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By VIRGINIA VALE
IF “THE LADY EVE” is as
-*• good on the screen as it is on
paper, it’ll be a knockout. Pres-
ton Sturges, who is directing the
picture, wrote the script as

‘ well; like all of his scripts, it not

I only makes interesting reading
but gladdens the hearts of all
connected with the picture be-
cause of the highly-descriptive
instructions.

For instance—the casting experts
knew just what kind of girl to get

for a bit part, be-
* cause Sturges had
: written “She’s a

sweetie in a sweat-
er.” Edith Head,

aft' II IT costume designer,
SVyiL 0 had no doubts about

what was required

wlraß when she read “Our
senses reel as we

m see her in her brid-
H : t an' a * nightgown.” In-

structions for Bar- ;
Barbara bara Stanwyck in- |
Stanwyck elude “She screams

like a steam whis-
tle” and “She smiles like a leopard-
ess and almost purrs.” But Henry
Fonda was rather startled when he
encountered, in his own part, “Un-
fortunately, as he says this, he looks
like an idiot.”

With “The Great McGinty” and
“Christmas in July” to his credit, ;
Sturges, who used to write success- ,
ful plays, has become one of those
directors whose pictures you can’t
afford to miss.

Joan Crawford will have Melvyn
Douglas (who’s just signed a new
contract with Metro) and Conrad
Veidt as her leading men in “A
Woman’s Face,” which originally
was made in Sweden with Ingrid
Berman in the leading role.

Bette Davis deserves new laurels
for her performance in “The Let-
ter.” She does some superb acting
in a difficult role. Perhaps you re-
member the story—Jeanne Eagels
made it in 1929, after Katharine Cor-
nell had appeared in a play versed
on the Somerset Maugham story. It
is the story of the wife of an Eng-
lish rubber planter in the Malay
States; she kills a man, but an in-
criminating letter exists, which
must be recovered.

The entire cast—James Stephen-
son, Herbert Marshall, Gale Sonder-
gaard—is excellent, and William Wy-

! ler’s direction could not be improved
° n '

• —1Paulette Goddard is up to her ;
neck in snow, figuratively speaking.
The first winter
snows are blanket-
ing upper reaches FB.
of the San Bernar- |fe*; •
dino mountains and

Southern Skis she’s jK^Sb|'
resuming active di-

I rection of the or-
v -f £,/)

ganization. Among jP?•*
its members are J
Claudette Colbert, 1 * jj Norma Shearer, ' ***'

■■■

GalH-Curci and Pau letteg
j
Vl s*Ol\ Goddard

And incidentally,
speaking of the charming Claudette,
her latest picture, “Arise My Love,”
deserves the avalanches of praise
that it’s been receiving. Of course,
in her role of foreign correspondent,
she does dress better than any real
newspaper woman.

But who cares? She’s delightful,
she plays her big emotional scenes
expertly, she’s convincing. Ray Mil-
land makes you thankful that Don
Ameche had differences with Para- j
mount just in time for Milland to
get the role opposite her.

Some of America’s greatest musi-
cal talent is scheduled to come to
you on that new radio program, j
“Music That Refreshes,” heard on
Sunday afternoons over 92 stations
of the Columbia Broadcasting Sys-
tem. John Charles Thomas, Helen
Jepson and many other top notch
singers will appear. Albert Spald-
ing, the violinist, is a permanent
fixture on the program; co-featured
with him is Andre Kostelanetz, the
conductor, and husband of Lily
Pons. Miss Pons will drop in as a

. guest star from time to time,
Spalding attributes his success as j

a violinist to a monkey. At the age
of seven he was first exposed to
one which, gaily dressed, was pass-
ing his home with a wandering fid-
dler. His family wouldn’t buy him

i a monkey,, but settled for a violin.
Today he owns several of the most
valuable violins in the world, is in- ;
ternationally famous, and has made
a fortune by his playing.

ODDS AND ENDS—Harold Lloyd may
return to acting when he finishes pro-
duction chores on **Three Girls and a
Gob”

.
. . Wee Bonnie Baker has to he \

very careful of what she does with her
eyes, hands and dimples when she's sing-
ing in Huramount's “You're the One” —

according to the studio censor, she does
things with her voice that Sally Band does
with fans . . . The first “hemispheric
premiere" in motion picture history takes

. place Dec. 17, when Metro shows “Elight
Command" simultaneously in II ashinglon,
Havana, Mexico City and Toronto— it's i
being done as a salute to Tan-American
Aiiation Day .

. . It's reported that Lu-
cille Ball may become Mrs. Gene Markey,
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Capital City Clippings

About 38 people attended the
Executive Committee banquet and
meeting of the Polish Club of
Washington and Group 848 Polish
National Alliance on Wednesday,
Dee. 4. When the delicious steak
dinner had been served Mr. Leon
Wedding made the motion that
the Committee postpone and re-
convene the next week to do like-
wise. The motion regretfully tab-
led. the meeting went on.

It was decided that Ihe New
Year’s Eve. Parly, Dec. 31, at
Stanshury Auditorium, 5832 Geor-
gia Ave., N. W., include a cold
plate after-midnight supper for,
guests. Reservations for lids
much-awaited affair have been
pouring in, and early arrange-
ments are suggested thru Jos.
Chmielewski, 319 14lli SI., N. E.
Washington.

Appropriations were recom-
mended for decorations for the
Christmas party and New Year’s
Eve. Party, and Mrs. Helen Pelc
was placed in charge of this fund.
Also recommended were appro-
priations for gifts for the Child-
ren’s Parly on December 21.
These recommendations will he
acted upon at the regular club
meeting, December 11. Elections
this Wednesday bring up the pro-
blem of filling many offices. We
lire hoping that certain of the
officers will run again in order
that the club may maintain the
good fellowship which has been
built up, and that rumors that
Frances Dmohoski will not run
for office of Education Director
are very much without founda-
tion. Please remember, Frances,
that you will have to continue the
good work you have done so far
in building np the dance and
language classes!

Members of (he Chronicle Com-
mittee, will hold a meeting, Sun-
day, Dec. 14, between 5 and 6 P.
M. to present their material and
to receive assignments for the
club hu'letin for Ihe coming year, j
Members of this Committee for'

the past year were: John Frari-
czyk, Irene Doda, Stanley Dmoho-
ski, K. C. Dolata, Frances Dmoho-
ski and Margaret Iwinski. The
meeting wil he held at the Strong
Residence of the V. W. C. A., 17th
and K Sts., N. W., al the request
of the Publicity Director of the
club.

The Chronicle will he prepared i
before the first of the year and
will contain the names of the
officers of the club for the year
1911 and a calendar of activities.
Anyone having new addresses, or
telephone numbers, will please
communicate with the Secretary
of the club, Jennie Iwaszkiewicz,

: whose home is at the Park Lane
Apartments, Washington. The
bulletin will contain a complete
list of the members of the clubs.

Bowling

Newcomers who participated in
the howling at the LafayetteBowl-
ing Alleys, Sunday, December 8,
were Ludwik Lewandowski of
George Washington University
and the Varsity Club and Vero-
nica Wilkes, 1914 16th St., N.
W. Miss Wilkes is from Hatfield,
Massachusetts. That evening will
go down in Emil Lorenz’s memory
as the night he quoted those fam-
ous soldier boy phrases, “I’d like
lo meet my wife,” And Frances
Dmohoski will forever remember
December 1st—the date on which
she bowled 109.

Bowling Scores:
Bowlinpr Scores:

KC BC
Boßdan 76 Cielen 71
Tare 72 Doda 81
J. Dmohoski ... 78 F. Dmohoski ... 86
Helen Malsz ... 70 Chojnowski

.... 88 1
Emil Lorenz ... 81 S. Dmohoski ... 67
S. Malsz 140 Kaszeski ...... 64
Casey Dolata .. 79 Woycik 72

Winnie 596 Losine 529

The grand turnout of members
and friends at the alleys made
especially noticeable the absence
of Sports Director, John Fran-
czyk.

Other scores:
Godomski 83 Adamski 82
Mroczkowski ... 61 Basel 96

, Wilkes 43 Hendrickson ... 88 I
| Czurhakowski .. 77 Solak 89 iF. Dmohoski ... 109 Lewandowski 93*
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FRIDAY AND SATURDAY DOORS OPEN AT 11:30 A. M.
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S...OPSIS

CHAPTER I—David Mallory, In search ofnewspaper work in New York, is forced to
accept a job as switch-board operator in a
swank apartment house, managed by offi-
cious Timothy Higgins. There David meets
Miss Agatha Paget, a crippled old lady,
and her charming niece. Allegra. One day,
talking with Higgins in the lobby, David is
alarmed by a "’orcing scream.

CHAPTER ll—David finds the scream
came from the Ferriter apartment, not far
from the Pa gets’. The Fernters include Lyonand Everett, and their sister, lone. Ev-
erett, a genealogist, is helping Agatha Paget
write a book about her blue-blooded ances-
tors. Inside the apartment they find a
black-bearded man—dead. No weapon can
be found

CHAPTER lll—After the poPce arrive mu-
ffins. who actively dislikes David, informs him
that he is fired. David, still waiting for a
newspaper job, is alarmed. Then he is cal-
led to the Paget apartment.

CHAPTER IV—David is thunderstruck
when he arrives at the apartment. There he
finds elderly, prim-appearing Agatha Paget
sipping a cocktail and smoking a cigarette.
She offers him a job helping write her family
history—which will unearth a few familly
skeletons. He accepts the offer. Meanwhile,
ponce suspect Lyon Ferriter of the murder.

NowGro On
With The Story

“If,” I told him, ‘

jou want to
leave it there, that’s your affair. Aft-
er all, it’s none of my business.”

He had got hold of himself. He
took a long drag on his cigarette
and ground out the butt in an ash
tray.

“Which is, of course,” he said,
“the correct answer. It is none of
your business. But if you insist on
making it so, go ahead. I’ll only
say that you lie.”

I could have smacked him down
with great joy, but I held myself in.

“I’m not a cop,” I reminded him.
He had picked his course. He was
going to bluff it out.

“No,” he said, “you’re not. You’re
my aunt’s—hireling.”

I think he knew how close he
came to a sock in the nose, for he
half rose and his eyes widened. I
didn’t move. I only said:

“Thanks for putting me in my
place. That makes everything sim-
pler. I won’t keep you any longer.”

We heard the front door open and
women’s voices. They stirred more
panic in Grosvenor than I had. He
got up with a hiss of breath.

“Sit down, you ass,” I told him
softly, “Sit down and get hold of
yourself.”

He obeyed. I rumaged in my
mind and then recited, loudly:

“D’Armhaillac was the greatest I
ever saw. Utterly unbeatable if you
let him come to you. His com-
posed attack was like a song. Once
you were on the defensive you were
lost. He had a disarming trick that
was sheer wizardry. I saw his epee
jerk Kurthoff’s and throw it away.
And Kurthoff was no weakling. I
learned the elements of that stunt
once myself, but it’s over a year
now since I last touched a sword, j
Fencing is—”

I jerked up from my lounging po-
sition against the desk. Grosvenor
rose and gave a weak smile as Al-
legra Paget pushed her aunt’s wheel
chair into the room. The old lady
looked at me. Behind her I saw the
girl stare at her brother and I won-
dered how much she knew. The
thought made me sick. Miss Aga-
tha said, crisply:

“David, I hired a writer. Maybe
you thought I said ‘lodger.’
I felt Allegra look at me but I

kept my eyes on the sharp old face
before me and grinned.

“My fault,” I said. “I started
home an hour ago, but we got to
talking about fencing and I never
know when to stop.”

“H’m," Miss Agatha said and
turned upon her nephew who once
more was a fashion plate for what
the half-dressed man should wear.
“I thought you were going to bed, ,
faker?”

“I started to,” he said, “but
I couldn’t sleep.”

“You should have come to your
Uncle Stanley’s,” she told him. “Al-
legra and I dozed so much that now
we’re wide awake again. Take some !
beer, Grove. It’s relaxing and it’s
plebeian. It would be good for you
on both counts.”

“It might at that,” he admitted.
Allegra was watching him so hard

that I feared her aunt would see it.
I picked up my hat and said loudly:

“I’m really going now. And I’ll
be a less permanent resident, here-
after.”

“No.” Miss Agatha corrected.
“We’ll all have beer and cheese as
a nightcap. My tastes get lower as
my age increases. Allegra, my dear,
ring for Annie—no, don’t. She’s
probably gone to bed. Grove, if you
can pull yourself out of your in-
somnia and actually wake up, you
can help me in the pantry. We’ll
be right back.”

The girl started to follow them.
She checked herself at the door and
watched them down the hall. I
saw her brace her shoulders be-
fore she turned around.

“You’re fast on yourjfeet, aren’t ,

©
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you?” she asked me. “I think you
actually fooled my aunt.”

Something rode her. She seemed
calm and there was a mocking glint
in her level eyes but I could feel
her worry. Thought of where it
might lead made me feel sick again.
I wanted her in my arms for many
reasons. Not the least of them was
that I knew she was scared. I
grinned.
“I fooled you!” I told her. “We

were just talking.”
She brushed that aside. Her eyes

admitted her fright and her bright
mouth trembled.

“You and he have been quarrel-
ing,” she whispered. “What about?”

I almost told her but I knew that j
it wouldn’t be square, after what [
I’d said to Grove. I knew, as she
stood near me and seemed to forget i
I was a hallman emeritus, that I

' needed my self-respect because I
wanted her. She was one of the
people who make you more decent
than you are. So I said:

“You’re wrong. We were just talk-
ing. Ask him yourself.”

It didn’t satisfy her.
“He’s a fool,” she said half to

herself, “but a dear fool. What’s he
been doing?”

“You don’t retain very well, do
you?” I asked. “I said he’d been |
talking to me.”

“You lie like a gentleman,” she
said and smiled.

I heard the clink of glass in the
hall, and dropped my voice.

“Merely a vestige,” I told her.
j “We were talking about fencing. If

he were to ask me himself, that is
all I could remember.”

I think she understood what I did
not say. She gave me a look that
winded me again and then, turning,
helped her brother guide a laden
tea-wagon over the threshold. Be-
hind it, Miss Agatha propelled her
chair into the room.

Grosvenor watched me as I took
my tankard. I thought he expected
me to reach a foot for a brass rail
or blow froth on the floor. Perhaps
it was another doubt that bothered
him. I forgot to wonder about it in
admiration of Miss Agatha.

She plunged her patrician nose
into the foam and, after a brief in-
stant, set down the vessel empty
with a contented sigh. She caught

I my eye.
“Beer,” she said with authority,

“is a mass beverage, David. Its
virtue lies in volume. People who
sip their beer also like afternoon
tea or Wagner on a fiddle. No beer,
Allegra?”

The girl sat close beside her broth-
er. He peered into his tankard. One
of her hands lay on his bowed shoul- I

; der.
“No,” she said and smiled, “I’m

too sleepy.”
“Always,” Miss Agatha told me,

nodding toward her niece, “the soul
j of courtesy. How much of that ma- |

terial did you get through?”
“All of it,” I said.
It pleased her.
“Excellent,” she exclaimed, with

a tiny click of her teeth. “Then
tomorrow we can get to work, burn-
ing the scandal at both ends.”

“Isn’t it nice,”" the girl asked,
and I thought her jauntiness was
forced, “that after all the family
skeletons, Mr. Mallory will drink
with you, Agatha?”

“Bah!” said Miss Agatha and
reached for the untouched tankard,
“David is—”

“Just,” I said as she paused, “an
elevator man coming up 'in the
world.”

The wrinkles came about her eye-
lids. She chuckled.

“That isn’t what I was going to
say. Since you are in New York
and your people are in Nebraska,
you may have more use for fami-
lies as institutions than I have. Dis-
tance makes relations more endura-
ble to one another. Of course the
republic is founded on the American
home —”

“There she goes,” Allegra said in
a loud aside to her brother.

“The family is the foundation of
the nation,” the old lady went on,
“and I wonder if that isn’t the trou-
ble with things. I believe—”

The peal of the doorbell cut her
short. Grosvenor rose to answer it.

“Damn,” said Miss Agatha. “If
it’s that man Shannon again—”

It was Lyon Ferriter. I admired
Miss Paget’s balance.

“Well!” she said warmly, as
though a wish had been answered.
“Come in and revel. Grove, an-
other tankard.”

Lyon checked the lad and smiled.
His eyes, moving easily from face

I to face, rested on mine an instant
and once more seemed puzzled.

“Thanks,” he said and bowed to
Miss Agatha. “I shouldn’t have in-
truded but they said downstairs that
you had just returned. I came, with
Captain Shannon’s permission, to get
some things from my flat and I
wanted to thank you—all of you—-
for your neighborliness. There’s an1 ' I

odd word to use in New York, but
I can think of no better. You were
very good to my sister, Miss Pag-
et,” he added more softly; “I shan’t
forget it. You’ve kept your head
better than any of us, during this—-
unpleasantness. ’ ’

“My dear man,” Miss Agatha said
crisply, “When you’ve lived as long
as I have, a mere murder cqn’t
terrify you. And lone?”

“Better,” Lyon replied in the ten-
i der tone that always accompanied
. his mention of her. “We’re coming

back tomorrow. The Babylon- is
hardly a refuge. Newspaper men
have found out where we were hid-
ing. A policed man’s life is not a
happy one.”

He stood in the doorway, a brown,
| worn and pleasant figure, and spread
j his hands.

i I said to Miss Agatha:
“It’s time I went—or several

hours after time.”
“If,” she answered and her eyes

were merry, “you can stir that—-
that decoration there”—she nodded
toward Grosvenor—“to an interest
in fencing or any exercise, slay
longer.”

As I turned toward the door, Ly-
on’s exclamation halted me. “Fenc-
ing,” he repeated. “Oh, by George,
I know you now. Your face has both-
ered me for days. I saw you in
Chicago. •

“If you did,” I told him, . “you
saw me get trimmed.”

“By D’Armhaillac,” he said as if
that excused anything. “You know,”
he told the others, “this lad really
is good.”

j “Was good,” I corrected. “That
; was two years ago.” I was glad he

fortified the hasty lie I had told to
cover Grosvenor. Lyon ran on like
a boy:
“I use the sword a little myself.

Sometime, I’d like to show you my
collection of blades. Some of them
are rather good.”
I almost told him I had seen them.

Then I remembered the dead man
i who had lain before them, and
| didn’t. I gave Miss Agatha my new

address and left them talking as
I easily as though the last thirty-odd
1 hours never had happened.

The events of the final sixty min-
utes had scrambled my mind. They
had kicked over what theories I had

I built and now memory of Allegra,
loyal and valiant and fearful, fought
against the erection of new. I was
half-way to the corner before I re-
membered my suitcase still in Hig-
gins’ basement flat. Here was some-
thing definite to do, an anodyne to
bewilderment. I faced about and
went back to the Morello.

The light was out before the base-
ment door and the hallway beyond
was dark. I thought that Higgins
might be asleep. That stopped me
for a moment. Asleep or awake, I
decided, there would be a squab-
ble and I might as well face it now.
I closed the door,-felt for a match
and, finding none, went along the
black hall.

My fingers touched the white-
washed stone, once, twice. They
reached out a third time and re-
coiled. They had brushed rough
cloth and underneath that was a
body, pressed tight and still against
the wall.

For a second, neither of us moved,
or breathed. Then I lurched forward,

I saw, as I got to my knees, the
outer door open and a dim fig-
ure that fled. -

arms spread wide. My hands grazed
the harsh fabric but found no hold.

Something tripped me. I went
down. A foot stamped on my knuck-
les. I grabbed for it and missed,
but its owner fell too, with a thud
and a gasp and a flat chime of
metal on stone. I leaped up to stum- *

ble once more over the thing that
first had tripped me. I fell again,
this time upon it. An angle smote
me in the midriff, driving out my
breath. I heard the quick sound of
retreating feet. I saw, as I got to
my knees, the outer door open and
a dim figure that fled. Then I squat-
ted, blinking in a blaze of light.

CHAPTER VII

I could see nothing but that glare.
It hurt my eyes. I knew dimly that
my knees and my trampled hand
ached. I squatted, half up, half
down, for a long instant. The daz-
zling haze thinned and Higgins’ red
face came through.

“What,” he asked and I thought he
gloated, “is all this, hey?”

“I fell. I was tripped,” I said
stupidly.

Higgins chuckled.
“So ye was tripped,” he jeered.

TO BE CONTINUED
I

WALT DISNEY’S “Fan-
tasia” has made its bow at

last, and also made history. It
is “a series of eight musical
compositions, interpreted by
Leopold Stokowski and the Phil-

j adelphia Symphony orchestra”
with comments by Deems Tay-
lor. It is also the most beautiful
presentation of color and sound
that the screen has everoffered.

The music was recorded by the
orchestra, then Disney and his idea
men listened to it, and on the screen

1 we see what the music suggested to
them. We have Mickey Mouse as
the “Sorcerer’s Apprentice,” amaz-
ing prehistoric animals in Stravin-
sky’s “Rite of Spring,” delightful

I

WALT DISNEY
centaurs and “centaurettes” in Bee-
thoven’s “Pastoral Symphony.”

Disney selected the music care-
fully, to appeal to all tastes. He
hoped to s|id in popularizing classic-

j al music, an undertaking so ably
1 begun by radio. Special RCA re-
production equipment is necessary
to handle the innovations in record-

I ing.
The experiment is a magnificent

one, into which Disney has poured
more than two million dollars. Its
success should be as great as the
courage of its producer.

Fred Astaire has the longest mo-
tion picture feature devoted exclu-
sively to dancing in the world, and
it’s getting longer all the time. The
picture, right now, is being length-
ened by two dance numbers which
Astaire created for himself and
Paulette Goddard in his latest Holly-
wood production, “Second Chorus.”
The addition of these two numbers
makes Astaire’s own picture run
more than four hours, and probably
the world will never see it; a stickler

I for originality, he has accumulated
it from the thirteen screen produc-
tions in which he has appeared so
far -

Mary Anderson is Hollywood’s
. newest Cinderella. One of the girls

who was tested for the role of “Scar-
lett O’Hara” and didn’t get it, she
did play “Maybelle Merriweather”
in the famous Southern war picture,
and then stayed. on in Hollywood
and worked for Warner Brothers.
Now she has a difficult role in Rich-
ard Rowland’s “Cheers for Miss
Bishop.” Only eighteen, she has a
good start on what promises to be
a highly successful career.

About a year ago lovely Joan
Blaine, featured in the NBC serial,
“Valiant Lady,” was walking down
Broadway when she slipped on the
icy street and fell. A quiet young
man picked her up, brushed her off,
and disappeared in the throng.

“Just my luck,” she told some of
her friends later. “I didn’t ask his
name, and I’ll probably never see
him again.”

Recently Rikel Kent, director of
“Valiant Lady,”, told her she was
acquiring a new man on the show.
“His name is Lawson Zerbe,” Kent
told her. “You don’t know him.”
Then Zerbe appeared for rehearsal,
and—you’ve guessed it. Out of all
the actors in New York, he was the
quiet young man who’d come to her
rescue nearly a year before.

Gary Cooper is dead set against
anything that,is unnatural; he in-

-1 sisls on letting nature take its
course before the cameras, which
is why you never see him curl his
lips and show his teeth when he’s
angry—watch him in “North West
Mounted Police” and you’ll see him
as he is in real life. He’s one of tha
few actors in Hollywood who de-
pends on a mirror only when he’s
shaving, making up for w’ork or
combing his hair.

ODDS AND ENDS—James Melton and
Irene Beasley used to sing for nothing on
a small station in Memphis, Tenn., years
ago, after a lapse of ten years they en-
countered each other in a New York night
club, and discovered that they were booked
to sing on Raymond Ruige's “Musical
Americana” on the same night . . . John
Wayne and If ard Band made a gallon of
authentic moonshine the other day for a
scene in “Shepherd of the Hills," using
a real still, and when the scene had been

j shfit the federal agent who represented
law and order poured the “corn" on the
ground, while various members of the

i cast lamented, but to no avail.

Current Styles Appear
In More Vivid Colors

There is color in the air! Coming
right toward us from every direc-
tion, from South American shores,
from Mexico, from native Hawaiian
dress, from China, from Spain. All

j these influences are reflected in cur-
rent styles and will be increasingly
self-evident as time goes on. Yes,
indeed, fashion is in a vivid color
mood.
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