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Sheer Luck

I’vn forgotten one girl for another,
I’ve been absent-minded of late;
And many a mix-up
I never could fix up
I've had for forgetting a date.

I forget them as fast as I meet them,
I guess I am just one of those
Whose mem’ry is rotten,
But I’ve not forgotten
Myself, yet, enough to propose.
Carroll

A Hopeless Case

We heard of a fellow who was so
forgetful his wife had to remind him
at the end of every week to remove
the strings from his fingers.

FYr

Blink—What's the name of that
song by Irving Berlin we heard last
night—remember?

Blank—No, I don't.

BAS

Which is worse: Remembering to
telephone but forgetting what you
had to say, or remembering what you
had to say after forgetting to tele-
phone.

The absent-minded pickpocket picking his own pocket,
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The absent-minded flapper.

To the Editor of Jupan:
Dm Sir: For quite a long while
I’ve planned to write a story for
your “Absent-minded Number.”
Two weeks ago I sat down to write
and then remembered that my type-
writer was at the repair shop. The
next day I went down to Mr. Gold-
berg’s and paid the $5 I had borrowed
on it and brought it home. Then I
discovered that I didn’t have any

per.

A few days later, I forget just how
many, I stopped in a store to buy a
vacuum cleaner for my wife but
when I got home and opened the
package it turned out to be a box of
stationery. This again reminded me
about the story I was going to write
for you so I put one of the sheets of
paper in my machine and began
writing. An hour,or perhaps several
hours later, I can’t just remember, I
was quite put out to discover there
wasn’t any ribbon in the machine.

Then two days ago, because I
couldn’t find a string to tie around
my finger, I cut off a piece of a new
typewriter ribbon I found in one of
my desk drawers, and with this
securely knotted about my thumb
for a reminder, I walked to the corner
store and purchased a ribbon for my
machine. This time I am positive
I haven'c forgotten a thing. And
the only reason I haven't a story
to send you is because whatever it
was | was going to write about has

Man who let his mind wander while

lathering himself for the morning
shave.

How to Tell if People Are
Absent-minded

A BARBER—if he doesn’t say,
“Hair’s getting kind of thin on
top. How about a shampoo?”

A dentist—if he doesn’t say,
“Hmmm. You should have been
here six months ago. Now I'm not
going to hurt you.”

A bootlegger—if he doesn’t say,
“This is real pre-war stuff. I get it
direct from a sailor on an English
freighter.”

A husband—if he doesn’t say,
“Nope, sorry, can't, the little
woman’s waiting dinner for me.
Well, just ome.”

A golfer—if he doesn’t say, “I was
off my game to-day. I usually make
this course in 77.”

A head-waiter—if he doesn’t say,
“Sorry, sir, no tables just at present.”

A taxi-driver—if he doesn’t say,
“Which side o’ the street’s that on
again?”

A plumber—if he doesn’t say,
“I've forgotten my copy of ‘The
Rubiayat.’”

A traffic cop—if he doesn’t say,
“X—&XXX3{—1Y?—H---D---S---

%8%&MHS$”
An editor—if he doesn’t say, “This
is rotten.” Percy Flage

somehow slipped my mind.
Yours very truly, Confused,.father who was told to dress baby and take him and the dog
Jack Shuttleworth out for a walk.
5
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Mr. Memo’s Marvelous
Memory Course

Mr. B. R. Tubbs, New Rochelle,
Y

N. Y.
Dun Sir: We take great pleasure
in informing you that you have
satisfactorily completed Mr. Memo'’s
Marvelous Memory Course and are
now a bond fide graduate. Accept
our heartiest congratulations, and
wishing you all the success and pros-
perity we ate sure you will achieve,
we enclose herewith your beautiful
hand illuminated gilt-edged engraved
on finest of parchment diploma.
Yours very truly,
Mr. Memo’s Marvelous Memory
Course Co., Inc. Mr. Memo, Pres.
P.S.—We call your attention to
the fact that you forgot to enclose a
check with your last lesson.

Mr. Memo’s Marvelous Memory
Course Co., Inc. Mr. Memo, Pres.

Dear Sir: I take my pen in hand to
tell you that I got your letter about
me being a graduate of your Mr.
Memo’s Marvelous Memory Course
and about the beautiful hand illumi-

nated gilt-edged engraved on finest of

parchment diploma. Now, Mr.
Memo, I tell you right now I'm quit-
ting your Mr. Memo’s Marvelous
Memory Course and don’t want to
be no graduate. I'm not saying,
Mr. Memo, your course is not all
0. K. for some folks, but for me,

THE ABSENT-MINDED ProFEssOR—Ha, ha. That's a good one! They
call me forgetful, and here my own wife passes me on the street and doesn’t

know me!

Mr. Memo, it’s losing me a lot of
money. You see, Mr. Memo, I'm a
union plumber.
Yours very truly,
Mr. B. R. Tubbs.
P.S.—You forgot to enclose the

diploma, anyway.

Jack Shuttleworth

AN INHERITED TENDENCY
The absent-minded college professor’s daughter goes in bathing.

Our Absent-minded Ballads

Nzx'r in importance to the mammy
ballads in American folk songs
come the absent-minded ballads,
treating chiefly of remembering and
forgetting. While the sentiment is
always very scented, the issue is
usually clouded and confusing. We
are never quite sure who does the
remembering, and who the forgetting,
and what it is that is remembered, or,
as the case may be, forgotten. In
writing such a ballad it is essential
that you remember the months with
the “r” in them for the sake of rhyme
—no—they’re the oyster months—
our error. At any rate September,
November, December do help. We
throw out ember as a suggestion, and,
come to think of it, why not “dis-
member”’?
Have you heard the latest?

Do You Remember What You Forgot?

Do you remember what you forgot?
Forget, forgot, forgotten.
I'm so unhappy, I’'m so what not,
For I can’t remember just what you
forgot
Or whether you ever forgot it or not—
But you have forgotten, you're
memory’s rotten,
Forget, oh, forgot, ah, forgotten. ..
G. A. Paravicini
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WHY SUFFER IN SILENCEé CARRY OUR POCKET KNOT INDEX AND REMEMBER

WHAT YOU WERE SENT FOR

True lover’s knot Sailor’s knot — Running  bow- Granny knot — Figure of eight—
—rolling-pin and pound of sliced ba- line — mail letter; pair of antique tickets to “Cradle
package of canary con and Dreiser’s get vacuum cleaner andirons, and two Snatchers’ and buy
seed, ‘““An American and spool of white yards of pale blue yourself a new hat.

- Tragedy.” thread. crepe de chine.

Memorandums of a Business check. Income tax important! Stop  Several Moments with the Pro-
Man : at bank. Stop at bootleggers. Bulb, fessor
YfONDAY—Buy new bulb for up- bulb, bulb, bulb, bulb. - Give Jones HE absent-minded professor had

stairs hall, 8 week's notice, can’t have clerks who just lathered his face when the

Tuesday—Gas bill due. Get bulb forget things.  Jack Shuttleworth telephone rang, so he went to the

when downtown to pay it.

Wednesday—Income tax due, also
rent. Make out checks for rent and
gas bill. See some tax expert. Get
bulb for hall.

Thursday—Phone bootlegger. Find
out bank balance. Pay gas bill.
Pay rent. Look up income tax man.
Urgent!—Get bulb for hall!

Friday—Find out why Jones for-
got to order the new memo pads I
told him to. Phone bank. See tax
expert. Pay rent and gas bills.
Bootlegger. Memo: Stop some place
for that damn bulb.

Saturday—Pay gas bill and phone
company to turn gas back on. Write
nice letter to landlord and enclose

Absent-minded telephone operator.

Diary of an Absent-minded
Person

M ONDAY—Met Whosis to-day—

or was it last Friday?—on the
corner of what’s the name of that
street and where was I? He said
something about something or other
and I forget what I answered. Was
very hungry this evening—must have
forgotten to have eaten lunch again
to-day.

Tuesday—The alarm clock said
four-thirty when I got up this morn-
ing. Late for work. Must remem-
ber to wind that clock hereafter.
Lunch at Automat. Wanted chicken
pie and coffee, but got a cheese sand-
wich and cocoa.

Wednesday—Marched in  the
parade to-day and wound up at the
starting point. Then it occurred to
me that I had been marching in the
wrong direction..

Thursday—Arrived home earlier
than usual—train was a local and
didn’t go any farther than my sta-
tion. Door of house locked—key
wouldn’t fit—so climbed in window.
Found strange man in parlor—he was
evidently a burglar or something be-
cause he had removed all our furni-
ture and put inferior stuff in its place.
I threatened to call the police, but
he was very obliging—he said he
would. He did—and that’s all I
remember. R. C. O’Brien

door and opened it—but nobody was
there.

“Come in,” he said pleasantly, and
ushered his imaginary guest into the
parlor. “I will be with you just as
soon as I have finished polishing my
shoes,” he added.

Noticing that the door was open
he remarked to himself: “That’s
strange; I must have been going out.”

So he put on his hat and coat and
went out. R.C.0.

Py Y

Player pianos are all right in their
place, which, we informed our
neighbor, is in a storage warehouse.

lad

The girl who forgot to wear her fur
garters. .
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HIGH HAT

What's this country coming to,
anyway! With all this night club
and speakeasy raiding going on it’s
getting so a man'’s afraid to call his
drink his own! I'm going to write
my Congressman about it! But
then I suppose he's just as sore as
I am.

——

And the worst of it is it has started
raiding parties. If they hear a place
is apt to be “pulled” that evening
just try and get in! This invitation
came in the mail the other morning:
The proprietor of the “Cat’s Meow™
requests the pleasure of your company
at a raiding party Friday ervening.
Favors to throw at the policemen will
be presented to the ladies and souvenir
police whistles to the gentlemen.
R.S.V.P. (Raid starts very promptly.)

——

And speaking of night clubs, there’s
a new place way over on Second
avenoo near eighty-toid . . . .. it's
called The Gypsy Inn or Camp. . ...
you'll meet anyone from Gyp the
Blood to Reggie Parkavenue there
. ... mighty interesting . . . . and a
dancer. ... Mighon....areal artist.

-

Took in the Kit Kat ball last week
and how the old place has changed!
Time was, when the Kit Kat was
almost an affair of state . . . . this
year it looked like the Butter and
Egger’s convention.

Read a mighty fine book this week.
..... “Pig Iron,” by Charles Norris
. . . . rather long-winded. but I liked
it even better than “Brass” or ““Salt.”

P

Have you heard “Sleepy Time Gal”
on the records? It isn’t very new,
but it’s a humdinger.

-

The Six Best “Steppers:”

“Sleepy Time Gal”’—(No show).

“Only a Rose”’—(Vagabond King).

“Cuddle Up”—(Bunk of 1926).

“I Know Someone Loves Me” ' —
(By the Way).

“What Can They See in Dancing?”
—(By the Way).

“That Certain Feeling”—(T1p-

Toes).
-

Gosh, I forgot!
write something special
Absent-minded Number!

I was supposed to
for the

If!

(With Due Apologies)
History Hinges on Mere Coincidence

8SUMING that important his-

torical personages had suffered
from absent-mindedness, think how
historical lore would have been
changed—

If Nero had inadvertently left his
fiddle on the piano that morning. .

If Sir Walter Raleigh had for-
gotten to put on his coat when he
went strolling.

If Samson had thoughtlessly gotten
a hair-cut once in a while.

If George Washington had over-
looked chopping down that cherry
tree.

If Paul Revere had forgotten to set
his alarm clock on that memorable
night.

If Ben Franklin had ever thought
of flying a kite—

And if Eve had put the apple in
the ice box and then forgotten about
it! Hugh Wood

A Way to Reduce

A tout gave me a tip on a horse the
other day and told me I couldn’t lose.

He was a liar. I lost several
pounds just watching the horses run
around the track.

FY Y

You tell people you have water on
the knee and they don’t seem to care.
But tell them you have something on
your hip and they become interested
immediately.

“Gree!

I forgot and ett a mouthful too much!”

11
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Editor, Norman Anthony. Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher, Phil Rosa. Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan.

EPRESENTATIVE BLANTON, of Texas, has asked that

~ the editor of the Washington Post be prosecuted

under the Volstead Law for printing George Wash-

ington’s recipe for beer. We can visualize the day when

it will become a criminal offense to quote the Declaration
of Independence.

Absent-mindedness

Tnn Mosleys, Captain and Lady Cynthia, on their visit

to this country have been investigating working con-
ditions and making socialistic speeches. We have heard
no protest or complaint on the part of our State Depart-
ment, although in the meantime the Karolyis are still
barred. A clear case of absent-mindedness, no doubt.

Other conspicuous cases of absent-mindedness:

Attorney General Sargeant forgets to remember about
the aluminum inquiry.

The South ignores the Fifteenth Amendment.

Wayne B. Wheeler ignores the Fourth Amendment.

The country ignores the Eighteenth Amendment.

Secretary Davis mislays his common sense.

God forgets Chicago.

Shades of the Vigilantes!

Tlm Better Government Association of Chicago has

assumed the role of little Rollo. Surely you remem-
ber little Rollo. He was the boy who hated rowdies
so dreadfully that when they sassed him and spit in his
face and pushed him into the mud puddle why—he ran
to his uncle and begged him to make them be good. He
was also the little boy who, when they pasted him in the
eye with a ripe tomato, cried, “I shall let it remain till
father sees it!”

The Better Government Association of Chicago and
Cook County, through “hell and Maria” Dawes (of all
people!), presented a petition to the United States Senate
urging a Congressional investigation of outlawry in its
home town. It charges a conspiracy between public
officials and gangsters to terrorize the city and virtually
confesses the inability or unwillingness of its citizens to
cope with the situation. Never before in the history of
the country, so far as we are aware, has a responsible civic
body seriously proposed such an abject surrender of self-
government. The nearest approach to it was the appeal
of certain Philadelphians for another year of Smedley
Butler. But that sounds now like a declaration of inde-
pendence compared with this bleat from the Windy City.

Sooner or later, of course, the pelicy of prescribing
our private conduct from Washington and seeding the
country with Federal spies was bound to undermine and

d&stroy our self-reliance and the wholesome pride we took
in ruling our own civic roosts. But who would have
supposed that the moral fiber, which a generation or two
ago tamed the West, would so soon disintegrate? If this
petition had come from almost any other town we could
have understood it better. But from the second city of
the country, the boastful Metropolis of the Mississippi
Valley, the top-lofty Leviathan of the Lakes! It almost
persuades us that what the Methodist Board of Tem-
perance, Prohibition and Public Morals has been saying
about the pure and helpless West must be true.

Meanwhile, may we congratulate the Senate on
promptly dismissing the petition? Such a display of
intelligence is startling.

More Moral Turpitude

ND yet, to look at it from another side, one can hardly
blame any American city for putting its police problem
up to Uncle Sam. For the Volstead Act has complicated
that problem almost beyond endurance. What was it
that Smedley Butler expended almost all his talk and time
on during his brief reign in Philadelphia—what was it
that ﬁnally defeated him there? Prohibition enforcement.
What is it that so appals the Chlcago petitioners? The
power and rutl:lessness of the rum ring.

But with characteristic hypocrisy the Better Govern-
ment boys ignore utterly the obvious culpability of Vol-
steadism and try to put the blame for Chicago’s predica-
ment on the stranger within her gates. ““There has been
for a long time in this City of Chicago,” their petition
recites. “‘a colony of unnaturalized persons hostile to our
institutions and laws, who have formed a government of
their own—feudists, blackhanders, members of the mafia—
who levy tribute upon citizens and enforce collection by
terrorizing, kidnaping and assassinations. . . . Many of
these aliens have become fabulously rich as rum-runners
and bootleggers, working in collusion with police and other
officials, building up a monopoly in this unlawful business

" and dividing the territory of the county among them-

selves under penalty of death to all intruding competitors.”
In other words, please, Uncle Sam, come and kick these
foreigners out and let’s have only 100 per cent. American
bootleggers.
I R R

Mn. BUCKNER despairs of enough Federal machinery
to enforce Prohibition in New York, so he has
urged that “‘to protect their own community from bands
of professional criminals” New Yorkers have a new State
enforcement act. Just like the one Chicago enjoys?
W.M. H.

13
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The Adventures of Flubb andTubb

Say It with Flower Pots

ow that Henry Flubb, presi-
dent of the Flubb Flower Pot

Company, had reached his
anecdotage, evenings at the Flubb
mansion were as riotous and thrilling
as the pages of the Congressional
Record. Perpetual permanent wav-
ing, mud massage and chin liftings
had finally convinced ‘“Ma” Flubb

_ that a woman is as old as she feels,
and acting on this theory, one Wed-
nesday evening, she dragged the pro-
testing Henry forth from his slippered
seclusion and smoking-jacketed ease
to view “Pulsing Passions,” Holly-
wood’s latest gift to the silver screen
and tribute to the Great God Hokum.

It is easier to break into the
United States Mint than to get into
the Paragon Theater between the
hours of seven and nine-thirty p.M.
Even the chaste marble columns that
adorn the Broadway side, the gold-
fish bowls in the lobby, the gold-
braided, sufficiently supercilious door
men, the silver cherubs on the ceil-
ings and the Kollege Kut tuxedo on
the third assistant manager could
not soothe Henry Flubb’s irritation
at being compelled to stand in line
fifty-five minutes before getting a
seat. Finally, however, he found
himself seated behind a marble
column and after the first prologue,
second prologue, overture, news reel,
tabloid “Faust,” specialty dancers
and pictures of the Boston fire, which
resembled every other fire picture he
had seen, Henry Flubb reveled in the
passionate Romeoing of the feature.

Dormant romance, long stifled by
flower pot problems and a balky
blood pressure, once again surged
through Henry’s veins as young love,
moon-lit amorous trysts near the old
ruined castle, and similar tender bits
flashed before him. Later, riding
uptown, he leaned back in his
limousine and, in fancy, rode black
chargers, slew dragons for pale,
panic-stricken princesses and waged
valiant wars for love’s sweet sake.
Beside him snored “Ma” Flubb.
Around his feet they had wrapped an
automobile robe. But even mental
Lotharios are not immune to icy
blasts and the streptococci, for a
paroxysm of sneezing seized the
middle-aged Don Quixote who had

byArthurL Lippmann

CAME THE DAWN

just mentally taken a seat at King
Arthur’s Round Table and thereafter
a most unromantic, but obviously
utilitarian handkerchief was brought
into play.

And so, when an engraved, blue-
tinted card bearing this inscription
was handed to Henry Flubb at his
office the following morning: “J.
Parker Wethersfield, Vice-President,
The Wethersfield Industrial Film
Company,” the magic of the movie
genie dissolved Flubb’s chronic fore-
noon grouch and J. Parker, though
he knew it not, owed much to the
Cupid’s bow mouth of Sally Sayre,
star of ‘“Pulsing Passions,” as well as
three divorce suits.

“Is this the Henry Flubb who
writes such inspiring wall mottoes?”
questioned Brother Wethersfield, as
his six feet of blue-serged, deter-
mined chinned,wing collared and bow
tied masculinity breezed in and he
smiled an ingratiating grin that re-
vealed several hundred dollars’ worth
of flawless, 1926 model dentistry. “I
am J. Parker Wethersfield, a business
physician, an industrial healer and a
sales engineer. I capture the fleeting
romance of business and harness it to
increase sales. This I can do for the
Flubb Flower Pot Company.”

When Wethersfield mentioned ro-
mance, a glow came over Flubb’s face
and he sent for Tobias Tubb, his
general infield utility. Then Flubb
so far forgot himself as to hand the
stranger a cigar. J. Parker leaned
forward and orated with the fervor

of Mark Anthony telling Rome what
a good feller J. Caesar was when he
had it.

“I propose to produce an industrial
film here in the Flubb Flower Pot
factory to be titled “The Romance of
the Flower Pot.” This picture will
deal with the complete manufactur-
ing process of a Flubb flower pot. 1
will write in a beautiful love story,
to give it human interest and heart
appeal. This film, a mixture of
sentiment and business, will, however,
be nothing but a marvelous publicity
stunt to sell thousands of Flubb
flower pots. The Flubb flower pot
factory will decorate the screens of
moving picture theaters from the
rock-bound coasts of Maine to the
Pacific’s broad expanse. The Flubb
flower pot will be shown on the same
screen with Valentino, Mary Pick-
ford, Sally Sayre—"

“Sally Sayre,” rapturously mut-
tered Henry Flubb, “she is a wisp of
sunshine, a golden gleam, a—"

Wethersfield’s keen, black eyes
noticed the blush on Flubb’s cheeks.
Little wheels clicked silently in his
head. Then, rather indifferently, he
announced, ““I think we can get Sally
Sayre to’play in ‘The Romance of the
Flower Pot.” She has a contract
with the Supersupersuper Films, but
we can get her away. But we would
have to get two good leading men,
Mr. Flubb. Two men of charm, in-
telligence and magnetism. Two men
like Mr. Tubb and yourself.” Then
Wethersfield paused -and suddenly
banged his fist down on Flubb’s desk.
“I haveit,” he shouted. “Mr. Flubb
you are just the type to play the
virile, clean-mimded lover who comes
riding from the rolling plains to save
the Flower Pot industry from the
clutches of the trusts. Mr. Tubb
can be your partner. You are just
the type, Mr. Flubb, just the type.”

Henry Flubb drank two glasses of
water and walked over to the window.
Twenty-two stories below was a little
ribbon, filled with moving dots. As
far as the eye could see, huge signs
were silhouetted against the sky.
With the coming of darkness these
signs would blaze forth in nightly
competition with the starry firma-
ment on high. A mist o’erspread

(Continued on page 22)
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EFORE bringing out the artil-
B lery, let us put everybody in
good humor by saying some-

thing nice again about Walter Hamp-

den’s “Cyrano.” (Business of say-
ing something nice again about
Walter Hampden'’s ““Cyrano.”)

o

Iuorz you will believe me, son,

when I tell you that this spanking
business hurts me more than it does
you. Take “The Virgin,” for ex-
ample. If you think it is any fun
trying to make faces in a new and
interesting way at the play in which
the lumberjack, Louie le Bombard—
“wan damn fine fella,” as he is ever
wont to designate himself—finds that
a fair wench has played him false
and proceeds to lock the door and
hot-foot it around the boudoir after
her, if, as I say, you think it is any
fun scratching your head to discover
a new way to pan such a dingus, you
are an optimist beside whom a
millionaire astrologer is a limeade.
There are persons who argue that it
is much easier to write a roast than
a boost, but I'd like to see one of them
try his hand at a roast of “The Vir-
gin” after he has roasted plays ex-
actly like it since 1906 A.D.

It is now three days and six hours
that I have sat here trying to pan
“The Virgin” in a fresh and lively
manner, but I'll be hanged if T can
do it. It is dismal stuff, and it
deserves an application of the back of
the hair brush, yet all I find myself
able to say of it is that it is dismal
stuff and deserves an application of
the back of the hair brush. I could
somewhat exaggeratedly recite the
plot for you and give you a couple of
laughs at the show’s expense in that
way, but P’ve negotiated that trick
so often that it is stale. I oould

Burlésque the names of the characters

“The Creaking Chair” (Lweeum)— Glance
to the right.

“The Right Age to Marry” (49th St.)—This
one is ubo;gt low{y hnml:xyre folk, so I haven't
been around yet.

“The Wisdom Tooth” (Little)—Widely
praised fantastic play which somehow fails to
work me up.

“The Great God Brown” (Garrick)—A fine
play by O'Neill, heartily commended to your
attention.

“The Green Hat" (Broadhurst)—The heroine
proves her enduring&ove for theLﬂo by having
affairs all over Europe. Drivel.

“Young Woodley” (Belmont)}—Comedy of
the British schoolboy, worth seeing.

““The Shanghai Gesture™ )—It appears
that the chief pastime in (gmt bordclEu is

“4 Night in Paris” (Century Roof)—The
most comfortable theater in New York and a
diverting show.

“Vanities” (Carroll)—Joe Cook and Julius
Tannen at their best.

“The Patsy” (Booth)—Feeble comedy dec-
orated by Claiborne Foster.

“Easy Virtue” (Eml;:ii.re)—-lc Coward should
mention La Cowl in his prayers.
“The Student Prince” (Century)—The most
tisfactory ical dy evening in town.

“Sunny” (New Amsterdam)—The most
satisfactory dancing show in town.

“Tip-Toes” (Liberty) — Gershwin yes;
libretto no.

“Cradle Snatchers” (Music Box)—An eve-
ning of laughs.

“The Unchastened Woman™ (Princess}—An
evening of grunts.

“The Virgin" (Elliott)—Reviewed opposite.

“The Masque of Venice” (Mansfield)—To be
lectured on next week.

“Craig's Wife"  (Morosco)—Interesting
American play, well acted.
“The Great Gatrby” (Ambassador)—Scott

Fitzgerald in sock and buskin. A good
dramatization of a good novel. :

“A Lady's Virtue” (Bijou)—A sex play for
very old maids.

“4 Weak Woman™ (Ritz)—Amusing boule-
vard comedy.

“The Butter and Egg Man” (Longacre)—
Another that will give you scme loud laughs.

“The Last of Mrs. Cheyney” (Fulton)—Ina
Claire as a yegg-lady.

“The Love City” (Klaw)—‘“The Shanghai
Gesture” minus.

““The Makropoulos Secret” (Hopkins)—Czech
drool.

“Alias the Deacon” (Hudson)—Correspon-
denta still writing in to the editor complaining
about my calling it flapdoodle. Flapdoodle.

“The Cocoanuts” (Lyric)—Ibsen actors
favorite show.

“Nirrana” (Greenwich)—To be reviewed
next weok.

“Lore 'Em.and L "Em” (Barris
st o e B e} —A

and incorporate them in an otherwise
straight rehearsal of the plot and thus
bring the exhibit into the realm of
immediately discernible absurdity,
where it belongs, but that, too, is a
wornout device. Or I might even
write a couple of thousand words of
serious destructive criticism of the
thing if I didn’t have any humor left
in me. But I'll be blessed if I can
think up any other way to handle the
job. I, therefore, take refuge in
setting down simply the fact that
“The Virgin,” by the Messrs. White
and Bennison, is a pretty low grade
of drama and let it go at that.

mI

THE management of the mystery

play called ‘The Creaking
Chair,” on view at the Lyceum,
hasn’t put a note in the program
requesting the audience not to
divulge the solution of the mystery.
The reason isn’t hard to figure out.
If you told anyone the solution he
wouldn’t believe it even after he had
seen the play for himself.

Not that “The Creaking Chair” is
so much different in this respect from
50 per cent. of our mystery plays.
When a playwright sets out to con-
fect one of these opera, his technique
generally consists in building up a
mystery that has no logical and ra-
tional solution and then solving it in
a manner that makes it even more
mysterious than it was in the first
place. When the playwright doesn’t
go at things that way, his method is
to show the audience the character
who undoubtedly committed the
crime and who he damn well knows
committed it, and then to chase his
tail proving that the character in
point didn’t commit it. Allene Tup-
per Wilkes, author of the Lyceum
play, follows this second course. The
muarder of the weman living in the
peighiberhoed was unquestionably

(Gontinued on page 28)
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ican screen début in “Torrent,”

from the novel by Ibanez.
Not only are love and convention not
happily reconciled in this picture, as
in 99 44/100 per cent. of other movies,
but there is no attempt to camouflage
the character of Leonora, played by
Greta Garbo. Miss Garbo, by the
way, is the Swedish star who made a
European reputation in the leading
role of “The Story of Gosta Berling,”
the screen version of Selma Lagerlof’s
Nobel Prize story. This is her first
American appearance.

“Torrent” is the story of two
lovers, a Spanish peasant girl and
the young don of her village, who are
twice on the point of grasping happi-
ness and defying the world, but each
time are defeated by the will to regu-
larity of the young man’s mother.
After the first desertion Leonora
journeys to Paris where in the course
of time she becomes a famous prima
donna, féted and pursued by half the
titles on the Continent. In her
wicked splendor she returns to her
native village to find her don adeputy
and engaged to marry the pork king’s
daughter. Again the old magnetism
works its spell. They meet, they
love, all one moonlit night in the old
garden. The mother drives her from
the village. The son meets her in
Madrid. There
is talk of flight
to America. But
—oh, well, the
romance comes a
cropper. Nothing
sensational, you
understand;
nothing  melo-
dramatic. No-
body is killed, or
dies, except in
spirit.  But the
tragedy of the
outcome is all the
more poignant
for the lack of
blood and tears.

SOPHIST[CAT[ON makes its Amer-

lady up?”

“The Big Parade”—Still the best movie
going.

“4 Woman of the World"—Pola Negri
against a Main street background. Very good.

“Time, the Comedian" —Ma's sweetie returns
to woo her daughter. Poor stuff.

“Sicgfried”—With a good orchestra it beats
the opera.

“Tumbleweeds”—Standard Bill Hart fare.
“Lady Windermeve's Fan"—Near Wilde.

“4 Kiss for Cinderella”—Sentimentality at
its charmingest.

“Blueheard's Sccen Wices”—The sheik busi-
ness burlesqued.

“Womanhkandled”—The wide-open spaces
kidded.

“Soul Mates”—Elinor Glyn piffle.

“Mannequin”—Fanny Hurst's 850,000 price
melodnm(:u Not worlil it.

“That Royle Girl'—A dip into Chicago’s
underworld with a cyclone to boot.

“The Splendid Road”—Deep in slush.

“Ben-Hur"—The chariot race is worth the
price of admission.

“Sea Beast’—John Barrymore in a mixture
of slush and*blubber.

“The Black Bird”—Lon Chaney in a good
drama.
“The Reckless Lady"—See comment on
“Time, the Comedian.’
“Yemory Lane”—Mush.

“Moana of the Soutk Seas”—Personally
conducted tour to Paradise.

“The Grand Duchess and the Waiter”—First
rate comedy.

“Partners 1gain” —Potash and Perlmutter
on thick.

“Mare Nostrum"—Florid war tragedy from
Ibanez.

“Dancing Mothers”—The old lady rebels.

“John. where’s your manners? Isn’t the man supposed to help the

Miss Garbo gives a finished per-
formance which without heat or
effort extracts the last ounce of scorn
and pity and frustration from the
situation. Ricardo Cortez, her vis-
a-vis, does equally well with his part.
But I can’t believe he actually plays
the last scene. The transformation
is too appalling.

To appreciate “Torrent,” see “La
Bohéme.” BythatIdon’tmeanto
imply that King Vidor hasn’t made a
really brilliant picture out of this
ancient tear wringer. He has, with
the conspicuous assistance of Lillian
Gish and John Gilbert. But “La
Bohéme,” for all its accent on
tragedy, is a bit of sentimental un-
reality. It leaves you with no ques-
tion in your mind, no rebellion in
your heart. It brushes your emo-
tions and passes on.

But I don’t see how it could have
been done better. Lillian Gish merely
has to walk through the part to make
a perfect Mimi. And John Gilbert,
as Rodolphe, is quite as handsome
and spirited and inconsolable as one
could wish.

What’s come over our movie
magnates that they should be
giving us such unaccustomed fare?
Used to chocolate nut sundaes and
fudge, I feel like
the lady who
thought filet mig-
non was fish.
This is the third
screen tragedy I
have seen in suc-
cession, all
Metro-Goldwyn-
Mayer pictures.
Some one in that
organization
must have had a
sudden attack of
artisticcon-
science, or gone
crazy. Perhaps
both.
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scene, in which Henry Flubb and
Tobias leap from a moving train,
grab an automobile and trail the
trusts’ hireling to a deep ravine,
Henry Flubb struggles with him on
the edge of a cliff and then throws
the villain 2,500 feet into the waters
of Death Lake. Comes the dawn
and Henry Flubb, closely holding
Sally Sayre to him, walks off into a
synthetic 1,000 candle-power sun-
rise. There are birds and they go
“tweep-tweep,” as the two united
hearts forever pledge their troth, but
of course you can’t hear them.

“To-morrow we show the film in
the Flubb Factory Employees’ Mu-
tual Benevolent Association Audi-
torium,” shouted J. Parker Wethers-
field to Henry Flubb that evening.
“Declare a morning holiday and in-
vite the help. We’ll serve hot dogs
and ice cream cones.”

The next morning 3,000 Flubb
boosters sat in the auditorium wait-
ing for the show to start. Suddenly,
his face white and his hands trem-
_ bling, Henry Flubb appeared before

them. “Boys and girls,” he sadly
said, “there’ll be no show. Mr.
Wethersfield has disappeared and has
taken with him the film that would
have made cinema history. ‘The
Romance of the Flower Pot’ has been
stolen. Go, folks, go back to your
work and ponder on the loss that has
been inflicted on the picture-going
public.”

* * % % *

Five months passed. Flubb and
Tubb, their personal disappointment
keener than rhetoric, sadder than
words, listlessly went through the
barren ritual of business. Wethers-

field had never been found. The
film had never been recovered. The
birds in Weehawken still went
“tweep-tweep,” the sun still set in
splendor, but the name of Flubb and
Tubb did not appear in flashing glory
against the dark evening sky, along
with the soap, soup and socks signs.

And then, into Flubb’s office one
afternoon dashed Mrs. Tubb and
“Ma” Flubb. “We saw ‘The Ro-
mance of the Flower Pot’ at the
Paragon Theater,” they shouted.
“The audience went crazy. They
rolled out into the aisles in spasms
of laughter. Five ambulances had
to take them away. The manager
of the theater made a speech and said
that the names of Flubb and Tubb
would go down in history as greater
comedians than Weber and Fields.
They laughed so hard that some of
the seats became loose. Why didn’t

you tell—”

The door was suddenly pushed
open and J. Parker Wethersfield Husband No. 8,637 reports no progress in his investigation of why his
sguntered in. “Mr. Flubb,” he wife ever bought that 876 vacuum cleaner,
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hail “The Romance of the Flower pot’
as a comedy, a low piece of buffoonery
and slap-stick? We made it with an
ideal in our minds. We wanted to
drive home an allegory proving that
virtue is triumphant in other than
theatrical performances. I gave it
my best and it is hailed as a custard-
pie throwing joke. Oh, if I only had
kept my two-thirds share and scrap-
ped the picture forever! Our pres-
tige in the industry is ruined. Why
did I not think of it? I, Henry
Flubb, president of the Flower Pot
Manufacturers’ Association, The
Flower Pot Board of Trade, The
Flower Pot Industrial Commission—
I will see my earnest thespian efforts
mocked at, laughed at and gradually
we will lose our position. On every
hand I will be a jest, a clown, a low
comedian. Rather sacrifice my $20,-
000, but keep my good name. You
know what Shakespeare said, Tobias,
‘A good name is—”’

But Tobias had just finished read-
ing a telegram, which he handed to
Henry Flubb. “Read it,” he grin-
ned.

“You read it,” groaned Flubb.
“I suppose the president of The Little
Eva Flower Pot Company has seen
the picture and wants to rub it in.”

“Not by a long shot,” answered
Tobias. ‘“Listen to this:

Mr. Henry Flubb,
Flubb Feature Film Company,
New York City.

Understand you have sold complete
rights to film “The Romance of the
Flower Pot” to J. Parker Wethersfield.
Am requested to inform you that film
will not be allowed in any moving pic-
ture theaters as it is mere commercial
propaganda masquerading under the
title of a comedy. Pictures that adver-
tise or exploit a certain industry are
not permitted to be shown. We are
instructing Wethersfield to destroy
film immediately.

NaTtioNaL Boarp oF CENsORsHIP.”

A tear of gratitude trickled down
Flubb’s face. Tobias discreetly
withdrew. Henry Flubb furtively
opened the middle drawer of his desk.
From it he drew a picture of Sally
Sayre on which was inscribed: “To
‘Hen’ Flubb—the screen’s great
lover.” Silently, Henry Flubb tore
the picture into small bits and cast
them out of the window. Then he
took a throat tablet, put on his
gaiters, wrapped his muffler warmly
about his throat and went home to
his slippers, his smoking jacket and
the evening paper.

The latest and greatest hoon to motorists—a folding mechanic for the
tool kit!
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JUDGE, *"The World's Wittiest Weekly,™ con-
tains the best work of the leading artists and

R 6

You will enjoy every isspue of JUDGE fgr it
humor,

will bring you more real morg ¢ er
pictures, more funny fancies than any
weekly.

Don't delay! Send in your subscription now.

Jm of humor

will dev:
ml enjoy fe Lnbeny and the

G

Getlnmthisspechloﬂ’ero(ﬂveeksof
JUDGE for $2.00. Never before did
yw.etsormlch or s0 little money.

E

Enclose $2.00 in an envelope with the cou
below and mail to-day. pon

JUDGE—
627 West 43d Street New York
Here is $2.00. Send JUDGE for 21 weeks.

Contributors
'O MANUSCRIPTS will be re-
turned unless accompanied by
- and addmsed return
envelope, and owing to the thousands
of contributions sent into this office
each week, it is impossible to enter
into petsonal correspondence regard-

m?)o not enclose postage for Funny-
bones, Epilaughs, Lizzie Labels, Kra
Kracks or Letter Laughs, as they wi
not be returned.

$5 will be paid for each one printed
if it has not previously been received.

In cases of duplication, the first
one received will be accepted.

For prompt attention address
manuscripts, in separate envelopes,
to the following departments:

Manuscripts—Literary Editor of

Jupce,

Funnybones—Funnybone Editor

of Jupce,
E[}ilaughs—Epﬂaugh Editor of
UDGE,
Crossword Puzzles — Crossword

Puzzle Editor of JUDGE,
Lizzie Labels—Lizzie Label Edi-

tor of JUDGE.
627 West 43d Street, New York City

A Always insist upon having

ABBOTTS
s BITTERS
& pempatrmen e &7

= W, & Co., Balie, M, =

JUDGE FOR YOURSELF

.

Paradise Enow
Junae: I go up to Naples twice a month and
oy Tonok ":;d‘h% e ot make e lough:
t. ung e me )
B B ibe vigorea O, & "
J Wilson, formerly of
“:P‘ﬁhdalphu. wherely&?e
letter carrier was shot.

New York City,
February 23, 1926,

Between the Eyes

wm‘bltbetl ulowl ws us the fate

whwhhawluhnx our tranquil little isle.

DadandLnthink Jv:m: ll.noﬂb great, from cover 'g

cover; mo it is :

ighbors think it ja Bolshevik. There. yas &
n rally in the

Are you evet

Do You say “who" when you should say
“whom”? Do you say “between you
and I” instead of “between you and

me”? Do you mispronounce common
wordn in your speech ar use them in-
correctly when you write? . . . Many
e man has been held down all his life
and suffered untold embnmnmont be-
cause of mistakes in English,

ashamed of

You do not need to make these mis-
takes any Ioncer. R:ght at home, in
spare time, in the privacy of your own
room, you can mske up the education
you missed in the days that you should
have been at school. The International
Correspondence Schools will teach you,
just as they have taught thousands of
other men, by a simple new method
which shows you mmnctwely which
word to use and how to use it.

Mailt&e

The I and ponlm Schools
are the oldest and lar correspondence
schools in the world.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Bex 3580. , Peana.

Without cost or o bufulon on 113 toll
me how I can q on or h the sub-
joct Defore which I umrhdan

BUSINESS TRAINING counn

O0GOOD ENGLISH

ectly gorgeous
ﬁturelotnwhkuo.wnhmlpbhm n every-

Andd! '.tl.mﬁ‘ your carefree little Montreal corl-
respondent, Miss Renee Recery, is charmi
can’ t:lo your old crossword puulu. cither. o8

Water Mill, L.I, N. Y. Jack Ros
January 15, 1926,

Our National Farce

To Gteh: ﬁduon of A{ lumn .
men: ow me to expreas words
Phth tion of your hbelld’mt p:llua." n:
u—in
yaur o of vefution o m“"""“"d.m""""
wi'.b you, but that small dlﬂerenee does not forever

ﬁbmon—vl::n n':.éem:ht turned out to

bcl A lew dqyo startling bit of
a :S:u n_paper. "Prohlb?:l::
lnuuoeeeded to Bﬁmmuﬁve(}ooper

of Ohio. Within three days of that we learn
via the same information, “Upshaw says few
members of Congress dnmf’!n

leads U. S in arrests ol drunk drivers,” *
rum fight ‘has just begun ' That last headline
makes me wonder w ere in — tll money
the farce has
gone if th:ﬁ'em only begmmnghit now. In the
capital of nation, where the law is made, they
cannot enforce it. 'fhe need tlotmotethnthe

long-faced jackasse send upo The
olthe'feo lehlvenouoelotit—letus

e it from mutuhon
The editorials . M. H. always give me

great nu:l'actlon It u a satisfaction to read
one’s own beliefs and opinions voiced by another.
‘«ome of {rour readers have the desire to have no

H I wh; t two pages
stendof but one? sy WAy Dot two in-

In closing I want to extend to

ciation of your eflorts to bring tgn

of this nation back to where it belongs,

mentofthepeople,bythepeoplcnndr,m

te.” Thomas Vi Soott, Jr.
tnoent

P.S.: d:u»mmmmpw.gw',

gxrlnny A:enmnm—u..ym .Vs(a

F'ebnnrys, 1926,
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