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Oh, how exciting -to see your skin glow softer, 
fresher -with your very first cake of Camay! 

It will - simply change from careless cleansing 
to the Camay Mild -Soap Diet. Doctors tested 

Camay's daring beauty promise under exact clinical 
conditions -on scores and scores of complexions.. 

And the doctors reported that woman after 
woman -using just one cake of Camay -had a 

softer, clearer, younger -looking complexion. 

THE ROMANCE OF MRS. LINDER- 

It's a table for two, at Manhasset Bay Yacht Club, 
after a day's happy sail in their sweetheart days. 
Stella is radiant, her skin glowing. "I'm devoted 
to Camay's gentle care," she says, "for my com- 
plexion has sparkled ever so much fresher and 
softer, since my very first cake of Camay." 

-the former Stella Mikrut, ',ti', 

GI J. RoliIrl :Zruzér 
Little Neck, Long Island 

s 

Two's a Honeymoon ... on their pictur- 
esque schooner, Glad Tidings. "Now 
that I'm a sailor's sweetheart -for life," 
smiles Stella, "I count on the Camay 
Mild -Soap Diet to help keep my skin 
nice, despite wind and air:' To win your 
lovelier Camay complexion, follow in- 
structions on the Camay wrapper. Please -make each cake of Camay last! 

Precious war materials go into soap. 



GIRL: And if a girl's like me, and 
isn't pretty, she might as well stay home! 

CUPID: Or, my peevish pigeon, she 
might remember to stop glooming and 
start gleaming! Even a plain girl's 
pretty when she turns on a sparkling 

smile! And that means you, Sis! 

GIRL: Wonderful! And maybe you'll tell me what 
happens if I haven't got a sparkling smile ... What then? 

CUPID: You look at your tooth brush, Sugar. 
See any "pink" on it lately? 

GIRL: Oh? And right away I get a brilliant, 
sparkling smile, huh? 

CUPID: Not at all, Sugar. But massaging a little 
Ipana on your gums when you brush your 

teeth will help you to healthier gums..And that 
means brighter, sounder teeth. A smile with 
more sparkle. A smile you can use to fill 
up your date book. Start with Ipana and massage today! 

GIRL: And if I have? 

CUPID: You see your dentist right away! 

GIRL: Dentist? My teeth don't hurt! 

CUPID: Angel ... dentists aren't just for toothaches. 
And that tinge of "pink" is a warning to 

see yours soon! He may find your gums 
have become tender, robbed of exercise by 
today's soft foods. And he may suggest, 

"the helpful stimulation of Ipana and massage." 
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By JACK LLOYD 

Here's how to discover your own 
Radi -I -Q: Check your answers to the 
questions with those you will find on 
page 99. You get one point for each 
correct answer. If your score is be- 
tween 11 and 14, you're a "Solid 
Sender." If it's between 7 and 12, you're 
a "Radio Rookie," and if it's less than 
7, shame on you! 

1. Name the famous "hat- sampler" of 
NBC's Breakfast in Hollywood. 

2. Unscramble the names of the fol- 
lowing daytime dramas: 
Bright Light, Road of Happiness, 
The Guiding Horizon, Right to Life. 

3. Name Charlie McCarthy's "country 
cousin." 

4. Identify these four radio crooners 
by their initials: 
a) P.C. b) D.B. c) D.O. d) D.S. 

5. What's the name of Sheriff Mark 
Chase's faithful side -kick on ABC's 
Death Valley Sheriff? 

6. One of the following is not one of 
the Quiz Kids: 
Harve Fischman, Ruthie Duskin, 
Joe Kelly, Joel Kupperman, Rich- 
ard Williams. 

7. What products can you identify by 
these sound -effects, used in com- 
mercials advertising them: 
a) A fog -horn; b) A train; c) A 
whistle. 

8. Which radio personalities do you 
associate with these lines: 
a) Bye -bye . . . buy Bonds. 
b) If you don't write, you're wrong. 
c) Good -night to you, and I do 
mean you. 

9. Who plays "Blondie" on the air? 
10. Here are the first names of three 

heroines on day -time dramas. Can 
you give their last names? 
a) Amanda; b) Stella; c) Mary. 

11. Do you know these radio stars: 
a) Der Bingle 
b) The Songbird of the South 
c) The Waukegan Wonder 
d) The Arkansas Traveler 

12. What famous band appears on the 
Danny Kaye Show? 

13. Who impersonates radio's beloved 
brat, Baby Snooks? 

14. Which famous early- morning dra- 
ma on ABC opens with this line: 
"Great is the power of truth "? 
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How do you look 
to a Hero? 

Like a Rhinoceros? ... Thick -Skin 
doesn't need any little hints about meet- 
ing veterans. Not him, he Knows How To 
Handle Men. Forget about vets needing 
rest before they go back to work, he 
says. Just yell, "What's wrong with you, 
Soldier? Get up! Get to work! Be a 
man!" A few hours in a foxhole would be 
so good for the Rhinoceros. 

...a Fox? Veterans want to feel proud' 
of the people they fought for. But it's 
hard to be proud of the Fox. He's done 
pretty well in this war and he doesn't 
mind telling you about it. "Know those 
lots I bought in 1937? Well ..." Veterans 
who saw land traded for lives don't enjoy 
this kind of talk. 

...a Crocodile? Her tears flow like 
wine when she sees a wounded service 
man. And her sympathy flows over him 
like carbolic acid. She turns a high -pow- 
ered spotlight on a veteran's disability. 
No better morale- wrecker exists. 

e.. a Lion? Most civilians are pretty 
modest about what they've done. But not 
the Lion. He practically won the war with 
his Victory Garden alone. And the bonds 
he bought ... ! Veterans begin to wonder 
if maybe draft dodgers didn't have the 
right idea. 

Or Star -spangled Citizens! They.' 
see the returned veteran as an able, capa- 
ble citizen. They're proud of him, anxious 
to help. They weep no tears over him, ask 
no questions, listen when he talks -they 
make him think, "Boy! What a wonder- 
ful country!" Most of us are like them 
,..let's help the rest to be like them too! 

Prepared by the War Advertising Council, Inc., 
in Cooperation with the Office of War 
Information and the Retraining and 
Reemployment Administration. 

This stands for honorable service -Remember ... the man or woman' 
who wears this button has been honorably discharged from our armed forces. 

PUBLISHED IN COOPERATION WITH THE DRUG, COSMETIC AND ALLIED INDUSTRIES BY 
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Whether it's dating night or working morning, 
Monica Lewis's beauty system will turn you out 
for it with minimum fuss and maximum glamor. 

RETTY is as pretty does," grandmother used 
rto say. And how right grandmother was! 

One of the most important things a girl can 
contribute to her own good looks is a system, a beauty 
system, says pretty Monica Lewis, heard on CBS 
Music That Satisfies. 

As long as we're going to quote 'grandmother, we 
might as well bring in another of her wise, if trite, 
sayings -"A place for everything, and everything in 
its place." That's what Monica means by a "beauty 
system." You can't be at your very best, she reminds 
us, if getting ready to face the day and the world 
involves a mad scramble for clothes, a wild turning - 
upside -down of drawers and shelves. 

To begin with, no matter where you keep your 
cosmetics - bathroom shelf, dressing table top, or in 
a drawer, try to manage to spread them out enough 
so that you don't have to dig to find anything. Or an 
ample tray, metal or wood, preferably with sides 
or a small rail to keep things from slipping, will do 
beautifully. 

Shampoo -not used every day -and other things 
of the same category, like manicure and pedicure 
equipment, can go toward the back of the tray or 
drawer or shelf -in the less handy spots. Your cold 
cream, night cream, or whatever overnight cosmetic 
you use, should take an easily reached place -so 
you won't be tempted to skip it, "just this once." 
Your day make -up can be conveniently ranged in an 
order -of -use plan: astringent (if you use it), founda- 
tion, cream rouge, pancake, liquid powder or other 
base, powder, eye shadow (but save that for eve- 
ning!), mascara and lipstick, and a box of facial 
tissues at one side. 

You'll find it's easier and less wasteful to duplicate 
the cosmetics you carry in your purse kit, rather 
than to get them out each morning and put them 
back into your bag before you go out (or worse, to 
forget them). Such duplication needn't be expensive 
if your beauty budget is strict -remember the con- 
venient dime -store sizes obtainable. 

Good lighting should be a part of your beauty 
system, for it, too, makes for efficiency. Good, strong 
daylight is best for day make -up, of course. But 
we working girls don't always find that the sun has 
got up in time to be of help to us. In that case, see 
if you can't arrange a good light on each side of the 
mirror -and none of your fancy little lamps with 
beruffied shades. Investigate the possibilities of two 
of the new fluorescent bulbs -the long, thin kind - 
clipped, one on either side, to your mirror. 

To bring grandmother into this just once more, 
"Cleanliness is next to Godliness." Bear that in 
mind, and also the fact that cleanliness is easier on 
the pocketbook than untidyness. So be sure to screw 
back carefully the tops of jars and bottles when 
you're through using them, so the contents won't get 
dirty or dry out; put the covers on your boxes of 
powder, your tube or carton of mascara, the case 
on your lipstick. 

And the top o' the mornin' to you -you'll feel 
that way the first morning you've put yourself on 
your new beauty system! 

Radio 
Romances 

Home and $eautY 



Keen about her knitting .. 
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An Itching Scalp with Ugly 
Flakes and Scales is a 

Warning You Should Heed 
Many an otherwise intelligent man or wo- 
man fails to look upon flakes, scales and 
itching as a warning that infectious dandruff 
may be present. 

Before they know it, they may be in the 
grip of a condition that can, and does, play 
hob with your scalp . . . impairing your 
natural good looks. 

Listerine Antiseptic- Quick! 
At the first sign of such symptoms start 

with Listerine Antiseptic and fingertip mas- 
sage ... the easy, delightful home treatment 
that has helped so many. 

Make it a part of your regular shampoo 
and, if you do not see rapid improvement, 
follow the treatment twice a day. Remember, 
in clinical tests the twice -a -day Listerine 
treatment brought improvement or com- 
plete relief to 76% of dandruff sufferers in 
thirty days. 

Kills "Bottle Bacillus" 
Listerine Antiseptic gives scalp and hair 

a cool, antiseptic bath which kills millions 
of germs, including the stubborn "bottle 
bacillus." 

This tough, hard -to -kill customer is 
looked upon by many a noted dermatologist 
as a causative agent of infectious dandruff. 

Flakes Disappear 
You'll be delighted to see how rapidly 

those embarrassing flakes and scales begin 
to disappear. Note how much better your 
hair looks and how much better your scalp 
feels. 

You will actually look forward to the 
Listerine Antiseptic treatment. It's so cool 

so refreshing. And literally thousands 
say it's so effective! 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO., St. Louis, Mo. 

The TREATMENT 
WOMEN: Part the hair at various 
places, and apply Listerine Antiseptic. 
MEN: Douse full strength Listerine 
on the scalp morning and night. 

Always follow with vigorous and 
persistent massage. Listerine is the 
same antiseptic that has been famous 
for more than 60 years in the field 
of oral hygiene. 

(Pityrosporum ovate), the "Bottle Bacillus," regarded by many 
leading authorities as a causative agent of infectious dandruff. 

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC The Tested Treatment for 

INFECTIOUS DANDRUFF 
B 
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from Coast to Coast 
By DALE BANKS 

Here's Jane Webb, who plays Billy 
Webster's girl, Belinda, in CBS' 
Those Websters. And with her is 
Peggy Hullias, otherwise known as 
Aunt Ludmilla of the same show. 
Right, James Meighan, of Mutual's 
Adventures of the Falcon, and 
two girls who adventure with him, 
Marion Shockley and Mitzi Gould. 

CAN'T say whether it's because of 
the war, or just plain because 
they're proving themselves capable 

of anything they try to do, but women 
today are certainly giving the lie to the 
old saying, "It's a man's world." The 
girls are moving in on all territories - 
not the least of which is radio. 

Look at the picture. The highest rated 
daytime program is Kate Smith Speaks. 
The highest rated songstress is Hilde- 
garde, who gets double honors, since 
her program is also listed among the 
first 15 on the air. 

Still in the field of singers -Dinah 
Shore stays up at the top for popu- 
larity; the Andrews Sisters are firmly 
entrenched on the air waves after a 
few months with their own program; 
Ginny Simms has just signed a new 
contract which will pay her $12,000 a 
week; Mary Small is settled down for 
a good long run; Beatrice Kay has built 
herself a following that's faithful to 
the songs of another day -and to her; 
and 18- year -old Patrice Munsel is set 
for a brilliant career. 

Then, of course, there's the comedy 
field. Joan Davis has been a consistent 
top -rater for almost three years. And 
there isn't much need to talk about 
Fanny Brice and her Baby Snooks 
routine, which has always been one of 
our favorites. 

Nor have the ladies been content 
merely to tickle the nation's funny - 
bone or soothe with music. In the po- 
litical field there's Dorothy Thompson 
-practically a female Walter Winchell. 
And Lisa Sergio is fast becoming 
known among the kibitzers as Lisa 
Gram Swing Sergio. 

* * 

New York apartment houses have 
notoriously thin walls, but Dick Brown 
never realized quite how thin until one . 

day a while back, when he found a 
note in his mailbox. It seems that Dick 
is in the habit of singing in the shower 
and one of his neighbors decided that 
as long as she had to listen anyway, 
she might as well hear her favorite 
songs. So she's been dropping notes 
into Dick's letter box ever since with 
request numbers for his bathroom 
serenade. 

* * * 

Talking about fans and their pe- 
culiarities- here's a cute one we picked 
up from Marion Loveridge. She insists 
it's a new high. 

A couple of weeks ago, Marion 
answered the phone in her Brooklyn 
apartment and was asked whether she 
would accept a collect call from North 
Carolina. Marion, like so many of us, 
has a number of relatives in the 
service and, since the connection wasn't 

too clear, answered that she'd take the 
call. It turned out that the call was 
from a sailor, who swore he was a 
devoted fan of hers, and just had to 
have her sing a song to him over the 
phone. And Marion, not knowing what 
else to do after having accepted the 
call, sang for him -to the tune of a $30 
phone bill- because the sailor also 
wanted a little conversation with his 
favorite. 

The thing that still puzzles Marion 
is where he got her phone number. 

* * * 

Kathleen Norris, novelist and author 
of Bright Horizon, the daytime serial, 
never has trouble with telephone calls 
from friends with whom she corre- 
sponds. She has a special letterhead 
printed on her stationary which reads, 
"La Casa Abierta, Palo Alto, California. 
No telephone." Which probably ac- 
counts for all the work she manages 
to get done. 

* * * 

Caught a rehearsal of Cimarron 
Tavern recently and was amused by 
the cartoons of the cast drawn on the 
margins of a set of rehearsal scripts 
left around on the chairs. Seems Felix 
Holt, who writes the show, used to be 
a newspaper cartoonist before he 
turned to radio for a livelihood. 

(Continued on page 8) 
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"Of course you know 

about MIDOI, -but 

HAVE YOU 

TRIED IT r 

E 

BEFORE you break another date 
or lose another day because of 
menstrual suffering, try Midol! 

These effective tablets contain 
no opiates, yet act quickly -and 
in three different ways -to relieve 
the functional pain and distress 
of your month's worst days. One 
ingredient of Midol relaxes 
muscles and nerves to relieve 
cramps. Another soothes men- 
strual headache. Still another 
stimulates mildly, brightening 
you when you're "blue ". 

Take Midol next time -at the 
first twinge of "regular" pain - 
and see how comfortably you 
go through your trying days. 
Get it now, at µ. *o *«v.a,,,, 
any drugstore. Guaranteed by 

Good Housekeeping 
,,,,C,., 

$ nvtnnuo 70.°v'* 

ID 
Used more than 

all other products offered exclusively 
to relieve menstrual suffering 

f CRAMPS-HEADACHE -BLUES ] 

IMO aM tM tam Iran test axer PM tt-,1 

A Product of General Drug Company 

(Continued from page 6) 
Last June 1st, The Victory Parade of 

Spotlight Bands reached its millionth 
mile of travel in Independence, Mis- souri- President Truman's home town. 
129 different name bands have appeared 
on the program to date. 

To keep Spotlight Bands on the road 
requires three engineering production 
units working out of Hollywood, Chi- 
cago and New York, depending on the 
site of the broadcast. The show is put 
on excl6sively before war workers or 
service men in war plants, camps and 
hospitals. Each crew takes along nearly 
half a ton of delicate broadcast equip- 

Up- to- the -minute girl from an olden - 
day program -CBS' Doris MeWhirt 
of the daily Light of the World. 

ment. So far, the only state in which 
a Spotlight Bands show hasn't been 
produced is North Dakota -but maybe 
that will be fixed up soon. 

Bing Crosby is full of ideas. One that 
hasn't had as much publicity as his 
famous race track and stables -maybe 
because it isn't open to as many gags - 
is his Research Foundation, a project 
which the groaner takes very seriously. 
He likes to help inventors put their 
ideas to commercial use and the Foun- 
dation is his way of doing it. 

Bing has invested a good deal of 
money in the Foundation and he ad- 
mits the chance that he may never get 
a full return on his investment, but that 
doesn't bother him very much. He feels 
that inventors are people who generally 
are trying to make life a little easier 
and, he says, if by helping them he can 
contribute even a small share to mak- 
ing the world a better place to live in 
-that's reward enough for him. 

Maybe what we need is a great many 
more inventors and a few more Bing 
Crosby type characters. 

Every once in a while, as you're 
standing around in the CBS building in 
New York, waiting for an elevator or 
talking to someone, a blond, compactly 
built man goes streaking by and stir- 
ring up the air behind him. One day, 
we tracked him down. 

He's Dick Liebert, baton waver for 
the Two On A Clue show. The racing 
around is due to his sideline -a music 
publishing firm which he set up last 
year. He called it "Noteworthy Music." 
And he runs the business each day in 
the 45 minutes between the broadcast 
of Second Husband, for which he is 
also the musical director, and the re- 

hearsal for Two On A Clue. His secre- 
tary prepares in advance all documents 
and letters that need his attention and 
waits, pencil and steno -pad in hand, 
for him to show up for his close - 
clipped business session. 

Irene Hubbard of the *A Woman of 
America cast has got used to relaxing 
now. She's had her son, Sgt. Samuel 
C. Monroe, home for long enough to 
believe that it isn't all a pleasant dream. 
Sam, who before the war was a mem- 
ber of the NBC sound effects depart- 
ment, was captured by the Germans 
during the now famous Battle of the 
Bulge last December. He was in five 
different German prison camps -some- 
times worked 16 hours a day -and lost 
60 pounds in the process. 

Thanks to Merril Mueller, NBC corre- 
spondent in the Pacific, GIs there have 
a new slang expression-"NBC leave." 
It means a three day pass to Manila 
and began when Mueller arranged for 
soldiers to come from jungle fighting 
lines to the capital city for broadcasts 
to the United States. 

Valter Poole, conductor of Mutual's 
Symphony of the Americas, had a 
rather tough tussle to get his father to 
agree to let him play the violin. 

The first fiddle he ever owned was 
given to him for his sixth birthday by 

Point -free laughs are on the 
menu for listeners to Parkya- 
karkus, of Meet Me at Parky's. 

one of his father's cowhands, who 
carved it from a cigar box. Papa Poole 
was so outraged at the idea that his 
son wanted to be a fiddler that he 
smashed the toy violin. Valter's mother 
then took things into her own hands. 
She sold her best dress, bought a fiddle 
from a circus musician and got the 
local barber to give Valter secret les- 
sons until he could play one piece all 
the way through. 

Confronted with this accomplish- 
ment, Papa was so impressed that he 
ordered a "good fiddle for my son" - 
from Sears -Roebuck. It took Valter 
another six years to grow big enough 
to play the full size, mail order instru- 
ment. 

Dinah Shore is cherishing a collector's 
item among recordings given to her by 
one of her fans. It's the first platter 
Dinah ever cut, when she was singing 
with Xavier Cugat's band. Dinah's 

(Continued on page 54) 



Right Now -you are needed to help relieve serious homefront shortage of nurses 

lii which picture does your face fit? 

DID YOU KNOW . . . 

Because of the magnificent response 
of our trained nurses, our wounded 
are receiving expert care -and fu- 
ture need for Army and Navy Nurse 
enlistments depends on future'events. 
But this same, whole- hearted re- 
sponse has created a critical nurse 
shortage at home. 

Here's how you can serve ... help save 
lives. Read the following paragraphs care- 
fully, and find your place in the nursing 
picture. With or without experience, every 
woman can do her part. Whether you are 
a registered nurse, or can train to assist 
in hospital work -you're wanted. So don't 
delay! And for further information see your 
local Red Cross Chapter today! 

Are you a graduate registered nurse? 
You are desperately needed in one of our 
civilian hospitals! America's ill and in- 
jured ... the very lives of young mothers, 
new babies whose fathers are fighting over - 
seas -depend on your returning to active 
duty. Sickness and surgery can't wait! 
Let your Red Cross Chapter help find the 
hospital that needs you most. 

Qualified for duty in a Veterans Admin- 
istration Hospital? With your skill, ex- 
perience, as a registered nurse, you can 
best help care for disabled men who have 
given so much. Even if you are over 40 
years of age or have dependents, apply 
today to your local Veterans Administra- 
tion. Or serve as a Red Cross Instructor 
for Nurses' Aides or Home Nursing Courses. 

Want to serve as you learn a lifetime 
profession? If you're a high school grad- 
uate, or college trained -17 to 35 years 
old -join the U. S. Cadet Nurse Corps and 
get a professional education free! You'll 
be releasing other nurses for essential duty, 
serving your country now and protecting 
your own future. Ask your local hospital 
about the U. S. Cadet Nurse Corps. 

Will you volunteer as a Nurses' Aide? 
Such an important nursing job -for it frees 
nurses for urgent service which only they 
can perform! Classes meet 3 days a week, 
for 7 weeks. See when the next class opens 
and sign up. If you are a trained Nurses' 
Aide, you owe it to your country and train- 
ing to go back into service, especially for 
daytime duty! 

Can you give 2 hours a week? Take a 
Red Cross Home Nursing Course -just 2 
hours a week for 12 weeks. Or choose the 
accelerated course. You'll learn how to 
care for your own dear ones in case of 
illness. Keeping your family out of the 
hospital, except when absolutely necessary, 
will relieve overcrowded civilian hospitals 

. release their personnel for servicemen. 

You can stay in the picture every day -with KOTEX* 

Today, millions of women -in all walks of life -count on 
Kotex sanitary napkins to help them keep going on "trying 
days." That's because Kotex gives lasting comfort, for Kotex 
is made to stay soft while wearing. Kotex gives more confidence, 
for only Kotex of all leading brands has patented, flat tapered 
ends that don't show revealing lines. The special safety center 
of Kotex provides extra hours of protection, prevents roping 
and twisting. And besides, a deodorant safely locked inside each 
Kotex napkin offers a new safeguard -for your daintiness, your 
confidence. Yes, today as always . . . 

More women choose Kotex than 

all other sanitary napkins put together 

. M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. R 
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... but you're coming undone. Your 
weak -kneed bob pins are slipping 
and he's pretending it doesn't 
matter ... Why not side -step such 
Embarrassing Moments by using 
DeLong Bob Pins? 

They have a stronger grip hold their 
shape indefinitely and never slide 
out of your hair unexpectedly. You 
can use one DeLong Bob Pin over 
and over and it won't ever let your 
hair down, endangering your social 
standing and your all -important poise. 

Stronger Grip 
`Won't Slip Out 

Quality Manufacturers for Over 50 
BOB PINS HAIR PINS SAFETY PINS 

SNAP FASTENERS STRAIGHT PINS 
HOOKS & EYES HOOK & EYE TAPES 

SANITARY BELTS 

Years 

FACING 

the IUIC 

By KEN ALDEN 

It must be true that the Simms 
personality is as sweet as the 
Simms voice, because even 
Ginny's competitors say it is. 

Rise Stevens brings all this 
glamor and her magnificent 
voice to NBC Mondays, while 
Information Please vacations. 

B 
Y THE TIME you read this Dinah. 
Shore should be back from her 
hospital and concert tour and set- 

tled down in her new ranch in beau- 
tiful San Fernando Valley. Dinah and 
her husband, Corporal George Mont- 
gomery, both love outdoor life and they 
found their Beverly Hills home too con- 
fining. George, an amateur carpenter, 
built most of the furniture for the 
ranch. The ranch has 100 citrus trees, 
occupies six and a half acres. 

* * * 

Joan Davis is desperately trying to 
interest singer Andy Russell in joining 
her show. Russell's click debut in the 
Paramount picture "Stork Club" has 
made him a very valuable property. 
Incidentally I was on the "Stork Club" 
set and it's an exact replica of the fam- 

Harry James and his orchestra 
went into the CBS Friday night 
spot when comedian Danny 
Kaye came out for the summer. 

ous Sherman Billingsley bistro. 
* 

Look for Marilyn Maxwell, MGM 
starlet, to replace Norah Martin on 
Eddie Cantor's air show. A break like 
that for lovely Marilyn might put her 
in the very big time. 

* * * 

Papers are almost signed between 
Frank Sinatra and his new sponsor. 

* * * 

Carmen Cavallaro has taken Holly- 
wood by storm. The night your re- 
porter was at Ciro's, a carload of film 
celebrities were dancing to the Bronx 
Latin's rumbas and beguines. 

Don't be too surprised if Kate Smith's 
show is cut down by a half hour. 

* * * 

The King Sisters will probably join 
the Ozzie and Harriet show next 
season. 

* * * 

Kay Kyser's beautiful wife and 
singer, Georgia Carroll, is still both- 
ered by the malaria she picked up en- 
tertaining our boys in Louisiana. 

* * * 

SIMMS TO BE UNANIMOUS 
Hollywood, where a nasty rumor 

comes out more often than the relent- 
less sun, has lost its battle with genial 

(Continued on page 12) 



LANA TURNER STARRING IN "WEEKEND AT THE WALDORF ",A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE 
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Irresistible Lana! Irresistible you, if you give 
your complexion beauty extras with Woodbury 
Complete Beauty Cream. It does more than 
old- fashioned cold and cleansing creams can. 

One cream to cleanse, soften, smooth! To work 
in .the night against dryness and old -looking 
dry-skin lines. It's a dreamy powder base, tool 
And only Woodbury has "Stericin ", constantly 
purifying the cream in the jar. 

To hear him whisper, "irresistible you ! ", 
try Woodbury Complete Beauty Cream, now. 
100 to $1.25, plus tax. 

WOODBURY 

BEAUTY CREAM 

Woodbury 
Complete Beauty 

Cream 
all you need! 
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"Hands delicious "? -not 
from Doing the Dishes 

Sure, you get E for Effort doing 
housework. You also get rough, red, 
unromantic hands! No Man's Hands 
...unless...unless!...you use that fra- 
grant, snowy -white cream that helps 
keep your hands looking as smooth, 
white, and lovely as a gardenia! 

Doctors and Nurses know about 
... the damage scrubbing can do to skin. Their hands 
get 30 to 40 scrubbings a day! Pacquins Hand Cream 
was originally formulated to help keep their hands 
in good condition even though they take a worse beat- 
ing than yours. Pacquins is super -rich in what doctors 
call "humectant " -an ingredient that helps keep skin 
feeling soft, smooth, supple! 

HAND CREAM 
Creamy- smooth ... not sticky, not 
greasy. More hands use Pacquins than 
any other hand cream in the worldl 

.- ...... r 
AT ANY DRUG, DEPARTMENT, OR TENCENT4 STORE 

(Continued from page 10) 
Ginny Simms. The buzzflys and bar - 
flys that crowd the famed intersection 
of Hollywood and Vine and frequent 
Ciro's, the Mocambo, and the Brown 
Derby, have tried diligently but simply 
can't find a thing wrong with her. 

A well -known gossip columnist I 
know summed it up: "Ginny is so 
darned sweet to everyone, even her 
competitors root for her. Although I 
have tried I have never been able to 
print one word of gossip about that 
girl." 

And when Milton Geiger, one of 
MGM's better scenarists, volunteered to 
write Ginny's official biography, he got 
so enamored of his subject that the 
studio rejected it. 

"No one can be that sweet," said the 
studio editor. 

When I met Ginny in her busy, music - 
filled suite at the swank Beverly -Wil- 
shire hotel, a sort of branch office re- 
moved from the solitude and rustic 
beauty of her San Fernando Valley 
ranch, I asked her about all this un- 
solicited adulation. 

"Oh," Ginny replied, blushing prop- 
erly, "I guess it's because I have one 
simple philosophy for life ... be kind." 

Blue -eyed, brown -haired Ginny was 
born in San Antonio, the daughter of 
an ex- minstrel man and small movie 
theater owner. When Gìnny was still 
in pigtails the Simms moved to Fresno, 
California, because of the fading health 
of Ginny's grandmother. They pur- 
chased three tiny movie houses and the 
whole family pitched in as ushers, 
pianists, ticket takers, projectionists. 

When Ginny was nine she was play- 
ing piano for the few remaining silent 
pictures. 

Ginny wanted to be a schoolteacher, 
entered Fresno State Teachers College. 

But a bit of extra -curricular harmony 
singing with some sorority sisters 
changed the plan. Gìnny and her 
friends were good enough to get a job 
on the local radio station. 

Soon after, Gìnny came down to Los 
Angeles to audition for Kay Kyser. 

"The night before I almost lost my 
nerve. I went to a big night club and 
saw Betty Grable perform with a bánd. 
She was so pretty and talented that 
I got discouraged." 

Kyser told Gìnny she needed more 
(Continued on page 14) 

It's Carol Stewart who sings 
each Monday night to Beulah, 
CBS's new comedy sensation. 
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OUR MARRIAGE WAS TOPSY -TURVY 
Nothing but arguments between Bob 
and me! I didn't dream then that I 
was the guilty one. You see, I thought 
I knew something about feminine 
hygiene -but I didn't know that 
"once -in-a- while" care isn't enough! 

My doctor came to the rescue when 
he told me how many marriages fail 
because the wife is careless about 
feminine hygiene. His recommenda- 
tion was to use Lysol disinfectant 
for douching- always. 

IT'S HUNKY -DORY AGAIN! 
What a difference in our marriage 
now! Bob and I are so happy! And 
I'm so grateful to my doctor. Of 
course, I use Lysol now - always 
in the douche. Exactly as the doctor 

said: "Lysol is a proved germ- killer 
... far more dependable than salt, 
soda or other homemade solutions." 
It's easy to use, economical. But 
best of all -it really works! 

Check these facts with your Doctor 
Proper feminine hygiene 
care is important to the 
happiness and charm of 
every woman. So, douche 
thoroughly with correct 
Lysol solution ... al- 
ways! Powerful cleanser - 
Lysol's greater spreading 
power means it reaches 
more deeply, and effec- 

tively, into folds and 
crevices to search out 
germs. Proved germ -killer 
-uniform strength, made 
under continued labora- 
tory control . far 
more dependable than 
homemade solutions. 
Non -caustic - Lysol 
douching solution is non- 
irritating, not harmful to 
vaginal tissues. Follow 

Gopyright, 1945. by Lehn & Fink Products Corp. 

For Feminine Hygiene use 

easy directions. Cleanly 
odor - disappears after 
use; deodorizes. More 
women use Lysol for 
feminine hygiene than 
any other method. (For 

FREE feminine hygiene 
booklet, write 
Lehn & Fink, 683 
Fifth Ave., New 
York 22, N.Y.) 

Anything for guest Diana Lynn 
on NBC's Everything for the 
Boys says host Dick Haymes. 

(Continued from page 12) 
experience, recommended her to 
another bandsman, Tom Gerun. Ginny 
joined Gerun in San Francisco, stayed 
with him until the band reached Chi- 
cago. More polished and experienced, 
Ginny auditioned again for Kyser and 
got the job -for four years. 

Today Ginny is at the peak of her 
success. She is now on Columbia, and 
is starring in and producing her own 
show at a reported $12,000 a week. She 
just finished a new Universal film, 
"Alibi in Ermine." 

In addition to her business activities, 
Ginny is still putting a priority on 
helping other people. She is concerned 
over the post -war entertainment needs 
of servicemen still bedded in Army 
hospitals. 

"I'm trying to organize local com- 
mittees of housewives and civic officials 
in cities and towns near general hos- 
pitals to make sure the needs of these 
boys are taken care of. Long after the 
regular USO troupes and professional 
troupes stop visiting these places, these 
boys will still be lying on hospital beds. 
I like to call my organization Lest We 
Forget." 

ROMANCING THE RECORDS 
(Each Month Ken Alden Picks 

The Best Popular Platters) 
PERRY COMO (Victor 20 -1676) 
HARRY JAMES (Columbia 
36806) Both these artists turn out 
palatable platters of the most 
beautiful love song of the year, 
"If I Loved You." It's from the 
musical hit, "Carousel" and is a 
must. Como sings "Gonna Love 
That Girl" on the reverse while 
Music Master James grinds out 
"Oh, Brother" on his "B" side. 
PAUL WESTON (Capitol Album) 
A four -record package labeled 
"Music for Dreaming." For those 
quiet, nostalgic nights when you 
can't tolerate another brassy re- 
cording. 
KATE SMITH (Columbia 36807) 
DINAH SHORE (Victor 20 -1681) 
CHARLIE SPIVAK (Victor 20- 
1675) All concentrate on a 
sprightly new Styne -Cahn Hit 
Parade winner, "Can't You Read 
Between the Lines ?" Take your 
pick, with this corner giving the 
nod to Dinah. 



Poets have said it for centuries - 
you know it's true! There's thrill, 
there's appeal men can't resist, in 
skin that's fragrant, sweet. So 
protect daintiness as lovely Holly- 
wood screen stars do. "A daily 
beauty bath with Lux Soap makes 
you sure -leaves your skin fresh, 
really sweet, says charming Linda 
Darnell. "You're ready for adven- 
ture, romance, and you look it!" 

Make gentle Lux Toilet Soap - 
the delicately perfumed soap with 
creamy, active lather -your daily 
bath soap, too! 

Lovely star of 
"FALLEN ANGEL" 

A 20th Century -Fox Production 

9on'offO se it... 
Nfhe soap Air /eaves skin SWEET! 
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EOZU 
times have 

changed 
You need not go back very far to find 
how times have changed. Only a few 
years -and what clothes, what hair -dos, 
what ideas of grooming! And few changes 
have been more intelligently "different" 
than the Tampax method for monthly 
sanitary protection! Based on the prin- 
ciple of internal absorption, this method 
successfully eliminates all pins, belts 
and external pads, as well as the bulges 
and ridges caused thereby. 

Tampax is made of compressed suf., 
gical absorbent cotton enclosed in indi: 
vidual applicators so neat and 
ingenious your hands needn't 
touch the Tampax at all! Be- 
ing worn internally, Tampax 
can cause no odor to form. 
And there are no disposal difficulties. 
Tampax is handy to carry and speedy to 
change, and is so comfortable the user 
cannot feel it when in place! 

Sold at drug stores and notion 
counters in three different absorbencies 
to meet varying individual needs: Regu- 
lar, Super,J unior. Whole month's average 
supply will go into your purse; for 4 
months' supply get the Economy Box. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 

REGULAR 
SUPER 

JUNIOR 

NO BELTS 

NO PINS 

NO PADS 

ND 00 OR 

3 absorbencies 

Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 

COVER 

GIRL 

By ELEANOR HARRIS 

IF YOU walk down the quiet streets 
of Mansfield, Ohio, any Monday 
evening between 10:30 and 11:00 

o'clock, you'll hear the same voice 
floating out of every house you pass ... 
filling the night air throughout the city. 
It's Milena Miller singing from New 
York City on the CBS Stuart Erwin 
Show, and her home town wouldn't 
miss hearing her ever. For they can't 
forget that their native daughter left 
Mansfield Senior High School only five 
years ago to head for Manhattan - 
where she made much, much better 
than good. 

She's been chosen "the best dressed 
girl in radio." She's won first prize at 
the Atlantic City Beauty Contest of 
1943 as the best popular singer. She's 
been picked by the leading illustrators 
in America as "the most beautiful girl 
in radio." And how did all this happen 
to a youngster right out of her small 
home town? Because of Milena and 
her theory that "imitation is suicide." 

She was still going to Mansfield 
Senior High School when she met 
Mansfield's great man- novelist Louis 
Bromfield, who wrote such well-known 
books as "The Rains Came" and "The 
Green Bay Tree." They became fast 
friends, the ingenuous schoolgirl and 
the sophisticated writer freshly back 
from fifteen years of living in France. 
She spent hours listening to his gay 
and casual stories of the Paris designers 
he had known -and made up her mind 
she'd go to New York and learn de- 
signing the minute she was free of 
school. 

She did. She studied at the Trap - 
hagen School of Fashion, and right in 
the middle of her first year there, be- 
fore Career Number One had really 
been born, she got sidetracked into 
Career Number Two. While she sat in 
class drawing sketches one day, Harry 
Conover -owner of the renowned Con- 
over Model Agency -strolled in to see 
about some designs for his models to 
wear. He forgot all about them' at 
sight of the blonde fresh from Ohio. 

That was that. To her own astonish- 
ment, Milena Miller was a famous 
model from that day on. Her delicate 
beauty combined with her portrait- 

1111111MOMM50117rA.:.. 

Milena Miller looks, dresses, and. 
sings like only one person - Milena 
Miller- because she believes so 
firmly that imitation is failure. 

sense of clothes made everything she 
wore seem like a poem. She was 
mobbed by advertisers and photog- 
raphers for the next two years -at the 
end of which time she was entered by 
Conover in the Atlantic City Beauty 
Contest of 1943. She placed first in the 
talent division as a singer -which 
snowballed her into signing up with 
the Music Corporation of America. ap- 
pearing as a singer at the Casablanca 
nightclub in New York City, and then 
becoming star singer on the Stuart 
Erwin radio show. 

She spends her evenings in her 
thickly carpeted hotel suite trying to 
find time for all the things she likes to 
do: reading, hearing all the radio pro- 
grams, studying her songs for camp 
shows, playing all of George Gersh- 
win's records, writing letters home to 
Mansfield, and sketching clothes. 

She designs everything she wears 
herself . and, as in childhood, she 
first hunts for the most perfect ma- 
terials available. Next to simplicity, 
Milena believes in individuality in 
dress ... she thinks every woman has 
an individual style slightly different 
from every other woman's, just as we 
all have our own private fingerprints. 
"Remember always," she says about 
clothes, "Emerson's remark that imita- 
tion is suicide." 

Instead of imitating the popular sing- 
ers and vocal tricks of the moment, she 
stuck to her own simple, unadorned, 
individual style of singing. She figured 
it all out herself: "Right now, the trend 
is toward better music, lovely, honest 
lyrics and splendid orchestral accom- 
paniment. That leaves only one task 
for the singer: to express the song sin- 
cerely and simply." 

Eventually, however -in the far fu- 
ture -she's going to ease out of the 
spotlight. After Broadway plays and 
Hollywood movies, some day this girl 
is going back to where the life is as 
simple and real as she believes it should 
be . she's going back to Mansfield, 
Ohio. There, in her dreams, she'll live 
in a great Colonial house with six white 
pillars. In it with her will live a 
husband -and six little daughters all 
dressed in Milena Miller creations! 
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these exciting young hair -dos! 

OnthispageDrenebringsyou, throughits 
Paris correspondent, news of how smart 
young Parisians are wearing their hair! 

LOVELY MADELON MASON ... one 
of New York's top -flight fashion models, 

a Cover Girl and a "Drene Girl" 
.. posed for all three photographs. 

For this perky up -swept arrange- 
ment her hair was parted down middle 

from forehead to nape of neck, 
pulled up toward each side and tied 
firmly with narrow ribbon. The 

lustrous smoothness of Madelon's hair 
is due to Drene Shampoo with Hair 

Conditioning action, which Madelon 
always uses. No other shampoo 

leaves hair so lustrous yet 
so easy to manage. 

only Drene with Hair Conditioning action 
leaves your hair so lustrous, yet 

so easy to manage! 
Make a Date with Glamour! Now ... shampoo your hair 
the new glamour way! Get the combination of beauty 
benefits found only in Drene Shampoo with Hair Con- 
ditioning action. P' Extra lustre ... up to 33% more 
sheen than with any kind of soap or soap shampoo! Be- 
cause all soaps leave a film on hair which dulls lustre, 
robs your hair of glamour! Drene leaves no dulling film, 
brings out all the lovely gleam. {Such manageable 
hair ... easy to comb into smooth, shining neatness, right 
after shampooing. P' Complete removal of unsightly dan- 
druff, the very first time you use this wonderful improved 
shampoo. So insist on Drene Shampoo with Hair Con- 
ditioning action, or ask your beauty shop to use it! 

(Left) -HUGE RIBBON Bows, one at each side, are the 
fashion feature of this lovely centerpart hair -do! 
Back hair set as for a page boy, combed to each 
side, from center, and held firmly with rubber 
bands. Ends arranged in big, smooth curls. Bows 
attached with bobby pins. Madelon's hair illus- 
trates the wonderful combination of sheen and 
smoothness found only in Drene Shampoo with 
Hair Conditioning action. 

(Below) -NEW PARISIAN PAGE -ROY! No- 
tice the covered ear ... and how the hair 
slants sharply down from above the ear to 
a long, long back! Notice, too, the smooth 
sleek look, the shining beauty, due to 

Drene with Hair Conditioning action. 

WITH HAIR CONDITIONING ACTION 

Product of Procter & Gamble 
°sGuoto *ed by''' Good 

Housekeeping 



her complexion needed help ! ) 

Sit laie 
( I told her my beauty secret ! ) 

. 
w 

JIM M.. 

( she won him with 

that Ivory Look ) 

ZAtek YO u . You can have a softer, smoother complexion, too ! 

aA /,00 
% 

PURE 
It's so easy to get that Ivory Look -the softer, 

smoother, more radiant skin that puts confidence in 
your smile -a song in his heart. 

Just take this tip -stop careless skin care today and 
change to regular, gentle cleansings with a cake of 
pure, mild Ivory Soap. 

Ivory is baby's beauty secret -on Doctor's advice! 
More doctors advise Ivory for baby's skin and yours 
than all other brands put together! 

Ivory contains no coloring, medication or strong 
perfume that might irritate your skin. Try Ivory. See 
how soon you can get that Ivory Look! 

MG , Dottc>u addoikei IVORY 
than all other brands put together 

Make your Ivory last -it contains important war materials! 



A vortex, waiting beneath the surface of happiness, 
suddenly claimed Nancy. And if she took the hand 
that offered help, her husband must go downforever 

Woodie said softly, 
"Nothing's changed." 

" 

pROBABLY by next week," the doctor had 
said. "I think your husband will be well 
enough to come home by next week." 

I tried to think only of that. I held those- 
words in my mind almost by force during the 
hour -long bus ride home from the hospital. 
Woodie would be well enough to come home! 
That was the thing to fasten on and believe in. 
After eight long months he would be back with 
me again. I told myself sternly I must fight 
down the sense of apprehension I had felt when 
Dr. Blythe had gone on to say: 

"Much of his adjustment is going to depend 
on you, Mrs. Frazier. In order to give him 
what he needs, you must forget the past. You 
must blot it out as if it had never happened. 
You understand ?" 

I told' 'him I did. Of course I understood. 
Woodie needed love. and security right now 



more than he had ever needed them in 
his life. I wanted to give them to him. 
I had prayed for the day when I could. 
Yet now when the day was coming, I 
felt afraid. Afraid of myself. "Blot 
out the past," the doctor said. Could 
I do it? Strangely, the very fact that 
Woodie would soon be back again 
seemed to bring the past nearer, with 
all its shock and horror, and a feeling 
of deep depression wrapped me like a 
cloak. 

Of course, visiting him at the hos - 
pital always depressed me. No matter 
how much I steeled myself against it, 
I always left there unhappy. It was a 
pleasant place, the hospital. With its 
brick buildings set attractively among 
trees and shrubs and graveled paths, it 
had the air of a resort and you were 
almost unaware of the high wall en- 
closing it, and the heavy iron gates. 
Almost, but not quite. The patients 
wandered freely about the grounds - 
all, that is, except the ones the doctors 
called the "most disturbed." They were 
in their rooms -comfortable rooms like 
those in a nice hotel -and they were 
riot seen by anyone except the staff. At 
the beginning, Woodie had been one 
of those. 

But that, I reminded myself, had 
been eight months ago. Today we had 
walked together along the paths with- 
out even a nurse in attendance. We 
had sat on one of the secluded benches 
and talked of the day he would come 
home and the plans for our future. 

"I'll get my old job back, and every- 
thing will be fine," Woodie said. "I'm 
well now, Nancy. You believe that, 
don't you? You believe I'm well ?" 

"Of course I do, darling!" I told him 
and took his hand. "You're better than 
you've ever been and we're going to be 
happier than ever before." And it was 
true that to look at him, to talk with 
him now, you would never know he 
had been ill. His eyes were clear and 
untroubled. He had put on weight. And 
he laughedin the old way -the way he 
had before. Before - 

I shook that thought away. I mustn't 
think of the "before." I must think only 
of the "now," and never, never for one 
moment know doubt or anything but 
faith. That was the only way to help 
him. 

I was glad I hadn't gone to live with 
Woodie's mother and two sisters, as 
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they had asked me, when he first went 
to the hospital. It had been hard to 
keep on paying rent on our apartment 
with the expenses so high, but with my 
job I'd managed. I'd wanted to keep 
everything exactly as it was so that 
when he was well again he'd come back 
to find his home and me unchanged.' I, 
and all the things we'd bought together, 
would be there to welcome him. I had 
been so positive, all during that long, 
lonely time, that he would be well. So 
now why, when my faith was being 
justified, did these fears have to come? 
Why couldn't what had happened stay 
buried where it should, and not come 
back to haunt me like an unforgettable, 
unforgotten nightmare? 

IGOT off the bus and hurried the two 
blocks to the apartment. The late 

Sunday afternoon had suddenly turned 
cold and gloomy. Somehow, as I let 
myself in, the gloom outside seemed to 
enter with me. It spread over the tiny 
living -room, usually so cheery and 
homey; it blurred the brighV colors of 
the chintz, faded the flowers on the 
table, and lurked in all the shadowy 
corners. Those big iron gates of the 
hospital, with all that they signified, 
had reminded me as I'd walked out of 
all the-other times I'd walked through 
them leaving Woodie behind their 
closing. 

I sank down on the sofa and looked 
at the cold rain beginning to slant 
against the window. In a little while 
I would turn on the lights and fix my 
supper and go to bed. But right now, 
images from the past -those forbidden 
and dangerous images -were flocking 
back too fast for me to struggle against 
them. I kept seeing Woodie as he had 
been when I first met him . . . That 
night at the party given by the Young 
Peoples' Society of the church I at- 
tended, when he had looked so hand- 
some and been so exuberant and hadn't 
wanted to dance with anyone but me ... The night, soon after, when he had 
said so passionately that he loved and 
needed me . . . Our wedding night, 
here in this very apartment . . . The 
hopes we'd had, the dreams we'd 
dreamed . . . And then, slowly, my 
growing worry and bewilderment that 
climaxed in that horrible day when I'd 
come home and found him -the day I'd 
known terror and grief and indescrib- 
able shock as I'd been told the truth I 
should have been told before. All of 
it, everything I'd known and felt then, 
swept over me again as I sat there 
alone and watched the rain against the 
window pane. 

The telephone rang. It was probably 
Mrs. Frazier, Woodie's mother, and I 
would have to be cheerful for her. At 
least, I had good news. Woodie was 
coming home. I thought I knew, how 
she would react to that and I resolved 
not to get angry, no matter what she 
said. 

But it was a male voice that an- 
swered. "This is Don Colman," it said. 
"If you're not doing anything for din- 
ner, won't you take pity on me and 
have it with me ?" 

Don Colman was a new salesman at 
the automobile agency where I worked 

as bookkeeper. I liked him, even 
though we'd never done more than ex- 
change a few words in the office. 
Everybody liked Don. But this was 
the first time he had ever invited me 
anywhere and I hesitated. 

"I wish you would," he urged. "It's 
such a gloomy day and I need cheering 
up." 

I needed cheering up, too. I needed 
to get away from those memories. "I'd 
love to," I said with sudden decision. 
"In about half an hour ?" 

I hurried into the bedroom to comb 
my hair and put on fresh lipstick. Why 
shouldn't I go out with him? He was a 
stranger in Wilton, and I knew -who 
better? -what loneliness could be. He 
knew that I was married and he prob- 
ably knew about Woodie -the other 
salesmen surely had told him, I thought 
a little bitterly. So where was the 
harm in Accepting this invitation? Of 
course Mrs. Frazier wouldn't approve 
of my going out with anyone at all. 
But then she seldom approved of any- 
thing I did. There had always been 
antagonism between us, no matter how 
much I'd tried to make her like me. 

When Don came, I thought -as I had 
the first time I'd ever seen him -that 
nobody could ever call him good - 
looking, but that he was one of the 
nicest looking people I'd ever met. His 
features, taken separately, weren't the 
least handsome, but somehow they all 
fitted together in a way that made you 
glad to look at him. You watched for 
the slow smile that lit his face with 
warmth, and the way his eyes looked 
at you so directly as if he were really 
seeing you as a person -those brown 
eyes that were so surprisingly the pre- 
cise color of his brows and his hair. 
Don Colman was one of those people 
who is all of a piece, and you felt re- 
laxed with him right away. 

He took me to a quiet restaurant 
where there was no music and the 
crowd wasn't large. It wasn't the sort 
of place Woodie would have liked. 
When Woodie went out, he liked music 
and a lot of people around. Tonight I 
was glad it wasn't like that. 

"You're awfully sweet to come out 
like this," Don said when we had or- 
dered. "To tell the truth, I was getting 
pretty tired of Don Colman. I needed 
company to get away from him." 

I laughed. "I know. When you're 
alone a lot, you can get awfully bored 
with yourself. But I'm not being sweet. 
I wanted company, too." And then, 
surprised at myself for saying it, I 
added involuntarily, "I've just come 
back from visiting my husband at the 
hospital." 

Don didn't fumble around like a lot 
of people did. He didn't look embar- 
rassed or too sympathetic or as if he 
were anxious to change the subject. 
He, just said, "How is he ?" as if he 
really wanted to know. 

"Much better, thank you. Dr. Blythe 
says 'he'll probably be able to come 
home next week." 

"That's wonderful! It must make 
you very happy." 

"Yes, of course." Of course it did. 
Of course it must. And yet -"It's 
strange," I said slowly, trying to put 



"Look.," Don said, "why 
don't you tell nie all 
about it? It would do 
you good tó talk to nie." 

into words what I had been feeling all 
afternoon. "I've waited for the day he 
would be well. I've prayed for it. And 
now it's almost here I -" my voice 
trailed off. 

"You what ?" Don Colman said very 
gently. 

"I'm afraid," I burst out. "Not of 
Woodie. Never in the world of Woodie. 
But for him. And mostly I'm afraid 
of myself, that I might fail him in 
some way when he needs me so much. 
I -I can't understand it -when I ought 
to be so happy -" Hatefully and em- 

barrassingly, the tears I had suppressed 
so long were rising. It was awful to be 
out like this with someone I hardly 
knew and begin to cry right here in 
public over my own private, deeply 
personal troubles! What would he 
think? 

He didn't say anything for a moment. 
Then he leaned across the table. "It's 
natural to be scared," he said. "But I 
think you are because you've held all 
this bottled up in yourself for so long. 
Look, why don't you tell me about it? 
Get it out of your system -it would do 

you good to talk to me right now." 
I sat there fumbling With my hand- 

kerchief. And then suddenly, looking 
across at those understanding eyes, I 

knew he was right. I liad to talk, even 
if it were to a man who was almost a 
stranger I had t rvltast all tkw£. 
eight months of lonely anguish. And 
so I began to tell him. 

I'd met Woodie Frazier, I told him, 
when I'd first come to Wilton two years 
ago after my parents' death in the 
small town where I'd been born. 
Woodie was (Continued on page 79) 
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THE night Paul Simmons came 
home, after more than two years 
away, fighting, was a turning point 

in my life. It was the eagerly, joyously 
awaited night of nights for Patty, his 
wife, and for Eddie and Gil, his two 
little sons. Yet, as Paul's rich, déep 
voice boomed happily in the little 
house, as the children clambered over 
him, their voices insistent with laugh- 
ter, my heart sank dismally. 

This had nothing to do with me! It 
was a celebration, it was dreams come 
true -for Paul, who had been a ser- 
geant, and whose bright ribbons glit- 
tered with stars, over his breast- pocket; 
dreams come true for Patty, for the 
boys . but why was I here? 

I had never seen Paul Simmons until 
tonight. All I knew of him wàs his 
picture on the mantel, and the lines 
from his letters Patty had read to me. 

He was so tall he dwarfed the little 
archway from the hall. Sitting on one 
of the chairs, he made all the furniture 
seem doll -size. He looked tired, but 
somehow exalted. "I'm really home," 
he kept saying. "Really home." 

If only Patty wouldn't try to drag me 
into this family reunion! I wanted 
to slip out through the gap in the 
hedge to my own house. I had never 
felt so out of place, so alone, somehow. 
Yet there was something in Paul's 
brown eyes, as he looked at me, as 
Patty kept proudly detailing all the 
things I'd done for her. 

"And when Eddie had flu, Paul! It 
was awful. But Monda stayed up three 
nights." 

"You wrote me," he said. His face 
stilled as he examined me. 

I squirmed, pretending there was 
something I had to do in the kitchen. 
Patty cried, "She hates to be thanked, 

mm 

Paul. But honestly, if she hadn't been 
such a good friend, I- Monda, tell Paul 
about the time .Gilly ate the Mexican 
beans!" 

I tried to laugh. "Well, I brought 
them to the boys, so when hesswallowed 
them, it was up .to me to hustle him 
to the doctor's." 

The sweetness of this homecoming, 
the light in Paul's eyes, weren't for me. 
For me, this was the end . . . not the 
beginning. How could I, the outsider, 
be part of this? To Patty, it was living 
again. But for me, with their father 
home, it was losing the children. I 
loved them so! They were part of me, 
now. What would I do without them? 

I got away at last, fussing in the 
kitchen over cereal for the boys' sup- 
per. If they'd eat it, on top of all the 
cake and soda they'd gotten down in 
the last hour! Once, looking into the 
livingroom, I glimpsed Eddie, his heart 
in his blue eyes, staring adoringly at 
his father. Oh, Eddie needed a man in 
his life! He was a brave, sturdy little 
seven year old -but having only his 
mother, and his four -year -old brother, 
and me -Aunt Monda, the school teach- 
er from next door -wasn't enough. 

I remembered the trusting softness 
of Gilly's arms around my neck as he 
lisped his prayers, all the hundreds of 
nights I'd put him to bed for Patty, and 
I wanted to run out the back door - 
I wanted, desperately, to be alone in 
my own house. My cold house. To 
begin tasting, getting used to the emp- 
tiness and the order and the still quiet 
that would be mine, from now on. 

But as I brought the tray into the 
livingroom, Patty Simmons cried, "Isn't 
she wonderful, Paul? Honestly, I 
couldn't have lived without Monda!" 

We were exactly the same age, Patty 
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Next door, separated from her 

by more than walls and hedges, 

was the life Monda wanted, the 

life that could never be hers. 

Or was it, perhaps, something 

she only thought she wanted... ? 

and I. But her blonde hair, shining 
now with brushing, the new unfamiliar 
blue ribbon over her dancing eyes, her 
vivid, glowing delight, had turned her 
into a vision of beauty. Patty looked 
eighteen, not twenty -six. Paul's eyes 
drank her in. 

"I must go now," I mumbled. 
"Oh, no, Monda! You can't leave us 

in the lurch!" 
"But your husband wants 

to be alone with you," I said 
miserably. 

He wasn't saying anything, 
just sitting on the sofa, look- 
ing at his wife, one son on 
each side. Now he gently 
nudged Eddie. "Supper, the 
lady said. Then bed." 

"I. made a salad and coffee 
for you, Patty," I said, re- 
treating to the kitchen. 

Paul stood up. He crossed the room 
swiftly. "Hey, stop acting as though 
you're the hired help, Miss Woods!" 
His laughter boomed. "You just don't 
know how important you got to be, in 
Patty's letters. Monda says this -Mon- 
da does that. I want to thank you, be- 
cause I worried about her. - She's sort 
of helpless." 

"I'd have died without Monda, that's 
all!" 

His arms went around her, and it was 
as though I weren't there. "Two years!" 
he whispered. 

My face hot, I backed into the 
kitchen. I wished Patty would stop 
trying to include me. In the mirror 
over the sink, I glimpsed my neat 
brown hair mussed, my eyes lost and 
defeated. I mustn't feel sorry for my- 
self! I'd only borrowed the warmth of 
Patty Simmons' children, the joy of 
playing with them, shopping for them, 
watching them laugh, cry, grow . . . 
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When the boys finished eating, I put 
them to bed, for the last time. After 
this, Patty would be doing it herself. 
With her husband beside her. Everything 
would change. I'd be in the house next 
door,'at eight- thirty every night. I'd have 
the long .stretch of evening ahead, the 
echoing silence from the upstairs rooms ... 
I THOUGHT of the dentist, this after- 

noon. Eddie had a sudden toothache, 
and we couldn't let it go untended the day 
his father was coming home! So while 
Patty got the house ready and primped, I 
had rushed Eddie downtown. Afterward, 
unclipping the bib, the dentist said, "Son, 
you're a man! Wait till I tell some of my 
screamers about you!" Admiringly, he 
turned to me, "You've got a boy to be 
proud of. Reflects the job you've done on 
him! No tantrums, no baby stuff. The lad 
was scared -but he trusted you, and he took 
it manfully." There was a rueful twist to 
his mouth. "In my profession I see darned 
little of well brought up kids, Mrs. Sim- 
mons!" 

As though he had pulled an actual physi- 
cal cord inside me, I felt a pang. "I -I'm 
not Eddie's mother. He -he lives next 
door to me." 

It wasn't the first time a stranger had 
thought Eddie was mine. In the depart- 
ment stores, in the little restaurants where 
we sometimes had snacks, on buses . 

everywhere, people thought I was Eddie's 
mother. Because I was so wrapped up in 
him, I suppose. Because he chattered to 
me so happily and trustingly. 

I fought down tumult and anguish. I 
faced the truth -suddenly it was like a 
glaring spotlight on places in my heart I'd 
never dared to inspect, before -that Eddie 
and little Gilly belonged to me -that al- 
ways, always, I could care for them as I'd 
cared for them since Patty and her children 
moved into the empty house next door! 

Without the love and the attention I had 
lavished on them, they wouldn't have been 
happy children. It wasn't wrong to admit 
that . . . Patty herself would be the first 
to admit it. 

"The children make me nervous," she 
always paid. "I'm so blue. This isn't living, 
with Paul away. It's too much for me ..." 

Patty was always on edge, her voice 
shrilling when the children got noisy, or 
when the work of running the household 
piled up. She had violent headaches. Some- 
times she wept for no reason. 

I had tried to understand. With her hus- 
band in danger, all the props of her life 
were shot out from under her. "I'm wait- 
ing, but for what ?" she burst out. "It's 
so useless, doing dishes, arguing with the 
kids -oh, I don't know. I feel as though 
I'm in a vacuum!" 

Now that Paul was safely back beside 
her, Patty had snapped alive. 

As I tested the water for the bath, while 
the kids undressed, I told myself love and 
marriage were things I knew nothing about. 
How could I? School rooms and black- 
boards were all I knew. The faces of chil- 
dren who went home, after school, to their 
own mothers. . . . 

"Washrag, darling," I said automatically, 
as Gilly came in, his bathrobe dragging. 
"Slippers, Eddie." 

"My daddy's probably the biggest man in 
the world," Gilly said. "He's strong!" 

"He's gonna teach me to box," Eddie said 

importantly. "He's gonna build us monkey-, 
bars in the back yard!" 

As I had taught them, they washed them- 
selves conscientiously, scrubbing gravely 
at grimy knees and asking me, "Is my neck 
clean enough ?" 

While they soaped, I tried to shut out of 
my mind the unwilling pictures of Patty 
Simmons, these two years she'd lived here. 
She had let misery rule her. But she'd be 
different, now! 

It had tormented me, that she had been 
so careless with her burdens ... not seeing 
that the dull, heavy stone whose weight 
she bore, the stone of responsibility, was 
like an uncut diamond. She might have 
been gloriously wealthy, cutting facets with 
courage, with gaiety, with qualities of mind 
and heart, that would have enriched her 
every day. Companionship with her chil- 
dren, laughter, interest in Eddie's alert, 
growing mind, in Gilly's craving for love, 
might have rewarded Patty with a gleaming 
gem of,happiness. ' 

But she had not seen, she had not under- 
stood. Or was it because I had never loved 
a man, that I could not understand the 
depth of Patty's panic, carrying on alone? 

I'd pitied her, the first day I'd seen her, 
surrounded by wailing little Eddie, the 
baby in her arms, as the moving men 
brought in her furniture. I had always 
known responsibility. I reveled in being 
strong! It was pleasant to pitch right in,, 
help her bring order and livability into the 
old house. I marketed for her, on my way 
home from the school where I'd been 
teaching since I was twenty. 

Patty was pathetically grateful -and she 
leaned on me. "Paul doesn't know how it 
is for me." 

"Oh, never write him about this!" I cried. 
I soon discovered that Patty had no sys- 

tem, less self -discipline. On days when 
she felt she couldn't bear making beds, she 
didn't make them. Her meals were slapped 
together without forethought. She was al- 
ways running out of salt or flour or milk. 
Often, Eddie had no clean underwear, be- 
cause Patty hadn't gotten around to the 
washing. Washed clothes to be ironed 
stayed in the willow basket in the kitchen 
for days. Evenings, I plugged in the iron 
myself and did a few pieces while Patty 
talked. 

"I ought to be ashamed, letting you do 
it!" she admitted. "But I hate housework. 
And lately, I don't have any energy. Oh, 
it's like -well, like being in prison, and 
feeling all the juice, the strength, just oozing 
out of me." 

Discontent could do that. But I couldn't 
bear to tell her that. "What you need is a 
movie!" I laughed. "Run along, I'll stay 
with the kids." 

I encouraged her to make friends with 
the young women on our street, but Patty 
complained, "The ones who have their hus- 
bands safe at home don't understand -and 
the ones whose husbands are away all live 
home with their parents. I don't belong 
anywhere!" She burst into tears. 

I comforted her. "Why don't you read 
more, Patty? Look, let's take the children 
on a picnic, Sunday." 

But she had no patience with their racing 
around. "Eddie, don't bother me!" she said, 
when he brought her a bedraggled bunch 
of dandelions to admire. She dragged Gilly 
out of the clump of bushes behind us. 
"Look at you! All dirty! Oh, I don't know 



sk me to supper," Eben said. "Best 
way in the world to get on the right 
side of the strict new principal!" 

1 

how I'll ever wash it out! It's disgusting!" 
After that, I took the children on picnics 

alone. I gave Patty a rest, and it was fun 
for me. But that was all in the past! With 
Paul home, there would be family picnics. 

"We're dry!" the boys called. I tucked 
Gilly into bed first. "G'dnight, Aunt Monda." 
His arms were sweet around my neck. 

Eddie, in the other bed, whispered, "My 
tooth feels so good I a'most forgot about it! 
Aunt Monda, do you think Daddy will come 
up and say goodnight ?" 

"Of course, darling! I'll call him." 
I leaned over the bannister. "Patty! Mr. 

Simmons.?' 
"Listen to her, Paul!" Patty's giggle came. 

"Calling you Mr. Simmons!" 
As the tall, khaki clad figure came up the 

stairs, I said steadily, "I've simply got to 
leave, now." 

His big brown hand stretched out. "I 
know just what Patty means when she 
says she couldn't have managed, without 
you." His eyes were so warm! "It's a fine 
thing, to know how swell folks at home 
were to a guy's family. I did worry." He 
grinned, and his tired face became boy- 
ish, appealing, so much like Eddie's it 
startled me. "See you tomorrow, Miss 
Woods." 

From the step below, Patty put in, "You're 
as bad as she is, Paul! Miss Woods! Call 
her Monda!" 

"Well, Monda, then." 
"You call him Paul!" she said imperi- 

ously. 
"Goodnight, P- Paul." 
Her hand was on his arm, possessively, as 

they watched me go down the stairs. Out- 
side, the September night seemed cold. All 
the fullness I had joyed in -the happiness, 
I knew sickly now, I had only borrowed - 
was gone. Feeling more alone than I'd felt 
since the night my mother died, I could not 
bear my own empty house. I walked down 
the quiet street, the lighted windows of the 
houses on each side somehow mocking. 
Families behind each window! Men, and 
women... 

Girls who were not married, girls who 
taught school, like me, at least had their 
parents. I had no one. Nakedly, fiercely, 
as I tramped, I thought, "I have nothing. 
Nothing at all! I'm an old maid school 
teacher, that's what I am!" 

I had never even had a sweetheart. 
Mother had been bedridden for years. Tak- 
ing care of her left me no time for friends. 
She died the winter before Patty moved 
across town to the house next door. In my 
absorption with Patty's children, I hadn't 
made other friends. Besides, even the 
principal of our school, Eben Waters, and 
the few younger men on this street, had all 
gone into service long ago. Dully, t thought, 
"I've never been pretty. So maybe if there 
hadn't been the war, I wouldn't have had 
a sweetheart . . ." It was a frightening 
thought. Why did it come now, when I'd 
never thought such things before? Now 
that Paul Simmons was home, what had 
happened to me? Oh, I must start over, I 
must make a new life for myself. 

In the morning, Eddie didn't race through 
the gap in the hedge to walk to school with 
me. Usually, he thrust out his shoes. 
"Polished just like the Army!" he'd say 
proudly. "Clean blouse. Clean nails!" 

I waited ten minues, reluctantly going 
out at last. The shades were still down, in 
the Simmons house. (Continued on page, 87) 
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ing, but for what ?" she burst out. "It's bear to tell her that. "What you need is a 

so useless, doing dishes, arguing with the movie!" I laughed. "Run along, I'll stay 

kids -oh, I don't know. I feel as though with the kids." 

I'm in a vacuum!" I encouraged her to make friends with 

Now that Paul was safely back beside the young women on our street, but Patty 
her, Patty had snapped alive. complained, "The ones who have their hus- 

As I tested the water for the bath, while bands safe at home don't understand and 

the kids undressed, I told myself love and the ones whose husbands are away all live 
marriage were things I knew nothing about. home with their parents. I don't belong 
How could I? School rooms and black- anywhere!" She burst into tears. 
boards were all I knew. The faces of chil- I comforted her. "Why don't you read 
dren who went home, after school, to their more, Patty? Look, let's take the children 
own mothers.... on a picnic, Sunday." 

"Washrag, darling," I said automatically, But she had no patience with their racing 
as Gilly came in, his bathrobe dragging. around. "Eddie, don't bother me!" she said. 
"Slippers, Eddie." when he brought her a bedraggled bunch 

"My daddy's probably the biggest man in of dandelions to admire. She dragged Gilly 
the world," Gilly said. "He's strong!" out of the clump of bushes behind us. 

"He's gonna teach me to box," Eddie said "Look at you! All dirty! Oh, I don't know 
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gem of Itappines t ern she had not under- 

me to supper," Eben said. "Bess 
way in the world to get on the right 
tide of the strict new principal!" 

how I'll ever wash it out! It's disgusting!" 
After that, I took the children on picnics 

alone. I gave Patty a rest, and it was fun for me. But that was all in the past! With Paul home, there would be family picnics. 
"We're dry!" the boys called. I tucked 

Gilly into bed first. "G'dnight, Aunt Monda." 
His arms were sweet around my neck. 

Eddie, in the other bed, whispered, "My 
tooth feels so good I a'most forgot about it! 
Aunt Monda, do you think Daddy will come 
up and say goodnight ?" 

"Of course, darling! I'll call him." 
I leaned over the bannister. "Patty! Mr. 

Simmons." 
"Listen to her, Paul!" Patty's giggle came. 

"Calling you Mr. Simmons!" 
As the tall, khaki clad figure came up the 

stairs, I said steadily, "I've simply got to 
leave, now." 

His big brown hand stretched out. "I 
know just what Patty means when she 
says she couldn't have managed, without 
you." His eyes were so warm! "It's a fine 
thing, to know how swell folks at home 
were to a guy's family. I did worry." He 
grinned, and his tired face became boy- 
ish, appealing, so much like Eddie's it 
startled me. "See you tomorrow, Miss 
Woods." 

From the step below, Patty put in, "You're 
as bad as she is, Paul! Miss Woods! Call 
her Monda!" 

'Well, Monda, then." 
"You call him Paull" she said imperi- 

ously. 
"Goodnight, P- Paul." 
Her hand was on his arm, possessively, as 

they watched me go down the stairs. Out- 
side, the September night seemed cold. All 
the fullness I had joyed in -the happiness, 
I knew sickly now, I had only borrowed - 
was gone. Feeling more alone than I'd felt 
since the night my mother died, I could not 
bear my own empty house. I walked down 
the quiet street, the lighted windows of the 
houses on each side somehow mocking. 
Families behind each window! Men, and 
women . . 

Girls who were not married, girls who 
taught school, like me, at least had their 
parents. I had no one. Nakedly, fiercely, 
as I tramped, I thought, "I have nothing. 
Nothing at all! I'm an old maid school 
teacher, that's what I am!" 

I had never even had a sweetheart. 
Mother had been bedridden for years. Tak- 
ing care of her left me no time for friends. 
She died the winter before Patty moved 
across town to the house next door. In my 
absorption with Patty's children, I hadn't 
made other friends. Besides, even the 
principal of our school, Eben Waters, and 
the few younger men on this street, had all 
gone into service long ago. Dully, I thought, 
"I've never been pretty. So maybe if there 
hadn't been the war, I wouldn't have had 
a sweetbeart . . It was a frightening 
thought. Why did it come now, when I'd 
never thought such things before? Now 
that Paul Simmons was home, what had 
happened to me? Oh, I must start over, I 
must make a new life for myself. 

In the morning, Eddie didn't race through 
the gap in the hedge to walk to school with 
me. Usually, he thrust out his shoes. 
"Polished just like the Army!" he'd say 
proudly. "Clean blouse. Clean nails!" 

I waited ten minues, reluctantly going 
out at last. The shades were still down, in 
the Simmons house. (Continued on page, 87) 
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T O a woman marriage means more 
than just living with her husband. 
It goes beyond loving him, too. 

And it includes more than admiration 
and fondness and understanding. If you 
are a woman, you discover that mar- 
riage is a merger with the man you 
love a partnership to which you dedi- 
cate the precious inside dreamer part 
of you and into which your husband 
takes the innermost secrets of his 
personality. 

It took so much to make me know 
that there is an intangible permanence 
about marriage which separation can- 
not destroy. I had a feeling that I 
could end my marriage as easily as I 
could quit an unsatisfactory job. But I 
found out that wasn't possible. I 
couldn't any more erase those years - 
the good ones and the bad -that I spent 
with Tommy than I could deny my love 
for our little four -year -old Diane. 

I can see plainly why our marriage 
changed from a bright and shining, 
hopeful thing to something quite dif- 
ferent, something that became tar- 
nished with distrust and dissatisfaction. 
But when I decided to separate from 
Tommy, I couldn't see what was wrong. 
I know now that it takes two to make 
a quarrel just as it takes two to have a 
love affair. But then I knew only that 
I was unhappy, that I was no longer 
satisfied with my marriage to Tommy; 

Maybe all happiness is relative. I 
mean, maybe you're not really un- 
happy some of the time. Perhaps you're 
just not as happy as you were at some 
time in the past, and so you seem un- 
happy. I think that's the way it was 
with me. I compared my five -year -old 
marriage with the bright and glowing 
days we had in the beginning. And, 
naturally, our everyday married life 
paled in comparison to that early ec- 
stasy. 

I suppose everyone thinks that her 
love affair is different from anything 
that ever happened before. I know I 
thought Tommy's and mine was 
blessed with a special kind of magic. 
And looking back on it, I still think it 
was. You see, I never had known any- 
one like Tommy in my life. My father 
and mother and older sisters believed 
that life was a serious business and that 
success in .anything was achieved 
only through hard work. And 
Tommy didn't abide by their 
rules at all. "Laugh and the world 
laughs with you" was his code, 
and he lived by it. 

I remember the first day I ever 
saw him. I was filing grace no- 

tices in the big insurance office where 
I worked, when I first heard Tommy's 
voice, that gay, happy voice that was 
to echo always in my heart. 

"Hello, there," Tommy said, "where 
do you pay premiums around here ?" 

"You came in the wrong door," I 
told him. "The main office is in 519." 

I waited for him to leave, but he 
didn't turn around. 

"This isn't the right place," I ex- 
plained again. 

"For me it is," he said, looking in- 
tently into my eyes. "You're here." 

Perhaps there isn't such a thing as 
love at first sight. I guess love has to 
be cared - for like a precious flower, 
being nurtured always by respect and 
courtesy. So what Tommy and I felt 
that first day probably wasn't honest 
love. But there was an electric some- 
thing between us right from the very 
beginning. We just looked at each 
other and liked what we saw, and in 
the weeks that followed we looked at 
each other often and liked what we 
saw more all the time. Tommy pierced 
the serious outside shell of me and un- 
loosed the fun and gaiety that had 
been bottled up so long inside. I 
learned to laugh and to dance half the 
night and to sing just from the song 
that was always in my heart. I found 
out what it was to wear crazy hats and 
spend money foolishly and walk in the 
rain in my best new suit. Tommy was 
teaching me the luxury of joy, and I 
liked what I was learning. And yet 
all the time I kept thinking in the 
back of my mind, "This is fun, fun, 
FUN -something to remember always. 
But still this isn't right for everyday 
living. This is the frosting -not the 
cake, itself." 

We were married six months after 
that day we first became conscious of 
each other in the insurance office. 
Tommy borrowed a car from a friend 
of his and we toured the Southland 
on our honeymoon. That two -week 
trip was a magic carpet to romance. We 
speeded over smooth highways in that 
glorious, pre -war world, laughing and 
singing as we discovered more and more 
reasons to love each other. It was as 
heady as champagne -that little drop 
of time -a golden, glorious, bubbling 

..,, A STARS OVER HOLLYWOOD STORY 
tIV r' 

Inspired by Leonard St. Clair's radio 
play, "The Modern Woman ", on CBS' Stars 
Over Hollywood, Saturdays, 12:30 P.M. EW!T. 

Some marriages can be un- 

done bywords, some bysepa- 

ration. But Mary's marriage 

was not like these; the part of 

her heart that she had given 

to Tommy was his forever 

experience which I will never forget. 
But it was too exciting for everyday 
living -I knew that even while I was 
enjoying every moment of it. 

I was the one who wanted to cut our 
honeymoon short. I began to worry 
about the money we were spending. 
And on the tenth day of our trip, I 
suggested that we leave for home. 

"Tommy," I said at breakfast in the 
hotel dining -room in a sleepy little 
town in Mississippi, "let's don't go 
farther south. Let's go home." 

"Home ?" Tommy asked in amaze- 
ment. "Why, I can be away for another 
week. Aren't you having fun ?" 

"Of course, darling," I told him, "but 
fun isn't everything." 

"What's more important than fun ?" 
he asked, smiling. 

"Getting things for our home -plan- 
ning for the future. Tommy, please," I 
insisted, "I want to go home." 

"We'll have years to be at home," 
he argued. 

Years to be at home! The words ex- 
cited me. Years to be at home with 
Tommy. I wanted to go back to begin 
making our little apartment a home. 
I wanted to cease spending money on 
this trip and save it for things for our 

home and our life together. 
"Please, Tommy," I begged, "I 

have so many things I want to do 
at the apartment. Slip covers and 
curtains and things like, that." 

I won, and we went home - 
home to the little apartment which 
I concentrated on right from the 
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beginning with dutiful intensity. I brightened our living - 
room with chintz curtains -I painted the second -hand 
diningroom suite we got at an auction -I braided a soft 
rug for our bedroom. I studied cook books and borrowed 
recipes from my friends. I was determined that I should 
be a good wife in every way. That I was confusing house- 
keeping with homemaking right from the beginning I 
didn't realize until a long time afterward . . . 

Tommy was working as a saleman for a wholesale 
grocery company when we first were married. He didn't 
tell me much about his job, although I often asked about it. 

"Don't you worry your head about that," he answered 
me. "You're doing enough here at home." 

After we had been married about five months, Tommy 
lost his job, but he didn't tell me about it. It was like 
him to leave each morning at the same old time and stay 



 

away until it was late enough to come home for dinner. 
"I didn't see why you should be worried, too," he told 

me after I found out about it at the butcher shop. 
I'll never forget that day. I was watching the butcher 

wrap up a slice of ham for a casserole Tommy especially 
liked, when the man in white asked, "Did your husband 
find anything yet ?" 

I didn't know what he was talking about. 

Life was a serious business to my family; I 
had never before known gaiety like Tommy's. 

. 
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- ,,,. 

"Did my husband find what ?" I asked him, wondering. 
"A job," the butcher answered. "He said you'd be in 

to pay your bill as soon as he found that new job. I'm 
not worried about it, I told him. That husband of yours 
has a lot on the ball, lady." 

I'll never forget walking the two blocks back to the 
apartment that day. For the first time in my life I knew 
what it was to be really afraid. I had to make an effort 
to pick up my feet and put them down again. Tommy 
didn't have a job. I didn't know how many bills we owed 
or how far in debt we'd gone. And I was angry at him for 
not telling me-for letting me go on spending money and 
buying things just the same as ever. 

Tommy came in that night and he was whistling. I 
waited until after he had kissed me before I mentioned 
the news I had heard. 

"Tommy," I said, "they told me at the butcher shop 
that you didn't have a job." 

"They lied to you," he answered gaily. "I do have a job. 
I got one today." He was excited and happy and I found 
that I was losing my fear and that my heart was pounding 
with sudden joy and quick relief. 

"It's a better job than the last one," he said, "so every- 
thing worked out." 

"Weren't you ever going to tell me ?" 
"Sure -I was going to tell you tonight," Tommy an- 

swered, "now that I've got another one." 
"But why didn't you tell me before ?" I wondered aloud. 
"It was bad enough to go through it alone -it would 

have been twice as bad if you'd been worried, too." 
"But Tommy, that's what your wife is for -to share 

your troubles," I insisted. 
Then he told me something that I should have recognized 

as wisdom right then, but which didn't mean anything 
to me until years afterward. 

He said, "That isn't what my wife is for. I want you to 
share my joys. I can take trouble alone." 

"Oh, Tommy," I said, "that's silly. Whenever you're 
worried again, you tell me about it." 

THE next year we had Diane, and I became bound more 
closely to home than ever. Tommy began to complain 

that we were chained to the new little bungalow we were 
buying. And he didn't seem to try to understand my atti- 
tude about the baby. Diane was very precious to me and 
I was afraid to trust her with anyone else. She was so 
tiny and so dainty that I was afraid she would break. And 
I was So thankful for such a perfect little baby that I 
wanted to care for her by myself. 

My mother -instinct was exaggerated, I suppose, but still 
I wasn't so very different from all mothers of first babies. 
I wanted my baby to be perfect -so perfect that I was way 
too conscientious. I was afraid of spoiling her or getting 
her off -schedule, so I wouldn't let Tommy rock her or 
play with her except for a few minutes a day -and always 
at a certain time. Instead of relaxing with her and 
enjoying her, I made a chore of my baby. But I wouldn't 
listen, when Tommy tried to talk to me about it. 

"A baby shouldn't be this much trouble" he used to say. 
"Look at the Allens- they've got three, and she still goes 
to dances with Jack -and they get out to the movies. Why, 
their kids don't stop them from having fun." 

"We'll have time for fun when Diane is older," I in- 
sisted. 

"You can't just turn off fun the way you do a faucet 
and then turn it back on in five or ten years," Tommy said. 

His insistence on fun began to annoy me and I found 
myself believing more and more that my parents had been 
right -that life was something to be taken seriously. And 
I was sure I was doing the right thing in my job as a 
wife and mother. Wasn't it a mother's duty to care for 
her child? Wasn't it a wife's duty to care for her home? 
What I didn't see was that a husband sho_uldn't be some- 
thing that comes along with the home. 

Once Tommy suggested that we have another child. 
"Maybe we wouldn't be so afraid of this baby if we 

had another one. Maybe we'd see then that they're pretty 
much alike -and as hardy as geraniums." 

But I wouldn't listen to him. I said for the first time 
then what I was to say many times again, and what I was 
to regret forever. (Continued on page 69) 
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"Tommy," I said, "they told me at the butcher shop that you didn't have a job." 
"They lied to you," he answered gaily. "I do have a job. I got one today." He was excited and happy and I found that I was losing my fear and that my heart was pounding with sudden joy and quick relief. 
"It's a better job than the last one," he said, "so every- thing worked out." 
"Weren't you ever going to tell me ?" 
"Sure -I was going to tell you tonight," Tommy an- swered, "now that I've got another one." 
"But why didn't you tell me before ?" I wondered aloud. "It was bad enough to go through it alone -it would have been twice as bad if you'd been worried, too." "But Tommy, that's what your wife is for -to share your troubles," I insisted. 
Then he told me something that I should have recognized 

as wisdom right then, but which didn't mean anything 
to me until years afterward. 

He said, "That isn't what my wife is for. I want you to share my joys. I can take trouble alone." 
"Oh, Tommy," I said, "that's silly. Whenever you're 

worried again, you tell nie about it." 

THE next year we had Diane, and I became bound more 
closely to home than ever. Tommy began to complain 

that we were chained to the new little bungalow we were 
buying. And he didn't seem to try to understand my atti- 
tude about the baby. Diane was very precious to me and 
I was afraid to trust her with anyone else. She was so 
tiny and so dainty that I was afraid she would break. And 
I was so thankful for such a perfect little baby that I 
wanted to care for her by myself. 

My mother -instinct was exaggerated, I suppose, but still 
I wasn't so very different from all mothers of first babies. 
I wanted my baby to be perfect -so perfect that I was way 
too conscientious. I was afraid of spoiling her or getting 
her off -schedule, so I wouldn't let Tommy rock her or 
play with her except for a few minutes a day -and always 
at a certain time. Instead of relaxing with her and 
enjoying her, I made a chore of my baby. But I wouldn't 
listen, when Tommy tried to talk to me about it. 

"A baby shouldn't be this much trouble" he used to say. 
"Look at the Aliens- they've got three, and she still goes 
to dances with Jack -and they get out to the movies. Why, 
their kids don't stop them from having fun." 

"We'll have time for fun when Diane is older," I in- 
sisted. 

"You can't just turn off fun the way you do a faucet 
and then turn it back on in five or ten years," Tommy said. 

His insistence on fun began to annoy me and I found 
myself believing more and more that my parents had been 
right -that life was something to be taken seriously. And 
I was sure I was doing the right thing in my job as a 
wife and mother. Wasn't it a mother's duty to care for 
her child? Wasn't it a wife's duty to care for her home? 
What I didn't see was that a husband shouldn't be some- 
thing that comes along with the home. 

Once Tommy suggested that we have another child. 
"Maybe we wouldn't be so afraid of this baby if we 

had another one. Maybe we'd see then that they're pretty 
much alike -and as hardy as geraniums." 

But I wouldn't listen to him. I said for the first time 
then what I was to say many times again ,and d what I was 
to regret forever. (Continue on page 69) 
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PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS 

The story of a wife who knew that marriage does not simply grow, but 
must be built into strong, deep happiness by intelligence and loyalty 

30 

ANN MALONE's nursing experience is being 
put to good use during an emergency in her hus- 
band's office, but her truly important work 
lies in being the kind of wife Jerry Malone 
needs. Her calm ability to face facts, her de- 
votion and clear -sightedness, have many times 
cleared difficulties from her husband's path. 

(Ann Malone played by Barbara Weeks) 

JERRY MALONE is a fine, conscientious doctor 
and a devoted husband and father. But his 
emotional life is not always as well- balanced 
as his professional, because he tends to dra- 
matize personal problems too much. He relies 
on Ann's courage and good sense, and on the 
deep love between them, for stability and help. 

(Jerry Malone played by Carl Frank) 



Young Dr. Malone on CBS, Monday through Friday at 1:45 P.M. EIFT 
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JILL is the Malones' year- and -a- half -old daughter. Bright and energetic because she is 
Jerry's child, pretty and full of personality because she is Ann's, Jill has transformed 
the young married pair into a real family whose lives center around her and each other. 
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LUCILLE CRAWFORD, 
Dr.. Craw f ord's second 
wife, could have a 
happy, serene life if she 
would, give up her pa- 
thetic attempt to remain 
girlish, and become in- 
stead the mature woman 
that, in years, she is. 

(Janet McGrew) 

DR. SEWELL CRAW - 
FORD is Jerry's loyal 
friend. Because he con- 
ceals kindly under- 
standing under caustic 
wards, one must look 
to his actions for the key 
to his truly gentle, per- 
ceptive, kind character. 

(Paul McGrath) 



DAVID CRAWFORD, 
the spoiled twenty -five- 
year -old son of Dr. 
Craw f ord's first mar- 
riage, is using his hon- 
orable discharge from 
the Army as an excuse 
for sponging on his 
father, annoying his 
stepmother, and making 
as much trouble for as 
many other people in 
Norwall as possible. 

(Jack Manning) 

MARIE DUNCAN, feeling unwanted in her 
brother's home, has developed a sense of inferi- 
ority that keeps her unhappy and badly adjusted. 

(Marie Duncan played by Pattee Chapman) 

CHRISTINE TAYLOR, 
a young English girl 
visiting the Malones, 
fell in love with Da- 
vid Crawford. Healthy - 
minded, well-brought- 

'up, revelations of the 
wrong -doing in David's 
past brought Christine 
closer to heartbreak 
than she had ever been 
before in her unsophis- 
ticated nineteen years. 

(Betty Pratt) 
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I looked up, and° he was smiling. Like 
a black curtain, the fear had dropped 
away from me. I could stand alone now. 
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THE STORY: 

T HAT June, when I was nineteen, it 
seemed as if the whole rest of my 
life were neatly laid out before 

me, ready for the living. I was about 
to marry Don, one of the Henry twins 
who lived on the ranch nearest ours; 
we would live the sort of life we loved 
-ranch life -raise a family, and leave 
behind us a richer heritage for our 
children and our children's children, 
just as all the Henrys had done since 
pioneer days. 

But from the day that Duncan, Don's 
brother, and a geologist, came home 
from the East, things began to happen 
to upset that wonderful life -plan of 
mine. On that day, my Mother died. 
That left me without family, except for 
my cousin Helene, for Dad had died 
years ago. Of course, the marriage was 
postponed. Don and Duncan were a 

double tower of strength to me during 
that time. But an even greater blow 
was in store. Mr. Timm, Mother's 
lawyer, came to the ranch to read 
Mother's will -a Mr. Timm who seemed 
unusually nervous and upset. After 
listing a few simple bequests to Helene 
and to the ranch hands, Mr. Timms 
paused, and then began again. "And 
to my legally adopted daughter, Joanne 
Deming, I -" 

I Was stunned, I was not Joanne 
Deming at all, but an adopted child! 
Who was I -how would this affect my 
relationship with Don, who believed of 
people, as he believed of the cattle he 
bred, that fine bloodlines, a known, un- 
tainted heritage, were the most impor- 
tant things in life! 

I awoke next morning out of an ex- 
hausted, stupor -like dream to a world 

that had turned itself upside -down. 
Just at first, in that brief, drugged 
moment between sleeping and waking, 
there was only the usual anticipation 
that a new day had always brought to 
me. This was my room; there was the 
same sloping ceiling under the log 
eaves, the same apple -green painted 
walls, the chintz curtains I had made 
myself three years ago. It was all 
familiar . . . all the same. The very 
bed I slept in was the old fashioned 
sleigh bed that Great -grandfather Dem- 
ing had brought with him by covered 
wagon from Illinois. 

And then memory thrust itself into 
my consciousness with arresting sharp- 
ness. He was not my Great -grandfather 
Deming. I was not Joanne Deming, ex- 
cept by grace of a legal paper. There 
were no ties of blood between me and 



Overshadowing every other feeling was this knowledge 

of Joanne's that her name and identity were borrowed 

-that she had no more roots than the tumbleweed that 

drifted along, unwanted, with every turn of the wind 

the others who had slept in this same 
bed. I didn't belong here. With fever- 
ish haste I dressed and hurried down- 
stairs. 

But it was no better there. Every- 
thing seemed strange and out of place. 
The pain in my heart came between me 
and hunger. I pushed away the break- 
fast Manuel so solicitously placed be- 
fore me ... perhaps I could think better 
outside, away from the house. 

And for the moment, looking across 
the valley plains to the high, eternal 
hills, I felt a certain peace. Out here 
things remained the same and Copper 
whinnied his invitation for a gallop 
just as he did every morning through 
the bars of his corral. They had noth- 
ing to do with the frailties of human 
beings -the hills and the Palomino and 
the dusty roads and the sweep of plain 
and valley. Only I was changed. 

I knew that I was being morbid. But 
the terrible sense of loss, of being de- 
prived of everything that had made me 
a complete, sustained and well - 
adjusted individual, clouded my think- 
ing. For the first time I realized what 
it meant to stand alone . . . to be an 
outsider. Overshadowing every other 
feeling was this knowing that my name 
and my identity were borrowed and 
that I had no more roots than the tum- 
bleweed that drifted along before me 
now, in the road, catching hold of a 
fence post- rolling loose- unwanted- 
.blown along with every gust of wind. 

It would have been easier if I could 
have blamed someone; hated someone 
for this thing that had happened to me. 
But I could only rémember, humbly, 
the love and the devotion Mother had 
showered on me. She had given me 
twenty years of happiness and I was 

deeply grateful -more so, since now I 
knew I had been a waif she had taken 
in. But there was a shadow between 
me and her memory; I was not as close 
to her as I had been. 

"Is breakfast ready ?" I turned to find 
Helen beside me, her blue -satin house- 
coat incongruous against the rough 
bark of the log- walled veranda. She 
yawned again. "Golly, it's cold 'out 
here so early in the morning. Let's go 
inside. What are you going to do today, 
Joanne? .I think I'll wash my hair." 

I looked at-her in amazement. From 
her words and tone this might have 
been any morning when the two of us 
planned our day over the breakfast 
table. Had she forgotten? Only now 
did I admit to myself that I had been 
prepared to have Helen gloat over my 
misfortune'. Although we had grown 
up together, still I had been the favor- 
ite daughter, and Helen the cared -for 
niece. Now the tables were turned. It 
would have been only natural for her 
to want to impress upon me that she 
was the only real Deming and I was 
an impostor. 

MY FACE must have gone blank be- 
cause she halted and looked at me 

with puzzled eyes. Then their expres- 
sion changed -to sympathy. "Oh, Jo- 
anne ... I'm sorry. I forgot. But yoti 
mustn't feel too badly. It isn't that 
important." 

Just as when Duncan had said 
"Nothing is changed," so now, with 
Helen's indifference, I felt the sinister 
fear easing. But only for a second. 
Then I realized that she was no test; 
Helen was too indifferent to anything 
that didn't concern her own comfort; 
she was too lazy for malice. 

With old Jud I did feel a difference. 
Perhaps it was my own sense of in- 
security that made me hesitate and 
stammer when I talked to him, but it 
seemed to me, in my new humiliation, 
that his attitude was different and that 
he didn't trust my judgment as he had 
before. I was glad when our short 
morning's discussion was over and I 
could escape. 

It was only ten o'clock when Duncan 
rode over. I saw him come with relief 
-at least we could make plans and get 
some action started. 

But Duncan was angry. 
"That brother of mine has some crazy 

notion in his head that you and I should 
play detective! Go digging around in 
the past and get some respectable fam- 
ilÿ names for you! As if it would mat- 
ter to you -now. Even if we did dis- 
cover who your real parents were, do 
you think you could suddenly transfer 
your affections to them, instead of the 
Dad and Mother you've known all these 
years ?" 

I couldn't answer. What he said was 
true, but it was harsh and brutal and it 
made my desire to know the truth seem 
cheap and inquisitive. His keen eyes 
searched my face. 

"So that's it," he said, with contempt. 
"Don is afraid of what other people 
might think of you, and you are afraid 
of what Don, himself, thinks." Angrily 
he pounded one bronzed hand 'into the 
palm of another. We were sitting, the 
two of us, perched on the top rail 
of the corral watching Sandy Hill break 
in a new colt. "No- that's not entirely 
fair. I'm fond of my twin brother and 
I know he isn't a coward. It's just those 
obsessions of his with the purity of 
bloodlines and with eugenics. But I 
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THE STORY: 

THAT June, when I was nineteen, it 
seemed as if the whole rest of my 
life were ncatly laid out before 

mc, ready for the living. I was about 
to marry Don, one 'of the Henry twins 
who lived on the ranch nearest ours; 
we would live the sort of life we loved 
-ranch life -raise a family, and leave 
behind us a richer heritage for our 
children and our children's children, 
just as all the Henrys had done since 
pioneer days. 

But from the day that Duncan, Don's 
brother, and a geologist, came home 
from the East, things began to happen 
to upset that wonderful life -plan of 
mine. On that day, my Mother died. 
That left me without family, except for 
my cousin Helene, for Dad had died 
years ago. Of course, the marriage was 
postponed. Don and Duncan were a 

double tower of strength to me during 
that time. But an even greater blow 
was in store. Mr. Timm, Mother's 
lawyer, came to the ranch to read 
Mother's will -a Mr. Timm who seemed 
unusually nervous and upset. After listing a few simple bequests to Helene 
and to the ranch hands, Mr. Timms 
paused, and then began again. "And to my legally adopted daughter, Joanne Deming, I -" 

I was stunned, I was not Joanne Deming at all, but an adopted child! Who was I -how would this affect my relationship with Don, who believed of people, as he believed of the cattle he bred, that fine bloodlines, a known, un- tainted heritage, were the most impor- tant things in life! 
I awoke next morning out of an ex- hausted, stupor -like dream to a world 

that had turned itself upside -down. 
Just at first, in that brief, drugged 
moment between sleeping and waking, 
there was only the usual anticipation 
that a new day had always brought to 

me. This was my room; there was the 

same sloping ceiling under the log 

eavep, the same apple -green painted 
walls, the chintz curtains I had made 

myself three years ago. It was all 

familiar . all the same. The very 

bed I slept in was the old fashioned 
sleigh bed that Great -grandfather Dem- 

ing had brought with him by cpyered 
wagon from Illinois. 

And then memory thrust itself into 

my consciousness with arresting sharp. 
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ish haste I dressed and hurried down- 
stairs. 

But it was no better there. Every- 
thing seemed strange and out of place. 
The pain in my heart came between me 
and hunger. I pushed away the break- 
fast Manuel so solicitously' placed be- 
fore me ... perhaps I could think better 
outside, away from the house. 

And for the moment, looking across 
the valley plains to the high, eternal 
hills, I felt a certain peace. Out here 
things remained the same and Copper 
whinnied his invitation for a gallop 
just as he did every morning through 
the bars of his corral. They had noth- 
ing to do with the frailties of human 
beings -the hills and the Palomino and 
the dusty roads and the sweep of plain 
and valley. Only I was changed. 

I knew that I was being morbid. But 
the terrible sense of loss, of being de- 
prived of everything that had made me 

a complete, sustained and well- 
adjusted individual, clouded my think- 
ing. For the first time I realized what 
it meant to stand alone .' . to be an outsider. Overshadowing every other 
feeling was this knowing that my name and my identity were borrowed and that I had no more roots than the tum- bleweed that drifted along before me now, in the road, catching hold of a fence post -rolling loose- unwanted- .blown along with every gust of wind. It would have been easier if I could have blamed someone; hated someone for this thing that had happened to me. But I could only remember, humbly, the love and the devotion Mother had showered on me. She had given me twenty years of happiness and I was 

deeply grateful -more so, since now I 
knew I had been a waif she had taken 
in. But there was a shadow between 
me and her memory; I was not as close 
to her as I had been. 

"Is breakfast ready ?" I turned to find 
Helen beside me, her blue -satin house- 
coat incongruous against the rough 
bark of the log- walled veranda. She 
yawned again. "Golly, it's cold out 
here so early in the morning. Let's go 
inside. What are you going to do today, 
Joanne? I think I'll wash my hair." 

I looked at-her in amazement. From 
her words and tone this might have 
been any morning when the two of us 
planned our day over the breakfast 
table. Had she forgotten? Only now 
did I admit to myself that I had been 
prepared to have Helen gloat over my 
misfortune Although we had grown 
up together, still I had been the favor- 
ite daughter, and Helen the cared -for 
niece. Now the tables were turned. It 
would have been only natural for her 
to want to impress upon me that she 
was the only real Deming and I was 
an impostor. 

MY FACE must have gone blank be- 
cause she halted and looked at me 

with puzzled eyes. Then their express 
sion changed -to sympathy. "Oh, Jo- 
anne . . I'm sorry. I forgot. But you 
mustn't feel too badly. It isn't that 
important." 

Just as when Duncan had said 
"Nothing is changed," so now, with 

Helen's indifference, I felt the sinister 
fear easing. But only for a second. 
Then I realized that she was no test; 

Helen was too indifferent to anything 
that didn't concern her own comfort; 

she was too lazy for malice. 

With old Jud I did feel a difference. 
Perhaps it was my own sense of in- 
security that made me hesitate and 
stammer when I talked to him, but it 
seemed to me, in my new humiliation, 
that his attitude was different and that 
he didn't trust my judgment as he had 
before. I was glad when our short 
morning's discussion was over and I 
could escape. 

It was only ten o'clock when Duncan 
rode over. I saw him come with relief -at least we could make plans and get 
some action started. 

But Duncan was angry. 
"That brother of mine has some crazy 

notion in his head that you and I should 
play detective! Go digging around in 
the past and get some respectable fam- 
ily names for you! As if it would mat- 
ter to you -now. Even if we did dis- 
cover who your real parents were, do 
you think you could suddenly transfer 
your affections to them, instead of the 
Dad and Mother you've known all these 
years ?" 

I couldn't answer. What he said was 
true, but it was harsh and brutal and it 
made my desire to know the truth seem 
cheap and inquisitive. His keen eyes 
searched my face. 

"So that's it," he said, with contempt. 
"Don is afraid of what other peoplc 
might think of you, and you are afraid 
of what Don, himself, thinks." Angrily 
he pounded one bronzed hand 'into the 
palm of another. We were sitting, the 
two of us, perched on the top rail 
of the corral watching Sandy Hill break 
in a new colt. "No- that's not entirely 
fair. I'm fond of my twin brother and 
I know he isn't a coward. It's just those 
obsessions of his with the purity of 
bloodlines and with eugenics. But I 
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can't understand why you care so 
much." 

I took a long time answering. How 
can you explain these shaking, lonely 
fears inside of you? Slowly, I chose 
my words. 

"Yesterday I was something -some- 
body. I had a continuity from my 
grandmother and my mother, from my 
father, to me and to my children. My 
children and Don's. I can't marry Don 
without...." I was nearly crying. 

His face softened and Duncan pushed 
a strand of hair out of my eyes in an 
odd, fumbling, comforting gesture. 

"How do we start, Joanne ?" And his 
voice had a quality, almost of intimacy, 
that made my heart lift. 

"I found a baby locket upstairs in the 
attic and it has some initials engraved 
on it," I told him, eagerly. "The only 
thing -I can't be sure whether they're 
JTS or JST. It might not even be mine, 
but it will be a start for us." Too, I 
was thinking of the long afternoons 
a year ago when Don and I would come 
back from a ride and find Duncan sit- 
ting in close conversation with Mother. 
Surely he would know something -! 

And there was a guarded look about 
his eyes as I talked, that made my 
heart leap, that made me sure he did 
know something. Otherwise, certainly, 
he would have denied it flatly. 

It was a little while before he spoke. 
Finally -"All I have are fragments. I 
never asked your mother, even after 
she told me you were adopted. But she 
did say things ... oh, like being sur- 
prised your hair had become so dark 
brown when so many in your father's 
family had red hair. Things like that. 
But it will take time to remember and 
for us to put these things together. If 
you want to come with me tomorrow, 
we can talk. I start work in the morn- 
ing over at the Red Rock." 

He slid his lean length off the rail. 
"But- remember. I'm against all this. 
To me, it's unhealthy and dangerous ... digging around in the buried past. 
You might get hurt. You aren't look- 
ing for a family to love, to fill a place 
in your heart. You're looking for a 
family name to give you a standing in 
the world." . 

His 'words turned me to ice. And 
when he had left I stretched out on the 
sofa in the living room, unable to con- 
trol the sick shaking inside of me. I 
might be hurt! Duncan's words had 
brought the fear I had been restraining 
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close to the surface. What if there had 
been shame and dishonor in my birth? 

Don was afraid, too. I knew that, in 
spite of-or perhaps because of -the 
vehemence with which he had denied 
the possibility. Now, when I needed 
him most, he was as frightened as I. 
The strong, reliant Don Henry I had 
always known, who could handle a loco 
steer or break the wildest horse, was 
helpless before this danger that threat- 
ened his most cherished and stubborn 
theories. 

ALL that day while I went about my 
work like an automaton, the cer- 

tain horror deepened until I thought I 
couldn't. stand it. Queer visions floated 
before me- of faceless people and 
strange, desperate words and weeping, 
of whispers that had floated above my 
cradle twenty years ago and that had 
remained to haunt me now. With 
Helen in the room, or with Jud or 
Sandy outside, I could control my 
thoughts momentarily, but when night 
came and Jud went to his own rooms 
in the bunkhousé and Helen and Sandy 
went into Indian Wells for a movie, I 
was alone and at the mercy of my 
fears. 

The silent house seemed bigger, emp- 
tier than I had ever known it. I was 
unable to sit still; I wandered, with 
dragging feet, from room to room - 
seeking some place where there was 
comfort and peace. But I didn't find it. 
Instead, the agony inside me grew and 
grew until every object I touched 
seemed to repulse me. 

There were the old gold- framed oval 
paintings of Thomas Henry Deming 
and his good wife, Sarah, in the old - 
fashioned clothes of the pioneer days. 
I could not help but feel that their 
painted eyes had seen my coming here; 
that they knew the truth about my 
birth and its unspoken secret; that their 
eyes were stern and disapproving. 

In the sewing room -the "glory hole" 
as Mother used to call it, laughing - 
there was a mirror and I saw my face 
reflected there, white and drawn. Per- 
haps my fevered imagination read 
things there that weren't real -but I 
could not look away. Did my chin, 
rounded and soft, show signs of weak- 
ness? And my mouth -was it thinner, 
laxer -now that it had no color, now 
that it trembled when I looked at it? 
And my eyes -there were queer flecks 
in them, but whether they came from 
the tears I had shed or from an un- 
steady mind behind them, I didn't 
know. I turned from myself in des- 
perate fear. 

But it did no good. I was haunted 
by this new picture of myself -the pic- 
ture of a girl whose mind and body 
came from unknown antecedents and 
in whom might lurk weaknesses and 
dark taints and I- knew -not -what 
treacherous inheritances. 

My father . . . what were you? 
Were you a gay, laughing, strong- shoul- 
dered man who had loved that un- 
known woman who had been my 
mother? Or was there cruelty in your 
eyes when you courted her -and left 
her? Were you glad when you knew 
I was coming? Or did you hate my 

mother -and me ? Who -what -were 
you? 

I could not even imagine my mother. 
The name meant only the remem- 
brance of Mother Deming, quick -mov- 
i n g , gently - smiling, tenderly - sweet. 
That other woman had no meaning 
for me. 

I undressed in the dark, with shak- 
ing hands that fumbled with button- 
holes and tore at my dress. And when 
I was in bed I lay staring into the 
darkness -the unfriendly, whispering 
darkness. 

I must find my way back to comfort 
and sanity again. Marriage to Don 
meant that -it represented everything 
that would prove to me that the world 
was normal again. It would prove that 
the shadow had passed me by. The 
boy and girl we had been together, 
Don and I, the calm, sensible, happy 
relationship between us that we had 
planned for our future -I clutched at 
these, trying to find my way back 
there again. 

But, strangely, it was the memory 
of Duncan's unsympathetic brusque- 
ness that finally banished the ghosts 
from my mind and let me sleep. 

Early as Duncan arrived the next 
morning, I had been up hours before 
and had Copper saddled, the water can- 
teens filled and a lunch packed. I knew 
that Duncan's geological field work 
might keep us away all day. 

We rode out in silence. I couldn't 
tell from his non -committal face 
whether Duncan minded my coming 
along, or not. His eyes seldom strayed 
from the road in front of us, only lift- 
ing now and then to look appreciatively 
around him at the countryside. It was 
an enchanted morning and the hills 
seemed to stand out like sentinels, each 
rock and bush outlined, against the 
sparkling sapphire of the sky. It was 
too early for dust, yet late enough for 
the morning's chill to be rapidly evap- 
orating. The horses under us seemed 
to feel the thin, wine -like challenge 
of the bracing air and they pranced 
along like colts. 

I wished, passionately, that there 
were no other reason for the ride than 
just the sheer pleasure of the day and 
the wind and the gallop. I felt an 
awkward embarrassment about.broach- 
ing the subject,.but I had brooded over 
it too long to talk of anything else. So, 
finally, I asked Duncan if he had 
thought over his conversations with 
Mother Deming and if he remembered 
anything. 

"It's so important to me, Duncan," 
I pleaded. "I must know who and 
what I am." 

He was smiling when he answered, 
but his eyes were intent and sober. 
"That's what I want to find out, too, 
Joanne -who you are and what you 
are. I think I know. I think you are 
strong and sure and honest and sweet 
and quick to feel. I think you are a 
woman any man would be proud to 
marry, just as you are, without caring 
who made up your family." 

He had, somehow, taken my question 
away from me and twisted it so that 
I was confused again. 

"But no one (Continued on page 56) 
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OVERLAND is not a very big city. 
It has a small business section 
surrounded by a spreading collar 

of residential district; it has three or 
four nice hotels, a couple of pretty 
parks, and one really good shopping 
street, Varick Avenue. The shops along 
Varick Avenue are every bit as hand- 
some as the New York stores you see 
pictured in big, slippery magazines- 
sleek, dignified shops, their wide, arched 
windows settings for the display of 
beautiful dresses and furs and jewels. 
There's a tea shop or two, and these 
.are settings also -for the women who 
can afford to shop on Varick Avenue, 
who can order a seventy- five -dollar 
dress at Hudson's, and casually say 
"Charge it." 

I loved Varick Avenue. Walking 
along it, window shopping, I would 
forget that I was Diana Gleason, who 
lived in a plain little house in a 
plain little neighborhood, who earned 
twenty -two dollars a week in an in- 
surance office and who, if she lived to 
be a hundred, would never earn much 
more. I became instead a glamorous 
creature of my own imagination, a 
Diana Gleason who owned a mink coat 
and a blue fox jacket, who wore simple 
little black dresses like the one in 
Hudson's window, and who met her 
husband for dinner at the Regent Hotel 
on maid's night out. It was there that 
my imagination stopped, tripped by 
one unalterable fact. The imaginary 
husband I met always had dark hair, 
and gray eyes with a smile in their 
depth and an underlip that pouted for- 
ward whén he was thoughtful. My 
imaginary husband always looked ex- 
actly like Tonupy Lewis -and even in 
my dreams I was aware that I couldn't 
marry Tommy and also be one of the 
women who shopped on Varick Avenue. 

Tommy would never be rich. He had 
a job at the Hillside Nursery, Tree Sur- 
geons and Landscape Contractors, and 

Varick Avenue- its expensive res s nts, its exclusive shops -was the essence of living to 

Diana. Even after she married Tomm Varick Avenue beckoned to another world -and disaster 
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he worked less for his salary than be- 
cause he loved his job. He didn't want 
to find a better job, because to Tommy 
restoring a rotted tree or plotting a 
lawn was the best work anyone could 
possibly have; he didn't even want to 
own his own nursery. "Too many 
headaches," he would say, grinning 
lazily at me. "Too much bookkeeping 
and figuring. A fellow gets enough of 
that as it is. Don't you worry, honey, 
I'll always have enough to get along 
on, and enough to put aside for a rainy 
day, and enough to have fun with. 
What more could I want ?" 

That was Tommy's idea. Tommy's 
wife would always be comfortable and 
cared for -but Tommy's wife would be 
a little shabby, too, after the children 
came and money was needed for their 
clothes and their schools. It was sig- 
nificant that Tommy didn't say, "What 
more could you want ?" He knew what 
I wanted. I'd grown up with him, and 
he knew my every thought, my every 
dream. He knew how I felt when we 
walked, at my request, along Varick 
Avenue on our way to the movies. He 
knew, and he laughed at me for it. 
"You don't really want those things, 
honey," he told me one night. "You 
just think you want them." 

HIS calm assurance made me furious. 
"How do you know so much about 

me ?" I demanded. "How can you say 
I don't want -well, that suede bag, for 
instance ?" 

Tommy just laughed. "Because if 
you really wanted it," he said, "you'd 
do something about getting it. You 
wouldn't go along just wishing, like a 
kid at Christmas time. You'd carve out 
a -career for yourself, like Jennie Stors, 
or you'd marry someone with money, 
like Vee Nelson." 

I sniffed. I knew Jennie and Vee, 
and I didn't envy them. Jennie was 
twenty -four, two years older than I, 
but she looked closer to thirty. There 
was a sharp vertical line between her 
eyes, and she wore glasses from study- 
ing so much, and she was always too 
busy to go out with the crowd. And 
Vee -Vee's husband was nearly three 
times her age, and he had a paunch and 
pale, watery eyes. I shuddered, and 
when Tommy took my arm, I moved 
a little closer to him. "How about it, 
honey ?" he whispered. "Why don't you 
forget about being Mrs. Moneybags and 
marry me? We'd be so happy -" 

I knew it. With Tommy holding me 
close to his side, with his head bent 
so that his cheek nearly brushed mine, 
I knew that I could be happy with 
him. But then I reminded myself that 
that kind of happiness, the Tommy - 
and-I kind of happiness, didn't last. It 
didn't last after you had to pinch pen- 
nies, when you had to wear the same 
old coat four years running. "No," I 
said sharply. "No, Tommy, no-" 

He said no more about it for the rest 
of the evening. But when he left me 
at my door, he kissed me hard and 
long, as he'd never kissed me before, 
kissed me until there was no breath 
left in my body, until I had no will 
of my own. Then he released me and 
walked away, leaving me shaken to 

the core of my being, and afraid. 
I was afraid of the way I felt about 

Tommy, afraid of the way my senses 
leaped at a look from him, afraid of 
his touch, afraid of his kisses. 

That was one reason why, a few days 
later, I quit my job at the insurance 
company and went to work at Ravel's 
Restaurant. The other reason came of 
thinking over what Tommy had said 
about doing something to get what I 
wanted, and realizing that he was 
right. I had been childish in my dream- 
ing; I'd expected a fairy godmother to 
give me the things I longed for. I 
didn't consciously say to myself when 
I took the job at . Ravel's cigarette 
counter that I was taking it to meet 
the men who came into Ravel's for 
lunch and for dinner, the well -to -do 
businessmen of Overland and the smart 
young men who had the cream of the 
jobs in town. I told myself just what I 
told Tommy. "Ravel's pays five dollars 
a week more," I said, "and the work 
is more interesting. I'm tired of being 
stuck in a filing room with a lot of 
dusty statistics." 

Tommy was- silent; then he gave me 
a little lop -sided smile. "You took me 
seriously, didn't you honey? I hope 
you remember that you're not Vee 
Nelson." 

I flushed. It was unkind of him to 
remind me that it was at Ravel's that 
Vee had met the wealthy man she 
married. "I don't know what you're 
talking about -" 

He laughed; then he rose and bent 
over to kiss me lightly. "Oh, yes, you 
do. Try your wings, sweetheart, and 
I'll see you when you quit that job." 

My heart felt as if it had been dipped 
in ice water; my voice came out tight 
and thin. "What do you mean ?" 

"I mean that you're not taking a job; 
you're making an experiment. My 
being around might confuse the issue." 

"That's not true!" I flared. "You just 
don't like my going to work there -" 

Tommy shrugged. "Maybe." He was 
already turning away. "But there's 
nothing I can do about it except to say 
that I'll be here when it's over." 

Numbly I watched him go. There 
was nothing else to do. Easy -going, 
good- natured as Tommy was, he had a 
stiff core of pride. He would not argue; 
he could not be drawn out and made 

No One But You was inspired by a 
problem presented originally on 
John J. Anthony's program, heard 
daily at I:45 P.M. EWT, on Mutual 

to defend himself or his point of view. 
Tommy kept his word, and I didn't 

see him at all after I started work at 
Ravel's. I missed him, but I would 
have missed him a great deal more if it 
hadn't been for the excitement of my 
new job. It was fun, after having been 
shut up in the rear office of the in- 
surance company, to stand behind the 
shining glass counter at Ravel's, to be 
greeted by the customers as they came 
in, to joke with them and to be paid 
extravagant compliments. I enjoyed the 
attention, and with one exception I 
didn't mind that they meant no more 
than that they were pleased to be 
served by a pretty, smiling girl. The 
exception was Justin Clark. 

Justin was different from the others. 
He wasn't married, and he was young - 
in his early thirties -and something in 
his laugh, in the way his hair grew 
back from his forehead, reminded me 
of Tommy. He didn't joke all the time 
as the other men did; he talked pleas- 
antly, asked how I was as if he were 
really interested. I found myself think- 
ing of him as the nice Mr. Clark, and 
then as Justin, found my eyes wander- 
ing toward his table in the diningroom 
-and the old dream of being a woman 
who shopped on Varick Avenue 
changed a little, and it was Justin I 
met for dinner at the Regent Hotel on 
maid's night out. In the long, warm 
summer evenings, when I was through 
work early at Ravel's and there was 
nothing to do but go to the movies with 
my young brother, I longed for Tommy, 
but the mornings brought a sense of 
anticipation, and thoughts of Justin. 
Perhaps today Justin would ask me to 
go out with him, and the dream could 
begin to come true. Perhaps tonight 
he would take me to dinner. . . . 

But Justin didn't ask me out. He 
continued to be pleasant, to stop to chat 
with me, but not once did he suggest 
that I see him outside Ravel's. And 
then one night there was a bachelor's 
dinner at the restaurant, and I was 
asked to work late. Justin was one of 
the men who filed past my counter into 
the private diningroom, and while I 
served the few late- staying regular 
customers, I watched the closed double 
doors of the private. diningroom, and 
listened to the sounds of talk and laugh- 
ter, and dreamed. I dreamed that one 
of these days the same crowd would be 
giving a bachelor's dinner for Justin, 
and I would be the bride- to -be. I 
would have a two -carat diamond en- 
gagement ring, and of course I would 
buy my trousseau on Varick Avenue. 
I'd have that blue suit at Crane's for 
a going -away dress (it would be just 
right with my mink coat , and my 
wedding gown would come from Hud- 
son's. . . . I was trying to decide be- 
tween a cap and a circlet for the veil, 
when the doors of the private dining - 
room opened to admit a gust of laugh- 
ter -and Justin. He came toward me, 
walking carefully, carrying a slim - 
stemmed goblet. "Hi, Diana!" he called. 
"I brought you some champagne. I 
told the fellows that Diana had to 
celebrate, too-" 

My heart leaped and then dropped 
sickeningly as (Continued on page 95) 



I could bear the silence no 
longer. I crept into his 
arms. "Tommy, please -" 



Henry and Homer, late as usual, start off one 
of those frantic Aldrich Family days. (Henry 
play, d by Raymond Ives, Homer, Jackie Kelk.) 
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IT seems that there are still emer- 

gencies. I've just come from an 
emergency meeting at Henry's High 

School. And I'm upset, upset enough 
to sit down like this and try to do 
something about it. If I wait too long, 
I might stop being so upset and think 
of many reasons for not trying to do 
my share. I could say to myself that 
I'm not an educator, not an expert, not 
a professional propagandist and, per- 
haps, it would be better to leave this 
sort of thing to these better equipped 
people. 

But, right now, I'm an upset mother. 
And I want to stay upset long enough 
to say a few things and maybe have 
those things reach a lot of other 
mothers. 

Our heads and hearts have been full 
of the war for a long time, now. That's 
as it should be. That was the big job 
facing us. The war, with all the needs 
and sacrifices it brought, had to be 
fought 'and won. Certainly, all of us, 
as a nation and as individuals, have 
done everything in our power to bring 
about the victory over our enemies, 



which is so hearteningly close now. 
After the meeting tonight, though, 

I'm beginning to wonder whether we 
haven't tended to lose sight of the real 
issues for which we were working and 
fighting. Haven't we, perhaps, .lost sight 
of the forest for the trees? Is it possible 
that all the thousands of immediate and 
pressing tasks and responsibilities that 
the war posed' have blinded us to the 
realities for which we were fighting 
the war? 

Peace. Of course, that's what we 
want. But that's only a word. It's what 
peace stands for, what it means in 
terms of living tomorrow, that we have 
to keep in mind. I have ideas about 
peace. I know what I want it to be 
and what kind of a world I want it to 
produce and keep. 

I have a son: He has not had to fight 
in this war. I want the peace to be 
such that he will never have to fight 
in a war. I want the world to be such 
that he will never even have tó think 
about the chances of having to go to 
war. I want the world to be a good 
place in which to live. I want all people 

We've been fighting, working, praying for peace. 

But have we let our children make a mistake 

that will make peacetime harder for them than war? 

By MRS. SAM ALDRICH 

to live decently, in good houses, with 
more labor- saving devices, with much 
more time for the fun of living. I want 
science to develop so that all people 
can be helped to live healthy, happy 
lives. 

I'm not being an idealist about this. 
The possibilities for this kind of a world 
exist. The groundwork has been laid 
for it. But, if we have learned nothing 
else out of the events of the last few 
war -torn years, we should have learned 
this -that nothing, not peace, not pros- 
perity, not security, not progress, noth- 
ing depends on a few wise men. 
Everything depends on the people. The 
people -the old and the young. 

As I see it, the future, the kind of 
world for which so many of our finest 
young men have given their lives, will 
belong to the young. It will be their 
world, to make of it what they will, to 
build it, to shape it to suit their needs 
and desires. And that's what I'm so 
upset about. Will our youth be pre- 
pared to take its place in the world of 
tomorrow? 

Tonight, at the school, some appal- 
ling, frightening facts were read to us. 
I'm going to be blunt about those facts. 
That's the best way to make them hit 
home, I think. 

Since 1941, the enrollments in our 
high schools have fallen off by over one 
million students. As a nation, we're 
back where we were in 1934 as far as 
the number of children attending high 
schools is concerned. Think what that 
means! We're going backward, instead 
of ahead. We're losing all the progress 
that was made through hard years of 
fighting to raise the general educational 
level of our country, progress that was 
a justification for democratic methods. 

Radio mother to the maddening Henry 
since 1939, attractive Katharine Raht 
knows all about adolescents. She was a 
teacher before switching her talents to the 
theater and radio. The Aldrich Family 
is heard Fridays, 8:00 P. M. EJFT. CBS. 

For generations, forward - looking 
people struggled to spread education 
in this country, to develop a more and 
more intelligent population which can' 
cope with the modern world and all 
its problems. By 1940, we had reached 
the all -time high of 7,244,000 enroll- 
ments in high schools. And a fairly 
large percentage of these more than 
seven million students could be counted 
on to go further to higher schools. 

And then came 1941. Since that year, 
fewer and fewer children have been 
returning to their high schools each 
fall. The loss, . as I said before,- has 
been over a million so far. 

Long ago, the people who were in- 
terested in youth and in the preserva- 
tion and extension of democracy, 
recognized that as the world moves 
forward, life gets more complicated. 
Jobs get more involved and demand 
more skills and more knowledge to 
acquire those skills. The plain business 
of living in a town, or a city, or as a 
citizen of a nation demands more and 
more understanding. The simple mat- 
ter of getting along in every day life 
today is a much more complex matter 
than it was twenty years ago, thirty 
years ago. Think of the mechanical 
devices people have to be able to use 
today- radios, cars, refrigerators, air- 
planes, electric stoves, electric irons, 
electric mixers, harvesters, combines, 
machines of all descriptions. Even 
though it may never occur to us, just 
learning how to use these things de- 
mands a higher degree of. education 
than was needed in the old "horse and 
buggy, icebox, and gaslight" days. 

And, if this is true of today, how 
much more true will it be of the future? 
How much more will be required of 
all people, if they are to be ready to 
take their part in the plans that are 
already being made for tomorrow's 
living? 

There are enough young people run- 
ning in and out of my house for me 
to have some ideas about what has 
happened. It's too easy to say that it's 
all because of the war. That is only a 
part of it, I think. 

I know that in many places, boys 
and girls of high school age were en- 
couraged to take jobs to help in the 
war emergency. (Continued on page 63) 
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world for which so many of our finest 
young men have given their lives, will 
belong to the young. It will be their 
world, to make of it what they will, to 
build it, to shape it to suit their needs 
and desires. And that's what I'm so 
upset about. Will our youth be pre- 
pared to take its place in the world of 
tomorrow? 

Tonight, at the school, some appal- 
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And, if this is true of today, how 
much more true will it be of the future? 
How much more will be required of 
all people, if they are to bc ready to 
take their part in the plans that are 
already being made for tomorrow's 
living? 

There are enough young people run- 
ning in and out of my house for me 
to have some ideas about what has 
happened. It's too easy to say that it's 
all because of the war. That is only a 
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The quiet dream in Jim's heart almost died there, because he thought he was the only 

IT'S too bad my horse, Doady, can't 
talk. 

He could tell a story or two, I 
guess. But maybe it's just as well he 
can't carry on a conversation in human 
fashion; he might tell the wrong 
things. 

Doady might talk too much, and that 
would be bad. He might, for example, 
have the wrong slant on Vera. He 
might think I made a big mistake in 
acting the way I did when Vera and 
I went different ways, and it wouldn't 
be Doady's fault for taking things for 
granted. You see, Doady doesn't know 
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all the facts, either. I'll tell them to 
you, and you'll see what I mean. 

To begin, I'm a milkman. My route 
runs over the eastern corner of Tillery, 
a city of fifty thousand middle -class 
people who work mostly in the fac- 
tories that turned out aluminum 
kitchenware during peace time and air- 
plane parts for the war. Doady pulls 
my milk wagon and I guess he's one 
of the more intelligent animals in the 
stables of the Tillery Dairy Company. 

"Make with the clop - 
clop, Doady," I can say, and 
he will trot down the street, 

stopping at the next house on my route 
without further instruction. 

"Time for the feed bag, Doady," 
can say, and that wonderful horse will 
head for the stables. Once he hears 
that signal he won't stop for anything 
and I can just imagine him conjuring 
thoughts of breakfast, getting more 
anxious and hungrier as he speeds 
through the quiet streets with a tri- 
umphant air. 

I talk to Doady all the time when 
I'm on the route, and it doesn't matter 
much whether he understands me or 
not. Some things I don't quite under- 
stand myself, and that's why I talk it 
over, out loud, with myself and Doady. 
He's a perfect audience, never answers 
back. 

"Look, Doady," I'll say, "another 
beautiful morning. Another dot in the . 

continuous line of life. You just can't 
tell, Doady, where the line started, and, 
where it will end. It reminds me of 
my geometry in high school, Doady. 
Life is like a straight line; nothing 
more than a series of points. Do you 
follow me, Doady ?" 

The best I'd ever get in reply from 
my favorite horse was a turning of his 
head until those big, chocolate eyes of 
his gazed at me, and I'd imagine he 
was saying; . let's go, Jim Brown, 
you dreamer. There's work to be done. 
Twenty -one more streets to deliver 
milk to. Time's a wastin', Jim Brown.' 

Sure, I knew I was a dreamer; knew 
it since I was a kid. That was one 
reason why I took the job with thè 
milk company. I loved to get up earl) 
in the morning, or the middle of the 
night, and watch the meeting of the 
light and the dark. There was some- 
thing dramatic about the new day's 
arrival that never failed to leave me 
with the feeling that I had witnessec 
something more beautiful than the 



dreamer in the world 

most skillful of stage presentations. If 
the day was to be sunny my mood was 
mellow; if the skies were clouded I'd 
pretend it was the opening scene of 
some melodrama; and the props and 
scenes were appropriate to my imagi- 
nations. 

"Wind from the northeast, Doady. 
Rain. Clouds. Thunder. No lightning. 
This is a light drama. No death in this 
one, Doady; just a story of unhappiness 
with a good solution in the end. Maybe 
sunshine later in the day." 

Or it would be: "Snowflakes, Doady. 
Sharp winds and sound effects. A story 
of rugged courage among the pioneers 
of America. New England stuff, Doady." 

There was another reason why I took 
the job with the milk company. It had 
to do with my leg. The Navy doctor 
who took the chunk of shrapnel from 
it had the right idea, and when I got 
back to' the States and stayed at the 
Marine Hospital for four months, wait- 
ing for the muscle to knit, the medico 
there said the same thing. 

"In a few years you'll have no 
trouble, Brown," he said. "But you've 
got to give that leg plenty of exercise. 
No desk job, Brown. Get out of doors; 
walk and walk and walk. Don't give 
it a chance to stiffen up." 

It seemed like a long time ago, but 
it was only six months. It seemed like 
a long time, but I could remember that 
little island in the Pacific just as plainly 
as anything; and the day I got the 
shrapnel was one I'll never forget. Six 
of us going over a hill to find some 
little yellow men, knowing we had to 
find them first; if they found us it 
would be too bad. We knew that. 

A beautiful morning. First rays of 
the sun shooting like fire through the 
ocean sky. Roar of the surf in the 
distance, and the booming guns to re- 
mind us the battlewagons were behind 
us. A sudden growl of mortars and the 
earth around us vibrates as it begins 
to rain steel on every side. Falling flat 
on our faces. Digging into the sandy 
soil with our toes and our fingernails. 

That day was different. I closed my eyes 
and saw Vera's face; a cricket chirped 
nearby, but Vera's voice was there too. 
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From the following morning on, 
my schedule worked like clock- 
work so that I was always there 
on Maple when Vera came along. 



The clatter of machine guns, not ours; 
and the sudden yell of Tommy Miller 
on my left. 

I didn't like to think about the rest 
of the day. It hurt my body and my 
brain to think about it. But the 
thought did occur to me when my leg 
collapsed under me, ". . . the little 
yellow men found us first. They saw 
us before we saw them!" 

EACH of the six of us was hit, and 
Tommy Miller was down for keeps. 

They dragged us away to safety after 
a while, but the whole world had 
changed for us during the first five 
minutes of battle. We were out of it, 
and Tommy was out for keeps. 

I often thought of Tommy and the 
funny things he used to say. He had 
a girl somewhere who must have been 
wonderful. Tommy called her "Roily 
Eyes," and he had a funny way of 
talking about her; he could get you 
laughing about that girl in no time. 
And because I had no steady girl back 
home, it was particularly enjoyable for 
me to hear him talk about "Rolly Eyes." 

You couldn't say I was a happy guy 
when they handed me my discharge 
papers; yet I knew I was lucky to come 
off with just a leg injury. And the 
milkman's job was, you might say, just 
what the doctor ordered. I loved it 
right from the start, and my leg showed 
remarkable improvement after only six 
months. Why, you could hardly notice 
the limp; and the only time it really 
bothered me was during nasty weather. 

So you see there were compensations 
in my job besides the good pay. The 
atmosphere was grand for a war 
Veteran and the Tillary Dairy Company 
was just about the nicest outfit any 
fellow could work for; so it was no 
wonder r was happy. 

But happiness, they say, is never 
really complete. It's as though you are 
always trying to add that extra sugar- 
coating or frill to it; and I guess in 
my case I wanted to meet the right girl. 
And the sooner the better. The right 
girl, I .told myself, would fix me up 
for life. Not that I had entertained the 
thought of being a milkman all my 
days; there were supervisor jobs and 
managerial positions I might hold some 
day. But for the time being, while my 
leg was not completely healed, I knew 
darn well I'd be all right covering a 
milkman's route. 

'What do you think the girl will look 
like, Doady ?" I said aloud one morning 
as we came down St. John's Hill. Doady 
didn't even turn around to look at me; 
he was enjoying the slight slope that 
gave him a chance to run a little faster. 
He seemed to want to break into a 
genuine gallop whenever he came over 
the crest of the hill, and I had to hold 
him back. 

"The right girl, Doady," I continued, 
reining my chestnut -colored friend as 
we neared the corner of Maple Street, 
"will be something special. She will 
have special hair and special com- 
plexion and she will be special from 
head to toes. Don't ask me any more 
about it, Doady, for that's all I know 
about her; except that she might come 
special delivery." 

As the milkwagon swung around the 
corner on its rubber wheels I saw a 
lone figure coming down the street. It 
was natural for me to observe any per- 
son, man or woman, on the streets in 
the early morning because there were 
not many people .up and about at that 
time. And as I thought about it later 
I remembered there was an unusual 
setting for the picture. The warm June 
sun was spread like a comfortable car- 
pet on the sidewalk and the girl I saw 
was walking right into the sun. Her face 
was bright with sunshine and her stride 
was as graceful as anything I'd ever . 

seen. She wore slacks and carried a 
lunch box, and I knew right aAray she 
must work in one of the big war plants. 

I didn't have to rein Doady over to 
the curb; he stopped automatically in 
front of the right house, Number 
Twenty -Three Maple. I took the bottle 
container and climbed down, and the 
girl came right up to the. house and 
turned in. 

"Morning," I said, without giving my- 
self chance to hesitate, "aren't you 
Mary Miller ?" 

She stopped for just a second, smiled 
at me and said, "No, I'm Vera Wagner." 
Then she went inside. 

It was a triumphant moment for me, 
Jim Brown. I delivered my milk and 
climbed aboard the wagon. 

"Doady," I exulted, "that was 
strategy, if you don't mind my saying 
so. We have met Vera Wagner, and is 
she something!" I wondered how I had 
ever got up nerve to strike up a con- 
versation like that, but I wasn't the 
-least bit mad at myself. 

And the next morning I made my 
schedule fit so that I was right in front 
of Twenty -Three Maple when that 
special kind of girl came home. 

"Morning, Vera," I called out when 
she was half -way down the street and 
I could see the smile break out on her 
face. She was laughing when she came 
up to me, and I saw her looking at the 
veteran's pin in my lapel. 

"That was pretty bright," she said, 
"making out I was somebody else so 
you'd learn my name. How long have 
you been delivering on this street ?" 

I told her it was a matter of months 
and her eyebrows arched, telling me 
she was surprised she hadn't seen me 
before. She sat down on the steps of 
the house for an instant and admired 
Doady; and do you know that horse - 
pal of mine actually looked pleased! 
You have to know horses to detect any 
emotion in their make -up, but I know 
Doady. Yet his pleasure could never 
have come up to mine. 

So when Vera Wagner went into her 
house and I rode down the street in my 
wagon I found myself actually singing. 
A warm, happy sensation coursed 
through my veins and broke out on my 
lips. "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning" 
was the the unmusical result -I was 
definitely no singer. But no song ever 
sounded sweeter, nor did any song ever 
have more meaning than that tune on 
that day. 

It was the same next morning, only 
this time Vera had a piece of sugar in 
her hand for Doady; and that old ham 
of a horse (Continued on page 73) 
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From the following morning on, 
my schedule worked like clock- 
work so that I was always there 
on Maple when Vera came along. 

The clatter of machine guns, not ours; and the sudden yell of Tommy Miller on my left. 
I didn't like to think about the rest of the day. It hurt my body and my brain to think about it. But the thought did occur to me when my leg collapsed under me, ". . the little yellow men found us first. They saw us before we saw them!" 

EACH of the six of us was hit, and Tommy Miller was down for keeps. They dragged us away to safety after a while, but the whole world had changed for us during the first five minutes of battle. We were out of it, and Tommy was out for keeps. 
I often thought of Tommy and the funny things he used to say. He had a girl somewhere who must have been wonderful. Tommy called her "Roily Eyes," and he had a funny way of talking about her; he could get you laughing about that girl in no time. And because I had no steady girl back home, it was particularly enjoyable for me to hear him talk about "Roily Eyes." 
You couldn't say I was a happy guy 

when they handed me my discharge 
papers; yet I knew I was lucky to come 
off with just a leg injury. And the 
milkman's job was, you might say, just 
what the doctor ordered. I loved it 
right from the start, and my leg showed remarkable improvement after only six 
months. Why, you could hardly notice 
the limp; and the only time it really 
bothered me was during nasty weather. 

So you see there were compensations 
in my job besides the good pay. The 
atmosphere was grand for a war 
veteran and the Tillary Dairy Company 
was just about the nicest outfit any 
fellow could work for; so it was no 
wonder r was happy. 

But happiness, they say, is never 
really complete. It's as though you are 
always trying to add that extra sugar- 
coating or frill to it; and I guess in 
my case I wanted to meet the right girl. 
And the sooner the better. The right 
girl, I told myself, would fix me up 
for life. Not that I had entertained the 
thought of being a milkman all my 
days; there were supervisor jobs and 
managerial positions I might hold some 
day. But for the time being, while my 
leg was not completely healed, I knew 
darn well I'd be all right covering a 
milkman's route. 

"What do you think the girl will look 
like, Doady ?" I said aloud one morning 
as we came down St. John's Hill. Doady 
didn't even turn around to look at me; 
he was enjoying the slight slope that 
gave him a chance to run a little faster. 
He seemed to want to break into a 
genuine gallop whenever he came over 
the crest of the hill, and I had to hold 
him back. 

"The right girl, Doady," I continued, 
reining my chestnut- colored friend as 
we neared the corner of Maple Street, 
"will be something special. She will 
have special hair and special com- 
plexion and she will be special from 
head to toes. Don't ask me any more 
about it, Doady, for that's all I know 
about her; except that she might come 
special delivery." 

As the milkwagon swung around the corner on its rubber wheels I saw a lone figure coming down the street. It 
was natural for me to observe any per- 
son, man pr woman, on the streets in 
the early morning because there were not many people up and about at that time. And as I thought about it later 
I remembered there was an unusual 
setting for the picture. The warm June 
sun was spread like a comfortable car- 
pet on the sidewalk and the girl I saw 
was walking right into the sun. Her face 
was bright with sunshine and her stride 
was as graceful as anything I'd ever. 
seen. She wore slacks and carried a 
lunch box, and I knew right a)iay she 
must work in one of the big war plants. 

I didn't have to rein Doady over to 
the curb; he stopped automatically in 
front of the right house, Number 
Twenty -Three Maple. I took the bottle 
container and climbed down, and the 
girl came right up to the. house and 
turned in. 

"Morning," I said, without giving my- 
self chance to hesitate, "aren't you 
Mary Miller ?" 

She stopped for just a second, smiled 
at me and said, "No, I'm Vera Wagner." 
Then she went inside. 

It was a triumphant moment for me, 
Jim Brown. I delivered my milk and 
climbed aboard the wagon. 

"Doady," I exulted, "that was 
strategy, if you don't mind my saying 
so. We have met Vera Wagner, and is 
she something!" I wondered how I had 
ever got up nerve to strike up a con- 
versation like that, but I wasn't the 
least bit mad at myself. 

And the next morning I made my 
schedule fit so that I was right in front 
of Twenty -Three Maple when that 
special kind of girl came home. 

"Morning, Vera," I called out when 
she was half -way down the street and 
I could see the smile break out on her 
face. She was laughing when she came 
up to me, and I saw her looking at the 
veteran's pin in my lapel. 

"That was pretty bright," she said, 
"making out I was somebody else so 
you'd learn my name. How long have 
you been delivering on this street ?" 

I told her it was a matter of months 
and her eyebrows arched, telling me 
she was surprised she hadn't seen me 
before. She sat down on the steps of 
the house for an instant and admired 
Doady; and do you know that horse - 
pal of mine actually looked pleased! 
You have to know horses to detect any 
emotion in their make -up, but I know 
Doady. Yet his pleasure could never 
have come up to mine. 

So when Vera Wagner went into her 
house and I rode down the street in my 
wagon I found myself actually singing. 
A warm, happy sensation coursed 
through my veins and broke out on my 
lips. "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning" 
was the the unmusical result -I was 
definitely no singer. But no song ever 
sounded sweeter, nor did any song ever 
have more meaning than that tune on 
that day. 

It was the same next morning, only 
this time Vera had a piece of sugar in 
her hand for Doady; and that old ham 
of a horse (Continued on page 79) 
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Jimmy and Rita had to get married, They were in love, first of all. The 

future looked wonderful. And then there was that house, the white house 

on the hill that was' determined to get the Carrolls to come to live in it 

JIMMY and I always agreed that if 
our love story were ever told, our 
house would have to get a leading 

part, so now that I'm setting out to tell 
it, the house is the first thing that comes 
to my mind. It's a white house on a 
hill and is approached by a long, wind- 
ing driveway. None of these things, 
however, is what makes it so special - 
the secret of its importance is all mixed 
up with a boy's dream, a struggle for 
success, and a stubborn fate that in- 
sisted on having its own way. 

It all started eight years ago. I was 
only 17, but belonged to a crowd of 
young people who gave marvelous par- 
ties. Our week -end get -togethers were 
famous for music and games and good 

By Mrs. JIMMY CARROLL 

food. Someone brought Jimmy along 
one week -end, and soon he was an ac- 
cepted member of the gang. Sometimes 
he'd show up with a girl, but mostly he 
came stag. Always he'd be kept busy 
at the piano, singing as many of our 
requests as he could. A lot of the girls 
thought he was terribly shy, but he 
was very friendly with me right from 
the beginning. I guess he thought that 
it was easier to talk to me because I 
was so young. 

Anyway we went along for two years 
like that -a friendly, gay acquaintance. 
Then one rainy Sunday afternoon our 

Whatever it is that makes dreams come true, Jimmy Carroll has 
the knack of it. Otherwise, how could he and Rita and Jimmy Jr. 
be living in the house he's dreamed about since he was fifteen? 

pleasant, impersonal relationship van- 
ished, and it was as though we were 
meeting for the first time. 

I'can remember that afternoon clear- 
ly -every small detail. The rain was 
beating dismally at the window, but 
inside we had a blazing fire, lots of 
gaiety, and Jimmy leaning against the 
piano singing all our favorite songs. I 
was curled up on a sofa near the fire, 
a little apart from the others. Jimmy 
had just about sung his throat dry, 
but good - humoredly agreed to sing one 
more song. He began to sing "Love 
Walked In," and our eyes met and 
held. I don't know whether. it was the 
atmosphere, my mood, or just the way 
love strikes you, but I was aware of a 
definite experience. 

When the song was finished, he made 
his way over to me, and I found my 
heart beating surprisingly fast. It was 
very strange -after all, I was 19 now. 
I'd been modeling for a year, and- con- 
sidered myself very sophisticated. Yet 
here I was getting all excited because 
Jimmy Carroll sang a song to me. 

He sat down and when he began to 
talk, I realized that he, too, felt stim- 
ulated and aware of something new 
and exciting between us. 

"I want to tell you first," he said, 
"I've quit my job." 

"Oh? Have you got something else 
lined up ?" He was a buyer for a chain 
store and though it was understood 
that he was going to try and make a 
career of his singing eventually, I'd 
had no idea he was going to make the 
break then. 

"No," he shook his head. "But I 
know I'll never get any place as far 
as my singing is concerned if I stay 
at the store. You have to be on call, 
for one thing, if you want to get a job 
in the singing field." 

"But can you afford it ?" I asked, 
getting practical. "I mean doesn't it 
cost a lot of money to study, and sup- 
port yourself while making contacts ?" 

"Sure, sure it does," he agreed, "but, 
Rita, anything that's worth while is a 
gamble. I've saved some money, and 
if I don't go after the breaks now, 
I'll just stay right in the same rut. 
You have to go out and work for what 
you want. You have to be able to sac- 
rifice- otherwise, I guess it wouldn't 
be worth it when you got it. Nothing is 
easy in life, but I want to sing -I know 
I can and I know I will." 

There was something about the quiet, 
intense way he said that, that was corn- 
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Jimmy Carroll, who gambled with his chain store career because 
he knew he could sing, found so many people who agreed with him 
that now he has his own three- times -a -week program on Columbia. 

pletely convincing. He believed he'd 
make the grade, and from that moment 
on I believed it too. We kept talking 
about the things in life that were worth 
while -carefully, but inevitably, we 
approached the subject of love. 

"I've never been in love," he said, 
studying the toe of his shoe. Looking 
at Jimmy's serious face, 11 knew that 
when he told a girl he loved her, he 
would mean it -it would be the real 
thing -the works. 

"What kind of girl do you expect to 
say it to, Jimmy ?" I asked. "Have you 
got any ideas ?" 

"I have no blueprint of her," he put 
his head back and gazed at the ceiling. 
"She'll be pretty, I hope. She'll love 

me and I'll love her, naturally. She'll 
be interested in my work and en- 
courage me. Some day we'll live in the 
country and have some very superior 
children." He smiled a little at him- 
self. "Oh, I guess you can't decide what 
a person is like -you only know that 
the right one will be pretty super, and 
I think you know when it happens." 

That last remark made me wonder. 
I'd thought myself in love several 
times, and I recognized the symptoms 
coming on right now. But somehow 
this was different -there was an en- 
chantment about this. Perhaps that's 
too fanciful a word -anyway I felt a 
wonderful excitement, which was 
strangely enough accompanied by a 

sense of peace and kind of contentment. 
"If you're considering getting mar- 

ried," his voice cut across my thoughts, 
"I'm available." 

I must have gasped audibly. I know 
I stared in utter amazement, unable to 
say a word. 

"You're the first person I've ever dis- 
cussed marriage with," he rushed 
ahead. "I love you, Rita, and I'm seri- 
ous about marriage. I don't have any- 
thing to offer right now, but love." 
He leaned toward me earnestly. "It 
won't always be that way. I believe in 
myself -I want you to believe in me." 

Somehow I recovered sufficiently to 
breathe, "When did you discover that 
you were in (Continued on page 65) 47 
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PORTIA 

PORTIA BLAKE MAN- 
NING (played by Lucille 
Wall) is genuinely a wo- 
man of today. Though she 
believes her husband died 
in Germany, Portia, in- 
stead of surrendering to 
despair, has thrown her 
energies into her law prac- 
tice and into raising her 
young' son. In her life and 
in her personality Portia 
expresses the courageous, 
forward-looking spirit that 
will build for the future. 

Here is the haunting theme that, each afternoon at 5:15 EWT, over 

NBC, raises the curtain on the latest events in the life of Portia Blake 

Lyric by PETER THOMAS 
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Music by LEWWW WHITE 

POR - TIA's the strang -est kind of name 

3 

J 

Copyright 1945 Broadcast Music Inc. ALL rights reserved. 



 

I't )R -TIA's the name of some -one I love. But 

sfr-Th4 o[ 

what's in a name when her kiss lights a name so the stars hide in shame up a- 

Pc )R-"MIA's a dif- f'rent sort of a name, 

but it sounds sweet and beau- ti -ful, too! 

I'll 

So I'll spend my time in pray -ing 

go thru life just say -ing, POR -TIA, POR -TIA, 
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If your family belongs to the fish- when -you- 

can't -get -meat group, experiment with new 

fish dishes that will be welcomed not merely 

as a substitute for the fast- vanishing steak, 

but for their own delicious, appetizing sake. 

IT HAS been a long time since we 
have talked about seafood in this 
department -a serious omission 

since many of us are depending on 
it more than ever before. Fish has 
come out of the frying pan -there are 
numerous interesting variations. And 
with oysters in season, this is a good 
month to try a few new tricks. 

Oysters En Brochette 

1 pint oysters, drained 
12 slices bacon, cut in quarters 

Arrange each oyster between 2 pieces 
bacon on toothpick. Place in pan. 
Sprinkle with -salt and pepper. Broil 
each side 3 minutes. Remove toothpicks. 
Serve on hot buttered toast. Sprinkle 
with lemon juice. Garnish with chopped 
'parsley. 
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KATE SMITH 
RADIO ROMANCES 
FOOD COUNSELOR 

Listen to Kate Smith's 
daily talks at noon 
on CBS. She is vaca- 
tioning from her 
Sunday night show. 

Creamed Oysters 
1 pint Bluepoint oysters 
3 tbls. butter or margarine 
2 tbls. flour 1 cup rich milk 

3/4 cup drained cooked oyster liquor 
1 tsp. lemon juice 

1/2 tsp. salt Dash of pepper 
% tsp. celery salt 

Place oysters in saucepan. Melt but- 
ter in another saucepan.. Add flour and 
stir to a smooth paste. Add milk 
gradually, stirring constantly. As sauce 
begins to thicken, place oysters over 
medium heat, cover, and cook gently 
2 to 3 minutes. Continue cooking sauce, 
stirring constantly, 2 to 3 minutes. 
Drain oysters; measure t/4 cup oyster 
liquor. Add oysters, oyster liquor, lemon 
juice, and seasonings to white sauce, 
mixing well. Reheat. Creamed Oysters 
and Mushrooms. Saute t/z pound sliced 
mushrooms in 2 tablespoons butter or 
margarine. Add to creamed oysters. 

Creamed Oysters with Curry. Add 
t/4 teaspoon curry powder to Creamed 
Oysters with seasonings. Oyster Fricas- 
see. 1 egg, slightly beaten, with 2 table- 
spoons light cream to Creamed Oysters. 

Fried Oysters 
1 pint oysters, drained 

Flour Sifted bread crumbs 
1 egg, beaten with 1 tablespoon milk 

and dash of salt and pepper 
Roll oysters in flour, shake off excess, 

dip in egg mixture, then roll in crumbs. 

Fry in deep fat (390° F.) until golder 
brown (about 1 minute). Drain. Serve 
with lemon sections or tartar sauce, of 
one of the tomato or chili sauces 

Fried Fish Fillet. Use fillets of floun- 
der, haddock, cod, sole, etc. Roll fillets 
in seasoned flour. Fry in small amount 
of cooking oil in iron skillet 8 to 1C 
minutes, turning to brown both sides 
Broiled Fish Fillet. Use fillet of flounder 
Separate fillets, spread with softened 
butter or margarine, and season. Broil 
12 to 18 minutes. 

Cod Baked with Vegetables 
11/2 to 2 pounds fillet of cod 

2 tbls. softened butter or margarine 
1% cups canned or fresh tomatoes 

3/4 cup finely diced onion 
t/z cup sliced celery 
1 tsp. salt 1 tsp. sugar 

Dash of pepper 
2 cups cooked vegetables, green 

beans, peas, carrots, etc. 
Sprinkle fish with salt and pepper 

and place in buttered shallow baking 
dish, Spread with softened butter or 
margarine and sprinkle with paprika. 
Combine tomatoes, onion, celery, and 
seasonings and cook, covered, 6 min- 
utes. Add remaining vegetables and 
pour around fish. Bake in hot oven 
(450° F.) 35 minutes, or until done. 
Stir vegetables occasionally. If quick - 
frozen fillets are used, without thawing, 
bake 35 minutes or till done. Makes 5 
servings. 
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INSIDE RADIO Telling You About Programs and People You Want to Hear 
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SUNDAY 
Eastern War Time 
8:00 CBS: News 

ci 8:00 
8:00 

ABC: News 
NBC: News and Organ Recital 

8'.30 CBS: Four Clubmen 
8:30 ABC: Sylvia Marlowe, Harpsi- 

chordist 
8:45 CBS: Bennett Sisters 

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 ABC: Blue Correspondents at Horn 
and Abroad 

8:15 9:15 CBS: E. Power Biggs 
5:00 8:15 9:15 ABC: White Rabbit Line 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: NBC String Quartet 

8:45 9:45 CBS: New Voices in Song 
7:00 9:00 0:00 CBS: Church of the Air 

9:00 0:00 ABC: Message of Israel 
7:00 9:00 0:00 NBC: Highlights of the Bible 
7:30 9:30 0:30 CBS: Wings Over Jordan 

9:30 0:30 ABC: S ou t her nai res 
7:30 0:30 NBC: Words and Music 

0:30 MBS: Radio Chapel 
1:00 MBS Pauline Alpert 

8:05 10:05 1:05 CBS: Blue Jacket Choir 
8:30 9:30 0 :30 MBS: Radio Chapel 
8:30 10 :30 1:30 ABC: Hour of Faith 
8 :30 10:30 1:30 CBS: Invitation to Learning 

1:30 MBS: Reviewing Stand 
10:45 1:45 NBC: Marion Loveridge 

9:00 11:00 2:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle 
9:00 11:00 2:00 ABC: News from Europe 

11:00 2:00 NBC: The Eternal Light 
9 :30 11:30 2:30 ABC: Friendship Ranch 
9 :30 11:30 2:30 CBS: Transatlantic Call 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy 

12:00 1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer 
10:15 12:15 1:15 ABC: George Hicks from Europe 
10 :45 12:30 1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from 

London) 
1 :15 NBC: America United 

10:30 12:30 1:311 ABC: Sammy Kay's Orch. 
10:30 12:30 1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table , 

1:30 MBS: Sweetheart Time 
10:15 12:45 1:45 CBS: Problems of the Peace 
11:00 2:00 NBC: Ford Show 
11:00 1:00 2:00 MBS: Chaplin Jim, U. S. A. 
11:00 2:00 CBS: Stradivari Orchestra 

2:00 ABC: Washington Story 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: World News Today 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas 

2:30 ABC: National Vespers 
11:5 2:55 CBS: Olin Downs 
12:0 2:05 3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic 

3:00 ABC: Kay's Canteen 
3:00 NBC: WEAF World Parade 

12:3 2:30 3:30 NBC: One Man's Family 
3:30 MBS: You Were Meant to Be a Star 
4:00 NBC: NBC Army Hour 

1:0 3:00 4:00 ABC: Darts for Dough 
4:00 MBS: Your America 
4:30 ABC: Andrews Sisters Show 

1 :3 3:30 4 :30 CBS: The Electric Hour 
1:3 3:30 4:30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey -RCA Show 

4:30 MBS: What's the Name of That 
Song 

2:0 5:00 NBC: NBC Symphony 
2 :0 4 :00 5:00 CBS: The Family Hour 

5:00 ABC: Mary Small Revue 
5:00 MBS: Let's Face the Issue 

2:3 4:30 5:30 MBS: Nick Carter 
5:30 ABC: Charlotte Greenwood Show 

2:4 4:45 5:45 CBS: William L. Shlrer 
3:0 5:00 6:00 CBS: Silver Theatre 
3:0 5:00 6:00 ABC: Radio Hall of Fame 
3:0 5:00 6:00 MBS: Quick as a Flash 
3:0 5:00 6:00 NBC: Catholic Hour 
8:0 6;30 NBC: Men at Sea 

6 :30 MBS: Upton Close 
6:30'ABC: Ice Box Follies 
6:30IABC: Report to the Nation 
6 :45 MBS: Dick Brown 
7:00 MBS: Opinion Requested 

4:00 6:00 7:00 ABC: Drew Pearson 
4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Wayne King Orchestra 
4:15 5:15 7:15 ABC: Don Gardiner, News 
8:30 6:30 7:30 ABC: Quiz Kids 
4 :30 6:30 7:30 NBC: Rogue's Gallery 
5:00 7:00 8:00 NBC: Frances Langford, Spike Jones 
8:30 7:00 

8:00 
CBS: Blondie 
MBS: Mediation Board 

8:15 ABC: Raymond Moley 
8:30 ABC: Joe E. Brown 

8:00 7:00 8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor 
5:30 7 :30 8 :30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey and Co. 
5 :45 7:45 8:45 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
5:55 7:5S 8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Radio Readers Digest 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: Steel Horizon 
7:00 8:00 9 :00 ABC: Walter Winchell 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry -Go -Round 
7:45 8:15 9:15 ABC: Hollywood Mystery Time 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Texaco Star Theatre, James 

Melton 
9:30 MBS: Cedric Foster 

6:30 8:30 9 :30 NBC: American Album of Familiar 
Music 

8:15 8:30 9:45 ABC: Jimmie Fidler 
9:45 MBS: Dorothy Thompson 

7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Take It or Leave It 
7:00 9:00 10:00 ABC: Theatre Guild Series 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Hour of Charm 

10:00 MBS: Earl Wilson Show 
7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: Meet Me at Parkey's 

9:30 10 :30 CBS: We the People 
10:30 MBS: What's the Good Word 

10:00'11 :00 CBS: Bill Costello 
10:15 11:15 NBC: Cesar Searchinger 

10:15 MBS: This is Helen Hayes 
10:30 10:30 11 :30 NBC: Pacific Story 

P L A T T E R P R O M O T I O N 

Usually, radio performers go through a 
dozen auditions before they land a con- 
tract. Not so Marshall Young, the baritone 
on the Arthur Godfrey network program, 
heard Monday through Friday at 9:15 A.M. 
(EWT) over CBS. Young didn't even have 
to appear for his audition. 

Godfrey was casting his show by record- 
ings only. Larry Puck, a talent scout for 
CBS, had heard Marshall sing at the Palmer 
House in Chicago and phoned the singer to 
send him a recording -if he had one. 

That was simple for Marshall. He had 
lots of recordings. He's a self -trained 
singer. He learned by listening to records 
made by headliners, and then made dozens 
of recordings of his own voice. The learn- 
ing came over a number of years of playing 
back his own records and criticizing them 
and perfecting his style to suit his own 
liking. 

Marshall is twenty -eight years old, and 
when you ask him about his pre- career 
life he shrugs his shoulders and says, "It 
was ordinary." He was educated in New 
York at the Abraham Lincoln High School 
and New York University. He worked as 
a draftsman for the Brewster Aeronautical 
Corporation for a time before going into 
the Army Air Force, from which he has 
been honorably discharged. 

Young broke into radio by singing on 
local stations at first. Then he got a job 
as featured singer with Bill McCune's or- 
chestra. Later, he worked with the Lee 
Castle and Bob Grant dance bands. It was 
all good experience, but a lot different 
from the job he's got now. 

"Now," he says, "I get up just about the 
time I used to get to bed -6:30 in the morn- 
ing -and hum on the subway all the way 
from Brooklyn to Manhattan. Humming 
loosens up the throat muscles." Of course, 
by the time he goes on the air for the re- 
peat broadcast at 3:30 in the afternoon, he's 
thoroughly warmed up. 

When he first got the job with Godfrey, 
Marshall used to get thrown off stride by 
the emcee's ad- libbing. It only took a few 
weeks, though, for him to gain poise and 
talk naturally at the microphone, regard- 
less of what was going on around him. 

Right in the beginning, Godfrey decided 
that Marshall would probably appeal to his 
feminine listeners and announced on the 
air that the ladies could have a picture of 
the singer simply by writing for it. The 
response was terrific. And, since photo- 
graphic material is so hard to get these 
days, Godfrey has kept remarkably quiet - 
his being quiet is kind of remarkable in 
any case -about making any more picture 
offers. 
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0:00 
9:00 
8:00 

Irrastern 

9:00 
9:00 
9:60 

War Time 

CBS: News 
ABC: Breakfast Club 
NBC. Ed East & Polly 

6:15 8:15 9:15 CBS: Arthur Godfrey 
9245 CBS: This Life Is Mine 

8 :15 9:01 16201 CBS: Valiant Lady 
9:80 10:00 ABC: My True Story 
9:00 10:00 NBC: Robert St. John 

111:15 NBC: Lora Lawton 
0 :30 9:15 10:15 CBS: Light of the World 
2 :80 9:38 10:38 CBS: Evelyn Winters 

10:30 ABC: Hymns of Ail Churches 
10:38 NBC: Road of Life 

2:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
7:45 9:45 11:45 ABC: Lisa Sergio 

11:45 NBC: Joyce Jordan 
18:10 11:11 CBS: Amanda 

8:81 10 :11 11:00 ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast 
3:00 10018 11:00 NBC: Fred Waring Show 

10:45 11 :15 CBS: Second Husband 
12 :30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Sing Along Club 
a all 18:38 11:30 ABC: Gilbert Martyn 

11230 NBC: The Soldier Who Came Home 
8:45 11145 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 

10:45 11:45 ABC: Ted Malone 
8 :45 18:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

12:88 ABC: Glamour Manor 
9 :88 11100 12:11 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9 :15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9 :30 11:38 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 

11:30 12:30 NBC: U. S. Navy Band 
9:30 11 :30 12:38 ABC: Farm and Home Makers 

11:30 MBS: Take It Easy Time 
9 :45 11 :45 12 :45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:88 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
18:80 12:00 1:011 ABC Baukhage Talking 
11:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
18:15 12:15 1:15 ABC: Constance Bennett 

12:45 1:45 ABC: Little Jack Little 
12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 

1:45 MBS: John J. Anthony 
10:45 12 :45 1:45 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1100 2:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy, News 

1:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue 
11:15 1:15 2:15 ABC: Ethel & Albert 
11:15 1 :15 2:1S NBC: Today's Children 
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Rosemary 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Woman in White 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason 
11:30 1:30 2:30 ABC: The Fitzgeralds 
11:45 1 :45 2 :45 CBS: Tena Si Tim 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:00 2:15 3:15 CBS; Michael Scott 
12:30 2:30 3:30 ABC: Ladies Be Seated 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 4:00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
12:30 2:45 3:45 CBS: Sing Along 
1:00 3 :00 4:00 CBS: House Party 

4:00 NBC: Backst..ge Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:15 ABC: Jack Berch 
4:15 MBS: Johnson Family 

1:30 3:30 4:30 ABC: Report from Abroad 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS Feature Story, Bob Trout 

4:45 ABC: Hop Harrigan 
1:45 3:45 4 :45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 

4:45 CBS: Johnson Family Singers 
2:15 4:00 5:00 CBS: Service Time 
2:00 4:00 5:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 

5 :00 MBS: Chick Carter 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy 
2:15 4:15 S:15 MBS: Superman 

5:31 MBS: House of Mystery 
5:38 5136 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong 

5236 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
5:30 CBS: Cimarron Tavern 

2:45 4 :45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
2:45 4:45 S:45 ABC: Singing Lady 

4 :45 5:45 CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk 
5 :45 MBS: Tom Mix 

5:08 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe 
6:80 NBC: Hoagy Carmichael 

5010 6:16 CBS: Bill Costello 
3:15 
3131 

5:15 
5215 

6:15 
615 

NBC: 
CBS: 

Serenade to America 
Jimmy Carroll, Songs 

5:30 6:30 CBS: Sally Moore, Contralto 
6 :45 ABC: Charlie Chan 

3:45 5145 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas 

3 :55 5 :55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch ide CBS: Ted Husing 
7:00 ABC: Headline Editor 

8:00 6:00 7 :00 NBC: Chesterfield Super Club 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Hedda Hopper's Hollywood) 

7:15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:30 9:30 7:30 CBS: Thanks to the Yanks 
4:30 6 :30 7:30 ABC: The Lone Ranger 

7:30 MBS: Bulldog Drummond 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
9:30 7:00 8:00 CBS: Vox Pop 
8:00 7:00 8:00 ABC: Lum & Abner 
8:15 7:15 8:15 ABC: News of Tomorrow 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Adventures of Mary 

Christmas 
5:30 7:30 8:30 ABC: Blind Date 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Voice of Firestone 
5:30 7:30 8:30 MBS: Sherlock Holmes 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Beulah 
6:00 8100 9:00 MBS. Gabriel Heatter 
9:00 0 :00 9 :00 NBC: The Telephone Hour 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: Rex Maupin's Orch. 
6:30 8 :30 9:30 NBC: Rise Steven's Show 
6:55 8:55 9:55 ABC: Coronet Story Teller R 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Screen Guild Players 
7:00 9:00 10 :00 ABC- Calling Tokyo R 

7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Contented Program 
10 :11 MBS: Leave It To Mike 

9:30 10:30 CBS: Stuart Erw(n Show 
7:30 9:30 10:30 N BC' Dr. I. Q. 
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TUESDAY 
r F Eastern War Time 

G V 8 :15 ABC: Your Life Today 
8:00 CBS: News 

8:00 9:00 ABC: Breakfast Club 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Ed East and Polly 
6:15 2:30 9:15 CBS: Arthur Godfrey 

9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
8:15 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

10:30 9:00 10:00 ABC: My True Story 
6 :45 9:45 NBC: Nation's Rations 

9:00 10:00 NBC: Robert St. John 
10 :15 NBC: Lora Lawton 

8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS: Light of the World 
2:00 9:30 10:30 CBS: Evelyn Winters 

10 :30 ABC: Hymns of Ali Churches 
10:30 NBC: Road of Life 

9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
10:45 NBC: Joyce Jordan 

10:00 11:00 CBS: Amanda 
8:00 10:00 11:00 ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC; Fred Waring Show 

10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
12:30 10 :30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11 :30 ABC: Gilbert Martyn 

11:30 NBC: The Soldier Who Came Horn 
11:30 MBS: Take It Easy Time 

8:45 10:15 11:15 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 10:45 11:45 ABC: Ted Malone 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

12:00 ABC: Glamour Manor 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:15 11:15 12 :15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:15 12:15 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 ABC: Farm and Home Makers 

11:30 12:30 NBC: Army Air Forces Band 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12 :00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC: Baukhage Talking 
10:00 12:00 1:00 NBC: Sketches in Melody 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:1a 12 :15 1 :15 ABC: Constance Bennett 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 

1:30 MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Britto 
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 

12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 
1:45 MBS: John J. Anthony 

11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy. News 
11:45 1:15 2:15 ABC: Ethel & Albert 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Rosemary 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Woman in White 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason 
11:30 1:30 2 :30 ABC: The Fitzgeralds 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Tena & Tim 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

3:00 CBS: Milton Bacon 
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:00 2:15 3:15 CBS: Michael Scott 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

2:45 3:45 CBS: Sing Along 
3:45 ABC: "Yours Alone" 

12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
3:30 ABC: Ladies Be Seated 

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 4:00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis 

1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 

4:15 ABC: Jack Berch 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout 

3:40 4:45 CBS: Johnson Family Singers 
4:45 ABC: Hop Harrigan 

1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
4:45 CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs 

2:00 4:00 5:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:00 5 :00 CBS: Service Time 
2:15 4:00 5:00 MBS: Chick Carter 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy 
S:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5 :30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 

5:30 CBS: Cimarron Tavern 
5 :30 MBS: House of Mystery 

5:45 5:45 5:45 ABC: Singing Lady 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 

5:45 CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk 
5:45 MBS: Tom Mis 

5100 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe 
9:30 5:15 6:15 CBS: Edwin C. Hill 
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 

5:30 6:30 NBC: Clem McCarthy, Sports 
6:40 CBS: Eileen Farrell & Sally Moran 
6:45 ABC: Charlie Chan 

3:35 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas 

3:55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club 
4:00 6:00 7:00 ABC: Headline Editor 
8:00 CBS: Ted- Husing 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Danny O'Neil 

7:15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing 
4:15 6 :15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 

7:30 ABC: County Fair 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: American Melody Hour 

6:30 7:30 NBC: Everything for the Boys 
90 0 7 :00 8:00 CBS: Big Town 
8:30 7:00 8:00 ABC: Lum & Abner 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Ginny Simms 
8 :15 7 :15 8:15 ABC: News of Tomorrow 

8 :30 ABC: Alan Young Show 
5:30 7 :30 8:30 NBC: A Date with Judy 
9:00 7:30 8:30 CBS: Theatre of Romance 

8 :30 MBS: Roy Rogers Show 
5 :55 7:30 8:55 CBS Bill Henry 
6:00 7:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 ABC: Guy Lombardo 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: inner Sanctum 
6:30 8:30 9 :30 CBS: The Doctor Fights 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: Saludos Amigos 
6:30 9:30 9:30 NBC: Victor Borge 
6:30 8:30 9 :30 NIBS: American Forum of the Air 
6:55 8:55 9 :55 ABC: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 MBS: John S. Hughes 
7:00 9:00 10:00ABC: Sumner Welles 

R 7:00 9 :00 10:00 NBC: Man Called X 
7:00 9:00 10 :00 ( BS: Service to the Front 

R 10 :15 ABC: Janet Flanner from Paris 
10:30 10:30 10:30 CBS: Congress Speaks 

10 :30 MBS: Wings for Tomorrow 
7:30 'NBC: Sigmund Romberg Orchestre 
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11:15; CBS: Joan Brooks 

WHAT YOU'D CALL A TROUPER 
In these days of avid curiosity about the 

little -known countries of the Eastern war 
fronts, there's an actress in the NBC studios 
who can give you all the answers. She's 
Muriel Starr, the "Mrs. Garvin" of the 
Young Widder Brown serial- Monday 
through Friday at 4:45 P.M. (EWT) over 
the NBC network. From first -hand ex- 
perience, Miss Starr knows the cities and 
obscure places of every continent, island 
and peninsula on the globe. 

She was born in a lumber camp near 
Montreal, Canada -which is a far cry from 
the glitter of Broadway, where she was to 
be a star just seventeen years later. Her 
first appearance on the glamor street came 
when, at the age of five, she was brought 
to New York to act in a play written by 
a friend of the family. She was seen in 
that performance by Harry Miner, one of 
the most successful producers of that day, 
and immediately engaged to appear with 
James A. Hearn in "Shore Acres." 

After that beginning, Miss Starr hardly 
missed a season in the theatre. She ap- 
peared with De Wolfe Hopper and many 
of the matinee idols of the period. At 
thirteen she even conformed with theatri- 
cal tradition by being stranded with a com- 
pany in a small town in Connecticut. 
Luckily, another traveling company ap- 
peared there very soon and Miss Starr 
was able to replace the leading lady in 
that company. She played the part of a 
mother with a child of five -and did it 
well. Off stage, she continued to wear her 
long brown hair in a braid hanging down 
her back. 

By the time she was fifteen Miss Starr 
was doing a dramatic sketch in vaudeville 
with William Hawtrey, a distinguished 
British actor. The name of the sketch was 
"The Child Wife," which was appropriate 
enough. Miss Starr's seventeenth birthday 
found her a full- fledged star on Broadway. 
She signed a long term contract with Oliver 
Morosco for his production of "The Truth 
Wagon." After that play's Broadway run, 
Miss Starr went with the show to the West 
Coast. Then came an offer to go to Aus- 
tralia for six months. Miss Starr took 
that offer and with it the first step on a 
series of theatrical journeys that was to take 
her to practically every part of the world. 

After leaving Australia, she acted in the 
East Indies, New Zealand, India, the Orient, 
Africa, London and the European conti- 
nent. She returned to Broadway only once 
in 20 years to appear in "John Hawthorne" 
with Warren William. Then, seven years 
ago, she came back for good, played in 
Maxwell Anderson's "The Star Wagon" and 
decided to retire. 

But before long idleness palled and radio 
beckoned. In a very short time, Miss Starr 
had a score of dramatic parts to her credit 
in this field. too, among them roles in 
Just Plain Bill, Amanda of Honeymoon 
Hill, Kitty Foyle and Young Widder Brown. 

WEDNES DAY 
i- Eastern War Time 

C u 8:15 ABC: Your Life Today 
8:30 ABC: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9:00 ABC: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Ed East & Polly 
6:15 2:30 9:10 CBS: Arthur Godfrey 

8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
8:15 9:30 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 
6:45 9 :45 NBC: Nation's Rations 

9:00 10:00 NBC: Robert St. John 
10:30 9:00 10:00 ABC: My True Story 

10:15 NBC: Lora Lawton 
8:30 9115 10:15 CBS: Light of the World 
2:00 9:30 10:30 CBS: Evelyn Winters 

10 :30 ABC: Hymns of All Churches 
10:30 NBC: Road of Life 

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:40 10:45 ABC: The Listening Post 

10:45 NBC: Joyce Jordan 
8:00 10:00 11:00 ABC: Torn Breneman's Breakfast 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Fred Waring Show 

10:00 11:00 CBS: Amanda 
10:45 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 

1213 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:3 10:30 11:30 ABC: Gilbert Martyn 

11:30 NBC: The Soldier Who Cams Home 
11:30 MBS: Take It Easy Time 

8:4 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:4 10:45 11:45 ABC: Ted Malone 
8:4 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

12:00 ABC: Glamour Manor 
9:0 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 

11:00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:1 11:15 12:15 CBS. BIg Sister 

11:30 12:30 NBC: U. S. Air Force Band 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9 :30 11:30 12:30 ABC: Farm and Home Makers 
9:45 11 :45 12 :45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 
10:00 12:00 1 :00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10115 12 :15 1:15 ABC: Constance Bennett 
10:a0 12:30 1 :30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 

12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 
10:45 12:45 1:45 ABC: Three Pianos 

2:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy, Neva 
11:00 1:00 2 :00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue 
12:15 1:15 2:15 ABC: Ethel & Albert 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:15 1:15 2 :15 CBS: Rosemary 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason 
11:30 1:30 2:30 ABC: The Fitzgeralds 
11 :30 1 :30 2:30 NBC: Wmoan in White 
11145 1:45 2 :45 CBS: Tena & Ti m 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 

3:00 CBS: Milton Bacon 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 CBS: Michael Scott 
12:30 2:30 3 :30 CBS: Sing Along Club 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 

3:30 ABC: Ladies Be Seated 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 

12:30 3:45 CBS: Sing Along 
1:00 3:00 4:00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:00 3 :00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:00 3:00 4 :00 CBS: House Party 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:15 ABC: Beautiful Music 
4 :30 CBS: Feature Song, Bob Trout 

1:30 3:30 4:30 ABC: 1 li Buy That 
1:30 3:30 4:30 MBS: True Detective Mystery 
1:30 3 :30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

4 :49 ABC: Hop Harrigan 
1 :30 3:45 4:45 CBS: Johnson Family Singers 
1:45 3:45 4145 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:15 4:00 5:00 CBS: Service Time 
2:00 4 :00 5:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Porta Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy 

4:30 5:30 CBS: Cimarron Tavern 
5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 S:30 MBS: Superman 
2130 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bili 
5:45 5 :45 5:35 ABC: Singing Lady 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 

5:45 CBS: The Sparrow and the Hawk 
5100 6 :00 CBS: Quincy Howe. News 

6:00 ABC: Kiernan's News Corner 
5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello 

3:30 5:15 6:15 CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs 
3 :15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 

5:30 6:30 CBS: Eileen Farrell 
6:40 NBC: Clem McCarthy 
6:45 ABC: Charlie Chan 
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas 

3:55 6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 
7:00 ABC: Headline Edition 
7:15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing 

8:00 6 :00 7:00 NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club 
8 :00 CBS: Ted Husing 
8 :15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Danny O'Neil. Songs 
4:00 NBC: This Woman's Secret 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 
9:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Adventures of Ellery Queen 

6:30 7 :30 ABC: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6 :45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: The Saint 
8:00 7:00 8:00 ABC: Lum 'n' Abner 
9:15 7:00 8 :00 MBS: Cal Tinney 
9:00 8:00 NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North 
8 :15 7:15 8:15 ABC News of Tomorrow 
8 :30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Dr. Christian 

7:30 8:30 MBS: Fresh Up Show 
8:30 7 :30 8:30 ABC: Fishing and Hunting Club 
Os30 7130 8:30 NBC: Billie Burke 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 ABC: Curtain Time -Dram 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Crime Photographer 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Nora Martin. Leonard Sues 
6:30 8:30 8:30 CBS: Detect & Collect 
6:30 8:30 9 :30 ABC: Jones & I -Drama 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: Mr. District Attorney 

9:30 NIBS: Brownstone Theatre 
6:55 8:55 9 :55 ABC: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9 :00 10:0 CBS: Great Moments in Music 
7:00 9 :00 10:00 NBC: Phil Harris & Orchestra 
7:00 9:00 10:0 ABC: Counter Spy 

10:0 MBS: Human Adventure 
7:30 CBS: Milton Berle 

9:30 10:3 CBS: The Colonel 
10:3 ABC: Radie Harris 
10:30 NIBS: Between Us Girls 

1:30 NBC Dance Band 



THURSDAY 
IF 

0: 

f 
:.i 

Eastern 

8:15 

War Time 

ABC: Your Life Today 
8:00 9:00 ABC: Breakfast Club: 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Ed East and Polly 
6:15 2:30 9:15 CBS: Arthur Godfrey 

8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
6 :45 9:45 NBC: Nation's Rations 
8:15 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

10:30 9:00 10:00 ABC: My True Story 
10:15 NBC: Lora Lawton 

9:00 10:00 NBC: Robert St. John 
8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS: Light of the World 

9:30 10:30 NBC: Road of Life 
2:00 10:30 CBS: Evelyn Winters 

10:30 ABC: Hymns of All Churches 
12:45 9:45 10 :45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 

9:45 10:45 ABC: The Listening Post 
10:45 NBC: Joyce Jordan 

10:00 11:00 CBS: Amanda 
8:00 10:00 11:00 ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast 
8 :00 10 :00 11:00 NBC: Fred Waring Show 

10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
12:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 ABC: Gilbert Martyn 

11:30 NBC: The Soldier Who Came Home 
8:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:40 10:45 11:45 ABC: Ted Malone 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

12:00 ABC: Glamour Manor 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 

11:00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 

12:15 CBS: Irene Beasley 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 ABC: Farm and Home Makers 

11:30 12:30 NBC: Sky High 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 ABC: Constance Bennett 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 

1:30 MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Britt 
10:40 12:45 1:45 ABC: Little Jack Little 
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 

12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue 

2:15 ABC: Ethel and Albert 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason 
11:30 1:30 2:30 ABC, The Fitzgeralds 
11:30 1:30 2:10 NBC: Woman in White 
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Rosemary 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Tena & Tim 
11:45 1:45 2:45 Hymns of All Churches 

3:00 CBS Milton Bacon 
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers! 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 

3:15 ABC: Appointment with Life 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 CBS: Michael Scott 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC Pepper Young's Family 

3:30 ABC: Ladies, Be Seated 
3:45 ABC: Yours Alone 

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:30 3:45 CBS: Sing Along 

12:45 2:45 4:00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:15 ABC: Jack Berch 
1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS: Feature Song. Bob Trout 
1:30 3:30 4:30 ABC: Report from Abroad 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:45 4:45 CBS: Johnson Family Songs 

4:45 ABC: Hop Harrigan 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 

4:45 CBS: Milt Herth Trio 
2:10 4:00 5:00 CBS: Service Time 
2:00 4:00 5:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy 

4:30 5:30 CBS: Cimarron Tavern 
5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MSS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
5:45 5:45 5:45 ABC: Singing Lady 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 

5:45 CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk 
5:00 6:00 CBS: World News 
5:15 6:15 CBS: Calling Pan America 

3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 
5:30 6:30 CBS: On Your Mark -Ted Husing 
S:30 6:40 NBC: Clem McCarthy 

3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas 
6:45 ABC: Charlie Chan 

3:55 6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club 

7:00 ABC: Headline Edition 
8:00 CBS: Ted Husing 

7:15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 

7:45 ABC: Chester Bowles 
'4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Mr. Keen 
6:30 6:30 7:30 NBC: Bob Burns 
8:00 7:00 8:00 ABC: Lum 'n' Abner 
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Suspense 
8:15 7:15 8:15 ABC: News of Tomorrow 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: G. I. Lais 
5:30 7:30 8:30 ABC: America's Town Meeting 
9:00 8:30 NBC: Adventures of Topper 

8:30 MBS: Agatha Christie's Poirot 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Morton Gould 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Kraft Music Hall 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: Variations by Van Cleve 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Corliss Archer 

9:30 MBS: Treasure Hour of Song 
9 :30 NBC: Jack Haley 

6:55 8:55 9:55 ABC: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: The First Line 
1:00 9:00 10:00 ABC: Trans -Atlantic Quiz 

10:00 MBS. Arch Oboler's Plays 
7:3 9:45 10:30 CBS: Romance, Rhythm & Ripley 
7:3 9:30 10:30 ABC: March of Ti me 
7:3 10:30 NBC: Rudy Vallee 

10 :0 11:00 CBS: John Daly, News 

LITTLE MISS CONTRARY 
When Gus Edwards left New York for 

Hollywood, his last words to his niece, Joan 
Edwards, were, "Stay out of show business." 

How dutifully Joan followed her uncle's 
advice is shown by the fact that now she's 
one of the featured singers on Your Hit 
Parade, heard Saturday evenings over CBS, 
and is recognized as one of the top popular 
singers of the country. 

Joan is a bona fide New Yorker, having 
been born in the Big City in 1919. She at- 
tended George Washington High School and 
managed to squeeze in a college education 
at Hunter College. She was already busy 
with her career, but, by persuading the 
Dean to reshuffle her classes at Hunter, she 
found time between studies to become a 
pianist and singer on a local New York 
radio station. 

Joan studied music at Hunter, special- 
izing in singing and piano. When she was 
graduated, she went on the radio as a 
full time singer. Rudy Vallee heard one of 
her programs and invited her to do a guest 
shot on his show. That guest appearance 
stretched into an eight -month tour of the 
country with Vallee and his orchestra. 

Setting off on another track, Joan or- 
ganized her own orchestra for a network 
sustaining program. That was the show that 
sold her to Paul Whiteman, who signed her 
as a vocalist for his own program. Joan 
stayed with Whiteman for two years. 

Then, Joan again felt the need for a 
change. After the termination of her con- 
tract with the Whiteman orchestra, Joan 
kept busy as a guest star on many of the 
top programs. She sang with George Jessel 
and on Duffy's Tavern as well as many 
variety programs. Simultaneously, she 
tackled night spots and had long engage- 
ments at the Cafe Pierre, George White's 
"Gay White Way," the Hotel New Yorker 
and in Boston at the Copley Plaza. All of 
which was lucrative and interesting, but 
radio remained the first love of her heart. 

So, in 1941, Joan signed a contract as one 
of the featured vocalists on Your Hit Parade 
and has been there ever since. 

Joan's life is a very well- rounded one. 
She's not just a career girl. She's married 
to Jules Schachter, a CBS staff violinist, 
and they have a small daughter, Judith. 
One of Joan's hobbies is a very practical 
one-cooking. The hobby part comes in 
because she likes to make what she cooks 
attractive to the eye as well as the palate. 
Her lamb stew is something quite differ- 
ent from the pedestrian kind. 

Eventually, Joan says, she wants to write 
music and make her own arrangements. 
She already has one song to her credit - 
did you know she wrote "And So It Ended ?" 
Sooner or later -as her busy schedule allows 
-she insists there will be many more. 

Stay out of show business, the way her 
uncle advised? Joan is a smart enough girl 
not to need advice. At any rate, she couldn't 
pay much attention to this particular bit. 

FRIDAY 

o: ú 
8:00 

Eastern 

8:15 
8:15 
9:00 

War Time 

ABC: Your Life Today 
NBC: Do You Remember 
ABC: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Ed East and Polly 
6:15 2:15 9:15 NBC: Arthur Godfrey 

8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Nation's Rations 
8:1 9:1 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

9:0 10:00 ABC: My True Story 
10:15 NBC: Lora Lawton 

9:0 10:01 NBC: Robert St. John 
8:30 9:1 10:15 CBS: Light of the World 
2:00 9:3 10:30 

10 :30 
CBS: 
ABC: 

Evelyn Winters 
Hymns of All Churches 

10:30 NBC: Road of Life 
12:45 9:4 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 

10:45 NBC: Joyce Jordan 
9:4 10:4s ABC: The Listening Post 

8:0 10:0 11:00 ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast 
8:0 10:0 

10:0 
11:01 
11:00 

NBC: 
CBS: 

Fred Waring Show 
Honeymoon Hill 

10:1 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
12 :3 10:0 11:00 CBS: Sing Along 
8:3 10:3 11:30 ABC: Gilbert Martyn 

11:30 NBC: The Soldier Who Came Home 
8:4 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:4 10:45 11:45 ABC: Ted Malone 
8:4 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 

12:00 ABC: Glamour Manor 
9:0 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:1 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 

12:30 NBC: IJ. S. Marine Band 
9:3 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:3 11:30 12:30 ABC: Farm and Home Makers 
9:4 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:1 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
16:0 12:10 1:00 ABC: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 ABC: Constance Bennett 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
11:31 12:30 1:311 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 

12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1:00 2:1111 ABC: John B. Kennedy, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue 
11:L5 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 

2:15 ABC: Ethel and Albert 
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Rosemary 
11:30 1:00 2 :00 CBS: Perry Mason 
11 :30 1:30 2:30 ABC: The Fitzgeralds 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Woman in White 
11:45 1:45 2:4S CBS: Tena & Tim 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Betty Crocker 
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 

3:15 ABC: Appointment with Life 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 CBS: Michael Scott 
2:30 3:30 CBS: Sing Along Club 

3:30 ABC: Ladies, Be Seated 
12:30 2:30 3:311 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 

3 :45 CBS: Bob Trout 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12 :45 2:45 4 :00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party 
1:00 3 :00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:15 ABC: Jack Berch 
1:25 4:30 CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout 
3:116 4 :38 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:31 2:38 4:30 ABC: Report from Abroad 
1:30 3:45 4:45 CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs 

4:45 ABC: Hop Harrigan 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 

4:45 CBS: Johnson Family, Songs 
2 :15 4:00 5:00 CBS: Service Time 
2:00 4:00 6:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life 
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy 

4:30 5:30 CBS: Cimarron Tavern 
5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:15 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
5:45 5:45 5:15 ABC: Captain Midnight 
2:45 5:15 CBS: Wilderness Road 

5 :45 CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk 
5:45 ABC: Singing Lady 

5:00 6 :00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News 
6 :00 ABC: Kiernan's News Corner 

3:30 5:15 6:15 CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs 
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 

5 :30 6:30 CBS: Sally Moore & Eileen Farrell 
6:40 NBC: Clem McCarthy 
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas 
6:48 ABC: Charlie Chan 

3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:55 5:55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch 

8 :00 
10:00 

6:01 
7:01 
7:011 

CBS: 
NBC: 

Ted Husing 
Chesterfield Music Shop 

7:00 ABC: Headline Edition 
6:15 7:15 CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs 

7 :15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing 
4:00 NBC: This Woman's Secret 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Jerry Wayne Show 

6:30 7 :30 ABC: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7 :45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: The Aldrich Family 
8:00 7:00 8:00 ABC: Pages of Melody 
9:15 7:00 8 :00 MBS: Cecil Brown 

7:00 8:00 NBC: Highways in Melody -Paul 
La valle 

8:30 ABC: This Is Your FBI 
8:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Correction Please 

9:30 8:30 CBS: Adventures of the Thin Man 
8 :30 MBS: Freedom of Opportunity 

5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
8:30 8:00 9:00 ABC: Famous Jury Trials, 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8 :00 9:00 NBC: Waltz Time 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Those Websters 
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: Death Valley Sheriff 
6 :30 8:30 9:30 MRS: Double or Nothing 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: People Are Funny 
6:55 8:55 9:55 ABC, Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Du nninger 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Durante and Moore 0 

10:00 ABC: Man from G -2 
7:30 10:30 CBS: Harry James and Band 
7 :30 10:30 NBC: Bill Stern 

10:30 ABC: The Doctor Talks It Over 
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SATURDAY 
Eastern War Time 
8:00 CBS. News of the World 
8:00 ABC. News 
8:00 NBC News 

FF 
8:15 CBS: Music of Today 
8:15 NBC Richard Leibert, Organist 

a. V 8:30 
8:30 

CBS. 
ABC: 

Missus Goes A- Shopping 
United Nations News, Review 

8:45 CBS Margaret Brien 
8:45 NBC: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS Press News 
8:00 9:00 ABC: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC Home Is What You Make it 
8:15 9:15 CBS The Garden Gate 

9:30 CBS: Country Journal 
9:30 NBC: Encores 

8:45 9:45 CBS: David Shoop Ore 

9:00 10:00 CBS: Youth on Parade 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Archie Andrews 

11:00 9:30 10:30 CBS Mary Lee Taylor 
9:30 10:30 ABC: What's Cooking -Variety 

10:30 NBC: Bern Masson. Tenor 
9:00 9:40 10:45 NBC: Alex Drier 
8:00 10:00 11:00 ABC: Johnny Thompson 

11:00 NBC: First Piano Qu 
1:30 11:05 CBS: Let's Pretend 
8:30 10:30 11:30 ABC: The Land of the Lost 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Smllin' Ed McConnell 

11:30 MBS: Hookey Hail 
11:45 ABC. Chatham Shopper 

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS. Theater of Today 
9:00 11:00 12:00 ABC: Piano Playhouse 

11:00 12:00 NBC: News 
9:15 11:15 12:15 NBC. Consumer Time 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Stars Over Hollywood 
9 :30 11 :30 12:30 ABC: Farm Bureau 
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC: Atlantic Spotlight 

1:00 NBC The V 's Aid 
10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Grand Centrai Station 
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC Fun Canteen 

1:15 NBC: Music As You Like It 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS. Elliot Lawrence, Orch 

1:30 NIBS. Symphonies for Youth 
1:00 12:45 1:45 CBS: Report from Washington 

10:45 12:45 1:45 NBC: John Mac Vane from 
2:00 ABC: News 

1:00 2:00 CBS: Of Men and Books 
2:00 NBC: Musicians 
2:15 CBS, Adventures in Science 
2:15 ABC. Hidden Valley Gang 

11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Sky High 
2:30 CBS: Carolina Hayride 
2:30 ABC. It's a Hit 
3:00 NBC: Symphony 

12:00 3:00 CBS: The Land Is Bright 
3:00 ABC: Saturday Senior Swing 

2:30 3:30 CBS: Syncopation Piece 
4:00 CBS: Report from Washington 
4:00 ABC: Saturday Symphony 
4:15 CBS. Report from Overseas 
4:30 NBC: Music on Display 
4:30 MBS: Music for Half an Hour 
4:45 CBS: Report from 
5:00 ABC: Duke Ellington 

2:00 5:00 ('BS We Deliver the Goods 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC Grand Hotel 

5:00 MBS Sports Parade 

2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: John W. reook 
3:30 4:45 5:45 NBC: Tin Pan Alley of the Air 

6:00 MBS: Hall of Montezuma 
3:15 6:00 NBC: I Sustain the Wings 

5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe 

3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS. People's Platform 
3:15 5:15 6:15 ABC: Storyland Theater 
3:30 5:30 6:50 ABC: Edward Tomlinson 

6:30 MBS: Hawaii Calls 
3:4! 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:45 5:45 6:45 NBC: Religion in the News 

3:55 5 :55 6:55 CBS: Bob Trout 
4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: The American Story 

7:00 MBS American Eagle in Britain 
7:15 ABC: Leland Stowe 

4:30 6:30 7:30 ABC Meet Your Navy 
7:30 MBS: Arthur Hale 

7015 7100 8:00 CBS: Mayor of the Town 
8:00 M ES. Frank Singiser 

5:30 7:30 8:30 ABC: Boston Symphony Orch 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS Viva America 

8:30 MBS. Symphony of America 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS'. Ned Calmer 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS. Your Hit 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC National Barn Dance 

6:30 8:30 9:3 
30 MBS 

Can You Top This 
Jean Goldkette's Orchestra 

9:30 MBS Calling Ail Detectives 

6:45 8:45 9:45 CBS. Satur fight Serenade 
9:55 ABC: Coronet Quiz 

10:00 MBS T of the Air 
10:00 ABC: Hoosier Hop 
10:15 CBS Assignment Home 

R 

7:30 9:3 10:30 
10:30 

NBC: 
.ABC. 

Grand Oie Opry 
Hayloft Hoedown 

R 10:45 9:4 5 10:45 CBS Talks 

10:0 11:00 ( BS Ned Calmer, News 

11:1 11:30 ABC Hoosier HOP 
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(Continued from page 8) 
name was unknown to the record corn- 
pany and her southern accent didn't 
help matters too much. At any rate, the 
labeler was fooled to the extent that 
the record carries the credit, "Singer, 
Dinah Shaw." 

* * * 

Get set, everybody. Fred Allen 
couldn 't stand it any longer. He's corn- 
ing back on the air, starting any day 
now -and will be heard on Sunday 
evenings at 8:30 P.M. (EWT) over the 
NBC network. 

Well, we've missed him and his wry 
humor maybe a lot more than he's 
missed handing it out. It should work 
out well all around. 

e * * 

Did you know that Norman Corwin's 
terrific V -E Day script, "On A Note Of 
Triumph" has been recorded? The Co- 
lumbia Recording Corporation has put 
it out in an album -twelve sides, and 
costing $6.50 for the set. It's also been 
published in book form by Simon and 
Shuster. 

e e e 

The way we see it -there can't be too 
many ways to keep this script around 
and available to everyone. It should be 
made required reading throughout the 
country for the duration of the war - 
and for as long afterwards as it might 
seem necessáry to make sure that every 
last citizen of these'United States has 
learned the bitter lessons of this war - 
learned them so well that they will 
never be forgoten. 

* * e 

Another did you know -the Quiz 
Kids and their Quizmaster, Joe Kelly, 
are starred in a new 18- minute film, 
titled "Kids Must Eat." Schools, civic 
groups and other organizations can ob- 
tain the 16 mm. film from the U. S. 
Department of Agriculture without 
charge except for the mailing cost. 

e * e 

News analyst, Quizmaster and Special 
Events Director all wrapped up in a 
six -foot -two package is the Yankee 
Network's Lester Smith. A Dartmouth 
man who began his career in 1936 as 
special correspondent and sportswriter 
for the Boston American, Smith carries 
on for Cedric Foster, coast -to -coast 
Mutual news analyst, in the two o'clock 
spot, while Foster is on vacation, and 
at present while he is a Navy Corre- 

Triple- threat man 
of the Yankee Net- 
work -Les Smith, 
who finds his time 
pretty well filled 
by his jobs as quiz- 
master, Director 
of Special Events, 
and news analyst. 

spondent in the South Pacific, broad- 
casting whenever battle conditions 
permit. 

He also presents the story behind in- 
ternational news headlines to a nation- 
wide audience for Bill Cunningham, 
while Bill is in Germany covering the 
trial of war criminals. 

In addition to newscasting, Les is 
an expert quizmaster, performing 
Monday through Friday on Quizzing 
the Wives, and every Friday night on 
the Quiz of Two Cities. 

All special events broadcasts of the 
Yankee Network are handled by Les. 
New Englanders are still talking about 
the job he did ad- libbing for fifty - 
five minutes before General George S. 
Patton Jr. arrived at the Hatch 
Memorial Shell to start his first radio 
talk since arriving from Europe. And 
he could have duplicated the perform- 
ance in German, French or Spanish. 
Versatility is his middle name. 

* * * 

GOSSIP AND STUFF FROM ALL 
OVER . . . Paul Lavalle, director of 
Highways in Melody, is composing a 
symphony for victory. It will be pre- 
sented on V -J Day. It's called "Liberty 
Symphony" and is dedicated to the 
memory of Franklin D. Roosevelt. . 

Fifty former members of the Fred War- 
ing troupe are now in the service... . 

Tommy Dorsey and his equally famous 
brother Jimmy are going to make a 
screen biography of their careers. . . 

Truth and Consequences is going to be 
broadcast from Hollywood perma- 
nently. The climate seems to have got 
Ralph Edwards. . Mutual's show 
Queen For A Day is being made into 
a million dollar movie.... Van John- 
son is playing a leading role in the film 
being made by MGM, based on the life 
and career of Guy Lombardo. 
Maggie O'Brien has been signed to do 
a series of guest appearances on the 
Radio Theatre and with Edgar Bergen. 

. You'll probably be hearing Mickey 
Rooney starred in a network variety 
show -depending only on the whims of 
the Army.... Harry Von Zell is going 
to announce the new Joan Davis show. 

Burl Ives is in Hollywood on a 
$25,000 per picture deal with 20th Cen -! 
tur Fox. . Modest little Polly East 
of Fun and Folly with Ed East and 
Polly recently made her 16th blood do-' 
nation to the American Red Cross.l! 
Where do you stand in that kind of 
activity? 



 

S/iecEngaged!Shei.Lovely ./She usesPndsf 

SHIRLEYAN GIBBS HELPS A SOLDIER make a 
record to send home. She has been taking a special 
course in Occupational Therapy to fit her for workj 
with convalescents in the hospital- bringing the 
patients cheery diversions like the record machine 
in the picture, teaching arts and crafts planned to 
re- educate stiff muscles. Many more girls and women 
are needed to help in this important work. Can't 
you volunteer in your community? 

ANOTHER POND'S BRIDE- TO -BE- Shirleyan Gibbs' engagement was announced in May 

Alq0dmei 
to wed James E. Scripps, Merchant Marine Officer 

OFFLY curling dark hair, wide -spaced, 
velvety -brown eyes, patrician clear -cut 

features -that is Shirleyan. 
And her fine, smooth complexion has that 

clear, fresh satiny "Pond's look" you'll no- 
tice about so many engaged girls these days. 

"I really love Pond's Cold Cream," she 
says. "It's so soft and silky, and it does a 
perfectly grand cleansing job." 

SHIRLEYAN'S COMPLEXION is one of her 
greatest charms -and the cream she uses to help 
guard its fresh "soft- smooth" look is Pond's! 

This is her quick Pond's Beauty Care .. . 

She smooths on Pond's fluffy -soft Cold 
Cream generously. Pats it lightly all over 
her face and throat to help loosen dirt and 
make -up. Tissues off carefully. 

She "rinses" with more Pond's, sliding 
cream -covered fingers all over her face with 
little spiral strokes. "It's this extra cleans- 
ing and softening that's so special," she 

SHIRLEYAN'S RING 
is unusually lovely - 
a marquise diamond 
surrounded by small 
diamonds. 

says. "Twice -over cleansing is just twice as 
good, I think." 

Copy Shirleyan's beauty care with Pond's 
Cold Cream, every night and morning -for 
in- between clean -ups, too. It's no accident 
so many more women usé Pond's than any 
other face cream at any price. 

Get a big Pond's jar today -the big wide - 
topped jars are a joy to use! 
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I'm curling my 

hair one -handed! 

It's the new GAYLA "easy- lock" 
curler which snaps in place almost 
automatically, without fumbling 
and without snagging or cutting the 
hair. 

If you "do" your own hair, you 
know how tiring it can be! But not 
with this curler! It's marvelous! ... 
Not only easy on your hair and pa- 
tience, but actually safer to use. And 
it gives you lovely curls! 

No other curler like it! 
EASIER... Unique patented feature: 
Snaps closed easily, with one hand, 
from any position. 

When opened, loop is firm, con- 
venient handle for winding. 
SAFER ... No projecting rivets to catch 
hair. 

The distinctive open end means no 
cutting or mashing of hair. 

.......,. 
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I Believe in You 
(Continued from page 36) 

can be whole just of themselves." I 
argued. "People are the product of 
what they inherit." 

There was something very thought- 
ful in the way Duncan's brows drew to- 
gether. "Let's look at the facts." He 
was wholly the scientist now. "Mr. and 
Mrs. Deming trained you, but they 
must have had good material to work 
with. As for my brother, does he ex- 
pect to have a pedigree with his wife, 
as he does with some prize animal he 
buys ?" He smiled a little, but it was 
a taut smile. "Don't pay any attention 
to his ideas -he'll get over them." 

They were my ideas, too -at least, I 
had always agreed with Don. But Dun- 
can had a way of making fears seem 
ridiculous and barriers vanish. Sun - 
denly the day seemed even brighter 
and, impulsively, I spurred Copper on. 

"Come on -I'll race you!" I dared 
him over my shoulder. 

We galloped side by side over the 
last half -mile, my blood tingling with 
the hard, fast rhythm of the race, my 
hair flying behind me, and Duncan's 
face lit up with a rare, reckless gayety. 
We both had to pull in hard to stop 
in time at Red Rock and we were both 
laughing when Duncan came over to 
help me down from my saddle. 

I slid down between his arms, my 
hands coming to rest on his shoulders. 

I was startled. Startled, suddenly, to 
find in the breadth of his shoulders, 
in the hard circle of his arms, a 
strength such as I had never experi- 
enced before. Not even with Don had 
I ever known this quick certainty of 
protection and security -and a tense 
power behind that strength. We were 
motionless, both of us, and for a mo- 
ment I seemed to be recapturing some- 
thing that had happened to me before. 
Something that had to do with the 
darkness -and a man walking toward 
me -and his arms around me. 

While he got out his tools and in- 
struments, and later, while he moved 
from one spot to another, chipping 
away ,at the rock, squatting on his heels 
sometimes to examine more closely the 
rock strata, I followed him and we 
talked. Sometimes he asked the ques- 
tions and sometimes I did, but between 
us we covered as much of my child- 
hood as I could remember and as much 
as Duncan could recall of his conversa- 
tions with Mother. It was fruitless. 

I was discouraged, and while we ate 

Ommollageo 

lunch I tried to tell Duncan why. 
"If only it weren't so important. I 

feel as though we were groping in the 
dark with nothing to guide us ... the 
locket isn't much good or the in- 
itials . , !" I balanced the little gold 
oval in my hand and studied it, for 
the fiftieth time. 

"Are you sure it is important to you, 
Joanne? Suppose you never do find 
out, is it going to make much dif- 
ference?" 

I had a hard time speaking. My 
throat was choked. "I want a normal, 
natural life. I want children. It 
wouldn't be fair this way." 

"Fair ?" His hand came over and 
closed on mine. "A child would be for- 
tunate to have you for a mother. And 
any man proud to call you his wife." 
He kept his eyes carefully on the glow- 
ing tip of his cigarette. "You are the 
best proof we could ever find of what 
kind of people. your family were. 

"Joanne, who were the early set- 
tlers? All kinds of people -from cities 
and farms and factories. All kinds of 
nationalities and races. And they in- 
termarried. That's why Don's theory is 
wrong. Some animals can in- breed, but 
not humans. That's what made the 
Germans' idea of racial superiority such 
a joke. Germany was overrun in every 
century by other peoples and races - 
by the Tartars from the West and the 
Romans from the South and the Vi- 
kings from the North. And all the in- 
vaders inter -married. No one counfry 
can claim an unmixed blood line." 

Duncan went on. His voice had deep- 
ened and again I felt this personal dis- 
quiet within him. 

"When a man loves you and asks 
you to marry him, he does so because 
he wants you -you -not your family 
or your background. The physical is 
important, Jo. Nature doesn't give a 
darn for family -or even for how 
talented you are or how intelligent you 
are. And that deep, physical longing 
between two people doesn't often make 
a mistake. It doesn't often draw two 
people together whose fundamental, 
inherited beings are so different they 
wouldn't be compatible." 

He wasn't looking at me, but there 
was something not quite big -brotherly 
about the tone of his voice. It was al- 
most as though this were something 
necessary and intimate that he and I 
must come to understand together. I 

ARE THERE JAPANESE AGENTS IN AMERICA? 

YES! 
That means that we must not talk about movements of men, ships 

or material to or from the Pacific fighting area. We must 

not talk about new weapons, even though they have 

already been used against the enemy. We must not talk about 

military information gained in confidence. 
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felt my cheeks grow warm and the 
little pulse in my neck pound insistent- 
ly. I was glad when Duncan said he 
had to get back to work. 

I wanted a little time by myself, any- 
way, to think about the things Duncan 
had said. I was oddly unsure in my own 
mind -and not often in my twenty 
years had I been unsure. Somehow the 
importance of finding my parents was 
being replaced by the importance he 
had stressed, of myself as a person, 
without the necessity of a family tree 
or even a family name. The Demings 
had given me theirs -shouldn't I be 
proud of that and satisfied? 

I had wandered a little farther away 
and taken a round -about route back, 
my arms full of stones, when I suddenly 
found myself on a ledge directly above 
where Duncan had moved and was 
working. 

"Come on -I'll grab you if you fall!" 
he called, laughing. 

ISTARTED down and at first it was 
easy. I dug my heels in the dirt, 

breaking my descent. But towards the 
bottom the cliff was steeper and I found 
I had started a small avalanche of loose 
rocks and dirt. It was harder and harder 
to keep my balance, and at the last I 
ran, letting myself almost fall into Dun - 
can's waiting arms. The rocks flew in 
all directions and the momentum of 
my fall flung me headlong against 
him, forcing him backward. But his 
arms kept me safe. 

Safe -and close and tightly pressed 
against him. I looked up at him, breath- 
less, trying to regain my composure - 
and suddenly I knew that I had felt 
this way before. This stillness that fell 
between us -this hushed waiting -this 
dream -like spell as his eyes held mine 
-this tense, mounting wonder -! It 
was five years ago in the cottonwoods 
of the Henry ranch -the night Don had 
kissed me. But this was not Don -it 
was -! 

Duncan bent his head and, as though 
they obeyed a will and a force outside 
ourselves, our lips met in desperate 
surrender. With the hard, staying pres- 
sure of his mouth on mine, with the 
stirring of my blood at his nearness, 
I could not think -I could only feel. 
This was a rapture I had known only 
once before in my life -and now I 
knew for sure that it had been Duncan 
who had kissed me five years ago and 
awakened me to the breathless mean - 
ing of kisses. 

It was you -that night at the 
party -" I murmured incoherently. 

"You remembered ?" His eyes held 
mine. "Yes, I loved you then, Joanne, 
and I love you now. Everybódy knows 
it -Don included- except you." He 
smiled a little wryly. "And now I sup- 
pose you're feeling guilty." His smile 
changed to an infectious grin. "Well, 
I'm not. Don doesn't deserve you. And 
if you ever change your mind -" 

Duncan -? The tall, remote man, the 
studious scientist, the big brother who 
had laughed at me and mocked me, al- 
ways unreadable with that half -smile -in love with me? I couldn't think 
what this meant to me. I was still dazed 
by the emotional storm of my senses. 
Absurdly, I wanted to reach down and 
stroke his dark, thick hair as he bent 
over the ground. But I was in love with 
Don -I was going to marry him! 

Duncan straightened suddenly. In 
his hand was the locket, the baby 
locket that must have been torn from 
around my neck by my fall. And Dun - 
can's face was puzzled. In a second I 
saw why. The locket had fallen open 

IF YOU HAD TO. DECIDE 
Suppose it was up to you ... to say who should have 

first call on this nation's soap supply. 

Wouldn't you say exactly what the government has 

said? ... that Fels & Company, along with other lead- 

ing soap manufacturers, must help keep men and 

women in the service supplied with this indispensable 

item of war equipment. Of course you would! 1 

If you thought about it twice, you would realize that 

one of the reasons our fighting men are winning battles 

is because they have plenty of good soap. A clean 

soldier is a healthy soldier. He is in better condition for 

combat. He gets well quicker if he is hurt. 

So -when you find, as you often will, that you can't 

get Fels - Naptha -just remember that by going short 

on your favorite soap for a little while now, you are 

making a long -term investment in a peaceful future., 
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I followed you to Miami... 

And we had 2 months in Heaven. You marveled that my hands were 
still so smooth and soft. Didn't you see my Jergens Lotion, darling? Dishes and 
laundry take nature's softeners from hand skin, but Jergens helps make good. 

Sunsets on Promenade Walk -"And for me, sweet," you said, "the un- 
forgettable softness of your hands." How can a girl risk disenchantment, when 
Jergens hand care is so easy? 

Young Army and Navy Wives 
use Jergens Lotion, nearly 3 to 1 

Eagerly help protect their hands, with 
Jergens, against disillusioning rough- 
ness. Like professional care for your 
hands. Yet simple! No stickiness! 

Doctors often help even neglected, 
old- looking skin become satisfyingly 
soft, deliciously smooth and younger - 
looking. How? By applying 2 
special ingredients -which are Ì 
both in your Jergens Lotion. 
10¢ to $1.00 (plus tax). 

For the softest, adorable Hands, USE 

JE RGENS LOTION 

and in his other hand was a folded, 
yellowed scrap of paper! 

We opened it quickly. The words on 
the torn scrap were barely legible 
". . . thank good ... baby is well . . . 

ho ... you will like Penton ... home 
Tom." 

My heart was pounding so that it 
shook my body and I stared at Duncan 
in terrified hope. Everything that had 
passed between us a moment ago was 
forgotten. Could this "Tom" be my 
father? Could the baby be a child 
named Joanne? 

"Penton- that's only seventy -five 
miles from here, Duncan!" I whispered. 

"YES, and it's a small town and they 
would probably have records or 

someone might remember a man named 
Tom if he were there twenty years 
ago and if he were preparing a home 
for his wife and baby," he answered 
in a hard voice. "But take it easy, Jo- 
anne. This might have nothing to do 
with you. That locket might not be 
yours. And, think carefully. Remember 
that if Mother Deming had thought it 
best for you to know she would have 
told you herself. Can't you be satis- 
fied with the life you have had and the 
person you are ?" 

"What do you expect me to do -tear 
this note up and forget about it ?" I 
flared at him. Without knowing fully 
just why, I knew that Duncan had put 
me in the wrong again. "I'm not strong 
and self- sufficient like you. Don and I 
are people with roots and without those 
roots I'm not complete. I'm going to 
Penton and I'm going to find out!" 

Actually we were quarreling, even 
though my anger died immediately and 
even though Duncan never raised his 
voice and though hé changed the sub- 
ject quickly. But everything -the day 
we had spent together, the turmoil 
we had been plunged into by that sud- 
den, unbidden, bewildering kiss -and 
my feeling Of guilt as a result -the 
finding of the paper in the locket and 
the struggle between us which went 
deeper than words -these made a ten- 
sion between us and nave to the most 
ordinary things we said hidden mean- 
ings. We rode home in a strange un- 
dercurrent of condemnation on Dun - 
can's part and stubborn defensive 
moodiness on mine. His goodbye was 
curt . . . the more so when he found 
Don waiting on the porch for me. 

My quarrel with Duncan had robbed 
me of all pleasure, and the events of 
the day now seemed to be a haze of 
confusion and sharp words that had cut 
away all the window- dressing from my 
set standards and my pet prejudices. 
And there were memories of other 
words, too -kind and gentle and strong 
and passionate that had a way of 
steadying the world, of forcing open 
'my eyes. And always, always, in a hid- 
den, secret place in my heart, the 
memory of a moment of rapture. 

So when Don suggested we drive to 
Penton that next Sunday I agreed . . . 

but listlessly. 
And when Sunday came I found an 

excuse for not going. And in the week 
-two weeks -that followed there were 
always excuses for not going to Penton. 

Why? I wasn't sure. But as each day 
went on I only knew that I dreaded 
the prying and the poking into records, 
the questioning of strangers, the visit- 
ing and the dry, statistical facts I might 
get out of Land Offices and Courthouse 
clerks, and the sly gossiping of old - 
timers. The whole idea seemed dis- 
tasteful, as though these shadowy fig- 
ures of my unknown parents were go- 
ing to be dragged unwillingly into the 



light and exposed to the sight and 
sound of strangers. 

The other reasons I hardly dared 
examine. For no reason that I would 
let myself name, Duncan's opinion of 
me had become suddenly, overwhelm- 
ingly, important. He wanted me to 
stand on my own two feet. He wanted 
me to be brave enough to face the 
world without caring for the opinion 
of others. As long as I could put off 
going to Penton I could fool myself 
that I was living up to what he ex- 
pected of me. But I was only temporiz- 
ing. I was afraid. Was I the person 
Duncan thought -or was I a coward? 

Don was pressing me to go. 
"Why put if off, Joanne ?" His voice 

was sharper than I had ever heard it, 
one evening while we sat listening to 
some new records Helen had brought 
out from town. "It's been nearly three 
weeks now since you found the paper 
in the locket and -" 

"Oh, stop pestering her!" Helen said 
impatiently from where she and Sandy 
were leaning over the victrola. "I 
don't see that it matters, anyway. Jo- 
anne's been my cousin for twenty years 
and I couldn't ever think of her as any- 
thing else, no matter what her name 
really is." 

I was surprised and grateful to her. 
In all the time that we had lived in 
the same house I had never before seen 
any evidence that her affections went 
any deeper than a placid acceptance. 

But I couldn't put Don off any longer. 

QO I told him, "I'll go with you Sun- 
kJ day, for sure. There's a dance this 
Saturday night at the Hohmeirs. I'll 
stay overnight with Nancy Hohmeir. 
It's on our way to Penton and you can 
pick me up there the next morning." 

I felt a certain relief now the deci- 
sion had been made. But underneath it 
was a growing, dragging unhappiness 
that came from the knowledge that I 
was finally committed to a course from 
which there was no turning back. 
Duncan had said ". , if you ever 
change your mind... " I shut my ears. 
It was Don and I. It had always been. 

Jud drove us over to the Hohmeirs, 
but I had no heart for the party. Ab- 
stractedly I listened to the flirtations 
going on in the back seat as Helen di- 
vided .her attentions equally between 
Sandy and Bill Gentry. 

The first person I saw was Duncan, 
standing talking to our hostess. My 
heart leaped senselessly, and then, 
when he broke off his conversation to 
come to my side and take my arm, it 
trembled with a queer, bewildering 
panic. If I hadn't before realized how 
seriously and deeply he had meant his 
"I love you, Joanne" that day at Red 
Rock, I knew it now when he looked 
at me. And I couldn't control the fool-. 
ish leap of my pulse. 

"Don will be a little late," he told 
me. "May I have this first dance ?" 

But before we could start we were 
interrupted. Miss Ward, the fussy, prim 
little seamstress, bustled up to me. 

"Joanne, my dear -I just heard! 
Why, it's the most exciting thing I have 
ever heard . . . just like one of the 
novels in Peony Green's lending li- 
brary!" Her voice had taken on the 
agitated, almost gleeful, tone of one 
whose drab life must be lived in the 
tragedies or happiness of others. "To 
think you are adopted! Jenny Deming 
never said a word to me in all these 
years." She patted my arm, her little 
bird eyes bright with sympathy. But 
I felt sick. If Miss Ward knew it, then 
it was no longer a secret. 

Q. I'd love to be kissed like that. 

A. Then see that your skin's smooth as satin. 

Q. Oh, my skin's hopelessly dry! 

A. No! This new One -Cream Beauty Treatment with 
Jergens Face Cream helps "make over" dry skin. 

This 1 cream does the work of 4 creams 

Provides such "all- you -require" care for smooth skin it's like a "treat- 
ment" every day. Helps gently erase little dry-skin lines. Simply use 
Jergens Face Cream - without fail - 

l. for Cleansing 2. for Softening 
3. for a Foundation 4. as a Night Cream 

A safeguard against crinkly dry skin -this skin scientists' cream. Made 
by the makers of your Jergens Lotion. 100 to $1.25 a jar (plus tax). 
Share the happiness so many girls know -have kissable, satin -smooth 
skin. Jergens Face Cream is the only cream you need. 

JERGENS 
FACE CREAM 

USE LIKE 4 CREAMS -FOR A SMOOTH. KISSABLE COMPLEXION 
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How could I dance in front of all 
those questioning eyes? Duncan gave 
me no chance to think. He swung me 
behind the last couple as they prome- 
naded around the room. 

These were my friends and my 
neighbors. I had known them all my 
life, yet now I felt as if they were all 
strangers to me. Or rather, that I was 
the stranger, the freak on display. What 
were they saying about me. Poor Jo- 
anne ... well, maybe she won't be so 
high and mighty after this ... I always 
thought there was something queer 

. I hear the wedding is put off . . . 

I saw Don come in the door. I saw 
Miss Ward buttonhole him, saw him 
bend his head and listen. And when he 
straightened, the stiff, proud control of 
his face told me better than words 
the anger and humiliation he felt. 
When he saw me looking he waved. 
It was there for all to see -that he 
was standing by me. 

AND then Duncan caught me to him 
hard as we whirled in step. I 

looked up and he was smiling. Smiling 
at me -with perfect confidence in him- 
self and in me and in our steps that 
matched so well, and in the deeper, 
stronger courage that flowed from his 
heart to mine. 

From his heart to mine -and back 
again. Because I was smiling, too. Like 
a black curtain the fear had dropped 
away from me. I knew, with a flash of 
insight, that it had not dropped all at 
once, but that it had fallen from me 
long ago that day at Red Rock and I 
had only been clinging to it ever since 
because I had not been ready to give 
it up. I had not wanted to give up those 
tattered remnants of fear and misery 
because I had thought they had been 
all I had to bind me to Don. 

I could stand alone now. I could go 
to Don and show him that I was a 
whole person, complete in myself. The 
wedding would not have to be put off 
while we went through our pitiful 
search for names and persons to sanc- 
tion our marriage. I was Joanne Dem- 
ing. My Mother and Dad were the 
people who had loved me and reared 
me, and I was closer to them now than 
I had ever been before. 

Let my friends whisper and turn 
their backs on me. I was the same per- 
son I had been before. Nothing real 
had been changed. 

The dance ended and we walked 
slowly over to where Don was waiting. 
Almost immediately the fiddle was 
tuning up for a waltz and Don hardly 
stopped for a greeting before he pulled 
me onto the barn dance floor. 

We circled in silence. There was so 
much for me to say that I found I 
could not put it into words. And, be- 
sides, there was something in the stiff- 
ness of Don's back and in the set hard- 
ness of his face that checked the words 
on my lips. It annoyed me. I wanted 
him to be as glad as I was. Surely he 
could feel this release from fear in me! 

"Don -" I finally managed to say - 
"I want to get married right away. 
There's nothing to stop us- nothing 
real -" 

He interrupted. "Right away, Joanne. 
The sooner the better." 

I knew then. There was no answer- 
ing gladness in him. This was a duty, 
an honor -bound duty he must perform. 
He loved me, yes. But the cost to his 
pride far overbalanced any happiness 
he might have felt in marrying me. 
He wanted to go through with it as 
he would have gone through any or- 
deal to which he was committed. This 
was his way of showing the world that 



the Henrys were above public opinion. 
He had made a bargain and he would 
stick to it. 

It hurt me-but in an odd way of 
feeling. It hurt because Don had failed 
me. He was standing by me in the face 
of all his beliefs and pride, but he was 
failing me in the deeper, truer sense of 
understanding. He was fulfilling the 
letter of our love, but not the spirit. 

The next dance was a square dance 
and as the figures filled up with eager 
couples, as I stood beside Don on the 
sidelines -I knew what he was think- 
ing and suffering. I wanted to tell him 
it didn't matter. I didn't care if I wasn't 
asked to dance. 

"How about it, Joanne? Are you sit- 
ting this out with Don or will you take 
a chance with me ?" I turned in amaze- 
ment at the voice. It was tall, red- 
headed Simon Foley who stood there 
and for a moment, while I winked 
away quick, unbidden tears, I thought 
to myself that at last I knew what an 
angel looked like. Tall -and red- 
headed. 

WE were the last couple on the floor 
and we didn't have long to wait be- 

fore Gram Shrank called out the first 
command. As if in a dream I found my- 
self advancing with Simon to bow to 
our facing couple. The toe -tapping, 
beating rhythms of the folk dance 
caught us up and swept us through the 
all hands left -all hands right -swing 
that pretty girl -dolce do- allemande 
right -all promenade! 

There was a pause and we all stood, 
laughing, gasping for breath, our faces 
flushed from the vigorous movement 
of the dance. For just a little while I 
had forgotten, and it seemed as if there 
was the same acceptance of me as there 
always had been. 

Then Binna Marks spoke, softly, at 
my elbow. "Jo-I haven't had a chance 
to see you. I've been away for two 
months. And I wanted to tell you how 
sorry I was to hear about your mother. 
We were all so fond of her." 

Your mother! Binna knew that I was 
adopted. Miss Ward would not have 
missed a single individual in this room 
when she told the news. Yet -to her 
I was still the daughter of the Demings. 

Nor had it made any difference to 
Helen. Or to Jud, I realized. Perhaps a 
few people might gossip, even malici- 
ously. A few might even wonder and 
talk about whether my birth was 
legitimate or not. But to these who 
were my real friends it didn't matter. 
It didn't matter at all. 

I went through the rest of the dance 
in a thoughtful mood. I was measuring 
up that hurt that Don had given me, 
and wondering at the littleness of it. 
Why hadn't it struck deeper, pained me 
more intensely? For so many years my 
future and my life had been in his 
hands; for so many years I had be- 
lieved what he believed. 

Perhaps that tenderness I had felt for 
him the other day should have warned 
me. Because it had been pity. The love 
I had felt for Don had come to a fork 
in the road: on one side there was true 
and passionate understanding, the 
other lane had led to this dwihdling 
away into pity and sympathy, this feel- 
ing that was no longer love. 

When the dance ended I found my- 
self moving, magnet- drawn, to Duncan. 

It was intermission and we wan- 
dered outside. The stars were out, too 
-not cold and distant, but whitely - 
gleaming, softly- luminous in the black 
arch of the night. 

"Do you mind so much -everybody's 
knowing, I mean ?" he asked after a 
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while, as we stopped beside a fence. 
"I don't mind at all," I answered 

truthfully. A kind of peace was on me, 
but it was a peace that was preparing 
my heart for a new thing to come, for 
an inevitable moving forward into 
something between us that would be 
said this night, that would mean a 
strange and wonderful and waiting 
ecstasy. I was testing my heart, trying 
it for its readiness. The old loyalties 
had left an emptiness and for a mo- 
ment I wanted it that way, before it 
would be filled with the new. 

He chuckled. "Miss Ward is down- 
right indignant. She says if it were 
Helen she could understand." 

I hadn't thought of that, but I did 
now. Helen didn't seem like the hard- 
working, dependable Deming people. 
Yet she was one of the family and I, 
who had responded better to their care 
and training, was really not. 

"Are you going to Penton tomorrow 
morning? Don tells me that's the plan." 

"No. I've changed my mind." My 
heart was beating faster. Would he read 
my words the way I meant them? 
Would he remember that he had said 

"if you ever change your mind ... ?" 
I looked up at him. "Duncan -" 

I had thought that he moved slowly, 
but the arms that pulled me to my feet 
and tight against him were quick and 
eager, with a hardly- repressed vio- 
lence. My hands were around his head 
and the wildness, the rapture that had 
filled me before when Duncan kissed 
me was there again in the intense de- 
mand of his mouth on mine and of his 
body pressed against mine. But this 
time the wildness was not a thing 
snatched at and fleeting -it was a last- 
ing fire that would grow with the cer- 
tainty that here in Duncan's arms I 
was in my rightful place. This would 
be ours again and again. This was the 
reality of love. 

Just two people who asked nothing 
more than this need of each other. To 
whom family and friends and back- 
ground were unnecessary because our 
only identity was in being together. 
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Will Our Children 
Be Ready? 

(Continued from page 41) 

But I think most of the appeals were 
made for them to work during the 
summer months. 

It was a good thing, making use of 
the energy of our young people dur- 
ing summer vacations. It was good for 
the war effort. And it was good for 
the youngsters. It gave them a fine, 
meaningful sense of taking a patriotic 
part in the war. Earning money was 
also a good feeling for them. It made 
them feel more grown up, more like 
accepted citizens, with responsibilities 
and deserving of respect. Besides, in 
lots of cases, cases where an older 
brother, or even a father, had been 
drafted and the family budget had suf- 
fered, boys and girls were proud to be 
able to help support themselves and 
to ease the burdens on their mothers. 

THEY have what they consider good 
reasons, many of them, for not want- 

ing to go on with their education. I 
think we have to examine these reasons. 

I think the one which bothers me 
most is a very sad commentary on our 
failures in the past. I understand that 
lots of today's adolescents have a cer- 
tain bitterness and cynicism. They re- 
member the depression too well. It 
has left its mark on their thinking. The 
realities of unemployment, of Home Re- 
lief, of poverty and aimlessness, are 
more clear to them than all the plans 
which are being made for the future. 

This is a challenge to all of us. We 
cannot afford to raise a generation of 
cynics. The kind of world we want to 
build can't be built by hopeless, embit- 
tered, untrusting people. This attitude 
is in itself a very strong indication of 
how much these very children need 
further education. They need to be 
helped to understand all that is hap- 
pening today, they need to be shown 
that there is a real and good future for 
all of them -if they are able and com- 
petent enough to work for it. 

There are some boys and girls who, 
for their age, are making very good 
money and holding down what they 
consider very good jobs. Some of them 
may even get a great pleasure and 
sense of satisfaction out of having their 
wages compared with the money their 
parents earned when they were young. 
But the world today is very different 
from the world in which .their parents 
started out in life. Everything is higher 
-wages included. And tomorrow's 
world, again, will be very different 
from the one we know now. 

These boys and girls should be made 
to think of it this way -will this same 
job seem as wonderful to them five 
years from now? Will this same salary 
seem as good, later, when they have 
families of their own to support? And 
where do they expect to find the 
knowledge and skill that will help 
them to advance to better jobs? How 
can they expect to get ahead in a more 
highly technical and mechanical life 
than any we have ever known before? 

Look at all the men in the service. 
They can't learn enough. Their de- 
mands for opportunities to study were 
so great that the Army had to set up 
a special organization to provide them 
with the courses they wanted. And 
they do study -even in the foxholes. 
Ask any young soldier or sailor what he 
wants to do when the war is over. Nine 
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out of ten will answer they want to 
finish their education. They've seen 
something of the world. They've got 
some idea of what it will take. to get 
along in the future. 

I realize that many mothers will 
probably say that it's easy for me to 
feel this way. I don't need the money 
that my son might be earning. 

Maybe I do have an easier life than 
many other women. I wish the world 
were such that all people could live 
more easily, without worry about fam- 
ily needs and desires which are hard 
to meet. But more important than 
wishing, I believe very strongly that 
we can build such a world- together. 

Until this kind of world has been 
won, I suppose there will be children 
of high school age who must work. 
But, even if they do, some means must 
be found for them to continue their 
education. It can be done. There are 
Federal and State child labor laws to 
protect the health and opportunities of 
children. Parents must find out what 
these laws are and make sure that they 
are being carried out to the letter. And 
parents and children alike must under- 
stand that when a boy or girl is urged 
to sacrifice a few hours a day of work- 
ing time in order to spend that time in 
getting part -time schooling, the sacri- 
fice will be paid back a hundredfold. 

AND, I think, the important thing 
about the future is that it will be 

what we make it -or fail to make it. We 
can help, we people who have grown 
up. But the main tasks of the peace, of 
rebuilding and developing the whole 
world, these tasks will fall to the young 
people who are growing up now. 

Someone once said that the price of 
liberty is eternal vigilance. I don't 
think that was intended to mean 
vigilance only in the sense of armed 
sentinels always standing on watch for 
an enemy. It means that, too. But I 
think it means much more. To me it 
means a constant awareness of the real 
things that go into making and preserv- 
ing liberty and peace. It means an 
honest knowledge of the needs of all 
peoples, readiness to pitch in and con- 
tribute the greatest amount that is in 
us for the widest good and protection 
of the rights and well -being of all. It 
means an understanding that this is 
the only way to safeguard liberty. 

I want my children to go to school. 
I want them to become alert, useful 
citizens of the future. I'm not being a 
dreamer about it. I believe firmly that 
this will be the way for them to live 
full, satisfying, happy lives. I want 
them to learn all they can, so that they, 
in turn, can add to the store of the 
world's knowledge Not just for the 
sake of having more knowledge, but 
because such knowledge will enrich 
their lives as well as the lives of others, 
cement the peace of the world -the 
peace on which our own safety and 
prosperity depends -and will expand 
and spread all that is good and decent 
throughout our own country and 
throughout the world, until there will 
no longer be any necessity for wars. 

I want my children to go to school. 
And they will go on with their educa- 
tion. But I'm not so blind that I be- 
lieve it will be enough for my children 
to be educated. I'm not so blind that 
I can't see that all children must be 
given as equal opportunities as pos- 
sible, if the future is to be kept secure 
for my children as well as all others. 

If only other mothers and fathers 
will see this, too! If only all parents 
can make their children understand it! 



Haunting House 
(Continued from page 47) 

love with me, Jimmy, I -I mean, are 
you sure ?" 

Before he had a chance to answer 
we were joined by several of the others, 
but I knew by the look in his eyes that 
he was very sure indeed. Before the 
party broke up, we did manage to 
make a luncheon date for the next day. 

I went home on air that night -when 
I told my family, my father read me 
the riot act. Jimmy had no job, I was 
only 19, it was too sudden, and what 
kind of a future was there in singing 
anyway? 

I might have been convinced except 
for the growing faith I had in Jimmy. 
I realized that I always must have 
vaguely believed that he'd accomplish 
anything he started out to do. Now I 
knew I wanted to marry Jimmy -that 
in some peculiar way, sudden as it was, 
it was completely right for us. How- 
ever, the violent opposition by my fam- 
ily made me unsure of myself. It's im- 
portant for a girl to have the good 
wishes of her family at a time like that. 

THE next day at luncheon, however, 
the spell was woven about us again, 

and I forgot my doubts, my fears, and 
my family. We found ourselves plan- 
ning our future together. There are 
few things so painfully sweet as the 
first plans of two people in love. We 
even got to the subject of what kind of 
house we'd have some day. 

"I know just the kind of house I 
want," Jimmy leaned across the table 
towards me. "There's a house in Clos- 
ter, New Jersey, that was built when 
I lived there as a kid. I guess I was 
about 15. It sits on a hill, surrounded 
by about seven acres of land, way back 
from the road, and there's a long, wind- 
ing driveway leading up ,to it." 

"It sounds wonderful," I said happily. 
"It is!" He caught my hand under 

the table. "It's owned by someone else, 
of course, but it's just the type of place 
I visualize you and me living in some 
day." He gestured with his free hand. 
"It's Colonial style- white, with blue 
shutters." 

After that first luncheon date, Jimmy 
faced the first tough grind of trying to 
break into the singing business. When 
six months had passed, and he had 
nothing but promises, he was almost 
ready to go back to the store; but be- 
fore discouragement got him, he was 
offered a job with the Ben Yost Singers. 
It meant going on tour -trains, bad 
food, strange towns -but it was a be- 
ginning, a start, and that's all he asked. 

The first time he got back into town, 
I went out to New Jersey with him to 
visit with his family. They were op- 
posed to our getting married too, so it 
seemed as though it was the pair of us 
against the world. We'd planned tak- 
ing our license out that day- October 
14, 1939, and in the afternoon we went 
down to the City Hall. 

"Do you think our families will soften 
up by the time we get married ?" 
Jimmy asked as we made our way along 
the corridors. 

"No," I sighed, "I don't think I'll ever 
get to have a nice, sentimental wedding 
where all the relatives gather and cry 
and everything," 

"You gals set a lot of store by that 
sort of thing too, don't you ?" He 
glanced sideways at me. 

I shrugged. "All that really isn't im- 
portant." 

"Look, darling," Jimmy stopped and 
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faced me, "Why don't we get married 
today -right now ?" 

We looked at each other for a long 
moment, and then we were in each 
other's arms, and the decision was 
made. We had the Judge marry us as 
soon as we took out the license. Jim- 
my had only .four days before he had 
to go back on tour, so we decided to 
go into New York and have some sort 
of honeymoon. We were feeling giddy 
and wonderful and adventurous. We 
registered at the Waldorf- Astoria, 
which fling left us completely broke, 
but we had four days touched with 
magic, and our hopes were bright, our 
hearts were high, when I kissed him 
goodbye and he resumed his touring. 

went back home and kept working. 
My family relented a little, but they 
couldn't get enthusiastic about the 
match. Jimmy blew in every few 
weeks and we'd have a day or two to- 
gether and he'd be off again. This 
went on for eight months, and then he 
was offered a job at the "American 
Jubilee" at the World's Fair. He 
jumped at the chance, because it meant 
staying in town and also we could fi- 
nally get an apartment of our own. I 
was also offered a job at the "Jubilee" 
but I had to refuse, because I'd just 
discovered that our baby was on the 
way. 

When the Fair closed, Jimmy got a 
job in the chorus of a new program. 
One night he was called in to substi- 
tute for Morton Downey on Morton's 
program. We were thrilled at the 
write -ups he got from that appearance. 
They were so good, in fact, that when 
James Melton was taken ill soon after, 
Jimmy was rushed in to fill his place 
on Melton's show. He did a won- 
derful job that time too, and subse- 
quently pinch -hit for Kenny Baker, 
Frank Parker and Dick Brown. These 
substitutions created a great deal of 
excitement in the trade, and before we 
knew it, the sponsor took him out of the 
chorus and made him the star of the 
show. He's now heard three times a 
week on CBS, at 6:15 EWT -the pro- 
gram's called Jimmy Carroll Sings. 

When he was set with his own show, 
we began thinking about our house in 
the country. After endless searching, 

we had almost decided to just stay in 
the city in our apartment, even though 
Jimmy, Jr. was three then and the 
country would have been grand for 
him. 

Then one night Jimmy had Elizabeth 
Rinker on his show. She confided that 
she and her husband were going to 
California to live and wanted to sell 
their house. Jimmy came home fairly 
popping with excitement. That house 
was the white one with the blue shut- 
ters in Closter, New Jersey! We 
weren't in a position to buy the house, 
we wanted to rent -but we exclaimed 
over the coincidence for a long time. 

One Sunday afternoon, five or six 
months later, we were over in New 
Jersey on another house -hunting ex- 
pedition. After being shown endless 
places for rent, and not liking any of 
them, we were ready to admit defeat, 
when the real estate woman finally 
said that she didn't think anything 
would meet our requirements except 
one house which was for sale. We re- 
minded her rather wearily that we 
wanted to rent. 

"I think you ought to see this place," 
she said, herding us back into her car. 
"It seems to me to be what you're 
looking for." 

We drove along some beautiful coun- 
tryside, and soon we came into sight 
of a white house on a little hill. This 
was Closter -that was the house! It 
was too incredible. Here was fate step- 
ping in again. If ever a family was 
meant to live in one particular house, 
we were that family. 

We worked out a deal with the own- 
ers through the mail. We were skep- 
tical about whether or not they'd ac- 
cept our terms, but it seems that they, 
too, were helpless in the hands of that 
stubborn fate I told you about. 

So here we are, right in the middle 
of a dream come true. Sometimes 
when I think of Jimmy and me at that 
first luncheon date, holding hands un- 
der the table, daring to hope and plan -I want to say to all young couples 
who are dreaming their wonderful 
dreams -decide what you want, want 
it badly enough, work for it hard 
enough, believe in miracles -and, above 
all, believe in one another. 
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Part of My Heart 
(Continued from page 29) 

I said, "But we can't afford it." 
"Is that it? Is that what's the mat- 

ter?" Tommy asked quickly. 
"Running this house costs a lot of 

money," I answered. "We can't afford 
another child and new things for our 
home and all of the spending you want 
to do outside, too." 

I thought that by talking to Tommy 
that way I would discourage his spend- 
ing money on what I considered foolish- 
ness -money on shows and entertain- 
ment and flippant things away from 
home. But Tommy didn't see it that 
way. After that he began to think his 
salary was inadequate for our needs. 
Money became too important to him. 
In the year that followed he changed 
jobs three times, each time looking for 
a better paying position whether he 
liked it or not. And he began to try 
to win money through gambling, too. 

Because so many of our quarrels be- 
gan over money, I thought after a while 
that money, alone, would save our 
marriage. "Nothing else could be 
wrong," I told myself, "not with a 
marriage that started out so well." 

What I couldn't see was that marriage 
must be cared for like a garden. If 
weeds of neglect and misunderstanding 
are allowed to grow in it, the beautiful, 
good part will be choked out and de- 
stroyed forever. And I wasn't taking 
care of my marital garden -I was clos- 
ing my eyes to the insidious growth of 
mistrust which was destroying the fruit 
of our love. 

It was Diane who showed me so 
plainly that our marriage was beyond 
saving. One night when she was four 
years old, we were eating together 
alone, as we often did. She raised her 
dark blue eyes to mine and asked 
thoughtfully, "Why doesn't Daddy live 
with us the way other daddies do ?" 

"Why, Diane," I answered quickly, 
"he does live here." 

"Not like the other ones," she said, 
and her sharp little face was troubled. 

"How do they live ?" I asked softly. 
"They go places -all of them -and 

they do things and have fun," she said. 
And have fun! The truth of that old 

"out of the mouths of babes" quotation 
came to me. Little Diane had shown 
with such amazing accuracy the change 
that had taken place in my relation- 
ship with Tommy. I felt guilty when I 

looked at her little face. Children were 
entitled to happiness. They had no 
right to live in an environment fraught 
with strain and dissension. They were 
entitled to beauty and love and laugh- 
ter. That's when I knew that I must 
separate from Tommy. 

It was very late when I heard Tommy 
tiptoe past my bedroom door. 

"You can turn the light on, Tommy - 
I'm not asleep," I told him. "Anyway, 
I want to talk to you." 

Tommy flashed on the light and stood 
in the doorway. 

"Can't it wait until morning, Mary ?" 
he asked. "I'm very tired." 

I was tempted to retort with sar- 
casm-to ask him whose fault it was 
that he stayed out so late, but I knew 
that this was no time for an argument. 
This was something that had to be 
settled seriously, for all time. 

"Tommy," I asked, "what do you 
think of our marriage ?" 

He stood silently looking down at 
me, and I realized suddenly how much 
older he looked than he liad even a 
year ago. 

"You know what I think, Mary," he 
answered. "I think just what you 
think." 

"What happened to us, Tommy ?" I 
asked and there were tears edging my 
voice. 

"I failed you- that's all," Tommy re- 
peated. "I'm just not right for someone 
like you. I can't make enough money." 

"You make enough, but you don't 
save it," I began. 

"Please, Mary, let's don't argue that 
tonight," Tommy said wearily as he 
backed out of the room. 

"We can't go on not facing things," 
I insisted. Then I plunged into what 
I'd been thinking about all evening. 
"Tommy, do you think we should go 
on living together ?" 

"Maybe not," he answered. 
"We don't match," I said. "And we 

never will. I've been wondering if we 
should get a -a divorce.' 

"A divorce is pretty final -but if 
that's what you want," he began. "But 
not a divorce, Mary -not until we're 
sure. Let's just separate for awhile - 
until we really know." 

"How will we know ?" I asked him. 
"If we can get along without each 

other -if we don't need each other any- 
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more -we'll know it. If we do -" his 
voice trailed off. 

"If we do, then what ?" 
"Then nothing will stop us from get- 

ting back together," Tommy sáid. 
"But loving you- wanting to hold 

you -well, that isn't enough. We have 
to find each other in all ways -again. 
You have to need me, too." 

Before Tommy went away that 
night, he wrote a telephone number 
on a slip of paper and sealed it in an 
envelope. When he handed it to me, 
he said, "if you need me, open this 
envelope. The people at this number 
will know where to find me." 

Then he bent down and kissed my 
forehead, and his gentle lips awakened 
old, exciting memories within me. 
"Goodbye, darling," he whispered. 

The first week that he was away, 
I felt lonely and lost. I missed Tommy's 
whistle at shaving time in the bath- 
room each morning -his quick step on 
the front porch at night. But most of 
all I missed him when I looked into 
Diane's wide -set questioning eyes, eyes 
so reminiscent of other eyes which had 
looked at me with love. Two or three 
times I was tempted to look inside the 
envelope Tommy had left for me and to 
call him to come back. But I couldn't. 
I was sure that I missed only the habit 
of having him around -not Tommy 
himself. And I knew that this week's 
separation had solved nothing -that if 
we returned to each other the old per- 
sonality differences would prevent us 
from weaving the old threads into a 
new pattern of happiness. 

In the days that trailed endlessly one 
B after another, in the months that fol- 

lowed, the pattern of my life didn't 
change very much. I continued to con- 
centrate on my home and on Diane the 
way I had when Tommy had lived with 
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us. Each month I received a check 
from the national sales organization for 
which Tommy was working. It was 
impossible to tell from the impersonal 
typewritten envelope where Tommy 
was or how he was doing. But I told 
myself as time slipped by and I con- 
tinued to get along without Tommy 
that it didn't matter where he was - 
really -that I could get along without 
him forever. 

After six months when I thought of 
my former life with Tommy, I thought 
of it almost as a dream. The joy and 
the sadness, the heartache and the ex- 
citement -all faded into the back- 
ground. I still wondered about him, 
of course, and I knew I always would - 
but the collapse of our marriage didn't 
hurt so much any more. Sometimes, I 
wondered if I were numb, if my heart 
had died within me. And I wondered 
if I ever again would feel anything - 
either pain or pleasure. 

Gradually, I ceased to think of 
Tommy very much unless I heard 
laughter. Then I was reminded of the 
man I had given my heart to so trust - 
fully-a man who had loved joy as 
much as he loved life, I would be lis- 
tening to a radio program and as laugh- 
ter rose after a comedian's joke, I 
would see Tommy's face as it had been 
in those first days when the light was 
still on behind his eyes. Or, walking 
past a noisy, laughter -filled restaurant, 
I would think of the days when life for 
Tommy and me had been a song to be 
sung with gay little trills of joy. 

Only Diane's eyes could make me feel 
guilty. Sometimes, when I looked into 
those reproachful eyes, I wondered 
whether or not I'd made a mistake. A 
child is entitled to a home in which 
two persons love her -and love each 
other.' I began to realize that a love 

affair is bigger than just two persons - 
it affects other innocent persons -little 
lost children like Diane. The only way 
I could switch off this feeling of shame 
was to tell myself that she would be 
happier in a peaceful, quiet home than 
she would be in one where her parents 
always argued and differed. 

I wonder now if that dead part in- 
side of me ever would have come alive 
again if Diane hadn't been hurt. Some- 
how, I don't believe it would. I had felt 
numb for days. I just walked along 
through each day -not living at all- 
really -just existing. And it took stark, 
terrible tragedy to unlock my heart. 

The day that my little Diane was hit 
by the grocery truck is a garish slash 
in the dull grey ribbon of my life. She 
had gone out to play in the front yard 
while I dressed to take her downtown. 
Several times I looked out and smiled 
at her as she played with the bright 
new ball I had bought her the week 
before. And then it happened. One 
minute she was bobbing up and down, 
vital and smiling and happy. And the 
next minute she was lying on the pave- 
ment, white and strangely still, while 
the fascinating ball dribbled slowly 
along the opposite curb. . 

The next few minutes were a wild, 
exciting, fantastic confusion. I don't 
know who picked Diane up. I just re- 
member a white -faced truck driver 
who kept mumbling, "I didn't see her 
-not until she was right in front of 
me. God help me-I didn't see her." 

The trip to the hospital is vague now, 
too. I don't know who drove us or how 
long it took us to get there. Everything 
seemed unreal and peculiar as if it 
weren't happening to me at all, but 
was occurring in a play. I couldn't be- 
lieve that the still, tiny body with its 
twisted leg belonged to my little girl. 



I couldn't make myself think that the 
pale, empty vacant face in my lap was 
Diane's. This couldn't be happening! 

Someone had called the hospital and 
the attendants were waiting to wheel 
Diane away when we got there. There's 
something awe -inspiring about a hos- 
pital, isn't there? Maybe it's the close- 
ness of death, or perhaps it's the hope 
and prayer and fight of the living -I 
don't know. Whatever it is, it always 
has impressed me and frightened me, 
too. I was scared now, and lonely, as 
I followed the attendants down the 
echoing corridor to the room where 
they were taking Diane. 

The truck driver was waiting outside 
of the room. His face was an anguished 
grey; tears washed down his cheeks. 

"It's all my fault, lady," he said. "I 
killed her, I killed your little girl." 

"It isn't your fault," I told him softly. 
"Diane's always been a quick little 
thing -she followed the ball into the 
street -and you were coming- that's 
the way it happened." 

A very strange strength began to 
creep through me as I comforted him. 
It was as if this sudden tragedy had 
brought with it a new and strange 
power to help me to bear it. I cannot 
explain it now, but if you have ever 
had to bear sudden and terrible grief, 
you know what I mean. While the 
tragedy was tearing my heart, strength 
to bear this hurt was making it pound 
with strong determination. I felt com- 
pletely self -sufficient. And I was glad. 
This was proof of a dramatic kind that 
I didn't need anyone outside of myself 
to bear anything that might come to 
me. I thought of the many stories I 
had read where concern for a sick child 
had reunited the parents. I was proving 
today that that was wrong. Grief was 

here -and I could bear it alone, with- 
out Tommy. I was strong, strong, 
STRONG. And I told myself as this 
new inner strength poured through me 
that I would never need Tommy again. 

Dr. Smith came clicking efficiently 
down the hall while the truck driver 
and I still stood outside the door. When 
the young doctor went inside the room 
the truck driver paced up and down, 
smoking incessantly. 

In about five minutes, the doctor 
came out and the attendants came to 
wheel Diane away again. 

"It's a broken leg," Dr. Smith told 
me. "And we'll have to go to the 
X -ray room to find out whether her 
skull is fractured or not." 

"Is she -going to get well ?" I asked. 
"If her skull isn't fractured, she's 

going to be all right," he answered. 
But still I didn't feel the need of 

anyone's hand in mine. I didn't need 
anyone else to help me bear the tragedy 
of this moment. My new -found reser- 
voir of strength was pouring energy 
and hardiness into my body. Although 
I prayed with all of my heart for Diane 
to be spared, I knew that I could face 
even her death alone. 

It seemed like hours that we stood 
in that eerie hall -the truck driver 
and I- waiting for Dr. Smith to come 
to tell us whether my little girl would 
run again and laugh again and love me 
again. But when he finally came he 
was smiling and he said, "She has suf- 
fered from shock and the broken leg 
all right -and a fairly simple concus- 
sion. But she's going to be all right." 

At first I was conscious only of relief. 
It washed over me in great waves of 
thankfulness. And then the strangest 
thing happened to me. An exultant joy 
spread through my whole body and 

pounded inside of me until it threat- 
ened to burst through my skin. It was 
glorious and a little frightening and the 
biggest thing that ever had happened 
to me. I wanted to scream -to run up 
and down this quiet hall calling out at 
the top of my voice, "She's going to get 
well -she's going to be all right -my 
little Diane's going to live." And all at 
once, it wasn't enough to know this -. 
all at once there was something else I 
must have. Tommy, I must share this 
with Tommy. 

Once in a lifetime a great truth is 
revealed to us with blinding clarity. 
This was the moment of my revelation -I learned something I should have 
known a long time before. I knew that 
no grief is so great that you cannot find 
the strength to bear it alone all by 
yourself. No grief in the world! But 
I discovered that overpowering, world - 
filling joy is another emotion entirely - 
a much greater emotion -one that has 
to be shared because the tension of it 
is too great to be relieved without the 
help of someone else. In that moment, 
I wanted Tommy more than I ever had 
wanted anything before in my life. 

My hand shook when I took the en- 
velope Tommy had left me out of my 
purse. And I cried a little as I read the 
scribbled message written in that dear, 
familiar handwriting. Scrawled on the 
paper above the telephone number 
was just one line -which I shall re- 
member as long as I live. 

"If you really need me, darling, you 
know now how I feel about you." 

He came to me within an hour. I 
heard his familiar, quick step in the 
hall outside Diane's room. And then 
he came in and saw Diane, sleeping 
peacefully now, and looked at me be- 
side her, and I didn't have to explain 

No curative_ power is claimed 
for PHILIP MORRIS . . . but 

AN OUNCE OF 

PRE VE NIlO 
is Worth a Pound 

of Cure 

CALL (OR PHllf'... 

PHILIP 
MORRIS 

are scientifically 
proved far less 

irritating to the 
smoker's nose 
and throat. 

N 

FAR F /NER FLAVOR- PL!/$ FAR MORE PROTECT /O/Y 

R 

R 

71 



ß 

n 

72 

Ann Dvorak REPUBLIC 
Pictures Star 

0 UwLit litik` 
( 1pV EL1E 111:11%1111, 

Convince yourself 
with one APP ZiCQ {L On OF 

this Famous 'Way Medicinal 
Treatment 

highlights-freshened 
ra3i 

highliö of hair 
'Jul v sparkling soft, shts- beauty three i 

Many 
this overnis 

roost a Medi- ance -f Today-try Batts 
beauty 

rof ha r 
c g make well-groomed. 

stars use you, too, glamor- these famous Glover's 
ver's prep Medicine-- 

Glover's -original Glover's 
cínal aenjverni ma 

application. GLOATER 
Beauty 

i;2% uGLO Yo Imperial Hair Drousm 

let, Gloe co 

the regular sues, 
snail the 

color tones Counter - Drug 

Bair will be Lovelier with 

your 

S /y~ DRUFF, ANNOYING 

with massage for DAN IR 

SCALP 
and EXCESSIVE 

FAILING 
HA 

¡RAIL T1415 COUPON TODAYI 

FREE! 
Send Coupon for all three products 
in hermetically- sealed bottles, with 

complete instructions for Glover's 
3 -Way Treatment, and useful FREE 
booklet. The ScientlRo Care of > 

Scalp and Hair." 

GLOVER'S, 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 559, NewYork I, N.Y. 

i Send Free Trial Application package in plain wrap 
per by return mail, containing Clover's Mange 
Medicine, CLO -VER Beauty. Shampoo and Glover's 
Imperial Hair Drees, in three hermetically -sealed 

1/ bottles, with informative FREE booklet. I enclose 
10c to cover cost of packaging and postage. 

Address 

Ciq_._.._.._.._.__-_-_.... Zone _..--__State._ 

anything. I didn't even have to talk. 
That's the way it is with someone 
you've been married to- someone 
you've loved and lived with and 
watched from day to day. There's a 
wonderful sensitivity that comes to 
people who know each other that well. 
I could feel this awareness between us 
as I walked into the glad comfort of 
Tommy's arms and knew that they 
would be my sanctuary forever. 

"I'm sorry, darling," he whispered 
"that you had to go through this alone." 

"It wasn't hard -not that part," I 
told him. "But I had to have you here 
for this -for the glad part." 

He smiled and I knew that he under- 
stood. Of course he knew what I meant 
-dear Tommy. This had been what he 
had tried to tell me before he went 
away. He had tried in so many ways 
to explain that he needed a wife to 
share his joys, not his troubles. But I 
hadn't listened -I hadn't known. 

Diane awakened as we stood there 
looking with new understanding into 
each other's eyes. And as I listened to 
the thrill of joy which pushed through 
her young voice when she turned to 
me and said, "Oh, mother, he's back," 
I realized that even a little girl can 
know the exultant glory in the sharing 
of pleasure. All of the months when 
she must have missed her daddy, she 
didn't cry or speak to me of him, but 
bore her loss within herself. But now 
that he was back, she lay looking at 
me with a glorious happiness burning 
in the bottom of her eyes. 

At that moment I knew that Tommy 
was more right for me than anyone 
else in the world. I realized, too, that 
a successful marriage takes lots of work 
on both sides -but I was sure with an 
exciting certainty that Tommy and I 
could achieve lasting happiness. I 
recognized that no marriage is perfect 
in all ways -that no two persons with 
different backgrounds and inherited 
traits can melt together without leav- 
ing a few tiny flaws in the finished 
product. But I believe now with new 
sincerity that our marriage will be 
more successful than many. Because 
Tommy will bring me laughter and 
sunshine. And now -at long last -I 
will be able to do more than just help 
him face his serious problems. . . I 
shall reach out for the joy he brings 
me with my eyes shining and my heart 
wide open. 
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A Dream to Share 
(Continued from page 45) 

nodded his head in a way that almost 
made me jealous. On the following 
mornings, with my schedule working 
like clockwork so that I was always on 
Maple Street when Vera came home 
from the night shift, we got to know 
each other ig a wonderful, wonderful 
way. At least I got to know Vera, for 
she told me more about herself and her 
job than I told her about myself. 

I say I got to know more about Vera 
every day. Well, that was true in a 
sense; but you'll have to remember that 
I was a discharged veteran with a leg 
injury, that I was working on a job 
that was new to me, that I had the 
faculty (or was it a bad habit ?) of 
dreaming; and that I really knew very 
little about girls. Looking back now, 
I can say those things; but when I first 
met Vera I didn't realize how impor- 
tant they were. 

FOR example you c .:n take the con- 
versation I had with Vera one morn- 

ing about music. 
"It's really amazing, Jim," she said, 

"the way the big companies have gone 
out of their way to make it comfort- 
able and enjoyable for war workers. 
Tonight, for instance, they had Tommy 
Turk and his orchestra play for us for 
an hour. The dance was arranged so 
the changing shifts could get on the 
dance floor together. It was keen, Jim." 

"Who's Tommy Turk ?" I asked, in- 
nocently; and Vera's eyes opened 
widely, incredulously. 

"You don't know 'Tommy's Trio ?" 
she asked. "You've never heard his 
recordings ?" 

I had to admit it was true, and the 
moment of silence that followed seemed 
to be dedicated to my ignorance of such 
matters. I felt, suddenly, as though I 
had been cheated out of part of my 
education; as though I were standing 
outside, looking in. - 

And just at that moment Doady 
champed, turned his head and looked 
at me. It was a hint that I'd better get 
going for the work to be done. Vera 
smiled at Doady and went into her 
house; and I drove Doady down the 
street wondering to myself how I could 
ever get a musical education of the 
kind that would make me aware of 
the importance of the Tommy Turks 
and the others who made hot music 
hotter. 

"Now that is something for us to 
think about, Doady," I said half aloud. 
"The girl likes music, a special kind 
of music that we know very little, if 
anything, about. Gosh, Doady, it sure 
makes you feel kind of dumb." 

When I got back to the stables that 
morning I asked Bill Williams, the feed 
man, about Tommy Turk. 

"Tommy Turk and his Tacoma Trio!" 
he said with a smile. "Sure, his clarinet 
is something special. At least that's 
what my kid brother says. He collects 
Tommy's records, got a load of them 
in the cabinet. 

"Tell you what," continued Bill. "You 
buy some Harry James albums, then 
swap them with my kid brother for 
the Tommy Turk discs. You'll get hep 
to both leaders that way and save 
dough in the bargain." 

I told him I'd think it over, sensing 
I was being trapped into something I 
wasn't at all sure about. He said it 
was okay for me to let him know when 
I was ready for the deal. But I let the 
matter drop because something else 
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came up to occupy my thinking. It 
happened in another conversation I had 
with Vera. 

She asked me what I did in my spare 
time, and I was half afraid to tell her. 
It was my secret and one I felt sure 
would not appeal to her. I said I didn't 
do anything in particular in my hours 
off from work, and she told me she was 
crazy about bowling. 

"There's some alleys right near the 
plant," she explained enthusiastically. 
"Air conditioned, Jim. It's the last 
word. Not one of these smoky places, 
your eyes don't get red; and they have 
industrial leagues that give you a 
chance to win prizes at the end of the 
season. Do you know I made the five - 
ten split twice the other afternoon? 
And I've developed a hook that our 
team captain says will add twenty pins 
to my score. That won't be so bad!" 

So once again I tried to find out 
something about Vera's interests, this 
time bowling; but the men I questiohed 
told me I just had to bowl before I 
could ever understand it. And it 
seemed impossible for me to start 
learning the game. Furthermore, I 
wasn't sure it would be good for my 
leg; and I decided to forget about it, 
to avoid the subject again. 

I thought about Vera all the time; re- 
membered the green tint in her eyes 
and the reddish glint in her hair when 
the sun struck it a certain way. I re -' 
membered the soft line of her face, and 
the trace of a dimple in one cheek. 
That dimple was most tantalizing to 
recall because it never quite developed 
into a real dimple. She'd smile and 
the little trace would appear as though 
it were ready to bloom like a flower, 
and I was sure it must have been there 
when she was a little girl. 

And being the kind of guy I am, it 
was the thinking of those things when 
I was away from Vera that made me 
almost tongue -tied and reticent when 
I met her each morning. She always 
seemed glad to see me, and yet I won- 
dered if she was just being nice; and I 
wondered if I had any sense in my heart 
hoping that liking might be something 
bigger and more wonderful in the 
future. 

I knew she was studying me from all 
angles when we talked, and that 
bothered me to the extent that I was 
careful in what I said. I did want to 
make the right impression on her so 
badly that maybe I was not my natural 
self. Believe me, that worried me. 

"Tell me," she said one day, "about 
those sounds you hear in the morning. 
You mentioned them when we first got 
to know each other." 

Some foolish instinct made me back 
away. "Oh, I guess I have a vivid 
imagination, Vera. It's silly, isn't it ?" 

"No," she replied. "What's silly about 
the trolley song you hear on St. John's 
hill? I'll bet nobody ever thought of 
that before. I'll bet nobody ever heard 
it that way, the way you heard it. And 
what you told me about the alarm 
clocks sounding like roosters with bells 
was wonderful." 

Vera was smiling, and the dimple 
was threatening. I felt embarrassed 
and I made a move to get into the milk - 
wagon. She lost the smile immediately 
as a curious wrinkling of her brow 
transformed her face. "What's the 
hurry this morning, Jim ?" she asked. 

I got into the wagon and Vera stood 
on the sidewalk petting Doady's nose. 

"Your master says the world smells 
different in the morning, Doady. He 
says it's fresh and clean, as if it had 

had a bath. He says a milkman lives 
in a different world, Doady; and, you 
know, I think he's right." 

I felt the color run up my face and 
I took the reins in my hands. 

"Make with the clop -clop, Doady," I 
said. "Have to get going, Vera. To- 
day's collection day, and I have to 
work on my accounts." Doady started 
slowly as though his soul were full of 
regret; and I know horses don't have 
souls. It was mine that was regretful. 

"The girl is laughing at us, Doady," 
I said quietly when we were three 
blocks away. "She's laughing, and it 
hurts. She doesn't understand, and we 
don't understand. The world is full 
of misunderstanding. She understands 
bowling and jive; and all we under- 
stand are sounds and colors and the 
feel of the earth when you sit on the 
river bank and fish." 

That last remark about the fishing 
was, perhaps, the thing that annoyed 
me most. It was the little secret of 
mine I referred to. I could just imagine 
Vera with her modern ways laughing 
like mad if I ever told her about THAT 
She'd think I was a terribly corny guy 
if she knew what I did on my day off. 

She'd laugh to herself, of course; but 
I'd sense her feelings and it would hurt 
like the devil. I knew that. The truth 
was I didn't even really fish. I had a 
very special place for this special day 
of the week, and I always went alone; 
I brought along a line and dug a few 
worms; but the biggest fun of it was 
to just sit on the bank of the little 
yellow stream and think. It was so 
quiet there, so peaceful and satisfying 
to my soul that it was like some warm 
and wonderful tonic. 

You had to be sort of queer, I con- 
ceded. to do a thing like that. You had 
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to half -close your eyes, let the warm 
sun cover you, and then you'd hear the 
things the ordinary people missed. 
You'd hear the water lapping gently, 
and you'd hear the wings of a dragon- 
fly sing, and you'd hear the burp of a 
frog and the rustle of reed grass. And 
the most wonderful overtone was the 
water wheel's groaning, like strange 
organ music, solemn, but very beautiful. 

Some time during the day you'd open 
your lunch and eat it; and when it came 
time to go home you'd feel a little 
lonely and know that the summer 
would be over eventually and that part 
of your life would be eliminated for 
six months by snow and ice. 

But how could you explain all that to 
a girl like Vera, even if she had been 
the world's most understanding girl? 

So when she asked me again what I 
did on my day off I told another fib. 

"I fish for trout," I said with a definite 
tone. "Been doing it for years." 

I figured that by emphasizing trout 
she'd envision all kinds of fancy equip- 
ment with special hooks and gear, flies 
instead of worms, expensive nods and 
baskets for holding the fishy prizes. I' 
figured that she knew nothing about 
the sport because very few girls do; 
and when she asked me where I fished 
I said, "Out near Van Ness." 

It was a Saturday morning when I 
told her that, and I said, importantly, 
that I had to get started as soon as I 
got back to the stables. Was I wrong in 
detecting a kind of disappointment in 
her blue -green eyes as I left her? Did 
my consciousness of her presence fool 
me in the suggestion of loneliness in 
her voice as she said good -by? At the 
time I was confused, but beyond that 
was the conscience that bothered me 
about my little white lie. 

Trout fishing! That was good. If 
Vera saw me with my miserable fish 
line and my lunch in a brown paper 
bag she'd have the answer. As I rode 
out to Van Ness on the trolley car I 
wrestled with my unhappiness, realizing 
all the time that my attempts at being 
sophisticated with Vera had brought 
me no pleasure. And I was certain that 
the day would be an unhappy one. 

IGOT off the trolley at the last stop. 
A taxicab driver was taking a load of 

men who carried fancy fishing equip- 
ment, but I walked down the road to 
the river, just a few hundred feet. I 
stood on the bank, watching a small 
boat rocking gently in the current. The 
place was as peaceful as ever and I 
dropped to the grass, stretched out in 
the comfortable sunshine. 

Ordinarily I would have dozed off. 
for that was the first reaction I always 
had after arriving there. But that day 
was different. I closed my eyes and 
saw Vera's face; I opened them and saw 
the outline of her profile on the water. 
I recognized the smell of the sod by my 
cheek, but there lingered in my nostrils 
the faint scent of the perfume she had 
about her. A cricket chirped nearby, 
but Vera's voice was there, too. 

I began thinking of my job as a 
milkman, wondering if I would ever 
be quite as happy working at it again. 

"It's funny," I said half aloud, "the 
way things are always changing. First 
I'm crazy about my job, then I'm crazy 
about a girl I meet while working on 
the job. Then when I find I don't quite 
make the grade with the girl I lose all 
interest in my job!" 

Yes, I was positive I didn't have a 
chance with Vera; and the more I 

thought about it, the more distressed 
I became. I looked across the river and 
wondered how everything could be so 
different; the softness of the water was 
gone, the sounds I loved to hear were 
not there. The sky was blue and clear, 
but as I looked aloft there was a 
pensiveness in the air, or at least, I 
imagined it was that way. 

I began thinking about my pals in the 
South Pacific, wondering how they 
were. I thought about Tommy Miller 
who was dead, and about his girl "Rolly 
Eyes "; she must be somewhere, poor 
girl, unhappy girl. 

I heard the trolley car in the distance, 
climbing the hill that brought it to the 
end of the line; then I saw it come into 
view around a turn, and I compared its 
appearance to that of a yellow cater- 
pillar. The trolley groaned to a stop, 
and from where I lay on the grass I 
could see the people getting out. 

"Funny," I thought, "how people look 
alike. Now that fat fellow looks just 
like Bill Williams. And that girl looks 
just like Vera, only she's wearing a 
dress instead of slacks." 

Then I jumped to my feet, my heart 
pounding. It was Vera! She was stand- 
ing near the trolley, looking around her 
as though she were trying to make up 
her mind about something. When she 
started for a taxicab I called out to her, 
and I noticed the happy tone of my 
voice. 

"Hi, Vera!" 
She turned around, sort of half - 

waved her hand, and started toward 
me as I began walking toward her. She 
was about a hundred yards away and I 
couldn't take my eyes from her as we 
neared each other; my eyes took in 
everything: the way she had her hair 
down to her shoulders, the pretty white 
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pinafore, the wedged shoes, the redness 
of her lips -and the slightly worried 
expression in her eyes. 

I guess I had a wide grin on my face 
when she came up to me, for I felt the 
whole world warming up; the birds 
were singing and the fú11 beauty of the 
summer day burst forth from the valley 
land around me. 

She held out her right hand to me, 
holding a little lunch basket in the 
other. 

"You're not mad at me, Jim ?" 
Mad? Why I was the happiest fellow 

in the world at that moment. 
"You don't mind me being out here, 

Jim ?" 
Mind? It was just too wonderful to 

be true, and I wondered if I were 
dreaming. 

Vera walked over to the tree I had 
been sitting under, looked at the brown 
paper bag that contained my lunch, and 
turned toward me again with a happi- 
ness in her eyes I had never seen be- 
fore. She sat down on the grass and I 
did the same. We just looked at each 
other for a few minutes. 

"I'm so glad you didn't bring your 
fishing tackle, Jim," she said. "I would 
never have found you down the river, 
although I was going to look for you 
and watch you fish." 

"But, Vera," I countered. "You 
worked last night. You didn't sleep 
today. How did you...." 

"I don't work tomorrow, Jim. Sun- 
day, remember? I guess I was pretty 
bold coming down here uninvited. But 
I wanted to 'so badly." 

"Well, why didn't you tell me? Why 
didn't you say something ?" 

She looked at me reproachfully for a 
moment, then turned her eyes away to 
gaze out across the river. 

"I waited," she said. "I thought if I 
waited long enough, you'd ask me to 
come. But I just got tired of waiting; 
I thought I'd take a chance." 

"I was afraid to ask you, Vera," I said. 
"I thought you were a different kind 
of a girl, maybe. I got my impressions 
from the things you said; things about 
bowling and music and your friends. 
They were all strange to me, Vera ..." 

The . dimple was threatening. Vera's 
eyes were smiling, too. Her hand man- 
aged to find mine and we were silent. 

"It's just the way I pictured it, Jim," 
Vera said softly after a while. "I knew 
it would be this way." 

"You mean the river and the trees 
and the quietness, Vera? You mean 
you actually enjoy this kind of a day ?" 
I couldn't get the inflection of amaze- 
ment from my voice. "But how about 
the other things, the bowling and that 
music? Those things don't go with this. 
They're so different...." 

Vera's face was close to mine. I could 
feel her eyelash brushing my cheek. 

"Oh, I like Tommy Turk all right," 
she said, as though he were a vague 
competitor of mine, "but, really, I'm a 
pretty awful bowler. I told you about 
it because I thought maybe you'd be 
interested. A girl has to make conver- 
sation... . 

"You mean it was something like my 
trout fishing? Imaginary ?" 

She laughed and the color came into 
her cheek. 

"Let that be a lesson to you, Jim 
Brown ." she began to say, but my 
embrace dissolved her words into noth- 
ingness. Our first kiss was a punctua- 
tion mark on her sentence, and our 
first day settled around us in fragrant 
peacefulness, a dream that was no 
longer far in the future, but real and 
here and now, for both of us. 
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INTRODUCING 

TONI DARNAY 

sIX MONTHS ago Toni Darnay was 
just another stagestruck girl who 

lived at New York's Rehearsal Club. 
Today, at twenty- three, this virtually 
unknown ingenue has copped one of 
radio row's biggest prizes in the leading 
role in the serial The Strange Romance 
of Evelyn Winters (CBS, daily at 10:30 
A.M. EWT). 

Intent on a footlights career, Toni 
payed little attention to a microphone 
career but did take time out to make 
one or two auditions. She was in the 
arduous throes of rehearsing for the 
Philadelphia tryout of "Sadie Thomp- 
son" when a call came through from 
her agent telling her to come to New 
York to try out for the lead in a new 
serial. She made the trip and three 
hours later had the part of Evelyn 
Winters. 

Born in Chicago some twenty -three 
years ago, Toni is descended from her 
grandfather Landon Gates who owned 
a string of theaters at which her 
mother acted. "The Barrymores had 
nothing on the Darnays" recalls Toni. 
"There were eight children and when 
we went to dramatic school, onlookers 
really saw some emoting." 

At thirteen, Toni embarked on her 
stage career -not without much protest 
put up by her doctor dad -and went on 
a vaudeville tour with mama in tow. 
After some years at College Prep High 
in Chicago, she started dancing pro- 
fessionally at such Windy City night 
spots as the Chez Paree and the Palmer 
House, but she never stayed long in 
any one place -"My father always 
yanked me out" 

At the age of eighteen she was doing 
stock at Oconomowac Walk, Wisconsin, 
where the Marjorie Montgomery Ward 
Baker award was presented to the new 
play in which she had a part. At that 
point Toni picked up her baggage and 
came to New York, where she weath- 
ered a saga of buying clothes at sales, 
having every pair of stockings a major 
investment, and not knowing where 
her next meal was coming from. She 
did stock at Bridgehampton, Long Is- 
land, Dennis Playhouse at the Cape 
(where she appeared in "The Duenna" 
with Gregory Peck), and Cambridge. 
Then came a part in "Sadie Thompson" 
and radio row knows the rest. 
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INTRODUCING 

KATHRYN CRAVENS 

KATHRYN CRAVENS has been en- 
abling millions of radio listeners to 

obtain News Through a Woman's 
Eyes for several years through her 
program of that name, so it was in- 
evitable that as soon after V -E day as 
the Army would accredit a Woman 
radio correspondent for broadcasts 
from Europe she would be the first 
woman to receive such accreditation. 
Her programs are broadcast twice a 
week over the Mutual network. 

It was because, as an actress, she al- 
ways wanted to rewrite and improve 
the scripts she was assigned to act, that 
Kathryn Cravens became radio's most 
outstanding woman commentator. She 
began her career as a movie actress,.for 
Fox Films, under the name of Kitty 
O'Dare when she was 15. After eight 
years of that activity she turned to 
acting dramas broadcast by KWK in 
St. .Louis and later over KMOX. 

Her flair for interpreting current 
events, for doing interviews with the 
great and near -great, in a way that 
had a special significance for feminine 
listeners, soon put her on a coast -to- 
coast CBS network. 

Kathryn Cravens was born in Bur- 
kett, Texas, where her father was a 
country doctor and her mother the 
postmistress. Texas, incidentally, is 
still one of her major enthusiasms -or 
is that news when one thinks of the 
attitude of all people born in Texas? 
Her other strong interests are flying, 
Victorian furniture, good clothes and 
people with strong personalities. 

Before she flew to Europe this spring 
she had already scheduled interview.4 
with a number of important personages, 
including Gen. de Gaulle, Bernard 
Shaw and the Pope. But her main pur- 
pose was to get a picture for Amer- 
ican women of how the common people 
of the liberated -and the conquerod- 
countries of Europe are managing in 
the wake of Nazi devastation such vital 
but humdrum problems as feeding their 
families, caring for their children's 
health, recreation and cleanliness, keep- 
ing themselves dressed and alive. Her 
job is to report a "woman's angle" 
on living conditions amid the chaos of 
a catastrophic war -a chaos that Amer- 
ican women have been protected from. 
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one of the most appealing people I'd 
ever known -there was something boy- 
ish about him, something that made 
you want always to be there when he 
needed you. I had realized, of course, 
from the first that he was moody - 
sometimes very gay and sometimes in 
the depths of depression. But I didn't 
think that was very serious. Part of it, 
I thought, was because he had never 
really found himself, never found what 
he wanted to do with his life. He'd 
had a succession of jobs from the time 
he'd finished high school, never settling 
down to any one of them but always 
quitting to go on to something he 
thought would be better. Sometimes 
it was because his boss didn't like him, 
sometimes the money wasn't enough. 
All his reasons seemed good ones, and 
he didn't have much trouble getting a 
new job because everybody liked him. 
I felt all he needed was the responsi- 
bility of a home of his own and all his 
moods and changeability would go. 

PART of it, too, I felt was his mother's 
fault. She babied him, and hovered 

over him, even when he was twenty - 
five years old. She was a widow and 
although she had two daughters 
younger than Woodie, he was her baby. 
"He was always a sensitive child," she 
told me once. "People never under- 
stood how easily he could be hurt. But 
I did. No one ever understands Woodie 
as I do." She resented me from the 
first. Not so much me myself, as the 
fact that Woodie wanted to marry me. 
She would have resented any girl who 
"tried to take him away from her." 

In spite of that, we were married. 
And at first I thought I was right that 
all he needed was our love and mar- 
riage to be happy. He got a job as sales- 
man at the Acme Automobile Agency, 
and he was good at it. You couldn't 
resist Woodie when he really wanted 
to sell you something in that eager, 
confiding way he had. I gave up my 
job, and for the first few months we 
were wildly happy. 

The first small hint of the terrible 
thing that was to come was when he 
unexpectedly sold two cars in quick 
succession to customers the other sales- 
men had given up as too hard to sell. 
Woodie was naturally elated -but it 
was a strange, unnatural kind of ela- 
tion. The night he came home after the 
second sale, he caught me up in his 
arms and swung me around until I was 
breathless. 

"Put on your new dress," he said. 
"We're going out and celebrate." 

"But, darling," I protested laugh- 
ingly, "we celebrated last night and 
the night before. We're going to spend 
all that money you made in celebrating 
making the money!" 

"What of it? There'll be plenty more. 
I've gotten started now and nothing 
can stop me. Nothing! I'll be the best 
darn salesman Acme ever had -that 
anybody ever had! Hurry up, get 
ready." 

It wasn't only spending the money 
that bothered me. It was the almost 
feverish look in his eyes and the way 
he couldn't keep still for a single min- 
ute. We went out to one of the most ex- 
pensive places in town, and Woodie 
had too much to drink. He didn't get 
drunk, only excited, and the feverish 
look in his eyes heightened. He wanted 
to buy everybody in the place as many 
drinks as they could order. When we 
got home, he grabbed me fiercely in his 
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arms and kissed me tensely, eagerly. 
"We're going to be rich and we're 

going to have fun!" he cried exultingly. 
"I'd never have done it without you, 
Nancy. With you, I can do anything!" 
For the first time that night I didn't 
respond to him with my own equal 
measure of joy. I felt uneasy in the 
face of that wild exultation. Uneasy 
and deeply unhappy. 

His mood of recklessness persisted, 
even became more wild. I began to 
worry -not so much about all the 
money we were spending on the ex- 
pensive gifts he brought home to me 
or our "celebrating" in which I no 
longer had any heart, but because of 
what was happening to him inside. The 
only way I can explain it is that every- 
thing he did he did too intensely. He 
drove too fast. He drank too much. 
And his love for me seemed to break 
all bounds and become too abandoned. 

I told myself that it couldn't last. No- 
body in the world could live like that 
for long at a time, as if he were con- 
sumed by some strange and driving 
urgency. 

IWAS right, but not in the way I'd 
hoped to be. Suddenly his mood of 

elation was broken, for no reason I 
could see, and it was followed by the 
deepest depression. It was true he 
wasn't making as many sales as he had 
been, but that was only natural in his 
business. It was bound to have its ups 
and downs. But he would come home 
now sunk in the deepest gloom. Some 
mornings he even refused to go to work 
at all. "What's the use ?" he would say. 
"Nobody wants to buy a car from me. 
And the boss is blaming me for it, too. 
He's got something against me." 

"That's silly!" I would tell him. "He 
doesn't blame you at all. You have a 
fine record and this is just a slump." 
I would try to cheer him up but it 
wouldn't work. He refused to go out 
at all, even to see any of our friends or 
anything like that. 

In my desperate anxiety, I tried to 
talk to Mrs. Frazier about it. But she 
either couldn't or wouldn't understand. 
She seemed almost to blame me. 

And then came that day when, for 
the first time in my life, I knew real 
terror. 

I had been downtown shopping, and 
I remember I hurried home earlier 
than I'd planned because, suddenly and 
for no special reason, I had an unbear- 
able feeling of anxiety about Woodie. 
He had been so depressed when he left 
for work that morning. 

I found him stretched across the bed, 
unconscious. And beside him, on the 
table, was an empty bottle that had 
contained sleeping pills, and a scrawled 
and incoherent note to me. Much later, 
when I was able to read it I deciphered 
it to say: "Darling, there's no use in 
going on. This is the only way out 
for me." 

The doctor got there barely in time 
to save his life. And then afterwards, 
when we knew he wouldn't die but 
when he lay there in that strange coma 
where he recognized no one, Dr. Blythe 
told me the truth. The truth I should 
have known before. 

Woodie was mentally sick. He was 
what is known as a manic- depressive. 
Once, six years before I met him, he 
had been in a mental hospital for a few 
months. He had responded so well to 
treatment they had had every right to 
think he was well. Now he would have 
to go back. 

"Do you mean to say you weren't 
told of his illness before you married 
him ?" Dr. Blythe demanded of me. 



I shook my head numbly. "1 never 
knew," I whispered. "But even if I 
had -I'd still have loved him. I can't - 
not love him just because he's sick." 
I caught the doctor's hand. "Can you 
cure him? Can you make him well 
again and like he used to be ?" 

"We'll do our best." 
Dr. Blythe talked to Mrs. Frazier. 

She said Woodie had wanted to tell 
me, but she wouldn't let him. She told 
him it was all over and to be forgotten. 
She seemed to feel it was a disgrace; 
she couldn't understand that to be sick 
in your mind is no more disgraceful 
than to be sick in your body. She 
wanted to hide it, like a shameful thing, 
and she always made excuses for 
Woodie's erratic behaviour by saying 
that people didn't understand him, in- 
stead of accepting it as an illness that 
could be cured. Even now, she didn't 
want him taken back to the hospital. 

"Mrs. Frazier," Dr. Blythe said at 
last in exasperation, "if your son had 
an acute appendicitis attack, would you 
think you could operate on him your- 
self or cure him with kindness? Well, 
this is the same thing. He is acutely 
sick in his mind and must go where 
there are expert doctors to take care 
of him. This can't be cured by kindness 
any more than a ruptured appendix!" 

440 Woodie went to the sanatorium, 
and I resolved to wait as bravely as 

I could for his recovery. I went to the 
head of the Acme Company, told him 
the truth, and he offered me a job as 
bookkeeper. I felt terribly alone. Mrs. 
Frazier resented the fact I wouldn't 
come to live with her. and implied that 
if Woodie had been happier with me all 
this would never have happened. She 
said I didn't really "understand" him. 
I had few friends in Wilton, and there 
was no one I could turn to for sym- 
pathy. It was as if I were living in a 
vacuum of waiting and loneliness, with 
all life suspended until Woodie should 
recover. Now that that waiting was 
nearly at an end, I was afraid. 

Or rather, I realized now, I had been 
afraid until the moment I finished tell- 
ing the story to Don Colman. 

Impulsively I reached across the 
table and put my hand over his. 
"Thank you for this!" I said. "You 
were right -it helped to talk about it. 
Somehow now I feel calmer and more 
hopeful." 

"I'm glad it helped," he said quietly. 
"Sometimes talking about something 
you're afraid of is like turning on a 
light in a dark room -all the things 
that looked so scary in the dark turn 
out to be familiar, well -loved things 
and you're not afraid any longer. 
There's only one question I'd like to 
ask." His eyes were very direct. 
"Would you have married Woodie if 
you'd known the truth about him ?" 

"I don't know," I said in a low voice. 
"I don't know. We loved each other 
very much. All I do know is that now 
I want to -sort of take care of him and 
keep him well." 

"He's lucky to have you. But then -" 
he smiled " -any man would be!" 

"Did you know any of this before - 
about Woodie, I mean ?" 

"I heard some of it around the office, 
of course," he admitted. "I knew for 
instance, you always went out to see 
him on Sundays -" 

"And you knew I might be unhappy 
and depressed after it," I interrupted 
suddenly. "And that's why you asked 
me to dinner. It was all a fib about 
your being lonely!" 

Don looked embarrassed. "Well -no, 
it isn't quite like that. I was lonely. 
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And now you've made me feel I've 
found a friend." 

Don took me home then, and when 
he left me at the door I felt I, too, had 
found a friend. The knowledge com- 
forted and sustained me. Somehow it 
made me face Woodie's coming home 
in the way I should -with happiness 
and with firm faith in our future. That 
was what he needed from me -the feel- 
ing of security I could give him. His 
whole adjustment in these crucial days 
ahead might depend on that. Now I 
felt strong enough for that dependence 
and that giving. Don Colman had 
helped me find it. 

The day of Woodie's arrival I stayed 
home from work. I scrubbed and 
cleaned the apartment until it glistened. 
I prepared his favorite dinner. I made 
myself as pretty as I could. 

WHEN he came, he came alone, just 
as if he were returning from an 

ordinary absence like a business trip. 
He opened the door and set down his 
bag, and then he looked around him. 

"It hasn't changed," he said softly. 
"It's just as I pictured it. It hasn't 
changed at all." 

"Of course not, darling," I said. "It 
will always be the same." 

"And you haven't changed either," 
he said with that same soft wonder- 
ment. "Your hair's still gold with the 
light on it, your mouth is still soft and 
red, and -you still love me." 

He held out his arms then and I ran 
to him. We clung together. "What 
would I ever do without you ?" he mur- 
mured against my hair. "What would I 
ever do ?" 

I tried to laugh, but it was an un- 
steady little sound. "You're not going 
to have to try, darling. You'll never 
get rid of me!" 

All during his getting settled and un- 
packed, and during dinner, we never 
mentioned his illness. As at the hos- 
pital, you would never have known he 
had been sick. It was when we were 
doing the dishes together that he said, 
"You know, Nancy, I've decided not to 
go back to the Acme. I'd rather start 
fresh, get a really good job some- 
where." 

"Have you thought about where ?" I 
asked carefully. I didn't want him to 
start going from job to job as he had 
done before we were married. 

"I'm a good salesman," he said with 
confidence. "There are several places I 
could go. And I'd like you to stop 
working now, and just let me take care 
of you. You will, won't you ?" he asked 
anxiously. 

"Of course, darling. That's what I 
want, too." But it wasn't true. We 
owed a lot of money still, the hospital 
had been expensive, and I'd rather have 
kept on working for a while. But I 
thought maybe the responsibility would 
aid him in his re- adjustment and that 
I could give him more security that 
way than if I let him see I was worried. 

The next day I gave notice at the 
office. And afterwards, I went out in 
the salesroom to say goodbye to Don 
Colman. He held my hand a moment 
in his firm, warm grasp. "I know 
everything is going to be all right," he 
said, "but if you ever need me for any- 
thing, Nancy -to talk over something - 
if there's anything I can ever do-" 

"Thank you," I said feelingly. "If 
there ever is, I know I can count on 
you." 

And that was true. I thought how 
strange it was to know someone so 
little and yet so well. I might never 
see Don again, except just on the street, 
because it might upset Woodie to know 



I had been out with a man while he 
was sick. But just the fact that Don 
was theré, that he could be confided 
in and trusted, made me feel good. And 
he knew I felt that. 

Woodie went to work for another 
automobile agency and he seemed hap- 
pier than he had ever been. At first, I 
watched anxiously but unobtrusively 
for signs of any unnatural behavior in 
him. But there were none. He was 
completely normal, and our life was 
just as it had been when we were first 
married, before the shadow fell across 
it. There was only one thing that wor- 
ried me. He depended on me so utterly. 
He always wanted me home when he 
came from work. He always wanted 
me near him so he could reach out and 
touch me, as if for reassurance. It was 
as if he were afraid that some day I 
might not be there. And over and over, 
he repeated the refrain: "What would 
I ever do without you, Nancy? What 
would I ever do ?" 

And always I would say, "You'll 
never have to try, darling." 

Slowly I began to relax. I didn't 
watch him so anxiously. I began to 
believe that we had both done what 
Dr. Blythe had said must be done: we 
had blotted out the past. We didn't see 
his mother much -the doctor had told 
me frankly she was bad for Woodie. 
So, although she resented me more bit- 
terly than ever for taking her son away 
from her, we visited her only occasion- 
ally. I wanted to make new friends, to 
have people in sometimes for bridge 
or for supper. But Woodie didn't want 
to. "I'd rather be just with you," he 
said. "You're all I ever want." 

I began, too, to long for a child. 
Woodie's disease was not inheritable, 
he was cured now anyway, and our 
lives would be richer if we had babies 
to love. But Woodie said "Not yet, 
Nancy. Now I just want you all to 
myself." And when I tried to point 
out that we would be closer than ever 
if we had a child to share as a living 
part of ourselves, he got upset. It was 
almost as if he were jealous. So I 
stifled my hope until a better time 
when he would be sounder. 

I TOLD myself I should be completely 
happy, that I was completely happy, 

now that Woodie's health was restored. 
But I found that just as I stifled 
desire for new friends and activiies, 
my hope for children, I was stifling 
part of myself. His complete depen- 
dence on me did that. His whole life 
revolved around me and only me, seek- 
ing the reassurance and encouragement 
he needed. Unconsciously, the strain 
of it began to tell on me. I felt restless 
sometimes, as if I were no longer free 
to be myself. But then, I thought, that 
was a small price to pay for his hap- 
piness; I wanted always to take care 
of him, to keep him well. That was the 
only thing that counted. 

And then one day Woodie was ar- 
rested for reckless driving. 

He had been driving an agency car 
sixty miles an hour on one of the main 
arteries through Wilton, and he had 
just missed crashing into a truck 
parked near the sidewalk. He was 
fined, and his driving license was sus- 
pended for several months. 

"But what made you do it ?" I cried 
when he came home, half defiant. half 
ashamed, and told me about it. 

"How do I know? I just felt like 
driving fast. I felt good and wanted to 
do something about it. For Lord's sake, 
Nancy, you act as though I'd killed 
someone." 

"You might have! Oh- Woodie -" I 
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began to cry. It was not so much what 
he said as the way he looked that filled 
me with that sudden desperation. His 
eyes were too bright, his movements 
too quick, he was over- excited. And 
every one was a sign of the horrible 
dread that had lurked in my heart, 
had been lulled, and now was spring- 
ing to life again. Every one was a sign 
of the shadow that lay over him. 

"It might have happened to any- 
body," he insisted. `Everybody drives 
fast once in a while. I tell you, I don't 
know what made me do it!" 

I tried to control my tears and my 
terror. "I think, darling," I said as 
quietly as I could, "that you ought to 
see Dr. Blythe again. Tell him about it -see what he says." 

For a moment he looked so angry I 
was frightened. Then he lit a cigarette 
with unsteady fingers. "That's silly. 
There's no need for that. I -I won't 
do it!" But I could tell he, too, was 
shaken. 

"Please, darling. For my sake. Just 
to see what he says." 

AT last, I persuaded him. He was still 
defiant, but he agreed to go if I 

would go with him. We went out to the 
hospital together that afternoon. 

I sat in the waiting room, fighting 
against despair, while Woodie talked 
to the doctor. I had had to do it, I had 
had to bring him here. And yet - 

Finally Dr. Blythe came out. He 
looked grave. "I think he'd better be 
re- committed, Mrs. Frazier. He has 
agreed to it voluntarily, and that in it- 
self is a very hopeful sign. I've pointed 
out that this may be a recurrence of 
his illness and his commitment would 
be a preventive before it gets too far 
advanced.... I'm sorry, my dear. But 
I'm still hopeful. You were very wise 
and very brave to make him come." 

"Can I -see him ?" The words would 
hardly come. 

"Of course." 
He ushered me into the office and left 

us alone. Woodie clung to my hand. 
"I'm not really sick again, Nancy," he 
said, imploring me -and himself -to 
believe it. "You know that. I've- just 
been working too hard, and I'll get a 
good rest out here. That's all. It'll only 
be for a little while ." The words 
tumbled out incoherently in his effort 
to assure us both. His grip tightened 
on my hands until the pain was almost 
more than I could stand without crying 
out. "You'll be there when I come 
home, won't you, darling? You'll al- 
ways be there, won't you ?" 

"You know I will, Woodie," I prom- 
ised. "Always." 

And so my life of anguished waiting 
began again. The existence that was 
only half existing, not wife and yet not 
widow. The old loneliness and the old 
despair -but this not quite the same, 
for now there was a desperation in it. 
Now I had to face the inevitable ques- 
tion: was this to be the pattern of my 
life forever? Was Woodie never to be 
completely well? Were the fear and 
the terror always to be there? I had 
done everything I could for him. I had 
loved him, given him what he needed 
and wanted, sometimes at great cost to 
myself -and still it was not enough. 
The iron gates had claimed him again. 

I must give up forever my dream of 
children. I could not bring a child into 
the world with a father who was not 
able to be a real father. I must give 
up my dream for anything but living 
always alternately between the hope 
that Woodie would be cured and the 
fear that he could not. 

I went back to the job at the Acme. 
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This time, even when Woodie was home 
again, I would keep it. I would have to, 
for security. And this time I could not 
bear to see his mother. I felt sorrow for 
the tragedy that was hers as well as 
mine, but her blame of me, both spoken 
and unspoken, was so unfair and so 
hurting that our sorrow only separated 
us further. People were hard to face. 
Those who knew about my husband 
tried to be kind but sometimes it was 
awkwardly done. Those who didn't 
were always shocked and embarrassed 
when I explained that he was at Blythe 
Sanatorium. 

There was only Don Colman. 
He remained unchanged. He wel- 

comed me back to the Acme warmly 
but not too sympathetically, as if my 
coming were the most natural thing in 
the world. His real sympathy was al- 
ways there, underneath, for me to feel 
and to call upon if I needed it. I saw 
him every day at the agency, and once 
or twice he invited me to lunch. At 
first, that was enough. Just seeing him, 
knowing he knew the whole story and 
understood, was like tapping a hidden 
source of strength for me. But as my 
terrible, lonely waiting went on, I 
seemed to need him more and more. He 
asked me out to Sunday dinner once, 
after my visit to Woodie, as he had 
done before. And after that again, un- 
til it became a regular thing that I have 
dinner with him every week. We didn't 
talk much of Woodie -I didn't want to 
burden him with my troubles. And, 
besides, we found so much else to talk of- places he had been, books we had 
both read, people ... it didn't matter. 
There was always his slow smile, all 
the relaxed happiness of being with a 
friend you trust and know. 

l NE night we were caught in a sud- 
den downpour on the way home, 

and I invited him in to wait until it was 
over. We sat there quietly, listening 
to the rain beating on the roof, not 
speaking. 

"I wish," I said suddenly, "that 
Woodie could know you as I do. He 
has so few real friends, and he would 
like you so much. I always wanted him 
to meet you but I thought -well, that 
it was better not. You understood that, 
didn't you ?" 

"Yes," he said slowly, "I understood 
that. A hundred times, after he came 
home, I started to telephone you -and 
then kept myself from it. Because I 
thought it was better not -for every- 
body's sake." 

There was something so curious in 
his voice that I looked up at him. His 
eyes were on me and, for the first time, 
there was a look of pain and urgency in 
them. "You see," Don said simply, 
"I've loved you from the beginning. 
Not as a friend, Nancy -but as the 
woman I wanted." 

The blood drained from my face as 
my heart, for that one second, seemed 
to stop beating. I stared at him and, 
slowly at first, then overwhelmingly, 
realization came. I made a little ges- 
ture toward him -and then I was in 
his arms. His lips came down on mine, 
seeking, finding. There was exultation 
in that kiss, there was fulfillment, there 
was almost unbearable sweetness and 
unbearable desire. 

He let me go, almost roughly. "And 
you love me, too," he said. 

"I never knew it," I whispered. "I 
never knew until this minute -Oh, 
Don -" 

Compelled beyond my strength, I 
went into his arms again. All the 
friendship, the instinctive companion- 
ship, the sense of peace with him, came 
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Keepsake Jewelers . .. $100 ta $3500. 

4' Guaranteed by e'- 
Good Housekeeping 
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Prices include federal tax. 
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Keepsake Diamond Rings, A. H. Pond Co., Inc. 
214 S. Warren St., Syracuse 2, N. Y. 
Please send the book, "The Etiquette of the Engagement and 
Wedding," with supplement on "Wartime Engagements and 
Weddings," illustrations of Keepsake Rings and the nome of 
the nearest Keepsake Jeweler. I enclose 10c to cover moiling. 

LOWELL Set* 300.00 
Engagement Ring 200.00 

Also $350 

HOLLISTER Set' 900.00 
Engagement Ring 750.00 

Also $450 

3 

ARCADIA Set 350.00 
Engagement Ring 250.00 

Also $450 and 600 

ASTORIA Set* 200.00 
Engagement Ring 150.00 

'In .I.5, o, .,II .,, ,o,u,ol gold 
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1 CHILTON GREETINGS CO- 
1 Dept.23 -J,147 Essex St., Boston 11, Mass. 

Earn $30 a week 
AS A TRAINED 

PRACTICAL NURSE! 
Practical aunes are always neededt 
Learn at home in your spare time 
as thousands of men and women -18 to 60 years of 
age -have done through Chicago School of Nursing. 
Easy- to-understand lessons. endorsed by physicians. 
One graduate has charge of 10 -bed hospital. Nurse 
Cromer. of Iowa, runs her own nursing home. Others 
earn $2.50 to $5.00 a day in private practice. 

YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARNT 
Mrs. B. C.. of Texas, earned $474.25 while taking 
course. Mrs. S. E. P. etarted on her first case after 
her 7th lesson: in 14 months she earned $1900L You, 
too, 

l 
n earn good money. make new friends. High 

school not necessary. Equipment included. Easy 
payments. Trial plan. 40th year. Send coupon nowt 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept.189, 100 East Ohio Street. Chicago 11. Ill. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 

Name Age 

City State 

a 

B 

85 



86 

...Owes its great popularity 
to its consistent high quality and 
fine flavor. 

Victory, you may not 
pd this delicious gum. 
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BATH ACCESSORIES. 

back in overflowing measure - and 
there was more, much more, besides, 
rising irresistibly within me. 

"We can't!" I cried. "We can't love 
each other like this!" 

"But we do. Oh- darling -" 
"No, wait. You asked me once if I 

would have married Woodie if I'd 
known the truth. I don't know -I still 
don't know. What I do know, is that, 
sick or well, I never should have mar- 
ried him. I loved him because he was 
boyish and fun, because somehow he 
needed -always, even before he was ill- someone to lean on and look after 
him. It's as if hé were always the child 
and I the mother. It was never like 
this, Don -like this between you and 
me. I know that now. It isn't just the 
loneliness I've had, or the despair -this 
is real, darling. Real and for forever -" 

"That's the way it's always been 
with me," he whispered. "Real and for 
forever. If it weren't, if I didn't trust it, 
I'd never have told you -no matter 
how much I wanted you. But now - 
I've got to take care of you, darling. 
I've got to get you free of this dreadful 
life of yours. We've got to share to- 
gether this glory that we've found." 

"But how ?" I cried. "He -he needs 
me so. I can't let him down, Don." 

He got up and walked to the window. 
His face was set. "I know. He's sick 
and helpless -don't think I haven't 
tortured myself with that, over and 
over. But your whole life is being 
wrecked. Sticking by him as you have 
didn't cure him.' 

"But it helped. He -he would kill 
himself if I left him," I cried implor- 
ingly. "I can't do that to him." 

He turned and faced me. "If he were 
well, would you tell him about us ?" 

"I'd have to! It would be the only fair 
thing to do. I'd never make him happy, 
loving you as T do. And there would 
be your happiness, too, my darling - 
and mine. But this way-" 

"This way -" and the face that I 
loved so well was closed tight as if to 
shut out pain -"this way, what are we 
to do ?" 

I sat there, unable to speak, while it 
echoed and re- echoed in my heart. 
What are we to do? 

The love between Don and Nancy 
brings no hope of happiness, promises 
more devastating tragedy for Woodie. 
But there is one way out -they find it 
in the conclusion of Whirlpool, in the 
October RADIO ROMANCES, on sale Fri- 
day, September 14. 

RESERVE YOUR COPY 
OF NEXT MONTH'S RADIO ROMANCES 

Formerly Radio Mirror 

TODAY 

Paper restrictions make it im- 
possible for us to print enough 
copies of RADIO ROMANCES 
to go round these days. The 
best way to make sure that you 
get every issue is to buy your 
copy from the same newsdealer 
each month and tell him to 
save RADIO ROMANCES for 
you regularly. Place a standing 
order with your dealer -don't 
risk disappointment. 



A Love of My Own 
(Continued from page 25) 

Perhaps Paul didn't want the child to 
go to school, on his daddy's first day. 

I dreaded going home, after school. 
I turned toward Main Street. I had a 
sandwich in Nick's and slipped into 
the movies. It was late when I reached 
home. But almost as soon as I switched 
on the hall light, Patty was knocking 
on the door. 

"Gosh, for a while I thought you'd 
never get home!" she laughed. "I hate 
to impose so soon -but Paul and I sim- 
ply must celebrate." 

But as I settled down in their house, 
Paul was uneasy. "Sure it's okay ?" he 
mumbled. "We won't be late." 

Patty giggled, "Won't we, though? Do 
you realize, my big handsome husband, 
it's been two years since I've danced 
with you ?" 

They were very late. I'd fallen asleep, 
and Patty's laughter startled me. "Gosh, 
you look cute!" she cried, "Your hair 
all fluffy, like that. Doesn't she, Paul ?" 

HE was humbly apologetic. "We nev- 
er should have kept you so late. I'm 

sorry." He looked tired. Patsy should 
have remembered, he'd been through a 
lot. Maybe he wasn't up to dancing the 
night away, yet. 

He smiled, and something happened, 
oddly, inside me. "I felt guilty, not be- 
ing home to pussyfoot around tucking 
the kids in if they get uncovered," he 
said. "That was one thing I thought of 
doing a lot, when I was -too far." He 
made for the stairs. 

In the weeks after that, Patty couldn't 
get enough of dancing and going to 
parties. She kept asking me to sit in 
their home, evenings. While one part 
of me yearned to be near Eddie and 
Gilly, some other part of me was sick 
with jealousy and a strange, cold 
knowledge that I must stop, I must aft 
myself off from the children -and Paul. 

Because somehow, Paul and I were 
swiftly close. I seemed able to read 
his lean -muscled face. Without want- 
ing to, I knew when his smile grew 
puzzled, listening to his wife. Without 
wanting to, I sensed his growing be- 
wilderment, as Patty failed to settle 
down into the calm responsibility he 
must have looked forward to. 

Several times, I ran into Paul in the 
supermarket. He laughed about lugging 
groceries home, but I wanted to cry. 
At least, Patty should be with him! 
At least, doing it together, it might 
have been warm and sweet . . . 

Then Patty went on a trip to Chicago, 
to visit her family. She hadn't seen her 
mother for the two years Paul was 
gone. "She's dying to see me!" Patty 
explained. "She's not so young, and be- 
sides, I've stuck close to home so long!" 

On fire with delight, she disclosed, 
"She sent me the money for the trip. 
Now that Paul's home, I won't have a 
thing to worry about." 

Oh, it was none of my business! Why 
must I clasp my hands, glancing across 
this untidy room to Paul? He sat so 
still! But when she said, "You want me 
to go, don't you darling ?" he murmured, 
"Of course, Patty." 

I'll never forget driving Patty to the 
station. Never forget the matter -of -fact 
way Eddy called, "Have a good time, 
Mama," and turned to me, "Now do we 
get ice cream, Aunt Monda?" 

Gilly, absorbed in a black- and -white 
panda Paul had bought him waved 

ours or lustrous hair... 

with Kay Daumit's 

amazing new creme 

shampoo discovery 

Mail twentyfive cents for 
a generous size trial jar. 
Sorry...only one jar to 
each family. 

a creme shampoo rich in lanolin, 

unveils hidden highlights in your hair 

A Fingertip -full of this miracle creme instantly whips 
into luxurious lather. No lemon or vinegar after -rinse 
necessary. Lustre - Creme leaves your hair radiant, 
silken, easy to manage. At fine cosmetic counters 
everywhere.... one dollar. 

K 
v / The Name In Quality Cosmetics 

540 North Michigan Avenue Chicago I 

OR CAN'T YOU WEAR A BATHING SUIT 

Many women whose beautiful skin and figure would make them glamorous in a 
bathing suit must wear unrevealing attire because of psoriasis lesions. Is this your 
predicament? Then try SIROIL which 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- weeks' -satisfaction - 

, 
SiroiiLaboratories ,Ine.,Dept.M- 32,Detrott2ó,Mich. 

or- money- refunded basis. Siroil of Canada, Ltd., Box 488, Windsor, Ont. 
Please send me your free booklet on Psoriasis. 

SIROILDRUG `STORES ! 

NAME 

> ADD121 
once and forgot the whole thing. "It IPrite today for interesting booklet on Psoriasis, using coupon - 
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MOANS AS HUBBY SPILLS 
TOBACCO ON FRIENDS 

CLEAN-AS-A- WI-1151-LE RUG. 

BUT CALMS DOWN AS FRIENDS 
/ /BISSELL DOES FAST SWEEP -UP 

EVEN UNDER LOW FURNITURE. 

FASCINATED AT WAY BISSELL 
ADJUSTS SELF TO NAP -LENGTH 

OF DIFFERENT RUGS. 

DELIGHTED AT NEWS SOME SISSELLS 
ARE AVAILABLE- 5O GRAND FOR 
QUICK CLEAU- UPSSAVES VACUUM,TOO! 

L 

BISS ELL SWEEPERS 
Sweep QU /CATY - Empty EAS /LY 

BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO., GRAND RAPIDS 2, MICH. 

*Bissell h now 
making one mod- 
el in very limited 
quantities - sold 
only through 
dealers. 

DON'T BLAME FLEAS 
... MANGE...DIET! 
If your dog or cat itches. 

scratches continually. its probably 
not due to fleas, mange or diet. 2 to 1, it's 

FUNGI ICH, grass -borne fungus infection long a puzzle 
to science. It starts as an itch followed by dandruff -like 
scales or brownish -edged sores with mouldy odor. May 
start in ears. on paws, underbody, tail or eyes. Can have 
serious results- cdstly care -even total loss. Now a 
noted specialist's discovery -Dr. Merrick's SULFADENE - applied externally, stops itching in minutes . . clears 
up scales and sores in a kw days. Only S1.00 in stores or 
order direct. Money back guarantee. Address: 
SULFADENE, BOX K475, BROOKFIELD, ILLINOIS 

SULFADENE 

PICTURE RING sl 
Most Precious Keepsake You Can Own 

sti Made from Any Photo 
(SEND NO MONEY! 

Any photo orsnapshot clearlyrepro- 
duced as setting in beautlful,onyx- 
Uke Ring! A keepsake of a loved 
one you will treasure for years! 

Picture stays sharp and clear - 
withstands rubbing, washing. 
wear -unharmed by water, 

weather -won't tarnish. S END 
NO MONEY! Just snail photo 

with strip of paper for ring size. 
Pay postman only $1.00 plug 

postage. Hand - tinted 25c extra. 
Picture returned. Money -back 

guarantee. M.3, Cincinnati. 
PORTRAIT 

Doctorslasf FOOT RELIEF 
Comforts Feet and Toes Wherever Shoes Painfully 
Rub or Pinch. Helps Prevent "Breaking-In" Torture 
For quick relief from corns, sore toes, callouses, bunions, 
chafed heels, tender spots and instep ridges -use Dr. Scholl's 
Kurotex. This downy-soft, soothing, cushioning. protective, 
flesh color foot plaster instantly stops tormenting shoe fric- 
tion; lifts painful pressure. Helps prevent blisters and "break - 
ing -in discomfort of new or tight shoes. 
Cut Dr. Scholl's Kurotcx to any shape or size and apply it. Does not come off in the 
bath. This superior type of moleskin is also splendid for preventing blisters on hands 
of Golfers, Tennis and Baseball players. Economical! At Drug Shoe, Department 
and 10¢ Stores. FREE sample -write Dr. Scholl's, Inc., Dept. k, Chicago. 

DrScholls KUROTEX 

Gilly was ecstatic these days, in the 
warm, fat content of a little boy who 
has no words when things bother him, 
who only knows when he's wanted. 
Now he was wanted. Paul whittled for 
him, and sailed boats, and taught him to 
part his hair man -like. Paul let him 
watch him shave, and did not scream, 
"Oh, let me alone!" when he tagged 
after him. 

All that went through my mind as 
we drove back to the house next door 
to mine. I had not planned on going 
right in, starting dinner for them, as 
though I had slid into the place Patty 
should have . . But Paul said, as the 
car stopped, "I'd like to talk to you, 
Monda." 

I went into the house with him. The 
boys ran straight to the backyard. Paul 
and I were alone in the kitchen. 

"Maybe I should have told Patty -but 
I hated to spoil her vacation," he be- 
gan awkwardly. His big hand touched 
the toaster -there were crumbs on it. 
"The thing is -I signed up to start a 
job tomorrow. If I'd told her, she'd 
have felt I was holding her back." 

Paul had been offered several jobs. 
He had told me about them, while 
Patty listened impatiently. "Long as we 
won't starve, darling, I know whatever 
you choose is best," she'd said, and gone 
blithely on to something else. 

But 1 couldn't help putting in, "Man- 
aging a hardware store, and being your 
own boss, seems so much better for the 
future than working a lathe, Paul." 

Now he was saying, "It's the hard- 
ware store. Mr. Durand wants to get 
back to his other store by next week. 
so I must start tomorrow." 

"Oh, yes, you must!" I could take 
Gilly to school with me every morn- 
ing, I planned swiftly. He'd be good 
as gold, in the kindergarten. After 
school, I'd bring them both home. "It- 
it won't be hard for me to make their 
supper, and have yours ready, when 
you get home," I said steadily. 

PAUL touched my shoulders. in a 
rich, strange tone he said, "You're 

the best friend a family could ever 
have, Monda." 

A family! That mocked me, in the 
hard days ahead. For they were hard- 
getting up early, rushing next door to 1 

rouse sleepy Eddie and help him dress 
while Paul did Gilly. Marching into 
the kitchen, making the cereal and the 
coffee. Sitting there, the children on 
each side, facing Paul. 

It was hard -because it was stirring, 
and too wonderful, and not really mine, 
not really happiness -to walk through t 

the sunny, early- morning street at 
Paul's side, Eddie's hand trustingly in 
mine, Gilly's in his dad's. 

"Eddie's growing out of his sweater. 
Paul." 

"Yes, I'd better get them both new 
ones. Heck, what do I know about such 
stuff ?" His grin, stabbing me. "Would 
you, Monda?" 

"I'd love to. And though it's not 
delicate, how about underpants ?" 

"Okay. Ten bucks see you through? t 

Just got paid yesterday." 
Paid, I thought. His first paycheck 

since the Army. Oh, why was Patty so 
blind, why must Paul come to me with 
his pride and his pleasure, spending for 
his children the first fruit of his work 
in a peaceful world? 

The evenings were even worse. That 
last week before Patty came home, I 
thought I could not bear it. To sit there, 
in the chair where she belonged. To 
hear Paul say, "I told Mr. Durand if 
we'd mark all the items by a code sy- 
stem, and have cleanly laid out count- 
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ers down the front -Say, he was 
tickled!" He stretched his long legs and 
sighed. Fear such as I had never known 
choked me. Insidiously, trying to fight 
it off, yet surrendering somewhere deep 
inside to the sheer joy of this heart- 
deep contentment. I was thinking of 
myself and Paul like this -forever! 

My face flamed. Blindly, I reached 
for a stocking in the basket of mending. 
I could not thread the needle. 

The next night, as I washed the 
dishes and Paul dried, I said quietly, 
"I'm glad Patty's getting home to- 
morrow. The children miss her." 

His back was toward me. Always, 
Paul's height, the width of his should- 
ers were fresh and new and thrilling 
to me, and always I withdrew my eyes 
hastily. Fighting off the spell I mustn't 
let grow, between us. 

NO, I must not fool myself, lie to my- 
self because I was lonely, because I 

was an old maid, not even pretty. If 
there was a spell, it was one -sided. It 
did not exist for Paul! He loved Patty. 

How can I tell of the vivid, the glow- 
ing Patty who came dancing off the 
train, that Saturday? She was all in 
green -even green, high -heeled, open 
toed sandals. "Look at me!" her smile 
seemed to say. "Look how happy I 
am!" 

Paul held her off, looking down at 
her. "You're more beautiful than ever," 
he said softly. "Patty, you look like a 
bride." 

"Oh, darling, I feel so young and 
free." She smiled at me, over his 
shoulder. Then she drew away from 
his arms, straightening her fragile hat. 
"Not a dish, not a pot did I wash!" 

The children were almost shy with 
her, gaping up at this new, fashion- 
ably dressed Mama. "Don't touch my 
skirt, darlings, your hands might be 
dirty," she warned. 

"You've been an angel, Monda!" 
Patty said, as Paul drove us home. 
"Were they too bad ?" 

"They were the angels," I said quiet- 
ly. "But they need their mother." 

And, when they all piled out, I said, 
trying to laugh a little, "Now I'll get 
acquainted with my own livingroom. 
It's a dusty jungle!" 

Paul's tall head jerked up. But I 
walked steadily, my head high, to my 
own gate. 

But though I stayed sternly away in 
the days after, I lived too close not to 
hear their voices, quarreling. "If you 
won't ask Monda to stay, then we've got 
to leave the kids alone. They're sleep- 
ing anyway!" That was Patty, shrill 
and angry. 

"I won't do it," he said, positively. 
"You're their mother, Patty." 
"I'm alive! I have a right to good 

times!" 
In my own house, I trembled. It 

killed me to know Paul's weary un- 
happiness. 

Paul never sought me out. Only the 
children, puzzled and hurt, looked at 
me as though they were going to cry 
when I hurried past, without stopping 
to talk, without inviting as I used to 
"Come in, I've got something for you." 

Two weeks later, it began to storm 
just as school let out. Eddie, I thought 
automatically. I must take him home! 

I left my own room, as mothers who 
had hastily brought rubbers and rain- 
coats surged in, to find him before he 
could leave. Outside Eddie's room, it 
was dark. Someone touched my elbow. 

"Monda!" 
I looked up. Like a sliver of glass 

through my heart, Paul's eyes struck 
mine. I whispered thinly, "I was just 

Even the young woman who 

s , sie %yeas... 
// 

is likely to be wrong 

about these intimate 

physical facts! 

It's shocking -the great numbers of 
young women today who "think" they 
know, yet are woefully ignorant about 
proper intimate feminine cleanliness. 

Every modern, intelligent woman 
should certainly know how necessary 
douching often is to womanly charm, 
health and happiness -and to corn- 
bat one of woman's most serious 
deodorant problems. 

But if these women would only 
learn how important it is to put a 
proper germicide in the douche. If 
only they'd realize that no other type 
liquid germicide for the douche of all 
those tested is so POWERFUL yet s0 
SAFE to delicate tissues as- ZONITE! 

Smart Women No Longer Use 

Weak, Homemade Solutions 

No well- informed woman would think 
of using the weak, homemade solu- 
tions of her grandmother's time. 
"Kitchen makeshifts" of salt, soda, 

Zoîzú'e 
FOR NEWER J emóilne jyyiene 

vinegar which DO NOT and CAN NOT 
give you the great germicidal, cleans- 
ing and deodorizing action of modern 
ZONITE. 

Yet despite its great strength - 
ZONITE is positively non -poisonous, 
non -irritating, non - burning. It con- 
tains no carbolic acid, no bichloride 
of mercury, no creosote, no phenol. 
You can use ZONITE as directed as 
often as you wish. 

Principle Discovered by a World -Famous 

Surgeon and Renowned Chemist 

ZONITE actually destroys offending 
odor. Helps guard against infection. 
It immediately kills every germ it 
touches. You know it's not always 
possible to contact all the germs in 
the tract. BUT YOU CAN BE SURE that 
ZONITE immediately kills all reach- 
able germs and keeps them from 
multiplying. 

Buy ZONITE today! All drugstores. 

FREE! 
For Frank Intimate Facts of 
Newer Feminine Hygiene - mail 

this coupon to Zonite Products. 
Dept 503 -QQ, 370 Lexington Ave., 
New York 17, N. Y., and receive 

enlightening FREE Booklet edited by 
several eminent Gynecologists. 
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TO THE DAINTY BELONG THE MEN 

with the cool all -over 
fragrance of MAVIS 

The girl men want to woo is the girl 
who keeps lovely ... even through 
heat waves! And Mavis, showered on 
after a bath, keeps you that way. 
Mavis Talcum leaves your body cool, 
pretty, fragrant ... armpits dainty. 
Clothes and shoes slip on easily. You 
stay sweet and lovely ... all day! 

MEN: You'll like the cool comfort and fresh- 
ness of Mavis Talcum Powder on your skin, too. 

Try the Same De- 
lightful Mavis fra- 
grance in Talc Mit, 
690, $1.00. Dust- 
ing Powder, with 
Puff, $1.00. 

MA IS 
FOR BODY BEAUTY 

At oll cosmetic counters 590, 39Q, 230, 100 

All prices plus tax 

V. VIVAUDOU, INC., Distributgrs 

going for Eddie." 
"I left the store in charge of the 

clerk," he said rapidly. "I phoned Patty, 
but she -" His voice died. 

We faced each other, we two, there 
in the bleak school hall with the bustle 
of mothers, the voices of children, 
around us. We looked at each other, 
and somehow in that moment all pre- 
tense was swept aside. It had rained - 
and I thought of Eddie, blocks from 
home. 

It had rained -and Paul's thoughts 
had flown, like mine, to the little boy. 
He had come -because Eddie's mother 
wouldn't. 

Our two hearts, hand in hand, I 
thought, as Eddie came out of the room. 
"Dad!" Joy sang in his voice. "Aunt 
Monda!" Widely, he grinned. Over 
Eddie's head, his eyes spoke to me. 
Paul's eyes spoke of love. They spoke 
of pain -and of helplessness. 

W E were not alone. Yet we were 
vv more truly alone than two people 

have ever been. It was only a split - 
second. Yet in that moment, without 
words, Paul had said, "I love you," and 
I had answered, "I love you, too." 

I slipped to one knee, to help Eddie 
with his rubbers. My head bent, I heard 
Paul whisper, "If things were differ- 
ent-" 

I did not look up. "I know," I said 
steadily. "It's all right, Paul." 

It was next day that our school was 
electrified with the news that Eben 
Waters, our principal, was back. I was 
teaching fractions when he looked in, 
and for a moment, I didn't recognize 
the burly soldier who grinned at me, 
then said, "Hello, children!" 

The children goggled. Amy Waters, 
his niece, squealed, "Uncle Eben!" 

Then I was shaking his hand, smiling, 
"How wonderful, Mr. Waters!" 

"You won't think so when I put this 
knowledge factory on a fast, Army -ed- 
ucation basis!" he laughed. "Gosh, the 
smell of chalk is nice -after slaving 
over a hot machine gun!" I saw the 
star and wings of the Air Force then 
on his shoulders. 

"Just a sergeant," he said, "Disap- 
pointed the School Board. They ex- 
pected at least a Major!" There were 
ribbons on his breast, stars. 

"Yep," he was saying, as the children 
crowded around us, asking questions, 
' °they made a waist gunner out of 
me." 

Scholarly Mr. Waters, a waist gunner. 
It didn't fit in with the slightly solemn 
young man who had presided over the 
teacher's meetings, and looked in our 
rollbooks, and coughed almost embar- 
rassedly about teacher -lateness. "Miss 
me, Miss Woods ?" he grinned, sitting 
down in the first seat. 

He seemed younger, less stiff than 
when he went away. "The school missed 
you," I said. 

"I was talking from me to you," he 
said astoundingly. 

He stayed there the short half -hour 
before the bell rang, and to my aston- 
ishment walked home with me. He told 
me about reading educational bulletins 
in a barracks in England, and being 
kidded about working on a new fourth - 
grade curriculum while the Fortress 
bored through the skies over Germany. 

"The boys thought I'd jinx 'ein," he 
said. "A crew on their last run gets 
superstitious." 

He was back for good, now. "Flight 
surgeons told me education in this town 
must be suffering," he said. Apprecia- 
tively, he glanced around my living - 
room. "Ask me to supper, Miss Woods. 
Best way in the world to get on the 
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right side of the strict new principal." 
It was flattering -and in an odd way 

thrilling -to have this kind of light 
chatter with Eben Waters. I really en- 
joyed that supper. Afterward, we went 
to a movie, and he said solemnly; "To- 
morrow I should honor the sixth grade 
teacher, but I think I'd rather dine 
with you again. Inviting me ?" 

That surprised me. It was even more 
surprising, in the days that followed, 
that Eben should continue to walk home 
with me, ask me to movies, tell me 
more and more about his experiences. 

I enjoyed it -but mostly, it was good 
to have a refuge from loneliness, from 
thinking about Paul. 

Several times, Paul saw Eben calling 
for me. His lips tightened, and he turned 
away. Once Eddie was on the porch 
when Eben came, and he ran through 
the gap in the hedge. "Are you Aunt 
Monda's boyfriend ?" he demanded. 

"Hey -am I cutting you out ?" Eben 
roared, tousling the fair hair. "You're a 
little young, aren't you? Not -" he 
leaned forward confidentially, "that I 
blame you. Your taste is excellent." 

PAUL called Eddie, then, and as he 
ran home Eben asked softly, 

"What's silly about having designs on 
you, Monda?" 

We were due at a dinner in the home 
of one of the school board members, but 
Eben seemed to forget about that, draw- 
ing me into the house. "I thought I was 
making it rather plain," he said quietly. 

My heart rocked. Paul! Paul! 
"I -I don't know what you're talk- 

ing about." I didn't want to hurt him. 
He was too fine. I honored his integrity, 
his straight- forwardness. I liked his 
candid laughter, his companionship, so 
undemanding and yet so comfortable. 
But I wasn't now the lonely girl who 
had thought she would never have a 
sweetheart. 

"Monda!" His voice startled me out 
of the far country of thought. Eben's 
warm hand closed over mine. "You're 
timid, that's what's the matter with you. 
Up in the morning, out to school -back 
to the dishes. I broke that up!" There 
was almost satisfaction in his voice. 
"Didn't I? Oh, darling, if you'd only 
let me show you the right, the rich 
way to live!" 

"I'm satisfied, Eben," I insisted, draw- 
ing away. "We'll be late." 

"You can't put me off like that! Look, 
I accused you of being cut and dried, 
and you didn't even get mad!" His eyes 
had changed, there was a speculative 
gleam in them now. 

I sparked, "Well, what would you 
like me to do ?" 

"Marry me!" he cried, astoundingly. 
Before I knew what he was going to 
do, Eben had swept me into his arms. 

For an instant, my bones were honey. 
For a wild moment, as his firm mouth 
pressed down on mine, there was a 
magic flash, transforming me. But then 
I was trembling, pushing at him, re- 
membering in suffocated, unshed tears 
that Paul, my Paul, had never kissed 
me. Never dared . . . 

Very gently, I heard my own voice 
saying, "I don't love you, Eben." 

All the joy, the expectancy, died in 
Eben's eyes. His thick brows came to- 
gether. He stood very stiffly, as though 
he had offered me a gift and I had not 
even unwrapped it. "You don't ?" he 
said tonelessly. "But -" Puzzled, he 
stared at me. "But you liked me." 

As though he were putting the parts 
of a puzzle together, he said, "It was 
always fun, our being together. Fun 
for you, too. You weren't just enter- 
taining the troops, Monda. Not you." 

Both Prevents Odor 
and Checks Perspiration 

You get Long- Lasting Protection 
with Dependable Nonspi 

pERSal,p4r 

NONSPI z w.o.. PAT. nv.. o 
o 

o° 
350 and 600 Plus Tax At all cosmetic c.ounters 

IN ONLY 2 TO 3 HOURS 

Plus Bç 

for only 79 Pede.ul To= 

Complete, nothing else to buy! 

Now, you too can enjoy the thrill of a 

soft, easy to manage, long- lasting cold 
wave permanent in just 2 to 3 hours at 
hame...with the same ingredients used 

by beauty shops in $15.00cold waves. 
It's so easy. Ideal for children, too. 

ALL DRUG, DEPARTMENT, '15 AND 10¢ STORES 
'f out deafer tonnot wp A you,xwrrte 1.1Nh ALL Co. Dept. A, 5t Pouf 1, Minn 

R 

R 

91 



UnmmTInmmTTmmmmYPnrnnnnmTTTmTn 

= Do You Want 
C 

I 
C 
Ç 
ti. 

I 

tz 

LONGER 

HAIR? 
ti r 
ri 

R 

fl 

9 2 

: ei i 

Longer Hair Dresses Better In Latest Styles 

Suwiwuuuuuuuuwww 

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 con- 
fidence in more beautiful, healthy ap- 
pearing hair. Yes, hair may get longer 
when scalp and hair conditions are nor- 
mal and the dry, brittle breaking -off 
hair can be retarded. This wonderful 
Juelene SYSTEM helps relieve hair 
dryness that is caused by lack of natu- 
ral oils. See if Juelene's tendency to 
soften harsh, difficult -to- manage hair 

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

Marvelous Help for DRY HAIR 
Dry hair is not only hard to manage 
but a continual source of embarrass- 
ment. 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 "crown- 
ing glory!" So take advantage of 
Juelene's 7 -Day Offer NOW! 

TEST JUELEN 
i h FOR 7 DAYS 

ti. 

Thrilling 
Results or 

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 will 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 man- 
age your hair, we will refund every cent of your money. 
So don't wait. Mail the coupon right now - today! 

JUEL CO., Dept M610, 1930 Irving Park Rd., Chicago 13, III. 
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. 

I am enclosing $1.00 
Send C.O.D. plus postage 

Name 

Address 

City Zone Slate 

Our Customers Participate in Lovely Gifts 

"Oh, don't -don't let's talk about it!" 
I begged. "I -yes, I like you. But love! 
That's different." 

What was there in my voice, my eyes, 
that betrayed me? Startled, Eben 
glanced down at me swiftly. "Now 
you're alive . . he said, slowly. 
"You're shielding something. That's 
love. There's someone else." 

"Oh, no!" I gasped. 
Eben was very wise. Very kind. For 

he grinned ruefully, and glanced at 
his watch. "You were right, honey," 
he said quietly, "We'll be late." 

AT that dinner, he seemed the same as 
always. Light, full of fun, friendly 

But once I caught him staring at me 
oddly. And when he took me home, his 
mouth looked grim. "I'll get to the 
bottom of it, Monda," he said, almost 
harshly. "Because I love you. I want to 
marry you. Quick!" One square finger 
touched my nose, and he rubbed it a 
little as I'd seen him rub the nose of 
a baby in our kindergarten. Tenderly, 
protectively. "I'll tell you a secret, 
Monda. I kept thinking about you from 
the day I hired you for the school -re- 
member? But you had your sick mother 

. and I was unsure of how good a 
principal I'd make. I know they all 
thought me too young. I had hard 
work ahead, and there seemed lots of 
time." 

He ruffled my hair, then. "Don't freeze 
up on me, Monda. You're the one I've 
had in my heart too long to change, 
now. This is fair warning -I'll get to the 
bottom of this." 

He did not ask me to tell him who it 
was I loved. He gave me a wry, half - 
smiling, "Goodnight, honey." 

Why did it have to be that night that 
Paul and Patty had their worst quar- 
rel? I was halfway up the stairs to my 
room when I heard her cry out shrilly. 
I didn't hear Paul for a long time. 
Patty was raging -I could hear only 
snatches. "Slavery, that's all this is! 
You used to help me, but now you're 
at the store all the time. I won't stand 
for it! I never go anywhere -" 

Then I heard him. "Please, Patty. If 
we both try, if you'd only -" 

"I won't listen! I had fun in Chicago, 
with Mama! I'm going back." 

I didn't dream she actually meant it. 
I suppose Paul didn't, either. But after 
the long hours when the sound of her 
hysterical sobs was punctuated by little 
silences, by Paul's patient voice, I heard 
Eddie wailing. "Mama, Mama! Where's 
Mama? Isn't she coming back, Daddy ?" 

It was almost dawn. My heart twisted 
with pain for Eddie, for innocent Gilly. 
I flung on a robe. On his back porch, 
Paul was standing like a man in a 
trance. He wore no overcoat. The dawn 
was icy. 

"She left," he said, as I came running 
over. "She actually left, Monda." 

What was there to say? Our eyes 
spoke -and yet, so withdrawn in grief 
was Paul, that somehow even the love 
for me that had leaped from his eyes, 
that day in school, was stilled. 

"You must go after her, Paul," I said. 
"She can't -this isn't the way -" 

If she were gone forever, if they were 
really to be divorced, it mustn't be like 
this -hastily, unplanned. . . My mind 
darted in and out through the future. 
But the rest of me was busy with the 
children. 

I forgot about school, about my class. 
It didn't even matter that the neigh- 
bors watched avidly from their win- 
dows as Paul went to his store, that 
morning, while I stayed in his house. 

Doggedly, I ran Paul's home that 
day. I played with Eddie and Gilly, 
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taking their minds off the ugly scene 
last night with games and laughter. 
Mercifully, they loved me-and it 
wasn't too hard, by nightfall, to have 
a clean orderly house and two reas- 
sured little boys and a good supper to 
greet Paul. 

We talked a little, that night, after 
they were in bed. "All day I thought 
she'd be back, Paul. She will be." 

"I don't think so," he said heavily. 
He brushed the hair off his forehead, 
staring at the floor. "Patty's stubborn, 
and she -" He added, "Maybe it wasn't 
fair to her, she's so young -all this 
work. She had two awful years." 

The skin on my wrists crawled. "You 
mustn't blame yourself, Paul." I got up. 
"It's too soon, to talk. Maybe -maybe 
she'll be back tomorrow." 

The second day she didn't come back, 
either. Paul phoned from the store. 
"Is everything all right? I can't go 
after her. Mr. Durand is in New York. 
And you ought -" he stopped. 

"I'll manage." 
I was still sitting by the phone, 

numbly, when the front door opened. 
Eben Waters walked in! 

He looked angry and determined. 
"Don't tell me this isn't any of my 
business," he began brusquely. "Re- 
member, I love you, Monda. I'm not 
here as the principal." He stood over 
me sternly, accusing. "I came to tell 
you a few home truths, because you 
need them. You're stealing Patty's 
husband!" 

My lips opened, but Eben's voice 
stormed on, "You think you're right 
and noble, Monda! Being an angel in 
extremity to an abandoned man, being 
a good housekeeper, as the flighty girl 
never was! You're cooking for him, 
keeping his children clean and fed. 
Giving them the things she didn't!" 

1 
BEGAN to sob. "I won't listen to 
you!" Eben was somehow terrible - 

his bulky body strong and straight here 
in this house that was Patty's, where 
for so long I'd usurped her place. "Look 
at yourself -see the truth of what 
you're doing!" he stormed. "For two 
years, you've been living Patty's life. 
Now -now that I'm back, now that 
you have a chance to live your own life, 
open your eyes!" 

Angered and shocked, I denied it all. 
"It's not true! I'm not living her life! 
I only did what I could. And when 
Paul came home -when I knew how I 
felt, I stayed away!" 

The condemnation, the harshness 
ebbed from Eben's voice. "I know you 
fought, Monda. But you clung, too. 
Clung to a vision of love that was fake. 
Patty owned something you always 
hungered for, Monda." His eyes com- 
pelled me. I could not look away from 
the blazing, devastating truth in Eben's 
eyes. "You always wanted a husband 
and children. Oh, Monda- darling! You 
don't need Patty's life! You're too good, 
too fine for that. You deserve your 
own." 

"It's not true!" 
His eyes held mine. He took my 

hands. "I understand, Monda. You're 
generous, and you need love. You suf- 
fered because the children suffered. 
But believe me. It was never Paul. 
When you believe that, I'll be waiting." 

My mind spun, as the door closed be- 
hind him. Oh, it wasn't true! No, it 
wasn't . I wasn't stealing Patty's 
husband. Hours later, when Paul came 
home, I stared at him over the children's 
heads. Patty's husband. 

Wordlessly, as the children ate, I 
drew Paul into the kitchen. There was worry creasing his brows, I realized 
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heavily. Misery in his eyes. But love - 
the dedication and the exultation I'd 
hungered for, where was that? 

Paul was sick about Patty! There 
was no room in his heart for me. And 
suddenly knowing, realizing that Eben's 
words had been true, was like being 
washed clean. I could face Paul 
squarely. 

"Paul, I'm going to Chicago to bring 
Patty back. I -I've been thinking, and 
well -maybe my being next door, close, 
had something to do with her restless- 
ness. In a way," I swallowed hard, "I 
encouraged Patty. I took over her re- 
sponsibilities, I trained her almost, to 
slough them over. Letting you know 
right away that I did so much. She 
was generous, Paul. She never sus- 
pected how my being so wonderful 
would make her seem too sloppy." 
Suddenly, the details of washing and 
ironing didn't matter so much. "Patty 
thinks you're smart, and perfect, and 
much more intelligent than any other 
man on earth, Paul!" I breathed. "I 
never thought you were the best. I- 
I'm too sensible. Oh, Paul, forgive me! 
I -I've been so wrong, and so mixed 
up, and I dragged you into it." 

Paul listened quietly, his head half - 
averted. "You can't take all the blame," 
he said at last. "I came home tired. 
Patty didn't try to understand." His 
fingers balled up into fists. "It was my 
job to make her see, to help her under- 
stand. They're our children." 

Softly, I breathed. "You still love 
her, Paul. She's so pretty . . . and 
she'll settle down." 

Then I was running to the telephone, 
seeing Eben's eyes again, hearing him 
say, "When you believe that, I'll be 
waiting." 

Thunder began, in my heart, when 
his voice came over the wire. "Listen, 
Eben," I begged breathlessly. "I've 
been a fool -you were right. Oh, for- 
give me! I -I told Paul. And Eben, 
could you come with me to Chicago, 
darling? Please? Oh, Eben -let's bring 
Patty home to Paul, together!" 
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beneficial oils in Laco Genuine Castile Sham- 
poo give triple -action results: 
1. Pure olive oil is so good for the hair and 

2. Coconut oil helps 
build a creamy, 
close- clinging lather. 

3. Castor oil helps 
whisk away dirt, 
grime and film in 
just one water -russet 
No after -rinse need- 
ed. 

Laco Shampoo contains 
no alcohol, no free al- 
kali, no harsh ands or 
synthetic chemicals. 
Ask for Laco Genuine 
Castile Shampoo at 
your favorite drug 
counter everywhere. 

CASTIJESOAD 

SHAMP00 

LAGOGENUINE CASTILE 
S 

SAKE [RRDS'?FREE O VÉ, 
GALORE 25 ME ! .rAM/LEI 

Smartly styled. Super values. Everybody buys. 10 beau. 

1u1Chrstmas Folders 
$2 50 

Costs 50c1. Worth amuchamore, 
Currier & Ives. Artcraft. Glitter, Oilette Boxes. Gift Wraps, 
Everydays. Personal, Business Line. 21 Asst on ap- 

t. FREE SAMPLES of imprint lines. No investment. 
Start today. 

SUNSHINE ART STUDIOS 
11S Fulton St., Dept. MA. New York City 8 

SEAL -COTE 
POLISH PROTECTION 

Makes 

MANICURES 

LAST LONGER 
Brush over nails daily 

Only 25¢ and 35¢ - 

Everywhere 

ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE 

No One But You 
(Continued from page 39) 

I realized that he was drunk. I stepped 
back, and then Justin set the glass down 
on the counter and pulled me to him 
and kissed me. 

I slapped him, hard. I'd thought 
sometimes, tentatively, shyly, of Jus- 
tin's kissing me -but not like this. Not 
casually, because he'd been drinking 
and felt like kissing a girl. Disappoint- 
ment and disillusionment lent force to 
the blow. 

Justin stepped back, his cheek red- 
dening, his face angry -ugly. Then he 
laughed, made a little mocking bow. 
"I'm sorry I offended you, Miss Glea- 
son," he said. "But it's all right. Quite 
all right. And I'm going to give you 
a tip. Don't ever do that again. When 
you work in a place like this you've 
got to know how to laugh things off -" 
IDIDN'T hear what else he said, didn't 

see him go back to the dining room. I 
turned away, shaking, took my hat and 
coat from the rack, and walked out of 
Ravel's, walked through a litter of 
broken dreams about a wedding dress, 
about being Mrs. Justin Clark. I'd been 
a fool to think that the smiles, the chats 
had meant anything. Justin showed as 
much attention to everyone; I realized 
that now. To Milly, the headwaitress, 
and to Ben, the shoe -shine boy, and to 
Mr. Ravel's fat, bearded wife. And I 
was through with Ravel's forever. 
When you work in a place like this -I 
shivered, feeling that I'd made myself 
cheap, feeling exposed and vulnerable 
and shamed and angry, all at once. I 
didn't have to work there. I didn't have 
to have the kind of job in which it was 
necessary to - laugh off unwelcome at- 
tentions. 

I called Tommy from the corner drug 
store. I was still trembling, and now I 
knew a new panic. Suppose Tommy 
wasn't at home? Or suppose- suppose 
he'd changed his mind about me? But 
he was at home, and as soon as I heard 
his voice, I knew that he hadn't changed 
his mind. "Tommy," I said, "I've quit 
Ravel's." 

There was a kind of soundless ex- 
clamation, as if, although he'd been ex- 
pecting the news, he could not quite 
believe it. Then he asked, "Where are 
you now ?" 

"At the cut -rate drug." 
"Wait. I'll be right down." 
A few minutes later his rattling old 

car stopped before the store. I got in, 
and he held me for a long moment, 
wordlessly'. Then he started the car, 
and we drove out of town. I rode with 
my hand in his, looking at him, realiz- 
ing I'd been starved for the sight of 
him, realizing how much I'd missed him 
and longed for him. After we'd stopped 
in the shadows of a country lane, 
Tommy gathered me into his arms, sat 
with his face pressed against mine. 
"Are you going to marry me now, 
Diana ?" 

Even then I hesitated. Briefly, the 
old picture of myself far in the future, 
married to Tommy, wearing a five - 
year -old coat, never having enough 
money for good clothes, for really 
beautiful things, rose before me. Then 
it disappeared in a rush of love for him. 
And Tommy was safety. With Tommy 
I would always be as secure as I was 
now, in his arms. I would never feel 
as I'd felt tonight when I'd run away 
from Ravel's- exposed and afraid and 
alone in the world. 

"Yes, Tommy," I said. "I'm ready 

Wed Vals 
GENUINE CERTIFIED 

Love's mogic moment ... two lives 

pledged to lifetime devotion with a 

symbol worthy of the occasion ... a 

genuine certified WED -LUCK Dia- 

mond Ring, flashing with cleor bril- 

lionce, fine -cut, set in an exquisite 

14-carat gold mounting. 

LYRIC Matched Ser $75 
Engagement Ring $50 

(Tax Included) 
14-carat gold mounting 

S YMPHONY Matched SetSl SO MAJESTIC Matched Set $240 
Engagement Ring . S100 Engagement Ring . . $175 

(Tax included) (Tax Included) 
14-coral gold mounting 14 -carat gold mounting 

Rings enlorged to show detail 

WED -LUCK Ring Co., 1 Sabin Sr., Providence, R. L 

Please send me new illustrated booklet 
"LUCKY IN LOVE" 

NAME 

CITY OR TOWN 

At leading jewelers or write 

WED -LUCK Ring Co., 1 Sabin Street 
Providence, Rhode Island 
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BOIL MISERY RELIEVED 

by the MOIST HEAT of 

ANTIPHLOGISTINE 
BOILS 

SIMPLE 

SPRAIN 

BRUISE 

SORE MUSCLES 

SIMPLE 

CHEST COLD 

SORE THROAT 

BRONCHIAL 

IRRITATION 

The moist heat of an 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul- 
tice does two important 
things: 
One -helps ease the pain 
and soreness. Two -helps 
soften the boil. 
ANTIPHLOGISTINE should 
be applied as a poultice 
just hot enough to be 
comfortable. Then feel 
its moist heat go right to 
work on that boil- bring- 
ing soothing relief and 
comfort. Does good, feels 
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. 

. . 

n,., ,, h 1. * s tin e, 
The WbitePackagewithtbeOrangeBatrd 

T'laiivel WHIRLING SPRAY 
SYRINGE ti . oV0 COUNTERS rweOVG-OVT TYE WORLO 

. Women 

Free Booklet-Tne Marvel Co., 119 East St., New Maven, Ct. 

QUICK RELIEF 
FOR 

SUMMER 

TEETHING 

EXPERIENCED 
Mothers know 

that summer teething must not 
be trifled with -that summer up- 
sets due to teething may seriously 
interfere with Baby's progress. 

Relieve your Baby's teething 
pains this summer by rubbing on 
Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion -the 
actual prescription of a famous 
Baby Specialist. It is effective and 
economical, and has been used 
and recommended by millions of 
Mothers. Your druggist has it. 

DR. HAND'S 
TEETHING LOTION 
Just rub it on the gums 

to marry you now, darling -if -" 
He kissed me -a long, deep, intimate 

kiss, and time and the world fell away. 
Then Tommy was laughing softly, say- 
ing, "I've got a surprise for you, too, 
sweetheart. I'm rich, comparatively. I 
got a raise last week -fifteen dollars a 
week." 

Happy as I was, I realized the prac- 
tical significance of that. "Fifteen dol- 
lars!" I exclaimed. "How in the 
world -" 

I had an offer of ten more from 
another firm. So the boss upped their 
price five. He didn't know that I'd have 
been willing to stay on with no raise at 
all." 

I laughed and pulled his head down, 
roughed his hair. That was exactly like 
Tommy -to pay no attention to his 
salary so long as he liked his work and 
the men he worked with. At other times 
I'd despaired over his impracticality, 
but now it only seemed to make him 
more endearing. 

"Hold on!" He grinned and pulled 
away from me. "Don't get so excited. 
A fifteen dollar raise isn't wealth, con- 
sidering the extra taxes -and so long 
as the Army didn't think me fit to fight 
the war, I've got to help pay for it. Be- 
sides, that isn't all the news. I'll have 
you know that you're trifling with a 
public figure, young woman -the new 
treasurer of the Camper's Club." 

There was justifiable pride in his 
voice. The Camper's Club had been 
formed by Tommy and his friends 
when they were in high school, and in- 
stead of dying out, it had grown until 
most of the young men in town -those 
who weren't away fighting- belonged 
to it. Lately, with the war, the Campers 
had done less camping and fishing and 
had given their support to so many 
public causes that they had become a 
really important part of the civic life of 
Overland. "You see, honey," Tommy 
crowed, "Lots of good things are hap- 
pening. I told you we'd be happy, and 
we will be." 

E were happy, wonderfully, unbe- 
vy happy. Blindly happy. Now, 

looking back, I can see where things 
were wrong from the start -yes, even 
before our marriage, when Tommy in- 
sisted upon giving me the white wed- 
ding that my parents couldn't afford, 
insisted upon a honeymoon at the big 
hotel at Green Springs, insisted upon 
helping to buy my trousseau. For the 
first time in my life I had clothes from 
Varick Avenue -not the most expen- 
sive clothes on the Avenue, to be sure, 
but far better ones than I'd ever owned. 
Even I caught my breath at the total 
cost. Tommy reassured me. "I've been 
looking forward to this for a long time," 
he said, "and I've been saving for it, 
too. This is the only wedding we'll 
ever have, and we want it right. Be- 
sides, once we get settled and start 
living like ordinary people, we'll have 
any left -over bills paid in no time." 

But we didn't start living like ordi- 
nary people -that is, like other young 
couples who depend upon a modest 
salary for their income. We lived like - 
well, we lived like Tommy, who loved 
a good time, and Diana, who liked ex- 
pensive things, and who were too much 
in love and too absorbed in each other 
to be much concerned with prosaic 
things like budgets. We took an apart- 
ment in Fairview Terrace -although 
Tommy wanted a house, with a lawn he 
could landscape, but there weren't any 
houses for sale in Overland. Secretly, 
I was pleased that there weren't. Our 
apartment was smarter than the kind of 
house we could have afforded, and al- 
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BLONDES 
New Shampoo Washes Hair 

Shades Lighter Safely 
Made specially for blondes, this new sham- 
poo 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 Blondex 
at 10c, drug and department stores. 

non-slip 
RubberHeels & Soles 

Many Finish in 2 Years 
uo r 

e 
r ,my ,s your time d abilities permit. Equivalent to resi- 

dent School work-prepares for collet. trance exams. Standard 
H. S. texts supplied Diploms awarded. Credits for R. S. subsets 
completed. Single subject. if demised. Ask for Free Bulletin. 

American School. arl11-992. Drexel at 58th. Chiesae 37 

ASTHMATICS-1,h 

POL LE here. 
Relieve pollenaggravated bronchial asthma 
attacks with Dr. R. Schiffmann's ASTHMA - 
DOR. The aromatic, medicated fumes help 
clear the head, aid in reducing the severity 
of attacks, help make breathing easier. Eco- 

nomical, too -so keep ASTHMA- 
DOR always on hand, ready for 
emergency anytime, anywhere. At 
all drug stores in powder, pipe mix- 
ture or convenient cigarette form. 

ASTHMADOR 



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 con - 
trolled;'underarm odor prevented 
-and protection lasts up to 7 days* 
depending on you and the weather. 
Kinder to clothes, too -just follow 
directions and it's safe for even 
delicate silks and rayons. 

Economical -35 Pads inlay. 
At your drug or department 

store. 550 

5 . DAY 
UNDERARM PADS 

Get More 
Comfort For 
Standing Feet 

With An Ice -Mint Treat 
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. 

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 
Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE -WEIGHT PAPER 
Same once for full length or 
bust form, groups, landscapes. 
pet animals, etc., or enlarge- 
ments of any part of group 
picture. 

O g,nal turned with your 
enlargement. 3 for $1.25 
SEND NO MONEYJnst mail photo, 
negative or snapshot (an , ) nod receive your C 

pargement. teed fadeless, en beautiful i 
ub.e -wet t portrait quality paper, say . 

and wee paaycpostage.Take advantage of of thiissraamazing otter now. Send 
your photos today. 

STANDARD ART STUDIOS 
100 East Ohio Street Dept. 1555 -L Chicago (11), III. 

GOLD $I 
4.9 5 

20% TAX 
INCLUDED 

FREE WEDDINGDR NG 
A gift of lasting memory. genii- 

ale dtan.ond In 11Kt gold ring. and engraved gold 
wedding ring for lifetime satisfaction. An honest 
$22.50 value. Specify size. Send money order or 
pay postman on arrival. Wear rings 1 week on 
money back guarantee. We pay taxes and mailing 
chargea Order today 

LOMO NOVELTY COMPANY 
Dept. R -4 II West 42 New York 18. N. Y. 

SUFFERERS PSORIASIS FROM 
(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 

MAKE THE ONE DERmOIL 
S POT,ri 

TEST ,Ï1:A%0" 

mo` 

Prove it yourself no matter 
how long you have suffered 

or what you have tried. 
Beautiful book on psoria- 
sis and Perm oil with 
amazing, true photo. 
graphic proof of results 

i sent FREE. Write for it. 
o, 

Don't mistake eczema i- 
for the stubborn. ugly .ii X15 SEND FOR embarrassing scaly skin fstivsA gv 
disease Psoriasis ApPly 

LOSS'S' non -staining iseomoil. ' 4pN sat \ GENEROUS 
Thousands do for scaly ° - T R I A L spots body scalp. M;-. 
Grateful users, often after - - + -:- 
reears of suffering. report SIZE 

edd paatcheshgraduallye'disappeared and ea LS 
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin gain. De,mo,l 
IS used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree- 
ment t tow a definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re- 
funded thou[ question. Send 10e (stamps or coin) for 
Test it yourself. Results 

make 
surprise rise you.OWriite today for 

your test bottle. 
eelay. 

Caution'. Use 
by ig as directed. lgreen name 

Drug 
and other leading Druggists. LAKE LABORATORIES. 

Boa 547, Northwestern Station, Dept.7104, Detroit 4, Mich. 

though it was expensive, we told each 
other that it was only for a year, when 
there would surely be houses for sale. 
Besides, it was really economical, con- 
sidering that there weren't any other 
unfurnished apartment buildings in 
Overland, and our other alternative 
would have been a furnished room - 
and it would have been foolish, 
wouldn't it, to pay rent on someone 
else's furniture when we could buy our 
own on the installment plan and have 
something to show for our money? It 
was economical, too, to buy a car -a 
second -hand car, of course, but one that 
was better -looking and newer than the 
coupe Tommy had been driving for 
years. That was two months after the 
wedding, and most of the bills had come 
in, and Tommy at first had no thought 
of buying the car when it was offered 
to him. "I wish we could, honey," he 
said, "but we just can't. We've got to 
be a little thrifty until we're out of the 
red." 

' MAYBE buying the car would be 
thrifty," I suggested. "Didn't you 

say that your old one needs overhaul- 
ing, and that repairs will cost a fortune? 
And suppose it can't be fixed? What 
will you do then, needing it for work 
as you do ?" 

We decided, finally, to look at the 
car, to take a trial run in it. After that, 
I knew we had to have it. It was so 
beautiful -a sleek, dark green con- 
vertible that looked -well, it looked 
like the blue fox jacket that had been 
part of my trousseau, like our hand- 
some new apartment. Tommy shook 
his head when he signed the papers. 
"I'm not saying this isn't wise," he said, 
"considering that we don't know how 
long it will be before automobiles are 
on the market again. But it's the last 
expense. The very last." 

It wasn't, of course. In another month 
it was Christmas, and there were pres- 
ents for Tommy's family, presents for 
mine. Tommy gave me a tiny watch 
with diamond chips that I'd set my 
heart on months ago, and which he 
hadn't been able to afford at the time 
of our wedding. He could afford it 
even less at Christmas time, but he 
knew that I'd have been disappointed 
with anything else. I gave him a pair 
of hand -turned gold cuff -links that, 
once I'd seen them in the window of a 
Varick Avenue jeweler, seemed to be 
the only gift worthy of my husband. 
He was delighted with the cuff links. 
He told me over and over again that 
they .were just what he wanted. But 
somehow, he forgot to wear them ex- 
cept when I reminded him, and once I 
caught him looking at them and shak- 
ing his head, as he'd shaken his head 
over the new car. 

But more than everything else, one 
single factor contributed to the slough 
of debt in which we found ourselves 
by spring: the fact that I wasn't work- 
ing. Tommy didn't want me to work. 
No matter how much he worried about 
the bills, no matter how often he 
warned me to economize -and the 
warnings came oftener as the months 
went -he refused to agree to my 
working. "We're not that badly off," 
he said. "We ought to be able to live 
on my salary, and we're going to. Be- 
sides, I've seen too many instances 
where the wife starts out to work for a 
year or two -and the one year becomes 
ten or twenty." 

When you don't work, and when you 
are used to working, it's astonishing 
how much time you have. I went to the 
Red Cross, and helped out at the Blood 
Donor Bureau, and called on my friends, 

QerhaP lout pillow 
fetent 

know 

Are you sure you don't have scalp ' 

odor? It's so easy to offend -and not 
know it. Check your pillow, your hat, 
your hairbrush. 

For, you see, your scalp perspires 
just as your skin does -and unpleas- 
ant odors are quickly collected by the 
hair, especially oily hair. 

To be safe, simply use Packers 
Pine Tar Shampoo regularly. This 
gentle, thorough -cleansing shampoo 
contains pure, medicinal pine tar. 
The delicate pine scent does its work 
-then disappears. 

To have a clean, fresh scalp . . . 
soft, fragrant hair, get Packers Pine 
Tar Shampoo. You'll find it at any 
drug, department or 
ten -cent store. 

lenag.r 

SORENLISCLES 

FEEL f /NE 
If your back is sore, your arms ache, and 
you feel bad all over, get a bottle of Say - 
man Liniment and massage some on gently. 
Notice how quickly it helps to loosen 
"tight" muscles, relieve stiffness and ease 
the pain due to over -exertion, exposure or 
fatigue. Only 50c at any drug counter. 

SAYMAN LINIMENT 
Made by the Makers of SAYMAN SALVE 
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-Hair Rinse 
ddi 

Gives a Tiny Tint 
Vie. 
Removes 

this 
dull 
film 

1. 

2. 

3. 

Does not harm, permanently 
tint or bleach the hair. 
Used after shampooing -your 
hair is not dry, unruly. 
Instantly gives the soft, lovely 
effect obtained from tedious, 
vigorous brushings ... plus a 
tiny tint -in these 12 shades. 
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde 
2. Dark Copper I. Golden Blonde 
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde 
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn 
S. 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 25¢ - or send for a 

FREE SAMPLE 
Golden Glint Co.,Seattle,14, Wash., Box 3166841 

Please send color No as listed above. 

Name 

Address 

GOLDEN GLINT 

When Your 
Eyes Are Tired 
DOTHIS 

Eyes tired? Do they smart 
and burn from overwork, 

sun, dust, wind, lack of 
sleep? Then cleanse 

and soothe them 
the quick, easy 

way - use 
Murine. 

WHAT 
IS MURINE? " 
Murine is a 
scientific blend of 
seven ingredients -safe, 
gentle, and oh, so soothing! 
Just use two drops in each eye. 
Right away Murine goes to work 
to relieve the discomfort of tired, 
burning eyes. Start using Murine today. 

URINE 
jOUR EYES 

SOOTHES REFRESHES 

* Invest in America -Buy War Bonds and Stamps * 

and there was still time left over. 
There was still time for me to put on 
my smart suit and go strolling down 
Varick Avenue, intending only to look. 
Nearly always I came home with some - 
thing-a dress, a hat, a piece of costume 
jewelry that had been marked down 
until it was really a bargain. I charged 
everything on the accounts we'd opened 
when we'd bought the clothes for my 
wedding. 

I could lunch on a charge account, 
too, in Hudson's tearoom, with soft 
carpets under my feet and a deferential 
waitress at my elbow and soft, stringed 
music in my 'ears. Usually I took one 
of my friends with me, and I never let 
them pay for their own meals, or treat 
me in return. "Next time," I'd say, and 
I'd sign the check with a little flourish. 
That was a life -long dream come true -to sign the check at Hudson's. I en- 
joyed it even when I had qualms about 
what Tommy would say. 

Tommy said exactly what he said 
when I called him at work and asked 
him to meet me at the Regent Hotel 
for dinner. "Honey -we can't afford to 
eat out so often. Don't you realize that 
we can eat at home for a week on what 
we'll spend downtown in one night ?" 

"But I've promised," I'd protest. "I've 
got Betty Lind with me, and I said 
you'd take us to dinner at the Regent." 
And Tommy would groan and give in. 
Once he refused, flatly, and I burst out, 
"For heaven's sake, stop talking about 
money! I can always go to work, can't 
I, if we're really broke ?" 

IWAS ashamed the moment I spoke 
the words; I'd have given anything 

to be able to take them back. Tommy 
met me at the Regent for dinner that 
night, but he was a stranger to me. He 
talked politely, but his eyes didn't 
meet mine, and when he wasn't talking 
he sat in heavy silence. We drove home 
in silence -and then, when we were in 
our own apartment, I could bear it no 
longer. I crept into his arms, clasped 
them around me when he made no 
move to hold me. "I'm sorry," I whis- 
pered. "Oh, Tommy, it was awful of 
me! Please, Tommy -" 

He relented then. He kissed the top 
of my head, my eyes, my lips. "It's 
all right, sweetheart. Only -we've got 
to take it easy. We just have to. I don't 
want to close your charge accounts, but 
you've got to understand -" 

His expression, more than his words, 
reached me. I'd heard the words be- 
fore, often. But now for the first time I 
saw how harried he looked, saw lines 
in his face that hadn't been there be- 
fore, saw that the smile in the depths 
of his eyes seemed to have gone. 

I was careful after that. For the 
next several days I stayed at home, and 
when I shopped for food I counted the 
cost of the supplies I bought as care- 
fully as I counted our ration points. 
And then I had my accident. I was 
hanging up shower curtains one morn- 
ing- curtains I'd washed and pressed 
myself, instead of sending them to the 
laundry -and I'd stepped up on the 
edge of the tub when my foot slipped 
and I fell, struck my face against the 
faucets. The blow stunned me, and for 
a few moments I knew nothing at all. 
Then I pulled myself up, made my way 
to the telephone, my mouth dripping 
blood and my whole body one big throb 
of pain. 

I don't remember very clearly Tom- 
my's coming home, his examining my 
smahed mouth, his rushing me to the 
dentist. What I do remember is being 
in the dentist's chair, hearing him ex- 
plain to Tommy what would have to 

ABSORBINE Jr. 
kills 

Athlete's Foot 

micro -organisms 

on contact! 

$1.25 a bottle at 
all drugstores 

W. F Yóeou g, Inc., Springfield, Mass. 
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MAKE 

MONEY 
FAST 

AMAZING " OILETTE" CARDS 
Like costly oil paintings. Designs never 
before offered. Gets orders fast. Gor- 

$1. op 9 other pp ofit A,,ortmen 
name. 

Nfewr 
features -clever ideas. Up to 1 W %profit. 
Write today for Samples on approval. 
PURO CO.. 3041 Locust, Dept. 211. St. toms, Mo. 
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With Form 

Tailored 
uiGERlt 

öáE FREE OUTFIT 
Women go wild about "FormTallored" 
Lingerie -new, glamorous styling, new 
kind of fitting. high quality workman - 
hip. Low lances bring quick orders. 

Also fine hosiery, girdles and under- 
wear for the whole family. 1f you want 
money, full or spare time, write today 
for complete, beautiful illustrated 
FEESStyle . 

Eqr f pm en t -sent ABSOLUTELY 

WORLD'S STAR -MALLOCH 
Dept. K -39, Grand Rapids, Mich. 

Sell Persona/ Christmas Cards 

Exit* 
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MADE 

Quick 

Take orders from friends, relatives, 
and fellow workers -50 cards for $1 
printed with sender's name.You 

make good profit on each sale. 
FREE SAMPLES. Also sell 
assortments of Christmas Cards, 
Religious and Everyday Cards. 
Money -Making Plan for Clubs, 

Lodges, Church groups. Write now. 
WETMORE & SUGDEN, Dept 5 -M 

749 Monroe, Rochester (2), N.Y. 

FOR 
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Reeve ITCH 
Misery af 
Relieve itching caused by eczema, 
athlete's foot, pimples -other itch- 
ing troubles. Use cooling. medicated 
D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, stain- 
less. Quiets itching fast 35c trial bot- 
tle proves it money back. Ask 
your druggist for D.D.D. Prescription. 

{rLADIES 
and MEN 

YOUR NAME 
ENGRAVED 

FREE 

SILVER PLATED 
Handsome and sturdy. A sporty bracelet 
you'll enjoy wearing and be proud to own. 
Skillfully made -s gleaming, ultra-smart 
creation. Wide curved name plate, strong 
link chain. Must be seen to be appreciated. 
SEND NO MONEY -10 DAY TRIAL 
Wear 10 day, on our Money Beek Guarantee. 
Send name you want engraved. Pay postman 
only $1.98 plus postage and tag on arrival. 
You'll be delighted) 

Ialtfnakonal Diamond Co., 2251 Calumet Ave., Dept. 180, Chicago 16,111. 

69ag Q 
a oar 
e 

6p Á f ;s tit 

E 

rSly£ Pyrex 

Air Pent 

prevents 
nipple 

collapse, 

against 
your baby goalngaer 

GLAAANTEEclill 

andteat.re$isgdnt. f 80//7) 



MENNEN 
BABY BOX -$1 
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504 Mennen 

Antiseptic Baby Oil 
and two 254 Mennen 

Baby Powder 

DON'T CUT CUTICLES 
This clever preparation re- 
moves rough, dead cuticle 
without scissors, and helps 
keep nails more flexible, easy 
to shape. Manicare brings 
out their natural beauty. It is a cuticle oil 
and a stain remover, all in one. 

Keep nails nice. Avoid hangnails or brit- 
tleness. Use Manicare! 

e lle /J2ieeete 350 > - 
Plus tax 

Sold by leading department stores, 
drugstores and 100 stores 

STAMMER? 
This new 128 -page book, "Stammering, Its Cause 
and Correction," describes the Rogue Unit Method 
for scientific correction of stammering and atut- 
tering- successful for 44 years. Beni. N. Bootle. 
Dept. 1175, Circle Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind. 

New Color Cake 
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Shampoos ondTints 
Hair Luxuriously- 

without extra rinse! 
This remarkable discovery, 
TINTZ Color Shampoo Cake, 
washes out dirt, loose dandruff. 
(Mc.,as it safely gives hair a real 
smooth, colorful tint that fairly 
glows with life and lustre. Don't 
put up with dull, faded, off 
color hair a minute longer. Each 
shampoo with TINTZ leaves 

your hair more colorful, lovelier, softer and easier to 
manage. No dyed look. Won't hurt permanents. 4 
million already sold. Get this richer lathering, quicker 
rinsing shampoo that gives fresh glowing color to 
your hair. Seven lovely shades: Black, Dark, Me- 
dium or Light Brown, Auburn (Titian), Henna, or 
Blonde. Only 50c at most drug or toiletrie counters. 
Or write TINTZ, 205 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1,111. 

Now She Shops 
"Cash And Carry" 

Without Painful Backache 
Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly; 

once they discover that the real cause of their trouble 
may be tired kidneys. 

The kidneys are Natures chief way of taking the 
excess acida and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag- 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty passages with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there is something wrong with your 
kidneys or bladder. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills; 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Gel 
Doan's Fills. 

be done to restore my jaw. I heard, 
too, the estimate of what it would cost. 
When the dentist turned away for a 
moment, I plucked Tommy's sleeve. 

"We can't," I whispered with diffi- 
culty. "It's just a few teeth, Tommy. 
We can't afford it, right now." 

Tommy straightened. His glance 
flicked the diamond -studded watch on 
my wrist, my dress, the expensive purse 
on my lap. "Oh, yes, we can," he said. 

If Tommy was unusually silent that 
week and the next, if the strained look 
became so much a part of him that his 
face was a tight mask, I hardly noticed 
it. When I did notice, I put it down 
to sympathy for me. My mouth still 
hurt intolerably; I spent most of the 
time lying down, drowsy from the 
tablets I'd been given to dull the pain. 
And then, whenever my mouth healed 
at all, I had another trip to the dentist 
for reconstruction work -and then 
there was more pain, more tablets, 
more hours spent resting in the cool 
dimness of my room. 

I was lying down the night the phone 
call came. It was just after dinner, 
after Tommy had fixed his own meal 
and had brought me a soothing,luke- 
warm soup. I heard him leave the 
kitchen for the telephone, heard his 
voice, briefly, heard the click as he re- 
placed the receiver. Then silence. Utter 
silence. Minutes of silence -until it 
occurred to even my pain -clouded mind 
that there should be some sound, some 
movement. I called, "Tommy!" There 
was no answer. I called again, and 
then, stung by sudden fear, I got to my 
feet and went into the living room. 

Tommy was standing by the tele- 
phone. His back was toward me; his 
hands hung limply at his sides. I crossed 
over to him, touched his arm. "Tommy, 
what is it ?" 

Then he smiled, a ghastly imitation 
of his old grin. "Nothing. The Camper's 
Club just called a meeting, that's all. 
For tomorrow night." 

"But tomorrow's Friday -" 
"I know. It's a special meeting, be- 

cause of the bond drive. We're going to 
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I. Tom Brenneman 
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12. Harry James 
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14. "My TRUE STORY" 

INSURE 
CANNING 
SUCCESS! 
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RUBBERS 

And follow instructions in 
the Ball Blue Book. To get your copy 
send lOc with your name and address to 

. BALL BROTHERS COMPANY, Muncie, Ind. 

.eá 

SOO 
plus tax 

...so right it's the only shade 

offered in the lustrous 

ROGER & GALLET 
XLIPSTICK 

R 

R 

ALSO FAMOUS ROGER & GALLET PERFUME 

DRY PERFUME LIP ADE TOILET SOAP 
99 



R 

R 

100 

BLEMISHES / caw 

More thon a cosmetic - 
exempt from Federal Tax! 
Accepted for advertising 
in Journal of American 

Medical Association. 

5,70 

COVERMARK* 

-44 
A touch with Spot.Stik -and the blem- 
ish is concealed- completely, instant- 
ly, beautifully. 
Carry Spot -Stik with you, always, to 
conceol any blemish that pops up. 
Waterproof! - 

`Called "Modern Miracle" in Reader's 
Digest. 

Five skin shades. 
$1.25 -at drug and dept. stores. 

Lw1 
551 Fifth Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 
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rite me. and I'll send you chue big ckage of actual aamnle fabrics and styles ABSOLUTELY FREE. You'll see gorgeous, newest style d'esses - lovely lmgene- hosiery 
men's shirts and socks - all at LOW 

PRICES.Take orders from friends 
and make money in spare time. 

Get FREE Samples! Send no 
money for this big -profit 

I line of sample fabrics and 
styles. It's yours. ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE. Buell 
name and address now. 

THE MELVILLE CO., Dept. 4016, CINCINNATI 3, OHIO 
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Start right with Hygela - 

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

CONSULT 

NEW COMPLETE PACKAGE 
Ask your druggist for 
Hygela's new package 
containing Bottle,Nipple, 
and Cap. No extra cost. 

ftYGe;a 
NURSING BoTrmS Nimes 

WITS caps 
Sold complete as illustr or Parts separately[ red 

YOUR DOCTOR REGULARLY 

vote on buying a thousand -dollar bond." 
I understood then. I didn't know the 

details, but I knew, somehow, the ter- 
rible essential truth. From a dry 
pinched throat I said, "And- there's no 
money to buy the bond." 

Tommy's head moved in negation; 
then he dug his palms against his fore- 
head, lifted his face. When he spoke, 
his voice was level, impersonal, as if he 
were talking about something he'd read 
in the newspapers. "There's about 
twenty dollars in the treasury. I took 
the rest. One of our customers, a stock- 
broker, gave me a tip, and it looked 
like 'a sure thing. It looked like a 
chance to get out of the hole -and I 
couldn't see any other way out." 

"When was that ?" 
He didn't look at me. 

"WHEN was it ?" I repeated. "It was 
last week, wasn't it ?" 

He said nothing, but his silence was 
an admission. He had taken the money 
after my accident. 

He went on, "I knew a couple of days 
ago that I'd lost the money. But I still 
thought I had a chance. I mean -I 
could fake reports, and since the club 
started we haven't drawn anything but 
small sums for entertainment. When 
we've made big contributions, we've 
taken up a collection. I thought I could 
borrow some of the amount, pay the 
rest back before anyone ever found out. 
Now -this happened." 

"What -" I moistened my lips-"what 
are you going to do ?" 

"Tell them. There's nothing else to 
do." 

Tell them. Until then I'd thought 
only of how Tommy was feeling; I'd 
been sharing his burden of shame and 
hopelessness; I hadn't realized fully 
what it all meant. But now I saw that 
Tommy would be disgraced, not only 
in his own eyes, but in the eyes of 
everyone. Disgraced -he could be 
brought to trial, imprisonment! The 
thought was too monstrous to be cred- 
ible. "There must be something we 
could do," I insisted desperately. "We 
could sell things -" 

He flung himself out of his chair, 
suddenly savage, "There's nothing!" 
he flung at me. "Don't you think I 
haven't racked my brains, trying to fig- 
ure some way . . . Sell things! We 
can't sell anything because we don't 
own anything. Nothing we have is 
paid for. Please, Diana, go back to bed. 
You can't help -" 

A blow would have been kinder. But 
I didn't deserve kindness; I knew that 
even as his words shriveled my very 
soul. I was at fault. It was I who had 
piled the load of debt on his shoulders, 
who had taken advantage of his gener- 
osity and his love for me, who had paid 
no attention when he'd tried to stop my 
spending, who had threatened him with 
getting a job of my own when he'd 
tried to take a firm stand. It was I who 
had brought us so close to disaster that 
my accident had been enough to ruin 
us. 

Neither of us slept that night. After 
a long time Tommy came into the bed- 
room and lay down for a while, but he 
got up again, and I heard him pacing 
the living room. Toward morning I 
dropped off into a sleep that seemed 
not sleep at all, but scenes endlessly 
enacted before my eyes -Tommy at the 
Camper's Club, telling his friends, the 
men who had known him all their 
lives, who had liked and respected him, 
that he was a thief. Telling them, and 
then sitting white -faced and silent, re- 
fusing to defend himself. Then there 
was Tommy in a courtroom, ançí a 
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a Just to get acquainted, 
we will send this pre- 

.- cious Bridal Pair. The 
romance design engage- 

ment ring is set with 
flashing simulated 

TSF: 
_ 

Diamond Solitaire in 
sentimental, orange 

blossom mounting. 
The wedding ring is 

deeply embossed in the 
exquisite honeymoon de- 

sign (the perfect bridal 
pair). No other ring 

design so expresses 
the sentiment of 
true love. Either 
ring only $1.98 or 
both for $3.89 
plus 20% Federal 

Tax. 

SEND NO MONEY TEN DAYS 
TRIAL 

¿KB Just write, giving ring size and name. Pay 
aanrrow on arrival. Wear on ten days money -back 89 guarantee. 

4r EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. Dept. I1 .GP. JeHersaa. laws 

Easy to use V ucose Home Method. Heals many Md 
leg Sores caused by leg congestion, varicose veins, 
swollen legs and injuries or no coat for Dial if it 
fails to show rescrits in 10 days, Describe yota 
trouble and get a FREE BOOK. 

R, G. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 Morin Dearborn Street Chicano, !HMO' 

Fine 'Conqueror' Pen GIVEN AWAY 

Mail us $1.25 and we will send you by prepaid mail 5 hoses 
of famous Rosebud Salve (25c size) and will include with 
salve this guaranteed precision -built "Conqueror" PEN 
with instant push- button filler, deep pocket military clip, 
silver palladium alloy point. In Jet Black, Dubonnet, Gray 
or Green color. You can sell the 5 salve to friends at 25e a 
box to get back the $1.25 and have fine Pen without cost. 

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box 31, W000SBORO. MARYLAND. 

Htgb school not necessary. No age limit. 
Send for FREE "Nursing Facto" and sample 
lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now! 

Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing 
160 N. Wacker Drive Chicago 6. Illinois 

MARE MONEY -lots of it- between now and Christ- 
mas. Amazing values in PERSONAL IMPRINTED 
CARDS including 25 for $1. Also fast-selling BOXES 
including our outstanding "BLUE RIBBON" ASSORT- 
MENT. Exceptional gift wrappings, etchings. Re- 
ligious Assortments. Samples sent on approval. No 
experience necessary. 
CHAS. A. BEIS CO., Dept. M2, 1711 Walnut St., 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Po(W) t rt ttorners 
The Real Thing for mounting Snapshots .Cards Stampe. 

No poste needed. Pocket Gummed Inside for 
holding prints tight or loose. Neat. Quick and 
Artistic too. Sold at photo supply and album 

counters or send 10c today for phi of 100 
and Free Samples to See and Try them. 

Engel Art Corners Mfg. Co., 
Dept.s0w.4711 N.ciork Chicago -40 -III. 

Pre -laundered for immediate use. 
Extra large. Highly absorbent. 
Economical, too. Long lasting. r -- _ 

YOUR HAIR 
the way you like it 

* FREE -GRAY HAIR ANALYSIS: -* 
Send name and address with a few strands of * your hair for FREE confidential color analysts 
and expert advice. * (CAUTION: t'se only as directed on label) * 
RAP -I -DOL DISTRIBUTING CORPORATION * 151 West 46th Street Dept.229, New York I9, N.Y. * 
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When you preserve 
the pear or peach 

What names and dates 
the jars of each? 

CANNING LABELS 
At Stationery Departments Everywhere 

AMAZING NEW FIT SERVICE cam f7 -°" 
receive complete FREE omit for taking orders for Yours - 
truly Hosiery- inclnding NYLONS -as 
aeon as ready. Sensational lndivrdnelCm- 
tomer Flt Service ... your true fit pet- 
tern for ever, trim leg. ehort,lor,g,extm 

long,elim, stont,aversge. Earn money 

limbof yoarown. Prepare now for future- 
write AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, 
Dept. L -18, Indianapolis 7. Ind. 
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Learn Profitable Profession 
in 90 days at Home 

Women and Men, 18 to 50 
Many Swedish Massage graduates make $50, 
$75 or even more er week Large full time 
incomes from p octoorrs, hospitals, sanato- riums Others make clubs 

good money n spare time You can 

security by 
and trainning at 

home and qualifying for Diploma. 
Anatomy Charts and 32 -page 
Illustrated Book FREEh Now` 
THE College of Swedish Massage 

0ot.559-L,100 E.Ohio St.,Chiwgo 11 

Thrilling Work COLORING PHOTOS 

47," 
EASY TO LEARN 

Fascinating vocation learned at home by those 
with aptitude. Thrilling pastime. xoehne method 
brings ont life -lice colors. Free booklet. 

NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
1315 5. MIchlgan. Dept.1386, Chicago á 

EXTRil 
SENSATIONAL NEW 
SNRISTMAS CARDS 

EXTRA MONEY, easy showing friends 
nsational 1945 Foe Cure 21 -Card Chnstmas Assortment -only Alt Your erode SOc. And other easy -selling Aaoortmonth-01- 

MON Elf 
Chrome Etching. Religions, H Attrao- 
Live fund -ra ainR pportunity for orgenmtìoae, 
Alan big alium Deluxe Persona/ Cards and America's finest. t 51.9EL pe nals -2S !- for 51.00 to 25 loo $1.95. Write for FREE 

FOR YOU 
SAMPLES reraoml Cards -end 21 -cord "Fe - 

WALLACEE DROOWN, INC., 225 Fifth 
Aye., Dept. S -139, New York 10, N.Y. 

Money Back 
If Blackheads 
Don't Disappear 

Get a jar of Golden Peacock Bleach Creme this evening 
-use as directed before going to bed -look for big im- 
provement in the morning. In a few days surface blem- 
ishes. muddiness, freckles, even pimples of outward 
origin should be gone. A clearer, fairer, smoother looking 
skin. Sold on money back guarantee at all drug toiletry 
counters. 30 million jars already used.. Ask for Imperial 
size, or write for a generous Free Sample to Golden 
Peacock Co., Inc., Paris, Tennessee. 

,. 

Exquisitely divine -the latest in genuine Clo -ever Plastic 
Jewelry . A gift that will add to her loveliness, only $1.W- 
SPECIAL 2 PAIRS for Si JS (tax included) You may now 
order direct Just send name and address with this coupon. 
SEND D C O D. I toeless . .. . . Seed Prepaid(] 
BURT RAY JEWELERS Dept MAC. 333 S MARKET ST, CHICAGO 6. ILL 

stern -faced judge was sentencing him, 
and I was screaming, "No- no! " -I 
awoke sitting up in bed, drenched with 
perspiration. 

Slowly I looked around me, realized 
that it had been a nightmare. But the 
rest of it -about the Camper's Club and 
the money -that was all true, and it 
was worse than any nightmare. Tommy 
was gone -gone to work. I knew, be- 
cause some tools he'd brought home the 
night before were gone, too. 

I had to think of something. I told 
myself that while I dressed, while I 
made myself coffee. Sell the car . 

but Tommy needed that in his work. 
Sell the furniture, sell my watch. . . , 

Even my watch wouldn't bring any- 
thing. The diamonds were only chips, 
expensive though it had been. I dragged 
a chair up to the bureau, frantically 
pulled out drawers, opened boxes. There 
were Tommy's gold cuff links -we'd 
get a few dollars for them, a fraction 
of their cost. There were gloves and 
handkerchiefs and underthings of mine -all expensive, all worthless now. 
There was jewelry -I was shocked at 
the amount of jewelry I'd bought. 
Costume jewelry. Sterling silver. Sterl- 
ing, gold -filled -labels that had set high 
prices and that meant nothing now. 
Silver was cheap. Simulated sapphires. 
Simulated rubies ... junk. Just junk. 

I sat there with that heap of glittering 
stuff on my lap, and I knew the full 
extent of what I'd done. I traded my 
husband's peace of mind, his integrity 
and honor, for a few handsful of trash. 
Perhaps I'd traded his love for it. Go 
back to bed, Diana. You can't help... . 

Of course he couldn't expect me to help 
him; it was I who had destroyed him. 
But I could have helped him once, if 
I'd behaved like a grown woman in- 
stead of a spoiled child. For all my 
foolishness and my greed, I knew the , 

value of a dollar better than he; I had 
a better head for figures. I could have 
given instead of taken away. If people 
-Tommy's friends -would only under- 
stand; if they could only know the 
truth. . . 

And then I knew what I had to do. 

TOMMY didn't call me that day, and 
he didn't come home at dinner time. 

I was relieved that he didn't. I'd made 
my preparations -had dressed up in my 
best, had dumped the costume jewelry 
into a shoebox and had filled it up with 
bills, all marked "past due" -and I was 
afraid of Tommy's seeing me, guessing 
my purpose. At seven -thirty I left the 
house, carrying the shoebox. At eight 
I approached the downtown building 
where the Camper's Club held its meet- 
ings. I waited there for a few minutes, 
standing in the shadow of a doorway, 
watching a few stragglers pass me and 
go in. I waited until eight- fifteen, until 
eight -twenty, and then I decided that 
the meeting must be well along, that 
Tommy must have told them. I went 
upstairs. The door of the club room 
was unlocked. It opened easily, silently 
under my hand. 

The scene was almost exactly as it 
had been in the nightmare. There were 
a score of men at a T- shaped table, all 
of them men I knew, Tommy's old 
friends. Most of them were turned so 
that I couldn't see their faces, but the 
faces I did see were angry and shocked 
and bewildered. Tommy sat facing me, 
at the head of the table, next to Roger 
Martin, the president. He wasn't look- 
ing at me; he was looking at Roger, and 
his face too vas as I'd pictured it- 
white and tight -lipped and silent. 
Roger's face was flushed; his forehead 
was wet. "But, Tom," he was saying 
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DON'T let "uncomfort 
able" days bother you. 

Enjoy complete freedom in 
action and dress with Holly -, 
Pax ... the tampon created 
for Hollywood. This tiny 
tampon with controlled ex- 
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Says 
Anita Ellis 
FAMOUS RADIO SINGER 

ON THE 
MUTUAL NETWORK 

"Color, charm, glam- 
our, that's my Don Juan 
Lipstick. I fin d Don Juan 
not drying or smeary." 
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See what they do 

for your lips 

1. DON JUAN STAYS ON when 
you eat, drink, kiss, if used as directed. 

2. LIPS STAY LOVELY without 
frequent retouching -Try today. 

3. NOT DRYING or SMEARY. 
Imparts appealing "glamour" look. 
Creamy smooth- easily applied. 

4. NEW Style SHADES... 
Try Medium Red, a rich, true red, flat- 
tering, youthful looking, or Raspberry, 
darker, so delighting. Other shades, too. 

Matching powder, rouge 8 cake make -up -for beauty's sake. In Canada also. 

R ING EASY P AYMENTS 
0 Days fit 
Trial " V , 

Introductory offer: -W i th' 
every order for smart, Ster- 
ling Silver Solitaire engage. 
ment ring we will Include, 
without extra charge, exquisite 
wedding ring matching the 
sparkling imitation Diigamond soli- 
taire 

beauty 
engagement 

perfect bridal 
pair.) 

SEND NO MONEY 
10 DAYS TRIAL. We ship both 
rings in gift box and you make 
Just 2 easy payments of $2.00 
each, total only $4.00. We 
trust you. No red tape as you 
make first payment and 20,70 

on 
arrival, then 

to 
'any 

time within 30 days. Money 
badi guarantee. S UP p 1,Y 
limited. Send name, ad 
dress, ring size today. 

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. 
Dept.T P- 366,Jefferson, Iowa 

R5TT P LEGS 
BEAUTIFY CONTOURS, 

EASILY, QUICKLY! 
New, lovely proportions for your 
legs: hips, thighs, calves, ankles, 
etc. -in this healthful, new, as- 
tonishingly easy way. Only a law 
miaules per day in your own home. 

EFFECTIVE, LASTING RESULTS! 
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with desperate emphasis, "if you'd only 
explain why -" 

Then all the face disappeared in a 
blaze of excitement. Through it I heard 
my own voice saying, "I can explain, 
Roger -" 

"Diana!" That was Tommy, and I was 
glad that I couldn't see him, that I was 
still blind with excitement. 

"I can explain," I repeated. "That's 
why I came here -to tell you what 
really happened, because Tommy won't 
tell you. You know that he's honest; 
you know that if he ever did anything 
dishonest, he had a reason. But he 
won't tell you what it is, because it 
involves me." 

"Diana!" Tommy was on his feet now, 
and his face was dark red, not white. 
"Go home -" 

"Let her talk, Tom. I want to hear 
her." Roger's level voice steadied me, 
and it had its effect on Tommy, too. 
He sat down. 

I set the shoebox on the table, 
dumped it, and its glittering contents 
spilled out. I pushed the bills toward 
the men nearest me. "This is a sample 
of what happened," I said. "This is a 
sample of what I did with Tommy's 
money after we were married. Tommy 
knew I'd never had money to spend 
for luxuries, and he knew I loved them. 
He let me buy things as long as he 
dared -and then when he tried to stop 
me, I wouldn't listen. He didn't want 
to humiliate me by closing our charge 
accounts -and I went right on spending 
until a couple of weeks ago when he 
made me see that I had to stop. And 
then it was too late, because right after 
that I had a bad fall. I smashed my 
teeth, and that's why Tommy borrowed 
your money -to have my mouth fixed. 
He didn't steal it. He meant to pay it 
back, and he still means to. But he 
took it for me, because I needed it, not 
for himself -" And then all at once I 
was aware that my self -control was 
gone. My knees were shaking violently, 
and all the little muscles in my face 
seemed to have come apart, and each 
one was doing a crazy dance of its own. 
"That's all," I said in a strangled voice, 
and I turned and ran from the room. 

I was nearly home before the shat- 
tering excitement died down, and I 
could breathe normally again. Then all 
I felt was complete exhaustion, and a 
kind of peacefulness. Dimly, I had an 
idea that I'd made a melodramatic fool 
of myself, but it didn't matter. I knew, 
too, that Tommy might never forgive 

me for what I'd done tonight, but that 
didn't seem to matter, either. It would 
matter terribly tomorrow, but right 
now all that mattered was that Tom- 
my's friends knew the truth. Surely 
they wouldn't prosecute him now. They 
could understand a man's being helpless 
before a greedy, extravagant wife. . . 

At home, I flung myself down on the 
bed without bothering to undress, feel- 
ing drained and limp, but with every 
nerve alert for the sound of Tommy's 
key in the lock. It came finally after 
what seemed like hours, and I went 
weak and shaky with relief, and then 
tense again. Suppose Tommy had come 
home only to say that he was going 
away. Suppose - 

The bed springs gave; Tommy had 
lowered himself down beside me. I 
turned my head. He was lying as I lay- prone -his head turned toward me. 
Our eyes met and locked, and in their 
depths all we were was revealed -each 
of us with his own shame and his own 
remorse, and each of us with faith in 
the other, and love. I drew a long, 
wavering breath. Tommy took my 
hand, curled his fingers loosely, almost 
reverently around it. 

"I'm not going to jail- thanks to you, 
Diana." 

"You wouldn't have, anyway." 
"I'm not so sure. A couple of the 

boys were mad enough to see that I got 
there." 

There was a long silence, but it was 
the silence of understanding, and 
mutual thankfulness. Then Tommy said, 
"It won't be easy, you know. There's 
not only the hard work and the pinch- 
ing to pay our debts and the club 
money, but there's. . The boys said 
they wouldn't talk, but you can't keep 
a secret when twenty men know it. 
It won't be fun for you, facing the 
town." 

"I don't care. I can face them." 
His fingers tightened on mine. "I may 

lose my job." 
"You'll get another." 
"You're sure, Diana -sure you want 

to go through it with me ?" 
I didn't answer. There would be 

time to reassure him later. But just 
now it had struck me that another old 
dream -an old mind -picture, rather - 
was coming true: the picture of Diana, 
Tommy's wife, shabby, in a four -year- 
old coat. And I didn't mind at all. It 
was all right. Everything would always 
be all right, so long as we were to- 
gether. 
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Dinner dress dengned especially for Chen Yu by Joseph Holpert 

-dc-eJZ aeCe,t-eZdW 
CHEN YU 

djen, naeMegew ai./+4reè 

Mode in U. S. A. 

Look at this sparkling procession of new and different nail lacquer 
and lipstick shades -yours to choose from -and each one a gen- 
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this announcement and you will receive two chip -repellent 
CHEN Yu lacquer shades and a bottle of CHEN Yu Lacquerol 
Base. Each trial bottle gives you many luxury manicures - 
months of startling new beauty. You can get trial size 
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Start with Chesterfields and you can add only orchids 
and the theatre for a perfect evening. Chesterfield's 
Right Combination World's Best Tobaccos always gives 
you smoking pleasure at its best. Chesterfields satisfy 
because they're milder... cooler... better - tasting. 
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