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Know the Thrill a Lovelier Skin can Brinq You. 

Go on the CAMAy "MILD-SOAP" DIET! 

This thrilling idea is based 
on the advice of skin SDp.cialists 

- praised by lovely brides! 

lIKE thousands of other brides whose 
L lovely complexions surely qualify 
them as beauty experts, Mrs. Conner 
is devoted to the Camay "Mild-Soap" 
Diet. You, too, can follow her way to 
greater loveliness! 

No woman's skin can be truly 
beautiful if, unknowingly, she mars it 
through improper cleansing. Or if she 
uses a soap that isn't mild enough. 

Mrs. Conner's skin is wonderful 
proof of what proper care can do. "1 
wouldn' t think of neglecting my 'Mild
Soap' Diet routine," she says. 

Tests prove CamllY milder! 

Skin specialists themselves advise a 
regular cleansing routine with a fine 
mild soap. And Camay is not only mild 
-it's actually milder than the 10 other 
famous beauty soaps tested. That's 
why we urge you to go on the Camay 
"Mild-Soap" Diet without delay_ 

Put your complete trust in Camay. 
For 30 days use it faithfully night and 
morning. Your skin will feel fresher at 
once. And as the days go by you can 
reasonably expect to see your skin 
lovelier ... more appealing. 

j 

) 

f 

GOON THE "MILD-SOAP" DIET TONIGHT! 

"' y 
Get three cake. of Comay today I Start the 
";\liltl·Soap" Hi"t t,,,,i ght. Work Cumay's la ther 
"vcr your skin , paying ' I",,;ial atlt'ntilJn IIJ nose, 
bao;(! of nlJstril ~ anti chill. Hin~e witl, warm water 
and f,,!low with 30 """"nds "f " .. 1,1 "pla.hillgs. 

In the morning. '"II: more 'i\lick seMion wi lh 
Camay and YUlJr fll'''' i ~ ready for make·up. Do 
this twice II ,lay fur 10 ,tuys. Don't negl"ct it even 
once. For it's the r':glliar cleansing tha t revea ls 
t hI) full h"'lI"fit of Call1ay's gff!at"r mi I,lness. 

J:OR 30 DAYS ••• LET NO OTHER SOAP TOUCH YOUR SKIN I 

This charming bride is Mrs. CharIes H. 
Conner, Jr. of Charlotte, N. C., who says,; 
" I don't Lelieve in keeping secrets when 
it comes to my Leanty carc. Whenever 
people admire my complexion I tell them 
ahout the 'Mild·Soap' Diet and what a. 
wonderful help it has Leen." 

Trude-M"rk He" . 
U. S. PuL, Off. 



mi e,Plaill Ci I, 
you can steal your own Show-if your Smile is Right ! 

Brighten your teeth and help give 
your smile a flashing sparkle-with 
Ipana ClI\d massage. 

Y OU TIIINK beauty is all.important? 
. Well-look around you, plain girl! 
Just look at those who are wearing soli
taires ... getting bridal showers ... being 
married! 

Are they all beautiful? No, indeed! 
But they all hww how to smile! Theirs are 
not timid smiles, self-conscious and shy 
-out big, warm, heart-winning smiles 
that say: 'Tm glad to be alive!" 

So smile, plain girl, smile! You can 

steal your own show if your smile is 
right. You can win what you want of 
life. For heads tum and hearts surrender 
to the girl ~ith_ the winning smile. 

"Pink Tooth Srush"
. A warning Signa' 

If you want bright, sparkling teeth that 
you are proud to show, remember this: 
Gums must retain their healthy firmness. 

So if there's ever the slightest tinge 
of "pink" on your tooth brush, make a 
date to see your dentist at once! His ver
dict may simply be that your gums are 

spongy, tender-robbed of exercise by 
today's creamy foods. And, like thou
sands of other modern dentists, he may 
suggest Ipana and massage. 

Take his advice! For Ipana Tooth 
Paste not only cleans and brightens your 
teeth but, with massage, it is designed to 
help the health of your gums as well 

Just massage a little extra Ipana onto 
your gums every time you clean your 
teeth. That invigorating "tang" means 
circulation is quickening in the gum 
tissue-helping gums to new firmness. 
Get a tube of economical Ipana Tooth 
Paste at your druggist's today! . 

PrrxiMct of Brisl6i-Myers 

Sturt today ltIitlt 
IPANA and MASSAGE 
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CHAPPED HANDS 
HEAL FASTER •• 

ACCORDING TO ACTUAL nSTS 
WmHNO~S~NC~ 

These unretouched phOtographs (Case 
3-i) show results of Noxzema. Left 
shows badly chapped hands before U<at. 
m~nr. RighI shows wonderful improve. 
:nenr after usi08 Noxuma. 

With Noxuma. definite improve
ment in red. roush. chapped hands 
is oken seen o"nnighl! That's he· 
cause this famous m,,/i(illed cream 
~Ips soften dry. rough skin; aids 
in healing tiny skin "CUts." 
SAVE ON STOCKINGS. Guard 
against snawng precious stockings. 
Help keep '0'" hllnds lind leel soft, 
smooth-with Nox~ma! 

Let Noxzema help you all "'ese 
ways this winter 

• 

WINOIIURN. CHA"EO U'S ... 
Noxuma brings quick. soothing reo 
lief to red. rough, painfully wi nd· 
burned skin and ugly chapped lips. 
M"" Rith~,,/son 01 Ss. PII"I. Minn .. 
S4'JS: ") use Noxuma on my lace to 
help prottO my skin against winter 
winds and to soothe it III,u exposure." 

FROST lin. CHILlLAINS. 'AINFUU Y 
CHAFEOSICIN. Noxuma brings grand 
relief! M,s. H"""ime Edd,. 01 Min. 
nupo/is. ,niles: "Every winter) suf· 
fered Irom Chilblains. After one 
application 01 Noxzema' ) Ielt a cool, 
soothing com Ion I'd never known!" 

'OOR COM'LEXION. Try medicated 
NoxU'ma for externally·caused blem· 
is~; for skin reddened. roughened and 
" dried out" from ... inter ... inds . ~ for 
yoursell how quickly this soothing 
.cream helps improve 
your complexion! 

SPECIAL OFFER. Here's your opponu· 
nity to find OUt how much Noxuma 
Can do for ,Oil! For a limited time you 
can grt the 2~_ jar at any d rug or COl' 
met ;C counter-fOil ONLY 19f! Get 
your jar 10J~,! 
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TRY TO GET EVEN! 
By Irene Rich 

As told to Marian Rhea 

WHEN I was seventeen 
years old, my head in 

the clouds, my world col
ored by rosy dreams, I 
eloped from the little town 

. in the Pacific Northwest 
which was my home, and 
was married. So perhaps 
if was inevitable that in less 
than two years I was home 
again, my marriage smashed, 
my name on record in the 
divorce court, my illusions 
gone with the wind. And I 
wanted so desperately to 
get them back! I wanted 
so desperately to forget the 
unhappy interval just 
passed, the mistake I had 
made, and to take up my 
life where I had left off. I 
wanted to laugh and to 
play again, to have dates, 
to go to parties, to have fun. 

But-l wasn't allowed to 
do it! You see, there were 
certain girls in the town, 
who, even though I had 
grown up with them, 
wouldn't let me. Somehow, 
they resented what I had 
done. Even though it was 
I who had been hurt and 
not they; even though my 
mistake wasn't, after all, a 
criminal thing, they looked 
down their noses at me. 
They -called me, among 
themselves, and particularly 
to boys of the town who 
might otherwise have been 
nice to me, "the grass 
widow," "the divorcee." 
And, though they did. it 
subtly and sweetly, they os
tracized me as only a group 
of girls in a small town can 
do. They made me a sort 
of pariah, to be treated, 
kindly, of course, to be in
cluded, even, in some of 
their parties, but to be kept 
at arm's length, neverthe
less, as one who is not quite 
('nice." 

Well, it almost broke my 
heart. This was my home 
and I had been glad, so ter
ribly glad, to get back to it! 
These were my friends, and 
I had wanted so badly to 
be one of them again. And 
now-this. Came a day
inevitably, I s~ppose-when 
I thought I couldn't bear 
it; when my hurt tUrned to 
hate and I wanted to strike 
back. It was a little thing 
that happened. I simply 
l~arned that a couple of the 
glI'1s had organized a picnic 
and that I , "the divorcee," 
was not invited. Those two 
girls had been among my 
dearest friends before I 
was Continued on page 87 

III'm in the Dog-House
the Boss has IFirel in his Eye!1I 

Ado: Foolish girl-why trust your bath to 
last all day! Use speedy Mum under eacb 
arm-if you want to stay flower-fresh! 
Jane: So that 's wby the perfect secretary is 
withering on the job. I am ashamed! 

' ust half a minute --; 
Mum takes I f h for hours . 

nderarros res 
keeps u deratfil odor, 

ventS un . 
Mum pre . g perspiration. 
without stoPPln. k' _won't 

, . tltate s In 
Mum won t It Get Mum today! 
harm clothes. 

kin. - A get.,1e; ae-. 
for Sanita.y N~P I is a ".,.IISl' Jm 
pmdable deo;; ~;'I"'" Ihis u'ay, 100. 
this p,,,pose. 1') 

--

of one careless, unforgivable little fault! 
Jane: Now don't "underarm odor" me-or 
friendship ceases.You know I'd rather skip 
breakfast than miss my morning bath! 

\ , . 

Jane: (later) Mum's marvelous for my 
speedy morning routine! 30 seconds and 
I'm through. And business day or gala eve
ning, I'm free from worry-safe from of
fending. And the boss is smiling these days! 

MUM 
Takes the Dc/or Out of Perspiration 

PRODUcr OF BRISTOL-MYBRS 
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By KEN ALDEN 

GLENN MILLER surprised a lot 
of people with his able acting 
in the film "Sun Valley Seren

ade." It was good enough to win him 
another 20th Century-Fox contract. 
He and his band report to the coast 
February 1 for work in the , new 
Sonja Henie picture, "Iceland." 

• • • 
Tin Pan Alley gossips. say that 

Tommy Dorsey and his vocalist Ray 
Sinatra have too many heated argu
ments. • • • 

A feminine hot trumpet player has 
joined Woody Herman's swin~ crew. 
She is Billie Rogers, a ' University 
of Montana ~raduate. Woody dis
covered her In a Hollywood night 
club. 

• • • 
After a ten-year absence, Fred 

Waring's band is back on phono
graph records. He signed a con
tract with Decca to make a series 
of albums. • • • 

A new record company has popped 
up. The disks bear the name of 
Imperial. Blue Barron, Vincent Lopez, 
and Bunny Berigan are listed in the 
.firm's catalog. 

• • • 
Bon Bon, Jan Savitt's sepia singer, 

and Raymond Scott are proud fathers 
of baby boys. 

• • • 
It now appears definite that Dick 

Jurgens and his fine band win make 
their long-postponed eastern tour this 
Spring. They conclude their Aragon 

4 

Ballroom, Chicago, engagement in 
April. 

• • • 
Don't be surprised if "The Hit Pa

rade" discards its present program' 
formula and adopts a set-up not un
like Coca-Cola's "Spotlight Bands" 
series on Mutual. 

• • • 
. The government has banned further 
manufacture of juke boxes. 

• • • 
Two band leader newlyweds are Ray 

Heatherton and Jimmy Grier. Ray 
married · dancer Davenie Watson and 

Radio's new bandleader 
who has come up from 
the ranlc.s of vocalist is 
handsome Bob AI/en, be
low, with Margaret' Lee, 
his wife and baby Robert 
fdmonO who spurrecl him 
on to try leading a band. 

An important member of 
Harlem's Royal Family 
is Count William Basie. 
Once he playecl the or
gan in a movie theater. 

Jimmy tied the knot with his vocalist, 
Isabel Fagin. 

• • • 
After a sustaining build-up on 

CBS, vocalist Jerry Wayne is now on 
Mutual with a sponsor. He beat out 
Jean Sablon, Jerry Cooper, and Hilde
garde for the job. 

• • • 
Ella Fitzgerald must be determined 

to succeed in the movies. She lost 55 
pounds in order to get a role in the 
new Abbott and Costello comedy, 
"Ride 'Em Cowboy." 

• • • 
THIS CHANGING WORLD: Cootie 

Williams has quit Benny Goodman's 
band to form Continued on page 72 
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"9-letter word meaning Social Suicide" 
GOT you stumped,. has it? Well, try 

agam, Buttercup. It's a word you, in 
particular, o.ught to know about. Here we 
co.me with a little hel p ... and do YOII need it. 

Suppose yo.u start with an " H " . Now 
drop in an "A". Next, try an "L", as in 
"love"-and wouldn't you like a little 
o.fthat! 

There! You've made a start. At this 
point may we suggest an " I" . You know, 
"I" as in "it"-which you haven't got or 
you wouldn't be sitting at home of a 
Saturday night doing crossword puzzles. 

In the next space try a "T " . We're get
ting places. Now an "0". That gives you 
H-A-L-I-T-O. Only three more letters and 
you'll have the ·answer. 

In that next space sli'p in an "S" --could 
stand for "seductive" 1n your case but for 

one thing. But let's get on . ; ; 
Put in ano.ther "I" as in "idea"-which 

yo.u're going to. get in. just a seco.nd. 

Now end it up with ano.ther "S" and 
Lady, you 've got it. 

Go.t what? The answer to. yo.ur puzzle, 
and more important still, perhaps the 
answer to why your' dates are so few ... 
why boys don't stick around ... why 
you're sort of "on the shelf." 

It's halitosis (bad breath)-the 9-letter 
word for Social Suicide. Halitosis is the 
offense that no one overlooks and that 
anyone may commit at some time or other 
without realizing it. . 

Of course there's often something you 
can do about it ... something you ought 
to do about it if you want others to like you. 

To. make yo.ur breath sweerer, mo.re 
alluring, less likely to. o.ffend, use Listerine 
Antiseptic ... every night and every mo.m
ing, fond before any date at which yo.u 
want to appear at your best. Never . .. 
never! ••• o.mit this delightful precautio.n. 

Why Listerj,le Does It 

While sometimes systemic, the fermenta
tion of tiny food particles on tooth, gum, 
and mouth surfaces is the major cause of 
balitosis (bad breath), according to some 

authorities. Listerine Anti
septic quickly halts such 
fermentation , then over
comes the odors that fer
mentation causes. 
LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co. 

St. Louis, Mo. 

Before any engagement let Listerine look after your breath 
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Dancin8 
"0 t e 

1/ ver Ime 
Arthur Murray Teachers 
use Odorono Cream 
for Sweetness Sake 

• Bunny Duncan is busier than ever 
these days teaching dancing to 
men in camp and on leave. Like 
other Anhur Murray dancers she 
chooses Odorono Cream as her 
favorite line of defense against 
underarm odor and dampness. 

Odorono Cream ends perspira
tion annoyance safely I to 3 days! 
It's non-greasy, non-gritty, non
irritating! Generous lOt, 39¢ and 
S9¢ sizes, plus tax. Getsome today! 
THB OooRONO Co .• INC .• New ¥oax, N. ¥. 

I fUll OZ. JAR
ONLY 39¢ (Plus Tax) 

¥, .. 

Oenoal. WaRa,., of 
.he Washington S.udio • 
• patlding and fresh .(.er 
bow. of danciosl 

ENDS PERSPIRATION 
ANNOYANCE FOR I TO 3 DAYS 

10 

GIVES YOU MOR. 
fOR YOUR MONIY 

• 
ALSO LIQUID ODORONO-

REGULAR AND INSTANT 

bit ion. After he finished his high 
school course he enrolled a t the Long 
Beach, California, Junior College and 

. continued his musical studies there 
with several other boys who have 
since become famous. One of them 
was Kenny Baker, and Bob used to' 
sing in a quartet which had Kenny as 
one of its members. 

Bob has nothing against crooning, 
but for himself he prefers to sing out 
loud and full. He says that modern 
microphone technique has prevented 
too many young singers from de
veloping a full voice and all the tonal 
range t h at goes with it. 

There's a Mrs. Reese, the former 
Glade Stauffer, who was Bob's sweet
heart when they were both in high 
school. She's blonde, dainty and 
petite. She doesn't sing, but young 
John Reese, aged two, . frequently 
offers his father some vocal compe
tition. 

In keeping with the. best Western 
tradition, Bob is an expert horseman, 
owns two fine sorrels, and. spends his 
vacations on the cattle ranch of his 
father-in-law in Wyoming, where he 
always manages to help with the 
round-ups. 

• • • 
If you're a radio "ham," or amateur 

operator, Uncle Sam is offering you 
a fine chance to serve your country 
and at the same time receive valu
able trainin~. The Navy Depart
ment is lookmg for several thousand 
recruits with experience as amateur 
radio technicians, to be trained in 
Naval ' radio communications or as 
"Radar" men, which is even more in
teresting and useful. The "Radar" . 
men will operate the new and very 
secret device which locates planes in 
flight, and has been used so success
fully in England. So if you're a high 
school graduate, already know a little 
about radio broadcasting, and want a 
good job, see the man at your nearest 
Naval Recruiting Station. 

The Navy isn't the only Govern
ment agency looking for help. Young 
men from eighteen to twenty-three 
are needed to serve on U. S. Merchant 
ships. They will be paid while they 
are learning to be radio operators, 
s tewards, or engineers; and jobs at 
high wages are available after the 
training period. You can get informa
tion at any State employment office, 
or write to the United States Mari
time Commission, Washington, D. C. 

• • • 
The war takes Helen Hayes and her 

Sunday-night programs off the air 
after the first Sunday in February. 
At first her sponsor planned to end 
the series in January, but later de
cided to extend the time. five more 
weeks. • •• 

Radio actress Estelle Levy, now that 
she's growing up, ' has changed her 
name to. Gwen Davies. 

• • • 
Looks like there will be a wedding 

soon, the parties of the first and seC>
ond part being orchestra leader HaiTy 
Salter and Rob e r t a McPherson, 
daughteI; of Aimee Semple McPher
son. 

• • • 
CINCINNATI-Lazy JUri Day is 

the rural comedian of station WLW's 
famous Boone County Jambor.ee. · He 
is likewise the "Pride of Short Creek" 
down in Grayson County, Kentucky, 
where his pa and rna and four sisters 
and three brothers "reckon city folk 
are plain teched in the haid to pay 
Jim jest to carry on like all git-out in 
front of strangers." _ 

In fact, Jim himself was suspicious 
of the whole business and held 'out 
for quite a spell before he agreed to 
give up his dollar-a-day job on a 
dairy farm near Matoon, Illinois, when 
Clair HuEl WDZ station manager in 
Tuscola, winois, heard Jim at a CO\m
ty Fair, recognized his artless talent, 
and offered him a job on the radio. 

A pair of unellpecfed visitors to Jack Benny's broocJcast are 
Jimmy Stewart , home on leave from his Army camp, and Henry 
Fonda--ond as usual, Mary seems to be getting all the attention. 

RADIO ~ TELEVISlON MIRROR 



His folks clown in Kentucky can't 
unc/erstancl why WLW's Lazy Jim 
Day gets poicl. for acting funny. 

But Jim had corn-shucking to at
tend to, and. it took Hull several weeks 
of solid talking out in the corn fields 
before he finally persuaded Jim to try 
his hand at broadcasting. He made 
his debut ina fifteen-minute pro
gram in 1936, and is glad of it today. 
"'I'm thankful to Mr. Hull for be~ing 
me to take the job," Jim says, 'be
cause in one year I sold enough ten
cent pictures of myself to buy me a 
new car." It isn't the same one he 
drives today, which is a bright red 
and very expensive roadster. 

Jim's fortune is in his droll wit and 
peculiar "dead pan," helped by an 
odd-sounding vOIce and a good mem
ory. "I have a crooked nose and two 
teeth missin' below," he says. "They 
weren't pulled none, just didn't grow 
there." . 

In his Boone County Jamboree and 
Top 0' the Morning broadcasts, Lazy 
Jim plays the guitar, sings, jigs, or 
"just talks to the folks." Microphone 
fright is completely unknown to him, 
since he pictures the mike as "only a 
tin cup on the end of a tobacco stick." 
For reasons of his' own, he has never 
been seen in any other attire than a 
pair of overalls, checked shirt, and 
striped socks. Once he was refused 
admission to a County Fair where he 
was scheduled to entertain the crowds 
because the man at the door thought 
he was a rustic no-account. He claims 
to possess one real suit of clothes. It 
was the suit he was married in. 

Jim is afraid of airplanes and re
fuses to repeat a recent stunt broad
cast in which he did a program sev
eral thousand feet up in the air. He 
does enjoy driving his car at fast 
speeds--a pleasure which brought him 
sorrow recently when a summons be
fore the local traffic court resulted in 
a fine and a suspension of his driving 
rights for a month.. Since walking is 
something he abhors, he bought a 
second-hand bicycle with white wall I 
tires and a sheep-skin seat (price, 

Continued on page 83 
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Movie stars know the value of caring for 

the hair and scalp .. They can tell you the 

Imponanc'e of using the right treat

ment! If you've tried scented hair pre

parations without results, switch now to 

this famous MEDICINAL treatment, 

used by millions. Try GLOVER'S, wi~h 

massage, for Dandruff, Itchy Scalp and 

excessive Falling Hair You'll actually 

feel the exhilarating effect,. instantly! 

Ask for GLOVER'S at any Drug Store. 

~~# 
1f'Q~~~ 

GLOVER'S 
for DANDRUff, ITCHY SCALP 

and EXCESSIVE fAlliNG HAIR 

Here'sacon' 

venient way 

to convince 

yourself! Send tOday for a generous com· 

plete Gift application of Glover's Mange 

Medicine - also the New GLO-VER 

Beauty Soap SHAM POO - in her

metically·sealed bOttles. This gift is 

distributed by COUP 01l only. Complete 

instructions and booklet, The Scientific 

Care of Scalp and Hair, included FREE! 

TWO GIFT BOTTLES! Glover', 
Mange Medicine and tbe NewGJ ... Ver 
Beauty Soap Shampoo,a, pictured. 
SEND THE COUPON TODAY J 

, ... ..... .............. . 

I
-' GLOVER'S, 460 Fourth Ave., Dept. SSJ, 

Se-nd GIFT umple5, Glover',5 Mange MediciDt!' and 
Dew GLO·VER SHAMPOO in hermetically sealed 
bottles . I enclose I at to Cover con of packaging and 
postage. 

: N~e __________________________ ___ 

: Address ________________________ _ 

• : City State ______ _ . . ._.--_ •••.••••.•.....•.......•. _ ..... _ .... -
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CHARll AT YOUR 

B~' Dr. Grace Gl'egol'~r 

REALLY observant people look 
at your hands as much as at 
your face to find out what sort 

of person you are. More especially 
they look at your fingertips. Nails 
have come into their own, as impor
tant beauty factors. 

Hands may be small or large; it 
does not matter. The dainty little 
hands so admired in the past now 
share honors with the large, capable 
looking hands that are ready to take 
part in the world's work and sports. 
Hands may be lily-white, or sun
tanned. But one thing all beautiful 
hands must be-well groomed. 

VVhatever your hands do--garden
ing, housework, the most strenuous 
sports of all seasons-they may be 
kept exquisitely soft by constant mas
saging with lotions and creams. After 
every time iIi water your hands should 
be stroked with your favorite lotion 
or hand cream. ·Stroke from the 
fingertips towards the wrist, as though 
you were putting on gloves. Use only 
the least bit; a very little is enough 
to keep the skin smooth and satiny. 

But above all, if you want your 
hands to be admired, make a fine art 
of the care of the nails. 

It is not enough to have a manicure 
once in so often, on the eve of an im
portant date, perhaps, and do a little 
re-enameling between times. Noth
ing takes the place of frequent care, 
especially of the cuticle. 

The trouble with brittle nails that 
are always breaking, where it is not 
a defec t in your general heal th, is 
usually due to a neglect of softening 
creams. There are special creams de
vised now to correct this brittle,ness. 
These creams are to be gently worked 
into the skin around the nail, and 
rubbed under the nail and under the 
cuticle with an oranj:!e wood stick. 
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A singer's hands are as important. to her 
charm as her voice and lovely Yvette who 
sings on Penthouse Party Wednesday nights on 

NBC knows what they need for daily care. 

They serve to supply oil to dry nails, 
enabling them to regain the tough
ness and flexibility which are neces
sary to meet the modern requirements 
for longish nails. 

There are also toning lotions which 
do wonders for brittle nails. In fact, 
if your nails are always breaking, it 
is your own fault. Given proper 
daily care, there is no reason at all 
for unshapely fingertips. 

There is real artistry in this matter 
of nail shaping. Tapering fingers are, 
and always have been, considered 
beautiful. But very few of us have 
t hem. Nails are of two general types: 
fan shaped and almond. If you have 
the almond nails, with sides parallel, 
you probably have blunt or spatulate 
fingertips. And if you have the fan 
shaped type of nail, they make any 
finger look blunt, unless they are 
worn long and artistically trimmed. 

The rules for fingertip beauty are 
simple. First of all, keep your nails 
tough and flexible by nourishing them 
with creams, so that you can wear 
them a t a reasonable length without 
breaking. Then, shape them · be
comingly and practically. Nails too 
long or too pomted are unpleasantly 
sug~estive of claws. . 

F'mally, choose your nail enamels 

with taste and discretion. Do not 
confine yourself to one shade. There 
are clear enamels for the ultra-con
servative, delicately pink or rose for 
those who want just a suggestion, 
and so on through all the spectrum. 

Dark nail enamels do make the 
fingers appear more tapered, because 
they take attention from the actual 
shape of the finger, which you can
not change, to the shape of the nail, 
which you can. But the darker en
amels still offer plenty of choice. 
There are dull shades and bright. If 
you wish to be conservative by day, 
and somewhat gayer in the evening, 
there is no reason why you cannot 
change from a dusky shade to a 
bright. It takes only about five 
minutes. And it is well worth doing. 

If, in spite of your care; a nail does 
break, there are artificial nails which 
can be glued on while your own grows 
out. Trimmed and enameled to match 
the rest, they are practically unde
tectable. 

Any enamel will chip, especially 
on the right hand of a very active 
person. It is a good idea to carry a 
small bottle of the enamel you are 
wearing in your handbag. One brush 
stroke from the tip to the base of the 
nail repairs the damage. 
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Thrilling-New Way To More Glamorous Hair ••• 
SILKIER, SMOOTHER, EAS IER TO MANAGE! 

' ~Sweet Sopbisticati.on ~· .. _ t:harm;n~. npu'youn~ Iw;r..,lu. Hp/ore !ilylinp... 'he IUllr u"al "..,ul,etl 
u,,,,I, Spf'f'iallJrrnf'. S~ hOff,,' 3i11t· ... • and smooth it look5, IlOu: iwau"Jully il /if"5 in place 

Amazing new improvement in Special Drene Shampoo • 
wonderful hair conditioner now in it for new allure! 

• Do you wish your hair had that silky. 
~mooth, well-groomed look so smart these 
days? That it would fall into place beauti
fully and nea!ly, when you comb it? 

Then you slrnply lIIust try the new, im
prove.1 Special Drene Shampoo-with a won
derful hair conditioner now in it! .'or that 
hairconditioner just makes the most amazing 
difference-leaves hair far silkier, ~moother, 
easier to manage, right aftershampooin~! 
You'll be thrille"! 

RevealS up to 33% mare lustre I 

Yes! In adJition to the extra beautv benefits 
of that amazing hair conditione;, Special 
Drene still reveals up to 33% more lustre 
than even the finest soaps or liquid soap 
shampoos! For Drene is not just a soap 
shampoo, so it lIel-er leaves any dulling film, 
as all soaps do! Hair washe.l with S,>ecial 
Drene sparkles with alluring highlights, glows 
,,-ith -glorious. natural color. 

Unsurpassed for -~emovlng dandruff! 

Are you bothered about removal of ugly. 
scaly dandruff? You won't be "hen you 
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~hampoo wi_th Drene! For Drene removes 
ugly dandruff the very fir~t time you use it! 

And be~ides, Orene does something no soap 
shampoo can do-not en'n tho"e ('Iaiming to 
be special "dandruff removers" ! /)rl'l/( ' r('
.I-('uls exira i1ighligllls, ('xlm ml"r bri/li(//It'(' . . . 
lip to 33% "lrJr(' lusln'! 

So to get these ('xlra Leauty hcnefits don't 
\,ait to try improved Spccial Brene! Get 
a bottle o f this real hcalJt~- shamp.)o thi~ 
very day a t any toilet goo,ls "uuntt'r - or 
ask your "eauty 0lwrator to liSt' it! 

LOOK FOR THIS PACKAGEI 
All Special Dr~ne now at ),our d~al~r·. in 
th~ blu~ and )'~lIow pack.g~ i. th~ II~W, 
improH,1 Special Dr"n~ containin, 

\ HAIR CONDITIONER 
and is for ~ry t)'pe of hair ..• dry, oil)' 
or normal. Just look for Special Dftn~ 
-in tbe blue and ),,,lIow pa~ka~e! 

Avoid That Dulling Film Left 
By Soaps and Soap Shampoos! 

Don't rob your bair of ~Iamour bl 
using soaps or liquid soap sbampoos 
-wbich alwa)'s lea"e a dulling film 
tbat dims the natural lustre and 
color brilliance! l'se Drene-tbe 
beauty sbampoo ,,-ith the exclusive 
patent .. d cleansin~ in«redient "bich 
<'Bnnot lea,"e a clouding film! Instead. 
it re,'eals up to 33% more Imire! 
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other year I think I'll be ready.'" 
He came closer to the piano and 

stood above her, big hands thrust 
deep into his pockets. "Where'll 
you go and play?" 

"Oh, every place," JUlie said. 
" I've dreamt about playing all over 
the world, but I guess that will have 
to wait a little while. But there's 
all of our country - and South 
America-and Canada-" Her face 
grew rapt, as if already she heard 
the applause, saw the unfamiliar 
places. 

T HE young man chuckled, a little 
bitterly. "Funny! Here I've been 

all over the place. Chicago-Cali
fornia-New York-Kansas CitY-I 
even went to Tiajuana once - So' 
what? One hotel room is the same 
as any other. Half those places 
aren't worth seein'. You can take 
it from me." 

JUlie's eyes hadn't left his face, 
and he had again that quick, dis
turbing feeling that she could see 
past it in to his thoughts. "If you 
say that," she told him, "you really 
couldn't have lived in those places. 
Why, just think of the millions of 
lives that make up a big city. Each 
town has a flavor-a soul of its own 
-and as you drift through the 
streets and allow yourself to become 
a part of that city you begin to 
know all of the people. You be
come a part of them. And when that 
happens you will never have to 
worry, never have a regret, and-" 
she hesitated, a very little-"and 
never have to be afraid." 

He blinked uncomfortably. "Yeah? 
W ell, you certainly sound like you 
believe it. But listen-how can 
you say you won't ever have to be 
afraid of anything?" 

"Because all those people are like 
you-they're part of you, and you're 
part of them. And you wouldn't 
want to hurt anybody, so why 
should they?" 

"Mmmm .. . " Finding no an 
swer to that , he took refuge in 
masculine coquetry. "For a pretty 
girl like you, sister, you got a lot of 
quaint ideas." 

Unflattered, she said, · "Do you 
really think Pm pretty?" 

"As if you didn't know! That 
soft yellow hair-and your mouth
and your long hands-" Suddenly, 
under her direct gaze, he was 
ashamed of himself. He burst out, 
" Why do you loo~ at me like that?" 

"I was just wondering what you 
look like,'" she said. "I guess you 
didn't know- I'm blind. I've been 
blind since I was ten years old." 

Thcre was a hushed, shocked 
silcnce. Thcn he said, "Say, I'm
I'm tcrribly sorry! I mean- talk
ing about places not being worth 
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seeing and all . You must think I'm 
an awful kind of heel." 

"You didn't say anything inten
tionally ... " 

"And all this about going around 
the world playing, the piano-you 
want to go through with that-even 
with two strikes against you? With 
all the competition from other peo
ple?" 

"I won't be afraid," Julie said. 
"I'll be doing what I've always 
dreamed about. I'll be filled with so 
much happiness there won't be any 
room for fear left in me." 

Incredulously-"It sounds so easy 
when. you say it like that;" 

"It is easy-for everybody." 
She was so certain, so calmly 

sure, that he almost believed her. 
But he thrust aside his momentary 
doubt. "Yeah!" It was a short, 
derisive sound. "Let me tell you, 
sister, you get up a,gainst some 
things that - well - there's just 
nothing you can do about 'em. I'm 
telling you!" 

"I wish you would tell me, some 
time," Julie said softly. 

"Huh? Tell you what?" 
"What it is you're afraid of." 
"I'm not afraid of-who said I 

was afraid of anything?" he asked 
angrily. 

"I wish you'd tell me about it some 
time," she said instead of answer
ing his protest. "Maybe I could help 
you to see things-the way I do." 

And while he stared at her in 
amazement she stood up and went 
toward the dining room. "I think 
your breakfast is ready now." 

Mr. Jack Brown didn't once leave 
the house, all_that day. Part of the 
time he was in his room" but mostly 
he was with Julie; listening to her 
practice, or talking. Late in the 
afternoon she asked him to read to 

A poignant 
tionized by Norton Russell, 
heard on the Lincoln Highway 
broadcast, Saturday at 11: 00 
A.M., E.S.T., over the NBC
Red, sponsored by Shinola. 

her, and thrust an old volume in 
limp leather into his hands. It was 
an edition of Shakespeare's plays. 

" 'Cowards die many times before 
their deaths,' "he read aloud, slowly; 
"Ithe valiant never taste of death 
but once. Of all the wonders I have 
ever heard, it seems to me most 
strange that men should fear, see
ing that death, a necessary end, will 
come when it will come.''' He 
stopped, and said in scorn, "Huh! 
You can only die once, can't you?." 

"That's the point," Julie said. "So 
why go through all the agony in 
your mind beforehand? Will that 
put it off? Will it make it any 
easier? No! And then suppose it 
doesn't happen at all?" 

He opened his mouth to answer 
-and held it open, silently, as the 
doorbell pealed. It rang again, in
sistently. 

"Who's that?" There was the 
sharp, jagged edge of panic in his 
voice. 

"Some friend, I expect," Julie 
said. "Mother's out-I'll answer it." 

"No." He leaped to his feet. With 
more assurance, he added, "I'll go." 

There was a little hallway out
side the living room, and the outer 
door opened at the end of this. 
Julie heard the click of the latch, 
then a man's voice, low and 
menacing: 

"Well! So here you are-even 
opening the door for me!" 

"Whitey!" 
"You yellow, cowardly-" The 

man's voice was louder now, and 
Julie knew he had stepped into the 
house. 

"Whitey---don't start anything 
here-cut it out!'" 

"What is it?" Julie called. "Mr. 
Brown, what is it?" 

Both men had come into the living 
room now, and the newcomer, the 
one called Whitey, laughed. "Mr. 
Brown, huh? Girlie, do you know . 
who this egg really is? He's Jim 
Denny, challenger for the world's 
heavyweight championship--and a 
crawling coward!" . 

She stood in the middle of the 
floor ~ straining her eyes toward the 
sound of his voice. "But what has 
he done?" 

"I'll tell you what he's done! He's 
run out on me-on mel-his man
ager, his own brother! I prime him 
for six years so he can take all 
comers. He's goin' great guns-he's 
up there-the next step is the cham
pionship--and what does he do? He 
walks out on me and disappears the 
day we're going to sign for the 
match. Good Lord, sister, haven't 
you read about it in the news
papers?" 

"No," Julie said. ' INo, I haven't." 
Whitey Continued on page 48 
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IN LIVING -PORTRAITS 
Introducing those enjoyable Bartons, the family you laugh and cry with in their 

daily adventures heard on the NBC-Red n.etwork, written by Harlan Ware and 

sponsored by Duz. See them all in real life photographs on the following pages 

TO BUD BARTON there is nothing quite so enjoyable as lifting the hood of his jalopy and watching the 
.motor run. Joy Wynn, sitting on the fender , is a next-door neighbor of t he Bartons and has a half own ership 
in the caT. Bud's sister, Midge, who is looking at Bud, thinks his car is all right, but nothing to get excited about. 
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Martha wondered whether that 
strain was entirely due to his being 
late. 

She thought of the afternoon 
before. She saw again the gray 
mask of his face and heard again 
the hollow, empty voice, as it mut
tered, over and over, "Cripple, crip
ple, cripple." He had not stopped to 
think that no amount of pity could 
make a Commission turn over an 
important defense job to anyone but 
the most competent, capable person. 
He had not thought, at all. 

A ND now, Martha wondered what 
it was that made him sit up so 

straight, look so deter mined, as he 
wheeled himself to work. Her mind 
shuddered away from the suspicion 
that Jim was being driven by some 
foolish notions about not living on 
his wife's money. 

Strange, she thought, the change 
that trouble had made in Jim. If this 
bit of luck had come their w ay be
fore h is accident, how different he 
would have been. He would have 
been happy, gay. It never would 
have occurred to him to think of 
this money, much or little, as hers 
and not his. 

The telephone rang and Martha 
shook off her depressing thoughts. 
She had no right to give way to 
worries like this, when she didn't 
know what was working in Jim's 
mind. She picked up the phone. 

"Martha!" Cora shrilled. "What's 
this I hear?" 

"About what?" Martha asked. 
" About you being rich all of a 

sudden," Cora said. 
"Already?" Martha laughed. 
"You mean it's true?" Cora 

gasped. 
"I really don't know," Martha 

said. 
"Martha, you stop talking riddles, 

now," Cora said: "Mrs. Blake heard 
Lucy tell her Joyce that you'd in
herited a huge fortune and she 
called me right away and I felt like 
an awful fool." 

Martha laughed again. Quickly 
she told Cora what little she knew. 
"You'd better come over as soon as 
you can," she finished. "We'll have 
to make some arrangements about 
the store while I'm gone." 

But there was little chance to do 
anything about the housc that day. 
Thc store bcll rang incessantly. 
Everyone in Farmington secmed to 
know about Martha's good fortune. 
Old Veronica Hall sniffcd critically 
and said she hadn't really expccted 
to find the store open. And when 
Martha tried to explain that she 
didn't know whethcr she was rich or 
not, Veronica looked as though 
she didn 't believe her. "Somc pco
pIe never havc enough," she hcard 
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Veronica whisper to another woman, 
as tbey left the store. 

Martha was hl,lrt, but there wasn't 
much time for her to dwell on that, 
because Lillian bustled in, breath
less with excitement. 

"Lillian!" Martha exclaimed. 
"Shouldn't you be working?" 

"Oh," Lillian tossed her head. " I 
quit! I told that old Schmidt a 
thing or two. I said, 'Now that my 
sister's a wealthy woman, I won't 
have to take orders from an old 
skinflint like you.' You should have 
seen his face! Oh, I'm so happy, 
Martba!" she cried effusively, kiss
ing her sister's startled face. ' 

Martha pulled away from her. 
"Lillian, that's awful!" 

"Why, ' Martha!" Lillian said. 
"With all that money, you wouldn't 
want your sister to go on working 
as a SERVANT!" 

Loqul!cJous Vic, lOng

suffering Sade, mr,s

chievous Rush--~ee all 

your favorite Vic and 

Sade characters as they 

rea~ly are-in Living 

Portraits-in the April 

issue of Radio Mirror 

Cora snorted. Martha waS tired 
of telling people she didn't k now 
how much money she was going to 
get-if any. She sighed and 
launched into it, once again, for 
L illian's benefit. And, seeing the 
look of personal injury a nd dis
illusionment that clouded Lillian's 
face, Martha realized that this 
inheritance of hers was a mixed 
blessing, at best. 

Now Cora said, matter of factly, 
"Well, Lillian, since you gave up 
your other job, you can take care of 
the store while Martha is away." 

Martha was no happier about this 
arrangement than Lillian, but. there 
wasn't time to ma ke other plans be
fore she left for New York. Several 
times, she tried to ta lk to Jim and 
Lucy about keeping an eye on 
Lillian, but they seemed to think the 
~tore was no longcr important. And, 
m a way, Martha was grateful. It 

didn't matter that Jim was full of 
ambitious plans, which might never 
materialize. What did matter was 
that his thoughts were turned out
w;ird, on things outside himself, and 
he had returned to his work .on the 
airplane factory with renewed 
,energy and interest. 

When Martha finally got on the 
train, she breathed a sigh of re
lief. It struck her a little funny that 
everyone else had 'been so excited 
that she herself had had no time to 
feel anything. Here she was, setting 
out on a trip to New York and all 
she felt was a longing for peace and 
quiet. 

It wasn't until the train rumbled 
into the dark tunnel leading into 
New York City, that Martha felt a 
thrill of anticipation. She laughed at 
herself, inwardly, for behaving like 
a child. But she shook that off 
quickly. After all, why shouldn't 
she be excited? 

Just as she was about to tell a 
Red Cap to get her a taxi, a man 
stepped up to her and said, "I beg 
your pardon - but are you Mrs. 
Jackson of Farmington?" 

Martha stared at him in amaze
ment. He vias tall and good look
ing, about thirty-five or so. He was 
very poised and his smile was warm 
and friendly. 

"Why-yes-" 
His smile broadened. "Allow me 

to present myself, Mrs. Jackson," 
he said. "I'm William Moore, of the 
law firm that handles your uncle's 
estate." ' 

"How do you do?" Martha said. 
"But how did you- " 

William Moore grinned. "Some
hoW," he said, "you look just as I 
expected 'you to look." 

For a moment, Martha wondered 
whether he meant that she was just 
unmistakably countrified. Then, she 
realized he had meant it as a compli
ment. 

To Martha, it was wonderful just 
to sit back and let someone else take 
care of her, for a change. William 
Moore had thought of everything. 
He had reserved a suite for her in 
one of the most fashionable hotels 
in the city and breakfast was wait
ing for them, out on a little terrace, 
from which she could see the entire 
city stretched out before her. 

After breakfast, William Moore 
gave Mar:tha a cashier's check for 
seven thousand dollars. Casually, he 
advised her not to spend all , of it, 
because it would take about two 
thousand dollars to open the house 
her uncle had left her in Old Port 
and to run it for a m onth. 

"Two thousand dollars to run a 
house?" Martha exclaimed. "For a 
month?" She smiled. "Why, we've 
done with Continued on page 52 
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THE sea stretched cold and bleak be
fore me until it reached a slate
colored sky that seemed to bend to 

meet it. The tall, barren rocks that line 
the coast of Maine towered on either side. 
The March wind tore at my hair and at my 
skirts. Above the cr~shing of the waves, 
the only sound was the seagulls that 
screamed and circled overhead. And in all 
that gray expanse of sea and shore and sky 
not a living soul moved except myself. 

Yet to me it was not lonely. To me that 
bleakness offered a harsh sanctuary in 
which, at last,. I could sort out the things 
that troubled me, face them and make my 
decision. . 

I had been here once before, years ago 
as a little girl, with my parents. Then it 
had been summer, and the beach was gay 
with bright umbrellas and bathers and 
children digging in the sand. Now there 
was no echo of those distant shouts and 
laughter. Now there were only my tor
mented thoughts that pounded at me as 
ceaselessly as those gray waves pounded 
at the shore. 

I was staying at the inn, which was 
officially closed until the seaSon should 
open in July. If the proprietors, Mr. and 
Mrs. Connick, had thought it strange that 
a young woman of twenty-four should 
choose March as a time to come alone to 
the coast of Maine, they made no mention 
of it. With the simple and un curious polite
ness of New England folk, they had opened 
up a room for me,. served my meals, and 









FAR out at sea, deep beneath the 
rolling surface of the water, a 
sleek gray-hulled submarine, 

modern symbol of one of America's 
first lines of defense, slipped through 
the murky depths like some giant, 
sightless creature of the uncharted 
ocean. Inside the steel hull of the 
2SV4 the voices of its designer, 
Charles Grayson, and its command
ing officer, Captain Denning, rose 
above the soft throb of its engines. 

"I'm afraid to take a chance, Mr. 
Grayson. Why, man!-we're down 
to 280 now!" 

"But, Captain, the purpose of this 
test run is to prove that my ship can 
stand the pressure at 400 feet and 
better. Every navy in the world has 
tried to perfect a submarine that will 
stand the enormous pressure of great 
depth. And this vessel will do it! I'll 
stake my life on it!" 

Though besieged by doubts and 
memories of other tests which had 
fa iled, the Captain finally yielded. 
His voice didn't reveal his uncertainty 
as he called his diving officer on the 
communi phone and ordered: 

"Submerge to 350!" 
There wasn't a tremor as the new 

vessel reached 300 feet- a depth at 
which any other sub would have 
been a mass of twisted wreckage. 
Then-down-down-320-330----340 -
350! Jubilant reports came in from all 
stations. Every seam was tight. The 
2SV4 was performing perfectly. But 
then, without warning, a frantic call 
came from the engine room: 

"Captain, the motors are turning 
up 3000- but we're not moving!" 

As the Captain ordered full speed 
ahead, the tense ears of the crew 
heard the sounds of a queer scraping 
on the hull. What could it mean? 
What had happened? No one could 
answer. All anyone knew was that 
every attempt to move was useless! 

Trapped-at 350 feet-the newly 
designed submarine hung suspended 
as though in the grip of some huge 
sea monster, unable to move in any 
direction. Meanwhile, back at the 
Naval Base, crowds milled at the office 
of the Squadron Commander as the 
bad news traveled like wildfire. But 
one man, mild-looking, spectacled, 
was able to push his way through. It 
was Clark Kent. Kent who, in his 
disguise as star reporter of the Daily 
Planet, was really- Superman, Cham
'pion of the weak and oppresscd! 

In a moment Superman had reached 
Commander Lceds. From him he got 
thc complete story. Leeds, who ex
plaincd tha~ the ne~ sub had bet;n 
equipped With a special deep sea radiO 
scndlng and receiving set which was 
s till opcrating, couldn't understand 
what might havc happened. The sub 
had not sunk. It was in perfcct run
ning order. But it couldn't move! 

Lceds led Supcrman into the radio 
room. Thcy were just in time to hcar 
the voice of Captain Denning say: 
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They heard the radioed voice 
of the Captain say: "We seem 

to be caught by somethin g." 

As the torpedo neared him, 
Superman's great arm reached 
out-he stopped it dead! 

"So, Americans are stupid , are 
they?" Superman said, and he 
sprang at the two Germans. 

.. ... we seem to be caught by 
something. We hear peculiar noises 
on the hull as though iron chains were 
scraping against it. Wait!-:-We seem 
to be moving-yes--something is 
dragging us--something-" 

The radio went dead. The base 
operators, trying desperately, couldn't 
raise a signal from the 2SV4. What 
could possibly drag a submarine as 
powerful as that? Quickly, the com
mander took action. . They must go 
after the 2SV4 in another sub. True. 
no other vessel could go below 250 
feet-but they could locate the miss
ing ship on the magnetic finder. 

Minutes later, the S23, with Super
man aboard, was deep down in the 
ocean waters. They had reached the 

. approximate position of the missing 
vessel when, suddenly, there came a 
sound like the clanking of chains on 
the hull. And then, though the motors 
turned, the S23 didn't budge! Super
man-unnoticed-slipped into the 
stern of the trapped submarine. The 
time had come to resume his rightful 
guise to become Superman, to leave 
through the escape hatch and inves
tigate this strange mystery of the sea! 
Before anyone could see him, Super
man opened the hatch and shot out 
into the icy depths of the sea. 

Cutting the water with the speed 
of the fastest torpedo, he circled the 
S23. Then, amazed, he saw and 
touched huge steel nets which had 
closed tightly around the sub. Great 
steel cables, stretching far off toward 
the shore, were attached to them. 
And, even as he inspected them, he 
felt a tu,g and the ship moved. Wast
ing no more time, Superman grasped 
the gigantic steel strands. As if they 
were silk thread, he snapped them. 
The cables jerked back as Superman 
tore off the encircling nets. Instant
ly, the S23 moved, free, and shot up 
toward the surface. 

Waiting for nothing else, Buper
man, racing faster than any bullet, 
swam underwater, following exactly 
the direction of the cable. Seconds 
later, sure of his bearings, he cut 
upward through the sea and on up 
- up above the surface, his eagle eyes 
now searching eagerly everywhere 
for some sign of the still missing 
2SV4. He knew that it must have 
been captured by the steel nets. But 
would it be at the end of the cable 
-or would it have disappeared al
ready? 

With an inward surge of pride, he 
noticed . the gray shape of a sleek 
American battleship looming up in 
the darkness below him . . But then, 
in a fl ash, every muscle in his great 
body jumped to attention when h is 
x-ray eyes sa w, hidden below the 
surface-only hundreds of yards from 
the ship, the long steel shape of the 
missing Grayson subl 

Even as he watched, 2,000 pounds 
of sudden death, whining like a 
banshee. Continued on page 85 
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Eastern Ti me 

8 :00 CBS: News 
8:00 NBC- Blue: News 
8 :00

I
N BC- Red : Organ Recital 

8 :30IN BC-Blue : Tone Pictures 

8:00 9:00 ,C BS: The World Today 
8 :00, 9:00t BC: News from Europe 

8:15 9:15 C BS; From the Organ Loft 
8:15j 9 :15 :"<lBC- Blue; White Rabbit Line 
8:15 9:15IN BC-R ed. : Deep RiYer Boys 

8:30 9:30 N BC-Red. : Words and Music 

9:00 lO:OO.C BS; Church of the Air 
9:0010:00 NBC- Bl ue: Musical Millwheel 
9:00110:00t BC- Red : Radio Pulpit 

9:3010:30 C BS: Wings Over Jordan 
9:3010:30 NBC-Blue : Southernaires 

I 1 
10:00 11:00 C BS: News 

''''I::::~::::~~:~::: :~:::' .... " ... 
:;~: ~:~~: .~t~: 1~~1L I~:~ti!tll;:a ~~ILearnlng 
8:3010:3011:30 N BC- Blue : Reyue in MiniatUre 
8:30,10:30111:30 iN BC- Red : Music and Youth 

9:00 10 :00 12:00 C BS : Syncopation Piece 
9:0011:0012:00 N BC- Blue: Foreign Policy Assn. 
9:0011:0012:00 N BC- Red : Down South 

9:15:11:15!12:15

I

' N BC-Blue : I'm an American 
9:3011:30112: 30 C BS : Salt Lake City Tabernacle 
9:3011 :30,12:30 NBC-Blue : Radio City Music Hall 
9:30

1
11:30,12:30 N BC- Red : Emma Otero 

True Baardman writes mast af thase 
ramantic dramas an Silver Theater. 

HAVE YOU TUNED IN 

The Silver Theater on CBS at 6: 00 P.M., 
,T., Sunday nights, sponsored by the 

IUJ"'!J[-IliiLlIJIliiJ Silver Company and starring 
actors of Hollywood in original 
and dramas which are usually 

a young man named True 

10:0012:00 1 1:0CJ.

j

CBS: Church of the Air 
10:0012:011:00 N BC-Red : Upton Close is a specialist in writing half-hour 
10:15'12:1 l:lS MBS : George Fisher to fit the particular abilities of screen 
10:15,12:1 1 :15 N BC-Red : SI"er Strings He has to his credit a list of seventy-
10:30 12:3 1:30 N BC-Blue: Josef Marais ' original airplays--or did when this 
10:3012:30 1:30/N BC- Red : The World is Yours 
11:001 1 :00, 2:00 CBS: Spirit of '42 written, and it will be more by . the 
11:00 1:00' 2 :00INBC-B IUe : Great Plays you read it. He's not as proud of 
11:00 1:00

1 
2 :00 N BC-Red : Sammy Kaye record, though, as he is of being able 

11:30 1:30 2 :30 C BS: The World Today • h 
11:30 1:30 2:30 \N BC-Red: University of Chicago any actor a scnpt t at is tailored 

Round Table to his measure. 
g~gg" ~~gg ~ ~ gg ,~tt~iu:;. ~:~lnrpmA~i:r~~Ch. instance, the Silver Theater signs up 

~'BC Red B B movie celebrity-say Clark Gable-
12:00\ 2:00, 3:00 " - : ob ecker 
12:15 2:15, 3:u,I NBC-Red: H. V. Kaltenborn a future program, and True has the 

330 MBS D S of writing a play for him to act in. 
g~~g ng 3~30 ' NBC:BI~~~;rap:~t~:M~~~cale sit down and think about Gable," True 
12:30; 2:30. 3:30 ,N BC- Red : Listen America "about his mannerisms and personal 
1:001 3:00 4:00 ~ BC-Blue: Sunday Vespers 

! 
After a while an appropriate 

1:15 3:151 4 :15 N BC- Red : Tony Wons 
1:30 3:30 4 :30 C BS: Pause that Refreshes to come into my mind-a plot 
1:30 3 :30, 4:30 NBC- Blu~ : Behind the Mike calls for Clark Gable to play the 
2:00 4 5:00' C BS : The Family Hour man_" 

:00

1 

5:00 N BC-Blue : Moylan Sisters the reason True is able to see 
2:00 4 :00 5:00

f
N 8C Red : Metropolitan Auditions in terms of the actors and 

5:15, N BC-Blue : Olivio Santoro 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS : The Shadow who play in them, is that he was 
2:30 4 :30 5:30 N BC- Blue : Wheeling Steol makers himself before he became a 
2:30 j 4:30 , 5:30 N BC- Red : Nichols, Family of Fivc He made his dramatic debut at 
2:451 4:45: 5 :45 ', CBS , William L. Shirer of four by wandering onto the 
3:00 5:001 6:00 CBS, SILVER THEATER th t h 
3:001 5:00

1 
6:00 NBC-Red : Catholic Hour a ea er were h is actor-father 

3:05, 5:0 lli 6:05IN BC- Blue : New Friends of MUsiC Soon after that he got into 
3:3300' 55=,3

3
0
0 

66=,3300 ~ CMB:S: " c;.eU~rd:9ut~yrummond grew up in Hollywood, play-
~;45 1 5:30 6:30 ,N BC- Blue : Pearson and Allen roles in "Shoulder Arms" 
3:30 ' 5:30 6:30 IN BC- Red : The Great Gildersleeve Chaplin and "Daddy Long-
9:151 5:45 6 :4S NBC- Blue : Mrs, F. D. Roosevelt with Mary Pickford, Later on, he 
4 ' 00 6:001 7:00 N BC-Blue: News from Europe on Broadway and in touring stock 
8:30

1

' 6:00 7:001Ill BC- Red : Jack Benny ies, and didn't get interested in 
4;15 6:15 7 :1$ C BS: Public Allairs until he turned to radio, 
4:30 ~;~g ~ ;~g ' ~rc=_~f~:7~a~f.i~1a~~':.a~drS9t. Quirt interested in acting, and occa-
4:30 6:30 7:30 INBC-Red : Fitch Bandwagon 1~" v.,a"J dramatic roles on programs 
7:30 7:00 8:00 ,C BS: HELEN HAYES in Hollywood. In addition, 
5:00 7:00 8:00 N BC- Blue : Blue EChoe. t d 
5:00 , 7'00' 8:00 ,N BC-Red : CHARLIE McCARTHY pU S on a goo one-man . I Silver Theater rehearsals, raging, 
::gg Ug ng ,~~~_~r~:el~~::oSanctum Mystery ''''~~~: ,-- and arguing with actors to show 
5;30 \' 7:30 8:30IN BC - Red : ONE MAN'S FAMILY exactly how he wanted a line to 
5:45 7:45, 8:45, M BS: Gabriel Heatter when he wrote it. 
5:55 7:55 , 8:55:C BS: Elmer Davis is married, and has a five-year-old 
tgg :~gg ' ~;gg'~~sg : Fo~:~a~h~~n'!d Revival named Penny, who thinks it's 
9 :00 8:00 9:00 !,; BC- Blue: Walter Winchell pretty silly that all of Daddy's stories are 
6:00

1

8:00 9:00(BCR~~,,'dManhatt.n Merry-Go- about "a man that falls in love with a 
9:1S 8 :15 9:15,N BC- Blue : The Parker Family girl." He says he expects she'll get the 
8 :1$ 8:30 9 :30 ' N BC- Blue : Irene Rich idea a little better a few years from now. 
6:30! 8 :30 9 :30 NBC-Red : American Album of Meanwhile, True himself would rather 

I Familiar Music write an original story , one made up by 
6:4S 8 :45 9 :45I:-1 BC-Blue: Dinah Shore himself, than to adapt a movie or stage 
~;gg ~~gg tg;gg ~~~- ~~u~~ ~0:d~fI1vH~~r play; and would rather write a story with 
7:00 9:00110:00,N BC - Red : Hour of Charm a psychological background than anything 
7:30 9:3010:30 C BS: Columbia Workshop else H h d f bo k h I 
7:30 9:30,10:30

I
:-l BC- R..t : Sherlock Hoi mes , e as ozens 0 0 s on psyc 0 -

ogy, and is happiest when he's reading 
:~gg tg~ggln~gg l ~~~:,~':.a~~~nO~:hne~t~rnes one of them. 
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... 8 :00 9:00 N BC- Bue : BREAKFAST CLUB 

1:30 2:301 9.15 C BS : School of the Air 
8:45 8 :45 S:4S\C BS: Stories America Loves 

8:45, 9:45 N BC- Red : Edward MacHugh 
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10:15 9:00 10: 00

1
N' BC- R ed : Bess Johnson 

9:1510:15 C BS : Myrt and Marge 
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10: 30111:30,N BC-Red : The Bartons 
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4:30 N B C - Red : Lorenzo Jones 
4:45,CBS. Mark Hawley 
4 :45 M BS : Boake Carter 
4:45 NBC- Red : Young Widder Brown 

I 4:00 5:00 C BS: Mary Marlin 
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5 45IN BC - Blue : Tom Mix 
6:00 ,CBS , Edw i n C , Hill 
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8:30' 7 :10 8 : 1D,NBC-Red ' Voice of Firestone 
5:55 7 :55 8:55ICBS: Elmer Davi. 

t gg t gg ~ ~gg i~I~ : 'c~~r~~~:;;~e~ 
6 :00 8 :00 9 : 00, NBC. Red. Doctor I . Q . 
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8: 30 NBC-Red : Gene and Glen n 

9:00 NBC-Blue: BREAKFAST CLUB 

1:30 2 :30 9 :15 CBS . School of the Air 

1 :45 1:15 9:' 5 CBS. Stories America Lowes 
. :45 9:45 NBC- Red : Edward MacH ugh 

1: 30 
1 0:15 

1:15 

10:30 
I :H 

9:0010:00 CBS: Hymns of all Churches 
9:0010:00 N BC- Red : Bess Johnson 

9:1510:15 CBS , Myrt and Marge 
9 :1510:15 NBC- Blue : H.I.n HI.tt 
9:15,10:15 N BC- Red : BaChelor'. Children 
9:30' 10:30 CBS. Stepmother 
9:3010 :30 N BC- Blue : A House In the Country 
9:30 ,10:30 NBC-Red: H.lp Mate 

9:'5'10: '5 C BS : Woman o' Courage 
9:H II0:H NBC-Red : Th. Road of Lif. 

10:'510:00 11:00 CBS~ Mary Le. Taylor 
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12:00;10:1511 :15 C BS, Th. Man I Marrl.d 

. :1510 :1511:15 N BC- Red : Right to Happln.ss 
11:0010 :30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 

1:3010:3011 :30 NBC- Ulue: PrescoU Presents 
10:3011 :30 NBC-Red : Th. Barton .. 

11 :15'10:'511:'5 C BS : Aunt Jenny's Storie, 
110:4511:45 NBC- Red: Dawld Harum 
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9:00 '11:00'12:00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
9:1511:15 12 :15 C BS: Big Sist.r 
9:1511:1512 :15 N BC- Red : Th. O'Neilis 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS ~ Romance o' Helen Trent 
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9:H,ll:45 .12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 
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10:30 12: 30 1 :30 CBS , Vic and Sade 
10:30,12: 30 1 : 30 M BS: Front Page Fa r rell 

12:45 1 :45 C BS : Road of Lif. 
10:4512:45 1 :45 M BS , I'll Find MY Way 

.4 :151 1 :00 2:00 C BS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC-Red: Light of tho World 

3:30 1 :15 2:15 CBS . Girl Int.rn. 
11:15 1 :15 2 :15 NBC-Red : Th. Mystery Man 
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11:30 1:30 2 :30 N BC- Red : Valiant Lady 
11:45 1 :45 2 :45 C BS: Kate Hopkins 
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6:00 CBS : PAUL SULLIVAN 
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5:30 6 :30 CBS ' Bob Edg . 
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6:4 5 N HC- Uluc: Lowell Thomas 
5:45 6:45 N BC-Red : Paul Do u gl a. 
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':00 7:00 N HC · k ed Fred Waring'. Gang 
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&:30 7:30 ("" US Htllen Menken 
&~30 1 7;30 N BC" · Ih.-cL Burn. and Allen 
6:45 7:45iN IIC . IlL"<i H . V. Kalt.nborn 
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1:00 ':00)( US · We. the People 
I !OO ' :00 M US Cabrlel Heauer 
1:001 ':00 N 11(" IIlue Famous Jury Trials 
1:00 9: 00 N ut.: '(rd , a.ltle of the Seaes 
8: 30 ':3 0 C' BS Report to the Nation 

:~1: ~~~%J~ ::~ ;' ::~~ .. ~:~e~~~:~~I~Y\' 
9:0 0 10:00:('ns. G len n Mill er 
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7:4S ' ~451 0 : 45' CHS Ne •• 01 the World 
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Paul Sullivan brings you a survey of 
the day's news Tuesdays and Thursdays. 

HAVE YOU TUNED IN 

Paul Sullivan bringing you the news 
every Tuesday and Thursday at 6: 00 P.M.,. 
E.S.T., on CBS, sponsored by Liberty 
Magazine. 

Blue-eyed, blond, and husky, Paul Sulli
van is the kind of man you like to have 
living next door. He takes his work seri
ously, but not himself, All afternoon on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays you can find him 
in the United Press offices in New York, 
dashing back and forth between the tele
type machine where the news is coming 
in , and his typewriter where he writes it 
down concisely for his ten-minute script. 
These days, with news happening so thick 
and fast, he often rewrites the script half 
a dozen times before going on the air. 

Paul studied law in St. Louis until he 
ran out of money and had to quit. Then 
he applied for a job as an announcer, 
passed the test, but didn't get the job be
cause the station already had plenty of 
announcers. He found work driving a taxi
cab and waited. A few weeks later the 
station called him up and said there was a 
position open, and Paul has been announc
ing ever since. He gained his first fame in 
Louisville, at WHAS, where he became so 
popular as a news commentator that a 
cigarette sponsor grabbed him for a CBS 
hook-up. Now he's on the air exclusively 
for Liberty. 

It takes good judgment, knowledge of 
what's going on in every corner of the 
world, and a lot of luck to build a ten
minute script containing all the latest 
news but no wild rumors. Paul has all 
three qualifications. 

In 1935, Paul was married to Miss Mar
garet Flynn, and they're expecting their 
first baby any day now. They live in a 
big house near Tarrytown, New York, 
where Paul spends his leisure time saw ing 
up old trees into fireplace-lengths. Ex
cept for h is work and his family, Paul's 
major inter est is flying. He has about 
fifty solo hours to his credit, and would 
have his private pilot's license if, he freely 
admits, he had spent mor e time on the 
studying w hich is as necessary as the 
actual flying hours. 

P aul always ends h is broadcasts with 
the words "Good night and thirty," which 
drives people who don't know what 
" thirty" means almost crazy w ith curi 
osi ty and sometimes irrita tion. Many times 
listeners don 't even understand what he 
said; letters come in asking what he 
meant by "ccrty." Ucurtains," "certain," 
"dirty," "Gerty" and "10: 30." It's very 
simple--"th irty" is a n old newspaper term 
w hich means " thc end." No one quite 
knows its origin, but news telegraphers 
always used to use it as a symbol to indi
cate the cnds of dispatches. Paul knows 
it confuscs pcople, but it also makes them 
talk about him, and that's good publicity 
in a competitivc business. 

WEDNESDAY 

..: Eastern TI me 
vi 
.; .:30 NBC-Red : G.n. end GI.nn 

8 :00 ':00 NBC- Blue: Breakfast Club 
1 :30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School ofth. Air 
':.45 8:45 9:t5 CBS ' Stories America Loves 

.:45 9:45 NBC-Red : Edward MacH ugh 
1:30 9:0010:00 CBS : B.lly Crocker 

10:15 9:0010:00 NBC- Red : B ... Johnson 
1:15 ':1510:15 CBS : M,.rt and M .. rge 

9:1510:15 NBC-Blu.: Hel.n HI.tt 
10:30 9:1510:15 NBC-Red: Bach.lor's Children 

1:45 9:30 10 :30 CBS: St.pmoth.r 

~;~g ~g~~g ~gE::~de:: aelHpo~s:t~n the Countr)' 

12:.45 9:.4510:45 CBS : Woman o. Cour.ge 
9:4510:45 NBC-Red : Th. Read of Life 

1:0010:0011:00 CBS : Tr.at Tim. 
2:4510:0011:00 NBC- Red: Mary Marlin. 

12:0010:1511:15 CBS: Th. Man I Marri.d 
1:1510:15 11:1 5 NBC-Red: Right to Happln .... 

11:0010:3011:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 

1:30 ~n~ n;~gl J:l=~::~~r::;:s~~~::: .. nu 

11:1510:.4511:4$ CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
10:4511:45 NBC-Red: Daold Harum 

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Sp..aks 
9:0011:0012:00 M BS: John B. Hughes 
9:0011:0012:00 NBC-Red : Words and Muolc 
9:1511:1512:15 CBS: Big Slst.r 
9.1511:15 12 :15INBC- Red: Th. O'N.iIIs 
9:3011:3012:30 CBS: Romanc. of H.I.n Trent 
9:3011:30 12:30 NBC~Blue: F.rm and Home Hour 
9:4511:4512:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:0012:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can B. B.autiful 
10:0012:00 1:00 MBS: W. Ar. Always Young 
10:1512:15 1:15 CBS: Woman In White 
10:1512:15 1:151\.1 BS: Gowernment Girl 
10:1512:15 1:15,NBC-Blu.: T.d Malon. 
10:3012:30 1:30 C BS: Vic and Sad. 
10:3012:30 1:30 MBS : Front Page Farrell 

12:45 1:45 CBS : Road of Life 
10:4512:45 1:45 MBS : I'll Find My Way 

(:15 1:01 2:00 CBS: Youn, Dr. M .. Jone 
11:00 1:00 2:0 NBC-Red : Light ofth. World 

3:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Girl Inc.rn. 
11:15 1:15 2:1 NBC-Red: Th. Mystel')' Man 
11:30 1:30 2:30 C BS : FI.tcher Wiley 
11:38 1:30 2 :30 NBC- Blue: Into th. Light 
11:30 1:30 ' 2:30 N BC -Red : Valiant Lady 
11:45 1:45 2:45ICBS: Kate Hopkins 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC- Blue: In Car. of Aggie Horn 
11:.45 1:.45 2:45 NBC- Red: Arnold Grimm's Daughter 

2:00 3:00 ICBS: A H.lping Hand 
12:00 2:00 3 :00 NBC- Blue: Orphans o. Divorce 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC- Red : Against th. Storm 

2:15 3:15ICBS: News 'or Women 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC-Blue: Honeymoon Hi.\) 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC-Red : Ma P.rkins 
12:30 2:30 3:31) CBS~ Renfro Valley Folks 
12:30 2:30 3 :30 NBC-Blue: John's Other WII. 
12;30 2:30 3:30 NBC- Red: Pepper Young's FamU)' 
12:(5 2:45 3:t5 CBS; Children Also Are People 
12:(5 2:45 3:t5 N BC- UJue: Just Plain Bill 
12:45 2 :45 3 :45 NBC- Red : Vic and Sad. 

1 :00 3 :00 4 :O'ICBS: CBS Concert Hall 
1:00 3 :00 4 :01 N BC-Blue : ArChur Tracy 

3:00 4: •• NBC~Red : Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15INBC- Blue : Club Matlne. 
1:15 3:15 4:15 N BC- Red : S'ella Dallas 
1:30 3:30 4:30 ICBS , Nows 
1 : 3Q 3:30 4;30 NBC·Red : Lorenzo Jones 
1:45 3:45 4 :4SICBS: Mark Hawl.y 
1:45 3:45 4:4SIMBS: Boak. Carter 

3:45 4:45IN BC.Red : Young Widder Brown 
4>00 5:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
5:00 5:ooINBC- Blue : Adwenture Stories 

2:00 t:OO 5:00 'NBC·Red ~ When a Girl Marries 

t;l~ ~~I~', ~~~·.I~~ :~~~~:r~~ty 
2:15 t:15 5:15 I NBC-Red : Portia Faces Ufe 
2:30 4:30 5 : 30 ICBS: The O'Neills 
2:30 4:30 5:30 INBC- BJue: Wings on Watch 
2:30 4 :30 5:30IN BC- Red : W. th. Abboth 
2:45 t :t5 5:tSICBS ~ Scattergood Baines 
5:45 5:45 5:4SIN BC· Blu.: Tom MI. 

10:00 6:00 C BS: Edwin C. Hili 
3115 5:15 6:15 C BS: Hedda Hopp.r 
3:30 5:30 6:30 C BS: Frank Park.r 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS : The World Today 

6 :45 NBC-Blue: Lowell Thomas 
3:45 5:45 6:45 NBC-Red: Paul Dougla_$ 
8:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: Amo$ 'n' Andy 
9:00 6:00 7:00 NBC-Blue: EASY ACES 
4:00 6:00 7:00!NBC-Red: Fred Waring's Gang 

U~ n~ ~;gl ~~~_~::,~~~~.oUe.n 
4;15 6:15 7:15jN BC-Red: European News 

t~~ ~ ;~g ngl ~IBB~ : ~~!t L'::-'-e ~~~~er 
9:00 7:00 .:00 CBS : BIG TOWN 
8:15 7:00 8:00 1\.I BS : Cal Tinn.y 
8:00 7:00 8:00 N BC- Blu.: Quiz Kids 
8:00 7 :00 1:00 N BC-R ed : Th. Thin Man 
1:30 7:30 1:30 CBS: Dr. Chrlnian 
1:30 7:)0 1 :30 N BC· Blue : Manhattan at Midnight 
8:30 7:30 1 :30 NBC-Red : Plantation Party 
5: 55 7 : 55 8 : 55 CBS: Elmor Davis 
9:00 1 :00 9 :00 C BS: FRED ALLEN 
' :00 8:00 ' :00 M RS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8 :00 9 :00 N BC-Blue : Basin Street Music 
9:00 1 :001 9 :00 NBC-Red: Eddi. Cantor 
6: 30 1 : 30 9 :30 N IIC- llIue: Xavier Cugat 
9:30 8:30 9:30 NBC .. Rcd : Mr. District Attorney 
7:00 9:0010:00 C BS . Glenn Miller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 M BS ; Ra)'mond Gram Swing 
7:00 9;0010:00 N BC- Blue : American Melody Hour 
7:00 9:0010 :00 N BC- R ed ' Kay Kyser 
7:15 ':1510:15 C US : Great Moments In Music 
7:15 9:1510:15 ~III S SpOllight Bandl 
7:30 9:3010:30 CBS. Juan Arvizu 
7:30 9:30 10 ~30 I N UC. BIIIC : Hillman and Clapper 
7:45 9:4510 :45 CIIS News 01 ,h. World 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 
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THURSDAY 
Eastern TIme 

8:30 NBC-Red : Gene and Glenn 

9.OG NBC- Blue; Breaklast Club 

2.30 9.1 CBS: School of the Air 
1:45 8:45 9: t S: CBS: Stories America Lowes 

8.45 9.4 NBC-Red : Edward MacH ugh 
':30 9.0010 . 0 CBS: Hrmns of all Churches 

9 :0010 . 0 NBC- Blue , Musical Millwheel 
10:15 9.0010. 0 NBC-Red : Bess Johnson 
1.15 9.15 10:lS CBS, Mr rt and Marge 

9.15 10.lS NBC-Blue : Helen Hiett 
10.30 9.15 10.U. NBC-Red: Bachelor', Children 
1.45 9.3010 :3. CBS: S t epmother 

9.3010 . 3. NBC-Bue: A House In the Countrr 
9.3010: 0 NBC-Red : Help Mate 

12.45 9 .4510 .4 CBS: Wom .. n of Courage 
9.451014 NBC-Red. The Road 01 Llf. 

10.4510.0011. 0 CBS: Marr Lee Tarlor 
2.4510.0011.0 NBC-Red : Marr Marlin 

!Z.OO 10.15 11.15- CBS: The Man I Married 
B.15 10.15 11.1 NBC-Red : Right to Happi ness 

11.0010.3011.3 CBS: Bright HoriZon 
. 10:30 11:1 NBC-Bluf': Prescott Presents 

10.30 11.n NBC-Red ; The Bartons 
11.1510.4511145 CBS: Aunt Jennr's Stories 

10.4511:45 NBC-Red. David Harum 
9:0011.0012. 00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9.0011.0012. 00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
9. 00 11.00 12. 00 NBC-Red ; Words and Music 
9.1511.15 12.15 CBS: Big Sister 
9.15 U.15 12.15 NBC-Red : The O'Neills 
9.30 11.30 12110 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:10 11:30 12:30 NBC-Blue : Farm and Home Hour 
9:4511.45 12'45 CBS: Our Gal Sundar 

10:00 12.00 1. 00 CBS: Lile Can Be Beautilul 
10.0012.00 1 .00 MBS: We Are Alwars Young 
10.1512.15 1.1 CBS: Woman in White 
10.1512.15 1 .1 MBS: Government Girl 
10.15 12.15 1.1 NBC-Blue: Ted Malon. 
10.1512.15 1.1 NBC-Red : Pin Moner Partr 
10.30 12.30 CBS: Vic and Sade 
10.30 12.30 MBS : Front Page Farrell 

12.45 114 CBS: Road of Life 
10.4512.45 1.45\ MBS: I'll Find Mr War 

4.15 1.00 2. 00: CBS: Young Dr. Malon. 
11.00 1.00 2'00 NBC-Red : Light of the World 

3.30 1.15 2.15 CBS: Girl Interne 
11.15 1.15 2.15 NBC-Red : The Mrsterr Man 
11.30 1 . 30 2.30 CBS: F letcher Wiler 

n;~g l;~g m: ~:g:re::r ~:I~:~~t!-:&ht 
11.45 1.45 2.45 CBS: Kate Hopkins 
11.45 1.45 2145 NBC-Blue: In Care 01 Aggie Horn 
11.45 1.45 2.4S NBC-Red : Arnold Grimm'S Daughter 

2.00 3.00 CBS: A Helping Hand 
12.00 2.00 3. 00 NBC- Blue : Or""ans 01 Divorce 
12:00 2:00 3:00, NBC-Red : Against the Storm 
12.15 2.15 3:15' NBC-Blue : Honermoon Hili 
!Z.15 2.15 3.15 NBC-Red : M .. Perkins 
12.30 2.30 3110 CBS: Renlro Valier Folks 
12.30 2.30 3.30 NBC-Blue: John's Other Wife 
!Z.30 2.30 3130 NBC·Red : Pepper Young's F .. mil r 
12. 45 2. 45 3.45 CBS; Highwars to Health 
12.45 2.45 3. 45 NBC- Blue : Just Plain Bill 
12.45 2:45 3.45 NBC-Red : Vic and Sade 

1.00 3.00 4.0 CBS. Cincinnati Conservatorr 
1 .00 3.00 4. 00INBC-Blue: Club M .. tinee 

3.00 4 :00INBC-Red: Backstage Wite 
1.15 3.15 4 '1~NBC-Red : Stella Dallas 
1.30 3.30 4 .3 CBS: News 
1.30 3.30 4.30 NBC-Red : Lorenzo Jones 
1.45 3.45 4145 CBS: Mark H .. wler 
h 45 3.45 4145 M BS: Boake Carter 

3.45 4. 45 NBC-Red. Young Widde r Brown 
4.00 S:OO CBS: Marr Marlin 
5:00 5:00 NBC-Blue : Ad.enture Storie. 

2:00 4.00 5. 00 NBC- Red ; When a Girl Marries 

~:t: ~ :l~ ~~_It:.::Gs~lc~::rlrtr 
2.15 4.15 5 .15 NBC-Red : Portia Faces Life 
2.30 4.30 5 .3 CBS. The O'Neills 
2.30 4.30 S:30 NBC-Blue : Wings on Watch 
2 .30 4.30 S.3 NBC- Red : We the Abbotts 
2.45 4.45 
5.45 5 .45 

3.15 5.15 
B:15 9.30 
3.30 5.30 
3:45 5 . 45 

3.45 5.45 
• • 00 6.00 
G.OO 6.00 
1;00 6.00 
1 .15 6.15 
4. 15 6 .15 
4.15 6.15 
1. 30 6.30 
1. 00 6.30 

6.45 
9.30 7.00 
•• 00 7.00 
':30 7.00 

5:4 CBS: Scat tergood Baines 
5.4 NBC-Blue; Tom Mi . 
6.0 CBS: PAUL SU LLIVAN 
6:15 CBS. William L. Shirer 
&:30 NBC-Blue : Lum and Abner 
6.30 NBC-Red: Heirs o. Libertr 
6 .CS,CBS: The Wor' T .dar 
'.45INBC-Blue ; Lowell Thomas 
6.45 NBC-Red : Paul Douglas 
7:00 CBS: Amos 'n' AndW' 
7 . 00 NBC-Blue: EASY ACES 
7. 00 NBC-Red: Fred Waring's Gang 
7:1~ CBS: Lannr Ross 
7 .15 NBC-Blue: Mr. Keen 
7.1 NBC-Red : European News 
7 :30 CBS: Maudie's DiarW' 
7110 NBC-Red : AI Pearce 
7 :45 NBC-Red : H. V. Kaltenborn 

I:gg ~lt:~~~hM~~!~rO~~~e 
. :00 NBC-Red : M ... well House Show 

9 ,00 7.30 1.30,CBS: Du ftr's Tavern 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC-Blue ~ Ser.ice With a Smil e 
9.00 7.30 • • 30 NBC-Red : THE A L DRI CH FAMI L Y 
5.55 7.55 "5~ CBS: EI mer Davis 
6.00 B.OO 9.00 CBS : Major Bowes Hour 
6.00 1.00 9.00 MBS: Gabri el Heatter 
&:00 8:00 9:00 NBC-Blue ; America's Town Meeti ng 
5.00 8.00 9. 00 NBC-Red : KRAFT MUSIC H A LL 
7.00 9.0010.00 CBS: G lenn Miller 

9.00 10. 00,NBC-Red : Rudr Vall .. 
7.15 9.1510 .15 CBS: Navr Program 
7.15 9.1510 .151 M BS: Spotlight Bands 
7: 30 9.30 10.3o! NBC-Blue : Hillman and Clapper 
7:30 9. 30 10:30, NBC. Red ; Frank Far 

Prese nti ng this month 's Cover G irl: 
Joan Tenel, of Woman of Courage. 

H A VE YOU TUNED IN 

Joan Tetzel, our Cover Girl this month, 
whom you hear as Lucy Jackson in 
Woman of Courage, Sylvia F ield in When 
a Girl Marries, and frequently on the 
Grand Central Station, Cavalcade of 
America, and Kate Smith progr ams. For 
such a young and little girl, it seems Joan 
has a lot of energy. 

Joan is twenty years old, and is a grad
uate of Madge Tucker's children's pro
grams on NBC. She's also Mrs. Jack 
Mosman. Her husband is a producer and 
director of CBS programs, and their ro
mance began when Jack, sitting in the 
control booth, watched Joan acting at 
the mike and fell in love with her. He 
used to take special care with his dials 
and controls to make sure her voice got 
just the right inflections and volume when 
it went on the air. 

The Mosmans live in Jackson Heights, 
a suburb of New York, and ha ve a cot
tage and a twenty-foot sa il ing boat on 
Lake Hopatcong. They enjoy driving their 
convertible coupe and racing their boat. 
Another thing they enjoy is collaborating 
on writing radio scripts, and have had 
sever al of their brain-children broadcast 
on the Inner Sanctu m, Bulldog Drum
mond, and CBS Workshop programs. Joan 
would like to go on being an actr ess, doing 
some wr iting on the side, but Jack would 
eventually like to write exclusively. Some 
day they plan on concocting a full-length, 
three-act play together. 

A tiny, soft-voiced girl with a distinc
tive way of speaking and a mouth that's a 
little too wide for real beauty but which 
adds, somehow, to her charm, Joan thinks 
sincerity is the most important quality for 
a radio actress to possess. She acts some 
of radio's best roles, but never turns down 
the ch,ance to do a bit part because she 
learned long ago tha t a bit is frequently 
more difficult to do properly than a lead. 
She says her most agonizing moment came 
during a Broadway play in which she was 
carried on-stage, supposedly unconscious, 
by the leading man. In one performance 
he knocked her head against the door
frame with a crack that was clearly 
audible in the last row of the second 
balcony. Joan winced, the audience be
gan to laugh, and it was two minutes 
(which is a long time on the stage) before 
she could go on with the affecting death
scene the a uthor of the play had written 
for her. 

One reason Joan likes radio so much is 
that such embarrassing and painful in
cidents don't happen in broadcasting 
studios as often as they do on the stage. 

F RIDAY 
Easter n T ime 

B.30 NBC-Red : Gene and G lenn 

9.00 NBC-Blue: Breaklast Club 

1.30 2.30 9 .15 'CBS School of t he Air 
1:15 9:15 IN BC-Red Isabel ~ann i ng Hewson 

8:45 8:45 9:45 CBS: St ories A m a riea Loves 
•• 45 9:45 NBC-Red: Edward Mac H ug h 

8 .30 9.0010:00 C BS : Be ttr C r o cker 
9.00 10. 00 N BC-Blue: Musical Mill wheel 

10.15 9:0010.00 NBC- Red : Bess Johnso n 

1.15 9,15 10.15ICBS; Mrrt and Ma r ge 
9.1510.15 NBC- Blue: Helen Hiett 

10.30 9.15,10.15 NBC-Red: Bachelor's Children 
1.45 9. 30'10.30 CBS, Step m other 

:; ~U:;~gl~:~:l~~; :erpo~:t~n t he Countrr 

12.45 9.45110.45ICBS; Woman 01 Courage 
9.4510.45 INBC-Red: The Roa d of Life 

8.00 10. 00,11:00 CBS : T r eat T i me 
2.45110 .0011.00 NBC-Red: Ma r r Marlin 

12.00 10,15111,15 CBS: T he Man I Married 
B.15110:15 11.15 NBC- Re<I : Righ t t o H a ppi n ess 

11:00 10 . 30 11.30 C BS : Brigh t Hori zon 
B.30 10.30 U.30 IN BC-Blue : Prescott Presen ts 

1011011.30 NBC-Red: The Bartons 
11.1510 .4511:45 C BS: Aunt Jen n r's Stories 

10 .4511.45 NBC-Red : David Har u m 
9.0011 .00 12.00

'
CBS: Kate Smi t h Speaks 

::gg tt:gg gig: ~:tIf!J~nv!.-r:!ul:::sM USiC 
9.15 11.15 12.15 CBS: Big Sister 
9.1511.1512:15 NBC-Red. T h e O'Ne ills 
9.3011 .3012.30 CBS: Romance 01 H e len T r ent 
9, 3011:30 12.30 N BC-Blne: Far m and H o m e Hour 
9.45 11:45 12.45 CBS: Ou r Gal Sundar 

10. 00 12. 00 1. 00 C BS: Lil. Can Be Beaut iful 
10.0012.00 1.00 MBS: We Are Alw" rs You n J 
10 .15 12.15 1.15 CBS: Woman In White 
10.1512:15 1.15 MBS: Governme n t G irl 
10.1512. 15 1:15 NBC-Blue: T ed Malone 
10.3012.30 1:30 CBS : Vic and Sade 
10.3012.30 1.30 MBS: Front Page Farr ell 

12. 45 1. 45 CBS: R oa d o f Lif. 
10.4512.45 1.45 MBS ; I'll Find Mr Wa r 

4.15 1 . 00 2.00 CBS: Young Dr_ Malon e 

n:gg l:gg ~;gg ~:~::~~: LTgu",:co~ rC~e::~::n 
3:30 1.15 2.15 C BS: Girl I nterne 

11:15 1.15 2:15 NBC-Red : Mrsterr Ma n 
11.30 1. 30 2: 30ICBS: Fletcher Wiler 
11.30 1:30 2.30 NBC-Red : Valia nt La dr 
l1:es 1 .45 2:45ICBS: Ka t e Hopk ins 
11:45 1:45 2.45 NBC-Blue: I n Care of Aggie Horn 
11.45 1:45 2.45 NBC-Red: Ar n old Gri m m's Daughter 

2. 00 3.00 CBS : A H el pi ng Hand 
12.00 2. 00 3.00 IN BC-Blue: Or phans of Divoret 
12.00 2. 00 3 .00 NBC-Red ; Agai ns t t he Storm 

2:15 3.15 CBS : News for Wo m e n 
12.15 2.15 3:15 NBC-Blue: Hon erm oon Hill 
12.15 2.15 3.15 NBC-Red : Ma Pe r ki ns 
12.30 2. 30 3:30 !CBS : Renfr o Valier Folks 
12.30 2: 30 3:30 NBC-Blue: J oh n's Ot her Wile 
12.30 2.30 3.30 N BC-Red: Pepper You n g's Famil r 
12.45 2145 3.es N BC-Blue : Just Plai n Bill 
12.45 2145 3.45 NBC-Red : Vic a n d S ade 

1.00 3:00 4.00 CBS: Pop Con cert 
1.00 3. 00 4.00 NBC-Blue: Arthur Tracr 

3:00 4.00 N BC-Red : BackstiOge Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 N BC-Blue: Cl u b Matinee 
1 .15 3:15 4:15 IN BC-Red : Stella Dallas 
1.30 3. 30 4.30 CBS: News 
1.30 3:30 4 :30 NBC-Red : Loren zo J ones 
1:45 3.45 4'45 CBS: Mar k Hawler 
1.45 3 .45 4.45 M BS Boake Ca r ter 

3.45 4.45 N BC-Red: Young Widder Bro w n 
4.00 5.00 CBS: Marr MiOrlin 
5.00 5:00 NBC-Blue: Adven t .. ,e Stories 

2.00 4.00 5.00 NBC-Red : When a G irl Marries 

~ :t~ ::t: ~ltI~: :Gs~lc~::r~~tr 
2.15 4.15 5.15 NBC-Red . Porti a FiOces Life 
2.30 4 .30 5.30 C BS , T he O' Ne llls 
2.30 4.30 5.30 NBC-Blue : Wings on Watch 
2.30 4:30 5.30 NBC-Red: We the Abbotts 
2.45 4.45 5.45 CBS; Sca ttergood Bai nes 
5.45 5 .45 5.45 NBC-Blue: T om Mil 

10.00 6.00 CBS. Edwin C_ H ill 
3.15 5.15 6.15 CBS' Hedda Ho pper 
3.30 5.30 6 .30 CBS: Frank Parker 
8 .15 9. 30 6.30 N BC-Blue : Lum and Abner 
3.45 5. 45 ' : 45 CBS: T he Worl d T odar 

3~45 5.45 ~;:~ ~:&:~e: :-:.::-e~o-:;~ra~as 
8.00 6.00 7.00 CBS: Amos ' n' Andr 
•• 00 6.00 7.00 NBC-Red : Fr ed Wa ring's Gang 
1.15 6. 15 7:15 CBS: Lanny Ross 
4.15 6.15 7.15 NBC-Red : European News 
7.30 6. 30 7. 30 CBS: How A m I Doing 
8,30 6:30 7.30 J\f BS: The Lone Ranger 
7.30 9. 30 7.30 NBC-Red . Grand Centra. Station 
9.00 7.00 8.00 CBS. KATE SMI T H HOUR 
5.00 7.00 8.00 NBC-Blue: Auction Qui. 

7.00 8.00 NBC- Red: Cities Service Conce rt 
5.30 7 . 30 8.30 :'II BC- Blue: T hree Ring Time 

7 . 30 8.30 :'II Bl'-Red : INFORMATION PLEASE 
5.55 7. 55 B.55 , - HS . El mer DaviS 
8:30 8 : 00 9:00 ens Philip Morris Playhouse 
6.00 8 . 00 9.00 M HS Gabriel Hutter 
8.30 1 . 00 9.00 NIIC- Blue : Gang Buster. 
6 .00 8 . 00 9.00 !l(IIC-Red : Waltz T i m . 
6 :30 1 : 30 9:30 C BS First Nightar 
6.30 • • 31 9.30 NHC-Hlue : Mi chael and Kl ttr 
&:30 l UI 9:30 NBC- Red : Uncl e Willter ·~ Dog House 
6 .55 1 :55 9.55 C HS . Glnnr Simms 
7.00 9.00 '10.00 C HS: Hap Hazard 
7.00 9.0010.00 M HS : Raymond Gram Swin) 
7.00 9 :0010.00 NHC-Blue Elsa Ma.well 

7. 4 9.45 10.4S CBS' News of the World 

7.00 9 .00

1

10.00 NBC- Red : Wings of Destinr 
7.15 9:15 10.15 M BS; Spotlight Bands 
7.45 9 :45 10.45CBS' News of the World 

';F;-o-r~S""a-;t-u-rd-;a-Y;-'s--;P;-r-o-g-r-a-m-s---:P~I;-e-a-s-e-=T;-u-r-n"""7to-':::P-a-g-e---:4;';"6 

She likes to cook, but because of her 
crowded radio schedule doesn't get an op
portunity to do much of it. Still, she 
doesn't feel too bad about that-she ad
mits that it's much more fun to act than 
to wash dishes. 
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SATURDAY 
Eadern Time , 

8;00ICBS: Th. World TOday 
8 :00 NBC : Newt 

8 :15 NBC-Red: Hank La ... on 

8:]0 NBC-Red; Dick L.lb.rt 

8:45 CBS: Adelaide HawleJ' 
8:45 N BC- BJue : String Ensemble 
8;45 N BC- Red : Deep Ri __ er doy, 

8:00 9:00 CBS ; PreIS News 
8:00 9:00 NBC-Blue : Breakfast Club 
8:00 9:00 NBC-Red : N .... 

8 :15 9:15 NBC-Red: Mark.t Ba.k.t 

8:]0 9:]0 C BS: Old Dirt Dobber 
8:]0 9:]0 N BC- Red: New EnglAnd Music 

9 ;0010:00 CBS : B .. rl I ... 
9:0010 :00 N BC- Blue:. Mullcal Minwheel 
9; 00 10;Oe NBC- Red : Let'. S .. lng 

9:15 10;15 NBC-Red: Happy Jack 

9:]0 10:]0 CBS: What', Hew at the Zoo 
10:]0 9: 1010:30 NBC-Red: America the Free 

9 :4510;45 NBC-Red : Betty Moor. 

10:0010:0011:00 NBC-Red : Lincoln High .. ay 

8:0510:0511:05 CBS : Kay Thomp.on 

10:]0 10;]0 11;]0 CBS: Dorothy Kilgall.n 
8:3010:3011:]0 NBC-Blue: Alk Young America 
8:]010:3011:30 NUC- Red : Vau~ewille Theater 

10;45 11:45 CBS : Hillbilly Champions 
10:45 11:45 NBC- Blue: Fable, For FUn 

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Theater 01 TOday 
9:0011:0012:00 NBC- Red: N .... 

':1511 : 1512;15 NBC .. Red: Consumer Time 

10:3011 : ]012:30 CBS : Stars Ower Hollrwood 
9:3011:]012:30 NBC-Bl ue: Farm Bureau 
9:]011 :]012:]0 NBC· Red : Call to yo .. th 

9:4511:4512:45 NBC-Red: Matin •• In Rhythm 

10:00 12:00 1 : 00 C BS: Let's Pretend 
10:0012: 00 1 :00 MBS: W. Are Alwars Young 

10:1512:15 1 :1 5 MBS : Government Girl 

10:3012 :30 1:30 CBS: Adventures In Science 
10 :3012 :30 1 : 30 NBC~ Bluc : Vincent Lopez 

10:"512 :"5 1 :"5 CBS: Juan Arvizu 
10 :4512 ; 45 1 ; 45 MBS : I'll Find My Way 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: 01 Man and Books 
11:00 1 :00 2:00 NBC· Blue: METROPOLITAN OPERA 
11:00 1:00 2:00 N BC- Red : Golden Melodies 

11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Brush Creek Follies 

12 :00 2 :00 3 : 00 C BS: County .Journal 
12:00 2:00 3 : 00 N BC l~ed : Defense and Your Dollar 

12:15 2:15 ]:15 N BC·Red : N ... England to Yo .. 

12:]0 2:]0 ]:]0 CBS : F. O. B. D.trolt 
12:]0 2: ]0 ]:]0 N BC -Red : Camp ... Cape .. 

1 :00 3 : 00 " :00 CRS : MaUnee at Meadowbroolc 
1 ; 00 ]:00 4:00 N BC - Red ; M.lodic Strings 

1:]0 ];]0 4;]0 N BC-Red : Week.nd Whimsy 

~~g& t&& t&& ~~~_ ~:!:~I~~-:,~yr:.r.~~ny 
2;00 . :00 5:00 N BC- Red : Air yo .. th 01 Am.rlca 

2: 30 ":30 5:30 N BC - R ed : Doctors at Work 

3:00 5:00 6:00 CBS : Calling Pan-America 
3:00 5 : 00 6:00 NBC - Blue: Dance Music 

]:]0 5:]0 6 :]0 CBS : Elmer Davis 
]:]0 5:]0 6 :]0 N BC- Red : Art 01 LI.lng 

] ; 45 5:45 6:45 eus: Th. World Today 
3:"5 5:"5 6: .. 5 N ne- Blue: Edward Tomlinson 
]:45 5:.5 6:45 N Be- R ed ; Pa .. 1 Do .. glas 

":00 6:00 7:00 cns: People's Platform 
4: 00 6 : 00 7 : 00 N BC· Blue : Menage 0' Israel 
. ~ OO 6 : 90 7 :00 N UC- k oo : De'ense 'or America 

4; ]0 6;]0 7 : ]0 ens : Wayne King 
":30 6 :30 7 :30 N BC- Hlue: Little 01' Hollywood 
4 :]0 6 : ]0 7 : ]0 NnC- Red : Ellery Q .... n 

4 :45 6:45 7;45 NnC- Red · H. V. Kaltenborn 

1:00 7 :00 8 : 00 C BS Guy Lombardo 
5 ;00 7 : 00 8 :00 " lIC . JIIue : The Green Horn!)t 
8: 30 7 :00 8:00 NlIC- H,(.ocJ Knickerbocker Playhouse 

8:]0 7; ]0 8:]0 CIIS . Hobby Lobby 
5:30 7 : 30 8:30 N BC - lJuc: Bishop and the Gargoyle 
1:00 7:30 8:30 N nC .. J( cd : Truth or Consequence, 

5; 45 

9: 00 
6:00 
6:00 

6:]0 

7 : 451'. 8:45 "Il~ Chicago T heater 

8: 00 9 : QO C IIS YOUR HIT PARADE 
8: 00 9 :00 N B(> lIIue : Spin an d Wi n 
8 : 00 9 :00 N UC J( ed - Nation a l 8arn Danc a' 

8 : 30 9:30 ;\l U( . lillie : Roc h estor Orchestra 

6:45 8: 45 ':45 ( ' nS SaturdaY Night Se r ona d o 

7 : 00 
7:00 

7:15 
7:15 

7:]0 

7:45 

' :0010:00 N Il( , lIIut." , He m hph er. Ae vao 
' :00

1
10:00 N Il( J( c.. ... t - Bill Storn Sporh Rovlow 

"IS 10:15 ("US Public A ff airs 
9:1510 :15 M II!. Spotlight Band. 

I 
9']°

1 
1 : 30 I N IIC . k e<l : H ot C opy 

9: 45 10 :.5 (' liS N •• s 0' t h e World 
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IT was bad enough when CBS called 
and said Cecil was on the Prince of 

Wales, because the newspapers had 
scarily big headlines announcing that 
Japanese had torpedoed both the 
Prince of Wales and the Repulse 
somewhere in the China Sea. If 
Martha Brown had known he was 
really on the Repulse it would have 
been a thousand times worse, because 
the Repulse sank almost at once, 
while the Prince of Wales stayed 
afloat for a considerable time. 

The blonde and attractive young 
wife of Cecil Brown, ace CBS corre
spondent in the Far East (that's her 
picture above, with Cecil's photograph 
beside her), can talk about those ten 
hours of dreadful uncertainty now. 
But they were nerve-racking enough 
to keep her in bed, suffering from 
shock, for three days after news came 
through that Cecil had survived the 
sinking of thc RepUlse and had 
brought with him one of radio's 
greatest scoops-an eye-witness re
port of the disaster. 

Martha Brown knows there will be 
more hours-maybe days- of worry 
about her husband 's safety, but she 
faces them with calm courage. 
"Cccil 's work is dangerous," she ad
mits, "but it's also important. It's 
important to him and to the peo{>le of 
Amcrica_ As long as he is dOIng a 
~ood job, nothing must be allowed to 
Intcrfcrc with him." 

Martha and Cecil were married in 
Romc in 1938. They'd known each 
othcr for a good many ycars before 

\ 

W hen' they said her husband 

wa~ on the sinking ship she 

managed to keep calm - until 

later news came through . 

that, in Columbus, Ohio, where 
Martha was born and Cecil went to 
college. It was love all the time, but 
they were both youn~ and knew they 
could afford to walt for marriage. 
Then, when Cecil was the CBS cor
respondent in Rome, Martha went to 
Europe for a five -week vacation. It 
was three years before she came back 
to America, because Cecil met her at 
the train in Rome, they decided they'd 
been separated too long, and were 
married on the spot. 

Cecil was expelled from Italy early 
in 1941 because the Fascists didn't like 
what he said about them on the air. 
Because he and Martha believed the 
United States would soon be in the 
war, he asked her to return to New 
York, while he went on East, even
tually landing in Singapore, where 
his headquarters are now. Martha 
hated to leave him, but she did, true 
to her creed that nothing must stand 
in the way of his work. 

Now Martha lives in New York, 
separated from her husband by half 
the world. Mail and cable services 
are so uncertain that almost her only 
communication with him is one-sided, 
when she listens to his broadcasts on 
CBS. She has found a way to keep 
busy and help in the war effort at 
the ' same time, by getting a job with 
a firm which purchases most of the 
supplies for the Egyptian Govern
ment. She could have gone home, of 
course, to hcr parents in Ohio. But 
somehow she feels closer to Cecil in 
Ncw York, near CBS headquarters. 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



VIRGINIA MASTERSON-lovely young 
daughter of one of Chicag~'s old families 

SPORTS LOVERS-"Gini" and her fiance, Donald 
A. Wildauer; Whenever Don can get a few hours off 
from his defense job, they go skiing. Gini says: 
"After I've been out skiing or skating, 1 slather on 
Pond's Cold Cream, and my face looks nice and 
soft again." Ie's no accident so many lovely engaged 
girls use Pond's! 

She's ENGAGED. 
She's Lovely! 

She uses Ponds! 
See what ~~Gini's" SOFT-SMOOTH 

Glamour Care will do for y our skin 

I. She SLATHERS Pond's satin·soft Cold Cream 
thick on her face and throat. 

She says, "Then I pat like anything with quick 
little pats-up from my chin, over nose, cheeks, 
forehead, till my face feels all fresh and glowy. 
This helps soften and take off dirt and stale 
make.up. Then I tissue the cream off." 

2. She "RINSES" with lots more Pond's Cold 
Cream. Tissues it off again. 

"It's simply grand," she says, "the way my 
face feels-so baby·soft and so clean, every 
last little smitch of dirt wipes right off." 

Do this yourself! You'll love how your skin 
feels-so sweet and clean! Use Pond's Cold 
Cream "Gini's" way every night-for daytime 
clean-ups, too. You'll know then why so many 
more women ,and girls use Pond's than any 
other face cream at any price. Buy a jar at any 
beauty counter. Five popular-priced sizes-the 
most economical, the lovely big jars. 

GINrS RING is as lovely .s her 
almond·blossom complexion. It 
is a brilliant·cut diamond with 3 
amaller diamonds each " 

~ide, e~qUisitelY .. set (. ~"''''. '( ~ 
10 platmum. , .\ .~, • '<-'\ 

.:. l......y.. 'I, . ./ . . - V~ 

rom&ff~~~h~~ 
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~ 

~n~,.~,~~ 
ll ,. Pand', SOfT.SMOOTH rOND·S. Dept 8RM·CC. ~ 
:; Glamour Cold Cream Clinton. Conn. :: 

~ 2 Vanishing Creom Send me .ample! of S Pond's ~ 
~ • Beauty Aids listed at Jer. usrd by :: 
~ 3. New Dry Skin C,eam IO\'ely en~a~C'd eirls and fOC'ie:,,' g 
i: tw-.-ut.i" 11k .. Mnl.l.«-mldine Sprt"('kC'lt E 
i~ 4. New Dreamflower Foe. and Mn. Ernr~t du Pont. Ji. ED. ~: 
~ Powd.r (6 ,had.,) dosed is lOt to co\'rr your d;uribu. ~~ 
~~ tion expeDt!e,.j, including Fostage and ~ 
~ 5. Pond' s "lip," (5 shad.,) pa~l"og. :: 

l.::7 .. "., __ ........ ,, __ ,.,,':':..::=.;;;.:~~ .. ~J 
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looked at her scornfully, and turned 
back with renewed fury to his brother. 
"I ought to k ill you!" he grated. "And 
I'm not sure I won't. God, how I hate 
a coward-and it's worse when he's 
my own brother!" 

"Please, Whitey!" Jim Denny 
begged. "Don't start anything in 
here. I'll go outside w ith you if you 
want- but not in here-please!" 

"Fallen for a dame-is that it ? 
Is t hat why you wen t soft on me?" 

"No, l-" 
"No, I guess not. I thought that 

stalling you've been doing lately be
fore every fight was a gag of some 
sort, but now I know what it really 
was-you're just yellow." Deliber
ately, he swung at Jim Denny and 
knocked him down. Standing over 
him, fists stlll clenched, he said, "And 
now I'm through with you. I only 
came out after you to do this. It's 
why I stopped at every gas station 
along the road until I found somebody 
that remembered you and your fancy 
cream-colored car-it ought to be yel
low!-and knew where you were." 

JULIE had dropped to her knees be
side Jim, assuring herself with 

her quick fingers that he was moving, 
lifting his head. She said, "Please 
go away now. P lease go away at 
once." 

"Don't worry, sister! You can have 
him! " He turned on his heel. The 
front door slammed behind him. 

Painfully, Bill pushed himself up
r ight, shaking his head a t J ulie's wor
ried questions: "Does it hurt? Are you 
all right?" 

"Doesn't matter," he mumbled. "I 
had "it roming to me. But nobody but 
mr. brother could have got away 
WIth it. 

She sank back upon her heels. "But 
I don't understand. How could your 
own brother do this to you?" 

"He wanted to be a figh ter him
self," Jim said wearily, "but he 
couldn't make the grade. So he trains 
me, wanting me to be the champ he 
never could be. Huh! I can see now 
that knocking me down must of let 
loose something that's been squirming 
inside of him for years." 

"And that's what you're afraid of," 
she breathed. "You're afraid to fight 
the champion." 

"Yeah. That's it." 

One Life to Live 
Continued from page 24 

"But you've fough t before. 
are you suddenly so afraid to 
him? Were you afraid before 
other fight!'?" 

Why 
figh t 
your 

"No," Jim said, "as long as they 
were setups and nobody paid much 
attention to whether I won or not, 
I didn't mind. It's only been lately-" 

"I still don't understand what you're 
afraid of!" Julie made a puzzled, un
happy gesture-one hand outstretched, 
as if to pick the answer out of the air. 

"It's what everybody will say and 
think about me if I lose. Ever since 
I've been taking on big-timers and 
getting my picture in the papers, 
this has been coming on me. As long 
as nobody paid any attention to me 
I was all right-I knew I was a good 
fighter and I did my job-but now 
everybod~ is watching me and mil
lions of people are expecting me to 
be the champ." . 

"You mean," Julie asked, "you're 
not in the championship class? You're 
not good enough?" 

"Who says I'm not?" Jim inquired 
truculently. "1 could knock that pa
looka off hi!: pins in three rounds! I'm 
in better condition than he is and I've 
got six years on him. But I-I can't 
explain, Julie. It's the way I feel in
side when I get to thinking about 
the n ight of the figh t. And I got no 
control over it. When I think about 
it, my heart starts pounding like a 
hammer and I get hot and cold all 
over. Then I think about how it's 
l ike after I lose the fight. I'm walking 
down the street, people are looking 
at me and laughing. I w ent around 
Chicago for days last week-I c01,lldn't 
sleep-I couldn't eat-I was sick. So 
I decided to give it all up and run 
away." 

"I think I know how you felt," 
Julie whispered. "I can understand 
now-in my own way. I had a time 
when I was dreadfully afraid. When 
the doctor told me I was never going 
to see again, I was so frightened that 
I wanted to die. I had always been 
afraid of the dark, and when I real
ized that I would always be in this 
ter rible darkness I had always feared , 
1-" At the memory she faltered, 
bit ing her lips. "For months I was 
really ill-and Mother thought I 
would die . .. . " 

"Gee-" he said, caught up by the 
remembered pain in her words. for-

getting everything but th e picturc ot 
a little girl with silver -gi1t hair a nd 
midnight blue eyes that would always 
look out upon darkness. 

"Then Mother, who Is On e of the 
greatest people on this earth! began 
to talk to me and r eason WIth me. 
She h.elped me see that the darkness 
I dreaded was only a darkness if I let 
it remain that. She said I h ad an 
imaginary fear made righ t in my Own 
thought-factory ... And soon I began 
to see more' wonderfu l rungs than 
I could ever have seen with my rQal 
eyes. And the fear was gone." 

"It was gone-" 

SHE took a deep breath and sm iled 
suddenly, dazzlingly. "J im , y ou're 

a young man, you're well trained, 
you're honest. You have a m anager 
Who really believes in you and you 
have millions of peopl fighting with 
you and praying for you-s o how can 
you lose?" 

"Why, I-I guess I- can't lose
can I?" 

"Of course you can't l" J ulie er i d, 
and it seemed to him he han n vcr 
seen anything more beau tiful than 
the confidence and certainty in that 
delicate face. 

"And will you be one of the m.illions 
that's fighting with me a.nd praying 
for me to win?" 

"Oh, I will! I will!" 
He scrambled to his fc-et. "Say, I'm 

going to see if I can' t catch Whitey 
before he gets too far out of town!" 
Then, suddenly doub tful-"Do you 
suppose he'll take me back? He m Ight 
not, you know." 

"Now-no more being afruid! J im 
-not of anvthing!" she remmdcd 
him, and his face cleared. 

"Sure, he'll take me back l I know 
he will. Say, you'll come to the fight, 
won't you?" 

"You couldn't keep me a way!" 
"I'll have a seat for you right at 

the ringside!" 
Julie said with a sm il , "It won 't 

make any difference where I sit. I 
won't really be able to see the fight." 

Jim took her ha nd , pres. d i t 
tightly, wanting to kiss h r but know
ing he could not until after the fight. 
After he'd won. 

"No," he said, "I know you won't. 
But I'll be able to see you !" 

The Story of Mary Marlin 

the note, the scene in David's office, 
everything. 

When he came in, one sight of his 
face killed that hope. "There's no 
use beating about the bush, Mary," 
he said. " I wish it all weren't true-I 
wish it had never happened . But it 
has, and now-if there was only 
something I could do to make you 
happy!" 

She said fa intly, "You've always 
made me happy-until now. I 
thought I had made you happy too. " 

"Yes-well, I've changed. I don't 
want the same things any more. We 
might as well face it, Mary. I-I 
haven't loved you for a long time. It 
would be' better if you'd go your way 
and-let me go mine." 

48 

Continued from page 21 

"A divorce?" 
"Yes." 
She wanted to scream, to beat her 

hands against his chest, anything wild 
and terrible. Instead, she said, "I 
can't believe it. I can' t ! J oe-look 
at me. Do you really love that
girl?" 

He raised his eyes, and for a long 
moment she read the message that 
was so plain to see there. She sank 
back. "Yes," she said hopelessly. 
"You do. You do mean it when
when you ask for a divorce. All right, 
Joe. I won't try to hold you when 
you don't love me." 

"Mary-I k new you'd be kind-" 
"Kind! " She laughed hysterically. 
"I'm sor ry." She could feel him 

wanting to get away, feel h im being 
pulled toward the door. 

"Just tell me one thing," she a. ked 
with unexpected courage. "Did you 
stop caring for me because I'm not
as young-any more? " 

"I can't tell you why I changed- Of 
" It is the reason! Oh, but I didn 't 

think that mattered. I thought our 
love was too big to be touched by
superficial things. And now I'm the 
same as I always was-the same as 
when we were married. Only the 
outside has changed." 

He was deeply touched, and be
cause he felt a pity he was unwilling 
to show , he sounded gruff. "Non
sense! I tell you I don't know how 

Continued on page 50 
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COUSIN: Why Lau ra - home again on Satur day 
night? Don't teU me you've quarreled with DOD! 

LAURA: We haven't quarreled exactly-but he's 
taking that new blonde at the office out again 
tonight. I gue .. I'm all washed up! 

SO-LAURA Start ed Taking OJ'ALTINE Regu
larly 3 Times a Day-To-Get Extra Supplies of 
hnportant Food Elements Needed For Vitality 
and Freshne .. -And Always a Cup at BedtilDe 
to Foster Restful Sleep. 

Unattractive, U Lifeless," 
Rundown or Uncler Par? 

TRY THIS PROTECTING FOOD-DRINK 

If fatigue, j angled nerves, or Jack of sparkle 
are robbing you of social success, you should 
know this. Now there's a npw way to build up 
radiant freshness and vitality- a way maga. 
zines, newspapers and government authori· 
ties are urging, and thousands are adopting 
for buoyant, vigorous days. 

For, as you've read in countless magazine 
articles, there are certain new.found/ood ele· 
ments widely called "miracle foods." Ele· 
ments which - taken in larger quantities than 
commonly found in avera"e American diets 
-are credited with astonish ing powers to in· 
crease ph ysical stamina, build sounder nerves, 

M _'RCH. 1942 

ANOTHER 61RL WAS 

60llN6 HER MAN ... IJNTIL 

COUSIN: Well- if you don't lDind a little sis
terly frankness-you've been looking sort of 
tired and draggy lately. Why don't you start 
building up SOJDe sparkle and ugo"-and see 
what DOD does then! 

DON : (SomeTime Later) Gee , Laura-you look 
wonderful! I-well-how about a date tonight? 

LAURA: I've been out every night this week
but I feel 80 peppy-I guess I can stand an
other date. 

retard fatigue-give vitality and sparkle to 
millions now tired, nervous and under par. 

In light of this new knowledge, thousands 
are drinking Ovaltine regularly . For Ovaltine 
provides a wider variety and wealth of im· 
portant food elements-than any single nat· 
ural food. It supplies not just two- or four 
or six-but eleven important food elements, 
including Vitamins A, BI, D and G, Calcium, 
Phosphorus and Iron and complete proteins. 

Equally important, clinical tests show that 
Ovaltme increases the energy fuel in the 
blood in as little as 15 minutes-thus helping 
to ward off attacks of fatigue. 

So if you tire quickly, are nervous or sleep 
poorly, t ry drinking Ovaltine regularly each 
day. See if you don't begin to sleep bet ter, 
feel far fresher mornings-enjoy more ener· 
getic days. See if people don"t start telling 
you how much better you look. 

LAURA: B u ild u p sparkle and "go"? H o w can I? 

COUSIN: Haven't you read about those new 
IDiracle food eleJDents, like m.inerals and vita
ID.iDS, that JDake 80 JDaDY people fresher and 
JDore Ualive"? Better see you get more of them t 

COUSIN : (Still Later) There'. t he music- and 
Laura, you're a very beautiful bride and Don's 
a lucky fellow! 

lAU RA: Thank you, darling-and thanks a lDil
lion for telling IDe how to b e attractive again! 

r 
I 

Mal/for 
flee santples 

OVALTl"'E" Dept. A42·RM·3 I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

360 N. :Michigan Ave., Chicago, m. 
PleaAe scnli f ree samples of R egular and Choco
late Flavor-ell Ovaltine. and interes ting new book
let about certain miracle elements in food anll the 
promise they hold. One sample offer to a JM'!r ron. 

Na me .. ................................ . 

I I Address .••..•.•..............•.........• 

I City . •.. ...•••......•.•. .. State • ••.•. ••.. 

I /0n.a ~~ LJ THE PROTECTING 
I U 'V j t:tl/, ~ FOOD.DRINK L __ _ _ _____ ________ ~ 

49 



At a Gulf Screen Guild Theater rehearsal-Mr. and Mrs. Robert 
Taylor (she's Barbara Stanwyck, you know), with Director Roger 
Pryor, fake fime out for some relaxation and a cup of coffee. 

Continued from page 48 
-or when-I stopped loving you. And 
I'd still give anything if this hadn't 
happened-" 

Mary cowered, shuddering, away 
from him into the corner of the big 
couch. "Go away-now-please! I've 
said I'd give you the divorce-now 
go!" 
. Thankfully, he obeyed her. 

I ONLY want you to wait," David 
Post said. "Divorce is like closing 

a door and locking it. behind you and 
throwing away the key. You ought 
to think things over beforehand, until 
you're quite sure." 

Mary looked down at her white
gloved hands. She wished she had 
not come here to the office in answer 
to David's request to see her. It had 
been sheer bravado; she'd known well 
enough how many memori~s of her 
last visit here it would brIng-even 
though Joe was out and a new secre
tary had Sally Gibbons' place. 

"I've thought things over, Dave," 
she said in a low voice. "It's been a 
week since Joe told me and I've done 
hardly anything else but think. But 
I ca n't think my way around the fact 
that Joe asked for a divorce and I 
told him he could have one." 

"But you 'r e both overwrought-Joe 
thinks he knows what he wants, but 
he doesn 't. A month-six months
and he may feel entirely different. 
He won't l is ten to me when I tell him 
so, but he'd have to listen if you re
fused to divorce him right away." 
David had a paper-knife in his hand, 
a nd as he turned it between his fin
gers it r eflected bright, scattered rays 
of light into her eyes. She watched 
it, dazedly- almost hypnotized. 

"How can I insist on holding him 
-when he doesn 't want to be he ld? 
It's too" - w ith an effort, she 
wr enched he r gaze away from the 
paper-knife-"too humiliating !" 

"It's a way of saving Joe, my dear . 
A way of saving him from himself. I 
s till can't believe he really loves that 
girl. And in ti me he'll r ealize it him
self." 

"No. I- I can 't." Nervously, she 
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pulled her gloves tighter on her hands 
and stood up. She wanted to get 
away, away from David's sympathy 
and his common-sense. The first al
ways woke to new sharpness the ache 
that lived in her heart, and the second 
was urging her to strip herself of the 
one thing she had lefi-her self-re
spect. "I'm going through with the 
divorce, Dave." 

He sighed. "As you say, Mary. I 
can have the case scheduled for to
morrow morning . .. . Joe wanted me 
to talk to you about finances. There's 
the house, of course, the deed is in 
both your names, and-" 

"Don't, Dave!" Mary made an in
voluntary gesture of repulsion. "I 
can't take money from Joe. I have 
a little of my own, and I can get a job 
of some sort. I'll get along." 

Smiling a little, Dave said, "I knew 
you'd say this. I told Joe you would." 

"What else is there to say?" she 
asked. 

She had rejected Dave 's advice to 
wait, but all night it lingered in her 
mind. And the next morning, stand
ing in the court room while thin win
ter sunlight came chalkily through 
the windows, it returned with redou
bled force. She was standing alone; 
Dave and Joe were on the other side 
of the room holding a last-minute, 
hurried conference, and the judge 
shuffled papers on the bench. Joe had 
not once looked in her direction. 

Mary glanced out of the window. 
The trees of the Square were stripped 
of leaves, and she could plainly see 
the statue of Justice that stood in the 
center. Angrily, she thought, "They 
should take the blindfold from her 
eyes-then she could see some of the 
cruelties that are done in her name!" 
It was cruel and unjust that here-in 
five minutes or less-the ties of a 
marriage should be cut through, as 
if with that sword Justice held in her 
hand. A few words, the scratch of 
a pe n on legal papers- and she would 
no longer have the right to call Joe 
Mar lin he r husband! He would be 
what he called "free"- free to ruin his 
life as he pleased, having ruined 
her s. 

Dave was coming toward her. 
"We're all ready, Mary-" 

Something that was not Mary Mar
lin, not the woman who had lived for 
years only to do as her husband bade 
her, made her cry out: "No, I won't! 
I won't let this go on! It's wrong, 
it's-too soon. I won't let you di
vorce me!" 

While the bailiff rapped for order, 
she saw the relief on David's face, the 
black anger on Joe's. But she knew 
she had done what she wanted to do. 
They would not get her to change 
her mind. 

Fifteen minutes later, she was able 
to face Joe in an anteroom and tell 
him, quite calmly, ''I'm sorry, Joe. I 
haven't gone back on my word. I 
win let you have a divorce if you 
still want one six months from now. 
But not now." 

"This is perfectly insane!" Joe 
argued. "What a ridiculous situation 
for us both-living here in Cedar 
Springs, married but not married-" 

"I don't intend to stay here," she 
said, and was surprised to realize that 
a decision had been forming in her 
mind quite without ner knowledge. 
"I'm going away for a while. To 
New York, I think. I won't embar
rass you at all. You can stay in the 
house, of course, and Annie will take 
very good care of you-" 

"I wouldn't think of living there!" 
"No? Well, then" I'll close the 

house, and Annie can work for the 
Adamses, next door. Margaret Adams 
has always envied me for having 
Annie." 

"Mary, you've lost yoUr mind: What 
in the world will you do in New 
York?" 

"I haven't the least idea," she said. 
"But I'd rather like to see the place. 
They say it's interesting." 

She left him on that careless note, 
but she had to wave Dave aside with 
a hurried, "I'll call you up later," and 
go swiftly through the streets in order 
to reach ,home before the hysterical, 
racking tears came. 

It was on the following day that 
she left Cedar Springs for New York. 

E ASTER came gently, that year, to 
the mid-west. A damp, warm 

wind blew from the south, seeming to 
carry with it the very stuff of re
awakening life. In Cedar Springs, the 
trees of the Square were still leafless, 
but a green haze shrouded them with 
the promise of foliage to come. The 
hyacinth and tulip bulbs Mary Mar
lin had planted the autumn before 
thrust knife-like shoots through the 
leaf-mold near the foundation of the 
shuttered and deserted house. 

Then, on Easter Sunday itself, the 
shutters were flung back. Mary had 
returned. 

Bill and Cynthia, the two Adams 
children, were the first to see her, 
and they ran shouting with excite
ment to their mother. But within a 
few hours everyone in Cedar Springs 
knew of her return, for she went to 
the Old Church with the Adams 
family, and sat in their pew while 
from his own pew a few rows back 
Joe Marlin gazed at her with such in
tensity he heard scarcely a word of 
the sermon. 

It was Mary-but it was not Mary, 
either. The months in New York had 
effected a startling transformation. 
She was as slim as a girl, her skin 
was soft and fresh, her features had 
lost the fuzziness which years of 
humdrum living had brought them. 
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There was a deeper change, too, peo
ple realized as they greeted her. She 
wore tranquillity like a garment, like 
one of those severely plain and star
tlingly expensive gowns you find in 
exclusive shops. 

People chuckled with good-natured 
malice over Joe Marlin's expression 
when he first saw her. 

"He was simply dazzled! No won
der, of course-but it did my heart 
good, after the way he treated her." 

"He's still pretty thick with that 
Gibbons girl, though." 

"Oh, yes. But I wouldn't be sur
prised if he's thinking maybe he made 
a bad bargain." 

No one read Joe's thoughts, though. 
Mary herself could not read them 

when on Easter Monday, he ·came to 
see h~r. She was in the garden, dig
ging with bare hands, and this helped 
to break the initial strangeness and 
tensity between them, for she was ap
plying some fertilizer she had found 
in the garage, which Joe said was 
poor stuff. Before either of them 
quite realized what was happening, 
he was on his knees beside her. 

He looked at her quizzically. "You 
know, of course, you've changed." 

"Yes, I know. But it's really quite 
simple. You remember Henriette 
Gordon, Joe?" 

"Of course. Funny little dark kid, 
wasn't she? Used to pal around with 
you in ~rammar school?" 

"That s the one. Only now she's 
Madame Henriette, Inc., of Fifth A ve
nue. I just happened to run into her 
after I'd been in New York a few 
days-the most amazing coincidence." 
(Yes, New York had taught Mary 
many things. Once a phrase like 
"most amazing coincidence" would 
have been as strange upon her lips 
as Latin.) "She took me in hand and 
made me over. I've been staying with 
her at her penthouse." 

Beyond the hedge, the clear young 
voices of .Bill and Cynthia Adams 
were raised. Obviously, they were 
coming to see Mary. "Oh, Lord," Joe 
said. "I wanted to talk to you. Can't 
we escape the kids?" 

Mary laughed. "Only if we run 
right now. And I don't know where 
to run." 

"Come on-get in my car and we'll 
take a ride. Quick!" 

"All right." He couldn't help no
ticing the grace with which she leaped 
to her feet-and ran with him to the 
car. Then they were rolling down 
the length of Main Street, out into the 
odorous countryside. 

After a time he stopped the car and 
they walked a little, through a patch 
of woods where the ground was still 
spongily damp. There was a pleas
ant feeling of companionship between 
them, as if they were two strangers 
who had only recently met, rather en
joyed each other's company, but had 
no real common bond. It was a safe 
feeling. If they could only hold to 
it, Mary thought, this hour would be 
agreeable and uneventful. Suddenly 
she decided she did not want it to be 
uneventful. 

"Have you been all right, Joe?" 
"Oh-so-so," he said guardedly

and then, in abrupt decision. "No 
not very. In fact, that's what I wanted 
to talk to you about. I might want 
to sell the house, if you'd agree." 

"Sell the house!" She was shocked. 
Selling that house was like-like sell
ing years of her life. 

"Well, things haven't been so good," 
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he admitted, scuffing the ground with 
his feet as he walked. "There haven't 
been many clients. You know how 
people--feel-about divorce." 

"Oh," she almost whispered. "Oh, 
I'm sorry." 

"No need for you to be. I'm the 
one--" He frowned, and hurried on. 
"Probably I won't have to sell it. I 
only wanted to mention it to you. 
But if you feel badly about it-it's 
yours as much as mine." 

The sense of comradeship was gone 
now; they were awkward, ill-at-ease. 
Mary looked down at the ground. 
Under the pine-needles and' dead 
leaves Joe had scuffed aside she saw 
a spray of tender green, crested with 
tiny white flowers. "Joe--Iook! It's 
arbutus-the first of the season, hid
ing under the pine-needles." 

He, too, was glad of the diversion. 
He bent and lifted the spray with 
a gentle finger, then pinched it off. 

"Here, Mary. To remember me 
by." 

"Joe!" In that moment she saw that 
he looked tired, that his clothes were 
the slightest bit shabby, and that his 
brown eyes were wistful. "To re
member him by!" Yes, she needed a 
talisman to help her do that, because 
already the Joe she had spent so many 
years with was in the past. She had 
expected to feel a tug at her heart 
when she saw him again, after these 
months of separation. It hadn't come, 
and she'd been grateful. Now she 
thought it might never come. Love 
for him was still in her heart, but it 
was a different love. A pitying love 
-and how Joe would hate that! 

Impulsively, as she took the arbu
tus from him, she bent and picked 
another spray. "And I'll give you 
one, too. " 

"Thank you," he said gravely. "I'll 
always keep it." 

I Soon afterward, they returned to 
. the car and drove back to town, talk

ing of unimportant things. As he left 
her he asked, "What are' your plans, 
Mary? Are you thinking of staying 
in Cedar Springs?" 

"I think," she said, "I'd l1ke to
for a while." 

"Good." She had the impression 
that the gayety of his smile was a 
little forced as he waved and drove 
away. 

There never was such a spring, 
everyone said. Day followed day in 

serene progression, punct uat d only 
now and then by J USt the righ t amount 
of rain. Mary lived quietly seeing 
a little of the Adamses, much of Annie, 
nothing of Joe and v ry litH more 
of David Post. No t once did she see 
Sally Gibbons, but Mar garet Adams 
told her the girl was lilling in an 
apartment downtown- presumably, 
since she did not work. an apa rtment 
paid far by Joe. 

Always, through th e days, one 
thought kept Mary dubious company. 
I must keep my promise t o Joe. I must 
give him his divorce. For since he has 
not given her up, he mtl$t sriU 
want it. 

Then, on a warm evening, David 
came to see her. 

As he talked, q uietly, putting 'orth 
facts in their order after t h e way of 
lawyers, she felt ihat he waS telling 
her the plot of some story she had 
read long ago, in a dream.. A tragic 
story, wlthout grandeur. 

"And things have b en gellin~ 
worse and worse for him. I don t . 
know the details-only that h was 
spending too much, and earning al 
most nothing. There were SOme Se
curities he sold for a friend of h is, on 
commission, but th ai mon ey didn't 
last long. I tried to help him, but 
he wouldn't accept anything from 
me." 

"The girl?" Mary asked. "Sally 
Gibbons?" 

"I don't know what happened there. 
Joe didn't confide in me. But I've 
known for some time he was disillu 
siQned, sick at heart ... as I was sure 
he would be, eveniuall?:, with a girl 
like that. And now he s gone, Mary. 
He's gone to try for a new start. That's 
all he said in the not h e 1 fl fo r me." 

In the silence, a bird chirped sleep
ily from its nest outside the open win
dow. Slowly, Mary's head dropped. 
She hid her face b iween her cupp d 
hands. 

"Oh, Joe!" she m urm ur ed, so faint ly 
David Post scarcely heard her. "Poor 
Joe! What has he done io h Is lire-
and to mine?" 

Has the rift between Mary (lttd Joe 
become so broad and deep that they 
can never ('ross it? · Don't fail to con
tinue this exciting story of a fasci
nating woman's life in the April issue 
of RADIO MIRROR Magazine. 

Woman of Courage 
Continued from page 32 

less for a year, in Farmington." 
William Moore actually looked sur

prised. Then, he stood up. "Now," 
he said, "if you'd like to see New 
York, I'd be only too happy to take 
you about. " 

"Oh, no," Martha said. "I'll get 
around by myself. I think it might 
be sort of fun t o get lost here. Don't 
worry about me. Just take me to a 
bank so I can cash this check and 
have five thousand dollars of it trans
ferred to the joint account I have 
with my husband in Farmington. He 
might need some money." 

In spite of William Moore's efforts 
to get Martha's case on the Court 
calendar , the Courts closed for the 
summer before the will was probated. 
Martha wanted to return to Farm
ington, but William Moore urged her 
to stay in Old Port and even sug
gested that she send for her family. 

Martha put off her final decision 
on that, however, until she saw the 
house in Old Port. It was a beautiful 
house, a white, Colonial house with 
twenty-five rooms and rolling, green 
lawns that ran smoothly down to a 
wide strip of private beach. 

"But it looks so lonely and cold." 
Martha said. "As if no one had ever 
lived here-as if no one had ever 
been happy here." 

"You're right," William Moore 
said. "No one ever was happy here." 
Then he added, "But you would 
change that." 

"No " Mar tha said. "You don't un
dersta~d. I-this is all too grand. 
It's lovely - beautiful- but, well. 
we're not this kind of people. I don't 
know what would happen to us, if we 
lived here." . 

She was thinking of Lucy, whose 
letters had been full of wanting 
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to come East. Martha had written 
home about some of the people she'd 
met through William Moore, people 
whose names were so well known 
socially that they had even pene
trated to Farmington. And Lucy was 
lonfing to come to Old Port and be a 
rea debutante and, in her own words, 
"-knock the eyes out of the girls at 
home." 

Martha didn't open the big house. 
Instead, she rented a small, ivy 
grown cottage with windows looking 
out on the sea. She refused most of 
the invitations that William Moore 
arranged for her and she was very 
lonely for her family. Perhaps it 
was this loneliness that finally made 
her give in to Lucy's pleas arid Jim's 
arguing that they had no right to 
deny ~ucy the advantages she would 
have in Old Port. 

L UCy'S arrival put an end to Mar
tha's quiet days and evenings in her 

cottage. Lucy not only insisted that 
Martha accept all of William Moore's 
invitations, she watched the Society 
columns avidly and gave broad hints 
as to the affairs she would like to 
attend and the people she would like 
to meet. Martha couldn't help ad
miring William Moore's kindness and 
patience. 

And the night of "Liz" Kane's 
Charity Ball surpassed everything 
else. Lucy took the invitation as a 
personal triumph. "Liz" Kane was 
the leader of New York and Old Port 
Society. Martha was rather pleased 
with the invitation, too, but only be
cause it seemed to her to mean, more 
or less, that Lucy hadn't made too 
much of a fool of herself. It wasn't 
until quite late in the evening that 
Martha learned the invitation had 
been for her sake and not for Lucy's. 

"Liz" Kane sought her out. "Mrs. 
JaCkson," this maker and breaker of 
social Careers said, holding her hand 
warmly, "I've been wanting to meet 
you. William has told me so much 
about you-and those quiet after
noons in your garden. Please, invite 
me soon. You know," she whispered 
confidentially, "I can hardly wait for 
Fall, when I can hide away on my 
farm and let down my hair. " 

They laughed together and talked, 
casually. like old friends. Then, "Liz" 
Kane said, "I knew I would like you. 
I do. That's why I'm going to tell 
you this. Your daughter-keep an 
eye on her." 

Martha was startled. "Lucy-has 
she done something wrong?" 

"No," the other woman smiled. 
"But she just went out with Steve 
Holbert. And they've been dancing 
together for an hour. Steve's a nice 
boy-good family, background-but 
-no money. Steve's like a bee 
around girls-only in his case, the 
honey is money." She patted Mar
tha's hand. "Don't worry, too much. 
Steve's not serious. I just think you 
and your daughter are too nice to be 
hurt, that's all." 

Left alone , Martha wandered 
through the spacious rooms and gar
dens, looking for Lucy. She tried 
to put aside her worry, but it kept 
nagging at her. It was one thing to 
know (his about Steve Holbert, but 
quite another to tell Lucy. She 
couldn't find Lucy, anywhere. Nor 
did the girl come back to the Ball. 

William Moore drove Martha home. 
She pretended to be unconcerned 
about Lucy, but, as soon as he had I 
left, she put on a shawl and sat out 
on the ivy covered porch to wait. It 
MARCH. 1942 . 
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seemed an eternity before the head
lights of a car broke the slightly 
foggy darkness. 

"Good night, pre cious," a rich, 
young voice whispered tensely. There 
was a long silence and Martha's heart 
sank. Then a car door opened and 
closed. "Tennis at eleven, beautiful!" 

"Good night, Steve," Lucy said and, 
somehow, it sounded like a song. Lucy 
floated up the walk. When she 
stepped into the faint light from the 
doorway, she seemed to be shining 
with a light all her own. Her eyes 
were starry and looking far ' away 
into a world into which Martha could 
not follow her. She didn't seem sur
prised to find her mother waiting up 
for her. She threw herself into Mar
tha's lap and hugged her furiously. 

"Oh," she sighed in that same sing
ing voice, "it's been such a wonderful 
evening. Mother, I'm so happy!" 

Martha knew she couldn't say any
thing then. She would have to wait 
for a more appropriate time, a time 
when Lucy wasn't intoxicated with 
excitement and success. Only there 
was no such time, not in all the fort
night that followed. Lucy seemed to 
be wound up like a top, going, going, 
going, all the time. The very air 
seemed to have the effect of cham
pagne on her. And Martha couldn't 
find the right way to stop her, warn 
her. 

THEN, one evening two weeks after 
the Charity Ball, Lucy went to a 

Yacht Club dance with Steve-and
returned alone. Martha had been 
reading and she looked up, startled, 
when she heard the door close. 

Lucy was leaning against the door, 
slumped against it, as if she couldn't 
stand alone. "Mother," she said, very 
softly, with a great deal of effort. "I 
want to go home, Right away." Sud
denly, she crumpled to the floor, cov
ering her face with her handS and 
sobbing wildly. 

Martha ran to her and sat down 
beside her. She held her close in her 
arms, cradling the shuddering girl 
like a baby. "Oh, Mother!" Lucy 
cried desperately. "I love him so 
much. I thought he loved me. He 
said he did." 

A lot of it was incoherent, but Mar
tha pieced it together. There had 
been another girl, before Lucy-a 
girl with whom Steve had quarreled. 
But tonight she had beckoned hIm 
back, and he had forgotten all about 
Lucy, leaving her to the humiliating 
realization that she had always been 
second best with him, no more. 

The next morning, Lucy was still 
firm about leaving Old Port and, 
while Martha didn't entirely approve 
of her running away, she was a little 
glad to get Lucy away from any 
chance of making up with Steve. 
Martha wanted to go home, too, but 
William Moore assured her that her 
case was bound to get on the calendar 
soon and she would just have to 
come right back again. So, Lucy got 
on the train alone, a sad, subdued 
Lucy, who- Martha noticed- couldn't 
keep her eyes from scanning the peo
ple on the platform, looking for 
someone, looking for Steve, .hoping 
up to the last minute . 

Every day, Martha looked forward 
to hearing that her case was coming 
up and she could go home. She was 
a little restless with waiting and 
strangely uneasy, without quite 
knowing why. The letters she got 
from home were all cheerful, except 
Lucy's, who seemed to strain too hard 
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to disguise the unhappiness left by 
Steve's desertion. 

IN September, one afternoon, Mar-
tha was sitting in her garden, re

reading a letter from Cora, when Wil
liam Moore dropped in. She was so 
deep in her thoughts . that she didn't 
even hear him drive up. 

"Hello!" he called. Martha started. 
"1 have good news for you. Your case 
comes up day after tomorrow." 

"Oh," Martha said. "I'm glad." 
"And I thought you were happy 

here," William Moore said, half jok
ingly, half seriously. 

"It isn't that," Martha said. "It's
I have a feeling that everything isn't 
going right at home. My sister-in
law has written me such a strange 
letter-almost as if she wanted me to 
understand something she hasn't 
written down. She says Lucy's fine 
and very busy-but she doesn't say 
at what. And she says that Jim's 
looking wonderful and he's very ac
tive-but she doesn't say why he's so 
active. And Cora is usually' so frank 
with me about everything. About 
the only thing she does say is that 
Lillian J:las been neglecting the 
store." 

"Does that matter very much, 
now?" William Moore asked. 

"Of course, it does!" Martha said. 
"Even if I do close it, or sell it-I 
don't want it to fail. I'm proud of 
that store." 

"I know," William Moore said. 
"And you're anxious to get home, too, 
aren't you?" Martha nodded. "Well, 
we should be able to straighten out 
everything in two or three weeks." 

"So long?" Martha asked in .dis
may. 

"Your uncle's estate is a little in
volved," he explained. "It will take 
at least two weeks before we can 
turn over a complete accounting· to 
you." 

"But I don't have to be here for 
that, do I?" Martha asked. 

William Moore lowered his eyes. 
"No," he confessed softly. "I guess 
not. I-I thought I could keep you 
here just a little longer. I-I'm going 
to miss you." 

THE sincerity in his voice warmed 
and flattered Martha. It was plea

sant to think that she had been able 
to win the friendship of this clever, 
sophisticated Easterner. 

He took her hand. "1 guess we 
can't keep you here," he said regret
fully, "if you really want to get back. 
And once the will is settled there'll 
no longer be any real reason for you 
to stay in Old Port." 

In spite of his apparent agreement 
to complete all the legal details, it 
seemed to Martha that he still wel
comed any delay. But at last every
thing had been done, whether he 
really wished it done or not. Martha 
felt a twinge of sadness, when he said 
goodbye to her in the deep, noisy 
station in New York, just before the 
train pulled away from the platform. 
But, as the express sped farther and 
farther away, rushing her back to
wards Farmington, he faded from her 
thoughts. 

It was nine o'clock and just getting 
dark, when the train pulled into 
Farmington. Martha got off the train, 
her heart beating rapidly, excitedly. 

"Mrs. Jackson!" Martha looked 
down the dimly lit platform. "Mrs. 
Jackson!" It was Johnny Long, run-
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ning toward her, out of breath and 
disheveled. "Boy!" Johnny said. 
"Hello! I just made it!" 

"Hello, Johnny," Martha said. 
"Where are the others?" 

"They're all waiting at home," 
Johnny said with a grin. "It's a sur-
prise." -

For some reason , Martha's heart 
sank. She walked silently to Johnny'~ 
rattletrap car and got in. She wasn't 
even very surprised when Johnny 
took a different road home. They 
stopped before a large, newly 
painted, white house. Every window 
was brightly lit and music was pour
ing into the quiet tree lined street. 

Before they had a chance to ring 
the bell, a man in livery opened the 
door. Martha stared at him. 

"Welcome, home, Madame," he 
said with a bow. -

Martha had a sudden urge to laugh. 
The only thing that stopped her was 
Tommy, hurtling down the sweeping 
staircase and throwing himself into 
her arms .. 

"Mamma! Mamma!" Tommy cried. 
Then, suddenly, they were all 

there. Lucy, Jim, Lillian, all hug
ging her and fussing and talking. 
Cora stood at the foot of the stairs 
until all the greetings were over. 
Then, she came forward and kissed 
Martha. "I tried to stop them," she 
whispered. 

Martha patted her shoulder and 
whispered, "I know." Then, she 
turned to Lucy, lovely in a white 
dance dress. "It's a nice house," she 
said, "but the rent-" 

"Rent?" Lillian interrupted. "Jim 
bought it for you." 

"Don't you like it, Martha?" Jim 
asked anxiously. 
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"I haven't seen it, yet," Martha 
said. 

Lucy and Lillian led her through 
the house. And the more she saw, 
the more she was reminded of the 
house in Old Port. This one was 
almost as large. Everything in it 
was new and carefully chosen. 

They had saved the living room for 
last and Martha caught her breath as 
they entered it. The room was im
mense and beautiful, but to Martha, 
it looked like a room on a stage. 
There were people in it-all her 
friends-but they looked uncomfort
able and out of place. In an alcove, 
a four-piece orchestra was playing 
and a few of the younger people were 
dancing. 

MARTHA'S presence seemed to 
ease the tension a little. She 

greeted all her old friends warmly 
and managed to make them relax. 
She even joked with them about the 
waiters Lucy had got from a caterer. 
"Lucy's doing it up big, isn't she?" 
she laughed. That seemed to make 
them feel more at home. 

Then Lucy sang. Martha looked 
questioningly at Jim, but he was 
beaming with pride and happiness. 
To Martha, Lucy looked and sounded 
like a caricature. And Martha could 
feel the discomfort of the others and 
their polite applause made her 
ashamed. Afterwards, Lucy brought 
over a little man with lots of wild, 
black hair and introduced him as her 
singing teacher, and suddenly Martha 
was filled with a vexed. sort of pity, 
knowing that this misguided excur
sion of Lucy's into singing was really 
a desperate attempt to find a way of 
forgetting Old Port and what had 
happened there. 

Martha was bewildered and tired 
and a little angry. She wondered 
whether her friends would be very 
hurt, if she asked them to go home. 
Happily, they began to leave in 
groups and, when they had all gone, 
Martha sank wearily into one of the 
deep chairs and waited for her family 
to make some explanations. 

"It's wonderful to have you home, 
Martha," Jim said, taking her hand 
tE'nderly. "We missed you." 

They started then, all talking at 
once. Lucy bubbled, on and on, 
about her wonderful singing teacher 
and the future he was promising 
her. 

"And only ten dollars a lesson!" 
Lillian put in. 

No one seemed to notice Martha's 
gasp of amazement, but Cora, who 
pursed her lips as if to say, "Wait, 
there's more." Jim talked about what 
a bargain the house was-of course, 
it wasn't a ll paid for, yet, but they'd 

nad no trouble in getting credit and 
Lucy had really done very well with 
the interior d ecorators from Twin 
Falls. 

"I hate to spoil your fun," Martha 
said, a little wearily, a little sadly, 
"but haven't you run away with 
yourselves a bit? You know, I still 
don't know how much money I'm 
going to get." 

This was plainly a shock to them. 
Jim's face grew very serious and 
fear clutched at Martha's heart. She 
knew her Jim very well. He hadn't 
told her everything, yet. 

Cora went home and the others 
went upstairs to bed. Martha poked 
up the fire. "Come sit over here, Jim," 
she said. "Let's visit-the old way, 
darling." 

Jim wheeled his chair over to the 
fireplace. "Martha," he began a bit 
timidly, "You wrote that everything 
was all right." 

"Yes," she said. "It is. There was 
no trouble about the will. But it 
will be a couple of weeks before I get 
the accounts. 

"Oh," Jim seemed relieved. "That's 
soon enough." 

"For what?" 
"Well," Jim brightened. "You see, 

Martha, I had a chance to turn a good 
business deal. I heard-purely by 
accident, mind you-that there's go
ing to be another defense factory 
here in Farmington. And-well-I 
got in on the ground floor. Know 
what I did?" he asked prOUdly. "I 
bought the land where they're going 
to build it. They'll have to buy from 
me." 

"How do you know?" .Martha 
asked. 

"There were some men here, 
choosing a site-and I happened to 
find out which one they decided on," 
Jim said. 

"I see," Martha said. "And what 
did you pay for it?" 

"Well, I put down the five thou
sand you sent me from New York 
and signed a note for the r est." He 
was beaming again. "That's why I 
wanted to know when-you see, I 
have to pay Wilkins the balance in 
thirty days." 

I T was very late and there were so 
many things to straighten out, that 

Martha didn't have the heart to start 
them. She was afraid of this deal of 
Jim's, but she was also afraid of hurt
ing him needlessly. What if he had 
done the right thing? She pretended 
to be pleased and proud of him and 
she kissed him tenderly and went up 
to her room. 

In the next few days, she was very 
busy. She was happy to learn that 
the liveried butler had disappeared 
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with the caterer's truck. It was a 
painful thing to do, but she made 
Lucy go to the Music Academ:y in 
Twin Falls and sing for the audition 
board there. Her heart ached for her 
daughter while the singing coach ex
plained to her that, although her 
voice was pleasant, it would be a 
waste of time and money to train it. 
She was proud, however, to see the 
way Lucy took it. 

"I guess I was kind of a dope, 
huh?" Lucy said on the bus. 

"No dear," Martha said. You were 
just in too much of a hurry to do 
something. We'll take it a little more 
slowly-find out what you really 
want to do in life and then work for 
that." And neither of them men
tioned Steve Holbert. 

Martha also took the store in hand. 
Lillian had jumbled the accounts 
shamefully and the store was almost 
completely depleted of stock. In a 
way, though, Martha was glad there 
was so much work to do there. It 
kept her mind off Jim's big deal. And 
he was very secretive. He was afraid 
even to talk about it, for fear some
one might hear. 

One after noon, Martha had occasion 
to go to the bank on some business. 
As she was leaving, she ran into 
George Harrison. 

"Hello, Martha," he said warmly. 
"I was coming to see you today. I 
just got back from a business trip. 
How is everything? And let me con
gratulate you on your good fortune." 

Martha smiled a little wryly. "I 
still have no idea whether it's a good 
fortune, or not," she said. 

"Oh, well," George said. "At least, 
you're not likely to fall prey to this 
Albert Silvers, who's just skipped 
town with the life savings of some 
of our most prominent citizens." 

"Who is he?" Martha asked, swal
lowing her panic. 

"Some swindler the police are look
ing for," George said casually. "He 
goes about the country, talking peo
ple into buying worthless land by 
spreading word that defense plants 
are going to be built on it." 

Martha hardly knew how she got 
away from George. She went back 
to the store and tried to work, but 
nothing went properly. All she could 
think about was Jim, how he would 
take this news. She didn't care so 
much about the money. It was the 
blow to his self esteem. He had made 
another mistake and she would have 
to tell him. 

ALL through dinner, she avoided 
Jim's eyes and made a terrible 

effort to behave normally. After 
Lucy had gone out with Johnny Long 
and Tommy had been put to bed, she 
went into Jim's den. 

"Jim," she said softly, "what was 
the name of the man who sold you 
that land?" 

Jim looked at her in surprise. 
"Was it Albert Silvers?" Martha 

asked. 
Jim flushed with irritation. "So, 

it's got around. I'll miss out on the 
deal." 

Simply, keeping any hint of criti
cism out of her voice, Martha told 
him what she had learned from 
George Harrison. Jim's face got very 
red, then it went pale. 

"I don't believe it!" Jim said. 
Just then the doorbell rang. Mar

tha was annoyed and pretended not 
to have heard it. She looked at Jim 
steadily. His lips were colorless. 

"It's all right, Jim," she said. "It 
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doesn't matter, darling." 
His lips twisted into a crooked 

smile and he stared at her coldly. "It 
does matter," he said. 

The doorbell rang again, insistent
ly. Martha went out Qf Jim's study, 
almost running through the long liv
ing room, hurrying to still the shrill, 
repetitious scream of the bell. She 
wrenched open the door, angrily 
ready to reprimand the visitor. It 
was William Moore. 

He put out his hand. "Martha," he 
smiled. "Forgive me for not wiring 
that I was coming. But I had some 
business in Chicago and I thought I 
might just as well bring you those 
accounts at the same time." 

A little dazed and hoping a Iittle 
that he had brought good news, news 
that would make Jim forget the loss 
of the five thousand dollars, Martha 
greeted William Moore and led him 
back to Jim's den. She was glad to 
see that Jim had pulled himself to
gether. He was cordial to the lawyer 
and even joined in their idle, small 
talk. His eyes were a little feverish 
and Martha knew he must be having 
difficulty in keeping from asking Wil
liam Moore what his news was. 

"I hate to sound too anxious," Mar
tha said, when she couldn't bear the 
suspense any longer, "but-well, you 
know." 

William Moore smiled apologeti
cally. "Yes," he said, "the money." 
He took a thick batch of papers out 
of his brief-case and spread them out 
on Jim's work table. "That's really 
why I came out myself. I want to 
explain it all to you." 

For almost an hour, they looked at 
figures, at additions and subtractions. 
at deductions and interests. At first, 
none of it made any sense to Martha, 
but gradually, with William Moore's 
patient voice explaining details, she 
began to see the meaning. 

And suddenly, she knew very 
clearly why her instinct had made 
her hold back, restrain her dreams 
and desires, from the first moment 
when she had heard of her inherit
ance. Her instinct had been right. 
She had never been an heiress--not 
the way Jim and Lucy and Lillian 
had thought. To her, at this moment, 
it was not a surprise to learn that 
when the taxes and debts and law
yers' fees were paid, Uncle Whitney's 
estate would yield at the most a mod
est few thousand dollars. 

Martha looked at Jim. He had 
' stopped listening to William Moore. 

He had shrunk back in his wheel· 
chair, as though he wanted to pull 
himself away from them, get as fal 
away as possible. Then, he seemed 
to feel Martha's eyes on him and hE:! 
raised his eyes to hers. His face was 
cold, expressionless, but in his eyes 
there was a smouldering look af ac
cusation and-almost-hatred. 

Martha shivered slightly. She 
could read that look as plainl~ as .if 
he had put it into words. "It s your 
fault," his eyes were saying. "It's 
your fault. You've won again. You've 
made a fool of me again. You knew 
this would happen and you let me go 
ahead. I'm a failure and a fool-but 
it's your fault. " 

It will take all of Martha's courage 
and resource to cure Jim of this 
twisted resentment and convince him 
that the loss of her money means less 
than nothing to her if he will only 
put his mistake behind him. Be sure 
to read the conclusion of this moving 
serial in next month's RADIO MIRROR. 
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Because I Loved You 
Continued from page 37 

I'd like very much to take you to 
dinner." 

Although I was annoyed at his pre
sumption, for a wild crazy instant, 
sheer loneliness tempted me to ac
cept his invitation. Then my better 
judgment prevailed. No matter how 
lonesome you are, I told myself firm
ly, you certainly aren't going to make 
a date with a man you've never seen 
before. 

"I'm sorry," I said coldly and re
placed the receiver. A little later 
the phone rang a second time, but 
I wouldn't let myself answer it. The 
next morning when I turned in my 
key at the desk I found a letter wait
ing for me. "Dear Miss Adams," I 
read. "I'm sorry if I sounded fresh 
over the phone-I didn't mean to be. 
I tried to call you back later to ex
plain, but there was no answer. I'm 
enclosing a ticket for a broadcast. It's 
only fifteen minutes long, but if you 
like Southern plantation songs I'm 
sure you will like the way our quar
tette sings them. I'm not one of the 
singers, only the announcer, but I 
hope you will accept the ticket to
gether with my apologies for any 
annoyance my phone call may have 
caused you. Sincerely, Bill Stuart." 

I CARRIED the letter and ticket 
around with me all day, unable to 

decide whether to attend the broad
cast or not. If this were just another 
effort of Bill Stuart's to make a date 
with me, I'd be foolish to go, but if 
the apology were as sincere as it 
sounded it would be unkind of me to 
ignore it. In the end I'm afraid it 
was largely curiosity to see a broad
cast that made me go, but after my 
hasty inspection of the unfamiliar 
surroundings of the studio it was Bill 
Stuart, standing by the announcer's 
microphone, who had my attention. 

He was taller than any of the men 
in the quartette on the opposite side 
of the platform and he had dark hair 
which, beneath the lights, showed 
more than a trace of red. From time 
to time I saw him glance around the 
room and I smiled to myself as I real
ized that he must be trying to decide 
which member of the audience was 
the girl he had talked to on the pre
vious night. 

When the program was over and 
the audience was filing out, a girl 
moved down the aisle toward the 
platform. I saw Bill step forward 
eagerly, his face alight, then as the 
girl called one of the singers by name 
I saw him draw back, embarrassment 
and disappointment written on his 
face. It was this quick change of 
expression which made me sense that 
instead of the typical "fresh guy" I 
had suspected him of being he was 
an e.n~irely diffe~ent kind of person
senSItive, but frIendly and nice just 
like the boys I'd been brought up 
with. Impulsively I walked toward 
him and held out my hand. 

"I'm Elizabeth Adams, Mr. Stuart." 
His face lighted up again and he 

jumped lightly from the platform, 
catching my hand in his own. "I'm 
certainly glad to see you, Miss 
Adams." 

He spoke with such fervor that I 
felt myself blushing. "I'm-I'm very 
glad to be here," I stammered. 

Bill ignored my embarrassment and 
asked, "Did you enjoy the program?" 
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"Very much," I answered. "I've 
never seen a broadcast before. I've 
never," I smiled, more at ease now, 
"even seen any radio stars before." 

"Then let's go down to the drug
store and have a drink," Bill sug
gested. "One of our big shows goes 
on at nine o'clock and lots of the stars 
stop in for coffee or sodas before go
ing on the air." 

I felt that I should refuse, felt that 
I should thank him for the ticket he 
had sent me and then go back to my 
hotel, but there was something so 

I warm and appealing in his manner 
'I that instead of refusing I said, "Why, 
I'd like to," and a moment later we 
were seated in the drugstore and Bill 
was pointing out star after star whom 
I had heard on the air but had never 
expected to see. 

B ETWEEN times, Bill told me a 
little about himself, how he had 

worked his way through a Southern 
university by operating a small radio 
station which sold advertising to the 
local merchants and how he had be
come so interested in broadcasting 
that he had given up his intention to 
practice law after graduation and had 
gone to work for the Federal Broad
casting Association. He hadn't been 
here very long and although he was 
enthusiastic about his work I got the 
feeling that he had suffered from 
loneliness as much as I had. I found 
myself warming to him as he talked 
about his ambition to make a name 
for himself in radio- "Though now," 
he remarked cheerfully, "I'm work
ing for peanuts with only this one 
show to do." 

When we finally left the drugstore 
we walked slowly back to my hotel 
and .when Bill left me in the lobby 
with the understanding that we 
would have dinner together on the 
following night I felt that we had 
been friends for years instead of for 
one short evening. 

That dinner was the first of many 
and before long the loneliness that 
I found so dreary was only a mem
ory for Bill and I were together 
almost every moment of our free 
time. We explored every section of 
the city, laughing delightedly at our 
"discoveries," as Bill called them, and 
as if by magic it became the fasci-

'I nating, thrilling place I had always 
pictured in my imagination. 

It w as only a short time, though, 
before I had to confess that the magic 
was due not so much to what I saw 
as to the fact that I was seeing it with 
Bill. The Empire Tower became a 
fairy castle because it was there that 
Bill said huskily, "You're beautiful, 
Elizabeth, with the wind Whipping 
your curls around your face." The 
gr imy steps of an elevated station 
were more picturesque than the 
marble st airw ay of a king's palace 
because it was there that I stumbled 
one day and Bill, to steady me, 
caugh t me close in his arms. Such 
mom ents. as these .made m e . hope, 
even belIeve, that BIll was fallIng in 
love with me as I had with him, 
though he n ever told me so in words. 
He never would, I felt, until those 
words could carry with them the as
sur ance that he could support a wife. 

But happy as I waS WIth Bill, my 
fa ilure to find work clouded that 
happiness. Before, I had had the 
comfortable feeling that if a job 
d idn 't ma terialize I could always re 
turn home; now the very thought of 

' going home w as torture for me, be
I cause it would mean separation from 

him. Spurred on by my love for him, 
I redoubled my efforts to secure a 
position. I pored over the help 
wanted columns in the daily papers, 
interviewed countless people and 
wrote letter after letter, obsessed 
with the necessity to find something 
-anything-that would keep me 
close to him. But all my efforts went 
for nothing and when finally my 
savings had shrunk to barely enough 
to cover one more week's hotel bill 
and ticket home, I had to admit defeat. 
I would have to go back home. 

Bill had been as unhappy as I had 
been over my lack of success and 
for this reason I put off telling him 
my decision as long as I could, but 
at last I could put it off no longer. 
We were alone in the broadcasting 
studio, the same room in which I had 
first seen him, when I said, "I'm go
ing home at the end of the week, Bill," 

Bill didn't say anything and I felt 
my heart turn cold within me. Sup
pose I had only imagined that he 
loved me. Suppose, after all, my 
leaving would make no difference to 
him. I held my breath as though my 
very life depended on his reply, then 
I saw his face turn pale. 

"Elizabeth," he cried hoarsely. 
"You don't mean that. Oh, my darling, 
I can't let you go!" He caught me in 
his arms then and I felt his lips, hard 
and sweet, against my own. Neyer 
had I known such ecstasy as his kiss 
and never had I known such despair 
as when he repeated heartbrokenly, 
"I can't let you go, Elizabeth-and I 
can't do anything to keep you here!" 

For long, bitter-sweet moments we 
clung together, then I heard the 
words I had been longing to hear. 
"I've loved you from the first mo
ment I saw you," Bill whispered. 
"I've hoped every minute of that time 
that by some miracle I could get a 
decent job, so that I could ask you to 
marry me. And instead," his voice 
was bitter, "I'll have to let you walk 
out of my life-because I can't ask 
you to wait for me." The misery and 
despair he put into his words were 
like knives cutting through my heart 
and to stop his flood of self reproach 
I lifted my lips to his. 

"I'll wait forever, Bill," I sobbed. 
That night, for the first time since 

I was a child, I cried myself to sleep 
-cried for happiness, because Bill 
loved me; cried for grief, because 
there was no hope for our love. 

I T was with this hopelessness 
pounding in my brain that, next 

morning, I dressed and went down
stairs to a miracle that awaited me
a letter offering me a clerical position 
in the Publicity Department of Bill's 
own firm, the Federal Broadcasting 
Association. I knew then how a pris
oner must feel when, condemned to 
solitary confinement, he receives a 
pardon permitting him to enjoy again 
the liberty he had once known. It 
took all my strength of will to keep 
from shouting for joy there in the 
lobby, but I forced myself to return 
calmly to my own room, there to read 
again the letter and the wonderful 
news it contained. 

Reading it a second time, however, 
I noticed something odd about it, a 
sentence that said , " ... your interview 
on September 2nd with Mr. Winters 
of our Publicity Department . . ." 
The more I thought about it, the 
stranger it became. It was true that I 
had applied at Federal for a job; I 
had done that, at Bill's suggestion, 
shortly after meeting him. But my 
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interview had been with an elderly 
woman in charge of the Personnel 
Division. I had never seen Mr. Win
ters or anyone else in the PUblicity 
Department and on September 2nd
why, I hadn't even left home then. 

I don't know how many times I read 
the letter over before the explanation 
occurred to me-and that explanation 
turned all my bright hopes to the 
ashes of despair. The letter wasn't 
meant for me at all. For the sec
ond time my life had crossed with 
that of the other Elizabeth Adams, 
for it suddenly became obvious to me 
that just as Bill's phone call, weeks 
before, had been intended for her, 
this letter, too, was hers. 

It isn't fair, I cried unhappily, when 
I need a job so badly, to have it go 
to someone else. Even as I said the 
words I felt a new determination 
within me. That job wouldn't go to 
someone else-I wouldn't let it. The 
other girl was gone; she didn't need 
a job and I did. A man named Marsh 
had written the letter. I would go 
to him, explain the situation to him 
and once he understood that the other 
Elizabeth Adams was not available, 
once he understood how vitally im
portant it was for me to have the po
sition-why he couldn't do anything 
but offer it to me. I snatched up the 
letter and hurried out. 

I GAVE my name to the Publicity 
Department receptionist and, refer

ring to a memorandum on her desk, 
she said, "Oh, you came about the 
clerical position. Mr. Marsh is ex
pecting you. Mr. Winters, who inter
viewed you, has been transferred to 
our West Coast office." She handed 
me a printed form, filled in here and 
there in neat h andwriting. "ThIS is 
your original application," she ex
plained, "and this," she indicated an
other blank, "is your employee's 
record card. Will you please fill it 
out?" She turned her face to answer 
the telephone ringing on her desk. 

Automatically I dropped my eyes 
to the application I held in my hand. 
I noted the name Elizabeth Adams at 
the top, followed by the line, "Birth 
place,. Blandings, New York." Then 
I saw something else, a sentence pen
cilled boldly across one corner of the 
sheet which fairly leaped out at me. 
"Interviewed by Mr. Winters," it 
said. "No one else saw applicant 
since interview took place during 
lunch hour." I thought deeply for a 
moment. "No one else saw appli
cant." Slowly the significance of 
those words burned itself into my 
mind and with it came an idea so 
fantastic that I can scarcely believe, 
now, that it ever occurred to me. 

If no one except the now absent 
Mr. Winters has ever seen the other 
Elizabeth Adams, I found myself 
thinking, why couldn't I pretend to 
be the other Elizabeth? It was a 
frightening thought, but I couldn't rid 
myself of it. If the Federal people 
continued to believe that their letter 
had been delivered to the girl who 
had been interviewed by one of their 
executives-why, as easily as that, I 
could have the job they were offering 
to her. But if I told them who I 
really was they might refuse even to 
consider me for the position. Why 
nO.t accept this. chance, I asked myself, 
thIS opportumty offered to remain 
here in the same city with Bill, rather 
than risk separation from him by ex
plaining everything? It would be de
ception, my conscience warned. But 
it would be a harmless deception, my 
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thoughts ran on; no one would be 
hurt by it and my love for Bill cer
tainly justified my grasping at any 
means to avoid leaving him. Against 
my frantic determination to stay with 
Bill the arguments of my conscience 
had no chance at all and when I left 
the office half an hour later I left in 
triumph. My interview with Mr. 
Marsh had given him no inkling of the 
fact that I was .not the girl I was 
pretending to be and the job I needed 
so desperately was mine. 

Bill was jubilant when I told him. 
"Now aren't you glad I persuaded you 
to register at Federal?" he crowed. 
"Our luck's turned, honey. Now that 
I know you love me and that you're 
going to stay here where I can see 
you every day, I'll work harder than 
ever .. " He r eached across the res
taurant table and took my hands in 
his. "There never was a girl like 
you, Elizabeth," he said tenderly, If 
I had ever intended to tell him why 
the job was mine, I forgot my resolu
tion in that moment of happines.s. 

DURING my first few days at the 
office I was so nervous that I 

jumped every time anyone called me 
by name. Gradually, though, as the 
days passed and no one suspected, I 
began to have more self-confidence, 
even to enjoy my work. 

It was one morning near the middle 
of April that my early fears of dis
covery swept over me again. I was 
just taking the cover off my type
writer when the girl at the next desk 
whispered excitedly, "Mr. Winters is 
back." My face must have betrayed 
the fact that her announcement didn't 
mean anything to me for she went on 
hastily, "Oh, I forgot. You don't 
know him. You didn't come here until 
after Mr. Winters went to California." 

All at once her words took on ter
rible significance for me ar.d I sank 
weakly into my chair. Karl Winters, 
the man who had interviewed that 
other Elizabeth Adams! I had almost 
for gotten him and when I had thought 
of him it was with the comfortable 
assurance that I had no reason to 
worry about him since he was safely 
established on the West Coast. But 
now he was back in New York and, 
I told myself hopelessly, my pretense 
would be revealed and dismissal from 
my job would follow. 

"There's Mr. Winters now," my 
neighbor whispered again. "Isn't he 
the best looking man you ever saw?" 

I turned to look at the man who 
had stepped out of one of the private 
offices at the end of the room. He was 
good lo<;>king-there was no denying 
that- witn black hair and brilliant 
dark eyes set deeply in a tanned face. 
The other girls in the office crowded 
around him, welcoming him back with 

an enthusiasm that told me he was 
a favorite with all of them, and in 
spite of my nervousness I couldn't 
help realizing that there was some
thing very likable about him. 

All that day I worked at feverish 
tension, trymg to brace myself for 
the exposure I expected would fol
low at any moment. I tried to shut 
Karl Winters out of my mind, but 
that was utterly impossible-and it 
was made more so by the fact that the 
girl at the next desk chattered about 
him every moment she could spare 
from her work. 

"I wish he'd stay in this office," she 
observed wistfully, "but I suppose 
this will be only a short trip and then 
he'll go back West." 

"What makes you think that?" I 
asked. 

"Oh, his headquarters are really in 
Hollywood," was the answer. "He 
only spends a few weeks at a time in 
this office." 

I nodded. That idea was comforting 
to me, for if this were only a hurried 
business trip perhaps Mr. Winters 
wouldn't have time to notice me or 
to remember that other Elizabeth 
Adams and my secret would remain 
safe. I felt more calm after that, but 
my calmness was only temporary for 
later on my supervisor called m e in to 
meet him. As I approached the small 
office which had been assigned to him 
I felt my palms turn moist with ap
prehension, but instead of the denun
ciation I expected he smiled and said 
impersonally, "I'm glad to know you, 
Miss Adams. I hope you like work
ing here." 

I gave an almost audible gasp of 
relief as I realized that he hadn't as
sociated my name with that of the 
girl he had interviewed months earlier 
and murmuring a breathless, "1-1 
like it very much," I returned to my 
desk. 

The following morning Mr. Winters 
brought a number of reports to my 
desk with the request that I type them 
as quickly as possible since he would 
need them for a conference that after
noon. I started on them immediately, 
but was unable to finish by twelve 
o'clock so I worked steadily through 
the noon hour. Everyone else had 
returned from lunch when I finally 
completed the reports and took them 
in to him. 

"Thank you very much, Miss 
Adams," he said warmly. "You must 
have worked straight through your 
lunch hour to finish these so quickly." 

"That's all right, Mr. Winters," I 
said. "I didn't mind." 

"I was working too," he added wry
ly. "I'll just have time for a sand
wich at the drugstore before goin~ to 
that conference. Why don't you Join 
me, since we're both so late?" His 
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Invitation surprised me, but it was so 
friendly and casual that it gave me 
no reason for declining, and instead 
of starting out for a solitary meal as 
I had expected to do I found myself 
walking with him toward the ele
vators. 

We chatted animatedly over our 
coffee and sandwiches-or, rather, 
Karl Winters talked while I listened. 
He had been in radio for years and 
he spoke so interestingly of its early 
developments and its possibilities for 
the future that to my surprise I dis
covered I was enjoying myself thor
oughly and that my lunch hour was 
proving to be one of the shortest I had 
ever known. 

Three or four times after that he 
gave me typing to do. Occasionally it 
seemed odd that so much of it should 
necessitate my working through the 
noon hour, but I didn't see how I 
could protest especially since he al
ways expressed his appreciation of my 
work by asking me to lunch when it 
was finished. I grew to enjoy these 
late drugstore lunches, and we became 
quite friendly over them, so friendly 
that I often thought how funny it was 
that at one time I had been afraid 
that he might make trouble for me by 
exposing my deception. 

K ARL had been in New York for a 
little over a week when Bill was 

sent to Rochester as a temporary sub
stitute for the announcer on a show 
which was broadcast from our local 
station there. The first few evenings 
after he left I felt like a lost soul. I 
had been so used to seeing him every 
night that an evening without him 
seemed endless and I was almost glad 
one afternoon when it was announced 
that the entire staff would have to 
work that night preparing publicity 
stories about the stars of a big new 
sponsored show which was to go on 
the air the following week. The 
longer· I stayed at the office, I re
flected, the less time I would have to 
think about Bill, and I threw myself 
into my work with such energy that 
when I returned at last to my hotel I 
was completely exhausted. 

The next day was one of those 
strange spring days when the air is 
as balmy as summer and makes you 
feel lazy and relaxed. Karl was out 
of the office most of the day but he 
returned late in the afternoon and 
dropping a folder on my desk he 
asked me to copy the material it con
tained. By five-thirty everyone had 
gone, leaving only Karl in his small 
office and myself, typing busily, in 
the outer office. When I took the fin
ished reports in to him at six o'clock 
he thanked me with his usual warmth 
and apologized for keeping me. 

I was about to leave when he said, 
"I suppose there's a young man in 
your life who's waiting impatiently to 
take you to dinner." 

I shook my head. "No," I answered 
morosely, wishing with all my heart 
that Bill were in town and waiting 
for me. 

"Then how about having dinner 
with me?" Karl asked. 

I thought of the things I had 
planned to do; write a letter to Bill 
and one to my family; read or go to 
a movie by myself. A dull, lonely 
evening-and all at once I knew I 
couldn't stand another lonely evening. 
"Why, I'll be glad to," I aswered al
most gratefully. 

"Fine," Karl smiled. "I'll meet you I 
at the Dorchester lobby at seven." 

Promptly on the hour I found him 
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waiting for me. We started through 
the hotel lobby toward the dining 
room, then Karl stopped abruptly. 
"It's a shame to coop ourselves up In 
a restaurant on a night like this," he 
remarked. "I've got a perfectly good 
penthouse apartment here in the Dor
chester with a terrace that's going to 
waste. Why don't we have dinner 
sent up there?" 

His suggestion left me rather con
fused. Dining in a restaurant was one 
thing, but to go to his apartment. .. . 
Still, there wasn't any reason not to 
go, and the terrace would be heavenly 
after the warm sticky day. I turned 
to him with a smile, "I think dinner 
on the terrace is a wonderful idea." 

THE terrace lived up to expectations. 
The light breeze was refreshing 

and the view of the river, with dozens 
of small boats puffing and scuttling 
about, fascinated me. Dinner was 
excellent, chosen by Karl with great 
care for my preferences, and we chat
ted gaily throughout the meal. When 
the waiter had cleared away the 
dishes I went to lean on the balcony 
railing and found the view even more 
enchanting now that the darkness had 
deepened and jewels of light were 
appearing one by one on the opposite 
shore. 

I didn't realize that Karl had fol
lowed me, wasn't even aware of his 
presence until I felt his arms about 
me, turning me around so that 1 faced 
him. I tried to pull myself away, but 
succeeded only in jerking my head 
aside so that his mouth brushed my 
cheek instead of find in;?: my own. His 
arms t ightened around me. 

"I love you, Elizabeth," he said 
softly. "I'm crazy about you." 

From inside the apartment there 
came the sound of the waiter return
ing with our coffee. Reluctantly, 
Karl released me and led me back to 
my chair. With the waiter's eyes on 
me there was nothing to do but sit 
down as Karl returned to his own 
place opposite me. While the steam
ing black coffee was poured from its 
silver pot, I struggled to control the 
shocked disbelief I had felt at his 
words. 

I tried to speak to Karl, wanting 
desperately to make the scene seem 
casual, but the few words that fermed 
on my dry lips were meaningless. 
Karl, dropping a square of sugar in 
my cup, was more successful, for 
when he spoke his voice was imper
sonal yet attentive. 

Leaning forward, in almost a con 
fidential manner, he touched my hand 
gently. " I like the way you wear 
your hair. Elizabeth. It's much more 
a ttractive than the way you wore it 
last fall." 

"But you didn't-" I began to pro
test. Karl caught up my sentence, 
free to say the words that choked in 
my throat. 

"Didn't know you last fall?" he 
prompted. "No, Elizabeth, I didn't. 
And I'm glad. The thrill of knowing 
you now has been so much sweeter." 

The discreet click of the outer door 
told us the waiter had left the apart
ment. For a moment I could only 
stare at Karl. "You-you don't know 
what you're saying," I faltered. 

"Yes I do," Karl said tensely, "I'm 
saying that I'm in love with you. That 
even if I never knew you before, I'm 
crazy about you." 

"Oh no," I protested. "You can't 
be in love with me. You've only 
known me-" 
. "Two weeks?" he broke in. "Two 
weeks can be a long time, Elizabeth. 
It was as easy for me to fall in love 
with you as it was for you to get your 
job." 

There it was, in the open, with all 
the ugly implications I instinctively 
had feared when I'd first heard that 
Karl Winters was back in town. He 
stood up, came to my side, took my 
shoulders in his hands. 

"I love you-want you," he said , 
urgency in his voice. "And I think 
you love me too." 

"No!" I jumped to my feet. "I 
don't, I'm-I'm in love with somebody 
else." 

Anger blazed in his eyes, then 
quickly died away. "But you told 
me," he said heavily, "that there 
wasn't anybody else." 

"You misunderstood me," I ex
plained frantically. "I thought you 
meant-that is, I meant I was free for 
tonight." 

He nodded slowly. "I see." His 
voice was toneless. "I guess," he said 
'more casually, "I should beg your 
pardon. Or-" he paused, and there 
was still a flicker of expectancy. in his 
eyes -"should you beg mine?" 

"Oh-" the exclamation came un
bidden to my lips. Half running I 
went into the apartment, snatched up 
my purse and hat and fled into t[le 
hall, to the elevator that stood wait
ing. Just before the elevator doors 
slammed shut, I heard him call, 
"Elizabeth, wait-" 

When I reached the street I fairly 
threw my~elf Into a taxi and there 
anger humiliation, all the emotions I 
had h~ld so carefully in check during 
the last few minutes surged through 
me. Karl had known---'must have 
known from the first-that I was 
working under false pretenses, that I 
was not the Elizabeth Adams they 
thought they had hired. He had been 
willing to keep silent, as long as he 
had thought that I might fall in love 

MARION CLAIRE-saprana prima donno of the Chicogo Theater 
af the Air aperettas heard every Saturdoy night an the Mutuol 
network. In private life. Marian is Mrs. Henry Weber. wife of the 
talented musical director of the programs. She made her operatic 
debut in Venice, Italy, in 192b. and her American debut in Chicogo 
in 1928. Then she turned ta light apera, ond was starred in the 
big stage productian, "The Great Waltz." You saw her in the 
movies with Bobby Breen in "Make 0 Wish." She entered radia in 
1940, when the Chicago operetta programs first went on the oir. 
Blonde ond beautiful , Marion is not to be confused with actress 
Helen Cloire , also blonde and beoutiful-but no relation. 
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with him. But now-involuntarily I 
recalled the anger that had shone in 
his eyes-now it would be foolish for 
me to hope that he would keep sile.nt. 

During the rest of the short ride 
back to my hotel I had to fight to 
keep from sobbing aloud. I longed for 
Bill, for the comfort of his arms 
around me and when I reached my 
room it was like an answer to my 
prayer to find my phone ringing and 
to hear his voice. The relief of talking 
to him-even on the telephone
brought me close to hysteria. "Bill! 
Oh Bill!" I cried incoherently . 

.lPull yourself together, honey," Bill 
said worriedly, "and meet me at the 
restaurant around the corner. No 
matter what's bothering you we'll 
take care of it." 

WHEN I a~rived at the. restaurant 
Bill, paymg. no. attention to. the 

waiter took me In hIS arms and kIssed 
me as you kiss a frightened child. His 
calmness, the protectiveness of his 
embrace restored my self control and 
in a fe~ minutes I was telling him 
what had happened. I told him eve~
thing. I confessed the decep~lOn 
through which I had gotten my Job, 
my qualms of conscience about it, and 
ended by telling him of my dinner 
with Karl and of Karl's attempted 
love making. When I reached that 
part of the story, Bill's face flamed 
with rage. 

"The conceited fool," he muttered. 
"I'd like to--" 

"Don't worry about it, Bill," I inter
rupted. "It's all over now. Karl will 
probably have me fired, but that's 
only what I've expected all along." 

Bill subsided and we were silent for 
a little while, then he said gently, 
"Don't you think you sort of brought 
this on yourself, honey?" 

"You mean by going to his apart
ment?" I asked unhappily. 

Bill shook his head. "I mean be
fore that," he explained. "Last fall, 
when you maneuvered to get a job 
that belonged to somebody else." 

"But I wasn't hurting anybody," I 
said defensively. 

"How do you know you weren't?" 
Bill asked quietly. "You admit that 
your conscience bothered you. Are 
you sure that wasn't because you were 
afraid you were hurting someone?" 

"I wasn't hurting anybody, Bill," I 
insisted. "I didn't like having a 
secret from you, but it didn't make 
any difference between us, really. And 
I did my work as well as anybody 
could have done it. so I wasn't cheat
ing the office." Bill didn't answer. 
He didn't even look at me, only sat 
there staring above my head, as 
though he were troubled about some
thing. His silence made me uncom
fortable and at last I said, "All right. 
Since it's so important to you, I'll re
sign if you want me too. I'll tell Mr. 
Marsh everything, whether Karl tells 
him or not." 

Bill sighed. "That's not the point," 
he said patiently. "I don't want you 
to resign. or confess, or anything just 
because you think I want you to. I 
want you to decide what is right." 

"What do you mean, Bill?" I asked 
confusedly. And then, as clearly as 
though he had spoken, I knew what 
he meant. "Are you thinking about 
the other Elizabeth Adams?" I de
manded. Bill nodded and for the 
first time since I had known him I 
was annoyed with him. Everything 
I had done I had done because of him 
and now, instead of sympathizing with 
me, he was worrying about a girl 
MARCH. 1942 

Old-Fashioned Skin-Care Modern Skin-Care 
Once women had to use many creams and 
lotions to keep skin healthy and attractive. 

Today all you need to help keep your skin 
fresh, young·looking, is one amazing cream! 

Does Your one Face Cream do 
all these 4 Vital Things? 

1. Lady Esther 4-Purpose 
Face Cream thoroughly 
cleanses the skin, removing 
every trace of clinging dirt. 

2. Lady Esther 4.Purpose 
Face Cream relieves dryness 
and flaking-leaves the skin 
wonderfully soft. 

3. Lady Esther 4·Purpose 
Face Cream helps nature 
refine the pores-leaves the 
skin delightfully fresh. No 
astringents are needed. 

4 . Lady Esther 4·Purpose 
Face Cream smooths the 
skin-prepares it beautifully 
for powder and for make·up. 

WHAT DOES the face cream you use really do for your 
skin? Never mind what it claims to do for others

what does it do for you? 
Why continue using a cream that does only a "half

way" job? Lady Esther Face Cream is scientifically de
signed to serve 4 vital needs of your skin. It's all you 
need-it asks no help of other creams or lotions. This 
one cream, by itself, helps keep your skin looking its 
youngest, smoothest and loveliest at all times! 

Lady Esther 4.Purpose Face Cream is different from 
any cream you've ever used. For it's based on an entirely 
new and different principle-simplified sJ.in·care. Try it! 
See for yourself how much fresher, cleaner, smoother it 
leaves your skin after the very first application. 

Sencl for Generous Tube 

l\Iail coupon below for a generous tube of my face cream! 
See for yourself why more and more lovely women every 
day are turning .to Lady Esther 4-Purpose Face Cream! 

4~ 4-PURPOSE FACE CREAM 

-----------------, 
LAO\' ESTHER. ( ~ 6 ) I 
jlS~ West 65th Street. Chicago. III. I 
Send me by return mail a generous tube of I 
~-Purpose Face Cream; also 9 new shades of 
powder. ] enclose IO¢ for packing and mailing. I 

I 
I 
I 
I 

NAll E.F __ _ 

ADDR •. S~' _____________ _ 

ClTy, _ __ -::-_ __ ~__::~STATF'---- I 
(If you lil.·~ in Conoda • .. !rit~ lAdy LIM'. Toronto. Oral.) I 
------------------~ 

65 



In Laxatives, too, there's a 

HAPPY MEDIUM! 
EX-LAX is 

- not too strong! 
-not too mild! 
-it's just tight! 

W HAT kind of a laxative do you give your 
rhildr .. n? One that's so strong it weakens 

and upsets them? Or one that's so mild it fails 
to gh'e them real relief? 

Then switch to Ex·Lax - the Happy Medium 
laxative! Ex· Lax is as effective as any laxa
tive you'd ever want to give your children. 
But it's kind and gentle, too! It won't upset 
them. It won't make them feel bad after
wanis. What's more, Ex·Lax tastes good
ju.t like fine chocolate! 

Ex· Lax is as good for grown·ups as it is for 
children. Naturally, like any effe<:ti,'e medi· 
cin .. , Ex· Lax ~hould be taken only ae<:ording 
to the directions on the label .•• Only IOc or 
25c at any drug store. 

If YOU HAVE A CO L D 
AND N EED A LAXATIVE-

IC. parlicularly important when you·re wraklOn .. IJ by 
• rollJ not to lllke hHnht uplf'lIing IHlr,;alh'el. l'.k. 
Ex.I..11! It'. tboroughl, effective. yet bol too ,troDI! 

ACH 
Try JESTS, tbe 

SOUR STOM .Iicllr~:,wdi.~~e!i~':.':~! 
way to get I.st,~o::i';.r Ple ••• nt, mint . navored 
exccn Itcomac. 0 bicarbonate 01 loda. 
tablets. oota.o n 
Guoronteed by th. 
lDaken or Ex-Lax. 

lOc A ROLL-3 for 25c 

66 

neither of us had ever seen. "Well, I 
certainly wasn't hurting her," I 
snapped. 

Bill motioned to the waiter for our 
check, paid it and then stood up to 
help me into my coat. It wasn't until 
we were outside that he said doggedly, 
"How do you know you weren't hurt
ing that other girl? What makes you 
so sure?" 

"Why, 1-" I stopped abruptly, for 
I realized that I had no answer to his 
question. 

We walked along in silence, a little 
wall of misunderstanding rising higher 
between us with every step. When we 
reached my hotel instead of Bill's 
usual lingering kiss there was only a 
brief "Good night, Elizabeth," then 
he turned and slowly, dispiritedly 
walked away. I stood as if turned to 
stone. This couldn't be happening to 
us. Bill loved me-as I loved him. 
It wasn't possible that the very means 
I had taken to keep us together had 
driven us apart. I took one last look 
at that unhappy, plodding figure then 
with a sob I darted through the door
way and ran to my room. 

I threw myself onto the bed and 
cried until I could cry no more. In 
my ears I could still hear Bill's 
"Good night, Elizabeth," but gradu
ally its echoes faded and I heard his 
earlier, inflexible, "How do you know 
you weren't hurting that other girl?" 

At last I sat up in bed and faced the 
question squarely. I didn't know. I 
had never known. And that, I realized 
-as Bill had realized it-was the basis 
of all my worry. If I had known her, 
been her friend, I wOi.dd have made 
every effort to help her get the job. 
But because she was a vague, un
known person, I had fooled myself 
into believing that lowed her no con
sideration. 

I saw now how wrong I had been. 
I saw too why Bill had acted so 
strangely when he left me; he was 
hurt, disappointed at my selfishness 
and my lack of regard. Then I was 
rememb~ring something else-that 
other ElIzabeth Adams was a cousin 
of Bill's roommate at college! She 
wasn't an unkown, vague person to 
BilL I had been miserably blind to 
the truth he had tried to make me 
see. But it was clear to me now. 
There was only one thing to do. 'I 
would have to find Elizabeth Adams 
and atone, in some way, for the wrong 
I had done her. 

I HADN'T any idea where she was 
living, and if I could help it, I 

wanted very much not to ask BilL For 
then I would have to tell him what I 
was planning to do, and that would 
be too much like trying to make him 
think better of me just for the sake 
of our love. I did remember that on 
the original application blank she had 
filled out she had written down 
Blandings, a small town in the upper 
part of the state, as her birthplace. 
I went to sleep knowing that the next 
day I would go to Blandings, perhaps 
to find her there, perhaps only to 
begin there a long search for her. 

The memory of that trip is jumbled 
now, only a r.eries of stops at small 
wayside .stations, then a tiny village, 

which was Blandings, wher I found 
the girl I was looking for. And it was 
then that I felt my greatest self re
proach, for I needed only one glimpse 
of her shy, frightened face to know 
how defenseless she was; only Ii hasty 
glance at the shabby clothes she wore 
and the drab little house she lived in 
to tell me that her need fOr a job was 
greater than my own. 

"Elizabeth had become discouraged, 
just as I had, when she couldn't get 
a job," I explained to Bill later. It 
was the evening of my hurried trip 
to Blandings and Bill and I were 
sitting side by side in a booth at the 
restaurant around the corner from 
my hoteL "And you were right, 
Bill," I rushed on, "about her needing 
work. As soon as I saw her I realized 
what a terrible thing I had done to 
her. She isn't very attractive and 
she seemed pathetic, somehow, as 
though she had lost all hope. Then 
when I explained who I was and told 
her how I had gotten the job that was 
meant for her, instead of blaming 
me she was so sweet that I felt more 
ashamed than ever." 

Bill squeezed my hand understand
ingly. "What happened after that?" 

"Elizabeth packed and we caught 
the next train back to town," I an
swered. "I took her to Mr. Marsh 
and when I told him the whole story 
there wasn't anything he could do but 
accept my resignation and give the 
job to Elizabeth. Then I phoned you 
-and, well, that's all." 

Bill grinned reflectively. "Being 
unattractive may be a help to Eliza
beth," he observed. "At least Karl 
Winters won't pay any attention to 
her. And 1 am glad you won't be in 
the same office with him any longer." 

His words brought me back to 
reality. The excitement of the day 
had driven all thought of myself 
out of my mind, but now the realiza
tion of my own plight swept over 
me. Despairingly, I turned to him. 

"Oh, Bill, what am I going to do 
now?" I cried. "Here I am out of a 
job again, and I can't even hope for 
a reference from the one I have had!" 

Instead of showing concern, Bill 
continued to grin. "Why do you sup
pose I got back from Rochester a day 
early?" he demanded. 

I shook my head wonderingly. I 
hadn't even thought of that. I'd been 
so glad to see Bill last night that it 
had never occurred to me to ask why 
he had returned ahead of time and the 
bitterness of our parting had driven 
it further from my mind. 

"I was called back to start work on 
a new show," Bill announced tri
umphantly. "That big sponsored show 
that's begmning next week. I'm going 
to be the announcer." 

"Bill!" I breathed, my excitement 
as great as his own. "Oh, darling, how 
wonderful!" 

"The most wonderful thing about 
it," he went on eagerly, "is the salarf," 
It's-well, honey, the only job you 11 
have to worry about from now on is 
the job of being Mrs. Bill Stuart. Do 
you think you'll like that job?" 

He caught me in his arms then and 
my "It's the only job in the world for 
me, Bill," was muffled with his lips. 

NEXT MONTH! As soon as you get your April issue, you'll want to 
sing and play Radio Mirror's Song of the Month, "Lovely," the beauti
ful ballad Lanny Ross has made so popular on the air and on records 
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Worlds Without End I 
Continued from page 17 

d istant "Halloo." Chris listened in- I 
tently, then strode to the door and j 
peered out. 

"Who is it?" Mary asked. 
"Rene Devigny, a trapper who 

lives up the river. Halloo, Rene," he I 
called. 

A compactly built French Cana
-dian appeared in the doorway, 
knocking the snow off his fur cap 
and weather-beaten windbreaker. 

"Good to see you, Rene. Come in ," 
Chris urged. 

The man's eyes caught Mary and 
his Gallic face lighted up. "Pas pos
sible. Much work with the traps be
fore the snow she ees too heavy," he 
apologized. "I stop only because of 
thees telegram for you in the village. 
They ask me to breeng eet on my 
way." He handed the message to , 
Chris and with a flash of white teeth 
was gone. 

Mary came over to Chris. "What 
on earth do you suppose it is?" 

He held the telegram a minute, 
then grinned. "Maybe opening it 
would be a good way to find out." He I 
tore the envelope and read silently. 

"Well?" Mary found herself asking 
almost sharply. 

"I think you'd better see for your
self," he said quietly. 

S HE took the telegram, unable to 
account for the sudden bleak chill 

that came over her. It was dated 
Quebec, September 15. That would 
have b~en almost a month ago. Evi
dently It had been lying in the vil
lage for several weeks. Slowly she I 
read: "PJ.ease report to your local 
headquarters immediately." It was 
signed, "Commanding Officer Naval 
Base, Halifax." ' 

"Oh, Chris," she whispered. 
"I should have expected it I sup

pose," he tried to sound m~tter-of
fact. "Remember I told you I was an 
officer in the Naval Reserve?" Her 
only answer was a nod. "Probably 
doesn't mean a thing," he added casu
ally. "Just says to report." 

"Besides," Mary said in a small 
voice, "you 're married now. After 
all, exemptions-" 

"Mary!" He startled her with the 
incisiveness of his manner. "I wasn't 
married when this all began. If they 
need me, I couldn't let that make a 
difference. " 

. She. couldn't deny the anxiety in 
hIS VOIce as he finished, "You under
stand?" Neither could she deny the 
body blow that fate had dealt her. 
:fhen words were possible, she said, 

I understand that my husband must 
do what he must do." 

Chris caught her ~ands, looking 
down at her hungrIly, unhappily 
"<;>h, .Mary," the words broke fro~ 
hIm lIke a moan. 

She turned away quickly and said 
"Darling, we need more wood for th~ 
fire. And I'd better start packing . . . . " 

Mary never quite knew how they 
made the trip back to Montreal or 
what happened those mercilessly few 
hours that she and Chris had together 
before he had to leave. They took a 
small hotel suite where Mary could 
be close while Chris ran around on 
last-minute arran.g~ments. At length 
the car was waltmg downstairs to 
!ake him to the train. They had agreed 
It was best that Mary shouldn't come 
to the station. 
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"This won't be for long. I'm sure 
to get leave soon," Chris hazarded as 
the dread moment for leaving drew 
near. 

Sightlessly Mary stowed a razor 
into the pocket of his bag and snapped 
the latter shut. "Of course." 

"I'll wire you as soon as I know." 
Chris eyed her anxiously. "Mary
look at me." 

She raised wretched eyes to his. 
"I'm not going to be silly about all 
this. I know lots of men are leaving. 
... Oh, Chris !" She broke suddenly 
and went into his arms. "Take care 
of yourself. Promise you'll take care 
of your self and come back to me." 

"I will, sweet," he comforted her 
huskily. "And it will be soon." 

With a last kiss, half savage, half 
infinitely tender, he was gone. 

Through the days and weeks that 
followed Mary clung to those words, 
"It will be soon," said them over and 
over again fiercely and shared them 
with Chris' mother with whom she 
went to live. Chris had asked her if 
she didn't want to go home to her 
own people while she waited for him. 
But Mary had said, "No, Chris, I'm a 
Canadian now. Remember? . . And 
maybe," she added softly, "your 
mother will be lonesome, too. " 

The two women found great com
panionship together in the old Jordan 
home, roomy and gracious, in Cana
da 's city of cathedrals. But Mary 
could not conquer her growing fears 
as time passed with no word from 
Chris. When at length i:! note came 
from him, full of affection but hinting 
at the pressure under which they 
were operating, Mary poured out her 
heart to him in a letter : 

"Chris, my darling, 
"At long, long last your letter came 

this morning. I read it a dozen times, 
then read it to your mother , leaving 
out only little parts that were spe
cially our own . .. . I know it's silly of 
me to worry, but I had a rather terri
fying dream last night. I was stand
ing out somewhere in the universe 
and calling to you. I called and called 
but you didn't answer. So, darling, 
the first chance you have to send 
word of any kind- preferably a tele
gram- please indulge a very foolish 
wife and tell me you're all right . . . . " 

THREE days later the doorbell rang 

I 

in the middle of the night. Mother 
Jordan ran down to answer it- a 
telegram for Mrs. Christopher Jor
dan. Hesitantly she awakened Mary 
who, far from being alarmed: 
bounded up joyously. This was the 
telegram she had begged Chris to 
send. With eager fingers she tore it 
open and started to read. The words 
d id a macabre dance before her eyes. 

She tried again: "We regret to in
form you that your husband Christo
pher James Jordan was killed in the 
line of duty . . . . " . 

Duty. Her mind fastened on the 
last word as it spun on a pin wheel 
of lights within her brain. In the line 
of duty. The pin wheel enlarged it
self to carry the extra words, spin
ning faster and faster. KILLED! 
With a crash of lights the 'pin wheel 
broke and Mary sank to the floor 
senseless. 

Hours later-eternities later, for all 
she knew-Mary looked up through 
a blur at the sad anxious face of 
Mother Jordan and the kindly one of 
Dr. Mason, the Jordan family physi
cian. When it became evident she 
was coming out of her coma, the two 
stared across at each other with in
finite relief. She'll be all right, their 
look said. 

But Mary wasn't all right. For 
days an apathetic bitterness lay hold 
of her, broken only by periodic stabs 
of pain whenever she thought of 
Chris. At length after an earnest 
consultation with Mrs. Jordan, Dr. 
Mason sent for Mary. 

"My child," he began carefully, 
"I'm going to tell you something 
which may - I hope - make things 
easier for you. When you collapsed 
ten days ago, I discovered certain 
symptoms that indicated more than 
the usual conditions resulting from 
simple emotional shock." 

Mary stared at him dully. "What 
are you trying to say?" 

"You're going to have a baby." 
There was absolute silence in the 

room. Then Mary said flatly, "It isn't 
true." 

"Yes, Mary, it is," Dr. Mason replied 
gently. 

Slowly realization took hold of her. 
"And you say this will make things 
easier!" She glared accusingly at 
the Doctor and Mrs. Jordan. "His 
child-to be born months after Chris 
is dead-to be taken one day as Chris 
has been taken. His child-to be 
brought into this meaningless chaos 
of terror and destruction. I wish to 
God it weren't true!" 

"But, my dear, this is a reason for 
you to live," Mrs. Jordan urged. 

"I had a reason. Chris was my rea
son-all I asked. And he was taken 
from me!" Mary's voice rose hysteri
cally. "Well, let m e be taken, too. I 
don't want to live, I don't want his 
child to live-not in this world!" 

She turned and ran from the room, 
her hard-born sobs filling the halls 
of the old house until the door of her 
bedroom shut them away. In her 
room Mary flung herself on the bed 
and prayed for oblivion, in whatever 
form it might be, as a victim of the 

BOB WALKER-who plays Davy 'Dillon in Moudie's Diary, heard 
Thursday evenings an CBS. Bob's great grandfather was one of 
the founders af Salt Lake City, Utah, and Bob was born there 
twenty-three years aga. Even when he was in school, he wonted 
to be an actor, and came ta New York as saon as he could after 
graduation to study at the American Academy af Dramatic Arts. 
First, thaugh, he had to earn maney, and he warked at several 
jabs-cleaning strawberries in an ice cream factory, being an 
engine-boy aboard a freighter, and reading scripts for different 
dramatic and literary agencies. Bob ploys tennis and galf, and 
his greatest ambitian right now is ta learn to ploy the piano. 
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torture chamber prays for death. 
Suddenly out of that half-world. 

whose best-known portals are men
tal anguish or mortal pain, a world 
which few have the evidence to prove 
yet no man has the proof to deny, a 
voice spoke. 

"Mary," it said compellingly . 
"Mary! " 

Mary Jordan checked her weepmg 
and stared into the shadows. "Who 
are you? " she whispered. 

"I am only a messenger ," the voice 
replied. "'They' have sent me." 

"Who are 'they'?" 
"I cannot tell you. To understand 

you must come with me." 
"Where?" 
"Across space and time." 
"But I don't want to go!" she cried. 
"You must," replied the voice. "It 

is your one hope to understand." 
The waIls of the room seemed to 

drop away and in their place rolled 
deep swirling clouds. Mary felt as 
if she was being lifted up and borne 
along by the bottomless mists. The 
soft rush of air was cool but strangely 
she had no sense of chill. Presently 
she felt herself set down upon firm 
ground and as the mists rolled away 
she found she was standing a little 
'distance from a cottage with a low 
thatched roof. Before the cottage was 
a young man in the uniform of a 
'strange country. By his side stood a 
girl and an old man. 

_!\. S the younger man spoke, tears of 
('" fright and horror coursed down 
his cheeks. "I ran away, Annil. I had 
to. But I was not alone. There were 
others-hundreds of them." 

The girl regarded him with 
shocked surprise. "But you, Paul. I 
cannot believe it of you." 

The old man put in warmly, "Our 
Paul is no deserter." 

"But you do not understand," cried 
'the boy. "The enemy is unbeatable. 
There is to be a battle tomorrow at 
the village beyond the hill. The 
enemy will win and that will be the 
end of Belgium-of Europe." He 
turned desperately to the girl. "We 
must get away, Anna. We'll put 
everything in the cart and start now. 
Perhaps somewhere we can find 
refuge from the conqueror." 
. The girl Anna seized his arm. 
f'No, Paul. We do not run away. And 
you will go back to your regiment," 
she spoke steadily, "now-before 
they d iscover you are gone." 

"She is right, Paul," said the old 
man. 

"But I cannot go back," the boy 
protested. 
, "You can do nothing else." The 
girl's words carried calm conviction. 
J'Have we not always said that your 
child would be born here, on the 
land of his fathers and his fathers' 
fathers? How can that land be saved 
for our child if we will not fight for 
it?" 

The eyes of the young man shifted 
to the ground. 

"You will help our army beat this 
unbeatable conqueror," Anna went 
on, her voice soaring with the mes
sage it carried. "And you will return 
here to our land-to be with me in 
my time." 

The man gazed at her in trans
fixed awe. "You are not afraid, Anna. 
You are not afraid of the war," he 
marveled. 

A glorious smile broke across the 
plain peasant features of the girl. 
"I am not afraid. Now go!" 

"Yes, Anna," he spoke with a new 
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strength born of humility. "I will 
go." 

As he trudged off down the dirt 
road, the girl turned to the old man. 
"Uncle, where did he say Napoleon, 
the conqueror, would be tomorrow?" 

The old man replied, "At Waterloo, 
the village beyond the hill . .. " 

As the scene began to disappear in 
the descending mists, Mary heard 
the voice beside her say, "Mary, you 
have heard ... " 

"Yes," she answered wonderingly. 
"But I still don't understand what-" 

"Then come," interrupted the voice. 
"There are others." 

A GAIN Mary felt herself borne 
aloft, carried forward at space

defying speed in the chamber of 
clouds. This time. after she had been 
put gently down ' upon the earth, the 
rising mists revealed, standing on the 
shore of a lake, a large stone house 
whose heavy doors an angry crowd 
of peasants was storming. From the 
brogue of their speech she guessed 
the country must be Ireland. 

On the other side of the doors 
stood Michael, handsome young 
nobleman, in the fine old hall of his 
ancestors, and Kathleen, whom 
Michael had found like a bit of sun
light dancing across his hills and had 
married, as his people said, "out of 
his class." 

With a grim mouth Michael was 
now reaching for his gun . . "So it's 
force they want, is it? Well, it's 
force they'll have! " 

"Michael, no," Kathleen begged, 
her copper-gold head flung back. "It's 
half mad they are with hunger. 
They're my people, Michael, and I 

know them better than you do. It's 
not guns will help." 

"N or is it words they'll under
stand," Michael argued hotly. 

"I say it is and I'll prove it to ye!" 
Before her husband could stop her, 

Kathleen had sped to the great doors, 
unbarred them and thrown them 
open to the clamoring crowd outside. 
"What's the meanin' of this?" she 
challenged the mob. 

"You know what the meanin' is," 
a surly-looking man yelled. "You've 
food here-you and your great lord 
-a cellar full of it!" 

"That's a lie!" Kathleen replied 
spiritedly. "There's no more inside 
these walls than in the house of any 
one of yeo What we've had we've 
shared, like all the rest. And 'tis 
ashamed ye should be for believin' 
otherwise. Now get on with ye!" 

But the angry murmurs began to 
swell menacingly. Kathleen, quick to 
sense the danger, took the last 
plunge. 

"You men, brandishin' your staves 
and hoes-ye'd do better to be 
workin' with 'em," she scoffed. "This 
mornin' I saw new plants sproutin' 
in the valley fields-plants that 
would grow the faster with some dig
gin'-if there were men with the 
brains and the brawn to be doin' it!" 

Anger turned to exclamations of 
surprise. :'Ye hear that, ye lazy 
brawlin' banshees!" one woman cried. 
"'Tis the new crops. Now, get on 
with ye and tend to 'em!" 

Mulling knots of agitators began 
to untie themselves and string off 
down the valley. 

"There, Michael, ye see!" A radi
ant Kathleen turned to her husband. 

"It was hope they needed. That's all." 
"Kathleen," Michael was looking 

down at his wife with a mixture of 
pride and quizzical ness. "Are there 
new plants in the valley fields?" 

"A very few," she responded pert
ly: "But there 'll be more. Because 
if there aren't, then it's the death of 
Ireland-and the death of Ireland is 
fair the death of the world. And the 
world doesn't die, Michael. It gets 
almighty sick sometimes and sets up 
a wail of agony. But if ye listen 
sharp, even in the midst of the wail 
ye can hear another sound. It's 
laughter, Michael-the laughter of 
another day when all this shall be 
forgotten." 

A CHUCKLE broke from her lips. 
"A phrase, if I do say it me

self. Remmd m e to tell young Michael 
-shortly after he's born. He'll be 
proud to know he has such a devilish 
smart mother." 

Michael gazed deep into the eyes 
of Kathleen. "I can hardly believe 
it. With th~ whole countryside mad 
with fear of the famine, you're not 
afraid!" 

"Sure, and how can I be afraid 
when I've got your son beneath my 
heart?" Kathleen said softly. "Would 
ye have him born a coward ... ?" 

Her words grew dim in the ears of 
Mary Jordan as the mists settled 
over the lake and blotted out the 
stone house. 

"Now, Mary," the voice beside her 
spoke again, "do you understand?" 

Hesitantly she replied, "Perhaps-, 
a little ." 

"Then we must make one more 
journey." 
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These days when beauty means so 
much, use Matched Makeup-color
coordinated Marvelous Powder, 

/, .... '-=-<. " Rouge, Lipstick . .. by Richard Hudnut! 

• Color harmony in makeup, cosmetic experts 
say, is the secret of natural beauty. Yet recent 

surveys show that the majority of women unknowingly use 
powder, lipstick and rouge never intended to go together. 

To solve this problem, Richard Hudnut developed a new idea 
in cosmetics-Marvelous Matched Makeup. It consists of 
powder, lipstick, rouge in color-coordinated shades. A mere 
three m inutes ..• and instant new beauty is yours! 

A face powder, perfect for today's busy women! 
Marvelous Face Powder is finc-textured-gives a delicate, 
"atural finish. And it stays on smoothly up to five full hours, 
thanks to two special adhering ingredients ..• ingredients so 
pure they're often advised for sensitive skins . 

Try Marvelous Face Powder ... and for the added beauty 
of a matched makeup, try Marvelous Rouge and Lipstick, 
too. In trne-to-type shades-one just right for you! At your 
favorite cosmetic counter. Large sizes 55~ each. 
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Identical Usack Twins Prove THIS IS us ..• 
THE USAGK 

TWINS ••• I ' M 

PEPSODENT POWDER LUC.llLE 

\ 

makes i'eei'h 

IWICE AS BRIGHT 

IIIt"s fun being twins! So many 
unexpected things happen ... like 
our recent test with tooth pow
ders. Lorayne decided she'd use 
a well-known leading brand. I 
chose Pepsoden t. What happened 
was simply amazing! II 

lilt was like wearing name plates! 
Pepsodent made my teeth 10 milch 
brighter that people said they 
could easily tell us apart by our 
teeth! I never dreamed there was 
that much difference in tooth 
powders! II 

For the safety of your smile ••• 
use Pepsodent twice a day ••• 

Once more Mary found herself 
:aught up in the moving wall of 
clouds and transported through in
calculable space. As her feet touched 
ground again and the carriage of 
clouds dissolved, she found herself 
standing on the steep approach of a 
narrow pass in a great thrusting 
mountain range. A wagon train was 
encamped before the entrance to the 
pass. By the speech of the people 
Mary knew with a glad leap of 
recognition that this was her own 
America; these mountains were the 
Rockies. 

An excited group of men and 
women were gathered around a 
scout who had just returned from 
the other side of the range. 

" ... Can't get through," he was 
saying. "Martin's outfit is stuck at 
the only water hole in the pass ... 
two-thirds of 'em down with feYer 
. . . dying like flies . . ." 

Fever! Dismay sped from face to 
face. 

"Can't we circle around Martin's 
camp?" asked a tall young Virginian. 

"Not unless you can drive your 
wagons straight up the side of a 
mountain," retorted the scout. "And 
I ain't aimin' to head any wagon 
train for heaven right now!" 

T HE settlers turned away, shaking 
their heads. Out of the crowd 

strode the tall Virginian, his face anx
ious as he went over to a wagon that 
had halted away from the others. 
There a woman, delicately molded 
under the voluminous calico dress, 
awaited him. 

"What are you going to do, Jim?" 
she challenged him. 
MARCH,1942 

"The others have voted to wait 
here until the fever breaks on the 
other side of the range," he answered. 

"But that may take weeks, months,'~ 
she objected. "By then winter will 
be setting in and we'd have to stay 
here until spring." 

"I know, Sara," he replied wearily. 
"But what else can we do? We can't 
go on alone." 

"Why not?" she picked him up 
quickly. "We've got a strong wagon, 
a good team and plenty of supplies." 

"But Sara, Honey, it's too risky," 
the man argued. 

"No it isn't," the woman pled. "You 
made me a promise, Jim-a farm in 
California somewhere in sight of the 
ocean where our child will be born. 
We'll just have time to get there, 
Jim. And I'm holding you to that 
promise!" 

For answer he swept her up in his 
arms and set her on the seat of their 
prairie schooner. "And you aren't 
afraid even of the plague?" he asked 
earnestly. 

Lovingly she met his gaze. ''There's 
nothing to be afraid of, Jim-not for 
us. There never can be!" 

The tall Virginian kissed his wife 
and picked up the reins as the lone 
wagon pulled out for the trail into 
the forbidden pass .... 

Mary watched it misty-eyed until 
the clouds once more closed in and 
she heard the voice say, "These were 
your own grandmothers and mothers 
of grandmothers, Mary. Three of the 
numberless women through whom 
you came into being." 

"And they had no fear," Mary 
whispered. "Neither of war, nor 
famine, nor pestilence." 
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"They were women," answered the 
voice. "Fear is for men who can 
know the miracle of birth only from 
a distance. It is the women who are 
part of the miracle who are given 
the power to endure." 

"I understand." Slowly, warmly 
tears came again to Mary; not the 
hysterical sobs of hurt and rebellion 
but the great welling that is caused 
by the power of beauty. 

GONE was the voice, gone the mists 
and the chamber of clouds. She 

was back on the bed in the room and 
Mother Jordan was patting her hand 
anxiously. 

"Mary, dear," Mrs. Jordan was 
saying, "try to be calm . . ." 

"I'm going to have Chris' child, 
Mother Jordan," Mary said. 

"I know, dear. But you mustn't 
cry," the older woman soothed. 

"These aren't tears." Mary reached 
up and touched the sweet face of 
Chris' mother. "These are just
clouds in my eyes," she smiled. 

Mrs. Jordan looked at her be
wildered. "I don't understand." 

"N 0, but I do. And I'm glad-so 
glad. Chris will live again in his 
child. He'll live to hear laughter 
again!" 

Mrs. Jordan gazed at the girl lying 
on the bed like one beholding a 
miracle. "Then-you're not afraid 
any more, Mary?" 

"Afraid?" Mary Jordan looked 
across time and space at a girl named 
Anna sending her man to war, at 
Kathleen facing an angry mob and 
at the lone wagon of Sara and Jim 
heading up into the forbidden pass. 

"Of what?" she said softly. 
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Don't let ugly, rough cuticle spoil 
the appearance of your nails . .. 
Get this remarkable cuticle preparation 
right away. And you'll soon understand 
why thousands of women are adopting 
this new way to nail beauty, that elimi· 
nates dangerous cutting .• Here's all you do: 
Wrap corton around the end of manicure 
stick. Saturate with TRIMAL and apply 
to cuticle. Watch dead cuticle soften. Wipe 
it away with a towel. It's simple! It's easy! 

"'ilh 
Slick 

Trimal Laboratories, Inc. 
1229 So. La Brea Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 

fJ-~~z ~!~!~Jfb _ athlete's foot, rashes and other skin 
troubles. Usccoohngantiseptic 0.0.0. 
Prescription. Greaseless. stainless. 

- Stops itching Quickly. 35c trial bottle 
proves it-or money back. Ask your 
druggist for 0.0.0. Prescription. 

NO 
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When You Use This Amazing 

4 Purpose Rinse 
In one. simple. Quick operotion.lOVAlON 
will do 011 of these 4 importont things 
for your hair. 

1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Ri nses owo y shampoo fi lm. 
3. Tints th e hoir os it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neotly in place. 

lOVAlON doe s not dye or bleoch. It is 
o pure . odorless hair rinse. in 12 different 
shodes. Try lOVAlON. 
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Facing the Music 
Continued from page 4 

his own unit. Six-foot Jimmy Max
well has succeeded him in the number 
one trumpet chair in Goodman's crew 
· .. Benny stays at the Hotel New 
Yorker until Spring. The engagement 
was extended when business boomed. 
Woody Herman takes over after that 
· .. D'Artega has shelved his dance 
band for more serious musical work 
· . . Orrin Tucker succeeds Les Brown 
in Chicago's Blackhawk late this 
month ... Terry Shand, formerly 
with Freddy Martin, has joined Leo 
Reisman's band . . . Carmen Caval
laro, one of the slickest pianists in 
the country, is now heard over NBC 
from the Rainbow Room, N. Y. His 
band has been enlarged ... Another 
expert ivory-tinkler, Cy Walter, 
formed a band and has been playing 
in La Martinique, swank Gotham 
night club .. . Ted Lewis opens in 
San Francisco's Bal Tabarin in March 
· .. Jane Fulton is Joe Reichman's 
new singe:r . . . Sammy Kaye is now 
on tour but he returns to Essex House, 
New York on May 22. 

* * * When Fred Waring has his weekly 
luncheon meetings with the song 
pluggers he plays gin rummy with one 
of the salesmen after each repast. 
Loser pays for the whole check. 

* • • 
The votes are piling up in RADIO 

MIRROR'S annual "Facing the Music" 
popularity poll. The contest will end 
shortly so if you haven't balloted for 
your favorite sweet or swing band, 
cut out the coupon at the end of this 
column. 

Last month I told you that Hal Mc
Intyre, Glenn Miller's former saxo
phonist, had formed his own band and 
played a sneak preview at Glen Island 
Casino. The results were so good that 
Hal starts a regular engagement there 
this month and stays there until 
Claude Thornhill returns in the 
Spring. 

• 
The rumors persist that Artie Shaw 

is tired of it all again and will scrap 
his band. Another of our tempera
mental swingsters, Charlie Barnet, has 
reorganized his band for the umptieth 
time. 

* * • 
If they make the film based on 

George Gershwin's life, Eddy Duchin 
is a leading candidate for the role. 

* 
For nine years music publisher 

William Ortman searched for a real 
song hit. He thought he had one in 
"The Shrine of St. Cecilia." But Ort
man never lived to enjoy the tune's 
popularity. He became the innocent 
victim of a bitter Times Square gun 
battle when a stray bullet hit him. 
Ortman's song is now a best-seller. 

FATE STEPPED IN 

I F any prophet had told young Bob 
Allen . the calmly confident vocalist 

s inging with Hal Kemp's band last 
year, he was destincd to become one 
of the country's promising new band
leaders, Bob would have laughed de
risivcly and said: "Look, my good 
man, I'm doing fine where I am. I 
certainly don't want any part of those 
bandleader blucs." 

The handsome, gray-eyed baritone 
had good reason to reject such a 
future. For eight years he had been 

with Kemp's established musical or
ganization. luckily escaping the cheap 
honky-tonks, stranded tours, and tem
peramentalleaders most other popular 
singers experienced. Life for him had 
been pleasantly secure. His beautiful 
bride of a few months was expecting 
a baby and Bob knew his ample salary 
could easily take care of his family'S 
new addition. 

Then his peaceful existence crashed 
suddenly. Hal Kemp was killed in an 
automobile accident. Legal problems 
snarled the pilotless band. Plans to 
keep the men together collapsed when 
some of the musicians became im
patient, accepted other offers. 

For the first time since he had left 
his job as a Cincinnati soda-jerker 
to join a big league dance- band Bob 
Allen was without work and entireiy 
on his own. 

"I felt suddenly alone," he recalled 
"I didn't have much time to conside; 
my future. All I could think about 
was Margaret and the baby." 

After a brief period singing with 
Tommy Dorsey's band, Bob remem
bered how often his name had been 
mentioned in the trade as a potential 
band leader. He sought out one of the 
leading booking agencies, received 
enough encouragement to map out 
definite plans. The birth of a baby 
son in April spurred Bob on. 

"The first thing I did was get in 
touch with Harold Mooney, Hal's old 
arranger. He worked out a library 
for me. Then we heard about a prom
ising young band .in Cleveland and 
rushed out there to see if we could 
take it over. After a few changes in 
its personnel we were ready to go." 

Bob's band broke in last August 
in a tiny Ohio amusement park, near 
Columbus. After getting the musical 
kinks out of their system, the 14-piece 
band got a test engagement in Brook
lyn's Rosemont Ballroom. The first 
reports wcre glowing. Critics liked 
Bob's casual, cheery manner and the 
band's enthusiasm. They credited ar
ranger Mooney for the smooth coord i-

Rita Hayworth. lovely Hollywood 
star. as she appeared with Orson 
Welles on his Monday night CBS show. 
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nation of clarinet rhythm and brass 
melody. Only the outfit's over-abund
ance of novelty tunes were censured. 

Recently Bob decided to hire a girl 
singer for the rhythm numbers. He 
auditioned 97 applicants before select
ing Dotty Lee, a brown-haired Chi
cagoan formerly with Gray Gordon's 
band. 

Bob was born twenty-eight years 
ago in Allendale, a small Ohio town 
near Cincinnati. After high school he 
decided to study piano and voice, 
enrolled in Cincinnati's staid Con
servatory of Music. 

"I was supposed to take twenty 
lessons," Bob recalled, "but after three 
of them I got scared to death and 
quit." 

Bob got a job as a soda clerk in that 
city and practised his singing as he 
worked. A fudge sundae called for 
a romantic ballad, a banana split won 
the customer an Allen rhythm num
ber. A local radio station executive 
heard about the malted milk minstrel 
and got him some singing assignments 
on the air, without pay. 

Ben Bernie's band came to Cincin
nati in 1933 and Bob auditioned for 
the Old Maestro. Bernie hired the 
local youngster for his week's theater 
engagement, then advised Bob to go 
to Chicago where there was a dearth 
of good-looking band vocalists. 

Bob took a leave of absence from 
the drug store fountain, got Hal 
Kemp's attention one night in the 
Blackhawk and impressed the leader. 
He was immediately assigned to share 
the vocal numbers with Skinnay 
Ennis. 

Bob soon became the "romantic 
interest" of the Kemp band. Adoring 
females left their escorts marooned 

on the dance floor to cluster around 
the band shell each time Bob raised 
his voice. Other bandleaders tried to 
tempt Bob away with better offers. 

"I turned them all down," Bob said, 
"because Hal was more than my boss. 
He was my closest friend. As for the 
girls, I had a lot of fun but never 
took them seriously." 

Bob met his wife, Margaret Lee, a 
kindergarten teacher in Indianapolis, 
her home town. Each time the Kemp 
troupe played that city, Bob would 
look for Margaret. He corresponded 
with her when he was on the road. 
In June, 1940, they were married. 

The AlIens live modestly in a Kew 
Gardens, Long Island, apartment. Bob 
admits he made much more money 
singing with Kemp than he does now 
as a full-fledged bandleader. His own 
unit has yet to reach the big money 
brackets, but the future looks promis
ing. The day I saw Bob he was about 
to sign with one of the record com
panies. His band is now playing in 
New York's Roseland Ballroom and 
the NBC wires from there will help 
enormously. 

Bob's band doesn't resemble the old 
Kemp style in any way. The leader 
believes dance tastes have changed 
drastically. 

"The kids demand better music, 
better musicians. You know, some of 
the dancers know so much a bout the 
business that they frigh.ten me!" 

HARLEM ROYALTY 

C OUNT WILLIAM BASIE, an im
portant member of Harlem's Royal 

Family, which numbers such aristo
cratic jazzsters as Duke Ellington, 
Earl Hines, and Baron Lee, beheves 

he has h is hard- riding swingsters 
reconciled to the fact t hat as long as 
they keep getting engagements in 
top-notch hotels, movies and theaters, 
the loudness of the band's music w ill 
have to be relatively subdued. Al
though veteran Basie fans like their 
music booming and the Basie musi
cian's prefer to play it that way, new 
converts have to be considered. 

The heavy-set pianist explains the 
toning-down process: "Certain types 
of audiences like swing music pro
vided it's not too loud. I don't think 
we have to bust wide open on every 
occasion. My boys grumbled a bit 
when I told them we would play 
softer because it is difficult for them 
to train their lips to the change in 
style." 

However, the dusky, all-out swing
sters are not completely stymied. The 
Count approves full pressure on their 
Okeh recordings and during their late 
evening sessions. 

"And if that doesn't satisfy 'em," the 
Count smiles, "the boys can always 
go back to Harlem after their night's 
work and have their own private 
jump sessions." 

Basie treats his men in fatherly 
fashion. If he issues a new edict, some 
of the musicians might argue briefly 
but they soon r ealize that their leader 
had the right idea. Ever since the 
band got its initial break in Kansas 
City, they have progressed rapidly. 
Music experts will tell you that this 
is a much tougher job for a Negro 
band. Basie is responsible for the 
success and his men respect him for it. 

Despite the musical proficiency of 
such men as Basie, Jimmie Lunceford, 
Cab Calloway and John Kirby, there 
are still many hotels, ballrooms, and 

----_.----------.--------------------------------------------------------------

1'0 8E LOVED, 8E LOVELY! 

Ase!ess secret of a woman's charm 
is perfume . : . ~:trtd :~ts:~od~rn inter
p ~.e~i;\t·r9~· 'i'~:: ~his frasrance of 
r~·ma~·ce . .. Evenins .in PariS! Every 
crystal d rop breathes it . . . every 
wisp of its elusive scent whispers it. 

Evening in Paris 
Perfume, $1.25 
to $10.00. F i\CC 

Po~der, $1.00 
plus tax 



GIRLS! lVOMEN ! Who are 

on certain particular days-

Do functional periodic disturb
ances make you nervous, irrita
ble, cranky, blue, restless, hard 
to live with, so tired, weak and 
wornout-at such tim es ? 

Then why let yourself "go" 
like this? Try taking Lydia E. 
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound 
at once- the best known medi
cine you can buy today that's 
made especially for women. 

Thousands Benefited! 
Pinkham's Compound is famous 
for helping relieve weak, tired, 
nervous feelings and pain of 

irregular periods- due to this 
cause. Taken regularly-this 
scient ifically prepared medicine 
helps build up resistance against 
such symptoms. 

For over 60 years Lydia Pink
ham's Compound has helped 
thousands upon thousands of 
girls and women to go smiling 
thru such "difficult days." You, 
too, should soon begin to feel 
much better and enjoy gratify
ing benefits from the regular 
use of Lydia ' Pinkham's Com
pound. It's well worth trying! 
Follow label directions. 

¥ 6. ~ VEGETABLE COMPOUND 

S,.njdtJon In s hO~j I I'Clip_ 
per" Zl PS on and off in , 
s tantly, Now'. th e time to 
bu ild yourself a highly 
profitable shoe business 
with Clipper and 249 other 
.-matlonsl IIhoe Ityle. tor men 

and women. IJrc811, work, I8 llorh 
hc,(' !\ . "rlc'ell low as $2.98. 

J';xt remely IJhcul proflt for 
) '1111 . ('ompletc lla lell oulfll 
a lJ llolute ly rret> Write no"' 
MASON SHOE MFG . CO 

Oc.t. M ·28 
Chippewa Falls, Wiltondn 
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BABY HELPS A dozen leaflets, 
written by Mrs. Louise 

Branch, our own Baby Page Editor, have been 
reprinted and available to readers, all 12 for 
only IOc. Send stamps or coins, mentioning 
the ages of your children, to: I 

Reader- Ser-vice, Dept. RM·034 
RADIO & TELEVISION MIRROR 
East 42nd Str-eet. New Yor-k. N. Y. 

theaters that will not hire sepia or
ganizations. Only Kirby has a radio 
commercial. 

"Fortunately, things are getting bet
ter for the colored musician," B~sie 
says. "Doors that wouldn't open a 
few years ago now swing wide. Con
ditions in general have improved but, 
of course, they still could get better." 

Basie was born thirty-six years ago 
in Red Bank, N. J. His mother taught 
him piano. After high school he 
teamed up with a local band and soon 
was playing in Harlem hot spots. A 
few years later he wound up in Kan
sas City, stranded with an itinerant 
stage show. For a while he played 
organ in a movie theater. He got back 
to swing in a small night club, called 
The Reno, and built up a faithful fol
lowing. Don Davis, executive at radio 
station WHB, and Walter Bales, a real 
estate man, two Basie fans, decided to 
help. They got him on the air and 
pulled some strings in New York. 
Soon after, the Count was playing i.n 
Chicago's Grand Terrace and New 
York's Roseland Ballrooms. 

The Count fashioned some solid ar
rangements for Benny Goodman, in
cluding the now famous "One O'Clock 
Jump." 

Basie laughs when novices swoon 
over boogie-woogie. He knew it when. 

"Boogie-woogie has always been 
around but we just did,n't know what 
to call it." 

Although he lives in a spacious 
apartment near New York's Lenox 
Avenue, Basie doesn't go there when 
his work is over. Instead, he makes 
tracks to Clark Monroe's Uptown 
House, a Harlem rendezvous for 
swingsters, Negro and white. Most of 
his musiCIans, including the 250-pound 
vocalist, Jimmy Rushing, and a smat
tering of customers who don' t know 
when to go home, follow. Then comes 
an unabated, uninhibited swing ses
sion that carries on till dawn. Up 
there the boys don't hold back for 
anyone. 

76-year-old Rose Marie Lombardo 
now sings with brother Guy Lom· 
bardo's orchestra heard on Sat
urday nights over the CBS network. 

RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



OFF THE RECORD 

Some like It Sweet: 
Glenn Miller (Bluebird 11342) 

" Dream!lville, Ohio"-"Papa Niccolini." 
An amiahle lament to the midwest com
bined with a cheery novelty that relies 
on affable Tex Beneke's voice for its 
best moments. 

Russ Morgan (Decca 4069) "Buckle 
Down, Winsocki"-"Everytime." Rous
ing football tune for a mythical prep 
school that is far superior to most 
authentic ones. The reverse is easy 
on the ears. 

Charlie Spivak (Okeh 6476) "Autumn 
Nocturne"-"Clock Song." Laurels for 
the top side. Spivak's trumpet plays 
the haunting melody beautifully. One 
of the outstanding tunes of the season. 

Kay Kyser (Columbia 36441-36433) 
"Thank Your Lucky Stars and Stripes" 
-"How Long Did I Dream ?"-"Hump
ty Dumpty Heart"-"Romeo Smith." 
Four tunes from the professor's new 
film, "Playmates" and they run the 
gamut from pertness to patriotism. 
All good. 

Sammy Kaye (Victor 27666) "Honey
bunch"-"No Laughing Matter." Not 
as stickily sentimental as recent Kaye 
platters and therefore refreshingly wel
come. 

Freddy Martin (Bluebird 11347) 
"Who Are You"-"Whistling in the 
Night." Now recognized as one of the 
country's top bands and so appropriate 
for this pillar to say "I told you so." 
Here's another Martin smoothie. 

Some like It Swing: 
John Kirby (Victor 27667) "Tweed 

Me"-"Night Whispers." Handsome 
rhythms that sh'ould embarrass larger 
sized aggregations and their unre
strained brass sections. 

Harry James (Columbia 36434) "My 
Silent Love"-"Melancholy Baby." One 
of the fast-rising bands shows its abil
ity on a pair of old but still swell tunes. 
James' blending of brass and strings 
deserves mention. 

Count Basie (Okeh 6475) "King Joe." 
A most unusual recording combining the 
talents of three great Negro artists, 
Basie, Paul Robeson and playwright 
Richard Wright. It is a tribute to the I 
prowess of Joe Louis done in low-down 
blues' fashion. 

Sidney Bechet (Victor 27663) " Laugh
in' in Rhythm"-"Rippin' Up the Joint." 
P ure, unadulterated swing if you like 
it that way. 

Benny Goodman (Okeh 6474) "The 
Earl"-"Let's Do It." Goodman's debut 
on a more moderate priced disk. 

Les Brown (Okeh 6475 ) "Pushin' 
Along" - "As We Walk Into the 
Sunset." Play the top, skip the re- I 

verse, for a better appraisal of a fast
rising band. 

(Recommended Albums: Hildegarde's 
superb, sophisticated cooing of Cole 
Porter's tunes from the show, "Let's 
Face It" for Decca, Tschaikowsky's 
"Romeo and Juliet," played by Arthur 
Rodzinski and the Cleveland Orches
tra on Columbia.) 

RADIO MIRROR DANCE BAND 
CONTEST BALLOT 

To Ken Alden, Facing the Music 
Radio Mirror Magazine, 
122 E. 42nd Street, New York City. 
Please consider this a vote for 

. . .. . . . . .. . . .... . . .. . in 
your fourth annual dance band 
popularity poll. 

(Voter's name: .. .. . .. ... . . . .. . ) 

Unexpected Romance 
Continued from page 7 

He drank. The color came ' back to 
his cheek. He tried to struggle to his 
feet unaided and smiled in that em
barrassed way sick people do when 
weakness overcomes them. 

"Silly of me to take a dive like 
that," he apologized. "I've been hav
ing a touch of fiu." He looked at Bea. 
"Thanks very much," he said. "You 
were very sweet." 

Bea regarded him anxiously. "You 
can't walk yet." 

"I'll be okay," he insisted. "I'll take 
a cab over to my apartment and rest 
till the rebroadcast." 

"Is there anyone else there?" she 
asked. 

"I share my place with Mel Allen 
and Ralph Edwards," he told her. 
"I'm sure one of them is home now." 
Allen and Edwards were fellow an
nouncers. (Edwards now has his own 
show, Truth or Consequences, and 
Allen announces it.) 

"I'll help you to your apartment," 
Bea volunteered. 

"You're very sweet," he said again. 
Bea took his arm and he walked 

weakly to the elevator. Downstairs 
she got him into a cab. They talked 
little. Andre lived nearby, and in a 
few minutes, they were in his apart
ment. Mel Allen was there. She and 
Mel made Andre comfortable. Then 
Bea prepared to leave. 

"Won't you stay awhile?" Andre 
pleaded. 

Bea hesitated. 
"Just a little while. You've been a 

great tonic. Imagine waking up from 
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a faint and finding yourself looking 
into such friendly eyes." 

Bea stayed, not a little while, but 
until it was time to return for the 
rebroadcast. Andre regained his 
strength rapidly. But whenever Bea 
attempted to leave he persuaded her 
to stay. "Can't you see how much 
good you're doing me?" 

They returned to the studio to
gether, and the rebroadcast of the 
show went smoothly. Andre had no 
more spells of weakness. When the 
program ended, he came over to her. 
"Won't you go out with me some night 
soon?" he asked. "How about Mon
day?" 

"I'd love to," Bea said, "and Mon
day will be fine." 

Monday night came and found Bea 
and Andre in a night club. Still 
recuperating from his illness Andre 
was not quite fit enough to dance, so 
they sat and talked, and discovered 
that they had so many things in com
mon that their friendship seemed in
evitable. They both loved music, they 
both had started their careers in radio, 
they both loved sports, they both 
loved the same kinds of amusements~ 
they both loved the same kind 01 
home, they both loved the same type 
of friends-it was really remarkable. 
Bea learned something about Andre's 
life, and her admiration for him in
creased. His accomplishments were 
not confined to announcing-he had 
studied art in Paris--on a scholarship, 
too-and he was a very good pianist. 
In fact, it was as a pianist that he had 

~day, Greyhound and the motor bus industry 
are actively in the war, carrying thousands of 
selectees to military centers-other thousands of 
soldiers in vital military movements. 
To the fighting forces, Greyhound's nation
wide service makes possible reunions with 
relatives, sweethearts and friends, whenever 
leaves and furloughs can be granted. 
To the civilian army, motor bus travel is a 
vital necessity. It getS defense workers to jobs 
-farmers to markets-teachers and students to 
school-people of every occupation to jobs and 
homes in communities served by no other pub
lic transportation. Now every one of America's 
55,000 motor buses has a new destination 
sign ... Victory for the U. S. A.! 
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~XCITINC as a date with your 

U "one and only" ... thrilling as 

his good-night kiss-this wonderful 

discovery of hidden beauty you may 

never have realized your hair pos· 

sessed. And it's magic-like Colo rinse 

that imparts this glamorous loveli

ness. Colorinse that brings out the 

warmth of color in your hair-gives 

it a brighter, richer tone-a softer, 

silkier sheen that rivals the lustre 

of the stars themselves. You'll wonder 

how you ever were content with dull 

drab.looking hair when you discover 

how quickly Colorinse ma.kes it 

look and feel entrancingly different. 

Colorinse-in 14 flattering shades

at beauty counters everywhere. 'for a 

lovelier hair·do-ust :Ntstle Shampoo BEFORt 

al1d :Nestle Superset ArTER (oloril1sil1g. 

In lOt Ind 

25t ..... 
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hoped to succeed in radio. 
They sat at their little table in the 

club for a long time, until the place 
was about to close. Then Andre took 
her home, and as they parted they 
both knew that they would be to
gether a great deal in the future. 

Two weeks later, it seemed to Bea 
that the days when she was muttering 
to herself about Andre's alleged kid
ding attitude towards her were years 
ago. They had been meeting two or 
three times a week, and finding in
creasing delight in each other's com
pany. 

Then Larry Clinton, a comparative
ly unknown musician about to or
ganize a band, heard her sing and de
cided that she was the girl he wanted 
for his soloist. He offered her the job. 

Bea had never sung solo on the 
radio before. It was a marvelous op
portunity. If the band clicked, she 
would in all likelihood, share in its 
success. But there was a frightening 
obstacle-if she left the Kate Smith 
program she would not be in the same 
show with Andre; their work would 
not bring them together arbitrarily 
once a week for several hours. Would 
he then begin to forget her? 

She wrestled with the I?roblem. She 
asked friends whether It would be 
wise to leave a good job and take a 
chance on a new band that might fail 
a month after It started. But in reality 
she was stalling. She knew it. She 
wanted to take this opportunity but 
she was afraid-afraid of losing An
dre's love. 

But Larry Clinton wanted an an.., 
swer. She had to make up her mind. 
So in desperation she asked Andre. 
She might get a clue to his innermost 
feelings from the way he answered 
her. 

Andre's eyes brightened. "Of course 
you've got to go with Clinton," he told 
her. "You can't afford to pass up such 
a chance! Go on, make good and see 
how proud I'll be!" 

There was such a sincere concern 
for her future in his voice, so much 
eagerness to see her win out, that she 
realized that this deep interest could 
not be mere friendship. She felt love 
in his voice, and she lost her fear. 

"Okay, Andre," she said. "I'll take 
the job." 

She left the Kate Smith hour and 
joined Larry Clinton. Larry did 
achieve success, and in short order 
Bea Wain became a success too. 

Of all her friends, the proudest was 
Andre Baruch. And instead of draw
ing them further apart their profes
sional separation had the effect of 
bringing them closer together. "Now 
that we aren't on the same program," 
said Andre, "don't you think we ought 
to see each other oftener?" Bea was 
glad to agree with him. 

rfHAT Thanksgiving Andre, as com-
mentator for the Pathe News films 

- h is side job-was called to work on 
a short being made at a now defunct 
place of amusem ent in New York, the 
American Music Hall. Here was pre
sented a bur lesque revival of an an
cient melodrama called "The Fire
man's Flame," to the accompaniment 
of the quaffing of beer and the crunch
ing of pretzels by the audience. The 
short consisted of samplings of this 
show. 

Bea went w ith Andre. She seated 
herself in the back of the auditorium 
and waited for Andre to get through. 
It was dim there, at the table under 
the balcony where she sat. Her mind 

wandered from the antics on the stage. 
It was less than two months since that 
night when she had first gone out 
with Andre. Only such a short time, 
and what had happened since then! 
She and Andre were-she smiled. 
There had never been any under
standing between them, never a word 
of love. But somehow each had un
derstood, each had sensed that what 
they felt for one another did not llee i 
labeling. 

And yet-and yet-if he did say the 
word-

Suddenly she felt a hand cover her 
hand on the table, press it gently. She 
turned around startled. It was Andre. 
He had sat dow.l near her so quietly 
she had not heard him. 

"What are you thinking of?" he 
asked. 

"Oh-nothing much-" She was 
confused. 

"I'll tell you what I was thinking 
of. I was thinking how happy I 
would be if you'd say you'd marry 
me," 

She stared at him. 
"What was that you said?" 
"I said-Bea, will you marry me?" 
Silently she nodded her head, and 

a little radiant smile was on her lips. 
Andre leaned over. He pressed his 
lips to hers. 

B EA and Andre were married the 
following Spring. They chose 

May first for the date of thei.r wed
ding. May first, the beginning of 
Summer, the beginning of the glad 
season. Circling Bea's betrothal finger 
was a ring for which Andre's father, 
a Dutch diamond cutter, himself had 
cut the diamond. 

In all radio there appear to be few 
happier couples than this little girl of 
twenty-four who has already reached 
radio stardom, and her attractive an
nouncer-husband. On the first of 
every month, Andre presents her with 
a corsage-to mark the monthly anni
versary of their marriage. For a hus~ 
band to make such a ceremonial of a 
monthly anniversary-monthly, mind 
you-is about the most graphic indi
cation of the nature of the· Baruchs' 
married life. 

Bea and Andre have just fixed up 
a new apartment overlooking Central 
Park which contains all the decora
tions and gadgets they have planned 
since their marriage. There is an im
posing living room done in modern 
style, with subdued lighting, and with 
drapes that can be drawn across the 
entire window wall. Prominent in 
the room is Andre's concert grand. 
There is a magnificent bedroom, with 
the satin-covered bed standing in 
throne-like isolation; there is a cute 
kitchen, with Andre's prize citation 
from an amateur cooking society 
framed on the wall. (Andre is an 
adept chef, too, and the citation is for 
a lobster concoction.) But most at
tractive of all the rooms, and most 
popular with the Baruchs, is the del}. 
Here is where they loaf, and here IS 
where Andre has a concealed, but spa
cious dark-room that will be the envy 
of every amateur photographer who 
sees it. 

And worked into the floor of the 
den is a striking design: five musical 
notes separated by a clef sign. To the 
left of the clef are the notes A, B
Andre Baruch; to the right, B, E, A
Bea. 

This is the love motif of the Baruch 
establishment. 
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New Flavor with Fruits 
(Continued from page 13) 

Broiled Chops with Fruit 
4 lamb chops (loin, rib or shoulder) 
2 medium tomatoes 

grapefruit sections (canned or 
fresh) 

¥4 lb. fresh mushrooms 
2 tbls. melted butter or margarine 

Salt and pepper to taste 

Place chops, mushrooms and to
matoes (cut in halves) on broiler, 
brush with melted butter and broil 
(about 5 inches below flame) until 
chops are brown. Turn chops, add 
seasonings, and place one or two 
grapefruit sections on each chop. Con
tinue broiling until chops are done. 
Fresh orange or canned pineapple 
slices may be used in place of grape
fruit sections. 

Another method for combining meat 
and fruit flavors is to use fruit in 
stuffing. I like this one especially for 
duck or goose. 

Fruit Stuffing 
2 cups coarse bread crumbs 
1 apple 
1 cup prepared prunes 
1 medium onion 1 tbl. minced parsley 

lh tsp. pepper 1 tsp. salt 
1 tbl. minced celery leaves 
1 tbl. butter or marganne 

Boiling water 
Prepare prunes by covering with 

boiling water and allowing to stand 
for five minutes, then drain, remove 
seeds and chop. Fry onion, parsley 
and celery slowly in butter until onion 
begins to brown at edges. Core and 
chop apple. Combine all ingredients 
and add boiling water (¥Z to 1 cup, 
depending on your preference for dry 
or moist dressing). Half a cup of 
coarsely chopped peanuts may be 
added if desired. 

A tomato and banana combination is 
a fine accompaniment for broiled steak 
or chops and goes well with roast, too. 

Broi led Tomato and Banana 
2 large tomatoes 
1 tsp. salt 

1 banana 
3 tbls. grated cheese 

Paprika 
Cut tomatoes across into three thick 

slices. Peel and slice banana thin. Ar
range banana slices on tomato slices, 
sprinkle with grated cheese and add 
salt and paprika. Broil (about 5 inches 
below flame) until cheese is brown 
and tomato cooked through. 

Make your pork dinner ze~ t~ 
ful as well as nutritious by 
adding fruit to it-Ii k e t his 
Sausage Apple Casserole here. 
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COME OUTF'~~ 
OF THE SHADOW OF 
"DINGY" CLOTHES! 

Let gooel olel re'ia"/e RtT make 
clothes sparkle 

· , · , 

· , 
I • • 

• Men usually notice the color of a dress
and if you appear in a new color, they'll think it's 
a new dress! So treat the men-in-your-life to some 
sparkling new shades for last year's frocks. They'll 
never know the difference, or they'll think you're 
a smart one if you tell them! 

• BUT be sure you get RIT, the only dye 
containing "Neomerpin"-makes colors ~~~~:;~ 
sink in evenly and bea~tifully. No boiling. 
Perfect results every time. 

• Ri t brings new color to brassieres, 
panties, stockings, nighties, etc. Also 
curtains, drapes, spreads and even towels. 

NEVER SAY DYE ••• SAY 

Clear It with KREA10LA aid' KREMOLA 
18 8 medicated l\1~ D formula. especially 
for plmples. blaCkheads. and muddy skin. 

~~~f~ ~:~~n:k~~O~lte~r oi~er~u~~clt...~~i 
KREMOLA to the test. Ladies will envY-gentlemen Will 
adm.re. $1.25 at druggists or wrote KREMOLA. DePt. 
B-2. 2975 S. l'.hchigan Ave •• Chb'ago. enclosmg IDc to 
co\,er maIling and paclung for FREE sample. 

f/l1tK AWAY Y()f/,f 

' ~[;R)0 

W HEN corns hurt do 
one thing: apply Blue

Jay. While you walk in com
fort Blue-Jay gently loosens 
the corn so that in a few days 
it may b e easily removed. 
(Stubborn cases may require 
more than one application.) 

Blue-Jay costs very little
only a few cents to treat each 
corn-at all drug and toilet 
goods counters. 

Ina fewdayscorn 
1s gently loosened 
so.tmaybee ... Uy 
r emoved. 

HAl/ERe B LU E . lAY CORN BLACK -.", PLASTERS 

IT TINTS ' & DYES 

Be Your Own 
MUSIC Teacher 

LEARN AT HOME ::;.tb';,".r.dc~mp.~m[,.rx~;.~~ 
-a child cnn learn It. \'(mr 

Ill"ssons ("onslst of real selections. tnstend'of tiresome (.':\."'1-
("1!;;C8, Ea("h of theSE' delightfully e3$y 1(.'88\1"8 adds a n("w 
" piPCe" t() )'our list. You rll"ad real notes. too-no ··num· 

~~8·;~.A~Ok srru':ss~~ts ~~!hb!~~ ~~J~~~~~hnkA¥·nrR~~ 
~ov~~t~i~ ~ ~~crJ~~ts~~~,:~~I~~w .Fl~s~ ¥~~ :~lt:'~\Ori!~~! 
you may bil"compane)i;cellent musiCian -the lire of e,'el'Y party! 

Free Print and Picture Sample 
Ir mt(.'r("stPd. mail coupon helow tOOny for our Illustrated 
Free Bo4;Jk and Print and Pl.ctun.> Smnplc, ric-aM" 11I\'utlon 
your favo1"ll(.' m~tl um(.'nt In!-tt'ulll("nts sUI"pli(.'d when 
necdll"d, cash or ("t"t'dl t 
U. S . School of Music. 3063 8runswick 8ldg . N Y. C. 

~.~a~ ~~~~o:neofFI~~S~~k~~t~n:rpl~~ri:~ '~I~i"""e N sa~lill~: 
I would hke to .,lay ~Namc InslruUl(.'nU. 

Ha,'(.' \'00 
Inst1ument, , ................... . . o. .......... Instrum("nt" ........... .. 

Nal'T1e , ..... , ............ .................................. ... , .................. . 

AddreS8 ................... , ..... ' ....................................... .. .......... . 
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T ODAY, as through generations, 
soothing Resinol offers comfort· 

ing relief from the torment of skin 
itching and smarting. 

Whether the discomfort is due to 
chafes, simple rashes, facial out· 
breaks of youth-to dry eczema, 
often associated with age - or to 
similar externally caused irritation 
-bland medicated Resinol usually 
turns the misery into joy. Keep it 
handy-use it freely-you may save 
hours of torment. 

Resinol Soap is pure, gently 
cleansing and refreshing. Try it. 
For free sample, wrile Resinol MG·ll, Ballo., Md. 

RESINa~!:!~~:~ 

HE-"Tha' lady has a mustache!" 
SHE - "Howembarrassing!" 
HE- "Why doesn't she shave?" 
SHE-'" know a beHer way.o over-

come that problcm-li.ten - I' ll tell you a 
aecret-I once h.d the problem of ugly. super
fl uous ha ir on fa ce a nd li mbs. I was d iscour· 
aged-unloved. Trie d m. ny different product . 
but nothing Was re.lly •• tisfactory. Then I de
veloped a "imp Ie. pa m lclOs, inexpens ive met hod 
-It worked, and brought me happines s!' 

I have he lp ed thous.nds sceking a beaut iful skin 
frce 01 that ugly. noticeab le, unw.nted hair. My 
F REE book, " How to Overcome the Superfluous 
Jl a ir P roblem," explains the method and proves 
a~t ual SuccesS. Mail ed in 'p.la in envelope. Also 
tria l offer- no ohl!Kat l on. W rite Mme. 
ANNETTE LANZETTE, P. O. B Ol< 4040, 
Merch. nrl i. e Mart. Dept. 152. Chic. go, III. 
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The Man I Almost Married 
Continued from page 35 

a girl who wasn't only pretty when 
she was with the man she loved but 
pretty all the time. I watched Gil 
dancing with her and I suppose I must 
have had some premonition even then, 
because I wasn't happy for the rest of 
the evening. I watched how her 
graceful little figure fitted into Gil's 
arms as if it belonged there, how 
golden her cloud of soft-spun hair 
looked against his dark shoulder, how 
her small face lifted to his, half pro
vocative, half-shy-and I was afraid. 

It was pretty obvious, what Violet 
did. She wanted Gil and she went 
after him, with no holds barred. Dur
ing the weeks after the dance Marcia 
saw what was happening and warned 
me. 

"She's from my home town. I know 
her," she said. "She's a gal who wants 
a lot and always gets it. Look out 
for her, Jane." 

"But Gil," I protested. "Gil wouldn't 
do that. Gil loves me." 

It came just before Commencement. 
Gil called one night late, and said he 
had to see me. When he came he 
looked tem;e and miserable. He didn't 
try to beat about the bush. He blurted 
it out. 

"Jane, I'm horribly sorry. It-it's 
been a mist'lke, about you and me. 
I'm in love with Violet Eaton as I 
never thought I could be in love 
with anybody-and I want to marry 
her." 

SOMEHOW I managed to hang on to 
my pride. Somehow I mana~ed to 

speak steadily and with what dIgnity 
I could muster. 

"If you're in love with Violet , Gil, 
I won't try to hold you. Goodbye and 
-good luck." 

And that was that. That was the 
way it felt to be jilted. This is a 
thing that's happened to thousands 
of girls thousands of times and now 
it's happened to you. That was the 
refrain that accompanied my grad
uation from Brookmead, saying good
bye to my friends, and going out to 
get a job. 

It accompanied me for months. 
Jobs were hard to come by but I was 
well prepared as a teacher and I was 
lucky in getting a position at a girls' 
school in a small Massachusetts town. 
There, behind the cloistering, ivy
creepered old walls, I shut out the 
world. I stopped writing to any of 
my friends except Marcia, who stayed 
on to teach at the high ' school in 
Brookmead, our college town. Through 
her I learned that Violet and Gil 
were m,,:rried, and with that news the 
last vestIge of hope that may still have 
flickered, died and went out. 

I threw myself, heart and soul, into 

my work. I lived for it and nothing 
else. That was the way to forget. 
There were no men on our faculty and 
I was glad. As I had shut out the 
world, so I had shut out men. I 
wanted no part of them, and no part 
of any social life. My spirit was so 
sore and bruised I never wanted to 
feel again. Never, never would I let 
my emotions be touched. And so, for 
four years, I lived like a nun, dedi
cated only to my young students. 

Summer vacations I usually saw 
Marcia. We would spend several 
weeks or a month together at some 
quiet resort. Through her I learned 
that Gil and Violet had had a baby
then another. But the news left me 
untouched. 

Then, the fourth fall at Plainfield , 
I met Tom Galloway. He was a young 
economist from New York and he 
came up to give a lecture to our 
senior class. It was a good lecture. 
I liked it. I liked him too. I couldn't 
help feeling, all the ti;me he talked, 
that he looked less like my picture of 
a dry economist than anyone I had 
ever seen. Broad-shouldered and 
clear-eyed, he suggested the outdoors 
far more than dull tomes on dollars 
and trends. There was nothing hand
some about Tom Galloway, but he 
was good to look at, with a finely 
shaped head and humorous mouth. 
He kept the girls enthralled with a 
vivid and sometimes wry picture of 
today's troubled times. After he fin
ished, I went up to tell him how 
much I had enjoyed it. 

WHY he singled me out to talk to 
I don't know, but he did. Final

ly he said: 
"My train doesn't leave till eleven. 

I'm going to be awful l .mely until 
then, unless you'll have pity and dine 
with me." 

I started to refuse. Then something' 
in his straightforward smile appealed 
to me and, almost against my will, 
I found myself accepting. I, Jane Win
gate, dining alone with a mar, for 
the first time in over four years! 

I soon lost my nervousness. Tom 
Galloway talked interestingly and 
well. He was impersonal, yet there 
was something warm and sympathetic 
in his eyes. 

When he left me at the ivy-covered 
gates he had only fifteen minutes to 
make his train. "It's been a grand 
evening you've made for me," he said. 
"If I come up next weekend, would 
you go for a walk with me or a 
horseback ride, on Sunday?" 

I . hesitated. "I'm really awfully 
busy- " 

"I know you are. But you're gen
erous too. Weekends are the only 

MARCH of DIMES 
On e of th e most exciting programs ever put on the air was the 

broadcast, January 24, for the March of Dimes, President Roose
velt's birthday fund for Worm Springs Foundation and treatment 
of infantile paralysis. Bette Davis (left) was lust one of the many 
famous Hollywood stars who took port in tho show. All the dra 
matic sketches were written by radio's brilliant author, Arch Oba!er , 
who also directed the program. Arch was Vice-Chairman of the 
March of Dimes of the Air Committee, of which Eddie Cantor was 
Chairman. Because this year's celebration was in honor of the 
President's sixtieth , or Diamond Jubilee, birthday, the Holly
wood stars concerned went "all out" to make the broadcast a 
memorable one-and if you listened in you know they succe<!ded. 
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time I can get out of the city, and it's 
lonely to take walks or rides alone." 

Again, really against my will, I 
found myself accepting. 

After that weekend there were 
others. Gradually I saw more and 
more of Tom. He came nearly every 
Saturday, staying overnight at the 
Inn in town, and we spent my free 
hours wandering through the hills, 
walking or riding, sometimes skiing, 
always talkin~. How we talked! 
About everythmg in the world from 
history to football-except myself. 
He seemed to sense some reticence in 
me and never asked questions. He 
told me a ~reat deal about his dreams 
and ambitions, and I liked him more 
and more. But never as a man. Only 
as a good companion. The image of 
Gil obliterated all men for me, as 
such, and never once did I think of 
Tom as anything but a fine friend. 

Once we even danced, when the Inn 
gave a Valentine party. And I, the 
proper school-marm, wore a white 
evenin~ dress with a red flower in 
my hair, and loved it. Tom was a 
good dancer and once, toward the end, 
when we waltzed, I lost myself com
pletely in his arms. He held me close 
as I could feel the beat of his heart. 
The music enveloped us and flowed 
softly around us and, for a moment, 
we were the only people in the world. 

When he led me back to our table, 
Tom looked at me strangely. "Some 
day, Jane, some day you're going 
to shed that icy shell you've built 
around yourself and you're going to 
be the warm, vibrant, lovely girl you 
really are underneath." 

"Goodness," I laughed, uneasily. 
He had never said anything like that 
before. "Does waltz-time always af
fect you like this?" 

"I'm serious. Something-I don't 
know what-happened once to hurt 
you and you've been shut up against 
life ever since. Some day you're 
going to want to grasp it again-with 
both hands. I want to be there when 
you do." 

"Why don't you say it now?" 
He grinned at me-the old familiar 

grin r knew so well-and shook his 
head. "Nope. I've bided my time and 
I'm still biding it. To say anything 
too soon would only send you scurry
ing back into that shell, icier than be
fore. Come on, let's dance." 

I T was two days after that Marcia's 
letter came. "Spring vacation comes 

early this year-in March," she wrote. 
"Why don't we spend it together? 
You could pick me up here in Brook
mead, and we could hop in my car 
and go somewhere for a week away 
from grading papers and faculty meet
ings. I want so much to see you 
before summer. And, frankly, there's 
something else on my mind. I want 
you to come back here, Jane dear, 
Just to prove that you can. I know 
it's full of painful memories, but 
don't you think you're cured now? 
You've locked yourself away from the 
past so long, can't you come back to 
the place that was most painful just 
to prove to yourself you're over it? 
You'd probably see Gil and his fair 
Violet. They are still living here, you 
know. That would be the final test 
and I know you'd pass it with flying 
colors. Please do, dear." 

I sat with the letter in my hands 
for a long time. Memories flooded 
back, memories I'd shut out for five 
years. And suddenly I wanted to do it. 
I was sure I was cured. This, as 
Marcia said, would prove it. I felt 
MARCH, 1942 
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Five little princesses-ali in a row. 
BABY RUTH is the flr.t and only candy 
ever given tothe famous Quintuplets. 

DR. A LLAN ROY DAFOE SAYS: "Baby Ruth, being rich in 
Dextrose, v ital food-energy sugar, and other palatable in
gredients, makes a pleasant, wholesome candy for children." 
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I m ight even be amused, in a sophis
ticated way, to see Gil again. 

Before I could change my mind, 
I sent Marcia a special delivery. It 
was a wonderful idea, I said. I'd come 
up on the n ight boat to save time, 
have a day or so with her in Brook
mead, and then we could start out. 

From then until the time to go I 
was eager as a child before Christmas. 
I was cured. Certainly I was cured. I 
wouldn't want to go if I weren't, 
would I? I'd see Gil and look straight 
at him and he would mean no more 
to me than-than a fly. By the time 
I boarded the nightboat I was trem
bling with eagerness. 

I dressed for dinner almost as if 
I were going to a party. This was an' 
adventure. I was going back-back to 
show them all that what had hap
pened was all over. 

T HE waiter showed me to my table 
and the first course was served. 

Then a latecomer was seated opposite 
me and I looked up to see who my 
companion was to be. The soup spoon 
clattered to my plate, and I choked 
back a cry. Looking at me across the 
table was Gil Forrester. 

It was the same Gil, but with a 
subtle difference. Now there was a 
slight puffiness under the laughing 
eyes, a twist to the gay mouth, that 
was new. He stared at me is if he 
were looking at a ghost. 

"My Lord! Jane Wingate. Why
you're beautiful !" 

"Thank you," I said primly, above 
the deafening thumping of my heart. 
"You're looking very well. And how 
are Violet and the children?" That 
would fix him! 

"They're all right," he said. "Tell 
me about yourself. Where have you 
been? Where are you going? It's won
derful to see you." 

As coolly as possible, I told him 
my plans. He said he was working 
with his father. He'd been down to 
my part of Massachusetts on business 
and, at the last minute, had decided 
to take the night boat back. At the 
last minute, mind you. He leaned 
across the table. "It's fate, Jane. 
Meeting you like this. It's like a 
strange sort of predestination." 

It was fate, all right. I knew it 
when we got up from t he table after 
an hour of pretending to eat. He 
took my arm to lead me to the deck. 
All my anticipated "amusement" was 
gone. I was numb with the shock of 
him. His fingers sent the same throb 
through my blood that his touch had 
always given me, produced t he same 
breathless magic his presence always 
brought. Outside the dining room I 
made some excuse to return to my 
cabin, but h e would have none of it. 

"You're not gOing to run away 
now," he said. "Not after I've found 
you again." 

Still I tried to go, half afraid, but 
he led me to the rail. A wintry moon 
struggled through the clouds a nd 
turned the river into a shining rib
bon, w inding through the dark mys
te ry of the h ills On either side. It lay 
on Gil's face as he looked down at 
me. And suddenly it was five year.s 
ago and we had neve r been away. 

" It's like old times, J ane," he said 
in a low voice, echoing my very 
thoughts. "The moon on your face . . . 
remember the night of our m oon, the 
one that shone just for us, the night 

I took you in my a rms for the first 
time . .. " 

"I don't think I do, Gil," I tried 
to laugh-oh, so cool and poised. 
"After all, it was long ago." 

"Not to me. You've been close to 
me many times. Haven't you ever 
thought of me, Jane, all this time?" 

"I've been busy." 
"I've tried to keep busy, heaven 

knows. But it's hard to forget ... " 
How true that was! " ... especially 
when you've been a fool, as I was. 
What happened to me, Jane? We were 
made for each bther, you and I , What 
made me throw it away?" 

I took a deep breath. "People don't 
always put names to things. You 
just-didn't love me enough." 

"I thought I loved Violet, didn't 
I? But how could I, comparing her 
to you?" 

"Gil, stop it! Violet is your wife." 
"Yes, Violet is my wife," and there 

was real bitterness in his tone. "What
ever it was we had for each other is 
long gone now. I had something fine 
and real, and tossed it away for-this 
sham my life is now." 

"You must not talk like this! You 
took my life once and broke it to 
bits. Since then we've each made a 
new one for ourselves. It's too late to 
bring things into being again that are 
better left alone." 

He took me by the shoulders and 
forced my face up to his. "It's not 
too late! It's never too late for what 
we've got for each other. I'm going 
home and tell Violet the truth. I'll 
make her get a divorce." 

"You're talking like a madman! 
You can?t do that. Think of the chil
dren. You love them. They need 
you- " 

"They're babies. They'll 'forget. I 
loved you first, Jane. And I've needed 
you all my life- more than mychil
dren, more than anything . .. " 

His fingers were biting into. ':!y 
shoulders and his words were bItmg 
into my soul. I struggled away from 
him. "I loved you once, Gil. But now 
I have my work and I live for it." 
Then as hE' moved toward me, "No, 
don't touch me. Let me go, Gil!" 

He must have sensed the despera
tion in my voice, for he dropped his 
hands. 'His eyes, bright in the m~on
light, seemed to possess me. "All nght 
-we'll talk again at breakfast. I'll 
never let you go, Jane, now I've found 
you. I'll dog you in Brookmead, I'll 
follow you everywhere until you can't 
say 'no' to me." 

I looked at him for a moment, then 
turned and fled along the dark and 
silent deck. I locked the door of the 
cabin and threw myself, still dressed, 
on the bed. The world whirled crazily. 
All known and familiar things had 
dropped away from under my feet. 
Through all the chaotic thoughts in 
my mind, four words repeated them
selves: Gil still loves me. 

F INALL Y I got up and undressed. I 
got into bed and tried to quiet my

self. But sleep would not come. I tossed 
from side t o side, w r acked by the pas
sion and violence of Gil's words and 
the long memories they awakened of 
things I'd thought dead. I got up 
and paced the floor. Slowly some 
rationality re turned a nd I made my 
plans. 

I could not face Gil at breakfast. 
I had to escape. Suddenly I remem-

NEXT MONTH-Be sure t o get the April issue of Radio Mirror to read another 
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bered Correction Cove and my long 
ago visit there. It was not far from 
where the boat would dock, and there 
I could be completely alone. 

I was packed and ready long before 
the time came for docking. As soon 
as the boat touched the wharf, I was 
on shore and in a taxi. Gil would 
be just coming into the dining salon 
for breakfast.. I thought of wiring 
Marcia and then discarded the idea. 
Whatever anxious moments she might 
have, she would gladly forgive when 
I explained. 

"And so-I came here . ... " 

I LOOKED into the kindly eyes of 
Mr. Keen, who had sat so still dur

ing my long story. He held my gaze, 
Neither of us spoke. Overhead, sea 
gulls wheeled and soared. 

"And what have you decided?" he 
said at last, quietly. 

"Only that I can't see Gil Forrester 
again." 

"Why?" 
"If I were to see him now, or hear 

his voice," I said miserably, "I would 
throw all honor and decency to the 
winds. I'd go away with him, as he 
wants." 

"In spite of Violet and the chil
dren?" 

"Yes! That's why I can't see him. 
Don't you understand? Violet-well, 
I don't think I care about her. I 
loved him desperately, five years ago, 
and she didn't care. No, it's the chil
dren. It was for them I said no the 
other night on the boat and ran 
away . ... " 

"You ran away because he said 
he'd follow you until he made you 
change your mind." 

"Yes. He almost did, and I almost 
weakened, there in the moonlight." 

"The moonlight." Mr. Keen leaned 
forward and put his hand on my arm. 
He spoke very earnestly. "Aren't you 
always seeing Gil Forrester by moon
light, Jane? Wasn't the moon the other 
night just the lost, sweet echo of a 
schoolgirl's dreams, where every
t hing is beautiful and a little better 
than life? If you saw Gil by daylight 
once, in Brookmead, as other people 
see him, you'd feel quite differently." 

"N 0, I wouldn't. I know myself 
better than you do. And I've loved 
Gil Forrester all my life, There's 
never been another man-" 

"To compare him with. Exactly. 
You've known one man since Gil" Tom 
Galloway. But you look on Tom only 
a s a friend because you cannot let 
yourself look at him with any other 
eyes than the ones that beheld Gil 
Forrester and are still dazzled by him. 
By shutting yourself up in a girl's 
school, you kept his memory as you 
wanted it, and your heart stayed a 
romantic girl's, instead of a woman's. 
As long as you hide away from the 
reality of his presence and cherish 
his memory, you'll never ·be happy. 
And you'll always believe you love 
11im." 

"I do love him. I do!" The words 
were torn out of me. 

"I wonder. You love him because 
he's physically strong, and hand
some, and knows how to laugh. But 
what of his character? Can you look 
at that honestly-and love him? He 
was engaged to you. A beautiful face 
comes along and he throws you over. 
Five years pass. He's used to the 
beautiful face and knows its faults. 
So, a few hours after he sees you 
again, he's ready to break all the vows , 
he made her, for better or wo~se, and 
come back to you. Is that strong?" 
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"People aren't strong, when they 
love. Look at me! I'm usually strong 
and yet when-when I saw Gil, I was 
weak as water and almost said I'd do 
what he asked ... " 

"Let's imagine for a moment that 
you had. Let's say you let Gil get 
this divorce. He marries you. You're 
blissfully happy for a while. Then he 
gets used to you. What will happen 
when another pretty face comes along 
-or maybe he sees Violet again? 
What will happen when the day 
comes he longs for h is children and 
blames you because he's lost them?" 

"Stop!" I cried. "Maybe what you 
say is true. Maybe Gil is weak. But 
we can't choose where we love. And 
I know, in my heart, that if Gil Forres
ter spoke to me now I'd go in spite 
of everything." 

Mr. Keen had taken out his watch. 
He didn't seem to hear me. He spoke 
almost to himself. "I told Tom to 
allow me a couple -of hours. They are 
just about up now," 

"Tom." I sprang to my feet. "Tom 
here? I won't see him. I can't-" 

Mr. Keen was peering over the 
rocks that formed our shelter. "Here 
he comes now, looking for us," he 
said contentedly. 

I had the panicky impulse to flee. 
But before I could no more than utter 
an exclamation, Tom appeared at the 
entrance to our little cove. He looked 
drawn and strained, and his face was 
pale. He came straight to me. "Thank 
heaven, you're all right, Jane," he said, 
grasping both my hands. Then he 
gave a crooked grin. "You had us 
worried." 

"I'm sorry. I-I couldn't help it." 
"I know. It was something you had 

to figure out for yourself." Then he 
turned to Mr. Keen. "Have you given 
her the letter?" he demanded. 

"Letter?" I said wonderingly. 
Mr. Keen was pulling an envelope 

from his pocket. He looked at the 
scrawled inscription, then at me. He 
held it out. "Gil Forrester asked me 
to give you this when I found you." 

I seized it and tore it open. The 
irregular handwriting brought back 
memories of little notes, of cards 
tied to flowers, of silly valentines 
five years ago. 

I hardly noticed that Tom turned 
on his heel and walked slowly away, 
as ' I devoured the words. Mr. Keen 
stood by silently. 

"My darling," I read. "You don't 
know what I've gone through since 
you didn't appear for breakfast the 
next morning on the boat-how I've 
suffered and worried. It's been like an 
agony to me. Come back, my dearest. 
Come back and let us go on as we 
w ere five years ago-before I acted 
the fool. I haven't told Violet yet, 
but as soon as I have the word 

from your own sweet lips, I will! 
Then we can go away and every
thing will be as if we'd always 
been together. Yours, always and 
always, Gil." 

I folded it slowly. Near the hori
zon the sun blazed forth suddenly, 
in the glory of sunset. I watched 
as it stole over the waves, turning 
them to pale gold, touching the scene 
around us into warm life. It reached 
into my heart too, and illumined the 
words I had just read. 

HERE was Gil's voice I'd said I 
would heed. And all of a sudden 

it sounded hollow in my ears. There 
was no real thought in those words of 
me-nor of Violet, nor the children. 
There was only thought of Gil him
self. How he had suffered. He would 
tell Violet when I said "Yes." Not 
before. If his marriage was insup
portable enough to warrant asking 
for a divorce at all, why must he be 
sure of me before he asked it? Surely 
if he wanted to be free to marry me, 
he should want to be free anyway. 
What Mr. Keen had said came back, 
forcibly. The lost sweet echo of a 
schoolgirl's dreams. A girl's heart, 
not a woman's. When he gets used 
to you . .. 

And then the sun was like a 
dazzling light, straight from. heaven. 
With a quick gesture I tore the letter 
into small pieces and tossed them to 
the wind. I ran out of the cove and 
down the beach toward Tom's tall 
figure. 

"Tom!" I called. "Tom, wait!" 
He turned and as I ran toward 

him, I saw his face transformed with 
the radiance I .felt in myself. I ran 
up to him, caught him by the arms. 
"You said someday the icy barrier 
would melt, didn't you, Tom?" I 
panted. "You said you wanted to say 
something when it did. What is it ,you 
wanted to say? Tell me!" 

His arms enfolded me and held 
me close. "I guess you know,'" he 
said in a muffled voice. "I've waited 
a long time for this- for when you'd 
want to grasp life again with both 
hands. Well, I want to be the first 
thing you grasp. Will you have me, 
darling?" 

"Will I!" I held up my lips, and in 
the moment of his kiss all false mem
ories died and I knew that I was a 
schoolgirl no longer, but a woman 
grown. 

After a while we turned and looked 
back down the beach where I had 
known such torment and now had 
found such peace. Far away, walk
ing in the gathering dusk, plodded a 
short, chubby figure. It was not too 
dark to see that in every line of that 
straight back there was satisfaction 
and happiness at a job well done. 

JERRY WAYNE-romantic young baritone heard on Burl Ives' 
Coffee Club over CBS Saturday mornings (incidentally, it's one of 
radio's pleasantest shows) and with Ted Straeter's orchestra three 
times a week on Mutual in a program sponsored by Regent 
Cigarettes. Jerry is twenty.five years old, and was born in 
Buffalo, N, Y. He went to the University of Buffalo, Ohio State 
University, and a school of dramatics, which he liked best of al l. 
Armed with his acting talent, he headed for Hollywood, where 
he apppared obscurely in two unimportant pictures, He dropped 
acting and concentrated on singing, with the result that soon he 
was soloist with Bobby Byrne's orchestra and on network shows, 
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W~,al~[IJ:ln(IJ(I]ill:[IIUallMJ~. 
Fascinating oc:copation quickly learned at home 
~I~;e~~~' ~'t:~MK~~r:~~~ ~~m:~t~~~ '~" ~ ~ 
todaY for free booklet aDd reQuirements. l", . · . 

NATIONAL ART SCHOOL . , 
1315 Michigan Ave.,Dept. 1383. Chicago,U.s.A. .' 

~
~.> "' ftfn¥tlflffiit1 

~ ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of 'i ~ Sweetheart. Relative or Friend 
reproduced penna-

• ne.tty in thIs beau_ 48 tiCUl onyx: like ring 
featurinll the New 

M_gnified Setting! WIll last a lifetime! lode- C 
s tructible! WaterproOf! Enclose strip of paPer 

i!~t!.~'!~ s:ue'YO~a~~s~~ P~~s :a/e;-os~~!~(Elpertl,p.idted 
Canadians: Send Money Order! (Photos Returned) 10e eXira) 
Photo Movette Ring co., Oept.C.16. 519 Main St.,Cincinnati,O. 

don't WORRY 
ABOUT 

RUPTURE 
Whyputupwithyearsof 
needl"ss discomfort and 
worry? Try a Brooks 
Automatic Air Cushion. 
This marvelous appli
ance permits theopening 
to close, yet holds reduc
ible rupture securely, 
comfortably-dayand . 
n1gnt. T~ousands report amazing results. Light, 
neat-fitting. No hardpadsorstiff springs to chafe 
or gouge. Made for men, women and children. 
Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. Never 
sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan 
and proof of results. Correspondence confidential. 
BROOKS COMPANY 142-A Stale St.. Marshall. Mich. 
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What's New from 
Coast to Coast 
Continued from page 11 

$9.00) which he used for transporta
tion un~il someone stole it and put 
him back on his feet. 

His most prized possession is a 
watch chain made of sales tax tokens, 
which he displays across the waist of 
his Sunday overalls. His pet aversion 
he describes as follows: "I don't like 
to see girls we;;lr them shoes that lets 
their toes hang out on the ground. It 
ain't neat." 

When Jim gets around to retiring, 
he's going back on a little farm some
where near Short Creek. Meanwhile, 
he finds life very interesting, day and 
night. "If I sleep on my back," he 
confides, "I have a nightmare every 
time. So I often sleep on my back to 
see what I'll dream." 

* * 
NASHVILLE, Tenn. - Distance 

means nothing to Pee Wee King and 
his Golden West Cowboys, stars of 
WSM's Grand Ole Opry .. Since August 
1 they have played in seventy army 
camps, naval bases, flying fields and 
marine barracks, driving more than 
40,000 miles to do so-yet every Sat
urday night they're back in Nashville 
to make their regular appearance on 
the Grand Ole Opry. Every Saturday 
night, that is, except three successive 
ones when they were on a tour of 
Texas. In those three weeks some 
7,500 fans wrote in asking them to 
come back to the Opry. 

The traveling is done as part of 
the Camel Caravan which appears in 
military defense centers to help keep 
up the morale of the men in uniform. 
And since Pee Wee and his Cowboys 
don't intepd to give up the Caravan 
work, and aren't allowed by their 
fans to give up the Saturday broad
casts, it looks as though they're going 
to see a lot of country. 

There aren't many types of enter
tainment the Cowboys don't have in 
their repertoire-comedy, songs of 
the range, folk tunes from every sec
tion of the country, popular numbers 
from Tin Pan Alley, and even the 
classics. Individually, they're all 
stars in their own right. Pee Wee 
King, the leader, has a smile that 
seems to be indelible, a fine singing 
voice, and a thousand-dollar accor
dion which he plays expertly. 

San Antonio Rose is the group's 
specialist in yodeling. Dressed in one 
of her numerous fancy cowgirl cos
tumes, she sings high, sustained 
notes that are so beautiful you for
get they're also difficult. Then there's 
Smilin' Eddie Arnold, the master of 
ceremonies, who also plays the guitar 
and sings solos; Fiddlin' Red, the 
fastest fiddler in fifty counties and 
champion fiddler of three states, who 
can tear into the classics with equal 
ease, and Cowboy Joe, bass player, 
singer, and comedian in the role of 
Cicero. 

Ford Rush, Jr., was the newest 
member of the outfit, but he has left 
for a post in Uncle Sam's Army. J. 
L. Frank, the Cowboys' manager, is 
getting discouraged because the last 
five guitar players he's hired have 
been drafted "But anyway," Frank, 
who used to be Gene Autry's man
ager, says comfortingly, "we know 
the Army has at least five good guitar 
players now." 

~o MUCH HAPPIER TH~ 
WOMAN WHO KNOWS. 

Wi/}, Safe New Way in Feminine Hygiene 

• The young woman who is sure of certain facts 
can feel happily secure. In feminine hygiene her 
physical and mental health, her very happiness 
itself depend on accurate information. Over
strong solutions of acids which endanger her 
health are a thing of the past. 

Today thousands of informed women have 
turned to Zonitors-the safe new way in fem-· 
inine hygiene. These dainty snow-white sup
positories kill germs, bacteria instantly at 
contact. Deudorize--not by temporary masking 
-but by destroying odors. Spread a greaseless 
protective coating to cleanse antiseptically 
and give continuous medication for hours. 

Yet! Zonitorsare saJefor delicate tissues. Pow
erful against germs-yet non-poisonous, non
caustic. No apparatus; nothing to mix. Come 
t2 in a package, each sealed in individual glass 
bottles. Get Zonitors at your druggist today. 

. booklet of in-

I Have Specia.l Work 
fo~ HOVSEWIVES 
c»~eed ~$ 22 wtE.J 

Spxia,ly m.ade lor blondc.-. Help" Ir.:eep light h.alr trom darlt.ea· 
ing-bri.gh[eQs laded blonde bair. Not a liquid, it as .a fragrant 
powder tb.u quicI.:!y m.akes a rich c1e.ansiQ~ I.ather. lnstaody 
removes (be din,,!"" duS[·l.aden 61m cb.at males blonde b.air dark. 

Called Blondes . 1[ j1:1\,"e. h;m attractive lustre and blgbh~bcs
keeps cb.at Illl.[-sb.ampooed lool lor a wbole week. Safeo. fine lot 
cbildren's bair, Blondex is the w-orld·s lar,l!cst sellin.~ blonde 
~b .ampoo. For eur.a lustre and r.adi.ance, tOP od" sbamroo with 
Blondex Goldea Rinse. Can be useJ on.all .. b.ades 01 blonde b.alr . 
Both Cost lirtle [0 uo;e Get Blondel Sh.ampoo .anJ GolJen R1n~ 
at IOC, drug and dept S[or~ 
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No, Sister, they're not coming over here-nol if 
all the power of American ships and planes, 

and all the sacrifice of American men can stop them. 

But they may try. 

If they try, some may get through, for it is a wide sky, 
and bombs may crash here as they crashed on far
away Hawaii and in the distant Philippines. 

Or even if they don't try, the work of enemies within 
our own gates may bring fires, explosions, damage 
to our busy defense plants. 

So we must be ready-just in case. 

Ready with quick help for the hurt and the suffering. 
Ready with merciful aid that is still great in America's 
heart, even in a world where such things as mercy 
and decency seem no longer to exist. 

That's the job of the Red Cross-to dispense that 
merciful care and help wherever and whenever pain 
and suffering exist. 

It's a big job, that will call for every effort 
the hundreds of thousands of Red Cross work
ers - nurses, disaster fighters and volunteer 
helpers - can put forth. 

It will call for vast stores of medicines and supplies, 
food and clothing, bandages and equipment. 

It will demand every penny of the fifty million dollars 
the Red Cross is now asking for, and more. 

So every bit helps, Sister. 

Every dollar your Daddy can bring up from the bot
tom of his pocket, every penny any man or woman 
can add to the check he or she writes now for the 
Red Cross. 

The brave men awing, afloat and afield who take 
care of us sometimes need care too, and we must 
give it. 

We give it when we give to the Red Cross, whether 
it be a little or a lot. 

Send contributions to your local chapter 

American Red Cross 
War Fund Campaign 

Give and git'e geuerollsly - 10 your local chapter - 10 vO/fluteer 
solicitors. Give wbcll YOII call, wbere YOII call, as milch as you can. 

Tbis JUlge contributed to tbe American Red Cross by tbe JJllbfisbers. 
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Jaue 
on your 

Von t pay se,;eral nundred dollars more than netessary 
wheu you build a home! Buy it direct from our mill at 
Qur low factory price. \Ve ship you the materials-lum~er 
cut-to-fit ready to erect. Paint, glass, hardware, nalls. 

'etc., all included in the price-no extra charge~. ~Ve pay 
the freight. Plans furnished-also complete buddmg In
·strucUons. No wonder our customers write us that we sued 
them 300/0 to 40%. comPared with builders' prices. Easy 
terms-monthly payments. 

•

Handsome Big F R E E 
. CATALOGUE 

• ', Pictures wonderful homes in ~lors at money-
• saving prices. Designs to SUit eHryone. 

: , Write for lIour cataloDue today 
. LEWIS MANUFACTURING CO. 
• DeDt. 6223 Bay City, Michigan 

ROLLS DEVELOPED 
25c CoIn . Two 5x7 Double Weight P.rofessional 
Enlargements. 8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints. 
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 19, LaCrosse, Wis. 

I N V E N T 0 R S Pr:otect your idea 
w.th a Pa ten t. 
Don't de)a~· . Get 

Free "Patent Guide." No charge for preliminary infor· 
mation. CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN-Registered Pat
ent Attorney. 21G-C. Adame Bldg .• W .... hington. D.C. 

12 YOUNG MOTHER HELPS FOR IDe 
A dozen leaflets. written by b.lrs. Louise Branch, 
o ur own Baby Page Editor, have been reprinted 
and available to readers, all 12 for only lOco 
Send stamps or coin, mentioning the ages of 
your children, to : 
Reader Service. Dept. RM-034. Radio & Tele
\'ision )lirror. 205 East '''2nd Street. ~ .. \V York. 

! 
Matching Wedding 
Band. set with Flashing 

Stones! 
Never before a \"alue 
llke this! A stunning 
Engagement Ring or 

yeilOW' or white gold effect. . .A 
knock-out. with a simulated dIa
mond in center, and simulated d~a
monds at sides. Get It at the mu
aculous price of just $1. F R E E ! 

• To Introduce this niue, we offer a lIatching Band. 
absolutelY free. BunY! SEND NO MONEY- ju st name. 
and ring size. 10 daY money-b ack guarantee. . 
Pay postman $1.00 plus few cents postage .tor ring and get 
wedding band FREE. If you send cash with order we pay 

postage. C 0 30 Church St. 
H A R L EM. Dept. RIBI. New York 

Nervous, Weak 
Ankles Swollen 

Excess acids, POisons and wastes in your blood are 

~::~i~ ~~~~~~e~Y 1~~~c~:.n~~OII~e~~nk'es~PN ~r~~u~': 
ness , RheumatlC pams, DlZZiness, Circles Under EYes. 
and feeling v.'orn out, otten are caused by non-organic 
a nd non-systemic Kidney and Bladder troubles. Usu
ally in such cases. the very first dose of Cystex goes 
right to work helpIng the Kidneys flush out excess acids 
and wastes. And this cleansing, purifYing Kidney ac
tion, in just a day or so, may easily make you feel 
YO'lDJer, stronger and better than ill years. A printed 
cuarantee wrapped around each package of CYstex m
sares an immedlate refund of the full cost unless you 
are completely satisfied. You have everything iO gair. 
and nothing to lose under this )ositive mOne!' back 
guarantee, so get Cystex from your drug!(lSt toda-) tor 
only 35c. 
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Superman in Radio 
Continued from page 40 

catapulted from the torpedo stern of 
the submarine and cut through the 
water straight toward the ship, white 
foam bubbling in its wake. In the 
all-enveloping darkness, no human 
eye could have followed the path of 
the death-dealing torpedo but high 
above the rolling ocean, Superman 
saw the line of foam trailing the steel 
fish. For a moment he hung in mid
air then, diving with the speed of 
lIght, he landed in the water between 
the torpedo and its target. 

"Good thing I spotted that baby in 
time. Another ten seconds and it 
would have been too late-now I 
guess I can stop it. Okay-here she 
comes-and plenty fast, too. I've never 
wrestled a torpedo before-let's 
see-" 

As the torpedo, speeding on its mur
derous journey, neared him, Super
man's great arms reached out. Effort
lessly, he stopped 'it dead and with 
one great heave, turned it upside 
down . and sent it straight down, 
headed for the ocean floor! 

"Well, that's that. And I have a 
pretty good idea of what happened 
to Grayson's ship now. Some foreign 
power-realizing what a valuable 
weapon it was-rigged up that cable 
system and captured it, dragged it 
to the surface, overpowered its crew 
and put in a new enemy crew. Then 
it was sent out against us, I'd better 
follow until it comes to the surface. 
Then we'll give them a surpise they 
won't forget! Up-up-and away!" 

In a few minutes Superman saw 
the sleek lines of the 2SV4 cut the 
surface. The conning tower hatch 
opened, two uniformed figures step
ped out and his super-keen ears heard 
the gutteral tones of German: 

"Ah, this air feels good, eh, Hans?" 
"Ja, Captain Deutch." 
"If all the nights are like this-with 

the sea smooth-we will be home in 
six days." 

"J a, in six days." 
"This will mean a decoration, Hans 

-the highest decoration from our 
Fuehrer-for myself and for you and 
for all the others. We have done 
something that will go down in his
tory. Imagine, stealing a submarine 
right from under their noses! Those 
Americans are stupid animals!" 

SUPERMAN waited for no more. 
The sub rolled as his feet struck 

the deck. Deutch, frightened, called, 
"Who's there?" Superman answered: 
"A stupid American!" 

Deutch quickly jerked his heavy 
automatic from its holster. Pointing 
it straight at Superman's chest he 
barked: "Halt!" But a deep laugh was 
the Man of Tomorrow's only answer. 
Deutch pressed the trigger, the bril
liant glare of the bullets lit the dark
ness as they shot forward with enough 
force to tear an ordinary man apart. 
But they bounced harmlessly off Sup
erman's chest. Then, muttering "So, 
Americans are stupid, are they?" he 
sprang at the two Germans. In a 
moment, they both lay streched at 
his feet. Superman was ready now 
for the trip down the hatch: 

"I was right. The Germans put a 
new crew on board. Now to see if 
they threw our men overboard or 
are keeping them under guard. Down 
the hatch-there-down this com-

Continued on page 87 

• Now at home. y ou can 
quickly and easUy tint tell
tale streaks or gray to natu
ral-appearing shades-from 
lightest blonde to darkest 
black. Brownatone and n small 
brush does It-or your money 
back. Used for 30 years by 
thousands of women (men. 
too)-Brownatone Is guaran
teed harmless. No skln test 
needed. active coloring agent 
Is purely vegetable. Cannot 
aa~twa~ngofhWr. Lwrtmg 
-does not wash out. Just 
brush or comb I t In. One 
appllcatlon Imparts desired 

color. Simply retouch as new gray appears. Easy to 
prove by tinting a teSt lock of your hair. Retain your 
youthful charm. Get BROWN ATONE today. 60c at all 
drug stores-on a moneY-back guarantee, or-

: I 

The Kenton Pharmacal Co. 
781 Brownatone Bldg .• Covington, Kentucky 

Without obllgatiOn. please send me. free and post-
PIi\I:tst~"tilb;~~e~~ ~~~~d~O:';~t:.r.d mterestlng 

CJ Bloode to Medium BroWll CJ Dark Brown to Blade. 
Name ___ ____ __ ___ __ ______ ___ ______ _________ _ _ 

Address __ _____________ ____ _____ _____________ _ 

CIty ____ ______________________ State ____ _____ _ 

Print Your Name and Address 

-=,-,...,....,.-- YOUR CHOICE ot Je_elcd Elg.n Of' 

thJlm wrift wJltch. New stylcd sisc 0 cue. 
Reconstructed mo ... cment. AccurJlC)' ,uar~ 
antccd. elvcn with evtry $imubted Cia· 
mond ring when ordered Jlnd pJlid for on 
our purchue privile,e plJln. PJlymcnts: 
$3.50 down. within 20 dJlys Jlfter Jlrriul. Jlt 
'tour post office. BJllJince of $4.89 Jln'ttime 
within JI yur HctJlI only $8.39. plus IO~" 
FcderJll Defense Tn.1 Remcmber. the cost 
of wJltch is inclilded in price of the rin,. 
Eat'JI Sllrprise free lift enclosed for prompt_ 
ness. Send NO money with order. Just 

nJimc. Jlddrcss, ,inl sill.e. It cornes by 
., ... . .. .. ,..... mJlil in spcciJlI ,ift boll., post,_ 

liThe Work 
I Lovell 

ANDS20lo S25AWEEK! 
"1"m a TRAINED PRACTICAL 

NURSE. and tbankful to 
CHICAGO SCHOOL DF 
NURSING for tra..i.nin.g me, 
at bome. io m)" spare 
time. for tbis well-pa.id. 
d.i,gnified work." 

L . KENDALL JEWELERS 
KJlnsu Dept. WG.342 

YOU C3D become a nune. toot Tbousaoda of meo 
aud WoweD. 18 to 00. lun'e studied this Iborough. 
homtHltudy course. Lessons are easy to undenltaDd 
and hicb echool edueatioD oot O~ry. Mall)'" 
earn as the)" learn-Mrs. R. \'1. of Mich .. earned 
$25 a WN"k while !It ill studying. Endoned by phy_ 
eici~. Uniform aod equipmeot included. Ens)" 
tuitioo p&ymeot&. 43rd )"ear. ooDd COUpOD DOW ' 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 183. 100 EMt Ohio St~t. Chicago. nl. 

Pleue eend free booklet and 16 eamDle IfS!tOD PUe&. 

N.me' _ _ ___ ________ ""' __ _ 

Cit,v ______________ State__ _, 
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The short stature of the Japanese, 
their bowed Ie gs, their frequent poor 
eyesight are all blamed on inade
quate diet-pacticulacly lack of milk! 

But watch a six-foot American 
truck driver eat his lunch. 

A whole bottle of milk - a pint or 
often a quart of it. Thick, whole
some slices of bread, made with 
milk; lots of butter spread on them. 
And a slab of cheese the size of a 
hand between them! 

Or watch an American schoolgicl 
or a secretary climb onto a soda
fountain stool and vanquish a "choc
olate-malt" or a dish of ice cream. 

MILK - and products of milk. Rich 
in protein for strong muscles. 

Rich in calcium and phosphorus that 
sound tceth, sturdy bones are made 
from . Rich in Vitamin A and in some 
parts o f the complex Vitamin B. Vita
min D milk has the bone.straightening 
"sunshinc" vitamin. Butter, checse, ice 
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Men 
Witha 
hi; 

cream, powdered, malted, condensed 
or evaporated milk- all are SOl!rces of 
important nutritional factors . 

America drinks lots of milk. America 
likes the rich flavor and tempting taste 
which milk and its products give to 
our food. 

Today our Government asks us to 
make ourselves strong-strong in arms 
and ships, strong in the mind, spirits 
and bodies of America's man power. 

And here, right on our very door
steps, is a great source of the stamina 
the nation needs-and which each of 
liS so ?lllIch wallts. 

WHEN YOUR DAIRY, your food store 
or your restaurant urges you to use 
more milk or to eat more foods 
made from milk or with it, it is aid
ing our Government's program to 
huild a strong America. 

This message is approved I>y the office of 
Paul V . McNutt, Director of Defense Health 
and Welfare Services.l t is brought to you as 
our contribUlion to National NUlritional 
Defense hy Hadio & Televi sion Mirror. 

THE MAGIC FOODS 
It takes only a few kinds of simple foods to 
provide a sound nutritional foundation for 
buoyant health. Eateach of them daily. Then 
add to your table anything else you like 

~
~ which agrees with you. 

N\\ MILK AND CHEESE-especially for 
- ~ Vitamin A, some of the B vitamins, 

.. .'M ;rotein. calcium, phosphorus. Vitamin 
~ D milk for the "sunshine" vitamin. 

.~; •• '"' ood ,~'ooo-~ 
for protems and several of , · 
the B·Complex vilamins; ~ 
meat and eggs also for iron. ~ 

, 

.• -. GREEN AND YELLOW vege
' ~/~L;"i\ tables for B.vitamins, V. ita min 

!I/: .A! A. Viiamin C and minerals. 

~ '!? cg 
:rv~ '. 

FRUITS and fruit juices-for Vita-
min C, other vitamins and minerals. (' f J 

~ 
BREAD, enriched or whole 

. __ ." grain, and cereals with milk 
'~h.l~ or cream, ,for B vitamins and .. ' ..... #F~.-: . . . . other nutrients. 

..... .;J .. o/""::.. • 

Enough o f these foods in your daily diet and 
in the diets o f all Americans wil l assure better 
health for the nation, will increase its ener
gies to meet today's emergencies. 
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Thrilling Magazine 
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WHEN TRUE STORY was re
duced to 10 cents for the 

first time last month, hundreds 
of thousands of women joyously 
greeted this price change as the 
magazine sensation of the new 
year! 

Veteran TRUE STORY readers and 
women buying the magazine for 
the first time all agree that this 
bigger, better, more beautiful 
TRUE STORY not only is revitalized 
and styled for their added read
ing enjoyment, but now this great 
magazine chock full of romance, 
thrills and adventure happily fits 
every woman's budget! 

Do you have the regular TRUE 

STORY habit? Start now by read
ing the March issue today! Re
member, TRUE STORY is only 10 
cents everywhere! 

~ar(h True Story Presents 

* 
"LOVE IS FOR THE FREE"-every American woman 
'hould read this momentou.ly timely book.length 
true navel of love ond socrifice in the nerve center of 
our notion's defense operationsl 

"DRUGSTORE COLLEGE"-o girl never hod a more 
unusuol or foscino,ing collegiote educotion thon the 
heroine of this complete true noveleHe! 

"BRIEF MOMENT OF LOVE"-begin this grand new 
seriol about our novy's "yaung odmirols"-their lives, 
Joves, ond odventures. 

"THREE MEN AND AN HEIRESS"-Chick Former, 
prominent publicity agent of one of New York'. goy' 
est nightspots, reveols this stronge sociolite romOnce. 

* 
"Unwilling Widow"-"Borrowed Boby:'-"To Keep 
My.elf Pure"-"I married a Prizefighter"-Da.en. af 
smash siories ond feotures. 

lJIJUJCB Ol1Drry 
GO YOUR COpy TODAY! 
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Continued from page 85 
panionway. Wait-there's a man with 
a gun sitting outside a closed door. 
I'll bet . he's guarding Grayson and 
the Captain-here goes!" 

In another second, the German was 
stretched, unconscious on the floor , 
and his captives were free. They 
stared unbelieving at the tall figure 
in the. blue costume with the red cape. 
He waved away all their questions 
demanding an explanation. 

"Just tell me how many more of 
this gang is left." 

"Two are in the engine room-two 
are in the diving control compart
ment. But-wait-who are you?" 

Superman didn't answer. He still 
didn't answer when, short moments 
later, he was back-his last task ac
complished. 

"All you have to do now, Captain," 
he said, "is radio the Naval Base and 
tell them you're on your way back
at full speed! You have your job to 
do. I only hope I can do mine as 
well. Good luck!" 

Once again, the Man of Tomorrow 
had used his great talents for good. 
But he had his reward-he knew he 
had served his beloved adopted 
country well. 

Never Try to Get Even! 
Continued from page 3 

married. Time was when they would 
no more have left me out of such a 
party than they would have stopped 
breathing. But now, it was different, 

If I live to be a hundred years old, 
I shall never forget the fury and 
despair in my heart as I sobbed out 
the story to my mother. 

"I hate them!" I cried. " I hate 
them! And I'll get even ! You'll see. 
If it is the last thing I ever do, I'll 
get even!" 

Mother was sitting by the window, 
knitting a sweater. 

"Irene," she said quietly, "go over 
to the mirror and look at yourself." 

Wonderingly, I did as I was told. 
Then she spoke again. "Do you look 
pretty?" she demanded. "Do you 
look attractive, with your face all 
distorted with hate? Do you, Irene, 
like the way you look as you vow to 
'get even'?" 

Well, I don't know whether or not 
you've ever looked at yourself in the 
mirror when you've been hating some
one and have been contemplating re
venge, but if you ever do, you'll find 
you are not a pretty sight. At least, 
I wasn't. I was ugly. 

Ashamed, suddenly, I sat down on 
a stool at Mother's feet. "No, Mother, 
I don't like myself that way," I con
fessed. 

She spoke again, gently. "Never 
try to 'get even', Irene. The desire 
for revenge is a bitter, corroding 
thing. It will make you old and ugly. 
It will bring you unhappiness such as 
you've never known. And besides-" 
she smiled, faintly, "people get what 
is coming to them, anyway, without 
special help. If those girls have been 
unfair to you, they'll pay. But don't 
you do anything about it. Promise 
me, dear!" 

And so sitting there on that little 
stool at my mother's feet, I promised. 
And I've never been sorry I did! As 
the years went by, I've seen how right 
she was. Because those two girls 
paid for their slight to me. Not direct-

GRAY HAIR 
KILLS ROMANCE 
dj

;&.::. You know that gray hair 
;~r ,"" ..,. spells the end of romance " .. 

, ,' "",I yet you are afraid to color 
, e.{ your hair! You are afraid of ~ _.'" <;> dangerous dyes, afraid that it V,I ..... J ' ..... / is too <!ifficult, afraid that ~h,e 

-"-11 .. I~' dye WIll destroy your hall's I.t ,\ natural lustre-afraid, most of 
i/ ~""''' 'Y all, that everyone will know 

.. your hair is "dyed". 
These fears are so needless I Today at your. 

drug or department store, you can buy Mary T . 
Goldman Gray Hair Coloring Preparation. It 
transforms gray, bleaChed, or faded hair to the 
desired shade-so gradually that your closest 
friend won't guess. Pronounced a harmless hair 
dye by competent authorities, this preparation 
will not hurt your wave, or the texture of your 
hair. If you Can comb your hair, you can't go 
wrong l_ Millions of women have been satisfied 
with Mary T. Goldman's Hair Coloring Prep
aration in the last fifty years. Results assured 
or your money back. Send for the free trial kit 
-so that you may see for yourself the beautiful 
color which this preparation will give to a lock 
from your own hair. 

Mary T. Goldman Co., 7668 Goldman Bldg. 
I St. Paul, Minn. Send free test kit. Color checked. 
I 0 Black . 0 Dark Brown 0 Light Brown 
I 0 Medium Brown 0 Blonde 0 Auburn I 

ll;:~~;:~;=;=-;~~;;~~=-l 

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 
:~ 

WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE-

Without Calomel-And You'll Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin' to Go 

The liver should pour 2 pints of bile juice into 
your bowels every day. If this bile is not flowing 
freely. your food may not digest. It may just de
cay in the bowels. Then gas bloats up your stom
ach. You get constipated. You feel sour, sunk and 
the world looks punk. 

It takes those good, old 'Carter's Little Liver 
Pills to get these 2 pints of bile flowing freely to 
make you feel ··up and up." Get a package today. 
Take as directed. Effective in making bile flow free
ly, Ask for Carter's Little Liver Pills. 10 ... and 25ft 

Tt~ X -R.\l)' :!ohows bow Ou(gtOWD :!ohOC$ inJ\lfe baby f«t. Bend' 
bur the correa but inexpensive WEE W ALKE..RS and get • luger 
size often . Asic )·our baby doctor. lowus' Depattment of the 
following /uw-/""Ofil StOre5. Birth to size 10. 
w. T. Grant Co . S. 5. Kreege Co. .I • .I. Ne.'err .. Ce. 
H. L. Groon Co .. Ino. Q. lit. Klnno .. Co. 
Motropelllan Ch.'n Slere., Ino. I. SINer" Bro •• 
McCrory 510,... Sohutt .. UnltHl IF . .. W. Gre nd 

f R E E: Correct ~iri! :c!~nw~trc;~hI~~.a p~C!r~fe,b;~.r feec. 
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ly, I don't mean that. Fate works in 
devious ways. But their lives have 
been bitterly unhappy. The husband 
of one was convicted of a crime and 
sent to the penitentiary. The other's 
marriage was a travesty. -She and her 
husband quarrelled so viciously, for 
example, that he literally kicked her 
downstairs, publicly, at the Country 
Club, one time. If I had wished for 
revenge, if on that unhappy day when 
I vowed to "get even," I had had it 
within my power to call disaster down 
upon their heads, I couldn't have 
asked for more than that. 

BUT-the thing, is, I didn't. I list-
ended to my mother, and I've been 

far happier and better for it! That is 
the point I am trying to make here. 
It doesn't pay to be revengeful! 

There was another time, too, when 
I might have sought and probably 
could have achieved revenge for an 
injustice against me. But I didn't
and thank Heaven for it. Because 
what I did, instead, turned out to be 
a wonderful thing for me. It hap
pened in San Francisco. I had mar
ried again and had two children
and was now faced with the necessity 
of supporting them. Inexperienced 
as I was, I secured a position in a 
real estate office. I was dong well, 
too, when another woman in the office 
began to make trouble for me. I sup
pose she was jealous of my success. 
Anyway, I had been lucky and was 
now in control of one of the company's 
most lucrative renting blocks. If I 
had brought matters to a showdown, 
if I had gone to the president of the 
company and demanded that he dis
charge one or the other of us, I sin
cerely believe he would have chosen 
to let her go because I was making 
the most money for the company. 

But I guess I had grown into the 
habit, by then, of ignoring a desire for 
revenge. I didn't want to work with 
this woman, but I didn't want to bring 
about her discharge, either. So I left 
the firm, myself. . . . And came to 
Hollywood and got work as an extra 
in pictures. This was the beginning of 
my career as an actress, which has 
brought ine more success and more 
happiness than I could ever have 
earned selling real estate in San 
Francisco. 

Still another time .. . I was fairly 
well established in Hollywood by 
now, but good roles still meant every
thing. A certain studio was casting a 
big picture, the most important pic
tUre ever to be undertaken. And I 
was slated for the starring fem inine 
role. Of course, I was walking on 
air. But-I didn't get the role! They 
gave it to another actress, one of my 
best friends-I thought. I was heart
sick, of course, but I wasn't angry, at 
first. That came later-when 1 
learned that this actress, knowing 
what 1 was to be paid for doing the 
picture, had calmly hied herself over 
to the studio and under-bid me! 

"You're getting Rich for such and 
such," she told the producer. "Well, 
I'll do it for less." And that was that. 
As I say, she got the role. 

Beside myself with fury, I started 
to telephone her. "I'll tell her exactly 
what I think of her!" I vowed as my 
trembling finger dialed the number. 
"I'll tell her she needn't think she 
can get away with this. I'll tell her 
I'll get even if it's the last thing 1 do!" 
But-somehow, I didn't do it. In
stead, my anger suddenly spent, I 
quietly hung up the receiver. "Skip it, 
Irene," I t old myself. "What the 
heck? Just skip it." 

Well, this actress made the picture 

All set for the ranch she is building in the San Fernando 
Valley, lovely I rene Rich is now in her ninth year of broad
casting for the same sponsor, Welch Grape Juice, over NBC. 
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all right and it was released. It was 
one of the biggest flops Hollywood 
ever had. In my wildest dreams of 
revenge against this actress who did 
me out of that role, I couldn't have 
thought up any greater disaster than 
that. 

I am thinking, now, of two women I 
know, to whom fate or luck or what
ever rules our destinies, dealt the 
same blow. Each had her husband 
stolen by another woman. 

One let it ruin her life. Today, she 
is broken and beaten, a person to 
whom one thing and one alone is im
portant. That is her hatred for the 
"other woman" and for the man who 
is no longer her husband. I saw her 
a few weeks ago. She has been di
vorced only three years but she looks 
twenty years older. She isn't happy. 
She isn't resigned. She isn't even 
normal. She is a most unpleasant 
person to be with. She has few 
friends. How can she have friends. 
when she has nothing but bitterness 
to offer them? 

"But I am getting even!" she said 
to me. "That ex-husband of mine is 
paying me alimony, big alimony, and 
I'll never let him stop! He'll pay 
through the nose until I'm eighty! 
There isn't even enough money left 
over for them to get married on! Yes, 
I'm getting even!" 

That's right. She was getting even. 
But for that revenge she was sacrific
ing her soul. I wouldn't be in her 
shoes for a million dollars. 

T HE other woman I'm thinking of 
decided to forget. She accepted her 

alimony only long enough to take 
a course in business school. Now, 
she is supporting herself and in so 
doing is a happy, contented human 
being, prettier than she ever was, 
smarter, more charming. Yes, there 
was enough money, after she ceased 
demanding alimony, to allow her ex
husband to marry the "other" woman. 
I suppose it would make a better 
story to say he wishes, ndw, that he 
had his first wife back. That isn't 
the case, though, this being truth and 
not fiction. But the truth, is , also, 
that three people are bappy because 
one of them was big enough and wise 
enough to "skip" the revenge she 
might have had. 

Which one of these two "wronged 
wives" would you rather be? 

It isn't hard to skip things, once 
you get the habit. Not long ago, I re
turned to a community where I had 
once lived and was entertained at a 
reception. As I stood in the receiving 
line, a certain woman came along and, 
greeting her, I remembered that I 
didn't like her; that at one time we 
had been "at outs." 

That night, as I was getting ready 
for bed, I called to my mother. 
"Mother," I inquired, "do you remem
ber why I don't like --?" 

Then we both laughed at the ridicu
lousness of my question, and I de
cided that, since I couldn't even 
remember why I didn't like this wo
man, there couldn't be much of a 
reason. Today, we are fast friends. 
I haven't yet been able to remember 
why once upon a time, we were at 
swords' points. 

Someday I shall ask her and if she 
remembers, we'll probably both have 
a good laugh. Because old quarrels, 
no matter how serious at the time, 
look pretty silly in retrospect. . . . 
That is, unless you want to spend all 
of your time working at them. 

And who does? 
RADIO AND TELEVISION MIRROR 



JlGWWmat«md ~~ 
High In Food Value

low In Cost 

Dr. Allan Roy Dafoe says: 

"Karo is the only syrup 
served the Dionne 
Quintuplets. Its maltose 
and dextrose are ideal 
carbohydrates for 
growing children." 

Try one-try all-of these fra
grant, delicious KARO dishes 
Delight your family tonight with 
a savory Meat Muffin followed 
by a piping hot Apricot Betty. 
Prepared "the Karo way" 
there is extra food energy i~ 
these tempting dishes. For 
KARO Syrup is rich in Dex
trose, food-energy sugar. Be 
sure to send for your free copy 
of "Karo Kookery", a new 
book of intriguing recipes for 
adding interest and food 
value to your meals. 

Rich in Dextrins 

ON 

Maltose and 
Dextrose 

A 

I 

;--------------------------' 
I ot

L 

niJJ! CORN PRODUCTS SALES COMPANY I : 'IJI/~" P. O. Box 171, Trinity Station I 
I New York, N. Y.- Dept. C-l I 
: Please send me my copy of "KARO KOOKERY" I 
I without cost or obligation. : 

NAME f I 
f 
I MAIL TODAYI 

STREET _ ______ _____ _ 

1----------------



Chesterfield solutes with Mil/ions of Fans 
THE GOLDEN JUBILEE 

of Amer;ca's mos' populor spor' 

BASKETBALL 

Over 90,000,000 is BlIslil',ball's 
Y('(/r/y atte"dllllce .• ,'op.~ fur allY A IIIerica/l 

~p{)r'", (/wl 'his yea,. lIIar".~ 'he c(·Il'I}f'(I· 

,io" of i,.~ Go/dml Jubilec. The gOlllc I('(IS 

f 01lfltlt·t! by /Jr. Jalllcs Naismi,h alit! Iw d its 

IIIodf!.~t start i /l 189 I ill Spri IIgfil'id, J\Jass. 

Such popularity must be deserved 

ester ie 
• • • for Milder Better Taste 

for Cooler Smoking 
l1mt's what millions of Chesterfield smokers get 

every time they light up ... alld that's why these millions 
are saying Chesleljield give$ me more pleasl/re than any 
ollter cigarelle I ever .m/Olted. 

Make your next pack Chesterfield and you too will 
enjoy everything you want in a cigarette ... made 10 

y o"r la$te wilh the Righl Combi11alioll of tlIP world's 

besl ci~arette tobaccos. . 7Z:,...., t? -r.l .... 
Every t.me ... J'~~~7 
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