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Basil Bathhone and Sahn hoth

provide excitement for the town
when they vacation in New York

HI Decidedly baffled was Basil Rathbone
after he had been in New York for

three days.

"Who do I look like to you?" he asked.

Beyond any argument, we thought he
looked like Basil Rathbone, but evidently

One of the most striking characterizations

currently on the screen is Basil Rathbone's

performance as Louis XI in If / Were King

that was not the right answer, so we took
a little time to think it over, and kept a
discreet silence while searching frantically

for the witty quip that seemed to be ex-
pected.

At that moment a very cordial lady
swept up to our table. "I don't want to

interrupt you, but I cannot resist saying
hello. You gave all of us so much pleasure
that night at dinner and I just wanted to

thank you again, Mr. Merrivale," she said

warmly and hurried away all a-smile.

Except that both men have great dis-

tinction, Basil Rathbone and Philip Mer-
rivale look nothing alike.

"Do you suppose it's a conspiracy to

shake my reason?" inquired Rathbone.
"That's been happening ever since I got in

from Hollywood."

The first time his identity was mistaken,

he did not think much of it at the moment,
because the other person involved had
looked upon the bottle far too long and
lovingly. That happy gentleman, when in-

troduced to Rathbone in one of the night

clubs, shook his hand with unsteady but
deep affection, "Happiesh day of my life

to meet you," he said. "Didn't cash the

name but know the face, an' I wanna tell

you you're the bigges' fool on the screen.

I'm crazier 'bout your comedies
than about alia other pictures put
t'gether . .

."

The next day, a new acquain-

tance congratulated Rathbone
warmly for a performance given

by Ian Keith! Then Philip Mer-
rivale's friend had turned up! No
wonder Rathbone was asking

questions about his appearance.

We couldn't think of a bright

quip, but we advanced the thought

that many different people have
many different ideas about Rath-

bone because he is a real actor.

Even though he uses very little

make-up, his appearance on the

screen is so different from his

appearance out of character that

it is astonishing.

For instance, he does not bear

more than a family resemblance

to the bent, near-sighted, grimac-

ing Louis XI, his newest role

which you will see in If I Were
King. For that matter Basil Rath-

bone does not bear more than a su-

perficial resemblance off the screen

to any of his movie characters. He
doesn't look like the cold, sardonic

Mr. Murdstone whose
chill voice and fish eye
terrified little David ^^
Copperfield. He does not

look like the passionate Tybalt

who engaged in all that smashing
swordplay in Romeo and Juliet.

He does not look like the powerful

Russian minister whose brutality

could be warmed by sarcastic gal-

lantry when occasion demanded
in Tovarich. He certainly does

not look like the sneaky double-

dealing Sir Guy of Gisbourne in

Robin Hood, or the haughty, cruel

Ahmed in Marco Polo, or the syb-

aritic Pontius Pilate in The Last

Days of Pompeii.
Off the screen he is a tall, slen-

der, extremely attractive young
man . . . far too young in appear-

ance to make it quite believable

Entirely different but equally indi-

vidual and forceful is Rathbone's part

in the grim war drama, Dawn Patrol

that his son, Rodion, is old enough to

be married. He looks very much part

of a big city and a big world. Quite effort-

lessly, quite unself-consciously, he gives

an impression of great sophistication and
great charm. His energy is enormous and
so is his enthusiasm for new ideas. But
perhaps his outstanding quality is that in-

definable something that makes you think,

in some surprise, "This man is first of all

kindly. He wishes other people well.

Without a spot of conceit, he is quite sure

of himself and so he doesn't waste any
time with hesitancies or jealousies. This

arch villain of the movies really feels

friendly to all the world. This super-

menace of the movies is really a very good,

very nice person."

It will be interesting for you to keep in

mind that dashing young man who de-

scended so gaily on New York for the

opening of If I Were King when you see

that picture. On the screen Rathbone has
created a living character, complete with

one of the best cackles it has been our
privilege to hear, a nervous grimace, a

different way of walking, a voice unlike

any he has used before. He has created a

subtle, disillusioned, shrewd and shrewish
old nobleman whose sarcastic wit is in-

trigued for a week in distracting his court

and bewildering a beggar by giving him
kingly power . . . and a death sentence.

We left Rathbone thinking pretty fine

intellectual thoughts about how tragic it

is that there is so little real acting in Hol-
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WHY WAS

CLEOPATRA

Authorities appar-

ently agree that kissing,

on the lips, as a sign of
affection, did not begin
until after Cleopatra's
time. She died in 30 B.C.
and thecustom seems to

have been established

well after her day.

Cleopatra had one
other misfortune, too.

She used skin lotions, but did not have
the famous Skin Softener— Italian Balm.
Her lotions were mixed, undoubtedly,
with "a little of this and too much of that"
—but today, no guesswork is permitted in
making Italian Balm for milady's skin.
Here is a scientificallymade skin-softening

beauty aid that will help to keep your skin
smoother and softer— fresher-feeling, more
kissable and thrilling to the touch.
In Italian Balm you get not only a skin pro-

tection against chapping and skin dryness.
You get also the costliest ingredients used in
any of the largest selling lotions—yet the cost
to use Italian Balm is negligible because it is

rich, full-bodied and concentrated; not thin
or watery. Try it FREE. Send coupon below.

Ctvrnhxvruxsi

ItalianBalm& CAMPANA SALES COMPANY
571 Lincolnway, Batavia, Illinois

Gentlemen: I have never tried Italian

Balm. Please send me VANITY Bottle
FREE and postpaid.

Name

A ddress.

City

lit Canada. Ca/npana. Ltd., FQ71 Caledonia Road. Toronto

Sabu, resplendent in a red turban, made a flying tour of the United States to celebrate the open-

ing of his second picture, Drums. He was accompanied by two Sikh body-guards and his brother

lywood and how exciting a thorough
characterization is when it appears on the

screen. We kept on thinking about type
casting and how little chance many fine

players have to show their talents. We
were still thinking of it two days later

when we saw a big crowd on Times
Square. The autograph hunters were in

full cry after Basil Rathbone, who was
making his way to the Paramount theatre.

Then we thought . . . belatedly ... of

the bright quip that we should have used
at luncheon and made ourselves very con-
spicuous by shouting, "Hello, Freddie
Bartholomew! My! How you've grown!"

"Hello, Mr. Beery," we called. "When
did you get into town?"

SABU MARCHES ON

9 Perhaps more than any other one per-
son, Sabu typifies the Aladdin's Lamp

qualities of the movies, now that he has
made his tour of America by air.

Hardly more than two years ago, he was
hanging around the elephant stables of the

Maharajah of Mysore. His father had been
a mahout in the service of the Maharajah.
It was not a very exalted post, but to little

Sabu, his father was the greatest of men,
because he knew all there was to know
about elephants. "And everybody know,"
Sabu explains. "Elephants are the most
darling beasts of all the beasts."

When his father died, Sabu got a pen-
sion, two rupees a month. That is about
seventy cents in American money. And
on that he managed to live until Robert
Flaherty saw him and cast him in Ele-

jjhant Boy.
Since that time, things have moved

quickly, and the whole enormous world of

western wonders has been spread before

the small Indian boy who is not yet fifteen

years old.

He saw the bustling, crowded coast cit-

ies of his own India. The vast liner which
was to take him to England was a seven
days wonder. Then, in quick succession,

he saw London, Paris, Rome. He skiied

in the Swiss Alps. He went to a proper
British boys' school. He learned to wear
European clothes and eat ice-cream. He
picked up a very adequate English vocab-
ulary, and, because of his devotion to

American movies, a handsome variety of

American slang. He played the Prince in

the exciting adventure story of East Indian

revolt, Drums. Then he sailed for America.
For the few days he was in New York,

he was a picturesque addition to the color

of the city. Two towering Sikh body-
guards were eye-catchers in themselves.

They were dressed in cream-colored thin

cotton coats, tastefully piped in baby-blue.

The coats reached to the knees. From
there, tight cotton pants of the same color

carried on down to the large polished

black British brogues which protected

their feet from the hard western pave-
ments. Baby-blue turbans surmounted
their dark faces, and one guard wore his

short curly black beard in a sort of string

hammock, for reasons which never have
been explained very clearly.

Sabu's small, well-built figure looks

very well in the neat double-breasted suits

which are his usual attire. He never ap-

pears without a smoothly wrapped red

turban.

His great passion is motor cars, and he

longs for the day when he can have a

license and will be free to venture on pub-

lic highways. Because, even though he

had more experience in the last two years

than many people have in a lifetime, he
still is not fifteen, and the motor laws

make no exceptions.

Although his enthusiasm for motor cars

is unbounded, he still insists that driving
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