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Horses danced, and so did the
::eya‘. Danish Ballet, Ray Bolger,
Moiseyev, Fred Astaire, the
Salzburg Marionettes, and Mar-
got Fonteyn; the D'Oyly Carte
Opera Company sang, as did
Bobby Darin, the Obernkirchen
Children’s Choir, Julius La Rosa,
Maria Callas, the Air Force
Academy Glee Club, Elvis Pres-
ley, Edith Piaf, Cesare Siepi, and
the Mello-Larks; dummies crack-
ed jokes, as did Bob Hope, Jerry
Lewis, Noel Coward, Carl Sand-
burg, Victor Borge, Yehudi Me-
nuhin, Henny Youngman, Oscar
Hammerstein, Jack Paar, and
Ben Hogan. The list goes on for
14,000 names (although not right
here), and includes all but a
handful of those who have pre-
sented themselves to the Western
world as performers in the past
fifteen years, and been accepted
as such. And they have all, at
one time or another, heard their
high-priced names shouted at the
on-watching public in the

ging, metallic, New York

Irish tones of Ed Sullivan, prop-
ietor of the longest-lived and—

t it how you will—most suc-

ful program in television’s

istory
ivan and his variety show
have been on the air for
fourteen consecutive years, al-
hough CBS, a think-big network,
o it as “the beginning of
. For the occasion,
ad lined up a parti-
galactic array of mum-
mers, ong them Jack Benny,
Kate Smi Bing Crosby, and
Steve All plus a gimmick: He
does not know, he says, what any
these stars will do on the
program, and he has been ban-
ned from rehearsal so he cannot

find out.

If the glittery cast of perform-
ers is nothing new for Sulli-
van’s show, his own fogginess
about their intended japery is
a radical departure. Week after
week, summer and winter,
through 724 shows that have
cost his sponsors about $50 mil-
lion (and earned him perhaps
$5 million), Sullivan has run his

tit Palace as a personal fief.

e books all acts himself, with
son-in-law and producer Bob
Precht, and has traveled more
than a million miles scouting
Australian jugglers, Polish glock=-
enspielers, Nigerian jazzmen,
Swiss yodelers, and Catskill com-
edians. He “routines” each show
himself, decides which act will
follow which, and serves as well
as a booster, confessor, assistant
director, and a particularly hard-
eyed unofficial member of the
Catholic Legion of Decency. “All
comics . . .” he says and then
stops, spreading his arms to in-
dicate the size of the comic con-
spiracy. “I have to tell them,
this is not only dirty, it’s vile.
That's where I got my ulcer
from.”

If the glittery cast of perform-
ers is nothing new for Sullivan’s
show, his own foginess about
their intended ‘japery is a radi-
cal departure. Week after week,
summer and winter, through
724 shows that have cost his
sponsors about $50 million (and
earned him perhaps $5 million),
Sullivan has run his petit Pa-
lace as a personal fief. He books
all acts himself, with son-in-law
and producer Bob Precht, and
has traveled more than a million
miles scouting Australian jug-
glers, Polish glockenspielers, Ni-
gerian jazzmen, Swiss yodelers,
and Catskill comedians. He “rou-
tines” each show himself, decides
which act will follow which, and
serves as well as a booster, con-

fessor, assisant director, and
a particularly hard-eyed unoffi-
cial member of the Catholic Le-
gion of ecency. “All comics . . ."
he says and then stops, spread-
ing his arms to indicate the size
of the comic conspiracy. “I have
to tell them, this is not only
dirty, it's vile. That's where I
got my ulcer from.” g

Sullivan has also, of course,
gerved as his own master of cere-
monies for all these Sundays, and
this is where the wonder begins
to pile up like one of his human
pyramids. Stony-faced, baggy-
eyed, so stiff through his bull-
neck and shoulders that he is
frequently assumed to have brok-
en his back, a mangler of thought
and language, a stumbling, bun-
gling, fumbling perpetual ama-
teur who has yet to master the
smzllest gesture, the simplest
phrase, Sullivan is the most pain-
fully unlikely stage figure in all
the hizarre history of vaudeville.
For most people, however, he is
an endearing figure, embodying
in his consummate ineptitude ail
the sincerity, straightforward-
ness, and democratic virtue
that slicker articles lack. Per-
formers see in him not only a
showcase and paymaster (as
much as $10,000 for the biggest
names), but a champion fan, “He
is so aware of talent,” Helen
Hayes has said, “so struck with
the splendor of it, so altogether
stage-struck in the true sense of
the phrase, that one can feel it.”

Born 59 years ago—although
he looks only sbout 45, even
the '20s, with The New York
without make-up — Sullivan
saught on as .a sportswriter in
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~ Of Ed Sullivan

Mail, then the Graphic.
column, begun in

the war. He also played host on
the News's Harvest Moon Ball,
where he was seen in 1947 by a
CBS official who was looking
for an m.c. for a prospective
variety show called “Toast of the
Town.”

Sullivan’s first show went on
the air, carried by six stations,
on June 20, 1948, with a budget
of $1,350 and a cast that includ-
ed Rodgers and Hammerstein,
Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis,
singer Monica Lewis, and the
June Taylor dancers. The critics
liked the show but howled
about Sullivan, in who they saw
a certain indefinable nothing.
Nevertheless, Lincoln - Mercury
picked up the show—as did a
sizable audience—and Sullivan
settled in for the long siege:
NBC threw every star it had
against him and beat him for
awhile with “The Colgate Com-
edy Hour”; “Maverick” came
along later and for two seasons
crushed him in the ratings.
Neither of them could keep it
up. “The turning point for Ed
came when he signed Julius La
Rosa after Godfrey fired him in
1953,” says an executive on a
rival network. “That brought
him tremendous empathy, and
since then he’s been right up at
the top.”

Suilivan has always had what
he calls “a newspaperman’s eye”
for the timeliness of a performer,
and he often signs up do-nothing
guests—especially  athletes—for
walk-on appearances solely be-
cause they are in the news. But
his best eye is that of a show-
man. An enthusiastic if untutor-
ed opera lover since his youth,
he found that grand opera would
stop the show cold “if you put
the high-class stuff in with the
pop.” (Soprano Roberta Peters,
with 35 appearances, has been on
his show more often any other
performer except the Canadian
comies Johnny Wayne and F ank
Shuster.) Just once he tried to
make culture carry the main
load, hiring Callas, Dimitri Mi-
tropoulos and the Metropolitan
Opera orchestra, for an eighteen-
minute version of “Tosca.” “The
reaction to this single achieve-
ment,” he says, “was ghastly. I'd
made a deal to do six operas. I
did three and got the hell out.”

Sullivan has enormous faith in
his ability to gauge public reac-
tion. “Public opinion is the voice
of God,” he says. “The greatest
thing for this show is the dress
rehearsal. One act can give
strength to another, or it can
come on and go boom. What the
hell, until I play it in front of
an audience, I never know. I've
never once gone on at night (all
but a few shows are done live)
with the same running order I
had that afternoon for rehearsal.”

After all his exposure, Sullivan
is unruffled by “my lack of per-
forming talent,” and in fact re-
gards it as a secret weapon. “If
I bring Jimmy Durante to your
home,” he said last month, ex-

ploding the words “Jimmy Du-
rante” as if they were Ten Com-

mandments, “and then I do all
the talking, you’d say, Heaven’s
sake Edward shut up. The audi-
ence is the same way. They say,
why don’t you put the act on?

Every other variety show has

always had a star, a performer,

I don’t think you could ever get

anybody but me content just to

introduce an act and get off.”
From NEWSWEEK

AIR FARES COMING DOWN? Less than half o cent per mile was
“Bonzo” for a quarter trip around the globe. For $
ing a refreshing drink of milk served by Lufthansa

Photo Courtesy LUFTHANSA German Airiines

Montreal was the travel bargain for this tiny passenger

25.38 from Vancouver to Berlin includ-
hostess Elau Roos during a stopover in

the fare for this cat

Laboring forces are getting to
be so contradictory we hardly
know what to expect any more.
We hear of strikes and rowdyism
and then we run into a situation
that makes us wonder if white
collar outfits will soon be the
universal garb for all workers. It
came about this way. Township
workmen were doing a tar-pat-
ching job along the suburban
roads. When they stopped out-
side our place one of the fellows
asked Partner if he would get
him a drink of water. “Sure”
said Partner, and he went off to
the house, put water into a small
aluminium pot and added half a
dozen ice cubes. When he hand-
ed it to the man the fellow look-
ed from the water to Partner and
said “How am I supposed to
drink it?” Partner just about
blew a fuse. “Holy Moses,” he
exclaimed, “didn’'t you ever
drink out of a tin can?” When
Partner told me about it I re-
membered when the children and
I used to run out to the field in
haying time with a can of fresh,
cold water, straight from the
well. No one asked then how he
was supposed to drink — nor in
the army either. Partner said
maybe this fellow would have
known better how to deal with
a bottle!

Well, things moved so fast last
week we could hardly keep pace
with them. Weather-wise we had
everything — cold weather, hot
weather, thunderstorms . . . and
even rain! Everything in he
garden jumped about three
inches. More of our shrubs have
come into bloom, including a

climbing honeys

sult we now have

to visit us. Socially, there have
been teas, garden parties and
such like. Maybe in some cases
they are a welcome alternative
to political meeti and tele-
vised broadcasts. Now at long
last they have come to an end
and this week we shall know
which party the people have
chosen to guide our destiny for
the next few years. I only hope
there will be a working majority
of some kind so we are not faced
with another electior inside of
six months. That would be awful.

To me one of the most inter-
esting events last week was the
running of the Queen’s Plate
with her Majesty, the Queen
Mother, awarding the prize to
Mr. E. P. Taylor, owner of the
winning filly, “Flaming Page”.
We had visitors here yesterday
who had been there and they
said the Queen Mother, young-
looking and charming, was still
her gracious self and quite
obviously interested in the set-
up for running the race as com-
pared with similar events in
England. As often as' she must
hear the National Anthem I
would imagine that even the
Queen Mother must be conscious
of a certain thrill every time she
hears it — to think the Queen
referred to in the Anthem is her
own daughter. Young members
of the Royal Family are also in
the news these days. The latest
is Princess Anve spending her
first week-end in a Girl Guide
camp, helping with the cooking
and washing the dishes. Girl
Guides everywhere will be proud
of the fact that Princess Anne is
now one of their number.

Well, in my last column I was
telling you I had been making
pyjamas for some of my grand-
sons. That meant a lot of cut-
tings left over so I went to work
and made up most of the pieces
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into four-inch blocks until 1 had
en to make a top for a
single-bed quilt. By Saturday I
had the top finished. The next
problem was setting up the quilt
— how and where was I to find
room for it? I thought about our
big rooms at the farm — one
room sixteen feet square — im
which we thought nothing of
setting up two quilts at one time.
Here even one single quilt is a
prcblem although our rooms are
by no means small. Partner
wanted to shift things around in
the livingroom and put it there.
But I wouldn't consider it be-
cause 1 knew exactly what
would happen — I would be
working at it every spare minute
to get it out of the way. I finally
set it up down in the basement
where there is plenty of room
and it is also cool. Now I find
our neighbours are very interest-
ed in my quilt. “Oh, I remember
my mother used to have quilts
like that!” “Well, for goodness
sake, is that how quilting is
done?” But not one of them
knew how to quilt! It is becom-
ing a lost art. If this quilt were
for some organization I could
invite a few old-timers in to
help me. But this quilt is being
made for use at the cottage so I
don’t feel I should ask help ia
doing what is actually my own
work. So there it 1s — fascinat-
ing work for anyone but I expect
1 shall wind up doirg most of
the work myself. I shall enjoy
doing it — but it does take time.
Goodbye . . . Partner is calling
me ... we are on our way to
vote!

REALLY TAKEN

At a fashionable nightclub, a
girl-about-town boasted to a
friend in the powder room, “I
had my nose bobbed for eight
hundred dollars and already I've
been taken for Kim Novak.”
“You've been taken all right,”
sneered the friend — “for eight
hundred dollars.”

—
Being Different
In Hollywood

1 was not quite g,
Mamma moved al] o :N
our wordly goods tg M}"‘:
Im’: sister’s h
Trax, first arranged for :
ters, and then for m‘m‘z“ 3

What we kids earneg g

uud_io was very wel  the

Come in thy

lective of her payin

as solic?tous of theirgcom ::

her Kentucky bred s
entucky-bred stap

though they were he?ris&u:

guests, and in no Way connecteq

with anyone’s livelihood.

So we never had mucp ;
But we always had a nzhm:;ﬂ_‘
dance of all the things mon,
can’t buy. Love, trust, discxpxg
religious training And we hag
lots and lots of fun! . .

I remember when 1 transferreq
from the first school tp the
other. At the first one we hag 1,
wear uniforms 2
one we didn't.

1 had the uniforms Our fynd
being what they were, the o
of the uniforms was enough thyy
having them, 1 had no dresss
No problems, I thought. | simpjy
wore my uniforms to the negy
school. They marked me as gt
ferent, set me a Some of my
classmates made realize thi
fact and then 1 did have a prab
lem. The day that one of the girjs
asked, “Haven't you any dresss
at all?” her tone really shry.
eled my pride and 1 came home
crying.

1 sobbed my story to Mamma
She put her arms around me, bt
without any excess of sympathy,
She said firmly: “Now see hem,
Gretchen. Whatever you wear
8'ways neat. It is always clea
The other children may hawe
very fine clothes, but they can
not be more immaculate tha
your uniforms. It's nice to haw
fine clothes, but it's not impot.
ant. It is important to be clea
‘Cleanliness is next to Godl
.

As far as Mamma was conce-
ed, that was the end of it.

Of course her arms were con-
forting, but there was no no-
sense in her attitude. She expe-
ted me to adjust to the fact that

the seeong

the uniforms had to be wom
She made me feel proud of ther
cleanliness. She made me prod
to be different. And 1 know that
gave me an independen~e whid
has helped me in my work i
in my life.—From “The Thing!
had to Learn,” by Lorfa
Young as told to Helen Fergusn

When the boss says: “I'll think
it over and let you know,” yu
knew.

‘Mostest’ in Apartments, Too---

Perle Mesta, Washington’s legendary ““hostess
with the mostest,” has new quarters for her
new career as writer-lecturer. Mrs. Mesta
gavo up her mansion, “Les Ormes,” to Vice

resident and Mrs Lyndon Johnson, and now
lives with her mementos and collectors’ items

in a 15-room penthouse ato

P u @ co ope
apartment overlooki o 5
portion of the Virgi
Mrs Mesta poses wit

;\nu Fcountryside At left
; a Frenck figurine in the
music room Cabinetlike piece isga desk";r'vc:
used by M'Jne Atoinette At right she surveys
the Washington scene from one of two 40-

pantry.

: foot long terrace t lconies To meet
ng Washington and q Mrs Ngesru’s 'eqrﬁ‘:m:gt: tour two-bed-
room units were chunged to provide living,
dining music an: 4rowing rocms, seven bed-
rooms and baths The penthouse apartment
includ2s an office kitchens, and butler's

Trying To Save
.
ged’s Right Arm

The taxi was waiting at the
cear exit of Boston’s Massachu-
setts General Hospital one morn-

recently. Twelve-year-old
Eerett (Red) Knowles paused,
turned, and waved his left arm
st the small cluster of doctors in
the doorway. Then, taking care
not to bump his other arm, held
in a cast in front of his body, he
ducked into the cab and began
the 4-mile trip to his home in
somerville. It had been three
weeks to the day since a fire-
department ambulance had rush-
ed the redheaded youngster to
Massachusetts General’s emer-
. enirance. Dazed with
ihe boy had been found
clutching his right arm which
had been torn completely off just
pelow the shou'der 1 a train

Within six hours of his
three waves of surgeons

dozens of physicians
cians—had sewn the
a piece of medical
seidom tried and so

r successful

the doctors carefully

. two major veins and

y of the arm, watch-

mphantly as a pulse

to the wrist and the
shed pink with life.
yedists drove a 9-inch
teel rod into each end
bone, firmly reattach-
irm. Plastic surgeons
tha four main muscle
groups and, in another operation
vs later, covered the raw
nd at arm and shoulder with
from Everett’s thigh.

Despite the shock of the acci-
rapid succession of
the freckied youngs-
soon eating regular

g electric football
s (“But they didn’t
know ing at all about set-
ting up r men”), and learn-
ing to write with his left hand.
While ors worried about pos-
| n which would re-
diate amputation, Ev-
only one concern:

Would he ever be able to pitch
again for his Little League team,
the shoe - company - sponsored
$tride - Rites? Encouragement
came from some of the people
who counted most. American
League presidenf Joe Cronin sent
Everett an autographed baseball.
Yankee le nder Bud Daley
wired: “I'm a pitcher like you
and you may not know it, my
right arm is withered from polio,
g0 don’t lose all hcpe.” “I just
wanted to drop you a line,”
wrote Ted Williams, “and tell

ou to hurry up and . . . get back

ito that baseball uniform.”

But doctors are in no hurry to
;ut Everett back on the mound.

he most ical operation of all

the nerves of Ev-

10w useless arm—still lies

1ave to wait for the

heal and the tissues to

d Dr. Ronald A. Malt,

mmediate charge of

Hopefully, in two to

neurosurgeons will

hook up the three main nerve

branches, now held by temporary

wutures to keep them from shri-

veling. Whether the thousands

of nerve fibers controlling the

am will grow together and re-

store function will not be known
for a year or two.

Everett, greeting fellow Little
Leaguers in the living room of
the Knowles’ modest home, was
confident about the next, most
erucial operation. “I'm not the
least bit worried,” he said firm-
ly. “Besides, if I can’t pitch
&gain, I'l] switch to third base.”

gency

2 b
shoCk,

accidert

wou
skin

ROUGH SPORT

A skinny lad, weighing 150
pounds or less, turned out for
the first football practice at one
of the Big Ten colleges last fall,
but soon thought better of his
impulse. “I didn’t mind a thing,”
be reported, “till ome bruiser
&rabbed my left leg, another my
Tight leg, and the first one said

-

problem would seem to be
need o:d”Amphicor “ how
onstrated above in L.
o md, ake

A

CREATING A SPLASH One w

ay to solve Chicago's traffic

to drive right into the | !
ever, which is wh gy

His Scarred Face
Made Him A Crook

’I’he' cashier was busy count-
Ing fivers when he heard the
swing-door open. He looked up

{ With an automatic can-I-help-
you-sir smile, but the smile froze
as he saw the man’s face.

With his right foot he sound-
ed L}_\e electric alarm - be]] by
pressing the button under the
counter.

Two minutes later, Charles
Aramb_— as we shall call him—
was being questioned b 3
Sllicons. They knew b e
professional criminal. :

| “l wanted to cash a cheque,”
| he said, and showed it to them.

“True, he didn’t try to rob
the bank,” the cashier admitted,
"}l])ut I wasn't going to take
chances on a bloke wit
e i h a face

Aram had a boxer’s broken
nose, a wrestler’'s folded right
ear and a scar from the chin
through the lips up to the eye.

“Isn’t that enough to ring the
alarm for?” asked the cashier.
- - ™

In a smart office in the City
of London a tall, handsome man
with shining dark hair, grey
temples and bushy black eye-
brows greeted me with a warm
smile.

“Yes, I'm Charles Aram,” he
said, “I used to be a criminal
. . . a professional screwsman.
I don’t make a secret of why I
turned to crime. It was because
of my face.”

1 looked again at the smooth,
well-groomed skin, the straight,
almost aquiline nose, the bold,
thick-set eyes.

“Not this face. Once, it was
quite different.”

Charles was seven. He was
playing with other kids in a nar-
row alley near the London
docks. He was the cop chasing
a couple of robbers who had
escaped through a warehouse
door.

He looked for them outside
through a low-silled window,
overbalanced and toppled head-
first twenty feet on to a heap
of scrap metal

He regained consciousness in
hospital.

“] had a broken leg, my face
was badly cut and I was lucky
that they could save my eye,”
Charles said.

As a result of the accident he
bad a scar right across his
cheek. Soon kids were calling
him “Scarface” all over the dis-
trict.

Other boys provoked him
“Let’s see how tough you are,
Scarface,” they taunted him. He
was always getting involved in
fights and was often beaten up
— because he was not as tough
as he looked. To learn to de-
fend himself better, he took up
wrestling.

When he was eleven, two bro-
thers of his own age in his class
jeered him till he punched one

of them in the face. The other
one began to cry.

to the other, ‘Make a wish!” "

Next day their father, Fred

(l‘(o(ml waited for Charles to
€ out of school. Then he
grab_b(-d him and beat him with
a stick.

Chgrlie ran home with a
bleeding and broken nose.

That night Charlie’s father, a
docker, swore to kill the man
who had beaten up his son But
Charlie wouldn't tell who it was.
He wo_uld get revenge himself
he decided.

In c_)rder to gain more strength
and fighting skill, Charlie train-
ed hard as a wrestler at a
club.

His coach made him turn pro
—and soon he had his lips per-
manently twisted and his right
ear smashed.

Having lost his father soon af-
ter leaving school, Charlie —
his face now hideously deform-
ed — applied for a job at a fac-
tory. They turned him away.

A local rewsagent laughed at
him when he wanted to become
a paperboy.

_At a dairy, the foreman told
him bluntly: “You'd never sell
any milk with your face. No, my
boy. Housegives wouldn’t dare
open the door to you.”

Next night Charlie broke into
the newsagent’s shop, stole 300
cigarettes and £2 17s. cash. He
was caught within twenty-four
hours. ;

Borstal was no help to him.

“There I learned the value of
my face,” Charles said. “The
boys accepted me as a leader at
once—just on face-value. Now,
all I needed was more experi-
ence. And I was determined to
get it.”

Soon after he got out of Bors-
tal, he did a small job which
earned him three months in pri-
son. He found jail a real uni-
versity of crime. He knew he
would have to go back—to grad-
uate.

The long-delayed revenge on
the Kelseys seemed to be a good
opportunity to achieve that.

Wiien he first broke into Kel-
sey’s house the boys and their
mother saw him stealing a radio,
some cash and a suit.

They were so terrified by his
face that they did not dare stop
him—even when he smashed the
windows and furniture.

For that he got another six
months. .

The prisen governor wanted
him to learn a craft. Charlie was
good at figures, so they let him
study accountancy.

Charles told me: “Of course,
they didn’t know my idea was to
become boss of a big gang.”

With his cuts from the “pro-
fits” he could get his suits from
Savile Row, wear handmade
shoes, dine at the best places and
win any girl.

To attract girls—perhaps that
was one of Charles Aram’s
strongest motives for turning to
erime.

In his teens no good-looking
girl wanted to talk to him or
dance with him. Once he had
falien in love with a girl called
Sheila. But she would have no-
thing to do with him. “I want
to be proud of the boy I go out

—

) ; %

&
SECK Goes TO PRISON — Former Teamsters Union Presic
puid marshal s they leave for McNeil Islind federal pri
ando $20’000 fine und entered prison to begin serving @
uilty ot income tax violations three years ago.

dent Dave Beck (left) tollows
son in Tacoma, Wash. Beck
five-year term.

Beck was

The underworld was the only
place which would accept him,
erime was his only refuge, the
only way he could earn the
money that, with his brain, he
should be getting. When a girl
who refused to talk to him mar-
| ried one of the Kelsey boys.
| Charles broke into their house

for a second time.

Then, only the old man, Fred,
was at home. Charlie robbed the
house and beat up Fred. The
charges brought against him
failed. He made up a false alibi
which convinced the jury.

But a few months later he was
sent to jail—for two years. He
was found guilty of fraudulent
convergion. He was thirty-two.
He had nine convictions and
served seven years in jail

It was the prison chaplain who
really saved Charles Aram—and
society—from himself.

At first, he tried to convince
the prisoner that he didn’t need
to turn to crime. As a good ac-
countant he could earn much
more.

Charles laughed at him: “With
my face? An office job? I'm not
pretty enough to make a milk-
man. Housewives wouldn’t trust
me with their money. So why
should businessmen?”

Next day, the chapiain return-
ed with another man.

“He’s a plastic surgeon,” the
chaplain explained. “Perhaps one
of the best in the country. If
you agree, he'll operate on you
and you won't have to worry
about your looks any more.”

“Who'll pay for it? Doesn’t it
cost a lot of money? I haven’t
got a penny,” Charles snapped.

“It'll be done tarough the
Heaith Service,” the chaplain
said.

Aram had three operaticns.
After the third—he could not
recognize himself.

When released from the hospi-
tal he walked straight down to
the docks where most of his
friends—and enemies—lived.

No one greeted him.

No one recognized him. He was
just a stranger.

He saw a girl walking towards
him. There was something fam-
iliar about her. Then he remem-
bered. It was Sheila. He stopped
her.

The *girl did not remember
him. He had to tell someone —
s0 he told her all about himself.
To his amazement, she listened
and agreed to meet him in the
evening.

It was Charlie’s first proper
date—at the age of thirty-four.
And Shelia did not stand him up.

A few days later a probation
officer introduced him to a big
firm of accountants in the City.

The partners knew of his
criminal record but—in view of
the circumstances—agreed to em-
ploy him under a different name.
He got a job of minor importance.

Two years later he became a
partner—with a luxurious office
to himself. When I met him he
looked and behaved like a bus-
iness tycoon—and leader among
men as he had always wanted
to be.

There was a baby boy’s picture
in a metal frame on the huge
kidney-shaped desk.

“My son, though a bit older
now,” Charles said.

He took a photograph of a
pretty blonde out of his pocket.
“And that’s Sheila—my wife.”
“And that’s Sheila—my wife.”—
by Stephen Barley in “Tit-Bits.”

still The Boy Who
Never Grew Up

It hardly seemed plausible that
actor Mickey Rooney could be on
his uppers. Bouncy as ever at 41,
he was stepping from one featur-
&d role in “Requiem for a Heavy-
weight” into another in “It's a
Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad World.”
His current wife (No. 5) sported
& $4,300 lecpard-skin coat. And
in a generation as a Hollywood
star—going back to 1935, when
he enchanted moviegoers as Puck
in “A Mid-summer Night's
Dream” — the pug-nosed - little
trouper has earned about $15
million. Yet last month Rooney
pleaded bankruptcy, listing lia-
bilities of $484,914 and assets of
$500, and told newsmen: ‘“I'm
going to concenirate on getting
back in the blue.” Declaring
himself hamstrung by unpaid
taxes and other debts; race-track
losses, and alimony and child
support claimed by three of his
ex-wives, Rooney noted in his
petition that even the leopard-
skin coat wasn't paid for in full.
What made him buy it, if things
were so tough? Rooney's lawyer
explained: “Mickey’s career
wasn’t going so well, the baby
was sick . . . you know, when
feelings run low, you buy some-
thing expensive to brighten the
day.”

Faith in the ability of a leader
is of slight service unless it be
united with faith in his jusuce.

—George W. Goethals
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* CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

DEMUNSTRATORS AND iRADEAN
Outh Voivo Outdri

Bargains 17° Cat as Low as $1 300
AERO MARINE INDUSTRIES LTD
21 Walker St Oakville, VI 43381
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
D tamily clothing business for
at sacrifice price Reason for sell
, owner moving to another city For
ulars please write to Box 121
ort Stanley Ont

1)

perayes

1§

.

gl

concrete block;

12-bedroom,
rior complete interior pa 3
8 cleared 400"
surrou
Invested
Proxi-
makes
for busi-
now W Stepovik Batchawana

-

| from new IGA supermarket For more
information, contac{ Ted Roberts For-
est IGA Ont. ¢

BUSINESS PROPERTIES FOR SALE

RESTAURANT & Independent Service
Station Blqck building, 2 bay garage,
I 2 acres on Trans
. Excellent Potenﬂ.-!.
right ple. Mort-
- night, Beverleys
7. (East) Peter-

staurant. R.R. No
boro.

VARIETY store in rich tobacco town,
no opposition, telephone agency, 4
rooms for owner, 8 rooms for rent.
$60,000 turnover. Price $12,000 includ-
Ing stock and fixtures Terms: low
rent. Write P O. Box 131. Delhi, Ont.

CHICKEN FARM FOR SALE
MODERN chicken farm, 4 acres, mi‘lo-
3 2 ' C red 3
000. Suitable for laying hens, pullets
or broilers Contract available. Block
building, everything automatic. On
highway one mile to city, 45 miles
from Toronto. $3.500 down. easy terms.

Barrie Examiner, Box 67, Barrie.

COINS AND STAMPS

JUST released June 6 edition of “Cash

Cois
224 pages, 2300 full {llustrations. 2:3
Revised Printing, April, 1962, with
latest prices collectors will pay for
Canadian coins in all conditions, $1.50.
REGENCY COIN, 157 RUPERT
WINNIPEG, MANITOBA

FARMS FOR SALE

WE have several 100 to 200 acre choice
farms for sale, with good - buildings,
hydro. etc., in Mt. Forest and Arthur
area, on Highway or year round o
roads some with crop included.
from $6,500 to $20f with half down,
early possession Phone or write
Kenilworth, Ont.
Phone th 784W3.
J. A. Willoughby & Sons Ltd.,
Realtors.

FLORIDA PROPERTIES FOR SALE

FLORIDA
Orange Grove

NEWLY planted, $1,150 per acre.
down. Capital gain opportunity. Excer
lent for retirement income.

H. SNOEK REAL ESTATE BROKE
4938 YONGE ST. WILLOWDALE, ONT.
222-2581

HELP WANTED MALE

CONSTABLES

AND

CADETS

MINIMUM QUALIFICATIONS

WEIGHT—160 LBS.
EDUCATION — GRADE 10

APPLY IN PERSON TO
METROPOLITAN
TORONTO POLICE

Personnel Office
92 KING STREET EAST

OFFICE HOURS: Monday to Friday,
8 am. to 4 p.m.

INVESTMENTS

h%

(o]
Interest
Paid On

GUARANTEED

TRUST
CERTIFICATES

3, 4 OR 5-YEAR TERM
$100 MINIMUM AND UP

Sterfinn Trusts

CORPORATION
372 BAY ST., TORONTO

GUNS

SHOTSHELL reloading components at
lowest price. Reload your own shot-
gun shells for as little as $1 oer box.
Morton Bros Limited, Mt Albert.
Carry tull line of Tools & Supplies
Write for price list

EM. 4-7495

How Can I?
By Roberta Lee

Q. How can I clean my oil
mop?

A You .can do a good job with
hot soapsuds in which a little
ammonia has been added. Or,
soak the oil mop in soda water,
then wash in hot soapsuds. Rinse
well, and shake occcasionally
while it is drying. Fo apply
fresh oil, pour some polish into
a shallow pan, and allow the
mop to stand in this untii it is
absorbed.

Canada
Statioa O. Toronto 16
MEDICAL
DON‘T DELAY! EVERY SUFFERER
OF RHEUMATIC PAINS OR

NEURITIS SHOULD TRY
DIXON‘S REMEDY

MUNRO’S DRUG STORE
335 ELGIN OTTAWA
$1.25 Express Collect

-
POST'S ECZEMA SALVE
BANISR the corment of drv eczema
s and weeping skin troubles
Post’s Eczema Salve will not disappoim
you ftching scalding and burning ecze
ma, acne, ringworm. pimples ana foot
eczema will respond readily to the
st. ess, odourless ointment regardiess
of how stubborn or hopeless rhey seem
Sent Post Free on Receipt of Price
. PRICE 3350 PER JAR

POST'S REMEDIES
2865 St Clair Avenue East
Toronto

OPPORTUNITIES FOR
MEN AND WOMEN
EE A HAIRDRESSER
JOIN CANADA'S LEADING SCHOOL
Grear Opportunity
Learn Hairdressing
Pleasant dignitied profession 3009
wages TIhousands of sucecessful
rvel Graduates
America’s Greatest System
llustrated Catalogue Free
Wri.v.e or Call
Matvel Hairdressing School
358 Bloor St W. Toronto
Branches
4 King St W Hamiton
72 Rideau Street Ottawa
OLD COINS WANTED
COINS WANTED! Paying 3100 for
1942 brass (Tombac) Nickels Buying
other coins Tell me what you bave.
Coleman Coins, 545 °E™ Street San
Bernardino, California.

PERSONAL

A modern way to help you reduce.
Eat 3 meals a day. Lose pounds and
inches fast. Clinically tested Slim-Mint
helps satisfy your craving for food —
Slim-Mint plan makes reducing easier
than you ever dreamed possible $2 00,
2 weeks’ supply.
LYON’S DRUGS, 471 DANFORTH,
TORONTO

PROPERTIES FOR SALE
CRYSTAL Beach. 7 rcom house, btath,
as

ce.
ce .00. M. Lemont, 285 Lan-
caster W., Kitchener. SHerwood 2-5355.

$3250 —~ Year-roundg cottage, bath,
large highway frontage, 10 acres, lake
access. A. Killins, Du

nchurch, Ont.
PONIES FOR SALE

Ponies, saddle mares with foals, year-

showg Shetland stud, etc.
Write to- John Street Riding Stables.
R.R. 1, Port Arthur, Ontario

PONY HARNESS FOR SALE

Pony Harness $29.95 up. State size.

rders filled on receipt of Mone,

rder. Longs Harness Shop. Box 237,
esville, Ontario.

A Protestant teacher for S S 4 and 14,
er and Ameliasburg.

UTIES to commence in Sept.
APPLY in writing, stating gualifica-
tions and salary to:

C. K. BLAKELEY, SEC.-TREAS.
CONSECON, ONT. R.R. NO 2

VACATION PROPERTIES FOR SALE

resort for sale. Oak ls%
g

beach and docking facilities. Cab-

are ml& equipped with electrie

and gas lighting. Gas (propane) fridges,

ranges and heating. Pressure water

system and 2 lighting plants. New

boats and motors; 10 minutes by boat

from Lavigne and camp is almost com-

Bletely reserved for season. Write Mr.
. Merchant, Sturgeon Falls

VACATION RESORTS

WONDER GROVE CABINS
HOUSEKEEPING cottages; accommo-
date 2-6; all conveniences, cabins for
4, $40 weekly. Centrally located. Write
or phone 24, M. Douglas, Grand Bend.

PAIGNTON HOUSE
Motel and Cottage Units
Lake Rosseau, Muskoka.
Open June 23rd.
For infor ion on
vacation write for free colored folder

Phone Port Carling, 765-3155

Le Montclair

IN THE LAURENTIANS, P. QUE.
MOST OUTSTANDING RESORT |
FAMED STE. ADELE VILLAGE

1. LARGEST SWIMMING POOL IN THE

3 's'fl%'é“ﬂ“s; 3 DIVING BOARDS,
2. ILLUMINATED RUBICO TEN
OURT. s

c :
3. MEALS BEYOND COMPARE.
4 RIDING, BOATING, MOVIES, GOLF

AND DRIVING RANGE NEARBY.

REASONABLE RATES
WRITE FOR FOLDER

T. S. COUILLARD
LE MONTCLAIR, STE. ADELE, P.Q.

HOT STUFF — James Trono-
lone, four months, wears a
toy fireman’s helmet as a per-
fect topper for his big smile.
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