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ON A CLUE

BEFORE WE PART
pl

Love Story to Remembers

Endearing! Your

Skin's

At

Softer,
Smoother
with just

au Cake

of Camay!

,

:,,.E...

Mrs. Robert W. Strong
Columbus, Ohio

"Try Camay ... as I did ... my
very first cake brought a delicate
new freshness to my skin."

Tests

bÿ doctors prove -Camay

is

Really Mild!

look that comes to your skin ...
with just one cake of Camay! So change today, from careless cleansing
to the Camay Mild -Soap Diet. Doctors tested this mild skin care on over
100 complexions ... yes, on skin like yours! And with the very first cake of Camay,
most complexions fairly glowed! Looked fresher ... clearer!

Its a dream come true! The softer, smoother

... it cleanses without irritation!

-

These tests proved Camay's mildness proved it can benefit skin.
In the doctor's own words-"Camay is really mild... it cleansed without irritation"
Discover for yourself, Camay's helpful care on your skin.
Look for the softer loveliness that comes with just one cake of Camay.

... go on

the Camay Mild-Soap Diet!

It's quick! Easy! Takes only one minute -night and morning.
Simply smooth Camay's mild lather over your face forehead,
nose and chin. Rinse warm. If you've oily skin, follow with
a C -o -L -D splash. Its simple as that! But, oh, how exciting
to see how one cake of Camay can make your complexion
look lovelier ... softer ... more endearing!

-

Won't you-make each cake of Camay last as long as
possible? Soap is made of essential war materials.
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GIRL: Don't know,

Cupid. Just seems like some girls are

pretty and some girls are dishwashers.

CUPID: Could

be, Honey. But you wouldn't be on permanent
K.P. around here if you'd smile a little. Sparkle at these
boys, Sugar! Go gleam at 'em!

GIRL:

Sparkle? Cupid, Baby, with my dull teeth I don't
even dare grin! I brush 'em regular as anything,
but -no sparkle!

CUPID:

i

Oh? Ever see "pink" on your tooth brush?

\

1

GIRL: Yes. But what's "pink" on my tooth brush got
to do with my smile?
CUPID: Do? Baby, only a mental midget ignores that
tinge of "pink." It's a warning to see your dentist! Because
he may find your gums have become tender,
robbed of exercise by today's soft foods.
And he may very likely suggest, "the
helpful stimulation of Ipana and Massage."
/

GIRL: I

r

still want to know, "what's that got to
do with my smile ?"

,

CUPID:

Please, Pet! When you massage a little
extra Ipana on your gums after you brush your teeth,
you're helping your gums to healthier firmness.
And healthier gums mean sounder, brighter teeth.
A smile with more sparkle! Get it? Now get
started on Ipana and massage for a smile that'll
help keep you out of the kitchen!
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ON THE COVER -Charlotte Manson, radio actress -Natural Color
Photograph by Salvatore Consentano, Smolin Studios

Fabric background by Scalamandre Silks

His heart in his
his eyes on your lips

... your

irresistible in IRRESISTIBLE

eyes...

lips
RUBY RED

LIPSTICK! WHIP -TEXT through a

secret process to be creamy -soft,
non -drying, color -true.

Matching rouge and powder.

irresistible lips are

10c -25c
SIZES

ruby red

R
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WHIP -TEXT TO STAY ON LONGER...S- M- O.O- T- H -E -R!

A TOUCH OF IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME ASSURES GLAMOUR

Did You Know ?
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THINGS TO EAT-The candy of

NEW
the future, or some of it, anyway,
will be made of fruit juices. Almost

any fruit juice, it seems, can be candied, or concentrated into tablet form.
And how does the idea of puffed banana flakes strike you? They will be a
really new taste experience for us to
look forward, to.
New things to use-No telephone?
Console yourself with postwar prospects. You won't be pleading with the
telephone company to install an instrument in your home, because very likely you'll be carrying your own portable telephone around with you. The
wonderful "walkie- talkie ", now made
exclusively for the purposes of the
armed forces and used extensively by
them, is being planned in a streamlined version for use by all of us as we
go about our business. How it will be
carried, and what it will look like, is
still a deep secret from everybody but
the designers -but one thing is certain:
no telephone subscriber will ever be
isolated from the rest of the world.
Even the Post Office Department is
hatching plans for the future. One of
them is a new type of postal money
order, to be used for transmitting less
than ten dollars. A time- and trouble saver, it will consist of a pre -punched
card that you can simply purchase and
send off, without filling in blanks and
standing on line. Also on the Post Office
post -war project list is the possibility
of talking letters. Many of us have already learned to use personal recordings as means of communication, sending our voices in spoken messages to
loved ones overseas, for example. Now
the Post Office plans to have a regular
system of recording letters, which will
then be transmitted with as much efficiency and speed as present -day written letters. The system is already
under way in Latin America.
New things to think about -The most
important thing, right now -the acute
need for nurses as war activity approaches a climax. The Army needs
nurses. The Navy needs nurses. They
shouldn't have to plead with us for any
service we can possibly give!
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Every day the same mistake!
Yet just half a minute

would prevent it!

Something's wrong all right

-

and it's you,
Sugar! But don't expect your boss to point
out a fault like underarm odor. Its up to
you to avoid offending. So step on it, before
he buzzes again, and buy a jar of Mum.

Mum does the trick

-in 30

seconds. You're

safe all day from risk of underarm odor.
When you ask for Mum, you say bye -bye to
the blues a girl gets when she's frowned on
-and doesn't know why.

You're going over big with the boss. And
doing fine, thanks, with the rest of the office
force, too. Yes -thanks to Mum -one of the
most dependable little partners in charm a

working girl ever had.

Prodr/u

of

Bristol-Myes

UM

TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF
PERSPIRATION

Mum's Quick -Only 30 seconds to use Mum.
Even after you're dressed, even when you're busy,
you still have time for Mum.
Mum's Safe-Won't irritate skin. Won't harm
fabrics, says American Institute of Laundering.
Mum's Certain -Mum works instantly. Keeps
you bath -fresh for a whole day or evening.
For Sanitary Napkins -Mum is so gentle, safe, depend able that thousands of women use it this way, too.

CUT

A

GOOD FIGURE

Any figure is a better figure when it moves

beautifully, as nature intended.

of it -by flattening your back and pulling your hips forward. How do you
feel? Do your stomach muscles protest;
have you a dull little pain in your chest,

and between your shoulder blades?
Don't worry-you haven't thrown anything out of place. It's just that your
body, having been in the wrong position so long, is protesting at being so
suddenly put back into the right one.
It will get used to it very shortly, and
you'll feel a hundred percent better!
Another way to make sure that you're
holding yourself properly, says Marilyn,
is to "Stand with your heels and back
against the wall, feet six inches apart
and toes pointed slightly inward; then
flatten your lower back against the wall.
Lift your chest, stand tall and straight,
chin in, stomach flat, pelvis forward.
Now move away from the wall and
walk in this-correct-position."
At first, it may seem awkward, and
make you feel as affected as a drum
major. But just remember you won't
look affected to others -instead, you'll
at ease, being your most charmMarilyn Erskine's lovely face appear
ingly graceful self. It will do more than
is only half her charm; her proud,
almost anything you can think of to
graceful carriage makes her beautiful. make you
"look like somebody" and
make people want to know you.
Don't forget, either, Marilyn reminds
you, the old books -on-the -head trick.
Can you walk across the room with several solid, heavy books firmly balanced
on your head-without spilling them
more appealing than a cor-. before you've taken more than a few
OU can say what you
steps? If you can't, you just aren't
rectly-dimensioned slouch.
like about exercise
"So, if you ask me how to walking properly and standing prop and diet and you
improve your figure," Mari- erly, and it's time to take steps!
can do what you like about
lyn adds, "the first thing to
a right way to sit, too, of
them, too -but the fact remains that a pretty girl, no
do, no matter what your course, Marilyn adds. Your trunk should
fault,
posin
is to correct your
be
the same position as when you are
matter how good her face
ture. Your whole appearance standing, your hips well back in the
or her figure, is never realchair. Even girls who stand
can be ruined by
ly a pretty girl until she
the way you
and walk well sometimes
learns to stand up straight!"
1;.,:.
t
dump themselves into chairs
That's the opinion of one
stand!"
s
4 i
The
boo
k
trick,
for all the world like a sack
of radio's prettiest girls
According to
ï
:
as
good
as
ever.
of flour. If you're leaning
and standing -up-straightMarilyn, good
forward in your chair for
est-girls-Marilyn Erskine,
posture means
some reason -writing a letwho, among her other radio chores is simply this: chest and
ter to your soldier, perhaps
heard daily on National Broadcasting head up, chin in, shoulders
-lean from the hips, inback, stomach flat and back
Company's Young Widder Brown.
stead of sagging, round There are many types of figures, she straight.
f
shouldered, from the waist.
will tell you, and all of them good to
Start like this -stand with
"I met a girl at a party
look at -the tall, willowy girl, the cute, your feet side by side, your
recently," Marilyn says,
little-girl sort, the curvacious kind, the toes pointing straight ahead,
"who really taught me a
generous, statuesque modern-day Venus your weight resting mainly
posture lesson. She had as
-but the one thing that makes a good - on the balls of your feet.
Whenev
you
er
pretty a face as you could
looking girl into a breath -takingly Now bring your head upcan, tr y this.
ask for, and she was all done
handsome one is good posture.
stand tall and proud. But
up in her best bib and
"There aren't any cut and dried rules don't exaggerate -don't
for a handsome contour," Marilyn says. throw your head back so that your chin tucker, with her hair beautifully done
The idea that certain precise measure- points skyward. Chest up, too, but don't and her nails freshly manicured. But
ments for bust and waist and hips are overdo that either. Contract your lower when she stood up and walked across
essential is a long -ago disproved one. 'A abdominal muscles and make your the room she simply folded up like an
girl may not have a `form divine,' of stomach stay in. By now, if you've fol- accordion -as if she'd been hit. And
perfect proportions, but if she has a lowed directions, you probably have an it spoiled the whole picture -she just
good carriage her figure can be much exaggerated curve in your back. Get rid simply wasn't pretty any more!"

-

-
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The "bottle bacillus ", known
to science as Pityrosporum
ovale, is held to be a causative
agent of infectious dandruff by
many noted dermatologiste.

Don't let

Infectious Dandruff
spoil your

"Crowning Glory"
As a precaution, as a treatment, use Listerine Antiseptic systematically. Don't disregard such symptoms
as excess flakes and scales, itching and irritation. They
can mean that you have infectious dandruff which can
and does often play hob with your scalp.

It's Delightful, Easy
At the first symptom of trouble get started with
Listerine Antiseptic and massage. This is the delightful,
easy, inexpensive home treatment that has helped so
and it may help you. Early and frequent apmany
plications may arrest a case of infectious dandruff before
it can get started, and even if the infection has gotten
a head start, this simple treatment may overcome it.
As a precaution against this troublesome condition
make Listerine Antiseptic and massage a part of your
usual hair- washing. And, if you've been troubled for
some time, apply Listerine Antiseptic once a day. If
you do not note rapid improvement repeat the treatment morning and night.
You simply douse full strength Listerine Antiseptic
on the scalp and follow with vigorous, rotary, fingertip
massage. That's all there is to it!
Kills "Bottle Bacillus"

...

Listerine Antiseptic instantly kills millions of germs,
including the stubborn "bottle bacillus ", (Pityrosporum ovale), regarded by many a noted dermatologist,
as a causative agent of infectious dandruff. As Listerine
Antiseptic goes to work those annoying flakes and scales
begin to disappear. Itching, too, is alleviated. Your scalp
tingles and glows, and your hair feels wonderfully fresh.
If infectious dandruff has already started, repeat the
Listerine Antiseptic treatment twice a day. This is the
method that in tests brought improvement, or complete
relief, to 76% of dandruff sufferers in thirty days.
Remember, Listerine Antiseptic is the same antiseptic
that has been famous for more than 60 years in the
field of oral hygiene.
LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St.

Louis, Mo.

'Listerine Antiseptic

the Tested Treatment

IV11AT'S 1EW

from

roast to Coast
By DALE BANKS

An undisguised Groucho Marx, lovely Georgia Gibbs, Frank Morgan and
Corporal Bill Morrow as they looked before they were all well shaken
up together on a recent broadcast of the NBC Frank Morgan Show.

T

HIS year marks the Silver Jubilee of Radio. Did you know
that? Twenty -five years of radio

network broadcasting. Remember the
crystal sets? Remember the songs they
were playing on the air then? Remember "I Used To Love You But It's All
Over" and "Broadway Rose" and "Look
For The Silver Lining" and "When My
Baby Smiles At Me" and "Whispering"
and "Pale Moon "?
For that matter-in these fast, newspacked days, can you remember as far
back as ten years ago? Just about
that time news broadcasts started to
be regular, commercial features on
radio. Back, ten years ago, critics
raised their eyebrows because Bing
Crosby started out emceeing his own
variety program. They didn't think he
had a chance. Ten years ago, Kate
Smith dethroned Jane Froman .as the
top singer of the year -and no one has
budged our Kate from that spot since.
Ten years ago, Guy Lombardo's band
was voted the leading dance orchestra.
And ten years ego, everyone was listening as avidly as is done today to the
war news, for news about the Hauptman trial for the kidnap- murder of the
Lindbergh baby.
Remember?
Peggy Allenby is a girl who didn't
have to stray very far from her home
hearth to reach success and fame. Peggy was born at 10 East 50th Street and
now she works-and practically lives
at the NBC studios, which are one block
from the place where she was born.
If you're one of the fans of the
Home Is What You Make It show
to which you should listen, by the way,
because it has some pretty good ideas
to put over about the place where most
of us like to do more than hang our
hats -you'll be interested to know
that you can now get copies of a
handbook put out by NBC's University
of the Air.
The subjects covered in the book
are-family relations, housing, food
and nutrition, clothing, family health,
cultural influences in the home, civic

-

-
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Mad, mad, mad-Danny Kaye's
fast- talking wit, his Saturday
night CBS show -and his coat.

Dorothy Day's refreshing humor
rounds out her "Woman's View
of What's New," WINS, daily.
interests and household equipment.
Each chapter also contains lists of
books that you can read, if you'd like
to get more information on any one of
the subjects. Write to NBC University
of the Air for your handbook.
#
#
It's a gag-but Danny O'Neill Jakes
it the right way. Whenever the exsailor singer goes to a night club to
hear other singers perform, he's greeted
by the band swinging into "Danny
Boy".
Mona Kent, who authors Portia
Faces Life, has a fan who saves her
a lot of headaches, hours in research
and an occasional blush. The fan is a
New Jersey lawyer, who goes through
all of "Portia's" cases and advises Mona
Kent on whether the cases go according
to the legal Hoyle -which is known as
Blackstone.
##
Servicemen overseas now have their

own radio script -writing contest. The
judges- radio -famous characters like
Norman Corwin, William N. Robson
and William Spier among them -will
select three radio -scripts and produce
and direct them for the Armed Forces
Radio Service. The scripts are to be
penned by GI's overseas, or Navy men
on duty. Scripts are to be for half
hour shows, either comedy, mystery,
documentary or straight drama. The
writers will give up only one -time
radio performance rights, by sending
in their scripts (if they win, of course)
and retain any future rights to earnings that may come from future performances. Something to write to the
boys about
they haven't already

-if

heard.
#
Love to watch Cass Daley perform.
She always starts out slick and neatone of the best dressed girls on the
airways, we always thought -and
winds up by looking like a tossed green
salad before the show goes off the air.
The frenzy you hear on the air tousles
her hair and does things to the hang
of her skirt. But fun to watch, just
the same.
#
Jesse Crawford -the famous radio
organist -has a deep worry on his mind
these days. He's waiting for the din
of battle to die down sufficiently to
clear the air lanes for news other than
war news from abroad. He's worried

I

aboutwhether the organ .at the Aachen

Cathedral has been destroyed in the
war and would like to hear about same.
Jesse says that organ is the oldest
working instrument of its kind in the
world-and even the Nazis should have
felt reverent before it.
s

s

LARAINE DAY,STARRING IN MGM'S "KEEP YOUR POWDER DRY"

w

It isn't hard to believe, of course, but
did you know that Alec Templeton was
a child prodigy? He was. And he's
one of the ones, we're happy to say,
who has come through on all the
promise.
Alec composed his first piece at the
age of four and he never stopped after
that one. He was very young when he
won himself a place in England as a
concert pianist. And it wasn't long
after that before his talent for mimicry
made him internationally famous. He
toured England, France, Holland and
Germany, very much like a medieval
minstrel, playing the masters seriously
and otherwise and making comic hash
out of famous figures and fads.
That's the thing we like best about
him, his way of making pretentious
music and equally pretentious people
seem just a bit ridiculous. Kind of
gives you the feeling that maybe you're
not always wrong when the urge to
yawn hits you in the middle of some
ponderous passage of music. And the
straight recitals we've heard him give
at Carnegie Hall have a way of staying
alive and exciting, too. He's got a way
with piano keys, that Alec- pretty
close to genius we'd say.
s

s

Somebody just called our attention
to a thing. How often have you heard
that one about girls being smarter than
boys? We've been hearing that all our
lives.
Now comes the information that on
the Quiz Kids show there have been
more little boy geniuses than little girl
geniuses!
Facts, you want -and here they are.
Of the 191 super bright urchins who
have dazzled the adult world on the
Quiz Kids show, 85 have been girls and
106 have been boys.
In contests
throughout the country nine girls have
come out on top, but more than three
times that many boys-twenty -nine of
them-have ended up in first place.
And, when it cord-es to high marks in
the quiz sessions on the program, the
boys are way out in the lead again.
Richard Williams, 15, has been among
the top scorers 179 times. Harve Fischman, 14, is next with 105. Joel Kupperman, 8, has won out 75 times. And the
closest runner up among the girls is
10- year -old Ruthie Duskin, who holds
the record for girls with 61 wins to
her credit.
It certainly is a changing world. Not
even the old saws that we've grown so
accustomed to believing are holding up
any more.
s
t

one miracle cream to cherish your skin

Sammy Kaye is looking for poems
to read on his Sunday Serenade program. If you have maybe written a
little gem yourself, or if you've come
across a small sonnet that has touched
you close to where you live, send it
along to the maestro. He's looking for
poems mainly that have to do with
sentiment and romance. And who isn't?
Anyway, send the poems to Sammy
Kaye, Blue Network, Radio City 20,
N. Y. And then listen.

forever! To do so much more for you
than cold and cleansing cream can do I
You'll know when you feel your skin
respond to its cleansing, softening,
smoothing effects. Use it as a powder
base; as a night cream against dryness.
And only Woodbury has "Stericin ",
purifying the cream in the jar, helping
protect against blemish-causing germs.

For our money, some of the very best
shows on the air these days are the
shows put out by the Army and Navy.

For new beauty, try Complete Beauty
Cream now. 100 to $1.25, plus tax.
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Arthur Lake ("Dogwood" of the Blondie series) and Arthur
Jr. let two -month -old Marion Rose have tha center of the
stage for her very first appearance before any camera.
to a swoonful hair -do when you
have no spare time or spare funds
for beauty shops ... It's easy to
twist your ends into flat curls,
fasten them with Bob Pins. But
be sure to use DeLong Bob Pins
because they have a Stronger grip,
clamping each curl in place so
firmly that you need only one
Bob Pin per curl ...When you're
dried, combed -out and captivating,
a DeLong Bob Pin or two will keep
your handiwork intact. They're
made for wear and tear and your
social security...

Stronger Grip
`Won't Slip Out

R

Quality Manufacturers for Over 50 Years

R

BOB PINS

SAFETY PINS
HAIR PINS
SNAP FASTENERS
STRAIGHT PINS
HOOKS & EYES
HOOK & EYE TAPES
SANITARY BELTS
,
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They have ideas and meat and punch
and acting and writing. We went out
to Governor's Island awhile back and
got a slant on how one of these shows
gets into the works.
"The Voice of the Army" show is a
transcription program that's sent to
about 730 radio stations in the country.
It's produced by NBC with top flight
production men, actors and technical
personnel.
The production of each script usually
begins with an idea based on the current mission assigned by the Adjutant
General to the U. S. Army Recruiting
and Induction Service. The idea is
discussed and its possibilities are explored and then passed on to the editorial staff of the Recruiting Publicity
Bureau. Here the idea is given the
works by Col. Le Roy W. Yarborough,
the officer in charge, and, if it is found
worthy is assigned to one or several
writers.
After the scripts are prepared, the
editorial staff again goes into conference on it and technical points in
the stories are gone over. Sometimes,
officers of that particular branch of
Army with which the script deals are
called in to make sure everything is
accurate. Then the completed and
checked script is sent to NBC for production. When the show goes into rehearsal and is waxed it is under military supervision.
No wonder the shows are so good.
It takes a lot of heads to put one
together. A lot of good heads, we
might add.
The time to visit the Star Theatre
is at rehearsals. Lots of things go on
at rehearsals that never get on the air.
Al Goodman's voice, for instance.
Not so long ago we dropped in at
one of those rehearsals and found the
maestro standing in front of the mike,
waving his baton and singing- sounded
like from the top of his head -in a real
soprano, well practically. Seems one
of the guest stars couldn't get to rehearsal on time and Goodman was
pinchhitting for her -just so they could
time the show.
*
*
*
Have you heard the song "Back
Home For Keeps ?" Seems Carmen
Lombardo and Bob Russell, the guy

-

who pens such nice lyrics, began to be
haunted by a series óf advertisements
for Oneida Limited -which showed a
serviceman returning from battle to
his home and his loved ones and they

couldn't stand it until they'd written
the song around the title of the ads.
The sentime'-+ wP can understand.
*
s
*
This year, the oldest commercial program in radio is celebrating its 19th
year on the air. The first broadcast of
the Cities Service show was on February 18, 1927
long time before
Radio City came into existence. Paul
Lavalle, who is still working for the
same outfit -now directing the orchestra for the Cities Service "Highways
in Melody" -was a mere nobody in
music then. Paul played the clarinet
in the orchestra at that first broadcast.

-a

*

*

*

Jack Kirkwood's front and back
yards are something to see, even in
Hollywood, where fancy fixings are not
very unique. Reason? Jack's gardens
are filled with lush and strange tropical
plants -plants which he began collecting in the Orient and India twenty
years ago when he was busy touring
the world as an actor.
There are all kinds of ways to do
one's .share in the war effort. Linda
Carlon Reid -actress who appears regularly in the cast of The Strange Romance of Evelyn Winters -does her
bit by teaching English and phonetics
to refugees. This is part of the work
of the Committe for Refugee Education,
which is going great guns in New York.
And -talking about teaching -we
hear that Boatswain's Mate Sam
Brandt, who announces for CBS on
the We Deliver The Goods show from
the Maritime Service training base on
Catalina Island, is also doing a little
teaching. He conducts a weekly class
for "boots" who have post -war broadcasting ambitions.
*

*

*

We like the story Lawrence Tibbett

tells about himself and the night he
stopped the show at the Metropolitan
Opera with his singing in "Falstaff ".
Feeling rather good about the whole
thing, Lawrence could hardly wait for
the next day's papers to see what the

critics had to say about his achievement. Naturally, the minute he got his
hands on the newspapers the next
morning, he turned to the theatre and
music sections -only to find there
wasn't even a mention of his performance. That was no small blow. Unhappily, he folded the paper and was
about to toss it aside; when he discovered that his triumph was written
up on the Front Page!
We've often wondered what Murray
Forbes-he plays Willy Fitz on the
Ma Perkins show -does with the
large ledger he carries around with
him. Caught him writing in it during
a rehearsal the other day. Murray's
working on a novel in his spare time
writes it in long hand. He's already
written about 165,000 words of it.
Ronnie Reiss really had a headache
for awhile, recently, before he could
make up his mind. Vanity finally got
the best of the young supporting player
on the Miss Hattie program.
Not many years ago, young Ronnie
allowed his blond hair to be dyed a
fiery red so he could play the part of
the second youngest Day son in "Life
With Father." Like all the other boys
who have appeared in that role in the
perrenial stage hit, Ronnie eventually
grew too big for the part.
Not long ago, Ronnie was asked to
rejoin the cast, this time in the role
of the eldest son. It's a nice part and
Ronnie was sorely tempted -but he
wouldn't dye his
hair
red
again.
*
*
*
GOSSIP AND STUFF FROM ALL
OVER .
Dave Willock -Jack Carson's "nephew" has reached man's
estate. He's been signed by Warners to
play a featured adult comedy role in
"This Love of Ours"
.
Martin
Block, announcer on the Supper Club
show, is the highest paid announcer in
the world
Ted Collins' book, "New
York Murders" is now selling well on
into the second printing
big thing
for a mystery book
. Eugenie
Chapel, the girl who plays Susie on
the Mr. Keen show, will soon be heard
by American movie audiences as the
English narrator for the Russian film
"Wait For Me"
Keep listening
keep cheerful -keep writing to the
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Protect your
NEW
SEIF with
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SWEET

-
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boys.

CREAM DEODORANT

Don't risk losing the feminine daintiness
that's yours naturally. Yes,your prettiest
dress can ruin it all , .. by catching and
holding under-arm perspiration odor.
Stop this threat before you dress with fast acting, long -lasting ODORONO... the new
cream deodorant that protects you
faster than you can slip on your slip.

The new

ODORONO

Cream Deodorant

contains science's most effective perBE JUST AS SWEET AFTER

spiration stopper ... protects up to three
days. Does not irritate your skin. Can
be used after shaving. Does not harm
fine fabrics, or turn gritty in jar. No
waiting to dry.
So before you think of what dress to

...

think of your Sweet Self.
Change to new, snowy -white ODORONO
Cream for instant, full, lasting protection.
wear

YOU DRESS WITH

390
Angel Casey, of NBC's Ma Perkins, is "the girl who
." to
marines in the Gilbert Islands.

Also 59! 8100
(Plus Fed. Tax)
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Sandwiching Frank Sinatra are two of his favorite
women -on the left, his four -year -old daughter Nancy
Sandra, on the right, movie star Margaret O'Brien.

BETTY CO -ED OF HOLLYWOOD PRESENTS

EXCITEMENT
FROM HOLLYWOOD!

"NAILHEAl
JUMPER"

FACING

the !tIUIC

By KEN ALDEN
HOLLYWOODli

ORDER BY MAIL DIRECT FROM

Twa -tone harmony...glamaur -plus tailaring! Smart nailhead trim. Twa -tone idea,

WELL- WISHERS are unhappy be-

cause Artie Shaw's return to

slenderizing waistband make you look
slim as a reed! Sizes 10to18.$7.98,.á::..

civilian bandleading hasn't
changed him any. He's still escorting
Hollywood's most alluring females ....
currently it's the attractive Ava Gardner, Mickey Rooney's ex
and he's
still treating his audience admirers
with conceit and contempt.

-

`Bow Blouse"- Flattering high neck

caquette bow! Long full sleeves! Rich
rayon fabric, in white only. Sizes 32 to
38. $3.98,
SEND NO MONEY. WE MAIL
O,

tart

....

C.O.D.

s

charges by enclosing cashiers check m
money order plus 25c moiling charge.

C. O. D.

Buy with confidence from Hollywood's

pioneer mail-order fashion house!
If you are not completely satisfied, we
will gladly refund your money!

BETTY CO -ED OF HOLLYWOOD Dept 932
6253 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 28, Colilornia

PROMPT DELIVERY

BETTY CO -ED

1

of HOLLYWOOD, Dept.

932.

6233 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 2e, CrellIondre
Please send "Nailhead Jumper ", as $7.98, ele.oeu.g..
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Kate Smith recently made another
visit to the Red Cross blood bank, making contributions that total a gallon.
There's a gal who really practises what
she preaches. s
s
s
Ozzie Nelson and Harriet Hilliard,
who have ben happily married for almost ten years, are launching a campaign to focus attention on the many
Hollywood professional couples who
are happily wed and live peaceful and
normal lives. Such troupers include
Burns and Allen, Eddie and Ida Cantor,
the Cagneys, Eddie Robinsons, Jimmy Gleason, the Fibber McGees. Ozzie
and Harriet plan to throw a party for
these folks and salute them. We think
this ,a good idea. Too much has been
written about the marital unions that
hit the rocks that it's about time some
attention was paid to the happy ones.
Georgia Auld

s

s

has a

brand new

band.
. The MacFarland twins are
reorganizing their crew.... Drummer
Ray Bauduc and saxophonist Gil Rodin
plan to head up a new orchestra. .
Sonny Dunham returns to Gotham's
Hotel New Yorker in May with a CBS
wire.... Jeri Sullavan, the CBS songstress and Morey Amsterdam, the USO
comic, expect to make $100,000 from
their song hit, "Rum and Coca Cola"
which the networks prefer to call
"Lime and . . ."
s

s

s

The King Cole Trio, just about the
most sensational small rhythm trio to
come along in many a musical note,
will be paid $12,000 just to play in a
few scenes of the forthcoming film
"Stork Club."s
s
s

Careful audience surveys

showed

that Jerry Wayne got the most favorable reactions from listeners who tuned
in the late but not lamented Ed Wynn
show so the baritone was rewarded
with stardom on the same sponsor's
new Blue network series.
Wayne, who had infantile paralysis
when he was a boy, has been climbing
up the ladder steadily, almost hit the
jackpot on The Hit Parade but got
snowed under by the Sinatra craze.
His managers believe this is it, so don't

I

i

be surprised if Jerry really becomes a
big star in 1945.

Mark Warnow has turned down all
other offers and will play exclusively
for the Hit Parade... . Sponsors are
angling for Lily Pons and Andre Kos telanetz when the pair return from
. Dinah Shore has
their USO tour.
re- signed with RCA -Victor.... Eddie
Cantor's daughter, Marjorie, plans a
night club career.... Witnesses swear
they saw Frank Sinatra flatten a wise
guy with one blow.... Oscar Bradley
because of his fine stick work on WE,
the People has practically a life -time
contract with his grateful sponsor. .
Jerry Wayne and singer Evelyn Knight
really taking each other seriously.
They met on the Ed Wynn show. .
They say that in Bing Crosby's next
picture, the Groaner will hardly sing a
note. What's the big idea? . . Nora
Martin is a possibility to star in the
Eddie Cantor summer replacement
show: She is E.C.'s singing protege.
Her husband is a serviceman.

FOR SMART WOMEN
WHAT'S YOUR MAKE -UP TIMETABLE?
Some girls seem to reach for their lipsticks about once every hour. Not you,
of course! You're different. You use

longer-lasting Tangee Satin -Finish Lipstick. It holds all sorts of "endurance
records " clings to your lips for many
extra hours.

-

.

.

PLENTY OF COMO -TION

Perry Como has just about decided
that life for him was just one bumpy
bus ride after another. Add to this a
monotonous diet of warmed -over hamburgers, late rehearsals in drafty ballrooms, and trying to call some second
rate hotel room home, and you'll know
why the young singer had his fill of
trouping with a touring dance band.
"To make matters more difficult my
wife Roselle found the going even
tougher," explained Perry, "and wh,
wouldn't, caring for a baby along
with it ?"
And so after seven years of deglamourized trouping, a much discouraged and disconsolate young singer
surprised bandleader Ted Weems by
resigning and going back home.
Home was Cannonsburg, Pennsylvania, right in the heart of the steel
country. Had Perry stayed home, resuming his early career of tonsorial
artist, this story would have never
been written. There are plenty of better barbers than Perry Como and
magazine space in these paper- rationed
days is scarce. But there happened to
be a long distance telephone call and
the voice from New York belonged to

WHAT ARE TODAY'S SMARTEST LIPSTICK COLORS? Don't answer this one
until you see Tangee's exciting new
colors. There's Tangee Red -Red -bold,
dark and handsome. Tangee Theatrical
Red
dramatizes your lips! Tangee
Medium -Red -the fashionable new
shade that goes with everything.

-it

WHEN DO LIPS LOOK JUST RIGHT?
When they're not too dry-or too moist.
Avoid these extremes by using Tangee

Satin -Finish Lipstick. Its exclusive
cream base protects against chapping
and dryness -yet does not smear.

WHAT'S HER NAME? This is Constance Luft Huhn, one of America's best
known authorities on beauty and make -up, Head of the House of Tangee.

Mrs. Huhn's cosmetic masterpiece -Tangee Satin -Finish Lipstick -gives
your lips a soft satin -smooth gleam that adds greatly to their loveliness.

Coming up fast in the Swooner
Race is young Perry Como, of
the Chesterfield Supper Club variety show, heard daily at 7:00
P.M. EWT over the NBC network.

Use

TANGEE
and

N
R

see

how Iieautilful you can be
11

Eugenie Baird, twenty-year -old
show business veteran, is the
featured singer on NBC's Kraft
Music Hall, starring Bing Crosby.

astute agent Tommy Rockwell.
"At first I thought it was another
offer to sing with a band," continued

burr'
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and read this, Mom'

"Y'wanna keep my skin smooth as satin, doncha? And doni t want me to
suffer from nasty prickly heat, chafing and skin troubles like that? Well, then
y'better use the best baby powder on me -and that means Mennen Baby
Powder- it's antiseptic, mild and soothing!"
1. Most baby specialists prefer Mennen Antiseptic Baby Powder to any other
baby powder (and 3 out of 4 doctors say baby powder should be antiseptic)'

2. Mennen is smoothest -shown in microscopic tests of 3 leading baby powders.
Only Mennen powder is "cloud- spun" for extra smoothness, extra comfort.
3. Makes baby smell so sweet .... new, mild flower -fresh sctsnt!
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Also
1 times as many doctors
prefer MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY OIL
as any other baby oil or lotion*
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Perry, "I had turned down jobs with
Lombardo and Dorsey because I was
tired of that life. But Tommy had other
ideas. He was going to build me as a
singer on my own."
Today the dark -brown haired singer
is still a bit bewildered by the encouraging turn of events. His first
movie role in "Something for the Boys"
was a hit. His phonograph records are
stacked like wheatcakes in the nation's
juke boxes and he's the singing star of
NBC's nightly sponsored Supper Club.
No longer do his wife and schoolday
sweetheart and his five year old son,
Ronald Perry, have to roam the
countryside following their itinerant
bread winner. The Comos live in a
comfortable east side apartment when
they're in New York and when in
Hollywood they live in the fashionable
Garden of Allah apartments. The Como
income now averages several thousand
a week. Not so long ago Perry was
trying to make $90 per do double
duty.
Perry comes of rugged Italian stock,
who settled in the milltown of Can nonsburg. After finishing school, Perry
was determined to get- rich -quick. So
in the daytime he ran a modest barber
shop and at night he sang at local
church and social affairs.
When a friend told him that Freddy
Carlone's band in nearby Cleveland
was looking for a singer, Perry turned
in his razor and hot towel. Carlone
signed him. Later on Perry joined Ted
Weems. The latter had a fine band.
They made recordings. The Tin Pan
Alley circle heard Perry on the disks
and marked his name in their future
books. Unfortunately Weems' band
seldom hit Broadway and Perry never
had much chance fo sell himself personally. Not the pushy type, Perry
bided his time, hoping and praying for
that big break. After seven years he
decided to give up and once again trade
back the tuxedo for the white coat of
his original trade.
Manager Rockwell first secured
Perry a singing engagement in the
famous New York night club, Copacabana. He stayed there sixteen weeks.

Then came a $4,000 a week engagement at the New York Paramount
Theater, and a seven year contract
from 20th Century -Fox. Simultaneously his first Victor record, "I Love You"
sold well over 400,000 copies.
Perry's press agent has a difficult
time with his charge because Perry
is rather serious in his determination
to play down the swoon- and -scream
angles in audience appreciation.
Modest and unassuming, Perry
doesn't go out of his way to have his
increasingly large following cause
stage door riots or hold mass meetings.
He delights in pleasing his listeners, of
course, but isn't flattered by the noisy,
raucous variety of reaction from them.
It seems very pointless to Perry, who
likes to sing, because naturally, when
the audience is screaming its head off,
what chance have you got to make your
singing heard?
I'd rather sing and get applause instead of screams."
Perry points out that 60 per cent of
his fan mail is from men, plenty of
them in the services. This, he hopes,
indicates that his popularity is of a
solid, enduring kind, the kind that can
be built upon and will not be exhausted
when the audience's energy is. It's
particularly flattering, and a tribute to
his genuine qualities as an entertainer,
he feels, that men overseas who have
heard him will take the trouble to
write and say that they've enjoyed
hearing him.
And anyway, Perry says, "Once
you've earned some sort of reputation
as a popular singer it's not too tough to
turn on the heat and get them swooning."

attractive brown eyes, lithe
build, and pleasant manner doesn't
make it difficult for the bobby soxers
to adore the 33 year old ex- barber.
But Perry has resolved one thing
about his belated success. He wants
it only for as long as his singing deserves it, and not one moment longer.
"I'm not kidding when I tell you
that if I'm doing okay only because I'm
swimming upstream with the swoon
craze I'd rather go back to cutting
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National Baby/ Week this
year runs from April 28th
through May 5th. Throughout the nation the above
dates are dedicated to
this worthy ideas
"Give
your baby the right start
in lifel" A thought
shared by every mother.

.d.... ...4,.r

The look every mother knows
The look that says plain.as day, "Ah, food-bring it on!" Mothers who serve
Gerber's get to know that look very well. Because, Gerber's is famous for:
(1) Extra good taste. (2) Cooked the Gerber way by steam to better
retain precious minerals and vitamins. (3) Uniform, smooth texture.
(4) Every step in the making laboratory- checked. Do as thousands of mothers
do -get Gerber's, with "America's Best -Known Baby" on every package!

What's this -iron for babies?
Many babies, your doctor will tell you, need extra iron
after the age of three months or more. Both Gerber's
Cereal Food and Gerber's Strained Oatmeal have generous amounts of added iron and Vitamin Bt. Serve both
cereals- variety helps baby eat better. Both cereals are precooked -just add milk or formula, hot or cold, and serve.

hair."
Just to keep in practice Perry cuts
the locks of his young son, giving the
job an extra fillip because now it's fun.

©1945, G. P. C.

15 ktndr of
Strasned Foods,
8 kends of
ChoPPed Foods

erber's
.

?itee sample
Lilyann Carol's recording of
"I'll Walk Alone" is a favorite
GI request on the Armed Forces
Network's Du f}lebag Program.

Gerber's Strained Oatmeal.
Address

ru

Address: Gerber Products Company, Dept. W5.5, Fremont, Michigan

months
My baby is now
old, please send me samples of

Gerber's Cereal Food and

OAKLAND.
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COVEN GIRL
By ELEANOR HARRIS
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This complete S-minute

BEAUTY- LIFT'
works wonders for face and neck

Famous HOPPER Method Helps Skin Appear
Firmer, Smoother, Fresher with Each Treatment!

R
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Here's a complete de luxe 'Beauty -Lift'
you can give yourself at home with famous Edna Wallace Hopper's Facial
Cream - one of the most beautifying
creams in cosmetic history!
This homogenized facial makes your skin
appear heavenly smooth, firmer, with an
adorable baby- freshness-after even the
first treatment. It actually enhances the
natural beauty of the skin.
The HOPPER Method -Why It's So Active
Briskly pat Hopper's Facial Cream over
face and neck (follow arrows in dia-

gram). Gently press an extra amount of
this super- lubricating cream over any
lines or wrinkles. Leave on about 8
minutes.
The reason Hopper's Cream lubricates
the skin so evenly-so expertly- leaving
it looking so smooth and delicately texis because it's homogenized!
tured
Faithful use helps maintain natural
dazzling beauty throughout the years.
Be sure to buy Edna Wallace Hopper's
Facial Cream today. You can get it at
any cosmetic counter.

-

#4,ace HOPPE R'S FACIAL

CR AM

IT'S become almost impossible to twirl
your radio dial and not have the
voice of Charlotte Manson fill your
room at once. She's Marjorie Whitney
in The Romance of Helen Trent, and
she's a regular in Counter -Spy, Gangbusters, the Nick Carter series, Real
Story, and countless other shows. On
the cover you can see the glamour that
goes with the voice -and just to be
more specific, we'll tell you that Miss
Manson is five -feet -five, brown -eyed,
and 118 pounds worth of whistle -mak-

ing figure!
If you wanted to see all this in the
flesh for yourself, and if you live in
New York City -it's fairly easy. Just
do one of three things, the first being
to drop by the Barberry Room restaurant, where you'd find Charlotte
making backgammon history.
Then there's a second way of seeing
her: hie yourself down Fifth Avenue
past the fanciest shops -and when you
see' an eye- stopping brunette in a
stunning outfit surreptitiously drawing
sketches of some swank shop's window
that's Charlotte! She has
display
the habit of copying the latest modes
on exhibit, and then sneaking off to
her favorite remnant shops to buy a
few yards of some unique material for
a song. Then she spends a couple of
hours at home over a hot sewing machine-and presto! she advances on her
evening's date in a costume that looks
like a million dollars and cost just

....

about five.
If neither the Barberry Room (at
night) nor Fifth Avenue (in the afternoon) fit into your schedule, there's
always the third way of spotting Charlotte. Try the simple ruse of strolling
into almost any nightclub. There she
is, performing a mean rumba in her
newest home -made dress, with one of
her bachelors.
Charlotte was fresh out of college,
with a Bachelor of Science degree,
when she got her first job -which was
-screaming in an East Coast movie-and
she might be screaming yet if she
hadn't found her way into the Theater
Guild tryouts for the play "Ringside
Seat." Here she was given the unexciting job of understudy to the leading lady -but, just as in the storybooks, came opening night and the
leading lady got desperately ill, with
Charlotte the Understudy transformed
like magic into Charlotte the Star.
Everyone has an amazing year in his
life, and Charlotte's was the next year
-1940. She was picked to play Bryn
Barrington in Society Girl for CBS
both for her superb acting and for the
reason that she looked like debutante
Brenda Frazier's twin. Once established as radio's society girl, she established herself as radio's housewife,

-

HAIR
made lovely again
See how much more you can do with your hair,

how much more your hair can do for you

...

after an Admiracion shampoo. Be through with
Clever, versatile Charlotte
Manson -one of radio's busiest actresses, and one of its
prettiest, best -dressed girls.

gangster's moll, and any other type of
woman you wish, in shows like Myrt
and Marge, Hilltop House, Gangbusters
and many Arch Oboler plays. Meanwhile, though her radio personality
shifted with the hours of the day,
she had become a permanent society
girl when she wasn't acting-she was
invited, as Bryn Barrington, to join
many Junior League committees along
with top- drawer socialites like Brenda
Frazier, Josette Daly, Josephine Johnson, Oona O'Neill (Mrs. Charles Chaplin), and others. On top of being one of
1940's society girls, she was picked as
CBS' Good Will Ambassador, and thus
toured the United States. Charlotte
Manson, the girl from Brooklyn, was
the toast of New York and a countrywide traveler.
And at the end of that miracle year,
she had to move 1,000 miles from New
York in honor of her success -to Chicago, to play the lead in Stepmother
which was broadcast from that city.
For a year and a half she performed
this role, meanwhile being chosen actress of the year by Princeton University; then she played Rose Kransky
in Guiding Light. By this time she
was so famous in radio circles that
Hollywood took note of the lovely girl
who looked exactly like beautiful
Brenda Frazier and who furthermore,
could certainly act. Three different
Hollywood executives flew to Chicago
to argue with her -but each time they
were turned down for new Eastern
triumphs.
She had been in Chicago four years
when she finally returned to New York
because of illness. After only a few
weeks of rest she was in the thick of
radio life again in her home town,
where she still is. Because of her illness, she has added the outdoor sports
of horseback riding, tennis playing and
swimming to her indoor sport of backgammon playing. And some day -after
a successful Broadway play -she wants
to finally nod "yes" to Hollywood.
Meanwhile, she's happy acting in a
dozen radio roles, wearing stunning

clothes to the smartest parties and
places in New York, and going out
with every eligible man on the East
Coast. Maybe Hollywood's men are
put out because of her neglect of the
film city, but Hollywood women are
praying every night that she stays right
where she is
safe 3,000 miles away!

-a

your hair problem! Dirt. ¡pose dandruff, soap
film float away

... and there is all your hair's natural,

shining softness! When it looks and feels like that,
your hair is so quick and easy to fix that it's fun

...

and your hair's more fun to show off too!

Admiracion Shampoo, at home or at your hairdresser's

... red carton for the no- lather type,
green carton for the foamy type.
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Are you in the know?

What's best for keeping metal earrings bright?

Which port of a suit must fit perfectly?

Colorless noil polish
Ammonio and woter
Elbow greose

They'll be all a- glitter indefinitely -if you
treat those metal earbobs to a thin coating
of colorless nail polish. It's tops as a safeguard against tarnish. And at Kotex time,
remember that now there's a new safeguard
for your personal daintiness.
Yes! Now a deodorant is locked inside each Kotex napkin. The deodorant
can't shake out, because it is processed
right into each pad -not merely dusted on!
A new Kotex "extra" at no extra cost!

If

your friend doesn't introduce

A king -size teen looks smoothest

if she's-

The collor

Wedded to flot heeled shoes

The waistline

A

The shoulders

Posture- perfecr

drape shape demands 20.20 tailoring.
Each answer is correct, for your suit should
be trim -shouldered
the collar nestling
close to your neck. And the waistline should
jibe with your own (not hit you above the
belt). Wrong lines ruin your rating. Especially those "certain" lines that may bulge
through when you choose the wrong napkin. So choose Kotex for unlike thick,
stubby pads Kotex has patented, flat tapered
ends that don't cause revealing lines.
A

...

-

frilly dilly

Are you a glamazon? Be proud of it! "Flats"
are fine, but higher heels are flatterers.
Shun fussy, frilly clothes. Above all, never
be a stoop droop
you'll look smoothest
if you're posture - perfect. Poise comes too
when you rout the panicky little cares of
problem days-with Kotex. That special
safety center gives you extra protection
because it keeps moisture from the sides
of Kotex. You can feel both regal and
reassured, day in -day out.

...

you-

Should you just stond there
Wolk slowly on
Feel offended

When pal Julie stops to talk with friends
of hers in a public place introductions
aren't necessary. It's awkward merely to
stand by. Walk slowly on. Knowing what
to do can be such a comfort! So too, at
"those" times, knowing your napkins can
bring real comfort -the unfailing kind you
get from Kotex. Far different from pads
that just "feel" soft at first touch, the softness of Kotex stays faithfully yours. Without bunching, without roping. Yes, Kotex
is made to stay soft while wearing!

-

Now

More women choose KOTEX* than all

A DEODORANT
"

in every

"

Kotex napkin
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other sanitary napkins puf together
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The web they had spun together, frail and lovely as moonlight, yet
to Linna strong as steel-was Lance's heart no longer caught in it?

NOW, I can remember only happiness and unhappiness, only joy and sorrow. I can remember happiness so heady, so sharp -sweet

that it seemed to set me above all the rest of the
world, unhappiness so bitter that it was like chains
on my dragging feet. I can remember knowing
that I was storing up memories more precious than
any treasure, memories to warm me, to keep my
love a living thing, and I can remember crying
out in the long darkness of too many nights, what

A

shall I do with my memories? Where shall I hide
them, where bury them., so that I shall not die of
the pain of remembering?
Those are the heights and the depths, the blacks
and the whites of feeling. Of the in- between greys
of emotion I have no memory. For me, in my
love for Lance, there was no in- between.
The happiness came first -in meeting Lance, in
knowing him, in being a part of his life and his
love, so that we were two halves of a whole, and

PROBLEM FROM JOHN J. ANTHONY'S GOOD WILL HOUR

The story Before ¡Ve Part was inspired by a problem originally heard on the Good Will Hour, conducted by John J. Anthony

the next town to ours. Lance drove, and I rode beside him with
my head pillowed lightly on his shoulder. We were quietly,
calmly happy, in that wonderful, secure knowledge that lovers
have that if all infinity stretched ahead and were ours, we would
always feel like this, always be close, like this.
We were glad that none of our friends had chosen this night
to dine at the Inn, too. We had dinner, and danced a little between
courses, and danced again, after dessert was cleared away, and
kept up beautifully our pretense that this was only one of many
more such evenings -tomorrow, and the next day, and next week
-together. We talked of little things-would a dining room with
yellow walls and grey woodwork be better than a dining room
with rose walls and white woodwork? Wasn't linoleum, after all,
the best possible thing for a nursery floor? Did I think that
Mary Phillips was falling in love with Johnnie Parker? When
I went to buy a spring coat, wouldn't grey be more practical than
black, because then I could wear it over my brown suit, too?
Would we make the little white house too quaint and story bookish if we planted hollyhocks all around it? We filled the
moments with words so
that there would be no
silences . .
"Let's dance again," Lance
said at last, and stood up,
holding out his arms to me.
I slipped into them, and felt
once more, as I always
did, that wonderful, peaceful sense of belonging. We
moved out onto the floor,
slipping easily among the
other couples.
Lance often sang the
words of the song to which
we were dancing, softly, in
my ear. When other men
I'd known, before Lance,
had done that, I'd hated it,
and wished they'd be still
and concentrate on their
dancing. But with Lance it
(Continued on page 92)
.

The first time I met Lance ..
not separate people any
more. Even when Lance
went overseas I wasn't unhappy. I was sure, as I had

never been so sure of anything in the world before,
that Lance-my love, my
very life -would come safely home to me, that the end
of the war would mark the
true beginning of life for
us, when we could be married, and raise those children we had already named,
and live forever together in
the little white house on the
hill .. and be happier than
any two people ever were.
Meanwhile, while he was
fighting and we were sepaThe time the boat drifted off ...
rated, I had my memories
of the past, my dreams of
the future, to keep me going
cheerfully through the long
days of waiting. And -almost-through the longer nights.
We were happy, even, the night before Lance went away, our
last time together. Because that night, for us, was not the end
of anything, it was only the beginning of a waiting period that
had to be. And we were sure enough of our love so that we
couldn't let a hint of sadness mar it. Each of us wanted to take
away, he in his heart, I in mine, a happy, loving, wonderful picture
of the other, to stay us through the months or the years before
we would see each other again.
Lance and I went dancing the night he went away. He'd come
home for a ten -day furlough before going overseas, and we had
spent those days just as if there were no war, and no parting. It
was better that way, we told ourselves. We'd go on as if all the
tomorrows belonged to us, and there would be no end of them.
That way, we could spend our little time together in happiness,
and have even more happiness to remember.
And so we went dancing, that last night. Dad gave us the
keys to the car, and his precious stock of gasoline, and we set
out for The Rainbow, a lovely little inn by the river in Hillside,
.
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Never before a kiss like

this...

h..

Sometimes at night, when I
lay in bed, I would feel a great
loneliness creeping over me, and
then I would remember....

right in -Mr. Davis's expecting
you." From my reception desk
I indicated the office of KLMO's
Program Director and the fussy little
man minced his way in. I couldn't help
smiling, thinking how Valerie would
mimic him tonight at home. She was
apt to be unkind about her boss'
visitors, but she was always funny.
Our wheezy, ancient self- service elevator bumped to a noisy stop opposite
my desk. Busy morning, I thought,
looking out of the corner of my eye as
the door slid open.
The young man who had shoved open
the elevator stood for a moment, not
looking at me, his hand still on the
heavy scrolled iron door. Then he did
the strangest thing! Half- smiling, his
hand moved to stroke the face of the
door, almost as if it were the face of
an old, dear friend. I sat up, sharply.
How could a stranger
I thought I
was the only one who felt that way
about our elevator, as though it were
indeed an old companion, dependable
in its groaning and stumbling as it
went its weary ups and downs talking
to itself and to me
can't- make -it,
I'm- too- tired.
The stranger turned to my desk. I
felt my face grow red. He was young,
but he had a look of sureness that just
didn't jibe with my silly fancies of a
second ago.
"Hello -is Mr. Davis busy ?"
"Yes, he is. Do you have an appoint-

G

O

-?

-I-

ment ?" primly. My cheeks were still
warm. I knew he had seen my blush.
"I was supposed to see Ben at eleven."
So he knew Mr. Davis well enough to
call him by his first name!
"Oh-there you're a little early. He
has someone with him now. Won't you
wait
motioning to the hard, narrow
bench against the wall.
"On that! Have a heart!" shoving
his hat onto the back of his head and
leaning comfortably over the rail by
my desk. "I just got out of the Army
I'm not used to such luxurious comfort." He looked around him happily.
"Nothing is changed. It's just the same.
I was afraid that by the time I got back
here KLMO would have a fancy decor
and overstuffed chairs and overstuffed
lounges and
here he looked at me,
his eyes dancing -"an overstuffed
blonde at the desk."
There was impudence in the way he
took in my red hair and slim figure,
but his smile was disarming and I
smiled right back. I couldn't help it..
"Were you here before? I'm sorry I
don't recognize you, but I'm new. I've
only been here six months."
He nodded. "My name is
the
oddest expression came over his face.
He seemed to be struggling with some
inner torment; his eyes were swimming; his forehead was purple -"my
he began again, "my name
name
KACHOO!" It was a terrific sneeze!
One hand held his handkerchief, the

-"

-

-"

-"

-"

-

other waved in my direction, imploringly.

I grabbed for the aspirin on my desk.
He waved it aside, pointing at the
switchboard. KACHOO!
Frantic now, I filled a paper cup with
water and handed it to him. He took
it, but it was evidently not what he
wanted. His hand shook, spilling the
water, as he tried to make me understand. I shared his agony; I wanted so
badly to help him; somehow I had for-.
gotten he was a stranger. Again he
pointed, sneezing -and this time I got
it. I snatched the bowl of roses from

my desk and ran with them into the
announcers' room.
When I got back he was wiping his
eyes. He took a long drink of water
and then threw the crumpled cup expertly into the wastebasket.
"Thanks!" he breáthed in relief.
"Rose fever -hay fever
drives me
crazy! It washed me out of the Army,
although I managed to hide it for
nearly ten months. But all that hay
in Normandy finally got me
couldn't
see a thing!"
Somehow our little comic struggle
together had broken down the usual
formality between us, created a bond
between us. I felt a warm glow of
liking for him. More than mere liking
wanted, almost irresistibly, to push
back the brown hair that curled,
damply, on his forehead. I wanted to
touch his firm, square chin; to smooth

-it
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Loyalty, to a girl like Judy, is more than just a

word.

It is a binding together of people

who trust each other.

But love, too, is a bond, the

deepest, the most compelling bond of all
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his rumpled collar. Thank goodness,
the switchboard came alive with lights
and I was busy for a minute plugging
in calls!
But when I turned my head again I
found his eyes on me, intent and
searching. My own were caught in his,
and for a long moment we stayed like
that. A moment snatched out of time.
A moment that stripped us, suddenly,
arrestingly, of our surface selves and
we looked deeply, our hearts speaking
to each other through our eyes: Who
are you? What do you mean to me?
Why did you come here?
"Thank you, miss. Mr. Davis said to

tell you he was free now." The little
man's fussy voice broke the spell. He
clicked open the gate and the young
man caught its backward swing and
strode through.
"Don't announce me. I want to give
him that much of a surprise, though he
knows I'm coming." Then he paused.
"But, anyway, the name is Bill Scott.
And I'll be seeing more of you."
I stared after him, my heart plunging
painfully, coldly, sickeningly, in my
body. Bill Scott! The Bill Scott! The
legendary figure, the boy wonder who
had taken on the job of program director here four years ago when KLMO

was nearly bankrupt and had built up
the station until now we were a small,
but respected and sturdy, member of
the radrb family. In a farming community such as ours, KLMO and Bill
Scott shared equal honors in the hearts
of our audience.
But there was something more.
Something that made the memory of
my recent emotions seem treacherous

and shameful.
Bill Scott was the man who had so
cruelly, callously jilted Valerie. Jilted
her the night before he had left for the
Army. Left her to face the whispers
and the gossip and the tears she had

"My name ..." he began, and then
an odd change came over his face.
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water, as he tried to make me under.
stand. I shared his agony; I wanted so
badly to help him; somehow I had for.
gotten he was a stranger. Again he
pointed, sneezing -and this time I got
it. I snatched the bowl of roses from
my desk and ran with them into the
announcers' room.
When I got back he was wiping Ms
eyes. He took a long drink of water
and then threw the crumpled cup expertly into the wastebasket.
"Thanks!" he bredthed in rebel.
drives me
"Rose fever -hay fever
crazy! It washed me out of the Army,
although I managed to hide it for
nearly ten months. But all that hay
in Normandy finally got me-I couldn't

-it

see

a

Thank goodness,
his rumpled collar.
the switchboard came alive with lights
and I was busy for a minute plugging
calls!
But when I turned my head again I
found his eyes on me, intent and
searching. My own were caught in his,
and for a long moment we stayed like
that. A moment snatched out of time.
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still shed on my shoulder when I had
come to be her roommate three months
later. I had hated him for what he
had done to her. And now there was
a terrible confusion in me because of
the things I had seen in his face -and
the things I had learned of him from
Valerie.
I was still staring after him when he
reached Mr. Davis' room at the opposite
end of the corridor. I saw him reach
-but the door opened before his hand
touched it.
That was how I happened to witness
the meeting of Bill and Valerie.

THERE were others in the hall and

they, too, were held motionless. We
could hear her startled, involuntary
gasp; we could see her face whiten; her
instant recoil; her hands shaking on the
door jamb. But his face remained perfectly unruffled. There was not the
slightest remorse or tremor in his cool,
"Hello, Val."
-It was over in a second. He strode
past her into the office and she walked,
trembling visibly, to my desk.
"Get hold of yourself, Valerie," I
whispered fiercely. "Don't let him see
you care." She stared at me for a moment as if she didn't know who I was,
but my words must have had some
effect because the color came slowly
back into her cheeks.
"I'll be in Studio A if anyone wants
me," she managed to say.
Anger poured over me like an icy
flood, wiping out the sympathy I had
felt for Bill Scott, the delight I had experienced in his humorous charm.
There were people, I knew, who practiced charm as they would a profession,
and evidently he was one of these.
Otherwise he could not have been so
untouched at poor Valerie's heartbreaking distress. What a ghastly thing
-to confront her like that without any
warning! He must have known she still
worked for Mr. Davis, just as she had
worked for him, Bill Scott, before he
left for the Army. It was inhuman
that utter indifference of his.
Twelve o'clock. Janie came to relieve me at the desk and I walked to
the elevator, angrily punching the bell
to bring it to the top. Protesting and
complaining, it ground its way to a
stop. But before I could pull open the
heavy door a hand reached across me
to give it a shove. I looked up. It
was Bill Scott.
Without thinking, I automatically
stepped inside and he followed me. The
door slid shut; slowly we began to descend. The elevator was empty except
for the two of us. And in its narrow
four walls we were shut into an inescapable intimacy that set my heart to
beating in a suffocating panic. I could
feel his nearness. Once he even put
out his arm to brace my shoulders as
the elevator bounced.
"You feel it, too, don't you ?" His
voice was low and softer than I had
heard it before. "This little cage has
a personality all its own, like a
wizened, bent, but tough, old man who
just won't quit. His rheumatism bothers him and his bones ache but he likes
being around people- certain people-

-

22

so he stays on the job."

So vivid was
his fancy that, unwillingly, I could see
the picture he created -and it amazed
me that anyone else could feel the way
I did. "I saw it in your face," he went
on, "when I walked into the reception
room. I knew you understood why I
had to say `hello' to the Old Man."
Against my will, dissòlving my anger,
I felt this subtle sympathy between us.
I had the feeling he didn't talk like thàt
to many people.
"Mr. Scott
I began, with all the
firmness I could muster, "I think you
should know that Valerie Cody is my
best friend. In fact, she's my roommate."
"Oh." Regret and grim soberness
changed his voice. "I see. So we can't
be friends. I thought that temper and
loyalty would go with that red hair of
yours. But sometimes it's a good idea
to take your loyalties out and dust

-"

them off and examine them-all right!"
-he said, hastily, as I flung my head
back for- a furious retort-"don't
bother -don't say it. At least we'll
have one mutual friend, our Elevator
Man. It will be a secret between us."
For a moment I thought he was laughing at me, but his face remained sober.
And again I felt that tug of sympathy
between us, because we had the same
kind of crazy imagination.
But the first .person I saw when I

walked out of the elevator was Valerie,
her eyes red, her chin defiant. And my
hatred and contempt for Bill came
rushing back. He and his Little Old
Man! If that were the real Bill Scott
how could he have treated Valerie so
meanly?
"How could he ?" It was_Valerie and
she was sobbing, face down, on our livingroom couch. Our untouched dinner was still on the card table. Darkness had come slowly, in our summer
of long twilights, but I had lit the Chinese pagoda- shaped lamp and I sat on
the floor under its yellow glow, trying
to quiet her trembling body.
"Judy -why do these things always
happen to me? Other girls fall in love
and get married; other people get
ahead in business -but I always lose
out! He loved me, Judy! I know he
did, even if he never said much. And
yet, today, he looked at me as if I didn't
exist -as if my feelings meant nothing
to him!" Her grief shook her body.
It came to me just then that I was
always feeling sorry for Valerie. And
that was surprising because she was
really better -looking and much smarter
than I was. But even in school, when
I had been her closest- sometimes her
only- friend, I had seen her lose out on
prizes that other girls, not half as smart,
had won. And I had often refused
dates just so that she wouldn't have to

-
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"Don't you touch that phone, Bill Scott
know what you'd tell him!" Valerie spoke in rage.

spend her Saturday nights alone. But
all that was unimportant, compared to
her tragedy in losing Bill.
She pulled herself up off the couch,
wiping her eyes in what seemed to me
a gallant gesture.
"Oh, well, I'd better get used to it.
I'll be seeing him nearly every day."
Her voice shook.
I gasped. "You don't mean he's coming back to work -to his old job!"
"No -Mr. Davis offered to step out in
grudging, "I unfavor of him. But
derstand he refused. Said he'd like to
start in on the announcing end. So he'll

-"
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junior-announcer for a
while."
While I was still thinking about that,
trying to control the senseless leap my
heart gave, Valerie spoke again.
"I think I could forgive him if he'd
just fallen out of love with me and told
me so, decently. But he's gone out of
his way to hurt me. I'd been learning
the business, you know, and it was understood between us that I'd get his job
when he left. But the same day he told
me, so brutally, that our marriage was
off, he brought Mr. Davis in and introduced him as my new boss." Anger and
be a staff

frustration almost wiped out the grief
in her voice.
Poor Valerie! I knew how desperately hard she worked for everything
in her life. Sometimes I felt a little
humble before her 'consuming ambition, before her desire to be somebody.
I shared her ordeal in the next few
weeks. I knew what it cost her to hold
her head high in the office-because I
saw the price she paid for it in tears at
night. In spite of everything she said
I knew she still cared for Bill, and
sometimes I wondered how she could
have so little pride.
His attitude toward me made me
furious. I could insult him and snub
him or even refuse to speak at all-it
made no difference.

His smile was

just as friendly, his manner as imperturbably affable as if we two had estab-

lished a comradeship between us. He
would save little funny stories to tell
me, or some incident that he knew
would amuse me-and no one else. I
could almost believe that he was as
calculating as Valerie said he was. Certainly he knew my weak spot; knew
that there was a reckless spring of
laughter in me that bubbled out at his
kind of gentle, ridiculous humor.
"You know, Judy
he would say,
lounging over the rail at my desk
"you know that old- fashioned gooseneck microphone we have in Studio
B? Well, I suppose I shouldn't have
been so impolite but I called it the Old
Gander the other day and -you know
the darn thing hissed back at me! And
right in the middle of the soup commercial, too!" He looked so righteously
was all I could do to keep
indignant
my face coldly averted.

-"

-

-

-it

BILL, went right on talking. "I like

this announcing, Judy. Gives me a
new slant on programs. I've been

thinking lately that the farmers around
here might like a program, a dramatization of war stories that have to do
with food and supplies, things that
would particularly interest farmers. If
I can get the War Department inter-

ested-"

"Don't you think that's Mr. Davis'
job-not yours ?"
"Right you are." He would smile.
not at all bothered by my rudeness.
And, tossing his cigarette away, he
would give me a friendly salute and
saunter away. Sometimes I would feel
a little contrite. It wasn't like me to
be rude. But then I would remember
that underneath that pleasant, handsome exterior Bill Scott was utterly
ruthless, coldly self -centered, a man
who worked at his charm for what it
might bring him.
It was the next day, I think, that
little Velma from the Music Department rushed up to my desk panting and
waving a slip of paper.
"Judy rush these changes into
Studio B, quick! I have a long -distance
call -I'll watch your switchboard. But
I made a mistake and gave the announcer next week's program instead
of this week's -but he still has this
week's records! He goes on in ten
seconds!"
I snatched (Continued on page 66)
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Otherwise he could not have been so
untouehcd at poor Valerie's heartbreaking distress. What a ghastly thing
-to confront her like that without any
warning! He must have known she still
worked for Mr. Davis, just as she had
worked for him, Bill Scott, before he
left for the Army. It was inhuman

-

that utter indifference of his.
Twelve o'clock. Janic came to relieve me at the desk and I walked to
the elevator, angrily punching the bell
to bring it to the top. Protesting and
complaining, it ground its way to a
stop. But before I could pull open the
heavy door a hand reached across me
to give it a shove. I looked up. It
was Bill Scott.

Without

thinking,

I

automatically

stepped inside and he followed me. The
door slid shut; slowly we began to descend. The elevator was empty except
for the two of us. And in its narrow
four walls we were shut into an inescapable intimacy that set my heart to
beating in a suffocating panic. I could
feel his nearness. Once he even put
out his arm to brace my shoulders as
the elevator bounced.
"You feel it, too, don't you?" His
voice was low and softer than I had
This little cage has
heard it before.
a

personality

all

its own,

like

a

wizened, bent, but tough, old man who
just won't quit. His rheumatism bothers him and his bones ache but he likes
being around people-certain people22
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"Don't you touch that phone. Bill Scott
know what you'd tell him!" Valerie spoke in rage.

spend her Saturday nights alone. But
all that was unimportant, compared to
her tragedy in losing Bill.
She pulled herself up off the couch,
wiping her eyes in what seemed to me

gallant gesture.
"Oh, well, I'd better get used to it.
I'll be seeing him nearly every day."
Her voice shook.
I gasped. "You don't mean he's comhis old job!"
ing back to work
"No-Mr. Davis offered to step out in
grudging, "I unfavor of him. But
derstand he refused. Said he'd like to
start in on the announcing end. So he'll
a

-to

-"

-a junior -announcer for a
While I was still thinking
about that.
trying to control
be a staff

while."

the senseless leap my

heart gave, Valerie spoke
again.

"I think I could forgive him if he'd
just
out
love with
me so, decently. But he's mc
gone outof
his way to hurt me. I'd
been learning
the business, you know, and
it was understood between us that I'd
get his job
when he left. But the same
day he told
me, so brutally, that our
marriage was
off, he brought Mr. Davis
in and introduced
him

as

my new bass." Anger and

frustration almost wiped out the grief
in her voice.
Poor Valerie! I knew how desperately hard she worked for everything
in her life. Sometimes I felt a little
humble before her 'consuming ambition, before her desire to be somebody.
I shared her ordeal in
the next few
weeks. I knew what it cost her to hold
her head high in the office-because
I
saw the price she paid for it in tears
at
night. In spite of everything she said
I knew she still cared
for Hill, and
sometimes I wondered how she could
have so little pride.
His attitude toward Inc mule me
furious. I could insult hint and snub
him or even refuse to speak at all
'nade no difference. His smile was
just as friendly, his manner as imperturbably affable as if we two had established a comradeship between us. Ile
would save little funny stories to tell
nie, or some incident that he knew
would amuse me-and no one else. I
could almost believe that he was as
calculating as Valerie said he was. Certainly he knew my weak spot; knew
that there was a reckless spring of
laughter in me that bubbled out at his
kind of gentle. ridiculous humor.
"You know, Judy
he would say,
lounging over the rail nt my desk
"you know that old -fashioned gooseneck microphone we have in Studio
B?
Well, I suppose I shouldn't have
been so impolite but I called it the Old
Gander the other day and-yon know
the darn thing hissed back at met And
right in the middle of the soup commercial, tool" Ile looked so righteously
indignant
was all I could do to keep
my face coldly averted.

-it

-"

-

-it

BILL. went right

on talking.

"I like

this announcing, Judy. Gives me ti
new slant on programs. I've been
thinking lately that the farmers around
here might like a program, u dramatization of war stories that have to do
with food and supplies, things that
would particularly interest farmers. If
I can get the War Department Inter-

ested-"'

"Don't you think that's Mr. Davis'
job-not yours ?"
"Bight you are." Ile would smile,
not at all bothered by my rudeness.

And, tossing his cigarette away, he
would give me a friendly salute and
saunter away. Sometimes I would feel
a little contrite.
It wasn't like me to
be rude. But then I would remember
that underneath that pleasant, handsome exterior Bill Scott was utterly
ruthless, coldly self-centered, n man
who worked at his charm for what It
might bring him.
It was the next day, 1 think, that
little Velma from the Music Department rushed up to my desk panting and
waving a slip of paper.
"Judy- rush these changes into
Studio B, quick! I have a long-distance
watch your switchboard. But
call
I made a mistake and gave the announcer next week's program Instead
of this week's -but he still has this
week's records! He goes on in ten
seconds!"
I snatched (Continued on page ß8)
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Pat carried a love song in h

6
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but, although the melody rose strong and clear, she wasn't sure of the words

!heart

HAVE you ever had the feeling of
being able to tell, without appar-

ent reason, when things are going
to go wrong? You suddenly find your
throat dry and your heart thumping

i

y

convulsively, and you catch your
breath at every sound. Your very
spirit seems to cringe before the unseen, unknown blow about to fall.
I felt that way one morning, several
months ago, as I faced my husband
across the breakfast table. For a long
time-almost from the very day of our
marriage-things had not gone too well
between Tom and me. But those small
disturbances, the strange little wall between us-built of nothing, but which
neither of us could seem to break
through or surmount -had become so
much a part of our life together that I
was no longer consciously aware of it.
This was different.
Ever since we'd come downstairs, I'd
IIbeen conscious of some vague inner
disturbance which I had impatiently
labeled "nerves," and tried to brush
aside. But little shivers of apprehension continued to run warning signals
along my nerves. Even the sunny
breakfast nook, with its crisp organdy
curtains and gay, rose -trellised win dows, seemed somehow ominous.
I tried to reason it away. Tom had a
hangover, I told myself, and that was
what was wrong. But there was nothing ' unusual in that. Not unusual
enough to be called a reason for my
being upset. But I was.
Tom sat with averted face, screened
by the morning paper. Silently I refilled his coffee cup. I gulped down
my own coffee, and found that my hand
shook, so that I spilled some of it on
the bright yellow of the tablecloth.
Lack of sleep, I told myself grimly.
Lack of sleep, and worry about Tom.
Tom . I wished suddenly that I
could see through the paper, and find
that his face had changed. Find that
all the worry-lines had smoothed out,
that the puffy, unhealthy -looking dark
circles beneath his eyes had flattened
away, that the skin of his cheeks had
become firm over the bones again, that
the mouth had lost its slackness. Sud.

denly, I was afraid for him. Before, I
had been only annoyed, or angry, or
even fastidiously revolted. Before, I
had only cringed from the thought that
people, when I passed them on the
street, would whisper to each other,
"Poor Mrs. Farnum-her husband
drinks, you know!"
Now I was sorry for him, sorry and
frightened. I wished that I could pull
down.that wall between us, as easily as
I might reach across the table and pull
down the paper that hid his face. But
he was as far away as if he were on
another planet, and there was no way
of reaching him. No way of making
him care-care that he was on his way
to losing his job, his reputation. Care
that Dr. Graves had warned him repeatedly that his heart wouldn't stand
the strain of his drinking much longer.
That was the trouble-the whole
trouble -with Tom. He didn't care;
anymore, I told myself.
I looked at my wrist watch impatiently, putting a definite period to my
thoughts. This was an old problem. I
had worried at it so many times before, and just as fruitlessly. There was
no use in starting an argument now.
There had been too many of those, all
alike, all ending in bitterness, never
reaching any conclusion or solution.
No, better to say nothing, and get off to
work. I'd be late if I waited any longer.
I swallowed the last of my coffee.
"Feel better ?" I asked casually, knowing from long experience that it was
better to sound as if I didn't really care.
Tom nodded without lowering his
paper.
But this morning I couldn't let it go
at that. "Anything special the matter?"' I prodded. "You aren't sick, are
you ?" This time I couldn't keep the
concern out of my voice, though I knew
it irritated him. Dr. Graves had frightened me, even if he hadn't managed to
frighten Tom.

Adapted from "Thought" by Ralph Rose,
heard on CBS' Stars Over Hollywood.

Tom put his paper down at last, and
looked at me. The fear of a few moments before, the premonition of
trouble, came flooding back to me.
"See here, Pat," he said, his mouth
tensing to a straight line, "I don't like
my wife getting letters from another
man. I won't have it! Understand ?"
I stared at him in amazement.
"Tom, are you crazy ?" My voice took
on once more the sharp, rasping quality
which seemed reserved for Tom these
last few months, and even in my astonishment I tried to calm it, lower it. "I
haven't had a letter in days -not from
anyone, let alone some strange man.
What are you talking about anyway ?"
"I didn't say a strange man. I'm
talking about this. It came this morning." He hesitated a moment, a hard
light flickering in his eyes, and then he
reached into his coat pocket and pulled
out a letter; looking at it a moment
before he flipped it across the table to
me. "It's from Jeff, of course."
I could feel the blood drain from my
face as I looked at the smudged envelope. I stared at the French postmark while my throat clogged, swelling
'until I could feel the pulse in my neck.
"Aren't you going to open it ?"
I nodded. "It's -it's a shock, hearing from him after so long a time." I
felt my voice tapering to a whisper,
was afraid he
and couldn't help it. "I
was dead. I haven't heard a word from
him -not since . .
Tom's voice was unpleasant. "Go
ahead -why not say it? You haven't
heard from him since he jilted you."
His words were a flood of cold water
spilling over me, cooling me. Pride
came to my rescue, and I managed to
speak naturally again.
"Yes, that's right. I haven't heard
from him since -then, if you must be
nasty about it."
Tom laughed. "Why not? Do you
think I enjoy seeing my wife make a
fool of herself about a man who didn't
want her ?"
He might as well have risen and
struck me across the mouth. I shrank
back, and my lips were stiff and dry,
so that I had to moisten them before 1

-I
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being able to tell, without appar- had been only annoyed, or angry, or
ent reason, when things are going even fastidiously revolted. Before, I
had only cringed from the thought that
to go wrong? You suddenly find your
throat dry and your heart thumping people, when I passed them on the
convulsively, and you catch your street, would whisper to each other,
breath at every sound. Your very "Poor Mrs. Farnum -her husband
spirit seems to cringe before the undrinks, you know!"
seen, unknown blow about to fall.
Now I was sorry for him, sorry and
I felt that way one morning, several
frightened. I wished that I could pull
months ago, as I faced my husband dovin.that wall between us, as easily as
across the breakfast table. For a long I might reach across the table and pull
time-almost from the very day of our down the paper that hid his face. But
marriage-things had not gone too well he was as far away as if he were on
between Tom and me. But those small another planet, and there was no way
disturbances, the strange little wall be- of reaching him. No way of making
tween us -built of nothing, but which him care -care that he was on his way
neither of us could seem to break
to losing his job, his reputation. Care
through or surmount -had become so that Dr. Graves had warned him remuch a part of our life together that I peatedly that his heart wouldn't stand
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the strain of his drinking much longer.
This was different.
That was the trouble -the whole
Ever since we'd come downstairs, I'd trouble -with Tom. He didn't care,
been conscious of some vague inner
anymore, I told myself.
disturbance which I had impatiently
I looked at my wrist watch impalabeled "nerves," and tried to brush tiently, putting a definite period to my
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sion continued to run warning signals
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Even the sunny fore, and just as fruitlessly. There was
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no use in starting an argument now.
curtains and gay, rose -trellised win- There had been too many of those, all
dows, seemed somehow ominous.
alike, all ending in bitterness, never
I tried to reason it away. Tom had a
reaching any conclusion or solution.
hangover, I told myself, and that was No, better to say nothing, and get off to
what was wrong. But there was nothwork. I'd be late if I waited any longer.
I swallowed the last of my coffee.
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Tom put his paper down at last, and
looked at me. The fear of a few moments before, the premonition of
trouble, came flooding back to me.
"See here, Pat," he said, his mouth
tensing to a straight line, "I don't like
my wife getting letters from another
man. I won't have it! Understand?"
I stared at him in amazement.
"Tom, are you crazy ?" My voice took
on once more the sharp, rasping quality
which seemed reserved for Tom these
last few months, and even in my ustonishment I tried to calm it, lower it. "I
haven't had a letter in days -not from
anyone, let alone some strange man.
What are you talking about anyway ?"
"I didn't say a strange man. I'm
talking about this. It came this morning." He hesitated a moment, a hard
light flickering in his eyes, and then he
reached into his coat pocket and pulled
out a letter; looking at it a moment
before he flipped it across the table to
me. "It's from Jeff, of course."
I could feel the blood drain from my
face as I looked at the smudged envelope. I stared at the French postmark while my throat clogged, swelling
'until I could feel the pulse in my neck.
"Aren't you going to open it ?"
I nodded. "It's -it's a shock, hearing from him after so long a time." I
felt my voice tapering to a whisper,
was afraid he
and couldn't help it. "I
was dead. I haven't heard a word from
.
him -not since
"Go
Tom's voice was unpleasant.
ahead -why not say it? You haven't
heard from him since he jilted you."
His words were a flood of cold water
spilling over mc, cooling mc. Pride
came to my rescue, and I managed to
speak naturally again.
"Yes, that's right. I haven't heard
from him since -then, if you must be
nasty about it."
Tom laughed. "Why not? Do you
think I enjoy seeing my wife make a
fool of herself about a man who didn't
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want her ?"
He might as well have risen and
struck me across the mouth. I shrank
back, and my lips were stiff and dry,
so that I had to moisten them before I
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could speak. I felt suddenly as if everything in the world had stopped except
the beating of my heart. I half rose
from the table and then sank back
again. .It wouldn't do to carry this
letter away unopened. "I'll see what
he says," I forced myself to say quietly.
It was little enough. A friendly letter, that might have been written to
anyone. Not at all the kind of letter a
girl expects and hopes for from the
man she loved all her childhood, all
her girlhood, whom she once expected
to marry, and whose very náme, even
now, could make her heart stand still
in her throat. Strange, I thought dully,
as I handed the letter across the table
to Tom. How he must have changed
.
and he doesn't even know that I
am married.
Tom read it through swiftly, flung
it. down on the table. "Not much in it,
is there, Pat. Not much that you'd be
looking for anyway. Oh, Pat -it's perfectly obvious that the man doesn't
care a damn about you, and never did!"
When I didn't answer, he stared
sharply across at me, commanding my
eyes to his, "You still love him," Tom
accused flatly.
"Tom
"You still love him. That's why we've
made such a mess of our marriage.
You've only pretended -to yourself
and to me-that you cared about me.
Whenever I've touched you, it's been
his touch you've dreamed about. Whenever you speak my name, you're thinking his. You've never forgotten him
never for one moment forgotten him!"
"Tom, that's not true
And then
.

.

-"

-

..."

The months would be very short,
for love lay at the end of them.

my voice faded away. Or was it? Was
it true? Our marriage, our life together
-Tom's and mine -was a failure. And
yet Tom had been truly in love with
me -and still was, I knew somehow, in
spite of everything. That's one thing
every woman knows-when she is
loved. But was he right, when he said
that my love for him was only pretense? It was now-or, rather, I had
given up all pretense. But
first?
It was true that I hadn't forgotten Jeff.
Even if I had wanted to, I couldn't
have. Tom wouldn't let me-his jealousy had been a whip, lashing my
memory to sharp, reluctant life. Reluctant at first, at least-pride had
made me anxious to forget, if I could,
the boy who had gone away, who had
so easily put me out of his life.

-at

`OM's eyes, hard and unyielding, met
mine. "Well, why don't you say
something? Can't you talk ?"
I was conscious of a white -hot rage
welling up in me. And yet I wanted to
be fair. I continued to look at Tom,
trying to get a true perspective. But I
couldn't. My emotions were too mixed
up, too muddled. Finally I managed to
speak -and in my own ears I sounded
cool and impersonal, as if I were talking to a stranger.
"If I didn't answer you, it was because I didn't know what to say. I still
don't. What can I say to you. If I say
that all of these things you talk about
are figments of your own mind, you
won't believe me. And perhaps you're
right. I don't know. I don't know what's
happened to us, honestly I don't, Tom.
But I know that we can't go on like
this, forever and forever quarreling
about something, anything. There's no
dignity, no real decency in it. We've
been married five years, and you still
don't trust me. Even a letter throws
.you off balance. Look at you! Your
shirt looks as if you'd slept in it. Your
tie -even your face. Once you wouldn't
have come to the table without shaving. Now you haven't even thought of

it!"
That reached him. Blood mounted
slowly into his face, and I could see his
hands shaking against the yellow tablecloth. He felt it too, and thrust them
abruptly into the pockets of his coat
His voice, when he answered, was
surly. "You knew what you were doing when you married me. You knew
you were making a bad bargain. You
.knew you were taking second best.
What did you expect ?"
I felt the familiar desire to get away
from him, to run away and put an end
to the bickering
and put an end to
the nagging little feeling of guilt that
sometimes came to me when we fought
like this.
"I'm not quite sure what I expected,
Tom," I said, getting to my feet again.
"I think, perhaps, that I expected you
to stay as you were when I married
you, and not to change into-what you
are now. And now I am going to work
-I'm late as it is."
I marched swiftly by him, but he put
out a hand to catch mine.
"Pat-you know I love you. You
know that, don't you, Pat ?"

...

At the note of torment in his voice,
my anger left me as suddenly as it had
come. "Yes," I told him honestly, "I
know that. And stop worrying, Tom.
Stop making up things to torture yourself and me with. There's no need of it.
I'm your wife, and all that happened
before I married you was finished on
our wedding day. Believe that!"
They were brave words. But were
they true? All day as I sat in the office
my mind kept running away -back
into the past. Perhaps we could never
get away from the past, Tom and
perhaps-it would haunt us. all our lives.
I didn't want to think of Jeff. I wanted
to forget him. And Tom didn't want to
think of him, either. It was like a sore
that will not heal, with Tom. Tom,
who had loved me all my life, but who,
until Jeff went away, had always had
to be the one to step aside. It was Jeff
I'd loved then, and Tom knew it.
The three of us had grown up together. Jeff -dark, charming, appealing, in appearance more like his French
mother than his American father, who
had died when I was fourteen. Jeff was
nineteen at that time, and during the
two years that followed his father's
death he tried in vain to rouse her from
a threatened physical collapse brought
on by his father's death. The only
thing that seemed to interest her then
was her intense desire to go back to
France. Finally Jeff had agreed to take
her back. Fortunately, his father had
left them a little money, and Jeff had
been working, of course, so that money
wasn't much of a problem.
With me, it was. I had to help earn
the family living. As soon as I was out
of high school I took a business course
to prepare to take care of myself, and
to help take care of Mother.
I wasn't too much troubled when Jeff
left. After all, it wasn't to be for long,
and we were engaged. He would be
back, he said, just as soon as he had
established his mother with her relatives, and it was safe to leave her. And
for a while, after he left, I had the
sweet memory of our last time together
to cling to.
It was summer, then. Dusk was just
closing in, tinting the world with a rosy
haze left over from the setting of the
sun. The garden was scented with
breath -taking magic. And best of all,
Jeff was at my side.
We sat very still in the twilight,
looking at each other, the knowledge
of the coming separation waking us to
new, sharp awareness. Suddenly I
could feel my eyes filling with tears.
"Don't, dearest," Jeff begged. "Don't
cry. There's no reason. I hate to leave
you, but it won't be for long. I'll be
back -and you'll be waiting. You will
wait, won't you, Pat -wait for me ?"
I nodded, my throat too full of the
sweet ache of love, the sad ache of
parting, to speak.
His eyes were serious, his face suddenly mature. "You won't be sorry,
dearest." Then, with wonder, "You're
so beautiful, Pat. Your eyes are a pool
of stars. I'm lost in them, and I'm afraid
I'll never find myself again."
That was late in 1937. The next two
years brought (Continued on page 75)
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PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS

a
-two Spencers who add

up to one Master Mind

LET us imagine that you are starting off for a quiet
evening with some old friends. All the dinner
dishes are done, and off you go to have a lovely
time over the bridge table. Seems simple, doesn't
it? But it isn't! Not if you happen to be Jeff and
Debby Spencer. Time after time, the Spencers will
start out for such a,pleasant, harmless evening
and time after time, all they get is trouble. They
just can't go round the corner without bumping
into murder; and no sooner have they solved
one than they find another on their hands.

-

Two on a Clue heard daily, 2:00 P.M. EMT, over CBS

JEFF SPENCER doesn't want to be a detective. He's a good lawyer, a good father, a good citizen,
and he feels that these three jobs are enough for any one man. But somehow, each crime he comes
across is like a personal challenge; he can't rest until he has painstakingly, relentlessly run the
criminal into the ground. Fortunately for his happy home life, his wife Debby is every bit as fascinated as he is by the complicated workings of the criminal mind, and every bit as talented at
unraveling a mystery. So wherever Jeff goes, Debby comes along to help him into and out of trouble.
(Jeff Spencer is played by Ned Weyer)

DEBBY SPENCER sometimes seems as giddy as the little hats she perches on her bright red hair
isn't. The mind underneath those hats functions as sharply and as swiftly as her lawyer
husband's; very often it is Debby who sees the answer to a problem long before Jeff has seen the
problem. Debby is misleading because she approaches everything -dish- washing, mystery, or the
disciplining of her young son Mickey
the same gay, lively spirit. Sometimes Jeff thinks she
is being altogether too lively and too audacious, but there isn't anything Debby is afraid of.
(Debby Spencer is played by Louise Fitch)

-but she

-in
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IT'S beginning to look as though
any member of the Spencer family an make SERGEANT CORNELIUS TRUMBULL look foolish.
Not only do Jeff and Debby have
to show the honest Sergeant how
the mystery comes out, but it takes
their nine -year -old son MICKEY
to explain to him which end of
the model airplane is up. Nevertheless, the Sergeant keeps
hoping that some day, somehow,
he'll get to the answer first.
(Sgt. Trumbull played by John
Gibson; Mickey by Ronny Liss)

30

MICKEY is often left with kindly
MRS. GROVER, the Spencers'
nextdoor neighbor, on nights when
his active young parents are off on
the trail of some public enemy.
Mickey doesn't mind Mrs. Grover's
overseeing while he slaves over his
homework, but he feels that she
doesn't quite understand how
much nourishment a man needs in
order to keep going-particularly
the chocolate-covered variety. So,
when he can't get what he wants
by asking, he often resorts to guile.
(Mrs. Grover played by
Kate McComb)

one knew -not

Who was Cappy Scanlon? No
even Joanne, who gave him her heart

EVERYONE knew me in Ellenville.
The town had been named for my
great -grandfather, and I was the
daughter of John Ellen, the founder
of Ellen House. I was a person in my
own right, too-I'd been running Ellen
House, the mainstay of the town's resort
business, ever since my father had died.

Nobody knew Cappy Scanlon at all.
He carne to Ellen House in May. the
month out of all the year that I loved
best. I was rested then, after the winter
months in which the house was closed
to trade, and I loved the bustle of cleaning, ordering new equipment and refurnishing old, getting everything ready

From Stars Over Hollywood's "The Dear Children," by Alton, Caldwell and Helen Kerr.

for Memorial Day, when the first guests
would arrive to open the season. I .was
washing the windows at the front entrance, and I was busy with my own
job, and with keeping an eye on the
girls who were cleaning the front hall
and on Ed Jenson, the handy -manporter- gardener, who was turning the
hose on the wicker porch furniture.
I didn't hear the footsteps on the gravel
drive, didn't know that I had a visitor
until a voice spoke at my elbow.
YOUR PARDON," said the
"I BEG
voice, "but can you tell me where
I'll find the proprietor ?"
I turned. He was a tall, thin young
man, who moved rather carefully, as if
he did not quite trust his muscles. He
carried a crumpled gray hat in one
hand, and in the other a small traveling
bag. His dark red hair,, I noticed, was
almost exactly the same shade as mine.
"I'm the proprietor," I said with as
much dignity as I could summon, with
my head bound in a towel and my arms
running soapy water to the elbows.
His gray eyes twinkled a little, but
he spoke gravely. "Then you're Miss
Joanne Ellen," he said. "I'm Cappy
Scanlon. They told me in the village
that you might have a job for me."
"What sort of job do you want ?"
"Well..." his eyes roved over the
stately red brick front of the building,

rested briefly on Ed and the wicker
furniture, "I could paint this entrance
for you, to begin with."
I stiffened. The entrance did need
painting, and I'd been wondering how
Ed would find time to do it. But to
have a stranger tell me about it was
like-well, it was like his making a
decision for me.
He went on, "And I could spray those
wicker chairs, if you've a little green
paint around. They'll dry light after
this washing, you know, and they'll look
kind of faded. And -oh, I'd find things
to do. You see, I-I'd like to work here."
He looked out across the trim green
lawns and the big old trees, at Fairly's
Field, which bordered our land, at the
blue waters of the Curling River below
us. "It's the most beautiful spot I've
ever seen."
My brief resentment vanished. "My
great -grandfather built it," I said
proudly. "It was his home. He had a
flour mill back in the steamboat days,
but the mill vanished with the steamboats. Grandfather kept the house up
as best he could, and my father turned
it into a hotel. Most of our trade comes
from Paignton, Paignton was the city
about thirty miles up- river-"but we
get people from all over the state.
Some of the younger ones are grandchildren of our first guests."
Cappy nodded. "It's a tradition, "' he

There was Cappy, very spruce in a
dark suit, taking registrations.
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said. "Are you running the place all
by yourself ?"
"Ever since Dad died, three years
ago. Of course, I helped him a lot before that. Mother died when I was
little, and I grew up following him
around
Then I checked myself. What
in the world was I thinking of, talking
this way to a stranger, and idling away
a morning when there was work to be
done? "What experience have you had ?"
I asked abruptly.
He smiled, and it was a smile that
made you forget the thinness of his.
face. "A little of everything. Odd jobs,
mostly, but I had a good business just
before the war. I was in partnership
with a fellow who had a filling station.
In the Navy I was a gunner's mate.
I was wounded and given my discharge
papers, but I'm perfectly able to work
now."
He spoke matter -of- factly, not trying,
to trade upon sympathy, but I was

-"

instantly ashamed of having hesitated.
to hire him. And we needed help badly.
With so many young people gone from
the village, and because we couldn't

afford to pay high wages for imported,
help, we had been seriously shorthanded since the war began.
"I'm sure we can use you," I said.
"Can you -will you stay until the sea -'
son's over ?"
"Will I stay ?" he repeated. He looked
around him again, and then at me, and,
there was a kind of peace in his eyes.
"Yes, I think I can promise to stay as
long as you have use for me."
I don't know now how we would
have opened on Memorial Day without
him. From the first morning, when he
painted the entrance, he was every-i
it seemed-connecting the big
range and repairing the deep fryer in
the kitchen, laying the heavy carpets in
the lounge, stacking furniture so that
the girls could clean the upstairs-rooms,
getting little odd jobs done almost before I knew they needed doing. On
opening day the woman I'd engaged to
do the baking sent a telegram saying
that she would be delayed, and at noon,
when I should have been dressed and
out at the front desk welcoming guests,
I was back in the bakery, frantically
turning out the fruit rolls and the
popovers that were a part of our reputation. With some misgivings, I told
Alma, the headwaitress, to take off her
apron arid go out to the desk. Alma was
invaluable in the diningroom, but as1
a hostess she was abrupt and easily
flustered. At two -thirty, when most of
the luncheon guests had been served,
I escaped from the bakery. The sight of
Alma in the diningroom, busily serving
dessert, sent me scurrying in a panic
to the front desk, expecting to find it
unattended. But there was Cappy, who
had been left to help Ed park cars and
carry luggage. Very spruce and neat in
a dark suit, he was taking registrations,
answering calls at the switchboard,
bowing out the guests who had come
only for luncheon with an air and a
courtesy my father would have admired.
He grinned a little self - consciously
when he saw me. "We were busy," he
said. "Alma was needed in the dining
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room, and she asked me to take over.
I hope you don't mind."
I couldn't have said whether I minded
or not. I was too surprised-both at
the smoothness of the job he was doing,
and at the change the dark suit and the
starched white collar made in his appearance. The next instant surprise was
swallowed up in relief over having a
problem solved. Cappy could stay at the
desk from now on, I thought. It was too
much for me in the busy hours when
I had to oversee the rest of the place
and a half -dozen emergencies often
arose at once. "Of course not," I said.
And then I was
"I'd like you to stay
interrupted by the buzzing switchboard.
Cappy took the call, promised a
sandwich to Room Twelve in ten minutes, and sent the order to the kitchen.
He turned to me eagerly. "I've been
thinking," he said, "that those room
service calls are a nuisance. They take
time, and they jam the switchboard,
and it's almost impossible to get the
orders out when you're busy
"I know," I said. "We used to have a
boy who did nothing but answer them.
But that was before the war. I don't
know what can be done
"There's a system of bells, isn't there,
to summon servants? If we could use
that, each summons would go directly
to the pantry."
I saw what he meant, but I frowned
doubtfully. "It hasn't been connected in
years, and I'm afraid rewiring would
be expensive. And besides, not all of
the calls are for food."
"Most of them are, and we could post
a notice in the rooms saying that the
bells are for food and bar service only.
And if you'll let me try, I think I could
do the wiring."

-"

-"

-"

Lydia had a talent for finding
the weak spot in another person

first of

was the
the changes
THAT
that Cappy made at Ellen House, and

it was successful beyond our expectations. He did all of the work himself,
and instead of attaching the batteries
to the push buttons we'd had before,
he connected them to bell pulls. The
guests loved the pulls; they gave an
illusion of luxury, and they fitted in
beautifully with the old- fashioned
charm of the house. We had to put an
extra girl on room service over weekends, but it was worth it. We had what
Cappy called a "talking point" -something our guests told their friends
about, along with the scenery and the
fresh trout dinners and the fruit rolls.
It was Cappy's idea, too, to serve both
luncheon and dinner buffet -fashion one
day a week. The buffets, which required
less serving, solved the almost impossible problem of giving the waitresses
adequate time off, and the guests liked
the idea of filling their own platesand the privilege of going back for a
second helping.
There was hardly a day in the first
few weeks that Cappy didn't come to
me with some suggestion, and most of
his ideas worked so well that I fell into
the habit of telling him to use his own
judgment. I didn't realize how much
responsibility I was giving him, how
much of my work he was doing. All I
knew was that I was mistress and
hostess again at Ellen House, instead of

a harried jack -of -all- trades. I had time
to drive out in the afternoons and shop
at the neighboring farms for their
choicest fruits and vegetables instead of
relying entirely upon the market in
the village, time to sew new drapes and
spreads for the rooms, time to chat with
the guests. I had time to spend on myself, too-on my hair and my nails and
my clothes -and that, as the days went
by, became increasingly important. Because Cappy noticed. Cappy's eyes
lighted when I came down to breakfast
bright and cheerful in a new dress;
Cappy's mouth tightened in concern
when I was tired and nervous after a
heavy day. I couldn't help knowing
that he noticed, and it gave me a queer,
unsettled feeling, a deliciously unsettled
feeling. I wasn't used to being thought
of as a person, as a woman. I was used
to being thought of as a boss, or a part
of the hotel.
I began to look forward to the hours
we were alone together -and that was
at night, when everyone else had gone
to their rooms, and the hotel was quiet
around us, and I brought the checks out
to the desk to be tabulated. Cappy
always stayed to help me, and the job
that had once taken hours was quickly
done, and there was time to sit back
and talk over the events of the day, to
laugh at the amusing things that had
happened. We were Cappy and Joanne

-

to each other then, and I could talk to
him as I hadn't talked to anyone since
my father had died. I had friends in
the village, of course, boys and girls
I'd gone to school with, but they
thought me a little odd for my absorption in Ellen House. Cappy was as
interested in it as I was, and everything, from the planting of a new
perennial in the gardens to the pleasing of a fussy guest, was important to
him. And always, more satisfying in a

way than our talk, and yet disturbing,
too, was the expression in Cappy's eyes
when he looked at me, the expression
I'd come to think of as his "noticing"
look.
One night after an especially busy
day, he reached over and took the
checks from my hands. "You're not
going to finish them tonight, Joanne.
There must be a hundred in that batch."
I ached with weariness, but I shook my
head. "I have to. They've got to be
billed in the morning."
For an answer he slid the checks into
a drawer. "I'll do them. You get some
rest."
I liked his concern -and, yes, I liked
his overruling me. Still, I protested.
"That's silly. You've work enough
I
reached for the drawer, and Cappy
caught my wrist-and then I was in his
arms, and he was kissing me, a long,
slow, unhurried kiss, deep, like the

-"
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new -found depths within me, steady as
the beat of Cappy's heart.
He raised his head, and we stood
motionless, looking at each other. Then
he said, "Jo ?" and his voice shook a
little over the single syllable. I said
"Yes, Cappy," and that's how things
were settled between us.
"Are you happy ?"

I

NODDED. I couldn't tell him how
happy I was. It was as if all of my
twenty -six years I'd been waiting for
a moment like this, not knowing I
waited for it, wanting it, not knowing
I wanted it. "Are yofz?"
His arms tightened,
"Oh, honey
and he laid his cheek quickly, tenderly against my hair. "I want to take
care of you, do things for you. That's
all -there is in life-doing things for
someone you care about. I told you how
I happened to come here, Jo, how
Mother died while I was in the Navy,
and I just didn't have anyone left. Dad
died so long ago that I don't even remember him, and she'd always taken
care of me, and I've always looked forward to the day I could pay her back.
I was just beginning to do it when the
war came along. Then when I got out
of the Navy, and she was gone-well,
I just got on a bus, thinking I'd ride
to the first pretty town I saw, and see

-"

start over again there. I
didn't expect to find-you."
I listened dreamily. Cappy'd told me
once how he happened to come to Ellen ville, but he hadn't said then Iwant to
do things for you, take care of you. The
new lines ran through my head like
a song, I, Joanne Ellen, who all my life
had been doing things for myself, taking care of myself -and taking care of
the dozen -odd people who worked for
me, too -wanted to be taken care of....
In the morning when I went downstairs Cappy was already at work. The
checks were tabulated, and he was
making out the bills. I felt almost shy at
the sight of him-hesitant, as if the
wonderful night before hadn't really
happened, and I'd only dreamed it. But
Cappy didn't hesitate. His smile swept
over me, and he pulled me to him.
Fortunately for the dignity of Ellen
House, there was no one around, but if
there had been, I wouldn't have cared.
if I couldn't

-

"Let's play hookey," he said. "Let's Aunt Elizabeth was old and lonely
just .walk out and be by ourselves. It's and she was the only relative I had.
too nice a morning to stay inside."
Silently I took the telegram, handed
I laughed at him, even though his
Cappy the diagram of the tables for the
little grin told me he wasn't really wedding party. "Everything here will
serious. I felt like playing hookey be all right," he reassured me. "We'll
myself. We stood for a while, arms get Alma's sister to help out in the
linked, looking out at the,flower- dotted dining room, and you won't have to
meadow that was Fairly's Field, at the worry about a things"
peaked yellow roof of the Selby Hotel
"I won't," I promised, but I did. Alon the far side. Even in my happiness, ways before when I'd been called
I took time out for a disparaging
away, I'd returned to find things all
thought about the Selby place
wasn't wrong-the best waitress quitting, the
a hotel, really, just an overgrown
wrong menus sent to the kitchen, the
tourist home. Then Cappy said thought- most important guests shown to the
fully, "Does that meadow land belong least desirable tables. I arrived in
to you, Joanne ?"
Paignton late that afternoon to find
I laughed ruefully. "I wish it did.
Aunt Elizabeth no more ill than I'd
I do have an option of sorts, but all it predicted. She did have a cold and a
means is that old man Fairly will let little fever, but she sat straight up in
me know if he gets another offer. If bed and hugged me joyfully, and dehe should, I'd probably mortgage Ellen manded to be told all the news from
House to get the land."
Ellenville. I did my best to keep her
"You could have tennis courts," said entertained, and I cooked dishes that
Cappy. "They'd be easy to keep up, on she especially liked, and ran errands
this high ground. And the land slopes for the practical nurse, but all the
right ,to the river, doesn't it. You while my mind was at Ellen House.
Had I rememered to tell Alma about
could have a dock
"I intend to have them someday," I the flowers for Saturday? Would
said. "That's why I'm paying thirty Cappy remember about the canopy
dollars a year to keep the option. The that was to be erected on the lawn?
auditor renews it for me each July. And the shrimp for old Mrs. Canby's
The Selby family wants Fairly's, too, dinner on Sunday, had I marked them
you see -and if they get it, they'll have "Jumbo" on the menu? We couldn't
room to expand, and then they'll ruin afford to offend Mrs. Canby.
Saturday noon it began to rain, and
both themselves and us. There isn't
business enough for. two places the I was nearly frantic when I called the
weather bureau and was told that it
size of Ellen House."
But for once the problem of Fairly's was raining in Ellenville, too. Bad
Field didn't nag at me as it usually did weather would ruin the wedding arwhen it came to my attention. It rangements. There would be no
had been my dearest dream -to buy canopy, no reception on the lawn;
they would have to move the whole
Fairly's, to make Ellen House secure
but now I had sweeter things to dream party inside, and the diningroom was
about. Cappy and I hadn't talked already filled with regular business.
I tried to call Ellen House, and the
about it in so many words, but we
both knew that we'd be married some long distance operator told me that
time after Thanksgiving, when the the, switchboard was either out of order
season closed. Until then, we'd have or constantly busy. Then I sent a teleno time for ourselves, no time to make gram. Cappy's answering wire arrived
plans. Right now, it was all we could late that night. It read "Everything
do to meet the tide of business, so that under control. Don't worry. Love,
at the end of each day we knew that Cappy," and it did little to relieve my
we had served everyone and served fears. Cappy, I realized, wouldn't have
him well. Parties were larger and told me if things had gone wrong. He
more unwieldy with gasoline rationing. wouldn't want to worry me.
It rained intermittently all weekPeople no longer drove down from the
city by twos and threes; cars came end, and Tuesday, when Aunt Elizapacked full, and often our guests ar- beth was so much better that there
rived by chartered bus, in groups of was no reason for me to stay in Paignton, brought a steady downpour. Aunt
a dozen or twenty or thirty.
And then, on a Friday, when our Elizabeth shook her head over my
usual rush of weekend business was starting out in such weather, but for
augmented by a wedding reception once she made no effort to detain me.
scheduled for Saturday, I was called I'd told her a little about Cappy, and
away. "Influenza. Come at once," she'd guessed the rest. "You want to
Aunt Elizabeth's telegram read, and I get back to that young man of yours,"
carried it to Cappy immediately. "I she murmured as she kissed me goodcan't go!" I wailed. "Not now, with bye. "I don't blame you, and I'm so
the Overman wedding and everything. glad for you. Only
she added anxI can't just drop things and go-"
iously, "be sure he's a good young man.
Cappy took the telegram. "Who," I mean, you've so much to offer... .
If that river -damp didn't give me
he asked, "is Elizabeth, Ellen ?"
"My aunt, Dad's sister in Paignton. rheumatism, I'd come down and take
She isn't really sick, I know. She's as a look at him myself." And then she
healthy as I am. Only, once in a while kissed me again, so affectionately that
she gets a cold and thinks she's on her I was ashamed of having grudged her
deathbed."
the few days I'd spent with her.
The ride to Ellenville seemed endless.
Cappy said nothing, and the harshness of my own words began to ring The windows were shut against the
unpleasantly in my ears. After all, rain, and it was (Continued on page 61)
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For Gale Page, there is
no glamour in her career
that matches the glamour
of her private life with
Count Aldo Solito de Solis

By GALE PAGE
IHAVE been told that most young
girls yearn for fame and glamour
and a spotlighted niche among
"people who do things," and that they
are content with what life gives them
-a husband, and children and a home
-only as a sort of dreary second

-

choice.
I find this impossible to believe
for I have lived in the bright lights,
and had all the fame and glamour and
public attention that prominence in
motion pictures and on the radio brings
with it -and I know how terribly
empty and frustrating it is. And I know
that, for me at least, real happiness
wasn't possible until I had met and
married the man I love-and bore his
children, and cooked and sewed, and
scrubbed and cleaned for them as it is
a woman's rare privilege to do.
Oh, I know
still have my "career."
But it is honestly secondary in my
thoughts and my plans, and my hopes
for the future. If ever I had to make
a choice between. my family and my
job-as much as I love broadcasting as
"your Hollywood Neighbor" on NBC's
Star Playhouse -the job would have to

-I

go.

-

This was never clearer to me than
the time-only a few weeks ago
when our two and a half year old son
Luan fell out of a second story window
onto a cement porch and fractured his
skull. My husband was alone with the
children at the time
am gone from
the house less than two hours a day
for my broadcasts, but the accident
would have to happen during those
hours. But no show in the world would
have "gone on" with me in it, no
matter how sacred the tradition of the
theatre, so long as my little boy was
in danger.
I don't know how he lived -he can
fly, that's all. But he's home again with
us now -not a sign of a scar -as cheer-

-I

One day spent in her busy house gives Gale Page more
satisfaction than all her career in movies and radio.

ful and healthy and full of mischief
as ever.
Aldo and I were never closer than
in those first few days when the extent of Luan's injuries was not known.
And my "career" was never farther
from my thoughts.
Aldo is my husband. Count Aldo
Solito de Solis, to be exact. The possessor of eighteen hereditary titles, dating from the Sacred Roman Empire,
he is the most democratic person I have
ever known -with a true democracy
that comes from his heart.
My own background was not nearly
as interesting or as glamourous as
Aldo's. I was born in Spokane, Washington, and lived a perfectly ordinary

and normal childhood on the Coast. My
parents were non -professional (Dad
was a banker), but I had a sister who
had made a name for herself in Broadway musicals. And I wanted to do
something of the sort myself.
In October of 1933, armed with a few
weeks' singing on a Spokane radio station as my only professional experience,
I set out for Chicago and fame. Station
KYW was kind enough to give me a
start. Then things began to happen
rapidly.
I was determined that, once decided
on a radio career, I wasn't simply going
to mark time. And I knew that if I
wanted to get somewhere I would have
to do it under my own power. And so
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began a regular campaign of appearances at NBC, wearing a perpetual
"anything for me today ?" look on my
face. You can see that things weren't
going too well when I tell you that on
the ninth of those tries I ran short of
cash, and had to offer the taxi driver
who brought me to NBC my lucky dime
-the one that was coined the year I
was born, and that had been with me
ever since. I couldn't help telling the
driver, though, that it was my lucky
dime I was giving up to him -and
when he refused it (bless his heart!) I
somehow had a feeling that the rest of
the day was going to be just as lucky.
And it was. For that was the day
NBC signed me for a sustaining show
a show that only two weeks later
turned into a commercial. Now I was
on my way.
In those days I was known strictly
as a singer -what was called a "blues
singer," although I didn't like the term
even then. I hadn't given much thought
to acting, but when a chance came for
me to join the cast of one of the daytime serials I jumped at it, and spent
the next few years as a regular member of the cast of Today's Children:.
The hard part was over. And after.
that the things that happened were
altogether unexpected. Warner Brothers
screen -tested me, and before I quite
knew what was happening I was no
longer in Chicago, but in Hollywood
in movies.
When I met Aldo, he was something
of a social lion in Hollywood -his titles
and his indisputably real gifts as a
concert pianist and composer titillated
the curiosity of the town's glamour hostesses.
The night I met him, at a party at
Irene Castle's, I sat on his left at dinner, and had to vie for his attention
with Ina Claire. who was on his right.
I came off a bad second after he asked
us both, "Pgrlez -vous Francais ?" Ina
responded gaily "Oui, oui," and I had
to stammer, "Je ne le parle pas, mais
je comprends un peu."
But I managed-after surreptitiously
dismissing my driver, for I had come
to the party alone-to hoodwink him
into driving me home. There I invited
him in for a night -cap (I'm glad he
likes milk, for there was nothing
stronger in the house) and played records for him until the small hours.
And the next day I phoned a language
I

-

-
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school and asked for a French teacher

-vite!

We saw all too little of one another
after that auspicious beginning -Aldo
was booked for a concert tour and had
to leave Hollywood soon after we met.
For the whole year he was gone, I
lived on memories of that party-when
I had been so impressed, and had tried
so hard not to let him know it. I even
remembered the dress I had worn
a long, grey dinner dress, with a white
lace collar. And I remembered how he
had looked, how rapt his attention had
been when he sat in my house later
and listened to symphonic records.
WHEN we met again, things had
v" changed. The country was at war
-Aldo was an "enemy alien," subject
to strict surveillance. His concertizing,
of course, had come to an abrupt halt.
But he was still Aldo -and that was
enough for me.
That was in the summer of 1942. We
saw one another as often as we could
-the 8 P.M. "curfew" for enemy aliens
making only an interesting complication-and we knew very soon that we
wanted to be married.
Where we wanted to be married was
another question. We changed our
minds, as a matter of fact, after we
had left home to drive north for the
ceremony.
Our destination, originally, was my
sister's ranch in Portland, Oregon, but
Portland is a long drive from Los
Angeles and we had to make it nonstop- because of the complications
about Aldo's "alien" status. We made
it to my mother's home in Spokane,
Washington, after a day and a night
-stopping only for quick meals in
drive -in lunch counters along the way.
We were too tired for another long
drive -so my father made all arrangements for us to be married in Coeur
d'Alene, Idaho, just across the border
from Spokane, the next morning.
Father routed out a minister by telephone. The ring was no problem. We
had bought it weeks before and I had
carried the little' velvet box in my
purse ever since
wasn't going to
let that get out of my hands.
A minister and a ring-we were
set. So we started. But I felt let down
at first.
It wasn't very romantic, I objected,
to be married in the crinkled, soiled
suit in which I had driven 1,000 miles
the day before.
"But Toni," Aldo reminded me,
"there is a dress in the back of the
car that you were going to take to
the cleaners."
So there was -and not too crushed
or spotted.
We stopped at a filling station, and
I changed quickly in the ladies room
-emerged looking something less like
a member of the Joad family. We
stopped once more, at a florist's, where
Aldo bought me the loveliest snapdragons and gladioli I had ever seen,
a veritable garden bouquet. Our wedding, put together so quickly-like a
not -too -good jig-saw puzzle-was as
nice a wedding as I've ever seen! I
loved every minute of it.
Mother had kept busy at home while

-
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we were gone. When we returned, she
invited us into the dining room where

a wedding cake and champagne waited

for the bride and groom and for the
handful of neighbors and friends who
had drifted in to wish us well. After
resting at mother's that night, we finally finished our trip -and arrived at
my sister's añ old married couple.
Back in Hollywood, we settled down
to the simple life of any 'average
American couple not too rich but.very
much in love.
Aldo, denied his concerts, began industriously to compose; I busied myself making a home for Aldo and what
I hoped would be a tremendous family.
We have been lucky. Luan, our
"Noni," arrived first, a brief year later
came the twins, Marina Franchesca
and Lucchinio Giovanni, Mina and
Lukey to their friends. And since I have
a fine 13- year -old son, Freddie, by an
earlier marriage, the house was soon
filled with children and happy times.
Aldo, who has composed suites in
honor of all of the children, as well
as a Spanish suite which Stokowski
is going to play very soon, is, I think,
learning to be happy- despite the fact
that his father had died during the war,
his younger brother also is dead -killed
in action -and he hasn't seen his mother
or sister since before the terrible war
began. When he can forget all that and
feel really happy, he tells me so in
a silly verse, which goes something
like this:
"I love you Toni,
Mother of Noni
And Mina and Lukey
My two darling twins ..."
I try to make him add a line: "And
of the quintuplets we still want to
have." But he chokes a little over this.
Aldo and the children -and a big
house with no help-and a job which
demands my appearance in a broadcasting studio five mornings a week
almost before dawn, make for a full
and satisfying life.
I say "no help" -but that is no longer
true. When the newspapers carried the
story of Luan's fall, a wonderful woman, Mrs. Reed, wrote to me from
Bakersfield that she "just had to come
take care of that child." And she came,
too. She'll have her hands full-for
Luan is a born adventurer. He ran
away from home when he was a year
and a half old- wearing only his diaper
pants, and accompanied only by his
collie dog, Kiki. He resided happily in
jail until the police could trace his
identity through Kiki's dog tag; then
he came triumphantly home in a police
policeman
car with sirens blaring
and Kiki and Luan sitting proudly in
the front seat.
When he was two, he "flew" out of
a second story window. Poor Mrs. Reed.
What career could offer a woman
half as much satisfaction as one day
in My busy house?
A friend who doesn't agree with me
entirely on this shook her head the
other day as she watched me running
from kitchen to nursery to front door,
and said:
"You must love children."
"I love my husband," I replied.
And I guess that covers it.

-a

GALE PAGE thought she had made no impression on COUNT ALDO SOLITO DE SOLIS, because he was a brilliant musician and a Hollywood social lion-and she couldn't speak French!
So, the day after she met him she started taking French lessons -and the Count left for a
concert tour. But she must have been wrong about that impression, because even after his
year -long tour was over he hadn't forgotten the dark, slim girl who had sat beside him once
at a dinner party. As soon as he was back in Hollywood, Gale discovered that it didn't matter whether she spoke in French or English-she and Aldo understood each other perfectly.
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THE STORY:
a'

ALL of my life I had loved Philip

James, and, when he returned
home on furlough, before going
overseas, I confidently expected that we
would be married before the furlough ti
was up. Henry McCarthy, Phil's and
my friend since childhood, became interested in Stephanie Vosper, one of
the "Trailertown" people who had
come to our town to work in the big
war plant, and I soon realized, to my
amazement and hurt, that Phil was interested in her, too. In fact, I knew that
both he and Henry were seeing a good tt
deal of Stephanie. The day Phil and tt
Henry were to return to camp, I overheard what I thought was a conversation concerning marriage between
Henry and Stephanie, but I found a
few moments later that it was Phil, not
Henry! My dreams of marriage shat- w
tered, I returned home -and later that T
evening, Phil came to our house -to hi
ask me to marry him! I was sure that
he had come to me after being refused
by Stephanie, but I loved him so much
that I wanted him at any price, and so r
I accepted. We were married hastily, §
and I accompanied Phil to the train. fv
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His last words to me were not an
affirmation of his love, but rather,
"Keep an eye on Stephanie for me!"
While Phil was gone, I had time to see
things from a calmer point of view,

and I had nearly convinced myself
that most of my troubles were imaginary, when Phil came home, medically
discharged. And I soon knew that my
troubles were far from imaginary
there was a wall between Phil and me
that neither of us could break through
wall which made our marriage a
travesty. Then one night Trailertown
caught fire. Phil rushed to help fight
the fire, and it soon became apparent
that all of the ramshackle dwellings
were going to be- destroyed, and that,
in order to keep war production going,
the townspeople would have to house
the Trailertown folks until some sort
of shelter could be built for them. I
was at home when Phil brought our
Trailertown guest home -brought her
home, injured, in his arms. Stephanie
Vosper! Stephanie-whom Phil loved,
!I was sure -to live with us!
I stood looking down at that motionless form on the bed. Philip had
gone back to the fire. It was the
first time I had ever been alone with

-

-a

Stephanie, but there was no feeling of me for help, for shelter.
strangeness that she was here, lying on
Her face was grey with soot. Like an
a bed in my house. It seemed ineviautomaton, I got a washcloth from the
table. That she was here was due to a bathroom and softly wiped her face.
force I had been powerless to stop, a She stirred as I did so, murmuring
force that had started with our first something broken.
meeting.
Washed, her face looked strangely
I found myself looking at her quite
different, clean and young and, oddly,
unmoved, feeling neither hatred nor innocent. Color was beginning to seep
jealousy nor dislike. I was drained of back into her cheeks. I noted, with an
emotion for the time. And in this de- involuntary twinge of pity, that one of
tachment I studied the black hair lying her eyebrows had been badly singed
like a cloud on the white pillow, the and little blister burns had been
long lashes trembling against her treated on her neck. The drug she
closed eyes. The injection Dr. Bassmer had been given could not entirely
had given her made her sleep, but her banish the shock from her mind
body moved now and then, as if in because I saw that she muttered, brokenly, to herself and tossed restlessly on
protest.
Huddled on a slipper chair I kept my the bed.
Stephanie in this house! She couldn't
vigil, my knees propped under my chin
my arms hugging my knees -holding stay-she couldn't! Philip couldn't ask
I buried my face in arms
myself tightly because I knew that be- it of me
hind my surface calm lurked a flood of that were beginning to tremble. The
stormy rebellion that might at any mo- words I had nerved myself to say to
ment break its dam and send me hur- Philip tonight -too late! I could never
tling out of the house, running to Philip, go to him now as a cringing suppliant,
demanding that he take this girl out of as if her coming here had prodded me
our house! I forced myself not to think into begging for his love!
-to concentrate on the sleeping figure She couldn't stay -but even while
as if she were any injured stray that the mutinous refrain ran through my
(Continued on page 82)
Philip might have brought home to

J 4 T,
4

...

Like a tableau, we were all held
silent and motionless by the new,
forceful hardness in Henry's face.
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Don't answer this until you've read what you are asked to
take. And then answer,. as all Americans should -Yes,

I can!

By PHIL BAKER
You're going
to take my place and I'm going to
answer the questions. Which is an idea
that will probably make a lot of listeners very
happy. That'll be fine. Only I'm not doing this
to make listeners happy. I'm doing it this
way, because, this time, I know all the answers
-right up to the $64 question-and I want to
be darned sure the answers get across.
You won't have any trouble. You know how
it goes. A contestant steps up to the microphone and you go' through the routine. You
have to put him at his ease-like this.
YOU: Hello, Mr. Baker. Nervous?
little. I'm not used to being
ME: Hummm
on this spot.
YOU: Tell us something about yourself, Mr.
WE'RE going to do a switch.

-a

Baker. What do you do?
ME: I'm by way of being a comedian. But
right this minute I don't feel funny.
YOU: All right, Mr. Baker. It's up to you.
What would you like to talk about?
ME: The most beautiful, the most' wonderful, the most glamorous girls in the wworld.
No -not movie stars. Nurses. I want to talk
about the nurses in the Army and Navy.
YOU: Well, that's not a bad way to put it,
Mr. Baker -the most beautiful, the most

etcetera-

ME: I can't take any credit for that. That's
what the GIs say about them. Take Sgt. Robert
Gold of New York -take what he said. Quote
I'll never forget the first nurse I saw after I'd
been hit. She was in the receiving tent -a
pretty redhead. It's funny when you stop to
think of it. You wouldn't think you'd notice
whether or not a. nurse was pretty, or the color
of her hair at a time like that. But you do.
She was busy as the dickens. There were a
lot of casualties. It was muddy in that tent.
She had on her field uniform and heavy shoes
and she was doing the 'work of four nurses, I
guess. But she kept her smile and kept telling
the boys they'd be all right. Unquote. That was
on the Anzio beachhead. And Staff Sgt. John
Shuster of New Jersey who was wounded at
St. Lo in France. Again, quote. It happened so
quickly I scarcely remember the details. The
first thing I really remember is an Army nurse
standing over me giving me blood plasma.
I'm an old hand at it now. I've had plasma
twenty times and they're now giving me whole
blood transfusions. If it wasn't for the plasnw
they gave me I'd have been a goner. There
were six nurses at that field hospital in France
Four were on duty during the day and two at
night. That didn't mean a thing to them. They
were there all the (,Continued on page 52)

Photos by Army, Navy and Black Star
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PHIL BAKER has been around in every phase of the entertainment business from
the rockbottom of amateur shows up to radio, where his Take It Or Leave It (Sundays, 10:00 P.M. EWT, over CBS) is one of the biggest money- and laugh- dispensers
of radio time. A total of 1600 pencils, 1000 pens, more than $50,000 has gone to contestants, who have so much fun that it doesn't seem fair to pay them for it.
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By PHIL BAKER
WE'RE going to do a switch. You're going
to take my place and I'm going to

answer the questions. Which is an idea
that will probably make a lot of listeners very
happy. That'll be fine. Only I'm not doing this
to make listeners happy. I'm doing it this
way, because, this time, I know all the answers
-right up to the $64 question-and I want to
be darned sure the answers get across.
You won't have any trouble. You know how
it goes. A contestant steps up to the microphone and you go' through the routine. You
have to put him at his ease-like this.
YOU: Hello, Mr. Baker. Nervous?
ME: Hummm
little. I'm not used to being
on this spot.
YOU: Tell us something about yourself, Mr.
Baker. What do you do?
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ME: I'm by way of being a comedian. But
right this minute I don't feel funny.
YOU: All right, Mr. Baker. It's up to you.
What would you like to talk about?
ME: The most beautiful, the most wonderful, the most glamorous girls in the world.
No -not movie stars. Nurses. I want to talk
about the muses in the Army and Navy.
YOU: Well, that's not a bad way to put it,
Mr. Baker-the most beautiful, the most.
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Beth was hurt, confused

heart was not.

... but her gallant young

And so when love came with two

different faces, her heart chose wisely for her

MPORTANT things come to me slow ly. Even after my 24th birthday,
when I was tired and disillusioned
and divorced, I didn't realize that you
can't escape from life, itself -that you
can't find happiness by running away.
Probably I never could have faced life
squarely, accepting its tears with its
laughter, its black midnights with its
brilliant sunshine, without the help of
Damon Bryson -Damon with his wisdom and gentle understanding. Because up to the time I knew Damon,
I had run away from every crisis in
my life, seeking always an elusive happiness which continued to fade into
tragedy and dark confusion.
If Damon hadn't had patience along
with his wisdom, he never could have
overthrown my running -away habits of
a lifetime. Because I started running
away from the outside world when I
was six years old. That year my parents were killed in án automobile accident and I went to live with my great aunt Mabel in her lonely grey house.
On hot summer afternoons .I lay out

I

under the poplar trees and pretended
that my mother and father were alive,
and that we still lived in the little brown
house crammed with love and laughter.
I was escaping in daydreams. Later, in
my teens, as Aunt Mabel's severity became more intense with age, I turned
to romantic books and movies to satisfy
my need for love and affection, denied
me in my lonely existence with this
stern old lady. And, at last, I tried
physical escape- I really ran away
from home. But I didn't go alone. I
eloped with Tony Fielding, an irresponsible, roving gambler, whom I had
known only a week
dark -eyed, full lipped man, who taught me that there
are things that hurt more than cold
reproof and constant criticism -there
are black nights and different kinds
of physical cruelties so shocking that

-a
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the woman who once knows them carries a scar in her pride, forever.
After the tragedy of my marriage,
I determined never to let life touch me
again. "I will build a wall around my
heart," I told myself, "and it will shut
out brutality and selfishness and cruelty." That it also would shut out love
didn't concern me. The only man who
had promised me love had given me
lust and brutality, instead. Never
again would I break my heart in a
search for romance. I concentrated on
preparing myself for a job, on beginning a new solitary life which would
include no other person-and no hurt!
After you know someone well, you
can hardly remember your first impression of him, can you? I suppose I must
have realized that Damon was handsome that first day I applied for a job
in his law office. But I don't remember
his strong, lean face, his greying temples, and his wide -set eyes so much as
I recall being struck by his kindness
and his understanding.
"I'm not worried about your lack of
experience," he said, looking straight
into my eyes, "not if you really mean
what you say about wanting to take
an interest in your job. And I think
you do."
At the end of our interview, when
Damon looked across his great walnut
desk, and told me that I was the applicant he wanted for his secretary, I told
myself, "Mr. Bryson is kind. -He will
be easy to work for." I did not say,
"He will be easy to love." Because that
day I did not know that this marked
the beginning of one of the strangest
love affairs ever experienced by a
young woman and an older man.
Although our contacts were impersonal at first, I learned a lot about
Damon as I sat outside his private
office at my attractive desk in the large
book -lined reception room. I knew
-

from his conversation with his friends
that his wife had been dead two years
and that he was childless and lived
aloné. And I realized that although he
apparently was indifferent to women,
he was exceptionally attractive to
them. Several times a week he received either telephoned or personal
invitations from confident-sounding
women who urged him to come to din-
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That winter is one I'll always remember- months of longing and
love and restfulness-and fear.

ners or cocktail parties. I was surprised
to see that he declined as often as he
accepted, preferring. to be alone even
as I did. And I began to notice something else in my daily contacts with
this man. He had a quiet poise that was
more than confidence. It was a shine,
a kind of inner greatness, that writers
always attribute to men like strong,
compassionate Abraham Lincoln.

It seems silly to compare that handsome, expertly -tailored man with

homely, jagged -faced Lincoln, and yet
Damon had that compassion that comes
from accepting people as they are and
loving them for their faults as well as
their virtues. Life was kind to give me
this great man for an antidote after the
bitter poison of my marriage with
Tony and I realized my luck.

One night, after we had worked later
than usual getting out income tax reports for some of our clients, Damon
and I took the elevator down to the
street floor together. When we reached
the arched entrance, Damon glanced at
the lightning- slashed sky and remarked easily, "We're going to have a
nasty storm, Beth. I'll take you home."
"Thank you," I refused quietly, "but

43

Beth was hurt, confused

heart was not.

...

but her gallant young

And so when love came with two

different faces, her heart chose wisely for her

the woman who once knows them carries a scar in her pride, forever.
After the tragedy of my marriage,
I determined never to let Iife touch me
again. "I will build a wall around my
heart," I told myself, "and it will shut
out brutality and selfishness and cruelty." That it also would shut out love
didn't concern me. The only man who
had promised me love had given me
lust and brutality, instead. Never
again would I break my heart in a
search for romance. I concentrated on
preparing myself for a job, on beginning a new solitary life which would
include no other person -and no hurt!
After you know someone well, you
can hardly remember your first impreswith his wisdom, he never could have sion of him, can you? I suppose I must
overthrown my running -away habits of have realized that Damon was handa lifetime. Because I started running some that first day I applied for a job
away from the outside world. when I in his law office. But I don't remember
was six years old. That ycar my par- his strong, lean face, his greying tements were killed in nn automobile acci- ples, and his wide -set eyes so much as
dent and I went to live with my great - I recall being struck by his kindness
aunt Mabel in her lonely grey house. and his understanding.
On hot summer afternoons I lay out
"I'm not worried about your lack of
under the poplar trees and pretended experience," he said, looking straight
that my mother and father were alive, into my eyes, "not if you really mean
and that we still lived in the little brown what you say about wanting to take
house crammed with love and laughter. an interest in your job. And I think
I was escaping in daydreams. Later, in
you do."
my teens, as Aunt Mabel's severity beAt the end of our interview, when
came more intense with age, I turned Damon looked across his great walnut
to romantic books and movies to satisfy desk, and told me that I was the applimy need for love and affection, denied
cant he wanted for his secretary, I told
me in my lonely existence with this myself, "Mr. Bryson is kind. - He will
stern old lady. And, at last, I tried be easy to work for." I did not say,
physical escape- I really ran away "He will be easy to love." Because that
from home. But I didn't go alone. I day I did not know that this marked
eloped with Tony Fielding, an irrespon- the beginning of one of the strangest
sible, roving gambler, whom I had love affairs ever experienced by a
known only a week
dark-eyed, full - young woman and an older man.
lipped i non, who taught' me that there
Although our contacts were imperare things that hurt more than cold sonal at first, I learned a lot about
reproof and constant criticism -there Damon as I sat outside his private
are black nights and different kinds office at my attractive desk in the large
of physical cruelties so shocking that book -lined reception room.
I
knew

IMPORTANT things come to me slow ly. Even after my 24th birthday,
when I was tired and disillusioned
and divorced, I didn't realize that you
can't escape from life, itself -that you
can't find happiness by running away.
Probably I never could have faced life
squarely, accepting its tears with its
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the bus stops right at the little restaurant where I eat."
Then the first heavy drops thickened
and matted together into a sheet of
ram. "Now you stay here and I'll drive
up in front in just a minute," Damon
commanded. "You don't want to wait
for a bus on a night like this."
Ten minutes later I was riding in
Damon's comfortable, warm sedan. The
engine purred quietly and the windshield wiper clicked softly, and I was
conscious of a delicious feeling of elegance I never had known before in my
life. The car was a soft, luxurious
haven from the storm -tossed world
outside. I relaxed against the cushions.
Damon looked at me and smiled, and
there was a kindness in his face which
began to melt away my wall of reserve
just a little.
When we drove up in front of my
restaurant, the cafe was closed.
"Oh, I'm sorry," I apologized. "It
closes at 7:30
didn't know it was
that late. But my room's right. around
the corner, so I'll get out here."
"You won't get out at all," Damon
insisted.' "I cheated you out of your
dinner by making you work late. You
can come and eat with me."
"Oh, no," I objected quickly. "I can't
let you
"I'd appreciate it, if you would,
Beth," he interrupted. "It's a dismal
night to be alone."
"Why, he's lonely," I told myself in
surprise. 'And, because I had always
known loneliness, my heart went out
to him just a little.
"Why, thank you," I said, taking my
hand away from the door handle.
I settled back into the luxurious
warmth of the car again as we drove
to the Bryson home out in Bever
Heights.

-I

-"

we drove in the winding driveway,

AS I felt that this home matched
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Damon Bryson. And after we had
parked the car under the archway at
the side of the house, and had- stepped
inside the high - ceilinged living room, I
could see why. The home was like the
clothes he wore -dignified, unobtrusive, and furnished in perfect taste. Its
quiet graciousness was a sedative after
the months of loneliness in my
sparsely- furnished room at Kelly's
boarding house.
"Your home is so beautiful," I said
softly.
"That isn't any credit to me," he said.
"Mary, my wife, chose everything in
it."
"Then you were very much alike," I
said.
"You would have liked Mary," he said
smiling.
He said her name fondly, and I knew
that their life together had been good.
Probably she had not wanted an escape,
and yet she had gone away, leaving a
beautiful home, and Damon, who loved
her. For the first time in long, aching
months, I realized that not all of life
was bad . .. that life as Damon and his
Mary had known it was good.
I could feel the ice that was my heart
thawing a little as we ate dinner,
served by a man named Sam, in the

paneled diningroom. And, afterwards,
in the livingroom as we sat contentedly looking into the dancing
flames, I felt that I would not be afraid
of life if someone like Damon were beside me. I could feel him watching me
quietly.
"Beth," he said, "you interest me as
much as anyone I've known."
Suddenly I was afraid that this man
was interested in me as a woman -and
not as a friend. "Oh, please don't make
him be -that way," I prayed to an unseen power. "I can't bear it if he disappoints me, too."
But I should have known better than
that. Damon, with his kind blue eyes,
was a gentleman. And he was talking
to me as he would to anyone close to
him who was in trouble.
"There is nothing interesting about
me," I told him quickly, not turning
toward him.
"There's something interesting about
everyone," he said quietly. "But there's
even more of a story in you. Because
you seem to be determined not to let
anyone know you. Why is that, Beth?
What's happened to you ?"
"Nothing," I insisted. "I "just don't
like people the way you do."
"You aren't selfish, Beth. Everything about you is fine. Then why
don't you let people see that?
"Stop-stop;" I wanted to scream at
him. "Don't probe into the old hurt.
Don't make me tell you that I'm lonely
and frightened and afraid."
Woman -like, I let my tears talk for
me. Without warning, the pent -up
emotion of years and years of misunderstanding and coldness and eventual
brutality broke with strange, choked
sobs which shook my body.
Damon said nothing. He did not
touch me, realizing probably that
physical contact was not the comfort I
needed. Whatever changed me now
would have to come from inside of me.
But, finally, when the sobs trailed off
into little shudders and I lay back
against the cushions, Damon took a big,
clean white handkerchief out of his
pocket and wiped my eyes with it. And
then 'he said gently, "It's better now,
Beth. And it will never be so bad
again."
I told him the story of my queer,
bruised life, then -beginning with the
accident which robbed me of normalcy
in childhood, and ending with my marriage to Tony.
I shall never forget how he listened
to me-not critically, nor curiously, but
with an honest sympathy I had never
known before.
"Poor little Beth," he said fmally,
putting his large hand over my small
one. "You've had a hard time. But it's
all over now." He stroked my hand
gently. "Now I can understand you.
I've wondered about you so much."
I was surprised and flattered to know
that Damon had considered me at all
with all of the beautiful and brillant
women in his life.
"Have you really thought of me ?" I
whispered.
"Yes," he admitted, smiling down at
me, "not only because you're a pretty
little girl with nice eyes -but because

you seemed to have built a wall around
yourself. Now I know why."
He was so kind and so gentle and so
understanding that I moved toward
him with an involuntary gesture of

thankfulness.
"But you mustn't run away from
life any more, Beth," he advised.
"You're so young -and life is good."
And I believed him. Life was good,
as long as there was a person like
Damon in the world to understand me
and believe in me and help me to go
forward to meet the days bravely. The
gratitude that beat in my heart must
have shone in my eyes, because he

a

patted my hand very gently and said,
"I'm going to take you home now, Beth
-because I know you're very tired. But
we'll have more evenings together. You
see, Beth, I'm lonely, too."
.
I couldn't go right to sleep that night.
I was thinking of Damon -not of his
kind words of sympathy, but of Damon,
'himself, with whom I might find peace
and security and quiet happiness. And
I dreamed of living in the high -ceilinged, book -lined home -living there
as Damon's wife.
Our relationship in the office changed
little during the next week. During
the press of business, I was an efficient,

After a while Tom's exuberance,
his charm, filtered through to me.

quiet- voiced secretary, and Damon was
an executive. And Damon's business
calendar was very busy those days.
But one night a week later, Damon
asked me to go home with him again.
"We're having steak," he said. "I
can't promise that every night."
I looked at him, answering his smile,
and as our eyes met, I realized that I
was falling in love with this man.
That night, when we sat again in
front of the friendly fire, Damon encouraged me once more to talk about
myself. And I told him about my parents and the little. brown house which
lived in the long ago.

suppose there was a wistful note
my voice, because Damon said,
"That's what you're waiting for, isn't
it, Beth? The little house. And sometime you'll find it-the warmth and the
love and the happiness. You'll have
I

Hi

your dream."

BUT that wasn't my

dream. I didn't
want a little house and a young
husband to walk with me through life. I
wanted Damon -Damon with his gentle

ways and his kind eyes-Damon, who
had given me my first real happiness.
It was three weeks before I admitted
to myself that I was intensely in love
with Damon. We had been together a
lot for quiet dinners and pleasant trips
in the long, black sedan. But our relationship was still that of an older man
befriending a young girl. Then, one
day, I told myself the truth. I was in
love with Damon, and I wanted our
pleasant relationship to be the beginning of a new life. At first I was
afraid he would discover that I was
falling in love with him; then, finally,
I wanted him to know. The magnetism
of his interest in me became so great
that I had to tell him.
I was sitting beside him in the car
looking up at his strong, handsome
face. He did not turn his head, but his
hand dropped quietly from the wheel
of the car and closed over mine. There
was friendliness and help and encouragement in his touch, and I turned
slowly putting my other hand over his.
He looked down at me, a faint expression of surprise on his face, and then
we moved toward each other, brushing
our lips together. My heart tinkled the
way a music box does when you take
away the cover that has been holding
back its song. This was the joy I had
steady,
waited for. This was love
serene love -the climax of my tumultuous life.
Suddenly I wanted to tell him what
I was feeling, but the words caught in
my throat.
"Damon," I whispered.
"I shouldn't have kissed you," Damon
apologized.
"It's all right," I told him. "I wanted
you to. And I want you to, again."
He pulled me to him very gently, and
I could smell the clean male tobacco and -soap smell of him. Our lips met
naturally, warming pleasantly as they
touched.
"Damon," I whispered, "I love you."
He didn't answer me but I was sure
that he returned my love. He had told
me so often that our evenings together
were the most pleasant times of his
life. That was all that mattered. That's
what our marriage would be-a long
series of pleasant times. I had come to
the end of my path of misunderstanding and fright. I would find shelter at
last in Damon's arms.
At dinner that night I said softly, "I
suppose I loved you that very first
night, but I didn't know it until tonight."
"Beth," Damon said slowly, and the
concern he felt for me shone through
the blueness of his eyes. "You mustn't
attach importance to that kiss. I enjoy
being with (Continued on page 56)
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little restaurant where I eat."
Then the first heavy drops thickened
and matted together into a sheet of
rain. "Now you stay here and I'll drive
up in front in just a minute," Damon
commanded. "You don't want to wait
for a bus on a night like this."
Ten minutes later I was riding in
Damon's comfortable, warm sedan. The
engine purred quietly and the windshield wiper clicked softly, and I was
conscious of a delicious feeling of elegance I never had known before in my
life. The car was a soft, luxurious
the bus stops right at the

haven from the storm -tossed world
outside. I relaxed against the cushions.
Damon looked at me and smiled, and
there was a kindness in his face which
began to melt away my wall of reserve

just

a

little.

When we drove up in front of my
restaurant, the cafe was closed.
"Oh, I'm sorry," I apologized. "It
didn't know it was
closes at 7:30
that late. But my room's right around
the corner, so I'll get out here."
"You won't get out at all," Damon
Insisted.' "I cheated you out of your
dinner by making you work late. You

-I

can come and eat with me."
"Oh, no," I objected quickly.

let you

-"

"I'd appreciate

it,

if

you

"I

can't

would,
dismal

Beth," he interrupted. "It's a
night to be alone."
"Why, he's lonely," I told myself in
surprise. And, because I had always
known loneliness, 'my heart went out
to him just a little.
"Why, thank you," I said, taking my
hand away from the door handle.
I settled back into the luxurious
warmth of the car again as we drove
to the Bryson home out in Bever
Heights.

paneled dmingroom.
in the livingroom

And, afterwards,
we sat con-

as

tentedly looking into the dancing
flames, I felt that I would not be afraid
of life if someone like Damon were beside me. I could feel him watching me
quietly.
"Beth," he said, "you interest me as
much as anyone I've known."
Suddenly I was afraid that this man
was interested in me as a woman-and
not as a friend. "Oh, please don't make
him be -that way," I prayed to an unseen power. "I can't bear it if he disappoints me, too."
But I should have known better than
that. Damon, with his kind blue eyes,
was a gentleman. And he was talking
to me as he would to anyone close to
him who was in trouble.
"There is nothing interesting about
me," I told him quickly, not turning
toward him.
"There's something interesting about
everyone," he said quietly. "But there's
even more of a story in you. Because
you seem to be determined not to let
anyone know you. Why is that, Beth?

What's happened to you ?"
"Nothing," I insisted. "I "just don't
like people the way you do."
"You aren't selfish, Beth. Everything about you is fine. Then why
don't you let people see that?
"Stop-stop"' I wanted to scream at
him. "Don't probe into the old hurt.
Don't make me tell you that I'm lonely
and frightened and afraid."
Woman -like, I let my tears talk for
Without warning, the pent -up
me.
emotion of years and years of misunderstanding and coldness and eventual
brutality broke with strange, choked
sobs which shook my body.
Damon said nothing. He did not

touch me, realizing probably that
physical contact was not the comfort I
needed. Whatever changed me now
would have to come from inside of me.
But, finally, when the sobs trailed off
into little shudders and I lay back
against the cushions, Damon took a big,
clean white handkerchief out of his
pocket and wiped my eyes with it. And
then 'he said gently, "It's better now,
Beth. And it will never be so bad
again."
I told him the story of my queer,
bruised life, then -beginning with the
accident which robbed me of normalcy
in childhood, and ending with my marriage to Tony.
softly.
I shall never forget how he listened
"That isn't any credit to me," he said.
"Mary, my wife, chose everything in to me-not critically, nor curiously, but
with an honest sympathy I had never
it."
known
before.
"Then you were very m'beh alike," I
"Poor little Beth," he said finally,
said.
"You would have liked Mary," he said putting his large hand over my small
one. "You've had a hard time. But it's
smiling.
all over now." He stroked my hand
He said her name fondly, and I knew
that their life together had been good. gently. "Now I can understand you.
Probably she had not wanted an escape, I've wondered about you so much."
I was surprised and flattered to know
and yet she had gone away, leaving a
beautiful home, and Damon, who loved that Damon had considered me at all
with all of the beautiful and brillant
her, For the first time in long, aching
women in his life.
months, I realized that not all of life
"Have you really thought of me ?" I
was bad ... that life as Damon and his
whispered.
Mary had known it was good.
"Yes," he admitted, smiling down at
I could feel the ice that was my heart
thawing a little as we ate dinner, me, "not only because you're a pretty

we drove in the winding driveway,
AS felt that this home matched
And after we had
Damon Bryson.
parked the car under the archway at
the side of the house, and had stepped
inside the high -ceilinged living room, I
could see why. The home was like the
clothes he wore-dignified, unobtrusive, and furnished in perfect taste. Its
quiet graciousness was a sedative after
in my
the months of loneliness
sparsely- furnished room at Kelly's
boarding house.
"Your home is so beautiful," I said
1
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served by a man named Sam, in the

little girl with nice

eyes

-but

because

built a wall around
yourself. Now I know why."
He was so kind and so gentle and so
understanding that I moved toward
him with an involuntary gesture of
thankfulness.
"But you mustn't run away from
life any more, Beth," he advised
"You're so young -and life is good."
And I believed him. Life was good
as long as there was a person like
Damon in the world to understand me
and believe in me and help me to go
you seemed to have

forward to meet the days bravely.
gratitude that beat in my heart

The
must

have shone in any eyes, because

he

patted my hand very gently and said,
l'm going to take you home now, Beth
.because I know you're very tired. But
wé Il have more evenings together. You
see, Beth, I'm lonely, too."
I couldn't go right to sleep that night.

I
was thinking of Damon -not of his
kind words of sympathy, but of Damon,
timself, with whom I might find peace
and security and quiet happiness. And
of living in the high -ceilI dreamed
inged, book-lined home -living there
as Damon's wife.
Our relationship in the office changed
little during the next week. During
the press of business, I was an efficient,

liter

a

while Tom's exuberance,
filtered through to me.

his charm,

quiet -voiced secretary,
and Damon was
an executive.
And Damon's business
calendar was very
those days.
But one night abusy
week
later, Damon
asked me to go
home with him again.
"We're having steak,"
can't promise that every he said. "I
night."
I looked at him, answering
his smile,
and as our eyes met,
I realized that
I
was falling in love with
this
man.
That night, when we
sat again in
front of the friendly
fire, Damon encouraged me once more
myself. And I told him to talk about
about my parents and the little. brown
house which
lived in the long ago.

in I my pv
voice,

a

cause

wistful note

Damon

"That's what you're waiting for,l said,
isn't
it, Beth? The little house. And sometime you'll find it -the warmth and
the
love and the happiness. You'll have
your dream."

RUT that wasn't my dream. I didn't
want a little house and a young
husband to walk with ale through life.
wanted Damon-Damon with his gentleI
ways and his kind eyes-Damon,
who
had given me my first real happiness.
It was three weeks before I admitted
to myself that I was intensely
in love
with Damon. We had been together
a
lot for quiet dinners and pleasant trips
in the long, black sedan. But our
relationship was still that of an older man
befriending a young girl. Then, one
day, I told myself the truth. I was in
love with Damon, and 1 wanted our
pleasant relationship to be the beginning of a new life. At first I was
afraid he would discover that I was
falling in love with him; (hen, finally,
wanted him to know. The magnetism
of his interest in nie became so great
that I had to tell him.
I was sitting beside him in
the car
looking up at his strong, handsome
face. Ile did not turn his head, but his
hand dropped quietly from the wheel
of the car and closed over mine. There
was friendliness and help and encouragement in his touch, and I turned
slowly putting my other hand over his.
He looked down at nie, a faint expression of surprise on his face, and then
we moved toward each other, brushing
our lips together. My heart tinkled the
way a music box does when you take
away the cover that lias been holding
back its song. This was the joy I had
waited for. This was love -n steady,
serene love -the climax of my tumultuous life.
Suddenly I wanted to tell him what
I was feeling, but the words caught in
my throat.
"Damon," I whispered.
"I shouldn't have kissed you," Damon
apologized.
"It's all right," I told him. "i wanted
you to. And I want you to, again."
He pulled me to him very gently, and
I could smell the clean male tobacco and -soap smell of him. Our lips met
naturally, warming pleasantly as they
I

touched.

"Damon," I whispered, "I love you."
He didn't answer me but I was sure
that he returned my love. He had told
me so often that our evenings together
were the most pleasant times of his
life. That was all that mattered. That's
what our marriage would he -a long
series of pleasant times. I had come to
the end of my path of misunderstanding and fright. I would find shelter at
last in Damon's arms.

At dinner that night I said softly, "I
suppose I loved you that very first
night, hut I didn't know it until tonight."
"Beth," Damon said slowly, and the
concern he felt for me shone through
the blueness of his eyes. "You mustn't
attach importance to that kiss. I enjoy
bring with (Continued on page 56)
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THINKING OF YOU
The wistful song with which Kay Kyser introduces his anything- but -wistful program
Words and Music by
WALTER DONALDSON and PAUL ASH
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that famous greeting, "Evenin', folks -how y'all ?" took on particular sparkle last June, radio
listeners to Kay Kyser's College of Musical Knowledge were well aware that the Professor's inspiration was lovely Georgia Carroll. America's most famous model, Georgia had been chosen for a
few guest appearances with the Kyser band; but she turned into the most extraordinary guest that
band had ever had, emerging with a singing contract-and with her name changed to Mrs. Kay
Kyser! Into their new home, Kay and Georgia are putting antiques -into their program (Wednesday, 10:00 P.M. EWT, over NBC) a special something to make it one of the glamour-spots of the air.
IF'
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hIPPY
ENDINGS

In spite of the most careful planning
and preparation, it is entirely possible
these days that a point-restricted meal
may turn out a bit weak on appetite
appeal. That makes your dessert double
important, for a truly happy ending
to a meal can make your family forget that the main dish wasn't steak.

NOW, when all of us

are having to
concentrate harder than ever before on meats, it seems wise to
think about desserts to offset meat
dishes which may not be all we would
like to have them -rich, nourishing and
tempting desserts whose flavor will
linger on the tongue and in the mind
long after the rest of the meal has been
forgotten. I know that such desserts
immediately suggest butter and sugar
but it is possible to have delicious desserts with a minimum of scarce ingredients. The recipes this month call
for margarine in place of butter, honey
or molasses for part, at least, of the
sweetness we require. And they very
definitely fill the specifications for "a
good, substantial dessert."
Raisin Pie

cups seedless raisins
cups boiling water
3i cup corn syrup
2 tbls. cornstarch
tsp. salt
1 lemon
(juice and grated rind)
4 tbls. margarine
Pastry

Chocolate Honey Pie
cup flour
21fí cups milk
16 cup honey
oz. (squares) unsweetened chocolate
3 egg yolks
2 tsps. margarine
2 tsps. vanilla
Baked pie shell
1/z

2

Sift together flour and salt in top of
double boiler. Combine milk and
honey and stir gradually into flour,
then stir in chocolate which has been
broken into pieces. Cook over boiling
water, stirring constantly, until thick,
and cook for 10 minutes more, stirring
from time to time. Beat eggs and blend
with a small quantity of the cooked
mixture, add egg mixture to that in
double boiler and cook 2 minutes more.
Stir in margarine and vanilla. Cool

2

11/2
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Combine raisins and water and cook
for 5 minutes. Add syrup, cornstarch,
salt and lemon juice and rind and continue cooking for 5 minutes. Add margarine. Cool slightly, then pour into
unbaked pie shell. Cover with strips of
pastry. Bake at 400 degrees, 30 minutes.

before turning into baked pie shell.
Orange Spanish Cream
2 tbls. gelatin
2 cups milk
cup honey
1/2 tsp. salt
3 eggs
1 tsp. grated orange rind
1 cup orange juice
2 tbls. lemon juice
1 lemon rind, grated
3 tbls. margarine

Combine gelatin, salt and milk in
double boiler and heat until gelatin is
dissolved. Stir in honey; then .stir in
margarine. Add a small quantity of
gelatin mixture to egg yolks, which
have been beaten until thick and lemon
colored, add egg mixture to that in
double boiler and cook for 5 minute's,
stirring constantly. Add juices and
grated rind, then fold in egg whites
which have been beaten until stiff. Pour
into mold or individual custard cups
and chill until firm.

BY

KATE SMITH
RADIO ROMANCES
FOOD COUNSELOR
Listen to Kate Smith's
daily talks at noon
and her Sunday night
Variety Show, heard
on CBS, at 7 EWT.

Molasses Custard
3 eggs
1

tsp. vanilla

1/4

cup molasses
1 pint milk

Beat eggs until thick and lemon colored, add molasses, pinch of salt, vanillà. Beat well. Scald milk, pour
gradually into molasses mixture and

blend thoroughly. Pour into individual
custard cups, place in pan of hot water
and bake in 350 degree oven until firm
and lightly browned, about 1h hour.

INSIDE RADIO

- Telling

You About Programs and People You Want to Hear

SUNDAY

r
e

G1

Eastern War Time
8:00ICBS: News
8:00 Blue: News
8:00 NBC: News and Organ Recital
8:30 CBS: The Jubalaires
8:30 Blue: Sylvia Marlowe, Harpsi-

chordist
8:45 CBS: The Symphonettes
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: News of the World
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: World News Roundup
8:00 9:00 Blue: Blue Correspondents at Home
and Abroad
5:00
6:30

8:15
8:15
8:30

7:00

8:45
9:00
9:00

7:00
7:30
7:30

9 :00

9:30
9:30

10:00
8:05 10:05
8:30 9:30
8:30 10:30
8:30 10:30
10:45
9:00 11:00
9:00 11:00
11:00
9:30 11:30
9:30 11:30
9:30 11:30

10:00 12:00
10:00 12:00
12:00

10:15 12:15
10:45 12:30
10:30 12:30
10:30 12:30
11:00 12:45

11:00
11:00 1:00
11:30 1:30

9:15
9:15
9:30
9:45

CBS:
Blue:

E. Power Biggs

White Rabbit Line
NBC: NBC String Qu
CBS: New Voices in Song
10:00 CBS: Church of the Air
10:00 Blue: Message of Israel
10:00 NBC: Highlights of the Bible
10:30 CBS: Wings Over Jordan
10:30 Blue: Southernaires
10:30 NBC: Words and Music
11:00 MBS: Pauline Alpert
11 :00 Blue: AAF Symphonic Flight Orch.
11:05 CBS: Blue Jacket Choir
10 :30 MBS: Radio Chapel
11:30 Blue: Hour of Faith
11:30 CBS: Invitation to Learning
11:45 NBC: Marion Loveridge
12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle
12:00 Blue: News from Europe
12:00 NBC: The Eternal Light
12:30 Blue: Concert Orchestra, direction
Josef Stopak
12:30 NBC: Stradivari Orch., Paul Lavalle
12 :30 CBS: Transatlantic Call
1:00 CBS: Church of the Air
1:00 Blue: John B. Kennedy
1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer
1:15 Blue: George Hicks From Europe
1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from
London)
1:15 NBC: America United
1:30 Blue: Sammy Kay's Orch.
1:30
1:45
2:00
2:00
2:30
2:30

NBC: Chicago Round Table
CBS: Matinee Theater, Victor Jary
NBC: Those We Love

Chaplain Jim, U. S. A.
World News Today
NBC: John Charles Thomas
2:30 Blue: National Vespers
2:55 CBS: Olin Downes
12:00 2:00 3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic
Symphony
3:00 Blue: Charlotte Greenwood Show
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Army Hour
12:30 2:30 3:30 Blue: Ethel Barrymore as "Miss
11:30

1:30

Blue:

CBS:

Hattie"

1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue.
4:30 Blue:
1:30 3 :30 4:30 CBS:
1:30 3:30
2:00
2:00 4:00
2:30 4:30
2:45 4 :45
3:00 5:00
3:00
3:00
3

:00

7:30
8:00
4:00
4:00
4:00

4:15
8:30
4:30
8:00

5:00
8:30

5:00 6:00
5:00 6:00
5:00 6:00
5:30 6:30
6:30
6:00 7:00
6:00 7:00
6:00 7:00
7:00 8:00
5:15 7:15
6:30 7:30
6:30 7 :30
7:00 8:00
7:00 8:00
7:00

8:00
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6:30 8:30
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7:00
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7:30

4:30
5:00
5:00
5:00
5:00
5:30
5:30
5:45
6:00

8:00
8:15
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:45

8:55
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:15
9:30

Darts for Dough
Andrews Sister Show
Nelson Eddy

NBC: Music America Loves
NBC: NBC Symphony
CBS: The Family Hour
Blue: Mary Small Revue
MBS: Let's Face the Issue
MBS: The Shadow
Blue: Metropolitan Opera Presents
CBS: William L. Sharer
CBS: Harriet Hillard and Ozzie
Nelson
Blue: Radio Hall of Fame
MBS: Quick as a Flash
NBC: Catholic Hour
CBS: Fannie Brice
NBC: The Great Gildersleeve
Blue:

Drew P
n
NBC: Jack Benny
CBS: Kate Smith

MBS: Cleveland Orchestra
Don Gardiner, News
Quiz Kids
NBC: Fitch Bandwagon
Blue: Greenfield Village Chapel
NBC: Edgar Bergen
CBS: Blondie
MBS: Mediation Board
Blue: Dorothy Thompson, News
Blue: Joe E. Brown
CBS: Crime Doctor
NBC: Eddie Bracken Story
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
CBS: Ned Calmer
Blue:
Blue:

CBS:

Radio Readers Digest

MBS: Steel Horizons
Blue: Waiter Winchell
NBC: Manhattan Merry-Go -Round
Blue: Hollywood Mystery Time
CBS: Tesaco Star Theater,Lawrence

9:45 Blue:
9 :30 NBC:

9:00 10:00 CBS:
9:00 10:00 Blue:
9:00 10:00 NBC:
10:00 MBS:
9:30 10:30 NBC:

9:30 10:30 CBS:
10:00 11:00 CBS:
10:1511 :15 CBS:
10:1511:1S NBC:
1.0:30 10:30 11:30 NBC:

TI bbltt
Jimmie Fidler

American Album of Familiar
Music
Take It or Leave It
The Life of Riley
Hour of Charm
Earl Wilson Show
Comedy Theater, Harold
Lloyd
We The People

Bill Costello
Vera Brodsky, pianist
Cesar Saerchinger

Pacific Story
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Eastern War Time
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u
8:00
8:00
8:00
1:30 8:15
5:15 9:00
9:00
6 :45

9:00
9:00
9:00
9:15
9:45
10:00
10:00
9:45
10:15

CBS: News
Blue: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed & Polly East
CBS: American School of the Air
CBS: This Life Is Mine
CBS: Valiant Lady
Blue: My True Story
NBC: White Market
NBC: Lora Lawton
9 :0010:00 NBC: Robert St. John
6:30 9:15 10:15 CBS: Light of the World
2:00 9:30 10:30 CBS: Strange Romance of Evelyn
Winter
10:30 Blue: Cliff Edwards
10:30 NBC: Finders Keepers
12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children
7:45 9:45 10:45 Blue: Lisa Sergio
10:10 11:00 CBS: Amanda
6 :00 10:10 11:00 Blue:
Breakfast at Sardi's
3:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Lite
10:45 11:15 CBS: Second Husband
3:30 10:15 11:15 NBC: Rosemary
2:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn
0:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
10:45 11:45 Blue: Bob Johnston & Ilene Woods
. . .
5:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum
12:00 Blue: Glamour Manor
11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
Have you heard Weapons for Victory 9:00
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister
on the CBS network every Thursday after- 9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
12 :30 NBC: U. S. Navy Band
noon at 5 (EWT)? You should. It's a 9:30 11:30
11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Makers
11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gai Sunday
show that makes the connection between 9:45
12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
us at home and the boys at the fronts. The 0:00
0:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking
12:15 1 :15 CBS: Ma Perkins
important connection. This is an Army 0:15
0:15 12 :15 1:15 Blue: Blue Correspondents Abroad
show. It's in the hands of a young private o:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News
0:45 12:45 1 :45 CBS: The Goldbergs
named Arnold Perl.
12:45 1:45 Blue: Little Jack Little
1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News
Talking to Pvt. Perl is quite a thing. He's 1:00 12:45
1:00 2:00 Blue: John B. Kennedy, News
1:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light
slender and springy. He moves with ner- 11:00
2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue
vous gestures, restlessly, and his face re- 1:15 1:00
1:15 2:15 Blue: Mystery Chef
2:15 NBC: Today's Children
flects a dozen moods in as many minutes. 1:15 1:15
2:00 NBC: Woman in White
His speech is breezy
the bobby 1 3Ó 1:30
1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason
1:30
2:30 Blue: Ladies Be Seated
soxers call J'sharp"
it could fool you, 1:45 1:30
1:45 2 :45 CBS: Tena & Tim
1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of A:1 Churches
but not for long. Ideas are spilling all over 1:45
2:00 2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin
the place. And you love it.
2:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey
2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America
He's always been as full of ideas. Born 2:00
2:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins
Blue: Appointment With Life
and raised in New York, he has reason 2:15 2:15 3:15
3 :15 CBS:
Irene Beasley
to remember some of his earlier ideas.
3:15 CBS: The High Places
3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family
His first job was with a Literary Agency, 2:30 2:30
2:30 3 :30 CBS: Sing Along Club
where he did advertising, copywriting and 2:45 2:45 3 :45 NBC: Right to Happiness
3:45 Blue: Yours Alone
editing. Next, he went to work for a small 2:45 2:45 4:00
Blue: Ethel and Albert
3:45 CBS: Bob Trout
outfit that was making documentary films. 1:00 2:45
3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party
He worked on the first movies about Spain
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis, News
NBC: Stella Dallas
"Return to Life"
the first film on the 1:15 3:15 4:15
4:15 Blue: Don Norman Show
I'll Buy That"
3:30 4:30 Blue:
Chinese
"China Strikes Back ". 1:30
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
Then he turned to radio. He free -lanced 1:30 3:30 4:30
Feature Story, Bob Trout
4 :30 CBS:
Blue: Hop Harrigan
for about a year and a half, writing scripts 1 :45 3:45 4:45
4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown
regularly for shows like Bulldog Drum4 :45 CBS:' Milt Herth Trio
5:00
Service Time
4:00
mond, Inner Sanctum, Grand Central Sta- 2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS:
Blue: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
tion
as he says, "dozens of audition 2:00 4:00 5:00
CBS: Feature Song Bob Trout
scripts that never got anywhere". In be- 2:15 4:15 5:15
5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life
4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy
tween scripts, he wrote magazine articles 2:15
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill
and sold ideas for picture stories. He's had 2:30 4:30 5:30
MBS: Superman
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong
articles in most of the national magazines
5:30 CBS: Terry Allen and The Three
Sisters
Reader's Digest, Saturday Evening Post, 2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front
Page Farrell
Redbook
.
2 :45 4:45 5 :45 Blue: Captain Midnight
4 :45 5 :45 CBS: Wilderness Road
Came the war and he got himself a job as
5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe
6:00 CBS: Hoagy Carmichael
the radio officer with the United Nations
6:10 CBS: Bill Costello
Information Office, acting as a liaison be- 3:15 5210
de to America
5 :15 6:15 NBC: S
3 :15 5:15 6:15 Blue: Capt. Tim Healy
tween radio outlets and twenty -five for- 3:30
5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health
5:30 6:30 CBS: Sally Moore Contralto
eign governments. He also wrote a series
CBS: The World today
called "Uncle Sam" for the United Nations 3:45 5 :45 6:45
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas
3:55
6 :55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch
program. At the same time, as a magazine 8:00 P.5:55
W. T
CBS: Jack Kirkwood
writer, he became a consultant to the War 8 :00 6:00
7:00 NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
8 :15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Hedda Hopper's Hollywood
Department.
7:15 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing
9:30 7:30 CBS: Thanks to the Yanks
He was inducted in October 1943. After 7:30
4:30 6:30 7 :30 Blue: The Lone Ranger
his basic training at Fort Niagara, he was
7:30 MBS: Bulldog Drummond
6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn
assigned to the Medical Corps to do orienta- 4:45
9:30 7:00 6:00 CBS: Vos Pop
8:00 Blue: Ted Malone From Overseas
tion work with the returned wounded at 8:00 7:00
7:00 8:00 NBC: Cavalcade of America
Halloran Hospital. He worked with the 8:30
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner
7:30 8:30 CBS: Geo. Burns and Gracie Alien
Second Service Command in the recondi- 8:30
7:30 8:30 Blue: Blind Date
tioning and rehabilitation program there. 5:30
S:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Voice of Firestone
of Sherlock
Then, he was transferred to the Army Ser- 5:30 7:30 8:30 MBS: Adventures
Holmes
7:S5 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry
vice Forces Productions Unit, to work as 5:55
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Lus Radio Theater
a consultant and research man on Assign- 6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Happy Island -Ed Wynn
8:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel H
ment Home. Shortly after he started work 6:00
9:00 8:00 9:O0 NBC: The Telephone Hour
on that, he was given the Weapons For 6:30 8:30 9 :30 Blue: Spotlight Bands
6:30 8:30 9 :30 NBC: Information Please
Victory show to do on his own.
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Coronet Story Tiller
9:00 10:00 CBS: Screen Guild Players
He's too busy at the moment to think up 7:00
:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Guy Lombardo
The
chances 77:00
anything about after the war.
9:00 10:00N BC: Contented Program
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Johnny Morgan Show
are, however, that he'll have plenty of ideas.
10:30 Blue: Melody in the Night
7 :30 9:30 10:30 NBC: Dr. I. Q.
He always has had.
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8:15 Blue:
8:00 8:30 Blue:
9:00 CBS:
8:00 9:00 Blue:
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC:
1:30 2:30 9:15 CBS:
9:45 CBS:
845 9 :00 10:00 CBS:,
10:30 9:00 10:00 Blue:
9:45 NBC:
6:45

9:8610:00 NBC:
10:15 NBC:
8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS:
2:90 9:38 10:30 CBS:
10:30 Blue:
10:30 NBC:
9:45 10:45 Blue:
10:00 11:00 CBS:

8:00 10:00 11:00
3:00 10:00 11:00
10:15 11:15
8:15 10:15 11:15
12:30 10:30 11:30
8:30 10:30 11:30
8:45 10 :15 11:15
8:45 10:45 11:45
8:45 10:45 11:45
12:00
9:00 11:01 12:00
9:15 11:15 12:15
9:30 11:15 12:15
9:30 11:30 12:30
11 :38 12:30
9 :45 11:45 12:45
10:00 12:00 1:00
10:00 12:00 1:00
10:00 12:00 1:80
10:15 12:15. 1 :15
10 :15

12:151 1:15

10:30 12:30

10:45 12:45
12:45
11:00 1:00
11:00 1:00
11:45 1:15
11:00 1:00
11:15 1:15
11:30 1:30
11:30 1:30
11:30 1:30
11:45 1:45
11:45 1:45
12:80 2:00
12:00 2:00
12:00 2:00
12:15 2:15

12:15 2:15
2:45
12:30
12 :45
12:45
1:00
1:80
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2:45
2 :45
3:00
3:00

1:15 3:15
1:30.

3 :30

1:30 3:30
1:30 3:40
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5:45
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3:15
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CBS:
CBS:
Blue:

NBC:
CBS:
Blue:
CBS:
MBS:
CBS:

CBS:
Blue:
NBC:
CBS:
Blue:

4:38 5:38 NBC:
5:30 CBS:

5:45

5:45 Blue:

4:45 5:45
5:45
5 :00 6:00
6:00
5:15 6:15
5:15 6:15

NBC:
CBS:
CBS:
Blue:
CBS:

Blue:
5:15 6:15 NBC:
5:30 6:30 NBC:
5:38 6:30 CBS:
5:45 6:45 CBS:

6:45 NBC:
6:55 CBS:

Your Life Today

6:15

4:30
9:00
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:15

6:30
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7:00
7:00
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7:15
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Blue:
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CBS:

:00 Blue:

8:00 NBC:
8:15 Blue:

:30 Blue:
8:30'CBS:
8:30 MBS:
8:55 CBS:
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8:30 NBC:
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9:00
9:00
9:00
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10:00
10:00
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MESS.

Blue:

NBC:

CBS:
CBS:
Blue:

NBC:
MBS:
Bluer

MBS:
Blue:

NBC:
CBS:
CBS:

Li

News
News

Breakfast Club
Polly and Ed East
American School of the Air
This Life Is Mine
Valiant Lady
My True Story
White Market
Robert St. John
Lora Lawton
Light of the World
Strange Romance of Evelyn
Winters
Cliff Edwards
Finders Keepers
The Listening Post
Amanda
Breakfast at Sardi's
Road of Life
Second Husband
Rosemary
Bright Horizon
Gilbert Martyn
Aunt Jenny's Stories
Bob Johnston & Ilene Woods
David Harum
Glamour Manor
N O
A C C O U N T I N G . . .
Kate Smith Speaks
Big Sister
The Voice of the Army is a swell show.
Romance of Helen Trent
Farm and Home Makers
It's transcribed and comes to you over some
Army Air Forces Band
880 local and network stations. Like many
Our Gal Sunday
Life Can Be Beautiful
of the transcriptions distributed by the
Baukhage Talking
Sketches in Melody
government; it's pr'esented whenever the
Ma Perkins
stations have free air time. Look for it in
The Women's Exchange
Bernardine Flynn, News
listen. There
your local radio listings
Paula Stone & Phil Britts
The Goldbergs
to be things that need to be said to
seem
Morgan Beatty, News
this show says them with zing
all of
The Guiding Light
John B. Kennedy, News
and drama and darned good sense.
Mystery Chef
One of the several writers assigned to
Two on a Clue
Today's Children
The Voice of the Army is Cpl. Jacques
Woman in White
Perry Mason
Finke.

-and

us-and

Ladies Be Seated
Tena & Tim
Hymns of All Churches

Mary Marlin
Morton Downey
A Woman of America
Appointment with Life
Irene Beasley
The High Places
Ma Perkins
Sing Along Club
Bob Trout

"Yours Alone"

Pepper Young's Family
Right to Happiness

Westbrook Van Voorhis
House Party
Backstage Wife
Don Norman Show
Stella Dallas
Lorenzo Jones
Feature Story, Bob Trout
I'll Buy That
The Raymond Scott Show
Swing Along Club
Hop Harrigan
Young Widder Brown
Milt Herth Trio
Terry and the Pirates
When a Girl Marries
Service Time
Feature Story, Bob Trout
Portia Faces Life
Dick Tracy
Jack Armstrong
Superman
Just Plain Bill
Terry Allen and the Ross
Sisters
Captain Midnight
Front Page Farrell
Wilderness Road
Quincy Howe
Kiernan's News Corner
Edwin C. Hill
Capt. Healy
Serenade to America
Bili Stern
On Your Mark -Ted Husing
The World Today
Lowell Thomas
Meaning of the News
Joseph C. Harsch
Chesterfield Supper Club

-

6,00 7:00 NBC:
6:00 7:00 Blue: News
CBS: Jack Kirkwood
6:15 7:15 CBS: Chesterfield Time,

5:38 7:30
9:00 7:30
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NBC:
Blue:
CBS:
CBS:
CBS:
Blue:
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4:15 5:15 Blue:
5:38 5:38 Blue:
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5:55
6:00
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6:30
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6:30
6:30
6:55
7 :00
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CBS:
Blue:
CBS:
Blue:

4:00 5:00 NBC:
5:00 CBS:
5:15 CBS:
4:15 5:15 NBC:

3:55
8

NBC:
CBS:
NBC:

1:30
1:30
1:45
1:45 NBC:
2:00 NBC:
2:00 Blue:
2:15 Blue:
2:00 CBS:
2:15 NBC:
2:30 NBC:
2:30 CBS:
2:30 Blue:
2:45 CBS:
2:45 NBC:
3:00 CBS:
3:00 Blue:
3:00 NBC:
3:15 Blue:
3:15 CBS:
3:15 CBS:
3 :15 NBC:
3:30 CBS:
3:45 CBS:
3:45 Blue:
3,30 NBC:
3 :45 NBC:
4:00 Blue:
4:00 CBS:
4:00 NBC:
4:15 Blue:
4:15 NBC:
4:30 NBC:
4:30 CBS:
4:30 Blue:
4:45 CBS:

4:45
4:45
1:45 3:45 4:45
4:45
2:00 4:16 5:00
2:00

Blue:

Johnnie
Johnston
Raymond Gram Swing
News of the World
The Green Hornet
American Melody Hour
Dick Haymes
Theater of Romance
Ted Malone from Overseas
Ginny Simms
Lum 'n' Abner
Alan Young Show
A Date with Judy
Big Town
Roy Rogers Show
Bill Henry
Gabriel Heatter
Gracie Field's Show
Mystery Theater
Inner Sanctum
This Is My Best
Spotlight Bands
Fibber McGee and Molly
American Forum of the Air
Coronet Story Teller
John S. Hughes
Usten, the Women
Bob Hope
Service to the Front
Congress Speaks
Hildegarde
Casey, Press Photographer

NBC:
11:30 CBS:
111:30 NBC: Words at War

Eastern War Time

Jacques is a native New Yorker. He went
to the Horace Mann School and to college
at Cornell. He was always determined to
become a writer. At Cornell, he wrote for
the campus literary magazine, "Aeropagus ",
and for the college radio group and, of
course, for the inevitable musicals.
After his graduation, his ambitions ran
into â snag. His father wanted him to be an
accountant. So, Jacques went to the
Graduate School at Columbia-ostensibly to
study accountancy. Actually, he cut classes
and spent all his time in the "Browsing
Room ", reading short stories and books
about short stories-and trying to write.
Even fathers get impatient, however
Papa wanted some results. So, Jacques hied
himself to CBS, announced to the personnel
director that he wanted to be a writer and
asked to be taken on as a member of the
CBS apprentice group. Jacques worked
in every department at the station, until,

about three quarters of the way through the
course, he was asked by Max Wiley whether
he would like to join the script department.
Jacques didn't even think twice about that.
Jacques was a member of the CBS_ writing staff for about three years, at one time
or another, writing the continuity for practically every CBS program. He also wrote
five Columbia Workshop scripts -the highest you could go in artistic distinction
at that time.
Then, while he was away on vacation the
third year, he got a long distance call from
an advertising agency, asking him to join
the radio staff. Feeling like a change, he
took the job, writing the continuity for
Hit Parade, writing and directing the Cities
Service Program. Not finding this enough to
take up all his time -but mostly all his ideas
-he also freelanced the first 13 weeks of the
Radio Readers' Digest and wrote scripts
for Suspense , Report to the Nation and
Romance He says he made lots of money
in those days and ate very well-when he
had time to eat.
In June of 1943, Jacques found his "Greetings" in the mail. After his basic training,
he was sent to Governor's Island and assigned to work on The Voice of the Army .
Besides that, since he's been out there, he's
written the lyrics to a song-"Fool That I
Am" -which appeared in a recent copy of
Radio Romances. Remember?
.
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Your Life Today
News
News

Breakfast Club
Ed East & Polly
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Another of the writers assigned to The
Voice of the Army is Sgt. Louis Pelletier.
He's a tall, on -the- thin -side, humorous man
with an infectious laugh. He was born in
Pittsburgh, grew up in New York, attended
the Barnard School for Boys and went to
Dartmouth, graduated in the class of '28.
Asked what he prepared for at college,
he said, "Must have planned to be a failure, because after graduation I did very
well at it. My first job was with the N. Y.
Telephone Company-didn't last long."
Nor did any of his other jobs. One
night, in his thirtieth year, Louis Pelletier
had a bang -up business with his family,
stalked out of his home and hunted up
a friend on whose shoulder he could lean.
The friend was Bob Sloan, an actor in those
days and often in need of a sympathetic
shoulder himself.
Two sad characters leaned on one another for awhile. Then, it is not sure which
one, one of them said, "Why don't we write
a play? Got any ideas ?"
Louis Pelletier had never thought of
writing before. Somewhere in his noggin,
however, he found an idea and he and Sloan
went right to work on it. Three months later
the play was sold and two months after that
it opened on Broadway. It was called
"Howdy Stranger!" -not what you'd call a
smash hit, but it ran long enough to be
bought by the movies as a starring vehicle
for Dick Powell and Priscilla Lane. Remember "Cowboy From Brooklyn"?
That made Louis Pelletier a writer. He
and Sloan wrote two more plays, but didn't
nice
sell them. Pelletier turned to radio
market, he thought. He wrote a sketch for
the Vallee hour. Knowing nothing about
agents or script departments at agencies,
he left his sketch at the receptionist's desk
at the J. Walter Thompson Agency and
walked away. Three weeks later he was
phoned and told they would use the sketch
and could he write some more. Of course!
He wrote three more sketches and looked
ahead to a bright future in radio -especially
on the Vallee hour. Only the Vallee hour
folded-after ten years on the air.
But his luck had changed. He ran into
a friend who was going slightly frantic because he had a serial on his hands for which
no one had any ideas after the first thirteen
weeks of the story. Could Pelletier think
up any ideas? Of course, he could. Over the
week-end, Pelletier wrote two scripts for
them to go on with and found himself hired
at $175 per week.
In a short time, Pelletier was a regular
contributor-and incidentally, a regular
collector of nice sized checks -on a variety
of programs, among them Suspense. Are
You A Genius ?, Man Behind the Gun, Romance and Commandos.
Came 1942 and December-Pelletier enlisted. Shortly after his induction, he was
assigned to work on "The Voice of the
Army ", which he has been doing ever since.
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Continued from page
time. Their off -duty time was spent
trying to give some little extra attention, and that counts when you feel as
badly as I did. Unquote.
YOU: I guess you've made your
point. All right. You'll talk about
nurses. For one dollar. How many are
there in the Army Nurses Corps?
ME: Not enough. Right now there
are 42,000 nurses in the Army Nurses
Corps. When you take a look at the
facts, you'll see why that's not nearly
enough. Practically every day, now,
about 1000 sick and wounded men are
sent back home for hospitalization.
That's only the GIs who are sent home
-there are all the others overseas.
Seventy -one percent of the Army
Nurses are serving overseas, now. That
leaves a nice round twenty -nine percent to take care of the men in hospitals here -and all the men who are
being sent back daily. They need more
nurses overseas, but sending more of
them from the existing staffs would
mean stripping the hospitals here of
already overworked nurses. It can't
be done. Not long ago, eleven hospital
units were sent overseas without nurses
-that's how desperate the situation is.
Here at home, Army hospitals are operating with as few as one nurse to
twenty -six beds. One nurse ought not
to have to take care of more than
fifteen beds. Overseas, one nurse
shouldn't have to take care of more
than twelve beds. It's not good. The
President has said that 18,000 more
nurses are needed as quickly as possible. That can go up higher, depending
on how our boys make out.
YOU: What about the Navy?
ME: At the present time the Navy
has about 9,000 nurses.. The Navy Nurse
Corps has to get ready to staff six
new hospital ships that will be corn missioned in the next six months, several new naval hospitals that are going into operation soon, as well as naval
fleet and base hospitals overseas. The
Navy needs at least 2,500 more nurses
and needs them before July 1, 1945.
We hear a lot about soldiers
YOU:
in Veterans Hospitals. What about

them?

ME: There are 95 Veterans Hospitals in the United States. In the first
ten months of 1944 about 112,464 veterans of World War II -this war that's
going on right now -were admitted to
Veterans Hospitals. These are exsoldiers- medical discharges who need
more care, some of them for a long
time to come. These GIs deserve the
best. They gave their best -some of
them may be crippled for life. The
Veterans Hospitals have less rigid
qualifications. Many registered nurses
who can't pass the Army and Navy
examinations and meet the requirements, can work at the Veterans Hospitals. The Veterans' Administration
estimates that by July 31 it will need
at least 3,000 more nurses, to fill vacancies and to staff the additional beds
they expect to have to set up by then.
YOU: This is a big question. Where
do the Army and Navy expect to get
all these nurses?
ME: That's an easy one. Right this
minute, there are 223,405 registered
nurses in this country. The Procurement and Assignment Service of the
War Manpower Commission has classified about 41,000 of these as available

41

for military service. Of course, that
doesn't mean that all these 41,000 women would be eligible and could meet
the strict physical and professional requirements. But the pressing need at
the moment is for about 23,500 nurses.
YOU: I see. There are nurses and
they are available. Well, what keeps
them from volunteering?
ME: And that's an important one.
Nurses -better than anybody else, I
guess- understand the need. Lots of
them want to volunteer and -are held
back -by many things. Their families,
their fears, their doubts. An objecting
family can be a hard thing for a girl
to buck. The thing I don't get is that
nine times out of ten the relatives of
nurses are also the relatives of fighting
men. You'd think they'd see the need
and break down some of these prewar ideas. Nurses have been kept back
from volunteering because of all kinds
of rumors that have no basis in fact.
Gory tales about nurses being brought
back home minus arms and legs. Not
one of these stories is true. Here are
the facts -proven and documented. To
date, seven nurses have been killed by
enemy action. Remember -that's seven
out of between 35,000 and 42,000. About
one hundred nurses have lost their
lives in the line of duty from accidents
and natural causes-meaning, it could
have happened right here at home just
as well. About thirty nurses have re -"
ceived the Purple Heart for wounds
resulting from enemy action. The Army
has no reports of any amputees of
any description. The Army does not
regard its nurses as expendable and it
takes every possible precaution to protect them.

THERE are just as many rumors about

-

the morals of nurses as there were
about the morals -or lack of them
of WACs and WAVEs, when that was
the big issue of the moment. Rumors
like this are like all rumors. The Army
Nurse leads a very strictly supervised
life. Her superior officers are responsible for her professional, physical and
moral behavior. And if you just take
a good look at the hard work they do
and be sensible about the whole thing,
it's pretty plain that there isn't much
time left over in their crowded day for
playing around. Lots of people don't
come out in the open with arguments
like these, because they're ashamed of
them. And they ought to be. But
they have others. Like, for instance
that war isn't for women. Me -I'd like
to ask a plain question. Who is war
for? War isn't for anybody. But we're
in it and we have to fight it through
and make sure we win it -but good.
And part of winning it depends on the
women who can take care of the men
who get hurt in the process. Nurses
have done a terrific job so far -but now
it comes out that no matter how heroic
they have been, there haven't been
enough of them and in the coming
months there will definitely not be
enough of them.
A nurse in the military service has
all the advantages that apply to the
men in the service -Government Insurance, the opportunity to travel, the
opportunity to study special nursing as
well as other subjects that are given
through the Arrfied Forces Institute,
retirement privileges for disability, all
Continued on page 54
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She lives in a spacious Southern house
with big white pillars across the front!
She looks exactly the way you think a
charming Southern girl should look -very
feminine, very lovely, with a complexion
that's sweet -as- you - please. Another "engaged girl" Pond's complexion!
"I just depend on Pond's Cold Cream like
anything," Helen says, "it's the grandest
cleaner- upper -and leaves my face with
such a smooth, soft feeling."
She smooths cool, luscious Pond's Cold
Cream completely over her face and throat
-then pats to soften and release dirt and
make -up. Tissues off.
She rinses with another Pond's creaming
-moving white- coated fingers around in
little creamy whirls. Tissues off.
Use Pond's yourself-every night, every
morning-and for clean -ups in between.
You'll love it just as Helen does!
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Charming HELEN RANDALL -her complexion is cameo -like, smooth!
"Pond's Cold Cream takes mighty good care of my skin," she says.
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-of Philadelphia's Main Line
-of the Spreckels of California
LADY STANLEY OF ALDERLEY -internationally famous beauty
MISS CONSTANCE MCCORMICK-of the Chicago McCormicks
MRS. ERNEST L. BIDDLE

MRS. GERALDINE SPRECKELS

MRS. ERNEST DU PONT,

JR.-of the great

Wilmington family

AT THE BLOOD DONOR CENTER-Helen assists in
making hemoglobin tests. Ever since the war began she
has worked loyally as a Nurse's Aide. There are many
Nurse's Aide duties needing volunteer workers. Ask
your local chapter how you can best serve.

BE SURE TO ASK FOR
the big luxury-size jar with
its wide top that lets you dip
the fingers of both hands in
at once. It gives you such
a nice -to -have lavish feeling!
Cet your big jar of Pond's
Cold Cream today.

Today -many more women
use Pond's than any other
face cream at any price
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Continued from page 52
the benefits provided in the GI Bill of
Rights (benefits like refresher courses,
reemployment rights and all the rest).
But most important of all, she's living
five years ahead of the rest of the nursing profession. She's on the spot while
surgeons are making discoveries and developing new methods of treatment.
She's learning how to handle new drugs
that may change the whole course of
civilian medicine after the war. This
experience that she's getting during the
war will make her a more valuable
nurse afterwards.
YOU: But I'm not a nurse. What can
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I do?
ME:

Lady- that's the $64 question.
That's the one I've been aiming at. Because everyone has to help.
All eligible graduate nurses should
join the Army and Navy Nurses Corps.
All nurses who can't meet the Army
and Navy requirements should work in
a Veterans Hospital.
Senior Cadet Nurses, who have a
choice as to whether they will enter
civilian hospitals or military hospitals
should serve their last six months of
training in military hospitals and, on
graduation, should apply for a commission.
Aides and

practical nurses
NURSES'
should either enlist in the WAC for
duty with the Medical Department, or

...

and I'm doing something about
it now! My hairdresser told me
how. "I recommend ETERNOL," she
pay a trifle more
said, "though
because ETERNOL'S color for it than for any other tint
control is always sure." One treatment proved she was right!
Gone are all the drab gray streaks. My hair shines like
I
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satin, gleams with youth -giving color. And how naturally
lovely, it looks! Ask your hairdresser for ETERNOL.
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in one simple operation

New 12 -page booklet "Radiant Hair on the 7 -Day Plan." Write
Paragon Distr. Corp., Dept. M -5, 8 W. 32nd St., New York 1, N. Y.
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work a minimum of 10 hours a week
in a civilian hospital.
Untrained women should enlist in the
WAC for medical assignments, or take
Nurses' Aides training from the Red
Cross -as soon as possible. If they still
haven't the time and freedom to do that,
they can take Red Cross Home Nursing
courses.
I said in the beginning that I don't
feel funny. Well, I don't. There's
nothing very funny about war and men
dying and men bleeding and needing
help -our men -our men who are
fighting for us, to protect us, to keep
for us all the things we want to keep.
There's nothing very laugh -provoking
about the idea that we may be letting
these men down. That's a bad idea. It's
not an American idea. We can't let
them down. These men have a right
to expect the best possible care in the
world, if anything does happen to them.
They have a right to a chance to live.
And, sometimes, that chance is very
slim. It can hang on a split second. It
can live or die in a heartbeat's time. It
can depend on whether there's a
trained, efficient, resourceful, alert
nurse at the bedside, or standing by
the operating table, a nurse whose
hands are busy doing the right thing
for a man almost before her eyes have
finished registering his need. A nurse,
worn out, because she has to take care
of twenty beds instead of twelve, because she has to work twice as long
every day as she should, because she's
been working at that rate under combat conditions without any let up, without relief, may not always be able to
respond with that life saving split second and correct reaction.
I hope everyone will see the need
not in numbers, or talk, but in terms of
life. I hope that everyone will think of
the son, the brother, the sweetheart, the
husband who's gone to war and that
everyone will feel a sharp twinge of
pain and fear because of what might
happen to that person she loves unless
this need is met soon. And I hope that
everyone will begin looking, quickly,
for the way in which he or she can
help meet this need.
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sweet." So protect the charm he
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Montez says. "A daily Lux Soap

bath makes daintiness sure."

You'll love the way the creamy
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skin -leaves it fresh, really
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Heart Knew

Continued from page
you -you know that. But anything else
between us would be impossible."
"Don't you like me ?" I whispered,
my voice shaking with a new hurt.
like you
"Of course, I like you
as well as anyone I know. But I can
multiply, Beth -two times two."
"But I don't think age matters," I
said, discarding the obstacle of 20 years'
difference in our ages. "Years don't
make any difference as long as we
think alike. Damon, we match."
"I should have foreseen this," he said
gently. `This was selfish of me. But I
didn't mean it to be. I wanted to help
you. And I didn't see the danger."
"It's not a danger, Damon-don't look
at it that way! If you can forget the
accidental differences in our ages you'll
see how right we are for each other."
Damon laughed, and rested his haard
for a moment against my cheek. "Ho'W
right we are as a pretty young niece
and an affectionate old uncle, for in-
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doctor perfected Meds
"SAFETY- WELL " -to assure the extra
security, the extra comfort, every
A woman

woman wants! The COTTON in
Meds is fine, soft, super - absorbent;
the disposable APPLICATORS are
dainty, easy to use -yet Meds internal
protection costs you LESS!
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FOR 10 IN APPLICATORS

Meds' "SAFETY WELL" absorbs
so much more
so much faster?

Meds' fine soft
COTTON insorber

adapts comfortably
to inaividual needs.

stance?"

to laugh back, but there was
IHAD
a catch in my heart.

That winter is one I'll always reof longing and love,
mixed with the fear that Damon's reluctance would be proof against every
argument. We spent a good deal- of
time together; often, at the close of one
of those lovely relaxing evenings I
would surprise a faintly speculative expression in his eyes, and then I would
grasp his hand eagerly between mine.
"Damon darling, look at tonight
could you have enjoyed it as much with
anyone else? We're so right -and it's
everything I want, everything."
He would say rather wistfully,
"Everything you want now, perhaps."
And then, laughing, "You see, Beth,
you've proved it yourself. The very fact
that I'm old enough to look ahead
shows that Fm far too aged and fearful
for a young, fresh thing like you."
"You're alive, you're strong- that's
why I love you!" I would insist.
"You're lovely, Beth dear," he would
answer, with a smile that sometimes
made me feel that I could never change
his mind, and at other times sent my
heart surging upward with a feeling
that he must love me, he would change.
And just as I had gotten to that point,
he would ruin it all by suggesting that
I go out with his nephew Tom. Tom
Bryson had come to work for Damon
after his discharge from the Army. He
was a lanky, sandy- haired, perpetually
good- humored young man, and at first
he didn't quite fit into the serenely
dignified atmosphere that Damon and
I always maintained at the office. But
after a few weeks I got used to the
energetic way he burst in each morning, and the light- hearted sound of his
frequent laughter; I was so wrapped up
in Damon that I scarcely noticed him
around. And then, one day, when
Damon and I had planned to go to the
theater after work, Damon called me
into his office to say that he couldn't.
"But you have the tickets, Beth
perhaps you'd like to go with someone
else? I know you've been wanting to
see it. Why don't you let Tom take

member- months
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you ?"
"I don't want to see it unless I can
be 'with you," I said almost pettishly.
"Will you be gone long ?"
Damon looked at me gravely, "Beth,
you worry me. I want ..." he broke off
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and sighed. "I don't know yet that I'll
have to go."
He tried, one other time, to get me
to go out with Tom. I didn't blame Tom
for it; I was sure he didn't know anything about it-but Damon stopped by
my desk to tell me that he was too tired
to take me to dinner that night, and to
ask if I would like to have it with Tom,
who was free for the evening.
"Damon," I said angrily, "if you don't
want me, that's all right. But no, I don't
want to have dinner with Tom. I have
nothing to say to Tom. If I can't be
with you I'd rather be alone."
The question of my going out with
Tom didn't come up again, and winter
melted into a mellow spring with
Damon more uncertain, more worried
than ever about my feeling for him.
Finally, one day, he told me that he
would have to leave town at the end
of the week, and would be gone about
a month. Tom would be in charge of the
office. In fact, Damon had the lettering
on the door changed to Bryson and
Bryson, and Tom took over.
I suppose I was pretty rude to Tom,
in those first days after Damon left. I
was worried and lonesome, without
Damon; and I resented Tom's intrusion,
having to accustom myself to his very
different methods after the placid,
routinized days I was used to.
But after a while I began to see that
there was more to Tom than a lighthearted grin, and that it was impossible
to keep from warming to him. His
exuberance filtered through the weight
of disappointment and restraint with
which I cloaked myself; I found that
I began to look forward to the laughter
he always managed to find in the dullest details of our work.
It wasn't that I forgot Damon and
my love for him. It was just that I
couldn't be tragic when I was around
Tom.
One day he asked me to have dinner
with him.
"Will you-please? Damon said I
couldn't find a nicer girl in town -and
I agree with him." He grinned.
ALL right, if that's what Damon wants
I'll go."

And so I went. I had prepared myself

to be a little bored with Tom's youth,
but I was mistaken. Tom was a delightful dinner companion. He was as
courteous and attentive as Damon as
well as being enthusiastic and gay.

I had thought that dancing was not
important to me at all. But when Tom
and I danced that night, I discovered
that I loved the feel of the music, the
excitement of gliding across a smooth
floor, guided by an attractive man. And
I found that Tom's interest in me was
flattering. I liked the pressure of his
warm handclasp when we said goodnight at my door.
But I knew that I must keep away
from him. With just a little encouragement, Tom could fall in love with me,
and I didn't want that. But it was terribly hard. Being with Tom was so
much more fun than staying home
thinking of my love for Damon which
could not be fulfilled.
And so a few nights later, I accepted Tom's invitation once again.
"Damon has given me free reign at
his house," Tom said. "Let's go out
there and have a cocktail."
But in the living room of the big

house, a big wave of lonesomeness for
Damon washed over me. I found it difficult to talk. Tom sensed my withdrawal, I know, for he stood up suddenly and said, "Let's get out of here."
Upon leaving Damon's home that
night, just as upon leaving the office, I
seemed to cast away my maturity and
to be drawn to Tom, and gaiety and
youth. We danced that night for long,
singing hours, and I was sorry when
it was time to go home.
One night we went with a group of
Tom's newly -made friends to a downtown club. Tom and I were dancing
when the orchestra beat out with
"Auld Lang Syne."
"If this were New Year's Eve and
they were playing that it would be
midnight and I would be kissing you,"
Tom said. And, suddenly, he kissed me
quickly.
"If this were New Year's Eve, I'd
make a resolution," he said. "I guess
I will, anyway."
"What resolution ?" I asked. "What is
it that you've decided to do this year ?"
"I'm going to marry you, Beth," he
said, and his eyes weren't laughing
now. They were very serious. "I'm going to marry you. That's what I'm
'
going to do."
After that I avoided him as much as
possible. But that was difficult when
we worked together in the same office.
And I suppose I must be honest
enjoyed being attractive to Tom Bryson.
For the last week that Damon was
away, I saw Tom nearly every night.
We danced and we laughed and we
sang. I was surprised to find myself
shopping for bright clothes and giddy
hats. Two days before Damon was due
to return, I looked at myself in the
mirror and- discovered that I looked
years younger. "Where's your dignity ?"
I asked my gay image, and I giggled.
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day that Damon returned I
THE
dressed in my best dark suit with

immaculate collar and cuffs. I was
painstakingly careful. Perhaps now that
he had been gone, he would realize his
need for me. Perhaps, he had missed me
and knew now that he needed meterribly -the way I needed him. I made
a short little prayer to that effect.
And when Damon did walk into the
office that day I didn't even notice him.
Because Tom was beside my desk and
we were talking about the dance the
night before, and we were laughing.
Damon just watched us, smiling.
"Is this my quiet legal office?" he
asked finally, his eyes twinkling.
Tom bounded across the room and
shook Damon's hand, honestly glad at
his return. And then I stood up and
put my hand in Damon's, sensing again
his power and gentleness -feeling my
heart go out to him.
"Damon," I said softly, "I'm glad
you're back."
"I'm glad, too, Beth," he said, and
there was new promise and a kind of
covered excitement in his voice. "Can
you have lunch with me today ?"
I nodded and went back to my desk.
My feelings that morning puzzled me.
I was sure that Damon wanted to tell
me something of special importance.
And, somehow, I was afraid to have
him. I loved him as much as ever
wasn't that. It was just that I kept remembering all of his arguments against
our going on together.
We went to a quiet little restaurant
and sat in a back booth that noon.
During luncheon Damon asked me
slowly, "Have you and Tom had fun
while I was gone ?"
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this is your time to give orders
That's the stuff, Son
and make 'em stick. Later on it won't be so easy.
And here's a tip -while you're still 'head man'. See that
the womenfolk do your washing with Fels -Naptha Soap.
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At your age a fellow needs a large wardrobe designed
for comfort more than style. He has to 'change' often
and on short notice.

That means a full -time job for Mother -and Fels -Naptha
Soap. Keeping you supplied with garments that are clean and sweet and snowy
white. Keeping the house shipshape
and the rest of the family happy.
So remember this:

It's fairly painless to

'do your duds' -with the gentle soap
that makes the doing easy . . .
That's Fels- Naptha!
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"Yes," I answered truthfully, "Tom's
very amusing."
"And head over heels in love with

you," Damon continued.
"Tom's very young."
"A year older than you," Damon
reminded me.
"But-you know what I mean," I
said softly.
"You mean you're not in love with
him ?"
"Yes, Damon, that's what I mean," I
said.
"I've done a lot of thinking since I've
been gone," Damon said.
My lips parted and my breath caught
in my throat.
"I want to marry you, Beth."
Now that it was here I could not believe it. I was confused and excited.
And I was, strangely, afraid.
"Shall we leave next week, Beth?
Can you get ready that soon? I'd like
to make reservations for the 22nd," he
said. "I want to take you south-to
begin to show you the world you've
never known."
I lay awake a long time that night
thinking of my new life with Damon.
I was tired and headachy when I got
up that morning, when I heard the
telephone ring and heard Mrs. Kelly
call upstairs, "Beth-it's for you."
It wasn't Damon
was Tom.

-it

Tom," I began, and then
ICAN'T,
knew that this was the morning
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STARLIT CARE MARES?

must tell him. "All right," I agreed,
"Pick me up in 45 minutes."
Tom took me to the same little restaurant where Damon had proposed to
me the noon before. And I learned that
the whole atmosphere of a place can
change with your companion. Yesterday
this cafe had seemed quiet and dignified
and clean. Today it was gay and sunny
and warm and as bright as a new
penny-the kind of a place a boy brings
his best girl for an extra flourish.
All through breakfast I tried to tell
Tom about my approaching marriage,
but I couldn't bear to see his eyes cloud
with sadness. And I was beginning to
realize that my motive wasn't entirely
unselfish. I hated to say goodbye to the
fun we had known -to realize that this
was the last twosome we could share
that after this my life would take on
formality and dignity as Damon's wife.
Formality, dignity-the tranquillity I
had so longed for-mine at last. But
opposite me, Tom's flashing grin and
his mirthful comments on the people
around us reminded me how much I
had enjoyed the effervescent, gay times
we had had together -how stimulating
I had found them. Which was it, after
all, that I wanted?
Suddenly, there was the question before my mind, in just so many words.
Which kind of life -which of these men
-did I want? I had never before admitted the idea that it might not be
Damon, Damon for whom I had longed
through a whole bittersweet year. But
now-there it was.
Damon's words, said months ago,
came back to me. "You've been hurt
and tossed about, Beth -you want only
refuge and tenderness now. But one
day you'll want something else ... and
we won't have it 'together; we can't."
Now that he had sheltered me, and
I was whole and strong again -was I
going to make his words come true?
Confusion rioted inside me, but above it
and beyond it there was one certainty
-the mad beating of my heart when
Tom looked at me, a beating that shook
me so that I was afraid he would feel
it as he helped me on with my coat.
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Fragrant Starlet Facial Pads saturated
with an especially formulated lotion
quickly and easily remove cake makeup and all other kinds of makeup
leave skin cool and refreshed. Here's
a "One Minute Facial Pad" ready instantly to provide you with a smooth
base for your new makeup.

R

I
I

STARLIT LIPSTICK

BOIL MISERY RELIEVED

by the MOIST HEAT of

ANTIPHLOGISTINE
The moist heat of an

BOILS

ANTIPHLOGISTINE

poul-

tice does two important

SIMPLE

things:

One-helps ease the pain
and soreness. Two -helps
soften the boil.
SORE MUSCLES
ANTIPHLOGISTINE should
be applied as a poultice
SIMPLE
just hot enough to be
comfortable. Then feel
CHEST COLD
its moist heat go right to
SORE THROAT work on that boil- bringing soothing relief and
BRONCHIAL
comfort. Does good, feels
IRRITATION good.
The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE
poultice also relieves pain and reduces
swelling due to a simple sprain or bruise
. and relieves cough, tightness of
chest, muscle soreness due to chest cold,
bronchial irritation and simple sore
throat. Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty
Flo) at any drug store TODAY.
SPRAIN
BRUISE

The WhitePachagewitbtheOrangeBand

0

EHOLD SPECIAL
by Starcross!

"

{.

5j'YLED

RMADERIGHT f ,.RIGHT
PRICED

Smart design, gay print
patterns, plus sound workmanship make
these aprons real down.to.earth values.
Available in extra size and medium coveralls, bibs and band styles -an apron for
everybodyat pria everybody can afford.
STARCROSS APRONS

More than just
ornaments-these potholders really hold
hot pots... I Cotton filled, quilted. se.
STARCROSS POTHOLDERS

curely tape bound, centers finished is
white, solid colors or sparkling coral
rints with contrasting colored bindings.
see popular styles-in three popular
ranges.

`.4

Beauty's more
than skin deep here -1 Cheerful
coral patterns, clean design -yet
sturddy constructed of long.wear
fabric to meet the test of heavy
use. 12pocket size in a variety of
color combinations.
STARCROSS SHOEBAGS

EMBOSS nauOS
SOLO

uf

taRUUtUOUS Ulf

YMIIR SIAM

EW YORK, N.Y.

I NC.

GREENVILLPQ R. C.

nothing to Tom about Damon.
had to think.
That night, when ); went home with
Damon, I looked at his gracious home
with different eyes. Calm, gentle-and
the feeling of Tom's hand on my shoulder blazed up again within me. In
that instant there was no more confusion; I knew that it was Damon, not
Tom, to whom I must speak.
"Damon."
"Yes," he said, covering my hand
with his great one.
"I can't go through with our marriage."
I was afraid to look at him, to see
the pain I knew must show in his face.
"It isn't that I don't love you," I
whispered. "I believed until this morning that I loved you in every way
but I can't lie to you."
"I know this is hard for you, Beth,"
Damon said gently. "You don't have to
explain, anymore."
"But I want you to know, Damon, before I tell Tom."
I had expressed my love for Tom
aloud for the first time.
"He loves you, doesn't he ?"
I nodded and my tears were hurting
my eyes.
"You're right for each other -just
right," Damon said, picking up my middle finger and letting it drop down with
the others again. "I think it's wonderful
that you found each other."
"But Damon, what about you ?"
I said

[

We

had 5 days for our Honeymoon

-

AND he smiled and said, "This time
we aren't going to think about me.
We're going to concentrate on you. At
last, little Beth, you're going to begin
that life you deserve."
The next night, as we were leaving
the office, I asked Tom to take me home.
"Oh, happily," he said, steering me
toward his car. But when we had
settled ourselves and started, he turned
to me with a funny sly look. "If I may
do it by way of some dinner."
"You needn't look so sinister," I
laughed. "I hoped you would ask me.
I've got something to say to you ..." my
voice died away at the sudden grimness that came into his face.
"Perhaps I'd better take you straight
home," he said quietly. "I have an idea
it's something I'd rather not hear."
I closed- my hand over his arm
in panic. "Oh, no-please, Tom, you
must ... Tom darling, it's -it's about
your New Year's resolution." My inadequate words hung in the air between us, and then Tom pulled over to
the curb and turned to me. Slowly the
grimness gave way to a question, and
the question to a sort of unbelieving
joy. When his voice finally came, it was
as unsteady as that of a little boy
exclaiming over his first Christmas
bicycle.
"What did you say, just then ?"
"I said
was about
"No -no," Tom interrupted, "what
you called me ?"
"I called you-Tom darling."
Tom glanced about him, "There isn't
any other Tom here, is there? You did
say it to me? On your word of honor ?"
"Darling," I repeated. "Tom Bryson,
darling. Now are you convinced ?"
Tom drew a deep breath. "I'm convinced. You said it to-just me."
He drew me gently into his arms and
held me so that he could look down into
my face. "Beth darling -is it just me?
Let me see-" he pretended to study
my eyes carefully, and then he laughed.
"I believe it's true. There isn't that
queer guard in your eyes when you
look at me now. As though you had

-it

Our first day-we found the

loveliest honeymoon place. "Loveliest to
remember -" you said, "the darling softness of your hands." (Oh, thanks for
Jergens Lotion. Jergens furnishes softness -protection most hand skin needs.)
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Poetry in the afternoons. "`Your soft hand

is a woman of itself'," you
read. "That's true, darling," you said -and kissed my fingers. (Oh, poor girls,
who let their hands get rough -when Jergens Lotion hand care is so easy!)
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another leading napkin containing a deodorant!
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forgotten something and were struggling to remember it, but couldn't."
"How do I loop now ?" I whispered.
"Let me see." He held me from him.
"Why, you look wonderful! You look
like the loveliest thing I've ever seen.
You look like my girl, altogether mine
-no wonderings, no regrets, nothing
but ... oh, Beth, you do love me ?" I
raised my mouth to his for the only
assent I wanted to give, and the promise that had been in the looks we had
exchanged, the breathless, timid touching of hands, became reality- became
such a blazing thing that nothing was
left except his lips on mine.
But the next morning, as I straightened Damon's desk, the sadness that
Tom's lips had held at bay came back,
a little bit of it, to trouble me. Everything was settled for Tom and me -but
what of Damon, to whom I owed not
only Tom but the new honesty and
courage that made me capable of returning Tom's love, unafraid? Could
Damon smilingly, happily, accept me
as his loving and loved niece rather
than as his wife? True enough, that had
been his own picture of our relationship
always, even when I had tried so passionately to make him see it differently. But now that he had thought of me
as his wife--could he go back?
The shrilling of his desk phone cut
through my thoughts. It was the railroad depot and an officious voice was
asking, "Is this Damon Bryson's secretary?"
"Yes," I answered.

rrELL

Mr. Bryson okay, on that reservation for the 21st."
"I don't think he wants that reservation," I said, "and, anyway, the reservations were for the 22nd."
"Oh, I called him about the
reservations for the 22nd," the voice
went on. "They've gone through too.
But this is the ticket on the Rocket
to Chicago on the 21st"
"I'll tell him," I said, hanging up in
bewilderment. Why did Damon order
our tickets for the south on the 22nd
and another ticket to Chicago on the
21st? Why would any man order two
tickets for himself going opposite directions the same day?
Unless
bent with sudden eagerness over Damon's desk calendar, flipping the pages back to the 21st -that
day on which he had asked me to
marry him. Bar Convention, Chicago
leave 2:51 Rocket. I turned to the 22nd
-and there it was. Tom and Beth,
reservations for Florida. In Damon's
handwriting.
Damon had known. He knew all about
me, what I really wanted. He had realized that without the shock of his proposal I would never have thought
clearly enough to make my own decision; I would have drifted into a half life with him, thinking I was content,
perhaps-but never really living, never
being myself.
And now it was settled. I raised my
head, smiling, as Tom came into the
outer office. He stood there for a moment, unaware that I was watching
through the glass that shielded Damon's
private office, and glanced about disappointedly as he took off his hat. Then,
feeling the pull of my gaze, he whirled
about, and as his eyes met mine the
disappointment melted into excitement,
into joy. As he came toward me, I could
sense what he was thinking-because
the same thought was going round and
round in me. I couldn't find you, my
darling; I didn't see you at first. But all
of a sudden-there you were.
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WONDERFULLY- sensationally- effec-

tive, by actual laboratory test! No
wonder women are all so keen about the
marvelous new Modess with a fine deodorant powder sealed right in!
Think of it! No fuss, no nuisance of a
separate deodorant powder! Marvelous!
And besides this daintiness extra -at no
extra cost-Modess gives you other tested
extras: 3 out of 4 women, in a nationwide
poll, voted it softer to touch; 209 nurses, in
hospital tests, found it safer, less apt to
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strike through than nationally known
layer -type napkins.
Hurry and get the wonderful new
Modess with Deodorant, today!
Your
store has two kinds
of Modess. If you'd
PLEASE NOTE:

rather have softer,

safer Modess without
deodorant,just askfor
"Standard Modess."
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Strangers Kiss
Continued from page 34
close and too warm in the bus. My skin
felt prickly and hot, and my head
ached, and all of my anxiety over Ellen
House had become a sick certainty that
I was returning to chaos. When I
reached Ellenville, the rain had subsided to a fine mist, and I didn't bother
to call for the station wagon. I walked
up the hill, hurrying when I neared the
hotel and saw the deserted look about
it-the lawn furniture stacked on the
porch, no cars in the drive, no cars, I
saw with alarm, at the back where
the employees parked. I ran the last
steps. Cappy was at the desk. The next
instant he was pulling me to him,
holding me close and shaking me at the
same time, saying, "Jo, you little idiot,
why didn't you call? You're soaked
I" surrendered for a moment to the
comfort of his arms, to the sweetness of
being scolded in that glad, anxious
voice; then I drew away. "What's happened?" I cried. "Why is everything
so quiet? And oh, Cappy, what did
you do about the wedding ?"
"The wedding!" He grmned teasingly. "Weddings, you mean. We had
two of them on Saturday."

-"

came into the foyer, caught the
ALMA
last of Cappy's speech. She turned
on him the triumphant, congratulatory
smile she'd always given me after we'd
pulled through a tumultuous time.
"Everything went fine, Miss Jo. But
we sure had a time for a while on
Saturday afternoon. Mr. Scanlon
closed up the switchboard. and things
just the way you would have."
That, I thought, was why my calls
hadn't gone through. The board had
been closed, and the two phones that
were always connected must have rung
somewhere unanswered. And everything had gone beautifully without me.
I should have been glad and grateful.
Alma smiled again at Cappy. "As
for today," he said, "we gave most of
the staff a holiday. There are only
three guests upstairs and a party of
six for tonight."
I nodded, unable to speak, not knowing what was wrong with me. Everything had gone well at the hotel, and
yet I wasn't pleased. I wasn't pleased
that Alma looked up to Cappy as she'd
once looked up to me. I felt excluded
and unnecessary suddenly in my own
house, and my head felt heavy and hot.
Cappy said, "You're tired. You
ought to get out of those damp clothes
and lie down for a while."
I managed to say, "Perhaps that
would be better," and then I turned
away, my lips trembling.
I know now, of course, that my vanity
was hurt, both professionally and personally. For the first time I'd discovered that I wasn't indispensable to
Ellen House, that someone else could
run it as well as-perhaps even better
than
could. Even then I would have
realized how completely silly and possessive and childish I was being, if the
Selbys hadn't come calling.
Alma brought them up to my room
after I'd been resting for an hour or
so. I was surprised-all of my free
time had been spent with Cappy lately,
and I'd almost forgotten the visits that
used to be exchanged between the
Selby Hotel and Ellen House on slow
days -but I was glad to see kind,
motherly Mrs. Selby. Her daughter,
Lydia, I greeted less enthusiastically.
_
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Lydia had a talent for saying the unkind thing, for finding the weak spot
in another person. "We can't stay but
a minute," Mrs. Selby said. "Only we
thought we'd stop in and ask after
your aunt."
I said that Aunt Elizabeth was better, invited them to come out on the
little porch outside my room and talked
for a while about my trip. Mrs. Selby
sighed and said, "Well, sickness is sickness, but it's too bad you had to leave
at such a busy time. Of course, I guess
your new man carried on all right."
Lydia smiled thinly. "I guess anyone
works hard when he's working for
himself," she observed. "It's a pretty
quick promotion when a man's a
handyman one day and assistant manager the next."
cried Mrs. Selby warningly,
LYDIA!"
and Lydia looked hurt. "I'm just tell ing Joanne she ought to be more careful," she said. "Everyone knows that
the Scanlon fellow didn't have a thing
when he came here. He just got off the
bus and asked at the station where he
could get a job, any kind of job. After
all, he's a stranger here, and you can't
blame people for saying that the easiest
way to get a hotel might be to marry

it-"
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See and feel your skin become
fresher, clearer, younger- textured!
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4- Purpose Face Cream does wonderful things for your skin. I PROVE
prove it by means of the "Patch Test"!
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Just choose a part of your face that
is too oily, or too dry-or where you
have a few blackheads or big pores.
Rub Lady Esther Face Cream on that
one part of your face, and wipe it off.
Wipe it off completely. Then see how
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that patch of skin takes on new fresh-

ness and clarity! Touch it -feel it!
Feel how the dry rough flakes are
gone!
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when you use Lady Esther Face
Cream. For it does the 4 things your
skin needs most for beauty! (1) It
thoroughly cleans your skin. (2) It
softens your skin. (3) It helps nature
refine the pores. (4) It leaves a
smooth, perfect base for powder.

%vt'Tonight!

See with your own eyes the difference Lady Esther
Face Cream makes in your skin! Make the "Patch

Test" -and compare the results with the results you
get from any cream you've ever used, regardless of
price! The proof's in your own mirror. Make the
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"Lydia!" cried Mrs. Selby again, and
this time she succeeded in silencing
her daughter. I was too angry to speak,
and too unsettled. Mrs. Selby's very
anxiety to keep the gossip from me
told me how much gossip there was.
After the Selbys had gone, I didn't
care to see anyone. Alma called to ask
if I wanted dinner, and I refused. Cappy
called later to ask how I was, and I told
him that I was tired and was going to
sleep. And, then I lay sleepless, trying
to check thoughts that zig- zagged back
and forth, growing steadily more disordered. I remembered Cappy's taking over the desk on the very first
day, with only Alma's permission. I
remembered that the very morning
after he'd been sure of my love, he
stood with his arm around me and
asked about Fairly's Field- wanting to
know how much land I owned, it seemed
now. And he'd thought that I ought
to go to Paignton perhaps he'd wanted
me to go, had been glad of the chance
to run Ellen House himself.
In the morning I felt better. My
head was no longer heavy and hot, but
clear, extraordinarily clear. And my
thoughts about Cappy were clear, too.
There was no need for me to be upset
at all. I'd simply been too hasty, both
in giving Cappy so much responsibility
and in giving him my heart.
I went downstairs, found Cappy at
the desk-on what was really my shift.
He'd been coming down early lately
so that I could get more sleep, he said.
Now it occurred to me that he might
like the importance of the morning
shift, the opening of the mail, the ordering of the kitchen. I reached for the
mail quickly, almost rudely, and then
laughed to cover my rudeness. "I'll
take that," I said. "Sorry I'm late."
"You're not late, Jo. You're early.
Do you feel better this morning ?"
Why did he insist upon treating me
like an invalid? Perhaps he wouldn't
mind if I were sick, and out of the way.
The preposterous thought was gone
from my mind in an instant-but it
had been there. "Much better," I said
carefully. And then, casually, "Do you
mind if I take the desk for a day or
two? I'd like to work sitting down
for a change. You can help out in
the dining room."

-

-

I watched him go, and suddenly I
realized that there was no triumph at
all in my show of authority. I'd taken
the desk back, given orders, proved
that I was still mistress at Ellen House
-and I felt miserable. There was an
ache, like tears, in my throat, and my
head was heavy and my eyes hot, and I
wanted Cappy to come back, wanted
the cool strength of his hands, wanted
his lips -cool, too, and strong -on my
burning forehead. Oh, love made a
fool of a woman, I thought bitterly.
It took away her independence, made
her want to lean on a man, to put all
she was and all she had into his hands
and left hér only a half -person.

-

next day was even worse. It beTHE
gan badly with the mail and a note

from Mrs. Overman, thanking Ellen
House for her daughter's wedding reception and enclosing a check for tips.
It was addressed to Mr. Scanlon. Another woman who called for a reservation asked for Mr. Scanlon, and when
I told her that I was Joanne Ellen,
it seemed to me that she hesitated, as
if she would have preferred to talk to
Cappy. I heard Alma's voice, and she
was asking Cappy about the reservations that had come in. I'd got the desk
back, but I hadn't the position and the
authority that went with it. Cappy
was still running the Ellen House, and I
was as good as out of it, I told myself
bitterly. Then I tried to concentrate
on the books, and found that the figures jumped crazily before my eyes,
while the hard ache, like tears, kept
swelling in my throat. If Cappy Scanlon
and I couldn't work in Ellen House
together, Cappy would have to go... .
I'd been staring at the books for a long
time. It had been afternoon a moment
ago, and now it was evening, a queer,
blackish evening, and the switchboard
was buzzing madly. I swung round to
light the lamp, to answer the board,
and felt Cappy's hand on my shoulder,
his voice shouting, "Jo! Jo, are you
all right ?"
They told me afterward that I was
critically ill for five days. I had no notion of time, nor of day or night -only
an endless walking down a shadowy
hall, with the blackness always closing
in, never quite overwhelming me. I
saw Alma's face once or twice; the rest
of her was in shadow. I tried to ask
about Ellen House, and Alma just shook
her head and said that everything was
all right. Then I told her that Cappy
mustn't be allowed to run things, that
he must go, because all he wanted was
to marry me and take Ellen House
away from me, but Alma just shook her
head and smiled.
Then one morning my room was my
room again, very bright after the darkness. Alma was beside the bed.
"Don't try to talk, Miss Joanne," she
warned. "It'll just hurt you. You've
had a real bad throat -quinsy, the doctor said.
Now your temperature's
down, you'll be on your feet in a couple
of weeks."
"Two weeks!" My voice was a
squeak, and Alma was right; speech
was excruciatingly painful. I put my
hand to my throat.

grinned understandingly. "You
ALMA
don't want to look at yourself, do
you? You better look around at your
flowers, instead, and all the nice notes
you got. I'm going to call Mr. Scanlon.
He's been just about beside himself."
I saw the flowers in the room, then,
baskets and bowls and pots of them,
and the cards Alma put into my hands
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turned them over, held them up to
read them. They were from everyone
I'd ever known, it seemed, and from
quite a few people I'd forgotten, from
the villagers, and tradesmen and former
employees and guests. Everyone was
sorry I was sick; everyone hoped I'd
be well soon; everyone missed me... .
I put the cards down. I didn't have
to read any more to know how silly
I'd been. I hadn't lost my place at
Ellen House at all; I'd only imagined
it, as I'd imagined the dark corridor
in the dream. And Cappy -why, of
course Cappy loved me. "He's been
beside himself over you
He wouldn't
have been beside himself if it had been
Ellen House, not me, he cared about.
Then I swung back the covers, sat
up dizzily. I must call Alma, tell her
not to send Cappy up to me-not now,
when I looked so awful. I grasped the
bedpost, managed to stand. I took a step
forward and then grabbed for the bedpost again and stood rigid, stunned at
the sight that met my eyes. Through
the window, where Fairly's Field had
been-the wild flowers were gone,
and the weeds, and men were working
with rollers and great bales of stiff wire
netting. Down at the river were more
men, driving pilings.
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so easy to have soft,

Selbys got it, I thought, and
the thought was somehow without
shock. They got it, and this is the
beginning of the end for Ellen House.
And Cappy didn't do a thing to stop
them.
"Jo, you little fool!"
That was
Cappy's voice. "You idiot, don't you
know that you're sick, good and sick.
You've had us all frantic
I stared at him, feeling all throat and
all eyes, and all disillusionment.
Mutely, I gestured toward the window.
Cappy saw the gesture. "Oh, that!"
he cried. "Can't you forget the hotel
for a minute, and think of yourself?
Yes, I bought Fairly's."
"You bought it ?" I squeaked.
"Of course I bought it. How else
do you think work's going on there?
I'm not penniless, you know. I had
Army pay saved, and my discharge
pay, and all I'd put aside for Mother.
I was going to let it go until fall, when
things were more settled between us.
I mean
couldn't come to you empty handed, but I wanted you to say just
how you wanted things. But when you
got so sick, I thought perhaps it'd help
you get well to see work going on
there, give you an interest- Oh, sweetheart, I've been nearly crazy
Then his voice broke, and he put his
face down on my shoulder, and I think
he was crying. Big, smiling Cappy,
crying.... I put my arms around him,
and I was glad that I couldn't talk.
Glad, because of the things I meant to
say to him, the things I'd thought about
him, that I was so ashamed of now.
Glad, that Cappy would never know
how I'd mistrusted him, how my love
had faltered. That was the reason, I
saw now. Love and faith went hand in
hand, and if my love hadn't wavered,
childishly, selfishly, I'd never have lost
faith in Cappy and in myself. Because
real love-Cappy's kind -didn't make
you a half -person, a weak person, at
all. It made you strong and whole.
"It's complete now." I got one tuneless syllable out, and I laughed in my
pinched throat. Cappy raised his head,
and laughed, too. He understood.
"Complete, Jo? Ellen House? Sure
it is." But he wasn't talking only
about Ellen House, and I wasn't either.
We were talking about us.
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Love Is Like This
Continued from page
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the paper out of her hand and ran. A
mistake like this -an announcer reading a description of a Brahms concerto
when the record is playing Mozart or
Wagner- sounds funny when it's repeated, but it can be serious for a radio
station. One minute after the wrong
record was announced, my board would
be flooded with irate and scornful telephone calls from listeners.
The red light was on over the door
but I flung it open. I squeezed into
the narrow, dimly -lit booth, clutched
the announcer's shoulder as he sat
hunched over the desk microphone and
thrust the paper into his hand. His head
came up and I saw that it was Bill.
He had already given the opening
words -and I was proud of the way he
grasped the situation immediately; the
smooth switch he made from the wrong
announcement to the correct one, without a break. The platters-the records
-spun on their disks; he finished
speaking and leaned across to cut the
switch that allowed the music to go
over the air, but not our voices.
With almost the same motion he
pushed me into the chair by his side.
"Catch your breath, Judy, while I
catch mine!" He pretended to mop .his
brow. "That was the closest shave yet.
I should have noticed the mistake, but
I picked up the records without even
looking at them."
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1 LEANED back, with a feeling of
guilt, but, at the same time, relaxing
after the excitement. I knew I shouldn't
stay, I didn't want to move -just yet.
Our chairs were so close our bodies
touched. The soft light from the desk
lamp lit up only our faces, leaving the
rest of the room in shadow. His shoulder pressed against mine was comfortably strong; there was the faint,
masculine aroma of pipe tobacco I
breathed in our closeness.
And, slowly beginning to fill the
room, around us and over us and pulsating through us were the throbbing,
sensual chords of that greatest of love
music, "Tristan and Isolde." Slowly
its magic stole over me, holding me
motionless -and by his silence I knew
Bill felt it, too -drugging my senses
and then gradually, tremendously,
bringing them to life again, until
strange desires and poignant hunger
beat in every fibre of my body.
I had known this feeling before,
listening to this music, but never before
had I shared these emotions. I did
now -there was a tension in Bill that
communicated itself, somehow, to me.
And still the love lyrics swelled inside
the tiny room until I felt myself growing powerless in their sway and all
thought, all past memories, were swept
aside -and there were only a man and
a woman, newly- created, newly -met,
whose desires and hopes flowed from
one to the other.
When his arm moved around me it
didn't seem surprising, nor did his face,
moving to mine, his lips seeking mine,
disturb the languid spell. It seemed
right. And my lips, involuntarily,
moved to meet his.
But, somehow, at his touch, at the
aliveness, the tenderness and the fire,
of his mouth on mine -the music vanished. Tristan was gone -and only Bill
Scott remained. It should have shattered the spell. It should have brought
me to my senses-but it only took me
from an unreal to a very real and
present world. A wonderful world. He

held me close; our lips clung -and I
knew, with a shattering insight, that I
loved Bill Scott.
"Don't speak
he urged, tenderly,
as if he had felt my lips move beneath
his -"this is something we don't have
to probe to understand. We know it's
there, this love that I knew and you
felt since that first day."
But his speaking had done something
his touch could not. I was beginning to
think again. To remember, and wonder
in panic, how I could have let myself
"Don't, Bill
I protested weakly,
"I'm not in love with you. It's not true."
"Judy-Judy," he murmured. "Don't
say you don't love me. There's room
in your heart for both Valerie and me.
Don't turn against either of us; pushing
me out of your life wouldn't be loyalty
to Val. You aren't robbing her, but
you "would be robbing us
"She's still in love with you," I
stated, flatly, hoping, praying he would
contradict me.
But he only said, slowly, regretfully,
"Yes, I think she is. Val can't bear to
give up'-she possesses everything she
wants, if she can."

-"
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furious. I was so angry I was
IWAS
shaking even when I got to my feet.

"I suppose you think that's what love is

-something to be discarded when you

get tired of it-and picked up again
somewhere else. I suppose you think
Valerie can stop loving you as easily
as you can turn that microphone switch
-as easily as you seem to be able to
fall in and out of love." Shame and
sorrow mingled in my throat and the
taste was bitter. "She's my friend. I
know what you did to her -broke her
heart -cheated her out of her job.
Well, you can't hurt me because I won't
let you. I won't be in love with you
I'll stop it -I'll forget that you kissed
me
the tears were close now and I
stumbled my way to the door.
His words reached me softly. "You
won't forget, Judy, and neither will I."
But he let me go.
Somehow I managed to get through
the rest of the afternoon. I was dazed
and my mind and body seemed to be
held in a vacuum, waiting for the moment when I could be alone.
Valerie wasn't home when I let myself into our apartment. I read her
note: "Cheese in ice -box. Make sauce
for melted cheese sandw. Be back
soon. V."
I went to work, but although my
hands moved mechanically from ice box
to double -boiler to sink, I had little idea
of what I was doing. Pain was slowly
coming alive in me. I forgot the flour.
The water boiled up and over. I burned
the toast. And finally I gave up, slumping against the sink, letting the full
crescendo of realization sweep over me.
The shock was so great- knowing that
I loved Bill-that for a moment I was
the battleground between raptured discovery and hideous shame.
I loved him! Always before I had
been sparing of my emotions, waiting
for this reality that I knew would come.
It had come. It might never come again.
All I had to do was to stretch out my
hand and take it. Friendship was a
feeble thing against the tremendous
yearning in my heart for this man I
loved. Why should anything stand in
our way? . Why should I consider
Valerie?
Valerie. Could there be any real happiness for me, tinged as my love would
be with guilt and disloyalty? How
could the laughter and the little tender
jokes that had drawn me so to Bill
exist when I would always have to

-"
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remember the pain I had given her?
The very fact that so many other people
had let her down; that so many others
got what she wanted made it impossible
for me to be the one to deal her this
final blow. Of course she must realize
that he would fall in love with someone else, someday. But not with her
best friend; not behind her back.
Perhaps it was just as well that
Valerie stood in our way -although,
at that thought, my heart moved in
anguished protest! But if he could
treat one girl as he had her, there must
be something hard and pitiless in his
character that could hurt me, too. I
knew love blinded people. And I was
could only see the tenderblind now
ness of his face and feel the gentleness
of his touch-it was just as well for me
that I could not let myself go heedlessly into his arms.
I had been such a fool! I admitted it
now and was ashamed. Stripping myself down to real motives, I could see
that I had really enjoyed my feud with
Bill. I had been so sure of myself; I
had looked forward to the verbal
fencing that had gone on between us
over my desk; I had let myself deliberately watch for him and wait eagerly
for him -and I had known that my
insults picued his interest. I had been
caught in a snare of my own making.
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at Sad Iron,
gay and alive -y!
With Lirait his work is so
happy and jive -y!
Well, do look

revelation made me wretched.
THE
had always prided myself on motives
I

that were clear -cut and honest -but
what was honest in pretending that my
interest in Bill had been out of sympathy for Valerie when I knew, now,
that it had been mostly selfish? I ran
my hands, hot and feverish, over the
little nerves in the back of my neck
that were aching in torment. How

could I face Bill -and Valerie?
The door flew open.
"Judy!-you've burned the toast
again! This room is full of smoke and
your eyes look as though they'd been
crying!" In a dazed way I noted-not
for the first time -the irritability that
was becoming normal to her; the
sharpened, pinched expression in her
face. And I wondered, sickeningly, if
frustration would do that to me. I
wondered, too, fleetingly, if she could
read my guilty secret in my face.
But she was too full of news to suspect anything. "Let's get out of this
kitchen! I can't eat anyway -I'm too
excited! Judy -Mr. Davis is sick -oh,
not seriously -but he has to stay home
and rest and he can't come to the office.
Judy, this is my chance! They'll have
to let me take over. No one else knows
the work as well as I do. And I'll show
them. Maybe Mr. Davis won't come
back-maybe I'll be Program Director!"
For a moment her heartlessness revolted me. But then I softened, remembering how much, how desperately
much she wanted that job and how hard
she had worked. I was sure she didn't
mean what she had said. She wanted
Mr. Davis to come back-but by that
time she would be able to prove that
she could hold a bigger job.
"I know how you feel, Valerie. It
will be-"
She finished for me " -I'll be a triumph! I want to see Bill's face when
he hears! Maybe then he won't ignore
me -maybe he'll see he made a mistake
treating me as if I were just anybody!"
She was already savoring the moment,
flaunting her victory in his face. But
some little bit of stubborn wisdom
or was it wishful thinking because I
loved him and didn't want him hurt?
made me wonder if he would be as impressed as she hoped.

-

It would have been better for both

of us if we hadn't taken so much for
granted. Certainly Valerie could have
better withstood the shock.
Because Bill got the job.
He was there, in Mr. Davis' office, the
next morning. He had walked in and

taken over as coolly as if there was
never any question but that the place
was rightfully his. And, even in the
tumult of my own emotions, I could
judge the unfairness. He had been
away; he had lost touch with the work
of that department; he could not hope
to know as much about the immediate
problems as Valerie. I had no doubt
that he had asked for the job and it
had been given to him out of appreciation for his formér record. But it
was unfair!
Valerie's face was white when I saw
her at lunch. "I don't care now! It's
done one good thing, anyway. I'm
hate him!"
through loving him
Maybe that was the answer. Maybe,
after a while, a love like Valerie's
and like mine -founded on insecurity
and fear and surrounded by dishonesty
-could be cleansed in the bright fires
of hatred. Certainly I was angry
enough at Bill. I could forgive him
almost anything -but not this kind of
underhanded meanness!
hadn't finished talking. "I think
SHE
I know what's behind it, Judy. He's
still in love with me-and when he
found I wouldn't have anything to do
with him when he came back he
couldn't stand it. He has to show me
he still has the power to hurt me."
I was startled. I had heard her give
outrageous motives before for other
people's conduct -but this I knew
wasn't true. Could that mean-did it
mean-that Valerie was often wrong
that she saw subterfuge and deceit
where it never existed-? I erased the
thought hastily. She was talking wildly
now only because she was hurt.
I met Bill in the elevator. But this
time there was nothing in his smile
that tugged at my heart; this time the
thing made
elevator was just that
of steel and wood -and not an Old Man
whose contrariness could make a
warmth between us. I faced Bill with
anger and contempt in my heart. The
love I still felt for him was a sick and
shabby thing. I told him what I thought
of his taking the job away from Valerie.
"It's mean. The kind of petty, cruel
meanness a boy does when he deliberately hurts a helpless kitten. It's
spiteful and malicious, and I can't forgive you." I turned my head away but
not before I had caught the surprise
and then the resigned grimness in his

-I
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face.
"I was asked to take over, Judy. I
think you know what KLMO means to
me. I grew up with it. If I thought
someone else could do the work as well
-or better -than I, do you think it
would make any difference to me
whether it were a man or a woman,
Val or anyone else ?"
I took his glance squarely on me.
"Just say one thing. Just say that you
don't believe she knows the work as
well as you do-and I'll believe you."

"She knows the work -yes-" re"That's all I want to know. It's my
misfortune that I fell a little in love
with you, Bill, but now that I know
the kind of a man you are, I know what
kind of a love it is, too. I'm ashamed
that I let you kiss me. I'm ashamed that
I wasted a single thought on you."
His face darkened and his hand
caught me roughly by the shoulder.
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Miss Carolyn Cross, stunning Powers Model, noted for her exquisite loveliness,
keeps her hair shining bright for days with Kreml Shampoo

You, Too, Can Give Your Hair This

e10- Minute Glamour -Bath' Right At Home!
Just leave it to these 'million dollar' Powers Models to find a way to make their
hair look even more ravishingly beautiful. These smart Powers girls wash their
hair with Kreml Shampoo.
Kreml Shampoo not only thoroughly washes hair and scalp 'spick- and -span'
clean-but it brings out the hair's natural sparkling highlights and lustrous sheen
-it leaves hair so much softer, silkier and easier to set in a stunning hair -do.
So buy a bottle of Kreml Shampoo today at any drug counter and 'glamour bathe' your hair like beautiful Powers Models do! Just see if you too, don't agree
there's no finer shampoo than Kreml Shampoo.
Advises Beautifying Kreml Shampoo

For Children's Hair
John Robert Powers, a foremost authority of feminine beauty, advises even his child Powers Models
to use only Kreml Shampoo. This remarkably
beautifying shampoo positively contains no harsh
chemicals -it never leaves any excess dull soapy
film. Instead, its beneficial oil base helps keep hair
from becoming dry or brittle. This makes it especially fine for shampooing children's hair.
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"Judy -do you know what you're saying? What kind of a twisted loyalty do
you have that can make you deny our
love? Do you think I'm going to let
you smear the memory of that kiss ?"
I was about to wrench my shoulder
away when his hand dropped heavily
to his side, with a finality that penetrated even through my anger. "All
right. It's forgotten. I never kissed
you. I never held you
never built
a dream around you. I'll write it off
if that's what you want." The door slid
back and he walked away.
It hit me like a blow. My anger
drained out of me in a second, leaving
me only with a terrible vision of Bill
going out of my life forever. I had an
insane impulse to run after him -to
stop him -to tell him I hadn't meant
it-! But I had meant it. At least that
cold part of my mind, that "twisted
loyalty" he had named, had meant it.
It was better this way, I told myself.
But I was telling it to a heart that had
suddenly come into its own, that was
demanding its right to love. It's all
over, I said to myself, stupidly,-and
my heart rebelled.
For the first time I found myself not
looking at Valerie as a friend -but as
a person. For the first time I listened
to what she said-and wondered.
I'M THE original hard -luck girl, all
right." Self-pity made her voice
sharp. "I work hard and get nowhere.
I'm pretty and men like me -but they
never ask me to marry them. Something always happens. Someone always
snatches success and happiness away
from me."
I had heard this refrain so often. But
now I asked myself: Why? Was there
something in Valerie that invited, that
courted disaster?
She had adjusted herself to working
for Bill with a sullenness that never
lifted. As usual she told me all the
details that went on in the office. I
knew they were working with Government officials to start Bill's new program that Sunday. It was the program
he had mentioned to me: the dramatization of war stories that would directly concern our farming audience.
Even Valerie was a little interested,
because so much depended upon her
for the thousand and one items that
were necessary for so important a program.
I learned to wait with eagerness and
dread for the mention of his name. I
found myself hanging on her words. It
was the only contact I had with him,
and, for the moment, as I listened, I
could almost feel close to him. He
never spoke to me; at work he walked
by my desk as if I weren't there.
I hadn't thought it was possible to
suffer like that. Fed on nothing,
starved for even a word or a look, my
love was growing, maturing, deepening
every day. I didn't fight against "it. I
let it come. I welcomed the pain because I knew that I was changing, too.
I was no longer the thoughtless, stubborn girl I had been. As Bill had once
told me to do, I was "dusting off" my
loyalties and examining them in the
light of my deeper emotions.
It was inevitable that I should notice
new lines in Valerie's face and a
shrewdness in her eyes I had never
seen before, and sense the suspicion
that clouded her judgment. I had
always known she was humorless -now
I saw that a joke at her expense enraged her. It was inevitable -but caution made me wonder if I were not
seeing these things just because I
wanted to. Had she changed -or had
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I? Was I reading things into her voice
and face that weren't there-just because I 'wanted the excuse of breaking
our friendship?
I wanted to be fair. I wanted to know
the truth-not only for her sake but for
mine and Bill's. There was tension
growing in me
struggled between
the things I knew-Bill's cruel treatment of Valerie -his indifference to her
feelings -his jilting her -the deliberate way he had kept her from promotion-his willingness to fall in love with
her best friend -and the things I felt:
his gentleness and tenderness; his quiet,
unmalicious good humor; his strength.
It was Saturday, the day before his
program made its debut on the air,
that he called me on the inter -office
phone.
"Miss Palmer? Will you come into
my office for a moment, please ?" The
sound of his voice was a shock-not
only because it was the first time since
our quarrel that he had spoken directly
to me, but also because of the fury in

-I

it-Quaking
tight, repressed fury!
inside, I opened

his office
door.
He had been standing, his back to
me, facing Valerie, and, as the door
closed he swung around.

know of this, Judy ?" he demanded, his eyes hot with anger.
"Did you know of Valerie's plans to
leave me in the lurch the day before
the program goes on the air ?"
I stared at her in shocked amazement. She answered for me.
"No, I haven't told her. The only
reason I mentioned her name to you
was because she knows about everything that goes on in this office and she
can take over my job, easily."
That wasn't true. I knew only what
she had told me-and I had little
stenographic training. But why should
I be expected to know anything? What
did Bill mean by saying she was leaving? Leaving KLMO?
Something in my face must have
satisfied Bill-but it only increased his
temper. "Okay, Judy, so you don't
know. So I'll tell you. Tomorrow my
program -the War Department's program-goes on the air. Everything
we've done so far this week has been
just a preliminary. Today we were
supposed to whip the whole thing into
shape; polish up the last- minute, important details. And now Val tells me
she has a new job, a better job, starting
Monday in Salem, at KBFB. That's all
right -I'm glad she got it -but Sam
Benson over there is a friend of mine.
He'd be glad to give her an extra day
here, if she needs it to pack. I can call
DID you
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think I feel having everyone know that
you wouldn't marry me -that you took
the job I should have had ?"
Bill ran his fingers in weary exasperation through his hair. When he spoke
it was like a man goaded. "No one
would have known, Val -if you hadn't
insisted on holding me to an engagement I didn't make in the first place.
I told you then
might
liked you
even have fallen in love with you if
you'd only let me find out for myself..
But you waited until I went away on
a trip -and when I got back I found
we were engaged, publicly. I let it go
on because I knew I was going into
the Army, anyway, and that would give
you a chance to ease me out of the picture. But you wouldn't have it that
way-you forced things so I had to tell
you then I didn't love you and wouldn't
marry you."
I was stunned. And, looking at
Valerie, I knew she had heard this before -that it was the truth -but, even
now, she was denying it with her eyes,
refusing to accept his words, translating
what he said into some devious, warped
explanation of her own.
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Be flower fresh! Take your bath. Then
sprinkle every inch of your skin with
lovely Cashmere Bouquet Talc. Now
you're one sweet spring song! Exquisitely
dainty. Fresh as a beautiful flower.

Be a smoothie! Give those chafable places,
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Cashmere Bouquet Talc. Sprinkle it on
before you dress. All day long benefit from
its silky- smooth sheath of protection.
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WAS the same with this job," he
ITwent
on. They seemed oblivious of
me. "I suggested your name -and it was
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turned down. I told you to go easy,
but you announced to the whole station
that I had the job cinched for you,
before I left for the Army. But Personnel said you were too unstable -you
couldn't be trusted to handle people or
programs, you told your friends confidential material that went on in this
office, just as you've been telling Judy
things she shouldn't have known."
In the midst of my dazed and horrified shock, I had a moment of dismay
over that. But how could I have

known -?
Saying my name had made him remember me and now Bill turned toward
me, his face reddening, his eyes showing his embarrassment. "I'm sorry you
heard that, Judy. It wasn't exactly
chivalrous had no intention of telling
you-even when
"Even when -what ?" Valerie's voice
cut through sharply, and her eyes went
from one to the other of us in suspicion.
Then she whirled, grabbed her purse
off the desk, and started out the door.
"Don't try to stop me! I'm going
and I hope I never see either
of you again!" The door slammed behind her.
I took one unsteady step toward Bill.
"That was the truth, wasn't it, Bill ?"
I found there was a hard lump in my
throat that made my voice shaky.
"Yes." His eyes were moody and his
face withdrawn. "I feel sorry for Val
-everyone feels sorry for her. But I
had to keep her out of my life. She has
to possess everything, own everything,
she can't wait for love or success to
come to her -she has to grab it and call
it her .own before 'it really belongs to
her. Val will always outsmart herself
and then blame others for it. I know
her new job and her new boss, Sam
Benson. He'll see through her in a
week."
He brushed his hand across his forehead as if to wipe away the unpleasantness of her memory. Then he turned
to me.
"Will you get someone to take the
switchboard? I'll need your help
we'll struggle along somehow."
It wasn't ungracious. He knew my
limitations as a secretary. I hurried
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This little lady's brilliant smile is selling Bonds like hot cakes. Smart girl -to know
that super-fine Pebeco cleans teeth better. "Pebeco doesn't wash right away when
you start to clean your teeth," she says. "Stays with your brush and polishes!"

out looking for Janie, and found her
helping out in the Sales Department.
She could type out her contracts just
as well at my desk -and I was free to
go back to Bill.
But I hesitated, going back. I was
filled with an overpowering sense of
shame. That, and disgust at my own
lack of confidence, made mÿ steps lag.
I had known, instinctively, from the
first moment I had seen Bill that he
was fine and good-that he was incapable of the kind of cruelty of which
Valerie had accused him. But I had let
myself become confused and blinded by
a loyalty that had started 'way back in
school and had become a part of me,
like a cancerous growth I hadn't the
courage to cut out.
Most of the pity I had felt for Valerie
was only because it had made me feel
better, because it fostered my self -esteem. And now that I saw the fear
and poisonous suspicion that governed
everything she did, that saw evil in
everyone else -now I could understand
how Valerie, with all her beauty and
brains, would always fail.
But I couldn't blame her for my own
failure. I had done that myself. I had
taken the wonderful thing Bill had
offered me and thrown it away. And,
when I remembered the finality with
which he had "written off" his love, I
knew that I couldn't hope to win him
back. The time for apology and explanation had gone by. I had had no
faith-and faith after the fact was cold
comfort indeed.
Bill called me in for dictation. I sat
across the desk from him, my head bent
over my notebook, while he spoke
slowly -giving my unpracticed fingers
time to catch up. Now and then I stole
a glance at him -at his stern, remote
profile -and felt, with a sickening
dread, that we were farther apart than
ever.
He went on, dictating slowly but
steadily-memos to announcers, additions and corrections on the script
memos to the sound engineer. And,
finally-"Memo to the supply clerk:
Please arrange to have one dozen roses
delivered to the program director's
office as soon as possible, in order
I forgot, in my surprise, the constraint between us. "But Bill- roses?
Roses make you
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me briefly, not a hint
HEofinterrupted
a smile to spoil his completely

business -like manner. "I said roses and
I meant roses. You should know by now,
Judy, that I am a most methodical
planner. I propose to have roses delivered here, because I remember exactly how you reacted the last time
you and I got involved over a vase of
roses. You were kind and sweet
My pencil flew in one direction, my
notebook in another, as I got to my feet.
And Bill, too, stood up, so that we met
half way around the desk -met with
our arms eagerly outstretched, so that
we might not waste another precious
moment. And then he kissed me, and
all the troubles and fears in the whole
world melted away.
"You don't need roses -you don't
need anything," I managed after a
little. "Bill-I'm so ashamed!"
"Don't, honey-don't. Just go back
to that first day, and the first roses, and
the first time our eyes met. We'll simply
wipe out all that's gone between. I was
sure then, and you were too."
And I'm sure now, I thought, as I
turned my lips up to him for answer.
I'm sure now, and for all the rest of
my life. Sure of happiness, sure of Bill
-and sure of myself!
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Your Hand in Mine
Continued from page 26
changes, chaos. Germany invaded Poland, then France. Jeff's mother was
killed in an air raid. Jeff's homecoming
was postponed, and postponed again.
And at last he wrote that he was fighting for France. "Don't wait for me,
Pat. I don't know when I'll be home
-never, perhaps. This is too big, too
important, to remember the little things,
like love
I can't feel love anymore.
I don't know what it is. I only know
what hate is."
Very soon after I received that letter,
my mother died suddenly. Overnight,
I found myself quite alone. Desolate at
my double loss. I turned to Tom -Tom,
who had always been there in the background, who had always loved me.
I wasn't in love with Tom then, of
course, but he became very dear to
me in those days of loss and heartache.
I grew to depend on him, to want him
near me, to be lonelier than ever when
he wasn't around.
Slowly, slowly the hurt healed over.
The scar was still there, and might easily be reopened -but I didn't know
that. I only knew that in Tom there
was comfort and peace and security,
and I wanted those things. In 1939, I
married Tom, and I told myself that
my love for Jeff was forgotten.
But Tom didn't forget it, nor could
he forget those two futile years I had
spent waiting for Jeff to come back.
Even so, I thought at first that our
marriage was going to work out. My
feeling for Tom wasn't the completely
romantic, in- the -clouds one I had had
for Jeff, but it was solid and enduring,
based on friendship and respect and
gratitude, on years of shared joys and
hurts. I thought that that was foundation enough -but it wasn't.
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Tom couldn't forget -and neither could I. Jeff, substantial as if he were really there, stood
between us. And Tom began to change.
He started drinking-not heavily at
first, but gradually more and more.
With that came the long, sullen periods
of brooding, in which his alcohol clouded mind made mountains of domestic molehills, darkened threateningly the shadow which Jeff threw
across our marriage.
When we entered the war, Tom tried
unsuccessfully to enter every branch
of the service, but his heart condition
brought him an uncompromising no on
all sides. That didn't help matters, of
course. In despair I withdrew from
the unpleasantness of reality into a
dream -world of my own, a world shared
with Jeff, and peopled with lovely
memories, without ugliness. It was
cowardly, but it was the only escape
I knew.
That was the situation when Jeff's
letter had exploded the armed truce
of our household.
In a month the second letter came.
If my peace had been disturbed before, the whole fabric of my life was
shaken by this second letter. Jeff was
coming back -coming home.
Coming home
really coming on
confidential government business, the
letter said, but he'd spend a few days
in Brinkton selling his family house,
getting affairs settled. And of course,
I want to see you, Pat
That could
mean so much, or so little -but I had
to know what it meant. Was there
friendship in his heart for me, or the
old love, slumbering now perhaps, but
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"WINTER" HAIR

FOR DULL

tired of my own dull, drab -look.
ing. "winter" hair. And pretty discouraged, too. Until that wonderful day
when I heard about Nestle Colorinse
from my beauty shop girl.
I was

ready to be re- awakened? There would
be scenes with Tom, and bitterness
brought into the open, but it would be
worth it, I knew suddenly. And I knew,
too, in the back of my mind, in the
bottom of my heart what the outcome
would be, if I had my way. It would
mean an end to the bickering, an end
to the feeling of guilt I had about Tom
-guilt which only fed my anger. It
would mean peace, and love-with Jeff.
And then, at last, the storm did break
-in the way I least expected.
I came home a little later than usual
from the office one evening. Tom was
already there -waiting for me at the
front door, in fact.
"We've got company for dinner," he
said, and I realized that he was watching me closely. I knew, with a strange
weakness breaking over me, so that I
was afraid for a moment that I could
not stand, who the company was. I managed to look directly into his eyes.
"Yes, Jeff. He got in town today, and
dropped into the office. So I told him
you'd never forgive him if he didn't
come to dinner. Well, aren't you pleased?
I thought you would be."
"You thought nothing of the sort,"
I told him evenly. "You were afraid I'd
see him when you weren't around. I
told you, Tom, that you'd have to trust

Anybody
can see F/8S are
easy to use!
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"Colorinse, gives your hair the richer,
warmer color it needs," she said. "Why
don't you try it ?" I couldn't resist her
suggestion and how thrilled I was! For
Colorinse gave my hair richer color
a soft satiny sheen and beautiful sparkling highlights. And I made another
discovery, too-
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me
His quick gesture silenced me. "He's
in the livingroom. Do you want him
to hear us fighting? Maybe he should,
at that. If he knows we don't get along,
he won't have any qualms
I turned sharply away from him, and
crossed the hall to the door of the living room.

hairdos looking well -groomed
throughout the day. Also adds
sheen and lustre to your hair.
2'/2 oz. bottle 250.
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just as he always had. Just
HEthelooked
same as ever-thinner, and

tired, and a little older, but the same
Jeff. How do I look to him? I thought.
Am I, too, the same? You once said my
eyes were a pool of stars -could you
still lose yourself in them?
"Hello, Jeff-it's good to see you."
I managed an even, friendly tone.
Behind me, Tom said, "It's just like
old times, isn't it ?" and I knew that
his eyes never left me.
My throat tightened convulsively as
Jeff got to his feet and came to me,
hands outstretched.
For the space of a heartbeat, as I
lifted my eyes to meet his, there had
never been a Tom anywhere in the
world. Only Jeff. He smiled at me,
the old, heartwarming smile, but with
an underlying something that hadn't
been there when he left me.
"How about dinner, Pat? Jeff's
hungry, and so am I." Tom was trying
to make his voice light, but he failed
miserably, and suddenly I was dreadfully sorry for him.
I said little during dinner-just sat
and listened as the two men seemed to
pick up the threads of their old friendship. Seemed to, for it was only a surface thing, covering, I knew, a bitter
unrest on Tom's part, and, I was sure,
a troubled questioning on Jeff's.
After dinner my uneasiness deepened. Tom's first drink was followed
by another, and another. At last I
couldn't hold back my, "Not any more,
please, Tom!" Immediately I became
conscious of Jeff's attention, of the
puzzled look in his eyes. To lighten
the mounting tension I went to the
piano and began to play the first thing
to which the book of old songs fell
open. Once started, I knew I had done
the wrong thing, but it was too late.
This was a song we three had often
sung together, years ago.
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tapered ends
. so
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you've ever tried in the past.
No need to take anybody's word for it. Your
own eyes tell you it MUST be so. Your first
experience with FIBS proves it's so I
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delicate membranes.
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A garden sweet, a garden small,
Where rambler roses creep along the
wall;
Where dainty phlox and columbine
Are nodding to the trumpet -vine-
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We sang on through the well -remembered lines, each word seeming to
carry a poignant memory, a strange

new heartbreak. I looked up at Jeff
as we sang the last measures:
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We sit alone, from all the world apart,
And love is blooming full-within my

heart.

I turned from the piano more moved
than I wanted either of them to see,
than I wanted to acknowledge to myself. I felt the color surging in my
cheeks, and then, as my eyes found
Tom, standing at the cabinet in the corner, pouring himself another drink, a
wave of shame swept over me.
I felt lost. But I managed a laugh
as I walked across the room to him.
There was no merriment in the sound
-just the sharpness of hysteria.
Jeff spoke slowly, his face expressionless. "I'd better be getting along,
Pat. It's getting late. I'll see you both
soon again."
I watched him go, Tom following him
to the door, saying perfunctory goodnights, and I was conscious of an odd
sinking of the heart, more poignant
than any feeling I had ever had before
about those two. I was standing to
face Tom when he came back.
"Why did you have to let him know ?"

r

HE

picked up his glass in one hand,
the decanter in the other, and stood
with his legs braced wide apart, looking at me, a hard light in his eyes.
"Let him know what? It wasn't I,
you know. You're the one who gave
herself away. You should have seen
your face, Pat."
"You're drunk, Tom. But you didn't
have to let Jeff see it."
"Pat
He started toward me, and
I sank back into my chair, shrinking
against it.
"I'm sorry, Pat," Tom said gently.
"But I have some pride, too. You seem
to have forgotten that. If you'd try,
Pat -if you cared at all
He stopped
and looked at me for a moment, and
then ' urned and went upstairs.
Things were worse, after that. The
trouble had been brought out into the
open. Tom drank almost constantly.
His work suffered-there were days
when he didn't go near the office. He
would certainly have lost his job, had
not the typewriter supply house for
which he worked needed him so badly.
When he was sober he was their best
salesman; besides, he was popular with
the other men, and they covered up for
him as much as they could.
Then the thing I had feared most,
before this greater complication came,
happened. Tom actually became ill.
Twice I came in and found him unconscious, breathing erratically, his face
an ugly color. Talking to him was use less-he simply wouldn't listen. Dr.
Graves urged a sanatorium, but Tom
only laughed.
I hadn't seen Jeff since the night he'd
had dinner with us. Between us there
was still this feeling of "unfinished
business," this lack of definition of our
relationship. Still, I knew that he'd
help if I asked him, and at last, in
despair, I phoned him. When I explained that I needed urgently to see
him, he said he'd pick me up at the
office and walk home with me.
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Actually, when he met me, we turned
away from home and into the park.
On the far side of the little lake, we
found a secluded bench and sat down.
And I tried to tell Jeff something of
what was happening to us-Tom's condition, my own hopelessness.
"It's no use," I concluded. "I simply
can't go on living like this. I've done
everything I can think of
Jeff turned on the bench so that he
was facing me. "What do you want to
do, Pat-what's in your mind ?"
There was something in his eyes that
I didn't want to face. I found myself
looking down at my fingers, aimlessly
twisting my wedding ring, as I answered him. "I'm going to leave Tom."
Jeff was silent for a long time. At
last he said, "I see what you mean
he has changed. But Pat -what's the
matter? What's really the matter?
Tom didn't used to drink. He isn't
well. He looks terrible. And I know
Tom -he wouldn't have let himself get
into this condition, he wouldn't have
been a drinking man at all, if he didn't
have a reason. If he were all right,
he'd be fighting this every inch of the
way. What happened, Pat ?"
I could look steadily at him, then.
This was the moment. "Don't you know
Jeff? You happened."
"But that was so long ago," he said,
almost impatiently. "It can't be that."
"He knows that I love you -he's always known."
"But Pat, you can't
mean, you
married him. That should have convinced him -you made a free choice.
You and I were engaged once, but he
must know that that's over, long ago."
"Do you -do you mean that you don't
care about me any longer, Jeff ?"

-"

-

aóaete" `ieoe
i2re;frff2/brsG;aiG

-I

smiled suddenly. "Care about you?
HEI'll
always care about you, Pat.

You were my first girl, and the way
things went, you were the only one I
ever had a chance to call my girl. But
that's a long time gone -you're married now, and
"Yes, I'm married now." I put my
hand out, rested it lightly on his arm.
"But it's not a real marriage, Jeff.
Tom couldn't really love me, or he
wouldn't do this to me."
Even as I said it, I knew it wasn't the
truth. Whatever else had happened to
us, Tom still loved me, just as he had
Always loved me. It was a fact, like
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the sun's shining or the rain's falling.
Somewhere inside me there was a dark
little voice which began to repeat a
monotonous dirge: liar . . cheat .
"Jeff-oh, Jeff, take me away with
you," I pleaded. "It isn't wrong
can't be wrong, with us. We've always
loved each other -and I'm so unhappy,
Jeff!"
He covered my hands with his. "Pat
-don't, please don't. You mustn't.
You'll only wish you hadn't
I was suddenly cold. "You mean you
don't
Jeff shook his head and smiled at
me-a sad, wistful little smile. "It's
so hard to put into words, Pat. That's
why I didn't try, in my letters. My
life is so far removed from this, now
why, my life isn't really my own any
more. You'd have to actually be there
to understand, Pat. Personal happiness, and all the other things that go
up to make life as it is here, don't seem
to matter. You forget all about them,
when you're watching a great country
die inch by inch."
Instinctively, I freed
"But Jeff
my hands from his. "Jeff, France is
free again. You've done your work.

State

You're free to live now."
"No, Pat." He shook his head slowly,
and his eyes were seeing something far
away. "I'm not free. No one of us who
has been a part of the struggle will
ever be free again, really. France will
be years recovering. I want to be a
part of that -I've got to be!"
"Yes, I see, Jeff," I told him gently,
"but is there any reason why I can't go
with you? I can help. I've no real
place here, and I want to be with you,
to make up for all the time we've lost."
Where is your pride? that voice inside me was asking. Where is that
pride you boast about? Liar . . .
cheat.
Troubled, he shook his head. "I
can't, Pat. You'd be in the way -I'm
sorry to be brutal. You don't belong
to all that -you belong to a quiet, sweet
way of secure life, back here. But I
do want to help you-I've got the right
to do that, I think. If you feel that you
must leave Tom, you'll need help,
and
"You mean money, Jeff ?" There was
my pride, at last. I sat up proudly,
biting back the pain, willing my lips
not to shake and betray me. "No, Jeff,
I won't need that kind of help, thank
you." I tried to smile. "I must be
getting home now, Jeff. It's late, and
Tom will worry."
He reached over and drew me gently
against him, lifting my face to his kiss.
I sat perfectly still, like something
carved out of wood, my lips as cold as
ice -and my heart cold, like that, too.
Then, when he released me, I stood up,
managed a "goodbye" and a "please
don't come with me" and walked swiftly across the park, toward home.

Great-great-granddaughter
of a Russian Emperor
Striking Nancy Leeds -daughter of the lovely Princess Xenia.
Mother and daughter share direct descent from Russia's imperial family
and an 'enthusiasm for America's favorite beauty creams -Pond's.
"My special love is the 1- Minute Mask with Pond's Vanishing
Cream," Nancy says. "Partly because it's so quick, but mostly
because it makes my skin look so much smoother and clearer!"
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WAS dark when I got there. Tom
was in the livingroom. There was
nothing reassuring about his angry,
averted face, nor the half -empty glass
on the table beside him.
"Have you had dinner ?" I asked.
"No -but I don't want any."

Normally, I would have protested
that he should eat, but tonight I
couldn't quite manage that. "I've a
headache, Tom -I'm going upstairs."
And I escaped, knowing wearily as I
went that I shouldn't leave him alone.
But it didn't seem to matter; nothing
did. I got my clothes off and got into
bed, trying to make my mind a blank,
to think of nothing. That dream -world
to which I used to retire to escape from
reality -that dream -world in which
Jeff lived -was gone.
It must have been about an hour
later that I heard Tom's heavy, uncertain steps on the stairs. I closed my
eyes, hoping he would think I was
asleep. He turned on the light as he
entered the room, and I lay still.
He stood there for a while without
speaking.
Then, suddenly, "Get up," he ordered
harshly. "I want to talk to you."
I opened my eyes. "Can't it wait,
Tom? My head
"Get up," he repeated. "Or would
you rathet have me get you up ?"
My heart sank. This was a side of
Tom which, for all of his drinking, I'd
never had to cope with before. It
would be better to humor him, I was
sure, and so I got up, pulling a robe
over my flimsy summer nightgown.
"What is it, Tom ?"
"Where have you been? No
know
the answer to that. What happened ?"
"Happened?
Nothing
happened,

-"
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Tom."

"Don't lie to me. What happened ?"
at him for a moment, and

I looked
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the accumulated bitterness welled out
of my heart and became words that I
delivered like blows across the space
between us. "All right, I'll tell you
what happened. I told Jeff that I loved
him, and asked him to take me away.
Anything is better than going on like
this. He refused, but that doesn't matter. I'm going anyway. I'm going as
soon as I can pack my things and get
out. And now
"Just a minute. I've got something
to say, myself. You can go-you can
go any time you like. You're a failure
as a wife -you're a failure as a woman!
No wonder Jeff didn't want you."
His voice had risen uncontrollably.
His accusations, a shrill torrent of
abuse, cascaded around me. My anger
changed abruptly to dismay as I realized the danger to him, as I realized
that he actually didn't know what he
was doing or saying. For the moment,
my own problem melted away.
I caught his arm. "Come on, Tom
we'll talk tomorrow."
He shook me off. "You're no longer
my wife-you don't have to bother
to
be my nurse any more, either." His
face grew suddenly white, and he
lurched backward. I caught at him
again, trying to steady him, terrified
now. But he jerked free, and he lifted
his hand, and struck me a stinging blow
across my face.
As I fell back across the bed,
the
passionate frenzy left him. He allstood
very still, seeming to grow smaller under my eyes, looking drained and
empty. He passed a hand once across
his eyes, as if he had just awakened,
half-dazed from a bad dream. And
then he turned and stumbled from the
room.
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CREPT into bed and lay there, staring wide -eyed into emptiness. And
at the core of that emptiness, reality
grinned derisively at me. That -that
broken thing which had just made its
way out of the room -was Tom. That
was what had happened to him, what
he had become. Little sharp stabs of
memory tore the veil of forgetfulness
from things long lost-Tom's gentleness when Mother had died, his patience and understanding while he
waited for the wound of Jeff's leaving
me to heal, his tenderness during the
early days of our marriage. All the
little things -the violets he always
brought me on our anniversary, the
way he had of lifting one eyebrow
when he was amused. And now, the
blank misery of his face as he left me,
the despair. That was Tom-that was
Tom, who was a part of my life.
I heard my voice, a hoarse, terrified
whisper, repeating and repeating,
"What have I done, what have I done ?"
I don't know how long I had been saying it, but suddenly I knew what I had
done.
I had destroyed a man. I had made
him an empty, bitter thing, useless to
himself. I had put out all the life, the
goodness of him, as carele§ sly, as
thoughtlessly as I might have blown
out a match. I had destroyed the man I
loved.
The man I loved
the phrase
had come easily, as if it were a thing
regularly spoken, a thought accustomed in my mind. And it was true.
It was the only truth, the only clean,
fine thing I knew. I loved Tom.
Slipping on my robe once more, I
went softly out of the room, and
through the house, searching for him.
It wasn't until I'd gone twice through
all the rooms that I would admit to

I
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myself that he wasn't there. He was
gone. Gone -sick and frightened and
with nothing but pain to remember.
Even now, I can't talk about the rest
of that night, nor about the day that
followed. Sometime during the night
I called Dr. Graves, and he came over
and went out again, to look for Tom.
In the morning Jeff called, and I told
him impatiently that I couldn't see him,
and hurried to be rid of him to keep
the line free for the call I wanted, and
which never came. I didn't want to
see, nor talk to, anyone. I couldn't
think of anything but Tom, and that I
had driven him away, and that I was responsible for whatever happened to him.
The blame was all mine, but there was
no comfort in acknowledging it.
It was the morning of the second day
that the long- distance call came from
a sanatorium in the next state. They
said-and I sat in my chair and held
tightly to the edge of the table in weak
relief-that Tom had come there alone
and voluntarily committed himself, insisting that he had to be cured. They
could not make predictions, they said,
because of his serious physical condition, but it might be six months.
And I managed to thank them, and
say that I could come. At once.
As the train took me through the
serene grandeur of the mountains, on
my way to Tom, I felt a sudden peace.
Tom was kindness, gentleness, tenderness personified, when he was himself.
And so perhaps, even yet, there was a
chance for me. And if there wasn't
then I deserved whatever happened to
me, whatever loneliness and heartbreak
lay ahead in years that would be barren without him. It was up to him.
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T was up to him, and because he was
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Tom again, and not the dreadful
hing I had made of him, he said nothng. He only opened his arms to me, and
there was a pleading question in, his
eyes.
"Tom. Tom, dearest, I don't know
hat to say to you." And I walked
to the sweet haven of those arms,
here I belonged.
He caught me close to him. "Pat
arling-you didn't mean it, did you?
ou aren't leaving me? Your coming
ere means that you aren't going to
eave me-say it does, Pat."
Why, he didn't even remember what
e had said himself. Some day, per aps, in honesty, I must tell him. But
of now. Forget it now, and have no
ore hurt between us.
"No, Tom. I'm not leaving you.
And I've come to ask you if you can
forgive me-if you can come home to
me. when -when this is over."
He closed his eyes, and his cheek was
pressed close to mine as he whispered,
"Come home to you, Pat? There's
nothing in the whole world I want, expt to come home to you. And to
now that you're waiting for me."
"Waiting for you, wanting you, Tom."
His arms tightened about me. "When
Come out of here, Pat, I'll be cured,
ere'll be no more of
I put my fingers over his lips. "I'll
e cured, too, Tom. It will be the way
t ought to be-the way we've always
eally wanted it, and never have been
ble to make it." And I knew, then,
at they wouldn't be long, those
onths ahead.
I'm waiting now. And as I thought,
e waiting is not long. Six months
n be such a little time, when at the
nd of it love is waiting, and all of life
tretches out ahead, for you to travel
gether.
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Forever Yours
Continued from page 39

mind, I was busy, undressing her.
That I would do the same for anyone
who came here sick and unconscious
that didn't explain why I sat there
through the night hours, watching and
-yes, praying-that she would be all
right. It wasn't because I felt magnanimous . . the cherished wife, the defeated rival. I never felt less a wife.
Why-because for a few hours, she
was defenseless?

-

IT

was more than that. I had never
before seen her without the bold
brash manner she affected; I had never
seen her lying still and helpless, her
face cleaned of make -up. And the girl
on the bed bore little resemblance to
the cheap, coarsg, wanton picture of her
I had drawn in -my mind. She seemed
The bongs of her face
so different
emerged finely -modelled; her wrists
and ankles slender; her mouth full, but
sensitive, and trembling in her murky,
frightened dreams.
I brushed back my hair with a resentful, angjy hand. I didn't want this
revelation
was so easy to hate and
despise and condemn! Always before,
no matter how unsatisfactory my mar riage-I had been comforted that, at
least, I had saved Philip from her.
I hadn't heard Philip come in.
"Are you still up, Mary ?" he whispered. "Is she all right ?"
"I think so, 'Haut she's restless. I'll
stay up with her
"All right, punkin. But take it easy
and don't get up for my breakfast
tomorrow. I have to go to work tomorrow even if I have to stagger there

-!
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many others won't show up because of burns. Are you warm enough ?"
he leaned my head against him in one
of his rare involuntary caresses. "Mary,
I know you don't like Stephanie and
it isn't going to be pleasant for you
to have her here. But-maybe someday I can tell you-I'd like to feel that
she was safe with us-"
"Don't worry about me, Philip." I
said, with an effort. "Maybe I've been
wrong about her."
My reward was a kiss and a quick
squeeze of my shoulders. But before
he left he paused once more in the
doorway, his eyes compassionate on
the sleeping figure. "The poor, brave
kid!" he whispered again.
The poor, brave kid -that was it! I
echoed his words and knew they were
all the answers to the changes I felt
in Stephanie. She had risked her own
life to save an old woman who was
no relation, even to her. Was that the
action of a self- centered, selfish, vain,
grasping, crudely-sensual girl? My
heart, that had been stretched flat
and tight and hard, gave way suddenly to a tide of admiration. Admiration mingled with pity. She'd had
so little
few clothes, a make -shift
trailer to live in, a knock -about life,
a chance at romanceIt was dawn before I knew she really
slept and I could leave her. My mind
felt curiously empty and tired, as if
old impressions had been swept away,
with no new ones to replace them.
At that I was up and working in
the kitchen before Stephanie came
downstairs. Bewilderment was in her

-a

slow, halting steps and in the timi
"Hello" she called as she made he
way through the hall. I had brea
fast for two ready on a tray and
hurried to carry it in, to the coffe

table before the fire.
"Good morning, Stephanie. How d
you feel ?" Strange that I could smil
"I feel kinda dopey," she said, b
her eyes had come alert and wary
the sight of me. "I remember the fir
and running -but-Gramma Perkins!
"Philip left a note. He said Dr. Bass
mer was looking after her and he
sure she'll recover. But almost all th
trailers were burnt to the ground. An
you're to be our guest here, if yo
want to." That sounded ungracious an
I added:. "We'd really like to hay,
you
she tool
"Here -let me help you
the trey eut of my hands and settle
it on the table. It was a moment'.
respite and I felt we both needed it
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00K, Mary-" she said suddenly-LA

"let's lay the.cards on the table. An

you sure you want me here? I don'
like charity. I can find a room some_

where and no hard feelings, but
like to knew where I stand. We'r
different breed of cats, you and I, anc
if we're going to start spitting at eaclother, it's no go."
Always I had respected honesty.
"I didn't think I was going to want
you here, Stephanie, but I do now
Maybe we're not such a different .breed
of cat after all." There was something
about her statement that cleared the
air, and I felt almost easy-friendly.

She laughed, sliding down from her
chair to a cushion in front of the fire.
Outside, rain made fat streaming wet
fingers on the window -panes, but here
it was cozy and warm. "Are you kidding?" she laughed again. "I'm like
Topsy
just grew. But you have that
cared -for, looked- after, dentist- twicea -year, dancing school, and Santa Claus-on- Christmas look that girls like
you have. I'd give my last charm bracelet to have eyes like yours, that have
never seen anything worse than a bum
movie." If there was envy in her voice,
there was no self -pity.

-I

THE Day Nursery

was closed for the
day, so Stephanie and I made beds
and did dishes and then, when the
roast was in the oven, we came back
to the fire.
She wanted to hear me talk about
my childhood -mine and Philip's and
Henry's. She seemed avid for the least
scrap, the least incident -how Henry
d Philip had fought when they met,
wo little boys rolling over and over
the dusty road, and how they had
en sworn friends ever since; the
'me I'd had the measles and they had
ntertained me turning somersaults
utside my windows; the spitballs in
hool, raiding orchards for stolen
apples; Sunday School with the three
of us in our best clothes, our pennies
clutched in our hands, the boys squirming in torture on the little red chairs;
enry's crush on the English teacher;
unt Connie's sulphur- and -molasses"Anybody home ?" . . brisk voice
nd determined footsteps in the hall
"I saw a light
Aunt Connie!

...'

"In here, Aunt Connie!" Something
iendly and relaxed in the atmosphere
anished for me with the first sight

of firm mouth and tightly -corseted
figure. "Aunt Connie, this is Stephanie

Vosper. She was burned out last night
and she's going to be our guest for
a while. Stephanie, Mrs. McCarthy is

-

Henry's mother."
They took each other's measure
uneasiness in Stephanie's eyes; barely concealed dislike in Aunt Connie's.
"I didn't know you had met my
son, Miss Vosper. For a mother and
son we're very close." Like a tiger
and her cub, Dad used to say- "I'm
surprised he didn't mention your name
to me. But then I suppose he met so
many people and he was so busy with
his old friends
It was downright rude of her. But
when I glanced at Stephanie I caught
a glimpse of an amused twinkle in
her eyes. And an exaggerated politeness in her manner when Aunt Connie
left after a few strained moments.
Philip came home tired. Ordinarily
I would have given him a light supper
and shooed him to bed, but from
Stephanie's first "Hi! Mine host!" to
him at the door, he seemed to shake
off his load of weariness. There was
an answering sparkle in him and a
strong, running delight that seemed to
encompass us all.
But for me it was an ordeal. With
his coming, I had slipped into a new
role-my admiration for Stephanie
was shadowed; and anxiety and fear
and distrust and jealousy were my
prompters. I fought all evening to get
rid of them-fought to tell myself
that any feeling between them was
all over. Surely their friendly banter,
their casual, teasing give and take were
no indications of passion!
I had come downstairs to get an
extra blanket. Philip had stayed be-

-"

hind to turn off the lights; Stephanie
must have lingered, too. I saw them,
for the moment oblivious to everything else, her face upturned to his
as she talked. It was only for a moment -and then they separated.
But it had been long enough. Pain
and heartache were blurred by the
sharper edges of anger-anger at being betrayed by a girl who was a guest
in my house. As if she were there
at my shoulder, I could almost hear
Aunt Connie's sniff: Well, what can
you expect from a girl like that!
When we were alone, Philip and I,
in our room, my anger slowly grew
into fear. Through the thin walls I
could hear Stephanie's muffled movements. My heart was beginning to race
-was Philip listening too-and thinking how close she was-? If only he
would take me in his arms and reassure me, hold me against this terrible,
dark dread! But he only stifled a sleepy
yawn and wished me a tender "Goodnight, punkin" and fell into bed.

AND now there was only the dark
and the silence that seemed to be
holding its breath. Beside me I knew
that Philip was lying sleepless, too .
far over to his side. I held myself
rigid, every muscle aching, but I could
.

not control the plunging panic.
What was Philip thinking? Was he
wishing that Stephanie were in my
place? Was he tormented by her near ness-by the wall that separated them,
though he could almost hear her
breathing? Was he thinking, regretting the marriage he had made, in his
essential fineness feeling sorry for me
-but wanting her? My heart was
pounding so that I felt it would shake
me to pieces in torment and grief.
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I knew Philip was honorable -and
Stephanie was brave. But bravery and
honor and decency were for outward
manners. They couldn't control hearts.
Were they lying there, knowing each
other's desires -and that I was the intruder? Humility was a new, a bitter
lesson, for me, but I was learning it.
I had been so sure that I was right;
that I knew what was best for Philip
and me. But now I knew that love
was bigger than background or conventions or any set of smug standards.
I discovered something else. My mind
might be humble and even generous
-but there were fires in my blood that
raged against it. Fires that were almost unknown to me before, that I
had kept banked so carefully, that
I had tended so lightly -and now I
was helpless before them. The cold
water of pride couldn't reach these
flames. It was a shock to realize how
much I wanted and needed Philip's
love. And I knew I could never bring
myself to give him up, voluntarily!
I overslept. And when I came downstairs, feeling tired and a little ashamed
over my hysterical imaginings of the
night before, I found they had both left.
But when I saw Aunt Connie taking
the path to our kitchen door, I wished,
rebelliously, that she had left me alone
-that morning.
"Are you alone? Good. I hope you've
sent that girl packing! Believe me,
Mary, there's a lot of families in Tilbury regretting their invitations today.
There's going to be trouble! You can't
put the sheep and the goats together
and expect them to lie down like
lambs!"
"No, I guess not, Aunt Connie. But
it takes time -Philip says the plant
is trying to get a priority to build
temporary barracks. We'll have to put
up with it as best we can." But could
I -? Could I stand it?
Susan Gamble was the first child
I saw as I entered the Nursery. I'm
sure she had been waiting for me and
now she flung herself into my arms:
"Oh, Mrs. James, you should see our
garden!" My eyes went to the vegetable plot outside, but she shook her
head. "No, I mean our garden at home.
Uncle Simeon let me hold the hose
to water the carrots and Daddy helped
him pick corn yesterday. And Mother's
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cleaning the whole house-Uncle
Simeon says he never knew what color
the walls were before."
"That's lovely, Susan," I said, surprised. Simeon Judkins was the town's
crusty bachelor and it took a minute
to picture him in the role of "uncle."
The children were still excited about
the fire. "We have a bed with a skirt
on it, Mrs. James! "
figured that one
out as a four -poster bed with a canopy
-"bafrooms inside!" astounded some
of the others who could hardly remember life except in a trailer. "The
lady let me pet her dog!" proudly
boasted another. Could Aunt Connie
be wrong?
Three days passed. When your mind
and heart are too confused to reason,
there are sets of automatic reflexes
that carry you through. Good manners
had been trained in me and now they
carried me through my duties as a
hostess even under these circumstances.
If I was calm outwardly I was anything else inside. I was torn between
despair and hope, between impotent
anger and great humility. I wanted
to hate Stephanie -but how could I
hate someone I was beginning to understand and admire? How could I dislike
a girl who was so simple and direct
and, yes-naive--in her open- hearted
delight with life and with people?
Philip's Attitude puzzled me because,
while he treated her with an unreserved comradeship, I could never detect the slightest hint of tenderness or
passion for her in his voice or in his
actions. It was only the spontaneous
response to her lush femininity that he
could not check; the dancing lights in
his eyes when he looked at her; the
gladness in him at her presence
was from these that I knew fear.
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DIVORCE! How often had I crushed
that dread word back, down into
the depths of consciousness. But it
would not be downed. How could I forget that once he had asked Stephanie to
marry him? That he had married me
on the rebound -and regretted it?
Only the children had the power to
make me forget my dread. And I was
as delightedly amazed as nine -year -old
Susan Gamble, herself, when she told
me one afternoon that she was going
to stay in Tilbury-"forever!"
"Daddy and Uncle Simeon are going
to buy a farm and we're all going to
live on it Uncle Simeon says he's been
wanting to go back to farming but
his knees are too creaky at the joints
to work a farm himself
she giggled
and I knew that this description of
himself was a joke between Simeon
Judkins and the child -"and Daddy
says he always wanted a piece of land
but he was afraid because he didn't
even know how to milk
"I think Mr. Judkins is very lucky
to have such a nice little partner,
Susan," I answered, hugging her. But
at the same time I felt as if events
were moving too fast for me. The fire
had brought Trailertown into Tilbury
but did that mean that Tilbury had
changed; that the strangers had become
a part of us and were going to stay?
I had even more to think about when
old Mrs. Lamprey came to pick up
the two little Davy boys.
"You know, Mary, it's been so long
since I've had children in my house,
these rascals have given me a new
lease on life. I'm dreading the time
she takes these youngsters away from
me. Mrs. Davy's a widow, you know,
and I've got a plan in the back of my
head. Don't tell a soul, Mary -but she's
an expert milliner and I'm going to
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RIDE TO VICTORY ON
advance her the money to open a shop
here after the war. And then, maybe,
I can keep my 'two rascals'."
I was literally struck dumb. Mrs.
Lamprey was so oldfashioned and so
strict even the hometown folks were
afraid of her.
I went home very thoughtful that
day. And when Aunt Connie brought
over her usual list of complaints I
wasn't in the mood for them.

that's not

-

the
picture,
BUT
Aunt Connie-" and I told her, impatiently, about Susan Gamble and
Mrs. Lamprey- "maybe it's true that
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whole

Mrs. Burns is having trouble keeping
her house clean with five Bjornsens living there, and maybe Mr. Burns and
Mr. Bjornsen do quarrel every evening.
But Mr. Burns always did have a terrible temper. What strikes me is not
how different these people are-but
how much like us they are turning
out to be! Not better and not worse
-but just the same!"
My neighbor bridled and gasped.
"Well, Mary James! Then if you've
lost your faculties of judgment no
doubt you'll approve when I tell you
that poor Mary Ellen Jones is being
forced to announce Imogene's engagement to that boy from Trailertown,
that -that 'Chip' Marks! Around the
house every evening together, poor
Mary Ellen couldn't keep them apart
and the two of them worked on her
until she had to give in."
"I don't care. I'm glad. Imogene was
turning into an old maid, working at
that library. Even if she is my age."
"Better an old maid! Well, anyway
I know my duty. Her mother and I
have been friends for years and I'll
stand by her now. I've agreed to give

a party at my house for Imogene this
Friday and I'm inviting all her old
friends. Maybe ,Imogene will realize
then that her precious 'Chip' wouldn't
fit in with the rest of you young people. I'll expect you and Philip, Mary.
Remember Friday!"
It was thoughtless of me but, that
night, at the dinner table when we
were all three together
"Philipt are you sure you're getting
Friday night as your night off? Aunt
Connie wants us to come to a party
for Imogene and her new fiancé."
"Friday? Aunt Connie's having a
party Friday ?" Astonishment in Philip's
voice. Dismay. in the look he exchanged
with Stephanie! And something about
that look-something that spoke of a
secret between them -made my heart
plunge. What was so important about
Friday to them?
"Oh, I know him. He's swell,"
Stephanie put in eagerly, as if to cover
up by words her former confusion.
"He and his dad lived near us, several trailers over. I knew he was in
love with some girl here but none of
us had ever met her," she went on.
"It sounds like fun-now I'm beginning to get excited. I haven't been to
a party for simply ages!"
Anger and indignation swept away
my hurt. She wasn't invited! Did she
think that just because we had been
kind enough to take her in, that our
friends were hers -that she was going to share our life? I was ashamed
of that thought -but not of the anger.
To snub her now -to tell her she was
still an outsider-was that too cruel a
punishment for the secret she shared
with my husband?
I felt Philip's eyes on me. Watchful.
A curious, unspoken question in them.

-

-

WAR BONDS

In my mind I hurriedly phrased none too- polite excuses to Stephanie. I could
even justify them, because I knew Aunt
Connie would resent her coming and
probably treat her badly. But the words
died on my lips. I looked at Stephanie;
I saw the trust in her eyes. And when
I did speak, I felt as though a weight
had been lifted off my shoulders:
"I'm glad you want to come,
Stephanie. It wouldn't be a party without you. And I'll bet Chip will be glad
to see an old friend." I could even
say it smiling.
She ran upstairs to wash her hair
and Philip and I were left alone.
"Nice going, darling," he said softly.
"You don't have those clean, straight,
brown eyes for nothing nor that sweet
mouth you're a thoroughbred." His
kiss was light on my lips, but just
the same it was an accolade.
"Philip
I managed to say- "what
is this about Friday? Why is it so important?"
His face became abruptly stilled and
withdrawn. There was a kind of guilt
in his eyes. "Do you mind if I don't
tell you now, Mary? It was something
I was going to tell you then. But it
had better wait." Now he was in a

-

-"

hurry to leave.

he had gone the fear came
AFTER
back-drained through my body
like a sickness. What could he say to
me? What was the secret between him
and Stephanie if it wasn't that they had
decided to ask me for a divorce?
I pleaded a headache when I heard
her calling me, and said I was going
to bed. But once there, I lay sleepless,
my mind racing back and forth over
the past fateful months. My first meeting with Stephanie -the dislike I had

dir
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felt for her cheap clothes and her bold
manner -,-Henry's unusual interest-the
pagan rhumba she had danced with
Philip -the way he had kissed me that
night
The memory of that kiss brought
back, sorely, hurtingly, the memory of
his other kisses. The gentle, tender, almost passionless ones of our married
life. I knew these were the key to my
failure, even more than Stephanie herself. I knew I had only myself to blame.
Philip had come back to me a man,
with a man's mature, deep demands,
but I had remained the little girl who
had grown up in Tilbury. Rather than
acknowledge that I, too, was prey to
the same appetites and weaknesses and
strength of other people, I had denied
the natural hunger within me.
paying for that denial. Pay IWAS
ing for it in pain and longing and
frustration.
Friday came much too soon. I had
driven myself, worked until I was exhausted-but I couldn't escape the
tension that was building up between
us. I could sense it in Stephanie and
in Philip. She alternated between
moments of rapture anticipated and
between times of deepest gloom. With
Philip it was a growing carefulness
in what he said, in how he talked.
And in the conversations between
them that ceased abruptly when I
walked into a room. To make up for
it he was even kinder to me than
usual. But I didn't want kindness.
I bought myself a new dress for the
trousseau I'd never had. In my indifference I had let myself be talked
into getting a dress I considered much
too sophisticated for my simple tastes.
Philip's low whistle was a tribute

-'

to the gown.
"Hel -lo! I'm married to a glamour gal! What are you two doing- switching personalities on me? Stephanie in

pink and you in a drape shape!
Come on
want to show you off."
There was no doubt we created a
sensation. My gown might have accounted for some of it, but when Aunt
Connie' and the others saw Stephanie
I might have been wearing a Mother
Hubbard for all they cared. There was
a moment of frozen, blank silence
indignation-then quick, scattered conversation-their backs to us stiff with
outrage. Covert glances encircled us
as we stood there in forced isolation.
I could sense Stephanie's tenseness and
I recognized that set defiance that crept
over her face -that defiance that was
a shell for her feelings.
"Miss Vosper will excuse you for a
minute, Mary. I need you in the
kitchen." Aunt Connie's hand was on
my arm. Her grim face made no attempt at etiquette. I followed her
meekly.
Once in the kitchen Aunt Connie
turned on me in fury. "What in the
world has come over you, Mary, to
bring that girl here? You knew that
the whole purpose of this party was
to show up this Chip Marks so that
Imogene would see he just wasn't good
enough for her."
I had, dimly, sensed that this was
Aunt Connie's plan. And I knew how
cruelly, how perfectly such a plan
would work. The livingroom was
crowded with friends of Imogene's and
mine, friends with whom we had a
countless thousand memories to tie us
together. I knew how innocent the conversations, the reminiscences, would
seem -and how completely Chip would
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No curative power is claimed

uld
nut

for

be left out. How dull and loutish they
would make him appear.
"She's our house guest. It would have
been impossible not to bring her with
us."
Constance McCarthy's shrewd eyes
were on my face. "Child -you don't
have to tell me." Her voice had softened to a conspiratorial whisper. "I've
got eyes in my head. And maybe what
will work with that Chip, will settle
your Miss Vosper at the same time."
Her words ripped across my last pretense. Had this been in the back of
my mind all the time? I felt dizzy for
a second. The temptation was so great.
I would have to do nothing-just sit
back and let affairs take their course
would not be blamed. I knew that
Stephanie would meet indifference with
brazen bravado; contempt with shrewishness. It would not be a pretty thing
for Philip to watch.
For a second's heartbeat I was dazzled-and then came scalding shame.
And blazing indignation!
"That's horrible -I'm ashamed of
even listening to you! What do you
think Henry would feel if he knew his
mother was deliberately trying to hurt
two innocent people ?"

-I

I'm doing to keep this
EVERYTHING
town decent and just the way it was
is for Henry's sake, and don't you forget it! And you'd do a lot better if
you thought about Philip's happiness
and not so much about Stephanie's."
She swept out of the room as only
Aunt Connie would, and I followed.
Except that Philip and Stephanie had
moved to the window seat everything
was just as I left it. The laughter and
the conversation eddied around them
-but never touched them. And, in
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another corner of the room, surrounded
by chattering girls who talked around
and across and over his head, was a
solitary figure I knew instantly must
be Chip Marks.
It was a despicable, cruel thing they
did. And yet they were not naturally
cruel people. It was the instinctive
gathering of the pack against intruders,
fostered by Aunt Connie. Philip had
always been extremely popular-now
they included him in the punishment.
Dorothy Bell sidled up to me. "Mary
-that's a gorgeous dress. Where on
earth did you find it ?"
"Don't give me the credit. Here's the
girl who knows style." I had her firmly by the arm, piloting her over to
where Stephanie sat. "Tell Dorothy
about that white gabardine we saw,
Stephanie, it would be perfect on her."
Clothes were Dorothy's weakness and
I saw her eyes become interested.
It was an opening wedge. And in
a few minutes, with Dorothy on one
arm and Stephanie on the other, I
circled the room. These people were
fundamentally decent and well mannered; left alone I might have
succeeded. But I was up against an
expert in Aunt Connie. Groups began
to disintegrate before we could reach
them and the older women deftly took
the conversations out of my hands. I
was heartsick and I saw the tears close
behind Stephanie's too -bright eyes. She
was more nervous than I had ever
seen her. Every ring of the doorbell
made her start; she watched the door
with feverish expectancy.
Something about her tension was in
Philip, too. I felt they were both keyed
up, listening, watching, waiting for
There was a lull in the noise. And
Philip's voice cut through, lazily. "How
about a game of charades ? " -Philip!
-who loathed what he called "parlor
games "!
To my amazement his suggestion was
taken up instantly. Not so amazing,
with Philip's qualities of leadership.
And my relief made me weak. Nothing
could break the ice as quickly as a
game of charades; nobody could stay
aloof when you were in a team. Sides
were quickly chosen, with Philip heading one side and Imogene the other.
Over their heads I met Philip's eyes.
And there was something in that quick
exchange I had never experienced before, yet something that every woman

Are you doing your level best in
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at home -the battles against inflation? You can truthfully say
that you are doing your part if
you buy only what you need, pay
no more than ceiling prices, give
stamps for all rationed goods,

don't take advantage of war conditions to ask for higher wages,
and buy and keep all the war
bonds you can. If you do these
things, you're saving for a safe
tomorrow, and a safe America!
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recognizes when it comes! It was a
look that made two people into a family; two people understanding and
helping each other, whose hearts spoke
across a crowded room as if they were
alone! It was worth everything I had
gone through tonight. Even if, tomorrow, I were to lose Philip, I had had
this moment of complete oneness with
him.
Stephanie had asked to be last because she had never played before.
When it was her turn we settled on
"The Mikado" and she took her place
in the middle of the floor.
I had seen her unconscious abandon
on the dance floor; I should have realized her talents as an actress. Completely, superbly a mimic, she flung
herself into her several parts. To our
dismay and the delight of her own
team she was as easy to read as if
she had been carrying signs. She was
the hit of the game.
"You're very clever, Miss Vosper,"
the voice was acid and carried over
the laughter dying away in the circle.
Aunt Connie had found her opening.
"Have you ever been on the stage?
I suppose you are too young to have
been an actress, but perhaps you were
a chorus girl in Chicago."
If the words hadn't been insulting,
there was no mistaking the tone.
Stephanie got up, quietly, from her
chair and walked to the fireplace.

Nursing Bottles. Easy to
clean -wide mouth and
rounded interior corners have no crevices where
germs can hide. Red measuring scale aids in correct filling. Wide base prevents tipping. Tapere
shape helps baby get last drop of formula.
Famous breast -shaped nipple with patented air
vent permits steady flow, prevents "windsucking."
Cap keeps nipples and formula germ -free for storing or out-of -home feeding.
NEW COMPLETE PACKAGE

Ask your druggist for
Hygeia's new package

containing Bottle, Nipple,
and Cap. No extra cost.

NIyGeia

RSING BOTTLES
NIPPLeS WITH

caps
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as Munroled
or ports separatelyr

CONSULT YOUR DOCTOR REGULARLY

VAKVACIOUS

SHE'S

Mrs. McCarthy, I haven't been a
NO,chorus
girl. But I have been a wait-

ress in a beanery and a hash -slinger
in a short -order hamburger joint and
an usher in a theatre and now I'm
a welder in a factory." Anger was
creeping around the edges of her voice.
"I've had one year in high school and
another in night school. There's a lot
I don't know-but I do know enough
not to insult a guest in my house."
"Neither would I insult a guest."
Aunt Connie had risen, too, and they
were facing each other. "Unfortunately,
you could hardly be called a guest
since I didn't invite you here. You
forced yourself on Mary in just the
same way that all you Trailertown
people have forced yourselves on
Tilbury!"
Stephanie's face was white, a red
splotch on her cheek as if she had
been struck. I was too horrified, too
stunned, to move.
In the stillness I heard a door slam
and firm steps in the entrance hall.
Somehow I found my voice. "If she
isn't welcome here, Aunt Connie, then
neither are
I stopped. Aunt Connie wasn't listening, wasn't looking at me. Both she
and Stephanie had whirled around,
staring at something-or someone
over my shoulder.
"Henry!" There was stunned elation,
exultation in his mother's voice, her
arms were outstretched. She had forgotten us all -even Stephanie. "Henry
-son-you're home!" Everyone had
turned to see the slim, browned, uniformed figure standing in the doorway.
Like a tableau the shock had startled
us all into motionless statues. We
stared, too -not only in surprise, but
'held silent by the new and forceful
hardness in Henry's face.
He broke the spell. In two strides
he had covered the distance to where
his mother and Stephanie stood His
arms went around her and he bent
his head to reach her lips.
But-not -Aunt Connie! His arms
around Stephanie; his lips on Stephanie's blindly upturned face! I thought
I must be going crazy.
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His mother sank slowly to the divan,
one hand on her heart. But for once
Henry ignored the old, familiar appeal.
"It looks as though I got here just
in time," he said, grimly. And flashed
a quick look at Philip. I was remembering- remembering how Philip and
Stephanie had watched that door all
evening -the tension between them the
last few days -their dismay over the
Friday date
was beginning to understand. "I wanted to surprise you all
but I didn't know it would be melodrama. Mother, I want you to meet my
wife. Stephanie and I were married
on my last furlough. We would have
told you then, but you were sick and
the doctor said no."
A long, deep breath was expelled
around the room, almost a sigh. Someone began an awkward congratulation, but Henry silenced him.
"I heard quite a lot -I've been standing in the door, waiting to surprise
you. I don't like dragging out my private affairs at a party but they seem
to be pretty much public property by
this time, anyway. I'm sorry, Mother.

CORNS?

adeedep
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I wouldn't let Stephanie tell you while
I was gone because it didn't seem fair

to either of you. But if you can put
on a scene like I just overheard, then
you're strong enough to listen to me."

Henry's wife- Stephanie! I couldn't
take it in
couldn't believe it! My
mind' was a storm of bewilderment.
"I knew how you felt about Trailer town people." he continued grimly. "I
was a little mixed up myself when
I left. But I've done a lot of thinking
these past few months and Philip set
me right on a few points. We do so
much talking about our pioneer ancestors -you, Mother, for one. Well, I
think Trailertown is just another word
for covered wagon train today and your
great -grandmother would have taken
off her poke- bonnet to Stephanie.
Stephanie and her friends had the guts
and the patriotism to come here when
they were needed. And we have the
nerve to kick them around because
they weren't born here. It would be the
best thing that could happen to Tilbury if some of these new pioneers
would settle down here. Here's one
for the first time he smiled, fondly, at
Stephanie- "here's one who's going
to stay!"
There was a strangled sound from
Aunt Connie. Dazed as I was I started
forward to help her. By this time she

-I
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was panting, her face mottled.
But I was too late. Stephanie was
there before me, easing Aunt Connie
back into the pillows, running to get

the bottle of medicine under Henry's
orders. I heard her voice at the telephone, asking for the doctor. And,
suddenly, with a great burst of comprehension, I stopped short. Like it
or not, Aunt Connie had a daughter in -law.
And now, as I quickly picked up my
wraps; as I whispered my hurried
goodbyes, my mind was whirling with
questions. Those never-to-be- forgotten words drifted back to me: Stephanie's poignant "I can't
can't
and Philip's "Marriage is just two people
." Philip had been pleading the
case for his friend -and when he had
asked me to look after Stephanie for
him, it had been his trust for his
friend.
"Why, Philip? I've. known Henry so
long. Why couldn't you tell me ?" The
path that connected the McCarthy
house to ours was mysterious and
shadowy under the overhead clouds.
We seemed alone in an unreal world.
"Henry asked me not to tell anyone. Especially you, Mary. Anyone can
read your face. You're not very good
at pretending, dear, and you saw Aunt
Connie every day. Henry and I decided
it would be unfair to Stephanie to
take her to his mother on such short
notice and then let her take the full
weight of Aunt Connie's temper. And
we were afraid Aunt Connie would
make it so miserable for Stephanie
convince her she wasn't worthy of
Henry that she might run away."
"I thought it was you who were in
love with Stephanie," I blurted out.
Our steps had slowed; we were standing, facing each other, by the old arbor.
His body stiffened. "With Stephanie?
Me? How could you have thought that?
understand her
I'm attracted to her
-but I don't love her!" His hands slid
along my shoulders, drawing me close.
His voice roughened. "I've loved one
girl all my life and only one. No matter what happens, God help me, I'll
go on loving that girl. You're in everything I do- you're like the air I
breathe." I could hear his deep, uneven
breathing. "I know you better than you
do yourself, Mary. You've tried to hold
back and check that great capacity you
have for living, but someday you'll find
that you're made for happiness and
pain and love and suffering and laughter and compassion. You'll share these
things with me then because we
couldn't bear them unless we had each
other."
Words came to me-a rushing torrent of them-but a kind of primitive,
instinctive wisdom told me there was
a better way
Shamelessly, proudly, my arms went
around his neck, holding him so close I
could feel the surge of his heart against
mine. My lips sought his -and mine
were soft and willing and ardent. In
that brief second of surprise I felt in
him, I knew what it was to bring my
heart to him open and unasked -for.
And the ghosts of two dream children, the young Philip and the
young Mary we were, slid silently away
into the darkness, leaving a man and
a woman' who would have come together if they had been born in opposite corners of the world; whose hearts
would have known each other even
if they had spoken in different languages. I was free of them; I was whole
and complete and new because the
other part of me was Philip.
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won-that' s what her hairbrush would have told her if she had
checked up. Too late, now. He's gone.
SCALP

So many women don't realize that
the scalp perspires, too ... that hair
and particularly oily hair- absorbs unpleasant odors. Yes, you can have
scalp odor -and not know it.
But it's easy to be safe -just by
using Packer's Pine Tar Shampoo regularly. Especially developed to keep
hair and scalp fresh and clean, this
gentle shampoo contains pure, medicinal pine tar. Its delicate pine scent
does its work -then disappears, lea ving the hair soft and fragrant.
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Don't take a chance-and risk losing
romance. Use Packer's Pine Tar Shampoo regularly. You can
get it at any drug, department or ten -cent
store.
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help reduce the severity of your next
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asthmatic snack, notice how
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fumes aid distressed breathing. Use it and
see

how dependable it

is- potency rigidly

scandatdized through strict laboratory
-quality always uniform Ask for
ASTHMADOR in powder cgatene or pipe

control

mixture form at your favorite drug store.

Get ASTHMADOR today!
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With armholes wider than
ever ... to say nothing of

bare legs,

a

modern's

beauty routine begins with
a good depilatory, ends
with a good deodorant.
Both are NEET... the cream
depilatory that's quick,
closer than a shave, and
leaves skin smooth, soft...
the cream deodorant that
baits perspiration. is your
warm weather charm insurance.
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AFTER YOUR NEXT SHAMPOO
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Before We Part
Continued from page

TEETHING PAINS

19
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seemed right, as everything Lance did
seemed right.
The orchestra began to play an old
song that we and our friends had
helped to revive. Dessy, my little sister,
had dug up a recording of Russ Colombo
singing it, and somehow we'd all taken
it up, and requested it so often that
now it was played as a matter of course
wherever the young people of Clover
Hill and Hillside were.
We moved about the floor in time to
the song, and then Lance began to sing
the words, very quietly .
Take me in your arms,
Before you take your love away;
Take me in your arms
Before we part. .
And then we were standing stock
still in the center of the floor.
Take me in your arms,
And then goodbye...
The orchestra, the moving couples,
the bright lights, faded away, and I
felt strangely empty and lost. I looked
up at Lance -and his eyes were wet.
One moment's madness
Although it be the last
Hold me fast.
That was the orchestra's vocalist,
singing the song now. The throbbing
rhythm of the music, the new -found
meaning of the words, beat in my throat
and my temples, like the beating of
the world's heart. I felt sick and dizzy,
and there was no meaning in anything
but that this was the night of our parting. Then I felt Lance's hands bite
hard into my shoulders as he turned
me around and found a way for us
through the maze of the dancers. And
I heard his voice, husky and hurting
"We've got, to get out of here, Linna.
We've wasted so much time.
.
."
.
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QUICKLY
WHEN your baby suffers from
teething pains, just rub a few drops
of Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion on
the sore, tender, little gums and
the pain will be relieved promptly.
Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion is
the prescription of a famous baby
specialist and has been used by
mothers for over fifty years. One
bottle is usually enough for one
baby for the entire teething period.
Buy it from your druggist today
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for lustrous highlights,
a bright. new color effect!
What you do a /ter your shampoo can mean
the difference between drab -looking hair and
tresses that are truly your crowning glory!
Follow your regular soap- and-water routine
with Marchand's Make -Up Hair Rinse. Just
dissolve the Rinse in warm water and brush
or pour it through your hair. See how quickly
it lifts the soap film, how it brings your hair to
"life," makes it softer and easier to manage!
With Marchand's Make -Up Hair Rinse, you
can heighten the natural color of your hair .. .
give it a "warmer" or "cooler" tone
even
blend little gray streaks in with the original
shade. No matter what color hair you have, a
color chart on the package will tell you which
of the 12 beautiful Marchand shades will give
you the effect you. want.
Marchand's Make-Up Hair Rinse is not a
bleach not a permanent dye. Absolutely
harmless, it rinses on and washes off as easily
as your facial make-up.
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of Marehand's Golden Hair

What trims a booth,
a gym, a hall
When draped and
tacked upon the wall?
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Wash

TEETHING LOTION
Just rub it on the gums
V [cause Home Method. Ideals many old
leg sores caused by leg congestion, varicose veins,
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for trial if it
fails to show results in 10 days. Describe your
trouble and get a FREE BOOK.
R. G. VISCOSE COMPANY
Chicago, IlllnolS
mo No1Sa Dearborn Street
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found our way to the car
WElence,
and drove a little way

in si-

along
the river to the place where we had
parked to watch the silver path of the
moon on the water so often before.
There were no words for what we
felt. There was just the hunger we
both knew, the hunger that could be
appeased only a little by the touch of
hands, by the eager meeting of lips,
by the glory of being in the arms of
your love. And so we stayed, locked
close together for a time that was swift
as a heartbeat, long as forever.
At last Lance moved away a little,
cupped my chin in his hand.
"I want to look at you. I want to
look at you, and remember every line
of your face. I want never to forget
for a moment the sweet curve of your
mouth, the way your eyes look love
at me, the way-oh, my God, Linna,
we've wasted so much time! We've
danced away ten full days, when we
could have spent them in each other's
arms."
"We were being sensible. We weren't
going to tie you to me, or me to you.
I had found my voice
We were
at last, but I don't think Lance heard.
"Linna -oh, you can't be sensible
about love. You can't measure it, as
if it were a suit of clothes, or talk
about it impersonally, as if it had been
in a book you'd read. You have to live
it -you have to live love, and we've let
ten precious days of living, days we can
never call back, slip through our
fingers. Oh, loveliest, why were we
such fools! Why did we talk about
waiting, even think about waiting?

RING

Made

Exquisite Oayx.IOce Picture Rime-made f rom
any photo. Send No Money! Mall photo with paper
strip for ring size. Pay postman only $1.00 plus poet ege. Hand doted 2Se extra. Photo returned with nog.
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Cutting Cuticle
IS DANGEROUS!
Don't Take Chances!
Wipe It Away with TAD!
1

TAD softens dead, loose cuticle
so you can wipe it

,
quickly
away safely!

2 TAD prevents ugly, open cuticle
cracks that invite infection!
3 TAD does not irritate. Keeps
cuticle smooth and neat ... keeps
nails lovelier looking longer!

4 TAD saves time. Does a better
job faster, safer. Costs only 10c
or 25c a bottle!
Ask for TAD

today at any

department, drug or
ten-cent store.

Tie
New Nail Beauty!
TAD SALES, 3950 N. Southport Ave., Chicago 13, III.
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"Lance, don't! Lance, you can't go
now. Not now. Somehow we've got to
make up for our foolishness. Can't
we be married tonight, and you fly
back? Can't we
His arms were tight and strong about
my shoulders, and I felt the strength
of it creeping into me.
"No, dearest. That train's the last
and only way for me to get back."
We sat for a long moment, looking,
not at each other, but at the silly, false looking silver path the moon made
across the water. And at last I heard
myself say, in a voice that was dry and
tired. "Start the car, Lance. It's late."
We drove in all- too -swift silence to
Hillside station, and I tried to think
of nothing, nothing at all, while I clung
to Lance's arm as closely, as despairingly, as a dying person clings to life.

-"

then we were at the station, and
AND
this was not the beginning of our
last night, but the end. The end of the

The Safer Way to

BEA

Is there surety more sure than what
we feel? Will you ever be as sure
again, in all your life, as you are now?
Linna, what a pair of fools, what a pair
of blind, prattling, idiotic fools, to talk
of being sensible, of being sure, instead
of knowing what love can be like!"
Tears clogged my throat, but there
was only one thing I wanted to say to
him, and I knew that he would understand. "Lance-I'm as much your wife
as if we were married. I belong to you
as much. I'm part of you. Even in the
little time we have left, can't we-"
His fingers across my mouth stopped
me. "No, honey. No. I wouldn't do
that to you, because I love you too
much. I'm going to leave no burdens
behind me, no troubles, no complications. And our little time-that's gone,
Linna. We've got to drive as fast as
we can for Hillside station

LEARN
QUICKLY, EASILY

AT NOME

Splendid Income, new social contacts, and the
satisfaction of serving humanity can be yours
as a Trained Practical Nurse. Ages 18 to 60.
High School not netessary. Training plan welcomed by
physicians. Prepare In spare time. Many earn While
learning. Nurse's Outfit and placement service Included
FREE of extra cost. Write now for facts and fascinating
FREE sample lesson pages.
WAYNE SCHOOL of PRACTICAL NURSING. Inc.
2301 N. Wayne Ave., Dept. G -4, Chicago 14. Illinois

NEW! 2- Second Method

For Underarm

Perspiration

PROTECTS YOU 1.7 DAYS*

It's an utterly different way to treat
perspiration problems! So quick
and easy-just pat underarms once
with tiny, perfumed pad- that's
all! Instantly, perspiration is controlled; underarm odor prevented
-and protection lasts up to 7 days*
depending on you andthe weather.
Kinder to clothes, too-just follow
directions and it's safe for even
delicate silks and rayons.
Economical-35 Pads infer
At your drug or department

store
t
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UNDERARM PADS

end.
The train was already snorting impatiently, and we had only seconds.
"Linna, love, don't forget me for a
single moment, while I'm away, and
never for a single moment will I forget you. I'll be back sooner than you

think. . .
"Lance, the train is moving!"
He swung aboard the last car, and
raised his hand to me as the train
moved off. And I stood there, in the
midst of the people, uncaring, crying

Oh, I love you so!"
Leaving the station, starting the car,
driving home, urging my dragging feet
to carry me upstairs to bed, were things
someone else did, things done by a
mechanical doll, run by pulled strings.
I awoke early in the morning. The
sun was bright in the east window.
First came the warmth of happiness
that I had felt each morning for the
past ten days. Lance was home. But
no -no, he was not home any more.
He was gone. He was gone away, to
fight, overseas, and I wouldn't see him
again, perhaps, until the war was done.
I waited for the flood of despair, of
unbearable hurt, to engulf me. But it
didn't come. It was as if the ferocity
of last night's feeling were a thing set
apart, quite by itself, quite out of the
scheme of normal living. I felt, now,
as I had told myself all the time that
I would feel when Lance went away
lonely, yes, and wrenched by the parting, but confident, forward -looking,
sure that our love would bring us back
together, content to wait a little while.
Just remember the happy things, remember the wonderful times you've had
together. Think of your life ahead,
and you'll be all right, I told myself.

"I love you.
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THIS MAY BE THE
TROUBLE WITH YOUR
PRESENT LAXATIVE!
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It doesn't pay to

dose yourself

with harsh, badtasting laxatives!
A medicine that's too strong can often
leave you feeling worse than before!

Qyhers pre
A laxative

that's

too mild to give

proper relief is

just as unsatisfactory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!

ax is

íheliappy
Try the

°HAPPY_ M E D I U Mfr LAXATIVE
Ex -Lax gives a thorough action. But
Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and
effectively at the same time. And remember, Ex -Lax tastes good just like fine
chocolate! It's America's favorite laxative, as good for children as it is for
grown -ups. 10c and 25c at all drug stores.
As a precaution use only as directed

-

EXLAX

The

Original

Chocolated Laxative

And so I dressed and went downstairs
to face a world that was made of marking time.
Dad was down by the time I had the
coffee bubbling in the percolator and
the bacon sizzling in the frying pan.
He came smiling across the room to me,
and put his arm about my shoulders.
"How is it, honey ?" he asked. "Kind
of hard lines? Going to be a bad day ?"
I shook my head. "No, Dad -not too
bad. It's -well, it's sort of hard to
explain, but I'm so sure of Lance, and
he's so sure of me, and we're both so
sure of ourselves, that it doesn't matter too much. I know that he'll come
home to me, and that when he does
we'll begin a wonderful life together."
Dad nodded. "You're pretty wise for
one so small, aren't you ?" he said, and
we laughed together, because Dad had
said that to me ever since I was little.
"I'm really going to try to be," I
answered. "And it won't be too hard
to fill in the time...."
It wasn't, either. I had my job as
stenographer in the "pool" at the law
firm of Gregory, Moresby and Higgins.
I had my Red Cross work three nights
a week. Weekends, I served doughnuts and coffee at Hillside station sometimes, when troop trains stopped there
a few minutes. I helped Dessy with
her high school lessons, went to the
movies with the family or some of my
girl friends, went to an occasional party,
helped Mother around the house. It
was a normal, peaceful sort of existence,
even if a rather dull one. And it wasn't,
of course, as if this were the first time
Lance had been away -he'd been in
the army for over a year, and I had
learned the pattern of filling my days.
Only sometimes at night, when I lay
in bed, waiting for sleep to come, I
would feel a great loneliness creeping
over me. And then I'd hurry to remember the pleasant things, the wonderful
times Lance and I had shared.
I'd remember, for instance, the first
time I met Lance -when I literally fell
into his arms. I'd been standing on a
shaky stool in the law library, looking
for a reference Mr. Moresby wanted.
I was deep in the -to me- completely
foreign tongue of law, when I felt the
stool shake beneath me, and looked
down to see Lance.
"Come down off that," he said. "I'm
the new law clerk. I've been hired,
as of now, to keep you girls from being
sent to look for things you have no
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YOUR SHOES NEED
JUNE RADIO ROMANCES
Formerly Radio Mirror
ON SALE
Wednesday, May 16th
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Protect the sole and you protect the shoe! The original
sole is the foundation that supports the upper part of
the shoe .,.helps keep its fine shape and appearance.
When it wears through the shoe spreads out of shape.
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fine shape indefinitely. TREDS keep feet dry...provide
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One pair TREDS, tube of cement, applicator and scraper
.,.all complete with full directions on display card. Only
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Due to war restrictions, your dealer may be temporarily
out of TREDS, but keep asking for them. Thank you.
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idea how to find."
I didn't like that very much. "I
don't do so badly," I replied. "And I
think I've just now found what I'm
looking for." With that, I turned my
back and buried my nose in the book.
The stool shook again. "You're keeping an able- bodied man out of a job,"
he complained.
"Come down from
there! How can I earn my salary if
you're camping out on the only stool
this place has to offer ?" When I
turned to look down on him, he was
grinning-the grin that I found later
was irresistible, and which, even then,
I didn't seem able to resist.
"All right -I'll come down." I began
to turn cautiously around to get down.
"Well, move away, won't you? You'd
probably complain to the management
if I kicked -your shins ?"
The answer to that was another shake
of the stool. "Hurry," he laughed.
He wasn't shaking hard enough to
dislodge me, actually, but somehow I
had forgotten what I was doing in looking at him, in seeing Lance for the
first time. And then, without warning,
I was tumbling down to land in an all legs- and -arms heap -not gracefully,
in Lance's arms, but forcefully, in his
lap, because I succeeded in catching
him off balance and knocking him
down, too.
I wanted to be angry, but I had to
laugh. And the laughter must have
told him I wasn't hurt, because the first
thing he said, when he could get his
breath, was, "Have we been formally
introduced? But don't let that stand in
your way
was very nice of you to
drop in on me."

-it

the laughter between us
SUDDENLY
died, and we found ourselves looking at each other for the first time
really seeing each other, I mean.
"My name is Lance Jordan," he said,
at last. "I started to work here today
law clerk. I'm going to law school at
night."
"I'm Linna Fabry," I told him, and
thought, Lance! That just suits him
long and straight and lean and quicklooking.
And his eyes- they're the
nicest eyes I've ever seen! They were
deep blue -grey, and fringed with thick,
long black lashes that might have given
his face a womanish look if the rest of
it had not been so entirely masculine.
The laughter was dancing back into
his eyes, now. "Yes," he said gravely,
"and I like your looks, too."
I felt something happening to me,
something I couldn't believe, something
I didn't want to believe.
It wasn't
possible to fall in love with a man
you'd met five minutes before, and, in
the course of those five minutes knocked
down and exchanged a couple of silly
sentences with. I didn't want to stay
there
wanted to go away and think.
And so I mumbled something about
getting back to my work now, and fled.
That was my meeting with Lance
the meeting he and I laughed over so
many times after that, the meeting
which I comforted myself with remembering when loneliness threatened me
after he went away. That meeting,
and so many others, I rehearsed faithfully in my mind those long nights,
warming myself at the remembered
fire of his love. Sometimes I'd think
about our first date, or the time Lance
and some friends and I had rowed to
Hapner's Island for a picnic and let
the boat drift off, and had been
marooned for hours. Or the time we
first went dancing, and found out that
we were simply made for each other,
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THEN TRY THIS
PROVEN EASY SYSTEM ON YOUR HAIR
Helps Prevent Brittle Ends from Breaking Off
Here is thrilling new hope for millions
who want their dry, lusterless, unruly
brittle and breaking -off hair more lovely
... longer. The Juelene SYSTEM has
helped men and women all over the
nation to find new happiness and confidence in more beautiful, healthy appearing hair. Yes, hair may get longer
when scalp and hair conditions are normal and the dry, brittle breaking -off
hair can be retarded. This wonderful
Juelene SYSTEM helps relieve hair
dryness that is caused by lack of natural oils. See if Juelene's tendency to
soften harsh, difficult-to- manage hair

can during application help yours to
become softer, silkier, more lustrous
just one
than it has been before
short week.

-in

Marvelous Help for DRY HAIR
Dry hair is not only hard to manage
but a continual source of embarrassment. Try the Juelene System. See
how much more beautiful your hair
may be in such a short time, after the
dry hair condition has been relieved.
Actually make your hair your "crowning glory!" So take advantage of
Juelene's 7-Day Offer NOW!

Thrilling
Results or

rESrJUELEN
iV%FOR 7 DAYS,

MONEY BACK

Just try the Juelene System for

7 days and see for
yourself if your brittle, splitting hair can be softened.
made more sparkling and lovely. Your mirror wiH tell
you the thrilling results and so will your friends! if you
aren't absolutely amazed with the glistening sheen ... if
you aren't delighted with the ease in which you can manage your hair, we will refund every cent of your money.
today!
So don't wait. Mail the coupon right now
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JOEL CO., Oeptflsio,1930 Irving Park Rd., Chicago 13, RI
Yes, I want easy -to-manage, longer hair. I will try the JUELENE

SYSTEM for 7 days. If my mirror doesn't show satisfactory results,
I will ask for my money back.
O I am enclosing $1.00
a Send C.O.D. plus postage
Name

Addreu
City

L

Zone
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Our Customers Participate in Lovely Gifts

iips

Pointers for Skin Problems
See

how nurses' discovery can help YOU!

CHAPPED HANDS!

Noxzema not

only soothes but helps heal!
Actual tests show definite improvement, often overnight!

"DIAPER RASH." Give your baby
quick, soothing relief from chafing, "diaper rash" with Noxzema.
Greaseless; won't stain.

r::.

X
BLEMISHES. See how
quickly Noxzema helps heal externally caused pimples -helps
UGLY

restore soft smoothness.

MINOR BURNS. Quick application

of cooling Noxzema brings relief
almost instantly. Helps heal minor burns and scalds. Try it!

Nurses were among the first to use Medicated Noxzema for these
skin troubles. Try it, too, for chapped lips, windburn, chafing, tired, burning feet. See how much it can do for you and
your family! At all drug counters ; 104, 354 and 504 (plus tax).

at least as far as dancing was concerned. Or the time we hired a horse

and buggy and rode gaily out into the
country, hilariously pretending we
were our own grandmother and grandfather, "goin' courtin'." Or the time
when Lance proposed to me
That was a spring night, just before
Lance was inducted. A soft night, that
felt almost as wonderful as it smelled,
with an impish little breeze that car ressed you with insinuating fingers. We
went canoeing on the river, moving
along gently with the sluggish current,
going often close to the bank, where
the overhanging fronds of weeping
willows made a dark tunnel where two
lovers could be shut off from the outside in a timeless, dimensionless world
of their own. Presently we beached the
canoe, and sat, close and quiet, for a
while on the moon -silvered sand.
"I'll be going very soon," Lance said
at last, a,nd he put out his arm to pull
me closer to him.
"I'll miss you terribly," I told him,
and wondered at the inadequacy of
words to express what I really meant
by saying that. I felt completely at
ease, though, completely at home with
his arm around me, with my head on
his shoulder, so that I was suddenly
sure that I needed no words to make
him understand me.
"Yes, I know you'll be lonely without me," he said. It was a statement of
fact, without a touch of vanity. "I
think it's harder for the girls who are
left behind than for the men who go
away. We, at least, are going out to
adventure of a sort; you have to stay
behind and make do with the same
old life, except that it is full of empty
places that are hard to fill."

...
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LEARN

MILLINERY
AT HOME
Design and make exclusive
hats under personal direction of one of America's
noted designers. Complete materials, blocks, etc.,
furnished. Every step illustrated. You make exclusive salable hats right from the start. We teach you
how to start a profitable business in spare time. Low
cost and easy terms. Expert milliners are in demand.
Free National Placement Dept. Send for tree catalog.
LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
225 N. Wabash Ave., Dept,195,
Chicago I. III.

Reeve ITC
Misery of

Relieve itching caused by eczema.

- athlete's foot, pimples -other itch-

ing troubles. Use cooling, medicated
D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless. stainless. Quiets itching fast. 35c trial bottie proves it -or money back. Ask
your druggist for D.D.D. Prescription.

This Way. They take 1 to 4 tablespoons o
Dr. Siegert's famous Angostura Bitters in
a little water hot or cold. It's pleasant to
take, helps ease the pain of difficult days
-and is not habit- forming. Get Angostura

at your druggist's.

FOOT RELIEF
New Soothing Foot Plaster.

EasilyCut toAnySize,Shape

Dr. Scholl's KUROTEX,

a

new, superior moleskin foot
plaster-velvety -soft, cushion-

ing. When used on feet or

Simple Home Shampoo Washes

Hair Shades Lighter SAFELY...
Made specially for blondes, this new shampoo helps keep light hair from darkening
brightens faded hair. Called Blondex, its rich
cleansing lather instantly removes the dingy
film that makes hair dark, old- looking. Takes
only 11 minutes at home. Gives hair lustrous
highlights. Safe for children. Get Blondes
at 10c, drug and department stores.

-
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toes, it quickly relieves corns, callouses bunions and tender spots
cause by shoe friction and pressure. Soothes and protects the sore
spot. Splendid for preventing blisters on feet and hands. Economical!
At Drug, Shoe, Dept. and 100 stores.

DrScho//s

KUROTEX

will be very empty, and -and your
place can never be filled, Lance,
until you come back."
"Linna, do you love me ?" he asked
abruptly, almost roughly.
To that question, you can only give
the honest answer that is in your heart,
with no thought of shyness and evasions. "Lance, I think I've loved you
since the very first moment I saw you."
He had kissed me before -but not
like this. Never before a kiss like this
-so full of yearning, so full of promise.
"It won't be long," he said at last.
"Waiting is never long, when at the
end of waiting you know you'll find
your dream -come -true. Will you wait
for me, Linna? Will you marry me
darling, as soon as all this is over and
I can come back to you ?"
"Oh, Lance, yes -yes, darling!"
That night was a miracle of happiness, too full of joy for mere words
to make clear. I was in Lance's arms,
where I belonged, where I would always belong. We were close together
now, and we would always be close.
We were, from that moment on, two
parts of one being. That was the way
I'd wanted it, hoped for it. That was
the way it was, now, and would be
forever. It was something to cling to,
something to remember in all the
months to come, a foundation upon
which to build dreams of the future.
That was what I was doing now
now that Lance was gone, not to a
training camp, but overseas. I was
clinging to the memories we had stored
away in our hearts, just as I hoped he,
wherever he was, was clinging to them
too. And so, it was not hard to fill the
emptiness of the days, for they could
never really be empty, with Lance's
love to lean on, with remembered
promises, remembered kisses, to fill

-

them.

Of all the time, those first weeks
after Lance left were hardest. They
were a period of readjustment, of getting used to the idea of his being so
far away. And there were no letters,
of course-would be none until he had
reached his destination, wherever that
might be, and the letters he would
write have time to get back home.
I marked the days off on the calendar, each morning before I went down
to breakfast, telling myself as I did
that I mustn't expect a letter today,
but always hoping that there would
be one. A week, two weeks, three, four,
five. I was beginning to be a little
frightened, beginning to have to put
a smile on my face before I went in
to sit down at the table with Mother
and Dad and Dessy. And then, one
glorious morning, I didn't have to face
them with a manufactured smile at
all, for long -legged Dessy came galloping up the stairs two at a time, and
burst into my room while I was finishing dressing, waving not one letter, but
three. '
"Lance!" she gasped, and shoved the
envelopes into my hands. "Letters from
Lance!" as if I needed the added explanation. And then, with an understanding I deeply appreciated, she was
gone again, slamming the door behind
her by way of expressing her relief

and delight.
I don't know how long I stayed there
that morning, reading those three letters over and over. I do know that by
a week later -by the time another
letter had found its way to me-those
first three looked like rare old documents-creased and worn and fraying.
came regularly after that,
LETTERS
one each day, and one each day from
me to Lance, in answer. The day didn't
really begin until I came down to
breakfast and found the envelope beside my place, and ended very definitely when I had signed "with all my
love, Linna" to the bottom of the
answer.
They were good days, the days of
those early letters. All day long little
phrases from that morning's message
would come into my mind and send
a little thrill of happiness racing
through me. "I love you so much" . .
"I can't wait to get home and get our
lives started, honey"
"There's so
much going on it's frightening to think
about it -it seems to me, Linna, that
the only stable thing left in my world
is my love for you"
"My whole
day revolves around mail call -will
there be a letter from my darling ?"
One morning, when I had reluctantly finished the first reading of my letter,
slipped it back into the envelope and
begun my breakfast, Mother said,
"Linna, I'm going to get some fine
muslin today if I can, and hemstitch
you some sheets. My grandmother did
it for my mother, and my mother did
it for me, and I can't see that this is
any time to break with tradition. And
I think it's high time you shook yourself out of your dreams and did something concrete about the future. The
war's not going to last forever, but
you might as well be hemming napkins
and towels while it does last, so you'll
have something to start out on when
it's over." Her bright blue eyes softened, and she reached across the table
to pat my hand. "It'll help the time
pass more quickly, dear," she added,
"and-well, and make things seem more
real, I think. It did for me, years ago,
when I was waiting for your father
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GORGEOUS 24K. GOLD-ILLUMINATED COVER

and Sallman's World -Famous Multicoìcr

CHRIST HEAD- PORTRAIT
Gallery of 24 Masterful Reproductions
HOLY
BIBLE

of

Biblical Art in Full Color
at
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REMARKABLY LOW PRICE
OU must see this truly fine Bible to appreciate the resplendent beauty of its lavishly
decorated cover, illuminated with genuine
24K gold leaf. Covers of comparable radiance
and gorgeous ornamentation are found only on
precious Pulpit Bibles. You can't help bu+ admire
Sallman's masterly Christ Head Portrait, acclaimed by all as a truly inspiring representation
of our Savior.
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An ideal Gift for Promotion Day, Graduation,
Birthday, Church and Sunday School
Attendance -for the Pulpit -or the Bride
to be treasured forever.
Beautiful 5.rolor broadside describing
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LARGE
WORDS of CHRIST in RED
Over 1600 Pages

EASY -TO -READ
CLEAR BLACK -FACE TYPE

FREE

in pictures and words ear Gin Bibles..

Approved by Eye- Specialists

FILL OUT AND

Knott, the joy of owning or giving this "faster Edition; fl has
ererythiug you could possibly desire in a Lifetime Biblet

MAIL COUPON TODAY!

KNOW YOUR BIBLE CO., Dept. A4, Cincinnati 2.Oh10
Mew send me the 24K. goW+luminated Omer COMPLETE

Authorised
Contains 180 pages of Concordance.
KING JAMES
60,000 Center- column References.
Version
160 pages of Bible Study Dictionary.
Presentation Page in Color - Family Register.
14 Multicolor Maps - Self- pronouncing Text.
Beautifully hand -bound in Genuine Leather.
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PSORIRSIS
Certainly it is tragic for charming women to be forced to dress for concealment
because of unsightly psoriasis lesions. Is this your problem? Then try SIROIL.
Perhaps SIROIL can help the situation for YOU as it has helped in thousands of
other cases. SIROIL tends to remove the crusts and scales of psoriasis which are
external in character and located on the outer layer of the skin. If or when your psoriasis lesions recur, light applications of SIROIL will help keep them under control.
Applied externally, SIROIL does not stain clothing or bed linens, nor does it interfere in any way with your daily routine.
Try it. Certainly it's worth a trial, particularly since it's offered to you on a two - Siroil ta beratories, i nc., Dept.M- 30,Detra 1126, M Ich.
Siroil of Canada, Ltd., Box'488, Windsor, Ont.
weeks'- satisfaction-or- money- refunded basis.
Please send me your free

SIROIL

LE

DRUG

STORE`S

Write today for interating booklet on PJnriarir, being couponi

booklet on Psoriasis.
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NEVER TRIED MIDOL?
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It's
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This month, give Midol a chance
to keep you brighter . . more
enjoying life at the time
active

I

I

...

I
I
I

I

when menstruation's functional
cramps, headache and blues might

I
I

have you miserable.
Take Midol at the first twinge
of pain. See how swiftly it acts to
relieve your suffering. And trust
these effective tablets; Midol's comfort does not depend on opiates.
Millions of girls and women rely
on it regularly as a
rrol oyrvq
periodic pick-up."
Guaranteed by a
Housekeeping
Ask for Midol at GoodsNnOMq
AfNm1l,M
any drugstore.
,
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MIDO
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Used more than all other products offered
exclusively to relieve menstrual suffering
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EYES TIRED?

to come home from France."
And so we started that wonderfully

comforting, old- fashioned thing, a hope
chest. Dad -he's the kind of man
who wouldn't think a house was a
home unless there was a workshop in
the basement -made me the chest
itself, and covered it in soft, dull
green and sunlit yellow. Mother and
I worked to fill it, and so did my
maiden aunts, Clara and Genevieve,
who lived not far away, so that soon
there was a very respectable pile of
table and bed linen, of towels and
holders and
unfortunately
Aunt
Clara's hand -crocheted antimacassers.
But I loved even them
loved every
piece, and every careful stitch we took.
I described everything to Lance, and
one day a box came from him, with a
lovely English bone china tea service
to acid to my store.
Everything was perfect. It was like
a wonderful autumn, when the sun
shines brilliantly every day. You know
that there's something unpleasant in
the air-winter ahead-but you can't
really believe it. I couldn't really believe in war, in disaster, there in my
safe little home town, wrapped so securely in my love for Lance. All I could
believe in was happiness.
And then, like the first touch of winter deadening the brilliance of Indian
Summer, a cloud obscured a little the
white -bright quality of my happiness.
There was a morning when there was
no letter from Lance. It was late in
May, and Spring was being her loveliest, but no matter how I told myself
about irregularity of mails and a man's
having something else to do but write
letters when he was a soldier, I couldn't
help feeling that something had spoiled
the Spring as I walked to work that
morning. By evening, when I wrote my
letter and signed, "with all my love,
Linna," I had convinced myself that
to morrow morning there would be two
letters, and all would be well.
But the next morning there weren't
two letters. Nor one. Nor was there
even one letter the following morning.
And by that time Spring didn't matter.
But the fourth morning Dessy came
charging up the stairs again, envelope
in hand. "You see," she cried, waving
it at me, "you've had all this stewing
around, looking like a lost soul, for
nothing. Here's a letter from Lance!"
I literally snatched it, my heart leaping. It was very brief, but it was a
letter from Lance, and that was enough.
"You'll have to forgive me," he said,

-
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BACKACHE,
LEG PAINS MAY

BE DANGER SIGN
Of Tired Kidneys
If backache and leg pains are making you miserable. don't lust complain and do nothing about them.
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need

attention.
The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking excess
adds and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help
most people pane about 3 pints a day.
If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don't
work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood.
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting
up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages with
smarting and burning sometimesshows there is something wrong with your kidneys or bladder.
Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills,
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the blood. Get
Doan's Pills,
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MONEY $

CM FOR YOUR SPARE TIME

gredients- safe, gentle -and oh, so
soothing I Start using Murine today.

URINE,
R
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EYES

REFRESHES
CLEANSES
SOOTHES
* Invest is America -Buy War Bonds and Stamps *

1

Your spare time Is worth money. It's a cinch to'
make $$$ at club meetings or friendly calls with
Eve> rday Greeting Cards. Birthdays. Anniversaries, 'Get Well," etc. They're unique-clever,
luxurious. "Diamond Dust" finishes, unusual
startlingeffects. No experience needed.

ives

you YEAR ROUND EXTRA INCOME. Send
only 60 cents for SAMPLES worth $1.00- TODAY.
ARTISTIC CARD CO.. 264 Way Street. Elmira. N.Y.

High school not necessary. No age Lion.
Send for FREE "Nursing Facts' and sample
lesson pages Earn while learning. Act now'
Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing
Chicago 6, Illinois
160 N. Wacker Drive,

STAMMER?
This new 128 -page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the Bogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of ,tammerng and stuttering- successful for 44 years. Beni. N. Bogue,
Dept. 1171, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

earn ro itab e Procession
in 90 days at Home

man
many Swedish Massageen,
graduates make 40a0. I
s76 or even more per week.
Large full time
incomes from doctors, hospitals sanatoriums clubs or private practice. o there
inas,
good money in spare time. You can
win independence and prepare foor,
home andqualifying for Diploma
Anatomy Charts and 32 -page
'flrllustrated Book FREE -Now!
THE College of Swedish Massage,
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also Callouses; Ingrown
Nails relieved. Quick, easy.
Just rub on. Jars, 30t, 500.
At your druggist. Money
refunded if not sa tis fied.

removed

PULVEX

JUST A MINUTE!

Eyes tired? Do they smart and burn from overwork,
sun, dust, wind, lack of sleep? Then soothe and refresh
them the quick, easy way -use Murine. Just two drops
in each eye. Right away Murine goes to work to relieve
the discomfort of tired, burning eyes.
Murine is a scientific blend of seven in-

$ MONEY

Moss Co., Rochester, N. Y.

TWO DROPS

QUICK RELIEF

MONEY

Before you empty your scrap
baskets today, before you burn
up or throw away that stack of
magazines, those old corrugated
boxes, the week's accumulation
of newspapers -wait a minute!
Those scraps of paper can save
lives, can help to win a battle!
Paper is one of the war's vital

fighting materials. Put your
paper out for city salvage collection, give it to a regular collection agency, or sell it to a junk
dealer -but don't throw it away!

/a Aad-

FLEA POWDER
10076 SATISfACIION
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OR MONEY SACK

PAIN
CAN MAKE YOU

LOOK OLDER:

EN

you are suffering from Head-

ache, Simple Neuralgia, Muscular Pains

or Functional Monthly Pains, you not
only feel uncomfortable -you look
uncomfortable. Why don't you try
Dr. MILES ANTI-PAIN PILLS
for prompt relief? Regular package 25e.
Economy package $1.00. Caution; read di.
rections and use only as directed. Mlles
Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart. Indiana.
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*Follow simple directions for amazing results. WOOLFOAM leaves
blankets soft, fluffy...clean as new!

- Economy

lifooRam

Size: 504.

Made for Wool by a Wool Firm

WOOLFOAM CORP.
17 W.

19th

St.. New York 11.

PERFECT
WOOL WASH

N. T.
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Get More
Comfort For
Feet
Standing
-Mint Treat
With
An Ice

Don't let tired, burning sensitive feet steal
energy and make the hours seem longer. Rub on
a little Ice-Mint and feel the blissfully cool and
soothing sensation of comfort that follows, as this
frosty -white medicinal cream goes to work driving
out fiery burning and aching tiredness. Grand, too,
to help soften up painful corns and callouses. So
don't delay -get foot happy today the Ice -Mint
way. At all druggists.

Beput ifu/ IMITATION

=_tRZHSTONE

RING
IVENAWAY

\

Sterling Silver Ring set with
sparkling imitation Birthstone correct for your birth date
for selling only 5 boxes of GoldGIVEN
Crown
Spot
ot Remover and Cleaner at
c
h. Send name and address today
for order. We trust you. Premium
supplies are limited. Don't delay.
t3',
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GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS, Dept.

E -379,

Jefferson, Iowa

Lips...Arms...Legs

Now Happy! I had ugly superfluous hair... was

nnlovcd ...discouraged. Tried many things ... even
razors. Nothingwas satisfactory. Then I developed
a simple, painless. inexpensive method. It has helped
thousands win beauty, love, happiness. My FREE
book, "How to Overcome Superfluous Hair Problem"
explains method. Mailed in plain envelope. Also
TRIAL OFFER. Write Mme. Annette Lanzette, P.O.
Box 4040, Merchandise Mart. Dept. 142, Chicago 54.I11

ON A

"COME- HITHER" SKIN
Lovely ladies apply Poslam
at the first sign of surface
Pimples or skin- outhreaks. Because they know
the 6 active U.S.P. ingredients work fast to reduce redness...soreness. Poslam actually helps
peel away ugly Pimple- layer! This Ointment
without Disappointment
38 year success,satisfies you or your money back. Try it . . .
see your complexion improve with its use.
Thousands sing its praises. Free Sample: Write
Poslam, Dpt.5 -W,254 W. 54, New York 19, N. Y.
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Rinse

dale4
Gives a Tiny Tint
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Removes

this

dull
film
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At Notions, Art Needle.

work and Housewares
Depts. Also Drug and
Grocery Stores. 25

in part, "if I don't manage to write
every day from now on. Things are
happening fast over here -things I can't
talk about -and sometimes there literally isn't a minute in the day that
we can call our own."
' That was all right then. I sighed my
relief, and went down to breakfast,
noticing that Spring was lovelier this
year than I had ever remembered its
being.
There was no letter from Lance next
morning, either, but by then I'd readjusted my feelings. A letter now
would be a wonderful surprise, each
time it came, and not just a part-if
the best part -of the daily routine.
Letters came irregularly after that.
And they were somehow different
somehow less personal, so that I found
myself reading the whole of them, instead of only scattered parts, to the
family at the breakfast table. But I
could hardly put my finger on what
was different about them. Always they
had been full of cheery stories about
Lance's buddies, of bits of news -as
much as he could tell-about our Army
and its movements in England. They
were still full of those things. They
still began "Dearest Linna" and ended
"always, Lance." But some things were
gone -the funny little questions about
the hope chest, the latest addition
to the never -ending argument about
whether the dining room should be
yellow- and -grey, or rose- and- whiteour own private joke, about which we
had written as seriously as if the fate
of nations depended on the decision.
I suppose I should have been worried. Or frightened. But I wasn't. Why
should I have been? The only thing
that occurred to me that could possibly
happen to Lance was something physical; that was the only thing I feared.
As long as his letters came, he was
safe and well. I need have no fear.

1. Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.
2. Used after shampooing -your
hair is not dry, unruly.
3. Instantly gives the soft, lovely
effect obtained from tedious,
vigorous brushings
plus a
tiny tint -in these 12 shades.

...

7. Titian Blonde
6. Golden Blonde

1. Black
2. Dark Copper
3. Sable Brown

9.

Topaz Blonde

4. Gulden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown
11. Light Auburn
6.

Silver

12.

Lustre Glint

4. The improved Golden Glint

contains only safe certified
colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.
Try Golden Glint...Over 50 million
packages have been sold...Choose
your shade at any cosmetic dealer.
Price 10 and 250-or send for a
FREE SAMPLE
Golden Glint Ce.,Seattle,14,Wash.,Bez 3366.0.1
Please send color No.

as

listed above.

Name

spun out, and June came, and
MAY
Spring held more than a hint of

summer. The days began to go lazily,
sweetly by, and I let them pass me
without counting them, almost without
noticing them.
And then there was the morning
the sixth of June -when I woke knowing that today would not be a day to
let slip through my fingers. Today
would be a day to remember, forever.
I awakened from one of those vaguely horrible dreams which you cannot
remember, but which leave you shaking with fear. It was just a dream, I
kept telling myself. It was just a dream,
and there's no reason to be frightened.
Stop being silly. But, although it was
only six o'clock, I knew there would
be no sleep for me, so I got up and
bathed as quietly as I could, and began
to dress.
Still the fear nagged at me. It was
more than a vague fear, now; it was
a definite feeling that something, somewhere, had gone wrong- something
big, portentous, earth-shaking. I found
that my hands trembled at the fastenings of my dress, and at a sudden
knock on my door my heart leaped,
and I actually jumped and turned to
face the door as if death itself were
knocking.
"Y-yes?"
Dad's voice, full of a contagious
excitement, came through the door.
"Get up, honey! This is no day to sleep
your head off. Linna, we've invaded
the continent! We've opened a second
front! We've landed troops in Normandy! It's on
I flung the door open. "What ?"
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"We've landed troops in Normandy,
Linna! It's on the radio
He grabbed
my hand, and we raced downstairs.
We listened for about a half an hour,
I think, before the fear came back
to me. And then it was like a great
hand, wringing the elation from my
heart, squeezing it dry.
Dad must have seen it in my face,
for he turned away from the radio
and asked me sharply, "What's wrong,
Linna? Is something the matter ?"
I shook my head. "I
don't know,
Daddy," I told him slowly. "I don't
know. It's funny
feeling I have. I
had it this morning-that's why I woke
up so early . . "
"A feeling -what kind of a feeling,
honey ?"
"I don't know," I repeated. "Like a
premonition, somehow. Dad-Dad, do
you suppose something's happened to
Lance in -in all this? Do you suppose
he was one of the troops in the invasion, and he- ?"
Dad's hand closed hard on my shoulder. 'Oh, Linna -no, dear. It's just the
excitement. Nothing's going to happen
to Lance. Don't borrow trouble, Linna."
"But Dad -I'm afraid, I'm afraid!" I
heard my voice rising sharply, hysterically, and pulled it back, with a
sharp effort, to normaL "I -I'm sorry,
Dad. I'm making a fool of myself. I
guess I'll put the water on for coffee."
And I turned and went into the kitchen,
before he could see the tears that were
spilling from my eyes.
Mechanically I went about the business of starting breakfast, trying to
keep my mind a blank, free of any
thoughts. But I had only one thought,
and that kept rising up unbidden
the thought of Lance in that horror
that must be Normandy this morning.
Lance,
Lance, wounded, hurt, alone
spilling his blood on the hard earth of
some strange field and I not knowing
not knowing for weeks, for months
even, perhaps never being sure. It was
a pain that threatened to rip me apart
with its sharpness; it was a pounding
agony, and I covered my face with my
hands and rocked with the hurt of it.
Lance, my whole life, my dearest love
-Oh, please God, don't let anything
happen to him. Let him be safe. Let
him be safe!
A familiar, metallic click made me
aware of reality -of the bright kitchen,
of the percolator, threatening to boil
over. I turned it off and ran through
the diningroom, into the hall. That
click was the cover of the mailbox
going down -the mailman had come.
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Perhaps, after days of waiting, there
was a letter from Lance!
It was there, and I caught it to me
as if it were Lance himself. Suddenly
the fear was gone -this was something
tangible. How foolish of me to have
made such a fuss -Lance was all right!
It didn't for a moment occur to me
that this letter had been written ten
days ago, that it's being here could
have no bearing on what Lance was
doing, how he was, whether he was
alive or dead, this morning.
I threw myself down on the hall
window seat and tore it open.
I don't think I really took in the
meaning of the words on that first reading. It took a second, and then a third,
and even so, there was no feeling in
me. Except that I was cold -as cold
as if this were winter, and not the
lovely, sweet, soft spring.
My hand tightened, crumpling the
paper, and after a long time I began to
feel again- anger, and sick, sick bitterness, and pain that was threatening
to swell past all bearing. I heard my
voice, a husky, weary whisper, repeating monotonously, "I was afraid you
were dead! I was afraid you were dead
. you might
better have died -at
least you would have died mine!"
After a long while, I smoothed the
letter and read it again.
Dear Linna:
I've tried and tried to think of
a good way to say this, but there
is no good way. I'd better just say
it, and have it done. Linna, I've
fallen in love. I've tried to tell you
in my letters these past few weeks,
but there didn't seem to be any
way, and I wanted to be sure
I didn't want to hurt you needlessly. But I have to hurt you now,
Linna -I'm really in love. Her
name is Angela Temple. I know
that this is real -it's not the
dreamy, exalted thing we knew,
but real, and earthy and-but you
won't want to hear about it. So
I must just tell you that Angela
and I are going to be married tomorrow. I can't ask you to forgive
me-but try!
Lance
This isn't the kind of letter Linna
ever expected to add to the others she
has had from Lance. But here it is, in
her hand, horrible-and final. What will
she do now, with the love that had
given meaning to her life, and that now
had no meaning? Read what she builds
out of heartbreak in June RADIO
ROMANCES, on sale May 16.
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