chaps, and swinging a
lariat.

Minor Wason plays the part and
he manages to convey the impression
of the requisite he-manliness by en-
dowing Johnny North with the men-
tality of a twelve-year-old boy just
awakened from a sound sleep.

The idea of so captivating a figure
forced to occupy a throne and able
to lope about hitching up his trousers
and showing contempt for the time-
honored institutions of royalty is, of
course, utterly irresistible tothe Nichols
fans. No phase of it has been neglect-
ed in “Howdy King.” Its protagonist
raises a thug who is his buddy to a
Dukedom, he makes everyone sit in
his presence so that he can lope and
hitch with more freedom, he woos and
wins an American girl incog., and he
makes a Campaign Club of the local
Reds to back his plan for turning El
Dorado into a Republic.

“Howdy King” is packed with good
old familiar action of the sort that
no one can fail to underssand, and
it fairly glistens with that most ob-
jectionable form of vulgarity—the
nice, clean kind.

I doubt whether the mythical king-
dom hokum has as many moron en-
thusiasts as had the Pat and Tkey
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brand, but “Howdy King” should last
until the last one of them has bought
his ticket.

ETAINING the sinister title
“Hangman’s House,” Willard
Mack has dramatized Donn Byrne’s
novel and the hilariously innocuous
melodrama resulting is, or was, at the
Forrest Theatre.

It’s about a fine young Irish girl
marrying the wrong man by her
father’s wish, and he drinking and
wasting the money, bad ’cess to him,
and drugging the jockey who'’s to ride
her horse Bard in the Hannastown
steeplechase, and just as things look
at their blackest her true love and the
lad she should have married all along
cries, “P’ll ride Bard meself.” Then
it grows dark and the curtain falls and
rises but it’s still dark, an eclipse in
Hannastown, belike, and charging
down a treadmill towards the Han-
nastown hedge come three live horses,
three, and Bard ahead. Bard rises to
the jump and, at least the night I was

after seeing it so it fell out, he
knocked the Hannastown hedge flat,
which must have made the racing
somewhat easier for his competitors.
Nevertheless in the next act we find
that he’s won and the money all the
poor folk in Ireland had staked on
Miss Connaught O’Brien’s Bard is
safe.

There’s still a husband standing be-
tween the lovers like a black shadow,
but that’s easily done away with, for
husbands are no obstacle in the theatre
this year and Connaught’s, perhaps
sensing the trend of the times, shoos
himself quietly by the library fireplace
so it all ends fine and happy.

The foregoing, salted by a Menace
which is probably the most ham bit of
dramaturgy now on Broadway, pep-
pered with bits of motivation any one
of which should be good for a long
run at Matteawan, and further sea-
soned with an acute hippic distaste
which neither Miss Katherine Alex-
ander as Connaught nor Mr. Walter
Abel as her riding lover were able to
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conceal, makes of “Hangman’s
House” an evening in the theatre not
soon to be forgotten.

—CHARLES BRACKETT

DOWN-TOWN LYRICS
CHURCHES COURAGEOUS
Old John Street Methodist, Trinity,
St. Peter’s and classic St. Paul’s,
They are jeopardized, jostled, and
jumbled,
They are subject to sightseers’ calls.

While John Street Methodist smothers,
They’ve waterproofed Trinity’s
walls—
The “L” snuggled up to St. Peter’s,
And Broadway remodeled St
Paul’s.

So it’s safe to assume there is nothing
That ever entirely appalls
Old John Street Methodist, Trinity,
St. Peter’s and doughty St. Paul’s.
—Burke Bovce

RUSSIA’S MUCH-DISCUSSED CONTRIBUTION TO THE CINEMA

We have here the unruly citizens of Odessa about to be suppressed by the Czars soldiers for their
efforts to help the cruiser “Potemkin This takes place very stirringly and originally ot the Biltmore Theatre.
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Motor Car (‘?ompmy

NCORPORATE O

1884 Broadway, at 62d Street, New York
CHANDLER-CLEVELAND MOTOR CORP, CLEVELAND, OHIO
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

a somewhat remarkable thorough-

fare, Fifth Avenue. Ever since the
beginning, it has been the key to New
York’s way of living; the clue where-
by might be discovered the town’s
pace, the town’s reaction to the thrusts
of culture. Glance at a “Scene on
Fifth Avenue” out of almost any
year, and you will gather a surprisingly
complete impression of that year’s
New York. In a great many more
ways than one, the street is the city’s
show-window. The dominant urge of
the populace has always been reflected
there, first of all.

Insisting stubbornly that this much
is true, we stroll along the Avenue
these days and reach the conclusion
that the dominant urge of our town
in current times is a distinctly urbane
sort of commercialism: a well-man-
nered pursuit of profits. Even good
taste and that all but indefinable thing
called Art have touched the scene
with their influence. It is business
with an air.

In the very old days, Fifth Avenue
represented that wealthy respectability
(practically the same thing as social
prestige) toward which all our citi-
zens were striving by whatever devious
methods caught their fancy. Later, it
became a place where money might
be made, brutally and not quite pret-
tily. Nowadays, Fifth Avenue is still
making money; more money than ever
before. But the thing is being done
with an air. And the sight is posi-
tively pleasing.

IT IS, when all is said and done,

HE AIR has been taken on, let it

be said, for reasons that are unde-
niably pragmatic. A few of the larger
merchants came upon the notion that
prosperity would seek out a street that
gave itself dignity, beauty, manner.
They convinced their neighbors that
this was true, banded themselves into
an association, and hired a staff to
bring about these desiderata. The re-
sults were slow in coming, but they
have been sure. And so Fifth Ave-
nue, at last, is dignified, and beautiful,
and mannered. Its moulding to this
end has been a matter of such care as
a sculptor might apply to his clay.
And the moulding has been done, with
self-imposed diligence, by the mer-
chan® who were already established in
their cozy places when the movement
began.

THE AVENUE

The most striking changes have ta-
ken place in the last five years. It
was in these years that the Avenue
was definitely given over, below Fif-
ty-ninth Street, as a residential sec-
tion.

There are a few of the old man-
sions left, of course. But it is not
likely that they will remain long.
The process of dignifying the street
for commerce has made it undignified
for residence, and also it has made
the value of earth so immense that a
householder just can’t afford it.

These years saw the arrival of the
first skyscrapers in that part of the
Avenue that lies between Twenty-
third Street and Fifty-ninth Street.
And they saw—indeed, have just this
moment seen—the arrival of the con-
clusion that the Avenue is not meant
for skyscrapers. With two high build-
ings actually nearing completion,
Fifth Avenue has decided that this
device does not afford the same solu-
tion of land costs that it affords in
every other street of the city.

HE REASON, I am told by the
experts in such matters, is quite
simple. High buildings are used for
office space. Fifth Avenue is no more
desirable for office spacethan any other
street, in fact, not so desirable as Madi-
son Avenue, which has seen of late an
immense development in this sort of
structure. And the people who rent
offices are not willing to pay the extra
cost for a Fifth Avenue address which
the building investment demands, and
which the shops are willing to pay.
They seem, the experts I mean, to
have very fine evidence in support of
this view. There is, for example,
the Winter Building planned for erec-
tion on the site of the old Vanderbilt
mansion at Fifty-seventh Street. The
blue-prinw for a thirty-story tower
were filed. Construction contracts
were being considered. When sudden-
ly it was determined to put up a five-
story building instead. The simple
explanation of the builders was that
a five-story building was better suited
to the Avenue, and would pay better
in the end.

HE INCIDENT of the Schulte
Corporation, owners of the site at
the opposite corner of Fifty-seventh

Street, is even more illuminating, be-
cause they offered a fuller explanation
of their course, These gentlemen
bought the ground with the intention
of erecting a thirty-seven story build-
ing. And then, they too announced
that they would be content with five
stories. They said, in effect:

“We discussed the advisability of
putting up a thirty-seven story
apartment hotel. But we concluded
that such-a building would be obso-
lete in ten years and the money loss
would be considerable. We then con-
sidered an office building of the same
height. But it became apparent that
such a building would not begin to
make return on the investment for ten
years or more. So we shall put up
a five-story building, earn an actual
profit on it for the next ten years,
then demolish it fer the erection of
the originally planned thirty-seven
story structure, of whatever type seems
indicated at that time.”

FROM this we may gather that the
Avenue is in a state of flux, even
now. The gentlemen of the Fifth
Avenue Association say that the street
is, from this time on, definitely a retail
thoroughfare, and will never he
changed in favor of office buildings,
hotels, or any other type of building.
It is true, they point out, that one-third
of the rentals in a fifteen-story build-
ing are paid by the lessees of the
ground floor, that is to say, the pro-
prietors of shops.

They tell me this: “Fifth Avenue
already is overbuilt in loft, office and
showroom space. The supply of such
space is already greater than the de-
mand. On the other hand, retail
store space is in heavy demand. It is
impossible to have enough of it.”

Nowadays, nearly every one owns
his little bit of Fifth Avenue. It is
almost a community-owned street,
whereas a few years ago it was the
private property of a few wealthy old
gents. The cost of a modern building
is so great that no single individual
can carry it alone or hold the structure
as his personal possession. Money for
the enterprise is sought from the pub-
lic, through the sale of building bonds.
And although most of the builders
control a handsome equity in their
edifices, the bond-holding public at
large really contributes the big money.
There is hardly a building on the
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Who’s Who in Health!

o~ They know how to banish common ills,
- how to gain glerious, vital health
through one simple food

®T a ' cure-all,” not a medicine—Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast is simply a remarkable
fresh foed.

The milliens of tiny active yeast plants in
every cake invigorate the whole system. They
aid digestion—clear the skin—banish the
peisons of constipation. Where catharticsgive
only temporary relief, yeast strengthens the
intestinal muscles and makes them healthy
and active, daily releasing new steres of
energy.

Eat two er three cakes regularly every day,
one before each meal: en crackers, in fruit
juices, water or milk—er just plain, in small
pieces. )

Fer constipation dissolve one cake in hot water
(not scalding) befere meals and at bedtime. Dan-
gerous habit-forming cathartics will gradually be-
ceme unnecessary. All grecers have Fleischmann’s
Yeast. Buy several cakes at a time—they will keep
fresh in a coel dry place for two er three days.

And let us send yeu a free copy of our latest
boeklet on Yeast for Health. Health Research
Dept. Y-35, The Fleischmann Company, 761 Wash-
ington Street, New Yerk.

“I BROKE OUT FROM
HEAD TO FO®T with
skin eruptions. My entire
bedy was covered with
angry welts. I could not
sleep at night. Finally
semeone suggested Fleisch-
mann’s Yeast. I teek three
cakes a day and now I am
well. That was three years
ago, and I have not had
any skin trouble since. I
cannot say too much in
the praise of Fleischmann’s
Yeast.”

Mes.FravkG.MewrLING,
Balt'mere, Md.

“CONSTIPATION WAS MAKING ME
ILL. 1 had intestinal pains at my work and
at all times. One day a friend of mine suggested
Fleischmann’s Yeast. He had been eating it
and had had splendid results. 1 have been eat-
ing three cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast a day
ever since. My pains are gone and I feel ene
hundred per cent better.” Y

“I WAS RUN DOWN and being a fancy dancer and in
need of all the steength possible I started to eat three
cakes of Fleischmann’s Ycast a day. Since then I have
had a splendid appetise and the best of health. My fiesh
3s selid. I heartily recommend Yeast % run down people.”

Yuuws C. Anerews, Hopewell, Va.

THIS FAMOUS FOOD tones up
the ennre system—aids digestion \
—clears the skin—banishes cen- EsteLie (Miskovs) Dovex, Chicago, Il
stipation.



THE MORNING AFTER
THE NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS

Scene: The Jollips’ Living Roon on
Christmas Morn.

Gowns by The United Steel Co., Christ-
mas Tree by courtesy of the State of
Maine, incidental music by merest acci-
dent. Before the curtain rises Mrs. Jol-
lips and dunt Katherine abuse their hus-
bands who have been on a terrible binge
the evening previous.

Ma Jollips and Aunt Katherine: And
what were you two drinking? (Curtain
is lowered to denste alapse of memory).

Pa Jollips and Uncle Eben: I suppose we
may as well confess , . . it was Scotch.

Aunt Katherine: How much?

Uncle Eben: Three bucks a pint.

Ma Jollips: What, you two strong men
only drank a pint between you?

Pa Jollips: (Choking with emotion) Yes.

Ma Jollips: And I suppose that fixed you
both.

Uncle Eben: (Not choking at all) Yep.

The door at the rear slams open. 4 man
in a tattered Confederate uniform stag-
gers in. He is obviously badly wounded.
He glances about frantically, then falling
exhausted on one kuee he holds out a
document tewards M a Jollips and gasps:
I am from Lee. The enemy forces they
are advancing on Mufreesboro.

Ma Jollips: I think you are probably
looking for Lee Shubert. Try the Cen-
tury Theatre at Columbus Circle.
Confederate officer: I beg your pardon.
(Exit embarrassed.)

Ma Jollips (Unmoved by the interrup-
tion.) Listen you two. Don’t ask how
Katherine and I know the secret of
drirking, Just listen. (A4t this point she
turns to the audience and says): This is
not an advertisement, it is a sincere testi-
monial. Aquazone, the only mineral
water supercharged with oxygen, when
used as a mixer prevents those annoying
headaches on the morning after the night
before Christmas or the morning after
the night before any other day in the
calendar year.

Seven little Jollips: Ooooooooh Goody, a
player piano!

Ma Jollips: No, my dears, that is a case
of Aquazone for your father and Uncle.
I despair ef ever curing them of drinking,
but by gosh, I'm going to teach them to
drink right!

(ds the curtain falls the zither plays
“God Rest ye Merry Gentlemen,” a boy
shoves a notice under the door that reads
“The Gazette will not be published on
Christmas Day” and seven revenue
agents dressed as attendant spirits an-
nounce that Aquazone can be bought at
druggists, grocers, hotels, night clubs and

VANDERBILT 6434
Advertisament

Avenue the ownership of which is not
held in this fashion.

NOTHER effect of the new

movement is the rehabilitation of
the lower end of the Avenue. Since
1916, they have practically saved the
thoroughfare below Twenty-third
Street from ruin. Between 1911 and
1916, property values south of Twen-
ty-third Strect were practically wiped
out. Those were the years when the
garment trade took over its control of
lower Fifth Avenue, when the zon-
ing laws were so lax that there were
no prohibitions at all upon that sec-
tion. Hot-dog stand or gasoline filling
station—the Avenue in those days wel-
comed it.

Beginning with 1926, however,
there was a concerted effort to recap-
ture the lost values. A law or two
was passed, there were banquets, and
speeches, and cenferences. It i a
fact that the recovery for the ends
of dignity and beauty and wealth was
accomplished almost entirely by sim-
ple, diplomatic argument and pro-
longed talk of idealism.

Property owners in that district
were called upon by their more vision-
ary brothers uptown. And, at last,
they were convinced. The garment
trade has almost disappeared. The
Washington Square residential district
is creeping northward in the guise of
apartment-hotels. And there i re-
joicing over the constantly augment-
ing assessment figures.

LMOST any of the gentlemen
A along the Avenue will tell you
that it is the world’s finest street. And,
after all, it may be. Certainly it is
huge in all the implications of the
word: in size, in wealth, in vistas and
in conception. And it is foolish to
contend that size s no part of beauty.
A three-inch replica of Rodin’s “Pen-
seur,” however miraculously execut-
ed, would not be very stirring. Pike’s
Peak, when all is said, is largely a
matter of cubic yardage.

Suppose we agree, then, that it is
a beautiful street—opossibly, indeed,
the most beautiful of its sort in the
world. But even that is not the sur-
prising thing. The surprising thing
is that a group of merchants, of their
own motivation and for whatever rea-
sons, have madZ it so-—and that they
are consumed with the desire to keep
it so.

With that, we revert to Fifth Ave-
nue’s reflection of the city’s dominat-

ing urge——  —MOoRRIs MARKEY

THE NEW YORKER

”””Hll(nm..:E

They Know
Their Buicks

New Yorkers' insistence on
the finest in motor cars is
= the factor that has made
== Buick the leading automo-
== bile insales in New York.
==0Our own sales records
== show that New Yorkers

== long ago accepted Buick ==
bl i p——
== as the leader. More so =
=== today than ever before. ==
=—=Our three stores, all
=—— conveniently located
=—= on Broadway, makeit

easy for you to select
your Buick in

comfort.
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oneofourseventeen
=== models. If you are
now driving a car
=== bring it along and le
=—=us appraise it in par
——payment for one of’
these new Buicks.
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@ THE AESTAURANT ON THE THiRD FLOOK THE NEW SCHEAFFT'S STORE 336 FINTH AVENUE  ja

eAfternoon Tea

AT THE NEW SCHRAFFT'S STORE . ... UPPER FIFTH AVENUE

Here at Number 556 (near 45th Sweet) delicious afternoon tea awaits the
shopper and all who find themselves near the Avenue.

In addition, there is the usual wide choice of good things that you are
accustomed to see in our other stores; chocolates, home-made candies, cakes,
cookies, g'ft baskets and attractive favors to grace your own table.

The next time you are passing by, drop in .. .. whether for
breakfast, luncheon, tea, dinner or supper after the theatre.

The Colonial Dinner is served Sundays from noon until closing.

THE SCH R AFFT. STORES

FRANK G. SHATTUCK COMPANY
BOSTON NEW YORK SYRACUSE
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“Twinkle
 Twinkle”

1ZE baky is so smart. He’s even
guessed what’s in one of the
packages Papais presenting to Mama.
Such a smart baby—and such asmart
papa—and such a lucky mama.

“Twinkle Twinkle” fox trota from Twinkle

Twinkle
“Get a load of this’” Harry Accher and his
Orchestra 3345

Other new records for
holiday giving
“Because 1 love you” (Irving Berlin)

“Falling in love with you’’ waltses—Regent
Club Orchestea 3350

“My dreams”
“Parted’” (Weatherly-Toatl) aung by Mario
Chamlee, tenor 10230

“Farewell, farewell, my village”
“Gypsy Moon’’ Gypsy folk music played by
the A & P Gypsies 3188

“Cover me up with sunshine’’ 3343
“Sweet thing’’ fex trota—Park LaneOrchestra

“Your heart looked into mine”’
“Moonlight on the Ganges” aung by
Franklyn Baur,tenor 3318

“Stars are the windows of heaven”
“When you wattz with the oneyou 1ove”’
waltzes—Ben Selvin and hls Orchestra 3353

“Messin’ around” fox trete
“Heebie Jeebies” Bud Jackson's Swanee
Serepaders, 3351
Always something new on
Brunswick Records

There's new snap, rhythm and pep in
“‘Light-Ray"'" records

PANATROTPES - RADIOLAS - RECORDS

MOTORS

Glorifying the American
Car — The Cemplexion
Complex—Little
Strangers?

AZZLED by

the patterns

of the hosiery worn

by our young men

about town, and

stampeded by the

,“ bright colors in the

couturiers’ shops, the motor makers

have suddenly ceased being just plain
folks from Detroit.

They are pouring forth for the
winter season an array of models
glorifying the American car. in a riot
of designs and colors rivalling the
fancy of Urban.

That this is a wolte face on the part
of motordom may be realized when
one recalls the epic remark of the
Sage of Dearborn: “The customer
may choose any color, so long as it is
black.” And most of his confréres in
the industry, making products for the
more expensive trade, were glad to
endorse his dictum,

But that epoch is over. Custom
cars, hues to suit the mood, are the
requisite of the hour. Even the Sage,
catering to the most modest purse,
hastens to shout that buyers of his
vehicles may elect channel green, or,
if they prefer, maroon.

Packard, Pierce, Rolls, Renault—
most of the machines designed for the
cognoscenti—have in the past, as to-
day, offered a choice in colors for the
metropolitan trade.
cial demand was cared for by the
Manhattan merchant who painted the
cars after they arrived at his ware-
house.

BUT TODAY outer appearance
dominates the plans of the manu-~
facturers. Progressin engineeri'ng ef-
ficiency has been so great in the past
five years that most moters in a given
price-class are sisters under the hood.
Competition has been relegated to the
surface, and the complexion complex
has seized upon motordom. Cars of
the better grade are made in the plants
up to a pre-breakfast condition. The
toilette is then effected to suit the
buyer’s desire—peach, orange, rouge,
orchid, what you will.

The comparison is not fantastic. It
is the development of quick-drying

enamel, and of nitro-cellulose spray

Usually this spe-|

The world’s first purely #&
electrical reproducing &%
instrument. . . You will " &
never forget the Pana-
trope once you hear it
—Perfected “Light
Ray” electrically re-
corded records now for
the first time perfectly
synchronized with
electrical reproduction.

All that is worth while
in music—<classic or
syncopation—is
brought to you through
this instrument, with
genuine tone fidelity j
beautifully preserved ...
accurate to every note
of thescale.

Great artists acclaim §
the Panatrope a re- §
creator, It offers an in- ?
exhaustible source of
entertainment, of a
quality and type never
before enjoyed in the
American home . . . it
brings the musical
world to your fireside.

In ptain cabiner or rich period
models--ag yeu wis

TERMS IF DESIRED

Salon

668 FIFTH AVENUE

.\A‘l’ $3rd STREET /‘
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Youth sets fashiwon's pace—

Phyllis
The season’s newest, in
smart combinations

and yourh insists on Pedemodes.

Boston Cleveland Detroit

C% MAGNIFICENT botel on Tampa Bay in the heart of the

Gulf Coast’s greatest playground. Mamagement of Frank
H. Abbott & Son. New. Fireproof. 450 rooms with bath. Every-
thing one could desire in appointments, cuisine and serviee. Write
ot wire fof reservations.
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paints, applied with the ease of a pow-
der-puff, which have made this con-
sideration for personal preference gen-
erally feasible.

Pseudo-sophisticates  whisper ot
strange new engines and other me-
chanical wonders now locked in some
mythical Tower of London, about to
be offered to the waiting world. Such
rumors may be dismissed. There will
be nothing radical in design in the
coming months, as far as the chassis is
concerned, nothing as new as balloon
tires and four-wheel brakes at the time
of their coming out.

OLOR, as stated, will be the key-

note. It is that erstwhile stout
dowager Cadillac who is forcing the
issue.  Content until two years ago
with her established buxom contours,
she yielded to the slimmer effects,
adopting streamlines to accent a svelte
and handsome figure. Now, at the
opening of the current season, with
body-by-Fisher, she offers the choice
of fifty models, with five hundred
color combinations from which to se-
lect.

‘There arc those of the ancien ré-
gimme, to be sure, the pew-holders of
Trinity and St. George’s, who will
cling to the safe and acceptable black,
but the St. Thomas and St. Bartholo-
mew element will, as usual, have its
way, in demanding the most recherche
blends.

French influence is now being cited
in Toledo, South Bend, and points
West as the instigator of esprit in the
new automobile models. That fac-
tor is an important one. The revised
lines and the pastel ensemble created
by de Causse on behalf of Franklin
elevated that car from the bourgeois
to the Bourbon.

7ET THE broad, firm color tones
and the substantial designs of the
British tradition will continue in prac-
tice. Brewster’s accomplishments are
predicated on Anglo-Saxon principles.
Packard coachwork in the English
mode so effectively combines utility
with good form that there is no rea-
son to anticipate much modification
there.

Homely virtues in motordem have,
in short, become an accepted fact and
nothing to boast about. A car may be
in fashion and be a good girl still.
There’s Hupmobile, who only two
years ago advertised all the facw of its
innards---crankshafts, gears, steering-
knuckles, what-not, displayed on a
board as evidence of stability and dur-
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Your Aunt from
Dubuque...

down Fiftieth Street to see our play, as you did

G@F course we know that you, being a regular New

Yorker, are concerned only with the latest sensation
that the jazziest age the world ever knew, offers for your
amusement. But your Aunt Emma, who is visiting you
for the holidays, is no doubt dizzy as she watches you
trying to guess tomorrow'’s styles or trying to determine
what night club to visit to be seen among the smartest
people. She probably doesn’t know what it is all about
and hopes that on her visit you will offer her some of
the oldfasioned entertainment she is used to, and enjoys.
She yearns for a night at the opera, an afternoon at a
symphony or one of those good old plays where the acting
is perfect, the settings beautiful and the story thrilling
and romantic. She will want a play that has enough
thought in it to make it worth while telling about when
she gets home. For your wvisiting relatives then, who
are honest and know what they like and don’t have to
pretend, we recommend o 2 s o oo oo om0 o

BROCK PEMBERTON’S PRODUCTION

THE LADDER

w-—==————RBy ]. FRANK DAVIS

50th Street E. of Broadway

CRICRICRICHICRICRICRIC I CHIGRI R

{{ P.S.~—~And wewon't feel offended when you sneak I| WALDORF THEATRE

when you condescended to see “Abie’s Irish Rose™
SEATS 8 WEEKS IN ADVANCE

Mats. Wednesdayand Saturday

]
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The New BREAKERS
at Palm Beach
Opens December 29th

—with all the charm of its vivid
new life, and the same engaging
hospitality which made its prede-
cessor famous the world over. On
its favored site by the sea, Italian
Renaissance in feeling, beauty in
every line, color and luxurious
ease everywhere, and with the as-
surance of the most distinguished
clientele, the New BREAKERS /‘I
opens its Premier Season—the i
World’s Most Perfect Win- i
ter Resort Hotel.
Eor reseroations, booklets, ete., address:
Florida East Coast Railway Co.
Flerida East Coast Hotel Co.
(Fiadler System)

2 West 45th Street, N.Y.

or St. Augustine,

FLORIMA

Other Flagler
hotels listed
below will be
opened by
Jan. 15th.

PONCE DE LEON

ISt AUGUSTINE®

ALCAZAR

o
¥~ ®:LONG, KEY

&

ability. Today, the appeal is “beauty,
color options and luxury.”

PEAKING of current develop-
ments, gossips have it that there
will be little strangers in two of the
big manufacturing lines within the
next fortnight. We do not refer to
adaptations or refinements of exist-
ing models, but to creations which are
authentically new. Those of our read-
ere who attended the Paris automobile
show this fall know what we mean.
The parents, when asked for particu-
lars at present, blush and look coy.

Soon it can be told.
—Nrcroras TrorT

A TRAFFIC DIALOGUE
{Time: Christmas Eve.]

¢a AMA! Mama!”
“Jamie, haven’t I told
you to stop talking and go

to sleep? If you don’t do as Mama
says, Santa Claus won’t come.”

“I know, Mama, butI just thought
of something awful; something tern-
ble, Mama. Doesn’t Santa Claus live
up near the North Pole?”

“I’ve always heard so, dear.”

“And isn’t this a one-way street
we’re living on, Mama?”

“Yes.”

“For northbound traffic only, the
sign says, doesn’t it, Mama?”

“Yes, dear, but: ”

“Then — then — then he can’t
come, can he, Mama? The cop won’t
let him.”

(Tense silence and some quick

thinking.)

“Oh, but he’ll go round the world,
dearest, and come through our street
from the south.”

“Do you think he really will,
Mama?”

“Oh, yes, dear, without a doubt.”

(Long sigh in darkened crib.)

“Good night, Mama.”

“Good night, Jamie.”

—A. H. F.

THE QUAINT ISLANDERS

In the island of Madeira some of the
handsomest linens for well-appointed
lunch tables are made that are to be
found anywhere. The needle-workers in
this locality have talent beyond the usual
ability in such matters. They are all-
white, with scalloped edges and skillfully
executed embroidery.—Advertisement in
Long Beach Californian.
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Times Square

Mr. Tilley,
how could you?

Comfore first, we thought, when we
buile the Paramount Theatre. So
we have 4,000 scats when thece
could have been many more, but
we wansed everyone to sec well and
hear well, and we waoted plenty
of lounging space for those who had
to wait. This, we thought quaine-
ly, would please cverybody, espe-
cially the I\wa Yorzee, what wich
cvaythiog being so commercial
these days. It did easc everybody
—everybody :xcc]Pt—oh, the shame
of itk the New Yorker. And that
is why we risc meekly to ask, in a
faint whisper, our throat quivering
with emotion, “Mr. Tillcy, how
coxld you?"

Beginning Christmas Day 1045 A.M.
A Christmas Fantasy

PEARL OF DAMASCUS
Staged by FRANK CAMBRIA

Special Music—JESSE CRAWFORD

Reginald Denny in
“The Cheerful Fraud"

g(/%mwuumi,
THEATRE
Popular Prices |
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GALLERIES

In Which a Promised
Dull  Week  Becornes
More Exciting Than the
Last

\ E WERE dragged into several
parlor guessing games recently

which, at the third bottle, became a ||

challenge to name ten great American
artists. And as we remember it now,
the contest never got beyond John
Marin. He alone of our century-and-
half of living, was picked without pro-
test as being the one American to
achieve immortality. Other groups
would have other wisdom, of course.
But we give it for what it is worth.
And to remind you that if you have
not yet seen it, there is a show of Mar-
in in Stieglitz Room 303 in the An-
derson Galleries. It is not as astound-
ing a show as the one of last year. For
gradually the western museums have
begun to acquire Marin and not so
wide a range is left. But the show
gives him at his best, and there can be
no better in that medium. It does not
always happen that an artist’s recogni-
tion comes during his life. Marin’s
acceptance fortunately has not come
about through any compromise on his
part. For he has made none. He has
been a steadfast poet, awaiting for his
countrymen to catch up with him.

ANOTHER show we beg you not
to miss is that of Chardin, cur-
rent, at least as we write, at Wilden-
stein, ‘This staid house unfortunately
does not go in fer trumpets or drums,
saying, we surmise, that they have no
interest in leading blind men. All stu-
dents in town must have seen it by
now. We believe you will be blind in-
deed if you do not see the unforget-
table beauty of this rare show.

LITTLE stranger in our midst
is always welcome. We ap-
proached with misgiving the mansion
housing De Hauke and Co., late of
Paris.  Such beautiful women meet

k74

San Franciscd's newest hotel revives the hospitality
of “Dezys of Gobd and bids you welcome now!

LANEW HOTEL . . ...

San Francisco’s finest achievement,
combining California’s traditional
hospitality with the best in modern
hotel service and accommodations.
Only a moment from the theatres
and shops, yet aloft in the serene
quiet of Nob Hill. g Smartly fur-
nished guest-rooms, single orensuite
—and beneath the towen'ng Stru&-
ure, a garage, reached by hotel
elevator. CUISINE by the famous
Vittor. G Destined 1o take its place
among the noted hotels of the
world, the Mark Hopkins is an
unexcelled §topping-place
for travelers.

GEO. D. SMitH Pres. and Managing Direter
Wi P. TAYLOR, JR. Resident Nanager

g LOCATED 2s iris, on Neb
Hill, evety window in Hetel
Mark Hopkins reveals o
matchless panorama of
central California.




LOEWE
T oday as in 1856

The World’s Finest
Pipc
EVENTY years of old world

craftsmanship are reflected in
every Loewe Briar you buy today.
Without “trick’* attachment; hand-
made throughout; classic in design;
secretly processed over a longer
period of time than any other pipe
made—the Loewe teday, as in 1856,
is the world’s finest pipe. Obtain-
able in America only at the more
exclusive clubs and the better hotels
and tobacconists. Featured, among
other places, at

The Biltmore=—New York
The Woldwf-Astoris—New York
The Vanderbili—New York
The Plaga—New York
—ond, of course, at
yoxr own club

LOEWE
of the Haymarket, London

Guaranieed by FABER, COE AND GREGG, INC.—New York
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you at the door, that you forget the
way Ingres is pronounced. Such suave
young men with Phi Beta Kappa keys
dangling from their chains that you
pretend you are the plumber looking
for leaks. But it is not like that at all.
After you get used to it, you can open
»ne of the exhibition doors without
feeling that you are prying into a bed-~
room. And we have the affable word
of the young men for it, you will be
welcome, In fact, we imagine that
all the elegance of the East Fifty-first
Street snasson is beginning to pall. If
we know our psychology, soon the staff
will be smiling and bowing to gig-
gling girls from finishing schools,
shabby artists from Cooper Union,
swanky portrait painters from Wash~
ington Square. For of such is the king-
dom of art and understanding.

At De Hauke is another show we
urge you not to miss. Ingres, god of
all who ever tried to put line on paper,
is here represented by about seventy of
the drawings he made in Italy for the
French government. They have sel-
dom been shown, and never in this
country. Students and professionals we
need not admonish about Ingres. And
many of the laymen, we imagine, will
feel as the little girl this afternoon
who murmured: “Isn’t he lovely—I
must go back and read up on him.”

ANOTHER treat, if you are not
too late, is the collection of Mon-
sieur X of Paris, at the Ralston Gal-
leries. In those hushed and sacred gal-
leries the common people will be wel-
comed for a time. The collection in-
cludes art that belongs in some other
column—everything from Louis XV’s
bedclothes to some Pope’s overcoat. But
painting—well, it is a condensed mu-
seum. A Romney, a Gainsborough, a
Richard Cosway said to be rarer than
anything in town. There were two
landscapes by Diaz that brought us to
hushed reverence and a baffling late
Corot. There is a portrait by Ingres,
two by Kessling (evidently the last
German painter), figures by Teniers
and signed Paninis. Imagine, if you
can, Mr. Tiffany asking you in to play
with his diamonds for a while, and
you will know something of how we
felt with Monsieur X.

THE ELDER Dudensing also has
selected a show with an eye to
the gift trade, and we were glad to
note that the place was all plastered
with red stars. Art, it seems, is bought
if the calendar furnishes some alibi
for such un-American behavior. The
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interest in the show balances between
Herman Trunk and Henry Winslow,

The first is a brilliant young painter :

who follows after Marin, or we should
say Cézanne, if he has Cézanne. He

has a great talent and a wide felio'ty §
with water-color. As he is only twenty-

three it is still early for prophecy. But
we like him as well as any youths we
have seen hereabouts these past years.
He knows a lot about organization and

refinements and color. Some of his |

things we certainly would say were
bargains for the timid who buy for
speculation rather than esthetic enjoy-
ment.

In Henry Winslow we have a stunt
painter that has, however, bent the me-
dium to his purpose. He paints with
water-color on airplane linen, and the
effect is one of aquatint or a fine Japa-
nese print. Winslow is an American
architect living and painting in Paris.
His things all have the architectonic
flare and sometimes run too much to
detail. But in his simpler, larger forms
he gets exquisite results. His boats are
especially happy. As for decoration,

we believe the Winslow works hold |

high place. ‘

ITH Christmas near, Kraushaar

brings out a lively show of wa-
ter colors by Americans. It was,
though nowhere admitted, a quiet tes-
timonial to Marin. Looking about,
one could see what that young man
did when he came down like an Arab
on the tenw of the Whistlers and
the Sargents. We liked the “@uarry”
of Henry Schnakenberg, the “Sunday
Morning At Havre,” by Richard La-
hey, and the three of Fiene. It is a
well-rounded show, including Jerome
Myers, Guy Péne Du Bois, Halpert,
the two Beals and Walkowitz, among
others.

ACBETH also has a holiday
show of etchings and water
colors of Americans. Milch has a
memorial show of water color sketch-
es by Thomas Moran, the grand old
man who discovered the Grand Can-
yon. The Gainsborough shows paint-
mngs by Professor Theodor Wede-
pohl. Next week the Grand Central
Galleries will have an exhibition of

portraits by Ray Emmet Rand.
—M. P.

‘The Bishep will then go to Chicago
for a weep.—New Yerk paper.

To usin New York it seems rather
a far cry.

PALM EEACH




4C

"—because yor love nice things'

R

“ILLUSION" is thegift sophis-

tic ted, hegift th tsuggests
you appreciation of a figure
so perfect it must not be
altered by even an infinitesi-
mal trifle.

“Illusion” is the sort of su-
petbly dainry, cobweb- sheer
underg rment that deligh s
the modern woman-—and it
is remarkably durable, as well.

VAN RAALTE
1LY S1ON Silh Underwear

Stlk Gloves, Stockings, Glove Silk Underwear
AT ALL GOOD SHOPS

ON AND OFF

HE TURMOIL of the holi-

days now being upon us, people

with headaches and hangovers
are wistfully contemplating exeuns
either to the bracing wintry air of
Montreal or Lake Placid, or south-
ward to that dear Florida, which still
seems to be just where they left it.

BONWIT TELLER is presenting
some very de luxe skating and
skiing clothes for those Northern re-
sorts where the wearing of your broth-
er’s old clothes would cost you social
recognition. For skating, you will find
some effective suits of white wool, the
long tunics adorned with gay stripes
around the bottom, the high collars
edged with fur, the skirts divided or
modestly circular. Also an imported
suit with a belted coat of black water-
proof rep trimmed with unborn calf
and a divided, circular skirt of black
and white checked wool. In the skiing
hings, this waterproof rep in dark blue
or black is much favored, for those
belted coats and long trousers to tuck
into the low skiing boos that are still
the smartest. Against this dark back-
ground, white, varied with brilliant
colors, is the best for scarfs, mittens,
caps, socks, and the long strips that
conceal the top of the boot. Bonwit
Teller has numbers of these accessory
sets of white wool with a gay design
here and there, imported from France.
Also, you will find the latest version
of the perennial windbreaker—in this
case, a zipper jacket of suede in
high colors with corduroy trousers to
match.

The beret, of course, is still with us
in every possible material—velvet, ve-
lours, suede, or what have you?—and
in all colors including the Scandi-

THE NEW YORKER

THE AVENUE

FEMININE FASHIONS

navian. And there are lots of striped
scarfs, very gay and very reasonably
priced. And mannish squares of a
silk and wool cashmere that sell for
five dollars.

ALTMAN is emphasizing, for

e skating, the belted coat and

breeches cut like riding-trousers. These

in a variety of leather, tweeds, and
furs.

One from Callot has plum-colored
leather breeches and a high collared
white kasha coat trimmed with white
lamb. The Russian cap, of kasha and
lamb, completes the costume. An-
other Callot of a more conserva-
tive trend has tan tweed breeches and
a bright blue leather coat with a fur
collar.

Martial et Armand use corduroy
and suede, in browns and tans, and
throw in a vest to match as an ad-
ditional tender touch. Among the do-
mestic offerings—which are usually
more practical than the slightly musi-
cal-comedy translations from the
French---one had a divided skirt over
tan tweed breeches and a coat of brown
and white pony.

HICH LEADS us, for no rea-

son, to Palm Beach clothes. Best
& Co., who just revel in all kinds of
inexpensive little sweater suits, and the
French hand-made silk dresses that
every smart woman buys in quantities,
and in little gingham handbags and
things, have started off with a rush this
year.

Among the sweater suis, the hori-
zontally striped sweater accompanied
by a plain skirt, pleated in some man-
ner, still leads. The skirss that are so
finely pleated as to resemble corduroy
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having proved that they hold their
shape well even in a damp seashore
climate, these are prominent. Some of
the sweaters have stripes in several
blended colors; some shade down from
a light to a dark shade; one of jersey
has its stripes of openwork mesel
thread.

F OR EVENING, some lovely long
capes of lace in rose and gold or
silver and blue. These are of net,
embroidered with the metal at the top,
and turn suddenly into coarse, open-
work lace at the bottom. Fragile, but
how romantic under the well-adver-
tised southern moon!

For headgear, Bakou straw—a new,
very fine stiff straw in natural color—
and panama are featured. Either of
these can be secured in the small cloche
type or in the more mannish sports hat
with a rather wide brim. In this case,
however, the brim cannot ripple.

N BATHING suis, the masculine

two-piece type still persists, the new
note being that the top is worn outside
the trunks like a tunic instead of being
tucked inside in the masculine way
which is most unbecoming to those
rare, rare women with billowing hips.
These tunics often belted. The suit
worn by Lady Abdy at the Lido last
summer has been reproduced at Best’s
—the feature of this being that the
back of the tunic has been cut out in
back to almost nothing—thereby mak-
ing your tan uniform down the back
of your evening décolletage. In this
suit, which is the first in this country,
as far as I know, to follow the Euro-
pean passion for getting tanned as far
down as decency permits, or even far-
ther, the color combinations are espe-
cially effective. White top with blue
or red trunks, pale y¢llow with orange,
baby blue with darker blue, and so on
are available. This shading down
tendency towards the bottom is also
evident in other jersey suits with shad-
ed stripes geti'ng darker as they de-
scend. Some also follow the Jane
Regny sweater mode of being quar-
tered off in huge squares in two shades
of the same color.

N THE more feminine tunic type,
there was one of rubberized silk
with asilver or gold sheen that would,
I think, make you resemble a very wet
and slippery fish emerging from the
water. Some of the crépe tunics have
sleeveless cardigans to match, as in the
case of one of black and white check-
ered silk. —L.L.
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Burlesque
—and Turk

ERRYCHRISTMAS!
M Have you made your New

Year reservations yet! Hon-
estly, and after all I have told
you about making them ear-
Iyl ...

With considerably more
publicity than that which at-
tended the quiet departure of
the Canaros Tango orchestra
a week or so ago, the Club
Mirador fondly sponsored
the American début of
Simmes and Babette, Euro-
pean acrobatic dancers extra-
ordinary. This in addition to Maurice
and Eleanora, who are still very much
present and who do not, as the Graphic
would have us believe, seem partic-
ularly miffed by the competition. The
new dancers are quite sufficiently sen-
sational and will hold forth until Moss
and Fontana return to their devoted
public around the fifth of January.
Another innovation in the staid con-
servative halls of this club is a bur-
lesque, on the part of two members
of the orchestra, of Maurice and his
partner, which is terribly funny, the
tall, red-headed saxophonist who im-
personates Miss Ambrose being so far
removed from effeminateness as to be
humorous. Just to keep you in touch
with current events and to assure you
that the old favorites are probably still
the best.

S cnstOtR

ND, SPEAKING of old favor-
ites, maybe you didn’t know that
Barney’s, at 85 West Third Street, was
open for dinner-dancing every night
in the week as well as for the slightly
more raucous goings-on after the thea-
tre. And, for me, it has solved the
question of that usually dead and dis-
couraged Sunday night dinner. For
there is no denying that Barney’s is
cosy. And, at this time, quiet. You
can sit in the front room, on a divan
against the wall, while the plaintive
strains of Barney’s greetings and the
mournful moan of Peewee Byer’s jazz
orchestra pleasantly assail your ears, or
you can step to the dancing-floor and
cavort. Very pleasant. A large apol-
ogy is due Barney for what I at first
thought was an unworthy thought re-
garding the stickiness of his dance
floor. It appears that, until I buy
rubbers, all dance floors will be sticky

ARD NEW YEARS DINNER oo/

EDDIE WORTH'S WOG—AOLLOW
ORCHESTTR A
TILRREAKFAST TIME NEXT YEARS

DON DICKERMAN'S AR TISTICALLY AMUSING
DINNER &2 SUPPER CLUB FOR SMART
NEW YORKERS
STUYVESANT

929290
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reole Cooking
Tutriment

when I first come from the damp
pavements down Greenwich Village

way.

OUISIANE, at 8 East

Forty-ninth Street, might
very well help to solve the
lunching problem of shoppers
at Saks, McCutcheon, Berg-
dorf Goodman, and others
in a very satisfactory man-
ner.

Their proud boast is that
their Creole cooking is unex-
celled in the city and that sundry
great writers who surely ought to
know go into ecstasies regularly at din-
ner time there, All I can tell you
is that the Crab Gumbo I ate for
lunch was so superb and so filling that
all I could do after finishing it was
to cry feebly for coffee. And at din-
ner time, their chicken dishes!

HE Lipo-VENi1ICE went and Miss Mary Duncan, now playing in T he Shanghai Gesture,”
closed. For which I could almost greets Christmas in her naw Capt. Kid Boots
drop a quiet tear, were it not for the
fact that I was not informed until
after my eulogy of the dinner there
had proudly burst forth into these col~ \Dfu«; w = & l?o—rt_;:f Sewly
umns, several days after the place

was dark and almost as deserted as m rl\ﬂ-rm B o{g%qﬁmw
before.
By L&QA—J’
ND NOW, far afield, to the
Constantinople, at 12 East Thir- Cb,l} kfo? F%O-JV e

tieth Street, for food and atmosphere

that is, I assume, Turkish. It is a : :E?,_‘}U

large room, with rugs appropriately

hanging about on the walls, and clus- j

ters of people talking over their thick SRl
drip coffee hours after they should

have gone to the theatre. And the

food is terribly good, and did not af-

fect me with that chill that usually

attends my contemplation of foreign Se !OE RAF l
dishes of whose cleanliness I am a

shade dubious. 714 FIFTH AVENUL

The especial thing that won my Between 55 and 56thStreets
heart, however, was the lovable per-

sonality of the waiter, who did not m?
hang around glumly and reluctantly 2h A
tell you the componenw of each dish, %&ﬁ
but volunteered to bring you a grand
dinner if we would trust his
judgment and promptly went off j]T? ]Ng THE WRROIy HEEL
and did.

The specialty, of course, is lamb, SIZES 1 t0 10 AAAA to D
cooked on spis, with tomatoes and
things, and rice prepared in all kinds




WHICH OF THESE FAULTS
KEEP YOU FROM BEING

A GOOD DANCER?

T'S a shame to let one or two tri-

fling faults keep you from beinga

really good dancer, when you can so
quickly and easily correct them.

Arthur Murray invites you most cor-
dially to drop into his studio for a
free analysis of your dancing by his
staff of dance experts. They can tell
at a glance almost, exactly what your
trouble is and how te overcome it.

They are sympathetic fault-finders,
genuinely interested in your progress.
In all probability only a very few lessons will
correct your faults—give you poise, ease,
finish—enable you to dance the new stepsin
the smart New York manner. Why
Mr. Murray's secretary today an
for the free analysis?

ARTHUR
7 East 43rd St.

net call
arrange

MURRAY
Vanderbilt 1773

PLAYBOY'S

Friday Evening,

T4d. Stuyvesant 9687

NEW YEARS EVE |
ARTISTS COSTUME BALL

CUBIST COSTUME CARNIVAL
IN GREENWICH VILLAGE

December

At Webster Hall, 119 East z1th Street, New York
Costume or Evening Dress Obligatocy
Dancing fiom 50 o'Clock Till Dawn
TICKETS NOW $3.50 — AT DOOR $5.00

By Mail from PLAYBOY, 32 Umon Square
Alsoat all Village Shops and Ticket Agencies

FUTURISTE

31, 1926

B

FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE

Tue New YORKER,

25 West 45th Street, New York

Please enter my subscription to Tue New Yorxer for—

O 1 Year—$5.00

0 2 Years—$7.00

(Canada, $5.50; Foreign, $6.00)

Subscnbers ordering a change of address are requested to notify us at least three
weeks prior to the date of the ssue with which it is to take effect.

THE NEW YORKER
of ways. I found everything palata-
ble.

The fact that a Southern gen-

tleman in the party completely forgot
the presence of a bottle in his over-
coat pocket testifies to the satisfactory
quality of the menu. —Lrpstick

DOWN-TOWN LYRICS

Havrway House
Go down the slope of Beekman Street,
It isn’t far to Gold,
And find the place that’s Halfway
House—
It’s yellow, and it’s old.

The Halfway House, where gallants
sto
(Or did in ’Thirty-four)
For coffee, rum, and fine segars
With stove and cuspidor.

Where outside stair and pillared roof
(But that’s been taken down)

Were signals of the gathering-place,
The first stop out of town.

And coaches wound from Cherry Hill
Before there was the Bridge,
And lumbered on toward Maiden
Lane

Behind the CIiff Street ridge.

Go down the slope of Beekman Street,
It isn’t far to Gold,
And take the road past Halfway
House
Before it gets too old.
—BurkE Bovyce

WHY | LIKE NEW YORK

Because, one night, 1 decided to see
“The Big Parade,” tickes for which
I had been told were as scarce as the
proverbial hen’s teeth, I stood on line
and was approached by several specu-
lators whom I ignored. When I was
second to the window a man ahead
of me bought two $2.20 orchestra
rickets.

As my turn came, I asked for $1.65
seats and received orchestra tickets
with the “$2.20” punched out, and
had the pleasure of sitting next to the
man who had been ahead of me on
the line. And

Because, T wo nights later, the same
thing happened to me at “Ben Hur”!

—SauL Rogins LaZ ARUS
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Your MInD will
not be troubled with what
you hear—nor your EYES
with what you see; rather
you'll carry off a happy
memory of a happy time

Sundays
85 WEST THIR® STREET * NEW YORK

Nine
East
54th
Street

Holiday
GBreetings!

Make SAMARKAND Your
YULETIDE RENDEZVOUS

Oriental atmosphere—Saft Lights
Alluring Music
Bxcellent Continental Cuisine

LUNCHEON —TEA — DINNER

Music evenings 7 to 1@
Wit
Songs of the Old World
by
KOLIA NEGIN

Phone Plaza 3461

J

No
cover
charge

g = o =
21-£A 5T diF
STUYVESANT 2770
MUSIC BY THE BLUE HORSE BLUES

f The I#alian Gardea—

Ybu New York's Smart
L Tea

sophisticated | Panciog 415t06:15
L TbeAmbassadorGuill
New Yorkers | ACeorfid Atmesphere

D;nsner Danging

230 10 10:30

gentIY’ but Supper Dancing

ﬁ I . o 11:15 to Clostng
rm y INSIS | Zarey Siry and his fe-
mous orchestra fur-
on nish the dance music
at The Ambassador.

(The 2ssador

Park Avenueat S1st Street, New York

“Hold tight, my dear—
don’t lose your seat—"

“Net likely, Bob—my spe-
cialty is finding ’em. B s
com’s, just above 44th, you
know....”

And  branches at The
Biltmere, Vanderbilt,
Ambassador, Plaza,
Aster, Belmont,
Cemmodore,
Mourray Hill,
Imperial and
IWilliams

Club.

is offering a
cial I\% ew
ear’s din-
L ner, withMr,
Conty'sorchestr . Come
3 and'enjoy he pleasure of
_ welcom ng the new yearin the
atmosphere of the East, where
the most delicious dishes of

the Orient are served,
BEBERVATIONS NOW

F Constantinopie Restaurant

12 East 30 Ashizad 0129

Brooke Johns...
and his troupe, di-
rect from the Kit-
Kat Club, of Lon-
don, will make his
first appearance in
two years on
Broadway, next
Tuesday Evening,
December 28th.

CLUB ROSS FENTON

Formerly Club Chesz Fysher
50th ST. and BROADWAY

Reservations Cadle { ;g';g
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MUSICA

Seasonal Tidings Fror.

T WOULD

have been most
convenient if Sig-
nor Gatti-Casazza
had deferred the
début of his new
conductor, Vincenzo Bellezza, until
the official publication date of this is-
sue, for then we could have an-
nounced that “Yule like him,” and
drawn a great many spectacular greet-
ings of the season, In any event, the
performances which Mr. Bellezza has
led since his first appearance in the
Metropolitan’s orchestra pit have con-
firmed the notion that he is one of the
best opera directors that any house has
lassoed in many years. Anyone who
recalls the desultory Italian evenings
which used to take place when the bril-
liant and hard-working Mr. Serafin
was taking a night off (like as not lis-
tening to phonograph records), will
realize the change that has occurred

THE OPINION OF MANY—

Of course, there are many delightful apart-
ment hotels in town. And, of course, when
you are in quest of just the right one for
your town-residence, you will personally in-
spect most of them. You shoul% not neglect
to find out what the Sulgrave can offer you.
We feel, quite altruistically, that it will
ultimately redound to the greater success
of your town-living. For the Sulgrave, in
the opinion of many, has an intimacy of at-
mosphere, a luxury in appointments, a per- |,
fection in cuisine and a completeness in
facilities that is unduplicated in all the city.

T |since the blond young man with the

( @he ’
L Sulgrave- [ZiEEE:
A PARK AVENUE and 67QSTR-EET " ar]%’;r.spi;:lleazsza,ee:vem]h;a: ilr(: ‘the not

too silent lobbies of the opry house,
——] | has the blessings of every singer in the
company because he hushes the band
and modifies the instrumental competi-
tion with which the high-priced voices
usually have to battle. It was our im-
pression that the din from the orches-
tra was like the illustrious red rag to
the equally fllustrious bull and that,
in consequence, the singers emulated
that musical beast. However, if Mr.
Bellezza has tempted anyone to coo
gently, that is another candle on his
Christmas tree.

The chief virtue of the gentleman
is his bubbling alertness. Every note,

“ .. A spade, a no-trump, two hearts—up to you, ge“,‘h?yg_h it be in “La dForza del
old dear. Remember it's five cents a point and you : ES“(;’?’ l'“tferes“ };:m’ B e hfﬂ?
don’t have to bid unless you have plenty of kings and o0 GaIAREY Bpain Latniaiala s

el M you can, elude your party some eve-
queens or plenty of jack ning, join the standees at the side of

“1 have bOth, but 1 pass. I never take chanccs, you the orf:hestr? pit and wa.tch Mr. Bel-
know. Why, I even get my theatre tickets from lezza in action. You will see a con-
Bascom. . .” ductor who not only knows his music,

tut one who enjoys it and who trans-
mits that pleasure to the men in the
pit and to the singers on the stage.

1511 Broadway, The Vanderbilt, Net to mention everybody else in the
Biltmore, Ambassador, Plaza, Astor, house.

Belmont, Commodore, Murray Hill, . )
Imperial and Williams Club. EVERAL of the new singers in

the company have proved to be
genuine gifts. Foremost is Miss Editha
Fleischer, whose light opera activities
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VENTS

the Opera— M ean Pianos

in Irving Place last season used to lure
us away from Brahms recitals and
other matters we shouldn’t have ne-
glected. Miss Fleischer has one of the
most charming lyric soprano voices in
the business, and she seems to be able
to sing almost anything with complete
knowledge of what she is doing. We
aren’t handing any cactus plants to the
current  Metropolitan  showings  of
“Tannhiuser,” but Miss Fleischer’s
singing of the Shepherd’s lay redcems
a good deal of it. And she seems to
be the only member of the outfit ex-
cept Mme. Rethberg who has much
business in ““The Magic Flute.”

Miss Louise Lerch continues to be
a Sunday night attraction chiefly, al-
though we shouldn’t be amazed if she
popped up in a principal role seme Sat-
urday evening. With Miss Dorothea
Flexer she has formed the soprano-
contralto combine known as the Al-
lentown Twins, a thoroughly charm-
ing duo which is or are or be the Dun-
can Sisters of grand opera. ‘4

Mr. Pinza, unofficially but authen- k : . "
tically heir and assignee to the business - NCC thS . 1IN thC
formerly transacted by Mr. Mardones,
is a good craftsman in song and a [E%
muchgbetter actor than mos% Italian A NCW YOfk manncr
bassos. We are pleased to note, also, [
that two new utility gentlemen (mean-
ing singers who have to know a great
many réles), the Messrs. Ludikar and
Cehanovsky, are a good deal better
than they would have to be. The new
secondary tenor, Mr. Tedesco, would
be a first-string singer if he had any-
thing completely dependable above his
high A. He is an unusually intelligent
artist who can skip into almost any
part and get by with it, and on Sunday
nighw he sings big arias with plenty of
style. By the way, he has reintroduced
the fine old custom of wearing red
socks with evening clothes.

A GENTLEMAN is known by the neck-

ties he keeps.

Many a man’s reputation has been
damaged by an uncontrollable vice for orange
neckties with green fever spots. It is better
to inhibit than be sorry.

Our neckties are restrained. They

h the added virt f bei harming.
"[HE CONCERT piatform in the ave the added viftue of being chatming

past few weeks has turned into a From $1 to $6.
piano wareroom. Eminent ivory men
follow one another so rapidly that a
weary listener hardly knows when one
has completed his last encore and the
next has begun the inevitable tran-

Weber and Heilbroner

scription of a Bach excerpt. Some of us [ CLOTHES - SHOES - HABERDASHERY - HATS

are beginning to get, at piano recitals, 14 STORES N THE LOCAL DISTRICT
what Miss Minna Neuer, chief of the

standee wits, has termed Bachweh.
Nevertheless this probably is a
golden age of piano playing, and if
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i Qew York's Newest and Nost Unusual
l Dining and Dancing Place

HOTEL EMANGER SRILL

SEVENTH AVENUE, 50TH to S1st STREETS

Dinner 6 to 9
Supper 10:30 to Closing

®ne Dollar Cover Charge For Supper Including Saturdays

Dance Music by CASS HAGAN and his Hotel Manger Orchestra

NEWYEAR’S EVE SUPPER DE LUXE—$7.50 PER PERSON
(No Gover Charge)

For Reservations telephone our Maitred'Hotel, Jules Oehlert
CIRCLE 8300

~—

Correct in every detail for
formal evening wear.
These distinctive, London-
influenced Evening Clothes
are tailored in the inimit-
able Banks manner.

To order or
teady-for.wear

$7 5’ and more

LCBanA.s
e
562 Fifth Avenue

Entrance 46" St.

THE ,
BARCLAY

111 East 48th Street

New York
HE hotel of super-
latively wondrous
distinction.

| Its location right off

beautiful Park Avenue.

The Restaurant offers a

special high type service

for Luncheon, Afternoon
Tea, Dinner and The-
atre Parties.

This hotel with its gor-
%eous fumishings created

y the master minds of
New York offers the New
Yorker's readers the ideal
hotel.

L I )

JOHN F. SANDERSON

(oftheNewTh ayerHotel WestPoinnt,N.Y.)
Managing Director
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we’re still serving up our weekly dish
in 1956, we’ll probably be lamenting
the dear, dead times when you could
hear Orloff, Dohnanyi, Rosenthal and
Schelling within four days. Mr. Or-
loff, selected in these columns last fall
as the best bet for instrumental hon-
ors among newcomers, has made good
for us. He is a miniaturist who does
everything that anyone could demand
or expect inside a cagily restricted
range of dynamics. His pianissimo is
the real thing and not the thwarted
forte which generally passes for gen-
tleness, by reason whereof he achieves
startling effects without even exerting
himself. The ladies may be pleased to
learn that he looks like Raymond
Griffith.

RNEST SCHELLING, concluding
his valuable series of concerto
concers, played two comparative nov-
elties, the A minor concerto of Pade-
rewski and his own “Suite Fantas-
tique.” The Paderewski work is a juicy
affair and an effective one which ought
to be useful to pianissé who wonder
whether there is anything beyond the
Tschaikowsky B flat minor that can
be counted on for a quick success. The
suite is fascinating stuff with an imp-
ish twist to it, including in its finale
snatches of “Dixie” and other tunes
which infrequently get a hearing in
concert halls. One of the high points
of the Schelling events occurred near
the end of the last one, when a woman
in the rear of the house tried to inter-
rupt the progress of the suite by insist-
ing loudly that the orchestra was dis-
turbing Mr. Schelling by playing
“Dixie.” —R. A S.

POPULAR MUSIC

That Late Gift—Pretty
Little Songs for All

OSSIBLY, the

person whom
somehow you over-
looked in the dis-
tribution of presents
and whom you’d
like to smooth down
quickly mightbe just
the person who didn’t get the music
book about which he wrote to Santy.
In that case, we suggest that you
ship him “Read ’Em and Weep,” con-
cerning which the brilliant Alceste
already has reported. Here is the his-
tory of our popular music from its
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patriotic beginnings to the mellow
times of Von Tilzer. The text is
informative, sensible and amusing, and
the pictures are elegant dessert. To
make sure that your friend retains no
animus, you might include Handy’s
“Blues.”

And, mad or not, he (she) ought
to have a copy of Henry Osborne
Osgood’s “So This Is Jazz!” It
won’t make the recipient any mad-
der, if he’s that sort, and the bets
are that he’ll send you something hand-
some next year.

If you’re thinking of shipping a
small parcel of new sheet music, in-
clude some of these:

Sunpay. One of the best “pop”
tunes of the year, and as infectious
as a cold in the head.

My Basy Knows How. What the
baby knows how isn’t as important as
the melody, which is just the thing
to break in a new uke.

Herro, BLuesirp. Can you im-
agine what the successer to “Bye, Bye,
Blackbird” would be? It is!

How I Love Yeu. Not so senti-
mental as you suspect, and a pleasant
study in natural history as observed in
music publishing “Hows.”

In A Lrrree SpantsH Town. An
agreeable waltz. Not very Spanish,
but—-

Rro. This tune, a radio-made hit,
has heaps of Spanish color. By the way,
it’s good, sound music.

Down on THE Banks oF THE OLb
Yazoo. Foster originally wrote it
“’Way Down Upon the Yazoo Riv-
er,” but changed it for euphonic
motives. ‘This makes the Yazoo as
smooth as it has any good reason
to be.

SILVER SONGBIRD. Sweet stuff that
goes down easily. There is a hand-
some portrait of Ben Bernie on the
cover.

Ir My Basy Cooks. The idea is
that if the infant is as effective au
cuisine as she 1s au Morris chair, bye,
bye, diet. Another good uker.

~—R.A.S.

THE HAT BOY

He harbors the uncanny skill

Of altering your hat at will.

He disregards your favorite crease

And improvises till you cease

To offer any protestation

And walk away in resignation.

It isn’t carelessness. This buddy

Has learned the trick through careful
study. =% &

® 8

Gt g dedrdededededededededededededededede

Of International “‘Renown

For the haut monde of every
metropolis will be found one
hostelry rated above all others
by the cosmopolite and epicu-
rean. In Manhattan this distinc-
tionis conceded to The M adison,
whose size is not so great as
to preclude punctilious attention
towward the comfort of each
individual guest.

Furnished or wi furnished suites
Transiently or on term leases

THE MADISON

15 East 58th Street
Telephone Regent 4000

@#ﬁ&ﬁi&i&&&hﬁiﬁﬁﬁm&i&&&&#
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HCT;EL MARGUERY *

b
& &

A n exciusive and luxurions hotel on resi-
dential Park Avenue, just north of Grand

Central Terminal, patmnzzz'd by distin-
guished residents and visitors in New York

270 Park Avenue, at 47th Street
New:York

ggﬁ[fg Wymgﬁ? Ameica’s Most Modem Theatrical School
tavel gifts and many dointias
Thnae sizas 120 325330,
128-138
STYAMER BASKETS st S8th St.
with Books, magazines +103 9. New Tork
Best fuils, wests, dalntias *15:°20, Plazs 4524
special assotments 1o ouder¥2Hup
John Murray Anderson-Robert Milt
DEUMIRIES /v 4~ HOUR ®School of the Theatre and Dance
to all seamens and lbains Day and Evening Classes
PLAZA 19491 Foremost Teachers in Arnerica

Rare Drivilege of otudying with teach teruatio
El@AQEIF%{m R A

embryom of tom! rro i

Clagses {a every tvpe of dance. Drama, Scenic and

Caslume Desten Mus!cai Comndy JPlaywriting, Stage

Direction and Managem

Special Department In Motion Picture Acting

h

598 MAD]S ON AVE’N.\{: opens January 17t
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SPORTS OF THE WEEK

HE HOCKEY season is on at
the Garden, and there is every
indication that this sport is to
enjoy the greatest winter it has ever
known here. Society is attending in
increasing numbers, and the number
of top hats in evidence appears to be
increasing at an even faster rate.
Professional hockey is effecting a
sort of entente cordiale between New
York and Canada, and last Tuesday’s
game between the New York Ameri-
cans and the Ottawa Senators marked
a new standard in play. The New

York club, minus several stars, stepped
out against the superb machine from
the North in a game which was in-
tensely dramatic. Dcunemy, Otta-
wa’s left wing-man, aided by Hooley
Smith, scored twice at the start, and
thereafter neither side could change
the situation.

The game was notable, if only
because the contest of December
first, between the New York Ameri-
cans and the Chicago Black Hawks,
lacked the electric quality which turns
courteous spectators into enthusiastic
fans. That game should have been
spectacular; the two line-ups repre-
sented the very best in hockey of both
eastern and western Canada; but the
boys who wore the star-spangled “gan-
sies” failed to show their stuff. The
affair was much too reminiscent of a
friendly game of kiss-in-the-n'ng by
a lot of perfect little gents engaged
in living up to the dinner-jackets in
the balconies.

It is quite possible that the presence
this year of so many top hats and
evening wraps has not been without
its effect, for it was not until Tues-

Hockey, Professional and
Amateur — Heating the
Garden Fordham?s
New Coach

day’s game---a really strenuous and
brilliant affair—that the boys cut loose.
The result was a battle packed with
thrills. The big crowd rose to it, re-
sponding to the electric rushes and ter-
rific checking, and roaring approval
when either team staged a strong at-
tack or a miraculous defense.

HE LAUNCHING of the am-

ateur season, last Wednesday
night, on the flood-tide of enthusiasm
engendered by the previous evening’s
game was gratifyingly apt; and the
launching ceremony lacked nothing
that could be supplied by civic and
military pomp, a musical pageant of
international amity, and a gentle air
of benediction conferred by the
presence of Bishop Manning and the

approach of the Christmas spirit.

Nor did Wednesday’s program
prove unworthy of its inception, for
in the first two offerings, at least, the
amateurs displayed a brand of hockey
that was a revelation to the beholders.
The first game, between the St.
Nicholas and Canadian Clubs, both ot
New York, was featured by speed,
clever stick-handling and  pretty
rushes; the reverse of the medal was
characterized by slack defensive work,
with the comic relief supplied by suc-
cessive pile-ups of players in the nets
of each team. Neither sextet had any
decided advantage and the score
showed merely that good hockey may
be expected whenever the two clubs
meet on the ice.

The second game (New York
Athletic Club vs.  Knickerbocker
Hockey Club) was even faster than
the first, and would have been con-
sidered a speedy exhibition in amateur
ranks anywhere.  Altogether, the
evening constituted a most auspicious
opening for a season likely to be mem-
orable in New York hockey history.

ARDEN PATRONS have been

warned by the head gardener
that they are about to undergo a taper-
ing off process in the matter of
temperature.

It is to be hoped that the de-
crease will 720t be too gradual, as it
must be obvious to the public that its
comfort must, in the interests of bet-
ter hockey, be considered second in
importance to the attainment of proper
playing conditions. It would be con-
venient if we could discard hats and
topcoats and still see fast hockey; but
down on the ice the hired help are
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expected to perform at times at the
rate of sixty m. p. h. and, as the game
is normally given to violent bodily
cenwact, said hired help wear more
pads even than the girls have dis-
carded since Nina Wilcox Putnam

N
e )

went to her first Yale prom. The
result of thus attempting to house
the diamond horseshoe and the win-
ter pastime of the man from the great
epen spaces under one roof is a stale-
mate; for the players can no more
show real hockey in this hothouse at-
mosphere than George White’s Scan-
dals can perform in a Canadian
hockey rink.

COURT GAMES
Life rs Full of Swurprises

T IS a rare

eccasion when
Thomas Coward
and Fillmore
Hyde enter the
same  tournament
and fail to meet in
the final round.
Early in 1925 such an occasion was
provided in the national amateur
squash tennis championship when the
Coward express was side tracked by
Otis Guernsey, and Mr. Hyde’s usual
through ticket was found to have been
punched once too often by William
Rand, Jr.

The two gentlemen got over the
shock of that experience by the time
the 1925 Princeton Invitation rolled
around, when they resumed their grand
finale act, and the title round of the
amateur championship found them at
their old stand. Now, with another
season at the half-way mark, they have
reached a parting of the ways again,

Tt pays
" to buy where
you buy mn safety’

ANUARY REDUCTIONS
NOW PREVAILING PER-
MIT THE PURCHASE OF
FURS AT SUBSTANTIAL
SAVINGS ~ ~ ~ =~

A JAECKEL & CO.

Jurriers Gxelusively
Fifth Ave. Bet.35-36 Sts. NewYork
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N ALL MOLITSH LEATHERS
AN TEIMMINGS

¥

Perfumes and < Aromi zers

Necklaces  Gloves  Bracelets
Earrings  Rings  Vanity (ass

Eccentric wys for Little ones and grown-ups
Purses Lipsticks (Fgarette Holders
Cigarette (ases

And, Exquisite Hosiery
and Lingerie ~Ahways

Dt Lewyis

PURSES ; O1FTS : HOSIERY : LINOCERILE

New $t. Regis Shop Fifth Avenue.at 55th St.
409 Madison Avene, at Forty-eighth St.
Waldw[-Astoria, 34th St. and Fifib Avenue
1560 Broadvway, (With Men's Depr.)

THE NEW YORKER

and again it is Mr. Rand who has
done the parting. Mr. Coward man-
aged to carry on to his logical conclu-
sion, but Mr. Hyde found Mr. Rand
less reasonable; and for the first time
in the four years’ history of the tour-
nament he failed to meet his rival
from the Yale Club in the round for
the complete amateur bartender’s set.

The defeat of Mr. Hyde by Mr.
Rand in the semi-finals was, of course,
something of a surprise, though it was
not entirely unexpected in view of the
circumstances; but that Mr. Coward
should have gone through to the final
and then defeated Mr. Rand was even
more of a surprise. Had we chosen
to back our judgment, we would have
had to walk home on no less than two
occasions, though, in justice to our-
self, we must state that when he came
up against Mr. Rand we were satisfied
that Mr. Coward was at the peak of
his game again and were ready to
back him if baited,

But the victory of the Harvard gen-
tleman over the champion was to be
discounted.  After the match Mr.
Rand was kind enough to say to his
clubmate, “You were terrible on the
straight ones.” And Mr. Hyde gra-
ciously acquiesced. There wasn’t any
argument about it. He was.

NYONE who has seen Mr. Hyde
handle Mr. Coward’s wallops
year in and year out must have been
shocked at the way in which Mr.
Rand’s smashes eluded his racket.
When he wasn’t missing them entire-
ly Hyde was sending them into the
tin or out of court. The explanation
is that Mr. Hyde, playing for the first
time after being on his back two weeks,
was in no condition to go through a
tournament of the class of the Prince-
ton Invitation.

We have a lot of respect for Mr.
Rand’s game, as we have had occa-
sion to state, and he deserves a lot of
credit for his victory, but facw are
facts and you can’t get around them
any more than you can around Mr.
Hyde’s nick shots.

You can appreciate what the cham-
pion’s condition must have been when
most of the Yale contingent were root-
ing for Mr. Hyde to win from Mr.
Rand, so as to make it easier for Mr.
Coward in the final!

As it was, however, Mr. Hyde man-
aged to make a fight for the match
that kept the gallery sitting on the
edge of its sea% to the last shot. Rand,
after winning the first and second
games comforwbly, lost the fine edge
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of his accuracy in the third, cracked
badly in the fourth and conserved his
energies for the fifth while attempting
to make his opponent expend as much
of his ebbing strength as possible.
The fifth game found the two men

locked in a bitter struggle. Mr. Rand |

wasn’t missing a thing; he was han-
dling his racket like a whiplash to pick
the ball off the floor with lightning
returns, and like a cleaving-axe as he
pounded the front wall, to take the
lead at 8—4. Then the champion
made a run of six with the neatest
exhibition of the match, varying his
game with beautiful changes of pace
that induced error-making by his op-
ponent,

But Mr. Rand’s bludgeon blows
turned the tide again. Mr. Hyde
couldn’t get out of the way of the
ball as it rebounded from the front
wall, and the score went to 14—12 in
Mr. Rand’s favor, putting him with-
in a point of the match. The silence
in the gallery was ominous. After
a minute of terrific suspense Hyde
gained the hand-in and brought the
score to 14—13, although Rand asked
for a let on the play and many thought
ke should have got it. A game of
three was set at 14—all.

AS YOU probably suspect, it was
getting interesting. Three point
to decide the match. Mr. Hyde, con-
tinuing to serve, was retired scoreless
and seven times the service changed
hands as two ncrvous men slammed the
ball into the telltale before Mr. Rand
made a run of three to win the match.

—AvLison Danzic

FOOTBALL

A Coacl of Personality

MAJOR Franxk W. Cavanaucs,
who is to handle Fordham’s
football next autumn, will be wel-
comed in New York, where he
has almost as many friends as he
has in New England. A forceful
personality—the former Dartmouth
star who has an enviable reputation
as a coach. Soldier, lawyer, educa-
tor, coach, the one-time Boston news-
boy who knew what it was to go hun-
gry more than once, has made a deep
impression on the game, and on the
young men who played the game un-
der him on the field and in the class-
room. He has also made something
of an impression on his college in
the organization of coaches, where
he has told not a few solid truths
at a time when ‘these truths were
needed. He is a coach of the driver

FROCKS & GOWNS
for the

Southern §Gj0 wurn

FOR TEAS 'NEATH TROPIC PALMS

FORMAL EVENINGS AT THE CASINO

IN-BETWEEN MOMENTS OF SPORT °

i

573 MADISON AVE.
S04 and STESES.

2137 BROADWAY
740 endd 751hSts

That
Custom Look

Better cut-—smarter cloths
—more satisfactory fit—
that’s why many men
patronize a custom tailor.
And those same reasons
are bringing

many men to Best’s.

SACK SUITS AT 45.00 UP
GOLF SUITS AT 50.00 UP

West & Co.

Fifth Avenue at 35th Street—N. Y.
168 Regent St., London
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@ur hospitality can simplify things

2 BT MINE HOST MAKE ible an effortless and
smooth running home, where freedom from house-
keeping leaves you time for other things. And an
active life is simple when you live at The Whive,
for whileyoulive in charming Murray Hill, you are
within Sminu es of business, theatres and shopping.

Furmished or unfurnished suites on leases for seasor or year:
1, 2, and 4 room suites with serving pantries.

The Hotel White

37th STREET AND LEXINGTON AVENUE
Telepbore LEXINGTON 1200  Managing “Director: OSCAR WINTRAB y
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The Piwsa Building. Showing the

Vics from the Pasio of the
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The New Dances

1t's really a suamue (0 G2BRCE POOILY,
when it’s se casy 3nd so much funto
becore an exceptionally geed dancer
—in just a few private lessons.

or ph ne now while the hali-price
sate 18 still in cffect.

ARTHUR MURRAY

7 East 43¢d St. Vanderbilt 1773

New Yorkers® Premier
French Restaurants

- HOTEL LAFAYETTE
i wd Uplversity Place

[ [ —= a

/ HOTEL BREVOORT

L Fifth Avenue
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type, but he has the ability to build
up a loyalty that is sometimes matched
but never excelled by the rival coaches.
He took a huge satisfaction out of
beating Yale, for he maintained that
there was plenty of coaching brains
outside the Big Three, and he proved
it at Dartmouth, Holy Cross and Bos-
ton College. And so far as the Bos-
tonians are concerned, he could go on
proving right in his home town. But
the Fordham proposition looked good
to Cavanaugh, who loves a task be-
cause it may prove hard. It was that
sort of task that the Major took up in
the war.

He enlisted as a private in the
artillery, but he was not a private
very long. Promotion was rapid
until he got his own battery. The
Germans heard a lot from him, and
Headquarters heard a lot about him.
“Who is that conswmntly asking for
more ammunition?” inquired one of
the higher ups. “Oh,” was the re-
sponse, ‘“‘that’s Cavanaugh’s battery.
He’s shooting up Germany single-
handed. I gues they must have
dropped more gas on him than he is
willing to absorb without striking
back.” However, the enemy did con-
siderably more than drop gas on the
plucky and bellicose major. They
filled him full of shrapnel, and while
most of the iron was removed by the
medicos, he still wears the scars of
battle.

Like some of the other coaches,
Cavanaugh has written a book on
football, an interesting and valuable
book, full of meat. Every other coach
has studied it with care. It is char-
acteristic of the man that he should
caption the chapter on tackle play:
“The tackle’s brutish charge” It i
an apt description to men who realize
through experience the wear and tear
on the player in the tackle position,
the key of hoth attack and defense.
He was among the first to say that it
was possible to violate the standard
generalship, the success of forward
passing in home territory being in his
mind a mere matter of successful exe-
cution. Yet when he beat a strong
Yale eleven in what some of the Elis
called an invasion rather than a mere
football game, he won with the
standard generalship. He had that
day a fine line and a good kicker and
passer.

If there is any sort of material at
Fordham next season—and apparentlv
this fall’s Freshmen team was a good
one—the institution will bear watch-
ing. —HerBERT REED
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TIME
EXPOSURES

by Search-Light

With Twenty Caricatures
and
Portraits by Noted Artists

Some unexpected truths,
disclosures and discov-
eries of twenty men and
women famous in our
day. Among them are,
a financier, two critics,
a woman painter., a
pianist, a lawyer, a poet,
three actors, two com-
posers, a psychoanalyst,
a historian, a publisher,
three novelists and a
photographer.

‘‘Have they ever told you
aphotograph cannot get
under the skin? If the
photographer knows his
business he looks at the
skin so hard that he
makes you see not only
the bones undermeath,
but the invisible will
that holds the skin and
bones together. If you
don’t believe it, read
“TIME EXPOSURES.”
—Herbert J. Seligmann,
N. Y. Sun.

2nd edition. Illussrated.

ﬁ; BONI & LIVERIGHT
& 61 W.48thSt., N. Y.

CONTRACT
BRIDGE

[TrHE NEW YORKER, in presenting a
series of three explanatory articles on
Contract Bridge, hopes to be of service
to those of its readers who are beginning
to learn the game.]

1

ONTRACT BRIDGE, origi-
C nally an American game, has

returned to its homeland with
a European education. Known, and
highly popularized on the continent as
“Plafond,” it is now finding great
favor here with those of the smart
world who are the real Icaders in social
activities.

The main point of difference be-
tween Auction Bridge and Contract
Bridge is that the latter game permits
the Declarer to score below the line
only for such tricks as he has contract-
ed to make. Thus, if your final bid is
three Hearts, and you take four odd
tricks, you may only score the value of
three below the line, the excess trick
being scored as a bonus in the honor
column, Hence, to make a game ar
Contract Bridge it is necessary to bid
for it. If, at Auction Bridge, you bid
one Heart and Second Hand passes,
your partner, even though he may have
an excellent assisting hand, will usu-
ally pass. There is no reason for in-
creasing the contract. If youcan make
four Hearts, you can score a game,
though only one trick has been bid for.
At Contract Bridge this method of
bidding will not do. After you bid
one Heart, and Second Hand passes,
it becomes incumbent upon your part-
ner to raise your bid if he has adequate
assistance. Otherwise, should Fourth
Hand pass, you would be cut off from
the possibility of scoring more than one
odd trick. If there is good reason to
believe that the hand holds game, you
and your partner, together, must get
the bid up to four Hearts, or a sufficient
number to insure game where there is
a partial score, It is not unusual at
Contract Bridge to hear three or four
bids made by one side, with no oppo-
sition from the opponents.

In the continental form of Contract
Bridge, “Plafond,” the trick scores are
the same as in Auction Bridge, No
Trump counting 10, Spades 9, Hearts
8, etc.; game being a total of 30 points
or more. But in the American game
the count is entirely different.

Several articles on the subject of
Contract Bridge, which have been

N

When food is obtainable in the
tabloid form predicted by sci-
entists, it will be consumed by
those who take culture by cor-
respondence.

Tr Iy

CRILLON

rbodhedeibats dokds

“It is like boasting,”" says
Thackeray of those who say
they are careless of what they
eat, ‘‘that one has no ear for
music or no eye for color. Al
of a man’s senses are the arts.
Remember that every man who
has been worth a fig in this
world-—as poet, painter or mu-
sician—has had a good appe-
tite.”

T rroeroTre

CRILION

shad ~drdadobets

““The Creator, though condemn-
ing man to eat to live, invites
him to do so by appetite, and
rewards him by enjoyment.”

Brillat-Savarin.

TrrTITI™

CRILLON

o8 48 45 & 48 &8 O
Le dernier CRILLON, Cafe and
Restaurant, decorated by Win-
old Reiss, is open (including
Sunday) for breakfast, luncheon
and dinner. Baumgarten Man-
agement. Entrance at 277 Park
Avenue and 116 East 48th. Com-
plete Restaurant Service to 277
Park Avenue Apartments.

N



Confidence In FHair-Dyeing

For twenty-five years, Alexandre
& Emile have given their atten-
son to correct and harmless
methods of hair-dyeing. As a
result, more and more women
are coming to them with a confi-
dence that is only given to
experts—and receiving a perfec-
tion in result only achieved by
experts,

M=
Formeel:
MIBA.BADOK HOTEL
A EAST 53rd St.
PHONE PLAZA 1666

H Here You May Have

]| widely published, have not been en-
tirely correct in their information of
the game, as played by its leading ex-
ponents in America, While it is a fact
that the new game has not been sanc-
tioned by the Whist Club, which
frames the laws of Auction Bridge, its
laws and rules have become firmly
eswblished by certain expert players
who have sponsored the game in this
country. This small group of New
York clubmen, long recognized and
acknowledged as among the finest
players of Auction Bridge, have
evolved the system of scoring and rul-
ing which is here given, and may be
regarded as authoritative.

CONTRACT SCORING

In THE Twrick CoLumN

Per Trick Values for Made Contracts:
Clubs 20; Diamonds 20; Hearts 30;
Spades 30; No Trumps 35 for each
trick over 6 tricks. Doubling doubles
the trick values.

Precedence of Suits: No Trumps, Spades,
Hearts, Diamonds, Clubs, in the order
named and irrespective of per trick
values.

Game: A total of 100 or more trick
points. Only the number of tricks both
bid and made (i.e., the made contract)

are scored in the trick column.
Revoke: Take 2 tricks for every revoke
in a different suit. 100 points in honor

column additional penalty for each

subsequent revoke in the same suit.

gExhibition
Apartments

By CALLINGHAM-LLOYD

superbly furnished and
decorated as luxuri-
ous town homes,
are now open for
inspection at
The Dorset

An apartment hotel; many duplex

salons with 18-foot ccilings, occa-

sional roof terraces, serving pan-

trics, refrigeracion, and unusual
closess.

Pavr Lewnon, Manager
Phone Circle 5675

THE DORSET

30. WEST 34th STREET
Adjoining Fifth Avensy

THIS IS A BING.& BING
BUILDING

In tHE Honor CoLumN
Premiums for
Honors: 4 in one hand . . .
5 in one hand .

100
150

4 aces in one hand . 150
All other . None
Each Game g 2 200

Premiums for
Winning Rubber
Making Contract:

300

If undoubled . R . None

If doubled
When not vulnerable 50
‘When vulnerable . 100
Extra Tricks: Per Trick
If undoubled . . . . . . S0

If doubled

100
200

‘When not vulnerable
‘When vulnerable
Slams Bid and Made:
Little Slam
‘When not vulnerable .
‘When vulnerable
Grand Slam
‘When not vulnerable
‘When wvulnerable
Unbid Slams Made:
No slam premium.
Doubling and Redoubling does not
alter slam premiums, which are
additional to these for making
contract and extra tricks.
Penalties for Not Making Contract:

500
750

1000
1500

——

1f undoubled Per Trick
‘When not wvulnerable . 50
When vulnerable
First trick . 100
Other tricks 200

THE NEW YORKER

Penalties for Not Making Contract:
If doubled:
‘When not vulnerable
100 per trick first 4 tricks
200 for fifth trick
400 per trick for subsequent
tricks
When vulnerable
Double the undoubled trick pen-

alties.

Redoubling doubles the doubled trick
values, premiums, and penalties.
Contract Bridge is governed by the

same laws as Auction Bridge, except in

the scoring and the revoke penalty.

CONTRACT ScORING CLARIFIED

Unless the bid has been doubled,
there is never any premium for mak-
ing contract.

Extra tricks if undoubled count
50; that is, all tricks made in excess
of the contract count 50 points above
the line. For example, if the bid has
been two Hearts, and four tricks are
made, two are scored below the line
(60 points) and two above the line
(100 points).

Excess tricks have no greater value
when made by a Declarer who is vul-
nerable, unless his contract has been
doubled.

Vulnerable: When a game is in,
a side is vulnerable, and subject to sev-
erer penalties for failure to make con-
tract. For example; if a Declarer who
is not vulnerable goes down three
tricks, undoubled, his adversan'es score
150 points (50 points per trick) in
their honor column. But when vulner-
able, should Declarer go down three
tricks, even though he has not been
doubled, the penalty would be 500
points (100 for the first undertrick,
and 200 for each succeeding one). If
doubled, this penalty would be 1,000
points, if redoubled 2,000. @n the
other hand, there i1s added compensa-
tion for the vulnerable Declarer who
is doubled and succeeds in making his
contract. His bonus in this case being
100 points for making contract and
200 for each extra trick. Both sides
are vulnerable and subject to the same
penalties when each has a game in.

Game Bonus: A side winning its
first game scores a bonus of 200 points
in its honor column. For its second
(rubber) game, 500 points. (200 for
game, plus 300 for winning rubber).

The scoring values will reveal at a
glance that the average rubber will
run into much larger figures at Con-
tract than at Auction Bridge.

When playing the new game, it is
advisable that one’s stake should be
reduced one-third to one-fourth of the
accustomed amount.

—LEL1A HATTERSLEY
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Regarding the First American Appearance of 4 Weeks Only

Sacha Guitry and Yvonne Printemps

With thesr eatire French company, fer their first American aspearances in
“MOZART at the CHANIN 46th STREET THEATRE oo DECEMBER
27th under the directien of A. H. Weods.

The twenty-five dollar seats for the opentng performance are sold, but good
seats are swll available ot three, fue, seven, ten dollars, plus tax.

The Enew for other evening performances will be from twe to six dellars;
for the Thursday and Saturday matinees from twe to five dollars, pius tax.
Seats now en Sale at Bex Office.

—THEATRE GUILD’S PRODUCTIONS—
Pl ﬁ Z THEATRE weats JBER m:fm SHAWS =
Madison Ave.at 595¢. znd Yon 208 2’“ PYGMA““N
Direction Leo Brecher Weeks of Jan. 8-17THE BROTHERS KAR“MAIUV
e e GUILD Sl
Tues, & TR TETATETAhE T
GEORGE BIDNSY and LOUIRE. raz}?x\m 0 JOEN GOLDEN THEATRE %%
“THE INEVITABLE BILLIONAIRE.® Eses. .30, Mats. Thurs. and Sal
& Tri., Dec. 30, 81—JOHNNY HINES in "STEP- SIDNEY HOWARD’S COM.
FING ALONG,” and LEATRICE JOY in “FOR Weeka of T s‘LVER CORD
ALIMONY ONLY.” Set, Jan 1—70M MIX Pew 20oTan. 3417 HE
tn “THE CANYON OF LIGHT.” s
“Smart New Yort's Favorite Mosie” ||| ¥#24' NED) McCOBB'S DAUGHTER
_ — | | ¢ a0 10
HENRY MILLER’S  BI%%E,

Eves. 8:30 Masts. Thure. & 8at, 2:30

Holbrook Blinn

In FERENC MOLNAR'S

“THE PLAY’S THE THING”
ETHE MAXINE ELLIOTT'S

THEATRE. West 3% St

BARRYMORE

Tues., Wed., Dee.
THUMAB MEIGHAN

cA N‘ADIAN"
urs Fﬂ. Dec. 81;
Trgram’s "'I’HE MA-
ﬂICIAN" fat., Sun.
Mon., Jan. 1, 2 8, EDDIE

0 R

CAN
WED 5a “The Cg]nsqtant \“)‘Vifhe” ELERS N 2_30 q‘\
SAT. 2:80 bv W. Somerset Maugham Th B Oth St. Eves. §:
Whillam Fex presents the Motion Picturs rBMPlR Ml ww"’,‘:{d‘g and Sat. CE A ]29;;8 gt.
W H A T |iiirris CAPTIVE
“A REMARKABLE PICTURE.” —Times
P R I C E EQE‘I;IA;)}E. . Edouard Beurdet’s World Triumph " '
birad PELEN MENREN BASIL ReTHRONE g ARMORED CRUISER
GLORY |umxz POTEMKIN
RESERVED
g 466 Crand St .
LTOEW'S Neighborhood Playhouse $56 Grand st N R o
Every Ewveniny (except Mon.). Mat, Sat. | ] )
HERIDAN e BICTMORE 4 < &% cid s
12th Street and 7th Avenue
Set., Sun. & Mon., Dec. 25, 26, 27, ADOLPHE I
MESIQU tn “THE ACH OF BaDRS iues. he Dybbuk
Wed., Dec. 2, THOMAS MEIGHAN in ~THE
cﬁllugg'my‘: r%%m&ﬁsgﬂmg Sy s PUTTT; Gn Engfish) WAY
St Sue. & Mon.. Jan. 1, 3, 3, RICHARD DIX CAPITOL -zreantar
n

‘THE QI'J\RTI'PBA_(‘K

Bieay at 38th 8t Eves. WHPRE the motion picture sparkies like
T 1 d Orchestra, Balf: d
EDYTH TOTTEN fesisciwary | Knickerbocker gt 830 £ell™h 150 A e B
S THE INDISPUTABLE SUCCESS LG e O A e E D ARD
0

TONY SARGS EDDIE DOWLING "t R Al ST ey

ay cveuing through

° Comeds a::i‘ its chain of stations.

(& Marionetles fovrymooy LANE

\./ THE FORTY THIEVES™
DAILY MATINEES AT 3
B JED HARRIS presents

Christmes & New Year's
Il am. and 3pm
by PFRilip Bunning and Geerge Abbott
BROADHURST LR o, ‘4" el

A Star-Spangled W orw!
RICHARD HERNDON'S BELMONT BEVUE
Extra Matinees % 5.2 | 3a0°

ACl‘ORS' THEATRE PRODUCTIOV
Eugene O’'Neilt's Great Fia:

Beyond Horizon

Pop, Mat, Wed.
45:!: STREET B I J O U 2'3’6. Evs, 8:30
Mats, Wed. & Sat. 2:36.

“AMERICANA”

P. McEve
th Bl parity Mo

BELMONT Fest-guh o B ol BY 5%

PLAYHOUSE a8 P 50 | GENTLEMEN messquare || PLYMOUTH Gl';'g'ig‘;&;ﬁﬁgﬁﬁ‘\

o Rosalie Stewart presents PREFER g‘t‘“‘;c;"é: 3‘02 ioTMhPANY {" Mon..Tues, Wed, Fri., & Sat. Eves
DAISY MAYME " et | BLONDES ™2™ ¢ || The Pirates of Penzaice

ByGEURGE KELLY [auat:gr“gh:%rﬂg‘:o‘#jfe With June \risxar::c::—;g:naannibbara and Evg. o,,ly lﬂlmhﬁ




EMI-ANNUAL
SALE
4

DRESSES

Jfor STREET & SPORT WEAR,

DARBY

639 MADISON AVE.
NEW YORK

also
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TAILORED HATS

A
= Destroy Your
Superfluous Hair & ROOTS

Simple=Rapid=Harmless-GUARANTEED
Sold everywhere—write for FREE Book
tion at my Salon
ce you
th Ave., New York

ITS OFF

because

ITS ouT

y i
versational ":V,‘ ‘ys.n indivi
evening-

Free Trial Lesso®

T

THE CURRENT
CINEMA

The Week Before Christ-
mas—and in the Houses
the Stirrings Were Ever
So Slight

EAR  SANTA

Craus:

Here itisChrist-
mas FEve, and
I hope you’ll over-
look the fact that
the movie makers
haven’t been very good boys this week,
and one or two other weeks also, and
that you’ll put a few things in their
stockings that rght prove serviceable
throughout the coming year. Please
do not consider that I am prying into
your business when I suggest the fol-
lowing for them:

Some good non-explosive polish
for their plots.

Three new emotions for their
stars.

Drier rain—their actors have to
keep constantly going out into it, par-
ticularly the mothers, and some day
somebody will catch cold if you don’t
do something 2bout it.

A little more virtue for their vil-
lainesses.

And a little less for their hero-
ines.

Eight new classical songs for
their vaudeville performers.

And six new leaps for the adagio
dancers that go with the vaudeville
performers.

And if I keep on with this I’ll start
getting personal, so I'd better see you
outside later on.

Yours for greater, Greater Movie

Seasons.

HIS BEING the time of year

when crops of the Ten Best Pic-
tures of the Last Twelve Months are
springing up on almost every printed
page, it is probably a good idea for us
to go into the thing now and get it
over with. Therefore you can con-
sider yourself looking at a list the first
five of which is “What Price Glory,”
and the second five “Variety.” That
didn’t hurt you so much after all—
did iv?

Now for the week’s events. “The
Popular Sin” at the Paramount is an-
other comedy of twisted hearts among
the rich, the fashionable, and the
suave.
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An  apprecia-
ted expression
of the season’s
| greerings—a

gift basker ex-

Quisirely par-

terned by
Reuben’s

| CAMPING AT LAKE GEORGE

IT is still possible to reserve a few
desirable camp sites for all or
part of the 1927 summer ecason.

Completely equi camp units,
each consisting of two sleeping
tentsand a cooktent, cots, bedding,
cockeatove, running water.

Unexcelled facilities for bathing,
boating and 6shing. Ten minutes
by motor to go!f course.

Otie mile from Bol ton landing
For particulars addsess

E. R S, ¢, THE NEW YORKER
25 West 45th Street New York

Scientific Facts
About Diet

CONDENSED book on diet entitled
** Eating for Health and EﬁntncL;' has
been published for free disonbuion the
calth Extension Bureau of Battle Creek, 7]
Mich. Contains set of health rules, many of
which may be essily follewed rightat home
or while traveling. You will ind in this book
awealth of infermation abeut food clements
and their relation to physical welfore.
This hook i for thoge who wish eop physi-
P o e R e
tended as & guide fer ehronic invalids a9 &1l sach
cases trguITe the cureof 3 mmrhy{idan
t without

Neme and address oo card will
oot or igation.

HEALTH EXTENSION BUREAU
SUTTE VD-548 GOOD HEALTH BLOG.
BATTLE CRFEEK. MiCHIGAN il

DIAMONDJS

& Jewelry Purchased-EatesAppratied
HENRY MEYER

527 Fifth Ave- Vanderbiit 0934

CORNER A4 & JTREET

HOW TO OBTAIN A FINER FIGURE

The eecret of how te ebtain a fiacr fgute and o

come more wigneous and graceful. When you
know hew, it 1 @ot hard to obtain the figure you
deswe.  The process t9 not tiresome.  One week's
ttial will convinke Yuu.  See ehe result and judge
fot yourself.

CLAUDE HARPER'S
Psycho-Physi'cal Institute
Steinway Hall
113 West 57th St. Tel. Circle 6679
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QUEEN ANNE BURL WALNUT DESK

49 ff@f{, .:M;
Ct_".'”wg%r/o

Hiltiior Decordi-&

(@)y)orif’r ()[Iyﬂfj -t&f
Rhsslar-
' G6 R
AVE.
The Murray

Cor. 38th St.
The Ideal Locotion

Furnished or unfurnished. 2
and 3 room suites with Jarge
serving pantries. Superior
Hote! and Restaurant Service.

15K, 47th St., New York
Vanderdilt 3015

WOMAN

An opportunity for financial in-
dependence is open to a cultured,
active woman.

This position is with an old-es
tablished firm of high standing.

Apply only by letter
giving phone number

Edward R. Ridley
50 Church St., N. Y.

If it had been done with more
gaiety, and if the actors had not acted
as if everything they did was from a
standing start, there might be some
reason for your making an effort to see
it.

As it is, however, the picture &
mediocre and very average, and not to
be taken if there is anything else in
sight to amuse you.

The peregrinations are around a
lady who divorced a philandering hus-
band only to find that her second mate
went in for the same ex-curricula ac-
tivities.

True love bobs up at the end,
and most of the characters will
undoubtedly have a white Christmas.
Florence Vidor seemed less influenced
by the hypnosis that affected the rest
of the cast, and Andre Béranger was
too much himself during fleeting en-
deavors.

STORY by Warner Fabian

called “Summer Bachelors”
made its appearance at the Capitol and
like ““The Popular Sin™ it is average,
and harmless 1f you don’t want much.
It is smoothly done, and capably per-
formed by Madge Bellamy and others,
performers whose names you have
heard before.

A young lady decided that she
wouldn’t fall in love, and did, but
wouldn’t admit it. Well, one night
she looked at a revolving light that
should have driven her insane, but that
threw her instead into a coma,
and she acknowledged everything, and
was married to the youth her secret
self pined for. From then on it was
just a question of letting her know
about it as painlessly as possible. No,
she didn’t object when the truth was
bared to her.

IKE ALL good heroes nowadays

Richard Barthelmess has waken
to the desert in a bit entitled “The
White Black Sheep,” and it is on view
at the Strand. You had better not
make any use of that information.
Patsy Ruth Miller is an Arabian dar-
ling, and lots of others are the usual
thing.

Everybody connected with this pro-
duction could make an excellent New
Year’s resolution by promising faith-
fully not to do anything lke that
again.

F “CorporaL KaTe”—late at the

Hippodrome--—comcs near you, run
for your life—0O. C.
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XEDOS . . . . innumerable
well tumed out New Yorkers
are weanng Luxenberg Tuxedos.

$39.50

37 Union Square, New York
Berween'16th ond 17¢h Streets

NewYork's
F| Perfect
} French
; CuiSine

FINE
fora
NEW YORKER

Hors D'Oeuvces
Bortch laRusse
Snail Burgugnon
Pojarsky de Voleille

Souffle Rothschild

? s O
East
N 552st. C

G et K

Before going South have
the European Ceiffeurs
give you a permanent wave
that defies the elements

WILLIAM WOLF eand SON

3 East 38th Street Caledonia 7960



Home town news
that doesn’t rate
headlines in

New York

HERE is a legend current that

somewhere in New York is a
person who was born and raised here.
But there is grave doubt as to its
authenticity.

Certainly, most of us are bound by
some tie—birth, bridal or business—
to another place as well. Most of us
get a kick from some bit of home-
town news—the big parade on Mar-
ket Street, the latest wedding or
divorce of consequence, the demise of
a local character.

You will find just such news as
that from twelve big cities every day
in the Ewvening Post. It is tele-
graphed daily by special representa-
tives. It is fresh—and human,

If you are a New Yorker by
adoption or by force of circumstances,
get the Post tonight and turn to
“News from QOther Cities.”

new 3(:

FIVE CENTS
SATURPAY

NEWeYORK

FEoennug
Post

75 West Street Whitehall 9000

THE NEW YORKER

THE NEW BOOKS

Novels, Neglected and Otherwise—T he Mowvies
from Aristotle to Zukor—Read ’em and Laugh

ESPITE the eternal vigilance
of this department, certain
distinguished works of fiction

seem to have escaped the at-
tention of its learned staff,
so with thoughts of Christ-
mas good will (not to men-
tion presents) in mind, I
respectfully ask for a hear-
ing on behalf of their au-
thors, Since the rights and
privileges of the American Woman
are involved—the victims of our ne-
glect being adernments of that Sex—
gallantly will combine with our in-
comparable literary discrimination in
trying to make amends.

“ T IN WEDDING,” by Margaret

Leech, is worth, it seems to me,
all the symposia devised by Count Key-
serling on marriage; Jacob Wasser-
mann’s “Wedlock” seems even more
turgid and dreary beside it; Wilhelm
Bolsche’s “Love Life in Nature” does
et illuminate the field more effective-
ly. Miss Leech, herself beautifully
mmune to the dangers charted by those
stern analysts, wisely decides that one
day in any marriage is enough to com-
pletely absorb the energies of an in-
telligent onlooker, so she gives up three
hundred pages or so, not to an encyclo-
pedic inquiry into marital discontents,
but to the day on which Jay Fanning
and his wife celebrate the tenth anni-
versary of their marriage. Jay and
Luciaare a well-off young couple with
one child. I hasten to say that they
are, of course, by no means as happy
as they look. In fact, after ten years
Lucia has reached the point where she
it hoping that, by celebrating their an-
niversary at the farm house where they
spent their honeymoon, she and Jay
will recapture the roses and raptures
of romantic love.

Jay Fanning, on the other hand,
being a sordid male, has no such hopes,
and has started to gather fresh illusions
from That Other Woman, whose ex-
istence is suspected by Lucia, and who
does, in effect, very decidedly exist.
That Woman is part of a crowd that
reaksin on what the wife had planned
as a quiet and imtime celebration;
everything goes wrong with the pro-
gram of which she had dreamed,

and tangible evidence of Jay’s dalli-

ance, in the shape of the cigarette case
he left behind him, throws its shadow
over the festivities. Miss Leech de-
scribes the heroic effort of
the wounded spouse not to
ask the question which will
settle the matter once and
for all. She has apparently
heard of wives—she perhaps
even knows one—who never
ashs questions, Personally,as
a scarred but happy veteran in the
struggle for life, I am compelled to
regard this as poetic license on the
part of the author, but Miss Leech
has proved herself a writer of such
caliber as entitles her to make her
own assumptions. “Tin Wedding”
shows an enormous advance on “The
Back of the Book,” her first novel,
and is an acid story of frustrated
happiness in marriage, written with
humor and a detachment unusual in
those who aproach so troubled a theme.
There is that quality in her work
which enables us moderns to rediscover
and pay homage to Jane Austen.

INCE I saw a rather bewildered

and shy young lady, just a school-
girl, on her arrival in New York a
couple of years ago to receive a prize
of $13,500 for her first novel, “Wild
Geese,” Miss Martha Ostenso has
come rapidly into prominence as a
writer of vigorous and powerful fic-
tion. “The Dark Dawn,” her new
novel, has been so widely acclaimed
that it is not my intention to speak of
it here as a “neglected” book, but
merely as one which this department
overlooked when the rush of autumn
fiction descended upon us. There are
melodramatic elements in this as in
the earlier novel, but Miss Ostenso’s
study of Hattie Murker, an emotion-
al sadist, has in it the force and
reality of harsh life. Itis not for noth-
ing that the author hails from Norway,
for her pictures of the Norwegian
farming communities on the prain'es
of the Northwest have about them the
tang of earth which one felt in Knut
Hamsun’s “Growth of the Soil.” Not
that “The Dark Dawn” is a peasant
epic; it is, on the contrary, a dramatic
narrative of love and hate that are
akin, and an amazing study of a cruel,
dominant, ruthless woman as she de-
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stroys the life and happiness of her
snared husband. Miss Ostenso is a
1ealist endowed with imagination. She
is young and melodrama tempts her,
but when her power of construction
equals her powers of observation and
creation, her place in American fiction
will be assured.

& RS. S@CRATES,” by Fritz

Mauthner, has come all the way
from Germany for the edification of
those who may possibly think that
“The Private Life of Helen of Troy”
is a unique type of fiction. In this nov-
el the author also goes back to ancient
Greece for his characters, but when
he finds them they turn out to be mod-
ern. Xanthi'ppe, as readers of the “En-
cyclopaedia Britannica” know, is the
most famous shrew in history, but
Fritz Mauthner believes that she has
been misunderstood. Her rough treat-
ment of Socrates was not due to her
incurable shrewishness, for poor X an-
thippe was not born that way; she had
shrewishness thrust upon her, so to
speak.

Aspasia, having rejected Socrates,
selected the handsome country girl,
Xanthippe, as a wife for him. Xan-
thippe having slapped Alcibiades for
getting the Greek equivalent of
“fresh,” was prepared to be a dutiful
wife to so sage a man as Socrates, and
she married him with the best inten-
tions,

Even at that time, however, the
wife of a genius did not have an easy
life, and when Xanzhippe found that
her husband had decided to live on her
money rather than work, she was as
indignant as an American family en-
cumbered with a non-working aristo-
cratic son-in-law from Europe. Then
Socrates tried the famous ‘“‘Socratic
method” on her, and this, as students
of Greek will recall, was more thzn
wifely flesh and blood could stand.

Less patient thanthe inarticulate vic-
tims in Plato’s dialogues, X anthippe re-
volted, and gave him the length of her
tongue. She became a shrew in self-
defence. Her hopes of being the hap-
py, obedient wife of a great man were
shattered. Socrates even behaved badly
te his little son. With more local color
2nd a truer feeling for contemporary
circumstances than Professor Erskine
kas shown, although not without de-
I'berate anachronisms, the author has
woven this story into events of the pe-
riod, thereby making this entertaining
1ale something more than a modern
story with characters named after the
classics. —ALCESTE
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Fifty Years
InNewYork

by Henry Collins Brown
Do You Remember ?

Buying the largest
schooner of beer in
the city for Sc.
The Broadway
Stages.

Those Cigar Store
Indians.

The Bobtail Car.
Paine’s Fireworks,
the burning of
Pompeii—The Old
Autograph Album,

Read About Old New York in the Season’s
Best Seller, ‘‘TheLast§0YearsinNew York"
Interestingly illustrated with over a hundred carefully selected pictures of the

period. Engaging portrayal ef the styles, customs, habits, of our grandfathers’
day. 424 pp., 8 colored plates. Handsome gift; price $5.00 at all book stores.

il LARGEST SCHooNER,
/ OF LAGER BEER
| N YHE ciry

“The pictures are as interesting as the text”—N. Y. Times.

“The pictures alone are worth the price of the book”—XN. Y. Evening
Post.

“Your book has revived for me many visions of the past.”—Brander
Matthews.

“I spent a happy half day over it."—Edward W. Bok.

“What a splendid work”—Sarah Cooper Hewrtt.

“Most interesting and delightful.”—Jokn AMacrae.

“I congratulate you on a work so well done.”—Frank K. Sturgis.
“Not only I, but all my family enjoyed readi'ng this wonderful de-
scription of New York.”—S. Parkes Cadman.

Matl Orders Filled

VALENTINE'S MANUAL. INC., Publisher, Hastings-On-Hudson. N.Y.
THE BAKER & TAYLOR OO., Trade Selling Agent. 55 Fifth Ave., N.Y.
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Secure

EXCLUSIVENESS

ON THE
OURTH FLOOR

FROM DEC. 20
TO JAN. 20

FREE

Silk Steckings that Wear
—with each pair of Arch Preser-

ver Shoes bought in this store.
$1.95 quality. 36 tints.
Prices on Shoes same
as heretof ore

-v

/

INC.

l\\\‘
.m'm\\\k

=7
//"ffm'ml’l} P
ARCH PRESERVER SHOES EXCLUSIVELY

JAEGER BLDG. at48thSt.
590 Firtu Ave, N.Y.C.

New York
in the Elegant
Eighties

By Henry Collins Brown

Pleasant memeries arerccalled in this wic-

ﬂest sna musn and @ost ia bable hit of the

W in 148 secend

‘Tho m.ot fascinasing k k havs read in
cry Hansom, N. Y. Wold. Over

100 vlctuxes ofsbmnne duy. AOOvnges

A

300 at 811 Deok chiops.

HAN DSOME GI

DEBATE
CLARENCE S. DR. WILL
DARROW vs DURANT
Famous Debater Author of
and Lawyer "S/m-Y or Pewosorny’”

Subje
IS MAN A MACH!NE ?

Dazzow says Ym! Duaaxt says No!
Chaisman to be announced,

Cagneee Hawr
SATURDAY, JANUARY 8TH
888 P. M.

Ticxers: $1.10, $1.65, $2.28, $2.75, $3.30
Inarome Tax

On Sdle at Box Office ov by Mail or at Offee of
EEAGUE FOR PUBLIC DISCUSSION

BOOKS WORTH
READING

Some Suggestions
NOVELS

Tix WebpbiNg, by Margaret
(Boni & Liveright).

THaE Dark Dawn, by Martha Ostenso
(Dodd, Mead).

My MorraL Exemy, by Willa Cather
(Knopf). The overtones of another
“lost lady.” A short novel which,
slight as it is, must be read by all
who follow the development of our
foremost woman novelist.

MpRrs. SocraTEs, by Fritz Mauthner (In-
ternational Publishers).

THE OrPHAN ANGEL, by Elinor Wylie
(Knopf). The author pretends that
Shelley was not drowned, but came
to America. Brilliantly and amus-
ingly written for imaginative read-

Leech

ers.

GaLaHAD, by John Erskine (Bobbs-Mer-
rill). Life in Camelot in the author’s
best manner, explaining Sir Gala-
had’s exceptional virtue.

THE Sun Aiso Risgs, by Ernest Hem-
ingway (Scribner). A brilliant study
of the “lost generation” of Amer-
icans in Paris.

A Man Courp Stanp Up—, by Ford
Madox Ford (4. & C. Boni). The
last volume of an excellent trilogy
of the war.

Twus TiME oF Man, by Elizabeth Mad-
ox Roberts (Viking Press). The
“epic”’ of a poor-white girl’s inner
and outer life in the Kentucky hills.

NinTH AVENUE, by Maxwell Boden-
heim (Boni & Liveright). Virtue
triumphant through miscegenation.

Tue FippLEr IN Barry, by Robert Na-
than  (McBride). Delicate and
whimsical satire hy an artist in
American fiction.

REevELRy, by Samuel Hopkins Adams
(Boni & Liveright). A sensational
novel of VWashington politics, in
which “the Ohio gang” and their| —
doings play a large part.

And @f Course You've Seen—

EarLy Autumn, by Louis Bromfield
(Stokes). THaT Last INFIRMITY,
by Charles Brackett (John Day).
INTRODUCTION TO SALLY, by “Eliza-
beth” (Dowbleday, Page). THE
Gorpex Dancer, by Cyril Hume

. (Doran). NicGer HEAVEN, by Carl
Van Vechten (Knepf). SHow Boar,
by Edna Ferber (Doubleday, Page).
Hot SaTurpay, by Harvey Fergus-
son (Knopf) . BEFORE THE BoMBARS-
MENT, by Osbert Sitwell (Doran).

SHORT STORIES
BrokeN NEcks, by Ben Hecht (Pascal

Cogici). Powerful impressienistic
sketches of Chicago in the Russian
manner.

Tropic DeaTH, by Eric Walrond (Boni
& Liveright).
DeBits anp Crepirs, by Rudyard Kip-

500 Fifth Avenue, New Yerk Lengzcre 4447

ling (Doubleday, Page).
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Els PATIO

— 58 West 47" Street -
‘chx. Iwas delighted. |}

It reminded me of old
Madrid The waitresses are
dressed Iike seneritas; the
foed served, both American
and Spanish, is superlative. |
It'sa great placeforluncheon ‘
erdinner—this El Patio,

WRITE FOR
BOOKLET

GeorgeWashington

/

<A homelikehotel~

Just astepfromevery
thing =~ comfort with-
out extravagance <
Service sunana

0MZ§IUM@

: R.ESTAU RANT N

: Creole
Fashan Cuisine
andn‘?oc?ty n-an

ke 7 Atmos here
gnsdhgg?o?eg j 505 thern
the Theatre. harm,
JINNER G162 A CARTES OR TABLE o HOTE 520

Be Original This Christmas
| Makeyour gift @ perpetua'joy ~ Send
for Beoklet ‘M’ regarding our special
25 per cent reductien on all tickets
purchased before December 25th
MARY BEATON SCHOOL
OF SWIMMING
Hotel des Artistes, 1 West 67¢th St.
Trafalgar 3162 Susquehanna 844¢
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= Qur representative will be pleased
t0 call with samples

iHMEBAUGu ¢ BROWNE
|

Booksellers and Stationers
4Fast 46" Street

AP PETTEYEYE

Everyone knows who Hrlda

Spong is. Not everyone
knows) *“The Mitre,”’ that
simple tea room of hers
which peoplecallcharming.

19 WESTX%51ist STREET

Telephone Circle 2941

TANGO

Net until you have had les-

cens at Arthur Mucray's

3 studlo have yeu learped the
thrill of danchng, the joy ef
heing seught after asa dunecing
Dartner. All the new eteps may
e mastered in 8 few howrs
from teachers who are sympa-
thetlc fault-findess. The tui-
tienis surprlsjngly mederate.

ARTHUR MURRAY

7E. 43zd St. Vand. 1773

o

GODEY-PRINT INN

28 EAST S53r0. STREET

Tn the evenin g —
Southern, fried Thicken.
waffles, coffec.

‘ pPLAZA 1999

BENTLEY SCHOOL
145 WEST 78th STREET, NEW YORK
A pregressive day scheel for a limived numbter of beys
and girls, frem feur 20 twelve
ALL DAY PROGRAM, 9 axm. to 4 pam,
Supervised play peried 1:30 10 3:30 p.m.
Visitors welcome

Further informati'on on rejuest

Tue Casuarina Treg, by W. Somerset
Maugham (Doran).

SHorT TuzNs, by Barry Benefield ( Cen-
tury).

WinNie-THEe-Poox, by A. A. Milne
(Dutton). A “Juvenile.”

GENER AL
Wine, WoMEN aND WaAR, Anonymous
(Sears).
Benjamin  Frankrin: THe Frst
CwiLizep AmEericaN, by Phillips

Russell (Brentano).
Tuae THEATRE oF GEORGE JEAN Na-
THAN, by Isaac Goldberg (Simon

& Schuster). The life and times of a ||

New York critic in an interesting
background of the New York theatre
of today.

So Tais Is Jazz, by Henry O. Osgood
(Little, Brown). The most author-
itative history of a 100 per cent
American art.

Prejupices, Fifth series, by H. L.
Mencken (Kropf). Contains the
Baltimore Sage’s indictment of
Bryan.

Notes oN Democracy, by H. L. Men-
cken (Knopf). The last word on
behalf of the civilized minority.

Jestince PiLate, by Aldous Huxley
(Doran). Wherein an English so-
phisticate goes round the world,
losing his sense of humor in Amer-

ica.
GrorGE  WasHINGTON: THE IMACE ||

anND THE Man, by W. E. Wood-

ward (Boni & Liveright). A thor- |}

ough de-bunking of the sacrosanct,
paragon Washington of tradition.

MURDER For ProriT, by William Bolitho
(Harper). Five famous “mass mur-
derers,” charged up to the society
that tried and punished them. Bo-
litho's writing could hardly be im-
proved upon.

Tar: A Mipwest CHILDHOOD, by Sher-
wood Anderson (Boni & Live-
right). A further chapter of auto-
biography in which the author’s boy-
hood is effectively recaptured.

Guy pE MavupassanT, by Ernest Boyd
(Knopf). A biographical study from
which it appears that Maupassant
preferred blondes.

And Don’t Overlook—

Georce IV, by Shane Leslie (Little,
Brown). Mgr. CuArLES, KING OF
Encranp, by John Drinkwater
(Doran). THE VacasoND DUCHESS
by Cyril Hughes Hartman (Dut-
ton). THE Best oF Pravs oF
1925-1926, by Burns Mantle (Dedd,
Mead).

Mouammep, by R. F. Dibble (Fiking
Press). MRr. axp Mrs. Habpock
IN Paris, Francg, by Donald Ogden
Stewart (Harper).

Eucene O’NELL, by Barrett H. Clark
(McBride). AN EvecanT HisTory
oF NEw York Socrery, by Samuel
H. Ordway, Jr. (Elegant History
Publishing Ce.). THE GAZELLE'S
Ears, by Corey Ford (Doran).
THERE @UGHT TO BE A Law, by
Don Herold (Dutton). FURTHER
Nonsensg, by Lewis Carroll (4p-

pleton).

A L T L R
345 Windows
facing the Park

The fine homes of che
Alden look out upon the
rolling green of Central
Park.

This tall, new residen-
tial hotel is now largely
occupied and its superb
service in successful oper-
ation.

Unfurnished or furnished. 1,2,

3 or more roems Serping

pa tries, at reasonable remtals.

A fewo suites are avatlable for

shost term leases and tra siemt
occupancy.

Telephone Trafalgar 4100
CARL LETSCH,
Manager

THE ALDEN

225 CENTRAL PARK WEST
North Corner 821 Street
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I s this stepping

out of mycharacter?

“T VERYBODY calls me Cash, the

Nut Man. But in my wonder-
ful ben voyage or #ift baskets, explorers
will discover besides a vatiety of my lus-
cious mee-tee nuts, flavory figs from
Smyrna, little jars of presarves from
California, and curious little packages of
whatnots, that brighten the tedium of
travel. Just as intriguing to ssay-at
homes, too! From $z to $1e f. 0. b.
steamer of hall bey. —CHarzes S.Casn

CASH:¥
metee AULTS

Mol Order Dept, 143-147 W, B'eay
Whitehall 5608

202 Fulton (Hud Ter. Bldg.) 1254 B way,32 St.
Hudson Term. Concourse 2175 B'way, 77 St.
223 Fulton (nr.Greenwich) 2381 B'way, 87 St.
309 Madison, 42 St. 2528 B'way, 95 8t,
Pershing 8q. Bldg. 68 Lenox, 114 St.
650 W. 181 (nr. Wadsworth)

27 Prospect, 163 St.

Philacelpbis
1513 Chestout St. 45 South 13th St

¥

New York

Murray Hill 2630
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ALLERTO N

Club Residences

“You appear to use this club only for golf, Bob . . . its sodal side doesn’t
seem to appeal to you.’’

“IWhy shadd it? Golf links are the only thing tacking in mv other Club—
The Allerton.”’

ALLERTON CLUB RESIDENCES: NEH YORK—CHICAGO— CLEVELAND - RATES: $12 TO $22 4 WEEK . NO INIT(ATION FEES - NO DUES

J A MES s . CUSHMMAN, Presiden:t . WILLIAM H . sItL K. Man arin r Divrecctos
PRINTED BY
DECEMBER 2§, 1926 BLANCHARD PRESS

NEW YORE



" THEATREGOER.

LOVE

AT N O/

|

p—

RE=

' VOILA |
RE/ TAUDANTCDILLON

BNJMGAQTEN MANAGEMENT
|||||||||||||||||||||

{ 277 DADK AV/ENUE




N An Exquisite IocaleMeet for the Holiday-
i Mood. Favored for Yule Festivities

“ Always delightfully persuasive, “Villa Venice™ is even more enchanting
.~ now when aﬁ the world's a-pleasure bent—here the select company fore-
~ | gather for their favorite merry-making of the year—here rich. dazzling
+ Hecliday decorations, choice, savory cuisine and soft, fanciful dance
= melodies from the “Villa Venice™ Augmented @rchestra under Eddie
Davis' own hand, join to make it the locale for

/ Dancing for TEA  Formal DINNER and SUPPER  NoCover Charge
“\7: g No. ¢¢ 99 EAST SIXTIETH STREET
The “Villa Venice” ™ “10 bk St




