: chalr she bent over the

- Mae West, quiet like a statue,
sat on the arm of a chair, the light
outlining her platinum hair, her
twin-broom eyelashes, her floor-
length profile.

Louis Rosenthal,
pose, stood two paces off. In one
hand he held a six-inch, black wax
figure; in the other, a small bladed
penknife,

The figure, as any male could
plalnly see, was Mae,

Maryland’s only fellow of the
Royal Society of Miniature Paint-
ers, Sculptors and Engravers
loeked at Miss West. He looked at
his statue of her. He turned and
glared out the window at the c1ty
of his residence. .

“Pah! Such Daylight!”
dpahis ,he said. “‘Such dayhght
No sun in it anywhere. How, I ask
you, how can I work?”

Mr. Rosenthal was a 5-foot 6- 1nch
monument to despair.

“Nineteen years ago I qtarted

s-| this figure,” he muttered. “T actually

modeled it, Miss West, on your
appearance in movies. Now here

like this.” :
“The Way I Was Then”’
The laughter of Diamond ILil

| floated across the twelfth-floor hotel

room. “Maybe I ought to turn on
‘a little more inspiration?” she said.
~ But then, Hoppmg down

lpture “Do you thmk it
more like the way I
ott

Sculptor Louis Rosenthal studzes the Mae West proﬁle

'Mae West Unaltered In 19
Years, Sculptor Finds

studying bthe .

you are, yourself, and if gwes a day‘

: ton put it in a wooden bds’x and

|with a look perfected over the,
|many years. .

divan, head uplifted on right hand
and arm. Her robe was dlaphanous
to a degree. Her breath was in-
haled, several degrees.
“You’ve Hardly Changed”

- Mae, the subject, was swathed in
a tailored black lounging coat, very
opaque. She kept feeling her mid-
riff. “You must use your imagina-
tion,” she said, “No girdle on yet.”
- “Oh, but really,” said the sculp-
tor, “you've hardly; changed one
bit, In fact, you're slenderer.”

Fire flashed from the 22-carat
diamond on the right hand of the

nonstatue. The hip beneath it com-|

pleted a fast flounce.

Mr. Rosenthal still looked sad.|
“I would like .to finish up this fig-|

ure and cast it,” he said. ‘“Maybe
two weeks will be enough. Maybe
TGl need another nineteen years.

“ - One Of Fma! Bronzes

“It could be one of my few thmgs
I really like. It will be one of the
last bronzes,
now concentratlng on a special, un-

divulged formula in plasties, of his|
own discovery, for use even WLth ¢

hermc sculpture. .
‘He wrapped the ﬁgure m cot

Jammed it into his busxness’ man’s

briefcase. Mls; West turned to herv i

audience.

Three members from the com- ||

pany of her
Ford’s Th

in any case” He is|




