
OF Glim SKIT 
New Deal Merry-Go-Round 

Breaks Down at An- 
nual Dinner. 

(Continued From First Page.) 

at the semi-annual dinner of Wash- 
ington's famed club of newspaper- 
men pointed some 400 distinguished 
guests to a dramatic trail which led 
to a lost tooth in Tibet, an Alabama 
klavem, a Republican desert island, 
Jupiter and his co-ordinating son on 

Olympus, an Oliphant-ish meeting of 
the joint congressional committee on 

taxation, the Garden of Eden involv- 
ing a naive Secretary of State and 
the Big Apple, and other scenes both 
realistic and spiritual. 

The terpsichorean talent of the 
Gridiron Club and Capt. Taylor 
Branson with his United States Ma- 
rine Band orchestra produced in the 
grand international finale the swing, 
wiggle, duck, stomp and pomp of the 
Big Apple and a variation, the Gen- 
eva reel. Meanwhile the Misses 
France and Britannia and the Jap- 
anese sandman took charge of every- 
thing. including Adam Hull, in the 
Garden of Men. 

Turning from these stage charac- 
ters the audience heard the Presi- 
dent of the United States in person 
address the Gridironers. The only 
other speaker was another person fa- 
miliar to Washington as well as to 
New York, Mayor La Guardia. What 
Mr. Roosevelt and the Mayor had to 
say remains a secret under the invio- 
late rule of the club that no report- 
ers are present at a Gridiron dinner. 

Earlier yesterday Byron Price, ex- 
ecutive news editor of the Associated 
Press, was elected president of the, 
club at the annual meeting. 

The other officers chosen were: Vice 
president, George R. Holmes, Inter- 
national News Service; treasurer, J. 
Fred Essary, Baltimore Sun (re- 
elected): secretary, J. Harry Cunning- 
ham, Washington (re-elected); his- 
torian, Ernest G. Walker, Washington 
(re-elected). 

Members elected to the Executive! 
Committee were Mark Thistlethwaite, 
Indianapolis News; Ulric Bell, Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal, and Walker S. 
Buel, Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

At the dinner last night G. Gould 
Lincoln, retiring president, welcomed 
the guests in a brief speech. Some of 
the distinguished guests found them- 
selves in the spotlight when two 
postmen appeared on the floor and 
read returns received from the na- 
tional unemployment census. The 
guests rose and took their bows as 
members of the Jobless army. 

A Chorus of Clowns. 

The guests had hardly taken their 
places in the banquet hall of the 
Willard Hotel when a merry scene 
was revealed on the stage. Around 
and around marched a chorus of 
clowns in a merry-go-’round which 
included two horses, a swan and an 
ostrich. Rudely the harmonious gay- 
ety was shattered when “the merry- 
go-’round broke down, the New Deal 
hit the ground." The song went on: 

It made the darndest sound, 
It shook the town 
As stocks went down. 
While the merry-go-’round went 

Um-pah-pah, um-pah-pah, 
Um-pah, um-pah, um-pah-pah! 

O such fun, a wonderful time. 
Every one out hunting a dime! 
The merry-go-’round broke down, 
The budget's upward bound, 
And Franklin said, “Is my face red?” 
While the merry-go-’round went 

Um-pah-pah, um-pah-pah, 
Um-pah, um-pah, um-pah-pah! 

The merry-go-’round broke down! 
Then entered a rube singing "Io- 

way, Ioway” who irritated Mr. Gree- 
ley almost as much as the first visitor. 
The corn shucker declared that he 
too, was the Tribune, the Des Moines 
Register and Tribune. But Mr. Gree- 
ley discovered to his alarm that the 
doctrine of this publication, too, was 
questionable. 

Wallace’s Big Checks. 

"The prairie ain’t safe no more for 
Republicans,” said the rube, "not since 
Henry Wallace started sending out 
those big farm relief checks.” 

At this point the noisy persons were 
revealed as the two new members of 
the Gridiron Club representing two 
Tribunes, Albert L. Warner of the 
New York Herald Tribune and Rich- 
ard L. Wilson of the Des Moines Reg- 
ister and Tribune. 

The next skit disclosed a meeting 
of the joint congressional committee 
on taxation with Senator Harrison and 
Representative Robert L. Doughton ho 
humming about the Job ahead—name- 
ly listening to Secretary of the Treas- 
ury Morgenthau. 

“That means we’ve got to listen to 
Oliphant,” said Harrison. 

Mr. Oliphant appeared on the scene, 
leading in the secretary. 

"Here, Henry, just stand over there,” 
he said. 

Mr. secretary, what is your po- 
sition on the capital gains tax.” asked 
Doughton. Oliphant supplied the 
answer: “The Treasury’s position is 
that the capital gains tax is a curb 
on speculators, those vermin of the 
stock market who do not love the 
President .” 

In a slow monotone the Secretary 
parroted his brain-trusting general 
counsel. The questioning went on. 

Oliphant declared, "Decidedly we are 
against profits.” 

"Yes, we are decidedly against Oli- 
phants,” slipped Mr. Morgenthau. 

"You mean profits,” interjected Oli- 
phant hurriedly. 

“Oh yes, profits,” said Morgenthau. 
The President Disagrees. 

It turned out that the President did 
not hold the same views about the un- 

distributed profits tax and the capital 
gains tax as the Secretary. 

"Oh, no,” said Oliphant. "The 
President has receded from his po- 
sition.” 

"Yes.” mimicked the Secretary, “the 
President has had a recession.” 

"So the laws must be changed.” 
"But,” said Harrison, “I thought 

you gentlemen were against profits.” 
At this Oliphant and Morgenthau 

spoke forth together: “Oh, that was 
when there were profits.” 

The spotlight turned after this to a 
stage edition of Charles Mlchelson. 
publicity director of the Democratic 
National Committee, with Charlie Mc- 
Carthy, the lively little dress-suited 
dummy, on his knee. 

Mlchelson unfolded his scheme, to 
let McCarthy double for almoet 
any Democratic Senator. McCarthy 
thought It might be better to embalm 
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some of the Senators first as a pre- 
caution, but Michelson warned him 
not to let the Southern insurgents 
hear that. 

McCarthy replied, “I know how 
they feel about the New Deal. It’s 
a long, sad story from Appo- 
mattox to apoplexy." 

McCarthy feared to be Senator 
Glass because "if I got as burned 
up as Carter does, dad bum it, I'd 
be chahcoal after my first broad- 
cast." 

O'Mahoney's Journey. 
McCarthy balked at imitating Sen- 

ator O’Mahoney of Wyoming: “Even 
the stepson of a buzzsaw would 
cranlf if he rode all the way from 
Chicago to Cheyenne to get forgive- 
ness from a great white father and 
then had to pay for his own break- 
fast.” 

McCarthy professed an acquaint- 
ance with Vice President Garner, 
whom Mr. Michelson described as 
“the good right arm of. the Presi- 
dent.” 

McCarthy said: “Then it must be 
his left hook that worries the White 
House, Michelson.” 

Michelson said that McCarthy was 
hired and walked oft the stage, but 
the little dummy kept right on talking 
and muttering about his new job. 
Michelson came back and said. “The 
act is over; you're not supposed to 
talk to yourself." 

McCarthy wailed: "How can I 
quit talking. Michelson, when I'm a 
flock of Senators?” 

A mysterious and deep, dark scene 
was next presented, showing a Ku 
Klux Klavern with the cast attired 
in masks and hoods. Several coils 
of rope lay conveniently near. An 
announcer said that one of its most 
distinguished members was returning 
from the North to report the doings 
there to this special meeting of a 
famous fraternal organization in Bir- 
mingham, Ala. 

The wizard announced that one 
of their members had come into na- 
tional prominence and his name was 
on the lips of the world. A kleagle 
interjected, “There in the Par North, 
on the other side of the Potomac, 
the opinions of our fellow klansmen 
are held in high respect. You’d be 
surprised.” 

**A Klavern in the Town." 
The wizard declared that a com- 

munication from him had Just been 
received, the stamp on it saying "293 
US 357.” Imperial Kink was asked 
to read it and this song follows: 
“There is a Klavern in the town, 
In the town. 
And there some Baptist let me down, 
Let me down. 
And on my breast he pinned a little 

note: 
Explain, when you get off the boat!’ 
Fare thee well, tor I rnhst leave thee, 
Do not let the parting grieve thee. 
Oh, the time has come for you and 

me to say good-by.'” 
The wizard, to the horror of the 

members, said that “the astounding 
revelations of our absent Kolleague 
has made him a second Einstein.” 
The wizard went on: “As we all 
know, since becoming famous, our 
friend dropped the Klan. He aban- 
doned it. He completely discontinued 
any association. He has never re- 
sumed it and never expects to do so.” 

At this point the absent member ar- 
rived amid greetings of "Oyez, Oyez, 
Oyez.” He sang this song: 
Round de meadows am a-ringin’, 
De darkeys’ joyful song,. 
All dem Catholics is singing’. 
Happy as de day is long. 
Now dem Jewish folks is sleepln’, 
Sleep, without a sound! 
Where de Klan was once a-creepln’, 
Creepin' o’er de cold, cold ground. 
Down in de cornfield, 
Hear dat mournful sound, 
All de Klansmen am a-weepln’, 
Cause ma passport’s in de cold, cold 

ground. 
The returning member said he ap- 

preciated the enterprise of the North 
American Newspaper Alliance in 
bringing him to public attention. A 
Birmingham member asked: 

“What did N.A.N.A. get?” 
“Got left out in the cold. The radio 

got it all.” 
“What did the photographers get?” 
"A fine view of a real estate subdi- 

vision in Chevy Chase.” 
"What did the Supreme Court get?” 
"An order to put away the matches 

and an order to take the ropes off the 
curtains.” 

“And what did the President of the 
United States get?” 

"He got out of the country * • •” 
Demands Heal Name. 

Suddenly the wizard thought there 
was something phony about all this and 
demanded the real name of this central 
character. 

"Block—Paul Block,” said the 
masked man from the North. 

"Hell," said the ciurus changing 

from the previous greeting of “Hell.” 
And the curtain fell with this song: 

K-K-K-Klansman, 
Beautiful Klansman, 
You’re the same old K-K-K-Klux I 

knew before, 
When the m-m-m-moon shines, 
Over the White House, 
We’ll be watching at the K-K-K- 

Kourthouse door! 
The Interior of a mountain cabin, 

with the beauties of a fireplace and a 
Frigidaire, 'was shown in the next 
scene. Steppin’ Fetchit was revealed 
asleep in front of the fire in an easy 
chair. It was a Government housing 
project. 

Through the door came an English 
traveler, the Duke. Fetchit wanted to 
know how the visitor got up the moun- 
tain “on a night lak dis.” The Duke 
answered, “By the Bedaux system.” He 
went on to explain he was studying 
housing conditions and wages and 
hours. 

Fetchit enlightened him: "I’se on de 
no-hour day and de no-dry week now.” 
He added “Yas sah, dat’s one of the 
President’s latest inventions.” The 
President, he said, issued a proclama- 
tion “And he ’bolish all unemploy- 
ment by ’stabllshln’ de no-hour day.” 

Taking notes, the Duke suggested 
that these were “Nice diggins.” Fetchit 
opined it wasn’t so bad and, shufflin 
aver to the Frigidaire, he took a stick 
af wood out of it to put in the fireplace. 
That was easier than “Goin upstairs to 
de cellar to git de wood.” Yes, he 
told the surprised Duke, a cellar up- 
stairs was the Government’s latest 
idea. “It save you from bringing the 
wood up the cellar steps. All you has 
to do is jes bring de wood down de 
cellar steps. But ah has improved on 
that—ah jes keeps it in de Frigum- 
aire.” 

208-Year Mortgage. 
Fetchit also explained that the 

cabin cost the Government $28,000 and 
the land $4 more, and he had a mort- 
gage arranged for paying off in 208 
years. 

“That’s bad,” said the Duke. But 
Fetchit replied, “No, dat’s good. Ain’t 
everybody can sure count on livin’ 
208 yeahs like ah got to do.” 

Suddenly a part of the cabin col- 
lapsed under a gust of wind, but 
Fetchit assured the White House over 
the telephone that everything was 
all right, “The ventilation of de cabin 
is perfect.” 

The seven pillars of wisdom formed 
the subject of the next skit. In frock 
coate and long white beards, carrying 
their names on placards, appeared 
Heywood Broun, Walter Lippmann, 
Gen. Hugh S. Johnson, Westbrook 
Pegler, David Lawrence, Mark Sulli- 
van and Miss Dorothy Thompson. A 
demonstration was given of how regi- 
mented they were. At the order of 
"Columns right,” all but Broun side- 
stepped to the right. At the order 
"Columns left,” Broun side-stepped 
to the left, while the others remained 
where they were. The announcer 
threw up his hands in disgust and 
left the stage. 

“Whatsa the matta of him—got 
ants in his pants? Haw, haw, haw,” 
shouted Gen. Johnson. 

Mark Sullivan, who played his own 

part, said: “I should say, rather, that, 
having performed, with dignity, the 
duty with which he was intrusted, he 
has, with becoming modesty, with- 
drawn from the stage. He recognizes, 
and it does credit to his intelligence, 
that the stage, the American stage, 
today is ours." 

jonnson snouted: whatsa matter 
of you? Got ants in your pants? 
Haw, haw, haw.” 

Lippmann started to explain the 
situation, but Pegler gave him a 
Bronx cheer. In fact, Pegler gave 
everybody and everything a Bronx 
cheer as the scene developed. 

“Miss Thompson Pipes Up.” 
Miss Thompson piped up, "As one 

who loves the President-” 
But Johnson interrupted, "Nobody 

loves the President as much as I do.” 
The dialogue continued: 
Miss Thompson: "All I, was going 

to say was that we women-” 
Pegler: “I don’t like women.” 
Johnson: "Yes, sir, of aU the people 

I ever deserted—that is, that ever 
deserted me—I love Roosevelt, boo, 
hoo!” 

Sullivan: "There, there, general. 
I once loved a President. But I find, 
in this life, you can’t have every- 
thing-” 

Pegler: “I hate everything. And 
everybody.” 

Johnson: "But he has got ants in 
his pants!” 

Lippmann: "In England, I am con- 
vinced, they do these things better.” 

Johnson suddenly grabbed at the 
seat of his pants, and made an exit 
from the stage, yelling. Miss Thomp- 
son, in delight, cried: "He’s got ants 
in his pants, haw, haw, haw.” 

Upon a desert island was discovered 
the long lost crew of the good ship 
G. O. P„ which sank in the New Deal 
hurricane. To the tune "Sailing" a 
chorus of old Republicans in the rags 
of cast-a-ways sang this song: 

"Drifting, drifting, over the open sea, 
We went aground when people found 
We had no policy. 
Shipwrecked, shipwrecked, on a desert 

isle are we; 
O who will come to take us home 
And save the G. O. P.?” 

Chairman Hamilton said it was 
time to escape from the island. Ad- 
mirals Hoover and Landon were In- 
quired about by Senator Borah and 
Hamilton said: “They’ve gone around 
the island to hunt a microphone.” 
The Republican chorus registered ap- 
prehension. Borah spoke up: "If they 
start broadcasting again you needn’t 
start rescuing me.” 

To the tune of “Just One Word of 
Consolation,” a Republican sang a 
song which ended: 
“If to silent meditation 
Herbert Hoover would agree, 
And* if Landon would do like-wise, 
We could save the O. O. P.” 

At this moment the missing ad- 
mirals appeared. Although they 
shaded their eyes with their hands 
they could see nothing over the sea. 
So to the tune of “Harbor Lights” 
they tried a duet. 
“Where are the harbor lights 
Which used to guide the grand old 

party, 
The same old harbor lights 
Which shine for you and me.” 

Youth Takas Over. 
Just then La Ouardla and Thomas 

E. Dewey, new Republican district at- 
torney in New York, with a crowd of 
young Republican youth movement 
members took over the center of the 
stage. The music struck up, "Why Do 
I Dream Those Dreams” and the two 
newcomers sang as follows: 

La Ouardla: 
I see the White House Just at 8, 
The table where they dine in state, 
Spaghetti on the White House plate— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 

DeWey: 
I see the White House Just at 8, 
I see a large-siaed company; 
I see them shaking hands with me— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 
La Ouardla: 

Look here, my friend, it’s up to you 
To tell us what did Dewey do, 
Por I’m the one who pulled you 

through— 
Whj do I dmm V0** dmmjf 

"Mad Dogs and Cordell Hull." 
In critical climes there are certain times of day, When all sane citizens retire, 
And leave theit neighbors under fire. 
It’s one of the rules that the greatest fools obey. When shot and shell and bombs are bursting, 
And the papers all are Hearsting in dismay. 

Jap-a-la-ka, Jap-a-la-ka, Jap-a-la-ka, boo! 
Jap-a-la-ka, Jap-a-la-ka, Jap-a-la-ka, boo! 
Mussolini, Mussolini, Mussolini, moo! 
Nizl-Nazl, Nizi-Nazi, Nizl-Nazi, phew! 

It seems such a shame when the Yankees tame the earth, 
That they give rise to such hilarity and mirth! 

Mad dogs and Cordell Hull go out in the mid-day sun; 
The Japanese don’t care to, 
The Chinese wouldn’t dare to, 
The Swedes and the Eskimos retire at the sound of a gun, 
They put their Scotch or rye down, and lie down, 
In the Philippines there are peaceful scenes, 
When McNutt and Quezon snooze, 
In the Balkan States, all the Kings have dates, 
And the soldiers drink their booze; 
At twelve noon the Spaniards swoon, 
And no further fighting is done; 
But mad dogs and Cordell Hull go out in the mid-day sun! 

Dewey: 
To others, sir. my thanks all go. 
The folks who pulled me through, you 

know, 
Were "Lucky Lu” and “Cokey Flo”— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 
La Ouardia: 

Republicans my praises tell, 
The Labor Party cheers as well. 
On any ticket I’d look swell— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 

Dewey: 
On national issues I’ve been mute. 

In fact, I do not care a hoot. 
My local record Is a beaut— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 
La Guardia: 

The New Deal my approval got, 
But now I think it's not so hot; 
I could Improve it quite a lot— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 
Dewey: 

I think I could improve it, too, 
Though I’m not telling what I’d do, 
But I can dream as well as you— 

Why do I dream those dreams? 
La Guardla: 

A dream is sometimes what it seems. 

.Dewey: 
But sometimes truth through visions 

gleams. 
Both: 

We see the White House in our dreams 
Maybe they will come true! 

"Vandenberg” Appears. 
Senator Vandenberg appeared in 

equally optimistic mood and to the 
tune of "You Can’t Stop Me From 
Dreaming" sang: 
“You can stop us up on the hill; 
You can stop us, with jobs to fill. 
You can treat us mean. Franklin 

that’s all right; 
But we’ll get even, we’re going to fight. 
Life begins in forty.” 

The drama turned to a temple in 
Tibet for the next scene. The high 
Hama was seated on his throne. Into 
his presence came a traveler with two 
attendants carrying a huge tooth on 
a stretcher. The llama heard the story 
oi the tooth. It belonged to a Mr. Bigg. 

Said the traveler: “As long as he 
had this tooth Mr. Bigg smote his 
enemies, hip and thigh, his tax col- 
lectors showed them no mercy. They 
were beaten and cowed They begged 
him to lighten their burdens but he 
mocked them.” 
* But when this sacred tooth was 
taken from him, according to the 
traveler. “No tooth, no bite.” “He 
smiled upon his enemies, he invited 
them to his palace, he promised them 
a break. And he said he would make 
the tax collectors get off their necks.” 

The llama inquired why, if the tooth 
had such powers, things didn’t work 

out the way the owner said they 
would. 

“Good grief,” ejaculated the trav- 
eler, "I never thought of that. Let 
me out of here. I’ve got to get back 
to my business. Maybe they pulled 
the wrong tooth.” 

The scene changed to the cloud- 
bedecked heights of Olympus. There 
were Jupiter and his little son Mercury, 
peering down at the earth below. 
Mercury reported on the state of 
worldly affairs. 

“Oh yes, those depressions, how do 
they stop them?" asked Jupiter. 

Mercury: “Every time they have a 
depression they get a new deal. They 
soak the rich and give their money 
to the poor. That ends the depres- 
sion.” 

A Permanent New Deal. 

Jupiter: “Then, of course, the new 

deal becomes permanent?” 
Mercury: “No, the new deal ends 

when the money gives out.” 
Mercury asked if papa ever made 

mistakes. “Yes,” said Jupiter. "And 
some of them get confirmed by the 
Senate.” He advised Mercury never 

to confess a mistake, however, "Or 
you’ll cease to be a god.” 

Mercury reported that, "The News- 
paper Guild demands you get out of 
that rivai society of journalists you 
joined the other day.” Jupiter said, 
"Why should I? The Chief Justice 
Joined, didn’t he?” 

Said Mercury: “The Chief Justice 
has resigned.” 

Jupiter interrupted excitedly to say 
hallelujah over the Chief Justice’s res- 

ignation but Mercury explained that 
he had merely resigned from the jour- 

lalist society when the guild de« 
nanded It. 

"Aha," said Jupiter, he reversed 
limself—again.” 

The conversation ended when Mer- 
:ury asked about a third term on 

Olympus. “Son, you’ll be surprised. 
Ho, ho, ho,” laughed Jupiter. 

The finale was laid in the Garden 
if Eden, where a real tree bore an 

apple 18 inches high. A serpent's 
head wiggled in the tree. The denizens 
of Eden wore cardboard shields in- 
stead of ftg leaves, each showing a 
different national coat of arms. 

Capt. Eden in top hat, purple chest 
ribbon and spats was conversing with 
the damsels Britannia and Prance. 
Capt. Eden complained that he was 

feeling weak and Britannia discovered 
that “your Chinese rib is weak; your 
German, Japanese, Italian ribs have 
gone to hell.” Eden found more 

pain in the neighborhood of his 
American rib and France commented, 
"As usual, there is nothing like a 
neutral to give you a pain in the— 
torso.” 

Some Charming Maidens. 
Here entered some charming maid- 

ens, the Misses Holland, Czechoslo- 
vakia, Sweden, Belgium, Jugoslavia 
and Turkey. With them came the 
gentlemen of the National Council for 
Prevention of War of Washington. 
D. C. To the tune of “It's the Nat- 
ural Thing to Do” they burst into 
song: 
“When the fighting begins 
We don't care which nation wins 
If we have a chance to make a dime 

or two: 
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egmning Wednesday* 

every night from Dec 15th thru Dec 22nd 

TOR weeks customers have been asking 
■ us, "why don't you give us an opportun- 

* * 

ity to do our Christmas shopping evenings/' 
So beginning next Wednesday and every 
night thru Wednesday, December 22nd, 
Lansburgh's will remain open until 9:00 

p.m. at night throughout the store from the 
sixth floor to the basement* 

This is a service we feel we owe to the 

Washington public* It will provide work for 
several hundred additional employees, since 

the majority of our regular staff will work 

only the usual number of hours—and those 
who serve during the evening will earn 

extra compensation* 

Now government employees will be able 

to make selections leisurely, husbands and 
*. * 

wives may shop together, and out of towners 

can bring the whole family. 

PLAN NOW TO MAKE CHRISTMAS SHOPPING A FAMILY PARTY 
/ 


