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Anna Held’s Daughter and Oscar
Hammerstein’s Granddaughter Make
Very Frank Criticisms of Mother

Anna and Grandpa Oscar ‘,
and Their Old

Fashioned Ways

IMES change, and
the older gener
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Oscar
Hammer-
stein.

What I Think of

Grandpa Oscar

By Elaine Hammerstein

Granddaughter of the Famous
Impresarlo.

down good and hard the other day

for laughing at Grandpop Hammer-
stain's hat. Of course it's funny, but he
had no right to say: *No fool like an
old fool

Grandpa isn't & fool at all, He Is a
genfus, That's one thing the matter with
him, and the other Is he Is old, I think
it is narrowminded to make fun of the
old peaple, They do the best they can;
in fact, they do mighty well, allowing
for the disadvantages they have.

Now just look at my granddad., That
old-fashioned hat on top of his head isn't
any older than & lot of the notions In-
side. The hat looks good to him and so
do the notions. That's an awful handi-
cap, and #'s & wonder the old gent gets
along as well as he does,

1 asked that college boy how he
thought he would get along ¥ he had
to go out in the world with that old
hat and those old ideas instead of his
own up-to-date ideas and clothes, Well,

he had to give the old fellow credit for
daing mighty well, consldering.

lcmnlﬂn & Columbla College boy

That hat is all right. You wonldn't
guy old Noah for his long whiskers; they
are part of hs get-up and he has a right
to them.

People gel real cross at grandpa be-
cause every few minutes he jumps up
and bullds & theatre somewhere. Any-
body can see there are too many thea-
tres, but what of IL? Aren't thers too
many churches? I've heard of people
turning some of the churches into mov-
ing pleture houses. Now, I'll leave it to
anyone {f It isn't a better game for the
pletures to get into grandpa’s theatres
than Inlo some of these churches they
ara sticking up all over.

They say he puts the grand opera busi-
ness out of key., 1 don't belleve It. It
is m crazy business anyway, like the cir
cus, ] don't think people pay to go to
opera because they llke to hear musie,
but because it s such a joke they want
to go and see how people get away with
it, Think of taking a man whom the
good Lord meant to be s perfectly good
Kialian barber and paying him a thousand
dollars a night to wing. Isn't that a joke?
Sure it's a joke.

1'll admit that some of the old fellow's
preas agents' stuff was rather coarse
work when you look back at it. But
then, & was pulled off in the old days
when crude stuff went.

Do you remember the time grandpa
worked that old game of writing an
opera in 24 hours? It was rough, but he
got away with it

He and some actor who needed some
advertising made a bet of §50,000 or
$100,000—it might just as well have been
& bhundred millfon, because it was all
“stage money''-—that he could lock him-
self up In a room 24 hours and compose
A completg opera.

The hotel was giad to furnish the room
free for the advertising. 8o was the
plane company which installed & grand

plano. Next oame aboul fifty pounds of
paper, & gross of pens, pemclly, erasers,
etc., & quant of Ink, Finally some things
to eat and drink, including a gallon or
0 of coffea {o help the genlus keep
awake, Columns and columns in the
newspapers attended these preparations
Al last grandfather was kept busy refus-
ing the offers of all kinda of fakera and
quacks who wanted to supply him with
oxyren, as well as a spiritualist who was
prepared to materialize all the dead com-
posers to collaborate with granddad,

Well, the doors were soaled and a big
committes of reporters held wateh out
sido, A mighty scralching of pens was
heard, punctusted by much pounding of
the plano. At the end of the time grand.
pa emorged with a complete opera. This
was bad enough, but he slept and snored
some of the time and besides the opera
1 bappen to know that he wrote a lot of
lmalnﬂnu laetters and used up two check
hooks pa.}lmt a lot of old bills he had
neglectad.

But it all wept over and was taken
without any graln of salt., 8o why
should we of a more enlightened and sub-
tle generation call it crude and coarse?

1'd be afrald grandfather would refuse
10 speak to me for saying all this, but
he doesn't know me on the street any-
way., Not long ago | met him on the
boardwalk at Atlantic City.

“Hello, Mr. Hammerstein, do you know
who 1 am?”

He scowled and looked me over and
sald:

“I know you are an empty-headed, im-
pertinent little girl, I know that your

heels are too high and your skirt Is too
tight and slit up to your knees. I know
that somebody ought to put & vacuum
cloaner on your face and remove some
of the powder. I know that you have too
much junk around the top of your head
and nol enough around the top of your

changes with tham as
much as they think.
Many
thinks herself up-tothe.
minute only conveys
the
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are  personally 1 Grand-
don't know mor do daughter,
1 care a darn. But Elaine
just for the sake of Hammerstein,
politenens 1 will
ank.”

Then he bowed and sald: “Pormit me

to Inquire, madame, sho in the dickens
arp you?™

I told him and he looked thoughtful

“Ah, yes,” he sald finally, “I have a
memorandam about you, when vou wersa
born, and all. Why, yes, glad to know
yoi, Come In and see me at Lhe office
some time and I'll buy you some pepper
mints, Now run home hefore you eatch
oold.”

Was I mad? Nola bit, He maans wall
He's old and a genlun and he can't help
either ope, T think he does mighty well,
I'm proud of him.

What I Think of

Mamma
By Liane Carrera

Daughter of Anna Held.
Y earllest recollection of wmy
M mother I8 of standing on the
table and pulling her corset
strings—puliing them and pulling them
untll T was red In the face. And for
what? Bocause walsts weren't belng
worn those days and thamma was trying
to get rid of hers, and she did—oo-la-la!
There wasn't enough left 1o hug, and
what's & walst for if the nice men can't

find 1t?

However, that's the way they did

things then. A woman used to dress
like a—what you call it, gé nut? They

were big at the top, then tapered down
to nothing, then out blg again, like a
pillow, tled tlght in the middle. No
graceful Hnes, and how they must have
suffered!

None of that for me. And the milk
baths mamma used to take! Horrld,
sticky things! TParbleu! Really not
hyglenlo at all. But it helped her along
to fame even II It did hurt her porgs. .

Aud how those milk baths tickled the
progs agent! He wrole columns and
columns about them. He had a good
imagination, you know, But what a way
to become famous—leiting the public
peak Into your bath, even If you are cov-
ered with milk, Mamma used to splash
around in the milk untll she had a tubful
of butter. Such a Hfe! Mille tonnere!

Another thing she had 1o do (o pleaso
the press agent was to set up & kissing
record—to see how many times a person
could kiss before the facial muscles re
fused to work., | think It was something
Hke four hundred kisses that mamma
and her opponent hit off befors thelr
lps sagged and went on & strike, Oh,
the things they had to do In those days
to muike good! Think of dolng such

things now. Kissés are all right, very

nice little things 1 you get ‘em right,

but to use ‘em as an wd-—not for me!
But In the old days, having become

fumous In that way, you didn’t have to
do much on the stage to please the au-
dience. All mamma did was o slng a
few songs snd use her eyed. Ono song

“My Mama--Anna Held.”

she sang was "Won't You Come and
Play with Me?" and she sang It in such
o way that all the men in the audience
voled unanimously in the affirmative.
Wasn't that an esasy way to “get" an
nudience—to make them think nu were
hankoring for them?

I can see mysell pinging a song lke
that to a lot of old baldheada!

Then she used to sing 1 Joost Can't
Make My BEyes uuhua " until the “tired
business man" didn’'t eare "hlt:;
stooks Tell off ten polods the next
or not. Oh, it was easy money in thoss
days. Just slng & paughty song to the
men, and, zing! you were s headliner.

And then, again, they used to rely a
great deal more on dross than they do
now, If a pretty girl—a real pretty girl,
too—oeame oul to sing dressed mod-
erately, they'd tell her to go back and
put something on, unless it happened to
be tights ahe was wearing, It was all
fluff and feathers, with skirts and lin-
gorie that lvoked llke a ¢loud when you
kicked up. And they called it art.

Seeking the Secret of the Perfect Light in Flaming Monsters That Swim Five Miles Below the Waves

CIENTISTS have long been searching for s lght which will
S be heatless, devold of harmful rays, nomn-explosive and
cheap, The lights of the firefly and the glow worm are per-

It is only recently that mechanism has been devised to
keep these fish after they are drawn to the surface and lo en
able the sclentists to give them proper study.

Heretolore, upon

tank of waler,

This tank Is subjected to the sume pressure as
the depths from whigh the fish were taken,

epened by mechanical means and ihe weird denlzens of the

The sphere ia

here, with reflectors and lenses which serve the functios o
projecting light In definlte directions,

These light-emitting or-

fect, inasmuch as they fulfil all these requirements. Investigators
have tried, without success, to discover the secrel of thelr pro-
dnction.

Firely aod glow worm have now been rejected by the sclen.
tists of the Frepch Inatitute of Oceanography for the bhlazing,
monstrously shaped fish that swim five miles below the surface
of the sea in a water pressure that would crush man as flat as
i pancake.
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reaching the alr, the fish would swell and Jdisintegrate in the
absence of the accustomed pressure, To preserve thelr ex

truordinary shapes a corps of artlsts would guickly make casts
of Lheir bodies and copy the colore,

Now u long, immensaly strong sphere has been construeted
which can be baited and lowered to the enormous depths where
the strange fieh hunt. Eléctrio attachments signal to the
fisher far overboard when he has made A catch. The ball s
automatically closed. I is then drawn up aud immersed In &

A Five-Mile-Deep Fish Whose Entire Head Is & Flaming Searchlight.

deep, alive and active, are studied through hoavy glass windowa
in the tanks.

The majority of these fishes are black
wonderful light producers,

Thelr luminous organs light up the dark reglons which they
inkabit like flaming torches. Some have eloagated suouts, on
the tips of which are luminous orguns emitting considerable
volumes of lght. Others have rows of luminous cells on top and
below their bodles, as In the case of the deep-sea cannlbal, shown

All of them are

gans are thought to be of vital importance to the fe of the
animal for the purpose of Hluminsting the surrounding water,
to avold foes, to recogulze thelr own kind or to capture prey.
Muny of the pelagie flshes are extremely voraclous, and some
are known to devour fshes several Umes their own slse on
account of thelr distended stomachs, At 1,500 fathoms llllllll

Ife is quite shundant. The greatest depth found by sounding is
b.269 fathoms, or 31,614 feel-—nearly six miles.
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A Deep-8Bea Cannibal Which Can Swallow a Fish Larger Than Mself,



