
Exciting Color Pictures of BACKSTAGE WIFE BARRY WOOD JOYCE JORDAN 

BRAVE GIRL- The Unforgettable Story of a Hero's Love 



A Beuthv Revelation 
What gives a woman's face magnetic charm? Something more than a nice skin and dramatic red lips. Arresting 
faces ... memorable faces sparkle with life and expression! Here lovely eyes are the star performers, 
which means that pale- tipped lashes and skimpy eyebrows are definitely passé. The most expressive eyes 
are accented with subtlety and taste a blessing made possible by soft Maybelline Eye Beauty Aids. 
Lashes look naturally long and lavish, darkened with Maybelline Mascara. Brows are gracefully tapered 
with the pointed, smooth -marking eyebrow pencil. There's luminous magic in a deft touch of exquisite eye 
shadow. If you have never tried world- famous Maybelline eye make -up, the difference will enchant you. 

EYE } 'l:' Ij F',-1 UTY AIDS 



Singe, Tea..., 
all eyes admire 

a radiant smile! 

grnh 

Give your smile appealing charm 
with the help of Ipana and Massage! 

SET YOUR HOPES HIGH, Plain Girl! 
What if you aren't tops in beauty? 

The most popular girls aren't always the 
prettiest. Look at your own little clique 
-at the girls who hold men's eyes and 
steal their hearts with a smile! 

So smile, plain girl, smile. Not a shy 
and self -effacing smile - but a radiant 
smile that reaches out and draws the 

whole world to you in admiration. Re- 
member, though, for such a smile you 
need sparkling teeth - sound teeth that 
depend largely upon firm, healthy gums. 

Don't ignore "pink tooth brush "! 
If your tooth brush "shows pink," see 
your dentist! He may say your gums have 
become tender - robbed of natural exer- 
cise by modern, soft foods. And like so 
many dentists, he may suggest "the help- 
ful stimulation of Ipana and massage." 

Start today with 

IPANA and MASSAGE 

Product of 
Bristol -Myers 

-,911..... 

Ipana not only cleans teeth but, with 
massage, helps the gums. Massage a lit- 
tle Ipana orto your gums every time you 
clean your teeth. Circulation increases in 
the gums -helps them to new firmness. 

Stair today with Ipana and massage to 
help keep your gums firmer, your teeth 
brighter, your smile more sparkling. 

A Winner -fun and romance follow the 
girl with a radiant smile. Help brighten 
your smile with Ipana and massage! 
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PROM clothes to can openers 
-everything in the way of 

household equipment -the sit- 
uation requires your best 
efforts to keep them in good 
working order. Right now's the 
time to sit down and take stock, 
see what can be repaired, what 
must be used with greater care, 
what you can safely and effi- 
ciently repair at home, what 
can be made over. 

By the end of February we'll 
see some changes- changes for 
the better in the food rationing 
system. Beginning February 27, 
these changes will go into 
effect: 

1. All red and blue stamps 
in War Ration Book Four will 
have a value of ten points each, 
regardless of the number on 
the face of the stamp. 

2. Red and blue tokens, 
valued at one point each, will 
be used as change. It will not 
be necessary for shoppers to 
obtain a supply of tokens be- 
fore they shop. Tokens will 
simply be used to make change 
for the 10 -point stamps. 

3. Stamps in War Ration 
Book Four, the only ration 
book which will be needed to 
shop for food at all after 
March 20, will be valid for 
longer periods than before, 
making it easier for house- 
wives to budget their points. 

Brown stamps Y and Z in War 
Ration Book Three, and green 
stamps K, L and M, in War 
Ration Book Four, may be used 
under the old system until 
March 20 -after that date only 
War Ration Book Four and the 
tokens will be used. 
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It's always August 
underneath your arms! 

Warm clothes make you more 
likely to offend! Prevent underarm 

odor with MUM every day! 
Sure is cold outdoors! 

You're all bundled up in warm woolen 
clothes. You scurry indoors quick as you 
can -for still more warmth. And your 
chances of offending with underarm odor are 
even greater than in the summertime! 

Because even if you don't see or feel 
any moisture, odor can form. And it will 
c- l -i -n -g to your warm winter clothes. And 
it may turn you into the girl you swore 

you'd never be -the girl who offends! 

So don't take chances! Your daily bath 
washes away past perspiration. Follow it 
up- quickly -with Mum, to prevent risk 
of underarm odor to come. And then you're 
sure. Safe. Fresh and dainty. 

Try Mum. Depend on Mum. One quick 
minute after your bath ... before your 
evening dates ... and you're safe for hours 
to come. 

FOR SANITARY NAPKINS - Gentle, safe 
Mum is so dependable for this important purpose. 
Try Mum this way, too -avoid embarrassment. 

Start the day right. First your morning bath 
to wash away past perspiration. Then MUM 
...to prevent future underarm odor. Takes 
only 30 seconds to smooth it on! 

Woolens are wonderful... but they trap odor! 
So don't take chances with your job! Stay 
dainty with Mum. Use Mum any time . . . 

even after you're dressed! 

Product of Bristol- .Nytrt 

MUM TAKES THE ODOR 

OUT OF PERSPIRATION 

In his arms ... you'll be safe and serene. Even 
after hours of dancing, Mum prevents under- 
arm odor. So give yourself some real peace of 
mind. Try Mum. You'll like it. 
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Gladys Swarthout gives out with some 
hep cat rhythms, accompanied by Maes- 
tro Al Goodman (left) and music com- 
mentator Deems Taylor -the kind not 
heard on CBS' Sunday Family Hour. 

Lovely, blonde Helen Young, 
vocalist on the Raymond Scott 
show, got her start singing 
on station WEEI, in Boston. 

INA RAY HUTTON, the blonde 
bombshell of the bandstand ad- 
mits that she and her saxophonist 

and arranger, Paul Parisotto, were 
married last month. 

Ben Bernie left an estate valued at 
$500,000. His family inherits all of it. 

Tommy Ryan, Sammy Kaye's former 
vocalist, is batoning Blue Barron's 
orchestra, now that Blue is in the 
Army. 

The Ray Heathertons have a brand 
new baby son. . The Van Alex - 
anders have a feminine bundle of joy. 

s 

Record buyers are complaining over 
the price tilt Decca has put on the 
smash hit waxing of "Pistol Packin' 
Mama" as sung by Bing Crosby and 
the Andrews Sisters. If sales con- 
tinue at the present pace, this re- 
carding-one of the newest since Decca 
signed with music czar Petrillo - 
might well become the all -time best 
seller. 

Whether or not he is drafted, Bob 
Allen will disband his orchestra, dis- 
couraged over war time transportation 
problems. 

s 

If you want to find Frank Sinatra's 
eating hideaway in Manhattan try the 
Villanova Spaghetti restaurant on 
West Forty -Sixth Street. Incidentally, 

By KEN ALDEN 

Frank has signed a five year contraçt 
with the Hit Parade. 

Tommy Dorsey found his new trum- 
pet star, Frank Santangelo, behind a 
soda fountain in the Hollywood Pal- 
ladium ballroom. 

Dinah Washington the Lionel Hamp- 
ton vocalist, rated a standout sepia 
songstress, used to sing in a gospel 
society. 

Perry Como, CBS swoonei, signed 
by Twentieth Century -Fox or the new 
Betty Grable film, "Bowery After 
Dark." 

Paul Whiteman returns to the air 
on the Blue network in the new Philco 
Hall of Fame show. 

Cootie Williams, swingster, was 
placed in 4 -F. Vaughn Monroe gets 
his Army physical this month. 

s 

Charlie Barnet's new vocalist is 
eighteen -year -old Betty Salloway, an 
upstate New Yorker. 

s 

Look for Monty Woolley to join 
Sammy Kaye's cigaret commercial 
on CBS when the show moves to 
Hollywood. 

Helen Young, the vocalist on the 
Raymond Scott Show insists that she 

can claim the record for the most im- 
pressive one -note performance in his- 
tory. 

Recently, Helen went out to the 
Manhattan Beach Coast Guard Station 
to sing for the boys. She waited more 
than an hour and a half before it was 
her turn to perform. She stepped 
before the mike, let out the first note 
and the mike went dead. More than 
that. The lights went out, the power 
failed, not only at the station, but at 
the nearby Maritime Service as well. 
By the time the power was restored, it 
was too late for Helen to go on with 
the show. Of course, the violent storm 
that was raging at the time may have 
had a little something to do with the 
power failure, too. 

Duke Ellington set a mark for other 
colored bands to shoot at when he re- 
ceived $8,000 a week at the New York 
Capitol theater. Trumpeter Rex Stew- 
art, an Ellington standby, has rejoined 
the band after a stay in Mexico City. 

s s 

Xavier Cugat's wine show is now on 
Mutual, shifting over from the Blue. 
Cugie is also playing in New York's 
Waldorf Astoria and picking up some 
extra change by drawing caricatures 
for the King Features Syndicate. 

s s 

The Victory Parade idea which was 
hampering Gracie Fields' air shows 
has been removed. 

Continued on page 56 



What many doctors think about that cold of yours 

VIRUS frequently starts it 

FATIGUE often helps it along 

GERMS can make it troublesome 

Research showed that antiseptic gargle used early, often and 
regularly, may help head off a cold or lessen its severity 

The time to get after a cold is when 
it is just getting started. Intelligent 
precautionary measures may avert a 
great deal of trouble. 

Outstanding medical opinion now 
holds that a virus initiates many colds. 
Then a potentially troublesome fam- 
ily of germs, called the Secondary 
Invaders, may stage a "mass inva- 
sion" of throat tissues when body 
resistance is lowered by fatigue, drafts, 
wet or cold feet, or sudden changes 
of temperature. 

Attack Germs Before They Attack You 

There is considerable evidence to 
show that if this "mass invasion" can 
be averted the course of a cold itself 
may be checked. 

That is why it is important, at the 
very first symptom, to start gargling 

with Listerine Antiseptic. This de- 
lightful amber germiéide reaches way 
back on throat surfaces, to kill millions 
of these Secondary Invaders. 

That is why, we believe, tests made 
over a period of twelve years showed 
such remarkable results. 

Feu'erColds&SoreThroals, TestsShou'ed 

Think of it! Those test subjects who 
gargled Listerine Antiseptic regularly 
twice a day had fewer colds and fewer 
sore throats than non- garglers. When 

colds did develop they were generally 
milder in character. 

Surely, when you feel a cold corn- 
ing on, it's just plain common sense 
to start gargling with Listerine Anti- 
septic. Its test record makes it a dis- 
tinctly worthwhile precaution. 

Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, illo. 

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
TRUSTWORTHY, RELIABLE, SAFE FOR MORE THAN 60 YEARS 

Listerine Antiseptic reduced surface 
germs as much as 96.7' /u in tests 

Actual tests showed redo, lions of bacteria 
on mouth and throat suriates ranging up to 
96.7% fifteen minutes after the Listerine 
Antiseptic gargle, and up to 80% one hour 
after the Listerine Antiseptic gargle. 

Before ntt. r 

The threatening "Secondary Invaders" 
which Listerine Antiseptic attacks 

) 

/a /áir ` . . 
r ' . 

TOP ROW. left to riot, P,.umocoCruc type m ' 

eYeus Type IV, Streptococcus Vuidens, tn.nbrM- 
S Bacillus. BOTTOM ROW, left to right Streeturot' 

eus Remolyticus, Bacillus Intluenrse, M,crococcus 
Catarrhaiis. Staphylococcus koreua. 

You can see by their names that they're 
nothing to fool with. Millions of them can 
live on mouth and throat surfaces, waiting 
until body resistance is lowered to strike. 
You can realize the importance of the regu- 
lar use of Listerine Antiseptic to try to keep 
their numbers reduced. 

BECAUSE OF WARTIME restrictions you 
may not always be able to get Listerine 
Antiseptic in your favorite size. Most 
drug counters will, however, have it 
generally available in Lorne size. 



By DALE BANKS 

, When a cold goes 

`Il - to 
y 
our nose, 

Sitroux Tissues 

come to your rescue. 

They're swell for "blowouts" 

- because they treat your 

nose tenderly -never irritate. 

Sitroux Tissues are so %'"- 
I soft, there's not a 
r 

scratch in a car- ( 
load. Yet they're 
strong enough for the biggest 

blow -hardy. Economical, too 

- because 'heÿ re more absor- 

bent. Bette- get Sitroux Tissues 

now -and be pre- 

pared for the 

next "cold wave." 

,SITROUX, 
TissuEs 

Butch (Conrad Binyon) gives 

the Mayor of the Town (Lionel 
Barrymore) a little inside in- 

formation on the Wednesdcy 
night CBS show of that name. 

I T'S a sad commentary on our times 
that was made recently by Larry 
Lesueur on one of his broadcasts 

from London. A shipment of eighty - 
four million oranges arrived in Britain 
to be distributed to the children of 
our Ally. There was something terri- 
fying and heart- wringing about Larry's 
description of the awe with which some 
of the tots regarded this strange, globu- 
lar fruit. Thousands of English children, 
born since the beginning of the war, 
have never seen an orange. 

And -sometimes -we complain about 
rationing and shortages. It should make 
us stop and think. 

NASHVILLE, TENNESSEE -A chaw of 
tobacco and a bunch of smiles used to 
be the day's earnings of a little bare- 
footed boy named Roy who peddled 
songs for the love of singing. 

He still peddles songs for the love 
of singing, but things are different now. 
The wad of tobacco has changed to a 
wad of greenbacks $200,000 worth of 
them a year -and the bunch of smiles 
has spread to a million faces. 

He has sung his way into top spot on 
radio's longest program -WSM's Satur- 
day night four -hour and a quarter 
Grand O1e Opry. 

Roy Acuff wasn't always as lucky as 
he is today with his income and his 

1 Grand Ole Opry spot and four movies 
behind him and a chance at being gov- 
ernor of his home state in front of him. 

For once, in a highschool football 
game, he suffered a sunstroke that put 
him to bed for two years. That's where 
the grit came in. He turned to his 
fiddle and went to work. His ear for 
his father's old songs from way back 
helped him. When he ran out of re- 

i corded tunes and his father's stock he 

Lovely soprano Jane Froman made 
her comeback to radio recently 
from a wheelchair when she ap- 
peared as a guest of Andre Kos - 

telanetz on his Sunday CBS show. 

made up some of his own. 
When he got well he got a ob on the 

radio at WNOX in Knoxville. Then 
he came to Nashville and went to work 
for WSM. For a long time he didn't 
know where his next meal was corn- 
ing from. 

Proving the exception to the rule that 
a prophet is not without honor save 
in his own country, Roy's friends quali- 
fied him to run for governor of Ten- 
nessee by filing the necessary petition. 
And Roy didn't even know a thing 
about it until somebody told him. 

He doesn't know whether he wants 
to run or not. He doesn't want any- 
body to think he's got the big head. 

If people could look into Roy's home 
they never would accuse him of having 
the big head. Sure, he's got a nice home 
now. Like most other men he wants 
to provide some comforts for his wife 
and baby. And he can afford it now. 
His wife was Mildred Douglas of his 
home town -Maynardsville. He's forty 
and handsome and gets more mash 
notes than he can count and his beau- 
tiful wife reads them to him and they 
laugh while he bounces his baby on 
his knee. 

Roy and his Smokey Mountain Boys 
and all their Grand Ole Opry cohorts 
have their hearts in their work. And 
it's a toss -up whether the performers 
or the audience get the most kick out of 

Continued on page 8 



Pride -and -joy hands 
needn't fear 

wartime jobs! 

Before you wash undies - before you do dishes - 
guard your soft, white hands with Toushay! It's 
a new idea in lotions -and busy, beautiful womncn 
love it! You see, you smooth on Toushay before 
every soap -and -water task. It guards against 
roughness and dryness -helps keep your hands 
smooth and pretty! 

- .. 

r 

When homework's done, lend a lovely hand to 
I'ucle Sam! (Women are needed in all sorts of 
war -winning jobs.) But be sure Toushay's on 
guard. Always use this rich, fragrant lotion before- 
hand. Toushay helps ynenent soap -and -water 
damage to smooth, white hands. 

TOUSHAY 
, 

_ 

rwooucr o 
ewwrol-Mrtwe 

And when that "special mon" is home on leave, 
let Toushay help! As a plus to its "beforehand" 
use, Toushay's a wonder as a powder base -or 
for sweet -scented, all -over body rubs. Inexpensive 
-so creamy a few drops are enough. Get Toushay 
at your druggist's! 

THE "BEFOREHAND" LOTION that guards hands even in hot, soapy water 



Even in a closed box, baby wouldn't be safe 
from harmful germs. These germs are everywhere, often cause common baby skin 
troubles such as prickly heat, diaper rash. To protect baby, best powder is Mennen. 
More antiseptic! Round photos above prove it. Centers of plates contain 3 leading 
baby powders. In gray areas, germs thrive; but in dark band around Mennen powder 
(far right), germ growth has been prevented! 

Startling differences 
in baby powders! 

Baby wiggles even when he eats, shown by 
sliced camera. And each wiggle rubs baby's skin. That's why it's important :o use 
the smoothest baby powder- Mennen. Round photos above show 3 leading baby 
powders seen thru microscope. Mennen (far right) is smoother. finer in texture. That's 
due to special "hammerizing" process which makes Mennen Baby Powder the best 
protection against chafing. Delicate new scent keeps baby lovelier. 

3 out of 4 doctors said in survey baby powder 
should be antiseptic. It is if it's Mennen. 

(Continued from page 6) the seven- 
teen- year -old hillbilly program. 

The Opry is held in a gaunt old struc- 
ture that used to be a church and it 
can't ever be filled to capacity because 
of fire hazard regulations. The peanut 
gallery stretches clear around behind 
the stage and, if you prefer, you may 
sit and watch the show from behind 
the scenes. 

The whole program is delightfully 
informal. There's a feeling of unity 
between performers and listeners. The 
latter understand those plaid or gleam- 
ing satin shirts -those overalls and 
boots and ten -gallon hats and knotted 
kerchiefs -those comics in the too -little 
or too -big clothes fastened together 
with horse -blanket safety pins. But 
most of all they understand the mes- 
sages of the fiddles, banjoes, accordions, 
guitars and bull fiddles. 

They understand what Whitey Ford, 
"The Duke of Paducah" is talking about 
when he says, "Awwww, that's the 
ugliest womern ever I seeeee" and "I 
gotta git back to the waggon cause my 
feet are a'killin meeeeee." They get 
the gist of Minnie Pearl's (Ophelia 
Colley) rural palaver and their feet 
know what Uncle Dave Macon, "The 
Dixie Dewdrop," means when he 
whangs the strings off his old banjo 
and his Adams apple rides up and 
down under his open - wide -them - 
pearly -gates collar, to the tune of "Old 
Zip Coon." 

They understand, because they and 
their forefathers made the tunes them- 
selves, while sweating to build 
America. 

Lately, people wandering into some 
of NBC's daytime serial rehearsal 
studios have been perplexed by some 
very weird looking doodling that's 
spread over all the available space on 
cast off scripts. 

The doodler turns out to be Keene 
Crockett, a sound effects man. He's 
studying Chinese, without quite being 
able to explain his interest in this 
strange side -line. He does hope to go 
to China some day and this is by way 
of preparation. 

"Besides," he claims, "Chinese is such 
a logical language." 

When Osman Antepligil and Ismail 
Torun, of the Turkish section of NBC's 
International Division, broadcast their 
daily news programs to the Mediter- 
ranean area, a young lady born in Cara- 

He's done everything in radio horn 

reading recipes to sports broad- 

casting -Bob Callan, newest addi- 
tion to WBT's staff of announcers. 



"Let's Be Charming" is the name of 
Julia Sanderson's new Mutual show, 
heard every Thursday. Music and 
beauty hints make up the program. 

cas, Venezuela, who has never been 
even near to Turkey, lends a capable 
voice -in Turkish. 

Her name is Margarita Maron and 
she's definitely beautiful and speaks - 
as she puts it -three and a half lan- 
guages: Spanish, her native tongue, 
English, Turkish and French. She rates 
the French only one half, because she 
claims she's not letter perfect. 

Her learning Turkish was quite acci- 
dental. She had some Turkish friends 
who taught her a few words. Margarita 
found the language so interesting that 
she went to a professional teacher and, 
in two years, she could keep up with 
any one of her Turkish friends on their 
own grounds. 

Then came the New York World's 
Fair. One day, after singing at the 
Court of Peace, Margarita stopped in at 
the Turkish Pavilion. A man spoke to 
her in Turkish and she answered him 
in the same language. Margarita said, 
no, she was not Turkish, but she was 
a singer. The man, it turned out, was 
the pavilion's manager and he hired 
Margarita to sing there -in Spanish, 
with a Spanish orchestra. 

When the war started, Margarita de- 
cided to put her linguistic talents at the 
disposal of the networks. As a mem- 
ber of the Turkish section of NBC's 
International Division, she culls news 
items from the American press, helps 
edit them for translation and acts as 
the section's Girl Friday. She's looking 
forward to the time when she'll be able 
to do a program of her own about styles 
and night life and Hollywood -for the 
women of Turkey. 

Emcee Bill Hightower doesn't be- 
lieve in letting his audience down after 
his early morning laugh and song fest, 
Everything Goes. He invariably dis- 
misses the studio audience with, "And 
now, with the eggs we laid on the stage, 
there is coffee. It is being served down - 
stairs -in the drug store and is only 
ten cents a cup." 

CHARLOTTE, N. C.-That nice, pleas- 
ing, new baritone voice WBT listeners 
are hearing on many of their favorite 
programs is the property of Robert 
Lee Callan, Jr., newest addition to the 
station's staff of announcers. 

Bob Callan, tall, serious- minded and 
in his late twenties, came to WBT via 
station WIS in Columbia, South Caro- 

Are You in the Know? 

Are these Lindy Hoppers doing- 
A Boogie 
A Shorty George 
A Tip 

"Know how" is what makes the difference be- 
tween a smooth rug -cutter and a dud! So lady, 
be hep to this "shine" step. It's a Tip -and 
here's another: Know how to stay in the fun 
regardless of what time of the month it is! 
It's simple, for Kotex sanitary napkins are 
more comfortable -and that special safety center 
keeps you protected - poise -perfect. So save 
your "jitters" for a jive session. 

This Hair -do's for you -if 
Your face is long 
Heart -shaped 

Round 

,Down with pompádours -up with sweeping 
manes! Newest locks have a flat -topped look. 
They're shorter, sleek, often center -parted. 
Vary this hair style to suit your face -type, but 
if your face is long, take the short hair -do 
shown here -flat crowned, and fluffed a bit 
at the sides. The "flat" look is a grooming 
commandment when "certain" outlines threaten 
a sleek costume. That's when you thank Kotex 
for those flat pressed ends. Because they're not 
stubby, no one will guess your secret. 

cT. M O. s. rat. Off. 

How would you introduce them? 
"Capt. Smith, this is Lieut. Brown" 
"Miss Brown, may I present Capt. Smith" 
" Lieut. Brown, Capt. Smith" 

Learn your military P's and Q's! When in 
troducing army officers, mention the one with 
higher rankfirst -even if the other is a woman. 
"Captain Smith, this is Lieutenant Brown" is 
correct (and don't address the Wac as "Miss "!). 
Knowing your army etiquette is a social must, 
these wartime days. On difficult days, too, you 
can preserve your "social security." Just 
depend on the comfort Kotex gives, for Kotex 
stays soft while wearing. You'll learn- comfort, 
confidence and Kotex go together! 

Girls in the know choose KOTEX* 
Fes, more girls choose KOTEX than all other brands of pads put together. 

For Trying Days, try KURB tablets...if you suffer from cramps. It's 
a Kotex product, expressly compounded for relief of periodic dis- 
comfort. Take only as directed on the package and see how KURBS 
can help you - I 

DCheck here if you're teen age and want 71 Check here if you're a war worker and 
free the newly- edited booklet "As One want free the new booklet 'That I)ay Is 

Girl To Another." Youll learn do's and don'ts Here Again." Full of facts on diet, cramps, 
for difficult days ... the lowdown on groom- exercise, lifting. It tells how to stay on the 
iag, sports, social contacts. job, even on "problem" days. 

Send name and address to Post Office Box 3434, Dept. MW-2, Chicago 54, III. 
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IS TOUGH 

ON YOUR SKIN 
Here's quick relief for 
sore, chapped hands, 

painful irritations* 
WliEN you're plagued with 
common, everyday skin trou- 

bles these days -think of Noxzema! 
Because Noxzema is not merely a 
cream, but a medicated formula. 
That's why it not only soothes, but 
helps heal so many externally- caused 
skin irritations. Noxzema is grease- 
less, non -sticky, too! It won't stain 
clothes or bed linen. Get a jar at any 
drug counter today -and see how 
many ways it will help you! 350, 
500 and $1. 'externally- caused 

See how quickly Noxzema helps heal ugly 
externally- caused skin irritations ... pim. 
pies ... work -roughened hands! 

These days there's even more work around 
the house! Use Noxzema for minor burns, 
to help keep hands soft and smooth. 

Even at home, war days mean more ex- 
posure. Thousands find Noxzema brings 
grand relief to windburn, chapped lips, 
rough, red "housework" hands. 

Noxzema Specially Prepared for Shaving 
gives a grand, smooth, easy shave -even 
with cold water. Thousands of servicemen 
use it regularly, either before lathering or 
as a brushless shave. 

lina, on September 13, 1943. He 
brought with him the wealth of diversi- 
fied experience gained during his eight 
years in radio. Bob is another of those 
mike men who've done everything in 
radio from reading recipes and "spin- 
ning platters" to doing play -by -play 
on sports broadcasts and reporting 
Army maneuvers. 

His professional career began as an 
itinerant portrait and commercial 
photographer. Being fond of making 
photographs, he probably would never 
have changed to radio had it not been 
for what he calls a "stroke of pure 
luck." It so happened that while stroll- 
ing through the business section of 
the town of Moultrie, Georgia, one eve- 
ning, window shopping, he paused to 
read a sign which invited the public to 
participate in a quiz program being 
heard once a week over Moultrie's 
radio station, WMGA. Just for a lark 
he went to the broadcasting studio to 
see what it was all about. He arrived 
too late for the broadcast, but the sta- 
tion's manager, (who also announced 
the quiz program) favorably impressed 
by the resonant voice of the young man 
inquiring about the quiz program, and 
being in the market to hire another 
announcer, suggested to Bob that he 
take an audition. Bob's reply was, 
"Sure. Why not ?" That was Sunday 
night. Monday morning Bob went to 
work for WMGA as an announcer at 
the "staggering sum" of twelve dollars 
and fifty cents a week. 

Bob's home town is Norman Park, 
Ga., and his mother and father, two 
sisters and three brothers still live 
there. He attended High School at 
Norman Junior College, matriculated 
to North Georgia College and later 
enrolled at the University of Georgia. 
He readily admits that sports . were 
much more interesting to him than 
trigonometry or the history of the 
French Revolution. He was very active 
in inter -collegiate sports and later did 
professional boxing in Georgia and 
Florida. During the basket ball season 
he played on professional basket ball 
teams. His sports career came to an 
abrupt end right in the middle of one 
of these games. Coming out of a tangle, 
it was discovered that Bob's neck 
vertebrae had been fractured. For 
many weeks he walked around with 
his head craddled in a plaster and steel 
cast. Although the fracture healed, doc- 
tors have warned Bob that he must 
never again engage in any sort of 
strenuous physical activity. 

Bob was married on September first 
to Queenie Baker, a Georgia girl whom 
he met a year ago while handling radio 
publicity during a drive by South Caro- 
lina's Pilot Club to raise funds for the 
purchase of a B -25 Bomber. Queenie 
(and that's her real name) was han- 
dling the publicity for the newspapers. 
They met on a common cause ... and 
romance blossomed. Bob says the drive 
was a success, too. .. 

We've always been intrigued by the 
script notation "ad lib," wondering 
what actors said under such conditions. 
The other day at a broadcast of Bright 
Horizon, we got a chance to find out. 

Michael and Carol West were giving 
a party -that was in the script. A few 
of the cast stood before the microphone 
to carry on the thread of the story, 
while the others stayed in the back- 
ground to furnish the proper chatter, 
laughter and small talk. 

Like this: Grace Russell sat in a cor- 
ner reading Walter Winchell's column 
aloud with rising and falling inflec- 



tions. Richard Kollmar wandered 
around the studio, exclaiming, "That's 
a wonderful idea! That's a marvelous 
idea!" over and over again. Stefan 
Schnabel imitated Harpo Marx and 
chased blonde Renee Terry all around 
the studio, uttering low growls and 
making her giggle. And Joan Alex- 
ander, who plays Carol, stood in front 
of the control booth and talked brightly 
at the director through the heavy, 
double, plate glass screen. 

An extremely easy way to make a 
party a success. 

Southern gallantry found its match 
In Brooklyn after a recent broadcast 
of Phil Baker's Take It Or Leave It. 
Miriam Herr of the Dodger domain got 
the jitters at the last moment and 
couldn't face the microphone. Pfc. 
Louis Dixon of Atlanta, Georgia, volun- 
teered to take her place, answered the 
$64 question and then offered Miss Herr 
all or any part of the money. The 
young lady refused, but finally accepted 
just one dollar, explaining she was go- 
ing to frame it, so it would remind her 
of the gallant soldier. 

Members of the CBS news depart- 
ment, whose broadcasts are timed to 
the split second, can turn their backs 
on the clock and guess within a second 
or so the passage of one minute. If 
you think that's easy, have someone 
hold a stop watch on you while you 
try to tell when sixty seconds have 
passed. You'll be surprised. 

Its easy for the news experts. The 
champ is Paul White, CBS Director of 

Roy Acuff of WSM's Grand Ole Opry 
looks over, with Louise Farmer of 
the station, a petition by friends 
who are sponsoring him for Governor. 

-how lucky that 

I wore my lovely 

Evening in Paris Fare Powder" 
TO CREATE a dreamy, tender beauty in the sweet 

face of a girl ... that is the prime purpose of Evening in l'aris 

face powder. That is why it is made with such a sheer velvet texture 
... why the shades of Evening in Paris seem to lie on the skin in such 

a soft bloom of color. 

Choose smooth, colorful Evening in Paris face powder, 

so enchantingly yours for Romance. 
See in HIS eyes why it is said, 

Face Powder $1.00 
"to make a lovely lady even Perfume $1.25 to $10.00 

lovelier . .. Evening in Paris (All prices plus tax) 

face powder!" 

Tune in "lime'. to Romance," 
starring Dirk Il u'mes, widt 
Jim triter he and Ray Bloch's 
t Irrhe.tra- Thursday evenings, 
Columbia Network. 

//11i 05(4 face powder 
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BEA FAVORITE 
Why have women bought over 

25 million HAMPDEN POWD'1&, -BASE 

sticks? Because it does more for 

their complexion than any other 

make -up foundation. 

NEVER CAUSES DRY SKIN 

Helps hide lines, blemishes. 
it really does! 

Makes powder cling indefinitely. 
it really does! 

Gives a smooth, youthful appear 
ance. 

it really does! 

HAMPDEN'S powder be is the cream stick that really spreads evenly and 

cleanly ... is applied directly to your face, without water or sponge ... 
won't dry out your skin! Try it -and you'll have lovely make -up always. 

POWD'R,-BRBE 
Buy Bonds FIRST 

A DUART PERMANENT WAVE 
... because a specially made 
temperature control device insures 
the perfect molding of each 
precious curl ... because the 
waving lotions are still of the some 
dependable pre -war waving 
quality. A quality proved and 
re- proved year after year on 
millions of beautiful heads from 
Hollywood to Fifth Avenue. 
* And for glamorous, gleaming, 
glinting highlights ... DUART 
LIQUID RINSE ... because it really 
adds COLOR, lovely natural 
looking color, besides doing all 
the other things rinses are 
supposed to do. Select the shade 
to match your hair next time 
you visit your beauty salon. 

MARTHA SCOTT, .tornng with John Waymm in, "In Old Oklahoma" 

UWE.. mI 1G5, LVELV HILLS 

PERMANENT WAVE 
LIQUID RINSE 

The reason for Joan Edwards' ab- 

sence from CBS' Your Hit Parade - 
her daughter, Judith Ann. Proud 

Daddy is Jules Schacter, violinist. 

News Broadcasts and producer of Re- 
port to the Nation. He can call a 
minute within one second. News staf- 
fers Everett Holles and Don Pryor are 
runners up, usually making it as close 
as two seconds. 

BOSTON, MASS. -As a journalist and 
bookworm, he keeps pace with the 
march of events. As a crackerjack 
bridge -player, he is continually sharp- 
ening his analytical mind. As a radio 
executive, he tracks down the changing 
public taste in news listening. That's 
Cedric Foster, ace news commentator 
of the Mutual Broadcasting System, 
whose news analyses originate from 
WNAC, Boston, the key station of the 
Yankee Network in New England. He 
is now heard at 10 p.m. every Sunday 
evening in addition to his daily broad- 
casts at 1:45 p.m. 

Born in Hartford, Connecticut, Ced- 
ric was educated in the Hartford 
schools, the New York Military Acad- 
emy and Dartmouth College. During 
these formative years he added to his 
education by visiting every state in the 
union before he was twenty -one. He 
has been in England, Germany, and 
Italy and knows the scene of the battles 
he follows in his news commentaries. 

Beginning his career as a journalist 
with the Berkeley Times, Foster served 
successively with the Hartford Courant. 
the Associated Press in San Francisco, 
the Waterbury Connecticut Republi- 
can- American, the Providence Journal 
and the United Press, of which he was 
Connecticut manager, and the New 
Britain Herald. 

In 1935 Cedric Foster began his radio 
career. He was selected by his paper 
to manage their new radio station 
WTHT. His popularity grew. In 1941 
he became a permanent member of the 
staff of the Yankee Network of twenty 
New England Stations. From Boston's 
WNAC his regular World News Com- 
mentary became one of the news high- 
lights of the coast -to -coast network of 
the Mutual Broadcasting System. 

His popularity is attested to by the 
endless demand from various organiza- 
tions throughout the country for him to 
speak in person. His speaking engage- 
ments take him from Boston, to Texas, 



to Virginia, to North Carolina, to Illi- 
nois, Ohio, and South Carolina. Al- 
though much of his time is spent in 
traveling and preparing for his broad- 
casts, Foster manages to lead a home 
life led by typical Americans. Married 
in 1921, to Marguerite Lane, of Butler, 
Missouri, Foster has two daughters, 
Shirley, who is studying journalism in 
her father's footsteps, and Sarah Ann. 
Their home is in historic Concord, 
Mass., whose woods and fields were 
made famous by Henry Thoreau. 

In times like these, it's nice to come 
across a bit of unselfconscious and 
wholesome sentiment. Barbara Weeks, 
lovely star of Now and Forever -a 
Love Story, wears proudly on her wrist 
a charm bracelet from which dangle 
tiny golden mementos of virtually 
every important event in her life, since 
she met and married her husband, Carl 
Frank, who plays opposite her in the 
show. 

Spaced by golden numbers, one for 
each of the five years they've been mar- 
ried, the bracelet has a miniature tele- 
phone booth engraved with the date 
April 19, 1938 -as a memento of her 
meeting Carl at a CBS phone booth; a 
miniature wedding ring; a tiny gold 
dollar -for the first time they came 
into the real money; a small automobile -as a reminder of what they did with 
their first spare cash; a baby carriage 
with the date September 24, 1940 -to 
mark the birth of their daughter, Ro- 
berta; and a miniature replica of the 
house sign "Sunup," which hangs over 
the gate of their home in Connecticut. 
The last charm is a tiny book, engraved 
with the words, "A Love Story -Now 
and Forever. October 4, 1943. Carl 
and Barbara Frank as Rex and Ellen 
Harris. This is CBS." 

It sounds whacky, but James Monks 
carries a notebook to tell him, hour by 
hour, just who he is. Master of thirty - 
three dialects and playing more char- 
acter parts than he can well keep in 
mind, Monks admits he's often con- 
fused as to precisely what he'll be 
called on to do next. He's a villain in 
Our Gal Sunday, an aged valet in We 

Tracking down the changing public 
taste in news listening is the job 
of Cedric Foster, ace news commen- 
tator of Mutual's Yankee Network. 

IRS. \ ICHOIAs R. DU PONT says: 

(deck 46- tkew Lietug¡ robeemot 

to* but I 

"The quickest, most refreshing complexion pick -me -up that 
I know is a 1- Minute Mask with Pond's Vanishing Cream," says 

lovely Mrs. Nicholas R. du Pont, Wilmington society leader. 
The moment my skin begins to feel rough and look not 

quite fresh, I smooth and brighten it with a 1- Minute Mask." 

This 1- Minute Mask helps glamorize your skin too! . . . 

Just spread a cool mask of Pond's Vanishing Cream over 
your face- except eyes. Tissue off after one minute. The 

cream's "keratolytic" action loosens and dissolves ugly 
little chappings and imbedded dirt specks. 

Your complexion is "re- styled "! Fresher, more sparkling, lighter! 
Smoother, softer -and ready to hold make -up for hours! 

IMPORTANT I Save glass 
and manpower -get 
I. I's Vanishing Cream 
in a BIG jar. (Don't 
worry if Pond's "war 
caps' are not Pond's 
green -the cream it- 
self is Io.ely as ever!) 

oW kLU 5 nuYu2, - l 0 Glut/ 

e%eeUenr powdeA, bane 
n 

"Before make- up -t.lien I iI.nt't 
give myself a Mask -a N, ry light 

foundation of Pond's Vanishing 
Cream holds powder beauti- 
fully, ' Mrs. du Pont says. 
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TAKE A JOBI THE MORE WOMEN AT WORK -THE SOONER WE WINI 
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OF TODAY 

JUMBO 

SIZE 

IIPSTI(t 

25c 

II America pays tribute to the girls 
who are doing their bit in the war effort/ 

... in the service and on the home front. 
And we're proud that Flame -Glo does its bit ti 
keep them beautiful! The high standards of 

Flame -Glo Lipstick have made it a favorite eve-y- 
where; though the quantity is limited, t ie 
quality has never been lowered! Featutef 

in 10c and 25c sizes, with mi chi 
Rouge and Face Powder at I )r erci. 
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In a minute. 
MINIT -RUB begins 3 -way action on cold dis-ress 

SPEED, MOTHER! Minit -Rub hurries 
relief from cold distress three fast 
ways ' Rub it on chest and back. 

1. 1 V A MINUTE, Minit -Rub stimu- 
lates circulation, brings a sensation 
of I- eat That swiftly helps relieve 
surface aches! 

2. QUICKLY Minit -Rub's pain- 

relieving action soothes raspy Deal 
irritation. 

3. IMMEDIATELY Minit-RLb's actfv? 
menthol vapors ease tl at ase - 
stuffiness feeling. Mother it's amaz- 
ingly quick relief for bota ch'] re, 
and grown -ups! Greaseless! S'ain- 
less! Won't harm linens! Get it -to., 
-at your druggist's. 

MINIT -RUB 
FAST 3 -WAY RELIEF FROM COLD DISTRESS 

Love and Learn, hero on anotnet rive 
a week show and a little of everything 
on Radio Reader's Digest. In addition. 
he makes Treasury Department record- 
ings and, nine times a week, plays 
Cassio in the Theatre Guild's "Othello" 
on Broadway. Small wonder he's afraid 
of thespian amnesia. 

The young are precocious these days. 
Even at five years of age they listen 
to news broadcasts. But sometimes, like 
their elders, they get slightly confused 
-especially about names. 

The other day, news commentator 
Robert St. John got a letter from a 
young mother in New Jersey. After 
saying how much she and her husband 
enjoyed his news programs she went 
on: 

"Yesterday morning, during Church, 
we realized for the first time that our 
little five -year -old daughter also listens 
to you. The rector announced the Bible 
reading for the day as being from the 
Gospel of St. John and, very plainly 
pleased with herself, she leaned over 
to me and whispered, 'St. John -that's 
the man who talks on the radio.' " 

Signs of the times: If the mail re- 
ceived by This Is Official is any yard- 
stick, the two government agencies 
uppermost in the minds of citizens 
these days are the Office of Price Ad- 
ministration and the War Department. 
John Heiney, director and moderator 
of the weekly, Washington News Con- 
ference of the Air, says most letters 
ask about food and then about men in 
the Armed Forces. And all quite under- 
standable, too. 

How many people do you know who 
made up their minds in childhood about 

These two children, Nancy Grant 
and Scotty Tegarden, were the lucky 

ones who won kittens which Fanny 

Brice gave away on her NBC show. 



what they wanted to be -and then got 
there? 

Verlye Mills did. At the age of three 
she began studying music. At the age 
of four, she had made up her mind. 
And today, she's a harpist and the only 
girl member on Harry Sosnick's or- 
chestra for Beat the Band. 

Verlye is small, fluffy and blonde and 
highly ornamental behind her romantic 
looking instrument. Like many fragile 
seeming people, she's a dynamo of 
energy, writes all the music for her 
numerous script shows, runs a house 
and is the mother of three husky, 
small, but energetic sons. 

She was born in St. John, Kansas, 
but lived most of her life in Chicago, 
where her mother was a piano teacher. 
That's responsible for her early start. 
By the time she was seven, she waS 
harp soloist on a radio program and, 
at eleven, was playing with the Chicago 
Symphony. 

For two years after that, she studied 
in Paris on a scholarship. At sixteen 
she joined the Cleveland Symphony, 
but played the harp in a jazz band as a 
highly profitable sideline. She came 
to New York to play with Fred War- 
ing, got into commercial radio and has 
stuck with it ever since. 

Verlye is married to Arnold Brilhart, 
who plays saxophone, flute and clarinet. 
They met when both were playing for 
Phil Spitalny. Now, they live. in Great 
Neck, Long Island, where Arnold, who 
shares his wife's ability to do two 
things at the same time, runs his own 
defense plant. 

Julia Sanderson. one of the best 
loved radio performers, has a new 
daytime Mutual network show, her first 
since the death of her husband and co- 
star, Frank Crumit. The program, 
entitled "Let's Be Charming," is heard 
Thursdays, 1:30 to 2 P.M., EWT. 

Appearing with Julia are veteran 
m.c. Pat Barnes, the piano -organ team 
of Jack Shilkret and Johnny Gart, and 
a rhythmic trio. Julia Sanderson, one 
of the entertainment world's most 
handsome figures, will provide beauty 
tips, gathered from her experiences in 
show business. 

s 
NEWS AND GOSSIP FROM HERE 

AND THERE: Happy day -Fred Allen's 
back and welcome to him! ... Did you 
know -or could you guess -that over 
five thousand babies have been named 
after Kate Smith? . r . Dinah Shore 
and Shirley Mitchell, who share quar- 
ters, got a really new excuse for leav- 
ing from their maid. She didn't leave 
to go to work in a war plant -not this 
lady. She quit to go to dramatic school. 

Hollywood stuff -The National 
Barn Dance gang is at work on a pic- 
ture titled -of course -"The National 
Barn Dance." The title of Sammy 
Kaye's movie has been changed from 
"Song of the Open Road" to "It's Great 
to be Young." Woody Herman and the 
Herd are due in Hollywood around 
January 13th to start work in the 
musical "Sensations of 1944." . . Good 
news -rumored at least -by the time 
this appears Artie Shaw should be back 
in the States after many months in the 
Pacific theater where his Navy band 
has been giving concerts right at the front.... Nancy Douglas of Brave To- 
morrow was a map collector until the 
war outdated her entire collection. 
Here's hoping she can start all over 
again, soon -with no more changes for 
many brave tomorrows.... With which 
thought we leave you until next month. 
Good listening. 

BLACKHEADS, BIG PORES 

show up quickly in these 

"Danger Zones" of your skin! 
Read how my 4- Purpose Face 
Cream keeps your skin crystal - 
clean and fresh - and guards 
against these skin troubles. 

1LI nne needs to tell you that there are 
"danger zones" of the skin. You 

know! For your own mirror has warned 
you about them, many times. 

You know, for example, that the curve 
next to your nose -the tiny valleys of your 
chin -are two zones that must be watched. 
For there's where skin troubles get their 
start, and make swift headway. 

In the curve beside your nose, pores 
often become bigger and bigger - until 
they look conspicuous and coarse. Around 
your mouth and chin, dirt and grease 
tend to accumulate and harden into black- 
heads. 

But you can be sure you won't have any 
of these skin troubles, if you use Lady 
Esther 4- Purpose Face Cream! For it 

guards these two danger zones, guards 
all the danger zones of your skin! 

Eich time you apply Lady Esther Face 
Cream it does these 4 vital things: (1) It 
thoroughly cleans your skin. (2) It softens 
your skin, loosens and absorbs the dry, 
clinging flakes. (3) It helps nature refine 
the pores. (4) It leaves a smooth perfect 
base for powder. 

Living Proof -In Your Own Mirror! 
NVhy choose a face cream because its ex- 
pensive, or because of a clever package? 
Judge it only by what it does for your skin! 

That's why I say -try Lady Esther 
4- Purpose Face Cream! Get the smallest 
size jar if you like -but try it! When you 
see how radiantly clean and fresh your 
skin looks after the very first application - 
when you see how much smoother and 
more youthful it appears -it's time enough 
to get the largest and most economical 
size. But for living proof this is the most 
beautifying cream you have ever used, 
get the small -size jar today! 

4-PURPOSE 
FACE CREAM 



Ginny Simms, beautiful star of NBC's Johnny Presents, heard on Tues- 

da} nights, prescribes your routine for this season's stormy weather. 

0-0/7& tP//t 
STORMY and colder . . That's the 

weather forecast ahead ... Which 
means we must keep ourselves 

warm for health -also that we must 
keep healthy for beauty . . . 

Sufficient clothing is most impor- 
tant. Doctors tell us that colds and flu 
and similar infections spring from 
germs. However, these germs we have 
with us always. It's when our resist- 
ance drops below par -when we're 
over -tired or chilled or undernourished 
-that the germs gain headway. There- 
fore, we repeat -sufficient clothing is 
important! To health and to beauty! 

With the winter upon us we are 
likely to discover the skin on our 
bodies growing rough from the cold. 
To correct this we suggest olive oil 
massage -about every ten days. Have 
This massage at night following your 
tub. Rub the oil into your skin with 
cotton pledgets or with the palm of 
your hand. Let the oil remain on over- 
night. Wear an old nightgown on these 
occasions so oil stains will be no con- 
cern. By morning your skin, having 
absorbed the oil, will be lovelier. 

Keep your face smooth with cream. 
Use camphor ice on your lips if they 
have any tendency to chap. Apply 
cream or hand lotions to your hands - 
and favor warmly lined gloves. 

Because we wear hats much of the 

By Roberta Ormiston 

time in the winter and also are out- 
doors less, our hair and scalp are likely 
to become dry and, by the same token, 
less healthy and less beautiful. Olive 
oil shampoos are recommended. 

Nothing in the world is more con- 
ducive to body warmth than good cir- 
culation. And nothing in the world is 
more conducive to good circulation 
than exercise. Try this exercise every 
morning... . 

Before you leave your bed stretch 
out -all the way! Throw your arms 
back beyond your head. At the same 
time take a deep breath. Then throw 
your arms forward -all the way! 
Touch your toes with your finger tips. 
At the same time exhale. You'll dis- 
cover you will have to sit up to touch 
your toes with your fingertips. That's 
the idea! But lie down and start all 
over. Po this exercise again and again, 
at least ten times. Not only your cir- 
culation will benefit; your early -morn- 
ing spirits will too. 

Heed the stormy and colder weather 

RADIO MIRRORNOMVDEAUIY 

forecast that lies ahead for all of us who 
aren't going to bask on tropical sands 

Plan your wardrobe and your 
beauty treatments accordingly. Don't 
try to turn winter into summer. In- 
stead, keep warm for health and keep 
healthy for beauty! 

Be Beauty Wiser 

Marian F., Glendale, Calif.: The white 
of egg makes a very satisfactory wav- 
ing fluid. It also gives the hair a sheen. 
To the white of one egg use four parts 
of water. 

Gladys H., Riverhead, N. Y.: If your 
eyes are close together tweeze your 
eyebrows at the inner corners. Have a 
higher arch to your eyebrows. And 
see to it that your eyebrows do not 
droop in any downward arch around 
the outer corners of the eyes. 

Gail G., Frankfort, Ky.: To banish the 
rough skin and the dry pimples you 
complain about, try corn meal, pow- 
dered castile soap and finely powdered 
pumice. One cup corn meal, one half 
cup powdered castile soap and one 
quarter of a cup of finely powdered 
pumice. Mix ingredients thoroughly 
and keep in a shaker beside your tub. 
Sprinkle generously and rub into your 
skin with a flesh brush. 
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o other Shampoo 
leaves hair so lustrous, and yet so easy to manage 

Only Special Drene reveals 
up to 33% more lustre than soap... 

yet leaves hair so easy to arrange, 
so alluringlysmooth! 

To a man, your most priceless beauty 
asset is lovely, shining hair. But dull, 

drab locks can spoil your chance for 
sweet romance. So always keep your 

hair glamorous, lustrous. Never let 
soap or soap shampoos hide the shining 

beauty a man adores! 

INSTEAD, USE SPECIAL DRENE! See the 
dramatic difference after your first 

shampoo ... how gloriously it 
reveals all the lovely sparkling highlights, 

all the natural color brilliance 
of your hair! 

And now that Special Drene contains a 

wonderful hair conditioner, it leaves hair 
far silkier, smoother and easier 

to arrange ... right after shampooing. 

EASIER TO COMB into smooth, shining 
neatness! If you haven't tried 

Drene lately, you'll be amazed! 

And remember ... Special Drene 
gets rid of all flaky dandruff the 

very first time you use it. 

So for more alluring hair, insist on 
Special Drene with (lair Conditioner 

added. Or ask your beauty shop to use it. 

`" Guaranteed by. %- 
Good Housekeeping 

or 
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HERE'S THE SMART, new page -boy arrange- 
ment. Notice the center part ... the hair 
brushed up and back from the temples ... the 
smooth roll which starts high behind the ears, 
then slants sharply dol. neard. All help give 
the head the new, small, narrow look! Extra 
lustre and smoothness due to Special Drene. 

pecial Drene 
with 

6#1744 
Product of Procter & Gamble 

Soap film dulls lustre -robs hair 
of glamour! 

Avoid this beauty handicap! Switch toSpe- 
cial Drene. It never leaves any dulling 
film as all soaps and soap shampoos do. 

That's why Special Drene reveals up to 
33% more lustre! 
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Of course VITAMIN AI Children need 
is to grow. You need it to fight off 
colds. With Ovaltine you get all the 
extra Vitamin "A" experts say you need. 

Of course VITAMINS G, to -PI You 
can't be alert, awake, "alive" without 
them! You get them -and the entire 
Vitam.n B complex family in Ovaltine! 

Of cours IRONI Without iron, you 
can't have good red blood. Ovaltine 
supplies all the extra iron you need- . in the only way you can fully use it! 

Of court* CALCIUM A PHOSPHORUS! 
.)-) They're vital to bones and nerves in 

adults -also to teeth in children. The 
Ovaltine way, you have loads. 

Of course VITAMIN DI You get D from 
sunshine -but most of the year most 
people don't get enough sunshine. Rain 
or shine, you're site with Ovaltine! 

Of course VITAMIN III You eat 
poorly -and you're tired, listless, ner- 
vous, -low- -if you don't get enough 
Bt. The Ovaltine way, you get plenty! 

3 Average -Good Meals + 2 Glasses of Ovaltine Give the Normal 
Person All the Extra Vitamins and Minerals He Can Use 

Millions of people know how important 
it is to take extra vitamins and minerals 
every day. So we want to emphasize this 
point: Ovaltine is one of the richest 

sourcesofvitaminsandmineralsinthewor ld. 

In fact, if you just drink 2 glasses of 
Ovaltine a day -and eat three average - 
good meals including fruit juice -you 
get all the vitamins and minerals you 
need. All you can profitably use accord- 

ing to experts- unless you're really sick 
and should be under a doctor's care. 

So why worry about vitamins and min- 
erals? Rely on Ovaltine to give you all 

the extra vitamins and minerals you can 
use -along with its many other well - 

known benefits. Just follow this recipe 
for better health ... 
3 GOOD MEALS A DAY + OVALTINE 

NIGHT AND MORNING 

OP COURSE Ovaltine gives you much more than vitamins and minerals. It is prescribed the world over by docrors as a special dietary food for those who are thin, nervous or under par. 

WARNING: Authorities say you can't completely trust 
"good" meals to supply all the vitamins and minerals 
you need for good health -even with careful meal - 
planning- because shipping, storing and cooking re- 

duce the vitamin- mineral values of food. Then today's 
food shortages make it even more important to rely on 
Ovaltine for all your extra vitamins and minerals. 
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Often marriages are like outworn clothes. 
others can be salvaged. Lee didn't think 

Some 
hers 

must be discarded, 
worth saving until- 

a 

CLOTHES wear out, or become to() 
small for you, or go out of style. 
You hate to throw them away; 

because they carry pleasant memories 
-your first really grown -up party 
dress, the blouse that was so terribly 
becoming, the hat you wore when you 
got your first job. Sometimes you try 
to salvage them, combining, changing, 
rearranging. But sometimes there's 
nothing you can do-you must throw 
them out, clear them away, because 
they've outlived their usefulness and 
they are cluttering up the closet. 

Marriages wear out, too, just like 
shoes and dresses and coats. You are 
reluctant to let them go, because you 
remember so many things -the whis- 
pering of the tenderest words in the 
world, a hand stretched out in . the 

darkness, the sweet searching of lips on 
lips. But when those things are gone, 
when the finer fabric of marriage has 
faded and torn and lost the smooth, firm 
texture it had when it was new, what 
then? Is it worth trying to salvage, or 
must it be cast away? 

I discovered that my marriage had 
worn out on the day Red came home 
and told me we were moving to Rocky 
Bay. It was a month after our seventh 
wedding anniversary. 

"Rocky Bay!" I said. "But Red -we 
can't!" 

Red, sprawled in the easy chair near- 
est the window, ran his fingers through 
the hair which had long ago made 
everyone forget his name was Hugh. 

"Who says we can't ?" he inquired 
mildly and yet, somehow, dangerously. 

A Stars Over Hollywood Story ima 
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"There's nothing to stop us." 
"I mean -" I began, and then I didn't 

go on. He was perfectly right. There 
was nothing to stop us. We rented our 
house by the month. Our furniture 
could be stored or taken with us. We- 
we had no children. There was no rea- 
son in the world why we shouldn't 
move to Rocky Bay, except that I didn't 
want to. 

"Can't you tell them you've changed 
your mind ?" I asked, and Red stared 
at me. 

BUT why should I ?" he demanded. 
"Gosh, Lee, it's a compliment that 

they're willing to send me there. Didn't 
I just get through telling you that 
they're building a new shipyard at 
Rocky Bay, and the yard here is giving 
up a. few of its key men to see that 
everything goes right? Why, I'll be a 
boss there, not just a lead man. It's a 
big step up for me." 

"Oh, I know," I said miserably. "And 
it's fine for you. I'm glad, really, Red. 
But I won't know a soul there, and I'll 
have to give up my nurse's aide work, 
and -and you know yourself how hard 
it is to find any place to live these days ... Red, I'd hate it." 

Red sat up straighter, and two up- 
and -down creases appeared between 
his gray eyes. "I thought you'd be 
glad," he said slowly. "A better job, a 
change -I really thought you'd be glad, 
and that it would be sort of -sort of a 
new start for us." 

He stood up and went to the mantel-. 
piece, limping a little, as he always did, 
from the old injury he'd received when 
he first went to work in the shipyard. 
It didn't really matter, that limp -Red 
was as strong as the docks and ship - 
ways he helped build -and long ago I'd 
stopped even noticing it. Now it jarred 
my nerves. 

"What do you mean ?" I asked more 
sharply than I intended. "Do we need 
a new start ?" 

He looked down at me. "I think so," 
he said. 

And of course he was right. I knew 
it, with a kind of sinking dismay in my 
breast. We needed a new start-if a 
new start could bring back the romance, 
the bright colors of love, the 
adventure of intimacy and 
not its sameness. Or if it 
could give us the child we 
wanted so much and had 
never had. 

But no new start could do 
these things, I told myself. 
Red was grasping at straws 
when he hinted that it 
could. Only half realizing 
it, we two had been growing 
apart for a long time now. 
A score of little things had separated 
us: petty irritations, unresolved quar- 
rels, the way Red's world was bounded 
by his job, my own restlessness and 
feeling that life was slipping through 
my fingers, our - 

But what was the use? I could find 
a long list of reasons, but none of them 
mattered particularly. The important 
thing was that here, right now, I was 
face to face with the knowledge that I 
had no wish to leave my home, my 
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friends, the neatly carved -out 
existence I had made for my- 
self, and go with Red to 
Rocky Bay. 

He took a deep breath, still 
standing by the fireplace, and 
his blue work -shirt stretched 
tightly over the great drum 
of his chest. Red's anger was 
rare, but it was quick and 
flaming when it came. And 
it came now. The stem of 
the pipe he'd picked up 
snapped suddenly in his fin- 
gers. 

"What's the 'matter with 
you, Lee? You weren't like 
this when we were married - 
or if you were, I wasn't smart 
enough to know it. I thought 
you'd go anywhere with me, 
do anything -and you would, 
too! I wasn't kidding myself. 
You were different then. A 
fellow could have fun with you -could 
talk to you and know you were saying 
what you thought. Now you never tell 
me where you've been all day or what 
you've been doing -when you kiss me 
it's as if you thought you had to-and 
when I get a chance at a better job you 
act like a martyr!" 

"That's enough, Red!" I was furious 
too, with the confused fury of knowing 
that half of his complaints were true, 
or that all of them were half -true. But 
if he wanted plain speaking, I could 
give him some! 

"Why should I tell you what I've 
been doing all day? You 
aren't interested -you know 
very well that I spend most 
of my time at the hospital, 
working. But you don't 
want to hear about what I 
do there, because the only 
thing that interests you 
nowadays is your own job 
and the things connected 
with it. I've tried -often 
and often I've tried -and 
then I've looked at you and 

found you'd gone to sleep while I was 
talking. You complain about the way 
I act when you kiss me -but you only 
kiss me when you happen to think of 
it! And things won't be any different 
in Rocky Bay, except that I won't know 
anyone, or have anything to do!" 

.His face white under the thatch of 
coppery hair, Red said tensely, "I guess 
the point is, just being my wife isn't 
enough for you!" 

I flung it back at him. "Perhaps that 
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is the point!" I knew I had hurt him. 
Slowly, carefully, he put the pieces 

of his pipe back on the mantel. "All 
right, then," he said. "I'll go alone, and 
you can stay here. Any time you're 
ready to join me, let me know." 

"And if that time never comes ?" 
Red turned to face me, and his wide 

lips barely moved as he said, "Then I 
guess we're through, aren't we ?" 

Heavily, he walked out of the room, 
leaving me feeling cold and stiff, as if I 
had been turned to marble. 

Through! Well, maybe we were. 
The idea didn't shock me, and that 
must mean that somewhere, in the back 
of my mind, it had been hiding all the 
time. When two people have no in- 
terest in each other, I thought, when 
the love that once quickened them is 
dead, it's time for them to separate. 
And I'd be glad to be free -free of 
hurrying home to cook meals that Red 
took for granted, free of long evenings 
when he dozed over his newspaper and 
yawned his way to bed. Honesty made 
me admit that he worked long hours 
and was tired -but surely all that 
weariness wasn't physical, surely it 



He reached out and put his hand on mine. "Lee,' 
said, "I'm sorry for what happened the other night 

had its roots in his indifference to me! 
Our life together had lost its savor, and 
it was best to end it. 

In the two days that passed before 
Red took the train for Rocky Bay, we 
were very polite to each other. I 
packed his bags, with many questions 
about "will you need this -or that ?" 
and he said stiffly that he would deposit 
part of his wages in the bank for me to 
draw on- "Until we make up our 
minds what we're going to do, ". he 
added, avoiding my eyes. And he put 
up all the storm sashes, and took the 
garden hose down into the cellar, and 
cautioned me to keep the water level 
just right in the boiler. 

I hadn't planned to go with him to 
the station -but unexpectedly, at the 
last minute, I found myself putting on 
my hat and coat and waiting with him 
for the taxicab we'd called. It was late 

in coming, and we nearly missed the 
train. There was no time for long, 
embarrassed pauses. 

"Goodbye," he said. "I'll come back 
after a while and -and we'll talk things 
over." Then, abruptly, he put his hands 
on my shoulders and pulled me close, 
his fingers bruising my flesh through 
the wool of my coat. He kissed me 
once, hard, on the lips -and swiftly 
released me and jumped on the train. 

I stood on the platform and watched 
the train disappear -and whether it 
was the violence of his farewell or the 
knowledge that he was actually gone, 
I was shaken and afraid. His kiss still 
burned on my lips. There had been a 
deep anger in it, and yet a kind of 
tenderness too, as if he had been trying 
to say that he understood, and pitied 
us both. Turning away, I caught sight 
of a pretty little blonde woman, drying 
her eyes, and I remembered that a mo- 
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Inspired by an original radio drama, 
"Heroine Wanted," by Virginia Rooks, 
heard on CBS, Saturday at 12:30 P. M. 

ment before I had noticed her clinging 
to a young soldier. I felt ashamed. Red 
and I had the materials for happiness 
-we were together, no one told us we 
must part. The soldier's wife would 
have said I was lucky -and perhaps 
she would have been right. Perhaps I 
was spoiled, wanting more than life 
could give me, making my own unhap- 
piness. 

The little four -room house seemed 
cold when I returned to it, although the 
thermometer in the hall showed that 
it wasn't. There was a piece of string 
lying on the rug; carefully I picked it 
up and added it to the big roll which 
Red kept in one of the kitchen drawers. 
He was a string -saver, and I'd always 
laughed at him for it. Just now, it 
would have hurt me to throw that 
unimportant bit of string away. 

It was evening, and there was noth- 
ing to do. Nothing, nothing at all. I 
was quite free; I could call up Marion 
Reeves or Alma Bate, and they would 
invite me to come over. But Joe Reeves 
would be home, and Alma would insist 
on talking about her Ralph, who was in 
the Marines. I could go to a movie, or 
I could take a walk. 

I didn't do anything except, finally, 
go to bed. 

In the next few days, I was forced 
to look at myself as I had never looked 
before. I was forced to examine Leila 
Martin and see what kind of a person 
she was, and slowly I admitted that I 
didn't like what I saw. I was restless, 
dissatisfied, bored with myself and my 
life. I had no pleasure in my marriage 
-yet now that Red was away I was 
lonely. I was useless. Although I was 
a nurse's aide at the hospital, it seemed 
to me that my work amounted to very 
little when there were so many things 
that needed to be done. 

IN THIS mood of self- disgust, I sat 
down, one evening, and began a let- 

ter to Red. It was to have been a 
humble letter, telling him that I wanted 
to join him and try again to find the 
happiness we'd lost somewhere along 
the road of marriage -but it was never 
written. 

The telephone rang, and it was 
Marion Reeves, asking, "Can you come 
over, Lee? Right away? Don's here!" 

"Don!" I gasped, and she laughed 
delightedly. 

"Yes, isn't it wonderful? He showed 
up an hour ago, and I haven't got over 
the shock yet, because I didn't even 
know he was in this country. But he 
is and he insists on seeing you." 

"I'll be right over," I promised. 
But when I'd hung up, I sat by the 

telephone a minute, letting memory 
bring back the picture of Don Clayton, 
Marion's brother. Not handsome, ex- 
actly -Don had never been that -but 
even when we were kids in high school 
he'd had a quality about him that made 
you think he (Continued on page 75) 
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Not until Peter had gone did Diane understand what had been 

in his heart. She knew, then, that her answer would be, yes if 
he should come back to her and whisper, "I love you, dear" 

THE beginning of this story goes back a long 
way, back to a dream town and to an almost 
unbelievable time. Or, at least, it seems far 

away. Actually, everything began right here in 
Bayview, only three years ago. 

But the world -that is, the world that Peter 
Fieldwell and I, Diane Barton, knew -was different 
then. Bayview was only a pretty, snug little 
resort town on the shore of Bay Lake, about ten 
miles from the big city where most of Bayview's 
men worked. There was no munitions plant in 
town then. There was no rationing, and automo- 
biles took us everywhere -to work in the city, to 
the shops in town, to the beach, up the lake shore 
for the best fishing places, to the woods at the south 
end of the lake for Sunday afternoon picnics. 

War was only a word in the headlines. Our men 
came home to us at night, and we went to the 
movies, or to the lake shore for dancing at the big 
boathouse we'd nicknamed our yacht club, or we 
drove in the country, where the heavy perfume of 
growing things was spiced with the tangy breeze 
from the lake. 

That was our world, Peter's and mine, a snug, 
sunlit world, with few changes except the gradual 
ones we made ourselves. 

It wasn't the sort of world that Arbelle, Peter's 
wife, had known. Life, as Arbelle saw it, was 
pretty hard and the only way to get along was 
to be a little bit harder. 

The changes and the coming of Arbelle all took 
place after -well, privately, I always dated the 
beginning of the difference in our lives from the 
night of the dance. It was a special party, given 
in honor of the Bayview boys, Peter among them, 
who had been drafted and who were leaving for 
camp the next day. 

I was in love with the new dress -my first 
honest -to- goodness evening dress -that mother had 
bought me to wear to that dance. It was all pale, 
pearly pink, and it had a tiny bodice and a great, 
puffy skirt like a pink cloud. I dressed early that 
evening, and for an hour before Peter came I 
paraded in front of the mirror in my room, pos- 
turing and curtseying and getting used to the 
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newly -revealed curve of my breast above the tight 
bodice. I didn't see myself as I really was -a girl 
out of Bayview High only the spring before, whose 
best features were a shining, fresh -scrubbed look 
and dreamy gray eyes that might, in a few years, 
after life had put a firmer expression into them, 
be fine. I saw the drifting cloud of pink, and it 
became the sweeping skirt of a princess; ropes 
of pearls and diamonds lay around my throat, 
instead of the small gold locket my father had 
given me on my seventeenth birthday the January 
before. And it wasn't Peter who was coming for 
me that evening -it was a cavalier with a jewelled 
sword, or -my imagination sweeping dizzily to 
the present in more glamorous places than Bay - 
view-a top- hatted gallant who looked vaguely 
like Clark Gable and who danced Iike Fred Astaire. 

There was nothing wrong with Peter, you under- 
stand. He was my dearest friend, and sometimes, 
being three years older than I, my advisor. He 
wasn't the best looking boy in Bayview, but there 
was a kind of shining eagerness in his thin, fine 
face, in his sensitive, sharply -cut lips, that made 
him seem handsome. I would have fought tooth 
and nail if another girl had tried to elbow me 
out of my place as Peter's partner at steak frys 
and parties and the Saturday afternoon coke ses- 
sions at the Sweet Shop. At the back of my mind 
was the comfortable thought that in a few years, 
when we were ready for it, Peter and I would 
be married. 

But -Peter had taken the place of the brothers 
and sisters I'd never had. We'd skipped stones 
and sailed boats and studied and fished and fought 
together for as long as I could remember. Peter 
just wasn't a romantic figure to me. He had no 
place in the dream -world I saw as I pirouetted 
before the mirror in my party dress. 

Mother came in and very nearly caught me in 
the midst of a curtsey. "Diane, Peter's here -" 

I grabbed my white flannel coat and dashed to 
the stairs. Half -way down I stopped, and with my 
steps cut elegantly short, with the proper touch of 
a smile on my face, I advanced into the living room. 

The reaction I got was satisfactory. Peter said, 

Just Five Lines Drama 
Suggested by on original radio drama by Amiss Strick- 
land and Robert Arthur and heard on Just Five Lines. 





"Well, for gosh -" and looked as if 
something had choked him off sud- 
denly. I thought perhaps it was the 
dignity of his own clothes -the well - 
pressed slacks, the light jacket, the 
collar and tie. It was a long time 
since I'd seen a tie on Peter. We wore 
sports clothes to our ordinary weekly 
dances, and around Fieldwell's Drug, 
where he helped his father, he wore 
slacks and open- throat shirts. 

FATHER stole a glance at me from 
behind his evening paper, a glance 

that settled into a stare of inspection. 
When we went out, he said, "Have 
a good time," as usual, but he didn't 
tell me to be home by twelve, which 
wasn't usual. 

We rode to the dance with Louise 
Owens and Jimmy Hall, and it was 
different, that night, from the boister- 
ous way in which we usually rattled 
around Bayview. Jimmy drove as 
sedately as his father would have. 
When Peter helped me into' the car 
and said, "To the Yacht Club, James!" 
both boys laughed, but they didn't 
keep up the clowning. Louise didn't 
face around in the seat and gossip 
with me on the way over. She had 
her head close to Jimmy's shoulder, 
and she gave her whole attention 
to him. 

The boathouse was beautiful enough 
to be a yacht club. It was a low, square 
building with wide, pillared porches, 
and now in the moonlight it had the 
mellow look of a Southern mansion. 
On one side was the lake, all silver 
radiance, and on another was a terrace 
where Chinese lanterns bobbed among 
the trees. 

I checked my wrap, and came out 
to find Peter just standing there, look- 
ing. "Peter," I breathed, "isn't it 
wonderful ?" 

Ordinarily he laughed at my en- 
thu-siasm for what he called fripperies. 
But this time he said soberly, "It 
sure is. I never realized just how 
wonderful." 

I wished that he hadn't started 
talking about the war overseas just 
when we went in to dance. He couldn't 
give himself - over to the music and 
think, too, and he stumbled over words 
and got his sentences mixed so that 
what he was trying to say wasn't 
very clear. "You know, Diane," he 
said seriously, "it's funny leaving all 
this -the town and the bunch we've 
gone around with -and everything. I 
mean, it's funny leaving it so soon, 

without having a chance to realize how 
much it meant, without -well, without 
doing anything much about it. When I 
think of the time I've wasted, putting 
off my pharmacy course until this 
winter, and putting off other things 
I've meant to do-and then when I 
think that I might not get back to 
them for a long time -" 

I tried to reassure him. "Peter," I 
said, "you know you'll be home again 
soon. I met Peg Allgood on the street 
today, and she says Mickey's coming 
back next week. She says he treated 
the months in camp just like school -" 

My voice trailed off, because Peter 
was looking at me oddly. Then he 
asked, "Diane, don't you ever read 
the papers ?" 

I was a little irritated. Of course 
I read the papers, but Berlin and Bay - 
view were oceans apart -everyone 
knew that. 

But I couldn't be annoyed with 
him long, and when the music stopped, 
and he led me out toward the ter- 
race, I followed him as I'd always 
followed him, unquestioningly. We 
walked past the terrace where other 
couples sat, down the three stone steps 
to the lawn, where the moonlight 
played and the lanterns danced like 
great moths in the trees. It was 
magically beautiful; at any minute I 
expected a harlequin to step out of 
the shadows with a lute in his hands. 
The late summer moon was so round 
and golden warm that I could almost 
feel it on my arms, through my thin 
dress, as one feels sunshine. 
I murmured, "I don't think there's 

any place in the world as lovely as 
Bayview -" 

He stopped and swung around to 
face me. "That's part of what I meant," 
he began eagerly, "when I was talk- 
ing about going away. It makes some 
sense to my going- knowing that Bay - 
view and all of the little towns like 
it have to be kept as they are so 
that other kids will have a chance to 
grow up with all of the things we've 
had. Only -" He stopped, and his 
voice thickened queerly. "Only, I hate 
to go, in a way. The whole world is 
changing, and Bayview can't help 
changing, too. I want to go knowing 
that something will be the same when 
I get back. I want to be sure that 
everything - everything between you 
and me will be the same -" 

I hadn't been listening to him, really. 
I'd been watching the play of shadows 
in the glade by the lake, trying to 
remember the poetry it reminded me 
of. Something out of the Shakespeare 
course in our senior year -"When 
moonlight sleeps on yonder bank -" 

The line snapped off suddenly in my 
mind. Peter's arms were around me, 
and Peter's lips were on mine in a 
kind of anxious, unsure searching. 

For a minute I was too surprised 
to do anything. Then my forearm shot 
up, striking him away. "Peter!" I 
gasped. 

It sounds funny and childish, doesn't 
it? It was childish, but then, I'd never 
thought of Peter and me as being 
grown up, ready for the bigger emo- 
tions that lay ahead of us. That kiss, 

to me, was exactly as if he'd reached 
over and pulled my hair, as he'd done 
the year I'd worn braids. Only, I 
thought, it wasn't a very nice way 
to tease. 

Then I saw the stunned, hurt look 
on his face, and I realized that it 
wasn't at all funny. He didn't say 
anything -just stood rubbing his chin, 
staring at me with a perplexed look in 
his eyes. 

"Peter -" I stammered. 
He reached over and took my hand, 

as if I were a very small girl. "I'm 
sorry; Diane," he said gently. "Let's 
go back, shall we ?" 

I followed a step or two behind him, 
confused and miserable. I'd made a 
mistake, I realized, although I didn't 
understand exactly why or how. All I 
knew was that it wasn't right to have 
this silence, this separation between 
Peter and me. 

Through the rest of the evening the 
incident remained a wall between us. 
Peter pretended that it hadn't hap- 
pened, and he evaded my half- hidden 
attempts to lead up to it. There was 
no chance to talk on the ride home 
with Louise and Jimmy, but I looked 
forward to the moment in front of 
my door when we would say goodnight. 
It would be more than goodnight; it 
would be goodbye this time, and surely 
-surely, Peter wouldn't go, to be away 
for months, without seeing that every- 
thing was easy and friendly between 
us, as it had always been. 

But there wasn't any moment at 
my door. Peter escorted me up the 
walk, said goodnight, and started back 
to the car. I couldn't believe it. "Peter!" 
I called, and the name burst from me, 
like a cry for help. 

It stopped him for a second. He 
turned uncertainly, and then he waved 
and called back, "I'll write to you." 
And then he was gone. 

I watched him disappear into the 
dark tonneau of the car, watched the 
car out of sight down the street, and 
I couldn't explain the heavy feeling 
of depression and apprehension within 
me. It wasn't exactly that I was upset 
about Peter -after all, nothing serious 
had happened. He would write to me, 
and I would answer, and everything 
would be straightened out. Surely, an 
incident could make no difference in 
the years in which Peter and I had 
been growing up together. 

What I couldn't know then, and what 
I learned slowly in the months that 
followed, was that with Peter's going 
everything I had known in Bayview 
began to be changed and was lost to 
me in the changing. I didn't go to 
the train in the morning to see him off. 
He hadn't expected me to, and now 
I'd have felt uncomfortable about go- 
ing. Louise Owens woke me up by 
coming in and "plopping herself in- 
formally at the foot of my bed. "Diane," 
she cried, "I've been to the station - 
and I couldn't go home without tell- 
ing you the news! Jimmy and I are 
engaged!" 

I blinked sleepily and looked at her 
hand, and she said hastily, "Oh, I 
haven't my ring yet. You see, it just 
happened last night -and we weren't 



the only ones, either. Rufe Harding 
gave Sarah a ring, and Elsabeth and 
Mac are going to be married -" 

I stared at her, and her laughter 
brimmed over at my amazement. But 
I wasn't putting it on for her sake - 
I honestly couldn't understand. Why, 
Louise and Jimmy had been just good 
friends, like Peter and me, only they 
hadn't been going around together as 
long. And it wasn't a month since 
Elsabeth had said that 
Mac was such a ter- 
rible dancer that she'd 
never date him again 
if there was another 
man available. She 
had, of course, be- 
cause they really liked 
each other, but now 
they were going to 
spend the rest of their 
lives together! 

FROM 
that morning 

I began to feel out 
of things. It wasn't 
just that my friends 
were engaged, and 
somehow too busy 
writing letters and 
sewing for their hope 
chests and seeing their 
fiances' mothers to 
spend much time with 
me. It wasn't just that 
going out with other 
boys wasn't at all like 
being with Peter. 
There were other 
changes, too. 

The Big Sandy Mills, 
the town's one indus- 
try, after years of 
grinding grain on a 
leisurely five -day 
week, were suddenly 
running full capacity. 
The town was short- 
handed, and the beach 
and the docks closed 
early, making the lake 
shore a lonely place. 
The old mill at Trem- 
ble Creek, a favorite 
haunt through the 
years for everything 
from playing Indian to 
steak frys, had been 
torn down. In its place sprawled the 
munitions plant, almost finished and 
very nearly blotting out the creek 
itself. 

More and more boys left, and the 
coke sessions at the Sweet Shop 
dwindled, until even the girls stopped 
going there. Gossiping among our- 
selves wasn't very interesting unless 
there were dates and parties to talk 
about. 

I couldn't even linger in Fieldwell's 
Drug, chatting with Peter's father, 
as I used to do. With Peter gone, and 
because he could get no other help, he 
was too busy to more than send a dish 
of ice cream scooting across the counter 
to me. 

More than anything else, I missed 
Peter. The few letters I'd had from 
him hadn't been satisfactory. They 
were strained and rather formal, not 

at all like the long, freely- written ac- 
counts of himself he'd sent at other 
times when he'd been away. I didn't 
know how to reply except in kind, 
and presently his letters stopped al- 
together. He was waiting, I thought, 
until he had a chance to come home, 
when we could smooth things out in 
person. 

It was a talisman, the thought of 
his homecoming, that I carried with 

work in the Big Sandy Mills and dug 
in, as Louise put it, for the duration. 
I held off joining them. I wanted to 
be sure that when Peter came home. 
I would have every minute free to 
spend with him. 

Only one incident marked those 
weeks of waiting for Peter, and it was 
memorable only because nothing else 
at all had happened to me. I walked, 
one December afternoon, out toward 

Tremble Creek, not 
to see the munitions 
plant, but to visit 
what was left of a 
place Peter and I had 
known well. I was 
on my way home. 
picking my way care- 
fully in the dusk down 
the lane which led to 
the highway, when I 
heard a car behind 
me. I moved to the 
side of the road; the 
car passed me, then 
stopped, and the 
driver leaned out. I 
recognized him -he'd 
been pointed out to 
me in town as Harry 
Todd, the personnel 
manager at the mu- 
nitions plant. 

"Can I give you a 
lift into town ?" he 
called. 

"Thanks," I said 
breathlessly, and 
stepped gratefully in- 
to the car. I was tired, 
and the day had 
turned unexpectedly 
cold. 

"You're Diane Bar- 
ton, aren't you ?" he 
asked, as the car slid 
smoothly toward the 
highway. 

I was startled. 
"Why, yes. How did 
you know ?" 

He flashed me a 
smile, and I saw that 
he was handsomer 
than he'd appeared at 
a distance -a man of 
medium height, com- 
pactly built, with 

small, regular features. His eyes were 
dark brown; the pin -points of light 
in the pupils were more noticeable 
than in other eyes; they looked at once 
intent and restless and unreadable. 
"It's my business to know," he said. 
"I scouted Bayview long before the 
plant was finished. Didn't you get one 
of the application blanks I sent out ?" 

"I did," I admitted, "but my friends 
are all working at Big Sandy -" 

"And you'll join them, eh? That's 
too bad." For a moment I imagined 
a special emphasis on the last words, 
but then he went on to talk casually 
about the number of workers he'd had 
to import from the city, about the 
problem of housing them and keeping 
them satisfied in a small town. 

He drove me home, ignoring my 
protests that he could drop me any 
place in town. (Continued on page 82) 

Strangely, suddenly I felt that I 

was older and wiser than Arbelle. 
You can't go now," I said gently. 

me through the empty days; it was 
something to live for and to look 
forward to. The vague, Clark Gable - 
Fred Astaire figure in my dreams had 
given way to a thin, blond boy with 
sharply -cut, sensitive lips. Sometimes, 
shyly -even in the privacy of my own 
mind -I recalled our last night to- 
gether, the touch of his lips and the 
slim, young warmth of him close to 
me, and I knew that when I saw him 
again, I wouldn't push him away. 

Even the ugly shock of Pearl Harbor 
was softened for me by Mr. Fieldwell's 
assurances that Peter would be home 
soon. In the next few weeks when 
my friends, almost in a body, went to 25 



The day they returned from their honeymoon it appeared - 
the shadow that hung over them until they were no longer 
husband and wife but only people living under one roof 

IF I could have looked ahead that 
morning, seen into the future, per- 
haps I wouldn't have been so happy. 

If I could have seen the heartbreak 
ahead, the doubts, the fears, perhaps I 
wouldn't have been so content. But 
that's wrong -I would have been 
happy and content, just the same, I 
think. My happiness on that lovely 
sunny summer morning was a thing set 
apart, something a little nearer to 
heaven than to earth, something that 
had nothing to do with the everyday 
world, with the life behind me or the 
life ahead. 

It was such a lovely feeling -just to 
lie there and listen to the sounds that 
were at once strange and deliciously, 
intimately familiar, to try to follow 
Charles' movements from the sounds 
I could hear him make, although I 
couldn't see him. 

That -that brittle -sounding click - 
was his razor being laid down on the 
glass shelf. That smaller, rustling 
sound, to the accompaniment of a 
chuckle, meant that he had remem- 
bered, at the last minute, to put back 
the top on his shaving cream. Now 
he was pulling the curtain of the 
shower, now turning on the faucet and 
standing for a moment, bracing him- 
self for the cold water. I smiled to 
myself, wondering whether all men 
gasped and snorted and then began to 
sing off-key like that, taking their 
morning showers. And then I stopped 
wondering, because I didn't really care 
about other men. Other men were not 
mine. Charles was mine -all mine. 

"All right, lazy!" Charles called. 
"You're next." 

He came out of the bathroom, rub- 
bing at his hair with the towel until 
it stood up all over his head in a mass 
of tangled, wet curls. Even the bulky 
terry cloth robe couldn't hide the 
breadth of his shoulders and the lithe, 
swift lines of his athletic body. I loved 
watching him. He moved like a much 
younger man. Not that he was old. 
He was thirty -six, and that seemed 
just the right age for a man to be. In 
fact, everything about Charles was 
right as far as I was concerned -his 
dark hair, his blue -gray eyes, his lean 
face with the firm jaw and full lips. 

An instant later those lips were on 
mine, pressing, seeking, sweet. "Still 

love me ?" he asked with a little -boy 
grin. 

"More than ever," I told him softly. 
"Then get up -I'm hungry." He 

laughed gaily. "Not very romantic, 
am I ?" 

I had to laugh, too. I was hungry 
myself. "Darling," I said, reaching for 
my dressing gown, "would it be too 
extravagant if we had breakfast sent 
up again ?" 

"Sure it's extravagant," Charles said, 
"but that's what honeymoons are for -" 
He pulled me out of bed and held me 
close for a moment, before giving me 
a little push toward the bathroom. 
"Hurry up, and I'll order everything." 

While I was dressing I could hear 
Charles on the telephone and even 
the muffled sound of his voice sent lit- 
tle thrills of delight through me. Per- 
haps it was silly, but I couldn't help it. 
He had brought me a whole new 
world, a whole new life. It wasn't 
just some intangible, mystical thing, 
either. I could see it in the mirror -the 
fresh glow of my skin, the way my 
brown eyes had of shining, now, the 
new softness about my lips, the new 
sheen on my hair. Charles said I was 
beautiful, and I almost believed him - 
not with any vanity, but because I 
wanted to be everything he wanted and 
needed in a woman -and everything 
that he believed me to be. 

I dressed very carefully for this, our 
last breakfast alone together. When I 
stepped out into the sunlight of the 
balcony, where Charles had had the 
waiter set up the table, I was glad I 
had taken such great care with my 
appearance. His eyes lit up, and he 
held out his hand to me. 

"You're beautiful, Martha," he said, 
very softly. "Last night I thought I'd 
never seen anything as lovely as you 
in the moonlight. Now -now, with the 
sun making your hair look like honey, 
and -oh, well, maybe I'd better just 
say it without trying to dress it up. 
I love you. I love you, and I hope 
you'll never for one moment regret 
having married me ..." 

I closed my hand tightly over his. 
"Don't say that," I told him. "Don't 
even think it, ever, for a second!" 

How brave and sure I was of my- 
self! 

I suppose most women feel that way 

Inspired by an original radio story, "Love and Chemistry," by Amzie 

Strickland and Robert Arthur heard on Just Five Lines over Mutual. 

A Just Five Lines Drama 



when they marry. I did. I wasn't a 
child. I had been independent, earn- 
ing my living as a school teacher, for 
six years. I had met many men, and 
some of them had asked me to marry 
them. Once or twice I had almost been 
tempted to accept. Almost -but not 
quite. Something had always seemed 
to be lacking. It hadn't been until I 
had met Charles Steel and his blue - 
gray eyes had laughed into mine to 
send my pulses racing and. the touch 
of his hand had left a glow tingling 
through every fibre of my being, that 
I knew I was in love -then, and for- 
ever and forever. 

Perhaps this sounds terribly ro- 
mantic and childish for a woman of 
thirty, falling in love with a man of 
thirty -six. It wasn't. We had some- 
thing, Charles and I -a rare and won- 
derful something that was a perfect 
harmony of physical attraction and 
mutual interests and respect. There 
was never any question in my mind that 
I would marry Charles -or even that 
he would ask me. It was one of those 
things that had to happen. 

It was this inevitability about the 
way we loved and needed each other 
that kept me from thinking too much 
about other things. Charles had been 
married before; he told me about it. 
He had loved his first wife very much 
-he was honest about that, just as I 
Wanted him to be, always. When their 
little girl, Andrea, was born, his wife 
had died. For a time he had felt that 
he couldn't go on living without her, 
he told me, and the only thing that kept 
him going was his little girl and her 
need for him. Gradually, of course, 
his sorrow had worn thin, and then 
faded completely. He was too healthy, 
mentally and physically, to live in the 
past forever. 

All that had been twelve years be- 
fore. Of course, he had met many wo- 
men in that time. Several times he had 
even thought he was in love, but some 
instinct had kept him from marrying. 
And now, like me, he was glad he 
hadn't. He wanted very much for me 
to understand that he hadn't been wait- 
ing all this time for someone who was 
like his first wife, who could take her 
place in that sense, at all. 

"You aren't like her, Martha," he 
tried to explain. "You don't look like 
her, or think like her, or -it's so hard 
to put into words. I -well, I guess I've 
changed in twelve years, too. And you 
are what I need, now -what she might 



have become, . as a person, if she had 
lived." And I understood. There 
never seemed to me to be any need 
for being jealous of her, or -what she 
had been to him. It was as if that had 
taken place in another world, with 
people I had never known. 

Nor did it occur to me to be fright- 
ened by the prospect of moving into a 
home where there was a twelve -year- 
old girl -a ready -made family. I had 
met Andrea many times, and we always 
got along very well. She was a sweet, 
quiet little girl, with strange, large, 
solemn eyes. It seemed to me that she 
was too serious for a child her age, but 
I was sure I could change that. After 
all, I had been working with children 
for six years. I understood them. I 
had all sorts of plans for Andrea, ideas 
that I felt sure would win her out of 
her strange reserve. I'd take her places 
she'd like to go, and I'd buy her some 
pretty new clothes and those things 
would just naturally make her bright 
and happy. She would become a part 
of the thing Charles and I shared, not 
be outside it. 

As I say, I was very brave and sure 
of myself. 

Iwas so sure of myself that it didn't 
even occur to me to notice anything 

strange the day Charles and I came 
home from our honeymoon. It seemed 
quite right to me that Andrea should 
come tearing down the path to the gate, 
screaming with delight, "Daddy - 
Daddy, you're here!" and leaping up 
into his arms like a young, enthusiastic 
puppy. That was right, of course. But 
her behavior toward me was some- 
thing quite different. 

Charles lifted her high and kissed 
her and whirled her about before set- 
ting her down. Then, holding her hand, 
he said, "Now kiss your mother, 
Andrea -" 

"Mother ?" she asked, and the word 
seemed to be strange to her, as if it had 
never passed her lips, as if she had 
never even thought it. "Oh -you mean 
-Martha." Obediently she put up her 
cheek for me to kiss, a cold, distant 
little cheek. 

"Yes, darling," Charles said. "She's 
your mother now, you know. And I 
want you both to love each other - 
because I love you both very much." 

"Yes, Daddy," Andrea said quietly. 
"Andrea," I said quickly, "you -you 

can call me anything you like, of 
course. Martha, if that's easier for you. 
We'll be friends and -" 

"Yes," she said. And she walked be- 
tween us up to the house, almost im- 
perceptibly closer to her father than 
to me. 

In the open doorway stood a woman. 
I knew that Charles had a housekeep- 
er, but it had never occurred to me to 
ask very much about her. Somehow I 
had expected an elderly, motherly sort 
of person, plump and round -faced and 
cheery. Agatha Greeley was none of 
those things. She was a year or so on 
the far side of forty, I judged, and quite 
tall and thin. Her face was sharp, 
and when we came into the house, two 

round spots of red glowed on her 
thin cheeks. Her eyes were very 
bright, and her voice, when she spoke, 
was sharp and thin too; an unhappy 
voice, it seemed to me. 

"Welcome home, Mr. Steel," she said 
formally. "And Mrs. Steel." 

"Hello, Agatha," Charles greeted her 
cheerfully. "How's everything since 
I've been gone? Andrea been a good 
girl ?" 

"She's always a good girl," Agatha 
said. She turned to the child. "Andrea, 
you come along and have your supper 
now. I'm sure your father wants to 
show his -wife -her new home." 

I'm afraid I stared at her for a long 
moment. Then I caught myself. "Oh, 
no," I laughed. "I'd love to have An- 
drea show me everything. And surely, 
Andrea's a big enough girl to have her 
dinner with us- tonight, at least." 

Agatha looked at Charles then, as if 
she were taking orders only from him. 
It was an awkward situation for a 
moment. But Charles was far too 
happy to give in to vague feelings and 
disturbances on his first night home. 

"I think Martha's right, Agatha," he 
said. 

Agatha frowned, and I, not knowing 
just what her position in the house 
was, or how these things had been 
managed in the past, said, "And you - 
won't you be having your dinner with 
us, too?" 

"That's a fine idea," Charles said. 
"Come along now, you two," he grinned 
at Andrea and me. "Let's get this tour 
of inspection over with." 

I was vaguely troubled as I followed 
them about from room to room. It 
was a lovely house, but it didn't seem 
really to have been lived in. I knew 

that Charles did not spend too much 
time there; his job at the Mills fre- 
quently kept him busy at all hours, 
especially since the war. Andrea's 
room, while it had all the fittings, 
didn't seem to be a little girl's room, 
at all. Her dolls were all sitting like 
soldiers, straight and somehow look- 
ing untouched. There was none of the 
happy disorder that comes of people 
having fun in a place. This, too, I was 
resolved to change. I was sure a happy, 
carefree rumpus would be very good 
for Andrea. 

That first evening in my new home 
passed strangely. Even Charles grew 
quiet and reserved toward the end of 
dinner, and, in spite of all my efforts, 
we all seemed to run out of things to 
talk about. Finally, Agatha stood up 
and announced that it was Andrea's 
bedtime. I must confess that I breathed 

The chilnever called her Mummy, or any other of the warm little names Martha would have 



"You're beautiful, Martha," he 
said. "I love you and I hope you 
will never regret marrying me." 

a sigh of relief, watching them walk up 
the stairs hand in hand. 

Charles and I relaxed then, before 
the fire. I asked him about Agatha 
Greeley, whether we had to keep her 
now. After all, while he was a widower 
he had needed her -but now I was here 
to run the house and take care of 
Andrea. I didn't say it aloud, but I did 
think I could do a better job of it, too - 
not so much from the standpoint of 
efficiency, perhaps, but from the stand- 
point of happiness. 

Charles leaned back in his chair and 
smiled vaguely at me. "You're beau- 
tiful in the moonlight -and more beau- 
tiful in the sunlight. But you're most 
beautiful of all in the firelight." 

"Charles," I laughed, "I was asking 
you a question." 

"Were you? Oh, bother questions 
tonight, dear. I love you -let's talk 

about that, and about the future." 
It was impossible to get anywhere 

with Charles then. He was much too 
happy about having his wife and 
daughter under one roof and full of 
grand ideas about what the three of 
us would do-and in loving me. And 
the next day and the day after that he 
was too busy catching up with his work 
and arranging for all his friends to 
meet me. 

Gradually, we settled down into a 
routine. Sometimes I was even a little 
ashamed of having thought of sending 
Agatha away. She was very cooper- 
ative, showing me how Charles liked 
certain dishes cooked and how his house 
should be run to please him. Her be- 
ing there proved to be a relief. It 
gave me more time to spend with 
Andrea. 

I'm not quite sure just when the 
trouble started; I couldn't name a day 
and an hour and say "It was then." 
There had been a vague feeling of un- 
rest ever since Charles and I got home, 
as far as Andrea was concerned, but I 
knew that we all had to make adjust- 
ments, and that perhaps Andrea's was 
the hardest of all to make. I realized 
from the very beginning that I would 
not have the little girl's affection with- 
out winning it. After all, she had had 
her home and her father to herself for 
twelve years. I could understand what 
a shock it must be to have a woman 
appear suddenly on the scene -a wo- 
man whom one must call Mother, who 
seemed to be usurping your- place as 
the one nearest and dearest to your 
father. I thought it was stupidly man- 
like of Charles to expect to solve the 
whole problem simply by telling us 
to love one another because he loved 

us both so much. Still, I was sure I 
could handle it, and slowly, delicately, 
win Andrea's love and trust. 

I did everything I could think of 
doing. I thought up little surprises for 
her. I tried to help her with her les- 
sons so that she would have more time 
to play with the other children. I 
took her shopping, bought her new - 
and prettier -clothes. I tried to get 
her interested in spending time with 
me, thinking up some surprise for 
Charles between us. But when she 
had free time she curled up in a cor- 
ner to read instead of going out to 
play. She thanked me soberly for the 
clothes, but showed none of the aver- 
age girl's exuberance over pretty 
things. When we did something to- 
gether for Charles -I making a cake 
and she frosting it for me, for instance 
-she worked quietly by my side, rather 
more as if she were a well- trained ser- 
vant than a child. I wanted very 
much for her to see that I wasn't try- 
ing to supplant her in her father's life, 
that there was room for both of us. 
Sometimes, perhaps, I tried so hard I 
spoiled her a bit. 

It was little things that began to 
trouble me, such small things that I 
was afraid to trust my instinct about 
them. I was sure Andrea wasn't happy, 
and I wanted her to be but I didn't 
know what to do about it. There was 
something strange between us, some- 
thing foreign, and I couldn't be quite 
sure what it was. Certainly she turned 
to Agatha more readily than she did 
to me-it was almost as if there were a 
wall down the center of the house, with 
Agatha and Andrea on one side and 
me on the other. I wanted to speak 
to Charles about it, once, but when I 
tried he just laughed. 

NONSENSE," he said. "She's a funny, 
sober little kid. Been too much 

alone with just a housekeeper in- 
stead of a regular mother. Give her 
time and she'll liven up. You'll see. 
Why, she's crazy about you, but she 
just doesn't know how to show it." 

That wasn't it, I knew. Andrea was 
well aware how to show her affection. 
She demonstrated that often enough 
with her father, and, in a lesser de- 
gree, with Agatha. No, Andrea just 
didn't like me, and it was going to take 
a long time, and infinite patience, to 
win her -if ever I did. 

One thing -when Charles was there 
she did seem different. She always 
called me Mother before him, for in- 
stance. Never Mummy, or any of the 
other, warmer little names which I 
would have preferred, but Mother just 
the same. When we were alone she 
never called me anything, just "you." 

And there were other things. There 
was the time when I tried to help her 
with her homework and she pulled her 
books away from me almost roughly 
and said, very deliberately, "I'd rather 
do it myself." In the evening, however, 
when Charles was there, she took her 
problems to him and asked for his 
help. 

"Why, baby," (Continued on page 89) 

liked -never anything, but just "you." Martha knew she was partly to blame but she was helpless 





PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS- 

These are the pictures you 

wanted --the friends you 

hear daily in the exciting 

true -to -life story of a girl 
who changed from the role 

of backstage wife to war wife 

MARY NOBLE'S life is the answer 
to the question: "What happens to 
a little Iowa girl who marries one 
of America's handsomest actors ?" 
She discovered that life is not all 
glamour, learned the difficulty that 
can follow when a famous man is 
besieged by foolish, adoring women. 
Larry, however, is now a lieuten- 
ant in the Coast Guard, stationed 
overseas, and Mary's problem has 
been how to live her life as a war 
wife. Mary is now in New York re- 
hearsing for a play which will mark 
her debut as a star on Broadway. 

(Played by Vivian Fridell) 

LARRY NOBLE has been on duty 
in the Mediterranean, serving as 
second in command of a U.S. Coast 
Guard vessel. Recently, however, 
he was ordered back to this coun- 
try to carry out a confidential 
government assignment. He is now 
in New York, living at a hotel only 
a few blocks from the theater 
where Mary is rehearsing. Mary's 
and Larry's lives are complicated 
because Larry thinks Mary is still 
in Hollywood with their young son, 
Larry, Jr., while she believes he 
is still on duty in North Africa. 

(Played by Ken Griffin) 

Backstage Wife, conceived and produced 
by Frank and Anne Hummert, is heard on 
NBC, Monday through Friday, 4 P.M., EWT. 



LARRY NOBLE JR., Mary's six - 
year -old son, is a lovable though 
frequently mischievous youngster. 
Now that Larry is in the Coast 
Guard, their boy is the center of 
Mary's existence and although she 
is thrilled at the prospect of a new 
career his interests come first with 
her. He is almost as dear to Maude, 
who shares Mary's home in New 
York as she did in Hollywood, and 
Tom, and it is these two whom Mary 
relies on for advice about her son. 

32 

MAUDE MARLOWE,the famous 
and beloved character actress, 
frequently described as the 
"grand old lady of the theater," 
is an old friend of the Noble 
family. She came East with Mary 
and will play one of the impor- 
tant supporting roles in "Black- 
out," the play in which Mary is 
to have the leading role. Maude 
agrees with Tom that it will be 
better for Mary's career and the 
play if Mary does not know Larry 
has returned to New York until 
after the "Blackout" premiere. 

(Played by Henrietta Tedro) 



SANDRA BARCLAY is another 
friend of Mary's. She is a talented 
portrait painter and a charming 
girl, but she is subject to occasional 
moods of depression. She refuses to 
reveal the cause of her unhappiness 
or to let anyone read an old letter 
which apparently contains the key 
to the mystery. Mary, in an effort 
to help, has persuaded her to come 
East and they are now living in 
the same apartment building. 

(Played by Eloise Kummer) 

TOM BRYSON, who was for- 
merly Larry's manager, worked 
in a war plant in Hollywood 
after the actor enlisted. There 
he kept in close touch with 
Mary and, sensing her talent 
for the stage, wrote a patriotic 
play "Blackout" for her. He is 
now in New York supervising 
rehearsals and it was he who 
first learned of Larry's return. 
However, fearing that Larry 
might object to Mary's going 
on the stage, he decided not to 
tell her that Larry is in town. 

(Played by Frank Dane) 
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BR1E GIRL 
WITH my little brown overnight 

bag at my side, I sat and waited 
for Hal, and half the time I was 

afraid he wouldn't come, and half the 
time I was afraid he would. 

The June sunlight was like warm 
yellow honey, all around me. Some- 
where in the tall grasses, grasshoppers 
chirped, and butterflies drifted through 
the air. I was out of sight of the road, 
of course, but I listened to each car as 
it approached, wondering if it would 
slow up and stop, just this side of the 
bridge -because the car that stopped 
would be the one Hal had borrowed 
from his friend Joe Gaines. And once 
I had heard it, there would be no go- 
ing back. 

Not that I had any intention of go- 
ing back. People could say what they 
liked, Dad and Mom could rage and 
cry and call me a silly little idiot, all 
my friends could gossip and giggle to 
their heart's content. I didn't care. I 
loved Hal and he loved me, and we 
were going to be married. We were 
going to be married today, and that 
was the end of it. No, not the end. 
The beginning. 

They were all wrong about him, any- 
way. The whole town was wrong. Just 
because he was quick- tempered and 
unhappy, they said he was no good. 
would never be any good. They said 
he would never do anything except 
hang around Joe Gaines' pool hall and 
sponge off his mother and get into 
fights and- But I didn't want to think 
about the things they said, because I'd 
been guilty of saying them, or at least 
believing them, myself. 

A car came along the road and I felt 
my heart begin to thud because it 
seemed to be slowing up. But it went 
on, over the little wooden bridge, and 
I sank back against the sun -warmed 
stone behind me. 

Suppose he couldn't borrow the car, 
after all? Or suppose he hadn't meant 
it, two nights ago in this very spot, 
when he said, in that husky, deep 
voice of his: 

"Judy, you're the only good thing 
that's ever happened to me-the only 
person I ever knew that didn't make 
me feel like lighting. I don't know 
why. Maybe it's because you're so 
little and still so spunky, but any- 
way- Gosh," he'd said, looking wor- 
ried and unhappy, "I guess I love you." 

And his kiss had been reverent and 
soft -until I threw my arms around 
his neck and pulled him close. close, 
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close, to let him know I was not afraid 
of having him love me or of loving him 
in return. 

He tore his lips away. "I can't do a 
thing like this to you," he almost 
sobbed. "You're just a kid -" 

"I'm not just a kid!" I said furiously. 
"I'm nearly eighteen, and -and if I 
want to marry you, I will." 

Still holding me in his arms, he 
drew back and looked at me. The 
rboon, just rising in the east, sent its 
light full into my face and left his in 
shadow. "Marry -?" he said. "You're 
crazy. Your father'd have me run out 
of town. And anyway, I'm going to 
enlist in the Army." 

"I don't care! I don't care!" I threw 
myself against him, pressing my cheek 
against the hardness of his chest. "We'll 
run away, and when we come back 
we'll be already married, and there 
won't be a thing Dad can do about it. 
And if you're going into the Army - 
well, that's all the more reason we 
ought to be married right away." 

He didn't move, didn't tighten his 
arms. But somehow I knew it wasn't 
because he didn't want to. He was try- 
ing to believe that this had happened 
to him -Hal Rayburn, the boy every- 
one said was no good. 

He'd believed it himself, until now. 
In a town the size of Fairoaks it isn't 
easy to go against public opinion, and 
public opinion had put Hal down as a 
"bad one" when he was fifteen and had 
flatly refused to attend school any 
longer, getting into a fight with the 
probation officer sent to talk to him. 
After that, it was a year before any- 
one would give him a job, and when 
the box factory finally took him on he 
got into another fight there and was 
fired. People said he was quarrelsome 
and lazy, and wouldn't take orders, and 
they pitied his widowed mother who 
earned a meager living taking in wash- 
ing and cleaning by the day. 

Maybe it was all true . as far as 
it went. You could find him, often 
enough, lounging in front of Gaines' 
pool room, a cigarette thrust between 
his full, sullen lips, watching the peo- 
ple who went past with bitter eyes. 
He was only twenty, and his life was 
empty and aimless. 

Not that I ever paid much attention 
to him. I was in my last year of high 
school, and I had my own friends. I 
was class treasurer, and I was going 
to have a part in the Senior play, and 
there were at least three boys -nice 
boys, whose fathers were friends of 
Dad's in the Lion's Club and the 
I.O.O.F. -who were always asking me 

Suggested by o true problem presented 
on John J. Anthony's Good Will Hour, 
Sundays at 10:15 P.M., EWT, on Mutual. 

to go out with them. 
Then, on a May night two weeks be- 

fore graduation, I happened to be com- 
ing home alone from a Senior play 
rehearsal. It was my own fault I was 
alone; I'd decided that Dick Hale, who 
usually walked home with me, was 
being tiresome, and had slipped out 
of the school auditorium while he was 
still on the stage rehearsing the last 
scene of the play. I walked along, 
feeling the spring air cool on my fore- 
head, scuffing the ground with my flat - 
heeled saddle- shoes, past the funeral 
parlor and across the tracks. I didn't 
even notice the men in front of Gaines' 
until one of them stepped out, block- 
ing my way, and said, "Hello, kid." 

He was a big fellow, and a complete . 

stranger to me. I glanced at him, and 
without answering tried to go around 
him, but he sidestepped so I couldn't, 
and I heard suppressed snickers from 
the group in the doorway. 

"Nice night for a walk," he said, and 
put his hand on my arm. I smelled the 
whiskey on his breath then, and began 
to be afraid -even though I couldn't be- 
lieve that I was really in any danger. 

John J. Anthony's Good Will flour 



The wtispers around us were louder than 

the music -we danced every dance together. 

not here on Virginia Street in Fairoaks. 
Still, it was after ten o'clock, and the 
block was deserted except for me and 
the man beside me and the two or three 
others in the door way. 

"Please let me pass," I said, trying to 
sound haughty and aloof but nqt being 
very successful at it because my voice 
was quivering. And I shook his hand 
off my arm but he put it right back on, 
and this time he held me tight. 

He was grinning. "Aw, now, you 
don't want to go home yet," he said. 
"How about lettin' me buy you a drink? 
Where's all that 'Welcome to Fairoaks' 
I saw on the sign at the city limits ?" 

All at once my heart was hammering. 

Judy was never ashamed 

of loving the boy they 

said was no good. ) el 

when she could hare 
married hills. she had 

the courage to refuse 

I looked at the others, and I didn't know 
them either. I thought of screaming, 
but it seemed so ridiculous and be- 
sides, my throat was dry and I wasn't 
sure I could. "Please -" I whispered 
again. 

I've wondered, since, if he would have 
let me go. Probably he would have. 

Probably he was only bored and rest- 
less, and anxious to show off in front 
of his friends. But just then Hal Ray- 
burn came out of the pool room, saw 
what was happening, and walked over 
to us. 

"Come on, fellow," he said. "Quit 
bothering this girl." 

The man -he was bigger than Hal - 
bristled angrily. "Yeah ?" he said. 
"Suppose I tell you to go-" And then, 
without finishing, Hal knocked him 
down. Then, standing over him and 
rubbing his knuckles, he said to the 
others, "Any of you got any other ideas 
on the subject ?" They didn't answer, 
and he turned to me. Gruffly, he said, 
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In the long and gloomy had outside the 
door of my room, Hal kissed 'ne goodnight. 

I 

"Guess I better walk the rest of the way 
home with you." 

It shows what I'd learned to think of 
Hal Rayburn that, frightened as I was, 
my first instinctive reaction was that 
I'd ráther go home alone than with 
him. "Oh, you needn't- thanks for 
what you've done, but -but I'll be all 
right -" 

He looked at me and shrugged in- 
differently. "All right. It was just an 
idea. But if you'd rather not -" 

The hot blood of shame burned my 
cheeks, my forehead. I thought he'd 
read my mind, although I know now 
that it was only his sense of inferiority, 
seizing upon the smallest thing to con- 
vince him that he was being snubbed. 

OH, I didn't mean -" I stammered. 
"Of course, I'd be very grateful - 

I am grateful -" 
"Okay," he said. "Skip it." Without 

glancing at the man he'd knocked 
down, who was picking himself up off 
the ground, he began walking along 
the street. 

I followed, and we covered almost a 
block in complete silence. I stole side- 
long glances at him out of the corners 
of my eyes, because, although I knew 
him by sight, this was the first time I'd 
ever really seen him. He was dark. His 
skin was dark, and his hair, and his 
eyes, and there was something dark 
about the way he moved and spoke. 
He was handsome too, I decided, or at 
least he would have been handsome if 
he weren't so gloomy. After a while I 
said, rather timidly: 

"I'm Judy Collins." 
"I know," he said without turning, 

and there was another long silence. 
"It was awfully good of you to help 

me," I tried again. 
"That's all right. They were a bunch 

36 of out -of -town roughnecks, spoiling 

for some kind of trouble." He walked 
along beside me, not bothering to short- 
en his steps to fit mine, so that I was 
almost running to keep up with him. 
If he had been anyone else, I would 
have thought him rude, but somehow 
I understood that he was uncomfortable, 
sorry that he'd offered to go home with 
me and anxious to get rid of me as soon 

as possible. And I didn't want him to 
feel that way. 

"Please," I said, "don't go so fast. 
I'm all out of breath." 

"Oh. I'm sorry," he said, and slack- 
ened his pace. 

It was strange, going through the 
dark, familiar streets with him by my 
side. He made the trees, the houses, 



the sidewalk under foot, all seem more 
-more real. That's the only way I 
cart explain it. It was something I'd 
never felt before. In his silent, angry 
way, he was a challenge to me, too. 

` He made me remember that I was a 
girl. A few minutes before, my head 
had been full of thoughts about my 
part in the play, and my history exami- 
nation the next day, and whether or not 
Dick Hale would be mad when he dis- 
covered I'd left without him -and now 
I'd forgotten all those things. All I 
wanted was to hear Hal Rayburn talk, 
to find out what he was thinking, what 
he was like. Already, I had stopped 
believing that he was really what 
everyone said he was. He couldn't be, 
and still do what he'd done to the man 
who had bothered me. 

But it was hard to make him talk. 
He gave brief answers, or none at all, 
to everything I said, and before I knew 
it we were in front of my own house. 
There was a light in the living room, 
and through the curtains I could see the 
back of Mom's head. 

"Won't you come in ?" I asked des- 
perately. "Mom's up, and we can have 
some lemonade and cookies." 

He laughed -a short bark of a laugh. 
"Your mother'd be tickled to death to 
see me walk in there with you," he 
said scornfully. 

"Of course she would! She always 
likes me to bring my friends home." 

In a voice suddenly tight with pain, 
he said, "Don't be silly, kid! I'm not 
the sort of friend your folks want you 
to have, and I know it, so you don't 
have to be polite." 

"I'm not just being polite!" And I 
wasn't. I was afraid - afraid that in a 
minute he'd walk away, and that the 
next time I saw him everything would 
be as it had always been before, that 
he'd be on one side of the tremendous 

gulf of small -town snobbery and I'd 
be on the other. I was angry, too, at 
his defensive cynicism, his hard shell 
of indifference. It was as if I knew 
that something had happened to both 
of us this night, something it would be 
wrong and tragic for us to deny. 

"Hal," I said softly. "Don't be like 
that. Can't you believe that I like you 
-that even if we're not friends now, 
I hope we will be ?" 

"Maybe you do," he said after a pause, 
with a terrible kind of caution. 

"I do, Hal- really!" This was I- 
Judith Collins -pleading with a boy 
to like me. I could hardly believe it 
myself, but I had to go on. "Tomor- 
row's Friday," I said, "and I'm not 
doing anything. Won't you come and 
see me then ?" 

"No," he said -and then, surprisingly, 
hurriedly: "But if you want, I'll meet 
you somewhere downtown. I haven't 
got much money but maybe I can bor- 
row a car." 

"All right," I said, refusing to be dis- 
mayed by his abrupt reference to 
money. "I'll meet you in the park, 
about eight." 

And that was how it began. Sitting 
on the grass, this warm June morning, 
I could hardly believe it had been only 
a month ago. But time didn't mean 
anything, really. We had been in love 
from that first moment when he turned 
to me after knocking the hoodlum 
down. All the rest had been only trav- 
elling over a well- marked road, to- 
ward a destination we could plainly 
see. 

I was never ashamed of loving him, 
not once. I told Dad and Mom that I 

was seeing him, and at first they were 
amazed, then horrified, then angry. 
There were times when I cried, because 
I loved them, too, and hated to hurt 
them, but I couldn't and wouldn't stop 
seeing Hal. And there was another 
time when I persuaded Hal to take me 
to the Senior Ball .. . 

I don't like to think about that night. 
I will never like to think of it. Hal, 
awkward and on guard, in a suit that 
looked too tight for his muscular body 
--and I, my defiant head in the air - 
we were the sensation of that year's 
Senior Ball. The whispers around us 
were louder than the music. We 

danced every dance together, because 
the other girls wouldn't let their escorts 
trade with Hal. And when it was all 
mercifully over -for I wouldn't give 
them the satisfaction of leaving early - 
we walked to my home alone. Not for 
us was there a midnight snack at the 
Golden Pheasant, the high -school hang- 
out. Not for us, because Hal couldn't 
have afforded it, and because we 
couldn't have endured sitting there 
alone, outcasts. 

I hated everyone I had ever called 
"friend," that night, and anger gave 
new sinews to my love for Hal. 

"You see what happened," he growled 
on the way home. "Your big dance- 
the one night that ought to have been 
perfect for you -was a mess. A mess 
if I ever saw one. I told you it would 
be." He thrust his hands deep into his 
pockets. "I don't know why you made 
me take you." 

"Because I'd rather go with you than 
anyone else," I answered shakily, and 
tried to take his arm, but he jerked 
it away. 

"What's the use ?" he said in savage 
despair. "I'm the town black- sheep- 
always have been, always will. I ought 
to get out of here. I ought to have got- 
ten out long ago, but I was too lazy 
and I didn't give a damn. But now I 
will! I'm going to enlist in the Army, 
Judy -maybe it can make something 
out of me. I know I can't." 

I caught my breath. "Hal -no!" I 
cried. "You mustn't do that. It would 
be like -like running away!" 

"After tonight," he told me, "I feel 
like running away. But it wouldn't 
be. They'll draft me anyway, in a few 
months. I'd rather enlist." 

I knew, with the slow, difficult wis- 
dom that these days were teaching me, 
that this was one of the times when I 
couldn't argue with him, couldn't sway 
him. In his incredulous wonder that 
I, one of what he called the town's 
"nice girls," would be his friend, he 
was often pathetically anxious to do 
as I said, follow my advice; but there 
were streaks of stubbornness in him 
too, places where I could not touch him. 

"I'll -I'll miss you, Hal," I said soft - 
ly-and it was much less than the truth. 
Miss him? What a pale way of putting 
the utter emptiness of not seeing his 
smoldering eyes light up when I came 
to meet him, of days when I wouldn't 
hear the deep organ -note of his voice! 

He had never kissed me. This night 
I wanted him to, so much that my long- 
ing was a pain all through my body. 
But when we reached my house he left 
me with a muttered "Good night." I 
crept upstairs to my own room in the 
darkness, and sat for a long time by the 
open window. I grew cold in my thin 
white dance- frock, but I only drew 
my knees up to my chin and hugged 
them there with my arms. I didn't 
cry, although at first I had felt like it. 
I just sat there, looking out into the 
quiet street, and felt determination 
grow strong and solid within me-de- 
termination that Hal and I should have 
our happiness in spite of everyone. 

Graduation day came and went, 
and after that Hal and I met every 
afternoon -at (Continued on page 69) 
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WHEN Mrs. Hanson came into 
my office she told me quickly 
that she wasn't really the pa- 

tient. She came to see me, she said 
breathlessly, about her son. 

Boyd Hanson played football. All of 
us in Preston remember when the 
paper talked him up as a likely can- 
didate for the All- American. He didn't 
make it, but every loyal citizen of 
Preston knew Boyd was the fastest 
quarterback we ever remembered 
seeing. 

Right after Pearl Harbor, Boyd en- 
listed. Then the news came to his 
mother, after the African invasion, 
that he'd been wounded in action. 

She was shocked and frightened - 
but desperately happy that he was 
alive. When she learned that he'd 
been returned to this country she hur- 
ried East to the rehabilitation hospital. 

She wanted to surprise him. She 
went in, unannounced, and an atten- 
dant brought her to Boyd's bed. He was 
overjoyed to see her, she told me; he 
seemed to be in good spirits and de- 
scribed the fun he had going to the Red. 
Cross House with his friends to see 
movies and shows -in his wheel chair. 

Then he told her that he had to 
wait a while before he'd be sufficiently 
well to wear his artificial legs. 

Mrs. Hanson said she couldn't help 
it -she just burst out crying -and 
Boyd had all he could do to comfort 
her. He begged her not to worry. He 
wanted her to come down to where 
some of the other boys a little further 
along with their "legs" were taking 
dancing lessons. 

The dancing lessons were given by 
a Red Cross worker for whom the 
boys had a feeling of great comrade- 
ship and respect. The Red Cross is 
doing a wonderful work with cases like 
this -and in all branches of its far - 
flung services, for that matter. The 
boy lost both of his legs in the South 
Pacific. 

"I couldn't bear to watch it," Mrs. 
Hanson told me, "so I didn't go." 

Now Boyd was back in Preston and 

Every day men are returning to their homes from 

the war's far-flung battlefronts - -- men who must 

forget the past and learn to live again. Their lives 

are in our hands. What can we do to help theme 

By "JOYCE JORDAN, M.D." 
Mrs. Hanson was terribly worried 
about him. I was her friend -and in- 
cidentally a doctor. Couldn't I help 
him? 

I asked her what the trouble was - 
couldn't he use the "legs" successfully? 

"Oh yes," she told me, "he walks 
almost as well as I do, but he's so 
terribly depressed. He won't listen to 
any advice I give him nor answer any 
of my questions. He refuses every 
attempt I make to help him. Just this 
morning he snapped at me for merely 
smiling at him. I know he's not like 
a normal man and I don't expect him 
to be quite normal -but I do wish I 
could get him to smile again. He's just 
breaking my heart. Oh, Joyce, you 
must help him, you must!" 

"I'll help him," I told Mary Han- 
son, "if you'll listen to me." 

"If I'll -" Mary Hanson's eyes wa- 
vered as she caught the intonation 
of my voice. "Why, Joyce Jordan, if 
you're implying that I've -" 

"Wait a minute, Mary," I said as 
calmly as I could. "I'm not implying 
anything. I'm not blaming you, dear. 
People all over this country are in the 
same boat as you are. They're saying, 
'How shall I act in front of the wounded 
boys that I'm beginning to see more 
and more around me- everywhere ?' 
And after all, it's even harder for you 
because Boyd means everything to 
you -he's someone you dearly love. 

"No, Mary, I'm not blaming you. I 
only mean that if you want to help 
Boyd you must remember that you 
need help first." 

For a moment I thought she was 
going to burst into tears. But I ad- 
mired the way she pulled herself to- 
gether, forced herself to speak in al- 
most natural tones as she said, ever 
so quietly, "Oh yes, Joyce. You're so 
right. Help me- please help me!" 

Fortunately I could, because I had 
talked with several doctors who knew 
what the Surgeon General of the Army, 
the Veterans Administration, the Red 

Cross and other government agencies 
had discovered about the inner feelings 
of wounded men being brought back 
to normal living despite their handicaps. 

What I was able to tell Mary Hanson 
made a lot of difference in her life 
and she told me just the other day 
that I ought to tell more people, I 
think she's right. Here's what I told her: 

Her son Boyd is one of many thou- 
sands who face heart -breaking re- 
adjustments. Men who have to get 
used to blindness -.-or deafness -a shat- 
tered face -a disfiguring burn -an in- 
capacitating amputation - these men 
are inevitably disturbed emotionally 
and only survive if the help they get 
from government agencies and industry 
is followed up by help from the people 
they meet in the street, and the people 
they go back to in their homes. 

Bitterness, self- consciousness, loss of 
self -confidence, horror of being pitied, 
fear of being left behind in life's rapid 
pace, identification with cripples he has 
seen before he became one -these are 
the states of mind that have to be 
combatted in the disabled soldier or 
sailor. 

Even before the bandages are re- 
moved the Army Medical Department 
is busy, in evacuation hospitals or bat- 
tlefield clearing stations, finding ways 
to restore the wounded man to maxi- 
mum possible efficiency and health 
before he is sent out on his own. 

Plastic surgery and the science of 
replacing lost members (known as 
prosthetic medicine) are responsible 
for many of the restorations. 

Within the continental United States. 
rehabilitation work is accomplished in 
four sectors, two on each Coast, where 
great practitioners -surgical, medical, 
orthopedic and prosthetic -are assem- 
bled in specialized hospitals for every 
type of injury. Malaria, tuberculosis 
and other crippling diseases are treated 
there, as well as physical disabilities. 

Totally deaf men meet charming 
young girls who are members of the 
hospital staff. They talk -by writing 
notes to each (Continued on page 58) 



JOYCE JORDAN is the heroine of the popular daytime serial you hear over CBS, at 2:15 P.M., EWT. 
Her profession as a doctor has taken her into the war boom town of Preston, and here you see her in 
her office at the Manion Cargo Plane factory where not only does she take care of the ills and accidents 
of the workers, but tries to solve their personal problems as well. Joyce's refusal to give up her 
career broke up her romance with Vic Manion. Now, Dean Russell, an engineer at the factory, 
who was recently honorably discharged from the Army Air Corps, has fallen in love with Joyce. 

(Joyce Jordan played by Betty Winkler) 



Molly cried in anguish as the door closed behind Lanny. She could still hear him 

saying, "You can never be a wife to any man." And yet it was the terrifying truth! 

HOW little we can know of the 
secrets that lie hidden in the hu- 
man heart! What dark and sin- 

ister seeds may be buried there, unsus- 
pected, covered up, yet ready at a touch 
to blossom into twisted, tormented life. 
Seeds of fear, of ignorance, planted 
without our knowing. And their only 
fruit is misery. 

I know, because I have tasted of that 
fruit. My own heart carried the seeds 
of destruction of my own happiness 
and that of those I love. I know, too, 
that there are other girls like me. And 
it is for them that I'm writing this. 
Girls like me who, on the surface, 
seem to lead a normal, ordinary life 
-and yet who lie awake sometimes in 
the dark, with the awareness of a fear 
they dare not face and cannot share, 
because they are ashamed. 

If I had known what I know now, 
I doubt if I could have gone on seeing 
Lanny Myers. I wouldn't have had the 
courage to face what lay ahead of us. 
If I had known, I would have run from 
him that first night, through the rain, 
trembling and afraid... . 

I remember I was late getting off 
from work that evening, and I'd had 
to stop by the crowded grocery store 
on my way home to buy the coffee I'd 
forgotten in the morning. I was hurry- 
ing, because mother always worried 
when I was late. Widowed and sickly, 

confined 'to the house, she depended on 
me for nearly everything. My father 
had died before I could remember him; 
she hadn't had a happy life. She'd 
clerked in a department store to sup- 
port us until I was through high school 
and a business course; then she was 
taken ill and I took over our support. 
Sometimes I longed for the pretty 
dresses and the good times other girls 
bought with the money they earned, 
but I always reproached myself. After 
all she'd been through, it was little 
enough I was doing. 

It was a raw, windy November rain, 
and I was half running along the street 
from the grocery, bundles in my arms, 
and my umbrella clutched in front of 
me to shield my face. I rushed around 
a corner -and straight into a very solid 
object coming fast from the opposite 
direction. I staggered back, the um- 
brella skittered off, inside out, and 
the bundle lay soaking at my feet. I 
looked up. The solid object I'd collided 
with turned out to be a tall young man 
in a raincoat. 

"Oh!" I cried crossly. "Couldn't you 
look where you're going ?" I surveyed 
the coffee- colored puddle on the side- 
walk. 

"I'm terribly sorry." His voice was 
even and deep, and there was laughter 
behind it. "But, after all, you were 
doing a little blind flying yourself, with 

Suggested by on original radio drama, "Between Two Loves," by Albert 
Morgan and Harold Algyer, heard on Manhattan at Midnight on the Blue. 
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that umbrella. Hey, let's get out of 
this ... you'll be soaked." 

A sudden burst of rain, as if the 
heavens had opened, drenched us. Be- 
fore I quite knew what was happen- 
ing, the tall young man was propelling 
me into a protecting doorway. 

"We'll have to wait till this lets up 
a little," he said. "Then I'll go buy 
you some more coffee and get you a 
taxi." 

"That won't be necessary," I said 
coldly. "I have to get home. My 
mother will be worried." 

"Well, you can't go out in that." He 
gestured toward the rain that was like 
an impenetrable curtain in front of our 
shelter. "Cigarette ?" 

"No, thank you." After all, he needn't 
think he could pick me up just be- 
cause we were trapped here together 
like this. 

He seemed to read my mind. "Don't 
be frightened," he said teasingly. "As 
long as I've apologized so handsomely, 
and we're shipwrecked here together, 
you might at least be friendly. What's 
your name ?" 

I turned toward him angrily. The 
light from the protecting shopwindow 
shone full on his face. It was an at- 
tractive face, forthright and friendly, 
and under straight black brows were 
the bluest eyes I'd ever seen. Under 
that steady regard and that appealing 
smile, my anger faded. 

"Molly Herron," I said. And then 

r 



It was strange there, so 

very near to him, feel- 
ing the beat of his heart. 

added, almost unwillingly, "What's 
yours ?" 

"That's better. Lanny Myers. I've 
just come to town to wcrk on the new 
airfield... . 

I've wondered what would have hap- 
pened had the rain stopped then. Would 
we have separated, gone our own ways, 
never known the anguish we were to 
know together' Or would everything 
have been the same? Would we have 
met again, inevitably, and traveled the 
same paths for the same reasons until 
tragedy brushed against us? 

I'll never know. Because the down- 
pour didn't stop for half an hour. And 
there, shut off by the slanting curtain 
of rain that deadened all sound but it- 
self, the whole world limited just to 
our spoken words, Lanny Myers came 
into my life to stay. I didn't know 
it then. I only knew what he told me 
-that he was working with a construc- 
tion engineer, that he'd been born in 
Omaha, that he was an orphan. That, 
and also that I'd like to have him for 
a friend. 

And after the rain had stopped, what 

was more natural than his walking 
home with me, than my asking him in 
for supper since I knew he was a 
stranger in town and had no friends? 
I was a little fearful of what Mother 
would say, since she was suspicious of 
strangers and not really friendly with 
anyone. She had never liked any of the 
boys I had known very much. 

But after I saw the way she laughed 
and talked with Lanny, I was reassured. 
Mother seemed to like him immensely. 

After supper, Lou Ellison came in. 
Lou is my oldest and best friend, liv- 
ing alone now since Bill, her husband, 
went into the Navy. I could see. she 
liked Lanny, too, and I felt her looking 
from one to the other of us several 
times during the evening. 

About ten, Lanny said he had to go. 
I went with him out into the hall to 
get his hat and coat. He put them on, 
and then he stood looking down at me, 
with a little smile. 

"Look," he said suddenly, "you're not 
engaged or-or anything like that, are 
you ?" 

I was taken aback. "Why, no." Then 
I laughed, uneasily, wondering what 
he'd say next. "Of course I'm not." 
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"I don't see any of course about it 
with a girl as lovely as you. But - 
I'm glad. Can I come tomorrow ?" 

"I'd like to be friends with you, 
Lanny," I said hurriedly. "I'd like to 
introduce you to some of my other 
friends, too, so you won't be lonely. 
Come any time." And I put out my 
hand. 

He looked at me oddly for a moment. 
Then he took my hand and held it. 
"That's not exactly what I meant. But 
it will do-for now. Thanks, Molly, for 
everything but especially just for being 
alive." And with that he was gone. 

I went back into the living room, 
still a little shaken. Mother had gone 
to bed, and Lou threw her arms around 
me enthusiastically. "Honey, he's dar- 
ling. He's the most attractive man I 
ever saw- except my Bill, of course. 
And he's crazy about you -I could tell 
the way he looked at you." 

"Don't be silly," I said shortly. "I 
hardly know him." 

"As if that mattered." She hesitated 
a moment, as if making up her mind 
to speak. Then she went on. "Molly, 
what's the matter? Why do you al- 
ways hold men at arms' length, as if 
you were afraid of them or something? 
Pretty as you are, you could have loads 
of boy friends. But you don't." 

"I'm too busy," I said evasively. "I 
have to work too hard." 

"That's not it. I worked too, before I 
was married. Sometimes, I swear, you 
just don't seem to like men." 

I DO like them. I have lots of friends. 
Why, before you and Bill were 

married and you had that fight, he 
used to come here nearly every night 
and tell me about it and try to work 
out a way to get you back. And Henry 
Miller at the office is the same way!" 

"That's not what I mean at all," Lou 
exclaimed, impatiently. "Don't you 
ever want a man of your own, not 
somebody else's treating you like a 
sister? Don't you ever want to fall in 
love and get married and have chil- 
dren-" 

"Oh, someday. Of course." I felt 
an inexplicable anger rising in me. "Oh, 
don't let's talk about it any more. Leave 
me alone!" 

I knew I had hurt her, and it upset 
me. But I couldn't help it. Some force, 
stronger than I, had suddenly come to 
the surface and made me speak those 
words. I was unhappier than I'd ever 
been when I went to bed that night. I 
remembered, suddenly and for no rea- 
son, how once at a high school dance a 
boy I liked had kissed me-and how I'd 
broken free and slapped him, not in 
anger, but in fear. It had left an im- 
pression of fright with me that hadn't 
gone away for a long time. It was 
true, what I'd told Lou about having 
men friends. I'd prided myself on it- 
the way I could be friendly and com- 
panionable with husbands and fiances 
of the girls I knew, the way I could go 
out with a man and have a good time 
but never go beyond friendliness. The 
few who had tried to get past the bar- 
rier I'd erected had done it to their 
sorrow. And yet tonight -Lou's words 
kept ringing in my ears, and Lanny's 

face, his voice, his very presence was so 
real he might have been there in the 
room with me... . 

I lay there, shaken with soundless, 
tearing sobs. But why was I crying? 
Why? I tortured myself with the ques- 
tion, but I could not face the answer. 

Lanny came the next evening, and 
many times after that. We went 
to movies together, and to parties, and 
on clear Sundays we used to take the 
bus that went to the outskirts of the 
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when the weather wasn't too cold, and 
tramp up there to eat it. Then we'd 
just sit and talk. There was always a 
lot to talk about. Or there was until 
that last Sunday. 

It was a Sunday in mid -December, 
and we knew it was probably our fare- 
well picnic at the Shelter until the 
Spring. The days were getting too 
short and the weather too cold. We'd 
eaten our lunch and packed up, and I 
was telling him about something funny 

city and walk all afternoon in,the hills. 
I had a favorite spot there, a place 
where I used to go alone sometimes 
when I felt unhappy. High up on a hill 
that overlooked the town was an old, 
tumbledown shack, probably left there 
by some camper. Sitting on its rickety 
steps, you were protected from the 
wind and you could see for miles over 
the peaceful, fruitful countryside. I'd 
come on it one day a long while before, 
and I'd never told anyone about it. It 
was like a secret refuge, where all the 
trouble and evil of the world was left 
far behind and I could know only peace 
and sun and growing things. 

Lanny was the only person I ever 
took there. We used to pack a lunch 

"And you call yourself o woman? 

You're not! You're without blood, 
without love." I stared at him 
dumbly, shocked into paralysis. 



that had happened at the office the day 
before when suddenly I knew he wasn't 
listening. He was looking at me with 
a curious expression, not hearing a 
word I said. 

I broke off, laughing. "What's the 
matter, Lanny? Aren't you interested ?" 

"I was just thinking," he said 'slowly, 
"what a funny girl you are. I've known 
you for weeks now, and we've seen each 
other a lot. Mostly with other people 
but sometimes, like now, alone. And 
yet I've never even kissed you good- 
night. I've wanted to, Lord knows, 
but you -you've never let me get close 
enough even to try. You always act 
as if -well, exactly as if you were an- 
other fellow or I were another girl. And 
yet you're the most feminine girl I've 
ever known and I could swear you 
liked me-" 

There was a curious thudding in my 

heart. "I do like you, Lanny. Better 
than anybody I've ever known. But I 
can't see why a girl and a man can't 
be just friends -I mean-" 

"Maybe a girl and a man can. But 
not -" his voice roughened -"not you 
and me. I'm in love with you -I have 
been since the night I looked down and 
saw you there in the rain, cross be- 
cause I'd spilled your packages. And 
you're in love with me, too- only you 
won't admit it even to yourself!" 

And then, before I could move, he 
had pulled me into his arms. His lips 
sought and found mine and for one 
timeless moment a sweet fire coursed 
through me. Then, blotting it out, 
fear and horror rose like a wave. I 
jerked away from him, sprang to my 
feet. 

"Don't!" I cried incoherently. I 
rubbed the back of my hand fiercely 

over my lips, to wipe off the memory 
of that kiss. "I -I hate that. I can't 
stand it!" 

His face went white with hurt and 
anger as he stared at me unbelievingly. 
"Is that what my kisses mean to you - 
you want to wipe them away? Because 
I want to hold you, to kiss you, because 
I love your body as well as your mind ... My God, Molly, I'm asking you to 
marry me. Are you made of ice? Or 
do you think I am ?" 

The words hit at me like stones. Sud- 
denly I turned and buried my face in 
my hands, shaken with sobs. 

For another moment Lanny stayed 
motionless. Then he crossed to me. 
He held me with the gentleness one 
would hold a child, and when my sobs 
grew quieter he tenderly pulled my 
hands from my face, wiped away the 
tears and made me look at him. 

"You're frightened," he said softly. 
"I don't know why, and it's terribly 
wrong that you should be, but you are. 
I love you, darling, more than anything 
in the world. Let me teach you not 
to be frightened of love- because, 
Molly, with you and me-it would be 
fine and beautiful. I won't do anything 
that isn't right; I won't hurry you. 
Just don't be scared of me and let me 
teach you... . 

HIS dear voice soothed me, almost 
made me forget that terrible fear 

I'd felt, instinctively, when he kissed 
me. I looked up into those forthright 
blue eyes and I began to cry again, but 
quietly this time, finding solace in the 
tears and in his arms. "I will," I said. 
"I'll try. Only, promise you won't - 
won't-" 

"I promise to wait until you trust me 
completely. Just believe that and that 
I love you. And now -we'd better go 
home." 

And I did believe, in the weeks that 
followed. Nobody could have been 
gayer or sweeter or more considerate 
than Lanny. We saw each other nearly 
every night now that we were more or 
less engaged. No definite plans had 
been made for the wedding, and every 
time Lanny mentioned it, I found my- 
self saying, "I want time, darling -time 
to save a little money so I can have a 
nice trousseau, time to get some things 
for our apartment. . . ." But even to 
myself, I knew somehow that was an 
excuse. An excuse for something in 
my heart I didn't want to admit. 

"He's a fine boy, Molly," Mother said 
when I told her. "I'd like to see you in 
a home of your own and with children, 
before I go. You've been a fine daughter. 
But -" and her white lined face twisted 
a little, and her eyes regarded me 
broodingly. "Marriage isn't easy for a 
woman. Go into it with your eyes open." 

"Lanny's not like other men!" I told 
her. "He's sweet and fine and -" 

She smiled and patted my hand. 
"Maybe you're right, dear. I -hope so." 
She leaned back on the chaise -longue 
where she had to spend so much of her 
time, and closed her eyes. I had the 
frightened feeling she was looking far 
away, back into a place where I had 
never been, seeing things I had never 
seen, 43 
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One night Lou Ellison went to a 
movie with Lanny and me and then 
came home with me to spend the night. 
It was late, and Lanny said good night 
at the front door. I raised my face to 
give him the fleeting, brief little kiss 
that was our good night to each other. 

Lou laughed from the doorway. 
"Don't mind me, Lanny," she called. 
"I'm an old married lady. Go on, give 
her a real kiss." 

IFELT Lanny's arms tighten around 
me. I felt his body grow still as if in 

tense and waiting watchfulness. There 
was a tiny fraction of dead silence be- 
tween us. And then he said, with a 
forced lightness that held significance 
only for me, "Okay. Come on, Molly, 
give me a real kiss...." 

Once more, at the tightening of his 
arms, at the tension in his voice, the 
old instinctive fear swept over me. I 
struggled free, almost frantically, try- 
ing to laugh. "No, no," I cried, breath- 
lessly. "Not now. Not -with an au- 
dience." 

Lanny let his arms drop. His eyes 
were shadowed, and all the lines of his 
big, tall body drooped as if with wear- 
iness. "Good night," he said abruptly, 
and turned and walked away. 

Lou looked thoughtful as we un- 
dressed for the night. She made absent- 
minded responses to my chattering. 
Finally she said, "I swear, Molly, I 
think you're scared of Lanny even yet. 
And he's so swell -so decent -" 

"Of course I'm not scared! I'd trust 
him with my life." 

"That's not what I meant. I mean, 
scared to let him kiss you." 

I laughed self- consciously. "Because 
I wouldn't let him kiss me tonight? We 
don't need kisses and -and all that 
sort of thing to know we're in love. We 
love each other in other ways." 

"Oh, my dear," she said almost in 
pity. Then she added vehemently, "If 
I didn't feel so sorry for you, I'd shake 
you till your teeth rattled. To think 
of what you're making that poor man 
go through -" she broke off and gave 
a hopeless little shrug. "Well, I guess 
it's no business of mine. I only hope 
he knows what he's doing." 

And we never mentioned it again. 
Christmas had come and gone, and 

a bitter cold January set in. There was 
a lot of snow, and sometimes on Sun- 
days Lanny and I went sledding like a 
couple of children. We often talked 
about the Shelter up on the mountain 
and planned how we'd take a picnic up 
there just as soon as it was warm 
enough; we both loved the place and 
had had some of our happiest hours 
there. 

Outwardly, things seemed pretty 
much the same between us. But un- 
derneath, ever since that night with 
Lou, there was a difference. Now Lanny 
seemed no longer content with our 
fleeting good night kisses. Sometimes 
his lips would linger on mine hun- 
grily, searchingly, and his arms would 
strain me to him. And I, my heart 
thudding with that old sick fear, would 
break away and whisper, "No, darling. 
no. You promised. You promised -" 
And Lanny's face would tighten and 

his arms would drop as he looked at 
me with a curious expression that I 
could not read. 

I kept putting off the setting of a date 
for our marriage, too. I loved Lanny, 
I wanted him for my husband. And 
yet- things that Mother had said, that 
I'd heard hinted at and whispered 
among girls in the office, would haunt 
me in the nights and I found myself 
making excuses every time the sub- 
ject came up. Wait till we'd saved a 
little more money, I'd say. Until we'd 
looked the town over carefully and 
found just the place we wanted to 
live. Until we could decide what to 
do about mother, who didn't want to 
come live with us, at least at first, and 
yet was so helpless without me and so 
dependent. Wait. Always wait. While 
I refused to recognize the thing that lay 
buried in my heart, concealed under 
layers of excuses I made to Lanny and 
myself. 

And then came that February night. 
It was bitter cold. Snow lay frozen 

on the ground, and more was coming. 

You could feel it in the air, in the 
strongly rising wind. Lanny came 
early that evening, and the bleakness 
of the weather seemed to have affected 
even him. There was bleakness in his 
eyes, in the strained smile he gave me. 

Mother was in bed, and we sat to- 
gether on the couch, looking into the 
fire. It could have been cozy and in- 
timate, but it wasn't. 

Finally I leaned toward him. "What's 
wrong, Lanny? You've hardly said two 
words." 

His eyes were on the fire with a 
moody restlessness. "You are," he 
said bluntly. "You're what's wrong." 
He turned to face me. "I can't go on 
waiting like this any longer, Molly. 
I've been as patient as anybody could 
be and now I've got to know. Are you 
going to marry me or not ?" 

I was startled. "Why -why, of 
course. I love you, Lanny. I -" 

He brushed that aside almost roughly. 
"All right. When ?" 

The panic was rising in me. "When 

we're ready. When we've got enough 
money and Mother is -" 

"You're stalling," he said bitterly. 
"You're stalling because you're fright- 
ened- frightened of marriage like 
you're frightened to have me kiss you. 
I've done everything I know to make 
you trust me. I haven't tried to rush 
you. I haven't touched you when you 
didn't want me to. I've held myself 
back, starved myself for just the nor- 
mal affection any man expects from the 
girl who loves him -when all the time, 
inside, I've been longing for you till 
I'm nearly crazy! If you don't love 
me -then, perhaps, some day I'll figure 
a way to get over it and forget you, 
though I doubt it. But if you do-" A 
kind of groan was wrenched from him. 
He held me by the shoulders, pulled 
me to him and crushed his mouth 
against mine. His body pressed against 
my resisting one, bending me back- 
wards. All the long pent -up passion, 
the stifled urgency, broke free in the 
fierceness of that embrace. 

For one second there was an answer- 
ing urge in me. And then, blotting it 
out, came a sheer terror such as I had 
never known. I struggled against him 
as if my very life were at stake, twist- 
ing, striking out. 

Suddenly he released me. I jumped 
from the couch, backed away from 
him. "It's horrible!" I cried. "I -I 
thought you were different -but you're 
not. You're all alike." 

He got up slowly with the controlled 
movements of a strong man who is 
holding himself in by gigantic effort. 
"So that's what it is to you- brutish- 
ness. Because, after all these months, 
I want more than a few half- hearted 
kisses ... because, when we're married, 
I want you as a starving man wants 
food!" His voice rose. "And you call 
yourself a woman. You're not! You're 
without blood, without love. You're 
unnatural -you can never be a wife to 
any man!" 

I stared at him dumbly, shocked in- 
to paralysis. "Leave me alone," I man- 
aged to whisper. "Leave me alone." 

"Yes, I'm leaving and I'm not coming 
back. There's one thing I've got to be 
grateful for and that is that you put 
me through this torture before we 
were married." 

I stood where he had left me. I 
watched him take up his things from 
the hall, heard the slamming of the 
front door. Then feeling returned and 
I heard his words again. "Unnatural 
... never a wife to any man...." 

They had pierced deep. They had 
laid my heart bare, like a surgeon's 
knife. At last I had to face what I saw 
there. 

I gave a cry of unendurable pain. It 
was true, what he said. I could never 
be a wife -his wife. Without Lanny 

. life without Lanny . . . 

I threw on my outdoor things. I 
ran out of the house. I was running, 
anywhere, without thought or volition. 
except to get away. To get away . . . 

from the pain that was tearing at me. 
Snow was falling, and I ran through 
it, heedlessly. 

At the dark corner only one thing 
moved. That (Continued on page 65) 
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By Adele Whitely Fletcher 

THE trees, like glowing torches, 
stood against the deep autumnal 
sky. A September haze hung low 

and mingled with the smoke from the 
fires the Freshmen had laid on the 
athletic field. The girls broiled hot 
dogs; speared them with the long sticks 
the boys had whittled to sharp points. 
The boys, with quick kicks, turned the 
potatoes roasting in the ashes. 

Roselle Belline's quiet eyes mir- 
rored the gold of the firelight. She had 
broken a date to go to the movies with 
the boy next door when she learned 
that Perry Como surely would be at 
the weiner roast. That was quite a 
few years ago, that lovely autumn 
evening -long before any one thought 
that Perry would earn his living -and 
steal the hearts of girls the country 
over -with his voice. The youngsters 
would have laughed at you then had 
you told them that in 1944 Perry would 
have his own show on CBS each after- 
noon. 

Although she scarcely knew Perry, 
Roselle found him exciting. It wasn't 
only his dark good looks, his warm 
full voice and the slow way he coaxed 
beautiful music from his guitar that 
challenged her. He had a something 
that compelled her eyes to follow his 
slightest motion. 

Several boys strummed ukuleles 
while Perry played his guitar. Sud- 
denly the light of the setting sun 
filtered through the mist and filled the 
world with a rosy -gold light. She 
looked across the fire where he sat 
and their eyes met. Then she knew, 
without knowing quite how she knew; 
that Perry meant to come over and sit 
beside her. She waited while, slowly, 
he rose and walked around the fire. 
She moved to make room for him and 
he sat down beside her. 

"Hello," he said. 
"Hello." He could scarcely hear her 

whisper. 
Perry Como -Roselle Belline . . . 

After that their names were linked 
together . . . in the conversation of 
their crowd ... on invitation lists . . . 

on the birch tree where Perry carved 
two hearts entwined. . . . Seven years 
they went together. For the first year 
and more they were as casual as they 

"You're going to be my wife," he told Roselle firmly. 

And so she was. Even little Ronnie had come along 

before Perry Como became radio's newest singing star 

were constant. The change came about 
one night when their crowd was at 
Roselle's house, singing at the piano. 
Beyond the living room window Perry 
saw a blaze appear against the sky. 
"Fire!" he called. Everyone rushed to 
follow the engines which went scream- 
ing down the street. Everyone but 
Perry and Roselle. "Let's us stay here," 
he told her. 

From the porch swing they watched 
the others disappear from sight. 

Perry pulled her willing head down 
on his shoulder. "You're going to be 
my wife," he announced. 

Her voice was soft, but direct and 
firm. "I want to be your wife," she told 
him. 

"We won't be rich," he always 
warned her. "We'll only have what- 
ever I can make as a barber. But I'll 
be the best barber you ever saw.. . . 

In those days Perry had no thought 
of singing for his supper. 

She always answered the same way. 
"I don't care what you do, Perry -just 
as long as you don't go into the 
mines...." 

In Meadowlands, Pennsylvania, 
where they lived, a large proportion 
of the population got their living from 
coal. Perry, however, wanted none of 
this and always told her so. 

Every week there was a dance and 
occasionally there were special 
dances -dances long planned. At such 
a dance Roselle wore a new gown of 
gold chiffon and crimson slippers. 
Perry brought her roses- and took one 
from the corsage she wore at her 
waist to tuck in her hair. 

"Roselle! You look beautiful!" the 
girls exclaimed that evening as she 
checked her (Continued on page 97) 45 
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Jane Gale and has two daughters, Beverly and Bonnie. He has written the song on the opposite page especially 
for Radio Mirror. Barry's radio program, The Million Dollar Band, is heard on NBC, Saturdays, 10 P.M., EWT. 47 
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THE STORY 
IHAD known and loved Dave 

Knowles all my life. Dave was a 
flier, afraid of nothing in the world, 
and he wanted me to be that way, too - 
never afraid to dare. That's why, when 
Dave came home for a two -day leave 
I took the terrible risk of agreeing to 
a marriage in the eyes of God, but not 
in the eyes of the law. It was a holiday 
and we couldn't get a license, but we 
found a sympathetic minister who 
married us in spite of the fact that we 
didn't have one. Next day, Dave went 
back to his work in the Air Transport 
Command, and we promised each other 
that on his next leave we would really 
be married. I went home and tried to 

live a normal life, telling everyone that 
Dave and I had been married. Soon I 
learned that I was going to have a 
baby, and I felt that my happiness was 
complete. And then a friend of Dave's 
came to tell me that Dave, returning 
to this country by ship, had been lost 
at sea. For a long time I couldn't be- 
lieve that Dave was dead, and when I 
finally made myself face it, I was sick 
for a long time, until after the baby 
was born. Then I realized that I must 
make a good life for my little son, and 
I left my home town to go to Chicago 
to work -to start life over -leaving 
the baby with Mother until I could 
afford to send for him. For a while I 
made no friends, devoted myself to my 
work, until I met Joel Shelton -and 

knew that I was in love again, a ma- 
turer, wiser kind of love. I should 
have told Joel all about my marriage 
to Dave that was not a marriage at 
all, but I couldn't bring myself to do 
it. I had tampered with Fate that day 
I had married Dave, and I was afraid 
to do it again. Oh, I'd tell Joel later, 
I promised myself -but not now, not 
now. And so we were married, and 
on the very day when I had summoned 
my courage to tell Joel about Dave, a 
long distance call came. Davy, my 
little boy, had been injured in a fall! 

DAVY, my baby -he's hurt -" 
I heard my own voice repeat- 

ing it, and my tears dried sud- 
denly, as if the words had seared them 



Built of lies -Marianne knew this was true of her marriage. She realized that those lies 

must be washed away with repentant tears before she could be safe in Joel's arms again 

out. The hysteria in me died, and 
everything irrelevant was burned 
away before the fact that Davy was 
hurt and I had to go to him. 

In a half -dozen words I'd brought 
our house -our honeymoon house, Joel 
had called it before he'd known that 
it was founded in deceit and built of 
lies- crashing down around my ears. 
And, at the moment, I didn't care. I 
didn't care that the look in Joel's eyes 
was an open wound, nor that he 
quickly hid it from me, to whom he'd 
poured out every whisper of emotion, 
every passing thought. 

My finger spun the dial of the tele- 
phone. 

"What are you doing ?" Then he un- 
derstood, and he took the 'phone from 
me. "I'll find a train for you. and call 
a cab. You'd better pack -" 

I flew up the stairs. In the pit of my 
stomach, in my limbs, was a familiar 
sensation, a coldness -fear, which had 
always taken possession of me too 
easily. But it was a driving power now, 
not a hindrance. Clothes fairly leaped 
from hangers into the suitcase; I even 
took care of details I was too likely to 
forget ordinarily -I found the keys for 
the Middleton house, change for tips at 
the station. 

It wasn't like me to be clear- headed 
and efficient at such a time, and al- 
though I didn't stop to think about it 
then, I know now that there was a 
reason for it. For the first time in my 
life I was afraid not for myself, but 
for another person. It made a differ- 
ence. I had reacted out of habit in the 
old way at first -childishly, weeping 
out my remorse and my terror. But 
the useless tears hadn't lasted long, 
and as they dried, something told me 
that they wouldn't come again. I was 
a woman, .finally, and a mother, and 
I had a desperately necessary job 
to do. 

Joel carried my bag downstairs, and 
for a few minutes there was nothing to 
do but to wait for the taxi: They might 
have been awkward moments, except 
that the cold calm which had seen me 
through the business of packing 
stayed by me. Joel stood at the win- 
dow, not speaking, drawing deeply on 
a cigarette, watching for the cab. I sat 
on the couch, looking at him without 
really seeing him, as if he'd been one 
of the pieces of familiar furniture. A 
part of my mind thought how good he 
had been, how like -like Joel he had 
been -to arrange the details of my 
trip, to see that I had enough money. 
A part of my mind wondered what he 
was thinking -was he waiting for an 
explanation? Was there time, now, in 
the few indefinite minutes before the 
taxi came, to begin to tell him the 

truth. How would he take the truth? 
It was a pointless wondering. At the 

moment I wouldn't have known how 
to talk to Joel, not because I felt guilty 
and ashamed before him -not then - 
but because he wasn't quite real. Noth- 
ing around me was real. It was as if 
my heart and all of the thoughts that 
mattered had been sent ahead to 
Middleton and were waiting there now 
for my body to catch up with them. 

"The cab's here," Joel said, and 
turned and ground out his cigarette. 
He picked up my suitcase, held the 
door open for me, and followed me, in 
his shirtsleeves, to the cab. 

"You'll catch cold," I reproved him 
automatically, and if I'd had eyes to see 
it, the wry smile he gave me would 
have broken my heart. 

He helped me into the cab, and for 
just a second before he closed the 
door, he looked directly at me. "I'd 
go to the station with you, but my 
train leaves at noon, and I have calls 
to make first -" 

I nodded. "I'll be all right." 
"Everything will be all right. Be- 

lieve that, Marianne -and don't worry." 
That was like Joel, too-to give me 

reassurance to carry with me at a time 
when nothing could have been very 
right for him. More than Davy had 
been hurt that morning. 

THE train to Middleton was wretch- 
edly slow. I didn't realize how tense 

I was until, at each small -town stop, I 
found myself sitting forward on the 
seat, my hands clenched into fists. It 
was strange to be eager- anxious to get 
back to Middleton. When I'd left there 
six short months before, I'd never 
wanted to see the town again. I was 
afraid of it even after I'd met Joel and 
had fallen in love with him. 

Middleton meant Dave -and Dave 
had cut deeply into my life. I'd known 
with him a happiness that was perhaps 
too ecstatic to last, and I'd paid for it 
in shame, and in grief at the loss of him. 
Dave had demanded much of me-in - 
terest in the mechanical, masculine 
things he cared about, a spectacular 
kind of courage I didn't possess, and 
-finally -my self- respect. Dave had 
demanded, and I had given willingly, 
but Joel -Joel asked nothing but that 
I be with him, his to love and to 
care for. 

Joel had helped me to forget Dave, 
to lock everything connected with him 
behind a memory -tight door; Joel had 
made me happy. And yet -the past 
was still very close, the old wounds 
thinly healed. I hadn't dared test my 
happiness, hadn't dared to see Middle- 
ton for fear of finding that anything 
that used to be still mattered. 

All of that seemed pitifully unim- 
portant now. The hysteria that had 
driven me from Middleton, the fear 
that had kept me from returning, were 
shadowy, imaginary things. My son 
was hurt, and I had to be with him - 
that alone was reality. 

I hardly recognized the town when 
the train stopped at Middleton. It was 
just a place, any place -the end of my 
journey. The station -and I'd known 
every board, every weather -beaten 
crack, in the times when I'd been 
there to welcome Dave or to wave him 
goodbye -was only a platform trod by 
my impatient feet until the taxi came. 
I knew the driver, old Ed Henshaw, and 
I'd once shrunk from his prying and 
gossip. Now I greeted him mechani- 
cally and ignored his questions. 

Ed gave me one shock, however, that 
penetrated a little. He called me Mrs. 
Knowles. In a few short weeks I'd 
become very much accustomed to being 
Mrs. Joel Shelton. 

My mother didn't waste time in 
greetings. She took my bag from Ed 
and shut the door in the face of his 
curiosity, and led me directly upstairs 
to Davy, her familiar self control 
checking the hysterical questions that 
were on my lips. My first sight of him 
brought an enormous, if unreasonable, 
feeling of relief. I hadn't expected that 
he'd be at home in his crib, sleeping 
peacefully, without a mark on him. 

Or was he sleeping? His eyes were 
closed, and his skin looked clear and 
healthfully moist, but there was a still- 
ness about him, a frightening, wooden 
stillness. I reached out and touched 
him, gently, so that he wouldn't feel 
my hand, and the feeling of relief came 
back. It was as if, having come close 
enough to establish this physical con- 
tact with him, I was assured that I 
could manage some way to keep him 
with me. 

"Where -where is he hurt ?" I asked. 
Mother shook her head. "We don't 

know. Dr. Leeds wants to watch him 
for a day or two until he's sure he can 
be moved, and then he'll take him to 
the hospital for X -rays. Come down- 
stairs- there's nothing we can do." 

Nothing we could do! It was a bitter 
thing to hear, to know. A hurt baby 
is different from an adult or from a 
child who's been hurt. A baby can't tell 
you where the pain is, can't relay any 
of the symptoms that will help you to 
help him. In a way you are as helpless 
as he is, and you can only trust in God 
and in the doctor who knows more than 
you about the delicate, inarticulate 
little being. 

Downstairs again, mother turned to 
me, and I saw how tired she was, saw 
the pinched, (Continued on page 60) 49 
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ONE of the quickest and most 
economical ways to savory meals 
is with oven -cooked dishes. Pies, 

shortcakes, upside down dishes -any- 
one of them will transform plain 
family fare into a feast and no matter 
how busy you are with your job or 
volunteer war activities you can serve 
just as delicious baked foods as though 
you had all day in which to prepare 
them. The trick is to use the packaged 
mixes which require only a few min- 
utes' work. They are practically fool- 
proof, they are time savers and they 
are easy on the ration book since they 
contain shortening and sugar and need 
the addition only of liquid and per- 
haps an egg. Best of all they provide 
variations for menus, new ways to ex- 
tend rationed foods and utilize left- 
overs and to avoid the waste that 
sometimes occurs because a recipe 
hasn't turned out as it should. 

Take pie, for instance. It is one 
of our most popular desserts yet there 
is a surprisingly large number of 
women who never bake pie because 
they feel they haven't the knack for 
it. If this has been your trouble switch 
to the prepared mix which has the 
knack waiting for you right in the 
package. You will win all sorts of 
praise from your family if you serve 
apple pie with cheese crust -and you 
will be getting the luscious apple and 
cheese combination by using a small 
quantity of cheese instead of serving 
large slices. 

Apple Pie with Cheese Pastry 

1 package pastry mix 
% cup grated cheese 

Cold water 
2 tbls. sugar 

% tsp. cinnamon or nutmeg 
3 medium apples 
1 tbl. margarine. 

Stir grated cheese into pastry mix, 
add water (check the package for the 

l'o put variety into winter 
menus serve straight -f rom- 
the -oven dishes such as an 
upside down combination of 
cornbread and cranberries 

exact quantity of water to be used) 
and roll out upper and lower crusts. 
Place lower crust in piepan, sprinkle 
with 1 tbl. sugar. Core, quarter and 
slice apples thin (do not peel) and 
arrange in piepan. Sprinkle on remain- 
ing sugar, and cinnamon, and dot with 
margarine. Top with second crust and 
bake at 400 degrees F. until done 
(about 40 minutes). 

Another trick to utilize leftover 
cheese is to roll the pastry very thin, 
spread with grated cheese, season with 
salt and pepper and dot with margarine. 
Then roll, as you do a jelly roll, cut 
into 1 -inch slices and bake in 400 
degree oven until brown (15 -20 min- 
utes). Serve hot or cold with soup 
or salad. 

There is almost no limit to the 
ways you can vary upside down dishes 
-with fruit, for dessert; with leftover 
meat for a main dish; and, as illustrated, 

BY 

KATE SMITH 
RADIO MIRROR'S 

FOOD COUNSELOR 

Listen to Kate Smith's 
daily talks at noon 
and her Friday night 
Variety Show, heard 
on CIS, at 8:00 EWT. 

a cranberry and corn combination to be 
served with meat, taking the place of 
both bread and a separate relish. 

Cranberry and Corn Upside Down Dish 
4 cups cranberries 

iy cups sugar 
Juice of 1 lemon 

2 tbls. margarine 
1 package corn muffin mix 
1 egg 

% cup milk 

Melt margarine in heavy skillet or 
casserole, coating sides well. Sprinkle 
Y4 the sugar over the margarine. Pour 
lemon juice over. Add cranberries and 
sugar in alternate layers. Cook covered 
in 375 degree oven, stirring two or 
three times to make sure all cranberries 
have popped open (about 30 minutes). 
To the package of corn muffin mix 
add 1 egg and 314 cup milk and beat 
until smooth. Pour over cranberries 
and bake at 375 degrees F. until corn- 
bread crust is cooked through and 
brown (about 30 minutes). Invert on 
plate and serve hot. 

Ham and Corn Upside Down Dish 
2 cups diced cooked ham 
2 cups thick white sauce 
3 hard -cooked eggs 

% lb. mushrooms 
2 tbls. minced onion 
4 tbls. ham drippings 
1 package corn muffin mix 
Legg 

% cup milk 

Coat skillet or casserole with melted 
drippings. In another pan, sautee onion 
and sliced mushrooms in remaining 
drippings and add, together with ham 
and sliced eggs, to white sauce (gravy 
may be used for part of the sauce). 
Pour mixture into skillet. Prepare corn 
muffin mix as for previous recipe and 
pour over meat mixture. Bake in 375 

(Continued on page 81) 
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Eastern War Time 

CF, 
8:00 CBS: News and Organ 

ZZ 8:00 Blue: News 
8:00 NBC: News and Organ Recital 
8:30 CBS: Musical M feces 
8:30 Blue: The Woodshedders 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News of the World 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Edward Tomlinson, News 
8:00 9:00 NBC: News from Europe 
8:15 9:15 CBS: E. Power Biggs 
8:15 9:15 Blue: White Rabbit Line 
8:15 9:15 NBC: Commando Mary 
8:30 9:30 NBC: Marcia Niel 
8:45 9:45 CBS: God's Country Milton Bacon 
9:00 10:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
9:00 10:00 Blue: Message of Israel 
9:00 10:00 NBC: Highlights of the Bible 
9:30 10:30 ('BS: Wings over Jordan 
9:30 10:30 Blue: South orna ires 

10:00 11:00 Blue: Lionel Hampton's Orch. 
10:05 11:05 CBS: Egon Petri. Pianist 
10:30 11:30 MBS: Radio Chapel 
10 :30 11:30 Blue: Hour of Faith 
10:30 11:30 CBS: Invitation to ing 
10:45 11:45 NBC: Marion Laverldge 
11:00 12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle 
11:00 12:00 Blue: News from Europe 
11:00 12:00 NBC: NBC Orchestra 
11:30 12:30 ('BS: Transatlantic Call 
11:30 12:30 Blue: Sammy Kaye's Orch. 
11:30 12:30 N BC: Stradivari Orch.. Paul Lasalle 
12:00 1:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
12:00 1:00 Blue: John B. Kennedy 
12:00 1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer 
12:15 1:15 NBC: Labor for Victory 
12:30 1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow from 

London; 
12:30 1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table 
12:45 1 :45 CBS: Starring Curt Massey 

1 :45 Blue: Francis Drake. Aviation News 
1:00 2 :00 Blue: Chaplain Jim. U. S. A. 
1:00 2:00 NBC: Those We Love MN 2:00 CBS: America Ceiling Unlimited 
1:30 2:30 CBS: World News Today 
1:30 2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas 

2:30 Blue: National Vespers 
2:00 3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic 
2:00 3:00 Blue: 

Symphony 
Moylan Sisters 

2:00 3:00 NBC: Reports on Rationing 
2:15 3:15 Blue: Hansen Baldwin 
2:15 3:15 NBC: Upton Close 
2:30 3:30 NBC: Army Hour 
2:30 3:30 Blue: Hot Copy 
3:00 4:00 Blue: Al Pierce Show 
3:30 4:30 ('BS: Pause that Refreshes 
3:30 4:30 NBC: Lands of the Free 
3:30 4:30 Blu, Metropolitan Opera Audition 

S:00 NBC: NBC Symphony Leopold 
4:00 5:00 

5:00 
CBS: 
Blue: 

Stokowski 
The Family Hour 
Where Do We Stand 

4:15 5:15 MBS: Upton Close 
4:30 5:30 \1 BS: The Shadow 
4:30 5 :30 Blue: Musical Steelmakers 
4:45 5:45 BS: Irma Rich 
5:00 6:00 r liS: Silver Theater 
5:00 6:00 Bllle: Radio Hall of Fame 
5:00 6:00 First Nighter 
5:00 6:00 NBC.: Catholic Hour 
5:30 6:30 NBC: Great Gildersleeve 
5:30 6:30 CBS: Gene Autry 
5:30 6 :30 Blue: Green Hornet 
6:00 7:00 CBS: William L. Shirer 
6:00 7:00 MBS: Voice of Prophecy 
6:00 7 :00 Blue: Drew P 
6:00 7:00 NBC: Jack Benny 
6:15 7:15 Blue: Dorothy Thompson 
6:15 7:15 CBS: Frank Sinatra 
6:30 
6:30 

7:38 
7 :30 

MBS: 
CBS: 

Stars and Stripes in Britain 
We, the People 

6:30 7 :30 Blue: Quiz Kids 
6:30 7:30 NBC: Fitch Bandwagon 
7:00 8 :00 Blue: Roy Po , News 
7:00 0:00 NBC: Edgar Bergen Charlie 

McCarthy 
7:00 8:00 CBS: The Show 

8:00 MBS: Mediation Board 
7:30 0:30 CBS: Crime Doctor 
7:30 8:30 Blue: Keepsakes 
7:30 0 :30 NBC: One Man's Family 
7:45 0:45 MBS: Gabriel Hea 
7:55 0:55 CBS: Ned Calmer. News 
8:00 9:00 CBS: Radio Reader's Digest 
8:00 9:00 MBS: Old -Fashioned Revival 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Walter Winchell 
8:00 9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry -Go -Round 
8:15 9:15 Blue: Chamber Music Society of 

Lower Basin St 
8:30 9:30 CBS: Texaco Star T 
8:30 9:45 Blue: Jimmie Fidler 
8:30 9:30 NBC: American Album of 

Familiar Music 
9:00 10:00 CBS: Take It or L It 
9:00 10 :00 Blue: Revlon Revue 
9:00 10:00 MRS: John B. Hughes 
9:00 10:00 NBC: Hour of Charm 
9:15 10:15 MBS: Goodwill Hour 
9 :30 10:30 NBC Bob Crosby 
9:30 10:30 Blue: Ounningr 
9:30 10:30 CHS: The Thin Man 

10:00 11:00 CBS: Bill Costello 
11:10 CBS: E Hollis 

10:15 11:15 CBS: Olga Coehlo & El C harre 
Gil Trio 

10:15 11:15 NBC: John W. Vandercook 
10:30 11:30 N BC: Pacific Story 

HI. N E I G H B O R ... 
The charming. homey, feminine voice you 

hear every day on CBS's Good Neighbors. 
at 3:00 P.M., EWT, belongs to Irene Beas- 
ley. She also writes the scripts. 

Irene is a real daughter of the really deep 
South, having been born in Whitehaven, 
Tennessee, and brought up in Amarillo, 
Texas. She attended Sweet Briar College in 
Virginia in preparation for the career she 
had chosen -that of being a school teacher. 
She taught school first in Lamont, Mis- 
sissippi, later transferring to Memphis 
Junior High School, where she taught the 
odd combination of music and mathematics. 

While holding down this latter job, Irene 
began to write songs and got a chance to 
present them on Memphis and Nashville 
radio stations. One day, a representative 
of a recording company turned up in 
Memphis, asking for some original material. 
Irene made some records and they clicked 
at once. That led to her being asked to 
come to New York to make additional re- 
cordings. 

Once in the metropolis, it occurred to 
Irene that there might be something to a 
radio career. It took some leg work and 
time and courage before she managed to 
sell herself to CBS and became the original 
"Old Dutch Girl." That was in 1930. Then, 
Irene thought up her idea of vocajingling 
commercials which kept her plenty busy. 

Before her vocajingles really became too 
much of a hit to prevent her from doing 
much of anything else, Irene put in some 
time appearing in supper clubs and on the 
musical comedy and vaudeville stage. 

Eventually, imitators sprang up in suffi- 
cient numbers so that Irene could give up 
some of her jingles and turn to other types 
of radio work. Her "R.F.D." show, which 
was aimed at rural women, found a healthy 
public among city folks, too. 

It was in 1935, while guest starring on 
a radio show, that Irene first met Richard 
Stark, who is her co -star on the present 
Good Neighbors show. In 1941, Irene and 
Richard Stark were reunited at the mike 
on a singing- announcing assignment that 
lasted for two years. 

Frank Crumit's sudden death was re- 
sponsible for bringing them together as 
co -stars again. A show was needed to re- 
place Frank Crumit and Julia Sanderson 
and Irene was called on to prepare a fifteen- 
minute show in less than two hours time. 
It was doubly hard for Irene, because she 
had known the Crumits for years and loved 
them. But with Stark's help and the co- 
operation of Bob Downey, the pianist on 
the new show, a script was whipped into 
shape and the show went on. 

Since then, the friendly trio has won 
its way into the hearts of millions. 
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War Time 

CBS: News 
Blur: Breakfast Club 
NBC. Music fro,n Manhattan 
CBS: School of the Air 
CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 

8:30 9:00 10 :00 CBS: Valiant Lady 
9:00 10 :00 Blue: Sweet River Drama 

9 :45 NB(': Robert St. John. News 
10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
10:15 Blue: Roy Po . News 

9:00 9:15 10:15 NBC: The Open Door 
9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 
9:30 10:30 Blue: Baby Institute 

2:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
7:45 9:45 10:45 Blue: Pappy Howard's Band 

9:45 10:45 NBC: To be announced 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Marlyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 
1:15 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 

10:45 11:45 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 
10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
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Allie Lowe Miles 
B ine Flynn. News 

10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Edward MacHugh 
12:45 1:45 CBS: The Goldbergs 
12:45 1:45 Blue: Paul Lavalle's Orch. 

10:45 12:45 1:45 NB(': Carey Longmire, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Rodriguez A Sutherland. News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC The Guiding Light 
12:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Joyce Jordan. M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: Mystery Chef 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Lonely Women 
11:30 1:30 2:38 NBC: Light of the World 
11:30 
11:30 
11:45 

2:30 
1:30 
1:4S 

1:38 
2:30 
2:45 

CBS: 
Blue: 
CBS: 

We Love and Learn 
Ladies, Be Seated 
Perry Mason Stories 

11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC Hymns of All Churches 
2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 

3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 
12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis News 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:15 2:15 3:15 Blue: My True Story 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
2:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Now and Fo 

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ted Malone 
12:45 
1:00 

2:45 
3:00 

3:45 
4:00 

CBS: 
(' BS: 

This Life is Mine 
Your Home Front Matinee 

1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 
1 :25 3:25 4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis. News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS: To be cod 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Madeleine Carroll Reads 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2 :15 
2:15 

4:15 
4:15 

5:15 
5:15 

CBS: 
NBC: 

Mother and Dad 
Portia F ife 

2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 CBS: Sing Along 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
5:30 S:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
2:45 4:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
3 :00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates 
3:00 S:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe 
3 :10 5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello 
3 :15 5:15 6:15 Blue: Capt. Tim Healy 
3 :15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3 :30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullavan, Songs 
3 :45 5:45 6:45 CBs: The World Today 

6:45 Blue: Lowell Thomas 
3:55 5:55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: I Love a Mystery 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Johnny Moran Show 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring 's Gang 

7:05 Blue: Awake at the Switch 
4:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Ed Sullivan 
7 :30 9:30 7:30 CBS: Blondie 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
5:00 7:00 8:00 CBS. Vos Pop 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Earl Godwin. News 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Cavalcade of America 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Gay Nineties 
5:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Blind Date 
S:30 7:30 0:30 NBC: Voice of Fi ne 
S:30 7:30 8:30 MBS: Bulldog Drummond 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Lux Th 
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Counter Spy 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS - Gabriel H 
9:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: The Telephone Hour 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC Doctor I. Q. 
6:55 
7:00 

8:55 
9:00 

9:55 
10:00 

Blue: 
CBS 

Harry Wismer Sports 
Screen Guild Players R 

7:00 9:00 10:00 MBS: Raymond Clapper M 
7:00 
7:00 

9:00 
9:00 

10:00 
10:00 

Blue: 
NBC: 

Raymond Gram Swing 
Contented Program 

7:30 9:30 10:30 CBS: Three Ring Time 
10:30 Blue: Yankee Doodle Quiz 
10:30 N BC: Information Please 
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TUESDAY 
F 

6 

I; 

D 

Eastern 

0:15IBIue 

War Time 

Texas Jim 
0:00 0:30Blue. News 

9:00 CBs News 
8:00 9:00 Btu, Breakfast Club 
8:00 9:00 NIB Music from Manhattan 

1:30 2:30 9:151 Its School of the Air 

8:30 9:00 
9:45 ( it, 

10:00 ( lts 
Isabel Manning Howson 
Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 1qu,. Isabel Manning Howson 
9:45 NISI Robert St. John, News 

10:00 N It, 
10:00 Ipm 

Lora Lawton 
Sweet River. Drama 

8:45 9:15 10:15 I. Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 .: News 

9:00 9:15 10:15 . E. The Open Door 
9:30 10:30 NE. Help Mate 
9:30 10:30 BE Baby Institute 

12:45 9:45 10:45 , E. Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 . Pappy Howard's Band 
9:45 10:45 ... To be d 

8:00 10:00 11:00 Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:00 i'. Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11:00 .I: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 It Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NB: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 I I:. Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 11 Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 N BE Brave Tomorrow 

11:15 10:15 11:45 E E: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 10:45 11:45 !: Living Should Be Fun 

10:45 11:45 David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 ( Its Kate Smith Speaks 
9:15 11:15 12:15 I IiS' Big Sister 
9:15 11:30 12:30 110S. Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Itlur Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:451 Rs Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 0Its Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Illue Baukhage Talking 
10:00 12:00 1:00 \lu Sketches in Melody 
10:55 12:15 1:15 Its Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Illue The Women's Exchange 
10:30 12:30 1:301 Its B dine Flynn. News 

12:45 1:45 , Its The Goldbergs 
10:45 12:45 1:45 NIB Carey Longmire. News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Its Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Illu, Rodriguez and Sutherland. 

News 
11:15 1:15 2:15 Mu, Mystery Chef 
12:30 1:15 2:1511is Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NIB Lonely Women 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NB: Light of the World 
11:30 1:30 2:30 1 RS We Love and Learn 
11:30 1:30 2:20 Itlue Ladies. Be Seated 
11:43 1:45 2:45 : B. Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 In Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:00 lis: Mary Marlin 
3:00 4' lis. Good Neighbors) 

12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 Blue: My True Story 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:30 CBS: Now and Fo 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine' 
12:30 2:30 3:30.yß(': Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue. Ted Malone 
1:00 3:00 4:00 its Your Home Front Reporter 
1:00 3:00 4:00 inn, Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Nis( Backstage Wife 
1:25 3:25 4:25 N It( Stella Dallas 

4:25 lis News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NB: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Wu, Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:45 3:45 4:45 Its Perry Como 

1:45 3:45 
4:45 Elea, 
4:45 \ It( Sea Hound 

Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 1 Rs Madeleine Carroll Reads 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blur: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 N III When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Its Mother and Dad 
2:15 4:15 5:15 N B1 Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 I :,. Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 C Bs Sing Along 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 \1115 Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 N III': Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 Its. American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blur. Captain Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 \ II(' Front Page Farrell 
3:00 5:00 6:00 ( lis Quincy Howe 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue Terry and the Pi 
3:15 5:15 6:15 1 Its Edwin C. Hill 
3:15 5:15 6:15 Blur Capt. Healy 
3:30 5:30 6:30 N II( Bill Stern 
3:30 5:30 6:30 Its Jack Smith. Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:55 Bs The World Today 

6:45 III: : Lowell Thomas 
6:55 O its Meaning of the News. Joseph 

C. Harsch 
0:00 6:00 7:00 -N I:( Fred Waring's Gang 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue Awake at the Switch 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CILS I Love a Mystery 
4:15 6:15 7:150E its Harry James 
4:15 6:15 7:15ENII1 European News 
4:30 6:30 7:30: Its American Melody Hour 
4:30 6:30 7:30'ItI: Metropolitan Opera 
4:45 6:45 7:45'N 111' Salute to Youth 
8:30 7:00 8:00 ('lis Big Town 
8:30 7:00 8:00111u,- Earl Godwin. News 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NIB Ginny Simms 
8:15 7:15 8:15 ItluE Lum 'n' Abner 
5:30 7:30 8:30 -N It, Horace Heidt 
9:00 7:30 8:304 I: Judy C Show 
9:00 7:30 8:30 Ouffy's Tavern 
S:55 7:55 8:55 I:: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 'a I. Gabriel Hoa 
6:00 8:00 9:00 III Famous Jury Trials 
6:00 8:00 9:00 \ Its Mystery Theater 
6:00 8:00 9:00 : I': Burns and Allen 
6:30 8:30 9:30 , l'. Report to the Nation 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ' Murder Clinic 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Fibber McGee and Molly 
6:55 8:55 9:55 : Harry Wismer. Sports 
7:00 9:00 10:00 John B. Hughes 
7:00 9:00 10:00 . Raymond Gram Swing 
7:00 9 :00 10:00 Bob Hope 
7:00 9:00 10:00 I: Suspense 
7:30 9:30 10:30 \ I. Red Skelton 

10:30 I:- Congress Speaks 
7:30 9:30 10:30 ': America Tomorrow 

HI, Y O U R S E L F. .. 
To Richard Stark belongs the friendly. 

male voice on the Good Neighbors show, 
heard on CBS. Monday through Friday at 
3:00 P.M.. EWT. 

Richard was born in Grand Rapids. 
Michigan. but grew up in Santa Monica. 
California. where his mother took him to 
live with her family after the death of his 
father. In California, Richard's schooling 
was delayed by four years. because a di- 
rector friend of his mother's set him to 
work in the movies and kept him so busy 
at all the major studios that the boy didn't 
have a chance to go to school until he was 
nine years old. At that time, Dick broke 
an arm, couldn't work in a picture with 
Douglas Fairbanks and was sent to school. 

Dick was an apt pupil and soon caught 
up with his age group. From that time on. 
he was torn between two ambitions -the 
theater and a diplomatic career. Of course, 
he appeared in every high school produc- 
tion and later studied drama at Cornell 
University. Meanwhile, he went ahead with 
his preparations for the diplomatic career. 
too. majoring in International Law. It 
wasn't long. however, before he saw that 
he would not have enough money to con- 
tinue his studies and, after his graduation, 
he returned to his home in California. 

There. he landed the juvenile lead op- 
posite Olivia de Havilland in Max Rein - 
hardt's production of "Midsummer Night's 
Dream." Following the Hollywood pro- 
duction. the show toured Chicago, Mil- 
waukee and finally collapsed in St. Louis 
and Richard returned East. 

Bagging an NBC audition, Dick per- 
formed excerpts from his "Midsummer" 
part. Planning a Shakespearean satire and 
rating Dick a bad enough actor to be cast 
in burlesque. Dick was given two roles - 
the first of which he delivered on cue. The 
second was read by an experienced radio 
actor. because Dick was too fascinated by 
all that was going on to be near the micro- 
phone on time. 

With the stout heart of inexperience, he 
stormed RCA and for two years made spot 
announcements, slide films and transcrip- 
tions. 

In 1937, on a trip back home, Dick married 
Carolin Babcock, a tennis champion. The 
young couple came back East and settled 
down to a more or less unsettled existence 
for a couple of years. By 1939, Dick decided 
a little more security was desirable and took 
a staff job on station WNEW and moved 
his family out to Rumson. New Jersey. 

Then he landed the announcer's job on 
the Hour of Charm program and things 
began to move along at a better rate. Now. 
in addition to his co- starring with Irene 
Beasley on Good Neighbors, you hear 
him as the host on To Your Good Health, 
the Bronx emcee on Battle of the Boroughs. 
and the steady announcer on three popular 
serials. Abie's Irish Rose, Life Can Be 
Beautiful and Right to Happiness. 

WEDNESDAY 
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f 
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E 

8:15 

n War Time 

Blue: Texas Jim 
8:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9:00 ('BS: News 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Brea Club 
8:00 9:00 NBC: Music from Manhattan 

1:30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School of the Al, 
8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 

8:30 9:30 10:00 ('BS: Valiant Lady 
9:00 10:00 Blue: Isabel Manning Howson 

9:45 NBC: Robert St. John 
9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 Blue: News 

9:00 9:15 10:15 NBC: The Open Door 
9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: Pappy Howard's Band 
9:45 10:45 NBC: To be announced 

8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 ( 'BS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11:15 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 10:45 11:45 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 

10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:00 11:00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 ('BS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Allie Lowe Miles 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 

12:45 1:45 ('BS: The Goldbergs 
10:45 12:45 1:45 NBC: Carey Longmire, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 ('BS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
12:30 
11:15 

1:15 
1:15 

2:15 
2:15 

CBS: Joyce Jordan 
NBC: Lonely Women 

, M M.D. 

11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: We Love and Learn 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies. Be Seated 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3 :00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 ('BS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 Blue: My True Story 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:30 2:30 3:30 ('BS: Now and F 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NB(': Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ted Malone 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: Your Home Front Reporter 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC. Lorenzo Jones 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Madeleine Carroll Reads 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ('BS: Mother and Dad 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 CBS: Sing Along 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 

5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirate, 
3:10 5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:30 5:30 6:30 ('BS: Jeri Sullavan, Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 

6:45 Blue: Lowell Thomas 
6:5S CBS: Meaning of the News 

4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's Gang 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Adventures of the Falcon 

7:00 CBS: I Love a Mystery 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Harry James 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: E News 
4:30 6:30 7:30 ('BS: Easy Aces 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7:45 CBS: Mr. Keen 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
5:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Sammy Kaye, Orch. 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Earl Godwin. News 
9:15 7:00 8:00 MBS: Cal Tinney 

7:00 8:00 NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Dr. Christian 

7:30 8:30 SIBS: Take a Card 
8:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Battle of the Sexes 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Beat the Band Hildegarde 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS The Mayor of the Town 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NIBS Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9:00 .NBBC. Eddie Cantor 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS Jack Carson 
6:30 8:30 9:30 III.' Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 N BC Mr. District Attorney 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Itim- Harry Wismer. Sports 
7:00 9:00 10:00 ( Its Great Moments in Music 
7:00 9:00 10:00 \I Its John B. Hughes 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NIB Kay Kyser 
7:00 9:00 10:0011141u, Raymond Gram Swing 
7:30 9:30 10:30111 lis Cresta Blanca Carnival 

10:30 Rut- Radio Forum 



THURSDAY 
F F 

Li 

Eastern 

8:1s 

War Time 

Blue: Texas Jim 
8:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9 :00 Blue Breakfast Club 
8:00 9:00 N BC: Music from Manhattan 

1:30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 
8:45 9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Howson 

9:45 NBC: Robert St. John 
8:30 9:00 10:00 (' BS: Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 BIue: Sweet River, Drama 
10:00 N B(' Lora Lawton 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS. Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 Blue: News 

9:00 9:15 10:15 N BC: The Open Door 
9:30 0:30 Blue: Baby Institute 
9:30 0:30 N BC: Help Mate 

12:45 9:45 0:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 0:45 Blue: P Hward's Band 
9:45 0:45 NBC: To be ed 

8:00 0:00 1:00 C BS: Honeymoon Hill 
9:00 0:00 1:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 0:00 1:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 0:15 1:15 (BS: Second Husband 
8:15 0:15 1:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 0:30 1:30 ('BS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 0:30 1:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 0:30 1:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11:15 0:45 1:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 0:45 1:45 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 

0:45 1:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 1 :00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith 
9:00 1 :00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 1:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 1:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 1:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 1:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

30:00 2:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 2:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:00 2:00 1:00 N BC: Sketches in Melody 
10:15 2:15 1:15 C BS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 2:15 1:15 Blue: Allie Lowe Miles 
10:30 2:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardino Flynn, News 
10:30 

10:45 

2:30 
2 :45 
2 :45 

1:30 
1:45 
1:45 

Blue: Edward MacHugh 
CBS: The Goldbergs 
N BC: Carey Longmlre, News 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Rodriguez and Sutherland, 

News 
12:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Lonely Women 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: We Love and Learn 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies, Be Seated 
11:30 1:10 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 N BC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 N BC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 Blue: My True Story 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Now and F 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ted Malone 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: Your Home Front Reporter 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 N BC: Backstage Who 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 C BS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: L Jones 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Wielder Brown 
2:00 4:00 S:00 CBS: Madeleine Carroll Reads 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 N BC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 l' BS: Mother and Dad 
2:15 4:15 5:15 N BC: Portia Faces Lite 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 C BS: Sing Along 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 M BS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 N BC: Front Page Farrell 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pi 

5:00 6:00 C BS: World News 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CRS: The Three Si 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullaran, Songs 
3:30 5:30 6:30 NBC: Bill Stern 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 

6:45 Blue: Lowell Thomas 
6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 

8:00 6:00 7:00, NBC: Fred Waring's Gang 
4:00 6:00 7:00 (' RS: I Love a Mystery 
4:05 6:05 7:05 Bll:e: House on "0" S 
8:15 6:15 7:15. CBS: Harry James 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: European News 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Easy Aces 
7:00 6:30 7:30 N BC: Bob Burns 
4:45 6:45 7:45 CBS: Mr. Keen 
5:00 7:00 8:00 NBC: Maxwell House Coffee Time 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Earl Godwin, News 

8:00 (' IBS: Astor, Ruggles and Auer 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 t' IBS: Death Valley Days 
5:30 7:30 8:30 !Cue: America's Town Meeting 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Aldrich Family 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Major Bowes 
6:00 8:00 9:00 M BS: Gabriel H 
6:00 8:00 9:00 N BC: Kraft Music Hall 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 N BC: Joan Davis, Jack Haley 
6:30 8:30 9:30 'BS: Dinah Shore 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Harry Wismer, Sports 
7:00 9:00 10:00 h ICS: The First Line 
7:00 9:00 10:00 M BS: Raymond Clapper 
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:00 9:00 10:00 N BC: Abbott and Costello 

9:30 10:30 NBC: March of Time 
7:45 9:45 10:30 C. BS: Here's to Romance 
7:30 9:30 10:30 Blue: Wings to Victory 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS Ned Calmer. News 

M O S T C H A R M I N G LIAR . . . 

You hear him on Thursday evenings at 
8:00 P.M., EWT, on NBC's Maxwell House 
Coffee Time and he tells fabulous stories 
about his fictitious life -and his name is 
Frank Morgan. 

Actually, his own life story is almost 
as fabulous -a sort of Horatio Alger tale 
in reverse. He was born Francis Phillip 
Wupperman, one of the eleven children 
of one of the wealthiest families in New 
York society at the turn of the century. 
For generations, the Wuppermans have 
owned the very valuable formula for 
Angostura Bitters and the exclusive rights 
to manufacturing it. 

With such a business in the family. it 
was only normal to expect that all the male 
children would grow up to take it over. 
But Frank and his brother. Ralph, were set 
against that idea from the very beginning. 
Ralph was the first to rebel and go out on 
his own. A short time later, after a very 
small try at Cornell University, Frank also 
went out on his own. Then followed a 
series of adventures which almost puts his 
tall stories to shame. 

He headed for the wide open spaces and. 
in spite of taunts from the regulars, he 
became a cowpuncher. His gun toting. 
pony riding days came to an end when he 
was commandeered to make up part of a 
posse to track down two desperadoes, got 
separated from the rest of the men and 
met the bandits alone. Frank, preferring 
life to a hero's monument in the mesquite, 
turned and fled. 

He made his way back to New York - 
by playing pool in the towns where he was 
thrown off the freight trains. Occasionally. 
he had to work, washing dishes, for his food. 

By this time, brother Ralph was well 
established on the stage and had taken 
the name of Morgan. Frank adopted the 
same name and made his debut in vaude- 
ville in a sketch written by his old friend 
Edgar Allen Woolf. His next job was 
the juvenile lead in "Mr. Wu." 

Frank got considerable attention in his 
first comedy role as the fluttery king in 
"Rosalie," which part he had taken be- 
cause it paid $50 more a week than a 
dramatic role that was offered to him 
at the same time. Other plays followed 
rapidly and he became master of his own 
highly individual comedy style and an im- 
portant figure on the New York stage. 

In 1932 he went to Hollywood to make 
his first talkie -a short called "Belle of the 
Night." The next year. he signed up with 
MGM and has been there ever since. 

Frank is by way of being quite a sea- 
man, inheriting his taste for the briny deep 
from one of his grandfathers, Commodore 
Joseph Wright Hancox, who operated a 
fleet of Hudson River boats before the 
Civil War. Frank's yacht -and his favor- 
ite weekend hangout before the war -is 
now seeing duty with the Navy. 
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E n War Time 

8:1SBIue. Texas Jim 
8:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9 :00 Blue Breakfast Club 
8:00 9:00 NBC: Music from Manhattan 

1:15 2:15 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 
8:45 9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 

9:45 N BC. Robert St. John 
8:30 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 
10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 

8 :45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 Blue: News 

9:00 9:15 10:15 NBC: The Open Door 
9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue Pappy Howard's Band 
9 :45 10 :45 NBC: To be ed 

8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11:10 NBC: Road of Life 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10 :30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Marlyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 
8:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 10:45 11 :45 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 

10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith 
9:00 11 :00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 C BS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 C BS: Our Gal 

10:00 12:00 1 :00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Allie Lowe Miles 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 
10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Edward MacHugh 

12:45 1:45 CBS: The Goldberg, 
10:45 12:45 1:45 NBC: Carey Longmlre. News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Rodriguez and Sutherland, 

News 
12:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Jordan, M.O. 
11 :15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Lonely Women 
11:30 1:30 2:30 C BS: We Love and Learn 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladles, Be Seated 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Betty Crocker 

2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good :Neighbors 

12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 Blue: My True Story 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Now and Forever 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ted Malone 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4 :00 CBS: Your Home Front R 
1:00 3:00 4 :00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4 :15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Wes tbrook Van Voorhis 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1 :45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widde Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Madeleine Carroll Reads 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2 :15 4:15 5:15 CBS: Mother and Dad 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2 :15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 CBS: Sing Along 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 M SS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
3 :00 5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates 
3 :15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullaran, Songs 
3 :45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 

6:45 Blue: Lowell Thomas 
3 :55 5:55 6:55 ('BS: Bob Trout 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Archie Andrews. Sketch 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: I Love a Mystery 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's Gang 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Our Secret Weapon 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: European News 
4:30 6:30 7:30 (711S: Easy Aces 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7:45 CBS: Mr. Keen 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
5 :00 7 :00 8:00 CBS: Kate Smith Hour 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Earl Godwin. News 
9:15 7:00 8:00 M BS: Cal Tinney 

7:00 8:00 N BC: Cities Service Concert 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Parker Family 
5:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Meet Your Navy 

7:30 8:30 NBC: All Time Hit Parade 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
8:30 8:00 9:00 CBS: Philip Morris Playhouse 
8:30 8:00 9:00 Blue: Gang Busters 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MSS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Waltz Time 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: That Brewster Boy 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 1413S: Double or Nothing 
6:30 8:30 9:30 VBC: People Are Funny 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Harry Wismar 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Amos 'n' Andy 
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: John Gunther 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Durante and Moore 

10:30 CBS: Stage Door Canteen 
10:30 Blue: What's Your War Job 
10:30 N BC Bill Stern 
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Press News 
Breakfast Club 
Music from Manhattan 
Red Cross Reporter 

Garden Gate 

Isabel Manning Hewson 

Youth on Parade 
Swing Shift Frolics 
To Be A ed 

U. S. Navy Band 
John Freedom Drama 
Saturday Showdown 

B ob Becker's Pet Parade 

Xavier Cugat's Orch. 
Hook 'n' Ladder Follies 

Let's Pretend 

Fashion in Rations 
Lighted Windows 
The Land of the Lost 

Theater of Today 
Blue Playhouse 
News 

Consumer Time 

Stars Over Hollywood 
Farm Bureau 
Mirth and Madness 

Campana Serenade 
Horace Heidt's Orch. 
That They Might Live 

Chips Davis Commando 
The B 

Report from Washington 
War Telescope 

Of Men and Books 
Metropolitan Opera 
Roy Shield and Co. 

Here Comes Merchant Marine 

People's War 

Football Game 

News 
Motor City Melodies 

Matinee in Rhythm 
Report from London 

Minstrel Melodies 

Dave Choskin Orch 
Doctors at War 
Popular Music 

C Saerchinger 
Mother and Dad 
Tommy Tucker Topics 

G. 1. Variety 
Storyland Theatre 

Korn Kobblers 
I Sustain the Wings 
Quincy Howe 

People's Platform 
Andy Russell 
Three Suns Trio 
Leon Henderson 
The World Today 
Religion in the News 

B ob Trout 
Man Behind the Gun 
What's New Don Ameche 
For This We Fight 
Thanks to the Yanks 

News 

Ellery Queen 
Abie's Irish Rose 
Blue Ribbon Town 

Boston Symphony Orch. 
Truth or Consequences 
Inner Sanctum Mystery 

Ned Calmer, News 

Your Hit Parade 

Edward Tomlinson 

Can You Top This 
Spotlight Band 
Saturday Night Serenade 
John Gunther 
Million Dollar Band 
Army Service Forces Present 
Grand Ole Opry 
Eileen Farrell 
B etty Rann 
Ned Calmer. News 

Lovely to look at and delightful to hear- that's Dinah, star and mis- 

tress of ceremonies on her own show, the Dinah Shore Program on CBS. 

LOVELY 
to look at and beautiful to 

hear - that's Dinah Shore, this 
month's cover girl, and we can all 
be thankful that her parents' original 
plans for her didn't quite work out. 
Daddy and Mamma Shore had their 
hearts set on making a social service 
worker of their little girl, Frances 
Rose, as she was known in those days. 

Dinah was born March 1, 1917, in 
Winchester, Tennessee, and her urge to 
perform in public came early to her. At 
ten, she sang "I Can't Give You Any- 
thing But Love, Baby" before a meet- 
ing of her mother's Ladies Aid Society. 
By the time she was fourteen, Frances 
Rose decided she should abandon her 
amateur status. So, one evening, she 
"borrowed" her older sister's best eve- 
ning dress and make -up kit and hied 
herself to a nearby roadside resort for 
her first professional engagement. She 
came out on the stage only to find her 
parents watching her from a ringside 
table. She was hauled home but not 
before she had collected her fee of ten 
dollars. 

Frances Rose continued to go to 
school, even majoring in sociology at 
Vanderbilt University to please her 
family, but all the while, her main 
interest was still the theater and sing- 
ing. She took voice lessons and her 
teacher arranged for her to appear on 
his weekly program over WSM. 

As graduation time approached, 
Frances Rose began thinking about New 
York. Daddy and Mamma Shore still 
had to be convinced, but by the time 
she was ready to hand them her B.A. 
degree, their resistance had been worn 
down to nothing. And so, Frances Rose 
arrived in New York in June, 1938, 
ready to take the big town by storm. 

For a discouragingly long time, the 

storm turned out to be very little more 
than a gentle zephyr. Frances Rose 
landed a job, finally, on a small local 
station, but that was all. 

Then an influential friend, who be- 
lieved in her, arranged an audition for 
her with one of the networks. Only, 
the struggle had been so long and she'd 
been disappointed so often that, when 
her moment to step before the mike 
finally came, Frances Rose got so 
frightened that she burst into tears and 
ran out of the studio. 

Luckily, her friend was an under- 
standing soul and, unknown to her, he 
arranged to have a recording made of 
one of her local broadcasts and Frances 
Rose had another audition -by proxy. 
NBC program officials listened to the 
recordings and, just when Frances Rose 
had decided to admit defeat, she was 
called to the networks. 

It was her slick rendition of the song 
"Dinah" that eventually led to her 
present name. Today, as star and mis- 
tress of ceremonies on her own show, 
the Dinah Shore Program, heard at 9:30 
P.M., EWT, Thursdays, on CBS, she is 
not only tops in radio, but well on her 
way to movie stardom as well. 

Movie and radio commitments, how- 
ever, couldn't keep Dinah from map- 
ping out her own plan for doing her 
share of war work. Last summer, she 
figured out a personal appearance tour 
of Army camps in the West, deliber- 
ately selecting out -of- the -way posts, 
where little or no live entertainment 
was provided for the soldiers. She 
traveled through deserts and flatlands 
and mountain regions, singing for sol- 
diers who hadn't seen a show since their 
induction. It's small wonder that hardly 
a week passes without some outfit vot- 
ing her its sweetheart. 



pretty. retty. Hilda Holder . 

is another P Is engaged girl ... the 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Holder 
of one of North Carolina's first families 

"Dick enlisted two months before Pearl 
Harbor -I wanted to be doing something 
necessary, too," Hilda says, "so I found 
my job helping to build planes. 

"I get up at 4:00 A.M., and don't get 
back home until 4:00 P. M. It seemed out- 

landish at first, but now I like it. I do have 
to watch out for my complexion, though. 

"I give my face a good Pond's creaming 
after work every day so I'm certain -sure 
there's no greasy dirt clogging up my pores. 
Lots of the girls keep a big jar of Pond's at 
the plant. I guess they love it the way I do." 

Hilda beauty cleans her face with Pond's 
like this: She smooths Pond's Cold Cream 
over her face and throat and pats briskly 
to soften and release dirt and make -up. 

Tissues Off. She "rinses" with more Pond's, 
swirling her white- coated fingers around in 
little spirals. Tissues off again. Her face 
feels "perfectly lovely" she says, "so extra 
clean, so nice to touch." 

Yes -it's no accident engaged girls like 
Hilda, exquisite society leaders like Gloria 
Vanderbilt De Cieco, and Britain's Lady 
Grenfell delight in this soft -smooth cream. 
Ask for a big, luxurious jar of Pond's Cold 
Cream today. Use it every night, every morn- 
ing -for daytime clean -ups, too! 
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ALL KINDS OF WAR JOBS are waiting to be 
filled -in transportation, stores, war plants, 
restaurants. Check Help Wanted ads -then con- 
sult your local U. S. Employmeht Service 

HILDA'S EXQUISITE COMPLEXION has that 
appealing baby -clear look every girl wants. "Pond's 
Cold Cream is the only beauty care I use," she 
says. "I keep a big jar in my locker at the plant 
-and a big jar at home." 

ASK FOR A LUXURIOUS BIG JAR! It's 
more patriotic to buy large sizes, saves glass 
and manpower. (You may see different color 
"war caps" on Pond's jars now -but Pond's 
Cold Cream is the same lovely quality!) 

HILDA'S RING - 
the diamond is set in 
a hand -wrought design 
on a slim gold band 

SHE'S 

ENGAGED 

SHE'S 

LOVELY 

SHE 

USES 

POND'S 

TODAY -MANY MORE WOMEN USE POND'S THAN ANY OTHER FACE CREAM AT ANY PRICE 
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Above -his musicians call his, the "Mad 
Genius." Right, when Lionel Hampton 
opened the Famous Door C /fe, he had 
a surprise visit from Rec Norvo, John 
Kirby, Duke Ellington, Loo Armstrong. 

THE MAD GENIJS 

THE boys in the band call him "The 
Mad Genius." Swing savants and 

band experts call him the leader of 
the finest colored dance band to come 
along since Duke Ellington, and pre- 
dict that, despite war restrictions, this 
relatively new aggregation will hit the 
jazz jackpot. As you probably know 
by these references, the subject is 
lively Lionel Hampton, brilliant vibra- 
harp -drum virtuoso and celebrated 
alumni of the Benny Goodman band. 

Lionel's eighteen musicians are loy- 
ally behind their nervous but talented 
leader and the mad genius title is one 
of affection. 

Lionel is no easy subject to inter- 
view. Most of his replies are given 
in staccato style finished off with a 
stuttering "yea- yea -yea." Lionel is no 
yes -man but he is forever splutter- 
ing out "yea- yea -yea" even when 
pounding out his torrid rhythms. 

If Lionel is pressed ir.to lengthier 
conversations he relies an the latest 
jive jargon. Lionel translated some 
of his pet phrases. "Swing It Man" 
means encouragement for a musician 
taking a solo ride. "One more" is a 

request for an extra chorus. 'That'll 
knock rile out" means that the tune is 
in the solid groove. "Beat to my 
socks" is a musician's way of saying 
he is played out. "I Got Mellow 
Eyes" expresses a smooth satisfaction, 
while "Happy Eyes" describes gaiety 
and "Sad Eyes," that blues feeling. 

Lionel was born thirty years ago in 
Louisville. Kentucky. When he was 
seven, Lionel's family moved to Chi- 
cago and there he got his elementary 
schooling, played drums in a band 
directed by Major N. Clark Smith, and 
supported by a Negro newspaper. 

"That's the man I really owe every- 
thing to for starting me out in music." 

Before meeting Smith, Lionel 
learned to play drums in the family 
kitchen, rattling out rhythms on 
chairs, ice boxes, and washaoards. 

When he was sixteen, Lionel went 
to Los Angeles an his own, studying 
music at the University of Southern 
California. In the evenings h' worked 
as a soda jerker but the job didn't 
last long. It was a losing proposition 
for the owner of the establishment, for 
Lionel broke too many glasses using 
them as cymbals crashed by spoons. 

Lionel's talents were soon discov- 

Ii 
The pretty Nilson twins, who sing 
with Spike Jones and his City 
Slickers on NBC's Furlough Fun 
show, entertain the Chinese Air 
Cadets in Hollywood's Radio City. 

ered. He played for Paul Howard, 
Les Hite and the great Louis Arm- 
strong. It was with the latter that 
Lionel first discovered the vibraharp. 
He saw one in a recording studio, 
fooled around with it, and became the 
first swingster to master the instru- 
ment. Later on he formed his first 
band and played in a west coast dime - 
a -dance hall. 

Lionel played with Benny Goodman 
from 1936 to 1940 joining such artists as 
Gene Krupa, Teddy Wilson, Ziggy El- 
man, Bab Russin, and Jess Stacey. 
During this period Goodman formed 
his now -famous Quartet, consisting of 
vibraharp, clarinet, piano, and drums. 

Gloomy predictions were made 
when Lionel decided to become a 
leader again. Too many bands were 
being formed at that time -especially 
by Goodman alumni -and the odds 
against a colored band making the 
grade were even heavier. Certain 
southern routes were barred to them. 
Transportation and hotel accommoda- 
tions were stumbling blocks. But 
Lionel's men were so outstanding that 
their first performance in Los Angeles' 
Casa Manana received enthusiastic no- 
tices. As usual, Decca's recording of 
"Fl1in' Home" rendered the most help. 

At the present time Hampton's band 
is clicking solidly in the new Famous 
Door in New York and broadcasting 
over CBS and Mutual. Opening night 
Lionel received his biggest thrill. A 
surprise visit was paid him by Benny 
Goodman, Gene Krupa, Red Norvo, 
Duke Ellington, Louis Armstrong, 
Tony Pastor and Tommy Dorsey, and 
was climaxed when these stars sat in 
with the Hampton band. Fortunate 
swingsters who attended haven't got- 
ten over it. 

On one point Lionel doesn't hesitate 
to give an opinion. 

"Swing's the thing," he says con- 
fidently, "yea- yea -yeah." 
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You Must Help Them! 
Continued from page 

other; they play games, like cards - 
and the girls encourage the boys to 
talk. It is only later that the men 
find out that these women who were 
so amusing and understood them so 
fully -are also totally deaf. 

An infantryman, stricken with trem- 
bling and palpitation as the result of 
witnessing the horrifying death of a 
companion in a battle in the Soloinons, 
appeared to be a hopeless case of nerv- 
ous disintegration. 

The medical officer had an idea. He 
told the trembling man that he was 
needed in an emergency -would he 
help out as litter- bearer for the hos- 
pital? At first the soldier trembled 
more -but then he agreed. 

Twenty -four hours later he had 
regained his composure. A week later 
he was able to return to duty. Caring 
for others was the answer to this man. 
It made him forget -and lose his own 
psychic symptoms! 

MANY Army and Navy disabled men 
go right on working for their Ser- 

vice; more and more "limited service" 
jobs are being found for them. But 
when they are released, industry, too, 
is finding ways to help these men. 
Thousands of disabled ex- servicemen 
are being hired every day. For instance, 
an incapacitated soldier who knows all 
about guns is trained some more and 
becomes a fine gun inspector. A man 
who has lost his arm becomes an ex- 
pert welder. Yes, when the United 
States Employment Service, the Vet- 
erans Administration, the Civil Service 
Commission, and the Re- employment 
Division of Selective Service have done 
all they can, there's still much that 
industry can do. 

But most important, from a doctor's 
standpoint, is what you and I can do. 

"Mary," I told Boyd Hanson's mother 
when I had fihished what my doctor 
friends had told me, "you have a job 
to perform -and I know it's not going 
to be easy. It's a job everyone of us 
has who must live with -or even meet 
in casual social intercourse, or meet 
in the street -a seriously disabled ser- 
vice man. I don't mean we shouldn't 
be absolutely real and sincere with 
these men -heavens, they'd be the first 
to detect and resent any kind of an 
'act.' 

"But we must develop the right at- 
titude. The wrong one can ruin them. 
The right one can make life bearable 
for a man who wants to believe that 
the sacrifice was worth while. 

"Your boy, Mary, was quite happy 
when you went to see him in the 
hospital. Now he's depressed. Some - 
where between these moods you must 
have changed his viewpoint. 

"But Joyce," she interrupted, "I 

didn't do a thing but try to -" 
"Wait," I said, "I can't help you if 

you won't face the truth. You told me 
yourself that you don't expect Boyd to 
be ' quite normal.' That's wrong to 
begin with. You must treat him as a 
normal person. Try not to make your 
horror at his affliction so obvious. He 
got over thinking it was horrible until 
you made him think of himself as ab- 
normal. Remember, his character and 
personality can be just the same as 
they ever were -but he needs self- 
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confidence and a sense of being normal 
to restore them to normalcy. The main 
thing is: let your boy know -by your 
attitude, not words -that you feel about 
him as you always did, that every- 
thing is unimportant compared with 
your love and friendship for him. Lots 
of praise isn't going to help. Keep him 
busy instead -and be sure he knows 
you think he's just as normal as you are. 

"Also, you tell me that he won't 
listen to your advice, that he won't 
answer your questions. Mary dear, 
don't you realize he doesn't want to 
answer questions? Nor does he wel- 
come advice just now -maybe later 
when he's succeeded in getting over 
the feeling that he's abnormal. When 
Boyd wants to talk about himself you 
won't need to ask -he'll give! He 
can't dare think about things just now; 
give him a chance to get his emotional 
equilibrium. He'll ask your advice soon 
enough -but don't offer it till he's 
ready. A good idea is to look into the 
kind of job he could get, the facts 
relating to his disability so that when 
he begins to ask you of his own accord 
you'll be able to give him some prac- 
tical ideas, not just talk for the sake 
of talking. Above all, don't look for 
reactions to your every word -wait 
patiently. 

"And Mary, don't be surprised that 
he snapped at you for just smiling. 
Maybe that means that he senses that 
you're forcing cheerfulness on him. It's 
much better to be frankly serious, to 
discuss the tough problems he faces 
without reservation when he wants 
to discuss them, rather than to try 
to cheer him up and pretend that his 
disability is unimportant. Help him to 
free reality by facing it bravely with 
him. Anything we bring right out into 
the open isn't nearly as tormenting as 
what we bury in our hearts and keep 
to ourselves. Artificial legs need not 
be nightmares. They can become bless- 
ings, something to be grateful for, not 
to be ashamed of. It all depends upon 
the attitude you take toward them. If 
yours is right, Boyd's will be also. 

"Last of all, dear -and this is the 
hardest of all -you say he refuses your 
attempts to help him. Don't you see, 
he's trying not to be a martyr which 
you may be unconsciously encouraging 
him to be. The more gestures you make 
to help him the more stress is put on 
the idea that he's a cripple, that he's 
abnormal. Let him stumble and fall 
if necessary. Let him walk painfully 
across the room rather than scurry 
across yourself to help him. Let him 
wait on you, help you, so that he can 
get a greater sense of being a part of 
the brotherhood of men, not a helpless, 
broken wreck who needs constant at- 
tention." 

That's all I could tell Mary or any 
one who faces such a problem: Make 
him feel normal; don't force your at- 
tentions, your questions, your advice 
or pretended cheerfulness on him -and 
your boy will be all right, I promise 
you. Remember, he had the courage to 
go through the ghastly ordeal of losing 
his legs. He has the courage to go 
through learning how to live without 
them. 

But you must help him! 

Make what you have last longer -avoid waste 
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... it was one of those triangle affairs, so the hero shot the villain, 
and said "Just make it Pepsi -Cola for two." 

drawn look anxiety had stamped on her 
face. And she was apologetic to me! 
"Perhaps I shouldn't have called you," 
she began uncertainly, "So long as 
there's really nothing for you to do 
here. But getting in touch with you 
was my first thought -" 

I closed my eyes, trying to shut out 
the sight of my own selfishness. Davy 
was lying in the room above us, injured, 
no one knew how badly; Mother, who 
had been burdened with the care of 
him, who was blaming herself for his 
accident -Mother was sorry that she'd 
had to disturb my smooth existence! 

"I'm glad you did," I said quickly. 
"I wanted to be here, of course." And 
then, as if that wasn't enough to con- 
vince her, I added, "Joel was home 
when you called. I told him about Davy. 
And -everything's all right." 

IT was a worth -while lie. Mother had 
hated my lying to Joel, pretending to 

him that Davy wasn't my baby. Her 
face cleared, and she looked almost 
happy as she whispered, "I thought all 
along that it would be, Marianne. Your 
Joel sounds like a fine man. I -I'm 
almost glad that he had to know the 
truth." 

I changed the subject. "How did Davy 
fall ?" 
Her lips tightened. "I'll show you." 

She led the way to the kitchen and 
pointed to the high chair beside the 
table. "I always bring him downstairs 

This Is My Secret 
Continued from page 49 

in the morning, so I can keep an eye 
on him until Mrs. Palm comes to take 
care of him. I'd just put him in his chair 
and propped him up, and I turned to 
get my breakfast -" She stopped, swal- 
lowing, and then went on, "I -I had an 
apron tied over the dress I wear to the 
office. It ties at the back, and in some 
way the strings caught on the chair -" 

I was no longer listening. I was star- 
ing at the chair, wondering at the pang 
of unreasonable jealousy that smote 
me. The high chair was new to me, as 
were the flannel nightgowns drying on 
the line above the radiator, and the crib 
in which Davy now slept. Davy hadn't 
been much of a person when I'd last 
seen him. He'd been a tiny bit of life, 
mine to care for, but -I realized now - 
important to me mostly as tangible 
evidence of the man I'd loved. He 
hadn't had a crib then; his bed had 
been a clothes basket with a firm, fat 
pillow for a mattress. He hadn't had 
any clothes except the shirts and the 
diapers and the shapeless wrappers my 
mother had been foresighted enough 
to buy for him. His own mother had 
been too self- tortured to make or to 
buy clothes for him before he was born, 
too self- centered afterward to plan the 
details of every -day living for him. 

Now he was seven months, and in 
that time he hadn't been my baby at 
all. I hadn't fed him, bathed him, put 
him to bed, wakened to his cry at 
night. I hadn't had the thrill of seeing 

him grow, of that exciting day when 
he'd first been able to sit in the high 
chair, the miracle -as if a baby had 
never cut a tooth before -of the first 
bit of white showing above the gum. 

I'd forfeited all of those precious 
things without realizing what I was 
giving up. 

There was more than the high chair 
to reproach me. Two days later Davy 
went to the hospital, and from then 
on I spent most of my time there. I 
couldn't do much to help; I couldn't 
even answer some of the questions they 
asked me about his history, and I had 
to call Mother at her office for the 
answers. 

Dr. Leeds was openly contemptuous. 
He regarded my leaving Davy as aban- 
donment. It was my mother he con- 
sulted when Davy was moved. 

Only Joel made me feel that Davy 
was my child. He called every night 
around ten o'clock -not from Chicago, 
for he was still away on his trip, but 
from the industrial city where the plant 
was located. He listened attentively 
while I repeated what had happened 
during the day, what the doctor had 
said, and just that small attention made 
me feel somehow more adequate. It was 
good to speak with authority about my 
baby. In Middleton, everyone else told 
me how he was. 

Once Joel asked, "Are you satisfied 
with the care he's getting, Marianne? 
If you'd like to bring him to Chicago, 

Keep the cost of living down. -observe ceiling prices 



or to have a specialist called in to look 
at him, it could be arranged -" 

I was grateful. It was comforting to 
know that if Dr. Leeds looked grave 
and shook his head when I went to see 
him in the morning, there would still 
be other avenues of hope. But I refused 
the offer temporarily. "I don't think it's 
necessary right now," I answered. "The 
X -rays may prove that there's nothing 
serious -" 
IWAS grateful, but after I thought it 

over, I was a little chilled, too. Joel's 
attitude toward me had changed. At 
one time he wouldn't have asked me 
if I wanted a specialist; he would have 
taken matters into his own capable 
hands, and the best doctor he could find 
would have followed me to Middleton. 
Joel was treating me as if -as if I 
weren't his any more. 

I slept uneasily that night, but it 
wasn't Joel's face, stern with disap- 
proval, it wasn't the picture of Joel 
turning his back on me that haunted my 
dreams. Instead, I saw Davy as he had 
been the first day I'd come back to 
Middleton -sleeping quietly, but with 
the queer stillness about him. I awoke 
with perspiration starting on my fore- 
head, with my hands clammy, terrified, 
but not too terrified to know that a 
truth had been driven home. I'd left 
Davy in order to be with Joel. I'd re- 
nounced him; I'd planned to let him be 
someone else's child so that I could be 
Joel's wife. 

And yet Davy, who was more cer- 
tainly mine than Joel was, hadn't been 
mine to give up. I began to understand, 
in that gray, early dawn, a little of 
what motherhood really meant. I be- 
gan to understand the things I'd heard 
and read about mothers who sacrificed 

everything, who turned against the 
world for their children. It was natural; 
it was something they couldn't help. 
When you became a mother, you didn't 
belong to yourself any more; a part of 
you was forever linked to your child. 

Davy had to get well. Unless he lived, 
now that I knew the enormity of the 
thing I had tried to do, I could never 
again face myself, never again count 
myself a whole person. 

Davy was six days in the hospital, 
tense, endless days in which Dr. Leeds 
took pictures and made tests and kept 
mysterious charts which he didn't 
bother to explain to me. On the fifth 
day he threw me into a panic by call- 
ing in his colleague and rival, Dr. Scott, 
for a consultation. Dr. Leeds was a good 
doctor, but he was a rather pompous 
man, very sure of his own decisions. 
In his appealing to Dr. Scott I could 
see only that Davy's condition must be 
far worse than I'd let myself think. 

I wasn't prepared for the cheery 
greeting I received at the hospital the 
next day. "Good morning, Mrs. 
Knowles," said Dr. Leeds. "I have 
good news for you." 

IHELD my breath, not daring to hope. 
Dr. Leeds was given to over- state- 

ment -good news might mean only that 
I'd be allowed to sit an extra ten min- 
utes with Davy. "Yes ?" I inquired. 

"Yes. You can make arrangements 
to take the child home tomorrow." 

I couldn't say anything. I could only 
stand there with such a thunder -struck 
expression that Dr. Leeds, in spite of 
his disapproval of me, was compelled 
to smile. "I have been satisfied for 
some time that there is no sign of con- 
cussion," he went on, "and yesterday, 
as you know, I spoke to Dr. Scott, who 

confirmed my opinion -" 
I must have been a little wild with 

joy, a little giddy at the sudden free- 
dom from the dread and the doubt of 
the past week. Otherwise, I'm sure I 
would never have kissed Dr. Leeds. 

I celebrated in a typically feminine 
fashion -I went shopping that after- 
noon. I bought Davy all of the things 
I'd wanted for him and had been kept 
from buying by the lurking fear that 
there might not, after all, be any use 
for them. And in the evening Mother 
and I celebrated together. We went out 
to dinner at Middleton's best res- 
taurant, and afterwards we went to a 
movie. The picture wasn't very good, 
but I was relaxed and light- hearted 
enough to be amused by anything. I 
didn't understand Mother's rising to 
leave before the end of the feature. 
"It's nearly ten," she reminded me when 
I protested. "Surely you don't want to 
miss Joel's call -" 

JOEL. The word pulled me sharply 
back to reality. I was free now to go 

back to Chicago, to Joel. And -I didn't 
know whether or not he wanted me 
back. We had talked about Davy in 
the course of those nightly telephone 
calls, not about ourselves and what 
lay between us. Tonight I would tell 
him that Davy was well again, and - 
then what? 

My footsteps hurried on the way 
home, but my mind hung back, reluc- 
tant to face what might be in store. The 
telephone was ringing as we entered 
the house. I answer. d it hesitantly, al- 
most hoping that it might be another, an 
unimportant call. Then I heard Joel's 
voice, and, suddenly impatient of sus- 
pense and uncertainty, I burst out with 
my news. 
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"That's wonderful, Marianne," he 
said, and the quiet emphasis he put on 
the words made him sound as grateful 
as if Davy'd been his own son. "You 
say he'll be home tomorrow ?" 

I gave him all of the details I knew, 
prolonging them, and then I waited, 
holding my breath for his next words. 

There was a second's pause, and then 
he said, "I've had a good day today, 
too. This mess at the plant is all cleared 
up, and I'm catching the midnight train 
for Chicago -" 

The breath went out of me suddenly, 
and there was a kind of soundless ex- 
plosion in my brain. To Chicago, he'd 
said. He hadn't said home. Was the 
house we'd left, I to go to Middleton, 
Joel to visit the plant, no longer home 
to him? 

I couldn't ask him. "The midnight 
train," I repeated stupidly. "You'll - 
you'll get in very late, won't you ?" 

"Around five in the morning," he 
answered. 

It was a ridiculous conversation for 
two people who had loved each other, 
lived together, shared the same worries 
and the same foolish jokes. And yet 
that friendly interest- of Joel's was a 
wall between us. 

He broke the tightening silence. "I'm 
more than glad about the boy, Mari- 
anne. And you -sleep well. You de- 
serve a rest -" 
SLEEP well! How can I? I cried out to 

him silently, and then, while I mum- 
bled some assent aloud, he said good 
night, and the connection was broken. 

I'd thought once, the morning of 
Davy's accident, that I would never cry 
again. But I cried that night, after Joel 
had hung up without a word about my 
returning to Chicago. It wasn't the same 
weeping as before, not the panicky 
crying of a lost and frightened child. 
They were slow, hard tears that seeped 
out from beneath my eyelids, tears that 
welled up from depths that the old 
Marianne hadn't possessed. 

It wasn't too hard to put on a bright 
face the next day. After all, it was 
Davy's homecoming, and between that 
event and the fuss of going to work 
for a half -day, then coming home and 
riding to the hospital with me, Mother 
was too occupied to notice any sober- 
ness on my part. A lie still nagged me- 
because I'd let Mother think that Joel 
had forgiven me for deceiving him, she 
would expect me to return to Chicago 
as soon as Davy could travel. I had to 
find an excuse to remain in Middleton 
until I knew what I was going to do. 

Dr. Leeds gave me an opening. He 
rode home from the hospital with us 
and saw Davy safely put to bed in his 
crib. "You can put him back on his 
regular formula, Mrs. Knowles," he 
told me. "If he shows any temperature 
or any discomfort, let me know. There 
should be no trouble -" 

Mrs. Knowles. I'd accepted the name 
without question since I'd arrived in 
Middleton, but now, after the doctor 
had gone, I asked my mother, "You 
haven't told anyone here that I'm mar- 
ried to Joel ?" 

She didn't look directly at me. "No. 
There was no reason for telling them." 

She meant that she hadn't trusted a 
marriage based on deceit. And she had 
been right, I thought bitterly. Only I 
had gone blindly ahead, believing that 
I could play destiny with Joel's life 
and Davy's and mine. I realized now 
that even if there'd been no accident 

to Davy, something else would have 
brought out the truth. 

"I'll just about have to tell them 
now," Mother said. "When you take the 
boy away, there are bound to be ques- 
tions-" 

"Wait until I've gone," I suggested. 
"I'd like to rest for a few days, and I 
want to be sure that Davy is well 
enough for the trip -" 

"Of course," she agreed, but she 
looked disappointed. After Dave's death 
I'd been a pitiable figure to the town; 
now Mother very much wanted to let 
everyone know that 1 was happy; how 
fortunate I was in my husband and my 
home. 

Inwardly, I drew a sigh of relief. I'd 
managed it: casually, as if it were only 
a detail, I'd managed to let her know 
that I didn't intend to return to Chi- 
cago immediately. 

Joel didn't call that night. I hadn't 
expected him to, but I had hoped -oh. 
how I'd hoped for the 'phone to ring. 
for the sound of his voice reaching out 
to me across the miles! 

But ten o'clock came, and ten -thirty, 
and there was no sound but the relent- 
less ticking away of the minutes. I was 
relieved that Mother, tired after the 
day's excitement, had gone to bed. At 
least, I didn't have to pretend before 
her. At eleven I undressed slowly, hat- 
ing to admit that there was no longer 
any reason for me to stay up, hating 
to admit the thought that grew until it 
became too strong to be denied. 

Perhaps, after all, this was Joel's 
way of saying that I was no longer his 
wife. Perhaps silence seemed kinder 
and easier to him than the bluntness of 
words. 

It was my own doing. I lay stiffly 
in the bed where I'd slept as a little 
girl -it seemed small now, and 
cramped, as Mother's house, and Mid- 
dleton and all of my old life there 
seemed cramped -and I told myself 
that it was my own doing. I repeated 
it over and over, as if knowing that 
the situation was of my creating, would 
somehow keep me from being over- 
whelmed by it. I had known all along 
that I might some day lose Joel. It was 
a chance I'd taken, and I'd lost. 

ITRIED to remember that a few days 
ago I had asked nothing but that 

Davy be made well again. I tried to 
forget the silence of the house by think- 
ing of Davy, of the next day and all of 
the days to come when I would have 
him with me. But Joel had been a part 
of that picture, too, and the silence was 
still there, oppressive, deadening, like 
the emptiness in my heart. 

I half- dozed. I kept hearing the tele- 
phone ringing, and each time I strug- 
gled up to answer, I came fully awake 
and knew that I'd dreamed the sound. 
When the real ringing came, I didn't 
believe it. I lay listening for a long 
time, sure that I was still dreaming. 
The ringing continued insistently, until 
I realized that it was different, lower, 
flatter -the doorbell, not the telephone. 

I went downstairs to answer, shiv- 
ering, partly from the chill of the house, 
partly from apprehension. 

Cautiously I left the living room dark 
and snapped on the porch light while 
I peered out through the small pane in 
the door. What I saw sent my hands 
fumbling frantically with the knob and 
the night lock. It stuck, as usual, and 
it seemed years before I had the door 
opened, and Joel stepped inside. 

Keep the cost of living down -observe ceiling prices 



I didn't care about the cold then, 
didn't care that the open door let in 
great drafts of winter air, didn't care 
about anything except that Joel stood 
there, not in anger, not accusingly, but 
smiling and wonderfully happy. 

"I intended to get here at ten," he be- 
gan, "but the train was late -" 

I didn't hear him. I flung myself at 
him, wrapped my arms around him, 
and laughed and cried and tried to tell 
him, with scattered fragments of words, 
how glad I was that he had come. 

"Marianne, wait -". Laughing, he 
picked me up with one arm and 
with the other swung the door shut. 
Then he set me down, shaking me 
gently. "Talk about a welcome -will 
you tell me what all the fuss is about ?" 

There was no need for pretense. Now 
that he was there, with me, I could 
tell him openly everything I felt. "Oh, 
Joel -I was so afraid I wouldn't see 
you again -" 

"What made you think that ?" He held 
me away from him a little, and al- 
though the laughter was still in his 
voice, his eyes were serious. 

"You -you didn't say anything when 
you called -" 

"You didn't say anything, you mean." 
It was true, although I hadn't realized 

it before. I had been waiting for him 
to speak, never thinking that he might 
be waiting for a word from me. 

"You see, honey," he went on, "it 
seems that there's a lot of you I don't 
know about. I didn't know how you 
felt, didn't know if you'd want to come 
back to Chicago after you got here and 
saw your home and your -boy again." 

I STARED blankly up at him; then it 
dawned upon me what he'd been 

thinking -that I'd seen Davy's father 
in the past week! He had guessed then, 
that I was running away from some- 
thing, but he couldn't know that the 
man I was escaping was dead. 

And I was ashamed, thinking how 
little of myself I had trusted to Joel, 
how hurt he must be that I'd shut so 
much away from him. It was harder 
than if he'd been angry, if he'd flung 
my lies in my face. I could defend my- 
self against accusations, but not against 
the hurt in his eyes. "Joel," I began 
haltingly, "there's so much to tell -" 

"No, there isn't." He spoke quickly, 
as if he'd schooled himself to say it. 
"There's nothing to tell- except what 
you want to do about you and me and 
the boy. Otherwise, anything you want 
to forget is your own business." 

I met his eyes squarely. "There's 
nothing I want to forget -now. I was 
terribly hurt and ashamed once, but 
not any more. Believe me, Joel -" 

It was a richly satisfying hour -sit- 
ting there on the couch in the chilly, 
shadowy room, with Joel's overcoat 
bundled around me and his arms hold- 
ing me, I came wonderfully close to 
him. I hadn't realized until then what 
a wall I built between us by keeping 
from him everything that had made 
such changes in my life. 

I told him everything about Dave 
and me, about how our wedding plans 
had been spoiled, and how we'd stayed 
the night in Stanford, about Dave's 
having to leave unexpectedly the next 
day. I didn't have to tell him how I 
left after Dave's death, of the grief and 
the shame that drove me from Middle- 
ton. He understood all of that, and 
there was the tightening of his arms 
around me and the quick, silencing kiss 
he gave me to tell me so. 

High prices cause inflation 
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Soap Suds! It has a smell you'll never mistake. A 
sweet, clean smell, that only good mild soap 
and gentle naptha can produce! 

It's not always so easy, now, to fill your tub or 
washer with Fels- Naptha Suds. You may have to 
'shop around.' You may have to wait. But it's 
worth the trouble in quicker, easier washing 
and cleaner, sweeter -smelling clothes. 

Soap is precious today ... all soap. 
And because there is so much 
extra washing energy in good 
Fels- Naptha Soap, we urge 
you to make every last 
ounce of it work! 

FELS-NAPTHA SOAP_banishes "TattleTale Gray' 
63 



R 

M 

64 

CREAM? POWDER? LIQUID? 

For ordinary uses, you may prefer one 
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"And then I met you," I finished. "I 
knew that you loved me as I was, and 
I was afraid that if you knew -" 

For once, there wasn't a trace of a 
smile in Joel's eyes. I can't explain his 
expression -except that it made me feel 
that no one had ever loved a woman 
as much as he loved me. "You over- 
looked something," he said softly. "I 
love you for what you are, not for any- 
thing you have or have not done. After 
all, what people do only adds up in the 
long run to what they become, and I 
never did need any case history to tell 
me that you were- pretty fine. Now, 
honey, let's talk about going home -" 

"I'm home now," I whispered. And 
I was. Home was the circle of Joel's 
arms, and Davy sleeping in his room. 

IT was a dream come true -going 
back to Chicago. Joel left the next 

day, and Davy and I followed him a 
week later. Joel gave up precious 
gas coupons to meet us, and the drive 
home, with the lake on one side and 
the glittering city on the other, was 
like a ride through fairyland. 

Davy had slept on the train. On the 
ride from the station he lay contentedly 
on my lap, now and again comment - 
ing-or so I fondly believed -on the 
things around him in his own private 
language. Joel kept glancing at me and 
chuckling. 

"I'd like," I said after a while, "to 
know what the joke is." 

"No joke," he answered. "It's won- 
derful. Us. Riding family -style -you 
there with the baby on your lap. It's 
what I've always wanted -except I 
didn't think I'd be lucky enough to 
have a son ready- made." 

"I hope you were lucky enough to 
find something for your ready -made 
son to sleep in -that is, if the express 
company didn't deliver his crib today, 
as they promised." 

Joel's face fell, "Golly, Marianne, 
they didn't! What do we do now ?" 

We had to scramble that night to 
put together a temporary bed for Davy. 
It was like that, our homecoming, and 
all of the days that followed -full of 
things to do, full of laughter, full to 
the brim with happiness. There was the 
house to clean, Davey's room to be fixed 
up-and Christmas was barely three 
weeks away. A few days before Christ- 
mas Mother came from Middleton to 
spend the holidays with us, and I began 
to take advantage of her almost from 
the minute she arrived. 

"I can shop now!" I cried. "I haven't 
been able to get downtown except on 
Saturday, when Joel could stay with 
the baby." 

Mother laughed. "You'll have more 
shopping than you think, if you're go- 
ing to give to everyone who's giving 
to you. Take a look in that box I 
brought." 

It seemed that everyone I'd ever 
known in Middleton had sent presents. 
Some of the tags were labelled "To 
Marianne" and some "To Davy." 

We took turns doing the last minute 
shopping. I shopped that afternoon; the 
next day, the day before Christmas 
Eve, Mother went downtown. and I 
was alone in the house with Davy. 

I'll never forget how peaceful every- 
thing was, how snug and secure and 
complete. We were all ready for Christ- 
mas -the tree was trimmed, the gifts 
piled high beneath it: the smell of the 
cookies Mother and I had baked the 
night before mingled with the fra- 

granee of pine. It had begun to snow 
outside, and the flakes drifted lazily 
against the window. 

I was curled up in a corner of the 
couch, stuffing candy and knick- knacks 
into the stockings to be hung in the 
fireplace. Then I heard a sound, a step, 
on the porch, and I thrust Joel's stock- 
ing hastily under a cushion, thinking 
that he'd come home early. 

I swung the door open to a downward 
flurrying of white flakes, and I stood 
peering out trying to recognize the man 
who stood there. There was snow on 
his cap, in the creases of his leather 
jacket. Tiny flakes clung to his brows, 
made more ghostly the white face, the 
cavernous eyes. 

Dave. 
Something told me the name. I 

couldn't think. I couldn't feel. And yet 
-it wasn't Dave. Dave's face hadn't 
had bones which were only sharp 
frames for skin that was pulled into 
deep hollows between jaw and cheek- 
bone. And Dave's eyes had been a 
laughing young man's eyes, not two 
dull black smudges. 

"Hello, Marianne," he said. 
I couldn't answer. He reached out 

his hand, and without my will, my 
hand went to meet it. I turned and led 
him into the house. Or, rather, he led 
me -over to the couch, where I sat 
down gingerly, as if it, too, would give 
way beneath me. He was talking - 
saying casual, natural things in a voice 
that was like a phonograph record of a 
voice I'd once known. 

"Nice place you've got here," he was 
saying. It's swell, being in a house 
again ..." 

HE sat down beside me, a little apart 
and facing me, and his eyes never 

left my face. "Take it easy," he warned. 
"I know it's a bump. for you, but I 
figured any way I got in touch with you 
would be-so I just came myself. I had 
a time finding you. I tried to get in 
touch with Lenny when I got out of the 
hospital, but he was on a job, and I 
couldn't reach him. Then I went straight 
to Middleton, and found your house 
closed, and people told me you were 
living in Chicago, and that your 
mother'd gone to visit you. No one 
seemed to know the address, so I went 
to the railroad station, and they found 
it for me through the express company 
-said some stuff of yours had been 
sent here in care of people named 
Shelton." He chuckled -and it was a 
rattling sound, like pebbles falling. "I 
gave Middleton a wallop," he said. "Ed 
Henshaw started to bawl when I 
climbed in his cab, and old Mrs. Bixby 
fainted. I guess they thought I was a 
ghost -" 

I hardly heard. I was staring at him, 
trying to get my mind working, trying 
to fit the person of this gaunt, haggard 
stranger to a beloved memory. 

"I guess I look pretty awful," he 
admitted. "And I'm still a little shaky 
on my pins. Marianne -" he leaned 
forward suddenly, the smudged eyes 
intent, his voice pleading. "Marianne, 
don't you recognize me? I'm Dave - 
don't you remember ?" 

Dave, back from the dead! What can 
Marianne do now -what is the right 
path for her to take? Read the exciting 
concluding instalment of "This Is My 
Secret" in March RADIO MIRROR, out 
February 9th. 

Keep the cost of living down -don't profiteer 



Kiss Me Never 
Continued from page 44 

was the headlights of the bus coming 
toward me, the bus that led to the out- 
skirts of town, the one Lanny and I 
used to take to go to the Shelter. I 
waved it to a stop and clambered in. 
The driver looked at me curiously. 
"Bad night to be out, Miss. Looks like 
we're in for a blizzard." 

I didn't answer. I huddled in a 
back seat, alternately shivering and 
then burning as with a fever. I'd go 
to the Shelter, where I could be alone, 
where I could beat back at this horrible 
thing that was beating at me. What 
if it was cold? What if there were a 
blizzard? What if I died? I'd welcome 
death -anything to get away from this. 

The driver let me off at the last stop 
and looked after me worriedly. What 
did it matter? What did anything mat- 
ter? The wind was rising, and I had 
to fight against it as I began my climb. 
The path, even with the snow and dark- 
ness was the familiar, well -loved one 
at the end of which I'd so often found 
peace and solace from the thing I hadn't 
wanted to face, and the tiny warning 
pricks of truth that I knew now I'd 
never before had the courage to un- 
derstand. 

AT last, breathless and shaken, I 
reached the top. I stumbled toward 

the broken -down shack. Snow lay deep 
on the roof, and the flakes were com- 
ing faster now, blinding me, obliterat- 
ing the world. Obliteration -that was 
what I wanted. 

As I reached the door, half open on 
its broken hinge, the wind tore at me 
and I fell against it, exhausted, and 
I knew only the wetness of the snow 
on my face. . . 

It couldn't have been long, although 
it seemed like years later, that strong 
arms were lifting me up, and a familiar 
voice was saying. "Molly! Molly, my 
darling. . . 

And then Lanny was carrying me 
into the dark, musty, cold interior. He 
put me on the floor and then forced 
something hot and burning down my 
throat. 

"How-how'd you find me? Why did 
you come ?" My voice seemed to come 
from very far away. 

"I went back to your house. I couldn't 
stand it, leaving you as I had. Your 
mother was frantic, said she'd heard 
you rush out. Some instinct, I guess, 
made me come here to look for you. 
I got a taxi to drive me to the foot of 
the mountain and told the driver if 
I wasn't back in an hour to give the 
alarm and start a searching party. 
There's going to be a blizzard." 

"I know," I murmured. Everything 
was hazy and sleepy and dim. "The 
bus driver said so-but I didn't care. 
I didn't care about anything. I wanted 
to die...." 

His voice came out of the darkness, 
and what was in it brought things into 
focus again, made them real and sharp. 
He said, "And if you had, it would have 
been my fault." 

"No! What you said was true, Lanny. 
That I couldn't ever be your wife. And 
that's why I wanted to die. ." 

I felt him fumbling in the dark. He 
found the old lantern that hung by the 
door and lit it. "You're not going to 
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We'd had dinner together -remember, dear? But I wasn't hungry. 

You were going away; that's all I could think of. 

Then your hand brushed against mine. "Such a soft little hand," 
you whispered. And then you told me you loved me. Would 

you have told me, then, dear, if my hand had felt 

rough? I'd always used Jergens Lotion; I have ever since. 

A girl's hand -skin so easily loses its natural softeners. 

While I love you -and that, dear, is always -I'll take care of 

my hands with Jergens Lotion. 

You have almost professional hand care with Jergens. 
Very "special ". Two of its ingredients have suds a 

way of coaxing coarse skin to desirable softness that 
many doctors prescribe them. No stickiness. College 

up.t', -datr -use .Jergens Lotion almost to 1. 

BE A SAVER, NOT A BUYER 
SEE THAT PRICES GO NO HIGHER JERGENS LOTION FOR SOFT, ADORABLE HANDS 
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"It u as one of those golden, delirious rnonrrnts . 

impulsively his hands sought mine ... und together 
we welcomed the first tender touch of romance." 

Give Your Hands 
More Romance -Appeal 
Your hands need the new, quick benefits 
of Campana Cream Bahn to help keep 
them soft, adorable, and tempting to 
romance. 

Lusciously creamy. Instantly soothing. 
Delightfully softening. Completely free of 
after -use stickiness. This new lotion with 
Lanolin is an up- to- the-minute creation of 
the famous Campana Laboratories. 

And -it contains LANOLIN 
Scientists know Lanolin as the substance 
most nearly duplicating the functions of 
the natural oils of the skin. You will know 
Lanolin for the part it plays in Campana 
Cream Bahn, helping you to avoid rough, 
dry skin no matter how busy your hands, 
or how unkind the weather. 

Campana 
Cream Balm 
You can distinguish the new Campana Cream Balm 
by its pure white color, nd distinctive yellow and 
white carton. Sold by drug, department, and dime 

stores in lOe. 25c. 50c and $1.00 bottles. 
Campons Laboratories dso protium the Original 
CAMPA NA BALM in the green and white package. 

die, Molly. I won't let you! But no- 
body can get down the hill now, either, 
without help -the snow's blinding. 
We'll have to wait till they come for 
us. But we're not going to die, while 
we're waiting. Here -take off your 
coat." 

He had unbuttoned his heavy over- 
coat and as I slipped shiveringly out 
of mine, he put his around me so that 
we were both in it, close together. 
Then he put mine over my shoulders, 
pulling it around as far as it would 
go. We were wrapped together, tight- 
ly, inextricably. I could feel the 
warmth of his body slowly penetrate 
mine. 

"Now," he said. "We'll wait. It 
won't be long, darling." It was 
strange there, so near to him, feeling 
the beat of his heart. Strange, even 
frightening. But the warmth . . . I 
pressed even closer. 

"You see," he went on as one would 
to a child, "there's nothing to be afraid 
of. Not the cold or the dark or any- 
thing else, as long as we're together." 
We were quiet for a long time. Then, 
gently, as he felt my body relax, he 
put his head down against mine and 
said, "I guess I went sort of crazy to- 
night when I said those things to you. 
It was like I'd been driven beyond con- 
trol. But darling, try to trust me -try 
to tell me-why are you afraid ?" 

IT WAS as if the silence and the cold 
had made time stop. As if, suddenly, 

I were far in the past of my own life, 
remembering things I hadn't known be- 
fore. As if from the deep well of 
time, fragments of words, of voices, of 
dim memories floated to the surface. 
Time had no meaning any more. I 
don't know how long it was before I 
answered, how long I spent trying to 
sort over those fragments until they 
made a whole. 

I don't know," I said dimly. "But 
I remember something. It was when 
I was young -only until now I didn't 
know I remembered it. I was asleep, 
in a white bed in a room with blue 
wallpaper. Mother and Father were 
in the next room -their bedroom. 
Suddenly I heard 
loud voices. That's 
what woke me. 
Father was shout- 
ing and I heard 
my mother crying. 
Then he rushed 
out of the room 
-and out of the 
house. And my 
mother -" it was 
coming clearer 
now. I could see 
her swollen eyes, 
her bitter mouth - 
"my mother kept 
crying and saying 
she hated him. 
She wasn't really 
talking to me but 
sort of to herself. 
And she kept on 
with that awful 
crying. I was ter- 
rified." 

Lanny was very 
still, as if afraid 
to move, afraid to 
break the chain 
of words. "And 
then ?" he prompt- 
ed gently. "Then 
what ?" 

"Then," I went 
on, "my father 
drank a lot. Till 

finally he caught pneumonia and died. 
And I remember my mother saying it 
was a judgment on him, but I didn't 
know what that meant. We moved 
from that house, and I was glad because 
ever since the night I'd been awakened, 
the bedroom where they'd been had 
scared me. It was as if something awful 
and unspeakable had happened there.. 
Every time I went in there it scared 
me." 

Things were coming now, faster and 
faster, rushing out, clearer than they'd 
ever been before. "I never thought 
about it but now I think my mother 
never loved him. She never speaks of 
him as I speak of you. It's as if she'd 
hated him and his memory all these 
years. She was always sort of quiet 
and reserved and shy, and what little 
I remember of Father, he was a big, 
hearty, laughing man." 

"No, she never loved him," Lanny 
said somberly. "And I guess, in the 
end, she drove him to drink. She never 
understood. And she planted that 
poison in you -that fear of men and 
of love and of all things natural." 

"She used to warn me when I started 
growing up that I must never let a boy 
get close to me, or be alone in the 
same room with me. She said boys 
were just like men. I guess -she was 
only trying to protect me -" 

"Darling, don't you understand now? 
Your mother was sick. There are peo- 
ple like that, through ignorance, or 
fear. And she made you sick, too. But 
you're not sick any more. Look, sweet- 
heart -for a long time now, here in 
the dark, we've been as close physically 
as two people could be- because we've 
had to. We've drawn warmth and life 
itself from each other's body. There's 
nothing wrong or frightening in that, 
is there? Well. love is like that. Love 
has to be physical, too, to be real and 
whole. It must have warmth and life 
-that's natural and right. . " 

I was sobbing against him, knowing 
release, knowing safety, knowing real 
peace for the first time in my life. 
And, later when they came to get us, 
when they found us huddled there in 

the dark little 
shack, I was 
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asleep in Lanny's 
arms. 

I am to be mar- 
ried today. In a 
few minutes now 
I'll put on my 
dress and my long 
white veil and go 
into the living 
room where Lan- 
ny is waiting. It 
would be lying to 
say I am no longer 
afraid. Such fears 
do not die so 
quickly when they 
have lain fallow 
so long. But I am 
not afraid in the 
old way. For now 
I know the truth 
about myself, 
about girls like 
me. And with the 
truth, with Lan - 
ny's love and 
patience and 
Godgiven under- 
standing, I have 
the courage to 
hope that I shall 
be set free and 
I'm going to be 
the best wife that 
any man could 
ask for. 



K I T T Y K A L L E N 

KITTY KALLEN, charming am.I talented 
songstress with Jimmy Dorsey and his 

orchestra, owes her success to the fact that 
the right people were listening to the right 
program at the right time! 

Her first lucky break came when she 
was singing on the Children's Hour over 
a Philadelphia station, at the age of twelve. 
An executive of a food products company 
happened to hear her program at a time 
when he was searching for a young and 
talented singer to be featured on his coin- 
pany's commercial, and started Kitty on a 
career as featured songstress. 

Jan Savitt, then a musical director for 
Station WCAU, Philadelphia, happened to 
hear Kitty sing on this series, and offered 
her a place with his band. 

The next break came about when a 
representative of the Black Hawk Cafe, in 
Philadelphia, chanced to hear Kitty sing- 
ing, and invited her to try out for the new 
floor show. Kitty made good, and opened 
the way for the next step in her career. 

Jack Teagarden, who was about to start 
an engagement with his band at the Black 
Hawk, heard Kitty sing on a broancast 
from the cafe, and immediately suggested 
that she join his orc.estra in the featu, ed 
singing spot- another step forward in ..er 
career. 

Her biggest break of all occurred while 
she was singing at Los Angeles. One night, 
Jimmy Dorsey, was riding in his car with 
Bill Burton, his manager. "Let's hear 
some music," said Jimmy, and Burton 
turned on the car's radio. On came Kitty's 
voice. Jimmy, who was seeking a talented 
songstress to replace the departing Helen 
O'Connell, was instantly impressed, and 
asked Burton to contact her. 

The next morning Kitty made a record- 
ing in a record shop, and Bill played it 
later in the day for Dorsey, and that's 
how Kitty became a regular member of 
Jimmy Dorsey's band. 

Kitty leans to Duke Ellington's music, 
besides Jimmy Dorsey's.... Doesn't parti- 
cularly like hats . loves to go roher- 
skating ... enjoys lemon meringue pie as 
mother used to make . . . her favorite 
shade is blue . . . hates men who play 
pinochle or who generally gamble . . 

thinks John Steinbeck is the greatest liv- 
ing author. 
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It's Easy to "Do" 
Your Sheets and Pillowcases 

the LINIT Way 

2/D 
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EM 

RINSE EM 

SOAK from 10 to 15 minutes in 
warm, sudsy water. Wash in plenty of 
hot water. (Never use the some water 
to wash another lot.) 

STARCH with a light LINIT solution 
(1 part LINIT to 5 parts water) added 
to final rinse. This penetrates and pro- 
tects fine fabrics, restores their "finish." 

ZIP 

AND 

rL 
RINSE in at least three waters; first, 
hot; second, lukewarm; third, cool. 
Thorough rinsing is very important 
for utter cleanliness. 

DRY AND IRON EM 

á1Lr 

HANG sheets double, hems together. 
Hung pillowcases, wrongside out, by 
closed end. Dampen before ironing. 
Iron with light iron at correct heat. 

HAVE A HEAVENLY REST. Smooth, snow -white sheets and pillow- 
cases, lightly starched with LINIT invite you to sleep -to rest and 
relax from wartime work and worry. LINIT penetrates and protects 
fine percales and muslins -LINIT- starched washables stay clean 
and crisp longer. © Corn Products Soler Co. 

'ro in soi 
This is one of the letters received by 

the daily serial, Bachelor's Children. 
heard over CBS, at 10:45 A.M., 
KWT, in response to the query 
"What We Are Fighting For -What 
America Means To Me." The pro- 
gram offered a $25.00 War Bond for 
letters used. Radio Mirror has chosen 
this letter (writ ten by a soldier father 
to the son he has never seen) for its 
inspiring message. 

8 September 1943 
French North Africa 

WELCOME DEAR SON: 

You have already been a member of 
this mad world for two weeks, but due 
to conditions being what they are, my 
fatherly greetings have been unavoidably 
detained. Only a short time ago did I 
learn of your arrival, and since then 
practically all else has been excluded 
from my thoughts. This, despite the 
fact that I've looked forward to your 
debut all these long months since I sailed 
to an unknown destination. 

Well dear Ronnie, even though you 
came into existence when things looke i 

pretty dismal for the peoples of the worla, 
you still have good reason to look forward 
to a wonderful and full lifetime. For one 
thing, my son, you are the living symbol 
of the mutual love of two persons who 
would do anything possible to assist you. 
In addition, you have families who also 
will love and help you almost as much 
as your Mother and myself. Next, my 
little one, is another wonderful reason 
to expect a wonderful future. You are 
being protected by the greatest and 
mightiest nation the world has ever seen. 
The same one I am proud to be serving 
even though that service is denying me 
the great pleasure of seeing you at the 
moment. 

On the other hand there is great 
pleasure in not seeing you just now. Lest 
that sound sort of incongruous let me 
explain further. Over here I've seen the 
misery and uncertainty of life in a war 
zone and now I can thank God that you 
are safely back in America, sleeping 
peacefully ,in your cradle under the ever 
watchful gaze of your dear Mother. 

It is for the express purpose of giving 
the likes of you in other nations the same 
safety and security that myself and mil- 
lions of other Americans have left our 
loved ones and travelled into strange 
lands. When that situation has been 
attended to, then dear son, shall we all 
return to our homeland. Until then, 
little one, your main function will be 
to give heart and courage to your dear 
Mother and try to make her happier than 
I know she has been for a goodly number 
of months. I'm sure that in your own 
little way, you'll be equal to that task 
until such time as I'm enabled to join 
the two of you and start all over again 
living in the best American traditions. 

Of course, dear Ronnie, I realize that 
at your tender age this letter means even 
less than nothing, but it, too, is serving 
its purpose in that it is acting as an out- 
let for all the thoughts that are piling 
up in the head of 

Your ever loving, 
'DAD 



Brave Girl 
Continued from page 37 

first down town but later when we 
could no longer stand the curious 
fiances of people we met on the street, 
in this little grassy hollow out of sight 
of the road near the bridge. I always 
took the Provost bus and got off here; 
Hal would take the next bus or the one 
before, or drive out if he could borrow 
Joe Gaines' car. 

Slowly, bit by bit, I saw Hal discard 
his suspicion, his armor of defensive 
anger. He learned to laugh with me, 
to tell me his thoughts, to believe that 
I cared for him, and finally, one night, 
he found the words I had wanted to 
hear: "I love you." 

Now we were to be married. He 
would still enlist, because he wanted to 
and because I knew it was right that 
he should, but when he went into the 
Army it would be proudly, gaily, sure 
of my love and faith -sure, too, that 
when he returned I would be waiting. 

J E HAD laid our plans very care- 
fully. Dad and Mom thought I was 

spending two days with Polly Norman, 
a school friend who lived on a farm 
reached by the Provost bus. All I'd 
had to do was get off the bus here in- 
stead of farther on. I hated lying to 
them, but lying was better than the 
stormy scenes the truth would have 
created. There would be enough of 
them later, when we came back and an- 
nounced that we were married. 

I looked at my wrist -watch. It was 
eleven o'clock already, and Keene, in 
the next state, where we could get a 
license and be married, was a hundred 
miles away. Then I heard a car stop, 
and I knew it was Hal. I jumped to 
my feet and ran up the little slope be- ' tween me and the road, into his arms. 

"Gosh, I thought I'd never get here," 
he said, holding me so his lips were 
against my cheek. "The darn car 
wouldn't start, and I had to tinker with 
it, and I thought of you waiting and 
maybe getting mad and leaving -" 

I held him closer. "I'd never do that," 
I said. "You ought to know." 

Without answering, he kissed me 
again -a long, tumultuous kiss, one per- 

fumed with the spring and the sunlight 
and the sense of adventure -and then 
he held open the door of the car. 

It wasn't much of a car; it rattled, 
and coughed on hills, and had a leaky 
radiator so we had to stop every few 
miles to get water; but we didn't care. 
The wind was on our faces, and the sun 
was shining. We were in love, and 
soon we'd be married. 

It was nearly three in the afternoon 
when we got to Keene. We didn't know 
whether or not we both had to apply 
at the courthouse for a license, but 
just on the chance that one of us was 
enough, Hal went in alone. and came 
out looking scared but clutching the 
precious sheet of paper in his hand. 

"Now where ?" he asked nervously. 
"I'd like it to be a minister," I said. 

"Couldn't we drive around until we 
find a nice -looking church, and see if 
its minister will marry us ?" 

It was a little white church, set in 
a square of green lawn with bright 
flowers, that we finally decided on. Its 
minister, the Reverend Whitney Raye, 
lived in a bungalow next door. He was 
a keen -eyed old man with white hair 
and a gentle smile, and I liked him the 
minute I saw him. But he seemed in 
no hurry to perform the ceremony. 

"Come into my study first," he said, 
"and let's get acquainted and have a 
glass of iced tea." As we went past 
him, I saw him glance at my silk dress, 
then at Hal's suit, the same too -small 
one he had worn for the dance. He 
looked hot and uncomfortable in it. 

"Now," Mr. Raye said when we were 
all in his study, "suppose that you 
let me take a look at your license so I 
can get the names straight ... Miss Col- 
lins and Mr. Rayburn -Judith and 
Harold, yes. And you're from Fairoaks. 
You won't mind telling me why you de- 
cided to come here to get married ?" 

Hal gave me an agonized look, and 
said, "We didn't want -that is, we did 
want -to keep everything a secret un- 
til it was all over!" 

Poor Hal! He shouldn't have said 
that, and we both knew it, but some- 
how it was hard to lie to this friendly 

ade SaPiff, 
WANTS YOUR WASTE PAPER 

ONCE 
we get our fighting men overseas, it 

fakes 81 tons of supplies per month per 
man to keep them there -and a large per- 
centage of those supplies requires paper for 
containers. 

Is it any wonder then, that Uncle Sam is 

asking you to help in salvaging waste paper? 
There isn't a scrap of paper in your home, 

even the small pieces you crumple up and 
put into the fireplace or throw into the waste- 
basket, that can't be used to help our fighting 
men, for waste paper is essential in the manu- 
facture of new paper, and our mills are facing 
shut -downs because of the shortage. 

It's up to you. There's a local salvage com- 
mittee in your town, organized to collect the 
scrap paper, but it's up to you to save it, have 
it ready. All kinds of waste paper are wanted - 
wrapping paper, brown bogs, magazines, news- 
papers, and the scraps from your wastebasket. 

Newspapers and wrapping paper should be 
neatly folded, magazines and brown bags flat- 
tened and bundled, boxes taken apart and flat- 
tened. Then, when your donation is ready, call 
and sell it to a junk dealer, donate it to a 
charitable organization, or see your newspaper 
for the date of the local salvage committee 
collection. But begin now, and keep at it! 
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FOR YOUR 
CHILD'S SAKE - 
Remember These Vital 
Facts About Laxatives! 

Lareffro 'vs 
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Forcing a child 

bad-tasting 
-tas a harsh, 

bad- tasting lase- 
tive is such need- 
less, old -fashioned punishment! A 
medicine that's too strong will often 
leave a child feeling worse than before! 

agilospn? 
voAYi/d- 

A laxative that's 
too mild to give 
proper relief is 
just as unsatis- 
factory as none 

at all. A good laxative should work 
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle! 

EX 1y4X 
isñie APPY/y%410./ 

" 
Treat the Children to the 

"HAPPY MEDIUM "LAXATIVE 
Ex -Lax gives a thorough action. But 
Ex -Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and 
effectively at the same time. And remem- 
ber, Ex -Lax tastes good - just like fine 
chocolate! It's America's favorite laxa- 
tive, as good for grown -ups as it is for 
children. lOc and 25c at all drug stores. 

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE 
WHEN YOU HAVE A COLD - 

Don't dose yonreelf with har.h, upsetting purgative.. Take 
Ea -La:! lt'. thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle. 

As a precaution use only as directed 

EX-LAX Th. rril;inal 
' Lacative 
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CAT'S PAW , 

STOP SLIPPING \/ 

old man. We were relieved when he 
nodded understandingly. 

"Yes, there are times, I know . 

he said. e`I see that you're nineteen, 
Judith, and Harold is twenty- one." 

"Y -yes, sir." 
Smiling gently, he said, "Now, you 

know, I don't believe you've quite told 
the truth there." 

There was a thunderous silence. I 
tried to say something, but I couldn't. 

Mr. Raye folded the license and laid 
it on his knee. "I'm sorry," he said. "I 
suppose you think I'm an interfering 
old busybody. But really it didn't re- 
quire much penetration to guess that 
one of you. or both, was under age. 
I've seen so many young people about 
to be married -and when they're ner- 
vous, and a little guilty -looking, there's 
always a reason, and usually it's the 
same one. Now, why don't your par- 
ents want you to be married ?" 

"Because- because they don't like 
Hal," I burst out. "They're just like 
everyone else in town -they think he's 
lazy and won't ever amount to any- 
thing. But they're all wrong, and I 
know it, and I'm going to marry him 
anyway. If you won't marry us, we'll 
find someone who will!" 

Hal stood up, putting his glass of iced 
tea on the minister's desk. His face, 
usually so brown, was white. "You 
don't have to tell him all this, Judy," 
he said. "Let's get out of here." 

"I didn't say I wouldn't marry you," 
the minister's mild voice cut in. I will, 
if you want me to, but I hope you won't. 
Why not wait until you're of age ?" 

"Because I'm going to enlist in the 
Army in a few days -" Hal began, and. 
I finished, " -and we both want to be 
married before he goes!" 

"I see," Mr. Raye said. "And have 
you thought of what it will be like 
after he's gone, Judith? You'll be alone 
there in Fairoaks, with your parents 
still hurt, no doubt, because you mar- 
ried against their wishes. You won't 
see much of your friends, because nat- 
urally most of them aren't married, 
and you will be. Aren't you afraid 
you'll be unhappy? And if you're un- 
happy, don't you know that Harold will 
be too, wherever he is ?" 

"I don't care," I said stubbornly. "I'd 
like it better, of course, if Hal were go- 
ing to stay, but I wouldn't ask him not 
to enlist. Maybe I can go to live near 

whatever camp they send him, and get 
a job-" But I felt as if I were arguing, 
not with the minister, but with myself -as if I were running desperately to 
catch an illusion that had slipped from 
my grasp. Mr. Raye's calm voice, his 
questions, had wiped the bloom of ro- 
mance from our elopement, making it 
seem foolish, childish. I turned to Hal 
for support -and at sight of him I 
went sick with cold despair. 

He had deserted me. The feverish 
excitement of our ride to Keene, the 
gruff anger with which he'd just now 
confronted Mr. Raye -they were both 
gone. His shoulders sagged, and his 
hands hung limply at his sides. 

"He's right, Judy," he said. "I've 
known it all along, but I didn't want 
to admit it. The worst thing I could 
do to you is to marry you." 

"No, Hal!" I cried. "You mustn't pay 
any attention to what he says. It isn't 
true -and even if it were, I'd still want 
to marry you -" 
IWAS clinging to him, sobbing against 

his breast. But he took my two hands 
and held them in one of his, and with 
his other arm around me he said to 
Mr. Raye, "You see, sir, nobody around 
Fairoaks thinks much of me, and they're 
probably right. My only chance is to 
get into the Army, and make something 
of myself. I kidded myself into think- 
ing it would work out if Judy and I 
were married, but I guess -" His voice 
broke, and he hurried me out to the 
street, into the car. 

For miles we drove without speak- 
ing, Hal stiff and straight behind the 
wheel, I crumpled into the corner of 
the seat farthest away from him. It 
would have been easier, perhaps, if I 
could have been angry. But I couldn't. 
I looked at his profile against the haze 
of moving fields and trees -at the curve 
of his forehead, the jutting boldness of 
his nose, the squareness of his chin - 
and I knew that I hadn't been fair to 
either of us. I was the one who had 
said "Let's get married" -just as I was 
the one who had insisted that he take 
me to the Senior Prom. I had been so 
defiant about our love that I'd tried to 
force him on my family and my friends. 
He deserved something better than 
that: he deserved a chance to prove 
that he was the Hal Rayburn I loved. 
not the one the town despised. 

l&&,#faAe4 /ø%?- 
UNCLE SAM has asked us -you and all the 

people known as the public -to reduce our 
use of wrapping paper and paper bogs just 
twenty -five percent a year. 

What does that mean -what good will it do? 
Here's the answer: the paper represented by 

that twenty -five percent saving will be enough 
to make 90,000,000 V -boxes for emergency 
rations for our combat units overseas, or enough 
paper to package enough blood plasma to 
take care of all the wounded men we are 
likely to have in this war! 

Of course we wont to do our part in this, 
all of us, and here's how we must go about it. 
Its simple enough -we must take our goods 
away from the stores, our groceries and house- 
hold supplies, and all the rest, unwrapped 
whenever possible and practicable, and we 
must use our own shopping containers when- 
ever we con- string or cloth shopping bags, 

t!I 

little canvas carts on wheels. Just by doing 
these two things, we can take a huge step 
forward toward the end of the war. 



I stretched out my hand and put it 
on his wrist. "Hal," I said softly. "Hal, 
dearest, I understand. I think, now, 
that it's better this way. So don't feel 
bad. I'll wait for you." 

He looked to see if I meant it, and then he drew the car over to the side of the road and stopped it, and while the sun went down over the horizon we sat, very quietly, with his arm around me and my head pillowed on his shoulder. Trouble never seems to come singly -one trouble seems to catch from an- other, as a forest fire spreads from tree to tree, from stand to stand of timber. It seemed hardly more than was to be expected then, that when Hal tried to start the car again nothing happened 
except a dismal whirring sound. 

His eyes met mine, and there was dismay in them; he didn't say anything. 
He just got out and lifted the hood of 
the car. But all Hal's tinkering with the engine didn't help matters and finally we had to walk four miles to 
Barton, the nearest town. There, after we'd had a hurried supper, Hal left me waiting in the lobby of the dingy little 
hotel while he and a mechanic drove 
out again. It was nearly ten before 
they returned, with the news that they'd 
had to tow the car in, and that it would 
be hours before it was fixed. 

"Oh," I said blankly. "What shall 
we do ?" 

Hal wouldn't meet my eyes. "We'll 
have to wait, that's all," he said. "I- 
I'm awfully sorry, Judy. Everything -" 

I knew that he was blaming himself, 
and that helped me to laugh a little and 
say comfortingly, "It could be worse. 
It isn't so bad, really, Hal. I'm sup- 
posed to be at Polly's anyway, so it 
doesn't matter if I don't get home un- 
til tomorrow. Let's ask for two of the 
cheapest rooms they have in the hotel 
and get some sleep." 

It didn't occur to either of us, in our 
4 innocence, not to use our own names 

when we registered at the desk. 
In the long gloomy hall, outside the 

door of my room, Hal kissed me, and 
I put my hands on each side of his 
face, holding it and feeling the tiny 
stubble on his cheeks. I didn't want 
to let him go. I wanted to draw him 
into the room after me, to feel him near 
me all through the darkness of the 
night, and I knew one word would be 
enough to make him forget conscience, 
resolves, everything but love. For this 
was to have been our honeymoon night. 
But all I said was, "Good night, dear," 
and I slipped inside and listened to his 
steps going away down the hall. 

THE noonday sun was bright again 
when Hal stopped the car at our old 

meeting -place near the bridge. "This 
is it," he said. "Unless -I wish you'd 
let me take you into town." 

"No. I'd better go on the bus." 
"I suppose so." He let his eyes travel 

over me, from the crown of my hair to 
my feet propped against the floorboard. 
as if he wanted to print the way I 
looked on his mind. "I'm going to en- 
list today," he said, "and I don't think 
we'll see each other again." 

The hard lump in my throat wouldn't 
go away, and tears were hot in my 
eyes, but I nodded. "Yes, I know. I'll 
wait for you, Hal." 

With a crooked little smile, he said, 
"It's funny. If I hadn't fallen in love 
with you, I wouldn't have cared whe- 
ther I enlisted or not. And now, just 
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pr «rcess Pat 
Suppose you found, as did Cleopatra, you 

were less beautiful than you could be . . . 
And then discovered, as she did, a new way 
to loveliness. Wouldn't you act -and quick- 
ly? Of course --and here is the secret: A 

make -up miracle awaits 
you in the new duo -tone 
rouge, male by Princess Pat. 
Here's what happens: As 
you apply this new kind of 
rouge, a translucent under- 
tone blends with your skin 
tone- then!eoftly, the love- 
ly overtone of natural -look- 
ing color develops- -seems 
to glow as if it came from 
within the skin. The deli- 
cate tint that blooms in 
your cheeks looks so real, 
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you use rouge at all! 
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because I do want to enlist, I've got to 
leave you. I'd rather stay, and get a 
job, and give folks a chance to get used 
to the idea that we're going to be mar- 
ried. But it wouldn't work out that 
way. I've got too much to live down. 

"Yes, I know," I said once more. Sud- 
denly, and for the last time, we were in 
each other's arms, he was kissing my 
eyes, my lips, my forehead, my lips 
again. Then he almost pushed me out 
of the car, and drove away, without 
looking back. 

But as the car vanished, and there 
was nothing but the black road and the 
green fields, I seemed to waken from 
a dream. Loneliness and the agony of 
doubt came crushing down on me. We'd 
had happiness almost within our grasp -and we'd let an old man persuade us 
to give it up! The careful wisdom of 
age -what did it mean when you were 
young? We shouldn't have listened, 
we should have found someone else - 

I ran up the hill, into the hollow 
where I'd waited for Hal, and flung my- 
self down on the grass, sobbing until 
my throat was dry and my eyes hot. 

At last I stood up and powdered my 
nose, and went back to the road to wait 
for the bus. When I got home, it was 
almost a shock to have Mom say plac- 
idly, "Did you have a good time out 
at Polly's, dear ?" How could she help 
seeing in my face all that had hap- 
pened? But I said quietly, "Yes, Mom," 
and went upstairs to change my clothes. 

NEWS in Fairoaks is like a wind. It 
sweeps across the little town, touch- 

ing everyone, and it is just as hard to 
control. I don't know -I am sure I'll 
never know -who it was that brought 
in the story that Hal and I had spent 
the night together in the drab hotel at 
Barton. Someone had seen us, or had 
noticed our names on the hotel register. 
And of course whoever it was had to 
tell someone else, and that someone 
else must tell two more, and soon - 

I wasn't in the house when Mrs. Hale, 
Dick's mother, told Mom. I had gone 
down to the library to return a book, 
and I came home to find Mom sitting 
in the living room, her face drawn and 
pale. She raised her head when I en- 
tered and said, "Judy! Come here." 

I walked slowly across the room. 
She's found out I wasn't with Polly 
Norman Wednesday night, I was think- 
ing. "Yes, Mom ?" I said. 

"Judy, Ethel Hale was just here to 
see me. She told me there's a story go- 
ing around town that you and that Ray- 
burn boy spent Wednesday night to- 
gether at a hotel in Barton. Is it true ?" 

"Yes," I said. "Only we weren't ex- 
actly together. We were in different 
rooms." 

Mom gave a cry and buried her face 
in her hands. "Oh, Judy," she said in 
a muffled voice, "how could you? How 
could you? It's all over town, Ethel 
says -and who's going to believe you 
when you say you were in separate 
rooms, and -Oh! That horrible boy!" 

She tore her hands away and stood 
up. I fell back, because anger and sor- 
row had changed her into someone I 
hardly knew -someone terrible, fright- 
ening. And yet, somehow, rather piti- 
ful too. 

"Mom, please!" I began. "No matter 
what they say, it isn't true -and if 
they're going to believe it -" 

Mom turned on me distractedly. 
"Don't say another word, Judith Col- 
lins! Go to your room and stay there 
until I've seen your father and had a 

chance to decide what's to be done." 
"But, Mom -" 
"Judith! Do as I tell you." 
The habit of years was too strong 

for me. Meekly, I obeyed, and sat in 
my room listening to Mom's high - 
pitched voice on the telephone as she 
called Dad. 

I wasn't afraid -at least, I didn't think 
I was, although my hands were tremb- 
ling a little. Mostly, I was determined 
to make them believe that Hal and I 
had done nothing wrong. They must 
believe! They knew I wouldn't lie - 
no, that was wrong. I had lied to them. 
But only because I'd known there 
would be a storm like this if I didn't! 

Dad came right home, and ten min- 
utes after he arrived they called me 
downstairs. It was horrible. Mom 
cried and Dad shouted, and called me 
an ungrateful little fool. 

"We should have told you from the 
first that you weren't to see that good - 
for-nothing Rayburn boy! I would 
have, too, but I thought you'd get over 
it. We've been too lenient with you 
always giving you your own way -" 

There was more, much more. I lis- 
tened, seeing everything lovely that 
had been between Hal and me made 
cheap and ugly. For, although they 
wouldn't admit it, they did not believe 
me -even my own father and mother 
didn't believe me -when I insisted that 
we had done nothing wrong. And no 
one in town would believe it, either. 
Hal's reputation, the way I had flaunted 
our love at public disapproval -these 
would keep people from believing. 

Words, tears, angry gestures -I felt 
as if I were being beaten. But I could 
endure everything until Dad declared: 

"I'm going to find out what Army 
camp that boy has gone to, and I'm go- 
ing to have him brought back here, and 
he's going to marry you!" 

INCREDULOUSLY, I said, "But, Dad 
-you don't like him! You never 

wanted me to marry him!" 
"Like him ?" Dad roared. "I wish 

I could beat him to a pulp! But that's 
beside the point now. He's set the 
whole town talking about you, and he's 
got to square things. He'll come back 
here and marry you if I have to have 
him arrested!" 

I wanted to laugh. Perhaps it was 
hysteria, but it really did seem funny. 
There had been nothing in the world 
we'd wanted so much as to be married, 
in a church, with my family and his 
mother standing beside us to show their 
approval. And now Dad spoke of mar- 
riage as if it were a punishment. 

A punishment -The laughter died in 
me. Because that was exactly what it 
would be, now. It would be a punish- 
ment that would last all our lives. If 
Hal were dragged back to Fairoaks 
from his Army camp, he would come 
to me in bitterness and anger. He would 
lose his chance to find self- respect, a 
place in life. I knew his fighting tem- 
per, his conviction that everyone was 
against him. I'd been able to help 
him, a little, but whatever good I had 
done would be destroyed if Dad car- 
ried out his threat. 

I put my hands behind me, and 
gripped the back of a chair, hard. 

"If you make Hal come back here," 
I said, "I'll refuse to marry him." 

Dad stopped his furious pacing. Mom 
sank into a chair with a little moan. 
And all at once I saw that they were 
unhappy and afraid, and that they 
knew as well as I there was nothing 
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they could do. Their anger had been 
false, an instinctive mask for the 
emptiness in their hearts. 

"I'm sorry," I said softly. "I've been 
awfully foolish, and I've hurt you both. 
But I didn't mean to. I was in love 
with Hal -as far as that goes, I still 
am-and being in love made me do 
things I suppose I shouldn't have done. 
If Hal comes home on leave after a 
while, and wants me to marry him, I 
will, but I won't let you bring him back 
in disgrace." 

I turned away, biting my lip to keep 
back the tears. After a moment, when 
neither Dad nor Mom answered, I ran 
from the room. 

I locked my own door and flung my- 
self across the bed, pressing my hot 
face against the coolness of the can - 
tilewick spread. Nothing, I vowed 
fiercely, would persuade me to let Dad 
send for Hal. Nothing, nothing. . . . 

If I had known what the future was 
to be, would I have been so determined? 
I'm afraid not, but mercifully I couldn't 
see, just then, the subtle torture in 
store for me. 

All my life, I had taken it for granted 
that I was the friend and equal of any- 
one in town. Girls like Margie Pendle- 
ton and Ruth McMichael, boys like 
Dick Hale and Tom Gibbs -they had 
been the ones I played with when I was 
little, the ones I dated and double - 
dated with when I was old enough to 
go to dances. Their fathers were law- 
yers and doctors and merchants, their 
mothers belonged to the Ladies' Guild 
and the Idle Hour Club; and they lived 
in neat, well -kept houses on the good 
residential streets of Fairoaks. When 
I met Hal, I had scorned all my old 
friends because they wouldn't accept 
him. But now they scorned me. 

OH, THEY didn't do anything as crude 
as snubbing me on the street. When 

I met any of them it was "Hello, Judy," 
and perhaps a smile or a wave of the 
hand. But they did the same for Willa 
Arnold, whose big family lived in a 
tumble -down house on the edge of 
town, and who had always been con- 
sidered "tough" in high school. And 
they left me, like Willa, completely out 
of their plans for dates and good times. 
I had stopped existing for them. 

I found a job, as secretary and typist 
in a lawyer's office. It filled my days, 
and I was grateful. At home, every- 
thing was changed too. Dad and Mom 
were quiet, and they never spoke of 
Hal, but I could feel the sadness in 
them. They noticed that the telephone 
never rang for me, that boys didn't 
come to call or take me out, that when 
there was a party given by one of my 
old friends I wasn't invited. 

And then, one terrible day, came the 
letter from Hal that said, "Judy, I don't 
want you to think I've got any claim on 
you. I've been thinking a lot since I 
got into this Army camp, and I see 
things clearer. It may be a long time 
before I'm home again and I haven't 
got any right to ask you to wait for 
me. There's no telling what either of 
us will be like by that time. Some- 
times I think back to the day we ran 
away together, and I get scared think- 
ing what would have happened if we'd 
gone to another minister. We'd have 
been married, and still we wouldn't 
have been married, like one of the 
fellows I've met here in camp. He and 
his girl were married just before he 
was drafted, and he's always worrying 
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over what she's doing, now he isn't 
around. I wouldn't worry over you, 
because I know you'd stick no matter 
how tough things got, but that's just 
it -I don't want things to be tough for 
you. It's hard for me to put it all down 
on paper, and I guess I don't do it very 
well, but here's what I mean -you've 
done plenty for me already. I don't 
want you to do any more." 

I poured out my heart in the letter 
I wrote to him then. I told hirh I'd 
never love anyone but him, and that 
I'd wait forever, if I had to. 

WHEN I slipped the envelope with his 
name on it into the mailbox I felt as 

if I were sending him my heart. Yet, 
somehow, I had a premonition that he 
would never answer, for nothing I'd 
written had really changed the situa- 
tion. I had said I would wait -yes, but 
he'd known that. I had said I would 
never love anyone else -yes, but he 
wouldn't believe me. He'd think, 
"She'll forget. Everyone forgets, in 
time. And it's better that she should." 

Summer -fall -winter, and another 
spring. He must be far away now, I 
knew, across many miles of sea. And 
I had been right. There was no answer 
to my last letter, no milestone to mark 
the days that went by in a procession 
of never -ending sameness. 

Once I went to see Hal's mother, in her little cottage down near the rail- road tracks -but only once. I couldn't 
go again, for we only fed each other's 
grief, and I couldn't help feeling that 
she didn't trust me. Probably she had 
heard the gossip and blamed me. 

Summer came, with its long, hot days. 
I was tired and listless, but I drove 
myself to work every morning until 
Mom insisted that I see a doctor, who 
listened to my heart, took my blood 
pressure, and finally advised me to take a rest some place where it was 
cool. Everybody was very nice. My employer said I could have two weeks, 
and more if I needed it, and Mom and 
Dad said I mustn't worry about money, 
and almost before I knew it I was in a pretty room at a summer hotel. 

Once all this would have meant ex- 
citement and glamour to me. Now it 
was only rest, and a chance to be away 
from Fairoaks. Still, the rest did me 
good, because I came back to Fair - 
oaks on a July day feeling new cour- 
age stirring in my heart, ready to face 
the loneliness and not mind -too much. 

The train drew into a station that 
was crowded with people and draped 
with red -white -and -blue bunting. I 
could hardly push my way through the 
closely -packed mob, and I couldn't im- 
agine what all the excitement was 
about. Finally I saw a familiar, 
friendly, face -old Mr. Johnson, the 
high school janitor. 

"What's happening ?" I asked him. 
"Why is everybody down here ?" 

His wrinkled old lips were stretched 
in a tremendous smile, his eyes were 
shining. "Don't you know ?" he de- 
manded. "It's Hal Rayburn, comin' in 
on the Chicago train. He's a hero, 
young lady! They say he shot down 
a dozen o' them Jap Zeros!" 

The happiness that came to me was 
almost a shock. It made me want to 
dance, to sing, to cry out in front of 

everyone, "Now you see! Now you 
know he's wonderful and fine!" 

The train came in at last, and a cheer 
went up. I couldn't see-I was too far 
back and people were packed solidly 
between me and the train. Hardly 
knowing what I did, I climbed up on a 
baggage truck. 

Then I saw him. Smiling, waving, 
his face bronzed, he stood on the car 
steps for an instant before the people 
surged forward and pulled him down 
and swallowed him up like a wave. 
They carried him away with them, 
across the platform and into a car. 

The joyous excitement ebbed out of 
me. He was a hero now, I thought, 
and all the people who had sneered at 
him would order his time, and want 
to talk to him, and keep him busy run- - 
ning from one place to another. They 
would try to prevent him from seeing me-not because they were cruel, but 
simply because they wouldn't think. 
And perhaps . . . perhaps he wouldn't 
want to see me, himself. 

I picked up my suitcase and started 
to walk through the station. Before 
I saw him, I'd bumped into Dad. 
"Thought I'd meet you and give you a 
lift home," he explained gruffly. "Didn't 
know I was going to run into a wel- 
coming committee." 

He took the suitcase from me, and in 
a strained silence we walked along the 
warm, late- afternoon street toward 
home. Finally Dad sputtered: 

"I know what you're thinking, baby, 
and you're right. Darn it, I guess I 
can admit it when I've been wrong. 
He's a fine young fellow, and all he 
needed was a chance to prove it." 

I put my arm through his, to show 
him my gratitude. But I didn't say 
anything because I was afraid if I did 
I'd start to cry. 

We were home, and I'd unpacked my 
suitcase and said yes, I'd had a fine time 
and felt much better. Mom proudly 
exhibited a steak and a strawberry 
shortcake she had ready for dinner. 
Everything was just as it had been 
before I left. Everything -except that 
whenever I heard a step on the side- 
walk I grew tense, unable to hear any- 
thing else until it had gone by. 

The summer dusk came down, and I 
sat in the old porch swing -and sud- 
denly he was there. He was coming up 
the walk toward me, hurrying, crying, 
"Judy! Judy!" At last I knew the 
blessed comfort of his arms around me. 

"I came as soon as I could," he whis- 
pered. "I didn't know -I couldn't be 
sure -if you still cared . . . And you 
weren't at the train." 

"Yes, I was," I told him, "only you 
didn't see me." 

"Everybody in town was there, I 
guess," he said with shy pride. "Cheer- 
ing and waving. And I wanted to tell 
them that there was only one person 
they ought to cheer for -you, Judy." 

My arms tightened around him, and 
I thought gratefully that he would 
never know just how true that was. 
This was my reward for the long 
months of being an outcast, my reward 
for forcing Dad to give up his threat 
of bringing Hal back from camp to 
marry me. This day when the town 
admired him, and this moment of being 
in his arms -more than reward enough! 
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Take Me Back 
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was. He sparkled -that was it, and 
the sparkle was made up of enthusiasm 
and curiosity and a reckless, untamed 
spirit. Whatever he did, he'd always 
done with all his heart and soul, whe- 
ther it was playing center on the bas- 
ketball team or writing a theme, or-or 
kissing me after a dance. Yes, I remem- 
bered those kisses, too: boy and girl 
kisses, quite meaningless, but sweet. 

Well -I got up and went to change 
my dress -all that was years ago, ten 
or eleven at least, and since then Don 
had left town and been a reporter on a 
big city paper and enlisted in the 
Army and served overseas. 

IWALKED into the comfortable, 
shabby living room of Joe and 

Marion's house and saw a man who 
wore his brown uniform as if it were 
a little different, a little jauntier, than 
any other uniform in the world; a man 
whose close -clipped black hair showed 
a few flecks of gray and whose deep - 
blue eyes were grave. Then he smiled, 
and I recognized the Don I'd known. 

"Lee!" he said in the quick, light 
voice I remembered. "Lee Gibson - 
Martin, I mean. It's so swell to see you 
again." 

It's swell to see you, too," I said, 
and it wasn't just a polite phrase. We 
had been such good friends in high 
school -never more than that, in spite 
of the kisses -and he brought back to 
me, in sunlit clarity, the blessed ease of 
those days, their simplicity, their un- 
complicated certainty that all was well 
with the world. 

Still holding my hand, he said, "I 
knew it would do me good to come here 
and visit Marion and Joe. And it has, 
already." 

Excitedly, Marion said, "He was 
wounded, Lee, and I didn't even know." 

"It wasn't bad enough to write home 
about," Don said. "Anyway, I'm all 
over it now, and I've got two weeks' 
leave and if you don't mind I'd just as 
soon not be treated like a soldier. Joe, 
how about some more of that wine ?" 

"Sure thing." said Joe. beaming and 
hurrying into the kitchen. 

Don had asked us not to treat him 
like a soldier, and he made it easy to do 
as he said. There was very little talk 
of the war, that evening. Instead, we 
reminisced about school -days, and 
brought Don up to date on people he'd 
known, and laughed with the heady 
excitement of old friends finding each 
other again. He told us, with gestures, 
about amusing things that had hap- 
pened to him when he was a reporter, 
and Joe saw to it that our wine glasses 
were kept full, and about ten o'clock 
Marion went and brought a very sleepy 
Joe, Junior, out to say hello. All over 
the country, I suppose, there were 
parties like this one being held -just 
a few people who were fond of each 
other, gathering to talk and perhaps 
have a drink. Yet I would rather have 
been here, in Marion's living room, 
than at a state ball in Washington. Con- 
tentment crept into my heart, and I was 
no longer restless, but at peace. 

Regretfully, when I saw Joe smother 
a yawn, I said I must be going, and 
Don jumped to his feet. "I'll see you 
home," he said, in a matter -of -fact way 
that admitted no arguments, even if I 
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had felt like offering any. 
Outside, the streets were quiet, dim- 

ly lit, deserted. The trees laid a deli- 
cate tracery of bare branches against 
the high, arched sky. We walked a 
block in silence. Then Don said: 

"So you're married now, Lee. What's 
he like ?" 

"Oh," I said lightly, "he's tall, and 
red -haired, and big. And awfully 
good looking. I'm sorry he's out of 
town just now -I'd like to have you 
meet him." 

"Would you ?" We walked through a 
drift of dead leaves, and they rustled 
softly. "I'm not sure I'd like it. I 
might feel tempted to tell him what a 
lucky devil he was, and he probably 
knows it already." 

THIS is a flirtation, I thought -a 
game, a moment's amusement for a 

soldier on leave. I must play up to it, 
not let him know that it hurts a little. 

"It might do him good," I smiled, "if 
he thought you meant it." 

He laughed a little, his teeth white in 
the shadow. "Do you know," he asked, 
"you're just as beautiful as you ever 
were, Lee ?" 

The warm caress of his voice sent a 
thrill of happiness through me. It 
wasn't true; it was just a pretty speech; 
but it was a long time since anyone had 
said anything of the sort to me. 

I tried to find a light answer, but I 
could not. Even if he didn't mean it, 
it was too precious to me, just now, to 
spoil with mockery. For another few 
steps we went on, and then he stopped. 

"Lee," he said. "Lee" -like a prayer. 
His hand touched my arm, turning me 
to face him, and without orders from 
my mind, my body obeyed. This night, 
the sweet ghostlike fragrance of burn- 

ing leaves on the air, the silence, Don 
himself -all this was a dream, and in 
dreams we do what we must. 

His kiss was part of the dream, a 
wiping -out of time so that we were 
children again, two children entranced 
by the wonder of new emotions, new 
desires and sensations. Then he held 
me closer, and innocence fled, the dream 
was broken. We were not boy and girl, 
we were man and woman, and I was 
Red Martin's wife. 

With a shudder, a spasm of shame for 
us both, I tore myself away from him. 
I ran blindly, stumbling through leaves 
and over a curb into the street. He 
could not know that I was running from 
myself, not from him, and I heard him 
call, "Lee! Wait!" and then his foot- 
steps heavy and quick behind me. I 
crossed the street, dimly seeing a silver 
light pencil the trunk of the tree that 
was planted there near the curb, not 
realizing that it came from the head- 
lights of a car which had rounded the 
corner and was moving toward us. 

Following me, Don must have run 
directly into the car's path. Its tires 
screamed on the pavement. There was 
a thud, dull and not very loud, and. 
turning, I saw him flung aside, to lie 
in a crumpled heap at the curb. 

All through the dreadful, suspense - 
filled hours that followed, I tried in vain 
to avoid one ever -recurring thought: 
It was my fault. I wanted him to kiss 
me. I had led him into the way of the 
car that struck him down. Yes, it was 
my fault. 

"I can't understand how it hap- 
pened," Marion said while we waited at 
the hospital for the results of the pre- 
liminary examination. "Was the car 
going faster than it should have been, 
or what ?" 

"I -I was a step or two ahead of him," 
I faltered. "I don't believe the car was 
going very fast, no. But it -it's dark 
just there, awfully dark, and -" My 
voice trailed away lamely, and Marion 
had to be satisfied with that rather 
sketchy explanation. 

A long time later a nurse came to tell 
us that as far as they could ascertain 
now, Don was suffering only from shock 
and bruises, but that considering his 
recent recovery from having been 
wounded Dr. Ward, the chief of staff, 
would examine him in the morning. It 
was little comfort, only a bit better 
than the routine "doing as well as can 
be expected," and both Marion and I 
were depressed and worried when we 
went home. 

There was irony, next day, in the fact 
that my duties took me past the closed 
door of his room a dozen times -that I 
was an official part of the hospital staff 
and yet was barred from seeing him 
as completely as if I had been only 
Leila Martin, housewife. For he was 
"resting," they said; Dr. Ward's report 
had been encouraging, but for the pres- 
ent he was to see only Marion, and her 
for no more than a moment. 

IT WAS the second day that I carried 
a tray into his room and found him 

propped up in bed, circles under his 
eyes but a smile on his lips. 

"Hello," he said. "Marion told me 
you worked here -I've been hoping 
you'd come in." 

I tried to smile, but my lips shook. 
"I'd have been in sooner," I said, "only 
they wouldn't let me." With a little 
clatter, I set the tray down on the 
table straddling his bed. "I'm so ter- 
ribly sorry, Don. It was my fault -" 

He leaned his head back against the 
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pillows and laughed. "Because I kissed 
you and you ran? If you ask me, I 
got What I deserved. And I've spent 
so much time in a hospital bed lately, 
a few more days won't hurt me." 

It was nice of him, I thought, to treat 
the whole thing as a joke on himself - 
nice to pretend that he had been the 
only one at fault. 

"Are you feeling better now ?" I asked 
quickly. 

"Perfect, except for a few bruises. 
They'll let me out of here in another 
couple of days. Meanwhile, I'll enjoy 
staying -if you'll come in now and then 
and talk to me." 

"I'm -I'm pretty busy -" 
He reached out and put his hand on 

mine. "Lee," he said, "let me say this. 
I'm sorry for what happened the other 
night. It was -it was just seeing you 
again, and being back home, I guess. 
I went a little light- headed and crazy. 
But it won't happen again." 

Yet it wasn't fair, I thought resent- 
fully but helplessly, that he should 
have to apologize. It wasn't fair that 
I should be neither married nor single. 
I was almost free, but not quite. As far 
as Don knew, I was happy in my mar- 
riage, and Red was away only tempor- 
arily. But actually Red and I were sep- 
arated. I had only to say the word -if 
I wanted to. That was where I stopped. 

"I'll -come in to see you whenever 
I can," I said, and left the room. 

That night when I got home there 
was a letter from Red-a page writ- 
ten in pencil, telling me about the new 
job, about the place he'd found to live. 
I read it, and then I tried to recapture 
him in my mind, tried to see his blunt, 
masculine features, the deep cleft in his 
chin, the steadiness of his gray eyes. 
I saw them, but somehow they didn't 
add up to Red any more. Don's dark 
face kept coming in between. 

IF YOU go to the north of our town, 
you come to the big shipyards, raw 

and noisy and filled with the hurry of 
men at war. But to the south there are 
only dunes and flat salt marshland, and 
gulls crying and the distant shimmer of 
the sea. We went that way, Don and I, 
on a Sunday afternoon two days after 
he left the hospital, and we walked 
until we were tired, and then we found 
a sheltered place under one of the dunes 
and talked until the sun sent its rays 
far out over the water. 

There are times when all our little 
human subterfuges and deceits fall 
away from us, when we can tell what is 
in our hearts quite simply and frankly. 
We must have the right companion, we 
must be with him at just the right mo- 
ment in our lives, and this isn't easily 
done. But sometimes it happens, and 
it happened to Don and to me that day. 

"I came back here to see you," he told 
me. "I know it sounds crazy, since I 
left of my own accord, and I never 
thought I was in love with you when 
we were kids. Maybe I just wasn't 
smart, or maybe I was so anxious to get 
out and see the world I couldn't think of 
anything else. All I know is that 
wherever I've gone, whatever I've done -no matter what other girls I've 
known, and I've known a few -I've al- 
ways remembered you. So when I had 
these two weeks to spare, before go- 
ing back into service, I made up my 
mind I'd come back here and see how 
things went with you." 

He was lying flat on the sand, and he 
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picked up a handful of the fine, soft 
grains and let them run through his 
fingers. "I feel better now," he went 
on. "You're married, and settled down, 
and Marion and Joe say that your Red 
is a fine guy. I'm glad -no, that's not 
true, I'm sorry in a way because I guess 
I had some wild idea of coming back 
and finding that we could start all over 
again where I was fool enough to leave 
off eleven years ago. But I am glad for 
your sake, Lee . " 

I felt my heart beating, beating -be- 
cause here was the love I had lost be- 
ing offered to me again. It was as if 
destiny had prepared me for it by 
showing me the emptiness of my life 
with Red. 

"It's not -not quite the way you 
think," I said softly, knowing that 
these were the words which could 
change the course of my future. "Red 
and I . . aren't happy together. When 
he left, we didn't know whether or not 
we'd ever -ever live together again." 

Don lifted his head, and his gaze 
commanded me to meet it, to see there 
the flickering flame of joy. "Does that 
mean," he asked, "that maybe it still 
isn't too late for me to repair an old 
mistake ?" 

I passed the palms of my hands across 
my knees, nervously smoothing the 
rough tweed of my skirt. "I don't know, 
Don," I said. "I -I'm the one who has 
to make the decision, and -I did love 
Red once. We were happy together. 
Then -oh, time went on, and one day 
I woke up to find that we were just 
two people who happened to be occupy- 
ing the same house." 

HE said soberly, "People change. I've 
changed. Being with you means 

more to me, now, than being successful 
or seeing the world. And when you have 
changed, it's a mistake to stick to a 
bargain you made long ago." 

I smiled a little ruefully. "You make 
it sound awfully simple and easy. But 
there must be something wrong with 
me. If there weren't this wouldn't 
have happened to Red and me." 

"You have too much conscience -you 
worry so much about what's right and 
whaes wrong that pretty soon every- 
thing seems wrong to you." With a 
strong, decisive movement Don pushed 
himself upright. "I tell you, Lee, don't 
stick to a bargain just because you made 
it. The only hard part is making up 
your mind whether you want to stick 
or not. And even that won't be hard, 
in your case, if -" his voice dropped, 
almost to a whisper -"if you love me. 
Do you? Do you, Lee ?" 

"I don't -" And then, because I 
wanted to be honest -"I could," I said 
simply, "if I'd let myself." 

Exultantly, he cried, "Then do let 
yourself! Stop being afraid. Lee! This 
war won't last forever, and there's a 
wonderful life ahead of us, if only we're 
not afraid. Lee!" 

He was bending toward me, his arm 
was around my waist, his lips near 
mine, all the force of his will battering 
at my defenses. While he kissed me, 
nothing else mattered. The thought of 
Red, my doubts, my indecision -they 
all seemed to vanish, as if they'd 
never existed. There was only Don, 
and me, and the sand and a gull wheel- 
ing overhead. 

We walked back to town at dusk - 
slowly, watching the faint, dimmed - 
out lights come on in the streets, feel- 
ing the Sunday peace. We didn't talk 

about ourselves any more. There was 
an understanding between us, a sym- 
pathy too deep for words. 

Marion had planned a Sunday night 
supper with an elaborate buffet of cold 
lobster and a huge green salad and a 
cake she'd made while we were out. 
The other people had arrived when we 
got there, and the house was full of 
noise and laughter. Don and I sep- 
arated; he talked to the group in the 
living room, and I went to help Marion 
in the kitchen. 

Just as we were about to have sup- 
per the telephone rang, and Marion 
answered it. I heard her say, "Oh, hel- 
lo, Red," and I stopped where I was, 
the big coffee pot in my hand, feeling 
dismay tight in my throat. "Yes," she 
went on, "Lee's here. But we're just 
going to have supper, Red -why don't 
you come on over ?" There was a 
pause, and then, "All right, just a min- 
ute." She held out the phone to me. 

Slowly, I took it. Oh, why had every- 
one in the room stopped talking? Of 
course they weren't trying to listen - 
they were only being politely quiet, so 
I could hear, but they could hear too, 
every word. 

"Hello, dear," I said in a surprised 
voice that sounded high and false. 
"When did you get in ?" 

"About half an hour ago." There 
was a smile in his voice -a timid smile. 
as if he were hoping I'd be glad to 
hear him, but was afraid I wouldn't be. 

"Why don't you come over ?" I 
echoed Marion's invitation. 

"N -no-I guess not." This wasn't 
what he had wanted me to say, I knew. 
He wanted me to tell him, and tell him 
happily, that of course I'd leave the 
party right away and come home. But 
I couldn't. I couldn't face him now, 
without warning, without time to de- 
cide what I would tell him -no, decide 
how to say what I must tell him. 

Knowing that I had to say some- 
thing, I seized desperately on, `Are you 
home for good ?" 

"No," he answered. "We're laid off 
for a couple of days. I -I just thought 
I'd run up and see you. But -well, you 
stay where you are, and have a good 
time, Lee. I took the midnight train 
and sat up all the way. I'll go to bed." 
His voice was quiet and expressionless. 
"See you in the morning." 

`HERE was no reason for me to be 
ashamed, I told myself after he hung 

up. He'd only been gone a little more 
than a week, and -I saw Don watch- 
ing me, and made my lips smile. It 
was all over between Red and me, any- 
way. I would have to tell him so in 
the morning. 

Someone told a funny story, and I 
laughed because the rest did. My fork 
went up and down from the plate to 
my mouth and back again, but I tasted 
nothing. I had the feeling of some- 
thing stormy and disastrous on its way. 

Time raced. I looked at the clock 
and it was nine -thirty. After what 
seemed only a few minutes I looked 
again and it was ten. We had finished 
supper, helped Marion with the dishes, 
and Joe's sister and brother -in -law 
were getting ready to go home. 

"I'll have to go, too," I said, and Don 
offered quickly, "I'll walk along with 
you." 

After the farewells, the thanks for 
a good time, we were outside, walking 
once more through the shadowy streets 
-Don and I, side by side. Only this 
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time it was different. Before, it had 
been the beginning of a mild flirtation. 
Now it was the beginning of every- 
thing, of a new life -no, of a life made 
over. After this we would always be 
side by side. 

I felt suddenly frightened. It's only 
because of what's ahead, I told myself. 

The silence was heavy about us, but 
I prayed that Don would not break it. 
I was afraid of what he might say, 
afraid that he would urge me to tell 
Red that I wanted a divorce, afraid that 
he might try to tell me how I must go 
about breaking the news to Red. I 
was going to tell him, of course -but 
I wanted to do it my own way, in my 
own words, at the time I chose. I didn't 
want Don to mention it. 

And, surprisingly, he didn't. He 
walked beside me in a silence that told 
me he knew what I felt, an understand- 
ing, sympathetic silence, leaving me 
alone to the thoughts that went around 
and around in my mind. 

I wasn't aware of the flickering 
orange light that had blossomed over 
the bare trees ahead of us until a siren 
moaned. "A fire," Don cried. "Come 
on -maybe we can watch it." 

"Oh, I don't -" I began, shrinking 
back from the urging of his hand on my 
arm. Fires frightened me. They gave 
me none of the excitement most people 
find in them. I could only think of the 
destruction and the waste and the ruin 
of someone's hopes. Once Red had gone 
to asleep with a cigarette in his hand. 
It had fallen on his crumpled news- 
paper and started a blaze. I had been 
terrified then, just as now I- 

"Don!" I screamed, suddenly sure 
where that flower of flame was rooted 
-seeing Red unconscious while the fire 
grew and crackled about him. I grip- 
ped Don's arm, pointing. "It's over 
there -on our street, in our block. Don 
-it's my house!" 

I began to run, aware that Don was 
beside me, but not caring. This was 
the disaster I'd felt coming -and the 
punishment. "It's Red," I sobbed. "He 
told me he was tired, and he always 
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sleeps so soundly -he'd never wake up, 
not if the house burned down." 

No matter how fast we ran, the 
ground flowed under us sluggishly. The 
trees and bushes came toward us in a 
sort of lazy, stately dance. 

Then we turned the corner and could 
see the length of the block where I 
lived. It wasn't our house that was 
burning. It was the one two doors 
down, the Wilsons'. 

I felt as if a heavy hand had clamped 
down over my nose and mouth, shut- 
ting out the air, making everything 
swim hazily before me. From some- 
where far away I heard Don say, "Here -sit down a minute, Lee. Sit down 
here -you'll be all right." 

And I was, of course, after a while. 
I was sitting on the curb, and things 
had stopped whirling and come back 
into focus. Down the street, in the light 
of the fire, I could see the red -painted 
engines, the people running back and 
forth, the hissing arch of water from 
a hose. I pushed my hair back from 
my damp forehead and tried to laugh. 
"I'm sorry I was so silly, Don. But I'm 
so afraid of fire. More afraid of it than 
of anything else in the world, I guess. 
And I thought -" 

YES," he said. "I know what you 
thought." He was beside me on the 

curb, between me and the fire, and I 
could see his profile etched sharply 
against the light.. It looked stern and 
withdrawn. And hurt. 

"It didn't mean anything -" I began. 
My voice sounded defensive and shrill, 
as if I'd been caught doing something 
shameful. "I don't want -" But the 
words faded away. I didn't know what 
it was I wanted Dgrl to do. But I 
knew what I wanted -I wanted to go 
home to Red. 

Don turned his head and smiled gent- 
ly at me. "I guess you have the answer 
now, don't you ?" 

"The answer -?" 
He nodded. "Remember, this after- 

noon? You said that you didn't know 
whether or not you still loved your 
husband. You didn't think so, but you 
weren't sure. Well, you know the 
answer now, don't you? You knew it 
back there when you first saw the fire, 
when you started to run. Lee, listen 
to me. It was instinctive with you to 
run toward that blaze, run in deadly 
fear that your husband was caught in 
it. Instincts are always right, in the 
end. Dear, it wasn't your instinct that 
told you to leave Red for me. I had 
to persuade you, argue you into it. But 
the first time something happened - 
this fire, when you thought he was in 
danger -well, instinct told you which 
of us you love, didn't it ?" 

I forced my eyes upto meet his -his, 
so very wise and understanding, now. 
"I -I don't know. Life with Red has 
been so-so empty. We -" 

"Of course." His voice was very 
gentle. "Things get hard sometimes. 
Or monotonous, and that's worse. 
They're bound to, when two people 
live together day in and day out, year 
in and year out. Sometimes they even 
stop loving each other. But that hasn't 
happened with you and Red, has it? 
Not really. Don't you know what you 
said just now, after you'd seen that it 
wasn't your house that was burning ?" 

"I didn't realize I'd said anything." 
"You did, though. You said, 'Red - 

oh, Red, darling! Thank God!' " 
It was true -all that Don said and 

all that I was feeling now. There was 
a stronger bond between Red and me 
than the ecstacies and transports of 
first love -stronger than the little day- 

by -day irritations which seemed so 
important at the moment and were 
really so trivial. Whether I liked it or 
not, Red was a part of me and I was a 
part of him. 

But I did like it! The terror that 
had gripped me when I thought he was 
in danger -that was love. It was the 
unselfish face of love, the forgetfulness 
of everything except the beloved one; 
and now that the danger was past I 
yearned to see Red and hold him in my 
arms, reassuring myself that he was 
safe and unharmed. 

I put my hand on Don's arm. "Thank 
you," I said. And I said it humbly. It 
was little enough, heaven knows, to 
say in friendship, in apology, in fare- 
well. But he understood. 

He stood up and held out his hand to 
help me to my feet. "Don't worry 
about me, Lee. I came back here to 
see how things had gone with you - 
and they've gone fairly well, every- 
thing considered. And- well --good 
luck, my dear." 

He kissed me- swiftly, lightly -and 
then he was gone. 

I walked down the street toward my 
house and the fire. The flames were 
dying down and in their place there 
was a great deal of muddy gray smoke. 

And then I saw Red. He was carry- 
ing a big easy chair from the Wilsons' 
lawn to our house, to put it with a pile 
of other furniture on the front porch. 

We met on the sidewalk. Red put 
down the chair so that it stood between 
us. "Hello, Lee. Lot of excitement -" 

"Yes. Yes -too much. Oh, Red! Red, 
let's go into the house -" 

He came swiftly around the barrier 
between us. "Why, honey," he said, 
"there's no reason to cry. Sure we'll 
go in. You mustn't -" 

But it didn't matter now, whether 
we went into the house or not. I was 
home -Red's arms were home, and the 
sound of his voice. I pressed my face 
against the smoky smell of his white 
shirt. The roughness of his hands 
caught at my hair when he patted it. 
But he didn't ask why I cried. He only 
held me close. Close to the strong, 
steady beating of his heart. 
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Six Quick 'Pricks 
Continued from page 50 

degree oven for 30 minutes, invert on 
plate and serve at once. 

Orange Ginger Upside Down Cake 
2 oranges 2 tbls. brown sugar 
2 tbls. margarine 
1 package gingerbread mix 1 cup milk 

Melt margarine in skillet or casserole 
and add sugar. Peel oranges, break 
into sections or slice crosswise and ar- 
range on the margarine and sugar 
mixture. Place in oven until sugar 
begins to melt. Combine gingerbread 
mix and milk and pour over oranges. 
Bake at 375 degrees F. about 30 minutes. 

Onion shortcake may have a strange 
sound, but it has a mighty fine taste 
which seems just made to serve with 
chops, steak or hamburgers. 

Onion Shortcake 
2 lbs. onions % cup drippings 
1 cup thick white sauce 
2 cups biscuit mix 
I cup milk or water Melted margarine 

Quarter onions, slice very thin and 
sautee in drippings (there should be 
3 cups after sauteeing). Add to hot 
thick white sauce (unless the sauce 
is highly seasoned add salt and pepper 
to taste). Combine biscuit mix and 
milk (or water) as directed on package 
and roll into two layers about 8 inches 
in diameter. Place one layer in pan, 
brush with melted margarine and 
place second layer on top. Bake at 
400 degrees F. until done and nicely 
browned (about 20 minutes). Split the 
layers apart and pour hot onion mix- 
ture between layers and over the top. 

FOOD QUIZ 
Food is one of the most important 

weapons for winning the war and one 
which we can all do something aboùt 
if we will buy the plentiful foods, 
.observe ration regulations, waste noth- 
ing and never ask for more than our 
share. To test your knowledge of 
food, fill in the answers that belong 
in the blank spaces below, then check 
your score by turning the page upside 
down for the correct ones. 

1. Compared with pre -war, the total 
amount of food set aside for U.S. 
civilians in 1943 is .... (1/4 less, 
about the same, 14 more). 

2. Of the total food supply this year 
we are sending our allies through Lend - 
Lease about (1 /10, 1/4, %). 

3. Most of the food we send to 
Russia goes to (women and 
children, the army, war workers). 

4. About of our food sup- 
ply is wasted or lost every year (1/10, 
1/4, 1/2) . 

5. Keeping down food costs is im- 
portant for everyone, particularly for 
the million people whose in- 
comes have not increased (1, 8, 12, 20). 

6. One big reason for food price 
control is that the American people as 
a whole have...... ...to spend than 
there are things to buy (much more, 
much less). 

7. You can share food fairly through 
rationing if you (use the 
right number of stamps, give expired 
stamps to your grocer, buy rationed 
goods without giving up stamps). 
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Are You a Young Wife 
Who Still Wonders? 

LEARN TRUE FACTS 

ABOUT THIS 

INTIMATE PROBLEM! 

New, More Convenient 
Feminine Hygiene Way Gives 

Continuous Action for Hours! 

Doctors know that even today the 
majority of women still know little or 
nothing about certain physical facts. 
Too many who think they know have 
only half knowledge. And they do not 
realize how seriously their happiness 
and health are threatened by lack of 
up- to-date information. 

That is why you ought to know 
about Zonitors -and to have all the 
facts about their unique advantages 
for vaginal germicidal care. (See free 
book offer below.) 

Zonitors are dainty, non -greasy 
suppositories, scientifically prepared 
for vaginal hygiene. So convenient 
and easy to use. The quickest. easiest, 
daintiest way of using a vaginal germi- 
cide. No cumbersome apparatus, 
nothing to mix, no unpleasant greasi- 
ness to spoil your daintiness. 

Powerful. but safe for delicate tis- 
sues, Zonitors spread a protective coat- 
ing and kill germs instantly on con- 
tact. Deodorize by actually destroying 
odor, instead of temporarily masking 
it. They give continuous action for 
hours. All druggists have Zonitors. 

L 

BOOKLET----- - 
Mail this rullism fur rrvrahng booklet of 
up- to-date facts. Sent postpaid in plain 
envelope. Zonitor.. Dept .7229.E. 370 Lex- 
ington Ave., New York 17. N. Y. 
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For You, Alone 
Continued from page 25 

When we stopped before my house, he 
reached over as if to open the door, 
and then paused with his hand on the 
latch. I felt his restless, intent eyes 
upon me. "I'm sorry you won't come to 
work for us," he said reflectively. "But 
maybe it's better after all. And this way, 
I feel freer to ask if you'll have dinner 
with me some night." 

The unexpected question startled 
me, and I felt trapped between his arm 
and the back of the seat. "Oh, I 
couldn't!" I gasped. "I -" 

He laughed and snapped the door 
open. "Maybe some day you can." 

I turned into the house with a curi- 
ous mixture of feelings. I was a little 
flattered, and a little, inexplicably, 
frightened -and then common sense, 
and intuition, came to my rescue. Harry 
Todd, I told myself, was the sort of 
man who would ask any personable 
girl to dinner. 

I forgot about him completely in the 
mounting excitement of the next weeks. 
There was Christmas, and New Year's, 
and then, in January, Peter came 
home! I didn't even know he was in 
town, the afternoon I put on my birth 
day present from Mother and Dad, the 
coat with the small fur collar and the 
matching muff, and went walking 
toward the Sweet Shop where I might, 
if I was lucky, find someone to talk 
to. It was a crisp, sunny day, and I 
felt crisp, myself, and lady -like, with 
my collar fastened high and my hands 
folded in the prim little muff. Then, 
as I neared the Sweet Shop and saw 
a tall figure in a khaki overcoat ahead 
of me, I completely forgot to be digni- 
fied. "Peter!" I shouted. 

HE TURNED. Even before I saw that 
he had a girl with him, I saw his 

face -and it was as if every step of 
mine had been a bullet aimed at him. 

"Diane," he said slowly, and the look 
in his eyes set my heart thudding with 
a strange excitement. "Diane," he said 
in a different, firmer tone, "this is my 
wife, Arbelle." 

This is my wife -I couldn't see her, 
couldn't see Peter. It was as if my 
eyes were turned inward at the mo- 
ment upon what was happening in- 
side me-the great black chasm that 
yawned open as my heart split, the 
ball of flame that rose rocket -like from 
the depths and exploded to rake every 
nerve and deaden it, leaving me power- 
less to feel or to think. 

Peter and Arbelle and the placard 
behind them in the Sweet Shop 
window, reading "Sundaes- Twenty 
Cents" swung back into focus. 

"Pleased to meet you," said Ar- 
belle, and she smiled uncertainly. 
Peter's face pinked. 

It was the last thing he could have 
wanted, but his embarrassment was 
like a pointer directed at Arbelle. I 
saw her now -a girl who looked as 
flashy as her name, and whose voice 
sounded as hard. She had shiny, world- 
ly -wise eyes, and shiny red lips, and 
her coat was pulled tight to show the 
lines of a voluptuous -looking body. 

I looked from her to Peter, with his 
thin, fine face and his sensitive mouth, 
and my disbelief must have showed. 

"I -I hope you'll be happy," I man- 
aged, and then I walked past them. 

War Bonds and savings make jobs 
tomorrow 

BABY COMING? 
Read this book! 

Yes, here It Is-and It's yours practically as a 
gift. In How to Raise Your Baby, the late Dr. 
Allan Roy Da foe gives you the very help you'll 
surely need. This world - famous doctor answers 
the problems that will face you daily. He dis- 
cusses breast feeding -bottle feeding -first solid 
foods -toilet training -how fast your child should 
grow -new facts about sunshine and vitamins - 
summer complaints -sensible clothing - diarrhea - jaundice - infection - ner- 
vous children - skinny chil- 
dren. 

While they last you can get 
your copy of this big, 5 "x8" 
book entitled How to Raise 
Your Baby for only 25e -and 
we pay the postage. Mail or- 
der TODAY. 
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tinting in natural colors sent immediately. 
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It's costly to have stockings ruined by 
runs. Treat hosiery and underthings 
with RUN -PROOF. Resists runs. rips, 
snags, breaks in Rayon, Nylon. Lisle 
and Cotton. Prolongs wearing quality. 
Hosiery fits more snug. Only ONE 
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RUN -PROOF MFG. CO. Dept. 111 
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I didn't know what else to du. 
I didn't go into the Sweet Shop. I 

don't know where I went that after- 
noon, don't know what I felt. I knew 
a gaping emptiness, a sense of loss too 
big to grasp. Peter, who had been so 
close to me for so long, who had filled 
every dream, every waking thought in 
the past months, was gone. And I -I 
couldn't see into the days ahead. 

And Arbelle -what I felt about Ar- 
belle was small enough for me to face. 
I was incredulous and ashamed; it 
didn't occur to me that Peter had 
turned to me once, and that I had 
sent him away. What I believed now 
was that he had preferred Arbelle to 
me. 

I tried to stay in the house those 
few days that Peter was in town. I 
didn't answer the telephone, but I 
couldn't prevent the gossip from reach- 
ing mother, and through her I got 
the whole story. Peter and Arbelle 
had been married before Christmas. 
Peter hadn't written home about it; 
he had wanted his parents to know 
Arbelle first, and to like her. But the 
Fieldwells had been furious; they had 
threatened annullment proceedings, 
and doubtless would have started them 
if Peter had not said he'd remarry Ar- 
belle again in February, when he would 
be twenty -one. He and Arbelle had 
moved into a room at Kelley's board - 
inghóuse. 

"Poor Peter," Mother said, and a 
voice within me cried, "Peter has what 
he wants! What about me ?" But I 
knew that he was unhappy. Twice he'd 
tried to call me, and I ignored his mes- 
sages. Then on Friday, when I ven- 
tured out of the house to get my week- 
ly supply of books at the library, I 
found him on the library steps, wait- 
ing for me. 

IWOULD have passed him, but his 
voice stopped me. "Diane -I've got 

to talk to you." 
"Yes ?" It was enough to keep my 

voice steady for that one small word. 
I couldn't bear to look at him. 

"It's about Arbelle," he began hur- 
riedly. "She- well, you've probably 
heard about how my parents have 
acted -" He broke off, and I felt his 
eyes on my face, pleading with me. I 
still couldn't look at him, and he went 
on doggedly, "I'm asking you to help 
me, Diane. We used to be friends, and 
now there's no one else I can turn to. 
I'm being sent away- across the 
country for special training. Arbelle 
can't possibly go with me; she hasn't 
any people, and this is the only place 
for her. But I can't go, thinking that 
she might be alone here, and friend- 
less. You could help, Diane. If you 
made friends with her, and sort of -" 

It was torture to see Peter at all, 
to hear his voice -and it was torment 
to know that his pleading and his con- 
cern were for Arbelle. I wasn't think- 
ing of him, then; I was too deeply hurt 
myself. "Peter," I said thickly, "I 
can't -" 

He misunderstood. He heard it as I 
won't. A soft, explosive exclamation 
came from him, and as I looked up, I 
saw a bleak hopelessness in his eyes, 
but something else, too-a comprehen- 
sion, as if, remembering what I had 
done at another time, I had done now 
only what he might have expected. He 
jammed his hands deep into his pockets. 
"I might have known," he said flatly, 
"that you wouldn't understand. You 
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Does not harm, permanently 
tint or bleach the hair. 
Used after shampooing - your 
hair is not dry, unruly. 
Instantly gives the soft, lovely 
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vigorous brushings ... plus a 
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cakes, golden Mapleine Syrup-America's 
favorite syrup. Make it today with or without 
sugar. Get Mapleine from your grocer, now! 
3 GRAND WAYS TO MAKE MAPLEINE SYRUP 
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pour 2 cups boiling water 
over 4 cups sugar 
o'dd 1 teaspoon Mapleine 
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,," at all drug stores-on a money -back guarantee. or- 
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wouldn't understand Arbelle, either. 
She's warm and human and friendly. 
She knows what it's like to be alone, 
and to see uncertainty ahead. She knew 
how I felt when other people thought 
the war was a great big laugh -" 

That was too much. I ran, then, not 
caring that he saw me run. I fled from 
him and the sound of his voice into the 
winter dusk, and I stopped only when 
I could run no farther. 

I did the best thing I knew to put 
Peter and Arbelle out of my mind. 
The following Monday morning I was 
in the personnel office of the munitions 
plant, seated across a desk from Harry 
Todd. He had read my application, and 
I had a job on the night shift -the best 
he could offer, he said, from the stand- 
point of salary and hours. I thanked 
him, and as I rose to leave, he said, 
"You report back at four this after- 
noon -and good luck to you." 

Good luck -the words came back to 
me with bitter irony when I reported 
for work later in the day. Deliberately, 
I had chosen to work at the plant in- 
stead of in the Mills so that I wouldn't 
be with my friends, wouldn't be re- 
minded of Peter and wouldn't have to 
talk about him and then, the first per- 
son I saw in the noisy room was Ar- 
belle! 

SHE half -smiled, and I felt her watch- 
ing me while the foreman talked 

to me, while I struggled with the whirl- 
ing, jumping machine before me. Later 
in the evening, when we filed out for 
lunch period, she waited for me near 
the door. "Diane," she said, "a bunch 
of us usually eat together, and if you'd 
care to join us -" 

"I've already promised someone." The 
words came out involuntarily, in de- 
fense, as I would have answered Peter. 
They were a lie, and Arbelle knew it. 
In the months we worked together, 
she approached me only once again, 
and that was a long time later. But she 
was there, and her presence was at 
once an irritant and a stimulant. She 
was popular with the girls at work, 
the city girls who were new to Bay - 
view, but she spent her free time 
alone -I knew it in the way that every- 
one in town knew what everyone else 
did -and I found a grim satisfaction 
in knowing that she couldn't have the 
friends she wanted, Peter's friends. 
I saw, too, the shadows unhappiness 
painted under her eyes as the months 
went by, that she was getting heavier 
and less attractive. Her bright clothes, 
although clean, weren't as scrupulous- 
ly neat as they had been. There were 
lines where a seam had been let out; 
a sash hid a gaping placket. I 
was sorry for her obscurely, and still 
I couldn't bring myself to do anything 
about it. And the anger I felt at my own 
inadequacy I took out against Arbelle. 

If Arbelle was the irritant in my life, 
Harry Todd was the balm. He had kept 
his promise. He hadn't asked me out 
again -but one spring night his car 
was waiting for me at the gate of the 
plant. I found out that night that 'it 
was easier not to think about myself 
when there was someone to keep me 
dancing until I was tired -so tired that 
I went directly to sleep when I got 
home to bed. After that I went out 
with Harry often, and as summer came 
and I realized fully how completely 
my working hours had cut me off from 
my old friends, I was glad of his at- 
tentions. I was grateful for the hours 
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at the beach, for the drives along the 
lake shore and for the rides out to the 
Grill for a sandwich and dancing. 

I was shocked, then, when Arbelle 
stopped me one midnight when I was 
leaving work. Harry's car waited at 
the gate, and she inclined her head 
toward it as she spoke. "Listen," she 
said abruptly, "you don't like me, and 
you won't like what I'm going to say, 
but be careful of that guy. I've seen 
a lot of Harry Todds. They're no good." 

As if to prove her wrong, Harry was 
especially considerate that night. When 
we rode home I rested my head against 
the back of the seat and sighed with 
sheer pleasure at knowing someone 
who could make the time pass so 
smoothly. 

"Are you happy, little one ?" he 
asked. 

"Yes." It wasn't true, but for the mo- 
ment I was content. The car slid to a 
stop, and I saw we had reached home. 

HIS hand stole over to cover mine. 
"I'm glad," he said. "I want you to 

be happy. I want to make you happy. 
You know that, don't you, Diane ?" 

"Yes." I don't know why I whispered 
it, except that he was bending over me, 
and I was lost in those unreadable dark 
eyes of his, and my heart had set up 
an excited fluttering that made it im- 
possible to speak naturally. I knew that 
he was going to kiss me-and I was 
waiting for it. 

I didn't know the storm it would 
awaken in me, didn't know about the 
violence that would sweep through my 
body and leave me spent, with barely 
enough strength to tear myself from 
his seeking hands and to run on weak 
and shaking legs to the house. 

And then I was sick. Upstairs, in 
the safety of my room, I fought down 
nausea while I stared into the mirror 
and tried to realize that it was I who 
had responded to the caresses of a man 
whom -I admitted it now -I didn't 
even like! Arbelle had been right. She 
was proved right, as I remembered 
Harry's exultant, whispered words 
about a weekend in the city, where, as 
he put it, we would be free to be to- 
gether. I burned with shame at the 
memory of those words, and yet I had 
known all along, underneath, that they 
were coming. And I had encouraged 
him. Why? 

I learned a great many things that 
night, as I lay in the troubled dark- 
ness of my room. One of them, the most 
important, I think, went something like 
this: When your heart is gone, there 
is nothing left to tie your body and 
your mind together. My mind had told 
me that Harry was cheap, that he'd 
been tiresome and trying to impress 
me with all of his talk. My body had 
felt the caress in his eyes and his voice 
and had said that he was desirable. 
A woman lives by her emotions, and 
without my heart to guide me, how 
could I know where I was going? 

I knew now what Peter had asked 
of me the night of the dance. Loving 
me, knowing what I hadn't fully real- 
ized myself -that I loved him -he had 
wanted the promise of my love to carry 
away with him, to bridge the past and 
the future, a certain star in a shifting 
world. I had been blind and deaf; I 
had sent him away as casually as if 
he'd meant no more to me than any of 
the other boys in Bayview. 

I could understand his marrying Ar- 
hclle -the hurt and the lost feeling and 
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the quick snatching at what remained 
of life that had led him to her. I could 
understand it even knowing -yes, even 
while I knew that Peter still loved me. 
He wasn't the sort who could give his 
heart and take it back as circum- 
stances demanded. And I -there was 
only one reason for my bitterness 
toward Arbelle, my cruelty to Peter. 

The memory of the scene on the 
library steps came to me suddenly, 
sharply, like a long- sought answer. It 
wasn't too late to make up in some 
measure for the hurt I'd dealt him. I 
could do the little he'd asked of me, 
and then I could write to him and let 
him know that he had my understand- 
ing and my help. 

The next morning, Sunday, fotind 
me it Kelley's boardinghouse, climbing 
the stairs to the third -floor room which 
Mrs. Kelley, with some surprise at 
seeing me, had pointed out as Arbelle's. 
I knocked once, and then again before 
Arbelle opened the door. 

"Arbelle," I began, "I -" and stopped, 
staring at the room, at the suit- 
case, open and half -packed, in the cen- 
ter of the floor. On top of the pile of 
smoothly -folded dresses were pic- 
tures -Peter in his uniform, a small 
framed snapshot of Peter and Arbelle 
on what must have been their wedding 
day. They stood arm -in -arm, smiling. 

My eyes went from the suitcase to 
Arbelle's face, white as death, puffed 
from weeping. "I'm going away," she 
whispered. "I don't belong here. I never 
did. I knew it, but I tried to stick it 
out because he wanted me here. But -" 
SHE turned away, and I saw what I 

should have seen long before if I'd 
thought to took for it, if Arbelle's own 
sturdy figure hadn't been a natural 
camouflage. And strangely, in that mo- 
ment that I learned she was carrying 
Peter's child, our positions were re- 
versed, and it was I who was sud- 
denly older and wiser than she. "You 
can't go now -" 

She whirled on me fiercely, tears 
streaming down her face. "Oh, yes, I 
can!" she cried. "That's why I have to 
go. No one knows about it except you 
and me -and you're not going to tell! 
Don't you see -Peter doesn't love me. 
He never did love me. I knew it -he 
was just a lonesome kid when I met 
him; he had a feeling about what was 
coming, and he was crazy to live be- 
fore life got out of his hands. He was 
easy for me, and I had to have him. 
I'd never met anyone like him -" 

The fire died out of her suddenly, and 
she reached to the bedpost for support, 
sank heavily to the mattress. "I didn't 
know what I was doing to him," she 
went on dully, "until I came here, and 
saw his family and friends, and knew 
that I didn't fit in. And then, after he 
was so swell to me, and stuck by me, I 
couldn't -I couldn't use his baby to tie 
me to him. Besides -" a ghost of her 
old saucy smile touched her lips and 
was quickly gone -"he's in love with 
you, Diane. He tried not to show it, and 
he tried not to talk about you, but the 
way he said your name, the way he 
looked at you was enough." 

I shut my eyes so that she couldn't 
see the uncontrollable, glad acknowl- 
edgment in them. "Arbelle," I said, 
"listen to me. You tried to give me 
some advice last night, and I wouldn't 
listen, although you were right. Now 
I'm right. You don't honestly think you 
could get away from Peter, do you ?" 

She was shaken, but she said 
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defiantly, "If I went where he couldn't 
find me-and he's sure to be sent out 
of the country soon -" 

"That doesn't matter. He knows you 
love him. No one would have to tell 
him why you'd left. And when he 
came back, he wouldn't rest until he'd 
found you, would he ?" 

It was heart -breaking, the glad, 
proud light that shone in her face. "I 
guess he wouldn't. He's that kind." 

"You see -you have to stay." I looked 
around at the cramped, dingy room. 
"But not here. You're coming with me." 

1 didn't hear her protests. I was on 
my way to the telephone in the hall 
to ask my father to come after us. 

She wasn't our guest very long. On 
the way home she quietly keeled over 
in my arms. Father carried her up- 
stairs while I called the doctor, and 
she lay on my bed only until the am- 
bulance he summoned arrived. I rode 
to the hospital with her, and then, 
when she was settled in a room there, 
I went back home. There was nothing 
I could do to help her. There was 
nothing I could do to help Peter's small 
son fight his way into the world, two 
months ahead of time. 

THE next day Mrs. Fieldwell called 
my mother to thank us for what we'd 

done for Arbelle and to tell us that 
Peter had come home unexpectedly 
during the night. Arbelle's condition 
was critical, and Peter was with her. 

I tried to ignore the quickening 
of my heart at the thought of Peter's 
being in town, told myself that it 
must mean nothing to me but that I 
couldn't go to see Arbelle as I had 
planned. Now, as at no other time, 
there would be a chance that she and 
Peter would be drawn together. More 
than I wanted my own happiness, I 
wanted her to have that chance. 

I tried to ignore, too, the heavy 
sense of foreboding that came when 
I went to work that afternoon and 
saw Arbelle's empty work bench. I 
tried to keep my eyes from it, my 
thoughts from the hidden threat of its 
emptiness. And then at midnight, when 
the third shift came in, one of the girls 
brought the news I'd prayed not to hear. 

The girl was one of those who was 
new to Bayview, and she didn't know, 
as she told it to our silent semi -circle 
in the locker room, that either Peter 
or Arbelle meant anything to me. "I 
got it straiht from one of the nurses 
on the case," she said, "and she told me 
it was the most beautiful and the 
saddest thing she'd ever seen. Her 
young husband was there, home from 
camp, and Arbelle died right in his 
arms. And she was smiling as if she'd 
got everything she ever wanted out 
of life." 

Arbelle got one thing more she'd 
wanted. She got the attention of Peter's 
family and friends -too late. All of 
Bayview came to her funeral. Dr. 
Holmes spoke simply, movingly of the 
stranger who had been in our midst 
for a little while and who had gone, 
leaving behind her the most precious 
gift woman could give to mankind. 

I was thinking of Arbelle, and of 
the baby she'd died to give life to, and 
I couldn't cry any more. Tears were a 
petty tribute to pay to the woman who 
had taught us that love was more 
than a moonlit garden, more than the 
assurance that a girl would be wait- 
ing when you came home from your 
journeying. Love, if you let it be, 
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was all of living. If you accepted 
it as Arbelle had accepted it, without 
compromise, it was the beginning and 
the way and the end of life, and it 
formed a perfect circle that made your 
immortality. 

I couldn't grieve for Arbelle, but 
I grieved for Peter, knowing all of 
the things that must be in his heart. 
There was nothing left now of the 
things he had wanted of life. Arbelle 
was gone. He had wanted Bayview to 
remain, and he had come back to find 
it already changing in even this short 
while. It was a factory town, now, and 
strangers walked the streets that had 
once held only familiar faces. And I- 
I had twice failed him, and now that 
there was no restitution, we were far- 
ther apart than ever before. 

For myself, I was glad that I had 
changed as Bayview had changed. Like 
the town, I had work to do now. I 
was grateful that it was hard work 
and that I could look forward to the 
blessed weariness that helps one to 
forget. 

You see, when Peter walked out of 
the church that afternoon and saw me 
and gave no sign, I thought that he 
hadn't forgiven me. I had no way of 
knowing, then, what Arbelle's love had 
done for him -that in dying she had 
given him back the one thing she 
couldn't give him while she lived. I 
had no way of knowing. when I went 
to work that evening, that Peter would 
be waiting for me when I came home. 

HE WAS sitting on the porch steps, 
a silent, waiting shadow in the still 

summer night. He didn't rise as I 
came up to him -just reached out his 
hand and drew me down beside him, 
and rested his head on my shoulder 
with the sigh of a tired child. 

Presently a muffled sound came from 
him; a sound like, "Thank you, Diane." 

I straightened. "Peter, don't!" I 
cried. "I was too late." 

He sat back, silencing me with a 
finger across my lips. "No, you weren't. 
She told me everything -about how 
you'd kept her here. If she'd tried to 
leave, as sick as she was, I'd -I'd 
never have seen her again. And she 
told me- Diane, how can I say it now ?" 

I sat very still, afraid to move, almost 
afraid to feel. "Don't try," I whispered. 

His hand tightened on mine. "But I 
want to tell you part of it. It's true - 
how I feel about you. It seemed wrong, 
because of her, but I couldn't help it. 
And the strange part is -" he paused, 
groping, finding the words to say it- 
"the strange part is that even when it 
was wrong, even when it hurt, it was 
the thing I'd wanted all along -the 
thing that never changes." 

That was over two years ago. It hap- 
pened here in Bayview, where I'd once 
gone to a dance dreaming of cavaliers 
and troubadours and knights in armor. 
And, just as real love doesn't change, 
the most romantic dreams don't change 
much, either, when they come true. 

Peter and I were married a year ago 
on his last furlough before he was 
sent abroad. So you see -I'm still 
waiting for my knight in armor, and 
I have his son with me, to fill the days 
until he comes home. And if my knight's 
sword is a Garand rifle, and his armor 
a mud camouflage, it doesn't matter. 
The courage, and the high hopes, and 
his faith in the things he fights for 
are still the same. 
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Dept. 1136, Circle Tower. Indianapolis 4, Ind. 
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sT°P Scratching 
Relieve ¡thin a/ifly 
Sufferers from the torturing itch 
caused by eczema, pimples. scales, 
scabies, athlete's foot, "factory" itch, 
and other itch troubles, are praising 
cooling. liquid D.D.D. Prescription. 

t, t -AN This time -proved medication- devel- 
oped by Dr. D.D.Dennis -positively relieves that cruel. 
burning itch. Greaseless and stainless. Soothes and 
comforts even the most intense itching in a jiffy. A 
35c trial bottle proves its merits or your money back. 
Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. Prescription. 

Asthma Agony 
Curbed First Day 

For Thousands of Sufferers 
Choking. gasping. wheezing Bronchial Asthma 

attacks poison your system, ruin your health and 
put a load on your heart. Thousands quickly and 
easily palliate recurring choking, gasping Bron- 
chial Asthma symptoms with a Doctors prescrip- 
tion called Mendace to help nature remove thick 
strangling excess mucus and promote freer breath- 
ing and restful sleep. Manduco is not a smoke, 
dope or injection. Just pleasant tasteless tablets. 
Iron clad guarantee -money back unless satisfac- 
tory. Mendaeo Is only 60e at druggists. 

Hair 
Face OFF Lips 

Chin Arms Legs Happy! I had ugly hair ... was unloved ...dis- 
couraged. Tried many different products ... even 
razors. Nothing was satisfactory. Then I developed a 
simple, painless, inexpensive method. It worked. I 
have helped thousands win beauty, love, happiness. 
My FREE book, How to Overcome the Superfluous 
Hair Problem" explains the method and proves actual 
success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. No 
obligation. Write Mme. Annette 1Janaette. P O. Box 
4040. Merchandise Mart, Dept. T20. Chicago. 
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their gift -the HEART- SHIELD New Testament 
or HEART- SHIELD Catholic Prayer Book. 
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Don't Carry Around 
Cumbersome Excess Fat 

DUCE-Be Sensible! 

Why burden yourself with unnecessary weight when 
you can reduce easily, safely? You can. you know. 
In her famous book, No More Alibis. Sylvia of Holly- 
wood tells you Juct how to go about it. Tells how you 
can treat yourself to a slender, youthful figure that 
will be the envy of your friends In no time at all. In 
her 128 -page book you will learn the secret of how 
the stage and screen stars keep their lovely figures. 
No starvation diets -no medicines -no appliances 
what ,never. 

ONLY 

25c 
Order Your Copy 
TODAY -we pay postage 

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, Inc. 
Dept. RM -244 

105 East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. 
v' gond tai T'. .. only 

A House Divided 
Continued from page 29 

Charles laughed. "Take it up with 
your mother. She's the teacher in the 
family." 

Obediently, Andrea, very still and 
expressionless of face, came over to me 
with her homework. 

Perhaps I should have spoken to her 
then. Perhaps I should have brought 
it out into the open, right then and 
there, before Charles. 

Only, I didn't know what the prob- 
lem was, really. How could I have 
known, or suspected? Oh, I should 
have realized that Andrea was too 
young to have some of the ideas she 
had, but I had the feeling that when 
a stepmother had trouble with a child 
it was the stepmother's fault, and it 
was her business to straighten things 
out. I think I could have, if there had 
been any serious, tangible problem to 
straighten. But there wasn't -just an 
accumulation of little things. 

1 T was gradually borne upon me that 
nothing I did was quite right, at 

least as far as Andrea was concerned. 
When I made a devil's food cake for 
Charles' birthday, Andrea waited until 
I had the last swirl of frosting on it 
to tell me that her father didn't like 
chocolate cake very much and really 
disliked divinity icing. When I bought 
her a puppy as a surprise, she thanked 
me sweetly and a day or so later 
said how much she'd always wanted 
a kitten. 

I felt terribly sorry for her. Heaven 
knows, she wasn't happy- anyone could 
see that. And that made me all the 
more determined in my efforts to please 
her, for I knew that Charles and I 
could never be completely, perfectly 
happy together unless Andrea was, too. 

I would have liked another child: 
sometimes I thought that that would 
break down Andrea's reserve, and at 
other times I was sure it would make 
her retire into herself more than ever. 
Once I tried to talk to her. 

"Andrea, how would you like a baby 
brother or a baby sister? Wouldn't it 
be fun to have a baby around the 
house ?" 

She looked at me -no, through me- 
for a moment, and then she said, "That 
would be very nice for you." She 
might as well have added, but not 
for me. 

I tried to draw her out. "Wouldn't 
you like to help me take care of it ?" 
I went on. "You could learn to bathe 
the baby, perhaps, and wheel it in a 
buggy, and -" My voice trailed away. 

"Of course, I would be glad to help 
you," Andrea answered, in a precise 
little voice. "I don't know whether I 
would be very good at it -I never cared 
much for dolls. And I don't think 
Daddy would like a baby crying around 
the house. He's very tired when he 
comes home from the office, you know." 

"But darling, it would be Daddy's 
baby, too." 

"Yes," she said. "Yours and Daddy's." 
And again I could hear the unspoken 
addition -but not mine, nothing to do 
with me. 

Oh, surely, I thought, this isn't a 
child talking! How has she managed to 
get her poor little self all tied up in 
knots like this? 
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CAN VITAMINS ACTUALLY 

MAKE THIS DIFFERENCE? 

obleX nervous, irrh- - always tired. Mrs' l buoyant foliY,fulIofeq vb 
Mqy, 

A prolonged deficiency of A BID Vita- 
mins can turn "life" into an unhappy 
"existence." Why risk it? Just one 
GROVE'S capsule furnishes your full 
daily protective requirements of "cod - 
liver oil" vitamins A and D, to build 
body- resistance, maintain strong bones 
and teeth, healthy skin plus a precious 
health -bonus of essential B1, the nerve - 
aid vitamin. Quality and potency guar- 
anteed! Over two weeks' supply -25c. 
Large size, over 10 weeks' 
supply -$ 1.00. For your 
protection, start today with 
GROVE'S ABIDVitamins! 

GROVES 

Vitamins 
DISTRIBUTED BY MAKERS 
OF GROVE'S COLD TABLETS 

HEN your baby suffers from 
teething pains.justrubafewdrops 
of Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion on 
the sore, tender, little gums and 
the pain will be relieved promptly. 

Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion is 
the prescription of a famous baby 
specialist and has been used by 
mothers for over fifty years. One 
bottle is usually enough for one 
baby for the entire teething period. 
Buy it from your druggist today 

DR. HAND'S 
TEETHING LOTION 
Just rub it on the gums 

Agatha came in a little later, her 
mouth set in a firm line. "I don't like 
to intrude, Mrs. Steel, and maybe it 
isn't any of my business, but Andrea's 
been just like my own -" 

I put down my darning. "What is 
it Agatha? What's wrong ?" 

"Well, it's just that she's in her 
room crying her heart out. She says 
that you were talking to her about 
you and Mr. Steel having a baby, and 
naturally the child feels that a baby 
would replace her in your affections - 
and in Mr. Steel's. Andrea's very sen- 
sitive, and -well, I beg your pardon, 
Mrs. Steel, but sometimes I wonder if 
you make a great enough effort to 
understand her. Of course I know it's 
hard for you, just having been mar- 
ried and all that, and being naturally 
more concerned about Mr. Steel than 
about anything else, but all Andrea 
needs is someone who understands her. 

Suddenly I could bear the deferent, 
quiet voice no longer. I stood up 
abruptly. "I'll go see Andrea right 
now, Agatha," I said. 

But Andrea's door was locked, and 
in spite of my alternate pleadings and 
commands, locked it remained until 
Charles got home. I explained the 
matter to him swiftly, and his eye- 
brows drew together. 

"Martha, do you think it was wise 
to talk about a baby to the child ?" 

I remembered then, the thousand 
little things that had been happening, 
the things I'd been keeping from him 
partly because they seemed too trivial 
to bother him with, partly because I 
felt that I should work this problem 
out myself. 

"Charles," I said abruptly, "this 
thing is getting to be too much for me." 

HE SWUNG around to face me. "Too 
much for -what thing, Martha ?" 

"This business of trying to win An 
drea over. Charles, the child seems 
actually to hate me. It -it's terrible, 
more for her than for me. Something's 
got to be done -we've got to come 
to some sort of understanding with 
her, Charles. She feels out of place, 
I think -feels that she's no longer a 
wanted, useful member of the house- 
hold. She's so quiet and solemn, she 
makes me think of a little old lady 
rather than a child. I tell you -" 

Charles smiled suddenly and patted 
my shoulder. "Now, Martha -I think 
you're making a mountain out of a 
molehill. Seems to me that every time 
I see Andrea she's happy and full of 
stories about school, and -" 

"Yes," I interrupted desperately, 
"that's the way she is, with you. But 
with me, she's different. When you're 
not home, she's like a different person 
entirely." 

"All right," he said, "let's go up 
and have a talk with her. Let's get 
this thing out into the open and clear 
it up, once and for all." He turned and 
started up the stairs, and I followed. 
At the locked door he paused and called, 
"Open up for Daddy, honey." 

The door opened at once, and there 
was the pathetic little figure of Andrea, 
her hair mussed, her eyes red and 
puffy, her face tear -stained. My heart 
went out to her. I wanted to gather 
her up into my arms, to cuddle her 
a little, to comfort her and make her 
believe that everything was all right. 
I know now that I should have followed 
my impulse then. But I couldn't over- 
come. so quickly, the feeling of not 
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Don't suffer longer with wet, perspiring feet. Don't walk around all day with damp socks or 
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being wanted. the feeling that Andrea 
wouldn't like me to touch her. Perhaps 
if I had acted like a real mother then, 
everything would have been all right. 

But the moment was past, and 
Charles was saying, heartily, "Well 
now, what's my girl been crying about? 
You've been worrying Mother -she's 
all upset." 

Andrea curled up on his lap like a 
kitten and nestled her head on his 
shoulder. I felt a sudden jealous pang 
-how happy we'd all be if only she'd 
feel like that toward me! Charles be- 
gan to talk in that pleasant, soothing 
voice of his, telling Andrea how I 
hadn't meant to make her unhappy, 
how he wanted us to love each other 
and be happy together. "You under- 
stand, don't you darling ?" he finished. 
"Mother and I both love you dearly, 
and I want you to love Mother just as 
you love me. That's the only way we 
can be a family instead of just people 
living together in the same house." 

Andrea smiled at him through her 
tears. "Of course, Daddy. And I -I'm 
sorry." 

He laughed. "All right then -run 
along and wash your face, and we'll 
have dinner before Agatha comes up to 
tell us it's spoiled." 

I followed him out of Andrea's room, 
and he slipped an arm about my shoul- 
ders as we went down the stairs to- 
gether. "You see, Martha," he said. 
"Just a tempest in a teapot -you got 
yourself all worked up over nothing. 
Everything will be all right from now 
on -don't worry." 

But I did worry. Because I knew 
this wasn't finished yet. And it wasn't. 

OR a few days everything was quiet 
--but that was nothing new, because 

things always were quiet. It was the 
very quiet that I was trying to battle 
against. I wanted to kill the stillness 
with the sound of my laughter and 
Andrea's, mingled with the sound of 
our voices talking things over as a 
mother and daughter should. 

And then, at last, came open rebel- 
lion. One afternoon I was lying on 
the couch in the living room. I had 
caught a cold, and along with it I had a 
splitting headache. I heard Andrea 
come home from school and make 
straight for the kitchen, where Agatha 
was, as she always did, but a few min- 
utes later she wandered into the living 
room, answered my greeting perfunc- 
torily, and walked, after a moment's 
hesitation, over to the piano. 

Andrea had had piano lessons a few 
years before, but had given them up 
because she refused to practice. Now, 
with the perversity of children, she 
seemed to be interested in the instru- 
ment again, and sometimes she'd sit at 
the piano carefully picking out with her 
right hand the melody of the music in 
front of her, and at other times she'd 
simply bang away, seeming to take de- 
light in the awesome volume of dis- 
cord. 

I remember thinking, as she sat 
down, that I must talk to Charles about 
giving her lessons again. The thought 
struck me, too, that she might be tone - 
deaf because the discords she produced 
did not seem to offend her ears, as 
they did mine. Then Andrea began to 
play. At first she laboringly and halt- 
ingly picked out the melody of a pop- 
ular song that was on the rack, but a 
moment later her hands began the 
unguided drumming. 
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DON'T PUT UP WITH THE 

TORMENT OF SIMPLE PILES 

USE PALO! 

YOU WERE RIGHT! PAIO 
/BELIEVED THE PAIN, PROMPTLY 

10\ 
Don't just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of 
simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing 
PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief to 
millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relief. 

How PAZO Ointment Works 
I. Soothes inflamed areas -relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu- 
bricates hardened. dried parts -helps prevent cracking 
and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed- 
ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application. 

Special Pile Pipe for Easy Application 
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile 
Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some 
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so 
PAZO is also made in suppository form.) 

Get Relief with PAZO Ointmentl 
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and 
the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Get 
PAZO ointment from your druggist today! 

Tins Grove laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo. 

LEARN 

ILLINERY HOME 
Design and make exclusive hats under personal direc- 

lion of one of America's noted designers. Complete mate- 
rials. blocks. etc.. furnished. Every step Illustrated. You 
make exclusive salable hats right from the start. We 
teach you how to start profitable business In spare time. 
Low cost and easy terms. Expert milliners are In demand. 
Free National Placement Dept. Send today for free catalog. 

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY 
225 N. Wabash Avenue. Dept. 110 Chicago 1. lit. 

The Dennison Handy Helper Says: 

"PLAN TO BUY U. S. WAR BONDS 

AND STAMPS REGULARLY 

. , . AND STICK TO IT" 

Zrxniaori 
GUMMED LABELS STICK TO IT, TOO 

DENNISON MFG. CO., Framingham, Mass. 

No matter what hair tints you may 
have used in the past, there is one 
lure way of telling exactly what tint 
will give you a truly NATURAL ap- 
pearance! Have your hair analyzed for 
a true color match! Then insist on RapI -Dot. the Per- 
Seeped Shampoo Tint -a Four Star Beauty Aid. Rap- I -DoI'a 
sparkling. highlighted color will give you that beautiful, 
NATURAL looking appearance you've always wanted! 

FREE! GRAY HAIR ANALYSIS! 
Let us mail confidential color analysis of your hair, and 
recommendation of correct Rap -1 -Dol tint to match! Send 
name and address, with a strand of your hair. today! 

(CAUTION: Use only as directed on label) 
Rap - I - Dol Distributing Corporation 

151 West 46th Street. Dept. 222. New York 19. N. Y. 

For a few seconds I stood it, but at 
last I said, "Andrea, do you mind not 
playing this afternoon? I've got a 
splitting headache." 

She rose at once and without saying 
a word she left the room. But in ten 
minutes or so she was back. Still silent, 
she crossed once more to the piano and 
began to thump it with all the force in 
her small hands. A second later she 
stretched out her foot to depress the 
loud pedal so that the cacophony took 
on a resonant reverberation that beat 
into my ears as if someone were strik- 
ing my aching head with a hammer. 

"Andrea," I cried, "Andrea, please, 
dear -don't play the piano." 

But the sound persisted. Apparently, 
she didn't hear me above the din. I 
raised my voice. "Andrea! I. asked you 
not to pound that piano!" 

The playing went on. "Andrea, stop 
it! Stop it at once, do you hear ?" 

The music continued, uninterrupted. 
Anger welled up inside me and 
brought me quickly to my feet and 
across the room. My hand on Andrea's 
shoulder turned her about to face me, 
and the music stopped with a final 
crash. I'm afraid I shook her a little, 
in time to the shaking of my voice, as 
I said, "I asked you reeatedly to stop 
that noise. Now stop!' I meant, then, 
to say something more, something quiet 
and reasonable, to try to get out of 
her an explanation for this unprece- 
dented behavior, but the pounding of 
my headache was too much. I knew 
that there was nothing but anger in 
me at the moment, and that I mustn't 
let anger rule my tongue in dealing with 
Andrea, so I turned and left, running 
swiftly up to my own room, shutting 
the door behind me, falling onto the 
bed, and at last, in a turmoil of inde- 
cision, dropping off into a doze. 

IT was Charles who awakened me- 
Charles standing beside the bed, his 

face very stern and troubled. 
"I'm sorry you're not feeling well," 

he said perfunctorily. He hesitated a 
moment, and then went on. "But - 
but Martha, I didn't think that you'd 
take your headache out on Andrea. 
Nothing could excuse your striking 
her." 

Hastily I sat' up, sleep fleeing. 
"Strike -? Charles, did Andrea tell 
you that I hit her, or slapped her ?" 

He shook his head. "No, not An- 
drea. I don't think she would have 
tattled, Martha. It was Agatha who 
told me-she felt that I ought to know." 

With as much control as I could 
muster, I explained exactly what had 
happened. Charles sat down on the 
edge of the bed, looking at me queerly. 
"That doesn't sound like Andrea at 
all," he said, at last. "She's never, to 
my knowledge, been wilfully disobe- 
dient like that. Are you sure that 
your headache didn't exaggerate the 
thing in your own mind, Martha? And 
anyway -well, frankly, I don't think 
that you'll ever get anywhere with 
Andrea by those tactics. She's sen- 
sitive, as any child is." 

Swiftly I interrupted him. I knew 
that if this went on we were going to 
quarrel, Charles and I-our first quar- 
rel. I didn't want that. "Charles," I 
said, "my head is still splitting. Per- 
haps I acted hastily -perhaps not. But 
let's talk about it later, shall we? When 
I'm able to think properly." 

After a moment he went away, leav- 
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right in your own homer' -says 
Arthur Murray -the world famous dancer 
and instructor. His wonderfully simple 
method is described and illustrated in 
ARTHUR MURRAY'S DANCE BOOK. 
He reduces all dancing to one step. Mas- 
ter this step and variations like the 
Rumba, Conga are simple. You'll also 
enjoy learning the waltz, tango, fox trot 

and others, and become a 
popular partner. Send in your 
order TODAY. Only 25c post- 
paid- while they last. Offer 
good in U. S. only. 

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, Inc. 
Dept. RM244, 205 E. 42nd St.. New York 17, N. Y. 

ONLY 

25c 

rc2Cü-k¢ t rt Corners 
The real thing for mounting Snapshots, Cards. 
Sumps, etc. No paste needed. Neat, 
cary to use for mounting prints tight or 
loose. Sold at photo supply and album 

counters or send 10i: today for pkg. 
of 100 and free samples. 

.asst Art Camera Co., Ctlratp, la, 
Moen De0.1108 ---4757 Norm fork at 

SNEWo HOLLYWOOD SWEETHEART PIN 

SHOWN 
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SIZE 

Beautifully cut and polished CEDARWOOD pins en 
graced with your name and his. Send min or money order. 
CLARK RING CO.. DEPT. 275, BOX 5151, CHICAGO 

WEARS YOU OUT . . 

.. DRAGS YOU DOWN _. 
When Headache, Functional Monthly 
Pains, or Simple Neuralgia interfere 
with your work or your enjoyment, 
try DR. MILES ANTI -PAIN PILLS. 
Get them at your drug store. Read di- 
rections and use only as directed. 
Regular package 25c, economy 
package $1.00. MILES LABOR - 
ATORIES. Inc.. Elkhart. Indiana. (- ¡ -- 

NEVER .KPi ATC11 
ITCNINGSKIN 

DoThis for Quick Relief 
Does the almost unbearable 
itching of externally- caused ec- 
zema make you want to scratch, 
Scratch, SCRATCH? Would 

redness 
subside quicklyeaannti the 

that 
scally kin be- 

come soft and smooth? Get a 25c or 60e 
jar of Sayman Nilve and apply this 
medicated ointment to the affected areas 
tonight. Let it help quickly ease the 
tormenting itching and painful soreness. 

SAYMAN SALVE 



MANY NEVER 
SUSPECT CAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 

This Old Treatment Often 
Brings Happy Relief 

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly, 
they discover that the real cause of their trouble 

may be tired kidneys. 
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking the 

excess acide and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people papa about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag- 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loos of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty passages with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there is something wrong with your 
kidneys or bladder. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get 
Doan's Pis. FREE' 
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VIOLIN 
SEND NO MONEY 

Get this handsome instrument for 
sour very own. NOT A TOY. But 
a Regular honest to goodness Mo- 

o. Yh.l ui Given to you With FREE Instructions for sell 
rat den Spot Seeds at 10c per packet and remitting per 

catalog. Nothing to buy. Send for 40 pkts. seeds TODAY. 
LANCASTER County SEED Co., Sta. 261, Paradise, Pa. 

fill this new book about Plastic 
Reconstruction. Tells how easy, S, it is for noses to be shaped- 

protruding protruding ears. thick lips` 
wrinkles. and signs of ape 
corrected. Also <left pal- 
ate, harelip and pendu- 

lous breasts. Plastic Surgery 
explained. Elaborate illustrations. 

125 papes. Only 25e - mail coin or stamps. Glennville 
Publishers 313 Madison Ave. Dept.AY, New York 17, N.Y. 
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don't WORRY 
Why put upwithyearsof ABOUT 
needless discomfort and RupruRE 
worry? Try a Brooks 
Automatic Air Cushion. 
This marvelous appli- 
ance permits theopening 
to close, yet holds reduc- 
ible rupture securely, 
comfortably-day and 
night. Thousands report amazing results. Light, 
neat -fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs to chafe 
or gouge. Made for men, women and children. 
Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. Never 
sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no -risk trial order plan 
and proof of resulte.Correspondence confidentiaL 
110011$ cOMPMV 142-C State St.. Marsbali. Mick 

ing me to the twilight of the bedroom -and to a new knowledge which had 
suddenly come to me. Fantastic as it 
seemed, incredible as it seemed in a 
child, Andrea was trying to break up 
our marriage. 

The next few days were not pleasant 
ones. The talk that Charles and I had 
resolved nothing, and now there was 
tension in the house when Charles was 
home, as well as when he was away. 
To make matters worse, I was still ill, 
and I knew why, now. The baby I 
had talked to Andrea about was a re- 
ality. I didn't tell Charles about it at 
once, for I knew that he would tell 
Andrea, and that things would get 
worse instead of better. I was deter- 
mined that something must be done to 
solve the problem before we could face 
the prospect of a new member for our 
family. 

I went to see Dick Force, who had 
been our doctor for years and who had 
met Charles several times before our 
marriage, partly to confirm my belief 
that I was going to have a child, and 
partly because I needed someone to 
whom I could talk -some unbiased 
person to whom I could tell my trou- 
bles, who might help me to find a so- 
lution. Dick was kind and wise. No, 
he told me, he didn't quite know what 
the solution might be at first hearing, 
but he'd be glad to come to the house, 
to drop in as a casual visitor, meet 
Andrea, and then see what he could do. 

NEXT afternoon Dick turned up and 
talked to me and a quiet. almost 

hostile Andrea for a while. I went out 
with him afterwards and we drove 
through the park while we talked. 

"All that you tell me about her, and 
what I've seen of her, just doesn't seem 
normal," Dick told me. "She's more 
like an adult in her thinking -in her 
plotting and involved planning -than a 
child. It's almost unbelievable that a 
little girl should be like that. And it's 
a sad thing for her, too-we've got to 
help her, Martha, and we'll help you 
by that method and that alone. We've 
got to make the child snap out of it, 
get to the root of whatever's bother- 
ing her. It's just possible that I, a 
stranger, can make friends with her 
and find out what's wrong." He 
chuckled. "I'm just a family doctor, 
but I sort of fancy myself as a psy- 
chiatrist, just the same. Here's my 
chance to prove my mettle. If you 
don't mind I'm going to take to drop- 
ping in in the afternoons when my 
house calls bring me out this way." 

And so Dick came several times, and 
it was his coming that offered us the 
solution to the problem -but not in 
quite the way he had imagined that it 
would. One afternoon, just after he 
had left, I went out to the kitchen to 
see how dinner preparations were corn- 
ing, but the sound of voices stopped 
me at the kitchen doór. Agatha's voice, 
firm and yet very solicitous, very com- 
forting, and Andrea's, harsh, tearful. 
For a moment I listened to them, hard- 
ly believing my ears. Panic swept 
over me, and then I realized how foolish 
the panic was. I had done nothing 
wrong. Let Andrea go ahead with her 
plan -perhaps that, at last, would 
prove to Charles that I was not imag- 
ining things! I turned and walked 
softly away, forming a plan of my own. 

I waited until Andrea was in bed 
that night. until Charles. after dinner, 

Keep the cost of living down - 
buy only what you need 

When You Use This Amazing 

4 Purpose Rinse 
In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON 
will do oll of these 4 important things 
to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 

1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 

LOVALON does not permanently dye 
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, 
in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 
Al stores which sell toilet goods 

25t for 5 rinses 

10r for 2 rinses 
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Good Housekeeping 
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GASoften seems to be at its worst during the night. 
Frequently, it seems ro work up into chest and throat 
when one lies down, which makes one feel smothery and 
breathless in bed. Some people try to sleep sitting in a 

chair. Others keep rising out of bed to get their breath 
easier. Try KONJOLA, the medicine which acts in 3 ways 
to help ease gas misery. Sluggish digestion often pro- 
motes the accumulation of gas in one intestinal tract. 
Bowel constipation may help to hold the gas inside to 
torment one with awful bloating. So KONJOLA not 
only contains ains Natures herbs to help bring up gas from 
stomach, but also contains pepsin to aid digestion, and 
mildly helps to open constipated bowels and release gas. 

Many users write their thanks and gratitude for the 
satisfactory results it produces. So when you feel bloated 
"clear through" - when stomach expands, intestines 
swell and bowels "balloon" way out, due to gas accumu- 
lating from slow digestion and sluggish bowel action, 
try this medicine and see what relief it can give. Be sure 
you get the genuine KONJOLA Medicine -read the di- 
rections on the package and take exactly as directed 
thereon. KONJOLA is sold by every druggist in Amer- 
ica on a strict guarantee of money back if not com- 
pletely satisfied. 

SEND FOR SAMPLE 
You can prove its action by sending lOc for trial 

sample to KONJOLA, P. O. Box 206, Dept AMW, 
Port Chester, N. Y. 
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Now you can have NATU 
RAL- looking blonde hair 
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stunning sheen! All you 
do is SHAMPOO with 
Lechler's famous "569" 
Lightener Shampoo. 

AT OUR EXPENSE! - we 
want you to TRY it and be 
satisfied! Send the coupon 
today and receive 699" 
Lightener Shampoo by re- 
turn mail in plain wrapper. 

If not delighted after 10 -day 
trial. your money back on 
request. Profusely illustrated 
booklet included FREE I 

HOUSE OF LECHLER, Dept. 252 
560 Rroadwar, New York 12. N. Y. 
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FREE 'booklet. 
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was stretched out in his favorite chair 
before the fire. Even then I wasn't 
sure that I was doing the right thing - 

"Charles- Charles, darling." 
He put his paper down, looked at me 

quickly. It had been many days since 
the tenderness between us had gone to 
be replaced by tension. His voice was 
gentler than it had been for a long 
time. 

"What, lovely ?" 
"Charles- remember the first night 

we were home? You said that I was 
beautiful, most beautiful of all, in the 
firelight. Do you still think so ?" 

He reached out his arms to gather 
me into them. "More beautiful than 
ever," he assured me, and then, when 
I was safely settled in his arms, "Dar- 
ling this is the way it should be be- 
tween us. What's been wrong these 
past days -I've been angry and you've 
been distant, and -it's all wrong, 
Martha. It shouldn't be that way." 

I put my hand across his lips. "Let's 
not talk about that now," I begged. 
"I've got something wonderful to talk 
about, dearest. Charles -what would 
you say if I told you that we were going 
to have a baby?" 

He was silent for a long moment, 
then, but in his eyes was all the ten- 
derness, all the devotion in the world. 
Then he said, very gently, "I'd say it 
was wonderful, darling -that it was all 
we needed to make our life complete." 

WE STAYED by the fire for a long 
time in the glorious silence that is 

better than any words when two people 
understand and love each other, and at 
last Charles got up, and, still holding 
me in his arms, carried me to our room. 

With Charles and me together again 
I felt safe and happy, as if my plans for 
tomorrow need not be carried through. 
But deep inside me I knew they must 
be -they must be if our happiness were 
not to be continually in jeopardy. 

Dick dropped in the next afternoon, 
and I told him at once of what I had 
overheard Andrea telling Agatha yes- 
terday, of what I suspected, of how I 
hoped things would work out. 

He shook his head. "I don't know," 
he said slowly. "I don't know. Per- 
haps you're right, Martha -I'm willing 
to let her go ahead, anyway." 

So we were close to the living room 
door, listening, when Andrea, her voice 
tearful, called her father. And we were 
ready and waiting when, a little later, 
we heard him come in, heard Andrea 
say, "She's in there, Daddy -in there 
with that man who comes to see her 
every day." 

I opened the door then, saving 
Charles the embarrassment of choosing 
between knocking and bursting in. 
"Hello," I said, forcing my voice to 
sound normal. "What are you doing 
home at this time of day ?" 

"I- Andrea called me-" his voice 
faded away. 

"Here's Dick Force," I went on. "You 
remember him, of course. He's been 
telling me that I'm a normal, healthy 
specimen and shouldn't have a bit of 
trouble with the baby." 

Charles turned to Andrea. "Now, 
young lady, what's all this nonsense? 
This man is Dr. Force, a friend of mine 
and your mother's. Your mother hasn't 
been feeling well and so of course she 
consulted a doctor. What was it you 
were telling me about his coming here 
all the time, and about Mother's going 

War Bonds and savings make jobs 
tomorrow 

SUFFERERS P OR I A S I S FROM 
SCALY SKIN TROUBLE 

MAKE TRICK 4 DE R iii OI L 
.ell t mutter 

how long yoou have suffered 
Bautif 

ynar. tried. 
e ul book 

nia and Deemeid 
a 
with 

amazing_ true photo- 
graphic proof of results 
rent FREE. Writ for IL 

D on't mtatakS sesama 
for the 

rn 
stubborn ugly 

e barr.sing scaly t 
disea. Psoriasis. Apply 
non- staining Dermoil 
Thousands do for scaly 
tapote n body "r scalp. 

rears 
users, often after 

cher stales uhave 
moon 

red patches gradually disappeared and 
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin aln. 
is used by y doctors and is backed by positive ag 
ment to give definite benefit In 2 weeks or money is 
funded without question. Send 10e I.tantpsorroln) for 

SEND FOR 
GENEROUS 
TRIZIAL SE 4ntn 

ua tat 
me- 

ITOW 

r.- 
*roue trial bottle to make our famous "One Spot TO . Tent 
It yourneif. Results may sunarise you. Writ. today for your 
test bottle. Give Druggi no's name and address. Print name 
plainly. Don't delay. Sold by Liggett and Vdalgreen Drug 
S tores end other leading Druggists. LAKE LABORATORIES. 
B og 347. Northwestern Station. Dept. 5204. Detroit 4. Mich. 

Easy to use Viscose Home Method. Heals many oid 
leg sores caused by leg congestion. varico c 'ne, 

.- uollen legs and Injuries or no cost for trie! if it 
fails to show recuite in 10 days. Deacrib your 
trouble and get a FREE BOOK. 

14Q Norm 
VISCOSE COMPANY 

laeER 

WILL YOU WEAR THIS SUIT 
and Make up toSl2ina Day! 

í 
f 

ffiLet 

me send you union tailored to measure nuit FREE 
AS A BONUS. Just fugua my bran plan and take a few 
erde S1nn tip . 112 i n d a ar easily. No ex W riante 
-no house -to -hou. oanvansing necessary. Big 
opportunity lull or itme. 
Send for Samples -FREE OF COST. Write today 
fur FREE At .7T IA I -CLOTH SAMPLES and "sure -lire" 
monel- RetbHg FurPOOREiS 

oaasg RÌ O 
834 

É mney .O.p Dental-33S. 
Ges 

SO, i 
a 

WOMEN - 
WHY 

SUFFER 

r 

WHY WEAR 
DIAMONDS? 

When Diane, 
genuine Ztr...,. ''.. . - 
say Mystic Soon ! arc 

,, 
effective I rJ 

inexpensive. hrilling beautrrs that 
rand id' rt t gl.aa end are full of dla- 
und I'I Nt': h.xquistte mountinent Write 

f,1,r FKEE lítalogue. Address: 
NATIONAL ZIRCON CO. 

Dept, 617 Whaling, W. Va. 

Avoid monthly suffering 
by easing periodic pain. 
1 to 4 tablespoonfuls of 
Dr. Siegert's Angostura 
bitters in a little water, 
hot or cold, is pleasant 
to take and women the 
world over have been 
gratified with the re- 
sults. Buy Angostura in 
any drug store. 

Weary Feet 
Perk Up With 
Ice -Mint Treat 

When feet burn, callouses sting and every step 
is torture, don't just groan and do nothing. Rub on 
a little Ice -Mint. Frosty white, cream -like, its cool- 
ing soothing comfort helps drive the fire and pain 
right out ... tired muscles relax in grateful relief. 
A world of difference in a few minutes. See how 
Ice -Mint helps soften up coma and callouses too. 
Get foot happy today, the Ice -Mint way. Your 
druggist has Ice -Mint. 

POST YOURSELF! Itpays! 
I paid $400.00 to Mrs. Iiowty 
of Texas, focone half Dollar 
J.D.Martin of Virginia i200.0ß 

for a single Copper Cent. Mr. 
Man ingot NewYork $2,600.00 for 

one Silverpollar. Mrs.G.F.Adams,Ohlo, 
received $740.00 for a few old coins. I will pay big prices 
for all kinds of old coins. medals, bills and stamps. 

I WILL PAY S100.00 FOR A DIME! 
s15a94 S. Mot: 00.00 for I913 Liberty Heed Nickel Cwt Buffalo) 

Largêali v teat dCo nrFcalárr.irmin rtherrptirouoni.es, tmay 
much profit to eon. Write today to mean 

MEHL, 357 Mehl Bldg., FORT WORTH,T 
,La meat Rare Coin Establishment in U. S.) 



A DAY 

HOSPITALIZATION _ 
... 

:44110 PAN 

How To Manage A 

SMALL FARM 
And Make It Pay 

Five Acres and Independence 
is a book that may change your entire life. give you 
that independence. that security you're working so 
hard to achieve. It tells what kind of farm to rent 
or to buy; how to choose it how to finance it; what 
and how to plant; choice and care of livestock. poultry. 
bees. etc.; essentials of fruit and vegetable growing; 
fertilizers; irrigation; spraying; cultivation; harvest- 
ing; storage; sale of products and by- products. Every 
page is packed with proved ways to make the small 
farm self -supporting and profitable. 412 pages abund- 
antly illustrated with workable plans and diagrams. 
Only $2.50 postpaid. Don't miss this opportunity. send 
today for your copy of Five Acres and Independence. 

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, INC.. Dept. NM-244 
205 East 42nd Street. New York 17. N. Y. 
send rile postpaid Five Acres and Independence. I 
ani enclosing $2.50. 

Name 

Address 

I ieh "Iuvi1 not necessary. No age limit. 
!scud Iii FRET "Nursing Facts " and sample 
iess,ni pages. Earn vs hilt. learning. Act nowl 

Post Graduate Haseltat schwel Of Nursing 
ISO N. t raker Drive CINC. e. MU N@ 

MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOS 
Fascinating new occupation quickly 
learned by average man or woman. Work ikot 'e 
lull or spare time. Easy to understand meth- 
od brings out natural, lifelike colors. Many earn 

while learning. No canvassing. 
Easy Free Seek tells how to make Fond T 

money doing this 
stores, 

bane ,yi r . to work for friends. 
Send 

fo- \ ,Cw:,Jx 
dale and rrNo 

obligation. 
gent today for Learn your 

NATIONAL 
No 

ART SCHOOL ART SCHOOL 
.315 M irh,tan Ave., Dept. 1382, [Meats, U.S.A. 

Your Personal Hose FREE As Sales Bonus 
dl beautiful. sheer Wear-Tested Rayon IIo- 

fiery to friends, neighbor.. Earn welcome cash i 
n 

pare 
time and your personal hose FREE, . sales bonus. 
Loner wear proven by certified test.. Individual length 

Service. You need no experience. Write for FREE cote. 
poeto outfit and Bonus Hosiery piaci today. 

AMERICAN MILLS. Dept. T -18. Indl.napolb. Intl. 

LEARN AT HOME IN TOUR SPARE TIME! 
artist,: at. capable of var. ng S30. $50.,373 a week. By practical method. 

you COMMERCIAL ART. DESIGNING 
awl CARTOONING. strip by step. all inn UNO. 

plate p . Mall Postcard today for FREE 
n oon--Art for Pleasure & front" describes training 
opportunities in rt. Na obligation. State age. 

STUDIO 5628, WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 
1115 -15th ST.. N. W.. WASHINGTON 5. D. C. 

and 

41011 

iteti WOCTOCCTAI 
ontains no soap, oil, fat.Leaves sweaters, 

infants' wear soft, fluffy, really clean. Made for 
wool by a wool firm. At art needlework, notion and 
other depts. of leading stores and chains 25e 
WOOLFOAM CORP.. 10 W. 20.5 ST., NEW YORK 11, N. Y. 

PICTURE RING $ 
Most Precious Keepsake You Can Own 

tL Made from Any Photo 
SEND NO MONEY! 

Any photo orsuapshot clearly repro- 
duced ease ttiug i n beautiful. onyx - 
like Ring! A keepsake of a loved 
one you will treasure for years! 

Picture stays sharp and clear - 
withstands ribbing. washing. 
wear -unharmed by water, 

weather -won't tartish SEND 
NO MONEY! Just mail photo 

with strip of paper for ring size. 
Pay postman only 31.00 plus 

postage. hand- tinted 25e extra. 
Picture returned. Money -back 

guarantee. ORDER NO Vi," PORTRAIT 
tR NS CO., Dept. P -31- Cincinnati. Ohio 

out to meet him ?" 
Andrea stood there, small and for- 

lorn, not quite knowing where to look. 
Her father's face, as her eyes traveled 
from one to the other of us, was un- 
relenting. I felt, as I had before, that 
I would like to catch her in my arms, 
to comfort her, to make her under- 
stand. And this time I obeyed the im- 
pulse. I crossed to her and knelt be- 
side her, taking her resisting little 
body into my arms. 

"Come on, Andrea," I pleaded -"Tell 
us all about this. Tell me how you 
happened to plan this with Agatha -" 

The tears that were in her eyes then 
overflowed, and her stiff little form 
relaxed into my arms. 

"I want to tell you," she cried. "I 
want to! I've been so bad, and so mixed 
up, and I didn't know what to do, and 
all the time Agatha kept saying -" 

"Agatha's been telling you what ?" 
"All the time -ever since before you 

and Daddy got home -she kept telling 
me all about how bad stepmothers are, 
and how they try to get rid of their 
husbands' children and everything. She 
told me you wanted Daddy all for your- 
self, and that you'd tell him bad things 
about me and make it seem like I was 
a bad girl, so he wouldn't love me any 
more. I -I didn't like it, any of the 
things she told me to do, but she said 
if I didn't I'd lose Daddy, that he'd put 
me in a school somewhere, and I'd 
hardly ever see him. Like the day I 
banged the piano. When you asked 
me to stop the first time, I told Agatha, 
and she said to go play some more. 
She said the only way I'd ever get 
Daddy back was to make trouble so 
that Mother would go away. Oh, I -" 
F`OR the first time, naturally, of her 

own accord, Andrea had called me 
Mother. I held her close to me, croon- 
ing the little, comforting things a 
mother says to her child. "Don't cry, 
honey -everything's all right now." 

Charles moved away. "I'm going to 
talk to Agatha," he said. Dick Force 
followed him. "I'll go along," he added. 
"It seems to me that it's Agatha, not 
Andrea, who needs a psychiatrist." 

Agatha is gone now, and we are, as 
Charles puts it, a family at last - 
Charles and Andrea and little Ronnie 
and I. A happy family. So happy that 
we've all but forgotten the stormy 
months when we were a house divided. 
But I will never quite forget, and so 
I've written this in the hope that it will 
reach other stepmothers like me, and 
help them to understand, look for deep- 
er causes, if they cannot find love in 
the hearts of their stepchildren. 

Dick Force is our fast friend nowa- 
days. He explained Agatha to us one 
night before the baby came -how mud- 
dled she had been in her mind, that we 
must pity her, not blame her. "She 
really loved Charles, I think," he told 
us. "She is one of those repressed spin- 
sters who refuse to recognize their 
own emotions and so substitute others 
for them. She substituted hatred for 
Martha in place of acknowledging her 
love for Charles, and she used poor 
little Andrea as her tool." 

But it's all over. You should see us 
now -right now, this happy. peaceful 
Sunday afternoon, as I'm writing this. 
Charles is in his big chair. Ronnie is 
in his play pen on the floor, and Andrea 
kneels beside it, patiently and laugh- 
ingly retrieving the toys he throws out- 
side for her to pick up. 

Keep the cost of living down - 
pay taxes willingly 

YOUR OSPITAL AND DOCTOR BILLS PAID!, 

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT 

Don't allow Hospitalization 
expense to ruin your life sav- 
ings. Insure NOW... BEFORE 
ITS TOO LATE I In cose of 
unexpected sickness or ac- 
cident you may go to any 
Hospital In the U. S. or 
Canada. under any Doctor's 
core. Your expenses will be 
paid in strict accordance 
with Policy provisions. Indi- 
vidual or entire family 
eligible (to age 70). No 
agent will call. 

MAIL COUPON AT ONCE 

POLICY PAYS 
Hospital Expenses for 

Sickness 
(beginning 7th day) 

or Accident up to 

$540.00 
Doctor Expenses for 

Accident up to 

$135.00 
Loss of Time from Work 

up to 

$300.00 
Accidental Death 

$1000.00 
War Coverage t3 other 

valuable benefits. 

: NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO. 
Dept. MC45 -2, Wilmington, Del. 

Please send me, without obligation, details about 
: your "3c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan" 

Name 
E Address e 

¿City Stole 

At last! Unwanted Hair OUT 

Y All -VEGETABLE 

HAIR REMOVER 
Non -Irritating - Applied Cold 

Ç 

Lack your imellcst . sateguard romance 
don't let superfluous hair blight your 

love and cause others to whisper behind your 
back Amazing hair remover. made of pure 
vegetable ingredients, takes out unsightly, 
superfluous hair In a jiffy-without chemicals 
or heat --and makes your skin clean, smooth. 
velvety -so you can wear the filmiest gowns, 
the steantleat bathing suit. the sheerest stork- 

. 

Inga . . Inc no stockings at all! You apply 
AI/IEI' cold, right from the jar. and in 
few seconds all the unsightly hair Is OUT. 
not off ! 

So Safe, a Baby Can Eat It! 
Srs the hair cuore. l)l "l' nut nine rely RADIEU 

rrmorre the entire hair with the bulb 

routrriunty known a. the "root', New hair 
must grow before It reappears. Remember 
ADlb:u -not bleach or an absolve, no painful 
plucking or tweezing. Not razor or clipper. 
No ugly razor nicks; no stubby regrowth; re 
Milts more lasting. ADIEU Ilclr Remover is 
made with pure. safe. vegetable ingredients. 

No smelly. dangerous sulphides or chemicals. No unpleasant 
Mor. No messy preparation or heating. Absolutely SAFEI 
Positively NON -IRRITATING. Recommended by doctors; 
used by exclusive Itollywani beauty salons catering to movie 
stun. You'll he delighted with how ADIEI' takes out 
(not nnl the unwanted. superfluous hair from your fare, 
arms. legs. lips. back of neck. eyebrows. etc. 

SEND NO MONEY Ruis, r pan rnr geinrnasl "ppies 

..tag,., d to-, Feudeprat CeémctlrsaTon. 
ly i ellvnrv. 

Use ADIEU Hair Remover for :to days. If not delighted 
return unused portion and your money ill be refunded 
Instantly. Mall upon [alai. 

FOUR STAR PRODUCTS COMPANY 
Hollywood Blvd., Dept. 5102. Hollywood 28. Cab!. 

FOUR STAR PRODUCTS CO.. Dept. 5.102 1 
6513 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood 28. Calif. 

Pleab rush generous Jar of AUIO:I' Il. tilt ItD :MOYER 
IN PLAIN PACKAGE. 311.Oev Money Ifnrk Guarantee Trial. I ill pay Portman a_. nn plus postage and 
Federal Cosmetics Tax. on delivery. 

Name 

I 

Guaranteed Trial Offer 

I 
Address 

City 

LityADIELI Nair =am r ie0sin 
Se 

only ua= == = == == 
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FOR THAT 

COLD- 
If you have a chest cold - do what mil- 
lions are doing. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE and 
apply it at once, comfortably hot! 

You help yourself to immediate relief. 
You help ease those disturbing cold symp- 
toms- cough, tightness of the chest, sore- 
ness of the throat due to a cold. 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE is a ready -to -use medi- 
cated poultice. It maintains Moist Heat for 
many hours. This Moist Heat helps speed 
recovery-makes you feel better fast. 

For best results apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE 

promptly. 

Antiphlogistine 
Thewhire packagewith the orange band 

P 

t. 

01A' Anupliieglslinc 

Prr r f - THE DENVER CHEMICAL MFG. CO., NEW YORK N.Y. 

CORNS 
and Calluses quickly removed 
with MOSCO. Relieves Ingrown 
Nails. Easy to use. Just rub on. 
At your Druggist. Jars, 30e, 50c. Money refunded 
if not satisfied. The Moss Co., Rochester, N. Y. 

MOSCO REMOVER 

°HOW MOTHER KEEPS OUR 

Vk//BCG 
LIGHT AND LOVELY " 

We Use This New 11- Minute 
Home Shampoo 

Mothers and daughters stay young together 
when sunny golden curls are gloriously 
lovely. That's why Blondes, the special 
shampoo that helps keep light hair from 
darkening and brightens faded blonde hair, 
is so popular. Blondex makes a rich cleans- 
ing lather. Instantly removes dingy. dust - 
laden film that makes hair dark. Takes only 
11 minutes at home. Gives hair new lustre 
and highlights. Safe for children's hair. 
At 10c, drug or department stores. 

"Somebody Loves You 
Continued from page 45 

wrap in the powder room. The men 
told her the same thing with their 
eyes. She flushed with triumph because 
she thought Perry would be proud. 
But he seemed to misunderstand her 
triumph, and to believe she was set 
on conquest. When they danced, he 
was strangely silent. He didn't once 
whisper that he loved her. He didn't 
once say there should be a law against 
any girl being so pretty and so sweet. 
Roselle sought to still her misery by 
pretending she was having a lovely 
time. Even after Perry danced three 
times with another girl, Roselle pre- 
tended all was well. But when Perry 
sought that girl for a fourth dance her 
pretenses were shattered. She went 
home -alone. 
PERRY telephoned. But she would 

not talk to him. Perry wrote. But 
she did not reply. She blamed herself 
for all that had happened. She was 
convinced she had been mistaken in 
letting him know how devotedly she 
loved him. 

Her loneliness was like a great sick- 
ness. Those supposed to know about 
such things told her it would pass with 
time. However she noticed no change. 
She tried to interest herself in others. 
But boys and girls alike found her 
frequently distrait. She was forever 
watching for Perry. . , 

One evening when Roselle came home 
after visiting with a friend, she found 
her mother on their second floor porch 
threatening someone in the back yard. 
"There are hoodlums down there," she 
explained to Roselle, "hoodlums acting 
rowdy. I've given them fair warning 
I'll have no more of their noisy 
nonsense...." 

At that moment the stillness of the 
evening was broken only by an insect 
chorus. But soon ukes and a guitar 
sent up soft music . . . Then a voice 
sang "Somebody loves you, I want 
you to know . . 

Roselle put her hand on her mother's 
arm. "Mother," she said. "It's Perry!" 

"Perry . Perry . . . Perry . " 
she called and her heart sang in her 
voice for the world to hear. 

"So long." called 
Perry's gang as 
they disappeared 
in a rush. In a 
rush, too, Perry 
mounted the stairs 
to where Roselle 
waited for him 
with open arms. 

Perry started a 
small bank ac- 
count. Every week 
he deposited a 
percentage of his 
income - salary 
and tips. Even 
when he worked 
in another town 
and had board to 
pay, he managed 
to put this amount 
aside. He had no 
trouble getting a 
job at any time. 
For he sang while 
he worked and 
many a nostalgic 
barber recalling 
the good old bar- 
ber shop quar- 
tettes hired him 
for his voice as 

,, 

well as his tonsorial prowess. 
It wasn't long before Perry's cus- 

tomers' enthusiasm for his fine baritone 
voice bore fruit and he found himself engaged by a band playing at a dance 
pavilion at nearby Lake Conneaut for 
the summer. He sang love songs through 
a megaphone sprinkled with stardust 
and planned how, between appearances, 
he would drive to Meadowlands to see 
Roselle -even if only for an hour. 

"Come back to the lake with me," he 
begged her one summer day, "and pack 
something suitable for a wedding...." 

She had a new white dress with a 
cape. It had blue glass buttons for something blue. A pin that had be- longed to her grandmother which she borrowed from her sister was some - thing old and something borrowed too. 

Without success they shopped for a wedding ring. They couldn't find one beautiful and simple enough to please 
them. "After all, I'm going to wear 
it forever," Roselle would say to Perry 
as they walked out of one jeweler's. 

"That's right," Perry always agreed. 
They were young. They were mod- 

ern. They were realistic. But in their 
scheme of things there was no room 
for any doubt that their love for each other would survive as long as they 
themselves should survive. 

The drummer drove them to their 
wedding. "With this ring I thee wed," 
said Perry slipping his signet ring on 
Roselle's finger. Temporarily it would 
serve. Later, they would find a ring 
Roselle would always wear. 

At the end of that summer Perry 
opened a barber shop on the outskirts 
of Youngstown, Ohio. He believed there 
was opportunity there and, as he said 
to Roselle, he was a married man and 
it was high time he forgot about sing- 
ing with a dance band and settled 
down. They decided, however, not 
to buy furniture or a house until 
they saw how things panned out. They 
rented a furnished apartment and 
Roselle made gay curtains. 

Before Perry had the barber shop 
outfitted completely, Ted Weems played 
a one night stand in their town -heard 
the "singing barber" -and signed Perry. 

Perry and Ros- 
elle threw their 

MARCH RADIO MIRROR 
ON SALE 

Wednesday, February 9th 

Necessities of war have mode transportation 
difficult. To help lighten the burden, RADIO 
MIRROR will be on the newsstands each month 
at a slightly later date. RADIO MIRROR 
for March will go on sale Wednesday, Febru- 
ary 9th. The same applies to subscription 
copies -they are mailed on time, but they may 
reach you a little late. So please be patient) 

clothes into bags 
and were on their 
way ... On their 
way to a nomadic 
existence in Pull- 
mans and hotels. 
It never occurred 
to them that it 
wasn't enough. It 
was enough that 
they were to- 
gether. 

While they 
waited in railway 
stations for trains 
overdue, ate in 
diners and packed 
and unpacked, 
they said to each 
other "Soon we'll 
settle down, have 
our own home." 

It wasn't until 
their son Ronald, 
three now, was 
born, however, 
that Perry's radio 
success made their 
hopes come true. 
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k o i 
mhitiuus women who need an extra incom e 

are invited to accept this amazing offer to 
epresent famous Fashion Frocks. Never has the demand for 

these lovely dresses been so great. Consequently, we need 
more reliable women to demonstrate these exclusively styled 
frocks at amazing low prices. Thousands of women all over 
the country are now enjoying this easy, dignified way to earn 
money in spare time - 315, 318, 323 each week for a few 
hours work. In addition they get their own dresses Free of 
any cost. This opportunity is open to you. No experience, no 
regular canvassing necessary. And not one penny is required. 

Send for 
FREE Portfolio of 
NEW ADVANCED 

locks eh srmwre ai tI,, ru 
pine. s,fdy drapes. ihn, 
-tees, s.eth a sparkling 
u hit: 

SPRING STYLE NI 703 

YOU CAN START AT HOME 
You just show this elaborate 
portfolio of gorgeous dresses to 
friends, neighbors and all women. 
They can't resist the glamorous 
styles, beautiful fabrics and sur- 
prising values, and will gladly 
give you their orders, which you 
send to us. We deliver and collect. 
And you get paid immediately. 

KNOWN TO MILLIONS 
The beautiful line of Fashion 
Frocks for spring and summer, 
which we send FREE, is the last 
word in smart styles. They are 
truly authentic, having the ap- 
proval of leading fashion editors, 

eiA0 
many os 
low os 

and they are worn by prominent 
screen and radio actresses. Fashion 
Frocks are nationally advertised in 
full color, are known to millions 
of women and are easy to sell. 

EVERYTHING FREE TO YOU 
The elaborate portfolio, together 
with plans for a brilliant success 
are sent you without a penny of 
cost. We will show how other 
women succeed and how you, 
too, can enjoy a steady cash in- 
come for part time work, as much 
as $23 weekly, and besides get 
your own stylish dresses without 
any cost. Just mail coupon for 
full details. 

FASHION FROCKS, Inc., Desk 72039, Cincinnati, Ohio 

This distn.er. e Rabardiur 
shrrlhanst clans, n. _Indite; 
BJITPrI.f :soar fn. 'adds, 
;h 
SPRING 7YLE No. 729 

JUST MAIL 
COUPON - 
for this 

Amazing 

Offer 

L Qi R.v'A 

St Br o'. NBC S,.tht t Show 
semen this sparklers( earths 
pr-,t. beautiful/, styled 
,h- rtuaist dress for all-time 
(wellness. 

SPRING STYLE Pio. 739 
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Earn Extra Money, Buy More War Bonds 

Inc. ,t sty w 

FASHION 
FROCKS, Cnati, Oh1O nn spare 

FIndti;gario ° \\ 
Q39n s MOO free. 

Desk 
I 
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;'Rinn Fur rite derail, 

" ,,, Free. 
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)ioneering pince í84c) 
A long history of pioneering, embracing 

every major development in American brewing; is thrillingly climaxed in 

the Schlitz you drink today. Brewed with just the kiss of the hops, none 

of the bitterness, Schlitz brings you that famous flavor found only in this 

great brew. 

- 

*Schlitz pioneered 
Pure Culture Yeast; 

(amour Brow,, Bottle; 

Precise Control; 

exclusion of air 
from bottle; 

Just the Kiss 

of the Horn. 

C..,,,.hr 1043. Irr.Sr Afma 6r.. +. 
Mutul.., u. 

JUST THE /(%:c OF THE HOPS 

.. J'Z011G' 

ÌL' leetwess 
THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS 


