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.the color stays on through every lipstick test

For your most thrilling lipstick experience try

Tru-Color Lipstick in the Color Harmony Shade

for your type . . . lovely reds, glamorous reds, dramatic reds,

all exclusive with Tru-Color Lipstick and

all based on a patented* color principle originated by

Max Factor Hollywood. . . one dollar.
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Complete your make-up
IN COLOR HARMONY... WITH
MAX FACTOR HOLLYWOOD
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GIRL: Umm . .

,

is it?

Hardly my Big Year,

C U P 1 1> : But it could be, Cupcake. It

could be.

GIRL: Of course it could! Just let somebody leave

me a million dollars, for instance. Or give me a

big movie contract. Or even a new face. Or —

CUPID: ... or just teach you that even a plain

girl can be pretty if she'll smile! If she'll

sparkle at people!

GIRL: If she can sparkle at people . . . which

/ can't. Not with my dull teeth. And I

brush 'em, too. And—

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

gums. Massage a little extra Ipana on your gums
when you brush your teeth and you help

your gums to healthier firmness. And healthier

. gums means sounder, brighter teeth. And a

smile that'll help you to your own
love life! Start with Ipana and massage today!

GIRL: Well, lately, but-

CUPID: But what? Don't you know that's a warning to

see your dentist? He may find your gums have become
tender, robbed of exercise by today's soft foods.

And he may suggest, "the helpful stimulation

of Ipana and massage."

GIRL: And that'll help my smile?

CUPID: Chick, Ipana not only cleans teeth. It's

specially designed, with massage, to help your

Product of Bristol-Myers IPANA and MASSACE
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Radi-ld

By JACK LLOYD

One point for each, correct answer

—

check yours with those on page 76. A
score between 11 and 14 is good, 7-12,
fair, and below 7—well, listen in more
often, won't you?
1. Can you name the motion picture

stars of the following radio shows?
a. Mayor of the Town
b. The Saint
c. Man Called X
d. Adventures of Topper
e. Sherlock Holmes

2. The Blue Network recently changed
its name. What's the new one?

3. Complete the following names of
day-time dramas:

a. The Romance of
b. Pepper Young's
c. When a Girl

4. Can you name the famous radio
crooner who was once a barber?

5. What are the first names of the three
Andrews Sisters?

6. Give the occupations of the follow-
ing radio characters:

a. Lorenzo Jones
b. Joyce Jordan
c. Brenda Cummings

7. Name two dramatic shows on the
air with stories about the F.B.I.

8. One of the following is not a net-
work vocalist. Know which one?

c. Joan Brooks d. Peggy Mann
a. Mary Small b. Jo Lyons

9. Are the following facts true or false?
a. "Rochester" 's real name is Eddie

Anderson
b. Fred Waring is the originator of

the famous Waring household
mixer

c. Frank Sinatra is the brother of
bandleader Ray Sinatra

d. Famous novelist Kathleen Norris
writes Bright Horizon

10. Do you know the quizmasters on the
following shows? -

a. Thanks to the Yanks
b. Truth or Consequences
c. Information Please

11. Unscramble the names of the fol-
lowing news commentators.

a. Raymond Schubert b. Walter Thomas
c. Paul Winchell d. Lowell Swing
12. Who's the happy host of ABC's

Breakfast Club?
13. Who's the famous baritone who

takes a lot of kidding because his
name is made of three first names?

14. What's the name of Henry Aldrich's
famous side-kick?
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A girl can be
too trusting at times!

SHE WIELDS an outsize powder puff.

Covers herself with a cloud of fra-

grance. And never suspects that before the

evening is over, she may be guilty of un-

derarm odor!

No fault of the powder or her bath,

that. She just doesn't stop to think that

while her bath washes away past perspira-

tion, underarms need special care to pre-

vent risk of future odor. That's

when a girl needs Mum!
Mum smooths on in 30

seconds—keeps underarms

odor-free all day or evening long. You're

sure of the daintiness men admire.

Mum won't irritate your skin. And, says

theAmerican Institute of Laundering,Mum
won't injure the fabric of your clothes.

You can use Mum before or after you're

dressed. It's quick, safe, sure. Won't dry

out in jar. Why take chances with your

charm when you can trust Mum? Get a

jar today.

For Sanitary Napkins —Mum is

gentle, safe, dependable , . . ideal

for this use, too.

Product of Bristol-Myers

Mum
TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF

PERSPIRATION



FACING

the

By HEX ALBEN

Lovely Pattie Clayton, who has

not been singing very long on
Arthur Godfrey's CBS program,
is already "preferred listen-

ing" for men in the services.

KATE SMITH'S switch to Friday
broadcasts this Fall is good
news for everyone. It means the

end of the senseless competition be-
tween Kate and Jack Benny and for
Kate's fans it spells more songs by
their favorite and a minimum of
needless dialogue. Taking a leaf from
Bing Crosby's book, Kate is cutting
down on guests, adding more songs.

* # *

Some of radio's leading personalities
have signed to record for Cosmopolitan
Records, new disc company. You'll soon
be hearing Joan Edwards, Jerry Wayne,
Enric Madriguera, Gertrude Niesen,
Barry Wood, and Four Chicks and
Chuck, recording for Cosmopolitan.

* * *

I met lovely Dinah Shore when she
was in New York near the finish of
her triumphant open air concert and
hospital tour, and she told me a cute
story in which she was the amused
victim of a practical joke.
Accompanied on her tour by Ticker

Freeman, her small-sized and agile
pianist, Dinah and Ticker would be
met at each stop by a large delegation.
The welcoming committee would clam-
or around Dinah and blithely ignore
little Ticker. This would keep up in
every town they visited and the ne-
glected pianist would sulk. He yearned
for one hour of glory where he could
steal the spotlight from his attractive
boss.

"Ticker had a friend in a midwestern
city who was handling all the ar-

Students Dolly Mitchell, Ferdie Froghammer, Arn-
old Stang and Georgia Carroll waste no time between
classes on Kay Kysers College of Musical Knowledge.

rangements for us at the Army hospital
we were to visit," Dinah said, "so when
we arrived there, the crowd was out.

Only this time they all ran around
Ticker, showered him with compli-
ments and attention. As for Dinah
Shore, she was ignored."

This didn't satisfy the ambitious
Ticker. That night at the concert, the
Army officer made the announcement
to the impatient wounded GI's:

"Now fellows, I want to introduce
the person you've been waiting for,

that great star, the world's greatest
jazz pianist, Ticker Freeman! Assisted
by singer Dinah Shore!"

* * *

Talking about top flight singers, keep
your eyes focused on Mary Ashworth,
beautiful Boston-born blonde. Featured

Continued on page 109

Grand Ole Opry star Roy Acuff
owns several of the finest

"walking' horses in Tennessee.
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Isn't it the nice thing, the wise thing, to let

Listerine Antiseptic help you be that way

today and tomorrow and all of the tomorrows?

The insidious thing about halitosis

(unpleasant breath) is that you, yourself, may
not realize when you have it, and even your

best friend won't tell you.

While sometimes systemic, most cases are due,

say some authorities, to the fermentation of

tiny food particles on mouth surfaces. Listerine

Antiseptic quickly halts such fermentation

and overcomes the odors it causes. Never, never,

omit this wholly delightful precaution.

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo.



Actor Joseph Coften re-

cently received one of
Jimmie Fidler's service

awards for his tireless

campaign, via radio and
cross-country tour, on
behalf of the American
Red Cross Blood Don-
or's Recruiting Service.

WHAT'S IEW

from Coast to (oast

By DALE BANKS

BY THE time you read this, the new
Joan Davis show will be well un-
der way—it turned up on Labor

Day, and was welcomed by a radio
audience that, appreciative of summer
fill-in shows as it may have been, was
glad to get back an old favorite for
steady listening pleasure.
Heard on CBS Mondays at 8:30, EWT,

the show, besides the "Queen of Com-
edy," has Harry Von Zell, Verna Felton
and Shirley Mitchell for more laughs,
and Andy Russell for songs. This is

Russell's first regular role on a major
sponsored network show.

Portly, jolly Harry Von Zell is

equally at home in radio as an announc-
er or a comedian. To wind it up,
there's a twenty-piece orchestra, under
Paul Weston.

Two young radio stars placed high in

the first annual fashion award made by
a committee of high-ranking designers
for the best-dressed teentimers: Patrice
Munsel, representing opera, and Janet
Waldo, representing radio acting. The
choice was made from a nationwide
selection of photographs—more than
20,000 were considered.
According to Miss Grace Norman,

head of the committee that made the
award, the teen age girl is at last com-

Patrice Munsel (left)

and Janet Waldo
(abov e) , both out-
standing young radio
stars, add to their
career laurels a fash-
ion distinction. A com-
mittee of designers
voted them two of the
best-dressed teen agers.

ing into her own in the world of fash-
ion. No more bobby socks and sloppy
joe sweaters, Miss Norman says. All of
the winners expressed a preference for
simply cut clothes with good lines,

neither too casual nor too sophisticated
for their age group. Eighteen-year-old
Patrice Munsel, the Metropolitan
Opera's youngest star, chooses bright
accessories to lend versatility to her
brown, navy, and gray basic outfits.

Janet Waldo, eighteen-year-old star of
CBS Corliss Archer serial, prefers red

and blue in her comfortable, casual
California -slanted clothes.
Like the other winners of the teen-

timer fashion awards, Patrice and Janet
make time in their busy days for war
work. Between opera engagements,
Patrice sings at canteens and at ser-
vicemen's hospitals. Janet, who does
movie as well as radio work, enter-
tains at canteens and camp shows.

* * *

Have you heard the Armed Forces
Continued on page 8
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says Mrs. Herbert Marshall
— charming wife of one of

Hollywood's most distinguished stars.

MRS. HERBERT MARSHALL:

Here in Hollywood, glamour isn't just a word . .

.

it's a way of life. That's why I'm so delighted with

your alluring new shades in Tangee Satin-Finish

Lipstick. My special pet is that exciting Tangee

Red-Red.

CONSTANCE LCFT HUHN:

Yes, Mrs. Marshall, and I think you'll agree that

the smart new shades in Tangee Satin-Finish Lip-

sticks are not only lovely to look at... they're

wonderful to wear! They don't run or smear. They

stay on for many extra hours. And Tangee's exclu-

sive Satin-Finish assures lips not too dry— not too

moist ... vivid lips with a satin-like smoothness

that makes them doubly inviting ... In Red-Red,

Theatrical Red, Medium-Red and Tangee Natural

!

CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN
Head of theHouseofTangee
and one of America's fore-

most authorities on beauty

and make-up.

ase1/INGEE
and see Aow beautiiul you can be

Suave Herbert Marshall outwits
all enemy agents as The Man
Called X, Monday nights on CBS.

(Continued from page 6)
Radio Service show Tokyo Calling?
Take a listen and hear the kind of
propaganda the Japanese are handing
out about us. The show is on the air
Mondays at 10 p. m. (EWT) over the
American network.
And, talking about Japanese propa-

ganda—Sammy Kaye got word from a
GI in the Pacific not long ago, that
Tokyo Rose in her Zero Hour broad-
casts played an entire Sammy Kaye
Sunday Serenade program! Radio Ja-
pan probably transcribed it from a
program short-waved overseas.
Sammy's correspondent wrote that as

soon as the music was over, on came
the "saki-saki" (propaganda). "Do
you hear this good music?" cooed To-
kyo Rose. "How would you like to be
home dancing to that lovely music?
You can do it, boys, very soon, if you
will stop this war of fighting against
the Japanese." The boys love the mu-
sic and pay as little attention to the
accompanying propaganda as the GI's
did in Africa and Europe when the
Germans used the same tactics.

Tokyo Rose, incidentally, we are told
by our own correspondent in the Pa-
cific, has been practically forced off the
air by the GI's themselves. The GTs
have set up small radio stations on
every beachhead and are putting on
swell shows that the Rose can never
match. Besides, a few of them have
managed to cut in on her wave length
occasionally and made her sound plenty
foolish. She's expected to retire into a
great silence any moment, now.

* * *

Here's an idea lots of mothers might
like to pick up. Constance Bennett has
something new in the way of "baby
books." Instead of filling the one she's
keeping for her daughter Gyl with rec-
ords of when she cut her first tooth and
said her first gem of a word, Constance
is pasting it full of the important head-
lines of every day since Gyl was born
two days after Pearl Harbor. Gyl's
one girl who's going to know her place
in history right from the start.

* * *

Ever since Tommy Dorsey's been
broadcasting from Hollywood, Califor-
nia's real estate sharps have been
hounding him with intriguing but
highly inflated deals on the good earth.



But Tommy has a stock answer for
them all. "I'm not buying anything,"
he says, "that I can't load on the Super
Chief and take back to New York."
Might we suggest that Tommy give
them with "Don't Fence Me In" on his
trombone?

* * *

There's a pat on the back coming to
Bud Abbott and Lou Costello. Those
zanies have their serious side, too, and
when they show it—it's good.

This last summer, they put in three
weeks playing benefits in New York,
Baltimore, Philadelphia and Atlantic
City, to raise money for the Lou Cos-
tello, Jr., Youth Foundation to Aid
Delinquent Children. There's been an
awful lot of talk during this war about
juvenile delinquency. Abbott and Cos-
tello didn't talk much—they did some-
thing.

* * *

In one of his serious moments, Ar-
thur Godfrey ad-libbed some remarks
about the U. S. A. that are well worth
passing on.
"You know that old saying, it's a

small world, is getting truer and truer
every day," he said. "I couldn't help
thinking that when I looked through
the mail the other day.

"I don't know whether you remem-
ber, but a couple of weeks ago, I hap-
pened to mention that I wondered what
all you folks were doing every day
when we come into your homes for a
half hour of 'nothin'.' I got some very
interesting letters.

"There were letters from Maine,
from Texas, from Illinois, from Okla-
homa—from all over the country. And
reading them showed me something I
hadn't thought of before. This world
and especially this country of ours is

really much more of a small town than
most people imagine.
"You listeners in Texas who wrote

that you had just finished washing the
luncheon dishes, or were darning, or
dusting, are kind of sisters-under-the-
skin with the other women in Maine
and Oklahoma and the rest of the
country, who were doing the same
things at the same time, and had inter-
rupted their work to relax for a few
minutes with us, on this crazy clam-
bake we call a program. Most of you
had children home from school and

Actress Suzanne TaFel adds her
talents to CBS' Theater of Ro-
mance, heard each Tuesday night.

Are you in the know ?

Do this often, if you're addicted to—
Tantrums

Booking blues

n Hickey trouble

You can drown all three sorrows (above)

—

in your daily tub! For a warm bath relaxes;

improves the disposition. And a clean,

scrubbed skin discourages hickeys . . .

boosts your date bookings. Don't neglect

bathing on problem days when it's more
important than ever. To help you stay sweet

and dainty, Kotex now contains a deodorant.

A deodorant that can't shake out because

it is processed right into each Kotex
napkin— locked in, not merely dusted on.

It's a new Kotex "extra"!

To use silver correctly, would you—
Start from the outside

Start from the inside

Catch as catch can

Fumble for the right fork or spoon? Not
if you follow this simple rule: Start from
the outside, work in toward your plate.

You're fluster-proof when you can skip

social errors. And you'll make no mistake

on "trying days", when you choose the

poise-preserving sanitary napkin . . . Kotex.

Truth is, Kotex gives you confidence through

comfort. Because Kotex is made to stay soft

while wearing ... so different from pads

that just "feel" soft at first touch. There's

no roping, no wadding up, with Kotex.

A DEODORANT

in every Kotex napkin

at no extra cost

If he stood you up last night—
D Should you blow, your top

Be a tearful earful

Bide your time

Tears or temper won't teach him. Bide your

time 'til he calls again, then give out with

the brush-off. Keeping calm wins many a

victory . . . over "calendar" jitters, too.

With Kotex, see how serenely you can sail

through difficult days ! For you're sure the

flat tapered ends of Kotex don't show. Un-
like thick, blunt napkins, those patented

flat pressed ends don't cause revealing out-

lines. ..and you'll feel secure with the extra

protection of Kotex' special safety center!

More women choose KOTEX*

+han all other

sanitary napkins put together

*T.M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off
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"Look at my smooth-as-satin skin . . . and you'll know why Mommies an'

babies are ravin' about mild, soothin' Mennen Antiseptic Baby Powder. It's

a won-n-nderful help in preventin' prickly heat, urine irritation, chafing and

lotsa other skin troubles ! Here's why I say it's the best for baby's skin. . . .

1. Most boby specialists prefer Mennen Antiseptic Baby Powder to any other

baby powder (and 3 out of 4 doctors say baby powder should be antiseptic).*

2. Mennen is smoothest—shown in microscopic tests of leading baby powders.
Only Mennen powder is "cloud-spun" for extra smoothness, extra comfort.

3. Makes baby smell so sweet . . . new, mild flower-fresh scent!

R

R

10

V >rie the

besf.

Mennen I*

Also ... 4 times as many doctors
prefer MENNEN ANTISEPTIC BABY OIL

as any other baby oil or lotion*

were busy trying to keep them oc-
cupied.

"I get so darned tired of hearing
politicians and statesmen saying that
the country is divided by ideas and
customs that are so different that it's

impossible for us ever to have complete
unity. That's just silly. A few dif-
ferences in ideas and local customs and
accents are never going to keep you

—

at your radio in Oklahoma City—from
bringing up your children and runn.ng
your homes and living and thinking in
the same old U. S. A. way about the
things that really count—any more
than they will you, in Houston, or Chi-
cago, or Kansas City."

* * *

Phillips H. Lord, writer-producer of
Counterspy, has a very unusual way
of getting his show ready for the air.

He does a kind of "remote" produc-
tion job. Eight days before each broad-
cast, the actors do a detailed dress
rehearsal which is recorded in the con-
trol room of a New York studio. The
recording is then sent by plane to Lord,
who makes the necessary revisions in
his quiet retreat among the pines in
Maine.
He listens to the program on a play-

back machine in his home and, as he
listens, he makes notes and corrections
as well as written comments on the
performance. These are sent back to
New York by airmail. By the time the
show goes on the air, it's had as com-
plete an editing as though Lord had
been sitting in the control booth during
rehearsals—which is what most pro-
ducers do.

* * *

We love the idea of Carmen Dragon's
"vacation." The thirteen weeks that
Toasties Time is off the air, Carmen
has nothing to do but direct the music
for a couple of films—Hunt Stromberg's
"Young Widow" and Danny Kaye's new
picture, "The Kid from Brooklyn."

* * *

Not all actors are improvident and
thoughtless of the future. Lots of them
are branching out into other businesses,
now, while things are going well for
them.
Walter (Service Time) Burke runs

a summer resort in Pennsylvania. Ar-
thur (Casey, Press Photog) Vinton
raises turkeys. Ted (Big Town) De
Corsia sells his own farm-grown veg-
etables. Santos (Perry Mason) Ortega
has a Pekingese kennel.

* * *

There's one thing to be said for the
Warnow family—they're all staunch
individualists. When Mark Warnow
gave his kid brother a lift up the lad-
der of fame a few years ago, the kid
refused to capitalize on his brother's
reputation—so he changed his name.
He is known today as Raymond Scott.
Now, Mark's twenty-year-old son,

Morton, just returned from the ETO,
where he had been a prisoner of war
for nine months, has announced a
similar intention. He wants to be a
writer when he gets out of the Army

—

but he's going to get himself a name of

his own-—and his own breaks.
* * *

The Lombardo gang is never so hap-
py as when their travels bring them
within short range of Connecticut,
where Mama Lombardo lives. That's
because, whenever they are near
enough. Mama makes regular trips to
wherever the band is playing, loaded
down with food and delicacies for hpr
brood—and food and delicacies as only
Mama can make them, which is what
the gang misses most of all when they

(Continued on page 12)
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Mm-mm-mm-mm is for Martha ... of the luscious,

lovable complexion ! And for you, too, if you

give your skin beauty extras with Woodbury
Complete Beauty Cream.

One cream that cleanses, softens, smooths . . .

that doubles as a night cream guarding against

dryness and old-looking dry-skin lines . . . that

serves as your protective powder base, too. And
for protection against blemish-causing germs,

Woodbury contains exclusive "Stericin", con-

stantly purifying the cream in the jar.

Hear him say "you're mm-mm-mm-arvelous"!
Try Woodbury tonight. 10fS to $1.25, plus tax.

w.OOidbury
Complete Beauty

cream
its a//alt you neeJ!
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HOW I LOST MY HUSBAND
I guess I was really to blame when
Stan started paying attention to other

women. It wasn't that I didn't know
about feminine hygiene. I had become
. . . well . . . forgetful. Yes, I found out

the hard way that "now-and-then"
care isn't enough! My doctor finally

set me right. "Never be a careless

wife," he said. He advised Lysol dis-

infectant for douching always.

AND WON HIM BACK AGAIN!
Our romance is so special again—now
that I know about proper feminine

hygiene care! Since I had that talk

with the doctor, I use Lysol always

for douching. As he said: "Lysol is a

proved germ-killer ... far more de-

pendable than salt, soda or other

homemade solutions." Lysol is easy to

use and economical. But, most impor-

tant, it really does the job!

Check these facts with your Doctor

Proper feminine hygiene
care is important to the
happiness and charm of

every woman. So, douche
thoroughly with correct
Lysol solution . . . al-
ways! Powerful cleanser—
Lysol's great spreading
power means it reaches

deeply into folds and
crevices to search out
germs. Proved germ-i:iller

— uniform strength, made
under continued labora-
tory control . . . far

more dependable than
homemade solutions.
Non- caustic — Lysol
douching solution is non-
irritating, not harmful to
vaginal tissues. Follow

easy directions. Cleanly
odor— disappears after

use; deodorizes. More
women use Lysol for

feminine hygiene than
any other method. (For

fREE feminine hygiene
booklet, write
Lehn & Fink, 6SS
Fifth Ave., New
York22,N.Y.)

Copyright, 1945, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp.

For Feminine Hygiene use
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always!

Glamorous Ann Sothern brings
the enchanting Maisie to CBS'
new Sunday night comedy show.

(Continued from page 10)
have to go out on tour assignments.

* * *

Stories about kids and the war al-
ways get us—where it hurts. Like this
one—from John MacVane, NBC war
correspondent.
MacVane's back in the United States

after seven years in Europe. In 1938,
MacVane, then a reporter on the N. Y.
Sun, went to France with his wife.
Realizing that war was coming, he de-
cided to stay abroad, and joined the
Paris staff of a news agency. In 1940,
he joined the NBC staff in London and
was assigned to cover "the invasion of
London," which at that time seemed to
be imminent.
He accompanied the American First

Army on the invasion of France and
was injured during the action at Nor-
mandy, for which he was awarded the
Purple Heart.
MacVane's children, Myles, three

years old, and Sara Ann, fifteen months,
were born in London and are now see-
ing the United States for the first time.
Recently Myles heard thunder for the
first time and told his mother he heard
guns. Mrs. MacVane told him he was
wrong, that what he heard was the
noise made by two clouds bumping to-
gether. A few seconds later there was
another peal of thunder.

"Well, mother," Myles said, "those
clouds are shooting at each other
again."
That could well be passed off as a

cute, saying. But think of it this way.
Think of a small kid learning about
guns and bombs and death and de-
struction, before he's had a chance to

learn about the natural phenomena of

the world. When you think that way,
you want to make very sure that to-

morrow's kids won't have to go through
anything like this.

* * *

Karl Swenson feels right at home in

his role as Father Brown on the Mu-
tual mystery series. Karl's grandfather
was the pastor of the Swedish parish
in New Britain, Connecticut, and his

family always hoped Karl would be a

minister. Early in college, however,
Karl switched his interest to dramatics.
He has played many religious roles in

his radio career, though. . . . John the
(Continued on page 14)
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invites you

to come on

an exciting

and romantic

as the lovely but lonely star who finds romance!

M1TUMR
travels from 10th Ave. to Park—on curves!

fresh from adventure—and plenty fresh!

Purple Heart hero with his heart on his sleeve!

Week-end at theWaldorf
EDWARD ARNOLD -PHYLLIS THAXTER-KEENAN WYNN-RORERT RENCHLEY

LEON AMES • UNA EOMAY • SAMUEL S. HINDS

and XAVIER CUGAT and his ORCHESTRA • A ROBERT Z. LEONARD PRODUCTION
Screen Play by Sam and Bella Spewack. Adaptation by Guy Bolton. Suggested by a Play by Vicki Baum. Directed by ROBERT Z. LEONARD. Produced by ARTHUR H0RNBL0W, JR. A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER Picture
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(Continued from page 12)
Baptist on the Ave Maria Hour, Christ
for The March of Time and now the
detective-priest on the Adventures of
Father Brown.

* * *

When Don Bell left his home town of
Hutchinson, Kansas, eighteen years ago
to join the Marines, he had exactly a
dime in his pocket. After leaving the
service in 1931, he wound up in Manila
and settled there as a radio broadcaster
for a department store. Came the Jap
invasion and Bell became the "voice of
liberty" in Manila.
For thirty-seven months, the Japs

hunted Don Bell—and he was right
there in the Santo Tomas prison. For-
tunately for him, he was listed in the
Japanese records as Clarence Beliel, his
real name, and they never caught on.

After his release, Bell rejoined Mu-
tual as a correspondent. He earned
himself a short rest in New York. On
his way back to his post in the Pacific,
Bell stopped off at his home town for
the first time in eighteen years. He
was accorded all the honors of a re-
turning hero. Standing before a micro-
phone, Bell was asked by the Mayor
what he had achieved since leaving
home.

Bell reached into his pocket and
pulled out a dime. That was all the
money he had. His pocket had been
picked the day before on the train.

Bell returned to his home town ex-
actly the way he had left it—with a
dime to his name.

* * *

Ernest Chappell, new m.c. on the
Star Theater, is sometimes kiddingly
called "Mr. Charles," by his friends.
It's all right, though. He's married to
Claudia Morgan, who plays Nora
Charles in the Thin Man.

* # *

Joe Havnes. honorably discharged
from the Marines, finds civilian life

—

particularly working as a radio sound
effects man—fraught with danger. On
one program he was assigned to dub in
the sound of a turned-over chair and
a body fall. He outdid himself on the
job and, after the show, discovered he
had cracked a rib.

* * *

Twenty different government agen-
(Continued on page 16)

Edward Everett Horton is funny
even when heard and not seen, as

Kraft Music Hall's summer star.
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"The Touches of her Hands are like

the Touch of Down"James Whitcomb Riley

Lady, you

down from

It's a mean job .

wonder you feel 1

Reddened to the

every day. This

young-skin look-

don't get a touch like

Peeling Spuds!
. . cooking, cleaning, scrubbing. No
ike hiding your hands! Rough, eh?

wrist. Well, use Pacquins regularly

snowy cream helps hands win a

-soft, white, sweet to touch!

Doctors and Nurses found

a way to keep their hands in good condition in spite

of 30 to 40 scrubbings a day. More abuse than most

hands take in any day's housework! It was Pacquins

Hand Cream that was originally formulated for their

professional use. It's super-rich with an ingredient

(doctors call it "humectant") that helps dry skin

feel softer, smoother, more pliant!
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HAND CREAM
Creamy-smooth . . . not sticky, not
greasy. More hands use Pacquins than
any other hand cream in the world!

AT ANY DRUG. DEPARTMENT, OR TEN-CENT STORE

Continued from page 14
cies are providing material for the
Now It Can Be Told series. Dan Sey-
mour produces the program, based on
material most of which has never been
revealed before for military reasons.

* * *

Irene Kuhn, now being heard as a
correspondent from Chungking, was
the first woman news commentator in
the Far East.

Mrs. Kuhn, widely known writer and
newspaper correspondent, whose auto-
biography "Assigned to Adventure"
was a best seller, has spent five years
in the Orient. While in China she
wrote for various newspapers and in
addition broadcast from the China
Press-Kellogg station KRC in Shang-
hai. She was the first woman corres-
pondent in the East and the first

person ever to broadcast in the Orient
over China's first radio station.

Mrs. Kuhn's travels started shortly
after she left college. After a few
years on newspapers here, she joined
the European staff of the Chicago Trib-
une and covered assignments all over
the continent. Later she covered the
Mediterranean, Egypt, Singapore and
the Straits Settlements for the Tribune,
until she finally reached Shanghai.
There she joined the staff of the China
Press. Most recently, she's been the
assistant director of NBC's Information
Department in New York, a post she
left to return to China.

* * *

Ed Begley, who plays villains and
"heavies" on the Crime Doctor shows,
has been awarded a citation by the
American Red Cross for his efforts in
behalf of the Red Cross Blood Donor
Service. Ed has done a number of
sketches and shows before factory
workers, urging them to be regular
visitors at the blood donor clinics. He
says it's his way of keeping up with
his son, Cpl. Thomas M. Begley, who is

with the Army Amphibious Engineers
in the Philippines.

* * *

James Monks, we hear, isn't satisfied

with being one of the most sought after
young actors in radio. It isn't enough
for the guy that he can do a couple of
dozen different dialects. Now, he's tak-
ing singing lessons!

* * *

GOSSIP AND STUFF FROM ALL
OVER. . . . Look for Perry Como in a
picture soon. This one will be titled

"Doll Face" and is a screen adaptation
of the play, "Naked Genius." . . . Ralph
Edwards has signed a contract with
RKO which will make him a star. He's
to play straight parts and that he likes.

. . . Alec Templeton will appear in

MGM's movie, "Cabbages and Kings."
. . . Brig. Gen. David Sarnoff, president
of RCA, in a move to encourage young
scientific students, announced a scholar-
ship plan providing for as many as ten
students to receive RCA scholarships
during the academic year 1945-1946,

thirty during 1946-1947, fifty during
1947-1948, and sixty each academic year
after that. Each scholarship consists of

a cash award of $600. . . . DuMont Tele-
vision is building a set to sell for $150,

which will tune in radio stations as

well as television. . . . The King Sisters

are set for the Rudy Vallee show. . . .

Goodman Ace will probably have
signed by the time you read this, to

write and produce the Danny Kaye
show. . . . How about taking a tip from
Ed Begley—and becoming regular don-
ors to the Red Cross Blood Donor
Service? The war isn't over yet and a

lot of our boys are going to need a lot

of help to bring V-J Day a little closer.



Cutex color stimulant

SCHIAPARELLI interprets

"Alert". . . pulse-stirring, heart-warming color to light up beau-

tiful fingertips. Schiaparelli, France's ingenious designer,

catches its high excitement with a flame-topped dinner dress

. . . sponsors four other exciting Cutex colorslfo touch a spark

to the Paris fashions in her latest collection. Try and find

a lovelier polish at any price!

HONOR BRIGHT

OFF DUTY

YOUNG RED

AT EASE



leaves ^our hair so lustrous,

wet so easy to manage 7

Only Drene Sliampoo with Hair Conditioning action gives you

this wonderful combination of beauty benefits! ;' Extra

lustre .

.

. up to 33% more sheen than with any kind of soap or

soap shampoo! Because all soaps leave a film on hair which

dulls lustre, robs your hair of glamour! Drene leaves no dull-

ing film, brings out all the lovely gleam. ".' Such manageable

hair . . . easy to comb into smooth, shining neatness, right

after shampooing . . . due to the fact that the new improved

Drene has a wonderful hair conditioning action. Complete

removal of unsightly dandruff, the very first time you use

this wonderful improved shampoo. So insist on Drene with

Hair Conditioning action, or ask your beauty shop to um; ii!
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for After-Dark Glamour
Dramatize the beauty of your hair, focus attention on your

smart hair-do! For evening occasions, wear jewels in your hair!

Lisa Fonssagrives . . . glamorous New York fashion model,

Cover Girl and "Drene Girl" . . . shows you, on this page, three

smart hair-dos dramatized with jewels!

This turquoise tiara certainly calls attention to Lisa's shin-

ing topknot of puffs! A twisted double strand of pearls or a

string of large gold beads would also look lovely encircling the

puffs! But you'll not get the maximum combination of lustre

and manageability from your shampoos unless you use Drene

Shampoo with Hair Conditioning action, as Lisa always does!

A gold bracelet was used

by Lisa for this stunning

back arrangement. Ends of

hair are drawn through

bracelet, then pulled up-

ward. That extra shining-

smooth look is due to Drene

Shampoo with Hair Condi-

tioning action.

Wear large combs set with brilliant stones

or pearls, on either side of this double-puff

topknot arrangement! But first, wash your

hair in Drene Shampoo with Hair Condition-

ing action. No other shampoo leaves hair sr

lustrous, yet so easy to manage!

iynm jtaamooo

WITH HAIR CONDITIONING ACTION
Product of Procter & Gamble



THE sun lay hot and bright across the tops
of desks that had been scarred and var-
nished over and scarred again; and danc-

ing motes of chalk dust filled each beam of

light as it slanted in through the broad win-
dows. I had erased all the blackboards and
wiped them with a damp cloth, had thrown
away the stubs of chalk too small for further

use and replaced them with long, new sticks,

neatly spaced at intervals along the ledge
which ran under the boards. I \had sharpened
my pencils and emptied the sharpener of all

its shavings; I had changed the point on my
pen; I had done everything it was possible to

do on a Friday afternoon. And all the time
he had sat there, in the fifth desk of the second
row from the window—bent over his book,
never once looking up, not speaking, wrapped
in inviolable sullenness.

It was utterly ridiculous, I told myself, to be
afraid—afraid, mind you!—of a twelve-year-
old boy. I was Miss Wilson, the efficient sixth-
grade teacher at the Granite Street school, I

had been teaching for seven years, I knew how
children's minds worked, there should be no
problem they could offer me that I did not
know how to cope with . . .

Charles was another woman's husband;

Bob was that other woman's son.

But deep inside of Frances there was

something that claimed them both

19



But I did not know what to say to

Bob Lane. I did not know how to reach
him.
The clock over the door said 3:49. I

could do the cowardly thing—in eleven
minutes I could say, "Very well, Bob.
You may go. And I hope you will re-
member, next time, that this is a
schoolroom and not a sharp-shooting
range." I could say that, knowing very
well he would remember nothing of the
sort—knowing that on Monday he
would be the same handsome, intrac-

table, unhappy boy he was now, and
that I would be forced to keep him
after school again.

No. That would be begging the ques-
tion, confessing my own failure—at the
very best, postponing what would
sometime have to be done anyway.
Sitting at my desk, I said quietly:

"Bob."
He raised his head—slowly, deliber-

ately, as if to impress upon me that he
was doing it in his own good time—and
looked at me. "What, Miss Wilson?" he
asked.

UOR an instant I couldn't answer.
Would I never remember—idiot that

I was—how the full, direct gaze of those
dark blue eyes always made my heart
stop? Would I never learn to steel my-
self in advance? Of course he was very
like Charles. Naturally he had not only
Charles' eyes, so level and honest, but
the same high prominent cheekbones
and square jaw as well. Boys quite fre-

quently look like their fathers. But it

would have been so much easier for

me if Bob had not.

I made myself say, finally: "Come up
and sit in one of the front desks. I

thought we might have a little talk."

He got up, moving with that same
slowness, not quite openly insolent but
so near to it that there could be no
doubt he planned it that way. Some
boys were awkward at twelve, but not
Bob. Already, he had an athlete's con-
trol over his body. But the good im-
pression given by his grace was spoiled

by his sulky expression and the sloven-
liness of his clothes. They were expen-
sive clothes—trust Myra for that!—but
he wore them with contempt. Pockets
bulged and sagged out of shape under
an accumulation of heavy objects; his

tie was knotted any old way; a smear
of dirt ran across one trouser leg. Yet
I always had the strange impression
that his untidiness was deliberate, in-

tentional, not at all 'the thoughtless in-

difference toward their appearance of

most boys.

He sat down without a word at the
desk I indicated. He waited—hostile,

defiant, bored-— No, not bored, I real-

ized suddenly. There was alertness in

him, alertness hidden and held in check,

and no one can be bored and alert at

the same time. Say, rather, that he
was wary.
"You know, Bob," I said, "I don't like

to keep you after school. I'd much
rather not, to tell the truth. But you
don't leave me much choice."

"I'm sorry."

"No, I don't think you are at all," I

told him, and had the satisfaction of

seeing that at any rate I'd surprised
him. "Bob—" I leaned toward him,
putting urgency into my voice—"why
can't we be friends? Your father and
mother are both good friends of mine.
I used to think you were too. What's
happened? Why don't you like me any
more?" r

For a moment I thought that in my
desire to find some way of reaching
him, I'd said too much. A wave of pain-
ful color spread itself across the clear

skin of his face, and his eyes, under
their straight, silky young brows, held
mine with a kind of agony—as if he
wanted to turn them away, but couldn't.

And a horrible thought flashed into

my mind. Was it possible that, with the
magic intuition of children, he knew?
Oh, not consciously, of course, but deep
down somewhere in his emotions, as a
troubling unease, an awareness that

something was wrong. He couldn't

know it, he couldn't be sure, because I

had never—never by the smallest sign,

the least gesture—given a hint of my
love for Charles, his father. He couldn't
know—but if he guessed. . .

But then he said, and I went weak
with relief: "Gee, Miss Wilson, it's

nothing to do with you! I never thought
you'd think—I mean—I like you all

right, honest."
"Why don't you help me, then? You

know, Bob, you're the sort of person
other people follow." Perhaps he'd re-
spond to flattery, and anyway, it was
true. "If you behave yourself in class,

the others are likely to behave them-
selves too. But if you're busy looking
out the window or throwing spitballs

or making a commotion—then the
whole class gets restless. It makes
things harder for me."
"Mmm." He considered that, recog-

nized its justice. "Yes, I guess maybe
that's right. I never thought of it that
way, Miss Wilson."
"Of course you didn't." I smiled at

him, pleased with my own cleverness.

Why, it hadn't been difficult at all! I

had just let panic get the upper hand
of me; I'd unconsciously assumed that
he was different from any other boy
because he was Charles' son. "Then
you will try to be better, Bob?"

"I'll try," he said—but to my amaze-
ment the old sullen expression was
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back again, and his voice was indiffer-

ent. It was as if he were agreeing to

"try" because he knew it was the
quickest and surest way to satisfy me,
not because he had any intention of

keeping his word. So it seemed that I'd

failed after all; I'd thought I had
reached him, but I hadn't. Discourage-
ment swept over me, and I knew there

was nothing more I could say, no other
plea I could make.

I forced brightness into my voice.

"That's all I ask you to do, Bob," I said.

"Just try. And I'm sure I'll never have
to keep you in after school again."

He shot me a quick glance, and then
he said bitterly, "Oh, that. I don't care

whether you keep me in or not, Miss
Wilson. Even if you don't, I can't do
anything except go home and practice

on that ol' piano."

"Someday you'll be very glad you
know how to play it, Bob."

His face darkened, and he stood up,
clenching his hands. "I won't!" he cried

furiously. "I hate it—I'll always hate
it! And when I grow up I'll never
touch a piano!"
So then, of course, I understood, and

blamed myself for not having under-
stood sooner.

After he had left the room I stayed
where I was, remembering. Remem-
bering so much, remembering things

that had happened before Bob was even
born.
The sins of the fathers, the Bible says,

are to be visited upon the children.

But not only the sins. The disappoint-
ments, the heartaches, the sorrows

—

these, too, touch the children who come
after. More, perhaps, than we ever
know.

¥ COULDN'T have been more than
•* twelve—just Bob's age—when it

happened, but I was an observant child

and I heard and saw enough to give
me a vivid picture. Blair Kinkaid and
Myra Porter—it seemed to me that I

could almost see them, flying down
Pine Hill on the sled Blair had bor-
rowed—the two of them, Blair so fair

and Myra so dark, laughing with the
thrill of speed and of being together,
laughing as two people do laugh when
they are in love. And then something
happening—no one ever knew quite
what—and the sled swerving, and
Myra's soream, cut off sharp when she
was thrown clear into a drift while the
sled, with Blair still clinging to it,

crashed splintering into the base of a
hundred-year-old tree. . .

I could see all that, though I had
never seen it in reality, and I could
hear my mother and aunt talking, later.

"So tragic. Cut off at the very start

of his life. And Mr. Bellison says he
had real talent—he would have been
famous someday." (Mr. Bellison was
our town's musical authority, the or-
ganist at the Congregational Church.)
"Were they going to be married?"
"Oh, there was nothing definite

—

there couldn't be, with him planning
on going to study in Chicago. But
there's no doubt Myra was wild about
him. I hear she's completely pros-
trated—won't eat, or speak to anyone,
not even her mother."
But time had passed, and Myra

Porter had come to some sort of terms
with a world which no longer held
Blair Kinkaid, and eventually she had
married Charles Lane, and borne him
a son.

No one at all knows how I, fifteen-

year-old Francie Wilson, had cried

when their engagement was announced.
No one at all knew, or even suspected,
that even then Charles was my god. A.
different kind of god then, naturally

—

a schoolgirl's idol, someone to be wor-
shipped silently from a distance. (Yet
perhaps not so different, either, since

it was at a distance that I still wor-
shipped him. And adolescent as was
the vow I had made then never to

marry, I had kept it.)

I sighed, there in the empty school-
room, and (Continued on page 88)

Suddenly Myra was standing at the gate between the two back yards, watching us.





But I did not know what to say to

Bob Lane. I did not know how to reach

him.
The clock over the door said 3:49. I

could do the cowardly thing—in eleven

minutes I could say, "Very well, Bob.

You may go. And I hope you will re-

member, next time, that this is a

schoolroom and not a sharp-shooting

range." I could say that, knowing very

well he would remember nothing of the

sort—knowing that on Monday he

would be the same handsome, intrac-

table, unhappy boy he was now, and
that I would be forced to keep him
after school again.

No. That would be begging the ques-

tion, confessing my own failure—at the

very best, postponing what would
sometime have to be done anyway.
Sitting at my desk, I said quietly:

"Bob."
He raised his head—slowly, deliber-

ately, as if to impress upon me that he

was doing it in his own good time—and
looked at me. "What, Miss Wilson?" he

asked.

C"OR an instant I couldn't answer.
* Would I never remember—idiot that

I was—how the full, direct gaze of those

dark blue eyes always made my heart

stop? Would I never learn to steel my-
self in advance? Of course he was very

like Charles. Naturally he had not only

Charles' eyes, so level and honest, but

the same high prominent cheekbones
and square jaw as well. Boys quite fre-

quently look like their fathers. But it

would have been so much easier for

me if Bob had not.

I made myself say, finally: "Come up
and sit in one of the front desks. I

thought we might have a little talk."

He got up, moving with that same
slowness, not quite openly insolent but

so near to it that there could be no
doubt he planned it that way. Some
boys were awkward at twelve, but not

Bob. Already, he had an athlete's con-

trol over his body. But the good im-
pression given by his grace was spoiled

by his sulky expression and the sloven-

liness of his clothes. They were expen-
sive clothes—trust Myra for that!—but

he wore them with contempt. Pockets
bulged and sagged out of shape under
an accumulation of heavy objects; his

tie was knotted any old way; a smear
of dirt ran across one trouser leg. Yet
I always had the strange impression
that his untidiness was deliberate, in-

tentional, not at all 'the thoughtless in-

difference toward their appearance of

most boys.

He sat down without a word at the
desk I indicated. He waited—hostile,

defiant, bored— No, not bored, I real-

ized suddenly. There was alertness in

him, alertness hidden and held in check,

and no one can be bored and alert at

the same time. Say, rather, that he
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to keep you after school. Id much

rather not, to tell the truth. But you

don't leave me much choice.

"I'm sorry."
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"No I don't think you are at an, i

told him, and had the satisfaction of

seeing that at any rate I'd surprised

him. "Bob—" I leaned toward him,

putting urgency into my voice— why

can't we be friends? Your father and

mother are both good friends of mine.

I used to think you were too. Whats

happened? Why don't you like me any

more?"' , .

For a moment I thought that in my
desire to find some way of reaching

'him, I'd said too much. A wave of pain-

ful color spread itself across the clear

skin of his face, and his eyes, under

their straight, silky young brows, held

mine with a kind of agony—as if he

wanted to turn them away, but couldn't.

And a horrible thought flashed into

my mind. Was it possible that, with the

magic intuition of children, he knew?

Oh, not consciously, of course, but deep

down somewhere in his emotions, as a

troubling unease, an awareness that

something was wrong. He couldn't

know it, he couldn't be sure, because I

had never—never by the smallest sign

the least gesture—given a hint of my
love for Charles, his father. He couldn't

know—but if he guessed. . .

But then he said, and I went weak
with relief: "Gee, Miss Wilson, ifs

nothing to do with you! I never thought
you'd think—I mean—I like you all

right, honest."

"Why don't you help me, then? You
know, Bob, you're the sort of person
other people follow." Perhaps he'd re-

spond to flattery, and anyway, it was
true. "If you behave yourself in class,

the others are likely to behave them-
selves too. But if you're busy looking

out the window or throwing spitballs

or making a commotion—then the

whole class gets restless. It makes
things harder for me."
"Mmm." He considered that, recog-

nized its justice. "Yes, I guess maybe
that's right. I never thought of it that

way, Miss Wilson."

"Of course you didn't." I smiled at

him, pleased with my own cleverness.

Why, it hadn't been difficult at all! I

had just let panic get the upper hand
of me; I'd unconsciously assumed that

he was different from any other boy
because he was Charles' son. "Then
you will try to be better, Bob?"

"I'll try," he said—but to my amaze-
ment the old sullen expression was

back again, and his voice was indiffer-
ent. It was as if he were agreeing to
•try" because he knew it was the
quickest and surest way to satisfy me,
not because he had any intention of
keeping his word. So it seemed that I'd
failed after all; I'd thought I had
reached him, but I hadn't. Discourage-
ment swept over me, and I knew there
was nothing more I could say, no other
plea I could make.

I forced brightness into my voice.
"That's all I ask you to do, Bob," I said]
"Just try. And I'm sure I'll never have
to keep you in after school again."
He shot me a quick glance, and then

he said bitterly, "Oh, that. I don't care
whether you keep me in or not, Miss
Wilson. Even if you don't, I can't do
anything except go home and practice
on that ol' piano."
"Someday you'll be very glad you

know how to play it, Bob."
His face darkened, and he stood up,

clenching his hands. "I won't!" he cried
furiously. "I hate it—I'll always hate
it! And when I grow up Til never
touch a piano!"

So then, of course, I understood, and
blamed myself for not having under-
stood sooner.

After he had left the room I stayed
where I was, remembering. Remem-
bering so much, remembering things
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Ut I was an observant childand I heard and saw enough to giveme a vivid picture. Blair Kinkaid and
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a P
?rter

—jt seemed to me that IS*08' see them, flying down
Pine Hill on the sled Blair had bor-
r°wed—the two of them, Blair so fair
and Myra so dark, laughing with the
thrill of speed and of being together
laughing as two people do laugh when
they are in love. And then something
happening—no one ever knew quitewhat—and the sled swerving, and
Myra s soream, cut off sharp when she
was thrown clear into a drift while the
sled, with Blair still clinging to it
crashed splintering into the base of a
hundred-year-old tree. .

I could see all that, though I had
never seen it in reality, and I could
hear my mother and aunt talking, later.
"So tragic. Cut off at the very start

of his life. And Mr. Bellison says he
had real talent—he would have been
famous someday." (Mr. Bellison was
our town's musical authority, the or-
ganist at the Congregational Church.)
"Were they going to be married?"
"Oh, there was nothing definite

there couldn't be, with him planning
on going to study in Chicago. But
there's no doubt Myra was wild about
him. I hear she's completely pros-
trated—won't eat, or speak to anyone,
not even her mother."
But time had passed, and Myra

Porter had come to some sort of terms
with a world which no longer held
Blair Kinkaid, and eventually she had
married Charles Lane, and borne him
a son.

No one at all knows how I, fifteen-
year-old Francie Wilson, had cried
when their engagement was announced.
No one at all knew, or even suspected,
that even then Charles was my god. A
different kind of god then, naturally—
a schoolgirl's idol, someone to be wor-
shipped silently from a distance. (Yet
perhaps not so different, either, since
it was at a distance that I still wor-
shipped him. And adolescent as was
the vow I had made then never to
marry, I had kept it.)

I sighed, there in the empty school-
room, and (Continued on page 88)

Suddenly Myra was standing at the gate between the two back yards, watching us
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EARLY in the' morning, late in the night

—

those were the lonesome times. Early in the

morning, when you squeezed yourself a

glass of orange juice and made yourself a cup of

coffee, and drank them, standing, in the kitchen,

instead of getting a big cereal-and-eggs-and-
muffins breakfast for two, and eating it with your
husband at the sunny table by the window. When
you, then, opened the shop by yourself, and fed

the animals by yourself, and waited, waited,

waited, for something to happen.
Late at night, after you had fed the animals by

yourself, and closed the shop by yourself, and
gone, lonely, to the big bed that had seemed so

wonderfully a haven, when it was shared. When
you'waited, waited, waited, for sleep-to come and
bring you blessed oblivion until the lonely morn-
ing came.

It hadn't been so bad, when Ken was simply
away. Other women, too, were waiting for their

husbands to return from the war, I'd tell myself
as I drank my orange juice and coffee, or as I

turned out the light at night. Soon he'll be home,
and life will be the way we want it to be, and
all our plans will be realities.

But now—now that there would never be a
coming home for Ken, when all those plans had
turned out to be foolish dreams, the loneliness
seemed to creep into my very bones, like winter
cold. And it got worse, not better, with the
passage of time. I suppose it's logical, when you
have no future, to retreat into the past. The
present, and the future, were too much for me
to face. But the past was different—that was all

there is of happiness, because I had shared it with
Ken. And so I spent my days going back into the
past. The past—the only part that counted, the
part spent with Ken—was nearly three years
gone.
Three years ago, Ken had left me, and the little

pet shop, and the animals he loved so much, and
the profession that he was studying so indus-
triously and ambitiously, and gone into the Army.
Then I had marked time. Soon, Ken would be
home; he'd finish his training at the university's
school of Veterinary Medicine, and we'd convert
the pet. shop, which had earned our living and
paid Ken's tuition, into a regular hospital-kennel.
That was the future we had planned. But now
there was no future, for Ken had died fighting.
It was nearly fourteen months since I'd been told
of his death, and the sharp agony of new grief
had subsided into the dull ache of bitter loneli-
ness.

Now, each morning, I pulled up the Venetian
blinds which covered the shop's windows, with-
out even wondering what the day would bring,
because I knew it could bring me nothing. I

simply noticed—as I was noticing this particular
morning—what the weather was like, and turned
back to the shop. This morning, it's a nice day,
I told myself, seeing that everything had a bright,
freshly-scrubbed look. It must have rained cats
and dogs during the night. And then I would
have given anything to take the thought back.

That had been one of our private jokes, Ken's
and mine. When I'd complain about the rain, he'd

Out of her memories, Penny

tried to fashion an enchanted

cloak to keep her warm and

unafraid, to keep - out loneliness.

But there is only one spell

strong enough to fight loneliness.



say, "Why Penny, it's raining cats and
dogs—that's good for business!"

Oh, Ken—what am I going to do?
What am I going to do without you?

Slowly, I turned away from the win-
dow to face the work of the day. I had
asked that question so many times, and
still asked it, knowing that there was
no answer.
As I turned, I saw out of the corner

of my eye a little girl running at top

speed down the street toward the shop.

Her braids were streaming out behind
her, and as she drew nearer I noticed

that she held a small cocker spaniel

puppy in her arms, his big ears napping
like distress signals with every jolt of

her flying feet.

In a moment she came abreast of the

shop, turned and came panting in.

Quite unable to speak for a moment,
she held out the puppy to me with a

look of mute appeal.

Some of her desperate urgency com-
municated itself to me, and I snatched
the little fellow and began to feel him
over gently for broken bones, while I

repeated, "What's the matter—what's
the matter, dear?"
With a long gasp that was close to a

sob the child managed to get the words
out. "We were watching a man paint

a fence and Smooch drank out of the
paint bucket and the man said it was
white lead and it was poison and he
told me to bring Smooch here and—oh,

oh, please, don't let him die, don't let

him die!"

Paint—white lead—arsenate of lead

—that was arsenic, wasn't it? Hastily I

dumped the puppy back into the child's

arms and raced for the kitchen, re-

citing over in my mind the things Ken
had taught me

—

salt . . . empty stomach
. . . egg white . . . milk . . .

When I got back, I found that the

little girl had put Smooch on the lino-

leum-covered table where I show dogs

I have for sale, and that Cassy, my own
little Maltese terrier, had leaped up to

console the frightened little fellow with
one of her particularly thorough face-
washings. When I shooed her down,
Cassy promptly transferred her minis-
trations to the little girl, who needed
them .by now.

I forced Smooch's mouth open and
poured a liberal spoonful of salt on the
back of his tongue. There was nothing
to do now but await results. I steadied

Smooch with one hand, and put my
other arm around the little girl's

shoulders.

"What's your name, dear?"
"M-M-Myra. Oh, will he die? Will

he —?"

My arm tightened about her. "No,
Myra. I think we're doing just the right
thing for him, and you were wonderful
to bring him here so quickly. But you
hold him now, will you, while I go call

up a doctor and make sure?"
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Dr. Jackson, whom I always con-

sulted about the dogs in the shop, was
out of town judging a kennel club show,
I knew, so I began to search through
the listing of veterinarians in the phone
book for one close by. In a moment I

found a Dr. Phillip Reeves over on
Market Street, just a couple of blocks

away.
Dr. Reeves, when I reached him,

sounded nice. I explained.

"Any results from the salt?"

It teas strangely sweet, that

kiss; I forgot, for a moment,
the identity of the kisser.

The story Enchanted teas

adapted from a problem
presented originally on
John J. Anthony's daily
program, Mutual, 1 :45 EWT.

i

I peered over at the table. "Yes,"

doctor."

"Well, give him some egg white

then. Tell you what—you're doing fine,

but I'm not busy right now. Suppose I

drop over, just to make sure?"

In a surprisingly few minutes he was
there, coming into the door of the shop

swinging his bag, as Myra and I were
inducing Smooch to have another egg

white.
Nowadays, when I thought of veter-

inary at all, I thought of someone fat

and old, like Dr. Jackson, not someone
young and vital and quick—like Ken.

But that's the way this man was. He
didn't look like Ken at all—he was
dark and Ken had been very fair; his

eyes were brown and Ken's had been
clear blue; he was taller by a head than

Ken had been. And yet the quick move-
ment of him, the ready smile, the

gentleness of his hands as he ruffled
'

Smooch's big ears brought Ken back,

in a painful twist of memory, closer

than he had been in a long time.

"I'm Phillip Reeves," he said. "You're

Mrs. Manning?" And he put out his

hand.
I gave him mine, strangely reluctant

at first, and then pleased with the

strength and firmness of his fingers.

"Yes, I'm Mrs. Manning. And this is

Myra, and this
—

" with a wave of my
hand—"is Smooch."
Cassy came forward, smelled of him

gravely, and then put her two little

grey paws up on his knees, wagging her
tail like mad. Obviously -she was say-

ing, I'm someone you want to meet,
too—I'm Cassy.

"And that's Cassy—my own dog," I

added.
He scratched Cassy's ears expertly,

and grinned at Smooch. "What did you
want to go and drink paint for?" he
inquired. "That's an awful fool trick

—all it got you was a lot of people
fussing around and pouring things

down your throat. And it probably
didn't taste good in the first place."

He talks to the dogs, I thought, on a
caught-in breath. Just the way I do.

Talks to them, just as if they under-
stood, and when you do that they really

do understand. He talks to the dogs
just the way we used to—Ken and I—
together.

I watched ihim as he worked over the
little dog, reassured Myra, and finally

sent the two of them away. "Come back
and see me again some time," I called

impulsively after the little girl, as she
skipped away. "Come back and bring
Smooch to see me!"

I turned away from the door, and
found myself looking straight into Dr.
Reeves' eyes. "How about me?" he
asked, picking up his bag. "How about
me—can I come back and see you—and
Cassy—again some time?"

I turned my eyes down to Cassy, who
was pawing at my knee, as if she were
urging me to say yes. "Why, of course,

doctor, if you wish," I answered stiffly.

I thought that ended it, but instead of

going he sat down suddenly on the edge
of the table. "I've walked by here a
number of times," he said, "and won-
dered about the place. Do you own it,

or just work here?"

"I—I own it. It's all ours—mine!"
"Oh. Don't you keep any help?"
I shook my head. "No, I can manage

quite easily by myself."
He looked at me sharply, and a little

frown pulled his straight black brows
together. "But—well, as I say, I've

passed here often. And you seem to be
always open—early in the morning,
late at night. Don't you—

"

"I like it," I broke in shortly. "It

keeps me busy. I haven't anything else

to do." And I couldn't keep the bitter-

ness out of my voice: For a moment, I

was sure he was going to ask questions,
and I was terrified. I didn't want to

give him the answers, to repeat the
story, and so make it clearer, hurtfully
clearer in my mind, how little the world
had to offer me.
But he didn't ask any questions. He

just looked at me very closely for a
moment, and then smiled—a warm,
generous, sweet smile that lighted his

whole being. Then he picked up his
bag again, gave Cassy a final pat, and
said good-bye. I watched him as he
went down the street, whistling Oh
where, oh where has my little dog gone?
And I thought, he won't be back, and
wondered why on earth that made me
feel unhappier, sorrier for myself than
ever.

But he did come back—often. Al-
ways, it seemed, in time to give me
someone besides dogs and cats and birds
and the lone monkey to talk to, just
when I felt the loneliest, when my
spirits were lowest. Early in the morn-
ing, on his way to the office. At night,

when he'd been keeping late visiting-

'hours, or had been on an emergency
case. At lunch time, once, armed with
a basket from the delicatessen down
the street—the contents of which we
ate picnic-fashion, aided by Cassy,
under the big tree in the back yard.

He's good for me, I kept telling my-
self. It doesn't matter if he does make
me remember Ken—I've got to face the

fact that Ken's gone, and Phil gives me
someone to talk to, someone who under-
stands the problems of the shop, some-
one to advise me. But I'd know that I

was fooling myself—Phil Reeves wasn't
good for me. He made me restless,

irritable, more discontented than ever.
Before I got to know him, I'd been liv-

ing in a state of suspended animation.
Now my thoughts, my feelings were
coming awake, under the stimulus of
his talk and his laughter, and the
awakening hurt. It made me rebellious
against life. It reminded me too much
of all that I had lost, of all the dream's
that were smashed, the hopes that were
dead, the plans that had gone awry. But
I couldn't tell him to stay away—how
can you tell a man, who has done noth-
ing except be pleasant and helpful, to
take himself out of your life, please,
and leave you to crawl back into your
shell?

One afternoon, when he stopped by,
he asked, "Penny, is there any good,
honest reason why you have to keep
this place open until ten or ten-thirty
every night?"

I shook my head. "None, except that
I might as well—I haven't anything
else to do, and (Continued on page 75)
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All Bob knew about the girl on Sunset Drive was that

there were often letters for her from a soldier. So he was

afraid he would never know any more . . . until that day!
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1 WANTED to wear a uniform and I finally

got one.

But I wanted to be Bob Jones, S 1/c;

not Postman, third-class.

Turned down at the induction center be-
cause I had a punctured ear drum, I had to

push back the tears that were bubbling up
from a well of disappointment in my heart.

All the fellows my age in town were okayed
for the Army or the Navy, and some of them
made the Marines; and I know darned well
that Navy officer had his eye on me. But the
doggoned ear scared him off and I cursed the
day I had jumped twenty-five feet into the
swimming hole and smacked my ear so hard
I had trouble with it ever since.

Yes, I can remember coming out of the
induction center with a leaden heart and the
bright sun of the early morning had become
a distasteful yellowish color that painted the
world in a sickly tint. The induction center
was right across the street from the Post
Office, near enough for me to read the in-

scription cut in the stone base:

HENRY MORGENTHAU, Secretary of the
Treasury.
JAMES A. FARLEY, Postmaster General.
Built in 1939.

1939! That was the year I smacked my ear!

I cursed again and turned away from the re-
minder, but half-way down the block I

stopped walking and looked back at the build-
ing. I punched my right fist into the palm
of the other hand and went back to the Post
Office, went inside and said hello to Mr. Berg,
the postmaster.

"Get that chin out, Bob," he said. "I saw
ou come out of the induction center. I know
how you feel, feller. But what're you going
to do, bust out crying? Here. Read this, it

just happened to come in."

I knew what he was handing me. He had
shown me one of those applications before,

and I knew what he was aiming at. I looked
r>t the paper without hardly seeing it; yet the
application had a different meaning for me

now. My mind was working at a different
pace, as though the wheels were turning over
at a slower rate of speed and I could see my
life almost standing still; so making a decision
was easy, even a decision like that.

"Okay, Mr. Berg. It's a deal. I'll take this

home and fill it out. I'll be .the best postman
you have, or the worst. Suppose I come in

tomorrow and go to work."
The postmaster laughed and shook his head.
"Not so fast, Bob. This is civil service and

you'll have to go through the regular routine;

but I'll have you working here before the
week's over. And after a while I can get you
a route. You'll love it, Bob. You'll love it!"

His words echoed in my ears all the way
home. He was right when he said I'd eventu-
ally love the job, but there was more signifi-

cance to his use of the word "love," as you
shall see. Mr. Berg didn't know it, but he was
pushing me right into the path of the jugger-
naut that is love; he was pushing me in front

of a steamroller I couldn't resist, one that

knocked me flatter than a pancake, and from
which I never quite recovered.
The transition I made in my work was just

what I needed at that time. I had been work-
ing in the Merrel Lumber Company as a sales

clerk, selling lumber supplies to people who
wanted to improve their homes; window sash,

woodwork for floors, screen doors and other
items that gave you splinters in your hands.
It was okay, but I was glad to quit and go to

work in the post office where I was assigned
to a mail-analysis job. I had to sort all the

mail for the town, mail that came from all

over the world; a big sack comes from New
York, you unlock it, dump it out on a table,

start sorting it for the different routes in

town, then break it down into streets. That
was my job.

I began to enjoy the new job the second
day I was on it. All of a sudden my eyes
were riveted on a letter that was addressed
to me. Fascinated, I picked it up and called

out: "Hey, Mr. Bailer. Here's a letter for me."
~<







All Bob knew about the girl on Sunset Drive was that
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Office, went inside and said hello to Mr. Berg,
the postmaster.
"Get that chin out, Bob," he said. "I saw
ou come out of the induction center. I know
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but I'll have you working here before the
week's over. And after a while I can get you,
a route. You'll love it, Bob. You'll love it!"

His words echoed in my ears all the way
home. He was right when he said I'd eventu-
ally love the job, but there was more signifi-

cance to his use of the word "love," as you
shall see. Mr. Berg didn't know it, but he was
pushing me right into the path of the jugger-
naut that is love; he was pushing me in front
of a steamroller I couldn't resist, one that
knocked me flatter than a pancake, and from
which I never quite recovered.
The transition I made in my work was just

what I needed at that time. I had been work-
ing in the Merrel Lumber Company as a sales
clerk, selling lumber supplies to people who
wanted to improve their homes; window sash,
woodwork for floors, screen doors and other
items that gave you splinters in your hands.
It was okay, but I was glad to quit and go to
work in the post office where I was assigned
to a mail-analysis job. I had to sort all the
mail for the town, mail that came from all
over the world; a big sack comes from New
York, you unlock it, dump it out on a table
start sorting it for the different routes in
town, then break it down into streets. That
was my job.

I began to enjoy the new job the second
day I was on it. All of a sudden my eyes
were riveted on a letter that was addressed
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The assistant postmaster opened his eyes widely,
pretended he was shocked or surprised. He said:

"Well, whataya know. Tsk, tsk. Finding a letter in

a post office."

"Nuts!" I replied. "It just surprised me, that's all.

You just don't expect to see one for yourself."
"Okay, Bob. Okay." He came over and put a hand

on my shoulder.
"Mr. Berg told me you'll go out on a route Monday,"

he said. "We're terribly short of carriers. This will be
a good chance for you, son. It usually takes a fellow
quite a while before he's given a route, but the war
makes a difference in everything, doesn't it?"

I nodded, but I didn't want to get thinking about
the draft again. Being a 4-F was not pleasant to think
about. I changed the subject.

"How many miles does the average letter carrier

walk each day, Mr. Bailer?"
"Well, it varies. It can be anywhere from four to

ten. We used to use bikes, remember? But no more.
Carriers in a big city like New York or Chicago don't

walk much if their routes are in office buildings. • A
man will have just one building to handle. He rides

the elevators. Hey! Hey! Watch out, Bob. You almost
put that letter in the wrong sack!"

I was amazed that his eye had caught my error, but
when he told me he had been watching mail sorting
for eighteen years I understood his sharpness. I put
the letter in its proper place and listened to the veteran
mailman tell about his experiences making deliveries

in all kinds of weather,
"You get to know people, Bob. You get to know just

about everything that goes on in your route. You have
to listen to all kinds of belly aches, and you take an
interest in the doings of your people; you get to be
sort of a Mr. Anthony for everybody. If you're the

type who is curious, you get your ears full of gossip.

Wait and see, Bob. You'll get a kick out of it."

I expected it would be like that, and that's the way
it was when I was finally assigned to a route. I was
the brand new postman, and it was exhilarating to

realize I was suddenly an important personage in that

square of blocks I covered twice a day.
Take Maple Street, for instance. First house: Mrs.

Willis, three kids, husband owned the grocery store;

she liked to talk about her neighbors and she pumped
me all the time, tried to find out what mail came for

them. Second house: Mrs. Kelly, no kids, three cats,

she ran out to meet me, took the mail with a silly grin

on her face and ran back into her house again like

Old Mother Hubbard. Third house: Roger Thome, the

town politician, wrote to his Congressman all the

time and got letters that were franked, not stamped,
in return. He was always ready to give you his version

of town, county or national affairs.

•yHEN I had other characters to deal with; people

like the Jenkins family who fought like tigers

with each other, the Caldwells who subscribed to those

astrology magazines (Mrs. Caldwell read my horoscope

and told me to watch out for August 12th) , the Tysons
who lived like hermits and only showed their faces

after I left the mail in the box on their fence.

It was interesting to come down a street like Rey-
nolds Avenue because that's where the foreign element
lived. Nice people and friendly but inclined to be
noisy. Mr. Pelligrino always yelled out the front door
in Italian and I never knew what he was saying. One
day he came out with a glass' of red wine for me and
I had to drink it because he finally made me under-
stand it was his birthday. I didn't like red wine and
this was very bitter; but he was delighted to share it

with me. He wanted to give me more.
And there were other experiences I had which were

amusing or unusual. Mrs. Bricker over on Teller

Avenue made quite a fuss over me the first day I came
around with the mail. She remembered me from the

lumber company and she told me about the trouble

she had with the screen door on her back porch. I

took off my coat and went to work on it, and in twenty
minutes it was working beautifully. She gave me a

mystery—a real chiller—book to read as a reward.
In a month or two I got to know just about every-

body on the route, and I discovered I did have a
"curious" mind, as Mr. Bailer said. I was interested
in the goings-on of everybody, and I enjoyed talking
to my "people." Maybe some of them took advantage
of me sometimes. Like the lady on Spruce Place who'd
ask me to watch her baby while she ran over to a
neighbor's house to telephone. I offered to hold the
baby on my lap, and I regretted that. I was glad when
the lady came back.
But there was one street that always held my

interest more than the others, I couldn't forget the
street because of that dog. Every day I'd come along
the little terrier would bound out and raise an uproar;
and I don't doubt it was my uniform that excited him.
They say a uniform gets some dogs excited. This little

mutt just about went crazy when he'd see me. He
didn't look vicious, just nasty; and when he'd snap at

my feet I'd pretend to pick up a stone and he'd run.
I thought he might get used to me after a while but

he didn't, and one day we had an incident that made
it a red-letter day, if I can use a mailman's pun. I

stopped in front of the house, put the letter in the
box on the fence and was just getting away from the
place when that black and white canine came charg-
ing at me from the front porch. I wheeled around to

protect myself but he grabbed my trousers with his

teeth and the result was the loudest rip you ever
heard. I swore at my enemy, swung my foot at him,
slipped, and landed in the road in a sitting position.

My mail bag emptied right in front of me.
My folks always said I have an easy-going disposi-

tion. They should have heard me that morning. I was
out of my head with anger and I guess you could have
heard my shouts down to City Hall. The dog ran off

and I heard a door open in the house as I began
picking up the mail from the road. Then there was
somebody beside me and I saw her. So help me, I

****&

The happiest Sunday in my life

brought sunshine, enough breeze

for my little boat—and Susan.



forgot about the dog. He went right out of my mind.
"I feel terrible," she was saying. "Tiny never bothers

anybody, but I noticed how he goes for you every day.
Did he hurt you?"

"Just my pants," I said, "are you his dog? I mean
is he your dog?"
What made me fluster at a moment like that? I

was in the right. The dog was the aggressor. No reason
for me to get tongue-tied. But if you saw this girl . . .

Red-gold hair like Greer Garson, complexion like a
peach sundae; and the kind of a house dress I always
put on a girl when I dreamed about the ONE who
would be her. If that doesn't make sense, chalk it

up to the steamroller I mentioned earlier.

*

\V/E STOOD facing each other for no more than one™ minute, but that minute had all the potency of

a tidal wave; I hemmed for a second, then hawed,
and forgot what I started to say. She was smiling
a bit, but she didn't look right at me; and I remem-
bered that later when I was five blocks away.

"Shy, Bob," I said to myself, talking out loud. "She's
shy: Gosh, it's getting warm. Did you notice those
sandals she wore? Did you ever see such hair? The
dog has a reason to bark, I guess. He protects her
from the world, and he doesn't like my looks. Better
get these pants fixed. Right now." I turned into

Mrs. Williams' house and ten minutes later that good
lady had repaired the damage caused by Tiny's teeth.

"Do you know some people named Welch over on
Sunset Drive, Mrs. Williams?"
No, she didn't know them. That day I asked five

people if they knew the Welch family, hoping some-
body would tell me about the wonderful girl. No
luck. But I knew I would find out all about her and
her family, so I made it my business to start the
next day.
As I approached Sunset Drive I began sorting the

letters for that street in my hands. There it was:





The assistant postmaster opened his eyes widely,

pretended he was shocked or surprised. He said:

"Well, whataya know. Tsk, tsk. Finding a letter in

a post office."
,

"Nuts!" I replied. "It just surprised me, thats all.

You just don't expect to see one for yourself."

"Okay, Bob. Okay." He came over and put a hand

on my shoulder. „

"Mr. Berg told me you'll go out on a route Monday,

he said. "We're terribly short of carriers. This will be

a good chance for you, son. It usually takes a fellow

quite a while before he's given a route, but the war

makes a difference in everything, doesn't it?"

I nodded, but I didn't want to get thinking about

the draft again. Being a 4-F was not pleasant to think

about. I changed the subject.

"How many miles does the average letter carrier

walk each day, Mr. Bailer?"

"Well, it varies. It can be anywhere from four to

ten We used to use bikes, remember? But no more.

Carriers in a big city like New York or Chicago don't

walk much if their routes are in office buildings. • A
man will have just one building to handle. He rides

the elevators. Hey! Hey! Watch out, Bob. You almost

put that letter in the wrong sack!"

I was amazed that his eye had caught my error, but

when he told me he had been watching mail sorting

for eighteen years I understood his sharpness. I put

the letter in its proper place and listened to the veteran

mailman tell about his experiences making deliveries

in all kinds of weather,

"You get to know people, Bob. You get to know just

about everything that goes on in your route. You have

to listen to all kinds of belly aches, and you take an

interest in the doings of your people; you get to be

sort of a Mr. Anthony for everybody. If you're the

type who is curious, you get your ears full of gossip.

Wait and see, Bob. You'll get a kick out of it."

I expected it would be like that, and that's the way

it was when I was finally assigned to a route. I was

the brand new postman, and it was exhilarating to

realize I was suddenly an important personage in that

square of blocks I covered twice a day.

Take Maple Street, for instance. First house: Mrs.

Willis, three kids, husband owned the grocery store;

she liked to talk about her neighbors and she pumped

me all the time, tried to find out what mail came for

them. Second house: Mrs. Kelly, no kids, three cats,

she ran out to meet me, took the mail with a silly grin

on her face and ran back into her house again like

Old Mother Hubbard. Third house: Roger Thorne, the

town politician, wrote to his Congressman all the

time and got letters that were franked, not stamped,

in return. He was always ready to give you his version

of town, county or national affairs.

TPHEN I had other characters to deal with; people
*• like the Jenkins family who fought like tigers

with each other, the Caldwells who subscribed to those

astrology magazines (Mrs. Caldwell read my horoscope

and told me to watch out for August 12th) , the Tysons

who lived like hermits and only showed their faces

after I left the mail in the box on their fence.

It was interesting to come down a street like Rey-

nolds Avenue because that's where the foreign element

lived. Nice people and friendly but inclined to be

noisy. Mr. Pelligrino always yelled out the front door

in Italian and I never knew what he was saying. One
day he came out with a glass' of red wine for me and

I had to drink it because he finally made me under-

stand it was his birthday. I didn't like red wine and

this was very bitter; but he was delighted to share it

with me. He wanted to give me mor.e.

And there were other experiences I had which were
amusing or unusual. Mrs. Bricker over on Teller

Avenue made quite a fuss over me the first day I came
around with the mail. She remembered me from the

lumber company and she told me about the trouble

she had with the screen door on her back porch. I

took off my coat and went to work on it, and in twenty

minutes it was working beautifully. She gave me a

mvstery-a real chiller-book to read as a reward.

In a month or two I got to know just about every-
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he didn't and one day we had an incident that made

it a red-letter day, if I can use a mailman's pun I

stopped in front of the house, put the letter in the

box on the fence and was just getting away from the

place when that black and white canine came charg-

ing at me from the front porch. I wheeled around to

protect myself but he grabbed my trousers with his

teeth and the result was the loudest rip you ever

heard. I swore at my enemy, swung my foot at him,

slipped, and landed in the road in a sitting position.

My mail bag emptied right in front of me.

My folks always said I have an easy-going disposi-

tion. They should have heard me that morning. I was

out of my head with anger and I guess you could have

heard my shouts down to City Hall. The dog ran off

and I heard a door open in the house as I began

picking up the mail from the road. Then there was

somebody beside me and I saw her. So help me, I

forgot about the dog. He went right out of my mind.
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"^/"E STOOD facing each other for no more than one
minute, but that minute had all the potency of

a tidal wave; I hemmed for a second, then hawedand forgot what I started to say. She was smiling
a bit but she didn't look right at me; and I remem-
Dered that later when I was five blocks away.
"Shy, Bob," I said to myself, talking out loud. "She's

shy Gosh, it's getting warm. Did you notice those
sandals she wore? Did you ever see such hair' The
dog has a reason to bark, I guess. He protects her
from the world, and he doesn't like my looks. Better
get these pants fixed. Right now." I turned into
Mrs. Williams' house and ten minutes later that good
lady had repaired the damage caused by Tiny's teeth.
"Do you know some people named Welch over on

Sunset Drive, Mrs. Williams?"
No, she didn't know them. That day I asked five

people if they knew the Welch family, hoping some-
body would tell me about the wonderful girl No
luck. But I knew I would find out all about her and
her family, so I made it my business to start the
next day.
As I approached Sunset Drive I began sorting the

letters for that street in my hands. There it was:

The happiest Sunday in my life

brought sunshine, enough breeze

for my little boat—and Susan.
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"Susan Welch, 28 Sunset Drive." A let-

ter from a soldier. My heart and my
head began a race, and it looked as

though my head was outstripped; I

couldn't get my mind off that letter,

and that girl. And when I came down
Sunset she was waiting by the gate.

"I locked Tiny in the cellar," she
said. "I won't let him out any mpre
in the mornings until you've passed
here."

SHE was being sweet to me, and it

wasn't hard for her to be sweet. I

laughed about the nip her dog gave me
the day before and I stalled with my
mail bag so I could be with her for a

few minutes. Her blue-green eyes

were watching the .bag anxiously, and
when I drew out her letter they were
aglow with anticipation. I didn't like

that.

"Nice day, Miss Welch," I said, awk-
wardly. "If I didn't have to work I'd

be out in my boat."

"Boat? You sail?" She was still eye-

ing the letter.

"Oh sure. That's my first love." (I

regretted that.) "I mean it's my hobby.

The boat's only a 10-footer, little big-

ger than a catboat; but I can get places

—when the wind blows."

She was looking at me, and yet she

wasn't. And the natural shyness was
tantalizing. I wanted her to talk to me,

but she just half-smiled and ran into

her house. The steamroller was running
over me again. I didn't want her to

leave me so quickly; and I almost

wished her dog would get loose so I

could stay around a wbile, even if I

got into another scrap with him.

Funny how a girl in your life makes
all the difference, how she adds to the

general picture of your existence; how
you think about her when you're shav-

ing in the morning, and again when
you're reading a newspaper in the night.

The image of her keeps slipping into

your consciousness until it gets a

permanent niche in your mental ap-

paratus. You see her for a couple of

minutes in the morning, and it is like

food for the day.

But of course you have to be men-
tally adjusted for the image to come
in clearly. It's like tuning into a radio

program; if you're on the beam the

experience is delightful, and the song

you hear keeps running through your
head. I don't know how good I am
at explaining the first symptoms of love,

but maybe you get what I mean. I

kept telling myself that I had met
Susan Welch somewhere, sometime;

and even though I knew that was im-
probable, I wanted to believe in some-
think like reincarnation.

Of course I was the kind of a guy
who always kidded myself, told myself

off in private conversation. And a post-

man has a lot of time to think things

out because when you walk you think;

and, believe me, I didn't get those

blisters on my feet from riding a bike.

"Hang on there, feller," I'd say.

"Don't let yourself go. If you were a

sailor you'd hang on to the boat hook

when you'd come "alongside; if you
didn't hang on, you'd find yourself

adrift. Watch out, Bob. You can get

killed that way, or anyway badly hurt."

I don't suppose anybody but myself
would understand that kind of talk.

When I said I could get killed that

way I meant I was running up against

a situation that might turn out badly,
and my reactions to Susan Welch had
all the significance of deep water to a
sailor.

And yet I plunged right into the
whirlpool, determined to see the other
side of the river at any cost. But I

don't think I would have taken the
plunge if certain elements had not
figured in the case. It happened this

way.
One morning I was coming along

Sunset Drive with my mail and I saw
Susan picking pansies in her front gar-
den. I felt pretty chipper that day be-
cause the weather was so* beautiful,

the world was so green with grass and
the breeze from the nearby harbor had
just a suggestion of saltiness. The com-
bination of things, plus the sight of

Susan in her garden, made my heart
sing—and I whistled something ap-
propriate to my feelings. I tried to ap-
pear casual in my approach but you
have to try it some time under similar
circumstances to understand how hard
it is to make your feet walk slowly,

and to make your breath come easily.

When I came up to Susan she looked
at me, smilingly, and said:

"Penny for your thoughts, Bob
Jones."
"You can have them for nothing," I

replied, then realized I couldn't really

tell her what was on my mind. "Right
now I am thinking of orange ice," I

said.

"That needs further translation,

Bob."
"The dress! The socks! Sue, you look

like a dish of orange ice."

TIER lovely complexion became dec-
orated by a delightful coloring, and

the sight of it went right to my head.
"Sue," I went on, plunging into the

unknown, "wouldn't you like to go
sailing with me one of these Sundays?"
She was looking down at the letter

in her hand, a letter from her soldier;

and the realization of the circumstance
—the arrival of the letter and my invi-

tation for a date—stopped me cold. I

didn't know what thoughts were in her
mind, but I' had an idea she was con-
fused; and when she looked at me,
silently for a moment, I regretted hav-
ing asked her.

"Here comes a turn-down, Bob. Get
set, feller."

"Well," she said finally, "I do appre-
ciate your invitation, Bob, but I never
leave Dad very much. You know he's

an invalid."

"I didn't know that, Sue. I've never
seen your Dad."
"He doesn't get out much. The doc-

tor makes him take things easy, and
I'm. the only one he has."

In a few minutes I left Susan, left

her in her garden picking flowers and
it was as though I left part of my heart

with her. Of course I put on a good
front, told her I'd be seeing her; and
she smiled and said she hoped so. I

noticed she didn't go into the house

with her letter, noticed she kept it in

the little pocket of the orange ice

dress; and noticing those things made
me all the more confused.
What right had I to feel unhappy?

You have to earn unhappiness, just

like happiness. That's what I told my-
self as I trudged along my route. The
soldier had a priority, he should come
first; and Susan's story of her invalid
father should have satisfied me fully.

Yet I was miserable and I could sense
the lights going out in my thoughts
of the future. And with those lights

going out came the dissipation of my
interest in my job. All at once it be-
came a bore for me to deliver mail,
it became a ridiculous job, and' the
uniform I wore became a mockery.
"Civil War Soldier," I called myself.

I faced a miserable week-end. I had,
in my subconscious, planned to take
Susan out in my boat; and with that
disappointment of a turn-down for the
date came a lifeless, futile feeling
which told me in capital letters that I

was in love with the girl and should
have known better than to take such a
chance with my feelings. Now I was
paying for the foolishness of expect-
ing she might care anything about me.

I went down to the boat that Sun-
day morning and watched the folks
of our town take their little craft out
into the Bay. They were happy people,
and I was jealous of their laughter and
conversation. I got my little boat ashore
and started to paint it, a job I had
been putting off all spring. I thought
it would be better if I kept my hands
busy so I wouldn't have time to think
about Susan; but it was like trying
to black-out the sun. All day long her
face and her lovely figure kept ap-
pearing before my eyes; and her voice
was there to haunt me in a tantalizing

way.
"That needs further translation, Bob.

I appreciate your invitation, Bob. The
doctor, makes Dad take things easy,

Bob."
It was the soothingest, softest voice

you ever heard; and with it came the
scent of something lovely she used for

perfume. It was all there, all day long;

a visionary package of loveliness. And
I couldn't touch it; it was for someone
else, not for me.
The following Monday morning, how-

ever, was really the red-letter day for

me. I started on my route half-heart-
edly, telling myself to be sensible;

telling myself I had an important job,

important for the world. There was
Mr. Miller, the retired engineer. He
looked forward to getting his mail as

though it were the only thing of in-

terest left in life for him.
"Hello, Mr. Miller. Here's one from

your boy, Jim. San Francisco APO
number." The old man's eyes light up
and he pats me on the shoulder.

"Do you play golf, Bob? You know
you have a golfer's name—Bobby
Jones." He's having a little fun with
me.

"No, Mr. Miller. I like sailing ..."
And when I say that the sharp pang
of sailing without Susan comes back
to bother me.

Little things. (Continued on page 85)
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EDWARD LEIGHTON, Amanda's husband, has been discharged from the Army, and
is finding readjustment to civilian life rather difficult. Formerly a wealthy young
landowner, Edward is dissatisfied with the moderate comfort he can now provide for

Amanda. He dreams of making a great deal of money as quickly as possible, and
taking his little family back into the luxurious kind of living they once enjoyed at

Honeymoon Hill. In spite of Amanda's assurances, Edward cannot overcome his dis-

content and his feeling that he has somehow disappointed his wife's expectations.

(Edward Leighton played by Staats Cotsworth)

Conceived and produced by Frank and Anne Hummert; heard daily at 11:00 A.M., CBS.



CLAIRE TREMAN, Amanda's
attractive young friend, married
FRASER AMES, Washington
lawyer, because she was grateful

for many kindnesses. Amanda
warned Claire that gratitude

was not enough to keep her
happy with a man twice her
age, though Fraser is successful,

sophisticated. Very much in

love with Claire, Fraser knows
that his feeling is not returned,
that she loves his nephew Tom.
(Patricia Wheel, Reese Taylor)

TOM AMES, handsome young
nephew of Fraser Ames, has

fallen into a situation that has

all the elements of unhappiness

for many people. Devoted to his

celebrated uncle, Tom would
never willingly cause him pain,

but he has not been able to deny
to himself the fact that he has

fallen deeply in love with
Fraser's young wife, nor can he
remain blind to the knowledge
that Claire is in love with him.

(Chester Stratton)
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IRENE MILLER, beautiful, vicious,
coarse, has caused explosive trouble
for the Leightons since Edward first

brought her home to act as his model.
(Elizabeth Eustis)

AMANDA, beautiful red-haired girl

of the mountains, married Edward
Leighton when he was the wealthy
owner of Honeymoon Hill. She
educated herself in order properly to

fill her position as his wife, but when
they lost the estate she used her
education instead to get a job, to

help support their young son Bobby.
(Joy Hathaway)

MARTIN DOUGLAS, manager of
the Foster Aircraft Company, was
Amanda's first employer. Now he
has undertaken to help her in her
effort to get Edward to face life

realistically, to be contented and
interested in the job he does—a

job that provides them a modest,
but adequate, standard of living.

(Rod Hendrickson)
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MAJOR BRUCE DOUGLAS, now
stationed in Washington with the
wife who was his childhood sweet-
heart, is the Leightons' close friend.

(Lamont Johnson)

RALPH DALY'S role in the lives of
Edward and Amanda cannot quite

be defined. A progressive, persistent,

ruthless newspaper correspondent,
Ralph has always claimed friend-
ship with the Leightons, but in

spite of his professed loyalty he
has been at the bottom of some
of their most upsetting troubles.

(Paul Conrad)

JEAN CURTIS, whose husband is

overseas with the Navy, is just
the sort of friend Amanda needs
right now. Practical, down-to-earth,
hard-working, Jean has been a

source of courage and advice to

Amanda, who has never before
faced the problem of helping Ed-
ward provide for her little family.

(Evelyn Juster)
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Betsey was bitter against the women

who gossiped about her and John. But her

bitterness turned into fear, became a question

IT WAS one of those mellow autumn
mornings, all dusty gold in the sun-
shine, all softly blended color, when

you feel richly at peace with yourself,

when you know in your heart all the
goodness and fruitfulness of earth.

John had just started out for work, and
I was watching him from the kitchen
window, loving him, loving the way
he carried his head—thrust forward a
little, stubborn and eager at once; his

shoulders, not quite level but very
broad and strong; his deceptively slow-
looking, rolling walk. They all spelled

John to me; like the dark, direct gaze
of his eyes and the strength and the

gentleness that were in his hands; they
set him apart from other men, made
him especially wonderful and almost
unbearably dear.

I saw him pause at the bus stop, look
up and down the street. Then he
turned and came back toward the house,
moving very fast now, almost running.
I went to the door, thinking that he had
forgotten something, and he caught me
on the threshold, held me close, laugh-
ing, kissed the tip of my nose. "It's a
glorious day," he said. "There won't
be many more of them this year. Let's

skip school and enjoy it together."

"School" for John was his job in the
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accounting department of the Saybury
Soap Company; for me, it was the small
but profitable bakery I ran at home.
I laughed and kissed him back, but I

shook my head at his suggestion. "I

can't," I said. "I've got special orders
today. There's the Price wedding cake,

and three dozen almond rolls
—

"

"I knew you wouldn't," he said. "I

was only half serious. What I really

wanted was a minute more with you.
Just look at this morning, and all for

us!"

If anyone should ask what happiness
means to me, I would say that it is a

morning like that, and John and I

standing together with the wonder of it

all about us. I remember the utter
contentment in John's eyes as he said,

"We've got everything, haven't we,
Betsey? We have all we want today,
and we've something even better to

look forward to. To think that I'd

ever find anyone like you—

"

And I remember my answer, teasing,

because if I didn't say something light

I would have exploded with happiness.
"You say that now," I laughed, "when
we've been married only three months.
What do you think you'll say three
years from now?"

His arm (Continued on page 99)
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IT
WAS one of those mellow autumn

mornings, all dusty gold in the sun-

shine, all softly blended color, when

you feel richly at peace with yourself,

when you know in your heart all the

goodness and fruitfulness of earth.

John had just started out for work, and

I was watching him from the kitchen

window, loving him, loving the way
he carried his head—thrust forward a

little, stubborn and eager at once; his

shoulders, not quite level but very

broad and strong; his deceptively slow-

looking, rolling walk. They all spelled

John to me; like the dark, direct gaze

of his eyes and the strength and the

gentleness that were in his hands; they

set him apart from other men, made
him especially wonderful and almost

unbearably dear.

I saw him pause at the bus stop, look

up and down the street. Then he

turned and came back toward the house,

moving very fast now, almost running.

I went to the door, thinking that he had
forgotten something, and he caught me
on the threshold, held me close, laugh-

ing, kissed the tip of my nose. "It's a

glorious day," he said. "There won't

be many more of them this year. Let's

skip school and enjoy it together."
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accounting department of the Saybury

Soap Company; for me, it was the small

but profitable bakery I ran at home.

I laughed and kissed him back, but I

shook my head at his suggestion. "I

can't," I said. "I've got special orders

today. There's the Price wedding cake,

and three dozen almond rolls
—

"

"I knew you wouldn't," he said. "I

was only half serious. What I really

wanted was a minute more with you.

Just look at this morning, and all for

us!"

If anyone should ask what happiness

means to me, I would say that it is a

morning like that, and John and I

standing together with the wonder of it

all about us. I remember the utter
contentment in John's eyes as he said,

"We've got everything, haven't we,
Betsey? We have all we want today,
and we've something even better to

look forward to. To think that I'd

ever find anyone like you—

"

And I remember my answer, teasing,

because if I didn't say something light

I would have exploded with happiness.

"You say that now," I laughed, "when
we've been married only three months.
What do you think you'll say three

years from now?"
His arm (Continued on page 99)
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When a girl's hands are full

but her heart is empty, what can

she do? Can she turn her back

on her man, her job, turn her face toward

a strange, untried tomorrow?



The girls kept coming to the kitchen-
door to watch me make the seven pies

.

THERE'S a certain time of day
that, all my life, I've waked up in

the morning looking forward to.

It's that little time between afternoon
chores—the shopping, the menu-plan-
ning, the laundry-checking, the hun-
dred little things any homemaker has
to do—and going in to get dinner. My
mother always called it the "pulling
yourself together" time, and what she
meant by that was that you should go
somewhere away, all by yourself, and
sit quietly, and think. Think about
anything you wanted to—your worries
or your happinesses, or whether or
not you had said the right thing to Mrs.
Warner when you met her at the super-
market, or even the book you had read
yourself to sleep with the night before.
It was seldom a book I had to think
about; when you run a busy boarding
house for five hungry, lively young
girls, as mother and I did, you don't
get any time to read books. But mother
always saw to it, no matter how
rushed we were, that I got that fifteen

minutes or half-hour for "pulling my-
self together".

And when mother died, and I started

to run Tanner House by myself, I still'

managed to scrape together a quiet,

solitary . few minutes each day. I had
Maggie Fitts to help me, of course, to

set the table and see that the vegetables
didn't burn. Maggie described herself

as "kind of a maid" and that's exactly
what she was, but the girls all loved
her dearly because she was always
ready to sew on a missing button or
mend a torn hem. So they brought their

missing buttons to Maggie, and their

problems to mother. And when mother
died, they started to bring their prob-
lems to me. Not right away, of course.

There was a time after mother died
when all of us went around feeling as

though we had lost the only person
we could ever really unburden our
hearts to. That was the kind of woman
mother was, you see; she was never
soft with you if she thought you were
in the wrong, and never harsh if you
were really suffering from one of the
thousands of things girls suffer from,
things that range from a broken neck-
lace to a—fancied—broken heart. She
had, always, the right word and the
right smile. There were no words to

tell what her death meant to me; I

locked my grief away inside me, and
plunged into the work of running the
house so that it would seem to the
girls and to me that she was still

around, somehow, managing things the
way she wanted them.
One day, about a month after mother

had died, when we were all sitting

round the dinner table waiting for

Maggie to bring in the blancmange
which was her special once-a-week
creation, I heard Randy say to Alice,

"I don't care, I've got a right to!" There
was something in her voice that made
me prick up my ears; it was as though
she had said I'll get into trouble if I

want to.

"Got a right to what?" I asked be-
fore I thought. Randy shook back her
hair and didn't answer, but Alice volun-
teered, "It's for the dance at the Com-
munity Center Saturday night—Randy
told Jim she'd go with him, and now
she wants to go with the soldier she
met yesterday."

"He's only going to be in town one
week-end and he doesn't know any-
body else to ask," Randy said defiantly.

Janet, sitting beside me, looked at

Randy with a little smile. "And be-
sides the soldier's in uniform and Jim
hasn't had a uniform ever since he was
wounded and discharged."
Randy's long blonde hair hid her

face from me, but I could see the edge
of her cheek and that had turned red.

"I'm not engaged to Jim," she muttered.
"He thought you were when he gave

you that ring you're wearing," I pointed
out tartly. And then, as though some-
one had prompted me, I added "Jim's
too fine a boy to hurt. Why don't you
and Jim take this soldier to the dance,
together? That way you won't hurt
anyone."
A little silence fell, and out of it

Janet spoke softly. "That sounded ex-
39



She gave me a last glance over Carl's

head, held tightly to his hand for a

moment, and disappeared up the stairs.

actly as though—as though Mother Tanner were speaking."
Just then Maggie clattered in and placed the blancmange

before me with a nourish, I busied myself serving it, hop-
ing that my sudde.nly unsteady hand wouldn't splash it all

over the fresh white cloth. It wasn't grief that brought the
tears to my eyes; no, it was a strange exalted feeling, as

though mother had come up behind me and placed her
mantle over my shoulders.

It was after this that the girls started coming to me
whenever they needed to talk. By the beginning of fall

—

six months after mother had died—I had almost taken her
place with them. She had trained me well, I suppose; al-

ways I seemed to know exactly what she would have told

them, and to frame my words so that what I said couldn't

be resented.

It was funny, in a way. I was only twenty-seven; that

was pretty young to be mothering Randy and Alice and
Jenny, who were nineteen, and Mary Beth, who was twenty,
and Janet, who was going on twenty-one. I sat on the
porch, one September afternoon during my "pull-yourself-

together" time, thinking about that. Inside the house Mag-
gie was setting the table, an operation that always sounded
as though she stood in the kitchen doorway and threw



the dishes and silverware on to the diningroom table. It

had sounded that way as long as I could remember, but she

never broke a thing.

As long as I can remember . . . Everything I did, all the

things I lived with, went back that long. It was ra good feel-

ing, that security and familiarity; pleasant to sit, rocking
gently, warming myself in the slender shafts of sunlight

that struggled through the vines around the porch, making
an identical pattern over my shoulders day after day.

Pleasant to know that in a little while the girls would start

coming home from the ' mill, and the house would be full

of the noise and laughter of people of whom I was very
fond.

Sometimes, behind this comfort and peacefulness, there

would be a faint stirring of a feeling I couldn't quite name.
Not Often; but .1 could remember the time' Marian Stroble

had come back from Washington to stay with her parents,

who lived across the street. I had waved to her from the

porch, and thought of dozens of questions I wanted to ask
her about Washington—what living there was like, and
working there, what the stores and streets looked like. I

never did get a chance to talk to her, though, before she
went back; whenever I remembered her, there was this

funny feeling. And sometimes when a car from Walnut Hill

drove by, I felt it—Mrs. Tyle in her high-wheeled, solid,

old-fashioned limousine, or one of the Byrnes boys in the
bullet-shaped roadster that changed its color every two
years. These were slender, brilliant threads traced across
the pastel pattern of my days. The feeling they left with
me was a vague restlessness, a sensation as though I weren't
really living . . . But Mrs. Tyle didn't drive down from
the Hill very often now, of course. Arthur Byrnes was in

the Navy. I didn't know where Carl Byrnes was; I remem-
bered hearing something about his being an engineer.

Then there was the time Walter had asked me to marry
him. Walter, who owned the biggest men's furnishing shop
in Penbury, who wore glasses and was very sure of him-
self with other people, but always wistful and uncertain
and puzzled when he looked at me . . . that was the time
that surprised me most of all. Because I liked him; he
came pretty nearly every Saturday and took me to a movie,
and sometimes during the week we went for a walk. There
wasn't anything wrong with Walter. Nonetheless, I heard
myself saying "I don't know, Walter—don't ask me now.
I'm—confused . . ." And I was just as amazed as he was.
But I couldn't say yes . . .

I hadn't had the queer feeling since then. Tanner House
filled my life now, as it had filled mother's; the girls were
a whole family, ready-made, for me to take care of. I

didn't need anything else. I could call Walter, later, per-
haps, and ask him to take me to a movie . . . No. I didn't

want to think about Walter right now. I could enjoy my-
self just as much going alone. I stopped rocking abruptly.
"Rocking! An old lady's trick!" I thought with sudden irri-

tation. The sun went away; I was chilled. It was almost time
to go inside, anyway. A car turned the corner, and I thought,
watching it absently, "When it passes the house, I'll go in."

But the car didn't pass the house. It came slowly down
the street, under the low-hanging trees, and stopped at the
curb in front of our house. It was a blue, magnificently
long roadster, with the top down so that I could see the way
the man in it was smiling down at the small blonde girl

who sat beside him. Janet. I stood up without knowing I

had, and Janet waved to me and got out of the car, with a
low-spoken word to the driver. He waited till she had
joined me on the porch, sent us a grin that was a flash of

white teeth and a challenging lift of a brown, square-jawed
face, and the blue car slipped smoothly off down the street.

"Nice car," I said to Janet as we went into the house.
Janet laughed. "Nice man," she said. She squeezed my
hand and her voice caught a little. "Oh, Jean—such a nice
man! It's Carl Byrnes, Jean. I slipped and turned my ankle
when I came out of the gate today and his car was stand-
ing there with him in it and he said he'd drive me home
—so he did!"

"Catch your breath, dear! Carl Byrnes—what's he doing
here? I thought he was abroad somewhere." It took me a

second to catch my own breath. There had seemed some-
thing familiar about the shape of his head, and now I re-
membered the car too; the last time I had seen it, two—no,

three years ago—the back seat had been piled high with
luggage, a golf bag. Someone had been going away; they
were always going away or coming home, sweeping through
the town without ever seeing it. "Why was he driving you
home?"

Janet, halfway up the stairs, turned to stare at me. "Jean

—

I told you—my ankle, and he was waiting for his father or

somebody but he said he didn't have to
—

"

"Oh, yes, you did tell me." I looked after her until

Maggie's urgent "Miss Jean, come quick if you're going to

frost this here cake for dinner!" drew me into the kitchen,

and it wasn't till we were eating the cake, later on, that I

became conscious that I was seeing that little scene over
and over again in my mind—the blue car, and the small
blonde head beside the dark one—Carl Byrnes' casual smile.

I had never seen Carl Byrnes smile before. As a matter
of fact, I had never spoken to him. There was very little

contact between the Byrnes family and the rest of Pen-
bury. The closest I had ever been to any of them was
walking past their great white house in the middle of its

little park on Walnut Hill—the (Continued on page 56)
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Home—the thing most dear to her man overseas—

can be better guarded by a wife who understands

the laws her country has made for her protection

42

IT'S a very pleasant thing to have a

comfortable home, a pleasant place
where you are surrounded by the

things you love, that you have gathered
together and cherished over the years
—a place that spells happiness and se-

curity to you. Sometimes you are so
happy that you forget that there are
people in the world who don't know
that measure of security.

I had forgotten, myself, until the
other day, when I met a little girl and
her mother in the studios as I was
hurrying to my broadcast. The mother
was obviously urging the child to leave,

when the little girl saw me, and cried,

"Mommy—that's the Singing Lady. I

know it is! I want to say hello to her!"

And with that she broke away from
her mother's hand and came trotting

over to me. I'd just discovered that her
name was Dorothy when the mother
came bustling up.

"I'm sorry," she apologized. "It isn't

that I didn't want Dorothy to talk to

you, of course, but I've been trying to

get her away for half an hour. We
really haven't any time to waste—

I

simply have to spend every spare sec-

ond looking for an apartment. That's

a full-time job,, nowadays. I've been
dragging poor little Dorothy around
with me—I haven't any place to leave
her—and she promised she'd be a good
girl and help me house-hunt all after-

noon if she could just come in for a

minute and see if she could get a

glimpse of the Singing Lady.. She listens

to you every day, when we're home,
but she hasn't heard you for a week,
we've been so busy looking for a place

to live."

I talked to the little girl for a mo-
ment or two, and then, more to make
conversation than anything else, I

questioned her mother.
"Are you looking for a larger apart-

ment than you have now?"
She shook her head, and I realized

for the first time that the poor woman
was almost frantic.

"No. I'm perfectly happy with what
we have now. In fact, I did so want
to keep the place, just as it is, until

John—that's Dorothy's father—gets

back from overseas. But the landlord

says we have to get out, and that's

that. There's nothing to do but look."
It was then that I remembered my

own happy, secure home, and I felt

terribly sorry for this young mother
and her problems.
"You don't have to move just because

the landlord tells you to, you know,"
I said. "The rent control regulations
protect you."
She nodded.
"So I understand—but the landlord

has a court order for our eviction, and
I guess that makes it legal. It's my
personal opinion," she added ruefully,
"that he simply wants the place for that
good-for-nothing brother-in-law of

his."

I thought about it for a moment, and
then had an idea.

"Look," I told her. "Why don't you
go to the OPA's rent control office and
talk it over with them? It wouldn't do
any harm, and it might do a lot of good.
It's possible, you know, that you really
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Ireene Wicker is the beloved Singing Lady
of American children. She is heard each
Monday through Friday at 5:45, EWT, on ABC.

don't have to leave the apartment."
Slowly she nodded her head.
"All right," she said, but she didn't

sound very convinced. "I'll try it. It'll

be a relief from apartment hunting,
anyway."
"You do that," I encouraged. "And

I'm interested now—why don't you
and Dorothy come back tomorrow and
tell me what you found out? I have to
run along now."
Sure enough, they were back the

next day—and both of them simply
bubbling over with good news.
"We don't have to move, we don't

have to move," Dorothy sang out the
minute she saw me.

We all sat down, and they told me
the story. And as I listened, I thought
of how many other people there must
be who were having the same sort of

difficulty, and who weren't fortunate
enough to have found out in time what
the rent control laws can do to protect
them. And I decided then and there, in

the name of my own comfort and se-

curity, and in the great interest I have
in the welfare of children, and their

families, to do what I could to see that
rent control information was made
more generally known.

It seems that the "court order," the
eviction form, that was sent to this

woman, is not a court order and did

By IREENE WICKER

not mean that she had to move, at all.

Her landlord had to get a court hear-
ing and a court order before he could
make her leave the premises. Going
a step further, she found that under
the Soldiers and Sailors Relief Act, she
was protected against eviction, too. Her
landlord wanted her to move because
he planned to make a few little im-
provements and raise the rent on her
apartment. This was not allowed under
the law.

Much to my surprise, I discovered
that OPA Rent Controls protect other

people besides tenants. Rent Control is

a safeguard against artificial inflation

in real estate values. Rents can't sky-
rocket now, therefore real estate sales

made on the basis of earnings from a

property stay within reasonable limits

in price. And therefore, property
doesn't take on a false and higher

value than it really has and, when peo-

ple need mortgages, they can get them
at reasonable rates. and for reasonable

amounts.
Landlords, strangely enough, benefit

even more. It works like this. First, a

man who has made his money from
renting apartments or houses can go

on making a profit without fear of any
unsound or unfair rent competition.

Rents remain stable and, as a result, the

value of his property remains stable.

That means he isn't likely to face a col-

lapse in real estate values after the

war is over. It also means that his taxes

are kept down, because inflation is

arrested and living costs are held down
as much as possible.

Any one can see how tenants have
profited from the law. These days,

every tenant knows that there are

many others ready to snap up his house

or apartment. With the fear of being

evicted hanging over them all the

time, people would be unable to resist

demands for higher rents. A man has to

have a place for himself and his family

to live. He's got to be sure of it—even
if it means collaborating with landlords

and paying higher rents than were ever

paid before. Remember the stories we
used to hear about people paying huge
premiums for apartments? Remember
the trouble there was in crowded war
industry {Continued on page 94)
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IT'S a very pleasant thing to have a

comfortable home, a pleasant place
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things you love, that you have gathered

together and cherished over the years

—a place that spells happiness and se-

curity to you. Sometimes you are so

happy that you forget that there are

people in the world who don't know
that measure of security.

I had forgotten, myself, until the

other day, when I met a little girl and

her mother in the studios as I was
hurrying to my broadcast. The mother
was obviously urging the child to leave,

when the little girl saw me, and cried,

"Mommy—that's the Singing Lady. I

know it is! I want to say hello to her!"

And with that she broke away from

her mother's hand and came trotting

over to me. I'd just discovered that her

name was Dorothy when the mother
came bustling up.

"I'm sorry," she apologized. "It isn't

that I didn't want Dorothy to talk to

you, of course, but I've been trying to

get her away for half an hour. We
really haven't any time to waste—

I

simply have to spend every spare sec-

ond looking for an apartment. That's

a full-time job,, nowadays. I've been

dragging poor little Dorothy around

with me—I haven't any place to leave

her—and she promised she'd be a good

girl and help me house-hunt all after-

noon if she could just come in for a

minute and see if she could get a

glimpse of the Singing Lady.. She listens

to you every day, when we're home,

but she hasn't heard you for a week,

we've been so busy looking for a place

to live."

I talked to the little girl for a mo-
ment or two, and then, more to make
conversation than anything else, I

questioned her mother.

"Are you looking for a larger apart-

ment than you have now?"
She shook her head, and I realized

for the first time that the poor woman
was almost frantic.

"No. I'm perfectly happy with what
we have now. In fact, I did so want

to keep the place, just as it is, until

John—that's Dorothy's father—gets

back from overseas. But the landlord

says we have to get out, and that's

that. There's nothing to do but look."

It was then that I remembered my
own happy, secure home, and I felt

terribly sorry for this young mother

and her problems.

"You don't have to move just because

the landlord tells you to, you know,"

I said. "The rent control regulations

protect you."

She nodded.
"So I understand—but the landlord

has a court order for our eviction, and

I guess that makes it legal. It's my
personal opinion," she added ruefully,

"that he simply wants the place for that

good-for-nothing brother-in-law of

his."

I thought about it for a moment, and
then had an idea.

"Look," I told her. "Why don't you
go to the OPA's rent control office and
talk it over with them? It wouldn't do
any harm, and it might do a lot of good.

It's possible, you know, that you really
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don't have to leave the apartment."
Slowly she nodded her head.
"All right," she said, but she didn't

sound very convinced. "I'll try it. It'll

be a relief from apartment hunting,
anyway."
"You do that," I encouraged. "And

I'm interested now—why don't you
and Dorothy come back tomorrow and
tell me what you found out? I have to

run along now."
Sure enough, they were back the

next day—and both of them simply
bubbling over with good news.
"We don't have to move, we don't

have to move," Dorothy sang out the

minute she saw me.

We all sat down, and they told me
the story. And as I listened, I thought

of how many other people there must

be who were having the same sort of

difficulty, and who weren't fortunate

enough to have found out in time what

the rent control laws can do to protect

them. And I decided then and there, in

the name of my own comfort and se-

curity, and in the great interest I have

in the welfare of children, and their

families, to do what I could to see that

rent control information was made

more generally known.

It seems that the "court order," the

eviction form, that was sent to this

woman, is not a court order and did
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not mean that she had to move, at all.

Her landlord had to get a court hear-

ing and a court order before he could

make her leave the premises. Going
a step further, she found that under
the Soldiers and Sailors Relief Act, she

was protected against eviction, too. Her
landlord wanted her to move because

he planned to make a few little im-
provements and raise the rent on her

apartment. This was not allowed under
the law.

Much to my surprise, I discovered

that OPA Rent Controls protect other

people besides tenants. Rent Control is

a safeguard against artificial inflation

in real estate values. Rents can't sky-

rocket now, therefore real estate sales

made on the basis of earnings from a

property stay within reasonable limits

in price. And therefore, property

doesn't take on a false and higher

value than it really has and, when peo-

ple need mortgages, they can get them

at reasonable rates. and for reasonable-

amounts.
Landlords, strangely enough, benefit

even more. It works like this. First, a

man who has made his money from

renting apartments or houses can go

on making a profit without fear of any

unsound or unfair rent competition.

Rents remain stable and, as a result, the

value of his property remains stable.

That means he isn't likely to face a col-

lapse in real estate values after the

war is over. It also means that his taxes

are kept down, because inflation is

arrested and living costs are held down

as much as possible.

Any one can see how tenants have

profited from the law. These days,

every tenant knows that there are

many others ready to snap up his house

or apartment. With the fear of being

evicted hanging over them all the

time, people would be unable to resist

demands for higher rents. A man has to

have a place for himself and his family

to live. He's got to be sure of it—even

if it means collaborating with landlords

and paying higher rents than were ever

paid before. Remember the stories we
used to hear about people paying huge

premiums for apartments? Remember
the trouble there was in crowded war

industry {Continued on page 94)



THE STORY:

WfHEN I married Woodie, I knew
" very little about him—only that
he was a handsome, intense young
man, and that I was in love with
him. I knew, too, that he had held
a large number of jobs—too many

—

but I also knew that he did well at

them, and I felt that marriage would
settle him down. And it seemed to, for

a while. He sold automobiles for Acme
Agency, and did very well. We had a

pleasant apartment, pleasant friends,

a pleasant life—in short, we were
happy. And then there came a time
when Woodie was too happy—too ex-
cited, too elated over sales he had made,
excited out of all proportion. It was
then that I learned something I had not
known before—that Woodie bad been
mentally ill, had spent some time in a
sanatorium before we were married.
Neither he, nor his mother, who didn't

like me, who said I didn't "understand"
her boy, .had told me. And now Dr.

Blythe said that Woodie would have
to go back to the sanatorium for a
while, but assured me that there was
every hope for a complete recovery,

that Woodie's love for me, and his

complete need of me, would help him
to make that recovery. I went to work
as a bookkeeper for Acme, and there

I met a new salesman, Don Colman,
who was very pleasant and friendly.

Several times he took me to dinner at

that moment when my spirits were
lowest—when I had come back from
my weekly visit with Woodie at the
sanatorium. When at last Woodie was
released, I stopped seeing Don, how-
ever—Woodie took a job at another

agency, I quit mine at Acme. For a

while all was well, but it soon became
apparent that something was wrong.

Once again the great elation seized

Woodie, and this time he himself ad-

mitted that he had better go back to

the sanatorium. Once again I went to

work for Acme, once again I began to

see Don. Only this time it was different

—this time, we knew that we were in

love, Don and I—a hopeless, this-can-

never-be love that seemed to be all

the stronger because it was so hopeless!

THEY say that love transfigures a

woman, that when she is well

beloved, she is beautiful. That
night after Bon left, I went into the

bedroom and looked in the mirror and
I knew that that was true.

To myself at least, I had always
seemed just an ordinary girl with
medium features, a clear skin and a

slim figure. I had never had any illu-

sions about being really pretty. But
tonight my hair was touched with a
new brightness, there was radiance
in my skin and in my eyes, and my
lips somehow seemed softer, fullers.

Even my body moved with a new
grace, as if to music that only I could
hear.

I could look at myself without vanity
and be glad at what I saw. This was
the way Don had seen me, this was the
inner glow that he had stirred to life,'

that made me prettier than I had ever
been before. He had created it and I

was glad that it belonged to him.
Then suddenly the glow and the

gladness faded. It was as if I had seen
Woodie's face beside mine in the mir-
ror. What right had I to be transformed

by Don's love when Woodie was my
husband? How could I, bound by mar-
riage and all its vows, to one man, long

for another?
Yet it was true. And what I had told

Don was true, too. What I felt for him
was real and for forever. I knew now I

should never have married Woodie.
When I met him, my parents had jusl
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were other walls, that were unbreachable and

solid although they could not be seen—walls

that closed Don and Nancy offfrom one another



died, I was in a strange town and a
strange life. No one needed me. I be-
longed nowhere. Then he had needed
me, he had been impulsive and attrac-
tive, and maybe even the opposition
from his mother had played its part.

I had mistaken all that for love. Even
from the first day of our marriage, I

had been more mother to him than

wife. There had never been the
equality of sharing that there should
have been.

If Woodie had been well, I ' would
have told him the truth—hard and
bitter though it was. I would have
asked him to let me renounce those
vows, and it would have been for his

sake as well as Don's and mine. This

was no temporary infatuation, no un-
stable leaving of one man for another.
This was everything. This encompassed
all the kinds of love there were. This
was a thing that comes seldom to any-
one, and it clamored to be acknowl-
edged.
But how could we acknowledge it?

If Woodie were well . . . The thought
drew me, held me. When he was able

to leave the hospital again and had had
time to get readjusted, surely . . .

surely. . . .

It was on that note of wild and
desperate hope that at last I fell asleep.

The days that came after held a new
kind of pain for me and a new kind
of glory. Each one meant that I would
see Don—even if it were only on the
sales floor, across the office, at -the water
cooler. Even though it meant imperson-
al greeting, studiedly casual. I had only
to see him—those dark steady eyes,

that sweet, slow smile—to know again
the transfiguring love that was in our
hearts.

Each evening he came to my house.

We were careful that no one should
know. Whenever we went out to dinner
together, we picked a place where we
were least likely to run into anyone we
knew. We could not bear the smear of

gossip from those who would not, could
not, understand. On the surface, the
facts were ugly: I, the wife of a pa-
tient in a mental sanatorium, playing
around with another man. We were not
guilty within ourselves, we knew the

truth. But who else would believe it or

us?

AND so it was as if we made a place
^* of our own and barricaded it

against all outsiders. There, we could

pretend for a little while that no one
else mattered, we could be ourselves,

enjoying each other and this new-
found wonder. But always and inevi-

tably, there came the intruding, un-
wanted presence. It came when we
kissed each other—and drew back,

afraid of the intoxication of those

kisses. It came when we talked of what
'we felt for one another, whenever the

word "future" was mentioned. It came
when we read the unspoken question

in each other's eyes; What are we to

do? It came because no matter how
hard we tried, Woodie was there

—

stronger than we were.

"We can't go on like this," Don said

one night, and his voice was quick, and
almost harsh. "It isn't fair to Woodie

—

or to us. How can I see you, be with
you, and not want to take you in my
arms for always? We've got to tell

him!"
'T know, darling," I said miserably.

"But how? When?"
"We have to find a way. But it's got

to be soon, Nancy! It's got to be soon."

The first Sunday I went to the hos-

pital, I went with mingled dread and
hope. If he were better, then my day
of liberation would be drawing near.

And if he were a great deal better, if

he were well—that possibility trembled
in my heart and made me tremble too.

But I found him depressed. It was
the depression that always, in the

cycle of his (Continued on page 67)
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THE STORY:

WHEN I married Woodie, I knew
»* very little about him—only that
he was a handsome, intense young
man, and that I was in love with
him. I knew, too, that he had held
a large number of jobs—too many

—

but I also knew that he did well at

them, and I felt that marriage would
settle him down. And it seemed to, for

a while. He sold automobiles for Acme
Agency, and did very well. We had a

pleasant apartment, pleasant friends,

a pleasant life—in short, we were
happy. And then there came a time
when Woodie was too happy—too ex-

cited, too elated over sales he had made,
excited out of all proportion. It was
then that I learned something I had not

known before—that Woodie had been
mentally ill, had spent some time in a

sanatorium before we were married.

Neither he, nor his mother, who didn't

like me, who said I didn't "understand"
her boy, .had , told me. And now Dr.

Blythe said that Woodie would have
to go back to the sanatorium for a

while, but assured me that there was
every hope for a complete recovery,

that Woodie's love for me, and his

complete need of me, would help him
to make that recovery. I went to work
as a bookkeeper for Acme, and there
I met a new salesman, Don Colman,
who was very pleasant and friendly.

Several times he took me to dinner at

that moment when my spirits were
lowest—when I had come back from
my weekly visit with Woodie at the
sanatorium. When at last Woodie was
released, I stopped seeing Don, how-
ever—Woodie took a job at another

aeency I quit mine at Acme. For a

whTall wis well, but it soon became

apparent that something was wrong.

Once again the great elat on seized

Woodie and this time he himself ad-

mitted that he had better go back o

the sanatorium. Once again I went to

work for Acme, once again I began to

see Don. Only this time it was different

—this time, we knew that we were in

love, Don and I—a hopeless, this-can-

never-be love that seemed to be au

the stronger because it was'so hopeless.

THEY say that love transfigures a

woman, that when she is well

beloved, she is beautiful. That

night after Bon left, I went into the

bedroom and looked in the mirror and

I knew that that was true.

To myself at least, I had always

seemed just an ordinary girl with

medium features, a clear skin and a

slim figure. I had never had any illu-

sions about being really pretty. But

tonight my hair was touched with a

new brightness, there was radiance

in my skin and in my eyes, and my
lips somehow seemed softer, fullen.

Even my body moved with a new
grace, as if to music that only I could

hear.

I could look at myself without vanity

and be glad at what I saw. This was
the way Don had seen me, this was the

inner glow that he had stirred to life,'

that made me prettier than I had ever

been before. He had created it and I

was glad that it belonged to him.

Then suddenly the glow and the

gladness faded. It was as if I had seen

Woodie's face beside mine in the mir-
ror. What right had I to be transformed

by Don's love when Woodie was mv
husband? How could I, bound by mar_

riage and all its vows, to one man, lon„
for another?
Yet it was true. And what I had told

Don was true, too. What I felt for him
was real and for forever. I knew now I

should never have married Woodie
When I met him, my parents had

jusj

Real walls closed around Woodie; but there

were other walls, that were unbreachable and

solid although they could not be seen—walls

that closed Don and Nancy offfrom one another

died, I was "* a strange town and a

strange life. No one needed me. I be-

longed nowhere. Then he had needed
me, he had been impulsive and attrac-

tive, and maybe even the opposition

from his mother had played its part.

I had mistaken all that for love. Even
from the first day of our marriage, I

had been more mother to him than
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was no temporary infatuation, no un-
stable leaving of one man for another.
This was everything. This encompassed
all the kinds of love there were. This
was a thing that comes seldom to any-
one, and it clamored to be acknowl-
edged.

But how could we acknowledge it?
If Woodie were well . . . The thought

drew me, held me. When he was able
to leave the hospital again and had had
time to get readjusted, surely . . .

surely. ...
It was on that note of wild and

desperate hope that at last I fell asleep.
The days that came after held a new

kind of pain for me and a new kind
of glory. Each one meant that I would
see Don—even if it were only on the
sales floor, across the office, at the water
cooler. Even though it meant imperson-
al greeting, studiedly casual. I had only
to see him—those dark steady eyes,
that sweet, slow smile—to know again
the transfiguring love that was in our
hearts.

Each evening he came to my house.
We were careful that no one should
know. Whenever we went out to dinner
together, we picked a place where wo
were least likely to run into anyone we
knew. We could not bear the smear of
gossip from those who would not, could
not, understand. On the surface, the
facts were ugly: I, the wife of a pa-
tient in a mental sanatorium, playing
around with another man. We were not
guilty within ourselves, we knew the
truth. But who else would believe it or
us?

AND so it was as if we made a place
** of our own and barricaded it

against all outsiders. There, we could
pretend for a little while that no one
else mattered, we could be ourselves,

enjoying each other and this new-
found wonder. But always and inevi-

tably, there came the intruding, un-
wanted presence. It came when we
kissed each other—and drew back,

afraid of the intoxication of those-

kisses. It came when we talked of what
'we felt for one another, whenever the

word "future" was mentioned. It came
when we read the unspoken question

in each other's eyes; What are we to

do? It came because no matter how
hard we tried, Woodie was there

—

stronger than we were.

"We can't go on like this," Don said

one night, and his voice was quick, and
almost harsh. "It isn't fair to Woodie

—

or to us. How can I see you, be with

you, and not want to take you in my
arms for always? We've got to tell

him!"
"I know, darling," I said miserably.

"But how? When?"
"We have to find a way. But it's got

to be soon, Nancy! It's got to be soon."

The first Sunday I went to the hos-

pital, I went with mingled dread and
hope. If he were better, then my day

of liberation would be drawing near.

And if he were a great deal better, if

he were well—that possibility trembled

in my heart and made me tremble too.

But I found him depressed. It was
the depression that always, in the

cycle of his (Continued on page 67)
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RADIO is the world's most fascinat-
ing business. I have been in the
thick of it since I was eighteen,

and I love it. But there was a time

—

back in 1938, when I was keeping
moderately busy acting, announcing,
producing and writing for only a couple
of dozen shows a week—when I wished
fervently to be transformed into a shoe
salesman. That was the time I had the
girl, I had the ring, I had the license

—

but I didn't have time to get married.
And if Elizabeth Dawson—she was

the girl—hadn't inherited a sense of
humor from her father (my nomination
for the century's finest father-in-law)
the money spent in the other two items
would have had to be written off as
bad investments. .Elizabeth could see
the fun in a honeymoon which began
at eleven o'clock at night and ended at
noon the next day.
But I am getting ahead of my story.

We met in St. Louis—not, as in the
picture of the same name, at the Fair,
but backstage at the St. Louis Little
Theater.
The theater was a hangout for both

of us. Elizabeth, who was rapidly de-
veloping a talent for illustration and
design, had designed the settings for
several productions and I had acted a
part or two when my dawn to dark
schedule at Radio Station KMOX per-
mitted.

But on the night we met we both
were playing the role of Stage Door
Johnny—even the more inglorious be-
cause we were being kept waiting at

the gate.

Elizabeth was waiting for her date
of the evening, Kent Adams, the leading
man in "Celestial Holiday," the play
currently in rehearsal. I was waiting
for my date, Julie Stevens, the leading
lady. Elizabeth and I, total strangers,
cooled our heels in the wings while
Kent and Elizabeth rehearsed torrid

love scenes on stage.

Kent tore off stage, when Elizabeth
'arrived, long enough to apologize for

keeping her waiting, and to introduce
her to me.
"Look after my girl, Marvin,'' he said,

—but in order to get married, discovered

Marvin Miller, you have to get the ring and the

license and the girl you love all together

in the same place at the same time

By MARVIN MILLER

adding cagily, "but just make talk."

She wouldn't even talk, at first. I

found out later she had been an usher-
ette during a run of a play in which I

played the lead and she was convinced
that I was the most conceited person
she had ever seen. She shuddered at

Kent's suggestion that she sit and talk

with me. She was sure, she told me
afterward, that I would have one sub-
ject of conversation: me.
She was right. I did talk about me.

But she listened. And the next time we
saw Kent, Elizabeth was my girl.

"We had a lot to talk about," I told

him, and ducked.
It was a year and a half after our

meeting before we went shopping for
wedding rings, but our courtship was
conducted under the most difficult con-
ditions.

My job on the staff at KMOX was a
man-killer. I had a title: Assistant
Chief Announcer. But I had no priv-
ileges. I began working at eight o'clock
every morning with a Rise and Shine
program, and signed off my last show
at eleven at night. My dates with Eliz-
abeth, of necessity, began at eleven-
thirty and ended whenever her father's

heavy shoe hit the floor above the liv-

ingroom in a sort of gentlemanly hint.

We never went to the movies. It was
even too late when I got off work to go
anywhere for a soda. So we developed
our own peculiar dating technique: we

played quiz games and Guggenheim
(I, having appeared on a thousand radio
quizzes, always won—wh^ch kept me
happy) . And it dawned on us slowly
that you have to be in love to enjoy a

spirited game of Guggenheim at three
o'clock in the morning.
So I proposed.
Elizabeth, convinced, I am sure, that

if she married me she might be let off

Guggenheim, agreed—but she suggested
that I broach the subject to her father.

I didn't know Mr. Dawson well then.

He was a successful business man, but
I knew him better, as an actor. He hung
around the little theater as faithfully

as Elizabeth and I did, and occasionally

played a character part.

One night he had scared me half to

death when he walked into the living-

room with a shotgun under his arm.
It was late, and the lights were low

—

and how was I to know the gun was
only a prop for his current role in the

theater?
When I arrived at the Dawson house

to make my plea for Elizabeth's hand
I was unnerved at the sight of her par-
ents waiting for me in the extremely
tidy parlor.

I blurted out my piece, and there was
no response. Finally, in the grim
silence, Mrs. Dawson remarked,
"John, dear, I forgot to dust the

piano."

"It's all right, (Continued on page 97)



MARVIN MILLER and ELIZABETH DAWSON met, fell in love, decided to marry almost without
effort. It was only afterward that the trouble started. Courting began at eleven-thirty, when

Marvin's announcing chores ended. The wedding was sandwiched into a few scant hours. The
honeymoon waited five years, by which time Anthony Dawson Miller was three years old and

ready to go along. Now the busy Millers are learning to relax in the Hollywood sun, for Marvin's fa-
vorite announcing spots (Coronet Storyteller, Billie Burke Show and others) originate on the Coast.
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WHEN A GIRL MARRIES,
she learns—as did Joan
(Mary Jane Higby) when
she married Harry Davis

[Robert Haag) that her

n&w happiness brings with

it new complications. Life

in Beechwood is not always

smooth for the Davises, but

they are learning, slowly,

that if they have faith in

the strength of their love,

there is no demand that,

together, they cannot meet.

When a Girl Marries, NBC,
is a daily at 5:00 P.M. EWT.

SERENADE
The half-gay, half-wistful theme of When a Girl Marries

Words by J.C. Sangwin
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THE children are starting to school
again and almost as important in
their minds as the new teacher and

new classmates is the question of what
they will find in their lunchboxes at
noontime. It's even a more important
question for the mothers who have the
responsibility of planning foods which
will be just as nourishing and appetiz-
ing as those eaten at home. For this
reason I have selected this month a
variety of recipes which are especially
well adapted for lunchbox meals.

Raisin Bran Apple Crisp

3 cups thinly

sliced apples
2 to 4 tbls. honey
1 tbls. melted but-

ter or margarine
V4 tsp. salt

Vz tsp. cinnamon
3 tbls. butter or

margarine
Vs cup sugar

1 tbls. flour

IV2 cups raisin bran

Mix together apples, honey, melted
butter, salt, and cinnamon. Turn into

With unusual breads, ingenious fillings, packable desserts, there's

no limit—except space-—to the goodness that you can pack
into lunchboxes, .even if you must prepare one or more each day.

8-inch baking dish. Cream butter; add
sugar and flour and mix well. Add bran
and crumble together. Spread over
apples. Cover and bake in moderate
oven (350 °F.) 30 minutes. Remove
cover and continue baking 15 minutes
longer, or until apples are tender. Serve
with cream. Makes 4 servings.

Meat Loaf

3 cups corn flakes

% cup milk
1 egg, unbeaten
1 cup ground

cooked veal
1 cup ground

cooked pork
(fat removed)

1 tsp. salt

1 tbls. minced
onion

Vi tsp. sage

% cup diced celery

1 tbls. chopped
parsley

Va tsp. pepper
2 tbls. ketchup

Crush corn flakes slightly; add milk
and egg. Add remaining ingredients in

order given; mix well. Pack into
greased 8 x 4 x 3-inch loaf pan. Bake
in moderate oven (375°F.) 1 hour. Un-
cooked veal and pork, ground, may be
substituted for cooked meat.

Raisin Bran Bread

2 cups sifted flour

2V2 tsps. double
acting baking
powder

1 tsp. salt

V2 cup sugar
1 egg, well beaten

% cup milk

3 tbls. molasses

3 tbls. melted but-
ter or other
shortening

1 cup raisin bran

Sift flour once, measure, add baking
powder, salt, and sugar, and sift again.
Combine egg, milk, and molasses. Add
to flour mixture, add shortening and
raisin bran, then mix only enough to
dampen all flour. Bake in greased
8 x 4 x 3-inoh loaf pan, jn moderate
oven (350°F.) 1 hour, or until done.
Cool. Wrap in damp cloth or waxed
paper and store several hours or over-
night before slicing.

Raisin Bran Molasses Cookies

2 cups sifted flour

Vz tsp. double-
acting baking
powder

1 tsp. soda
1 tsp. salt

1 tsp. cinnamon
IV2 tsps. ginger

Vz cup shortening

Vz cup sugar

1 egg

% cup molasses

Vh tbls. vinegar

2 tbls. milk
1 cup raisin bran

Sift flour once, measure, add baking
powder, soda, salt, and spices, and sift

again. Cream shortening, add sugar
gradually, and cream together until

light and fluffy. Add egg and beat well.

Add molasses and vinegar; mix thor-
oughly. Add flour mixture, alternately
with milk, mixing well after each addi-
tion. Add bran and blend. Drop from tea-

spoon or greased baking sheet. Bake in

(400°F.) oven 8 minutes, or until done.

By
KATE SMITH

FOOD COUNSELOR
RADIO ROMANCES

Listen to Kate Smith's
daily talks at noon
and her Friday night
Variety Show, heard
CBS, at 8:30 EWT.
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INSIDE RADIO -Telling You Abo ms and People You Want to Hear

SUNDAY

5:00
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11:00
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11:30

11:55

12:00

1:30
1:30
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2:30

2:45

3:00
3:00
3:00
3:00

3:00

8:30
4:30

5:00
8:30

8:00
5:30

5:45
5:55

6:00
6:00
7:00
6:00

7:45

6:30

6:30

8:15

7:00
7:00
7:00

7:30

Eastern War Time

8:30 CBS: The Jubalaires
8:30 ABC: Sylvia Marlowe. Harpsi-

chordist
8:45 CBS: Bennett Sisters
9:00 MBS: Young People's Church
9:00 NBC: World News Roundup
9:00 ABC: Blue Correspondents at Home

and Abroad
9:15 CBS: E. Power Biggs
9:15 ABC: White Rabbit Line
9:30 NBC: NBC String Quartet
9:45 CBS: New Voices in Song

10:00 CBS: Church of the Air
10:00 ABC: Message of Israel
10:00 NBC: Highlights of the Bible
10:30 CBS: Wings Over Jordan
10:30 ABC: Southernaires
10:30 NBC: Words and Music
10:30 MBS: Radio Chapel
11:00 MBS: Pauline Alpert
11:05 CBS: Blue Jacket Choir
11:30 ABC: Hour of Faith
J. IS CBS: Invitation to Learning
11:30 MBS: Reviewing Stand
11:45 NBC: Marion Loveridge
12:00 MBS: Pilgrim Hour
12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle
12:00 ABC: News from Europe
12:00 NBC: The Eternal Light
12:30 ABC: Friendship Ranch
12:30 CBS: Transatlantic Call
1:00 CBS: Church of the Air
1:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy
1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer
1:15 ABC: Orson Wells
1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from

London)
1:15 NBC: America United
1:30 ABC: Sammy Kaye's Orch.
1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table
1:30 MBS: Sweetheart Time
1:45 CBS: Problems of the Peace
2:00 NBC: Ford Show
2:00 MBS: Chaplain Jim, U. S. A.
2:00 CBS: Stradivari Orchestra
2:00 ABC: Washington Story
2:30 CBS: World News Today
2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas
2:30 ABC: National Vespers
2:45 MBS: Crooked Square
2:55 CBS: Olin Downs
3:00 MBS: 20th Airforce Time
3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic
3:00 ABC: Kay's Canteen
3:00 NBC: World Parade
3:30 NBC: One Man's Family
3:30 MBS: What's the Good Word
4:00 NBC: NBC Army Hour
4:00 ABC: Darts for Dough
4:00 MBS: Your America
4:30 ABC: Sunday on N-K Ranch
4:30 CBS: The Electric Hour
4:30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey—RCA Show
4:30 MBS: Crime Is My Pastime
5:00 NBC: NBC Symphony
5:00 CBS: The Family Hour
5:00 ABC: Mary Small Revue
5:00 MBS: Adventures of Father Brown
5:30 MBS: Nick Carter
5:30 ABC: Charlotte Greenwood Show
5:45 CBS: William L. Shirer

6:00 CBS: Ozzie & Harriet
£ :00 ABC: Radio Hall of Fame
6:00 MBS: Abbott Mysteries
6:00 MBS: Catholic Hour
6:30 NBC: Men at Sea
6:30 ABC: Happy Moments
7:00 MBS: Opinion Requested
7:00 NBC: Wayne King Orchestra
7:00 CBS: The Thin Man
7:30 ABC: Quiz Kids
7:30 NBC: Rogue's Gallery

8:00 NBC: Frances Langford, Spike Jones
CBS: Blondie

8:00 MBS: Mediation Board
8:15 ABC: Raymond Moley
8:30 ABC: The Fighting AAF

7:00 8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor
7:30 8:30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey and Co.

7:45 8:45 MBS: Gabriel Heatter
7:55 8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer
8:00 9:00 CBS: Radio Readers Digest
8:00 9:00 MBS: Steel Horizon
8:00 9:00 ABC: Walter Winchell
:00 9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry-Go-Round

8:15 9:15 ABC: Hollywood Mystery Time
8:30 9:30 CBS: Texaco Star Theater, James

Melton
9:30 MBS: Double or Nothing

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

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

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

10:00 MBS: Brownstone Theatre
9:30 10:30 NBC: Meet Me at Parky's
9:30 10:30 CBS: We the People

10:00 11:00 CBS: Bill Costello

10:15 11:15 NBC: Cesar Searchinger
10:15 MBS: This Is Helen Hayes

10:3o|ll:30 NBC: Pacific Story
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OLD LEATHER LUNGS...
Jack Bailey, the man who does the most

talking on County Fair, broadcast over the
American Broadcasting Company's net-
work, Tuesdays at 7:30 P.M. (EWT), is a
graduate of the old school of county fair

and side-show barkers, having spent sev-
eral years "making the pitch" for fairs and
carnivals from New York to San Diego.
Bailey, who used to be known to his asso-

ciates on the midway as "old leather lungs"
—he put in a stretch of three solid years,

ten shows a day, without losing his voice
and without missing a show—says he be-
came a barker by a fluke.

It was at the Chicago World's Fair. Jack
had dropped in to see a friend who was
managing the "Little Orphan Annie Marion-
ette Circus."
"My 'talker' ran out on me, Jack," his

friend moaned. Fair people always call

barkers, "talkers." Then the manager's
eyes took on a strange and wonderful light.

Before Jack could escape, the manager
had slapped a derby on his head, stuck a
cane in his hand and shoved him on the
platform in front of a seething midway
crowd. "It was just beginner's luck," Jack
says. "I filled the tent clear up to the roof
and had them milling around in front of

the joint trying to get in for fifteen minutes
after the show started. For the next show,
though, I laid an egg. The ushers outnum-
bered the customers three to one."

There are two things Jack won't talk
about—his age and his education. He ad-
mits he was born in Hampton, Iowa, and
usually refers to himself as a "slice of Iowa
ham." Jack says his early education was
mostly a fiasco, except for the music lessons
his family insisted on giving him in the
belief that he would one day be a great
symphony musician.
After getting his start at the Fair, Jack

drifted from fair to carnival to exposition
for several years. Then it seemed natural
to take a crack at radio. He remembers
that he almost frightened the producer and
engineer to death at his first radio audition.

The producer wanted to hear how loud
his voice was, and Bailey let him have it,

full—and almost shattered the transmitter.
But he got a job as M. C. and found him-
self launched on a career.

Soon after breaking into radio, Jack be-
came about the busiest man in the business.
He announced Glamour Manor five morn-
ings a week, Meet the Missus five afternoons
a week, and four big evening shows each
week, Duffy's Tavern, Stop That Villain,

Money on the Line and Ozzie and Harriet.
He also got calls for odd jobs here and
there.
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MONDAY

ABC. Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East & Polly
CBS: Arthur Godfrey
CBS This Life Is Mine
CBS: Valiant Lady
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
CBS: Light of the World
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
NBC: Road of Life
MBS: Fun with Music
CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: Lisa Sergio
NBC: Joyce Jordan
CBS: Amanda
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Sing Along Club
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS. Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
MBS: What's Your Idea
NBC: David Harum
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
CBS: Big Sister
MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
NBC: U. S. Navy Band
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
ABC: Little Jack Little
MBS: John J. Anthony
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
NBC: The Guiding Light
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: Ethel < Albert
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
MBS: Jane Cowl
NBC: Woman in White
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: The Smoothies
NBC: Ma Perkins

i CBS: Michael Scott
I ABC: Ladies Be Seated
i NBC: Pepper Young's Family
; NBC: Right to Happiness
I CBS: Sing Along
I CBS: House Party
i NBC: Backstage Wife
; NBC: Stella Dallas
, ABC: Jack Berch
; MBS: Johnson Family
i NBC: Lorenzo Jones
ABC: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown

i CBS: Johnson Family Singers
CBS: Service Time

i ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS. Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: fortia Faces Life

i ABC: Dick Tracy
; MBS: Superman
MBS: House of Mystery

i ABC: Jack Armstrong
NBC: Just Plain Bill

I
CBS: Cimarron Tavern
NBC: Front Page Farrell

; ABC: Singing Lady
i CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
i MBS: Tom Mix
I CBS: Bill Costello

; NBC: Serenade to America
; CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs
I
CBS: Sally Moore, Contralto

; ABC: Charlie Chan
; NBC: Lowell Thomas
I CBS: Joseph C. Harsch
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club

i CBS: Thanks to the Yanks
i ABC: The Lone Ranger
MBS: Bulldog Drummond

I CBS: Vox Pop
I ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
I CBS: Geo. Burns & Gracie Allen
NBC: Voice of Firestone
MBS: Professor Broadway

; CBS: Bill Henry
I ABC: Meet Your Neighbor

Lux Radio Theater
NBC: The Telephone Hour
MBS: Real Stories

NBC: Rise Stevens' Show
MBS: Spotlight Bands
ABC: Coronet Story Teller

CBS: Screen Guild Players
NBC: Contented Program
MBS: Leave It To Mike
CBS: Stuart Erwin Show
NBC: Dr. I. Q.
ABC: Reunion U. S. A.
MBS: The Better Half

R

R
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TUESDAY
Eastern War Time
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1 1

6 8:15 ABC: Your Life Today
8:00 9:00 ABC: Breakfast Club

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

9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine
6:45 9:45 NBC: Daytime Classics
8:15 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady

10:30 9:00 10:00 ABC: My True Story
9:00 10:00 NBC: Robert St. John

10:15 NBC: Lora Lawton
8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS: Light of the World

10:15 MBS: From Me to You
2:00 9:30 10:30 CBS: Evelyn Winters

10:30 ABC: Hymns of All Churches
10:30 NBC: Road of Life
10:30 MBS: Fun with Music

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

8:00
10:00 11:00 CBS: Amanda
10:00 11:00 ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast

8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Fred Waring Show
11:15 MBS: Elsa Maxwell

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

11:30 NBC: Barry Cameron
11:30 MBS: Take It Easy Time

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

12:00 ABC: Glamour Manor
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks

12:15 MBS: Morton Downey
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister
3:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
9:30 11:30 12:30 ABC: Farm and Home Makers

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

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

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

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

11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light
11:00 1:00 2:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy, News
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Two on a Clue
11:45 1:15 2:15 ABC: Ethel & Albert

2:15 MBS: Jane Cowl
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS: Rosemary
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Woman in White
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Perry Mason
11:30 1:30 2:30 ABC: The Fitzgeralds

2:30 MBS: Queen for a Day
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Tena & Tim
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches

3:00 CBS: Milton Bacon
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC: Best Sellers
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America
12:00 2:15 3:15 CBS: Michael Scott
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family

2:45 3:45 CBS: Sing Along
6:45 ABC: "Yours Alone"
3:30 ABC: Ladies Be Seated
3:30 MBS. The Smoothies

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness
12:45 2:45 4:00 ABC: Westbrook Van Voorhis
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: House Party
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife

4:15 ABC: Jack Berch
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones

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

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

2:00 4:00 5:00 ABC: Terry and the Pirates
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries
2:15 4:00 5:00 CBS: Service Time
2:15 4:00 5:00 MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: Portia Faces Life
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC: Dick Tracy

5:15 MBS: Superman
5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC: Jack Armstrong
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

7:15 ABC: Raymond Gram Swing
7:30 ABC: County Fair

4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: American Melody Hour
9:00 6:30 7:30 NBC: Everything for the Boys
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Big Town
8:30 7:00 8:00 ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Ginny Simms

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

8:30 MBS: Adventures of the Falcon
5:55 7:30 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry
6:00 7:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel Heatter
6:00 8:00 9:00 ABC: Guy Lombardo
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Inner Sanctum

I 9:15 MBS: Real Stories

6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: The Doctor Fights
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC: Saludos Amigos
6:30 9:30 9:30 NBC: Victor Borge
6:30 8:30 9:30 MBS: American Forum of the Air

„ 6:55 8:55 9:55 ABC: Coronet Story Teller

7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Man Called X
II 7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Service to the Front

10:30 10:30 10:30 CBS: Congress Speaks
10:30 MBS: Return to Duty

7:30 NBC: Sigmund Romberg Orchestra
11:15 CBS: Joan Brooks
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WENDY. LIKE IN PETER PAN
Wendy Barrie, who co-stars on CBS's

Detect and Collect with Fred Uttal (Wed-
nesdays, 9:30 P.M. EWT), came by her
professional name legitimately—if second
hand. She was born in London and her
real name is Marguerite Wendy Jenkin, the
"Wendy" being a compliment to the famous
character created by Sir James Barrie in

"Peter Pan." Sir James acted as godfather
when Wendy was christened and, later,

gave her permission to use that name.
Wendy was still an infant when she began

her traveling career. Her mother took her
to Hongkong, where Wendy's father's inter-

ests kept the family for several years. As
soon as she was old enough to make the
trip by herself, Wendy was sent back to

London to attend the Holy Child and
Assumption convents. She completed her
education at a fashionable finishing school
in Lausanne, Switzerland.
During vacation, and if her father felt

lonely for her, Wendy packed her things
and traveled far and wide to visit him.
Sometimes, she traveled across the Atlan-
tic and Canada to the Orient. Other times,
she went through the Mediterranean and
the Indian Ocean. Altogether she made
some seven trips around the world.
Wendy wasn't bent on becoming an ac-

tress. In fact, she was having herself a

fine time in a pretty dizzy social whirl in

London—playing tennis, riding, playing the
traditional English game of cricket and bad-
minton. Then, as a lark, she and some of

her society friends took a "flier" in the
stage production of "Wonderbar." That
rather turned out to be fun. So, later,

when British film producer Alexander
Korda spotted her having lunch in the
Savoy Grill and offered her a screen test,

Wendy jumped at the chance.

That screen test changed the social but-
terfly into a hard-working girl. Wendy
got a contract and appeared in some 19

British made films.

In 1934, she grew restless. After all, she'd
spent a long time in one place—long for

a girl who'd grown up traveling, that is.

Not quite sure what she wanted to do, she
came to New York—without any letters of

introduction or business contacts. Within
ten days the scouts had spotted her red-
blonde hair and bluish-green eyes and
distinctly photogenic face—and she was
signed for a Hollywood engagement.
You've seen her in lots of pictures. There

will be lots more, probably.
Wendy's a gay girl—has a little of the

pixilated quality that you associate with
the characters in James Barrie's plays. She
has never had to diet and can eat anything
she wants without gaining weight, which in

itself is rather unique in Hollywood.
In case the boys are getting ideas—that's

out. She married David Meyer not long
ago, and they are very happy and intend
to stay that way.
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WEDNESDAY

i ABC: Your Life Today
ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East & Polly
CBS: Arthur Godfrey

• CBS: This Life Is Mine
CBS: Valiant Lady

> NBC: Daytime Classics
NBC Robert St. John

I ABC: My True Story
> NBC: Lora Lawton
> MBS: From Me to You
• CBS: Light of the World
1 CBS: Evelyn Winters
i ABC: Hymns of All Churches
NBC: Road of Life
MBS. Fun with Music

i CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: The Listening Post
NBC: Joyce Jordan
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show

i CBS: Amanda
> CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell

I CBS: Bright Horizon
I ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron

i MBS Take It Easy Time
- CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum

> ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks

i MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Big Sister

1 NBC: U. S. Air Force Band
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent

1 ABC: Farm and Home Makers
; CBS: Our Gal Sunday
i CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC': Constance Bennett

I CBS- Bernardine Flynn, News
> CBS. Young Dr. Malone
NBC: Morgan Beatty, News

1 ABC: Three Pianos
NBC. The Guiding Light

> CBS: Two on a Clue
' ABC: Ethel & Albert
i NBC: Today's Children
' CBS: Rosemary
> MBS Jane Cowl
I CBS: Perry Mason
I ABC: The Fitzgeralds
NBC: Woman in White

I MBS' Queen for a Day
' CBS: Tena & Tim
i NBC- Hymns of All Churches
ABC: Best Sellers

i NBC: A Woman of America
I CBS: Milton Bacon
I MBS. The Smoothies
NBC: Ma Perkins
> CBS: Michael Scott
I CBS: Sing Along Club
NBC: Pepper Young's Family

I ABC: Ladies Be Seated
NBC: Right to Happiness

I CBS: Sing Along
NBC: Backstage Wife

I CBS: House Party
NBC: Stella Dallas
ABC: I'll Buy That
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
ABC: Hop Harrigan

' CBS: Johnson Family Singers
NBC: Young Widder Brown

1 CBS: Service Time
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Port.a Faces Life

j ABC: Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman
TBS: Cimarron Tavern

1 ABC: Jack Armstrong
MBS: Superman
NBC: Just Plain Bill
MBS: House of Mystery
ABC: Singing Lady
NBC: Front Page Farrell

i CBS: The Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix

I CBS: Bill Costello
'CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs
NBC: Serenade to America

I CBS: Eileen Farrell
NBC: Clem McCarthy
ABC: Charlie Chan
NBC: Lowell Thomas

> ABC: Raymond Gram Swing
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Jack Kirkwood

i CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs
NBC: This Woman's Secret
MBS: Listen to the Waves

i CBS: Adventures of Ellery Queen
1 ABC: The Lone Ranger
MBS: Mutual Melodies
NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn

' CBS: The Saint
1 ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
MBS: Cat Tinney
NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North
MBS: Now It Can Be Told
CBS: Dr. Christian
MBS: Fresh Up Show
ABC- Fishing and Hunting-Club
NBC: Billie Burke

' CBS: Bi.l Henry
i ABC: Curtain Time—Drama
I

i 'US: Crime Photographer
MBS Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Nora Martin, Leonard Sues

MBS: Real Stories

CBS: Detect & Collect
ABC: Jones & I—Drama
NBC: Mr. District Attorney
ABC: Coronet Story Teller

CBS: Great Moments in Music
NBC: Phil Harris & Orchestra
ABC: Counter Spy
MBS: Human Adventure
CBS: Milton Berle

CBS: Maisie
ABC- Radie Harris
ABC: Leave It to the Girls

NBC: Dance Band
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Eastern War Time

ABC: Your Life Today
ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East and Polly
CBS: Arthur Godfrey
MBS: Shady Valley Folks
CBS: This Life Is Mine
NBC: Daytime Classics
CBS: Valiant Lady
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
NBC: Robert St. John
CBS: Light of the World
MBS: From Me to You
NBC: Road of Life
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
MBS: Fun with Music
CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: The Listening Post
NBC: Joyce Jordan
CBS: Amanda
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Bright Horizon
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS: Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum
MBS: What's Your Idea?
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
CBS: Big Sister
CBS: Irene Beasley
MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
NBC: Sky High
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
ABC: Baukhage Talking
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
MBS: Luncheon with Lopez
CBS: Bernardine Flynn. News
MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Brito
ABC: Little Jack Little
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
MBS: John J. Anthony
NBC: The Guiding Light
ABC: John B. Kennedy, News
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: Ethel and Albert
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
NBC: Woman in White
MBS: Jane Cowl
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
CBS: Milton Bacon
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: A Woman of America
ABC: Appointment with Life
NBC: Ma Perkins
CBS: Michael Scott
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
ABC: Ladies, Be Seated
MBS: The Smoothies
ABC: Yours Alone
NBC: Right to Happiness
CBS: Sing Along
CBS: House Party
NBC: Backstage Wife
NBC: Stella Dallas
ABC: Jack Berch
ABC. Report from Abroad
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
CBS: Johnson Family Songs
ABC Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Milt Herth Trio
CBS: Service Time
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Portia Faces Life
ABC. Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman
CBS: Cimarron Tavern
ABC: Jack Armstrong
MBS: House of Mystery
NBC- Just Plain Bill
ABC: Singing Lady
NBC: Front Page Farrell
CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Calling Pan America
NBC: Serenade to America
NBC: Clem McCarthy
CBS: The World Today
NBC: Lowell Thomas
ABC: Charlie Chan
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Jack Kirkwood
CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs
ABC: Chester Bowles
CBS: Mr. Keen
NBC: Bob Burns
ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
CBS: Suspense
CBS: FBI in Peace and War
ABC- America's Town Meeting
NBC: Adventures of Topper
MBS: Agatha Christie's Poirot
CBS: Bill Henry
CBS: Chrysler Show
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Kraft Music Hall

MBS: Real Stories
ABC: Variations by Van Cleave
CBS: Hobby Lobby
MBS: Treasure Hour of Song
NBC: Jack Haley
ABC: Coronet Story Teller

CBS: The First Line
ABC: Trans-Atlantic Quiz
MBS: Arch Oboler's Plays
CBS: Romance, Rhythm & Ripley
ABC- March of Time
NBC: Rudy Vallee
MBS: Swing's the Thing

8:15
9:00
9:00
9:15
9:30
9:45
9:45

10:00
10:00
10:15
10:00
10:15
10:15
10:30
10:30
10:30
10:30
10:45
10:45
10:45
11:00
11:00
11:00
11:15
11:15
11:30
11:30
11:30
11:30
11:45
11:45
11:45
11:45
12:00
12:00
12:15
12:15
12:15
12:30
12:30
12:30
12:45
1:00
1:00
1:15
1:15
1:15
1:30
1:30
1:45
1:45
1:45
2:00
2:00
2:00
2:15
2:15
2:15
2:30
2:30
2:10
2:15
2:30
2:45
2:45
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:15
3:15
3:15
3:30
3:30
3:30
3:45
3:45
3:45
4:00
4:00
4:15
4:15
4:30
4:30
4:45
4:45
4:45
4:45
5:00
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
5:45
6:15
6:15
6:30
6:45
6:45
6:45
7:00
7:00
7:15
7:45
7:30
7:^0
8:00
8:00
8:30
8:30
8:30
8:30

8:55

9:00
9:00
9:00

9:15

9:30
9:30
9:30
9:30

9:55

10:00
10:00
10:00

10:30
10:30
10:30
10:30

IGNORANCE IS BLISS—AND DOLLARS

Comically erudite George Shelton, one
of the expert nit-wits on the zany quiz pro-

gram It Pays to be Ignorant (CBS, Fri-

days 9 P.M. EWT) hasn't always been
funny. By his own testimony, he started

out as a dramatic actor and shifted to

comedy, later, because he studied Shake-
speare.
Shelton was born on the Bowery in New

York City. He says that his early impres-
sions of that colorful, noisy, down-at-the
heels section did a great deal to enrich his

sense of the comic.
He didn't start out as a comedian. He

didn't even think of the stage as a career,

in fact. His first job was as an apprentice
printer. He wasn't even interested in the

theater, until his family moved to Brook-
lyn and he got a chance to see some shows
in the local stock companies. Somehow,
that led him to take up a serious study of

the works of William Shakespeare and he
found himself keenly interested, especially

in the bard's comedies. Soon, his head be-
gan to be full of ideas about the stage as

a career.

One day he saw a want ad in a theatrical

paper he'd taken to buying. It was for a

dramatic actor to work in a tent show in

Iowa. Shelton took all his savings and
went out there—and got the job! From
then on, he played everything from drama
to blackface comedy and even sold medicine
on the side. But his soaking in Shake-
spearean satire never left him and, eventu-
ally, he devoted himself exclusively to being
a comedian.
When the first World War broke out,

George enlisted. Armistice Day, he recalls,

he was cooking pancakes in the trenches.
He became a member of the Army of Occu-
pation and formed a unit which toured
Germany entertaining the doughboys, top-
ping off a war record of eight major cam-
paigns and two citations. Incidentally, dur-
ing this war, he's been presented with
several medals and awards for his work in

entertaining service men.
When George finally got back to the

United States after the last war, he went
to work in vaudeville. It was there that
he met Tom Howard, with whom he has
been associated ever since. They toured in

vaudeville together and appeared in nu-
merous Broadway musicals and several mo-
tion pictures, as a team. They did several
stints on radio before but they feel they've
really found their niche since teaming up
with Lulu McConnell and Harry McNaugh-
ton for the It Pays to be Ignorant show.
Shelton lives in Hempstead, Long Island,

these days and spends as much time as he
can out there, puttering around with car-
pentry and general handiwork. For relaxa-
tion he says you can't beat baseball—he's
a Dodger fan from way back (need you
ask?). He doesn't miss Shakespeare at all,

any more.
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i u
8:15 ABC:
8:15 NBC-

8:00 9:00 ABC:
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC:
6:15 2:15 9:15 NBC:

9:30 MBS
8:45 9:45 CBS:

6:45 9:45 NBC:
8:15 9:10 10:00 CBS:

9:00 10:00 ABC:
10:15 NBC:

8:30 9:15 10:15 CBS:
10:15 MBS:

2:00 9:30 10:30 CBS:
10:30 ABC:
10:30 NBC:
10:30 MBS:

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS:
10:45 NBC:

9:45 10:45 ABC:
8:00 10:00 11:00 ABC:
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC:

10:00 11:00 CBS:
10:15 11:15 CBS:

11:15 MBS:
12:30 10:00 11:30 CBS:
8:30 10:30 11:30 ABC:

11:30 NBC:
11:30 MBS:

8:45 10:45 11:45 CBS:
8:45 10:45 11:45 ABC:
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC:

11:45 MBS:
12:00 ABC:

9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS:
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS:

12:15 MBS:
12:30 NBC:

9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS:
9:30 11:30 12:30 ABC-
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS:

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS:
10:00 12:00 1:00 ABC:
10:15 12:15 1:15 ABC:
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS:

1:15 MBS:
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS:
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS:

12:45 1:45 NBC:
1:45 MBS:

11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC:
11:00 1:00 2:00 ABC:
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS:
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC:

2:15 ABC:
11:15 1:15 2:15 CBS:

2:15 MBS:
11:30 1:00 2:00 CBS:
11:30 1:30 2:30 ABC:
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC:

2:30 MBS:
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS:
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC:
12:00 2:00 3:00 ABC:
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC:

3:15 ABC:
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC:

3:15 CBS:
2:30 3:30 CBS:

3:30 ABC:
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC:
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC:
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS:
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC:
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC:

4:15 ABC:
1:25 4:30 CBS:
3:00 4:30 NBC:
1:30 3:45 4:45 CBS:

4:45 ABC:
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC:

4:45 CBS:
2:15 4:00 5:00 CBS:
2:00 4:00 6:00 ABC:
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC:

5:00 MBS:
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC:
2:15 4:15 5:15 ABC:

5:15 MBS:
4:30 5:30 CBS:

5:30 5:30 5:30 ABC:
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS:
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC:
2:45 4:45 5:15 NBC:
5:45 5:45 5:15 ABC:
2:45 5:15 CBS:

5:45 CBS:
5:45 ABC:
5:45 MBS:
6:00 ABC:

3:30 5:15 6:15 CBS:
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC:

5:30 6:30 CBS:
6:40 NBC:
6:45 NBC:
6:40 ABC:

3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS:
3:55 5:55 6:55 CBS:

10:00 7:00 CBS:
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC:

6:15 7:15 CBS:
4:00 NBC:
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS:

6:30 7:30 ABC:
9:00 7:00 8:00 CBS:

7:00 8:00 NBC:

8:30 ABC:
8:30 7:30 8:30 NBC:

9:30 8:30 CBS:
8:30 MBS:

5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS:
8:30 8:00 9:00 ABC:
6:00 8:00 9:00 MBS:
6:00 8:00 5:00 NBC:

9:15 MBS:
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS:
6:30 8:30 9:30 ABC:
6:30 8:30 9:30 MBS:
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC-
6:55 8:55 9:55 ABC:
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC:
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS:
7:30 10:30 CBS:
7:30 10:30 NBC:

10:30 ABC:

Your Life Today
Do You Remember
Breakfast Cluo
Ed East and Polly
Arthur Godfrey
Shady Valley Folks
This Life Is Mine
Daytime Classics
Valiant Lady
My True Story
Lora Lawton
Light of the World
From Me to You
Evelyn Winters
Betty Crocker
Road of Life
Fun with Music
Bachelor's Children
Joyce Jordan
The Listening Post
Tom Breneman's Breakfast
Fred Waring Show
Honeymoon Hill
Second Husband
Elsa Maxwell
Sing Along
Gilbert Martyn
Barry Cameron
Take It Easy Time
Aunt Jenny's Stories
Ted Malone
David Harum
What's Your Idea?
Glamour Manor
Kate Smith Speaks
Big Sister
Morton Downey
U. S. Marine Band
Romance of Helen Trent
Farm and Home Makers
Our Gal Sunday
Life Can Be Beautiful
Baukhage Talking
Constance Bennett
Ma Perkins
Luncheon with Lopez
Bernardine Flynn, News
Young Dr. Malone
Morgan Beatty, News
John J. Anthony
The Guiding Light
John B. Kennedy, News
Two on a Clue
Today's Children
Ethel and Albert
Rosemary
Jane Cowl
Perry Mason
The Fitzgeralds
Woman in White
Queen for a Day
Tena & Tim
Berry Crocker
Best Sellers
A Woman of America
Appointment with Life
Ma Perkins
Michael -cott
Sing Along Club
Ladies, Be Seated
Pepper Young's Family
Right to Happiness
House Party
Backstage Wife
Stella Dallas
Jack Berch
Feature Story, Bob Trout
Lorenzo Jones
Danny O'Neil. Songs
Hop Harrigan
Young Widder Brown
Johnson Family, Songs
Service Time
Terry and the Pirates
When a Girl Marries
Here's How with Peter Howe
Portia Faces Life
Dick Tracy
Superman
Cimarron Tavern
Jack Armstrong
House of Mystery
Just Plain Bill
Front Page Farrell
Captain Midnight
Wilderness Road
Sparrow and the Hawk
Singing Lady
Tom Mix
Kiernan's News Corner
Jimmy Carroll, Songs
Serenade to America
Sally Moore & Eileen Farrell
Clem McCarthy
Lowell Thomas
Charlie Chan
The World Today
Joseph C. Harsch
Jack Kirkwood
Chesterfield Music Shop
Danny O'Neil, Songs
This Woman's Secret
Jerry Wayne Show
The Lone Ranger
The Aldrich Family
Highways in Melody

—

Paul Lavalle

This Is Your FBI
Correction Please
Kate Smith Hour
Freedom of Opportunity
Bill Henry
Famous Jury Trials
Gabriel Heatter
Waltz Time
Real Stories

Those Websters
The Sheriff
Double or Nothing
People Are Funny
Coronet Story Teller

Dunninger
Durante and Moore
Harry James and Band
Bill Stern
The Doctor Talks It Over

R

R
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SATURDAY
1h k East! rn War Time

3 i 8:15
8:15

CBS:
NBC:

Music of Today
Richard Leibert, Organist

8:30
8:30

CBS:
ABC:

Missus Goes A-Shopping
United Nation News, Review

8:45 CBS: Margaret Brien

6:00
8:00
b:Cll)

9:00
3:00

ABC:
NBC:

Breakfast Club
Home Is What You Make It

8:15 3:15 CBS: The Garden Gate
3:30
3:30

CBS:
NBC:

Country Journal
Army Air Force Band

8:45 9:45 CBS: David Snoop Orchestra

7:00
3:00
3:011

10:00
10:00

CBS:
NBC:

Give and Take
Archie Andrews

10:15 MBS: Rainbow House

11:00

9:00

3:30

3:40

10:00
10:30
10:30
10:30
10:45

ABC:
CBS:
NBC:
ABC:
NBC:

What's Cooking
Mary Lee Taylor
Doc, Duke and the Colonel
Land of the Lost
Alex Drier

8:00 10:00 11:00
11:00

ABC:
NBC:

Johnny Thompson
First Piano Quartet

1:30 11:05 CBS: Let's Pretend
8:30
8:30

10:30
10:30

11:30
11:30
11:30

ABC:
NBC:
MBS:

Vagabonds
Smilin' Ed McConnell
Hookey Hall

|ll:45 ABC: Note From a Diary
3:00 ll:00'l2:00
3:00 11:00 12:00

111:0012:00
12:00

CBS:
ABC:
NBC:
MBS:

Theater of Today
Piano Playhouse
News
Hello Mom

9:15 11:15|12:1S NBC: Consumer Time
3:30 11:30
3:30 lx:30
3:30 11:30

12:30
12:30
12:30

CBS:
ABC:
NBC:

Stars Over Hollywood
Farm Bureau
Atlantic Spotlight

12:45 MBS: Red Cross Reporter

10:00
10:00

12:00
12:00

1:00
1:00
1:00
1:00

NBC:
CBS:
ABC:
MBS:

The Veteran's Aid
Grand Central Station
Fun Canteen
Luncheon with Lopez

1:15 NBC: Music for Your Mood
10:30 12:30 1:30

1:30
1:30

CBS:
MBS:
ABC:

Elliot Lawrence, Orchestra
Symphonies for Youth
Round-up Time

1:00
10:45

12:45
12:45

1:45
1:45

CBS:
NBC:

Report from Washington
John Mac Vane from London

1:00 2:00
2:00

CBS:
NBC:

Of Men and Books
Musiciana

2:15
2:15

CBS:
ABC:

Adventures in Science
Larry and Irene

11:30 1:30 2:30
2:30
2:30

NBC:
CBS:
ABC:

Sky High
Carolina Hayride
It's a Hit

12:00
3:00
3:00
3:00
3:00

NBC:
CBS:
ABC:
MBS:

Minstrel Melodies
The Land Is Bright
Saturday Senior Swing
This Is Halloran

2:30 3:30
3:30

CBS:
NBS:

Syncopation Piece
Music on Display

4:00
4:00
4:00

CBS:
ABC:

Report from Washington
Saturday Symphony
Memo for Tomorrow

4:15
4:15

CBS:
NBC:

Report from Overseas
Here Comes the Bride

4:30
4:30

MBS:
NBC:

Music for Half an Hour
World of Melody

'

4:45 CBS: Report from London

2:00
2:00 4:00

5:00
5:00
5:00
5:00

ABC:
CBS:
NBC:
MBS:

Duke Ellington
We Deliver the Goods
Grand Hotel
Sports Parade

2:30 4:40 5:30
5:30

NBC:
MBS:

John W. Vandercook
American Eagle in Br tain

3:30 4:45 5:45 NBC: Tin Pan Alley of the Air

3:15
5:00

6:00
6:00
6:00

MBS:
NBC:
CBS:

Hall of Montezuma
Rhapsody of the Rockies
Quincy Howe

3:15
3:15

3:30

5:15
5:15

6:15
6:15

CBS:
ABC:

People's Platform
Harry Wismer, Sports

5:30 6:30
6:30

ABC:
MBS:

Edward Tomlinson
Hawaii Calls

3:45
3:45
3:55

5:45
5:45
5:55

6:45
6:45
6:45
6:55

ABC:
CBS:
NBC:
CBS:

Labor, U. S. A.
The World Today
Religion in the News
Bob Trout

4:00 6:00 7:00
7:00

NBC:
MBS:

Our Foreign Policy
American Eagle in Britain

7:15 ABC: David Wills

4:30 6:30 7:30
7:30
7:30

ABC:
MBS:
NBC:

Swinging on the Golden Gate
Arthur Hale
Noah Webster

7:15 7:00 8:00
8:00
8:00

CBS:
MBS:
ABC:

Beulah Show
Frank Singiser
Gang Busters

5:30
8:30

7:30
7:30

8:30
8:30
8:30

ABC:
CBS:
MBS:

Boston Symphony Orchestra
Viva America
Symphony of the Americas

5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer

6:00
6:00

8:00
8:00

9:00
9:00

CBS:
NBC:

Your Hit Parade
National Barn Dance

6:30 8:30 9:30
9:30
9:30
9:30

NBC:
MBS:
MBS:
ABC:

Can You Top This
Jean Goldkette's Orchestra
Calling All Detectives
Flight to the Pacific

6:45 8:45 9:45 CBS: Saturday Night Serenade

9:55 ABC: Coronet Quiz

10:00
10:00

MBS:
ABC:

Theater of the Air
Hoosier Hop

10:15 CBS: Assignment Home

7:30
R

3:30 10:30
10:30

NBC:
ABC:

Grand Ole Oory
Hayloft Hoedown

" 10:45 3:45 10:45 CBS: Talks

11:15 1:301 ABC: Hoosier Hop

COVER
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By ELEANOR HARRIS

IMAGINE a radio star who is blonde,
blue-eyed—and who weighs only 85
pounds! Imagine an actress who's

had a career for eight years now—and
isn't afraid to tell her true age! (Which
is eleven years old, of course; you
might have known there'd be a catch
in it!) Imagine all of this, and you've
imagined Lorna Lynn.
Right now she's busily engaged in

acting five days a week on the CBS
show Danny O'Neil, Songs—in which
she plays Danny's mascot Kathleen.
But that's only one of the shows in
the radio bouquet she carries around.
She's also been on The March of Time,
Salute to Youth, We the People, Arthur
Hopkins Presents, Big Sister, American
School of the Air, Here's to Romance,
Appointment with Life, My True
Story, and Treasury Recordings.
And lest you think for a moment

that this tiny twig of femininity doesn't
know how to carry her end in a pinch,
let us give you this to gnaw upon: on
the Ed Wynn Show, which was spon-
sored by a milk company, Lorna played
the part of Beulah the calf; and the
calf and Mr. Wynn had a four minute
skit together each program. Mr. Wynn,
having been a stage veteran for end-
less decades, rejoiced in ad libbing.
One night he got off a very funny
crack that wasn't in the script, and
then turned to Lorna and asked direct-
ly, "Well, how'm I doing?"
Lorna wildly reread the script, but

there was no sign of his question or
her supposed answer.

"Tell me," Mr. Wynn repeated,
"Beulah, how'm I doing? Is it good?"
Lorna came to life. "Why, it's better

than good," she said slickly. "It's homog-
enized!"
Lorna Lynn's been on her own (even

though she has a charming mother
around to help out) ever since she
was three years old. Mother or no
mother, it was Lorna herself who went
after what she wanted—and won it.

At three, then, she marched down
to try out for the Jed Harris produc-
tion of Ibsen's "A Doll's House," with
her small hand tucked in her mother's.
Well, the preliminaries were very
simple: Lorna outread them all, got
the part, helped her mother pack her
bags, and set out for Toronto the fol-
lowing Monday to open with the play.
The next three months were fairly
simple, too: they toured, Lorna's re-
views were splendid, and so was the
entire show. Ahead lay New York
City and Broadway—and trouble.

It came in the form of an order from
the Children's Society, which had
noted with horror Lorna's age: three.

Young, Lorna Lynn has a fat list

of acting accomplishment behind
her, and a great career ahead.

The order stated that no child could
perform in the theater until he was
seven years of age. Lorna's three-year-
old face was lined with sorrow—and
so were the somewhat older faces of
Jed Harris, Helen Hayes, and the late
Alexander Woollcott, who all made a
direct appeal to the Society, explain-
ing how important Lorna was to the
play and how impossible it would be
to train another child in so short a
time. But the Society stood firm. So
then there was only one thing to do,
which was done. Down went Jed Har-
ris and little Lorna to the City Hall,
to see Mayor LaGuardia! Lorna
scrambled to His Honor's lap at sight
of him, and remained there twenty
minutes alternately sobbing and smil-
ing. The result was that she got a
special permit—and she (and the
show) played for eight rave months.
By the time she was nine years old,

she was used to reading her notices
over her breakfast cereal and milk.
She'd been in the plays "The Amer-
ican Way" with Fredric March, "The
World We Make" with Margo, "Love's
Old Sweet Song" with Walter Huston,
"The Trojan Woman" with Margaret
Webster, "Panama Hattie" with Ethel
Merman, "Jane Eyre" with Sylvia Sid-
ney, and "Mary Ann" with Ernest
Truex.
But so far she's resisted all the

movie offers she's had, which have been
plentiful. She likes radio because she
can play a thousand types of roles

—

and because it doesn't interfere with
her schooling or home life.

Now we're almost done with the in-
credible story of the amazing Miss
Lynn. All but one last item: she's been
engaged since the age of four—to Rags
Ragland! During a show, he told her
solemnly, "Lorna, I'll give you a dime
if you promise to marry me in 1950."

"Okay, it's a promise," said Lorna,
pocketing the dime. Years later Jerry
Wayne approached her on the same
subject—also during a show rehearsal.
"Lorna," he said, "if I give you a
nickel, will you marry me?"

"I'm sorry," Lorna said, "but I got
a better offer from Rags Ragland—he
offered me ten cents!"
Lorna Lynn thinks on her feet!
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JUNIOR CANTEEN HOSTESS—Charming Nancy
Jane MacBurney, sings with the boys at a USO
Canteen she helped organize in Chicago. She first

met her fiance there when he "just happened

in." Many girls are serving as Canteen hostesses.

Couldn't you help in your locality?

NANCY JANE MACBURNEY—Her smooth way of wearing her hair—whether it's fash-

ionably "upswept" or "down"—gives an added charm to her lovely, clear soft skin.

HER BEAUTY CARE—Pond's Cold Cream. "The
cleansing-est, smoothing-est cream I know."

TO WED R. A. F. OFFICER

Nancy Jane Macburney

engaged to

Robert Francis Reynolds

Flying Officer, R.A.F.

THE RING Bob gave her just

before he took off for England

She met Bob in Chicago—but he was born

in Burma, brought up in London, and

they plan to live in Toronto "someday."

Another Pond's bride-to-be, Nancy
Jane is another lovely girl with a fasci-

nating "soft-smooth" Pond's complexion.

This is Nancy Janes fundamental

daily skin care . . .

She smooths white, fluffy Pond's Cold

Cream all over her face and throat, and

pats thoroughly to help soften dirt and

make-up. Tissues all off.

She rinses with more soft-smooth Pond's

—working the cream over her face with

little spiral whirls of her fingertips. Tis-

sues off again. This second creaming-over

"leaves my face feeling like silk," she

says, "and so clean!''''

Use your Pond's Cold Cream Nancy
Jane's "twice-over" way

—
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To Be in Love
Continued from page 41

nearest thing to an "estate" in Pen-
bury. The family had been a part of
Penbury life for generations, and
there were plenty of poor relation
Byrneses scattered around town, but
even they held themselves so much
apart that I would have been surprised
if it had been one of them who brought
Janet home. For a Walnut Hill Byrnes
to have driven home one of my girls

—

one of the Penbury Mill girls—was ex-
traordinary. And Carl—the most re-
mote, the most brilliantly-colored of
the lot, who flashed in and out of town
without ever seeming to touch it, who
carried about him the faint report of
having been in far-off places—Mexico,
wasn't it, or South America . . .?

There was something wrong with
my mental picture of Janet beside him,
and I thought I knew what it was. It

was because girls wh» worked in the
Penbury Textile Mill didn't get driven
home by men who owned the mill—or
whose fathers owned the mill, which
came to the same thing.
My eyes went to Janet's face and

stayed there, caught by something new
in her expression. She looked soft and
sort of sparkling at the same time

—

almost radiant; I had never seen her
blue eyes so brilliant, or noticed be-
fore the clear-cut delicacy of her pro-
file. Her animation troubled me. "It's

impossible," I thought. Then

—

what's
impossible? I asked myself. That Janet
should have come home in Carl Byrnes'
car? But she did. No, what's impossible
is that anything more should come of
it . . . Janet will be hurt ... As if she
felt the force of my thought, Janet
turned to me with a smile of such vi-
brant happiness that my eyes wavered
from it. She would be hurt!
One or another of the girls often

came to my room at night, if there was
something special on their minds. That
night, when I heard a soft double
knock I knew it was Janet, and as I let

her in I wondered how to say what I

wanted to say without wiping all of
that new radiance from her face.

"Carl asked if he could call me," she
burst out, almost before she had
curled up at the foot of my bed. "I

said yes, of course. Jean—did you get
a good enough look at him? He's ter-
ribly nice—"

"He's been brought up to be nice," I

answered, more sharply than I had in-
tended.

"Yes, I guess so. He's been away in
South America . .

." Janet stopped and
looked at me, her smile fading. "Jean

—

what's the matter? Didn't you like
him?"

I shrugged. "I don't know him. He
looks nice enough, but anyone would
in those clothes and with that car. And
you don't know him, really; he prac-
tically picked you up."
Over Janet's face came the look we

all knew. Janet was a gentle, calm
girl; she never argued; but when she
got that look on her face it always
meant that there was something she
had decided to do, and that nobody
could stop her or swerve her an inch.
"That's not true," she said. "I really
had hurt my ankle. And anyway, it's

not as though he were just anybody."
"Oh, Janet, that's just it—he's not

just anybody, he's a Byrnes. And you're
Janet Blake, who works in his father's
mill. Don't you see? Maybe he will
take you out once or twice, and then
he'll be off again somewhere, going out
with the kind of girls—his own kind of
girl. He'll never think of you again.
When he falls in love, marries, it will
be one of them. That's the way things
are, and we can't change them."
"Maybe I am his kind of girl," Janet

said stubbornly.
I shook my head. "No, darling. You're

as sweet a girl as anyone could want
—anyone who was born into the same
kind of life as you, and lived in the
same way. But Carl Byrnes hasn't. He'll
want somebody who was brought up the
way he was, and went away to school,
and was taught how to manage a man-
sion like the one he lives in. Someone
he can be proud of in front of his
parents. Not a girl who's worked in his
father's mill. And if you see him at all,

you won't be able to forget him so
easily."

"I think you're wrong," Janet said.

She slipped off the bed and went slow-
ly to the door. "I don't think it's wrong
to try to change things. Maybe if you
want a thing hard enough you get it.

Maybe I won't have to forget him."
And so I had lost.

It worried me terribly, all the rest

of September and October. I had been
wrong about one thing, anyway; Carl
took Janet out much more than once
or twice. By the end of October her
chair at the dinner table was empty
one or two nights during the week,
and always on Saturday nights. She
never volunteered to tell me where they
went, or what they did, and of course
I didn't ask her. She didn't talk much
to the other girls, either; but she kept
that glowing softness, and seemed to
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grow lovelier week by week. She had
fun with Carl, I could see that. I began
to live in dread of the end that must
come. The happier she was now, the
more crushed she would be when it

was over, and Carl was gone ... as
he would be.

Janet's birthday came at the end of
October. That meant a party—Tanner
House had a party on the most trumped-
up of excuses, and certainly a twenty-
first birthday was a real reason for
celebration. But I couldn't put much
heart into my planning. I was pretty
sure Janet wouldn't want to bring Carl,
and I was equally sure she wouldn't
enjoy it without him, and I didn't
know whether I ought to speak to her
or not.
• Well, it was lovely weather anyway.
We'd have a backyard picnic, bring out
the three trestle tables and load them
with food, sit around on cushions on
the grass and have fun—I cudgeled
myself into enthusiasm and went down-
town to look for paper tablecloths.

There weren't any. No paper nap-
kins either. No candles of the size I

needed for mother's old copper candle-
sticks. Mr. Schlomm at the ice cream
parlor wasn't sure I could have all the
ice cream I wanted, even ordering two
weeks in advance. There wasn't much
enthusiasm left in me as I waited on
Carmel Street for my bus. I was tired
and vaguely irritated, and still worry-
ing about Janet,—when suddenly I

looked up, straight into Carl Byrnes'
eyes. He didn't know me, of course

—

he had only glimpsed me that first time
he had brought Janet home; in a mo-
ment the light changed and the blue
car pulled away, making room for my
bus.

BUT in that instant all my formless
dissatisfaction crystallized into a

single feeling of depression. That odd,
gallant lift of his head, those clear eyes,
vividly blue—of course Janet wouldn't
be able to forget him. And when he had
gone everything else would be spoiled
for her . . . what right did he have to
burst in and upset the comfortable little

world we had made of Tanner House?
He didn't belong there.

I was so upset that I called Walter
that evening and asked him to come
over after dinner. I wanted to talk to
someone, to try to get my thoughts
clear. But I couldn't explain why I was
so depressed.

"After all," Walter said soothingly,
"it's Janet's life, Jean. She's young,
you can't expect her to be satisfied just
to be comfortable. She wants fun, a
little excitement . .

."

"She wants more than that, that's
why it's so unfair," I burst out. "A man
like that is more excitement than is

good for a girl like Janet. She wants a
husband and a home, and after Carl
she isn't going to be happy with the
nice, quiet kind of boy she's bound to
marry."
Walter took off his glasses and pol-

ished them carefully. "He might marry
her," he objected. "She's pretty enough,
nice enough."
"You know better than that!" I

snapped. "He comes along, with his
good-looking face and all the glamor of
his background, all the exciting places
he's seen—and as soon as he's ready, off
he'll be again. You wait and see," I
finished darkly.

"Hey, don't get so excited," Walter
said. "Who are you fighting for, any-
way? It's not your nice comfortable
life he's interfering with; it's Janet!"

I "jumped up, exasperated. "Oh,
Walter—go home. Anyway, I hear the
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phone ringing." With a muttered good-
night I strode into the hall and picked
up the receiver.

"Yes," I said grumpily. And when
the answer came, I felt as though
somebody had poked my heart, it
jumped so. Because there was the same
challenging quality in Carl Byrnes'
voice that I had seen in his face, so
that I recognized it before he told me
his name.

"Janet isn't in," I told him, wonder-
ing because he had never called her
at the house before.

"I know it—she's here with me. It
was you I wanted, Miss Tanner."

"Yes?"
"It was you, today, wasn't it—on

Carmel Street? I thought so, but I just
didn't think fast enough to ask if I
could take you anywhere."

"That's perfectly all right." In spite
of myself, my heart hadn't settled
down yet. What did he want, I won-
dered? "After all, we've never really
met."

"No," Carl Byrnes said. "But I saw
you once, and I remembered you per-
fectly well. And about not meeting,
Miss Tanner—couldn't we remedy that
right now? If I took Janet all the way
home—as I usually don't because she
won't let me—could we talk a bit?"

Don't try your wiles on me, young
man. I'm not a child. I took a firm grip
on the phone and said, "Of course.
Come right ahead." But when I hung
up I discovered I was a little breathless.
Nonsense. If he wants' to know what I
think about him and Janet, I'll tell him
what I think. I went back to the porch
rocker, fortified with some knitting,
and waited.

IN ABOUT half an hour they came, he
* and Janet, slowly walking up from
the bus stop. Close together. Not talk-
ing. No car tonight; he must be trying
to show me that he can ride on the bus
just like other people. "My goodness,"
I murmured half aloud, "maybe I am
a child, or else a very old woman. I

ought to be ashamed." I was ashamed
—not only because of my peevish desire
to find fault with Carl, but because I

felt somehow that sitting there in the
half-dark, watching them come up the
street so close together, was an in-
vasion of something private between
them. I slipped into the house, just in
time to be coming out of the livingroom
as they entered the hall.

Janet put a hand on my arm as she
introduced Carl to me, a hand that was
chilled and tense. All her hope that I

would like him, that I would feel dif-
ferently toward him was in that hand
and in the look she gave me. She said,

"I'm rather tired; I'm going right up."
She gave me a last glance over Carl's
head, held his hand for a moment, and
disappeared up the stairs.

I had smiled at Carl, but at his
answering smile I froze again, inside.

It was everything that disturbed me
about him—his charm, the sureness
born of having always had and done
everything he wanted. I couldn't wel-
come this man into Janet's life, when I

was so certain that he only wanted to

stay there for a little while, until he
went on his way again.

I led the way out to the porch and
sat down, taking up my knitting again.

There was silence for a minute; then
Carl looked at me and I could see, in

the dusk, the white flash of his grin.

"You look about twenty when you
smile," he said.

I stopped rocking. "People usually
take me for—for older than I am." I

hadn't meant to say that at all!



"I'll bet they do. It's because of that
funny little worried look you have.
You don't look happy—but I beg your
pardon."

"I should think so!" I said furiously.

"Did you come here to tell me that,

Mr. Byrnes? Because—

"

"Because if so, I can go and you'd
be quite right to say so. I am sorry.

It's just that Janet's told me so much
about you that I can't help knowing
you're not really a lady dragon."
A lady dragon! Was that what Janet

thought—was that how I'd been act-
ing?

Carl Byrnes seemed to sense my
hurt, because he went on swiftly. "Un-
derstand me—Janet thinks you're the
best, the kindest person in the world.
She can't be really happy when—" his

voice became very sober, very grave

—

"when you don't approve of me, Miss
Tanner. When she won't even let me
come here or call her because she's so

afraid you won't like it. You're all the
family she has, you know."
An unexpected, violent surge of re-

bellion went through me. "I'm not her
mother!"

"No," he agreed, "and that's why you
shouldn't try so hard to act like a
mother. That's what's wrong, that's why
you're not happy. You're young your-
self. It's wrong for you to be living
in a quiet backwater, in a day-after-
day routine. You want the same things
your girls want, and you ought to have
them. Everyone should have them

—

the things that are fun, adventure.
You're not giving yourself a chance,
and if you're not careful you'll start

taking out your unhappiness on the
girls."

His voice trailed away, came back
again. "Please forgive me ... I want
to be your friend ..." I sat stricken,
silent, with a little moan in my heart
that suddenly became words. "I have
been happy—oh, I have been happy,"
I whispered.

"No." His voice was inexorable, like
the voice of doom. He closed one of
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his hands over mine, and went on, "Be-
lieve me, you haven't been happy.
You've been—oh, safe, sheltered; you
haven't gone out to meet the world at
all. And now you're beginning to be
unhappy, and you won't be honest and
admit it to yourself . .

."

"I won't listen!" I pulled my hand
from his and ran into the house, up
the stairs, not stopping for breath until
I had the door safely shut behind me.
I wouldn't listen ... I pressed the
hand he had held over my lips to keep
back a sob.

"Jean!" Janet's voice came from the
darkness. She snapped the light on and
came to me anxiously. "I've been wait-
ing—oh, Jean, what is it?"

I stared at her, trying to find words.
"You're not to see him," I said harshly.
"He's—he's no good for you . . . it's

just as I said, he only wants fun. He'll
forget you . .

."

Janet drew away from me. "He's
good and fine. You were all wrong. I

thought, after you talked to him, you
would see—Jean, he asked me to marry
him tonight. I guess you didn't give
him time to tell you."

SHE read my question in my eyes,
and nodded. "Oh yes," she said, "I'm

going to. Next month. And then I'm
going back to South America with him,
because he's got to start working with
a railroad down there. No matter
what you think, Jean, it's not for any
reason except that I love him, and I

know he loves me. I am his kind of girl.

I'll make him happy."
"You won't fit into his life," I said.

In spite of myself my voice was trem-
bling. "You won't. You can't, any
more than I could!"

"Jean!" Janet's delicate face had gone
very white. Her hand clenched round
my bedpost until it seemed she must
snap it off. "So that's it! It wasn't me
at all—it was you all the time you were
so upset about. You're jealous, Jean!"
She whirled and walked out of my
room.

It seemed to me I could see her words
lying on the floor before me. They had
a life of their own. Jealous. It was a
writhing word; it twisted and twined
about me, pulling me down into a

sodden heap on my bed. I hadn't cried
since mother's death, and then the tears
of grief had been cleansing. But these
were tears of humiliation; they burned
my face and left me weak and ashamed,
so that no sooner had they stopped
than they must start again . . . Because
it was the truth.

I faced it that night, and in all the
days that followed. Ever since the first

time I had glimpsed him beside Janet,
that moment when he had actually
touched my life, seemed real, for the
first time. Or even farther back—when
I was discovering that I couldn't think
about Walter with placid acceptance
. . . ever since I had felt the challenge
of his personality, and drawn back from
it in fear ... I knew now that the fear

had been, not for Janet, but for my-
self. Because I knew he was out of my
reach, I had tried—frantically, hypo-
critically—to convince Janet that he
was out of her reach too. I couldn't be
in love with Carl Byrnes—a man I

scarcely knew!
Now, at long last, I had problems of

my own to think about during my pull-

ing-together-time. I examined myself
rigidly, turning my thoughts this way
and that. Be honest, Carl had said

—

(surely, surely the very fact that he, a

stranger, had dared to probe so in-

timately into thoughts I hadn't even
known I had—surely that showed that



he sensed that he meant more to me
than any stranger)—and I tried to be.

What did I want? Was I in love with
him? I saw again those strangely vivid
blue eyes, the kind of eyes they say sea-
faring men always have, that look as
though they h_d seen wonderful things
in far-off places. I felt again the single
touch there had been between us—the
warm, hard clasp of his hand over
mine. I heard his voice. Did I want
that voice to say things to me, the
tender things he was saying to Janet?

I thought I knew the answer.
It was as though I were wrapped

tightly in a cocoon, insulated by my
thoughts from the old, comfortable,
familiar world. The girls came and
went, and when they spoke to me I

answered, though I never knew what
was said. I gave Maggie her orders
every day, just as always; I counted
the sheets and planned dinner. I was
conscious that Janet slipped in and out
of the house like a little blonde ghost,
but I couldn't do anything about it.

Not yet. Not until I knew what I

wanted, what I was going to do. Whe-
ther or not I would ever be able to
get back again into the placid routine
—the meaningless, empty routine, I

saw now—that Carl Byrnes had shaken
me out of. Until I knew, there was no
wisdom or friendship or affection in
me for anyone else.

On Saturday—the day of Janet's
birthday party—I buried myself in
preparations. It would be the best party
Tanner House had ever had. I man-
aged to get the candles for mother's
hurricane candlesticks, and that seemed
like a good omen, somehow. Maybe to-
night things would get clear, maybe . . .

I made seven huge pies, besides the
birthday cake. The girls kept coming
to the kitchen door, and Maggie, and
I smilingly shooed them away.
Janet came, a little later than the

others, and stopped at the kitchen door.
It was the first time we had spoken
since that night, and she didn't look
at me as she spoke. "I've asked Carl
to come, tonight. I—it wouldn't have
been any good, without him."

I nodded. I had expected him to be
there. "I understand. And he's welcome,
Janet, of course. I hope it will be a
wonderful party for you."

"I know it will." She -hesitated.
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"Jean . .
." There was an appeal in her

voice and in her eyes, but she turned
quickly and went upstairs. And what
could I have done to answer that ap-
peal? I needed help myself. I, always
so grown-up, so very capable and self-
sufficient, so well-adjusted. I—who had
been playing a part, I thought bitterly;
playing a part I wasn't wise enough to
play. Telling my girls so definitely
what they should or should not do, and
all the while not honest enough, not
mature enough to know what I myself
rhould do. Or even what, deep down,
I wanted to do.

Oh, I must find out! I must know
whether or not I was in love with Carl
Byrnes. I must admit it to myself, if I

were. And then I must try to find some
way back to happiness, because even
if I loved him it meant nothing, ex-
cept that I wanted something I could
never have. Carl was going to marry
Janet. I trimmed the crusts off one pie
after another, not seeing them. Seeing
only the word Janet had thrown at me
that night. Jealous. Jealous because
Carl was going to marry Janet.

T TOOK trouble with my dressing that
* night. I let Maggie fix the tables out
in the back yard under the crepe
myrtle bushes, and I went upstairs and
took a long, relaxing bath and dressed
very slowly, very carefully. I took
my hair out of its tight, uncompro-
mising knot and folded it into a thick
black net in back. I patted and poked
the front—it was soft, wavy, brown-
gold hair, but I had .never taken any
trouble with it—until it fell in a gentle
curve over one eyebrow. I pulled on
my new dress, plain, slim, black, high
at the throat and with only a fold
over the shoulders for sleeves, so that
my arms, hard and muscular from
working, but still slim, gleamed white-
ly against the soft dark fabric. I added
earrings, and two wide silver bracelets
that mother's mother had worn. I had
never worn them before, because they
had seemed too daring, too garish. But
tonight was different.

I was detached, looking at myself
before I went downstairs. At any other
time, I wouldn't have believed that it

was myself, staring thoughtfully back
from the

#
mirror. But somehow, it

wasn't surprising tonight. I expected
to look different. I felt so very differ-

ent, so enormously removed from the
Jean Tanner who had gone through
day after day worried, tense, fretful

—

living the lives of five other girls be-
cause she was afraid to live her own.
Or was it just because Carl had said
these words to me that I believed them?
Was it all because I had fallen in love
with a man I could never have had,
and who was doubly lost to me because
he was in love with someone else?
Slowly, the girl in the glass nodded
back at me. Somehow, tonight, I'd find
out.
The tables looked lovely. Candles

flamed in the copper-based hurricane
lamps; the tables were laden with
great covered bowls of salad, round
red-skinned cheeses that had taken all

our combined points, the pies Maggie
and I had baked. The white-frosted,
twenty-two-candled birthday cake
would come later, and the ice cream
and coffee. I was satisfied. Tanner
House knew how to give a party!
The girls looked lovely too. But

when I came out they stopped admir-
ing each other, and looked at me in

awe. Randy's Jim called out from the
far table, where Randy had just firmly
taken his finger out of the chicken
salad, "Hey—who're you and what



have you done with good old Jean?"
"Oh, I put her to bed and came in-

stead. She doesn't like parties," I called
back, and under cover of the general
laughter Janet came up to me. In the
dusk, in a pale grey dress, she looked
all silvery-gold, but there was no gaiety
in her face. Only that same appeal,
reaching out toward me, and drawing
back because there was no answering
comfort in me to give her. "You do
look beautiful, Jean," she said softly.
"You look—different."

"I am different," I answered. "I don't
know how, or why—I don't know yet.
But don't worry, Janet; try to enjoy
the party, and I will too. We'll fix

everything ... somehow . .
.."

Maggie clumped out on the back
porch and bellowed "Mrs. Warner and
Mr. Warner. And Mr. Walter and some
other fellows coming through the
house—" she glared at them as they
passed her and came down into the
yard—"instead of going round the side
like they knew they should've." Mag-
gie had decided that this was going to
be a formal party, apparently. Even
Janet and I had to laugh, and then we
were very busy greeting people and
finding cushions for them, filling their
plates . . .

It was some time before Carl came.
I knew he was there, even before I

turned, because I saw Janet's face as
she darted forward. But I didn't im-
mediately understand why everyone
fell suddenly silent, until I turned and
saw that he wasn't alone. Behind him
were a tall, square-jawed, unsmiling,
man, and a slim gray-haired woman
whose eyes seemed to be boring into
Janet's upturned face.

Carl had brought his parents to the
party.

I guess it was a sort of stage-fright,
what I felt then. There was no rea-
son for it, I knew; if they had come
for any reason it was to see Janet, they
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knew and cared nothing about me.
But still I let Janet have a minute or
two with them, before I went forward
with reluctant steps. I was the hostess,
after all—I would have to make them
welcome—but what did one say to the
Byrneses of Walnut Hill? To the Byrn-
eses, who were only a name and, al-
most, a legend to all these other people?

I needn't have worried. By the time
I reached them, Janet had said some-
thing that had brought a smile to Mr.
Byrnes' tight-clamped mouth; Carl was
looking over Janet's head at his mother,
and his mother was smiling back at
him and nodding, almost impercep-
tibly.

There was nothing for me to do but
let Carl introduce me.

"Carl promised faithfully that you
wouldn't mind our breaking in like
this," Mrs. Byrnes said in a cool, high,
swift voice. "We've wanted to meet
you—" her eyes went to Janet for an
instant, and came back to me— "all of
you, and since we were driving by
anyway to drop Carl off . .

."

"Not at all," I protested. "You're very
welcome indeed." It sounded stiff, in-
adequate.

JANET laughed and reached out a
hand to each of them. "We're abso-

lutely delighted you came," she assured
them. "Come and let me find you some
cushions and fill you some plates."
"We have to run along—" Mr. Byrnes

began, but Janet drew them away with
her. Her voice came gaily back to us.

"Not without tasting the birthday cake
Jean's made me. It isn't a birthday
party unless you get sick from too
much cake and ice cream."

I said urgently, "Go with them, Carl
—don't leave her alone."

Carl looked after them. "Janet's all

right; she'll manage them beautifully.
I'm not worried about Janet."
He took my hand and led me round

to the side of the house, where no-
body else had come. His hand was as

I had remembered it, warm and hard
over mine; his touch set my heart lean-
ing up in that sudden jolt. I thought
confusedly "It's true then, I do love
him—if just touching his hand can do
this to me—

"

"You look very lovely tonight. Very
different from the last time."
"Thank you," I murmured.
"Janet's told you about us," Carl

went on, "that we're going to be mar-
ried and that I'm taking her away
with me? I love her terribly, Jean. We'll
make each other happy, I know it."

I waited for those words to cut
through the cocoon that wrapped me,
for the echo of that I love her terribly

to fill the emptiness inside of me with
pain. .

"You were afraid she wouldn't fit in-

to my life—she told me that," Carl
said. "But she's everything I want,
Jean; everything I've been looking for.

And look—" he turned me gently so

that I could see across the grass to

where Janet sat, her hands clasped
round her knees, chattering to Mr. and
Mrs. Byrnes as though she had known
them always— "they're going to love
her too. They couldn't help it. There
won't be anything wrong, you'll see."

I found the courage to look up at him
then; I looked at the clear eyes and
the upslanted brows, the wide mouth
that was unsmiling now—all the things
I had reproduced so often in my mind

—

and I knew suddenly that, once again,

he had revealed the truth to me, a truth
that instinctively I had sensed, but
wouldn't admit until I heard him say
the words. There was nothing wrong.



Janet was right for him; they would
be very happy.
At last the cocoon fell away, and a

feeling rushed in to fill the emptiness.
But it wasn't pain. It wasn't misery.
It wasn't love for Carl Byrnes. It was
friendship, affection,—love of a kind,
the same warm kind I felt for Janet,
and if there was excitement mixed
in with it, I knew now what that ex-
citement really was.
The next day, in my little interlude

before dinnertime, I put it all together
in my mind. It wasn't Carl I wanted.
Carl belonged to Janet, and that was
good and right. But I did want what
Carl had symbolized, to me. He had
excited me because he was apart from
the life I was living—or trying to live;

he represented adventure, the chal-
lenge of the world I had never gone
out to meet, the life I had been pre-
tending to myself that I didn't want.
Now I had a name for the formless

restlessness that used to creep over me
when the Byrnes' car flashed down the
street. The details of Tanner House,
the lives of the girls—these had filled

my time, but they hadn't filled my life.

I had felt suspended, as though I were
waiting . . . now I knew that I had
been waiting. If it had not been for
Carl, I might have forgotten that feel-
ing; I would have made more and more
details so that my time would be busier
than ever, so that gradually I would
forget that I had ever wanted anything
but the problems of the House, the
peacefulness of late afternoons on the
front porch, rocking—and yet, under-
neath, always, I would have been
vaguely, wordlessly unhappy. Fretful,
irritable—what had Carl said? Taken
it out on the girls—as I had almost
taken it out on Janet, not wanting
her to have her happiness because I

didn't have mine. It was cowardice that
kept me at Tanner House, cowardice
that kept me rooted in the path that
mother had made for me; I had been
afraid to admit to myself that I wanted
to try another path, to test myself in
another kind of living, because I had
been afraid that I wouldn't have the
courage to break away. Carl had given
me that courage, now. He had shown
me that I had to be honest with my-
self, deeply honest, if ever I were to
have a hope of happiness. I must have
courage to try for the things I wanted
—and if I failed, I failed. At the very
least, I would have lived in another
place, besides Penbury; I would have
met other people, and done other work
. . . And at the very most, I might
make a life for myself that was truly
my own, the one I wanted, not filled

with the tag-ends of other people's
lives. Find, perhaps, someone to share
that life. At the very most, I would be
the girl who had looked back at me
from the mirror, very different and
yet not surprising, as though she were
someone I had been waiting for . . .

I would never have believed that it

would have been so easy to move out
of an old world, into a new. But to the
girl I was now, anything was possible.
I waited until after the wedding, of
course. It was a small, perfect wedding,
at the house on Walnut Hill; and after-
wards we all went down to the train
with Carl and Janet. They were going
into a new life and I shared their ex-
citement, because I too was going.

I wrote to an aunt I had never seen.
I had never expected to see her, either,
because she lived half way across the
country, in a city more than five times
larger than Penbury. She would be
terribly happy to have me, she wrote
back. Come at once and stay as long
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as you like . . . Maggie Fitts would
manage Tanner House. Why not? She
could do it as well as I, except, of
course, that she wouldn't mother the
girls as I had.
"Come back, Jean," they all said

wistfully, as one by one they kissed
me goodbye when my train pulled into
the station.

I smiled as I kissed them back. "You'll
all be married and gone by the time
I get back. I'll write to all of you!"
Then they were gone and Walter

was there, handing me a small florist's

box and a handful of magazines, look-
ing down at me. Then he repeated
what the girls had said. "Come back,
Jean. We'll—I'll still be here."

I reached up and gently kissed his
cheek, and shook my head. "No, Walter.
Even if I should ever come back to
Penbury, it wouldn't be to you. I don't
know how else to say it."

"I guess I've known it a long time,
anyway." He sighed. "Here, up you go.
Don't forget to write."

I looked back at them from my win-
dow until they, and the station, and
Penbury itself were far behind.
How different the countryside looked

from a train window. I had driven often
between Penbury and Eustace, but
never had it looked like this—open,
field beyond field, stretching to the
horizon. I had never let my eyes wan-
der to the horizon before; now I was
free to watch the far, thin line of meet-
ing earth and sky, free to wonder what
beyond-the-horizon would be like.

The train settled into a steady chug-
ging. Walter's flower box was still in

my hands; absently I untied the rib-
bon, lifted out a single orchid—an or-
chid!
As I pinned it on, a queer sensation

traveled over me. It started at the tips

of my new slim calfskin shoes, wan-
dered uo to the top of my head. Some-
one—someone across the aisle—was
watching me. I knew instantly that it

was a man. I don't know how I knew,
except that there was a challenge in

the air, as though he were silently

daring me to look up. I became sud-
denly conscious of the way my ankles
looked, of the fit of the new green wool
suit, of the unfamiliar mist of veil that

tied the tiptilted little green hat to my
head. Slowly, steadily, I finished pin-
ning the orchid to my shoulder. Slowly
I raised my head.

In a second's time, I was going to

turn, to meet the challenge in the eyes
that were watching me.
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disease, follows the false elation. This
was one of the times when he was most
unreasonable, when he felt the whole
world was against him.
"No one understands me," he com-

plained. Not even you!"
He had accused me of that many

times before when he was like this, and
I had learned to accept it as a symp-
tom and not be hurt by it. But today,
even as I was moved to pity, I felt the
goad of guilty knowledge. What he
said was untrue, as it had always been
—but had he seen my love for another
man written on my face?
He looked at me. Perhaps he sensed

something different in my voice.
"You've changed," he said suddenly.
"It's as if—as if -ou didn't love me any
more!"

That, too, could be the morbid im-
aginings of his overwrought mind. And
yet—for one minute, my heart seemed
to stop beating. How could I tell him?
That night I wept in Don's arms. "It

was so cruel to lie!" I sobbed. "But it

would have been far crueler to tell

him the truth now. What else could I

have done?"
Don held me close. "Yes," he said,

"you had to. He must be stronger be-
fore we tell him—and then we must
tell him together, not you alone."

"DUT how can I go on lying?" I cried.
t* "How can I let him think I love him
when I don't—especially when he
seems somehow to know it? I'm letting
him, making him, believe in me—and
then I'll have to take the belief away!
Oh, darling—what can we do?"

Well, there was one thing we could
do. And that night we decided, to-
gether, to do it—no matter how difficult

or how unhappy it made us. We would
stop seeing each other like this until
the time came when we could go openly
and honestly to Woodie and tell him we
loved each other.
"We have to earn our happiness, the

right to our future," we told each
other. "If it is impossible to tell him the
truth now, then we must act as if what
he believes is true, until such time as
we can tell him."
And so the goodnight we said was

more than for tonight. It was for many
nights and days to come. But always
with hope burning brightly. And I

wept when I kissed Don, wept for the
parting, but dried those tears with the
faith that the parting would be a short
one and a right one and, through it,

we would have bought the right for our
Some Day.

It was when Don was leaving that
my doorbell rang. It was nearly eleven
o'clock, and for a moment I could only
stare at him helplessly while thoughts
of disaster flashed through my mind.
Maybe something had happened to
Woodie—maybe he was worse—maybe
there had been another attempt on his
own life . . .

It was disaster, all right, but not
what I expected. It was Woodie's
mother.

"I was just passing," she said, "on
my way home from a bridge game,
and I saw your light. May I come in,

Nancy?"
She was already in. She was look-

ing at Don Colman and then at me,
and I saw suspicion and then an evil
sort of triumph in her eyes. And I saw,
too, the overflowing ashtray by the
couch, filled with the stubs of the
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many cigarettes we had smoked nerv-
ously as we talked in our distress.
They were proof Don had spent the
evening here. And I knew my eyes
were red with weeping, that my hair
was rumpled, and, most ironic of all,

that there was a small smear of lip-
stick on Don's mouth, left there by
my kiss. My goodbye kiss.

Flustered, I performed the introduc-
tions. "Mr. Colman is from the agency.
He—he was just leaving."
Don held my hand for a moment at

the door and said in a hurried under-
tone, "If you need me, call me, Nancy.
This is going to be hard for you. Would
you rather I stayed?"

"No, no," I whispered. "It's better if

you go." And I pushed him out.
Mrs. Frazier confronted me when I

came back to her. "I thought so!" she
said vindictively. "Mamie Webster
told me she saw you with that man
Thursday night at a restaurant, and,
besides, I've had my suspicions for
some time. I knew I'd find him here
tonight. You ought to be ashamed of
yourself!"

"VOU'VE got no right to spy on me!"
I cried heatedly. "Whose business

is it if I have dinner with a friend?"
"Do you call this 'having dinner

with a friend'? Having a man up here
alone, kissing him, carrying on with
him! While my boy is out there in that
dreadful place! Well, I'm going to tell

Woodie! I'm going to tell him what's
going on behind his back, you—you
cheap little hussy!"

It didn't matter what she called me.
I hardly heard the sneering, spiteful
words. What did matter, what struck
terror to my heart, was the threat.
"You can't tell him!" I cried. "Mother

Frazier—it will kill him. He'll never be
well if you tell him now. And, besides,
it isn't true—what you're thinking!
You've got to believe me!"

I took a long breath. I had, above all

else, to keep control of myself now.
Not to lose my temper, not to try to
answer her lies—they weren't im-
portant. What I had to do was—some-
how—keep her from carrying out the
threat that would be a mortal wound
to Woodie.

"Mrs. Frazier," I said as calmly as I

could, "I know you've never liked me.
And maybe it's true I haven't been a
good wife to your son though, God
knows, I've tried to be. But you must
not, you cannot, tell him these suspi-
cions of yours now. You will do irrep-
arable harm. Please try to understand
me and if I've done wrong, then find

it in your heart to forgive me. It's true
I love Don Colman. It's true I don't
love Woodie. When he's well, we're go-
ing to tell him and ask him for a di-
vorce. But he can't be told until he is

well. His whole future, his mental
health, depends on his believing in me
right now. Don't you see!"
Her eyes were completely cold, ex-

cept for the vindictive fire that lit

them. "So it is true! You admit you're
carrying on with another man. Woodie's
going to know that if it's the last thing
I ever do. He's going to know it to-
morrow!"
For a moment I felt as if I wanted

to strike out—at her, at anything—to

find release for the despairing anger
that flooded through me. But that
would do no good. I had to stop her
from venting the jealousy she had al-

ways felt for me, on an innocent vic-
tim, and ruining not only Woodie's but
all our lives. There was only one way.
"Very well," I said. "But not tomor-

row. Tonight. You and I are going out



to the hospital and see Dr. Blythe. And
if he says you should tell Woodie, then
tell him. But first you and I are going
to talk to the doctor."

I walked over to the telephone and
called the hospital. Late as it was,
when I told Dr. Blythe that something
had come up I felt was vital to Woodie's
well-being, he said instantly, "Come
right out."

I saw that Mrs. Frazier did not want
to go, that it was not the doctor she
wanted to talk with but Woodie. But
I gave her no chance to back out.

Dr. Blythe saw me first, leaving Mrs.
Frazier in the waiting room outside. I

told him the whole story as honestly
and frankly as I could. Occasionally he
interrupted with questions: when had
I met Don, did I see much of him at
present, what did we plan to do

—

things like that. I couldn't tell what
he thought.
When I had finished, he sat silent

for a moment and then he said: "You
are quite right, of course. It is im-
possible that your husband should be
told now, especially in the way his
mother would do it. I would not be
answerable for his actions or for his
ultimate recovery if she did. His whole
feeling of security comes from you and
his dependence on you."
"But later, Dr. Blythe," I could

hardly get the words out. "Later will
it be all right to tell him—when he's
recovered?"
"We hope for a full recovery. We

hope that in the near future Woodie
Frazier will be as normal as any man.
When that happens—if that happens

—

then, my dear, telling him is up to you.
It will be a blow, of course—it would
be to any man. And it will give him
pain and upset him. But I think you
would be justified because you never
should have been allowed to marry
him without knowing of his previous
illness. Whether you decide to leave
him or not depends on where you
think your real, your honest, happiness
lies. I can't decide that for you. No one
can. That is between you and your
conscience, as it would be with any
woman."

"'T'HANK you for saying that," I said
-* in a low voice. "That's what I think,

too. I just had to be sure it wouldn't
make him—dangerous to himself again.
But I'm afraid of Mrs. Frazier—what
she might say or do—

"

"You leave Mrs. Frazier," Dr. Blythe
said grimly, "to me."
What he said to her I never knew for

certain. But whatever it was, it fright-
ened her so that she gave him her
promise she would keep silent. I think
he must have painted the consequences
for her of what would happen to her
son if she carried out her threat, in
words that even she, in her blind
jealousy and over-possessiveness, could
not fail to understand. She was very
subdued and quiet when she came out,
and she dabbed at her eyes once or
twice with her handkerchief. Once
again, I felt a sorrow and a sympathy
for her, and a regret that we two
women could not share Woodie's
tragedy and strengthen each other in
the sharing.

It was very late when I got home but
I called Don anyway. I knew he would
be worried, and I had to tell him what
I had done and what the doctor said.
"You were wonderful, darling," he

said, and his voice thrilled me with its

pride and love. "All we can do now
is hope. And remember this, my sweet—what we feel for each other is real
and for forever."
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The tension I lived under during
those weeks was terrible. My longing
for Don grew so intense it was as if

every nerve in my body cried out with
it. The only solace I could find was in
thinking of our future, planning for it,

dreaming of it. Some day this would
all be over. We would declare our love.
We would be together. And then we
would begin to live. All this inner
agony of waiting was preparation for
that day.
Woodie grew steadily better. I saw

the improvement every time I visited
him. And I rejoiced—not only for my-
self but for him. To be free forever
of the dreadful blight that had hung
over him so long, to be able to take his
place with confidence in the world and
live as other men—that was what I

wanted for him.
I knew Don felt the same way, that

he was not selfish in wanting Woodie
to be well again. That was one of the
wonderful things in our love; without
speaking, we knew what the other
felt. So, on Mondays, when Don would
stroll casually into the office and ask
"How was he yesterday?", I would
say "Better," and his eyes would light
and I knew he was glad in the way I

was glad.
"It can't be much longer, then" Don

would say, "before he comes home."

IT couldn't be much longer, and all

my time—my minutes and hours

—

were measured by that thought. Yet
when the day came, it was unexpected.
Woodie just opened the door one even-
ing and walked in.

I dropped the plate I was drying, and
stared at him. I felt faint.

"I wanted to surprise you," Woodie
said and grabbed me in his arms. "Oh,
gosh, it's good to be here! Gosh—" He
sort of choked up then, and I knew
his feeling went too deep for words.
Now is the time to tell him, I thought

wildly. Now. Not gradually, but with
one clean and final thrust before his
happiness becomes too much a part of
him. And from somewhere a line of
poetry came to my mind. The kindest
use a knife. . . .

Gently, I pulled out of his arms.
"Woodie," I said. "Woodie, I have
something—

"

"Oh, my darling, my little Nancy

—

you'll never know how I've waited for
this. To come back and find you here
as you have always been, to know that,

no matter what happened, you were
always here—it's all that pulled me
through. The treatment wouldn't have
worked if I hadn't had you to come
back to, to want to live for. I told Dr.
Blythe that."
"And he—" I faltered. "What did he

say?"
Woodie laughed. "He said he was

glad I appreciated my wife, that she
was a wonderful person, and that I

should remember that all my life, no
matter what happened. As if I needed
to be told!" He took me in his arms
again and I could feel his body
trembling.

I stood, unresisting, passive. The life

seemed drained out of me and I felt

cold as ice. I could see Don's dear face

as clearly as if he stood there in the
kitchen with us. This was the time to

speak . . . this was the time . . . And
yet I couldn't. Some force stronger than
I, stronger than my love for Don,
stilled the words I would have spoken.
Exhausted by the excitement of the

day, Woodie went to bed early and
fell immediately asleep. I moved quiet-
ly around the bedroom, getting ready
for the night, and it was as if I were



not myself but another person whose
every movement was an effort, whose
every gesture brought pain.

I stood by the bed a moment, look-
ing down at Woodie's face in the light
of the shaded bedlamp. He looked so
young and, in his sleep, so helpless.
Like a child worn out and happy from
a day's play . . .

I closed the door softly behind me
and went into the living-room. I sat
there in the dark, hardly moving, until
the first light of dawn came against the
windows. And when the day came,
knowledge came with it.

I knew then that I would never tell

him. I knew that there are some things
greater than love, even a love like
Don's and mine. Responsibility, duty,
honor—I couldn't put a name to it.

Perhaps what I was acknowledging
was made up of all those things and
more. I had married Woodie Frazier,
for better or worse, in sickness and in
health. Ignorant, yes, of his history

—

but I had married him, believing that
my response to the child in him was
love. It was that child-like quality
that needed me, that had made me
think I loved him. Well, that child was
still there—in the other room, asleep
and helpless. Sometimes sick and some-
times well. But still needing. He hadn't
changed. I had.
And I knew what I was doing—not

with pride or pity for myself, but with
a cold evaluation of the facts. I was
giving up the source of any true hap-
piness I would ever know. I was fac-
ing a life in which I could be only part
myself, deprived of children, deprived
of real companionship, deprived of an
adult love. Yet it was a sacrifice that
must be made without remorse, a just
sacrifice.

And when my husband awoke, break-
fast was ready and I was waiting.

I cannot bear, even now, to think
of the hour I spent with Don Colman
the next day, in a secluded booth of a
quiet restaurant, facing each other
over a lunch that remained untouched.
I cannot remembeV without pain the
look on his face when I told him my
decision—no, not mine but the decision
that had somehow been made for me
by forces out of my control—his out-
burst of disbelief, his accusation of
unfairness, and then, slowly, his real-
ization and acceptance. The sharpest
memory of all is the way we looked
bleakly at one another with eyes that
held only misery.

AND out of that bleakness, the way he
said, "This is goodbye then, Nancy.

I'm going to leave Wilton. I can't stay
here any longer."
And then he leaned across and cov-

ered both my hands with his. He even
managed that slow, sweet smile as he
said the words that will always be
written on my heart. "If you ever
need me, darling, if anything ever
happens—I'll always be there, forever."
He got up and left then, without a

goodbye. It was better that way. And
I watched as he got his hat from the
checkroom girl, as he paused for a mo-
ment at the door, then straightened
his shoulders and went out, not look-
ing back. I watched as long as I could
see him, impressing each line of his
body, the color of his suit, the angle
at which he wore his hat, indelibly
upon my memory so that always I could
call it up and see him as he was.
Don resigned from the agency that

afternoon and left Wilton that night.
A few days later came a short note
from a distant city, giving his address
and wishing me well. That was all.
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I remained in my trance-like state.
Nothing seemed real or clear, and I
only went through the motions of liv-
ing without knowing exactly what I

did. I went to work, I kept house, I
talked with Woodie. He, too, seemed
unreal. He had a new job now and
was doing well at it. The dreaded
shadow haunted me, but though I

watched him carefully he seemed bet-
ter than he had ever been—more stable,
happier. Once I went out to see Dr.
Blythe. I told him I was going to stay
with Woodie.
"That was for you to decide, my

dear," he said, "and it's not for me to
say whether you were wrong or right.
But one thing you can always know:
your faithfulness and care of your
husband during the last two years has
played a great part in his recovery. No
matter how unhappy you may be, or
how unfulfilled, you can always know
that."
But knowing didn't seem to mean

much at the time. Nothing did. The
night that I had made my choice be-
tween what I wanted to do and what
I must do, had left its mark on me.
It had been as if youth ended that
night—youth and all its bubbling well-
springs of expectancy.

riNCE Woodie said, "What's the mat-" ter, Nancy? Lately you seem so
absent-minded—as if you were miles
away from me."

I roused myself and smiled at him.
"Nothing, dear. I'm just tired." But
after that I made an effort at least to
act as I had before. If Woodie ever
suspected the real truth, then my sacri-
fice would have been in vain. His faith
in me must be kept intact, no matter
what the cost, for all our sakes.

I tried not to think of Don—it hurt
too much. But I dreamed of him con-
stantly, sometimes seeing him clearly
and as he was, sometimes in some dim,
fantastic guise. Once I dreamed that
Don and I were being married in a
big, shadowy, cathedral-like place
where the only sound was the minister's
voice, repeating over and over the
words of the ceremony; then suddenly
the place grew light and I saw the
minister's face, and it was Woodie,
smiling and nodding at us. I woke
from that dream, weeping. It was so
close to what I wanted!
At Christmas, a card came from Don.

It was the first I'd heard from him
since the note giving his address.
There was no message—but I knew
what he intended it to say. It told me
he was well, it told me that I was still

and would always be a part of him.
And I knew that even if he met and
married someone he could love, as
surely some day he would, we would
still be an irrevocable part one of the
other. Real and for forever, our love
would still live, even though denied.

It was right after Christmas that
Woodie decided to change jobs again.
He wanted to start selling insurance in-
stead of cars. I didn't like the change.
He had good arguments for it, as he
always did, but I was fearful of what
it might signify. Everything he did, I

had to question and examine in the
light of his past illness, lest it might,
somehow, bear in it the seeds of an-
other recurrence. I tried to talk him
out of changing, but impatient and im-
pulsive as always, he refused to listen.

"But I'm contented as we are," I told
him. "Please, dear—

"

"You deserve the best and you're
going to have it. Everything bigger and
better—that's what I want for you!"
And that was the frame of mind in



which he left that morning—excited,
stimulated by new dreams of new
worlds to conquer, always looking for
the fresher, greener pasture.

It was about eleven o'clock that the
boss came to my desk. I sensed some-
thing even before I looked up and
saw his face.

"I've got bad news for you, Nancy,"
he said in a low voice. "It's Woodie

—

he's been hurt—badly, I'm afraid."
I gave a sort of gasping sob. No

words would come. "I'll take you to
the hospital," Mr. Brody went on. And
feeling unable to move, I still found I

was moving, supported by his arm,
hurrying out to the car at the curb,
trying to listen to what he said as we
started toward the hospital. "He was
struck by a car, Nancy. It wasn't the
driver's fault—Woodie was crossing
against the lights and he—well, he Was
in too much of a hurry. He was—over-
excited, according to the people who
saw it happen. You know what I

mean?"
Yes, numbly, I knew. I knew too

well. When Woodie was in that mood,
nothing could stop him from going
where he wanted except—except

—

"Will he—live?"
"I don't know, Nancy. I don't know.

He's in the operating room now

—

they'll do all they can." He reached
out and patted my hand. "It seems as
if, in a way, something like this was
bound to happen to Woodie. Being
the way he was—

"

Being the way he was, perhaps it

was inevitable. I don't know. Perhaps
the way a person is, does determine
in some measure the things that happen
to him. All I know is that I sat there
in the hospital room beside that
bandaged figure and thought, "No one
is to blame. This just happened."
Some day, perhaps, when doctors

know more about these things than
they do now, we'll be able to say, in-
stead of "This just happened", "This
happened because of such and such . .

•"

"the way to cure it absolutely and for-
ever is so and so . .

." Then there will
be no more fearing, groping in the
dark for people like Woodie and those
who love them. But for me, waiting
there beside Woodie, there was no such
comfort. I could only feel that whatever
could be done for him had been done,
and now there was nothing to do but
wait.. If he recovered from his injuries,
I would still be there, waiting to take
care of him; I knew that for certain
now. And if he didn't recover . . . that
was a thought I would not admit into
my mind. I could only wait.

f~)NCE he opened his eyes and smiled
*-* at me. I put my hand in his and he
murmured, "Darling—I'm glad you're
here."
Half an hour later, with my hand

still in his, Woodie died.
Tomorrow I am leaving Wilton for

good. There is nothing for me here now.
There has never been anything for me
here—except the deep lessons I have
learned, and maybe they are the most
important things of all.

I know that Woodie died believing
in my love, and that my lie was justi-
fied. I know that as far as I was able,
I never let him down. And I know
that whatever lies ahead now, I can
be unafraid to meet it because Don and
I, together, proved that love is more
than that feeling—no matter how all-
encompassing—between one man and
one woman. Love can build but not de-
stroy. And our love built a refuge for
Woodie where he was safe until he
died.
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Enchanted
Continued from page 25

people who work in the daytime like
to be able to come in the evening. That
Mr. James, for instance. He buys
horsemeat for his Paddy, the Irish ter-
rier, but he never gets home until after
seven. My being open at night is con-
venient for him. And for people like
Mrs. Finnelly, who—

"

He looked at me, and shook his head
in mock dismay. "Oh, Penny, there
you go again!"

I felt my eyes go wide with amaze-
ment. "There I go again doing what,
for goodness sake?"

"Talking yourself into something.
You do it all the time—no, listen to me,
Penny. I mean it. You do it all the
time—you talk all around in circles
making excuses for yourself. Now look
here—don't be angry!"

"I'm not angry." The words sounded
like stones being dropped from a great
height.
"Then prove it, and prove that all

your talk is just talk, by going out to
dinner and to the movies with me to-
night. This is Friday, so they've got
shrimp at Mercy's Grill, and the new
Gary Cooper picture is playing at the
Rialto. How about it?"
To go out—on a date! A date! Sud-

denly I was appalled. Why, I hadn't
even thought of such a thing. Ken had
worked too hard, when he was home,
for us to make many friends, and after
he was gone, I didn't want to see peo-
ple, or talk to them. Having Phil
Reeves drop in all the time was strange
enough, but to go out on a date with
him—

!

"Or, if that sounds too tame, we
might go dancing at the Hilton," he was
continuing. "They say that the new
orchestra there is swell, and we—

"

"Oh, no!" I cried. "Oh, no, Phil-
Phil, I've told you that my husband—

"

I stopped, amazed that he could even
ask me to go dancing.
"Penny!" There was amusement and

exasperation in his voice. "Penny,
you're impossible. I'm no wolf—you
sound as if I'd asked you to do some-
thing downright disgraceful. Lord,
child, you can't stay shut up here for
the rest of your life, you know. I may
be a doctor for animals, but I know a
lot about humans, too, and I know
you're going to be a wreck if you don't
talk to someone besides Cassy. Let's
just say I prescribe an evening out for
you—we'll go to the movies, if the idea
of dancing is so dreadful. How about
it?"

Looking at it in the abstract, it

sounded wonderful. If I were just a
girl, if I'd never been married, if I

hadn't known Ken, it would have
sounded like a perfect evening, in per-
fect company. But to go to Mercy's
Grill, where Ken and I had had dinner
so often! To dance with someone who
wasn't Ken, to feel arms about me that
weren't the arms of my love—oh, no, I

couldn't do it!

"I can't," I repeated dully. "I can't.

It's awfully nice of you to worry about
me, Phil, but really—

"

But he wouldn't give up and in the
end, I went—Phil was very persuasive.
And I had a wonderful time. There
were whole periods of time, whole sec-
onds, minutes, hours, when the weight
lifted from my aching heart, when I

forgot that sadness was my companion,
sorrow, my bedfellow. My voice fell

easily "back into the pattern of laugh-
ter, my feet found easily the pattern

//
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of dancing. If you've once been gay,
once been happy, you never forget how t

it feels.

I lay awake a long time that night,
thinking. I wasn't blaming myself for
having had a good time—thank heaven,
I wasn't so foolish as to believe that
it was wrong for me to have a good
time, or that having enjoyed myself
was something to be ashamed of. It

was simply that I couldn't understand
why I had enjoyed myself. How could
I have fun with another man? Why
would being out with anyone but Ken
be fun? How could I do, with this
comparative stranger, the things, so
dear to me, that I had done with Ken,
and enjoy them, instead of having them
bring home my loss more desperately
to me?

PHIL took his vacation the next week,
and went home to see his mother

and father. And I missed him—there
was no hiding that fact from myself. I

hadn't realized, until he was gone, how
he had lightened the dull routine of
the days—indeed, I hadn't realized how
dull the routine of the days had been
before he came along. The lone com-
pany of Cassy, I found, was not enough
—oh, not nearly enough. Even the oc-
casional visits of Myra and Smooch, on
their way to some important dog-and-
child business of their own, didn't help
much.
You're an awful fool, Penny, I told

myself. Phil's just a friend—why on
earth shouldn't you have friends? It's

not good for you to sit alone and mope;
certainly you can't do it for the rest

of your life. The world has to be faced,
not hidden from—the sooner you learn
to face it, stand up to it, the better. It

isn't as if Phil were a beau or a suitor—that would be dreadful, hateful! But
he's just a friend, a companion—and
what's wrong with that?
There was nothing wrong with it, I

finally convinced myself, and there was
no disguising the fact that I was glad
to see Phil when he finally came back.
It was dinner time, and I was feeding
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the animals, when he came. And it

seemed natural and simple and right
for him to come in with a brief hello,
take off his coat, and begin to help me
—hampered somewhat by the leaping
Cassy, who was frantic with joy at see-
ing him again. -

"Miss me?" he asked, as he scooped
down into the big bag of dog food.
And then, without giving me a chance
to answer, "Well, Cassy did anyway,
didn't you, old girl? What are you
going to mix this stuff with, Penny

—

water?"
- I shook my head. "No, broth. There's
a big pot of it on the kitchen stove

—

want to get it for me?"
He went out, and in a moment he

was back, the big kettle held with two
pot holders. "This is a really swell
arrangement, Penny," he said, as he
poured broth over the dry meal. "The
shop, I mean—your living quarters
upstairs, the shop here, and that huge
back yard. That could be fixed up
with some really good runs, and you
could accommodate a lot more dogs to
board. I wish I had a place like it,"

he added, and I heard his voice going
on about his plans for a new and larger
hospital-kennel, but I didn't hear the
words. It could be fixed up—that was
what Ken and I had said so often, so
enthusiastically, to each other. The
plans—the beautiful, happy, wonderful
plans—for a future that never came!
I leaned against the wall, suddenly sick,

and closed my eyes.
I heard Phil drop the big wooden

spoon, stride across the room to me.
"Penny—is anything the matter?"

SHAKING my head, I tried to smile
at him. "No, nothing—nothing's

wrong." But even in my own ears the
words sounded false, hopeless, defeated,
just as I felt myself.

I felt his hand, gently under my chin,
tilting my head up. "Open your eyes,
Penny—Penny, open your eyes, be-
cause it's not nice to sneak up on a girl

and kiss her when she isn't looking.
And I'm going to kiss

—

"

My eyes flew open, my hands in-
stinctively flew up to fend him off.

"No, Phillip, no . . . no. . .
." But per-

haps I didn't even say the words aloud.
And I learned, then, that just as your

voice never forgets the ways of laugh-
ter, your feet the pattern of dancing,
just so do your lips, once they have
known the joy of a lover's kiss, never
forget the kissing. ... It was long and
deep, that kiss, like cool water after
a great thirst, like bread after a ter-
rible hunger—and strangely, incredibly
sweet. Strangely, because I forgot for
a moment the identity of the kisser. It

wasn't that I tried to pretend that once
again, for a brief, unbelievable mo-
ment, I was back in Ken's arms. But
I didn't, either, think of Phillip's lips

on mine. It was simply that I was be-
ing kissed, sweetly, satisfyingly, and
that, for a moment, was enough, and I

felt my own welcoming lips responding.
But the moment was fleeting, the

sweetness quickly bitter. My hands,
stopped in mid-gesture a minute be-
fore, found his shoulders to push him
away. "Phillip—oh, Phil— !"

He tried to make me laugh. "Penny,
you're an enchanted lady, a sleeping
beauty, sound asleep behind a wall too
high for me to climb. I thought a kiss
might waken you, might unlock the
gate."

I shook my head. "Phil—you'll have
to understand. Never, never, can you
and I—can we—have anything like
that. I told you about my husband,
and how we loved this place, and what
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we wanted to do with it. I haven't
told you how I loved Ken, because
that's simply something I can't talk
about. There are no words for it. I
thought—

"

"Penny, I didn't mean to
—

"

But I hurried on, silencing him. "No,
listen to me. I thought for a while,
Phil, when I first knew you, that know-
ing you was going to ease my loneli-
ness. But it hasn't. It's simply inten-
sified it. And I can't bear it any longer.
It's not your fault—it's simply that
you're too much like Ken, in what you
do and in what you want out of life.

And I can't stand to have Ken brought
home to me like this. So please, Phil

—

please go away, and don't come back
again!"
"But Penny—"
Tears were running down my cheeks.

"Please, Phil—oh, please!"
He nodded. "I'll go now, Penny. I

frightened you. I didn't mean to, and
I'm sorry. But—I can't stay away. I
think you know that."

I had myself under control a little

better now—enough so that I could say,
calmly, "You'll have to, Phil. I don't
want it any other way," and to sound
convincing, as if I really meant it.

When he was gone, the tears came
again, and I felt helpless and sick, be-
cause I didn't know from what cause
they sprang. My mind was a twisting
torrent of thoughts—little, unconnected
snatches of thought that had no begin-
ning and no end, and no meaning.

Quickly, blindly, I fed the animals,
and, although it was only seven, I

closed the shop. Taking Cassy with
me, I climbed the stairs to the loneli-
ness that always awaited me there

—

and which seemed, tonight, blacker,
more terrifying, than ever.

IT WAS shame I felt, I knew now. Not
* because another man had kissed me

—

I hadn't invited that kiss. But because
it had answered a need in me, because
that kiss had been so wonderful a
thing. What kind of woman was I?

Was I so lonely, so locked away from
the world that I was hungry for kisses
simply for the sake of being kissed

—

any man's kisses, any man's lips where
only Ken's belonged? My love for
Ken hadn't lessened one whit—then
why, why, did Phil's kiss make me feel,

for just a moment, as if I were right
with the world once more? I didn't
love Phil—then how could his mouth
on mine bring out in me all the re-
sponse, the warm, lovely feeling, that
a lover's kiss brings?
And once again there came to my

mind that cry to which never again
would there be any answer

—

Ken, what
shall I do—what shall I do?
And, at last, the answer came. At

least, it was like an answer, remem-
bering what Ken had said to me, that
last day at the railroad station, before
he went away. He'd said, tipping my
chin up so that I had to look at him,
had to let him see what must have been
in my eyes, "Don't be sad, sweetheart
—be happy, always be happy! My girl

couldn't be anything but a happy girl."

And I had answered, "Darling, ask
me anything but that. I'll be brave,
I'll be good—but don't ask me to be
happy until you're safely back to me!
I can't be!"
He had been silent a moment after

that, and then he had grinned at me.
"Don't ever say can't, sweetheart

—

anything in the world you've got to
do, you can do, if you really set your
mind to it. But honey—well, all I

can say is this: if you can't be happy,
do the best you can! And now, smile
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at me!" And I had been able to smile.
Do the best you can. . . . Had I done

that? Was I doing it now? No, of
course I wasn't, I told myself honestly.
Somehow it all became suddenly clear
to me. I'd been acting like a child,
instead of a grown woman—the woman
Ken had loved, the wife he'd trusted
to do the best she could, to find a way
out of anything. And I wasn't finding
a way out of my misery at Ken's loss

—

I was nursing it, forever finding fuel
for the flame of loneliness, drifting
along, taking suffering as part of my
daily lot. Ken wouldn't have liked
that.

But what could I do? Everything
here—the shop, the animals, the house—everything reminded me of Ken, and
our plans, and all the things that would
never be. With these things to remind
me, how could I break out of that wall
Phil had spoken of, how could I stop
being a cold, enchanted lady, and come
alive again?
The answer was that I couldn't—not

here.
(

Never could I find happiness, or
anything resembling happiness, never
could I find contentment, even, or
peace, alone here. In this place where
our dreams had lived and died, there
were meant to be two of us. And now
that the other of the two of us was
gone, I must go, too. I must go away
from the animals, from the shop. I

saw that clearly. I must find an en-
tirely new way of life for myself—that
way, and only that way, would I be
doing the best I could.
And so I went to bed, and to sleep,

sure that the new peace and content-
ment I had promised myself, in the
name of Ken, had come to me even
with the making of the decision.

I went about my work the next
morning in a kind of trance, doing me-
chanically the things I had to do, but
with my mind far away in the future,
making new plans—a whole new set
of plans for myself, to replace the ones
that had been taken from me. I'd get
myself a job, I decided, in some big
store or factory, where there were lots
of people to see and to talk to. And
in a big city, where I had never been,
where Ken had never been, where
there would be nothing to remind me
of him. I'd make friends, a whole new
set of them. There must be thousands
of girls like me, I told myself, who'd
lost their husbands, and were adrift
and lonely—perhaps I could find one
of them for a friend, and we could
take an apartment together. Anyway,

RESERVE YOUR COPY
OF NEXT MONTH'S RADIO ROMANCES

Formerly Radio Mirror

TODAY

Paper restrictions make it im-

possible for us to print enough
copies of RADIO ROMANCES
to go round these days. The
best way to make sure that you
get every issue is to buy your
copy from the same newsdealer
each month and tell him to

save RADIO ROMANCES for

you regularly. Place a standing
order with your dealer—don't
risk disappointment.

Beautiful California Heiress
Almost incredibly beautiful is Geraldine Spreckels, of the promi-

nent West Coast family. Her features are flawless . . . her coloring

combines gold hair with dark eyes and creamy skin. She is thrilled

with the 1-Minute Mask of Pond's Vanishing Cream
... calls it "a real beauty find!"

pays quick

I beauty returns J

Lovely Geraldine Spreckels
says: "The 1-Minute Mask ofPond's Vanishing Cream
leaves my skin looking so fresh . . . feeling so soft!"

"Re-style" your complexion—in one short minute !

Here is the freshening, 60-second beauty "pick-up" that glamorous

Geraldine Spreckels finds so effective:

Spread generous fingerfuls of Pond's Vanishing Cream in a mask
over your entire face—except your eyes.

Leave on onefull minute. "Keratolytic" action of the cream loosens

and dissolves scaly dead skin cells «

and imbedded dirt ! Now tissue off.

Right away your skin looks

clearer . . . lighter! Feels smoother

!

Takes make-up with soft flattery! M I*OT\FTYS

Superb powder base ...

Pond's Vanishing Cream is an ideal powder
base. Stroke on a lightfilm of Cream and
leave it on. Ungreasy . . . long-lasting!

79



af»

^3*%

ffO

Splash! In your bath, we mean. Dry
yourself. Then shake Cashmere Bouquet
Talc into every curve and ripple of your
body. Ahhh! that's cooling, caressing.

00**°

Dash! For a double dash of comfort,
smooth some extra Cashmere Bouquet
Talc over chafable places. Like a silken

sheath it keeps your skin serene) y «wiooth.

Smash! Make a smash hit. Use Cashmere
Bouquet Talc often. Use it generously.

Let it perfume your person daintily with
the fragrance men love.

Such an
inexpensive

luxury

I«N and 20s*

sizes

V *****

with the frasirance men love

80

S."At ALL
STORES

Pretty as a picture . . . and the perfect

framework for a smarter bustline.

In all fabrics, long lines, too, same price!

WRITE FOR 'ADOLA SECRET— HOW TO CHOOSE
YOUR BRA AND NAME OF NEAREST DEALER.

ADOLA, 31 W. 27 ST.. N. Y. C.

SYRINGE
faWomen

DRUG COUNTESS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD '

Free Booklet—The Marvel Co.. lllO East St., New Haven, Ct

BLONDES
Wash Tiau-SfmkL

Mqhter SAFELY!

a~ *JteiL jJb-/;

New Home Shampoo Helps Keep
Blonde Hair From Darkening

Made specially for blondes, this new shampoo
helps keep light hair from darkening—bright-
ens faded hair. Called Blondex, its rich cleans-

ing lather instantly removes the dingy film

that makes hair dark, old-looking. Takes only

1 1 minutes at home. Gives hair lustrous high-

lights. Safe for children. Get Blondex at 10c,

drug and department stores.

there'd be people to talk to, to go to
the movies with, to walk with in the
park on Sundays, to . . .

Suddenly I put down the carton of
bird seed with which I'd been filling
feed dishes. Phil—I'd better call him
right now, and offer him the shop.
He'd surely want to buy, he—he'd said
only yesterday that it was just the sort
of place he wanted. And I'd better call
him right away

—

right away!
I didn't question the urgency which

propelled me to the phone. Of course,
it couldn't be that I was afraid that if

I didn't call him now, I wouldn't call
at all. It couldn't be that—I'd made
my plans, and they were right for me,
weren't they?
But my hand shook, as I dialed the

number, so that I had to steady my
elbow on the counter.
He answered the phone at once, and

without any preliminaries I told him
what was in my mind.

"Phillip, this is Penny. I've decided
to sell the shop, and I wondered if you
wanted to buy it. You said last night—

"

He interrupted swiftly. "Penny!
What was that?"

"I said I was going to sell the shop,
and—

"

"I know, I heard you. But I thought
I hadn't heard right." He was silent

for a moment. "Penny, are you sure?"
"Of course I'm sure!"
"You're not just—just talking your-

self into something again? It's so sud-
den."

"TVTO," I heard myself saying curtly,
11 "I've been called out of town. I've

got to sell the place at once." It was a
feeble excuse, and my tone must have
hurt him, but it brought the right
answer.

"Sorry," he said. "Yes, surely I want
to buy the place, and I'm sure we'll

have no trouble about price, Penny.
Suppose I come and talk to you about
it tomorrow morning—I'm busy the rest

of today. When do you want to leave?"
"As soon as I can." The words

sounded terribly like a cry of pain, and
I repeated them, trying to make my
voice sound normal. "As soon as I

can."
"All right then—I'll be around to-

morrow morning. If you want to leave,

I can take over at once, and just put
a caretaker in for a week or so, until

I'm able to move."
"See you tomorrow," I said, "and

thanks so much, Phil." But the phone
was already dead. How strange and
short he had sounded—not like Phil

at all! Well—that didn't matter. Phil
didn't matter, nor the shop nor the ani-

mals nor all of Blair's Ridge, any more.
I was going away—I was going to do
the best I could to find happiness.

I worked furiously the rest of the

day, getting the place cleaned up, the

books in order. So furiously that I

didn't have time to think. And that

was a good thing, because whenever
a stray thought did come into my mind,
it was always, I'm doing this for the

last time, for the last time!
By evening the whole place, upstairs

and down, was spotless and shining,

and my plans were more definite. I

wouldn't take anything with me, I'd

decided, except my clothes. And I'd

go to Chicago—five hundred miles

away, and surely a big enough city in

which to lose my memories. I'd go
tomorrow, simply take a train and go!

And when I got there, I'd find myself
a job and a room and—and another
life. . . .

I was too tired to eat, but I made
myself a cup of coffee and fed Cassy,



the privileged one among the animals,
out in the -kitchen. And as I sat at
the porcelain table, drinking the coffee
and nibbling at a sweet roll I didn't
want, I thought, This is the last time
I'll do this—the last time I'll drink a
cup of coffee because I can't bear to

get a meal in this kitchen when there's
no one to share it with me. The last

time . . .

I fed the animals, then, and on im-
pulse decided to close the shop early
and go upstairs and pack. Something
kept telling me to have everything
ready, so that there would be no last

minute decision, so that I could simply
pick up my bags, and go to the station
and buy a ticket.

It was after ten by the time I was
through, and I was tired—tired enough,
I knew gratefully, so .that I could sleep.
I was about to get undressed when I

thought of the downstairs door—had I

licked it? I'd better go and see.

I felt my way down the stairs in the
dark—it was better not to turn the
lights on and disturb the animals, once
they'd been bedded down for the night.
Cassy pattered down fussily beside me,
her toenails clicking on the treads mak-
ing the only sound.
The door, as I might have known it

would be, was locked, and I turned to
go back. But at the foot of the stairs
I stopped, strangely reluctant. Inquir-
ingly, Cassy thrust her cold, wet muz-
zle into my hand.

"Cassy," I said, "tomorrow we'll
go—" And then I stopped. Cassy! I

hadn't really thought about her. I

hadn't stopped to realize that I simply
couldn't pick Cassy up and take her
along, as I could the two bags which
were packed and waiting upstairs.
"Why, Cassy," I said gently. "Why,

Cassy—.'" And I sank down on the
little stool I used when cleaning the
lower cages. Cassy, with a little sigh
of pleasure that I'd finally sat down
somewhere, hopped up and curled her-
self into a neat ball on my lap, and
began industriously to wash my hands.

"Daffy Cassy," I said automatically,
and as automatically began to scratch
her behind the ears. This was a reg-
ular evening ritual. Daffy little Cassy
. . . that was what Ken had called her.
Daffy little Cassy, and her terrible pre-
occupation with cleaning everyone up!
Why, I couldn't take her with me,

I couldn't possibly. Into a strange
place, to a YWCA, or a rooming house,
where, in all probability, they wouldn't
take dogs. To a city, where she'd have
no backyard to run in, where, even if

I did find a place that would accept
her, she'd have to be alone all day.
And yet how could I leave her behind?
She wouldn't understand—she'd think
I didn't love her any more. And any-
way, how could I ever get along with-
out her? She was my constant com-
panion, my best friend. She was a part
of my heart, a part of my life, just as
the shop was, and the animals, and the
house.

Just as the shop was, and the ani-
mals, and the house. . . . Suddenly,
unbidden, tears began to roll down my
cheeks, to drop on Cassy's anxious, up-
turned face. Hastily she transferred
her attention from my hand to my
cheeks, trying frantically to kiss away
the tears as they fell. And then I be-
gan to cry in real earnest, burying my
face against her furry little head.

"Oh, Cassy," I cried. "Cassy—what
am I doing? What have I done?"
She snuggled close to me, trying to

tell me in her own way that whatever
I did was right, simply because I did it.

Dear little Cassy—how could I leave
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her, how could I? Cassy, who had
comforted me as best she could all the
long months while Ken was gone, who
had sat close to me and tried to kiss
away the tears in those dreadful hours
after the telegram came that told me
Ken was gone forever.

I was horribly frightened, and I felt

more alone in that moment than ever
before. This place was my life—per-
haps only half a life, now that Ken was
gone, but better than no life at all.

How did I know that I would be better
off if I went away? How could I be
sure that it was best to go? How could
I pull myself up by the roots

—

Suddenly I sat up abruptly, and dried
my eyes. This was silly. Of course it

was the best thing. I'd be lonely, I'd

be homesick—that was only natural.
But the loneliness and the homesick-
ness would pass, and I would find hap-
piness. Of course I was going, just as
I had planned. I wouldn't let anything
stop me. . . .

We sat for a long time, there in the
shop, Cassy and I—somehow I couldn't
bear to make her get off my lap. I had
to sit, this one last time, and make her
realize how fond I was of her—leave
her enough love to last her until I could
find a way to send for her.

Suddenly Cassy growled low in her
throat, and I looked up sharply. There,
silhouetted against the door, in the light

from the corner streetlamp, was the
figure of a man. As I watched, he
backed up and looked up at the win-
dows on the second floor of the house,
then turned to the door again, and
shading his eyes with his cupped hand,
tried to peer in through the glass panel.
Cassy recognized him then—Phil.

She got off my lap and rushed to the
door with yelps of delight at having

company, obviously urging me to open
the door.

I crossed the shop and slid back the
bolt. "Phil?" I said. "Come in."

He stepped into the gloom of the
shop, and shut the door behind him.
"I thought I'd stop and talk to you to-
night, but I'd just about decided you'd
gone to bed, or gone out, or some-
thing. . .

." He sounded hesitant.
"No. I was just sitting here. I was

very tired—I've been cleaning and fix-

ing the place up all day." There was
a curious constraint between' us, and
suddenly I remembered that the last

time I had seen him—was it only yes-
terday?—he had held me in his arms,
had kissed me . . . perhaps he was re-
membering that, too.

"Well," he said at last, breaking the
uncomfortable silence, "What about it?

We might as well get this settled,

Penny—I suppose you'd like to get
away tomorrow, if you can."
Unaccountably, my heart began to

thump painfully; the pulse pounded so
hard in my throat that it was difficult

to force the words past, and they came
out in a whisper. "Yes—yes, I want
to get away."

"Well, then," he said, "This is what
I had in mind. I thought that if it's

agreeable with you, I'd make a down
payment—

"

But I didn't hear the rest. For, all

of a sudden, the complete realization

came to me. I was going away. This
was home, and I was leaving it. This
was where happiness had been. This
was Ken's place, where his dreams
were born, and I was turning my back
on it. I was selling it, and it was like

selling him. . . .

"I've changed my mind," I heard my-
self say abruptly. "I've changed my



mind. I'm not going away, i don't
want to sell."

Phil moved closer to me. For a mo-
ment I thought he was smiling, and
then I saw that it must have been only
a trick of the shadows, for his face was
grave now. "You can't do that, Penny.
You can't change your mind. You
offered to sell; I said I would buy.
You made a bargain—you'll have to
stick to it. I want the place, and I

mean to have it. You'll have to stick
to your bargain!"

I felt myself growing slowly cold,
as if the temperature in the shop had
taken a swift drop. Why—why, how
could he? How could he say things
like that to me? This wasn't like Phil
at all. . . .

He was very close to me in the dark-
ness now. And I began to remember
his closeness of yesterday—how his
arms had felt about me, how his lips
had found mine, and we had tasted, to-
gether, a brief, stolen glory. I hated
the remembering, as I had hated it last
night. It was cheap, and shameful, en-
joying so much the kiss of a man who
meant nothing to you, I reminded
myself. But I couldn't cleanse my heart
or my mind of the memory.
"And there is something else," he was

saying—very softly, so that I had to
listen carefully to catch the words.
"There's something else—I want to add
another condition to our bargain."
But I didn't want to listen. And sud-

denly I knew, with a great wave of
shame and fear, what I was doing.
I was pressing close to him—uncon-
sciously, I was lifting my lips to him,
in invitation. Swiftly I pulled back

—

but it was too late. His lips were an-
swering the question of mine. I was
in his arms once more.

Just this once more, I kept thinking
foolishly, over and over to myself.
Just this one more kiss, just this. . . .

Very gently he released me. "I did
that," I cried, and my voice sounded
harsh in the soft, dark silence. "I made
you kiss me—oh, why—why, Phil—?"

"Because," he said, as if this were the
simple answer to everything, "you love
me. And I love you."
"Oh, no—no, no!" Everything in me

rose up to deny it. It couldn't be—

I

couldn't love him. Why, I loved . . .

Ken.
"That," he said, "was the condition

I wanted to add to our bargain, Penny
sweetheart. I want to buy the place

—

but only on condition that you'll stay
here, where you belong, and help me

—

that you'll marry me."
"Ken!" There, I'd said aloud the

name that was beating like a pulse in
my mind.

HE PUT his arm around me, steady-
ing me against him. "Are you won-

dering what Ken would say, Penny? I

think I know. No—don't interrupt me.
Let me tell you. I think Ken would
say, 'Be happy, Penny!' I think he'd
remind you that this place was meant
to be a hospital for the animals that
you and he loved. I think he'd remind
you of all your plans, and show you
that this was a way of making them
come true. A second-best way, Penny
—I know that that's what it may seem
to you. But I think I can make it the
best way for you, my dearest—the best,
safest, happiest way. I want to try,
because I love you so much."
Be happy, Penny. Do the best you

can. . . .

"I don't think it will be a second-
best happiness, Penny," Phil's voice COSMETIC DISTRIBUTORS. INC.. NEW YORK 17. N.T,
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went on. "It will be another kind,
that's all. There are all kinds of hap-
pinesses in the world, dearest, and
when you lose one, when one kind is

gone past all redeeming, then you find

yourself another kind. I want to be
a second life for you, dearest—another
happiness."

"I was afraid," I cried, and the very
sound of the word brought the memory
of that fear welling back. "I was
afraid, and so mixed up. At first, I

knew I had to sell the place, to go away
—I had to. And then Cassy—Cassy
made me know that I couldn't do it.

And between having to do something,
and knowing that I couldn't. . .

."

His hands on my shoulders were the
very essence of gentleness and strength.
His voice—oh, you couldn't help but
believe, as the very core of truth, any-
thing he said to you! This, I remember
thinking, is why animals trust him so.

Animals, who can't reason, but only
trust by instinct. I tried to reason, but
my instinct told me to trust him, even
when my mind said I must surely thrust
him aside.
His voice—the voice you couldn't

help but believe, because what he said
was the truth—went on:
"You haven't been running away

from me, and from the shop, because
both reminded you of Ken, Penny. It

was because you were falling in love
with me, and you felt it was wrong.
Believe me, I know. But dear, it's not
wrong—it's right. You weren't meant
to be lonely, and afraid. You were
meant to live. It isn't that you've lost

your love for Ken, or betrayed him.
Your love for him will always be there,
and I'll always know it, and respect it.

It's simply that you've found another
love, to make you whole once more."

I didn't answer. I didn't need to.

Somehow I knew that he would feel,

with me, the inner peace, the resolving
of all fears, that had come into my
heart. I didn't need to do anything at

all, except to turn, once again, my lips

up to his—that was answer enough, in
itself.
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Red Letter Day
Continued from page 30

Little things you never thought would
be associated with the girl you love
keep jumping up to hurt you. And the
feeling of hopelessness is most intense
as you near her house, knowing she's
in there.
Mrs. Landry was the one who broke

the news to me.
"Plenty of excitement on this street

yesterday, Bob. Never saw Sunset
Drive so unhappy. That little dog of
the Welch girl . . . ran out of the house
right in front of a car. Killed. The
girl must have loved him, Bob."
My emotions were mixed as I plied

Mrs. Landry for more information. It

must have happened when I was
down with the boat, it must have hap-
pened right after lunch time. I guess
Mrs. Landry must have wondered why
I was so very interested in the event;
and, to tell the truth, I was surprised
at my own reactions for that little dog
had never been friendly to me. Yet
I felt sorry for Susan, terribly sorry.
I knew how she loved that dog.
When I came abreast of the Welch

house there was no sign of anybody.
For a moment I felt like ringing the
bell, telling Susan how sorry I was
about her loss; but I went on. Several
times I looked back over my shoulder,
but I didn't see the one I longed to
see. At the end of the street I stopped
and considered the whole matter.
What if Susan didn't care about me
the way I loved her. What of it! No
reason why I couldn't go in to say
hello and tell her I was sorry about
her little dog, Tiny. I went back and
rang the door bell.

NOW I have had surprises in my life,

but when Susan's father came to
the door I got the real big shock. For
a moment I didn't know what to say
to him, but he took care of that.
"Come in, Bob. You are Bob Jones,

aren't you?" He was a big man with
grey hair. He had a cane and he
pointed toward a seat for me with it.

"Susan's upstairs," he said, nodding
gravely toward the ceiling. "Poor
girl's all broken up about that little

fellow of a dog."
"That's why I dropped in, Mr.

Welch," I said. "Just wanted to tell

her I was sorry."
I suppose it was our voices Susan

heard. In a few minutes she was at
the top of the stairs, looking down.
She came down and sat alongside me
on the sofa.

"I guess I'm pretty silly, Bob," she
said, "feeling this way about a dog.
But anybody who's had one for five

years knows how you feel when you
lose him."

I started to say something sympa-
thetic but her father interrupted.
"Now, Sue, I said we could get

another dog. No sense talking about
Tiny any more. Let's talk about you,
Bob. I understand you like sailing."

Well, you could have knocked me
down with a feather!
"Sue told me about it, Bob. I think

it's a wonderful sport. I used to sail

a great deal when I was a young fel-
low. A long time ago, Bob." (He
winked good-naturedly when he said
that).
My eyes shifted from his face to

Susan's and I saw the little blush be-
gin to bloom. There was a faint trace
of a smile on her lips, but she was
holding herself back. I was sure of it!
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"I just mentioned it to Dad, Bob,"
she said. "You don't mind, do you?"
Then her father cut in again and

said:
"Why don't you take Sue out in

your boat some time, Bob? I think
she'd like it." He got up from the
chair he was sitting in and walked
over to a table to get some tobacco
for his pipe. I felt like shaking his
hand, pounding him on the back joy-
ously for saying that; and I probably
would have done so if he was not an
invalid.

"I think it's a swell idea, Mr. Welch.
And I'll ask her right now. Susan,
will you come out in my boat next
Sunday?"
Sue started to protest that she had

to stay with her father but he pro-
tested he could take very good care
of himself; and when he stated that
he'd feel much better about everything
if Sue accepted my invitation that was
the clincher to the argument. Sue gave
in, smilingly.

"All right, Bob. It sounds like fun."
I can remember walking out of the

Welch house in a happy daze, and al-
though Mr. Welch's methods were ad-
mittedly a bit embarrassing I had to
concede I liked them. And as I walked
over my mail route that day my heart
was singing a happy tune.

I knew I had only half won the
fight, but I was in deep enough then
to want to see things through to a
finish. Win, lose or draw, I decided,
would be the only way to satisfy my
yearnings for Susan; and I knew there
could be no draw. Well, win or lose,

then, I'd settle the soldier matter next
-Sunday.

The happiest Sunday in my life

brought sunshine, a good enough
breeze to push a little boat like mine,
and the most wonderful girl in the
world at my side. Susan looked like
a beautiful picture. The white sailor
hat crowned her golden-red hair, the
pretty blouse was never modeled more
attractively, the dungarees she wore
added a cuteness I wouldn't trade for
all the money in the world. And my
pride was at the bursting point when
another boat passed ours and two
fellows looked at Susan. They should
have known their voices would carry
over water.

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
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"Look at the fancy dish, Bill," one
said.

"That's strictly um-yum," his friend
replied.
Sue and I pretended we didn't hear

them; I busied myself at the tiller, and
she fussed with the lunch basket. We
headed for Bellows Island.

I wanted Sue to see the island be-
cause it is one of the loveliest spots
in the world. Long ago an Indian
Village must have flourished there,
for you can find arrowheads and other
souvenirs of the red man; and there
was a decided naturalness about the
little strip of land that made it very
romantic. We beached the boat and
found a little cove where we built
a fire.

The incidents of the morning were
a string of priceless events that drew
Susan and me closer together all the
time. We fished for a while, then re-
laxed on the sand and talked about
the way we'd like the world to be.
She told me about her father's suc-
cesses and I told her about my Uncle
Charlie who owned a hotel upstate.
We agreed that her father should
meet Uncle Charlie sometime.

IT WAS a little sad for me when I saw
fl the sun heading toward the west.
It meant the end of something I

couldn't bear to lose, so when Susan
said she was concerned about her
father I decided it was time to speak
my mind. I took her hand in mine
and said:

"I like you, Sue. Maybe it's more
than liking. But before I say more
than I should you'd better tell me
about Jim Brooks."

I thought for a moment she'd take
her hand away, and that moment of
hesitation before she spoke seemed
eternal.

"I'll let you in on a little secret,
Bob," she said. "I don't love Jim
Brooks."
That simple statement seemed as

revolutionary as anything I'd ever
heard, and yet it was something I felt

was true when she let me hold her
hand.
"Then why all the letters from

him?" I demanded. "Gosh, Sue, a girl

doesn't write to a fellow, and get as
many letters as that. . . ."

"I'll let you in on another little

secret, Bob," she said, and this time
she was smiling. "I've never even
seen Jim Brooks."
"You mean . .

."

"I started corresponding with Jim
through my cousin. He's in the same
outfit overseas and he told Jim about
me, I guess. It's the patriotic thing
to do, write letters. I'll let you see the
ones I get from Jim, he's quite amus-
ing."

"But, Sue . .
."

"Oh, Bob. I guess I did sort of feel
romantic once or twice when I wrote
to Jim. But he straightened me out.
He's got a girl back home, and he
didn't waste any time telling me about
her. There was no harm in my dream-
ing, and it was just a dream

—

until . . ."

"Until what, Sue?"
"Until Tiny bit you."
You don't know quite what to say

when a girl tells you that. You don't
know whether you should make some
wise crack, just laugh, say something
serious, or just put your arm around
her and kiss her. There are all those
possibilities, and others besides. I

guess it depends on the girl.

I put my arm around her and kissed
her.
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Part of Me
Continued from page 21

stood up to leave. No one was to
blame; it was the way things hap-
pened. You couldn't even blame Myra.
With her dark hair and clear pallor,
she had been beautiful—she still was,
as far as that went—and Charles had
adored her. You couldn't have ex-
pected him to notice the scrawny, snub-
nosed child who lived next door. But
if he had noticed me, I thought fiercely,
defiantly—if he had waited for me

—

oh, I would have known how to make
him happy! I would have known how
to rear his son, his more-than-only-one
son!
Myra did not. I knew that now, and

should have known it sooner. I should
have known it two years ago, on the
afternoon I had squirmed in embarrass-
ment because Myra was forcing Bob to
play the piano for company. He had
behaved very badly. He'd hung back,
scowling, muttering, "I do' want to,"
until Myra, her voice stern, had said,
"Bob, get up on that stool and play
this instant!" And then, still scowling,
he had not so much played the piano
as attacked it. I had put his resent-
ment down to shyness, nothing more;
I hadn't realized that music was a bon-
dage his mother was putting upon him,
and that he hated it.

Since then, I had heard him often
enough, practicing in the house next
door—and still I hadn't had penetration
enough to see what was going on di-
rectly under my nose. I had only
thought, casually, that he played very
poorly, and improved not at all as time
went on.

THHE music was only part of the whole
*- thing, naturally, but it was the key
to everything else. I remembered other
things: Myra punishing Bob because
he'd got dirt on his clean suit; Myra
shuddering in fastidious disgust over
the dogs and cats and lizards and birds
Bob would collect and try to care for,

even though each time she made him
give them up; Myra constantly worry-
ing because his school grades were low;
Myra forbidding him to play with cer-
tain boys and insisting that he play
with others; Myra—always and for-
ever, Myra trying in all futility to mold
Bob into the pattern she had conceived
for him in her mind, the pattern of a
man who had died before Bob was
born.

If Charles had been able to be with
Bob throughout these last three years, I

told myself, things might have been
different. He might have found ways
of neutralizing Myra's misguided in-
fluence. But the war had taken Charles,
and used him, and only as recently as
two months ago had it let him go
again.

I came down the tree-lined street
to my own home, the comfortable,
rather ugly frame house where I'd been
born and where I lived now with my
mother. The air was filled with the
smell of burning leaves, and the dahlia
bushes in our front yard were rusty
and bedraggled. Any day now we could
expect the first snow of the season.
Well, it was a good time to dig the
dahlia bulbs up and put them away
for the winter; a little physical work
would be good for me in my present
mood. It might keep me from thinking.

I changed from my tailored grey
suit into a sweater and slacks and went
out again, armed with pruning shears
and digging tools. There were elements
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of the school board who took a dis-
approving attitude toward slacks for
teachers, but I wasn't an old maid yet,

I had decided defiantly. I would wear
them around my own home if I

pleased. At least—there was a little

vanity here—I had the figure for them.
And if the school board thought that a
good figure and a reasonably pretty
face were liabilities, the children didn't.

Becoming clothes, a judicious use of
make-up, a new hair-do occasionally

—

children noticed them all, I was con-
vinced, and liked the teacher who wore
them the better for it.

The early dusk fell while I was still

busy with the dahlias, and a band of
light fell across me from the living
room of the house next door—Charles'
house. It showed me to Charles him-
self as he came down the street.

"Hi, Fran," he said, stopping just
outside the hedge. "Aren't you pick-
ing a funny time to start gardening?"

"Hi." I sat back on my heels, smiling
up at him. As always, the sight of his
long ranginess filled me with a bitter-
sweet happiness—as always, through
long practice, I showed nothing of what
I felt. "It's these bulbs—I don't want
them to freeze in the ground."

"If you'd waited until tomorrow
afternoon, I'd have helped you."

"I know. That's why I did it to-
day. I don't want you to spoil me."

BUT that wasn't the reason. I could
meet him like this, for a few min-

utes, and keep up my pose of casual
friendship, but an afternoon of working
by his side, listening to his deep voice,
watching the movements of his hands

—

no, I couldn't trust myself over any
long period of time, Inevitably, the
moment would have come when love
looked out of my eyes.

It was all the same as it had been
before he went into the Army. I'd
thought that three years of not seeing
him, three years when all my anxiety
for his safety had had to be stifled and
hidden, would give me a new strength,
so that on his return I could easily treat
him merely as an old friend. Foolish
hope! In the first moment of meeting
him after his discharge I had known
how foolish it was; I had had to hold
my arms at my sides with a muscular
effort to keep them from reaching out
toward him.
He stepped back from the hedge.

"Well," he said, "you know if you
ever do need help around the house

—

you or your mother—just yell and
Bob or I will come to the rescue." I

thought he was going on then, and he
did move a foot or so, but he hesitated.
"By the way," he asked abruptly,
"speaking of Bob—how.'s he getting
along in school?"
What I did then was done entirely

on impulse. I could never have planned
it, I would have been afraid. But he
was offering me a chance to confide in
him—and after all, he was Bob's
father, it was his right to be consulted.
I said quietly:
"Not very well, Charles. I've had to

keep him in quite often—I had to keep
him in today, in fact."

"Yes," Charles said. "I know. Not
about today, of course, but—" He
turned back to the hedge, and I stood
up and went to him. All at once, the
atmosphere between us had changed.
He had lowered his voice, and in low-
ering it he had brought us together. It

was as simple as that.
"What's the matter with him, Fran?"

he asked. "Have you any idea? He's
not stupid or lazy—I'm sure of that."
"So am I," I told him.

AFTER
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"I don't know," he went on, and al-
though I couldn't see his face I knew
he was frowning, "it's seemed to me
since I got back that he isn't—well, he
isn't happy." He ended almost on a
questioning note, as if he doubted his
own suspicion, or at least wanted to
doubt it.

I couldn't reassure him, couldn't
laugh off his suggestion. But I couldn't
tell him it was the truth, either, be-
cause then I would have had to tell him
why it was true—and that would have
meant criticizing Myra. I temporized.
"What could he be unhappy about?"
I asked.

"I can't imagine, unless—" He broke
off. "He was glad to see me come home.
I could tell that. But though I've tried,
I've never been able to—to get close
to him. I haven't had much time, of
course—I've been loaded down with
work." He gestured at the brief case
he held under one arm, and added,
"Luckily, considering the state of the
family finances."

1FELT a warm thrill of happiness at
having him admit me into his confi-

dence—although I already knew, nat-
urally, that his three years in the
service had been difficult ones for
Myra, as far as money went. He'd had
a good law practice, the best in town,
but he had given it up completely, and
now he was making a new start.

"If you'd like me to, Charles," I said,

"I'll see what I can do. We had a little

talk this afternoon, perhaps I can get
his confidence. Probably," I said with
false cheerfulness, "it's nothing very
important, after all."

"Would you do that, Fran?" The
quick hope in his voice, the trust, flat-

tered and at the same time humbled
me. "I'd be—I'd be more grateful than
I can say. Bob means a lot to me

—

and somehow I feel as if I were fail-

ing him."
"No!" I said, sharply. "You mustn't,

Charles—it's not your fault
—

" I

stopped in confusion, realizing all that
my sudden, unthinking words implied.
Now he would ask me to explain, would
demand to know whose fault, then, it

was. And I—how would I answer him?
Instead, after a little silence, he said

wearily, "Well—do anything you can,"
and turned abruptly and went on his
way.

I stood where I was, ray heart ham-
mering. He hadn't asked me to explain
—because he knew! He knew as well
as I, though he would not admit it to
me. Perhaps he would not admit it

even to himself. But he knew that if

Bob was unhappy, the reason was
Myra's insistence upon trying to make
him into something he was not and
could never be.

I had always loved Charles. Now to

that love was added pity—pity for a
man caught between loyalty to his son
and loyalty to his wife. For he could
not help one without hurting the other.
But I was bound by no such double

loyalty.
The next morning—Saturday—as

soon as Mother and I had finished
breakfast, I went through the gate in

the picket fence which divided our
yard from Charles' and knocked on
Myra's back door. She opened it at once
and stood there, smiling in the way
she had—as if smiling were a social

courtesy that must be paid, not an ex-
pression of her real feelings. Tall and
pale, her black hair piled high on her
head, even in a cotton house-dress she
had a queenly quality, remote and
faintly tragic.

"Good morning, Myra," I said cheer-



fully. "Is Bob around? I need his

help."
"Why—yes, of course. Come in." She

held the door open for me. "He's up-
stairs, dressing—he has a piano lesson
this morning, you know."

1 NODDED. "I wanted to catch him
before he left." I sat down at the

table in Myra's gleaming, immaculate
breakfast nook, and for a few minutes
we talked commonplaces—which, as a
matter of fact, were all Myra and I had
ever talked. It's difficult to explain my
feelings toward Myra. They were
simply negative. I was not jealous of

her, I did not dislike her. She had
some fine qualities—she had made a
beautiful home for Charles, she had
excellent taste, she was kind, accord-
ing to her conception of kindness. But
—she was Myra, who had laughed
from her heart for the last time on
the day she and Blair Kinkaid came
flying down Pine Hill. Except for her

| beauty, I couldn't see that she had a
single qualification for making a man
like Charles happy. But I admitted to
myself that I was prejudiced.
There was a scuffling sound in the

hall, and Bob appeared, a music roll

under his arm. "All right, Mom, I'm—

"

He caught sight of me and stopped,
his mouth open.

"Hello, Bob," I said. "I came over
because I want you to do me a favor.
If I meet you after your lesson, will
you drive out to the country with me
and help me buy a dog?"

I felt, rather than saw, Myra's in-
voluntary movement beside me. I was
watching Bob. There was a flicker of
interest, even excitement, in his eyes,
but all the same he was cautious, sus-
pecting a trap. "Sure, I guess so," he

said, casually, "if you want me along."
"I do, very much. I've decided I

need a dog, but I don't know what kind
to get, and I wouldn't know a good one
from a bad."

"Well, I don't know so very much
about 'em myself," Bob said, thawing
enough to be judicial. "O' course, you
don't want to get a real thoroughbred
anyway, I guess. You—

"

"Bob," Myra interrupted. "It's nearly
time for your lesson. You and Miss
Wilson can discuss the kind of dog
you're going to buy later."

"Yes, you run along now," I told him.
"And I'll pick you up in the car at

—

what time is your lesson finished?"
"Eleven."
"A few minutes after eleven, then,

wherever you say."
He told me where to meet him, and

left. Perhaps it was my imagination,
but it seemed to me he was already
walking more briskly, more purpose-
fully. "I hope you don't mind," I said
to Myra, "but I remembered how he
loves animals, and I thought he'd en-
joy it."

Myra lifted her shoulders in a shrug.
"If you really want a dog—I warn you,
though—the one time I let Bob have
one, he almost drove me frantic."

"I'll take my chances," I laughed. I

didn't think it necessary to tell her that
Mother, when I told her my plans, had
had practically the same reaction.
Behind the wheel of the cheap little

coupe I'd bought before the war, I was
waiting for Bob when he arrrived at
the street corner near his piano teach-
er's house—and from the start I was
able to create a holiday mood. I sup-
pose I was aided by Bob's own feeling
of relief at having the hated lesson
safely behind him. We plunged into a

spirited discussion of the various
breeds of dogs—I had never realized
there were so many, and it worried me
to find that Bob's preference leaned
strongly toward a Great Dane—which
lasted until we'd reached the kennels
in the country. Fortunately, they had
no Great Danes there, but it seemed
to me they had every other kind. Bob
immediately went into a kind of
dreamy transport of delight, moving
from kennel to kennel, while I tagged
along behind him. My head was begin-
ning to ache from the barking, but I

told myself that simply proved I was
a spinster and a school teacher. And a
dozen headaches would not have been
too much to pay for the privilege of
watching Bob with the dog we finally
selected.

'T'HE man said he was an Irish terrier,
•*- but he looked more like an animated
doormat. His legs were twice as long
and big as they should have been, and
they were always betraying him into
toppling forward on his face. He had
no dignity, but he had something bet-
ter—love for all the world.
Bob held him on his lap all the way

home. His hands, when he touched the
dog's wire-rough coat, were gentle and
sensitive, and his sullenness had van-
ished into a glow of delight. We talked
about names, and I suggested all the
dull standbys, Duke and Brownie and
Sandy and Rex. But it was Bob who
christened him.

"Let's call him Shaymus," he said,
and I repeated in puzzlement, "Shay-
mus?"

"Yes," Bob said, and kindly ex-
plained. "It's spelled S-e-a-m-a-s. He
was an Irish king, I think. Anyway,
it's an Irish name, and this is an Irish
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terrier. Of course, maybe you don't—

"

"Why, that's perfect, Bob!" I en-
thused. "I never would have thought of
it. How did you know about it?"
"Oh—read it somewhere, I guess," he

murmured sheepishly. All the same, he
was pleased.

I told him I wanted him to help me
train and raise Seamas; I asked his
advice about letting him sleep in my
garage, and was relieved when he said
he didn't think it would be too cold,
and that he'd fix a kennel there. "And
I'll teach him a lot of things," he
promised seriously. "You'll have a good
dog here, Miss Wilson—and you need
one, too. Everybody—" a little wist-
fully— "everybody needs a good watch-
dog."
We were late getting home for lunch,

and Myra whisked him inside as soon
as we appeared. He was back within
half an hour, though, and we spent the
afternoon knocking together a dog-
house out of odds and ends of lumber.
Bob was clever with his hands, as long-
as they did not have to operate on the
keys of a piano.

T was the beginning, the beginning of
* something very happy. Bob, as I'd

foreseen, could not separate Miss Wil-
son, the teacher, from the Miss Wil-
son who owned Seamas. He always
came over the first thing in the morn-
ing, before school, to feed Seamus and
play with him for a few minutes; and
although he didn't walk to sdhool with
me—that would never have done!

—

there was a special feeling between
us in class, a friendly carry-over from
the accumulated hours we spent to-
gether with the dog.
And he told me things—how, when

he got into high school, he wanted to
learn about plants and animals, a sci-
ence whose name he didn't even know
was biology until I told him; how
once, four years ago, he and his father
had gone on a fishing trip, just the two
of them. ("Maybe we'll go again, next
summer, if Dad isn't still too busy
then.") Little things, revealing things
—revelatory not so much in what he
said as in what he left unsaid. For he
never mentioned his mother, except to

say, "I guess I better go now. Mom
said to be sure to come in by six
o'clock."

His school work—and more impor-
tant, his attitude in school—were both
better now, and I didn't have to keep
him in again. It was understood that
he would do his afternoon's practicing
on the piano as soon as he got home,
then come into my back yard to play
with Seamas. Once in a while, on
afternoons when his mother was out,

he was already with the dog when I

got home. I knew, then, that he hadn't
practiced, but I said nothing. Perhaps
it was wrong of me; perhaps I should
have sent him in—but I didn't have the
heart.
Once — one never-to-be-forgotten

Saturday afternoon when the sun
glistened on new snow—Charles came
home early, and he joined us, and while
Seamas frisked about hysterically we
made a really majestic snow man, com-
plete with coat and battered felt hat,

with a pipe rakishly atilt in his mouth.
I saw then that Charles had not for-

gotten how to play, because his laugh-
ter rang on the cold air, and the years
fell away from him until his red cheeks
and sparkling eyes made him again
into the boy I'd fallen in love with so

long ago.
But suddenly Myra had come back

from her shopping trip downtown, and
was standing on her side of the gate



between the two back yards, watching
us. "Why didn't you let me know you'd
be home early, Charles?" she asked.
"I'd have stayed in." Because it was
her duty, she seemed to imply, because
a good wife was always home to greet
her husband.

"Didn't know I could make it until
the last minute," Charles said. "What
do you think of our snow man, Myra?"
Gaily, he struck a pose, his arm around
the snow man's lumpy waist, one leg
crossed over the other.
Myra's eyes traveled over each of us

—from Charles to me, and I was sud-
denly conscious of my disheveled hair
and red nose; to Bob, who was molding
a snowball in his two hands. "Very
nice," she said, but both her voice and
her smile came from far away. "Bob,
you're not wearing your heavy gloves.
You'll chap your hands."

Bob, his head bent, let the snowball
drop; it fell with a faint, muffled thud.
And all the zest went out of Charles'
face. "It's getting late," he said heav-
ily. "Maybe we'd better go in." He
turned away from the snow man

—

which, all at once, seemed childish,
crude, silly.

A sense of tragedy stole over me, and
pity for them all—yes, for Myra too!
Here in the familiar back yard, amid
the lengthening violet shadows of the
day, I began to see how completely
empty Myra had made Bob's life, and
Charles', and her own. The beauty that
had first captivated Charles—it wasn't
enough now, it needed love to make it

glow- and live. She did what she
thought was right, no doubt; indeed,
I was sure of it. But her guide was a
dead love, dead and long buried.

HPHEY were leaving me now—Bob,
-*- going through the gate, following his
mother into the house, and Charles. But
Charles turned back, lingering a mo-
ment.

"I wanted to tell you, Frankie—" My
heart leaped, it was so long since he'd
given my name its foolish diminutive.
"You've done a lot for Bob, you and—

"

he glanced down at Seamas, who sat in
the snow, his head cocked quizzically,
looking up at us— "you and the dog.
But mostly you, I think."

"I'm glad," I said softly. "I wanted to,

very much. He's worth helping." And
so are you, my eyes said. So are you,
my darling.

"I
—

" But he stopped and shook his
head. There was nothing more • he
could say, really, without criticizing
Myra. I understood that, yet I almost
cried out, begging him to speak. Any-
thing, so long as it brought us close,
so long as it tightened the spell of in-
timacy between us. Words came batter-
ing against my locked lips: "You don't
love her! You've stopped loving her

—

I don't know when or why, but that
doesn't matter. Tell me you don't love
her—tell me you love me!" But not
one of those words could be uttered.
And after all, there was no need for

either of us to speak. For suddenly it

was all there—in the silence that
lengthened between us, in the fury of
his eyes, in the baffled gesture he made,
stretching out his hand to me and then
dropping it quickly to his side. All my
life changed and shifted in that mo-
ment, however long it lasted. I no
longer loved blindly, in the dark, be-
cause he had come to meet me with
his love. We both knew.
Wild joy seized me. There would be

time later for hopelessness, for realiza-
tion that it was as futile for' Charles
to love me as it had always been futile
for me to love him. Now there was
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receive my money back.

Check Enclosed Money Order l~l Send it C. O. D.

..State...

I I Just mail FREE 5-Color Bible Broadside

ALSO FAMOUS ROGER & GALLET PERFUME

DRY PERFUME • LIP ADE • TOILET SOAP

YOUR PEARL-GLOW FINISH

MAKE-UP

ANOTHER

CREATED BY THE
FAMOUS DRESSMAKER FOR YOU

Excitement Cake Make-Up will

give your skin the lustrous

glow of fine pearls. In

three luminous skin shades.

Purse size container, $1.50

plus 30l federal tax.

Exclusive with one store in a city or

EXCITEMENT, INC.

222 West North Bank Drive, Chicago 54, III.

Enclosed is $1.80 to cover mailing, cost and tax

on Excitement Cake Make-Up.
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CHECK SHADE Light a Medium O Dark
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SEND TO
HOLLYWOOD/*/- Satisfaction

Campus or career girl . . . you'll win a high

pin-up rating in this competent, figure-flatter-

ing, classic jumper. Precision tailored of fine

rayon-reinforced gabardine with side stripes,

belt and shoulder scroll in contrasting color.

Smooth and streamlined as tomorrow's airliner

. . . versatile as a magician in its never-ending
usefulness. Colors are Lime, Aqua, Gray,
Blue, White and Melon with contrasting trim.

Sizes 10 to 20. $8.98 plus mailing costs.

BOW BLOUSE—The bow tie and high neck
line is extra smart with this jumper. Long,

full sleeves. Rayon cloth in White, Maize,
Green and Baby Pink. $4.98 plus mailing

costs.

SEND NO MONEY Mail couP°n and p°y postman
on arrival. Yes! On approval

(10 days' examination privilege). Money refunded if not

delighted. Send to Hollywood for guaranteed satisfaction.
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JANNE OF HOLLYWOOD
Dept. 44-A, 5071 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif.

Please send "Airliner" Jumper
Lime D Aqua Gray Blue
White D Melon {mark 1st or 2nd choice)

Size 10, 12, 14, 16, 1 8, 20 (circle size)

Send Bow Blouse

—

D White D Maize D Green D Pink

Size 32, 34, 36, 38 (circle size)

Name
Address

City State

only joy, crowding out everything
else.

He saw that joy. He made a sound,
deep in his throat—almost an angry
sound—and tore himself away from
the spot in the snow where he had
seemed rooted. I saw his back, the
broad shoulders, the narrow hips, going
away from me. And a movement above
his head drew my eyes on and up,
so that I saw the curtain in Myra's
kitchen window swaying back from
where it had been twitched aside. So
I knew that Myra had seen us there,
tranced in silence—had seen and, per-
haps, understood.

Exultantly, Frances and Charles bring
into the light their love for one an-
other. But against their small measure
of joy are weighed two questions: has
Myra seen? And . . . what now? The
absorbing answers will be found in the
November Radio Romances, on sale
on Wednesday, October 17.

Other People's Houses
Continued from page 43

areas, because workers couldn't find
living space unless they paid fabulous
prices? Back in the beginning of the
war, this did a great deal to discourage
workers from moving to areas where
their manpower was needed. And it

was found that the morale of workers
already living in crowded areas was
not very good, because they were al-
ways afraid they'd be put out of their
homes so that they could be rented for
more money to newcomers.
The first thing OPA does in setting

up a rent-control system is set a Maxi-
mum Rent Date. That date has to be
a time when rents were governed by
normal bargaining and not by unusual
and inflationary demands for housing
in the particular area. In most areas
the Maximum Rent Date is March 1,

1942, and the regulation says that rents
may not be more than they were on
that date and services to the tenant
may not be less.

There are two main kinds of rent
regulations. One is the Housing Regula-
tion, which deals with homes and
apartments. The other is Hotel Regula-
tion.
Landlords are required to register all

quarters for which rent is collected.

This applies also to tenants who sublet
to other tenants. Ordinarily, tenants are
supposed to know what the rents were
on the Maximum Rent Date. Still

—

except in New York City—the landlord
is supposed to show tenants a copy of
the registration statement with the
raximum rent on it. Tenants should
always insist on this. If they are new
tenants in a home or apartment, they
must be shown the maximum rent on
a Change of Tenancy form. New ten-
ants are required to sign this form,
which is then filed with the Area Rent
Office of the OPA.

In hotels, rooming houses and tourist
courts, the maximum rate must be
posted in each room. Any tenant who
has doubts about the rate can verify
it with the OPA. As a further protec-
tion, every tenant is entitled to a re-
ceipt for what he pays—and he need
not pay unless such a receipt for the
amount in full is forthcoming.

If people find they have been over-
charged—or even if they suspect it

—

they should notify the Area Rent Of-
fice immediately. That way they'll get

Cutting Cuticle

IS DANGEROUS!
Don't Take Chances!

Wipe It Away with TAD!

1 TAD softens dead, loose cuticle

quickly ... so you can wipe it

away safely!

2 TAD prevents ugly, open cuticle

cracks that invite infection!

3 TAD does not irritate. Keeps
cuticle smooth and neat . . . keeps
nails lovelier looking longer!

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

Ask for TAD today at any
department, drug or

ten-cent store.

TSdf
The Safer Way to

New Nail Beauty!

TAD SALES, 3950 N. Southport Ave., Chicago 13, III.

NOWL HAIK
Off

>L and never on again
when Caress is used

this new, safe,

easy way

No one need ever know about that ugly superfluous

hair on face or lips if you follow this amazing, different

Caress way. This thrilling, modern, scientific method
has helped thousands of otherwise lovely women from
Hollywood to Miami to new beauty. It is so new and

revolutionary, it has been granted a U. S. Patent. Just

a twist of the wrist every few days and you need never

see a superfluous hair on your face again. No smelly

liquid or possibly injurious wax or paste. No after

stubble—will not irritate the skin or stimulate hair growth.

Wonderful for arms and legs

Hair off legs, arms, face in 9 seconds or double your

money back. Send no money. Simply mail coupon below.

Comes in plain wrapper. On arrival, pay postman $1.49

plus postage for deluxe package. Pay no tax. If cash

accompanies order, we pay postage. Rush coupon today.

Scott-Nelson Co., Box 1 14-D

1 16 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 3, III.

Please send me a CARESS Home Treatment for

superfluous hair. I'll pay postman $1.49 plus

postage. If I am not satisfied after 7 days, 1 11

return it for refund of double my purchase price.

(If you send cash we pay postage.)

Name
Address

City State



all the information they need to help
them recover the overcharge, or to start
suit for damages in a local court.
Most landlords have tried to meet the

requirements of rent regulation. This
honest majority has to be protected
and encouraged. So it is very important
that the few who violate the rent regu-
lations be brought into line. OPA can't
do this alone. It needs the cooperation
of every citizen.

We should all keep in mind the pro-
visions for punishing landlords who
don't obey the law. Criminal penal-
ties go as high as a year in prison,
or $5,000 fine, or both. If a tenant
doesn't sue within thirty days of filing

a complaint and the complaint is justi-
fied, the OPA may start suit for dam-
ages. When damage cases are settled
by OPA, the overcharge will be paid
back to the tenant, if possible, and the
balance will go into the U. S. Treasury.
If the case is decided by a court judg-
ment, all the damages are paid to the
Treasury. And the amount of damages
against a landlord can go all the way
from a minimum of $25 up to three
times the amount of the overcharges to
each tenant.

SETTING a Maximum Rent Date is a
pretty practical way of finding a

rent ceiling. It isn't always perfect, of
course. That's why there are provisions
in the law for making adjustments in
rents. These work both ways. For in-
stance, if a landlord has added an ex-
tra bathroom to a house, the Area Rent
Director may decide he's entitled to
get more rent—and how much more.
Or, if a tenant can prove that the
owner isn't paying the light and fuel
bills to the same extent that he did
when the ceilings were set, he may get
a reduction in rent. But a landlord can't
claim more rent because he's made a
few minor repairs, nor can a tenant
get a reduction because the windows
haven't been washed. Any readjust-
ments in rents must be checked with
the Area Rent Director.
Now we come to the main purpose

of rent control. It is to do away with
the danger of American families being
put out of their homes because of rent
competition. As an over-all thing, OPA
Rent Control is a protection against
evictions, except in those cases where
perfectly legitimate grounds for evic-
tion exist. In other words, a family
can't be evicted simply because a land-
lord can get more money for a house
or apartment from someone else.

And this is something I feel must
be understood by everyone. Laws
about eviction are different in different
states. This may be one reason why
people don't always understand OPA
regulations regarding evictions. There
are still too many people who think
they have to move out of their homes
simply because the landlord says so.

There are still too many people who
think they have to move because their
lease expires.
Perhaps the thing that bothers me

most is that there are still too many
people who can be scared into moving
by any legal-looking document that's
handed to them. I get angry every
time I think of how unscrupulous land-
lords terrorize unsuspicious tenants by
waving pieces of paper at them, papers
full of legal wordage without one bit
of real authority to back them up. Like
Dorothy's mother, for instance, being
frightened by an OPA form, which is

not a dispossess notice, but simply a
form a landlord has to fill out and file
with the OPA when he intends to ask
a tenant to move. People must know

ASTORIA Set* 200.00

Engagement Ring 150.00

LAWRENCE Set* 450.00

Engagement Ring 350.00

Also $500 and up

MEDFORD Set* oOO.OO

Engagement Ring 500.00

c ln white OS well as noturot oold

Their Love
Sealed with a , .

.

K
GENUINE REGISTERED

eepsake
DIAMOND ENGAGEMENT RING

Trade Mark Registered

Facing a trignt tomorrow . . . hearts linked

as one . . . this precious moment will live for-

ever in the eternal radiance of your genuine

registered Keepsake Diamond Ring. The name

"Keepsake" in the ring . . . the nationally

established price on the tag . . . and the

Keepsake Certificate of Registration and

Guarantee are triple assurance of quality and

value. See the new Keepsake sets at your

Keepsake Jeweler's ... $100 to $3500.

Prices include federal tax

Rings enlarged to show details

Keepsake Diamond Rings, A. H. Pond Co., Inc.
214 S. Warren St., Syracuse 2, N. Y.

Please send the book, "The Etiquette of the Engagement
and Wedding," with supplement on "Wartime Engagements
and Weddings," illustrations of Keepsake Rings and the name
of the nearest Keepsake Jeweler. I enclose 10c to cover
mailing.
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sensation—21 Christmas
cards for $1! AlsoReligious

and Humorous Christmas,
Gift Wrappings and Everyday
assortments. Newl Delightful 1

a.- CHILTON GREETINGS CO.
$ I Dept 23-K. 147 Essex St., Boston 11, Mass.

50
Personal
Christmas
folders
sell for

The Work

I Love"
AND $25 to $35 A WEEK! I

"I'm a TRAINED PRACTICAL
nurse, and thankful to
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF
NURSiiNQ for training me,
at home, in my spare
time, for this well-paid,
dignified work."
YOU can become a nurse, too! Thousands of men
and women, 18 to 60, have studied this thorough,
home-study course. Lessons are easy to understand
and high school education not necessary. Many
earn as they learn—Mrs. R. W. of Mich, earned
$25 a week while acil! studying. Endorsed by phy-
sicians. Easy payments. Trial plan. Equipment
included. 46th year. Write now!

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept. 1810. 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, 111.

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages.

City-
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Tampax has grown to be a famous name
but many women still may not have
clearly in mind just what advantages

there are in this method of monthly sani-

tary protection. Here are the facts:

1 Tampax is made of pure surgical

cotton, very absorbent and compressed
to a small, dainty size. Tampax is worn
internally, in accordance with the well-

known medical principle of "internal

absorption."

2 The insertion is quickly and easily

performed by the use of a patented dis-

posable applicator—so dainty that your
hands need not touch the Tampax.

3 No belts, pins or external "pads" are

required at any time. Tampax can cause

no bulges or ridges under the clothing

—

and no odor! Sanitary deodorant be-

comes unnecessary . . . And Tampax may
be worn in tub or shower!

Drug stores and notion counters carry

Tampax in 3 absorbency-sizes to suit

individual needs as well as early and
"waning" days . . . Remember, a whole
month's average supply will slip right

into an ordinary purse! Tampax Incor-

porated, Palmer, Mass.

3 absorbencies <
REGULAR
SUPER
JUNIOR

Accepted for Advertising
by the Journal of the American Medical Association
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and remember that in most states they
cannot be evicted without a final court
order.
Whenever there is any question about

rent control or evictions, it is a good
idea to consult the Area Rent Director.
This is especially necessary in cases
of eviction, because each case has to
be studied as a separate problem. As.
there always have been, there are still

a number of just reasons for evictions.
For instance, take veterans return-

ing from the services. They may have
rented their homes to tenants while
they were away and, naturally, want
to move back into them, now. Within
the law, they have a perfect right to
ask their tenants to move. On the other
hand, it's a very different proposition
for people who buy houses today and
try to put out the present tenants to
make room for themselves. There are
restrictions against that.

It's reasonable, though, not to expect
OPA to do anything about helping
tenants who are far behind in their
rents, or "committing a nuisance." Nor
can OPA help people who are using a
house for illegal or immoral purposes.
These reasons for eviction were all in
force before the Rent Control Act was
passed and there were no valid argu-
ments for changing them. The only
thing OPA can do in these cases and
in cases where a landlord wants to
tear down a building or make big re-
pairs which can't be done with the
tenants on the premises, is to make sure
that the reasons for eviction given by
the landlord really do exist.

TT IS important to remember that
-* OPA does not order evictions. OPA
restrains evictions, except for speci-
fied reasons and even then proper
notices have to be given to the tenant
and the OPA. A tenant cannot be re-
moved because he has refused to pay
more than the legal rent, nor because
his lease has expired—unless he refuses
to sign a new lease at no more than
the legal rent for a period of no more
than one year.
Like all the different classifications

that come ujider OPA regulation, rent
control is a strong weapon against in-
flation. By this time, all of us know how
important it is to fight inflation any-
where. None of us—not if we have any
sense—wants a short boom period,
when we can all feel and act like
millionaires, if it will be followed by
a period of depression when we'll all

be faced by breadlines and unemploy-
ment and fear.

Certain things make sense to me. If

rent ceilings keep real estate values
from rocketing by the artificial jockey-
ing of rents, I can see how that will
protect home owners' property values.
I can even see a little way ahead and
wonder why we shouldn't be consid-
ering some such anti-inflationary con-
trols for the future, too. We've all

benefited by these controls during the
war. We've all been able to get our
fair share of food and clothing. We've
all been able to relax about having a
roof over our heads without it costing
us twice or three times as much as we
can afford—which was the situation
that existed before the Rent Control
Act was passed. I can't help wonder-
ing why we shouldn't think along this
line of a fair share of everything for
everybody after the war, too.

But that's a question that lies in the
future. Our democracy has always met
the needs of the times before. If we
are alert, we can make sure that it will
do so again.
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HARD-TO-HANDLE

HAIR?
3-way oil shampoo gives

triple-action results

Here is a shampoo to help you bring out
the rich sheen in your hair—a shampoo
that leaves the hair so soft, so manageable
you create more alluring hair-dos. The
three rich beneficial oils in Laco Genuine
Castile Shampoo give triple-action results:
1. Pure olive oil is so good for the hair
and scalp.
2. Coconut oil helps build a creamy,
close-clinging lather.
3. Castor oil helps whisk away dirt, grime
and film in just one water - rinse. No
after -rinse needed.
Laco Shampoo contains no alcohol, no
free alkali, no harsh
acids or synthetic
chemicals. Ask for
Laco Genuine Cas-
tile Shampoo at
your favorite drug
countereverywhere.

LACO
Genuine Castile

SHAMPOO

LACO
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MAKE *25 CASII
SELL 50—$1 XMAS CARD ASSORTMENTS
Amazing! 2 5 embossed Xmas cards with name im-
printed $1. DeLuxe 21 for $1 assortment. Complete
line. Send for sample and selling plan today.

MERIT, 1 Clinton St., Dept. 5, Newark 2, N. J.

PULVEX
FLEA POWDER

100% SATISFACTION
.. OK MONEY BACK

You will love

In millionaires' mansions and
cottage kitchens, you'll find

PADDY O'HAIR—the most be-

loved, amusing novelty ever

created. Shure—'tis magic! Fill

with water; spread special seed—watch the

miracle! PADDY grows thick crop of ungnt
green hair, evebrows. and sideburns, lou can

give him haircuts: the grass will grow for

months; can be planted again and again. Head
is durable pottery; rich

suntan color; 5 inches tall.

Thousands buy PADDY for
themselves then reorder
for gifts. Sent complete
with special seed and in-

structions. $ 1 postpaid,
money back guarantee.
Avoid disappointment;
order full supply of this
ideal Christmas gift NOW.
Send $ 1 with order and
we pay postage; or will
ship C.O.D. and you pay
postman $1.36. Order
PADDY today.

PADDY NOVELTY CO.
322 WASHINGTON AVE.,

GOLIAD, TEXAS
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High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years
Go as rapidly aa your time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-

dent School work—prepares for* college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credits for H. S. subjects
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

i
American School, Dpt.H-792, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37

LADIES! ^kL
SIMULATED

DIAMOND
RING

HARD TO
TELL FROM
THE GENUINE

MATCHING <
WEDDING BAND J>
SET WITH
FLASHING STONES1 QA Practically

*' Given Away!

Never before a value like this ! A stunning Engagement
Ring. Choice of yellow gold color effect or white gold
color effect or genuine sterling silver. A knock-out with
a simulated diamond in center, and simulated dia-
monds at sides. Get it at the unbelievably low price of
just $1.94. Practically GIVEN AWAY. To introduce
this amazing value, we offer a Matching Band absolutely
without extra cost. Hurry! SEND NO MONEY—just
name, and ring size. 10-day money-back guarantee.
Pay postman $1.94 plus postage and C.O.D. charges
for ring and get wedding band without extra cost. If you
send $2.00 with order we pay postage. Write today.

HAREM CO., "The House of Rings"
30 Church St., Dept. B49I New York 7, N. Y.

"I Had the Ring"
Continued from page 47

Ma," Elizabeth's father answered,
"we're not trying to sell him the piano."
After that, everything was all right.
Except that there was no time in my

schedule for getting married.
I suppose people have managed to

get married who got off work at eleven
at night and had to report back at eight
the next morning, but Elizabeth and
I are both romanticists and we wanted
more of a wedding than that. We wait-
ed, none too patiently, for a break in
the Schedule.

It came at last. My boss, the chief
announcer, left for a vacation—leaving
me in charge of all schedules at the
station. I proceeded to clear a Satur-
day morning for myself, and Elizabeth
and I packed our bags.
We left St. Louis an hour before mid-

night on Friday, and in an hour we
were in another—and older—world, in
the little village of St. Genevieve, on
the banks of the Mississippi. St. Gen-
evieve, unchanged since the French
came upriver to settle there in the
early seventeen hundreds, still has its

thatched roof houses, some of them
built as early as 1740, and a picturesque
old Inn of the same period—lantern lit

and charming, where I planned to take
my bride.
The Mayor of St. Genevieve, Henri

Petrequin, also, happily, a judge, was
an old friend of mine, having come
to St. Louis to broadcast on the occa-
sion of the town's bicentennial.

TJE WAS waiting up to marry us, and" so were his wife and mother who
were our witnesses. Mme. Petrequin had
baked a magnificent wedding cake and
Henri opened a bottle of old French
wine to toast the bride once the simple
ceremony was over.

It was a lovely wedding. Elizabeth
and I were gay and relaxed for we
were rich with time—I didn't have to
be back at KMOX until five the next
afternoon!
We laughed and sang as we drove

leisurely back up the river on Satur-
day, and we opened yet another bottle
of old wine with our early supper for
which we stopped at a quaint tea
shoppe on the way. I remember the
menu well—creamed chicken and waf-
fles, served in antique milk glass egg
dishes. I remember—because every
year on October 6, which is our an-
niversary, we eat creamed chicken and
waffles from antique milk glass egg
dishes. And drink a toast in cold white
wine.
We didn't have time for a real honey-

moon until June, 1943! Then we had
ten wonderful days in Estes Park, Col-
orado—but we could scarcely call that
a honeymoon for by that time our son,
Anthony Dawson Miller, was three
years old. (Anthony was named for my
first big time radio role—the title role
in The Affairs of Anthony.)
We had moved from St. Louis to

Chicago in 1939—in search of time, as
much as opportunity. But in Chicago
I managed to get even busier. Instead
of thirty shows a week, I found my-
self appearing on forty-five. Variety
called me Chicago's "one man radio
industry" . . . but the look which grew
in Elizabeth's eyes told me that it would
take more than one man like me to
make a single satisfactory husband.
She urged me more than once to

run away, to play hookey for awhile
—but I was afraid of alienating my

foM wear

When applying and remot
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
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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Teach your friends

how to tell FIBS!

...f/SS have

roundedends for

easy insertion

GIRLS who prefer

tampons find two

excellent reasons

to prefer FIBS!

First, those
smooth, gently
rounded ends. Any-

bodycan see, at a single glance, that FIBS
must be easy to insert. And your first

experience with FIBS proves it's true

!

Second, FIBS are "quilted"— a fea-

ture fastidious women are quick to ap-

preciate. This "quilting" prevents cotton

particles from clinging to delicate in-

ternal membranes.

Also, this quilting contributes directly

to your comfort—keeps Fibs from fluff-

ing up to an uncomfortable size, which

might cause pressure, irritation, difficult

removal. No other tampon is quilted!

Next time you buy tampons

be sure to ask for FIBS*!

T. M. Bee. U. S. Pat. OS.

clients. Finally she put it to me firm-
ly. If she wangled a vacation for me,
would I take it? I agreed, but I didn't
think she could swing it. I didn't know
Elizabeth, I guess—or at least I didn't
know how desperate she was for a
holiday. In two days she had cleared
me with all my sponsors—for ten days!
We went deep, deep into the moun-

tains, and left only a General Delivery
address. At Elizabeth's suggestion we
checked for mail only on the way home.
There, waiting for me, was a week old
telegram telling me to return at once

—

I had been signed for a new show. It
was too late to worry.
Ten days away from the mike gave

me a chance to get re-acquainted with
my wife, but I returned to find that
I also was a stranger to my son.
When Anthony prefaced a question

one day with "Mr. Walker—I mean
Daddy ..." I had had enough.

Mr. Walker was manager of our
apartment house. If Tony knew him
better than he knew his own father,
I realized it was time for a change.

Elizabeth and I discussed the new
move over dinner at the Beachcombers,
our favorite Chicago night spot. (Our
favorite, probably, because dinner was
just as good there at midnight as at
seven.) Should it be Hollywood? Or
New York?

It was Tony who decided, although
he wasn't present in person to debate
the question. In Chicago, he had had
recurrent attacks of asthma. In New
York, although life would be very ex-
citing for us grown-ups, Tony would
have to fight the same climate prob-
lems. But in Hollywood there was sun.
So we came west. I brought my

favorite radio job with me, The Cor-
onet Storyteller, and once on the west
coast, I acquired a few more—notably
the announcer's spot on the Andrews
Sisters' Melody Ranch, and on the Billie
Burke show. I also have had an un-
expected chance to act in the movies
—in "Johnny Angel", "Night in Par-
adise", and currently in the role of a
blind pianist in "Deadline at Dawn."

It is wonderful, out here in the West.
In Hollywood it isn't fashionable—even
if it were possible in the semi-tropics
—to work eighteen hours a day, so I

am actually getting to know my family.
Even Tony considers me a permanent
member of his inner circle—and that
is fame enough for me.

your WASTE PAPER
isn't WASTE PAPER

UNLESS YOU

WASTE IT/

AVAILABLE ^
IMMEDIATE DELIVERY

Electric Stoves
1 -Burner and 2-Burner

Electric Steam Irons
Automatic Electric Irons

Electric Irons

RADIOS, A.C. & D.C.
Table and Console Models

Iron Elements
Heater Elements
Cooker Elements
Electric Wire

all sizes
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2. Rinses away shampoo film.
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LOVALON does not permanently dye
or bleach. It Is a pure, odorless hair rinse.

In 12 different shades. Try LOVALON.
At stores which sell toilet goods

25t for 5 rinses

10jf for 2 rinses

* Guaranteed by *'

Good Housekeeping
^**o* "etricTiwo» ,v*.

LOVALON
i ttit katr at Xll}*

STAMMER?
This new 128-page book, "Stammering, Its Cause
and Correction," describes the Bogue Unit Method
for scientific correction of stammering and stut-
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corns

Prevents Corns, Sore Toes From Tight Shoes

WTHEN you apply Dr. Scholl's Zino-" pads on your aching corns or sore
toes—you'll marvel how tormenting shoe
friction stops and painful pressure is instantly lifted.
So soothing, cushioning, these thin, soft, protec-
tive pads prevent corns, tender spots, blisters, in-
step ridges, chafed heels. Take the pinch and "bite"
out of new or tight shoes.

Included with Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads are separate
wonder-working Medications for speedily removing
corns. No other method does all these things for
you. Cost but a trifle. At all Drug, Shoe, Depart-
ment Stores, Toiletry Counters. Get a box today!
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Scholls ftno-pads

A Love Like This
Continued from page 37

tightened around me; his look made
my heart skip a beat. "The same thing.
Three years—and thirty years from
now."
We were so sure then, both of us

—

and yet, a few months later we were
living apart, separated by John's dream
of the future, the dream that had been
my dream, too, until it became a reality
too soon.
He had told me about his farm on

the very first night he'd met me, at a
picnic given by the Young People's
League. There was folk dancing at the
pavilion in the evening, and when I
first saw John, I thought how nice
looking he was, and I wondered why
he was sitting on the sidelines with
the older people, not dancing. Then,
when I'd flung myself into a chair after
a fast Schottische, and he got up and
crossed the floor toward me, I saw that
he couldn't dance. He limped notice-
ably, so that there was a pitch in his
gait and one shoulder was carried down
and forward. "What a pity," I thought—and then he was standing before me,
smiling, and it wasn't a pity, after all;
the limp didn't matter in the least.

"I watched you Schottische," he said.
"You'll want to rest after that dance.
Why don't you sit the next one out
with me?"

"I'd love to." I meant it sincerely.
My heart was beating unaccountably
fast, and even then it seemed as if John
had come to me, not just across a dance
floor, but across all the years of our
lives.

W/E SAT through not one dance but™ several, and when other boys came
up to me, I refused them, grudging even
that little time my attention was di-
verted from John. He seemed pleased
that I chose to remain with him, but
once he said encouragingly, "I wish
you'd dance, if you want to. I'll enjoy
just watching you. I used to dance a
lot myself—before I got smashed up
in an auto accident."

I didn't quite know how to reply.
At my look he added quickly, "I'm
glad of it—and that isn't a defensive
attitude on my part. I honestly think
it was the best thing that could have
happened to me. I wasn't a wild kid
exactly, but I did like excitement. I

liked chasing around to a half-dozen
places in one evening; I liked cars and
crowds and a change of scene every
five minutes. I'd had and quit a dozen
part-time jobs before I got through
high school. I think now that if it

hadn't been for the accident, I'd have
been one of those fellows who never
want to settle down until it's too late.
But a few months in a wheel chair
changed all that. I was left to myself
a lot then, and I had plenty of time
to think about what I was going to do
with my life. That was when I began
to think about my farm."
"Your farm—?"

His smile was half sheepish, like that
of a small boy caught day-dreaming.
"Not mine, really—the farm I'm going
to have some day. I used to spend the
summers on my uncle's farm—and I

got to thinking about it when I was
in the hospital, and to realizing that
those summers were the times I'd
worked hardest and been most happy.
There's always growth and change on
a farm, always enough uncertainty and
trouble to keep you jumping. The war
came along just when I'd got on my

AM I GLAD
I found out about this
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Easier—Daintier—So Convenient

Greaseless Suppository Gives

Hours of Continuous Medication!

For years among highly intelligent
and exacting women there has been
desire for an easier, daintier and
more convenient method for feminine
cleanliness. Now thanks to zonitors—
they have it! And here's why Zonitors
are one of the greatest discoveries
ever made for this purpose:

1. Zonitors are snow-white, grease-
less, stainless vaginal supposi-
tories — easily inserted and so
convenient.

2. Powerfully germicidal yet so safe
to delicate tissues. Non-irritating,
non-poisonous, non-smarting.

3. When inserted—Zonitors quickly
begin to release their powerful
germicidal qualities and continue
to do so for hours. They're not the
type which quickly melt away.

4. Thus Zonitors give you hours of
CONTINUOUS MEDICATION.

5. Zonitors immediately kill every
germ they touch. You know it's

not always possible to contact all

the germs in the tract, but you
can be sure Zonitors kill all reach-
able living germs and keep them
from multiplying.

6. Zonitors destroy offending odor.

7. They never leave any sticky resi-

due. Buy today. Any drugstore.

FREE: Mall this coupon today for

free booklet sent in plain wrap-
per. Reveals frank intimate facts.

Zonitors, Dept. 1029-C, 370 Lexing-
ton Ave., New York 17, N. Y.
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stubborn cake makeup!

ALBOLENE CLEANSING CREAM

LIQUEFIES INSTANTLY-
Albolene, 100% pure, crystal clear,

liquefies on application, sweeping away
gently and thoroughly these menaces to

beauty . . . conditioning your complexion

for truly subtle, flattering makeup effects.

You see, Albolene is aW-cleansing . .

.

no fillers or chemicals . . . and none of the

water most "beauty" creams contain.
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daintily. See the amazing difference in

your skin texture . . . how infinitely softer
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Thrill to an Albolene Floating Facial
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feet again, and since I couldn't fight,
I did the next best thing and took a
job in a munitions factory. I worked
at night and went to agricultural school
in the daytime, until I was transferred
here last month, to the branch factory.
I admit that I didn't like it here at first.

I've a better job, but we're making soap
instead of ammunition, and I had to
give up my school. Now—" and his
dark, direct look set up a tumultuous
response within me—"I'm convinced
that there are compensations."
Then I told him about myself. There

wasn't much to tell, except that I was
Betsey Winters, and that I lived in
Saybury all my life, and that the last
six of my twenty-four years had been
spent helping Mother to run the little

bakery she'd started when my father
died. There wasn't much to tell—ex-
cept that tonight I'd met a boy called
John Patten, and because I'd met him
life was suddenly far more wonderful
and exciting than it had ever been
before.

XK7E WERE married a month later. It
" was as inevitable as spring's turning

into summer, as natural as the way I'd

come to accept his physical disability,

to fit my steps to his uneven ones, to
sense when he was tired. He took me
out the next night and every night
after the picnic; he came to the house
whenever he had a free hour during
the day, until Mother said that I had
better marry him to get him out from
under foot. And when John said, "Get
me out from under foot, eh? Well, I

like that!" she answered calmly, "I

don't see why you shouldn't like it.

It's a compliment. I'm tired of work-
ing. I'd have quit long ago and gone
to live with my sister in Florida, except
that I didn't want to take Betsey away
from her friends here. Now I think I

can safely leave her in your hands."
I didn't think that Mother was wholly

serious about going away, but she
meant it. She stayed in Saybury just
long enough to see us married, and
then she packed her bags and went to

Florida, leaving her share of the bakery
to me as a wedding present. John
moved into our house, and I engaged
a widow, a Mrs. Evenson, who was to

come in days and help me with the
baking. John wasn't entirely pleased
with the arrangement. "We ought to

have a place of our own," he said. "Even
if it has to be small."
"But this house is our own," I in-

sisted. "Mother gave it to us, and you
know yourself that she said I'd earned
a good share of it. And besides, there
isn't a vacant place in town, except
perhaps a furnished room."
John smiled ruefully, as if I hadn't

quite understood him, but he dropped
that part of the discussion. After all,

there wasn't really any other place for

us, and it did seem foolish to rent a
room when we owned a house. "Still,"

he insisted, "I don't want you to work,
except to keep house for me. I'd like

to feel that I'm taking care of you."
And at that I laughed and rubbed

my cheek against his. "But you are
taking care of me—didn't Mother say
that she was leaving me in your hands?
And it isn't as if I were going out to

work, dear, instead of doing everything
right here in the house. Why, I wouldn't
know what to do with myself with you
gone all day, if I didn't work . . . and
then, the more money we make, the
more we can save for the farm."
That settled it. John pulled me to

him and kissed me hard, and said in a
half-choked voice, "Oh, sweet—sweet-
heart—" as if he were pleased beyond
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words, grateful beyond words for hav-
ing found me, and I clung to him,
thrilled as always at his nearness, at

being close to him.
Close to him—I know now how far

apart we really were, and I wonder
that we could have misunderstood each
other so completely for as long as we
did. You see, when John spoke of

buying the farm some day, I took "some
day" to be far in the future—ten years,

fiSieen years—a kind of place to retire

to, ?,s Mother had retired to Florida.
When he brought home books on agri-
culture, when he turned the dial of the
radio to farm programs, I listened to

his comments about them with interest;

I cut clippings, saved any bits of in-
formation I came across if they had
anything to do with farming. But my
interest was that of a woman who in-
dulges her husband's hobby. When we
used precious gasoline to drive in the
country on Sunday afternoons, I ad-
mired the big barns and the trim white
houses, but I looked at them as a bride
in modest circumstances looks at ex-
pensive homes and thinks that they
would be nice to have—sometime in

the future.

THE first I knew how serious John was
about changing our way of living,

and changing it soon, was in Novem-
ber, when we drove out to the Eldridge
farm to buy a turkey for our Thanks-
giving dinner. We had chosen our
turkey, and Mr. Eldridge had promised
to have it dressed and delivered to us,

when he said to John, "You know, old
man Corwin is planning to sell his land
and move into town."

John's face lighted, but he said scoff-

ingly, "He's been talking about that for
months. He'll never do it."

Mr. Eldridge shifted his pipe. "I

think he means it, this time. He's al-
ready bought a house in Saybury, and
he plans to move in next spring. Why
don't you drop over and see him?"
John looked at me. "Do you want

.to, Betsey?"
I nodded. "Of course. It isn't out

of our way." I knew the Corwin place
—a toy farm it looked, with a doll-sized
house set behind a neat scrap of lawn,
with flower beds and shrubs laid out
with the charming precision of a minia-
ture garden. We reached it by turning
off the highway, driving down a coun-
try lane. A tall lilac hedge, brown and
feathery now in the chill November
wind, shielded the house from the lane;
on one side was an orchard. John's
eyes swept the place lovingly. "Do
you think you'd be happy here, Bet-
sey?"
"Anyone would. It's a dear little

place."
"Not so little. It's plenty of work for

one man—that's why Corwin's giving
it up. It's just what I want. We could
have a cow and chickens for our own
butter and eggs, and the truck garden
would support us."

I sat in the house with Mrs. Corwin
while John and Mr. Corwin walked
around the grounds. They were gone
so long that I began to get restless,

and I rose as soon as they came in.

John's face was jubilant; he seemed
hardly able to contain himself until we
were alone, on our way to the car.

"We can do it!" he exclaimed.
"Do what?"
"Buy it—the farm. Old Corwin set

a high price, and although I don't
blame him, especially in these times,
I did my best to talk him down. And
it worked. I can manage part of what
he wants now, and by spring, when we
can move in, I'll have more. The rest
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we can pay in easy installments—he
says it'll give him a regular income."

I walked on, hardly able to believe
my ears. Spring! Next spring. . . .

"But that's crazy!" I exclaimed. "You
don't mean it, John—

"

"Why not?" I was too excited to
notice the sudden stiffness in his tone.

I laughed, helplessly. The answer
seemed so obvious. "We simply couldn't
afford it. I mean—surely you doii't
plan to make our living off the farm!
It's one thing to talk about it and think
about it and read about it in books,
and quite another to depend upon it

for your livelihood. Why, you've never
had any actual experience, really—

"

John went white. In silence he
opened the door of the car; in silence
he got in and started the motor. I be-
gan to realize how positive I'd sounded
. . . almost as if I'd been ridiculing him.
I would have given anything, then, to
take the words back, to re-shape them
more tactfully.
Half-way into town I asked timidly,

"Do you want me to drive?" Some-
times, when he was tired, driving was
an effort for him, and he had done a
great deal of walking this afternoon.
Usually, he wasn't in the least hesitant
about turning the wheel over to me,
but now he said briefly, "No, thanks."
We rode the rest of the way home with-
out exchanging a word. As we went
up our front walk, thick tears gathered
in my throat; on the threshold I turned
to him. "John, you can't freeze up this
way. Surely we can talk it over—

"

XJE NODDED brusquely, as if he" didn't trust himself to speak, and
opened the door. The bell rang in the
back of the house, and Mrs. Evenson
came hurrying in from the kitchen. "Oh—you," she said. "I thought it was a
customer."
"Only us," I said with false cheer-

fulness. "You can go home now, Mrs.
Evenson. I'll take the shop." It wasn't
time for her to go home. She was
supposed to stay until after dinner, to
help with the next day's orders. But
she was eyeing us curiously, as if she'd
guessed that something was wrong, and
I wanted her out of the house.

"Yes, Mrs. Patten." She hesitated.
"Only, I was right in the middle of
mince pie filling

—

"

"I'll finish it. I went on out to the
kitchen, where I got our own dinner
while I stirred the fragrant kettles of
mince meat, but all the while my
thoughts were in the front of the house
with John. Mrs. Evenson took off her
apron and put on her coat and hat and
left, and still John didn't come out to
join me. I waited until I'd finished set-
ting the table, and then I went into the
living room to call him. He was sitting

on the couch, his chin in his hands. I

crossed over to him, knelt beside him.
"Johnny, please—

"

He turned his head, laid his cheek
against the back of my hand, kissed my
palm. "I'm sorry, honey. Only, it's

kind of a shock, to realize that we don't
see eye-to-eye on this thing—

"

I felt better now, more confident,
with his arm around me, with the warm
current that flowed always between us
started up again. But I knew that I

must be cautious. I'd already said the
wrong thing once. "It isn't that," I said
carefully. "It's just that I think we
ought to be sure before we start any-
thing. We're doing well as it is

—

"

"You're doing well, Betsey. I'm not.
I'll never get anywhere with the job
I've got because I'm just not cut out
to be a business man. I want my own
place; I want to feel that I'm my own
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manents. 4 million already sold. Get this richer lather-

ing, quicker rinsing shampoo that gives fresh glowing
color to your hair. Seven lovely shades: Black, Dark,
Medium or Light Brown, Auburn (Titian), Henna or
Blonde. Only 50c at most drug or toiletrie counters.

Or write TINTZ. 205 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, III.
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Select Your Very Own
Simulated Birthstone
January - Garnet
February

-

Amethyst
March - • Aquamarine

White Sapphire
May - - - Green Spinel
JUD6 - - Alexandrite
July- - - Ruby
August - Peridot
Septembe '-Sapphire

November-Gold 'n Sapphire
December -Zircon
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24 k. GOLD PLATED
BIRTHSTONE RING
Sweetheart Design! t

BEAUTIFUL Heart
SHAPED STONE
LADIESI Wear this'
lovely ring set with your very own
SimulatedBirthstone. Genuine -"ti*

Gold Plated Shank in smart, new.
beautiful design is adjustable — will fie

any size finger. Satisfaction guaranteed
or money back. AcrNowl War condi-
tions maymakeit impossibletoduplicato
this sensational offer for years to come.

SEND NO MONEY!
Justnameand month youwere born. Pay
postman only 98c plus Tax and postag*
for 1 ring or $1.69 plus Tax for 2 rings.

ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART
SOO NORTH DEARBORN STREET
DEPT. 6-C CHICAGO 10, ILL.
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Each month you just

meekly endure pain.

Why don't you try

Chi-Ches-Ters Pills?

* * * * Yes, they

menstrual pain. And

really deaden simple

morel One ingredient

tends to relax muscular tension usually asso-

ciated with periodic pain. Chi-Ches-Ters con-

tain iron, too. It tends to help build up your

blood. You're apt to get better results if you

begin taking Chi-Ches-Ters three days before

your period. * * * * No, they're not expen-

sive. Only SO*1 a box at druggists'. * * * * Yes,

that's the name. Chi-Ches-Ters Pills. * * * »

CHI-CHES-TERS PILLS
For relieffrom "periodic functional distress"
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Don't be ashamed of be-
ing overweight or unat-
tractive. You can become
a glamorous, thrilling
woman whose shapely
curves and winning per-
sonality mean more admiring
glances, popularity and Ro-
mantic Happiness. Tested
proven easy-to-use Success
methods given in the exciting,
illustrated beauty guide, "You
Can Be Beautiful." Discover BlTfi
this thrilling way to enjoy a
more alluring rounded figure,
legs, arms, neckline and other
contours of your form. Proven
successful by thousands of
women and girls froml6 to 60.

SEND NO MONEY!
Benefit by present extraordi-
nary offer of this complete
"Guide to Glamor," now only
$2. Order now, C.O.D. plus
postage. Pay postman on
arrival. To save postage send
$2 with order and we ship pre-
paid in plain wrapper.
LAMONT SUCCESS STUDIO, Department 4
507 N. Charles St., Baltimore 3, Maryland
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SIMULATED
DIAMOND RINGS

Just to get acquainted we wilt send you smart new yel-
low gold plate engagement ring or wedding ring. Romance
design engagement ring- set with flashing, simulated dia-
mond solitaire in sentimental, orange blossom mounting.
"Wedding- ring: is deeply embossed, yellow gold plate in
exquisite Honeymoon design. Either ring only SI. 50 or
both for 82.79 and tax. SEND NO MONEY with order, just
name and ring size. Pay on arrival then wear ring 10 days
on money-back guarantee. Rush order now.
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO., Dept. 684-BN, Jefferson, Iowa

How to Bid... How to Play

CONTRACT

BRIDGE
Dudley Courtenay, world-renowned
bridge expert, writer and teacher, offers
you a new kind of bridge book. A real
self-teacher for beginners, average and
advanced players. Here are all the stand-
ardized bids of the CULBERTSON and
other championship systems, including
the BLACKWOOD CONVENTION. This
big book is complete in every detail. It
explains how to bid . . . how to play . . .

how to win. Almost every conceivable
hand illustrated. Helpful question-and
answer sections. Get your copy of this
great book—TODAY.

UI1LI 7%"xl03/e"

$100
size. Durable

binding.

If you are unable to

get this book at your
own bookseller, send
your order to address

below, today.

We pay the postage.

Bartholomew House, Inc., Dept. RR-1045
205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.

boss and that I've got some responsi-
bility—"
"You have responsibility," I remind-

ed him softly. "You have me."
His wry little smile twisted my heart.

"I think it's the other way around,
honey. You have me, the way things
are now. You know that if I lost my
job tomorrow, it wouldn't make any
difference, so far as our comfort is con-
cerned. It—it doesn't give me much
incentive to go on filling up ledgers.
That's another reason why I'd like you
to get used to this farm idea. We don't
have to decide right away. Old Cor-
win likes me, and he likes my ideas,
and I think he'd rather have me get
his place than anyone else. He's not
likely to sell it out from under my nose.
Only—think hard about it honey, won't
you?"

I nodded, and I promised, but I
wasn't thinking about the farm at all.

In the back of my mind, I'd already
ruled out the farm as the real reason
for John's discontent. The real trouble
was that he wanted, as a man does, his
wife to be dependent upon him . . .

and I was dependent upon him, in so
many ways, in such important ways
that I couldn't put them into words.
John was the quick warm thrill I knew
at the sound of his uneven step on the
porch, the voice that answered mine
in quiet talk and laughter in the eve-
ning, the deep, sweet contentment of
his arms at night, the first sleepy kiss
when I awoke in the morning. John
was happiness. Surely it wouldn't be
hard to make him understand how very
much I needed him, to make him see
that our household really revolved
around him.

I began, after that, to defer to him
in unobtrusive little ways. I took care
to ask questions about his job; I fussed
over the clothes he wore to work, as
if he were going each day to an im-
portant conference instead of to a desk
exactly like a dozen other desks in a
big room; I asked his opinion in mat-
ters pertaining to the bakery.

It wasn't convincing. You can't make
fiction of facts—and the plain fact was
that John's job wasn't really important
to our way of living, and there was no
possible way of making it so. And
John knew what I was trying to do

—

I realized that one day when I asked
him whether or not I should try a new
type of flour. He didn't answer for a
moment, and then he said with an odd,

Quizmaster Tom Howard, in an un-
usually reflective mood, ponders
quips for It Pays to be Ignorant.

BE PRETTY AS A PICTURE

IN YOUR NEW

ogue hair-dot*

THE HALO Picture yourself in this charm-
ing new hair-do— Vogue's lovely version of the
fashionable coronet. So nattering, so easy to
achieve with a Vogue pin-on braid — even if your
hair is short. Vogue braids come in natural hair
colors, amazingly "real", in four lengths.

THE ROLL- N-BRAID Happy combina-
tion of upsweep, page boy and braid, this picture-
pretty hair-do is a gay deceiver. A Vogue hair roll
provides the roll-up foundation. A Vogue pin-on
braid adds smart sophistication.

Vogue Hair Rolls 5* fo 39'
Vogue Braids 39' to 79'
Vogue Not! 10'

In Hair-Matching Colors . . . Wanted Sizes and Shapes

Onfalo at 5-and-lO' stores and department stores

*0bgue
HAIR ACCESSORIES

THE GLEMBY CO., Inc.

Ill Eighth Avenue • New York City
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HEY/ MOM! Don't be a Diaper Drudge!
Dennison Diaper Liners reduce unpleasant-
ness in changing and washing my diapers.
Just fold a Liner inside diaper. When soiled.

flush away. No hard scrubbing. Sanitary.
Helps prevent diaper rash. Costs only a few
cents a day. Babypads: 200 for $1. Downee-
soft: 200 for 69d.

S^F FREE... To get one full day's supply
of JDiaper Liners write: Dennison, Dept.
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slow smile, "I'm not a baker, Betsey. '

You know more about that flour than
I do—and you know it."

I flushed and said defensively, "I
thought perhaps you might have come
across something in one of your
pamphlets—

"

"I read about raising wheat, not us-
ing it."

We'd stopped talking about the farm.
We never seemed to get anywhere in
our discussions about it, and then, dur-
ing December, we were both too busy
to even think much about it—I, getting
ready for the Christmas holidays, and
John, preparing for the January audit.
He worked extremely hard all through
December and January—and on that I
blamed the fact that he often came
home low in spirits and short of tem-
per, with a strained look around his
mouth. And then in February some-
thing happened. A small thing, but
revealing. Mr. Farley, John's superior
in the auditing department, was in the
habit of stopping on his way home to
buy rolls for dinner. He always stayed
to chat with me for a moment, but on
this February afternoon he greeted me
briefly, almost curtly, picked up his
package of rolls, and hurried out. I
stared after his stiff-backed, retreating
form. "Now what," I said to Mrs.
Evenson, "do you suppose is the matter
with him?"

T ATER, at dinner, I told John about
J-J the incident, and asked him the same
question. "I wouldn't know," John
said, "except that I almost punched him
in the nose this noon."

"John!" And I sent a shocked glance
toward Mrs. Evenson, who was working
late that night and who was having
dinner with us. Then John laughed

—

a rather strange laugh, but it relieved
me. "Oh," I said. "For a moment I
thought you really meant it."

He had meant it. He told me about
it afterward when we were alone. "I
didn't hit him," he said, "but I was
tempted to. We had an argument, and
I lost my temper."
"An argument? What about?"
He shrugged. "It wasn't important—we're usually arguing over some-

thing. Don't worry about it, Betsey."
I was shocked. It was the first ink-

ling I'd had of trouble at the office. I

didn't understand it at all—and then
I began to remember little things—the
new tight look about his mouth, his
edginess . . . even back to the October
day when John had wanted to play
hookey. Was it possible that he was
beginning to resent his job so much
that he chafed against it and didn't get
along with his co-workers? "If you're
not happy there," I said, "why don't
you quit?" And then I held my breath,
afraid that he would take it to mean
that his job meant so little to us that
he could easily quit.

But he looked hopeful. "And move
out to the farm?"

I hadn't meant just that. I'd been
thinking of his getting another job in
town. But now I wanted to say yes,
wanted to say anything that would
please him, and yet I was afraid. "Per-
haps ... if there were some way I

could run the bakery at the same
time—

"

John looked at me, and then he
turned back to his newspaper. There
was an interminable silence, and then
I ventured hesitantly, "We ought to be
able to work out something."

"I don't see how," he said levelly.
"You don't want to give up your busi-
ness—and you can't possibly run it

from out of town. A thirty-mile trip

NEW! 2-Second Method
For Underarm
Perspiration

PROTECTS VOU 7-7 DAYS*

It's an utterly different way to treat
perspiration problems! So quick
and easy—just pat underarms once
with tiny, perfumed pad—that's
all! Instantly, perspiration is con-
trolled; underarm odor prevented
—and protection lasts up to 7 days*
depending on you and the weather.
Kinder to clothes, too—just follow
directions and it's safe for even
delicate silks and rayons.

Economical-35 Pads in Jar.

At your drug or department

store. 55 £

5 DAY
UNDERARM PAD S

GENUINE DIAMONDS
GOLD $14

14

Kt.

.9S
20% TAX

FREE I4KT. GOLD
WEDDING RING

A gift ot lasting memory, genu-
ine diamond in 14Kt. gold ring, and engraved gold
wedding ring for lifetime satisfaction. An honest
$22.50 value. Specify size. Send money order or

pay postman on arrival. Wear rings 1 week on
money back guarantee. We pay taxes and mailing
charges Order today.

LOMO NOVELTY COMPANY
Dept. R-5 II West 42 New York 18, N. Y.

LEG SUFFERERS
Why continue to suffer without attempt-

ing lo do something? Write today for New
Booklet—"THE LIEPE METHODS FOB
HOME USE." It tells about Varicose

Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods
used while you walk. More than 40 years

of success. Praised and
endorsed by multitudes.

LIEPE METHODS, 3284 N. Green Bay

Ave., Dept. K-31, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

FREE
BOOKLET

Toothache?
) *W **" DUE TO CAVITY

GET QUICK relief with Dent*e Tooth Limn or

Dent's Tooth Dropel"Cavity Toothache" frequently
3trikea at night Be prepared. Buy either package
irom your druggist today. Keep it handy for

children and adults. Follow easy directions. .
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Sell TRU-FIT HOSIERY
Write for Outfit and Stocking FREE!
Make money, build steady business, prepare for return of
NYLON HOSIERY by taking orders now ,

from friends forTru-Frt Rayon Hosiery.
Sensational Customer-FitServiceprovides
exactleff-pattem for every type customer.
Your personal hose FREE AS SALES BONUS.
Outfit and sample stocking FREE. Write
AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS
DEPT. M-1S. INDIANAPOLIS 7, IND.

il?? Scratchinq
ItMay Cause Infection
Relieve itching caused by eczema,
athlete's foot, pimples—other itch-
ing troubles.Use cooling,medicated
D.D.D.Prescription.Greaseless.stain-
less.Calmsitchingfast.35c trial botde
proves it—or money back. Ask your
V druggist for 0. D. D. Prescription.

FOR YOU! With Gorgeous
PERSONAL CHRISTMAS CARDS
EAKN MONEY I Show friends biff album, gorgeous
Deluxe Personal Christmas Cards, Stationery.

I Also vastselectionLOW PRICED PersonalCards, 2S
tor $1.00 to 25 for $1.95. Box Assortments too.
1945 "Feature" 21 -Card Assortment only $1.00

I —your profit 50c. Also Oil-Chrome Etching, Helieri-

I ous. Humorous Assortment*. Write today for FREE
SAMPLES Personal Cards, and 21-Card "Feature"
Christmas Assortment sent on approval. SEND NO
MONEY! Organizations—write for attractive fund-
raising opportunity now. WALLACE BROWN, INC..
225 Filth Avenue, Dept. M39, New York 10, N.V.
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FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM

HEADACHES
NEURALGIC & MUSCULAR PAINS

MONEY IN MASSAGE!
Get into a dignified profession that pays GOOD
MONEY to women with SKILL and TRAINING.
Learn art and science of Swedish Massage at
home. Help others stay healthy, remove fatty
deposits. Write for FREE Success-Catalog.

NELSON CO., Dept. W-13
321 S. Wabash, Chicago 4, 111.

ANY PHOTO
Size 8 x 10 Inches
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT PAPER

ENLARGED

57-
3 for $1.25

Same price for fall length or
bust form, groups, landscapes,
pet animals, etc., or enlarge-
ments of any part of group
picture.
Original returned with your

enlargement.

SEND NO MONEY jTJS1 ,Qn photo,
negative or snapshot (any size) and receive your
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful
double-weight portrait quality paper. Pay
postman 57c pins postage—or send 59c with order
and we pay postage. Take advantage of this amazing offer now. Send
your photos today.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS
100 East Ohio Street Dept. 1S55-M Chicago (11), III.

Use Absorbine J
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Off

each day would take a good chunk of
the profits, even if you could get the
gasoline."

I cried that night, curled forlornly
on the far side of the bed from John's
stiff, straight form. He must have heard
me crying, and yet he didn't turn to
me, didn't take me in his arms. And
I knew then that I couldn't reach him,
for all that I could have touched him
by putting out my hand. We'd argued
before, over other things, and not once
had he hesitated to make up afterward,
to kiss me and to smooth the trouble
over.

I slept late the next morning, and
came downstairs to find John already
gone. Mrs. Evenson had turned the
bread out of the pans and was kneading
it on the marble slab. She looked at
me—knowingly, I thought, and I
turned my face away, conscious of my
swollen, reddened eyes. Then reaction
set in after my tortured night, and I

told myself angrily that I was making
a spectacle of myself over very little.

John was dissatisfied with his job, and
consequently his farm, which belonged
properly, practically, to the distant fu-
ture, had become an immediate neces-
sity to him, had become an obsession.
Surely the obsession would pass. Some-
thing would happen to make it pass.
He would be promoted at the office,

or he'd be offered another job, or he
would find another interest. . .

SOMETHING did happen, but it was
the last thing I expected. John

bought the farm. When he came home
that night he greeted me with an air of
abstraction, of holding something back.
And as soon as Mrs. Evenson had gone,
he put down the paper he'd only been
pretending to read and said, "Betsey,
I bought the Corwin place today."
"Bought it?" I repeated stupidly.

"You don't mean—for yourself?" The
news was so incredible that the first

explanation that occurred to me was
that John had bought the farm as an
investment and intended to rent it out.
"For us," he said pleadingly. "Please

see it that way, Betsey, and say that
you'll try it with me. You'll like the
life; I know you will, and we just
can't fail

—

"

I hardly heard him. I was staring at
the comfortable sitting room, at the
deep chairs and the lamps placed for
reading, at the soft colors of drapes and
furnishings. We had everything one
could reasonably want in life, every
comfort, and John wanted to leave it.

He wanted to give it all up for a wild
chance on a job at which he'd never
had any real experience. He wanted

—

"Before you answer," he was saying,
"I want you to know that I've got to
go, Betsey, whether you go with me or
not. I—I can't stick it out here any
longer. But please say you'll come with
me—

"

"1 can't." Had I really spoken them
—the words that ended everything be-
tween us? "I mean—

"

"You mean that you don't trust me
to provide for you."

I said nothing. In my heart I knew
it was the truth. Already, at the back of
my mind, a thought was stirring: sup-
pose he tries the farm—and fails. We'll
still have something left. We'll have
this house, and the business.

"If it only wouldn't mean giving up
the bakery—

"

John's face was gray. "But it does,"
he said wearily. "It's no use, Betsey;
you don't understand. Not only would
you have to give up this place, but
you'd have to give it up wholehearted-
ly, so that whatever happened, you

%w^ Hair Rinse

Gives a Tiny Tint
cvttcL • • •

Removes
this

dull

film

1. Does not harm, permanently
tint or bleach the hair.

2. Used after shampooing— your
hair is not dry, unruly.

3. Instantly gives the soft, lovely

effect obtained from tedious,

vigorous brushings . . . plus a
tiny tint—in these 12 shades.
1. Black 7. Titian Blonde
2. Dark Copper S. Golden Blonde
3. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde
4. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn
5. Nut Brown It. Light Auburn
6. Silver 12. Lustre Glint

4. The improved Golden Glint
contains only safe certified

colors and pure Radien, all

new, approved ingredients.

Try Golden Glint...Over 50 million

packages have been sold...Choose

your shade at any cosmetic dealer.

Price 10 and 25^— or send for a——i FREE SAMPLE ——

—

Golden GlintCo.,Seattle,14,Wash.,Bo»33S6B-8B

Please send color No..

Name
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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.
Tree National Placement Dept. Send for free catalog.

LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY
225 N. Wabash Ave., Dept. 1910. Chicago I. III.
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SCALP ODOR

Even the most fastidious woman can

be guilty of offending with Scalp

Odor! She forgets that the scalp per-

spires, just as freely as the rest of the

body does. And hair, particularly oily

hair, absorbs unpleasant odors. The
offensive result is Scalp Odor!

The easy, pleasant way to avoid

having Scalp Odor is by regular use of

Packer's Pine Tar Shampoo. This

marvelous shampoo was developed

especially to promote dainty, fresh

hair and scalp. The pure medicinal

pine tar does its work— then disap-

pears. Try this gentle, effective sham-
poo tonight. On sale

at all drug, depart-

ment and ten-cent

stores.
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^P> YOU'LL SAY IT'S

|^ WONDERFUL FOR

JoneBack
Want REAL relief from your sore, stiff,

aching back? Then get a bottle of Sayman
Liniment and massage it on gently. Feel
"tight" muscles loosen up, pain subside,
soreness vanish. Works PAST . . . costs
only 50c—is simply wonderful for mus-
cular aches, pains, stiffness and soreness
due to local congestion caused by expos-
ure, fatigue or over-exertion.

SAYMAN LINIMENT
106 | Made by the Makers of SAYMAN SALVE

wouldn't reproach yourself afterward.
The way you feel now, I—I don't even
feel that I can ask you again to come
with me."

I didn't understand, not any of it. I

moved through the next day or two
numb with bewilderment, cleaning his
clothes, helping him to pack, to sort
the papers in his desk. None of it

seemed real. He wasn't really going

—

not John, who loved me, who was
dearer to me than my own life. And
even after he had gone, and the house
was as queerly silent and still as if

death had visited it, I still didn't be-
lieve it. I had to remind myself not to
set his place at the table; I lay wake-
ful and tense at night, listening for

—

expecting—John's step on the stairs,

John's voice calling my name. And
every morning I awoke with a sense of
anticipation. Today I might hear from
John. Surely today he would call me,
or he would come into town, and I

would meet him, even if by chance, on
the street. When people asked about
him, I told them that he'd bought the
farm and had gone out there to "get
it started"—as if at any time we would
be together again.

BUT the days passed, and there was
no word, no sign from him. March

became April, and the weather turned
warm, and the whole world was ach-
ingly sweet with spring, and then I

began to tell myself, "I must be patient;
I must be prepared to wait a long time.
Next fall—surely by next fall he will
have given up." Mercifully, I didn't
realize that he would never give up, and
that he would certainly never come
back, a failure, to me and to the se-
curity I had to offer. I was wretched
enough in those weeks; I had trouble
enough filling the lonely days, the
empty nights, and I worked twice as
hard as ever before. When the Meth-
odist Church held its twenty-fifth an-
niversary celebration, I went all out
—baked dozens of loaves of bread for

the dinner, dozens of pies and cakes

—

and I outdid myself on the anniversary
cake, a magnificent three-tiered struc-
ture, glistening white, with the name
of the church traced in silver beads.

I didn't trust anyone else with that
cake. I carried it to the church myself,
just before the dinner was scheduled
to start, carefully maneuvered my deli-

cate burden through the basement door
which opened on the serving pantry.
The little pantry was deserted at the
moment; as I set the cake down to rest

my arms I heard the chatter in the
kitchen, the banging of oven doors and
the clatter of crockery as the women
prepared the dinner. I heard something
else, too—my own name, and John's.

".
. . mighty funny to me," a woman's

voice was saying. "Betsey says John's
gone out to get the farm started.

What's there to start about the Corwin
place, I'd like to know? The way old
man Gorwin left it, all anyone would
have to do would be to take over. My
guess is that there's some trouble be-
tween them—

"

There was a murmur of agreement
and then someone—-Mrs. Farley—said
moderately, "After all, it can't be too
easy, living with a cripple—

"

And then came Mrs. Evenson's voice,
rising positively. "Of course it isn't!

Believe me, I'd have thought twice be-
fore I married him, if I'd been in her
shoes. In the first place, a woman
doesn't feel the same way about a crip-
pled husband as she would a normal
man, and in the second place, a man
that's got something wrong with his
body is likely to have something

"You will find a single
drop of this will
last a week."

ONLY S^.OO
I prepaid

For This $2.00 Bottle

Temptation—one of the
most exquisite per-
fumes ever created.
A single drop lasts a

week, charms and at-
tracts men and women
to you.
The fragrance of liv-

ing flowers. Bottles with
elongated stopper en-
cased in a polished maple
case 4 times the size of
the picture.

Tend No Money
Pay the postman when he hands you the
package or (if you prefer) send money
order, currency, stamps or check for $1.00.
Money back if not satisfied. (Est. 1872.)
PAUL RIEGER, 229 Art Center Bldg., San Francisco

PHOTO-RING
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend,
reproduced perm a- A -vH
nently in this beau- «fp
tiful onyx like ring
featuring the New

Magnified Setting! Will last a lifetime! Inde-
structible! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper «^H>
for ring size. Pay postman plus a few cents,- . . . .

postage. If vou send cash we pay postage. (.txpsniypsinrts

25c extri)

CINCINNATI, O.

LEARN NURSING AT HOME
High school not necessary. No age limit.
Send for FREE "Nursing Facts" and sample
lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act nowl

EASY
WAY TO

EXTRA

CASH

Take CHRISTMAS CARD Orders
Show people our amazing value Personal
Christmas Cards with name. 25 for $1.
Each order pays you liberal cash profit. I

Other Personal Christmas Cards. Also Box I

Assortments incladinK Everyday Cards. No
|

experience needed. FREE Personal Sam-
ples. Also ask for sample box of 21 Card I

$1 Assortment on approval. Write today I I

PhillipsCardCo., 363 HuntSt., Newton. Mass.

">AIRV

DIAMOND RINGS
Just to get acquainted we will send you smart, new lOK
yellow gold engagement ring or wedding ring. Romance
design engagement ring set with flashing. Rose cut dia-
mond solitaire in sentimental, sweetheart mounting. Wed-
ding ring is deeply embossed. lOK yellow gold, set with
3 genuine chip Diamonds. Either ring only $5.95 or both
for $9.95 plus postage and 20Cb Federal tax.. SEND NO
MONEY with order, just name and ring size. Pay on
arrival then weax ring 10 days on money-back guarantee.
Rush order now!
EMPIRE DIAMONt CO., Dept. 50-DS. Jefferson, Iowa

Fine 'Conqueror' Pen GIVEN AWAY

Mail us $1.00 and we will send you by prepaid mail 4 boxes
of famous Rosebud Salve (25c eize) and will include with
salve this guaranteed precision -built "Conqueror" PEN
with instant push-button (iller . deep pocket military clip,

Uver palladium alloy point. In Jet Black, Dubonnet, Gray
or Green color. You can sell the 4 salve to friends at 25c a
box to get back, the $1.00 and have line Pen without cost.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, Box II. W00DSB0R0, MARYLAND.

Emmr-a:
Have them made into beautiful

Book Ends. Shoes finished in Blue
Pearl, Pink Pear) or White Pearl.

SEND NO MONEY! Simply.

mail Baby Shoes and slate col-

or desired. Pay S4.95 plu»

postage- on arrival for Com*
plete Set of Book Ends.

WILFRA PRODUCTS. "gp» Ml, Btrwyn, 1117

DON'T CUT CUTICLES
Manicare is a smart cosmetic which

beautifies nails while it softens cuticle.

MANICARE is a cuticle remover, cu-

ticle oil and stain remover, all in one.

*A&emtcabe
35^ a jar

Drug and Dept. Stora



pure, white odorless*

LOTION *....,

REMOVES HAIR

Whisks off
leg hair,
leaves skin
smooth,

, alluring.

\

". A fragrant white lotion without
bad clinging depilatory odor.

2. Painless . . . not messy, quick
to use. As simple to remove as

cold cream.
3. No razor stubble. Keeps legs

hair-free longer. Economical!
4. Does not irritate healthy, nor-

mal skin.

5. Removes hair close to skin,

leaving skin soft, smooth,
clean, fragrant.

Cosmetic lotion to

remove hair

49$
pins tax

On sola at good

Drug and Department Stores

>r

Beautifuf S/mufafed

BIRTHSTONE RING
AWAY
Also many
other valuable
jifts GIVEN
ior selling

just a few boxes of Cold Crown
Spot Remover and Cleaner at 2ac
each as per our free catalog, sent
with 1st order. New Simulated
BIRTHSTONE RING correct for your
birth date GIVEN for selling as
few as 5 boxes and returning money

collected.

LOCKET
with space for 2
pictures. GIVEN for
soiling 1 order.

Women, girls,

boys, send the

gift coupon to-

day. We trust

you.

Leather BILLFOLD
space for currency, pictures, cards, etc.

GIVEN for selling as few as 5 Doxea,

Candid Type CAMERA
Uses standard film. Makes
dear, sharp snapshots.
GIVEN for soiling only 1
order per catalog.

Fountain

PEN
Also pencil
sets. GIVEN for
selling 1

order, as
fier c a t a -

OE.

Teaspoons
Silverware you'll

aSBSg. adore. GIVEN for
llimifey selling as few as 5

boxes as explained In
gift circular.

Enclose this coupon in an envelope or paste it
on a postcard and send it to GOLD CROWN
PRODUCTS, Dept. E-540, Jefferson, Iowa, lor
order to start.

Gift Wanted

Name

Address....

City State.

wrong with his soul, too. I've seen his
crankiness, and his moods, and I've
seen him clam up like a—well, like a
clam, many times. And I've seen her
the picture of misery and her face all

red from crying—

"

I still don't recall turning and leaving
the church. Blinding fury possessed
me, drove me on; I'd walked half way
home before I realized where I was,
before I had some semblance of
thought. Those stupid, stupid women
and their prying, pitying tongues! Pity-
ing me for having married John! Oh,
I should have told them—told them

—

You, Mrs. Farley, why do you think it

isn't so easy, being married to a cripple?
What do you know about it? John's
twisted body inconveniences him some-
times, and hurts him sometimes, and at
those times it hurts me, too, but other-
wise I am no more bothered by the fact
that he doesn't look like other men
than you are bothered by your hus-
band's having blue eyes. And anyway,
no man is crippled who has John's
goodness and his strength and his gift

of laughter—
I turned in at the house, started up

the steps, continuing my furious, un-
spoken tirade. And you, Mrs. Evenson,
what have you seen—And then it was
as if a hand had reached out and
touched my shoulder, as if another
voice had repeated, "What have you
seen, Mrs. Evenson?"

I sat down on the steps suddenly,
struck down by realization. Mrs. Even-
son had seen something that I hadn't
seen at all. She had seen the tight lines
around John's mouth, and she'd noticed
his silences, and the forbidding with-
drawn expressions that crossed his face—and she had known what they meant.
I hadn't.
"Something wrong with his soul," I

whispered to myself. There'd been
nothing wrong with John's soul when
I'd first met him. It had been a whole
and a hopeful and a happy soul. He
had changed, and it was I who had
changed him—by keeping him at a job
that was too small for him, by trying
to keep him safe and secure, by doing
for him the things that he should have
been doing for me, that he wanted to do
for me. I'd been afraid to take a chance,
to give up my house and my busi-
ness. . . I turned my head, looked over
my shoulder at the dark bulk of the
house. An empty house—and what was

Agnes Moorehead, of Columbia's
Mayor of the Town, steps out

of character into a smart new
suit of lemon-colored gabardine.

Chest Cold Misery

Relieved by

Moist Heat of

ANTIPHLOGISTINE
SIMPLE

CHEST COLD
SORE THROAT
BRONCHIAL

The moist heat of an
ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice relieves cough,

Nation tightness of chest mus-
cle soreness due to chest
cold, bronchial irritation
and simple sore throat.

SIMPLE

SPRAIN, BRUISE

SORE MUSCLES
CHARLEY HORSE Apply ANTIPHLOGISTINE

poultice just hot enough
to be comfortable—then feel the moist
heat go right to work on that cough,
tightness of chest muscle soreness.
Does good, feels good for several hours.

The moist heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE poul-
tice also relieves pain ... reduces swelling.
limbers up stiff aching muscles due to a simple
aprain, bruise, charley horse, similar injury or
condition.

Get ANTIPHLOGISTINE (Aunty Flo) in

tube or can at any drug store NOW.

Antipnlogistfire?
TbeWhitePackagewiththe OrangeBami'i^j^^^

"^ba/zk-cu^-
EYELASH DARKENER

To keep lashes and brows bewitchingly dark

and alluring . . . even after swimming, crying

or perspiring, use "Dark-Eyes". This indelible

darkener never runs, smarts or smudges. One
application lasts 4 to 5 weeks . . . thus ending
daily eye make-up bother. Caution : Use only

as directed on the label. Try it ! Get a package
of "Dark-Eyes" today!

$1 . 00 (plus tax ) at leading drug and depart-

ment stores. If your favorite dealer does not

yet carry "Dark-Eyes", mail coupon today!

"~"Dark^Eyes", Dept""j7-~
"

2 1 8 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 4, III.

I enclose $1.20 (tax included) for regular size I

package of "Dark-Eyes", and directions.
|

Check shades : Black D Brown

Name

Address

Town Slate
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Sell America's Most Complete

CHRISTMAS CARD
MAKE EASY EXTRA MONEY
Good pay for your spare or full time. Showj
friends and others amazing variety of gor- 1

geous Christmas Assortments. Big cash prof-

'

its. Newest21 Christmas Card Assortment,
Gift Wrappings, Everyday Cards , and many
others. No experience needed. Sales arequick
and easy. Get Samples on approval Now!
ARTISTIC CARD CO., 957Way, Elmira.N.Y.

f.lNE
^'FEATURE"
21 Card
Christmas
Assortment

4m
SJeppiti

l you—with TREDS, the stick-on

t stay on. Not just another shoe sole,

but a modern means of increasing the wear
and preserving the fine shape and appearance of new shoes—also

for repairing the old. Long-wearing, water-proof, non-skid soles

for men's, women's and children's dress, sport and work shoes
—rubbers and boots. Easy to apply—just cement them on.

Original soles never wear out if protected by TREDS.

TREDS will not mar floors.

Protect the Sole And You Protect The Shoe.

One pair TREDS, tube of cement, applicator and scraper . . «

all complete with full directions on display card. Only 25c
at your favorite Hardware, 5c and 10c or General Store.

Due to war restrictions,

your dealer may be tem-
porarily out of TREDS,
but keep asking for
them; Thank you.
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AUBURN RUBBER CORP

my work except something to keep
me from thinking, to keep me from
missing John?

I knew then that Mrs. Evenson was
right about something else, too, and I

would have disputed it violently only
a little while before. You don't feel the
same way about a crippled husband as
you'd feel about a husband who is

whole and strong. You don't care about
him the same way—you care a hundred
times more. You adjust your steps to
his; you rest when he is tired; you
pick up the things you drop and run
little errands that you might otherwise
expect your husband to run—and you
don't regard these small things as
sacrifices; you are glad of them because
they help you to express your greater
measure of love. Wouldn't giving up
my house and my bakery be the same
as running a little errand for my hus-
band? Would I be able to give them up
wholeheartedly, as he had asked me to?

I waited, there in the spring night,
until I was sure of my answer. And
then I went into the house—to call

John and ask him to take me home.
It is autumn as I write this—the time

when you feel at peace with yourself,
and you know in your heart all the
goodness and fruitfulness of the earth.
From my window I can see the sun on
the fields, hear the tap of apple-tree
branches against the window, hear the
spatter of grain in the yard and John's
chuckle as he feeds the chickens. In
some ways perhaps, the season hasn't
been too successful. We've made most
of the mistakes that green hands make,
and we've just barely managed to pay
our own way—but we've profited by
our mistakes, and we know that next
year will be better. But even that isn't

what matters. What matters is that
the taut look is gone from John's
mouth, and the light and the eagerness
for living is back in his eyes, and he
is John again, my beloved husband.
And even more—I am his wife again,

truly his wife. Not a woman who holds
herself apart from him, but one whose
only life is the life that she can build
together with her husband, a life so
all-important that it is more than the
sum of their two lives, and has an en-
tity of its own.

NOVEMBER RADIO ROMANCES
formerly Radio Mirror

ON SALE

Wednesday, October 17th

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 November will

go on sale Wednesday, October
17th. Subscription copies are

mailed on time, but they may
reach you a little late, too. It's

unavoidable—please be patient!

GE NUINE

DIAMOND
I\I l»\#J sparkling.'

genuine Diamond Rings. Dia-
mond prices have gone up and

up, so this special offer

of genuine Diamond
Rings is all the more
amazing. Engage-
ment ring set with
flashing Rose tut
diamond solitaire.

10K yellow gold
Wedding ring is set

with 3 genuine chip
Diamonds. Send for

both Rings today and
accept them on 10

days' trial. Money re-

funded if you wish to

return the Rings.

with order,
just name

and ring size. Either ring only $5.95
or both for $9.95 plus postage and
20# Federal Tax. Pay on arrival,

then wea_r rings 16 days on money
back guarantee.

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. jfe,*
3
",?.

8
,

Send No Money

HERE'S GENTLE RELIEF
Dr. Siegert'sAngostura Bittersbring blessed
relief from periodic pains. Just 1 to 4 table-

spoons in a little water—hot or cold

—

will ease your suffering. It's pleasant to

take—and not habit-forming. Women the

world over use it regularly. Get Angostura
at your druggist's.

if FREE—GRAY HAIR ANALYSIS! +
• Send name and address with a few strands of .

your hair for FKEE confidential color analysis "W
k and expert advice. .

"K (CAUTION: t'se only as directed on label) "K
RAP-I-DOL DISTRIBUTING CORPORATION .

^r 151 West 46th Street Dept.22IO,New York 19, N.Y. if

RAPI-DOJL SHAMPOO
TINT

^-—S/neres No excuse For^m BLOTCHY SKIN/
Clear it with KREMOLA aid!
KREMOLA is a medicated M.D.
formula, especially for pimples,
blackheads and muddy skin.
Gently hastens removal of old

cuticle, revealing fresh skin. After others fail—put KREMOLA to the test. Ladies will envy,
gentlemen will admire. At druggists or write
KREMOLA, Dept. MAC-13, 2975 S. Michigan
Ave., Chicago 16, HI. Send $1.25 for 2 oz.
jar, plus 20% tax, or 20c for generous purse
sample, for daily powderbase. Use only as
directed.

IF YOU ARE OVERWEIGHT
Sylvia of Hollywood shows you an amazingly
simple way to lose those excess pounds. No
starvation diets, drugs or appliances. Illus-
trated 128-page book—only 25c postage paid.

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, INC.
Dept. RR-1045, 205 E. 42nd St.. New York 17, N. Y.

Earn BIG MONEY w/fh Newest
Sell gorgeous Christmas folders

J
only $1.00 for 60 with sender's

iname printed. Make SDlendid
profit on each sale. FREE sam-
ples. No experience needed. Als

take orders for g;or- '

I so oas new Christmas
I Assortment, Religious, Everyday Cards. w
I Special plan forClubs, Lodges, etc. Write to"

IWetmore & Sugden v Inc., Dent. 5-P
I 749 MonroeAvenue, Rochester (2),N.Y.

Sell Personal
CHRISTMAS
CARDS

50 ™iy sl

[W0MEH

With form

Tailored

fo
1" FREE OUTFIT
omen go wild

kind of fitting 1

, high quality workman-
ship. Low prices bring quick orders.
Also fine hosiery, girdles and under-
wear for the whole family. If you want
money, full or spare time, write today
for complete, beautiful Illustrated
Style Equipment — sent ABSOLUTELY
FREE.

WORLD'S STAR-MALLOCH
Dept. L-39, Grand Rapids, Mleh.



WEDDING
dENGAGEMENT

mws Ten Days
Trial

Just to get acquainted,
we will send this pre-
cious Bridal Pair. The
romance design engage-
ment ring is set with

flashing, simulated
Diamond solitaire in
sentimental, orange

blossom mounting.
The wedding ring is

deeply embossed in the
exquisite honeymoon de-

sign (the perfect bridal
pair). No other ring
design so expresses
the sentiment of
true love. Either
ring only $1.98 or
both for $3.89
plus 20% Federal

Tax.

TEN DAYS
TRIAL

giving ring size and name. Pay
Wear on ten days money-back

» guarantee.
'fl<S EMPIRE DIAMOND CO.
W ^m Dept. 85-GP Jefferson, Iowa

10 Lovely Pencils "GIVEN AWAY"

SEND NO MONEY

Inst soil 4 boxes famous Rosebud Salve at 25 cents a bpx.

remit the $1.00, and wo will mail yon Prepaid 10 lovely full

length high-grade yellow color pencils with eraser, red plastic

tip. coal black No. 1 soft lead, with Your Nam* imprinted

oo each pencil in high gloss Gold FoiL Send No Money.
Order 4 salve today. Use One cent Post Card. Will maU
pencils and 4 salve NOW ifyou send $1.00 with order.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO. Box 14, W00DSB0R0. MARYLAND.

Unsightly HAIR OFF
FACE . . . LIPS . . . ARMS . . . LEGS

Uglyhairrn^e^9̂ Me^I
n
tried

many things ... even^ve ^yway
developedanmqaejene^. to

r,ainle3S,mexpen3i»Ei -,eforFREE 1

Box A040, mo*"- Chicago, I".

pept.185.

ttkllna Li

jraclal clean,£ex,

AMBROSIA
ALSO DRY 6KIN CREAM, ASTRINGENT. FACE POWDER

DIFFICULT DAYS

Made Easier

^VHENyousufferfromHeadache,Simple
Neuralgia or Functional Monthly Pains,

DR. MILES ANTI-PAIN PILLS
Get Dr. Miles Anti-Pain Pills atyour drug

store— 25c and $1.00. Caution; read

directions and use only as directed. Miles

Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Indiana.

'LEARN
wQUiCKLY,EASILY

AT HOME
Splendid income, new social contacts, and the sat-
isfaction of serving humanity can be yours as a
Trained Practical Nurse. Agesl8 to 60. High School
not necessary.Trainingplan welcomed by physicians. Prepare
in spare time. Many earn while learning. Nurse's Outfit and
placement serviceincluded FREE of extra cost. Mail coupon
below for facts and fascinating FREE sample lesson pages.

Wayne School of Practical Nursing, Inc.
2301 N. Wayne Ave.. Dept. G-7. Chicago 14. Illinois

Name.

Address City& State.,

Facing the Music
{Continued from page 4)

last season on Perry Como's Supper
Club shows, Mary is due for a big
radio and film buildup this Fall.

* * *

Remember Tony Martin? Tony is

now a plain GI stationed in India, and
according to a letter received from a
member of his division, is one of the
best liked guys in the ranks.

Strangely enough, bandleaders are
having a difficult time getting adequate
girl singers. George Pax ton is just one
of the maestros desperately searching
for a suitable canary.

The Spike Joneses have decided that
their recent attempt at reconciliation
was hopeless. They've been married 10
years and have one child, Linda Lee.

Tommy Dorsey surprised everyone
with his good-humored m.c. work this
summer and will probably win a
regular sponsorship shortly.

Singers Phil Brito and Chuck Gold-
stein (the Chuck of Four Chicks and
Chuck) are two really busy fellows.
In addition to their vocal chores both
are employed in war plants.

Homespun Heroes
Down south in the steaming, indus-

trial city of Nashville, Tennessee, there
is a flourishing radio institution that
for nineteen consecutive years has been
giving some simple but sound show-
manship lessons to the sleek savants of
Broadway and Hollywood.
They call it Grand Ole Opry and its

sizable stable of 100 singers and in-
strumentalists are authentic country
folk who have learned their musical
trades from weazened ancients snug-
gled in the state's Smoky Mountains.
To them Nashville and Grand Ole
Opry is America's musical mecca and
they'll take New York and California
only at the movie shows.
A modern version of the old Satur-

day night barn dance, these plain
people bring their fiddles, guitars,
banjos and jugs to town and put on
a four-hour show. Three state sponsors
and one national one gladly pay the
bills. The enthusiastic audience pays
thirty-five cents for the privilege of
witnessing this southern spectacle. The
whole family comes, from wailing
babes in arms to whittlin' grandpas.
The performers and the native pa-

trons don't mind if the rest of the na-
tion tunes in for a half hour as long as
they maintain respectful distances.

All are self-taught, and as one of
them explained, "Our fingers are just
cooperatin' with our minds."
Each musician knows a catalogue of

folk tunes, and it takes no more than
five minutes to run through the two
hundred and forty minute musical
marathon lineup.
Headman of the network portion is

robust Roy Acuff, thirty-three-year-
old son of a county judge. To give an
idea of Roy's enormous popularity, he
was once drafted by the Democrats
to run for Governor and with one good
chord of his fiddle, could have won
hands down. Roy refused.

Several years later the Republicans
tried. They got the same answer.
A Tennessee biscuit company sold

3,000,000 barrels a month until they

PERMANENT WAVE
Complete Home Kit

FOR EVERY

TYPE OF
HAIR

JUNE LANG
Glamorous Hollywood

Movi« Star Praises

diorm-Kurl.

Now, thrill to the joy of a cool,

machineless permanent wave.

Do it yourself at home the

Charm-Kurl way. Requires no heat, no electricity, no

previous hair waving experience. Leaves hair soft, easy

to manage and looking like natural curls and waves.

Over 6,500,000 sold. It's a sensation from coast to

coast.

IT'S EASY... SAVES MONEY
Anyone can do it. And, Charm-Kurl is safe— contains no

harmful chemicals. Bleached, dyed or gray hair takes o

marvelous wave. It's inexpensive—costs only 59c com-

plete, yet the results are guaranteed to please as well

as any $10.00 professional permanent or money back

on request. Ideal, too, for children, positively cannot

harm their soft, fine flair.

Easy as Putting Your Hair

Up in Curlers

Yes, Charm-Kurl is sheer hair magic. If you

b, can comb your hair you can give yourself a

^S^5 luxurious Charm-Kurl Permanent. Each Kit

0*™ contains Permanent Wave Solution, 50 Curl-

0' ers, Shampoo, end tissues, wave set, rinse

0r and complete illustrated instructions.

Charm-Kurl is for sale at department stores,

drug stores and 5c and 10c stores. Get a

Kit today, and thrill to your lovely new per-

manent tomorrow.

f

FSERS PSORIASIS
ISCALY SKIN TBOUBLEI

WmEONEl^DCRmOLI.
SPOTT-
IEST. I

Prove it yourself no matter
how long: you have suffered
or what you have tried.
Beautiful book on psorla-
sis and Derm oil with
amazing, true photo.

SEND FOR
, GENEROUS
J TRIAL
SIZE ^

Don't mistake eczema ,

for the stubborn, ugly
embarrassing scaly skin
disease Psoriasis. App.ly
non-staining Dermoil.
Thousands do for scaly
spots on body or scalp.
Grateful users, often after
years of suffering:, report
the scales have gone, the
red patches gradually disappeared and nn -Mrt;i
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. Dermoil ^^
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree-

ment to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re-

funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for

generous trial bottle to make our famous "One SpotTest .

Test it yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for

your test bottle. Caution: Use only as directed. Mnt name
blainlv Don't delay. Sod bv Liggett and Walgreen BgH
itores

y
and other leadinq Druoaistl. WKE^BORATORIK.

Box 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 7204, Detroit 4, Mich.
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Transform your daily baths into soothing, glam-

orizing "beauty treatments" with Bathasweet

bath aidsl 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
8athasweet Shower Mitt Bathasweet Talc Mitt

Bathasweet Pine Oil Bathasweet Soap

3 fragrances: Garden Bouquet,

forest Pine, Spring Morning.

SaJeef"
BATH ACCESSORIES

*Sr»—

Dick Powell is the hard-boiled

Richard Rogue, detective on the
NBCSunday night mysteryshow

started calling their product Roy Acuff
flour. Then production jumped to 10,-

000,000.
The brown-haired, well-built singer

finds Nashville highly profitable. His
radio, films, recordings, song book
folios, and theater appearances net
him about $100,000 a year.

This gives him ample opportunity
to operate a forty acre farm on the
outskirts of Nashville. There he lives
with his wife Mildred, schoolday
sweetheart, and their infant son.
Roy likes to help friends who have

had ill luck but refuses to discuss his
benevolences. Recently a friend died,
leaving a widow and children. The
proud widow refused to accept charity.
Roy knew this so worked out a suitable
strategy. He visited the woman.

"I want to buy your husband's fiddle.

Been needin' a new one for a long
time and I always hankered for his."

The widow said she would sell it but
couldn't estimate its value. Roy fondled
the fiddle as if it were a long lost

Stradivarius. He took the instrument
and left a check for $1,000, hundreds
of times its original value.
Roy played baseball and football in

high school, was the leading scholastic
athlete of Knoxville. He turned down
a big league baseball career when a
New York Yankees scout offered him a
job. He preferred to play and sing.
Roy always has time to see new

singers for his troupe. He never forgets
a promise. Sometime ago a twelve-
year-old barefooted, homely little girl

pleaded for an audition. The girl

showed promise, but was too young.
"Come back in five years," Roy ad-

vised.
Five years to the day the girl re-

turned. She was hired. They call her
Little Rachel, and she, along with Min-
nie Pearl, the Smoky Mountain Boys,
the Girl Reporter from Grinder's
Switch, the Duke of Paducah, Oswald,
and Mack MacGarr are the leading
members of Roy's gang.
Good-natured, modest, but proud of

his work and his performers and public,
only one thing makes Roy see red. He
hates to be called a hillbilly.

"Hillbilly makes people think of To-
bacco Road. We're singing the real
songs of America and its people. This is

pure and simple folklore music and
we're mighty proud of it."
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MILDER... BETTER -TASTING ... COOLER

les, when you remember your

A B C's of smoking pleasure you remember

the three important benefits that Chesterfield's

Right Combination . . . World's Best Tobaccos

gives you. Here they are: A—ALWAYS MILDER,

B-BETTER TASTE and C-COOLER SMOKING.

esterfield
'7for..

Copyright 1945, Liccm & Mrm-. Tobacco Co.
R/G//T COMB/M/ir/O/V • WORLD'S B£ST TOBACCOS


