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NOW YOU CAN GET TfNTZ AT 
LEADIN G DEPARTMENT STORES 
WALGREE N'S, WHELAN'S, MANY 
DRUG STORES AND 5 & 10, STORES 
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ATURAl 
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STREAKED· DULL' GREY· FADED 
GRAYING· AGING' BURNT • LIFElESS 

o M ISS 
COUPON 

This remorkable di5Covery, Tintl 

Cake Shampoo, washes out dirt, loose dan

d ruff. grease , a s it safely gives hai, 0 real 

smooth colorful tint thot fairly glows with life 

and lustre. Don', put up with foded , dull , 

bu rnt, off·(olar hair a minute longer, fo r 
Tinh: Cake Shampoo works gradually ... 

each s hampoo leaves your hair more (olor

ful, lovelie r, softer, Gnd easier to manoge. No 

dyed look. Won', hurt permonents. Get this 
rich lalhe ring shampoo, thot gives fre sh glow

ing colo r to your hoir, today. In six lovely 

shades; Block, DClI'k, Medium, or Light Brown , 

A ub urn (Tilion) orBland •. Only SOc (2 fo.$l .oo) 

SEND NO MONEY 
••• 'UST M AIL COUPON ON GUARANTIE RIESULTS 

M UST DELIGHT YOU OR NO COST • • • 

toke od~ont0ge of thil introductory ofter and moil your 

order today . On alTl .. al of yo ur po~.age, jU$l d e pol it 50c 
($1 lor 2) plu l po l loge with pOl tman ond Shompoo-tin t your 

own hoir right in your OW" hom •. W. O'e lUre jUlt one triol 

will ~on~inc. you thol h _ 01 1011 il the id .... 1 h .. 1< tin!. 8ul 

If 10' ony " DIDn you 0,,"'1 1~ 10lilfied, Iud .. Iurn the 

wroppe, in 7 ..... yl .. nd your mone y will be relund ed withoul 

qu .. tion . Don ' t d e loy, ord"'lodoy! 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY-SURE! 
r--------------------------------

"I'111COM~"'I'IY ,Dept. .",lISN.Mi<hiton,Chlc .... ,1I1. --- 
Canadian Ollic.; o.pl. 1 ... 22 College 51., Tor_o. Coo. 7·0n 

TR IAL 
(OUPON 

Se...! .,.,. 1.11 ,ire llNll CAKE SHAMPOO in ..... d. 
c/le<hd be ...... On oni ... I. I ",Ill de",",,' 50.: ...... po>' .. ge 

::~i:Cd ii~ho:~;~;:·.::p':;o:~~~;.~"f~ '; 1~:;' .. :d'ir:'::: 
will r,l""d my mOMy. 

o 1 CAKE SOc 0 2 CA KES $ l l;/c.O.D, po"oa-
ch",geo extra) 

~Tin'z pat. po'toge if money wi'" ",de,) 
Chee' ,hod" 0 B' .. _ 0 BI ... k 0 l1gM a.aw" o ,......iu"," If .. ".." 0 ... ub .... " (Tl~o") 0 Do'" B<own 

NAME~iE~=========~~;:: 
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SmARe,~Cfot, Sn4 .. 

Give your smile a w inning sparkle 
with t he aid of Ipona and massage I 

CHIN UP, PLAIN GIRL! Glance at the 

most popular girls in your crowd
girls who win admiration, invite ro
mance. Very few can claim real beauty. 
81111hry all kmnu bow 10 Jmiu! 

$0 Jmik, plain girl, Jmill! Not a faint, 
half- heaned smile but a radiant smile
the kind that gives you a magic charm. 
Yes, smile-but remember, sparkling 

the whole world 

loves a radiant smile! 

teeth and your smile of beaucy depend 
I; rgely upon firm, healthy gums. 

" Pink tooth brush"-a w arning I 

1£ your tooth brush "shows pink," set 
YOllr Mnt;Jt! He may say your gums 
are tender-robbed of exercise by coday's 
creamy foods. And, like many dentists, 
he m:l.y suggest "the helpful stimulation 
of lpana and massage." 

For Ipana not only cleans teeth but, 
with massage, helps the gums. JUSt mas-

ProJu~t of 
B,istol·Myers 

sage a little extra Ipana onto rour gums 
every time you clean your teeth. Circula
tion increases in the gums, helping them 
to new firmness. 

l .et Ipana and massage help keep your 
teeth brighter, your gums firmer, your 
smi le more sparkling. 

\ Start tot/of/witH 
All e ye s are upon the girl with a lovely, 
radiant smile! Help keep your smile 
sparkling with tpana and massage. I PANA and MASSAGE 

• • 
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T HE Food Distribution Ad
ministration is talking tur

key right now- meaning the 
birds for our holiday tables. 
They warn us to be particu
larly on guard against what 
will probably be a t remendous 
black market in turkeys unless 
we market ing housewives the 
country over band together in 
a refusal to pay a cent above 
ceiling prices. 

Here are morc holiday food 
l ips: serve sweet potatoes, but 
use the white ones m ore spar
ingly-they store better than 
the sweets, and can be saved 
lor use later in the winter. 
Onions give the tang to soups 
sent overseas, so we're asked 
to be sparing in our use of 
those too. There'U be plenty of 
cranberries, enough apples and 
nuts to go around, too. 

• • • 
Still on the subject of 

Thanksgiving and Christmas 
holidays-don't forget, when 
you decide to inv ite a ser vice
man to share your festive din
ner, that there will be plenty 
of servicewomen away from 
home, too. • • • 

If all wearable clothing, dis
carded and hanging useless in 
American closets or tucked in 
family ragbags, wereJ'ut back 
into service, it woul relieve 
a large part of the strain on 
new production of these neces
sary items. It's time we 
threaded our needles and lit0t 
our sewing machines whizzmg 
on a mass remodeling and re
condi tioning job! Make it over 
and make it do! 

rlig~~~'J~~ORpJ3t: ~~118:.y~.thlrn~.~ 

, 

t 
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"Th is couldn't mean ME!" 

ICco y : }eepers, Peg - who docs that sign 
mean? It can't be me! 0,. ;1 ;1.' Bob hili 
been making himself 50ft of scarce lately. 
P. g: Look. Kay! I don't want your ro-

mance 10 come to grief-50 I'Uleap to the 
rescue. You bathe every morning, yes! But 
did you know that bath·freshness can van· 
ish on the way to work? Well_ it c.m! 

/' 1/ I •• a olt lit the company dance tonighl. 
Now, with my hath 10 take care of PIIJI 
perspiration and Mum for the lUI lire, I'll 
be nice to dance with all evening long! 

~~{'1 

MUM 
JAIC ES JHE ODOR our 0 ' 

PERSPIRATION 

Prt>J"" oj Br;mN.M,. ... , 

Why let underarm odor hamper success? Guard 
cbarm-use Mum every day, after every bam! 

It'. quiCk -Takes only 30 s«onds to use Mum ! 

It' •• af. -J\.fum won't irritate your skin, WOn't 
injure fabrics. 

It'. !HIr. -Mum preventS underarm odor witb· 
out stopping perspiration-protects your charm. 

F" r Son;I"." N"pkin,-C,,,ll,, lafe Mum;s <l Jepe'IJ4~ 
bill rI eodor,,,,t-ide,lllol' this import"nt purpose, too. 

• • 
3 



• • 

• 

T HE Bob Chesters have a brand new 
baby daughter. Bob's wife is a 

former dancer. 
• • • 

Rosemarie Lombardo, Guy's kid sis· 
ter has left the band to marry Lt. 
He~ry Becker of the Army Air Corps. 

• • • 
Sammy Kaye solved the transporta

tion problem very neatly the other day. 
After waiting two hours for a bus to 
take his orchestra from Atlantic City 
to New York, the bus and driver finally 
arrived, but the driver was in such a 
state of heat exhaustion that he couldn't 
fl:o on. So Sammy, taking the wheel 
In his own hands, drove his men and 
the bus all the way to New York. 

• • • 
Hal McIntyre's band, now playing 

in New York's Hurricane restaurant 
and broadcastin~ over Mutual, just 
completed work In the new Columbia 
film, "Hey, Rookie." Another radio 
musical star si$!ned for pictures is 
Ethel Smith, Hit Parade organist. 
She'll face the M-G-M cameras. 

• • • 
If you've wondered what has hap

pened to those swell Glenn Miller 
singers, Paula Kelly and the Modern
aires, they're busy playing Army 
camps. 

• • • 
Four members of Charlie Spivak's 

band solved the Hollywood housing 
shortage. 

The lads, saxmen Henry Haupt and 
Frank Ludwig, trumpeter Dan Vanelli, 
and trombonist Frank D'Annolfo, 
pooled their resources and rented an 
elaborate Hollywood showplace con 
taining 18 rooms and a swimming pool. 
Rental on the place, understood to be 
about $350 per month, when split fo ur 
ways was not out of proportion to the 
cost at a family size apartment. 

BY KEN ALDEN 

The Los Angeles Symphony orches
tra has blazed a trail man)' another 
top-flight concert organizatiOn might 
follow. They have named American
born Alfred Wallenstein as their new 
maestro. Wally will continue to con
duct the Fil'estone NBC show, as it is 
planned to move the series to Holly 
wood. • • • 

A talented musical fellow to keep 
your eye on is Jimmy Lytell, clarinet
ist, whose band is currently heard on 
the Blue and NBC networks. Jimmy 
played with the original Dixieland 
Jazz Band when he was only thirteen. 
Later he joined the Memphis Five, an
other immortal pioneer swing band. 

• • • 
The networks' spirited battle for 

concert music has ~one one step 
fart her. Mutual has Just signed the 
famed Cleveland Symphony conducted 
by Eric Leinsdorff. CBS now has the 
New York Philharmonic and Phila
delphia, NBC its own highly-touted 
orchestra with Toscanini and Frank 
Black, and the Blue has Koussevitsky 
and the Boston. 

• • • 
When Paul Whiteman staged a radio 

'reunion ot the original Rhythm Boys
Bing Crosby, Al Rinker, and Harry 
Barris-Bing received $5,000, the other 
lads $250 apiece. But the generous 
Groaner insisted on dividing his earn
ings with his old friends. Barris is nOW 
a movie actor. Rinker produces the 
Bob Hawk quiz, Thanks to the Yanks. 

• • • 
NOTE THESE: One of Cleveland's best 

know n orchestra leaders, Louis Rich, 
died last month . .. Sonny Kendis, 

Left, the original Rhythm Boys 
had a reunion on Paul White
man's show, They're Bing Crosby, 
AI Rinker (he's producer of the 
Bob Howk Q uiz show) ond Harry 
Barri5 (now in motion pictures). 
Below, the brothers Lombardo 
celebrat e siste r Rosemorie'~ 

marrioge to Lt. Henry Beder. 

society maestro who won plaudits at 
the Stork Club, is enlarging his band 
to flfteen men and hopes to become a 
nationwide favorite .. Duke Elling
ton's newest find is AI Hibbler, blind 
romantic baritone ... Composer of 
the new hit tune, "In the Blue of 
Evening" is orchestra leader D'Artega, 
now conducting an all-girl band ... 
Lt. Rudy Vallee plans to take his 
Coast Guard band on a Good Will tour 
of South America . . . Lucy Monroe, 
now on a tom' for the Treasury De
partment, took time out to count up 
how many times she has sung the na
tional anthem. The count: 6,000 .. 

• • • 
What happens to all those drafted 

musicians? Well
h 

here's where a tew 
have gone-to t e Army Air Forces 
Band, under the baton and command 
of Captain Aif Heiberg. Among the 
tooters and blowers you'll find Sst. 
Don Hammond, former tenor man With 
Tommy Dorsey, and Sgt. Harry Rantch, 
a Glenn Miller alumnus, who do the 
arranging for the band. Then, Sgt. 
Gordon P ulis and Corporal Freddie 
Vogelsgand were respectively first 
trombonist and violinist in the Phila
delphia Symphony. Other players trom 
name bands are Sgt . Joe Stabile-from 
his brother Dick's band, Corporal 
B ruce Snyder, from Tommy Dorsey's, 
Pte. Tris Hauer from Charlie Spivak's, 
Pte. Gordon Lee Tanner from Sunny 
Dunham's, and Sgt. Bob Santomassino 
from Tony Pastor's orchestra. 

Within the band made up of eighty
eight men from eighteen states there 
is a seventeen p iece popular orchestra 
and, within that, a quintet, which the 
boys call "A Kernel of Corn." Under 
the expert leadership ot Captain Hei
berg, the band is always ready tor a 
pa rade, a broadcast-or a dance. 

Continued on page 16 



In his diaper days he'll first appreciate 
its cool, antiseptic action to relieve 
chafing, 

A few years later he'll learn about 
it when a little finger is cut or a little 
toe is skinned and Mother adds an 
additional kiss to "make it well", 

Then, in his school days, he'll 
probably discover-and remember all 
through life---how useful Listerine 
Antiseptic often is in helping to halt 
a sore throat or head off a cold, 

I 

And, equally important, when he 
becomes "girl-conscious", he'll real
ize what a pal Listerine Antiseptic can 
be in keeping him in the good graces 
of his Lady Fair, , . how often it 
guards against offensive breath when 
non-syStemiC. 

By rhe time he's twenty-one he'll 
be a lifelong member of a club that 
numbers millions. , . men aAd women 
who feel that home isn't quite home 
unless this safe antiseptic is handy to 

FOR CO UNTLE SS LITTLE EMERGENCIES 

meet the countless little emergencies 
that so frequently arise, Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St, Louis, Mo. 

BECAUSE Of WARTIME restrictions you may 
no. alwayl k able to get Li .. e.ine An,isep,;c in 
your (avo.i,e siu, ReS! assured, howevn, thai We 
will mah evny CffOf' fO see .hu it is dways av.d. 
able in 14,., size u your drU$ COunter. 

SIXTY YEARS IN S[RVIC[ 

LISTERINE 

ANTISEPTIC • 
5 
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By 

D A L E BA N K S 

Dinon Shore heads her own holf
hou f yoriety show oyer CBS, 
Thursday nights of 9:30 P.M. , EWT. 

I N case you missed Don Voorhees' 
appeal, we want to repeat it. Don 

would like to know what musical num
bers the American people would like 
most to hear on a program to celebrate 
the final defeat of Hitler. He wants to 
get it ready ahead of time, so that when 
Victory comes, he will be prepared. 

Here are some of the suggestions he's 
already received. Grace Moore thinks 
the program should have a medley of 
the national anthems ot all the United 
Nations. Lily Pons wants to sing "The 
Marseillaise" and the "Star Spangled 
Banner." Jasha Heifetz has asked to 
be on the progr am to play "Hebrew 
Melody" and Schubert's "Ave Maria," 

Listeners have also sent in their 
ideas. Some of them are, "A Mighty 
Fortress Is Our God," "When The 
Lights Go On Again," "God Bless 
America" and "When Johnny Comes 
Marching Home." There's lots of room 
for everyone to contribute his ideas. 
How about it? Don is compiling sug
s:estions at his office, 145 West 45 Street 
m New York City and when they're 
all in, he plans to have a committee of 
notables select the final program which 
they feel best expresses the wishes of 
the people of these United States . 

• • • 
Nashville, Tenn.-Lonie and Tomie 

Thompson, the Singing Range Riders of 
WSM's Grand Ole Opry, returned to 

Robert Young, star o f the new 
CBS series, Passport for Aeloms, 
reoels his lines to Wolter Stewart. 

the show recently following Thomp
son's discharge from the Army. 

His service in World War II was the 
singing cowboy's second hitch as a 
soldier, the first was in France in 1918. 

Tomie is a Texan and his wife, Lonie, 
hails from Oakdale, La., near where thc 
Thompsons were married on a Grand 
Ole Opry tent show stage in 1942. 
Fourteen days after the wedding 
Thompson was inducted into the Army 
for his second period of service. 

After several weeks in a para
chute ski outfit Tomie was injured and 
hospitalized. His second discharge fol
lowed some time later. 

Thompson is a veteran cowpuncher 
and horse breaker, having served the 
government in the latter capacity in 
New Mexico in the days before he 
joined Uncle Sam's fighting men. 

He worked in films for a while and 
shortly after Thompson was seriously 
injured in a rodeo spill at Salinas, Calif. 
This kept him out of the saddle for 
CJ.uite a while and it was during thai 
lime that he got the idea of joining the 
Grand Ole Opry. 

• • • 
Radio Row is mourning the death of 

its veteran entertainer, Frank Crumit. 
He and his wife, Julia Sanderson, were 
known to millions as "Sweethearts of 
the Air," and were the originators of 
the popular Battle of the Sexes pro
gram, on the air for more than twelve 
years. L,isteners will long remember 
Frank Crumit and the songs he sang. 

• • • 
On September 10th, Elaine Carring

ton, writer of Pepper Young's Family, 
celebrated that program's 2,OOOth con
secutive broadcast over one network 
for one sponsor. 

Kate Smifh's bod on the air on 
Frieloy nights, ofter 0 country
wiele tour of Sen 'icemen's camps, 

Probably, one of the reasons lor the 
true to life quality in the script is the 
fact that Elaine gets a lot of her ideas 
from actua l things that happen around 
her own home. fn fact, so many things 
do seem to go on with her son and 
daughter that she has plenty of ma~ 
terial for her other show, too-When 
a Girl Marries. 

• • • 
BOSTON, MAss.-From the Cradle of 

Liberty, histol'ic Boston, comes a salute 
to all things American from popcorn 
to baseball, from old folk tunes to the 
more rhythmic music of Cole Porter 
on a new half-hour variety show, 
Thanks to Amer ica, from 5 to 5:30 p.m. 
every Sunday, 

The biggest radio show coming from 
Boston, it is aired over WNAC and the 
Yankee Network throughout New Eng
land, as well as in the Cleveland and 
Akron areas. 

First, John Stanley, popular master 
of ceremonies, introduces the cast of 
fort;y-five performers, to the studio 
audience of close to 1,000 people, 

The chorus of eight professionally 
trained voices consists of: John Met
calf, Mutual's popular baritone; George 
Wheeler and Ruth Owens, of Yankee 
House Party and Army-Navy House 
Party shows; Elizabeth Golden, Kath
erine Deane, Edmond Boucher, Wesley 
Copplestone and Robert Gibb, 

A tuneful trio of singing sisters, 
Mary, Rita and Rosemary, offer popular 
songs of the day in their own rhythmic 
way, Natives of Lynn, Massachusetts, 
they are well- known in radio and the
aters all over New England. 

The orchestra ot twenty-five pieces 
is led by Bobby Norris, who is no new
comer to New Englanders, since he has 
been associated with musical broad
casting for many years. Ted Cole, fea
tured tenor soloist, sings current love 
ballads each week. What makes 
Thanks to America different from the 
usual musical variety show are the 
inspiring stories of contemporary 
Americans on the home front which 

Continued on page 8 



TOUSHAY ~~OD"e. O~ 

u,nOL·"UU 

THE "BEFOREHAND" LOTION that guards hands 

even in hot, soapy water 

What have these 

soft, smooth hands been 

doing all day? 

Ev~ doy II m"ld '. ct .. ., 001' now_and there are 
meals to gel. dislles to wash, uudies to be 
tubbed. Brfon you tackle any _I»-snd-water 
task, 1I1"'aY8 smooth on Toushay! I t's a mar
vdoUli new bQor~hQ"d lotion-guards lo\-dy 
hands again.st the roughening, drying elJecl.8 of 
hot, _py " .. aler and belps to keep thtm 50ft. 
~ ",ooth. and white! 

... o lll nl ... . or. u rgenlly n,.ded for war work at 
tho h .. lp;lol-w you"re helping oul ","cry after
noon! No plll('e here for rough hauds that catch 
011 surgical gauze. But Toushay-guanled hands 
lire smooth. Just see fOJ" \'ou~lr ho\\' this won
derfully ~amy, (nlgra,;t lotion helps pT~nt 
drYlle.'lS and. roughness, in~tcad of waiting until 
the damage is done. 

S"ppo. 11" •• 1. ton ight? Let hllln. flo,,·er-$Cented 
TOll.'l hay help you look glamoroll.'l . This ne"·
idea lotion dot:.'! 1111 the things other lotiol\!j do 
for you, plw iu "beforehand" ll.'Ie . Try it lUI II 

IlOwder bUlle-or for a ll-over body ruu.,-or 
lAst-minute smoothing to IlnllS, elbows, Ilnd 
throat. A generous-sized bottle C01lU Iittle
huu 1\ long time. Ask for Toushay-thc fH!QT".. 

h(Jlld loti01l.-al your druggi.,t'~, 

• • 
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EYen if you could keep baby in a safe, he 
would not be protected against harmful germs 
that are in the air everywhere. But you CRn 
give .skin vilal extra protection against germs 
by using Mennen Antiseptic Baby Powder. 

m,clt!'In' (shown by speed camera), even v,·hen held by father, create con-
of chafing. New protection is provided by improved Mennen AI 
amazing fineness by special "hammerizing'· procc8ll. 

STARTLING DIFFERENCES 
IN BABY POWDERS! , 

EVERY MOTHE R wanu 
the but for hcr baby 

. . . but many do not real
ize that today tl.cre are 
'writing difference8 be
tween various baby pow_ 
ders! Laboratory tests 
prate that Mennen baby 
powder is mOTe anttu:plw 
than others-hencc pro-

baby ted.s baby's skin beller 
be antileptic. against diaper rash,pric~_ 

ly heat and other skm 
troubles in which genml playa part. Tesu 
also show that improved Mennen powder is 
I11I(>I)/Mr than others, thus guards skin better 
against painful chafing. (See photos at right.) 
Delicate new scent of Mennen powder keeps 
babies lmodier. You owe it to your baby to use 
the but powder on his $kin-improved Men
nen Antiseptic Baby Powder. Best for haby, 
also best for you. Pharmaceutical Di~;.m, TM 
Mellnell Co., Newark, N, I., San Francisco. 

(Continued fTom page 6) 
are interpreted philosophically by Dr. 
William L. Stidger, reporter of the 
American scene. Dr. Stidger is na
tionally know for his Church of the 
Air over CBS. 

• • • 
There's a young boy of twelve who's 

worth watching. His name is Skippy 
Homeier and you hear him daily on the 
radio in The Right to Happiness and, 
if you're lucky enough to live nearby, 
you can see him nightly in the Broad
way success "Tomorrow The World," in 
which Skippy's performance as a nasty 
Nazi-conditioned child brought rave 
notices from New York's critics. 

Skippy-real name George Vincent 
Homeier, Jr.-was one of those kids 
who could go to the movies or the 
theater and come home and act out 
what he had seen and heard-and do it 
well. At five he was sent to dancing 
school, not with a professional career 
in mind, but so he could learn poise 
and make friends easily. That's what 
his mother thought. 

When the family moved to New 
York, Skippy soon found himself 
auditioning for Madge Tucker-and he 
had a job on her Little Blue Playhouse. 
Mrs. Homeier then gave in to the in
evitable, did a bit of scouting around 
on her own and pretty soon Skippy 
was one of the busiest juveniles around 
NBC. He's played in such shows as 
Mary Marlin, POrtia Faces Life, Caval
cade of America, The March of Time, 
Against the Storm and many others. 

In spite of his strenuous career, 
Skippy finds time to pursue the normal 
activities of a healthy American boy. 
His hobby is building model airplanes 
and he's an ardent swimmer and diver. 
Like most other youngsters his age, he 
is heart and soul for winning the wal". 
He is the president of the Children's 
Section of the Ambijan Committee fot· 
the Relief of Russian Children. The 
organization sends necessities to the 
needy children of heroic Stalingrad 
and other Russian cities. 

Skippy's work is cut out for him . 
When "Tomorrow the World" finishes 
its successful run in New York, Skippy 
will be due in Hollywood to fulfill an 
MGM contract. Not bad-for twelve! • • • 

Surprised to hear Fred Allen's cele
brated "Mrs. Nussbaum" on J ack 

Juditn Evelyn, star 01 tne Broad
way snow, " Angel Street," replaced 
Madeleine Carroll on ner CBS snow. 



Phil Hanna ana Dyana Gayle are 0' 

popular singing team from tbe coast, 
on CBS' Your Home.Fronf Reporter. 

Benny's show? Simple. J~ck and Fred 
have forgotten their feud for long 
enough to catch the good-neighbor, 
lend-lease spirit. "John Doe" falls into 
the same category. 

"John Doe" is played by John Brown, 
who was a jewelry salesman and an 
amateur actor, until 1934, when he first 
began getting parts on the Eddie Can
tor and Fred Allen shows. Since then, 
Brown has been John Doe, the per
petual answerer of public opinion polls, 
a race track tout, a haughty vice-presi
dent, a typical Dodger fan, a gold brick 
salesman, or just a wise guy. In real 
life, Brown is a typical married man, 
in love with his wife and crazy about 
his two children. 

Minerva Pious-Mrs. Nussbaum-has 
been with Fred Allen for nearly all 
his ten years in radio. Min, as every
one in radio calls her, was born in 
Odessa, Russia, was brought to this 
country as a child and finished her 
education in Bridgeport, Connecticut. 
'While she was still going to high school, 
she played in stock companies, every 
time they would give her a chance. 

Since her advent in radio, the five 
foot, 108 pound voice mimic has played 
almost every type and kind of feminine 
role. She plays dumb stenos, dowal;":ers, 
debutantes, secretaries, houseWives, 
burlesque queens, gum chewing dames 
and more such. Chiefly, however, she 
has become famous as Mrs. Pansy 
Nussbaum and Mrs. Socrates Mulligan. 

• • • 
Versatile is the name for James 

Monks. Aside from his many and 
varied roles on Radio Reader's Digest, 
he plays the villain in OUl" Gal Sunday, 
the valet in We Love and Learn, in
numerable character parts in School of 
the Air, in addition to having worked 
in the movie, "How Green Was My 
Valley" and in "Joan of P aris." Dur
ing the long run of "The Eve of St. 
Mark" on Broadway, he shuttled be
tween the stage door and the radio 
studios and . between hops made re
cordings for the Treasury Department. 
One explanation for the demands for 
his services, of course, might be the 
fact that he can do thirty- three dia
lects-and well. 

• • • 
After all, radio people are show peo

ple. And show people are reputedly 
superstitious. 

So, add to your list of good luck 

1 Poor girl-she was a spinster ... and oh, 
$<> londyl RDmance had passed hu by ..• 

for she looktJ Did ... thDugh she really wasn't! 
Her face powder added years 
to her age .. .'cause its cDlor 
was ,dead and lifc!~s ... :so 
her skin looked that way, too! 

\ 

2 Th~n_lucky girl-she heard about theglamQrous 
new YDuthful shades Df Cashmere Bouquet Pace 

PQwckr ... shad~ that lIe matched to tile vibrant, 
glowing skin too~ Qf youth! Whu a diffetencc! 
What a thrill ... fDr her and fQr JOII ... !xcausc there's 
a new shade Df Cashmere Bouquet to' bring out )'lilT 

allu re ... all the natural, yDung roloring in your 
complexiDn, no maner what your age! 

3 And nDw-happy girl-she's joyful and gay 
. .• fDt the man she loves, lov~ her ... thanks 

IQ that smooth, dQwny, youthful look thac 
Cuhmcre Bouquet Powder gives her! She's fDund, 
as,.,.. will, that ller lucky new youthful shade of 
Casbmcre Bouquet is coIDr-blended ... "".r streaky! 
And it's coIDr-smooth ... goes on smoothly, JLzy.l 

Qn smoothly fDr hours and hours! 

4 Rem~mber the re's a new youthful shade 
Cashmere Bouquet that's just right fDr y<>II 

color-harmonized to suit JOII' skin-type 
perfectly! So, stut today tQ bnng Dut the natu .. l 
youth and beauty in YDur complexion wah 
Cashmere Bouqu~t! You'll find it in. 1O¢ Qf larger 
Size at .11 cosmetic counters! 

• 
9 
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Skill look drab? 

Docs your powder ~~catch" on little face roughnesses? 

l~uteMak-
~U ~e ~,,~ ,"cdi~/I 
\!:_soys MRS. ALEXANDER C. FORBES 

"New York IIOcialleader, grandniece 
of the late ),.lu. James ROO8Cveh. 
"I've neVer known a treatment 
to hrighten and soften my skin as 
quickly as the I_Minute Masl,; 
with Pond's Vanishing Crcam!" 

DON'T get panicky when your make-up goes on like 
saud paper instead of velvet-and don't give up when 
specks of imbeddcd dirt refuse to be dislodged. 

Do "re-style" )'OUr skin right away with a I -Minute 
Mask of Pond's Vanishing Cream_ Just slip a 
white coat of the Cream over your whole face
except eyes. Leave Mask on for one full minute. 
Its "keratolytic" action will loosen and dissolve 
tiny roughnesses and stubborn dirt particles! 

RESULTs-your face is softer ... smoother! 
It looks fresher and clearer-noticeably! 
Your make-up goes on evenly and clings like goodness 
knows what-makes your skin look finer-textured! 

"I 'rc-stylc' m y complexion 3 or 4 times a weel,; with 
a I_Minute Mask," Mu. Forhessays. "-And daily, 
before each make·up, [ slick on a fi lm of the ~'~~'n.< 
foe powdcr base. It tal,;es make_up so smoothly!" 

Of.IClAL ¥fAa MlISAGI. _, n elp .bortell lhe w • • - la ke a 
job! In mallY """as, wome" .u IIr",ady needed tn fi ll the 
home·from iob. of fip,tin« meD. Cbeck your local IIdp 
Wooted ad. for .IM'cifi.::: o.,.,d. in YOII. area. Tben ",t ad,,"," 
from the local United Stale. Employmeot Sen ice_ 

Now thHe·, . p • ....,.t.~el When 
you boy""" BI G jor of I'ond·o in_ 
._d of ... " .... 1 .m.n -. 7 .... 
.. ,,~ , I ... now neooded lOt food j . ... 

They're Lonie and Tomie Thompson, 
the Singing Range Riders of WSM's 
Grand Ole Opry in Nashville, T enn_ 

gestures-Joan Davis kisses her script 
in plain sight of the studio audience to 
bring her luck ... Ralph Edwards, 
Truth or Consequences emcee; lifts up 
the announcer's trouser leg and tick'les 
him, while waiting for the engineer's 
signal ... Jay-Mr. District Attorney 
-Jostyn tears off a corner of his script 
. . Olivio, the boy yodeler, knocks 
three times on his guitar ... And 
Woody Herman pats the head of his 
nearest musician . 

• • • 
Trudy Erwin, Bing Crosby's NBC 

singing partner, who has herself made 
more than 300 appearances at the vari
ous desert camps in and around Cali
fornia, has a few tips for the gals who 
plan to set out to entertain or dance 
with the soldiers. 

First-make sure you arrive looking 
your best. After any long ride, stop a 
mile or so away and freshen up-if 
possible, change your costume. 

Second-never refer 10 any other 
branch of the service. Each man likes 
to think his own is the best. 

Third-at hospitals, be a real cheerer
upper. Disregard anaesthetic odors and 
don·t shudder and discuss misfortunes. 
By no means express pity. 

Fourth-don't talk about the war. 
Talk about the Dodgers-and anything 
and everything else. 

Fifth-be a good sport. If you're in
vited for a ride in a tank, don't hesi
tate. Go into the nearest tent provided 
for dressing and change into overalls. 
Even if you get black and blue marks 
from the tank ride, its worth it. 

• • • 
If you've seen the movie, "The Hu

man Comedy," you'll be bound to re
member Van Johnson's powerful por
trayal of Marcus MacAuley, the small 
town soldier boy who never lost faith 
in his country. 

Five years ago, this same Van John
son was an unknown-and typically 
struggling-young actor in a small 
stock company in New York. At about 
that same time, Bob Novak, now direc
lor of the Manhattan at Midnight 
shows, was just putting out feelers as 
a director. Novak spotted Van and de
cided right away that here was genius 
that shouldn't be allowed to go to 
waste. And, as Novak's career as a 
director moved ahead apace, Van John
son got the breaks that were coming 
to him and, with Novak's coaching, 
made good use of them. 

It's small wonder that Bob Novak 
takes such personal delight in Van's 
rise on the cinema horizon . 



Frank Hummert, producer of Man
hattan Merry-Go-Round among other 
shows, is well known for his ability to 
pick a song that will be a hit. He 
doesn't do so badly in picking a voice 
that will make the songs hits, either. 

Several years ago, he happened to 
hear a voice in a church quartet in 
East Orange, New Jersey-and he 
liked it very much indeed. Investiga
tion revealed that the voice belonged' 
to a young lady named Marian Mc
Manus, who had come east from Cali
fornia to compete in the National 
Federation of Music Clubs auditions
and had flunked out! 

Mr. Hummert still liked his own 
judgment best and gave her a spot on 
one of his big musical shows. He went 
on liking her voice to the extent of 
featuring her on three shows. 

Incidentally-Marian, busy as she is 
these days, still finds time to sing 
every Sunday in the East Orange 
church quartet. 

• • • 
NEWS NOTES FROM HITHER AND 

YON: Martha Stewart has gone to 
Hollywood and Bea Wain is back on 
Your Hit Parade, while her hubby 
Capt. Andre Baruch runs an Army 
radio station in North Africa. , , Perry 
Como, tall, dark and handsome, is 
threatening to replace Frank Sinatra 
as the swoon king, . , Sgt. Gene Autry 
is off the airwaves for the duration. 
He's gone out on active duty, .. With 
the departure of Neil Reid, trombonist, 
Woody Herman has given the last 
member of his original band to the 
armed services ,. Latest on Dinah 
Shore-that girl's always in the news 
-is that she has added to her titles 
"The Girl We Wish Would Come To 
Dinner," given to her at the ninth an
nual Butlers' and Maids' Ball, .. Since 
March, 1943, Alec Templeton has never 
once repeated any piece of music, any 
impreSSIOn, or any gag he has ever used 
on his program. , , So, Vera Vague has 
finally landed her man! Barbara Jo 
Allen-that's her in real life-married 
Norman Morrell, former production 
manager of the Bob Hope insanities ... 
Incidentally, have you been listening 
to the Blue Network's Swing Shift 
Frolics on Saturdays from noon to 
12:30? Lots of opportunities for war 
workers with talents hidden behind 
their overalls,. . There are lots of 
things to listen to-keep listening. 
More next month . 

Mary, Rita and Rosemary sing the 
popular songs 01 the day on Thanks 
to A merica over the Yankee Network. 

aeati1{f!. 
Ilona. Ma.ssey 

:t taT of the 
recen S feld. Follies 

famouS Z,eg sayS: 

se Arrid, and 
"Of course 1 u ...... rSOn 

, howaflY ... -
1 don t see fail to 
of refinernent can 

use it. 1100\1: at it is 
"The way tect 

"{ u can pro 
this-1 yo nder' 

1 theS frorn u 
yOur co, nd also 

perspi.ratlon, a of, 
yourself frorn 

s both at the 
fensivenes. t by using a 

_, tirne lUS ',t', sa·" day 
A 'doncea ' 

little rn 'b\e thi.ng to 
n\y senSl . , the 0 • k Arndsa 

do. 1 really thln ct and 1 
derfu\ produ 't" won ndorst 1 . 

am deli.ghted to e 

NEW ••• a CREAM DEODORANT 
which saf ely 

STOPS ullder-arm PERSPIRATION 
1. Does not irritate skin, Does not rot 

dresses and men's shirts. 

2. Prevents odor. Safely stops perspiration 
for 1 to 3 days, 

3. A pure, white, greaseless, stainless 
vanishing cream . . 

4 . No waiting to dry. Can be used right 
after shaving. 

5. Arrid has been awarded the Approval 
Seal of the American Institute of 
Laundering for being hannless to fabric. 
Use Arrid regularly, 

39¢ a jar 
IAlso in 10¢ ond 59¢ jorsl 

AI on)' llore which >elll Ioilel 1I0ocb ARRID 
THE LARGEST SEL LI NG DEODORANT 

II 
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LEADING LIFE? 

DiSCOVCJ- 7lingce'S Sa t'in _FinisiJ Lipsticks! 

-says Constance luft Huhn, Head of the House <;Ii Tangee 

Most of you are "racing the clock" these days . .. somehow finding time for 
new wHrtimc duties in addition to your regular activities. That is the big 
reason, I'm sure, why so many women have welcomed our new LONG·LASTl,\G 

Tangee Satin. finish Lipsticks. 
For here arc lipsticks thaI, once on, stay on! An exclusive SATIN·Fi:NISH 

hrings your lips a satin-y smoothness that defies both time and weather. 
Neither too moist nor too dry-but just right-your Tangce Lipstick will 
actually seem to smooth itself on to your lips . .. holding its true and glow. 
ing color for hours and hours. 

If you have been longing for just such a lipstick, I urge you to ask for 
" Tangee ." And, for best results, wear your Tangee Satin-Finish Lipstick 
together with the matching rouge and Tangee's uN·powdery Face Powder. 

NEW TINGEE MEDIUM-RED . 
warm. clear ihade. 1\0\ 100 dark, nOt 100 
lighl •.• ju.! rigbl. 

TANGEE REO·REO .. :'RareSI, J..ovdi~!I Red of 
Them All," Ita""oni.cs !,.rfeedy witll .n 
I...,hion colors. 

UNGEE THEATRIUl RED ... "The Brilliant 
Searl,\ Lipstick Shade" ••• Io alway8 monl 
Battering. 

TANGE 
SATIN-fiNISH 

IUGEE ,,"UUL .. .'·Duu!y fo. DUI\""_ 

conoen-alive mak,.up for women in uni. 
form. Orange in the stick, it 
changes 10 produoe}·ou.own rno61 

Lecoming 6ba~e of blu.h ro..,. 

au.un -glory of woman .. . 
uaun -glory of naliorn; . . . 
Protect them bolh ... 

BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS 

Dale Evans sin gs on Edgar Bergen's 
show, but what's iust as importont 
is that she composes songs, ploys 
the piano and has a swell ideo lor 
a new radio show lor servicemen. 

S LEEK and sophisticated, isn't she-
our cover ~irl this month? The 

paradoxical thmg about her is that 
she's not what she appears to be, or 
even sounds like. At heart, this singer 
of slick "champagne" ditties, is a 
simple girl with strong leanings to
ward the outdoor life, which tendencies 
she comes by naturally. 

Dale Evans was born in Uvalde, 
Texas, which means the wide open 
spaces, back in 1917. She went to school 
in Italy, Texas, and later in Memphis, 
Tennessee, where she was graduated 
from the Central High School. There 
was nothing startling about her child
hood, no big display of talent, or 
extraordinary ability. 

After her graduation, Dale got a 
job as a stenographer for an insurance 
company in Dallas, Texas. Which 
started everything. It seems this com
pany sponsored a radio program on 
one of the local stations and, one day, 
when Dale's boss heard her humming 
around the office, he suggested she 
might go on the program. DaJe audi
tioned-and she was on. In a little 
while, she got another spot, too, as 
featured singer on an early morning 
"cheer-up" show on WFAA in Dallas. 

But Dallas didn't seem to hold 
enough opportunities. So, Dale packed 
up and went to try her luck in Chi
cago. Luck was good. She got a job 
singing with Herman Waldman's or
chestra and then went to Los Angeles 
to sing with Anson Weeks' band at the 
famous Cocoanut Grove. After that 
engagement was over, she toured the 
country in vaudeville with Anson 
Weeks, finally landing back in Chicago, 
where she was starred in various 
shows over WBBM. 

In 1941, she signed a contract with 
Twentieth Century-Fox studios and 
has lived in Hollywood ever since, 
broadcasting from there. What spare 
time she has from her picture and radio 
work, she devotes to traveling to Army 
camps and entertaining the service
men. Already, she has been voted an 
Honorary Captain in the Air Force 
for her work. 



Since she started on her career as 
a singer, lots of new and hidden talents 
have cropped up in her. En route to 
one of the Army camps, Dale com
posed a song to keep from being bored 
on the train. It turned out so well 
that she's kept at song writing ever 
since. You've heard some of her songs 
-lor instance--"I'm In Love With A 
Guy Who Flies In The Sky" and "My 
Heart Is Down Texas Way." She also 
plays the piano-in [act, one of her 
earlier ambitions was t(l become a 
piano teacher. Now, of all things, she's 
studying tap dancing, because she's 
discovered that there seems to be a 
shortage of dancers for the Army 
camps and the boys always enjoy them 
so much. 

You'd think that her movie assign
ments, her rehearsals and performances 
on the Edgar Bergen-Charlie McCarthy 
Show, and her trips to the camps 
would be enough for one small girl. 
But no. The wheels in Dale's pretty 
head kccp going around and she has 
now become an "idea" woman, too. 
She's worked out an idea for a radio 
show that will soon be hitting the 
airwaves. It's an audience partici
pation show for the men in the ser
vices, a show in which girl singers 
will· do request numbers for the 
sweethearts

t 
mothers and wives of men 

writing in a the program. She plans 
to use "Goodnight Sweetheart" as the 
theme song. The idea has been okayed 
by the War Department. 

Listening to her on NBC, Sunday 
evenings, as she sings with Ray Noble's 
orchestra-Ray, by the way, says she's 
a "musician's singer," having perfect 
pitch and voice control-her voice 
creates a picture of a smooth young 
lady in, perhaps, clinging gowns that 
could come only from the smartest 
Fifth A venue shops. Which is the way 
she looks when she's working, At 
home, however, she's mOTe likely to 
be reverting to her real type, knock
ing around in a pair of slacks, her 
hair tied up in a bright bandana and, 
maybe, beating up a batch of flapjacks 
for her husband. 

Only FIBS' 
of all tampons 

give you all three 

Fl •• All-

• •. for more comfort, greater 
sufety in illternal protectioll
that's why, wilh Fibs, thcre's 
no danger of COIIOII particles 
clinging to any dclicate memo 
branes, And quilting colltrols 
expansion ... so Fibs don't 
stretch out to an uncomfortable 
site which might cause pres· 
sure, irritation, difficult remova). 

• .. smooth, gently tapered 
ends-for easy insertion! Unlike 
any leading tampon you've ever 
tried. Your own eyes tell you 
that Fibs must be easier to use! 
Furthermore, you'll l ike the 
comfortable, just.right size of 
Fibs .. . they're not too large, 
not too liny. 

· .• a name you know, a tam· 
pan you can trust, Only brand 
made of CelluCQllon", the soft, 
[au absorbent that's used in 
Kotex· and demanded by many 
famous hospitals! In Fibs, as in 
Kotex, there's no compromise 
with qualiIY ... You get protection 
as safe and sure as modern 

, science can make it. 
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Virginia Routh , who is lovely 
Jud ith Adorns in Young Wid
der Brown , t he doily seriol 
heard over NBC, slims down 
for her new Clutumn wardrobe. 

I 

SOME of lile's most wonderful mo
ments come in the late autumn 
and early winler~whcn we put 

away summer p rints and cottons to 
don new Cali SUits or sUm black num
bers. However, to gel the most out of 
our fall and autumn wardrobe we must 
be ready for it. Hips and tummies that 
bulge, arms that are overweight and 
bumps on the knees and neck are not 
fair to our cJothes---or to us! Further
more we do not have to endure them. 

To Reduce Your Tummy-Take a 
lie-back position on your bed. Place 
your arms beneath your head. Breathe 
In hard enough to pull your stomach 
in. Until it hurts! Until it hurts back 
and front! Breathe out. Your tummy 
should protrude as you do this. Breathe 
in again. Pull in again. Breathe out 
and let out. Do this twelve times, 
night and morning. Make sure it hurts 
every time too. Otherwise it will be 
an utter waste of time. 

Your lIil'.i- Lie down on the floor 
and face the ceiling. Fold your arms 

By Robe rta Ormi s ton 

across your chest. Raise your feet and 
shoulders about four inches from the 
floor. Roll, turning on your hips, to 
the left-so far to the left that you face 
the floor. Return, turning Oil your liips, 
to your starting position. Proceed in 
the same way to the right. To the left, 
to the right-turning on YO\lT hips al
ways, keeping feet and shoulders off 
the flOaT. 

Arms-Stl'etch out your arms. Shake 
them. Shake them until they hurt. 

Knee 8un'I,~-Place your hand on 
the outside of your r ight knee fOr sup
port. At the same time press the flesh 
inward. Apply a firm circular motion 
with your other hand. Begin inside 
your leg and work up :£rom your knee. 

RUllO '1lRnOn *OIIE~'Df* * * • • • H ~I.... ~1JIl' 

Give (;ach knee this work-out for five 
minutes a day-and rejoice at the end 
of ten days or two weeks! 

A Hum" On Ihe Neck-Lie on your 
bed-face down. Ask someone to beat 
the bump on your neck for three 
or four minutes. Have them keep their 
hands in a vertical position and spread 
their fingers so only their little fingers 
strike your flesh. When your flesh is 
soft and warm have your "masscuse's" 
fingers start between your shoulder 
blades and-with a circular motion
push your flesh up towards the leCt 
shoulder and up towards the r ight 
shoulder. Over and over, every day. 

Now then, do you want to feel better 
than you have in a long time and, at 
the same time. increase your grace and 
your physical poise? 

Lie on your back. Flat! Hold a large 
book or some other object that is about 
the same width as your shoulders and 
weighs about three pounds in both 
hands. (As you become conditioned 
to this exercise increase the weight of 
this object to twelve pounds.) Bring 
your arms to the floor beh ind your 
head. Then _ring your arms and 
your legs towards the center of your 
body-at tile same time! Move them 
stiffly! Move them slowly! Return 
to your starting position. Repeat 
this exercise six times a day at first 
and. gradually, increase it to twelve 
times a day. 

This routine, especially popular on 
radio row, does things-the right 
things-for your stomach, chest, back, 
hips and thighs. 

Be ~eauty Wiser 
S. R., McKeespoTt, Pa.-Liquid leg 

make-up will-to a great extent
disguise the protruding veins in your 
legs. The exercise we recommend for 
reducing legs and, at the same time 
making them shapely isn't an easy ex~ 
ercise. But it is efficacious ... Kneel. 
Keep your chest up, your head up, 
your shoulders back. Place your hands 
on your hips. Bring your heels to
gether. Keer. them together. Bend 
backward-s owLy! The further back 
you bend the more you will tense your 
legs which incidentally should press 
against the fioor-and the more good 
the exercise will do them. 

Josephine M.. Milwaukee, Wis._ 
Lemon ju ice and Tartar Salts will 
brighten blonde hair. Use the juice
strained. of course--of two lemons and 
one tablespoon of Tartar Salts to a 
quart of hot water. Have your hair 
thoroughly wet when you apply this 
mixture. Rinse it wel l. And dry your 
hair if you can, in the sun. 

Helc11 T., NOTthumptoll, Mass.-A 
simple exercise rejuvenates the throat. 
Throw back your head- as far as pos
sible-until you feel the strain. Now 
then. move your head in a wide circle. 
Make six slow circles moving your 
head first to the right and six circles 
moving your head first to the left. 
Cream your neck faithfully every 
night-to build up the neck tissues. 

Alice M. C. D., Poughkeepsie, N. Y._ 
Epsom Salts provide a remarkable 
facial. Fill one bowl with warm water 
and another bowl with icy cold water. 
Cleanse your skin thoroughly. Put two 
tablespoons of Epsom Salts into each 
bowl of water. Let them dissolve. 
Apply a cloth dipped in the warm 
Epson Salts to your face and neck. 
Do this six times. Apply a cloth dipped 
into the cold Epsom Salts to your face 
and neck about twelve times. Pat your 
f(lce dl·y. Do not use an Epsom Salts 
facial more than once or twice a week. 



} 'uurlQI.:ely, IUSlrou s 'llIi,. i s su re 
To make him full/or your allure ! eF "", .• ~ 

"ftr~ 
o~-O~oo ::~<~~ 

leaves hair so lustrous ... and yet so easy to manage! 

T/U~ ~UT ;.. a .. ·;ncer fa,-on.e. l .·~ 
.. . rm Mnd >·00 o:an '-ur i . .. itl1 
,Jicleye ."d blou .... - .. nd "Ur ;, 
IInder ... 1011,·".1 .. It .. inler IOrl ~t Til" 
."'~rl"1 hair-d ... are.im(>lea nd [lra~· 
t iul _ " i ,h th"ir hUll ')' more Ih~" 
""~r d,·.",,,d~,,t on th~ .h i" i" ~"",,),",,, 
"~'d. Qll ly 5 ... ,.,; .. 1 Drc"" can ~i",,! 

Only S I)Ccial Drcnc locl"ca ls til) to 33% more lust re tha n SOUl), 

yet leul'e!!! b a ir so c a sy to a rrange, so a lluringly s m ooth! 

"She'& gorgoou8-she has t he loveliC'St hairr' 
Thal '8 the kind of thing mell say aoou t the 
girl who kee.,,, her locks sparkling with high_ 
lights., g leaming wi th lustre! 

So {JOII' t let BOa p or soap shampo08 roL )ollr 
hair (If iUl shining beau,y_ 

h': S'Tluo. U81t S P IlC!,!. L DRENE! See Ihe dra. 
mal le difference d iet your Ii"" shampoo ... 
how Gloriously it reveals a ll Ihe lovely 
sparkling highl ights, a\l the na tura l color 
brilliance of your hair ! 

And now t hat Specia l Drene COnl ains a 
" 'onuerfu \ ha ir conditioner, it leaves ha ir (ar 
~i l kier, 6IUoother and easier to arrange .. . 
righ t after 6hDIIl Jlooing! , 
E l smR TO CO 'llD in lO smooth, shin ing nea l· 

neM! H you haven' t tri~1 Drene la tely, 
yOll ' lI be amaz~1! And rellle' niJer, Special 
Orene gets rid o f a ll " aky daudn ,ff the very 
lil'l! l limc you ur;e it. 

So (or morc a lluring ha ir, i n8i~ t on s l>oo;a l 
Drene with n air Condi tioner added. Or ask 
your beauty shop to Ulle it! 

A"oid l hi. l.eo,,'Y ha"d;"ap! 
Switch 10 SPflCial Drent. It 
"ever luI'''' any dulli"8 61111 ••• 
"U..,.p .. "d ",ol>.how{lO<>Odo. 

Til,, ' • ..-hy SI'~ci.1 Drt ne 
rnu" up 10 33'70 lIIore h ... re! 

Special Drene 
/7// . wit'/? 
~LAn~ 
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fno Roy Hutton pro~ed ~hem wrong. 
Abo~e, she makes a striking appear
ance belore her all·man orchestra . 

ALL THIS AND HUTTON TOO 

I NA Ray Hutton, the Betty Grable of 
the bandstand. possesses certain ob

vious advantages over her celebrated 
male COllNI$Ues. When she wears one 
of her 300 t Lght-fitting evening dresses, 
and gives the delicate downbeat , Harry 
James and Benn~' Goodman must con 
cede defeat. Her deep blue eyes are 
more than a match for the swooning 
sta res of admirers on the dance floor 
and her honey blonde hair and 103 
well-proportioned pounds earn the 
envy of the girls in the room. 

But Ina Ray Hutton is that rare 
combination of beauty and brains. 
Having baloned a band for nine years, 
she has learned from bit~er experience 
that physical appeal is not enough. It's 
still the music that wins audiences. 

Currently, the Hutton band is on a 
tour that will culminate in Hollywood 
for a picture contract. The band usually 
gets about $5,000 a week. 

Le ft, the Kim Loo Sisters, a 
new ac/c/ition fo the Hutton 
bond. They ne~er sow Chino, 
being born in Minneapolis. 

"They said I couldn't," Ina says 
defiantly, "ori;anize a band of men 
who are tops 10 the field. It took me 
nine months to show 'em." 

Ina doesn't attribute her success to 
lady luck. 

"If you think this was a picnic, just 
try it," she challenges. 

Ina will tell you it wasn't only like 
that: a musical merger of sex appeal 
and solid rhythm. In the early days 
when Ina had an all-girl band. her 
troupe tried to make up for musical 
deficiencies with noveltie!j. Ina not 
only led the band, but did C3rtwhel'is, 
tap dances and "practically everything 
else." 

The music-wise jitterbugs tired of 
the novelties, demanded a band that 
played real swing. 

"I knew it couldn't last," she admits, 
"thf're's a limit to how far a girl 
band can go. The girls couldn't im
provise or train themselves to swing 
tempos." 

So in 1940 ~he broke up the distaff 
side orchestra and replaced them with 
men. 

Ina says she is twenty-five. Her fam-

i1y came to New York when Ina was 
twelve. Gus Edwards, the star-maker. 
heard of her talents, soon had the ~irl 
sin~ing and dancing in his vaudeVille 
UOlt. Then came similar tasks in 
Geol'ge White's Melody Revue and the 
Ziegfeld Follies. The school authori
ties were completely fooled. 

"I was thirteen and looked seven
teen," Ina said laughingly. 

Her mother accompanied her every
where, helped teach her piano and 
music. A far -sighted booking agent 
with a flair for t he unusual, suggested 
the band- leading idea and Ina agreed 
to try it. The gIrl band clicked over
night and then Caded when the novelty 
wore off. 

A girl bandleader has to meet one 
problem the men never have to worry 
abou t. At the beginning Ina usually 
had to summon the management's 
strong-ar m squad for physical support, 
when one of the men who had come to 
dance stayed to pester. 

"Now," she says confidently. " I just 
fluff 'em off. If you ignore the fresh 
guys you can nip in the bud whatever 
they're think ing." 

Ina has never been ma rr ied and has 
no intention of taking the plunge while 
her career is on the ascendancy. 

"I have plenty of time to settle 
down." 

However, friends tell me that the 
blonde batoncer does have several 
dates and they're usually with mu
sicians. 

Ina is a very lucky girl. She eats 
ravenously but never gains an ounce. 
She recently turned down an attrac
tive movie offer because it meant solo 
work. 

"It was too tough organi7.in~ this 
band and I'm not going to sacnfice it 
now for anything," she explained. 

Latest addition to the band is a girl 
trio-the Kim Loo Sisters. These three 
Chinese- American girls never saw 
the Good Earth country. They're from 
Minnea polis where their parents run 
the Nank in restaurant. 

Many radio fans confuse Ina Ray 
with moviE" star Betty Hutton and 
singer Marian Hutton who was for
merly with Glenn Miller's band. Ina 
Ray is not related tl) them nor to 
h<'iress Barbara Hutton. About the 
latter Ina says, "No, I'm not related to 
her but I sure would like to be Cary 
Grant's sister-in-law." 



* FOR FR YING 

FRIED CHICKEN - (em/Fr, go/{hn 
brou'u, digestible - Gsc :?V:! to ay~ 
lb. chickens, ClIt into pice,,;;, \\';Ish 
and dry. Dredge cadI chicken tl,or
ough ly in large bowl containing 
mixture of 1 cup flou r, 2 t\:1.spoons 
salt, Y2 tcnspoon peppe r . Pour 
:Mazola into hCIH'Y frying pan to 
d epth of 1 inch . When hot, add 
chicken and brown both sides (un
covered). Reduce he;lt to low. eo,'er 
closcly and continue eookiug. Turn 
frequently uuti! done-·W to (;0 min. 

Mo.ol" now ,om •• 1o yo~ I .. .. <1,,, .. 1." . .. , bolll., . ... 
<lo •• J i" .. .... I. J 'O,'Oft. 
r~;. '''''''" ... I.g~ .. ,J. Ih 
qu"li" .. "J go/J . .. good .... 
0/ M ... ol" "go;n.Hlghl, which 
o l"ft ohd • ... /oJ oil •. 

c C. P. S. Co •• 19~1 

Hats ()h to MAIOLA! 

I.. Y' 

~ .. 

PIE CRUST - 1/1(1/" II/{·I/.~ ill -"ollr 
lIIulIllI" - for apple, fr<'~h Irllit, 
v,·rr.y or all!! pi,·./ 

2 ClipS xiIII'd //(/I/r 
Yt teaspooll salt 
Yt Clip Jlazo/a 

Cold rcatl'r 10 1II0is/('n 

(aumll Y..i. Clip) 
Sift together flour and salt. :'Ifix 
in ~1:'7.ola lightly with· fork or 
pastry blender. Add waler, a 
little ata time, and work lightly 
with Ii fork. ( The dough should 
be soft.) Roll ont at once on 
floured board. Mukes top and 
hottom crust for nne 9-in("h pie, 
or two 9-inch pastry shdls. 

RATION-WI SE WOMEN nppreciute the 
unique vulue of 1\lawla in their wltr~timc 
foorl budgets. Fine for frying, excellent 
for shortening, delicious for salads, 
;\fazola works wonders in saving lJ1'cciolls 
points. '1'1'Y these recipes.. to prove 
thnt ~ ' uzola is as superior for frying 
lIrl(1 shortening flS it is for making fresh, 
delicious salad (hessings. 

FRENCH DRESSING - qllick a1ld eax.y 10 
make; ddieious wilh n/l salatls . 

:1. I INIS POOIl salt %; If'as /,0011 pi' P1",r 

VI f"a,fpOOlt paprU'a I /casp0(/lt .Hlflar 

:h "IIP .Ua::o/a Vl cup vi"f'gar 
Y.l lI'a811001l dry 7lllIs/artl 

~ r l"IIS11re "II in).:rcllients into mixing bowl 
or g-h ss jlH. lh'at with rotary Iwater or 
slwkc to mix thoroug-J,I.I'. Shllke or bcat 
just before serving . .\lllkes J cup dreSSing. 

MAZOlA IS AS GOOD AND DELICIOUS TO EAT 

AS THE GOLDEN CORN FROM WHICH IT COMES 

M n;r,ol:l is It pllt"e vegetable oil - all food vnlue. It contains 
no Illoisture, no air, 110 anil1lnl fat. \ Vhen you use )[a'l.oltt 

fOl" frying, fOl" shor ten ing, and fOl" sa lads, yO H S:t\'C hutter, 
you need no other so lid fats , you make fresh, delicious salad 
dressings at low cost. 

T he eco1l01ny of .l\ fa'l.ola has little to do with its pOpll
hu·ity. The jJurity and qua/illJ of ~ I a'l.oln. are paramount in 
appc:li ing to p:lrticuiar people. All grocers sell Mazola 111 

cl'ystnl-clear bott lcs p rotccted by sca led outcr c:u·tons. 
CO RN P RODUCTS SA l ES COMPAN Y, N EW YORK, N . Y. 
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Wear YOllr Alluring Ali.y-Styled Shade of the 

New Jergens Face Powder 

YOUR lOOK_ALlVf LOOK 

Y 00 needa lIew lind ofbeauly 
lo,lu), loa'" that lool.alivc 

lonl. or )'NI lacl allure. ArHllhe 
8hadc. of the l\cw lcr,l(cn. Face 

Po .. ,I". were ~1}leti by Alix, famous 
fL"hion d.;-,igllcr and color j:cIliu$, 

to bring )'our sUn (\ ),OUI1,1(. olit,C 
ton... /ler tlrc',es made c,'en plain 

wOmen ~marl. lin shade for you can set 
hcarB a-" Irin "ilh )ou, fresh lon~liness! 

YOUR VElVlT·SKIN OIUX 

Yes! ThaI Dream.Boy in uni. 
form ",ill be )'011.8 for lcel's 

"I,.." he sec. your nc .. · complex. 
ion. Ik<("'8 why: the texture of 

frallran! Jergens po,,'der i! '-ehel. 
i~ .. d--by an cl<du.j"e pro~~. RNUh 
-it males your slin 1001: smoother, 

finer, mOre f1awlc~s (it helps hide tiny 
slin faults). Wear your perfect JcrgcIl9 

!hade today-see him stOll, look and adore! 

.~ 

CHoon YOUl SHAoe 

~ao<h Bloom (ror rair or mooium 
ekin) -togivc a evlorf ul, dewy look. 

R"chal (for ercall1y.fairskin)-to gi,'c 
clellT, 5lr;~ing glamour. Nolurana (fo r 

blontlc·fair slin)-to Itil'c rragi le. tleli. 
cate beaut)_ Brvna"- (fo r medium o r 

darl·toned skin)-to gi"e dramatic, radiant 
allure. D .... 1e R"chal (for medium or dark. 

toned skin)-to !live a tawny, "ivaeiou~ look. 
Bill BoudoIr Box $1.00 ..• Try_II slul ::iIS~, 10,:. 



AI Iti, toveA .., wltof. 
hod, ..dd •• /y ,..,.,/od. 
Ev.ry It.",. WQJ /cMtIi",. 

1t was cool, that kiss, cool and quick. 

find some clue there to his thoughts. 

She tried to read n n.,,,.', face, hoping to 

I T WAS half-past five, and every
thing was ready. The house didn't 
have a speck of dust even in the 

darkest corner, all the slipcovers had 
been washed and ironed, the table in 
the tiny dining room was set for three 
with our good silver and china. There 
was a cold bottle of beer in the ice
box, and beside the stove, waiting to 
be proBed, was the thick, tender steak 
for which I'd been hoarding ration 
points throughout the last two weeks. 

Dickie had been scrubbed within an 
inch of his young life, and he was too 
busy keeping his vigil at the window to 
be in any danger of getting d irty again. 
And I was wearing a dress of soft blue 

What-or who-had come between them? 

wool-not a new dress, an old one, one 
that Dave had always liked. I'd looked 
at myself in the mirror, long and criti
cally, wanting to be quite sure that his 
first sight of me after such a long time 
would please him. The woman in the 
glass looked back at me-a woman with 
smooth, soft brown hair and an oval 
face, one whose widely-spaced blue 
eyes were filled with a quiet, certain 
happiness, a woman who was sure of 
her place in the world and in the heart 
of the man she loved. . 

Eight years, I thought. Eight years 
of marriage, and not all eight of them 
lumped together had been as long as 
these six little months we'.d been apart. 

Never a qua rrel, never a time of bore
dom or irritation, never a moment of 
doubting the other's love. I've becn 
blessed, I gave humble thanks, truly 
blessed. I have a home, a son, a hus
band-everything in the world that a 
woman needs. 

Dickie shouted from the front room : 
"Mommy! Mommy, he's here! Comc 
quick!" And I jumped up from the 
dressing table and ran, with an eager
ness as great, as youthful, as Dickie's 
own. 

I stood in the doorway while Dickie 
tore yelping down the walk to the 
curb w here Dave was getting out of 
h is mud-spattered car. Our embrace, 

From a Cme Heard on A. L. Alexander's Mediation Board 



"Homlo;omi"9" wol "'CJged,cI br, a tr"l 
coo •• hido...,., pre,,"t,d all A. L A '.alld,,', 
-..1HI;01;0,. Boord, ,h. 9"01 .... mon III'erut 
Pfoovom o. Mutual, S",,,loYI 01 ':00 , . 1-4. 

Dave's homecoming kiss-they mustn't 
be .polled by lhe glances, amused or 
envious, of the neighbors. So, waitm. 
there, I saw him whole-aaw the spark. 
struck (rom his sandy hair by the late
artcrnoon sun, the muscles In his bart'd 
forearms as he swept Dickie up. the 
dear squa.rcneu of his jaw. 

"Hello, Laurie." 
"HeIlo, Dave," 1 said softly, and lifted 

my lips (or his ki.sL It was cool, that 
kiss, cool and qu.ick. But of course. I 
hid to myseJr, laughing at my own 
dll(lppointment. This is no time for 
lov('-making, not with Dickie dancing 
around us in IICven-year-old hysteria, 
asking a thousand qUestiON and nOI 
walline for the answer to a single one. 

He let me ,0 and looked around him 
and released his brenth in n long sigh. 
"lfs Iwell to be home again. You don't 
know how good the piaIX' looks." 

''This is the Hrst time It'l looked right 
SUlce you lelt," I told him, and for a 
minute I thought I might hove to blink 
bock the tearl, He gave my arm a 
quick squeeze and turned away-as If 
he, too, had felt himself coming dan
gerously clOie to emotion. 

"I'm hot and dirty," he Aid. "Can I 
have a shower?" 

"Of course," I said. ''There'l lots of 
hot water. You go on and I'll have 
dinner ready when you're flnished." 

DE was gone, with Dickie following 
him. For a minute I didn't move. I 

stood there, feeling disappointment 
heavy and dull inside me. Then I 
shook myself. I was being foolish 
very foolish. I had looked forward lO 
this moment of hill homecoming for 
so long that unconsciously I'd expected 
it to be all one rosy ('CIto'y of delight. 
Naturally. it couldn't be that way, 
Dave was hrl!'d after the lonl drive 
from River Run, tired from six months 
or hard work and harder living, Com
in, back Into thiS house must be, for 
him, like coming back into a world he'd 
almost forgotten. He would need time 
to adjust himsell, relax, forget the job 
he'd just finished. 

Putting the .teak into the broiler, I 
tried to imagine what it mUllt have 
been like, thel'e at River Run. Hot, of 
caurae, and dusty, When the dam was 
Hnished there would be plenty of water 
to lay the duat., but just now- And 
Dave had sent me a snapshot of the 
town near the dam site. It had looked 
ugly, thrown-together, crowded. No 
wonder he acted as il he could hardly 

20 believe he wu home. 

There hodn't been any r('al need for 
him to take the River Run job, He was 
a boss ca.-penter, a good on , specializ
ing in building the fonnl Into which 
concrete is poured, and there was 
plenty of work for him here, close to 
home. But the dam was an emergency 
project, badly needed to provide more 
electric power for the war plants be
low River Run, and he'd felt he should 
go, It w05" his way of helping to win 
the war, and encouraging him to go, 
making the economies that were necet
aary after the move, was mine, 

Still. , . It was good to know that hi. 
part of buildl.D.8 the dam was done, 
and to have him home. Good to hear 
him splashinj at this very moment in 
the shower, even if-and I felt a (rown 
pucker the skin between my eyes-he 
wasn't sin,lnl "When Irish Eyes are 
Smilinl" in his usual discordant way. 

The Iteak wu on the table. the po
tatoes mashed and the creamed eauli
nower Imoking in itl casserole, wh('n 
Dave eame in. The bath and chanle 
of clothes had erased .orne of the wear
Iness from h.i.s fa~, but not all, and he 
stood just inside the dining-room door 
hesitantly, as if he weren't quite sure 
he had a right there_ 

"Everything's ready," I said. "Dickie, 
10 and let the beer out of the ice-box, 
please." 

Commonplace words, natural words 
-but they rang false, as false as the 
ease with which Dave .at down and 
began to eat. Something was wrons, 
terribly wrong. With every passing 
minute 1 knew it more surely. I asked 
him about his trip home, about the job. 
and he answered my questions, but 
there was no life in anything we said, 
no taste to the food we ate. Even 
Dickie felt the uneasineaa in the at
mosphere. Hli torrent of questions and 
commena had dried up, and he ate 
quickly, darting lillie puzzled. timid 
,lances at us both [rom his plate. 

1 tried to read Dave's face, hoping to 
find some clue there to his thouehls, 
but thill business of groping, of guca-
109, was too new to me. I'd never had 
to do it before, and I was like someone 
trying 10 playa game for the first time 
-clumsy, awkward, vexed. With one 
difference. Thll was no ,ame. This 
W8J serious. 

Dickie finished his apple pie and slid 
off his chair. "Mommy, can I go out 
and playa while?" he alked_ I nodded, 
and then we were alone, Sitting one 
on eadt side 01 the table. 1 put my 
hands out of sight, on my lap, and 
clasped them together, 1Ilhtly. 

Dave'. eyea met mine. 1 knew thoae 
eyes so well-large, frayed all around 
with tiny lin" of lau&hter, alert-and 
l'd never aeen them like this. For 
now the mask that he'd tried so hard to 
ke-ep over them was down, and What 
It had hidden was sadnelS. 

"There's something I've got to tell 
you, Laurie," he said. 

My fingers, twined tOlether under 
the edge of the table, were numb, but 
t foreed myself to speak .teadily. "Yes, 
Dave. I guessed there wos something 
-wrong." 

He drew the carnera of his mouth 
down, wryly. "You couJd ICC, could 

you? ., The trouble iI, I don't know 
how you'll take It. but I've got to teU 
you. I couldn't look at myself in th~ 
mirror when I was shavln, if 1 djdn't " 

"Dave--pleaser Don't lake so long 
to--" 

He nodded, as if admitting my right 
to that passionate, frightened outburst. 
and said quickly, Without expression in 
his VOice, "I went out with some of the 
other fellows one, night about two 
weeks ago. W(! had lOme drinks. Then 
we mel lOme &lr1&--town girls. We 
had some more drinks, and I-went 
home With one of the IlrlS." 

AU the strencth went out of my 
body. The Hn,en that had been 10 
taut now had no power to hold ea~h 
otber, and fell apart. I couldn't speak, 
couldn't even take my eyes (rom h1l 
face. 

"r teh- I can't tell you how I felt 
the next morning," Dave ..... ent on. 
"Ashamed-hating myself. I couldn't 
undel'ltand how It had happened. Since 
we've been married I've never even 

looked at another woman-never even 
thoulht of it. And then, all at once-it 
was AI if some other fellow got con
trol of me, told me what to do. That's 
the only way I can ('xplain it ... 
Laurie," he pushed his ehair back with 
a sudden rasping sound and stood up, 
"Laurie, don't look at me like tnatl" 

1 Ihuddered. Some of my strength 
c::ame back, and I pressed the palm of 
one hand against my forehead, feelin~ 
the .kln clammy under my touch. 
NaulK"a gathered 10 the pit or my 
stomach, rose and beat in my throat, 
and to conquer It I spoke, sayinl any
thin" the first words that came to my 
lips, 

"I'm sorry. I didn't know I was 
lookln, at you any way 10 particular 
... I didn't know, .. " Somehow, I 
found myself on my feel, movinl blind
ly toward the door-not knowing 

where I was going, jwt impelled to 
get away from this room where such 
a terrible thing had happened to me. 

But he followed. He wouldn't let 
me take my hurt away and nurse 
it. "Laurie! Please forgive me! 
Please see it the way it was-a mis
take, something I shouldn't have done, 
something I'm lOrry for. Don't hate 
me!" 

It was impossible not to answer that 
cry of agony, impossible not to know 
that his suffering was as great as 
mine, I stopped where I WU, Hale 
him? No, of course noL I eould never 
hate Dave, not even if he'd beaten me. 
And I did know that everything had 
happenM exac::tiy as he'd told It. He 
hadn't mcant to be unfaithful; he de
spised himself now for having been. 
But there my thoujhts stopped.. After 
that. there was nothing but emotion, 

the feeling of hurt, the nausea. 
"If you'll give me time-let me alone 

for a little while," I munnurcd through 
stiff lips, " I'll try to understand." 

He lIQught his breath as if to speak 
-then let it slowly go. "All right. 
dear," he said, and turning, went inlo 
the living. room. 

I looked around mc-at the paltern 
of ivy on the wall, at the ornamental 
glass shelf and its knick-knacks hang
ing in the window, the table with Its 
dishel and remains of food . Impossi
ble that they should still be here, all 
these familiar thingsl Impossible that 
there should still be dishes to wash, 
food to put away, Dickie to call in from 
play and put to bed I Everything else 
had changed_why not my home, my 
duties? 

But as I began to pick up the dishes 
I knew a kind 01 comfort. Perhaps 
there had not been sueh a tremendous 
c::hange. I dung, suddenly, to the 
thought that at least Dave had been 
hones\. Was a (Continued on pag(71) 

" 
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I THOUGHT J knew myself. I 
thought that I, Jane Dillon, was the 
person I understood best in aU the 

world. I carried a picture of this Jane 
in my mind, and it was the picture of a 
woman who wanted certain t hings of 
life, and knew how to get them. There 
are two kinds of women, I had decided 
- those who are made for love and 
those who are made to work. I was 
one of those who had been made lor 
work. And I was content. 

Then, one crisp autumn afternoon, 
I learned that I wasn't the sort ot per
son I had believed I was. r was some
one quite different. 

But the moment when I met the rcal 
Jane Dillon isn' t the beginning of my 
story- in fact, it's very nearly the end. 
The beginning- well, it could be al
most anyplace, but the best starting
point is the evening my sister Diana 
brought L ieutenant J im Miles to meet 
me, saying shyly, "Jane-this is J im." 

I took one quick look at him, and 
warm, incredulous hope flooded 
through me. I hadn't dared to believe 
before-I still didn't quite dare-but 
perhaps he realJy was the man I'd 
longed to see standing here, in Our 
shabby old living room, holding Diana's 
hand in his. 

I hardly glanced at his uni.for m or 
at the single bar on each of his sh~ul
der-tabs. I knew about these-Diana 
had told me. What I wanted to see 
was the level honesty of his brown 
eyes, the width and firmness and quiet 
humor of his mouth, the decision in 
his movements. A nd- yes, they were 
all there, these signposts to his char
acter. They were all there, to say he 
could make Diana happy, that he could 
control her, guide her. If she loved 
him .. . but she did, she'd told me she 
d id, and wasn't that Jove shining in her 
eyes now? 

This wasn't the time to remember 
tha t there had been other occasions 
when Diana had looked like this-just 
as adoring, just as rapt. Particularly 
this wasn 't the time to remembe~ 
Tommy Lester . Diana was a year older 
now. Sh7 was almost eighteen, and if 
she hadn t yet Cully learned that love 

A Manhattan at 

All the world seemed to stop. 

Ja"e looked at the beautiful 

diamond, f elt the pressure of 

Jim 's .fingers, and knew she 

was in love. But J im 1Vas not 

hers. The ring was f or Diana 

is more than a game--why Jim Miles 
could teach her. 

I held out my hand to him. " I'm 
very happy to know you," I said. And 
then, deliberately, I added, "But I real
ly feel as if I know you already
Diana has talked SO much about you." 

"Has she?" he asked, and smiled. "I 
was afraid she fo rgot all about me the 
minute I was out oC sighL" 

Diana touched his ann, "You know 
I wouldn't do that," she said softly, 
looking up at him from under her long 
lashe.-a look to make any man's heart 
skip a beat. Even I, who had seen it 
before, couldn't believe that this time 
it wasn't real. 

We sat down to dinner then, the 
dinner I had prepared 10 carefully, 
fruit cup and the first roast we'd had 
since rationing began and lender, but
tery squash, green salad and home
made ice cream. Usually we ate much 
earlier, just before Dad left for his 
work on the night shift at the fa ctory, 
but tonight it was late enough to light 
the candles Diana had bought at the 
dime store. Their soCt glow centered 
on the three of us at the table, didn't 
go far enough to show him the brown, 
old_fashioned wallpaper, the scarred 
kitchen door, the patch on the ceiling 
where rainwater had seeped through 
from Diana's window above, left open 
one night when she rushed out on a 
date, 

Not that he'd have cared about these 
things. I realized that now. He came 
from a home like this himseU-one 
that was a litue run-down, very much 
lived-in A happier home, perhaps. 
Ours hadn't been happy in seven years, 
not s ince the n ight ot Mother's death. 

I longed for her again now, as I'd 
longed fo r her so often beCore. She 
had been like Diana, and she would 
have understood her so much better 
than I. She would always have known 
what to do-and I so often did not. 

It wasn' t Diana's fault that she had 
a face like a merry ange.I' .. a mouth 
made for laughter and kis&ea, • body 
that danced even when she only 

' -.:al.):"!~ _aa,,,Cl'OS!I the room. All her life 
courted, admired, loved-
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what wonder was it it she had no sense 
of responsibility, no defenses against 
the impulses that swept her first this 
way, then that, like a leaf in the wind? 

Dad hadn't been able to help me 
with her, because Mother's death had 
left him utterly shattered. It had been 
aU he could do to keep on living; he 
hadn't wanted to, very much. Slowly, 
so slowly, he 'd made a kind of peace 
with his loss, so that he was able to 
work and provide the money that kept 
us all going, but the father I'd known 
until I was sixteen disappeared com
pletely when Mother died. In his place 
there finally emerged a man who lived 
in his memories-a kind and gentle 
man, but one who often seemed not 
to be there even when you were talk
ing to him. For the last two years he'd 
been foreman on the night shift at the 
factory, and that-working at night, 
sleeping through much of the day
had taken him even farther away from 
Diana and me. 

No, Dad couldn't help. He'd backed 
me up, passively, in the one big crisis 
of Diana's life so far, but I was the one 
who'd made the deciSions, taken the 
responsibility. 

That had been almost a year ago, 
when Diana and Tommy Lester had 
wanted to be married. 

It was ridiculous, of course. Tommy 
was only a year older than Diana
eighteen, at the time, to her seven
teen. He was a gangling, bright-eyed 
boy with a devil-may-care charm 
about him and not a thought in the 
world beyond marrying Diana and get
ting into the Air Corps. There were 
tears, threats o( an elopement, passion
ate scenes in which Diana accused me 
of trying to ruin her life-and then 
Tommy was on his way to an Army air 
school in Florida and Diana was red
eyed and sulky for a week or so. Only 
for that long. She got over it, as I'd 
known she would. She found other 
boys. other thrills, other good times. 
Tommy and she corresponded-I saw 
the envelopes sometimes_but less and 
less often as the months went by. 

And now she was in love with Lieu
tenant Jim Miles-but this time I 
wouldn't stand in the way of her mar
riage. This time I would foster it, be
cause Jim was the kind of man who 
could make her happy-and because 
I was tired, desperately tired. 

"You've got a head on your shoul_ 
ders, Jane," Dad had always said. "I 
never worry about you, or about Diana 
when you're taking care of her." 

A head on my shoulders .... Yes a 
plain head, s~rviceable and neat, u~e
ful but certamly not ornamental. All 

" fid;ollilatio .. from 0 rodia script 

"FOR RICHER, FOR POORER" 
by TRUE BOARDMAN 

broadcoJI on Mo .. hotto .. 01 Midnight. 

The cle,i's voice come 
f,om fo, owoy: "If fits 
fhe young lady perfect
ly," I heard him soy. 

right I'd accepted, long ago, the fact 
thal Diana had all the looks of the 
family . But I was twenty-three years 
old, and I wanted a chance to use thai 
so-efficient head for myself, for my 
own Iile. I wanted freedom from 
worrying about Diana. There was a 
place in the world for me; I knew ex
actly where it was; and I wanted to 
take it. 

I was grateful to Jim Miles. Grateful 
for his good looks, because without 
them he would never have attracted 
Diana. Grateful (or the way he 
watched her, so tenderly smiling, be
cause that meant he would love and 
cherish her. Grateful even that he 
was a lieutenant, because that meant 
he could be with her wherever he was 
stationed until he went overseas. 

He hadn't proposed-not yet. He 
was the kind who would show himself 
to a girl's family before he said any
thing. But he WOUld. He must! 

We were very gay throughout that 
dinner. Jim told us about his life at 
camp, about some of the friends he'd 
made there, the work he did. 

"It's funny," he said, sobering a 
little. "When I went into the Army 1 
didn't expect to like it. 1 only joined 
up out of a sense o( duty. Now that 
I'm in it-well. I wouldn't want any 
other kind of life." 

"I know how you feel," I told him. 
"Dedicated-to a job, a good job. Part 
of a team. That's why 1-" I stopped 
suddenly blushing, but Diana laughed 

"Jane wants to join the WACS," she 
said, "but she can't, because she thinks 
she has to stay home and look out for 
me." 

I was COnscious of his eyes on me, 
intent and grave. He dId understand! 
He didn't think it odd, a. Diana did, 
that I should want that clean disci
pline, that willing forgetfulness of self. 
He knew my need, because it was In 
him too. 

"The WACS are doing a fine job." 
he said quietly. "I think you'd make 
a good one." 

"Thank you," I answered. 'Tm
very anxious to JOIn," And then I 
laughed, lightly, and leaned over to 
touch Diana's hand. I knew what J 
was doing. I was teUing him, in all 
but so many words. that I expecled 
him to ask Diana to marry hIm. I saId, 
"And maybe it won't be 10 very long 
before I can." I gave it Jwt the right 
inflection of merriment, the right noie 
of questioning. 

He understood, and 90 dId Diana. I 
could tell that from their embarrassed 

laughter, the flush that came to their 
cheeks, the way Jim covered Diana's 
other hand with his. 

At that moment, as if to setUe mat
ters, the telephone rnng. Diana jumped 
up to answer it, but it was for Jim. 
We heard his voice in the hall, curt 
and brief. and then he eame back into 
the dining-room. 

'fHAT was the O. D. at camp," he 
said. "Orders just came through

I'd been expecting them, but not so 
soon. I'm being transferred to the ad
ministration sch~1 in Kan5a5," 

"Jim!" Diana cried. "When?" 
"In a week." 
In silence, he moved to stand behind 

Diana's chair, touching her shoulders. 
"It's not much time, is in" he asked. 
"Do--do you think it's long enough to 
arrange a wedding? • . , That IS, if 
you'll take me for a husband. and Jane 
will take me for a brother·in-Iaw~" 

Diana's little lace was radiant. "Oh, 
Jim!" she breathed. "o r course it is 
-and of course I will, and-and of 

course Jane Will, too. 
He ben! over her, lauehlne-and hur

riedly I slipped away, out of the room. 
It had happened, I thought, it had 
happened! Thanks to-to what? When 
the telephone call came and he knew 
he would be leaving in a wec.k, would 
he have asked Diana to marry him, 
even without my POlntNi hint? Or-

Well, it didn't mnller. Perhaps 1 
had speeded things up a ltttle, but the 
important thing was that they were In 
love, nnd they were goini to be happy, 
and I was going to be free. 

I began to plan. Only a week
probably a day or SO less than that, to 
give them time for a honeymoon of 
sorts. Diana would want a church wed
ding; her romantic heart had always 
hungered for one. That made every
thing more difficult, but w(,'d manage, 
we'd manag(' somehow. Th(' bridal 
gOWD and v('i1 would have to be bought 
ready_made .' It was a good thing 
Diana was a perfect fourteen. I'd be 
the bridesmaid, and Dad would give 
her away. 

Then I remembered something that 
seemed a good omen. Diana's birthday 
was next Wednesday-just five days 
away. It would be ideal to have the 
wedding then .. 

I poured It all out for them, a little 
while later, when they came from the 
dining room, and they listened approv
ingly. Diana laughed and S8ld, "Isn't 
Jane marvelous? Here we'd hardly 
thought of when or how we'd be mar
ried, and she has it all worked out." 
It seemed to me that her voiet' grew a 
little shrill. "Darling, you're a won
derful organizer." 

'1've had to learn to be," I said, a 
little hurt. A girl who'd been keeping 
house when other girls hl'r age were 
learning to dance and tUrl-a girl 
whose face was undistineulshed. plain 
-just what was there in life for her 
but efficieney. the ability to get things 
done? 

And 1 did get things done in the next 
four days. r reserved the church, and 
ordered a cake and a punch-bowl and 
things to put in it. I made up a list of 
Diana's friends, and tell'phoned them 
all because there wasn't lime to mail 
invitations. 1 cleaned the house thor
oughly, so it would look niet' when we 
all came back to it after the ceremony. 
1 talked to Dad .... 

He and Jim met on Dad's night off, 
Saturday, and they seemed to get on 
welI together. I'd be<>n sure they 
would, because Jim was Dad's kind of 
man, the kind of man Dad himself had 
been, years ago. When Jim had left, 
and Diana had gone with hlm as far 
as the bus-line to camp, Dad and I sat 
together, companionably, over coffee 
in the kitchen. It had been a long 
time since we'd talked to each other 
as freely, as intimately, as this. There 
hadn't been time, 1 supposed. Or per
haps Dad hadn't wanted to. 

He listened, nodding in understand. 
ing agreement, while J told him what 
1 wanted to do after Diana was mar
ried. "Yes," he said, "it's time you lot 
out and triNi your wings, Janie, and if 
this is what you want ... You mustn't 
worry about me. We'll sell the house, 
or rent it. and I'll take a room at Mrs. 
O'Hara's until after the war. I'll bt, 
line there." 

He rt:ached for the cotr~-pot and 
pourPd himseJr another cup. "And now 
that Diana's selUed-he's a nice young 
fellow. I like him. Only-" He hesi
tated. 

"Only what, Dad?" 
"You're sure she loves him?" He 

raised his eyes, and I was surprised to 
see, aU at once. how k~('n and blue 
they still were. 

"Oh, she's crazy about him, Dad!" 
1 exclaimed. 

"Mmm-that wasn't exactly what I 
meant," he murmured. "Diana's pretty 
much of a youngster yet, Jane. I know 
she's excited and happy. but 1 just 
wondered-maybe it's the idea of mar
rying a soldier, an offiet'r . , . the 
hurry and bustle .. the business or 
going away and living at an Army 
camp.. all that." 

I laughed. " It's partly that, of 
course. But she loved him before it 
all started-(Continued on pa"e 83) , 
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I SN'T it funny how you can want 
something all your life, hope for 
it, yearn for it, dream about it, 

and then, when your hopes are realized, 
when your dreams come true, you get 
-well, I don't know how to put it, 
exactly, but you get too much all 
at once? 

That's the way it was with me. For 
the first eighteen years of my life I was 
lonely. I wanted companionship, and 
-yes, I wanted a ' boy friend all my 
own. You see, I didn't have the chance 
that most girls have to meet boys and 
go out with them. I didn't go to high 
school with other boys and girls. I 
didn't have a brother who brought 
home his friends, or a sister who 
brought home hers. I didn't have any 
family at all, or any friends, outside 
St. Mary's Academy, which is just a 
fancy name for a very strict orphan 
asylum. 

So I was lonely-lonely in a way 
you girls who have lived a normal, 
happy home life have never even 
imagined being. And then, suddenly, 
when I was eighteen, my whole life 
changed. I went out into the world 
outside St. Mary's walls, to make my 
own way. And I found, in a short space 
of time, not one man of my own, but 
two, Paul and Jim-I, so innocent and 
unworldly, so badly equipped to meet 
on his own grounds even one man! 

First there was Paul, and the way 

Theater of 

She had been so lonely - no wonder wherl 

Paul's lips met hers Sally felt she had come 

alive at last. But soon she realized that tiff: 

was not all kisses and walks in the moonlight 

I met him seemed to me like the ful
fillment of the dreams I'd always had, 
the dreams that had been intensified 
when I saw and answered the ad 
posted on the bulletin board at St. 
Mary's, under Jobs For Seniors. 

Wanted: Waitresses at Ocean View 
House, Sea Cliff. Liberal time off 
amid beautiful surroundings. 

That little notice had given me new 
dreams-of myself as the center of a 
laughing group of young people in 
bright bathing suits shouting and dash
ing in and out of the rushing surf, like 
you see in the ads in magazines. The 
new dreams were shattered on the 
hardness of reality when I got the job 
and found out how different it was 
from what I had imagined. I was just 
learning how rigid social barriers were 
in Sea Cliff. I was just feeling the first 
shock of bitter disillusionment, when I 
met Paul. 

He came into the dining rOOm" of 
Ocean View House one night with an 
elderly lady who had that silver-and
ice look that I'd learned, even in my 
brief career as a waitress, meant I must 
be on my toes every second. 

Paul didn't say anything then, of 
course. He didn't need to--I could tell 
that he liked me from the way he 
looked at me all the time during dinner, 
while I moved about the table waiting 
on them. His eyes were deep brown, 
shadowed by thick black lashes be-

Today Drama 

neath straight black brows. His hair 
was black, too, and curly, but brusl:led 
down into a neat, shining cap on his 
well-shaped head. Everything about 
him was neat and orderly, his brown 
linen suit fitting perfectly over his 
compact, stocky body, his tie the exact 
shade of green, as his socks and the 
border of the handkerchief that 
emerged in a sharp little triangle from 
his pocket. He looked so nice! 

I thought, when he and his mother 
got up and left the room, that he was 
just like the other figments of my 
dreams, that he had come and was 
gone, and that was the end of it. With 
a little sigh, I began to clear their table. 
Then, as I lifted his plate, I caught the 
flicker of a five doll8T bill. 

My heart fell. I didn' t want money 
from him. 1 didn't want him to feel 
sorry for the poor little wpitress- it 
was romance I wanted and life, and 
adventure, not sympathy. But grad
ually, as I finished up my work, I 
figured it out. After all, he had seen 
me as a waitress, and he knew that 
waitresses live on tips, and that tips 
were seldom as big as the one he had 
left. He must have wanted me to 
realize that he was interested in me. 
A big tip was the only way he had of 
leaving that message for me. So that 
five dollar bill was romance, after all! 

By the time I was through working 
I was sure that I had understood him 
right. 1 slipped quickly out of my 
uniform and peered into the mirror in 
my hot little room up under the roof. 

I'd never thought much of my face. 
Adopted from an or;g;nal radio play by Cameron Howley, en_ 
titled, "Th. Musi<;al Mar;ans," heard Saturdays at nOOn on CBS. 

It was so small, so pale, the cheekbones 
so prominent, making great hollows 



from which my blue eyes had always 
stared out wisUully, forlornly at a world 
which seemed to give the simple things 
I longed for to everyone else but me. 
But tonight I didn't look pale. Excite
ment had brought with it a glow of 
color to my cheeks, a new br ightness 
to my eyes. The ash blond hair that 
had seemed so dull above the black 
of my school uniforms was now trans
formed under the little, glaring electric 
bulb into a burnished gold. Why-I 
was pretty! 

E VERY night of the week I'd gone 
straight to bed after work, too tired 

to think of anything, even food. But 
tonight my feet seemed to dance in 
anticipation. I put on the only pretty 
dress I owned--or had ever owned
the white. one in which I'd graduated 
from the senior class a few months 
before. It had old-fashioned embroid
ery around the neck and sleeves with 
blue ribbon run through it. I'd thought 

it the most wonderful dress in the world 
when it was made; but now- it seemed 
childish and sleazy after the beautiful, 
simple gowns I'd seen on the girls who 
came to Ocean View House. But it was 
the best I had, and nothing could spoil 
the wonderful sense of anticipation I 
had as I ran down the narrow stairs to 
the employees' entrance of the inn. 

I saw the shadow there, deepening 
the shade of the arbor, and I knew who 
the shadow would be. 

"You're Sally Granger," Paul said. 
"Why-how did yOU know that?" It 

seemed such a miracle, just that he 
knew my name. 

He had a· nice, easy laugh, as it he 
really liked laughing. "Oh, I have ways 
of finding out important things like 
that," he told me. "I'm Paul Starrett." 

"I know." And then I blurted out, 
"I asked one of the other girls." 

Then I couldn't say anything more. 
I just stood there like a little wooden 
figure, feeling the importance of the 

moment like a physical shock, as tan
gible as my hair hanging free of its 
confining pins for the first time, softly 
moving over my shoulders in the 
breeze from the sea. 

But Paul didn't seem to care that 
I was silent. He tucked my hand into 
the crook of his arm, and we turned 
down toward the shore. "Let's walk 
down here, when: we can get acquaint
ed," he said. 

"I'd like that," I told him honestly. 
It was sweet, after a long, hard day 
with the smell of hot food all about 
me, to walk along the cool, fragrant 
road under the trees that opened now 
and again to give a glimpse of the 
shining waters of the bay. 

"You're lovely," said Paul, very 
seriously. "You're the 10veHest thing 
I've ever seen." 

Nobody had ever said anything like 
that to me before. This was the stuff 
of which my dreams had been made
summer, and a lovely place, and a man 
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beside me III the falling darkness, say
illg the things I'd only imagined that 
men could say to me. Somehow, just 
these few minutes with Paul were be
ginning to make up (or all the years of 
loneliness, aU the years of living my 
Iile ill a uniform, regulated by the 
clanging of a brassy bell, finding my 
only joy in long hours of practicing at 
the piano, and trying to find in it a 
sort of queer substitute for the warmth 
and the gaiety I needed ... and the 
love. 1 wanted to tell Paul about It, 
to make him understand. 

"I've always lived at St. Mary's 
Academy-" 1 began. 

H IS smile warmed.' "So that's it," 
he said. "1 knew there was some

thing different about you. Something 
quiet and-and ladylike. Not like these 
other girls around here." 

He had been thinking about me, 
then, speeulating, I1guring me out, set
ting me apart from other girls! 

"I'll tell you how I knew," he said, 
his eyes laughing down at me. "You 
blushed. I haven't seen a girl blush 
in ages." He was laughing, but it was 
a kindly, warm laugh, because I was 
blushing again. 

And then he stopped me, right there 
by the edge of the road, near a bIg 
rock. He put his hand on my check, 
very lightly, and let his fingers trail 
down it, and on my neck. I hardly 
breathed. I was afraid-not so much 
01 what he might do. but of what I 
might do, because I suddenly felt that 
this was dangerous, that I should run 
away. 

Desperately, tried to turn the 
conversation away (rom me, to safer 
ground. ''Tell me," I said breathlessly. 
"tell me something about you. I-I 
don't know anything about you at all." 

This time his laughter had a ring of 
pride in it. "Most people around here 
know about my family," he answered 
easily. "We own Northeastern Fire
works factory over at Raven's Point." 

"Where they make munitions?" I 
asked, awed. From the bus window 
I'd seen the glE:aming new barbed wire 
wound intricately on poles for miles 
and miles, guarding acres of small 
buildings which produced the danger_ 
ous materials of war. 

He nodded. "We certamly do. Under 
government contracts. That plant has 
made a difference in this town since 
the time it was a two-by-four shop 
where my dad made lady crackers and 
sparklers." 

"Do you run it?" I asked. "You, 
yourself?" 

''Naturally, I took over when Dad 
died. Mother made quite a fuss over 
some of what she called my 'young 
ideas', but now that she sees what a 
fine job we're doing she doesn't have 
a word to say about them any more." 

"Doesn't it make you feel wonderful 
to know that you're helping win the 
war?" I asked. "You are--even more 
than if you were fighting ." 

"Wonderful?" He grinned. "Yes, it 

seems wonderful, pretty girl. And the 
figures on our books look wonderful, 
too. We're really making money, and 
that's a pretty good fceling too." 

He turned to me a little, and put his 
hand on my arm. "I've got a pretty 
good feeling right now," he saId, and 
his voice was lower, solter. His hands 
moved up to my shoulders. "A fceling
like this." 

And then he kissed me. 
lt's hard to find words to tell you 

what that kiss did to me. I'd never 
even known the most casual, careless 
touch of a man's hand, before. When 
Paul's lips touched mine, lightly at 
first, then hard, J felt something that 
was like fright, only far more over
whelming. I was suddenly burnIng hot, 
and every fiber of my body went weak 
and limp. I trembled against the 
strength of Paul's arm, holding me to 
him. 

Paul was staring down at me. Very 
slowly, he said, "Tell me something. 
Sally. Have you ever been kissed 
belore?" 

I shook my head, half ashamed. 

r." slowly POll' tOid, .• . " ••• • 
yo. eyer be", liSted bel"",/" 
I sItooA my heod, Itolf otltota •• 

He made a hUh- sound WIth his lips, 
like a whispered whistle, and I couldn't 
tell whether he was angry or amused. 
After a moment he released me, and 
we turned back toward the hotel, 
walking faster than we had before. 

There must be somethmg I can say, 
I thought wildly, but I was horribly 
tongue-tied. frightened to death that 
Paul would think me nothmg but a 
silly. uninteresting little school girl. 
He didn't say a word until we were 
withm a hundred yards of the inn. 
Then he slowed his pace, and stopped 
me once more with his hand on my 
arm. 

"Sally-will you listen wrule 1 tell 
you something? There are a lot of 
fellows around here---young fe!Jows up 
for the summer with nothing much to 
do and too much money to spend
who wouldn't understand a girl like 
you. You' ll have to watch your step, 
and be very careful not to get into 
something you can't get out of. Do you 
understand?" 

"Oh, yes!" I didn't really, but I was 
so grateful that he cared enouRh about 

.' 

, .. .' , • 
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me to bother about my welfare! 
He smiled again, a very impudent, 

cock-sure little smile, lhen. "Maybe 
you'd better avoid any trouble by not 
going out with anyone but me. How's 
that?" 

"That-" How could r tell him ~ 
"Tha. t 's-wonderful!" 

"All right. It's settled then." He 
sobered again. "Another thing-there's 
no place in the world like a resort town 
for gOlllllp. What people don't know 
they can't talk about-that's logical, 
Isn't it? So just you leave everything 
to me. Don't talk about going out with 
me to the other girls, and I'll take my 
time breaking you to Mother. She has 
a lot of funny, old-fashioned ideas, and 
J don't want her upset right now. It 
just happens that there's a lot going on 
at the plant at the moment that's in a 
very delicate state of expansion, and I 
wouldn't want her to have one of her 
sayine no spells. You see, she wants 
me to eo with what she calls the best 
people, and all that, and right now I 
have to toe the ma.rk and keep her 
happy_ But you leave it to me, and 

everything will be all right." 
"I see," I told him. I didn't see at 

all, but I was happy enough just trying 
to realize that Paul wanted me to be 
his girl without bothering about any
thIng else. 

r stood in the shadow of the arbor 
'¥atching him go, drinking in great 
breaths of the fragrant night all'. My 
dreams had aU come true. I wouldn't 
be lonely any more, everl 

The thought of Paul and our evening 
walks together, our kisses by the old 
rock on Cove Road- those were the 
things I lived for all that summer. I 
didn't mind the work, the hot, crowded 
dining room, the people calling me 
from all dIrectIOns at once. I knew 
that I'd see Paul afterwards, for each 
evening was a repetition of our first 
evening together. I lovro to walk 
slowly beside hIm, to get hIm to talk 
about the plant, which seemed so far
removed, so much more exciting, than 
anything I'd known belore. r didn't 
understand all he told me about the 
Army and Navy officers who controlled 
the contracts. or about the constant 

surveillance of the government inspec
tors, but it all sounded terribly exciting. 

"Oh, I wish I could work there," I 
told him one night late in the summer. 
"1-1 hate my job!" 

Paul only laughed and kissed me. 
When he kissed me I could forget the 
way the montru; went by with every
thmg unchanged between us, with our 
meeting onJy on the sly while he took 
the other girls-the resort crowd-to 
plays at the little theater, or out danc
Ing. 

But when he wasn't kissing me, I 
grew more and more impatient. Per
haps I was growing up. realizing that 
all of life can't be just kisses and walks 
in the moonlight. Labor Day came and 
went. and then there were only n few 
late vacationers in the hotel dining 
room, and regulars like Paul and his 
mother, who ate there every Thurs
day, their cook's night out. 

The Thursday after Labor Day, I 
tried again. "Paul," I told him, "the 
summer's over. What are we going to 
do--about us?" 

"Us?" He smiled that Impudent 
smile, and for the first timr> T didn't 
thrill to 11. 

"Yes, Paul." 
"What about us? I like us just as 

we are--and hke us better .11 tht: time. 
Don' t you?" 

I TRIED to return his smile, "Of 
course I do-you know I do. But

why can't we go out together like other 
people?" 1 hated to be the one to put 
it Into words, but someone had to say 
it. I couldn't go on like this. "1 want 
to----oh, just go to the mOVl('ll with you, 
and stop at the drugstore for a soda 
afterwards, and-" 

He looked down at me very gravely. 
"Sally, I thought you understood. 1 
thought you were my sweet, under
standing girl- the girl who wanted to 
help me get ahead, the girl who was 
willing to sacrifice a little now to make 
way for better things later_ I've told 
you over and over that I don't dare let 
Mother know about us just yet. I run 
the plant, Sally, but it's Mother who 
owns the controlling interest. If I 
don't do as she wants me to, she might 
even make me get out and hire a new 
manager. Why, it would shake the 
whole plant up, honeyl H'd probably 
mean a terrific slow-up in production. 
You wouldn't want that"" 

I heard my own voice. vr.ry small, 
answering him. "Of course not." 

"Be palient, then." He held me very 
close to hIm again. ''Tni:;t me, Sally
just trust me a httle longer and every
thing will be all right. I told you that." 

But even III his arms. my mind was 
made up. I'd thought about It for a 
long time, and now I knew what I was 
gOlllg to do. 

The next morning T presented myself 
at the gate of Northeastern Fireworks 
Company_ 1 knew that I was going to 
gel myself a job, i1 I could-but I 
didn't know what else was waiting for 
me inside that (Continued 0'11 page6!) 



PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS-

See them as they really are- all the People who play an important 

part in the life of Ruth Way ne. one of Radio's most lovable heroines 

BI G SISTER, as she is better 
known, is Mrs. Ruth Wayne of 
Glen Falls. R eT husband, Dr . 
John Wayne, has recently been 
otJicially reported killed in the 
South Pacific campaign. Ruth is 
active in war work, is serving as 
a trained nurse and she devotes 
her spare t ime to knitting for the 
Red Cross. As her nickname i m
plies, she's a big sister to aU w ho 
know her. At the moment, Ruth 
has consented to marry Dr. Reed 
Bannister who was her husband's 
friend and professional associate. 

(Played by Marjorie Anderson) 

REED BANNISTER has been in 
love with Ruth for a long time. 
Reed is a doctOT who came to Glen 
Falls some three or four yeaTS ago 
where he went into practice with 
Ruth's husband, Dr. John Wayne. 
Shortty after the outbreak of the 
war, he went on a medical mission 
to England with John. He was in
jured while there and because of 
this he was rejected by the War 
Department and has remained in 
Glen Falls conducting a PTivate 
practice. Before John Wayne left 
he asked Reed to look out for his 
wife if anything happened to him. 

(Played by David Gothard) 

Til. .., io l, Big Sill . , . i. h.ord doily. 
f,om Mondoy th ,ough Fridoy, ot 12: 16 
P.M .. EWl, ov. r th. Columbio Network. 
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DORIS MONET is the young wife of 
Pete?" Monet. He is intensely jealous, 
particularly because Doris, "dore they 
were married, told him she was at one 
time in love with another man. The 
man was Reed Bannister, although 
Peter does not know this. She had been 
Reed's office nurse in another town and 
lIad left his empl~y when she found 
that he did not return her love. Now, 
in coming to Glen FaIts, she has met him 
again and at present is torn emotionally 
because of Iler unhappy marriage, her 
old love for Reed and the knowledge 
that Ile is about to marry Ruth Wayne. 

(Played by Joan Tompkins) 

FRANK WAYNE is the brother of Ruth 
Wayne's missing husband. He arrived 
unexpectedly in Glen Falls about a 
year ago and up to that time no one 
was aware of his existence, as John 
had never spoken of him. The reason 
for John's silence concerning Frank 
was that Frank, through unscrupulous 
manipulation, succeeded in getting his 
hands on John's legacy, left him at the 
death of his father. Frank spent this 
money and never repaid John. He is 
conscienceless, suave, malicious and at
tractive and is the cause of a lot of the 
troub les that have beset Ruth ~ince she 
has learned of her husband's death. 

(Played by Eric Dress]er) 



NEDDIE EVANS is Rut /l's seventeen- year-old brother, who goes to Itigl, school. He is a typical 
young American, inter ested in doing his share in the war effort, and is active in the crop 
corps. His attempt to enlist in the Navy was unsuccessful because of a physical defect. Recently, 
Neddie Ilad his 'teart broken through the unhappy termination of an adolescent love affair. 

( Played by Michael O'Day) 
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ERIC RAMSEY is the son of a 
prominent American painter. But, 
because of trouble between his 
father and mother, Eric has been 
highly efltOtional, nervous and ex
citable and had suffered a complete 
nervous breakdown prior to the 
time he came to Glen Faits. His 
physical condition has prevented 
him from joining the Army which 
he has resented very much. Diane 
gave him a new out!.ook on life 
and the news that she expects a 
babV in the faU, has changed his 
attitude completely. He is now 
preparing fOT an exhibition of 
his paintings which is to be 
given by his father in New York. 

(Played by Dick Widmark) 

DIANE CARVELL RAMSEY is the 
foster daughter of Dr. CarveH, an 
old family practitioner of Glen Falls. 
Dr. Carvell had previously been in 
/.ove with Diane's mother but site 
had married another man and Dr. 
CaTveU welcomed the opportunity 
Of Taising the little giTl when she 
became an orphan. Diane is stTongly 
attached to DT. Carvell, but she 
is a setf-willed, highly emotional 
young woman. At one time she was 
very much in love with Reed Ban
nisteT. HoweveT, about six months 
ago, she maTTied, afteT an aTdent 
and exciting couTtship, a young 
aTtist named Eric Ramsey who 
came to town a shOTt time befoTe. 

(Played by Elspeth Eric) 



These are the golclen days she had 

always dreamed abou t- f or Nadin e 

had faith in her man, 'Valter Cassel 

By Adele White ly Fle tcher 

HE COULD feel her eyes u pon him, 
challenging, laughing. He deter
mi..ned he would not look up. In 

the same minute, however, he was 
staring across the choir loft at her. 

He had a nother girl and he told 
her so, as they stood outside the church 
later, after choir practice. 

"Can I help it," she asked, "if my 
father insists I be interested in you? 
You wouldn't have me b'e disobedient, 

, or would you?" 
He took mental inventory of her, 

Compared to his girl he found her 
lacking in attraction- an undeveloped 
school-girl in pleated skirt and sport 
socks ... 

"I don't believe your father told 
you to be interested in me," he said, 

"He did- Tenlly!" she insisted. "He 
said, 'Nadine, why can't you take u p 
with someone like Walter Cassel? He 
has good sense. He's practical! ' Those 
were his very words. Cross my heart, 
Walter! He liked you the minute I 
introduced him to you the other night 
a t the vocal studio. And he doesn't like 
the h igh-school kids I go with. He 
complains they drive like fools!" 

A star and his lemily out walking on a Sunday afte rnoon-Mory, 
young John Wolter, Mother end Daddy Cassel and Kotherine Jean. 

Walter lived in Council Bluffs, Iowa. 
Nadine lived in Dundee, a suburb of 
Omaha, Nebraska. . However, like 
everyone thereabou ts Walter knew 
Nadine's fa ther, founder and owner of 
the successful Blackburn flour mills, 
by reputation. He was Hattered at first 
to have this man's approval. The more 
he thought about it , however, the more 
irked he became by the adje<:tives 
Nadine had quoted her father using 
to describe him and the more con
vinced he was that Nadine, repeating 
these adjectives, had been mocking. 

A week later they were rehearsing 
. in the studio. While the basso and 
the contralto. who also was pianist. 
were working on a musical phrase 
which gave them trouble, Walter and 
Nadine wandered into the hallway. 

"I told my father how 'I've tried and 
tried to lUTe you," she announced. "But 
without success! Usually, I must say. 
I don't find it so difficult to make a boy 
care." She danced towal'd him and her 
eyes laughed. 

"I'll teach her a lesson," he thought. 
His arms closed around her, His 

mouth dropped on hers. When he let 
her go again she was trembling. 

They stood there under a spelL 
"Ready!" calle<l the pianist, "Ready!" 

boomed the basso. They scarcely heard. 
"Let me take you home," he whis

pered. 
She shook her head. "A boy's com~ 

ing for me " 
'1'11 follow in my car-get rid of 

him!" It was a command. 
'"Another boy's waiting home fo r 

me." Her words dragged reluctantly. 
"Get rid of him too ! I'll park down 

the block a nd wait!" 
Thus began their incredible magic, 

Afterward to be complete they must 
be within reach of each other's hand. 
To say goodbye even for a little while 
tilled t hem with deep loneliness. 

"It won' t last," Mr. and Mrs. B lack
burn told each other. Then, sensing the 
deep poignance between Walter and 
Nadine they changed their tune. 
Angrily they said, "Don't be r idiculous I 
You'r e little more than child ren. What 
do you know about'the responsibilities 
of marriage!" 

Nadine's answer never varied. "I 
love him so," she always said. 

One Saturday night, living up to 
his reputation as a man of action, Mr. 
Blackburn drove Nadine to the girls' 
school where Walter was playing 
the trumpet in a dance band. Dur
ing intermission Walter joined them 
outside. 

"1 want you kids to be sensible," 
Mr. Blackburn told them. "I want you 
to put the idea of marriage out of 
your heads--for the present any
way. , , I want you to give yourselves 
a chance to gel your emotional bear
ings and discover a few of the other 
boys and girls who still inhabit this 
planet ,. 

It was midsummer. The trees were 
in full leaf. In the soft dark sky the 
moon was a big gold lantern and the 
stars were bright spangles, There was 
the cry of crickets. Occasionally, in
side the school, someone struck a chord 
on the piano, beat a drum, or blew 
upon a horn 

Walter's hand went seeking Nadine's. 
He had to (Continued on page 81) 
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I N EVERY woman's life there arc 
some moments when her heart is 
given eyes to read the unreadable, 

when it has ears to hear the u nspoken 
word, when it uncovers surely, in one 
revealing instant, the hidden things 
her mind learns later. Such a momcnt 
marked my meeting with Randall 
Preston. 

A room full of people separated us. 
Besid e me was Aunt Kay, who was 
giving the party to introduce me to 
the young people of Amity. We were 
laughing at a s tory onc of the young 
mcn had told, and I didn't see the 
door open, nor did I hear the late
comer enter. I didn 't know what made 
me look suddenly toward the door, 
nor what wiped the laughter f rom 
my lips and [rom my eyes, as if to 
make way for something far morc 
importan L What happened then hap
pened quickly. in the second it look 
him to shut the door, before Aunt Kay 
went forward to greet him. 

He stood with his hat in his hand, 
and there were drops of r ain on his 
gray gabardine coat, and he was smil
jng a liUle, as if the fringe of our 
laughter had brushed him. Part of 
that moment's miracle was that al
though he was a stranger, J knew him 
suddenly, more intimately than those 
others who were his friends knew him. 
I saw that his smile was an echo, and 
I looked past it into his eyes. There 
was something young and hungry in 
them, and something old, too, that 
leashed the hunger and him. 

The other halt of the miracle was 
that he knew me, as I knew him. He 
nodded once, gravely, affirmatively, 
without taking his eyes from my face, 
as if he'd found in me the answer to 
an old question, as if I were a story 
he'd heard often and had never be
lieved, a story which had finally been 
proved true. 

Aunt Kay drew 
"Janet, this is ",mdl,UI-;:R,?d_'>,.,,,. 
ton. Rand-my 
She's come to live in ''''''',,'' 

"I'm glad," he said, his 
apologized tor the inadequacy of 
words. 

One of the other men asked me 
dance, and the evening was half 
before I spoke to Rand again. 

his eyes followed me when~;:J;:::i~:~~'~ when I helped Aunt Kay, 
wcnt. After supper I went 
repair my make-up, and when 
down again, Rand was at the foot 
of the l'tairs, quite frankly waiting for 
me. He took my hand to help me d ow n 
the last few steps. "It's stuffy in here, 
don't you think?" he said. 

Without question I followed him 
while he led me through the front 
hall out to the porch. "Is it too damp 
for you?" he asked. "Or too cold?" 

The rain which had started earlier 
in the evening was coming down in 
earnest now, flowing off the porch roof 
in shimmering curtains which closed 
the two of us in an intimate world of 
our own. "No," I answered, "I like it." 

"You like a lot of things, don't you? 
You like living." 

The envy in his voice sta rtled me. 
"Why---doesn't everyone?" 

He seemed not to have heard me. 
He spoke as if to himself. " You were 
laughing when I came in tonight. I'd 
never heard such happy laughter. It 
made me want to laugh, too. And I 
watched you while you danced and 
talked~you fairly sparked happiness, 
from the top of that bright, reddish 
head of yours to the ruffly thing-um
bobs on your skirt. And your smile--" 
He reached out suddenly and laid a 
finger on my cheek at the comer of 
my mouth, lightly, as he'd touch some
thing rare and infinitely precious. 

His touch unsettled me, set my heart 

When I come clown, Rancl 
wa$ at the foof of the 
stair s, quite frankly 
waiting th.re for me. 

to thudding, shook my voicc. "I am 
happy," 1 said. "Everything has been 
wonderful Since I came to live with 
Aunt Kay. And only today I got word 
that one of my best friends is safe 
in England-" I s topped wondering 
why I'd started to tell Rand Preston 
about David Humphries. Ct'rtainly 
he wouldn't be interested in a penlon 
he'd never met and never would 
meet. But he seemed to be waiting 
for me to continue. 

"David's nineteen, now," I laid. 

My True Story Radio Dranta~ 

"We grew up together. He was an 
only child, and so was I. My fathel' 
died when 1 was small, a nd Mothe r 
workoo to support us until 1 was old 
enough to support mysclC. 1 spent 
most of my time when I wasn't in 
school at the Humphries house. He's 
in the Army now, and hearing from 
hIm was more than hearing from 
just a friend-it seemed to bridge the 
gap between myoid life in Halcott 
and my new life hl"t'e in Amity. 
Everything in Halcott seemed to stop 

after David had gone and my mother 
died~" 

I'd had the feeling that Rand wasn't 
lls tening to me, that he was watching 
the movement of my lips without 
actually hearing me. But now his ex
pression quickened, and he repeated, 
"Your mother died-" 

I nodded. "Last winter. That's why 
I came to Jive with Aunt Kay." 

"Then you know what it is, too
to lose someone you love--" He stopped 
abruptly, and I sensed that he re
gretted haVing spoken. 

"I suppose everyone does, sometime," 
1 said, and I added quickly, "Shouldn't 
we go inside? It seems rude to stay 
away from the party." 

He gave himself. little shake and 
took my arm, holdmg me back a 
moment at the door. "This party," he 
said, smiling Into my eyes, "-I was 
very glad of it when I first came, and 
saw you. Now I'm anxious for it to be 
over and for tomorrow to come 10 that 
I can see you alone." 

"I've tricked you. I've let 

you think thaI I could be 

happy tvith you. I've gambled 

your happiness for the sake 

ofmyowlt- " Thosewerethe 

heartbreaking things he told 

her on. their wedding night! 

1 was too choked with happiness, 
with a kind of shaky wonder at what 
had happened, to do more than nod 
my acceptance. 

When I was getting ready for bed 
that night, Aunt Kay came into my 
room. "Did you have a good time, 
Janet?" 

"Wonderful-" 
She caught my tone, saw my shin

ing eyes, and smiled.. ''That good! J 
noticed that Rand Preston paid you 
a lot ot aUention." 

J turned back to the mirror to hide 
the thrill the mere mention of hit name 
gave me. "Is it unusual for him to pay 
attention to a gir17" 

"Rather." She was serious now, and 
I could feel her eyes studying me. "He 
hasn't looked at a woman since his 
wife died five years ago." 

I Celt chilled, and my hand shook 
as I picked up my brush. When J 
spoke, I tried to sound casual. For 
some reason, I didn't want Aunt Kay 
~o know that Rand hadn't told me 
about his wife. "What was she like?" 
I asked. 

"Agnes Preston'!" My aunt thought 
a minute. "She looked like Rand , a 
little. She had the same while skin, 
that never burns and never tans. Her 
hair was as black as his, except that 
hers was straight. Her eyes were gray, 
while those dark blue eyes of Rand's 
have set every girl in town dream ing, 
at some time or another, of becoming 
the second Mrs. Preston. Not that it 
did any of them any good." 

I cleared my throaL ''00 you mean 
that he's-that he's still in love with 
his wile?" 

"With the memory of her," Aunt 
Kay corrected. "I don't know, my dear. 
They had been married only a little 
while when they came here to live. and 
a few months later, she died He 
never mentions her, but I know that 
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he adored her while she was alive. 
There was a special reason for it, I 
think," she added thouehtrully. "] 
believe that Rand had been seriously 
ill belon! he met her-paralysis, I 
think. He wu sick a lana: lime, and 
the effects linsered-that's undoubtedly 
the reason why he'. not in the Anny. 
He must have loved Agnes all the 
more because she clung to him, de
pended upon him, as he'd had to depend 
upon others. She was a slender, deli-' 
cate thing-too delicate to live. n 

AUNT KAY croaed over to me, put 
her hands on my shoulders. ''We all 

love Rand, Janet," she said softly. 
''There arc some people who arc more 
capable of loving than others, just u 
some people are unusually strong, or 
unusually intelligent. Rand, 1 think, is 
one 01 those who loves deeply, com
pletely, if he lOVe! at all. That ability 
to care is a wonderful thing, but it 
could hurt him, too; it could make 
it much harder for him to forget hil 
loss. And Janet, whatever you do, 
remember that there'l no rival as 
formidable as a dead rival-if she 
still lives in a man's heart." 

I ow Rand often In the next few 
weeks, and in time I almost forgot the 
story Aunt Kay had told me. 1 forgot 
that he W81 eight years older than I, 
and that in those years he had loved 
another woman and had sulYered from 
the loss of her. 1 forgot It in the 
ea,emes.s of his eyes when he saw me, 
of his arms that reached out to me, in 
the Quick, ha.rd way his lips-lips that 
were strong, &harply eut, but almost 
too sensitive (or a man's--eou,ht mine. 
I don't remember when we fint &Bid 
we loved each other. Saying it wasn't 
importanL We had known that we 
belonged together from the very 
beginning. 

U there was a shadow on his heart, 
he never let me see it. There were 
a few nights when he neither called 
nor came to see me, but the next eve
ning he would be doubly happy that 
I was with him, doubly anxious to 
please me. Once he broke a dale, but 
he gave me a valid excuse-that he 
had to work late--a.nd the next day 
he left the office early to take me 
driving. 

We didn't take our usual road that 
aflernroon, toward the country or to
ward the lake. Instead, Rand turned 
into one of the newer suburbs and 

"lou II A li~in9 Thing" wo' odopl.d from 
on orivinol dory. ''1l.. l.leI. Com, Hom .... 
h ... rd on My Tru. Story. broodeod doily ot 
3d5 P.M .• EWT, our the Itu. N,twork. 

drove through the streets 
slowly, aimlessly-I thou,hl. 
"Would you like to see my 
house?" he asked suddenly. 

The unexpectedness of the 
Question and the tautness of 
his voice starUed me, but I 
tried to answer naturally. 
"Of course, Rand." 

He turned a corner, stopped 
the car, and pointed across 
the street. ''There it is." An 
En,lish cottage, wide and 
low, sheltered by several 
magnificent old elms, stood 
towani the back of a beau
tifully-kept lawn. 

"It's beautiful, Rand." 
''I built it for my wife." 

His voice was still taut, and 
he spoke dOlledly, as if he'd 
rehearsed a speech many 
times and was determined to 
,et it said aloud. "You know, 
1 suppose, that I was mar
ried, and that 'my wife died." 

He W85 trying too hard to 
sound as if it no lon,er mat
tered. I did my best to help 

-
him. "I could hardly help 
knowing, in a town the lite 
of Amity." But my light-
ness fell flat, and 1 knew 
that 1 couldn't go on any 
lon,er without being sure 
how he felt about those years 
of his life in which I'd had 
no part. "Rand," I began, 
"don't you think-" 

In one of those moments 
of insight which often lold 
each of us what the other was thinkin" 
he must have guessed what I was about 
to say. He turned the switch and 
started the car. "That's an past," he 
said. 

"But, Rand-" 
"It's aU past." he insisted. ''Let', 

drive." 
A week later when he asked me 

to marry him, I accepted. Perhaps I 
wouldn't have been stron, enough to 
refuse him under any circumstances, 
but I felt that he had as much as 
promised me that the past would not 
come between us. The kind of wed
din, he wanted reassured me, a te,
ular wedding with everyone we knew 
in Amity present, with me In a while 
dress and a white veil, as if there had 
been no other marriage and no other 
bride for Rand. And in the kiu he 
gave me alter the ceremony there was 
something of finality and lOme thing 
of a salute-as if he had come home, 
at last, alter a long, lonely journey. 

-

Rand was Quiet durin, the drive to 
the inn lit which we were to spend 
our honeymoon, but he held my hand 
most of the way, and I took his 
silence to be a sign of the same deep, 
sweet contentment which Ailed me. 1t 
was late when we reached the inn. A 
sleepy porter admitted us, checked our 
reservations. and led us up the curvin, 
staircase to our room, 1 unpacked our 
bags while Rand went downstain to 
put the car away, and then I picked 
up my overnight case and retired to 
the little curtained alcove oft' the 
bedroom. Rand had been plea.ed to 

see me in the white satin and the veil 
of lraditlonal bridal clothes; now I 
wanted to appear before him in the 
,own Aunt Kay had made for me, in 
the swirlln, skirt of white chift'on and 
the fra,i1e lace bodice, in the filmy, 
fuJI-sleeved ne,li,ee. I heard Rand 
come in, and I hurried to my dreMlR" 
expectin, at any moment to hear him 
callout to me. When I had given my 
hair a Quick brushing so that it hUn, 
loft and Ihinin, to my shoulders. 1 
stepped out into the room. 

Rand wa. standing at the window, 
his back toward me. I crossed aoftly 
over to him, put my hands on hit 
Ihoulders. "Rand-" 

Without speaking, without turning, 

he reached baick his arm and pulled me 
to him, holdmg me dose and hard 
against him-desperaleiy hard. I was 
conaclous suddenly of the thin layers 
of cloth which covered me, defensively 
aware of my body as 1 had never bet':n 
aware of it in all of the lime Rand 
had courted me, in an of the times 1 
had n.'Ited securely IR his arms. At 
that moment It W81 If a stranger had 
touched me in my near-nakedness. 

Then he turned his head and looked 
down at me, and I laW his face in 
the lampli,hL I'd heard of people 
,OIR, to PIeces, but I'd never realized 
thal the phrase could be literally true. 
Rand wasn't Rand any lonler; he was 
distorted Pieces of hlmseU-tortured 
eyes. twisted mouth, hands that held 
me hurtin,ly hard and then pushed 
me rou,hly away. His voice wasn't 
Rand'i voice; It was a raued thin" 
torn out ot him and nung at me. "Now 
do you see what 1 am, Janet' Do you 
see what a wreck of a husbaind you've 
Botl" 

I couldn't answer. My throat felt 
paralyzed, my head as nu~b as if it 
had been struck hard, ».galRst a stone 
waU. 

"J'm a ,reat pretender," he cried 

TIt.,. war a IiHI. Jmil. on hi, lips. He 'ooAeJ 
happi.r than he had .... er b •• n in my company. 

harshly. "I walk around like other 
men. 1 go to work, ond to dinner, 
and to parties. I see others lau,hing 
and talkin" and I lau,h and talk 
with them. And it's pretense, every 
motion I make, every lOund-" 

"You made love to me. Was that a 
pretense, too"!" The Quettion asked 
itself. 

The ftercent'll left him, and he 
looked like Rand again_miserable, 
ashamed, but Rand. "No, Janet," he 
said humbly, "that wasn't preU!n&e. 
From the very 8m I wanted you. You 
were a whole person, a happy person. 
The.re was a ,low about you that 
warmed even me. Then 1 fell in love 
with you. I don't know when. At 
timel it seems I'd always lovled you. 
I do love you, Janet, but-" His voice 
hardened, and he put out his hand and 
stepped back, 81 if to keep me from 
goin, to him. "You must understand 
that I've tricked you. I've let you 
think that I could be happy With you. 
Perhapa I can. But rm not sure; I've 
,ambled your happiness for the lake 
of my own_to 

I didn't see him leave the room. My 
eyes were wide open, and I wasn't 
cryln" but I slared blindly at nolhin" 

at the nothing that was left of every
thin, I'd thought I had. I felt a a:rut 
hurt and a great humiliation, and a 
kind of Ihamed loathing of myself. , 
(elt the soft stuff of my ,own, saw 
Ita fUmy folds, and I wanted to tear 
It from me, to rip the frail cloth Ihred 
from shred. And I would have torn 
it, if I hadn't remembered the lOVin, 
care Aunt Kay had put into the makin, 
of it, the hundreds of tiny. patient 
ltitches she'd taken. 

The thoulht of her ,ave me what I 
needed then, the thlnp Aunt Kay 
herself wlU--8anity and common sense. 
I began to think, to really think about 
Rand instead of myself and my hurL 
He loved me. He'd sald hI.' loved ml!, 
even while he put me from him. 
And more, I fell that he loved me
the thin, that had drawn ua together 
from the ltart was stronger than any 
words could affirm or deny. He'd ad
mitted that he'd ,ambled with my 
happiness, but without him I'd never 
have known the hi,hest hapPiness, the 
miracle of bein, with him. Lovin, 
him, I had to be bl, enough to 
,amble, too. 

I went to the window and uw a 
dark figure (Contin~d on po". 56) 
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Happiness had come to he~ at. last, and yet A llie knew that 

she must run away from this wonderfltl 1V0rld she hatl 

just found. Goultl she never escape the shame of the past? 

HAVE you ever known what it is 
to be afraid? 

Not physical fear-fear of in· 
Jury or of death-but mental fear, 
anguish that makes you shrink (rom 
contact with everyone, that makes you 
afraid to go out on the streets be
cause you must face your neighbors, 
that keeps your eyes forever cast down 
to the ground, that makes your soul 
s ick, and your very heart crin,e? 

If you have known that dreadful 
fear, you know what I felt dunng 
those long months after Terry went 
away, and again during those dread
ful months when I Ilved alone at Pine 
Ridge Farm, outside the tittle town of 
Fleetwood. If you have known that 
fear, and have conquered it, if you 
have found a haven in the peace and 
security of a happy, nonnal existence 
once more, how you must thank 
heaven each day of your life for that 
deliverancel 
~urity, you must have learned as 

J did, is a state of mind, not of body. 
You can be poor and alone, and still 
be secure. You can be rich and famous, 
and still have no security. It, like the 
fear itseU which steals precious sc
cUrity away, Is within you. U you 
can't search your mind and your heart 
and find it there, you will find it no· 
where. You will be a craven coward, 
a wretched, frightened, fleeing t hing, 
as t was-as I was the day I locked 
the door of Pine Ridge Farm behind 
me, leaned panting against it, and 
swore that J would never face the 
world outside agam. 

That was a dreadful day, but the 
days that followed it were worse. 
You've seen pictures that are out of 
focus , blurred and distorted-well, 
that's the way my life was then. I 
know now that it was wrong of me 
to shut myself away from the world 
like that-the worst possible thing I 
could have done to myseU. I suppose 
I knew it even then. But I COUldn't help 
it. 

And remembering made those long, 
lonely days worse. Of course, I didn't 
actually keep my promise to myself 
that I would never face the world out
Side again, but I kept to it as nearly as 
t could. My work as a dressmaker was 
gone. The dark little house was called 

My True Story 

Pine Ridge Farm, but I had neither 
the mterest nor the knowledge to 
fann the land that surrounded it. Only 
once a week did I venture out, and 
then only to bicycle to Fleetwood for 
supplies--a t rip I made as hastily as I 
could, nnd a5 inconspicuously. I 
couldn't read; t couldn't sew-l 
couldn't keep my mind on those com
monplace, everyday thmgs. I hardly 
even bothered to do 
anything about the 
house-just washed the 
few dishes I used, the 
few clothes 1 wore, and 
let the dust and the 
dirt pile up. What was 
there, then, to fill the 
days but remember· 
ing? 

Most of the time I 
sat by the window, 
staring out, watching 
with uncaring eyes the 
wmter change almost 
imperceptibly to 
spnng. It was safe to 
sit by the window; 
very few people passed 
along the lonely road 
wh ich ran by the fann, 
and when someone did 
I could shrink back out 
of sight behind the 
curtains. But that sel
dom happened; there 
was tittle to disturb 
me. 1 didn't want to re
member, but I couldn't 
help it. So much had 
happened . The fear had 
been with me so long; 
even during those 
happy days in F leet · 
wood, before l ran 
away to the Cann, it had 
been gathering over 
my head like stonn 
clouds, ever since, long 
ago, I had met and 
loved and married and 
lost Terry Cassis. 

It W8lll in my home 
town of Marston-far 
away [rom Fleetwood 
and Pine Ridge rarm
that I met Terry. I 
was a typical small 

Radio Drama 

town girl just out of high school, go
ing on w'elner roasts I1nd dancing on 
Saturday nights wi th the other young 
people my age, singin, soprano solO1 
In the chOlr on Sunday, helping the 
neighbor who had taken over Molber's 
dressmaking business when Mother 
died the year before. 

Terry was the most romantic \hin, 
that had happened to sleepy little 
Marston since I was born, aod cer
tainly he was a more romantic thing 
than J had ever expected to happen 
to me. He was a small, dark, com
pactly fashioned man, with warm 
brown eyes and skin that was like 
gold. Even now I can ICC him clearly, 
and then, at Pine Ridge, when I had 
nothing to do but remember, the mem
ory of him burned like fire. Terry had 
slipped into Marston like a shadow. 
No one knew where he came from, 
why he was there, what he did for a 
living that waa good enough to buy 
him his beautifully tailored suilS, the 
long gray car he drove, the diamond 
ring'that twinkled on his dark hand. 

He wal wel1·versed In the ways of 
making love, too, Terry was. Beauti
rul phrases came eaSily to his hps, 
phrase. which in anyone else would 
have been almost funny, but which 
fitted so well with Terry's foreign soft
ness of speech, the liquidity of hll 
voice, the effortless ease With which 
he moved, the heady, hot excitement 
of his lauehter. Do you wonder that I 
fell In love with a man who told me 
that my lips were the very shape of 
kisses, that my hands were fashioned 
to hold a heart between them? Do you 
wonder that I, eight('('n years old, 
never one day away (rom Marston and 
the things Marston stood for, fell in 
love With Terry and cned a breath
leu, "Oh, yH-Yes!" when he asked 
me to marry him? 

WE would stay on in Marston, Terry 
had told me. We would build a little 

stone house on the hill above the river, 
and tive there forever. But we didn'L 
The btUe house was just plans on 
paper, our marriage was still in Its 
infancy, when two more Slrang~~ 
came to Marston. Two Itrangers With 
official papers they presentro to Sh(>r· 
1ft Granger. Then the sherifT and the 
two strangers took Terry away. I 
didn' t know the whole story until 
later- until it was all over town that 
Allie Barnes had married a Chica,o 
'gangster, that Federal agenta had ar
rested him und taken him back for 
trial. That he had chosen Marston as 
a hidine place, had used me as a part 

"YolI',e r;ght, Allie," It. 10lJ me, 
" W e Ito .... n" really onything to tor1 
ObOllt, I cOlIlJ lIe'ler marr y 0 coword," 

of his IIChe~ for dropping out of 
light. 

I didn't believe it-l mean that lit
erally. My mind absolutely reJused to 
credlt what my eyes and eara told me 
was true. I could belleve a story Ilke 
that about almost anyone else, but not 
about Terry-not Terry of the soft 
voice, the gentle hands, the wonderful 
words to tell me of his love and the 
lingering careaael to demonstrate it! 
Not mJl Terry-those hands could 
never have held a gun that spoke 01 
death. those lazy, dreamer's eyes could 
never have tx-en hard and c.ruel and 
calculating. I couldn't believe it. 

But I had to, at last, because It was 
true. And then love and ha te, so close
ly akm, tore me apart. I was like ty.ro 
women, one of them ashamed and Sick 
and angry because she had married a 
man who wal a public enemy, a killer, 
and the other hal! of me Iyin, lonely, 
terrified in the long, dark nights, re
membering h('r lover. I had. to re· 
member him that way. No matter what 
he had been to the rest of the world, 
to me Terry had been gentle and kind. 

You can imagme how tongues 
wagged in Marlton! Nothing like thi" 
had ever happened before, or was 
likely ever to happen again, And I, 
walking about the streets, was a con
stant reminder to everyone of what bad 
occurred. I ,ot so that I hated to gO 
out, hated to hear what people had 
to say to me. There waa a ereat deal 
of difTerence of opinion in Marslon 
about Terry and me. Some of the men 
gave me what I suppose I was meant 
to interpret al worldly, knowln,looks. 
Some of them, men and women both, 
clucked their tongues and belan their 
,OSI!Iip with, "Well, I declare I don't 
let' how a woman could live With a 
man like that and not know. Some
times I wonder iC Allie Barnes didn't 
know him for what he was all along!" 
Some of them Just passed me by, their 
eyes averted. And some, WOI-at of all, 
nearly wept over me. "Poor, dear Albe ! 
Poor child. You miust come alan, home 
with me and have a cup of tea and 
tell me all about It!" 

I couldn't stand it. I tried staying 
in my room, but that was awful. That 
was too lone ly; J fell as if the walls 
were mavin, in to crush me I knew 
that If I talk~ to these people who 
were my friends rd scream at them 
all the thmgs pent up in my heart. 
And everythml in Marston was a re
minder of Terry-all the good and the 
bad of Terry. There on the hiJl above 
the river was the gaping hole that 
..... as all that had materlaliud of our 
Ilttle stone house. There wu the movie 
house on Main Street where we'd held 
hands in lhe dark, and the little 
tavern on the outskirts or town where 41 
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we'd danced to the juke box on Sat
urday nights. 

I knew at last that I would have to 
go away. On the (lay that Terry was 
sentenced to life imprisonment I crept 
out of Marston forever, determined to 
go where no one would know me, 
where I would be allowed to forget. 

I chose Fleetwood because the name 
sounded pretty to me as I ran my 
finger down the long list in a time" 
table. It was far enough away so that 
no one would know who I was. I didn't 

. have much money, but I knew I'd 
manage somehow. It didn't matter what 
happened to me then, how I lived
just so that I got far, far away trom 
Marston and ev.erything that Marston 
meant to me! 

FLEETWOOD was like heaven. The 
streets were wide and cool and shady. 

and the rows of houses had a wel
coming look. If people bothered to 
look at me at all, it was with a friend
ly, impersonal curiosity. 

J found a room almost at once with 
Mrs. Lambert, whose son was Rev. 
Paul Lambert. the United Chapel min_ 
ister. I liked them both on sight. Mrs. 
Lambert was a motherly sort of per
son with snowy white hair and smaU, 
plump hands that made !Iuttery little 
gestures when she talked. Her son 
was gOing to be plump, too, when he 
got a bit older, and his twinkling. 
kindly blue eyes were duplicates of 
hers. They were my first friends in 
Fleetwood, Paul and Mrs. Lambert, 
and {or a while they were my only 
ones. I was shy of making frie nds 
with strangers, now . . 

But it seemed as if my luck .bad 
really changed. Mrs. Lambert took me 
to see old Aunt Ella Eames, as every
one in town called her. Aunt Ella 
Eames lives on the edge of town in a 
lonely little brown house called Pine 
Ridge Farm, and she had been Fleet
wood's only dressmaker for years. Now 
she was old, and nearly ready to re
tire, and she was more than happy 
to welcome a capable assistant who 
could gradually take over the work. 
Two weeks later I moved out to Pine 
Ridge Farm with AUnt Ella, and soon 
I found that I could sing again in time 
to the swift, busy humming ot my sew
ing machine. 

I worked very hard, because I soon 
found out that you can't work and 
brood at the same time. It was a little 
lonely at Pine Ridge Farm, especially 
in the evenings, because Aunt Ella 
seldom went out and few people came 
except those who wanted a fitting or 
those who were going to discuss 
whether a brown worsted dress or a 
blue serge would be more practical for 
little Susan, or if it was worth while 
making over Pa's winter suit for little 
Johnny. 

To everyone who seemed to care 
I told the story I had so carefully re
hearsed on my way to Fleetwood-the 
s tory of how I'd married my childhood 
sweetheart, how he had died, how I 
had felt that in my grief I couldn't 
bear my home town any longer. It 
was pure fiction, but r felt justified
I would have felt justified in doing al-

most anything that would help me to 
escape the past. I know now that I 
should have told the truth , but I hated 
the truth so, I was so ashamed of it! 

I was happy in Fleetwood. The days 
flowed along in a smooth, even course. 
r had work to do that I liked, and even 
if I was shy of making friends, every
one was pleasant and friendly. I got 
so that I went to church sometimes on 
Sundays-Paul's church-and I even 
began to wo'nder if they'd let me join 
the choir. I knew I had a nice voice, 
and I 'd loved 'singing in the choir at 
home. 

About five months after I came to 
Fleetwood Aunt Ella Eames decided 
to move to a nearby town to live with 
a grandson, to help take care of his 
children while he and his wife worked 
in the defense plant. And I took over 
Aunt Ella's tiny home, and her busi
ness. I knew that I could manage the 
small rent Aunt Ella asked, and now 
I felt secure enough here to let my
self take root a little. I'd almost for
gotten Terry by then, both the 
pleasure and the pain of him. I re
membered him only when it was for
cibly brought to my attention that I 
was a woman set apart from other 

"No Other Con I lov," WOI fictioniud 
from on 0.i9;lIol radio .tory elltitl.d 
"You Are Cia .. to My Heort." fird 
broodeo .. all My True Story Program. 
heord doily 01 1:15. over the Blue. 

women-when I made party dresses 
for other girls, for instance, and knew 
a great desire to dance again in a 
man's arms and smile up into his eyes. 
Or when I made Ann Baxter's 
trousseau, and knew with a heavy 
heart, as I sewed fine lace on filmy 
nightgowns or hemmed gay kitchen 
aprons, that such things would never 
be for me. Or when I made maternity 
dresses for Jane Sparks and felt Uie 
almost intolerable longing that some
times comes to every woman to hold a 
baby of her own in her arms. 

Once in a great while I would think: 
suppose these people find out who I 
am? Suppose they learn that I am 
married to Terry Cassis? Suppose I 
have to run away again, and find a 
new place, and then run from there, 
too--run away all my life long? Then, 
when I thought those things, I would 
sit very still, with fear a dark, un-

wholesome visitor beside me, dread
ing the very thinking of what might 
happen. Those times were almost like
well, like a rehearsal for the later 
days when I crouched there by thE' 
window at Pine Ridge Farm, yearning 
to go back to the everyday world. and 
not daring to. 

But as time wore on my fears grew 
less and less until they almost van
ished. And with their going, I realized 
something else. I was terribly lonely
lonely, but still a little cautious, a 
little shy, a little afraid of being re
buffed. I wanted to hold out my hand 
in fr iendship, but I didn't quite dare 
What I needed was someone to extend 
a hand to me, wholeheartedly, first. I 
needed a woman friend my own age, 
and maybe, even, I admitted to my
self sometimes, a man friend, too. 

I had come to that stage-the stage 
of wanting companionship-when Lee 
and Derek Lester came to Fleetwood. 

I met Lee first. I had walked in to 
town for my groceries that day be
cause my bicycle tires needed air and 
I hadn't the energy to pump them. 
I was coming home, my arms full of 
bundles, when an ancient car tooted 
at me and then pulled over. There was 
a girl at the wheel-a sunny-haired. 
sunny-smiling girl I'd never seen be
fore. 

"Hello!" she called. "Want a lift? 
You've got a lot to carry." 

Oh, it sounded so good, that friendly 
voice! So good that before I stopped 
to think about it I was in the car be
side her. 

"You live in the little brown house, 
don't you?" she asked. "J've seen you 
out in back a couple of times. I'm Lee 
Lester. My brother Derek and I have 
rented the old Macalister farm next to 
yours. We just moved in last week. 
and Derek's working like a Trojan to 
be ready in time to get a crop in. Do 
you farm that place all by yourself?" 

I shook my head. "No-I just live 
there. I'm a dressmaker." 

Lee's smile broadened. "Oh, then 
maybe you'd give me some advice. 
I'm absolutely shameless about getting 
free advice out of everyone, because 
we:re trying so hard to make a go of 
the farm. and I do want to help Derek. 
He was invalided out of the Army, and 
he has to get his start all over again, 
you see. I'm trying to fix the house up 
a littie--curtains and chair covers anc 
things-but I'm an awful dub at sew
ing. Ot course if you're too busy. ." 
She let her voice trail away in a ques
tion mark. 

I knew then just how lonely I really 
had been. Suddenly Pine Ridge Farm, 
which had seemed a haven of refuge, 
was a dungeon, a place where I was 
imprisoned. I could have fun out of 
life again-and I wanted it so badly! 

"or course," I told her. "Of course-
I'd love to help you. I'll teU you what 
you do-you put my portable sewing 
machine in your car now, when you 
let me off, and take it home. Then I'll 
come ~a.round after supper and help 
you--or tomorrow if you'd rather." 

Lee hesitated for a moment. "Have 
you any plans for supper or-company 
coming?" or (Continued on page 90) 



SIXTY or more invited women 
guests come each morning to 
Sardi's famous restaurant in Holly

wood, are given beautiful corsages 
at the door and are ushered in to 
enjoy a delicious breakfast. Then they 
sit back to relax and take part in a 
fun-filled program. This is the pro
gram you hear at 9: 30 A.M., PWT 
and 11: 00 A.M., EWT, every Monday 
through Friday, over the Blue Network. 

Breakfast at Sardi's started out on 
a Los Angeles independent station 
January 13, 1941. It proved so popular 
that the Blue Network purchased the 
show nine months later. 

The show has no script. It's all 
informal and gay. Tom Breneman, the 
Master of Ceremonies, who originated 

the idea, just takes the mike and 
wanders around the room, letting his 
and his guests' remarks fall where 
they may. In the beginning, in order 
to get women audiences that early in 
the morning, Tom Breneman used to 
pick them up in cars and bring them to 
the studios, Now, the demand for invi
tations to the broadcasts is so great 
that there are always thousands of 
unfilled ticket requests. Every once 
in a while there are servicemen par
ties at Sardi's when each serviceman 
present is given five doUars. 

Each morning, the oldest woman 
is presented with an orchid .. a 
prize is awarded to the woman with 
the screwiest hat. Part of the fun is 
Tom Breneman trying on the different 

Tom Breneman 

guests' hats ... each morning Brene
man reads the Good Neighbor leioters 
while the program is on the air, salut
ing women who have been good neigh
bors in different communities around 
the country. Orchids are air-expressed 
to the writers of the best letters ... 
each morning Breneman selects some 
visitor to whom he presents a sterling 
silver "Wishing Ring" " .. sometimes 
if you're the tallest you'll get a prize 

. " sometimes if you're the fattest. It's 
a lot of spur-of-tne-moment fun and 
it makes for an entertaining morning. 

Tn/,'e (l peek at H"/wt POl'S on behiml the scelu's of rm/io's moM hilarious lIIonting shott'. 
Hf'l"e W"(> pictures of the impromptu incillents Ifhiell up to 1I0U' :)'Oll lwl'(> only ima{!illed 



Abo'l'e--it was soldiers doy of Sordrs 
and Pri'l'ote James O'Connor helps Tom 
dist,ibute dollors fo II.. doughboys. 

Bobby, the Filipino bus
boy who helos B,enemon. 

Below, Tom discusses 
Hollywood glamour wilh 
Columnisf E,dine Johnson. 
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Mo,ine Jod Morlitt pops 
lhe quesliott fa pretty 
sweetheorl Dono 'owen. 
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Befow-/ltis ludy lody won 0 moke.up 
Ait wltid is owo,ded each morning on 
the b,oadcosl 01 BreoMosl of SardIS. 
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TUB STORY 

I WAS so terribly lonely when Jim 
went overseas! During the day I 

was busy with my job as recep
tionist for two doctors, but the long 
evenings were hard to fill. Ot course., 
I went out sometimes. I went out 
with Alec Holden, one of the doctors 
for whom 1 worked. One night, when 
we had a blackout, he made passionate 
love to me; then t realized I had made 
a mistake. My friend, Avis Brooks, 
happened in and saved what might 
have become an embarrassing situa
tion. It didn't take long for Alec to 
transfer his attentions to blonde and 
fiirtatious Avis. The very next day, ' 
Avis decided it would be the best thing 
(or the both of us to live together and 
she moved in. Soon after, I discovered 
that she had fallen foolishly in love 
with Dr. Holden even though I warned 
her what would happen if she became 
involved with a man like Alec. 

I was wrapped up in my friendship 
with Carl Haggard who 1 met at the 
USO Canteen. I was attracted to him 
because of his resemblance to Jim. I 
was seeing Carl steadily since he was 
staying at the Ruells' , my in-laws, 
while on furlough. After helping me 
stop Cissie and Teddy from eloping, 
he had fitted right into the family, and 
thcy were happy to let him have Jim's 
old room. I should have known that 
Carl was falling in love with me~1 
should have known it the day he left to 
go back to camp and kissed me loodbye. 
But I was too upset to think of any
thing else but my worries about Avis, 
whose affair with Alec had progressed 
to the point of her wanting to write 
to her husband, Jack, for a divorce. We 
had a bitter argument and Avis packed 
her bag and left the apartment. 
- When Carl called the next morning 
from camp to say he had a one-day 
pass and asked if 1 wanted to see him, 
I almost cried with relief. I had to see 
him to tell him my troubles. And yet, 
when he came, I didn't know where to 
begin. "I shouldn't burden you with 
my problems," I said. "It isn't fair." 
"Anything that concerns you, concerns 
me, too," he said. "I love you, Con
nie." His eyes held mine as he pulled 
me to him. I tried to fight his sweet 
and tender kiss. But the answering 

48 urgency was too great, too slrong. 

SHOCKED, 1 drew back from the 
heady sweetness of that kiss. What 
was happening to me? It was like 

climbing a giddy mountain peak, 
higher and higher, lured by what is 
strange and dangerous, until suddenly 
you can no longer find a landmark 
and your familiar earth is out or sight. 

"You mustn't. , . you mustn't!" The 
whispered words were a plea to my~ 
self as well as to Carl, and he knew it. 
Gently, his hand urgent against my 

throat, he turned my face up to his. 
''We must," he murmured.. ''We can't 

help it ... " 
We can't help it. For a moment I 

gave myself up to it, forgetful of any
thing except the insistence of my own 
desire. Strong arms around me, a 
lover's lips on mine ... it had been so 
long, so long. Only.,. this wasn't 
Jim! 

This time 1 did pull away. I was 
trembling. Blindly I crossed the room, 

"I'm not going 10 tell Mom, if 
that's whot you're worried about ," 
Ciuie crieci as ,he rushed out. 

out or reach, trying to quiet the re
sponse that still cried out to him. 

Carl watched me. '"Don't try to 
fight it, Connie. You love me. You 
know you do." 

'"But I dOIl't know!" J cried. "I'm 

all mixed up-I don't know anything. 
Just-please don't touch me. Don't 
kiss me again, I bel of you." 

"Is it Jim?" he said finally. 
I nodded, unable to speak. 
"I'm not trymg to make love to an-

fJThell (I woman is lonely, she's 

like a patient with nO resis~ 

ULllce to disease-that's whclt 

the kind old doctor told her. 

Il7as tlris why Connie let Carl 

Haggardfall in IOl'e with her? 

other man's wile behind his back. l'm 
in love with you, you-you've filled 
my life since that night at the canteen. 
I knew you were married and I tried 
to forget you.. But when you got me 
the room at the Ruclls', and I saw you 
every day, I knew it Wi'lS tate and thNe 
was no use trying to forgel. You love 
me, too. Maybe your words can deny 
It-but your kiss can't." 

'"I can't be sure," I whispered bro
kenly, " I - I'm scared. There's al~ 
ways been-just Jim." 

"But these things happen, Conme-" 
"Oh. don't! I tell you, I'm not sure. 

And I've gol to be. Please 10, Carl." 
" You mean go and not come back, 

is that what you want?" 
It was as if he were torturing me. 

"I don't know what I want with you 
standinl there lookinl at me," 1 cned 
hysterically. "You've got to live me 
time to think. to deCide. You've got 
to go!" 

His (ace tightened angn ly and I 
knew he, too, was sutTering. Without 
a word he picked up his cap and started 
lor the door. One word from me would 
stop him, bring him back. I couldn't 
say It. 

"Okay, I'll go. But when you do 
make up your mind what you want, 
make it up for good. I won't go throulh 
this any more." 

Then he was gone, out mto the 
bright Sunday sunshme that looked so 
calm and peaceful. 

There was no calm or peace for me 
that afternoon. The apartment was 
suddenly unbearable, as if the walls 
were imprisoning me as closely as the 
confusion of my thoughts, I threw on 
a Iigbt wrap. hurried down the stairs, 
and began to walk-as If I'd been 
driven to escape. 

"Jim?" I whispered. "Jim?" I longed 
to summon him there beside me, walk~ 
ing our well-known streets, that I 
might sort out aU this confusion and 
be sure again that 1 loved only him. 
Bul he Wouldn't C{lme. 

Then I realized. a strange and frilht
('mng thing. Not only couldn't I SC(' 

him there-l C{luldn't see him at alii 
Anywhere. I knew his eyes were 
bright blue. I knew what his hair 
looked like when the lun was on it, 
and that he was exactly six feet tall. 
But 1 couldn't put them all tOlether i 1 
couldn't remember his face. Jim had 
become, quite (Contmued on page 13) 
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Haye you tried using sour cream os a substifute 
lor whipped cream in your desserls? As a starler, 
treat your lamily to this deli. 
cious banana rice pudding, 

FOR THE S WEE T TOOTH 

H AVE you given up desserts for 
the duration because so many of 
your favorites call for whipped 

cream? Well, stop worrying and begin 
to think about using sour cream, It is 
still plentiful. Its possibilities in mod
e rn cookery are almost unlimited-and 
once you have tried apricot walnut 
whip and some of the other recipes 
suggested this month I am sure your 
only regret will be that you have 
never experimented with sour cream 
dishes before. 

Apricot Walnut Whip 
11h cups cold cooked apricot pulp 

Sugar to taste 
~ cup chopped walnut meats 
"H cup sour cream 
1 tsp. almond extract 

Add sugar to apricot pulp which 
should be fairly firm rather than juicy, 
then add nut meats. Add sour cream 
and navoring and stir until well 
blended. Scrve cold in parfait glasses. 
If leftover whip tends to dry out, stir 
in more sour cream , a little at a time, 
until mixture reaches the desired con
sistency. 

Sanana Rice Pudding (ill ustrated) 
2 cups cold cooked rice 
3 medium bananas 

Ih tlJp. nutmeg 
I cup sour cream 

Maraschino cherries (optional) 
Pack rice tightly into measuring cup 

to measure. Chop very small two of 
the bananas (there should be a gen 
erous cupful of the prepared fruit). 
Combine rice, banana, nutmeg and 
sour cream and mix thoroughly. Pile 
lightly into parfait glasses and chill 

for at least one hour. Serve garnished 
with banana slices and maraschino 
cherries. Fresh peaches, cherries, 
strawberries or other berries may be 
used in place of bananas and unless 
they are very sweet they should be 
sprinkled with sugar, after chopping, 
and allowed to stand fo r an hour or 
SO before being combined with the 
other in~rcdients. W ell dra in ed 
crushed pmeapple and shredded coco
nut are additional variations. 

Apple Nut Crunch 
1 cup sugar 
1 heapmg tbl. flour 
1 tsp. bakmg powder 
1 egg 1 apple 
~ cup chopped walnut meats 

Sour cream 
Combine dry ingredients and beat in 

egg. Peel apple, chop small and add 
with nuts to flour and egg mixture. 
Mix thoroughly and spread thin on 
buttered baking pan. Cook in 350 
degree oven until apple is tender and 
m ixture begins to brown and harden 
around the edges. Cool thoroughly. 
Crumble between the palms of the 
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hands or with a rolling pin to form 
coarse crumbs. Measure crumbs, add 
an equal quantity of sour cream and 
mix well. A teaspoon vanilla extract 
or a quarter tcaspoon ground mace, 
nutmeg or cinnamon may be added 
with the sour cream if desired. The 
crumbs will keep well after baking, 
but the dessert should be eaten soon 
after the cream is added, otherwise thl' 
crumbs will lose their crispness. 

Chocolate Crumb Dessert 
4 ounces sweet chOCOlate 
4 tbls. hot water 

'h cup cake crumbs 
'h cup chopped nut meats 
~ cup sour cream 
1 tsp. vanilla 

Combine chocolate and water in 
top of double boiJer and stir over low 
heat until chocolate is melted. Coot 
thoroughly. Fold in cake crumbs, nuts, 
CI'cam and vanilla. Pile into serving 
glasses and chill before serving. 

Sour cream cookies are easy to make 
and economical too since they require 
neither eggs nor shortening. 

Sour Cream Cookies 
3 cups fiou r 
1 cup sugar 1 tsp. vanilla 
I cup sour cream 

Pinch of salt 1 tsp. soda 
Sift together flour, salt and sod£. 

Blend sour cream, sugar and vanilli . 
Add ftour a little at a time to cream 
mixture, beating well after each ad. 
dition. When dough can be handled 
easily, chill thoroughly. Roll thin cut 
into desired shapes and bake on 'but· 
tered cookie sheet in hot oven until 
brown-six to eight minutes. 
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If you're up on what it takes to 
make a dramatic soprano, you'll know that 
Eileen Farrell, at twenty_three, is some
thing special. And other singers know It, 
Laurence Tibbett. who has never met 
Eileen, has nevertheless taken the trouble 
to phone in and congratulate hcr on her 
singing. Ditto Elsa Maxwell, Besides, Gladys 
Swarthout. who has also never met her, was 
the one who suggested Eileen be hired to 
take her place on the Family Hour dur ing 
the summer, 

Maybe's Eileen's background has some
thing to do with her fine voice and quick 
rise to success, She is the youngest ot three 
children in a musical family, Way back
before there was an Eileen Farrell, at all 
-her mother and father were appearing In 
vaudeville and on the concert circuits as 
the O'Farrells, singing together. Came the 
family, and the O'Farrelis settled down in 
Storrs, Connecticut, and tather went to 
work at the University of Connecticut, 
teaching dr amatics and music and mother 
set herself up as a vocal coach. 

In spite of this musical atmosphere, hOW
ever, it was some timc before Eileen could 
make up her mind whether she really 
wanted to be a singer, or whether she pre
ferred bcing an artist. The singing was 
taken care of at home. so, after she was 
graduated from High School. Eileen went 
to the Vesper George Art School in Boston, 
seriously intent on lcarning all she could 
about painting, 

It wasn·t until mamma forced the Issue 
that Eileen made up her mind. Her mother 
took her to sing for Merle Alcock. the 
Metropolitan Opera star who had been 
coached by Mrs, O'Farrell. Alcock im
pressed Eileen with the fact that her voice 
was much too good to waste on an art 
career. Whereupon Eileen gave up her 
classes at art school, moved to New York 
and settled down to singing in earnest. 

Not that success came immediately, or 
easily. Eileen studied and worked and 
looked for a job, but it wasn't until after 
shc had auditioned for CBS executives six 
times that she was finally given her solo 
sustaining show on Thursday nights. After 
that the letters and phone calls began to 
pour in and Eileen was all set, Right now 
Eileen's is the lovely voice you hcar on 
the American Melody hour on CBS, Tues
days at 7: 30 P.M .. EWT . 

In her short, but extremely active young 
life, Eileen has managed to lcarn Italian. 
German and Spanish fluently- all for the 
sake of her art. Her r epertory is no slouch, 
eithcr, Oddly enough, although she was 
born tight her e in the United States, she 
speaks with a very slight but a melodious 
broguc. 
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That's Dick Kollmar, familiar to you as 
Michael in CBS's Bright Horizon show 
heard daily at 11:30 A,M., EWT, over CBS. 
He's branching out, now. back to his first 
love-the theater. And with his production 
of "Early To Bed," a new hit on Broadway. 
of which Dick is producer. director and 
leading man. he's earned himselt the dis
tinction of being Broadway's youngest pro
ducer, 

Dick was born in Ridgewood, New Jersey, 
and all through h is elementary and high 
school days. his mind was set on a musical 
career. However. a year at the Yale Dra
matic Workshop, which was then conducted 
by ProfeSSOr George Pierce Baker (who 
seems to have had a tremendous influence 
on several of our outs tanding playwrights 
and directors. by the way), changed Dick's 
mind. Music was out and acting was in. 

Like all the other students at the Wor k
shop. Dlck's time was not devoted entirely 
to acting. He had to study directing. stag
ing and lighting, He spent more time study~ 
ing at Columbia University and at Tuscu
lum University in Greenville. Tennessee. 
but the directing-producing bug had al
ready been planted in his mind. 

His first professional acting job was in 
a summer theater at Whitefield, New Hamp_ 
shire. After that experience. he moved in 
to New York and tackled Broadway, as 
what potential actor doesn·t? But Dick was 
young and handsome-and lucky. For sev
eral seasons, he moved from hit to hit: 
"Knickerbocker Holiday." "Too Many Girls" 
and "Crazy With The Heat." and in between 
times he did not neglect radio. He played 
in Bill Bachelor, Myrt and Marge. Aunt 
Jenny. Claudia and David, Pretty Kitty 
Kelly and many other shows . 

Then his old ambition csme back and he 
found himself being co-producer of the hit 
musical "By Jupiter." the singing~dancing 
version of the old Broadway and motion 
picture hit "The Warrior's Husband." in 
which Katherine Hepburn first attracted 
attention . 

His new hit. " Early To Bcd," Is the first 
productlon he's bossed completely. 01 
course. like most producers and directors 
he's got a pet idea that he wants to put 
across one of these days, He wants to pro
duce a fantasy-something on the order 
of Maeterllnck's "Blue Bird"-although 
he's almost positive he'll lose his shirl on 
the vcnture, knowing that artistie produc_ 
tions are usually more soul satisfying for 
the "artist" than anything else. 

Dick is married to Dorothy Kllgallen, 
the New York columnist, and they have two 
children, They met after Dorothy had given 
him several good mentions in her column 
-which 1$ always a nice way to start a 
romance, 

"Now that we're married, though." Dick 
says jokingly, "I never get a mention at 
all. As far as Dorothy's CQlumn Is con
cerned, there might :'IS well not be any 
Richard Kollmar." 

WEDNESDAY 

T . ... T im . 
N . . .. 
•••• 1011 •• 1 c, .. ~ 
1: ••• ,.101 .. , C." 
C h .... Sh.,." 
Thl, LII. It MI ... 
SI"I ... 1 ... . 

V.U.". L • ." 
I .... ' M ..... I ... H . ...... 
• . .. ,. II, J." .. 
Lo •• Lo ...... 
Milt, F., •• .. -Th. 0 ..... 0 •• , 
H.n ......... HUI 
.... ' ... 111 ... . 
H,' .. M ••• 
.aeh.I • • •• Ch" ..... 
Lo •• " •• ~, .... . 
... W ........ , ... m .. lco 
• ••• • , •• 1 .. s.. ... I'. 
,,_ ... , LlI. 

15 . .... " H ......... 
V ....... S'''o 

~~~:. ':::~~;: 
15 ..... VIII ••• 

... ..... J ...... '. 15 ... .... 
~l,:~r/':: .... "!:'.' F .. .. 

K ••• S mith S,OOkO 
W •• " ..... "" .. ole 
II, 151 ... . 
R.m ... co ., H. , . .. T .... . 
F ......... H ..... H ... p 

0 ... G., . ...... .. 

LII. C . ...... ... tlfu' 
.... k ... T.I.I .. ~ 
M. "orkl ... 
1: ........ ""ocH".II 
VI ...... s. •• 
U. S. M •• I ....... . 
Th. C ........ . 
e •••• L ... , ....... N .... 

:;::~~ .. r:i .. ':·~~, .. :. 
Jo ••• J ........ "".0. 
L . .. . I' W . .... .. 
W. L ........ L .. ... La", ..... So .. ... 
LI.h •• 1 .... W.rI. 
.. • ••• 11'1 ..... S ...... 
H' ....... ' ... " C" .. oc .... 
lllu"'U, . . ... ,. 
11'1 . ..... 0 ...... ' 
11'1 •• , M •• II .. 

J_ .. 1:.10.' T .. , .. 
M, n ... 15 •••• 
M . " .. kl ... 
J . h .... ' C." T.I. 
" ...... V ..... ,·. F ... II, .1,,, ••• H ........ . 
T", 11'1 .. , ... . 
G ..... V .... , . U . S. A. 
" .. . F ... I •• 
• •• k ..... WII. 
V .... H ..... F ..... R._ ... 
Stoll. D.II .. ..-W ... ~._k V ... V_"" 
L ..... nJ ... .. 
:;;'1.::.:..' 15 .... . 
11'1 ....... 1 .. 11'1 ... 1. 

::'~::':7'1'::!"~:'::'·::." 
:~::·:tM"M."''" 
M.U ........ D •• 
"_I. h_ LII. 
Die" T .... , 
A •• V ..... 0 ... 1 .. . 
Jock A ....... ... 
S ......... .. 
, ..... 1.1 ... 111 
A ... . . ' .... W ....... C., •. MI""',h. 

~':.':.~:~: ... ~'N"':'" 
~~,~"l!.!,~: "1'0'" 
J:::.l..~,~::: . Ds':.'!~"'" 
T". W .... T .... , 
L .... II Th ..... . 
M •• "I .. , . 1 th. N ... 

~~ .. ~ .. 'r~~~I~: .';, .... '.1 .• " 
I L ...... Mro"'. 
It . .. , J . ... .. 
IE ......... N ... 
l .. , A." 
T" . L .... " ... , .. 
M •• K .. .. 
H. V. M .... .. h." 
So ...... , K.,. 0 •• ", 
IE •• , G • • ",I .. . N . .. 

f.'.'. !~ ..... ~ ... Nor'" 
L ............. " .. .. 
D •• Ch.I.U . .. 
T.h ... C .. .. 
..111 •• 1 t ... So," 
••••• " ..... _HII ....... 
C •• II .... .. 
Th. M ..... , .... T .... 
C.b.i. , Hoall .. 
Fitch .......... .. 
IE , ,,. C . ... o. 
J •• " C .... .. 

~.~·~'.~:I~.·::: ..... , 
~~!:: =~·.::':.:-i.Sr..-~ ... olo 
J . h .... H ",h " 
K .. Mroo • 

~::;r:.~.~::'C.~:::., 
R ... I. Fo ...... 



THESE ENGAGED GIRLS ARE All WAR WORKERS , • 

aIle~1dO,1 

~::~;:~~~~.;:~~~~ CX]llosivetl g . Thi~ was 
Anne's first job. She has been pro. 
mored step byslep, and has become a 
~job-inslructor." training other girls . 

espe· 
cially interested in wartime care small children. Proper 
Cllrc for children of "'orking mothers is nile of the ""0&1 
"iwlly impar/ant homcjrr;m, '''(IT job$, lind one in which under· 
standing workers are urgently needed. 

I'll YUS GRA Y- tests ,,",,,,,, ,,,,,.,,h 
of fabric for parachute bags, tenlS, 
uniforms! She wcn! straight from col. 
lese ;"\0 war i rl<iu$lry, working for II 

big Tedilc Company. 

MURIEL I.UNCER- is gravely serious aboul 
her war job at Bendix where 8he tei ts alti. 
meters for "lanes. Muriel'. mother hu a war 
job at Bendix, too-on the au embly line. 

ROSEMARIE HEAVEY-is one of the new 
airline girls affectionately dubbed "hangar 
helpers." They work in 8·hour shifts_in 
jobs that only men were filling a year ago. 

Any job that frees a man is a 
war job ... find 'lours today! 

SLIM AND I'RETT\' Anne Nissen, 
engaged to Larry Van Ordcn 

(now in the Army), sums il up like 
this: "I amld,,'t have Larry do all 
the fighting. I wanted to do my 
share" ... 80 she took the job a man 
left behind! 

'What are YOII doing? 
Right now there are hundreds of 

different war jobs for women and 
girls-especi(lllyn~ryhQme1ronl 
jobs that need to be filled because 
the men who held them are now 
with our armed fo rces. 

Women and girls must take their 
places. }.Iany areas need ..... omen in 
all kinds of eivilian jobs- in stores, 

\[~ 
". "" ~ .. ' 

offices, restaurants, plants, laundries, 
in transportation, in community 
services. 

Experience is Dot necessary. Hun
dreds of thousands of gi rls and 
..... omen who never dreamed of work
ing before are stepping into these 
jobs every day. 

1heN'. a WGl" jab , .... you,_t 

Look through the Help Wante<! r;ec
tion of your paper for needs in your 
area. Theil get advice from your local 
United State!! Employment Service. 
They "'ill gladly help you find the joh 
you are suited to serve ill. America 
at war needs women at ,,·ork. Apply 
for your war job now! 

TYPical of so 
A many gallan, 
mericon girls ond IV 

todoy . " these . Omen 
IJoe~o 'lal • • nbil lo girls ha".., gil'en II 
Ihe'r ligl" in8 n $0 ItS to bac!: P 
lIone the.l men. BUI Ih up 
en; . etis fem; . ey are 

.e,cllcy. K . lillie for all Ih . 
mllch a parI 07fh"~ 10" ely is ve~'r 
-011 lI'eir jobs e,re"eryday Ii .. ' Y 

And p , alld olP 'ng 
Ii ond'SCI' 
f:;:;rite It"fly 10 he~pd I. Cream is rl'eir 

'"g and 1001.' eep their faces 
smooth and sofl. Illg clean -fresh, 

...". Pllylis C 
doesn't I rIlYsaYS_"A 
be eave lIlu I' "'ar job 

allly Care_ ~ 't, ,,", for f 
I~a\'e a luaciou

8 0 
It mea"s II lo~gsy 

"ke J'ond' 9, son-smoolh 10 
b'/ 8 10belk cream 
"8 It lind (res/'lIn~ eep Your (ace 

80(1 to louc"." 
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And then, John J . Anthony decided to 
do something about it. He's been doing it 
ever since. 

Born in New York City in 1896, John J. 
Anthony had th e normal childhood of a 
New York boy. It gave h im a keen insight, 
even while he was very young. Into the 
troubles inherent in economic Insecurity. 
He was a good student and his first ambition 
was to be a lawyer. 

He set out after that goal, but right from 
the beginning he saw very sharply that 
sometimes laws as they existed were more 
hindrance than help in really solving prob· 
lems (or people in need. He was par ticu· 
larly interested In the marriage and divorce 
laws. which seemed to him to be lacking in 
understanding and frequently unfai r . 

His search for knowledge and means for 
remedying these evils was insatiable. He 
studied psychology. both here and abroad. 
and the fu rther he delved the more sure he 
became that many of the problems in so· 
cicty had their cause in marital distur· 
bances. He made up his mind to do what 
he could and on hIs return from Europe, 
opened the first Marit al Relations Institute 
in the United States. 

Through this Institute, he 'fought for 
marital reform, making exhaustive surveys • 
touring the countrl giving lectures. sug· 
gesting new legislation, and aiding in the 
reconciliation of marriages that were go· 
lng on the rocks, as well as giving advice 
to young people contemp lating marr iage. 

The Institu te was opera ted like a modern 
hospital-because Anthony felt It concerned 
itselt with the ailments 01 our !iOCial life. 
People who could afford to pay for the 
services were charged fees, others received 
attention in the special clinic which was 
an important part of the Institute. 

Today, more than a dozen years after he 
started out on his c r usadc, many states 
have modified their marital laws and mor e 
are on the way to doing so. The impor tance 
of preparing young people for the responsi· 
bilities of marriage has also become clearer 
and many universities now have courses 
on marital relations. 

He finds his work on the Good Will Hour, 
heard Sundays at 10:00 P.M. EWT, over the 
Blue Network. rich and rewarding. During 
the six years the program has been running, 
he's reviewed more than 9,000 cases and has 
secured employment for ovcr a thousand 
people. He feels that his program is a 
furthe r proof ~ :lat people are aware of one 
another and always willing to help-if they 
know what needs to be done and where 
they arc needed most. 

For those who have never seen him and 
to whom his voice might create the illusion 
that he's an old, wise man-Anthony is a 
slight, dark haired. dark eyed man with 
what might seem like a detached air, but 
is in reality only his ability to remain ob· 
jective so that his mind can really be clear 
In analyzing and giving advice in cach case. 
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'AULrnE GODDARD CO.STAUING IN "SO PROUDLY WE HAil", A PARAMOUNT PICTURE 

S~!~,5t.::=_: 
smooth complexion. No wonder so many of us in 
Hollywood trust all to OUT W.O.N.C. That's film· 
star fast talk for •.• 

*Woodbury Beauty Night Cap." 

Tonight, try Paulette's W.n.N.C. First, cleanse 
your skin with "Vooclbury Cold Cream. Then, 
smooth on more cream. Pat gently-tissue off 
agum. Let a trace remain on you r skin all night. 

0 ...... 1000 _men tested Wood· 
bury Cold Cream again_I higbe~t 

priced ereams. T~ mo.jority dtji. 
nitef)' prf/erred Woodbu.ry. nil! 
jllrs $1.25, 7St. Abo SOt. 25t, l Ot. 

Your complexion is left exquisitely softer alld 
smoot ller; tiny dry-skin lines arc less apparent 
-thanks to 4 special softening, smoothing ingre· 
clients. There is also an ingredient that acts con~ 
stantly to purify the cream in the jar, helping 
protcct against genus from dust-genns which 
might cause blemishes. No othcr cream at any 
price has this fifth ingredient I 

Tonight, and every night, take the W.RN.C, 
with Woodbu ry Cold Cream. Evcrymorning, see 
your lovelier lookl • , , and see men pay attention. 

WOODBURY 
COLD CREAM 
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Love Is a Living Thing 
Continued from page 39 

outlined against the white bench on 
the hotel law~. I called him, and he 
rose slowly, like a sleepwalker, and 
began to move toward the porch. 

He came in with his head bowed, 
came straight toward me, and then 
in n quick movement he was kneeling 
beside my chair, hiding his face in my 
lap. "Oh, Janet-" 

"Rand-" My hand lay lightly on his 
head; my fin~ers smoothed the short, 
roughly curhng black hair. "Rand
what happened tonight, a little while 
ago-was it because you felt that in 
marrying me, you were being un
faithful to-Agnes?" 

I felt him stitr(!n at the name, but 
I was glad I 'd spoken it. 

After a moment he said, " I don't 
know. Perhaps it was. It must have 
been. I don't like to admit it." 

"I'm glad you did, Rand." I cradled 
his face in my hands, tilting it so 
that his eyes had to meet mine. "I 
know where I stand, now. And I -I'm 
willing to take a chance, too, Rand. If 
you want me-" 

He didn't let me finish. Half ris
ing, he closed his arms around me, 
pressed his face against my breast. 
"Want you-Janet darling, I need you 
so ... " 

I WISHED afterward that he hadn't 
said that-that he needed me. The 

thousht of it nagg(!d at me sometimes. 
spoiling a little of the happiness of 
those first weeks after we'd moved 
into the English cottage where Agnes 
Preston had once lived. Rand was 
happy, I think, for a while. He seemed 
almost relieved that I'd taken my right
ful place in his home, as if he'd been 
secretly afraid all along that I 
wouldn't, and he responded in the 
little ways a woman appreciates. He 
made me feel important and necessary. 

Sometimes, when he held me 10 
his arms, when that sensitive, sharply
cut mouth of his sou¥ht mine, I felt 
too necessary. His hps pressed too 
hard; his arms held me too tightly
they clung. I wanted him to need 
me, of course, as every woman wants 
the man she loves to need her-but 
she also wants the assurance that she 
would be loved and cherished even 
if she were no practical good to him. 

Little things happened, unimpor
tant in themselves, but significant 
enou(l:h to shake my faith in myself 
and In my marriage. It was hot in 
Amity that summer, and one sultry 
evening I asked Rand to take me rid
ing down the Cold River Road I'd 
heard about, a wonderfully cool, shady 
drive that wound between the river 
and the bluffs into the heart of the 
woods. Rand agreed without hesita
tion, and we went riding that eve· 
ning. But when we reached the R iver 
Road, he slowed the cal' without turn
ing it from the highway. "We shouldn·t 
really go down there, Janet. It's rocky 
traveling, and hard on the tires." 

I hadn't the heart to insist. He was 
making excuses, I knew, and I knew 
just as surely that the Cold River Road 
had been a favorite drive of Agnes'. 

I asked him to bring me flowers to 
go on the pie crust table beside his 
chair in the living room. I suggested 
something bright-field flowers, per
haps. Rand brought home white roses. 
I thanked him for them. although they 
weren't what I'd wanted. They weren't 

my flowers at all. They belonged to 
another woman, a woman as fragile 
and pale as their own petals. Alter 
that he brought flowers home quite 
often-white roses . 

I could have overlooked those in
cidents and others of the same kind • 
if they hadn't been accompanied by 
a gradual change in Rand's attitude 
toward me. He began to talk less to 
me when he came home at night. He 
began to try more and more to get 
out of engagements he himseJr had 
made-dates with our friends. The ex
cuses he gave were flimsy-that he 
didn't care to see the Warrens that 
evening, for instance. Edith and 
Howard Warren had been his best 
friends for years. Or he would say 
that he was tired, and then ii we did 
stay at home, he wouldn't go to bed 
early. I would leave him still sitting 
in the living room with his papers or 
a book and it would be hours, some
times, before he came upstairs. 

I didn't understand. By his own ad
mission Rand had wanted me enough 
to triek me into marrying him; he had 
been humbly grateful when I agreed 
to stay with him. Now, as the months 
went by we were growing further 
apart; more and more Rand shut him
self away from me to the point where 
he openly resented my attempts to 
talk to him, to draw him out. 

And then one night J understood 
too well. It was the custom in Amity 
for the men to hold a stag poker party 
once a month, and on that night their 
wives had a sewing party for the Red 
Cross. Edith Warren came by to 
dl"ive me to the bl"idge flame, and I 
lell Rand sitting in the livmg room, his 
hat and coat draped over a chair, tak
ing a last glance at the evening paper 
before he started. for the poker ses
sion. I returned home around one 
o'clock, in a taxi. supposing that the 
poker game would not break up un
til mucn later. But there was a li~ht 
in the house, a dim light in the livtng 
room. Something, some caution or some 
inexplicable fear, made me approach 
the house by the lawn instead of by 
the waJk. made me peer through the 
living room window. 

RAND'S coat and hat were as they 
had been when I 'd left the house, 

and Rand himself was in his deep chair. 
There was a curious stillness about 
him, as if he'd been sitting in the 
same position for hours, his pipe and 
the white roses beside him, looking 
at something I could not see. 

And he looked-happy. He looked 
happier than he had ever been in my 
company. There was a little smile on 
his lips; his face was relaxed, at peace. 

Rand hadn't gone to the poker game. 
He had stayed at home-with Agnes . 

I saw then that I had failed, as clear
ly as if the sentence had been written 
and held up for me to read. Rand 
had thought he could be happy with 
me. had thought he needed me. Ac
tually, he was happier without me. I, 
not Agnes, was the intruder in his 
home. In those years after Agnes Pres
ton had died, Rand had found comfort 
in memories, memories so vivid that 
they had become more real than the 
things around him. 

I went around the back of the house, 
made my way quietly upstairs. I didn't 

Continued on page 58 
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Continued from page 56 
know when Rand came upstairs. It 
was much later, as it had always been 
when he'd made some excuse to stay 
up after I'd gone to bed. In the morn· 
jng 1 didn't get up to prepare his 
breakfast. He spoke to me once when 
he was dressed. and I Jet him think 
I was asleep. 

After he'd gone I dressed and went · 
downstairs, forced myself to go about 
household tasks. 1 wanted to see Aunt 
Kay, to weep out my misery and de
feat on her shoulder, but a last loyalty 
to Rand prevented me. He hadn't 
wanted me to know the truth about 
him; I COUldn't tell it to anyone else. 
I didn't need Aunt Kay's advice. I 
knew what I had to do. Rand was 
beyond my help, and our marriage was 
beyond saving. 

When the doorbell rang, when the 
postman handed me a Jetter and a 
package, I signed for them automati
cally. I sat down on the couch and 
studied the return address stupidly, 
unseeingly-who was Mrs. Joh n 
Humphries in a town called Halcott? 
The Jetter was pitifully brief. 

David was killed in action on 
August 27th. 1 think he would 
have wanted you to have these 
snapshots and other mementoes 
of the time you children played 
together . .. 

I READ and re-read the words before 
I understood. Halcott and anyone in 

it had slipped far back into my past. 
And then, when I did understand, 
David's gOing seemed somehow too 
much to bear. I lay back against the 
sofa cushions, crying as I hadn't been 
able to cry over Rand, weeping un
til my tears brought me to the point 
of exhaustion when, at last, I slept. 

When I awoke, it was late in the 
afternoon, and Rand was bending 
over me, shaking me. "Janet-Janet-" 
And when he saw my eyes open
"Janet, who is David Humphries?" 

His tone shocked me fully awake. 
It was strained, edl;ed with an emo
tion I didn't immediately recognize in 
him-jealousy. "You know," I an
swered dully. " I told you about David 
long ago, when I first met you. He was 
a childhood friend, a very dear friend. 
There was nothing-" 

"Nothing! And you've been crying-" 
"Not because of David-" I broke 

off. shaking my head mutely. I wasn't 
yet ready to talk to Rand about him
self, and how else could I tell him 
that it was my misery over him that 
had sharpened the blow of David's 
death? J would grieve over David for 
his own sake-later. It would be a 
passive kind of grief, without tears. 

Rand shook his head in bewilder
ment, and I felt my tears start again. 
Rand's expression changed. H is mouth 
twisted with some emotion I couldn't 
name, and a light came into his eyes, 
a light that terrified me. He bent over 
me. tried to take me in his arms. His 
voice, bl·oken, compassionate, was 
more tenderly intimate than I'd ever 
heard it. "And so he's dead. . J anet, 
dearest. you mustn't cry. Let me help 
you. I know what it is when someone 
you love goes." 

I pulled myself uprijlht, out of his 
reach, pushed him rough ly away. "You 
don't understand!" I was still crying, 
and my voice skidded hysterically, 
but my words were clear and hard
the truth as I saw it. "You'll show me 
nothing, Rand-not your way. I won't 
have it. I'd be ashamed of it, as I'm 
ashamed of you. You've wrapped your-

self in your grief, protected yourself 
with it, protected yourself from living. 
You nursed it, and let it grow until, 
when you wanted to escape it, it was 
too strong for you. You asked me to 
help-and then you resented my help; 
you resented me. I don't want you to 
reach out to me now, more than you 
have before. I don't want any affec
tion between us based on a morbid 
bond of sorrow." 

The hysteria died out of me, leav
. ing me without strength to go on. I 
rose shakily, walked around Rand 
toward the stairs. Rand pivoted, fol
lowinf, me with his eyes. "I Jove you, 
Rand ' 1 whispered huskily. "I love 
you, but I have to leave you. I've been 
no good to you, and if I stu;.; here in 
this-in th is denth-house, I II be no 
good to myself. Love is a living thing, 
and I want to stay alive. I-I couldn't 
bear to be like you." 

Then I went swiftly up the stairs to 
my room, and I locked the door. 

Stella Unger (leff) , NBC commen· 
tator, recently appointed Radio 
Director of the AWYS, discusses 
radio plans with Mrs. Bernard 
Gimbel, who is Director of Public 
Relafions for fhat organilation. 

I packed a little that evening before 
I went to bed. I slept dreamlessly
but then I would never again, waking 
or sleeping, have anything to dream 
about. In the morning, after I heard 
Rand leave the house, I rose and re
sumed my packing. 

At noon the last bag was filled
except for the large square one which 
was to hold my heavy coats. I went 
up to the attic to get it, and when I 
came back to my room with the dusty, 
clumsy thing bumping at my heels, 
Rand was there waiting for me. I 
wasn't surprised. He'd clung to me be
fore, and I'd half expected him to try 
to hold m e now. 

I walked past him to the window 
scat, lifted the bag to it. Without look
ing at him I sat down and began to 
work at the leather straps. 

"Where are you going, Janet?" 
"Home. To Aunt Kay's." 
"Is that home?" 
I had to look at him then. His face 

was unreadable, but there was some
thing new in it, a sharp awareness, 
although he looked as if he'd spent 
a sleepless night. "Rand, if you've come 

to torllH:'nt me-" 
He came to me and took the suit

case from me, sat down beside me. "I 
haven't come to torment you, Janet. 
I'll never torment you again, just 
as I'll never be tormented again-if 
you'll stay with me." 

"Rand, please don't try to tell me 
you've changed overnight-" 

A smile touched his mouth. "Not 
overnight. 1 began to change when I 
met you at your aunt's." 

The sentiment disgusted me, and I 
started to rise. He caught my wrist. 
"Listen to me a while, Janet, and then 
if you want to leave, you can." His 
words, softly spoken, were a command. 
I sat down again. "About the Humph
ries boy-l didn't understand who he 
was last night, until after you'd gone 
upstairs, when I opened the box and 
looked at those old snapshots, and the 
things you'd told me about him made 
sense. But at first I thought-" He 
broke off, and there was triumph in 
his smile. "J anet do you rcalize that 
it's over five years since I've been 
jealous of anyone?" He didn't wait 
for me to answer. "A good, human 
emotion~jealousy. That was shock 
number one. Shock number two--I 
went maudlin on you, and you lashed 
out at me, just as J deserved. Shock 
number three-you told me that you 
were going to leave me, and after I 
thought it over, I realized that you 
were perfectly right in doing so." 

His smile faded, and he was deadly 
serious as he paused, searching for 
words. "I'm not trying to excuse my
self, Janet, but try to remember that 
I'd had no one but myself to think 
of for several years. I'd got out of the 
habit of considering others. You said 
something last night, the thing I've 
needed to be told all along. 'Love is a 
living thing'-and I've been only half 
alive, 1 thought I was loving you, 
when I was loving only myself, 
dramatizing myself and a misfortune 
tha t happened long ago. 1 took every
thin&" you gave me, and I gave you 
nothmg. Last night J awoke to those 
things. Do you understand?" 

I nodded, my throat swollen hurt_ 
ingly tight. 

HE reached out and took my hands in 
his. "I leamed something else, too," 

he said huskily. "when you said you 
were leaving me. 1 learned what I'd 
be losing, and that is-everything. 
Whatever you do, you must believe 
that I love you, Janet, more than 
I've ever loved anyone else. Whether 
you go or stay, will you believe what 
I've told you-and forgive me?" 

I had to believe him. Everything I 
wanted to know was in his face, in the 
tone of his voice. "Do you want me to 
stay, Rand?" 

"You know the answer to that," he 
said quietly. "But I won't ask you 
again. If you stay, it has to be because 
you want to, because I can do some
thing for you, not because you feel 
that you can help me. I know what I've 
been. I knew it before. But I'm cured." 
"And~Agnes?" I was foolishly still 

a little fearful of saying her name. 
He looked at me squarely. "She's 

dead." 
That was true, too. I had visible 

proof later when Rand and I went 
downstairs together, arm-in -arm. My 
husband-and he was at last really 
mine-had stopped to buy\ Rowers on 
his way home. On the table where the 
white roses had been were field t1ow
ers---deep purple asters, flaming red 
marigolds and bright yellow daisies. 
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Give Me Back My Heart 
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gate. I didn't know that Jim was there. 
I was so frightened and excited that 

I could hardly explain my errand to 
he guard at the gate, hardly tell the 
oersonnel man what I thought I could 
lo. "Waiting on tables doesn't q,uite 
lrepare you for the work you're thmli:
ng of," he told me. "It calls for un
!Sual manual dexterity," 

"Manual dexterity ... " I repeated 
he words dully. Then r said suddenly, 
'You mean good with your hands. 
.vould piano playing help?" 

His tired face brightened. "How well 
ean you play?" 

I told him, but he hardly let me 
inish. He sent a guard to fix me up 
vith a temporary badge and take me 
o the Fuze Assembly Department. 

I don't remember gettmg there, I 
was walking in a rosy haze. But I re
member meeting the foreman. He was 
tall and as I looked at him bending 
over a table explaining something to 
(,ne of the girls I had to laugh. It 
~ eemed funny that a foreman should 
lave a lock of hair sticking up from 
he crown of his sandy-red head. Then 
Ie had straightened with a swift ges
. ure and was looking down at me, as 
If one steady long look of his gray
green eyes would take me all in com
pletely. 

f HAT was the way I met Jim Mar
ion. He took my card, ~lanced at it 

and said, "Sally." Just like that, as 
if he was fitting my name to me. And 
he nodded as if it suited him. "Okay, 
Sally, let's hear you run through a 
Rachmaninoff Rhapsody over here." 

I wasn't nervous as 1 took my place. 
I knew I could do better than I'd 
ever done at anything before. 

"Now you pick up this detonator-" 
His big hand darted to a box and 
brought back a little cylinder only 
an eighth of an inch high "-and place 
it in this fuze body." 

I did what he did, my hands follow
ing his, my ears straining to take in 
every word as I watched for the mean
ing of his strange phrases. "Screw it 
lown, hand-tight. Pick up the com
,leted round with the left hand, place 
uze in the tightener fixture. and with 
he right hand pull down the handle 
hat lowers the chuck onto the fuze 
,ody. When the chuck makes contact, 
eave it there momentarily." 

Even when he explained why it 
nust not stay there lon~er, how it con
ained a high explOSive- lead azide 
lfld tetryl- and how the spinning set 
IP a friction which made heat, I 
vasn't frightened. "Let it stay too 
ong," he told me seriously, "and the 
vhole round might go." 
It wasn't that I didn't understand the 

)minoUs significance of his words. I 
lid. But his voice inspired confidence. 

knew I could take my part in that 
errific responsibility. 

I picked up the detonator and com
)Ieted the second round. Then a third, 

... fourth, and a fifth. 
"Say, I'm supposed to teach you this 

operation," he said, laughing, above my 
shoulder. "Do you want to lose me my 
job?" 

I laughed, too, but I didn't stop. I 
went on assembling fuzes. I had never 
felt so good in my life. 

When the first day's shift was over 
r won't say I wasn't tired. But I was 
glowing with a sense of accomplish-

ment I'd never felt before. 
"Say, Sally, the whistle blew fifteen 

minutes ago. Give the next girl a 
chance at this table, will you?" That 
was Jim's voice. I already thought of 
him as Jim. He was that kind; I never 
even thought about it. "I was just 
waiting to see if these were all right," 
I told him. 

He looked at the pile in the Finished 
box and whistled. "If you're not care
ful you'll have the standards depart
ment setting up a new quota in her e." 
·He was pleased, I could see that. He 
picked up a few rounds and examined 
them carefully. "Perfect," he said. "I'd 
never have thought it of you." 

"And why not, may I ask?" My 
back stiffened indignantly. 

"Well-" He laughed in a funny, 
little-boy way. "It's just that-well, 
every time a ~irl walks into this 
shop who looks hke somebody I'd like 
to meet on the outside-well, she never 
turns out to be worth a darn here. I'd 
just about given up keeping my eyes 
open for one-" He stopped, as if he'd 
gone too far. 

I had to laugh. He was so funny
and so sweet . 

He said, "Don't get me wrong. No 
girl has to go out with the foreman 
to get along in my department." 

I said, "Why, I never even thought 
of that." 

"You didn't?" His gray-green eyes 
sparkled and the whites looked clean 
and shiny against his tan skin. "You 
wouldn' t think I was being fresh if- " 
Again he stopped, with that shy, sweet 
smile. "I mean, would it be all right-" 

I laughed again. "It would be all 
right if you finished your sentence, 
anyway," I told him. 

"Well, it's like this," he began. "We
our family, I mean-are a kind of 
orchestra. But since my sister Marj 
joined the WAVES we haven't any
body to play piano. That kind of leaves 
a hole in the harmony. I-I was won
dering if you'd come home and-" 

I GUESS I knew right then I 'd go. 
lt had the most wonderful sound I'd 

ever heard, that invitation. I said, very 
quickly, "All right. As soon as I've 
dressed I 'll meet you outside." 

The Marions lived in an old Cape 
Cod cottage that had the look of a 
house so full of fun and good times 
that any minute it might start burst
in$' out at the joinings of its weathered 
shingles. Mom-to me she was Mom 
from the minute I saw her chubby 
flushed face bending to taste from an 
enormous pot of stew that was sim
mering on the stove-took one look at 
me over the spoon, eyed me shrewdly 
from head to foot, just as Jim had, and 
then- also like Jim- suddenly smiled. 
I felt that from that minute every
thing was all right in my world. I felt 
as if I'd been taken in, mothered, given 
a home. She said calmly, "Jim'lI show 
you where we keep the silver. You can 
set the table." 

Pop was in the living room running 
through his cello score, .and when I 
was through with the table, I was sent 
in to go over my part with him while 
J im's younger brother Cal tried to 
drown us out with his trumpet. In the 
kitchen Jim was helping Mom make 
cherry sauce for his favorite pudding. 

I'd never cared much for food before, 
but then I had never eaten with a 
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big\ noisy family with so much to teU 
eacn other that Pop had to be chair
man to keep order. I ate so much that 
I didn't see how I could play. 

But they seemed to think the piano 
part went all right. When we had 
wound up "America the Beautiful" 
with a fine flourish, there was a sud
den strange little silence. I looked up 
in time to see Jim's triumphant grin 
at his mother, her glance at Pop, and 
then an emphatic nod that showed her 
double chin, 

"You're in," Jim said, smiling at 
me with a warmth that gave me a 
funny feeling in my throat, made mc 
want to cry fo r no reason. 

"In what?" I asked. 
"In the Musical Marions," he said. 

''That is, it you want to be." 
"We've got a date to play at the 

Bond Rally next month," IllS father ex
plained. "And we'd be honored to re
t::ard you as an act of Providence, turn
In¥, up just now," 

'But-but I couldn't," I said, catch
in¥, my breath. 

'Why not?" young Cal demanded 
belligerently. 

"Well-" I thought of PaUl. I had 
promised not to go out with other 
men. But I really wasn't dating Jim: 
I was friends with his whole family; 
surely there was no harm in it. Of 
course not! "Why not indeed?" I asked 
in sudden joy. "Of course I 'll play, if 
you want me to!" 

11M'S fiddle and Cal's trumpet an
o swered that with a wild little duet 
of triumph. And I joined in with some 
boogie woogie that sent Dad's cello 
and Mom's viola into some highly un
dignified capers. We all ended up 
laughing, for no real reason, so that 
my side was still aching when Jim 
and I started walking home. "I never 
had such a good time in all my life," 
I told him, out in the sudden dim 
quiet of the street. 

"1 never did, either," he said quietly. 
"Ah, but you're lucky," I told him. 

"You've alwars had fun like that." 
"Not quite: he corrected me gently. 

"Not qUite like that." 
I didn't answer that. I didn't know 

what to say. I said, "Your family is 
exactly like the one I've always 
dreamed about." 

"Dreamed?" He looked at me, his 
eyes gentle. "And why did you have to 
dream a family?" 

I told him what I'd wanted to tell 
Paul, and somehow never had. 

But now I told Jim, and as I talked 
he took my hand and held it in a warm, 
strong clasp of sympathy. When I 
finished he said in a voice that was 
sort of gruff, "Well, you've got a fam
ily now, you know. Don't rorget~ :you've 
been made a member of the Musical 
Madons, Unlimited." 

"I won't forget," I told him. 
When we stopped before the Ocean 

View House, Jim said, "What goes on? 
You don't live heTc, do you?" 

"Not after tonight," I told him. But 
I didn't explain. 

He said, "What are you holding out 
on us? You know we don't admit prin
cesses or heiresses to the Musical Mar
ions, even if they're incognito." 

"Well I'm neither" J said laugh
ing. "I'm going to fin'd a roon: tomor
row." 

He said, after a moment, "I think the 
Graysons across the road from us could 
use the income, and you could join 

our car pool. Want me to ask them?" 
I said, "That would be wonderful." 

But when I met Paul under the ar
bor, and walked down the cove road 
wHh him, I didn't tell him. I guess I 
was afraid. Things were too nice to 
change. In my new contentment I loved 
him more than ever-I loved the whole 
world. But j didn't want to tell him 
about the Marions just yet. He might 
not like it-and I did so want to go 
on playing with them! 

The numbers we played. at the rally 
weren't anything very elaborate-we 
were a small part of a big program 
including most of what could be called 
local talent-but the last week I was 
running across the road from the 
Graysons once a day or more. And I 
actually broke a date with Paul. "It's 
a suz'prise," I told him, explaining. 

It was a surprise he couldn't miss. 
For he was one of a panel of Sea Cliff's 
prominent business men who were 
speakers at the rally. 

He made his speech, too, though 
when I saw him looking across at us, 
I wondered how he'd be able to say 
a word. His face was dark with anger. 
He spoke well, just the same. His voice 
was smooth as he told of the difficulties 
and problems of managing a war plant. 

"-And now it's up to the rest of 
us to buy bonds!" There was a burst 
of applause and a nurry of buyin~. I 
was proud of Paul. He had been kmd 
to me. he was the first one to give 
me affection when I had needed it, 
and I could never forget that. 

He was stepping down off the plat
form, then, people were shaking his 
hand. But he came through the crowd, 
over to where the Madons were pack
ing up their instruments. 

He said, "Good evening, Sarah." 
I said, "Hello, Paul." 
There was a moment of silence. The 

Marions were stopping, waiting. But I 
couldn't speak. 

T HEN Paul said, "Well, Sarah, aren't 
you going to introduce your new

friends-" He said the word politely, 
but there was something in his tone 
that bothered me. just the same. Then 
he added "-to your fiance?" 

Jim carefully finished placing his 
violin in its case and straightened up. 
Then he came to stand beside me. I 
saw the pallor of his bony face under 
its tan when he looked down at me 
and said. "Yes, Sally. You shouldn't 
hold out on your-friends." 

That was j ust what I had done, I 
knew then, miserably. I said in a faint, 
painful voice, "Paul, these are the 
Musical Marions-" 

"I know Jim," Paul said easily. "I 
ought to know the best foreman in my 
plant." His voice was hearty, and his 
hand went out, but Jim didn't see it. 

And I knew, when I turned to go, my 
hand tucked into the crook of Paul's 
arm. that I had lost my membership 
in the Musical Marions. I had lost my 
jolly. wonderful family! 

But that was nonsense. I had just 
what I wanted. Pnul had publicly an
nounced our enga$ement. He would 
tell his mother tOnight. Soon 1 would 
go to that great square white brick
ended house with its four chimneys 
that stuck up at each corner so tall 
and impOI·tant looking and I would 
meet Paul's mother. I would become 
part of his family, with all the bonds of 
legality. 

Continued on page 64 
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up a little ahead of schedule. And 
1 can't explain it away by saying 
how much I thought of Dave, 
either. The fact is, Mom, and it 
may sound crazy, but the reason 
I can't get this off my mind is 
that Dave was shooting an Oer
likon 25 m. when it happened. 
That hits pretty close to home, 
as you can imagine. I can't shake 
the idea that it might have been 
a defective job of fuze assembly 
that made that shell go off while 
it was still in the gun. It could 
have been, all right. And don't tell 
me there are plenty of other shops 
it might have come from beside 
Northeastern. I know that. But 
just the same I keep thinking I 
might have saved Dave if I'd 
stayed home on the job instead of 
going haywire and rushing off to 
shoulder a gun." 
I didn't'" read any more. That was 

his message to me, and it was an 
accusation. He might not have meant 
it that way, but tbat's how I had to 
accept it. It was my fault he had gone 
"haywire." I knew it now, I courdn't 
avoid facing it. And now I had his 
~ob. If any defective shells were com-
109 out of my department, it was my 
responsibility. 

"I had the feeling he'd want you to 
know," Mom said softly. "Jim's proud, 
he'd never write to you himself. But 
I think he figured I'd tell you this. And 
you'll do what you can. I can tell him 
that, can't I?" 

I NODDED. My mind was suddenly 
very busy. A memory that had been 

lost came up again in my mind. I 
was seein,i a pictUre of Gus Steichen 
kneeling In the corner where the ac
cepted Jots were stored. 

I t'uess I'd been shying away from 
the Idea of investigating behind Paul's 
back. But that was silly. The whole 
thing was perfedly all right. Any other 
idea would be unthinkable. 

The next ni'fht, half an hour after 
quitting time, went back to our build
ing, walked in quietly and went to 
the store-room door. I opened the 
safety lock without a sound and peered 
into the dimness inside. For a mo
ment I thought no one was there. But 
then I saw a flashlight glow out sud~ 
denly in the left~hand back corner. 
It was Gus, as before, kneeling by a 
box. But this time he was not un 
packing approved boxes. He was pack~ 
Ing into a box labelled with a rejected 
lot number. 

I waited, forcing myself to keep quiet 
and simply watch. Half a dozen tImes 
J had to stop mrself from shouting 
incredulous questIOns at Gus as he 
moved ba-ck and forth doing deliber
ate, senseless things. Or they seemed 
senseless to me. I thought he had gone 
crazy. I wanted to think so. Because 
after a while they made sense that I 
didn't want to recognize. 

But I remembered Dave, who had 
been Jim's friend. I had to stay. I had 
to understand why he was packing re
jected rounds in boxes that bore the 
approved stamp and were addressed 
for shipment, and putting the good 
rounds in the rejected boxes. 

I would have to risk Paul's anger. 
Perhaps he did not know that this was 
going on. I hurried off to meet him, a 
hundred questions on my lips. 

. I did not wait a minute to plungE' 
mto what I had to say. "Paul, comE' 
out and take a walk," I begged him 
"I've got to talk to you." 

He took one look at me, gulped his 
drink, and followed me outside. 

"Paul, I've got to know what's be
~ind this business of switching the lots 
m the store-room-" 

He jerked his head angrily. "Look, 1 
told you your job ends with fuze as
sembly. What becomes ot them after
ward is strictly not your business." 

"Well, I'm making it mine," I said 
excitedly. "I can't help it if you fire 
me. Is it true that the rejected lots 
are being sent out under stamps of 
approval, and the good ones sent 
through to be re- inspected and ap
proved?" 

Paul said with a brusque laugh, 
''Your face is going to be J'retty red 
when I answer that one. An I bet it'll 
make you keep your nose out of other 
people's business from now on." 

I hardly heard him. I was waiting 
for my answer. He went on, his tone 
perfectly easy and light, "There's been 
a relaxation of Government srecifi ~ 
cations. Now are you satisfied?' 

He was right, I blushed. I felt as 
foolish as every woman feels when 
she has been suspicious of her man 
and found an innocent explanation of 
her doubts. And I should have felt a 
wonderful relief. I would have, if he'd 
just left it that way. 

"And about time, too," he said with 
sudden vehemence. "Those specifica
tions are fantastic, and the inspectors 
just try to be finicky. The Govern
ment likes nothing better than to wind 
us up in so much red tape that we 
can never get anything done, and then 
penalize us for being behind schedUle. 
If they'd just keep those Boy Scouts 
out of our operations we'd be able to 
produce twice as much." 

I said hesitantly, "But they're neces· 
sary, aren't they? I mean, they can't 
take chances on things like munitions, 
can they?" 

HE whirled on me furiously. ''Look. 
Which would you rather have--a 

secretary that could type one letter a 
day perfectly, or one who could type 
fifty and get most of them right?" 

I wanted to scream out, ·"But typing 
letters isn't making buUets! One mis· 
spellin~ in a letter doesn't kill a human 
being!' 

But I didn't dare. His strange dis
proportionate fury made it impOSSiblE' 
for me to talk to bim. I felt as if I 
were with a stranger, a man with 
dark, alien secrets that shut him off 
from me. I was afraid. I wasn't afraid 
of him. But I was afraid of the truth 
that lay behind his angry words. 

The next morning I went to work 
reluctantly. Always before, no mattel 
how tired I had been the night before, 
I went to work eager to start another 
shift. But today I was going to do 
something that violated all the un
written rules of our plant. 

I had been as chilling and ncm-com~ 
mittal as anyone else to the Gov
ernment inspectors. It is a constant 
annoyance to feel that someone ill 
watching everything you do. But today 
the first thing I did was to call one into 
the cubicle where I kept my records. 

I asked him calmly for a copy of his 
Continued 011 page 68 
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latest specifications. "Latest?" He gave 
me a curious look lUI he took the mimeo
graphed sheet from his pocket. "It's 
the one we've been working by aU 
year." 

I looked at the date. He was right, 
it was nearly a year old. 

I said faintly, "I was wondering if 
they might not ease them up a bit-" 

"Not a chance," he said positively. 
"Safety's saiety and you can't change 
that by writing things down on paper." 
I could see how he welcomed the 
chance to express himself. "Safety's 
got to be built into munitions and 
we're here to see it is-" 

I waved away his lecture. "That's 
all. I sec." I tried to smile at him. 

But I knew what I had to do. 
Knowing it all day, looking ahead 

and planning, didn't make it any 
easier. I never had done anything so 
physically difficult as lifting each toot, 
one after another, up the steps of the 
building in the city that housed the 
FBI. Stating my errand to the girl at 
the desk was like speaking out of a 
throat packcd with dry sawdust. If she 
had delayed me, placed any obstacles 
in my way, I would have run Irom the 
place. But when I told my business, 
the doors began to open, leading 
straight to the chief. 

H E made it as easy for me as pos
sible, though he could have had no 

idea what I was doing to my own life. 
He seemed to understand how hard it 
was for me to place those two care
fully labeled shells on his desk. ''This 
came out oC the box addressed lor 
shipping, with the stamp of approval 
on it," I told him, pointmg to the de
fective one. "And this I saw repacked 
into a box labeled with a rejected lot 
number. Those 'rejected' lots have 
been sent through Cor re-inspection." 

The chief picked up the shells and 
gave me a grave look. "I 'll send them 
to Washington tonight for examina
tion by the experts." he said. "Now 
we'll draft an affidavit for you to swear 
out to send along with it." 

When that ordeal was over I sighed 
deeply. "Now am I through?" I asked 

him. "Can I 6o-away?" 
H e shook hiS head. "If you're going 

to help us, you'll stay right here on 
the job as if nothing had happened. 
And w hen the time comes, we'll be 
counting on you to come through. 

I thought it had been hard before. 
But imagine working through those 
next five days, goin~ out with Paul at 
night, speaking to him and his mother 
as if I were the girl who would marry 
him in June. It was almost a relief, 
after the endless suspense, when the 
call came to go to Paul's office. 

Well, it didn't take long. The ques
tions were asked and answered. I 
looked into the face of the man I had 
promised to marry and 1 said words 
that made him a traitor to his country. 
And then I was free. 

D ID I say free? What tragic irony 
was in that word for mel I who 

had come to Sea Cliff with the dream 
of making friends, of finding love, was 
leaving it with nothing-no one. The 
man who had almost been my husband 
hated me now, as he waited for his 
trial, and none of the people I had met 
with him had ever been more than 
acquaintances. The friendship of the 
Marions I had forfeited long ago. 

But I did go to see Mom that night 
before I left, late though it was. I 
wanted her to know what happened 
at the factory before she read a 
garbled account in the papers. "Tell 
Jim the Government's taken over, so 
he can be sure they'll never get an
other premature from the Fuze As
sembly Department of Northeastern." 
That's all I told her. 1 didn't teU her 
I was going. I didn't dare, for then 
she'd guess how miserable I felt. 

I went to the city, took a room at the 
YWCA, got a job in a small precision 
instrument company working. My 
spare time I filled with music, taking 
a course at the Conservatory. 

It was hard, at first. But after a 
while I began to understand that lone
liness is not all bad. There was some
thing good about this kind , somethinf. 
clean and strong. I had tested mysel , 
I had proved I could serve my country, 
I CJuid face the lile I had hated. And 

G inger Rogers and her husband, Private Jack. 8riggs of the 
Marines, had a wonderful time be fore, oller and on G roucho 
Mant's radio show. Before th e broadcast the y went for a jeep 
ride. Left to right, Fa y McKenzie, Groucho, Ginger, Briggs. 

now 1 didn' t hate it any more. Then 
was something wonderful about the 
kind of pain 1 felt when I remembered 
Jim; though I would never see him 
again 1 could admit to myself at lasl 
that I loved him. 
. It was Spring, and I was hurry. 
mg to get out of the Conserva· 
tory to get a breath of it before dark 
But as I p ut my hand to the heavy 
door I stopped. Through the circle of 
clear glass leU in the black dim-out 
paint, 1 saw a soldier standing on the 
steps. A tall soldier, very straight. 

For a m inute I couldn't open th( 
door. But I laughed at myself, ano 
pulled my muscles into working order, 
"It couldn't be!" I told myself. 

But as the door swung open, he 
whirled and his hand went up to take 
off his cap. I knew then. 

Oh, 1 had known before, too. I 
couldn't mistake the set of the broad 
shoulders, the queer, swift way he had 
of turning, that was like the way no 
one else had ever moved; but when J 
saw the sandy hair sticking up in 8 
war-lock at the crown, 1 had to laugh. 

And then I was laughing and cry· 
ing, blinded by tears, so that I 
sturn bled and would have fallen down 
the great stone steps if he had not 
reached out with one of his qUick, sure 
motions, a nd caught me in hiS arms. 

I stayed there, and we did not even 
talk, for-oh , I don't know how long, 
m'rbe seconds, maybe minutes, till we 
rea ized that other people were around 
us, coming out of the building. And 
even then we did not talk, we jusl 
started walking through the streets, 
not caring where we went. 

It wasn't till later that I learned 
that Jim had been trying to get a 
furlough since his mother had sent 
him my message with the clippings 
from the newspapers. This was the 
first he had had. 

No, later we talked of that. But now 
we sat in the restaurant eatin~ a 

little, looking at the people passmg 
outside and then back into each other's 
eyes, smiling, and then we walked 
some more, before we spoke of any· 
thing important. 

"So r,ou're still keeping up with your 
music,' was all he said to start with 

"Of course," 1 said, "I've got to think 
about my future." I could feel the color 
heating my face and neck as I said it. 

"You don't mean your future in some 
kind of musical organization, do you?~ 

"Why', how did you know? " I tried 
to smile into his eyes, but I W8! 
dazzled at what I saw there, and I 
looked away. 

He said, "Maybe you're too good by 
now for such a small outfit as the 
Musical Marions." 

"Well," I said reasonably, "any or· 
ganization can grow." I tried to laugh, 
but my breath caught on the words. 

' 'That's right," he said softly. "Dc 
you know what I've been thinking 
Sally, aU the time I've been away! 
I was thinking that another fiddle. 
and maybe one of those wood-wind 
things like an oboe would be good: 

I whispered, "Jim, how long does it 
take a little girl to learn to playa 
harp? " 

But by that time we had to stop try· 
ing to joke about it. We had to talk 
about our plans for getting married. 

I went south with him when his lean 
was over. For a while I worked in aa 
airplane factory near his campi theD 
I had to take a leave of absence. I'll! 
waiting now to go into the hospital 
to have my little harpist. Maybe he'] 
turn out to be a violinist, like his dad. 
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sin confessed still a sin? Confusedly. 
I knew that l owed it to Dave to meet 
him half way, to grant him the for· 
giveness he'd asked for. 

1 wanted to. forgive him. I wanted 
uUf life together to be as it had a l 
ways been. As it had atways beef!! 
Bitte r laughter fluttered in my breast, 
because the idea reminded me of my 
thoughts just before Dave's return. 
That calm, secure happiness-it had 
been a delusion. 

, made myself think about the move
nents 01 my hands and body. Turn 
~n the hot water ... add soap powder 
... scrape the dishes. . take three 

iteps to the ice-box, four to the stove. 
('he clock said seven-thirty when I'd 
inished, and' went through the din
ng room to the front door. Dickie was 
)laying with some other children a 
ittle way up the street; I stepped out 
mto the porch and after a minute he 
:Ianced over and saw me, and came 
.rotting in, in obedience to my gesture. 

"Come in and talk to Daddy awhile, 
I)ickie," I said quietly. "Then it'll be 
ime for bed." 

Why 1 wanted to see them together. 
)ave and Dickie, 1 could not have told. 
t might have been an obscure need 
o find more evidence that nothing had 
hanged and if that was so, I found 
t. For bave's face lit up in a smile 
s Dickie ran in. and in a moment he 
lad Dickie in the chair beside him, 
clJing him an exciting story about the 
lam which I was sure had never hap
,ened. It was exactly like any night 
-elore Dave had gone to River Run. 
f there had been anyone to pass the 
pen doorway and look in at us he 
vould have said to himself, "Here is 
happy family." 

" NO, as we always had, Dave and I 
"'- went together into Dickie's room 
"hen his bed-time came, to say good
light. He lay looking up at us from 
hose eyes that were so like his father's, 
nd he smiled sleepily. 
"You glad to be home, Dad ?" 
"You bet 1 am, old man," Dave an 

wercdl his voice husky. 
Dickie snu~gled deeper into the 

fillow. "That s good," he said. "I'm 
:Iad you're home, too." 

When we'd tiptoed out and closed 
he door, Dave turned to me. "Thanks," 
e said. "Thanks, Laurie, for brin,ing 
im in to me. I knew it meant you d
ou'd forgiven me." 
I looked up, startled. 1 hadn't 

hought things out like that-bring
ng Dickie in, giving them their halI
,our together, had seemed necessary, 
hat was all. But perhaps he was 
ight-perhaps without knowing it 1 
,ad already come to the point of for
~iveness. 

"Forgiven you?" I said. "Why, 1-" 
I got no farther. His arms were 

lTound me, he was seeking my lips. 
There are thinfs your muscles do 

or themselves. 1 your hand touches 
,corching metal it snatches itself away. 
if you begin to fall. your arms fling 
themselves out to protect you, in
rtinctively, automatically. It was that 
way now. At his touch my whole body 
recoiled-not because I willed it so, 
but because there was something in 
my flesh that would not suffer con
taet with him. Every nerve, suddenly, 
was jangling. and before 1 knew it I 
had torn myself away. 

H e dropped his arms. His face went 
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pale under the tan. "I'm sorry," he 
said. "I guess you haven't forgiven me 
after all." Quickly he turned and left 
me, and a moment later I heard the 
front door close. 

1 began to tremble so that I could 
hardly stand, and supporting myself 
against the wall I crept to a chair a~d 
sank into it. 1 was IJVing over agam, 
over and over, the few seconds when 
disgust and repulsion had exploded in 
me like a bomb. 

After a long while I got up and 
went to bed, but I didn't sleep. I lay 
stiff and unrelaxed, waiting for Dave 
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to come home. When at last he did, it 
was so quietly that 1 hardly heard 
him-for he did not come IIlto the 
room. The linen-closet door clicked 
open and shut again, and a few min
utes later there was the faint creak 
of springs from the living room couch. 
Then-as swiftly as a match flame is 
blown cut-I fell asleep. 

The blue, misty light of the autumn 
dawn filled the room when I woke up. 
Beside me the other bed was neat and 
untouched, and 1 looked lit it, think
ing, "That is where Dave should be." 
But 1 knew I could not ask him to 
occupy it. Not now. Not yet. 

I slipped out of bed and put on a 
robe and slippers, went out of the 
room and along the hall as silently as 
a ghost. Dave was asleep on the 
couch-deeply asleep, unmoving, the 
blanket pulled up crookedly around 
his shoulders. I could be glad that the 
couch was long and comfortable, glad 
he'd found some rest. 

While I watched, his eyes opened. 
He saw me, and began to smile-but 
then memory returned, and his face 
da rkened exactly as if a shadow had 
passed over it, a shadow that was 
followed in quick contrast by the sun-

light of hope. ''Laurie?'' he whispered, 
It tortured me to destroy that hope, 

but I had to. I said hastily, "I wanted 
to see you before Dickie got up. 1 
wanted to tell you, Dave- r do for
give you, tl'uly, but I can't-I just 
can't-let you touch me-kiss me. It's 
not that I won't ... 1 can't. Maybe, 
if you'll wait-give me time-I'll try." 

He sank baek. "Of course I'll wait," 
he said heavily. "What else can I do?" 

Nothing, I thought in pity for us 
both. Nothing. 

SO we settled into a way of life 
that wasn't living. On the surface, 

while Dickie was present, we were 
just as we'd always been, but when we 
were alone a pall of silence, thick and 
heavy, settled down upon us. Each 
night Dave slept on the couch, and 
each morning he was up, putting away 
the blankets, before Dickie was awake. 

I beglln to wonder , that first day 
after Dave's return, what she had been 
like. Cheap, of course. She had worn 
flashy clothes, with too much make
up, and she used a c1oyin~ perfume. 
Her voice was loud and shrill, and she 
laughed too much and too often. These 
things about her I knew. But was she 
tall or short, blonde or brunette? What 
did she want from life, what made her 
go with a man she met one night in a 
bar? Had she no dreams except those 
of lust? Oh, how I hated her! 

And because I hated. her, I couldn't 
forget her. She was there in the eve
nings, after Dickie had gone to bed. 
There would be that utter silence in 
the room, while Dave sat in his chair 
with a book and I tried to sew, and 
if I looked up it seemed that I could 
see her standing between us, watch
ing me and laughing. I knew why she 
laughed. It was because she had taken 
from me something that was value
less to her, but the most precious thing 
in life to me-Dave's love. 
. The days passed, grouped themselves 
mto weeks-one, two, three. Not once 
did Dave touch me, not once did he 
reJax his air of grave courtesy. 

One morning I caught sight of my
self, unexpectedly, in the mirror_and 
I stopped, aghast. I was old, old! I was 
twenty-nine, and my eyes were dull 
and my lips slack. The life had gone 
out of me. And that evening I saw that 
the same thing had happened to Dave. 
There was 3 droop in the shoulders 
that had been so erect and proud. 

In a panic, I knew that I was de~ 
stroying us both. This walking death 
couldn't-mustn't_go on. 

We had just fini shed supper, and 
Dickie was outside. I said impulsive
ly, "Dave ... " and the new note in 
my voice brought him to my side. 
Wordlessly, I turned to him, and he 
gathered me into his a rms. 

But it WIIS useless. He felt the quiver 
that passed through me. 

He pushed me away, violently. 
"What do you want me to do?" he 

cried desperately. "I can't tell you 
again I'm sorry-you know I am. J 
can't think of any new way to tell 
you 1 love you. What can I do?" 

"I don't k now," I sobbed. "I don't 
want to be like this, Dave-I want to 
be like we were before, but I can't. 
Whenever you touch me, I- I think of 
you with her, and I-Oh, why did YOt( 
tell me?" . 

There, I had sa id it-said the thing 
I had never even thought, the thing 
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I would not let myself think. 
"I told you because I had to," he 

said tightly. "Because we've loved 
each other ror eight years and in all 
that time there's never been anything 
about me you haven't known. I guess 
I was wrong- but somehow I still can't 
be sorry I told you. Not even," he 
added so low I could hardly hear, "not 
even if this is the finish." 

The finish. Yes, I knew what he 
meant. 

"I'll leave tomorrow mornin,g;," he 
said after a moment, "while Dickie's 
in school. I'd rather not have to pre
tend in front of him any more. You 
can tell him I leIt in a hurry for an
other out-oC-town job-at least until 
we've decided what's the best thing 
to be done. I'll get a room in the city 
and let you know where I am ... " 

HE stopped, as if he'd run out of 
. words, and out of energy to say 

them. Suddenly, I felt that he mustn't 
go-that if he left this house our last 
nOR,e of being haopy a~ain would go. 

'No, Dave- don\t go!' I cr ied. "Stay 
a little while longer. Maybe-maybe 
we can still work this out ... " 

Then. brietl.y, I saw anger rise in 
him. "Stay!" he said with dreadful 
contempt. "You do want to see me 
squirm. don't you?" Almost at once he 
was hopeless again, dead in spirit. 
" r m sorry. I shouldn't have said that. 
But I can't stay. Living here with you, 
wanting things the way they used to 
be, knowing it's my rault they aren't
no, Laurie, I can't take it any more." 

That wa:; our last word. The rest of 
the evening was like all the other eve
nings since he'd come home. Or .. . no, 
not Quite. There was that half-hour be
fore Dickie went to bed which was 
different. Dave had said he didn't want 
to pretend in front of Dickie any more, 
but pel·haps this last night he wanted 
to make that pretense convincing. 
They romped. they laughed. they raced 
through the house until Dickie was a 
breathless bundle ot merriment. 

With a pang of sorrow, I thought
"If this were a motion-picture, I sup
pose we'd stay together because we 
both love Dickie so much," But in real 
life, things didn't work out so con
veniently. All the love in the world 
won't help a child if his parents aren't 
happy together. There was only one 
thing we could do for Dickie now, and 
r made a silent resolve to do it. If 
Dave and I were to live apart, I 
would see that Dickie spent as much 
time as possible with his father-no 
matter how lonely it made me. 

Dickie's play-time came to an end, 
and tonight it marked the end of the 
evening too, because outside Dickie's 
closed door Dave said quietly, "I 'm 
tired-I think I'll go to bed now if you 
don't mind:' And I knew, or thought I 
knew, that this was his way of saying 
he had finished talking. 

I went to bed, but not to sleep. This 
was the way things ended, then. Not 
with a violent quarrel. not in 
anger, but softly, wearily, like a clock 
running down. The tears came. and 
soaked into the oillow. They were 
tears for the loneliness r saw ahead. 
tears for the happiness we'd lost. 

Finally I drifted into an exhausted 
half-sleep, in which I still seemed to 
be talking to Dave. I'!'oing endlessly 
and fruitlessly over the same argu
ments. And then-it was blue dawn 
again. and I woke to the silence that 

comes after the shutting of a door. I 
~ot out of bed and hurried into the liv-
109 room, but before I entered it I 
knew what I would find-blankets 
folded neatly on the couch, the hall 
closet empty of the clothes Dave had 
been keeping there .. . a note propped 
up against a table lamp. 

"Good byes are pretty awful, and I 
couldn't s leep, so I'll just write this 
to you and be on my way as soon as 
it's light. I've been thinking about 
Dickie, and I've decided it would be 
better if I didn't see him again. It's 
hen on a kid, especially one as sensi
tive as him, to have his affections 
yanked back and forth from one par
ent to the other. H we have to separate, 
that's our own business, but we can't 
make Dickie suffer for it, and he would 
if he spent part of his time with you 
and part with m e. We might not mean 
to, but I know that as t ime went on 
we'd each start trying to keep him 
from caring too much for the other 
one-we'd be jealous, and begin fight
in.i our own battle all over again, 
With him as the battle-ground. 

"So I'm turnin~ my share of him 
over to you, Laune. He's still young 
enough so he'll take any explan
ation you decide to give him, and I 
know you will be able to make him 
happy and bring him up to be a man 
we'll both be proud of. You needn't 
worry about money-I want you to 
keep the house, and I'll arrange for 
you to get whatever you need. And if 
you decide you want a divorce, that 
will be okay with me, too. I guess I'll 
always love you, but if we can't make 
a go of it. we can't, and that's that." 

I put the letter back on the table, 
gently, In the fireplace were shredded. 
black ashes that hadn't been there the 
day before, and they told me the story 
of how many times Dave had tried 
to write this, the most difficult letter 
of his life. I could see him. frowningly 
intent, writing a few words, crumplmg 
the paper, trying again. And my heart 
broke w ith sorrow-a new kind of sor
row, a clean kind. 

DAVE must not do this. Giving up 
Dickie was the greatest sacrifice he 

could make, because he adored Dickie, 
Dickie was his life. If he had been a 
libertine, a drunkard, a criminal-even 
then I would not have thought of ask
ing him never to see his son again. 
I began to cry-I, who had thought the 
night before that I was shedding the 
last tear I possessed. But perhaps this 
was a special store of tears, a reservoir 
which couldn't be drawn on for my· 
self. only for someone else. Last night 
I had wept solely [or myself-my own 
unhappiness, my own sense of shame. 
Now I wept for Dave. I hungered for 
Dave's kiss, his arms to hold me. My 
tears-the tears T cried for him-had 
washed away in one healing flood the 
last trace of repulsion I felt for him. 

Level sunlight came in at the 
window. and the clock said seven
thirtv. 1 went to Dickie's room, 

"Time to get up. Dickie:' I said tc 
thc little round face under the tousled 
hair-and because t was so happy, be
cause I had to sav it at once, even 
thou.eh he was still half-asleep and 
probably wouldn't hear. I added 
"Daddy had to ito out on a job lasl 
ni,e:ht. so he won't be hcre for break
fast. but we'll call the office-shall 
we?-and ask them to tell him to l:M 
sure he's home in time for dinnerl' 
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suddenly, just a person I'd once k'nown. 
It hadn't been Carl's kiss that had 
made him go away, I knew now. That 
had been happening for a long time. 

I walked faster. 
I'd once turned to Carl because he'd 

reminded me of Jim. Now he .re
minded me of no one but himself, and 
I could still feel his kiss, still hear him 
say 'you've filled my life.' 

When I turned home again, hours 
later, only one thing was certain: I 
couldn't see Carl again until I knew 
better what was in my heart. It was 
too dangerous. 

A messenger hoy met me at my 
door, with a note. 1t read, simt>ly; 
"Please send the rest of my things 
with this messenger, Avis." That was 
all. 

So the break was final then. As I 
packed the rest of the lovely dresses, 
the filmy lingerie, I knew how much 
I'd counted on her coming back. She'd 
come in, gay and light-hearted as ever, 
and say, "I'm sorry. It was all a silly 
mistake. Let's llick up where we left 
off and fOI'get It.'' Now she was gone 
for good, and I felt deserted. 

THE next day I confronted Alec 
Holden in his private office. I'd 

waited until his patients were gone 
and his nurse out of earshot. 

"It's none of my business," I 
blurted, "but I think I have a right 
to know. Are you in love with Avis?" 

"Why, Connie." He gave a light, 
amused laugh that infuriated me. "I'm 
flattered at your interest. I thought 
you didn't like me any more." 

"It's Avis I'm interested in. Look. 
Alec-if you really love her, then I'll 
admit I'm wrong and apologize from 
the bottom of my heart. But I've an 
idea you're just playing and I've come 
to beg you to consider what you're 
playing with. You know she's crazy 
about you. She's willing: to give up 
Jack for 'you. And I can't bear to see 
her hurt." 

"Your concern for Avis does you 
credit. my dear." His eyes were mock
ing. "I didn't know you were such good 
friends. In fact, from what she said, 
I'd gathered there had been a quar
rel-" 

The blood heated my checks. So 
she'd told him we quarrelled because 
I was jealous! "Let's get this straight," 
I said furiously. "I think you're cheap 
and conceited and a chaser. But it was 
through me you met Avis and on ac
count of me 'you saw her again. I leel 
resoonsible-" 

He pushed back his chair and stood 
up. He was really angrv. "And 1 feel 
you're making a meddling fool of 
yourself! What Avis and I do or feel 
is our affair, not yours. If she didn't 
make that clear to 'you last night, then 
I will now. Have I?" 

I made myself stand perfectly still 
when 1 longed to strike out at that 
superior, self-assured face. "Yes, you 
have," I said quietly. "But please re
member that if you hurt her, I 'll 
make you regret it." 

As I closed the door, tears of morti
fication stung my eyes. I'd made a 
mess of it. I'd come, out of some mis
guided attemnt to help Avis. Instead. 
I'd done it all wrong. I'd made a fool 
of myself and an enemy of Alec 
Holden. 

I hurried down the hall to Dr. 
Rudd's office. I was going to give up 

1~~~~~ 
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my job. 1 couldn't stay here any longer. 
The old doctor looked tired and har

assed. He was the senior physician in 
the suite of offices and, although all 
the doctors paid my salary, it was Dr. 
Rudd who had hired me five years 
ago. He had always seemed morc 
counsellOl' and friend than boss. 

"Leave?" He passed a hand wearily 
over his eyes. "I've ~ot no right to 
try to change your mmd, but we do 
need you desl?cratcly. We're all over
worked as it IS. and you'd be devilish
ly hard to replace. You've ~ot tact and 
sympathy and-is it a question of more 
money, Connie?" 

N0, Dr. Rudd. Not that I COUldn't 
use it but-well, I'm not very 

happy these days and I thought a 
change of job might pick me up and 
sort of straighten things out for me." 

"You young wives left alone. I 
know." And he looked at me with 
such wise understanding that I won
dered just how much of the truth he 
did know. "When a person's lonely like 
you arc now, he's like a patient with 
no resistance to disease. All sorts of 
things hit you--emotions, peo~le, new 
exoerient:es. I wonder if you ve kept 
yourself busy enough?" 

"Why yes." I said, half defensively. 
"I've this job and my apartment and 
the usa and-and-" 

"You've kept your time occupied 
pretty well. But what about your 
spirit? Sometimes people rush around 
doing things just to fill up the empti
ness in themselves instead of figuring 
out they've got to give, not get, to be 
happy. It's always seemed to me one 
of the troubles with the world is that 
everybody is so all-fired concerned 

with his own grievances, his spirit j ust 
up and died on him ... There, I didn't 
mean to get wound up and give a lec
ture." And he grinned heartwarming
Iy, as if at himself. "Speaking of doing 
things, I 've been mean ins: to ask you 
if you'd take a nurse's aIde course at 
the hospital. We're terribly short of 
nurses

j 
and you'd be really valuable." 

" 1- don't think so, Dr. Rudd. I 
mean, I 'm pretty busy-" I faltered 
guiltily. Was I one of the people who 
did things just to fill up the empty 
spaces? "I'll think it over," r hurried 
on, "and meantime, since you're so 
rushed at the office, I'll postl?one leav
ing for a while, at least unlll you can 
get somebody else." 

"Good! You won't be sorry." 
But I was. As I went home, I re

proached myself angrily for my prom
ise to stay on. It was all very weB for 
Dr. Rudd to talk of things of the 
spirit. He wasn't a girl, alone, confused, 
and feeling-what did I feel? 

All I knew was that I thought of 
Carl Haggard. I longed to be with 
him, and the fear he might soon be 
transferred-and out of my life
made that longing almost unendur
able. 

And Jim remained silent. The news
papers were full of the fighting in his 
war-theater, and the old fears were 
gnawing at me all the time, even when 
I thought of Carl. I avoided seeing 
Mom as much as possible. In our efTort 
to avoid talking of our mutual anx
iety, we only made the other more 
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nervous, more worried. 
One night I was feeling especiall} 

dispirited, when Cissie came. She 
seemed subdued and I sensed, in the 
lackadaisical way she answered my 
questions, that she had something on 
her mind. 

WHY haven't you been over lately?" 
she said finally, "Mom's quite hurt 

about it." 
"Because I thought with all of us 

so anxious about Jim, my coming 
would just make it worse, You know 
how it would be: we'd sit there and 
try to make conversation, all the time 
knowing what the other was really 
thinking about-and yet not able to 
talk about that, either ... But I don't 
like her being hurt. I'll call her up," 

Her answer was almost too casual. 
"It wouldn't have anything to do with 
Carl Haggard? Would it?" 

"With Carl?" I felt a stab of pre· 
monition. "What do you mean?" 

"We-ell-I saw Dr. Holden on the 
street today and he invited me to 
have a soda and he asked me a lot of 
questions about you and Carl. The 
way he asked them, I got to thinking 
how Carl seemed to like all of us bul 
he liked you the best. And a boy from 
camp told me he was in town one Sun
day not long ago but he didn't call ill 
up. And I just wondered if maybe he'd 
fallen in love with you and you wen! 
sort of embarrassed-or something," 
Then for the first time she looked di· 
rectly at me, with the candid, de· 
manding eyes of youth. "Has he?" 

I felt myself blushing furiously, un· 
controllably. I tried to say "Of couru 
noll" and pass it off. But under thaI 
clear searching gaze, I couldn't. Thr 



Demory of that Sunday was still too 
:lose. 1 could only look back at her 
~elp lessly , feeling everything re
lected in my face. 

"1 see." She got up and her young 
lIIouth twisted bttterly. " It looks as if 
1<IU liked his being in love with you, 
too! When I think," she cried accus
ngly, "of the w ay you two preached 

10 Teddy and me about serving our 
rountry and being noble by not getting 
mar ried yet, and all the time you 
were carrying 011 behind our backs
You ought to be ashamed! With Jim 
out there, maybe wounded OT dead- " 

"Cissie! It isn't that way at all. 
Listen to me-" But what could I say 
to make her understand? 

I TRIED to stop her headlong rush to 
the door, but she was too quick. "I 'm 

not going to tell Mom, if that 's what 
you 're worried about," she nung back. 

Alec had planted his malicious seeds 
of gossip all too well. Alter all my 
struggle to play fair with everybody, 
all the battle I'd fought against long
ing for Carl, to be accused of 'carry
ing on' behind their backs-it was too 
much! Why struggle any longer? Why 
not, like Avis, take life as it came and 
let the chips fall where they would? 

Bef.)re 1 went to bed that night, I 
wrote a long letter to Carl. I told him 

wanted to see him Saturday if he 
'QuId come. 

Even when 1 saw him, I tried to be 
lonest. "Don't misunderstand," I told 
lim gently. "I still don't know- about 
~ou and me. I'm still all mixed up. But 
!oes that have to keep us from seeing 
'ach other? Can' t we ~o on being 
fiends as we used to be ?' 
I felt the granite-like hardness in 

h im that I'd come up against once 
before. "You mean I'm to be on pro
bation, is that it? I can go on seeing 
you but I can't make love to you till 
you make up your mind?" 

"Oh, don't," I cried. "It's not that 
black-and-white, You want me to say 
'Yes' or 'No' right off, and 1 can't. But 
1 seem to have lost all my friends lately 
and- I need you, Carl. I hoped our 
friendship meant enough to you so 
that you'd be willing to--to have it 
this way." 

"All right," he said at last. "Half a 
loaf's better than none when a guy's 
starving. And that's what I've been 
doing-for you, Connie." . 

So we had our half a loaf. It was 
a dangerous game, I knew , but by 
now I was reckless of danger. I gave 
up my job at the USO so that Sat
urday evenings would be free, and 
every minute Carl could manage to get 
away we spent together. We danced. 
We talked, We laughed. Over it aU 
hung the thought he might be trans
ferred any day, and that quickened 
each hour together into a new aware
ness of each other. 

I put him off when he tried to talk 
seriously of the future. And I evaded 
aU but the most fleeting caresses, 
Sometimes he was angrr or hurt but 
1 could always talk him out of it. 
And for myself, I no longer tried to 
think. I was beyond that now, taking 
each day as it came. 

Until the one that 1 won't ever for
get, as long as 1 live. 

I'd come hurrying home, late from 
work, to dress for a date with Carl. 
When 1 unlocked the door, my rush 
was checked as if by invisible wires. 

Avis Brooks was sitting on the couch. 
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She tried to smile, and it was like 
a pale imitation of her old one. "I st ill 
had my key so--I just walked in. Do 
you mind?" 

"I 'm so glad," I said sincerely. "1-
I've wanted to see you." 

"I know. I've been a fool and 1 
came to tell you so." She shifted so 
that the light fell on her face , and I 
was shocked at the change in it. The 
white skin that had been so lustrous 
was drawn tightly, and there were 
dark smudges under her eyes. And in 
them was an expression I'd seen some
times in patients-hysteria, tightly 
held in check. "I was afraid you'd 
never speak to me again, after the way 
I acted, but--oh, Connie, I need your 
forgiveness now. I'm in tl'ouble- " 

She put out her hand in a groping 
gesture, and I hurried to her. "Don't 
talk about forgiveness. AU that's over 
with now," 1 consoled. "Tell me what 
the trouble is." 

YOUR'E being wonderful, Con ... 
1 don't deser ve it. Maybe you won't 

feel this way when you know. It's
Alec." 

"What about Alec?" I asked sharply. 
"1- 1 think he's trying to get out of 

marrying me. 1 mean, he knows I've 
asked Jack for a divorce on account of 
him and now- well, he won't commit 
himself to anything definite. He acts-" 
Avis' lips quivered-"as if he didn't 
love me any more." 

Mentally, I killed Alec Holden sev
eral times over. There was no satisfac
tion in the fact he'd behaved as I 
thought he would. "Forget Alec, 
honey. He's not wOl,th shedding a 
single tear over. You don't reaUy love 
him, and if you and J ack- " 
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Something in her bleak eyes stopped 
me. "It's not th a t s imple," she said 
slowly. "You see-I'm gOing to have 
a baby." 

The blood seemed to drain from my 
body, leaving me icy cold. 1 stared at 
~er, the words sounding over and over 
In the silence. Avis turned from me 
and beat her clenched fists against her 
knee, in mute, despairing protest more 
eloquent than any words. "Oh God," 
she moaned. "Oh God." 

"Does he know?" 
She nodded. "You see, he couldn't 

marry me now anyway_I'm only hall 
divorced. But that's not the worst of 
it. I don't think he wants to marry 
me---ever. He's promised to look after 
me till the baby's born-I could go 
away somewhere-but then-Oh, Con
nie, I 've tried to talk to him a thou
sand times about our future. He just 
dodges. You've got to help me!" 

"Anything. Avis. But what can I 
do?" 

"Help me make him realize. If 
someone like you knows, then he'll 
have to listen, he'll see he can't just 
drop me-" There was a rising note 
of hysteria in her voice now, and her 
eyes were overbright. "I told him 
to come here for me tonight. When 
he comes, you've got to talk to him
there's no one else I can turn to and 
I'm desperate .... Sometimes I think 
I- I could kill myself!" 

I CHAFED her cold hands, thinking 
frantically. "Of course 1 wil!." But 

what could I say? What could 1 do? 
Alec Holden hated me and I was the 
last person he'd listen to-if he could 
be made to listen to anybody. 

The doorbell rang, and Avis started 
violently. 

"It 's probably Carl," I said. 
"Don't let him in! I can' t see any

body now-can't you tell him to come 
back later?" 

"Hush, dear. I'll fix it." 
I slipped out into the hall and 

closed the door after me. "What's the 
matter-" Carl began. 

"It's Avis Brooks," 1 whispered. 
"She's in terrible trouble and I've got 
to help her. Could you go and wait 
for me somew hel'e-just for a little 
while?" 1 p ut my hand on his arm. 
"I wouldn't ask you, Carl, but it's 
really important. ." 

"I can wait in th e drugstore on the 
corner," he said slowly. "But-are 
you sure I can't do anything?" 

"I'm afraid nobody can ... I'll come 
as soon as possible." 

I went back to Avis and as we 
waited for A lec, I tried to quiet her. 

When Alec came, he lacked his 
usual self-assurance. He looked sus
picious and uneasy, but he tried to 
pass it off. "Well,. this is like old 
times," he said with an attempt at 
lightness. ' 'I'm glad you (tirls have 
made up. Ready to go, AVIS?" 

"Not just yet ." She was trying "" 
hard to steady th e tremor in her voice 
and 1 foun d m yself praying 0 , Lord, 
don't let her cry. Let her be poised 
and sure like she used to be. "I 
asked you to m eet me here because 
I want to talk to you-about our fu
ture" 

He looked quickly from her to me 
and back again. "This is hardly the 
time or place for tha t, my dear," he 
said, and I knew he was angry. 

WAR BONDS 
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"There never is a time or place for 
you, is there?" Avis cried. "Well, 
you're going to listen now and you're 
going to answer me! What about after 
my baby comes-are we going to get 
married or not? I've got to know-" 
The words broke shrilly. 

"Really, Avis! You still are married. 
And I can't see what conceivable in
terest Connie can have in this ridicu
lous sccne--" 

"I'm Avis' friend," I broke in. "I'm 
not going to stand by and see her life 
wrecked. She's given up everything 
for you, and it's only fair to know 
what you intend to do about it!" 

Alec's face was white with rage. 
''This is as nice a little frame-up as 
I've ever seen. But you needn't think 
you're going to high-pressure me into 
anylhing-" 

Avis' scream cut him off. 
It was a paralyzing sound-a scream 

of pain, of terror. of desperation. It 
froze me wh ere I stood and in that 
one second, like in a crazy nightmare, 
I saw her rushing toward the open 
window. Under her frenzied blow, the 
haU·screen gave way. I can still hear 
the sharp clatter of it as it hit the 
street, three stories below, and still see, 
simultaneously. Avis' knee on the sill 
and her wild, distraught face. 

Alec and I moved at the same time. 
She struggled against us savagely 

[or a moment. "Let me alone . . . 
let me do it . I want to die ... " 
And then, suddenlr. she collapsed, an 
inert heap in Alec s arms. 

HE carried her to the couch. Sweat 
glistened on his face and he was 

trembling, but his hands were sure and 
professional as he bent over her. In 
a moment, he straightened. 

"Please get her coat. I'm going to 
take her to the hospitaL" 

She gave a little groan as we 
wrapped her in the coat. "Let me 
come." I said. "When she comes to--" 

"It's better not," he said quietly. "I'll 
call you-later." 

I watched him carry that still un· 
conscious figure down the stairs, and 
it was like seeing people in a dream. 

I found I was so weak I couldn't 
stand. I sank down on the couch. 

It was as if an explosion had rocked 
my world. It swept the foundations 
from under my feet, and I knew sud· 
denly how precarious those founda· 
tions had been. For I knew with aw· 
lui clarity that Avis, in her own 
tragedy, had somehow held the mirror 
up to me: in the exaggerated, distorted 
reflection, I saw the image of my own 
life as it might be, as it could be. 
Unchecked emotions, "living for the 
moment," had driven hel" as far as she 
had come tonight. How far would I 
be driven? 

Suddenly. I wanted Jim. 
The things that had obscured him 

had been shattered. too, leaving only 
him. I reached out to him-and he 
was there. No longer a vague figure 
in the background of memory, but 
alive and real and my own. 

I looked up. Unheard, Carl was 
standing there. I had forgotten him. 

"What on earth-" hc demanded. I 
stared at him dazedly. " I got worried 
waitin,e: for you and started back up 
here .. Just as I was crossing the street, 
I heard a woman scream-and the 
next minute something fell from vour 
window and it looked like somebody 
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was trying to jump. When I got t( 
the downstairs door, Alec Holden cam( 
tearing out carrying Avis. I yelled 
to him but he didn't hear-" 

"Avis," I said quietly, "just tried to 
kill herself." 

I told him the w hole story then, from 
the beginning, and he heard me 
through with shock and anger. 

"Holden ought to be horsewhipped," 
he said grimly. "And I 'd like to be 
the guy who does it. He ought to be 
made to pay-" 

"I think he is paying-some, any· 
way. I saw his face when he realized 
what she was trying to do. 

"You must have gone through 
plenty yourself." He looked at me 
anxiously. "How do you feel , darling? 
Are you all right?" 

"Yes. I haven't been so all right in 
a long time." And then, as gently as 
I could, I told him what I felt. I told 
him there was only Jim , for me. "It's 
as if poor Avis had shown me how 
far away I'd gotten from my real self. 
And so," I finished, "Under the cir· 
cumstances, it would be better if we 
didn't see so much of each other." 

HE stared at me, and for a moment 
I thought he was going to laugh. 

Then he shook his head incredulously. 
"I wouldn't have believed it. Do you 
actually think you can keep me dan
gling around for weeks and then j'ust 
say, 'Run alon,: now, little boy- 've 
changed my mmd?' Do you honestly 
think you can fel away with thatf" 

"But Carl-" felt bewildered. "You 
knew I wasn't sure. It was with that 
unders.tanding-" 

"You knew I was in love with you. 
And you whistled me back, when you 
needed me. Just because you got lone
ly and things went badly for you, you 
let me keep on seeing you, giving me 
hope. By God, you've used me as 
much as Holden did Avis-a filler-in 
for your own unhappiness." 

" I didn't! I told you frankly-" 
Again he cut me off. "Maybe you 

can jerk some people around like a 
doll on a string. But not me. You're 
not going to get away with it." 

I pressed my fingers against my ach· 
ing temples. This was fantastic! Then 
I took a deep breath. " I'm sorry," I 
said quietly, "if you've misunderstood 
and if I've hurt you. But let's not 
quarrel now. You'll be leaving Camp 
Jackson soon and we probably won' t 
see each other again for a long. long 
time. Can't we part with fine mem · 
ories of each other instead of bitter
ness? I can't bear (or you to re· 
member me with-with hate." 

This time he did laugh-shortly, bit· 
terly. "That's what 1 was gomg to 
tell you tonight. I'm not leaving Jack· 
son. I'm stay ing on indefinitely to 
help with new troops-I got the orders 
today. Oh, no, Connie, you're not rid 
of me as easily as that. I want you
and I'm gOing to have you." 

And for the first time I sensed an 
implacable will beneath that quiet 
strength, a granite hardness in that 
determination. For the first time I felt 
afraid of Carl H aggard. 

Connie, sick with despaiT, Tealizea 
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the thTiIlinfl final Instalment of "Sol
dieT's Wife In the December issue 0, 
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PAUL LAVALLE 

Two yell rs ago, Arturo Toscanini was in 
dire need of a capable saxophonist who 

could play a difficult solo passage. The 
maestro, whose memory is legend, had 
heard such a saxist a few weeks previously 
on II radio program, so he sent out a call 
for Paul Lavalle-then a studio musician. 
Lavalle, slight of stature, with dark curly 
hair and a friendly smile, played with 
such ease and skill that the bravos still 
lingered after he had hurriedly left the 
studio to play on another program which 
feat ured hot jazz! A year later, Toscanin! 
again sent for him to do a repeat perform. 
anCt'. 

Paul Lavalle didn't want tl> be a musi
cian. His nmbit ions were directed toward 
the field of law. But surrounded by a 
musical family, it seemed predestined that 
he should faU in step. 

Born in Beacon, New York, on Septem. 
ber G, 1910, Paul became acquainted with 
music through his older brother, who had 
his own band. He was only e leven at the 
time. At thirteen. Paul organized his own 
eight·piece band for school functions and 
small parties. At this time, he still had 
the fever for law and enrolled for a course 
at Col~bia University. While there, he 
tried for a scholarship which was being 
alTered by the noted Juilliard School or 
Music. He won the scholarship', which 
changed his entire future . Then followed 
jobs in Havana, which gllve him the oppor
tunity to study Cuban music, which re
sulted in his composition, "Symphonic 
Rhumba." Then he played with many 
noted orchestras. He devoted his spare 
time to studying composition, conducting 
and arranging. A few yeal"$ la ter. confi_ 
dent of hill ability, Lavalle approoched Dr. 
Frank Black, conductor of the NBC Sym
phony Ort:hestra, and asked to be allowed 
to conduct h is own program. Black agreed 
and Lavalle was an immediate success. 

Since tha t time Paul Lavalle's contribu_ 
tions to modern music have been many. 
For exnmple, his Chamber Music Society 
of Lower 15nsin Street, heard Sundays 
over the Blue Network, has nine wood
winds, with Paul himself playing the clari_ 
net. Then he has h is own concerts on Sat
urday, Fantasy in Melody, over the Blue 
Network. He also manages to put in some 
time at II local war plant. 

When Dinah Shore, the popular radio 
songstre$$, made her debut on her own 
commereial series, she chose Paul Lavalle 
and hill woodwind unit for her back
ground. When she left for Hollywood, 
she asked that he come along. However, 
other program commitments made the trip 
impoS!lible for Paul. When Dinah re
turns to New York, it's understood that 
he will again resume as her musical 
director. 

Suf.f Of YOUR 
ARe rOIl ~ ? 
PReseNT OeODORANT 

TeST IT! pUT IT 
UNoeR THIS ARM ... 

• See how effcctivel~' FF\.ESH 
stops pcrspiration-prcvents 
odor. See how gentle it is. Ncvcr 
gritty, greasy or slit·ky. Spreads 
sOIoothlr- \'lInishes (Iuiekly, 
Won't rot even delicate fabrics! 

Make your OItm lui! If you 
don't agrl'C that FF\.ESH is the 
best underarm crea'" you'\'e 
ever used. your dealer will 
gladly refund full pricc. 
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WATERME LON FOR CURISTMAS 

There is a method of preservmg a 
whole watermelon- I've been told it 
really works-which I am going to try 
this fall. You simply put paraffin on 
the stem and wax the whole melon ... 
and you can have watermelon at Christ
mas-time!-Nancy Craig, The Woman 
of Tomorrow"Bluc Network. 

TO TEST YOUR MAGIC 

When you're laundering curtains, 
don't iron the run for the rod. You 
will find it easier to insert the rod and 
make the curtains hang straight.
Isabel Manning Hewson's Morning 
Market Basket. Blue Network. 

TEACIlI NG CIH LD It EN TOLERANCE 

To pre"ent development of prejudice, 
I know a mother who makes a habit of 
taking her two children into the various 
foreign quarters of New York City. 
They hear different languages, eat dif
ferent food, talk to the waiter and gain 
a little feeling for another people. In 
our own home we follow the custom of 
inviting people of different races and 
creeds to visit us. The children then 
have the opportunity for a positive and 

pleasant association with people they 
might otherwise fear and distrust. In
stead of lecturing them on tolerance 
we try to give them the opportunity to 
express it.- Dr. Ernest G. Osborne, 
Teachers College. 

}'OR REVENGE IN T ilE SPRING 

I finally stopped the rabbits from 
invading my garden- and eating up 
rows of beans, peas and cabbage-by 
treating the pilferers to a dose of 
Epsom Salts. I made a solution of a 
half a cupful to a gallon of water, and 
sprinkled that on the plants.-Chuck 
Worcester. Garden Gate Program, CBS. 

WHAT WILL TIlEY T IlINK VI' NEXT? 

Scrambling an eg~ without removing 
it from the shell IS an achievement 
recently ratented. A needle with two 
Rat meta springs is inserted through 
the shell, the springs spread, and ro
tation does the scrambling.-Adven
tures In Science, CBS. 

WIIIPP ING UNWHIPPA IJLE CREAM 

Sprinkle one teaspoon gelatine over 
4 teaspoonfuls of cold water and let 
stand for a few minutes. Use one cup 

of light cream. Take 3 tablespoons out 
to scald, . , add to the gelatine and 
stir until dissolved. Add the remaindcr 
of t he cup of cream, m ix well and 
chill in the rerri~erator for 2J.h hours 
or longer. If poSSible, chill in the bowl 
to be used for whipping. Beat with 
rotary egg beater for 4 or 5 minutes.
Mystery Chef, Blue Network. 

WOltTli KNOW ING 

A little lemon jUice squeezed over 
avocados after they are once cut, will 
prevent their turning dark.-Isabel 
Manning .Hewson, The Blue Network. 

SAVE T Um 

Instead of cutting bakin~ power bis
cuits in rounds, cut them In squares
new shape and saves time in handling 
the dough.-The Morning Market Bas
ket, The Blue Network. 

unEAKING 'EIn IN 

Ii you're fryi ng out new shoes at 
home to make sure they're comfort
able, slip a pair of men's socks over 
them. T his way, you can walk about 
in them.-The Morning Market Basket, 
The Blue Network. 

New ' l3""",e1I(,' tmuJMI 
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to match your skill - rnake it look fiue-textured 
and smooth. Then the sweetest suspicion of wild 
rose to brighten your coloring- play up the 
sparkle of your eyes and the scarlet of your lips! 

"The rosy-beige sortnc~s ofl'0l1d'8 Dresmflower ' Il runelle' 
is jus t right for my complexion," says MRS. VICTOR 
PU 1'0', III, beauriful meenber of WilminJ:lon'. leading 
faen,ly, "[I Mends in poerfecily, never looh J'O"'dery
and S"Cti jusl the SIIIooth, fresh look that I wanl." 
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{eep pulling it back. Once he thought 
ref hand was about to move to meet 
'lis; but it didn't, it stayed still in 
Iter lap. "If she would only speak," 
ne thought. 

"You're young," Mr. Blackburn was 
saying, "and you have God-given 
voices, both of you. No telling what 
may lie ahead for you-if you'll only 
be sensible and not throw everything 
('''~rboard because of this - tltis
IIIf(ltUlltion!" 

Walter stepped back from the car. 
"'Goodnight Nadine," he said. "Good
night sir ... " 

He hesitated. "You may count upon 
lie doing whatever you and Nadine 
wish. I'd like to straighten you out 
1)11 one score, however. The feeling I 
have for Nadine is not infatuation. 
It's much better and finer than that, 
sir. It's love, true and deep ... " 

Walter 's steps sounded on the flagged 
walk. He disappeared through the 
lighted doorway. Mr. Blackburn 
stepped on the starter. The ennine 
tllrobbed. "Tell you what. Nadine,' he 
said t "I'll talk to your mother about 
gettmg you a car of your own for 
Christmas-tell her I'm in favor of 
it ... That's what you want, isn't it?" 

Nadine strangled back a sob. 

ONE o'clock that night when Walter 
Jet himself into his house the tele

phone was ringing. He sprang to an-
5wer it before his aunt and uncle, asleep 
upstairs, awoke. Hope welled quickly 
in his heart. But his mind, remember
ing the hurt he had known earlier that 
evening when Nadine had remained 

To Dream with Courage 
Continued from page 35 

silent urged him to caution. 
Nadine's voice came over the wire. 

"Walter . . . I had to call you ... I 
love you . . . I always will, Walter. 
Come past church after Young Peo
ple's meeting tomorrow," she whis
pered. "I have to go now, Walter 
Someone might hear me ... " 
,He was driving through the streets 

of Dundee the next day waiting until 
Young People's meeting would be out 
when he met the Blackburns. They 
honked at him to clear the center of 
the road where he was ambling along 
at a low speed. However\ abreast of 
him, recognizing him, tney smiled 
pleasantly and called " Hello Walter ... " 

He felt guilty because he was about 
to meet Nadine without their consent. 

When he reached the church he saw 
a boy he and Nadine knew. "I want 
you to do something for me," he told 
him. "I want you to drive Nadine 
out to that real-estate development 
outside the town. I'll be waiting there." 
He was apprehensive now about wait
ing at the church lest the Blackburns 
come by and see him. 

Half an hour later when Nadine 
pulled up in that boy's car and, thank-
109 him over her shoulder and fl.ew to 
Walter, he thought his heart must burst 
with joy and pride. 

"1 promised Dad nothing," she be
gan at once. "He did frighten me into 
a kind of numbness temporarily though 
-and you misunderstood-I know ... " 

She clung to him. "Never leave me 
again ... " She rested her head on 
hIS shoulder. 

"You'll never be sorry," he prom -

ised. He sounded as completely solid 
as her father first had said he was. 

They planned to telephone their 
families from Logan, Iowa, the near
est county seat where a license could 
be secured. But, increasingly alarmed 
that they might be overtaken before 
they established legal right to each 
other, they stopped at an intermediate 
town to call theIr homes. "We just got 
married," they lied, one after the other. 

"I'll have it annulled," Mr. Black
burn stormed. 

Walter's uncle was more philo
sophical. "If it must be it must be." 

IN their hearts, Nadine and Walter 
were married then. The ceremony

when the venerable justice of the peace 
opened his parlor for business and 
marshaled in his wife and four children 
for witnesses, when they lied about 
their ages, when Walter slipped the 
white gold wedding ring he had 
bought, with the few dollars he had 
left after buying gas for the trip home 
-was for them a mere formality. They 
needed no ritual to unite them. 

Family pride on the part of Walter's 
uncle proved their salvation. He told 
them not to worry about their mar
riage being annulled, that Mr. Black
burn would achieve this only over his 
dead body. And he gave Walter a job 
in his sign shop. "I can't pay you 
much," he said, "but added to what 
you can earn wi},h your trumpet you 
can manage ... 

They managed beautifully. It didn't 
matter they had to count pennies, more 
carefuUy than ever after John Walter 

I WIIS petrified I 
From (leross the room his eyes flashed a dore I could not accept! My heart re
sponded ! But I ron away. He must not see ' hot dandruff kept.me from being 
lovable. 1II0t was two months ago, before a beauty operator advised me to use 
fitch's Dondruff Remover Shampoo each week. I discovered that beauty oper
otors depend on the Filch guorontee to remove dandruff with the first opplico-

lion. They know that fitch Shampoo reconditions dry, oily ond normol hair, because it 
penetrates and cleanses the tiny hair openings. If you're worried obout dull lifeless hair, 
and humiliated by dandruff, osk for 0 bottle of fitch Shampoo at your favorite tailel 
goods counter, as I did. And I hope you have 0$ good luck as 1 did- we're be'ng 
married neid month. 

:Jiid.!) 
DANDRUFF 
REMOVER 
SHAMPOO 

GOODBYE DANDRUFF 
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See these 
nice, soft 
hands? 

Fi$lztin$ tlze HWr 
in the Idtclzen 

sink.! 

Using BIDS 
before and after 
work protects 
my hands 
against grime 
and chapping. 
A Boney 
of a lotion! 

U"d. S~m ,,~~JJ ml> •• ''''>In#lO worJ.i_,. 
APPl" u. S. Employme.ol S"~ju. 
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PHOJO BlLOW shows ('eJulls oJ USI. Hand 
at left did nQI use Hinds before dipping 
inco dirty oil. Grime still dings to it, even 
after $OOpy-watcr washi ng. Hand at right 

used Hinds before dipping info same 
oil. But see how clean it washes up. 
Whiter-looking! 

.HORE wORK_ smooth on Hinds 
hand lotion to help prott'Ct your hands 
against drying effects of rough work, 
soapy water, and ground-in grime. 

AfTER WORK_and every wash·up
use Hinds again. Even one applica. 
tion makes hands feel more comfort
able, look smoother. Actually benefits 
skin abused by work or weather. 

AT A'lL TOILIT . GOOD S CO YNUU 

Hituls H",.. Crum;. iIKJ-quid 
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at nome 
and in 
factory! 

Junior arrived. J oy, trouble, weari_ 
ness-whatever happened to them
brought them closer. 

It took the depression to uproot them. 
"I' ll have to let you go," Walter's uncle 
told him. Instead of new signs going 
up old signs were coming down. The 
flour mills, however ~ continued to pros
per. And Mr. ana Mrs. Blackburn, 
convinced by John Walter Junior 
among other things, that Walter and 
Nadine had known what they were 
about when they had defied them, 
urged Walter 10 bring his family to 
thei r big house on the hill and go to 
work in the mills. 

When Nadine and Walter had been 
with the Blackburns several months 
Walter found Nadine giggling: in their 
room. "Just heard Dad boasting to our 
dinner gucsts about you," she said. 
"He's forgotten he ever tried to sepa
rate us, ever threatened to have our 
blessed state of matrimony annulled." 

Hc took her within his arms and her 
arms flcw around his neck. 

" You'vc never been sorry?" 
"I've never been sorry ... What's 

more I never expect to be--even when 
you ~o to New York and I stay behind. 
That s not going to be fun at all. But 
we'vc got to do it. You must have 
your chance to sing-and be heard by 
the right people so ... " 

"The baby who's on the way will 
postpone that expedition for a year 
or two," he told her. 

She wiggled out of his arms and 
looked at him squarely. "Nothing is 
¥oing to postpone that expedition," she 
Insisted. "If only it didn't cost so much 
to travcl!" 

"When the time comes." he said, "I 
know a wa/i I can get to New York 
free. A fe low down at the freight 
yards has been telling me how I can 
travel as a chaperon to steers ... " 

"In cattle cars!" Her voice rose 
in horror. 

"What difference," he asked, "as long 
as I gel thcre?" 

I ATE on a December night about a 
.. year later, Walter went away. Na

dine drove him down to the freight 
yards. 

Whether or not their families ap
proved of their enterprise, they didn't 
know. They suspected there were 
reservations. Everyone, however, had 
been too stunned by the last minutc 
announcement to demur. 

"Goodbyc," Walter told Nadine. "I'll 
be seeing you-in New York." 

The stars were bright in the winter 
sky. The cattie cars were dark sil
houettes on the siding. 

Not once did he turn around. They 
had planned it all before. His only 
luggage was a brief case of music. 
The one hundred dollars he had to 
keep him until he could make his voice 
heard in the great city, he carried for 
safe keeping in his shoe. 

Nine months Nadine worked and 
waited for Walter to send for her and 
the children. But when it was over 
it wasn't too long. For always she 
had her dreams of the days ahead ... 
when she would sit in a red velvet 
chair in thc Metropolitan Opera House 
listening to Walter sing ... when they 
would settle comfortably in a big house 
in the country and Walter would com
mute to the city to star on his radio 
show, Calling America, heard over 
CBS, Sunday even ings at 8:30 P.M. 
EWT. .. when there would be an* 
other baby and, if it were a girl, they 
would call her Nancy ... 

And like all good dreams dreamed 
w ith courage, her dreams came true. 



I Take Thee 
Continued from page 25 

before he asked her to marry him. She 
told me she did." 

"She's forgotten all about Tommy 
Lester?" 

"I'm sure she has," I said. "1 don't 
think they even write to each other 
any morc." 

Dad stirred his coffee thoughtfully. 
''1 ~xpeCt you're right," he said finally 
almost In relief. "I just thought I'd 
mention it." 

I looked at him with loving pity. 
POOl' Dad!_ne felt that he should 
take morc interest in his daughters' 
lives, but they weren't real to him. 
Nothing was real to him except mem
ory, the past. 

We went upstairs arm in arm, and 
at the door to my room he kissed me 
gooomgnt. 

The hours raced by, swallowing up 
Sunday, Sunday night, Monday morn
ing. At noon Monday the telephone 
rang, and when I answered it I heard 
Jim chuckle with relief. 

"I'm glad it's you," he said. "I need 
your advice. I want to get Diana a
well, a sort of combined birthday and 
wedding present. Any suggestions as 
to what she'd like? " 

"Wh:y-I don't know," I said. ''Let 
me thmk a minute." 

"Something really nice-suitable to 
the occasion." He laughecl. 

I T came to me then-the one thing 
that Diana would like more than 

anything else. "A ring," 1 said, "a dia
mond ring, Jim. That wouldn't be too 
eJC£C:nsive, would it?" 

'It·s perfect," he agreed enthusias
tically. "I was a fool not to think of it 
myself- but this is the first time I've 
ever been engaged, lady! Just one more 
favor- would you help me pick one 
out? I could get away for about an 
hour this afternoon and meet you in 
town." 

"Of course," I said, although I was 
in the mi$t of ironing curtains. "I'd 
love to." 

"About two, then, at- Where's the 
best place?" 

"Herz's, I guess." 
"Meet you there," he promised, and 

rang ofT in a hurry. 
I went back to my work, but some

how 1 hardly saw the white curtains 
as the hot iron slid over them. It was 
fun , having a weddin@: in the family. 
planning and preparmg. For seven 
years I had schooled mr.self not to 
feel emotions-to accept hfe as it was, 
without pleasure or pain, to do what 
had to be done q uickly and well, with 
out fuss. But today J felt a sin~ing 
joy bubbling up inside me. 1 dIdn't 
Know why. 1 only knew it was there. 

Up in my own room, I looked dis
contentedly at the row of clothes hang
ing in the closet. For the first time, 
they seemed dull, mousy. A trie to help 
Jim buy an engagement-blrthday
wedding present for Diana deserved 
something bright and festive-some
thing, in short, that I didn't have. 
Finally J selected my blue plaid suit. 
It was tailored and severe, but it was 
the best I possessed. 

Jim was already in front of the 
jewelry store when I got ofT the bus. 

"1 §;uess I'm an awful coward," he 
said. 'but it scares me to death to think 
of picking out a diamond ring by my
self. It's swell of you to help me out." 

"Do you think I'd miss the chance?" 
I laughed as we entered the store. 
"What woman would?" 
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Cover Girl fells -''H I II -, St OW rea V 00 Op 
• 

Underarm Perspiration and Odor 
• (and save up to 50%) 

says alluring PAT BOYD 
' We must be glamourous· 

''Even under the tropic heat of ph~ 
tograpber's IOOO-watt lights I have to 
look exquisite!" Cover Girl Pat Boyd 
ufWo. "What's more, I simply can't risk 
injury to the expensive clothes I model 
in. So believe me, it Wall a load off my 
mind when I found a deodorant that 
even under these severe conditions, real
I" did the job-Odorono Cream! 

"The point is, Odorono Cream eon
tains a really effective perspiration-fltop
per. I tsimply ci08e8 the tiny sweat glands 
and keeps them closed-up to S days. 

"Odorono Cream is sale, too. For both 
akin and clothes. Even after shaving it 
is non-irritating-it oontains emollients 
tbat are actually soothing. And as for 
delicatefabrics, I've proved thatOdorono 
Cream won't rot tbem. I just follow di
rections and use it as often as I like. 

"And think of it! Velvety, fragrant 
Odorono Cream givea you upto21 more 
applications for 39, than other leadini 
deodorant creams. What a saving! 

''So like to be 
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A middle-aged clerk showed us 
rings against a black-velvet pad. 
Stones in plain gold Tiffany settings, 
old-fashioned and Quaint; square, 
sophisticated diamonds in platmum; 
one huge one set off with lozenge
shapea rubies ... 

I heard myself exclaiming softly 
over each new delight the clerk 
brought out, I felt reverence in my 
fin~ers when they held the tiny, ex
qUisite th ings-and part of me stood 
aside in amazement. Was this Jane 
Dillon-quiet, self-contained Jane
gOing into raptures over a tray-!uU 
of expensive baubles? It was really 
rather silly, considering that no one 
would ever buy one of them for me! 

"I can't decide," Jim said when we'd 
narrowed the field down to two -,?ossi
bilities-one plain gold ring wllh a 
medium-sized, brilliantly white stone, 
the other a diamond and tiny pearls in 
a more elaborate setting. "Which do 
you think?" 

Involuntarily, my finger went to 
touch the plainer ring. If I had stopped 
to think, I would have known Diana 
would prefer the other, but the one 1 
chose was so pure, so perfect, I 
couldn't resist. 

"Try it on!" Jim urged. "Just to sec 
how it looks. Here!" He picked it uP. 
and before I could protest he had 
slipped it onto the third finger of my 
left hand. 

The world seemed to stop turning. 
I stood there, looking down at the 
ring, seeing- its cold fire, feeling his 
fingers agamst mine, and I knew I was 
in love. It should have been me he 
was s-iving this ring to, with all the 
love It symbolized. 

T HIS was the reason for my tremu
lous anticipation while I dressed to 

meet him-the reason for the way I 
had yearned over the rings on the 
counter! I had been in love and-poor 
innocent, untaught fool!-I hadn't even 
known it until the chance touch of his 
hand awakened me. 

I wanted to raise my ey~ and let 
him see in them what I was feeHng
let him be shocked, as I was, by the 
terror of that knowledge. But I heard 
the clerk's voice, coming from far 
away: 

"It fits the young lady perfectly." 
And the spell was broken and I 

kncw Jim mustn't be allowed to know. 
Through stiff lips I said, "Oh, it's
it's not for me. It's for my sister." 

''Let's take it, then," Jim said brisk
ly-why, he was the same as a mo
ment ago, he didrr't know that the 
heavens had shivered and cracked and 
the earth turned to ash! He held out 
his hand for the ring. and woodenly 
I took it off and dropped it into his 
palm. 

We waited for the clerk to f.ut the 
ring into a box, and Jim said, " '11 give 
it to her tonight. She doesn't suspcct 
anything?" 

"No," I said. "She-she wasn't even 
in the house when you telephoned. 
One of her friends was giving a lunch
eon for her." 

"While you were home working. I'll 
bet," he said mockingly. "Has it ever 
occurred to you how much you pamper 
your little sister?-Very poor training 
for the future bride of a sc<:ond lieu
tenant who's just spent practically his 
life savings." 

$150 in War Bondi 
Buys a Parachuta 



I made myself speak lightly. "She'll 
learn to do things for herself. It's sur
prising how much you learn if you 
have to." Oh, yes. You learn to pull 
on your gloves, and to look casually 
around you, and to do everything to 
hide the fact that inside you're shak
ing with despair. 

The clerk came back and gave Jim 
the box. Then we were outside, and 
Jim said, "I still have a few minutes 
before I'm due at camp. How about a 
soda or a cup of tea?" • 

"No, I-I've got to hurry home. 
T here's so much to do." Why did I 
say that, when aU I wanted was to 
sit across a table from him? 

"All right, then. I'll see you at the 
house tonight." And flicking the brim 
of his cap with his finger-tips, giving 
me a quick smile, he was gone. 

But I knew that I'd make it my 
business to be out when he came, 
bringing Diana her ring. 

It was funny, funny, funny. Laugh, 
Jane, laugh until the tears roll down 
your cheeks! You wanted to find a 
husband for Diana, a husband exactly 
like Jim Miles, and one came along 
and you did everything you could to 
s-et him engaged and married to her 
In a hurry. You edged him into a pro
posal, and thought you were so clever 
when you did it. But now you're in 
love with him yourself. You, who were 
so sure you weren't interested in lov
ing or being loved- you, so reserved 
and efficient. It is funny, isn't it? Then 
why don't you laugh? 

W EDNESDA Y afternoon at three 
o'clock - day after tomorrow -

forty-eight hours. Thank heaven it was 
such a short time. For that long, at 
least, I could hide what I was feeling. 
I could go about, keeping busy! making 
everyone think I was the 0 d Jane, 
and then, after the ceremony, it would 
be all over. Nothing would matter any 
more. They'd be married, and they'd 
go away, and the thing would be 
finished, over and done with. 

Until then, don't let anyone guess, 
don't let anyone know. 

I made an excuse to go out that eve
ning, and didn't come home until late. 

T uesday morning, Diana showed me 
her ring- holding her hand out, turn
ing it a little so the light caught and 
was flung back like sparks. "It's the 
most beautiful thing I ever saw!" she 
sang. "I've always wanted one, and 
now I have it!" 

I made myself smile, agree, admire, 
but I was glad when I could say, 
"Better get down to the beauty parlor, 
Diana. The appointment's for ten 
o'clock, you know." 

Arrangements, telephone caBs, de
liveries-the day was mercifuBy full. 
But that evening, after supper, it was 
suddenly empty. Everything had been 
done, every detail had been thought 
of. There was nothing left but to sit 
in the living room, wishing I had 
neglected one task. Diana too was at 
loose ends. Jim had managed to ar
rans:e for a three-day furlough, but 
tomght he was busy with last-minute 
work at camp, and wouldn't be around 
to see her. She drifted about, picking 
up a magazine and dropping it again, 
inspectinf{ her already-perfect nails, 
making Inconsequential remarks, un
til I wanted to scream at her. 

When the telephone rang, she rushed 
into the hall to answer it. If I'd tried 
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F OUR times torpedoes have sunk his 
ships. He has seen his shipmates 

die ... has felt the icy waters of the 
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He and hundreds of thousands like 
him in every branch of our armed forces 
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lived down the street-are going back 
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fighting. We can't fail him now when the 
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is more than a hope and a prayer. 
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when you were a kid and saved every 
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you've flung into the fight will come back 
to you, with interest. T hey'll bring you 
the things you've gone without now, pos
sessions you've longed for, security, the 
rewards of Victory in a world at peace. 
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vulsively, to face me. Her eyes were 
blazing. 

"Don't talk to me!" she shrieked. 
''It's your fault all this has happened! 
1£ you'd let Tommy and me be married 
when we wanted to we'd be happy 
now!" 

"You were too young!" I defended 
myself-I, who had never found it 
necessary to defend myself before. 
"Tommy admitted that himself, just 
now. He said he knew I'd always 
done my best for you." 

"Your best!" she flung at me. "Your 
best! It's always been you, you, you. 
You decided I shouldn't marry 
Tommy, you decided it would be a 
good idea for me to marry Jim. Oh, 
I know I'm silly sometimes, and im
pulsive-I think r want one thing one 
day, and the next I want something 
else. I ought to know it-you've done 
enough to teach me that's the sort of 
person I am. But J'm me! If 1 want 
to make a mistake, I have a right to! 
I've got a life-but you've never let 
me Jive it!" 

1 fell back, stricken by the accusa
tion in her eyes. She, too, was a 
~udge now. Like Tommy, she had 
Judged me and found me guilty. For 
she was right. J knew it. 

"1-1 was wrong," 1 said, and my 
voiee didn't sound like my own voice 
at all. "I'm sorry, Diana." 

SHE didn't answer, but after a mo
ment, still crying:, she took my hand 

and pressed it, as If to tell me word
lessly that she forgave me. I sank 
down beside her on the lowest step, 
and held her in my arms. Finally she 
stirred. 

"I guess I'll have to see Jim," she 
murmured, "and tell him I 'm a-a silly 
little idiot that doesn't know her own 
mind." She caught her breath. "Oh, 
J ane, I don't know how-I don't know 
what to say to him. It's such a ter
rible mess!" 

I patted her shoulder. This, at least, 
1 could do. "I'll 
tell him. Don't 
you worry - you 

Lieutenant Miles was not in his of
fice. They thought he was with Cap
tain Somebody, on the firing field, but 
I could leave a message. "Ask him to 
call Miss Dillon, please," 1 said. "The 
minute he comes in. It's-it's ter
ribly important." 

Then there was nothing to do, noth
ing but pace the floor and rehearse 
ways of telling him, rehearse them and 
discard them because in all the lan
guage there were no words that would 
not hurt. The clock kept ticking, 
ticking. Once I had urged those fly
ing minutes on their way, now I 
longed to stop them. For suppose I 
couldn't reach him-suppose he came 
to the church, to face the curious, 
whispering people we'd invited to see 
him marry Diana? 

I HADN'T thought of that. They 
would all have to be telephoned, 

told that the wedding wouldn't take 
place. But I couldn't use the phone 
now, while waiting for Jim's call. 

It rang, and before it had stopped 
I had the receiver off the hook, was 
saying huskily, "Hello?" 

"Diana?" Jim's voice was normal, 
unconcerned. "Did you call me?" 

''No-it's Jane. Can you come to 
the house, Jim-right away?" 

"Why, what's the matter?" he asked. 
"It's something I can't tell you over 

the phone. Please come--as soon as 
you can!" 

He didn't wasle any more time ask
ing fOr explanations, but still it was 
another half-hour before he burst in 
at the front door, his face pale, his eyes 
seeking past me for Diana and, when 
they didn't find her, returning fear
fully to me. 

"What is it?" he demanded. "Whafs 
the matter?" 

"1-1 don't know how to tell you." 
I clenched my hands, praying for a 
way to help him. "Jim, she-she can't 
marry you. She doesn't Jove you." 

He stood stock-still. his face expres
sionless, as if 1 
were talking in a 

go find Tommy, 
and make your 
peace with him." 

Tune in the 

foreiB"n language 
he didn't know. 

"You mustn't 
blame her too 
much," I hurried 
on. "It was my 
fault. A year ago 
she was in love 
with a boy. They 
wanted to be 
married, but I -
1 wouldn't let 
them. He went 
into the Army, 
and I thought 
she'd forgotten 
him. Perhaps she 
had-because she 
really thought 
she loved you, 
Jim, until last 
night. But Tom 
my came back, 
you see ... " 

"Oh, wo~ld 
lOU?" she cned. 
'Jane, you're an 
angel. I'm-I'm 
sorry I said those 
terrible things to 
you." 

I smiled wryly. 
"Maybe they 
needed to be 
said." 

When Diana 
had gone I sat 
down at the tele
phone and dialled 
Jim's office at the 
camp with shak
ing fingers. This 
would be the 
hardest task I 
had ever set my
self. To tell him, 
to watch his face, 
wanling to com_ 
fort him and 
knowing that I 
could not, be
cause comfort 
from me would 
be the last thing 
he desired-this 
would be torture. 
But it had to be 
done. 
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Still he didn't 
move. still his 
face was puzzled, 
probing for some 
meaning to what 
I said. 

"It was my 
fault," I repeated. 
"Jim, I'm so sor
ry, so horribly 
sorry " 

"You're cry
ing," he said sud
denly. "Don't 
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cry. It's not that bad." He shook his 
head, like a boxer shaking off the 
effects of a blow. "It's-please don't 
cry. I thought you were the sort of 
person who never cried." 

"I can't help it," I sobbed. "When 
I think that what's happened has been 
my fault. I can't help it." 

"But that's the funny thing about it," 
he said wonderin~ly . "I don't feel any
thing. I can't qUlte understand it my
self. I suppose I should be mad, or 
at least disappointed, but I 'm not 
She's such a sweet, funny little kid," 
he went on, half to himself. "I liked 
to kiss her, liked to hold her in my 
arms. I-I couldn't help wanting to 
marry her. But I guess all the time 
I knew she wasn't my kind. I guess 
I knew, even if I wouldn't admit it, 
that our marriage probably wouldn't 
last much longer than the war. I can't 
imagine Diana standing in the door of 
a cute little bungalow, waving to me 
every morning when I left for work." 

He raised his head and looked at 
me-a long, clear look. "It wouldn't 
have worked, would it?" he said. "Not 
possibly. Marrying Diana would be 
an adventure, and I'm not quite the 
type for adventuring. I want some
one who'll work with me, as well as 
play~someone who'd even be willing 
to sit down occasionally, just sit 
quietly, without talking." He paused, 
and laughed a little at himself. "In 
fact-somebody like you." 

I turned my head aside, sharply, 
thinking I heard sarcasm in his words. 
"Don't!" I whispered. 

I NSTANTLY, misunderstanding me, 
he was apologizing. "I'm a foo1-1 

say things just the way they come into 
my head. 1 know you don't care any
thing for me. I wish you did-I wish 
I 'd met you first-" 

I pressed a handkerchief to my 
quivering lips. It couldn't be true
he didn·t mean it. But the last bar
rier broke in me then, and I knew 
it was true. I was a woman, and de
sirable. There could be love for me! 

"It's not too late now," I said, and 
the catch in my voice was both sob and 
a laugh . 

"J ane!" He took me, and turned me so 
he could see my face. "J ane, dearest!" 
His kisses were sweet on my tears. 

Then, all at once, he let me go and 
shouted : "What're we waiting for? We 
promised people a wedding today, and 
we've got to deliver. Maybe we'll give 
'em a double one, if Diana and What's
his-name are willing !" 

The next three hours are nothing 
but one vast jumble in my memory~ 
one mounting frenzy of finding Diana 
and Tommy, getting new licenses, ex
plaining to Dad. talking to a minister 
who was first disproving and then in
dulgent. But somehow, at not much 
after three o'clock, we were standing, 
all four of us, at the altar in the 
church. The organ was playing, the 
minister saying, "Dearly beloved ... " 

One moment, though, is very clear. 
It was when we came out of the 
church, into the sunshine, and I looked 
up into Jim's laughing eyes and heard 
him say, "Hello, Mr s. Miles." 

Mrs. Miles. I was glad that there 
was no longer a Jane Dillon. She'd 
been so wrong. Why, she had actually 
believed that there were two kinds of 
women, the ones made for love and 
the ones made for work! She hadn't 
known what I knew now- that there 
is only one kind of woman, the kind 
to whom love and work are equal 
joys. 
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No Other Can I Love 
Continued from page 42 

Company coming! I suppose Lee 
wondered a little why I laughed. "No. 
No, I've no company cominS"." 

"Then do have supper with us! I've 
a big pot of lamb stew, and I'll make 
dumplings-Derek loves dumplings." 

I felt as if I had come quickly from 
a dark cellar to the sunshine outside 
with no intermediate period to accus
tom my eyes to the briphtness. "1-1 
don't think I'd better.' 

But Lee isn't the sort to be put off 
easily. "Nonsense--don't think for a 
moment you're imposing on us. Why, 
it's you who are doing me a favor
please come! You'll like my brother." 

Lee was right-I liked her brother. 
I liked him from the moment he came 
out of the house and across the y ard 
to the car to carry in the groceries 
Lee had bought in town and the sew
ing machine which we had picked up 
at my house. Derek was long and lean 
and loosely fastened together. The sun 
had lightened his hair and darkened 
his face over many years, and his eyes 
were v~ry blue and very merry. He 
treated me as a friend as easily and 
as naturally as Lee had. 

O H, that was a wonderful evening! 
I suppose you would have thought 

it uneventful-just getting supper on 
the table and eating it and washing 
dishes and settling down to make red 
and white checked gingham curtains 
-but to me it was heaven. It was so 
(lood to talk and laugh just as if noth
Ing were wrong, to settle down after
wards to sewing with Lee, while Derek 
stretched out in a big chair and smoked 
his pipe and read the papers Lee had 
brought from town. It was so good to 
have Derek walk home with me across 
the fields later in the quiet darkness, 
to hear him say, "We're lucky to have 
found a friend like you living so close 
by," to have him touch my shoulder in 
a brief, comradely goodnight before he 
turned away, to know, as I got ready 
for bed, that I would see Lee and 
Derek again tomorrow. 

That wonderful evening marked the 
beginning of a new life for me. It was 
as if I had come alive again, as if I'd 
got well after a long sickness. Lee 
and I finished the curtains and hung 
them. Derek found time to come to 
my house and turn over a little plot of 
ground out in back so that I could 
plant a vegetable garden. I helped Lee 
make a dress, and showed her how to 
turn the cuffs of Derek's shirts when 
they were worn. We ran back and 
forth across the fields until there was 
a path worn from my door to theirs. 

Through Lee and Derek 1 learned 
really to know, at last, the people of 
Fleetwood. I suppose it was because 
the Lesters were strangers, too, that 
made it easy-we all got acquainted to
gether. Lee was such a friendly, 
sparkling litlle person, no one could 
help liking her, and she made friends 
so easily. Derek, although he was 
quieter and a little more reserved, en
tered right into the spirit of every 
gathering, too, once the Ice was broken. 

1 told Lee about wanting to join the 
choir, and she solved the whole thing 
by saying, simply, "Why, let's join 
then!" That made me laugh, because 
Lee had a voice like a sparrow, but it 
was happy, friendly laughter. So we 
joined the choir, and it wasn't long 
before Mrs. Sparks, the organist and 
choir leader, was asking me to do 
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soprano solo parts, just as I had done 
so long ago in Marston. 

Lee and I joined the Junior Guild, 
too, and that was fun-meet ing for 
lunch every Wednesday in the Guild 
Hall, sewing, I istening to the weekly 

~iiiiiliii. 1 book review, chatting with the young 
• women of Fleetwood as if I'd lived 

there all my life. Oh, I was so grate
ful- I liked Lee and Derek so much. So many .. omenI5k, "How 
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No, that's wrong. I liked Lee so 
much. I loved Derek. 

I knew it almost at once, I think, 
although I wouldn't Jet myseli be
lieve it. I kept telling myself that it 
was just that I had been so long cut 
off from the friendship of any man that 
I was mistaking my own reciprocal 
friendship for love. But I couldn' t 
make myself believe it. You can't be in 
love, my mind told me. You don't 
dare be; you haven't the right to be. 
But my heart knew the answer- I 
loved Derek. 

Half-sweet\ half-bitler, loving Derek 
was. When was with him I rode 
high in the sky on clouds of pure hap
piness, but when I was alone I came 
down to earth again, remembering 
that I had a secret hidden from him. 

I didn't think of Terry as my hus
band any more. I had washed my 
heart and my soul clean of him- but 
in the eyes of the world, in the eyes of 
God, he was still my husband. I hadn't 
any right to love Derek. But it didn't 
really matter, I told myself. If Lee 
and Derek found out my secret, they'd 
stop seeing me, and that would be the 
end of that. For I hadn't enough faith 
in myself, enough faith in the good
ness of life, to believe that Derek 
might be falling in love with me, too. 

T HE fears began to come baek again 
a little now- at night, when I lay in 

bed and had time to remember. And 
now, too, I knew what the vague yearn
ing was that had been in my heart all 
these months. I knew what it was that 
could make the fears go away forever. I 
wanted the joyful security of a man's 
arms around me. I wanted kisses for 
my mouth, and little, foolish words 
whispered in the night. It wasn't just 
my mind and my body that were lonely 
-my heart was lonely too. 

I lay very still one night, thinking of 
those things, idly watching the pattern 
that the moonlight made pouring in 
my window. I thought how wonderful 
it would be to whisper into the 
shadows, all the darker in contrast 
to the path of the moon, "Dearest, 
are you awake?" and have the answer 
come, "Yes, I'm awake," and a hand 
go out to meet mine. My mind drifted 
hazily between waking and sleeping. 
And suddenly I heard a low whistle 
outside my window . 

Even as I told myself I must be mis
taken, it came again, Cautiously, I 
slipped out of bed, to the window. 
There, in a pool of moonlight, Derek 
stood. 

"Come on out," he whispered. 
I was barefooted when I went out 

to him, because 1 couldn't find my 
slippers in the dark, and an old seer
sucker housecoat covered my service
able cotton pajamas, but I might well 
have been wearing satin and lace the 
way I felt. I was suddenly proud, con
fident, sure of myself-supremely 
happy. 

"Derek! Here I am." 
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He didn't say a word. He just opened 
his arms to me, and I crept into them, 
with a wonderful home_at_last feel
ing. For a long time we stood very still, 
listening to the beating of each other's 
hearts. And then Derek said, shyly, 
haltingly, "I got to thinking about you, 
tonight in bed, and all at once I knew 
why. I knew I was in love with you, 
and there didn't seem to be any reason 
why 1 shouldn't come over and tell 
you. And ask you if-if you love me, 
too. Do you love me, Allie?" 

There couldn't be any hesitation in 
answering that, no false shyness. 
"Yes-oh, yes, Derek, I love you, too!" 

His arms tightened about me and 
I raised my lips to meet his in a long, 
hard kiss, as real, as genuine, as truth. 
Then he let me go, and I saw in his 
eyes the same strange wonder, the en
chantment that I knew was in mine. 

"I-I'll go back," he said, at last. 
''! don't think I'd better-stay any 
longer. Come over in the morning
early-and we'll tell Lee." 

I felt my way back to bed in the 
dark. This was why I'd been born. 
No foolishness of liquid voice and in
sinuating caresses, no nonsense about 
lips the shape of kisses and hands to 
hold a heart. This was real. 

Lee was almost as happy as I waSt 
next morning. And I was happy
wasn't even going to let myself think 
about what must happen, for a little 
while. I knew, of course, that I must 
teU Derek about Terry, but somehow 
now I had faith, faith discovered last 
night, in Derek's arms. I was sure that 
Derek would understand, that he would 
be patient and kind while I could 
somehow arrange to divorce Terry, 
that he would wait for me, that we 
would be happy together soon . 

L EE was gettin~ ready to go into 
town for supphes when I got there 

in the morning, and she met me at the 
door, her eyes dancing. 

"Allie-Allie, I'm so glad. Derek 
didn't intend to tell me, but I caught 
him coming in last night, so he had to. 
It's wonderful-now I'll have a sister, 
too!" She threw her arms around me 
and gave me a quick, impulsive 
squeeze. "I was going to ask you to 
ride into town with me, but 1 suspect 
you'd rather stay here with Derek." 

Derek didn't get much work done 
that morning. Most of the time we sat 
in the old lawn swing under the elm 
tree out in back and talked. Our words 
were slow and lazy, like the gentle 
movement of the swing, warm and 
glowing, like the sun that smiled on 
us. We talked about the future, and 
most of our sentences began, "After 
we're married-" 

I knew that I must tell Derek about 
Terry, and about all that had happened 
to me of my own free will, before he 
found out some other way. I knew all 
that, and yet r shrank from beginning. 
How do you tell a story like that? 
You can't just say. "Dearest, I am al
ready married-to a gangster." Not 
when the sun is shining and the birds 
are singing and your lover is dream
ing aloud-not then. you can't. 

I'd wait a little, I told myself. I'd 
wait until the proper moment pre 
sented itself-some time in the dark
ness, when the night would hide my 
face. I'd wait until tonight. when the 
moon would bless us as it had last 
night, and Derek would understand. 

$6.00 Buys an Anti-Tank Shell 
BUY WAR BONDS 

Thi' ,\'"'Ciol ,lu.mpOO help" keep liglIt Mir fro ... 
da<kenl~ _ b,is/l'enJ faded blond~ hal,. C:alItd 
Blondell'. i. quickly nak<'S I rich deansing la.ner. 
Im .. n<ly remoy ... he dinB!'. dll,,·Jadrn film that 
mak .. hli , dark. old·looking. Tak .. 001, II min_ 
U'<'$ a. ho....,. G;y<'$ hoi, ."nc<i~ l"'te< and high. 
lis/lu. Sat~ fo, children', hai,. Get 1I1on<kJl at 10.:, 
drUS and dOparunool .. 0,<'$. 

• FOR ALL SHADES-ALL AGES. 

~
efore and Afle~ 
Road Ihl. n .... boOk obOul 

• ;-; fo.lal R ...... r •• U... ~ 

~ 
p'. !::!! hl~W :eao~.':.~ • 'to\: 

~ ft::,~~l~~':~'d !~,~~ 
.... rr .... d . Plaotl. 
S.I ..... "91.I"td. EI.~· !':..I 

_ .... '" IlIo .... U.n.. _ 
n~ Pag... O.l y 25e-... n .. I. or ..... ~ t. GI ... "ylll~ 
Publ1.h .... 313 III.~I"A ...... (D.,.. A. W.) N. Y. Co 

H 
AJIHy 

Relieve il,ching caused by eczema, 
athlete's foot, 1ICIbles, l!irnpll!S and 
other itehing conditions. Uae cooling, 
tne<ticated D.D.D. Presafptioa.Grease
less, stainless. Soothes. comforts and 
checks itching fast. 350;: trial bottle 
proves it--<>r money back. Ask yow' 
druggist today tot- D.D.D.PracriptiQL 

Brenda -Will 
You Step Out 
With MeTonight? 

1 know I've be-en an awful IJl'OUcb not taldu&, 
YOU any plaee lately. But after .undine on day at 
my new job, my feet dam near kiUed me ...,H.b cal
lou_ and burn;nK'. Now I've reformed _Or rathH' 
my feet have _thanks to th.lee-M;nt ,ou odyiu<\. 
Naver tried anythin&, thst aeemed to draw the 
pain and fire rieht out BO f""t _ and the way it 
belps BOften calion"",. ;a nobody'a hu.in ... 1 Been 
ahle to eet some ""tra oyH'time moncy - au what 
do you Say. let'a 80 dsncinlJ toniK'ht. You can .te" 
on my lee-Mint feet aU YOU waut. 



WHEN NERVOUS HEADACHES 
PE'STER ME 

I FIND THAT MILE., NERVINE 
HELP S NERVOUS TENSION 

TO RELAX I AND LEAVE S ME 

CALM, SER.E~ .. E f ~. . ~ 

~,III 
-;--; ~ 

"{x THEN functional nervous dillurbances 
VV such as SleepleMnese. Cr.ukineM, 

Excitabilily. RH tleuneas, or NervoQ 
Headache, interfere with your work or 
spoil your good times, take 

DR. MILES NERVINE 
CUquld 01" EHenelunt Tableul 

Dr. Miles Nervine il a scientific combina
tion of mild but effective ledatives. Buy it 
at your drug Itore - Effervescent Tablets 
sSe and 75c" Liquid 25c and 81.00. We 
guarantee latillfaction or your money back. 
Read directions and Ule only as directed. 
Miles Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Ind. 

WHY WEAR 
DIAMONDS? 

~. PAIN 
\~, CAN MAKE YOU 

'I LOOK OLDER: 
WHEN you are IuHering from HU,-= 

aclle, S"'ple Nelllalp, MOKlilar PIUII . 
or Fudioaa.l MOtItlll, PW', you not 
only fe" uncomfonable-you loolt . 
uncomfortable. Why don't you try 
Dr. MILES ANTI.PAIN PILLS ' 
for 1>1"0mpueli~£1 Re.ular _d. ...... 25c. 
EcollOmy p.c ...... S I .00. Rud direc. 
tion •. UN 001,. .. directed. 

"am. _____ ______ 0 .. 

Ad""",,_ C"r___ s",. . 
~-~~~~-~----~-~---~-~-

I'd tell him tonight- l wouldn't wait 
a moment longer than that. But now
now I'd just be happy. I wasn't really 
afraid, either, of what Derek would 
say. Derek was fair. He loved me. 

Lee didn't honk the horn when she 
came back, as she usually did, to let 
Derek know that he could come and 
help carry things inside. She came 
quietly so that I didn't know she was 
tbere until I saw her over Derek's 
shoulder. 

Her face was still and white, and 
she looked somehow saddened, as if 
she had to do something she didn't 
want to do. Just then Derek-who 
hadn't seen Lee yet-leaned over, 
laughin¥., to kiss me, and the sadness 
on Lee s face changed into a quick 
blaze of anger. 

"Get up! " she cried, her voice sharp 
with fury, "Get out of here. Leav~ 
my brother alone, YOU-you gangster's 
moll!" 

I GOT to me Ieet, feeling cold and 
defeated. Over and over again I 

kept saying, almost without my own 
volition, "Please, Lee. Please, Lee-" 

"Please, Lee!" she mocked me, 
"Please what? Please help you keep 
your filthy secret? Oh, I found out 
about you-and what fools we were 
not to have found out before. You with 
your 9uiet ways-Derek, this is Terry 
Cassis wife. That is the one he was 
living with when they arrested him 
last year-remember? This is-" 

She stoPl?ed short and slammed down 
on the sWing the newspaper she had 
been holding in her hand, A Chicago 
tabloid, with huge headlines. 

POLlCE ORGANIZING 
STATEWIDE SEARCH 

FOR MISSING GANGSTER 
Cassis Disappears 
In Daring Escape 

The whole world rocked as if 
thunder had shaken it, and then it 
was still, and sickly silent. With a kind 
of fierce calm I made myself glance at 
the story. Terry had escaped from 
prison. The paper carried a huge pic
ture of him, and, at the bottom of 
the page, a picture of me, too--one 
that had been printed before when 
Terry had been caught in Marston, 
and which some enterprising reporter 
had dug up now to wreck my world. 

I forced my eyes around to meet 
Derek's. There would be understand
ing there. His arms would open to 
shelter me. He-but his mouth was 
a straight, tight line, his face gray. 
The words burst past the tightness of 
his mouth as if he couldn't keep them 
in. "Why didn't you tell me? Were 
you just going to go ahead and marry 
me and not tell? Did you think-?" 

I knew once more the sheer panic 
I had known that dar the strangers 
came to Marston. "Tontght_tonight_" 
I repeated, foolishly, madly. "1 was go
ing to tell-tonight-tonight-" And 
then I began to run. I had to run
run far and fast, leaving the world be
hind me. Leaving behind this new and 
wonderful world I had just found. 

I don't remember how I got across 
the fields from the Lesters' to my 
own little lonely Pine Ridge Farm. I 
know that I fell once, and got up al
most without stopping, to run on again, 
as if by keeping on going I could leave 
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behind the pain in my heart. 
I closed the door of Pine Ridge Farm 

behind me and locked it. I put my 
back afainst it and leaned panting 
there. knew now that I had never 
really known before what despair 
could be. There were no tears in me 
There was hllrdly cven pain. There 
was just a terrible dullness, a knowl-
edge of the world's end. • 

I don't know how long it was be
fore Derek came to the door. 

"Allie," he called, "let me in. I want 
to talk to you, Allie," 

I shook my head numbly, and then, 
realizing that he couldn't see it, I 
raised my voice. "Go away," 1 cried. 

The tears came then, tearing out 
from deep inside me. And I eould hear 
my sob-wracked voice crying over and 
over, "Go away. I'd never bring you 
anything but misery and unhappiness. 
Go away and leave me alone----oh, go 
away!" 

And at last he went away. 
Things happened fast then. First 

Janie Briggs' mother called: "About 
Janie's coat-I won't be bringing her 
in for a fitting this afternoon. In fact, 
I believe it's far enough advanced so 
that I can do the finishine; myself. I'll 
ask Mr. Briggs to pick It up on his 
way home from work tonight." 

Then Mrs. Chambers came to the 
door: "I've come for that piece of 
blue crel?e I left with you yesterday. 
I've deCided not to have the dress 
made up right now." 

I HAD to go to the store for grocer
ies next morning. Ann Baxter and 

Mrs. Sparks were there-but they im
mediately became too engrossed in the 
price of eggs to realize that I had come 
into the store. On the way home a 
group of little boys giggled and 
whistled. a small girl gave me a wide
eyed look and hurried into her house. 

That finished it. I went home. too 
sick for tears, too tired to feel any 
real pain. I went to the chair by the 
window and I sat there like a dead 
pers.on, staring with unseeing eyes 
straight ahead of me. I was a woman 
apart. I would star here forever. 
I would live out my hfe here. I would 
never have to see people, endure their 
laughter or their dark looks or their 
sympathy or their averted eyes. 

After a while Paul Lambert came 
to the door, and like Derek yester
day, he called to me when 1 didn't 
answer his knock. 

"Allie-open the door. I have some
thing I want to show you." 

I couldn't bear to see him. "No," I 
called. "No--go away." 

There was silence outside the door 
for a moment and then he said, 
Quietly. "All right-but I'll.be b~ck, 
AJlie, when you've had a little time 
to get hold of yourself. And I'm leav
ing what I wanted to show you here 
on the steps." 

When I was sure he was gone, I 
looked outside. What he had wanted 
to show me was a paper-another 
edition of that Chicago tabloid. This 
time the headlines screamed a new 
message: 

POLICE KILL GANGSTER 
IN RECAPTURE ATTEMPT 

Terry Cassis dies . .. 

I didn't read any more. Terry was 
dead. It didn't matter. Nothing 
mattered at all. I went back to my 
chair by the window, to take up my 
vigil, endlessly, endlessly looking out 
at nothing, alone with my memories. 

In the endless days that followed 1 

Reserve Your Copy of 

NEXT MONTH'S 

RADIO MIRROR 

Paper rnlricliano naw in farce ma~e il 
impo .. ible fa. uo to print enough eopies of 
RADIO t.4IRROR to oupply the greof de· 
mand that e.ish for it. Thi, meOn' Ihat 
many of you "'i ll not b, able 10 .. cure you, 
copy when you o.~ for it ot the n, .... tond. 
Don't ",k disoppointment. Toke steps now 
-instruct you. newodealer to r ........ e you, 
copy of n.d month'. and succeeding ;"Uts. 
Ii will toke only a moment ond will aSSure 
you of receiving you, eopy of RADIO t.4IR. 
ROR .och month . In your own best interes" 



A HEADACHE TIP YOU'll LIKE 
1 ant comHeadaches are never P eas 

A "B C" H eadache pow~er 
pany. 'ck soothing r elIef. 

sually offers qUl , t 
~ it today. l {)¢ and 25¢ packages~ 
all d rug stotes. U seonly asdirect 

AT 
HOME 

• Doolin ond m.~ ' u<lu,lIo ball un<ler 1'0""".1 dl' .. · 
"on of .,.,e of ~m.rlca·. _ do, l,no ... c-pl ... .,.to· 
rI.l., bloel<., 01< .• I"rnl'hed. " .. .,. ... " lIlu" nl<><i. YOII 
... h .,<lu. l .... lUI. bot. 'l'hI ff{)tll 'b, ".Tt, W. 
.. .." Y<I\I """ 10 .tart 0 prollt oblo bU.I ..... In .po ... II .... LoW..,., .Qd .... tu .... " ODen millin'" .... 1<1 de_nd. 
Fr .. "'0110.>01 1-'1, ,,,,,..,,, u.p,. Sood today 'Or I, ....... , ... 

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL (IF MILLINERY 
225 N. W . ... h .... 0,... D . ..... 07 

On Feet For 
Over 30 Years 

Allen'. Foot-E8.IIc h ... been bringlnr ~ief and 
oomfort t.o t;~. burni." teet tor over 30 yea ..... 
Sprinkle it on ynu r feet and Into your ehoeo, and 
enjoy the Tel_hing comlort it brinp whUe 1<>11 
atand long hou ... at your work. Even .Ult, heavy, 
n .... Or t;ght-fitt;nl' ah""" lose their terror when 
YOU ~ Allen'. Foot-E.se. But I'ood old Allen's 
does even mOre. h acta to aboorb ex""",,!ve per. 
8pil"&t;on and preventa oll'eM;ve foot OOon. H elpB 
keep feet. lOCh .. nd stockingB dry and Bweet. For 
nat foot comfort. remember it', Allen'a Foot-Ea ... 
you wa nt, At your drulrlr;at. 

I.DDBE8S _ ..... 

tried to convince myself that the in
terlude with Lee and Derek had never 
been, that I had never gone happily 
across the fields to the Lesters', that 
Derek had never held me in his arms, 
pressed his mouth, hard and gentle 
at once, against mine, I tried to tell 
myself that I had only dreamed that 
happiness. I forced myself to a routine 
of loneliness and silence, of hurried, al
most furtive trips to town, of solitary 
makeshift meals, of nights when I slept 
only because staying awake was in
tolerable, of long hours spent by the 
window, looking out at nothing, re
membering. 

No one ever came to the house. now, 
except Paul Lambert. It was his duty 
as a minister, I told myself, to keep 
trying, but I never let him in. I always 
kept very still and pretended to be 
away. And that's the way I lived-al
most as if I were just living because I 
hadn't the energy to die. 

And then one day it happened. I 
rode into Fleetwood for supplies that 
day, stood at the counters with my 
eyes down, seeing no one, getting my 
packages as quickly as possible and 
hurrying out of each store. As I put 
the last purchase into the carrier of my 
bicycle, I felt a hand on my arm. 

I turned to face Derek. 
"Allie," he said, very gently, "I 

want to talk to you." 

I DIDN'T want to talk to him, I had 
covered my hurt with a film of half

alive dullness-I didn't want it to 
quicken into agony again. My very 
heart wept to see him standing there, 
so dear, so infinitely dear to me, within 
the touch of my hand and as far away 
as the stars. 

''No,'' I cried-"No! We talked about 
love and marriage and the future and 
we can't talk about those any more. 
We couldn't have those things, Derek 
-I was a fool to even think about 
them. I've got to hide aU my life-" 

His hand was like a band of steel 
about my wrist. Anger-and some
thing worse, contempt-had replaced 
the gentleness in his face, had made 
his voice harsh, "You're right. Allie
you're a fool. And we haven't any~ 
thing to talk about. We can't talk of 
love and of marriage, certainly. I 
wouldn't mind marrying a gangster's 
wife, because I know the whole story 
now- but I could never marry a cow
ard. I could never marry a woman 
who couldn't hold her head high, who 
couldn't meet the eyes of the world, 
who couldn't give the gossips back as 
good as they gave. I wouldn't ever 
marry a woman who felt that runnin¥, 
away, hiding, was the only way out-' 

I wrenched my wrist free of his 
grasp. It was true, all of it, and I 
had known all along that it was true, 
but I didn't want to hear it. Hearing 
it in words only made it worse. 

I started home fast, but by the end 
of the ride I was going very slowly. 
I was thinking. And that was a new 
sensation- I had never stopped to 
think, really. I had just remembered, 
and agonized. 

By habit I went to the chair by the 
window when I got home. I sat very 
straight in it, as ] had not sat before. 
I sat very still. and I searched the 
COrnel'S of my heart and my mind, 
scouring them to find a point on which 
Derek could not rightfully have called 
me coward. 
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I was so preoccupied that I really 
didn't hear the doorbell until it had 
rung insistently several times. ' And 
then, so preoccupied was I still that I 
rose and answered it, as anyone would 
have done, instcad of sitting in silence, 
waiting for the intruder to get tired 
and go away. 

It was Paul Lambert. I invited him 
in, and hc followed me into the living 
room. Some instinct made me avoid 
thc chair by the window. I sank down 
on the old davenport, and Paul sat 
across from mc. 

"You wanted to talk to me, Paul? 
What about?" 

He looked about him, disregarding 
the accumulated dust of months. "This 
is a nice place, Allie. I've always 
wanted to have a place of my own out
side town somewhere. Gives you a 
feeling of permanence to own a piece 
of land." He leaned back and smiled. 
''Well~here's what I wanted to talk to 
you about. I want you to sing at a ba
zaar the Junior Guild's planning. Now 
wait a minute--don't say no right off. 
lt's for a very worthy cause, Allie. 
We're trying to raise funds to start a 
day nursery for the children of moth
ers who work in the war plant over at 
Buxton. I thought I'd ask you if you'd 
be willing to run the fishpond for the 
youngsters and sing a couple of songs 
on the program in thc evening." 

JUST as if I hadn' t been away! Just 
as if I'd sung my soprano solo in 

church as usual last Sunday! "But 
Paul~" I began. 

He went right on as if he hadn't 
heard. "We've missed you in church, 
Allie," he said quietly. "The choir 
needs your voice, and the Guild can 
always use yoU!' hands at sewinl? club. 
Better come back next Sunday.' 

"Paul," I cried-''Paul, how can I?" 
He looked me straight in the eye. 

"Why not? Better come in to choir 
practice tomorrow night, and you can 
run over whatever numbcrs you 
choose for the bazaar with Mrs. 
Sparks, and kill two birds with one 
stone. Can we expect you?" 

"But Paul-" 
He got up from his chair. "I can't 

sit around chatting, much as I'd like 
to. There's lots of work to be done 
and nOne of us can afford to spend all 
our time on ourselves. I can count on 
you for the bazaar, Allie?" 

My heart was beating wildly. "I~ 
I don't know." 

I followed him to the door. He was 
out on the porch when he turned back. 
"1 want to say one thing to you, Allie, 
and then we'll let the whole matter 
drop. It's this: ostracism isn't a wall 
people build al'ound you to shut you 
inside, away from them. Ostracism 
is a wall you build around yourself, 
by your attitude and your actions and 
your fear of facin~ the world, that shuts 
other people out.' He smiled and put 
on his hat. "I' ll see you at choir 
practice tomorrow night. All right?" 

"All right," I echoed. But I couldn't 
tell whether I had said it aloud, or just 
in my heart. 

I turned back into the house. Sud 
denly the very sight of it made me 
sick. The windows were clouded with 
dirt, dust lay in rolls in thc corners, 
and like dirty snow on the furniture 
and window sills. In the kitchen there 
were sticky dishes. Upstairs the bed 
was unmade, and the hamper was full 
of clothes. 

With a deep breath, r pitched in. It 
took me nearly all night, but I cleaned 
that house. I scrubbed it from celiaI:' 
to garret until it shone. I polished 
the brass and the silver. I washed cur
tains and linens and didn't realize that 
it was midnight when I hung them out. 

And ull the while I was cleansing 
my heart and my mind, too. Cleans
ing them of bitterness and self-pity. I 
had to do that to my whole life, clean 
it out. wash away all the past. At tcn 
in the morning 1 fell into bed and 
slipped at once into a dreamless sleep, 
waking just in time to get dresscd and 
go in to choir practice. I didn't let 
myself think at all while I was getting 
ready. I just went ahead and put on 
my clothes-clean, fresh clothes-and 
hurried into town. And marched into 
the vestry with my head high. 

It was bad. I knew that it would be. 
But not nearly as bad as I thought. 
Paul was there, although he seldom 
attended choir practice, and that 
helped. And when I heard my voice 
soaring high above the others. when ' 
saw the choir mistress nodding ap
proval, I knew it was all right. 

And it was. I made myself go to 
Guild the next day, too, and I sewed 
doggedly and patJently until one by 
one the women came and spoke to me. 
I knew that Paul Lambert had talked 
to them, probably, but 1 knew, too, that 
they wouldn't take me back unless 
they really wanted to. 

The bazaar was Saturday night, and 
that was harder than the ot.her meet
ings with people, because I kncw that 
perhaps Lee and Derek would be 
there. I heard again, on my way into 
town, the scorching voice of Derek, 
saying, "I wouldn't ever marry a wo
man who was a coward!" 

But they weren't in the Guild Hall 
when I got there. nor did they come 
by the fishpond. And then it was time 
for thc program. 

J WASN'T nervous. I had always 
liked to sing better than I liked to 

do anything else. Singing was iun. 
Singing now, to all of these people I 
hadn't seen for so long, was wonderful. 

I sang a group of old songs. Danny 
Boy and Santa Lucia and How Can I 
Leave Thee. And it was while I sang 
the last onc that I saw Derek-saw 
him in time to sing it just for him. 

Thou only hast my heart, 
Dear one, believe. 

Thou hast this soul of mine 
So closely bound to thine, 

No other can I love, save thee alone! 
Derek was waiting for me as I 

stepped down off the platform, ap
plause sounding in my ears. I was ex
cited. My heart was thumping wildly. 

He held out his hand to me. "Do 
you have to go back to the fishpond?" 

I almost laughed. "No--it's closed. 
The children have all gone home." 

"Then come outside. I want to talk 
to you." He pulled me along behind 
him, out the door, into the yard that 
was hedged with lilac bushes. sending 
out their heady scent. 

"Allie--do you remember what i1 
was you said the other day? About 
the only things we could talk about 
I mean?" 

I remembered. "Love-and mar· 
riage-" I faltered. "Oh, Derek-oh 
darling I" 

His mouth was just as 1 remembered 
it on mine-hard and gentle. 
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