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...the color stays on

through every lipstick test

Wonderful life-like color harmony
shades to give your lips an alluring
color accent.. . lovely reds, glamorous
reds...dramatic reds...all exclusive with
Tru-Color Lipstick and all based on an
original color principle® discovered by
Max Factor Hollywoeod. There's a shade
foryour type...$1.00

Ho ouf
'R;L‘;:gco‘* L Complete your make-up
IN COLOR HARMONY WITH
MAN FACTOR HOLLY XY OOD
“U.S. Patents 2 ‘ -’t FACE POWDER AND ROUGE
No. 2157667 —
2211405

Soon to be seen in the Universal Picture

“UNCLE HARRY”




OT that you'd ever embark on a date

with a tub in tow—but honestly
now, doesn’t your bath freshness have a
way of fading into the warm summer
night?

But you do want to be safe. And there s
a way—a sure, easy way to safeguard your
daintiness. You can clinch that freshness
with Mum!

Your bath, you see, washes away past
perspiration. But Mum prevents risk of
future underarm odor. With Mum, you
can dance the hours away and know that
your charm is safe.

! % Product of Bn.rlol—Myeﬂ

Take half a minute with Mum—and stay
as sweet as you are. Gentle, dependable
Mum never irritates your skin, won’t harm
the fabric of your clothes. Can be used
even after you're dressed. Why take
chances when you can trust Mum?

Sw-e-et Ad-e-line. And they do mean you!
Isn’'tit thrilling.to know that men find you
attractive—the girl they like most to be
near? And wouldn’t you be a goon 1o let
underarm odor rob you of popularity! But
you're too clever for that. You use Mum,
t0 be sure. How's your Mum supply today?
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/ Headed for the altar.
- dearly beloved, joyously hgppy
. Her lips irresistible .. .. smooth,
invitingly soft, color-perfect with S
IRRESISTIBLE RASPBERRY LIPSTICK. F et -
WHip-TEXT through a secret 7
process to be creaimy-soft, e
non-drying, longel: lasting. LAk
Motchmg rouge and. powder, - R

NEW
SWIVEL CASE
10¢- 25¢ slzes

raspberry o

V/HIP-TEXT TO STAY ON LONGER...5-M-0-O-T-H-E-R! A TOUCH OF IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME ASSURES GLAMOUR




n the Farm—August is the peak

month for use of city boys and girls
on farms all over the country. The
Department of Agriculture says that
one and one-half million of these
youngsters—they range in age from
fourteen through seventeen—will help
harvest crops in every state in the
union. About a quarter of these boys
and girls will live on the farms for the
harvest season; the others will be
brought daily back and forth between
their homes and the harvest fields.

Around the House—You won’t be
tempted, any more, to ‘“make do” by
buying victory furniture—that spring-
less, give-less kind that is no more
welcominf after a hard day than if
you'd filled your home with park
benches. The reason is this: there just
isn’t going to be any more of the stuff
made! Shortages in materials are still
acute, but manufacturers have agreed
that it’s better to make a little good
furniture than a lot of bad . .. Think
twice before throwing away that old
mattress, no matter how long and faith-
ful a service it has given you. Mat-
tresses will be in shorter supply than
ever before the year is over.

In the Kitchen—Among those many
things coming to us in the wonderful
post-war world is a garbage disposal
unit that can be fitted to your old sink.
It’s a kind of “chewer-upper” with a
grinding device that reduces refuse to
particles about the size of coffee
grounds, and then washes them down
the drain . . . More—and better—ice
cream for civilians: that’s what the
War Food Administration promises,
and no better hot weather food news
could be had. Restrictions have been
lifted on non-fat milk solids . . . If
you’ve felt that a pressure canner is a
poor investment for you, because it can
be used for only one function, or be-
cause you think that you don’t can
enough to warrant the expense, here’s
good news for you. There’s a new model
now available, with removable racks
and inset pans: when you’re through
canning, they can be useful the year
'round for family cooking.
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Have you the Courage
to Look 10 Years Younger?

2
YOU CAN ACTUALLY;S
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7Ry BRIAL

. oW ONE SIDE OF
V" youR FACE =

\\,z«o compARE!

THE YEARS SLIP AWAY

as you apply my exciting new powder-shade!

HAVE created a shade of face

powder so new and different,
the effect on your skin is really
spectacular!

1 call it “Bridal Pink”, and I ask
you to try it for the first time on
one cheek only. Compare it with
any shade you have ever used. See
the difference for yourself! See the
fresh, younglook it gives your skin!
The soft, warm look—like the blush
of a bride’s young cheek.

Women who have tried “Bridal

Pink” tell me it’s the most youthful
and flattering powder-shade I have
ever achieved! Your husband will
love it! Your friends will admire it!
You can’t possibly apply it to your
skin without looking younger, more
romantic!
Lady Esther “Bridal Pink” Now
at all Good Cosmetic Counters
Look more interesting, more excit-
ing! Apply “Bridal Pink”—the new
powder-shade that’s so daringly ro-
mantic! See how it lights up your
face with instant new life and warmth.
The medium-size box of Lady Esther
Face Powder is sold at the best stores
for 55¢. Also handy pocket-book sizes
for 10¢ and 25¢.
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lT’S been proved time and again—
your feet can go to your head!

As a matter of fact, they can go right
straight to your face to make them-
selves known by little wrinkles about
your eyes, a deepening of the calipers
between nose and mouth corners, and
worst of all, that look of discomfort
and discontent that is* the greatest
beauty enemy of all. Your feet can do
all of these things to your face if they
are hot, tired, badly cared-for.

And so, if you’d have summer good
looks and summer comfort, it behooves
you to look to your feet!

It isn’t, thank goodness, necessary any
more to say much about the stupidity
of trying to cram size six feet into size
five shoes. We women have realized,
at long last, that that sort of foolish-
ness went out with the bustle, and is as
unlikely to be taken up again as is the
fad fer six petticoats and long woolen
“drawers.” But proper-sized shoes
don’t solve the entire foot problem by
any manner of means, especially in the
hot days of summer, and especially for
us working girls who have to walk
the city pavements on those hot days.

Slipping off your shoes for a few mo-
ments, shielded by the privacy of your
own desk, is a good beginner for your
foot-comfort program. Stretch your
toes; spread them wide; pull your heels
off the ground, and, with the ball of
your foot as a balance point, roll your
feet and ankles in a round-and-round

teans. fo

ly legs and feet testify!

e

movement. You’ll be surprised how
rested and comfortable you’ll feel. And
don’t worry about your feet swelling
so that those easily slipped-off shoes
won’t go back on—if you take care
of your feet, they won’t protest by
swelling out of all bounds.

A few minutes of care, night and
morning, will pay you dividends all
day long. A soothing foot bath, con-
taining one of the many excellent com-
mercial preparations, or fortified merely
with a handful of salt or of soda, will
work wonders. Don’t forget the foot
powders that, sprinkled inside your
shoes, keep your feet dry and sweet,
gool and comfortable, throughout the

ay.

After a hard day of walking in the
heat, you’ll want a stimulating massage
to supplement the foot bath. There are
creams available for this purpose, too,
or you can use your favorite lubricating
face cream—and never think for a min-
ute that you’re wasting it! Work the
cream into the “webbing” between your
spread toes; massage it deeply, with a
firm hand, into both the lateral and
transverse arches; move both hands, in
opposite directions, down either side of
the tendon above the heel, and with a
cupping motion around the heel it-

Radio Romances

Home and Beauty

self. Doesn’t it make you feel good
just to read about it?

Then there’s the matter of pedicure—
and that word covers a great deal more
than a quick swish with a nail polish

-brush before you appear barefooted on

the beach. A good, sudsy footbath, in-
cluding a scrubbing with a stiffish
brush, comes first. Then the nails—
and remember, no matter whether you
favor long, talon-like fingernails, any
of the in-between stages, or short, busi-
nesslike ones, the latter kind is the only
kind your toenails should be. Keep
them short enough so that they won't
embarrass you by poking through your
stockings and peering out at the world
through your toe-less shoes, or make
you uncomfortable by bumping against
your shoes that have toes. Be sure that
they are smoothed off with a good
emery board. Next comes your favor-
ite cuticle-removing preparation—use
it just as you do on your fingernails,
but remember to press back gently. And
then you’re ready for polish—the same
color as your fingernails, by all means.

You can give your feet a vacation,
too. Take them, as bare as the day
they came into the world, for a walk
through the dew-fresh grass some early
morning. Walk about the house bare-
footed sometimes, too—it’s as good for
your feet as it feels! When you’re on
the beach, try picking up pebbles or a
“footful” of sand with your toes—
that’s the kind of exercise that’s fun.
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Quut Sitting On
the Cover of Your
Hoipe Chest!

All the girls were getting married . . . but
not Alice. Alice was sitting on the cover of
her hope chest and didn’t know it. She
would be the last to suspect why men
were interested in her one moment and
indifferent the next.

Even when it’s only occasional, halitosis
(unpleasant breath) can stamp you as unde-
sirable. Once this condition has been detected
the bad news may travel fast and be hard to
live down. Dare you risk offending others
when Listerine Antiseptic provides such a
quick and wholly delightful precaution?

Simply rinse the mouth with Listerine An-
tiseptic morning and night, and before any
date where you wish to be at your best. How
it freshens! . . . what a feeling of assurance
it givesl

While some cases of halitosis are of sys-
temic origin, most cases, say a number of
authorities, are due to the bacterial fermenta-
tion of tiny food particles clinging to mouth
surfaces. Listerine Antiseptic halts such fer-
mentation, then overcomes the odors fer-
mentation causes. Almost immediately your
breath s fresher, sweeter—less likely to offend.

LaMBERT PrHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo.
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on the Double Or Nothing show.
Do you know who conducts the
band—and how he got the job?

It’s Victor Pelle—but very recently
of the U.S. Army. On his last day in
uniform, Victor attended the quiz show
broadcast. He was chosen as one of
the contestants and won himself the
tidy sum of $202. But he also hap-
pened to mention that he used to be an
orchestra leader before he went into
the service.

That was all that was needed. John
Wellington, the producer of the show,
invited Pelle to audition for him the
next day. You are hearing the result.

* * *

j.TOU’RE used to hearing the band

Sometimes fans can be funny. Some-
times they can be annoying. But at all
times, their devotion to their favorites
is pretty gratifying. Anne Seymour
has one fan in Cape Cod, who’s listened
to every show she’s ever been on in the
past ten years. More than that, the
fan’s been writing Anne a weekly let-
ter, giving her pats on the back when
Anne deserves them—and taking the
privilege of criticizing, when it seems
necessary.

s * *

The pattern of Fred Waring’s broad-
casts is so familiar by now that it's
hard to think of it ever being changed.
One of the steadiest standbys is his
Glee Club.

No matter how important a part of
Waring’s set-up the Glee Club is now,
though,-back in the early days it used
to be a plenty big headache. Nobody
went for the idea, then. Once Fred
had to audition 28 times before he could
get a sponsor who would take the Glee
Club along with the rest of the act.
There were lots of offers for the band,

Milton Berle and Eileen
Barton (above) check a
script for their CBS show.
(right) Wounded wvet-
erans at Valley Forge
General Hospital will get
more than one thousand
musical instruments, the
result of an air appeal by
Kate Smith on Columbia.

but Waring refused to accept them if
they turned down the singers.

And now look what’s happened! The
Glee Club idea has wormed its way into
all kinds of radio shows and movies.

* * *

. Who says we don’t get around? We
Just got a note from Marilyn Erskine,
honey on the CBS Let's Pretend
show. She says she’s just been in-
formed by the Navy’s Flotilla 15, Group
44, 7th Amphibious Force, now in the
South Pacific, that she’s been elected
“Flotilla Favorite’”’—and it all happened
because the boys saw Marilyn’s picture
in Rap10 ROMANCES.
* * *

Radio rehearsals are what you make
them. They can be routine and not
much fun. Or they can be lively and
lots of fun. A couple of months ago,
Staats Cotsworth, star of Casey, Press
Photographer, started pepping up the
rest periods on the Tuesday rehearsals.
He'd fooled around with an idle xylo-
phone, it seems, and discovered he

By DALE BANKS

WHAT'S NEW

irom

Coast to Coast

could actually make music with the

hammers. Now, Staats and three other
characters around the studio fill in the
rest periods with their own special kind
of jam session. Not good but fast.

* * *

It’s good to hear that Hilda Simms,
who's been starring in the Broadway
hit, “Anna Lucasta,” this long time, is
making a break for herself in radio,
too. She guested a while back on the
Alma Kitchell show and there are other
assignments coming up for her.

Hilda is a beautiful girl. A few years
back she was a model—the first Negro
girl ever to model at the Minneapolis
Institute of Arts. After that, Hilda was
a teacher—having been trained at St.
Margaret’s Academy in Minnesota.
That was a first, too, since she was the
first Negro ever to have been admitted
to the Academy on a scholarship.

* * *

Did you ever wonder where the
Landt Trio got all those wonderful old-
time tunes they feature on Take 1t
Easy Time? Seems their father has
a collection of songs dating back over
some seventy-five years and not only
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Western-style heroine Arlene Joyce
of Cimarron Tavern, Columbia’s new
daytime serial about the Southwest.

does he have them in print, he knows
most of them from memory. The boys
won’t be runn*ing Ollt of*material.

Real turnabout. Not long ago when
Joan Brooks was out on a USO tour
the GI Joes at Camp Croft, South
Carolina, turned the tables on the sing-
ing star. Joan got pneumonia on her
arrival at camp and had to be hospital-
ized right there, When she was con-
valescing, the GI’s rounded up all the
available soldier talent at the camp
and put on a show, especially for her.

* * *

Interesting sidelight on Don Bell,
Mutual correspondent who successfully
eluded identification by the Japanese
for 37 months in the Santo Tomas pris-
on camp. Don was a U. S. Marine in
Shanghai in 1927. In those days, he
had a special buddy—one named Hunt-
er. Don eventually left the Marines to
become a newspaper and radio re-
porter. And, in the years since then,
Don Bell and his buddy sort of lost
track of one another.

Not long ago, Don Bell talked to
newspapermen In New York, telling
about his experiences in the Pacific.
Of course, there were stories and pic-
tures in the next day’s newspapers. A
couple of days later, Don Bell and
Hunter—now Chief Petty Officer Hunt-
er—were reunited at Mutual’s New
York studios. They found they had a
lot more to talk about, too, than “re-
member the time when , . .”

* * *

Marx Loeb, director of Theatre of
Romance among other shows, is a
firm adherent to the idea that when
you want something well done you do
it yourself. Sometimes, he carries it
to lengths that could be called slightly
extreme.

Like the time when a script called
for a couple of intervals of tap danc-
ing. Marx had very special ideas about
what kind of rhythms he wanted in the
tap dancing. So, he climbed out of his
control room seat and gritted his teeth
and made like Fred Astaire—after a
fashion,

He’d never have fooled Astaire, of
course, but he wasn’t bad.

* * *

Whether they like it or not as the

Are you in the know ?
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What tennis shot calls for speediost action?

O Volley
[ Forehand Drive
[ Chop

You make it near the net, before the ball
bounces. You’ve got to be faster of foot
and eye, quicker with the racket, to master
the volley. And you’re quick to triumph
over difficult days—when you learn to keep
comfortable with Kotex. Actually, Kotex
is different from pads that just “feel” soft
at first touch, because Kotex is made to
stay soft while wearing. Built for lasting
comfort, this napkin doesn’t rope, doesn’t
wad up. So chafing just hasn’t a chance
when you choose Kotex sanitary napkins.

You're sure the bonnet is becoming, if—

[ 1¥s a Jove at first sight
[ 1t passes the long-mirror test
O Your best friend tells you

So the hat’s a honey (from a chair’s-eye-
view). But how does it look in a long
mirror? Before buying, consider all the
angles. And in buying sanitary napkins,
consider that Kotex now provides a new
safeguard for your daintiness.

Yes, there’s a deodorant locked
inside each Kotex. A deodorant that can’t
shake out, because it is processed right into
each pad —not merely dusted on! Another
Kotex extra, at no extra cost!

A DEODORANT
in every
Kotex napkin at
no extra cost

*T. M. Reg. U. 8. Pat, Off.
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How should she sign her name?

O Sally Subdeb
O Miss Sally Subdeb

Tuck this under your flat-top: A gal should
never sign herself as Miss or Mrs.—except
in a hotel register. That’s so your name will
check with the way your mail will be ad-
dressed. Avoid mixups . .. at “‘those’ times,

too, by never confusing Kotex with ordi-
nary napkins. You see, Kotex is the nap-
kin with the patented, flat tapered ends so
unlike thick, stubby pads. The flat pressed
ends of Kotex don’t show revealing lines

. and you get plus protection from that
special patented safety center!

napkins put fogether



THE ALLURE OF
FRESH, HEAVENLY
MAVIS FRAGRANCE

What's more tempting to men
than a girl who's olluringly
frogront? And Movis, showered
an ofter your both, leoves your
whole body thot way: Skin pretty,
flower-sweet, soft. .. armpits dry
and dainty. Clothes ond shoes
slip on eosily. Get Mavis today
... See how its fragronce helps
you keep lovelyl

*
MEN: You'll like the cool
comfort and freshness of Mavis
Talcum on your skin.

The some delightful
MAVIS fragrance in

Tole Mit 69¢ ond $1.00 —_
Dusting Powder / TS
with Puff $1.00 Rmwian,
P ‘,
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FOR BODY BEAUTY

At all cosmetic counters, 59¢, 39¢, 23¢, 10¢
All prices ptus tax

V. VIVAUDOU, INC., Distributors

first radio program they’d heard in
weeks, a bunch of dirty, tired GI's in
Germany had to sit and listen to The
Romance of Helen Trent awhile back.
Bess McCammon’s son, Bill, was in the
group, when they came across a blaring
radio somewhere in Germany. Bill de-
manded quiet so he could hear his
“Mom,” who plays Aunt Agatha on the
Helen Trent show. He got it, too.
Wouldn't it have been wonderful if all
the guys could have heard their moth-
ers’ voices? It would.

* * *

We've heard of all kinds of honor-
aries—honorary chairmen, doctors,
lawyers, club presidents and on and on.
Comes now an honorary postman.

Danny Thomas, who plays Jerry
Dingle, the troubled postman on the
Fanny Brice show, has been made an
honorary postman by the Angel City
Branch No. 24 of the Los Angeles Post-
men. Not for nothing was this honor
conferred on him, of course. It was for
helping to make a public servant a real
person in the eyes of radio listeners.

* * *

Fan mail is one of our favorite topics.
It can get so far out of this world.
Here's a sample from Fulton Lewis,
Jr's grab bag. A lady from Maryland
wrote to the national affairs reporter,
“Please make some arrangements to
have some cats taken away from my
yvard. I have written to several places
and they have not called for them.
Please give this prompt attention, as I
want to put in a garden.”

To date, Lewis has been trying to
figure out what he could do besides
just stare at the letter.

* * *

Martin Agronsky, Blue Network
commentator and news analyst, has re-
ceived the Asiatic-Pacific Service Rib-
bon from Gen. Douglas MacArthur.

Such things we like to hear, espe-
cially when they are awarded because
military men understand that writers
and correspondents are doing a swell
job in this war and running many risks
that don’t necessarily go with their
profession. Lots of these men might
be able to get themselves nice, quiet,
safe assignments. But they don’t. They

get out into the thick of battle. Some-
times, they get hurt. Sometimes, they
get killed.

Which makes it time to doff our hats
in memory of Ernie Pyle, a hero in his
own right.

* * *

Cute twist at one of the Blind Date
shows a while back. One of the lucky
servicemen did a double take when he
opened the door after he’'d won and
got a look at his “date”” For a long
minute he stared and was sure that
he’d won Betty Grable. Really, his
girl-for-the-evening was Janice Han-
sin, a model. The soldier was pleased,
at that. He settled down to enjoy his
evening at the Stork Club without hav-
ing to worry about offending Betty’s
husband, Harry James.

* * *

No rehearsal on the Nelson Eddy
show is complete without a small tus-
sle between Eddy and Robert Arm-
bruster’s drummer. Eddy’s always
wanting to take a crack at the drums
and thinks up all kinds of gimicks to
lure the percussion man away from his
instruments.

Seems that back in the days when
Eddy was a telephone operator—he
was 14 years old then—his greatest
ambition was to become a drummer in
an orchestra. Seems, also, that Eddy
has never really had a chance to beat

that out of his system.
* * *

It would be interesting to know just
what Arch Oboler’s small son, Guy, is
thinking about his father and mother
these days. Guy is out at the Oboler
ranch home in California, while Arch
and his wife are in the East for Obo-
ler’s series on Mutual. Guy is prob-
ably wondering what in the world
happened to his mom and pop. Be-
cause young Guy is under the impres-
sion that whenever his parents leave
the ranch house, they’re only going
down the road a piece to empty the
garbage.
* - *® *®

Bennett Kilpack, who plays Mr.
Keen, Tracer of Lost Persons, has been
commended by the American Red Cross

Continued on page 14

Hard-working Hollywood youth starts a CBS Command Perform-
ance overseas. Back row: Philip and Gary Crosby, Peggy Ann
Garner, Elizabeth Taylor, Roddy McDowell, Frank Sinatra.
Front: Lindsay Crosby, Margaret O'Brien and Dennis Crosby.




W

_r .

\ ='l
. 1) /
\/
i

’
o

)

G
eI
i

S

Abundant as the 1945 harvest of
Dole Hawaiian Pineapple is, only
a small share of this splendid crop
will be available to civilians. Again
this year the Armed Forces will
require about two thirds of all the
pack of the Dole Pineapple and
Dole Pineapple Juice.
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PLENTY OF PINEAPPLE,
BUT—SORRY— NOT FOR Y00

Meanwhile, should it be your good
fortune to have a precious can of
Dole Pineapple occasionally, con-
sider its luscious goodness as our
promise that when peace comes
there will be plenty of Dole
Hawaiian Pineapple Products at
your grocer’s — for you.
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SCALP ODOR-
0T

You might have scalp odor—and not
know t. So why risk losing friends—
missing out on dates? Your hairbrush
knows the truth. Check it tonight.

Your scalp perspires, you see, just
as your skin does—and oily hair, in
particular, very quickly collects un-
pleasant odors.

To be on the safe side, use Packer’s
Pine Tar Shampoo. It works wonders
with hair and scalp odors because it
contains pure, medicinal pine tar.
The delicate pine scent does its work
—then disappears.

Start using Packer’s tonight.
Packer’s Pine Tar Shampoo is at all
drug, department and
ten-cent stores.

e
PACKERS
SHAMPOO_
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Granddaughters Toni
and Teresa take ad-
vantage of pianist
Jose Iturbi on his day
off. Daisy Bernier,
The Honey, Bees Hal
Kanner, Bob Ewvans,
Ray Sax, are Waring’s

“HoneyandTheBees.” _‘,

By KEN ALDEN

NLESS certain adjustments are
made suitable to Ginny Simms,
listeners can look forward to

hearing one of the GIs’ favorite sing-
ers on a different network and with a
new sponsor. Ginny recently came East
to straighten out her future plans. She
told friends she was not happy with
her present broadcasting format and
salary but was very loyal to the ciga-
rette sponsor who gave her the first
starring bppox;tunit‘y.

Jerry Wayne’s marital blowup
rocked Tin Pan Alley. His wife sued
for divorce and named a tall blonde
model as corespondent. Jerry denied
the charges. The girl in the case was
formerly the constant companion of
comic Ed Wynn. Jerry used to sing on

Wynn’s radio show.
* * »

Gene Krupa has cut his band down
fifty per cent, junking the string sec-
tion. Jitterbugs aren’t even shedding

crocodile tearf. .

Readers of this column have written
in saying friends in the armed forces
tell them that GIs in Europe were
positively informed that Glenn Miller
was dead. Glenn’s wife, Helen, was
recently given the Bronze Star medal
awarded her ilusba*nd.

*
Here’s a switch: Singer Harry Cool,
who used to sing with Dick Jurgens’
band and then went it alone, has pur-

FACING
the MUSIC

chased the entire music library of Carl

Ravazza’s band. Harry wants to or-

ganize his own band. Ravazza prefers

to drop his band and sing solo. The

latter is currently m.c. at the Roxy

Theater in Ne*w York.
*

»

In addition to his orchestra leading
and trumpet playing, Charlie Spivak
is the owner of a brand new music
publishing company—Stevens Music.
The company is named for Charlie’s
year-and-a-half-old son, Steven. Char-
lie’s older boy, precocious Joel’, wasn’t
offended. He told his dad, “Don’t worry
about hurting*my feelings, Pop.”

Jean Tennyson, gracious soprano star
of CBS’ Great Moments in Music, is
one prima donna who doesn’t hog the
spotlight. Without fanfare, Jean goes
out of her way to encourage youngsters
in getting recognition on her program.
When replacements are needed for solo
spots, no high-priced singers are lured.
Jean prefers to fill in with members
of the chorus. And when Jean vaca-
tions, her own roles are performed by
kids in the choral group. Thanks to
this policy, several new and shining
voices have been heard, and will be
heard again. I asked Jean to mention
a few of these promising vocalists. She
picked out blonde, 26-year-old Vivian
Bauer, tenor Norman Horn (who once
pinch-hit for the great Jan Peerce),
soprano Karen Kemple, and basso
Eugene Loewgntha'l.

Silent Jack Miller, Kate Smith’s




veteran orchestra leader, controls the
largest ‘dramatic music” library in
show business. He has some 5,000
original music cues and bridges care-
fully cross-catalogued, and estimates
the collection at $100 000

Joe Lilley, the br1111ant choral direc-
tor of the Dinah Shore program, is ail-
ing. Doctors blame over-work

There is a shght p0551b111ty that Bing
Crosby might not continue his regular
air series next year, preferring to do
occasional guest agpearfnces

A Gal Named Jo

Soldiers writing from muddy fox-
holes in the Pacific_best describe why
tall, syrupy-voiced Jo Stafford is mak-
ing such amazing progress on the air
and with her records.

“When we hear you sing,” one GI
V-mailed, “we just put our heads on
our arms and think of home.”

Another penned, “My platoon was
tuned into one of your broadcasts but
I had to shove off. Believe it or not, 1
walked out on tip-toes so as not to
disturb them.”

These unsolicited letters from the
various fighting fronts astonish the
modest and retiring singer. She tries
to joke about it.

“The other day a whole gang of
sailors came to see me,” she said, “It
seems their ship had been badly dam-
aged by Jap planes and all the phono-
graph records aboard were destroyed
except mine. They had to listen to me.’

Not all of Jo’s mail comes from serv-
ice men. Their wives and sweethearts
also fill her mail bag. They tell the
singer how their men write about her
and link her voice to their thoughts
of home and happiness.

“I’'m sort of a short-waved cupid.”

The brown-haired, gray-eyed singer
just recently ﬁmshed a record-break-
ing engagement at New York’s Para-
mount Theater, crowning a slow but
sure trip to the top. On the way she
sang with Tommy Dorsey, Johnny
Mercer, as a member of a sister act,
and as one of Capitol Records’ best
selling platter queens.

I asked her if she was nervous when
she made her solo debut at the Para-
mount.

“l was frightened to:death. After all,
those bobby-sockers out front are

Jo Stafford’s easy, natural vocal
style has put her recordings right
up at the top with the best-sellers.

SMOOTH, LUSCIOUSLY
COLORFUL

Dreamed up in Paris, “triple color-blended”
in America, by a wonderful French process,
Evening in Paris is the kind of face powder

you’ve always longed for. Super-fine, super-

smooth, in heavenly colors that do gloriously

flattering things for your complexion.

Only Evening in Paris, in America, is
“triple color-blended” by this French process.
Try it, won’t you? See why they say “to
make a lovely lady even lovelier, Evening in

Paris face powder.”

Face Powder $1.00 * Lipstick 50c
Rouge 50¢ ¢ Perfume $1.25 to $10.00
(All prices plus tax)

BOURQJOIS

Tune in “Romance and Rhythm,” gay NEW YORK«DISTRIBUTOR
and sparkling variety show with Larry -
Donglas, Jim Ameche and Ray Bloch’s
Orchestra — Thursdays, 10:30 P. M..
E. W. T., Colnmbia network.
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says Mrs. Gary Cooper—
beautiful wife of one of

Hollywood’s most distingnished stars

b

CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN
HeadoftheHouseof Tangoe
and one of America’s fore-
most authorities on beauty
and moke-up.

MRS. GARRY COOPER:

Just think of all the lovely lips here in Hollywood.
With all this competition, I was overjoyed when 1
discovered your new colors in Tangee Satin-Finish
Lipstick. They’re really thrilling — particularly
that wonderful Tangee Red-Red!

CONSTANCE LUFT HUHMN:

You’re not alone in your enthusiasm, Mrs. Cooper.
All over America, the smartest lips are praising the
vivid new colors in Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick.
Colors that make lips look exciting—and inviting.
For Satin-Finish (an exclusive Tangee discovery)
gives a soft alluring gleam that stays on for many
extra hours. It insures lips that are not too dry, not
too moist... In Red-Red, Theatrical Red, Medium-
Red and Tangee Natural.

Use JANGEE
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and see how beautiful you can be

From Kentucky comes young and
lovely Martha Stewart, with a
young and lovely voice to match.

tough critics. They know singers and
songs. They buy 75% of the records
made and are responsible for the tunes
that make the Hit Parade. 1 told my
sister Chris that if I clicked 1 would
buy myself a mink coat.”

Jo went out for that first show and
was greeted with warm applause. They
took to her the way they do to a juke
box and a coke. Jo showed me the
sleek mink, her certificate of success.

But that still didn’'t convince Jo that
her talents were appreciated.

“I think they liked me because 1
used to sing with Sinatra. Any friend
of Frankie’s is a friend of theirs.”

Jo lives, eats and talks nothing but
music. It's been that way ever since
she quit high school in Long Beach,
California, to join her two older sisters,
Christine and Pauline, who already
were performing on KHJ, Los Angeles.
Jo majored in music, studied diligently.
She remembered the basic rule for all
good singers, proper breath control.
That’s why experts tout her voice. It’s
clear, clean-cut without tricks.

The Stafford Sisters broke up when
Jo joined the Pied Pipers, a male trio,
in 1938. Jo married one of them. Sister
Pauline wed Blue Network commenta-
tor Galen Drake, retired. Christine is
now Jo’s personal manager. Another
sister, Betty Jane, works as a secretary.

The Stafford Sisters claim they got
their singing ability from their father,
a husky California oil foreman who
used to raise his lusty tonsils at the
drop of a drill.

When the Pied Pipers joined Tommy
Dorsey’s orchestra, songwriter Johnny
Mercer used to come over to the im-
mense Palladium Ballroom in Los
Angeles and listen to them every night.

“He used to stand right up close,
packed in with all the jitterbugs,” Jo
recalled. “We wondered what intrigued
him.” They soon found out. When Mer-
cer got his own NBC show, Jo and
the Pipers joined him. Mercer encour-
aged Jo to turn soloist; last June she
followed his advice. Mercer helped
launch her when he became a backer
of Capitol Records, and signed her as
one of his recording stars. Her platters,
including a particularly infectious ver-
sion of “Candy” have been enthusias-
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tically hailed by listeners in the know.

Although the 25-year-old singer has
had a relatively easy professional ca-
reer, her married life was different.
It wound up on the rocks. Jo doesn’t
like - to discuss it, but some clue is
given when Jo discusses her philosophy
about marriage. )

“Any girl who is in show business
and marries someone who is also in
show business should make sure that
her husband is going to be more suc-
cessful than she is,”” Jo advises.

Nevertheless Jo only accepts dates
with people in show business.

“Gosh,” she says, “what would I have
to talk about with anyone else?”

ROMANCING THE RECORDS

(Each Month Ken Alden Picks
The Best Popular Platters)

FRANK SINATRA (Columbia
36797). Johnny Mercer’s new hit,
“Dream” is reverently treated by
Mr. S. “There’s No You,” an ele-
gant ballad, is on the reverse side.
Axel Stordahl, an orchestra lead-
er who refuses to drown out the
singer, provides a rhythmic as-
sist.

SAMMY KAYE (Victor 20-1662).
Sammy K-rations two slow-paced
tunes, “The More I See You” from
“Diamond Horseshoe” and I
Miss Your Kiss.” At any moment
you half expect the maestro to
recite poetry but fortunately this
never OCCurs.

HORACE HEIDT (Columbia
36798). Remember the Rita Hay-
worth film “Tonight and Every
Night?” Well here’s a slick ver-
sion of that picture’s best song,
“Anywhere” enormously helped
by Dorothy Rae and the Sweet-
swingsters. The reverse has a
stock treatment of “My Baby
Said Yes.”

ARTIE SHAW (Victor 20-1668).
A revival of a fine melody, “Sep-
tember Song,” paired with jump-
in’ “Little Jazz” shows off Shaw’s
new band in both slow and swing
fashions. No vocals.

GOLDEN GATE QUARTET
(Okey 6741). This excellent Negro
group reprise their show-stopper
from  “Hollywood Canteen”—
“General Jumped At Dawn,” and
throw in a ballad, “I Will Be
Home Again,” for good measure.

GENE KRUPA (Columbia 36802).
If it’s drumming you want, why
not take the best? Here's a platter
featuring Krupa and tenor sax
star Charlie Venturo on “Dark
Eyes” and “Leave Us Leap.” The
last named features the whole
band.

THE MODERNAIRES (Colum-
bia 36800). No one wants to be
without some recorded version of
“You Belong to My Heart,” from
Disney’s “Three Caballeros,” so
it might as well be this one turned
in by a rhythm group headed by
attractive Paula Kelly. Plenty of
room for improvement but still
satisfactory. The reverse has
“There! I’ve Said It Again,” but
you won’t be referring to it often.

PN

NEW WORD FOR GI.AMOUR'

Suntan safely ! Enjoy the
sure allure of a gorgeous, golden
Gabytan. Just apply GABY...
America’s most popular Suntan §
Lotion. Then take your place
in the sun. No fiery after-effect.
No smeary grease. No drying alcohol.
And GABY is so smooth, so ‘%f‘
soothing to even the tenderest skin. 3

Three sizes...25c¢ « 50c « $1.00 e i
plus tax Rk

AMERYCA'S ‘J‘“(.EST SEI.I.ER_,
Ri
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s New

Dries fresh

polish in a flash . . .

Won't dull lustre . . .
(Apply over polish)

Ready to put on gloves and dash
The biggest thing since liquid nail polish! No
waiting . . . no smudge-patching.

Ten-karat sparkle
The finest ingredients—with a very special oil—
assure fast-drying action without dulling lustre.

Softens cuticle

This same special oil in Cutex Oily Quick Dry
gently softens cuticle—helps keep it neatly in
place—smooth and trim,

Helps prevent chips and scratches

Helps keep your nails unmarred . . . unscarred
. . . makes your manicure really l-a-a-s-t.

Large bottle only 25¢

(plus tax)

CUTEX 22, QUICK DRY

Coast to Coast

Continued from page 8

for having appeared in more than 250
sketches at war plants, clubs and other
groups in behalf of the Blood Donor
section.

Bet if all the many appearances of
all the entertainers in the United States
were added together to give some idea
of the contribution that artists have
made to morale in this war—that would
be some impressive figure. Artists of
all kinds, this includes.

* * *

Very few people ever take the ex-
pression “chewing up the scenery’ lit-
erally. On the Inner Sanctum show,
though, it’s nothing but the gospel
truth. Hi Brown, the producer-direc-
tor, not only chews up the scenery,
but eats his victims bit by bit at the
same time. One of the most important
props on Inner Sanctum is a head of
cabbage, used by the sound man to
supply ihe effect of a knife entering a
body or a skull being crushed. Hi
Brown being a great nibbler, the vic-
tim is very often a shred cf his former
self by the time the show is over.

* * *

When Music For Half An Hour re-
hearsals first started, Jean Merrill and
Hugh Thompson discovered they had a
lot more in common than that job.

Both were born in the state of Wash-
ington, both are in their 20’s, which is
still unusual for opera singers, and both
are quite tall, Jean being 5 10” and
Hugh 6’ 3”. Besides, both are past
winners of the Metropolitan Opera
Auditions and first time parents, Jean’s
little girl Gretchen and Hugh’s small
son Dow being among their favorite
topics of conversation.

* E ] L]

Lon Clark, who plays pioneer Simon
Weston on Wilderness Road and as-
sorted characters on Casey, Press Pho-
tographer and Report to the Nation,
is bugs on the subject of Abraham Lin-
coln. He’s got an enviable collection
of data on Lincoln, a collection of
books, stories, articles and pictures.
And he’s always on the track of more
stuff. On his last vacation, he took the
Lincoln trail from KXentucky to Illi-

When Ginny Simms sends her
popular records to servicemen,
her picture goes right along.




Cedric Foster will be heard as
Navy Correspondent from the
Pacific Zone, whenever possible.

nois, making many of the same stops

that Lincoln once made and visiting the

places where Lincoln lived and worked.
* * *

Guy Lombardo, who has enjoyed the
longest hotel engagement of any well-
known maestro—having returned to
New " York’s Hotel Roosevelt for fif-
teen successive years—recently came
up with some amazing statistics. The
maestro figures that in all those years
he has played to over 7,600,000 cus-
tomers at the Roosevelt, or approxi-
mately the entire population—if you go
by figures—of the city of New York!

* * *

Dropped in on Martin Block in his
hole-in-the-wall studio adjoining Stu-
dio 6A, where the Supper Club
program originates, and left with a
headache. There’s a musical arranger
who practices scales on a clarinet in
another hole-in-the-wall nearby. It
isn’t enough he practices, he practices
all the time. Our headache has given
us an even greater respect for Martin
Block and the kind of concentration he
must have in order to take care of all
three of his shows and all his visitors,
with that racket going on incessantly.

*

* *
GOSSIP AND STUFF FROM ALL
OVER. . . . Bob Hope’s off on another
overseas entertaining jaunt. ... Maybe

you’d like to read about some of your
favorite radio comedians in a book
called “There’s Laughter in the Air.”
It was written by Broadway and radio
columnist Jack Gaver and Dave Stan-
ley and is on the stands now. It re-
veals little known facts about the stars
and gives some of the best spots from
some of their best air shows. You can
et the inside dope on people like Bob
ope, Jack Benny, Eddie Cantor, Fib-
ber McGee and Molly, Fred Allen,
Abbott and Costello, Fanny Brice and
many others, . . . Jean Holloway, erst-
while Kate Smith scripter, has been
signed by MGM to write a picture
based on the life of Jerome Kern. . . .
Victor Borge, pianist comedian, will
probably by the summer be replace-
ment for the Fibber McGee and Molly
show. . . . The Blue Network has com-
pleted negotiations to broadcast Mad-
ison Square Garden boxing matches
this fall. Did you buy bonds in the 7th
War Loan? It's never too late. . . .

“Us babies are spreadin the news fast—about the besser baby powder that
helps keep our skins smo-o-oth as satin, just glowin’ with health. And we
do mean Mennen Antisepric Baby Powder. It's antisepsic, mild and soothin'—
sure helps to prevent prickly heat, diaper rash, chafing and urine irritation!”

1. Most baby specialists prefer Mennen Antisepsc Baby Powder to any other baby powder
(and 3 out of 4 doctors say baby powder should be antisepric) *.

2. Mennen is smoothest —shown in microscopic tests of leading baby powders. Only
Mennen powder is “cloud-spun’ for extra smoothness, extra comfort.

3. Mokes boby smell so sweet . . . new, mild flower-fresh scent!

Also . . . 4 limes as many doctors

‘prefer MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY OIL

as any other baby oil or lotion®




WITH TAMPAX!

WHY ENVY OTHERS at that certain time
of the month? You can wear Tampax
in the water on sanitary-protection days
and no one will be the wiser! This
summer at any popular beach, you are
almost sure to find many women who go
in swimming on “'those days’'—wearing
Tampax without @zy hesitation what-
ever. . . . There is nothing about Tampax
in the slightest degree embatrassing (or
offending)under bathing suits wet or dry.

WORN INTERNALLY, Tampax discards
belts, pins, outside pads— everything
that can possibly “show.”” Perfected by a
doctor, Tampax is made of highly absorb-
ent cotton compressed in modern appli-
cators for dainty insertion. The hands
need never touch the Tampax. No odor
forms. There is no chafing with Tampax.
Changing is quick and disposal easy.

comes IN 3 s1zes (Regular, Super,
Junior). Sold at drug stores and notion
counters in every part of the country—
because millions of women are now us-
ing this newer type of monthly sanitary
protection. A whole month’s supply will
go 1nto your purse. The Economy Box
holds four months’ supply (average).
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

REGULAR

SUPER
JUNIOR

3 absorbencies

Am’gted for Advertising % X L.
by the Journal of the American Medical Association

COVER
GIRL

By ELEANOR HARRIS

up of people, hats, hidden babies,

burglars, automobiles, trips, dresses,
fires—and then, when you’re dizzy and
breathless, think of Ann Rutherford.
She’s riding that whirlpool like a cham-
plon swimmer . . . and loving every
minute of it! Somehow she manages
to leave it long enough to play op-
posite Eddie Bracken in NB(C’s Eddie
Bracken Story whenever necessary—
and the minute the program’s over, she
dives in again.

Ever since she left her movie career
(only a temporary absence, if you ask
us!), Ann has been putting her violent
energy into day-to-day living; and for
the past two and a half years, this has
included a husband in the happy con-
fusion. He is David May II, executive
of the gigantic May Company Depart-
ment Stores in Los Angeles; and be-
cause of his marriage to Ann, he has
found himself wading through adven-
ture after adventure.

Adventure Number One we’ll call the
Hidden Baby Episode—the baby being
a blue-eyed blonde-haired girl named
Gloria whom the Mays adopted at the
age of one day. Knowing how adoption
agencies disapprove of publicity, Ann
determined to keep the baby a dead
secret for eight long months until the
final adoption papers were signed—
and since she was also determined to
lead her normal life, this created one
crisis after another. Friends would
swarm in the front door of the big
white Georgian Colonial house, while
Ann and the nurse whisked Gloria to
one of the upstairs back rooms. When
Ann’s many girl-friends went upstairs,
the baby disappeared down the back.

So that was one adventure the Mays
weathered successfully. Adventure
Number Two dealt with Ann’s birthday
present from David, which is a wicked
black continental car named Christo-
pher. Christopher is as beautiful as
Amber, and as treacherous—he has
brought the Mays nothing but bad luck.
In quick succession, after the acquisi-
tion of the car, the garage burned
down, destroying another car and
smoke-damaging the newly-decorated
house, burglars ransacked the house,
and Christopher himself was stolen
and stripped of everything—and found,
three days later, washed and filled up!

What with fires, burglars, hidden
babies and stolen cars, you would think
that the Mays’ abode was .a shambles
by this time. Quite the contrary. Of
| all the homes in Beverly Hills, theirs
| is one of the most lavish and lovely—
fifteen rooms, all done in gay chintzes

THINK of a happy whirlpool made

Ann Rutherford’s daily routine
adds support to the rumor that
living in Hollywood is one long,
mad, happy series of adventures!

and colorful draperies, enclosed by a
spreading garden with a big swimming
pool. In it Ann forgets to eat lunch,
but eats steadily at small dinner-
parties she gives for her endless friends,
who include Veronica Lake, Andre de
Toth, Frances Rafferty, Peter Lawford,
June Allyson, Stephen Crane, Hope and
David Hearst, Cobina Wright Jr. and
her husband Palmer Beaudette, and
Mr. and Mrs. Sylvan Simon.

Ann Rutherford’s life has always
been a whirlpool, beginning almost
with her birth twenty-six years ago in
Toronto, Canada. She was only four
years old when she began acting in
plays in San Francisco (where she and
her parents had moved), and by the
time she was thirteen (and now liv-
ing in Los Angeles) she became utterly
irritated with schooling and marched
into a radio station which lay on her
way to school. “I,” she announced, “am
an actress, ready for work!”

To her astonishment, they thought so
too; and she was instantly cast as the
lead in a two-year radio serial. That led
‘to other radio parts, which led to her
photograph in the newspapers, which
led directly into the motion picture
studios—where she became famous op-
posite Mickey Rooney in the Hardy
pictures. . ]

But right now Ann is mostly acting
the role of wife and mother . . . and
gay adventuress! Her hat adventures
alone would keep you reading for
hours. She has always made her own
cocktail hats, and she approaches her
hobby briskly, armed with a hat-
block, yards of wire for frames, bolts
of various cloths, and boxes of flowers,
veiling, and artificial birds. She has no
inhibitions about hats—her most recent
success consisted of two hats, worn one
on top of the other! L.

But enough of this! By this time
you get the 1dea: Ann lives in a happy
whirlpool. Which is nothing compared
to what is to come, when she and David
have the five children they want, Then
life will be an even bigger whirlpool
for Ann—and she’ll still ride it like a
seasoned and graceful mermaid, in the
best-looking hat you ever saw!




Delight your family with finer fruits...save sugar, too

OME CANNERS everywhere are
H enthusiastic about this fully
tested, sensationally new way
to put up fruits with finer flavor,
brighter color, firmer texture.
Beginners and veteran canners
alike are packing fruits and berries;
making preserves and marmalades

putting up 25% to 30% more with
their sugar ration.

The secretis home-blended syrups
of Karo-and-sugar. Tested recipes,
preferred by the tasting jury of ex-
perts and endorsed by home econo-
mists and food editors, are now yours
for the asking.

Send today for the exciting FREE
book. .. beautifully illustrated in full
color . .. containing simple fool-proof
directions for blending these new can-
ning syrups. Accurate charts in this
book guide you in perfect home can-
ning of finer fruits to enrich your pan-
try shelves and delight your family.

H P
, sun-ripe flavor s%-Fand o
| Paper shortages make it difficult for us to
print enough books for all. Be sure of your
FREE copy. Don’t delay. Write at once.
Print or write name and address plainly.

KARO

Canal St. Station, P. O. Box 154
New York 13, N. Y, '

y
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"% SEND FOR
el | :

Please send me “How to Can Finer Fruits
and Save Sugar”.

442 BOOK TODAY !
’—'

Name.
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Corn Products Sales Co. Street

B Rich in dextrose...
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With Mazola’s new “stay together’
dressing as your theme, harmonize
your own piquant variations for
delicious fruit, vegetable or sea food
salads. Tempt your family with a
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symphony of different salads, or
serve all three to summer guests.

Keep a big jar of this new “Maz-
ola” dressing fresh and cool in your
refrigerator, ‘“‘ever-ready’’ for use.

MAZOLA “EVER-READY' FRENCH DRESSING

(The dressing that *
1 tablespoon salt
2 teaspoons paprika

1 tablespoon dry mustard

5 teaspoons sugar

14 teaspoon pepper 1 egg
Combine all dry ingredients, egg, and 3
tablespoons of the vinegar. Beat until
well blended. Add Mazola 2 tablespoons
at a time until 35 cup Mazola has been
added, beating after each addition till
Mazola disappears and mixture is

‘stays together”)

14 cup vinegar

2 cups Mazola

14 cup lemon juice
smooth. Add remaining Mazola }{ cup
at a time, alternately with lemon juice
and vinegar, beating well after each ad-
dition. Makes 3 cups. Store in refrig-
erator, and use “as is”’ for summer
salads, or try these variations:

1 CREAM NECTAR DRESSING for FRUIT SALADS:

Blend well Y4 cup Mazola “‘ever-ready” French Dressing with 1 cup
sour cream, 1 tsp. lemon rind, 1 tsp. orange rind and 1 tsp. Red Label
Karo or honey. Makes 114 cups.

2 *“DEEP SOUTH'' DRESSING for SEA FOOD SALADS:
Blend 6 tbsps. Mazola “‘ever-ready” French Dressing with 3{ cup mayon-
naise. Just before serving fold in 34 cup diced avocado. Makes 134 cups.

3 CHEESE AND CHIVE DRESSING for VEGETABLE SALADS:

Blend well ¥4 cup Mazola “‘ever-ready’ French Dressing
with 1 cup cottage cheese, Y4 cup milk and 1 tablespoon
chopped chives (or onions). Makes 134 cups.
© Corn Products Sales Company
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A handful of words . . .

and the past became a
lie, the shining future

a black, ominous threat

“CNTAND still, Joanne!” Miss
Ward’s fussy, querulous
voice recalled me sharply

from my day-dreaming. Out-

side the window were the sage-
brush hills that made our New

Mexico ranch lands a -valley,

and from where I stood I

could see the golden Palomino

pony kicking up his heels in
the corral. I wanted to be out
there—not acting as a clothes-
horse for the white wedding
dress Miss Ward was fitting
on me. “I'll never get this
straight if you don’t stop fid-
geting!” Her words came out
jerkily through the pins she
held in her mouth. “The wed-
ding only a week off and your




ma sick in bed—I've got plenty to do if
I'm going to have you looking like a
bride and not a ranch hand. But then
I suppose you’d just as soon be married
in your overalls, the way you live in
them!”

I smiled at Miss Ward. The little
seamstress was trying hard to disguise
her pride that she had been -called
in for the occasion when Mother’s
illness had made it impossible for me
to run up to Albugerque for my trous-
seau.- And I knew well that, though
she scolded me to my face, back in her
little shop in Indian Wells she would
brag to anyone who would listen of
how I looked in that white dress and
of what a perfect match Don and I
would make.

“I don’t think Don would care if I did
wear overalls. He likes me just as I
am.” And then, because that sounded
smug, 1 added, penitently, “I do care—
very much—how I look, Miss Ward. 1
want this wedding to be absolutely
perfect.” Strange that I should feel
no excitement—only this pleasant feel-
ing of satisfaction and importance
when I thought of Sunday. But per-
haps not so strange when you consider
that Don and I had been taking our
getting married for granted for so
many years.

“Did you know Duncan was back?”

“Duncan? Oh, I'm glad! We were
afraid he wouldn’t get here in time.
And it would be a queer wedding with-

out Don’s own twin—without my only
brother-in-law.” Everything is work-
ing out as it should, I thought com-
placently, as I turned around on the
stool in obedience to Miss Ward’s com-
mands. Duncan home from Washing-
ton; the doctor confident that Mother
would be out of bed and well by Sun-
day; the weather perfect; and the wed-
ding plans shaping up as the biggest
affair Indian Wells and the whole dis-

tricv had seen for a good many years.

It was all as it should be. Even the
congratulations from our friends had
the knowing, we’ve-always-expected-
it tone about them as if it would be
unheard of for either Joanne Deming
or Don Henry to marry anyone else.
‘We had always, Don and I, been the
leaders among the sons and daughters
of the ranchers whose holdings lay hid-
den in and around these hills, perhaps

Suddenly, there in that peaceful room,
among the people and the things I had
known always, I felt a chill of fear.
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because both of us had the knack of
doing things well, whether it was
working or playing or building our
ambitions for the future. Under

Mother’s tutelage I could manage the
house as well as she; before he died
Dad had taught me to ride herd like
a boy and to understand the business
of ranching. Don ran his own place,
the Bar-H, with an expert hand that
older ranchers envied. Besides that,

we went well together . . . his tall,
dark squareness and my slim height
and fair coloring.

“I saw him get off at the station this
morning. Looked like an Easterner—
except that no dude ever was that
brown or had those sun-squint lines
around his eyes.”

For a minute I couldn’'t think who
she was talking about—and then 1
remembered Duncan.

“He's been gone a year so I suppose
there’ll be a lot of changes in him.
And he was away at college for so
long before that, I honestly don’t know
him very well,” I answered absently.
I was trying to recall exactly what
Duncan looked like. He looked like
Don, of course. They were twins. But
when I tried to picture him distinctly
I could only remember a slightly mock-
ing smile that used to make me un-
comfortable at times, that used to
shake my self-assurance and that I
knew had the same effect on Don. Out-
side of that, he was to me only a
slighter, slimmer edition of Don, with-
out any real impression of the man,
himself. He had been ill a long time
when he was a child and now that he
was grown his interests were different
from ours. He loved this country as
we did, but not from our viewpoint.
He didn’t think of it in terms of cattle
and range and horseflesh. Duncan was
a geologist and I had only the foggiest
notion of what a geologist did. . . .

YTPP'HERE.” Miss Ward straightened

her back and stepped back to look
over her work. “You can take it off
now—it’s fitted.” Carefully she helped
me ease the white silk folds over my
head. “This will be the prettiest dress
I've ever made. As it should be. It
isn’t every day we have a wedding like
this, absolutely right and made in
Heaven, if ever there was one. And
the dress has to be just as right.”

“It will look terrible, if Joanne
doesn’t stop riding every day and get-
ting more and more tanned.” The dress
covered my head at the moment but I
didn't need eyes to know that the
speaker was my second-cousin, Helen
Lodge. There was a light contempt in
her voice. '

“Helen! I didn’t hear you come in,
You startled me. Here—help us get this
sleeve off," Miss Ward directed her.

Once off, I breathed deeply in release.
But Miss Ward wasn’t finished. The
suit skirt, she explained, didn’t hang
properly and I was to stand right there
until she could go and get it.

I was left alone with Helen. I was
weary of standing still so long, but
that didn’t account wholly for my ir-
ritation. Part of it came, as it always
did, from the sight of her dainty, per-
fectly-groomed figure. From her red
curls in faultless ordered waves. From
her carefully-manicured nails and her
shining, high-heeled pumps. Helen'’s
grooming was never ruffled by heat
or wind, because she never stirred, if
it was possible, from the coolness of
the house. Her nails could be perfect
because her hands never did anything
harder than making her own bed. Both
Demings, I thought ... Helenand 1. ..
both of us receiving from childhood
the same love and care and training . . .
yvet we were 'so different. Duty and
responsibility rolled off Helen like
water off a duck’s back and if there was
work to be done she took it for granted
someone else would do it. And some-
one always did.

Involuntarily my eyes went to my
own skm, rounded legs—strong and
supple from the (Continued on page 73)
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Duncan Jooked like. He looked like
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we did, but not from our viewpoint.
He didn’t think of it in terms of cattle
and range and horseflesh. Duncan was
a geologist and I had only the foggiest
notion of what a geologist did. . . .

“THERE.” Miss Ward straightened
her back and stepped back to look
over her work. “You can take it off
now—it’s fitted.” Carefully she helped
me ease the white silk folds over my
head. “This will be the prettiest dress
I've ever made. As it should be. It
isn't every day we have a wedding like
this, absolutely right and made in
Heaven, if ever there was one. And
the dress has to be just as right.”
“It will look terrible, if Joanne
doesn’t stop riding every day and get-
ting more and more tanned.” The dress

covered my head at the moment but 1
didn't need eyes to know that the
speaker was my second-cousin, Helen
Lodge. There was a light contempt in
her voice. 3

“Helen! 1 didn’t hear you come in.
You startled me. Here—help us get this
sleeve off” Miss Ward directed her.

Once off, I breathed deeply in release.
But Miss Ward wasn’'t finished. The
suit skirt, she explained, didn't hang
properly and I was to stand right there
until she could go and get it.

I was left alone with Helen. I was
weary of standing still so long, but
that didn’t account wholly for my ir-
ritation. Part of it came, as it always
did, from the sight of her dainty, per-
fectly~groomed figure. From her red
curls in faultiess ordered waves. From
her carefully-manicured nails and her
shining, high-heeled pumps. Helen’s
grooming was never ruffled by heat
or wind, because she never stirred, if
it was possible, from the coolness of
the house. Her nails could be perfect
because her hands never did anything
harder than making her own bed. Both
Demings, I thought ... Helen and 1. ..
both of us receiving from childhood
the same love and care and training . . .
yet we were so different. Duty and
responsibility rolled off Helen, like
water off a duck’s back and if there was
work to be done she took it for granted
someone else would do it. And some-
one always did,

Involuntarily my eyes went to my
own shm, rounded legs—strong and
supple from the (Continued on page 13)

Suddenly, there in that peacejul room,
n‘r:mlng the people and the things I had
kpown ahways, I felt a chill of fear.

SR s G ee————




I met Ted Bromley.

A stinging wind was coming in off
Lake Michigan, carrying a fine sleet
with it that soon blanketed Chicago.
It would have to be a night like this,
I thought anxiously. All the girls who
worked for Central Communications—
and there were nearly three hundred
of us—had decided to give a party to
raise funds for the new Canteen. I
was in charge of the entertainment
and for days I had been rushing about
trying to make all the arrangements.
Even after the dance got under way
there were still a good many
things to do. So it was nearly
midnight when I sat down at
the table I shared with Mary
Compton and Dora Mason,
the girls I roomed with. “I've
never been so tired,” I ad-
mitted to Dora. “At the stroke
of twelve I'm going to steal
Cinderella’s act and disap-
pear.”

“That’s what you think!”
said a teasing voice behind
me. I turned to see a tall
man standing there. Dora
said casually in her off-hand
manner, ‘“Connie, you know
Ted Bromley, don’t you?
This is Constance Rogers,
Ted.”

“I know. I've known your
name for quite some time,”
he said surprisingly. “Care to
dance, Connie?” I glanced at
Dora but she was absorbed in
a Marine. Ted caught my hand
and led me out on the floor.

In his arms, I almost for-
got how tired I was. He held
me easily, lightly. There was
no need for small talk. Not
with this man. I might have
known him all my life. “Let’s
get out of here,” he said suddenly.
“There’s a small lounge off that hall
where it isn’t so crowded.”

“But I'm taking you away from
Dora,” I said guiltily.

He laughed at that. “You are not
taking me away. I came. Besides, Dora
is busy adding to her male scalp col-
lection.” I glanced in her direction
and saw her blonde head buried on the
Marine’s shoulder. There was a dreamy
expression on both their faces as
they danced. I had to laugh a little
too. My roommate was up to her old
tricks. She was a funny, likeable girl
but she could not resist flirting with
every good-looking man she saw.

The lights were soft in the lounge

IT WAS New Year’s Eve, 1942, that

so that we could look out and see the
frozen shores of Lake Michigan. “Brrr,
I didn’'t know Chicago could get so
cold,” I said.

“Almost as cold as Rockford, isn’t

it?” Ted’s dark eyes were teasing.

“How did you know I came from
there?” 1 asked, astonished.

“I made a point to find out all I could
about you. I work at Central Com-
munications too, even if you never
have noticed me around! ... Connie, the
first time I saw you was up in the
Personnel Department. I thought I'd
never seen a girl so fresh and lovely.

Morethanaring,
it was the symbol
of the perfect thing that
had been their love. Now

the time had come to take

it off—and she had sworn

she would wear it forever!

Ever since then I've been like a kid
looking in a candy-store window . . .”

We looked at each other intently.
“But why didn’t I see you?” I asked.
He was not the type to go unnoticed.
He had light hair, curly as a child’s,
and brown eyes, and the deeply tanned
skin of a man who spends most of his
time out-of-doors.

“Oh, you've seen me,” he grinned.
“But I am a ‘trouble shooter’ for Com-
munications on their Main Line, and
usually I wear thick goggles even
around the plant that make me look
first cousin to gargoyle . . . I've been
waiting for tonight to meet you,
Connie.”

He took my hands in both of his.
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And at that moment the bells started
ringing in New Year . . . 1942 . . .
Year of portent and blackness it proved
to be for so many. We were part . of
the generation—Ted and I—that our
late beloved President Roosevelt said,
“had a rendevous with Destiny.” Not
that we had any inkling of it then. We
were simply another gay young pair
at a party.

“Happy New Year!” Ted said softly.
“Thank my lucky stars for the good old
custom that goes with it!” And he
kissed me. It was a strangely intimate
kiss from someone I had known less
than an hour. But there are
some people you get to know
instantly, He was one of
them.

After that night I saw a lot
of Ted. Dora said, “Well, I
certainly started something
when I introduced you two!”
But she was too absorbed in
her Marine really to notice
anyone else. And Mary
Compton, my other room-
mate, a shy little girl from
the South, began talking in
misty tones about wedding
bells and such. But I laughed
at that. “Ted and I have fun
together. That’s all,” I ex-
plained. “I don’t want to be
married for a long time.”
And I meant it. It was too
pleasant just drifting along
like this. Ted was teach-~
ing me to ice skate and to
bowl. It was such a com-
fortable companionship, so
friendly and smooth, that I
doubted if I were in love at
all. Romance, to my mind,
meant breathless excitement
and a sense of high adven-
ture. There was nothing like
that in my feeling for Ted.

About once a month I was in the
habit of going home on the bus to
Rockwood for, the week-end. It was
only a two-hour trip and I got lone-
some for mother and dad and the twins
—Bud and Bidge, who were eleven.
In February Ted decided to go down
with me for a visit. “I haven’t had
any folks of my own since I was four-
teen. D’you mind if I adopt yours?”
he asked.

“Of course not!” I said, laughing.
“But isn’t that kind of rash, adopting
them sight unseen?”

“No. They are your folks,
they?” )

Something warm filled my heart
when he (Continued on page 88)
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“When I take you into my

arms as my wife, I want it
to be for good. Not just a
day, and then separation.”







NTIL I met Tim Ellis, I thought I had
l l everything in the world that I wanted.

. Everything, that is, within reason. There
were some things I could never have—a sound
heart for my mother, a sound body for my
crippled brother, Eric. But we were comfort-
able, the three of us, in our little house on the
west side of Blue Bridge—and being comfort-
able was a triumph and an achievement that
had once -seemed impossible for the Warren
family. That was five years ago, after the
automobile accident that left Eric a helpless
cripple and settled the support of the family on
my shoulders.

I wasn’t prepared to carry the burden. I was
just out of high school, and I'd had no com-
mercial training. I learned, in weeks of waiting
in one personnel office after another, that no
one wanted to hire a high school graduate with
neither training nor experience.

And then I saw the advertisement. “Recep-
tionist wanted,” it said. “Alert, intelligent. No
experience necessary. Offices of Blaine and
Anson, Blaine Building, after nine.” I was in the
lobby of the Blaine Building at ten minutes to
nine the next morning. At nine I went upstairs,
pushed through wide double doors into a large
room filled with girls. A distracted-looking
young woman handed me an application blank.
I took it hopelessly. Somehow, that advertise-
ment in the paper had seemed intended es-
pecially for me—and now I saw that every other
high school graduate in town had evidently
thought the same thing. There wasn’t even
room enough for me to sit down; I wrote hold-
ing the blank against the wall near the door.

That was how I met Harold Anson. The
door flew open, jogged my shoulder, and the
blank slid to the floor. I stooped to retrieve
it, but another hand—a man’s hand—was
quicker. A man’s voice said, “I'm so sorry.
Did I hurt—" Then, as we straightened, facing
each other, his voice died away. For a second
he said nothing at all; for a second there was

in his eyes. Then it was gone, and he was say-
ing smoothly, repeating, “I'm terribly sorry. I
should never have opened the door so abruptly.”

I took the blank
he held out to me,
assured him that I
wasn’'t hurt. He

something startled, something like recognition—.

.‘A STARS OVER HOLLYWOOD STORY‘

Some things, Adele knew, she could never have—but she didn’t
know that happiness might be among them until she found that in

choosing between love and friendship it’s possible to lose both

touched his hat and went on to the inner offices,
after stopping for a minute to speak to the
woman at the desk. The woman collected our
applications. I imagined that she looked at me
with some attention as she took mine, but then
I put the fancy down to wishful thinking. She
disappeared into the inner offices; two minutes
later she came back, announcing “Miss Warren,
Miss Adele Warren.” A

I followed her, trying not to hope too much.
Then I was seated opposite Mr. Anson in his
office, trying to control my trembling hands, my
shaking knees. There was no recognition in
Mr. Anson’s eyes now; he was brisk and busi-
ness-like, but he didn’t look frightening. He
was a plain little man in his forties, hardly
taller than I. He had a nice, rather boyish
face, but he was the sort of person you would
never notice on the street, wouldn’t remember
after a casual introduction. His hair was thin-
ning, and everything about him—hair, eyes,
his well-cut suit—was an unobtrusive, medium
brown. Everything except his shoes. His shoes
were a bright tan, almost orange. Somehow,
the sight of those gaudy shoes gave me cour-
age.

He had my application blank in his hand and
he referred to it as he questioned me. “Two
dependents, Miss Warren?” he asked in a voice
that said I was rather young to have any de-
pendents at all.

“My mother and my brother,” I explained.
“My father died several years ago, and Eric,
my brother, supported us after that. Mother
has a weak heart and can do nothing more
strenuous than light housework. Then this
spring Eric was hurt—paralyzed as the result
of an auto accident.”

“There’s no chance of recovery?”

“He may be able to use his hands, some day.
But the doctors say he’ll never be able to walk
again.”

Mr. Anson didn’t say anything. I liked that.
Everyone said how sorry they were about Eric—
but being sorry didn’t give him back the use
of his limbs.

Mr. Anson rose and held out his hand.
“Thank you for coming in, Miss Warren. We'll
call you to let you
know.”

I rose, too, swal-
lowing my disap-

25



26

pointment. I'd heard that so many
times— “We'll let you know.” Only
they never did.

But they called me that afternoon,
and the next morning I started work as
receptionist for Blaine 'and Anson, shoe
manufacturers. I didnt question my
good fortune. I was too intent upon
doing my job well to wonder how I'd
happened to be chosen for it—until
the last day of the first week, when
Mr. Anson called me into his -office.
It was late in the afternoon; most of
the staff had gone home, and I thought
Mr. Anson had gone, too, until he
popped his head out of his door and
said, “Miss Warren, I'd like to see you
for a minute.”

I went on shaking legs, wondering
what I had done wrong, sure that I
was going to lose my job. Mr. Anson
closed the door after me, picked some-
thing out of the drawer of his desk.
“Miss Warren,” he said ‘abruptly, “I'd
like you to have these.”

I looked down at the objects he
placed in my hand. They were gold
buckles—thick, heavy, old-fashioned
shoe buckles. I'd never seen anything
like them, but they looked valuable.
“I can’t,”’ I stammered. “I mean, thank
you, but I can’t possibly—"

“But you can,” he insisted. “I don’t
care what you do with them—sell
them, have them melted down, any-
thing. We had them made for a special
display, and we’ve no possible use for
them unless we gave them away as
curios. I'd much rather you had them.”

If I had been older or more self-
assured, I would have known that he
was as flustered as I was. But I was
panic-stricken, remembering the odd
way he’d looked at me the day he’d
bumped into me, remembering, too, all
the stories I'd ever heard about employ-
ers who made advances. “I can’t,” I re-
peated desperately, “and I think I'd
better resign—"

“Oh, no!” he cried. “You mustn’t
do that! Think of your mother and
your brother—"

“That’s just it,” I said stiffly. “I didn’t
want to be hired out of pity, or for
any other reason. I can’t work here
unless it’s on the basis of ability alone.”

“Out of pity,” he repeated. He sat
down suddenly, took out his handker-
chief and mopped his forehead. “I

don’t pity you, Miss Warren. But it’s -

Until Too Late was suggested by the
radio script, “Motor Trouble”, by Jon
Slott, first heard on Stars over Holly-
wood, Saturdays at 12:30, EWT, over CBS.

true that I asked Personnel to con-
sider you for the job, and I did have a
reason. Would you like to hear it?”

I nodded dumbly. He motioned
toward a chair, and I sat down. “You
look like someone I knew once,” he
said, “someone I cared a great deal
about. She had blue eyes like yours,
and round pink cheeks like yours,
and her hair was the same shade of
bright, light brown. And there was
something more, too—something young
and shining and courageous about her
—something you have. She was a
waitress in the college town where I
went to school, and I—well, I fell head
over heels in love with her. We planned
to be married, until I came home on
vacation, and Blue Bridge closed in
on me. Blue Bridge isn’t a very big
place, but it's big enough for snobbery.
I'd been brought up to believe that the
six best families in Blue Bridge were
pretty important, and that there was
a sort of law against marrying outside
them, if you happened to be born into
them. It’s pretty hard to rise above
that sort of thing when youre twenty,
and I didn’t have the courage my girl
had. I didn’t have spirit enough to
fight my family and their friends. I
didn’t go back to school that fall. I
stayed here and went into the firm.”

I was listening, fascinated. Mr.
Anson didn’t look like a plain, ner-
vous little man any more. His voice
had deepened as he talked; he had
taken on dignity and stature. “What
happened to her?” I breathed.

“I don’t know,” he said slowly. “At
the time, it didn’t seem important to
find out. I rationalized, put the whole
thing down to infatuation, told myself
that she’d been only infatuated, too.
I married a Blue Bridge girl, and my
two boys were born, and for a few
years I was busy, building our home,
working up in the business. But
lately— As you get older, Miss Warren,
you begin to think back, and you won-
der sometimes. . . . I’ve been thinking
lately that not only was I false to that
girl and to myself, but false to some-
thing bigger than both of us—false
to Life, in a way. That’s why when
I walked in the other morning and
saw you—it was like being offered a
second chance. I'm sorry I blundered
about the buckles, but they mean
nothing to us, and I'd truly like to help
you in any way I can. I'm glad that
you're here. It makes me happy just to
see you around the office. I ask nothing
except that you stay on here and let
me be your friend.”

I refused the buckles, but I kept my
job. I walked out of Mr. Anson’s
office that afternoon dazed by his con-
fidences, but so touched by them that
I felt like crying, even while a cynical
part of my mind whispered that they
might not be true. Afterwards, I was
ashamed of myself for doubting him.
I asked no question about him, but the
office force gossiped, and is wasn't
long before I discovered that everyone
was sorry for him. Even close-
mouthed, acid-tongued Miss Porter,
Mr. Blaine’s secretary, softened when
she spoke of Mr. Anson. “Poor man,”
she said. “All the color there is in his

life is in those shoes he wears. He's
spent his whole life running around
a tight little triangle made up of the
office and his home and the country
club. As for his wife—she cares a lot
more about Mrs. Harold Anson than
she cares about her husband. It wasn’t
so bad when his boys were younger,
but now they’re both away at
school. . . .” She shook her head. “I
don’t know what he’ll do for an in-
terest.”

I might have told her that Mr. Anson
was interested in me, but at that time
I didn’t know how much he thought
about me, how much he planned for
me. There was the secretarial course,
for one thing—the first thing. One day
he said to me, casually, “Have you
ever thought of going to business
school, Miss Warren?”

“I’ve thought of it,” I said ruefully.
“But I can’t afford it.”

“You can borrow on the employes’
fund,” he suggested. “It’s there for
you to use, and you can repay the
money at the rate of a dollar or two a
week. You'd make more as a stenog-
rapher . . . and my secretary is leav-
ing to be married next June.” ’

I lost no time in drawing on the em-
ployes’ fund. I'd finished the course in
night school: I’'d been a stenographer
for three months and Mr. Anson’s pri-
vate secretary for six before I dis-
covered the amounts loaned out of the
employes’ fund were normally not
nearly as large as the one I'd had, and
that usually they were reserved only
for emergencies. But by that time I'd
been with Blaine and Anson for over a
year, and I'd grown accustomed to Mr.
Anson’s thoughtfulness and generosity.
In dozens of ways he made the differ-
ence between comfort and bare ex-
istence for Mother and Eric and me,
between worry and a sense of security.
Our clothes and household goods were
purchased at discount at the department
stores that did business with the firm
of Blaine and Anson. At Christmas
and on holidays and on every possible
occasion gifts came to the house—prac-
tical gifts, like great baskets of tinned
delicacies that provided midnight
snacks and party fare for our family
for weeks afterward. I had a two-week
vacation my first summer, and a three-
week vacation each summer thereafter
—and more often than not the railroad
fare and the hotel expenses at the re-
sorts I visited cost me nothing at all. Mr.
Anson had intended to use the railroad
tickets himself, he explained, and had
had his plans changed at the last min-
ute. Mr. Anson “just happened” to hold
a due-bill at the resort hotel I wanted
to visit. There was no thanking him for
any of these favors, but I felt better
about accepting them after I discovered
that the acidulous Miss Porter, who
was middle-aged and had been twenty
years with the firm, received the same
sort of favors—although in smaller
quantity—from Mr. Blaine.

I never saw Mr. Anson outside his
office. Soon after I became his secre-
tary our days fell into a pattern that
never varied. He would come marching
in in the morning, brisk and business-
like. “Good (Continued on page 54)
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Marjorie prayed twice for a
thing she wanted more than
anything in life. And twice.

her prayer was answered...

WAS tired that night, coming home

from work. I couldn’t remember ever

having been so tired. It was the kind
of tiredness you wake up in the morning
with, the kind that seems to have gotten
into your very bones. And ahead of me,
there was dinner to cook, the dishes to
wash, the house to straighten and—most
of all—Bob, with whom I must pretend
I wasn’t tired at all.

I sighed. Gary Gray turned from his
driving for a moment and looked at me.
“You look all in,” he said sympathetically.

“I'd like to go to bed and sleep for six
weeks.” I tried to smile at him. He was
a nice person and a most considerate boss.
“I certainly do appreciate this lift home.
I'd never have made it on the bus tonight.”

“You deserve a lift, having to work
overtime. It’s been tough lately for you
and your husband. But he'll be well soon
and then you can take your six weeks’
nap. Although—" he smiled “—what I'll
do without you at the office I don’t know.”

The car stopped in front of the small
two-family house, and I got out. “Thanks
ever so much,” I said. “See you tomor-
row.” I stood there for a moment, holding
my big bag of groceries, as he drove off.
Gary Gray was attractive—tall, slim,
good-looking. He was probably going




home to his bachelor apartment to
bathe and dress and then take a girl
out to dinner and a show. He knew
lots of girls, and some of them ran
after him.

Suddenly I wished I were going out
to dinner, like the girl he was taking.
I wanted to have a long, leisurely bath,
to take my time doing my nails and
hair, to get all dressed up and go to
dinner some place where there was
music and soft lights—and where I
could just sit and order what I wanted
without having to worry about cooking
it and cleaning up afterwards. It had
been a long time since I'd done that.
Not since before Bob’s operation, nearly
five months ago.

But it was silly, thinking like this.
I shifted the heavy bag, fixed a smile
on my lips and went up the steps and
opened the door.

Bob was sitting in his wheel chair
by the window. He had managed to
wrap himself in a robe. There were
magazines and books on the table be-
side him, and the portable radio, and
a piece of paper covered with figures.
He tried to shove it out of sight, but I
saw it and knew he’d been worrying
over expenses again.

I went over and kissed him.
honey. How are you?”

His worried frown relaxed a little
but the worry didn’t leave his face.
*“Okay, I guess.” His voice was life-
less, and at the sound of it all the life
seemed to drain out of me, too. “You're

“Hi,

awfully late. Whatever kept you?”

“We had to work overtime again.
And then I had to stop and do the mar-
keting. Mr. Gray brought me home,
though, so it wasn’t too bad.”

“Yes,” he said. “I saw him.”

There was something in the way he
said it that was-—well, almost as if he
were accusing me of something. As if
he resented it. I looked at him sharply,
and noticed again how much weight
he’d lost and how drawn he looked.
Bob was a big man. He’d played foot-
ball in high school and had always been
active and strong. That was one of the
reasons why it was so hard on him to
be sick for so long.

“Well,” I said as cheerfully as I
could, ‘“dinner’ll be ready in a min-
ute.” I carried the groceries out to the
small kitchen. The sink was stopped
up again. I'd have to fix it before I
could wash the vegetables and, for a
minute, I felt like crying in my exas-
peration. Marie was always letting the
sink get stopped up. But she was
young and inexperienced, and we were
lucky to have anyone at all who could
come in and get Bob's lunch every day.

“What did you do today?” I called
out, as I started to work. “Have any
company?”’ Sometimes the neighbors
came in to visit with Bob.

“No, nobody came. And I had my
usual busy, exciting day. I read the
morning paper and I read the evening
paper. I did a crossword puzzle. I lis-
tened to the radio and I looked out the

“l had my usual exciting day,”
Bob said. “l read the morning
paper. I read the evening paper.”

window. That’s always fascinating.”

I should have been warned by the
bitterness in his voice. I should have
realized that this was one of the times
when he felt most deeply discouraged.
But I was full of my long, hard day; I
was trying to unplug the drain; I was
thinking of the note I'd have to leave
Marie tomorrow telling her she must
clean out the ice-box as I'd asked; and
so I said, without thinking, “Gosh, that
sounds like a wonderful day. I'd like
to have had it.”

HERE was silence for a minute.

When I looked up Bob had wheeled
himself to the doorway. His face was
taut and angry. “Okay,” he said, “throw
it up to me that you have to go out and
work all day, and then come home and
work again. Tell me how you have to
earn all the money while I sit here do-
ing nothing.”

“Bob!” I cried. “I didn’t mean that.
I was only thinking—"

“] know what you were thinking.
You don’t have to tell me. You’re sick
to death of having an invalid for a hus-
band . . , you've made that clear. I
saw you standing there on the side-
walk, looking after Gary Gray. You
probably wish you were out with him
somewhere.”

“That’s not fair! Maybe I did wish
for a minute I were going out—but riot
with Gary Gray or anybody else. With
you. That’s only natural, isn’t it? To
want you to be well so we can go places
again and have fun. To want you to be
well for all the reasons in the world.
It’s been a long time—"’

“You're telling me! Do you think I
like sitting here alone, day after day,
not able to do any of the things we
used to do? Do you have to remind me
how tough it is on you?”

I burst into tears. I couldn’t help it.

After a minute, Bob said: “I’'m sorry,
Marjorie. Pm—jittery tonight but I
didn’t have any right to take it out on
you. Don’t cry, honey.”

I needed to have his arms around me.
I needed to have the tears kissed away
and to be soothed and comforted. But
he only sat there, gripping the arms of
his chair, with his face suddenly white
with fatigue. Even as I looked up at
him, he turned away and propelled
himself slowly back to the window as
if he had expended every ounce of en-
ergy he had.

I dried my eyes. “It’s all right,” I
said dully. And went back to peeling
the potatoes.

But it wasn’t all right. None of it
was all right. It was true Bob’s oper-
ation had been a serious one, and his
long convalescence had been a strain
on him. I’knew he was weak, that he
was sometimes in pain, and that he was
bound to feel lonely and low here alone
all day. His company had put him on
half pay since his illness and he wor-
ried about money a lot. All that was
true. But what was also true was that
it had been a terrible strain on me, as
well. I had taken the job with Gary
Gray as soon as Bob was well enough
for me to leave him, and I worked hard
at it. We needed the money desper-
ately. I, too, worried and, more, I had




to try to keep him from worrying. I
had fried to keep him cheerful and un-
discouraged as the weeks turned into
months. And then tonight when I was
so tired, when I needed comforting my-
self, to have him turn on me like that—
I knew he didn’t mean it, but it wasn’t
fair. It was too much!

I thought of the way things used to
be between us, and tears came to my
eyes again. The way we used to laugh,
while I was getting dinner when he got
home from work. The way he’d inter-
rupt what I was doing to take me in his
arms and kiss me and tease me.
way we planned for the things we
wanted some day to have, the things we
wanted to do. The—the togetherness
of it.

And now all that was gone. -

I remembered our first Christmas.
We’d been married eight months then
and we were terribly in love. We
didn’t have much money and we need-
ed a lot of things for the house, so we’d
decided instead of giving each other a
regular Christmas present, we’d each
save a certain amount and buy an easy
chair for the living-room as a Christ-
mas present to the house and to our-
selves. We got a little china bank and
put it on the mantel-piece, and at the
end of each week we had a ceremony
when we each put in the amount we’d
saved—Bob from his budgeted allow-
ance, I from mine.

And I remembered how, during the
weeks before Christmas, I'd decided I'd

The .

break the pact and secretly get a spe-
cial present for Bob anyway. A wrist-
watch. It wasn't a. very expensive
watch, but he wanted and needed one,
So I scrimped every way I could—and
I did without the occasional lunches
I'd had downtown with girls I knew.
I denied myself little things. I mended
stockings again and again instead of
buying new ones. I walked all over
town to get the lowest prices on house-
hold supplies and food, to save enough
to make a secret payment each week
on that watch.

And then, on Christmas Eve after-
noon, I'd gone to the jewelry store to
make the final one. Just as Mr. Cohen,
the jeweler, was wrapping it up—Bob
walked in! I felt as guilty as if I'd
been caught robbing the store instead
of buying a present. I'd wanted to sur-
prise him Christmas morning.

“Darn it, what did you have to come
in here for?”’ I cried. Then I turned to
Mr. Cohen. “You might as well give
it to him now,” I said. “He’s ruined the
surprise.” ’

Mr, Cohen handed him the package,
and Bob stood there, turning it over
and over in his hands, looking at it
with a funny expression. Then he said
to Mr. Cohen, “Give her her package.”

The jeweler reached under the coun-
ter and brought out a similar box. He
handed it to me. It was a simple, inex-
pensive wristwatch. It was the most
beautiful watch in the whole world.

When I looked at it, and looked at

Bob, and then at Mr. Cohen standing
there beaming at us, I couldn’t say any-
thing. Only Mr. Cohen spoke. He kept
saying, over and over, “Don’'t I keep
secrets good? I knew it all the time!
Each of you buying it for the other.
Ah, that’s nice, that's nice. That’s
good.”

We walked out of the store with our
watches, our precious gifts. We walked
all the way home. “You're an old
double-crosser,” I said. “I thought you
were putting all your savings into the
bank, for the chair. I bet you had to
do without lunches for this.”

And Bob said, “You’re an old double-
crosser, yourself! All the time telling
me you gave up candy because you
were getting fat, and you couldn’'t go
downtown to lunch because you were
too busy at home.”

We kept kidding each other because
if went too deep to be serious. And
when we got home, we broke the bank
and there was enough in it to buy the
chair. It was the happiest Christmas,
we decided, that anybody ever had.
Not because of the watches. But be-
cause the watches represented sacrifice
and love.

That was what we’d had once.
now-—

Now I put the dinner on a tray and
carried it in to Bob. The chops had
burned a little, because I'd been pre-
occupied with thinking about what had
been.

Bob took a couple of bites and pushed

And

Mr. Gray looked at me with sympathy.
“What you need,” he said, “is a little fun.”




his plate away. “I don’t think I want
any dinner,” he said.

“But you've got to eat! You won’t
get your strength back if you don’t eat.”

“I'm not hungry. And besides the
chop is burned.”

“Then why didn't you say you
weren’t hungry?” 1 burst out. “I
wouldn’t have fixed dinner if I'd known
you weren’t going to eat it. I'm not
hungry either. I'm too tired.”

“I know you're tired. And I'm sorry
you had to fix dinner. I'm sorry I can’t
take you out, if that’s what you want.
I'm sorry I'm sick. But, for Lord’s
sake, don’t blame me if I don’t want
anything to eat!”’

I tried to fight down the anger that
rose uncontrollably within me. “Look,
honey,” I said as evenly as I could. “I
know it’s hard to be sick for so long.
But it’s not going to last forevet, you
know. You're going to get well. Soon,
Dr. Squire says—"

EAH. Sure. -That’s what we’ve

been telling ourselves for months
now. You and the doctor have been
giving me pep talks as if I were a six-
year-old kid—”

“You’ve got to make an effort. For
my sake, as well as your own. You’'ve
Zot to try to look on the bright side of
things instead of always the dark side.
[ can’t do everything, Bob.”

“There you go again—reminding me
of everything you have to do! I know
what you have to do. But—" he shoved
back from the table. “Skip it,” he said
in a dead voice. “I'm going to bed.”

I sat there in front of the littered
table, with its dirty dishes, its dinner
we couldn’t ‘eat. I looked at-it. I
thought of the laundry still to be got-
ten together to send out tomorrow, the
.blouse I still had to wash and iron’ to
wear to the office. And suddenly re-
sentment flooded through me. What
good were any of the things I had to
do? What use were they? When the
only results were that Bob and I were
becoming like strangers to each other,
who no longer spoke the same language
except to bicker? He never seemed to
appreciate anything any more at all;
he could never have acted as he had
tonight if he did.

“Well,” I finally told myself, “he’s
sick and I have to make excuses for
him. But why can’t he, just once, may-
be make excuses for me?”

Two hours later, when all the work
was done, I went into the bedroom. Bob
was lying in his bed, staring at the
ceiling. I knew from the way his
mouth was drawn that he was in pain.

“Is it very bad, honey? Will you be
able to sleep?” I said softly.

“It’s okay.”

I waited a moment. Then I said,
“I'm sorry if I was cross. Ididn’t mean
to be.”

He looked at me then but it wasn’t
as if he saw me. It was as if he were
looking at something a long time ago.
“I'm sorry if I was,” he said.

Whenever we had quarreled over
anything, before Bob was sick—and we
had occasionally, as I guess all married
people do—we’d always ended it fi-

--.7nally together. There had always been

.

a reconciliation that had gone deeper
than the quarrel, and made the dis-
agreement as if it had never been.
Now nothing was finished. Nothing
was ended. It was exactly as if two
strangers had apologized for accident-
ally running into each other on the
street.

And that was the way it stayed. Bob

‘and I seemed to withdraw more and

more from each other. It was as if we
didn’t have anything to give each other
any more—we who once had given in
full and overflowing measure. In try-
ing hot to quarrel or misunderstand
each other, we just stopped trying to
talk—really talk—at all.

. I stopped trying to figure it out, and
resentment stayed with me. If he

really, truly loved me, I thought, he’d .

stop thinking only of the way he felt
and try to understand how I was
feeling.

One day at the office, after Gary
Gray had finished a lot of dictation, he
said, “What’s the matter lately, Mar-
jorie? You seem so depressed.”

“I am,” I said. “Oh, I guess it’s noth-
ing really—except just things at home
don’t seem to go so well any more.”

He looked at me sympathetically.
“What you need is a little fun. Tell
you what—let me drive you home this
afternoon and on the way we’ll stop
off at that new place and have some
tea. It will do you good.”

It would make me late getting home.
But what of it, I thought suddenly. I
was late when I had to work overtime.
Why shouldn’t I be late, just once, to
have some pleasure? Bob shouldn’t
mind—just this one time. So I called
Marie at noon and told her to tell Bob
I'd be late. I.didn’t say why. I would
tell him when I got there.

And all afternoon I worked with
more_vigor, thinking how I was going
to do something gay and different at
the end of the day instead of the same
dreary round of going home and cook-
ing dinner and facing the silence that
seemed now to come so often and so
separatingly between Bob and me.

HE tea room was in one of the new,

smart hotels. There was ah orches-
tra for dancing, and lots of well-dressed
people. - Gary and I had thin little
sandwiches, and talked—not of work,
but of the people around us and things
[ike that. He could be very amusing,
and I found myself laughing as I hadn’t
laughed in months. One of the things
I'd always liked and respected about
him was that, in all the time I'd worked
in his office, he’d never made a too-
personal remark to me. He never, in
the slightest way, ever tried to make
a bid for personal attention, as some
bosses did with their secretaries. And
it was the same now. We had a good
time together but it was exactly like
being out with an older brother.

It was raining when we left. As we
drove up in front of my house, Gary
took off his topcoat and put it over my
shoulders. “Better wear this in,” he
said, “so you won'’t get wet.” And then
we both laughed at the way I looked
bundled up in the coat that was so
much too big.

He put his arm around me, helping
me hold it up, as we ran up the steps
of the house. “Come in,” I said, “'so I
can give this back to you.”

I opened the door and he followed
me in. Bob was sitting in his chaif by
the window, “Hello, honey. You’ve
never met Gary Gray, the nicest boss
anybody ever had. Gary, this is—”

Bob’s voice cut over mine, and you
could feel the anger in it. “Where have
you been?” he demanded.

I stared at him in amazement, and all
my gay mood drained away. “Why,
we just stepped off for some tea on the
way home. I phoned yqu I'd be late—"’

Bob was looking over my shoulder
at Gary. “Is this what you call work-
ing overtime, Mr. Gray? When my
wife has been late getting home be-
fore—"

“Bob!” I cried: “For heaven’s sake—"

“I'm afraid it’s all my fault,” Gary
interrupted smoothly, ignoring the im-
plication of Bob’s words. “This time
wasn’t overtime. I gave myself the
pleasure of inviting Marjorie. I didn’t
think you’d mind. I'm sorry—"

Bob tried to get up. I saw his hands
clenched at his side. “Well, I do mind.
And I’d just as soon you left—right
now.’

Gary Gray looked at him a long mo-
ment, in silence. Then he turned to me.
“Good night, Marjorie,” he said, and
picked up his coat and left.

I was shaking with angry hum1ha-
tion. “What on earth are you doing?”
I cried to Bob. “What do you mean—
insulting him that way, implying the
things you did about not working over-
time when we said we were! He was
just trying to be nice.”

“I don’t like other guys being nice to
my wife like that! He’s too smooth—
and if he thinks—"

“He’s not! And you behaving like a
—a rowdy to him and to me, too! With
all the rest I've had to stand, now you
have to go and act this way.” The tears
rushed up and choked me. I ran into
the bedroom, slammed the door, and
threw myself on the bed,

I cried for a long time. Finally, from
the other room, I heard Bob dialing a
number on the telephone and talking
for a long time. I couldn’t hear what
he said. Then he opened the door and
wheeled in. He came up to the bed be-
side me and said, very quietly:

“I want to apologize, honey. I just
got through apologizing to Gray. You’ve
got to understand and forgive me, too.
I'm terribly, deeply sorry.”

“You ought to be!” I wouldn’t look
at him.

“You’ve got to try and see the way
it was for me. I—I've been sick a long
time, Marjorie. And I've sat here, day
after day, watching all the things you’ve
had to do and feeling like a useless
dope because you had to do them. I
wanted to look after you, take care of
you, and I couldn’t. I haven’t even
been able to kiss you as I've wanted to,
for a long time. It was as if the illness
—took my manhood away and just left
me like a kid you had to look after.
Don’t you see?”

“But you didn’t have to humiliate me
like that. As (Continued on page 67)
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SUNDAY’S strange story
began years ago when, a
tiny baby, she was left at
the door of two old miners.
She grew up to loveliness
and happiness as the wife of
Lord Henry Brinthrope, but
she has never solved the
mystery surrounding her
origin and her background.
(Vivian Smolen)

Produced by Anne and Frank
Hummert; heard each weekday
at 12:45 PM. EWT, CBS.




LONNIE, though he is an adopted and
.not a real son of the Brinthropes, is
a true big brother to little David, and
a worthy heir to the Brinthrope title.
(played by Alastair Kyle)

CHARLOTTE ABBOTT, the wife of the
local doctor, gossips too much; but Sun-
day admires her for the efficient help
she gives her overworked husband.
(played by Elaine Kent)
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IRENE GALWAY, next-door neighbor
to the Brinthropes and Sunday’s trust-
ed friend, will always remember that
her present happiness is chiefly due to
Sunday. If it had not been for Sunday’s
tireless efforts, Irene and Peter, her ex-
husband, might never have reunited.
(played by Frances Carlon)
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land, to the thoroughly American environment of the state of Virginia, with no hitches and no regrets.

Sunday and Henry, with their three children, are living at Black Swan Hall while Henry devotes his energies

to the important work that his airplane plant is accomplishing in turning out needed war supplies.
(Lord Henry Brinthrope played by Karl Swenson)

British aristocracy. But he is one of those Englishmen who feels altogether at home with American people
and traditions, and has managed to transplant himself and his family from his castle at Balmacruchie, in Scot-

LORD HENRY BRINTHROPE, Sunday’s beloved husband, was born into wealth and an assured position in the
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LAWRENCE SHEFFIELD, in add:-
tion to his capable functioning as
Lord Henry’s lawyer, has another
place in the lives of the Brin-
thropes; he is their respected,
trusted friend. Henry prizes him
equally highly in both relation-
ships, and often pays him the trib-
ute of saying “Good old Lawrence,
always there when I need him.”
(played by Clyde North)

HILDA MARSHALL was once a
famous actress. Suddenly threat-
ened by ruin and disgrace, she took
advantage of the fact that she had
once lived in the little Western
town where Sunday grew up, and,
uninvited, thrust herself upon Sun-
day and Lord Henry at their home
in Virginia, Black Swan Hall, in an
effort to reconstruct her fortunes
and plan her future. Sunday and
Lord Henry will not soon forget the
strange woman whose visit turned
into a period of trouble, very
nearly of heartbreak, for them.
(played by Ara Gerald)




PETER GALWAY is another per-
son whose gratitude to the Brin-
.thropes will last for all of his life.
He too will never forget that it is to
Sunday and Lord Henry that he
owes the happiness of his remar-
riage to Irene, after the divorce
that was so sad a mistake for both
of them. An architect, Peter com-
pleted some special assignments for
the government in connection with
the war, and now works at home
where he can be close to his wife,
his friends, and his adored and
adoring small daughter, Dorothy.
(played by Joseph Curtin)

KATHY, in her brusque Scottish
way,worships all three of the Brin-
thrope children, though the newest,
baby Caroline, has a particularly
firm grip on her sentimental heart.
When Sunday and Lord Henry left
England, faithful Kathy came with
them to America, so that she need
never be parted from the family to
which she has so long been devoted.
(played by Ruth Russell)
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But that was
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little house, I thought, “Why,

it’s not so bad!”
before I had scen the inside.

When I saw the painted, neat




HEN I woke up, that morning,
Wthe train was moving rather

slowly through country where
the cold breath of the north seemed
still to linger, country one step removed
from the wilderness. But there was no
grandeur about it, I saw as I propped
myself up and peered through the win-
dow of my lower berth. Scrub ever-
greens, dark thickets, patches where
swamp water reflected the greyness of
the sky like a dull mirror." And a little
town, its mean buildings cowering,
huddling together for protection from
the surrounding wasteland.

I remember that I smiled to myself,
thinking, “No wonder Dick got away!
No wonder he never wanted to bring
me here, even for a visit!” I pulled
the shade down, shutting out the sight
after one last supercilious glance.

But of course the country was still
there, waiting, forty-five minutes later
when I got off the train at Farr. It
greeted me with a gust of cold wind
which carried stinging particles of dust,
and I shivered in spite of the warm
tweed suit I had been wise enough to
wear. Down in the city, two hundred
miles away, it was Indian summer,
but here—why, here it was winter al-
ready! If, indeed, it had ever been
summer. A wide, unpaved street
stretched away at right angles to the
railway tracks; a street of shabby
wooden buildings, some of them ob-
viously untenanted. The only sign of
life was a mud-crusted Ford car which
came down the street and stopped a
few feet away from me. A man leaned
out to look at me. “You Mrs. Terrell?”
he asked in a harsh voice.

“Yes,” I said, and he unlatched the
car door.

“Get in. You can put your valise in
back.” He was certainly ungracious
enough, I thought as I obeyed. No
doubt he was a neighbor of Dick’s
parents who resented being asked to
meet me. He was old and thin and
strong, with a deeply lined face and
brown hands that engulfed the car’s

steering-wheel, they were so big. He
was dressed in a black suit which was
green with age and not particularly
clean.

“How is Mrs. Terrell now?” I asked.
He didn’t answer; just shrugged his
thin shoulders and swung the car into
a narrow, rutted dirt road. Evidently
conversation wasn’t his strcng point.
I fell silent, staring out at the dreary
landscape. “It’s a dead country,” Dick
had told me once. “It used to be good
timber land, but the lumbermen came
in and stripped it bare. I mean—really
bare. It actually won’t support life
now.”

He had exaggerated there, of course.
I closed my eyes, and against the lids
I could see Dick again—not in his uni-
form, because the uniform meant the
war, and the war was to be only an
interlude in our life together. I brought
pback, vivid to my memory, the way his
brown hair grew irregularly above
his forehead, and the lively sparkle
of his blue eyes, and the flat leanness
of his cheeks; and I heard again, as I
heard every day, his voice saying,
“We’ve had one perfect year together,
Myra, and it will do for a starter. When
I come back we’ll pick up exactly
where we left off. Until then—"

He hadn’t finished, but I had under-
stood. Until then, I was to keep the
old life intact. It was Dick’s life; he
had fought for it and fashioned it him-
self. Seeing this country, his birthplace,
I was realizing all over again exactly
how hard he had fought. He’d come
from poverty, had worked to put him-
self through college and medical school,
had built up a city practice. That was
a good deal for one man to accomplish.
And then, just as he had begun to en-
joy the fruits of all his work, the
war . . .

I opened my eyes, shaking my head
a little in self-reproof. I musn’t think
about the war, or about the fact that
at the present moment Dick was some
eight thousand miles away from me.
Much better to think, instead, of what
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I could do to help Dick’s parents, that
unknown old couple I was on my way
to meet. )

“I don’t see why you have to go rac-
ing out there yourself,” Edith, my
brother’s wife, had complained when
I showed her the telegram signed
Amos Fennison, M. D. “Suppose Dick’s
mother is ill1? What can you do to
help?”

I had laughed. “I can cook and keep
house, at least. As far as that goes,
Edith, I might even turn out to be a
fairly good nurse. With one doctor for a
brother and another for a husband, I
have managed to pick up a few odds
and ends of medical information.”

“But—really, Myra, I should think
if you must do something—and I sup-
pose you are obligated, since they're
Dick’s parents,” Edith conceded grudg-
ingly, “it would be much more sen-
sible to send a trained nurse. Roger
could get one for you.”

“He probably could. But I certainly
don’t think he should—not with the
Army and Navy crying for nurses. Be-
sides, I've gone all summer without a
vacation. Here’s my chance.”

“Vacation!” Edith sniffed.
work yourself to death.”

Roger, who besides being my brother
was Dick’s best friend and was taking
care of his practice while he was away,
said very much the same thing when
he heard that I was going to Farr,
“Curious to see the ancestral home-
stead?” he inquired, cocking an eye-
brow at me,

“Maybe.”

“A high price to pay for curiosity,
if you ask me,” he commented. “I went
through there once, on a hunting trip.
It looked awful—and from what Dick’s
always said, it is.”

Suddenly and unaccountably, I was
irritated by his superior attitude. “Well,
we can’t make it any better by pre-
tending it doesn’t exist!” I snapped, and
this time Roger raised both eyebrows.

“Who wants to make it any better?”
he asked lazily. “Time and again, Dick

“You’ll
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it’s not SO
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se, I thought, “Why,
bad!” But that was
had seen the inside.

HEN I woke up, that morning,

the train was moving rather

slowly through country where
the cold breath of the north seemeq
still to linger, country one step removed
from the wilderness. But there was no
grandeur about it, I saw as I propped
myself up and peered through the win-
dow of my lower berth. Scrub ever-
greens, dark thickets, patches where
swamp water reflected the greyness of
the sky like a dull mirror. And a little
town, its mean buildings cowering,
huddling together for protection from
the surrounding wasteland.

1 remember that I smiled to myself,
thinking, “No wonder Dick got away!
No wonder he never wanted to bring
me here, even for a visit!” I pulleq
the shade down, shutting out the sight
after one last supercilious glance.

But of course the country was still
there, waiting, forty-five minutes later
when I got off the train at Farr. It
greeted me with a gust of cold wind
which carried stinging particles of dust,
and I shivered in spite of the warm
tweed suit I had been wise enough to
wear. Down in the city, two hundred
miles away, it was Indjan summer,
but here—why, here it was winter al-
ready! If, indeed, it had ever been
summer. A wide, unpaved street
stretched away at right angles to the
railway tracks; a street of shabby
wooden buildings, some of them ob-
viously untenanted. The only sign of
life was a mud-crusted Ford car which
came down the street and stopped a
few feet away from me. A man leaned
out to look at me. “You Mrs. Terrell?”
he asked in a harsh voice.

“Yes,” I said, and he unlatched the
car door.

“Get in. You can put your valise in
back” He was certainly ungracious
enough, I thought as I obeyed. No
doubt he was a neighbor of Dick's
parents who resented being asked to
meet me. He was old and thin and
strong, with a deeply lined face anfl
brown hands that engulfed the car’s
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green with age and not particularly
clean.

“How is Mrs. Terrell now?” I asked.

Hg didn't answer; just shrugged his
thin shoulders and swung the
@ narrow, rutted dirt road, Evidently
conversation wasn't his strong point.
I fell silent, staring out at the dreary
landscape. “It's 5 dead country,” Dick
had told me once, “It used to be good
timber land, but the lumbermen came
In and stripped it bare. I mean—really
bare.v It actually won't support life
now,"
He had exaggerated there, of course.
I closed my eyes, and against the lids
I could see Dick again—not in his uni-
form, because the uniform meant the
war, and the war was to be only an
interlude in our life together. I brought
oack, vivid to my memory, the way his
brown hair grew irregularly above
his forehead, and the lively sparkle
of his blue eyes, and the flat leanness
of his cheeks; and I heard again, as 1
heard every day, his voice saying,
“We've had one perfect year together,
Myra, and it will do for a starter. When
I come back we'll pick up exactly
where we left off. Until then—"

He hadn't finished, but I had under-
stood. Until then, I was to keep the
old life intact. It was Dick’s life; he
had fought for it and fashioned it him-
self. Seeing this country, his birthplace,
I was realizing all over again exactly
how hard he had fought. He'd come
from poverty, had worked to put him-
self through college and medical school,
had built up a city practice. That was
a good deal for one man to accomplish.
And then, just as he had begun to en-
joy the fruits of all his work, the
war . .

1 opened my eyes, shaking my head
a little in self-reproof. I musn't think
about the war, or about the fact that
at the present moment Dick was some
eight thousand miles away from me,
Much better to think, instcad, of what

I could do to help Dick’s parents, that
unknown old couple I was on my way
to meet. )

“I don’t see why you have to g0 rac-
ing out there yourself,” Edith, my
brother's wife, had complained when
I showed her the telegram s,
Amos Fennison, M. D. “Suppose Dick’s
mother is ill? What can you do to
help?”

I'had laughed. “I can cook and keep
house, at least. As far as that goes,
Edith, I might even turn out to bc a
fairly good nurse. With one doctor for a
brother and another for a husband, T
have managed to pick up a few odds
and ends of medical information.”

“But—really, Myra, I should think
if you must do something—and I sup-
pose you are obligated, since they're
Dick’s parents,” Edith conceded grudg-
ingly, “it would be much more sen-
stble to send a trained nurse. Rogcr
could get one for you.”

“He probably could. But I certainly
don't think he should—not with the
Army and Navy crying for nurses. Be-
sides, I've gone all summer without a
vacation. Here's my chance.”

“Vacation!” Edith sniffed.
work yourself to death.”

Roger, who besides being my brothcr
was Dick’s best friend and was taking
care of his practice while he was away,
said very much the same thing when
he heard that I was going to Farr.
“Curious to see the ancestral home-
stead?” he inquired, cocking an eyc-
brow at me.

“Maybn"

“A high price to pay for curiosity,
if you ask me,” he commented. "I went
through therc once, on a hunting trip.
1t looked awful—and from what Dick’s
always said, it is.”

Suddenly and unaccountably, I was
irritated by his superior attitude. “Well,
we can't make it any better by prc-
tending it doesn't exist!” I snapped, and
this time Roger raised both cyebrows.

“Who wants to make it any better?”
he asked lazily. “Time and again, Dick

“You'll
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has tried to persuade his people to sell
their place and move nearer the city,
where he could take care of them. You
know that. If they ’insist on stay-
ing . . .” His gesture indicated that it
was hopeless to try to help people who
wouldn’t help themselves. .

AND maybe he was right, I thought

uncomfortably as the old «car
rattled down one side of a washed-out
gully and up the other. Living here
could be nothing but an unending
struggle for the barest existence; a re-
fusal to leave argued an unintelligent
stubbornness. I glanced at the hard-
bitten old man beside me. If only he’d
say something!

“Do you live near the Terrells?”
I ventured.

He gave me a brief sidelong glance.
“No,” he said, in that grating voice.
“In Farr.”

“But—isn’t Dr. Fennison going out
to the farm today? I thought probably
he’d meet me—he sent me the wire
telling me to come.”

Suddenly he laughed, without merri-
ment. “I’m Fennison,” he said.

I felt my cheeks crimson in morti-
fication. But how was I to have guessed
that this—this shabby, gaunt old man
was a doctor? There was nothing of
science about him, no sign of educa-
tion—

He guessed my thoughts, of course.
“Not your idea of a doctor, am I?” He
pulled the car around a sharp bend in
the road. “Nor Dick Terrell’s, either,
I guess,” he added with a slow bit-
lerness.

“You—you know Dick?”

“0Q’ course.” Taking his eyes from

the road, he let them travel over me
with a scorn I saw without understand-
if he were cataloguing my
my slim figure,

ing—as

smart clothes, the

modest amount of makeup on my face,
and finding them all distasteful.
“Brought him into the world . . . Here’s
the Terrell place.”

I looked, and my first thought was,
Why, it’s not so bad! True, the house
was small, but it was painted and neat.
The fence that separated it from the
road was in good repair, and plump
chickens scratched in the yard.

Dr. Fennison brought the car to a
shuddering stop. “It wasn’t my idea
to send for you,” he said sourly.
“There’s nothing you can do for Mary
Terrell—nothing anybody can do. But
Jim said Dick 'ud want you to be sent
for. So I did as he said.” He got out
of the car, snatched up a bag from the
floor in back, and was turning toward
the house when I stopped him.

“Doctor,” I said breathlessly, “I
don’'t know— Just what is the matter
with Mrs. Terrell?”

“Cancer,” he said, without looking
at me.

While that one word rang horribly
in my ears, I got out my suitcase and
followed him to the door of the little
house, which was open now. The old
man who stood there went with the
house. He too was little, and weather-
worn, but in excellent repair. Dick
would have made two of him, but one
look into his bright blue eyes told
me that this was indeed Dick’s father.
Dr. Fennison indicated me with a ges-
turerand a muttered word, and left us,
going on into the house.

“Well!” Mr. Terrell said. “So you're
Dick’s Myra. You look just like your
picture, only prettier. Come in, come
in—Ma “can’t hardly wait to see you.
Don’t believe she -slept a wink last
night.” He saw the pain in my face—
how could she sleep, if what Dr. Fenni-
son had told me of her illness was true?
—and he patted my hand gently. “Ma

don’t complain—never has. You’ll find
that out. All the same, having you
here’s going to mean a lot to her.”

He led me inside, into a low-ceiled
living room with painted beaverboard
walls. A closed door at one side indi-
cated that Dr. Fennison had gone to
his patient; through another door, open,
I glimpsed the kitchen. Everything
showed the fumbling efforts of the old
man to keep house; the floor had been
swept, but there was dust on the fur-
niture, and a trayful of soiled dishes
lay on the table. He picked it up and
took it into the kitchen, apologizing
for its presence. “Just as soon’s Doc's
finished with Ma,” he promised, “we’ll
go in to see her.?

I laughed nervously. “I don’t think
the doctor likes me,” I said. “And 1
made things worse by not realizing he
was a doctor. I think that insulted
him.”

“Doc’s getting a little crabby in his
old age,” my father-in-law said with
a chuckle. “Don’t mind him. He’s a
real good doctor, though, spite of his
ornery ways. He and Dick used to be
great friends—I always figured knowin’
Doc was why Dick made up his mind
to be a doctor too.” There was a deep,
happy note of pride in his voice as he
spoke of Dick, and as he rummaged
in a ‘table drawer and brought out
Dick’s latest V-mail. “Writes to us
nearly every week,” he said. “Says he’s
in the Philippines. It’s hard to
imagine that—I never been farther
than Linden, myself.”

Yes, the Terrells lived in a remote,
completely different world. Again and
again, that first day; I was brought
face to face with the fact of its dif-
ference. It came when I met Mrs. Ter-
rell—Ma—and saw her pain-ravaged,
cheerful face, heard her speak quite
calmly of dying, as if it were no more
than a moving from one house to an-
other; and again when I saw the room
where I was to sleep. It was only a
lean-to at the back of the cottage—
bare and unfinished, with an iron cot
and a wash-basin on an old chest of
drawers for its furniture. It had been
Dick’s room.

“It ain’t very nice,” Mr. Terrell said
apologetically. “Dick sent us money
to fix up the rest of the house but we
never use this room, now he’s gone
away, so we left it just as it was. I'm
sorry now, seein’ you got to sleep in it.”

I was sorry too, but not for that rea-
son. I was sorry because this room gave
me a glimpse of how the whole house
had been when Dick was a boy—a boy
yearning to get away from its poverty.

“I don’t intend to be poor,” Dick had
said to me—oh, so long ago, three
eternal years ago! Roger had intro-
duced us only a few weeks before,
and we were flushed from dancing, and
the veranda of the country club was
a fairyland of moonlight and honey-
suckle-perfume. Beside me, Dick
leaned on the railing, staring out
across the black-and-silver of the care-

“You see,” Dick wrote, “I've
stopped wanting to pretend
that Farr doesn’t exist . . .”




fully tended grounds. “It’s fine to talk
about the nobility of poverty,” he said

—“except that there’s no such thing.

Poverty’s mean and ugly. I happen to

know.”

Yes, he knew,

I smiled at Mr. Terrell. “It’s just
fine,” I said. “I'll be perfectly com-
fortable here.”

I had no idea that I was telling the
truth. But there was a strange sort of
comfort—a spiritual comfort, not a
physical one—-in being here with
Dick’s parents, in plunging whole-
heartedly into the task of making
things easier for them. I gave the
house a thorough cleaning, washed and
ironed curtains and put them up again,
cooked a good meal out of the materials
I found in the kitchen and made up a
list of more groceries to buy in Farr.
Mr. Terrell told me Dr. Fennison would
do the shopping. “I used to have a
mule,” he said, “and Ma and I went
to town every couple o' weeks, but the

| mule died about the time Ma was laid
on her back and there wasn’t much
sense gettin’ a new one, seeing’s I
couldn’t leave the place anyhow.”

Dr. Fennison . . . Dr. Fennison. His
name was always cropping up. He must
be kind, I told myself—but why did
he have to be so sour about it? He

e
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hadn’t said goodby to me when he left
the first day, and he didn’t say hello
to me when he came the second. He
took the list from me, glanced at it,
and said, “Canned asparagus—hmph!
Chittering’s grocery in Farr don’t even
know what that is.”

“Onh! I'm sorry—I didn’t realize—"

E cut me short. Thrusting the list

into his pocket, he said, “I'll get
what.I can. Better give me the money
now.”

Hastily, I got my purse and with
trémbling fingers (though I didn’t
quite know whether they were shak-
ing from fright or from anger) pro-
duced a ten-dollar bill. He took it
without. comment,

But I saw the other side of him a mo-
ment later. I watched from the window
while he stood beside his pitiful old
car, talking to Mr. Terrell, and his face
lost its grim austerity then, became
gentle and kind. It was simply that he
didn’t like me, I realized.

He was only a crotchety old man,
and his opinion didn’t matter to me.
Or did it? If it didn’t, why did I find
myself, the next day, going to meet
him with a smile on my lips as he got
out of his car, and being troubled when
he froze the smile with a curt nod?

I found myself telling Roger and
Edith about Farr, even though I
knew they would never understand.

Why did I—certainly without planning
it—hear myself saying, “Dr. Fennison!
I'm sorry if I've offended you?”

He “Offended
me?”

“Yes—by not realizing you were a
doctor, that first day—"

“Oh!” The corners of his mouth drew
down.  He said—not kindly, but with
perfect sincerity, “I'd forgotten all
about that.”

“Then why don’t you like me?” I
burst out. “It’'s plain enough that you
don’t!”

He stood quite still, looking at me.
His eyes, set deep in their sockets,
seemed to probe into my brain. Then,
inexplicably and very rudely, he turned
without a word and went into the
house.

Well, I had done my best. -If he
wanted us to be enemies—

I set my chin and began taking par-
cels out of the back of the car. I car-
ried them into the kitchen, and stayed
there when I heard him come out of
the sickroom. Let Mr. Terrell have the
honor of talking to him in the future!

I whirled at a sound in the doorway
behind me. He was standing there, as
tall and forbidding as ever. “Got a
couple of hours to spare?” he asked.

“Why—yes, I suppose so—"

stopped, frowning.
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“Want to take a ride with me?
There’s some things I can show you.”

As he said it, it was the opposite of
an invitation, but— “All right,” I said,
and went for my hat and coat.

We turned to the right when we
drove out of the yard, not to the left
toward Farr. We passed another farm
like the Terrells’; but after that the
road degenerated to a mere track,
pierced by out-croppings of granite
rock. The car lurched from side to side
so violently that I had to grip the
door to keep from being thrown against
Dr. Fennison. Finally, when he could
go no farther, he stopped. “We walk
a ways now,” he said.

Slipping and stumbling—hating my
city awkwardness—I followed him
along a path running through under-
growth ahd scrub pine, skirting a
tamarack swamp. “Where are we go-
ing?” I asked once, and he answered,
“To see a patient of mine.”

SUPPOSE it wasn’t more than half

a mile, but it seemed ten times that,
to the clearing where the rusty-red
earth swelled to make a low hill. There
was a hole in the side of this hill,
framed roughly in timber, with a door
swinging crazily on its hinges. Ragged
children played there in the dust, but
they ran and hid when they saw us.

r. Fennison marched to the door, and
through it. I hesitated. Inside I could
see nothing but blackness—a heavy,
solid kind of blackness, as if you would
have to push your way through it.
Then I took a deep breath and followed.
It was not as dark as I'd thought.
Enough light came in through the door
and a sort of window on the crest of the
hill overhead to show me a boarded-up
room, a rusted stove, a bed made out
of lumber nailed together, some boxes
and rickety chairs. A woman was on
the bed, and another woman was stand-
ing by the stove. Both were thin, both
watched us with dull, incurious eyes.
It was impossible to guess their ages,
because somehow you knew that time
had different values here; a year in
their lives was the equal of ten years
outside.

Feeling faint and oppressed, I stood
near the door, waiting while Dr. Fenni-
son bent over the woman on the bed.
Rags covered her; he pulled them gent-
ly aside, touching her wasted flesh,
talking to her with friendly roughness.
“You been taking those pills I left
you? Every night and morning, like
I told you?”

“I did for a while,” the woman said

in a high, querulous voice. “But they,

didn’t seem t’do me no good, Doc. What
I need’s a tonic—I get such bad short-
ness o’ breath when I try to get up....”

“You swallow those pills and forget
about the tonic,” Dr. Fennison told her
sternly. “Where’s Lafe? He get any
crop in?”

The other woman laughed—a dread-
ful sound. “Blight got it—Pop let it rot
on the ground.”

“I don’t rightly know where Lafe is
now,” the sick woman said. “Might be
out in the woods somewheres—he said
somethin’ about borrowin’ Wheelers’
mule to sledge some wood into town.

But he ain’t feelin’ so good these days
either, Doc.”

“No, I suppose not,” Dr. Fennison
said dryly. He had a hypodermic needle
in his hand, and the woman shrank
away, but he paid no attention. Swab-
bing clean a spot on her arm, he deftly
inserted the needle and depressed the
plunger. “There now,”’ he said. “You
finish those pills—here’s another bottle
for when you've finished the old one.
And tell Lafe if he happens to be in
town to come and see me.” He tuirned
to the other woman. “And how’re you
feelin’, Nancy?”

In all, I think we spent nearly an
hour in or just outside that dark hovel.
Dr. Fennison looked at the children,
too, after Nancy had captured and
brought them, screaming, to him. They
were miserably thin, and all appeared
to have colds—and no wonder, I
thought, considering the way they
lived, like little savages!

At last we were walking back the
way we’d come, and Dr. Fennison asked
quietly, “Well? What do you think of
the Thatchers?”

I shuddered. “Horrible,” I said in a
choked voice. “I can’t believe—I never
knew people lived this way—not in
America!”

“They do, though. And if you think
the Thatchers are bad off—!” He
stopped and faced around, looking past
me up the narrow path. “There’s
others, farther in—so far in that I can’t
even get to them”

All at once, he no longer seemed
grim or forbidding, but only a rather
tired and frustrated old man, struggling
against overwhelming odds.

“Thank you for showing me,” I said

humbly. “You make me feel so— If
there were only something I could do.
But what can anyone do for people
like that?”
- His eyes flashed out at me. “Do?
Plenty! Dick Terrell could have done
something—if he hadn’t turned his
back on the place where he was born,
and gone off to the city to make money
and marry a city wife!”

The attack was so unexpected that
for a moment I could only stare at him.

The story Here Is Home tas adapted
from a problem presented originally
on the John J. Anthony program. Hear
it on Mutual, daily, at 1:45 P.M., EW'T.

“You think those people back there
are past all help, don’t you?” he de-
manded. “Well, let me tell you, young
lady, that’s not so. Yes—they're poor,
and they don’t get enough to eat. But
nobody helps ’em. Nobody’s ever
helped ’em. Every day that passes,
they get sicker and weaker, and the rest
of the country goes on, payin’ no atten-
tion. Not even a doctor to nurse their
aches and pains—nobody but an old
crock that can’t get any place but
where his car will take him, and that
doesn’t know anything newer in medi-
cine than what was found out in
nineteen-hundred!” |

His face working, he turned abruptly
and strode on down the path. I needed
all my breath to keep up with him,
and perhaps this was just as well, be-
cause it gave me time to realize why
his attitude toward me had been so
prickly. He blamed Dick for staying
in the city to practice instead of com-
ing back here—and he blamed me for
the influence he fancied I'd had on
Dick in making that decision. But that
wasn’t fair, I told myself, not fair at
all! I felt that I had to defend Dick,
and as we reached the car I said:

‘“You think Dick should have come
back here to practice—is that it?”

Climbing wearily into the seat be-
hind the wheel, he said, “I hoped he
would. When he was a little fellow,
he used to go with me on my calls—
used to talk to me, and learn every-
thing I had to tell him. I set him on the
road to bein’ a doctor, and the reason
I did it was because I hoped there’d be
somebody better and younger’'n me to
take care o’ these people.”

“But you can't seriously expect Dick
to bury himself in this backwoods, Dr.
Fennison!—to waste all the years of
study and sacrifice that went into his
education!”

“Waste?” he said sternly. “Do you
call it wasting his education to use it
saving people’s lives?”

“He saves lives in the city, too!” I
said defiantly.

“And if he wasn’t there, they'd be
saved anyway because there are plenty
of other doctors around!” he retorted.
“No, young lady, you can say what
you want, but this is where Dick ought
to be. Oh, I know it ain’t very attrac-
tive, and he’d never get rich, if that’s
what he wants most out o’ life. But
there's a real job to be done, and he
wouldn’t starve at it. The county’s
ready to pay a health officer in this dis-
trict, if it could get a man that'd really
do the work, and there’s no other doc-
tor than me closer than Briarly, forty
miles east o’ Farr, so he’d have some
paying practice of his own. These peo-
ple can be helped—only reason so
many of ’em are poor and shiftless is
that they're sick, they haven’t got the
energy to do anything for them-
seives—""

He had begun now, and he didn’t
stop again, all the way back to the
Terrell farm. He talked steadily, tell-
ing me of patients he’d saved and pa-
tients he’d lost, of reclamation and
reforestation schemes which could be
carried out on this blasted land if only
its people had (Continued on page 60)
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As told by ELISSA LANDI
to
MARTHA ROUNTREE

in an old trunk battered from cross-

country theatrical tours. (I have a
mania for keeping all sorts of souvenirs)
when, caught between a spangled head-
dress and an old crinoline skirt, I found a
calendar. There was a big, bold, care-
lessly-drawn circle around the date May
5, 1943. 1 sat back and smiled reminis-
cently, as I remembered that night.

We had played our last-but-one per-
formance of “Candida” in Boston. Shortly
after the curtain fell on our final scene,
there was a knock on my dressing-room
door, and I opened it to a very tall, dark-
haired young man, whose hat seemed
strangely familiar. “I know this hat and
this - man—"" I told myself, “but from
where?”’

Exerting my memory to its fullest, I
came up with, “Mr. Curtis, how nice.”

“Curtis Thomas,” he corrected me with
a smile. “Remember—Cambridge, cock-
tails, and our literary agent?”

“Of course,” I said as the light dawned,
“of course, won’t you come in?”

“I just dropped by,” he stammered, “on
the chance that you might be free this
evening.”

“I'm very sorry,” I shook my head, “but
I have an engagement. As a matter of
fact, he is due here any minute.”

He looked crestfallen for a moment—
then he asked me if he might sit with me
until my date arrived.

When fifteen minutes went by and my
Marine date had not landed, I arose and
put on my hat. “Either there has been a
misunderstanding, or I'm being stood up,”
I announced.

“Is it my pleasure to take you to sup-
per?” Curtis asked.

I remember thinking that the old-fash-
ioned phrase sounded most refreshing. I

THE other day I was poking around

A ring around a date on Elissa’s calendar

marked the start of an interstate romance

that culminated in another kind of ring
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nave learned since that he has a certain
inherent formality that is very endear-
ing—and never, never stuffy.

Just as we started to leave, I laugh-
ingly picked up an eyebrow pencil and
circled the date, which was May 5.
“There,” I said, tossing the pencil back
into my make-up box, “that will serve
to remind me of the first time I was
stood up.”

Little did I realize that only a few
months later this particular date would
assume an entirely different signifi-
cance. A flippant gesture, a ring around
a broken date, would evolve into a
ring around my third finger, left hand,
after an exciting summer romance.

WTE spent the evening drinking coffee
and talking. Everything under the
sun came up for discussion; in fact, we
were so absorbed in our conversation
that the time flew and we found our-
selves practically thrown out of the
restaurant at three in the morning. Still
talking, we walked back to the Ritz,
where I was staying. I had never en-
joyed anyone’s company so much.. But
Curtis said good-night in the entrance
without making a future date.

“Landi,” I sent myself a mental note
as I crossed the lobby, “you’re hooked.
And he lives in Massachusetts and you
in New York!” Then I was struck by
the difference between this meeting
and our first one, eleven months before,
in Cambridge, Massachusetts, where 1
was playing in the Brattle Hall Play-
house, in "Somerset Maugham’s play
“Theatre.” My literary agent had come
up to see me to discuss my book, ‘“The
Pear Tree.” I was apologetic that she
had- to make the trip, but she assured
me that I should not feel too bad about
it.

“As a matter of fact,” she said, “I
have another author in this neck of the
woods. He’s written an exceptionally
good historical novel, but like most
young writers he's written too much.
I have to talk to him about cutting it
down.”

I could not help remembering this
description several days later when I
met a very serious young man, with a
battered and beloved-looking felt hat,
who immediately identified himself to
me by saying, “By the way, Miss Landi,
we have a mutual friend.”

“Really,” I said, surprised, “who?”

“My literary agent.”

“Ah,” I said, “you are the man who
wrote the historical novel!”

From then on all conversation was
based on history, so far as I can re-
member. I had to leave for the theater
s0 soon after our meeting that we really
had no chance to get acquainted, and
it wasn't until I was lucky enough to be
stood up by my Marine Captain one
night—eleven months later—that we
really got to know each other.

Two days later, Curtis asked me to
dinner before the theater. It didn't
seem possible that there could be so
much to talk about, so many ideas to
compare, and experiences to relate!
The dinner hour seemed over before it
had begun, and I felt a little unhappy
as I bade him good-bye because. you
see, we were closing the next evening,

Versatile Curtis Thomas writes
historical novels in his serious
moments, sonnets for relaxation.

and I had to go right back to New York
But Curtis wrote to me, after that.
His letters had the same warmth, un-
derstanding and absorbing interest as
his company; and as we became even
better acquainted through our letters,
I was suddenly set back on my heels by
a lovely sonnet for me which he en-
closed in a letter one day. I had not
suspected that such a serious thinker
and writer could also be so sentimental,
but now that I knew it, I began to look
forward to those verses. And they be-
came more romantic and more charm-
ing with each letter. 5
We played a return engagement in
Cambridge several weeks later, and I

'saw Curtis practically every night. A

few of my very close friends were in
Cambridge at the time, and Curtis came
down from Boston, and for the two
weeks the play was scheduled we had
a wonderful time. We all just seemed
to click together, and when the show
moved on to Providence, Rhode Island,
the quintet continued.

When the play closed, I invited them
all up to my farm in Kingston.

The day we arrived was warm, and
I kept promising them bracing showers
and cool things to eat and drink. But
I painted the delights of farm life too
gaily—and too soon!

My father met us at the farmhouse
with the alarming news that my maid
had up and left. A mild sort of panic
scized me when I thought of the ten-
room house, the farm chores, and four
guests. I had promised them fun—not
hard labor!

It was then that Curtis—the serious
thinker, the sonnet-writer—displayed
another talent. He came to the rescue
with a burst of domesticity that was
amazing. He pitched right in to all the

work with an enthusiasm that is rare in
a man and practically unheard of in a
poet-writer. I began to regard him
with ‘a sort of amazed wonder. “This
man,” I thought, “can do anything!”

One day, he and I were weeding the
beet patch. We'd yank at a weed and
then stretch the kinks out. I was tug-
ging away at a particularly stubborn
one, and talking about my plans for the
immediate future.

“I'm going to arrange my life so I
can stay on the farm,” 1 told him,
frowning at the weed, “and write.”

“Just write?”

“Well,” I considered, “I expect to do
a radio program soon.”

“Where,” he asked without looking at
me, “do I fit into these plans?”

“What?”' I looked at him quickly.

“You know I'm madly in love with
you,” he said gently.

I gasped, wide-eyed with amazement.
And, inexplicably, I dissolved into tears.
It wasn’t until that moment when he
looked so earnestly into my eyes and
told me he loved me that I realized how
important he was in my life. It was a
pretty s$tunning realization to come
upon out of the blue; I felt that I had
to think over this thing, and figure out
what had happened. Later that after-
noon, while my friends were engaged
in a violent political discussion, Curtis
came back into the kitchen where I was
ironing a shirt. He straddled a chair
and sat watching me.

“You shouldn’'t be doing that,” he
grinned.
could do half the housework.”

There was a serious undertone to the
joking. “Do you mean you really want
to get married?” I asked him rather
breathlessly.

He got up and came over to me.
“When would you like me to speak ta
your father?”

“Curtis, in this day and age?” I said.
“Does a man really ask a girl’s father
for her hand nowadays?”

A few minutes later I just rescued
the shirt, which was on the verge of
going up in smoke.

We were married the next month in
a little wedding chapel on Park Ave-
nue, with only our immediate families
and four very close friends attending.
That was August 28, 1943.

We are terribly happy. We are ex-
ceptionally compatible. We like the
same people, entertainment, food and
general way of life. We both love
children. In September, 1944, Caroline
Maude was born.

And it's particularly wonderful that
all of our evenings are as absorbing as
that first one in Boston. We have every-
thing in common—our daughter, our
writing, and now we both are in radio,
too. Curtis is my best critic, and he and
Caroline Maude stay at home and listen
to me every Wednesday night on the
radio. I have a show called Between
Us Girls, which is a Royndtable of
Romance, and like everything else I do
these days, it's fun because happiness
makes the whole world seem wonder-
ful. All the fun in life is doubled. as |
if by magic. when there is another per-
son to share it—but it has to be the |
one other person.

“Now, if we were married, I |




Beautiful Elissa Landi has such a vigorous creative tal-
ent that she can’t confine it to a single field of action.
She has matched her brilliant career on the stage with
movie success; has recently published a well-received
mystery novel; now emerges as star of Mutual's

Between Us Girls, Wednesdays at 10:30 P.M. EWT. s




THE STORY:

ANDY COVE was the same as it
had always been, when sixteen-
year-old Grace Landon came to
spend the summer, as she did every
year, with Aunt Fran and Aunt Emily.
Grace thought it would be the same
kind of summer, too—until she met
Ronnie Sears, the nineteen-year-old
Coast Guardsman from the Station
near town, whom the aunts had taken
to their hearts. And immediately it
became different from anything that
had ever happened to her. For Ronnie
and Grace fell in love—the violent, ir-
resistible, unthinking love of early
youth, the love that demands fulfill-
ment, that will admit no outside in-
fluence to guide its course. There was
only one thing to do about this, Ronnie
and Grace decided—and so they were
married, secretly, by a nearby Justice
of the Peace.
Ronnie and Grace had five stolen
days and nights together, before Ron-

I looked at Ronnie teasingly, and
said, “Aunt Fran says we’re too
young to know what real love is.”

nie got his orders and shipped out.
Grace was miserable in her loneliness,
and in the necessity for keeping her
marriage secret from her aunts when
she longed to shout it to the world; but
gradually she realized that the secret
could not be kept much longer. She
was going to have a baby. Panic-
stricken, she made childish, impossible
plans . . . she would get a job, take
care of all the details herself . . . no
one should ever know, until Ronnie
came back. But even while she fran-
tically planned, she knew she could
never do it. She was only sixteen—
she needed help, adult help. Afraid to
turn to her own family, she fell back
on her last hope. Ronnie’s parents—
surely he must have written them
something about her. Surely they
would at least know her name as a
friend of their son’s, and then she
could go to them and tell them she
was in reality their daughter-in-law.
Timidly, she placed a long distance
phone call to Ronnie’s home, timidly

'/

gave her name to Ronnie’s mother.
Mrs. Sears was apologetic. “I'm so
sorry,” she said, “but there are so many
of Ronnie’s friends whose names I
never know. . . .” Quietly, Grace re-
placed the receiver.

SOMEONE tapped sharply against
the door of the phone booth. I
looked up. The face of a truckman,
large and impatient, peered through
the glass panel. “I got a call to make,
too, girlie—"
~ I rose stiffly, pushed open the door,
said something apologetic to the truck-
man. How long had I sat there, I won-
dered, unable to move, unable to think,
just wishing that I could find a dark
hole and crawl into it and never, never
have to face the world again.

I walked out of the shop, started
blindly down the street toward the
shore. I moved without purpose, aware
only that I must get away from the
town, away from the lighted windows
and the people behind them, people

—
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who had no dreadful secrets that cut
them off from the world, people whose
lives were straight and clear and open.
I crossed the highway, went down the
concrete steps of the breakwater, and
then there was sand under my feet,
and a stiff, stinging wind from the sea.
I pressed into it, worked down toward
the water’s edge, as if I would find
sympathy in the lonely roll of the
waves . . . and because Ronnie was out
there somewhere, on the dark and
restless water.

He’d never said that he loved me.
. .. I didn’t want to think about that.
It didn’t matter surely, when his every
letter said how much he missed me
and longed to be with me,"when I had
so many endearments, so many little
tendernesses to remember. But still,
he hadn’t mentioned me to his parents
. .. and he had not, I knew, except per-
haps casually. And I knew that if I'd
had parents.to write to, my letters
would have been full of Ronnie. Why,
I'd even told Uncle William and Aunt

Martha many things about him. . . .

I came to the rocks at the point, and
I climbed them in reckless haste, not
caring that I slipped sometimes, not
caring that the rough surfaces bruised
my hands and my Knees, finding in the
physical pain some release for the
hopelessness and misery stored within
me. Half-way up, on the flat, windworn
ledge where Ronnie and I had often
sat, I rested and looked back toward
Sandy Cove. The houses looked like
toy houses at this distance; I could pick
out the tall dark shape of Aunt Fran’s
house and a few doors down the lighted
windows of Miss Bailey’s, where. Aunt
Fran and Aunt Emily were having din-
ner, waiting for me to join them to
make a fourth at bridge. What would
happen, I wondered, if I should walk
into Miss Bailey’s and tell my aunts
that I hadn’t had dinner with one of
the girls, that I'd been trying to call
Ronnie’s mother because Ronnie and
I had been married in June and I was
going to have a child? Would it be so

much harder, after all, than the time
I'd confessed to breaking Aunt Fran's
prized heirloom vase when I was a
little girl? I still didn’t see that Ronnie
and I had committed a crime, even
though Aunt Fran had said that a boy
ought to go to the reformatory for
marrying a sixteen-year-old girl. I
stared at Miss Bailey’s windows, know-
ing that I wasn’t going to walk into
her house and tell my aunts anything
about Ronnie and me, knowing that
somehow we'’d done something terribly
wrong, even if I didn’t understand
what was wrong with marrying the
person you loved.

I huddled back against the shelter-
ing rocks, brushed my cheek against
the gritty surface, tried to recall what
it had been like, being there with Ron-
nie, trying to conjure his presence at
my side. And nothing happened. I
couldn’t feel his arms around me,
couldn’t hear the way his voice dipped
when he spoke my name. Couldn’t see
his smile, his (Continued on page 80)

Had the summer been wasted—the summer

that had brought Grace such warm enchantment,

such frightening pain?

Or had it been,

instead, merely a prelude to other summers . .
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The battle that begins with ¢

By LT. RALPH J. ANSLOW, U.S.A

AST Tuesday I received more let-

ters than all the other patients

on Ward Six combined. They
weren’t ordinary lefters.

“This is a big world,” one said, *“so
I know T’ll never have the honor of
meeting you; but I want to thank you
for what you have done to keep
America safe. Your courage and faith
is something I shall never forget, nor
shall I forget what you've done.” . . .

“I was a former teacher of French,”
another said, “before I was stricken
with my illness, which has made me
a shut-in for five years. (It is a condi-
tion similar to Lou Gehrig’s.) I had
about given up everything, but after
last night I have new ambition and
courage—and my French books are
out this morning.” . . .

“Was much interested for the fact
that you came from New Castle, N. B.
I was in that territory from 1889 to
1893. I worked as night operator at
Beaver Brook and fished in that brook
three hundred feet ‘east of the station
where Lord Beaverbrook used to fish
when he was a boy. Wonder if you
ever knew a fellow by the name of J.
Gordon Edgar who was secretary to
J. B. Snowball in Chatham. He had a
sister Belle who married a clergyman.
Was much interested in your case. Sin-
cerely hope you get fixed up and make
the grade for a life work.” . ..

“Our two sons, Bob, twelve, and
Dick, nine, were most thrilled at your
story.” . ..

“Que Dios le ayude a elevar a cabo
todo lo que desea, y mucho mas!” . . .

Personal letters, all of them.- Yet
I have never-seen the people who wrote
them, and until the day before, they
had never heard of me. I was a name-
less soldier in a military hospital. They
were the nameless public that tuned in
its twenty million radios at eight
o’clock on a Monday evening, to a
program called Vox Pop.

I like radio programs where people
are called in and interviewed before

Last Tuesday I received more letters
than all the other patients combined.
And they weren’t ordinary letters. . . .

1



sounded soldier’s return home can be more bitter than any other fighting he has faced

the microphone. They have a human-
interest flavor that you don’t get from
the big-name shows. I used to wonder
how they picked the people they inter-
viewed. They’d never picked me—I
knew that, and I'd traveled around a
lot. Perhaps they took someone from
the audience, or a name out of the tele-
phone directory. It could be anyone,
you could tell from the voice. It just
never happened to be me.

Two days after Christmas—the sec-
ond Christmas I've spent at Valley
Forge General Hospital—a Gray Lady
came into my room with a long sheet
of paper in her hand.

“Lieutenant,” she -said, “here's a
chance for a late Christmas present.”

“For me,” I said, “or from me? That
looks like a tax-blank.”

“It isn’t,” she said. “The Vox Pop
radio program sent us these. They're
going to broadcast from the Red Cross
auditorium here on New Year’s night,
and they want to select five people
from the hospital to appear on the
program. Why don’t you fill it in? You

“I had about given up, but after
your broadcastl have new courage.”

/G5

might be one of the lucky ones.”
“It’s a big hospital,” I said. “Lots of
men around here have an interesting
story to tell—better than mine.”
“You've got as good a chance as any,”
she said. “Anyway, you’ve got nothing
to lose. Why don’t you give it a try?”
She been a good friend of mine, this

the handi-

“lI agree with you;

. capped do not want or need pity.”

© Gray Lady. I don’t believe in luck, but

I wanted to please her.

“All right,” I agreed. “What do they
want to know?”

She helped me fill out the gquestion-
naire. She helped me because I've lost
one of my eyes and have only hazy
vision in the other. My name: Ralph
J. Anslow. . . Birthplace: Newcastle,

= e @

.

“Your courage and faith, and what
you’ve done, I shall never forget.”

New Brunswick, Canada, but an
American citizen since 1937. . . . Years
in military service: Ten . . . The long
list of ‘'questions was no different from
any standard questionnaire, with the
exception of one curved-ball question:
“What is the most outstanding experi-
ence you’ve ever had?” I didn’t know
whether this applied to business
achievement or narrow escape or what.

L. You could take it any way.

- My mind went back to a certain day
many years ago. I was working on a
log-drive on a stream called Grog
Brook, which runs into the Upsal-
quitch, in New Brunswick. A very
bad jam had formed where this wild
stream makes an almost right-angle
turn after it piles up in a boiling mass
against the foot of a cliff. This jam was
tangled up like a keg of nails. As we
worked down on the face of it, dog-
ging the logs out one by one with our
peaveys, the water which swirled away
below us was- feather-white,

About three hundred yards below
us on the river a great granite boulder
was bared by the receding current, so
that logs started to pile up on the
head of rock, (Continued on page 69)
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This is not just a song. This is a plea

for the thousands of nurses the Army

so desperately needs. This is a chal-

lenge—is there any way in which you

can help to speed the final victory?

On more than eight hundred local
stations, Cpl. Leon Gray’s baritone
heralds the Recruiting Publicity Bu-
reau’s show, The Voice of The Army.

THE YOICE OF THE ARMY

Lyric by

NORTH CALLAHAN

Tempo di Marcia

The Official Song of the U. S. Army Reeruiting Service

Music by
NORMAN CLOUTIER
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Vegetables double as main dishes in these days of rationing, when
you employ a trick or two—like these curry biscuits for shortcake.

ONE of the nicest things about sum-
mer is the added zest with which
we eat. It is easy to tempt the appetite
when Victory Gardens and markets
are filled with brilliantly colored vege-
tables, offering color and appeal. But
appeal depends on variety of prepara-
tion as well as on variety of ingredients
for even a popular food grows tiresome
if served always in the same ways, and
so this month I have collected from my
vegetable files some of my favorite
recipes. Try them while fresh produce
is abundant, and earmark the ones that
prove most popular with your family,
to make next winter with your home-
canned vegetables or with the quick-
frozen variety.

Vegetable Curry Shortcake

4 tbls. butter or other fat
3 tbls. flour
1 tsp. salt
Pinch pepper
2% cups milk

BY
KATE SMITH

RADIO ROMANCES
FOOD COUNSELOR

Listen to Kate Smith’s
daily talks at noon
on CBS. She.is va-
cationing from her
Sunday night show.

1% tsp. grated onion

1 egg yolk

2 tbls. diced green pepper

2 tbls. pimiento, cut in 1-inch strips
2% cups cooked mixed vegetables

1 tbl. butter

Curry biscuits .

Make thick white sauce of butter,

flour, salt, pepper and
milk, using double boiler.
Add onion. Add beaten

egg yolk to a small quan-
tity of sauce and blend,
then pour gradually into
remaining sauce and cook
5 minutes more. Drop
green pepper into boiling
water and let stand 10
minutes. Add to sauce with
pimiento and mixed vege-
tables and remaining 1 tbl.
butter. Serve shortcake
style on Curry Biscuits.
Green beans, lima beans, carrots, corn,
peas and mushrooms in any desired
combination may be used. Serve with
an additional cooked vegetable if de-
sired—peas, for example, if peas have
not been included in the cooked vege-
table combination.

Curry Biscuits

2 cups cake flour
2 tsps. double-acting bakirig powder
34 tsp. curry powder
% tsp. salt
5 tbls. shortening
% cup milk
Sift flour before measuring. Add
baking powder, curry powder and salt
and sift together. Cut in shortening.

ﬂWf

Add milk and stir to form soft dough.
Turn out on lightly floured board and
knead 30 seconds. Roll out % inch
thick and cut with floured 2-inch bis-
cuit cutter. Bake on ungreased baking
sheet in 450 degree oven 12 to 15
minutes.
Vegetable Casserole

2 cups sliced green beans
1 cup thin-sliced onion rings
2 cups thin-sliced raw potatoes
1 can condensed mushroom soup
1 tbl. butter or other fat
1 tsp. salt
Pinch pepper

Place beans in buttered casserole,
cover with onion rings, then with pota-
toes. Spread soup over top. Dot with
butter and add salt and pepper. Bake,
covered, in 400 degree oven 50 minutes.
Stir thoroughly, cover again and bake
until vegetables are tender,
about 20 minutes longer.
Uncover and continue
cooking until brown. Corn,
lima or wax beans, peas or
carrots may be used in
place. of green beans. If
quick-frozen vegetablesare
used, do not thaw before
placing in casserole; cook-
ing heat will defrost.

Favorite Vegetable Stew

1 eggplant
4 onions 4 tomatoes
2 green peppers 6 tbls. olive or
6 stalks celery salad oil
1 garlic clove 1 tsp. salt

%" tsp. pepper

Peel eggplant and cut into 1%-inch
cubes, cut onions into eighths and pep-
per and celery into 2-inch strips. Place
in heavy stew pan with garlic; pour
in oil and toss as you toss salad
until vegetables are well covered
with oil.

Cover and cook over low heat until
vegetables are almost tender, about 45
minutes. Add tomatoes, cut into quar-!
ters, salt and pepper and continue’
cooking until tomatoes are cooked

through.
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§ News
o News .
News and Organ Recital
Four Clubmen
Sylvia Marlowe, Harpsi-
chordist
Bennett Sisters
8:00 News of the World
8:00 World News Roundup
8:00 Blue Carrespondents at Home|
and Abroad
8:15 E. Power Biggs
8:15 White Rabbit Line
8:30 NBC String Quartet
8:45 New Voices in Song
9:00{10: : Church of the Air
9:00/10: ;. Message of Israel
9:0010: : Highlights of the Bible
9:30110: : Wings Over Jordan
9:30|10: : Southernaires
10: : Words and Music
10: : Radlo Chapel
11: : Pauline Alv‘ert
10:00/11: - AAF Symphonic Flight Orch.
10:05[11: : Blue Jacket Choir
9:30|10: : Radlo Chapel
10:30{11: : Hour of Faith
10:30{11: - Invitation to Learning
11: : Revlewing Stand
10:45{11: : Marlon Loveridge
11:00/12: : Salt Lake Tabernacle
11:00/12: : News from Europe
11:00]12: : The Eternal Light
11:30]12: :  Concert Orchestra
11:3012: : Transatlantic Call
0 Church of the Alr
12:00 John B, Kennedy
12:00 : Volce of the Dairy Farmer

12:15| 1:15|Blue: George Hicks from Europe
12:30} 1:30/CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from

London)
1:15|NBC: America United

12:30( 1:30|Blue: Sammy Kay'’s Orch.
12:30| 1:30|NBC: Chicago Round Table

1:30|MBS? Sweetheart Time

12:45| 1:45|CBS: Problems of the Peace

2:00|NBC: Ford Sheo

w
1:00| 2:00/MRBS: Chaplain JIim, U. S. A.

2:00|CBS: Stradivari Orchestra
2:30iCBS: World News Today
2:30{NBC: John Charles Thomas
2:30|Bluc: Natlonal Vespers

2:55/CBS: Olin Downs

3:00{CBS: New York Phlilharmonlic
3:00{Bilue: Charlotte Greenwood Show
3:00/{NBC: WEAF World Parade
3:30|NBC: Army Hour

Hattie
3:30) MBS: You Were Meant to Be a Star|

3:00 4300 Blue: Darts for Dough

MBS. Your America
4:30|Blue: Andrews Sisters Show

4:30|CBS: Nelson Eddy
4:30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey—RCA Show
4:30|MBS: What’s the Name of That
Song
5:00 : NBCSymphony
5:00 The Family Hour
5:00 Mary Small Revue
5:00 Let’s Face the Issue
5:30 Nick Carter
5:30 Metropolitan Opera Presents
5:45 Willlam L. Shirer
6:00 Silver Theatre
6:00 Radio Hall of Fame
6:00 Quick as a Flash
6:00 : Cathollic Hour
6:30 : The Great Glidersleeve
6:30 Upton Close
6:45 Dick Brown
‘7:00 Opinion Requested
0] 7:00 Drew Pearson
o 7:00 : Wayne King Orchestra
5| 7:15 Don Gardiner, News
0| 7:30 Quiz Kids
7:30 Fitch Bandwagon
0 8:00 Greenfield Vitlage Chapel
o| s:00 Frances Langford,Splke Jones
0| Blondle
8:00 Medlation Board
8:15 Dorothy Thompson, News
8:30 Joe E, Brown
0| 8:30 Crime Doctor
0| 8:30 Eddie Bracken Story
5| 8:45 Gabriel Heatter
5| 8:55 Ned Calmer
o] 9:00 Radlo Readers Digest
0] 9:00(M Steel Horlzons
0| 9:00|Blue: Walter Winchell
0| 9:00|{NBC: Manhattan Merry-Go-Round
5| 9:15[Blue: Hollywood Mystery Time
0] 9:30{CBS: Texaco Star Theatre, James
Melton
9:30{M BS: Cedric Foster
9:30{NBC: American Album of Famlillar|
Music
8:30| 9:45/Blue: Jimmie Fidler
9:45|M BS: Dorothy Thompson
0:00/CBS: Take [t or Leave It
0:00|Blue: The Life of Riley
0:00|[NBC: Hour of Charm
0:00( M BS: Earl Wilison Show
0:30(NBC: Comeddy Theatre, Harold
Lloy
0:30{CBS: We the People
10:30| MBS: What's the Good Word
11:00/CBS: B8ill Costello
11:15INBC: Cesar Searchinger
1 z,MBS.' This Is Helen Hayes
NBC: Pacific Story

DRUMMER TO CROONER ...

Now that Andy Russell has been signed
by Paramount, maybe it's time to give out
with a little information about the singing
star of the Andy Russell Show, which is
presented by the Blue Network Saturday
nights at 10 (EWT).

Andy wasn’t always a singer. He started
out in life on the tough east side of Los
Angeles, twenty-four years ago. And it
was tough going, too. Not only did he have
to contend with the neighborhood kids to
keep his place—he was one of eleven chil-
dren and frequently had to put up a fight
for his rights.

When Andy was sixteen, the show busi-
ness bug hit him. He ran away from school
to join Gus Arnheim’s band as a drummer
and singer. He stayed with the band for
four years. While singing and playing with
local bands in and around Los Angeles,
Andy got lots of offers from leading bands.
Paul Whiteman, Jimmy Dorsey, Glenn Mil-
ler, Charlie Spivak and Tommy Dorsey all
put in bids for his talents, but all of them,
except Tommy Dorsey who was satisfied
with having Frank Sinatra as his vocalist,
wanted Andy to double on vocals and drums
and Andy didn't accept any of the offers.

He finally left Arnheim to go with Sonny
Dunham and, after a stay with that band,
shifted to Alvino Rey’s orchestra. That was
when Paul Whiteman heard him sing and
offered him a job as a staff singer for the
Blue Network. That was for Andy.

Nol long after he joined the Blue’s Holly-
wood staff, Andy recorded a Mexican song,
which made record sales history. It was
“Besame Mucho.” He followed that suc-
cess with recordings of “Amor” and “Magic
Is the Moonlight,” and those two hit the top.

When Bob Crosby went into the Marines,
Andy was selected to co-star with Les Tre-
mayne on the Crosby air series. He went
to New York that summer and broke at-
tendance records in New York’s theatres
and night clubs. That was when the Rus-
sell fan clubs began sprouting up all over
the country. The girls call themselves, ap-
propriately enough, “Russell Sprouts.”

On Andy’s return to Hollywood, the
movies began to sit up and take notice.
Followed some screen tests—and a nice
contract. \

He should do all right in pictures. Andy’s
of Spanish and Mexican ancestry. That’s
where he gets that handsome, olive skinned,
dark haired, brown_ eyed and very romantic
look. What his ideas concerning romance
are, he’s not.telling. He doesn’t drink or
smoke—and—he thinks night clubbing is a
waste. He refuses to take night club en-
gagements, because he doesn’t like the late
hours and the smoke and noise.

P.W.T.
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Eastern War Time

00|CBS: News

Breakfast Club
Ed & Folly East
Arthur Godirey
This Life Is Mine
Valiant Lady

My True Story
Robert St. John
Lora Lawton
Light ot the World
Evelyn ‘Winters
Clitt Edwards
Road of Life

9:45 1o§45‘cas: Bachelor’s Children

g Blue: Lisa Sergio
10:45|NBC: Joyce Jordan
Amanda
Breakfast at Sardi’s
Fred Waring Show
Second Hushand
Bright Horizon
Gilbert Martyn
The Soldier Who Camz2 Home
Aunt Jenny’s Stories
Bok Johnston & llene Woods
David Harum
Glamour Manor
Kate Smith Speaks
Blg Sister
Romance of Helen Trent
U, S, Navy Band
: Farm and Home Makers
: Take It Easy Time
: Our Gal Sunday
Life Can Be Beautiful
Baukhage Talking
Ma Perkins
Blue Correspondents Abroad
Little Jack Little
Morgan Beatty, News
John J. Anthony
Young Dr. Malone
John B. Kennedy, News
: The Guiding Light
: wo on a Ciue
5{Blue: Mystery Chef
N : Today's Chlldren
Rosemary
Woman In White
Perry Mason
Ladles Be Seated
Tena & Tim
Hymns of All Churches
Morton Downey
A Woman of America
: Ma Perkins
Appolntment With Lifa
Michael Scott
Pepper Young’s Family
Right to Happiness
Yours Alone
Ethel and Albert
Sing Along
House Party
Westbrook Van Voorhis, NMews
Backstage Wife
Stella Dallas
: Don Norman Show
: Johnson Family
: *1’ll Buy That’’
: Lorenzo Jones
Feature Story, Bob Trowut
: Hop Harrigan
: Young Widder Brown
Danny O’Nell, Songs
: Service Time
: Terry and the Pirates
- When a Girl Marries
Chick Carter
Portia Faces Life
Dick Tracy
S: Superman
House of Mystery
- Jack Armstrong
: Just Plain Bill
Cimarron Tavern
Front Page Farrell
Captain Midnight
CBS: Sparrew and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Quincy Howe
gBC: Hoagy Carmichael
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BS: BIll Costello .
BC: Serenade to America
Jlue: Capt. TIm Healy
CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs
\CBS: Sally Moore, Contralto
CBS: The World foday
NBC: Lowell Thomas

I -2
Smnonhnocon

Chesterfield Supper Club
Hedda Hopper’s Hollywood
Raymond Gram Swing
Thanks to the Yanks
The Lone Ranger
Bulldog Drummond

:+ H. V. Kaltenborn
CBS: Vox Pop
Blue: Ted Malone From Overseas
NBC: Cavalcade of Amerlca
Lum 'n’ Abner
Geo. Burns and Graciz Allen
8lind Date
Voice of Firestone
Sherlock Holmes
8111 Henry
Lux Radio Theater
Happy Island—Ed Wyon
: Gabrlel Heatter
: The Telephone Hour
Spotlight Bands
+ Information Please
Coronet Story Teller
Screen Guild Players
Guy Lombardo
: Contented Program
Leave It To Mike
Can;eron Andrews Show
Dr.
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TUESDAY 3 = WEDNESDAY
- t= |Eastern War Time ._' ._' Eastern War Time
|2 3|z
o Pty 8:15|Blue: Your Life Today N o 8:15[Blue: Your Life Today
9:00/CBS: News 8:30/Blue: News
8:00/ 9:00|Bluc: Breakfast Club 8:00] 9:00,CBS: News
6:00| 8:00| 9:00|NBC: Ed East and Polly 8:00| 3:00|Blue: Breakfast Club
6:15| 2:30[ 9:15/CBS: Arthur Godfrey ::l; ggg :l:nu gg;: :d‘::srtc&o:':lel:
. Craprats @ g : g 8 r
Sras|Ens MhesiLite o 1Mins g:45| 9:45(CBS: This Life Is Mine
8:151 9:00/10:00|CBS: Valiant Lady 2:15( 3:30(10:00/CBS: valiant Lady
10:30{ 9:00/10:00|Blue: My True Story 6:45 i 9:45 ggg Nation's Ra"tions
6:45! 9:45|NBC: Nation’s Rations 9:00{10:00 : Robert St. John
8 g H : M
9:00{10:00/NBC: Robert St. John 10:30) 9:00 }gll)g Il'\l'l}l;ec: LoyraTrLu;;.s::ry
10:15[NBC: Lora Lawton 8:30f 9:15(10:15|CBS: Light of the World
8:30| 9:15{10:15{CBS: Light of the World 2:00| 9:30 10:;3 ngS lE:r'et:yEdWi";"ss
. . 3 = i 10: ue: 1 wards, Songs
2:00} 5339 13:33 %in'- (E:'I’ieflfyé‘dvxla::lirs .!' 10:30/NBC: :na: of |_.i|é
: ‘BC: f B achelor’'s Children
e -- ey
9:45(10:45(Blue; e Listen oy cendord 2
10:45{NBC: Joyce Sordan y E_resk'asl at Sardi's
. :00({CBS: Amanda ’ 4 red Waring Show
8:00 }“0233 }}:33 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi’s o F C Amanda
e I BS £tond Huchana " - CES: Briont torswan
10:15(11:15/CBS: Second Husban <
s 3 : : Bright Hori i . £ 1 - Blue: Gilbert Martyn
it 10:30[11i30 gﬁi.— Gilbert Martyn 11:30 ﬁ%%‘ I’hle(esftldE.erwa’l‘o Came Home
) : : H : : Ta as me
}{2;3;3 ?Id%g .Tr:;esr:‘g;;yq"i‘:isama e BE T s Y R ° s s G | R |_ 8:45]10:45/11:45|CBS: Aunt Jenny’s Stories
8:45/10:15/11:15/CBS: Aunt fenny’s Storles MY 3255 igig ii:g glﬁec Bnob l.:‘ol':‘nston & llene Wood
. i 3 - c . g 2 5 : : av arum
g;i? igﬁ }};22 g‘fi& Bl)geic‘l'o!’l‘:rs:::‘ % LISTR EE She’s just getting to the age when it ?e' 12:00{Blue: Glamour Manor
12:00(Blue:  Glamour Manor comes important for a girl to start doing | 9:00[11:00112:00|CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
9:00{11:00/12:00|CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 5 3 11:00/12:00| NBC: Words and Music
9:15(11:15/12:15/CBS: Big Sister T everything she can to be glamorous. Marion : Hg: E%g g%sc: !l!’igsSI‘s‘Q:rrorce A
. : R I t . ) g 8 B 8 . 8. Ai an
3!;333 }}%3 }%%3 lcn?xi g:ma::zlo:lr:::'bla?;:s Loverldge, NBC S Betsy Ross C_;ll‘.l, heard :30(11:30({12:30/CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
" |11:30[12:30{NBC: Army Allr Fol‘-’ces Band Sundays at 11:45 Am. (EWT), is just past | 9:30/11:30 1;532 gl;;;; Si.'r"‘c::“é..’!.‘a';‘," Makers
1900 AL s 2SS ICRS:  Live Can Be Besutitul sixteen, lovely with brown hair and brown [00| 2:00{CBS: Life Can Be Baosutitul
10:00/12:001 1:00 Blue: o ukhage ¥ gy eyes and the complexion that no amount of 1:00\Bluc:  Baukhage Talking
1003200 :00ERST Ma Pertins . artifice can ever duplicate. Not long ago, 1:18Bluc: Blue Carrespondents Abroad
q q A . . s : 4 ews
joashzas] s glus: A Exchanos Marion was ‘“done up” by experts in the SO EACICES: Behercinsilynn:
- ’ 1:30|MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Britto arts of make-up and clothes and she turned 12:45[ 1:45|NBC: Morgan Beatty, News
10:45/12:45| 1:45/CBS: Young Dr. Malone a A 14 [10:45[12:45(31:45(Blue: Three Pianos
:a5i12:45) 1:45/CBS: Young Dr. Matone out very glamorous, indeed. But it wasn’t - 2:00 g‘u‘é .{_«;‘hncﬂ.izenne_dy. News
11:00 LS INBC: The Cuiding Light long before she was back to her natural self g3:00 1:08) 2:00IBS: The, Suidias Light
11:00 i;SS ;;oo Blue: JSohn B, Kennedy, News again. It was more comfortable that way. ﬁ:g i:? gg glgec:_ }:;;;I‘zs::e’:iymcr::l
11:45) 1:15) 2:15(Blue:  Mystery Chet Marion was born,in Brooklyn, New York, |i1i13| 13| 21808’ modays
1Y ol e Touacrs crit: New Year's Eve in 1929. One afternoon, [11:30| 1:30| 2:30/CBS: Perry Maton
11:15| 1:15] 2:15/NBC: Today’s Children on New Year’s Eve in L o B1:301EL:30, 2: : -
a e a . 2 : H 2:30{Blue: Ladies Be Seated
e AL L Waman in White when Marion was four years old, a stranger fi1:30| 1:30| 2:30 NEC: Woman in White
el 130 Za0iERe: Tadiss Be Seated knocked at Mrs. Loveridge’s door in Brook- R1:33f 143 Z331CR%, Bhans af B Churches
11:39] 1:3% %:39/CBS] Tons & Tim lyn and asked whether any of that lady’s [12:00( 2:00| 3:00|Bluc: Morton Downey
I Ty 245 : H f All Ch h y : y 12:00| 2:00| 3:00{NBC: A Woman of America
11345 ] 1:45)) Z:45 NBE: SHymnsiof AlliChurches children needed vocal lessons. Mrs. Lov- 001 SI0[CBS: mitton Bacom o<
12:00| 2:00| 3:00 ,%‘;,‘E‘ ruton Dow'n;y rica eridge said no. 12:15| 2:15 ;3;}2 ,%‘,‘;E’. z'p’pgle'::f-.':.i"' with Life
12:00 2:00| 3:00 § Gt LA Al “ t her?” asked the man, point- | d :15/CBS:  Michael Scott
3:15|Blue: Appointment with Life What abou er: aske y P 3:15 s ,s_lt a co!
12:00f 2:15| 3:15/CBS: Michael Scott ing at Marion . 2:30( 3:30(CBS: Sing Along Cll'lb .
. a a . ki e . . . 12:30| 2:30| 3:30[NBC: Pepper Young’s Family
L2i18h T8 3115 D o Rarkins “Oh, she can’t sing,” Mrs. Loveridge said. | 3:00| 4:00| 5:00/Blue; Yours Alone
3 3:45(Blue: *‘Yours Alone” ‘ o d 12:45| 2:45( 3:45|NBC: Right to Happiness
2:30] S33INBC: Pepper Youna’s Family How do you know?” the man asked. 3:45|/CBS: Sing Along .
2:45| 3:45|NBC: Right to Happiness ’ Much to Mrs. Loveridge’s amazement, }Egg %533 :Egg glgré:_ &":e’ﬁ?{;’;’!‘x?.'; Voorhis
2o b o aan Yoorhis in a few minutes the stranger had Mar- 1ioo| 3:g0f 4:00/CES; House Party
sivgl 4:08IBC: mitkiiag Wite | ion_singing for him. She sang all the |1d5| s GijiNeC. stiizpala ;
15| 4:13[NBC: Stella Daftas opular songs that she’d learned from hear- 0|CBS: Feature Song, Bob Trout
3%3 ﬁ;g NBC: Lorenzo Jones pon d That tak 11 1:30; 3:30 0{Blue: 1’1l Buy That
3: : F ing them on the radio. at takes a really { 1:30| 3:30 0[MBS: True Detective Mystery;
4:30/CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout ing 5 : : : y yi
scsoffassolBiney Lilieuy Th"‘; SeartlSh musical ear—at the age of four, or any other | 1:30| 3:30 gglﬁg h‘;’:';f:.—:f;’;‘.’.’
340} e H’o‘e Harrigan " e age, for that matter. 1:30( 3:45 5/CBS: Danny O’Neil Songs
4:45|Blue: P 9 ’ 1:45| 3:45| 4:45|NBC: Young Widder Brown
S e CBs: ;:::3 (vy-'r'«’gﬁrgo':;“ A week later, the stranger was present- | 35z 2ioo| s5i00|CES: Service Time
2:00| 4:00| 5:00/Blue: Terry and the Pirates ing Marion on a Brooklyn radio station. 2:00) 4:00) 5:00 Blue: Terry .angl:r?“r;nm::s
] 4o O S Sareies Time e Marion sang “I've Got You In The Palm of | 3is| 2:15| 2:39|NBC. Portia Foors Mar
2;15 4;00 5;00 Rldl?é' :’:M:lk E_arter”“ My Hand" and She was laun(:hed On her 215 :ig g:lsg (}}l};lg. gli:v:‘a:'rr::yTavern
Il 4 BUERS Dk YAy career. Since then, she’s sung almost | s:sof 5:30 s:30/Bluc: Jack Armstrons
$:301 5:30| 5:30|Blue: lack Armstrong steadily, having appeared over a long list | 2:33| 3:30 3:30IMBR: Superman
:30| 4:30] 5:30|MBS: Superman )y : : : " |
2:30| :30| 3:30|NBC: Just Plain Bl of stations, local and network. The name | 5:43 5:45) 5:35)Blue; 33#:'3:}2‘1:2'3’:-‘.
A ICC R L] of the man-who started Marion on her car- SICBS: The'Sparrow and the Hawk
8 N H : 0 : uincy Howe, News
5:45| 5:45| 5:45|Blue: Captaln Midnight eer was Mr. Lord. The Loveridges never $:00 Kiernan's News Corner
ZHE UROE | S CE LT L TSI found out his first name, because they | s:10 Bl Costetlo * " 7
$:45IMBS: Jom Mix : never saw him again, after that first time. | §ii3| 3113 Serenadetvot AT
g 6:00/CBS: Quincy Howe A ‘ ’ . : : : ": Se e rica
§ 22 S|CBS: Edwin'C. Ml Marion is now a senior at Bay Ridge High 5:30 3 ‘E:lllee:‘nwll-':‘r:raerltlhy .
L] G e G Y Amerita School, where she majors in music. Besides Lowell Thomas
5:30| €:30INBC: Clem McCarthy, Sports . o | her own Sunday morning programs, she 3:55 S o the Nk
UCBE: The world Today cd Husi™9 | cings on the Children’s Hour Saturdays. Raymond Gram Swing
5:45| 6:45/C LS. The World Today g - 8:00| 6:00 Chesterfield Supper Ciub
A o nomas She is also a tap dancer and drama&lfc act- | §ioo s Wirkvosd
: : i 8:151 6:15/ 7:15{CBS;: Chesterfield Time
:00{NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club ress and has appeared in numerous Warner | :1% S I C Testen el AT o N
HO0IRNEE aek Kirkwood Brothers’ shorts, television broadcasts and | a:15| 6:15| 7:15|NBC: News of the World a
AS[CBS:  Chosterfleld Time amateur plays. In spite of all this, she | 9:30| §:30] 7:30/CBS: A uEN sl vecs)
3 n . - -
?glx‘ali:': Nows of the World > doesn’t consider her present work anything 3533 1;533 !7;533 ggg: ;_l’.‘e\l.sabgta‘lttenborn
g gg]élg I’,‘neeg::;"#:l;""ey'"our more than preparation for the future. . 8:00] 7:00 8:00|Blue: Ted Malone, from Overseas
) Sk TRIBE. EriRn Torih B Marion is a healthy minded charming | 344 Zat) BRlMES. £al Tiamsr U0
B Tl 00 B TN e from Overseas | Eirl whose private life isn't very different §:15) 715l 8:15|Blust’ Luim 'n: Abmer
82301 |17:00], 8:00lNBE:HCinny S mms. from that of any normal girl of her age. | %39 7:301 B 30iC R Br i up Show
: : : v um i . . - . H 1 -
S5l 7a15) B Blus; Alan Youns Show She has a very close “gang,” with whom oi3n| 2:30) 8 30|Bluc;] | DaviditlardingEeComptedsny
S e s R mars i duady she roller skates and goes bowling. She | 553 7:35| 8:35|CBS: Bil Hemry
001 T30 gi30|MBs: Roy Rogers Show likes to read, especially romantic novels | $:00 T e, :-'(::.':kus"‘.::':'r: the World[
s N S AL like “Jane Eyre.” On the other hand she | ¢:00| g:00| 9:00|3BS: Gabriel Heatter
6:00 7:00) 9:00( MBS: Gabriel Heatter 6:00/ 8:00 9:00iNBC: MNora Martin, Leonard Sues
6:00| 8:00! 9:00|Blue: Gracie Fields Show also loves Errol Flynn and Lana Turner 30| 8. g Name It. Claim it
6:00( 8:00| 9:00{NBC: Mystery Theater 5 3 63 8:30| 8:30|CBS eiCiain
6:00| 8:00] 3:00/CBS: Inner Sanctum pictures. She goes for dime store Jewe}ry :;gg 8:30 3:30/Bluc: ?“p:t:)?ﬂ:lc::.:om"
6:30| 8:30| 9:30/CBS: The Doctor Fights in a big way and can get very excited—like 3:30/NIBS. Brownstone Theatre
6:30| 8:30| 9:30|Blue: Spotilght Bands g way DL M S T
6:30 9:30) 9:30|NBC: Victor Borge how many thousands.of other girls?—over | £:35 8:35| 3:58 Bluc:  Goronel Story Tener sic
§:30 8:30) 3:30|M BS: Amerlcan Forum of the Alr | 4\ Bin o Croghy-Frank Sinatra controversy. | 7:00| 3:00/10:00 NBG: Phil Harris & Orchastra
6:55].\8:85] 9:551Bluesl Coronet Story, Teller s B B i 7:00) 9:00(10:00!Blue: Hire’s Program
7=gg 3’33 }3’33 %418& -,'_‘,’"." S-.';"!'v:;:fmn Like all normal Brooklynites, Marion is 10:00 MBE: Human Adventure
7: 2 H ue; sten e r > Berl
7:00| 9:00{10:00/NBC: Man Called X a Dodger fan. She collects sc_rapbooks of | 7:30 0130 m:mggg: _lr’l‘let%r:"o:rele
e 1 O DS [asvice tolthe Front movie stars, but her most cherished poses- 10:30 Bluc:  Scramby-Amby Quiz]
’ “l10:30 MBCSr Wings for Tomorrow st sion at the moment is an autographed ball — ig;ggiggg- g:::;_’gre:s i
:30 BC: mun omberg Orchestraj 8 : A
738 115 S Sy s from the Brooklyn (Dem Bums) Dodgers. 1:30/NBC: Words at War

.



P.W.T,

8:30

12:45

THURSDAY

= |Eastern War Time
H .
g 8:15|Blue: Your Life Today
8:30|Blue: News
8:00| 9:00/CBS: News
8:00| 9:00(Blue: Breakfast Club
8:00| 9:00[NBC: Ed East and Polly
2:30; 9:15|/CBS: Arthur Godfrey
8:45! 9:45/CBS: This Life I1s Mine
9:45|NBC: Natlon’s Rations
9:00{10:00|CBS: Vallant Lady
9:00{10:00|Blue: My True Story
10:15\NBC: Lora Lawton
9:00{10:00[NBC: Robert St. John
9:15/10:15/CBS: Light of the World
9:30|10:30INBC: Road of Life
2:00{10:30/CBS: Evelyn Winters
10:30|Blue: Clitf Edwards
9:45/10:45/CBS: Bachelor’s Children
9:45/110:45|Blue: The Listening Post
10:45|NBC: Joyce Jordan
10:00/11:00/CBS: Amanda
10:00/11:00|Blue: Breakfast at Sardi’s
10:00/11:00/NBC: Fred Warlng Show
10:15/11:15{CBS: Second Husband
10:30|11:30/CBS: Bright Horlzon
10:30|11:30|Blue: Gilbert Martyn
11:30(NBC: The Soldler Who Came Hom ¢
10:45/11:45/CBS: Aunt Jenny’s Stories
10:45/11:45 Bob Johnston & llene Woods
10:45{11:45 David Harum
12:00 Glamour Manor
11:00{12:00 Kate Smith Speaks
11:00(12:00 Words and Music
11:15(12:15 Blg Sister
12:15 irene Beasley
11:30{12:30 Romance of Heien Trent
11:30;12:30 : Farm and Home Makers
11:30(12:30 : Sky High
11:45/12:45 Our Gal Sunday
12:00; 1:00 Life Can Be Beautiful
12:00| 1:00 Baukhage Talking
12:00( 1:0 Sketches In Melody
12:15; 1:15 Ma Perkins
12:15} 1:15 Blue Correspondents Abroad
12:30] 1:30 Bernardine Flyan, News
1:30 Paula Stone & Phil Britte
12:45/ 1:45 Littie Jack Little
12:45| 1:45 Young Dr. Malone
12:45| 1:45 Morgan Beatty, News
1:00] 2:00[NBC: The Gulding Light
1:00[ 2:00{Blue: John B. Kennedy, News
1:00| 2:00{CBS: Two on a Clue
1:15| 2:1SINBC: Today'’s Children
1:30{ 2:30|CBS: Perry Mason
1:30] 2:30|Biue: Ladles Be Seated
1:30} 2:10|NBC: Woman In White
1:15; 2:15|CBS: Rosemar.
1:45! '2:45|CBS: Tena & TIm
:45| 2:45|NBC: Hymns of All Churches
3:00{CBS: Milton Bacon
2:00( 3:00{B)jye: Morton Downey
2:00| 3:00|NBC: A -Woman of America
3:15|Blue: Appolntment with Life
2:15| 3:15|NBC: Ma Perkins
3:15|CBS; Michael Scott
2:30| 3:30|[NBC: Pepper Young s Famliiy
3:45|Blue: Yours Alone
2:45| 3:45|NBC: Right to Happiness
3:45|/CBS: Sing Along
2:45| 4:00{Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhls
3:00f 4:00/CBS: House Party
3:00( 4:00|NBC: Backstage Wife
3:15| 4:15|NBC: Stella Dallas
4:15|Blue: Don Normln Sho
4:30|CBS: Feature Song, Boh Trout
3:30} 4:30(Blue: 8°11 Buy That
3:30| 4:30INBC: Lorenzo Jones
3:45| 4:45|CBS: Danny O’Nell, Songs
4:45|Blue: Hop Harrigan
3:45| 4:45|NBC: Young Widder Brown
4:45|CBS: MIlit Herth Trio
:00|CBS: Service Time
:00|Blue: Terry and the Pirates
:00INBC: When a Girl Marrles
:15|NBC: Portia Faces Life
:15|Blue: Dick Tracy
4:30| 5:30/CBS: Cimarron Vavern
5:30] 5:30|Blue: Jack Armstrong
4:30| S:30|MBS: Superman
4:40] S:30|NBC: Just Plaln Bill
5:45| 5:45|Blue; Captaln Midnight
4:45| 5:45NBC: Front Page Farrell
5:45/CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
5:00| 6:00(CBS: World News
5:15( 6:15|CBS: Calling Pan America
5:15/ 6:15(NBC: Serenade to America
5:30| 6:30/CBS: On Your Mark—Ted Husing
5:30| €:40|NBC: Clem McCarthy
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:30| 9:30(Blue: Spotlight Bands
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9:00{10:00,CBS: The First Line
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HE COVYERS THE FIELD

When anyone around radio mentions an
expert consultant of the War Department,
a member of the Writers’ War Board Radio
Committee and president of the Radio Di-
rectors’ Guild, they’re not talking about
three men. They're talking about one Jerry
Devine.

Jerry Devine is one of the most versatile
and outstanding writer-directors in radio
today. His newest stint is writing and di-
recting the This Is Your FBI shows that
come to you on Fridays at 8:30 p.m. (EWT)
over the Blue Network.

Thirty-seven-year-old Devine was born
in Boston. His father was a well-known
character actor. Naturally, at an early age
Jerry was brought to New York to live, be-
cause that was the Mecca of all show people.
Probably Jerry’s father’s appearances in
plays like “What Price Glory?”, “The Bad
Man,” “The Jest”—in many of the famous
hits of that era, had a great deal to do with
Jerry’s choice of a career.

At twelve Jerry was enrolled in the Pro-
fessional Children’s School and, like most
of the youngsters who attended (and it still
goes) that school, it wasn't long before
Jerry was acting as a professional. He was
only twelve when he played an important
part in “Over The Hill,” which was made
by Fox in their New York studios.

For the next six or seven years, Jerry was
busy in the movies, appearing with John
Barrymore in “Sherlock Holmes” and with
Will Rogers in “The Legend of Sleepy Hol-
low,” to name a couple of the ones he re-
members best. All in all, in his career as
a screen actor, he appeared in some fifty
pictures. That kept him pretty busy and
left little time for the legitimate theatre, al-
though he did play in a few Broadway
shows. Once, he even sold a play, but it
never was produced.

It wasn’t until 1937, however, that Devine
took the step that was to prove a turning
point in his career. He had done some
radio acting by then. More as a lark than
anything else, he decided to try his hand at
radio writing. It turned out so well that
he won the assignment of writing the sum-
mer replacement for the Jack Benny show
in 1937. This was followed by writing
sketches for the guest stars on Kate Smith’s
program. Out of this grew a yen to do
some comedy writing, and for three years
Jerry wrote the Tommy Riggs show.

Along about 1941, Jerry decided it was
time to branch out a little. As long as he
was writing the lines, he might as well see
they got a break on the radio by telling the
actors how to speak them and the sound
men how to dress them with backgrounds.
He won himself the assignment to write and
direct Mr. District Attorney and had a
great hand in building that program to its
present success. Now, he’s got the This
Is Your FBI show, in addition, and his par-
ticular flair is bringing these real cases
from the files of the FBI alive for listeners.
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Continued from page 26

morning, Miss Warren. Nice morning.”

He would remove his coat and hat,
sit down at his desk, lean back and
light a cigarette. “How’re things with
you, Adele?”

I would tell him, then, about the
party Eric and I had given the night
before, about mother’s finishing the
new drapes—anything, no matter how
trivial, interested him. Then I would
say, “What sort of weekend did you
have?”

Sometimes he would answer, “Oh, so-
so. Golf Saturday. Bridge Sunday
night. Pretty good time.” Sometimes
it would be, “Awful. We’ve got house
guests. Terrible people. Can’t do any-
thing to please them.” He would laugh
at the very impossibility of the sug-
gestion when I would tell him to send
his unwelcome guests home. “Can’t,”
he would grumble. “They’re friends of
the family.”

The family was Mrs. Anson. He rare-
ly mentioned her to me, and when he
did, it was always as “the family.”
When he meant his sons, he said “the
boys.” He spoke of them often, read me
parts of their letters.

E talked for ten or fifteen minutes

every morning, and then we were
Mr. Anson and Miss Warren for the rest
of the day. At five o’clock Mr. Anson
put on his coat and hat and went home
to his big brick house on the Blue
Bridge Drive. At five-fifteen I went
home to Mother and Eric. Sometimes
there was a boy waiting for me when
I left the office, one of the Blue Bridge
boys I'd known all my life. But lately
there’d been no boys waiting for me,
few boys at the parties we had. They
were all away fighting. I wrote to them,
but I didn’t especially miss them. I'd
never given a serious thought to any
one of them.

And then I met Tim.

We knew from the first that we loved
each other, and it all happened as casu-
ally, as unexpectedly as the walk down
the block that started it. I'd set out,
that June evening, to return a book I'd
borrowed from Evelyn Ellis. I found
her on her front porch, talking to a
tall young man in the uniform of an
Air Force lieutenant. “My cousin, Tim
Ellis,” Evelyn explained. “Tim, this
is Adele Warren.”

Then I was shaking hands with him,
looking up into a dark bony face and
a smile that made him almost hand-
some. “Looks as if the problem of my
date is settled, Evelyn,” he said. “That
is, if Adele will go with me.”

“Date?” I questioned.

Evelyn laughed. “Tim wants to go
dancing, and I already have a date for
tonight. I've been trying to get him to
ask someone else.”

“I didn’t know anyone else I wanted
to go with until I saw Adele,” said Tim
reasonably.

That was how it began. We drove to
a pretty little inn outside of town, and
on the way he told me about himself.
He had been overseas for two years, he
said, and he was home now on a
month’s furlough. He had just got in
town this afternoon. “Thirty days,” he
said, “in which I've got nothing to do
but kick up my heels and enjoy myself.
I've been looking forward to it for a
long time. You don’t know how glad
I was when you said you'd come with
me tonight. I had my heart set on
dancing my first night home.”

From the moment we stepped out on
the floor at the inn, I understood why
he’d wanted to dance. He was a born
dancer, sure and strong and effortless.
After the first few steps he held me a
little away from him and looked down
at me and smiled—and it was as if a
lamp had been lighted in my heart. I
knew then that Tim was what I'd
wanted all my life, that I never would
want anyone but Tim. And Tim felt
the same way about me. The sudden
quick pressure of his arms as he drew
me close was an acknowledgment. We
danced three dances, and then he said,
“Let’s leave, shall we?” and I nodded.
Getting acquainted with Tim had sud-
denly become more important than
dancing, more important than anything
else in the world.

We drove through a spring night that
was pure enchantment—but no headier
magic than that which had taken pos-
session of our hearts. We talked about
the schools we’d gone to, about Mother
and Eric and my job, about the work
Tim wanted to do when the war was
over—and the most commonplace state-
ment was enthralling because we were
learning about each other. When Tim
kissed me, I melted into his arms as
gladly and naturally as if I'd been born
for his kisses. ““Adele,” he whispered,
“you know what’s going to happen to
us, don’t you? You and I are going to
be married—soon, before I go back.”

The next morning when Mr. Anson
and I had our daily chat, I didn’t tell
him about Tim except to say that I'd
gone dancing with a soldier the night
before. I'd always talked to Mr. Anson
as confidentially as he talked to me,
but the subject of Tim was too new and
too close to my heart to bear discus-
sion. And for once my work wasn’t
all-important to me. The day dragged
interminably  until mid-afternoon,
when Tim telephoned,

“Guess where I've been,” he greeted

me.
“I couldn’t possibly guess.”
“At City Hall, arguing with the li-
cense clerk. Do you know that we have
to wait five days to be married?”

ILAUGHED, giddy with happiness,
and Tim said sternly, “It isn’t funny.
I've only got thirty days, and two of
them are almost gone. Will I see you
tonight at dinner, darling?”

I agreed hastily, conscious suddenly
that Mr. Anson was waiting to finish
dictating a letter, conscious that there
was something attentive and watchful
in the quality of his silence. But I didn’t
stop to think about it after I'd hung up
the telephone. Not then, and not for
the next few days was there room in
my heart for anything but thoughts
of Tim. He called me every afternoon,
and we saw each other every night.
He talked continually of our marriage,
of the cottage he wanted for us, of the
furniture we would buy, of how we
could best make our home livable in
the short time allotted us. He talked
of practical things like that—and I
listened as if in a dream.

And then, abruptly, I came face to
face with reality. One morning I came
into the office to find Mr. Anson there
before me, unexpectedly early. “Good
morning,” he said. ‘“You look espe-
cially happy today—happy enough to
be in love.”

I laughed and turned to hang my

Continued on page 56
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soft-smooth Pond’s look about her
exquisitely cared-for skin.
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“It has such a nice way of giving my
face the clean, fresh, smooth look I
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hat and coat in the little closet in the
corner. “I am in love,” I answered
without thinking and then I saw his
face reflected in the mirror on the closet

oor.

He looked terrified.

The next instant he recovered him-
self. “Is it serious?” he asked, almost
casually.

“I’m not sure that it is,” I said slowly.
“Tim is a soldier, home on furlough.
He’ll be gone in three weeks ... and I
have responsibilities.”

“T see.” He sounded doubtful, but
he looked relieved—so enormously re-
lieved that the fear within me became
an incredible certainty. I'd always
thought of Mr. Anson as a dear and
understanding friend, perhaps the dear-
est friend I had, but it had never oc-
curred to me that I meant more to him
than he did to me, that I figured im-
portantly in his plan of life—but there
it was. The look I'd caught in the
mirror had unmistakably been the look
of a man who sees his dearest posses-
sion threatened.

Stunned and disbelieving, I sat down
to the morning’s correspondence, but
I couldn’t keep my mind on my work.
There were the
many times he had

jecturing, and that I had no real reason
to think it—but there are things that
the heart knows so well that the mind
need not confirm them. And I had

known for a long time that Mr. Anson |

cared for me, but I had believed it to
be a paternal affection. Now I realized
that I'd believed it because I'd wanted
to believe it.

And I was obligated to him, and per-
haps in more than money. In practical
terms I owed him more than I could ever
hope to repay. There were his many
gifts to my -family, the train tickets, the
due-bills—the hundreds of kindnesses
that had amounted to hundreds and
hundreds of dollars’ worth of help over
the course of years. They were freely
given, with nothing asked in return,
but—and this was the thought that
frightened me—pesrhaps the very fact
that I'd accepted his generosity, gladly
and without question, had led Mr. An-
son to believe that I cared for him.

That night when Tim talked of mar-
riage, I listened soberly and with un-
certainty in my heart. “We're going
to get our cottage,” he announced jubi-
lantly. “The people are moving out
In the morning, and we can see it

tomorrow eve-

said, ‘“‘Adele, I
don’t know what
I'd do if I couldn’t
look forward to
seeing you in the
morning’’—and
the words had
been spoken from
the bottom of his
heart. And once
he had said, “You
know, Adele, I'm
beginning to be-
lieve that we're
never reallycheat-
ed of what we
want most, no
matter what mis-
takes we've made,
I'm beginning to
believe that if you
have patience
enough and faith
enough, the things
you want come to

ou” I remem-

ered, too, a re-
mark of Miss Por-
ter’s in one of the
rare instances

The demand
fo

each month is
for at least

» RADIO ROMANCES

& 250,000 COPIES
more than the paper shortage
permits us to print

® Consequently, to insure
getting your copy regularly,
we suggest that you

place a standing order

with your regular news.
dealer. He will be glad to
oblige and you will be sure famil
of your copy each month.

ning.”

“Tim! You
didn’t do anything
—You didn’t sign

a lease?”
“Of course not,
because I want

you to see it first.
But I know you’ll
like it, and I can

have the papers .

drawn up tomor-
row—"

“No, Tim!”

“Why not?” He
sobered, looked
intently at me.
“Aren’'t you sure
about us, Adele?
Don’t you want to
marry me?”

‘“‘More than
anything else,
ever. But—it’s not
as simple as all
that. I've respon-
sibilities, Tim. M}I'

y—l’

couldn’t tell him
about Mr. Anson,
not when I was

when she’d talked
about Mr. Anson.
“She,” Miss Porter had said—and the
“she” meant Mrs. Anson—*“she used to
threaten him with divorce every time
she didn’t get her own way. He always
gave in, on the children’s account. Be-
lieve me, now that the boys are grown
up, he’s just waiting for her to threaten
him once more, and he’ll take his free-
dom.” -

And one morning—the morning of
his forty-fifth birthday—Mr. Anson had
said, “I'm forty-five today, Adele, but
I'll be darned if I feel that old. Why, I
feel young enough to propose to a girl
like you. How would- you feel about
that—being married to a has-been like
me?” He had been in a gay, bantering
mood, and I'd laughed and had said
sincerely that I would be very proud.
“Would you, really?” he had said, and
there’d been a world of wistfulness and
longing in his tone.

It was a preposterous thought—that
Mr. Anson had been hoping, even plan-
ning that his wife would one day di-
vorce him and leave him free to marry
me. I told myself that I was only con-

still confused in
my own mind.

“Honey dear—” he was holding me
very close now, and his voice was very
tender—“I've told you, I've thought of
all that. You know I had a good job
before I left—and it’ll be waiting when
I come back. I can take care of you
and your family, too.”

l‘But_"

“There aren’t any buts.”

And there weren’t, not with his arms
around me, with his lips moving with
sweet insistence over my temples, my
eyelids, seeking my mouth. Not with
my own heart breakin% at his dearness,
his planning for me. But nothing—not
his kisses, nor my own shaken response
to them—would change my insisting
that I must have time to think.

I didn’t get any thinking done the
next day. Mr. Anson came in late,
looking as if he hadn’t had much sleep,
and for the first time I could remember
we missed our morning talk in a rush
of phone calls and business. But all
morning I felt his eyes turning toward
me, searchingly, anxiously, felt his

(Continued on page
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After cleansing face and neck, pat
¥ on foundation cream or lotion.
Smooth in, using upward and out-
ward strokes. (Don't forget back of
neck.) Remove excess cream or lo-
tion with absorbent Sitroux Tissue.
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. Apply cream rouge in three small |
. dots, one inch below eye. Blend !
. out and up, clear to hairline— '
going no lower than the tip of ¥
nose. Keep rouge one inch sway é

from nose. If you apply too much, ~—
tone down with a Sitroux Tissue.
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" powder on face and neck. Reverse
' % pad——brush off with downward
strokes. Saturate clean pad with
mild astringent—par entire face.
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thoughts upon me. And in the after-
noon when Tim called, Mr. Anson left
the office hurriedly.

That evening Tim and I drove out to

look at the cottage, a dream cottage .

with wide white siding and fresh gréen
shutters. Tim didn’t say anything as
we walked through 1t. He let the place
speak for itself, eloquently.

When we were leaving, Tim stopped.
“What do you think?” he whispered.

“Oh, Tim—"

“Will you let me sign that lease?”

I started for the car. I was afraid of
a misunderstanding, and I didn’t want
it to happen in that dream cottage.
“You see, honey,” Tim said. “Every-
thing is perfect. Your family—"

I drew a deep breath. “It isn’t my
family I’m thinking about, Tim. It’s
Mr. Anson.” *

“Mr. Anson!” He drew back, be-
wildered.

ITOLD him the whole story, begin-
ning with the day I'd applied for a
job with Blaine and Anson. Perhaps I
didn’t tell it very well, because when
I'd finished, Tim looked as bewildered
as before. Bewildered and baffled and a
little angry. “But I don’t understand
what he’s got to do with us,” he in-
sisted. “You say that you’ve never
seen him outside the office, and he’s
done all this for you with no strings
attached—”

Desperately, I tried again. “It’s just
that I've accepted his help, Tim. I
should have realized what it meant, but
I didn’t until yesterday, when I told
him about you. Oh, Tim, don’t you
understand?”

“Of course I understand.”” But he
spoke stifly. “What I don’t see is
why you didn’t tell me about this be-
fore.”

“I didn’t know before.”

We rode home in silence—not the
entranced silence that went with our
being together, but an uncomfortable
silence. Tim kissed me and held me
close when he said goodby, but there
was a difference between us. I could
feel it. Long after he’d driven away,
1 stood in the front hall; composing my-
self to face Mother and Eric, fighting
down the fear that filled me, hearing
my own voice begging, “You’ll call me
tomorrow, Tim?” and his saying briefly,
“T11 call you.” Everything had changed.

Tim didn’t call me the next day.
Somehow, I’'d known that he wouldn't,
and my fear grew until it choked my
voice, made my fingers shake so that
I could hardly type. Every ring of the
telephone sent my heart leaping with
hope, and then crushed it with bitter
disappointment. At five o’clock, when
Mr. Anson got ready to leave, I was
sick with despair. I didn’t look at him
until he paused in the doorway and
said, “Goodnight, Adele,” and then the
sympathy in his voice, the concern in
his face were too much. I put my head
down on my arms and cried.

Quickly, he shut the door. “Adele—"
Then he said nothing more until I'd
cried myself out. “It’s nothing,” I tried
to say. “I'm sorry—” ]

“I'm sure it'’s something,” he said.
“And you’re going to tell me about it.
But first we're going downstairs to
Rilling’s and have a good, hot meal.”

I couldn’t argue with him. He waited
until I'd put cold water on my eyes and
fresh make-up on my face and had
called my mother to tell her I was
having dinner at Rilling’s restaurant.

Mr. Anson didn’t ask any questions.
And not until dessert had been cleared
away, until our coffee was set before

us, did he allow me to talk. Then,
taking my hand, he said, “Now, tell
me—”

And then, over his shoulder, I saw
Tim.

He was standing just inside the door,
searching the room with his eyes. As
he saw me, his face lighted and he
started forward; then he saw that I
wasn’t alone, and he stopped dead. I
was sure, in that moment, that he was
going to turn and walk out. I started
up with a little half-strangled cry.

Mr. Anson released my hand and

turned to look. Then Tim was coming
toward me swiftly, purposefully, com-
ing up to put his arm around me. There
was protectiveness in the gesture, and
a proud possession, it said to all the
world that I was his. “I tried to call,”
he said, “but your phone was busy
every time. Your mother told me I'd
find you here.”
. I looked up at him, and what I saw
in his face told me all that I needed to
know, told me that everything was all
right between us, would always be all
right. And it gave me courage, too, to
face Harold Anson, to say, “Mr. Anson,
this is Tim Ellis—”

For an instant there was a look in his
eyes that wrenched my heart. He
looked old suddenly, and tired. Then
he put out his hand and smiled. “I'm
very happy to meet you, Tim,” he
said. “Suppose we go outside where
we can talk.”

UTSIDE on the walk, in the flick-

ering glow of the neon sign, Mr.
Anson looked at me, and at Tim, and
then he nodded, as if he were answer-
ing an unspoken question of his own.
“I'm very happy to meet you, Tim,” he
said again. “I didn’t think that I would
be. There’ve been times in the last few
days that I've wished that you never
existed. But just seeing you and Adele
together makes me realize that you’ve
saved me from making a mistake—an
even bigger mistake than one I made
a long time ago. You see, I wanted to
marry Adele.”

He smiled down at me, took my
hand. There was no pain in his eyes
now, only affection and a kind of peace.
“Adele knows about it,” he went on,
“—about that first mistake of mine. She
knows that I cheated myself and
cheated a girl who was as lovely as
Adele is now out of all that young love
means, out of a lifetime of happiness.
Perhaps the two of you don’t realize
even now how much you have to-
gether. I do know, and I'm happy for
you.”

Tim swallowed. My eyes were smart-
ing unbearably. “Mr. Anson—"

He leaned forward, kissed me lightly,
full on the mouth. *“Don’t say any-
thing, my dear; I'll be running along
now. I just want you to know how
grateful I am for your friendship and
for your youth and loveliness—and be-
cause I've been able to do for you in a
very small measure some of the things
I would like to have done for another
girl who was like you. You've made
me feel a little bit square with life,
Adele, a little bit square with myself
I hope you'll continue to work for me
for as long as you want—and I hope
more than anything that the three of us
will always be friends.”

I didn’t see Mr. Anson go. He shook
hands with me and with Tim, but I
didn’t really see him leave us. It was
several minutes before I could see any-
thing at all, and then through the rain
of tears there was Tim’s face . . . and
there would always be Tim.
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the energy and a little help and advice.
I felt myself being uplifted, borne on
his own enthusiasm. He was outlining
a truly heroic task, a task of such mag-
nificent proportions that it seemed one
man—even one with Dick’'s ability—
would fail at it. Yet my breath came
faster. Oh, it would be worth trying!
“They thought they’d robbed this
country of all the wealth it had when
they cut down the timber,” he said.
“It ain’t so. It'd grow more timber, and
good farm stuff, and fine healthy people,
just give it a chance!” To emphasize
his words, he thumped his hands hard
on the steering wheel, and glared at me.
But I had no wish to do anything of
the sort. The city seemed suddenly very
far away, its niceties and refinements
very trivial. And Dick’s often-repeated
determination not to be poor . . . it
was something I had always accepted
unthinkingly; naturally, no one wanted
to be poor. But now I saw where it
had led him—to turn his back on the
people who needed him most, the
people he knew needed him most. He'd
taken the easy way, the selfish way—

I PULLED myself up sharply, horrified
at the direction of my own thoughts.
I was criticizing Dick! For the first time

.in our married life—for the first time

since I'd known him—I was thinking
that he was anything less than perfect.
This was disloyalty, and I would not be
disloyal. When Dr. Fennison stopped
the car at the Terrells’ I said coolly:
“Thank you for taking me along,
Doctor. It was very interesting, and
I can see your point of view. But after
all, you must admit it would be asking
a good deal of Dick to come back here
when he’s made such a good start.”
It was like slapping a confiding child.
The glow, the excitement, died out of
his face, leaving it defeated. “Yes,” he

i said. “I guess it would.” He drove

away, and when he came the next
morning to see Mrs. Terrell he only
nodded to me, without speaking.

But he set too high a price on his
friendship, I said to myself. He wanted
me to agree with him that Dick had
done wrong; perhaps he even hoped
that I would persuade Dick to come
back here. That was ridiculous, of
course. What was Dr. Fennison, what
were all the people in this dreary sec-
tion of the country, that Dick should
throw away his career for their sakes?

And yet . . .

There was a strange uneasiness in
me, these days—a restless dissatisfac-
tion that nothing could dispel. The
calm, cheerful resignation with which
my mother-in-law accepted pain and
approaching death, the sweet friendli-
ness of Dick’s father—these made me

| ashamed, somehow, of both Dick and

myself.

I remembered—just when I least
wanted to remember it—a conversation
between Dick and my brother which
I'd heard a few months after my mar-

| riage. They were laughing over Mrs.

Hinch, who had been Roger’s patient
for a time, and now was Dick’s. “You
won't keep her long, of course,” Roger
said. “But she’s a gold mine while she
lasts. She collects doctors like other
rich people collect old masters; it’s her
hobby.”

“But isn’t there anything wrong with
her?” 1 asked, and Dick and Roger
laughed again. “Not a thing,” they said
in unison, and Roger added, “But if
anybody told her so she'd fly into a




rage. So she might as_well have her
fun, as long as she’s willing to pay for
it.”

Remembering, I blushed. It might be
that Dr. Fennison had been more
nearly right than he knew in blaming
me for the change in Dick that had
kept him in the city. I hadn’t in-
fluenced him—but my brother had. I
knew that; I had always known it, but
until now I had refused to admit it.
Roger was the complete worldling, a
materialist to the core of him. He
measured his success as a doctor by his
fees. Older than Dick, with more self-
assurance, he had been Dick’s teacher
as well as his friend—and perhaps it
would have been better if he had not
taught Dick quite so thoroughly.

I did my best to put thoughts like
this aside, but they crept into my head
unasked, uninvited—as if there were
something in the atmosphere that bred
them. Lying awake in my little lean-
to room at night, I tried to escape them
by conjuring up the recollection of
Dick himself—hearing the notes of his
voice and laughter, seeing the play of
expression on his face, even feeling his
kisses, the touch of his hands. But it
was no use, no use at all. He had never
seemed so far away from me, not even
in the days when he had first gone
overseas.

On the tenth day after I had come,

Dick’s mother fell into a coma, and on .

the twelfth day she died.

I stayed for the funeral It was held
in Farr, and she was buried in the
cemetery there, a flat, treeless rec-
tangle of ground on the edge of town.
I would have stayed longer, but Mr.
Terrell himself insisted that I go. “It
was mighty good of you to come,” he
said, “and Ma and I—we both thank
you for it.”” Even after her death, he
continued to speak of her as if she

were still alive. “But now I have to |

figure out how to get along by myself,”
_he”added, “and I might's well start right

“But I hate to think of you living
all alone!” I eried.

“I can do it,” the old man said with
quiet certainty.

Dr. Fennison—as taciturn, as stony,
as he had been on the day I first met
him—drove me to the station. At the
last minute, with the train whistling
for the stop, I tried to make our parting
friendly. .

“Goodby,” I said. “I want to thank
you for being so kind to the Terrells.
I've written Dick about it—I know he’ll
appreciate it—"

“I didn’t do it for him,” he said
sharply, “and you know it.”

I FELT myself coloring hotly. “No
matter why you did it,” I said, “it
was still kind of you. And—please don’t
think so badly of Dick.”

He didn’t answer that. He drove
away, leaving me to get onto the train
alone.

I came back to the city with a sense
of release. Here, working at my famil-
iar job, among familiar surroundings,

I could reasonably expect to shake off |

the morbid depression—the sense of
guilt, actually—I had felt at the Ter-
rells’. I had a comfortable room in
Rogers and Edith’s home, I had friends,
I belonged. Dick would be close.

But I didn’t belong, and Dick was not
close.

There were letters from him, waiting
for me. “I didn’t know when you'd
be back,” Edith explained, “so I didn’t
forward them to you.” We both knew
this wasn’t strictly true; she hadn’t for-
warded them because, quite simply, it
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All Woodbury Powder is the new 'Film-Finish."”

Also boxes of Woodbury Powder 25¢ ond 10¢, plus tax.

5-stage blending produces nicest-ever
shades, smoothest-ever texture! Never
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had been too much trouble. I read
them—Dick’s small and illegible doe-
tor’'s handwriting made smaller and
more illegible on the V-mail—and still
he was far away, not the Dick I had
known and loved . . .

1 dropped the letters into my lap. No,
that wasn’t true. Dick was the same.
It was I who had changed. It was I
who found my thoughts always return-
ing to Dr. Fennison and his pitiful, gal-
lant fight to bring health to people like
the Thatchers. It was I who suddenly
was asking myself the dreadful ques-
tion, “What do I want from life?” A
comfortable home, money in the bank,
luxuries—and nothing else? Askmg
it—and finding no answer except the
obvious one that of course I wanted
these things—but I' wanted something
else, too, something like the integrity
I had seen in Dr. Fennison, something
like the soul-content I had seen in the
Terrells.

“When I come back,” Dick had said,
“we’ll pick up exactly where we left
off.” But suppose we couldn’t? Sup-
pose, with his kisses still warm on my
lips, I discovered that wed grown
apart, so that we no longer thought
alike, no longer had the same reason
for living?

HAT couldn’t—mustn’t—happen. I

would forget Farr and everyone in or
around it, I would wipe the two weeks
I had spent there from my memory—I
would do anything that was necessary
to keep any gulf from opening and
widening between Dick and me.

But this was more easily resolved
than done. That very night, at dinner,
I found myself telling Roger and Edith
about the Thatchers and the poverty in
which they lived. It wasn’t that I
wanted to tell them; it was rather that
I was compelled to, by some unseen
monitor who ruled my tongue, and
who put into my tone all the horror and
pity I had felt when I saw the Thatch-
ers themselves.

Roger chuckled. “Sounds very much
as if you were developmg a social con-
science, Myra,” he said. “Don’t let it
get you down, though. Remember
what the Bible says—‘The poor ye have
always with ye.

“Whoever wrote that obviously didn’t
have you in mind, Roger,” I retorted.
“How long ago is it that you gave up
your City Clinic work?”

“About four years,” he said smoothly.
“And I'd hazard a guess that if Dick
hadn’t gone into the Army he’d have
dropped his work there too, by this
time. The Clinic’s fine, in some ways
—gives a doctor valuable experience he
couldn’t get anywhere else. But the
tinie comes when it can’t teach him
any more.’

“It’s lucky not every doctor in town
thinks of the Clinic as just a good place
to practice,” I said. “But even if they
did, poor city people would have some
medical attention, Out around Farr,
they haven’t any.”

“If they care—and I don’t seriously
believe they do—they ought to move to
someplace where a doctor is available,”
Roger observed, lighting a cigar. “Myra,
the truth is that some people are poor
because they haven’t the ability to be
anything else. You can lavish all the
pity you want to on them, but it doesn’t
change that fact. Myself I prefer to
make quite certam that I'm not one of
the poor ones.’

“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice level
with an effort. “I know that, Roger.
I don’t think I agree with you, though o

“Please!” Edith looked appealingly
from one of us to the other. “Stop



quarreling, you two, for heaven’s sake.”

“We weren’t—" I began, and stopped.
Because it had been very close to a
quarrel—as close to one as I had ever
come with Roger, of whose judgment
I had always stood a good deal in awe.
Strangely, I didn’t feel in the least
awed by it now, or by him either. He
seemed merely self-satisfied and insen-
sitive—and rather old-fashioned. It
was hard to talk to him without, very
soon, finding some new proof that he
cared about nothing in the world,
really, except his own comfort.

There was no reason why this should
bother me. Roger’s attitudes, his ideas,
were his affair, not mine. Only—and
a kind of dread like the formless fear
of a nightmare struck at the core of my
heart—Roger’s ideas were Dick’s too;
I had heard Dick express them, and
Dick’s life was patterned upon them.

I tried to escape from this fear by
plunging into work. I had a good job
—a very good job, I had always
thought; I was style consultant and as-
sistant buyer for one of the city’s best
dress shops. But now the details of
my work, the preoccupation with fabric
and cut and drape, seemed trivial and
worse than trivial, almost shameful. I
would think, “This isn’t real! Two
adults racking their brains in all seri-
ousness over the question of how many
women will want clothes of a certain
shade of blue next spring—no, I can’t
believe it. Such things don’t matter!”

I WAS lost. Within the space of a few
weeks everything secure in my life
—my love for Dick, my work, my rela-
tion to Roger—had become insecure.
One night, after hours of wakefulness,
I fell into an uneasy sleep in which 1
dreamed that Dick came home sud-
denly. He burst into the house, calling
“Myra! Myra!” and I ran to him, my
arms outstretched. But he didn’t see
me. He looked through me and past
me, and he went into every room of the
house, still calling my name in a voice
that was each instant more lonely,
more anguished—until I woke to the
sound of my own sobbing, and to Edith
bending over me crying, “Myra! What
in the world’s the matter?”

I couldn’t tell her. She would never
have understood.

In the morning I looked at myself in
the mirror. My eyes were dull from
lack of sleep, my skin had a yellow,
pasty color, and my lips were tortured.

_“This can’t go on,” I whispered to the
reflected image. “It can’t ... You're a
coward, Myra Terrell. You're turning
into a silly, neurotic female, making
yourself miserable with imagined dis-
asters. You must stop it. ow, wash
your face and put on a lot of make-up
and a pretty dress and go downtown.”

Still I didn't move. Of all things in
the world, the one I wanted to do least
was go through another day of working
in the dress shop. With diamond-sharp
clarity, I knew what I did want to do:
I wanted to give up my job and study
nursing, so that when Dick came back
we could go together to Farr, do to-
gether the work that he should never
have abandoned. .

I tried to obey my own instructions.
Listlessly, I dressed and went down-
stairs to join Roger and Edith at break-
fast. Passing the hall table I caught
sight of an envelope lying there, ad-
dressed to me in Dick’s handwriting—
not a V-mail this time, but one sent by
air. Once I would have snatched it up
eagerly, but now I touched it with
timid, fearful fingers, dreading to open
it and experience again that sense of
being separated from him.
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Sunny’s Washday ABC’s

“The class will come to order, please,”

Says Sunny to her scholars.

“Today we'll learn how Linit starch
Will save you time and dollars.

Now watch me, children, while I wash
And rinse and starch and press.
You’'ll see how cotton, Linit starched,

Looks like a linen dress.
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To half a cup of water, cold,

Add half a cup of Linit

And then two quarts of water, hot,
Is just enough to thin it. g

Shirts and sheets and curtains, too,
When starched the Linit way,
Will iron like a summer breeze
And clean much longer stay.”
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Roger glanced at me keenly as I
came into the dining room, still carry-
ing the unopened letter. “That must
have been a bad dream you had last
night,” he observed. ‘“And you don’t
look too good this morning. Better
let me give you a check-up, Myra.”

I shook my head. “I'm all right.”

“There’s a letter from Dick—oh, you
have it,” Edith said. “What does he
say?”

Mechanically, I ripped open the en-
velope, began to read the close-written
sheets of paper while I sipped my coffee
But in a moment I set the coffee cup
down.

For as I read, Dick was with me
again,

“The letters you wrote from Farr all
arrived together today. I knew you
were there, of course, from the cable
you sent when Ma died, but it gave me
a funny feeling to read the letters and
know you’d written them from my
parents’ house. Not the kind of feel-
ing I'd have expected, though.

“You must have wondered, some-
times, why I never took you to Farr
for a visit. A man usually does take
his bride home to meet his parents. But
I never could bring myself to suggest
it. Farr was something I'd escaped
from, and I had even managed to per-
suade myself, in a crazy sort of way,
that it didn’t exist. If I showed it to
you, then it would be real again—I
couldn’t go on denying its reality. So
I never would have taken you there.

UT I'm glad you did go there, glad

you saw it. You see, I've stopped
wanting to pretend there is no Farr—
it’s not the nicest place in the world,
but it’s a hundred times better than
some I’ve seen since I got into this
man’s Army. In fact, right now Farr
would look like Heaven to me, if you
were there . . .”

I folded the letter and put it away
in its envelope, and raised my head
to see Roger and Edith staring at
me in amazement. “For heaven’s
sake,” Edith cried, “tell us! Is he com-

ing home? He must be, you look so
happy!”
I laughed. “No—he won’t be home,

not just yet. But I am happy. It—it

was a particularly good letter.”

That was all I could say—I couldn’t |

tell them that across the miles Dick had
sent me the certainty I had needed, had
reminded me unwittingly of something
I had never considered. He too was
changing, growing, during this separa-
tion of ours, he too was finding wisdom
and maturity he hadn’t had when he
left. “Don’t change,” he had warned
me, but it was against the laws of
nature not to change. And if, through
some miracle, our growth could be
parallel, simultaneous—oh, then we
were married indeed!

Standing up, smiling, I said, “By the
way, people—I've just decided. I'm
going to give up my job today and study
nursing.” .

Roger's cup clattered sharply against

its saucer. “You're—Myra, have you
gone crazy?” ,
“No,” I said. “I’'m saner than I've

been for a long time. I'm going to
study nursing, so that when Dick comes
back we can work together—in Farr.”

For a moment, while Roger's face
grew red, he couldn’t speak. “You are
crazy!” he said at last. “Dick will never
go back to Farr.”

“He might,” I said. I took a deep
breath, feeling weariness and doubt and
unhappiness fall away from me. ‘“He
might,” I repeated. *“And if he does,
I want to be ready.”




INTRODUCING
~ KAY ARMEN

ANY years ago, in a small inland
J_ American community, a doting

congregation would send a special
donkey each Sunday morning to carry
its favorite boy soloist to church. That
beloved boy singer was the father of
Kay Armen.

Today, Kay has her doting public,
too, but they- don’t have to do more
than turn the dials on their radio sets
to the Kay Armen program of songs on
the Blue Network every weekday from
10:30 to 10:45 a.m.,, EWT. Kay doesn’t
even ride to the studio on a donkey.
She takes the subway.

Paul Whiteman can credit himself
with having made another discovery in
Kay Armen.. She was born in Chicago,

where she went to public school and |

had some idea of becoming a school
teacher. She did study the violin for
about three months, but then gave it
up, because, as she says, “It was bad.”

Kay got her first break in show busi-
ness when she won first prize in an
amateur contest run by Ed Sullivan
in Chicago’s Palace Theatre. That gave
her a new direction, and school teach-
ing went by the boards.

She sang for about six months on
small Chicago radio stations, building
a repertory and developing poise and
experience, Then she got a featured
singing spot on a coast-to-coast hook-
up from a Nashville, Tennessee, station.
During this same period, Kay made a

number of recordings, one of which,

“How Sweet You Are,” has sold more
than a million and a half records.

LAST year, Paul Whiteman heard her
sing and signed her as a staff singer
for the Blue Network, for which he is
director of music now. Since then, she
has appeared on Whiteman’'s own pro-
gram, Hall of Fame, and on the Cham-
ber Music Society of Lower Basin
Street and Broadway Matinee. Now,
in addition to her own morning pro-
gram, she appears as the singing star
on the Friday night show. Variations
by Van Cleave.

Kay’s rich contralto voice is what is
known among musicians as a “natural.”
She has never had a singing lesson in
her life, yet all voice coaches who have
listened to her say she has a perfect
ear, good breath ctontrol and beautiful
phrasing. She sings a song the way
she ‘“feels” it, whether it be the blues,
a ballad, a hot number or jive. And
every day, on her own program, she
sings a hymn, dedicated to the small
Armenian boy for whom the doting
congregation sent the donkey every
Sunday—her father.

Armen is not Kay’s real name. That
too, is by way of dedication, if not to
her father, then to the land from which
he came to this country of freedom and
opportunity. Kay’s family name was
one of those long Armenian names,
which was simplified when the family
settled down here to Manogoff. Sports
fans will recognize that name. Kay’s
father and her brother have both fig-
ured in wrestling rings throughout the
country.
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dryness, looks natural—not “made-up,”
helps cover tiny blemishes for hours.
Try Solitair—be another pretty proof that all
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works at Army Ordnance,
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THE IMPORTANT

other cigarettes is its bal-
anced blend of the finest
aromatic Turkish tobacco
and the choicest of several
American varieties com-
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bined to bring out the finer
qualities of each tobacco.




In the Heart’s Keeping

Continued from page 30

though you didn’t trust me. As though *

Gary and I were doing something
wrong!”

“That’s all part of it. I've watched
him bring you home before. I've seen
how good-looking he is and—well, I
guess you get sort of morbid when you
have to be alone as much as I have. I
started getting a little jealous of him.
Then, tonight, when I saw the way you
were laughing together—and you never
laugh any more with me, honey—and
the way he put the coat around you
and had his arm around you, I—I just
sort of went crazy there for a minute.
That’s what made me say those things.
I don’t really think them, Marjorie.
Now do you understand?”

But the hurt had gone too deep for
that, coming on top of everything else.
I could feel only that, not the things
he was saying. “I just understand that
you don’t trust me and I'll never be
able to face Gary Gray again on ac-
count of the way you've acted!”

“Well,” Bob said finally, “if that’s
the way you want to feel about it, I
can’t help it. I've done all I can. And
all I'm going to.” And he went out and
closed the door.

AFTER that, we were further apart
than ever. Each seemed shut up
completely in himself. There was no
joy, no hope, in anything for me any
more. Every day was like the one be-
fore it. Gary Gray never mentioned
what had happened, but I carried the
embarrassment of that scene with me
every day when I went to work and I
couldn’t feel natural with him any
more. And each night when I went

home, it was like going home to a

burden.

Bob started getting better. He was
strong enough now to get dressed dur-
ing the day and go out for short walks.
Things like that. I had once thought
that the day he was strong enough to
do that would be the happiest day of
my life, and I'd planned how we would
celebrate. Now, although I was glad,
of course, it was just like being glad
that somebody you don’t know very
well is getting better. It didn’t really
mean anything, because what we
should have shared in it didn’t seem to
be there any more.

And at night, when we got ready
for bed, when there should have been
the warmest and loveliest intimacy of
all, there was nothing. Bob had
wounded me deeply in that moment
when his trust in me had failed. None
of his explanations or apologies could
change that. I felt I'd made enough
excuses for him. He’'d gone too far, and
nothing would ever be the same again,
because of it.

Then came the day Bob was well
enough to go back to work. I could tell
that, even for him, it didn’t mean as
much as it should have, as we both
once thought it would. “Are you glad
to be going back?” I asked him that

- morning as we had breakfast in the

kitchen. .

“Sure,” he said. Then his eyes met
mine. ‘“Mostly, because it will mean
that now you can stop working. I
know we haven’t paid off the hospital
entirely, but I'd like to pay that off
myself. I mean, I think you’ve done
enough. If we’re careful on what I

,make, we can manage without your

working any longer.”
“Yes, I suppose so.” I stirred my
coffee thoughtfully. “It’s funny. 1

e

thought I'd be crazy to stop working.
But now, I don’t know. I'd like to have
a couple of weeks off to get rested,
but then, maybe, I'll go back. Gary
Gray needs me and—well, I'd sort of
miss it.”

“But, Marjorie, you know we said
when we got married that we both
wanted you to give up your job, even
though there wouldn’t be a Iot of
money. We agreed then we’d be hap-
pier if you just took care of the home
part and I took care of the working.”

“It’s different now. If I kept on, we
could pay off the debts sooner without
having to scrimp so hard. And then,
after they were paid, we could use the
extra to get a maid. A real one. Not
Marie. Then I wouldn’t have to do any
housework.”

“I thought you liked looking after the
house yourself.”

I looked around the kitchen. It was
messy and neglected-looking. I remem-
bered how I used to keep it bright and
shining, how everything in the whole
house was fun to keep bright and shin-
ing for Bob and me. And I thought
how somehow the marriage had gotten
to be like the kitchen was now, neg-
lected and sort of—empty. As if the
heart had been taken out of it some-
how. It would take a lot of effort to
make it the way it used to be and even
then maybe it would never be again.

“Well,” I said, “we’ll see. Now it’s
time for both of us to get to work.”

I kept thinking about it the rest of
that day. Bob wouldn't like it if I kept
on working. But I pictured the maid
we could have, and the extra clothes
I could buy out of my salary. It was
true I'd once agreed with him it was
better if a wife didn’t work. But that
had been when our marriage was new
and fresh, and just being together was
enough. Now that didn’t seem to mean
sb much any more.

I WAS still undecided as I got off the
bus that night, going home. I walked
along the street behind a young couple.
I looked at them and whispered to
myself, “That’s the way it used to be
with Bob and me. And that’s the way
it isn’t any more.” Because they were
walking hand in hand, looking at each
other, laughing together, oblivious to
everything and everybody about them.
You could feel the sort of together-
ness they had. The sort, I thought
bitterly, that just hadn’t lasted for
us.

I was still behind them when we
started across the last street. I was
only a few feet away when the car
came tearing around the corner, going
too fast. I saw the way the man jerked
the girl out of its path and then—with
a sort of numb horror—I saw it strike
him, saw it hurl him against the oppo-
site curb.

I was first among the people who
started running. I stood there at the
front of the crowd and saw him lying
there with his head all bloody. He
looked as if he might be dead. The
girl had thrown herself down on her
knees beside him. She wasn’t crying
but her face had gone all white. Then
she raised her head, and for one second,
she was looking straight at me with all
the anguish in her eyes laid bare.

She wasn’t seeing me. She wasn’t
seeing anybody. But she was pleading
with us all. “Don’t let him die!”’ she

cried. And then, “Dear God, don’t let |

him die!”
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I waited till the ambulance came.
I saw them lift him onto the stretcher
and put him in it. I saw the girl get in,
too, still with that anguished pleading
on her face that nobody there could
answer yet. She had picked up his
hat and she kept stroking it over and
over, as if it were something precious.
I waited till the ambulance drove off,
and then blindly I made my way into
the drugstore on the nearest corner.

“Give me a cup of black coffee,” I
said to the clerk.

He looked at me and shook his head.
“That accident was nasty,” he said.

“I guess you saw it all. Is the guy
dead?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t
know.”

And sat there drinking the bitter,
burning coffee, and seeing that girl’s
face and seeing my own face too as
it had been six months ago. Six months
ago one night, at a hospital, when I,
too, had said with that same anguish,
“Don’t let him die. Dear God, don’t let
him die.”

That was the night Bob had been
taken there in the ambulance, with the
terrible pain in the abdomen. And
that was the night Dr. Squire had come
into the waiting room and said, “We’re
going to have to operate. Right away.”

AND I had known, looking at his face,
hearing that special note in his
voice, that Bob might never come from
the operating room alive. I knew, right
then, that I might have seen him for
the last time, heard him laughing for
the last time. I knew that that night
mzf life might be over, too.

'd bowed my head, without any
tears, and said to myself and to the
doctor and to God, “Nothing else mat-
ters. Nothing in the world will ever
matter if only he’s alive.”

I'd waited there for a long time. It
had taken a long time. They took me
into an empty room, wanted me to
telephone someone to come and stay
with me, but I didn’t want anyone. I
wanted to sit quietly and send my
spirit, my will, my being, into Bob
there on the operating table, and make
it say to him, “You’ve got to get well,
dar}’ing. You’ve got to come back to

e.

And finally Dr. Squire had come out
and smiled at me. “It’s all right, Mrs.
Williams. He’ll pull through. You're
a brave girl.”

I'd wept then. And the tears had
been all gratitude. And I'd said to
myself and to the doctor and to God,
“Then nothing else matters. Nothing
else in the world will ever matter as
long as he’s going to get well.” I said
that, over and over, all that night.

I'd kept on saying it all the time he
was in the hospital, lying there so
weak. And when he'd first come home.
I'd said it when I first went out and
got the job with Gary Gray so we’d
have money enough to live while he
was getting well. But after that—after
that, what had happened? To Bob, to
me, to us? Especially to me. I was still

grateful, but I'd somehow lost sight
of the gratitude. The one fact—the
only fact that had any meaning—the
fact that he was still alive, still mine,
still right there in my life as the man
I loved more than anything else in
the world—that truth had gotten
obscured.

It had gotten hidden away in a lot
of unimportant little facts. Certainly
it was true that the convalescence had
gone on longer than we'd ever ex-
pected, that we owed a lot of money,
and that the worry had constantly nag-
ged at us. Certainly it was true that
he could sometimes be difficult, as
all sick people can be. I'd gotten tired
out, and he’d gotten all pent up and im-
patient. It had been hard and it had
been tedious. And in the hard tedious-
ness of it, we'd nagged at each other
and misunderstood each other and even
hurt each other just a little bit. But
we’d lost sight of the main truth. I,
more than Bob. I'd said—and meant—
that if he lived, nothing else would
ever matter. But I'd let something
else matter. I'd let the strain and at-
trition of all the little, unimportant
things cover up the irrevocable, tre-
mendous thing: that Bob was alive
and he was mine.

I got up and hurried out of the drug-
store. When 1 got out on the street I
started to run. Suddenly someone
caught my arm and half jerked me
around. It was Bob.

“Are you all right?” he cried. He
gave me a little shake. “Are you all
right?” Then his grip loosened, and he
shook his head as if to clear it. ‘I'm
sorry. I'm acting like a goof. But I
saw the crowd and heard people say
there’'d been an accident and all
could think of was that it might have
been you. I—suddenly ‘I knew 1

‘couldn’t stand it if anything happened

to you.”

I flung myself into his arms. “Oh,
darling, it wasn’t me. But it might
have been you. It was just as if it were
you—I mean, that's the way I must
have looked, the way I felt, when I
thought maybe you were going to die.
Oh, Bob, darling—"” And then I was sob-
bing against him, feeling his arms
around me, feeling him understand
what I could never make any plainer.

We stood there on the street, clinging
together, heedless of the passersby and
their curious looks. Finally Bob
cleared his throat. “I’s time,” he said
and looked at the watch I'd given him,
“that we went home.”

I looked at the watch he’d given me.
“Yes, it is. It’s time we went home.”

We turned and started walking up
the street, hand in hand.

“Bob,” I said, “I've decided. I'm not

oing to keep on working. I'll tell Mr.
éray tomorrow.”

He pulled me a little closer. “We’ll
ask him over to dinner one night with
one of his girls, to soften the blow,” he
said.

And then we both laughed, like silly
kids, because we were so happy that
if we didn’t laugh, we’'d cry.
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Continued from page 47

forming what is known in rivermen’s
language as a center. If allowed to
build up with logs coming downstream,
a center can form a solid jam from bank
to bank. Something has to be done—
something had to be done about this
one immediately.

There was only one way to get on
to the center, and that was to ride a
couple of logs down through the rush-
ing water. I was being paid the extra
wages of a whitewater man, so I
jumped out on two of the logs we had
just pried loose from the face of the
jam; and in a second I was on my way
down to the center, I had done this
many times before, as taking off cen-
ters was part of the job of a whitewater
man; but this turned out to be one of
my unlucky days. When I was about
half-way down a huge wave swept me
off the two logs I was riding, and I
disappeared into the water. I guess all
the men who were watching me from
the jam above thought they’'d never see
me again, but I came up to the surface
just as I was about to be swept under
the big center itself. I grabbed at the
end of a log sticking out from the
tangle. Waters tugged and tore at me
with an almost overwhelming suction.
I struggled with every ounce of
strength in my body to raise at least
my shoulders out of the water. Logs
were smashing into the center on both
sides of me. I thought to myself: “I’'ve
got to get out of here in a hurry or
one of those logs will cut me in two.”
Inch by inch I fought my way up onto
the top of the logs, until at last I was
beyond the clutch of the stream. I lay
there, safe, exhausted, and thanking
God. To me and to the men on the
jam it looked like a miracle.

Well, you couldn’t put all that in.
So I wrote: “The day I escaped from
being swept to death under a center,
on a log-drive in New Brunswick,” in
answer to the curved-ball question.

IT was easy, really. It didn’t sound
like much when you read it over,
though—just an average life until you
came to the war part, but nobody I
knew had the war all to himself either.
Oh well, I thought, I've had my money’s
worth. The radio program was a new
idea—I had fun with it. You don’t find
many new ideas lying around an Army
hospital when you’ve been there seven-
teen months.

At three o’clock on Friday, two days
later, the head-nurse called me into
her office.

“Lieutenant,” she said, “you are to
report immediately to the Public Re-
lations office.”

I didn’t think of the questionnaire
just then, but at the Public Relations
office I was told that Mr. Grant of the
Vox Pop program wished to talk with
me. I was to have a seat and await my
turn.

Next to me was a tall lieutenant with
an eye missing, and wearing one hook
—he’d lost an arm. The man next to
him was a Ranger. He was young, only
about twenty, with the reddest hair in
the hospital.

“They’ll never pick you, Sonny,” I
said. “They’ll save you up for televi-
sion.”

“I hear they ask you what you want,”
he said, “‘and you get it. No kidding.”

“A guy I heard of asked for a parrot

once,” said the man in front of us. “A |

sailor, he was. In the Brooklyn Navy

" .
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Yard. And he got it, too, they tell me.

“There’s a law agamst parrots,” the
lieutenant said.

“He got it, that’s all I know.”

“There’s a law against what I want,
too,” the red-haired kid said. “Well,
no harm trying.”

“There’s two hundred and fifty of
us, I got the word,” someone said.
“Don’t get your hopes up.”

At last my turn came. I walked into
the office and met Mr. Grant.

“Anslow is my name,” I said.

“Glad to see you, Lleutenant ” he
said. “Sit down, won’t you?”

The interview was short. Mr. Grant
asked me a few quite ordinary ques-
tions—he already had most of the in-
formation he needed on the question-
naire—we exchanged experiences and
matched ideas on the weather and the
progress of the war. It was easy un-
important stuff, like you might have
with a friend on a street corner.

“I'm sorry I've got to cut this short,”
he said after a few minutes. “I've en-
joyed meeting you, Lieutenant. I hope
we’ll meet again when my schedule’s
easier.”

WE shook hands agam and I depart-

I was glad I had filled in the
questlonnaire. If my Gray Lady friend
was around somewhere I thought I'd
tell her.

The Red Cross auditorium is a big
room with windows on two sides and
a stage at one end. It didn’t look much
like a broadcasting studio. I'd seen
one, and when I remembered the
soundproofed walls and ceiling and the
complicated control-room (all set back
of a soundproof glass partition), I won-
dered what they were going to do
about the echoes and the shuffling feet
in a room where the ping-pong tables
and writing-desks had just been shoved
off to one side to make room for the
show. I'd never thought about it be-
fore.

The next day was Saturday. Satur-
day, as everyone in a hospital knows,
is the most lonesome day and night in
the week; but this Saturday was dif-
ferent. At three o’clock the Public Re-
lations office telephoned and informed
me that I was to report to their office
again—at once. This time I did get my
hopes up.

“Mr. Grant wants to talk to me
again,” I figured. “That must mean
something.” I thought about the other
two hundred and fifty people and I
thought, five out of two hundred and
fifty. It couldn’t be me. But I was ex-
cited. I hadn’t felt that way for a long
time.

The same tall lieutenant was back

again, too.

“I see you are one of the lucky
thirty, too,” he said.

“What do you mean, lucky thirty?”
I replied.

He said: “We’ve been screened down.

;I‘}fltere are only thirty of us applicants
e .n

I looked at him, and somehow I got
thinking about Normandy, and how a
lot of fellows like this lieutenant were
why we got in. That was a tough spot
—where he got his.

“You sure deserve to be one of the
lucky ones.” I meant it, too.

“Why me?” he said.

Mr. Grant was in the office when I
entered. He had several other men
with him this time. Parks Johnson and
Warren Hull were there. They go on
the air regularly on the Vox Pop pro-
gram.

The usual introductions were made
and we all sat down, and again talked

- again?”

about the weather and the progress of
the war. I kept waiting for something
different to happen, but nothing did.

At last Mr. Grant stood up.

“Well, good-bye, Lieutenant,” he
said. “It was nice of you to come down.
Good luck.” Not a word about the
broadcast.

The other men said good-bye.

“Well,” I told myself, “that’s the

end of the deal.” I never did have a
chance, I figured. I was just kidding
myself,
. Then I thought, look, why am I car-
ing, anyway? This show is nothing to
me. That afternoon I left the hospital
for several hours. I took a long hike,
and as I walked I thought, perhaps
George Washington himself walked
over this very path. A lot has hap-
pened at Valley Forge.

I got back to the hospital just before
supper. Beverly, the little WAC who
works on my ward, was waiting for
me.

“For Heaven's sake,”
“where’ve you been?”

“What’s the matter? I was out.”

“You sure were,” she said. “The men
from the Vox Pop program have been
over here twice looking for you.”

Well, that settles it, I thought. What
if they were considering using me on
their program? They’d probably taken
someone else instead by now. I didn’t
care, really. Yes, I did care. I was as
disappointed as a kid. I must have
been counting on it, even when I was
walking around thinking about other
things.

So Sunday was going to be just an-
other Sunday. That’s the trouble about
hoping for things. When you go back
to what you had it doesn’t seem so
good. I decided I had to change that
Sunday. The hospital bus goes into
the town of Paoli, nearby, at twelve
twenty-nine. I have some friends there;
I’d spend Sunday afternoon with them.

I don’t know whether the bus left
early that particular day or I was late,
but it had gone when I arrived at the
hospital bus terminal. My friends were

she said,
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waiting for me at Paoli. There was only
one thing left to do—get a taxi to come
out from Phoenixville,” on the other
side of the hospital, to take me to
Paoli. I went back to the information

I sat down to wait.

OU’RE having your troubles,” the
girl back of the desk said after a
while. “Want me to ring them up

“T don’t mind waltlng,” I said. “I've
got nothing else to do.”

At that minute the telephone rang.
She answered it, and then looked at
me.

“For you, Lieutenant,” she said.

It was Mr. Grant, calling from Phila-
delphia.

“Lieutenant,” he said, “you certainly
are a hard man to find. - We've been
looking all over the hospital for you.”

“If I hadn’t missed my bus just now,”
I said, “I guess you wouldn’t have found
me at all.”

“Well, I'm sure glad you missed it,”
he said. “Lieutenant, we’ve decided to
use you on the program tomorrow
night. Okay with you?”

“Sure,’ I said. . “Sure it’s okay.”

“We want you in the Auditorium at
six-thirty tomorrow evening to run
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talk about the presents seriously. I
didn’t know what to answer.

“I can’t think of anything that I need
right now,” I said at last. “I can think
of things I'd like to have, of course,
But I'd have no place to keep them.”

“There must be something we can
give you.” He thought for a few min-

utes. “How about a nice watch?”

*  “That’s right!” It was a good idea.
“I do need a watch.”

“You haven’t got one?”

“No.” Then, as I thought he was
waiting for me to go on, I said: “The
last watch I had was a wrist-watch. I
was wearing it when the land-mine
blew off my hands, so—"

“We’ll certainly get you a watch,”
he said. “What else would you like
to have? We'd like to give you some-
thing else, too.”

“Would it be possible to get an elec-
tric razor?”

.t"‘We’ll get one—if we have to steal
l ‘))

I was pretty pleased about that. I fig-
ured I could manage an electric razor
very nicely with my steel hooks.

At six-thirty on the dot Monday night
I was in the Red Cross Auditorium. Mr.
Johnson was waiting for me. He shook
hands and I made a mental note: “Here
is a regular guy.” So many people
ignore my hook, or hand, when I offer
it.

“YX/E’'RE going to interview you last,

Lieutenant,” he explained. “There
will be four ahead of you. You prob-
ably know this isn’t a script show. We
want your answers to be natural. TI’ll
run over the questions I'm going to ask
you and you can figure out what you
wani to say. Then when the time comes
just say it. No frills—and no bad
language. That’s the law.”™

I felt pretty nervous.

“What if I should—" I began.

‘Don’t worry,” he said. “We dub it
out.”

The microphone was set up on the
stage, with the control box on the left
and the microphone cables coming in
from the right. The Auditorium was
set up for a big crowd.

‘“You people are the stars of this
show,” Mr. Hull said, “so you sit on
the stage, just back of the mike. I'd
like you here at seven-fifteen. We
don’t go on the air until eight but we
put on an informal show first—you
know, sort of fun-making. We want
to get some of the boys and girls up
here to do some stunts. You can’t
tell me there isn’t a lot of hidden talent
in this place.”

When I was in the Army on the West
Coast I used to be a fighter. I was in
the welterweight class, on an Army
boxing squad. I liked to fight; I was
in some pretty big bouts. That night
when we took our places on the stage
at the appointed time I had the same
feeling I used to have when I was wait-
ing in my dressing-room before a
fisht—sort of an expectant excitement.
The others seemed very calm. There
was Sergeant Alexander Kosciusko—
Kozzy, we called him—of the 28th In-
fantry Division, blinded at Belfontaine
in France last summer, after a bitter-
end hand-to-hand fight where ammuni-
tion ran out and he was down to
the butt of his rifle. Private Walker
Huckins was a paratrooper, knocked
down in Sicily after a scramble with
88-fire back in the hills, Sergeant
Gerald Goss represented the detach-
ment at the hospital. He had charge
of the military training and transpor-
tation of the wounded—a big job. He
refereed the ball-games and boxing,
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She—“What has ze Americaine girl got we have not?”
He—“A big bottle of Pepsi-Cola!”

too. Lieutenant Annette Grincowitz
was an Army nurse, married to a mili-
tary surgeon in the Southwest Pacific.

“If they can be so calm about this,”
I thought, “why should I get all hepped
up?n

“Figure out what you want to say,”
Mr. Johnson had said. I knew what I
wanted to say. Twenty million people
would be listening, he said. I wanted
to ask them for a break. There’s a lot
of us men without an arm, or a leg, or
eyes. On the outside we may not be
so much to look at. The thing people
don’t remember is, inside, we haven’t
changed. We have the same feelings
and desires and ambitions we had be-
fore. All we’ve really lost is that old
easy chance we had. Those days seem
a long way back, when anything was
possible because you had a whole body.

BUT nobody needs a chance handed

to them. You can make your own.
Every man I know is trying to shove
open the hospital door. I wanted to
ask people not to push it shut.

I don’t know what I said at first. Mr.
Johnson asked me about my injuries
and I mentioned my arms and my sight
and the powder burns on my face. I
said I'd been seventeen months in hos-
pitals, with another eleven to go. Then
he set it up for me.

“We civilians want to know how you
feel, Lieutenant. Can you tell us?”

“When I find anyone staring at me,” I
said, wondering 1f I was putting it
right, “it makes me angry. Not for
myself—I can stand it okay now. But
it’s hard at first.”

“You haven’t changed, have you?”

“I'm the very same as I was,” I said.

“If people would treat every man as
they would have treated him before,
I think it would help him to feel like
he felt before.”

“I see. Have you any plans for the
future?”

“Yes.” If you’ve got your brain you’ve
always got plans. “I’m interested in
Pan-American relations. I've been
studying Spanish, to fit myself for work
in that field.”

It was all over almost before it
started. Suddenly the big auditorium
was full of noise and confusion; people
crowded up on to the stage to look at
our presents—I had the watch and the
razor and a very nice wallet—and

This article was written by Lieu-
tenant Anslow while a student in
the Educational Reconditioning
Program at Valley Forge General
Hospital. If you, too, would like
to add to Lieutenant Anslow’s
morning mail, won’t you address
him in care of Rapio ROMANCES,
205 East 42nd Street, New York 17,
New York—uwe’ll be happy to see
to it that your letters go on to him.

radio men started taking down the
sound equipment. The doors at the
back were opened and men began
streaming out. I worked my way down,
and all the time I was thinking:

“There’s no way to say it. I tried, but
there’s no way.”

They brought the mail in in a basket
the next morning. In a hospital, mail
is the other half of a conversation. For
me, America was suddenly a place
where my friends lived—friends who
listened to what I had tried to say and
then replied so I'd know they’'d heard.

The last letter I somehow wanted to

answer first.

“It was most inspiring, hearing all
of you men tell of your experiences,”
it said. “It made me feel humble and
glad that I am an American with men
like all of you on our side. I so agree
with your view regarding the return-
ing wounded soldier. The handicapped
do not want pity nor do they need it.
To lead a natural, everyday life is all
they want, for they are just human
beings exactly as they were before.

‘T know because I too am somewhat
handicapped. I met with a street-car
accident when a child, losing both
limbs close to the hips and my right
arm at the shoulder. Forty years ago
science had not progressed as it has

now, and I did not have the opportunity !

to learn to work. However, I have led
a happy normal life, and do as much
and more than many persons more for-
tunate. I keep house for my Dad, cook,
bake, etc., do all kinds of fancy work—
well, just everything. I can and do
count my blessings.

“] admire your courage, and want to
say to you and all the men there that
we are mighty proud of you. Good
luck, and God bless you all.”

God bless you, lady, from Ward Six
at Valley Forge.
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lwork they did every day. And then I
|looked into the old pier glass where I
could see the outline of strength even
in my slender waist and flat, tapering
thighs; in the firm, high curves under
my slip. And my irritation vanished.
'I'd rather have the tanned skin that
Helen so disparaged, than know that
my body was as useless as hers.
Movement and a great swirl of dust
‘outside my window caught my atten-
tion. Two riders had just reined their
horses beside the cast-iron water
trough sturdily anchored by the side
iof the skinned-pole corrals.
| “It’s Don and Duncan!” Helen said
‘breathlessly, and patted her already-
perfect hair in place. She moved
‘quickly to the door. I fumed, knowing
1"I would have to wait for Miss Ward.

Y the time she had adjusted the skirt
and I had slipped into the overalls
she despised, the twins and Helen
were seated in the big, crude, home-
made porch swing, busily talking. Or,
rather Don was talking. He was on
his favorite subject and I paused for
a minute in the doorway, listening—
“ . ..it’s breeding that does it, Helen.
Pure strains in cattle, just like in
human beings. means better stock,
every time. Mix a bunch of scrubs,
buy a steer when you don’t .know his
pedigree and you'll wind up with a
puny, undersized, stringy beef. Jud
Parsons was telling me he favored mix-
.in%J a few mavericks in now and then
—but he’s crazy.”
Helen yawned. I looked at Duncan,

1 Believe in You

Continued from page 21

sitting next to her in well-worn jod-
phurs and open shirt. Yes . . . that
mocking smile was still there! Now I
remembered Don’s twin—very well!

“Hi, Stranger!” 1 called to him.
“Welcome home!”

They were both on their feet, these
two men who looked so alike and yet
were so different. Duncan started for-
ward, but, as usual, it was Don who
grasped my hand first, who dominated
the scene, and who broke off Duncan’s
greeting to me to pull me to him.

“Isn’t she beautiful, Duncan?” His
voice was hearty. “Isn’t she a bride
to be proud of, the future Mrs. Henry?”
And he bent his head and kissed me
lightly. I was startled—it was only
recently that Don had begun to claim
his privilege as a fiance. Our relations,
up to then, had been close, friendly,
sweetly sure—but not lover-like.

With one exception.

The memory of that one incident
flashed into my mind every time Don
kissed me. In fact, it had a way of
coming into remembrance at the oddest
times, laying its tremulous, thrilling
fingers on my heart, coming between me
and my work, flashing into my dreams,
sending a fevered wonder through me
when I thought of my wedding day.

It had been at a party the Henry
twins had given for Duncan’s first
going-away to college, five years ago.
The hour was late and the room had
grown warm and stuffy. I had slipped
away from the game the others were
playing to walk through the cool night-
stirrings of the cottonwoods. The

creek bed was dry at that time of year
but somehow it still gave the illusion
of freshness in the black night.

Even now I remember the sound
behind me and how I had turned and
found him coming toward me, framed
in the light from the windows behind
him. I couldn’t see his face—but the
wide Henry shoulders, the way of
walking, the glint of the light on the
deep wave of his hair, I would have
known anywhere.

I HAD started to speak, to say some-
thing casual—but suddenly—oddly—
I couldn’t. Something different, some-
thing I had never felt before in Don,
checked the words on my lips. And in
the little time it took him to reach me,
a new and wondering emotion stirred
to life inside me. A fire quickened and
flared in my veins. I held my breath—
not fully understanding what was hap-
pening to me.

He stopped in front of me. It was
like a dream in which we both were
caught without knowing why or how.
I don’t know which one of us moved
first, but suddenly I was in his arms
and he was kissing me with a depth of
maturity and passion I had never even
glimpsed before in Don. I couldn’t
think and I didn’t want to. Nothing was
real but the surge of life that began
with his mouth on mine, so hard and
yet tender, and flowed through every
part of me with a sweet, fierce, pound-
ing rhythm.

When at last he let me go, I still clung
to him, shaking.
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“I’'m sorry, Joanne. 1 forgot myself—
and I forgot how young you are. Let’s
go back inside.” He caught me to him,
suddenly, and buried his face in my
hair. “At least I've had this much; no
one can take it away from me. But
I want you to forget it ever happened.”

“I don’t want to forget,” I murmured,
though I knew he was right. I was
young for such experiences.

“Then keep it as a token payment
and someday—" his voice was muffled.

He left me then and I followed slow-
ly, into the house.

When I came inside Don only looked
up from his conversation with another
rancher and smiled, but there was
nothing in his smile of a special na-
ture. I felt a sharp disappointment and
at the same time a relief that we were
back on our old footing. I looked
around for Duncan to wish him god-
speed on his morning’s journey, but
someone said he had disappeared. It
was just as well—I probably couldn’t
have talked coherently at that moment.

Duncan’s voice, lazy, noncommittal,
unrevealing, pulled us apart.

“My congratulations to you, Don,
and my best wishes to the lovely bride.”
The formality of his words reminded me

| that I could never be sure whether

Duncan really approved of us—or was
laughing at us. “l am sure she will be
a great credit to the other Henry wives
of the past and to you.”

HEN he smiled—and his smile was a

direct, sunny apology for the offen-
siveness of his last words.

“Don’t mind me, Joanne. I think
my brother is a very lucky man,” he
said. Then his tone changed, “How is
your mother? I’d like to see her, if I
may—if she’s well enough.”

“I’1l run upstairs and find out if she’s
awake. Dr. Stambaugh says she’s
strong enough to have visitors. And
he’s sure she’ll be well enough for the
wedding.” I didn’t need to add that if
she weren’t there would be no wedding.

Upstairs I opened Mother’s bedroom
door quietly and peeped inside.

“Come in, darling. I'm awake.” Her
soft voice carried in a whisper. “I
heard voices—is Duncan there?”

Kneeling down on the hassock by the
side of the bed, I had a moment of
wonder as to why Mother should ask
so promptly for Duncan? ‘“Are you
feeling better, dear? Is there anything
I can get for you" Duncan is outside
and he wants to—"

“Send him up here immediately,
please, Joanne.” I was shocked at the
urgency in her voice. Secrets—between

my mother and Duncan Henry?

I was still puzzling over the strange-
ness of her actions when I had delivered
the message and Duncan had hurried
up the stairs. Mother and I had always
been so close—closer than most fami-
lies are—that I thought I knew every
idea of hers. She hadn’t seen Duncan
for over a year. Why should it be so
imperative that she see him now?

When I asked Don he offered a plaus-
ible explanation.

“Probably something about the wed-
ding she doesn’t want you to know.”

He wasn’t much interested. He had
Just purchased four new steers for
the Bar-H and they filled his mind.

z"I‘HE very finest money can buy,

Joanne, and what’s more important
they’re all prize winning Herefords.
Blue ribbon in Albuquerque three
years running and the papers I have on
them are worth their weight in gold to
me. Jud Parsons can say what he wants
to about cross-breeding producing bet-
ter range cattle—I say it’s knowing
the blood lines that counts.” Jud was
foreman on our ranch and had been
long before Dad died. “Why, you can
see it in people, I told Jud. Look at the
Attlees. Their great- grandfather was
the biggest man in this territory when
he died, but since then the family has
gone steadlly down-hill. They are little
better than homesteaders now. Clem
Attlee married that Mexican-Irish girl
no one ever heard of and now those
kids of theirs run wild and never go to
school if they can help it and the house
is falling to pieces.

Helen was bored with all this talk of
people and ranch affairs and presently
she sauntered away.

As if he had only been waiting for
her departure, Don turned to me in
excitement.

“It came this morning, Joanne. I
had it sent to the city for re-setting.”
He pulled a small package out of his
pocket and dropped in into my lap.
“Open it! A present from the groom
to the bride-to-be.”

With delight and anticipation I tore
off the wrappings and opened the tiny
jeweler’s box within. “Don!—it’s your
mother’s seed pearl locket! You know
how much I've always admired it—
how much I love it—"

“I've always meant for you to have
it, too, Joanne. Mother would have
wanted you to have it . . . it’'s been
handed down from generation to gener-
ation. Henry wives always wore 1t.”

I had the absurd feeling that until I
had this locket I had been on probation.

.
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Now I was one with all the other Henry
women who had received this gift with
pleasure and worn it with pride. But
it wasn’t absurd to know that Henry
wives were, by legend, a special lot—
noted for their physical beauty and
their hardy capabilities. This had been
motivated by no foolish whim during
the early pioneer days when only the
strongest, the healthiest, the most able
of women could have weathered the
hardships the ambitious Henry clan
had burdened them with. Now it was
a matter of pride.

Really more than that, in Don’s case.
As important as love—or almost—to
him was the fact that he knew my
family; that the Demings were as good
a stock as his own. He believed, and
I understood and approved his belief,
that marriage was a more serious mat-
ter than just the attraction of a pretty
face or a broad pair of shoulders.
There were the future children—our
children—to be considered. It was the
right that the name we bore and
which our children would bear should
not be menaced by unknown factors
or by dark shadows of weakness or
tainted blood.

ILOOKED at him, sitting beside me,
his arm linked in mine and he was
dearer, more wonderful to. me than he
had ever been before. I knew him so

well— his generosities, his honesty, his.

goodness and his untroubled nature.
I knew that Don might criticize the
Attlees, but it was feed, grain and sup-
plies from his ranch that had kept that
family alive for two years. I knew the
respect in which he was held by others.
He had been my playmate, my partner,
and now would be lover and husband.

There were quick footsteps from the
living room and Duncan stood in the
doorway. His face was grave.

“Your mother wants you,”* he said,
simply, but there was an urgency in
his voice that made me fily up the
stairs and sent my newly-realized hap-
piness scattering.

“Mother—!” I cried, breathlessly.

“Come here, darling.” Her face on
the pillow showed an exhaustion I had
not seen before. It was as if she had
been holding her strength for this day
and now, all at once, it was gone.

“Come here.” she repeated. And
when I was close, at her side, she spoke
in a voice so low I had to bend to
hear. “You’ve been happy, Joanne? You
know how much we loved you, Dad and
I? If we have done anything . . . not
done something . . . would it make any
difference to you? . .. if we have kept
something from you . . . you will un-
derstand? We did what we thought
best . . .”

“You've been the best mother in the
world.” I protested through my tears.

“No.” Her head moved on the pillow.
“T should have told you. I must tell
you ... must...you have a right . . .”
Her head fell back.

Mother died that night. The shock
was so great as to be numbing. For the
moment life had stopped for me, too,
and I was incapable of thinking.

The wedding was postponed, of
course.

Only the memories of the past happi-
ness in our home; of the love and affec-
tion which had been our shared and
priceless gifts, sustained me now.
Mother and I had been friends and
comrades; even when Dad had died
there had been the two of us to draw
closer together. Helen had been in-
cluded—always—even though she had
never cared particularly for the same
things we did. Now I had lost a be-
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loved mother and Helen an aunt, but
the strength and the bulwark of her
love were still with us.

The funeral was a simple affair.
Afterward Don and Duncan drove me
home.

“There will have to be a reading of
the will, Joanne. Do you think Friday
will be too soon?” Duncan said gently.

The will? I hadn’t thought about it—
and it seemed strange that Duncan
should. Don must have wondered some-
thing of the same because he voiced it:

“How do you happen to know about
Mrs. Deming’s will, Duncan?”

Then Duncan said a surprising thing.
“I'm co-executor, along with Mr. Timm,
the lawyer. Your mother asked me to
function as such two years ago. That
was the reason she was so anxious to
see me the other day. She wanted to
be sure I would carry out all her
wishes.”

THE surprise of it entered even my
benumbed mind. I had not known
that Mother placed such trust and con-
fidence in Duncan—why hadn’t she
chosen Don instead? Don, who lived
always on the ranch next to ours, in-
stead of Duncan who might at any
time be digging rocks in some far cor-
ner of the earth—Don, who was ac-
cepted by all the ranchers as capable
and dependable, instead of Duncan
whose heart and mind were fixed on
unknowable secrets of the earth?

For the first time I looked at Duncan
and saw him as a personality separate
from his brother. And it was a shock
to see that, studied carefully, the twins
didn’t even look alike. The bone struc-
ture was the same, except that Don’s
was larger, the color of their hair and
eyes matched. But there was about
Don’s face—his mouth and forehead—
the smooth, firm, unlined stability of
a man whose course of mind and action
had been determined by nature and
circumstances; a man whose decisions
came quickly and easily from simple
convictions. Duncan’s face was equally
firm, but it was the firmness and it
had the lines that came with a ques-
tioning nature and from laughter and
suffering.

Even their eyes, now that I realized

it, were different. Don’s met mine with
a clear, unsullied, healthy sureness; in
Duncan’s there were unreadable depths;
there were shades and intensities of
feeling not in his brother’s With a
flash of insight I knew that Duncan
had looked for and found horizons that
were beyond the little world we lived
in, Don and I.

The next few days called on every
ounce of courage I possessed. And I
was grateful, with every hour that
passed, for the demands made upon my
time and energies. Although it was
an effort to open Mother’s old roll top
desk in her “office”, I plunged into the
work of going over our accounts with
Jud Parsons and the time passed; for a
while I could forget. With Manuel, the
cook, I took inventory of smoke-house
and pantry and store-house. I ordered
supplies. From morning to night I
went through the routine that Mother
had taught me; the routine that was so
necessary to keep even our small ranch
running smoothly.

How thankful I was that Mother
and Dad had taken pains to make me
competent and useful! Until such time
as Don and I could be married and' I
would take up my new life with him,
it was my job to run the Deming ranch,
and I felt a new pride in myself.

I had only pity for Helen. She had
loved Mother, too, but now she didn’t
seem to know what to do with herself
or her grief. She cried for hours at a
stretch, lying on the big redwood couch,
intimating through her tears that I was
hard-hearted and unfeeling. But I
knew I was doing what Mother would
have wanted me to do; in the way she
would have approved.

For once in my life the responsibility
was entirely my own. Even Jud Par-
sons, old and experienced in the way of
ranch life, talked to me now as he
had to Mother, listening silently when
I expressed an opinion, nodding his
grizzled head now and then, walking
stump-legged beside me as we looked
over the horses in the corrals, disagree-
ing with me sometimes but always, in
the end, deferring to my judgment.

When Friday evening came and I
heard the sound of the Henry car com-
ing up the dirt road, I looked around
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the big livingroom and was proud of
its serene order and tranquillity.
Prouder yet,fthat although grief lay
like a stone in my heart, there was
order and tranquillity and discipline
reflected in me, too. I hadn’t forgotten
anything—Mr. Timm's glass of port
shimmered like a ruby drop in the old
wine glass that had been grandma’s—
just as Mother always had it when the
lawyer paid us a call. The big fireplace
was clean and piled with logs against
ihe evening chill that came here even
in early fall; there was no dust on the
spreading elks horns above.

It seemed to me I could almost hear
Mother’s approving voice: “That’s my
good daughter . .. my Joanne.”

It took only a minute for the three
of them, Don, Duncan, and Mr. Timm
to exchange the usual greetings with
us and to settle themselves in the deep
rawhide-and-leather armchairs in front
of the fireplace. Somehow there was
an unspoken consent among all of us
that this'was not the time for conver-
sation.

Mr. Timm coughed slightly—and then
again—took a sip of port, and drew the
legal envelope out of his pocket. Ner-
vously, it seemed to me, he crossed
his legs and uncrossed them several
times while he unfolded the papers,
taking much more time for the pro-
cess than was necessary.

ILOOKED at him with a growing
wonder and then glanced at Duncan.
He was looking at me intently, some-
thing in his eyes that startled me. A de-
mand? A question? Suddenly, there in
that peaceful room, among the objects I
knew so well and familiarly, among
these people whom I had known all
my life—one of whom I meant to
marry—I felt a menace. A chill of
fear. What was Duncan trying to tell
me? Was it a warning! Why did Mr.
Timm stammer as he started to speak;
why was he taking so much time over
such a simple thing as Mother's will?

Only Don seemed the same. His eyes |

met mine frankly, with no overtones
or undertones of mystery. I knew, as
surely as if I could read his mind, that
he was thinking ahead to the day when
the Deming acres would be combined
with his own. There was nothing mer-
cenary in his thinking; it was natural
and right that he should be planning
for us and thinking of his ambitions
for our future life.

“I, Mary Elizabeth Deming. .8
being of sound mind. . . . . do be-
queath. . . . to my faithful friend
Judson Parsons, the sum of one hun-
dred dollars, and. . . . ” Mr. Timm had
been speaking and I pulled my mind
back from its conflict of unexplainable
terror and the reassurance that Don
had given me, to listen. The lawyer’s
dry, thin voice went on, stating Moth-
er’s behest that Jud stay on here at the
ranch as long as he wished. And then
to Manuel Rodriguez, our cook, a small
sum of money that was all she could
afford, and with it the larger, un-
counted, sums of gratitude and affec-
tion, Mother’s regard for him.
~ To Helen went the little money left
in trust for her by her own parents,
and Mother’s further request that she
make her home with me as long as she
desired. Her choice of furniture from
the house and a small dowry when
she married. . . . as if this were a sig-
nal, Helen’s sobs burst wildly out and
Mr. Timm leaned forward to pat her
arm Iin sympathy. Yet all of us, in-
cluding Helen, felt that this was more
than generous of Mother.

There was very little more on the
printed page to be read and I knew
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that I was next. Momentarily, in hear-
ing the bequests to the others, which
were just what I had expected, I had
lost my strange premonition.

Now, strangely, it returned in re-
doubled force. The tension seemed to
heighten in that room. I watched Mr.
Timm wipe his eye-glasses as intently
as if they were a sign which might re-
veal, or erase, this bewilderment with-
in me. I looked to Duncan. Was I im-
agining that message in his eyes? No . ..
as surely as if he had reached out and
touched me I could feel that he was
lending me his strength for some un-
named, some fearful trial, that was
surely coming to me. I moistened my
dry lips with my tongue. I could feel
my heart pounding and my hand shak-
ing. Even Don seemed to have caught
some of the strain. He leaned forward,
slowly, in his chair and his face was
troubled.

THEN, suddenly, the words came tum-
bling out of his mouth as though he
were in a hurry to have them said—
“. .. do devise and bequeath . . .” he
was mumbling in his hurry and I
can’t now be sure of the exact legal
terms; the words seemed to be swim-
ming in my head “. .. to my legally
adopted daughter Joanne Deming,
who .

“Stop"’ It was my voice but I wasn’t
conscious of speaking, or how I got
to my feet. The words he had mumbled
had come to me with all the force of
a shout—my adopted daughter, Joanne
Deming . . . my legally adopted . . .
That was—those words were for me.
I was not Joanne Deming. I was some-
one else, or no one else. I was adopted!

They were all looking at me and the
distress in Mr. Timm’s eyes, the sym-
pathy in Duncan’s, the shock in Don’s,
the excitement in Helen’s—it was more
than I could bear. I heard Don’s voice
as if it came through a thick fog:

“It’s a mistake! It's not true—we’ve
all known Joanne since we were chil-
dren.”

But just as I had sensed that there
was a terrible discovery for me when
Mr. Timm had started reading, so now
I knew that the discovery was real and
actual, even before Duncan answered.

“I'm sorry, Joanne,” he said, gently,
and Mr. Timm nodded his head in
agreement. “But it’s just as it says.
Mrs. Deming adopted you when you
were a baby. She loved you as much—
more—than if you had been her own
and she couldn’t bear that you should
know before you had to. I wanted her
to tell you before; she had promised
me she would, two years ago, but she
didn’t want to spoil your happiness
in any way. That was why she wanted
to see me so urgently that last day—
she was afraid she hadn’t done the right
thing.”

I was so stunned that the sense of
what he was saying meant nothing.
Only his words were like pile-drivers,
each a separate blow, each one splin-
tering to pieces the wall of security and
completeness that had surrounded me.

“But—then, who are Joanne’s real
folks?” Don persisted, in a dazed way.

Duncan shrugged and Mr. Timm
shook his head, disclaiming knowledge.

And now I was nobody. I was lost—
without a name, without an individual-
ity, without foundation. One minute
I had been the rightful heir to all the
love and the responsibility and the
place for which I had been reared; the
next minute that place and p051t10n
were still mine—but I didn’t belong.
It wasn’t natural and right. It was
legal—but how could it be? There
were two people mentioned in that

will: one they called “my legally adop-
ted daughter” and the other ‘“Joanne
Deming.” The two were not the same.
They had no meaning for each other.
I could not be one and the other, too.

I felt for Don’s hand. It covered mine
in instant response but his fingers were
as cold as mine.

“I think—I think I'll go outside for
a minute.” My voice sounded faint in
my ears. “Don—you’ll come with me?”

We started out the door but Duncan
blocked the way.

“I know this has been a shock,
Joanne, but remember one thing. Never
forget it—hang on to it. Your mother
and your dad loved you as dearly as
if you had been their own child. You
were theirs . . . because they wanted
you. Nothing is changed Joanne. Noth-
ing.” I looked up at him, at his lean,
serious face and his dark eyes com-
manding mine, and for just a moment
the whole world swung safely back
into its orbit. Nothing is changed, he
had said. Something so strong, so com-
pelling, came from him and reached
me that, for an instant, I was a person
agl:}in, wholly and completely my-
self, i

Then Don moved at my side. The
papers in Mr. Timm'’s lap fluttered as
he leaned forward, and I knew that it
had really happened and the strength
that Duncan offered me was a fiction
and could not help me.

Outside Don caught me in his arms,
burying my face in his shoulder. For a
long time we stayed that way.

“Don—" I said, slowly, “—I’'m lost.
I'm not a person any more. I'm not
Joanne Deming and I don’t know who
I really am. Everything seems differ-
ent; even people seem strange to me. I
don’t know what I can believe in now,
or if there’s anything to believe. I'm
lost—" and now I was crying, openly.

Strangely, out here with Don, I felt
less a person than I had with the others
around me. This was the man I was
going to marry. This was the man who
loved me—but what did I have to offer
him now?

“Don’t worry, darling. I know how
you feel but you mustn’t be hurt.” His
voice was deep and thoughtful. The
shock was still there for Don, too. I
could tell that by the measuring of his
words. “You know how much I love
you—you—whether you're Joanne
Deming or someone else.”

HERE was a moment in which

neither of us spoke. Then Don's
words came again, this time with de-
cisio

“We 11 find out who you are. We’ll
discover who your real parents are, so
that you can feel yourself whole and
complete once more. There must be
a clue somewhere—perhaps Duncan or
Mr. Timm know something. It won’t
be hard, in a small place like Indian
Wells, where everyone knows everyone
else’s business, to trace down something
that happened only twenty years ago.”

I felt my heart stop. My real par-
ents—? Somehow, I shrank from the
very thought.

“We have to find out, Joanne, or else
you’ll be wondering all your life. You
can't be yourself when you have no
roots and when part of your life is a
secret. I'm not afraid. I know there
can’t be anything wrong. It isn’t pos-
sible. I've known the Demlngs—I’ve
known you all your life—"

But the very emphasis in his voice
frightened me. Was he wondering—
was he picturing an abandoned child—
the kind of parents who did not want
that child—as I was?
for a while Don’s firm principles of

I had forgotten ¢
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tamily and breeding. But now, al-
though I wouldn’t have thought it pos-
sible to feel still another shock, I saw
in quick horrified realization, that this
discovery was as awful to Don as it
was to me. That he had his own reasons
for wanting to find out who I was and
from what kind of family. He loved
me, I knew. But what did I have to
give him now, in exchange for the
Henry pride? A healthy mind and a
healthy body—but could I depend on
them? What dubious taints might not
yet come down to me from my unknown
father and mother? What racial straing
were mixed in me? What right did 1

have to be any man’s wife, when my |

heritage was clouded?

“I must find out,” I said desperately.
“l can’t marry you until I do, until I
know who I am.”

“I’ll marry you tomorrow, darling,”
he protested fiercely. “This won’t come
between us. Even if we don’t find out
who you are, no one else need know.
Mr. Timm will never say anything, not
if we ask him. And Duncan and Helen
are part of our family. They’ll keep
it a secret.” He was thinking now as
he spoke. ‘Perhaps that would be bet-
ter, anyway. So—even if we do find
out and—and there should be any-
thing wrong—anything upsetting—"
even to me Don could not bring himself
to say that word “illegitimate”—“then
no one will know but ourselves. It will
be our secret. I won’t have anyone
galkkir}g about you, Joanne, behind your

ack.”

l FELT sick at the thought. “I don’t
want to be married, Don. Not until
I know. Then, if you still want me—"

He caught me to him in a tight, hard
gesture. “Want you? I'll always want
you. I love you so much—I'd do any-
thing in the world for you. Why did
this have to happen?—I never thought
there would be anything in our lives
that I couldn’t solve for you!”

Now it was my turn to comfort him.
“There is a real Joanne somewhere.
T'll find her and bring her to you. She
won’t have anything to be ashamed
of—" but there was a growing fear
inside me that denied my words— “and
we’'ll go on with the life we had
planned.”

He smiled at me then, a steady smile.
“Of course we will, dear. As Duncan
said, nothing is changed. T'll ask him
to come over here tomorrow and you
two can put your heads together—he
might know something from talking to
your mother and you might. remember
something that would be a clue. But
no matter what happens, we’ll be
married soon and we’ll have our life
together and the ranch and we’ll re-
build the house the way you planned
it—and our children—"

He stopped so abruptly I was startled.
What had he said—our children? I
could tell he was trying to go on; to
sound natural . ..

And then I knew. He was too kind,
too generous, too decent to tell me then
what he had suddenly realized. But I
knew.

“There can’t be any children. Not
for us.” And somehow I kept my voice
steady. “We can’t have children, Don,
not as long as there is any doubt as to
who my parents were. Or who I am!”

A few words, a scrap of paper, and
the whole foundation of Joanne’s life
has vanished. Can she build it up again
—or does she, perhaps, find something
to take its place? Read the startling,
satisfying solution to her problem in
the September issue of Rapio Ro-
MANCES, on sale August 15.
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When he answers “Mail Call,” what will

he get from you? A bright breezy letter filled with the
news he wants 1o hear—or a dull, depressing recital of the
hardships at home? When you write him maybe you can’t
always think of things to say. If so, take a look at this
list of litile homely things the boys themselves say they
want to hear about. Keep it handy when you write—and
write every day! TELL HIM ABOUT. ..

Yourself

What you did yesterday:
Where you had lunch, din-
ner—whom you saw—what
they said.

Any new clothes for your-
self; new things for the
house?

What book you are read-
ing—how you like it.

The Family

New things the children
have done, have said.
The baby’s new tooth, new
words, new tricks.

Who has new clothes—
what kind, color, size?
Who had a birthday?
What gifts? Was there a
party? Who came? What
happened?

Entertainment

What movies have you
seen; did you like them?
What radio programs de
you listen to, like hest?
What play have you seen?
Enjoy it? Who was in it?
Played cards? Who won?
Gone to any sports events ?
Who played? Who won?

The Neighbors
Who is engaged, who
married?

Who had a baby ?

Who has a new job?
Who has moved away?

Your Church

Who preached?
Like the sermon?
Whom did you see?
Any special events?

Your War Work
Your Victory garden.
Red Cross activities.
Buying War Bonds?
Donated blood ?

His Friends

in the Service

What news from them?
Who has been promoted?
Who has been decorated ?
Who has been inthe news?
Who home on leave?

His Job

How’s the business?
Hiring more people?
Anyone promoted ?
Seen his employer?
Seen his old associates?

Answer

Questions
Have his latest letter be-
fore you as you write—tell
him what he wants to
know.

Tuck in

Clippings
News items of interest:
Cartoons—jokes—jingles.
A short, good poem.
Articles he would enjoy.

Don’t

Don’t complain, don’t
whine, don’t send him sad
news, or bad news. Above
all, don’t forget to tell him
that you love him!

SEND OVERSEAS MAIL V-MAIL. ..
I1’s FAsT » SURE * CONFIDENTIAL

Something Speciai &

Thousands of wives and sweethearts of men in the
service have something very special to write about.
They are taking the DuBarry Success Course at home
to make themselves fit and fair—lovelier than they were
when he said good-bye! Some report their progress—
others keep it secret—for a home-coming surprise.

If you are overweight, underweight, less than your
loveliest, send for the book that tells all about the
DuBarry Success Course and how it can help you.
Richard Hudnut Salon, Dept. SV-83, 693 Fifth Ave., N.Y.

RiciiakRp HubNUT SALON, Dept. SV-83
693 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send full information ahout the DuBarry Success
Course, directed by Ann Delafield.

Miss (or Mrs.)

Street

State

Zona No.,
if any

City

| to close the garage doors. I

The Way Love
Finds You

Continued from page 45

heart-turning dark blue glance. There
was only the wind and the angry crash
of the sea. And then, for the first time
since the night Jigger Harris had kissed
me, I doubted Ronnie’s love for me,
and my love for him. Suppose that my
aunts were right, and that we were
too young to know what real love was?
Suppose that Ronnie had been only
homesick, starved for more affection
than Aunt Fran and Aunt Emily could
give him? Had knowing me nurtured
that hunger, blown it up until it had
become so big and so urgent that we’'d
had to put a name to it . .. and had de-
cided then that it meant we ought to
be together forever? And was it pos-
sible that Ronnie hadn’t said that he
loved me simply because he was in-
nately truthful, and, perhaps knowing
in his inmost self that he wasn’t sure
of his feelings, he had instinctively
hesitated to use a word that was be-
yond him in meaning?

l HAD to know. I had to know ex-
actly how Ronnie felt about me.
Everything else was
important beside it.

That was the reasoning that drove
me that night. Perhaps I knew even
then that I couldn’t carry out a plan
to see him any more than I could ful-
fill the dream of running away to the
city and establishing a career for my-
self and a home for my child. But I
was obsessed by the need to see him,
by an equally strong need for action.

I scrambled down from the rocks,
ran up the shore to the house. The
keys to Aunt Fran’s car hung where
they always hung, on the hook beside
the sink in the kitchen. I took the keys,
took a heavy, waterproofed coat from
the hall closet, wrapped it around a
sweater and a skirt and my toothbrush,
making a bundle of it. Then, running
as if Aunt Fran were already on the
threshold, demanding to know what I
was doing, I raced out to the garage.
I backed the car out, let it stand for
precious seconds while I climbed out
drove
slowly, cautiously—as if by caution
alone I could make the passage of an
automobile unobtrusive—until I was
out of the village, on the open highway.
Then I drew a deep breath of relief
and stepped on the accelerator.

My plan—such as it was—was to
drive as far south as the gasoline
coupons in the dashboard compartment
would take me. Then I would take a
bus the rest of the way to the Southern
port from which Ronnie had sailed,
and I'd get some sort of job and some
sort of room and wait until Ronnie
came back. That was my plan, and I
was driving as fast as I dared to ac-
complish it, when sight of the Coast
Guard station around a bend in the
highway made me slam on the brakes.
It wouldn’t hurt, I thought, to see Ron-
nie’s friend, Mickey. Mickey might
know more about Ronnie than I did,
about when he’d been shipped out and
when he would be back. I stopped
the car near the gates, where Ronnie
and I had sat the first night I'd met
him. The putteed, white-belted sentry
looked at me curiously as I got out.
I went directly over to him. “I'd like
to see Michael Morrison,” I said. “It's
important.”

suddenly un-
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The sentry spoke to the attendant at
the duty desk just inside the gate; the
attendant put through a call, and a few
minutes later Mickey came out. He
grinned a little when he saw me, but his
wise green eyes were curious and un-
smiling. We walked a few steps down
the yard, away from the guard.

“How’'ve you been?” Mickey asked.
“Heard anything from Ron?”

I nodded dumbly, suddenly tongue-
tied by the casualness of his greeting.
Then I blurted, “That’s what I wanted
to ask you. I mean—I know he’s been
shipped out, but I wanted to know if
you knew anything about how soon
he’s likely to come back?”

“He’s on -escort duty, isn’t he? He
could be away as long as the war lasts.”

It was too awful to believe. I
wouldn’t believe it. “You mean—and
not come back once in all that time?
I thought they took convoys over and
then came back—”

“They do that, too. He might be back
inside a month.”

A month! My heart soared. “Will he
come back to the same port, and do
you really think it will be soon?”

“I don’t know,” said Mickey im-
patiently. “Sure, he’ll probably come
back to the same port, but as to when
—your guess is as good as mine.” His
eyes narrowed. “Why do you want to
know? You aren’t in trouble, are you?”

I almost said yes. I was caught off
guard, and I was so tired of keeping
everything to myself, so tired of lies
and evasions and concealment, that at
this first direct question I nearly told
the truth. But something in Mickey’s
attitude warned me, prevented me.
Something suddenly suspicious and un-
friendly, something threatening, “Oh,
no,” I said hastily. “—I'm going South
to school this fall, and I thought that
if Ronnie would be likely to be in port,
I might leave early and stop to see
him—” Mickey seemed not to hear
it. “Because if you are in trouble,” he
said as if I hadn’t spoken at all, “it can
ruin Ron, if you or your relatives go
to the Coast Guard.”

I stopped talking about a mythical
school in the South. “It can?” I said in
a small, tight wvoice. “How? What
could they do to him?”

“Court-martial him,” said Mickey.
“And give him a sentence and a dis-
honorable discharge.” 5

I LAUGHED. It was a thin, ghastly
little laugh, but I managed it out of
sheer desperation. “Oh,” 1 said, “I'm
certainly glad it isn’t anything like
that, then. I—well, thanks a lot.”

I don’t know whether he believed me
or not, don’t know what he said. I ran
away from him, from his wise, search-
ing eyes, back to the car. And by the
time I'd started the motor and had
turned around, Mickey had gone.

The car jolted into the highway. I
turned it South, away from Sandy
Cove, without knowing where I was
going. Without caring. Without think-
ing. There was nothing in my mind ex-
cept this paralyzing new knowledge.
I'd lived with fear from the moment
I'd known about the child, but it had
been a vague and formless fear because
I hadn’t known exactly what I was
afraid of. I knew now, and the knowl-
edge was more terrible than anything
my imagination had conceived, more
terrible than Aunt Fran’s talk of the
reformatory. I understood now that our
moarriage actually was a crime in the
eyes of the law, both civil and military,
and that Ronnie could be punished for
it—punished in such a way that a re-
formatory sentence seemed nothing by
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comparison. Dishonorable discharge—
why, a dishonorable discharge would
mean that Ronnie could never be a
citizen again, could neyver vote, that the
flag he was fighting for now would
never be his. Those words hadn’t meant
anything when Aunt Fran had said
them, weeks ago. Like the reformatory,
they had seemed to be one of those
extravagant phrases that grown-ups
sometimes use. But they had meaning
now that I'd heard them from Mickey,
from someone my own age. They meant
exactly what they said. Ronnie’s whole
life would be ruined. He loved his
country so much; he’d fought to fight
for it, had argued his parents into let-
ting him enlist. If he couldn’t be part
of his country after the war, he'd have
nothing to live for, nothing at all.

I'm going to be sick, I thought. I
must stop the car. There’s a turn-out
around the next curve. But my hands
seemed frozen on the wheel, my foot
nailed to the gas pedal; they refused
to obey the commands of my .brain.
Like the rest of my body, my face felt
paralyzed; my eyes were set and star-
ing. Out of the black fog ahead of me
I saw the curve, saw the white posts
that marked it, and then highway and
posts and the hood of the car disap-
peared in a crash that exploded and re-
echoed again and again like thunder,
until it died away into utter blackness,
utter oblivion.

OFTEN, in the long darkness that fol-
lowed, I heard echoes of the crash.
There would be silence, and then the
noise would begin, sometimes faint
and far away, sometimes loud and close
by. Sometimes it was accompanied by
a jolting sensation., Sometimes it went
on and on until I tried to scream at it
to stop; other times it died away quick-
ly, and then there would be only the
silence and the dark nothingness.
Once, when the crashing came, the
darkness lightened, and the noise re-
solved itself into the clink of glass and
metal; I had a glimpse of a moving
white figure, of a tray at my elbow, of
a white screen. “I'm in a hospital,” 1
thought, and I slid peacefully off into
unconsciousness again.

Then one morning I was fully awake,
in a pleasant room with pale green
walls, and a nurse in starched white
was setting a tray on the table beside
my bed. “Good morning, Miss Landon,”
she said. “How do you feel today?”

“All right.” My voice sounded
strange and unused, but I did feel
all right. A little heavy, and a little
numb, as if I were wrapped in a thick
cloud of cotton wool, but all right. I
looked down at myself. One arm was
in a cast, and my legs—could I move
them? I could move my toes. “How
long have I been here?” T asked.

The nurse smiled. “Ten days. You
have a broken arm, but it’s mending
nicely. You had some bruises, and some
internal injuries, but they’re clearing
up nicely, too.”

Internal injuries—and then memory
struck like a blow. The baby. This
peaceful, protected feeling was an il-
lusion after all, and I was as badly off
as before. Worse, because now every-
one must know. . . “Your aunts,” said
the nurse, “have been here every day.
You can see them this afternoon.”

My heart shot into my throat on a
rush of panic. “Oh, no—"

She seemed not to hear me. “Now,
Miss Landon, if you'll just let me prop !
you up, I think you can have a real
breakfast for a change—"

Miss Landon. At least, they hadn’t
found out about the marriage. Ronnie;
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was safe, for a little while, anyway.

Aunt Emily and Aunt Fran came to
see me that afternoon. Aunt Emily’s
eyes were wet as she kissed me, and
there was a tight, trembling look about
even Aunt Fran’s face. “Well, Grace—"
she said. She didn’t sound angry at
all. She sounded tender.

“Your car,” I said. “I'm sorry I
wrecked your car, Aunt Fran. I'll try to
pay you back.”

Aunt Emily made a strangled sound
and clasped her hand over her mouth.
Aunt Fran reached for her handker-
chief. “The car!” Her voice broke.
“Thank heaven you didn’t wreck your
life! Oh, Grace, you foolish, reckless
child—"

They knew everything. I knew it
then. I waited, not daring to say any-
thing. After a moment Aunt Fran
wiped her eyes. “You lost your baby,”
she said almost briskly. “But you’ll be
perfectly all right, thanks to Dr. Har-
vey. And Emily and I have taken
steps to have your marriage annulled.
The papers are being drawn right now,
and it may even be final by the time
you go back to school.”

I didn’t ask how they’d found out
I was married. It was simple enough,
once they began to suspect, anyone in
town could have told them about the
notorious Justice of the Peace in Kings-
ton. Or they had found the license, hid-
den in my purse with the money I
earned at the bakery. All I thought of
was Ronnie. What had happened to
Ronnie? His name was rammed high in
my throat, but try as I would I couldn’t
bring myself to speak it. I managed,
finally, in a whisper. “Ronnie—is he
all right?”

Aunt Fran and Aunt Emily ex-
changed glances. “Of course he'’s all
right,”” said Aunt Emily. I thought she
sounded evasive—and they were get-
ting up to go.

I pulled myself up on my one good
arm. “What happened to him?” I de-
manded excitedly. ‘“Does the Coast
Guard know?”

“Nothing’s happened to him,” said
Aunt Fran crisply. “And of course the
Coast Guard doesn’t know. Neither do
his parents. Outside of us, no one
knows except Dr. Harvey and the law-
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| yer who is handling the annulment.
Neither you nor Ronnie will suffer any
more than you already have.”

The significance of the last remark
escaped me. I could believe Aunt Fran
to the letter, and if she said that Ronnie
was all right, he was. I fell back on
the pillows, weak tears sliding down
my cheeks. Aunt Emily bent over me,
whispering, “You musn’t excite your-
self, darling. Everything’s all right,
and all you have to do is get well. Jig-
ger Harris may be in tomorrow. He's
in town for a few days before he goes
to camp, and he wants to see you be-
fore he goes.”

I nodded mutely. 1 couldn’t speak,
and I didn't see them leave. I was cry-
ing silently, with my eyes closed—
crying not for my lost marriage, not
for my lost child, but because I was
relieved. Ronnie wasn’t going to be
punished after all—and I didn’t have
to lie any more, didn't have to worry
any more, didn’t have to whip myself
into attempting a job that was too big
for me. I could be myself again, six-
teen-year-old Grace Landon, who had
nothing more to worry about than get-
ting through my senior year in high
school with good marks.

. The next afternoon Jigger came to

see me. He looked very tall and brown-

| er than ever in his white uniform, and

the sight of him gave me a quick little
thrill—the same kind of thrill I used
to get when Ronnie came striding up
the walk. And he was handsome. 1t
was funny to think of Jigger's being
handsome. And it was funny, too, to
think that Jigger, who had known me

{ all my life, didn’t know any of the

really important things that had hap-
pened to me this summer. I was a little
uncomfortable for the first minute or
two, and then Jigger pulled up a chair
and sat down, grinning. “Can’t even
drive a car,” he mocked. “You sure are
going to pieces. If I'd told your aunts

the way you've been sailing lately,
they’d never have let you drive the
car at all.”

GRINNED too. “You’re just as bad,”

I reminded him. “I remember the
time you ditched your dad’s car—right
in broad daylight, too. As for sailing,
you'll see. You'll be seasick the first
time you’re on real water.”

We had a lovely, laughing half-hour.
We joked and teased as we always had,
even in the sober moment when Jigger
said goodby. “Seriously,” he said as
he got to his feet and picked up his cap,
“I'm glad you're going to be okay. You
are, aren’t you? I mean—it'd be awful
to have you fold up now, just when you
can be of some use to me.”

“Use to you?”

“Sure. Letters. You promised to write
to me, remember? I understand letters
help a lot when a fellow’s away from
home.”

I nodded, my throat tightening. Jig-

ger took my hand, held it awkwardly,

and then he bent and kissed me quickly
on the cheek. “G’by, chum,” he said.
“T’ll see you around.”

He’d hardly got out the door before
I was crying again—because he had
gone, and because it had been so good
to be with him, to laugh with him, to
talk about the things we’d always
talked about without feeling a barrier
between us. Without thinking, “I'm
married. I'm Ronnie’s wife, and I'm not
interested in the things you're inter-
ested in.” The nurse came in, pulled
down the shades, rolled down my bed.
She pretended not to notice the tears.
“Time for your nap,” she said. “Your
aunts won’t be in todav. vou know.
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You can’t have too many visitors so
soon. Now you get some sleep before
dinner.”

But I didn’t sleep. After the nurse
had gone, I lay in the dim, cool quiet,
thinking about Jigger. And then, as if
a giant sleight-of-hand artist had
changed the dark-skinned figure in the
white uniform for a fair-skinned one,
had changed dark brown hair for
lighter, I began thinking about
Ronnie.. Thinking about him in a way
that I hadn’t thought of him for a long
time, not in the weeks when I'd been
so worried over the baby, not in these
last few days when it*had been enough
to know that no terrible punishment
was going to be meted out to him. I
thought of him longingly now, wanting
to hear his voice, wanting him to take
my hand, palm up, as he’d used to take
it, and lay it against his cheek. I closed
my eyes and tried to picture where,
on all the oceans of the world, in all
the ports of the world, he was. I wanted
to tell him, now that it was all over
and we had nothing to fear, all that
had happened; I wanted to know—
really, from his own lips, not just by
guessing—how he would have felt
about our child.

QOur child—and then, for the first
time, I thought of the baby not as a
c1rcumstance not as a terrifying threat
to Ronnie’s future but as a small and
helpless thing that would have been
part of Ronnie, part of me. Regret
twisted suddenly, sharply, within me;
it was followed by an aching sense of
loss. I would have liked the baby, I
thought, if-— If Ronnie and I had been
older, and able to take care of it. If
our marriage had not been secret. If
s0 many things hadn’t been all
wrong. . . .

IN the next day or two I thought a lot
about the baby. My aunts came to
see me for a few minutes in the morn-
ings, but they weren’t permitted to
stay very long. The doctor came, and
seemed cheerful over my progress; the
nurses were in and out all day, but they
were busy and had no time to talk to
me. I was left much to myself, and al-
though my body was still weak, my
mind moved steadily out of the cloudy
fog of illness into activity and clarity.
I began to pay attention to the things
around me, to the footsteps and the
voices in the hall. I heard a baby cry
sometimes, and I saw the nurses going
past my door bearing small blurry
bundles in their arms. My eyes fol-
lowed them with an interest I myself
didn’t fully understand.

One afternoon a nurse carrying one
of the small bundles stopped outside
my door to talk to a doctor. I had a
glimpse then, for just a second, of a
tiny forehead, a tiny curled fist, and I
knew an instant of revelation. Why,
I thought, babies are small people, . .
They weren’t just something little and
dear and helpless, like a puppy, or a
kind of precious, animated doll that
must be cared for more carefully and
more constantly than an ordinary doll;
they were little persons; they would
grow up, and know happiness and hurt
and trouble. There was a difference;
there was all the dlfference in the
world.

I knew then what Aunt Fran had
meant by the responsibility of mar-
riage. I thought I'd known when the
baby was coming, and I'd known that
I would have to support it. I'd thought
then that responsibility was being able
to feed your baby and to buy it clothes
and to keep it warm and sheltered. I
knew now that it was more than that,
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much more. It meant preparing your
child for life, teaching him to be the
right sort of person, giving him the
things that were not material, like
balance and judgment and courage and
wisdom, passing on to him the thmgs
you yourself learned only by experi-
ence . . . things that Aunt Fran and
Aunt Emily knew, and that I was too
young to know. Ronnie and I had taken
a chance on more than our own hap-
plness by marrying when we were too
young to be sure of anything; we'd
gambled with the happiness of a third
person, too.

I wanted to tell Ronnie about it. We
had talked over so many things, those
nights we’d lain close in each other’s
arms, whispering . . . but now it
seemed that we’d talked like children
dreaming aloud, like children saying,
“When I grow up, I'm going to do this
and be that.” I felt that I'd touched
reality now, and I wanted to tell him
about it, wanted to share with him all
these strange, new, big thoughts.

The next day Ronnie came. I had
no warning of it except that I felt
especially well that morning; the doc-
tor looked more pleased than ever
when he made his visit; and Aunt
Fran, when she stopped in at noon, ac-
tually beamed. “You’re very much
better, Grace,” she said. “I think you
can have special company this after-
noon.” And then she smiled secretively,
as if she had a delightful surprise in
store.

SAID that I would love to have

company, but I didn’t ask who 1t
would be. Some of the young crowd
from Sandy Cove, I supposed, and if
Aunt Fran wanted to make a little
game of presenting them, I didn’t in-
tend to spoil it for her. I never dreamed
that 1t would be Ronnie.

I didn’t recognize him at first. When
the nurse popped her head in the door
to say I had a visitor, I saw the white
uniform behind her, and thought that
Jigger must have returned unexpect-
edly. Then I saw Ronnie’s fair hair,
Ronnie’s pale-golden skin, and 1t was as
if a giant hand had squeezed all the
breath from my body.

He came over to me hesitantly, smil-
ing a tight, strained little smile. “Hello,
Grace.”

I couldn’t answer. I just looked at
him. It was really Ronme, but there
was something different about him—a
sharper, deeper stamp of feature.
“What,” I whispered, ‘are you doing
here?”

It sounded stupid and rude, but Ron-
nie seemed not to mind. He was hav-
ing trouble finding words, too. He
pulled a chair to the bedside, laid his
cap on the foot of the bed, then recon-
sidered and placed it carefully on the
table. “I've been in town a week,” he
said. “But they wouldn’t let me see
you until today "

“I thought you were at sea—"

“I was, but we came right back. We
sighted a sub the first day out. We got
her, but she got us, too, and we had to
put back in for repairs.”

“You sank it—the submarine?”

He nodded, his eyes alight. There
was something in his face for an in-
stant, something stern and something
proud. I couldn’t quite define 1t, but
1t made me think, “This is how he'll
look when he’s older,”—and at that
moment it seemed that he had already
grown a little away from me. Then he
was saying, “When I got in there was
a letter from Mickey. He said you’d
looked him up and had asked a lot of
questions, and he had a hunch some-




thing might be wrong. So I got a leave
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palm and his cheek. Ronnie turned his
face, kissed my fingers. ‘I was scared,” =
I whispered. “Mickey said you'd get a

dishonorable discharge if Aunt Fran
told the Coast Guard. And Aunt Fran
and Aunt Emily had said so many aw-
ful things about young people who got
married—Ronnie, they won't do any-
thing to you, will they?”

He made a choked sound, and his
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Ronnie shook his head. “I guess I
wouldn’t have wanted 1t either,” he
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ing, knowing what I meant almost be- f W S0 g
fore I spoke. Still, I was miserable.

A great weight geemed to have settled
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wonderful brief happiness, the longing
and the fear and the worry and the
pain had all resulted in nothing more
than a hard lesson learned.

Then Ronnie’s arms were around me;
Ronnie’s cheek pressed against mine.
“I love you, Grace, so much—"

I lay perfectly still, feeling joy flood
through me, feeling the weight on my
heart lift w1th the magic words. This
was all I wanted—to know that Ronnie
cared about me, to know that one good
thing had been salvaged from the
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Ronnie raised his head, grinned down
at me. “Aunt Fran may be right, he
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A Ring For

Remembrance
Continued from page 23

said that. I knew he would love them
as much as I did. Ted was our kind.

But all the way down on the bus
he acted oddly. There was a suppressed
excitement about him that I felt had
nothing to do with our trip to Rockford.
The twins met us and escorted us
home like a couple of small steam en-
gines. They had sized Ted up, in the
way boys have, the minute we stepped
off the bus. And then claimed him.,
They chugged along beside him, faces
glowing, locks of bright red hair strag-
gling down under their caps. Bidge
said, “What’s a ‘trouble shooter?’ Con-
nie said she was bringing one home.”

Ted didn’t laugh. He answered man-
to-man fashion, “I guess she meant
me. You see, when anything goes wrong
along the company’s main line, it's my
job to fix it.”

“Oh,” said Bidge. “Do you know
anything about airplanes?”

“Not much. But I’ll soon know more.”
Before I could ask Ted what he meant,
we ‘had turned in our gate and mother
had opened the door to welcome us.
She was little and red-cheeked and
terribly young-looking to have a twen-
ty-year-old daughter like me. She and
Ted liked each other at sight. I could
tell. In fact, Ted fitted into my family
as if he had been born into it. At sup-
per he and Dad discussed the war.
And suddenly I heard Ted say, “I'm
getting into it next week. The Air
Corps . . .”

THIS was why he had been excited.
And he had not told me. I was fright-
ened and proud all at once. He looked
across the table and smiled at me. A
smile with so much tenderness in it
that I felt my heart constrict. He had
planned it this way. He wanted to tell
me his important news in the midst of
my family, knowing it would make
everything easier. I looked at him with
new vision, at the steady brown eyes,
and the clean strong features. And I
knew that I loved Ted Bromley.

We became engaged that night. After
the family had gone to bed, we sat in
the livingroom listening to some re-
cordings, playing them softly. It
seemed as if I had been waiting all
my life to hear Ted say, “Darling, I
love you.” There was new magic in
that phrase. We clung together, word-
lessly. It’s wonderful to belong to
someone. To find a person who, out of
the whole world, is one with you.

“How soon . . . does it happen?” I
whispered.

“I leave on Tuesday,” Ted said, his
lips against my cheek. Tuesday! And
this was almost Sunday. Only two days
left to be together. In sudden panic, I
pressed against.him fiercely. ‘“‘Nothing
can happen to you, Ted! Nothing . . .”

“Just hold that thought, honey,” he
said huskily. “And keep this on your
finger . . .” It was the most beautiful
ring I had ever seen. A magnificent
blue-white stone set on a flat cloi-
sonne base, surrounded by small pearls.
“It was my mother’s,” Ted explained
gently. “She said I was to save it until
I found the right girl. And I’'ve found
her, Connie.”

“I’ll wear it as long as I live. T'll
never take it off.” Tears fell on my
cheek. Ted gathered me up close then,
and the rest of the world ceased to
exist for us.

- SEAL-COTE

POLISH PROTECTION

LAST LONGER

Brush over nails daily
Only 25¢ and 35¢
Everywhere

ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE

LEG SUFFERERS

Why continue to suffer without attempt-
ing to do something? Write today for New
Booklet—''THE LIEPE METHODS FOR
HOME USE" It tells about Varicose
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods
used while vou walk. More than 40 years
of success. Praised and

endorsed by multitudes.
H FREE
LIEPE METHODS, 3284 N. Green Bay Ave.
Dept. H-31, Milwaukee, Wisconsin BOOKLET
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FLEA POWDER
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For aches, sprains, cuts, burns, stiffiness and other
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G. C. TAYLOR CO. INC.. FAIRPORT. N. V.

Learn Profitable Profession
in QO days at Home
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future security by training at
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5. THE College of Swedish Massage
Dot.S59.K,100E.OhioSt.,Chicagoll

...AND LOOK 10
YEARS YOUNGER

® Now, at home, you can quickiy and easily tint telltale
streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush
docs it—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou-
sands of (men, too)—Brow is guaranteed
harmless. No skin test necded, active coloring agent Is
purely vegetabie. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—
does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica-

tion imparts desired coior. Simply rctoucb as new gray
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your balr.
60c and $1.65 (5 times a8 much) at drug or toilet counters
on & money-back guarantee. Got BROWNATONE today.
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QUICK RELIEF

TEETHING SR

XPERIENCED Mothers know
that summer teething must not

be trifled with—that summer up-
sets due to teething may seriously
interfere with Baby’s progress.
Relieve your Baby’s teething
ains this summer by rubbing on
r. Hand’s Teething Lotion—the
actual prescription of a famous
Baby Specialist. It is effective and
economical, and has been used
and recommended by millions of
Mothers. Your druggist has it

DR. HAND’S
TEETHING LOTION

Just rub it on the gums

Pre-laundered for immediate use.
Extra large. Highly absorbent.
Economical, teo. Long lasting.

[ SELL CHRISTMA

With name imprinted—2 for $1.00. 12 Beautiful Box Assort-
ments of Chnstgms Cards, Gift Wrappiogs and Cards for

ions. Persopalized Stationery. No experience ia
needed. Write TODAY for samples and complete selling plan.
CARDINAL CRAFTSMEN, DEPT, 549
117 WEST PEARL ST., CINCINNATI 1), OHI10

HERE'S GENTLE RELIEF

w/mom.rsmomc SUFFERING

You, too, should ease periodic pain and
discomfort the way four generations of
women all over the world have found so
successful. 1 to 4 tablespoons of Dr. Sie-
gert’s Angostura Bitters in a little water,
hot or told, brings blessed easing of pain.
It’s pleasant to take—not. habit-forming.
At all druggists.

MANY NEVER
SUSPECT CAUSE
OF BACKACHES

This Old Treatment Often
Brings Happy Relief

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly,
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble
m.gly be tired kxdne{\?.

he kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the
excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help
most people pass about, 3 pints a day.

‘When disorder of kidney function permits poison-
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag-
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, 1oss of pep
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or
acanty gassages with smarting and burning some-
times shows there is something wrong with your
kidneys or bladder.

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills,
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tﬁlbes fush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get

oan's .

Tuesday. Boys waving from the win-
dows of the train. Blurred faces that
you see through a mist.

Mary, Dora, and I worked three
nights a week at the Canteen and on
Saturdays I drove a small truck for
the Red Cross. Every day I wrote a
letter to Ted. It was always the best
time for me. “Tell me even the small
things,” he’d said in one of his letters.
“Tell me about the movies you’ve seen,
and the music you’ve listened to, and
what you're thinking about—me, I
hope!”

As the weeks went by I realized with
surprise that my feeling for Ted had
deepened. I was beginning to under-
stand what a priceless kind of love
we had. Not the sudden sort that burns
itself out. This had grown out of our
friendship, our fun together.

Early in summer Dora’s Marine
came back on a furlough and on the
spur of the moment they decided to
be married. “You'll just have to ar-
range everything, Connie. I can’t. I'm
too nervous to think!” Her blonde curls
bobbed with excitement.

“That’s no way for a bride to act!
Eou should be dreamy .. .” Mary told

er.

“Pish!” said Dora. “That’s another of
your romantic Southern notions. The
way I look at marriage, you can always
try it once for luck—and if it doesn’t
work out, see your lawyer!”

“Are you sure you love Emery?” I
couldn’t help asking. If that was the
way Dora felt about it, they had two
strikes against their happiness right
at the start.

Somehow we got her packed and
ready. She and Emery were married in
the dusty little office of a Justice of
the Peace. It did not seem like a real
wedding. The words of the ceremony
sounded like some mumbo-jumbo, and
the ring was too big and fell off Dora’s
finger. It was hard to imagine her as
“Mrs.” anybody. I knew that in her
own way she must love her Marine.
But she didn’t act married. Her dates
with other men were innocent enough,
but I could not understand her want-
ing to go out with anyone else. I felt
dedicated to Ted. There was a delicious
secret thrill in holding myself exclu-
sively for him. His ring on my finger
was like a seal that set me apart as
belonging to Ted Bromley. I could not

SEPTEMBER RADIO ROMANCES

,Formerly Radio Mirror

ON SALE
Wednesday, August 15th

Necessities of war have made
transportation difficult, We find
that it helps lighten the burden
if RADIO ROMANCES goes on
the newsstands each month at
a slightly later date. RADIO
ROMANCES for September will
go on sale Wednesday, August
15th,  Subscription copies are
mailed on time, but they may
reach you a little late, too. It's
unavoidable—please be patient!
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¢ Made on a face cream base, Yodora is actually
soothing to normal skins.

¢ Entirely free from irritating salts. Can be
used immediately after under-arm shaving.

* Tts soft, eream consistency stays that way in-
definitely. Never gets stiff or grainy.

* Contains no chemicals to spoil clothing.

« In tubes or jars, at 10¢, 30¢, 60¢. Yodora costs
less per ounce than other cream deodorants.

* Yes, Yodora is a gentle deodorant. Try Yodora
today —and feel the wonderful difference!
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This new 128-page book, “’Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction,”” describes the Bogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
tering—successful for 44 years. Benl. N. Bofiue,
Dept. 1174, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.
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NEW EASY PLAN for
MARRIED WOMEN

A DRESS

forYOU

for Ordering Only
5 Dresses for Friends

Mail Coupon Today
for FREE Samples

Read this thrilling news!
You don’t pay one penny
ever, for your choice of
gorgeous new dress in your
own favorite style, size
and color. Select your
dress from more than 100
newest Harford Frocks
"} styles—and it’'s yours
just for sending orders
for only 3 dresses for your
friends, neighbors, or mem-
bers of your family. That's
all! Not one cent to pay now
or any other time—every-
thing supplied without cost!

| Experience Not Needed

—Use Spare Time

4 Imagine showing your friends and

‘ neighbors a vast complete selection of
gorgeous, exquisitely-

L] designed Harford . N

Frocks—more than 100 styles, allgaus

sizes, and scores of beautiful fabrics ¥ o

in the season's latest colors and ¢

patterns—as well as hosiery, lingerie, ¢

sportswear, sults, coats, children’s

wear, etc, Your {riends and neigh-

bors will be eager to give You g

their orders when they see the b

beauty of the styles, the huge "

selection, and learn the LOW

MONEY-SAVING PRICES. And "=

for sending orders, for only 3 .

dresses at the low regular prices,

YOU CAN SELECT YOUR OWN i

DRESS TO BE SENT TO YOU
without paying one cent for it/
And this thrilling plan does not
stop with only one dress! You

can go right on getting dress
after dress, until you have a
complete wardrobe!

Gorgeous Style Presenta-

tion Sent FREE!
Mail Coupon Below
Yes—we B gorgeous

end you
presentation showing scores of 1
fashlons with actua

= snpansodobes

[¢

5 3 . e

D we mav not he
able to send your Style Preseatation
at once—but rush coupon helow now
to place your name on our list and
be among the first to receive the new
Style }inc when available,
needed. n’ 5 i
to wet complete wardrobe for
self—with chance to earn up
$22.00 1n a wcek cash besides.
Mall coupon now,

HARFORD FROCKS, INC.
Dept. L.7, Cincinnati 23, Ohio

! HARFORD FROCKS, INC.

Dept, L-7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

I want to get a dress for myself

for orderln? 3 dresses. for Iriends, o members

0! my faomily. Please rush me the new Hartord

\Ftoc‘lé’sl Style Presentation FREE as soon as '
| possible.
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ask for, nor did I want anything inore.

It was late fall when his wire came.
He had his wings. He would have two
days in Chicago before going to camp
for assignment. Two days . . .

We sat in a little restaurant that
first evening, our hands locked under
the table, not saying much. He had not
changed except to grow a little older,
straighter, more sure of himself. “Dar-
ling, 1sn’t there some place we could
go where we would be alone? Just the
two of us?” he asked finally.

There was only one place. Both
Mary and Dora were away for the
week-end and our one-room apart-
ment was not too bad. We had covered
the day beds with chintz and hung yel-
low curtains at the windows so that it
had an almost homey touch. Ted threw
his cap on a chair and took me in his
arms. ‘T've been waiting months to do
this, sweetheart. Tonight there is no
war on. There is just—us!”

We talked in snatches, planning the
house we would build some day, com-
plete with radio-phone. It was fun to
talk like that. It made the future more
certain. Then we talked about the time
when we were kids. Little things that
happened in the past, memories to
share with each other. We talked of
everything but the present . . . A cold
finger touched my heart every time I
thought of it. Less than twenty-four
hours remained now for us to be to-
gether.

l MADE some coffee on the tiny gas

stove and my hands were trembling
so I spilled the water. “Ted, if only we
really belonged to each other. If we
had gotten married today .. .” I went
to him and a flood of emotion swept
over me. There was a look in his eyes
I'll never forget. As if he were trying
to memorize every detail of this mo-
ment against the grim pattern of things
to come:

“Darling,” 1 whispered. My hands
crept to his shoulders, to his face. Reck-
lessly I threw myself into that wild
strong current and let it carry me
along— Ted’s face was infinitely tender
as he lifted it from mine. “I’'m a lucky
guy, sweetheart. Lucky. We're going
to have the grandest kind of marriage
when this mess is over. But not now.
When I take you in my arms as my
wife, I want it to be for good. Not just
a day—and then know the agony of
separation. It’s tough enough this way.”
His voice was raw-edged with feeling.

A new strength seemed to rise in me
to match his need. “Ted,” I said eager-
ly. “I'm going to learn everything I
can about flying so I'll be able to talk
your language. No matter how high
you go, or where you go, I'll be right
there with you!”

Later, I stood at the window for a
long time watching the sky grow lighter
until a pale yellow dawn broke
through. And I made up my mind to
two things. I would be even more loyal
to Ted 1n every way; nothing would
ever shake my faith in him. And I
would try to grow along with him, in-
stead of letting time and distance draw
us apart.

At the Canteen I made a point of
searching out the airmen to listen to
their “wing talk.” They were a race
apart, these young fliers. Fliers like
Ted, strong and quick and detached,
as if they were really men of the air
instead of the earth. Gradually I learn-
ed what “flush skin joints,” and “low
drag wind” meant. Ted was flying a
Mustang in Italy. A “sweet ship” he
called it. I bought a little model Mus-
tang and put it beside his picture on
my bureau. I knew all the men in his
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HOLLYWOOD knows
the importance of con-
cealed protection. Enjoy
complete freedom in attion
and dress during “‘uncomfort-
able’” days. Use Holly-Pax —~ the
tiny tampon with controlled expan-
sion. So comfortable you don’t know
you're wearing it. Holly-Pax requises
no applicator . . . gives most absorbency
for your money . . . is hygienically sealed
in individual cellophane wrapper. At sani-
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Mail us $1.25 and we will send yon by prepaid mail 5 boxes
of famous Rosebud Salve (250 size) and will include with
salve this g d precision.huilt *“Cong '* PEN
with jnstant push-button filler, deep pocket military clip,
silver palladinm alloy point. In Jet Black, Dubonnet, Gray
or Green color. You can sell the 5 salve to friends at 25c &
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Clear it _with KREMOLA ald]
KREMOLA is a medicated M.D. formula, especially for
pimples, blackheads and muddy skin. Gently bastens
removal of old cuticle, revealing fresh skin. After
others fajl—put KREMOLA to the test. Ladies will
envy, gentlemen will admire. At druggists or write
KREMOLA, Dept. MAC-12, 2975 S, Michigan Ave.,
Chicago 16, Ill. Send $1.25 for 2 og. jar, plus 20%
tax, or 10c for generous purse sample, for daily powder-
base. Use only as directed. .
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DRAB HAIR

When You Use This Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse

In ane, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 important things
to give YOUR hair glomour and beavty:
1. Gives lustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampaa film.
3. Tints the hair as it rinses.
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place.
LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. Itis a pure, adorless hair rinse,
in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
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25¢ for 5 rinses
10¢ for 2 rinses
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Mail as $1. 00 and we will send you by prepaid mail 4 hoxes
Rosebud Salve ( 25¢ gize) and will include with the 4 salve
10 lovel nclls as a_premium. Pencils are full length,
with coal black lead, with Your Name snm.sd in gold foil.
You can sell the 4 salve at .25¢ a box and bave your pencils
without cost. ud is an old reliable family salve.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, BOX 14, WDDDSBORO, MARYLAND,
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Dept. Indianapolis 7, Indlana

squadron from his letters. Ed and Tuffy
and Cobbs and Dave. “Great guy,
Dave,” he wrote. “I wish you knew him.
He’s the squadron leader. Fighting is
his meat.” He enclosed snapshots.

“That Dave Richards is certainly
handsome,” Mary said wistfully.

“Not bad. Not bad at all!” was Dora’s
comment. She looked lovely and ter-
ribly young curled up on the bed in
her blue negligee. “Well, I'd better be
getting dressed. The Captam will be
here any minute—we’re dining at La
Rue tonight!”

“But Dora, what does Emery think
of all this dating?”

She shrugged. “Oh, he doesn't care.
Why should he? Be51des, he is probably
doing the same thing in Australia!”

But Emery was not in Australia.
Emery was right in Chicago.

Dora had not been gone an hour
when he called up. I heard Mary sput-
tering breathlessly into the phone and
then, before she thought, she told him
where Dora was. “Oh glory, now I
have done it!” she wailed when she
had hung up. I was already putting on
my hat.

Emery was just getting out of a taxi
in front of La Rue when I got there.
His left foot was in a cast and he was
using a crutch. But he looked well—
and blazing mad. His eyes were like
chips of steel. He started to brush me
aside but I blocked his path. “Emery,
tell me one thing first before you go
in there,” I pleaded. “Are you s4ill in
love with Dora? Because if you are,
there is no reason why your marriage
should crack up now.”

HAT do you mean?” he cried

harshly. “A guy dreams of getting
back to his wife. And then when he
does and finds her . . .”

I could not stand the torture in his
face. I said quickly, “Listen to me,
Emery. You’'ve got to understand. You
must. I've lived with Dora long enough
to know. She sounds sophisticated, but
she hasn’t grown up yet. Not really.
She is acting like a girl instead of a
married woman. You were married
such a short time . . .”

“So that’s the way it is,” he said
grimly. “Are you sure that’s all of it?”

“Yes,” I said. I followed him into the
night club and over to the table where
Dora sat with the Captain. If I had
ever doubted her love for Emery, that
doubt vanished now. Above the sur-
prise in her face there was sudden
glory. But Emery was bowing pleas-
antly to the Captain. “I know you will
excuse us. My wife and I have a little
business to attend to.)”” The amazed
Captain looked more than ready to do

So.

The little foyer was empty at the
moment and Emery sat down on a
bench and carefully laid his crutch on
the floor. Very matter-of-factly he
drew Dora across his knees. The spank-
ing he gave her was sound and effi-
cient. ‘“That,” he assured her, “is just
a sample. You're like the young mule
I found on Saipan before the Jap
sniper found me. You need a firm hand.
And, honey, you’re going to get it!
Now kiss me.”

I left them clinging to each other in
a taxi on their way to a hotel. Some-
how, I felt everything was going to
be all right for those two. Emery
knew what he was about!

It was the next morning that the tel-
egram came from the War Department.
My name, my address. There could be
no mistake. The words danced like
black spectres in front of me. “. . . re-
grets to inform you that Lt. Ted Brom-
ley is missing in action . .

One of the greatest
advancements in

ﬁ'd%é
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You Can Now Enjoy Hours
of Continvous Medicotion

Here is a blessing for you exacting
women who have long desired an
easier, daintier, and more convenient
method of intimate feminine cleanli-
ness—zZONITORS. .

1. Zonitors are snow-white, grease-
less,stainless vaginal suppositories
which offer an easier, daintier and
more convenient method.

2. Powerfully germicidal yet so safe
to delicate tissues. Non-irritating,
non-poisonous, non-smarting.

3. When inserted—Zonitors quickly
begin to release their powerful
germicidal qualities. Yet theyre
not the type which quickly melt
away.

4. Zonitors are especially made to
afford continuous medication and
they keep on releasing their pre-
cious properties for hours.

5, Zonitors immediately kill every
germ they touch. Of course it’s not
always possible to contact all
germs in the tract. BUT YOU CAN BE
SURE—Zonitors Kkill all reachable
living germs and keep them from
multiplying.

6. Zonitors destroy offending odor.

7. They never leave any sticky resi-
due. Buy today—any drugstore.

{Each sealed in
separate glass vial)

FREE: Mail this coupon for FREE
booklet sent plain wrapper.
Reveals frank intimate facts.
Zonitors, Dept 9829-C, 370 Lexington
Avenue, New York 17, N. Y.
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painful —even dan-
gerous—leaves nails looking
rough and ugly! Try Cutex Oily
Cuticle Remover—see how
smooth and neat it keeps cuticle!
Quickly it softens and loosens
dead cuticle, so you can wipe it
off. Wonderful, too, for cleaning
under nail tips and removing
stains. Only 10¢, or
35¢ for the large size
(plus 20% Federal
Tax). Get Cutex Oily
Cuticle Remover

CUTEX

tHis NEW ory way
TAKES ONLY 10 MINUTES

e QUICK — Nosoap, norinsing,
no drylnp with Minipoo,
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of dirt, grime, ofl ond odor.
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wave, [eaves hair soft, lovely.

& SAFE —Minipoo Is safe in all
weather, Ideal for sick room.

30 Shampoos with wittes applicator j00¢

*plus tax

MINIPOO

DRY SHAMPOO POWDER

COSMENIC DISTRIBUTORS, INC., NEW YORK 17, A, ¥,

He’s not dead, not dead, thank God,
I said over and over again. “Missing in
action” could mean anything. He had
made a forced landing somewhere. He
would be found in a few days. Through
the first shock that’s what I clung to.

But weeks passed and no word came.
Not until the letter arrived from his
squadron leader, Dave Richards. It was
a beautiful letter. The things he said
about Ted made me glow with pride.
But there was an undercurrent to it.
He wrote as a man does about a pal
he has lost.

“, .. Knowing Ted, you won’t be sur-
prised at what he did on that run. I
saw that his gasoline lines were hit
and things were starting to burn. But
he still would have had time to get
back over our lines and bail out. He
was carrying two 500 pound bombs at
about 3000 feet and was almost on his
target. Instead of turning, he dived and
loosed his bombs on the target ... Isaw
him zoom and turn over when ‘he was
only about 700 feet above the ground.
Flak got my wing then so I don’t know
what happened after that.

But still I kept on hopmg. Only it
was a bleak little hope now.

“You’re getting dreadfully thin, Con-
nie,” Mary said one morning. “Why
don’t you go to Rockford for a while?
It would do you good to be home.”

“Maybe it would,” I said dully. “I’ll
go this Saturday.”

I HAD never realized how much my
faily meant to me until that week-
end. They surrounded me with affec-
tion. Bud and Bidge gamboled about
trying to amuse me. Mother outdid
herself cooking my favorite dishes. No-
body mentioned war. Nobody men-
tioned flying—or Ted. But his presence
was everywhere. I had discovered how
much I loved him on his first visit
here. And now I was discovering some-
thing else—you cannot lose what you
really love. It belongs to you forever.

I spoke of Ted that night for the first
time. Suddenly I could not talk enough
about him. It made him seem close, to
speak of the good times we had shared.
Dad and mother listened quietly, smil-
ing now and then. I read Dave’s letter
to them, and for once my hands did
not tremble. I could almost hear Ted’s
voice saying, “That’s it, Connie! All
flags flying! Chin up!”

As I was dropping off to sleep that
night I pressed his ring to my lips. The
ring that had been his mother’s, “I'm
all right now, Ted,” I whispered in the
darkness. “Thank you, darling.”

Back in Chicago, a late winter thaw
had set in. It was wet and raw but I
felt better than I had in weeks. Mary
and I were coming home from work
one night when I felt her nudge me
sharply. “Look. That officer ahead.
Isn’t he the image of Jimmy Stewart?”

“Well, no,” I said. “He’s much shorter.
But he does look familiar. And he’s go-
ing into our building.” He was scan-
ning all the mail boxes when we en-
tered, and he turned to us hopefully.
“Do you know if a Miss Constance
Rogers lives here?”

Mary gasped “Th-that’s us! I mean,
that is Connie.”

“In a better light I should have
recognized you. I've seen your picture
often enough,” he said. “I'm Dave
Richards.”

“So that’s why you looked familiar.
There is a snapshot of you—and Ted
—on the bureau this very minute.” A
week ago I could not have said it. A
week ago meeting Dave like this would
have been sheer agony. But now the
three of us went up the stairs talking
easily. He was the kind of person you
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like on sight, comfortable and sure. No
wonder he and Ted were pals, I
thought. It developed that he had come
from Chicago originally and had been
a draftsman. “Not a good one,” he
added hastily. “I always had a secret
yen to be a cartoonist!” There were
rows of ribbons on his chest, the D.F.C.
And gold oak leaves on his shoulders.
“They’re very new,” he said, pretend-
ing to brush them off. “The shine
hasn’t worn off yet. But I have twenty
more days to get used to them. Then I
go back.”

His eyes drifted to Ted’s picture,
then back to me. There was an under-
standing in them that made my heart
constrict for a moment. This man had
been with Ted during all these last
terrible months. They must have grown
close, these two, the way that only
men who face death together can.
Underneath all the surface ease, there
was tenseness in Dave, and a dreadful
fatigue. I don’t know how I sensed this,
but I did. He insisted on taking us out
to dinner and afterwards, when Mary
left to go to the Canteen, Dave and I
went to a movie. There were a million
questions I wanted to ask him about
Ted, but he was not ready for that
tonight.

When he took me home he held out
his hand and there was something in
it. Something hard and metallic. I
looked down. I held the Distinguished
Flying Cross in my hand. “Ted’s,” he
said briefly. “He got it for that last little
maneuver.”

SOME’I‘HING hot stung my eyelids
and I had to turn away for a min-
ute. “You know, Connie, you’re just the
way I imagined Ted’s girl would be—
tops in every way,” Dave was saying
gently. “He used to tell us about you
getting all the maps to follow him
wherever he went, and learning ‘wing
talk.’” He said your letters made him
feel you were right there with him.
And believe me, that’s a great way for
a guy to feel!” He put on his cap and
gave me a little salute. “May I drop in
again, Connie?”

“Of course.” I was hungry for every
last detail he could give me about Ted.
And I knew that in his own time Dave
would tell me the story.

But it did not come out all at once.
I had to fit the pieces together from
little snatches of conversation. Some-
times he called for me after work and
we'd drive out along the lakeside in a
car he had borrowed. He would be
quiet for a long while, eyes intent on
the road, a million miles from me. Re-
living moments from the past months.
Remembering things that finally found
expression in slow words and vast
understatement. “Funny thing, about
clouds,” he’d say. “I used to think you
walked on ’em when you were happy.
But flying in them is something else
again.” We were tagging through one
once, 18,000 feet above Leghorn, when
another formation ‘sat down’ on us.
They clipped my tail neat as a knife,
and I went out over the side. But it
seemed that my chute only opened on
Mondays and Thursdays. This was
Wednesday. The earth was coming
toward me a little too fast, so I reached
in and played out the silk by hand. It
worked and the chute blossomed out
like a May flower. And you know the
first thing I saw? Ted—wheeling down
after me in his ship like an anxious
Wahoo bird. When my chute opened
fully, he wiggled his fingers at me and
slid away . . . They don’t make ’em
any finer than your Ted, little Connie.”

I stored up stories like that, went
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“Each month you take
pills so strong they al-
most knock you out

. . or so weak they
don’t do any good. I b
wish you'd try Chi-Ches-Ters Pills.”

Chi-Ches-Ters do more than merely deaden
simple menstrual pain. One ingredient tends
to help relax muscular tension usually asso-
ciated with periodic pain. An added iron
factor tends to help build up your blood. You
usually get best results if you begin taking
Chi-Ches-Ters three days before your period.

over them as I say in bed at night. They
were treasure beyond words.

It was not until the evening Dave
said he’d be leaving soon that I realized
how much his company had come to
mean to me. He had given me new
strength, somehow. I was grateful for

| that. He had been reassigned—but not

overseas. He was to be an instructor at
a Base in the South. “More or less
permanently, Connie,” he said. We were
sitting in a little lounge at an Officers
Club, empty except for ourselves at the
moment. Dave leaned forward with his
elbows resting on his knees. Without
looking at me, he continued, ‘It prob-
ably would not be much of a life . . .
but if you could go along with me .., .”
He turned quickly and there was plead-
ing in his eyes. “I wouldn’t ask for
anything, Connie. I—know how Yyou
feel. But we’d be together. There would
not be that loneliness. We could be
married here . . .”

WE looked at each other a long mo-
ment. He was offering me escape.
I knew that and I was sorely tempted.
He had known Ted, loved him too. Per-
haps we could build up a future to-
gether, Dave and I, that might be a
bulwark against the world, against
hurt. “It might work out,” I said. And
at the light that leaped into his face
I felt almost guilty. If it meant that
much happiness to him . . . “Let me
think it over, Dave,” I begged. His
smile was suddenly boyish. “No mat-
ter what the answer is,” he said, “it
will be the right one. For both of us.”

The next day when I met him I had
made my decision. It had been a
struggle and I felt tired and worn out.
There was no spirit left in me. But now
that it was over, I was more at ease.
His glance was quick, questing. “I'll
do it, Dave,” I said quietly. “If you . ..”
I didn’t get any farther. He caught
my hand and raced me to the car. “Let’s

drive out to the lake, Fast!” he said. -

“We have a lot to talk about!”

But it seemed that after all we didn'’t
. . . He had brought a ring along. A
ring with an emerald center. I looked
down at Ted’s ring, shining there on
my finger, and suddenly I knew I
could not take it off. It was a symbol
of the perfect thing that had been our
love. I could not be satisfied with less.

And it would not be fair to Dave. He
deserved to have a girl as whole-
heartedly in love with him as I had
been with Ted Bromley. Not a sub-
stitution, not a girl who was looking
for a prop!

I tried to put some of that into words.
Dave nodded and put his hand over
mine. “Don’t worry, Connie. I under-
stand. It was just an idea I had . . .”
He lifted my chin. “Keep smiling,
honey. That’s the way I want to re-
member you.”

That day was the last time I saw
Dave Richards.

Spring came swiftly, the spring of
’45, Events moved rapidly in the world
pattern. Mussolini’s death. The fall of
Hitler, V-E Day . Breath-taking
events we had been waiting for so
long. I went into a church that day and
sat quietly in the back. I don’t think I
prayed but there was prayer in my
heart. For all those who had known
loss, for those who had grown so in-
timately aware of suffering. There was
new faith rising in me when I left, a
hope that had been almost smothered.

It remained with me, grew by the
hour. If I closed my eyes I could see
Ted’s face etched against the lids.
Every dear line of it. The gay, firm
mouth, the teasing eyes. “Off we go,
into the wild blue yonder” . .. I could
hear his voice, vibrant, strong. It was
real, real and close. The door of my
room burst open. And he was standing
there . .. “Connie, oh my darling!” . . .

Long afterwards, when I could speak
coherently, I lifted my face from his.
“But how—how did you get here?”

He settled me more comfortably
against him in the chair. “By plane,
darling. I cabled as soon as I could—
but I guess it didn’t get through. After
the crash some of the Czech under-
ground found me. I spent six weeks in
an attic before they shifted me to a
mountain cave, It was not until the
Nazis had surrendered that they
brought me out of that . . .” His kiss
was warm, infinitely tender. “Do you
know what made me crawl out of that
plane wreck and drag myself with a
broken leg into the comparative safety
of a field? You, darling. I kept hearing
your voice calling me . . .”

If ye have faith . . . From the full-
ness of my heart I kissed him.
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IT'S NOT WORTH IT!

There are lots of temptations these days.
ceiling prices—things you've wanted for so long!
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Black Market—and your husband keeps grumbling when fish turns
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You have the money to buy these things, you say—so why not?
Lady, it's not worth it! Goods are scarce; wages are high. Too much
- money and too few things lead to inflation—and inflation can lead
us right back to the depression days, the days of soup kitchens and
apple peddlers. The only safe thing to do is save, and the safest,
soundest investment of all is war bonds—bonds to buy and keep.
Pledge yourself not to buy above ceiling prices, to give stamps for
every bit of rationed goods you purchase, and to save for a safe
future by buying and keeping all the war bonds you possibly can!




— and as a Bonus GET YOUR OWN DRESSES without a Pe f

INVESTIGATE this wonderful opportunity to use your
spare hours to make money easily and quickly. And,
through our liberal bonus plan, you can also get your
own dresses without a penny of cost. Our extensive adver-
tising has so increased the demand for famous Fashion
Frocks that we need more women to show and take orders
for these lovely dresses in the most charming styles and
at surprisingly low prices. You will find it interesting and
pleasant work and the possibility of making up to $15,
$18, $20 and $25 in a week for just spare time. You need
no experience and no money is required. Rush your
name and address on coupon for further information.

Start at Home —No Canvassing Required

Just show your friends and neighbors your gorgeous portfolio of
new Fall and Winter Fashion Frocks which we furnish you FREE.
The smart, original styles, the beautiful fabrics and colors, plus the
astonishing values, will prove so irresistible that these women will
gladly give you their orders season after season. We deliver and
collect and you get paid immediately. It’s like having a permanent
dress business of your own, without investing a penny.
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Fashion Frocks are Known to Millions

For many years Fashion Frocks have been extensively advertised to
millions of American women and are recognized as fine quality,
highly styled, popular priced dresses. They have the approval of
leading fashion editors and prominent stars of stage and screen.
And these lovely dresses were worn by the famous Powers Models
at a Television Style Show. When you represent Fashion Frocks
you show dresses that are well-known and in demand because every
month the Fashion Frocks advertisements are seen by millions of
women throughout the country.

Send No Money— Everything Furnished FREE

The elaborate Style Presentation Portfolio, featuring over 120 of
the last-minute dresses, will be sent you absolutely FREE. Included
will be our special plans to help you make a brilliant success—like
these exceptional average weekly earnings of $28.84 made this
year by Mrs. Claude Burnett, Alabama, or $27.10 made by Marie
Patton, Illinois—we will show you how you, too, can make money
this easy way. Coupon below brings you all the details. Fill it in,
and paste on a post-card; then rush it to us by return mail. There
is no obligation whatever. Act roday:

Fashion Frocks, Inc., Desk 12039, Cincinnati 25, O.
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1 ®Yes—I am interested in your opportunity to make money in
1 spare time and get my own dresses without a penny of cost.
1 Send me full information, without obligation.
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It’s something out of the ordinary

— that’s what people say about Schlitz.

Its freedom from bitterness, its

Copr. 1945, Jos. Schlitm Brewing Co., Milwaubee, Wis

smoothness and delicacy
of flavor, make a magic
combination for perfect

enjoyment.

JUST
tuE Kiss

OF THE HOPS

.70 //ﬂcﬁzess

e

THE BEER THAT MADE MILWAUKEE FAMOUS




