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L Look... Softer, Smoother Skin

with just One Cake of Camay! |

Skin specialists prove
Camay is Really Mild!

Your complexion will grow fresher,
more velvety soft ... with just one caée
of Camay! Yes, change to proper mild
care:..to the CAMAY MILD-SOAP DIET.
Skin specialists tested this care...on
over 100 complexions. And the firs
cake of Camay made most complex-
ions simply bloom!—softert—fresher!

So mild ..\ cleanses
without irritation!

These tests proved Camay's mildness. .

| proved how it can benefit skin. “Camay

o~ ts really mild,” said the specialists, “#
cleansed without trrisation.” So stop hap-
hazard skin care. Get Camay...and sce
the fresh new radiance that comes to
your skin.

W A -
| ——
Mrs. John H. Ridley of San Diego, Catifornio,
GO on 'he says: “Camay’s mild lather helped my skin
B d. PNy look lovelier—the very first cake | used! And
Camay Mlld soap Dlef' now, when friends ask me about my skin care,

. : . I 1 the C Miid-Soap Dlet.”
Take one minute—night and morning. R a2

Cream Camay over face —nose, chin.
Rinse with warm water. Give oily skiis
an extra C-O-L-D splash,

i

LN
Try it—skin's lovelier with just one oF
cake of Camay! "

Camay suggests these
WARTIME “SOAP-SAVERS’’

Get your family to save soap . . . it contains
precious materials.
i B. Use jusc enough Camay for lacher.

| Y. > 2. Wipe your soap dish dry — wet dishes waste soap.
£ \ 3. Put Camay slivers in a bathmit for grand
e mild-lather baths!
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a lovely smile has

Help keep your smile sparkling and
appealing with the aid of Ipana and
Massage!

ARE TO DREAM, Plain Girl! How do
other girls make their fondest hopes
come true? How do they win hearts and
happiness? Seldom are they great beau-
ties. Bue often, very often, they succeed

o because they know bow to smile!

So smile, plain girl, smile! Not a brief,
hesitant smile, but one that flashes out

beau-catching charm!

rautant and appealing. Remember,
though, for such a smile, teeth must be
‘sound and sparkling. And sparklingteeth
depend largely on firm, healthy gums,

"Pink tooth brush”’—a warning!

If your tooth brush “shows pink”— see
your dentise! He may tell you your gums
are teiider —deprived of work by soft,
creamy foods. And as thousands of den-
tists do, he may suggest “the helpful
stimulation of Ipana and massage.”

Product of
3 . - - Bristol. Myers
¥ I T
Vart loday with

IPANA and MASSAGE

Ipana not only cleans teeth but, with
massage, helps the gums. Massage a lit-
tle Ipana onto your gums each time you
clean your teeth. Circulation increases in
the gums—helps them to new firmness.
Start today with Ipana and massage to
help keep your gums firmer, your teeth
brighter, your smile more radiant!

A Bright Star wherever she éoes-—the gid
with a radiant smile. Help keep your smile
sparkling with Ipana and massage.
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IRRESISTIBLE s ste

We dedicate to the

GADET NURSE

e = &
For that clef;ir, flower-fresh complexion that distinguishes [
today’s beautiful woman, you need the softer, lighter tex-
ture of irresistible’s new Alr-wHI?t Face Powder. Whipped
into a delicate mist by mighty whirlwinds of pure, filtered
air, frresistible is your time-saving, sure aid to beauty be-
cause it gives your skin a mat-smooth surface, clings longer,

stayscolor-true andisnon-drying.Ten flattering new shades.

10c—-25c¢ SIZES

_ IRRESISTIBLELIPSTIC
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“1 quit, Miss Jones—
[ those girls burn me up!”

. A — e e 3

MEREDITH BLAKE

RETTY, brunette Meredith Blake

wanted to go on the stage ever since she
was a little girl, and now she has—but it’s
different.

-

¥ LA A
Amy: Of course 1 like the job, Miss Jones Miss Jones: Amy, dear, we want you to be
—but no matter how hard I try to be happy here. You're pretty and capable —
friendly, those girls snub me. I just can’s you can be popular, too! And perhaps I
take it any more! can be of helpto you...

Meredith, who sings with Shep Fields and
his orchestra, has caroled on the stage—
and in radio and recording studios—with
great success. But she always wanted to
be a dramatic actress and the urge still
tugs at her heart. It was her interest in
dramatics, however, that led to her singing
success.

Majoring in dramatics at the University
of Wisconsin, Meredith sang for the first
time in a university musical show—and
brought down the house.

Continuing with her dramatic studies,
she accepted a position as vocalist with a
local band—considering that strictly a step
to further her studies and her. dramatic

Amy: I\Ie-—l,ullty of umlerarm odor? Why, Amy: Jonesy was a darling’ to tip me off

career: Only after both Artie Shaw and I bathe every day! about Mum! After this, it’s a bath for past
Glenn Miller happened to hear her sing Miss Jones: But a bath doesn’t always last, perspiration, and Mum to prevent risk of
and made handsome offers to have Mere- Amy. Be smart—after baths, use MuM! Juture underarm odor.

dith join their bands as vocalist, did she
even consider singing as a career.

Only 19 years old when she started, Mere-
dith quickly rose to the top in the field.
First with Jack Teagarden, and then with
Gray Gordon and Mitchell Ayres, before
her present position with the Shep Fields

crew, Meredith has made herself a name as ; . | @ (ro nerser) %
one of the top nameband vocalists in the [ ekE redc
country. = . FRIENDS NOW=

A pretty girl with a big, honest smile, KNITTING FOR  J - ‘ _ ;zfli’%zﬂ!’
Meredith considers Mildred Bailey and THE BOYS IS : ] . ;
Peggy Mann the best female singers in the FUN_wWITH YOU TO

business. For men singers, she likes Bing HELP US, AMY/
Crosby and Dick Haymes. Her favorite
dance bands are those of Shep Fields and
Duke Ellington.

Meredith's father was a preacher. Her Mum .has the advantages so many popular girls
mother played the piano—not professionally waant in 2 deodorant!
—and began giving Meredith piano lessons | 141 quick —Half a minute with Mum prevents

when she was only 2% years old, She still d od
plays, but “just for my own amusement.” underarm odor all day or evening.

Likes to'cook and is good at it, too! It's safe — Mum won't irritate skin —even after
Sixe collects miniature furnifure for her ;lct;ﬁe;ﬁ;:?tz?:z}nf f:fie f?; Clothies aays =
five-room doll house, built more than 50 2 ering. UM
years ago by her grandfather. Completely It's sure — Mum works instantly! Keeps you
furnished, the house is valued at over bath-fresh for hours Get Mum today! TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF | R
$ll10'000 and since Miredith travels all over PERSPIRATION L]
the country with the Fields band, it re- For Sanitary No km—Gmtle safe, dependable Mum is ;
7‘:2;15 in her mother’s home in the mid- an ideal Zeod:n.znl Jor this urfti;origm purpo:ey 2606. el B R




thrills of the year occurred the

day when surprised Paramount
theater goers in New York suddenly
saw and heard Gene Krupa behind the
drums in Tommy Dorsey’s orchesira.
T. D. told no one about it. The reception
was thunderous and a little later, whep
Dorsey graciously turned the baton
over to Gene the roof fell in. After
the show, Krupa cried like a baby.

& & .

Frank Sinatra’s new son has been
named Frank Junior., The swooner
doesn’t like all that squealing and
whining that accompanies his soft sing-
ing any more than you do. But such
is the price of fame and for $30,000
a week you’d grin and bear it too.

¥ * *

Metronome Magazine has picked Li-
onel Hampton’s outfit as the band of the
year, a prophecy made some time ago
by this pillar..

ONE of the memorable bandstand

L L]

I ran into Coast Guardsman musi-
cian Dick Stabile when he appeared
recently as a guest contestant on
Double or Nothing, and Dick told me
he had advised his lovely wife, Gracie
Barrie, to disband his orchestra, and
continue as a soloist. Gracie took
over Dick’s band when her husband
went into the service.

“These days it’s tough enough for a
fellow to lead a band,” Dick said, “and
Gracie can do so much better without
this burden.”

* £ *

Outstanding comeback of the 1944
season goes to veteran Vincent Lopez
who grabbed two Mutual network

"Columbia Presents Perry Como"
each Sunday evening and with him
the charming soprano Rae Whitney,

commercials in one week.
* - -

Swooner Dick Haymes can be found
most any night at his former stomping
grounds, night club La Martinique in
New York, roaring his young head off
at the antics of comic Zero Mostel.

- * *

Jack Teagarden has two new musi-
cians no rival bandleader will ever
swipe away from him. They're his two
talented sons, Jack Junior, who trom-
bones l'ke his famous dad, and Gilbert,
who plays a sizzling trumpet. Both
boys are in their teens.

By KEN ALDEN

Tommy Ryan took over Blue Barron's or-
chestra when the Army tock over Blue. On
the bicycle built for four are the Sporfs-
men, heard on Eddie Cantor's Wednesday
NBC show. Left to right: Bill Days, Max
Smith, Marty Sperzel and Gurney Bell.

Frankie Carle’s new band is now
playing its first big league engagement
in New York's Hotel Pennsylvania.

- » «

Jerry Wayne, popular radio baritone,
is playing the romantic lead in the new
musical show “Marianne.”

» L »

Jimmy Dorsey and his entire crew
will go overseas for USO if plans go
through.

& * *

One of the hits of Billy Rose’s all-
Negro version of “Carmen Jones” is
swing drummer Cosy Cole.

* * *

Kay Kyser and his cover girl vo-
calist Georgia Carroll are interested in
more than music,

* * *

Kitty Kallen may leave the Jimmy
Dorsey crew and stay on the west coast
because-of a man in her life.

KEEP A WATCH ON THE RYAN

Young, good-looking Tommy Ryan
who has just organized his own band
after holding down the top vocal spot
in Sammy Kaye's orchestra for more
than eight years, is experiencing all
the growing pains associated with pi-
loting a dance band, and conquering
these sundry hazards with a simple
philosophy that can't be extinguished.
Problems like financing, bookings, per-
sonnel, orchestrations and manage-
ment have downed less sturdy souls
who, unable to withstand the physical
and mental pressures, have thrown in
their batons.

“Sure I worry. I worry plenty,”
Tommy told me frankly, as we met for
brunch in New York’s Hotel Edison, his
current bandstand scene, “but when
I'm blue or depressed I just think of
my wife, my baby, and an experience
I once had. Then I thank my lucky
stars, roll up my sleeves and pitch in.”

The wife Tommy thinks about is
Georgia, a small, dark, and pretty bru-
nette from his hometown Newport,

Continued on page 65



Okt Iovends are best when Cole and Sore 7oals 1brearen

THAT’S THE TIME you appreciate

your old standby, Listerine Antiseg-
tic, more than ever. So often it can be
such a help in fighting the bacreria re-
lated to colds.

Used eatly and frequently as a gargle
it may help head off a cold entirely or
keep it from getting serious. That goes,
too, for simple sore throat which so
often accompanies a cold.

Fewer Colds, Fewer Sore Throats for
Listerine Antiseptic Users in Tests

There’s an impressive lot of evidence to
back this statement up. Over and over
again, in tests made over a period of
twelve years, those who gargled Listerine
Antiseptic vegrlarly every day had fewer
colds and usually had milder ones than those
who did not gargle.

Perhaps you wonder why. The explana-
tion, we believe, is simple:

Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of
the Secondary Invaders, those potentially
troublesome germs that can setup house-
keeping in almost everybody's mouth.

Many a nored nose and throat spe-
cialist holds them responsible for the
complications of a cold, much of its
discomfort, misety and trouble. They
can stage a "'mass invasion’’ of the throat
tissues when wet feet, cold feet, drafts,
fatigue or sudden temperature changes
put you under par.

Germs Reduced in Tests

It is wise to attack these trouble-makers
to forestall, if possible, such a “mass
invasion.” And that, apparently, is what
Listerine Antiseptic so often does,

In actual tests this cool, refreshing andi-
septic accomplished reductions of germs
on mouth and throat surfaces ranging
up 0 96.7% fifteen minutes after a gargle.
One hour later the same rtests showed
reductions up to 80%.

Surely, when you feel a cold coming
on, this delightful precaution is well
worth taking.

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., 8¢, Louis, Mo.

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

LISTERINE
ANTISEPTIC

for countless little emergencies

5



Do yoube!ong?

Stop a minute and check up on the list
below. Do you belong to any of the
groups shown thete? If so, then you
really maust discover Tampax, which was
originated and perfected by a physician
to help women ﬁeep active during those
“trying days™ of the month.

p Housewives Gardeners <
p  War workers Taxi drivers 4
P Secretaries Club Women <«
p Students Teachers <4
» Service Women Nurses |
> Sales clerks Bank tellers <«

Tampax prevents embarrass-
ment in two ways. Being worn
internally it does not cause
costume. bulges and it does not
cause odor. Tampax needs no
belts, pins or pads. Made of pure absorb-
entcotton, it comes compressed in throw-
away applicator. Insertion is quick and
dainty—disposal easy. Wear Tampax in
shores or slacks or bathing suit. Wear it
in tub or shower or while in swimming.
It's really modern!

Three sizes (Regular, Super, Junior)
provide a choice of three different ab-
sorbencies for early days and waning days.
Ask at drug stores, notion counters. In-
troductory box, 20¢. Or for 98¢ you can
have the Economy Package conuining
an average 4 months’ supply! Tampax
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

NOBELTS
Nl PINS

N0 FADS
N0 ODOR

3 Absorbencies
REGULAR

Accepted for Adver-
SUPER JUNIOR

tising by the Jowr-
nal of the American
Medical Association

Captain Gene Wills, Corporal Jack Steely and Private First Class
Herbert Ehrich have a right fo be happy—as guests on NBC's Johnny
Presents Ginny Simms they get a free phone call to anyone anywhere.

OW that the Radio Hall of Fame
show is a well established
feature on the air, it might be

an idea to give a little information on
the agency that corrals the talent for
the show.

To people in any branch of the pro-
fession of entertaining, Variety needs
no introduction. The tabloid size news-
paper has been a combination Bible,
World Atlas, Employment Agency
and shaper of theatrical destinies for
years. It's the staff of this newspaper
that acts as talent scout for the Radio
Hall of Fame.

There are many reasons why Va-
riety is so well qualified to make the
selections for the pretentious new
show. Besides its main office in New
York, it has branches in Hollywood,
Chicago and London. Two hundred re-

orters and corresgondents, all care-
?ully chosen for their shrewdness in
things theatrical, nightly comb the
theaters, night clubs and radio air
waves in cities large and small from
Columbus to Cairo for stories and
talent for the broadcast. .

For instance, a Variety man Iin
Seattle may get a tip that an emcee
in a certain club is terrific. He visits
the place. If he thinks the entertainer
is likely to be a hit on the radio, he
gives the fellow a chance. Often, of
course, such tips lead to nothing
much—but they are always investi-
gated. When the Variety man finds
something exciting, however, he wires
his nominations to Abel Green, Va-
riety editor in New York.

The hundreds of suggestions are
considered until four or five are
selected to go on the air. Being
booked for the big show can be
a triumphant climax to an already
successful career, or, as has already
happened in several cases, a spring-
board to a new one.

DALE BANKS

By

Kate Smith deserves to be com-
mended on her criticism of those pro-
grams that invite listeners to write in
their votes in the Battle of the Song-
birds and Battle of the Baritones
shows. Kate, always aware of cur-
rent problems and events, was right
in reminding people that the mails
are overloaded as it is—with impor-
tant mail—and that, if people must
write, they could do better by writ-
ing letters to men in the service.
Typically, the fact that Kate was lead-
ing in most of the “Songbird” battles,
didn't make her change her mind.

* *

Morton Downey has a shadow. His
name is James J. Mu?hy, but every-
one just calls him Jimmy. Whither
Morton goes—there goes Jimmy. And
this has been going on for years.

It seems that one day, while Mor-
ton was_in Dublin, he went down to
see the Horse Show. As he wandered
around the stables, Morton sang Irish
melodies sort of to himself—but not
quite enough to himself, for Jimmy
happened to hear him. From that time
on, Morton had a “man.”

Jimmy returned to America with
Morton, and Morton decided to put him
to work. Jimmy was put in charge of
Morton’s wardrobe. Much to Morton’s
pleased surprise, his trousers were al-
ways neatly pressed, his clothes beau-
tifully cleaned and brushed and his
shoes polished from that day on. Un-
til the end of the month! Then Mor-
ton got the bill from the hotel’s valet
service.

“After that,” Morton says, “I gave
up and had a dinner jacket made for
Jimmy and took him with me when-
ever 1 went out. If I didn’t, he would
sit home and pout like a spoiled puppy.”

Quite a character, Jimmy. Famous
people do not impress him, at all, un-

(Continued on page 8)



[

£

-

- —
r—

& \ ,

TRUSHAY ...++¢ “serorenanor rorion

Guards lovely, busy hands

Use it before every soap-and-water chore

JUST smooth on this creamy, fragrant Jotion
beforehand—before you do dishes, or wash
undies. Trushay guards soft hands against the
roughening, drying effects of hot, soapy water
—instead of waiting until after damage is done.

Use Trushay all the other ways you’d use a
lotion, too. As a smooth powder base, or for

velvety, all-over body rubs. It’s inexpensive.

So concentrated a few drops do the trick. Ask

for Trushay at your druggist’s.

i
[

§

o

*Trushay was formerly called Toushay. A slightly \

different spclling —but it's the same wonder{ul
“beforchand” lotion.

PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS



EVEN IN A CLOSED BOX, { WOULDNT BE SAFE
FROM NASTY GERMS THAT CAUSE LOTS OF BABY SKIN
TROUBLES, I'M LUCKY THAT MOMMY PROTECTS MY
SKIN WITH MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY POWDER !

Germs™ often cause common baby skin troubles such as prickly heat, diaper rash. To
protect baby, best powder is Mennen, More antiseptie! Round photos above prove it.
Centers of plates contain $ leading baby powders. In gray areas, germs thrive; but in
dark band around Mennen powder (far right), germ growth has been prevented!

| WIGGLE EVEN WHEN | EAT ~ AND EACH WIGGLE
RUBS MY SKIN ! I'D BE SORE ALL OVER IF MOMMY
DIDN'T USE THE POWDER THAT'S SMOOTHEST CAUSE
IT'S "HAMMERIZED”, THAT'S MENNEN POWDER.

=4

Which baby powder is smoothest is proved by round photos above; they 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 lovelter.

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

Continued from page 6
less he personally finds them inter-
esting. On the other hand, he's likely
to make friends with a porter at the
studio, or a taxi driver, and take him
home and entertain him for hours
in Morton’s hotel suite—on Morton’s
refreshments.
* * *

Many of the people who work with
Adelaide Klein would be very sur-
prised to know that she sings—and very
well. She has kept that part of her
training and career rather hidden.
But she started out originally to be a
singer and studied toward that end.
However she preferred dramatics and
switched over the first chance she

got.

Adelaide, now playing the part of
the Russian Countess in The House
On Q Street, probably does more
doubling than anyone else on radio.
Though she speaks only one language—
English—she can do a dozen dialects
authentically and she claims that her
musical training and knowledge of
voice control and placement helped
her to achieve that proficiency.

The House on Q Street character
star has played everything from gun-
molls to saints—with and without dia-
lects. Once she played five characters
in a sketch she wrote for herself on
the Rudy Vallee program. She's been
on such programs as March of Time,
Cavalcade, Kate Smith Hour, El-
lery Queen, Big Town, Big Sister and
many others. She has also served her
time in the theater, being featured in
“Brooklyn, U. 8. A.” and playing for
a solid year as Hester in “Uncle
Harry,” with Eva LeGallienne and
Joseph Schildkraut.

» » L

Some radio performers sign off the
air with phrases as distinctive and
recognizable as their theme songs. Ever
notice? Hildegarde always says, “And
a good, good night!” Jack Benny’s fare-
well is usually, “We’'re a little late,
folks, so gooed night.” “Bye, Bye, Buy
Bonds,” is Phil Baker’s parting shot.
Sammy Kaye’s sign off is probably the
longest—“Here’s wishing you a happy
Thursday, Friday, Saturday, Sunday,
Monday, Tuesday—and we’ll be looking
for you again next Wednesday!”

» L] ¥

Ginny Simms, who loves good food
and can cook it herself, has solved the
problem of keeping her trim figure in

ot s

Screen star Jack Carson is emcee
of the CBS Friday night show from
Hollywood which bears his name,



spite of that. Certainly—what other
way is .there?—when she notices that
the ounces are getting out of hand, she
goes on a diet. But like everyone else,
being very, very human, she finds that
temptation can be:-a bit troublesome.
And Ginny’s found a very neat solu-
tion for disposing of temptation. As
soon as she goes on a diet, she bets a
friend $20.00 that she can stay on it,
without a single little extra nibble.
L J L d .

You may have wondered what brings
on those mighty roars of laughter when
Fred Allen and Portland Hoffa set off
on their Sunday night visits to Allen’s
Alley. Unless you're lucky enough to
be the studio audience, you’ll have to
wait until television is universal to
really share in the fun. But here’s the
reason. All the male denizens of Allen's
Alley look like refugees from a barber
shop, while two of them, Alan Reed
and Jack Smart, are the heaviest men
in radio. Jack Smart, who plays Sam-
son Souse, sports a beard that makes
him look like Henry VIII and Mr. Hol-
lister, played by Everett Sloane, snarls
at Allen through a set.of fiery red chin
portieres that look like a grass fire
in a high wind. All Fred needs now is
a bearded lady to make the picture

complete.
. L]

° Interesting jobs—the mail staff at
NBC’s International Division. The In-
ternational Division shortwaves pro-
grams overseas and broadcasts to
South America. And the mail depart-
ment has become the recipient of con-
fidences, complaints and requests from
all over Latin America that call for
plenty of ingenuity in the answering.
For all the letters are answered, one
way or another, in ‘the true spirit of
Good Neighborliness.

Many letters sing the glories of the
United States and express deep ap-
preciation for the wonders of North
American radio. Dozens of them re-
quest information on how to enlist in
the United States Armed Forces. Some-
times, there are even invitations for
members of the staff to visit South
American plantations. There are re-
quests for information as to where
helicopters can be bought and where
instructions in American tap dancing
can be obtained.

Evidently, the old legend that
American streets are paved with gold
still persists, because many letters ask

RN

Lovely Mary Lee, with the equally
lovely voice, supplies the songs
which spice Jack Carson's comedy.

every woman absentee
should know

A WAR-PLANT NURSE WROTE
KOTEX that their greatest number
of absentees are women who miss
1 to 3 days of work each month,
frequently on*problem days”,

These hints are just a few of the
many in the new 24-page booklet
we offer free to help you feel better
and stay on the job every day. Lost
days means lost lives!

DON’T wrestle with these heavy jobs
on “difficult days”. Straining is harmful,
and your foreman would rather give you
lighter work at this time than have you
on the absentee list. Send for the new
free booklet “That Day Is Here Again™’
for tips on how to lift the safe way!

DO but don’t overdo, and you needn’t | DON’T get the late-at-night cocktail
skip the “swing shift’’! But why not wait | habit. .. too much stimulation is bad at
for the waltzes and thumbas and leave the | any time! And on these days, more than
jitterbug tactics ’til next week? Sit out a | ever, you can’t afford that logey, let-down
dance now and then . . . to look at the | feeling! Make it a rule to get your full 8
stars or hear alife story. You can always | hours sleep every night! You won’t be a
say your feet hurt! sissy . . . you'll be smart!

DO send for this free booklet

—lost days mean lost lives!

“That Day Is Here Again” contains 24 lively
ages of do's and don’ts for war-workers’
‘problem days”. A full page of suggested

exercises t0 curb cramps. When to see your

doctor. Facts for older women; and for when
the stork’s expected. Plain talk about tam-
pons. We take pride in bringing you this au-
thentic information just as we take pride that
more women choose Kotex* sanitary napkins
than all other brands of pads put together.

To get your copy free, just mail name
and address to Post Office Box 3434,
Dept. MW-4, Chicago 54, Illinois.

(*T. M. Reg. U. S. Pat, Off.)

TO WAR-PLANT NURSES AND PERSONNEL MANAGERS. We'll gladly send you (free)

4 new instruction manual, “Every Minute Counts™. It's a “refresher” course for

glant nurse or doctor—makes it easy to conduct classes on menstrual hygiene.
ecify if you also want free jumbo charts on Menstrual Physiology. Address:
otex, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 11, Illinois. )
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Miss Everyny Byrp LAPrADE

* After a 1-Minute Mask with Pond’s Vanishing Crean, my complexion looks
ever so much smoother and brighter!” says this daughter of the famous Byrd
family of Virginia, Miss LaPrade carries on the romantic tradition of
beauty of the lovely 18th-century Evelyn Byrd for whom she was named.

Powder-catchers, dust-catchers—that’s what skin cells
are when they curl up and die on your face! Even
a naturally good complexion looks coarse-grained!

But—you can loosen and dissolve scaly dead skin cells
easily and quickly. Just spread a snowy 1-Minute Mask
of Pond’s Vanishing Cream over your entire face—
except eyes. Leave it on one full minute, for the Cream’s
“keratolytic” action to do its job. Then tissue off.

W Now look at your “re-styled” complexion! It’s clearer.

. It’s brighter. It looks ligter. And your skin is

so much softer that make-up goes on with intriguing
smoothness. You’re ready for a beautiful evening!

“A PERFECT POWDER BASE, TOOV"
“I like to have a 1-Minute Mask
3 or 4 times a week,” says beau-
tiful Evelyn Byrd LaPrade.
"~~And on the other days I
smooth on a very light film of
Pond’s Vanishing Cream
hefore make-up, It’s a

several amall ones.
perfect powder base!”

. TAKE A JOBI THE MORE WOMEN AT WORK =
THE SOONER WE WIN |

10

Now there's a glass
shortage! Help save
glass and maopowet
—buy one BIG jar
of Pond’s instead of

NBC's Young Widder Brown boasts
the beauty of Virginia Routh who
portrays the role of Judith Adams.

for financial help. One young man who
wants to work for Uncle Sam, recently
closed his message with: “If there is
nothing in the way of a job, send me
five dollars to print cards of applica-
tion.” Another letter said: “Will it be
possible for you, considering your con-
nections with the stars of Hollywood,
to collect some money for me? The
mortgage on my farm will be due
soon . . .”

Possibly, down South of the Equator,
they have been seeing too many Holly-
wood movies . . .

* » L]

Alice Cornell, featured vocalist on
Music From Manhattan, has gone in
for publishing as a side line. Oh,
strictly amateur! Each month, she
makes up fifteen copies of a homemade
magazine full of gossip from Radio
City and humor culled from our lead-
ing magazines and sends them overseas
to fifteen of her first cousins. The men
are variously distributed through the
Army, Navy and the Marines and are
fighting on all fronts, in North Africa,
Italy and the Gilbert Islands. To date,
Alice has received word that her lit-
erary efforts are passed eagerly from
soldier to soldier. There’s an idea there
for the rest of us. How about more
things for the boys overseas to read?

L ] » L

Robert Ripley is his own best Be-
lieve It Or Not. This amazing char-
acter draws his cartoons upside down,
owns five automobiles and can’t drive
a car, has been in China more often
than in his own New York City offices
and has visited more than 200 countries
in his search for oddities.

Oddly enough, his career as a fact
finder began because he didn’t have
an idea. Back in 1918, when he was
working in the art department of the
old New York Globe, he found himself
sitting before his drawing board with
the deadline coming closer and closer
and with his mind a complete blank.
Finally, he had to turn in something
before the paper went to press, so he
collected a few sports oddities, made
them into a cartoon, captioned it “Be-
lieve It Or Not” and went home feel-
ing that he’d done a-very .bad day’s
work.

From that inauspicious beginning
the fifty-year-old carioonist from Cali-
fornia has gone on to a career as an
artist-author-radio star that is just as
amazing as his oddities.

-® * -

What with the war and Selective

Service, women musicians are no long-



er a novelty, so the news that Paul
Whiteman has hired a harpist of the
gentler sex is only of passing impor-
tance. But Shep Fields had a little
trouble before he signed up a lady-
with-an-angel's-pian6. Like many
other band leaders, Fields decided on
a lady harpist because she would be
safe from induction. But, when he
wired the lady of his first choice, he
got an answering telegram saying,
“Offer came too late. Joined the WAC
yesterday.”
L] L ] L]

Of all things! You'd think a serious
musician like Dr. Artur Rodzinski, di-
rector of the New York Philharmonic
ngphony, when asked by the Board
of Directors what he would- like for
a present on his fiftieth birthday, would
have asked for some ancient and val-
uable Bach manuscript. Not at all. He
asked for—and got—a cow!

Tulip, a pedigreed, three-and-a-half-
year-old Guernsey cow, is ha%pily
settled in her new quarters at Rod-
zinski’s farm in Stockbridge, Mass., and
contentedly giving more than twenty
quarts of milk a day. Dr. Rodzinski re-
ports that she’s the most beautiful and
best-mannered cow he’s ever seen.

[ ] [ ] [ ]

Being a cry baby is pretty generally
considered no way to gain one’s de-
sired ends. But in the case of Timmy
Hyler, it worked fine. Timmy, who now
plays Brenda in Young Widder
Brown, got her start in radio as a
cry baby. Her realistic imitations of
babies, crying and cooing, won her
the first parts she ever played on the
air in Philadelphia. Of course, like
most specialists,
that directors just couldn’t imagine her
doing anything else. It wasn’t until one
of those emergencies that always seem
to happen in movies of backstage life,
but so seldom actually happen in real
life, that Timmy got a chance to show
that she had learned to talk like every-
one else. The last minute before the
show went on the air, the heroine got
ill. There was no other feminine voice
in the studio but Timmy, who was
standing by, waiting to do her wailing
baby at the right cue. The script was
thrust into her hands and Timmy was
off. She's been playing grownups ever
since.

[ ] L]

With NBC since 1928, Irving Miller
has been a staff pianist and band con-
ductor and his solo piano work is well
known to listeners. Unlike most pian-
ists, Irving got there the really hard
way—without any parental encour-

Ronald Colman is the star and
Arch Oboler the writer of the
new NBC Everything for the Boys.

Timmy soon found.

Face Powder of Romance!

THE SHEER-VELVET texture of this exquisite face powder touches your
skin with a soft bloom of color. .. the haunting perfume which
belongs only to Evening in Paris surrounds you always with the sweet
Fragrance of Romance. It rests with you to create the moment, the

mood for love. Wear lovely Evening

in Paris face powder . .. so en-

Face Powder $1.00
Perfume $1.25 to 810.00

(AU prices plus tax)

chantingly yours for Romance.

Tune in "Here’s to Romance,”
starring Dick Haymes, with
Jim Ameche and Ray Bloch’s
Orchestra—Thursday eve-
nings, Coluwbia Network.

W

face

-

rovir BOURJOIS
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How to help

give your

face and neck this

QUICK ‘BEAUTY-LIFT’

v

Helps Skin Appear Smoother, Firmer,
More BABY-FRESH With Each Application!

Have you ever sighed, “'Oh I wish some-
one would give me a new face!” Well —
that's quite impossible unless you resort
to drastic measures like plastic surgery.

But there is a very simple method
(takes only 8 minutes a day) whereby
you can help make your skin appear
remarkably satin-smooth, radiant, firmer
and more baby-fresh with each applica-
tion—a famous method which should
help you maintain perfectly enchanting
face and threat beauty thruout the years
—as it has already for so many lovely
girls and women —

AND HERE IT IS!

Briskly pat Edna Wallace Hopper's
Facial Cream over your face and throat,
always using upward, outward strokes
(see diagram). Gently press an extra
amount of Hopper's Cream over any
lines or wrinkles, Leave on for about
8 minutes. Then wipe off.

Just see how caressingly soft, smooth
and glowing your skin appears. The
reason Hopper’s Facial Cream is so

1

active and it 80 expertly lubricates the
skin is that it's homogenized.

Faithful use helps you maintain truly
dazzling face and throat beauty thruout
the years. Hopper's Facial Cream is
also a marvelous powder base. At all
cosmetic counters.

Another Great Beauty Aid

Hopper's White Clay Pack is mar-
velous asa "quick beauty pick up™
—makes youlook ravishingly lovely
on short notice. Wonderful for
blackheadsand enlarged pore open-
ings. It also helps clear away faded
“top-skin™ debris with its ugly
dried up skin cells which make
any girl look much elder.

" G ttstic: HOPPER'S P20 Chiam
2

agement. In fact, his mother begged
him to go out and play ball instead of
practicing. She needed the rest. Her
other three children were all taking
music lessons and their discords were
enough for the harassed mamma.

So, during his childhood in New
York City, Irving got into the habit
of leaving the house carrying his
catcher’s mitt—to satisfy his mother—
and spending his afternoons at a
friend’s house, practicing his scales.
Later, at Columbia University, where
he did his very best to fulfill his
mother's ambition for him by trying
to become a doctor, Irving continued
to play hookey at “the keyboard. He
finally got a job in a Greenwich Vil-
lage night club and tossed over his
studies. i

It was while Irving was playing with
Rudy Vallee's band at the Hi-Ho Club
that Larry Funk heard him and offered
him his first radio job. He's been with
NBC ever since. .

Irving's hobbies are neckties and
music. He has hundreds of neckties,
many of which he’s afraid to wear in
public, because of their colors. Music
he writes and studies. He claims he's
the best undiscovered composer in the
world and has written dozens of piano
works and pop tunes—none of which
have ever made the Hit Parade. How-
ever, he’s still trying.

Irving seems to be a fine example to
disprove the old saying, “Mother knows
best.” The other three children, whose
piano thumping kept him from prac-
ticing, all turned out to be musical
duds. .

[ *

Come 1947. Don McNeill, jolly
Breakfast Club emcee, will receive
an elaborate crocheted table cloth from
a feminine fan in St. Paul, Minnesota,
who wields her needle diligently every
morning, while listening to Don’s she-
nanigans. Seems the lady started work
on such a gift for Don back in 1937
and finished it in 1942, almost in time
for Christmas. Unfortunately, a care-
less maid whisked it off the table with
some old newspapers and—poof!—five
years of painstaking work went up in
flames. Now—if the lady had trained
her maid to save all scrap paper for
the drive—Don would have had his
Christmas present.

> L *

Perfect human examples of perpetual
motion are station WLW'’s musical
group known as the Boone County

uccaneers,

They're five bundles of energy—and

-

Arthur Young, Bud in The Baxters
and Junior in Ma Perkins, both on
NBC, is an ardent collector of guns.



W hether the script calls for Schumann,
Shostakovich or Swing, NBC's pianist,
June Lyon, has it af her fingertips.

almost as unpredictable as the weather.

Which may be understandable when
one learns they got the idea for their
type of music when they happened to
see and hear a truck loaded with milk
cans run into a drove of ducks. For
these merry madcaps feature—and most
successfully, too—an endless number of
ngi/elty arrangements that are unbeat-
able

Their names are Tiny Stokes, Buddy
Ross, Jerry Richards, Curly Meyers and
Stubby Fouts.

Tiny and Curly went to school to-
gether in Frankfort, Indiana, where
they organized their own band. At
about the same time Jerry and Stubby
met in college and organized a band.
Then they heard Tiny and Curly one
night, and suggested that the four get
together.

Many of the songs The Buccaneers
do on their WLW shows are their own
compositions.

On the personal side, they're all
happily married and each is‘the father
of a child.

Gossip from here, there, and every-
where . . . Nice to hear Ronald Col-
man’s smooth voice and lovely diction
regularly on Everything For The
Boys, isn’t it? . . . Did you know
that CBS which has the exclusive
rights gremlpre Shostakovich’s
Eighth Symp ony in the United States,
has the largest and finest library of
Soviet music in this countxc'ly . Arthur
Lake—Dagwood Bumstea s workmg
on a new plcture . Those “William
and Mary"’ sketches played by Cornelia
Otis Skinner and Roland Young on
the Dinah Shore program are a
legacy to Cornelia from the late Alex-
ander Woollcott. Had he lived, the
chances are that he would have played
in them himself . Hal MclIntyre is
writing a book about the dance band
business. He's calling it “Chords and
Discords.” Watch for it——-especially if
you have ideas about starting a band
of your own. The book will include
analyses of the popular music field and
suggestions for aspiring bandlead-
ers . . . Marvels of our postal system—
Fibber McGee and Molly recently re-
ceived a letter addressed to 79 Wistful
Vista, U. S. A. ... The only visitor per-
mitted backstage during a Toscanini
rehearsal is Madame Toscanini, who
knits sweaters for the maestro, while
she waits for him . . . Paul Whiteman
is also turning author—writing his
- memoirs, “Look Sharp Or Fall Flat” ...
Good listening—until next month.

2. 1 couldn't do a thing right at work. One
day, the personnel director called me. In a
heart-to-heart talk I told her everything.
Then she said: “My dear, there’s one neglect
most husbands can’t forgive — carelessness
about feminine hygiene.”

4, Since that day I've learned how right she
was. I've found Lysol easy to use and inex-
pensive, too. But the big thing is this . . . the
scenes in our home are all love scenes now!

W "For new FREE booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, sen
letter for Booklet R.M.-444. Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Ave., New York 22, N. Y.
% BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS %

"I hate the day | married you'!"

I. It was a horrible qucrnl. I dldn't believe I could ever say such things . . we'd been
80 much in love, Fred and I. Then, these awful fights . .,

3. She explained that many modetn wives
use Lysol disinfectant on their doctor’s ad-
vice. “It cleanses thoroughly and deodorizes,”
she said. “And besides, it’s so easy to use.
Just follow the directions on the packnge-—nt
won't harm sensitive vaginal tissues.”

Check this
with your Doctor

Lysol is Nen-caustic—
gentle and efficient in
proper dilution. Con-
tains no free alkali. It
is nol carbolic acid.
Effective—a powerful b
germicide, active in presence of organic
matter (such as mucus, serum, etc.).
Spreading—Lysol solutions spread and
thus virtually search out germs in deep
erevices. Economical—small bottle makes
almost 4 gallons of solution for feminine
hygiene. Cleonly odor—disappears after
use. Lasting— Lysol keeps full strength,
1o matter how often it is uncorked.

FOR FEMININE HYGIENE f /
Copr., 1944, by Leho & Fink Products Cotp. V¥ j
postcard or

13
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Smart, thrifty additions to your ward-
robe ... Step comfortably into high-
style PARIS FASHION SHOES...and

step out with complete satisfaction

in your wise choice of heauty

and dependable value!

$

Some styles
slightly highet

WOHL SHOE COMPANY '« ST.LOUIS, MO.

Your hands are as important a part of your beauty as your
face, says pretty Marilyn Erskine of CBS' Let's Pretend.

%

By Roberta Ormiston

HE seems much younger than her
age—until you look at her hands.”
How often have you heard this

said of women who were all unsus-
pecting? Hands are such incorrigible
gossips! They tell more about us—
about our years, occupations and gen-
eral fastidiousness—than we always
realize. Whether our hands speak for
or against us, of course, is for us to
decide.

A weekly manicure is routine in the
life of any woman who pretends to,

be well groemed. However, to come
into their greatest beauty, hands re-
quire in-between care. This care, be
assured, is easily managed. So are
manicures at home.

Use warm water on your hands. A
pure soap. And a flesh brush. Scrub
across your knuckles. If you brush your
hands any other way, you loosen the
skin so it tends to become flabby.

The skin on your hands and arms,
exactly like that on your face and
neck, will feed and thrive on nourish-
ing cream. Massage your hands and
arms every night. Work the fingers
of one hand down the fingers of the
other. And, following this massage,
apply a skin tonic to close the pores.

Hands susceptible te callous spots
need to be rubbed with pumice stone.

Hands which perspire benefit from
applications of witch hazel."

Hands stained by fruit or vegetables
are quickly bleached with undiluted

lemon juice.

Brittle nails need olive oil.

Hands which do housework, dig in
gardens, or work with machinery—
and what hands do not these days?—
require gloves. Do not insist you can-
not wear gloves when you work. Buy
thin cotton ones that are not awkward
and have them larger than you or-
dinarily wear so your fingers will have
freedom of action. For a good measure
of hand beauty, before pulling on your
gloves, cream your hands and dip
your fingers into the cold cream jar.
This keeps dust and grit from becom-
ing imbedded in the skin beneath your
nails. Incidentally, if your work is so
skilled that you absolutely cannot wear

-gloves, there -are some new creams,

made especially for today’s war-work-
ing women, which actually film the
hands with a covering almost as ef-
fective as gloves.

Elbows, remember, need_more care
than they usually receive. Rough, dis-
colored elbows detract from charm.
There is, incidentally, no way in the
world neglected elbows can be made
smooth and white overnight. But regu-
lar massage and -applications of nour-
ishing cream will keep your elbows

Continued on page 16
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leaves hair so lustrous, and yet so easy to manage!

Only Drene with Hair Conditioner
reveals up to 33% more lustre
than soap . ..yetleaves hair so easy

to arrange, so alluringly smooth!
Springtime! Time for hearts to be young
and gay .. time for you to be lovelier
than ever with radiant, glamorous hair
that invites romance!

So pon’r let Springtime find you with
hair that’s dull from using soap
or soap shampoos!

Instead, use Drene Shampoo with
Hair Conditioner! Sce the dramatic
difference after your first shampoo . . .
how gloriously it reveals all the
lovely, sparkling highlights, all the
natural color brilliance of your hair!

See, too, how the wondcrful hair
conditioner now in this new, improved
Drene leaves hair far silkier, smoother
and easier to handle . . . right
after shampooing.

Easier To comB into smooth, shining
neatness! If you haven't tried
Drene lately, you'll be amazed!

So for more alluring hair, insist on
Drene with Hair Conditioner. Or
ask your beauty shop to use it!

And remember . . . Drene gets rid of all
Jlaky dandruff the very first time you use it.

Tiny mars whichshow most of your hair
are among the smartest this Spring. So
lovely hair and a becoming hair.do are
moreimportant thanever! For theshin.
ing smoothnesssoessential toanysmart
bair-do you’ll find no shampoo that
equals Drene with Hair Conditioner]

o

with

U e

33% more lustre!

= Soap film dulls lustre—robs hair

of glamour!
rene am OO Avoid this beauty handicap. Switch to
Drcne Shampoo! It never leaves anydaulling
film as all soaps and soap shampoos do.

That’s why Drene reveals up to

Product of Procter & Gamble
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TELL-TALE

as lovely as they should be.

The first requisite of manicures at
home is proper tools:

A file—buy a good file and a long
one. The better and longer the file
the more flexible it will be. And the
more flexible your file the easier it
will be to get around corners and
shape your nails in the way you want
them . . . emery boards . . . orange
sticks . . . cuticle remover . . . cuticle
scraper . . . cuticle scissors . . . polish
remover . . . adheron . . . polish—there
are, incidentally, man new rose+
shades which come packaged with a
matching lip-stick and a complemen-
tary face powder.

The first thing to do is remove every
last vestige of polish from your nails.
Then wash your hands, in warm sudsy
water, using a brush—so your hands
are truly immaculate.

Next, file your nails. Take care not
to file them so far down on the sides
that they have no support and will,
therefore, split and crack.

Soak your hands in warm sudsy
water to soften the cuticle skin.

Apply the cuticle remover with an
orange stick, tipped with cotton, by
pressing gently the skin surrounding
your nails. A

Remove all particles of skin softened
and loosened in this way with a nail
scraper.

The emery board will take care of
any rough edges the file has leit
clinging to your nails.

Apply adheron.

Continued from page 14

Top off with nail polish, of the shade
most flattering to your hands—but be
sure it’s one that goes well with your
costume colors, too, and with the rest
of your make-up. To apply the polish
professionally, dip brush deeply, wipe
off excess, and apply about the base of
the nail, or circling the half-moon,
from one side of the nail to the other.
Then swiftly fill in the remaining
nail with upward strokes from base
to tip.

Remove any polish which overlaps
the nail with an orange stick tipped
with cotton and dipped in the polish
remover.

And hold out your hands for all to
see—with no worry about their ten-
dency to gossip.

Be Beauty Wiser

Joan T. Glendale, Calif.: So you're
shampooing your hair and setting your
wave at home these days in interest
of war-time economy . .. A splendid
waving fluid is achieved by the simple
business of mixing white of egg and
water. Measure the white of an egg
and use four times as much water.

Marion B. Boise, Idaho: A dry sham-
poo is no trick at all. Rub old-fashioned
corn meal into the hair, and brush
thoroughly. This removes the oil and
dust which cling to the hair, and leaves
it soft in appearance.

Mrs. L. B. C., Bennington, Vt.: Many
people think camphor and alcohol make
an excellent reducing lotion. However,
we do not recommend this lotion. We

HANDS

suggest exercise instead. We have a
splendid exercise for reducing the
thighs—

Kneel! Keep your chest high and
your shoulders back. Head up. Hands
on hips. Bring your heels together and
keep them together. Bend backwards,
slowly, as far backward as you can go.
Do it again and again and again. You’ll
be surprised how much farther back
{_ou’ll be able to bend with practice and

ime.

Henrietta B., Kansas City, Mo.: Some
months ago we published the recipe
for a castile shampoo but we are glad
to repeat it for you. Shave a four ounce
cake of pure castile soap into three
quarts of hot water. Let this combina-
fion cook slowly over a low flame until
the soap has entirely dissolved. Strain
through cheesecloth. Add half a pint
of alcohol. Keep in an air-tight jar.
Use one part jelly to three parts of hot
waterf for your shampoo.

QGloria P. C., St. Louts, Mo.: Super-
fluous hair can be effectively bleached
by applications of peroxide and house-
hold ammonia. Use twelve tablespoon-
fuls of peroxide and one tablespoonful
of ammonia. Shake until cloudy and
apply with a cotton pad. This solution
is for use on the arms, legs and hands
only.

Mrs. John L. M., Binghamton, New
York: When you ‘brush your hair, if
it is excessively oily, hold the brush so
the bristles do not come into contact
with the scalp. Hold the brush away
from the scalp and use long firm strokes.

NATURAL LOOKING
CURLS and WAVES

8 Reasons Why
You Should Use

COMPLETE HOME KIT

Each Kit Contains Curlers.
Shampoo. End Tissues. Wave
Sef, Plus Charm-Kurl Perma-
nent Wave Solution—There's Nothing
Else To Buy.

PERMANENT

DO IT YOURSELF—at Home L&

In 3 Quick Steps—Charm-Kurl Permanent Wave Home Kit is a sensation from coast to
coast. Over 6 million kits sold. No wonder—it requires no heat, no electricity or previous
hair waving experience. Anyone can do it—just follow the simple instructions. The result is
guaranteed to please you as well as any $5.00
professional permanent or money back, on

M nPumng Your
¢ Hair Up in Curlers
NOTHING
ELSE SAFE
vopuy |For Every

Now, thrill to the joy of a cool, machine-
less Charm-Kurl Permanent. With
Charm-Kurl it is easy and safe to give yourself a luxurious per-
manent wave, at home, that should last as long as any professional
wave—and your permanent wave costs you only 59¢. Your curls
will be soft, easy to manage and will look like natural curls and
waves. Try Charm-Kurl today. See for yourself how lovely your
hair will look curled and waved in the latest fashion.

T):ge of Hair
Dyed, bleached or
gray hair takes a
marvelous wave.
Thrltty mothers
say It's just the
thing for children’s
goft, fine hair, It’s
the modern way to
add new beauty
and allure to your

Charm-Kurl Co., Dept. 108

Charm-Kurl

1. Safe—Easy to Use

2. No Harmful Chemicals

3. For Women and Children
4. No Experlence Necessary
&. Contains No Ammonis

&. No Heat—No Electricity
7. No_Machines or Dryers

uir
8, \Ve::s Dyed Hair as Beau-
titully os Natural Hair

e

t.
ISt AT YOUR DEALER

You can now get Charm-Kurl Home Permanent
Wave Kits at Department Stores, Drug Stores, and
5 and 10c stores. Be sure to ask for Charm-Kurl
})fy name—it's your guarantee of thrilling results.
your dealer is at present out of stock, or if you
prefer to order by mail, fill in and mail coupon.

CHARM-KURL CO., DEPT. 108
2459 University Ave., St. Poul 4, Minn.

2459 University Ave., St. Paul 4, Minn.
Please send me one complete Charm-Kurl Permanent Wave
Home Kit. On arvival, I will pay postman 59¢ plus Dostage,
on a guarantee of satisfactlon or money bsck on request.
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JANET WALDO

HE pert-faced, lovely, dark-haired,

dark-eyed miss in the Cadet Nurse’s uni-
form on our cover this month is Janet
Waldo, currently heard as Irene in “One
Man’s Family,” among other radio shows.

Janet was born in Grandview, Washing-
ton, about twenty-two years ago. By the
time she started attending the University
of Washington, she had made up her mind
as to her future career. And, with success
in the theaire—or the allied spheres of
movies and radio—very clear before her
bright brown eyes, she became very active
in the Little Theatre at the University. She
was so active in her first year, in fact, that
the University gave her a special award.

It so happened that Bing Crosby was at-
tending a homecoming celebration on the
campus. Naturally, Bing was asked to
make the presentation of the award to
young Janet Waldo. He presented her with
the award. He took a good look at her
and presented her to a Paramount scout.

That was the beginning. Janet signed a
contract almost on the spot and was soon
in Hollywood, being groomed for pictures.
She did a number of bit parts in Para-
mount productions. Meanwhile, various di-
rectors in radio discovered she had a very
charming voice, indeed, and the intelligence
to play leading roles. So Janet was kept
pretty busy on the ‘“Lux Radio Theatre”
and as leading lady in the “Gallant Heart”
serial. She is also heard frequently in
“People Are Funny” and as the Raleigh
Cigarette Girl on the Red Skelton show.

Now, a word about the uniform that
Janet is modeling on the cover. It's a uni-
form any girl should be proud to wear.

Under the direct sponsorship of the U. 8.
Public Health Service, girls and women
who enroli as Cadet Nurses are being given
full nursing training, without cost to them-
selves, with the stipulation that after gradu-
ating they remain in essential nursing.

The need for nurses is very urgent and
is becoming more acute daily. As our
fighting men move forward on all fronts,
nurses move forward with them, saving
lives, tending the sick, easing the pain of
the wounded, frequently working under
fire as heroically as the soldiers. But there
aren’t enough nurses to fill the require-
ments of the front and the increasing needs
in civilian hospitals and public health agen-
cies throughout the country. All girls and
women with a High School diploma, in
sound physical condition, who have not yet
found their place in our country’s war
effort, are urged to investigate the possibili-
ties offered by enlisting in the U. S. Cadet
Nurse Corps.

CHERYL WALKER, IN SOL LESSER'S MOTION PICTURE,
“STAGE DOOR CANTEEN™
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Girls! . . . your shale of Woodbury Powder will do
glamorous things for you . .. Because Hollywood directors
helped Woodbury create THE perfect shade for each
skin-type. .. And the Color Control process makes
Woodbury Powder color-even, super-fine—to stay

Choose from the 8 exquisite Woodbury shades including:

Natural, Flesh, Rachel, Brunctte, Windsor Rose.
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“LOST YOUR LAST FRIEND?”’ Mommy
asked my nineteen-year-old Cousin Kate.
“Not my last friend, just my best beau,”
Kate sobbed. “He’s too interested in an-
other girl. I've lost him, I know!”’ “He’s
not lost yet, darling,” Mommy com-
forted. “My dimpled dumpling (that’s
me) has a beauty secret that may bring
your lieutenant back into camp.”

“SOME VELVETY CHEEK-+EH?"” Mommy
chuckled, pinching mine. “Switch to
regular cleansings with pure, mild Ivory
and I’'m sure your complexion will grow
clearer and lovelier. More doctors advise
Ivory than all other brands together. It
has no coloring, medication or strong
perfume that might be irritating.”

... the soap more doctors advise
than all other brands together!

“000000H—LOOK AT THEM! That’s Kate
with Tom—and they were married at
our house! See how happy—and pretty
—she looks. As a matter of fact, right
after she started those regular, gentle
cleansings with ‘Velvet-suds’ Ivory Soap
her complexion began to bloom like a
dewy rose. And Tom forgot the other
girl'! Ivory is wonderful!”
9941/100%, pure . . . It floats

* * *

Save Soaps! They use Viial
War Materials!

1. DoN'T LEAVE SOAP IN WATER when
you're through lathering yourself.

2. BE SURE THE SOAP-DISH IS DRY before
you put your bar back.

3. USE UP soar SCRAPS in wire shaker
or tied in cloth.
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Sally looked up and her heart stood still.

ey

There he

was, the man she had dreamed about all her life. Here
begins the story of Sally and Dwight—and of Coralie,
who held Dwight’s heart in a bondage stronger than love

OVE can come like a bolt of light-
ning. It can strike as swiftly, as
suddenly, and—sometimes—as

devastatingly. For, rightly or wrongly,
it can take possession between one
breath and the next, between a casual
glance into a stranger’s face and the
instant knowledge that this is no
stranger but one long sought.

I know, because love was like that
for me. Mine came between the open-
ing and the closing of a door.

And it brought with it more pain
than I ever knew existed. Exquisite
happiness and desperate anguish are

‘ A Stars Over Hollywood Story ‘

equally unbearable, and mine brought
me both. Because some people would
say it was a guilty love and that I had
no right to it. . . .

It was on a Saturday morning in
early November. I was alone in the
bookstore where I worked. I remem-
ber even the time-—eleven forty-five.
I'd just gotten rid of our most tedious
customer who always insisted on tell-
ing me in detail the plot of the book
she was returning to the circulating
library, and I'd looked at my watch,
feeling sure it must be time for Mr.
Caswell to come back from his early

I tried to smile naturally
at Dwight, over the pain-
ful thudding of my heart.

lunch so I could go to mine. But it
wasn't. It was only eleven forty-five.
And then the door opened.
- I looked up. My heart stood still.
And the door closed.
~ He wasn't good looking. Darkly
blond, strongly built, with gray eyes,
and a jaw that could be stubborn. No,
he wasn’t good looking. But some-
thing in me reached out and claimed
him—because he was the man I'd been
waiting for all my life.

I stood, holding the book, while he

19
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walked slowly toward me. His eyes
were fixed on my face and had the look
of someone hardly conscious of his
movements. When he reached my table
he stopped, still looking at me.
Someone had to break that silence.
“Good morning. May I help you?”
I forced out the ‘automatic formula.
He looked around with the air of a
suddenly awakened sleepwalker. “Oh.

Why—er—yes. I'm looking for a book.
Or rather, some books. I—have you
read this?” He picked up a new book

from the display table.

“Yes, I have. Not many people like
it but I loved it.  It's—"

“I know.” He smiled then, for the
first time, and the rugged strength of
his face was suddenly warmed. “It
was—"

E TALKED about the book. We ar-
gued over another. We agreed on a
third. And our talk was full of little
half-finished sentences, half-expressed
thoughts, like that of intimates who
knew and understood each other so well
there was no need for words. Running
through that curious sense of intimacy
was the awareness of his eyes as he
looked at me, of his big shoulders, the
strong, sensitive hands. I wanted to
touch him. To touch that strength . . .
Then Mr. Caswell came in and our
spell was broken. He nodded to us
and went on back to the storeroom. The
man beside me looked at his watch.

“I'm sorry—I've kept you standing
here talking for an hour. What I really
came in for, and for some reason—"
he grinned wryly—"seemed to forget,
was some technical books on chemistry.”
He named the titles,

“We don’'t have them in stock but
I'd be glad to order them for you,”
I said, and walked over to the desk.
“If you'll give me the name—" How
silly, I was thinking, not to know his
name when I know him so well, have
known him so long.

“Dwight Emery. And the address—"

He stopped, and I realized the pencil
point had broken under my sudden
start. A voice was ringing in my ears.
Coralie’s voice. He’s wonderful, Sally.
There’s nobody like him. I know I've
been engaged before but, honey, this
is the real thing. I can’t wait for you
to meet him. The real thing. 1 knew
what she meant.

“Oh. You're—you’re Coralie’s
fiance.” I hurried on, to cover up the
awful flatness of those words. “You've
just come to town to work in her
father’s plant, and you're going to be
married soon. As a matter of fact,
I'm invited to meet you at dinner to-

night. I'm Coralie’s cousin — Sally
Trammell.”
“Sally . . .” Our glances clung for

a moment, and then I looked away.
I could read the same sudden shock
back into reality on his face, too. “She
—told me about you. She said—I'd just
love you when I met you--" ’

And again there was that sharp, sig-
nificant silence that neither of us could
acknowledge for fear of what lay be-
neath it.

I made a determined effort. “Well,
it’'s nice to meet you so unexpectedly
like this, Dwight. I—I can see what

N

\

Once fonight was ove
| could face fomorrow
—for it would be ours.

Coralie meant when she talked about
you. She’s a darling, and you're a
very lucky man. And now, about
these books—"

He gave me the name of the hotel
where he was staying temporarily,
having arrived in town the night be-
fore. Then he said, “Coralie told me
you worked in a bookstore but I didn’t
know—I mean, I just happened to come
in this one—" And again there was that
significant pause. “I'll look forward
to seeing you at dinner tonight, Sally,”

he finished hurriedly and then he
wds gone.
I went out to have lunch at a nearby

drugstore. But today my sandwich
was tasteless and I couldn’t eat. He
had ‘“just happened” to come in. It
had all “just happened.” But having
happened—

I took myself in hand. 1 was being
silly. Dwight Emery was a very at-
tfractive man, just as Coralie had said.
That was all there was to it. That
moment when I'd felt the surge of



something new and frightening and
sure—that had been a momentary
response to a stranger with whom
I'd found an unexpected common inter-
est. It had been a—a—well, something
that could happen to anybody. It didn't
mean a thing. It couldn't—because
of Coralie.

My cousin Coralie, who had always
been so sweet to me. Pretty and blonde
and gay, like a happy, petted child.
Her father was my mother’s brother,
and he and Aunt Ethel had been so
kind—especially after my father’s fail-
ure in business that had eventually
killed him, and my mother’s death two
years ago, which had left me com-
pletely alone. They’d wanted to take

me in, have me live with them. I'd
preferred to be on my own and they'd
understood even that; they’d gotten me
this job; they’d given me love. And
Coralie was always doing things for
me: “Sally, honey, please take this
dress. I'm tired of it and besides it's
ever so much more becoming to you
than to me.” “Sally, honey, I've met
the most divine man—he wants a date
for tonight. Please come.” “Sally,
honey , . .” for a hundred small, gen-
erous acts. It was true that Coralie
was spoiled and wanted her own way,
but she'd always been sweet to me.
And I was the first person she’d told
about the young chemist she’d met
on her summer vacation two months
before.

“He’s terribly brilliant,” she'd told
me. “Otherwise Daddy would never
have offered Dwight that job, no mat-
ter how much I begged him to. He
thinks Dwight will go a long way.
He’s an orphan and always had to
work hard to make his own way, but
he’s not grim or too serious or any-
thing. He'’s exciting, he's—he's won-
derful! And we're going to be mar-
ried just as soon as he gets started
at Daddy’s plant. . . .”

I got up abruptly from the counter
where 1'd been staring at the lunch
I couldn't eat.

I was a fool. Dwight Emery was
just a very attractive man who was
going to marry my cousin Coralie, and

tonight when I met him at dinner he

would be that and nothing more. And
I'd be my own sane, normal self again
instead of some idiotic schoolgirl get-
ting a crush on a handsome stranger.
It wasn’t as if I hadn’t known some
attractive men myself. There was
Kevin MacDonald, for instance, who
was to take me to the dinner party
tonight. He wanted to marry me.
In the past I'd sometimes asked
myself why in the world I didn’t marry
Kevin. He had so much to offer. He
had intelligence and good looks; he

smade a good salary and could give

me security; and he was in love with
me. But though I liked and admired
Kevin, he'd never aroused in me the
thing I'd dreamed of feeling for the
man I loved. Maybe the thing I
dreamed of didn’t exist. Maybe I was
a silly romantic who, at twenty-three,
ought to know better. I'm sure Aunt
Ethel often thought so. “Girls shouldn't
wait too long to marry,” she often
said, and I knew she was too kind to
add, especially girls like me, alone
in the world who had to earn their
own living.

Back at work that afternoon, I made
myself believe that that flash of sud-
den recognition with Dwight had been
nothing but my own over-wrought
imagination. 1 assured myself that
tonight everything would be back in
its proper perspective. Tonight every-
thing would be different.
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Inspired by an original radio drama,
"Like Mother Like Daughter." by Ralph
Rose, heard on Stars Over Hollywood,
on CBS, Saturday at 12:30 P.M., EWT.

A radiant Coralie greeted Kevin
and me at the ‘door of Aunt Ethel’s
big, old rambling house. “He’s here,”
she whispered with the ecstatic ex-
citement ,of a child. “Wait till you
meet him, He's divine!” So Dwight
hadn’t told her we'd already met!

I followed her into the living room,
saw him standing by the fireplace talk-
ing to Uncle Tom—and there it was
back again, the feeling I'd had this
morning, stronger than ever in spite
of all my assurances. I felt the dry-
ness of panic in my throat.

Dwight acknowledged Coralie’s in-
troduction. “Yes, Sally and I met this
morning when I wandered into the
store by accident,” he said steadily, his
gray eyes on mine. “Wasn't it a co-
incidence that I should pick that store?”

Coralie gave her lilting, gay little
laugh and linked one arm in each of
ours, pulling us closer.. “You always
do unexpected things, darling, that's
why I love you. But isn’t Sally pretty,
just as I told you?” she demanded.
“Didn’t I tell you you’d be crazy about
her?”

“Yes,” Dwight said slowly, looking
at me. “You did.”

I couldn't say a word with that
dryness in my throat. I pulled my eyes
away and found Coralie looking at us
curiously. “Well,” she said, “you don’t
have to be so serious about it. This
is a party. Come on—dinner's ready.”

That dinner ‘was agony for me. I
talked, but I don't remember what
I said. I probably ate, but I wouldn't
recognize a single dish of that inter-
minable meal. I drank a toast to the
engaged couple in Uncle Tom's best
wine, but the words were meaningless.
I was aware only of Dwight, across the
table beside Coralie, of the way the
light caught his dark blonde hair, of
his smile, and of his gray eyes that
so constantly seemed to seek mine. It
was as if there were some mysterious
and invisible communication between
us that made each know instinctively
what the other did and felt and thought.

The others didn’t seem to notice.
They talked and laughed, and I felt
with a stab of guilt, the love and un-
derstanding I'd always received in this
house—and from Kevin, seated so close
beside me. ‘

At last that endless evening ended.
At last it was time to go home, to
be alone in my room, to try to find
the ground beneath my feet again
instead of this dizzying bewilderment.

Coralie came with me to put on
my wraps. ‘“Honey, he likes you just
as I knew he would. I could tell. Oh,
Sally, I'm so happy—we'll have such
fun together, you and Dwight and me.”

Sweet, generous Coralie, wanting me
to share even this happiness! I busied
myself applying fresh lipstick. “Have
you set a definite date yet?’ I asked

carefully.
“l want to make it around Christ-
mas time. Dwight thinks that’s

too soon but I'll talk him into it. And
Daddy’s making a down payment on
that little colonial house out near the
Country Club for us—you know, the
one I'm so crazy about. Dwight will
have a fit,” (Continued on page 56)
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Lee could not give her love to anyone, for it was not hers to give.

Her heart was in the keeping of a boy who, long ago, had

spent one brief, lovely day with her and then gone on his way

ILLBORO is a lonely town. It’s
H the half-way stop between the
valley, with its broad green
farm lands and pretty, busy villages,
and the open-pit mines scooped out of
the top of the big reddish plateau that
someone long ago ironically named the
Green Hills. The highway, winding up
from the valley, goes through Hillboro,
but it doesn’t stop there, any more
than automobiles stop unless they ab-
solutely have to have gas or oil, or
a tire fixed. I'm sure no one ever
thought of a shabby little place like
Hillboro as a destination, as a place to
live and laugh in—even for a little
while.
The young people- of the town, each

successive generation of- them, talk- —girl feel--and depressed: - There wasn’t.

about getting away. Most of them are
trapped by necessity, and go to work
in the mines like their fathers before
them, but some of the lucky ones have
escaped to the valley and the world
beyond.

I wasn’t one of the lucky ones. I'd
had my dreams once—Il couldn't re-
member a time when I hadn’t had my
eyes on the valley, and on the city in
the distance. I dreamed of going to
school, and perhaps even to college,
in the city, of meeting people to whom
life was more than a dull round of
working and sleeping, with never
enough money or time left over for
the things that made living worth-
while.

I didn’t know exactly what I wanted
—how. could I, when all I had to feed
my imagination were the few books in
our little library and—very infrequent-
ly—a movie in the wvalley? But I
wanted something more than Hillboro
offered, wanted it so badly that it
seemed sometimes that my body was
just a shell holding a great, empty ache
for something I'd never known. And
then .one day I did know. One day
all of the vague longings became con-
crete; the dreams materialized and
seemed about to come true—and as
suddenly vanished.

It happened ten years ago, when I
was fifteen. It was a Sunday afternoon,

likely to be even duller than in other
small towns, The mines were closed;
there was no line of trucks waiting to
be serviced in front of my father’s
garage; Father had left the place in
the care of Ed Grosset, our neighbor’s
boy, and had gone down to the valley
to look at a tow-truck he wanted to
buy.

I was wearing a dress I'd copied out
of a fashion magazine. It was a thin
gingham in a cool green and white plaid
so popular then, with ruffled pockets
and a softly gathered skirt which I pre-
tended was a long evening dress. I'd
brushed my hair into loose curls behind
my ears, and I felt pretty, and inexpli-
cably expectant, as new clothes make a

really any reason for me to dress up.
There never was. 1 would go down
to the garage and wait with Ed for
Father to come back, then after supper
Ed and I would walk to Young Peo-
ple’s Meeting together—and nothing
more exciting would happen. Nothing
ever had. .

But that day something did hap-
pen.

I had a kind of foretaste of it as I
passed the little combination waiting
room-office which housed the display
case for auto parts and Father’s desk.
In the single visitor’s chair sat a wo-
man such as Hillboro had never seen,
close up. She was wearing a suit in
an indefinable color which I afterward
learned was called champagne; gloves
that matched the suit exactly were
thrust carelessly through the strap of
an extravagant handbag; the scrap of
scarf at her throat and her hat were
scarlet.

There were magazines on the show-
case beside her, but she wasn’t read-
ing, although her foot tapped impa-
tiently. For the first time I realized
that the magazines were grimy from
much thumbing and greasily soft at
the corners. I wanted to linger and
look, but I didn’t dare. I- walked past
the office, turned in through the double
doors .of the shop. There was the wo-
man’s car, long and sleek and shining,

and Sunday afternoons in Hillboro are - with a New York license plate, and

there was Ed, half buried in the
engine, -

“Ed’s new shirt!" I thought with dis-
may, and I was resentful of that ele-
gant, imperious woman who must have
so flustered him that he hadn’t stopped
to put on his denim jacket before going
to work. And then I forgot all about
Ed and his Sunday clothes.

A boy—he looked about my age, or
a little older—came around the front
of the car. He smiled a polite half-
smile at me to acknowledge my pres-
ence, and stood beside Ed. I knew in-
stantly that he must be the woman's
son, and that he was—well, nice, in
a way I'd never known a boy to be
nice. In Hillboro, the boys were either
downright fresh or; like Ed, abashed
and blunt in the presence of strangers.
This boy had eyes that were warm and
dark and perceptive, and a sensitive
mouth with a quirk around it ‘that
looked like a smile even when he
wasn't smiling. L

“Look,” he was saying, “this' is a
messy job to dump on you on a Sun-
day. Isn’t there something I can do
to help?”

Ed straightened and wiped his oily
hands on a grease-stained rag. “There
is,”” he said. “You and Lee can go out-
side, out of the way of the grease. I've
found the trouble, but I'll be stuck
here for a while.”

The boy locked at me, and although
he didn’t actually bow, he seemed to.
“I'd be glad,” he said, and a kind of
happy confusion crowded my throat
and kept me from speaking. All I could
do was turn and walk outside with him.

“Lee is a lovely name. Mine's John.
Where shall we go? Mother’s rooted
until the car’s fixed. We've time be-
fore us—"

“I don’t know,” I replied awkwardly.
“There really isn’t any place—”

He laughed. It was a rich, warm
laugh, and like his voice, it sounded
as quietly expensive as the clothes he
wore looked. “No place to go!” he re-
peated. “Only the whole mountain,

‘and all of it wonderful!”

I turned my steps upward. There
was a ledge high on the side of -the



"If's just the same, isn't it?" [ asked him,
"We haven't been separated at oll.”

-
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hill where I often went to look out
over the valley and to dream that my
body was following my thoughts to
that distant city. Hillboro would have
laughed at the hours I spent -there,
but for some reason I wanted John
to see it.

In a few minutes, he had already
given me so much. . . . That Lee was
a lovely name, that the mountain, that
ugly red heap of ore-stained clay, was
wonderful, were new ideas to me, but
just then I had no time for them. I
was glad, too, that the strenuous climb
left us no breath for speech. Realiza-
tion had come to me, sudden and stun-
ning, and I couldn’t have trusted my-
self with words. This boy, John, stood
at the end of the long, dark road along
which my thoughts had groped toward
the life I wanted to be mine. He was
what I wanted. Not the worldly, ex-
pensive things about him, such as his
mother represented, but his laugh, the
way he moved, the quirk of a smile
around his mouth, and his fine eyes—
they were perfection, completion.

BUT I was a Hillboro girl and a

realist, and behind that realization
was another, a dismal one. I'd found
what I wanted now, knew the shape
and the face of it—and it couldn't be
mine., He would never be interested
in me. ...

He took my arm to help me over
the rough places, although I was
surer-footed on the incline than he,
and the touch made him shiveringly
close. I endured it, every impulse in
conflict. I wanted to break away, and
I wanted him to close his hand so
tightly that his fingers would dig into
my flesh— It was a relief when we
reached the ledge, and he let me go.
He dropped to the ground, and I sat
down well apart from him.

“Whew!” he exclaimed, “what a
climb! You took that slope like a deer,
but I—"

“I'm sorry,” I stammered. “I—"

“Lee!” He turned to me, laughing,
reproachful, and suddenly the strange-
ness between us was gone. We could
speak freely, like people who have
known each other for a long time.
“Lee, you know it was worth it! All
this—beautiful—"

“The valley is,” I said bitterly, “but
the town—"

“You don't like the town?”

“It’s old and ugly. You wouldn’t like
it either, if you had to live here.”

“Maybe not,” he agreed. “But I'd
try, sometimes, to think of how it looks
to a stranger. It looks permanent to
me, like the mountain. Why, some of
those old houses must have been built
in Revolutionary times—"

I hadn’t thought of Hillboro as being
a part of history. I felt a twinge of
pride, and I began to see that there
might be something in what he said.
Now that we were above and beyond
the town, it didn’t seem so bad. The
houses did look strong and deeply
rooted, as if they’d grown out of the
slope, and they were weathered to the
rich and changing colors of the earth
itself.

John “Americans

laughed softly.

| knew instantly that he was nice, in a way I'd never known a boy
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don't appreciate their own country,”
he said. “I found that out the last time
we were abroad. If your town, with
the scenery it has to offer, were in
some foreign country—Switzerland,
for instance—it would have a huge
guest hotel and would be famous all
over the world as a resort. Here, no
one thinks anything of it, because they
see it every day. It's like you—I sup-
pose you don’t know how beautiful
you are—"

My breath stopped. I'd tried, for the
sake of my own self-respect, to think
of myself as passably pretty—but John
had called me beautiful! He was look-
ing at me, but I kept my eyes on the
valley, for fear that he’d see the too-
revealing happiness in them. After a
moment he began to falk about him-
self. He was half an orphan, he said
—his mother was divorced, and he'd
been at school, or traveling around the
country with his mother, ever since
he could remember. He had two ambi-
tions—one was to be a painter and the
other was to have a home in the hills.
A real, a permanent home, he added—
defensively, I thought.
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Suggested by "Her Husband's Job "
by Elinor Abbey, heard on Theater
of Today, Saturdays at noon, CBS

to be nice. He seemed to be smiling even when he really was nof.
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I listened, and my heart sang. I knew
that he was telling me things that he
wouldn’t have told to just anyone, that
he was offering his inner self for me
to know. I was proud, and humbly
grateful, and so piercingly happy that
I thought I couldn't bear to live.

There’s a kind of sharp, exquisite
sadness in moments like that; you
know even at their height, that no
matter what follows, they won’t come
again. )

It’s strange that although I remem-
ber vividly every detail of that after-
noon, I can’t remember how the most
important part came about. One min-
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‘ute John and I were sitting talking
with the ease of old friends—and the
next I was in his arms, and his face
was close to mine, and the smell of his
skin, of lotion and fresh linen was in
mYy nostrils.

That kiss changed my life. It wasn't
only that it was the first time a boy
had kissed me, the first time I'd wanted
to be kissed; it wasn’t only that I'd
recently learned that John was what
I wanted. Now I knew that he was all
I'd ever want—that there would never
again be ,anyone else for me. There
was a kind of soft, soundless explosion

- inside of me, like the flare of a Roman

candle, and my whole being seemed to
drift on a cloud of warm little stars
of happiness. . . .

It was I who heard the horn, far
away, but cruelly close in its insistence.

I pushed John away, scrambled to my .

feet. “Your mother—’ I gasped. Un-
derneath all of the shaken exhaltation
my brain was working, thinking about
him. His mother hadn’t looked as if
she’d like being kept waiting, and I
was afraid that she’d be angry if John
didn’t hurry back. And I didn’t want
him to be sorry in the Jleast little bit
that he'd climbed the hill with me that
afternoon.

I flew down the slope, leading the
way for him. “Lee—wait!” he called
once, but I didn’t stop until I reached
the road. The car was waiting a few
yvards ahead. John caught up with me,
took my hands. “Lee—I can't say
goodby. TI'll write—"

His mother called something;
motor roared, and the car began to
back up. John turned and ran to-
ward it.

It was like music ending, like the
curtain falling on the last act of a play.
I saw him get in, saw the car start
offt. And then, as it rounded the turn
in the road, I saw 'his backward look
of anguished dismay, and I realized
what he, too, must have just realized.
We didn’t even know each other’s last
names.

Slowly I walked back toward the
garage. Ed Grosset came out to meet
me, his mouth agape, his ruined Sun-
day shirt forgotten. “She gave me a
ten-dollar tip!” he marvelled. “A ten-
buck tip for a six-buck job—"

I didn’t hear him. I was crying, not
openly, but inside, and the tears were
harder and more hurtful than if I'd
wept aloud.

IT WAS a long time before I under-

stood how completely that one meet-
ing with John had shaped my life. At
first I was unreasonably expectant
about seeing him again, I looked for
letters, knowing that there couldn’t -be
any; I watched for a big car with a

New York license, knowing that that .

elegant woman would probably never
again travel by way of Hillboro, that
she almost certainly wouldn’t stop if
she knew that her son was interested
in a Hillboro girl. T drew wonderful,
impossible mind-pictures of a future
meeting. It was because I could do
nothing about seeing him, I think, that
I turned my attention toward myself.
I began to take better care of myself,
unconsciously, perhaps, preparing for
that dreamed-of, impossible reunion.

I kept my hands white and smooth,
no matter how grubby their tagks; I
became meticulous about my clothes.
I read every book in the library, which
was a part of the public school and
almost as limited; I subscribed to
magazines, glossy, smart magazines
that Hillboro had never heard of. My
father was glad to buy them for me.
Every spring he talked of sending me
away to school in the fall; every
fall he admitted that this year there
wouldn’t be enough money.

Few things change in Hillboro. Even
the weather seems always the same,
according to its seasons—the winters
raw, the springs wet and windy, the
summers lovely for a few short weeks
before they become dusty-hot. The
years melted imperceptibly into each
other, unidentifiable except in the
course of human events.
died, and I worked out my grief for
her. I had the house te manage; as
my father’s health began to fail, I
took more and more responsibility for
the garage. 1 kept the accounts,
looked after the sales and the light
servicing; Ed Grosset was in full charge
of repairs. (Continued on page 67)
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LL I remember now is plodding

Athrough the wind and the rain

and running directly into a tower-

ing shape of a man. He had on oilskins,

and they felt rough against my face and

comfortingly solid as his arms went
around me to steady me.

“Are you hurt?” he asked anxiously.
I shook my head, unable to speak, all
of the breath knocked out of me. He
.stared down at me for a moment. Then
he said, “You're about the wettest
human being I've ever seen. No boots,
no raincoat—" Without more ado he
picked me up in his arms and strode
off down the road.

That was my introduction to Tom
Carter. “Big Tom” as I learned later
the natives of that little Maine village
called him. With his foot he kicked
open the gate of a little white picket
fence, and we went up a shell-bordered
walk to a house blurred dull gray in
the gale. Inside, an enormous fire was
roaring in the open stone fireplace, and
an old man was sitting in front of it,
one leg propped up on a low stool
“What have you got there, Tom?” he
demanded.

“A kid who doesn’t know enough to
dress for this weather,” said Tom, de-
positing me in a chair on the other side
of the fireplace. I had a strange feeling
that he had done the same thing in-
numerable times with a succession of
stray dogs and kittens, that all lost
creatures had a claim on him. And 1
was lost-—numb almost with heartache
and hurt. i

This was to have been my wedding
day.

Back in the city everything had been
arranged. It seemed like sheer fantasy
now, my whole romance with Kit
Townsend. Something that had hap-
pened in a turbulent dream, and I was
waiting to wake up.

I met Kit for the first time when he
was brought into Blake Hospital, where
I was a special nurse, with a broken leg
and internal injuries from an auto-
mobile accident. He began to tease me
almost as soon as he came out of the
ether. “I didn’t know Women in White
came in such small packages. You're so
little T could carry you around in my
vest pocket. An angel, too—nice, blonde
angel with violet eyes.”

I stuck a thermometer under his
tongue, and he caught my hand in his.
It’s silly to say I fell in love with him
then, but he had a special kind of at-
traction. It grew on me during his long
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convalescence. He was gay and dark,
with bold, black eyes, and he could
talk his way into or out of anything.
Vera, my roommate, used to ask,
“How's your glamour boy?” And then,
when he’d recovered and started dat-
ing me on my evenings off, she'd say,
“He's a smoothie. Careful, Ruth. I know
you’re an adult, independent woman of

‘twenty-two, but you’ve still a lot to

learn.” I'd just smile at her, dreaming
my own little dreams. Vera was t!‘urty-
one and had had an unhappy marriage,
so I thought of her as being cynical
and a trifle old.

By that time I was wildly in love.
Nothing mattered but Kit’s arms around

me, and his kisses that blacked out

everything else in my particular world.
To me, everything he did was touched
with excitement. He made me feel alive
and glowing inside. And a little reck-
less. As if the conventions weren’t too
important. The only time we came near
a quarrzl was when I had to cut a
date short because I was on duty early
the next morning at the hospital. It
never occurred to him that nurses, like
doctors, have responsibilities they can-
not shirk. Being at your best when you
take a patient out of the operating room
and begin the fight for his life is one
of them.

But when you're in love, you over-
look a lot of things. “Ruth,” he'd wh1s-
per, holding me so close that I could
feel the beat of his heart against my
own, “I’'ve been waiting for you for-
ever. We'll be married soon, and then
you'll belong to me. You'll be all mine,
understand?”

Waiting for me forever. . . . And
three days before we were to be man
and wife, Kit Townsend married a girl
he’d known less than a month.

One of his friends, who was in the
same insurance office with him, told
me about it. Kit did not even bother to
write. Kit had married someone else
—I heard the words, but I didn’t under-
stand. I didn’t understand how Kit,
who had loved me—who had made me
believe that he loved me—had been
able to marry another girl. I didn’t
understand how all of the wonder and
glory I'd known in loving him could
have resolved into utter misery.

One thing I did know. Everything
I'd had was gone. There was no future
any more, without Kit; there was no
past—the enchanted weeks we’d had
together were only a bitter mockery
now. I had no direction, no purpose,

Drama

save a blind, animal impulse to escape
the desperate aching hurt that was
worse than physical pain.

Vera tried to comfort me in her own
way. Since the death of my parents
while I was in training, she had been
closest to me. “There are a lot of men

_like him, honey. Their emotions shift

with the wind, and the woman they're
with at the moment is the most im-
portant. You're lucky. You don’t know
how lucky!”

I scarcely heard her. My one thought
was to get away from everything fa-
miliar, away from myself. I threw a
few clothes into a suitcase and got
into my car and drove, not knowing,
not caring where.
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I shall never know exactly how I
got to Bedford Village. The highways
were still crowded in that late fall of
4], and I must have automatically
followed the traffic up the coastal route
to Maine. It began to rain, and I didn't
feel the cold sting of it, nor did I realize
that a typical “downeaster” storm was
increasing in fury every minute. Kit’s
face kept dancing in front of me, bold,
laughing, teasing. It wasn’t until my
engine coughed a few times and then
stopped altogether that I became aware
of my surroundings. I got out of the
car with some vague intention of get-
ting help--and, in a blinding sheet of
rain, ran directly into Tom Carter.

HE warmth of the fire drove some

of the chill from my body. I looked
up to find Tom grinning reassuringly
at me. “Better get out of those clothes.
Here's a pair of dad’s coveralls, and my
slippers.” His grin deepened. “‘Not much
of a fit, but we’re a strictly male house-
hold, and that’s the best we can offer.
You can go into the next room, there,
and change.”

When I came out; a weird caricature
in the flapping slippers and the heavy
blue coveralls, supper was on the table.
The steaming clam chowder was the
most delicious food I'd ever tasted.
“Where do you come from?” Tom
asked. “I’d better try to telephone your
folks that you’re safe.”

I was acutely conscious of my wet
hair streaming down, of the too-big
clothes that made me seem smaller
than I really was. He actually thought

I was a child! It was a blessed escape.

for a moment, and it gave me a chance
to study him without embarrassing
him. I'd never seen a man like this
Tom Carter. He was big and brown
and hard-muscled, and his eyes were
the blue of sea water on a clear day.
His face was lean and strong, and it
looked stern until he smiled—an easy,
friendly smile, relaxing as sunshine.

His father—he'd been introduced to
me as Captain David—was an older
version of him. :

“It's all right,” I said to Tom. “No
one will worry about me.” I could feel
his father’s eyes twinkling at me as I
went on eating.

“What'’s your name?”

“Ruth Heyward,” I said between bites
of bread and jam.

Tom went out to the kitchen, and the
old Captain turned to me from his place
by the fire. The twinkle in his eyes
became an outright laugh. “Tom’s a
good fisherman, but he isn’t bright
about women. Always been too busy
for them—that boat of his is his life.”

I pushed back my hair and went to
sit on the stool in front of him. Some-
how, it was like coming home to an.old
friend. Briefly, I told him who I was,
and explained that I was on a “vaca-
tion” from the hospital. He nodded. He
wasn't a man to ask questions. “You
can’'t go skedaddling up the coast on a
night like this even if your car would
work. You can sleep in Martha’s room.”

“Martha?”

“My wife. She’s been dead close to
eight years now.” For a long moment
there was silence—but it wasn’t a sad

silence, and my involuntary expression.

of sympathy died in my throat. I
couldn’t feel sorry for the Captain.
Something in the way he spoke his
wife’s name said that she wasn't dead
to him. She still lived in the flickering
flames of the fire, in the muted colors
of the hooked rug on the floor, in the
ivy in its stand by the window—in
everything her hand had touched in
keeping his house.

After a while I put my hand on his
knee. “If you don’t mind, then, I'd like
to stay here tonight.”

Tom came back into the room with
an enormous apple pie. He was fol-
lowed by a little old man with leng
mustachios. “This is Manuel,” Tom
explained. “He helps me on the boat,
does all the cooking for us—is better
than a wife!”

“Not so!” Manuel laughed largely.
“You gotta get married first—'fore you
talk like that! Every man needa some-

one to love heem, and to love.” He
shrugged and began to cut the pie.
I felt my throat constrict, and I

wished desperately that Manuel hadn’t
spoken. Everyone needs someone to
love—the words destroyed the little
pretend-game I'd been playing with
myself since I'd come to the house—
that I was simply a lost traveler who
could be comforted by warmth and
shelter. I was still Ruth Heyward, who
had no future any more, no Kit, whose
days had become a bleak and empty
question.

I felt the throbbing ache start up
inside me, felt my face break, and
I was terrified that I was going to cry.
I think the Captain saw. He said
quietly, “Go fetch Ruth's bag out of
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her car, Tom. It’s stalled up the road
a piece from where you found her.”

“Car? She—" he looked at me, be-
wildered. “You don't drive—"

“No law against it;” broke in the
Captain. “Ruth’s of age. -She's twenty-
two.”

Tom’s face was a study, and as he
turned to the closet for his oilskins, the
back of his neck, under the tan, was
a dull, tell-tale red. I couldn’t help
laughing a little. It was a queer, shaky
sound, coming from my tight throat,

but it was a laugh, and I felt betier.

The tears came later, after Tom had
brought the bag in, when I was alone
in Martha’s room, unpacking. A hos-
pital nurse hasn't_an extensive ward-
robe, and everything in that suitcase
I'd worn on my dates with Kit. There
was the soft rose sweater he had liked,
the blue dinner dress I'd worn on the
night he’d asked me to marry him. Too
vividly the sight of the dress brought
back his kisses, the sweet madness that
had swept us laughing, and on top of
the world, from one of our favorite
haunts to another. I buried my face in
the blue folds and wept, too miserable
to be bitter and ashamed any longer,
only wanting my lover.

I knew then that I couldn’t bear to
go back. I couldn’t face Vera, and the
girls at the hospital, with their sym-
pathy and their questions, couldn’t bear
to see again the places where I'd been
happy with Kit. If I was going to be
myself again, a whole person again, I
would have to start anew, somewhere
where the sharp sword of memory
would not touch my every waking
moment.

After a while I put cold water on
my eyes and got out of the bulky male
apparel and into a striped flannel sports
dress. The tailored feel of it gave me
courage to arrange my hair and to make
up my face carefully, to put on a good
appearance -for the people who'd been
so kind to me. Tom stared as I came
into the livingroom, and shifted his
pipe uneasily. The unspoken compli-
ment warmed me a little, restored
some of the pride that Kit had de-
stroyed. In one way I was sorry—I
could feel Tom’s defenses go up, now
that he knew a full-grown woman was
among them, and he had been so gentle
and friendly when held thought I was
just a lost child.

In a corner Manuel was strumming a
battered guitar, and Salome, the huge
gray cat, purred contentedly at his
feet. I could feel some of the tension.
go out of me as I sat on the stool beside
the old Captain. “Know anything about
the sea, Ruth?” he asked.

I shook my head. I'd been brought
up in a small farming town in Penn-
sylvania.

“It’'s a good life,” he said. “A good
life. Never was sick a day until I
splintered this leg on the rocks up
yonder. That was five months ago, and
it's a dratted inconvenience, especially
when Manuel’s out on the boat with
Tom.”

Manuel looked up innocently. “Bad
for you to be alone,” he said. “Why
not ask the young lady to stay? -She
would take good care of you.”

The Captain looked at Manuel and at
Tom, and his eyes lighted with amuse-
ment. “That’'d be a good idea, Manuel,
and fine for all of us—only Ruth’s
likely got plans of her own. We can’t
ask her—"

Surely the swift rise of wild, unex-
pected hope inside me must have shown
in my face. Not to have to go back, not
to have to brave the terrifying off-
chance of meeting Kit again. . . , I bent
to smooth Salome’s fur, not wanting
them to see how desperately I needed



As | read the yellowed letfers
it became clear that Martha, foo,
hod fled the agony of waiting!

a refuge. “I haven’t any plans,” 1 said
“T'd like to stay a little while if you
really think T can help—"

There was no doubt that they wanted
me. The Captain beamed; Manuel was
agrin from ear to ear. Tom, his face
red again with the efforti to appear im-
personally pleased, puffed furiously at
his pipe, and said that it was time his
father got some professional nursing
for that leg of his.

I had found a haven, and I stayed.

It wasn't easy at first, living at
the Carters. But then, nothing in
those weeks would have been easy for
me. My worst trouble was inside my-
self, where I couldn’t run away from
it. There were whole nights when I
couldn’t sleep for the remembered
sight of Kit's face, for the sound of
his voice in my ears. There were
days when I almost thought I ought
to go back to the hospital, back to
be hurt anew by reminders of the old
hurt, just so I'd know that I was
alive enough to feel.

But being in Bedford helped. I
grew to love the cottage; I took pride
in keeping it as neat and shining 4s
Martha had. The light in the Cap-
tain’s eyes as they followed me at my
work, his appreciation for the massage
and the hot packs I gave his leg, were
heart-warming. Manuel helped; to see
his brown monkey face, with the roll-
ing eyes and the ridiculous mous-
tachios, was to laugh; the love songs
he sang, accompanied always by the
ancient guitar, were gay and impudent,

~

as if he felt that love itself should never
be anything else.

I had written my former roommate,
Vera, for my clothes, and I'd told her
what had happened. Her answering
letter was amusing, full of gossip about
the hospital, and she ended with, “Be
careful not to fall for that big young
fisherman, just because you’re on the
rebound!”

I wrote her something light in reply,
and wondered what she would have
said if she had known how earnestly
—if ruefully—I wished that I could
fall in love with Tom. The more 'l
saw of him, the better I liked him;
when he came into the house he
brought 1life with him, and all of
the vigor and the bigness of the out-
of-doors. It would have been won-
derful to be a Carter woman, I
thought to know the kind of devotion

that the Captain still felt for his Martha.

Tom’s first awkwardness with me
was gone. He could come into a room
where I was without looking startled;
his eyes, like his father's, followed
me with a warm approval of my being
there. He was at sea with Manuel
a good deal of the time, and I used
to walk down to the rocks over the
channel to watch his boat come in. She
was a sturdy little fishing schooner,

. the “Martha Carter,” and I liked to

see the white water shearing away
from her stern. Tom was terribly
proud to be her skipper. He kept ler
clean as a whistle. Usually his catch
was cod or haddock, but sometimes
he brought in hake, pollock, halibut
and skates as well! As his dad put it,
he was a sailor fisherman, a good one.

I was watching for him one Sun-
day morning in early December. Every-
thing was serene in the frosty sun-
light, the white clapboard houses and
the little church down on the village
green. In my (Continued on page 75,
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PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS—

0F HONEYMOON HILL

See vyour friends of radio’s drama of love and life in wartime
in the romantic South—the story of a beautiful valley girl
who married the son of an aristocratic family up on the hill

AMANDA LEIGHTON is a
flaming, red-haired beauty who
left her Virginia valley home
to marry Edward Leighton. She
has done everything to adapt
herself to Edward’s life, fitting
herself to be a Leighton in every
sense of the word. She is re-
sponsible for the day nursery
project on Honeymoon Hill
which takes care of children
whose parents are busy with
war work. . She adores her lit-
tle son, Robert Elijah, and often
plays her lute and sings to him
the ballads of her childhood.
(Played by Joy Hathaway)

EDWARD LEIGHTON married
Amanda against the wishes of
his aristocratic mother. And
Edward has been a fine and
loving husband. Before the war,
he used to occupy a good deal
of his time sketching and paint-
ing—his principal model, of
course, was Amanda. Now he is
kept busy with his converted
factory in Abbeyville which is
turning out war supplies. Ed-
ward is patient with his mother,
although he’s always ready to
fly to the defense of Amanda
when Mrs. Leighton chides her.
(Played by George Lambert)

-

Amanda of Honeymoon Hill, produced
by Frank oand Anne Hummert, is heard
daily on CBS, aof 11:00° AM., EWT.
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JOSEPH DYKE is Amanda’s
father, a stern and God-fear-
ing man. Immersed in the ways
of the valley, he has no use for
the folks up on Honeymoon
Hill, whom he calls “out-
landers.” He makes his living
baking bricks in his brick oven
down in the valley. He feels
that Amanda has given up her
heritage by marrying Edward
Leighton, and deep in his heart
does not quite forgive her for
doing so. He adores Robert
Elijah, his little grandson,
and his greatest regret 1s
that he cannot have more to
do with bringing up the child.
(Played by Jack McBride)

EDITH NORWOOD is Amanda’s best
friend. She is a very capable woman doc-
tor who is in constant attendance at
Amanda’s day-time nursery for thechildren
of war workers and farmers. Her husband
is in the Army in Austrelia. Edith, an in-
telligent, well-poised woman, is Aman-
da’s confidante, supplying sensible advice
whenever she is called upon to do so.
(Played by Elizabeth Sutherland)




AUNT MAISIE is the wise old woman of
the valley. She is a gentle, philosophical
soul, worldly-wise in spite of her bare feet
and her corn-cob pipe. Amanda usually
goes to her for comfort in time of trouble.
Maisie is always concerned about Amanda
of whom she is very fond and she acts
as the buffer between Amanda and her
father, invariably taking Amanda’s side.
(Played by Cecile Roy)

SUSAN LEIGHTON, Edward’s
mother, bitterly resented his
marriage, but now admits that
Amanda has done much to fit
herself for her new life. Prej-
udiced against the wvalley,
Susan cannot get along with
Joseph, though both are begin-
ning to concede that one must
not let prejudices of a lifetime
bring wmore unhappiness and
hate into the world. It is the
duty of us all to try to under-
stand others who are different
from ourselves and to look for
the best that’s in them. Susan
belongs to the women’s clubs
and is very active in war work.
(Played by Muriel Starr)



Three glorious days they’d had, before he

AVE'S letter lay on the floor where
D I had dropped it, looking, in that

dreadful moment, almost as if it
were giving back, stare for stare, the
concentation of my eyes on it’s half-
folded white shape.

Dave was coming home. My husband
was coming home to me. But not the
same Dave who had left—oh, not the
Dave who had kissed me goodbye,
whose swift, sure strides had carried
him along the platform, to the train,
out of my life. Now he was a different
man; the letter told me that, more in
the messages between the lines tha
in the words themselves. .

No more for David, ever, would there
be dancing, with me in his arms, or
long walks through the country hills,
with me beside him. Never again could
he pick me up, lightly, effortlessly,
and whirl me about the room laughing
so that nothing in the world could
keep me from laughing with him.
Never again could I watch him walk
confidently down the street toward
work in the morning, his head high
to sniff the delights of a spring morn-
ing, the very spring itself animating
his whole body, giving him something
that was almost radiance.

Crippled . . .

That is an ugly word, a twisted,
harsh word, and it can make lives
twisted, too. That's what it did to
me, that morning. It twisted my brain
and my heart and my spirit, and made
me an ugly thing. Before, I had been
foolish, thoughtless, careless—yes, all
of those things. Not much in life had
mattered to me but myself, and hav-
ing the things I wanted. But that
morning it was worse. I was ugly, be-
cause I didn't want Dave back—not
a crippled David, a David on crutches,
hobbling through life with all the
laughter - drained out of him.

Oh, I didn't admit it in so many
words, even to myself. But I knew,
just the same. I knew what the tight,
sick feeling in the pit of my stomach
meant. It was repugnance. And I
knew what the feeling in my . heart
was, t0o. Not sorrow for Dave. I was
sorry for myself, a wife who was still
a young girl, married too briefly to a
man almost unknown to her, a man
who was coming back—like this.

I don’t like to remember myself
as I.was then; I don’t like to think




that that small, mean creature with the
small, mean thoughts, was me. It
makes me bitterly ashamed. I shouldn’t
even try to offer excuses for myself,
but we all try to excuse our mistakes
—that’s only human. I was young. I
was infatuated with David when I mar-
ried him, not in love with him, for I
hadn't known him long enough for
the miracle of love to reach a full
flowering. And our marriage had been
s0 brief a thing—just three days, and
then goodbye!

Mechanically, I reached down to
pick up the letter which had fallen
from nerveless fingers to the floor.
I didn’t want to believe what it said;
I could hardly make myself belleve
it. It seemed like some monstrous,
cruel joke -that life had played on us.
My hand went almost to the letter,
and stopped. Sometimes even now I
think of that, think of myself reaching
for Dave’s letter, and then fearing to
touch it. My life had been like that,
I know now. Always I reached out
for the real things, the things I knew
made other people happy, yet I was
always afraid of the realities which
came with them.

Dave was a stranger. That was it.
A man I hardly knew, little more than
a chance acquaintance. In that one
dreadful moment, I realized that I
had forgotten his face. Oh, I was
aware that his eyes were blue, that his
skin was darkly kissed by the sun,
that his hair was brown, that his mouth
was made for laughter. But I couldn't
put those component parts together
into the face of a man-—the face of
the man I had. said I loved, whom I
had promised to love forever.

A stranger was coming home to me,
to live with me here in this little
apartment, to share a life with me
bounded by the realities of two rooms
and a kitchenette, by the intimacies
of marriage. And I was afraid. That
was what it was, really. Not repug-
nance for a crippled man—how could

anyone really feel that?—nor pity for

myself, but fear. Blind, unreasoning
fear, and the desperate knowledge
that I was inadequate to meet what
life had brought me.

A Problem From ‘

‘What would I say to David, and how
would I say it? How would I greet
him? Should I talk about his leg, or
ignore it? Should I wait on him, or
let him assert the right of a man to
wait on himself? Would there be love
between us, nights in his arms, or had
this injury cost us that, too, for a
while, until Dave got well—as well
as_he would ever be again?

The fear was a real, a living thing,
there beside me, peopling the room
with shapes of greater, imagined fears
to come.

Leaving the letter on the ﬂobr, 1
got swiftly to my feet. I'd go next
door, I thought, and tell Mother about
it. I wanted to get out of the apart-
ment, away from the accusation of the
letter that lay there. I threw a coat
about my shoulders and went swiftly
out, shutting the door firmly behind
me, shutting into the little room the

too-close memories of David and
his laughter, his strength, his love
of living.

OF COURSE, Mother, once she heard

the news, told her friends, and
they told theirs. By the next morn-
ing it was all over Cresstown—the
news that David had been injured in
action, that he was returning home,
that he was crippled. Everyone was
very kind, and 1 learned swiftly to
shut my mind to the fact of David’s
twisted leg, to the fact that he would
be here, beside me, very soon. When
he was actually here would be time
enough to think about it, I told my-
self. Time enough then to plan, to
decide what I must do.

I was taking it very sensibly, people
said. A brave young wife. They
didn’t’ know that the letter rernained,
through two whole days, on the floor
of the living room, because I was ac-
tually afraid to pick it up, to read it
through again—afraid that seeing the
words once more would break through
the wall of don’t-think-about-it I had
managed to build about me.

With a woman's instinct I hadn’t
known I possessed, I set to work to
keep my mind busy with putting my
house in order. I was living in a little

went away. Now Dave was coming back, and Sally’s frightened heart knew they were strangers

furnished apartment next door to my
parents’ home. Dave had suggested
that we take it, even though he knew
that he would have so little time to
share it with me. “You're my wife,
Sally,” he said, “and I want my wife
to have a place of her own while I'm
gone—a place to keep ready for me
to come home to. And you won’t have
to worry about affording it. You’ll get
a good part of the salary Uncle Sam
pays me for being a sergeant, and 1
have a little share in Dad’s business,
you know. You'll be getting some-
thing from that, too.”

I'd loved the idea. Every girl wants
to get away from her parents, I sup-
pose, no matter how much she loves
them—to be free of discipline and re-
straint, to prove what she has been
sure of all along, that she can run her
own life safely and sanely. I liked the
idea of being able to share the lives
of my girl friends who were married,
to be admitted to the little circle of
women who talked about their husbands
and their homes and their babies. And
yet, in another sense, I was freer than
most of them.I was a married woman,
but I had no husband. I came and went
as I pleased, and I did just as I chose.
Those household tasks that I didn’t
like, 1 skipped lightly over. I didn't
have to cook, or to wash dishes, or do
the other things around the house that
I didn’t like to do, unless I really
wanted to. It was like playing house,
really—and I was close enough to home
so that I could go to Mother’s and Dad’s
for evenings, or meals, whenever 1
wanted to,

But now all that was changed. And
I was changed, too. I remembered
during those days before Dave came
home, how I'd felt the morning his
letter came. How I'd run lightly down
to the hall table to see if the mail
had come. How I'd snatched David’s
letter, run upstairs with it, and then
deliberately prolonged the delicious
suspense before I tore open the en-
velope. How I'd turned on the radio
and curled up in the big chair beside it.
And then—how I'd felt when .I'd read
those words. As if all my life were
over, as if all my love and desire

Suggested by o true problem presented on John J. Anthony's

Good Wil Hour, heard Sundays at 10:15 P. M., EWT, on Mutual
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and impatience and excitement had
turned to ashes that could never be
rekindled.
~ Some of the phrases from the letter
droned themselves over and over in
my mind, no matter how I sought to
escape them. “Some of us were killed
—I was lucky enough to be rescued
. I'll be what most people would
call a cripple. Sally, it won’t matter,
will it? Don’t let it matter—I need
you now, more than I ever did. But
that’s not fair to you. You must do
just as you feel is right, honey. You're
so terribly young and so terribly gay
and pretty and sweet—it wouldn’t be
fair to tie you to me. I'm not just
being noble, Sally. I really mean it
. only, honey, whatever you think,
please don't decide until I get home.
Let’s talk about it, first . . . It won’t
be long before I'll be with you, and
you can’t ever know how wonderful
it makes me feel, just writing that. ..."”

IT WON’T be long. The little sen-
ience went around and around in
my head. It won’t be long before I'll
be with you. The hours dragged and
flew at the same time, and my heart
felt as if a giant hand—the hand of
fear—were squeezing it, dragging every
drop of love and compassion out of it,
leaving me empty and cold.

The telegram came just a week later.
“Meet me noon Tuesday,” it said, and
that was all—but I knew the respite
was up, that the waiting was over,
that life was going to call on me now,
to face it.

1 dressed Tuesday morning with
fingers that fumbled the fastenings,
that pulled stocking seams crooked
and made buttons suddenly- too large
for buttonholes. The fear that had
quieted -a little was a raging flame
again now, and I tried to soothe it
with the sweet balm of memories, tried
to bring back to my mind the times
when Joan and 1, still in the gangling
-awkwardness of our early teens, used
to kneel together on the windowseat
in our living room and watch David,
surrounded by the glory of being a
high school football hero, go by on
his way home from after-
school work in his father’s
shop.

Joan Allan lived next
loor to me, and we had
oeen “best friends” ever
since I could remember.
David lived in another
section of town, and we
didn't know him, except
by sight. By the time
Joan and I got to high
school, where we might have met
David, he had graduated and gone
to work for his father. But he was
still in our minds, and we still watched,
less openly now, for him to pass by.
He was so big, so very good to look
at, his stride was so free, he held his
head so gaily, that it was impossible
to forget him. So all through our
high school years we kept Dave in our
minds, Joan and I, while we were
having a good time going out with
other boys.

I was prettier than Joan—it was not

only my mirror that told me so. Her
hair was a dull brown and her eyes
brown, too, and her skin was always
dark with the sun. My hair was the
color of honey, the boys told me, and
my eyes like violets—trite, unimagi-
native compliments,
music t0 my ears in those days. And
vet it was Joan everyone liked best.
Sometimes I could feel my affection for
her turning in on itself, becoming
something very close to the bitterness
of jealousy.

I couldn’t understand it then—when
we met a new boy, for instance, he
was always attracted to me first, and
Joan had to wait her turn. But her
turn usually came. “Joan’s the kind
that wears well,” my mother used to
say, with a touch of something like
worry behind her laughter. But I
didn’t understand what she meant. I
didn't understand that she realized that
Joan was more fun to know than I—
more fun, and less demanding. I ex-
pected a lot of attention. Joan ex-
pected less, and as a result she often
got more than I did.

I remembered all those things that
morning while I dressed to go to the
station to meet David—remembered
them purposefully, by force of will, to
keep the nearer memories, and the
frightening thoughts of what was to
come, out of my mind.

I remembered, too, how we finally
met David, Joan and I—in a very ordi-
nary way, at, of all places, a baseball
game one Sunday afternoon in the
park. Some friend of Joan’s father
came over to speak to us; he had David
with him—David looking even bigger,
even handsomer, in uniform—and in-
troduced him, of course. As casual and
as simple as that—and I felt as if some-
one had walked up and casually and
simply introduced a king or a prince
to me. All the hero-worship of years
before, half-forgotten now, flooded
back. For a moment my tongue was
wordless, and then I blurted out what
1 hadn’t meant to say at all—“Why—
why I've been dying to meet you
for years!”

David laughed as I felt my face

grow fiery-hot, and, saving
my agonies of embarrass-

ment, he responded gal-
lantly, “And Tve bheen
waiting all my life to meet
you.”

Then David walked home
with Joan and me in the twi-
light, and Mother came to
my rescue when it was
time to say goodbye to him
at our porch steps by com-
ing out and inviting him and Joan in
to supper. And then, when supper was
over and the evening was growing late,
he saw Joan across the lawn to6 her
house, and came back to sit with me
in the glider on the porch. I felt, that
night, as if I were a fortune-teller
whose every prediction had come true.
I'd known, I'd known, ever since Joan
and I had first watched David walk
down Pine Street, that I'd meet him
some day, and that when I did, he’d like
me, and ask me to go out with him;
that we'd be friends, and more than

but they were

I was forever running fo get
things for him, or to light
his pipe, or help him when he
It was all wrong!

sfood up.

that if I had my way. And here was
David, beside me, and there was some-
thing warmer than liking in his eyes,
something deeper than friendship in
his voice, even now. He’ll ask me to
marry him, my heart kept telling me.
He’ll ask me to marry him—soon.

It was sooner than I thought, for
what I didn’t know that first night was
that David had less than two weeks
left before he must go back to the Army
—and very probably be shipped out for
duty overseas. This was his last leave.

Those were strange days. There was
no hesitation in me when Dave asked
me to marry him—asked me just two
days after that first night. “I haven't
any right to say this to you so soon,
Sally—not any right at all,” he told
me soberly. “But—oh, honey, time’s
so short! Maybe it sounds like some-
thing out of a book, but I feel as if
we're made for each other, as if we
were bound to meet and bound to spend
the rest of our lives together. So—will
you marry me, Sally? Will you marry
me just as quickly as we can manage it,
before 1 go away, so that you'll be here
when I come back? I don’t care whether



a fellow’s the bravest man in the world
—just the same he wants some place
to leave part of his heart, something
to cling to and remember, until he
comes home again.”

I said yes, and I meant it with all
my heart. It was romantic and exciting
and thrilling, every moment of it.
There were Dave’s arms and his kisses,
like nothing I had ever known before,
as different from the awkward caresses
of the high school boys as winter is
from summer. There was the knowl-
edge that everyone would think of
me in a new light, that I would be
a woman, now, not a child—a woman
waiting for her man to come home
from the war, so that they could take
up life where they had left it. There
was the hurry of getting a license, of
ordering flowers and food for the
simple reception mother planned. (“A
wedding’s a wedding, child, and you
only have one once. We've got to do
something!”) There was the shopping
to do, with Joan trotting after me,
strangely silent, carrying her heart in
her eyes. There wasn’t any time to
think, to be still and alone and ask

myself if I were sure. There was just

time to do, to keep moving and get
things ready.

There was, at last, the wedding itself
and when that was over we were finally
alone, David and I—alone for three
days in the little apartment next door
to my parents, because there was not
time for both a wedding trip and a
few days at home, too. I would have
liked to go away to a big resort hotel
somewhere for a taste of excitement,
but David wanted to stay in the apart-
ment. “It will be like seeing—just a
glimpse—into the future, and what our
life together will be like, after I come
back.”

And so we had walked_through the
hills together, and picnicked by the
stream, and danced together, and lain
together, in each other’s arms, in the
peace of love fulfilled, and talked the
night away—talked about the future
and the glorious time when David
would be home again. )

Now he was home. I came out’ of
my reverie with a startled look at my
watch, realizing that it was time for
me to leave -for the station to meet
him. Now Dave was home, today, and
the future, so dreadfully, grotesquely

different from the one we had planned
during those three golden days, was
about to begin.

The fear was bigger than I, now,
cold and sickening and deadly, as
I forced myself, step by step, down to
the station to meet the twelve o’clock
train.

Fortunately, the station was crowded.

—fortunately, because, with all those
people to watch me it was easier to
square my shoulders and put on a good
face. I could be a brave young wife
then, with everyone’s eyes on me.

His crutches and one foot’s tapping
made a soft, rhythmic sound on the
floor of the station, and he was there—
David, terribly thin, his face gray, his
body stooped a little to accommodate
itself to the crutches, his mouth tight
from a long acquaintance with pain.
Only his eyes were the same . . .

I couldn’t move, and no words would
come past my stiff lips:

“Honey . . .” said Dave, uncertainly,
his voice strangely quiet and husky.
And then, when I still didn’t move or
speak, he said, “Hello, Sally,” as he
might hate said it to someone he had
known once, somewhere, and not too
well. But he stood still, leaning on
his crutches, and he opened his arms
to me, just a little, enough to be
an invitation, little enough so that no
one would see (Continued on page 85)

37



38

VER in China doctors are con-

stantly so close to the reality

of life and death—and the narrow
corridor between—that they know the
importance of gentle, experienced,
healing hands.

It all started about ninety years ago
when a gallant English woman of
wealth and social position decided to
devote herself to the care of the sick
and the poor. That woman knew that
her wounded countrymen were dying
at the rate of nearly fifty soldiers in
every hundred. With a group of thirty-
eight other women, she defied the con-
ventions of a hide-bound age and
sailed from London to Constantinople.
In the military hospitals of the Crimea,
these gallant nurses found dirty bar-
racks badly ventilated, a shocking
shortage of bandages, soap, towels,
medicines and eating utensils. But
soon regular meals for the soldiers
were arranged, clean clothes and bed-
ding, well-run spotless kitchens, laun-
dries, and other necessary eguipment
were obtained. And so, after a ter-
rible winter of hardship and toil, the
almost fifty deaths in every hundred
wounded were reduced to about three!

Today many an American girl is
changing her way of life because of the
inspiration of Florence Nightingale.

I had a letter from a, friend back in
America last week which gave me a
picture of the great need for more
Florence Nightingales, not only for ser-
vice in the Army and Navy Nurse
Corps, but more especially in civilian
hospitals, homes, doctors’ offices and
nursing schools. 65,000 new student
nurses are needed, as young as seven-
teen or eighteen, as old- as thirty-five—

‘married or unmarried—in good health.

I'm thrilled by the thought of the
young women of America rallying to
this all-important call. “They’re really
trying to overcome the shortage of
nurses,” I told Ann, after I'd read the
letter. “As a matter of fact, a repre-
sentative from Ohio, Francis P. Bolton,
has written and put over an act of
Congress which is aimed at increasing
the nurse supply of the nation. It
provides government funds for the
training of nurses for civilian and gov-
ernment hospitals, the Armed Forces,
health agencies and war industries.”

By DR. GERALD MALONE

Radio’s Young Dr. Malone

I've been wondering, since then, if
women really realize how they might
turn their natural instinct to help into
a permanent and most gratifying way
of life. As a doctor married to a nurse
I think I can say that deep satisfac-
tion may be found- in such a way of
life, Surely you, yourself, have helped
out with nursing a member of your
family or a sick friend, and have known
the satisfaction that it brings.

Your instinct to help a person who
is ill or in trouble is evidence that your
natural leaning may be toward one of
the most inspiring professions for wo-
men. If you’'ve never thought about
being a nurse, you may be side-step-
ping a great opportunity for service.

I think a woman is a better nurse
when she  faces the situation frankly
and without pretence. Why gloss over
the fact that there are graduated reg-
istered nurses in community or indus-
trial health work who earn as much as
$6000 to $7500 a year? Or that the
marriage rate among nurses is excep-
tionally high? It seems to me that a
woman owes it to herself to look
ahead and be sure that her planned
way of life will bring her security.

Well, once you’ve made up your mind
that the plan will lead to what you
really want out of life it will do no
harm to face the immediate realities.
It’s not easy work. Even though the
training period now planned by the
U. S. Cadet Nurse Corps is not as long
as the usual three years, it averages
abnut thirty months.

During that time, though, your
tuition and all fees are paid, also your
roorn and board, books and uniforms.
Besides that, you're paid a cash allow-
ance. As a pre-Cadet—the first nine
months—you receive $15 per month.
As a Junior Cadet—the next fifteen to
twenty-one months of academic and
clinical training—you receive $20 per
month. During the final period as
Senior Cadet, you receive at least $30.

Here are some of the questions that
are asked girls who want to qualify:

“Are you neat? Are you deft with
your hands? Are you interested in
people? Have you an orderly mind, a

‘'sounds far from unattractive:

Are your hands deft, is your heart willing—

have you the courage to save a soldier’s life?

sense of humor, an interest in science?"
Are you quick to grasp what you see,
read and hear?”

Don'’t forget, when you've completed.
the courses at a hospital or collegiate
school (there are almost 1000 schools
of nursing taking part in the program!),
you have many different types of jobs
open to you. You may become an Army
or Navy nurse—or you may be a nurse
in a doctor’s office, in a civilian, vet-
eran or marine hospital, or you may
become an industrial health nurse, an
instructor or director of a school of
nursing, or the director of a hospital,
or a nurse on private duty.

AND if you're enrolled three months

before the war ends your training
will be completed according to plan
even after the war.

Of course, a Cadet Nurse must prom-
ise to remain active in military or
civilian_nursing, if her -health permits,
for the duration of  the war.

When my friend wrote me about this
new program for training nurses she
mentioned one thing that may interest
you if you have a woman’s natural re-
action to giving up her feminine
clothes. As a Cadet Nurse. you don’t
have to wear your uniform at all times.
Except on such special occasions as
may be designated by your school,
wearing of the official outdoor uniform
is optional. That uniform, though,
it fea-
tures a gray wool suit with silver but-
tons, a. Montgomery beret, red epaulets
on jacket and coat.

If you like the sound of the pro-
gram you can get information from the
U.S. Cadet Nurse Corps, Box 88, New
York, N. Y., or your local hospital.

I like to feel that I'm saying all this
to you, just as I'd say it if we could
have a chat in your own home about

your future and your happiness.

* We doctors know and appreciate the
importance of good nurses. We've seen
so many human flames flicker, and
fade—and die—for want of good care.
We've seen so many others burn stead-
ily—and live—because of “an angel of-
mercy” who kept the Nightingale
pledge: “With loyalty will I devote
myself to the welfare of those com-
mitted to my care.”
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The radio story of Young Doctor Malone is dedicated to those men and women whose selfless service has
inspired it—our doctors and nurses. Doctor Malone and his wife, Nurse Ann, worked together in a hos-
pital in a small Western town. They fell in love, married and have been bound together by their mutual
love for medicine. They are now serving with the American Red Cross, somewhere in China, heal-
ing the stricken people. Ann’s going to have a baby, but she hasn’t told Jerry yet for fear that he will
send her back to the States. Young Doctor Malone is heard every day at 2:00 P.M., EWT, over CBS.
(Played by Elizabeth Reller and Alan Bunce) 39
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There was no warmth in Mike’s kiss,
N no shelter in his arms. That was

Mom’s doing, Dennie was sure—Mom,

3 who knew much and guessed more

LL RIGHT,
Dennie”
Blane Ross

said. “Type up what

T've just given you,

and when you’'ve

finished I'll be ready

with the last batch.

Then,” he glanced
across the desk-top at me and flashed
that sudden, whole-hearted smile of
his, “then we can go home.”

It was his way of apologizing—al-
though goodness knows there was no
need for apology. This report of his
had to be ready by morning: It was
an important report: men’s lives could
depend upon it. And I might be tired,
but he must be nearly exhausted, even
if he didn’t show it except for a tight-
ness around the full lips and shadows
under the shrewd eyes. He’d been in
the plant since early morning, and had
been dictating to me since six tonight.
And now it was midnight.

“It won’t take me long,” I promised,
smiling back at him to show that if he
needed me, I was perfectly willing to
work until dawn.

At my own desk, outside the door of
his private office, I snapped paper and
carbon sheets into my typewriter, set
my fingers to flying over the keys.
They weren't easy, these notes—{ull of,
technical terms and sprinkled with
figures—but perhaps you work better
when you’re happy. Anyway, while
most of my mind was concentrated
on what I was doing, a little part of
it could stand aside and think, “Mike’s
coming home! Mike's coming home
tomorrow—no, today, because it’s
loday now!”

40

_factory, so worse-than-unsatisfactory,

W A Stars Over Hollywood Story |
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His first leave. Four months since he’d
gone away, and they seemed like four
centuries. Letters were so unsatis-

when what you wanted and needed
was the living, breathing nearness of
Mike himself. Oh, I wasn’t complain-
ing because’ he’d had to go—we'd
known when we were married that
eventually he would, and we’d had one
perfect year together. But still—

Still, there was one thing I hadn't
counted on. I hadn’'t expected to live
with Mike’s mother—or rather, to have
her living with me—after he went
away.

He'd been so casual about it, when
the induction notice came. “And of
course Mom will give up her little
place and move in here,” he’d said
while we were planning ways and
means.

“Mom?” I said blankly. “Your
mother-—here? In our apartment?”
“Why-~yes.” He seemed surprised

that I should even question it. “There’s
plenty of room, and on a private’s
pay and allowance, even with you
working, we can’'t possibly keep up
two places. Look.” He began quoting
figures to me—rent, food, the amount
he’d been giving his widowed mother
every month, clothes, incidentals . . .

I couldn’t argue with the hard facts
—yet I tried.

“But Mike,” I said, *“your mother
wouldn't be happy here. She doesn’t
like me—"

I shouldn’t have said that. Two
spots of color came into Mike’s thin,
clear-skinned cheeks. “Meaning you
don’t like her?” he said evenly.

“No! I insisted. “I don’t mean any-

g

who loved fun, foo

thing of the sort. Mom has never
gotten over feeling hurt at the way
we were married. She thinks we should
have waited longer, talked it over with
her and finally ended up with a regular
ceremony instead of an elopement. She
feels slighted, and you know it.”
“Yes,” Mike said. “I do know it. But
it’s no reason for thinking she dis-
likes you, and it’s no reason for you to
dislike her, either. Anyway,” he fin-
ished the discussion, “the two of you'll
have to get along together. There’s
no way around 1t. And Mdm’s willing
to try—I've asked her, and she agreed.”
I swallowed my resentment. Being
Mike, he hadn’'t even thought that he
ought at least to consult me first, be-
fore saying anything to his mother.
We were a great deal alike, Mike and
J-—impulsive, impatient to carry out
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whatever thought came into our minds,
with tempers that flickered like light-
ning. We hurt each other, often, but
there was a kind of sweetness even
in the wounds, because it was only
the intensity of our love that made
them possible.

So his mother came to stay with
me on the day Mike went to camp—
a little active bird of a woman, with
watchful brown eyes and sharp ears,
a woman I had already tried to like
for a whole year, without success.
She had been there in the apartment
ever since. She was there now, wait-
ing for me to come home, ready with
her questions. :

“You were working? All this time?
But for goodness sakes, Dennie, it's
way past midnight! No.man has a
right to ask his girl—" (To Mom,
there was no such thing as a secre-
tary. I was Blane Ross’ girl, and that
was that) *“—to work as late as all
this.”

Questions, comments, thinly veiled
suspicions. “Will you be out late?”—

who made it her busi-
ness to find out how
Dennie spent her time

if I was going to a movie with Beth
Taylor, whose husband was also .in
the Army. And when I returned:
“Was the picture good? Which one
was it? Oh, I thought you'd probably
gone to see that one with Betty Grable.”

Always questions. I shuddered, some-
times, even when the dqueries them-
selves were innocent, when she was
only asking whether I'd prefer lamb
chops or fish for supper. I felt as if
she were trying to see straight into
my mind.

With her avid interest in other peo-
ple’s affairs, I could understand how
deeply hurt she had been by the way
Mike and I were married. On a Satur-
day night we had met, at a dance—and
on the next Saturday, I was his wife.
Our courtship had been a tumult of
wanting each other. Nothing else had
mattered, only that dreadful need.

I hadn’t even seen his mother until
after the ceremony in the City Hall.
It was a meeting I'll never forget. She
shad been crying -ever since Mike called
her up and told her the news, and

who wasn’t jealous ot
all—until he listened to
what Mom had to say

the tears threatened to return-at any
moment. She couldn’t understand, she
said, why we hadn’'t waited, told her
beforehand, let her come with us. I
saw then how cruel we had been, but
it would have been even more cruel
to give her the only true explanation,
which was that we hadn’t thought of
telling her. Both my own parents were
dead, so I'd grown used to acting on
my. own initiative, and Mike—well,
Mike simply hadn’t thought either.

We'd been wrong; I could admit
that. But there was no reason for
her to go on mistrusting me, as I
was sure she did. After all, it had been
Mike’s fault even more than mine,
yet she didn’t seem to blame him
particularly.

But—my fingers flew faster over
the. iygiewriter’ keys—tomorrow Mike
would be home for two blessed days,
and for that time Mom and her ques-
tions .wouldn’t matter. I wouldn’t let
them matter.

When I finished the notes it was
nearly one o’clock. 1 separated the
originals from the carbons, stacked
them neatly, and went into Blane’s
office to meet his weary glance.

“A long grind, Dennie,” he said.
“But we’re nearly done. And I'll wait
while you type the Jlast batch, and
drive you home.”

I wished he wouldn't. He needed
sleep, and somehow I would have felt
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better going home alone. But it was
part of his consideration for me, his
friendliness, and I knew he wouldn't
listen to a protest.

It was after two when we finally
left. Blue-white light from the big
windows of the plant glared out over
the parking lot, and the air was filled
with the humming of machines. The
graveyard shift was hard at work.

We didn't talk much. I was content
to lean back against the soft upholstery
of his car and rest there, lulled by its
faint vibration. It was a good car, as
everything Blane possessed was good;

‘expensive, but not flashy. 1 wondered,

idly, how it felt to be making a salary
like his. He was something called+an
“operations engineer’—an expert in
how to do things most quickly and
efficiently. Of course he was valuable

to the plant. He earned every cent of

that salary, in the savings and short-
cuts his brain originated. But I liked
the kind of work Mike did better. Mike
made things himself, didn’t just tell
other people how to make them. Be-
fore he was drafted he'd had a radio-
repair shop. It had been all his own, and
he'd done good work, work he could
be proud of: Somehow, I liked that.

Blane stopped the car in front of
the apartment house where 1 lived,
and leaned across to open the door.
“Good night,” he said. “Thanks for
staying so late. And remember what
I told you about not coming in to-
morrow.”

“Youre sure you won't need me?”
1 was being polite; I knew he’d smile
and shake his head, and he did.

Then he touched my hand, and a
little shock of excitement ran through
me. It had nothing to do with Mike
or my love for him, It really didn’t
even have much to do with Blane Ross.
It was something that had been bhorn
in me, like the quick flinching from
pain or the involuntary glow of pleas-
ure at the sight of beauty. But mean-
ingless though it was, it was still with
me while I called “Good night,” and
ran up the steps to the lobby, let
myself in and took the tiny self-service
elevator to the third floor.

I opened the apartment door and saw
a bar of light crossing the hall from
the living-room door. Irritation stabbed
me for a second. She—Mike’s mother
—was still up, waiting for me! She
wouldn’t think of going to bed wuntil
I got home. But 1 reminded myself
that I'd expected this, and I mustn’t
show how much it annoyed me. I
went down the hall arranging a smile
on my lips, and stopped short in the
doorway.

At first I didn’t recognize him. The
uniform made him look so different,
so much thinner and harder, and his
hair was cut short and close, showing
the good shape of his head and making
Mm seem younger. He was lying
stretched out on the couch, his gray
eyes on me, and his mother sat nearby,
bolt upright in her chair.

“Mike!” I said softly. “Why—you're
here! And we didn’t expect you until
morning!”

His expression didn't change, didn't
lose its quiet hostility.

“l can see that,” he said.

I ran across the.room, to kneel beside
him., I must be mistaken, I thought.
I was tired, and being tired made me
think I heard something in his voice
that wasn’t there.

“Why didrn’t you let me know?” I
asked. “I wouldn’t have thought of
working tonight if you had!”

“You were working?” he said with
a dangerous lightness.

“Yes—didn't Mom tell you?” "Be-
hind me, 1 heard the sound of her
movement—as if, at my words, she’d
shaken herself in her chair. “There
was a big report Blane had to get out
by morning, and he asked me to stay.

inspired by the original radio drama
“Problam Child,” by Anne Ray, heard on
Stars Over Hollywood. Saturday on CBS

But I don’t have to go to the plant
at all tomorrow—we’'ll have all day—"

“Are you sure Blane won’t need
your help?” Mike asked.

“QOf course not—he told me to take
the day off.” Oh, why did he look at
me so coldly? What was the matter?
What was the matter?

His mother got to her feet and said
in that uncertain, nervous way of hers,
‘“Well, now you're home, Dennie, Mike
won’'t need me to keep him company.
So I'll just go along to bed.” '

I looked up at her uncomprehend-
ingly; heard Mike say, “Good night,
Mom.” And then we were alone.

Mike sat up, reached for a cigarette




and lit it, his lips straight -and his
eyes veiled.

“Darling,” I said timidly. *“You—
you haven't even kissed me. Is it be-
cause I wasn't here when you got
home? But I told you I was working.”

“It's a funny job that keeps a g1rl
busy until two-thirty in the morning.’

“The report—Blane had to have it—"

“Blane!” he said savagely, losing all
his tight self-control. “Why did you
have to work for Blane Ross?”

I sank back'in my heels, slowly. “Oh,”
I breathed. “That’s it.”

1 had thought he would be sensible
about Blane Ross. When he hadn't
said anything in his letters . . .

Naturally, when Mike left, I had
applied for work at the war plant. It
was East Grove’s big industry, almost
its only industry; and besides, I'd
wanted a war job, something that
would give me the feeling that I was
doing my share, along with Mike.
They'd hired me at once, putting me
at a desk in a big room where girls
typed out specificatioris, orders, re-
ports, all the endless paperwork of -a
huge enterprise. And then Blane had
seen me, and had arranged to have me

Once more | was Dennie
Ray, single, ninefeen,
clothed in the admira-
tion of a handsome man.

transferred to become' his secretary.

It was nice of him. I couldn’t refuse.
The job was more interesting, and the
salary was larger. And yet, I saw now,
I should have refused.

I'd known Blane before Mike and I
were married, known him well enough
to go out with him several times, well
enough for a gay, meaningless kiss or
two. He was older than Mike—I never
knew exactly how old, but I guessed
thirty-five or so—and a bachelor, “Con-
firmed,” he said. He was fun to be
with, well supplied with money and
glad to spend it, and I liked him. I
didn’t love him, not in the least, and
I never had.

WHEN I became his secretary I
wrote Mike about it—a little ap-
prehensively, it's true, because he
knew Blane slightly and didn't like
him. In his answering letter, all he

said was, “Glad you got a better job,"”

and I was relieved that he was taking
it so sensibly.

But now he wasn’t taking it sensibly
at all.

I put my two hands on his arms,
holding them tightly. “Mike, dearest,”
I said. “Don’t be like that. Blane is
nothing but my boss. I love you. And
I've been so happy that you were
coming back, even for two days. It
isn’'t much time, Mike. Let’s not spoil
it. Please!”

For a full thirty seconds, at least,
1 felt the stiffness in his body, the
unyielding anger. But then, with a
little sigh, almost of exasperatlon he
pulled me to him, kissing me hungrily.

I thought then that I'd convinced
him, and-that I'd kept this precious
week end from being a failure. I was
wrong. I had only won a truce, and
the truce didn’t last.

The next aftetnoon—Saturday—we
walked downtown, and Johnny Rob-
erts, a young fellow I'd gotten to know
slightly at the plant, smiled and nodded
at me as he passed. “Who's that?”
Mike asked sharply. “I don't know
him.”

“Just a boy who works at the plant,”
1 said. “Nobody, really. Mike! You
mustn’t be jealous like this. You
never used to be.”

He turned and looked at me. “There
wasn’t any reason for me to be jealous
then,” he said. “I was with you all
the time.”

Anger flared in me at his lack of
trust. It was a strange kind of anger,
because partly it was anger at myself.
Yes, I was sometimes thoughtless. I
couldn’t really blame him for wonder-
ing, far away at camp, what I was
doing and whom I was with. But what
he didn’t understand was that our love
was one thing I would never betray.

That night, after dinner, we had a
silly argument, one of those arguments
that can start only between two people
who care very much for each other.
Mike asked, “Would you like to go
over to the Troc and dance a while?”—
and I, thinking that he’d never en-
joyed dancing as much as I, and want-
ing to be considerate, answered:

“Oh—I don’t know. Not unless you
want to particularly.”

He looked at me, across the table,

‘no attention.

with eyes that were suddenly smolder-
ing. And Mom, sitting between us,
glanced back and forth with quick,
darting movements. . Mike pushed his
chair back, stood up, and went into
our bedroom

I almost hated Mom then, for the
humiliation of having to follow him,
leaving her with the knowledge that
a quarrel was in the air, was being
carried out where she couldn’t hear.

Mike was standing by the bedroom
window, looking out. He didn't turn
around when I came in.

“Mike!” 1 said. “What is it? What's
the matter now?”

“Nothing,” he said evenly.

“Of course there is¥’ I insisted. "Why

-did you look at me like that? What

did I say?”

He tore the cigarette he'd been smok-
ing from his mouth and threw it sav-
agely out of the window, whirling on
me. “How do you expect me to act,”
he demanded, “when all of a sudden
you lose your taste for dancing? You
always used to be the one that begged
to go out—but now when I offer to
take you, you don’t want to go!”

Still I didn’t understand. “But—but
I—I only thought that probably you'd
rather stay home or go to a movie—"
I stammered confusedly.

He laughed. “Sure it wasn’t because
you were afraid I might meet some-
one?"”

Of course, I realized. Of course. That
was what Mike—this new, strange Mike
—would think.

I pressed the palms of my hands
against my eyes, tightly, as if I could
dam back the tears. *“There’s nobody
for you to meet,” I said. ‘“Nobody. I

haven't even been to the Troc since

you left.” And that was true, although
sometimes the memory of its music
had called me so insistently it was all
I could do to stay away.

“No?"” he said. “You’ve gone some-
where nights, though.”

“Only with Beth Taylor, to the
movies,” 1 said, and then my breath
caught in my throat. “How did you
know I've gone out nights?” I de-
manded. :

“Why—" He was taken aback, unable
to answer, and his silence told me
that my sudden flash of knowledge had
been right.

“Your mother told you, didn't she?”
I said softly. “You came up here from
camp, filled with jealousy, and last
night you asked her a lot of questions
—and she was only too glad to answer
them!”

“That—that isn’t true.” But.I paid
Disappointment at the
way the weekend had gone robbed
me of all restraint.

“Look at me!” I said wildly. “I'm
Dennie—your wife! And I don't for-
get it, ever—no matter how much I
like to have a good time. Can’t you
understand that? Can’t you believe
me? Yes, I'll admit I've wanted to
go out dancing while you've been away!

I love to dance, and I always have. But

no matter how much I wanted to, I
never did. I guess it was a mistake.
I should have gone, since I get blamed
for it anyway. And next time I will!”

Panting, L faced him, and the silence
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seemed to be filled with the warring
of our hearts. His face changed, and
the skin no longer seemed stretched
tightly over the bones. He lifted one
hand and passed it across his forehead
and over his hair, as if to wipe some-
thing away.

I'M—SORRY, Dennie. I don't know
—I suppose I'm crazy. You don’t
know what it’s like—being away from
you, wondering about you, listening
to other fellows talking about girls.
Pretty soon you get to thinking maybe
your girl is like some of those you
hear’ about. You're recady to. believe
anything—anything at all.” )

But I wouldn’t listen, wouldn't for-
give him for his suspicions. “Let's go
to the Troc now,” I said coldly. “I
don't want to talk any more.”

Silently, he assented. We went to
the Troc, and danced, and had a drink,
and danced again, and we talked about
safe things: his life at camp, people
we both knew, town gossip. We worked
very hard at pretending to have a
good time.

This night, when we returned home,
his mother had gone to bed. There
was no need for her to wait up, I
thought wryly, when I was with Mike!

She was with us, though, all the
next day. It couldn’t be the lazy
kind of Sunday we'd spent together
before Mike went away. All three
of us went to church, and then Mom
prepared an elaborate, heavy mid-day
dinner, and we ate more than was
good for us and felt uncomfortable
afterward. I can’t be sure, but I think
if we had been alone, Mike and I, we
could have slipped back, even in that
short time, to trust and happiness.
At least, there would have been a
chance. With Mom bustling about,
there wasn’t even that.

She meant well, I kept telling my-
self. She wouldn’'t let me help with
the dinner, because I must spend all
my time with Mike, and she went
into her room after the meal, to leave
us alone—but we were conscious of
her presence, even then, and we were
both relieved when she came out again.

“No, I won't go with you two to the
station,” she said when it was time for
Mike to leave. “You run along.”

She didn't know-—neither of them

knew--that as she kissed Mike good _

bye I heard her murmur, “Have a
good trip back, son—and don't worry.”

Meaningless words? No, not as she
stressed them, not when they were

spoken so low that it was obvious they-

were meant only for him.

My face flaming, I went out of the
apartment with Mike. There was only
one thing Mike could possibly worry
about. Financially, we could get along,
and his mother’'s health was good.
She’d meant that he mustn’t worry
about me, about what I was doing—
because, no doubt, she’d watch me and
keep him informed.

A cold anger formed and grew in-
side me. He had no right to humiliate
me this way, and it would serve him
right if I— ]

I didn’t complete the thought, con-
sciously. But it was there, ugly and

44 hard, in the back of my mind.

At the station we kissed like
strangers. He “said he’d try to get
up again in a few weeks, and I said
that would be nice, and that was all.
Then he was gone, and the train was
pulling out. I walked back to the
apartment alone.

The next week was an eternity of
angry boredom. I'd expected to feel
depressed after Mike's visit—depressed
as you always are when something
you've anticipated a long time is over.
But this was worse. The visit hadn't
been what I looked forward to. It
had been a failure, and I didn't even
have any happy memories of it to
keep me company.

I was at ease only when I was
working. At home, I was sure Mike’s
mother was waiting for me to go out—
casually, she’d say when I got in, “Sup-
per’s all ready. I got it early in case
yod'd planned to do something to-
night"—and for that reason I was
determined not to go anywhere at all.
Beth Taylor, whose husband was also
at camp, called me- several times, but
I made excuses. The evenings dragged
along, minute by minute, while I tried
restlessly to read, or do my nails, or
sew. There was no companionship

RED CROSS
WAR FUND

possible between Mom and me. We
were always polite to each other—
painfully so—but we couldn’t talk as
friends do, quietly and freely.

Blane Ross was the same as ever,
and that helped. It was good to work
for someone who was also a friend,
someone who was kind and considerate
and undemanding. And, I added hon-
estly, who was also rather handsome
in a dark, mature way. I wondered

. if I'd never met Mike and fallen
in love with him, would Blane ever
have asked me to marry him? Prob-
ably not. And yet . well, you
couldn't tell. . . .

I laughed at myself, shamefacedly.
Blane wasn’t the type to go ‘around
asking girls to marry him, and if he
had asked me I'd have refused. In
spite of my errant thoughts, I didn’t
want anyone but Mike. Not really.

Friday afternoon Blane had a long-
distance telephone call, and when he
hung up he sighed irritably. “Things
are in a mess in the Pittsburgh plant,
and I've got to run up there tonight.”

“I'm sorry,” I said, since it seemed
to be the answer he expected.

“It wouldn’t matter,” he musiured,
“except that the work’s been piling up
here. I was going to ask you to stay
tomorrow afternoon and help me catch
up.” His long fingers drummed im-
patiently on the top of his desk. Then,
struck by a sudden thought, he glanced
up at me,

“lI don’t suppose you could come
along?” he asked. “We could work on
the train, but your time would be your
own in Pittsburgh.”

“Why, I—" I began and stopped-

“It would be a change for you,” he
urged. “And a big help to me. Please!”

I wasn't conscious of weighing the
pros and cons of the question, or even
making up my mind.~I only seemed
to sense the long, empty week end
ahead, and to grasp at anything that
would keep me from experiencing it.
I said:

“All right. I'd love to.”

Blane’s face crinkled into a delighted
grin. “Swell!” he exclaimed. “We'll
take the four o’clock train—it will get
us into Pittsburgh around eight. Sup-
pose you run along home now and
pack your bag, and I'll pick up the
tickets and meet you on the train.”

That was tactful .of him, I realized.
It was better not to go to the station
together. East Grove isn't very large,
and someone would be sure to see us,
and talk. Not that there was anything
wrong about a man taking his sec-
retary on a business trip, but it was
just as well to avoid embarrassment.

The same thought made me—well,
not lie, but tamper with the truth
when I got home and told Mom I was
going out of town. “Mr. Ross is send-
ing me to Pittsburgh,” was the way I
put it. I didn’t care, I reflected de-
fiantly. It was a perfectly innocent
trip, and 1 would see that it stayed
innocent. But if I told Mom I was
going with Blane, she’d really have
something to write to Mike!

She accepted my explanation with-
out gquestion, and hovered around, try-
ing to help me pack. I had to send her
into the bathroom for a bottle of lotion
in order to pop an evening dress into
the bag. I wasn’t sure I needed it,
but I wanted to be prepared.

“Have a nice trip,” she said when I
was ready to leave—and surprised me
by abruptly standing on tip-toe and
kissing my cheek. Surprised me—and
upset me, too. The gesture wasn't like
her, and I puzzled over it on my way
to the station, and I had a sudden im-
pulse to stop at a drug-store and tele-
phone Blane I wasn’t coming. It was
too late for that, though, so I went on.
After all, Mom was the kind who
always kissed people who were going
away..

Our plans didn’t work out quite as
we'd intended, - because just as I
reached the station Blane was getting
out of a taxi, and it seemed ridiculous
not to walk through the station and
get on the train together. It seemed
ridiculous, and yet—if I'd known Flo
Martinson was seeing, her son off to
camp . ..

But I didn’t. I didn’t even catch sight
of her in the scattered groups of people
on the platform (Continued on page 98)
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knew itis not age but sureness of heart that really counts

HERE’S considerable talk these
days about young people marrying

too young; insisting they will
grow, with time, away from each other.
Often, of course, it works the other
way round. . . . Often the younger the
boy and girl are when they fall in
love and marry the earlier they begin
to establish friendship and understand-
ing and all the things which over the
years hold men and women together.
In proof of which we offer you the love
story of Jim Ameche—whom you hear
on the air as Master of Ceremonies on
CBS’s “Broadway Matinee” and “Here's
To Romance” and Saturday evening on
the Blue Network's “What’s New'—and
of his wife Betty Harris Ameche. . . .
Jim Ameche had been around. He
had, at nineteen, had a dozen girls and
more. In Chicago, where he played
Jack Armstrong, in the radio show of
that name, he knew girls who worked
in the broadcasting studios and girls
who still were in college and high
school. Back in his home town, Ken-
osha, Wisconsin, Jim had had many
girls; and also had known the girls

W ’ ”” :

“Too youngto marry,”Betty’s parents said. But Jim Ameche

- - -
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They said that they could
not be happier—until Jim,
Jr. joined them. Now they
say they didn't know what
real happiness was before.

1
-s

By Adele Whitely Fletcher

who dated with his brother, Don, a
heart-breaker if there ever was one.

Jim found Betty with her eyes
brightening with interest, and her
mouth curving with fun a hundred
times more exciting and feminine and
desirable than the others.

All his:life Jim had been given to

reasoning things out. “The Great
Analyst,” his family had always
called him. “It may be,” he.reasoned,

after meeting Betty, “that we are con-
ditioned to find a certain type of girl
attractive while we are still growing
up. For instance, because I was the
quietest member of my family it may
well be that I'll always seek a girl with
a ‘still quality.’”

He certainly sought Betty, in spite of
the fact that she gave him little en-
couragement and this only sporadi-
cally. It wasn’t that she didn’t find
him attractive. She found him too
attractive, actually. For she didn’t al-
together understand him. He was, she
warned herself firmly, too smooth. She

was accustomed only to school-boys
who had neither groomed themselves
for the business world nor trained
themselves-in speech, as Jim had done.
By the time she realized all of this,
however, she was leaving, with her
family, to summer at Rochester.

She and Jim said goodbye in her
living-room, with the furniture covered
in dust sheets and trunks standing in
the doorway. And both were aware
that it was going to be lonely, not
seeing each other for two months and
more.

Their letters held no protestations
of affection and no endearments but
they were love, letters pevertheless,
forging link after link in the bond
always strengthening between them.

The next summer, though, things
were different. Jim and Betty were
together week-ends at least.  Every
week Jim started driving early Friday
evening, right after his broadcast. By
Saturday he had put the many miles
that separate Chicago and Rochester
behind him. Always Betty was wait-

ing on the (Continued on page 63)
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O THE PROPLES WAR

A new Radio Mirror Song Hit by Alfred Drake, star of Broadway Matinee

Chorus Words and Music by
A Risoluto ALFRED DRAKE .
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ALFRED DRAKE, singing star of the hit daytime mausical show, Broadway Matinee, is a versatile young man.
Besides this radio program, he’s appearing on Broadway in “Oklghoma” , . . he writes, and is co-author of
several musical comedy scripts which are slated for production soon. . . . Columbia has already signed
him up for pictures this summer . .. and furthermore, he’s composer of Radio Mirror’s song hit of the month.
Alfred was born in the Bronx, grew up in Brooklyn and went to live in Manhattan. In addition to Alfred
Drake, Broadway Matinee has Jim Ameche as master of ceremonies, Allen Roth’s orchestra, and presents
a different girl singer every day. The show is heard daily at 4:00 P.M., EWT, on the Columbia Network.




48

F il
mf%ﬂ%%

THE STORY:

I LIKED Paul McKenzie from the
moment I met him and it wasn't
long before liking turned to love, and
then faded into bitter despair when I
learned that Paul wanted me not for
himself, but for his brother Chris. I
knew that Paul loved me but he had
sacrificed everything, all his life, for
Chris, and. he was willing to make
even this final sacrifice. I felt sorry
for Chris, and for Paul too, for all
Paul’s sacrifices had been in vain. Chris
failed in his studies at the technical
school where Paul had worked so hard
to keep him. He wanted to come to
work at the airplane parts factory,
where Paul and I were both employed,
and Paul gave him a job although bit-
terly opposed to it and told us both
that he never wanted to see either
of us again. I found my friendship
for Chris ripening into a warm and
tender affection—the kind a mother
feels for her son, a sister feels for her
brother. I knew that Paul was lost
to me so that it was not strange that
when Chris proposed I accepted him.
I was very fond of him—and I was
proud of the part I had played in get-
ting him into the valuable work -he
was now doing. Shortly before we were
to be married, Chris tested one morn-
ing a new invention of his and it was
later that day that I got the message
which told me that Chris had been
injured during the testing.

WAS probably less than an eighth
of a mile from  my bench in the
factory to the infirmary, but it took

me a lifetime to get there. A lifetime
lived over, from my high school
dreams of science—and of love—
through the days when I had begun
to believe that both my dreams were
coming true. But now I saw with
shattering clarity that I had seized
my happiness at the cost of Chris
McKenzie’s life,

When I had urged Chris to break
away from the education for which I
thought he was not fitted—the edu-
cation and the career his brother Paul
had spent years and untold effort
helping him to attain—I had taken it
upon myself to decide that this was

his salvation. I thought I personally
could save him. But instead I had
pushed him straight into disaster—
even death.

In that moment, running from one
building to another, the guard pant-
ing to keep up with me, I was cer-
tain that Chris -would die. Perhaps
he was already dead, and I had killed
him. The message had said merely
that he was hurt. But that was the
way they always broke .the news,
giving time to prepare for the ultimate
shock: the irrevocable fact of death.

I imagined the faces_of the nurses
and the doctor when they tried to find
the words that were already so un-
necessary, the words I knew.

But what a strange way of saying it!

“He is not here,”” the ‘nurse said.
“You see—"

*“Not here?” 1 echoed dazedly. “You
mean—he’s dead—"

She took my arm as if to give me
support. “No. Sit down while I ex-
plain.” She led me to a wicker couch.
“No, my dear, he isn’t dead—"

“He isn’t dead!” The hope and relief
were too-much for me. I sank back
against the cushions, feeling sick and
faint for the first time. The nurse’s
further words began to sing and re-

“sound in my whirling head. 1 could

not take them in. All I could absorb
was the wonderful truth: 1 had .not
killed Chris.

“This way he has a chance,” the
nurse was saying. “In the city hos-
pital, with the best surgical care—"

She always seemed to be two or
three sentences ahead of me, I couldn't
catch up with her meaning, What was
she saying now? Even before my
conscious brain could comprehend it,
I was vaguely worried.

She repeated, “The patient didn’t
ask for anyone but you. But we
thought—his brother working right
here in the same factory and all—
we ought to call him—"

“Of course,” I said, trying to speak
calmly. Why not? Why should the
thought of facing Paul disturb me?
Surely, at a time like this, one thought
of nothing but Chris; that over-
shadowed all the small resentments,
even hatreds.

“He was at home

in town,” the

LUV W —.

Fear winged Sue’s feet as
she sped to the hospital.
“Let him live,” she prayed,
“and I'll make up to him

for everything I've done!”

nurse was going on. “He'll go direct
to the hospital. We've made arrange-
ments for you to ride in with Mr.
Chalmers.”

Mr. Chalmers was the superinten-
dent of the Testing Department.

“We ought to hurry,” I said, jump-

‘ing up, my senses coming to life, alert

again to practical details.

“] think I see his car pulling into
the circle,” the nurse said at the
window. But she came back to lay
a hand on my arm so kindly that
it seemed ominous. *“There's no rush,
my dear. There’ll be nothing you
can do for a while.”

I was terrified. After the momen-
tary reprieve of knowing Chris was
still alive, I had come only slowly
back to reality. He was not dead,
but he was still'in terrible danger. A
nurse didn’t bother to be so gentle
and considerate unless a case was
critical. Slowly her other words be-
gan to come back to me, the ones that
had seemed so far-off and unimportant
at the time she spoke them: He'll



I shivered, but | must nof show these report-
‘ers the pain their comments sen? through me.

have a chance . . .” Only a chance!

Mr. Chalmers was coming into the
reception room, his big solid face
white and lined with worry. He hardly
looked at me. ‘“Heard anythking?”,he
asked the nurse.

She shook her head. “There won't
be news for a while,” she said.

Mr. Chalmers turned toward me.
“Might as well get along,” he said
brusquely.

He didn’t talk at first, while we
rode toward the city. He concentrated
on driving. I had never been in a
car that went so fast, propelled by
some strange force that hardly seemed
to come from the engine. As though
Mr. Chalmers’ frantic need for speed
was Jike some kind of rocket, shoot-
ing it forward, miraculously finding
space between other racing cars, slid-
ing past crawling trucks on hills, caus-
ing red lights to turn to green as we
approached, miles of rolling road rush-
ing toward us and streaming out be-
hind our roaring wheels.

I welcomed the swiftness, even the

Y

rocking, careening, dizzying danger.

‘I could not have borne the trip if

he had driven with any care for
safety.

When Mr. Chalmers began to taik,
I hardly realized it. His words were
just murmurs of thoughts that might
have been my own. They were awful,
violent thoughts, even expressed pro-.
fanely, but they didn’t shock me. They
were no worse than mine.

“ . . how in God’s name I could

"have left those details to a bunch of

kids . . . if I lost that lad . . . why,
it’s murder I've done to the boy . . .”

Vaguely, from my remoteness,
wrapped in my own bitter thoughts,
I wanted to comfort him. I wanted
to tell him, “You are wrong. You
don't know anything about why Chris
McKenzie is dying. You need not'

reproach yourself, because it wasn’t
you, it wasn’'t you . . .’

Arriving at the hospital was a re-
lief. But one that did not last. It
meant only another waiting room,
which curiously. resembled the one in
the infirmary, though this was big and
luxuriously furnished with deep leather
chairs instead of wicker ones. There
was nothing about it, really, to re-
mind me of the infirmary, except the
odor. That was it. That was why all
hospitals were alike. A smell made
up- of alcohol—I must keep my mind
busy analyzing it—of alcohol and
ether, of course. But what else? Noth-
ing . really sinister and mysterious,
just simple chemicals and adhesive
tape and homey comfortable things
like steam. and freshly ironed white
clothes still

(Continued on page 92) 49
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done” applies to a great many

things. To the first meal of the day,
for one, because there is no doubt that
all of us get through our day’s work
better and easier and quicker if we
start out with a good breakfast under
our belts, Now in the old days when
everything had to be started from
scratch, so to speak, getting breakfast
‘probabiy was quite a chore, but for-
tunately for us, that is no longer true.
This is largely due to. the fact that
cereal, always a breakfast standby, is
now available in so many varied forms,
with flavor and nutritive values en-
hanced by up-to-date methods of
preparation, that the main breakfast
course is no trouble at all. So if you
have been eating skimpy breakfasts
I hope you will begin now to eat husky
ones for health. And to make it easier
for you to start I've worked a few
menus, with recipes for preparing some
additional breakiast tidbits.

THE old saying “Well begun is half

Menus

1. Grapefruit or grapefruit juice
Corn flakes with milk and sugar
Crackling scrambled eggs, whole-

wheat toast

2. Sliced oranges or orange juice
Bran flakes with milk and sugar
Codfish cakes, quick cinnamon

rolls* .

3. Tomato juice

Hot wheat cereal with milk and
sugar
Fresh fruit muffins, jowl bacon*

4. Fresh or stewed pears

Puffed wheat cereal with milk
or sugar
Parsley baked eggs®, hot biscuits

5. Apple sauce or apple juice
Oatmeal with milk and sugar
French toast with syrup or jelly

6. Prunes or prune juice
Wheat biscuits with milk and

sugar
Broiled scrapple and apple®,
wholewheat toast

7. Chilled tangerines and grapes
Puffed rice with milk and sugar
Waffles with a la king sauce® or

syrup ;
Cocoa or milk for the children, of
course, tea or coffee for grownups—
although it won't hurt the grownups
to drink milk with this first meal of
the day. And here are the recipes for
starred dishes. .

Cracklings
“Cracklings” is the old-fashioned

term for the bits of fat left after lard
has been rendered. I make my own

The foundation for a hard day’s work is a good breakfast—

begin now to eat healthful ones which are easy to prepare

version of cracklings whenever I bake
a ham, this wagn Remove rind and
part of the fat from ham (leave just
enough fat to provide a crisp- well-
browned surface for the ham). Slice
this fat you have cut away very thin
and cut it, along with the rind, into
half-inch squares. Place in shallow
pan and render it over a low flame
(in the oven, if there is room). As
the liquid fat arises pour it off (keep
it for later cooking or for fat salvage).
When liquid fat ceases to rise, drain
the browned “cracklings” in a colander,
then on absorbent paper. By the time
the browned cracklings have cooled the
excess fat will have disappeared and
they will be crisp. Store in covered
jar in refrigerator until ready for use.

Crackling Scrambled Eggs

1 tbl. drippings
2 eggs
1 tbl. milk

BY
KATE SMITH

RADIO MIRROR'S
FOOD COUNSELOR

Listen to Kate Smith’s
dally talks at noon
and her Felday night
Variety Show, heard
on CBS, at 8:00 EWT.

¥ tsp. salt

Pinch pepper

2 tbls. cracklings .

Beat. together eggs, milk, salt and
pepper and cook 1n drippings over
low flame, stirring slightly. When the
eggs begin to set, fold in cracklings
gnd continue cooking until eggs are
one.

Quick Cinnamon Rolis

2 cups prepared biscuit mix

1 egg, unbeaten

% cup milk (approximately)

2 tbl. sugar

2 tbl. soft butter or margarine
15 cup.honey

3

tbl. brown sugar

Stir unbeaten egg into scant half cup
of milk. Add to biscuit mix, with sugar.
(If necessary, use a little more milk
to make a softer dough.) Pat out into
a rectangle on a floured board. Spread
dough first with butter, then with
honey. Sprinkle with sugar and cinna-
mon. Roll up as for jelly roll, and cut
in slices. Place in_ greased pan, cut
side down. Bake in moderate oven
(375°) 20-25 minutes.

Jowl Bacon

This is bacon from the jowl of the
hog instead of from the flank. It has
more fat than flank bacon, therefore
it requires slow, low-temperature
cooking for c¢rispness, but it has ex-
cellent flavor (Continued on page 173)



CENTRAL

550 WAR TIME

=2-2-1

PACIFIC WAR TIME

WW WWW M 0 oI GO0

SUNDAY

Eastern War Time

News and Organ

w!
News and Organ Recital
Mugsical Masterpisces
The Woodshedders
News of the World
News from Europe
Blue Correspondents at Home
and Abroad
E. Power Blggs
White Rabbit Line
Commando Mary
June Winters
God's Country—Mliton Bacon
Church of the Air
Message of fsrael
Highlights of the Bible
Wings over Jordan
Southernaires
Pauline Alpert
Lionel Hampton’s Orch,
Egan Petri, Pianist
: Radio Chapel
Hour of Faith
Invitation to Learning
Marion Loveridge
Salt Lake Tabernacle
News from Europe
NBC Orchestra
Josephine Houston, Soprano

Stradivari Orch., Paui Lavalle

Transatlantic Call

Church of the. Air
John B. Kennedy

: Voice of the Dairy Farmer

Labor for Victory

Edward R. Murrow (from
London)

Sammy Kaye’s Orch,
: Chicago Round Table

Starring Curt Massey

Chaplain Jim, U, S. A.
Those We Love
America—Ceilling Unlimited

: World News Today
: John Charles Thomas

Natlonal Vespers
‘New York Phiiharmonle

Symnhon‘
"The Lite of Riley

o Reports on Ratloning
: Upton Ciose
: Army Hour

Hot Copy
Al Pierce Show

Pause that Refreshes
Lands of the Free
Meotropalitan Opera Audition

: NBC Symphony—Arture

Toscaninl
The Family Hour
Where Do We Stand

: Upton Close
: The Shadow

Muslcal Steelmakeors
frong Rich

Sliver Thester
Radio Hall of Fame
Firat Nighter

: ‘Cathelic Hour

Grest Glidersiceve
America in the Alr
: William L. Shirer
: Veice of Prophecy
Drsw Psarsan

l: Jock Benny

Dorothy Thempsen

Stars and Stripes in Britain
We, the People

Quiz Kids

Fitch Bandwagen

: Samuel Grafton

Greenfield Viliage Chiidren’s
Chair

: :Edgar Bergen—Charlle
McCarthy

Keopsohes

: Qne Man’s Family
: Gabrlel Heatter

Ned Caimer, News
ader’'s Digest
Revival

: Manhsttan Merry-Go-Reund

Chamber Music Seclety of
Lawaer Batin Streeot

Texace Star Theater, Fred
Allen

Jimmls Fidier

: American Album of

Take It or Leave It
Revion. Theater

: Jahn K. Hughes
: Hour of Charm
: Geedwlll Haur
: Bob Crosby

Guy Lembarde

The Thin-Man

BIlt Ceutoile

Everstt - Hellla .

Olga Ceshte & Kl Charre-
W Trie il

: Jehn W. Vandercesk

Pacific Stery y

BUSY MAN...

One of the busiest men in radio is Harlow
Wilcox, NBC announcer. Currently, he is
dividing his time between assignments
on Fibber McGee and Molly, Maxwell
House Coffee Time and Amos 'n’ Andy.
Which isn't a bad record for a man who
was told he'd better not try to break into
radio back in 1929.

Wilcox was born in Omaha, Nebraska
in 1900. He grew up in an atmosphere of
showmanship, for his father was in the
band of the first Ringling Brothers show
and his sister was a vaudeville and concert
violinist. Harlow himself studied voice and,
while still in his 'teens, left home for the
Chautauqua platform and stage. In a short
while, he decided that being a salesman
would be more remunerative and gave up
the stage.

In 1929, he decided that radio had some
attractions and succeeded in getting an

-audition on a small Chicago station. That

was when he was advised to stick to sell-
ing; radio was not for him. But, reasoned
Wilcox, if being a radio announcer isn’t
selling, what is? A month later he was on
the air,

Jim and Marion Jordan were just getting
a toehold in radio in Chicago then and Wil-
cox helped them cut some records. When
the pair landed their own radio show, they
asked for Wilcox as their announcer. The
future triumphs of the trio are well known
to all Fibber McGee and Molly fans. When
the Jordans moved out to Hollywood in
1939, Wilcox went with them and, now,
even when Fibber McGee and Molly leave
the air for their annual summer vacations
on their ranch, Wilcox carries on, announc-
ing the sponsor’s substitute show,

According to his co-workers, who should
know, Wilcox's greatest assets as an an-
nouncer are his poise and his element of
believability, qualities which have won him
the announcing spot on so many of radio’s
outstanding programs, In private life, his

friends know him- as a quiet, reserved man |

who talks very little, unless he really has
something to say.

Harlow Wilcox lives in Beverly Hills with
his wite, the former Mari Bishop of Qak
Park, Illinois. He finds little time these
days for his favorite pastimes of horseback
riding, yachting and polo. Between re-
hearsals and broadcasts, however, he man-
ages to snatch the time for an occasional
game of gin rummy. He's six feet tall,
weighs 190 pounds and is considered one
of the best dressed men in radio, which in
an industry of well-dressed men is itself
no mean record.

P.W.T.
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MONDAY

Eastern War Time .

o0 92:00/CBS: News
00| 9:00/Blue: Breakfast Club
o0 2:00/NBC: Mirth and Madness
15| 2:15(CBS: School of the Air
9:4$.CBS: lsabel Manning Hewson
:oo!zo:un CBS: Vallant Lady
:00 13:20 EI]SE: .fsnvce't 'R;ur, Drama
3 : Specis! Assignment, New:
10:00NBC: Lora Lawton g *
10:15 NBC: News of the World
:15/10:15|CBS: Kitty Foyle
10:15(Blue: Singo
9:30/10:30/NBC: Help Mate
9:30/10:30/CBS: The Open Door
9:30/10:30(Bluc: Baby rnnllule

9:45,10:45/CBS: Bachelor’s Children

9:45/10:45|Blue: Humbord Famiiy
9:45/10:45|NBC: Music Room
10:00/11:00/CBS: Homeymoon HHI
10:00{11:00|Blue: Breakfast st Sardi's
10:00({11:00{NBC: Road of Life
10:15/11:15/CBS: Second Musband
10:15/11:15|NBC: Vic and Sade
10:30/11:30/CBS: Bright Horizon
10:20/11:30|Blue: Gl
10:30/11:30(NBC: Brave Tomorrow
10:45/11:45/CBS: Aunt Jenny's Storles
10:45/11:45 Blue: Living Should Be Fun
10:45/11:45\NBC: David Harum
11:00/12:00|CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
11:15/12:15|CBS: Big Sister
11:30/22:30/CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
11:30/12:30/{NBC: U. S. Navy Band
11:30112:30|Blue: Farm and Home Mour

ert Martyn

NBC: Hymns of Ali Churches
CBS: Mary Marlin
CBS: Good Nelghbors
Blue: Morton Downey
: A Woman of America
CBS: Elizabeth Bemis, News
NBC: Ma Perkins
Blue: My True Story
NBC: Pepper Young’s Family
CBS: Now and Forever
NBC: Right te Happineis
Blue: Little Jack Little
CBS: This Life is Mine
CBS: Broadway Matinee
Blue: Blue Freolics
NBC: Backstags Wita
NBC: Stella Daliss

: News
Blue: Waestbrook Van Voorhis, News'
NBC: Lorenzoe Jones
Blue: Ses Hound
CBS: Perry Como
NBC: Young Widder Brewn
CBS: Fun With Dunn
Blue: Hop Harrigan

: When a Girl Marries
NBC: Portia Faces Life
Blue: Dick Tracy i
CBS: Sing Aleng
NBC: Just Plsin Bl
MBS: Superman
Blue: Jack Armstrong
NBC: Frent Page Farrell
Blue: Capt. Midnight
CBS: Amaerican Women
Blue: Terry and the Pirates
CBS: uincy Howse
CBS: 1l Costellio
NBC: Sersnads to America
Blue: Capt. Tim Healy
CBS: To Your Geod Health
CBS: Jeri Sullavan, Sengs
CBS: The Werld T

12:45/CBS: Our Gal Sunday
1:00/CBS: Life Can Be Beautlful
1:00{Bilue: Baukhage Talking
1:15/CBS: Ma Perkins
1:15/Blue:  Allis Lowe Miles
1:30(/CBS: Bernardine Fiynn, News
1:30|Bluc: Ted Malone
1:45|CBS: The Goldbergs
1:45(Bluc: Air Lane Trlo
1:45NBC: Carey Longmire, Nows
2:00/{CBS: Young Dr, Malone
2:00|Blue: Rodriguez & Sutherland, News
2:00/NBC: The Gulding Light
2:15|/CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D.
2:15|Blue: Mystery Chef
2:15NBC: Today’s Children
2:30INBC: Light of the World
2:30/CBS: We Love and Learn
2:30|Blue: Ladies, Re Seated
245/CBS:  Perry Mason Starles
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CBS: § Leve a Mys -z

: Fred Waring’s Gan
Blue: Herace Heldt’s Orch.
CBS:. Ed Sulllvan
CRBS: SBiondis

: The Lone Ranger
NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn
CBS: Vex Pep
Blue: Ear! Godwin, News
NBC: Cavalcade of America
Blue:. Lum 'n’ Abner
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:30/CBS: Gay Nineties
130|Blue; -Blind Date
:30|[NBC: Valce of Firestone
3¢/MBS: Bulldeg Drummond
:SS{CBS: BIill Henry
00|CBS: Lux Theater
:38|Blue: Ceunter Spy
:00/MBS; Gabrist-Heatter
00 i The Telephone Mour
130 Spotiight Bands
13N decter 1. Q.
:55 otenst Shert Stery
0|CBS: . Screen Guild Players
Raymend Clapper

ymond‘G ram Swing

Pregram

MNNAUNOACOHAN NN
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9/18:30(CBS: . Breadway Shewtime

$:38|Blue: America Losks Ahend
|119:30INBC: Infermation Plesse’
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Eastern War Time

| 8115 Blue:
8130 Blue:

9:00 CBS:
9300 Blue:
8:00 NBC;
9:15 CBS:

Texas Jim
News

News
Breskfast Club
Mirth and Madness

School of the Alr
tsabel Manning Hewson

10:00/CBS:
10:00| Blue:

9:45NBC.
10:00/NBC:
10:15/CBS:
:15|Blue:
:1A5|NB
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Swest River, Drama
Speclal Assignment, News
Lore Lawton
Kitey Foyle
:  Singe
C: News of tho World
: Help Mat:
: Baby Innltuh

The Open Door
Bachelor’s Children
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Humberd Family
: Music Roem
Honeymoon HIN
: Breakfast at Sardl's

NBC: Road of Life
CBS; Second Husband
: Vic and Sade

B ght Horlzon
Gllbert Martyn
: Brave Tomorrow
Aunt Jenny's Storles
Livin Should Be Fun
¢ David Ha

Kate SInl!h Snolkl
Blig Sister

Whame i

Romance of Helen Trent
Farm and Home Hour

Our Gal Sunday
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Life Can Be llful

: Baukage Talkl

: Sketches in Molody 1
Ma Perkins

The Women’s Exchange
Bernardine Flynn, News
Ted Malone

:  The Geldbergs

: .Carey Lon'mlu, News
Youn Malone
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We Lave and Learn
Ladles, B¢ Sea

: Perry Mason Storles
EC: Hymns of All Churches
Mary Marlin

G Neighbors
Mearten Downey

C: A Woman ef America
Elizabeth Bemis

My True Story

Ma Perking

New and Fonvor

r V-unp flmlly
I e Happiness

thtlo jl:l: Little

Broadway Matines
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Lerenzs Jones

Westbreek Ven Veerhls

-~ Perry Como

Sea Hound

Young Widder Brewn

Fun With Dunn

Hep Harriga
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Life
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5: Superman

Just Plain BII

American Woman
Captain Midnight

: Front Pn'r- Farrell
Quincy

Terr!
Edwin

lnd thc Pirates
8 Hlll

;. Sere Amorlu

] llll Stern’

Jack Smith

The Werld Ted

Henry 1. Toyl-r Now'

Meaning of the ﬁc\n Joseph
C. Harsch
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I Leven My-tor'
: Harry James,

y Eur.uln News
American M-Ild! H-ur
Metre|

3 ltln
C: Everythl lu th- Beys,
Ronlll man

Blg T-'n
News

) GInn‘ Simms
Lum 'n’ Abner

: A Date with Judy
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Famous Jury Trials
: Mystery Theater
Burns and Allen
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BROOKLYN CINDERELLA...

Last June, Andree Wallace was just a
stage-struck girl, leaving Girls Commercial
High School in Brooklyn. She had no
professional dramatic training and her only
experience on any stage was playing the
lead in the school’s production of “Stage
Door.”

However, having tasted the pleasures of
being an actress, Andree was determined to
make a place for herself in the theater—or
preferably the radio.

For weeks, she trudged from studio to
studio, trying to get an audition. And for
weeks, she was met with the same answers
from skeptical directors. “So! You were
great in your high school play? Well, come
back after you've had a few years of pro-
fessional experience,” the old standby of
directors from time immemorial and one
that has put the lid on many a blossoming
career. For, if no one will give the inex-
perienced a job, how will they ever get the
required experience?

Andree, however, remembered the hero-
ine in “Stage Door” and went right on,
trudging from studio to studio, until one
harassed director consented to letting her
audition. It came as such a surprise and
such a shock, that Andree was so upset she
forgot her material and found herself fac-
ing the microphone without any scripts
from which to read.

-She got the signal to go ahead and, be-
cause she couldn't think of anything else
to do on the spur of the moment, she

" launched into the lines she had memorized

for the play. She hesitated a moment, stum-
bled, and then, on familiar ground, she
delivered the lines smoothly, feelingly.

The director listened. When she was
finished, he didn't say a word. He just
handed her one script after another to
read on sight, scripts that ran the gamut
of emotions—and then some. Still saying
only, “Hmmm—" the director handed
Andree a final piece of paper. It was a
contract calling for her services with the
network for the next five years!

And that's how Andree Wallace, at sev-
enteen, leaped from total obscurity to lead-
ing ingenue roles in Radio Listeners’ Digest,
heard at 9 p.M., EWT, Sundays, over CBS.
Her success as an ingenue is due partly to
the fact that she doesn’t know what sophis-
tication means. She doesn’t even own an
evening dress and she's never had a beau,
yet. She prefers suits and she likes to wear
them as long as they will stay together. Her
one extravagance is hats, and the sillier, the
better.

Andree has two ambitions, at the moment.
She wants to become a great attress and
she wants to get married and have a very
large family. She is the youngest of seven
children, herself, and she has twenty-two
nieces and nephews. As far as Andree is
concerned -there ism't any fun in s house
without children—in fact, it isn't very much
of a home,
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WEDNESDAY

Eastern War Time

8130 Blue:
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8:45| 9:45 CBS;

2100/ 9:00,CBS:
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0[10:30(11:36
9:30{10:30(11:30
11315/20:45(11:45.CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
9:45, 1.:45 11:45 Blue: Ll'll:’ Should Be Fun
10:45(11:45/NBC: David Harum
Kate Smith Speaks
Words and Musie

Blg Sister

Breakfast at Sardi’s
Road fe 10:15(11:15NBC: Vic and Sade
10:30(11:30|CBS: Crlgm Herlzon
10:30(11:30|Blue; GII ert Martyn

10:30 n 3¢NBC: Brave Tomerrew .
10:45/11:45|/CBS: Aunt Jenny’s Steries
10:45{11:45|Blue: Living Sheuld Be Fun ‘

NEVER SATISFIED ...

Marvin Mueller, heard in dozens of
snows i otery day-amang, them | - WALAINGE: SR BT
Backstage Wife, Road of Life and Lonely | 3:00/11:00/12:00 NBC: Werds and Music T
Women—first became interested in _radio, 9:15(11:15/12:15/CBS:  Big-Sister = e
Univerghy, - Student at Washinglon | gy oniiIHCHS Bumulis it reeni.
Marvin was born in St. Louis. He re- 9:45/11:4512:45|CBS: Our Gal Sunda
ceived his B.A. at Washington University, 10:0a]12:00| 1:00/CBS: Life Can Be
majoring in foreign languages—and that ::f:: :::: ::: ::::f :'-.:-::::.. 1"“ ":l‘ns
was what led to his tackling radio. The . s t :
consistent mispronunciation of = foreign

10:15/12:15| 1:15/CBS: Ma a
10:30,12:30| 1:3¢ CBS: lcrnnrdln- Flynn, News

words over the radio was a thorn in his

side—or rather, his ear.

9:00(11:00/42:00 (CBS:
9:00/11:00(12:00 NBC:

9:15[11:15 [12:15 CBS:

9130|11:30(12:30/CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
$9:30(11:30(22:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour
$:30(11:3012:30 NBC: Sky High
9:45(11:4512:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday
10:00(12:00| 1:00/CBS: Lite Can Be Beautitul
10:80/12:00| 1:00/Blue: Baukhage Talkin:
10:00(12:00| 1:00 NBC: Sketches in Mel
10:15/12:15| 1:15(CBS:* Ma Perkin
10:15)12:15| 1:15 Blue: Ailie Lowe Mllu
10:30(12:30 lx!OICBS gorn.rdlnc Fiynn, News
1

10:30(12:30] 1:30 Blue: Tod Malene

12:45| 1:45 CBS: The Geldbergs
10:45(|12:45( 1:45 NRC: Carey Leng

10:30 "’:: *  With the idea of doing. something about | 11:00 1:00 1.0 cBs: ;;un Or; Malone
10:45/i7548 Carey l.o:’mln. News that, he went to a small St. Louis station | 1180 1138| 2100 Biue: stodriques and Sutherland,
11:00 :3== : g BS; ¥'-‘:n ..?u': “M Ll‘-'-‘- and asked for an audnpon as an announcer. i MNews 5. oo~
1:00 2:00 Blue: lodrlnuu and Butheriand. He got i_t and !:he verdict was that whl.le his :;ig :tg ;g:g S%SC:: {,m?"l.ozdhllr‘rn;‘n.
1:15 5 CBS: chee J-rdln M.D. linguistic achievements w.ere fine—his ?n- 11:30| 1:30| 2:30/CBS: We Love and.Lestn
1:; 3 3 Lu:,-. Chl‘:d":.n nouncing_was terrible, which meant no job gsg: }33 gg;g lEllII:eC:- bR .'u:hf ated
3 ol  oaios. B Seated for Marvin as an announcer—at least not | "Wl Ll 5 isIoRG, perry Masen Sterles
i klglrl '-"1. l:“ s“rf" for a \:vhnle_ . . X 11:45| 1:45] 2:45 NBC: Betty Crocker
i | Hymns of All Churches Nothing daunted, Marvin hied himself 200, 3:00CBS: Mary Martin -
s 0| CBS. g": :l:l Il&.u home and went to work on his speech, 12:00| 2:00 3:00 Bhie: Morton l)’o-ncy .-
04 | Worten Downey . meanwhile writing himself a script called | 22:00] 2:00 3:00|NBC: A Woman of Amerlcu
” HBC: e man ot ATperics . Lord Algy and Company, in which there | 12:18 23 3:15/CES: 3';-,';;',"53;,";'--
AS) 18 diue: My True stery were ten chara.ct?\x"[s—ﬁll ofItthem :ol be | 12:18] 25 _::::.'EBB;.: nnnnr :l-;- : e
s BS: N d F played by Marvin Mueller. wasn't long | 12:30] 2:30( 3:30 CI ow and Forever  : o
F ::.:n.:r: V:‘:-'-.!l-rl':'n"! before he found a spot for his .Lord Algy "";:::c:"rl’“".""'"' =
lgl?.g' Litela sack Lictie show, which led to an announcing job with 1—..1"' “to Happlne -
8‘325 1 LI': l-' n;'l_::t Reporter Station KMOX in St. Louis. L i e e s Life Is Mine : )
Blge{ u: l:r lles Soon, besides announcing-all the principal 1:00) 3:00|- 4:00|Blue: P .
Sgs; i.'.‘.,:' o tias networl; shows m;ler KMO}:, he washplay- 1:00| 3:00) 4:00|NBC: (A
i New ing in.dramatic shows, portraying charac- . 20 ©
g‘ﬁ‘c’ f.'r'::xr:.j:::s" Veerhis ters from 16.to 60. Once, to -sustain the .Lorenio Jenes R
J5BS: S . illusion for a studio audience, a curtain was ;",‘,‘,"‘5’,‘,:‘,.‘"" Veainty
'“-’SSC.' I:vn":)‘" Brown = drawn around Marvin, while he read the %':" und L are
rE-“;,m: Wep Harrigan part og 3;;) Gi&year-old m:;'to ch q :..,.';.:'.....n...... we
HBC: SnNELsTY] Ll In 1939 arvin moved - icago an ;, Hep Harrigan .
Blse: ;ﬂﬁ"r:-':y" Lite took over the job of -being- the tophatted ! Pertia Faces tireri
s ) "ﬂ:',',:,‘!.,.,,, Host.on the Mutual First Nighter program P -Qpck Tracy :;
MBS: . in 1940. He's the man who invites you te chl Arl.nnron’ ot
E MBS come along: with him each Sunday night 0 p = :
Blue: to an aisle seat-in ‘*‘the little theater off e -American Women ..

[ MBC: =5 ~ - 48! Blug Capt. Midnight -., .
30 [ Rl L AIDs uimey Hows Mews,
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bt ens: Il':;rrf.'%:ﬁ:"uw- . Not that~Marvin is content with being b i anryEisay "",'_' f‘“’:'i §°
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& | £ | 8:30/CBS: Missus Gous A-Shopping |
° p= | 8:30|Blue: United Nations, News, Review
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Y.;llh on Parade
Yankee Doodle Quiz
Road to Danger °

U. §. Navy Band
Green Hornet
Saturday Shewdewn

Beb Becker's Pet Parade

On Stage, Everybod
Hoek 'n’ Ladder Felilles

Lat’s Pretend

Fashion In Ratlens
Lighted Windows.
The Land of the Lost

Theatsr of Today
Blue Playhouse
ews
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Stars Over Hollywood
u
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International Exchange
Pregram
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Washingten
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Corliss Archer
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Service Serenade
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Quincy Hewe

Paople’s Platform
Storyland Theater

Andy Russall
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Leon Henderson
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Rellgion In the News
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: American Stery

Man Behind the Gun
What's New—Don Ameche

Thanks te the Yanks
Ellery Queen
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Truth or Consequences
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Ned Calmer, News
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Saturday Night Sersnade
Corenet Quiz °

Miillon Dollar Band
Army Service Ferces Prasent
Grand Ole Opry

8:45(10:45|CBS: Talk

alks
Betty Rann
Ned Calmer, News

Composer-leader Morton
Gould and composer-pianist
Alec Templeton combine
their talents on this CBS
show designed for music
lovers with a sense of humor.

EARS ago they called it the Gallo
Theater. It proudly presented opera
in the grand manner every evening of

the week. Today it’s quite a different matter.
The Gallo is now CBS Studio Number Four.
Music again is pouring into the theater,
bringing the ghosts of by-gone entertainers
flocking from their haunts in the wings—
but it’s quite different music!

Perpetrators of these startling innevations
are two versatile musical men. Their names
are Morton Gould and Alec Templeton. By-
werds in every music-minded, radio-mind-
ed, or even record-minded family, these two
famous composers share top billing in a
radio show that presents the best in music,
plus a good share of original score com-
posed for each broadcast of “Carnival”
(Wed. 10:30 p.m. EWT over CBS).

Gould is an American through and
through. He has never studied with other
than American teachers, he has never been
away from this country, he composes, con-
ducts and plays in the American idiom.
Templeton is a Welshman: He had his
musical - education in England and Wales,
came to this country after he had achieved
notable success adbread. Together they
weave a magic pattern of beautiful melo-
dies spiced with topical satire.

Rehearsal begins at ten-thirty on Wednes-
day morning. The orchestra men drift in
slowly in groups and singly, through the
stage door. Then Morton Gould arrives and
everyone gets down to business.

Usually, for relaxation he and the men
play in their shirtsleeves. First they try out
the more difficult passages of a Gould ar-
rangement of an old favorite—“Night and
Day,” or “Begin the Beguine,” or “St. Louis
Blues.” Then they polish off a few current
hits, an original Gould compeosition, the
theme music and the music to accompany
the commercials.

Just as the first half of the rehearsal draws
to a close, the theater’s off-stage door opens
and two people tiptoe into the music-filled
theater and seat themselves quietly. Mr.
and Mrs. Templeton, who are Morton Gould
fans and love to listen to him at work, sit
rapt in the music, sometimes holding hands

as they let it sweep over them. Then, while.

the musicians enjoy their in-between cigar-
ettes and resume their shop-talk, Templeton
ascends the stage.

This is the time for a remarkable piece of
musical collaboration. -Here are two top
composers, men who have written both

popl%l&l‘ and classical music, both of them
fine ‘'musicians—ocne a concert pianist, the
other an ex-concert pianist who now as a
conductor leads not only his own orchestra,
but the New York Philharmonic.

They are about to work out Templeton’s
weekly topical satire, with Lhimself as vocal
and piano soloist, accompaniment by the
orchestra. This is a time the orchestra looks
forward to, and Templeton, realizing that

“his audience is with him to the last man,

outdoes himself with deft satire, as he takes
some current swooner-crooner, or over-
stuffed diva over the coals. Recent victims
who have fallen prey to the Templeton
stiletto wit are Frank Sinatra and Jimmy
Durante. The musicians had a grand time
during the Sinatra-baiting session. They
howled as the semi-operatic strains of
“Night and Day” dripped in treacle-laden
syllables from Templeton'’s vocal chords.
Before they go into dress rehearsal there’s
another break; that's when Templeton and
the orchestra men play the game. This is
a zany guessing -game that is played by any
one who feels like joining in. First the oboe
player will play a trill~-and Templeton re-
produces it on the piano. Then two of the
violins will come in with a theme—and
again it will be picked up—and augmented
with a few extra musical furbelows, with
everyone trying to “stick” the remarkable
Templeton memory. Of course no one has
succeeded as yet—but they keep on trying.
Dress. rehearsal takes them through the
entire program just as it will be presented
at 10:30 that night. Included is a “Four in
One Special” Templeton improvisation. This
rehearsal one is-just for fun—the broadcast
one is always done on the spur of the mo-
ment. Templeton’s high spot on the show,
the “4.in 1” consists of skillful blending of
four entirely different musical pieces, two
classical, two popular, into one composi-
tion. Members of the audiences call out
such diversified titles as “Pomp and Circum-
stance,” “Pistol Packin’ Mama,” “Les Syl-
phides” and “Little Gray Home in the

 West"—and Templeton puts them together

so that, although you can recognize each
tune separately, they form an ‘entirely new
and catchy composition.

Time for lunch now—the show is in the
bag, and everyone’s hungry.



MARY JANE IS DEMURE AND SPRING-BLOSSOMY. Her smooth,
silky hair has a baby-fine quality. Her exquisite complexion is so
clear and so soft. *'T just take care of my face with Pond’s Cold
Cream,” she says. “The more I use it, the more I love it.”

he’s so pretty!” people ex-

claim after they meet

i Mary Jane Maxson. Her

heart-shaped face has a

sweet elfin charm—quiet

stillness one minute, mischievous laughter
the next.

Mary Jane herself has definite and prac-
tical ideas about how to keep her lovely
face looking its prettiest. “You’ve just got
to have- sparkling clean skin,” she says.
“It has to look and feel soft, too. That’s

Today—many more women use Pond’s
than any other face cream at any price

SIES ENGAGED!

ENGAGED! MARY JANE MAXSON
of West Orange, N. J. to William B. Eppler

of Maplewood, an army officer,

now

overseas. She is a graduate of Mary Ltyon
Junior College; he attended Princeton.

why I'm so keen about a Pond’s cold-
creaming for my face cvery night and every
morning. Pond’s is such heavenly soft-
smooth cream. It feels grand to use and
makes your skin look so nice.”

Copy Mary Jane’s beauty care with Pond’s
Cold Cream. This is what she does!

First—She smooths Pond’s snowy Cold
Cream all over her face and throat and pats
with quick fingertips to help soften and
release dirt and make-up. Tissues off.

Next—She *‘rinses” with more Pond’s,

N
PONDS

o,

VICTORY FARM HAND—Mary Jane's war work on the family’s
victory farm is no glamour job! She's working where she’s needed!
All kinds of jobs need women workers."Check Help Wanted ads
—consult local U. S. Employment. Service.

ANOTHER POND'S BRIDE-TO-BE

working her white-tipped fingers over her
face in little spiral whirls. “This twice.over
creaming makes my skin feel extra clean,
extra soft,” she says.

Beauty-clean your face with Pond’s every
night, every morning. Use it for daytime
clean-ups, too. You'll see why it’s no ac-
cident engaged girls like Mary Jane, society
beauties like Mrs. Anthony J. Drexel, [II
and Britain’s Viscountess Milton love this
soft-smooth cream. Get a big jar of Pond’s
Cold Cream today.

ASK FOR A LUXURIOUS BIG JAR!
Large sizes save glass and man-
power! And it’s so much
quicker to “dip finger tips of
both hands in the wide jar!
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They’re no weak sisters, these
DeLong Bob Pins. Stronger, du-
rable spring ... they last and last,

Stronger Grip

W= | e el
If the Store is out of DeLeng Bob
Pins today, try again next time you're
in. Shipments are received regularly
but quantities are still restricted.

Quality Manufacturers for Over 50 Vears

BOB PINS HAIR PINS
SAFETY PINS
HOOKS & EYES
SNAP FASTENERS

HAIR NETS
STRAIGHT PINS

HOOK & EYE TAPES
SANITARY BELTS

Let No Man Put Asunder

Continued from page 21

she laughed, “because he doesn’t want
to take any help from anybody even
at first—but I'll get him over that.
And—oh, yes, I've decided to have only
one bridesmaid and you’re tc be it,
Sally.”

I tried to thank her. I tried to share
her excitement. But the words were
like sawdust in my throat.

And I knew, as I walked with Kevin
out to his car, as I still felt Dwight’s
handclasp warm on my fingers, still
felt his gaze clinging to mine, with a
sure and horrible clarit,y that I was
in love with my cousin’s fiance.

Kevin stopped the car in front of
the house where I roomed. “Let me
come in a minute?” he asked.

He often did. I'd fixed my big front
room like a livingroom, with a studio
couch for my bed, a desk, some easy
chairs and bookshelves, so that I
could entertain my friends. The land-
lady, Mrs. Turley, didn’t mind; she'd
known me all my life. But tonight I
said, “It’s late, Kevin, and—I'm tired.”
And then something made me add,
“What did you think of Dwight?”

“He’s a good guy,” he said casually.
Was it too casually? The light from
the dashboard fell across the lean
lower part of his face, but his eyes
were in shadow. I couldn’t tell what
he was thinking, what he might have
seen. “I thought his manner toward
Coralie was kind of funny, though.
Oh, he was polite and attentive and
all that—but quiet. Not at all as if
he were with the girl he's in love
with.”

“Maybe he’s just the quiet type,” I

said hurriedly. “And now I really
must fo in.”

“Sally . .. ” He put his hand on my
arm and leaned toward me. “When are
you going to give me a break? I know

ou're fond of me, and you know how
feel about you. Why won’t you marry
me? What are ¥ou waiting for?”

Not tonight, I pleaded silently. Oh,
not tonight. “Please, Kevin. You're
dear and sweet and I wouldn’t hurt
you for the world. But I'm just not
sure enough. I've told you that.”

“Yes, you've told me.” His fingers
tightened - on my arm and he pulled
me toward him. “But one of these days
I'll make you sure. I'll knock this non-
sense out of your head and—" his
voice roughened—“I'll make you
marry me.”

I sensed again the thing I'd some-
times felt in him, the suggestion of
hidden fires banked beneath a calm
exterior, of hidden violence, hidden
depths. I put my hands against his
chest. “Please, Kevin,” 1 whispered.
“Please.”

He strained me to him for a mo-
ment and then, with a short laugh, he
let me go. “Okay,” he said. “I'll call
you tomorrow. . . .” -

It was a guilty knowledge I took to
bed that night and carried, like a
secret, sinful burden, during the next
two weeks. How could I be in love
with Dwight Emery, I asked myself
over and over. It was wrong. It was
madness. I hardly knew him. And yet—
his face was always before me, with its
strong, rugged features, its warming

(Continued on page 58)

WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO INSURE
FREEDOM FROM WANT?

Suppose you owned a wild animal, ferocious and dangerous .

. . you'd keep it

caged, wouldn't you? You'd take avery precaution to see that it didn't get loose to
endanger your fomily and your property. You'd see that it never got out of hand.

Money can be like that—dangerous to your family and your property, if it gets
out of hand. Inflation's the word for that, and it's inflation that is our greatest enemy,

here at home. Most of us have more money than we used to have and the temptation
to buy more things than we used to buy is strong. The temptation to complain is
strong, too—to complain about taxes, about the limited quantities of rationed goods,
or things thot we'd like to have, but which are no longer on the market. That leads to
another temptation—the temptation to avoid paying toxes, to get the goods we

want through other than legitimate sources.

But remember this—inflation is always followed by drastic deflation, by panic and

depression.

Freedom from Want is one of the things for which we're fighting this

war—oand we can't have Freedom from Want when the war is won if we have bought

our way into o condition of depressicn.

Here's a pledge we all must maoke—and kesp.

-

| promise:

—to buy and keep as meny War Bonds as | can offord
—to pay my taxes willingly, for they are paying for the war now so that

we won't have to pay for it later

—to pay off my debts and not contract new ones
—to guard my future and that of my family with savings and insurance
—to buy rationed goods only in exchange for rotion stamps—and at no

more than ceiling prices

—to avoid waste and buy anly what | need

—to avoid trying to profiteer on the war, and not to ask for higher wages
—to do all these things to fight inflation—as insurance far the future
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Every day, new (73 A
thousands are &’]_
switchingto Sitroux
Tissues. And no wonderlThey
“are proving three ways better:
softer—stronger—more
absorbent! Keep them
handy for removing
make-up . . . for over-blown
noses,,. for baby's “bub-

bling”...and dozens .!

of other uses. They're —Cju o .

economicall They're i

sanitaryl And how they cut
down laundry billsl One box
will convince you

that SitrouxTissves

Continued from page 56 .

smile. And at nights I lay awake plan-
ning a future that could not be, and
I dreamed sometimes of his lips on
mine and his arms holding me close,
and I woke, shivering.

I tried not to see him. When Coralie
telephoned to ask me over, I pleaded
extra work at the store %ettin ready
for the Christmas rush. I said I was
too tired; I said I had another en-
ga%fment. I said anything, everything,
to keep from seeing them, lest I should
betray my secret.

Of course, sometimes it was
unavoidable and those times were
agony. I could never tell what
Dwight felt because I made it a point
never to be alone with him or to ex-
change a personal word. That wasn’t
hard, as (goralie clung to him with
happy, childlike possessiveness, and
his manner to her was protective and
tender. Probably, I persuaded myself,
he felt nothing for me at all. I ac-
cepted more dates with Kevin, try-
ing to find in him something that
would make me forget. But that was
hopeless. And, besides, it wasn't fair
to encourage him too much, feeling as
I did. There seemed to my tortured
mind no escape anywhere from
thoughts of the man I had no right to
think of, from my own misery.

AND then one evening when I was
working late, Dwight came into the
store, alone. I tried to smile naturally,
over the familiar, painful thudding of
my heart. He lookéd tired; there were
lines of strain around his mouth, and
I felt an aching desire to take him
in my arms and comfort him, as a
mother comforts a child, as a sweet-
heart comforts her lover.
“Coralie and her mother have gone

-| into Hilton to shop,” he said. “They

won't get back till late. How about
letting me hang around till you're
through and then take you home?” -

Why not, I thought feverishly. After
all, T'll have to see him when he’s
Coralie’s husband, part of my family.
I may as well get used to it now; the

best way to get over something is pre- -

tend it doesn’t exist.

“Swell,” T said. “I'll be through at
nine. I'd be glad of company on the
way home, Dwight.”

He strolled around, looking at the
books, until I was ready. “Let's walk,”
I said. “It's not too cold.”

And as we walked through the
dark, silent streets I talked of every-
thing I could think of—the dance at
the country club we were all going
to tomorrow night, of the new books
we were getting in for Christmas, the
little things that made my job inter-
esting. This is the way to do it, I
thought. This is safety. Deny your
feelings and they won't exist, won't
bother you any longer.

Dwight made it easy for me. His
tone seemed to match mine. He lis-
tened well, he laughed at the right
places, and he told me fascinating things
about his work. When we got to my
rooming house I asked him to come in.

As I switched on the lights, he stood
quite still in the middle of the room
and looked about him.

“I've never seen where you lived
before,” he said at last slowly. “You've
made it home, haven't you? It's—it's
got you in every part of it.” He glanced
at the shelves of books, at the minia-
tures of my parents I'd had painted
from old photographs, the fat pottery

Jars of ivy on the windowsill. Then he

added simply, “I feel at home here.”

This was dangerous ground. This
was too intimate, too personal. “I'm
glad you like it,” I said hurriedly.
“Now tell me more about that research

_you're doing—" g

But the words trailed off before
those steady gray eyes that seemed to
say so much. We stood looking at each
other. And then he took the short step
between us, and I was in his arms.
I'd dreamed of it, I'd dreamed of his
lips on mine . . . But this kiss held
more, -much more, than my dream.
This was beyond it, beyond imagining.
This was the beginning, and the end,
of the world . . . ‘
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Dunninger, right, is the Master Mind of Mystery on his own Blue Net-
work show and also writes for True Detective Magazine whose associate
editor Clayton Rawson was a guest on the program recently. Articles
exposing supernatural rackets and explaining haunted houses and other
psychic phenomena, by Dunninger, appear regularly in True Detecfive.



And his voice was both harsh and
sweet in my ears. There was pain in
it, and exultant joy. “I love you,” he
was saying. “I've loved you since the
moment I walked in and saw you, since
time began. I've tried not to—God
knows I've tried. I kept myself from
seeing you. I fought to keep from
thinking of you—and I might as well
have tried to fight a cyclone. Tonight
when I came, I didn't mean to tell
you. I wanted to show myself I was
wrong. And instead, I—oh, my dar-
ling.” His arms strained me even
closer.

Then I made myself pull away.
Gently I freed myself. “But Coralie,”
I whispered. “You can’'t—love us both.”

“Coralie . . . I know.” He walked
slowly to the window and stood look-
ing out for a moment. Then he turned
and faced me. “To put it into words
like this makes me sound like all
kinds of heel. And that, believe me,
is what I've called myself a thousand
times. But the truth is that I never
loved Coralie. No, wait—" he went on
as I would have interrupted. “Last
summer was the first time I'd ever had
a vacation in my life. I was lonely,
and hungry for fun and glamour and
romance. Well, Coralie was all of that—
she's pretty and gay and sweet, the
Perfect answer to everything I needed.
t should never have heen anything
more than a summer flirtation, a few
kisses in the moonlight. But—Coralie
took it more seriously. Before I knew
it, I saw she considered us engaged
and she’'d spoken to her father about
this job .

NOW comes the hard part, Sally.
You've got to understand!’ There
was desperation in his face, but his eyes
were on mine, steady, honest, plead-
ing for belief. “I knew I didn’t feel
as I should. But I thought maybe 1
never would, that what I'd wanted in
love was just a dream. After all, I
was twenty-five and I'd never really
loved anyone. I didn't want to hurt
her, she'd been so kind and she's so—
so like a child. So I made up my mind
that I'd forget what I'd dreamed of
and give her all of myself that I
could. I'd be a good and faithful hus-
band. And then—the first day in town
I met you—and knew you were the
girl I'd wanted all my life. That's the
story, Sally. It’s not easy to tell but
it's truel”

I believed him. Not because I wanted

to so much, not because my heart cried
out to his. But because no one could
fail to see and feel his passionate hon-
esEy.
“About each other, I mean. It’s been
so sudden, so quick—"

“Love comes like that sometimes,”
he said simply. “Unbidden. But I know.
It’s real and deep and final for me,
Salg. And T've got to tell her.”

“But it would be like hurting a
bfafby! And the wedding’s only a month
0 _.’I

“It’s far better to hurt her now,
like this, when she can get over it,
than to go ahead feeling as I do. That
would be a greater—an unforgivable
hurt, Sally .. .”

I don’t know how long we talked
or all that we said. All I remember is
the agony of guilt and indecision,
mingled with the deep knowledge of
our love. But when Dwight left, we
both knew that he would tell Coralie
as soon as possible and in a way that
would be least dangerous to her pride
and her love. Our hands touched as we
said good night, but that was all. We

But how can we know?” I cried.

Is there a Doctor
in the House?

F

!

Dear Reader, ‘don’t be alarmed ... it's not that serio{us.
The young man with the pained- expression is just our
Permanent Pin-Up Boy. .. for the present emergency.

We keep his picture as a constant reminder that millions
of mothers and housekeépers are getting along on lim-
ited supplies of Fels-Naptha Soap. Sometimes even
doing without. And being pretty patient about it.

You have our assurance that we are making as much
of this famous soap as we can. That we’re making

it as fast as we can. That we’re trying

to give every grocer his fair share.

If you use Fels-Naptha Soap
| carefully—and shop persis-
k tently—we believe you’ll

get your share, too.

LS-NAPTHA SOAP.banishes TattleTale Groy' °
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We started with a quarrel—will you ever forget?

“I can't stand career girls,” you said. And I'so proud of my job!

“Unfeminine,” you said. (You were quaint, my darling.)

And then you looked at my hands.

Soft, smooth hands. I secretly thanked Jergens Lotion.
Because hands that work hard can easily get rough from the
skin’s loss of natural moisture.

My hands are yours now, dear. And I do keep them nice for you~
don’t I? I still use Jergens Lotion.

Attractive girls do a man’s work making airplanes today; and
they use Jergens Lotion, nearly 3 to 1. You have almost
professional hand care with Jergens. Helps smooth away
skin-roughness with 2 ingredients many doctors use for

=28 . this purpose. Quick! No sticky feeling. Use Jergens Lotion.

JERGENS LOTION (0r s0¢1. ADORABLE HANDS

each knew that that must be all—un-
til Dwight was free.

I passed a sleepless night. Thoughts
of Coralie with her laughter stilled
by the blow I would help inflict, of
Aunt Ethel and Uncle Tom and their
kindness 40 me, were a torturinig pro-
cession through my mind. And yet it
was right what Dwight and I were do-
in% It had to be!

arly the next morning I got a spe-
cial delivery from him. It had been
hastily scrawled on a single sheet of
paper. “My darling, I cannot sleep for
thoughts of you and of what I must
do. We must be strong—for what we
have to do may be wrong in sight of
the world, but I know it is right for
us. Love like ours cannot be denied.
I think I know a way to do it so that
no one will suspect, and that will be
least dangerous for all of us. It will
be tonight, after the dance . . . Until
our tomorrow, then. Dwight.”

I read it over and over. It was like
having him there beside me, reassur- °
ing me that all would be well and that
we would earn our right to each other
in a way that wouldn’t hurt Coralie by
gossip or ugly talk. Then I put it in

‘my desk. Knowing it was there would

give me courage for tonight.

As I drove over to Coralie’s with
Kevin—we were all to meet there and
go to the dance together—I felt keyed
up to an icy kind of calm. The calm to
act as if nothing were wrong, to hide
what I was feeling, and to brace my-
self for what would come. Once to-
night was over, I would have the
strength to face tomorrow. For it
would be our tomorrow—Dwight’s and
mine.

We stayed at Coralie’s only a mo-
ment, waiting in the big hallway,
Dwight and Kevin and I, for Coralie.
The calm was with me still—I was able
to smile naturally at Dwight; to com-
pliment Coralie on her lovely new
dress. And then in a flurry of laughter,
of putting on wraps, we were off—on
the most memorable evening in the
lives of all of us.

Driving out to the Club, with
Kevin, I knew that I would have to
tell him, too, and that he would be
hurt. But not as much as Coralie. He
loved me and he would feel a mo-
mentary wound; but he had no claim,

MAY RADIO MIRROR

ON SALE
Wednesday, April 12th

Necessities of war have made transportation
difficult. To help lighten the burden, RADIO
MIRROR will be on the newsstands sach month
at a slightly later date. RADIO MIRROR
for May will go on sale Wednesday, April [2th.
The same applies to subscription copies—they
are mailed on -time, but. they may reach you
6 |itle late. So please be' patientl =~




and I was sure that in spite of his de-
termination that some day I would
marry him, he would not suffer long.
Luckily, driving took all his attention
and he didn’t notice that I was quieter
than usual. Rain had fallen during the
day, and a thin sheet of ice was form-
ing on the road. I looked at his strong,
clean-cut profile and wondered bleakly
why I could not love freely, without
hurting others. .

The whole evening passed like a
swiftly moving picture in which I had
no part. I danced and laughed and
talked; I watched Coralie dancing in
Dwight’s arms—all with the same cold
detachment. Dwight and I avoided each
other by mutual consent. We danced
only once, and then we dared not
speak or look into each other’s eyes.
My’ whole being seemed tense with
waiting, and not until tomorrow would
I live again, and take what would
come.

“What’s the matter, honey?” Kevin
asked once, teasingly. “You look ex-
actly like people look when they're
waiting in the dentist’s office.”

Startled by his acuteness, I forced
a laugh. “I'm sorry. Dancing with
vou is not the least bit like going to
the dentist. I'm just tired, I guess.”

“You work too hard. I wish—" Then
he stopped, and grinned. “I'll wait
till I get you home to tell you what I
wish, Too many spectators here.”

I knew, and I couldn’t answer. Over
his shoulder, I saw Dwight on the
other side of the room, looking at me,
and pis eyes seemed to say, “Tomor-
row.!

WE all left together, and Dwight
and Coralie, in her car, were
right behind us as we drove away from
the club. It was bitter cold and the
road was patched with treacherous
ice. I shivered, uncontrollably.

“Cold, Sally?” Kevin reacned out
and pulled me closer beside him.

“A—a little.” I could not tell him
it was not the cold, but the awareness
of that car so close behind us that
made me shiver. Every nerve in my
body seemed stretched tight with that
awareness. Through the back win-
dow of Kevin’s coupe, I could occa-
sionally see their silhouettes—Dwight
driving and Coralie snuggled close
against him. In a little while . . . in
just a little while now . . .

I wrenched my gaze away and forced
myself to look only at the road ahead.

Suddenly Kevin gave a horrified cry.
Instantly from behind us there was a
woman's shrill scream, and then the
soul-sickening crash of metal against
stone. “They’ve skidded!” Kevin cried.
“Coralie and Dwight—right into the
bridge culvert—"

I felt a sick terror. I think I
screamed myself. Kevin had jammed
on the brakes, and was backing up,
backing fast, regardless of danger. As
we jerked to a stop, I wrenched open
the door and stumbled out. Coralie's
car was half on its side, the front of
it crumpled against the stone culvert.
Dwight, with blood running over his
face, was bent over the steering wheel,
tugging frantically at what lay wedged
between the front seat and the wreck-
age of the hood.

He looked at us as we ran up, and
his eyes were wild and dazed. *“I can’t
get her out. She's caught . . . I can’t
get her out . . ."

“Take it easy, fellow,” Kevin said
with quiet authority. “We’ll get her.
Here, Sally—take care of Dwight. Get
him over to my car.”

FOR A NECK LIKE CREAMY VELVET

At night, cleanse your neck with
Jergens Face Cream. Smooth on
cream in direction of arrows shown
above. Wipe off; apply a light fresh
film of the cream; leave on overnight.

JERGENS
FACE CREAM

ALL-PURPOSE CREAM, FOR A SMOOTH, KISSABLE COMPLI;XION’

ENCHANTINC—such satin-smooth skin.
It’s easy now for you to cultivate.

One new cream—]e.rgens Face Cream—
gives your skin all-round care every day,
practically the same as a “treatment”.

Cleanses; Softens; gives a lovely
Foundation; acts as a Night Cream, too

Your “One-Cream Beauty Treatment”!
Helps smooth away—yes, prevent—aging
dry-skin lines. A skin scientists” cream, by
the makers of Jergens Lotion. Have young-
looking smooth skin; start now to use this
already-popular new Jergens Face Cream.
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A Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick will help you
be attractive as well as efficient!

BY CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN

HEAD OF THE HOUSE OF TANGEE
Minutes are as valuable as ration
points these days—so many of you
are piling wartime duties on top of
youralreadybusyday-to-dayschedule!
I believe that is why women every-
where have turned to our Tangee
Satin-Finish Lipsticks in search of a
beauty aid that really lasts...smooth,
soft, and flattering for hours on end.
In the Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick
of your choice—Tangee Red-Red,

Tangee Theatrical Red, Tangee Medi-
um-Red, or Tangee Natural—you
will find just what you need . . . vital,
lively color as well as a remarkable
new texture that brings an exquisite
grooming to your lips. Lineless and
satiny, your Satin-Finish lips will
resist wind and weather.

Forget your make-up worries when
you start using Tangee Satin-Finish
Lipstick . . . with Tangee’s matching
rouge and the startlingly new Tangee
PETAL-FINISH Face Powder.

TANGEE Fnvicks
with the new Satin-Fonisk

TANGEE e Foludon

with the new Fetal -Firish

EVERY :DAY. AMERICA NEEDS :$140,000,000 TO FISHT THE WAR! HELP WITH ‘WAR BONDS AND STAMPS

By that time other cars had stopped.
There was a confusion of voices and
running footsteps, of shouted direc-
tions and scraps of words flung into
the night. “Doctor . . . ambulance . . .
she’s alive . . . ambulance . . .” And
then the dim wail of a distant siren.

Through it all, I sat beside Dwight
in Kevin's coupe. I stanched the deep
cut in his forehead as well as I could.
I put my arms around him and held
him close.

He was paper white, and his whole
body trembled. “I'd just told her,” he
muttered brokenly. I couldnt wait
till we got home—she said her mother
would be waiting up. I—she—she
looked like a crazy woman there for
a second, and then she grabbed the
wheel. I tried to get it away—and we
skidded_ll .

. “Hush,” I whispered through stiff
lips. “Hush. She's out now. They're
putting her in the ambulance , ., .”

And then Kevin crowded in beside
us, and we were driving at breakneck

| speed, following that wailing siren.

felt numbed. Only. one thought
was clear, .and it kegt sounding over
and over in my mind. If Coralie dies,
I will have killed her—I and my love
for Dwight.

IT seemed hours that we waited in
the hospital reception room. Dwight
was taken away and his cut was

-| stitched and dressed. Then he insisted

on coming back and waiting with us.
Aunt Ethel and Uncle Tom were there,
pale and frantic with anxiety. I tried
to_comfort them. I tried to say some-
thing, but I couldn’t. If they knew the
truth they’d hate me. And through
it all Dwight kept saying, “It was my
fault. We skidded. I don’t know how
it happened but it was my fault.”

And then suddenly the doctor was
there, and the room grew very silent.

“There’s no immediate danger,” he
said. “But her legs are in bad shape.
She won't be able to walk for a while.
Now, Mrs. Hollins, don’t worry,” he
said soothingly to Aunt Ethel. “It’s
purely a temporary paralysis, and we’ll
have her up and around in no time.
She’s just regained consciousness, and
she’s asking for Mr. Emery.” He
looked at Dwight. “Only a moment,
please—she’'s weak from shock.”

Dwight’s glance crossed mine briefly,
and if I ever saw sheer anguish in a
man’s eyes it was in his. Then he got
up quietly and followed the doctor out
into the corridor.

In a few minutes he was back again.
“She wants you,” he said to Coralie’s
parents. “The doctor says the rest of
us had better go home—there’s nothing
we can do.”

Kevin crossed the room to get our
coats, and Dwight put his hand on
my arm. “You’ll have to know, Sally,”
he said in a low voice, “and it may as
well be now. She wasn’t able to say
much. She only reached for my hand
and said if—if it weren't for me, she
wouldn’t want to get well. You see,”
he drew a deep breath, “she doesn’t
remember a thing I told her.”

And so tomorrow is not theirs—
Dwight’s and Sally’s—after all, for Co-
ralie, crippled because of the tomorrow
they coveted, must come first now. Is
there hope, still, for the love that Sally
knows will be in her heart forever?
Read the exciting second installment
of “Let No Man Put Asunder” in May
Rapro MIRROR, on sale April 12,

Buy It Only i You Need It

(AN EAXE



We Were Never
Happier
(Continued from page 45)

porch to have a snack with him. Soon,
of course, he had to take off again, to be
back in Chicago in time for his Monday
broadcast. But the hours they spent to-
gether, dancing, talking, picnicking
made his trip well worth while.

“I'm not leaving,” he announced one
Sunday “even though I miss tomorrow’s
show—until you say, straight out, that
you love me.”

A deep flush mounted Betty’s smooth
cheeks. “I love you. ...” She whis-
pered it really, against his cheek. But
she whispered it over and over and
over. He was later leaving that night
than he ever had been before. He had
to disregard speed limits all the way
to Chicago. But secreily he and Betty
were engaged and she wore his ring.

That autumn when Betty entered
Rosary College her parents made it
clear—evidently the engagement was
not quite as secret as Jim and Betty
thought it was—that they expected
Betty to complete the course.

“They know,” Jim said. Whereupon
he talked quite openly about their
plan to marry as soon as Betty was
graduated. Then, four years began
to seem much much too long to wait,
and both he and Betty began to talk
about marrying when she had finished
her junior year.

“We like you, Jirn,” Mr. Harris said.
“We're delighted to have Betty go out
with you. ... You're always welcome
here. . .. But we want Betty to finish
college. Then, if you both feel as you do
now, you can talk about marriage. ...”

Betty, looking like an angel, Jim
thought, in her white chiffon gown,
—they were going to a college dance
that night—was close to tears. This was
more than he could endure. “Why is it
so vital that Betty graduate?” he asked.
“It’s not as if she wanted a career.”

“After all,” Betty said, “I don’t have
to know Latin or Chaucer to take care
of a home.”

Mrs. Harris frowned. “Don’t force
your father and me to behave like the
proverbial stern parents.”

All evening, dancing, Jim and Betty
talked of the four eternal years they
must wait till they could be together.

“I wish we were married right this
minute,” Betty whispered.

The thermometer outside the college
registered zero. All roads were banked
with snow and the state highways
were closed. Driving was hazardous.
But, shortly after midnight, Betty and
Jim started out for Dubuque, Iowa,
where Honore Ameche’s mother, Don's
mother-in-law, lived. They felt they
must see her without delay. She was
a wise woman, with understanding for
young lovers.

Half way there Betty began to fear
that her mother would worry.

“She never really goes to sleep until
I get in,” she said. “I ought to tele-
phone—tell her where we're going.”

“If you call,” Jim said “we’ll have
to go back. .. .”

“We just won’t go.” In her gentle
way Betty could be very. firm. *“We
just won't, Jim—whatever mother
says. But I can’t let her worry all
night. It isn't fair. .. .”

Jim pulled up beside a roadside
diner. “T’ll call,” he compromised.

Jim returned in a few minutes. “I
have to take you back,” he said. “And
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your mother says we are not to see
each other any more. .

“I suppose,” Betty sald “you blame
me—for insisting upon Cd“il’lg. L

Jim shook his head. “No,” he agreed
“it’ was right to call. Your mother
was pretty worried. . ..” .

They turned back, like two dutiful
children. As Jim told Betty “I don't
want your marrla%l to me to bring
you anything but happiness. It's up
to me to ﬁgure out how this can be
arranged. .

For a few hours short of a week
they didn't see each other. Then, un-
able or unwilling to endure Bettys
misery any longer, Mr. and Mrs. Harris
relented. Betty flew to the telephone.
And within the same half hour, bowed
down with peace offerings for the en-
tire family, including a rubber bone for
the dog. Jim was there.

For the next few months they be-
haved as reasonably as they had prom-
ised they would. But all the time they
loved each other more. Ang, of course,
the more they loved each other the
closer they came to another “pretty
state of affairs,” as Mrs. Harris called
their outbursts

That summer when Jim was week-
ending at Rochester, Mrs. Harris’s
sister was another woman sympathetic
to young lovers. “Your mother and
father married when they fell in love,”
she told Betty and Jim mdlgnantly
“They should let you do the "same!
Pll go to the license bureau with you,”
she offered finally, her sympathles
thoroughly aroused. They met at the
license bureau at noon next day.

When Jim had filled out the applica-
tion for a license the clerk pushed an-
other forbidding form towards him.
“For the newspapers,” he explained.

Betty and Jim and Auntie looked
at each other, appalled, Jim motioned
frantically to Aunt:e to do or say some-
thing. “I wonder,” she said “if the
newspaper notices mlght be withheld?”

The clerk became suspicious. “Mad-
am,” he said, “I'll have to ask you
for some identification or proof you are
this young woman’s mother. . .

“I’ll have to come back with the
proof,” Auntie said. And the three
fled to the corner drug store where
they consoled each other over sodas.

“Too bad,” said Betty's aunt, “that
you can’t be very ill, Betty. . Once
they saw you at deaths door they
would consent to anything.

It may have been mental suggestlon
but within the same month Betty came
uncomfortably close to death; driving
along a country road. To save her-
self from crashing into a farmer's
wagon loaded with hay and children,
she had to side-swipe a telegraph pole.
Her car was smashed. By some miracle
she lived, incredibly enough with only
minor injuries, to tell about it. For-
tunately it was Friday and Jim was
on his way to Rochester.

“I think,” Mr. Harris told Betty, who
recovered rapldly once Jim was beside
her “that you had better forget college
and get married.

. and settle down—so your
father and I can settle down tco.”

They were married that Aupgust,
1936, a little more than two years
after they first met, in the same Roch-
ester church and by the same priest
who had married Don and Honore and
Betty’'s mother and father before them.

“We couldn’t be happier. . . .” They
said it over and over for two years,
until March 23rd, 1938, when Jim Ju-
nior joined them. Then they changed
their tune. “We never knew what real
happiness was before.



(Continued from page 4)
Kentucky. In grade school, Tommy
pulled her curls. In high school he
carried her books. During graduation
exercises he proposed. They've been
happily married more than seven years.
The baby, Tommy, the Third, is almost
two years old, round, wholesome and
handsome.

The experience is one that goes down
in modern musical history books as one
of the strangest ever to beset a singer.
It happened in 1939. Tommy was then
. prosperous and popular in his job as
singer with the up-and-coming Sammy
Kaye band. He turned singer after a
brief spell as a steel worker toiling
with his father, and had joined the
band in 1935 after some early training
singing on Cincinnati radio stations and
in church choirs. One night in the Hotel
Commodore Tommy got up to sing
“How Strange.” In the middle of the
chorus, his voice snapped. The words
and the melody refused to come out.

“We were on the air. 1 started to
perspire. My eyes teared. It was a
frightening sensation,” Tommy re-
called. “Like a drowning man I seemed
to see my whole life dance before me
and crash into a thousand pieces.”

The men in the band picked up the
chorus and finished the refrain. Tommy
was helped off the bandstand by his
friend, Sammy. Next day the boy
couldn’t speak at all. High-priced
throat specialists were hurriedly sum-
moned. The diagnosis was complete
paralysis of the left chord. Helplessly,
the medicos admitted they could do
nothing.

“And there I was a singer without
a voice, an empty shell,” Tommy con-
tinued unevenly. Even today the hor-
ror still shakes him as if he were re-
living this terrible nightmare.

Although Sammy and his wife Geor-
gia attempted to encourage Tommy, the
singer’s spirits sunk lower. Desperately
he searched for still another medical
treatment. It was the tenth doctor.
He was a throat man in Philadelphia.
The man, kind and patient, spoke
frankly.

“All I can advise you, my boy, is
complete rest for four or five months.
Go home and forget everything.”

Tommy didn’t go home. He refused
to face his wife or Sammy. For three
days he lost himself in a maze of
thoughts. He wandered the streets.
Finally when he returned to his New
York apartment, his wife was waiting.
She understood. Quietly the girl put
her arms around him.

“Don’t worry, darling,” she said. “You

Tom Reddy presents the nation’s
top dance bands and their leaders
to fans on NBC's Sunday Bandwagon,
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Now let’s start to
We're going home to your

have me forever,
pack.
folks.”

Back home under the tender care of
his mother, Tommy slowly regained his
health. He became accustomed to
writing out his music, putting his songs
on paper instead of using his voice. The
forty-five pounds he had lost were
regained.

“Somehow I managed to keep going.
I knew that as a singer I was through.
I resolved to go back to the steel mills
where I came from.”

Then, suddenly and without warning,
Tommy’s voice came back, rich and
luxurious, as good as new. He was out
fishing. Forgetting his paralysis, he
started to hum. Sounds he hadn’t made
in four months rolled from his lips.
Encouraged, he started to sing out. Un-
explainably he started to sing “Silver
Threads Among The Gold,” a song his
mother had taught him when he was
a little boy.

“I rushed home, shouting at the top
of my lungs,” Tommy said, the ex-
citement of that discovery coming
back into his voice even now, as he
remembered.

The family gathered around him.
There were joyous tears. In twenty-
four hours Tommy Ryan was back on
the bandstand with Sammy Kaye. His
job had been waiting for him.

“As a matter of fact,” Tommy ex-
plained, “Sammy had kept paying me
my full salary.”

Tommy finally left the Kaye band
late in 1943.

“I left Sammy because I had gotten
as far as I could as a vocalist. I wanted
%o tgio:) more than that for my wife and

aby.’

BLUE BARRON had just gotten his
greetings from the President. The
eccentric Barron didn’t want to disband
his orchestra, He asked Tommy to
take over for the duration. They
formed an equal partnership and the
band is called “Music of Yesterday and
Today Styled the Blue Barron Way,
under the direction of Tommy Ryan.”

The 12-piece band, concentrating on
sweet music and the pleasant voice of
its 30-year-old director, is winning at-
tention with its broadcasts over CBS
and Mutual. Like other new bands,
however, it has yet to reap a financial
harvest.

“But that doesn’t get me down,”
Tommy said, “things will work out. We
know we're good and I know I'm lucky.
Gosh, don’t you think I'm the luckiest
guy in the world?”

There’s no argument from anyone
in the music business on that score.

Band of the year—that's the fitle
conferred on Lionel Hampton's crew
by Metronome Magaiine's annual poll.



Never Say Goodbye
Continued from page 25

Eventually—three years after Moth-
er's death—it was I who sent Father
away from Hillboro—to Florida, to stay
with his brother. Each winter his
rheumatism had become more painful
until there were whole weeks when
he couldn’t leave the house. He wanted
to go to Florida; visiting his brother
had been a secret dream of his for years,
and he desperately needed the southern
sun, yet he protested right up to the last
minute, when I drove him to the sta-
tion in the valley to catch the train.
“I wanted to send you away to school,
Lee. It isn't right that you should be
doing this for me—"

I could have wept, It was pathetic
and touching—this clinging vainly to a
hope I'd long since given up for myself.
Going away to school had ceased to be
important to me when I realized that I
could go to all of the schools there
were and still miss seeing John. “You
get on that train,” I ordered, “and don't
worry about me or the business or
anything. Ed and I will take care of
tipe garage, and you'll be back in no
ime.”

ATHER'S ﬁoing left me completely

alone in the house that had, almost
without my knowing it, become my
one real interest in life. After Mother
died, it was mine to do with as I
pleased; gradually I'd remodeled it
after the pictures in the glossy maga-
zines. I stripped layers of peeling paint
from the woodwork and varnished it
in its own soft, natural color; I sent to
the city for materials and sewed gay
draperies for the windows where limp
glass curtains had hung. I discovered
that some of the old furniture was
good; the ugly, Mission pieces I covered
with material left over from the
draperies. John had shown me that the
exterior of Hillboro had its own pecu-
liar beauty; I was determined that my
small part of its interior should be
beautiful, too.

That much was a triumph: I had
taken a dream and had made it into a
way of living. It was an empty triumph
in a way, because it was built on one
of the bitterest defeats that can come
to a woman. I was not only alone—
I was lonely.

The loneliness had crept up on me.
I'd been first made aware of it long
ago, the spring 1 was out of high

- school, when Ed Grosset asked me to

marry him. I wanted to accept him.
He was the nicest boy in town, and
handsome in a vigorous, ruggedly mas-
culine way. He was a strong man; he
would be a good husband and father.
And yet—the memory, three years old
then, of a slim, dark boy I'd known
for an enchanted hour was stronger
than the reality of Ed and the years in
which we'd grown up together. I was
glad when he married May Mapes a
year later. I went to the wedding and
tried to picture myself in May’s place,
and couldn't. Afterward I went home
and cried—not because I'd lost Ed, but
because the happiness that May knew
would never be mine.

The Joneliness was insidious. It
wasn’'t always on the surface, where
I could face it and fight it. It lay hidden
somewhere deep inside me, a growing
cancer that hurt only at those moments
when I had time to stop and wonder
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about myself, or when I went to other
weddings as I'd gone to Ed's, or when
I dutifully selected baby-shower pres-
ents for girls much younger thanl. . ..
A woman’s twenty-fifth birthday is
dangerous. It starts her thinking not in
terms of years but in decades. It sets
her to looking back instead of forward.
Father had been gone for two years.
He was happy in Florida, enjoying his
well-deserved rest, but in no way well
enough to come home. It was five
years since Mother’s death, seven since
I'd finished high school, ten since a
girl named Lee Sherwin had climbed
Bhi hill with a dark-eyed boy named
ohn. . . .

TEN years! I didn’t believe it. 1
recounted, and wondered where the
time had gone. Every day had been
busy; the hours had been full -without
filling—unsatisfying. What it amounted
to was that nothing in all of those
years had made as deep an impression
on me as the hour I'd spent with a
stranger.

I didn’t like to think of myself as I'd
be at thirty-five, and forty-five. Miss
Lee, the Hillboro spinster who ran the
garage and who at night shut herself
in her house with her books and maga-
zines, who, it was rumored, set as
fancy—the word was Hillboro's—a
table for her  solitary meals as she
would have if she were expecting
company.

One day a strange and frightening
thing happened. I'd come in from-the
garage for lunch, had combed my hair,
scrubbed and creamed my hands, laid

.

out the meat pie I'd baked before going
to work that morning, the crisp green
salad. I sat down at the table hungry—
and I couldn't eat. I stared at the
dainty place mat, the shining silver,
the lilies-of-the-valley in their low

- blue bowl, and I couldn’t bring myself

to touch the food. OQutside it was
spring. Through the window I could
see the warm new sunlight and the
tender new green of the lawn; I could
hear the running feet and the voices of
children, and I felt cold, and sick with
emptiness. The food, the flowers, the
pretty room were a mockery; the set-
ting I'd carefully built around myself
was—just a setting, useless, and sud-
denly unbearable.

I was terrified for a moment; then
I shook myself and got up from the
table. It was only a mood, and I had
one sure cure for moods—work. There
was always plenty of work to be done.
The war had taken away our highway
trade, but there were more trucks than
ever at the mines, and we'd been get-
ting a lot of business from the new
government project in the valley. 1
put the food in the i¢ebox and went
back to the garage.

Ed was waiting for me, standin
glumly beside a sport coupe which ha
come in while I'd been at the house.
“Grease job,” he announced. “Fellow
wants it done this afternoon. Right
now he’s over at Smiley's, arranging
for a room. He’s one of the architects
on the project in the valley, and he’s
got to report back by four.” ;

“Why in the world do you suppose he
wants to live up here if he works

in the valley?” I asked in amazement.

“Don’t know,"” said Ed. “I asked the
same thing, and he just says he always
had a hankering for the hills. Any-
ways, I told him we didn’t have time
for the job, I said, ‘Miss Lee'll have to
do it herself,” and he just laughed and
said it would do him good to know
that a woman could grease a car. Of
course I'll do it, Miss Lee—"

Miss Lee again. I'd been Lee to Ed
for years; now I was Miss Lee—Auntie
Lee to his children. “I'll do it,” I said.
“Go have your lunch, and then finish
that body job, the one we promised
for day before yesterday.”

I put on coveralls and tucked my

‘hair up under a canvas cap and ‘de-

scended the iron ladder into the grease
pit. Never had I been so glad of long,
dirty work; never had a car been
serviced so well. I concentrated on it;
I was almost pleased when I had to
stop and rewind the loosening metal
coil of the gun hose. Any diversion
was welcome; so long as it distracted
my mind from myself.

I WAS nearly finished when I heard
footsteps on the walk outside the pit,
heard them pause beside the car. The
faint, steady clang of Ed’s hammer told
me that he was still inside the shop,
and I was in no frame of mind to make
conversation with a stranger, to argue
about whether his car should or should
not have been ready. Deliberately I
went on working.

Presently a voice called plaintively,
“I wonder if you can tell me if there’s
a place to eat in town—I mean, besides

Unnecessary Buying Pushes Up Rrices.

War Bonds and Saving Insure the Future



the Diner, which appears to be closed,
and—"

I put down the grease gun—care-
fully, because the war had made it
irreplaceable. I leaned against the side
-of the pit, listening, pressing my hands
to my breast—hard, as if to hold back
‘the sudden rise of excitement, of—of
knowing within me.

“—and,” he went on,
boardinghouse, where
served until six?”

I knew the voice, It was well-modu-
lated, peculiarly distinctive in that it
sounded quietly expensive. . . .

DESPERATELY I tried to make my-
self think sanely, tried to think that
it wasn't true, that I must not hope. And
yet something told me that it was true.
There were the small events of the
day—the strange, end-of-everything
feeling at noon, the information that
Ed had carelessly gathered and care-
lessly repeated. An architect on the
project—it was entirely conceivable
that a boy who’d wanted to be an artist
had become an architect. And a man
who had a hankering for the hills . . .

There's probably no more incongru-
ous place in all the world than a
greasing pit in which to come upon
the fulfillment, the end and all of your
dreams. It certainly wasn’t like any
of the hundreds of scenes I'd imagined
but right then I was grateful for it.
I was grateful for the cement walls,
the sheltering bulk of the car above
me. I had time to compose myself,
time to gather strength to mount the
iron rungs, knowing what I would see.

“Mrs. Smiley’s
dinner isn’t

“Say!” The voice was louder now,
and I knew that he must be squatting
at the edge of the pit. “Isn't anyone
there—" He straightened as I climbed
out. His face fell comically. “Gosh, 1
didn't expect—I mean, I thought your
man was putting me off when he said
a girl would have to do the job—"

“Don’t be upset. It happens often.”
That was my cool, outer self. My inner
self clamored wildly, “Those are John's
eyes—dark and warm and perceptive.
There’s the quirk, like a smile, around
his mouth. His lips are firmer and his
features stronger, heavier—but then
he is ten years older—"

“I’'m still sorry you had to do it.” He
took off his hat. “I'm John Crane.”

Crane. Ten years, said the incon-
trollable inner self, was a long time to
wait to learn a man's last name.

“I'm Lee Sherwin,” I watched for
a sign of recognition in him. There
was none, and after a moment I added,
“What is it you want to know?”

“Where I can get a sandwich to tide
me over until this evening—"

I thought of my untouched lunch,
and it seemed to me that the same
providence that had brought John back
to Hillboro had also saved for him the
meat pie and the salad. “I haven’'t any
sandwiches,” I said, “but I could make
some. Or if you'd rather have a meat
pie and salad—"

I don’t think I made sense, but John
Crane seemed to like it. His eyes
twinkled, and his laughter turned his
protests into a mere pretense of re-
fusal. I led him toward the house.

I was gratified at the quick glance

of surprise and approval that he swept
around the rooms. .“I'm glad you like
it,” I told him silently. “I did it for
you.” I excused myself and went up-
stairs.

When I came down again, without
the coveralls and cap, wearing a fresh
pink linen dress, I was more than
rewarded. There was more than ap-
proval in his eyes now—there was the
recognition I wanted. For a long mo-
ment his- eyes held mine, while my
heart began to hammer painfully, in-
sistently. Then he flushed, and apolo-
gized for staring. “It's just that you
look so—so different,” he said lamely.

“Clothes do make a difference,” 1
agreed lightly, and pushed back a
twinge of disappointment that he
wasn’t going to mention our first meet-
ing. After all, a man would be more
cautious than a boy in his 'teens. Per-
haps he even regretted that scene on
the hillside. . . . But no, I had the
look in his eyes to assure that that
wasn’t true. It was the look of a man
who has found the one woman in all
the world who belongs to him.

I TURNED to the stove, put the pie in
to heat, and realized that I was rav-
enously hungry. The hammering in my
breast” had subsided to a beat of a
joyous little song that had begun ten
years before. The preordained had
happened, and everything was sud-
denly complete and right and natural.

I knew that John felt it, too. While
I set the table, he watched me without
making any of the useless, conven-
tional remarks about putting me to so

Your Red Cross is at his side—have you done your part?
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‘ HER_E'S the proof—from clinical

and women s_moke'rs. The findings by distin-

guished doctors — reported in an authoritative

I medical journal —show that:

by

: rritating to
nose and throat

! WHEN SMOKERS CHANGED TO PHILIP MORRIS,
| EVERY CASE OF IRRITATION OF NOSE OR
i’% " THROAT—DUE TO SMOKING—EITHER CLEARED
! UP COMPLETELY, OR DEFINITELY IMPROVED|

'THIS CIGARETTE RECOGNIZED

medical authorities —
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*1 know I'm

Needed

~but how can | get a war job?”

“The More Women at War
—The Sooner We'll Win!’’

Getting a war job is easy—in most
communities — once you've made up
your mind to help speed Victory! Mil-
lions of women are needed, at once.
Even if you’ve never worked before,
you can learn while you earn in a job
that’s suited to you. Here’s how you
can find that job...

Read Your Newspaper Want Ads
—and choose any available civilian job you
think you can do. Be a waitress! Drive a
bus! elr in a hotel . . .laundry...dru
store! Full or part time, a “home front” jog
is just as essential—-vital to Victory~-as work-
ing on an assembly line!

F s

Inquire at Your local Hospital
—if you're 17 to 35 years old...get details
about training free, with pay, for the U. S.
Cadet Nurse Corps. Nurses are desperately
needed to replace those who are in the Ser-
vice. Hetlﬁ care for civilian sick or injured,
new mothers and babies!

See Your U.S. Employment Service Office

—for free advice about war plant work. If
there is a war factory in your community,
or a shipyard, or a government arsenal, there
may be just the ?Ob for you—experienced or
not. Don’t delay! Remember, your work will
bring our boys home sooner!

Visit Any Army or Navy Recrviting Office
—and find out, without obligation, whether

you can quslify to join the Wacs, Waves,
Spars or Marines. As a Service woman, you'll
free a soldier for combat . .. shorten the
war. And, you'll be learning an important
job you may need, in peacetime.

*T. M. Reg,
U.S.Pat OF.

Published in the interest of the
war effort by Kleenex™ Tissues

Paper, too, has a war-time job . . . that’s
why there’s not enough Kleenex Tissues to
o around. But regardless of what others
o, we are determined to maintain Kleenex
quality in every particular, consistent with
government regulations.

much trouble. His glance crossed mine
contentedly, in open admission that he
liked the domesticity of the scene,
liked being there with me.

When the meal was over, he said,
“I can’t tell you how much I've en-
joyed this—and I'm afraid I can’t offer
you much in return. You know that
I'm new on the project, and I've got
a sixteen-hour working day. I'm in
the field until five, and at night I
do my paper work. I was thinking,
though, that if you'd care to ride down
to the valley with me tonight, you
might get a kick out of the drive, and
seeing the office—"

“I'd love it,” I answered. Being thus
invited into his daily routine was a
greater compliment, made me far hap-
pier, than if he'd gone out of his way
to provide entertainment for me. “Per-
haps I can help you. I can type, and
I've grown awfully familiar with gov-
ernment forms after all the requisi-
tions I've had to fill out here—"

“You will not,” he said positively,
but I knew that I would.

T seems strange now, looking back,

that we really had so little time to-
gether at first. We saw each other
every day, and always at least twice
a day, but the time was never ours
alone. Every morning John stopped at
the garage on his way to the valley;
the smiles we exchanged, the few hur-
ried words would light the rest of the
morning for me. In the eveninfs I rode
down to his office in the valley with
him, and helped him. with his work,
and joked and talked with the other
grojec_t men who came in to see him.

ometimes we had dinner at my house,
+and those hours were like our nightly
rides down to and up from the violet-
shadowed pool that was the valley—
they were full of an exquisite content-
ment, the deep, quiet contentment of
people who have worked hard and -
happily together, who share an under-
standing that needs no spoken word.

I waited for him to suggest that we
go back up the hill, to the spot where
we’d known our first happiness, and
then I put the idea aside .as being a
girl’s romantic notion, and an imprac-
tical one in the face of the demands of
John’s job. There would be time for
it later, when his work was so organ-
ized that he would have at least a
Sunday to himself. There would be
time ti:en to speak of ‘our love. . ..

It came sooner than I expected. I
was sitting idly at the supper table
one night, wondering whether or not
I could get the dishes washed before
John picked me up, when I heard his
car in the drive, heard his whistle as
he came up the walk. I went to the
door, but he wouldn’t let me open it.
He held the screen shut while he stood
outside in the soft, blue-toned twilight.
His matter-of-fact voice was in direct
contrast to the light in his eyes. ‘I
want to. know just one thing,” he said,
“—do you love me?”

“Of course—"

“That’'s good, because I love you.
Will you marry me?"”

“You know I will!”

“When?”

“Whenever you want—" A little
laugh escaped me, a laugh that was
quickly stifled as the door opened and
he drew me into the spring night.

It had come at last, the fulfillment
of the years. It was there in John’s .
arms and John’s lips, mine for the
taking— s

High Prices Cause Inflation



Something stopped me, 1 was be-
yond thinking, standing there so close
to him; my will was no longer mine,
but his, Yet something outside myself
checked me, told me that one thing
was needed for perfection, “Wait,
John,” 1 whispered.

Then I did a foolish thing. It was
over-sentimental, but there hadn’t
been much sentiment in my life, and
I didn’t know where to draw the line.
I turned and led the way up the slope
to the ledge where we’d sat on a long-
ago afternoon. It was a tortuous climb,
even dangerous in the half-light; I
wonder now that John followed me
without question.

I was breathless from the ascent and
from the pressure of a moment that
had been years in the making. 1 turned
toward the valley. “Don’t you like it?”

“Of course—but right now I like you
better.”

His arm came around me, and I held
him off a little with my hand at his
cheek., That fraction out of time was
everything to us, and I wanted him to
know that I was aware of all it meant.
“It’s just the same, isn’t it?” I asked
softly. “We haven’t been separated at
all. We're starting right out from that
Sunday ten years ago—"

I COULDN'T be sure in the dimness,
but I thought that he frowned.
“What Sunday? What about ten years
ago?”’

My throat ached suddenly, and I was
unreasonably close to tears. It wasn’t
like him—it couldn’t be like him—not
to fall in with my mood, to be able to
stand in this place and still keep the
high, bantering spirit in which he’d
come to my door. “When you first came
to . Hillboro—years back.”

“When I first—" he shook his head
incredulously. “Lee, I was never .in
Hillboro in my life until I came to
work on the project.”

I think 1 died in that moment. I
think that dying must be like what I
felt then—a falling away into nothing-
ness, a dissolving into nothing. I know
that a part of me died, a big part of
me—the dream around which I'd built
my life. How could it live, after I'd
made a travesty of it? After a long
while I heard myself saying, still dis-
believing, “But—the way you looked
at me that day you first came—"

-

“I looked at you,” he interrupted

+ith a kind of savage impatience, “as
a man looks when, after thirty-some
years of being heart-free, he suddenly
falls in love. Now if you'll tell me what
this is all about—"

Tell him! How could I tell him—and
who was he to ask? The dream hadn’t
come true after all, and John Crane
was a stranger, a man who had no
more place in my heart than Ed Gros-
set or any of the men in Hillboro.
Dimly, through tears, I saw the face
of that other John, the boy, and it was
reproachful, and grieved. I was sick
with shame, revolted at the nearness
of John Crane; inside me rose a chok-
ing hatred of him as the instrument
that had destroyed everything for me.

“‘I've made a mistake.” Dully the |

words turned over and over in my
mind until they came out aloud. “I've
made a mistake. I don’t love you at all,
and I can’t possibly marry you—"

“Lee!” He reached for me, but I
twisted away from him.

I knew every inch of that hijll; he
didn’t know it at all. For a time I
heard him behind me, and then I knew

Buy It Only If You Need It

NLESS your face powder-is absolutely

true in color, tiny lines and blemishes
of your skin will be glaringly revealed
under certain kinds of light.

Buteach new shade of Cashmere Bouquet
is Color-True . . . and there’s a particular
shade to give your skin a subtle, more
flattering coloring in all kinds of light.
Under its downy texture skin blemishes
disappear and remain hidden. It clings

SIX NEW COLOR-TRUE SHADES

Does daylight add
years to your age?

To discover the secret of looking younger in all
kinds of light, try one of the six new Color-True
shades of Cashmere Bouquet Face Powder!

smoothly and imparts to your ‘skin an
irresistible look of bride-like freshness.

Just as you can count on your first trial
of Cashmere Bouquet being Color-True
... you can count on it being Color-True
each time you use it . . . absolutely the
same in each package.

You'll find Cashmere Bouquet Face Pow.
der in 10¢ and larger sizes at all cosmetic
counters.
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I'd outdistanced him. I plunged on
crazily, down the dark headlong way
into blackness as black as my heart.

It was a long time before I could
think—or rather, feel-—clearly. I'd
been shocked numb at first; after I'd
been in the house a while, with the
door locked behind me, sensation began
to come back. I felt tricked. That there
could be two Johns, one a would-be
artist, and another an architect, that
they should both come to Hillboro,
that they should both love the hills—
with such a coincidence, was it any
fault of mine that I'd mistaken one for
the other, that I'd so readily laid my
heart at the feet of a man who was,
after all, a stranger? My face burned
at the recollection of the way I'd flung
myself at John Crane.

SOME people are spared nothing. I
7 would have given anything that
night to have fainted, to have collapsed,
for any kind of oblivion. Sleep was im-
possible. Against my “will my brain
worked furiously, probing every phase
of the thing that had happened to me.
My brain insisted that I be honest. I
had to admit, finally, that circum-
stances hadn’t tricked me—I had
tricked myself. There were thousands
of men named John, undoubtedly
many of them were artists or archi-
tects; more than a few must have dark
eyes and nice mouths and good speak-
ing voices. I'd beén conditioned to ac-
cept John Crane; he'd come to Hill-
boro a stranger, and he'd fitted into
my memory-lpicture.

All right, I admitted. I fooled my-

self. Now let me sleep. Let me forget.

But the hurt inside me, the aching
sense of loss wouldn't let me rest. It*

rodded me relentlessly, forcing me to
ook for the things that had let me
confuse John Crane with the other
John, forcing me to call back the vision
that had been with me for so long.
And I couldn’t remember!

I knew then what I had done, and it
was a knowledge more terrible than all
of the rest. I’d tricked myself into
falling in love with John Crane, had
let his image take the place of the
other image in my heart, had let
thoughts of him fill my mind every
waking hour. I knew intimately what
the touch of his hands was like, every
expression of his face and voice, knew
all of the .things' that, once known,
can never be shut out of memory. Be-
cause a freak of fate had opened my
heart for him, my love was none the
less real. And I'd sent him away. I'd
sacrificed precious, living reality for
the shadow of an. old dream.

Sleep came too late to be merciful.
I awoke in the morning knowing my
loss, knowing what I had to face.
Habit got me out of bed, got me dressed
and out to the garage. I scarcely pre-
tended to go about my morning tasks;
I waited, with my heart in my throat,
for John’s car. It was an eternity before
it appeared—and went on without slow-
ing. I wanted to run after it, to stop him
and pour out to him everything that
was in my heart—and I couldn’t. I
couldn’t go to John, who was vivid and
real, because the story of a ghost-love
seemed too frail to offer in explanation.

Somehow 1 got through that day.
omehow I kept frora thinking about
John. It was when I reached home
that night that everything crowded in
on me—the past half-lived years, the
last few vibrantly happy weeks, and
the future, empty of both the man I
wanted and the vision I'd lived by.

I was sitting in the half-light, with.
no heart to get dinner, no heart for
necessary household tasks, when John’s
voice in the doorway brought me to
my feet. I rose automatically, snapped
on the light, unable to believe that it
was he. There'd been no sound of his
car, no gay whistle on the walk. . . .

“I had to come up quietly,” he said.
“You get away from me too easily.”

I wAS at the door now, and the light

from the room fell on his face. There
was no laughter in it; it was strained
and tired—and desperate, like his last
words. “Lee, dearest—whether I've a
right to an explanation or not, I've got
to know if you meant it, last night—"

I released the catch on the screen,
drew him into the room, raising my
face so that he could read his answer
in my eyes.

I didn’t try to tell him in words, not
for a long time. It was too precious,
that moment when his arms came
around me, when his lips came to mine,
and his heart with them. I had to hold
it for a while, know all the wonder
of it. I could explain later, and, being
John, he would understand. Perhaps
he would even be grateful, as I was
l%.rateful, to that other John who had

ept me for him.

Fight for the Boys at the Front—Buy War Bonds

PEBECO PETE SAYS:

I. Save money . ..
Pebeco Powder gives.
you 60% more than
the average of 6 other
leading tooth powders!

2. Safe, efficient. Con-
tains no grit; doesn’t
harm or scratch pre-
cious tooth enamel.

“The brightest smiles i.we
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3. Grand for bright-
ening teeth! No other
dentifrice cleans and
polishes teeth better
than Pebeco!

4. Tagtes so tangy,
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mouth. Get Pebeco
Powder today!

GIANT SIZE QALY 2 5 ¢

Also Pebeco Tooth Paste . . . clean, refreshing flavor ... 10¢ and 50¢
* BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS *
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Start the Day Right

(Continued from page 50)

both for a breakfast dish and as a sub-
stitute in recipes calling for salt pork.
Currently its great advantage lies in
the fact that it sells for 18 cents and
one point per pound, as against 42 cents
and four points for bacon and 29 cents
and three points for salt pork.

Parsley Baked Eggs

1egg

14 tsp. salt

Pinch pepper _ =

2 tsps. minced parsley, fresh or dried

Drippings

Rub individual baking dish with
drippings, and break egg into it. Sprin-
kle with salt, pepper and parsley. Place
ramekin in shallow pan containing
about 1 inch of hot water and bake
in moderate (375 degree) oven, allow-
ing about 6 minutes for soft-cooked
eggs, 10 for firm. When baking eggs for
a number of people, try using your
muffin tin—it is more convenient than
separate dishes and makes the indi-
vidual servings an attractive size.

Broiled Scrapple and Apple

1 1-1b. can scrapple

3 medium apples”

Melted drippings . - -~

Chill scrapple in refrigerator over
night. Remove from can, cut into %
inch slices (there will be 8 or 9 slices).
Core but do not peel apples and cut
into % inch slices. Rub broiler rack
with drippings, arrange scrapple and
apple slices on it and brush apples
with melted drippings. Place about 3
inches below flame in pre-heated oven
and broil until brown (3 to 5 minutes).
Turn slices, brush apples with melted
drippings and continue broiling until
brown. If apples are sour, dust them
just before serving with 3 tbls. sugar

blended with % tsp. ground nutmeg, |

cinnamon or cloves.

Menu No. 7 is for the week’s holi-
day breakfast. If your family has
breakfast together, make a gala event
of it and serve waffles with a 1
king sauce, which is simply one cup
of chopped cooked meat such as
chicken, ham, kidneys or liver added
to 2 cups of well-seasoned white sauce.

1f your household is a sleep-late-and-
get-up-at-odd-hours one, waffles with
syrup will be a simpler answer.

And to make sure of plenty of sleep
for yourself, get one of the packaged
mixtures which can be prepared in ad-
vance, even to the liquid, and left in
the refrigerator ready for each mem-
ber of the family to _make his own
waffies whenever he gets up and is
ready to eat them.

GIVETOTHE

RED CROSS

MY WIFE SURE MAKES FOOD
FIGHT FOR FREEDOM !

HERES HOW
o~ Y /save PreCIOUS
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TO MAXE THE MOST of the grand things
out of your Victory garden, use this Pyrex
Double Duty Casserole! Saves time and
fuel by cooking 1/3 faster. Clear glass lets
you see exactly when food is done. Won-
derful too for scailoped dighes or small

Untle Sam wants stronger nephews and nieces and
leaner garbage cans. Here's how you can help! Ever
notice how much food gets wasted when you cook
in an ordinary baking dish? Look at the chart below.

You probably lose at least a full helping. Now see
how you save with Pyrex Ware. You bake, serve and
store in the same ctrystal ¢lear dish. You even reheat
leftovers in it and use itagain for serving. You haven’t
made a single dish-to-dish transfer.

You've saved precious food. And you've $aved time
and dishwashing, and soap and hot water besides!

SAVE FOOD - BAKE, SERVE STORE IV ONE DISH /

YOU LOsE FOOD WHEN YOU NO TRANSFER FROM DISH TO DISH
SCRAPE IT FROM DISH TO DISH WITH PYREX WARE

roasts. Cover keeps food hot on
the table and doubles as a pie
plate. Three sizes. Family (2
quart) 8ize ... .. oiirnn- only

13¢

THIS PYREX MATCHED BOWL SET de-

\
slgned for baking, serving, storing or mix-
ing. Clever new rim makes pouring easy, ,‘ ] ‘
Perfect for serving salads, cakes, N 3
custards, puddings or fruits! All ¢ ¥ dn 4
3 bowls—2%%,134, and 1 qt. nested b, PR "
10 88VE SPACE. criisassarrn only | E‘ W,
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THIS PYREX FLAVYOR-SAVYER is_the first
‘Pyrex Pie Plate with glass handles. Special
fluted edge and extra depth keep flavor
and juices in the pie—mnot in the
oven. As lovely a dish as you'd
want to set on your table, Full
10-inch BiZ€ . cevvvvevn i Only
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for batter and
beking

“'PYREX' IS A RECISTERED
TRADE-MARK OF

CORNING GLASS WORKS,
CORNING. N. Y.
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CLEAN CRISP CURTAINS add the final touch to a spic-and-span home.
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Do your curtains need
"Doing Up“?
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Laundering curtains is easy when you LINIT-starch them. And LINIT-starched
curiains stay fresh and attractive longer because LINIT restores their original

“finish"—helps shed dust, teo.
Al

WASH them carefully with plenty of goad
sudsy water, For rayon and rayon mixtures,
starch with 1 part *basic LINIT mixture to
5 ports water,

S ERFECT LAUNDEY STARCH
oy | -
SEL LEE APNEM

FOR LIGHT WEIGHT SHEER COTTONS,
net voiles and marquisettes, starch with 1
part *basic LINIT mixture to 2 ports water,

g

FOR ORGANDIES, starch with 1 part
*basic LINIT mixture to 4 parts water.

*EVERY BOX OF LINIT tells you
three quick ways to prepare the basic
LINIT mixture.

YORP’LL FIND LINIT ot all grocers,
It's the modern starch thot thoroughly
penetrates; protects and lengthens
the life of fabrics hard to replace.

— M2 eifﬂ/

THEN OPEN WIDE YOUR WINDOWS, and while your snowy curlains
sway in the soft spring breeze, you'll sing, “Let me tell you, friends and
neighbors, LINIT Lightens Laundry Labors.”
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It’s time right now to make plans
for your Victory Garden—the gov-
ernment has asked us to meet a goal

of 22,000,000 such gardens this sum-

mer! If you had a tiny backyard
plot last year, you can put the expe-
rience gained through it to good
advantage in raising more this sea-
son. The Department of Agriculture
says that a piece of ground thirty
by fifty feet is about right for a fam-
ily of four, but if you can't manage
that space, use what you have.

Crops recommended for the hcme
gardener are about the same as
last year: tomatoes, green leafy
vegetables, beans, carrots, beets and
onions—sweet corn and potatoes,
and soybeans too, for those of you
who have enough room.

Tomatoes are by all odds the
most popular Victory Garden crop,
for they're easily grown in almost
any part of the garden, produce
heavily with proper care, and are
the easiest of all vegetables to can.

* [ ] L ]

Proper care spells long life for
household linens—and will pay you
dividends in added beauty and ser-
vice. The more linens we save, the
fewer have to be made—and the
more men, machines and materials
released for vital jobs of war.

Have you a bad habit in your
home—some member of your house-
hold who unconsciously and ab-
sent-mindedly marks on a table-
cloth with a knife or fork? At the
time, it may seem that no damage
is being done, but the fiber may be
so weakened that a hole will de-
velop when next you have the cloth
laundered. Creases, too, are hard
on linens. Don't iron-in the creases
in sheets, tablecloths and towels,
but fold them after ironing—and
fold in different ways each time
you wash them.

Don't iron turkish towels—just .

shake them out and fold. Napkins
and tablecloths don’t need starch,
and
starched too stiffly. Finally, re-
member that washing itself is hard
on your linens—be gentle!
[ ] [ ] *

If you want to work on a farm

next summer —and Uncle Sam

linen fibers may crack if

wants you to—now is the time to i

laying your plans. The
Woman's Land Army got off to an
impressive start in 1943, and gives
every sign of becoming increasingly
important this year.

Requirements for membership in
the Women'’s Land Army are physi-
cal fitness, a minimum age of eight-

-

een, and service on the land. Work-
- ers are paid at prevailing rates by

the farmers who employ them.
There's a good-looking and com-
fortable uniform that may be or-
dered when you’ve been certified
for service by the County Agent or
other designated official in your
community. Some states offer spe-
cial agricultural short courses to
train women for farm work, and
some conduct camps for women
farm workers.



Always By My Side

Continued from page 29

heart there was something almost like |-

serenity. Back at the house, dinner
was on the table; the fire was laid, and
it was good to feel useful, good to think
how pleased Tom would be when he
smelled the fragrant roast. He wasn’t
on a fishing trip this time; he’d gone
down_to Portsmouin for repairs, and
was delayed getting back. When the
Marthae did come in, she was a pic-
ture, all shining paint and polished
metal.

Tom was on the landing beside me
almost before she had docked. “Brought
you a Present,” he said hurriedly.
“Here—" and he thrust a square, flat
box into my hands.

ulled oif my mittens and opened
the box. Inside were handkerchiefs—
beautifully sheer, hand-hemmed, with
a trace of delicate embroidery at the
corners. “Oh, Tom—" I looked up at
him, and was surprised to feel tears
in my eyes.

“Don’t you like them?”

. “?f ’course! They’re beautiful. It’s
just—'

“Well, then—!” He laughed, pleased
with himself and the success of his gift.
It seemed entirely natural that he
should take my arm as we walked to-
ward the cottage.

We were almost at the door when
Dan Murdock, one of the men from
the village, caught up with us, breath-
ing hard. ‘“Tom, she’s a nurse, ain't
she? It's my Janie's time, and I can't
get the doctor. This is the worst she’s
ever been. Something’s wrong.”

The steaming roast, the warm, wel-
coming house, were forgotten. Tom
and 1 raced after Dan to the Mur-
docks’. One look at Janie told me that
Dan hadn’t over-stated her plight.
There were other women in the room—
and no better midwives in the world
than those staunch New Englanders—
but they stood looking on helplessly.
“Where’s the doctor?” -1 asked.

“QOut in the country, on a case. We
can't reach him.”

) | ﬁrayed mutely for strength, for
the knowledge I didn't possess, and
looked at Tom. “I'm going to need you.”

Five hours later a baby’s puny wail
echoed throughout the little house, and
1 felt one of the women pat my shoul-
der. “You did it, Ruth.” It was the
first time anyone in the village besides
the Carters had called me Ruth. I
smiled dazedly and caught Tom’s an-
swering, tired grin. “He did most of
it. Without his help, that young man
in the crib wouldn't be here now, cry-
ing for his supper.” I wasn’t flattering
Tom. He'd been calm and surprisingly
skillful in the emergency.

We walked home from the Mur-
docks’. I was so tired that my whole
body sagged, but I had a sense of deep
satisfaction, too. With Tom, I had
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EVEN the loveliest, freshest skin
becomes wayward at times. A bit rough.
Perhaps a little blemished. Imperfect
from easy living—from lack of con-
scientious care. Eot all you want it, or
all it should be.
So watch forwaywardness,and give
ﬁ)ur skin the special help of Phillips’
ilk of Magnesia Skin CI:'eam Use it
daily, to neutralize any excess acid
accumulations in the outer pore open-
ings. More than a luxurious cosmetic,

PHILLIPS Z
MILK OF MAGNESIA % rerrrL
PHILLIPS® MILK OF MAGNESIA CLEANSING CREAM.

Try is; is’s different...not only loosens surface dirs bus

also acts upon the auter pore openings (o roll eway eccumu-
lations...makes skin feel soft, radiantly fresh and clean! 60¢

t guard
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it provides cholesterol to hold vital
moisture in the skin. Friendly oils to
soften and smooth and supple. And it
provides something else . . . something
no other cream offers.. . . fine, genuine
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia.

Let Phillips’ Skin Cream do double
duty in helping your skin resist way-
ward tendencies! Use it at night, when
its beneficial beautifying can continue
unhampered. Use it again by day, as
a base for smooth, lovely make-up.

JAR 60¢
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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.

NO one 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
staft, 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

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

Each 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!
Why choose a face cream because it’s 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

accomplished a Qdifficult, grueling task
successfully, and I had won for myself
a place in Bedford. Perhaps it would
seem a small thing later, when I re-
turned to the big world of Blake Hos-
pital, but I needed it then in my fight
to reestablish myself.

It was late when we reached the
cottage, and the Captain was already
asleep. Manuel had disappeared some-
where. Tom stirred up the fire. “T'll
scramble us some eggs,” I said wearily.
At that moment Salome leaped lightly
in front of me. I would have stumbled,
tired as I was, if Tom hadn’t caught
me. Suddenly his arms were tight
around me, and his lips were on mine,
sweet and fzungry and blissfully tender.
The moment hung like a jewel sus-
pended, while I felt myself respond-
Ing, wanting him and then . .. some-
thing stopped me.

For nearly one whole day I hadn't
thought of Kit Townsend. There'd
been no place for him in the crisp
sunny morning when I'd waited for
Tom; certainly he’d had- no place in
those hours when Tom and I had slaved
and prayed to bring a life into the
world. But now he intruded, softly
mocking, reminding me that he had
claimed my whole heart.

I stiffened in Tom’s arms, and he re-
leased me quickly. “I'm sorry, Ruth,”
he said. “I thought—" He stopped, for
a long moment looked searchingly into
my eyes. “I guess I didn’t think,” he
amended flatly, and left the room.

I went to my own room and to bed,
but I was too wrought up to sleep. My
mind kept returning to the scene in
the kitchen, kept remembering how,
exhausted though I was, every inch
of me had come alive at his touch.
“It isn't fair!” I cried silently—it wasn't
fair that a man who hadn’t loved me
should still be able to keep me from
finding another happiness. I knew now
that if there’d never been a Kit I
could have loved Tom.

Reserve . Your Copy of
NEXT MONTH'S

RADIO MIRROR

Paper restrictions make it impossible for us
to print enough copies of RADIO MIRROR to
go around these days. The best way to make
sure that you get every issue is to buy your
copy from the same newsdealer each month and
tell him to be sure to save RADIO MIRROR
for you. Do it nowl Place a standing order with
your newsdealer—don't risk disappointment.
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I hesitated to see him in the morn-
ing, in the days ahead. I need not
have worried. Tom was gone when I
awoke the next morning.

During the weeks that followed, even
when he was at home he avoided me.
“Tom worka too hard,” Manuel grum-
bled. “I know heem since he is not so
big as a codfish, and never he 1s lazy.
But now he worka like da devil.”

The Captain said nothing but he took
to sitting by the wide front window
for hours, scanning the horizon with
a pair of powerful binoculars for the
Martha Carter. “The way my leg’s
coming along, I'll be able to sail her
again myself one of these days, eh,
Ruth?”

“Of course you will” I said. And
it was true. The injured leg was re-
sponding very nicely, but it would be
some time yet before he could use it.

On Christmas Eve came a letter from
Vera, sandwiched in between cards
for the Captain and Tom. A few lines
fairly leaped at me, separate from her
chatty account of goings-on around the
hospital. “You may be interested to
know, Ruth, that the woman Kit Town-
send married recetved a $15,000 insur-
ance benefit about a week ago. Kit
knew it beforehand, of course, since
it was the insurance company he works
for that carried the policy. So you see
it wasn’t her charms that lured him!”

All that day I went around in a
daze of happiness. Vera had given
me the one small key I needed to Kit's
character—and it was emptier. more
contemptible than I had thought pos-
sible. I was more ashamed than ever
that I'd cared so much for such a poor
shell of a man, but I was glad—gladder
than I could say—that it was over at
last. really over.

‘The Martha Carter came in just
before evening, Even Tom’'s reserved
greeting didn’t dampen my spirits. I'd
put him off once, and I didn't expect
him to let his feelings go now because I
looked at him with new warmth in my
eyes. He wasn't a man to be whistled
back at a woman’s whim, and I was
proud that he wasn’t. 1 could wait,

THAT night I went to the Christmas
Eve party in the schoolhouse with a
lighter heart than I'd had in a very
long time. The sense of release made
me almost giddy. It was as if I'd been
held in bonds and was free again, now
that I saw Kit Townsend.objectively,
for what he really was, now that his
hold on me was gone.

During the Paul Jones, Tom danced
with me politely—and he was a sur-
prisingly good dancer for so big a
man—but the children claimed him
for most of the .evening. The smaller
ones rode his shoulders; the bigger
ones hung around as if magnetized.

I loved every minute of the party.

The presents the villagers gave me—

hand-knitted mittens and a scarf and
the like—told me that I was accepted
as one of them, and I know that I
glowed openly when one woman in-
troduced me informally as Tom Car-
ter's girl.

During heavy winter weather, fish-
ing is carried on during lulls in the
squalls. The ships would come in with
their reefed sails as stiff and white as
marble. One late afternoon in Feb-
ruary the Captain was watching the
Martha Carter pull in, and it was
obvious that he had something on his
mind. It wasn’t at all like him to ask
to be helped to bed until after din-
ner, but at his request I settled him
in his room and closed the door. When
Tom came ‘n h~ went directly to his

— e ~y

NAIL POLISH
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Copy. 1944 - >, » PLUS
- 70¢ TAX

Each bottle of Dura-Gloss holds sparkling, brilliant beauty for your hands.
This particular beauty, famous among ail who use Dura-Gloss, is the result
of the original Dura-Gloss formula,.in which is a special ingredient called
Chrystallyne . . . Dura-Gloss wears exceptionally long and well, and the cap
on the bottle shows you the polish color faithfully, for we give each bottle-cap
a manicure with Dura-Gloss so you can see how it will look on your own nails!
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EVERY WOMAN NEEPS

THIS LIP-CARE |

Nlicket)

TRIPLE -CHARM LIPSTICK

It Beautifies.. It Benefits. It Lasts! |

Michel helps your lips reveal their
full magnetic appeal from daylight
10 dusk and after . . . maintain
their tranquil softness throughout
the years . . . capture hearts by the
momeant. Michel feels velvety on
the lips, looks gloriously fresh,
clings as long as any girl could wish.
That’s why Michel stands alone as
the beauty aid that does so much

mare than yeu'd expect of a lipstick.

© 3 xizes: 39t 65¢—81.00
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Iriple-Thrill Bathing

BATHASWEET

Your bath should be a Juxurious experi-
ence. Three things will make it just that:
1. Before bathing, add Bathaswees to your
tub. Softens and perfumes the bath; gives
it greater cleansing power ; soothes nerves.
2. While bathing, use Bathasweet Soap. It
gives a rich, billowy, creamy lather such as
you don't get from' ordinary soaps.

3. After the bath, use Bathasweet Talc
Min. It's the final touch of refreshment
and daintiness.

Also recommended are Bathasweet Foam
Bath and Bathasweet Shower Mitt.

BATHASWEET
Talc Mitt

father and was with him for some time.
When he came out, he had a strange
look; he ate practically nothing at sup-
per, and afterward, when he pulled
out his chair, he complimented me
extravagantly for the meal.

“That was a marvelous dinner, Ruth.
I didn't realize when you first came
that a nurse could be a swell cook, too.”

I'm afraid that I looked at him sus-
piciously. “Thanks, Tom, but I'm
not. That was mostly out of cans.”

“I know what canned stuff tastes
like,” he explained. “We get plenty
of it at sea. But this had real flavor.”

“Thank you,” I repeated. What was
he driving at? It wasn’t like him to be
effusive about anything.

“Sure makes a difference to a man,”
he continued, “having cooking like
this to come home to—especially if he
could count on it . . . regular.”

A small, excited pulse began to beat
in my throat. I'd waited a long time
for what was coming, and now it
seemed too wonderful to take all at
once. “Want more coffee, Tom?” I
asked hurriedly.

“No, don’t bother. There’s—some-
thing more important than coffee—"

“Yes?” It was a breathless scrap

“It—it’s about your staying here,”
he said.

“Oh, you don’t have to worry about
that,” I managed. “If you don’t need
me _any more, I can just—"

“That’s just the point. We do. We—
I want you to stay here, always.”

This, then, was what they had been
discussing in the Captain’s room. I
could almost see them with their heads
together, the Captain anxiously put-
ting words into Tom’s mouth, setting
the scene for the two of us. Compli-
ment her on her cooking, and then
propose— Perhaps it wasn’t romantic,
but it was touching, and I loved those
two hesitant, inarticulate men so much
that I could have cried.

Blonde and pretty Angel Casey,
whose dramatic ability is dis-

ployed in Authors’ Playhouse
and Road of Life, both on NBC.

Your chaice of these delightful Fraogrances:=
Garden Bauquet; Farest Pine; Spring Morning




Oh, I knew well enough what Tom
was trying to say. I couldn’t help know-
ing, when it had been in his eyes for
months, in the self-conscious tighten-
ing of his body whenever I came near
him. But moments like that are what
a woman lives for. She has a right
to draw them out, to hold them off a
little, tasting them, to spice their sweet-
ness with perversity.

“] see,” I satd. “You want me fo
stay—as combination nurse and house-
keeper.”

“No! Ruth, you know I'm trying to
tell you I love you—"

I was shaking with anticipation, but
some imp of mischief impelled me.
“Did your father tell you to say that,
too?”

He reddened, rose explosively,
towering over me. “No!” he shouted.
“I know my own mind—"

At that moment Manuel stuck his
head in the kitchen door. He was smil-
ing broadly. “I just wanta ask when
we sail again, so I know about order-
ing da food. Next Tuesday, maybe?”

Embarrassed and red-faced, Tom
whirled on him. “Tuesday! We sail
tomorrow!” The words fairly crackled.
“Go tell the men.”

Manuel started to protest, but backed
away before Tom's blazing eyes. He
shut the door quickly. Tom turned to
me, and for an instant I knew sheer
panic. He scooped me up into his arms
with such force that the breath went out
of me. His kiss bruised and hurt—
a heavenly hurt that set every nerve
in me tingling. I clung to him, felt
his hard muscles tensing—and then
abruptly he set me down. And he was
gone.

IT began to blow a gale the next day.
I moved restlessly around the house,
unable to settle to anything, finding no
relief in a dozen small tasks. There
was no sign of the Martha Carter in
the breakwater. Tom and his men had
actually gone to sea again, right into
the teeth of the storm.

The second day was worse, and it
was then that I began to be afraid.
I'd seen coast storms before, none like
this, but big enough ones to inspire
fearr And sometimes, when the
Martha was overdue, I'd known
twinges of anxiety—but I'd never been
really afraid. Perhaps the Captain’s
serene confidence in his son’s ability
to get through any weather had kept
me from realizing that there was any-
thing to fear. Now I looked out at
the raging blur of gray and white that
was the sea and shuddered.

About noon on the third day a neigh-
bor woman whose husband was a mem-
ber of the crew came plodding through
the snow. “Is Tom Carter crazy?” she
demanded. “He has always been the
best skipper hereabouts, but this is
just asking for trouble. They all made
plenty of money on the other trips.
Why, why did he do it?”

At the anguish in her face I felt my
own heart falter. “If anything hapoens,”
I said, “I'm the one to blame, not Tom."’

She looked at me searchingly, then
straightened. “Don’t be a fool, girl,”
she said not unkindly. “Tom doubt-
less knows what he’s about. Only he
should remember that there are women
who wait and worry.” She went out
again into the blizzard,

I stood looking after her, stupidly
holding the door half-open, unaware
of the icy wind and the snow beating
against me. There are women who
wait end worry— It was incredible, but
it hadu’t occurred to me until then
thot T could lose Tom. Not to a woman,
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# JUST this one cream—and I'm all set for complete beauty
care,” says lovely Teresa Wright. “Woodbury Complete
Beauty Creamn does everything for my skin.”

It's your easy way to look adorable. Yes, Woodbury
Complete Beauty Cream is all you need. It cleanses
thoroughly. Freshens. Softens, smooths exquisitely. Gives
a silken finish for powder. Acts as a night cream, helping
smooth away tiny dry-skin lines!

Four special softening, smoothing ingredients make it
extra beautifying. Another exclusive ingredient, Stericin,
works constantly right in the jar to purify the cream,

in case dust brings blemish-causing germs.
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" In a minute...

MINIT-RUB begins 3-way action on cold distress

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

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

2. QUICKLY Minit-Rub’s pain-

relieving action soothes raspy loca!l
irritation.

3. IMMEDIATELY Minit-Rub’s active
menthol vapors ease that nasal-
stuffiness feeling. Mother,it’s amaz-
ingly quick relief for both children
and grown-ups! Greaseless! Stain-
less! Won’tharm linens! Get it now
—at your druggist’s.

\ And the reason is simply this:
\ »  America has discovered how much
better Blatz Good Taste really is.

“, } ] Milwaukee’s Most
(..‘__", / Exquisite Beer

Wherever you go—the big swing is
to Blatz Beer. In fine hotelsl In lead.
ing bars! In clubs the country overl

Wear Bonds
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as I'd lost Kit, but to his other love,
the sea. He'd been born to the sea;
it was much more a part of him than
any person ever could be., I'd known
that from the first, from the very first
night I'd come to the house, and the
Captain had said, “That boat is his
life.” Only—I hadn’t realized what it
would mean to me.

‘“Ruth!” the Captain called from the
living room. “There’s a gale blowing
in here. Have you got a window open?
Is anything wrong?”

Guiltily I shut the door. *‘Nothing’s
wrong, Cap'n—" I wondered that I
could sound natural, wondered that the
things around me could look the same.
There was the coal range, the flames
chuckling softly in its belly; there was
Salome curled on the strip of carpet
before it; there was Tom’s chair at
the table, and beside it one of his
pi%es in the metal ashstand. . . .

othinF was changed—except with-
in myself. Nothing was changed—
except that all of my bright happiness
was 1n ashes, all of the wonderful new
life I'd found in loving Tom was mine
no longer. There was no conflict within
me, no tormenting indecision—only a
hopeless, dull acceptance of the in-
evitable,

OU see, I knew what it was like to

lose the man I loved. I'd learned
it by the harsh and bitter lesson of
experience. Kit Townsend hadn’t been
worthy of my love, but that fact hadn’t
softened the loss of him at the time.
I had grown beyond him now;
could look back upon my feeling for
him as a misplaced infatuation—but my
own grief at losing him. I remembered
too vividly. I remembered it all too
well—the first staggering shock, the
numb hoping against hope that time
would pass quickly and take with it
some of the biting pain. I remem-
bered the blind snatching at anything
that would fill the days, and—worst
of all—the awful, empty sense of hav-
ing nothing at all to live for.

Oh, no—I couldn’t bear to think of
going through that again. It would
be better for me to leave Tom now,
to take the loss and the heartache
now, than to face a lifetime of wait-
ing for him to come back, a lifetime
of suspense, of thinking with each trip
he made, that this might be his last.
I knew myself, knew what losing Kit
had done to me, knew that the loss
of Tom would be a thousandfold more
terrible. What it amounted to was that
I could no more live Tom’'s life than
I could ask him to give his up for me.

I went into my room—Martha’s room.
Very quietly I packed. I didn't want
the Captain to hear me, to try to stop
me before I was ready. What I was
doing was hard enough as it was. I
was running away, as I'd run away
before, only this .time there would
be no Tom Carter to rescue me, to
give back everything I'd lost, and more.
This time I was leaving everything
worth-while behind me.

But I had to say goodbye to the
Captain—he had been so good to me, I
couldn’t leave without an explanation.
I went into the cheery living room.
“I'm going,” I told him through
clenched teeth. “I can't .stay any
longer—"

He put down his pipe with a de-
liberate gesture oddly like Tom’s,
looked up at me with Tom’s eyes; and
suddenly I was on my knees beside
him, my face pressed against his coat,
sobbing wildly. After a while he
lifted my chin. “Guess you've never
weathered a squall, Ruth,” he said



gently. “Tom’s motlier ran away,
too—"

I gasped. “Not Martha!”

“Yes, Martha. Go fetch me the

bundle of letters from the table drawer
in my room.”

They were yellowed and the haw-
writing was faded. I sat on the stool
beside the Captain and read them
aloud. They were written from her
home in Nebraska, where she had
lived before she was married. And as
I read, it became clear that she, too,
had fled the agony of waiting.

“She was a lot like you, Ruth. Guess
that’'s why I've got my heart set on
having you for a daughter-in-law. All
women-—leastways, the ones that are
any good—fear for their men when
they go down to the sea.”

“How did you get her back?” I asked
softly.

“She was gone 'most a year,” he said,
lost in memory. “Manuel and I were

building this ship. There was only one
name fitted for her—the ‘Martha
Carter.’ That was the only way I

knew to show my love for Martha.”

“And she came back because of that?”

The Captain’s eyes were dim. “You
might say she did. You see, her being
in Nebraska hadn’t made her stop
loving me, and when I wrote her about
the boat, she figured that I_hadn’t
stopped loving her, that I'd "always
love her, no matter what happened.
That’s what she wanted, Ruth, some-
thing she could depend on always;
something that—well, something that
might even carry over from this world
to the next.”

The room was very quiet; even the
storm outside seemed to have abated
somewhat. The fire crackled softly;
Salome came in on velvet cat-feet,
arching her back to be petted. I sat
moveless, beginning to understand
something of what the Captain was
trying to tell me, beginning to grasp
a new truth for myself.

Joan Alexander plays Stephanie
Gunther in The Open Door, Carol
West in Bright Horizon, CBS shows.
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Comenécay BEAUTY FAVORITE

HAMPDEN'S powder base 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-BASE

Why have women bought over
25 million HAMPDEN POWD'R-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!

Won't somebody
pick me up?
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VERY TIME you go shopping, won'’t
E you take 13; emf,;)ty sol;{ldrgmk and
beer bottles, together with our cases,
back to your regular dealer?

You see, war restrictions have cut the
number of us bottles available. Today
each of us simply must do double-duty.

So please pick us up just as soon as
we’re empty and take us back for re-use.
Both your dealer and bottler will ap-
preciate it. And besides you’ll get back
your bottle deposit.

OWENS-ILLINOIS GLASS COMPANY
Makers of DURAGLAS Beer and Beverage Bottles
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Like mother when Dad safled in ‘I7, the girl he left behind
keeps her hair beautiful today with this old American beauty
secret. Now youw have ALL THREE famous Glaver's preparae
tions— use separately or togetherl Ask at any Drug Store—or
mail coupon today!
TRIAL SIZE includes: GLOVER'S MANGE MEDICINE -
T ded, with or Dandruff, Annoying Scalp
and Excessive Falling Hair...GLO-VER Beauty Shampoo—
leaves hair soft, lustrous, managesblel GLOVER'S lmporial
Hair Drass — Non-alcoholle and Antisepticl A dellghtful *'oil
treatment’ for easy “finger tip’* application at home. Each in
hermetically-sealed hottls
and special carton with
complete Instruetions and
FREE booklet. ““The Bel-
entific Care of Sealp and
Hair.”
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SKIN
IRRITATIONS?

Nurses discovered
one single cream that helps
heal them all

e If you've been experimenting with
various things for externally-caused skin
irrications, make this discovery! See how
many different ways the medicated skin
creamn, Noxzema, will help you. Nurses
were among the first to find how effective
Noxzeina is. That's because it's not merely
a cream, but a medicated formula. Ty it for:
Rough, red, chapped hands; ugly
externally -caused pimples; baby’s
tender, irritated skin; windburn;
chapped lips; minor “kitchen” burns.
It's greaseless; won’t stain.
§i, Get Noxzema at any drug
P4 counter today! 35¢, 50¢
@ and $1 sizes.
*externally-caused

'NOXZEMA

MINOR BURNS

Aew FOOT RELIEF!

Relieves Pain Quick, Prevents Pinching, Pressing and Rubbing of Shoes

Try Dr. Scholl's KUROTEX—the new velvery-soft, flesh colot, soothing, cushion-
t, protective foot plaster. When used on feet or toes, it quickly
corns, csllouses on b offect, bunions and tender

spots caused dy shoe friction or pressuce. Helps ease new or
ught shoes and “breaking-in” discomfort. Prevents corns, sote
sad blisters ifapplied at first sign of irritation, <.

Cut Dr. Scholl’s KUROTEX to any size or shape and apply it. - ; *

Ever so economical. Splendid for preventing blisters on the Easily cut to
bands of Golfers, Tenrus Players, etc, any r ize ar
Sold at Drug, Shoe, Dept. and 10¢ Stores. For FREE Sample and b
Dr. Scholl’s Foot Booklet, write Dr. Scholl’s, Dept, K, Chicago.

Dr Scholls KUROTEX 55D
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Dr. Edwards'Great Formula
For Constipation

2 Benefits Nation Of Sufferers!

For over 20 years Dr. F. M. Edwards (8
noted Ohio Physician) successfully re-
lieved scores of patients suffering from

constipation with its headaches, mental
dullness and upset stomach, gas, bloating.
This wise Doctor knew liver bile must
flow freely every day into your intestines
-—otherwise constipation often results. So
he kept this in mind when he perfected
his famous Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets.
Olive Tablets, being purely vegetable,
are wonderful. They not only assure gentle
yet thorough bowel movements but also
=p- UPSET STOMACH pep up liver bile flow. Test tonight! All
with gas, bloating.  drugstores. Follow label directions,

(Dr. Edwards’ OLIVE TABLETS

[ 4 Wl
= HEADACHE
=p NO PEP

= MENTALLY DULL

Love, I discovered, is worth only as
much as the man who gives it. There
was_the kind of love that was quick,
heady as wine, and as impermanent in
its effect. There was another kind that
was like the sea itself—eternal, a
source of life and unfailing nourish-
ment to those who served it. I could
see the difference now, between lov-
ing Kit Townsend and loving Tom
Carter. When Kit had gone, he had
left me nothing but shame and hu-
miliation and the ugly job of facing
everyone alone; if Tom should ever be
taken from me, I would still have
everything that was fine and good and
strong in him; I'd have his love to guide
and comfort me, as the Captain still
had Martha’s.

I drew a long breath, shakin% away
the last thought of the deed I'd al-
most done. I got to my feet, bent to
kiss the old man. “Thank you,” 1
whispered, and I'd never meant the
words more sincerely. “Don’t tell Tom
that I was going, please—"

He looked up at me, indignant, a
spark of the old twinkle in his eye.
“You think I'd tell on you—" A sound
from outside interrupted him, a shrill,
piercing boat whistle rising above the
storm, repeated again and again.
“Listen? he exclaimed, “it’s Tom.
Sounds like he’s trying to say some-
thing to you—"

I flew out the door, down to the
landing. In the lift of a squall of snow
I could see the little schooner rolling
and pitching. Then she was through
the channel and made fast to the pier.
Tom caught me close, his hard red
cheek against mine. For a moment
we had no words. We just stood there,
clinging to each other, while the storm
whirled about us.

Then Tom  whispered huskily,
“Darling, I'm the world’s worst—
I'll never know anything about women.
But this I do know—I love you.”

I raised my lips, and it seemed that
the happiness unleashed inside me was
as wild and as boundless as the gray
waters at our feet. “That’s all I'll ever
need,” I answered him.

We have been married for almost
two years now. They've been won-
derful years, although the waiting has
drawn out into long stretches. Tom
is in the Coast Guard. He and his
men are gone many months at a time
in dangers far worse than a storm.
With the shortage of doctors, I help
out in the neighboring communities
as well as in our village. It makes
the waiting much easier. So does the
package I received recently from
“somewhere along the Mediterranean.”
Inside was a beautiful, hand-blocked
shawl. But even more beautiful was
the note attached—‘“Just to tell you,
my darling, that I love you.”

A woman can go through anything
when she knows that. . . .

REer Theills—Mystery—Suspense
Tune In
TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES
On Your Local Mutual Station Every
Wednesday at 4:30 P.M. EWT

Each broadcast a gripping dramatizo-
tion of a fact detective mystery selected
from—

TRUE DETECTIVE MAGAZINE
Produced and directed by Mutual Broadcasting

System. Check Your Newspaper for Local
Time and Station.




KAY

FRANCIS

HOLLYWOOD

ON THE AIR

A word picture of your favorite
movie star before the microphone

A JTY” cries the director, the star says,

“I'm sorry,” and the scene begins all
over again. No harm has been done and
the audience will never know of it, for all
movie mistakes are buried on the cutting-
room floor.

But not so when that same star appears
on a radio program. The script has been
written and timed to the split second and
not a word can be changed or the precise
rhythm of the program will be broken
and the vast unseen audience will know
that something is wrong.

To add to the tension, there is also a flesh
and blood audience out front eager to see
their favorites in person. To the movie
star, then, there certainly can be nothing
casual or taken-for-granted about an ap-
pearance before the microphone.

Kay Francis is quite different from the
Kay Francis of the screen. For one thing,
she appears to be even younger and prettier.
Gone is the assured woman of the world
and in her place is a smaller, slimmer, more
fragile person who is inclined to be a bit
nervous. Always well dressed in her own
quiet way, there is an air of neatness and
competence about her which reveals itself,
for example, in her manner of putting away
her glasses, of gathering up her furs and
gloves.

She wears glasses when she reads and
the owlish look lent by these horn rimmed
glasses contributes still more to the im-
pression that this is, indeed, a different
Kay. Her constant eye on the prompter
shows that she does not yet feel at home
before the microphone. She limits her act-
ing entirely to her voice, somehow manag-
ing without further gesture to make her
part come alive.

She is pleasant but aloof, and one goes
away with the impression that it would be
rather difficult to get to know Kay Francis,
even after one had met her.

Hollywood’s radio center is a very busy
place today, for the movie colony has ac-
cepted the challenge of this other, so dif-
ferent, medium and it is a fascinating thing
to watch the varied approach of those of
our film favorites who have also made
themselves favorites of the air. Watch
Rapio Mirror's “Hollywood on the Air”
in coming months for the radio reactions
of your favorite star.

I

nfalﬁian right
br{'gbi, 1mertly toilpred
il made of yhey
IMING new maperig)
—~Araloc gnd
Cordigan o yle j
vaodorned excep! for

n-rchmgann‘manﬁw- f
i tons. Suntot Glow or
8 Sovth Amesican Green

Sizes12104G j
Style 714 : o |

70/145(/”7’“

your selections unhurriedly

This is the Fashion Frocks way —the modern way

to buy dresses.
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BROUGHT TO Z/0#7 HOME

NOW (cady, for o private showing in your own
home, is this entire style show featuring incompar-
able, up-to-the-minute spring dresses . . .
famous Fashion Frocks. Our special representative
in your locality will be happy to show this attractive
display of lovely dresses in your home, where you
can view it in comfort at your convenience, make

all the

and besides, pay less.

.

ynu will loye i4
straight, slim lines thay
| Decomeyou sof Notice,
100, ifs exciting colors
~Chiong blue, hoynd
end pocketed with
controsting Chinese
red — thot will gdd
dosh ond zest 1o your
wardrobe. It comes 1n
tizes 121040, .98
Style 729

ALTHOUGH ithe production of
much-needed wor goods is our
fiest order of the day, we still have
available for the new season an
unusval variety of lovely Fashion
Frocks. And despite the wartime
curtailments, these smart dresses
reflect our peacetrme reputation
for outstanding style, for flawless

OPPORTUNITY FOR WOMEN Ambitious women who want fo cam ex-
tra money in spare Kime representing Fosthion Frocks are inviled o write
FASHION FROCKS, INC. DESK 74039 CINCINNATE OHIO |

needlework, for amazing valve. |
Shown here are but two of the
hundred and thirty styles. If there
is no representative In your com-
munity and you would like one
of the dresses illustrated, you
may order direct. When you
de, be sure to give your color
preference and the size wanted.




POSED ESPECIALLY BY DIANA LYNN, CURRENTLY APPEARING IN THE NEW PARAMOUNT PICTURE, “THE MIRACLE OF MORGAN'S CREEK."”

CAREFUL, JUNIOR. ..
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that’s your “golden opportunity” to try this new, point.
saving recipe for Dole Pineapple Upside-Down Cake.
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Coward’s Heart

Continued from page 37

if the invitation were not acceptied.

I found the courage to order my legs
to move, and I walked into his arms,
hearing myself repeating, “David—
David!” For a moment I felt as if it
were I who had come -home—as if I
were safe, after a long journey, in
David’s arms, where I belonged. And
then the strangeness came between us
again and I moved away, saying in a
voice that was a shade too loud, a little
too brisk, “Are you—are you glad to
be back?”

David stared at me for a long mo-
ment. Then, “Let’s go home,” he said.

We got into a taxi outside the station,
and silence hung between us. It wasn’t
the pleasant, companionable silence of
lovers, but the awkward silence of
strangers who can find no common
ground for conversation. I had to break
it. Without thinking, I spoke the first
words that came into my head.

“Dave, you look . > 1 stopped.
It would have been so wrong if I had
added “fine” as I'd meant to—and the
truth of how he looked was something
you couldn’t talk about.

“Awful,” he finished the sentence for
me. “I know. But that won't last, now
that I'm here with you, where I be-
long.” He slid his hand, almost shyly,
along the expanse of seat between us,
and put it over mine, “If you—if you're
as glad to have me back as I am to
be here, Sally, we'll be all right. Noth-
ing will ever hurt us.” ] :

And that was all we said, all we
could find to say, on the ride home.
The few Dblocks seemed like endless
miles.

_Watching him struggle with the
flight of stairs' that led to our apart-
ment left me sick and shaking. It
would be like this always—the re-
membering of another David =~ who

strode. along with his head high, while
I watched this new, quiet David, who
dragged himself like a stricken animal.

As if he read my thoughts, he said,
“It won’t always be like this, you
know, Sally. It’s just that these

crutches are new to me. I'll be used-

to them after a while, and then I'll
get around as quickly as ever. The
doctor says I may be able to get along
with just a couple of canes, after a
while, and . . .” His voice trailed off,
almost apologetically.

“Of course,’ I said. “Of course you
will.” I hated myself for the way my
voice sounded—like the voice of a
mother reassuring a child who doesn’t
understand at all what is happening.

I've got to think about him, and how
he feels, I told myself. I’ve got to stop
thinking about myself, about what this
means to me, or I'll Tun out of here
and across to Mother's, and lock my-
self in my room and never come out.
I cew’t stand it! I must think about
David!

“The landlady spoke to a couple on
the first floor,” I added hurriedly, to
be saying something. “They’ll be glad
to change apartments with us, and
then you won't have to—"

Dave shook his head. “Climbing
stairs is good for me. I'm not an in-
valid, honey. I've got to do things,
because that’s the only way I'll learn
—by doing.” He grinned at me. “If
I'n pampered and catered to at every

- turn, I'll be a spoiled brat in no time.”

He balanced himself on the crutches
while he slid out of his jacket and
tossed it on a chair. Then, as if on. a
second thought, he picked the jacket
up again and went across to the closet
to hang it up. :
“Come and talk to me,” he said, eas-
ing himself into a chair. “We've got a

_\_‘ Ill B

Telling the story of the Air W AC—left to right, Cpl. Almarita Kylius, Cpl.
Corl Rowland of the Air Corps, Cpl. Emily Fisher, all of Scott Island, Il
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“LIPSTICK”

os Can’t smear
won’t rub off. .
- gives exotic
color

K 1

or i STORES

INSTANTLY.. MAKE YOUR LIPS
MORE THRILLING WITH

ta ® [ ! ‘3‘ [ ] E

Here is the most important charm discovery
gince the beginning of beauty. A “lipstick,”
at last, that isn’t greasy— that actually can’t
smear—that really won’t rub off —and that
will keep your lips deliciously soft, smooth
and lovely. It isn’t a “lipstick’ at all. It's
a liquid, in the most exciting tones of red
ever created. It's so permanent. Put it on at
dusk—it stays till dawn or longer. Reg. size
bottle that lasts a long long time is only $1
at all stores.

Choose from these smart shades:

ENGLISH TINT New glorification for blondes,
or young faces with platinum or gray hair.

LIGHT Coy, devastating on girls with light brown
hair, bhazel or light eyes and fair skin.

TROPIC Real excitement at last for girls with
dark hair, brown eyes and tannish complexion.
PARISIAN New devilment for red heads. Very
spectacular on Irish type—dark bair, blue eyes.
MEDIUM Does wonders for dark-haired, dark-
eyed charmers with medium complexion tone.
REGAL Adde a world of enchantment to girl with
very dark complexion.

adies Send for
¢ “‘ YBoudoir Chat”
- 1 5/ by Princess Pat
S IT'S FREE
& Mail this Coupon

PRINCESS PAT, DEPT. RM-44
2709 S. Wells St., Chicago, 16, Ill,
Please send, free, “FPrincesz Pat Boudofr Beauly

Chat” revealinR pewest secretea that have Rlorified
stage and screen stars. How to ficquire added tharm,
how to conceal blemishes and large pores, hide wrip-
Kkles, dark circles and hollows. Enhance the beauty
of 1ips, eyes and complexion.
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BREEZE THROUGH

your next menstrual period
WITH.....

At the first sign
of discomfort,
take Midol. See
how it helps
you breeze
through your
Eeriod by re- ;

ieving all three B
kinds of func-
tional suffering!

CRAMPS —An exclusive ingredient in

Midol relaxes tense muscles, rapidly
soothing typical spasmodic pain.

HEADACHE—Feel that familiar headache
being relieved, too, as Midol’s second in-
gredient begins its comforting action.

“*BLUES"—A third ingredient, a mild
stimulant, reduces menstrual ‘“blues”;
helps you snap back to cheerfulness!

Try Midol; it contains no opiates.
If you harve no organic disorder
ealling for special medieal or sur-
gical eare, it should give you relief.
All drugslores.
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Good Housekeeping
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STPIT.

RELIEVES ALL 3XINDS OF FUNCTIONAL MENSTRUAL SUFFERING

i FREE CATALOG 727 img oty
EI” Finest quality, Over 300 artistic designs. Write TR L7
; J Dept. J, Matal Arig Co.. Rathasler, B V. ﬂ\%(?,

"TEETHING PAINS

beautilu r zing {ar your chaes or club.

WH EN your haby suffers from
teething pains, just ruba few drops
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 o fa famous baby
specialist and has been used by
mothers for over fifty years. One
bottle is usually enough for one
baby forthe entireteethingperiod.

Buy it from your druggist today

DR. HAND’S
TEETHING LOTION

Just rub it on the gums

lot to talk about, haven’'t we dear?”

That, most of all, was what I didn’t
want—what I couldn’t stand. To talk
about the future, because at that mo-
ment the future seemed non-existant
to me. There wasn’t any.

“I—we’ll have lots of time to talk,”
I told him, “I'll see if I can’t do some-
thing about lunch. I hadn’t thought
much about it, but I guess I can find
something. You—you must be hungry.”
I knew that I was sounding like a
child, who talks fast and furiously
about something else to keep away
from a subject he doesn’t want to dis-
cuss. I knew it, and I hated myself for
it, but I couldn’t help it.

“All right—I guess I'll pamper my-
self to the extent of stretching out in
the chair by the window,” Dave said.
“It looks mighty comfortable.” He
looked suddenly tired, terribly tired,
as if his mind were as weary as his
body.
“I—shall T help you?”

He shook his head.

As I broke eggs into the frying pan,
I heard him sink into the chair. “I used
to dream about this place,” he said,
raising his voice a little, “Not that it’s
so much. But I remembered seeing you
in it, and it was home.”

WHAT could I say to that? Nowhere
in my mind or in my heart was
there a reply, so I pretended that I
hadn’t heard him. I think that if then I
could have gone in and knelt beside
that chair and taken him in my arms
cradled his head against my breast an
told him, honestly and sincerely and
lovingly, that 1 was glad he was home,
that my happiness was complete now
that he was back, everythin% would
have been all right. But if I'd done
that, it would have been false, actin
a lie, and he would have known it.
didn’t know how I felt, because I was
deliberately trying not to feel.

Lunch was a meal of too-long
silences, of nervous, uneasy little sen-
tences that broke the silenices and faded
away without answers. When it was
over, Dave got his jacket out. “I guess
I'd better drop over to see Mother and
Dad now. Mom'll make a fuss because
I didn't let her know exactly when I
was coming, but I wanted to see you
first.”

He wanted to see me first because
he thought it would be easier, my heart
told me, and I've failed him. Shame
flooded through me.

“David—" I began.

“Yes, honey?” There was eagerness
in his voice.

“Be—be careful,” I finished lamely.
After all, there was nothing to say to
him. Not yet.

“I'll be careful,” he repeated grave-
ly, and then he was gone, and I could
hear the strange, new sound his
crutches made on the stairs, fainter
and fainter, until it disappeared. And
when it had faded away I could throw
myself down on the couch and let the
tears I'd kept dammed up come well-
ing out—tears of fear and hopelessness
and misery and shame.

Dave’s mother called in the after-
noon, asking me to come over to din-
ner, but I made the excuse that I'd
let them have David all to themselves
this first evening, and, by the time he
got home, early as it was, I was in
bed—on the couch in the livingroom.

The crutches tap-tapped across the
room, and stopped by the couch.

Keep the Cost of Living Down—
Don't Profiteer

DRAB HAIR

When You Use This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse

In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do oil of these 4 important things
to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:
T. Gives lustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.
3. Tints the halr as it rinses.
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place.
LOVALON does not permonently dye
or bleach. It is o pure, odorless hair rinse,
in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. F
At stores which sell foilet goods
‘25¢ for 5 rinses i
10¢ for 2 rinses
:ﬂ.uwww-.*
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Hand Engraved

NAME OR INITIALS ENGRAVED FREE. Send 58¢

Plus_8c Tax, in ¢oln, stamps or Money Order. Write

for FREE Catalog.
TASH NOVELTY ENGRAVING CO.

1301 SURF AVE. Dept. RM-4 BRODKLYN {24} N. Y.

On Feet For
Over 30 Years

Allen’s Foot-Ease has been bringing relief and
comfort to tired, burning feet for over 30 years,
Sprinkle it on your feet and into your shoes, and
enjoy the refreshing comfort it brings while you
stand long hours at your work. Even stiff, heavy,
new or tight-fitting shoes lose their terror when
you use Allen’s Foot-Ease. But good old Allens
does even more, It acts to absorb excessive per-
spiration and prevents offensive foot odors. Helps
keep feet, socks and stockings dry and saweet. For
real foot comfort, remember it’s Allen’s Foot-Ease

Finish

For DOYLIES

—use ROYLIES
Efficient; no laundering; save
time for patriotic duties. When
soiled—turn in with your waste paper!

By makers of ROYLEDGE Paper Shelving



“Are you asleep?” asked David, softly.
I wanted to pretend that I was, but
something—something pleading and
almost shy—in his voice forced my
eyes open. “No, not yet,” 1 said.
felt strangely guilty, and the guilt
prompted me to add, hastily, “I
thought it would be best for me to
sleep here, David, until your leg 1is
better. I might kick you or hurt you
someway, when I was asleep.”

That was true—of course, it was
better for me to sleep out on the couch
for a little while. And, I told muyself,
it wasn't that 1 wanted to be away
from him—TI'd go back as soon as his
leg was better—I would! ~

“Of course,” Dave said, “But I
could sleep here. Won’t it be uncom-
fortable for you?”

1 shook my head. “I'm fine here.”
1 knew, dismally, that we sounded like
two people who had just met, discuss-
ing the weather. It was true, just as
I had known it would be. David was
a stran%:et—a rather terrifying stran-
ger, with whom I had nothing in com-
mon. His kiss, too, as he bent to wish
me goodnight, was a stranger’s kiss.

David would have been a stranger
to me, really, I reasoned as I lay
there, even if he had come back safe
and sound. Actually, he was a man I
had known less than two weeks out of
my life, a man with whom I had spent
three gay, exciting, blissful days and
nights before he went away. tried
to tell myself over and over that it
was not his injured leg that mattered,
that it was all a matter of getting ac-
quainted all over again, injury or no
injury. But deep in my heart, even
then, I didn’t really believe it, couldn’t
make myself believe it. I couldn’t
change over night. )

I was the same girl I'd always been
—the same headstrong, selfish girl who
wanted her own way, who wanted
everything to go right, who wanted
‘her world to be perfect. David, with
‘his twisted, crippled leg was less than

Tune in the
BLUE NETWORK
Every day—Monday through Friday
—3:15 to 3:45 P.M. EWT
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LISTEN TO .
MY TRUE STORY

—a new and different story every doy.
Stories about the lives of real people; their
problems, their loves, their adventures—
presented in cooperation with the editors
of TRUE STORY Magarzine.

Check your newspaper for local time
of this—

BLUE NETWORK PRESENTATION
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To those who think
LEARNING MUSIC is hard..

Just strike these notes and you're Pleying
the beginning of the ‘"Merry Widow'® Walfz

Look at (he diagram, The first note of the music is "D,
3 % "H%na D

middle of the keybodrd. Now read beld!
learn to play any instrument quickly and easily.

Easy as A-B-C—COSTS LESS than 7¢ a day!

@ Perhaps you think learning music ia a tedious grind.
It fan’t any longer! Long hours of practicing scales and
monotonous éxercises are aver.

You have no excuses for pot getting siarted toward mu-
sical good times now! For through sn essy method you
can now learn to play right st botne—wilbhout 8 teacher—
for leas than Te & day.

Learn to Play by Playing

The lessons come o you by s::mll from_the famous U.IB

hool of Musie-. . . complete
SUCCESS! Ansts

clear

FREE! Print and Pleture Sample. OQur 1llusirsted
Free booklet and *“Print and Picture’* Sample fully
expiain this remsrkable method. 8o decide which in-
strument you want to DIsy and mail the couDon today.
}Jo. & sghool of Musie, 3064 Brunswick Bldg., New York

SUCCESSFUL 446 YEAR
| Y54 Srimowiok Bidoc, New York 10, N. V.

Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture
I“ 1 I would like to play instrument dm'kedl

fact that Tve already | fuse our method with any eya-

tem claiming to teach munic
**by ear'' or by trick methods.
We teach you to plsy onl¥ from
resl notes!
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a third should speak
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Who Is the Robber That
Steals Your Sleep?

Tt is common knowledge that nothing under-
mines health so quickly as loss of sleep. You
know how just one or two sleepless nights
can drag you down. Who is the “robber” that
creeps upon you in the middle of the night
and keeps you awake? Is it “NERVES” that
rob you of the sleep you need? Nervous
Tension can be responsible for so many
Wakeful Nights as well as Crankiness, Rest-
lessness, Nervous Headache and Indigestion.
When you feel Nervous and Jittery—when

ou can’t sleep at ni%t, why don’t you try

r. Miles Nervine? For over 50 years Dr.
Miles Nervine has been a mild but effettive-
sedative, that helps'to quiet your nerves, re-
lieve Nervous Tension, and permit Refreshing
Sleep. Get Dr. Miles Nervine at your Drug
Store. It comes in two forms, Liquid 25¢ and
$1.00sizes. Effervescent Tablets 35c and 75¢
sizes. Read directions and use only asdirected.”
See whatit can do foryoutorelax tense nerves
and help you get your sleep and rest. Miles
Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.

Sterling Silver
The ring that
attractlgeness mw!sml‘l:
I timent the longer it Is
I/ worn. No other %ut is
J %ulte 80 appreciated.
Siines tna s wrto A

g i3 extra
and beautifuil emf
with the very
newest ‘‘Forget-Me-
two pendant heatin

ndan al
sultaﬁe for engrav-
| Ing initlals of loved
ones. The ring of
romance and true
triendships.

Send No Money

—Just name, address and ring

slze. Your package sent im-
medlatelsy and you pay postman
only $1.95 plus a few cents mail-
ing cost and tax. on arrival.
Wear 10 days on money back
uarantee. Supply  limlted.

nd today. EMPIRE DIA.
MOND CO., Dept. 40-A, Jeffer~
son, lowa.
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Rinse Beauty into
Your Hair...with this

N
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DO YOU want to make your hair more inter-

esting? Would you like to bring it “to life”

. . . make it sparkle with radiant light and

youthful color? And how about those insistent

little gray streaks? Wouldn’t you like to make
‘them less conspicuous, too?

It’s all so simple with Marchand’s enchant-
ing new “Make-Up” Hair Rinse!

This delicately tinted rinse does for your
_hair what rouge and lipstick do for your face.
It enables you to achieve the particular effect
you desire—to enrich your natural hair color
or to give it a “warmer” or “cooler” tone!
Marchand'’s “Make-Up” Hair Rinse frees your
hair of dingy soap film, gives it that glamorous
“look alive” look!
~Not a bleach—not a permanent dye—
Marchand’s Rinse goes on and washes off as
easy as your facial make-up. And it's abso-
lutely harmless! Twelve stunning shades to
match any color hair: Try it today!

w

Made by the Makers of Marchand's Coiden Hair Wa’.af:'
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perfection, and the days that stretched
ahead for me, tied to a man who could
never dance or run again, made the
world seem a dreary place. That night,
the years ahead seemed to stretch into
a gray, cheerless infinity, and I hated
David, and hated myself because I did.

That was the dreadful mistake, of
course—believing that David was a
different person. He wasn’t. He was
the same man I had worshipped for
so long, had loved for such a brief
while, There was laughter in him still,
and gaiety to share with me, if I would
take it. There was warmth there, too
and love, if I would have it. But 1
couldn’t see those things, then. I could
only see myself, a prisoner of circum-
stances, robbed of a life that had
seemed to hold such promise.

The days that followed were .all too
much like that first day, with David
and me moving about the house as if
we were separated by some’ sort of
invisible wall. Poor ' Dave—I think that
1t was In his power to save us both
then, if he had dared. If he had taken
me into his arms and let me feel again
the love I'd known before he went
away, he could have driven all the
reservations out of my mind, all the
fear out of my heart. But he must have
been afraid, too—afraid of a rebuff
that would have hurt more than all
the physical agonies he had suffered.

IT WAS_better when people were
there—Dave’s parents, my father and
mother, or Joan. Best of all when Joan
was there. David liked that, having
someone young and amusing to talk to,
someone who treated him as if he were
a normal person, who drew laughter
out of him and made him feel wanted
and needed.

I tried—at least, I told myself that
I was trying. I made an attempt to
learn to cook, for instance, but nothing
that Mother taught me seemed to stay
with me, The guilty feeling that was
always with me drove me to do all
sorts of things for David—things that
I knew were wrong. I waited on him
hand and foot, treated him like an in-
valid, long after he was almost as well
as he would ever be, trying to put off
the time when he was really well, the
time when things would have to be
talked out, decisions have to be made.
I was forever running to get things for
him, or to light his pipe, or to help him
when he sat down or stood up. I knew
better, but I couldn’t seem to stop it.
Being helpful, even in the wrong way,
would ease my conscience for a mo-
ment, and then we both would be more
miserable than ever,

As time went by, David improved
physically with great rapidity. His face
filled out, and his color came back. But
he’d lost the cheerfulness he’d had
when he first came home. He brooded
around the apartment and spent as
much time as he could at his father’s

shop.
Sometimes when we were alone to-
gether, in that little apartment,

hemmed in by more than the four
walls of it, I felt as if I'd go crazy. And
yet I couldn't make myself bring it
out into the open—couldn’t make my-
self be honest and fair about it. It
seemed more than I—even I, who had
always cared more about myself than
anyone else—could do, to say to him,
“David, I can’t stand this any longer,
It's better, isn't it, to make a clean
break now, than to live this half-life

RD°ART §TUDIOS
200 Bast Ohio St.

Dept. 1354-0 Ghicago (11), .

Your Red Cross is at his side—
have you done your part?

——

Stormtheheart!Don't
just wish and wait,
Wear spicy, provoca-
tive BLUE WALTZ PERFUME
tonight. Become the

girl HE can't forget!
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¢ It’s costly to have stockings ruined by
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| agetreatslOpair. AtDepartment, Drug
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You,Too, Can be Happy!

AVOID THE EMBARRASSMENT of superfinous
hair on face and lega. I1found a way to bring me hape
pinessand 1 shallbe glad to paas this knowledge on to
you just for tbeasking. Now, noonecan tell by lookin
at me.that I have ever been troubled with anwan
hair, and if you follow my advice, no oné need know
of your superfluous hair problem. It'sall doneso
simply, daintily, and painlessly that you'llbe amazed.

FREE ..+ Send No Money

3 REE book, * How to Overcoma the Superfiuous
K:’x‘ru "b’l’;rrln'," Eulhic: gives the information you wantand
oveatha actual success of my method, Mailed gn:laln enve-
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we're living?” I just couldn’t say it.

It was David himself who had to
speak first, finally. He came in one
night, after spending the evening with
his parents, and found me, as usual,
already in bed on the . livingroom
couch. He came over and eased himself
down on the edge of it and took my
hand very gently in his.

“Sally—let’s talk. Let's talk about us,
and what we’re going to do.”

Panic swept me. “I—I don't know
what you mean.” C

He shook his head. “Yes, you do,
Sally. Honey, do you want to give me
a divorce? Would you be happier that
way?”

My voice was very small, so that, for
a moment, I thought he hadn’t heard
when I said, “Would you?”

He was silent for a moment, and

e when he answered he sounded very
grave. “Sometimes I think I would,
honey. It would hurt—but it would be
A / over. There wouldn't be this strain,
}his forcedllifle dwe'{eblliving, youS aﬁld
, anyway. I—I don" ame you, Sally,
SHOWS YOU THE WAY I mus}a sciem like half a husband to you _'
5 now. But—" AT, T
TO NEW HAIR-BEAUTY Then he was quiet again, just look- f
Every hair-beauty problem is an- ing at me. And suddenly I saw in his 2
swered in Sima’s unique lanolin- eyes something I hadn't seen there | [B]
rich creamy magic. since before he went away, hadn't seen 5
' since those three glorious, golden days &
SIMA— we haeii1 spent as husband and wife | [
@ revives the waning wave benoBl:t__ew‘ﬁ:{,l u BZ?,:;%?;S ' he never you

@ deepens the curl

@ enriches the sheen

@ puts glow, brilliance, shimmering
highlights into dull, lifeless hair.

@ helps prevent dry and britfie halr.

I knew that it was coming, and 1
welcomed it. I'd know, at last. I'd
know, finally and forever, whether I
could live with David for the rest of
my life—and love him.

Make your beauty shop appoint- “But—I love you so much. Oh, Sally
ment for a Sima Treatment now. —oh honey, darling—I love you so

For home use, Sima is sold in con. much!” His voice was a sob, and then
venient sizes at Beauty Salons, drug his arms were around me—the same
and department stores. If out of strong arms I had known before, the
stock, send $1.00 plus 25¢ to cover arms that had meant shelter and se-

Federal tax and forwarding charges curity and love, forever and forever,
for 4 oz. economy size to to me

THE SIMARKS COMPANY He held me close to him, and I re-

membered. I remembered tenderness
s40 :::::::“";"ﬂﬂ“:;"" and gentleness and passion and joy so
! great that the world could not contain

it. I remembered love.

After a moment he said, very hum-
bly, “I can't carry you in like a bride,
Sally. But—honey, will you come with
me?”

He stood up, and I rose and followed
; ] hirIn, like at sleepwalker 1‘? a dream.
Post Graduate Hospital Sehool of Nursin t was strange to waken in the
160 N. Wacker Drive  Chicage. filinsis morning and find David beside me,
where he had not been for so long.
I had only a second in which to recall
last night, and then he woke up, too,
and smiled a lazy, sleepy smile at me.
Then, I suppose, he remembered, too,
for he sat up.

“Sally—I don't know how you feel
about this, now. I suppose you could
say that I took unfair advantage of you,
trying to make you see things my way.
I don’t want to do that. You see. what
you decide 1sn’'t just for now—it’s for
always. That’'s why I don't want to
talk about it now. I'm going to the
office, and give you the whole day to
think about it. And then, tonight—
well, let's decide.”

After he had gone I lay very still

buy Beech-Nut

Gum you can bé

sure 1t has the

same quality and

A A O A A A R T T T T A e T A

fine long-lasting

flavor f;)r which
Beech-Nut has

always been

[
F—rre—

P R TR Ay R T R R R R ok ode oo e |

famous.

Also BEECH-NUT
SPEARMINT GUM in
sticks and BEECHIES . ..
delicious candy coated

gum . .. Peppermint,

Spearmint, Pepsin.

Waterpraof, shockpraof, anti-mognelic,

1% jewely, radiem dial asd hands, wun- in k_)ed, and once more I.was remems-
breakable cryvtol, stoinlets sheel Bock, bering. I was remembering David of
precision fested, long ago—it seemed a thousand years
Mo. XM §36—Small sscond hand Y3475 ago that we ﬁnell'je married—agg Bavid
5 L1 now, especially David last night, David 1 L ,
| e A H_?E .. . whose love now was _the love of g \ o —
| R i e e O e a5 a man asking a favor, a timid, plead- e b -

Write far Frae (llusiroted Bookled XM
| BELL WATCH COMPANY Keep the Cost of Living Down— L TRAML
| Tirew-Life Bldg.. Fackaleller Contue, Mew Tork 20, 0.Y. I’ay Taxes Willingly ,




90

WHAT EVERY MOTHER
SHOULD KNOW
ABOUT L AXATIVES:

Forcing a child
to take a harsh,
bad-tasting laxa-
. tive is such need-
Less, old-fashioned punishment! A
medicine that's 100 strong will often
leave a child feeling worse than before$

__ R -

s are

Too M-

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 gentlel

[X-/#X s
he Herey

o Meclion !

L—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. 10c and 25¢ at all drug stores.

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE
WHEN YOU HAVE A €COLD —

Don't dose yourself with harsh, upsetting purgatives. Take
Ex-Lax! It's thoroughly eflective, but kind and gentle.

As a precaution use only as directed

The Original
= Chocoiated Laxative

ing love so different from the passion
that had claimed all of my mind and
my heart and my body, long ago.

I knew that I still couldn’t face it.
I couldn’t face life forever with David,
and I couldn’t face telling him. I was
a coward, and like all cowards, I would
take the easy course. I would run
away.

Even now, I don’t like to talk about
those days. I don’t like to remember
how brave 1 felt, packing a bag, leav-
ing a note, going down to the train.
I don’t like to remember that note and
the things it said about not being sure,
about wanting time to make up my
mind, free of the influence of seeing
David all the time . . . just as if it
were only I who mattered, as if David
were some sort of pawn in a game of
life I was playing.

I went to Richardsville, where the
radio parts plant was, and I got a job
grinding crystals. I knew that David
would leave me alone, would let me
find my own way out, and that he
would make my parents leave me
alone, too. )

For a while 1 felt like a martyr,
working harder than I had ever
thought possible, putting off thinking
about the future, as I had always put
it off, making a new existence for my-
self, built on the ruins of a marriage
that I had destroyed, a love that I
had killed. But after a while I stopped
feeling like a martyr, because I began
to like the work, to enjoy doing some-

‘thing skillful with my hands—those

hands that had done so little that was
useful in the world.

And so all was well with my selfish
little world, until one night. The night
when, sick and dizzy with disbelief,
I listened to the company doctor tell
me that I was going to have a baby. I
hardly heard his words, kindly and
sympathetic. ‘‘There’s nothing physi-
cally wrong with you, you know. You
can go on working for quite a while yet.
Just take good care of yourself. Here’s

Alice Reinheart, of Life Can Be
Beautiful and The O'Neills, is a
hard-working staff member of CDYO.

WHAT'S
THE
TROUBLE ?

Many people needlessly suffer the itch-
ing, soreness and distress of simple
piles or hemorrhoids. Unguentine
Rectzl Cones, made by the makers of
famous UNGUENTINE, help to bring
quick relief ... help guard against in-
fection and promote healing.

Unguentine Rectal Cones are Easy to
use .. . Sanstary . . . Inexpensive. If you,
do not get prompt relief, consult your
physician. Money-back guarantee.

UNGUENTINE
RECTAL CONES

>
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A NORWICH PRODUCT

YOUR HOSPITAL AND DOCTOR BILLS PAID !

POLICY PAYS

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT Hospitel Expenses for
ickn:

Don’t allow Hospitolization {beginning 7th doy)

expense 10 ruin your life sav. or Accident up ta

Ings. Insure NOW...REFORE | $5 40 .00

'S TOO LATE | In case of
unexpected sickness or ac-
¢ident you may go to any

Doctor Expenses for
Accident up to

Hospital In sthe U. 5. or $

Canado. under any Doctor's 1 3 S 'oo
Care. Your expenses will be | LossofTime from Work
puihd Ph} strict  occordonce s up to

with Policy provisions. Indi.

vidual ar entire fomily 3°o'o°
eligible {to age 70) Accidental Death
agent will call. $ ‘ Ooo.oo

WarCovarogs & other

MAIL COUPON AT ONCE valvable benefits.

NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE
Dept. MC45-4, Wilmington, Del.

Plcq’u send me, without obligotion, details about
your “3¢ A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan’.




¥ Gas Bt
Ruins Your Day
Hene 15 Help.

DO YOU SUFFER WITH GAS from one meal to
the next? Does it ruin your day—affect your work

——make. you feel mean and irritable? If so, try
KONJOLA. Sluggish digestion often promotes the
accumulation of gas in one's intestimal tract, and
bowe! sluggishness may help to hold gas inside to
torment one with awful bloating. So KON|OLA
acts in 3 ways to help ease gas misery. Some of the
herbs tend to ease gassiness; some of its ingredients
help sluggish digesticn; and other herbs mildly help
to open constipated bowels and release gas. Many
users write their thanks and gratitude for the satis-
factory results it produces. when you feel
bloated *‘clear through"—when your stomach ex-
pands, infestines swell and bowels “balloon” way
out, when your days are miserable and your sleep
at night is disturbed, due to gas accumulating from
slow digestion and sluggish bowel action, try this
medicine and see what relief it can give. Be sure
you get genuine KONJOLA Medicine, and take
exactly as directed on the package. KONJOLA
is sold at all Drug Stores-on a strict guaran-
tee of money back from the makers
if not completely satisfied with re-
sults from first bottle.
SEND FOR SAMPLE

If you have never used Konjola,
you can test its help for you by
sending 10¢ for trial sample te
KONJOLA, 6520 Selma Ave .
Los Angeles 28, California.

Give
Your Feet An
Ice-Mint Treat

Get Happy, Cooling Relief For

Burning Callouses—Put Spring In Your Step

Don’t groan about tired; burning feet. Don't
moan about callouses, Get busy and give them an
Ice-Mint treat. Feel the comforting, svothing cool-
ness of Ice-Mint driving out fiery burning . . .
aching tiredness. Rub Ice-Mint over those ugly
bard old corns and callouses, as directed. See how
white, cream-like Ice-Mint helps soften them up.
Get foot happy today the Ice-Mint way. Your

druggist has Ice-Mint.
&

ARMS SORE
BACK ACHE

Get Sayman Liniment from your druggist
and-massage on gently. Goes to work FAST.,
Helps to loosen “tight’” muscles, ease pain,
reduce soreness, You'll say there’'s nothing
better for muscular aches, pains, stiffness
and soreness due to local congestion caused
by exposure, fatigue or over-exertion, Only
60c at any drug counter.

Made by the Makers of SAYMAN SALVE

AR T

a diet list, and I'm going to give you
a prescription for caleium, and . . ."”
Never, in all my life, had I ever
thought of having a baby. Babies were
things that-came of a normal marriage,
of a happy home—babies were things
that settled women had, women who
were through with gaiety and dancing
and the fun of youth. I don’t know what
to say in excuse for that, except per-
haps that I had never grown up my-
self; I was still a child, still as ill-
equipped as a child to face reality.
But I grew up. I grew up in my mind
and in my heart, along with the
changes that were taking place in my
body during the next two months.
Fear and despair—the things I felt
when the doctor told me I was going
to have a baby—turned to joy and
pride in a little while. A baby can do
that to a woman, especially to a wo-
man who is alone in a strange city.
I felt as if I had somehow performed
a small miracle, something just a bit
more wonderful than anyone else had
ever managed before me, 1 was going
to have a baby. I could buy flannel,
yards of it, and make wrappers, and
feather-stitch them down the front.
1 could crochet a sweater and a cap,
maybe, and go shopping for a bassinet.
And suddenly one night as I sat in
my room, I knew that I mustn’t be
alone, any longer. I couldn’t be. This
was the sort of secret that must be
shared. I must ask Mother to teach me
to feather-stitch and crochet. I must
talk to my friends who had babies of
their own., Most of all, best of all, I
must have David beside me when
went shopping for that bassinet.
I got up out of my chair and ran

" | into the hall. Now, right now, I'd go

down to the phone and call David.
I'd ask him—not tell him, but ask
him—if I could come home.

I was whistling as I rounded the
bend in the dark, narrow hallway at
the stop of the stairs—whistling a
fragment of a song my Dad used to
sing to me—when it_happened. How
I still don’t know. Perhaps my heel
caught in the hem of my slacks, All
I know is that suddenly the dim bulb
of the landing below was spiraling up
to meet me, that the thick roundness
of the newel post was straight ahead,
and I was falling—{falling to the sound
of a high, thin scream that must have
been my own.

The first thing I remember after that
is opening .my eyes, and seeing the
doctor’s face above me, and around
him the white, sterile cleanliness of
a hospital room. I felt torn apart and
put together again,

“The baby?” I meant it to be a
guestion, but it came out a croaking
whisper.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Don’t worry
—just go to sleep.” But I could see it
in his face, and in the face of the nurse
behind him. 1 knew.

I was crying with my face buried
in the pillow when® David came in—
crying as I hadn’t realized that I knew
how to cry, so that I didn’t hear him
open the door, didn't realize that he
was there until the tap-tap of the
crutches told me. And even then I
couldn’t turn my face up to his.

But his arms were there—the same
strong arms that had meant shelter
and, security and love to me once.
There was strength in him, I realized
then, such ‘as would never know.

“Sally—honey, don’t cry. There’s so

Don’t Buy Rationed Goods
Without Stamps

If Your Daughter Has
Just Married

SHE SHOULD KNOW
CERTAIN VITAL FACTS!

New, More Convehient _
Feminine Hygiene Way Gives
Continuous Action fg: 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 donot
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 prepqred
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
tigsues, Zonitors spread a protective
coating and kill germs instantly on
contact, Deodorize by actually dé-
stroying odor, instead of temporarily
masking it. Give continuous action
for hours. All druggists have Zonitors.

= ———-FREE BOOKLET-————

il this coupon for revealing hooklet. of
rpi-‘to—da:c fa&: Sent postpaid in plain
envelope. Zonitors, Dept. 7429-E,370 Lex- l
ington Ave., New Vork 17, N. Y.
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April—the month of. goy, Spring fiai
when hands should Ee their lovaliag
complete your well-groomed look. Use Sal-
skin to keep your hands softer, smaother,
whiter than you ever dreamed. Takes only
a moment to apply. Convince yourself by
asking for the Sofskin courtesy application
ot your beauty salon or casmetic counter.

SOFSKIN
for Lot fans

in the Black and Gold Jars .

35¢, 804, $1.00 Sixei
SOFSKIN COMPANY, FINDLAY, OHIO

You Can Get
Quick Relief From
Tired Eyes

MAKE THIS SIMPLE_TEST TODAY

.. J
EYES OVERWORKED? Just put two drops of
Murine in each eye. Right away you feel it
start tocleanseand soothe your eyes.You get——

v :j-r
| e B d
QUICK RELIEF! Murine’s 7 scientifically
blended ingredients quickly relieve the dis-
comfort of tired, burning eyes. Safe, gentle
Murine helps thousands—Iet it help you, too.

URINE;
Vit EYES

much ahead, that we haven't time two
look back, even for a moment, at the
past. We've got lost time to make up,
darling. There's all of life left for us
—love and—and more babies—and us.
There’s all that, if—if you want it .. .”
I remembered then something that
he had said to me that last night at
home. Sally, I know I seem like only
half a husband to you .
Shelter . . . security . . . love. 1
wanted those things. Those are the
only things a woman needs, and I had
tossed them away, unthinking. And
now they had been brought back to
me, like a % ecious gift, offered with-
out reproach. David had been a hus-
band, always—it was I who had been
only half a wife.
. “Oh, David,” I cried, and I meant
it from the bottom of my heart. “David,
David—take me home!”

. .

John J. Anthony symbolizes to those who
have problems which seem too great for
solution, a kindly, intelligent, sympathetic
listener. That is the purpose of the Good
Will Hour. Mr. Anthony is an able domes-
tic relations counsellor as well os o humani-
tarion, so that his advice combines authen-
ticity with common senss. For drama that
is exciting and heart-warming because it is
true. listen to the Good Will Hour, Sundays
at 10:15 P. M. EWT, aver Mutual.

Don’t Give My Love
Away
Continued from page 49

warm and crisp from - the mangle.

The nurse came in again—she was a
busier nurse and couldn’t give time to
save our feelings and reassure us as
the one at the infirmary had—and said,
“They've taken Mr. McKenzie to his
room—"

Mr. Chalmers was on his feet as
quickly as I was. The nurse looked
at me. “I believe he’s calling for you,
Miss Merrill.”

“Oh,” I gasped, “can I see him?” I
was already half way out the door.

She shook her head. “Not yet. He's
still under drugs. The doctor says he
would not know you now. Just wait—"

She disappeared.

“It was my fault,” Mr. Chalmers be-
gan abruptly. “I should have known
that he had to have trained assistants
to bring it off. I--"

“It isn't your fault, really,” I said
rapidly, urgently. “You were all over-
worked, but you did your best. I any-

-body is to blame, I mean if anybody has

really done wrong and deserved blame,
it was—"'

I stopped. For Paul had come into
the room. And he was looking at me
in a way that made my halting, inco-
herent confession quite unnecessary. In
his deeply shadowed brown eyes was
an accusation so much clearer that any-
one could read it.

Those others did, I thought. They
looked at Paul’s haggard face and then
at me, and it seemed to me that horror
came into their faces, very different
from the shock and bitterness that had
been there before. They saw my deeper
guilt, the moral sin of taking another
person's life in my hands and shaping
it-to my own mortal plans—a guilt that
washed away any technical mistake of
theirs made by nervous hands or tired,
harried brains.

J""‘_-_ __ ___. . - H._-—‘-‘x\' "
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CUTTING CUTICLE? |

=when it's so easy to keep ,[
cuticle trim with Trimal |

The safe, gentle way to remove |
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Paul said, “The doctor said you are
to go to his room.”

He said it reluctantly and for a fleet-
ing moment I wondered if that was part
of the reason for the accusation in his
eyes: the knowledge that Chris wanted
to see me and had not asked for him.

But no. Paul was too fair and just
for that. And I deserved the accusa-
tion utterly. It bore me down even as
I hurried to the room. My feet were
almost running but my heart dreaded
getting there. Now that I could see
Chris, I was afraid. I couldn't go
through with it.

I thought I would see Chris now. But
I did not. I saw only an outline under
the bedclothes, a head swathed in ban-
dages, and a glimpse of a face that was
like a mask, so waxy white, and so
still. His eyes were almost closed, but
not completely, so that you knew this
was no peaceful, normal sleep, and
both the lids and the deeply shadowed
hollow sockets were luminous with a
sort of shining mist.

The nurse who had led me in looked
up gquestioningly at the doctor who
stood beside the bed, and he shook his
head ever so slightly. “I thought he
might be lucid long enough, he seemed
to be trying to convey some message—"
He sighed. He was an old man and
the smile he arranged on his features
as he turned to me did not quite cover
the weary hopelessness I knew he felt.
“A little later, perhaps,” he said
vaguely.

The nurse gave me a quick little
smirk. “I'm afraid he’s slipped back
under.”

1 learned afterward how many hours
I spent in that waiting room. But the
actual time means nothing, for it had
no relation to what I went through
there. I didn’'t live, I sat through a
dream that was often a nightmare,
though not always. You can bear hor-
ror only just so long.

People came in and spoke to me and
I learned by a curious, half-conscious
concentration of one part of my mind,
how to answer intelligibly without los-
ing the train of my more important
thoughts, Those went on, those
thoughts, round and round, self-accus-
ing, frantic, desperate, then relaxing
slowly and beginning to search quite
sensibly for hope; until the hope would
come and for a while seem real to me,
and I would plan about the future al-
most happily: how I would make up
to Chris for this danger, this narrow
escape, that I had caused him, I would
r}?ak‘e up for everything I had done to

im!

Reporters telephoned and came in a
dozen times a day and all of them
talked to me, questioned me. I sup-
pose I must have spoken coherently,
for I have one of the interviews that a
national wire service used, and there
are my words printed in black and
white, But at the time I hardly knew
what I was saying.

“Is it true that Chris McKenzie was
a genius?” I remember that question,
all too well, and my answer which was
not printed in the paper.

“Chris McKenzie is a genius,” I told
the boy quietly.
“Of course,

rally—"

I went on, “Chris has always been
able to take things in his hands and
understand instinctively what makes
them work, how to make them work

I didnt mean—natu-
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better.
These things were not mine to tell.
“You should ask his brother, Paul” I
said. “He was the one who did every-
thing to develop his talent, gave him
}e)very advantage. Have you talked to

im?

The reporters looked at each other
in embarrassment. At last a stout older
man on a local paper said, “He wouldn’t
give us a thing, Miss Merrill. He said
you know all the answers where his
brother was concerned.”

I shivered, imagining the bitterness
behind that statement But I must not
show these reporters the knife-sharp
pain their second-hand comment had
sent through me. They must not guess
what lay behind Paul’s silence. I knew
how eagerly they would have seized on
that angle, and I could see their story
screaming across the headlines.

“He sacrificed a scientific career,
didn’t he " a bright red-headed glrl
asked, to take this war job?”

“He thought he could help best in
the war this way,” I told them. For
his sake I would say those words I had
said before, the words I hated now to
remember, the words that had sent him
to risk his life. “But of course,” I went
on steadily, “his education must have
proved tremendously valuable to him
in his job.”

“When this turret gets into produc-
tlon a keen, sharp-faced man asked,

il it make a real difference? I mean,
in such a spot as Gafsa where the Ger-
man .86’s tore right through our tanks
as if they were paper?”

I said, “Chris thought this was the
most important job he’d done. And
don't forget he’d changed our overhead
stud welding rate from forty to one
thousand in an eight-hour day.”

And so the headlines made a fallen
war hero of him. That was the least
I could do. And the most. Day after
day I sat there just waiting for bulletins
which became more and more pessimis-
tic. Transfusion followed transfusion
in quicker and quicker succession. Of
course Paul donated blood and begged
to give even more. Plasma from the
hospital bank was used between calls
on the volunteers from the factory.
My blood was not even the right type
to give directly to him, and it seemed
like a judgment on me.

Time after time I was called to his
room but when I went in, even if his
eyes were open, they stared at me hor-
ribly blank of recognition. I hated to
answer the nurse’s call. When it came
again on the evening of the third day
I thought I would have to tell her that
I couldn’t go through the frightful
farce again. But of course I followed
her meekly to his room.

As I approached the bed my heart
jumped and seemed to suffocate me.
This time was different! I could tell
that, though I could not have said where
the difference lay. His eyes were still
half closed, but I said qu1ckly, eagerly,
my breath coming fast, “Chris. Chris,
I'm here. It’s Sue.”

And his brown eyes opened. This
time they did not stare blankly at me.
They looked at me and they saw me.
The lips moved, just barely, but I could
sense a smile, The tears burned as
they ran down my face. I could not
speak.

The covers moved a little at his side
and the nurse drew his hand out and
laid it in mine. Then she tiptoed from
the room. I stood before the bed, my

Keep the Cost of Living Down—
Observe Ceiling Prices

Even as a child—" I broke off. |~

The sharm of youth
for the young. smartly

FOR GOOO FOAM'
al the featwres of o custom
built to fi4 -
edjusteble back . . .
sble at a fow popular price , . ,

clad gisl who wears @
Styleform Bra . .
made bra . . . detigned to Natter .. .
adjutteble shoulder straps . . .

- with

aval- |
in shimmering reyon
lustrous imported broadcloths . . . theer mar-

. dainty laces.

Festured by leading reteilers from coasi-to-cosst at $4.25 up.

Writa for the name of the store in your city
featuring Styleform Bres.

STYLEFORM FOUNDATIONS

76-8 MADISON AVENUE NEW YORK CITY
Beauhfu/

f5isTone RING
2. GIVENYY

Smart

new dain-

Pl Xty Sterling Sll\er Ring set with
o sparkling simula Birthstone cor-
rect for your bll’th date—GIVEN

salins . . .

quisettes ,

d name and nddress mdny
We  trust nu any

eel It F) )ucky to wear the T mrthul.one

GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS, Dept. E-04. Jefferson. lowa

. DoYouWant
«LONGER
this l um onyour
ayasn seeif yousre
/| renlly enioying the plenaum of attractive
c- hairthat so oftencaptures love and romance.
HAIR MAY GET LONGER Fhenscalpend

arenormal and thedry, brittle, breaking off hair
canberetarded, ithasa chanceto getlonELr and
much more besutiful. Just try the J
SVSTEM 7 dayn let your mlrror prove reaulu
Send $1.00. (If C.0 ¢ ext), Fully
gueranteed. oney baeki you rono: deligh

JUELGO 1830 Irving Park Rd., Dept. A-610, Chicago i3. I,

KIDNEYS
MUST REMOVE
EXCESS ACIDS

Help 15 Miles of Kidney Tubes
Flush Out Poisonous Waste
If youhave an excess of acids in your tlood, your 13
miles of kidney tubes may be over-worked. These tiny
filters and tubes are working day nnd n éht to help
Nature rid your system of excess acids poisonous
waste.
When disorder of kidney function permits poison-

ou.s matter to remain in your bl +it may cause nag-

backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep

energy, getti up mghm, swelling, puffinesa
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or
Ecanty Eamages with smerting and burning some-
times shows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.

(ﬁxeya may need help the same as bowels, sg ask
your druggist for Doan’s Pills, used successfull 1‘Y 5

ons for over 40 years. They give hanpy relief an
will help the 15 miles of kidney tubes Sush out poison~-
ous waste from your blood. Get Doan's Pills.




JIM, | KNOW FROM
EXPERIENCE, GET PAZO!

A

MART

Don't just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of
simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relicf to
millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relict.

How PAZO Ointment Works
1. Soothes inflamed arcas—relicves pain and itching. 2. Lu-
bricates hardencd, dried parts—helps prevenr cracking
and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed-
ing. 4. Provides a quick and casy method of application.

Special Pile Pipe for Easy Application
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile
Pipc, making application simple and thorough. {Some
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, s0
PAZO is also made in suppository form.)
Get Relief with PAZO Ointment}
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and
the soothing, blesscd rclief it gives for simple piles. Get
PAZO ointment from your druggist today!
The Grove Laboratories, Ine., St Lovis, Mo.

10 DRESSES 3

Used Clothin:
n our opini
avallable at t
of these o:

)]
lon, these are ghe best dresses

your order now.

other clothing bargains for everybody.
Tilustrated Catolog Free
NATIONAL SALES CO., Dept, AH
365 Sutter Ave.. Brooklyn 12, N. Y.

" bring prompt re
. 3-Pain Pills can us-
B Ml dache. S mple NeurS,:. Ther
t Al
cular Pains or :_‘{",',‘,.‘.:h and they LML K300 piots
do Dot O 1em? 28 tabl
,o[uoO. Read direction® £
slu'a Laboratories, boc-.

1SCALY SHIN TROUBLE)

#DERMOIL

Prove it yourself no matter
how long you have suffered
or what you have trled.

A b @
MAKE THE ONE

amazing, truc -
graphlc proof of results
scnt FREE. Write for it.
Don’t mistake ma L
for the stubborn, uTy
embar ing scaly skin
disease Psoriasie. AN"IY
non-staining Dermoil. P
‘Thousands do for BCaly
apo o body or Scalp.
rateful users, often afier
ears of suffering. report
he scales havea ollile,mthe >
adually SA)
the thrill ul‘: clear skin again. Dermoll e
y many doctors and i2 backed by a8 positive agree.
efinite benechit in 2 weeks Or money is re-
i 1] uéstion. Send 10c (stamps of coln) for
enerous trial bottle to make our famous “*One Spot Test'’,
est 1t yourseif. sults ma; s€ you. Write today for
your test_bottle. y as directed. Print name
glain!y. Don't delsy. S
tores and other leadin:
Bax S47, Northwestern

peared a2nd

eyes holding his. His lips moved again.
No sound came, but I knew he was
trying to speak. I bent over. ‘“Yes,
Chris? Do you want to tell me some-
thing?”’

His hand pressed mine faintly. My
cheek went against his and he sighed
deeply, as if in content. We stayed that
way long minutes before he spoke. Then
he said one word: “Happy.”

The tears came flooding and ran over
both our cheeks pressed there together
on the pillow. “I'll be happy,” I said,
“when you are well”

He moved his head a fraction of an
inch and I felt denial in the movement.
He said, “No. I...you made me happy.
See?”

I nodded, too glad for speech. But
he was not satisfied. “It’s been—great,”
he said, his eyes imploring me to under-
stand. “Wonderful . . . the work . . .
you .. ."

His breath was coming in terribly
quick shallow gasps. Each word cost
him terrific effort.

“Chris, don't try to talk any more
now. You can tell me later.”

Again I felt the movement of denial.
“Now,” he said, and his lips seemed to
smile almost in apology. “You must
know ... be sure. ... It was right, see?”

“I see,” I told him, but I don't believe
I did see.

“It was living,” he gasped. “Worth

. . anything. . . .”

HIS voice caught and stopped on a
choking gasp. But his smile did not
fade, and for an instant it was brilliant,
almost merry, happier than I had ever
seen it in all the times we had been
together, happier than when he was
boyishly boasting about his work, hap-
pier even than dancing. . ., . For a flash-
ing instant I knew with absolute cer-
tainty that he had told me the truth:
those months at the factory had been
right, had been wonderful, had been
worth—anything—

I dared not say the word he had not
said. For a moment I could put away
the thought, postpone it as he had.

But only for a moment. His gasps
for breath became quicker, more pain-
ful, agonizing. His smile seemed about
to fade. I held tight to his hands, I
cried out his name, “Chris!” And my
eyes clung to his as if I could hold him
in this world by our locked gaze. But
slowly, while he was still looking at
me, the light and the knowledge went
out of his eyes. The smile stayed and
he looked young and sweeter than I
had ever known him.

The nurse came hurrying in, glanced
at him, biting her lip, reached for a
hypodermic needle and then dropped
it slowly back into the drawer, shak-
ing her head. She took his hand, held
her finger on his wrist only a moment
and replaced it under the covers. I
realized that the doctor had been there
for some moments before I saw the
almost imperceptible shrug of his old
shoulders as he came to me. He took
my arm. “I think you'd better come
outside now. We have done all we
could.”

Perhaps words like that are com-
forting to some women who have lost
their men. But the doctor did not know
how ironically they rang through my
whole being.

For the faith Chris had given me in
that moment had been wiped out by
the awful minutes that succeeded it.
My guilt had come back, multiplied a
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-agonies in concentration both at the

thousand times by the sight of his |
death. I had killed him. And without
even giving him my love. Strangely,
that was the most painful part of my
thoughts now., The knowledge that—
Ll!tentionally or not—I had deceived

im. .

I did not go to the funeral, I knew
Paul would hate to have me there. I
sat in my room in a sort of wild, still
panic. I couldn't stay here. I must go
somewhere. I must run away.

The factory was opening a branch in
Martinsville, over a hundred miles
away. I could not give up my war
work, of course, but I could be trans-
ferred to that new town. I could start
life over, leave all this behind me.

It was when I was on my way to the
Personnel Office to ask for the change
that I knew I could never leave this
behind me. I knew I could not go.

I was living over that other day, the
day I had gone to that same office to
ask to have my hours changed so that I
could study chemistry at night. I re-
membered as clearly as if it were hap-
pening again, how Paul’s face had lit
up with interest when I told him I
wanted to make science my life work.
He had really cared.

Well, there was only one thing to
do. I had no choice, I had to do my
part to help take the place of Chris who
had died—and I had to do it in two
places, the factory and the school where
Paul had sent him to study.

And so for lonﬁ months I flung my-
self into my work, forgot my personal

plant and at the school.

It was nearly five months before I
had the strength to do what I must
have known all along, beneath my
frantic concentration on my work, that
I must do. I must see Paul. I must
tell him that he was right, that the
accusation I had seen in his eyes was
true. I had the feeling that it would
somehow relieve his grief if the blame
could be placed, openly and beyond
argument, on my shoulders. An outlet
for his anger might soothe his pain.

I shall never forget Paul’s face as he
opened the door of his apartment that
night. I waited as his eyes focused
and registered my presence, and I
dreaded seeing them light up with the
awful fierce angry brilliance that had
been in them before.

But what I saw made me stumble
back, actually in fear. Because, for a
minute, I thought he could not be
sane. For he was smiling.

Yes. His firm, sculptured lips had
curved in a smile of gentle sweetness,
and in his eyes was a light—not bril-
liant and intense as when I had seen
him first—but soft, luminous. That
was what frightened me, I suppose. We
are not prepared in this world for peo-
ple to give forgiveness and sympathy
when they have been mortaily hurt.

He said, “Come in. Come in, Sue.”
He took my hand and led me into the
apartment which even in my preoc-
cupation I saw was a place made beau-
tiful by Paul’s taste and his person-

ality. “I had planned to call you,” he
went on quietly. “I have something to
tell- you.”

Even then his words made me ap-
prehensive. Surely anything he had to
say to me would be something to dread.
He must have seen how I felt, for with-
out a word he poured me a glass of
sherry from a decanter on a black wal-
nut sideboard and brought it to me.
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No malter what hair tints you may
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How to get instant
relief from painful
pressure and remove corn

®Home-paring corns ge(s only the fop, usually
leaves the core behind. Instead, get Blue-Jay!

It works 2 ways: 1, the soft pad gives instant
relief from pressure pain; then the medication
loosens the corn, so it can be removed —with
the hard core. Get Blue-Jay at any
toilet goods counter today!

BLUE:JAY 5%

VAUER & BLALK o Division of The Kendall Company
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Don’t Disappear
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for big Improvement {n the morning. In a few
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clearer, whiter, smoother looking skin. Sold on
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Paris, Tenn., for regular 50c jar, 3
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After my throat had relaxed he said,
quietly, “Sue, did you know? The
first shipment of the new safety closure
turrets went off today.” .

Again I could only stare at him.
There was no bitterness in his voice or
his face.

I saidy; “But that isn’t enough, Paul.
Maybe somebody else could have
worked out that device. I had no right
to send him to his death!” i

“You didn’t,” he said. ‘“You sent him
to the first life he had ever had. Even
six months of living, of doing the job
for which he knew he was fitted, of
achieving something—well, it was
something—was worth dying for—"

I looked at him amazed, remembering
when Chris, in almost the same words,
had told this to me. But no one else
had heard.

“Paul,” I said slowly. “How did you
know? Did Chris—"

He was shaking his head., “Chris
never asked for me. But I know. I
am absolutely certain.”

How weak my faith had been! Chris
had told me, but except for that flash-
ing moment I had not believed. Paul,
without being told, had known.

I couldn’t speak. I just stared into
Paul’s thin, ardent face, his serious dark
eyes, and I knew that he had come to
his knowledge after a long, passionate
struggle. He had had to fight all the
dreams and hopes and certainties of his
life before he could come to that knowl-

edge. .

As if he knew what I was thinking,
he said, “It wasn't easy. I was stub-
born. I had tied up my whole life to
one goal, and when that was taken
away from me I thought there was
nothing left. That showed me how
selfish I had been—"

“Selfish!”

He raised a hand to silence me. “Yes,
selfish. It took me quite a while to see
that. But sacrificing yourself for some-
body else can be—in some queer twisted
way—the most selfish thing anyone can
do. Trying to make your own dreams
come true at someone else’s expense.
And probably the worst injustice I
could have done all three of us was
giving him the girl I loved.”

He stopped there, but not ashamed,
not embarrassed. We sat looking di-
rectly into each other’s eyes, both of us
searching, both of us incredulously
finding what we searched for.

It was a strange scene of betrothal.
For that locking gaze was our only em-
brace. We did not even touch each
other’s hands that day. Wedid notspeak
of the future, of our marriage. I think it
was enough for both of us, after what
we had suffered, just to rest at last in
the knowledge of the haven to which
our tortuous paths had finally led us.
And then, very quietly, our voices not
%oyful, but full of peace, we said good-

ye.

We have come very slowly into our
happiness, Paul and I. At first, with
all his passion, I wondered how Paul
could ever throw off the shadow of the
loss of what had been his whole life.
But now he has been granted the one
gift that could free him: another life
to shape and guide, a chance to atone
with his wisdom in cherishing his own
child, for the mistakes he made with
Chris. And in that prospect we are
sharing the final glorious fulfillment of
our marriage.
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Keep the Cost of Living Down—
Observe Ceiling Prices
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try giving kim Ovaltine
SCIENCE has proved there are certain food

elements everyone needs for health. If there
aren’t enough of them in a child’s food, serious
things happen, suck as poor appetite—faulty
nerves, bad teeth—pechaps worse! Stunted
growth, soft bones, defective eyesight.

Ovaltine supplies food elements frequently
deficient in ordinary diets. Three glasses
daily, made with milk as directed, provide
a child’s full minimum requirement of ap-
petite Vitamin B, Vitamins A, D and G, and
Minerals Calcium, Phosphorus and Iron—also
supply niacin, pantothenicacid, pyridoxine. In
addition it provides the basic food substances
—complete proteins to build muscle, nerve
and body cells—high-energy foods for vitality
and endurance. It thus acts as an insurance
against food deficiencies that retard appetite
and normal growth.

So—if your child eats poorly, hates vege-
tables, or is thin and nervous, turn to Ovaltine.

OVALTINE

PWHIALING SPRAY
SYRINGE

New 11-Minute
Shampoo Washes
Hair Shades
Lighter Safely

This special shampoo helps
keep l?gﬂt:u hair from dark-
ening — brightens faded
blonde hair. Called Blondex,
its rich cleansiag lather in-
stantly removes the dingy
film that makes hair dark

old-looking. Takes only 11

minutes at home. Gives
hair lustrous highlights.
Safe for children. Get
Blondex at 10c, drug and
deparument stores.
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ROM one woman to another, flies

eager, delighted praise of Resinol
Soap and Resinol Ointment.

For every-day skin cleansing, the
mild, flufy, easy-rinsing lather of
Resinol Soap is preferred because its
action is so thorough, yet gentle. It
leaves skin smoother, softer, linger-
ingly refreshed. Fine for tender skin.

Applied to a chafed place, patch
of eczema, little pimply spot, or
similar irritation, externally caused—
soothing, medicated Resinol Oint-
ment relieves the itchy burning, and
s0 speeds up naturzl healing.

At all druggists. Buy aow. Use freely.
Send This Valuable Coupen Today
Resinol, Dept. MG-3, Balto-1, Md.
For enclosed 10c please send me a sample each

of Resinol Soab and Oint ¢, also a C
little Hollywood Stocking-Run Mending Kit.

BOSKO

At Your Always
Next In and Out
Home 0t Self
Movie Made
Show Pranks

The littie colored fellow, mischievous. hero of fantasy.
victim of hla own ig Home
Movie Character.

Qet_These Features

50 Ft, smMM ... TR} 8 5 -$3.

IOSGI'(‘O'IM ::SSD 100 Fi. 186MM $3.00
8 .. «A  Magie Cal o

Bad Drea; BOT-A ca-lgv.!ibncl rg::e -

Show al k., 3 Monkeys, Oswa it _and

5 €]
Mickev Mouse Cartoon festures to make a perfect HOME
MOVIE evenling. o
See At Your Photo Dealers or Order Direct.
Catalra and Prices on Request. Write to—

HOLLYWOOD FILM ENTERPRISES, INC.

6060 Sunset Bivd. Dept, 120.C Ho.lywood 28, Calif.
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LIGHT BROWN to BLACK -

Gives a natural, youthful

appearance. Easy to use in the clean

privacy of your home; not greasy; will not

rub off nor interfere with curling. For 35

years millions have used it with complete
satisfaction. $1.35 for sale everywhere.

. ——————= FREE SAMPLE—=w—=—— -

{ BROOKLINE CHEMICAL CO. MCe-44
79 Sudbury Sireet, Boston, Mass.
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" | GIVE ORIGINAL HAIR COLOR !

FARR’S ror cray HaIR
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Waiting for You
Continued from page 44

as the train pulled in and Blane helped
me up the steps. We were laughing,
because suddenly this prosaic business
trip had become a holiday, an excur-
sion. In East Grove we_ call Pittsburgh
“The City.” For us, it's a place of
theaters and big stores, hotels and night
clubs, excitement and romance.

The City lived up to its reputation,
that weekend. Once more I was Den-
nie Ray—single, only nineteen, clothed
in the warm admiration and gallantry
of a man. We worked on the train,
yes—Blane dictated until we reached
Pittsburgh—but after that we stopped
being boss and secretary. We went, as
a matter of course, to the bi%ges@ and
best hotel, and had a leisurely dinner
there, while an orchestra played softly
from behind a screen of palms. It was
after ten when we'd finished.

“I'll be out at the plant all day to-
morrow,” Blane said. “Of course, I
suppose we could catch a train back
to East Grove tomorrow night—"

He hesitated, on a questioning note,
the shadow of a smile on his lips.

“Or,” he went on smoothly, “we
could stay over until Sunday, and en-
joy ourselves tomorrow night. In fact,”
he said with decision, “I think that's
what we'd better do, if you haven't
any objections.”

His eyes, boldly, dared me to offer
any. “No,” I said. “No objections.”
. but sometimes danger
beckons sweetly.

SO I found a use for the evening dress
I'd smuggled into my bag. I wore
it, and the flowers Blane had sent,
when we had dinner at a French res-
taurant where the huge menus were
written out in purple ink and I learned
that pheasants really were served to
you under a big, steamy glass bell. I
wore it at the nightclub we went to
afterward, while I discovered all over
again how Blane could make the com-
mon act of dancing into something
meaningful and lovely.

It was late when we left the night-
club, but still we hated to end the
evening, and we found an all-night
lunch room where we ordered ham-
burgers and strong black coffee. And
suddenly the atmosphere between us
changed. I don’'t know why, unless it
was that Blane willed it so.

He didn't touch me, but he seemed
to. All he said, looking steadily at
me across the table, was, “You know,
Dennie—you’re very sweet.” That’s
what he said in words, but without
them he said much more, in a language
that has never needed to be spoken
aloud.

Once, swimming in the surf, I'd
measured my strength—at first in merry
defiance, then suddenly in panic—
against the current that would have
swept me out to sea. It was like that
now. Now, as then, all power seemed
to leave me. I'd gone too far from
shore—I could never get back. I could
only surrender myself to the gentle,
all-embracing pull of the tide, let it
take me wherever it willed.

Only for a moment, an instant that
couldn’t be measured—then the panic
was gone, and the lassitude, and I was
serenely aware, just as I'd been that
time in the sea, of my own ability to
fight back against the current and
master it. Blane was nothing, and the
pull he exerted on me was nothing—
nothing but primitive instinct. I loved
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“Boy. what she can do
to coffee in her VACU.
LATOR! The tastingest,
flavorest, most dee-li-
cious drink you ever set
parched lips to! Mama
—just keep that VACU.
LATOR brewing ‘til I'm
home again.

P.S.: You'll find VACU.
LATOR at better stores
everywhere.
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GULASE

REDUCE-This Common Sense Way

It you sre overwelght send for Sylvis of Holiywood's 128
pa‘fe illustrated book No More Alibls and lesrm how to
reduce ugly fat quickly snd ssfely. Only 28¢ postpsid,
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LEG SUFFERERS

‘Why contlnue to suffer without attempte
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—**THE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE.” It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Soree. Liepe Methods
used whtle you walk. More than 40 years of
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dorsed by multitudes. FREE
LIEPE METHODS. 3288 N.Green Bay Ave., BOOKLET
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ALL VEGETABLE
HAIR REMOVER

No chemicals. No dangerous sulphides. No odor. Noheat-
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pot off. Use on face arma. legs, eic. ck. '

SAFE| Positively NON-IRRITATING.%‘HW for FREE

TRIAL OFFER of ADIEU Halr Remover today.
FOUR STAR PRODUCTS CO.

£513 Hollywooa 8ivd.. Dept.D-100, Hollywood 28,Callf,

g} “Before and After” ¢

Read this ncw book about Plastle
Reconstruction. Vells .how easy
it Is for noses to be shaped—
protruding ears, thitk lip
wrinkles, and signs of age
corracted. Also eloft pal-
ate. hare-lip and ‘pendu-
laus breasts, Plastie Surgery
explained, Elaborate Ilustrations.
125 pages. Only 25¢ — mail coln or stamPs. Glennvite
Publishers 313 Madison Ave. Dept.aa.4, Nsw York 17, N.Y.

Theres No Excuse For
B CHY SKIN/

with KREMOLA aid!. ERE.
1s 3 medicated M.D. formula.
especially for pimples, blackheads and
— muddy skin. Gentiy hastens Temoval of
old cuiicle, revealing fresh skin. After others fall—put
KREMOLA to the test. Ladles will envy, gentlemen will
admire. At drugglsts or write KREMOLA, Dept. MAC-4,
2975 9. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, IIl. Send $1.25 for 2
oz. jar, plus 10% tax, or 20c for generous purse sample.
for datly powdernase. Use only as directed.

WELCOME RELIEF FROM

ASTHMATICarracks

Clear it
MOLA

 For more than 75 years, peo-
ge have relied upon Dr.Guild's

REEN MOUNTAINASTH-
MATIC COMPOUND to get
welcome relief from asthmatic
misery. 24 cigarettes, only 50f.
Powder, 25¢ and $1.00 at nearly
all drug stores. Write today for
FREE SAMPLE. The J. H.
Guild Co., Dept. D-8, Rupert,
Vermont. Use only as directed
on package.

BRUSH AWAY

GRAY

HAIR

o M‘M lo i A
YEARS YOUNGER <&

® Now. at home. you can quickly and easlly tint telltale
gtresks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush
does {t—or your mone¥ back. Used for 30 years by thou-
gands of women (men, too)—Brownatone is guaranteed
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent 18
purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—
does not wash out. Just brush or comb It in. One appllca-
tlon imparts desired color. Simply retouch A8 Rew gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair.
60c and $1.65 (5 times ns much) at drug or tollet countera
oD a money-back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today.

Mike, and my love for him was stronger
than any brief impulse, stronger than
selfish desire.

I smiled —1lightly, pleasantly.
“Sweet?” I said. “Maybe—but never
after three o’clock in the morning.”
I picked up my evening bag, to show
that it was time to leave,

Blane's face went perfectly blank.
Why, I thought in amazement, he’d
been quite sure of himself, certain
that he’d made a conquest. I felt

. something that was half anger and

half amusement—that behind his pol-
ished manners, his air of success, he
should be so shallow.

Rather sulkily, he paid the check,
saw me to the door of my room, said
good night. As soon as the door had
closed behind him, I forgot him com-
pletely. I undressed, got into bed, and
fell asleep at once.

I returned to East Grove the next
afternoon, traveling alone. There had
been a note for me at the hotel desk:
“Am spending the day with friends,
and will have to take a late train home.
See you in the office tomorrow morn-
ing.” He'd signed it B.R.—the signa-
ture he used in the office to okay
reports and memos. That made 1t
official, I decided. We were boss and
secretary again. And I smiled to myself.

I found out, on that ride back to East
Grove, that I had never known what
real happiness was. Not the bouncy,
bubbly kind of happiness that comes
when you're out for a good time, but
the peaceful inner content which goes
with windows shut against a rainstorm
and a fire crackling on the hearth.
This I had never had—until now.

Nothing had really changed, vet
everything had changed. Mike was
still away from me, and he was still
Mike, with all his jealousy. His mother
was still in the apartment, ready to
watch and report on me. All that
didn’t matter. Somehow, I was sure
it didn’t. It just wasn’t important. I
could handle it.

1 came into the apartment when

Raymond. Your Host of CBS' Satur-
day Inner Sanctum Mystery—in real
life he is Raymond Edward Johnson.

Bouquets for
Blondes.-

With Hair that is Gloriously Goldent

s Men's eyes follow
admiringly...women's
eyes enviously . . . hair
which hasthat lustrous
“spun-gold” look. But
} if your hair is streaked,
| straw-colored ‘or over-
bleached, it turns away
compliments and spoils
yourwholeappearance.
Play safe! Entrust
your glorious blonde-
ness to Marchand’s
Golden Hair Wash. Its
improved formula will never betray you!
Painstakingly developed by experts in hair
care, the new Marchand’s Golden Hair Wash
is easier than ever to apply and is complete
in itself for use at home. And remember,
with Marchand’s, you yourself can control
the exact degree of lightness you desire.
Use Marchand’s to make blonde

hair

blonder or to give dark or red hair more
lightness, more brightness. You can get a
bottle at any drug counter. Try it today!

Made by the Makers of Merchand's “Make-Up” Hair Rinse

STERLING SILVER
BIRTHSTONE RING

On/y 98c

Ladies| Wear this lovely ring set
with your very own Imitation
Birthstone. Genulne dterling
Sllver shank in asmart, new,
beautiful design is sdjustable—
will fit any size finger. Satlsfae-
tion guaranteed or Money baek.
Act now! War conditions may
make it Impossible to duplicate
this sensational offer for many
months to come. 1

SEND NO MONEY

Just name and month you were born
Pay tostman 08¢ only plus fow pennier

ntage for one ring or $1.60 (of two Fings,
mlno s_Merchandise Mart, Drt. A
500N.Dearborn$1., Chicago 10,11,

Select Your Very Own
imitation Birthstone

(January....Garnet

Ocrober....
[Novembe
December . Zireo:

Rozlrcon
-ldl: Bepphire
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SEE HOW BLEMISHES
VANISH FROM SIGHT!
Don'tlet a blotchy skin wreck
your good looks. Just smooth
on HIDE-IT — used safely by
millions == to conceal pimples,

birthmarks, small scars, etc.
IDEAL FOR POWDER BASE

Get HIDE-IT in a shade to

match your skin tone. (Light,

Medium, Rachelle, Brunette,
Suntan). Largejar, $1 at Drug
and Department Stores.
Purse size at 10c counters,

T gl
f"(innrumad hy.i*&
Good Housekeeping

oy, e L)

99



100

YA
./

Staying home with a Spring CHEST
COLD is no holiday! Get right after
hubby’s miserable cold symptoms with
ANTIPHLOGISTINE. Apply it com-
fortably hot—as directed.

ANTIPHLOGISTINE gets *“Moist
Heat” right to the affected area for hours.
Feels good—does good! This ready-to-use
medicated poultice brings three-way relief:

o Eases that cough
9 Relieves tightness of the chest
9 Soothes sore, aching muscles

Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE early for
best results! :

alsoc Callouses, In-
grown Nails relieved.
Quick and easy, Just
rub on. Jars, 30c and
50c. At your drug-
gist. Economicall

REMOVEDBY
Your money refunded
if not satisfied. The Moss
Company, Roche‘ltu. N. Y.
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Do your lips
PASS
the KISS test?
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-;-"3 IF YOU would have his lips
i part from yours on a “"when
may 1 see you again’’ npote , , ,
don’t leave silly looking lipstick
smears on him. Play safe — use
lipstick that stays on youl/ The
new Don Juan Lipstick gives
you enticing, smooth-looking
lips for hours and hours.
Check these 4 beouly extras:
1.DOM JUAN LIPSTICK STAYS ON when
you eat, drink, kiss if used as directed.
2,100KS BETTER: No sreasy “hard"’
look, no need for constant retouching.
3. NOT DRYING OR SMEARY: Imparts appealins,
soft *'slamour’” look. No ragged lips. Creamy
$mooth — easily applied, Over 7,000,000 sold.
ASTYLE sHADES:
Try Military Red,
arich, glowing
red, acclaimed by
besuty editors.
Six other shades.

DonJuan

miLLiow DELLAR

De Juxe size $1. Refills
gﬂc. Junior Size 25c.
'ax extra. Matchin
oy

Lipstick
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late-afternpon sunshine was pouring in
at the windows and the radio was
playing softly. And it too had changed,
while remaining the same. It hadn't
welcomed me, not even once, in the
weeks since Mike left; but now it did.
The chintz-covered chairs, the green
sofa, the striped wall-paper, all seemed
to say, “We're glad you're home.”

Mom looked up from her chair, smil-
ing. “Well, Dennie,” she said, “‘did you
have a nice trip?” .

“Oh—" I didn’t want to lie, but I
had to, because .his was something
that had started before I grew up. It
would be the last lie I'd ever bother
to tell her, I resolved. “It was all
right. Just business—I wasn’t expected
to enjoy it particularly.”

“Flo Martinson,” Mom said, - “told
me you seemed to be enjoying yourself
when you started out. She wa’s at the
station and saw you with Mr, Ross.”
. The silence that followed drummed
In my ears. As if it were being dis-
solved in acid, I felt my new-found
serenity leaving me. 1 looked at her
sharp-featured little face, and I said
to myself, “Now—finally—she’s found
the weapon against me she has always
wanted.” ! :

SUPPOSE you wouldn't believe

me,” I burst out, “if I said it was all
perfectly innocent. I hardly.saw him,
except.last night. He took me dancing
—that was all. He didn’t even kiss
me_l| .

“You don’t have to tell me,” she in-
terrupted. “I'm not curious.”

In spite of everything, that made
me laugh. Hysterically, I cried, “Not
curious! When youre always asking
me where I've been and what I've
been doing—and then you say you're
not curious!”

A slow, dull red crept into her
cheeks. She looked at me and then
away again, and her shoulders hunched
up and together, as if she were cold.

“Well—maybe I have been,” she said
at last, painfully. “In fact—yes, Dennie,
I know I have. I'm sorry.

I put my hand on the back of a
nearby chair, to steady the room’s dizzy
spinning. It wasn’t possible, it simply
wasn’t possible— .

Still with her head bent, looking at
the wrinkled hands folded in her lap,
she went on, “There isn’t much to
occupy me, you see, and I guess I
was more—I asked more questions—
than I should have. I didn’t mean any-
thing by it. I only— You and I haven't
been very good friends, Dennie, and 1
thought if I was interested in what you
were doing we might get to talking,
and that way we’d come to know each

othér better, build up companienship.”

The nervous, halting words, the sart .
voice—they painted a picture for me."
It ‘was a picture I'd never seen before,

because I'd never bothered to look. It

.was a picture of a lonely, confused old -

lady, pathetic in her lack of ‘under-
standing, wanting love but never
knowing how to win it. Not vindictive,
not a spy, but awkward and inarticu-
late-—always taking the wrong road.

She went on, “And then, the other

night, Mike came home and he asked
me about you—who you saw .and
where you went—things like that. I

told him as much as I knew. I guess.

I talked too much, but it was only

" because he seemed to want to know,

Dennie. I didn’t realize what I was
doing until I heard you two quar-
reling—you didn’t quite shut the door
when you went into the bedroom.
Then I knew it was my fault—partly,
anyway.”

Without speaking, I sank down on
the chair I'd been clinging to. I felt
very tired. If all this could have been
sald a week ago—then I wouldn’t
have done the stupid, reckless thing,
wouldn't have gone to Pittsburgh
with Blane. We could have been happy
here, she and I, and she could have

helped me quiet Mike’s jealousy.
Now ...
“I thought you always held it against

me because Mike and I left you out
of the wedding,” I said dully.

“Well, I did,” she said honestly.
“For a while. But not enough to—
My goodness, Dennie,” she burst out,
and her voice was shocked, “I'd never
think of making trouble between two
people that love each other. Love’s
too precious for that. And sometimes
youre a flighty little thing, but you
do love Mike. That's why I'll never
tell him you weren’t right here in the
apartment all weekend.”

Relief can be so great that it is a
Physical pain. I learned that then.
‘You won't—" I said, and couldn't
go on.

Mom shook her head, keeping her
eyes on mine. “No, Dennie. I may
not be very smart, but I'm smart
enough to know you'd never do any-
thing to hurt Mike. You couldn’t.
Some day Mike'll realize that too, and
then he won’t be jealous any more.”

She had that much faith in me. It
was more, I saw, than I'd had in mv-
self, this last week since Mike’s brief
and unsatisfactory leave. But not more
than I had now. This was her gift
to me.

“Thank you,” I said, not caring that
my eyes were filled with tears. “Thank
you—dear.”

TWENTY-FIVE

MILLION LETTERS %.H'

That's the number sent each waek to men
in our armed forces. The mail must get to
our boys—but did you know that this colossal
tonnage of mail each week crowds out ship-
ping space for vitally important equipment,
rations, ammunition and oil?

I#'s a problem—until you remember V-Mail.
V-Mail, you know. is photographed on very
small film in this country, flown to the place
where your mon in service is stationed, and

reproduced there. It's faster, it takes much
less valuable space—and V-Mail always gets
through, for duplicates are kept, and if one
film is lost, another is sent immediately to
take its place. Remember that when next
you write. V.Mail is your best and fastest
link with the men you love overseas! '
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‘Ah-h — Just ze kiss of ze hops”

Rare delicacy of flavor withour sacrifice

of true beer guality has made Schlitz a universal favorite with connoisseurs
of fine beer. Brewed with just the 4iss of the hops, Schlitz captures |
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all of th¢ delightful hop piquance with none of the bitterness.
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THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS
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