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Honest John
By Frank Richardson Pierce
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He paused. "Whaf s wrong wilh yon, John?" Tim inqoiied. "WeVe
been doing business lor months, now, and IVe never cheated yon"

T

H E frontier had granted Tim Rand
one of the finest trap lines in the
north country. And because such
grants are rarely without price, the
frontier had given him two men who
coveted his fur—High-Grade Bullock,
who planned carefully, then killed
coldly; and Cultus George, who was as
bad as his nickname suggested. Men
noticed George because a knife slash
across the left eye gave him a perpetual
leer, but they remembered him because
the exquisitely carved buttons on his
sealskin coat were almost museum
pieces. The buttons had been carved
from walrus ivory and resembled inchlong seals.
The frontier denied Tim Rand the
diversions of his fellows. But the frontier developed within him something
priceless—an ability to find release in
his immediate surroundings. He found
music in the bubbling bean pot, and a
thrill in the blizzard howling around the
cabin—as it was tonight. There was
entertainment in reading items in newspapers some forgotten trapper had
pasted on the cabin wall. And there was
companionship—and potential friendship—in Honest John, the pack, or trade
rat, who lived in the loft.
The sameness of Honest John's routine never palled. Tonight, as the bean
pot bubbled and the wind howled, Tim
Rand began his part of the routine as
usual. He opened a box containing odds
and ends and several brightly colored
rocks. He placed one rock on the edge
of the table and waited. Honest John,
Tim reasoned, must have had bitter experiences with human beings, otherwise
he wouldn't be so skeptical of Tim's re-

peatedly offered friendship. It would
be a great day in Tim's life wh?n Honest
John accepted something from his hand.
Five minutes passed. Then Honest
John ran halfway down the loft ladder
and contemplated the situation in detail.
His body and head were covered with
a yellowish-gray fur. His stomach and
feet were white. His seven-inch tail was
covered with long hair. He lacked the
mean, vicious look of the common rat.
He took pride in his handsome appearance, and as he studied the man at the
table, he combed his whiskers with his
deft forepaws.
"piM RAND chuckled, but Honest John
•^ saw nothing funny in the situation.
He was about to engage in an honest exchange of goods (by his standards) and
saw no cause for levity.
Honest John picked up a twig he had
put down during his inspection, and
dropped to the next step. He stopped
abruptly as a movement at the window
aroused his suspicions. It was the mere
passing of a thumbnail, scraping an inch
of snow from the pane. An eye peered
briefly at the cleared space, but as new
flakes immediately covered the space.
Honest John concluded nothing was
wrong. He dropped lightly to the floor,
scurried across the intervening space
and up the table leg. He paused on the
edge of the table, sniffing.
"What's wrong with you, John?" Tim
inquired. "We've been doing business
for months, now, and I've never cheated
you. Where can you find a better rock
than this one?"
Honest John, with his love of bright
objects, was sorely tempted. But the

rock was closer to the man's hand than
it had ever been before. Suddenly he
leaped the remaining distance. Scrupulously honest in all business matters, he
left the twig, picked up the rock and ran
to the ladder.
He stopped halfway up as a faint click
caught his amazingly keen ears. He
thought he saw the doorknob turn a
trifle, but he wasn't certain. He remained rigid for several tense seconds,
then he remembered he faced a big
night. He planned to pack a quart of
uncooked beans from a jar to an old coat
pocket. Honest John hurried to the loft.
Abruptly the door opened and HighGrade Bullock entered the room in two
swift strides. Tim Rand leaped to his
feet. The gun cracked heavily, the
ejected shell curved through the air and
vanished into a crack in the floor. Tim
Rand fell heavily, his right arm stretched
at an odd angle from his body.
High-Grade Bullock spoke no word
as he looked down on his victim's body,
but he was conscious of a deep elation.
Everything had turned out as he had
planned. He had struck on a stormy
night, confident Tim Rand would be off
guard—confident, too, that the snow
would cover his footprints. Bullock
overturned the table, broke a chair and
otherwise made it appear there had been
a fight. He left the candle stuck in the
whisky bottle flaming. Let it burn out.
That would look convincing and fix the
crime as having occurred at night.
He closed the door and disappeared
into the storm. In a few days the
mounted policeman—unmounted at this
season of the year—would stop with
mail, and find the body. He had an
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idea the police would be hanging Cultus
George for Tim Rand's murder one of
these fine days.
In the silent cabin the candle burned
and spluttered. It burned slowly, and
yet it was low before Honest John
peered down from the loft. The crack
of the automatic pistol had frightened
him into seclusion.
He came halfway down the ladder and
saw much of general interest, and not
a little of specific interest. Even so, for
all his eagerness, he remembered a
good businessman is well-groomed. He
combed his whiskers and touched up the
fur on his shoulders and head, then he
dropped to the floor. His alert eyes detected a dull gleam a few inches from
his nose through a crack in the floor.
His curiosity aroused, he slipped over
to the corner where a rotten board gave
him access to the scant headroom beneath the house—an area well known to
Honest John, who got around.
returned to the cabin, on his
WHwayE N tohe the
loft with the gleaming
new treasure, he passed inches from Tim
Rand's right hand. He stopped abruptly. Something in the half-closed
fingers excited his pride of possession, "^jr
This pride ran with such strength the
last barrier fell, and for the first time he
touched Tim Rand's hand. He dropped
the bright new treasure he had got under
the house, thrust his paws between the
fingers and drew out the ivory button
that was to have hanged Cultus George.
Honest John scampered to his cache
in the loft with his treasure, leaving behind the empty cartridge shell that
hanged High-Grade Bullock.
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A True Story—with Masks
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the kids working steadily at a time when
they had no lessons and when the piglets
and ostriches were in a mood for emotion was too much for Messrs. Towne
and Baker. They turned it over to the
director and cursed him in loud Oriental
language when there were conflicts.
"That's us," cried Towne grandiloquently. "Producers! Bawl people out.
Smoke big cigars. . . ."
When the producing setup was finally
arranged with George Schaefer of RKO
in New York, Towne started back to
Hollywood and was only rudely awakened from his reveries of power and
fortune by the reporters in Chicago.
What was he going to call his new company? Towne thought fast, this being
the means by which he has made some
of his best sales of original scripts. "The
Play's the Thing," he announced quickly,
and it was only later that he and Baker
realized they were trapped.
"There have been rumors to the contrary," they said, "but don't you believe
them. We ain't Shakespeare."
It's Not Modesty
In short, they got modest and realized
that if the play was the thing, it had to
be an old classic and not something the
boys had tossed off in a fine maudlin
frenzy. That resulted in Swiss Family
Robinson, and will result in Tom
Brown's School Days, which is now in
preparation. But they're hanging onto
four modern scripts of their own, which
will be thrown into the breach at the first
sign of box-office anemia.
"If you want to see some real nuts,
look at us," says Towne. "Three hundred thousand a year as writers we
throw away just to get a headache like
this."
But that's just more of their fake
modesty. They've worked eighteen
hours a day since they started doing
their own pictures but they're so proud
of being producers it almost strangles
them. They write new dialogue, interview actors, spend hours on the set.
write checks (holding their heads and
going yi-yi-yi), look at rushes, okay
advertising, write more dialogue, have
a screaming row with the director, hold
the hand of one of the mothers of their
kid actors, think up gags for publicity.

write more checks, write more dialogue,
bellyache about their troubles, denounce
each other in blasphemous terms.
Both Towne and Baker are old-timers
in the business. Graham Baker is a
Scotchman from Evansville, Indiana,
who was a cartoonist and reporter in
New York before catching on with the
old Vitagraph studios in Brooklyn.
That was the period when the boys
making the one-reelers got excellent results by sneaking on the sets of the bigger picture at noon hour, using the
expensive scenery for their own purpose,
shooting the story as they went along
and scramming to safety just at the
moment when the big shots were coming back from lunch.
"Those quickies used to appear on
Broadway a month before the features
and then everybody would swear they
had stolen their stuff from us," says
Baker.
In Hollywood he became story head
of First National Pictures and later with
Warners' when they took it over. The
legend goes that in that capacity he
fired Gene Towne, a fresh punk from
the Bronx who had come west with the
idea of being a cowpuncher but had
hastily forsaken this romantic notion
upon seeing Hollywood. "Gold!" Towne
is reported to have shrieked ecstatically,
waving his hands around wildly at the
magic city and proceeding to talk himself into a writing job at Warners'
although not knowing at the time the
difference between a comma and a
crowbar.
But no story about Towne and Baker
can be taken literally. They have assiduously built up a legend about themselves which has paid them dividends of
a fabulous order. Towne is the idea man
and the demon salesman; Baker is the
hard-boiled editor who listens sourly to
Towne's wild plots and says, "I'm sorry,
but it stinks." Towne at once produces
six new ideas, acting them out like a
Barrymore—wheedling, screaming, expressing fear, hate, adoration. They settle on an idea and divide the work,
Towne taking the last half. Baker the
first.
They bring back the results and have
another ferocious row. Their restaurant
fights over the luncheon table have become notorious. In the middle of a dis-

1. THIS I S THE BEST WAY I k n o w tO tell

you a little story of what happened to me
a few months ago. If you have ever been in
the same situation, you will know I am not
exaggerating.

2. I WAS BOUND hand and foot by "The
Great American Malady," which is a
phrase my humorous husband uses for
constip . . . . n. Most of the time I felt exactly like this. I wasn't nice to live with!

I
3. BUT THAT WASN'T ALL! Every time the
old trouble came, I had to make a pilgrimage to the medicine cabinet. Often, I
thouglit I'd rather endure it than "cure"
it. It didn't matter very much whether
school kept or not.

4. THEN, ONE BRIGHT MORNING, I discovered KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAN! My thought-

ful doctor had sent me a package. "I'd
rather prevent than prescribe for your
condition," he said. "'You need a little of
what we call "bulk' in your diet, ALL-BRAN
will get at the cause of the trouble."

5. AND DID IT? After a few weeks of having ALL-BRAN for breakfast, and drinking
plenty of water, 1 began to feel like all the money in the mint. And to think I could do
that with a delicious iood instead of with medicines! Isn't Nature uonderfulP

Join the "Regulars" with
"I spent it all on a pretty blonde, ha! ha!"

KELLOGG'S ALL- BRAN
MADE BY KELLOGG'S IIN BATTLE CREEK
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splendid tonic food a chance to help
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give you

Fleischmann's

HIGH-VITAMIN YEAST
Copyright, 1940, Standard Brands Incorporated

cussion over the script they start yelling
at each other. Towne, who is a ball of
nervousness, ends by hurling down his
napkin, turning over a glass of water,
taking a wild swing at Baker and stalking out. "That's the end of a beautiful
friendship," says Holljrwood sadly, but
they're wrong. Next day they're back as
pretty as ever.
"Start a new scrap but never continue
an old one; that's our motto," they explain.
Before joining up with Baker, Towne
was a highly paid gag writer in the silent
days. His price was $1,000 a reel for
sticking in gag titles and he seemed to
be set for life, but he wasn't satisfied.
He wanted to do originals for the sCreen,
something unknown at that time. Everybody told him he'd starve but they
didn't know Towne. He could sell anything and proceeded to do it. They
started by getting $5,000 for an original story and have pushed that price as
far north as $75,000.
Most of the Towne-Baker ideas are
sold without a word being written. They
took the idea of Ten Days of Heaven
from a news story telling about an Alabama warden who gave a ten-day furlough at Christmas to all his prisoners.
While they were working on that one at
Metro for Spencer Tracy, Towne saw a
magazine account of the rivalry between
the hockey teams at West Point and the
Canadian Royal Military Academy. He
went galloping over to L. B. Mayer's
office, reeled off an entire complicated
story to surround this idea and was back
with an acceptance of $40,000 in time to
join Baker with his dessert.
Hollywood's Hardest Workers
When they began their collaboration
they started the Towne-Baker myth
along with it. Their first office was in a
rickety building next door to a dentist.
There was a typewriter on an apple box
and one broken chair, all for ten dollars
a month. Later they changed to a
swankier suite for $18.50. It had the
biggest ash tray in the world—the floor.
They used the dentist's drills for opening gin bottles.
Towne sells the idea to a producer—
and they've made such smashes as
Shanghai; History is Made at Night;
Mary Burns, Fugitive; Every Night at
Eight; You Only Live Once—and then
they hash it over so thoroughly in the
writing that it often turns out to be
something entirely different from the
original conception. Either they talk
the producer into taking the new one
or they immediately sell it to somebody else and retreat to the first idea.
One day a producer on the golf links
was telling Baker the plot of a story he
had just bought. "Awful," said Baker,
nodding his head sadly, "a simply awful
story; you're stuck with a little lulu
there, my friend."
"But I just bought it from Towne this
morning," cried the producer.
Baker threw himself into reverse instantly.
"Damn this high wind!" he yelled desperately. "I hardly heard a word you
said. Tell me that again; the bits I got
sounded swell."
They make a great play about being
irresponsible and gaga but they are the
hardest workers in town. During the hot
months they like to work in their shorts,
looking like Egyptian slaves laboring on
the pyramids. They hammer at their
typewriters and bellow at their secretaries and drink steadily from tall thin
glasses. For six years they have averaged an original story a month. In the
last few years they have never done
fewer than four completed scripts and in
addition have sold ideas which have
been elaborated by other writers.
Their private lives are entirely separated and their wives barely know each

other. No matter how late Towne is out
at night—and it can be very late—he
is at the studio at eight in the morning
and they wallop away at their machines
until six.
Towne lives in a most respectable
part of Los Angeles and gets his exercise running around in circles, screaming. Baker has a mansion in Beverly
Hills, plays golf, and was almost rent
asunder last year when he got caught in
the electrical apparatus which opens the
door of his garage for him without his
having to get out of his car.
"Two more gadgets and that bird isn't
going to be any use at all," says Towne.
Congratulations, Mr. Roosevelt
When The Play's the Thing Corporation was formed last year Baker pulled a
fast one on Towne by making him president. Now every day or two a strange
gentleman pops into the office and confronts the president with another of his
slight errors. He has forgotten to attend
to workmen's compensation, he has neglected the matter of social security, there
is the little matter of a permit for this
or the other. Baker is all on the side of
authority immediately.
"Don't let him stand there talking
back to you," he howls at the official.
"The man is obviously a rat. Put him in
jail."
So onward they go on their fantastic
career. Anyone seeing Towne during the
last week of the screening of Swiss Family Robinson would have known that he
was no playboy. He was worried to
death. He would look at the rushes and
go out on the set and talk with Thomas
Mitchell and Edna Best and Freddie
Bartholomew of the cast. Although nobody but the insiders had seen anything
of the picture, he would stop people
and ask them how they liked it. When
they acted a bit stupid at this, he would
yell at them in exasperation:
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"Well, how did you like it as a kid?"
They generally said they liked it as
a kid, it being their favorite book. When
President Roosevelt proclaimed it his
favorite book on a broadcast for children's book week, Towne expanded to
the point of explosion.
"See that he gets one of the first
prints!" he cried. "Take a wire . . .
F. D. Roosevelt, White House, congratulations on excellent j u d g m e n t . . . . Letter will follow."
With Tom Brown's School Days, which
is next on the Towne-Baker schedule,
there have been difficulties because of
pathetic complaints from abroad. The
headmaster of Rugby is terrified lest the
atmosphere of that sainted place be
ruined by Hollywood. Mr. Towne has
reassured him at length. There will be
an English director, Sir Cedric Hardwicke will be in the cast, the research
has been so complete that Messrs.
Towne and Baker have been drinking
tea every afternoon—complete with a
snort of brandy.
"Rugby," says Mr. Towne, dropping
his voice tenderly to a tone of reverence.
"I love Rugby as if it were my own alma
mater—P. S. 148, Bronx. Wait'U you
see. . . . It'll be an epic. It will make
Rugby men cry all over the world. . . ."
At this Mr. Towne pauses, gazes at
some important-looking papers on his
desk which are covered with strange and
huge figures and adds:
"It's making me cry already."
In Swiss Family Robinson there were
typhoons, shipwrecks—and the little
tots and animals. They have been steeling themselves against anything like
that in Tom Brown. There will be no
goats and no pigeons. Mr. Towne is convinced of that.
"Listen," he yelled. "We're still writers; don't forget that. We'll write the
goats out. If we can't get them out
without writing Tom Brown out, we'll
write him out. Goats once is enough!"
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Listen, Dad, don't tell me our'37
car ^ ^ is just like new...your darling daughter knows differently. I've read ^ ^
new De Soto—and we're out of date by ^)

about the

Big Features!

De Soto's rear seat ^ ^ ^ is actually 5"wider than ours. Rear
doors are full width at bottom

— easier to get in and

out of! T h e luggage locker holds 11 big bags ^^\

yet there's

no bulge. | ^ T h e new gearshift is right on the steering post
out of your knees' M way. Doors click tightly shut with
just a gentle touch. [I gave Dad an earful ®) and he listened!
P. S. We've got our New 1940 De Soto and it's Great!]
TUNE IN MAJOR BOWES' HOUR, C. B. S., THURS., 9 TO 10 P. M.. E. S. T

DE SOTO
AMERICA'S FAMILY GAR
De Luxe Coupe

i

De Luxe Sedan

*845h905
Delivered a t Detroit, Mich. Federal taxes included.
Transportation, s t a t e and local taxes, if any, extra.
De Soto Division of Chrysler Corporation, Detroit.
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Bashful Buckeye

2hv a, 'n(4/t4jz!ifiWKr^onda...
I knew it would happen.
I was on a hard case and needing every ounce of pep. And
wouldn't you know—I woke up
with the logy, sickish feeling
that says, plainer than words,
'Young lady, you need a laxative.' Well, I knew better than
to take a' slow-acting kind. I
couldn't afford to be only 'halfthere' for hours . . .11
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answers elected him, a man unknown
except by surname to all but a privileged
few, to the United States Senate. It was
a rather startling upset of the time-dishonored theory that in politics it is fatal
to think before you speak and that an
aspirant's greatest handicap is courage.
Yet things may go badly for Senator
Taft; the poor fellow has brains, too.
He's fifty-one years old, has never
learned to putter and will not work up
a nervous breakdown relaxing at his
hobby. He has no hobbies. He knows
no funny stories, smiles in public only
when told to, and was raised in the belief that the only way to look for or at
a professional politician is down—a belief which he hasn't wholly abandoned.
Like the current incumbent of the White
House, he's an Episcopalian, attending
church fairly regularly and fond of doing
a lot of very un-Episcopalian hymn
singing—much too loud and irretrievably out of tune. He has a deep distrust of the popular—persons, books,
songs, slogans, shows, voices and vices.
He writes honest and lucid but dull
speeches; and the way he delivers them
doesn't help any. And yet the man has
the great gifts of clarity and sincerity.
Surprise for Mr. Smith
Against the advice of friends and
others who said they were acting merely
as humanitarians, he undertook to debate by radio with the New Deal's brilliant Texan, Mr. T. V. Smith, professor
of philosophy in the University of Chicago and congressman-at-large from Illinois. Mr. Smith has a silver tongue, a
golden wit and, he adds, several other
metallic qualities, notably brass. To
match oratory with Professor Smith one
has either to be brave or naive. Mr.
Taft has considerable difficulty recognizing brilliance; but he seems to know
when the other guy's wrong. Anyway he
took on the professor.
When the series ended, the broadcast
people took a poll—Professor Smith's
philosophical souffle against Senator
Taft's economic pork and beans. To the
astonishment of all except the senator,
whose emotional side isn't any too noticeable, Mr. Taft won—and rather
handsomely. Whereat several forumminded promoters talked of matching
him with such rapiers as Mr. Ickes, Mr.
Hopkins and the like, but nothing came
of it. If Senator Taft is nominated
they'll have their turns. After the Smith
debates the thought was born that perhaps the country was a mite tired of
meringue and hungering for a dose of
plain meat and potatoes.
Anyway, that's how Mr. Taft won his
senatorship—that and the injudicious
expenditure throughout Ohio of a couple
of hundred thousand dollars—roughly
the same amount expended by his oppo-
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should be. That day and many a d a y . m c e l v e

nent—plus the wit, will and wisdom of
his politically acute wife, Martha Bowers Taft. At the outset of his campaign
for the Senate against the New Deal's
Bulkley, even Republicans were betting long odds that Mr. Taft couldn't
make it an interesting race. Even a
a month before the voting it looked
like a mild exercise for Senator Bulkley.
And to make it worse, Mr. Roosevelt
lifted his voice twice for Mr. Taft's opponent. Whether it was overconfidence
or whether it was just bad judgment,
Mr. Bulkley made the grievous error of
accepting the harried Mr. Taft's invitation to a series of six joint debates, from
the same platform—a sort of lesser Lincoln-Douglas affair.
Before it was over Mr. Taft was in
the pleasant position of having to beg
audiences to quit booing Mr. Bulkley
and grant him the right to be heard.
Razzberries, Bronx cheers and similar
lower-class chidings disconcerted Mr.
Bulkley, as well they might; he should
have taken a hint from the apparently
birdproof Mr. Taft.
.^t the beginning of the debates
(which incidentally were broadcast) admirers of Mr. Bulkley booed Mr. Taft.
But Mr. Taft apparently didn't mind; he
merely grabbed the microphone, pressed
it to his lips and went right on talking.
The immediate audience didn't hear him
but thousands who weren't there did.
Moreover, the thousands of absentees
did not hear the pro-Bulkley clamor because the microphone was so close to
Mr. Taft's lips that they could hear
nothing but the unvarnished tale he had
to tell. As you know, Mr. Taft all but
obliterated Mr. Bulkley in that contest.
But maybe such tactics had nothing to
do with what happened; as we've suggested, perhaps the folks were merely a
bit weary of glitter that was not gold.
It was in that campaign that we got our
brief glimpse of Mr. Taft as a votewrangler. Except for three fireless terms
in the Ohio Legislature, Mr. Taft had
been a strictly private character, spending his days in silent toil as attorney for
numerous railroads, manufacturers and
public utilities and the rest of his waking
hours in noiseless homebodying and
occasional decorous social exchanges.
He reads the conventional economists
two and three at a time, checking one
against the other. When the strain becomes more than even he can bear he
takes on an occasional detective story
which too is subjected to tests for credulity and scientific soundness. Or he may
turn to the more sober biographies, losing somewhat of his zest if he finds the
author has erred in date or historic connotation. Fact has neither latitude,
longitude nor expansion, thinks Senator
Taft. You're right or you're wrong;
you can't be nearly either.
During his senatorial campaign he
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SAL HEPATICA
Get a bottle of this famous saline laxative at your druggist's t o d a y
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FOBD y 8 inSTBUETiOn BOOK
You Don't Have to "BreakIn" the Ford V-8
You can forget the tedious 500 or 1,(XX) mile
breaking-in period with your new Ford. It is
ready for normal driving immediately. You
can drive it up to 60 miles an hour right from
the start. After the first hundred miles you can
drive it as fast as you desire.
This means t h a t you can enjoy your
\'-8 from the start—which is i m p o r t a n t
ticularly if you are thinking of taking a
trip—or if you use your car for business.
do not have to drag along at slow speeds.

Ford
parlong
You

T h e Ford V-8 needs no "breaking-in" because of unusual accuracy in the manufacture
of moving parts and the smoothness of bearing
surfaces. Clearances were correct when the
car was delivered t o you. T h e car does not
need to depend on a long wearlng-in period t o
eliminate tightness and insure smooth running.
Such precision methods are bound t o result
in longer life, greater economy and better
performance. T h e y are further proof of the
care and q u a l i t y t h a t h a v e gone into the making
of your Ford V-8.
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stuck to one untrimmed pattern: He
would tell the facts of government
clearly as he saw them, as he had come
to understand them after much study,
deep research, frigid contemplation. If
that wasn't enough to win—well, that's
all he had. Financially he was out in
front of his opposition, being a man of
considerable private wealth and having
the material backing of a number of rich
admirers. In his quest for the presidential nomination he is exceedingly
well-heeled, his campaign manager
being his wealthy cousin. Mr. David S.
Ingalls of Cleveland, and among the
contributors to his precampaign fund
being a number of bankers (at least one
of them the head of a great New York
bank), and several major industrialists.
While off the platform, where his conduct must have made many of our best
demagogues laugh themselves sick, he
beat the bush with the same disregard
for the accepted rules of politics. There
was, for example, that Middletown incident. It was during the primaries.
Mr. Taft and Judge Arthur Day of
Ohio's Supreme Court were rivals for the
nomination. Ohio's Republican organization was backing the judge, Taft running on his own.
How to Carry Middletown

Catch a sporty "king
salmon right in the harbors
of Puget Sound's storied
f\ ports. Land a fighting
Steelhead . . . trout, bass,
. perch, cod, or poggy. Vou
can enjoy "lazy day" fishing on quiet
inland waters or whip a fast - flowing
stream or river. Surf fishing, too.

In Ml, Rainii'r ^uttuiuii

Park

T h e fishing season is year-round, but
t h e r e are other attractions in this scenic
Evergreen P l a y g r o u n d and from ski-level
to sea-level, every holiday thrill and
relaxation u n d e r a cool sun. Modern
cities, world ports, pioneer shrines. W i t h
wide paved highways, low living costs
and fine a c c o m m o d a t i o n s t h r o u g h o u t the
State. See your travel a g e n t for low
fares and fast travel schedules from all
principal U. S. points. W r i t e today for
F R E E booklet and fishing information.

FREE BOOKLET—W^jura; C.n>„, Photos
State Progress Commission. Koom6.S
State Capitol. Olympia. Wastiington
Please send me FREE travel booklet and fislling information.
Tiame
Address

Just before Mr. Taft spoke to Middletown (in a somewhat stately tour which
took him into every county in the state)
the local shepherds told him that their
followers were right partial to beer and
suggested that Mr. Taft purchase a
quantity commensurate with his hopes.
After the meeting, the assembled patriots
having listened to both Mr. Taft and
Judge Day with well-disguised impatience, they repaired to the hall where
the beer was waiting. Having spoken
and bought beer, Mr. Taft considered
his duty done and was about to take his
strait-jacket message to the next town.
He was told, however that he ought to
look in on the scene of malted merrymaking and wish the boys a down-thehatch or something.
It was indeed a merry scene. Mr. Taft
was particularly interested in seeing his
opponent, the jovial Judge Day, presiding at the tap of the nearest keg, handing out the glasses like the good fellow
that he is. Apparently it never occurred
to Mr. Taft to step in, man the next keg
and help prime the boys. Nor did he
think it necessary to ask somebody
whose beer this was anyway. No, he
merely stood in the doorway, unfurled a
Coolidgean smile, waved his hand
vaguely and blushed, hoping, doubtless,
that no one would think him another
Huey Long. Any^vay he doesn't like
beer, a lack of taste considered in Cincinnati as slightly seditious. He's not
much of a drinker anyway, although
he'll take a cocktail in proper circumstances. Old-fashioneds are his preference—a jiggerlet of bourbon, a short
dash of bitters, very little sugar with
lots of ice and plenty of orange, pineapple and other garbage they ruin oldfashioneds with. And, oh, yes—he
carried Middletown.
As a state legislator for six years, for
two of which he was Speaker of the
House, he devoted himself almost exclusively to struggling to make Ohio's state
and municipal borrowing capacity abracadabra read less like a Chinese scenario. He is widely accused of having
no sense of humor, but there is evidence
that he has a dry one of sorts even if he
doesn't think it important enough to call
on much. Being asked by an earnest
soul whether he didn't think debt beyond
ability to pay was a crime, he replied:
"Not necessarily; some folks enjoy
being ruined."
And yet it would be a cardinal error
to call Senator Taft a reformer. He hates
the word. He's much too rational, per-

haps even too conservative, for that. His
first concern is not men, but what men
live by. Pure reason has left no room
in the Taft mind for the vagaries of the
brotherhood of man. Anyway, he's as
practical as a bar of soap.
Fifteen years ago when his popular
brother, Mr. Charles P. Taft, and others
(notably Mr. Herbert S. Bigelow, Ohio's
super-Doctor Townsend) were going
sleepless and sometimes broke in their
successful fight to rescue Cincinnati from
the clutches of one of the toughest mobs
of political hooligans that ever sacked a
city, Robert Alphonso Taft fought for
the hooligans, locally known as the Bolivars. By his presence and speech he
lent what aid he had to the Republican
machine, which had won an admiring tribute from that unquestioned authority, ex-Boss Pendergast of Kansas
City, who is now in jail deploring the
ingratitude of his erstwhile fellow citizens.
Not that Mr. Taft saw it through
Pendergast eyes. He declared that his
reason for fighting against the city management plan and proportional representation was that these two were
inimical to standard two-party government and thus made party responsibility
impossible. Our governmental ills, says
Senator Taft, are bred by men and practices and are not inherent in the system.
Like most preoccupied intellectuals,
he's no fop. His idea of a suit of clothes
is that it's a necessity. If there's someone around to remind him to keep it
neat, so much the better. Although he
protests he likes to fish (notwithstanding those Florida campaign photographs) he's no outdoors man. He plays
golf, his average score being in the middle eighties, but he drives his opponents
mad at it. He's one of those golfers to
whom every shot is a major problem
and is so treated. He doesn't hit them
far but he's never off the course. He'd as
lief be caught in a strip-tease smoker as
a sand trap.
He's a shy man just as he was a solemn, diffident boy who would rather
play chess than baseball; who never had
to be told twice to go to bed, who always
stood at the head of his class and who
seemed never to be aware that he was
not popular with the kids. In Cincinnati
he is accused of being high-hat, passing
people whom he should know without
recognizing them. But that's less than
fair. He's naturally austere but he's not
only shy and preoccupied (no one remembering the day or hour when he
wasn't lugging two or three major problems around with him), he's myopic.
His nearsighted eyes kept him out of the
Army in 1917 although he tried twice to
enlist. Nevertheless, he's not loved in

Cincinnati, merely respected. Inquire
about him—the personal side of him—
and they'll begin at once to tell you about
his younger brother, the active, civicminded and hugely popular Charles P.
Taft. We met one of the senator's important employees who has worked for
him for ten years and whom he sees
daily.
"I'm sure," said he, "that he doesn't
know my first name. At least, he has
never used it."
No Pholographic Foolishness
Barred from the Army, he became assistant counsel for Herbert Hoover's
United States Food Administration. He
receives strangers coolly but not coldly,
his gray eyes appraising but not questioning. There'll be no professional
smile on his pale face nor any hearty
hand wringing. He's tall, big-framed,
paunchy and self-contained to the last
drop. He doesn't smoke, has no favorite
foods, authors, singers, artists or movie
stars. Since being graduated from the
Yale law school in 1913, nobody can remember seeing him without a large
brief case out of which he can pull any
paper or document the moment calls for
without looking. About the only things
he ever loses or forgets are his hat, umbrella, galoshes and the names of the
people he met at Mrs. Quimp's reception
last night.
Unless we can't read unmistakable
signs, he will, if nominated, take charge
of his own publicity. When he saw newspaper and magazine reproductions of
himself posing in business clothes
gingerly holding a turkey that he didn't
shoot, fishing from a boat that was
tethered to a dock, fingering a fish that
hadn't been in the water for a week, inspecting a daffodil, dourly regarding
somebody's cow and so on—when he
saw those, his management had quite a
time of it. He was all for getting along
thereafter without the help of photographers. Actually he did refuse rather
tartly to don an Indian war bonnet and
be photographed as an honorary chief
of the Seminoles flanked by elderly red
men at two dollars a head.
Twice, and only twice, he permitted
publicity men to spangle speeches he
had written for early delivery. He read
the garnished versions of his uninspired
but forthright manuscripts and threw
them away.
"Sorry," said he, "but that's not what
I want to say, or the way I want to say
it."
Whereat he delivered what he had
himself written—prosy, clumsy, flowerless, but leaving hearers in no doubt of
what Robert Alphonso Taft believed. If

"We got there too late—all the hydrants were taken!"
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el\ inator Did

Today Kelvinator shows the amazing results of its 1940 Program of Large- Volume Production
and Low-Cost Selling—a line ofLarger,.. Finer Refrigerators at Prices Never PossibleBefore!
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o w , M r s . America, look how you sayc/
H e r e ' s a full IIneofbig6and 8 cubic foot,
1940 Kelvinators. T h e y ' re easily the best and
most beautiful we ever built. N o t a single
out-of-date, last year's model among t h e m .
And no matter which one you choose . . .
from the big $114.75* model right on up . . .
you save $30 to $60 over last yearns prices!
H o w did Kelvinator do this in the face of
rising costs? Read the answer.
F I R S T , w e found a more efficient way to
distribute Kelvinator products . . . and we
cut the cost of selling. This made a big saving.
S E C O N D , b y p u t t i n g 9 6 % o f our production
on 6 and 8 cubic foot size models, we are able
to build better refrigerators at lower cost.
T H I R D , in anticipation of greatly increased
sales, we have doubled our production
schedules, and passed the manufacturing
savings to you.
N o w look what you get! T h e beautiful
white cabinet is welded steel, with Porcelainon-steel inside, and bright, long-life Permalux outside. It has 84 ice cube capacity—
9 lbs., automatic light, cold storage tray,
Kelvin (Control, and 17 other features.
W h a t ' s more, it's powered by the famous
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Polarsphere sealed unit that uses current
less than 20 % of the time, and has power
enough to keep 5 refrigerators cold, under
average household conditions. Y o u can save
many dollars a year on current costs alone!
And it is backed by Kelvinator's 5 Year
Protection Plan.
W h y put up any longer with an undersized, wasteful refrigerator or old-fashioned
ice-box? T h e r e ' s a full line of six and eight
cubic foot size Kelvinators to choose from
. . . at any one of Kelvinator's 5000 dealers.
A nd every one has been greatly reduced in
price. Reductions range from $30 to $60.
G o see them—and Look at the Size! Look
at the N a m e ! Look at the Price!
KELVINATOR DIVISION
NASH-KELVINATOR CORP., D E T R O r r , M I C H .
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HAVE YOU SEEN the 1940
Kelvinator Electric Ranges,
Washers and Water Heaters?
The year's best values! See
them at Kelvinator dealers.

/ioekies.

© 1940, NaBh-K«!vinator Corp.
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ValuesJor 1940

See t/iese other Mg | V l i

TO HELP YOU PICK the best refrigerator for your m o n e y , your
Kelvinator dealer will gladly give
you a free copy of " T h e 1940 Refrigerator G u i d e . " It contains complete, authoritative information regarding 1940 refrigerator values.

WANT A COMPLETELY EQUIPPED
REFRIGERATOR? Model S-6 has big
Vegetable Bin, New-type Ice Troys,
Sliding Crisper. Compare with $180
refrigerators. Kelvina- t 4 n n 9 S *
tor's new price only . .
IuU

WANT "MOIST-COLD"? Model HS-6
has new "Moist-Master" System —
decreases the loss of moisture from
foods. Compare with $230 refrigerators. Kelvinator's new ( 4 n f l a 5 *
price only . . .
iKu

M69^

WANT ALL DE LUXE FEATURES?
Model R-6 has De Luxe equipment.
Two Crispers.Cold Chest, SpeedyCube
Trays, etc. Compare with $210 refrigerators. Kelvinator's t j ^ n o s *
new price only . . .
1 | J)
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WANT THE FINEST REFRIGERATOR
MADE? It's Model HD-6. Has txW conveniences, plus "Moist-Master" System. Compare with $230 to $300 r e - '
frigerators. Kelvinator's
95*
new price only
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he's nominated you'll hear so much
about Senator Taft and his clever wife,
Martha Taft, that it's only fair to leave
you something to look forward to. In
the meantime it wouldn't hurt you to
know briefly what he believes. Said he
to questions put to him before anyone
suspected that he'd sit in the Senate or
seek the presidency:
"I favor balancing the budget by reducing government expenditures of all
kinds and eliminating many governmental bureaus. The President (on
March 18, 1936) placed the cost of relief at three and a half billion dollars. If
properly administered, this cost alone
can be reduced by more than a billion.
"I believe relief should be administered by the localities under state laws
with cash assistance from both the state
and federal governments. Local administration can determine what proportion should be expended for direct
relief and what proportion for work relief but both should be used as local
conditions require or justify.
"I do not favor further devaluation
of the dollar, currency inflation, credit
inflation, the remonetization of silver or
a managed currency. I believe in the
restoration of the gold bullion standard
after an agreement is secured with other
leading nations to effect a permanent
stabilization of exchange.
"I do not favor any federal program
whose aim is to control or fix wages,
working hours or a shorter work week.
I believe that ability freely to negotiate
wage scales by collective bargaining is
more to the ultimate advantage of both
worker and employer.
"I do not favor an amendment to the
Constitution authorizing the federal
government to deal with economic and
social problems national in scope, nor in
limiting the courts as to their right to
declare laws of Congress unconstitutional.
"I do not favor a modification or suspension of the antitrust laws to enable
businessmen to get together to agree on
labor relations, to agree on control of
production or to attempt to fix prices.
The antitrust laws do not prohibit con-

Copyiight 1940, LiGGtTT & MYERS TOBACCO CO.

means
MILD and COOL
positively NO BITE

ferences on trade practices but they
should be clarified to inform businessmen exactly what practices may be discussed and agreements concerning them
should be subject to the approval of the
Federal Trade Commission.
"I am opposed to the curtailment of
production, industrial or agricultural. I
believe the farmer who relies on an export market is entitled to some compensation for the higher price level created
in this country by the tariff.
"I am in favor of reciprocal trade
treaties, but I believe such treaties
should be subject to the approval of
Congress.
"I do not favor a policy of public
power development except where it is
purely incidental to flood or navigation
control. I am opposed to the expansion
of the Tennessee Valley Authority. I
am in favor of the regulation of interstate public utilities in the same manner
in which the railroads are regulated by
the Interstate Commerce Commission."
There stood Robert Alphonso Taft in
June, 1936. You may take it or leave it.
He's still there. He'll be there next year
and the year after and from then on.
The pragmatic Mr. Taft is an aristocrat by birth and training. Politics hasn't
dictated his associations nor expediency
governed his tongue. He says the same
things to corporation directors, labor
unions. WPA workers and the jobless.
When candidate for senator, he was
accused of being the candidate of wealth
and culture with little understanding
and perhaps small sympathy for the
lowly. What the people wanted, his opponent cried, was a simple man, a common man, an ordinary man, to represent
them in the Senate. He paid no attention. But his wife did.
Said Martha Taft to a congregation
of coal miners:
"My husband is not a simple man. He
did not start from humble beginnings.
My husband is a very brilliant man. He
had a fine education at Yale. He has
been trained well for his job. Isn't that
what you prefer when you pick leaders
to work for you?"
Apparently it was.

"I don't think it's fair counting over him.
That would put anybody to sleep!"
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A K E this fleetster pictured here,
this Buick SUPER.

It has the huskiest frame of any car at
the money.
It is longer, bumper to bumper,than any
other at its price.
It weighs more at the curb—and there's
just no substitute for road weight if you
want steadiness.

M.-ore than 12,000 separate parts went

into it.

A n d 44 kinds of steel. And 22 types of
non-ferrous metals. A n d 6 kinds of iron.
Some 5,000 split-hair measurements kept
its parts "on the money."
Every craftsman who touched it helped
inspect it, checking his own work and
that of the man before him.
They attained precisions that in nine cases

had to be true within 5 ten-thousandths of an inch. In six places,
between 7 and 10 ten-thousandths.
In twenty-two places, within limits
of one to two thousandths.

Th
-hen:

They force-flushed every
engine to make sure it was clean of
sludge and grit.

Prices Begin at

* delivered at Flint,
Mich. Transportation
based o?i rail rates,
state and local taxes (if
any), optional equip7nent
and accessories — extra.
for Business Coupe Prices subject to change
without notice.

'895

They scoured every rear axle housing with live steam — and hermetically sealed it.
They " f r e s h e n e d " every battery with
a six-hour charge, they balanced every
wheel, tire and tube assembly within fourounce weight limits. They even tightened
nuts and bolts to a scientifically determined proper tension.

Yees,

you get a whale of a car in this
Buick. A livelier car. A more rugged
car. A more satisfying car.

—Sedan prices
start at $955—

You get a bigger and finer car. A car
easier to service, with only 31 parts requiring lubrication to 68 in the car of
ten years ago.
You get a car 10% heavier than even the
Buick of six years back, but a car with
15% more power.
But do you know how little you get it
for? T h a t ' s something you should see
your Buick dealer about—now!

Below is the Buick SUPER 4-door touring sedajt SI 100
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Men had to be careful
on the iced-up deck or
after the dories they
w o u l d g o . The crew
were turned to on the
job of clearing the ice

That man who is laughing at marriage on
the opposite page
>• linows that the

HOTEL
PENNSYLVANIA
is the
Statler Hotel
in New York
MODERN! . . . gay rooms, iiewIv decorated liy iViiierii'a's leadiiijrdesigners. I'leel ne« el«'vaLors.
Siiarkliiiif new Cafe Kou"e aiul
I

n
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Coffee Sliop.
CONVENIENT! . . . t i m e - a n d dim(^-sa^illg, uud-town Joealioji.
Direct passageway to PeJiiiss Ivaiiia Slatioti ami sul>\\ a\ s. .1 list a
stroll lo tfieatres anil smart S1JO|>S.
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H E vessel lay to anchor on the
easterly edge of the Grand Banks.
The Skipper had been considering
one more day of fishing, but they were
already four weeks from home, and
here was a northerly wind in the making, a fair enough wind to let the vessel lay course to Gloucester.
The Skipper hung his nose up to
windward again and ordered the dories
lashed inboard, the anchor hove up
and sail made.
When sail was made, the Skipper put
the vessel on the starboard tack, then
turned the wheel over to Roy Gilman,
saying: "Awesterly we're going, boy.
By the wind and keep her going."
Roy lowered his eyes for a glance at
the compass, raised his head for a
glance at the luff of the mainsail. That
was his job—to note her compass
course and hold her nose to it. Between times he was also noting the lift
of the vessel's bow, the swash of the
white water over her lee rail.
Roy stood to windward of the wheel
and held the wheel spokes easily—
easily but firmly and surely as a Gloucester helmsman should. It looked to
him like the beginning of a perfect
passage, a great day to be turning a

MORE FOR YOUR MONEY! . . .
a larger, more liivurioiis room and
halli. with radio. Viid maii\ iipto-tlie-minute,((/*-.>i«r//ii,'features.
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vessel's stern to the offshore banks and
heading her for home. He said so to
the Skipper, and added: "In five days
now, let this wind hold, and we should
be tied up to our wharf in Gloucester,
ha, Skipper?"
"And one minute later you'll be
headed up the wharf to where the wife
is waitin'—is that what you're thinkin' ?" said the Skipper.
"That's it. Skipper. How'd you
guess it?"
The Skipper only smiled to that.
"In five days," said Roy. "In four
days maybe, ha. Skipper?—if this wind
would grow into—into half a gale,
say."
"Your first winter offshore banks
fishing, ain't it?" said the Skipper.
"My first, yes. Skipper."
It was the Skipper's twenty-ninth—
or was it his thirtieth winter on the offshore banks? But he said nothing of
that to Roy. He did say: "I wouldn't
bet on four days, Roy. Nor five. Not
this time o' year. We're twelve hundred miles from home."
"Huh!" said Roy. "Give this one a
strong fair wind, and twelve hundred
miles would slip past her quarter like—
like—" Roy couldn't recall at the mo-
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ment a fittting comparison, so he
busted into song:
"Going
home,
I am go-o-ing

go-ing
home."

home,

Hector Penny, Roy's watchmate,
was leaning against the weather forerigging, studying the tossing white
patches of water off the vessel's bow
and admiring the way the vessel had of
sifting past those same white patches.
The cook came on deck to trim his
galley stovepipe to better advantage.
Gloucestermen like to nickname a
shipmate. After three days out their
nickname for the new cook was Calamity. He had been a sea cook for
years before this, but this was his first . ^
trip on a Gloucesterman to the winter ^
offshore banks.
Calamity cocked an ear toward the
wheel and said: "Where'd Roy pick
up that song?"
Hector cocked an ear aft and listened.
"Roy ain't so long married," explained
Hector. "He got a radio for a weddin'
present afore we put out this trip. And
acourse he right away tunes in on it,
and from out of the radio comes that
(Continued on page 81)

