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Mrs. William H. Geyer, Nutley, N.J.

Her skin is like peach-bloom— exquisitely soft. "Camay is

my beauty soap—now and for always," says this

lovely bride. "My first cake left my skin

so much softer, I wouldn't think of changing."
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It's exciting—to see the fresh new bloom of beauty that one cake of Camay brings

to your skin! So quick, change from improper care to the Camay Mild-Soap

Diet. Doctors tested this mild care on over 100 complexions. And with

the very first cake of Camay, most complexions simply sparkled—

looked fresher, clearer, softer!

•
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Make your Camay last and last-

it's made of vital war materials.

These tests gave proof of Camay's mildness . . . proof it can benefit skin.

"Camay is really mild," said the doctors, "it cleansed without irritation."

No wonder you can expect this Camay care to soften and smooth your skin.

Take only a minute, night and morning. Cream that mild

Camay lather over your face—over forehead, nose and chin. Rinse

warm. And if you have oily skin, add a lively C-O-L-D splash!

That's all. And your skin is lovelier with just one cake of Camay.
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GIRL: Spinst— ? Oh, now really.

Cupid! The way things are, I'm lucky
to even have a chess date with Uncle
Burt. Nobody has dates these days! Nobody!

CUPID: Pardon, Child. But if that's true,

then a lot of girls are marrying perfect strangers.

People they never had dates with. Because
they're getting married honey. Left and right.

GIRL: All right! All right! So I'm not popular.
I'm not a glamor girl. Can / help that?

CUPID: You could smile a little more, Sugar. Even
a plain girl's pretty if she's got a sparkling smile. In fact,

some of my best customers—

GIRL: You mean just because I—

CUPID: Sis, that "pink" may mean your gums are

being robbed of exercise by today's soft foods. Your
dentist would probably tell you that. And that's why
so many dentists suggest, "the helpful stimulation of

Ipana and massage."

GIRL: But my smile, Cupid. My smile! What about—

CUPID: This, Child: Ipana not only cleans your
teeth. It is specially designed, with massage, to help

your gums. Massage a little extra Ipana Tooth Paste

on your gums every time you brush your teeth and

you help your gums to healthier firmness. And healthier

gums promote sounder, brighter teeth. And a smile

you'll be using on somebody else beside your
Uncle Burt. Get going on a lovelier smile now, Child!

GIRL: Sure. Yes, indeed. But it happens I haven't got

a sparkling smile, Cupid. I brush my teeth, and all, but—

CUPID: Ever notice "pink" on your tooth brush?

GIRL: The other day I—

CUPID: And you didn't do anything about it? By the

eternal Double-Ring Ceremony, Child! Don't you know
"pink tooth brush" is a warning to see your dentist?
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Did You Know?

WThen you leave an order with your
" grocer, do you simply say, "—and

a dozen eggs, please"? Eggs are graded
for your guidance—it's up to you to

buy the grade most suitable and eco-
nomical for your family—or perhaps
to buy two grades, one for breakfast
eating and meat-point-saving dinner
omelets and souffles, and another for
cooking. There are three things to
watch in your egg purchases, if you
want to buy an officially graded prod-
uct and be sure of what you're getting:

(1) The egg container should bear
the words "U.S. Grade AA" or "U.S.
Grade A" or "U.S. Grade B" or "U.S.
Grade C". (2) It should- have a seal
of certification with the date of grad-
ing market. (3) You should be certain
that the eggs have been kept in a cool
place in your retail store.

Planning on a post-war home—plan-
ning to start the building almost co-
incidentally with the end of the war?
Better go slowly, and avoid disappoint-
ment—getting a new house built im-
mediately after the war" won't be a
simple matter of calling in an archi-
tect and a builder. There are, for in-
stance, millions of homes already built
and badly in need of repair. Your
orders will be competing with those.

The Department of Labor reports
that twenty states, Hawaii, and the
District of Columbia have established
"second injury" funds to facilitate the
employment of physically handicapped
veterans. Some employers have refused
to hire these physically handicapped
workers for fear of increased work-
man's compensation costs in the event
of subsequent injuries to them. This
attitude seriously affects the post-war
opportunities for these men—hence the
funds being set up to overcome the
objections of employers.

Victory Gardeners, attention: the
War Food Administration asks you to
plan on raising as much food this sum-
mer as you did last. The fact that the
war in Europe did not end by Christ-
mas makes it necessary for Victory
Gardeners to grow bumper back-yard
crops once again.
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Time out for 30 seconds—
to keep you from dancing
your charm away!—

Away with you—before underarm odor has

a chance to spoil your fun! What good
would sweet music be if your dancing part-

ner gave you the cold shoulder—and every-

one but you knew the reason why?

Mum to the rescue! And not too late even

though you're dressed. Isn't it well worth

30 seconds to guard your after-bath fresh-

ness with Mum? No risk now of underarm

odor to come!

On with the dance—you're near and you're

dear to the one you love! And you're tak-

ing no chances with happiness like that.

Not while there's Mum to keep you sweet

and dainty—to win you encores the whole

evening long!

MUM'S QUICK— Only 30 seconds to use Mum.
Even after you're dressed, even when you're busy,

you still have time for Mum.
MUM'S SAFE—Won't irritate skin. Won't harm
fabrics, says American Institute of Laundering.

MUM'S CERTAIN—Mum works instantly. Keeps

you bath-fresh for a whole day or evening. Get

Mum today. • • •

For Sanitary Napkins—Mum is so gentle, safe, depend-

able that thousands of women use it this way, toe.

_ J
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Mum
TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF «

PERSPIRATION



Penny Singleton, "Blondie" of
CBS' Sunday night show, makes
practicing fun for daughters

Dorothy Grace and Robin Susan

Eddie Bracken always ends up
in trouble, and almost always
starts there too, on his NBC
Sunday night starring show.

WHAT'S NEW

from toast to Coast

By
DALE BANKS

BEEN listening to "Feature Story"
again. We like that show. It sort
of gives you a real feeling about

the boys and what it's like over where
they are.

* * #

Some time ago, the story of the first

balloon was told on the "American
School of the Air." We didn't hear that
show, but a man up at CBS was telling

us yesterday that a few days after the
show the CBS Education Department
was thrown into an uproar by a letter
from a 12 year old school boy. The
letter read something like this: "Dear
Sirs ... In your program when you
told the story of the first hot-air bal-
loon you made a mistake. You had
the sound of a striking match and the
date was 1783. According to my in-
formation, this type of match was not
invented until later than 1805. Please
explain this." Believe it or not, a good
part of the CBS research staff was put
on the job and they came up with the

explanation, all right. A check of the
script showed that what the boy
thought was the sound of a match
being struck was not that, at all. It

was a flint! Anyway, that was the
explanation.
Guess they'll be more careful around

CBS for awhile.
* * *

James Melton has electrified the
countryside around his home in West-
port, Connecticut, with a hobby. When
the gasoline shortage threatened to

isolate the residents of the community,
he sold many of his electric cars to his

neighbors. He's been collecting cars of
all types for years. However, James is

no fool. He's made a strict contract
with every one of the purchasers that
the cars be sold back to him at the
end of the war.

* * *

Did you even suspect that Lionel
Barrymore was by way of being a seri-

ous composer? His newest work, "Pre-

Talented, young and lovely

Nina Klowden, a frequent

performer on the NBC drama-
tic show Author s Playhouse.

\

ludium and Fugue" was presented for

the first time at Carnegie Hall last De-
cember and got good notices. It was
performed on the air later by the In-

dianapolis Symphony. . . . And Ida
Lupino's latest composition, "Aladdin
Suite," has been performed by the Los
Angeles Symphony and was also heard
on a major network.

* * *

Just a touch of what it's like where
war is—or has been. Something we
should remember once in awhile. Ned
Calmer says he saw a shop girl in Paris

get very annoyed, when an American
Continued on page 6



OF course you can't afford to lose

a week's salary! But if you are

like many people you lose it just the
same. A nasty cold takes it right out
of your pocket. Fifty million people
"pay through the nose" every year!

... a crippling loss to industry, to

the war effort, and to you.

What can you do about it? Here
are a few helpful suggestions:

1. During the chilly months dress
adequately, eat moderately, take suf-

ficient exercise every day, and get

plenty of sleep. If you do catch cold
put yourself to bed and eat lightly.

2. Avoid people with colds and stay
out of crowds which number many
cold sufferers. 3. Avoid sudden tem-
perature changes, drafts, over-tired-

ness, and wet or cold feet which

lower resistance.

Add to these intelligent precau-
tions another wise one—the system-
atic morning-and-night use of
Listerine Antiseptic as a gargle.

Remember, clinical tests made over
a twelve-year period reveal this im-
pressive result:

Fewer Colds for Listerine Users
in Tests

Those who gargled with Listerine Anti-
septic twice a day hadfewer colds and
usually milder colds than those who did
not gargle . . . andfewer sore throats.

Here, we believe, is why Listerine is

so effective: It reaches way back on
throat surfaces to kill millions of those
potentially troublesome germs called

the Secondary Invaders (see panel at

right).

This germ-killing action may often
halt a "mass invasion" of the tissues

by these germs . . . sparing you the
siege of misery they so often produce.
So, remember! Listerine Antiseptic

—

especially when you feel a cold com-
ing on:

LambertPharmacalCo., St. Louis, Mo.

Note How Listerine Gargle

Reduced Germs

BEFORE AFTER

Actual tests showed reductions of bac-
teria on mouth and throat surfaces rang-
ing up to 96.7% fifteen minutes after
the Listerine Antiseptic gargle, and up
to 80% one hour after the gargle.

Gargle LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for COLDS and SORE THROAT
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WHEN NATURE

LETS ME DOWN?
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You watch the calendar, of
course, but nature doesn't. Plans

are often upset by menstrual pain.

So get Midol before your next

period. Have comfort handy!
Take a tablet at the first sign

of suffering. See how speedily

Midol relieves your functional

distress—cramps, menstrual head-
ache and blues. Millions of girls

and women rely on Midol every

month because they find it so

effective and know ^srsss^
it is not narcotic.#Gu(J£ed bŷ
Get Midol at any Uiood Housekeeping

drugstore, now. ^<U<*KmlavgZ'

MIDOL
Used more than all other products offered

exclusively to relieve menstrual suffering

CRAMPS-HEADACHE -BLUES

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

. _ o as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Eqnivalent to resl-
I
dent school work—prepares for college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects

1 completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

•American School, Dot.H -492,Drexel at 58th. Chicago 37

BLONDES

-*

New Home Shampoo Washes
Hair Shades Lighter SAFELY
Made specially for blondes, this new sham-
poo helps keep light hair from darkening—
brightens faded hair. Called Blondex, it

quickly makes a rich cleansing lather. In-

stantly removes the dingy, dust -laden film

that makes blonde hair dark, old -looking.

Takes only 11 minutes to do at home. Gives
hair attractive luster and highlights — keeps
that just-shampooed look for a whole week.
Safe for children's hair. Blondex is sold at

10c, drug and department stores.

Continued from page 4
marvelled at all the wonderful luxury-
items on the counters of the store. The
girl said, "Oui, monsieur, we have
plenty of superfluous things. All we
lack is food."

* * *

Ever notice how fast some people on
radio can get out their words? Arlene
Harris, Hedda Hopper, Walter Winchell
and Dick Lane are all top speeders.
They can all run off from 240 to 300
words a minute. The very tops, prob-
ably, is Garry Moore, who can talk so

fast the human ear can't follow him.
Recordings of his "Little Red Riding
Hood" story, when slowed down, prove
he utters every word and syllable.

* * *

Music is really being taken seriously
in America— real American music.
Earlier in the season, Paul Whiteman,
director of music for the Blue Net-
work, inaugurated the Contemporary
Composers Concerts. This was under
the auspices of the network's Creative
Music Fund, which made grants to com-
posers in both the serious and popular
fields.

Now, the Blue Network has estab-
lished a prize fund of $1000 for new
compositions by American composers
in connection with the festival in
Colorado next summer—the festival of
the National Composers Clinic.
Four -hundred dollars will be

awarded for the best orchestral work,
with three hundred dollars going to
the composition that wins second place.
Compositions must play for at least
four minutes, but not exceed eight
minutes. Then, a first prize of two
hundred dollars will be given for the
best song with orchestral, piano or
organ accompaniment. The second
prize for this class will be one hundred
dollars.

There's still time for anyone with
ambition and some music in his head
to get to work.

Frank Fay is knocking them out with
laughter on Broadway in the play
"Harvey". The point is that Harvey is

a rabbit and he never is seen. It's been
brought to our attention, however, that
radio's been using that device for years
with Jimmy Durante's "Umbriago", Ed
Gardner's "Duffy", Fibber McGee's
"Myrt", Johnny Morgan's "landlady"
and Baby Snooks' "Mother".

* * *

Martin Block always does things in
a big and special way. He's got the
only desk at NBC with four live phones
on it. One for "Make Believe Ball-
room"; a second for the CBS "Music
That Satisfies" program, which he pro-
duces; a third connected with his home;
and the fourth on the NBC switchboard.

* * *

If you write in to Mary Lee Taylor
for recipes or information and don't get
an answer fast enough to suit you, be
patient. Mary's busy answering G.I.'s

all over the world. Mary's had letters
from India, describing the kind of
vegetables that can be found there and
asking for recipes that will make them
interesting and good for the boys.
She's had a letter from Italy for an ice
cream recipe that will turn out in that
climate and with the ingredients avail-
able at an Army hospital there.

* * *

Glad to see that Bill Goodwin is back
to his first love. We thought for awhile
that he'd get stuck with being an an-
nouncer—an amusing and delightful
one, but still an announcer. Now that
he's doing such a swell job as a
comedian on the Frank Sinatra show
and has completed work in a leading
role in the movie "Incendiary Blonde"
and is already signed for Alfred Hitch-
cock's next picture, we can relax.

* * *

There's a 5 x 6 foot bas-relief map
of Centerville touring the country.
Centerville is Henry Aldrich's mythical
home town. (Continued on page 8)

Danger—Witch at work!
Miriam Wolfe brews evil,

but Marilyn Erskine, the

Fairy Godmother, always
makes it come out right

on CBS' Let's Pretend, Sat-

urdays, 11:00 A.M., EWT.
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what a SOUR&ALL I married

!

"He has no reason to shout at me so!"

Jane kept telling herself. But there was a

deep, hidden reason for Bill's sharp words

!

Something he hinted one day. Puzzled,

Jane rushed to her doctor's. "Yes, it could

be your own fault," he said. "A wife's one

neglect—carelessness about feminine hy-

giene—can very often ruin even the hap-

piest marriage." Then he advised Lysol

—used by so many modern wives.

correction... lies a

"That's my Bill — his own sweet self

again!" And Jane is forever grateful to

her doctor for telling her about Lysol dis-

infectant. Just as he said— this effective

germ-killer cleanses thoroughly and de-

odorizes. Yet Lysol solution is gentle for

douching; won't harm sensitive vaginal

tissues—simply follow directions. Says
Jane, "Lysol's easy to use. Inexpensive,

too. And it really works— I know!"

Check these facts with your Doctor —disappears after use.
Deodorizes effectively.

Douche thoroughly with Lysol is gentle in proper Lasting — keeps full
correct Lysol solution. Its dilution.Powerful—Lysol strength even when un-
low "surface tension" is an efficient germicide, corked,
means greater spreading Economical—small bottle
power which reaches makes almost 4 gallons
more deeply into folds of solution. Cleanly odor
and crevices to searchout
germs. Non-caustic- FOR FEMININE HYGIENE USE c

Gopr. 1945, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp.

"For new FREE booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or

letter to Dept. A-45, Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Avenue, New York 22, N. Y.

• BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS *

Mitzi Gould is Athaliah, the

pagan Queen of Judah, on
CBS' series, Light of the World

The map was created after listeners
complained to the author that he
switched the post office from one street

to another and that sometimes De
Haven's drugstore was just around the
corner from Henry's house and, on
other evenings, was suddenly a bike
ride away. Now, all the houses, mod-
elled in plaster of Paris, are glued in
their proper places and there can be
no more shifting of the high school or
the courthouse.
Henry lives on Elm Street. De

Haven's drug store is on Elm and Main,
not far from Sam Aldrich's law office

on the corner of Main and Center
Streets. Henry's pal, Homer, lives on
Maple Street and Kathleen Anderson,
Henry's girl, lives on Church Street.

And it's going to stay that way.
* * *

Many of you might like to know that
the Bible verse read each morning on
"The Light of the World" is the verse
that boys on the battlefronts are read-
ing that same day—an arrangement
made possible by cooperation with the,
American Bible Society.

* * *

We like to hear about it when people
get tired of a gag and say so. Like
Harry James. When he signed his con-
tract to supply the music on the Danny
Kaye show, he made two stipulations.

One, that mentions of his wife, Betty
Grable, would be taboo and two, that

he would not be used as a comedy
stooge. And we say, good for Harry.
It's about time he was allowed to make
music and leave alone the other stuff.

* * *

Well, it looks as though Dick Brown's
success is in the bag and there to stay.

His fan mail's been growing fantasti-

cally and people are asking for more
and more tickets to his broadcasts.

* * *

The expense accounts submitted by
war reporters from their posts all over
the world are not only of interest

—

monetarily—to officials at the home
office. Sometimes, they give you a good
picture of a way of life.

All the way from Guam, where John
A. Hooley is reporting the Pacific war
for NBC, came one expense account
recently which included an entry for

18 cents. The explanation alongside the

item was: "For three cakes of soap to

inspire a native laundress to use more
modern methods."



Paul Whiteman says the smoke
shortage is getting so bad that the
contents of his cigarette case are al-

most more valuable than the case itself.

That's a pretty strong statement, be-
cause the outside of Pop's gold cigarette
case is completely encrusted with
diamond-studded charms given him by
celebrity friends.
Whiteman's wife, former screen star

Margaret Livingston, gave him the case.
It was originally decorated with the
diamond studded words, "I Love You".
This attracted so much attention from
Pop's friends that gradually they cov-
ered the whole surface of the case with
jeweled batons, pianos and other ap-
propriate miniatures representing every
phase of Whiteman's career.

* * *

Ever since the boys in his band gave
Sammy Kaye a ventriloquist's dummy
which looks exactly like him, Sammy's
been spending all his spare time taking
lessons from Paul Winchell, the kid
wizard of ventriloquism.

* * *

GOSSIP AND STUFF ... Add to the
authors—Fred Brady, comedian on the
Gracie Fields show, is writing a book
called "Here Come The Brides". . . .

Peggy Allenby has played Susan in the
David Harum script so long that her
own ten year old daughter calls her
Susan instead of Mother. . . . Carol
Bruce's greatest ambition is to play the
Helen Morgan role in a revival of
"Showboat". . . . Have you heard
Assignment Home? Look for it

—

especially if you have someone in the
service. . . . Ransom Sherman is cele-
brating his twenty-first birthday—in
radio. . . . NBC's soap opera Road of
Life is being broadcast from New
York, now. Used to come from Chicago.
. . . Lou Levy, manager of the Andrews
Sisters, and Maxene Andrews, his wife,
have just bought a ranch in the San
Fernando Valley. They're calling it the
"Eight-To-The-Bar" Ranch. . . . Amos
'n' Andy have been together twenty-
five years as a team. . . . Several hun-
dred returning G.I.'s have taken ad-
vantage of NBC's Welcome Home
Auditions and lots of them have got
jobs. . . . Henny Youngman's contract
carries a clause stating that the entire
cast of his Carton of Cheer show
must accompany him wherever and
whenever «he travels. . . . Have you
given to the Red Cross War Fund? It
would be a good idea. . . .

Edgar Barrier becomes that

versatile modern Robin Hood,
"The Saint", on NBC's series.

This message published at the request of the Surgeon General, United States Army,

Nurses!

Your Country Must Have You !

18,000 Registered Nurses are desperately needed by the United

States Army immediately! It's a matter of life or death for the

men at all fronts.

Every hour you wait, some wounded boy loses forever his

chance for full recovery!

When you join the U. S. Army Nurse Corps, civilian patients

may suffer additional discomfort and pain.

But if you do not join, you know that your refusal has

sentenced men to death . . . men whom your skill and knowl-

edge could have helped to save.

SIGN with the U. S. Army Nurse Corps . . . and sign TODAY!

If you are a Registered Nurse under 45 years of age, join the

U. S. Army Nurse Corps at once!

Ifyou are a Senior Cadet Nurse, serve your final six months
in an Army Hospital.

If you are untrained, take a home nursing or nurses' aide

course.

U. S. ARMY NURSE CORPS
See your local Red Cross Chapter for full information and

application blank. Or write the Surgeon General, U. S. Army,

Washington 25, D. C.

In World War V
Army Nurses

discovered" Kotex

,
was quickly nonced by Amen
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No Wonder more »omen choose Kote*

than all other brands of

sanitary napkins put together.

•T. M. Reg.
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Neither "little girl" nor "young
lady", Anne Francis is a lovely

in-between who is learning to

care for her beauty as it grows.

-aJ^M^ac^
IF teen age girls were made to order,

you couldn't cut a pattern for a
prettier one than Anne Francis who

plays the part of Kathy Cameron on
NBC's When A Girl Marries.
Anne is right in the middle of that

stage which is neither "little girl" nor
"young lady"—an age that is a trying
one for parents and youngsters alike,
in which girls are horrified at their
parents' stuffy old-fashioned atti-
tude on the subject of going out with
boys, show an alarming tendency to
be childish one minute and adult the
next, suddenly develop what seems
to be rather more than the requisite

r number of hands and feet and knees

and elbows, and all in all drive mothers
to complain, "I just don't know what
I'm going to do about my daughter

—

she's such a problem!"
Anne has found out how not to be

a problem, family-wise, or, even more
important, to herself. Being pretty, she
says emphatically, is largely a matter
of being clean. And that doesn't mean
just taking a bath in the morning and
letting it go at that. Cleanliness is a
matter of clothes, of hair, of fingernails,
too. One of Anne's chief claims to
beauty is her hair—and the beautiful,
golden-blonde silken sheen of it is

far from being an accident. She brushes
it several times a day, keeping her
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head well down for good circulation.

"Oh, and Mother taught me a long
time ago," Anne adds, "to loosen the
scalp with my fingertips. That's no
chore at all, because it makes you feel

so good!"
Twice-a-week is Anne's shampoo

schedule, and she sometimes uses two
well-beaten eggs along with her regu-
lar soap preparation—a trick worth
knowing. The juice of one lemon in the
rinse water is another, and a strong
camomile tea rinse is a third—all worth
anyone's time, as one look at Anne's
hair easily proves.
The "cleanliness-for-beauty" creed

extends to Anne's complexion as well.
Heavy creams, facials and all the rest
are for older skins—for youngsters
like Anne soap and water and a firm
washcloth or a good complexion brush
are better and safer. And Anne says
that part of the china-doll loveliness
of her skin comes from drinking at

least six glasses of water a day—and not
letting her sweet tooth rule her better
judgment. "Except," she adds, "where
Mother's chocolate cake is concerned!
I slip, there, but a girl can't be perfect!"
While Anne doesn't diet—she weighs

110 pounds for her five feet six inches

—

she's just as conscientious as any older
glamour girl about eating well-bal-
anced meals. "If you approach raw
vegetables," she explains, "with an
open mind, you'll find that they're as
good as they are good for you."
Even though she has modeled

—

made-up, of course—for commercial
photographers for -years, Anne has
just started to use street make-up. That
does not mean that she buys and uses
everything that comes on the market,
from mud packs to chin straps, how-
ever. Anne likes a very light founda-
tion film, just a little powder—enough
to dust off the shine—a bit of rouge, so

well blended in that it's noticeable only
as a lovely little glow and not as a spot
of raw color—and a soft-toned lip-

stick, put on to follow the naturally
sweet contours of her mouth. Emphat-
ically not painted on outside the real
line of the lips, like a slap in the face
of nature!

Fingernail biting is a "kid's trick."

She does her manicure at home, keep-
ing her nails quite short, and buffing
them to a high glow.

Exercise is one thing that 'teen-agers,
thank goodness, don't seem to be averse
to, as their older sisters too often are.

Anne gets hers by letting her black
cocker spaniel, Mr. Stubbs, lead her on
a run each morning and each evening.
In summer, she spends a good deal of
time at the beach.
Anne feels that sports clothes suit

her best—jumpers with crisp, colorful
blouses, torso blouses with fitted skirts,

keeping everything simple. And al-

ways, low-heeled shoes. She's not anx-
ious to accentuate her height—yet.

Scrupulous cleanliness, disarming
simplicity—add up to beauty for Anne
Francis, and can add up to the same
thing for any teen-ager who cares
enough to work at them—and who
doesn't care about being pretty?



TODAY THIS BOY DID A MAN-SIZE JOB. Today this

little fellow collected enough scrap paper to make containers

for 15 pints of blood. Now he's getting a well-deserved rest on

his Beautyrest (made by Simmons) . If you own a Beautyrest,

you're lucky.

For you have a mattress with 837 individually pocketed

coils, and a sag-proof border. Take the best care of your

Beautyrest, for we don't know when you can buy another.

We still have a good way to go, and we're neck-deep in war
production. But if you need a new mattress now, we recom-

mend aWHITE KNIGHT made by Simmons It's the mattress-

within-a-mattress—plump, durable, and comfortable, with

layer upon layer of fine, resilient cotton! And the postwar

Beautyrest will be something out of this world, and that's a

promise! NEWS—the government has permitted us to make
a limited quantity of Beautyrest Box Springs at $39.50 each.

BEAUTYREST
The World's Most Comfortable Mattress!

P.S. DID YOU BUY EXTRA WAR BONDS THIS WEEK?
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"LIPSTICK
Can't smear!

Won't rub off!

Instantly . .

.

make YOUR lips more thrilling

Here is the most important charm

discovery since the beginning of

beauty. A "lipstick," at last, that

isn't greasy—that actually can't

smear—that really won't rub off

—

and that will keep your lips delici-

ously soft, smooth and lovely. It isn't

a "lipstick" at all. It's a liquid, in

the most exciting tones of red ever

created. It's so permanent. Put it on

at dusk—it stays till dawn or longer.

Regular size bottle that lasts a long

long time is only $1 at all stores. Or,

...SEND COUPON
for generous Trial Size

Check shades wanted:

English Tint— new glorification for blondes,

or with platinum or gray hair.

D Scarlet— devastating on girls with brown hair;

hazel eyes, fair skin.

O Parisian— spectacular for

Irish type red heads, and for

—dark hair, blue eyes.

D Regal— real excitement

for girls with dark hair,

brown eyes, medium skin!

D Gypsy— does wonders for

dark -haired, dark-eyed

charmers with olive skin.

O Gay Plum— adds world of

enchantment to girls

with very dark skin.

PRINCESS PAT, Dept. 5144
2709 Southwells St., Chicago 16, 111.

I enclose lOo (and 2o Fed. tax) for generous
trial size of "liquid liptone."

City.

Send 12c lor each shade ordered

ttyu&lJaptbm.
•can't imearl won't rub offl

FACING the MUSIC

Happily capering together on
CBS' Saturday night Danny Kaye
Show are the star, above left,

and Harry James, whose orches>-

tra helps out. To the right,

lovely Georgia Gibbs smiles

over a success story that she

achieved for herself with hard
work and a unique song style.

By KEN ALDEN

IN all the years Mark Warnow has
been conducting The Hit Parade or-

chestra he has never met the pro-
gram's sponsor, Mr. George Washington
Hill, the ciggie manufacturer. Accord-
ing to the legend, Mark and Hill corre-

spond regularly over just what the
orchestra will play and how it will be
arranged. Recently Mr. Hill asked to

meet his conductor. Warnow politely

refused. He explained that things were
going along splendidly without personal
contact and a formal meeting might
spoil everything. Hill, slightly stunned,
admired Warnow's honesty and agreed
to leaving things as they are.

The real reason The Hit Parade
selected Lawrence Tibbett to replace
The Voice when the latter asked release
due to the high cost of absorbing the
transcontinental line reversals, is that
the sponsor felt he could not find any-
one strong enough to succeed Sinatra
from the popular music field and had to

secure some big opera or concert star.

* * *

Jimmy Cash, the Irish tenor, is off

the George Burns and Gracie Allen
program due to the fact that the show
was cut from 30 to 25 minutes. No re-
flection on Jimmy's warbling.

* * *

Radio row refuses to give up Glenn
Miller as lost. They hope the great and

heroic bandleader is only missing or
a prisoner of the Nazis.

* * *

Although not given billing, it is Matty
Malneck who is conducting the or-
chestra on Ed Gardner's Duffy's Tavern.
Speaking of that bistro where the

elite meet to eat, in the picture version
Bing Crosby's kids appear briefly and
steal the show.

* * *

Bing's decision to cut out a lot of
the dialog on his NBC show and have
more singing (a decision most radio
wiseguys said would not be smart) has
brought the show right up to the top
of the listener ratings, crowding Messrs.
Hope and McGee.

* * *

The tune Don't Fence Me In has
passed the million mark in sheet music
sales. Cole Porter, the old sophisticate,
wrote it for a musical comedy and the
producer turned it down because it was
too corny.

* * •

Buddy Rich, the drummer, may quit
the Tommy Dorsey band and form a '

band of his own.

GEORGIA ON MY MIND
The little girl with the strawberry

blonde pigtails sang her number with
Continued on page 14



Those old magazines, newspapers, cartons,

pasteboard boxes, Christmas Cards, Val-

entines, letters of long ago, and other

paper you've stored away are needed right

now for front-line duty.

Such waste paper is being converted as

fast as possible into 'containers that carry

ammunition, blood plasma and food to all

our fighting men.

So urgently is waste paper needed for war

purposes that everybody should consider

it a "must" to search their attics, base-

ments, storerooms, libraries, desks, closets

and shelves for this vital material.

The situation is so acute at this time that

even this magazine should be turned in for

salvage as soon as you and your family

have finished reading it.

Cooperate with the paper salvage drive in your community. Watch your

daily paper for announcements about the collection of scrap paper.
R
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—when it's so easy to keep cuticle trim with Trimal!

The safe, gentle way to remove cuticle is the 1

same method used by professional manicur-

ists. Simplywrap cotton around manicure stick

and apply Trimal. Then watch dead, loose

cuticle soften. Wipe it away with a towel.

You'll be amazed and delighted with results!

Ask for the 10c or 25c size now (manicure

stick and cotton included)—at drug, depart-

ment or 10c stores.

NEGLECTED
CUTICLE

*2Ue

TRIMAL
keeps cuticle trim without cutting

^^^Sfc*^

WELL-MANICURED
CUTICLE

TRIMAL LABORATORIES • LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA
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Transform your doily baths into soothing, glam
orizing "beauty treatments" with Bathasweet
bath aids! They make ordinary water (even
hardest water) extra-cleansing, and as soft as
summer rain. And the alluring Bathasweet fra-

grances seem to cling to your skin for hours. Try

o Bathasweet beauty bath tonight, and see how
flower-fresh you feel I

Bathasweet Water Softener Bathasweet Foam
Bathasweet Shower Mitt Bathasweet Talc Mitt

Bathasweet Pine Oil Bathasweet Soap

3 fragrances: Garden Bouquet,

Forest Pine, Spring Morning.

Su/eCf"
BATH ACCESSORIES

Continued from page 12
the assurance of a veteran. The banquet
crowd in the hotel ballroom loved her
and asked for more. Standing near the
swinging doors that led to the kitchen
were the 12-year-old child's older sis-
ter and mother, tears in their eyes.
Back home in their modest flat, the

little girl opened the envelope the man
at the banquet had given her. There
were two crisp dollar bills and thirty-
five cents in. change.
The mother smiled wearily. "Oh, fine,

Freda. My little girl will be a great
singer some day."
"And when I do," the child replied,

"I'm gonna buy you the finest mink
coat in all the world."

"Mink," gasped the mother, "that is

for rich people. Maybe some day when
you are a big success you will buy for
me a nice Persian lamb with a muff."
The little singer kept her promise.

Last month Freda, now known to radio
listeners and GI's everywhere as Geor-
gia Gibbs, singing star of CBS' Jimmy
Durante-Garry Moore show, bought her
mother a Persian lamb coat.
"With a muff," added Georgia as

she recounted her story to me at Toots
Shor's, an option's throw from Radio
City.
"You know, with the extra money

I've been making on guest shots I

could have bought her a mink. But
mama had made up her mind."
Georgia was the youngest of four

children. Her father had died when she
was just two, and when her mother
was seriously injured in an auto ac-
cident, the four children, Murry, Bob,
Helen and Freda, were committed to
an orphanage in Worcester, Mass. In
the institution, little Freda always
scored a hit at the annual Christmas
show singing, "Doin' The Raccoon."

"Y'know," Georgia said, "that's one
fur I never have wanted to own."
When big sister Helen was old enough

to work, the children left the orphan-
age and managed to keep going. Mother
was able to do part-time work.
Helen got her kid sister a booking

in a Boston night club that appealed
to stay-up-lates. The girl worked from
1 to 6 A.M. The two sisters travelled
the 40 miles between Worcester and
Boston in a bumpy bus.

"I got paid $25 a week and believe
me it was quite a place. Visiting jazz
musicians always came and so did
President Roosevelt's sons."

1!

3&$

Dick Powell is the genial driver of

NBC's Fitch Bandwagon, present-

ing the nation's top dance bands.



Still known as Freda Gibson, the girl

joined the Hudson-DeLange band.
They made several recordings of new-
tunes. A song plugger took one of the
disks to Richard Himber.
"The hell with the songs," was Him-

ber's reaction. "Who is that kid singing
them? Let's get her."
The song plugger, ever anxious to

please Himber, spent a busy night
locating Freda. That's how, at 2 A.M.,
the startled singer got a long distance
call from Himber. She joined his band.

After six months with him, she was
hired for The Hit Parade.

"I really thought this was it," Georgia
explained, "but brother—was I wrong."
Not given billing, ordered to sing all

the songs in fire-engine tempo, the
radio crowd passed her by when more
promising assignments were available.
The Hit Parade chore ended and Freda
was without work.

"I decided everything was wrong
about me, even my name. I liked Hoagy
Carmichael's tune 'Georgia On My
Mind' and thought that would make a
cute first name. I just shortened my
last."

Singing at intimate gatherings for
musicians, Georgia proved to the cynics
that she could sing at slower tempos,
that she had poise and personality.
In 1942 she joined Artie Shaw's band
on a road tour and then was booked
into Cafe Society Uptown. The night
of her opening she ran across a new
tune, still unpublished. Needing an un-
usual number in her repertory, she
used it. The song was an overnight hit.

It was called "Choo Choo Baby," and
by now needs no introduction to radio

I listeners.

The tune did it. Offers came from
both coasts and Georgia won two im-
portant contracts: singing on Jimmy
Durante's show and making records.
Georgia is tiny, standing 5 feet, 1%

inches, weighs 104 pounds.
In addition to her commercial work,

Georgia does a 15-minute "Personal
Album" show for overseas transmission
every week. Her V-mail is terrific.
When her brother landed in Italy the
first thing he heard was his sister's
short wave show.

This summer she plans to go over-
seas for the USO with Jimmy Durante.
As for dates, Georgia has plenty of

them, sometimes with Hollywood
wolves.

|
"But somehow," she says, "they don't

howl when they're out with me."

Back on the air is lovely Jane
Pickens, to star on the American
Melody Hour, Tuesdays, over CBS

w °*
.
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* 4 times as many doctors prefer Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil as any other

baby oil or lotion.

* Over 4 times OS many hospitals use Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil as all other

baby oils and lotions combined.

* Mothers prefer it by far— Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil outsells all other

baby oils and lotions combined.
ff to furrtTi

• To help keep your baby's skin healthy and

smooth, no other baby oil or lotion can match

the wonderful record of Mennen Antiseptic

Baby Oil— used with excellent results on
millions of babies for the past 12 years!

Daily use of Mennen oil on your baby will

help prevent diaper rash, scalded buttocks,

itching, smarting, impetigo and many other

skin troubles. There is only one best oil for

your baby's delicate skin—

n^nn^n drmssPTK babv oil
Most baby specialists also prefer MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY POWDER

15
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When applying and removing
cleansing cream, always use up-
ward and outward motion. To
remove, wrap absorbent Sitroux

Tissue around hand, like a mitt.

(Tissues go further*, cleanse bet-

ter, this way.) Then, pat with
cotton soaked in skin freshener.

Next, apply rich lubricating cream.

Start from upper chest; work with
both hands. Circle gently upward
along throat. Make an upward
half-circle around back of neck.

For firming exercise, bend head
forward, relaxed; roll to right,

back; left, back to front. Repeat,
circling left to right. Leave cream
on half-an-hour (overnight, for
dry skin). Remove with Sitroux
Tissue, using upward strokes. Ab-
sorbent Sitroux removes cream
thoroughly; fine for hankies, too.
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GIRL

By ELEANOR HARRIS

WHEN you tune in on the Philip
Morris Purple Heart Show,
you're tuning in on the sweet-

heart of twelve million men in uniform
—which means you're listening to
Ginny Simms. She's the Girl Back
Home.

She's a five-career girl right now.
One career is her radio program (she's

voted the number one radio songstress,
according to 18 radio polls) ; another
career is in the movies, where she is

being starred in No Leave, No Love; a
third career is made up of her 500
recordings; a fourth is her 65-acre farm
outside of Hollywood, which she runs
with the efficiency of the U. S. Agri-
cultural Bureau. The fifth career is

entirely concerned with her twelve
million uniformed beaux—it's her end-
less hospital visits,, all over the United
States, to sing to the wounded. When
the patients in Army and Navy hos-
pitals see her coming into their wards,
they see this:

A slim girl of five-feet-six, with her
thick brown hair worn the way they
like it—brushed away from her face but
hanging to her shoulders, and tied with
a black velvet ribbon. Her face is the
way they like it too: it's clean and
fresh, with no make-up but lipstick

and mascara. And her clothes suit them
perfectly—she wears a navy blue dress
with pink rosettes appliqued around the
shoulders, or a Canary yellow sports
coat over a red-and-yellow print dress.

The boys love to hear her sing, and
sometimes she sings fifteen half-hour
shows a day for them in different parts
of the same hospital. She sings, too, the
songs they most want to hear: "I Walk
Alone," "White Christmas," "Always,"
"Together," "Stardust," "Is You Is Or
Is You Ain't My Baby," and "Amor."
For most of them, she brings back

nostalgic memories. They remember
her from their pre-war days in their
home towns or colleges—for several
years she toured all over the country
with Kay Kyser's band. The sight of her
reminds them of the typical American
towns they come from.
She was born in San Antonio, Texas,

to Gertrude and Dormer Simms—Mr.
Simms being a former minstrel man.
She went to the Fresno State Teacher's
College, intending to teach piano-
playing. But she got side-tracked sing-

When Ginny Simms sings, she
takes twelve million men in

uniform back home. And when
she smiles for them, Ginny
is all the girls they love.

ing with two sorority sisters from the
Sigma Phi Gamma house, and the trio
sang at college proms and concerts until
Ginny stepped out on her own radio
program over a local Fresno radio
station. From that she went to Kay
Kyser's band, and from his band into
a contract at MGM Studios and into
her amazingly successful radio shows.

In Hollywood, Ginny leads a dual
life. Five days a week her life is

sophisticated—she lives at an elaborate
hotel in Beverly Hills. Come weekends,
and Ginny heads for San Fernando
Valley and her 65-acre ranch. Here her
parents live and here Ginny has planted
fields of alfalfa. Once there, she shifts
into blue-jeans and begins overseeing
the ranch and even driving a tractor!
The house is dedicated to being a

home. Green cotton rugs completely
cover the two floors of the house, and
big windows criss-crossed in fluffy
white organdy curtains let in the Cali-
fornia sunlight. Most of her lamps are
made from copper milk cans . . . and
scattered through the whole house is

her fabulous flood of gifts from her
twelve million uniformed admirers.
As you read this, she is probably

lying in an upper berth on some train
trying to sleep, with her freshly-washed
wet stockings slapping at her from the
railing above her head. She's probably
just finished singing to the invalids on
the same train—and tomorrow she'll

be putting on shows in hospitals. At
the end of her trip, she'll call up num-
berless families of servicemen and she
won't have time, back in Hollywood,
to see her friends because she'll be
singing at some G. I. wedding—or
dating some unknown G. I. who won
her as a prize for buying a bond! No
handshake in front of a newspaper
camera for the Girl Back Home. She
actually lunches with the winners at
MGM, takes in the Clover Club that
night—and then kisses them goodnight
on her doorstep!



Fry the first Spring catch, (or boneless fish fillets), with
a golden crust to break underyour fork and savory tender-

ness inside. Serve with your own home-made, tangy Tartar
sauce—and French fried onion rings, piping hot, delicious.

What a dinner! Deep fried to perfection in pure Mazola.
This golden oil, with its delicate, delicious flavor, also makes
tempting fresh salad dressings, smooth cream sauces, won-
derful hot breads.Yes—Mazola makes so many good things

!

FISH KENTUCKY

Dip cleaned, whole small
fish (or fish fillets) in 1 cup of
milk seasoned with l^ tsps.

salt. Roll in a mixture of J^ cup
flour and }/& cup corn meal. Fry
in 34 inch sizzling hot Mazola
at moderate temperature until
nicely brown. Turn only once.

FRENCH FRIED ONION
RINGS

New, jiffy-quick recipe
makes them lighter.

Cut 3 large onions in 34
inch slices; separate into
rings. Dip rings in flour,

seasoned with 1 teaspoon
salt; then in milk; again
in flour. Drop several
rings at a time into hot
Mazola ,three inches deep
in a kettle, heated to
375°F. Keep rings sepa-
rated. Fry golden brown,
about lj^; to 2 minutes.
Drain on unglazed paper
or paper towels. Serves 4.

TANGY TARTAR SAUCE

Place 1 egg yolk, 3^ tsp.

paprika, 1 tsp. salt and 1 tbsp.

vinegar in a bowl. Whip until
light in color and thick. Con-
tinue beating and add 1 34 cups
Mazola, a tablespoon at a time,
beating well after each addi-
tion. Add 1 more tbsp. vinegar
and beat again 'til thick. Stir
in 1 tbsp. chopped parsley, 1

tbsp. onion juice, 2 tbsp.

India relish. Makes 1%
cups sauce.

f™**
FRENCH DRESSING

Thisfresh dressingmakes
salad so much more de-
licious! Combine in a
pint jar or bottle: Y% cup
vinegar, 1 cup Mazola, 1

tsp. paprika, 1 J^ tsp. salt,

34 tsp. pepper, 2 tsps.

sugar.

X

x/2 tsp. onionjuice,
13^ tsp. dry mustard.
Cover, shake until well
mixed. Chill. Makes 1J^
cups of salad dressing.

© Corn Products Sales Co.



leaves your hair

so lustrous, yet so easy

to manage!

Only Drene with Hair Conditioner

reveals up to 33% more lustre than soap

. . . yet leaves hair so easy to arrange

so alluringly smooth!

Want all your hair-dos to look glamorous? Then be a

"Drene Girl!" Always use Drene Shampoo with Hair

Conditioner. No other shampoo . . . not a soap in the world

. . . can make your hair look so lovely!

Reveals far more lustre than any cake soap or liquid

soap shampoo. For Drene never leaves any dulling film, as

all soaps do, to rob your hair of its lustrous beauty ! Drene
reveals up to 33% more lustre than any kind of soap.

Leaves hair so manageable ! Now that the new, im-

proved Drene contains a wonderful hair conditioner, it

leaves hair far silkier, smoother, easier to manage . . . right

after shampooing!

Removes every bit of dandruff the very first time you
use it! So insist on Drene with Hair Conditioner ... or ask

your beauty shop to use itl

FROM
Lisa Fonssagrives . . . glamorous New York
fashion model, Cover Girl and "Drene Girl"

. . . shows you (above) her lovely new eve-

ning hair-do for spring! The adorable hair-do

gadget is just wired ribbon, bent into sbape,
then covered with flowers. Your milliner

can do it! The shining smoothness of Lisa's

hair is due to Drene Shampoo with Hair
Conditioner, which she always uses. No
other shampoo leaves hair so lustrous, yet

so easy to manage!

Tonight . . . don't put it off . . . shampoo your
hair the new glamour way! Get the combina-
tion of beauty benefits found only in Drene
with Hair Conditioner ! is Extra lustre ... up
to 33% more than with soap or soap sham-
poos ! ^~ Manageable hair . . . easy to comb
into smooth shining neatness ! ^Complete
removal of dandruff! Ask for Drene Shampoo
with Hair Conditioner

!

Lisa adores hair-do gadgets!
But says, "make sure that they,
and your hair-do, too, match
the mood of your clothes!"
Every hair in place is her
first rule for a smart hair-do.
And, says Lisa, "for shining-
smooth, manageable hair
there's no shampoo like Drene
with Hair Conditioner 1"
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There was the first lie, inescapable, menacing. And there would be others, Kathy knew

I
HAD a feeling, when I stepped off the train

at the Apple Lake station, that something
wonderful and exciting was about to hap-

pen. There was no real reason for the feeling,

except that the April morning was enough to

make your heart sing, thrilling-sweet with
spring, spiced with the tang of lake water.
Otherwise, there was no reason at all to feel

sixteen and expectant and foolishly happy,
instead of a poised and practical twenty-six.

Joe Henley's battered black sedan, Apple
Lake's taxi service, stood beside the station.

I waved, and Joe saw me and scrambled out
to take my bag. "Miss Carter!" he exclaimed.
"Going out to your brother's place, I suppose.
Is this your vacation, or are you here for

just a few days?"
I bit my lip. I'd forgotten that in addition

to being the town's taxi service, Joe was
also its unofficial {Continued on page 84)
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I
COULD tell this as if it were a
fairy story. I could almost begin it

"Once upon a time".

I could say that once there was a

little princess who lived in a fairy

palace; she was the center of her own
small universe,- the pole about which
revolved everyone and everything that

came in contact with her.

She was very beautiful, this little

princess. Everyone said so, and no one
ever thought to impress upon her that

her beauty was an accident, a gift be-
queathed by her parents and her par-
ents' parents, and not of her own doing
at all. She never stopped to realize that

those ancestors of hers might as easily

have bequeathed her an ugly face, or

a grotesquely twisted body. Neither did
the princess have any brothers or sis-

ters; she never learned what give-and-
take means; she never learned to share.

.

She grew up believing that there was

no one, anywhere in the world, who
could say no to her, and mean it. And
that is the Wy things were with the
self-centered, self-engrossed little prin-
cess when she met her fairy prince,

when she first heard his rich, deep
voice, and felt it touch responsive, un-
suspected chords in her heart.

Yes, I could make a fairy story of it

—for I was that princess. But a fairy
story ends happily after the coming of
the prince, and my story didn't go that
way at all.

I'm going to try to be honest in tell-

ing you what I was, and how I came
to be that way, and I can in honesty say
that it was not all my fault. Partly, the
blame was my parents'. The girl who
came to Stonewall Inn one Indian-sum-
mer day, and found her prince charm-
ing in the person of Mike Torrey, and
all of life spread out for her taking—

a

spoiled girl with a completely askew

sense of values—was, certainly, the
Shelley Drake I'd made myself to be,
since I had grown up. But the founda-
tions had been laid long before—even
before I was born.
Mother and Dad, two lonely people

who had wanted love,
;
and a home, and

children, all of their lives^ had found
each other heartbreakingly late. I was
the answer to a dream they had hardly
dared expect to realize, and I don't
think they ever got over the wonder of
having a child. Mother had been the
ugly-duckling daughter in a family of
lovely girls, and her delight, when it

became obvious that I was going to
have her sisters' good looks, was bound-
less. I'm sure she decided that I would,
no matter what the sacrifice, have
everything she had always wanted and
that she would live her desires for
pretty things, for admiration, vicari-
ously in me. Dad, as fathers will, would
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have thought his daughter the loveliest

thing in the world anyway. And so I

was spoiled and petted and adored.

Dad's salary was small, and our little

brown-shingled house on Pelham Street

was a far cry from a fairy castle, but
it was that for me, for in it every
spoken wish came true. There was a
beautiful doll's house- in one room
{mother had needed a new coat that

winter) and a slide and see-saw in the
basement, (Dad had a hard time paying
for the coal that year), and everything
else I ever asked for. Most of the girls

I knew, even the ones whose parents
were much better off than mine, wore
hand-me-down or made-over clothes

sometimes, took turns with toys, had
household chores they were expected
to do, learned to give and take, to

share, to assume responsibility. But
not I.

I didn't participate in the roughhouse

games of the neighborhood children,
either. Partly because I loved my pretty
clothes too much to spoil them, and
partly because Mother loved to have
me with her all the time. Mother was
a genius with her needle; she taught
me to sew early, and imbued me with
an eye for line and color, a rich pleasure
in the feel of fabrics. While the other
children played outside, I sat with
Mother, cutting and putting tiny, care-
ful stitches into clothes for my dolls,

while Mother made far too many, far
too lavish clothes for me.
That was the fairyland in which I

grew up—and out of which I was so
frighteningly shaken during my last

year of high school, when Dad died, and
Mother followed him a few weeks later.

There I was, stunned and alone, and
unequipped to wrest a living from the
world and make myself a place in it.

I don't know what I would have doner

if Mrs. Andrews, from next door, in

answer to my terrified, "What shall I

do?" hadn't said, tartly, "You certainly

can sew, Shelley. You get yourself right

down to Harpers' Store and see if they
don't need somebody in alterations.

Goodness, child, you can't just sit!"

It's really too bad that they did need
an alteration hand at Harpers'—I know
that now. It would have been better

if that first job had been refused me,
and a second and a third, for then
I might have learned, bitterly and
frighteningly, what it was like to have
someone say no to me, what it was
like to have to struggle for what I

wanted. It would have been better if,

a year later, Mrs. Sheldon, who was
the owner of a very exclusive- toy shop
on the other side of the city, hadn't
come into Harpers' and bought a dress;

if I hadn't been called to alter it for her.

We got to talking, she and I, about

Shelley closed herself away in a dream world, waiting for

a prince to beckon. But in place of the prince

there came a man, ruthlessly shattering her make-believe





I
COULD tell this as if it were a

(airy story. I could almost begin it

"Once upon a time". . .

I could say that once there was a

little princess who lived in a fairy

palace; she was the center of her own
small universe, the pole about which
revolved everyone and everything that

came in contact with her.

She was very beautiful, this little

princess. Everyone said so, and no one
ever thought to impress upon her that

her beauty was an accident, a gift be-

queathed by her parents and her par-

ents' parents, and not of her own doing

at all. She never stopped to realize that

those ancestors of hers might as easily

have bequeathed her an ugly face, or

a grotesquely twisted body. Neither did

the princess have any brothers or sis-

ters; she never learned what give-and-

take means; she never learned to share.

She grew up believing that there was

no one, anywhere in the world, who
could say no to her, and mean it. And
that is the wuy things were with the

self-centered, self-engrossed little prin-

cess when she met her fairy prince,

when she first heard his rich, deep

voice, and felt it touch responsive, un-

suspected chords in her heart.

Yes, I could make a fairy story of it

—for I was that princess. But a fairy

story ends happily after the coming of

the prince, and my story didn't go that

way at all.

I'm going to try to be honest in tell-

ing you what I was, and how I came

to be that way, and I can in honesty say

that it was not all my fault. Partly, the

blame was my parents'. The girl who
came to Stonewall Inn one Indian-sum-

mer day, and found her prince charm-

ing in the person of Mike Torrey, and

all of life spread out for her taking—

a

spoiled girl with a completely askew

sense of values—was, certainly,
the

Shelley Drake I'd made myself t be
since I had grown up. But the founda-
tions had been laid long before—even
before I was born.

Mother and Dad, two lonely people
who had wanted love, and a home, and
children, all of their lives, had found
each other heartbreakingly late. I Was
the answer to a dream they had hardly
dared expect to realize, and I don't

think they ever got over the wonder of
having a child. Mother had been the
ugly-duckling daughter in a family
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lovely girls, and her delight, when it

became obvious that I was going to

have her sisters' good looks, was bound-
less. I'm sure she decided that I would,
no matter what the sacrifice, have
everything she had always wanted and
that she would live her desires for

pretty things, for admiration, vicari-

ously in me. Dad, as fathers will, would

have thought his daughter the loveliest
thing in the world anyway. And so I
was spoiled and petted and adored
Dad's salary was small, and our little

brown-shingled house on Pelham Street
was a far cry from a fairy castle but
it was that for me, for in it every
spoken wish came true. There was a
beautiful doll's house- in one room
(mother had needed a new coat that
winter) and a slide and see-saw in the
basement, (Dad had a hard time payine
for the coal that year), and everything
else I ever asked for. Most of the girls
I knew, even the ones whose parents
were much better off than mine wore
hand-me-down or made-over clothes
sometimes, took turns with toys had
household chores they were expected
to do, learned to give and take to
share, to assume responsibility. But
not I.

I didn't participate in the roughhouse
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dolls and toys, and I told her about the doll clothes I had
made and how Mother had taught me to sew. It would have
been better if she hadn't said, "Why don't you stop into the
shop and see me some day next week, Miss Drake? We make
a specialty of hand-made doll clothes, and Miss Tashly, who's
been with us for years, is leaving to get married. It leaves us
in a terrible spot, what w^ith Christmas coming on, and so-r-"

Yes, if Mrs. Sheldon hadn't come into Harpers' I probably
would never have thought of applying at her shop for a job,

and I would never have been plunged back into fairyland.

For that was what working for the Sheldons meant to me.
It meant a salary large enough so that I could afford to move
from the Girls' Club to an apartment of my own—a tiny,

one-room affair on a run-down street, but my own, to fix up
as I chose. It meant working in a place where the wealthy
came and went, in pleasant surroundings, with rich and
wonderful fabrics.

And it meant Howard.

WTITH Howard Simms came all the things I had missed
" during the past year—missed for too long, I thought
then, but not for long enough to be good for me, really.

Little attentions—flowers, candy, frequent telephone calls,

dancing, admiration and flattery lavished on me once again.

Howard came into the shop one afternoon and saw me—it

was as simple as that. The Sheldons told me later that he'd
refused to leave until they'd introduced him to me. And
when I left the shop at closing time, he was waiting for

me—as, somehow, I'd known he wovdd be.

"I waited for you," was all he said, but into that I read,

I've waited for you all my life, and I was off again into

fairyland, this time complete with romance.
I may have been a foolish, empty-headed sort of girl, in

those days, but I did have sense enough for this: I knew, as

the work-filled days and the gay evenings drifted by, that

I didn't love Howard, and never would. If only I'd had the
added sense to let him go!

He was in love with me; I knew that almost from the
start. And when he asked me to marry him, as I was sure
he would, I couldn't bring myself to say no. I suppose a girl

who has never had "no" said to her finds it hard to say the
word herself. No is so final, such a cutting-off sound. "Maybe"
is better, and "perhaps," and "I can't be sure. . ." And a no
to Howard would have meant an end to the pleasure I had
in his company, the pleasure I took from having him always
at my beck and call, ready to take me wherever I wanted
to be taken.
And so when Howard said, his eyes searching mine almost

wistfully in hope, "Shelley—I love you. You know that. I

want you to marry me—I want to take care of you for the
rest of my life!" I said neither yes nor no, but temporized
instead.

"We're both young, Howard. We've got lots of time ahead
of us," I told him. "We're having fun together. Why can't
we go on like this for a while? I'm not ready to make up
my mind quite yet."

And that, or a variation of it, was what I told him for over
a year, each time he recovered enough from the last rebuff
to find courage to ask me again. "Let's wait a while . . . I'm
not ready . . . Can't we let things go on as they are?" Al-
ways, I kept the door of his hopes ajar—both for his sake
and for mine.

I might have said yes to him, I suppose, if I hadn't kept,
hidden but ever-green, a dream in the back of my heart.
Every woman's dream, of course—the hope that somewhere
the right man is waiting for her. Now and again a little sliver
of fear would pierce that hope which is at the core of every
woman's being—what if I never fell in love? What if the
man I dreamed about never came along? It was reassuring,
then, to know that there would always be Howard, that
I could marry him whenever I chose. I didn't stop to con-
sider how cruel that might be to him-, either way—if the
man in my dreams came along, or if he did not.
But as I might have known he would, even Howard be-

came insistent at last. He came one night, his arms full of
flowers, when I was recovering from an attack of flu. He
found a vase for the flowers, put them on the desk, and came
straight across the room to sit on the edge of the couch
beside me.

"Shelley—Shelley, I've got to know. Honey, I don't want
you working any more. You weren't meant to earn your own

living. Won't you give me a chance to take care of you—to
move you out of this little place, and give you everything
you Want? Shelley—it would be so easy for you to say yes.
Please set a date for our wedding. We've been engaged for
more than a year—you can't keep any man waiting forever,
darling."

A little nagging fear—the fear of losing Howard—rose in
my mind. Say yes, it told me. Say yes, or you may lose him.
But, Say no, my heart told me. Say no, because you really
don't love him. Keep waiting, just a bit longer.

;
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And so, as always, I compromised. I caught his hand and
held it tightly between both of mine. "Don't ask me now,
Howard. I'm so tired. I'm going away—the Sheldons said

today that I should take my vacation now, when I need it,

after being sick. They even offered to pay part of my ex-
penses at a little place they know in the mountains. I'm
going up there for two weeks. Let me think about it a little

longer. We've got all the time in the world, Howard."
He smiled at me, a funny little one-sided smile. "No one

has that, honey—all the time in the world. But I won't bother

A slow, amused voice said
"Fm afraid you're stuck
with me for the evening"

you about it any more now. You go away and have your-
self a good time, and when you come back—we'll see. How's
that?"

I bit back a sigh of relief. '"That's the way I want it to

be, Howard."
"And that's the way it always is, Shelley-^the way you

want it to be." But his smile took all the sting of bitterness

out of that.

That funny little fear that someday I might lose Howard
if I didn't set a definite date for our wedding persisted in

my mind after he had left that night. But I put the thought
firmly aside—tomorrow would begin two weeks of delight
for me, two weeks of the kind I'd wanted ever since I'd had
to earn my own living. I was going to a resort for a vaca-
tion—true, it wasn't a resort of the kind which the patrons
of Sheldon's shop went to, but it was a resort, just the same.
I didn't let myself dwell on the fact that the people there
would probably be working girls and working men on vaca-
tion, just like myself. No, it was better to dream instead

—

dream of dancing, and tennis, perhaps, and people in resort
clothes, dressing differently for every activity during the
day. At least, I told myself, I could keep up with them
on that score—I had plenty of clothes, clothes I had made
myself, carefully copied from the pictures in the fashion
magazines.

So I put Howard, and the Sheldons, and my -little apart-
ment, and working for a weekly paycheck, completely out
of my mind as I boarded the train for Stonewall Inn next
morning. For two weeks I was going to be a princess in
reality, a princess with nothing to do but wear pretty clothes
and flirt judiciously and bask in the sun. I even had a story
all made up in my mind to tell people up there who asked
me who I was and what I did. A story about wanting
to come to a small place like this to "get away from
everything"! Oh, I'd be mysterious and a little apart from
everyone, and people would ask each other who that beauti-
ful girl was who wore those wonderful clothes with such
an air of elegance! For two wonderful, wonderful weeks
I'd be the person I wanted to be, and not the Shelley Drake
I had to be at all.

A ND that was the attitude of mind in which I arrived at

*"-.the Inn, just in time to change for the "Blind Date
Night" dance that was to be held that evening. Each woman
guest would be given a numbered card, the clerk explained
to me, and each male guest a card with a number correspond-
ing to that of one of the women. Numbers would be matched,
and the man and woman with the same number must spend
the remainder of the evening in each other's company.

I would rather have been able to pick my own partner, I

thought as I dressed—without a single doubt in my mind
that I could choose whomever I wanted, of course! But per-
haps it would be a good way of getting acquainted, after all,

and there would be plenty of time later to pick and choose.

As I waited, a little later, a scrap of pasteboard bearing
the number seventeen in my lap, I was conscious of the
admiration in the eyes of people—men and women alike

—

who passed me searching for their partners. My frock, of

palest pink, billowed about me, and the simple strands of

seed pearls at my throat—a birthday gift from Howard

—

were the perfect complement to the gown. I glowed with
pleasure—already my own world was far behind me, and I

was a part of this one. Perhaps—well, I might even meet
him, tonight.

"If you've number seventeen," said a slow, amused voice

from behind me, "I'm afraid you're stuck with me for the
evening."
My first feeling, as I turned swiftly to look at him, was

a keen disappointment. He, surely, was not the man who
had been so sweetly enshrined in my heart all these years.

Accustomed to the polish and smoothness of Howard, and
to the glamorous, handsome creature I'd dreamed about, my
first thought was, Oh, he's rough-looking, and ugly!

He was in his early thirties, I judged, of medium height,

and strongly-built. There was an unusually firm set to his

squarish jaw, and a surprisingly thoughtful cast to his rather

blue eyes. His hair was sun-burned blond, and his features
strong and irregular. Even as I rejected him as the person
I'd come here to meet, I accepted the fact that I would be
more fragile, more dainty than ever by contrast to him, that

he would be an excellent back- (Continued on page 76)
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dolls and toys, and I told her about the doU clothes I had

made and how Mother had taught me to sew. " would 1teve

been better if she hadn't said, "Why don 't you stop into the

shop and see me some day next week, M^s Drake? We make

a specialty of hand-made doll clothes, and MissJrashly ^who s

been with us for years, is leaving to get married. It leavesus

in a terrible spot, what with Christmas coming on and so-

Yes if Mrs. Sheldon hadn't come into Harpers I probably

would never have thought of applying at her shop for a job,

and I would never have been plunged back into fairyland.

For that was what working for the Sheldons mean .to tp*

It meant a salary large enough so that I could afford to move

from the Girls' Club to an apartment of my own—a tiny

one-room affair on a run-down street, but my own, to fix up

as I chose. It meant working in a place where the wealthy

came and went, in pleasant surroundings, with rich and

wonderful fabrics.

And it meant Howard.

WITH Howard Simms came all the things I had missed

during the past year-missed for too long, I thought

then, but not for long enough to be good for me^ reaUy.

Little attentions—flowers, candy, frequent telephone calls,

dancing, admiration and flattery lavished on me once again

Howard came into the shop one afternoon and sawme-it

was as simple as that. The Sheldons told me later that he d

refused to leave until they'd introduced him to me. And

when I left the shop at closing time, he was waiting for

me—as, somehow, I'd known he woujd be.

"I waited for you," was all he said, but into that I read,

I've waited for you all my life, and I was off again into

fairyland, this time complete with romance.

I may have been a foolish, empty-headed sort of girl, in

those days, but I did have sense enough for this: I knew as

the work-filled days and the gay evenings drifted by, that

I didn't love Howard, and never would. If only I d had the

added sense to let him go!

He was in love with me; I knew that almost from the

start. And when he asked me to marry him, as I was sure

he would, I couldn't bring myself to say no. I suppose a girl

who has never had "no" said to her finds it hard to say the

word herself. No is so final, such a cutting-off sound. Maybe

is better, and "perhaps," and "I can't be sure. .
." And a no

to Howard would have meant an end to the pleasure 1 had

in his company, the pleasure I took from having him always

at my beck and call, ready to take me wherever I wanted

to be taken. , . ,

And so when Howard said, his eyes searching mme almost

wistfully in hope, "Shelley—I love you. You know that. I

want you to marry me—I want to take care of you for the

rest of my life!" I said neither yes nor no, but temporized

instead. . , , . . ' ,

"We're both young, Howard. We've got lots of time ahead

of us " I told him. "We're having fun together. Why can't

we go on like this for a while? I'm not ready to make up

my mind quite yet."

And that, or a variation of it, was what I told him for over

a year, each time he recovered enough from the last rebuff

to find' courage to ask me again. "Let's wait a while ... I'm

not ready . . . Can't we let things go on as they are?" Al-

ways, I kept the door of his hopes ajar—both for his sake

and for mine.
I might have said yes to him, I suppose, if I hadn t kept,

• hidden but ever-green, a dream in the back of my heart.

Every woman's dream, of course—the hope that somewhere

the right man is waiting for her. Now and again a little sliver

of fear would pierce that hope which is at the core of every

woman's being—what if I never fell in love? What if the

man I dreamed about never came along? It was reassuring,

then, to know that there would always be Howard, that

I could marry him whenever I chose. I didn't stop to con-

sider how cruel that might be to himt either way—if the

man in my dreams came along, or if he did not.

But as I might have known he would, even Howard be-

came insistent at last. He came one night, his arms full of

flowers, when I was recovering from an attack of flu. He
found a vase for the flowers, put them on the desk, and came

straight across the room to sit on the edge of the couch

beside me.
"Shelley—Shelley, I've got to know. Honey, I don't want

you working any more. You weren't meant to earn your own

living Won't you give me a chance to take care of yoU-,,

move you out of this little place, and give you everythi^

you want? Shelley-it would be so easy for you to say y
*

Please set a date for our wedding. We ve been engaged
(0r

more than a year-you can't keep any man waiting forever,

d
Affile nagging fear-the fear of losing Howard-rose

j,

my mind. Say yes, it told me. Say yes, or you may lose him .

But Say no, my heart told me. Saw no, because you reali,,

don't love him. Keep waiting, just a bit longer.

Md so as always, I compromised. I caught his hand and
held it tightly between both of mine. "Don't ask me now
Howard. I m so tired I'm going away—the Sheldons said
today that I should take my vacation now, when I need it

after being sick They even offered to pay part of my ex-
penses at a little place they know in the mountains I'm
going up there for two weeks. Let me think about it a little
longer. We've got all the time in the world, Howard "

He smiled at me, a funny little one-sided smile "No one
has that, honey—all the time in the world. But I won't bother

A slow, amused voice said

Tm afraid you're stuck

with me for the evening."
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funny Iit0e fear that someday I might lose Howardu l didn t set a definite date for our wedding persisted in

^I"1" after he nad left that niSht - But I put the thoughtnrmiy aside—tomorrow would begin two weeks of delight
lor me, two weeks of the kind I'd wanted ever since I'd had
to earn my own living. I was going to a resort for a vaca-

fSr,?6','1 wasn,t a resort of the kind which the patrons
ot bheldon s shop went to, but it was a resort, just the same.
I didn t let myself dwell on the fact that the people there
would probably be working girls and working men on vaca-
tion, just like myself. No, it was better to dream instead—
dream of dancing, and tennis, perhaps, and people in resort
clothes, dressing differently for every activity during the
day. At least, I told myself, I could keep up with them
on that score—I had plenty of clothes, clothes I had made
myself, carefully copied from the pictures in the fashion
magazines.

So I put Howard, and the Sheldons, and my -little apart-
ment, and working for a weekly paycheck, completely out
of my mind as I boarded the train for Stonewall Inn next
morning. For two weeks I was going to be a princess in
reality, a princess with nothing to do but wear pretty clothes
and flirt judiciously and bask in the sun. I even had a story
all made up in my mind to tell people up there who asked
me who I was and what I did. A story about wanting
to come to a small place like this to "get away from
everything"! Oh, I'd be mysterious and a little apart from
everyone, and people would ask each other who that beauti-
ful girl was who wore those wonderful clothes with such
an air of elegance! For two wonderful, wonderful weeks
I'd be the person I wanted to be, and not the Shelley Drake*^^'
I had to be at all.

A ND that was the attitude of mind in which I arrived at
-f*.the Inn, just in time to change for the "Blind Date
Night" dance that was to be held that evening. Each woman
guest would be given a numbered card, the clerk explained
to me, and each male guesj a card with a number correspond-

/ ing to that of one of the women. Numbers would be matched,
and the man and woman with the same number must spend
the remainder of the evening in each other's company.

I would rather have been able to pick my own partner, I

thought as I dressed—without a single doubt in my mind
that I could choose whomever I wanted, of course! But per-
haps it would be a good way of getting acquainted, after all,

and there would be plenty of time later to pick and choose.
As I waited, a little later, a scrap of pasteboard bearing

the number seventeen in my lap, I was conscious of the
admiration in the eyes of people—men and women alike

—

who passed me searching for their partners. My frock, of
palest pink, billowed about me, and the simple strands of

seed pearls at my throat—a birthday gift from Howard

—

were the perfect complement to the gown. I glowed with
pleasure—already my own world was far behind me, and I

was a part of this one. Perhaps—well, I might even meet
him, tonight.

"If you've number seventeen," said a slow, amused voice

from behind me, "I'm afraid you're stuck with me for the
evening."

My first feeling, as I turned swiftly to look at him, was
a keen disappointment. He, surely, was not the man who
had been so sweetly enshrined in my heart all these years.

Accustomed to the polish and smoothness of Howard, and
to the glamorous, handsome creature I'd dreamed about, my
first thought was, Oh, he's rough-looking, and ugly'.

He was in his early thirties, I judged, of medium height,

and strongly-built. There was an unusually firm set to his

squarish jaw, and a surprisingly thoughtful cast to his rather

blue eyes. His hair was sun-burned blond, and his features

strong and irregular. Even as I rejected him as the person

I'd come here to meet, I accepted the fact that I would be

more fragile, more dainty than ever by contrast to him, that

he would be an excellent back- (Continued on page 76)



In Ronnie's heart, all of her life, there would never

he anyone but Roy. And yet, unprotesting, she watched

from the hack of the church the day he married Gloria.
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HAVE you ever noticed how
strangely different an incident

appears to you when you're look-

ing back at it, rather than facing it?

After you've had time to recall details

that may have escaped you at the mo-
ment, and to weigh your own actions

and other people's actions, you often

find the whole picture changed in your
mind. At the time, you may feel that

you're acting like a fool. Looking back,

you may realize that you acted per-
fectly sensibly, and that the other peo-
ple were the foolish ones. Or, of

course, it can be the other way around.
It was that way the night Roy met

Gloria Martin.
It was' the night of the High School

Prom, a June night that was made of

laughter and music and the heady per-
fume of the roses in the clubhouse
garden; made, too, of Roy's arms around
me as we stood together on the ve-
randa, looking out into the soft black-
ness. I hardly dared to breathe; for

the first time in all the years I had
loved Roy, I thought I felt an answer-
ing excitement in him, as though he
had forgotten all the roller-skating and
the homework done together and the
numberless scrapes we had gotten each
other into and out of, and was seeing
at last the grown-up girl, the girl who
was altogether his if he wanted her.

And so I waited, mouse-still, until at

last he turned my face up to his and
kissed me lightly on the lips.

We both laughed a little.

"Darn it, Ronnie," he said, "what
kind of spell are you spinning? You
never looked like this before."

"It's the pink dress," I answered
softly.

Roy shook his head. "No, it's you."
He studied my face carefully, and
suddenly smiled. "I remember

—

you looked like this once before, ^m
the day I cut my leg cooning Mk
apples down at Herley's orchard,
and you carefully tied it up
for me with your handkerchief."

I remembered. It had been my best
handkerchief, the one with the hand-
crocheted border, and I had been bril-

liantly happy because something of

mine was going to be so close to Roy
—at least until the cut had stopped
bleeding. I had hoped, of course, that

he would silently treasure it, and that

I would never get it back—but I got
it back after his mother's next launder-
ing day. I sighed, and Roy's arm
tightened around me. "It's a Wonder-
ful night, Ronnie, isn't it?" he mur-
mured. "Wonderful," I echoed.

That's what I remember now, when
I think back to the Prom. It's the only
important and meaningful memory that
remains to me. But at the time it was
wiped out of my mind in an instant,

because when we went back into the
ballroom, blinking a little at the lights,

the first thing I saw was Gloria.

You couldn't help seeing her. She
was taller than most of the other girls

in the room, and she held her red-
blonde,head commandingly high. The
smooth white satin of her gown made
the rest of us look as though we had
dressed for a children's party. My
hand dropped from Roy's arm, even
before he said in a curiously alert voice,

"Who's that?"
"Must be Harry Neil's cousin from

Chicago," I answered tonelessly. "He's
bringing her over, so we'll know in a

minute."
I wanted to turn and run, as they

came toward us. I suddenly felt as

though someone had pricked me, and
all the lovely warmth of Roy's arms
around me, Roy's lips on mine, had
escaped, leaving me completely limp
and colorless. I watched Roy's face

as we were introduced, and resigned

. A STARS OVER HOLLYWOOD STORYm

Suggested by "Day After Tomorrow",
by Peggy Blake, heard on Stars Over
Hollywood, Saturdays at noon, CBS.

myself to dancing for the rest of the
evening with Harry Neil, with Bob
Grant, with Johnny Flynn. Only once
did I find myself again in Roy's arms.

"She's lovely, isn't she," I ventured,
nodding toward Gloria.

"Good-looking," Roy agreed, with an
affectation of casualness which didn't
deceive me. I had known the moment
I saw Gloria that her blonde beauty
would leave that eager, delighted look
in Roy's eyes—the look he had given
his first two-wheel bicycle, and the
new-born puppy we had found one
day in his backyard—the look that had
almost been there for me, in that mo-
ment on the veranda. It had been
there ever since she had first smiled at

him, and I knew that my soft, dark
prettiness had been completely eclipsed
by that dazzling, confident smile. There
was no point in trying to make him
remember me; might as well try to
enjoy myself, and hope that Gloria was
making only a brief visit to Benton-
ville.

But she had come, I learned later,

for the entire summer.
I saw very little of Roy that summer.

We met and chatted as we always had,
but there was something different. For
a while I couldn't put my finger on the
difference, but one day after he'd left

me, I knew what it was. Roy was
actually polite with me, polite the way
you'd be with somebody you knew, but
not too well. I would have been grate-
ful even to go back to our almost
brotherly comradeship, since I couldn't
have anything more, but it was as
though all those years of growing up
together had been wiped away. I had
become a girl who meant nothing par-
ticular to him, a girl to whom he

merely owed the little courtesies
of neighborliness.

mr Then I tried to hope that Roy's
interest in Gloria was just a
momentary crush. After all, I

told myself, she was startlingly
beautiful, startlingly vital. More
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than that, she was new, and new
faces always caught the eye. But I

knew, inside me, that this was no pass-

ing fancy; Roy was so outstanding him-
self that he must automatically fall in

love with the most outstanding girl he

had ever met. I had no real hope of

ever reaching him -again.

As the miserable summer wore on,

I found myself going out more and
more often with Harry Neil. That way,

you see, I could still be in Roy's com-
pany, even though I had to take Gloria

at the same time. It was worth it.

I wasn't trying to compete with her;

that, to my mind, would have been
funny. It seemed the most natural

thing in the world that Roy should

have eyes only for her—as I always had
eyes only for him. But at least I could

watch him, finding a sort of tortured

pleasure in his happiness.

The summer had half gone when it

happened. I thought I'd detected a

gradual loss of interest on Gloria's part.

She was the type who needed attention-,

and consequently was interested only

in a boy who added to the attention

her beauty brought her. And as the

time grew close for her to return to

Chicago she was getting ready to wash
her hands of her small-town admirer.

After all, while Roy Carter might be
one of Bentonville's brightest hopes, he
was just another country boy in com-
parison with the men she must know.
But the Carteret Foundation Award

changed all that.

Roy had always been an outstanding
scholar, but it was particularly in the

field of physics that he excelled. Ap-
parently his ability had reached the
ears of the Carteret Foundation in New
York and they awarded him a scholar-

ship to a fine technological school in

the East. Overnight, Roy Carter
jumped from a small town boy to some-
one of importance.
And Gloria found renewed interest

in him.

TOURING the next four years I saw
*-* little of either Roy or Gloria. He
was away at school, and rumor had it

that Gloria was spending her vacations
in New England with relatives in order
to be with him. Which was perfectly

all right because, according to our local

paper, they were engaged.
Roy never mentioned it in any of

his letters to me, though. And I, in

turn, was careful to avoid too personal
a touch when I wrote him. I wrote
about the people he knew, and about
the way Spring was coming to Benton-
ville, and about the occasional week-
ends I would spend down at the sea-
shore, but I never mentioned standing
on the clubhouse veranda with Harry
Neil and deciding I couldn't bear to
have him kiss me. Why should Roy
care about that? He had told me noth-
ing about Gloria.

But when she came to Bentonville
with him, after his ' graduation, we all

knew, of course. It was as good as
an announcement. It was nice of him
to drop over to see me, his very first

evening at home. • But, although we
sat in our old corner of the porch steps,

we didn't have much to say to one

another. We were awkward, quiet.

"You're changed, Ronnie," he said to

me after a while, in a puzzled voice.

"You're so . . . quiet; so subdued."
"Always have been," I answered

shortly. "You just never noticed. Now
you've been among—different kinds of

people—it stands out more. I—I'm aw-
fully glad to have you back, though."

Roy took my hand and squeezed it.

"Are you really, Ronnie?. I wish you'd

act that way, then. There's a lot I'd

like to—to sort of talk over with you—

"

I snatched my hand away and jumped
up. For once I rebelled. I was not

going to sit there and listen to him
talk about Gloria, about how he felt,

maybe, and about when they were'

planning to be married, how happy he
was—no! "Heavens, it's late!" I ex-
claimed. "You must be exhausted.
We'll have lots of time to talk."

"Sure," Roy said, getting up slowly.

"Sure we will. Well, sleep well,

Ronnie."
"You, too," I whispered. His broad

shoulders seemed to sag a trifle as he
walked down the path and out the
gate.

But we never had that talk. I'm not
certain, now, whose fault it was, who
avoided whom. But when Gloria and
Roy set their wedding date, I found
out about it from the local paper. It

was better that way; I couldn't have
stood his telling me.
They were married at the little stone

church just outside of town. The day
they were married, I slipped into the
rear of the church and cried my eyes
out throughout the ceremony.

I suppose the sensible thing then
would have been to sit myself down
and say, "Well, he's married now. He's
got somebody else to bandage his cut
knees and to wipe his nose when it

gets bloodied. Isn't it about time, Ron-
nie, to start looking around for your-
self?"

That would have been the sensible

thing. But I didn't do it.

They had come to live in Bentonville,

Roy and his bride. They had taken
the old Marshall Place on the Clayton
Road, and Roy had accepted an impor-
tant job with the local power company.
For weeks after their return from their

honeymoon, the newly married Car-
ters were something of a local event.
But after that the town went back to

the normal tenor of its ways, and the
Carters were, taken as a matter of
course along with the Johnsons, the
Bailes and all the other families in

town.
That suited Roy perfectly— but

Gloria missed the attention. Soon,
Gloria introduced an innovation to the
social set of Bentonville—a series of
Sunday night suppers. I wasn't in-

vited, but along with everyone else in

town I got to know all the particulars.

They were gay, noisy affairs, the kind
of things I couldn't quite visualize Roy
as enjoying. But whether he did or
didn't, they ran throughout the entire

winter.

All the eligible bachelors in town

—

and some who were neither eligible

nor bachelors—scrambled for invita-

tions. Naturally, there were always

more men than women, and since a
girl as pretty as Gloria is bound to at-

tract them, she was always the center
of a throng of admirers.
Roy never seemed to object. He

couldn't conceive, apparently, of any
man not being attracted to his wife,

and he seemed as pleased as she at the
compliment paid her beauty.

In the meantime, Roy's rise with the
power company was rapid. Gloria
loved that, of course, because she had
more money to spend on clothes and
more prestige as the wife of the bril-

liant Roy Carter. But his new super-
visory ' position meant that he would
have to be out of town for days at a
time, and Gloria didn't enjoy being
left alone. And, as luck would have
it, he was out of town on the day their

little girl was born prematurely. I

know how bitter Gloria was about that,

because I went to the hospital to see
her. She looked lovelier than ever,

with her hair curling softly around her



somewhat thinner face; and little Mau-
reen was a dream child.

"She's going to look like Roy," I said,

peering at the tiny bundle. "Her hair's

so dark."
"Oh, that will change," Gloria

snapped. "I certainly hope she doesn't
resemble her father. That would be
too much." i

"/^LORIA, don't be silly—you know" he's coming back just as fast as he
can. It wasn't his fault; he couldn't
have known it was going to happen so

suddenly."
She looked at me and her eyes nar-

rowed. "Roy can't do any wrong in

your eyes, can he?" she said.

I gazed steadily back at her. "No,
he can't. At least he can't do anything
mean or spiteful or thoughtless, I'm
sure of that. He can be foolish, as
well as any of us, but in all the years
that I've known him I don't remember
his ever doing a really cruel thing."

Gloria laughed. "Oh, yes, I'd for-

gotten all the years you've known him.
All the years he's known you, too, for

that matter. I've heard enough about
it, goodness knows—how could I have
forgotten that you know him so much
better than I do?"

I couldn't control the sudden lurch
of my heart as I got up to go. Roy
hadn't forgotten me, then; he talked
about me to Gloria, he remembered!
Our friendship meant something to him
still, although we never saw each other
now.
Yes—but what did he remember?

Calmness came back as I realized the
kind of things he must have told Gloria

—the stolen apples shared, the frantic

pleas for help passed under the eyes of

the teacher in class, the fantastic lies

so bravely told for each other. Things
a girl like Gloria would be contemptu-
ous of. He would never tell her about
that moment at the Prom. He had al-

most certainly forgotten it! No, Gloria

had nothing to fear from Roy's mem-
ories of me. There wasn't even any-
thing flattering in her resentment of

me, because she was so instinctively

feline that she had to scratch if an-
other girl were merely mentioned.
She was far too busy, when she came

home with the baby, to do much wor-
rying about me. For several months
she reveled in her new role. She
dressed Maureen beautifully, in tiny
clothes that complemented her own,
and took her everywhere with her.

She even began to invite one or two
married couples to dinner, so that the
baby could be brought out for display.
I was asked once, with Harry Neil and
the girl he had married, and I went,
because it meant that I would see Roy
again.

It was quite a gay dinner. Gloria
had dozens of stories to tell about
Maureen's achievements, and if some
of them made Roy's eyebrows go up
before he could (Continued on page 97)





than that, she was new, and new

faces always caught the eye. But I

knew, inside me, that this was no pass-

ing fancy; Roy was so outstanding him-

self that he must automatically fall in

love with the most outstanding girl he

had ever met. I had no real hope of

ever reaching him -again.

As the miserable summer wore on,

I found myself going out more and

more often with Harry Neil. That way,

you see, I could still be in Roy's com-

pany, even though I had to take Gloria

at the same time. It was worth it.

I wasn't trying to compete with her;

that, to my mind, would have been

funny. It seemed the most natural

thing in the world that Roy should

have eyes only for her—as I always had

eyes only for him. But at least I could

watch him, finding a sort of tortured

pleasure in his happiness.

The summer had half gone when it

happened. I thought I'd detected a

gradual loss of interest on Gloria's part.

She was the type who needed attention-,

and consequently was interested only

in a boy who added to the attention

her beauty brought her. And as the

time grew close for her to return to

Chicago she was getting ready to wash

her hands of her small-town admirer.

After all, while Roy Carter might be

one of Bentonville's brightest hopes, he

was just another country boy in com-

parison with the men she must know.

But the Carteret Foundation Award
changed all that.

Roy had always been an outstanding

scholar, but it was particularly in the

field of physics that he excelled. Ap-
parently his ability had reached the

ears of the Carteret Foundation in New
York and they awarded him a scholar-

ship to a fine technological school in

the East. Overnight, Roy Carter

jumped from a small town boy to some-

one of importance.
And Gloria found renewed interest

in him.

DURING the next four years I saw
little of either Roy or Gloria. He

was away at school, and rumor had it

that Gloria was spending her vacations

in New England with relatives in order

to be with him. Which was perfectly

all right because, according to our local

paper, they were engaged.

Roy never mentioned it in any of

his letters to me, though. And I, in

turn, was careful to avoid too personal

a touch when I wrote him. I wrote

about the people he knew, and about

the way Spring was coming to Benton-

ville, and about the occasional week-
ends I would spend down at the sea-

shore, but I never mentioned standing

on the clubhouse veranda with Harry
Neil and deciding I couldn't bear to

have him kiss me. Why should Roy
care about that? He had told me noth-

ing about Gloria.

But when she came to Bentonville

with him, after his graduation, we all

knew, of course. It was as good as

an announcement. It was nice of him
to drop over to see me, his very first

evening at home. • But, although we
sat in our old corner of the porch steps,

we didn't have mucn to say to one
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another. We were awkward, quiet

"You're changed, Ronnie," he said to

me after a while, in a puzzled voice.

"You're so . . . quiet; so subdued.

"Always have been," I.a"sw£
re°

shortly. "You just never noticed. Now

you've been among—different kinds ot

people—it stands out more. I—I m aw-

fully glad to have you back, though

Hoy took my hand and squeezed it.

"Are you really, Ronnie?. I wish you d

act that way, then. There's a lot Id

like to—to sort of talk over with y°u—

I snatched my hand away and jumped

up. For once I rebelled. I was not

going to sit there and listen to him

talk about Gloria, about how he felt,

maybe, and about when they were

planning to be married, how happy he

was—no! "Heavens, it's late!" I ex-

claimed. "You must be exhausted.

We'll have lots of time to talk."

"Sure," Roy said, getting up slowly.

"Sure we wiU. Well, sleep well,

Ronnie."

"You, too," I whispered. His broad

shoulders seemed to sag a trifle as he

walked down the path and out the

gate.

But we never had that talk. I'm not

certain, now, whose fault it was, who
avoided whom. But when Gloria and

Roy set their wedding date, I found

out about it from the local paper. It

was better that way; I couldn't have

stood his telling me.

They were married at the little stone

church just outside of town. The day

they were married, I slipped into the

rear of the church and cried my eyes

put throughout the ceremony.

I suppose the sensible thing then

would have been to sit myself down
and say, "Well, he's married now. He's

got somebody else to bandage his cut

knees and to wipe his nose when it

gets bloodied. Isn't it about time, Ron-
nie, to start looking around for your-

self?"

That would have been the sensible

thing. But I didn't do it.

They had come to live in Bentonville,

Roy and his bride. They had taken

the old Marshall Place on the Clayton
Road, and Roy had accepted an impor-
tant job with the local power company.
For weeks after their return from their

honeymoon, the newly married Car-
tel's were something of a local event.

But after that the town went back to

the normal tenor of its ways, and the

Carters were taken as a matter of

course along with the Johnsons, the
Bailes and all the other families in

town.
That suited Roy perfectly— but

Gloria missed the attention. Soon,
Gloria introduced an innovation to the
social set of Bentonville—a series of
Sunday night suppers. I wasn't in-
vited, but along with everyone else in

town I got to know all the particulars.
They were gay, noisy affairs, the kind
of things I couldn't quite visualize Roy
as enjoying. But whether he did or
didn't, they ran throughout the entire
winter.

All the eligible bachelors in town

—

and some who were neither eligible
nor bachelors—scrambled for invita-
tions. Naturally, there were always

more men than women, and since
a

girl as pretty as Gloria is bound to at-

tract them, she was always the center

of a throng of admirers.

Roy never seemed to object. ne

couldn't conceive, apparently, of any
man not being attracted to his wife

and he seemed as pleased as she at the
compliment paid her beauty.

In the meantime, Roy's rise with the

power company was rapid. Gloria

loved that, of course, because she had
more money to spend on clothes and
more prestige as the wife of the bril-

liant Roy Carter. But his new super-

visory ' position meant that he would
have to be out of town for days at a

time, and Gloria didn't enjoy being

left alone. And, as luck would have

it, he was out of town on the day their

little girl was born prematurely.
I

know how bitter Gloria was about that,

because I went to the hospital to see

her. She looked lovelier than ever,

with her hair curling softly around her

somewhat thinner face; and little Mau-
reen was a dream child.

"She's going to look like Roy," I said,

peering at the tiny bundle. "Her hair's

so dark."

"Oh, that will change," Gloria
snapped. "I certainly hope she doesn't
resemble her father. That would be
too much."

"fLORIA, don't be silly—you know
vF he's coming back just as fast as he

can. It wasn't his fault; he couldn't
have known it was going to happen so
suddenly."

She looked at me and her eyes nar-
rowed. "Roy can't do any wrong in
your eyes, can he?" she said.

I gazed steadily back at her. "No,
he can't. At least he can't do anything
mean or spiteful or thoughtless, I'm
sure of that. He can be foolish, as
well as any of us, but in all the years
that I've known him I don't remember
his ever doing a really cruel thing."

Bn» ,,'fu
Ughed

-

"°h
> y«- I'd for-go ten all the years you've known him.

All the years he's known you, too, for
that matter. I've heard enough about
it, goodness knows—how could I have
forgotten that you know him so much
better than I do?"

I couldn't control the sudden lurch
of my heart as I got up to go. Roy
nadnt forgotten me, then; he talked
about me to Gloria, he remembered!
Our friendship meant something to him
still, although we never saw each other
now.
Yes—but what did he remember'

Calmness came back as I realized thekmd of things he must have told Gloria
—the stolen apples shared, the frantic
pleas for help passed under the eyes of
the teacher in class, the fantastic lies
so bravely told for each other. Things
a girl like Gloria would be contemptu-
ous of. He would never tell her about
that moment at the Prom. He had al-
most certainly forgotten it! No, Gloria

had nothing to fear from Roy's mem-
ories of me. There wasn't even any-
thing flattering in her resentment of
me, because she was so instinctively
feline that she had to scratch if an-
other girl were merely mentioned.
She was far too busy, when she came

home with the baby, to do much wor-
rying about me. For several months
she reveled in her new role. She
dressed Maureen beautifully, in tiny
clothes that complemented her own,
and took her everywhere with her!
She even began to invite one or two
married couples to dinner, so that the
baby could be brought out for display.
I was asked once, with Harry Neil and
the girl he had married, and I went,
because it meant that I would see Roy
again.

It was quite a gay dinner. Gloria
had dozens of stories to tell about
Maureen's achievements, and if some
of them made Roy's eyebrows go up
before he could (Continued on page 97)



Frank is gone—-/'// never live again,

Francie thought. But somewhere beneath

the rushing tide of her love for him,

happiness lay quietly, placidly waiting
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Ralph was back!

ONCE when I was about six years
old, I asked my Great Aunt
Sarah, who was withered and

wise and very old, if she were afraid

to die. And, 15 years later, when they
told me about Frank's death', I remem-
bered, her answer and understood it

for the first time.

"No, Francie," she told me that day
so long ago, resting her thin, blue-
veined hand on the arm of the big,

mahogany chair. "No, my dear, I'm not

afraid, because so many little parts of

my heart are gone already. A woman
doesn't die all at once, Francie. She
dies in little pieces."

I remembered Aunt Sarah's philo-

sophical wisdom the day the three

young Navy officers came to tell me of

watching the ocean swallow up Frank's
crippled plane. That day, when I knew
with certain pain that my husband, the

father of my boy baby, never would
hold me in his arms again, I felt the

sharp knife of grief cut away a corner

of my heart. Sadness tarnished the

sparkling gaiety which had lighted our
romance like tinsel on a Christmas tree.

Frank was dead—and a part of me was
dead, too—forever.

My first reaction to the telegram had
been the usual one of numbing shock.

Blue snatches of official words, RE-
GRETS TO INFORM YOU—FRANK C.

JENNINGS-SKILLED IN ACTION,
danced in front of my dazed eyes, but

had no immediate meaning.

And when I did translate them, I told

myself, "That isn't true. It can't be.

Frank was too vital, too happy, too
lucky to die. Pretty soon they'll tell

me it's a mistake."
Drugging myself with unbelief I

went about the business of living and
caring for my baby until three sympa-
thetic officers called on me about a
month later. When they told me of

watching from the carrier as Frank's
plane spun crazily and dropped into the
water, they forced me to face the fact

thalr our glorious, exciting, youthful
marriage was ended.

"Don't tell me that," I cried out to

Frank's friends as they stood there
watching my reaction with honest pity.

"Don't tell me he'll never come back,"
I cried over and over again, as pain
washed over me in waves. I thought I

couldn't live through this terrifying
loss. I felt that I could not bear to lose

the love that I had waited for—a love
that was exciting in its splendor. A
love that is gone now, leaving nothing
but a memory which quickens my
heartbeat even as I write of it.

Perhaps, our love—Frank's and mine
—was too rapturous for everyday liv-

ing. Perhaps we are allowed only brief

glimpses of real ecstasy in life. Be-
cause the love we knew was ecstasy—

a

wild, tumultuous emotion which came
rushing into my life, changing every-
day colors of green and . brown and
grey to vivid, startling hues, seen only

on a magic carpet—a magic carpet to

romance. It was a love that most
women dream about but never hope to

experience. It seems funny now, but I

never did just dream about a love like

that—I expected it. I seemed to be
waiting for it even when I Hved with
Aunt Beth and Uncle Roy back in

Cartersville—in that other world of
peace.

Life in Cartersville was a calm,
placid lake, compared to my marriage
with Frank, which was like an exciting,

rushing mountain stream, dazzling in

"its brilliance. But a quiet lake is beau-
tiful, too. And life in Cartersville was
good. I was an orphan, but Uncle Roy
and Aunt Beth never let me feel any
lack when I lived with them and went
to high school. Uncle Roy was just like

any father, who thinks his daughter is

pretty whenever he can stop earning a
living long enough to look at her. Once
when we were at his cottage at Grey
Lake, I ran down to the pier in my
bathing suit and Uncle Roy said

thoughtfully, "You're a mighty pretty
girl, Francie. Some boy some day's
going to fall head over heels in love
with you." You see, he was just about
like any dad.
Aunt Beth was just like a mother,

too. She loved me and worried about
me and wanted me to be happy. And
my cousin Pete teased me just as any
kid brother would. Yes, back when the
first rumbling of war was faint in the



// I had never known Frank.

Frankie was my life

distance, Cartersville was pleasant. I

had my first beau there in Cartersville
—a normal American boy named
Ralph, who worked at a grocery store
on Saturdays, and played on the foot-
ball team at City High, and kissed me
after our Junior-Senior banquet.

|F STAYED in Cartersville for two years
* after I graduated from high school,

and all of that time I "went steady"
with Ralph. "Ralph and Francie"—that
was a twosome just like macaroni and
cheese or sugar and cream. And, yet,

even as I admired and respected Ralph
and enjoyed being with him more than
the other boys, I knew that this wasn't
the romance I was waiting for. I was
looking forward to something more ex-
citing. That's why I couldn't promise
to wait for Ralph when he went away
to war.

"I don't know, Ralph," I told him
that last night. "I'm not sure that we
love each other enough to marry. But
I'll miss yOu terribly and remember
you always. And when you come back,
ask me again, will you? By then, I'll

be old enough to be sure."

Right after Ralph went away, the
contractor Uncle Roy worked for got a
government contract at a southern air-

field. So we moved away from Carters-
ville, and I had no regrets. Our gang
had broken up—and the boys were at

war and the girls had scattered all over
the United States. I had a feeling that
life was passing me by. And I had a
feeling that if I went to the new loca-
tion with Uncle Roy and Aunt Beth I

might turn the corner to that "some-
thing" I seemed to be waiting for.

There wasn't any uncertainty in my
feeling for Frank, the flyer I met a

week after we left Cartersville. I had
a peculiar "this is it" feeling about him
the very first time I had a date with
him. And, then, I didn't even remem-
ber Cartersville and the old gang and
Ralph any more. I had turned the
corner and I couldn't see what I had
left behind. It wasn't that I said to

myself, "Ralph isn't the one—but Frank
is." I simply forgot that any life before
I knew Frank had ever existed.

You probably can't understand that

unless you've known someone with as

strong and commanding a personality

as Frank's—someone darkly handsome,
with, a twinkle about him that's as gay
as a carnival midway. Exciting Frank,
who made everything he came in con-
tact with exciting! Life no longer
passed me by. It swept me along with
it gloriously.

It is hard for me to remember every
step of my romance with Frank—it was
all so wild and headstrong and fast.

But I remember the first night we were
together, the first date when I knew
with a strange, intuitive certainty that

the expectant part of me, the waiting
part, was ended. I knew at last that

love as I had imagined it was coming
to me.

It was spring in the southland, a night
voluptuous with a new-born beauty.
We drove into the country for an out-
door steak fry. As we sat by the camp-
fire—three couples of us—pleasantly
full of good food and joyful at being
young and gay even in wartime, I

looked at the strange, dark boy who
was my date.

"You look like a gypsy," I told him
softly. And it was true. In the fire-

light, his tawny skin, his dark, brilliant
29
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eyes, his dazzling white teeth, seemed
to belong to a romantic nomad.

"I've always wanted to be a- gypsy,"
he admitted. "Imagine being able to

pitch your tent a different place every
day."

I looked at him and was suddenly
fearful. "He's reckless and he's fasci-

nating," I told myself. "He could make
my life a truly wonderful thing—or he
could break my heart."

I swayed toward him, almost dizzy
with his nearness, with the thought of

what it would be like to be with him
always—laughing through each day
with him, loving him each night.

And then our lips met. His on mine
were firm, seeking yet tender, exciting
and warm. And I knew that I wanted
to belong to him more than I had ever
wanted anything in all my lifetime.

It was Frank who broke away
abruptly.

"Francie, I could be either of two
kinds of a man," he said, slowly. "Both
kinds are in me. With a girl who didn't
matter, I could be a pretty useless sort

of fellow, a rogue—anything. But with
a girl like you—oh, Francie, now that
I've found you, I'd better never let you
get away. You could make me into
something better than I've ever
dreamed of being. Don't let me lose

you, Francie. .
."

We had one month, after that night,
Frank and I, into which we crammed
our lovemaking in little scraps of time.
And then Frank was transferred to an-
other camp for his final training before
going overseas. And I wanted to get
married then.

DUT Frank only kissed away my
*-* pleadings. "It's not that I don't trust
your love, darling," he told me. "That's
like the sky and the earth—everlasting
and firm, and something to cling to. It's

myself I don't trust. If I ever thought
of marriage at all, before I met you, it

was like thinking of something that
will happen to you when you're old

—

something not to be considered or wor-
ried about for a long, long time. Let
me get used to the idea—let me be sure
of myself. Don't let me even have an
outside chance of breaking your heart."
And, so he went away, and we had

nothing during the weeks that followed
but letters—letters as filled with de-
sire as our kisses had been.
Uncle Roy's southern contract was

finished, and he was going north again
to a city in the same state with Car-
tersville, and I wrote to Frank, begging
him to let me go to him. But he said
no in every letter and I thought that
he would leave America without mar-
rying me, until one night when he
called me from San Diego.

"Darling," he said over the tele-
phone, "I have a 15-day embarkation
leave coming up in about three days.
And I know now that you're in my
heart forever—do you still want to
marry me?"
Marry him! "Yes, darling—yes," I

cried.

The next day, Uncle Roy, Aunt Beth
and Petie and I started to our new
home in the north, and Frank met us
there three days later.

We were married the morning he
arrived, and that same day we drove
to Uncle Roy's cabin at Grey Lake,
where we had spent our summers when
I was going to high school in Carters.-

ville- But now the little lake was
dearer and more beautiful than ever
before.

Our love was glorious, almost over-

powering in its intensity. Every day
we discovered more reasons to love
one another. Little reasons like both
of us wanting baking powder biscuits
for breakfast, or liking fish rolled in

cracker crumbs instead of corn meal.
We ran to the lake like children
every morning, plunging in the cold
water with shouts of excitement. After-



- wards, I fixed breakfast in the cottage
< while Frank built a fire in the fireplace,

r That fireplace—the dear, lost dreams
j we dreamed in front of that fireplace!

t We sat there in our robes each night,

dreaming dreams and loving each other,

t sometimes gently, sometimes wildly,
i but never casually. This was a love
• for always and we both knew it.

Sometimes, Frank looked at me and
his dark eyes were serious.

"Oh, my darling," he would say. "A
wartime marriage, and you're so young.
This may make you grow up too soon."

"I love you, Frank," I answered al-

ways, "if that's growing up, then I

want to grow old fast."

HPHAT was happiness as light and
-*- gay and intoxicating as champagne,
happiness that bubbled and sparkled
for two glorious weeks. And yet some-
times, each of us felt, I know, that our
champagne happiness was covering a
certain fear—a knowledge that this

exquisite state could not endure.
I went back to Cedar City with Uncle

Roy and Aunt Beth and got a job when
Frank went away. And I worked as

long as I could after I knew about the

baby. At first I wasn't going to tell

Frank. He had been so afraid of giving

me too much responsibility. But then

the joy I knew at carrying his child

was too great not to share it with him.
You can stand grief alone, but you
can't bear joy. And so I told him. And
I'll cherish forever his answering letter

of pride and love and faith, in which
he began making future plans for three.

At first, after the Navy officers came,
and I knew that Frank wasn't coming
back, ever, I'd stand and look down
at the baby. And I used to wonder if

Fate had traded me one kind of love
for another. Because when I looked
at that dear little face, so much like

Frank's dark one, I realized that there
are different kinds of love, each kind
different, each one as great as another.
Sometimes, when I looked at the baby,
I was conscious only of the tragedy in

my life, the terrible responsibility of

playing the parts of both a father and
a mother to a child. But, most of the
time, there was a catch in my voice
when I sang, "Rockabye, Baby," and
then I was feeling no pity for myself,
but compassion for my child, who
would never know the father whose
blood ran in his veins.

That is the reason I concentrated so

completely on the baby after Frank
was gone. Uncle Roy and Aunt Beth
and Petie had gone south again but I

stayed on in Cedar City. I rented a

The baby held out his fat little fists, and I caught him to me.
I think I was laughing and crying at once, ivhen I heard a sound.

little apartment and lived in it alone
with my baby. Never was there a baby
so clean, or so well fed, and so cared
for, I told myself. It was as if I were
doing something for Frank, too. And,
sometimes, I even thought of the baby
as Frank, when he was a child. And
then I was glad for the baby, because
•I felt that I was going to relive my
husband's childhood in his own child.

It wasn't a natural life that I lived.

In my grief for my dark, exciting
husband, and in my concentration on
the child, I often was serious and moody
and almost morbid. It worried Margie
Parks, who was the only friend I had
in Cedar City, and who lived in the
apartment across the hall from mine.

"You're only 21, Francie," she
reminded me one night when she
stopped in on her way home from
work. "That's young."

"It is if you're in college or work-
ing," I told her. "Not if you're a widow
and a mother."
"But you can't just sit around and

feel sorry for yourself," she went on.

"I suppose you wouldn't feel cheated—if your husband—if someone like

Frank were taken away from you," I

told her, letting bitterness edge my
words.

"I know," she said. "I know, Francie.

But you owe it to your son to go on
living. He doesn't, want a mother who
died when he was born."

"I take good care of little Frankie,"
I flung .out, angry and defensive.

"Yes— but—" And, then, Margie
stopped, because she could see that
there was no point in talking to me.
She used to urge me to go to dinner

with the out-of-town salesmen who
called on the office where she worked,
but I never accepted her invitations.

I knew that I had had what I had
waited for and that now that it was
gone, nothing could take its place. And
I suppose I did not want to exert
myself to be pleasant. Although I

didn't realize it, I was getting some
satisfaction out of grieving as wildly
as I loved—out of my feeling of

martyrdom. (Continued on page 68)
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eyes, his dazzling white teeth, seemed

to belong to a romantic nomad.

"I've always wanted to be a- gypsy,"

he admitted. "Imagine being able to

pitch your tent a different place every

day."

I looked at him and was suddenly

fearful. "He's reckless and he's fasci-

nating," I told myself. "He could make

my life a truly wonderful thing—or he

could break my heart."

I swayed toward him, almost dizzy

with his nearness, with the thought of

what it would be like to be with him

always—laughing through each day

with him, loving him each night.

And then our lips met. His on mine

were firm, seeking yet tender, exciting

and warm. And I knew that I wanted
• to belong to him more than I had ever

wanted anything in all my lifetime.

It was Frank who broke away

abruptly.

"Francie, I could be either of two

kinds of a man," he said, slowly. "Both

kinds are in me. With a girl who didn't

matter, I could be a pretty useless sort

of fellow, a rogue—anything. But with

a girl like you—oh, Francie, now that

I've found you, I'd better never let you

get away. You could make me into

something better than I've ever

dreamed of being. Don't let me lose

you, Francie. .
•"

We had one month, after that night,

Frank and I, into which we crammed

our lovemaking in little scraps of time.

And then Frank was transferred to an-

other camp for his final training before

going overseas. And I wanted to get

married then.

We were married the mornm|,„^
arrived, and that same day we drove

to Uncle Roy's cabin at Grey Lake,

where we had spent our supers when

I was going to high school m Carters

ville But now the little lake was

dearer and more beautiful than ever

before
Our love was glorious, almost over-

powering in its intensity. Every day

we discovered more reasons to love I

one another. Little reasons like both

of us wanting baking powder biscuits

for breakfast, or liking fish rolled in

cracker crumbs instead of corn meal

We ran to the lake like children

every morning, plunging in the cold

water with shouts of excitement. After-

B

3(1

UT Frank only kissed away my
pleadings. "It's not that I don't trust

your love, darling," he told me. "That's

like the sky and the earth—everlasting

and firm, and something to cling to. It's

myself I don't trust. If I ever thought

of marriage at all, before I met you, it

was like thinking of something that

will happen to you when you're old-
something not to be considered or wor-

ried about for a long, long time. Let

me get used to the idea—let me be sure

of myself. Don't let me even have an

outside chance of breaking your heart."

And, so he went away, and we had

nothing during the weeks that followed

but letters—letters as filled with de-

sire as our kisses had been.

Uncle Roy's southern contract was

finished, and he was going north again

to a city in the same state with Car-

tersville, and I wrote to Frank, begging

him to let me go to him. But he said

no in every letter and I thought that

he would leave America without mar-
rying me, until one night when he

called me from San Diego.

"Darling," he said over the tele-

phone, "I have a 15-day embarkation

leave coming up in about three days.

And I know now that you're in my
heart forever—do you still want to

marry me?"
Marry him! "Yes, darling—yes," I

cried.

The next day, Uncle Roy, Aunt Beth

and Petie and I started to our new
home in the north, and Frank met us

there three days later.

wards, I fixed breakfast in the cottage

while Frank built a fire in the fireplace.

That fireplace;—the dear, lost dreams
We dreamed in front of that fireplace!

We sat there in our robes each night,

dreaming dreams and loving each other!
sometimes gently, sometimes wildly,

but never casually. This was a love

for always and we both knew it.

Sometimes, Frank looked at me and
his dark eyes were serious.

"Oh, my darling," he would say. "A
wartime marriage, and you're so young.
This may make you grow up too soon."

"I love you, Frank," I answered al-

ways, "if that's growing up, then I

want to grow old fast."

rpHAT was happiness as light and
* gay and intoxicating as champagne,
happiness that bubbled and sparkled
for two glorious weeks. And yet some-
times, each of us felt, I know, that our
champagne happiness was covering a
certain fear—a knowledge that this

exquisite state could not endure.
I went back to Cedar City with Uncle

Roy and Aunt Beth and got a job when
Frank went away. And I worked as
long as I could after I knew about the
baby. At first I wasn't going to tell

Frank. He had been so afraid of giving
me too much responsibility. But then

the joy I knew at carrying his child
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different, each one as great as another
Sometimes, when I looked at the baby
I was conscious only of the tragedy inmy life, the terrible responsibility of
playing the parts of both a father and
a mother to a child. But, most of the
time, there was a catch in my voice
when I sang, "Rockabye, Baby," and
then I was feeling no pity for myself,
but compassion for my child, who
would never know the father whose
blood ran in his veins.
That is the reason I concentrated so

completely on the baby after Frank
was gone. Uncle Roy and Aunt Beth
and Petie had gone south again but I

stayed on in Cedar City. I rented a

The baby held out his fat little fists, and I caught him to me,
/ think I was laughing and crying at once, when I heard a sound.

little apartment and lived in it alone
with my baby. Never was there a baby
so clean, or so well fed, and so cared
for, I told myself. It was as if I were
doing something for Frank, too. And
sometimes. I even thought of the baby
as Frank, when he was a child. And
then I was glad for the baby, because

.
I felt that I was going to relive my
husband's childhood in his own child.

It wasn't a natural life that I lived.
In my grief for my dark, exciting
husband, and in my concentration on
the child, I often was serious and moody
and almost morbid. It worried Margie
Parks, who was the only friend I had
in Cedar City, and who lived in the
apartment across the hall from mine.

"You're only 21, Francie," she
reminded me one night when she
stopped in on her way home from
work. "That's young."

"It is if you're in college or work-
ing," I told her. "Not if you're a widow
and a mother."
"But you can't just sit around and

feel sorry for yourself," she went on.
"I suppose you wouldn't feel cheated

—if your husband— if someone like
Frank were taken away from you," I

told her, letting bitterness edge my
words.

"I know," she said. "I know, Francie.
But you owe it to your son to go on
living. He doesn't want a mother who
died when he was born."

"I take good care of little Frankii."
I flung .out, angry and defensive.
"Yes— but—" And, then, Margie

stopped, because she could see that
there was no point in talking to me.
She used to urge me to go to dinner

with the out-of-town salesmen who
called on the office where she worked,
but I never accepted her invitations.
I knew that I had had what I had
waited for and that now that it was
gone, nothing could take its place. And
I suppose I did not want to exert
myself to be pleasant. Although I

didn't realize it, I was getting some
satisfaction out of grieving as wildly
as I loved—out of my feeling of
martyrdom. (Continued on page 68)



PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS—

The story of a young love and its search for stability in today's exciting world

DR. TRUMAN SCOTT, fondly nicknamed
"Tubby" by his adoring wife, holds an impor-
tant position as head of the plastic surgery staff

at the Institute for Medical Research. He has
made, partly through Joan's loving effort, a
successful adjustment following his return

from the war, and he is anxious now to help
other veterans to make that same adjustment.

(Played by Martin Blaine)

JOAN SCOTT, truly a "valiant lady," combines
the charm and loveliness of youth with the

wisdom and generosity of maturity. Her gay
blue eyes and her appealing, childlike smile

are a constant source of amazement to people

who know her as a successful hat designer or

as a modern young wife—a pillar of strength

to her many friends and her devoted husband.
(Played by Joan Banks)
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AMY BINGHAM, whose hus-

band was killed at Pearl

Harbor, has not yet fully ad-
justed to her loss. She has been
working as Colin Kirby's sec-

retary, a position which she

obtained largely through the

efforts of Joan Scott, and al-

though both she and Colin are

well satisfied with their as-

sociation, the situation may
produce a very difficult and
dangerous complication as far

as young Monica is concerned.

(Played by Elaine Kent)

ir-

MRS. SCOTT, Truman's mother,
would have been chosen by
Joan as a friend even if she had
not been Truman's mother, be-

cause she combines a profound
womanly wisdom with the quiet

maturity of experience—com-
bines also the even-tempered
strength and intelligence that

have helped to build Truman's
personality with an unosten-
tatious stoicism that would
enable her to make any sacri-

fice for her children's good.

(Played by Charlotte Garrity)
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MONICA BREWSTER, beautiful,

spoiled, knows Colin Kirby's secret,

but is undiscouraged in her determi-
nation to turn' his love to herself.

(Played by Cathleen Cordell)



COLIN KIRBY finds little pleasure
these days in his busy life as a
lawyer, sportsman, and wealthy,
attractive young bachelor, but he
is proving beyond all doubt that

he is a good friend to both Joan
and Truman—he refuses to admit,
even to himself, that it is not
friendship he feels for Joan, but
love. Knowing how complete and
happy her life with her husband
is, and how devoted they are to
one another, Colin is determined
that nobody shall ever guess the
depth of his feeling for Joan; he
is carefully guarding his secret.

(Played by Ned Wever)
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T. R. CLARKE, sharp-witted
publisher, spends his time
blustering and grumbling if

there is anyone around who
will hear him—but Joan, who
has worked as his secretary,

knows that underneath he is

one of the gentlest, kindest,

most generous of men. Even
though they *no longer work
together, Clarke and Joan
have maintained their very
affectionate friendship and
close mutual understanding.
(Played by Charles Webster)
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PRETTY LITTLE PATRICIA RYAN is a veteran of fourteen years' standing in radio, although she's now
only twenty-one years oldi Pat still plays her original pari on the CBS children's fantasy, Let's Pretend, as

well as the role of Geraldine Love, one of Henry's multitude of girl friends, on The Aldrich Family, and regular
ingenue parts on The Adventures of The Thin Man and We the People. Although it's safe to call Pat a glamour
girl, she has a serious side as well—a side expressed in her two years of steady service as a Nurse's Aide, and her
work as a hostess in a number of canteens. She goes most often to the Thistle Club, canteen for British service-

men, because although Pat has spent most of her life in this country, she and her family came from England.



LL IEVE1 CITE ENOUfiH

Open your heart to the plea Pat makes in the name of her boy in* China,

your boy wherever he may be. Surely there is some wayyou, too, can help!

I
HAVE been asked to write this.

People know I've been a Nurse's
Aide for a long time and that I do

as much work as I can in several Can-
teens and, because of that, I was asked
to write this. That's not why I'm
writing it, though.
There is a reason—a good one. He's

young and he's good-looking—at least,

I think he is. I like him very much
because he laughs a lot and can make
me laugh and, sometimes, make me
cry a little, and because he's" got a
zing to him and loves crazy arguments
and can get solemn over silly things.

He's in the Air Corps and, right now,
he's somewhere in China. He's really

the reason for my writing this.

Everyone who has anyone at all in

the Armed Forces will understand how
I feel. I want to do something. When
someone you're very fond of is so far

away and in the war, you think of all

sorts of things. You think he may
be wounded. You think he may be
lonely. You think of his needing
money. You think of his needing little

things, maybe cigarettes, or razor
blades, or just a friendly smile. You
think of his being taken prisoner and
isolated from the world until the end
of the war. You think of his being
crippled, perhaps, and unhappy and
miserable about what he will do with
his future. You think of the things he
sees and does while he's at war, and.
wonder what all that will do to him,
to the way he is and laughs and thinks.
No matter what you think about,

when you're letting your mind leap
over wide oceans and war-torn coun-
tries to the side of the one you love,

you'll find that there's an organization
to which every one of your worries,
fears, ideas and hopes has already oc-
curred. Better than that. The Ameri-
can Red Cross has done more than -

think of all these things. It is contin-
ually at work on every one of them.
Do you know what the "Red Cross

does—in peace and war? Maybe the
best way to make you understand the
bigness of it is to say simply that there
isn't a single, solitary spot on the
known globe to which the Red Cross
and its work doesn't penetrate, or will
not reach when it is necessary. Wher- .

ever our men go, the Red Cross goes
with them and after them.
Most of the men long for home more

than anything else. They can't come
home, not until the job is finished, of

By PAT RYAN
course. And we do all we possibly can
for them with letters and pictures and
gifts. But the Red Cross does more
than that. It tries to bring them some
feeling of the closeness of home, wher-
ever they are. In every combat and
training area overseas, the Red Cross
has set up hundreds of large and small
clubs. American girls, the kind the
boys remember from back home, keep
these clubs going and do some of the
little, helpful things you'd like to be
able to do for your men.
There are the Off-Post Clubs, which

are located in leave areas. Some of

these are like big hotels, . where your
men can have baths and real beds with
clean sheets and eat American cooking
and even read some of their hometown
newspapers. The recreation workers
liven things up with games and dances,
picnics and sight-seeing tours. In all

the camps overseas, there are On-Post
Clubs, where the men can get a snack,

or play games, read, or write letters,

and where there's always an American
girl to help tide over dull and lonely

hours with a little understanding and
friendliness. Navy men have their

homes in port, too, in the Fleet Clubs.

Some of these were among the first

things set up as soon as landing beaches
had been taken. For men who are

miles from the nearest village, the Red
Cross has established Aero Clubs on
air strips and at the distant bases.

Men in small, isolated units aren't

neglected, either. They have their
Clubs On Wheels traveling to them,
bringing them hot doughnuts and cof-
fee, magazines and cigarettes, new
records and books. Sometimes the go-
ing gets rough for the big trucks, but
that doesn't stop the Red Cross girls.

They load supplies on jeeps and train
cabooses and cub planes, even on carts,

and go right ahead. Then there are
Rest Homes, big, quiet buildings located
way off in the country, far away from
any touch of battle, where men who've
had their nerves knocked to pieces by
their combat experiences can have the
rest they need and deserve. These
homes are operated by the military
forces, but staffed by the Red Cross.
And what about the men who are in

need of more than rest—the ones who
are sick, who have been wounded?
The Army and Navy have made sure
that our wounded get the best care
possible. We don't have to worry about
that. But, when a man's been hurt, the
hurt goes deeper than just a physical
wound. His heart and his mind have
to be healed, too. He needs sympathy
and understanding. He needs to be
helped over the first big step in getting

used to the idea of changing all his

plans for the future, if he's been dis-

abled. The Red Cross, by agreement
with the Army and Navy, sends trained
women to hospitals here and overseas
to deal with these special problems.
Some of them even go on hospital ships,

so they can begin the work of comfort-
ing and reassuring the wounded on
their way home. These case workers
do all sorts of helpful things, from the

simple job of writing letters for dis-

abled men, to discussing in confidence

the problems and fears of the men and
helping them overcome their worst
worries. There are recreation workers
attached to hospitals, too, who arrange
for recreation for men in the wards and
in hospitals—girls who know when to

be gay and when to be quiet and just

listen because a man needs to talk to

someone.
Then, think of this. Think of the

man you love disappearing. Think of

hearing that he's "Missing in Action."

Think how it would be if you could
never find out until after the war was
over; perhaps months, years after,

whether he was alive or not. But it

doesn't happen that way, because there

is a Red Cross. This is where the
International (Continued on page 95)
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THE STORY:
I'D loved Philip James ever since I

could remember. We'd grown up
together in the little town of Tilbury.
Phil and Henry McCarthy and I had
been friends since we were children

—

Henry was the son of my "courtesy
aunt" Connie McCarthy, who lived

next door. With the coming of the

war, life in Tilbury changed com-
pletely. Philip and H«nry were called

into service. A small factory blossomed
into a big arms plant, and people who
came to work at the plant, finding no
place in town to live, started Trailer-

town on the outskirts of the village.

"Foreigners," Aunt Connie called them,
"upsetting our way of life here!" And
I was inclined to agree with her, espe-
cially in regard to one of the Trailer-

town girls, Stephanie Vosper, who
seemed to me to be a little common
in her too-made-up beauty, her too-
tightly fitting, flamboyant clothes.

After they had been gone some
months, Philip and Henry came home
on leave. I was sure Phil would ask
me to marry him, but on his first night
home we went out with Henry and his

blind date—Stephanie Vosper! Philip's

immediate interest in Stephanie was
obvious, and that interest deepened
as the week went on. I knew he was
seeing a great deal of her—and he
didn't ask me to marry him. Then,
one afternoon I overheard what I

thought was a conversation concern-
ing marriage between Henry and
Stephanie—only to learn a moment
later that the man talking to Stephanie
was Phil himself. I didn't see him
again until the evening before he was
to go back to camp—when he suddenly
appeared and asked me to marry him!
I felt that he had had a quarrel with
Stephanie, but I loved him enough to

want him at any cost. We were mar-
ried, and, just as the train carrying
him off to camp pulled out, Phil said

there was something he wanted me to

do for him—take care of Stephanie
while he was gone!

THE lingering, far-away whistle of

the train drifted back to me in

jeering farewell. I couldn't move;
the echo of Philip's words still in my
ears . . . "Look ajter Stephanie jor me!"
. . . Around me were only the ghostly
shadows, the little pool of light from
the unshaded bulb over the baggage
room, the hard, unfriendly benches,
and—from somewhere inside—the in-

sistent tapping of a telegraph key, all

the sounds and shadows that make up
a small-town railroad station at night.

And, slowly, the hatred ebbed out of

me, leaving only despair.

Why had Philip married me? Why?
To hurt her—? Because she didn't want
him and his bruised male ego had
needed the consolation that I could
give? That didn't sound like the Philip

I knew .- . . decent and kind. But I

wasn't sure, any longer, that I did
really know Philip.

With a desperate gesture I rubbed
my forehead with the back of my hand.
A gleam of light caught my eye—

I

looked down at my wedding ring. How
well it fitted my finger!

Hope, like a wraith, stirred in me.
It fitted my finger! Philip had bought
it for me. Perhaps—underneath the
turmoil she had created in him—he had
always wanted our love. The safe, the
sure love. What had he said: "... to

have someone to come back to who is

a link with old dreams . . ."? Had he
turned back from pursuing adventure
and come back to me, wanting the
peace we had always known together?
Could I begrudge him that last wist-

^P
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Philip was deeply, lastingly mine

—/ knew that; then how could

the strange, disturbing magic of

a girl like Stephanie so shadow

the tenderness of our loving?



ful consideration for her?
I had what I wanted. I had Philip.

We were married and our future lay

before us, just as we had planned. The
girl, Stephanie, had been an incident,

unpleasant and disturbing, but done
with. Those last words of his had been
wrung from him by a sense of duty.

Strange that I "was so little com-
forted! Perhaps not so strange—with
the insistent, mocking whisper in my
heart that, though Philip had asked me
to marry him—he had never once said

he loved me!
I jumped, startled. A hand had

touched my arm.
"Mary, girl, you can't stand there

forever. We'd better be hiking along
home." Dad had come silently from
the swiftly deepening shadows.

"I didn't know you were waiting,

Dad," shakily. "You should be home
where it's warm. Your one night off

a week—

"

"Well, it's not every night my
daughter gets married," he chuckled.
"And I don't feel it's safe any more
for you to be coming home alone at

this time of night." My arm linked
in his, we walked slowly along the
quiet streets.

"It's a terrible thing, Mary, for you,
having your husband leave you like

this. But you can take it. Remember
your great-grandmother Mary? She
followed Ezra Brockman out here by
covered wagon and married him. He
thought he'd left her safe and sound
back East, but she came right along
after him in the next wagon train.

And an hour after the wedding they
were both fighting Indians." That Mary
Brockman had become both a pride
and a scandal to later generations of

staid, stay-at-home Brockmans. I knew
her story by heart, but tonight it was
sweet to hear it again. It made me
feel one with the other women of my
family who had lived and won through
trouble.

Dad shook his head and chuckled.
"Women! We men like to think we're
the pioneers, but sometimes I think
we'd never stir our stumps if it weren't
for you women prodding us. Take your
mother. Every morning a new adven-
ture. Every day a promise. She had
such spirit and imagination that work
was just a game to her. The only re-
grets I've had since she died were that

4* '

The children were of every

race and creed—all adorable
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THE STORY:

I'D loved Philip James ever since I

could remember. We'd grown up

together in the little town of Tilbury.

Phil and Henry McCarthy and I had

been friends since we were children-

Henry was the son of my "courtesy

aunt" Connie McCarthy, who lived

next door. With the coming of the

war, life in Tilbury changed com-

pletely. Philip and H«nry were called

into service. A small factory blossomed

into a big arms plant, and people who
came to work at the plant, finding no

place in town to live, started Trailer-

town on the outskirts of the village.

"Foreigners," Aunt Connie called them,

"upsetting our way of life here!" And
I was inclined to agree with her, espe-

cially in regard to one of the Trailer-

town girls, Stephanie Vosper, who
seemed to me to be a little common
in her too-made-up beauty, her too-

tightly fitting, flamboyant clothes.

After they had been gone some

months, Philip and Henry came home
on leave. I was sure Phil would ask

me to marry him, but on his first night

home we went out with Henry and his

blind date—Stephanie Vosper! Philip's

immediate interest in Stephanie was
obvious, and that interest deepened

as the week went on. ' I knew he was

seeing a great deal of her—and he

didn't ask me to marry him. Then,

one afternoon I overheard what I

thought was a conversation concern-

ing marriage between Henry and

Stephanie—only to learn a moment
later that the man talking to Stephanie

was Phil himself. I didn't see him
again until the evening before he was
to go back to camp—when he suddenly

appeared and asked me to marry him!

I felt that he had had a quarrel with

Stephanie, but I loved him enough to

want him at any cost. We were mar-
ried, and, just as the train carrying

him off to camp pulled out, Phil said

there was something he wanted me to

do for him—take care of Stephanie

while he was gone!

THE lingering, far-away whistle of

the train drifted back to me in

jeering farewell. I couldn t move;

the echo of Philip's words stul in my
ears . . . "Look after Stephame forme!

Around me were only the ghostly

shadows, the little pool of light from

the unshaded bulb over the baggage

room, the hard, unfriendly benches,

and—from somewhere inside—the in-

sistent tapping of a telegraph key, all

the sounds and shadows that make up

a small-town railroad station at night

And, slowly, the hatred ebbed out of

me, leaving only despair.

Why had Philip married me? Why.'

To hurt her—? Because she didn't want

him and his bruised male ego had

needed the consolation that I could

give' That didn't sound like the Philip

I knew .- . . decent and kind n
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the strange, disturbing magic of
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ful consideration for her?

I had what I wanted. I had Philip
We were married and our future lay
before us, just as we had planned. The
girl, Stephanie, had been an incident,
unpleasant and disturbing, but done'
with. Those last words of his had been
wrung from him by a sense of duty
Strange that I " was so little com-

forted! Perhaps not so strange—with
the insistent, mocking whisper in my
heart that, though Philip had asked me
to marry him—he had never once said
he loved me!

I jumped, startled. A hand had
touched my arm.
"Mary, girl, you can't stand there

forever. We'd better be hiking along
home." Dad had come silently from
the swiftly deepening shadows.
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And an hour after the wedding they
were both fighting Indians." That Mary
Brockman had become both a pride
and a scandal to later generations of
staid, stay-at-home Brockmans. I knew
her story by heart, but tonight it was
sweet to hear it again. It made me
feel one with the other women of my
family who had lived and won through
trouble.

Dad shook his head and chuckled
Women! We men like to think we're

the pioneers, but sometimes I think
we'd never stir our stumps if it weren't
for you women prodding us. Take your
mother. Every morning a new adven-
ture. Every day a promise. She had
such spirit and imagination that work
was just a game to her. The only re-
grets I've had since she died were that

38



40

I'd said "No" to her sometimes when
she'd wanted us to have a holiday or

when she mixed people _ up too much.
Never had any sense about making the

proper friends. I'd get real annoyed
once in a while—but the house has

seemed quiet, awful quiet, since she's

been gone."

He was talking to ease me over these

bad moments of Philip's leaving. But
he had seldom spoken of Mother before

—it was as if my marriage had un-
locked memories for him.

"Am I like Mother at all, Dad?"
How wonderful it would be if Philip

were to think of me with the same
longing I'd just heard in Dad's voice

for Mother.

"I don't know. I think so, under-
neath. But mostly you're like me.
We're undemonstrative people— we
Brockmans. We feel things but we've
got them so bottled up inside us that

sometimes they just wither and die

there. Pretty grim and stiff, some of

our family are. Ashamed to admit
they've got feelings at all. 'Salt of

the earth' your Aunt Connie would call

us. And maybe she's right, but your
Mother was all sweet and spice. Cry-
ing one minute, laughing the next, tem-
peramental— her little body could

hardly hold all the spirit she had."

¥ WAS surprised. Knowing Dad's na-
* ture I had always thought my mother
to be as quiet and unemotional as he.

I had tried to model myself after the

perfect housekeeper and the unobtru-
sive companion I had imagined her.

But perhaps he had missed some-
thing—something noisy and gay and
tempestuous that Mother had given
him. I felt bewildered and hurt. It

was too much. For the second time
tonight was I to be judged—and found
wanting?
"Why do things have to change!" I

burst out. "Why can't they stay the
same?"
He patted my hand. "Change is

growth, Mary. You can't go through
life backwards."

I thought about that when I was
finally alone in my room.
Dad was right. I must go forward.

There was no room in my life now for

regrets or for what might have been.
My husband was a soldier and facing
hardships I would never have to know.
The least I could do would be to take
the new name he had given me, the
trust and the faith, and build a mar-
riage he could come safely home to.

And shut my heart to doubts. This

—

this other thing—his infatuation for

Stephanie—was a sickness I was sure
he would recover from. When he came
back it would be to me. If he saw her
on the street it would be with the eyes
of a married man, looking at a closed
chapter in his life. I would never have
to worry about Philip cheating.

Take care of Stephanie for me—
I mustn't remember that! I must for-

get!

Somehow I slept.

Morning brought with it peace. Al-
most I could feel a door of my mind
closing on the tortured broodings of

last night. The telephone was ringing

before I even got out of bed. The
happy, teasing congratulations of my
friends stamped my marriage as real.

I took time after breakfast to slip

over and tell Aunt Connie the news.

"Well, it's about time!" Color came
back to her face that was haggard with
grief. "I'm sorry it wasn't Henry, but
I was reconciled to that a long time ago.

I never thought you'd be getting mar-
ried without me there to manage
things. You and Philip are certainly

right for each other, Mary. Sit down
and tell me your plans."

Her smug assurance that Philip and
I were "right for each other" bolstered

my confidence. "Plans?" I echoed.

"We didn't have time, Aunt Connie."
But just the thought of going window-
shopping and apartment-hunting gave
my marriage validity. It was some-
thing to do, something to write about
to bridge any possible awkwardness
between us.

She sighed. "Time was when a
young couple could start life together
with pretty things and a little place of

their own and settle down. But it will

be all the nicer for you for waiting.
It makes me feel terrible to think I

wasn't there at the wedding—but

—

when I heard Henry was going over-
seas
—

" her voice broke and the tears

coursed silently down her cheeks. "If

I could just see him married to some
nice girl!"

I laughed. "Now, Aunt Connie! You
know you don't think any girl is good
enough for Henry!"
On my way! to the Day Nursery I

thought about her words. I was fond
of her, but just the same I was glad
she wasn't my mother-in-law. But the
plans she had mentioned—all the fuss
and excitement that went with mar-
riage in a small-town—had always
seemed to me a necessary part, almost
as much as the ceremony itself. The
teas and kitchen showers, the hope
chest brimming over with mono-
grammed linen to be admired, the little

jokes and well-wishes, the solemn pric-

ing of dining-room sets, the ransack-
ing of parental attics for old bits of

furniture—even the hateful charivari
—I had expected these for Philip and
myself. Our wedding seemed incom-
plete without them.
Which was silly and trivial. Ours

was a war-time wedding. And, in my
heart, I knew I was consciously mourn-
ing these things to avoid thinking of

the deeper loss—the lack of certainty
and faith in our marriage.
The children were already drinking

their orange-juice when I arrived.
"Well, Mary," Mrs. Lane's greeting

was brisk. "Connie McCarthy still in

bed? I hardly expected you here to-

day. I should think a bride would be
home sobbing in her pillow with her
new husband off to the wars." And
Margie Lane had never been noted for
her tact.

I could have told her I had done all

my sobbing before my wedding. Now
I was glad Philip had left so suddenly
—it would give us both time to get
back on our old footing.

All morning I worked and played
with the children. When it came time

J stared, dazed and unbelieving.

There was no mistaking the limp

form Philip carried in his arms.

for their nap I gathered them around
me at the piano. First a few songs;

then a story to put them in the quiet

mood for sleeping. I loved them all.

Their faces upturned were so clean and
smiling and alive and—so American!
All races, all creeds, and all adorable.

My heart contracted. Someday Philip

and I might have children of our own.
It was after the younger ones were

asleep that I came upon Susan Gamble
crying in the cloakroom.

"Susan, dear, tell me what it is! Are
you sick?" I asked. • She was nine, one
of five older children who came at noon
for the hot lunch we served.

She flung herself upon me. "Oh,
Miss Brockman! We're going away

—

we're going back to New York!
Momma doesn't like it here and Daddy
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says the fact'ry won't need hjm much
longer. I don't want to go! I want
to stay! Who's going to look after my
Victory Garden if I go?"
Poor little Susan!—who went into

raptures over every new little shoot
coming up in her garden. Who brought
me flowers as if they were miracles
she had discovered herself!

I soothed the child as best I could.
But that night I told Aunt Connie
about her, unable to get her distress

out of my mind.
"She loves growing things so. It

seems a shame to have her go back to
an apartment where she can't see grass
without a "Keep Off sign on it."

"I know. But it's one less Trailer-
town family, Mary. And as long as
Mr. Gamble isn't needed at the plant

any more, well—I say, good riddance!"
"But it's so cruel, upsetting a child,

uprooting her like that," I protested.

"Roots, indeed!" Aunt Connie sniffed,

sitting bolt upright in her old four-
poster bed. One hand smacked the
crocheted bedspread for emphasis.
"Gypsies, that's what they are! They
haven't any roots!"

I supposed, reluctantly, that she was
right. But it was hard to reconcile my
yearning over Susan, my desire to see
her happy and safe and growing up in

this atmosphere where she thrived

—

and my wish to see the last of the
people from Trailertown.

But, if the factory were letting peo-
ple go—might that not mean that
Stephanie could be next? You're right,

Aunt Connie, I told myself fiercely.

One less from Trailertown—one less to
spread this germ of unrest and change
throughout Tilbury. If Stephanie
would only leave—if only she might be
gone before Philip came back!

I had no intention of "looking after"

Stephanie. I wouldn't have known
how to go about making friends with
her—even if her very name hadn't
been torture to me. I knew she had
no family except a Marine Sergeant
brother; I knew she shared a trailer

with an elderly woman she called

"Gramma" and who was no relation to

her. All this she had volunteered that
night at the Old Mill.

BUT she had been taking care of her-
self for years and she would prob-

ably resent any overtures I might
make. The only sensible thing was to

let the matter drop.

But what if Philip asked about her,

in his letters?

There was no time for a letter to

come from him—before real tragedy
struck, shattering my own personal
problems to nothingness. As if he had
clung to life only long enough to see

me safely married, Dad died that

Thursday morning. It happened so

quickly—by the time I had reached Dr.
Bassmer, Dad was already gone.*
Aunt Connie had made coffee for me

in the kitchen. Somehow she had man-
aged to put aside her own troubles to

share mine.
"It will make you feel better—a good,

strong cup of coffee, Mary. You
mustn't take on so," she admonished.
But there was no frenzy in my grief.

The weak tears I could not check were
regret that I had not been closer to

Dad all these years. I knew, some-
how, that he was glad to go—to Mother. •

For the first time I realized how empty
his life had been without her.

What had my Mother given my Dad
that had kept his heart yearning for

her all these years? What was that

elusive something that women like

Mother and girls like Stephanie pos-
sessed—and I did not?
"Were they happy, Aunt Connie?

Mother and Dad, I mean." It didn't

seem right to be asking, but I had to

know.
Her mouth tightened. "It depends

on what you mean by Tiappy.' Flib-

berty-gibberty, she was. But I won't
be speaking ill of the dead." She cut

her words off sharply and busied her-
self at the stove.

So Aunt Connie had not approved
of Mother! Vaguely, the picture Dad
had drawn of her was replacing the
one I had always carried in my mind
And, strangely, I wanted to defend her;
to take her part against Aunt Connie.
I was confused. Had I inherited any
of the challenge and the. temperament
of this new picture of Mother? I

shrank from the idea. I wanted to be
just Mary Brockman, the child, the girl

I had been; the woman I was now.
The funeral arrangements were in

Aunt Connie's capable hands. I had
nothing to do.

Alone, in the hushed and darkened
rooms, where the scent of flowers
hung sickeningly sweet, I had too much
time to think and brood. For that rea-
son, the envelope that came by mes-
senger, with Stephanie Vesper's name
in the corner, seemed to possess a
malevolent life of its own that seeped
through my fingers. I tore it open,
slowly.

"Dear Mary (I hope you don't mind
my calling you that, even though we've
met only once), I wanted to write you
how sorry I was to hear about your
Dad. He must have been swell, from
what—" here a name was scratched out
and the word "everybody" scrawled
above it

—

"everybody said about him.
I wish I had known him. My own Pa
was a drunken bum, but he had had
a hard life and he was good to me. I

felt terribly when he died. So 1 know
how you feel. If there's anything I can
do, just call on me. Stephanie Vosper.
Anger beat in me, suffocating me.

My own Pa!—with a few words she
had managed to reduce our feelings to
a level that was horrible! I tore the
note to shreds. I felt sick.

And then Philip's letter came, after
so long a wait. Philip was overseas,
but that was no shock—he had pre-
pared me for that. I opened it wearily,
expecting almost anything. And the
first words stole out from the coldness
of pen and ink like a benediction.

"My own dear wife—" it began. My
own dear wife! Like shadows in the
night, fear melted before the sure real-
ity of his words. "I am writing this
on the train that is taking me farther
and farther away from you and I miss
you more with every turn of the wheels.
Keep a light burning for me, Mary, and
Til find my way back to you and some-
day we'll have that home you want and
111 finish law school at night and hang
out my shingle over the Tilbury First
National Bank, and we'll be a settled,

honest-to-goodness married couple.
You mean home to me, darling. You're
what I want to come back to. Right
now Henry is playing his mouth organ,
sitting on his cot—"
But I didn't care what Henry was

doing. I went back to the first and
read it over. And read it again. My
heart grew lighter and happier with
each reading, until I felt it would burst.
My own dear wife! I was Philip's

wife. The boy in the torn corduroy
pants with the unruly cowlick, the
sunny smile—and the girl in the satin
hair-ribbon—had known from child-
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I'd said "No" to her sometimes when
she'd wanted us to have a holiday or

when she mixed people, up too much.
Never had any sense about making the

proper friends. I'd get real annoyed
once in a while—but the house has
seemed quiet, awful quiet, since she's

been gone."

He was talking to ease me over these

bad moments of Philip's leaving. But
he had seldom spoken of Mother before

—it was as if my marriage had un-
locked memories for him.

"Am I like Mother at all. Dad?"
How wonderful it would be if Philip

were to think of me with the same
longing I'd just heard in Dad's voice

for Mother.

"I don't know. I think so, under-
neath. But mostly you're like me.
We're undemonstrative people— we
Brockmans. We feel things but we've
got them so bottled up inside us that

sometimes they just wither and die

there. Pretty grim and stiff, some of

our family are. Ashamed to admit
they've got feelings at all. 'Salt of

the earth' your Aunt Connie would call

us. And maybe she's right, but your
Mother was all sweet and spice. Cry-
ing one minute, laughing the next, tem-
peramental— her little body could
hardly hold all the spirit she had."

T WAS surprised. Knowing Dad's na-
ture I had always thought my mother

to be as quiet and unemotional as he.

I had tried to model myself after the
perfect housekeeper -and the unobtru-
sive companion I had imagined her.

But perhaps he had missed some-
thing—something noisy and gay and
tempestuous that Mother had given
him. I felt bewildered and hurt. It

was too much. For the second time
tonight was I to be judged—and found
wanting?
"Why do things have to change!" I

burst out. "Why can't they stay the
same?"
He patted my hand. "Change is

growth, Mary. You can't go through
life backwards."

I thought about that when I was
finally alone in my room.
Dad was right. I must go forward.

There was no room in my life now for
regrets or for what might have been.
My husband was a soldier and facing
hardships I would never have to know.
The least I could do would be to take
the new name he had given me, the
trust and the faith, and build a mar-
riage he could come safely home to.

And shut my heart to doubts. This—
this other thing—his infatuation for
Stephanie—was a sickness I was sure
he would recover from. When he came
back it would be to me. If he saw her
on the street it would be with the eyes
of a married man, looking at a closed
chapter in his life. I would never have
to worry about Philip cheating.
Take core of Stephanie for me

—

I mustn't remember that! I must for-
get!

Somehow I slept.

Morning brought with it peace. Al-
most I could feel a door of my mind
closing on the tortured broodings of
last night. The telephone was ringing

before I even got out of bed. The

happy, teasing congratulations of my
friends stamped my marriage as real.

I took time after breakfast to slip

over and tell Aunt Connie the news.

"Well, it's about time!" Color came

back to her face that was haggard with

grief "I'm sorry it wasn't Henry, but

I was reconciled to that a long time ago.

I never thought you'd be getting mar-

ried without me there to manage

things. You and Philip are certainly

right for each other, Mary. Sit down

and tell me your plans."

Her smug assurance that Philip and

I were "right for each other" bolstered

my confidence. "Plans?" I echoed.

"We didn't have time, Aunt Connie."

But just the thought of going window-
shopping and apartment-hunting gave

my marriage validity. It was some-

thing to do, something to write about

to bridge any possible awkwardness
between us.

She sighed. "Time was when a

young couple could start life together

with pretty things and a little place of

their own and settle down. But it will

be all the nicer for you for waiting.

It makes me feel terrible to think I

wasn't there at the wedding—but

—

when I heard Henry was going over-

seas
—

" her voice broke and the tears

coursed silently down her cheeks. "If

I could just see him married to some
nice girl!"

I laughed. "Now, Aunt Connie! You
know you don't think any girl is good
enough for Henry!"
On my waj* to the Day Nursery I

thought about her words. I was fond
of her, but just the same I was glad
she wasn't my mother-in-law. But the
plans she had mentioned—all the fuss
and excitement that went with mar-
riage in a small-town—had always
seemed to me a necessary part, almost
as much as the ceremony itself. The
teas and kitchen showers, the hope
chest brimming over with mono-
grammed linen to be admired, the little

jokes and well-wishes, the solemn pric-
ing of dining-room sets, the ransack-
ing of parental attics for old bits of
furniture—even the hateful charivari
—I had expected these for Philip and
myself. Our wedding seemed incom-
plete without them.
Which was silly and trivial. Ours

was a war-time wedding. And, in my
heart, I knew I was consciously mourn-
ing these things to avoid thinking of
the deeper loss—the lack of certainty
and faith in our marriage.
The children were already drinking

their orange-juice when I arrived.
"Well, Mary," Mrs. Lane's greeting

was brisk. "Connie McCarthy stUl in
bed? I hardly expected you here to-
day. I should think a bride would behome sobbing in her pillow with hernew husband off to the wars" And
Margie Lane had never been noted for
her tact.

I could have told her I had done allmy sobbing before my wedding. Now
I was glad Ph.lip had left so suddenly
-it would give us both time to getback on our old footing.

All morning I worked and playedwith the children. When it camelime

/ stared, dazed and unbelieving-

There was no mistaking the Ump

form Philip carried in his arms.

for their nap I gathered them around

me at the piano. First a few son£,

then a story to put them in the qfim

mood for sleeping. I loved them a"

Their faces upturned were so clean an

smiling and alive and—so Attfia «

All races, all creeds, and all adoraDK-

My heart contracted. Someday rTuw

and I might have children of our ow •

It was after the younger ones w

asleep that I came upon Susan uam

crying in the cloakroom. .

, Are
"Susan, dear, tell me what it is-

you sick?" I asked. She was nUie
'

„

of five older children who came at

for the hot lunch we served. „ob
She flung herself upon me.

Miss Brockman! We're going aw«
k

,

we're going back to New ^
Momma doesn't like it here ana »

*Z£*f*?
T
i won>t need *«m much

«»£yi ww* want t0 go! x want

VictoX' n? s gom8 to look after my
P™,

harden if I go?"

WDW. Susan!—who went into

me flow
p m her garden. Who brought

she h^j ? M ** they were miracles

I s£»,^scovered herself!

But ihT*
1 -*6 chUd a* best I could.

about h»
meht * told Au"t Connie

out of Z ""able to get her distress^of my mind.

"ems'a l°h

VeS eTowine things so. It

»" acart^ .
e to have her go back to

*ithom T £ Where she can>t see &***

,

'1 knot l?f SF" si«" on ""
•own faJTi'i

ut lts one less Trailer-

*• GZw y
'- Mary- *"<* as ^e asamble *n't needed at the plant

any more, well i „..

"But U'sTcnle ^'n
80? riddance!"

uprooting her ££ thaT*! "V ChUd
'

.
"Roots, indeed!" AW rl

protested

sitting bolt uprighfTh
m"?JSniffed '

Poster bed On? I ^ her old *om-
crocheteTbedtrear^ 8"130^ the

"Gypsies, that's^hat th
em^^-

haven't any roots*" "** are! *»**

Jhr
PK'riu^«y. that she was

my
see

"us atrnosprTe-re^whrrefhrihfiv^
1"

and mv wi«h „ — .. .
"""vea

—

right BnTT;
"'"""ntly. that she

her hapPy and^an^grtw 10 S~
this atmnsnhor. _u7I s™wmg

Aunt Connie, I told myself fiercely

s^read^T ^^own-one ta? to

Kghoii "s^n? s*r*would only leavHT only' shemTghfolgone Before Philip came back?

<5tIJl
ad "° intention of "looking after"

Kf""' I
WOuldn'

t have knownhow to go about making friends with
kff-^fn if her very name hadn't
been torture to me. I knew she hadno family except a Marine Sergeant
brother; I knew she shared a trailer
with an elderly woman she called
Gramma" and who was no relation to

her All this she had volunteered that
night at the Old Mill.

DUT she had been taking care of her-
** self for years and she would prob-
ably resent any overtures I might
make. The only sensible thing was to
let the matter drop.

But what if Philip asked about her,
in his letters?

There was no time for a letter to
come from him—before real tragedy
struck, shattering my own personal
problems to nothingness. As if he had
clung to life only long enough to see
me safely married, Dad died that
Thursday morning. It happened so
quickly—by the time I had reached Dr.
Bassmer, Dad was already gone.

*

Aunt Connie had made coffee for me
in the kitchen. Somehow she had man-
aged to put aside her own troubles to

share mine.
"It will make you feel better—a good,

strong cup of coffee, Mary. You
mustn't take on so," she admonished.

But there was no frenzy in my grief.

The weak tears I could not check were
regret that I had not been closer to

Dad all these years. I knew, some-

how, that he was glad to go—to Mother.

For the first time I realized how empty

his life had been without her.

What had my Mother given my Dad

that had kept his heart yearning for

her all these years? What was that

elusive something that women like

Mother and girls like Stephanie pos-

sessed—and I did not?

"Were they happy, Aunt Connie?

Mother and Dad, I mean." It didn't

seem right to be asking, but I had to

know-
. .... j j

Her mouth tightened. "It depends

on what you mean by "happy. Flib-

berty-gibberty, she was. But I won t

be speaking ill of the dead. She cut

^:t°te
o

Ltarplyandbu3iedher-
of^Lfv.'"

1

!
C
,?
nnie had not approved

had S »t
r!

Y
a
£
UeIy

'
the Dicture Dad

one l£T ,°' hCr WaS placing the

And ^r»n„ ,

WayS Carried m W «"ind.And, strangely, I wanted to defend her-to take her part against Aunt Conn"'
I was confused. Had I inherited anythe challenge and the temperamemof this new picture of Mother'
shrank from the idea. I wanted to be

if ^lry Brockman, the child, the girl
1 had been; the woman I was now

A,mtV
Uneral arrangements were inAunt Connie's capable hands. I hadnothing to do.

Alone, in the hushed and darkened
rooms, where the scent of flowershung sickeningly sweet, I had too muchtune to think and brood. For that rea-son, the envelope that came by mes-
senger, with Stephanie Vosper's namein the corner, seemed to possess amalevolent life of its own thatseeped
though my fingers. I tore it „£„,

m,','™?,'
Uary U hope V°U do»'t rnindmy calling you that> ^^ th hmet only once), 1 wanted to write youhow sorry I was to hear about „our

wh„t 1i
mu3t ^ve b*<™ we", fromtcnat— here a name was scratched outand the word "everybody" scrawled

above it-"everybody said about him.
l wish 1 had known him. My own Pawas a drunken bum, but he had had
1 i. . ll

and he was Bood to me. I
felt tembly tohen he died. So I knowhow you feel. If there's anything I can
do, just call on me. Stephanie Vosper.
Anger beat in me, suffocating meMy own Pa!—with a few words she

had managed to reduce our feelings to
a level that was horrible! I tore the
note to shreds. I felt sick.
And then Philip's letter came, after

so long a wait. Philip was overseas,
but that was no shock—he had pre-
pared me for that. I opened it wearily
expecting almost anything. And the
first words stole out from the coldness
of pen and ink like a benediction.
"My own dear wife—" it began. My

own dear wife! Like shadows in the
night, fear melted before the sure real-
ity of his words. "I am writing this
on the train that is taking me farther
and farther away from you and I miss
you more with every turn of the wheels.
Keep a light burning for me, Mary, and
I'll find my way back to you and some-
day we'll have that home you want and
I'll finish law school at night and hang
out my shingle over the Tilbury First
National Bank, and we'll be a settled,
honest-to-goodness married couple.'
You mean home to me, darling. You're
what I want to come back to. Right
now Henry is playing his mouth organ,
sitting on his cot

—

"

But I didn't care what Henry was
doing. I went back to the first and
read it over. And read it again. My
heart grew lighter and happier with
each reading, until I felt it would burst.
My own dear wife! I was Philip's

wife. The boy in the torn corduroy
pants with the unruly cowlick, the
sunny smile—and the girl in the satin
hair-ribbon—had known from child-

"



hood that they belonged to each other.

The grown-up Philip and Mary had
lost that assurance for a while, but we
had found it again. And when I saw
that his letter was signed with his love,

the bubble of fear broke inside me and
I felt cleansed and whole again.

The next day I went back to the
children's nursery. It was good to be
working again. And in the evenings
there were letters to write and Philip's

to read and re-read again.

I missed Dad, but I wasn't afraid to

stay alone. He had left the house to

me and I set about getting it ready for
Philip and me to live in. I spent long
hours poring over magazines for hints
on interior decorating. The house was
musty mid-Victorian and, while there
was much that I would keep out of
sentiment, a little paper and paint
would brighten it up. I prowled
through Peter's Furniture Store and
felt very much a wife, consulting Mr.
Peters about re-upholstering Dad's old
Morris chair.

"I remember selling your folks that
same chair, Mary. It was a good chair
but it gets worn, like all us old things.
I'm glad you're using chintz and not
throwing out good chairs for all these
chromium gadgets and modern stuff."

T UNPACKED the trunks that Philip's
A cousins sent over. At first it seemed
strange to see those masculine clothes
hanging in my closet but soon they,
too, became familiar and comforting.
The too-feminine, girlish flounces in

our bedroom vanished. Instead, I

sewed for hours over deep turquoise
box-pleats for the tailored bedspread.
Draperies to match with a fine tracing
of cherry-red leaves; ivory vanity and
highboy stenciled with the same
cherry-red design—when I finished it

look as sophisticated as any I had seen
in the magazines. I would show Philip
I knew what was smart, even if I'd

never been out of Tilbury!
Aunt Connie visited at all hours. I

was glad to see her because she was
company for me. But, in my busy hap-
piness, her constant grieving got on
my nerves, sometimes. I knew as well
as she that Philip and Henry were see-
ing action; that they were in danger.
But the only thing I could do was
what the other service wives all

over the world were doing—work

—
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and write letters—and wait for re-
plies. And I didn't want to talk about
the Trailertown people. It was too

sharp a reminder—it had the power to

cut through the layers of confidence
with which I was smothering the mem-
ory of Stephanie. I resented Aunt
Connie's harping.

". . . and Mary Ellen Jones is just

sick about it, Mary. Her Imogene is

sneaking out nights to meet one of

the Trailertown boys she met in the
library. And now Imogene tells her
mother they are going to be married
and she's going to leave Tilbury with
him!" My aunt-by-adoption was even
more upset than usual.

But I wasn't interested in Imogene.
And besides

—

"Maybe they're really in love. Then
it's right for her to go where he does,"
I argued mildly.

"Love's one thing. Suitability's an-
other. Now, don't you go getting

ideas, Mary—the 'world well lost for
love' and that sort of thing. What
keeps people together is having the
same background." Her tone indicated
that that was her final word on the
subject, and then her voice changed
as she told me of Henry's last letter

to her. "I'm worried about him, Mary.
He keeps hinting about a surprise—but
he doesn't talk the same to me. I can't

put my finger on it, but he's different,

somehow."
It would be surprising if being a sol-

dier didn't make some difference in
Henry. I was about to tell her that

—

and how Philip had altered, too—but I

caught myself. It would only lead to
probing questions I didn't want to

answer.
If I had ever admitted the possibility

of either of them being hurt, it would
have been reckless, unstable Henry I

would have picked—but never Philip.
That's why the letter from the War

Department was such a shock. Philip
wounded! I couldn't believe it—it must
be a mistake! Before my numbed mind
had more than just grasped the piti-

fully few facts, more detailed informa-
tion came by letter from his nurse.
He was wounded—yes—but, thank

God, not dangerously so. The doctors
had promised to save his leg. He might
limp a little and he would be "dis-

charged from the Army—but he was
all right. Already he had been shipped
back from overseas; he was in an
Army hospital in this country, and
would soon be sent home. The relief

was so great I wanted to run and shout
—I had to tell someone. Dizzy and
shaking, I slipped into a coat, the first

one I could find, and hurried down the
street.

Never had Tilbury looked more
pleasant. To come so close to disaster
and then be snatched back from it—to
know that Philip was safe, that he had
nothing worse to look forward to than
a couple of tedious, uncomfortable
months in the hospital—somehow, even
the birds seemed to have an extra full-

ness in their song and the flowers stood
up straighter and had more perfume
and every brick and stone in the pave-
ment was warm to the touch. - Philip
was safe!

I bought a coke so I could tell Rose
O'Malley, behind the fountain, about it;

I stopped in at the bank where Philip
had worked summers to let Mr. Pease
know that Philip would be coming
back. I stopped people on the street

—

friends of ours who shared my joy be-
cause, of course, there were few peo-
ple in Tilbury who hadn't heard he was
wounded. And everywhere I went I

found the same warm, heartfelt relief.

Mr. Pease offered Philip his old job
back, or a better one, if he could take
it. And everyone promised to write. I

had never been so proud of my town,
so fiercely glad that we were a part
of it. It was as though their warmth
and friendship were a tight circle

around Philip and me, shutting out the
rest of the world.
The ' weeks that followed brought

soberness. There was pain for Philip
as they set and re-set his leg. There
was anguish for me in his sufferings.

I wrote, sometimes, twice a day. I

gave him bits of gossip I heard, but
only the pleasant ones. I talked -to him
about the house and about his plans
for his law studies at night. It was
long, hard, anxious waiting.

And then, one day, he came home.
I was in the kitchen when I heard

the front door open and the steps
through the hall. Steps that limped
ever so slightly.

"Aunt Connie?" I called—and then
stopped breathless. Through the kitchen
window I could see her hanging out
wash on our communal line. It wasn't
Aunt Connie—but then—who—

?

"Philip!"—and he caught me as I

swayed toward him, standing there,

framed by the half-open Dutch door.
There was a moment's awkward, laugh-
ing scramble as we both tried to open
the bottom half of the door our way

—

and then we were in each other's arms.

"But you didn't tell me!" I protested
through my joyful tears, when finally

he released me. His kiss had been a
hungry thing, alive on my lips, stirring

my senses. I pulled away, ^trembling

at the emotion it awakened in me. "I

didn't know you were coming today,

Philip!"

"I wanted to surprise you and I

had a chance for a ride with another
J

guy from the hospital. The doctors
{

agreed they had finished with me; I'm 1

as good as new .except for this limp."
I

His eyes never left my face. It was
as though he were searching, deeply,

for some sign he couldn't find there.

"I decided getting train reservations

would take too long, darling. I wanted
to come home."
While he was talking I had been

studying him, too. And it was a blow
to see that this thinner, straighter sol-

dier had changed even more than the

last time I had seen him. I knew then
what I had done—while he was gone
I had re-created in my own mind the
Philip of the high-school dance, the
Philip who worried about'nothing more
serious than a football game, the Philip

who had escorted me shyly to parties.

I had forgotten those lines in his face,

the fire that burned restlessly behind
his eyes, the strong maturity of his

mouth. I felt (Continued on page 63 )
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By DINAH SHORE
As told to Pauline Swanson

I
WOULDN'T want this to get any
farther, but everything has been
upside-down and topsy-turvy for

me ever since George Montgomery
came into my life.

I knew him—before I ever met him.
He proposed to me two weeks after

he married me.
But what can I do? I'm mad about

the boy.
To get the story straight, I will have

to go back to 1940—before I was any-
body anybody else had ever heard of

—

when I was doing nine shows a day at
a movie house on the Steel Pier in
Atlantic City.

Because I was "just another singer,"
completely unknown, I had a very in-
adequate, semi-public dressing room,
and there was nothing for me to do
between shows but to go into the audi-
torium and watch the movie—a picture
called "The Cowboy and the Blonde,"
starring Mary Beth Hughes and a boy
I had never heard of called George
Montgomery.

"Gee, he's cute," I said to myself,
the first time I saw the picture. He
got cuter, for about three showings.
But nine times a day for two weeks
was too many times. I took to knitting
through the performances. After awhile
I found it easier just to go to sleep.
But I remembered that boy. Two

years later, when I came out to Holly-
wood to do a concert at Shrine audi-

; torium with Bing Crosby, one face
loomed out of the mass out in front

—

George's.
"Why," I said aloud, "there's that

fellow from Atlantic City."
We just missed meeting one another

I after that a dozen times. We were
both friends of the Henry Fondas

—

and visited at their house often, but
always with other people (George
and I were each going steady with

Dinah got home at four A. M. from her first date with George—
and found him on her doorstep again at eleven, with flowersf

other people during all that time.)
It was hearing my records at the

Fondas' which inspired George to go
to the Shrine concert. They had given
me a big build-up. And they never
failed, when I dropped around, to talk
to me about the "sweet guy" they
knew. But they never got around
to introducing us.

When we finally met, it was by
accident—at Hollywood Canteen one
Saturday night in November 1942, the
first of our crucial Saturday nights.

Saturday was George's regular night to

be bus boy at the canteen. For me, it

was just a "conscience" appearance—for

I had had to miss my regular Friday
night canteening the night before.

Al Melnick, an agent we knew, in-

troduced us with elaborate casualness.
"Don't forget," he said, "that I want

ten percent of what comes of this."

"Sure," we promised gaily, so busy
looking at one another that we didn't
realize what we were promising.

I'm glad he didn't ask us to put
it in writing.

I told George about sleeping through
his picture in Atlantic City. He told
me about hearing my records at the
Fondas'. He asked me for a date that
night.

It was a wonderful night.

We went to the Players' first for din-
ner, then to Mocambo. All the smart
people go to the Players and then to
Mocambo, you know. At Mocambo, I

spluttered in the smoke—I hate smoke—

The mails were so crowded with the love letters of other soldiers to their girls

that Dinah almost didn't get George's proposal—so she married him without one
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We went to the Players first for din-
ner, then to Mocambo. All the smart
people go to the Players and then to

Mocambo, you know. At Mocambo,
I spluttered in the smoke

—

I hate

smoke and ordered an orangeade.
George ordered an orangeade, too.

"Now, don't be polite," I urged him,

for I had had guys act like that be-
fore. "Just because I don't drink or

smoke . .
."

"Don't you?" he said eagerly.

"Neither do I."

"Frankly," I admitted, "I don't like

nightclubs."

"So do I," said George, with a sigh

of relief.

We had a wonderful time, nonethe-
less, and wound up at four o'clock

at Armstrong Schroeders hungry again
—and breakfasted on little thin pan-
cakes. It was the latest I had ever
stayed up in Hollywood, and I went
home to sleep a deep, happy sleep.

AT eleven the next morning, George^ was at the door, smiling a little

sheepishly, in his hand a sweet bunch
of violets for me.
"Hope I'm not getting you up," he

said, "but I'm taking Mother and Dad
to. the movies this afternoon and
thought maybe you'd come along."

"Oh, I can't," I yawned. "I'm too

sleepy."

"But," I added, for I did want to

see him again, "why don't you come
for dinner tonight . . . I'm going to

cook for the girls."

"You're going to cook." He was
skeptical.

"Yes," I answered, with asperity,

"and I'm a very good cook."
That night George had his first ses-

sion with "the Charm School"—the
three girls who were then my room-
mates, Rufus Crown, my secretary,

Shirley Mitchell, who plays Leila on
NBC's 'The Great Gildersleeve," and
Kitty Kallen, the vocalist with Harry
James' band. He was fascinated with
our dormitory life. -In a few days, we
had his ration book—along with those
of the other girls' boy friends—and
George was a regular attendant at

our six-o'clock supper-and-gin-rummy-
club. I didn't cook every night, but
Knaravella, our cook, loved company.
The more the merrier.

All the other girls had regular boy
friends, and somehow, after I met
George, I didn't want to go out with
anyone else either. We didn't commit
ourselves, mind you—but his coming
for dinner, and the movies or a gin
rummy game afterward got to be a
very pleasant habit.

Just when everybody was beginning
to take this pleasant, lazy life for
granted, George enlisted and was sent
away—first to Texas, then to Alaska.
We were still very close, although

George was far away.
In the columns, we were splitting

up—but we had never had a quarrel.

Each of us wrote every day, long,

detailed letters—I about every inci-

dent at the "Charm School," George
about his daily life in camp.
The last letter I received from Alaska

told of a serious accident in which

the boat George was in crashed into

a reef and was abandoned. All those

aboard were in the icy waters for hours
until picked up by a tug.

I was worried. I wrote at once,

urging George to wear warm clothes,

to keep his feet dry, for heaven's sake
to take care of himself!

Then, in the middle of the night

on the next Saturday the doorbell

bell rang.

I called out sleepily, "Who's there?"
"Western Union," replied a faintly

familiar voice.

I stumbled downstairs to the door,

flung it open, and there, in wrinkled
khaki and two months' growth of beard,

stood George. It was exactly 2:45 a.m.

My outburst when I saw who had
rung the bell wakened the entire^

•Charm School.

"Who is it?" they all wanted to

know.
"It's Western Union," I yelled back,

but in a voice so full of relief and
happiness that I fooled no one.

One by one, Rufus, Shirley and
Kitty, sleepy-eyed and tousled, filed

down the stairs, and soon the house
was bright with lights and George
was telling us all about Alaska.
George and I had no chance to be

alohe, but he watched me strangely
and said, "Did you get my letters?"

"Oh, yes, darling," I answered. "I

was so worried."

He looked more perplexed than ever,

but he said nothing more just then.
Two or three days passed, before

the question came up again.
"What was in the last letter you

got from me?" George asked, queerly.
"Why, honey," I said, "you told me

all about the boat wreck."
"You didn't get any letter after that?"
"Why, no, honey—what did you say?"
"I said," George replied, "that I was

getting a few days off before I was
shipped out again. And I asked you to
marry me, right away."

"Oh," I said, and then again, "Oh."
"Well, will you?" he pressed me.

"Will you marry me . . . right away?"
"Oh, dear,' I can't," I mumbled out

of my surprise and bewilderment, "I

—

I—I have a Spanish lesson on Friday."

I
CAUGHT up with George before he
was out of the door, my head sud-

denly clear and functioning.
"Wait," I said, "Of course I'll marry

you—whenever you say."
That was Thursday. I was booked

for an appearance on Command Per-
formance on Saturday evening, and
George had to leave for camp on
Monday.
How I ever lived through those next

few days I'll never be able to tell.

On Friday my friend Cobina Wright
Beaudette and Rufus and I went shop-
ping. I had to have a pale blue dress,
and there weren't any pale blue
dresses. Finally we found a long one.
I tried it on—it fit—so I ordered it cut
off to street length. The dress whizzed
off to alterations marked "Rush!"
Cobina found a white prayer book,

while George combed the florists look-
ing for my favorite flowers, camellias.

There weren't any camellias. Only

baby white orchids.
"It doesn't matter," I said; then we

raced off to the jewelers to pick out our
rings.

We found just the ring we wanted
for me—a simple platinum band. But
the largest men's size in the same ring
—a 10%—just fit George's little finger.

"It doesn't matter," I said, "you can
wear it on your little finger."

In the back of my mind, during all

the shopping and during rehearsals on
Saturday for Command Performance,
was the knowledge that I had prom-
ised Daddy not to get married without
letting him know first.

"And the Nashville papers will be
furious," I thought, "if they don't get
to announce it."

But we were being married secretly
in Las Vegas, away from the all-seeing
eyes of the Hollywood reporters. There
would be plenty of time, I consoled
myself, to tell Daddy.
By show time on Saturday all the

plans were complete, and I was able
to relax. I even sat around drinking
coffee with some of the boys from the
orchestra and joked with them about
George.
"Hear your fella came back," one

of them said.

"Uh-huh," I said.

"Didya pop the question?" asked the
trombonist.
"Uh-huh," I said, "and he said *yes!'

"

"When are you going to be married?"
|

they all wanted to know.
"Oh," I answered vaguely, crossing

my fingers under the table, "sometimei
after the war." Silently I added, "but
of course we can declare an armistice
at a moment's notice."

We left at eight o'clock for Las
Vegas, Cobina and Rufus and her hus
band, Shirley Mitchell and Paul Weston,
and George and I. At 2 ajn. we had
rounded up a license clerk and a justice
of the peace and were standing shiver-
ing outside the Las Vegas city hall
Rufus and Cobina and Shirley in-

vaded the drab, chilly and uninspir
ing ladies' room with me to help me
get dressed. It was so cold I was as
blue as my dress by the time I had
changed. There was no mirror in the
room, so Shirley held a mirror from
her handbag so that I could comb
my hair.

"Ohhh," I sighed, my teeth chatter-
ing with cold.

We went upstairs to the justice's

chambers, and there stood George,
waiting.

"Ohhh," I said again, but this time
my teeth were chattering from fright.

After the ceremony, as I signed the
registry "Frances Rose Shore" under
George's "anonymous" "George Letts,"
I nearly fainted when I heard the jus-
tice of the peace congratulating George
and adding, "Do you like this better
than making movies about it, son?"

Up in smoke went our "secret." The
story was on the AP wires before we
were out of Las Vegas.
Daddy was not surprised when I

finally got a phone call through to
Nashville, but he forgave me.
The two ladies who lived next door

(Continued on page 84)



DINAH SHORE AND GEORGE MONTGOMERY think there is something cockeyed about whatever
star looks after their love life, because everything in it happened backward or not on time or not
at all. When they both worked in Hollywood they missed meeting each other a dozen times. After
they met, George was drafted into the Army so swiftly that he didn't have time to put his proposal
into words. So he put it into a letter—and then, on leave, reached Dinah before the letter did.
But their star isn't too cockeyed; it's managed to give them what they both wanted—each other.
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Words by
TOT SEYMOUR

Moderato

LOVES BRIGHT HORIZON
Theme for "Bright Horizon"

This

Music by
JOHN GART
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CAROL and MICHAEL WEST, in the Chicago home to which they have just moved from their

home town of Riverfield, listen as Michael's niece BARBARA previews for them the song that was
written for her debut as a night club singer. They liked it so well that now "Love's Bright Horizon"
has been selected as the theme song of Bright Horizon, heard daily on CBS at 11:30 A.M., EWT.
Joan Alexander is heard as Carol West, Richard Kollmar as Michael West, Renee Terry as Barbara.

47



IT'S TOO bad that you can't step
outside yourself once in a while,
and take a good look. You might

see yourself then as others see you;
you might have a chance to correct
your mistakes before it is too late.

Ever since I could remember, I'd had
the plan of my life laid out. When I

grew up, I was going to have a hus-
band and four children. The husband
was just a shadowy figure at one end
of the dinner table, but the children
were very clear in my mind. There
would be two girls and two boys, and
their names would be Katharine and
Eleanor, Charles and Jimmy. At five,

I thought that all men were named
Charles because that was my father's

name and that all boys were called
Jimmy, for Jimmy Storm, the boy next
door and the only child of my own age
for blocks around.
As I remember it, Jimmy and I didn't

get along too well, even in those days.
"We've played house long enough," he
would say, after we'd sat for a while at

my toy table, with my dolls propped
up beside us and bits of leaves on the
tiny plates to represent food. "Now
let's play fireman." That's when the
argument would begin. I didn't want
to play fireman, and my suggestion
that Jimmy could be a fireman while
I was the fireman's wife was never very
successful. "Wives don't go to fires!"

he would cry scornfully, and soon after
that he would take himself off. It was
no fun running around the yard alone,
in his fireman's hat and with the gar-
den hose, while I bent solicitously over
my dolls.

Later, when I was in grade school,
the picture of my future expanded,
became a series of pictures, took on a
few modifications. The children, Kath-
arine and Eleanor and Charles and
Jimmy, were still there, but the father
had changed from a shadowy male
figure at one side of the tea table to
a somewhat less shadowy figure iden-
tified in my dreams as The Man I

Would Fall in Love With. I'd seen a
few movies by that time, too, so I

knew exactly what falling in love was
like. You went dancing with a boy,
and he led you out on a terrace under
the moon, and told you how much he

loved you, and then he proposed, and
you kissed each other, and you became
engaged. The next picture was the
wedding, in which I floated down the
aisle of a church in white satin and a
long, drifting veil, and the next picture
came back to the tea table—but a real
one this time, not a toy, with all four
children, miraculously, gathered around
it. In class, I used to look shyly from
under my eyelashes at the boys in the
seats around me and wonder which
one of them I would fall in love with.
And I couldn't understand the other
girls' wanting to be movie stars and
opera singers and secretaries.

And then, in high school, my dreams
began to come true. It started at the
sophomore dance at Christmas time, a
small, informal dance in the school
gymnasium in the afternoon—held, I

think, more to encourage social con-
tacts among the younger students than
because the students themselves want-
ed it. Many of the girls weren't danc-
ing at all, and most of the boys stood
around the walls, leaning against the
training bars and watching the dozen
or so daring couples who actually
seemed to be having a -good time on
the floor. I was watching, too, with a
group of girls in one corner, when
Johnny Dale, a boy in my chemistry
class, came up to me.
"Would you like to dance, Penny?"
I could hardly believe it. I hadn't

really expected to be asked to dance.
None of the boys around school had
ever paid any attention to me. Still,

I smiled and lifted my arms, and we
slid out on the floor as if it were the
most natural thing in the world. That
dance was the ending of one life for

me and the beginning of another. It

was the end of the childish dream -life,

and the beginning of the real one,

wherein dances and dates and boys
weren't just something to think about
as a part of a distant future but were
actually here, at my very feet. Johnny
danced well, but gravely, as if he were
mentally counting time. After we'd
circled the floor twice with no mishaps,
he said abruptly, "Gee, you're a smooth
dancer, Penny. I wish the girls at

dancing school were half as good."
I murmured that they probably were,



The men in Penny's life never stayed there very long—never

long enough for her to find out if what she felt was really

love. And so she didn't recognize love whenfinally it came ...

only he just hadn't noticed, but Johnny
shook his head vigorously. "No, they're

not," he insisted. "I wish—Penny,
would you like to go to the Christmas

dance, the one at dancing school, I

mean? It's next Friday night—"
That was my first date, unless you

counted the Saturday afternoon movies

I'd been seeing with Jimmy Storm.

Mother gave me permission to go, and
bought me a new dress—a short dress

in a soft shade of blue that set off the

golden lights in my brown hair and
with a heart-shaped neckline that, Dad
said, was exactly the shape of my face.

Johnny wore a dark suit that made his

hair look very fair and his back very
straight and proud. As we danced by
the rows of chairs at the side of the

floor, I heard one of the chaperones

whisper to another, "Aren't they a
sweet couple?"
A sweet couple. . . . The phrase

stayed in my mind. Perhaps, I thought,

Johnny was the boy I would fall in

love with. The more I thought about
him, the better I liked him—the clean,

shining look of his light hair, the

serious, bony (Continued on page 54)
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The seriousness of the

food situation is some-
thing that. all of us must
face daily—but there is

still no excuse for prepar-
ing a single meal that

does not measure up to

pre-war standards. The
trick lies in your own in-

genuity—in how well you
can learn to plan menus
around the foods that, al-

though restricted in va-

riety, are still available to

us in sufficient quantity.

50

SINCE all of us are affected by the
recent change in food rationing I

am going to take a little time here
to talk about that change. I know you
all realize that the current restriction

was and is absolutely necessary

—

otherwise it would not have been put
into effect—and I know too that you
will be better able to deal with the
new situation when you understand
fully the factors that made it necessary-

First, meat. There will be about 2
billion pounds less meat produced in

1945. than was produced in 1944. But
the requirements of our armed forces
(5 million men now overseas) and our
Allies whom we supply under Lend-
Lease agreement? have not decreased,
which means that the 2 billion pounds
difference must come out of our civilian

supply. Therefore it is vital that this

supply be shared equally and fairly by
all of us. The previous ration system,
with fewer meats requiring points, en-
abled consumers in some localities to
buy more than they needed, thus creat-
ing a shortage for those who came later.

The new system will ensure more
equable distribution—less for some of

us so that all of us may have a share.
But don't let that word "less" frighten
you. Meat consumption has jumped

so tremendously since the war began
that in 1944 the average was 148 pounds
per person; the 1945 civilian supply
will allow an average of 127 pounds
per person, and that is just about what
it was before the war.
Second, canned fruits, vegetables and

juices. More canned goods have been
produced for 1945 consumption than
for any preceding year. At one time
it was hoped that part of the quantity
reserved for military use might be
freed for civilians, but with the end
of the war in Europe not yet in sight
and action in the Pacific intensified,

BY

KATE SMITH
RADIO ROMANCES
FOOD COUNSELOR

Listento Kate Smith's
daily talks at noon
and her Sunday night
Variety Show, heard
on CBS, at 7 EWT.

military requirements are greater than
ever—41 percent of the entire output
going to the services leaving 59 percent
for civilian distribution. Since the
civilian allottment of last year's pack
was 75 percent you might figure
roughly that for every 7% cans you
received last year you will be entitled
to a fraction less than 6 cans this year.

Butter. Our civilian supply is far
below that of previous years in spite
of an abundant milk supply in 1944.
With so much milk, why so little butter
now? One 'reason is that we drink 33
more quarts of milk per person per
year than we did in pre-war years.
Another, fighting men use 1 pound of
milk per man per day in the form
of cheese, butter (20% of the entire
butter output), dried and evaporated
milk. Ice cream for the forces requires
great additional quantities of milk.
With the supply of milk so low, it was
necessary for the War Food Adminis-
tration to make it hard to get so that
no one will get more than his share
and all of us will get some.
Sugar. The 1945 supply is very low

for the following reasons: canning
sugar use in 1944 was far greater than
had been expected; military require-
ments are (Continued on page 75)
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News
News
News and Organ Recital

The Jubalaires
Sylvia Marlowe, Harpsi-
chordist

The Symphonettes
News of the World
World News Roundup
Blue Correspondents at Home
and Abroad

E. Power Biggs
White Rabbit Line
Commando Mary
NBC String Quartet
New Voices in Song
Church of the Air
Message of Israel
Highlights of the Bible

Wings Over Jordan
Southernaires
Words and Music
Pauline Alpert
AAF Symphonic Flight Orch.
Blue Jacket Choir
Radio Chapel
Hour of Faith
Invitation to Learning
Marion Loveridge
Salt Lake Tabernacle
News from Europe
The Eternal Light
Concert Orchestra, direction

Josef Stopak
Stradivari Orch., Paul Lavalle
Transatlantic Call

Church of the Air
John B. Kennedy
Voice of the Dairy Farmer
George Hicks From Europe
Edward R. Murrow (from
London)

America United
Sammy Kay's Orch.
Chicago Round Table
Matinee Theater, Victor Jory
Those We Love
Chaplain Jim, U. S. A.
World News Today
John Charles Thomas
National Vespers
Olive Downes
New York Philharmonic
Symphony

Charlotte Greenwood Show
Army Hour
Ethel Barrymore as "Miss
Hattie"

Darts for Dough
Andrews Sister Show
Nelson Eddy
Music America Loves
NBC Symphony
The Family Hour
Mary Small Revue
Upton Close
The Shadow
Metropolitan Opera Presents
William L. Shirer

Harriet Hilliard and Ozzie
Nelson
Radio Hall of Fame
First Nighter
Catholic Hour
Fannie Brice
The Great Gildersleeve
Drew Pearson
Jack Benny
Kate Smith
Don Gardiner, News
Stars and Stripes in Britain
Quiz Kids
Fitch Bandwagon
Samuel Grafton
Greenfield Village Chapel
Edgar Bergen
Blondie
Mediation Board
Dorothy Thompson, News
Joe E. Brown
Crime Doctor
Eddie Bracken Show
Gabriel Heatter
Bob Trout
Radio Readers Digest
Old-Fashion Revival
Walter Winchell
Manhattan Merry-Go-Round
Hollywood Mystery Time
Texaco Star Theater, James

Melton
Jimmie Fidler
American Album of Familiar
Music

Take It or Leave It
The Live of Riley
Hour of Charm
Comedy Theater, Harold

Lloyd
We The People
Bill Costello
Vera Brodsky, pianist
Cesar Saerchinger
Pacific Story

WAMOND WUNS WIOT . . .

"Wamond Wadcliffe" became a star on
NBC's Fitch Bandwagon—Sunday, eve-
nings at 7:30—because he always got more
laughs on the show than many of the guest
stars. And that was going some, because
some of the guests were among the coun-
try's top comedians.
Wamond Wadcliffe is the brain and vocal

child of Arthur Q. Bryan, born in Brooklyn,
New York in 1899. He started in radio back
in 1924. He weighed 150 pounds then and he
was a singer then. It was his ambition to
become a top tenor. By 1929, something
had happened to that ambition and it had
transformed itself into wanting to become
a top flight aniiouncer. So he talked himself
into a job as an announcer, only to find that,

in a short time, he was made a writer and
producer, until he was doing everything on
his own shows.
There were plenty of calls for Arthur Q.

He was kept so busy he didn't get a chance
to take a vacation for eleven years. When,
having put his foot down, he finally did get
a vacation, he headed for Hollywood. And
that was the end of that rest. He went to
work and has been working ever since.

It was out in Los Angeles, on a local pro-
gram, that Arthur Q. Bryan first did "Wa-
mond Wadcliffe." He also worked—and still

does for the most part—in most of the big
radio shows coming from Hollywood. He
plays "Doc Gamble" in the Fibber McGee
and Molly script and he's "Floyd," the
barber, in The Great Gildersleeve. And,
of course, there's no questioning that he's

the voice of the fat little hunter in the Bugs
Bunny cartoons.
"Wamond Wadcliffe" became a national

institution, when the producers of the
Bandwagon decided to pep up the show
by engaging Arthur Q. Bryan to do his well-
known and hilarious impersonations of

W. C. Fields and others. Which was fine,

but Arthur Q. began to run out of imper-
sonations after awhile and that might have
been the end of a very pleasant engagement.
Then, he hit on the idea of reviving "Wa-
mond." The week "Wamond" was intro-

duced, the studio audience laughed louder
and longer than it ever had at any previous
show. The next week, the same thing hap-
pened, only more so. The week after that
there was no guest star—just "Wamond"

—

and there hasn't been any need for another
guest since. "Wamond" also cavorts gayly
through the Stage Door Canteen show
and helps things along considerably there.

"Wamond" needs to be seen, as well as

heard. The young man who started in

radio in 1924 as a singer and weighed 150

pounds, has developed and changed. He's
no longer young and he isn't a singer—and
he weighs a neat and nifty 200.
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11:15
11:15
11:30
11:30
11:45
11:45
11:45
12:00
12:00
12:15
12:30
12:30
12:30
12:45
1:00
1:00
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:45
1:45
1:45
2:00
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15
2:15
2:00
2:30
2:30
2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
4:00
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:15
4:15
4:30
4:30
4:30
4:45
4:45
4:45
5:00
5:00
5:00
5:15
5:15
5:15
5:30
5:30
5:30
5:30

5:45
5:45
5:45
6:00
6:10
6:15
6:15
6:15
6:30
6:45
6:45
6:55

T.
7:00
7:15
7:15
7:30
7:30
7:45
8:00
8:00
8:00
8:15
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:55
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:00
9:30
9:30
9:55

10:00
10:00
10:00
10:30
10:30
10:30

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

NBC:
NBC:
NBC:
CBS:
CBS:

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

NBC:
Blue:
CBS:
CBS:
CBS:
NBC:
Blue:
CBS:
CBS:
CBS:
NBC:
CBS:
CBS:
NBC:
CBS:
Blue:
CBS:
Blue:
NBC:
CBS:
Blue:
NBC:
Blue:
CBS:
Blue:
NBC:
MBS:
CBS:
CBS:
Blue:
MBS:
NBC:
Blue:
NBC:
Blue:
CBS:
Blue:
N BCi
CBS:
Blue:
NBC:

News
Breakfast Club
Mirth and Madness
American School of the Air
This Life Is Mine
Valiant Lady
My True Story
Alice Cornell
Lora Lawton
News of the World
Light of the World
Strange Romance of Evelyn
Winter

Cliff Edwards
Finders Keepers
Bachelor's Children
Lisa Sergio
Amanda
Breakfast at Sardi's
Road of Life
Second Husband
Rosemary
Bright Horizon
Gilbert Martyn
Aunt Jenny's Stories
Bob Johnston & Dene Woods
David Harum
Glamour Manor
Kate Smith Speaks
Big Sister
Romance of Helen Trent
U. S. Navy Band
Farm and Home Makers
Our Gal Sunday
Life Can Be Beautiful
Baukhage Talking
Ma Perkirfl
Blue Correspondents Abroad
Bernardine Flynn, News
The Goldbergs
Little Jack Little
Morgan Beatty, News
Joyce Jordan
John B. Kennedy, News
The Guiding Light
Two on a Clue
Mystery Chef
Today's Children
Woman in White
Perry Mason
Ladies Be Seated
Tena & Tim
Hymns of All Churches
Mary Marlin
Morton Downey
A Woman of America
Ma Perkins
Appointment With Life
Irene Beasley
The High Places
Pepper Young's Family
Sing Along Club
Right to Happiness
Yours Alone
Ethel and Albert
Bob Trout
House Party
Westbrook Van Voorhis, News
Stella Dallas
Don Norman Show
"I'll Buy That"
Lorenzo Jones
Feature Song, Bob Trout
Hop Harrigan
Young Widder Brown
Milt Herth Trio
Service Time
Terry and the Pirates
When a Girl Marries
Feature Song, Bob Trout
Portia Faces Life
Dick Tracy
Just Plain Bill
Superman
Jack Armstrong
Terry Allen and The Three

Sisters
Front Page Farrelt
Captain Midnight
Wilderness Road
Quincy Howe
Bill Costello
Serenade to America
Capt. Tim Healy
To Your Good Health
Sally Moore. Contralto
The World Today
Lowell Thomas
Joseph C. Harsch
Jack Kirkwood
Chesterfield Supper Club
Hedda Hopper's Hollywood
Raymond Gram Swing
Thanks to the Yanks
The Lone Ranger
H. V. Kaltenborn
Vox Pop
Ted Malone From Overseas
Cavalcade of America
Lum 'n' Abner
Geo. Burns and Gracie Allen
Blind Date
Voice of Firestone
Bulldog Drummond
Bill Henry
Lux Radio Theater
Happy Island— Ed Wynn
Gabriel Heatter
The Telephone Hour
Spotlight Bands
Information Please
Coronet Story Teller
Screen Guild Players
Guy Lombardo
Contented Program
The Johnny Morgan Show
Melody in the Night
Dr. I. Q.

R
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8:15 Blue:
8:00 8:30 Blue:

9:00 CBS:
8:00 9:00 Blue:

6:00 8:00 9:90 NBC
2:30 9:15 CBS:

9:45 CBS:
8:15 9:00 10:00 CBS:

10:30 9:00 10:00 Blue:
6:45 9:45 NBC

10:00 NBC
8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS:

9:15 10:15 NBC
9:30 10:30 CBS:

10:30 Blue:
10:30 NBC

9:45 10:45 Blue:
10:00 11:00 CBS:

8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue:
3:00 10:00 11:00 NBC

10:15 11:15 CBS:
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC
12:30 10:30 11:30 CBS:
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue:
8:45 10:15 11:15|CBS:
8:45 10:45 11:45 Blue:
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC

12:00 ! Blue:
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS:
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS:
9:30 11:15 12:15 CBS:
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue:

11:30 12:30 NBC:
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS:

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS:
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue:
10:00 12:00 1:00 NBC:
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS:
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue:
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS:
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS:

12:45 1:45 NBC:
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS:
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC:
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue:
11:15 1:15 2:15 Blue:
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS:
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC:
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC:
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS:
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue:
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS:
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC:
12:00 2:00 3:00 CBS:
12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue:
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC:

3:15 Blue:
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS:

3:15 CBS:
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC:

3:30 CBS:
2:45 3:45 CBS:

3:45 Blue:
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC:
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC:
12:45 2:45 4:00 Blue:

3:00 4:00 CBS:
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC:

4:15 Blue:
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC:
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC:

4:30 CBS:
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue:
1:30 3:40 4:45 CBS:

4:45 CBS:
4:45 Blue:

1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC:
4:45 CBS:

2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue:
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC:

5:00 CBS:
5:15 CBS:

2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC:
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue:
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue:
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS:
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC:

5:30 CBS:

5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue:
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC:

5:45 CBS:
5:00 6:00 CBS:

6:00 Blue:
9:30 5:15 6:15 CBS:
3:15 5:15 6:15 Blue:
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC:

5:30 6:30 NBC:
5:30 6:30 CBS:

3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS:
6:45 NBC:

3:55 6:55 CBS:

8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC:
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue:
8:00 CBS:
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS:

7:15 Blue:
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC:

7:30 Blue:
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS:
9:00 6:30 7:30 NBC:
8:30 7:00 8:00 CBS:
8:30 7:00 8:00 Blue:
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC:
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue:

8:30 Blue:
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC:
9:00 7:30 8:30 CBS:
5:55 7:30 8:55 CBS:
6:00 7:00 9:00 MBS:
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue:
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC:
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS:
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS:
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue:
6:30 9:30 9:30 MBC:
6:30 8:30 9:30 MBS:
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue:
7:00 9:00 10:00 MBS:
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue:
7:00 9:00 10:00 MBC:
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS:

10:30 10:30 CBS:
7:30 10:30 MBC:

10:30 11:30 CBS:
11:301 MBC:

Your Life Today
News
News
Breakfast Club
Mirth and Madness
American School of the Air
This Life Is Mine
Vailant Lady
My True Story
Alice Cornell
Lora Lawton
Light of the World
News of the World
Strange Romance of Evelyn

Winters
Cliff Edwards
Finders Keepers
The Listening Post
Amanda
Breakfast at Sardi's
Road of Life
Second Husband
Rosemary
Bright Horizon
Gilbert Martyn
Aunt Jenny's Stories
Bob Johnston & llene Woods
David Harum
Glamour Manor
Kate Smith Speaks
Big Sister
Romance of Helen Trent
Farm and Home Makers
On Target— Variety
Our Gal Sunday
Life Can Be Beautiful
Baukhage Talking
Sketches in Melody
Ma Perkins
The Women's Exchange
Bernardine Flynn, News
The Goldbergs
Morgan Beatty, News
Joyce Jordan
The Guiding Light
John B. Kennedy, News
Mystery Chef
Two on a Clue
Today's Children
Woman in White
Perry Mason
Ladies Be Seated
Tena & Tim
Hymns of All Churches
Mary Marlin
Morton Downey
A Woman of America
Appointment with Life
Irene Beasley
The High Places
Ma Perkins
Sing Along Club
Bob Trout
"Yours Alone"
Pepper Young's Family
Right to Happiness
Westbrook Van Voorhis
House Party
Backstage Wife
Don Norman Show
Stella Dallas
Lorenzo Jones
Feature Song, Bob Trout
I'll Buy That
The Raymond Scott Show
Swing Along Club
Hop Harrigan
Young Widder Brown
Milt Herth Trio
Terry and the Pirates
When a Girl Marries
Service Time
Feature Story, Bob Trout
Portia Faces Life
Dick Tracy
Jack Armstrong
Superman
Just Plain Bill
Terry Allen and the Ross

Sisters
Captain Midnight
Front Page Farrell
Wilderness Road
Quincy Howe
Kiernan's News Corner
Edwin C. Hill
Capt. Healy
Serenade to America
Bill Stern
On Your Mark—Ted Husing
The World Today
Lowell Thomas
Meaning of the News

—

Joseph C. Harsch
Chesterfield Supper Club
News
Jack Kfrkwood
Chesterfield Time Johnnie
Johnston

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

LET THERE BE MUSIC . . .

Listen to him. Tune in on Columbia any
evening from Monday through Friday at
midnight (EWT) and relax and listen.

Enjoy yourself—and then think of the boy
who's singing.

Because, back in 1939, when all this mess
that has grown into a world war first

erupted, Danny O'Neill was told he would
never sing again. Danny lay in a hospital
bed, the victim of a streptococcus infec-
tion in his throat. He'd been singing since
he was eight years old and he was just
beginning to win some sort of recognition

—

and this happened.
Danny listened to the doctor say, when

he was well again, "The infection is gone,
but you'll never sing again. You shouldn't
even try, unless you want to go around
for the rest of your life talking in a whisper."
Danny listened and wondered what to do.

Then, he pulled himself, together and
enlisted in the Navy and landed at the
Great Lakes Naval Training Station, near
Chicago. He became known as the "quiet
boot", because he went through his train-
ing barely raising his voice above a whis-
per. His one comfort was haunting the re-
hearsals of the Station Choir, where he'd
listen to the other fellows sing.

The time came when the choir had to
prepare for the Christmas recitals and enter-
tainments. And then, they sang "Silent
Night" and Danny couldn't stand it, could no
more help humming that song than he
could help breathing. Luckily, the Chaplain
heard Danny and urged him to try to sing
again. After six months, Danny was the
choir soloist, the proud possessor of a cita-

tion from the Commandant of the Station
and shipping out for service abroad.
Danny was happy. He sang whenever he

got a chance—at ship's concerts, for his
bunkies, at his work, or in the shower, it

didn't matter where. His voice had come
back and it was good. Bad luck wasn't
through with him, though. In the course of
his duties on shipboard, Danny was knocked
into the waters of Pearl Harbor by a swing-
ing davit—and when he was pulled out, his
back was broken. Seven months in the hos-
pital were followed by an honorable dis-

charge from the Service. Three days after
Danny took off his uniform, the Japanese
attacked Pearl Harbor.
Danny tried to re-enlist, but the Navy

wouldn't have him. So he did the next
best thing. He sang at camps, USO centers,
and any other place where there were
fighting men. Again, the Chaplain came to
Danny's aid. First, he invited Danny to
sing as the only civilian on the Meet Your
Navy program, then he arranged for
Danny to have an audition at the CBS-
WBBM studios in Chicago. Inside a week
after Danny sang "Coming In On A Wing
And A Prayer" as his audition number, he
was singing for four commercial programs
and in another two weeks he was added to

the CBS 40 Chicagoans and the Victory
Matinee show.
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6:00

8:00
8:00
8:00

2:30

8:45

8:15 9:30

6:45

10:30 9:00

8:30 9:15
9:15

9:30

12:45

8:00
8:00

8:15

9:45
9:40

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

I

Eastern War time

8:15Blue: Your Life Today
8:30 Blue: News
9:00 CBS: News
9:00 Blue: Breakfast Club
9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness
9:10 CBS: American School of the Air
9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine

10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady
9:45 NBC: Alice Cornell

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton
10:00 Blue: My True Story
10:15 CBS: Light of the World
10:15 NBC: News of the World
10:30 CBS: Strange Romance of Evelyn

Winters
10:30 Blue: Cliff Edwards, Songs
10:30 NBC: Finders Keepers
10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children
10:45]Blue: The Listening Post
11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's
11:00 NBC: Road to Life
11:00 CBS: Amanda
11:15 CBS: Second Husband
11:15 NBC: Rosemary

12:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn
8:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
8:45 10:45 11:45 Blue: Bob Johnston & llene Woods
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum

12:00, Blue: Glamour Manor
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks

11:00 12:00,NBC: Words and Music
9:15 11:15 12:15, C BS. Big Sister

11:30 12:30, NBC: U. S. Air Force Band
9:30 11:30 12.-30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Makers
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Blue Correspondents Abroad
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News
10:45 1:45 1:45 CBS: The Goldbergs

12:45 1:45, NBC: Morgan Beatty, News
10:45 12:45 l:45 ! Blue: Three Pianos
11:00 1:00 2:00. 'BS: Joyce Jordan, M.D.

00 Blue: John B. Kennedy, News
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Two on a Clue
12:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: The Mystery Chef
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS Perry Mason
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies Be Seated
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Woman in White
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Tena & Tim
11:45 1:45 2:45:NBC: Hymns of All Churches
12:00 2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin
12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America

3:15 Blue: Appointment with Life
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins

3:15 CBS: The High Places
2:30 3:30 CBS: Sing Along Club

12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family
3:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Yours Alone

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness
3:45 CBS: Bob Trout

1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas

4:15 Blue: Don Norman Show
4:30 CBS: Feature Song, Bob Trout

1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: I'll Buy That
1:30 3:30 4:30 MBS: True Detective Mystery
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones

4:45 Blue: Hop Harrigan
1:30 3:45 4:45 CBS: Sing Along Club
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown

4:00 5:00 CBS: Service,Time
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries

5:15 CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy

4:30 5:30 CBS: Terry and the Three Sisters
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill
5:45 5:45 5:34 Blue: Captain Midnight
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell

5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News
6:00 Blue: Kiernan's News Corner

5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello
3:30 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America

5:30 6:30 CBS: Encore Appearance
6:40 NBC: Bill Stern
6:45 NBC: Lowell Thomas

3:55 6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News
7:00 Blue: On Stage Everybody
7:15 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing

8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
8:00 CBS: Jack Kirkwood
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Chesterfield Time, Johnnie

Johnston
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Adventures of Elery Queen

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Jack Carson Show
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Ted Malone, from Overseas
9:15 7:00 8:00 MNS: Cal Tinney
9:00 7:00 8:00 NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Dr. Christian

7:30 8:30 MBS: Take a Card
8:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: David Harding—Counterspy
8:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: "Carton of Cheer"—Henry

Youngman—Carol Bruce
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Keep Up With the World
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Frank Sinatra
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Eddie Cantor
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Which Is Which
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: Mr. District Attorney
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Great Moments in Music
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: College of Musical Knowledge
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Hire's Program
7:30 CBS: Milton Berle

9:30 10:30 CBS: The Colonel
I

10:30 Blue: Scramby-Amby Quiz
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THURSDAY

:00

8:00
8:00
8:00

2:30

8:45

9:00
9:00

9:15

9:30

5:30
4:30
4:30
5:45
4:45

5:00
5:15
5:15
5:30
5:30
5:45

6:00

6:15

6:15

Eastern War Time

15

15

45
45

00
00
00

15
IS

30
30

30
30

:45
45

00
:00
:00
15
IS
:30
:30
45
45
45
:00
00
00
15
:30
:30
30
45
00
00
00
15
15
30
45
45
45
00
00
00
15
15
30
30
10
45
45
00
00
00
15
15
15
15
30
30
45
45
45
00
00
00
IS
15
30
30
30
45
45
45
45
00
00
00
15
15
15
30

5:30
5:30
5:30
5:45
5:45
5:45
6:00
6:15
6:15
6:30
6:40
6:45
6:45
6:55
7:00

7:15
7:15

15
45
30
30
00
00
00
15
30
30
30
55
00
00
00
30
30
30
55
00
00
00
15
30
30
30
00

Blue: Your Life Today
Blue: News
CBS: News

00 Blue: Breakfast Club
00 NBC: Mirth and Madness

CBS: American School of the Air
CBS: This Life Is Mine
NBC: Alice Cornell
CBS: Valiant Lady
Blue: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
NBC: News of the World
CBS: Light of the World
NBC: Help Mate
CBS: Strange Romance of Evelyn

Winters
Blue: Cliff Edwards
NBC: Finders Keepers
CBS: Bachelor's Children
Blue: The Listening Post
CBS: Amanda
Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's
NBC: Road of Life
CBS: Second Husband
NBC: Rosemary
CBS: Bright Horizon
Blue: Gilbert Martyn
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
Blue: Bob Johnston & llene Woods
NBC: David Harum
Blue: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
NBC: Words and Music
CBS: Big Sister
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
Blue: Farm and Home Makers
NBC: Sky High
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
Blue: Baukhage Talking
NBC: Sketches in Melody
CBS: Ma Perkins
Blue: Blue Correspondents Abroad
CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News
Blue: Little Jack Little
CBS: The Goldbergs
NBC: Morgan Beatty, News
CBS: Joyce Jordan
NBC: The Guiding Light
Blue: John B. Kennedy, News
CBS: Two on a Clue
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Perry Mason
Blue: Ladies Be Seated
NBC: Woman in White
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
CBS: Mary Marlin
Blue: Morton Downey
NBC: A Woman of America
Blue: Appointment with Life
NBC: Ma Perkins
CBS: Irene Beasley
CBS: The High Places
CBS: Sing Along Club
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
Blue: Yours Alone
NBC: Right to Happiness
CBS: Bob Trout
Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis
CBS: House Party
NBC: Backstage Wife
NBC: Stella Dallas
Blue: Don Norman Show
CBS: Feature Song, Bob Trout
Blue: I'll Buy That
NBC- Lorenzo Jones
CBS: Raymond Scott Show
Blue: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Milt Herth Trio
CBS: Service Time
Blue: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout
NBC: Portia Faces Life
Blue: Dick Tracy
CBS: Terry Allen and the Three

Sisters
Blue: Jack Armstrong
MBS: Superman
NBC: Just Plain Bill
Blue: Captain Midnight
NBC: Front Page Farrell
CBS: Wilderness Road
CBS: World News
CBS: Calling Pan America
NBC: Serenade to America
CBS: On Your Mark—Ted Husing
NBC: Bill Stern
CBS: The World Today
NBC: Lowell Thomas
CBS: Meaning of the News
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Jack Kirkwood
Blue: Raymond Gram Swing
CBS: Chesterfield Time, Johnnie

Johnston
NBC: News of the World
Blue: Chester Bowles
CBS: Mr. Keen
NBC: Bob Burns
Blue: Earl Godwin, News
CBS: Suspense
NBC: Frank Morgan
Blue: Lum 'n' Abner
CBS: Death Valley Sheriff
Blue: America's Town Meeting
NBC: Dinah Shore
CBS: Bill Henry
CBS: Major Bowes
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Kraft Music Hall
Blue: Spotlight Bands
CBS: Corliss Archer
NBC: Joan Davis, Jack Haley ;

Blue: Coronet Story Teller
CBS: The First Line
Blue: Fred Waring Show
NBC: Abbott and Costello

CBS: Here's to Romance
Blue: March of Time
NBC: Rudy Vallee
CBS: John Daly, News

OLD TIMER . . .

Every Friday night at nine over CBS,
Lulu McConnell is insulted at least half a
dozen times. The other regulars on the
It Pays to Be Ignorant show rail at her
size, laugh at her appetite, make fun of
her clothes and have hysterics over her
intelligence, or lack of it. But Lulu can take
it—besides it's all in the script.

Lulu was born in Kansas City—but re-
fuses to say just when. She had little

training for the theatre, beyond the usual
singing and dancing at church functions
that most kids go through. In fact, she was
harboring no ideas about going on the stage
one afternoon when she and her mother
went to see a touring company perform a
musical called "Piff Paff Pooff".

On that special afternoon, the soubrette
of the show chose to have a quarrel with
the management and walked out. There
would have been no performance, at all,

if Lulu hadn't had a brainstorm. When
the manager announced from the stage that
he would refund all monies and do his
very best—this he said in the. most despair-
ing voice—to find a replacement for the
evening performance, Lulu, much to her
own amazement, found herself climbing
over knees and toes to get up to the stage.

Lulu was ready, apparently, because she
travelled with that show for two years.

When the show folded, as the vernacular
has it, Lulu and one of the actors, Grant
Simpson, got married. As a wedding pres-
ent they were given a skit suitable for

vaudeville. The young newlyweds headed
for New York—and a great future. The
only trouble with that was that it was June
and the vaudeville circuits didn't open until

fall. So they did what many actors are
always doing. They starved it through.

Finally, they did get work and they
worked so hard and so steadily that Lulu
strained her voice. Her doctor said that

she must rest. Her pocketbook said that she

must work. The result was the sandpaper
voice that has since become famous.

After some years, Lulu hit Broadway
with a bang. She got a part in "Poor Little

Ritz Girl". The part she had wasn't a big

part—but it turned out to be the whole
show according to the critics and Lulu
never had to worry again. She was busy all

the time, working in such famous old hits

as "Snapshots of 1921", "Follies of 1922",

"Peggy Ann" and a number of the Shubert
Winter Garden Shows. That's why Lulu
knows more of the top names in the theatre

than practically any other performer.
Way back in 1933, Lulu got interested in

radio and had a program with Gertrude
Neissen and Isham Jones. She took a flyer

at the movies, too, but didn't like them too

much. She was tested for Marie Dressier

roles and did all right in the tests, but
didn't like herself and turned them down.
She keeps busy enough on the radio these

days, with her own shows and the guest
appearances she makes all the time.
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face that was almost handsome some-
times. Perhaps he was the man I was
to marry. Oh, not right away, of
course. We were too young. There
were years and years between—but
they could be years spent together.
And that was what the next months

seemed to be. Johnny took me out
once every two weeks at first, and then
we began to see each other every week.
Johnny hadn't kissed me, hadn't as
much as held my hand—but the mo-
ment would come, inevitably, and then
my future would be settled.

The moment came on the night of
the Class Day dance in June. It was
quite an event for a sophomore girl

to be going to the Class Day dance, but
I remember only two things about it.

One concerned Jimmy Storm, and the
other concerned Johnny. I was sitting
in the swing on our front porch one
evening a few nights before the dance,
when Jimmy strolled across the lawn
and sat down on the porch steps.

"Hi, Penny," he said casually.
"Hi, yourself," I said. "What brings

you here?"
"Oh ... I thought I'd ask you for

a date."

A DATE! Why, I still thought of
Jimmy as a little boy! He was taller

than I was, and his shoulders were as
broad as a man's, but he still seemed
very young to me. Perhaps it was the
way his hair curled in a peak on his
forehead in spite of all his efforts to
flatten it, and the golden glint like mis-
chief, in his eyes, that gave him the
little-boy look. "What for?" I asked
in astonishment.
"For the Class Day dance. Or have

you got a date?"
"I will have," I said, "but I couldn't

go with you even if I hadn't. You
know that I'm going steady with John-
ny Dale."

It was Jimmy's turn to be surprised.
"Steady!" he cried. "Well, for Pete's
sake! At your age!"
"You're only a few months older."
"That's just it. I wouldn't think of

going steady with anyone for years."
"Maybe not," I said, "but I am."
That was the end of the matter. I

don't remember whom Jimmy took to
the Class Day dance, or if he took any-
one. I was too thrilled over being
there. At the last dance, a waltz,
Johnny swung me out into the moon-
light on the terrace. My heart began
to beat faster. It was coming now, and
it was just as I'd dreamed it—a terrace
in the moonlight, and soft, sweet music
behind us. We sat down on a stone
bench, and Johnny gazed at the sky
for a few minutes without speaking.
Then he said, "What a moon—a real,
yellow, summer moon. I can hardly
believe that summer's almost here.
We've had some swell times since
Christmas, haven't we, Penny?"
My heart was caught high in my

throat; my eyes—my eyes must have
been as wide and as warmly glowing
as the moon. I leaned toward him a
little—not deliberately, but as if un-
seen hands drew me. "Oh, yes," I

breathed. "It—it wouldn't have been
the same with anyone else, Johnny.
Not the same at all!"

For a moment I thought he looked
startled, but then I knew that I was
mistaken because he said hoarsely, "No
—I guess it wouldn't." Then another
couple came out on the terrace and he

jumped up hastily. "Let's go back."
That evening ended just as all the

others had ended—with Johnny's tak-
ing me to the door, and muttering a
suddenly-embarrassed "G'night," and
hurrying away. I was disappointed in
the way things had turned out, but I

blamed it on the couple who had inter-
rupted us. And I was excited, too, so
excited that I could hardly wait for
our next date. Johnny hadn't said
anything about our future tonight, but
he would next time. I was sure of it.

But there wasn't any next time. I

saw very little of Johnny around school
in the busy weeks before vacation, and
when Friday night, our regular date
night, came, I was sitting on the front
porch, my ears strained toward the
telephone in the house, my eyes on the
street, in case Johnny should have de-
cided to come over without calling.
Instead of Johnny, Jimmy Storm
stepped out of the shadows. "How
come you aren't out tonight?" he asked.
"Aren't you seeing John any more?"
And I realized with a shock that I

wasn't, that there weren't going to be
any more dates with Johnny. I'd
showed too plainly that I cared for him—and he just didn't care about me.

"No," I said through stiff lips. "We

—

we decided to break it off."

"Well, that's smart," said Jimmy with
satisfaction. "Want to walk down to
Logan's for a soda?"

I shook my head. In a minute I was
going to cry. "No," I answered. "I've
got a—a headache."
• I had a heartache, not a headache,
and it lasted for three of the most
wretched days I'd ever known. Then,
on Tuesday afternoon I found unex-
pected solace. I was walking home
from school, alone, my eyes on the
ground, when a figure fell into step
beside me. "Well, if it isn't Penny
Blake," a voice teased.

¥ LOOKED up and there was Lewis
* Steele, one of the older boys. He'd be
a senior next year, and captain of the
football team. He'd cut in on me a few
times at dances, but I'd never liked him
very much because his black eyes had
seemed bold, and his close-cut black
hair gave him a fierce, aggressive look.
He took out his handkerchief and

mopped his forehead. "Hot, isn't it?

Good day for swimming."
I agreed that it was hot, and that the

weather was just right for swimming.
Lewis wiped his forehead again and
walked a few steps before he said, "I

suppose you wouldn't care to go to the
beach with me this afternoon?"

I was going to refuse, and then I felt

my heart rise out of the slough of mis-
ery in which it was sunk. I saw the

j

sparkling blue water of the lake, and
the white sand, and I thought it infi-

nitely preferable to moping.
Lewis and I went swimming that

afternoon, and I, who that morning had
never expected to enjoy myself again,
had a wonderful time. The only flaw
came after Lewis had taken me home
and had stood for a few minutes on our
front walk, talking to me. He'd hardly
disappeared down the block before
Jimmy, who had apparently been busy
with golf balls and a putter in the side
yard, came over to me. "I suppose,"
he said sarcastically, "you're going
steady with Lewis now?"
My face flamed. How could he have

known that Lewis Continued on page 56
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and I had just made a date for next
week? "Certainly not!" I snapped. "I

hardly know him."
"You will," he assured me. "The

minute a guy shows you a little atten-
tion, you can't see anyone else. Other
girls have sense enough to go around
with different fellows, but not you."
For a minute I was too furious to

speak. Then I said coldly, "I don't see
why you take such an interest in me."

"Don't worry; I don't," and he
walked off across the lawn.

I didn't see much of Jimmy for the
next month or two. Every afternoon
for most of the summer I was at the
beach with Lewis; in the evenings
when we didn't go out, there were long
conversations with him over the tele-
phone. After a while, I came to won-
der how I had ever cared about Johnny
Dale, looked forward to a dry life in
a chemistry laboratory. Lewis was
going to the state university in another
year; he would probably be on the var-
sity team by the time I would be
through high school. I saw long de-
lightful years in which I would cheer
for Lewis at football games, years after
that in which, as his wife, I would
travel around with him and the pro-
fessional team he'd play with.
And then, just when everything was

settled in my mind, and when I'd per-
suaded ray father to let me go to the
university instead of to business col-
lege as we'd planned, Lewis spoiled it

all. It was a night in early August,
and he'd got his father's car and had
come to take me out. He helped me
into the car, then settled himself be-
side me. "All set for a good time?"

I looked up at him, my eyes shining.
"All set," I confirmed.
Then he kissed me. At first I was

too surprised to move. For a long mo-
ment I sat still in a kind of stunned
horror. I'd wanted his kiss, had looked
forward to it—but I hadn't expected
it to be like this. His mouth was so
big and so rough; I couldn't escape it;

I was being smothered . . . smothered.
. . . And he hadn't said anything,
hadn't said what I meant to him. He
was kissing me as he might have kissed
—just any girl. Something released
me then, and my hand came up, de-
scended in a ringing slap against his
dark cheek. Then I was out of the car,
running on shaking legs to the house.
Lewis called something after me, and
I slammed the door, fearful that he was
going to follow. Even then I was still

trembling, scrubbing my lips. I was

sick at the thought of Lewis; I dreaded
going back to school, seeing him in the
halls.

But by the time school opened in the
fall, Lewis was forgotten. I'd met
Ricky Lord, and I went out with Ricky
until his family moved away from town
in January. Then there was Leonard
Duff, and, the following summer, Larry
Williams. Larry was transferred to
another school in the fall, and I began
to date Steve Ellis. Steve gave me the
first jealous heartache I'd ever known,
because Rosemary Plant took him away.

That's a bold expression, but it's the
only one that fits. Steve and I ran
into Rosemary and her date at Logan's
one night after the movies, and Rose-
mary turned on him all the charm of
her flashing dark eyes and her bobbing
black curls. Steve's manner as he
drove me home was as abstracted as
if I'd been his young sister instead of
the girl he'd been seeing every week
for the past three months. I spent a
sleepless night trying to think what to
do—and in the morning I knew that I

wasn't going to do anything at all. If

Steve preferred Rosemary to me, I
didn't want him. My pride counted
more than the dreams I'd been cher-
ishing these last months.

It was unthinkable that I should miss
my very own graduation dance, but I

very nearly did. I thought that surely
Jimmy Storm would ask me to it, as
he'd invited me—and had been refused—to nearly every special occasion at
school in the last two years. But
Jimmy didn't ask me, and I wouldn't
have gone to the dance at all if Philip
Conway hadn't taken me.
That was the night Philip and I dis-

covered each other. We didn't dance
much that night. We were too excited,
not only at finding out how much we
liked each other, but for reasons out-
side ourselves. Pearl Harbor had been
attacked the December before, and
many of the boys in town, Philip
among them, were enlisting the day
after graduation. We sat at one of the
tables off the ballroom while Philip
talked about the war, and I listened
and thought about Philip. Why hadn't
I seen him before I wondered—really
seen him? How could I have known
him all through high school without
realizing how really beautiful his thin,
sensitive face was, how infinitely ap-
pealing his long-lashed, deeply shad-
owed blue eyes?

I saw Philip only twice after that,
and the second time, we became en-
gaged. It was a solemn evening.
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Philip had passed his Army physical,
and he was leaving the next morning
for camp. On our way home from a
movie which neither of us saw for
looking at each other, Philip stopped
the car at the lake, and we sat for a
few minutes holding hands, looking out
over the lake, not speaking.

"It's funny," he said finally, "to be
going away and leaving all this

—
" He

gestured at the lake. "I mean—well, it

makes you want to be sure of some-
thing. I—Penny, have you ever been
in love?"

It was then that I came closest to
stepping outside myself, getting an
objective look at myself, than I ever
had before—closer to it than I would
be again for years. Because I really
stopped and tried to think then, tried
to answer his question honestly. I'd

been in love a half-dozen times—I had
thought. And each time something
had happened to spoil it. Rickey had
moved away. I'd quarreled with Leon-
ard Duff. Larry had gone to military
school, and Steve— And then I real-
ized that I couldn't have been in love,
really, any of those times. If I had
loved Steve, I wouldn't have sat quietly
by when Rosemary flirted with him;
if I'd loved Leonard, I'd have made up
our quarrel; if I'd loved Lewis Steele,

I'd have welcomed his kisses, no mat-
ter how rough and unexpected they
were. . . .

"No, Philip," I said. "I've thought.
But I've never really cared about any-
one—

"

"Anyone else?" he whispered eager-
ly. "Is that it, Penny? Do you think
you could be in love with me?"

I OVE him? His thin face, the sha-
*-* dowed blue eyes, had been haunting
me for days. And he was going away

—

There was a sharp, hard pain in my
chest at the thought of how short our
time together was. I couldn't speak,
but Philip must have read assent in
my eyes because his hand tightened on
mine as if he were making a pact.
"Because," he said softly, "it's you I'd

like to be sure of, Penny. I'd like to
go away knowing that you'll be here
when I come back. I haven't had time
to get you a ring, but I'll send you one
if we can be engaged—

"

Engaged! It was really happening
now. After all those years of dream-
ing, wanting, searching, the life I was
born for was going to begin at last.

Philip's lips were smooth and young
and they trembled against mine. My
mind was racing ahead of the years,
seeing the war over and Philip coming
home, seeing myself meeting him at
the station, seeing our house, our chil-
dren. . . .

I was disappointed that my parents
didn't seem to take my engagement as
seriously as I did. When I reached
home that night, the lights were on in
the living room, and my mother opened
the door as if she'd been waiting for
me. "Where have you been?" she
asked almost crossly. "Jimmy's leav-
ing tomorrow with the other boys, and
he came over to say goodbye."

I hardly heard her. "I'm engaged,"
I said dreamily. "Philip Conway and
I are engaged, Mother. We're going to
be married after the war." Then I

braced myself for a storm of protests.
But they didn't come. Dad said, "To

whom?" and Mother looked blank for
a moment, then said hesitantly, "Philip
Conway? Aren't you rather young?"

"I'm eighteen," I said, "and young
people grow up early these days; you
know they do, Mother. Besides, you

If at first you
don't succeed
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were married when you were eighteen."
"I know," said Mother, "but your fa-

ther was older than I. And Philip . . .

his mother. . . .
" Then she frowned

and repeated, "Jimmy was here. He
waited for hours. You must write to
him, Penny. You've been such friends."

If I'd been really listening to Mother,
I'd have objected strongly to her last
statement. Friends, indeed! It was
true that Jimmy came over often and
sat on the porch and talked when
neither of us had anything better to do,
but we nearly always argued, often
bitterly. Not since the long-past days
of the Saturday movies had there been
any real harmony between us. But I

wasn't listening; I was engrossed in
thoughts of Philip.

That was all either of my parents
said about him. Mother approved
when I took a job in a war plant and
started to put every penny aside
toward the home that Philip and I

would have some day. She even bought
me a hope chest, and helped me to
make things for it, although she did
demur when I insisted upon using a
C in the monograms. My father did
ask once why I didn't go out occa-
sionally, but after the shocked, indig-
nant look I gave him, he never men-
tioned the subject again. "I didn't
mean to upset you, Penny," he apolo-
gized. "Only, you're used to fun and
parties, and it doesn't seem right that
you should shut yourself up with your
mother and me. You could go to the
canteen—" The canteen was Dad's pet
project. He had helped get it started
when the Army had established a camp
near town.

I'M too busy for the canteen," I in-
sisted, "and I don't miss going out."

And I didn't. I was happy in my war
job and my Red Cross work, because
I felt that I was helping to bring Philip
back. I was happy poring over my
hope chest, happy writing long, long
letters to Philip. His answers, it's true,
were disappointingly short and unsat-
isfactory, but then, he'd warned me
that he disliked writing letters. I vis-
ited his mother frequently, and even
managed to make friends with her, al-
though she was a nervous, rather quer-
ulous woman, who kept herself apart
from most people in town.
The only person who objected openly

to my engagement was the one who
had neither right nor reason to object
at all—Jimmy Storm. He came home
on a furlough several months after he
and the other boys had left for camp.
I was alone at home the evening he
came to see me, and when I first let

him in, I was almost shy in his pres-
ence. He looked so different in uni-
form—taller, thinner, and the peak of
dark hair over his forehead had dis-
appeared with an Army haircut. There
was no little-boy look about him at all.

"Why—Jimmy," I faltered.

"Hello, Penny," he said easily. "I'm
surprised to find you at home."

I flushed. "I'm at home most of the
time. Didn't your mother tell you that
I'm engaged?"

It was impossible to describe the ex-
pression that crossed his face. It was
a tightening, a muscle spasm that came
in a second and was as quickly gone.
"Engaged?" he questioned. "I hadn't
heard anything. Who's the man?"

"Philip Conway."
"Philip Conway!" His jaw dropped,

and he was the old Jimmy imme-
diately, outraged, high-handedly boss-
ing me. "That goon! You can't be en-
gaged to him!"



All of my old anger at him came
rushing back, the old resentment at his
trying to meddle. "Why not?" I snapped.

"Because he's a mama's boy," said
Jimmy bluntly. "Maybe it isn't his
fault, but he's been babied all his life.

He's the most unstable fellow I know.
Oh, well—" he shrugged, "—it won't
last. Conway doesn't know what he
wants, and neither do you."

I went white at that, and blind with
fury. "How can you say things .like

that?" I gritted. "You don't know
Philip, really—or me, either. You've
no right to stand there saying such
things! I wish you'd go away—go
away! I hate you!"
Jimmy went, and I was glad. I was

glad, I told myself, even after I found
out that he was home for a last fur-
lough before going overseas. He didn't
call to apologize, and I didn't call him.
It wasn't that I wished him any harm,
but I didn't care if I never saw him
again. I could only resent, and bit-
terly, the circumstance that had given
Jimmy a furlough and had denied one
to Philip.

Because, for some reason known only
to the gods of war, Philip didn't come
home before he was sent across. I still

think that things might have been dif-
ferent if he had. Had I seen Philip
before he left, there might have been
no morning, six long months later, that
meant the end of the world to me.

PHILIP'S mother called me that
morning, just before I was starting

out for my job. She was crying hysteri-
cally, and my first thought was that
Philip had been killed. I was so sure of
it that I needed all my strength to keep
a grip on the telephone, and I didn't
hear what she was saying. "—cable,"
she repeated. "Philip's married a girl
in England. And, oh, Penny, I'd set
my heart on having you for a daugh-
ter-in-law—

"

After that I didn't hear any more.
The cold blackness that had crept up
on me at the first sound of her broken
voice overwhelmed me, and I fainted.
The next I knew, I was lying on the
couch in the living room, and my
mother was rubbing my hands. "Dar-
ling," she kept saying, "you mustn't let

it hurt you too much. It's better this
way, don't you see? If he's so easily
swayed, you would never have been
happy with him."

I didn't see. I didn't see anything
at all for a long, long time. All I knew
was that every precious dream was
broken, that the future I'd been moving
toward so happily, so confidently, was
void. The very thought of Philip hurt,
and I couldn't bear the sight of any-
thing that reminded me of him. I
burned all of his letters, had my father
carry the hope chest to the attic—the
hope chest full of linens initialed PBC.
The day came when I met Mrs. Con-

way on the street, and talked with her,
and actually knew a faint sense of re-
lief that she was not, after all, to be
related to me. She was still, after
months had gone by, taking Philip's
marriage very badly. Her eyes were
red with weeping, and she embarrassed
me by clutching my coat and crying
out that she couldn't stand having
Philip bring a strange girl home, a girl
from a foreign country. I knew then
that my own Mother had been right

—

that I would never have been happy
with Phillip. He was too much like his
mother. The sensitiveness and the
quick emotions I'd loved in him were
just what Jimmy Storm had said—signs
of instability. Philip was out of my
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thoughts permanently then, but my life
was emptier than before.

I began to go out once in a while
with the boys who were left in town,
but everything was somehow different.
I found no one of them I was partic-
ularly interested in, and—to tell the
truth—no one of them seemed particu-
larly interested in me. They either
wanted to kiss me as soon as we'd
started out for an evening, or they
made it clear that I was friendly com-
pany for a few hours, and nothing
more. They didn't talk about the fu-
ture as glibly as had the boys in high
school. They were as uncertain of
their futures as I was of mine. Every-
thing had changed without my realiz-
ing it. In the long months when I'd

stayed at home waiting for Philip and
then brooding over Philip, many of my
friends had become engaged—not as I

had been, in one evening, on promises
alone, but with rings as a sign of their
betrothal, and long letters from their
sweethearts. The girls who had wanted
to be opera stars when I'd wanted to
be a wife and mother, the girls who
had kept a half-dozen different boys at
once calling them up in high school,
were planning to be married, and their
lives were settled as much as anything
could be settled in these uncertain
times. Worst of all, I didn't know
where the years had gone.

f~|UT of sheer loneliness, I agreed to
*-' Father's suggestion that I work two
nights a week at the canteen. It gave
me a full schedule with my other work,
but after two weeks I began to believe
that it was worth it. After two weeks
at the canteen, I'd met Harry Crewes.
Harry was different from the other

servicemen who came to the canteen.
He was older than most of them, and
he was permanently stationed at the
camp. He looked a little like Lewis
Steele, but his face was narrower, and
he wore his hair longer, always sleekly
brushed. Back in high school, I would
have said that he looked smooth. His
approach was direct and disarming.
He came up to me as I stood serving
coffee and asked, "What's your name?"
"Penny Blake."
"Pretty Penny," he smiled. "I've

been watching you all evening. Will
you dance with me?"

I wanted to dance with him, but I

said conscientiously, "I can't, I'm afraid.
This is my night to wash dishes."

"Dishes!" he scoffed. "There are
things in life more important than
dishes. Meeting someone who could
mean a lot to you is one of them. Don't
you agree?"

I agreed with him completely, but
I stuck by my decision. I washed
dishes that night until long after the
last soldier had gone. Nevertheless, I

went home with a lighter heart than
I'd had in months. Someone who could
mean a lot to you. . . . He hadn't
meant it, of course, but still. . . .

In the next evenings I spent at the
canteen I came to believe that Harry
did mean what he'd said the first night
he'd come up to the coffee counter.
He was at my elbow every possible
moment; dances that he couldn't dance
with me, he didn't dance at all. And
the words he whispered while we were
dancing—they were the words I'd been
waiting all of my life to hear, words
that even Philip hadn't spoken. "I
knew the minute I laid eyes on you,
Penny. You're the girl I've been look-
ing for always. Every man carries
a dream-picture in his heart, Penny,
and you're the one in mine. I know



that you hear a lot of different lines

from these other lads—but don't you
see that it's different with me? I'm
older than they are; I've had some ex-
perience in life, and I know what I

want. Penny—you don't believe me!"
"But I do," I protested.
"Then meet me after you're through

here, tonight. I can't talk to you with
a hundred people around—

"

The orchestra was playing a beguine,
and the slow, insistent beats were in
my heart, in my blood. Why not? I

thought. It was breaking rules—but
some of the girls broke the rule once
in a while. And it was true that we
couldn't talk very well at the canteen.
Someone was always interrupting.
"All right," I said. "I'll meet you—

"

I hadn't finished speaking before I

realized that it was wrong. We'd been
dancing toward a corner; suddenly we
were cut off from the other dancers by
a jog in the wall. Harry stopped
dancing, and his arms tightened, pulled
me close. "Harry!" I gasped, and tried
to pull away. "Please—

"

"Don't struggle, sweet. I want to
kiss you just once, now—

"

¥ COULDN'T free myself. There was
* no one to see us in that secluded cor-
ner, and I was too proud to cry out. I

was trying desperately, silently, to push
him away when another arm came sud-
denly around my waist; a shoulder
came between Harry and me, thrust-
ing him aside as easily as if he'd been
a child. "You," said a furious voice,
"can clear out. This is a canteen, not
a third-rate tavern. And you, Penny—

"

It was Jimmy Storm. Or perhaps I

should say Jim Storm. The diminutive
didn't become a man who was all bone
and muscle, whose face was hard with
anger. There was a rainbow of rib-
bons on his chest, just level with my
eyes, and one of them was a deep pur-
ple, with bands of white. All this I

noticed in one stunned moment, while
he was saying, "I'm taking you home.
It's the only place you're safe. Go get
your wraps."
Meekly, in a daze, I went after my

coat and hat, met Jim at the door. He
took my arm, walked me down the
steps to a car—his father's car. Then
he got in and started the motor, all in
murky silence. My arm hurt where
Harry had gripped it. I rubbed it, and
the thought of Harry brought the blood
to my face. "Thanks, Jimmy," I said
in a small voice.

"You're welcome."
At his tone, my temper flared. What

right had he to sound so—so accusing?
He hadn't had to step in between Harry
and me. He'd been interfering again,
taking a hand in my life— And then I
was immediately ashamed. I felt that
I had to justify myself to Jimmy some-
how, and I didn't know how to begin.
"You've been hurt," I ventured.

"I was," he said briefly, "some time
ago."

"Oh. That's— Is that the reason
you're home?"

"No." He turned the car out of town,
drove faster as we left the traffic for
the quiet streets of the residential dis-
trict. It was a good ten minutes to
my house, but when we came to a
stop before it, he went on as if he
hadn't stopped speaking at all, "I'm
not a medical discharge, if that's what
you mean. I've got a month's furlough.
Your mother told me you were at the
canteen, and I looked you up, think-
ing you might have got some sense
since I saw you last. But evidently
you're as boy crazy as ever."
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"Boy crazy!" Shame, gratitude

—

every other feeling vanished in an all-
consuming rage. "How much do you
know about it? You don't know any-
thing about me, and yet you treat me
like a freak or an imbecile! You don't
know—" And then, at the thought of
all the bleak months since Philip had
gone, I broke down. Tears streamed
down my face as I cried, "All I've ever
wanted is to have a home and children
and a man to love. If that's being
boy crazy, then a lot of other girls are
boy crazy, too!"
"You certainly haven't been very se-

lective in your methods."
The remark had slipped out. I real-

ized it even before the sting of it, the
bald and bitter truth of it, struck home.
I gasped and reached for the door, but
Jim's hand reached out and caught
mine. "I'm sorry, Penny—

"

My hand lay limply in his, and the
tears dried on my cheeks as I sat there,
forgetting Jim, forgetting everything
everything but his words. You haven't
been very selective— Well, I hadn't
been. I saw it now. I hadn't seen one
of the boys I'd imagined myself in love
with, Philip among them, clearly
enough to know him as he really was,
to separate him from the dreams I'd

built around him. All the heartaches
and the longings—they hadn't been
love or even a part of love; they had
only been a reaching out for love. I'd
gone so far as to believe obvious lies

like Harry's because I wanted a dream
to come true. . . .

"I'm sorry, Penny," Jim repeated.
His strong, lean fingers began to rub
my hand, gently, as if he sensed the
coldness in me and would stir some life

back into my body. And he sat staring
at the yard between our two houses,
the yard where the toy table had once
stood, with the dolls propped up around
it. "I don't see anything wrong in
what you want, either. It looks fine

and good to me, especially now . .
."

J[MMY, finding it hard to talk, hard
to find words. ... I looked up at him

curiously, and then it was as if a huge
hand had taken my heart and squeezed
it, forced all my breath from my body,
leaving me helpless. This couldn't be
right, I told myself. I couldn't feel this

way about Jimmy, with whom I'd

played and fought since I was big
enough to walk, who'd always been un-
der foot, unnoticed. And this couldn't
be love—this terrible craving to be in

his arms, to be close to him as I'd never
wanted to be close to anyone. It wasn't
at all as I'd imagined it would be. . . .

Jimmy was looking down at me, one
eyebrow raised a trifle, the old mis-
chievous glint in his eyes. "Penny,"
he was saying, "have you ever liked
anyone as much as you've hated me?
Has anyone else been able to make you
as angry, to make you feel as much?
Tell the truth now, Penny—

"

It wasn't at all as I'd imagined it

would be. Not the heavenly, painful-
sweet hour I spent in Jim's arms that
night, nor all the days and the nights
in the month that followed, in which
we argued for and against being mar-
ried right away, and decided finally to

wait until after the war, when we
would be sure.

I'm sure now. This is no dreamy,
pleasant waiting, in which I'm satisfied

to pore over a chest filled with linens.

This is a longing, aching waiting—but
I know that everything I've ever want-
ed lies at the end of it. Because this

time I'm not in love with love. I'm in

love with Jim.

<



Forever Yours
Continued from page 42

as if I were looking at a stranger!
"I'm glad you came as soon as you

could—come and sit down and tell

me—" I put in, hastily.
He groaned. "No more sitting down

for a little while—please! I've been
riding for three days."
"Then come and see the house—

"

as if he were a guest I were showing
around! But I couldn't, yet, fit him
into the Philip I knew, the boy who
had become my husband . . . "tell. me
if you like what I've done to it."

Half-protesting, he let me lead him
through the freshly-painted rooms. He
dutifully admired the scrolled wall-
paper, the chintz slip-covers that trans-
formed the old-fashioned parlor into
a comfortable living-room; the ivory
paint on the staircase panels; the
woven rag rug in the upstairs hall.

At the bedroom door he halted. A
low whistle escaped him. "Whew! If
my buddies could only see this! A
little different from an Army cot or
a hospital bed," he grinned. "You'll
have to make allowances if I'm not
entirely civilized as yet, Mary."

"I'll take you as you are—civilized
or savage, Philip," I laughed. There
was a moment of suspense, a pause

—

ARE you flirting with me by any
chance, Mary?"—with one quick

motion he had bridged the distance be-
tween us, pulling me into his arms with
a strength I hadn't expected from his
hospital thinness. His face was pressed
into my hair; his lips travelled from
my temples to my lips. Slow, deliber-
ate kisses that warmed the spot they
touched with a spreading fire. Beneath
his, my lips felt as if they didn't belong
to me—shaped as they were by the
unfamiliar demand of his. My heart
was swirling. He gathered me closer
and my hands, unbidden, went around
his neck. It was more than a kiss

—

it was the realization of a dream.
Then—how can I explain the con-

straint that fell between us even with
his lips touching mine? Why did that
hard core in the center of my heart
crystallize slowly into stiff and un-
yielding pride? Why did his embrace
grow regretfully, guardedly, tender
instead of passionate?
What was this barrier between us

that neither would name?
The wraith of Stephanie—she was

there between us, even though I fought
to disregard it. A word from him would
have banished her ... if he had said,
in truth, that he loved me and me only.
But he hadn't said it. And I wasn't sure.
In my suspicions I distrusted this emo-
tion that sprang from our physical
closeness.
Perhaps Philip sensed this.

"I haven't the key, have I, Mary?"
he said lightly. His hands moved to
my shoulders. "There's still a part
of your heart that's locked away, with
a 'No Admittance' sign on it. That's
what I meant when I said before' that
I shouldn't tie you down to marriage
because someone else might come along
who could stir you deeper than I."

"There's never been anyone else but
you, Philip," I answered. I couldn't
change my nature. It hurt to realize
that the man I loved wanted it changed.
Wanted more of me than I could give.
Nothing in my life had prepared me
for emotions that were fiercer than
friendship; stronger than the shy, deli-
cate love I had always felt for Philip.

\$cn
rtottr"

ood
„ttoa

tfotott"**
1"

ofto*4
asa

-

deodora*t- ^a

ieC0^and«o°^

NEW... a CREAM DEODORANT
which Safely helps

STOP under-arm PERSPIRATION
1. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot

dresses and men's shirts.

2. Prevents under-arm odor. Helps stop

perspiration safely.

3. A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless

vanishing cream.

No waiting to dry. Can be used right

after shaving.

5. Arrid has been awarded the Approval

Seal of the American Institute of

Laundering — harmless to fabric. Use

Arrid regularly.

4

39 P̂lut Tax

(Also 590 size)

At any store which sells toilet goods

MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE ARRID THAN ANY OTI ER DEODORANT

ARRID
63



'tocking seams
that misbehave by twisting

and turning are guilty
of marring your entire
appearance ! Avoid that

dowdy, down-at-the-seams
look by wearing stockings

that can't offend.

GOLD MARK Wearlon NO-SEAM
Hose, knit of fine rayon,

cuddle your every curve

with perfect fit.

Write for name of nearest store

Gold Mark Hosiery Co., Dept. K, 392 FiftL Ave., N.Y. 18

GRAY HAIR GONE . .

.

and am I thankful I took an expert's advice!

What — tint my hair? Frankly, I was timid — till my

hairdresser told me about ETERNOL. "It's so absolutely

sure," she said, "that I use nothing else, even though I pay

a trifle more for ETERNOL than for any other tint." Now I

know why! After one treatment, my hair's dancing with a

million stars, radiant with lasting color.

I look and feel so young, you'd never

guess I ever owned up to one

~ streak of gray! Ask your hair-

p dresser for ETERNOL, the i

\ . tint with color control.

eternol
TINT OIL SHAMPOO
Tints, reconditions, cleanses

in one simple operation Caution:

Use only os diiecleih

rn rr . New 12-p.ige booklet "R,idiiint Hair on the 7-day Plan". Write

inLt . P,.ragon Distr. Corp., Dept. M-4, 8 W. 32nd St., New York I, N. Y.

If Stephanie had not awakened other,
lustier demands in him—would I still

have disappointed him?
His eyes held a tender steadiness in

their depths, but he did not again draw
me close. "We're married, punkin.
And I guess all married people have
adjustments to make. We'll have to
be patient and understanding with
each other. I've been away and I've
changed a lot, I know. There will be
things in each other—differences—we'll
have to learn to recognize and make
allowances for. I've had experiences I

can't share with you. If you can for-
give my keeping secrets from you, then
I guess I can—wait—and hope." His
smile took any sting from his words.

If I could forgive— ! I could forgive
anything except this unrest and dis-
quiet I sensed in him, this change that
had sprung from his first meeting with
Stephanie!
Perhaps, I told myself, there would

be a difference in what I felt for
Philip, in the days to come. After all,

we were married, but we had never
lived together. Our relationship might
as well still be that of a boy and girl

who loved each other, who looked for-
ward to marriage. Perhaps the reality
of love would sweep aside all of my
doubts and fears.
But that night, when all the people

who had come to say "welcome home"
had gone away again, and we were
alone, a wife and her husband together
at the end of so long a waiting, the
barrier was still between us. This
intimacy—greater than I had ever
known—lying in my husband's arms,
brought me no sudden magic-provoked
security, and the passion I had hoped
would teach me passion with which to
respond still brought me only a desire
to bring it to an end.
At last I turned my mouth away

from the fierce intensity of Philip's
kisses, and I cried out, "Dearest—give
me a little time to be used to you!
Give me just a little time!"

His arms about me relaxed, and after
a long moment, in which I held my
breath, and prayed, I think, for under-
standing, he kissed me lightly on the
tip of my nose, and laughed a little.

"I'm sorry, sweetheart—I'd forgotten.
We have time—all of the time in the
world. I want you to love me as I
love you, and that I can teach you,
if I can only remember patience!"
But we had solved nothing. It wasn't

WAIT A MINUTE!

Before you empty your scrap

baskets today, before you burn

up or throw away that stack of

magazines, those old corrugated

boxes, the week's accumulation

of newspapers—wait a minute!

Those scraps of paper can save

lives, can help to win a battle!

Paper is one of the war's vital

fighting materials. Put your
paper out for city salvage col-

lection, give it to a regular col-

lection agency, or sell it to a junk

dealer—but don't throw it away!
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that he showed, by word or look, as

the days went on, his restlessness. Nor
his disappointment. But his gentleness
was too patient, his tenderness too

considerate. I chafed under it. I saw,
with growing dread, that the gap be-
tween us was widening every day,
every night. Once, habit would have
made me close my mind to questions.

I would have been satisfied with the
outward appearance. But no more.

Philip went to work at the factory.

When I protested that he would be
too tired to keep up his law studies

at night, he only smiled.

"It's the only thing I can do, Mary,
to get Henry out of that foxhole where
I left him. He gave me a trust—and
maybe this way I can see that he and
the others come back a little sooner."
It was the first time I realized that he
felt so badly about Henry's still being
in the fight while he was out for good.
The Day Nursery kept me busy.

Little Susan's father had delayed his

leaving, and I did what I could to

prepare her for the wrench of part-
ing with her friends and her garden.

BUT most of the time I went about
my duties like a sleepwalker. Or,

rather, like a person emerging slowly,
painfully, from sleep. Emotions and
feelings stirred in their swaddling-
clothes, ripped into my cloistered heart,

laughed at my 'lady-like' pretences. I

was paying a high price for my pride.

It hadn't occurred to me, when Philip
had gone to work at the factory,

that he would be bound, sooner or
later, to run into Stephanie. Whether it

had been accidental or intentional I

don't know, but he mentioned, cas-
ually,' one evening something Steph-
anie had said about her brother.
The terror I felt must have showed

in my face. Philip's mouth tightened.
He slammed down his napkin onto the
table, pushed back his chair and strode
out of the house.

I sat there, my hands clenched and
my heart pounding in my throat. The
mention of her name—from Philip

—

could do that! If there were only some-
one I could talk to! Aunt Connie was
hopeless. Dad was gone. Even if he
weren't, we had been too much alike
for confidences. I had kept all this in-
side of me for so long without an outlet,
but I couldn't go on any longer trem-
bling when I heard her name, wonder-
ing what Philip was thinking.

If only Mother were alive! When I

was a child I had pretended she was
and that I could ask her advice. But
the new picture Dad had drawn of
her— gay and temperamental and
quicksilver alive—had made me afraid.
Now I faced that fear—and knew I

dreaded her taking Philip's part against
mine.
Had she sat at this table, where he

had, facing the old golden-oak side-
board with its mirror panel, its "Fish
and Game" still-life hanging above—
and suffered from the Brockman pride,
too? Had she, sometimes, waited for
a word or a sign from Dad that would
have meant solace to her—and waited
in vain?

Ruthlessly I ripped aside the layers
of self-esteem I had built. Had I

deliberately withheld my heart from
Philip, forcing him to be content with
the crumbs I could spare, as a kind
of revenge for what I had suffered?
To make him suffer too? In spite of
Stephanie he had asked me to be-
come his wife. Could I never forget
that he had come to me on the re-
bound? Was I to make us both pay
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in misery and silence because he had
once cared, briefly, for someone else?

Because he still admired her?
All or nothing!—the flag of pride.

Well, that flag lay in the dust. I

wanted Philip's love on any terms.
And when he came back I would tell

him so. Before— before he turned
again to Stephanie!

I was in the hall when I heard him
coming up the path. But he was run-
ning! His feet pounded over the porch;
the door flew open in violent haste;

he nearly knocked me down as he
rushed into the house!

"Philip—" I began

—

But his hands were on my arm, shak-
ing me. "Mary, I can't stop! I've got
to go—there's a fire over in Trailer-
town! They need every man! Get coats

and blankets—I don't know how bad
it is but some of them may be burned
out." All the time he was talking he
was filling his pockets with flashlights,

with the first aid kit.

Fire!—in Trailertown! Blocks away
from the nearest fire hydrant—dry
grass growing untended around the
huge, sprawling camp—women and
children caught in those box-like
trailers, those inflammable awnings
and lean-to's—

!

Aunt Connie's light snapped oh over
her porch.

GET that big coffeepot of yours,
Mary!" she yelled. "I'm going to

set up an emergency kitchen in Mas-
sey's lot on Tenth Street. I'm stopping
at Mary Ellen's for more doughnuts

—

come as quick as you can!"
Trust Aunt Connie!—it was in mo-

ments like this that I admired her most,
in spite of her faults. And she was
right. I grabbed the coffee pot off the
shelf, a canister of coffee, poured sugar
into a sack, added some cartons of

milk; shoved the lot into a market
basket and, with blankets on the other
arm, hurried after her.

My heart quailed when I saw that
inferno of raging fire. But there was
too much to do to be afraid. It seemed
like hours that we handed out cups and
plates to weary, haggard, smoke-
blackened men and crying, frantic wo-
men. The fire, aided by a stiff wind,
was out of control in a few minutes.
From Massey's lot we could see the

vicious orange-red flames, almost ob-
scured by the ugly, black, billowing
smoke; we could hear the crackling,

and the tearing sound as trailers dis-

appeared in the path of the holocaust
. . . the hissing of water as streams
from the hoses played upon it in a
pitiful attempt. Our fire department
was antiquated. At the edge of the
field I could dimly see the tiny figures

of men. I knew they were beating
sparks out with rugs; I knew they were
forming a bucket brigade from the
creek nearby. Philip was there, along
with every able-bodied man in Tilbury.
The children were my job. I herded

them into one corner—those whose
mothers were out on the field filling

buckets of water for their men. A row
of old overcoats made a bed for the
children and, as other women arrived
to help with the coffee, I gathered the
youngsters around me, soothing their
panic as best I could.

I saw Philip when he rushed in to get
a bandage for a burn on his arm, but
a Nurse's Aide reached him first. I

couldn't leave the children, but I could
hear what the men were saying.
"What are we going to do?" a tall,

bearded man, holding his coffee cup
with shaking hands, was demanding
of no one in particular. "My God

—

where can we go?"
I recognized one of the plant officials,

a Mr. Johnson, standing next to him.
"We'll have to shut down the plant,"
grimly, despairingly, "one rickety
hotel and two boarding houses in
Tilbury and now four hundred
people homeless. We'll have to shut
down the plant. No other way—

"

"Only four hundred people?" It was
Philip's determined, ringing voice.
"Well, there are over four hundred
families in Tilbury who have an extra
bedroom or an attic where they can
put in a few cots. You haven't any
problem, Mr. Johnson. This town isn't

going to see people without a roof over
their heads. You won't . have to shut
down the plant. They'll just move in
with us for awhile."

I heard the gasp that went up from
behind the rude counter where Aunt
Connie and the other ladies stood. Take
in people from Trailertown!
But not even Aunt Connie had a

word to say. Bad as it was, there was
absolutely no other solution. Philip
was right. It was the only answer.

I watched the men talking together
and I realized that the common effort

they were making tonight; the simple,
unspectacular acts of heroism they
had witnessed; their scorched faces and
burned hands, had formed a comrade-
ship among them—old-timers and new-
comers alike. But how long would that
last when they settled down tomorrow
to living together? Thank goodness,
the solution would be only temporary,
until they could get barracks or some
kind of shelters built. Most of the peo-
ple in Tilbury were gathered in a dense
crowd to watch the fire; Sheriff Birl
was sent, paper in hand, among them
for volunteer hosts to take in the
homeless families. And one by one
they came forward to their "guests."

WHEN the last of the children had
been called for, I went home, too.

The fire had almost burned itself out,

except for one corner of the field, and
it was under control.

Tired as I was I could not go to

sleep. I stretched out on the sofa to

drowse and wait for Philip. His burns
would need dressing and he might be
hungry.

I don't know how long I napped.
The door slamming woke me and I

heard Philip awkwardly groping for
the light switch.
"I'm in here, Philip," I called, going

sleepily to the hallway door. "I waited
up—" I stopped. I stared, dazed and
unbelieving. Philip was not alone. And
there was no mistaking the limp form
he carried—the long black hair that

fell like a curtain across his shoulders
—that slim figure—Stephanie!

He misunderstood my look. "She
isn't hurt!" he said, hastily. "It's mostly
smoke and shock. We found her in

that corner of the field, almost in the
brook, lying across the body of that

old woman she lived with, trying to

protect her. The poor kid—the poor,

brave kid!" and as he talked he was
moving resolutely upstairs, to the room
that had been Dad's.

"Here?—she's going to stay here,

Philip?" I asked in a stupefied whisper.
He didn't answer, but I knew before

I spoke. Stephanie was in our house

—

to stay.

Is this, then, the beginning of the end
of Mary's marriage—or can it perhaps
mean a new beginning? Read the ex-
citing conclusion of this story in May
RADIO ROMANCES, on sale April 18.
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This Dream Is Done
Continued from page 31

This was an excuse for standing still,

for not making the effort to pick up
the threads of living again. And so,

except for my casual contacts with the
milkman and the baker and the grocer,
I saw no one except Margie and the
baby.

I wonder sometimes how long this
feeling of inertia, this motionless, do-
nothing attitude toward life, would
have gone on if I hadn't received the
long-distance call from San Diego.
When the operator said, "San Diego

calling Frances Brown," I didn't won-
der at her using my maiden name; I

wondered only about the call, itself.

My heart clumped against my breast.
I had a sudden flash of intuition that
this call was of tremendous importance
—that something was coming into my
life to start me forward again. And
then I thought of Frank. Perhaps the
naval officers had been wrong—per-
haps Frank's ship hadn't been shot
down—perhaps Frank wasn't dead

—

but was alive, on the other end of the
telephone now.
And then I heard a familiar male

voice at the other end of the wire,
"Francie—Francie—is it you?" And
there was hope and love and anticipa-
tion in the voice that came to me. It

was the voice of a man who has been
dreaming of the woman he loves dur-
ing the agony of war. It wasn't
Frank's voice, of course. He was gone,
and I knew that with terrifying cer-
tainty. It was the voice of Ralph-
Ralph, the" first boy who ever had kissed
me—Ralph who had gone away and
asked me to wait for him. Ralph, whose
"girl he left behind him" had been
carefree and young and now was crum-
pled and heartsick, a mother and a
widow.

FRANCIE, I'm back," he said. "And
the operator and I've been tracing

you all over the United States. Are you
all right?"

"Yes," I said. There was no point in

telling him my story over the phone.
"Are you working?" he asked.
"Yes," I said, laughing a little, "I

manage to keep busy."
"Tell your boss not to expect too

much of you for four days beginning
the day after tomorrow," he said. "I'm
coming to see you." Swiftly he named
a time and place.

I hung up the receiver and leaned
thoughtfully against the telephone, and
when I turned around Margie was be-
side me.

"Francie, what is it? What's the
matter?" she asked quickly. "You're
so white—so shocked looking. It isn't

—it can't be—

"

"Frank? No—that's what I thought,
too," I told her, and my voice was
empty with lost hope. "It's Ralph."
"Ralph?" Margie had become a

friend of mine since the old Carters-
ville days, and had never known Ralph.
So I told her of my carefree, happy

days in the little midwestern town

—

of the old gang and of my first dates
and parties. And I described to her
straight, steady-eyed Ralph, who went
away believing that he was in love with
me, and who had come back.

"Oh, Francie, I'm glad," she said.

"I'll wire him tonight and tell him
not to come," I said dully.

"Not to come?" Margie's expression
was one of incredulous amazement.
"You're crazy."



"What is there for us to talk about?
If he'd known Frank, why, then, of
course, we'd have something in com-
mon. But this way—" my voice trailed
off.

She didn't say anything, but I could
feel her criticism.

"It would be silly—what would we
do for four days?" I went on.

"Oh, Francie," Margie begged, "let

him come. Don't let your life end. Of
course, you loved Frank, but—

"

"Loved him?" I could feel the love
we had known surging through me
now. "Margie, it was more than that.

It was life itself."

"I know," Margie said, and there was
gentle understanding in her voice.

"And keep the precious memory of

that love locked in your heart, forever.

But don't be sorrowful forever. You're
young, Francie—young."
"What difference does it make?" I

argued.
"Francie," Margie began, and there

was wisdom like that of Great Aunt
Sarah in the words she spoke, "every-
one changes during wartime. What
about Ralph? Don't you think he's
different after what he's gone through?"

"Probably," I admitted thoughtfully,
"but he doesn't think I'm different. He
believes I'm the same inexperienced,
light-hearted girl he left in Carters-
ville. Sweet Sixteen and never been
kissed, until he kissed her. And—well,

he won't find that girl. She doesn't
exist."
"Then let her exist," Margie sug-

gested quickly.
"But she can't," I insisted. "She's

gone."
"Francie, listen," Margie began se-

riously, "Ralph has carried a dream
in his heart for three long years—

a

dream of you. Oh, Francie, you've got
to give him that dream. You've got
to."

"But I can't," I said weakly. "I can't
play a part for four days."

IVfARGIE continued, "But that's just
^* what you can do—play a part. For
four days, Francie, forget about your
own loss—your personal misfortune.
And think about helping him to forget
what he's gone through."
"Do you think I could?" I began

thoughtfully.
"I know you could," Margie said en-

thusiastically. "He wants to believe in

you so much—he wants to believe
you're just the same. Francie, give
him his dream."

"It would be so hard to pretend to

be irresponsible and young again," I

said.

"Not if you forget about yourself
entirely—if you think only about giv-
ing him the picture he's carried in his
heart."

It was then that I thought about my
baby—my little Frankie.

"We'll take care of that," Margie
said. "He thinks you work. Let him
think you're working all day down-
town. And then you take care of the
baby. At night he can meet you after
I get home—after I take over the care
of Frankie."
Suddenly, the idea appealed to me.

To be young and gay again. To for-
get sorrow. To have fun. To cover my
heartache for a soldier returning to his
homeland.

"Oh, Margie, it's really a wonderful
idea," I told her, letting myself get
excited for the first time. "Do you
think I could do it—do you think it

would work out all right?"
"It will work—on one condition,"
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Margie warned.
"What's that?" I asked quickly.
"You mustn't think about yourself.

You'll have to think about him. If

you concentrate on showing him a won-
derful time, you'll get along all right."
Margie always refers to those four

days as "The Gay Deception.". I al-
ways look back at it as a time of re-
birth. Because in trying to give an-
other war-damaged person happiness,
I began to overcome the war's crip-
pling effects on me.
My heart went out to Ralph when he

first stepped down from the train. He
was thin and tired-looking and his hair
was gray. But he had not lost his
erect bearing, his direct, honest man-
ner which I remembered so well from
our days in Cartersville.

He came to me and put his arms
around me gently. And then he stood
for a long minute just looking down
at me as if he couldn't see enough of
me. *

"You're the same," he said. "You're
the one thing the war hasn't touched,"
he breathed thankfully.
We went to a quiet place for dinner

that night—a restaurant where the
music was soft and the food good. And
we reminisced about the old days in
Cartersville. I tried to think of the
amusing incidents like the time we lost
Tim and Jenny on the sleighride and
didn't miss them for five miles, or
about the time we cleaned out Cleary's
barn for a dance. Oh, we laughed un-
til we forgot the war in our recollected
stories of that far-away existence. We
danced together that night, and I was
surprised that we danced well. Once
while we were dancing, Ralph's arms
tightened around me and he whispered
into my hair, "Francie, darling, I—I've
missed you so terribly."

ANOTHER time, he asked me how I
** spent my time. I made up my an-
swer, trying to think what I would be
doing if I had never known Frank.

"I work, and go to the movies, and
help at the Red Cross, and dance oc-
casionally," I told him, smiling.

Yes, that's what I would be doing
if I had never known Frank—if my
love for him had not brought me ec-
stacy, childbirth, and heartbreak. And
that's the way I played my role with
Ralph. "If there had never been a
Frank, I would say this

—
" I would

think before I did anything. And, by
the end of that first evening, I knew
that if I never had known handsome,
dark-eyed Frank, I would be in love
with Ralph—Ralph, so different and
yet so honest and clean and straight,

too. And so faithful—even the war
had not ended his love for me.
There were many reasons I enjoyed

playing the part of a sparkling, light-

hearted girl when Ralph was there.

First of all, I found genuine pleasure
in helping Ralph to forget the war—in

painting the picture of the gay, young
girl he had carried in his heart. I was
happy that he would report back to

duty never having seen the crumpled
part of me—secure in the knowledge
that the world had not changed. But
there was another reason. My gaiety,

my laughter, my exhilaration discour-
aged love-making. And I was not ready
for Ralph to declare his love for me.
Then I would have to tell him the truth.

And so for three days we laughed
and danced and hurried recklessly from
one place to another, recapturing the
old, carefree days of long ago. Once
or twice, I noticed that Ralph was
looking at me with a puzzled frown,



and I wondered if he could see beneath
my gay veneer to the living wound be-
neath. But, then, I would strive harder
than ever to be amusing and gay and
young, and the mood would pass.
Margie came in right after work on

the fourth night, just as she had been
doing all during Ralph's visit. I was
humming a little tune as I helped her
wheel the bassinette into her apart-
ment.
"You look very pretty tonight,

Francie," she said as I started out the
door on my way to the office building
where Ralph believed I worked. "Are
you having fun?"
"He is," I answered, smiling. "Oh,

Margie, I know he is."

"Of course he is," Margie agreed.
"But are you?"
"Why, yes," I admitted, thinking of

myself for the first time. "I'm having
fun—why, I'm having a wonderful
time."
And when Margie smiled, I knew

that this was what she had thought
would happen. In her young wisdom
she knew that by giving another per-
son happiness, you find happiness, your-
self. And she probably had known that
I would find joy in being young and
gay again—in putting aside my grief
—not forgetting my love—but forget-
ting my sadness. And perhaps she had
wanted me to fall in love with Ralph

—

but that, of course, was impossible.
"He's so good, Margie," I said, softly.

"Everything about him is honest and
straight and fine."

"And he loves you," Margie said
softly.

DUT I fell in love with another man
•*-* —I loved Frank—I gave him all

of my love," I said.

"No, Francie," Margie contradicted.
"You loved him intensely, but you
didn't give him all of your love."
"What do you mean?" I asked, sur-

prised.

"Don't you love your baby?" she
asked. "And does what you feel for
him take away anything from the love
you gave to Frank?"

"Of course not, but that's different,"
I insisted.

"All of the loves in your life are
different," she went on. "The love
you feel for your child—the love you
know for your father—and the love
you knew for Frank. But you could
have still another love in your life,

Francie—not wild, and exciting, and
passionate like your love for Frank.
But a deep, lasting love based on hon-
esty and friendship."

I knew she was right. There can
be more than one love in a woman's
life—and none needs to rob the other
loves of any intensity. There is a
place for a new love just as there is

a place in a mother's heart for a new
child. Arid the new one takes no af-
fection from the others. And I was
aware of something else. I wanted
Ralph to come back into my life. I

wanted his sure, strong love.
"You see, Margie," I said thought-

fully, "Ralph doesn't know whether
he loves me or not. He loves the girl
whom I've pretended to be—not the
girl I am."
"He'd be a wonderful father for

little Frankie," Margie said, looking
down at the baby. "Growing up
without a dad is a handicap."
Tears of self-pity pushed into my

eyes for the first time in four days.
"Maybe Ralph wouldn't want me

if he knew about the baby—maybe he
wouldn't want another man's child."
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"You don't know that until you tell
him about the baby," Margie said.

"Oh, Margie, I can't do that," I said
with horror. "I've made him happy—I can't make him unhappy with the
truth. Why, he likes me the way I

used to be."
"If you looked then the way you do

tonight, I can't blame him," Margie
said, as she looked at me standing in
the doorway. "You'd better run, dar-
ling—you'll be late."

I kissed the baby and hurried down
to meet Ralph in front of the Picker-
ing Building where he thought I

worked.
I saw him before he saw me, saw

him searching for me in the crowd.
And when he found my face, he came
toward me quickly the way a man
does who is anticipating pleasure with
the woman he loves. I watched him,
and knew that I could not burden him
with my tragedy. He looked years
younger than he had the day he
stepped from the train. I could not
deepen those tragic lines in his face.
And then, even as I thought of him,
I thought of myself. If I told him
now, I was gambling our affection
away. I might lose him—and I want-
ed his friendship. I needed him even
more than he needed me.
" After dinner that night we went
back to the apartment. We sat in the
lamplit room listening to soft music
on the radio, content to say little, happy
in just being together. Suddenly I felt

that I had to confide in Ralph—that I

had to tell him about the baby. But
I was afraid that I could not bear his
disappointment at learning that I had
loved another man completely.

f~kNCE or twice during the time we^ were together that night, I thought
Ralph was going to speak of the future
—his future and mine. But he didn't
say anything until he was leaving—un-
til he was standing in the doorway say-
ing goodbye. He kissed me very gen-
tly, first on the forehead, and then on
the mouth.
"Goodbye, little Francie," he said.

"Thanks for putting up with me." And,
then, he said a surprising thing. "I've
wanted to ask you to marry me—but
—well—I can't be sure what the war
has done to me—how much I've
changed in every way."

I wanted to say, "But, Ralph> the war
has changed me, too. I'm not the same
girl you used to know."
But he was still talking.
"And you're so—so honest, that I

couldn't pretend not to have been af-
fected by the—things I saw—the things
I knew over there."

I was too much of a coward to tell

him then that I had been pretending

—

that I wasn't as honest as he thought
I was.
There were tears in my eyes when

he went away. Tears that came from
the sadness of parting and tears of ad-
miration and respect, which might so
easily become the glad tears of love.

I wiped my eyes hastily and went
into Margie's apartment for the baby.
After I had wheeled the bassinette back
in my own apartment, I stood for a
little while just looking down at the
baby, remembering what Margie had
said about different kinds of love . . .

remembering, and knowing that all she
had said was true. And then, very sud-
denly, in that way of seeming to have
been pretending to be awake all the
time that babies have, Frankie woke up.
He chuckled and gurgled happily at see-
ing me and held (Continued on page 74)
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out his fat little fists in invitation. My
heart swelled with love for him, and
with another emotion which at last I

could put a name to: a real sorrow that
somehow, with Ralph, I had let another
love, a dear tenderness that might
have meant a shining new world for
me, slip though my fingers. I caught
the baby to me, and I think I was
laughing and crying at once when I

heard a sound behind me.
I turned swiftly. There, close by the

head of the crib, stood Ralph. He was
smiling—a small, questioning, puzzled
half smile. And what he said was,
"So this is your secret, Francie."

I slid the baby back under the covers,
and stood up quickly. "Ralph, I

—

"

The smile was full now, and tender.
"I could make some excuse about hav-
ing left my gloves here, or something
like that, Francie. But I'll tell you the
truth—I left part of my heart here and
I've come back for it."

"Ralph—" His name seemed to be
the only thing I could say.
He took my hand and led rne across

the room to the davenport. "Sit down
here beside me, Francie," he said gen-
tly, "and tell me all about it. I've
known, ever since I came, home, that
there was something behind your
laughter and your gaiety—something
sober and withheld. You didn't seem
to want to tell me, but after I left to-
night I knew that I couldn't go with-
out knowing, and without offering my-
self, however poor a substitute, to fill

the emptiness I knew was in your
heart. So will you tell me about it,

Francie?"

CTRANGELY, it was easy to tell. Not^ at first—not as I started—because
for so long I had been keeping my
memories inside, buried deep, treasur-
ing them as a miser does his gold, that
it was almost painful trying to bring
them into the light. But with Ralph's
direct, steady eyes looking into mine,
and his warm, strong hand closed
around mine, it became easier and
easier. And strangely, as I talked, I

realized for the first time that my
memories were happy things. I could
bring them out and face them, and I

discovered that sharing them with Ralph
could in itself be a queer, tender kind
of happiness. All of the things I had felt

—the little things I had thought that I

would never tell anyone—I could tell

Ralph. And the telling cleansed my
heart of the remnants of bitterness, of
feeling cheated, and left behind only
the wonderful memory enshrined there.
Ralph was kind enough not to ask

questions, not to ask me why I had
tried to deceive him, why I had kept
my secret to myself. Or perhaps it

wasn't just kindness—perhaps he, with
his warm understanding, had no need
to ask.

He only said, "Now that I know, I

feel safer, Francie. Safe enough to ask
you to wait for me. You see, I was
afraid—I had seen so much and learned
so much about living, since I'd left

you."
"You were afraid that I could never

catch up to you, Ralph?"
"No—that I could never go back to

you, never be young enough again,"
he told me gravely. And then he
opened his arms to me, and I came into
them, not creeping there for shelter,

but going proudly to my love, know-
ing at last that the world does not stand
still—even for grief. Knowing that to-
night Ralph would go away, but that
he would come back to me. And find
me here waiting for him.



Planning to the Point

Continued from page 50

300,000 tons above last year; manpower
shortage in sugar cane fields and re-
fineries; limited shipping space for
importing sugar, which must remain
limited because it is needed for war
material.
As to the important reason why ration

stamps were cancelled without warn-
ing, that had to be done to keep people
who had an accumulation of unused
points from buying produce to the limit
of those points. If that had been per-
mitted, dealers' stocks might have been
so depleted that there would have been
nothing left for the consumers who
were depending on current stamps to
supply their needs.

Figures and statistics and explana-
tions are all very well, and, you may
say, you're more than willing to co-
operate by buying only at ceiling prices
and by never making a purchase of
rationed goods except in exchange for
ration points—but you'd like a little

help in feeding your family interest-

ing and nutritious meals! Can it be
done, in these days of shortages? Yes,
it can. It takes more time and more
planning than it ever did before, but
meals can still be attractive to the eye
and palate. You simply have to elimi-
nate the words "I can't" from your vo-
cabulary entirely, and use "I'll substi-
tute" instead. Scour the cookbooks and
the magazines for new ways to prepare
fish and eggs and the few remaining
unrationed meats.

I have worked out a week's menus
by which a family of four can be fed—well fed—on the points now avail-
able. On the assumption that many of
you prepare lunch boxes for noontime
meals, I have indicated sandwiches for
lunch; make them with whole grain
bread for added nutrition. Add more
eggs for breakfast for those whose
work requires extra energy, and save
time and energy for yourself by pre-
paring enough dinnertime dessert to
be served at lunch the following day.

Breakfast Dinner Supper

Sunday grapefruit
corn muffins

—

marmalade
baked eggs—beverage
(the ideal beverage for

all children's meals is
milk)

roast loin of pork or
boiled beef with
horse radish sauce

mashed potatoes (sweet
or white) — cauli-
flower

escarole salad

—

apple pie

waffles with broiled
jowl bacon

gelatin dessert
beverage

Breakfast Lunch Dinner

Monday tangerines
cornflakes with top
milk

toast—soft-cooked egg
beverage

tomato soup
peanut butter
sandwiches

gelatin dessert
beverage

tongue — new potatoes
steamed cabbage
celery and carrot sticks
cornstarch pudding
beverage

Tuesday orange juice
oatmeal with top milk
toast—beverage

mixed vegetable juice
tongue sandwiches
cornstarch pudding

—

beverage

barbecued pork or beef
slices (from Sunday's
roast)

scalloped potatoes
baked squash sliced

(or cold canned
tomatoes) hot ginger-
bread—beverage

Wednesday grapefruit
puffed cereal with top
milk

scrambled eggs—toast
beverage

tomato juice
cream cheese
sandwiches

gingerbread

—

beverage

broiled liver and jowl
bacon

steamed rice—spinach
cole slaw—beverage
sliced bananas

Thursday orange juice
cooked wheat cereal

—

top milk
toast—beverage

mixed vegetable juice
ground liver sandwich
banana or tangerine
beverage

stuffed breast of lamb
(or veal)—roast pan-
browned potatoes
and onions

string beans
baked apple
beverage

Friday grapefruit
bran flakes 'with top
milk

French toast—beverage

tomato juice
chopped egg and green
pepper sandwiches

baked apple—beverage

broiled mackerel
hashed brown potatoes
creamed carrots
cabbage and apple
salad—beverage
chocolate pudding

Saturday tangerines
pancakes with maple
syrup

beverage

tomato juice
pea soup with hard-
cooked egg slices—
crackers—beverage

—

chocolate pudding

lamb (or veal) pie
(use leftover roast
from Thursday's
dinner)

tossed green salad
gingerbread— beverage

Total red points for week: Total blue points
3y2 lbs. pork loin (end cuts) or 2 cans vegetable
31/2 lbs. boneless beef chuck 14 2 cans tomato ju
1 lb. beef liver 4 1 can tomatoes

.
.

1 lb. margarine 2

y2 lb. cream cheese 3
1/4 lb. butter 6

~~
29

for week:

ice 20
10

50

If you need a larger roast for Sunday, plan to serve patties made of ground
pork liver, point free, in place of rationed beef liver, to gain 4 points.
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Surrender
Continued from page 23

ground against which to present my-
self to the handsomer, more attractive
men I'd already seen here.

"Yes, I'm number seventeen—Shel-
ley Drake," I said, getting to my feet,

smiling up at him from long habit of
being charming to men.
He grinned at me. "I've taken pot

luck before, and not minded," he told
me. "But you look to me like a girl

who's always had things her way, so
perhaps you won't like this as much as
I will."

There! He, the first of the guests
here I'd spoken to, had, without ques-
tion, taken me for the kind of person
accustomed to places like Stonewall
Inn, to fun and resort life and all the
things I'd read about. I warmed to
him.

"Don't worry about me," I smiled.
"I'll have fun—I always do."
He nodded. "I suspect you do, Shel-

ley Drake. Well, how shall we spend
our time tonight together?"
Somehow, his manner was more

amused than nattering, and that an-
noyed me a little. After all, he might
have drawn a fright, or a grandmother
—there were plenty of both around.
Every other man who had stopped to
compare cards with me had had eager-
ness in his eyes and then regret, when
our numbers didn't tally.

"I'd better tell you my name—I'm
Mike Torrey. And would you like
something to drink?"

HE gave me, somehow, a feeling as if

he were a small boy who had been
sent to a party and given strict instruc-
tions by his mother to behave like a
little gentleman. I opened my lips to

say that I didn't drink. My dress had
been made for dancing, and I wanted
to stay in the ballroom and whirl about
the floor—to see and to be seen. But at

that moment, Mike Torrey smiled. That
was little-boy, too—a little boy who's
awfully afraid people aren't going to
like him. To my amazement I heard
myself saying, "I'd love some lemon-
ade."
Over his beer and my lemonade,

Mike and I got acquainted. He told me
about his work with planes and en-
gines—"I'm not an engineer, under-
stand. No degrees, or anything like
that. I'm just a worker." And I took
my first opportunity to try out my
story about wanting to get away for a
while, and be quiet, and not see my
friends.
After a while I suggested that we

dance, but Mike shook his head. "I
can't," he confessed. "Not a single step.

Never had time to learn, I guess. I'm
not much help to a girl who wants to
have a good time." There was no
apology in his tone, but I thought there
was a hint of ruefulness as he added,
"As you can probably see. I knew I'd

be a disappointment to you the mo-
ment I saw you. You belong in a place
like this. I don't. I came here by
accident, through a friend." His eyes
narrowed teasingly. "But buck up,
Shelley. Your ordeal will be over by
midnight."
A perverse mischief stirred in me,

a desire to shake the amusement out of
this man's eyes, to stir in him some
feeling for me other than his obvious
one of being interested in an attractive
child.

"It's not so very long until mid-



night," I reminded him. "And there's
a moon outside. Looking at the moon
with a pretty girl doesn't require any
previous training or talent."

I had a disturbed feeling, for a mo-
ment, that Mike was seeing right
through me. Then he smiled faintly,
and rose, his eyes resting briefly on my
bare throat and arms. "I'll wait while
you get your wrap," was all he said.

The back porch of the Inn, looking
out over the golf course and the lake
beyond, was deserted. We stood at the
railing, gazing into the star-studded
blackness. I felt as if I had never
known before exactly how wonderful,
how breathtaking the beauty of the
night could be—and that was strange,
because I was sharing it with a man
who meant nothing to me.
That moment of loveliness was

broken by Mike's voice, sounding a
little wistful—or was that only my
imagination?

"I know what is expected of me,
now, Shelley," he whispered, "only I'm
afraid I'm not much good at it."

"Good at what, Mike?"
"At this—at flirting, and kissing

pretty girls in the darkness under the
stars. That's supposed to be my next
move, isn't it? I guess I don't know
how to plajr, Shelley, that's all."

Something outside my own \ olition

moved me closer to him. "Would you
like to know how, Mike? No matter
how hard a man works, he ought to
play sometimes, too. I could teach you."
My voice sounded strangely warm,
persuasive, in my own ears. I felt as
if Mike and I had been suddenly ma-
rooned, quite alone, in a new, dark,
intimate universe. Then I shook my-
self impatiently—what was the matter
with me, anyway?

lyflKE'S low, rich laugh sounded close
-L™-'- to my ear. "I'll bet you could teach
me how to play at that, Shelley—you
look as if you'd devoted your life to
nothing else. But there isn't time

—

it's very close to midnight, and our
evening together is nearly over."
Suddenly I sensed the incredibly

powerful masculinity housed in Mike's
compact body. He might be unglamor-
ous, but he was more man than any-
one I had ever known. Not what I

wanted for always, at all, but an
impelling challenge for now. Almost
like a battle to be fought and won . . .

or lost.

"It doesn't have to end at midnight,"
I said softly, turning to face him.
"Would you like to learn how to play,
Mike? Give me just one week, and
I'll teach you—I'll guarantee to teach
you how to enjoy life. I'm not your
kind of woman—you're not my kind of
man. We'd have nothing to hamper
us—no need to ask about pasts or
dream of futures. Just a week out
of each of our lives . .

."

I knew, without being able to see,

that he was shaking his head slowly.
"It would be something to remember,"
he said at last, "but we could get too
involved. We might remember too

I
well. It might hurt."

I laughed. "I won't let us get too
involved. Don't worry about that,
Mike."

"I don't—"
"Afraid, Mike?"
He laughed with me then. "No one

says that to Mike Torrey and gets away
with it, Shelley. All right—it's a bar-
gain. Seven of my days belong to you,
and seven of yours to me, and after
that it's all over, and no questions
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asked. Is it a bargain, Shelley?"
I held out my hand in the darkness.

"It's a bargain." But he didn't see it,

or perhaps he purposely ignored it, as
he moved closer to me.

He's goin$ to kiss me, I thought. Now
he's going to kiss me . . .

But he didn't. He only closed his
hands, hard, on my shoulders for a
moment, and then turned and walked
into the Inn, leaving me to follow him.
That night, as I pulled my lovely

pink dress off over my head—the dress
that I had meant to be seen in, and
which had hardly been seen at all—

I

called myself all sorts of a fool. What
had I been thinking of, to make such
a bargain with Mike—to give up to
him half of my precious, longed-for
vacation? A man like Mike, ordinary
as a man can be. He had none of
Howard's looks or smoothness; he
couldn't be compared to some of the
other men—officers, some of them

—

that I'd seen in the ballroom. You
must be crazy, Shelley, I told myself.
You must have lost your mind. It was
the night, and the stars, and the magic!
Two weeks is such a short time in
which to find your happiness and now
you're planning to throw one of those
precious weeks away, waste it on a
man who means nothing to you, and
never could!

I woke the next morning with a firm
determination to call off the bargain
with Mike at breakfast—we were to
meet on the terrace at nine. I dressed
and went down to find him waiting for
me, looking freshly-scrubbed and
eager, and once again like a small boy
on his best behavior.

WE ordered breakfast, and I looked
around the room. Shorn of the

splendor of evening clothes, and under
the less merciful light of the sun, the
other men in the room did not look
nearly as attractive to me, somehow, as
they had last night. There was the
Army Captain I had admired, for in-
stance—he looked quite grim and for-
bidding, and beside him was a girl who
was obviously his teen-aged daughter!
And the tall, very blond man who had
said something most gallant when he
found that his number, last night, did
not match mine—this morning he
looked a little too smooth, too obvious-
ly, studiedly charming ... I turned
back to Mike, and smiled at him. His
answering grin made me feel sud-
denly warm and very much alive.

Somehow I forgot all about telling him
that our bargain was off.

I don't know when it happened. Per-
haps it was that very morning, at
breakfast. Or that night, when we
drifted across the path the moon made
on the lake, Mike's paddle sending the
canoe deftly down that silvery ribbon
of light. Or the next morning, when
we walked miles over the hills, or the
afternoon, when, kept inside by a
shower, we played childish games with
other guests in the lounge. Or perhaps
it was the evening of that day—an-
other star-hung night of black magic

—

when first Mike kissed me. But some-
how, sometime during that week in
which Mike's time was mine, and mine
his, I fell in love.

Yes, I think it was when he kissed
me—laughingly, playfully at first, say-
ing, "See how I'm learning? I know
what to do with a girl under the stars,

now!"—and then, with his laughter
stilled by the first meeting of lips,

kissing me again and again, with a
compelling, demanding eagerness.



I lay still against his shoulder, spent
and shaken and a little shocked. Not
because Mike had kissed me, but be-
cause of the moving answer to his
kisses that I felt rising like a tide to
overwhelm me, making me repeat his
name, softly, wonderingly, in the tone
which only lovers use—the tone which
had never been in my voice before.
His voice crossed mine sha.rply, eras-

ing the little words as if they'd never
been. "Shelley—I'm sorry. Shouldn't
have done that, I guess. I forgot for a
moment that we were playing a game."
Once again he turned and strode

swiftly away from me, but this time,
when I followed, he was not waiting
in the safety of the magic-dispelling
light inside. I made my way, fright-
ened and troubled, to my room.
This wasn't the way I'd wanted love

to come to me. My love was to have
been handsome, and romantic, like

—

why, like Howard! I knew, at last, that
love was not a dream, but a reality,
something which you did not choose,
but something which was thrust, full-
born, upon you. Love might look like
Howard, but oh, love felt like Mike,
and that, from that very moment on,
was all I wanted in the whole wide
world.
When I tell Howard the way things

are, he'll be glad for me and under-
stand, I told myself as I drifted off to
sleep. I drew an imaginary circle
about me, and brushed outside its

margin as unworthy and time-wasting
everything and anything in the world
that didn't concern Mike and me. I
was in love, at last, and Mike was my
world.
There was just one factor I didn't

count on. Mike, himself.
His phone called wakened me early

in the morning.

"CHELLEY, can you come down and^ have breakfast with me right
away? I—I want to talk to you."

"Of course I can, Mike—give me ten
minutes to shower and get dressed. I'll

meet you on the terrace." I almost sang
the words. Why, it was only seven in
the morning—here, except for those
who were going to ride or play golf, no
one had breakfast until nine, or later.
Obviously, his thoughts all night had
been of me, as mine had been of him.
He couldn't wait—he had to see me.

Couldn't wait . . . had to see me . . .

going to tell me that he loves me! My
heart made a tune of it as I flew into
my clothes, cried hurry, hurry, hurry!
to the slowness of the elevator.

This morning Mike, waiting at our
accustomed table, didn't look quite so
bright, quite so neat, quite so gaily
ready for what the day might bring as
he had on other mornings. He stood
up, pulled out my chair, and then,
without sitting down, he blurted,
"Shelley, I'm leaving on the nine
o'clock. I've got to get back to town.
Something—something's come up."
"But Mike—Mike, you can't! What

about—"
"What about our play-for-a-week'

bargain, Shelley? I'll have to call it

off. And besides—I think I've learned
as much as it's safe for me to know
about having fun, Shelley. I'm just not
that kind of person. Simple things, and
working hard are what I was meant
for, and those are the things I really
love. You'll have to understand that."
He sat down then, and there was

silence, like a wall, between us.
"I—I guess I don't want any break-

fast, after all," he said, at last. "I hate
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goodbyes, so let's not even say the
word, Shelley. I'll be going now."

I put out my hand, caught his arm
to stay him.
"Mike—last night I thought—"
He smiled. "Last night? That was

—

last night, Shelley. All over and done
with. Tonight's another night, and
maybe you'll find yourself a good-
looking dancing partner, now thatHI
be out of your way."

I couldn't bear it any longer. I had
to say it. "Mike—Mike, I love you.
You can't just go away!" It was only
a whisper, but he heard it.

And he laughed at me. "Shelley!
Oh, Shelley, I'll wager you've said that
a hundred different times to as many
men!"
"That not true!"
He sobered. "Tell me something,

Shelley. I know that we decided not
to tell each other about pasts, or dream
of futures. Remember? But I want
to know this—isn't there a man at
home, someone who thinks you love
him? There's always a man waiting
for a girl like you. Tell me, Shelley

—

and don't lie to me."
And I couldn't lie to him. Nor could

I look at him, as I said, "I—I'm engaged
to a man named Howard Simms, Mike.
But—but it doesn't mean anything. I

never loved him! I
—

"

'T'HE old amusement was back in
*• Mike's eyes as he stood up to go. He
leaned forward swiftly, and patted my
cheek—a gesture one might make
toward a pretty child one saw along
the street. "You're engaged to him,
but it doesn't mean anything. You
never loved him, eh, Shelley? ©h,
child—even you must be able to see
why I don't want to play your game of
make-believe any more. I want to get
back to my job. You'll forget me so
easily, and I—I'll forget you, too. I

must have been crazy for a minute on
the poreh last night—I thought I was
falling in love with you. Why, I could
no more fall in love with you than I

could with my own little daughter. In
some ways, you're more of a child than
she is, Shelley."
One word stood out of all that.

"Daughter, Mike?"
"I have three children, Shelley. Their

mother died when they were little, and
I've been busy being both mother and
father ever since. So you can see why
I haven't had much time to play."

I stared at him, incredulous. Some-
how I had never thought of Mike as
having any ties at all—Mike, big and
fresh and gay, free as the wind; that's

the . way I'd thought of him, subcon-
sciously. But Mike, surrounded by
children, being a father, wiping noses,
helping with homework—

!

Mike laughed again. "You don't like

the idea of that, do you Shelley? Well,
it was your plan—your plan that we
shouldn't ask about pasts or dream of
futures." His face softened. "Never
mind, child—you'll stay on here and
have yourself a good time, and forget
about the whole thing in a week. So
long, Shelley—and good luck!"
He turned then and walked swiftly

out of the dining room, without look-
ing back. After a moment, I felt myself
get to my feet and follow blindly after
him. My brain was numb, and all I

knew was that Mike was gone, and that
everything was wrong . . .

I sat by the window in my room all

that morning, trying to make myself
think. But my head was empty. All
I knew was that I couldn't possibly stay



at Stonewall Inn any longer—I had
to get away. To get home.
That afternoon in the train, the

numbness faded. I knew that I couldn't
just sit, at home, as I had sat this morn-
ing in the Inn. Not for the rest of my
life could I sit, and look out of the win-
dow, and dream of something that
might have been, and never would be.

I suppose it was a defense of some
kind—my mind finding something to
busy itself with, my heart finding anger
to fill the vast emptiness where happi-
ness had been, but I soon found myself
storming at Mike. It was, after all, his
fault. He was a man—a man who was
supposed to know and understand the
world! He must' have realized that our
little game of make-believe wouldn't
work. And why had he kissed me like
that? Why had he kissed me so that
his lips still burned on mine when I

thought of him?
Howard, some small voice inside me

said, wouldn't have done a thing like
that to me. Howard was kindness it-

self, and consideration, and thought-
fulness. Howard was—oh, Howard was
everything but love! Howard, who
was waiting at home now, for my an-
swer. Well, then, I'd give it to him.
Tonight—tonight I'd name, at last, the
day when we'd be married. I'd go
back and bask in Howard's attentions
and flattery and kindness. I'd warm
myself with them, a cloak around me
to shelter me from the bitter memory
of Mike. With Howard, I'd be safe.
Nothing like this would ever happen
to me again . . .

I
CALLED Howard as soon as I got
back in town. He sounded a little

cold—still angry, I told myself, because
I had gone away. But he'd soon forget
that when I said that I was ready to
marry him. Yes, he told me, he'd be
over right after work. And so I forced
myself to unpack and take a shower, to
fill in the time until he arrived.
When he came in, he kissed me light-

ly and asked, "Have a good time, Shel-
ley?" That wasn't what I wanted at
all—I wanted to be told how much I

had been missed, how much I was
loved. I needed that. But he walked
up and down the room instead, a cigar-
ette unnoticed in his hand, a little

frown drawing his black brows to-
gether.
At last he stopped in front of me.

"Let's not talk about what you did up
there, Shelley, or how you feel now, or
anything like that—let's talk about
something important. Let's talk about
you and me. I've something to say to
you, Shelley!"
Now it was coming Now he'd ask

me once again to set a date for our
marriage—and I would.

*'I should have said this long ago,
Shelley. I guess I just didn't have the
strength of mind. But while you've
been away I've had a chance to think,
unhampered by seeing you every day.
And I've stopped evading in my mind
the knowledge that you don't love me
—and never will. And I can't let this
go on any longer—heaven knows I've
been a puppy dog, following you
around and wagging my tail when you
consented to pat me, long enough. I'm
a man, and it's about time I learned
to act like one, if I'm ever going to."

My lips opened—and closed sound-
lessly. What could I say?
His words took on heat; his eyes

seemed to pin me down. "You've kept
me tied to you because it suited you,
not because you cared. Perhaps some-
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day you'll find a man you love better
than you love yourself, but I'm not
that man." He was quiet a moment.
Then, "I'm going now, Shelley. I don't
want to fight with you, and if I stay
we'll both say things we'll be sorry
about afterwords. Shelley—I say, I'm
going now."

I shook myself into replying. "Good-
bye," was what I said, and how utterly
a fitting period to our relationship it

must have sounded to him—as false
and as inadequate as that relationship
had been!

I heard the door close gently behind
him, and he was gone.

All of my life, when something had
seemed distasteful to me, I simply
hadn't thought of it. But that didn't
work now. Neither was my mind numb,
as it had been this morning, making
thought impossible. Shadows swal-
lowed up the twilight, and it was night;
night stretched its endless, dreary
length until morning, and still I sat
where I was, thinking, prying into
depths of my own heart and mind that
I had never explored before.

It was late,. I know, when I stopped
being sorry for myself, when I stopped
saying, I'm all alone now. I have no
one. No one loves me. I'm alone, alone!
It was very late when finally I found
myself saying, instead, I'm free now. I

have a clean slate to work on, and on
it I can sketch a life as foolish and as
worthless as the one I've been living,

or a life that I can be proud of, a life

I can take to Mike and offer him, and
not be ashamed!

YES, I faced myself for the first time,
there alone in the quiet and the dark

—faced the girl I had been, the silly

fairy princess who lived in a dream
world, with something like loathing.
Who was I, that I had kept myself
apart, that I had lifted my skirts clear
of the mud and grime of everyday liv-

ing? Who was I, that I had kept myself
so clean and beautiful, so carefully
protected from anything that was real
and honest and earthy—who had re-
fused to work as a nurse's aide, when
Mrs. Sheldon asked me to join her unit,

because it meant doing some dirty jobs,

who refused to go to war movies 'be-

cause they made me sick, who almost
fainted when the Red Cross represen-
tative came to the shop to make an-
pointments for blood donations, who
went two blocks out of her way coming
to work in the morning to avoid walk-
ing down a shabby slum street full of

underfed children? Who was I—who
was Shelley Drake, that she dared set

herself apart?
I knew, now, when dawn was grey-

ing the sky, who I wanted to be, at

least. I wanted to be a girl who was
worthy of the love of Mike Torrey—

a

girl who could face him, unafraid, and
say, Here I am—try me again!
That was months ago, months in

which I've learned so much, so ter-

ribly much! Months in which I've

spent my Saturdays at the hospital
where Mrs. Sheldon spends hers,

changing beds and bathing patients
and carrying dressings and food trays
and bedpans and taking temperatures
and counting pulses, and feeling as if

my fingers were on the pulse of life,

at last. Months in which I've served
endless cups of coffee and mountains
of sandwiches at the canteen. Months
during which I've given the Red Cross
two pints of blood and sent with •each

of them a prayer that it may save a
life. Months in which I've stopped



sewing for myself in my free time,
and begun a sewing class for working
girls, instead—girls who can donate
perhaps one night a week to making
clothes for kids like those in the two
blocks I used to avoid while going to
work. Months in which I've gone way
uptown sometimes and sat in the park
and watched, three children—Rita, and
Mike, and Butch—playing.
But these are all surface things. I

could have forced even the old Shelley
to do those things, perhaps. The real
triumph is in me. The real triumph is

that I like to do these things, that I
feel they are things not only that I
ought to do, but that I want to do be-
cause I ought to do them. The real
triumph is in turning Shelley Drake
from an arrogant, worse-than-useless
creature into a woman, with a real
woman's attributes of good faith and
humbleness and warmth.
There is only one thing more to tell—what happened to me yesterday.
Mike came looking for me.
He walked into the shop, and straight

back to the workrooms.
"Shelley," he said, very softly.
I looked up, and then carefully laid

down the doll I was working on, think-
ing irrelevantly that a few months ago
I would have jumped to my feet, send-
ing the fragile thing flying.

SHELLEY," he began again, "—be-
fore you say anything, let me say

this: I came looking for you because a
friend of mine happened to mention
that you were working as a nurse's aide
at the same hospital as she. And she
told me more about you—about the
other things you do, and where you
live, and that you work here, and earn
your living by it. And so I had to find
you, Shelley, and apologize, and tell

you that I must be a thick-headed fool
not to have seen through your little

game of make-believe, and known
what the real you, behind it, was like."
And that was how I knew, in a mir-

aculous, joyful burst of knowing, that
he loved me. You see, if he felt that
way about me, he must have been
thinking of me all this time, trying to
excuse me in his mind, trying to con-
vince himself that he had been wrong
—if he hadn't, he never would have
been convinced by a few off-hand re-
marks of some friend.
But I had to be honest—I had to have

the air between us clear before there
could be any thought of love. And so
I told him, "No, Mike—you weren't
wrong about me. You were so ter-
ribly right about me, in everything you
said and felt! I was the sort of girl
you thought me to be. But I'm not,
now. I'm different, Mike—please be-
lieve that I'm different!"
He came around the work table slow-

ly, and when I dared to look into his
eyes I saw that they were full of the
shy, small-boy excitement that had
been the first attractive thing I had
noticed in him.
Once again I felt his strong, supple

fingers biting into my shoulders. There
was no magic of a star-strewn night
now, but the greater, more compelling
force of reality.
"Mike—Mike, I've been so lonely, but

I didn't dare—

"

He shook his head. "Don't talk about
it. What you were doesn't matter

—

what you are shines out of your eyes.
Shelley—let's not talk of pasts. That
was our pact before, wasn't it? But
let's scrap the rest of the pact—let's
go ahead and dream of futures!"
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ing. No waiting to dry. Will not turn

gritty in jar.

So before you think of what dress

to wear . . . think of your Sweet Self

. . . use new, snowy-white Odorono
Cream Deodorant for instant, full,

long-lasting
protection.
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fine flavor.
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Until final Victory, you may not always find

this delicious gum at your dealer's. Our

fighting men are now getting most of if.
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TAKES ONLY 10 MINUTES
Whisk away grime, oil and hair

odor In 10 minutes with Minipoo
Dry Shampoo. Think of it — no
soap ... no rinsing ... no drying.

This fragrant powder leaves hair

soft, lustrous, delicately scented

...with wave or curls enhanced.
Ideal for the sick room. At drug
or department stores. inn
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Danger!

don't

cut

^Cuticle

CUTTING can be
painful—even dan-

gerous—leaves nails looking
rough and ugly ! Try Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover— see how
smooth and neat it keeps cuticle

!

Quickly it softens and loosens

dead cuticle, so you can wipe it

off. Wonderful, too, for cleaning

under nail tips and removing
stains. Only 100, or

35^ for the large size

(plus 20% Federal
Tax). Get Cutex Oily

Cuticle Remover
today.

CUTEX
OILY CUTICLE REMOVER

Sweet Guy
Continued from page 45

were shocked when they saw George's
car in our driveway the next morning,
but their horror turned to delight
when we showed them our wedding
rings.

"How nice," they said, and trotted
off to compete with the Associated
Press in getting the story out.
George and I shared our one day

honeymoon with the- Charm School,
and all the girls' dates, the neighbors,
and a round dozen photographers and
reporters.

"It doesn't matter," I said once more,
when someone remarked that it was
too bad we couldn't be alone, "he
hasn't even proposed to me yet." (The
letter came, by the way, two weeks
after George had gone back to camp.)
We're old married folks now

—

We celebrated our first wedding an-
niversary last December by buying a
beautiful ranch in Montana where,
after the war, we want to spend six
months a year, have a family and be
just people—not celebrities.

In the meantime, we are grateful
for what we have. George is stationed
near home now, and we can be to-
gether. We have a home of our own.
The Charm School was wonderful

—

but living with four girls can get a
little thick for any man, even an angel
like George.
The future looks rosy for the Mont-

gomerys—but we aren't rushing it. The
present isn't so bad.

For Now, For Always
Continued from, page 19

newsmonger, and that he had to know
everything about everything. Then I

laughed. "My vacation," I answered.
"Well, that's fine," said Joe vaguely.

Then, as we rode past the white frame
buildings of the village, he added, "Of
course, if you'd come a little earlier,
you'd have got in on all the excitement
around here. Did you know the Mc-
Winters girl?"

I admitted that I didn't. "Well," said
Joe with relish, "she ran away from
home a couple of months ago, with one
of the fellows who came from the city
for the early fishing. She was bold as
brass about it, too—got on the train
with him in broad daylight, and there
were some people in town charitable
enough to pass the word around that
there'd be a big, city wedding. Well—

"

Joe stifled a laugh, and paused dramati-
cally— "She came back last week, try-
ing to act like nothing had happened,
and all the while everybody in town
knew!"
Joe glanced at me once or twice, and

then, seeing that his news was to go
without comment, lapsed into disap-
pointed silence. Not until we neared
my brother's farm did he revive. "Bill's

already got company, you know," he
announced. "Young fellow name of
Elliott—he's got a medical discharge
from the Army and he's out here rest-
ing before he goes back to work."
With relief, I saw Bill's house ahead

of us. I'd had enough of Joe. I made
him stop the car by the lake, and then,
having paid him, I got out and carried
my suitcase up the hill to the house.
My spirits rose as I approached and
saw how bright and snug Bill's little

place was, shining white against the



emerald green of the trim lawn. At one
side, where the hill leveled off, were
the wire runways and the long, low
building for the chickens, a building as
well-kept as the house itself. "Cosy,"
I thought, as I let myself in on the
front porch. "Not the sort of place I'd

want for myself, of course." Privately,
I was a little scornful of the very secur-
ity and snugness of it. Security was all

very well for old people and invalids

—

or for ex-invalids, like Bill.

I left my suitcase in the living room
and tiptoed toward the kitchen, follow-
ing the scent of bacon and coffee, in-

tending to surprise Bill. Then, at the
kitchen door I stopped short. There
was Bill at the kitchen table, an older,

masculine replica of myself—and I

thought, as I always thought when I

saw him again after a separation, how
odd it was that we could have the same
dark hair, the same blue eyes and
pointed chins, and yet look so different.

And—there was Bill's guest.
Joe Henley had prepared me for a

guest, but he hadn't prepared me for
this tall, thin stranger with a mop of

unruly bright hair and a restless,

searching face. Even now, idling over
his coffee cup, deep in conversation
with Bill, he had a Took of unquiet.

I stood staring stupidly at him when
Bill looked up and saw me. "Kathy!"
he cried, jumping up. "Since when have
you started housebreaking?" He came
over to give me a hug and a resound-
ing kiss, and then he turned to his
friend. "Kathy, this is Deke Elliott. He
used to be in school with me. Perhaps
you've heard me talk of him—

"

I
SHOOK hands with Deke, smiling up
at him, thinking that although I

didn't remember Bill's mentioning him,
he was somehow familiar. I had seen
him sometime, somewhere. . . . And
then, because for some reason I couldn't
think of a word to say to him, I turned
to Bill. "Since when have you been too
busy talking to take a look about you?"

Bill grinned. "Gossip, Kathy. We were
going over a certain Miss McWinters—

"

"You haven't! Bill, you ought to be
ashamed!"
"Why?" he asked in surprise. "Have

you heard about it?"

"Yes, I have, from old Joe Henley.
And I'm surprised that you're no better
than he is! What business is it of yours
to tear that girl to pieces?"
Deke was grinning, and Bill said

indignantly, "See here, Kathy, no one's
tearing anyone to pieces. Janie's always
more or less asked to be talked about.
She's certainly not discreet—

"

"Perhaps she's being honest."
"Honest!"
"I mean it," I insisted. "Everyone has

to live according to his own nature
and his own conscience, Bill." I was
aware that Deke was looking from one
to the other of us with lively apprecia-
tion, and I sensed that his sympathies
were with me. His unspoken support
made me all the more positive. "If a
person does what is right for him, even
if his idea of right is different from
everyone else's, I don't see that it's your
privilege to say he's wrong. As long as
he doesn't hurt others—

"

Bill moaned. "My little sister," he
said to Deke, "likes to kid herself that
the world is as she wants it, not as it

is. She has a lot of advanced theories

—

and not the slightest idea of what she's
talking about. It comes of reading the
wrong books and keeping her nose to
the grindstone." He snouted and stood
up. "I'm going out to my chickens. They
make better sense. Coming, Deke?

Sandra found shopping

packed & plenty ofpunch...

CvUoU.

-But HOW-BOB p/ns kept her

ha/r styl/sh till lunch

!

• Why is a bobby pin? To hold your hair

—smoothly, firmly, invisibly. And that's

the way hold-bob bobby pins are made

:

for longer-lasting, springy power. Re-

member, only hold-bobs have those

small, round, invisible heads. Add satiny

finish and the rounded-for-safety ends

...and you have the advantages that

make hold-bobs America's favorites!

Look for, ask for, the hold-bob card.

HOLD-BOB
"The bobby pins that HOLD"
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Why Ugly Blemishes
respond to this medicated cream

Nurses among first

to discover this

effective skin aid

•Are ugly externally-caused pimples,
blemishes and other annoying skin
irritations spoiling your appearance?
If they are, get a jar of the Medicated
Skin Cream, Noxzema, and see how
quickly it can help your skin back to
normal soft smoothness. Nurseswere
among the first to discover how
Noxzema helps. That's because it's

a medicated formula; it not only
smooths and softens rough, dry skin,

but helps heal pimples and blemishes.*
Try Noxzema today! It's greaseless,

non-sticky. At all drug counters; 10c,

2 5c, 50c, $1 (plus tax). *externally-caused

NOXZEMA Scream

Yon can have *
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ta lemave

Cake

Overnight—you'll see and feel the difference! One
application will convince you ! Glover's famous
3-Way Medicinal Treatment leaves your hair softer, radi-
ant, sparklingly high-lighted, with added loveliness, no
matter what style hair-do you like best. Try all three
Glover's preparations—Glover's Mange Medicine, famous
6ince 1876—GLO-VER Beauty Shampoo—Glover's Impe-
rial Hair Dress! Try them separately, or in one com-
plete treatment. Ask at any Drug Store, today!
TRIAL SIZE—Send Coupon for all three products- in
liermetically-sealed bottles, packed in special carton, com-

plete instructions for
3-Way Overnight
treatment. useful
FREE booklet. "The
Scientific Care of
Scalp and Hair."

Apply with massage,
for DANDRUFF.
ANNOYING SCALP
and EXCESSIVE
FALLING HAIR.

G L O V E R'S
Glover's, 101 W. 31st St., Dept. 554, New York I, N. Y.

Send "Complete Trial Application" in three hermeti-
cally-sealed bottles, with informative booklet, as adver-
tised in plain wrapper by return mail. 1 enclose 25c.
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Makeup

Fragrant Starlet Facial Pads—saturated

with an especially formulated lotion

—

quickly and easily remove cake make-

up and all other kinds of makeup . . s

leave skin cool and refreshed. Here's

a "One Minute Facial Pad" ready in-

stantly to provide you with a smooth

base for your new makeup.

100 PADS TO A JAR—WITH
PLASTIC PURSE-SIZE COMPACT

Purse-size compact holds about a

dozen pads. . J arand Compact com-
plete—$1.00. Ask for Starlet Facial

Pads at your favorite department,

drug store or beauty shop.

PARFAIT SALES, CHICAGO 10
Exclusive Sales Agencyfor Parfait, Inc.
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Kathy, I suppose you'll want to get
yourself settled

—

"

They went out, and from the window
I watched them across the yard. Deke
looked back, and although he couldn't
have seen me through the screen, he
waved—a jaunty, sympathetic gesture,
like a salute. I put my hand to my
throat, felt my pulse beat with a new,
sweet excitement, with a recurrence of
the expectant feeling I'd had when I'd
got off the train. Deke Elliott—and then
I knew where I'd seen him before. I'd
seen him in my dreams. That is, I hadn't
pictured Deke himself, exactly, but I'd
imagined someone like him, someone
who would fit into the bright, adven-
turous pattern of the life I wanted to
live—the dream-life that was exactly
the opposite of my every-day existence.
As Bill had said, I had my nose to

the grindstone—only in my case the
grindstone was a set of ledgers back in
the city, in the office where I was head
bookkeeper. My father had died when
I was just starting school, and from
that time on I had been Mother's right
hand man. Bill's health was poor,
most of his childhood was spent in
sick-bed, and all of the tasks, the er-
rands and the delivering of orders that
otherwise would have been his, fell to
me. Mother died the year after I'd fin-

ished high school, and the little estate
she had left had to go to take care of
Bill. He was more unhappy over my
lost opportunities than I was. I was
used to substituting the things I had to
do for the things I wanted to do; ex-
changing school and dates and dances
for a job and for helping Bill with les-
sons he'd missed in periods of illness
seemed almost the natural course to me.
I was used to work, and I worked well
—when Bill finished high school, I was
able to send him to college, and then,
when the doctors ordered him to the
country for his health, I helped buy
the farm.

I wasn't discontented. Still, I couldn't
help dreaming of a colorful, adven-
turous life, dreaming of a man who
would be exciting and different from
the men I saw every day ... a man
like Deke, I thought now. I knew, with-
out being sure how I knew, that he was
different, and my own thudding heart
told me that he was exciting.

After I'd washed the breakfast dishes
and unpacked my suitcase, I changed
out of my travelling clothes into the
frivolous little playsuit with the flow-
ered dirndl skirt that I'd intended to
save for the late afternoons when work

TALKING TO YOU...!

The Superintendent of the Army
Nurse Corps says, "Not only do
we need 1 0,000 more nurses—we
must have them!" If you are a

registered nurse, if you are eligi-

ble for the Cadet Nurse Corps,

she's talking to you! Twenty
thousand cadet nurses must be

recruited before July; more
graduate nurses than ever before

must go overseas at once. Can
you know that, and not volun-

teer your vitally needed services?



was done. I applied fresh lipstick, and
sprayed cologne on my throat, and
patched a place on my thumb nail
where the polish had chipped. Then
I strolled out into the April sunshine.

I found Deke beside the chicken
house, cleaning a dismembered and
very dirty chick feeder. "Want to help?"
he suggested.

"No, thanks," I laughed. "I came out
to make my peace with Bill." But I

made no move to go on to Bill, who
was working in the farthest of the wire
runs, and Deke didn't seem anxious to
have me go.
"Do you always fight with him like

that?" he asked.
"Nearly always. He's got a chip on

his shoulder because I won't come out
here to live, where he can keep an eye
on me."
Deke chuckled; then he said serious-

ly. "I don't think that's his real point,
Kathy. From the way he's talked to
me, he's very proud of you—and very
grateful. I think he feels that it's his
turn to take care of you for a while."

"I know he does. But the point is, I

don't need taking care of. Besides, I've
been independent for so long that I

couldn't change now."
He threw back his head and laughed

long and heartily. "Kathy, you're won-
derful! You're not as old as all that,
and you just wait until the right
man comes along—you'll change fast
enough—

"

tTIS laughter faded at the look I gave" him. I was really angry, not only
because he was talking in Bill's best
elder-brother manner, but because he
was assaulting one of my pet theories.
"You're wrong," I said coolly. "I'd be
ashamed if I did change. A man ought
to mean more to a woman than a home
and security." And then it was my turn
to lower my eyes because Deke was
looking at me intently, and although I

couldn't read his expression, it made
me acutely aware of myself and of him
and of the little silence that fell be-
tween us, a surcharged silence, alive
and heavy with meaning.
"Perhaps I am wrong," he said final-

ly, softly. "Perhaps it's true the other
way around, too. Darn!" The slotted
front of the feeder creaked, and Deke
sat back, nursing a pinched finger.
"Sit down, Kathy, and show me how
to put this thing together, if you know.
I've done a lot of odd jobs, but I have
to admit I'm not too familiar with
poultry equipment—

"

I could cheerfully have smashed the
feeder. We had been very close to
something for a moment—a discovery,
a meaning—and now the moment was
gone past retrieving. Nevertheless, I

knelt beside Deke and showed him how
to assemble the metal parts so that the
water wouldn't mix with the dry feed,
and I seized the opportunity to learn
more about him. "What odd jobs?" I

asked.
"Oh—all sorts. From punching cows

to factory work. I used to run away
from home regularly when I was a kid,
and I guess I got the wanderlust."

I knew it, I thought triumphantly.
I'd sensed in him a restlessness, a
searching—something that made him
different from other men.

"It took the Army to settle me down,"
he went on. "I was in the Signal Corps,
and I got interested in radio—the tech-
nical end. And that's the work I'm
going to do, after my vacation is over."

I wasn't disappointed to learn that
he had settled down. It was right for
a man to decide sometime upon the

"m
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• Wake up dreary shelves with colorful Royledge
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STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the BogueUnit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
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—use as directed before going to bed—look for big im-
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COMPOUND brings needed
relief from asthmatic misery.
Write J. H. Guild Company,
Dept.Dll, Rupert, Vt., for Free
Sample. Cigarettes, only 50e.

Powder, 25* and $1.00 at nearly
all drug stores. Use only as di-

rected on package.

The Work

I Love
AND $25 to $35 A WEEK!

//

"I'm a TRAINED PRACTICAL
NURSE, and thankful to
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF
NURSING for training me.
at borne, in my spare
time, for this well-paid*
dignified work."
YOU can become a nurse, tool Thousands of men
and women, IS to 60, have studied this thorough,
bonie-study course. Lessons are easy to understand
and high school education not necessary. Many
earn as they learn—Mrs. H. W. of Mich, earned
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work he was interested in, the work
that would be right for him. I thought
him more wonderful than before, and
I was so happy that I had met him and
that we were going to be together

—

indefinitely, it seemed then—that I

couldn't think coherently. I gave a
little fluttering laugh and said, "You're
not having much of a vacation, clean-
ing chick feeders."

"Oh, but I am. My mother has a
summer place a few miles down the
lake, where there's no work at all to
be done. But I like this much better.
I am very glad I came."

COMETHING in the way he said the^ last words made me look up at him,
and then my heart failed utterly. Be-
cause the expression in his eyes matched
mine exactly—and my eyes were tell-

ing him that he was the only person
who mattered in all the world.

I knew then that Deke would love
me. Knew it in spite of what happened
immediately afterward, in spite of all

of the days that followed in which it

seemed that the look that passed be-
tween us that, morning, and the silent
admission and the wonder and the
longing, must have been a dream. A
bird chirped insistently in the trees
above us; a breeze, sweet with the soft
compulsion of spring, moved across
the grass, and Deke and I swayed to-
gether; in a moment I would know the
tender circle of his arms, the touch of
his hands, his lips.

And then Deke drew away. Or,
rather, he leaned forward and flicked
a bit of leaf from my shoulder—but it

was the same as if he'd drawn away.
And the light little smile he gave me
was a withdrawal, too. "You're catch-
ing things," he observed, and I stood

up hastily, brushing at my skirt as if

neatness were suddenly all-important.
"I know," I said, "I'm going back to
the house."

I ran back to the house, ran on
shaking legs, carrying a weight of
humiliation that was nothing com-
pared to the sick dismay that filled me.
Not until I was inside, way inside, in
the cool dimness of the little living-
room, did I stop and sit down and try
to sort my tumbled thoughts. Deke
had wanted to kiss me, not casually,
but in a way that would have com-
pleted the silent admission of his eyes.
But he hadn't, and I didn't know why.
It wasn't because we had met so short
a time ago or because Bill had been
working close by. In that magical mo-
ment neither Bill nor anything else
but me had mattered to Deke. And he
had known that I wanted him to kiss
me. . . .

My face flamed at the thought of how
much I'd wanted his kiss, how openly
I'd waited for it, and then a defensive
anger swept away my shame. It

wouldn't happen again, I promised my-
self. He wouldn't see the invitation in
my eyes again, wouldn't see my heart
laid open like a book for him to read.
A little later, when Bill came in, I

had a homely and serviceable apron
tied around my playsuit, and I was busy
getting lunch. He gave me a sidelong
look and asked casually, "How do you
like Deke?"

I replied as casually, "Very much."
"I thought you would, and I'm glad

you two hit it off. Of all the fellows I

knew at school, Deke is the one whose
friendship I value most. He was very
popular with girls, too—not that it ever
did any of them any good."
"What on earth do you mean—never?"

Bill grinned. "I never knew him to
take the same girl out twice. The other
fellows had their crushes and their
heartaches, but not Deke. He was the
man of the world the rest of us would
have liked to be."

I couldn't help feeling a little twinge
of satisfaction at hearing that Deke
had never cared a great deal for a girl.

Then I made myself think harshly,
"He's spoiled. He's afraid I'll make a
fuss over him, as other girls did. That's
why he acted as he did this morning.
Well, he'll see." Aloud I said lightly,
"Are you trying to warn me against
falling in love with him, Bill?"

Bill laughed. "Maybe I was, but I

guess it isn't necessary. I might have
known you wouldn't get all soft and
sentimental. But I do want you to be
friends."
"We will," I promised.

AND that's what Deke and I were in
l the days that followed—good

friends and good company. We went
fishing, and we drove into town to de-
liver eggs and to pick up supplies, and
we worked in the vegetable garden

—

and there was never a word or a glance
between us that Bill could have called
soft or sentimental. We joked a great
deal, and we laughed a lot, and we
talked about everything under the sun
including ourselves, but never of our-
selves in relation to each other. Once
or twice Bill suggested that Deke take
me into town for a movie or dance, but
somehow we never got around to it.

Invariably, at the dinner table, the
three of us would get into a spirited ar-
gument that would last so far into the
evening that there was time only for
a game of checkers or a rubber of
three-handed bridge before we went to



bed. Bill was with us most of the time,
and in the hours when Deke and I were
alone together, out on the lake or dig-
ging in the garden, we were absorbed
in the work at hand, with the com-
panionable indifference to each other
of two small boys at play.
Or so our relationship appeared on

the surface. On the surface it flowed
as smoothly and as brightly as a little

stream in the sunlight; underneath was
a deeper, stronger current that drew
us inexorably together. We were both
aware of it, and we both tried to
ignore it.

AT FIRST, I believed that I only im-
•** agined that Deke's thoughts were
upon me as intensely as mine were
upon him. Then as the days went by,

I was sure. In the late afternoons on
the lake, when the water had stilled

to dark glass in the sunset, Deke's re-
flection would be mirror-clear in the
water, and I could see that he was
watching not the bobber on his line,

but me. His head turned after me
whenever I left the room; in the most
casual conversation he kept Bill from
interrupting me, as if every word I

said were important.
They were little indications, but un-

mistakable, and at each one my heart
would skip a beat, and my mind would
race ahead, measuring the time left to

me. There were seven days left of my
vacation, then six, and five, and four

—

and I told myself desperately that
surely Deke would not let me go back
to town without as much as a word
about seeing me again, that something
must happen to destroy the shell of in-
difference each of us had built up
against the other.

In the end it was Bill who did it. un-

intentionally and indirectly. On the
second Friday of my vacation, he came
stamping into the house shortly after
noon. "Where's Deke?" he demanded.

"Out fishing," I replied.
"I might have known," he said

glumly. "Just when I need him. Kathy,
do you suppose you could give the
chickens their four-o'clock feed today?
One of the Wyandotte hens is sick, and
I'd like to take her over to the Farm
College at Huntingdon to have them
check up on her. It looks like croup to
me, but I can't be sure, and it may be
something contagious."

I hardly heard what else he said; I

was absorbed in the thought of Deke
and me alone together, with the whole
evening stretching before us. "What
time will you be back?" I asked.

"It depends upon who is in attend-
ance at the laboratory. If it's someone
who knows me and my birds, I'll be
back late tonight. Otherwise, it may
not be until early tomorrow. But I'll

surely be here for the morning feed-
ing."

I had to smile at that. Bill's whole
life was regulated by the needs of his
flock. It was a privilege for me to be
allowed to feed them, even once, with-
out his supervision.
Deke commented upon it when he

came in from the lake that afternoon.
"I might have known it would take a
sick hen to get him away from the
place," he said. "Maybe you and I will
get to that dance after all, Kathy."

I nodded, but I didn't care whether
we went to the dance or not. The din-
ner table was set for two, with a spray
of lilac making a glowing purple con-
trast to the yellow linen cloth. The sun,
dipping westward over the lake, slanted
in through the front windows, pouring

liquid gold into the plain little living
room. All around us was the peace and
the stillness of the country at evening,
and I forgot that I'd once been a little

scornful of the cosiness and the quiet
of Bill's house. Like this, with Deke,
I would have been willing to stay there
forever.
Deke seemed to be as content as I

was. We talked very little during din-
ner, but there was no strain in our
silence; rather, it was the silence of
persons who know each other well and
who are so at ease with each other that
there is no need for speech. Afterward
Deke helped me with the dishes, and
then I sent him into the livingroom
while I tidied up the kitchen. When I

joined him, he was already comfort-
ably stretched out in the deep chair
beside the radio, his feet on the otto-
man. He sat up in almost comical
haste as I entered. "Ready to go out?"
he asked.

I waved him back. "Do you really
want to go?"

jVO," he said with relief. "Only I
II thought you might. How about
checkers?"
Agreeably I sat down opposite him.

Just then I had no more interest in
checkers than I had in dancing, but at
least we weren't in a crowd; we were
alone in the quiet evening, and the
moment must inevitably come when
the board would be forgotten and we
would begin to talk, to discover each
other.
But the moment didn't come. As with

everything else Deke and I did to-
gether, we became interested in the
checkers. One game led to the next,
with each of us trying to beat the other
conclusively, until, at the end of a
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long-drawn-out contest, I yawned. Im-
mediately, Deke closed the board.
"You're tired!" he exclaimed.

"I'm not," I protested, trying to

swallow my dismay. The evening
couldn't be over—not yet. But Deke
wouldn't listen to me. Insisting that
he'd kept me up too late, he went out
for a final round of the chicken yard.
There was nothing for me to do but go
to bed. I went to sleep dreaming of
the first day I'd met Deke, when we
had looked at each other with our de-
fenses down. It was the only way I

had of going to sleep these days.
Later, hours later it seemed, I was

awakened suddenly—by a sound, I

thought. I lay listening, thinking that
Bill must have come home, but every-
thing was quiet, and then I realized
what had roused me. It was the moon-
light. Never had I seen such moon-
light. It was diffused, like sunlight, so
that every object in my room was re-
vealed in clear, unreal whiteness. The
whole world seemed hushed at the
glory of it; not a bird called, not an
insect chirped; not a fish jumped;
there was movement only in the leaves
of the tree outside my window, and
they beckoned like gypsy fingers.

It was impossible to sleep. I put on a
playsuit and slippers and went quietly
through the house, drawn as if by a
magnet to the white world outside. I

opened the front door and stepped out
on the porch—and saw Deke sitting in
the swing.

"Couldn't you sleep, either, Kathy?"
he asked.

T%/|Y voice trembled. I don't know
J-" why; it seemed perfectly natural
that he should be up. "No," I said. "The
moon—

"

"I know. It's unearthly. You could
drown in it." The swing creaked as he
shifted. "Sit down, Kathy."

I took the place beside him—and
then I knew that I couldn't drown in
the' moonlight. Drowning is a slow,
stifling process— impossible, surely,
when your every nerve is alert and
tingling. We sat without speaking, our
shoulders barely touching, and in the
silence my heart began to pound so
loudly that I was sure Deke would
hear it. Then, with his eyes on the
silver splendor of the lake he said,

"It makes you wish you could think
thoughts big enough to match it, doesn't
it?"

I couldn't answer. He had expressed
so exactly what I was feeling that I

could only look at him in a kind of
dumb wonder. Our eyes met; then he
said, "Kathy " And his arms closed
around me, and all reason, all con-
scious thought was lost in the radiance
around us. When he put me from him,
my lips were bruised from his kisses,
and my whole being seemed to have
dissolved into waves of tumultuous,
exquisite happiness. "Kathy," he mur-
mured. "Kathy, darling—I didn't want
to fall in love with you."

I nestled my head on his shoulder
with a little laugh of utter joy. "I know
it," I said. What did it matter now?
He hadn't wanted to fall in love with
me, but he had. The miracle had hap-
pened, and my heart need never, never
again go empty.
His hands tightened on my arms, and

he held me, not closer, but a little

away from him. "Kathy," he repeated
sharply, "you've got to understand. I

didn't want to fall in love with you.
I—I wish I'd never met you. You see,
Kathy, I can't marry you."

I sat very still. It took a moment for
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his words to reach me, and then they
came with a shock—but without sur-
prise. You knew it, a voice within me
said. You knew that something like

this was coming. You knew from that
first day when Deke looked at you with
his heart in his eyes—and then turned
away. Perhaps you knew before you
ever met him. You've never had any-
thing you really wanted. How could
you expect to have Deke?

HIS voice was pleading. "Try to
understand, darling. I know that

what I'm going to say may sound crazy
to anyone who's never lived as I have—

-

but I just can't believe in marriage. My
mother and father loved each other as
much as two people possibly could, and
their whole life together was a failure.

They quarreled all the time; they sepa-
rated and came back together again;
they said things that you wouldn't be-
lieve one human being could say to
another, and all the love and happiness
they started out with became ugliness
and bitterness and hatred. Oh, Kathy.
I can't tell you what it was like, but
that's why I ran away from home so
often and why I was actually relieved—relieved, Kathy—when my father
died and left my mother free. I can't
recall twenty years of that with words,
or explain why I feel as I do about
marriage—

"

I shook my head, as if to say that he
didn't have to explain. I knew the ar-
guments his reason must have set up
against his conviction, and I knew how
reason must have failed in the face of
intensely personal experience. I wasn't
going to present him with the obvious
arguments now. I wasn't going to say
that one failure couldn't condemn all

marriages, and that his father and

mother might be different from Deke
and me. Deke himself must have gone
over these thoughts a hundred times,
and found them lacking.

I wanted to cry. My eyes smarted,
and I ached with tenderness and pity
for Deke—and with pity for myself. I
wanted to say something comforting
and understanding, but all I could do
was to gather him close in my arms, and
stroke his hair, and brush my lips
against his forehead. He rested against
me briefly; then he straightened.
"Don't darling," he said tightly. "Don't
you see that it isn't fair—not to me,
and most of all, not to you. I love you
so much, and want you so much—

"

"You have me." The words came of
their own volition, and they were the
flat, honest truth. I belonged to him
wholly. Never again would I be a com-
plete person without him.
He said nothing. He only looked at

me, and in his eyes was the brilliant,
searching expression I'd seen when I

first met him. "Kathy,' he said finally,
"did you mean what you said that first

day you came here—about a person
acting according to his own conscience,
regardless of what the world thought?"

I nodded stiffly. My throat was tight.
I knew then what lay ahead for us

—

and I couldn't turn back. There was a
bleak, sick feeling inside me, and the
judicial voice was saying, This is

your lot, Kathy Carter. Substitutes.
Makeshifts. You'll never have a whole
life with the man you love; you'll take
a half-one, or none at all.

"And did you mean what you said
about a man's meaning more than a
home and security to a woman?
They're important, Kathy; they mean
a great deal to most women. How can
you be sure?"

I'd found my voice now. I put my
hand over his. "I am sure," I said
quietly. "I'm not a child, Deke. I've
always provided my own security. I'm
used to taking care of myself. And,
Deke—without you, there's no meaning
in anything."
He was convinced. I saw it by the

light in his eyes, by the gentle, reverent
kiss he pressed upon my lips. "I'll be
your husband, dearest," he promised.
"I'll love you and cherish you . . .

Kathy—" He drew me to my feet, down
the porch steps to the breathless white-
ness of the world outside. "Will you
marry me here, darling, before God,
under His sky? There's moonlight for
your wedding gown, beloved, and the
bright arch of heaven for our altar.
The breeze will be our benediction, and
that silver path across the lake is the
road we'll travel together—

"

AND then, suddenly, everything was
f* all right. The judicial voice inside
me was stilled; the bleak, sick feeling
was gone, and in its place was rapture.
Why this was no compromise, no
substitute for what I wanted; this was
what I'd wanted all my life! This was
the adventure I'd dreamed of, the beau-
tiful recklessness, the bold traveling of
strange ways. There'd be no hum-
drum routine for a girl whose wedding
gown was moonlight and whose bridal
altar was the bright arch of heaven.
That was our wedding. I repeated

after Deke, "I, Kathy, take thee, Deke,
to be my wedded husband . .

." And
then, when we had exchanged our
vows, he held me close and whispered.
"Before God, Kathy, I'm your husband.
for as long as we want it that way.
It's better like this, isn't it, dearest?
We'll be together because we want to
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be together for as long as we are happy
with each other, and not because a law
says we must. This way, we know that
all the wonder and beauty of our love
cannot be spoiled, because we will stay
together as long as our love is beauti-
ful, and if there ever comes a time when
it is not, we can go our own ways, and
not be held together in bitterness. Oh,
believe me, darling, it's better this
way."
Suddenly he swept me into his arms

and carried me lightly across to the car.

I felt like a bride, carried over the
threshold of a new and wonderful life,

more excited, more sure of joy, than
any pride who is carried over the
threshold of her own new home.
Deke put me into the front seat of the

car, started to climb in beside me. Then,
"I'll only be a moment, honey," he
said, and turned and went swiftly back
to the house. In a moment he was back,
starting the car, turning it out through
the gate, down the road along the lake.

"I left a note for Bill," he explained.
"I said I'd been called back to town,
and that you decided to ride with me."
"Oh. Deke—where are we going?"
He was silent for a moment.
"I—I don't know—yes, I do, Kathy.

Mother's cottage—it's been opened, but
she isn't down yet. We'll go there."

I felt, momentarily, as if a cold wind
had blown swiftly across the warmth
of my happiness. "Deke—should we?"
He squeezed my hand. 'Ws all right,

darling. Of course it is—what better
place to go?"

'TVHE happiness flowed back as I re-
•*- turned the pressure o# his hand—but

it had not quite the quality of complete
abandon that it had had before. Deke
had told Bill we were going back to the
city. That was the first lie. There
would be others, always, after this.

Now, it didn't matter. But somehow,
back in the part of my mind that was
still functioning normally, in the cor-
ner of my heart that had not yet been
touched by the wonder of loving Deke,
I knew that it would—later, someday,
sometime.

I kept watching for the headlights of
Bill's truck, thinking that if he were to
meet us he would surely recognize
Deke's car. Not until we had gone
through Appleton and had turned back
to the lake again did I feel easy. Then
I told myself that I was happy, that I

was going to be happy, that I was go-
ing to be happy all the rest of my life.

There would be more drives like this,

with Deke holding my hand, my head
on his shoulder—more highways that
would lead us to the heaven of each
other's arms, to the completion and
affirmation of our love. And what we
were doing was right. It was right for
us, right in our own eyes, in our own
thoughts. That was all that mattered.
We turned into a driveway finally,

under a canopy of tall old trees. Deke
stopped the car under a rough wooden
portico and came round to help me out.
"We'll leave the car here," he said.
"It'll be all right for tonight." And
then he was opening a door and with
his arm around me, guiding, I was
stepping into blackness, and there was
the smell of closed rooms in my nos-
trils. I was in a stranger's house

—

Deke's mother's house.
"When did you say your mother was

coming out?" I asked.
"The first of the week—perhaps

Monday. But don't
We'll be out of here
I'll find a light—"

I blinked at the

worry, sweet,
by then. Wait,

brightness that



flooded the room. Deke walked around
opening windows. "Wait here," he said.

"I'll get our bags—

"

I stood in the center of the room,
turning slowly on my heel, looking
around me. There was a cottage
dresser against one wall, with willow-
ware plates on its rack. The wicker
furniture was simple and comfortable-
looking; in the corner was a divan
piled with cushions in bright, har-
monious colors. There were books
everywhere, and lamps beside the deep
chairs. Deke's mother, I thought, had
good taste. She liked simplicity and
comfort and cheerful things around
her. I would enjoy meeting her. . . .

And then it struck me that I wasn't
going to meet her—at least, not right
away. I was to be spirited out of here
by Monday, and all traces of my hav-
ing been here would be carefully ef-
faced—because I had no real right to
be here. And when I did meet her, it

would not be as Deke's wife.

AND at that my pride rebelled. All
/-*- at once everything that was wrong
with what we were doing came rush-
ing at me, and I began to remember
little things, hateful, shameful little

things—Joe Henley's cackling laugh
as he'd talked about Janie McWinters;
Bill's insisting that Janie had invited
the talk and the nasty prying and the
snickers. I had thought that that sort
of thing couldn't touch me, but I knew
now, when I envisioned the same con-
temptuous pity coming from Deke's
mother, should she learn about us, that
it could. I could not bear it. . . .

Deke came into the room, set our bags
down, crossed over to me. "Kathy," he
said huskily. His lips brushed mine,
settled to a hard and eager searching,

and all thought of his mother, and Bill,
and Joe Henley was swept away in a
flood of passionate tenderness. I could
face anything with Deke, for Deke. I

was ashamed of having worried over
petty humiliations.
"Kathy." Deke lifted his head. He

was smiling faintly, but his eyes -were
serious and a little frightened. "What's
wrong?"

I looked up at him blankly. "Wrong,
Deke?"

"Something's wrong. Your kisses
don't lie. They're sweet and warm and
tender—but the fire's gone. What's
happened to it, Kathy? Why don't you
want me?"
"But I do—" And then I stopped.

Because I was lying to him. I didn't
want him now—like this. I wanted to
want him, with my whole heart and
mind, but my body refused. My body
followed an instinct that was as old as
womankind, demanding all of the pro-
tection a man can give the woman he
loves—the complete protection Deke
could not give me.

I turned up my hands in a little help-
less gesture. "Deke—" And then the
words came, monotonously, without ex-
pression, almost without my will. "Bill
was right," I said. "I—I've been fool-
ing myself, Deke. I thought that the
world and conventions didn't matter to
me. But they do. I didn't realize it, but
I've been fooling myself—and you, too."
He didn't move, and I couldn't.

Neither could I find voice for another
word. In the silence between us I

heard the wind sigh in the trees out-
side. I couldn't bear to look at Deke,
at the little smile that lingered around
his mouth as if he had forgotten to re-
move it, at the stricken look in his eyes.
Then he said, "What—where can I

take you? I haven't gas enough to
reach the city."
Then I realized that I had no place

to go. We couldn't go back to the farm,
not when Bill might already be there, or
might come driving up at any moment.
It would be worse to register at the
little inn at Apple Lake, where every-
one knew me for Bill's sister. I mo-
tioned toward the divan. "Is it all
right if I stay here?"
"Of course," he said politely, stiffly.

"You'll find it made up with sheets and
things. It's—quite comfortable."

¥ NODDED wretchedly. After another
* long, considering silence, he turned
and went down the hall, taking his
suitcase with him.

I turned out the light and flung my-
self down on the divan, not bothering
to strip the cover off, not bothering to
undress. With my coat pulled around
me, I lay huddled against the cushions,
icy cold in the warm night, not daring
to breathe. If I so much as moved a
muscle, the sharp spear of misery that
was pressing against my chest would
pierce me and I would cry out, and
Deke would hear me. Where was he
now? How far away was his room?
Could he hear the smallest sound I

made?
I couldn't guess, and I clenched my

teeth, pressed my face into the pillows.
If I could hold out long enough, the
pain would go away, and then I

wouldn't feel anything at all. I'd never
feel anything again. . . . Then tears
rolled down my cheeks, and I was lost.

I swallowed a sob, and then I had to
lift my head, gasp for breath.

I heard Deke's step in the hall, and
I sat up quickly, tried to brush the
tears from my face. But he was already

How COLD WAVE YourHairatHome

Thanks to this amazing, new COLD WAVE discovery scientifically known as

"KURLIUM", you can give yourself a salon-type COLD WAVE in cool comfort

at home in 2 to 3 hours. The Charm-Kurl SUPREME COLD WAVE home kit contains

the same ingredients used by beauty shops giving cold waves costing up to $10.00.

$15.00 or more. Important, no fuss, no bother, no mixing. Most Important, in th^ee

quick steps your hair takes on exotic new beauty. Shimmering curls, enticing waves,

real hair glamour and beauty are yours . . . for only 98c,

NEW
SUPREME

Look for the beautiful 4-color blonde
head on the COLD WAVE home kit
you buy. It is your assurance dr re-
ceiving the genuine Charm-Kurl
SUPREME COLD WAVE because
Charm-Kurl is the only home cold
wave kit containing "KURLIUM"*.
Accept no substitute.

HOME

If you can comb your hair, you can give yourself a new Charm-Kuri

SUPREME COLD WAVE. Here's how easy it is I Simply shampoo your

hair, apply Charm-Kurl salon-type COLD WAVE solution containing

"KURLIUM"*, and in 2 to 3 hours set in the latest fashion. And best

of all, your new COLD WAVE will last months ond months. You'll find

it ideal for your children's hair, too. Get aKharm-Kurl SUPREME COLD
WAVE Kit today.

•'KURLIUM'—U.S. Registered 19 exclusive with Charm -Kurl

SUPREME.

COLD WAVE

IB*
Charm-Kurl SUPREME COLD WAVE Kits are for sale at Drug Stores, Dept. Stores, and

5c and 10c stores. Get a Charm-Kurl SUPREME COLD WAVE today.

Regular CHARM-KURL Home Permanent Wave Kits are available everywhere. 59c Complete.

Over 6,500,000 sold.

PLUS
14*

TAX

tr.tlif.-t and c\Hiii>let* •*

*
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Earn Sparetime Money and Get

Your Own DRESSES
CD C C AS A SALESrKCC BONUS

Here is a delightful, easy, spare time occupation for mar-
ried women {and a few ambitious single women) who will

welcome the opportunity to turn their idle hours into cash

—

and at the same time get their own personal dresses and
other wearing apparel FREE as a bonus, without paying
one single penny! Imagine showing your friends and
neighbors a vast, complete selection of newest, gorgeous
frocks for spring and summer—more than 100 styles, all

sizes, and scores of fabrics in the season's latest colors and
patterns! You know they'll be fascinated, especially when
you mention the AMAZINGLY LOW PRICES and the
PROMPT DELIVERY.

Us* Your Own Home os Headquarters

Many thousands of women, young and old, living in every
part of the United States, in big cities and in small towns,
are adding many welcome dollars to their incomes—and
earning their personal wardrobes—by the remarkable Har-
ford Frocks Plan. When your friends and neighbors see
the beauty of the styles, learn the LOW MONEY-SAVING
PRICES, see the COMPLETENESS of the selection and
the many dozens of styles they can pick from—they'll be
mighty happy to give you their orders. Not only do you
make a handsome cash commission on every order you take,
but you also earn generous credit towards your own per-
sonal dresses and other wearing apparel, and that's how
you can be "the :->est dressed woman in town" without lay-
ing out one single cent.

You Offer a COMPLETE Line of Wearing Apparel

Yes, more than 100 different dresses, all the very latest
styles—but in addition, the Harford Frocks line contains
hosiery, lingerie, sportswear, suits, coats, children's cloth-
ing, etc. Imagine giving your customers the opportunity
to select all their wearing apparel needs at money-saving
prices, in the comfort and privacy of their own homes with-
out tedious shopping, without using gasoline, without ex-
pending precious time! No wonder Harford Frocks sales-
peopl" everywhere are reporting phenomenal success!

Gorgeous Style
Presentation FREE

Just mail the coupon below and
attach a letter about yourself, for
the glorious presentation of Har-
rord Frocks styles ABSOLUTELY
FREE. No money to pay now or
any time. Get the fashion figures
Illustrated In full colors and the
scores of actual samples of the
fabrics—all FREE. Mail the cou-
pon NOW.

HARFORD FROCKS, INC.
Dept. j. 7, Cincinnati 25, OhioManinM;
g HARFORD FROCKS, INC

Dept. J-7, Cincinnati 25, Ohio

•<*«?
*>*
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start to earn money In spare time anil Bet my per-
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beside me, gathering me into his arms.
"Kathy, stop it. Stop crying, and listen

to me. What is there to cry about?
It's all my fault, Kathy—

"

I raised my head angrily—but I was
angry at myself, not at him. "You
know it isn't!" I cried. "Don't try to

salve it over, Deke. I couldn't live up
to the sort of person I wanted to be

—

Only—how can you be honest with
yourself if you're not honest with the-

world, too?"
I couldn't see his face, but his cheek

moved against mine in assent. "I—felt

something of that myself. When I

wrote the note to Bill. I could lie to

anyone else and not mind it, but Bill's

my best friend. I kept trying to think
our wedding justified it—but I guess I

was fooling myself, too."

"A wedding," I said bleakly out of
my new, bitter knowledge, "doesn't
make a marriage."

"1YT O" he said slowly, "I guess it doesn't.
** It takes time to make a marriage,
and living together, and working to-
gether. . . . Kathy, will you marry me

—

really, I mean? Legally?"
My heart stood still. Then it began

to beat again, unevenly, painfully.
"Why, Deke? You can't have changed
your mind." It was a statement.
"No—but I think I can change. I

didn't think that before. You see, dar-
ling, you didn't feel right about coming
here tonight, deep down in your heart
—but you came anyway, trusting me,
on faith. And I—oh, sweetheart, if you
loved me enough for that, surely I love
you enough to have faith enough to try
it your way! Will you help me, Kathy?
Will you give me another chance?"
"Deke—" I began, and then I really

cried. I couldn't help it. Such happi-
ness was too much after the loneliness
of the years, and the uncertainty of
the past two weeks, and the nervous
tension of the night. I knew that I must
find words to answer Deke, and I

couldn't. All I could do was to moan,
"Don't go, Deke. Wait just a minute—

"

He sat back against the pillows,
pulled me more firmly into his lap. "I
won't, dearest," he soothed. "Cry all

you want, and we can talk tomorrow.
It won't be long before dawn."

I burrowed my face against the
blessed strength of his shoulder. For
me, dawn had already come—the dawn
of all the bright tomorrows that lay
ahead of us.

RESERVE YOUR COPY
OF NEXT MONTH'S RADIO ROMANCES

Formerly Radio Mirror

TODAY

Paper restrictions make it im-

possible for us to print enough
copies of RADIO ROMANCES
to go around these days. The
best way to make sure that you
get every issue is to buy your
copy from the same newsdealer
each month and tell him to

save RADIO ROMANCES for

you regularly. Place a standing

order with your dealer—don't
risk disappointment.

JIM, I KNOW FROM
EXPERIENCE, GET PAZO!

SMART WIFE, PAZO RELIEVED

^<*&. THOSE S,MPLE PILES

Don't just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of

simple piles. Remember, for over thirty years amazing

PAZO ointment has given prompt, comforting relief lo

millions. It gives you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

How PAZO Ointment Works
1. Soothes inflamed areas—relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu-

bricates hardened, dried parts— helps prevent cracking

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed-

ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application.

Special Pile Pipe far Easy Application

PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pile

Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some

persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so

PAZO is also made in suppository form.)

Get Reliei with PAZO Ointment!
Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and

the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Get

PAZO ointment from your druggist today!

The Grove Laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo.

Make quick profit showing charm-
ing cards forBirthdays, Anniversaries, k

and other Everyday occasions. Friends,
'

neighbors buy them. Easy to take orders for these beautiful
Assortments of 15 cards, retail for $1.00. YOU GET YOUR
PROFIT RIGHT AWAY. Extraordinary designs, fancy pa-

„^fl^flHMBV pers, startling effects—original, clever

^^WmM*ltVwW wordings. Extra cash for you every weekllUMUf this easy way. Write for Sai '

mSEHi
Fthis easy way. Write for Samples NOW I

'FRIENDSHIP STUDIOS
443 ADAMS STREET, ELMIRA, N. Y.

LEARN

MILLINERY
AT HOME

Design and make exclusive
hats under personal direc-
tion of one of America's

noted designers. Complete materials, blocks, etc..

furnished. Every step illustrated. You make exclu-

sive salable hats right from the start. We teach you
how to start a profitable business in spare time. Low
cost and easy terms. Expert milliners are in demand.
Free National Placement Dept. Send for free catalog.

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
225 N. Wabash Ave., Dept. 194. Chicago I. III.

\s
Easy Way to Ease Itch of

CLtMA
Due to External Causes

Here are 3 simple steps to take. 1. Don't

scratch. 2. Apply Sayman Salve directly on

affected areas. 3. Bandage lightly. That s

all! See if this grand medicated ointment

doesn't bring you the comforting relief

thousands of others say it has brought

them. Wonderful also for rough, red, chap-

ped or cracked skin, minor burns, other

skin irritations. Big 4-oz. Economy Size only

60c; regular 1^-oz. size 25c. All druggists.

SAYMAN SALVE



NO DULL
DRAB HAIR

Whnn You Utm Thit Amazing

4 Purpose Rinse
In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON
will do all of these 4 Important things

to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty:

1. Gives I ustrous highlights.
2. Rinses away shampoo film.

3. Tints the hair as It rinses.

4. Helps keep hair neatly In place.

LOVALON does not permanently dy«
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse.

In 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
At lions which toll loihl goodi

2ii for 5 rinses

10)S for 2 rinses

^Guaranteed bv^2\
Good Housekeeping ,

L
Jb* "wiktiyio. ,.*>

LOVAIONI

NAILS
ATA MOMENTS NOTICE
Have ypu torn, thin, short,
or discolored Nails? don't
worry! Just apply nu-nails
and in a jiffy you have long,
tapering fingernails. Can be
worn any length and polished
any shade. Will not barm nor
soften natural «<»/7j.Waterproof.
Removed at will. So natural thoy
•vea feov*haff-mooasl Sot oft*n,20c.

At all 5e aid 10c stores.

NII.NAIIQ ARTIFICIALr1U-r1HIL9 FrnGERNAlLS
8S1 W. Harrison SL, Deal 16-0. Chicajo

Wv

^JEWELERS MASTERPIECE/

Ste*£cx*z Steven

& PHOTO PIN
Made From Any Photo

or Snapshot of Your

Loved One In Service

For All The Family
Wear this beautiful piece of jew-

elry on lapel, dress or blouse. Send
any snapshot or photo. We'll re-
{iroduce it perfectly and clear-
y in a gorgeous setting of val- Actual Size
uable Sterling Silver and fine 7 , „ nja h
enamel. Picture remains vivid /H "»"
and clear. A masterpiece of the
jewelers art—created by master jewelers.
Makes a thoughtful and precious gift. You'll
be proud to wear it at all times. PHOTO
PIN is for ALL branches of the service.
(U.S.A. stands for United States of America).

SEND NO MONEY
Just mail photo. Pay postman only $1.05 for one or

$3.60 for two, plus postage and 209b Federal Tax; or
send price and tax and we'll pay postage. PHOTO RE-
TURNED WITH PIN. Wear pin 10 days, and if not posi-
tively thrilled, return for full refund.

PHOTO PIN JEWELERS hllt
ŵ
,
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We'll Never Give
Enough

Continued from page 37

Committee of the Red Cross really per-
forms near-miracles. Through its
Central Agency for Prisoners of War
in Switzerland, it gets lists of the
names and addresses of prisoners and
internees from the belligerents and
sends them to the proper governments
for release to prisoners' families.
Besides relieving the minds of those

of us at home, the Red Cross has spe-
cial services to the prisoners them-
selves. Each new prisoner is given a
Capture Parcel, packed with things like
pajamas, socks, underwear and other
personal things, which the prisoners
always need because they're usually
captured with only the clothes they
happen to be wearing. Food Packages
are distributed regularly, so prisoners
can get some of the vitamin foods they
certainly don't get in their prison diet.
Medicine Kits, supplying 100 men with
first aid equipment for a month, are
sent to all the camps. Bales of Army
and Navy clothing travel across the
oceans in Red Cross ships and are
distributed through the International
Committee. And, of course, there are
the bulletins that are sent to the rela-
tives of the prisoners, and the Red
Cross News, a gay kind of little news-
paper with comics, news items from
every State, sports news and special
articles, that goes to the prisoners.

THERE is still another part of the
•*• work of the Red Cross—its Home
Service, which acts as a trouble shooter
for the serviceman and his family. Home
Service workers are on duty day and
night in all Red Cross chapters.
They're trained, practical people, who
think and act quickly in an emergency.
When they think it's necessary, they
can and do use a two-way communi-
cation system that stretches all the way
around the world. Suppose a soldier
wants a furlough because his mother,
or his wife, is critically ill. The sol-

dier's commanding officer contacts a
Red Cross Field Worker, who wires to

the chapter in—or nearest—the sol-

dier's home town, the Home Service
worker there visits the soldier's fam-
ily, gets the facts and wires back a
report. If possible and necessary, the
soldier gets his furlough. Home Ser-
vice also helps servicemen make out
their papers when they're discharged
so they'll start getting their pensions
as quickly as possible, helps veterans
find jobs, often lending them enough
money until their pensions come
through.

Overseas, more men's lives are saved
by blood transfusions and plasma in-

jections than by any other means. Be-
cause in war, more men die of shock
than of all wounds and diseases put
together. Every soldier* going into

combat is taught how to administer
plasma, and this has saved thousands
of men from dying before they could
be reached by medical aid. Sometimes,
a badly wounded and shocked man
needs as many as four transfusions.
The collection of blood for trans-

fusions and for processing into plasma
is the responsibility of the Red Cross.

Blood Donor centers are set up and
maintained by the Red Cross at its

own expense. Doctors and nurses,
laboratory technicians as well as the
laboratory equipment are paid for out

Be honest, now!
Be honest, now! Have you ever really

investigated Tampax? Have you dis-

cussed it with women who are using it?

Have you asked about Tampax at drug
stores or notion counters?Do you under-
stand the principle of internal absorption
for monthly sanitary protection?

Tampax has grown to be an important
name in feminine circles and to avoid
confusion we want to give a clear, con-
cise statement concerning it Invented
by a doctor, Tampax is worn internally.

It is specially designed for this purpose
—made of pure surgical cotton com-
pressed and firmly stitched. It comes in

neat applicators for dainty insertion

—

your hands need not even touch the

Tampax. When in place the Tampax is

"conforming" in shape—wearer cannot
feel it.

'

No belts, pins or externalpads. No bulges

or ridges caused in clothing. No odor,

no chafing. Quick to change. Easy dis-

posal. Sold at drug and notion counters

in 3 sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. Whole
month's supply will go into

purse. Economy Box contains

4 months' supply (average).

Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Mass.

r. wuoic

i
,

REGULAR

3 absorbencies -l super

junior{

Acceptedfor Advertising
by the Journal of the American Medical Association
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Facts You Should Know

About This Higher Type

# #

remmme

7<me

offers extra advantage

Greaseless Suppository Gives

Hours of Continuous Medication

Today many highly intelligent and
exacting women are enjoying a high-
er standard of antiseptic feminine
cleanliness they didn't dream pos-
sible—easier, daintier, more conven-
ient — powerfully germicidal yet
harmless.

Thanks to Zonitors-these women
no longer use weak, homemade mix-
tures or overstrong harmful poisons!

No Burn— No Smart
, , j

Zonitors are greaseless, stainless,
snow white vaginal suppositories-
ready for instant use-so easily in-
serted. They immediately begin to
release their powerful germicidal
properties and continue to do so for
hours yet are safe to most delicate
tissues.2V'on-irritating3non-poisonous.

Zonitors actually destroy offending
odor and immediately kill every germ
they touch. Of course it's not always
possible to contact all the germs in
the tract, but you can be sure of thisi
Zonitors kill all reachable living
germs and keep them from multiply-
ing. No greasy, sticky residue. Follow
label directions.

FREE: Mail this coupon for FREE
booklet sent in plain wrapper. Re-
veals frank intimate facts. Zonitors.
Dept. 9429-C, 370 Lexington Avenue,
New York 17, N. Y.

Nome.

Address.

City_ .State.

of the Red Cross War Fund. In the
past year approximately five million,

pints of blood were collected, pro-
cessed and shipped to combat areas.

Think of what that means in terms of

work and equipment, time and money.
No—think of what that means in terms
of life!

Now, we're getting down to the heart
of this thing—the real reason why I'm
writing this. I hope I can make you
see it my way. I want you to think of

how many people must work day and
night to make all these things operate.
I want you to think of the ships and
ambulances and trucks and trains that
are needed to carry on this work. I

want you to feel the way I do—that you
can never really do enough to help.

You can help, in many ways. You
can make yourself a part of all this. It

isn't too late to become a Nurse's Aide.
Hospitals have been understaffed for a
long time. They're going to be even
more understaffed as greater numbers
of trained nurses are drafted for work
in military hospitals. It's not too late

to volunteer for any of the special
services for which the Red Cross will
train you—as a Dietitian's Aide; as a
member of the Production Corps, which
turns out surgical dressings, kit bags,
clothing and hospital garments; for the
Home Service Corps, which helps case
workers; as a Staff Assistant, to help
run the switchboards and offices in
your local chapters; as a Gray Lady, to
work in federal and civilian hospitals
helping the recreation workers; as an
Arts and Crafts teacher, if you have
any such talents, to help in the reha-
bilitation of wounded men; as a driver
in the Motor Corps, to keep ambu-
lances, military vehicles and blood
donor trucks moving; and in the Can-
teen Corps, to serve troops in transit
and at air bases and leave areas.

TPHESE are ways in which you can
-- help. They take time and effort and
devotion. There's another way, which
takes no time and no effort. But it's

an important way. It's a way'which
makes possible all the rest. The 1945
Red Cross War Fund Drive has started.
Give all you can. Give more than you
can. And then, give some more.
Because no matter how much we

give, each of us, we'll never give
enough to match what is being given
by that boy I know in China, or the
man you love, wherever he may be.

MAY RADIO ROMANCES

Formerly Radio Mirror

ON SALE

Friday, April 18th

Necessities of war have made
transportation difficult. We find

that it helps lighten the burden
if RADIO ROMANCES goes on
the newsstands each month at

a slightly later date. RADIO
ROMANCES for May will go on
sale Friday, April 18th. Subscrip-

tion copies are mailed on time,

but they may reach you a little

late, too. So please be patient!

CORNS?

NEW
BLUE-JAY

WITH WAR - PROVED
NUPERCAINE

HERE'S prompt relieffrom corn tor-
ture! Anesthetic Nupercaine in New
Blue-Jay deadens throbbing surface
pain where corn meets tender live
flesh, until gentle medication lets you
lift core right out. Greatest advance
in years in treatment of corns!

Blue-Jay's soft Dura-felt pad gives
you instant relief from deep-hurting
shoe pressure; won't skid, won't rub
off. New Blue-Jay is streamlined,

flesh -color. And
only Blue-Jayhas
Nupercaine. At
drug and toilet
goods counters.

BLUE

.Com Plasters

,

BAUER & BLACK.
Division of The Kendall Company, Chicago 16

Beojjtifut imitation niKl^stoneRING
GIVEN--- ^^ W m^M m «new, dain-
ty. Sterling Silver Ring set with
sparkling imitation Birthstone cor-
rect for your birth date—GIVEN
for selling only 5 boxes of Gold Crown
Spot Remover and Cleaner at 25c
each. Send name and address today
for order. We trust you. Premium
supplies are limited. Don't delay.

GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS, Dept. E-351, Jefferson. Iowa—
If you DON'T LIKE

a MESSY MIXTURE . .

.

Tint Hair
This EASY Way

No tablets, powders or mixing. Is NOT a messy mixture
so can't leave stains. Amazingly EASY to use. Just
comb or rub a few drops into the hair. Each application
deepens the color. Works gradually the gray hair
slowly becomes a darker, softer, more attractive shade.

FREE TRIAL BOTTLE Z°j£
a
uZ

delight you or Money Back. Wonderfully GOOD;
I wanr to convince you by sending my FREE trial bottle

and BOOK "All About Your Hair.'" Write today to
ARTHUR A. RHODES, Specialist, Dept. 74 LOWELL, MASS.



Say That You Love Me!
Continued from page 27

•

stop them—well, every proud mother
did a little exaggerating about her
child, I was sure! Several times he
looked over at me and one corner of
his mouth twitched—it was "the old
signal that there was some kind of a
joke to be shared, and it had always
meant that pretty soon he would get
me off into a corner and tell me what
it was. But it couldn't mean that now,
of course; this was his home, and
Gloria was his wife. There was no
joke that he and I could share about
any of these things!
But when the others trooped upstairs

after dinner to be shown Maureen, I

found myself lingering behind in the
dining room with Roy, and I couldn't
control the hurtful nutter in my throat.
"How are you, Ronnie?" he asked

almost eagerly. "It's good to see you
again."

"Fine, Roy. I love your house."
He smiled down at me. "Gloria went

to a lot of trouble over it," he said.

"It's kind of fancy, for me, but she
likes it this way."

I started determinedly up the stairs.

"She seems very happy," I said over
my shoulder.
Roy caught my hand for an instant.

"Does she? Ronnie, will you come and
see us—see her—again? I'm not so
sure. ..."

THERE was a sound in his voice that
took me back to that last time I had

pulled my hand away from him, the
night when he had come back to Ben-
tonville—come straight to me, with
trouble and perplexity in his face. I

realized it suddenly, now, although I

hadn't realized it then. . . . Roy had
been in trouble that night; he had come
to me for help. And I, wrapped up in

myself, had snatched my hand away
and turned my back. What was his

trouble? What had he wanted to talk
over with me? Now I could never
know; for Gloria was his wife, it was
she with whom he had to share his
troubles and his triumphs. Gently,
this time, but firmly, I withdrew my
hand.

I knew, after that night, that I

couldn't trust myself quite as much as
I had hoped. It hurt too much to see
Roy, and yet not see him. He wasn't
my Roy, when he was with Gloria

—

his shoulders seemed always to have
that faint droop, and his face wore a
strange half-smile that seemed to me
to be a permanent defense against
showing hurt. And he must have been
hurt, often and deeply, because right
about then Gloria started losing inter-
est in Maureen. It was inevitable.
Maureen was not a strong child, and
Gloria's pulling her about and prod-
ding her on to do things she wasn't
ready for had certainly, upset her
nervous system. So very soon she was
too peevish and nervous to be any fun,
and Gloria left her more and more in
the care of a clumsy "daily help" who
knew nothing about children—left her
even for whole week-ends, while she
went in to Chicago to replenish her
wardrobe. It needed replenishing be-
cause she had begun to give her eve-
ning parties again.
There was a difference, this time.

Roy's work took him away from home
with increasing frequency, so the
parties seldom included him. The
whole town was very soon busy with

TAKES ONLY 2 TO 3 HOURS!
GENUINE BEAUTY-SALON TYPE

PERMANENT
Complete with same ingredients

used by beauty shops on
costly cold waves

Imagine/. . . Now you can give your-
self a perfectly exquisite cold permanent
wave at home in only 2 to 3 hours with
"CHIC" De Luxe. AH you do is: Put
your hair up in "CHIC" curlers . . . dab
each curl with the amazing "CHIC"
Quick-Wave solution . . . and before
you know it, you have a gorgeous,
crowning halo ofbeautiful, soft, natural

looking curls and waves that last for
months and months. Safe to use on all

types of hair . . . coarse, medium or fine.

"CHIC"DeLuxe is ideal forchildren too.

"CHIC" DE LUXE IS ON SALE AT ALL
DRUG STORES...DEPARTMENT STORES...
VARIETY STORES.. .5 AND 10c STORES
f»~*—'If your oWer cannot supp/y yw, mo?7 coupon— -
' LINHALL CO., Dept. L-110, St. Paul 1, Minn.

Please send me:
( ) "CHIC" De Luxe Permanent Wave
Home Kit(s) Price 79c (plus 8c Fed. Tax).
Send C.O.D. (If check or money order is

enclosed, ail postage charges are prepaid.)

ADDRESS-

CITY

EB33EBB3B333
YOU CAN HAVE A CLEAN SKIN1

IT IS POSSIBLE!
with non-Greasy. ? _J FV a liquid.
Non-Stalnlng til aliA applied externally

Sensational Results Reported by Many! "Eruptions
Vanish Completely or Money Back in Two Weeks."

regular size bottle. Bend currency or

M. O. or sent C. O. D. Write TODAY 1

'EN-EX" Company
486 Society for Savings Bldg. Cleveland. Ohio

$1.00

SOLE
rYOUROWN
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Thin 6r worn-through shoes easily and quickly

soled with TREDS. Anyone can do it. Long-

wearing, waterproof, non-skid soles for shoes,

rubbers and boots. Cement TREDS on brand-

new shoes and original soles will never wear out.

TREDS will not mar floors.
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It doesn't pay to
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tastinglaxatives

!

A medicine that's too strong can often

leave you feeling worse than before!

ToottM'
A laxative that's

too mild to give
proper relief is
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factory as none
at all. A good laxative should work
thoroughly, yet be kind and gentle!
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-Try the-

"HAPPY MEDIUM LAXATIVE
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Ex-Lax is gentle, too! It works easily and

effectively at the same time! And remem-
ber, Ex-Lax tastes good — just like fine
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dren as it is for the men-folks. 10c and 25c.

IF YOU NEED A LAXATIVE
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Don't dose yourself with harsh, upsetting purgatives. Take

Ex-Lax! It's thoroughly effective, but kind and gentle.

As a precaution use only as directed

EX-LAX The Original
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of delight that capture the heart as well as the imagination.
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Wear 10 days on MONEY BACK GUARANTEE.
Send name and address. Pay postman only 98c plus postage
and 20% Federal tax, or mail $1.20 and we pay postage and
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the details of these parties—although
I tried hard not to listen, one part of
me reached eagerly for all the talk.
I knew, for instance, that only three
or four men were invited, instead of
the large crowds that used to congre-
gate there. Three or four of the wilder
of the town's unattached eligibles, like
Eddie Thomas.

I hated myself for listening, and for
gloating over all the sly speculations
and rumors that spread like brush fire

in a town the size of Bentonville. I was
confused, I guess. Deep down I wanted
more than anything to see Gloria dis-
credited; but on the surface I stub-
bornly refused to admit this to myself,
because in a way it would mean that
Roy had failed. And Roy couldn't fail!

If he wanted Gloria, if he loved her,
then she must be worth his love. She
was lonely, that was all, and used to
adulation—and Roy was away so
much. . . .

But I couldn't have deceived myself
very successfully, because when it

came I was no more shocked than any-
one else. It came very quietly, as a
matter of fact. Gloria went off for
one of her shopping week-ends—and
didn't come back. Roy got the "daily
help" to come and live at his house,
and made some sort of emergency ar-
rangement at his work so that he didn't
have to leave town. A week went by;
then two; and at the end of the third
week, everyone in town knew that
Gloria Martin Carter was gone from
Bentonville.

ROY came and told me about it him-
self. "I'm going to divorce her," he

said. "I'm going to get out of this just
as fast as I can." That little self-

mocking smile was still on his lips,

and I ached with pity for him. Ached,
too, with the love that had come sweep-
ing uncontrollably over me as soon as
I saw him, but I fought that down.
What was the use? It was Gloria who,
years ago, had put that eager delight
into his eyes, and it was Gloria now
who had taken it away and put bitter-
ness there instead. It would always be
Gloria who ruled Roy's deepest emo-
tions.

"She's hurt you so dreadfully^ hasn't
she?" I said softly.

"Hurt me?" Roy looked down at
me, and suddenly, inexplicably, he put
his hands on my shoulders and shook
me. "Hurt me! Oh Ronnie, you fool
. . . you'll never understand!"

I didn't know what to make of that,
except that I had been a tactless idiot.

Roy wasn't yet ready to talk about it

to anyone, not even to me. But sooner
or later he would tell me, and maybe
telling me would help him. ... I

could explain everything but the
shaking he had given me.

I got into the habit of dropping over
to his house often, after that. He
seemed to want me there, and there
was nobody else to really look after
Maureen. I straightened out the child's
clothes and kept an eye on Nancy, the
maid. Sometimes I had dinner wait-
ing when Roy came home, and we ate
it together.
Of course there was talk, in Benton-

ville. But it was kindly talk, this time;
I tried to ignore it as I had tried to
ignore the talk about Gloria, but I

knew that everyone felt that Roy and
I were going toward some inevitable
conclusion. I felt that too; I wanted
it. But there was nothing I could do
to hasten it.

Right up to the minute the divorce
was granted, I thought that Roy would
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have taken Gloria back. We never
talked about her, in the quiet, friendly
hours we spent together. He never did
try to tell me what she had done to

him. But it would have been painful
for me to hear it, and since he seemed
to have gotten over his first bitterness
without my help, I was grateful.
Sometimes I even tried to pretend to
myself that Gloria had never existed

—

but it was a weak and brief pretense.
Roy was not the same as he had been
before she came into his life—and there
was Maureen.
The child became increasingly fond

of me. I didn't plan it, not consciously;
but I gave her more affection and more
attention than she had had before in
her pitiful little life, and she responded
like a neglected puppy. I brushed her
hair and told her her first stories and
took her for long walks across the
town, into the fields. I wanted more
than anything to have her call me
Mommy, but, of course, she called me
Aunt Ronnie.
And then, one day, Roy was free.
I didn't go over to Roy's house that

day. I waited, at home, for him to call
me. All day long I wandered about the
house like a ghost, always close to the
telephone—my hands icy, my heart
hammering painfully, my thoughts all

mixed up, and only one thing clear—if

Roy wanted me at all, I would go to
him. It mattered—of course it mat-
tered!—that he would never love me as
I loved him, with a deep, sweet, wild
longing that reached into every part of
me. That he had given to Gloria, and
could never give again. But he could
give me affection, a comradely love and
respect; I could be content, I thought,
with that. When the phone finally rang,
and Roy asked if he could come over, I

was ready for him.

WE sat in our old corner of the porch,
and once "again we had a little

trouble finding things to say to one an-
other. Then Roy gently turned my face
•toward him. "Ronnie," he said, "how
much can you forget?"
"Whatever you want me to forget,"

I answered. It wasn't true; I could
never forget Gloria, any more than he
could, but if he could bury the memory,
so could I. "Whatever you want," I

repeated.
He shook his head. "I don't think you

know what I mean. I don't mean forget
what Gloria was, or what has happened
. . . maybe I should have said how well
can you pretend. Can you pretend that
the past few years haven't happened at
all, and that we're the same boy and
girl we used to be?"

"I think so, Roy," I said wonderingly.
"Then, Ronnie," he went on, "then,

my dearest . . . would you marry me?"
Suddenly I was tight against him,

shaken by a sobbing I couldn't stop.
"Ronnie, Ronnie . . . don't cry," he
murmured. "I love you so."
"And I love you," I said, when I had

caught my breath again. He gazed at
me with that little puzzled frown. "Do
you, my dear? It's not just pity . . . for
me, for Maureen? You're sure?"
My arms crept around his neck. "I

love you more than anything in the
world," I said. I had wanted for so long
to have the right to say those words!
Just this once I would say them, and
after that I would never let Roy suspect
that I knew what different things we
meant by the word love. What I gave
him I could no more help giving than
I could help breathing, and if he gave
me only what he could, only what he
had left, I must never let a touch of

%l^2t atip from me
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resentment creep in, and I must never
let him think that I was weighing his
feeling against mine.
We were married at Roy's home in

a quiet ceremony on the third of No-
vember. We spent a deliriously happy
weekend at the shore; it seemed longer
because we were so completely alone,
and could wander for hours on the
deserted cliffs, bundled up against the
sharpening wind, breathing in the in-
definably exciting sea air. I think Roy
was completely at peace when we re-
turned to Bentonville. I know I felt
relaxed, ready for anything—felt like
myself, it seemed, for the first time in
years. I was going to make a wonder-
ful thing of this life I had been waiting
for.

Perhaps it was because of this deter-
mination that the next two years were
so wonderfully happy. There's an old
saying that happy hours pass fastest.
Mine didn't. I realized the value of
each hour, and treasured it. I was alive
every moment of the time I spent with
Roy, or with his child—my child, I felt
her to be, because until I had had her
nobody had tried to coax the little per-
sonality along, or given it the right
kind of affection. And she called me
Mommy now—Roy had himself taught
her to do it.

ROY and I did things together, too.
The kind of things he had never

done with Gloria. Long walks and pic-
nics and sudden insane decisions to go
down and eat hamburger in the kitchen
at three a.m. Sometimes I almost felt

that I could pretend well enough to
blot out the years of Gloria, and make
us that boy and girl again, grown up.
But it was never quite well enough; the
comradeliness was warm and satisfy-
ing, but I was a woman now, and I

couldn't forever deceive myself that
Roy's kind, responsive affection was all

I needed. And always," beyond the
lovely placid depths of our days there
lay a bit of unexplored darkness. It

didn't frighten me, because I knew
what it was—it was the thought of
Gloria. It seemed to be waiting, back
there—and in a way Roy and I some-
times seemed to be waiting, too.

When it finally came it had, like
everything else connected in my mind
with Gloria, a feeling of inevitability,

as though we were all playing out parts
that had been firmly written down for
us a long time ago. I met Harry Neil's
wife at the supermarket one Spring
morning, and she told me that Gloria
was coming to Bentonville for a visit.

"One of those devastating visits, I sup-
pose," Betty Neil tittered. She was
watching me eagerly, and I was proud
of the fact that my face didn't give her
any satisfaction. I knew it didn't, be-
cause I wasn't surprised ... it had
come, that was all. Betty Neil reached
oat suddenly and patted my hand.
"Good for you, Ronnie," she said. Her
natural kindness had overcome her de-
sire for gossip. "None of us wants her,
goodness knows. We just couldn't think
of a good way to get out of it. But
we're with you!"

"Heavens, it sounds like a pitched
battle," I said lightly.

"Isn't it?" Betty asked. For answer
I smiled and turned away.
No, it wasn't. I couldn't and wouldn't

try to fight Gloria. Just the thought of
her left me limp and colorless and
defenseless, like that night at the Prom.
There was nothing I could do to combat
the excitement that I knew would well
up in Roy the instant he heard her
name. I would retreat into the back-
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ground, where I wouldn't be able to
make a fool of myself, and watch.
After all, though, it was Roy who

told me about it. He had received a
letter that morning from Gloria herself,
announcing her visit. I couldn't meet
his eyes, with that old, eager excite-
ment already blazing in them. I looked
down at my plate, as I said slowly,
"She'll want to see Maureen, of course."
"She doesn't mention that. But I

want to see Gloria," he added almost to
himself.

I pushed back my chair and started
for the kitchen. At that moment I felt
that I didn't have strength enough to
sit opposite him and listen to him talk.

Gloria came to Bentonville in the
wake of a trail of speculation. Her
magnificent, expensive wardrobe fed
the fire, and her manner was as it

always had been, commanding and sure
of exciting notice. I think half the town
hoped to see her get off the train with
some man in tow. Of course there must
be some man in the background, she
wouldn't be Gloria without that—but
nobody knew better than I that she
would never bring any other man with
her to Bentonville, where Roy was. I
called up and invited her for dinner
because I was so anxious to end the
hopeless struggle. I was tired out with
anxiety. And I was tired out with
avoiding Roy, who was so excited,
so anticipatory that even his great
thoughtfulness couldn't hide it.

¥ PUT Maureen to bed early that
* night—using the excuse that she was
overtired, which was true, but really
from a desire to hide her from Gloria
for as long as possible. At the last mo-
ment I rushed upstairs and brushed my
dark hair high up on my head, in the
way that always seemed much too ex-
treme to me, but which Roy particu-
larly liked, and I freshened my lipstick.

Then, as I heard the front door open
and shut, I drew a deep breath and
came downstairs.

Gloria—red-blonde and smoothly-
fitted and glamorous as ever! I forced
myself to meet her eyes and smile a
welcome, before turning to Roy with
a casual question I had prepared to
cover the first awkward moment. I
saw with a sickening fear that the old,
half-mocking smile had come back to
his lips—that was Gloria, beginning all

over again.
I had to listen to his voice, though,

asking Gloria all sorts of polite ques-
tions. And as I listened, I gradually
became aware that it wasn't the voice
I had been expecting at all. It wasn't
tense and eager; he didn't hang on her
every answer. On the contrary, it was
easy and very formal, and sounded as
though he didn't much care about any-
thing she had to say. It was Gloria
whose high, fast sentences sounded
nervous, almost a little breathless.
"You've done the house all over," she

commented, after a pause.
I nodded. "I think they need doing

over from time to time," I said.
"It's attractive—in a quiet way, of

course. But that suits you, Ronnie,"
Gloria said. She smiled over at Roy.
"I like things around me to be exciting
and vivid." As I am myself, you could
almost hear her add. Roy's voice cut
deeply across the silence. "The im-
portant thing is to suit one's own taste,
I think," he said slowly. His eyes
caught and held Gloria's, and there was
a meaning in them that startled me.
Surely, surely this was not the look of a
lover! "Some people find brilliance
and vividness impossible to live with.
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Her own fault— if she'd check her

hat, pillow or hairbrush, she
wouldn't be sitting home nights.

She'd realize that the scalp per-

spires, too—and that the hair,

particularly oily hair, quickly col-

lects unpleasant odors.

She'd use Packer's Pine Tar
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—
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They find it doesn't wear well. Some-
times they find that the brilliance is so
cheaply put on that it wears away in no
time, and the stuff underneath isn't

very pretty to look at."

It was impossible to mistake ,his
meaning. Gloria was staring at him,
her face dead-white. I half rose from
my chair. I don't know what would
have happened if just at that moment
I hadn't heard a faint, rescuing cry
from Maureen. "Excuse me," I mut-
tered, and fairly raced out of the room.
But when I reached her crib and

bent over her, all other thought was
swept out of my mind in a hideous
rush of fear. It wasn't restlessness that
made her cry—Maureen was ill. Her
forehead was burning—her hands were
icy! Her breathing was shallow, and
gasping. Frantically I called Dr. Ben-
ton, who told me to take her tempera-
ture and that he would be right over.
Only then did I rush to the head of

the stairs and call to Roy. I tried to
keep the violent fear out of my voice,
but I guess I didn't succeed because
both he and Gloria hurried toward me.

"It's my baby," Gloria was saying.
"I know it's my baby—she's hurt—

"

Then everything froze into a tableau
I shall never, never forget. Slowly

—

it seemed to me to be slowly—but
everything that happened in that mo-
ment seemed to be happening slowly

—

Roy turned around, a step above
Gloria, and looked down at her. He
was saying something to her. "Under-
stand this, once and for all," he said.
"Maureen is not your baby. Nothing of
mine is yours any longer, Gloria—you
threw away every right to Maureen
and to me the day you left this house."
His eyes were on mine now, and I

could no longer blind myself to the
truth I saw in them. I understood—

I

understood at last what I had not had
the sense to understand before. A
thousand odd little pieces fell into place

around me, and I stood in the sudden
radiant realization that Roy loved me.
"You do understand, Ronnie?" he
asked. I couldn't speak, but I slipped
my arms about him and put my cheek
against his coat. Over his shoulder I

saw Gloria go quietly down the stairs,

pick up her coat from the hall chair,
and open the door to let herself out.
Hours later, after Dr. Benton had as-

sured us that Maureen would probably
escape pneumonia and had gone, leav-
ing a long list of precautions and in-
structions, Roy and I sat close together
before the livingroom fire and talked

—

talked with an intimacy 'we never be-
fore had approached. And gradually
the picture of my own stupidity grew
so clear to me that I wanted to hide my
head against Roy's shoulder in shame.
I had been so blindly determined to
fail, so eager to feel sorry for myself,
it seemed, that I had never given Roy a
chance to prove that he loved me.
"Your letters when I was away at

school were so cold," Roy reminded
me. "They made me feel that I had no
place in your life anymore. And then
when I came back, determined to find
out if you had any feeling for me at all—I found out! You chased me off your
front porch so fast that I as good as fell

into Gloria's arms just to be sure some-
body could stand to have me around!"

"I was so sure it was Gloria all the
time—I didn't see how you could see
me at all, when she was there."

Roy's mouth twisted bitterly. "Oh,
she attracted me, I won't try to deny
it. But I knew inside of three months
that I had made a fool of myself. It

wasn't anything she did—I didn't even
care what she did. I just didn't want
her. I wanted you, Ronnie—it's always
been you. . .

."

As his lips came down over mine, my
heart echoed his words-. . . it's always
been you, my darling. It always will
be you.

HAVE YOU WON A BATTLE TODAY-?

Every day the newspapers are full of the battles going on on the

war front—the losing of them and the winning of them. But not so

much is said about the daily battles going on here at home—the day
by day battles being waged by the good soldiers fighting for a
better America now and in the future—against inflation, our fore-

most enemy here at home.

Remember the days of the soup kitchens, the corner apple ped-
dlers? The days when no matter how you scrimped and saved, there

just didn't seem to be enough money to go around? Those days

could come again—they will come, unless the home fight against

inflation is waged unceasingly.

What is your part? To save, instead of spending. To save for your

war front—the losing of them and the winning of them. But not so

home expecting, and with the right to expect, a better America
awaiting them. Your part is to save—for safety.

Here is what we all must do: Buy only what we really need; pay
no more than ceiling prices; buy rationed goods only in exchange

for ration points; refrain from taking advantage of war conditions

by asking for higher wages or selling goods at higher prices; buy

and keep all the war bonds we can. By doing these things we'll be

saving for a safe future—for a safe America!
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