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A skin that's lovelier, softer, breathtakingly
smoother—it's yours with your very first cake of
Camay! So renounce all careless cleansing—go on
the Camay Mild-Soap Diet. Doctors tested Camay's
daring beauty promise on scores of complexions.
And these doctors reported that woman
after woman—using just one cake of Camay—
gained a fresher, clearer-looking complexion.

MRS. ALAN FRANCIS KEITH
N —the former Jean Luke of Cleveland, Ohio
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Honeymooning at Niagara—and the Maid of the
Mist never sailed with a lovelier bride. "I'm
going to help my skin stay smooth and radiant.”
says Jean, "I'll stick with the Camay Mild-Soap

o : Diet.” For a fresher bloom in your skin ger

\ , Camav—so mild it cleanses without trritation.

m e Follow instructions on your Camay wrapper.
Rhythm and Romance for Jean and Alan—
as they traced the exotic pattern of the
rhumba. Between dances, Alan couldn't
keep his eyes off Jean's complexion—so
smooth "and most divinely fair,”" She
credits its softer texture to the Camay
Mild-Soap Diet—says, "The very firsz
cake of Camay helped awaken the
sleeping beauty of my skin."”

Please use every bit of Camay—precions
materials still go into making soap.
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o other shampoo
leaves your hair
so lustrous, vetl so

easy fo manage?

For “He loves me knots,” remember this:
He'll adore your topknots, curls or swirls
when your hair is Drene-lovely!
Drene your hair and it shines
with all its natural beauty.

Today’s Drene with Hair Conditioning action
leaves your hair silkier, smoother, easier to manage,
“After your Drene shampoo, try a new hairdo
for Spring,” says Jerry Courtney,

: famous Cover Girl and Drene Girl.
“There’s nothing like a becoming new hairfix
.; to boost your spirits any time!”
.z\uu'ﬂ love the way Drene with Hair Conditioning
g action leaves your hair so beautifully behaved.
Jerry shows you these easy-to-fix Drene styles
you can try at home or ask your beauty
shop to do. First insist on Drene Shampoo
with Hair Conditioning action.
No ulhf_‘[' .\httm]lnn ll:‘ﬂ\'l'_?.":i your huir
s0 lustrous, yet so easy to manage.

A‘uhl' DON"T NEED DAISIES to tell you he loves you . . . with
your hair swept up in this tilted topknot. "See how Drene brings
out all the natural sheen of my dark hair,” says Jerry. As much as
b percenl more lusire than any soap or soap :?}I.lIlIiHID. Since
Drene is not a soap shampoo, it never leaves any drab film on hair
as all soaps do. And the very first time you Drene your hair, you
completely remove unsightly dandruff.

‘Illal'@l‘li‘l‘.ﬂ TO YOU when you turn a center-part page-
boy into this full chignon with just a jeweled barrette.

"“This hairdo is so easy to fix,” Jerry explains, “right after

your Drene shampoo.” Drene with Hair Conditioning ac-
tion leaves your hair beautifully behaved. You'll find, too, &

Shampoo with

good permanent helps keep page-hoy rolls neatly in place.

Hair Conditioning Action-



ual Wekind,

I NEW ADVENTURE OF THE F\Ll}llN

Where the Falcon goes, adventure
follows. He might have known that et

his quiet weekend would explode!
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E was going to spend a fine,

lazy, quiet Easter, Michael :
Waring announced. For a 3
whole week, he intended to for- 3 o
E 3

get that he was the Falcon, and
devote himself to wearing slacks
and slippers, smoking his pipe,
listening to the radio, and eating
home-cooked meals. He wasn't
even going to think about the
work that made his days full of
tension, excitement, frequently
danger—the robbers, murderers,
spies, black-market operators, or
similar malefactors whom he out-
witted and brought to justice. He
was going to relax.

He should, of course, have
known better,

Mike sketched this idyllic pro-
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‘,ﬂ:’fﬂ'l!” Judy exclaimed. “y gy fﬂu almost

' h;hu_hmbbmp&qtbaymwpmm s
one h@ggﬂﬂemﬂ"‘rhuthoyad.”km
dolph put in. *But it happened sixtoen years ago."

AN APRIL FOOL
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Of all the days in Judy’s memory, this was

absolutely the queerest. It ended just the way R T .Lﬂi“ Tt \‘W‘
] “ . " o

it started—and the things that went on in between!

“Hiya—Judy!
beautiful in the

Gee, you look maore

her earlier remarks about the strange
morning before you've

happenings of the morning. She laid but a picture of an old moving van”

day—" Judy absent-mindedly took the
“APRIL FOOL!" he yelled. In the

glass and drank— “everyth—oh! OH!! the saxophone and the trombone. You

weren't too old for April Fool then!"

22

fifteen minutes that day, but al-
ready the strangest things kept hap-
pening. Her favorite sweater she had
found tied in knots. The doorbell had
rung twice—and no one was there. She
had answered the telephone—and her
ear still ached from the bedlam of shrill
whistles and crazy groans over the
wirel
“Jeepers!—you might almost think
this house is haunted!" she exclaimed
to Randolph at the breakfast table. Her

JUDY had been up and about only

Brumfaw-{ff!" Foam sputtered from
Judy's mouth as she hurled herself out
of her chair and out of the room.

When she got back Randolph was
self-righteously ‘helping himself to
serambled eggs and blandly returned
her accusing gaze.

“There was soap in that orange juice!
Mother, will you tell your son to be
just a little less obvious about the way
he tries to poison his only sister?”

Mother repeated, absent-mindedly,

her hand dramatically over her heart,
in what she fondly believed was a ges-
ture straight from Ingrid Bergman, and
lowered her voice to a whisper, “Do
you suppose, Mother—do you suppose
some enemy has laid a curse on this
house?™

“That they did,” Randolph put in.
“Only it happened a long time ago—
gixteen years ago, to be precise”

‘But that's when Judy was born.”
Mother lifted her head from the morn-

put on your face than most girls do at
@ party. You look Sn-aa-z-ry!"
Oh, Oogie—I'm & fright! I'm even

worse than that, with my face all
washed. I look—I look wholesome!” But
she was pleased and even the terrible
brospect of looking whaolesome didn’t
dampen her spirits much,

“What’s that in your hand?"

“{) H- '—l'l"S a present for you, Judy.
It's a picture of something you like

breakfast room Mother clappe
hands 10 her ears, il e

“April Fool? Oh, so that’s why—
that's how this morning—oh, for good-
ness sakes!”

“That's what he said—that's what
the man said—I heard him say §t_*
{:]nndoiph chanted, coming up behind

em,

“Well, of all the infantile, childish
goings-on, playing practical jokes,
when you're a Practically grown-up

“Well, I am now.” Judy struck a
world-weary pose. “But definitely, I
have l_)rnkcn with my childhood, Ooagie.
It isn't easy for me to tell you like
thig—so crudely—without any warning
—but it's better that you know it now,
Tonight T step out onto the threshold
of being a woman."

“Said threshold,” Randolph confided
to Oogie, “being the well-known din-
Ingroom at the Taryton Hotel. Very
glamorous. They serve a mean parsnip-

younger brother didn't answer but just - A i >k b 1 hat h

handed her her orange juice—which “Son, will you be just a little less ob- ing's mail. “Oh—oh, see what you Very much-—of v..a..n"” He s alled an! : : .

was odd in itself, since Randolph had vious about the way you try to poison mean! Son, you are being unkind.” n né;} n{ if it were a secret, <3 ?:,Lr: Oogie Pringle, I'm ashamed of al:\d-purk chop Blue Plate special
. 7an! i there.”

never before concerned himself with
the finer points of gentlemanly cour-
tesy to his sister.

“Everything seems so to-

strange

your only sister?"

“Natch. Next time—"

“It really is so very peculiar—" Judy
interrupted her brother, returning to

“¥ou're being impossible!"

And Judy flounced out of the room—
saight into Oogie Pringle’s arms as he
cae through the front hallway.

Van Johnson?" Little
ﬂquguls of anticipation came from Judy
as she dived into {he box, “Why, Oogie
Pringle! How ecould you'!—it's nothing

_"Why—lasl year, Judy, you prac-
tically ruined the whole Oogie Pringle
Hot Licks Band when You smeared
molasses all over the mouthpieces of

“Randolph Foster! You've never been
there in the evening—you're not old
enough. They have soft lights and
musie—Jan Judson and his Jumpin'

23
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“Hiya—Judy!” Oogie said. “Gee. you look more beautiful in the morning before
youw've put on your face than most girls do at a party.” His voice sounded reverent.
29



g0 MOST people who listen, radio
l is a well organized series of pro-

grams that go on and off the air
with such regularity that watches and
clocks can be set by them. A twist of
the dial, and you can listen to opera,
news, drama, sports, music—anything
you happen to want to hear, It's almost
automatic. Nothing ever seems to go
wrong. A program goes on the air,
runs through its appointed fifteen min-
utes or half-hour, and goes off again,
right “on the nose" for timing, as the
radio engineers say, It's a beautiful
example of human efficiency and atten-
tion to detail.

Sometimes, though, we people who
work in this business get a chance to
see how radio can affect the lives of
other people; and when that happens
we either feel pretty proud of ourselves
or extremely humble. Often it's both
at once, Major Bowes could probably
tell you a great deal about that feel-
ing, and so could Commissioner Valen-
tine on the Gang Busters program, or
the people who handle the Pot O' Gold
show. I've often felt that the G, E.
Houseparty has made life just a little
different for the people who hear it or
appear on it, One time I know it made
a difference, and that's what I want to
tell you about today.

If Nancy Hunter hadn’t had a hus-
band overseas in the Army of Occupa-
tion, if she hadn't been having trouble
with her mother-in-law, if she hadn't
come to Hollywood to visit her friend
Alice Thomas, and if Alice hadn't been
a friend of mine, there probably
wouldn't be a story to tell—or at least
I wouldn't know about it. That's the
way those things happen. A series of
unrelated facts, linked together, sud-
denly become a completed whole, This
time 1 was one of those unrelated facts.
But maybe I'd better begin at the be-
ginning.

Nancy Hunter lived in Stortford, a
medium sized town in Oregon. She
was young and pretty, and her hus-
band, Johnny Hunter, was overseas in
Germany. Nancy didn’t have a family
of her own; her mother and father had
both passed awaysmany years before
She had been working in one of the
town's legal offices when Johnny first
met her. And after they were married,
she kept her job. Johnny had an essen-
tial war job for a long time, but was
still eligible for the draft and knew
that sooner or later he would be called
up. It didn't happen until the war
was over, but one day Nancy found
herself at the station, trying not to ery
as she said goodbye to Johnny—a new
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by w eine e
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u:niomce zdzu a hand, is frodnced B

Johnny lin an unfamiliar Army uniform.

Nancy found another girl to share
the apariment in which she and John-
ny had begun their married life to-
gether, und went on with her job, try-
ing not to think of the long empty
months before Johnny would come
home again. And then one day, John-
ny's mother, who lived in a big house
up on the hill, suggested that Nancy
move in with her. The elder Mrs.
Hunter was a widow. Johnny's father
had left her a comfortable insurance
policy and, by Stortford standards, she
was veryy well off. There was plenty of
room in the big house, and there was
really no reason why Johnny's mother

Nancy was torn between

and trouble with mot

but let

onday through Q
1PM. PST'. on -

her-in-law

and his young wife shouldn't live there
together until Johnny came home
again

So Nancy sub-let the apariment to
the other girl and moved into the
house on the hill, And that was the
beginning of Nancy’s troubles.

One morning, about a month after
Johnny had gone away, Mrs. Hunter
called to Nancy as she was on her way
out the door.

“Yes, mother?™
the livingroom.

“I'm going to drive over to Middle-
town this afternoon to visit the Charles-
es. They're old friends of our fam-
fly, and I'd like to have them meet

Nancy came back to

loyalty to her husband

until

Irt Linkletter tell you
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A peculiar, painful hap- i
piness has come to

MAMA SCHULTZ. For A
she knows, with the ab- J-vl Ly
solute instinct of a [

mother’s heart, that the
man who has come to
her saving “I am your
long-missing son” is an
impostor; yet compas-
sionately, lovingly, she
accepts him and his lie.
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Even though some of the Schultzes
know that the returned veteran who
says he is Joseph is really Richard
Stone, they have accepted him, and
feel that the family circle is now com-
plete. Mama Schultz is played by Vir-
ginia Payne; Marilyn by Ruth Rau;
John Murray by Kleve Kirby; Bertha
by Patricia Dunlap; Richard by Art
Hern; Papa by Murray Forbes; Otto
by Ernie Andrews; Jen by Laurette
Fillbrandt. (At the left) Marilyn
Larrimore was born Maggie Schultz,
the youngest of the Schultz children.
She changed her name for her work
as a model; it was changed again by
her marriage to lawyer John Murray.







WOMAN in love does gsomething

when she is hurt, Semetimes, she

cries. But at other times, when
the hurt is too big for the comfort of
tears, she strikes out in a new direction
to win back the man she loves. Usually,
she acts in too much of a hurry—she
does something silly But once in &
while she does the right thing—some-~
thing infinitely wise. It's odd that you
can't be sure into which category you'll
fall—how you, yourself, will react to
heart-crushing hurt—until the test
comes. Ididn’t know—not until T actu-
ally was faced with it—not until I
went with Bruce to Cedar Lodge and
watched him become attracted to an-
other woman.

When we first returned to the hunt-
ing lodge where we had spent our
honeymoon, [ was afraid that this irip
was a terrible mistake. I told myself
that six years of living together day
after day, of seeing each other at close
range, had robbed us of the great joy
we had first found in each other, 1
thought that the old excitement we had
known was gone forever. 1 told my-
self that the loss of our baby boy had
changed the pattern of our living, had
changed us.

Bruce's and my marriage was a gay
and lovely thing in the beginning. We
were young and happy and excited
about everything that happened to
either of us. And we had plans, beau-
tiful dreams, for children and a happy

family life. The years stretched ahead,
exciting and full of promise. But Fate
changed our plans when our first child
died when he was born and we knew
that we could never have another one.

I suppose that is when some of the
gaiety disappeared from our lives—
when we began to drift, Perhaps that
wasn't the whole reason, Maybe we
just didn’t try hard enough. Anyway,
our marriage suffered a change and it
wasn't for the better. We gave up our
little surprises for each ather, our gifts
and funny little evenings in out-of-
the-way places. We got up in the
morning and lived through the day and
the evening, and then began all over
again. 1 played bridge and belonged
a few clubs. Bruce concentrated on

ich kept him out of
town a gr And before we
realized what was happening to us, our
marriage had changed from a brilliant,
exciting state to an existence all dull
grey

1 guess | wasn't as conscious of the
change in our lives as Bruce was. |
suppose I thought all marriages change,
and that ours was following a unl=
versal pattern. If Bruce hadn't talked
to me about it, I would have gone on
drifting until we were miles and miles
apart in every way.

It was one night in early January
that Bruce picked me up at Connie
Anderson’s where 1 had been playing
bridge, after a sales meeting of his own.

We didn't say much driving home, We
never did, any more. Once there had
been a time when we had delighted in
telling each other ev thing that hap-
pened during the evening spent- apart
But all of that spontaneous Jo¥ in each
other was gone.

This night we parked the car in the
garage and went into the house through
the kitchen. Bruce preceded me snap-
ping on lights to make my coming in
easier. He courteous! helped me with
my coat. Bruc s o gentleman and
politeness was as much i part of him
as the one tiny wave in his dark hair

A CASE HISTORY FROM JOHN J. ANTHONY'S FILES

The Time Is Past was suggested by a problem
originally presented on John 1. Anthony's

daily program, heard every Monday through Friday

at 1:45 EST, over Mutual. ,

When you're i 1
you’re in love there is a warm enchantment over everything.

Bruce and Mary had felt that, once; they knew that

the feeling they had now was different




As he hung my coat in the closet, I had
the feeling that we were behaving like
strangers.

1 said goodnight quickly, and started
up the stairs, but Bruce called me back.

“Mary,” he said, “1 want to talk with
VOul,

Something in his serious manner
frightened me a jittle, and I paused un-
certainly before 1 turned.

I could tell from his manner that this
discussion was painful o him.

“We've got to face the fact that our
marriage isn't what it should be,” he
said quickly, decisively-

“We don't fight—we never argue,” 1
said lamely, defensively.

sY F we did, there might be some hope
We just drift along like strangers

I knew that he was speaking the
truth, but I didn’t want 1o talk about
it. Not now. Not yet.

“We can work it out, Bruce,” I said
softly. “Some way."

“I'd like to think that,” Bruce said,
“put T can't see it. We've gone 100 far
There isn't anything left 1o pin to.”

Bruce sounded final—through. And
1 thought of our early marriage, our
dreams and our hopes, and 1 couldn't
believe in the reality of this scene. I
felt strangely detached.

“You can have the home,” Bruce
began, and then 1 wasn't detached any
more, Bruce was contemplating sepa-
ration—divorce—and the thought of go-
ing on without him jarred me out of
my lethargy.

“Oh, Bruce,"” I said with something
like horror. “You don't mean that you
want us to get a divorce?”

The word hung in the air between us.

“] want to do something,” he said.
] don't want to go on like this."”

“But we have so much—our friends,
our home—"

-

“We don't have love, though, Mary,"
Bruce said. “We've fallen out of love.”

I was quite certain that I wasn't “out
of love” with this handsome, dark-
eyed husband of mine. But 1 was ter-
ribly afraid that 1 was losing him.

“Bruce,” 1 pleaded, “don’t talk as if
it's all over."

“Phen what do you think we should

do about our lives, Mary?
“Let on't end it,” I begged. “Let's
look for happiness again—the kind we

knew at the lodge.

He turned his face toward me, and
his eyes were strangely sad.
“We've changed too much to EO

back,” he said. "We aren't even the
same two people, any more g

“Our love isn't lost—we've . mislaid
it.” I sald. "But we can find it again.”

His face was very kind.

“Do you want to try, Mary?"” he
asked.

1 nodded and my
tears.

“Bruce, let's go to Cedar Lake next
week for our anniversary,” 1 suggested.
“Let’s start all over again.”

He stood up then and came to me
and kissed me very gently. “All right,
Mary,” he said. “We'll try.” But, after-
wards, when I remembered how he had
said that, 1 was afraid. I knew thatl
Bruce expected my plan to be a failure.

We left the following week to drive
{o the winter cabin where Bruce had
hunted year affer year—the lodge
where we had spent the wonderful
days of our honeymoon. The morning
was crystal-clear’ and just the way it
had been on our wedding day when we
had driven gaily slong these same
snow-covered, winding highways.

And 1 felt quite content, believing
inside of myself that by leaving the
scene of our
we could erase the misunderstanding

eyes filled with

unhappiness behind us.

in our hearts, What 1 did not under-
stand is that you pan run away from &
place, but that you can't run away
from yourself. Bruce and I still had
ourselves along.

Late that afternoon we turned inio
the winding country road which led
through the woods to the cabin.

»Oh, Bruce, we should have come
before,” 1 whispered, “long ago before
all of this happened.”

But Bruce said something strange
He said, *1 am wondering whether we
should have come at all.”

In that moment I knew surely that
Bruce had no confidence in our mis-
sion—that he had come only to please
me, He believed, 1 knew, that you
cannot turn back—that our marriage
should end. I prayed silently, pleading
with whatever force guides us to prove
that he was wrong—that this return
would rekindle love in our hearts.

The Jenkinses ran out to greet us
when our wheels scrunched to & stop
at the rear of the big log dwelling.

Ann fumbled and fell,
and Bruce swooped down to
pick her up. She laughed up at hi

And suddenly the memory of that
other morning was all around us—that
morning when we had stopped here so
full of hope and delight in the future
I remembered how we had gone into 'l.he-
warm kitchen that other day, laughing
and gay, clinging to each other—loving
the world and everyone in it. Today
we followed the Jenkinses quistly, both
of us a little melancholy at this change
in our approach.

“W’ E'VE got a couple honeymooning
here right now," Mrs. Jenkins ex-
plained. “A fine couple as happy and
as much in love as you were" g
“They sure do hate to lose sight of
each other a minute,” Hi Jenkins said
chuckling tolerantly. ;i
f;l'll be nice to have them here” I
;ar;g'hl‘_)m my voice came out falsely
Mrs. Jenkins closed the door behind
us, and the familiar kitchen with its
great range swam mistily before my
eyes, And my heart hurt inside of me

until the ache spread all thr

hndy._ And, then, 1 saw Lhe :‘J:stel:ld;{

married Tom and Betty, and I realized
that Bruce was right. We shouldn’t
have come buck. No matter how hard
we tried, we never could recapture the
shining love that glowed in the smiles
of these youngsters. We had drifted
Luc'i‘ far apart to go back.

om and Betty joined us a e bi

table with the Jenkinses for di:u::; l?:l‘:
they really didn't see us They'h.n-l
eyes only for each other. Their every
glance, their every word expressed
their deep love for each other But in-
stead of being joyful for them, I was
sad for our own loss. And so was Bruce
1 knew. He looked at me once and hm
eyes said, “You see, Mary, it's no use
We're not the same—and we never -.’im-
be again.”

Tom and Betty disappeared | -
ately after dinner, ;.:de the J(-r::::g:%
busied themselves with their chores.
Bruce and I went in and sat in front

of the immense freplace. We sal

quietly, not talking, staring n -]
flames. [ realized that we hﬁd m!::lj r::‘thi
a time together like this in years—a
night when we had nothing to do but
to devote the time to each other. And
because we had neglected our love for
each other, we had let it go away. And
now we couldn't talk to each other, any
more. Bruce and 1 were stranger's.
‘Bruee,” 1 said, looking to him for a
solution, “what is the matter with us?”
L me tenderly
3! id softly. "1 knew
I shouldn't have

it would be this way
L'.:‘Eughl you back."
ut, still, I couldn't agree that tk
3 I there
was nothing left for us. Old dreams
rose in the flames in front of me. I was
uz?::,:d and strangely sad at letting
S0/ INg as prec S as e B
pryprsag precious as love slip out
“Shall we go home tonight?"
1?2 3
el ght?" Bruce
1 shook my head. “That's silly. That's
running away again,” T said
He understood. (Continued on page 64)
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Lolve isn’t based on age or looks

or sechrity, Jeri discovered. It is—

well, love is love; there is no

yardstick to judge it by

STOOD dead still in the dark, unable to
speak for the wild choking happiness that
surged through me. Wordless, wondering
how it could have happened, still unable to
believe it, I felt Peter's arms fold gently
around me, and draw me close. He dropped
face down against my hair and stood like

if this were relief

and pai

Finally he said, in an urgent voice, *“I don't
want to rush you into this, Jeri, but . . , if
you don't mind, we cculd be married before
I have to leave &

The urgency in his voice seemed td be a
part of my body. I leaned into his arms, and
my mouth, turned up to his, answered
swiftly the question in his kiss

After a long while )| opened my eyes and
over his shoulder saw a million stars,

I've found him, 1 breathed, shaken by the
wonder of it. Out of & world full of hurry-
ing strangers, I had found Peter. It scemed
as miraculous to me #s finding one certain
star in the sky full of them which blazed
above our heads . ..

I was working as a filing clerk and errand
girl in the big Army Separation Center when,
weeks before, | had first met Peter Varney,
He was in charge of routine physicals for
men being processed for discharge, To the
girls in the office he was Major Varney, to
the GI's going through the mill he was just
“Doc.” He had been in a Jap prison for a
long while, after serving in the Pacific.

“Where are you heading, Doe?” 1 heard
one gf the boys ask him one day as he hooked
a stethescope out of his ears. mean, after
you get through looking down our throats
and thumping chests?"

“Home to the ranch,” he answered "in-

7, “I've got a couple or three nags and
a canyon full of brush I've been wanting to
see—and a boy.” The last word seemed to
pull up out of his throat.
was in and out of the office all day,
carrying records to anil from the files: and
1 overheard many such bits of conversation,
Always it was the sume—the ranch, the
horses, the young son he hadn't seen for
nearly three years.
1 found myself waiting tensely for some

mention of his wife; and m 1 learned,
through inter-office gossip, that she was dead,
I was almost ashamed of the sudden relief
that I felt.

From that first ¢ when he had taken a
3 with a quiet, *Thank
you, Miss W " something strange had
gripped my heart. I kept remembering the
way he sank into the chair behind his desk,
the way he seemed to be reading a report
with only the top of his mind while far back
behind his gray eyes other thoughts were
churning, like a river beating against some
jagged submerged ledge of rock. While 1
ate my lonely dinner at the cafeteria, or
stood watching the methodical flash of the
traffic light, I would remember his eyes, or
the set of his tired shoulders—even at night,
when I lay staring at the ceiling of the little
room I shared with a different strange girl
each night.

“You understand,” the matron at the Girls’
Hostel had told me briskly when I registered,
“Miss . what was the name!"”

alker,” I told her for the fifth time,
“Jeri Walker.”

“Je What a funny name for a girl . . .
as I was saying, you may stay for three days
only. The Hostel is intended for a temporary
ghelter, At the end of three clays, if you
have not found a room elsewhere, 1 will
see what I ean do ...

That's the way I had been living ever
since my family had been evietod from the
tiny apartment into which we had crowded
ourselves when we came West to work in
war plants,. Mom and Dad had sold our
farm in Kansas, before they realized that
there was no place available out here where
we could all live together. Bob, my brother,
went to live in a men housing pproject at a
shipyard, Dad had a chance for } gher wages
in San Francisco, and Mother finally went
to Denver to take care of Grancdma, I had
a job by that time, so 1 stayed. For the first
time in my life I was all alone, and I had
never known how lonely anyone: ecan be in
a strange city. It pushed in upon me like
a blanket, wrapping me so tight sometimes
that it was hard to breathe. I was sick for a
home again, for people to care , , . just to

‘m

Suggested by “Backwash™, written by Veronica Forest
for Swary Over Hollywood, heard Saturdays at 12:30 over CBS




belong again to someone of my own.

Perhaps that is the thing which first
drew me fo Peter Varney—l never
knew from one day to the next where
1 would be sleeping that night, or when
I would be out on tha street again,
tramping in that old hopeless search
for a room, feeling rontiess and un-
wanted and alone; but every morning
when <l went to work, he was there,
behind his desk, as solid and certain
as the sun,

“YWOU'RE too thin,” he told me

abruptly one afternoon when I
came in to file the last of the day's re-
ports. “How long has it been since you
last ate a real steak or a nice brown
chicken drumstick?"”

I laughed and said, “Well, I can't
remember . . ."

“That’s what I thought.” He flipped
some papers together on the desk and
pushed back his chair. “Believe it or
not, I've found a place where they
serve such.things. If you don't mind

. we might drive out. I'll be ready
to leave here by the time you get into
your coat and lipstick, Jerli™

Jeri! He knew, and remembered, my
name!

He was changing f{rom his white
jacket to the one which matched his
uniform. He reached a long hand to
turn down the corner ¢f my coat collar
which had curled up. We were walking
out across the square of gravel to the
olive drab car.

This was the first of those magic
evenings, unreal as a «iream to me. It
was heaven to sit here ‘with Peter across
the table, smoking a lust cigarette over
a last unhurried cup of coffee, while he
talked about his ranch in the foothills,

“We call it Varney Acres,” he said.
“But actually there are only two of
them, one in & sort of orange grove, the
other a dry wash full of brush and wild
pigeons. Up higher there are good
riding trails ambling off into the hills,
and still higher a stream where Lance
and I used to fish. He's a great kid,

that boy!” The pride in those words!

That's the way it always ended.
Lance, the son he had left in the Acad-
emy when he went away . ..

“It all sounds like heaven,” I
breathed.

“You'll have to see it sometime.” His
voice broke off suddenly and he jerked
his eyes around to me as if he were
really seeing me for the first time. All
the rest of that evening, while we fin-
ished our coffee, while we drove slowly
back along the coast road to the city,
and up the crowded street to the Hostel
where 1 still clung, uncertainly, three
days at a time, I felt his eyes coming
back to me, again and again, as if he
thought I might have vanished while
he looked away.

One night he had to work late and
I stayed with him to help finish last
things before he left on furlough.
Every time 1 thought of being here
without him, that funny cold hand
gripped my heart, and now, this lasf,
night, it seemed as if I couldn't bear
to have him go.

It was dark when we left the Center
and crunched across the gravel to the
parking space. He took off his cap ancl
tossed it into the back seat of the car
as We always did, and turned to help

he said suddenly, his hand
tightening on my arm, “I love you very
much. Now that I'm leaving, I realize
that I . need you, Jeri."

It was then that I stood dead still
in the dark. It was then that 1 discov-
ered my one, of the whole sky full of
stars . ..

We were married in the office of the
Post Chaplain, the day Peter’s fur-
lough began; and that night, his voice
shaken by a sort of amazement, he said,
“You're such a trusting little person,
Jeri. You've taken me so completely
at face value. How do you know whiat
sort of man I really am?”

“l know you're tall, dark, and hand-
some,” 1 laughed.

“Except for an ugly mug, and a lot

of gray hair,” he grimaced, unsmiling.

“Where?” I laughed, pulling his head
down to look. “Funny, I never noticed
it before!”

Sudden tenderness washed over me.
I would be everything to Peler, com-
pensation for all the horror he had en-
dured, all those things he never talkpd
about, but which always lay far back
behind his quiet eyes. 1 would make
our home a heaven for him. Our
home . . . home!

On the train en route to the ranch,
I snuggled against his shoulder and
said, “Peter—I hope Lance will like
me."”

“He will,” Peter assured me. “He
couldn’t help it if he tried
“Sometimes kids resent a step-

mother,” I said.

Suddenly he said, “Well, here
goes nothing,” and Peter and
I put out our hands to him.
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APA DAVID has always main-

tained that if you have faith in

God, in yourself, and in your fel-
low men, you can live harmoniously,
both as an individual and as part of a
community. His own life has borne
out his teachings, and has been a living
example to all his many friends of the
basic truth of his words. In the same
way, your lives and the experiences
you have undergone indicate that you
too have found life to be a mixture of
sadness and joy, good and evil, but a
mixture based on a rich pattern, to be
understood, appreciated, and above all
loved. When you really love life, and
face it with generosity, tolerance and

faith, you realize its meaning, Con- .

tentment and peace of mind serve you
as a bulwark against trouble; for you,
indeed, life can be beautiful.

Since we iniroduced the idea to you
last month of writing us about your

RAPIO MIRROR OFFERS

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS EACH
CAN BE

FOR YOUE LIFE

By CHICHI HAMILTON

experiences in learning that life can
be beautiful, letters have poured in
from all parts of the couniry. ¥our
response has been heart-warming and
encouraging. It has proved once again
that those four little words, life can
be beautiful, are more than a phrase.
They constitute a philosophy, a real
and true one, which can bring happi-
ness and fulfillment to everyone, every-
where.

The prize-winning letter from the
group that arrived in answer to our
first announcement will be printed in
the May Rapio Mmror. Meanwhile,
here are some letters written to us even
before the contest started.

Dear Chichi:
1 am almost ashamed to admit that

MONTH

BEAUTIFUL LETTERS

What experience in your lifetime has tanght you that Life Can Be Bean-
tiful? Do yom recall a time when the helping hand of a friend, a kindly,
wise word of advice, changed your whole outlook, when some chance of cir-
cumstance showed you the way to happiness? Chichi and Papa David would
like to hear about these experiences of yours, and for the letter sent in each
month, which in their opinion best expresses the thought, “Life Can Be Bean-

tiful,” RADIO MIRROR Magazine will pay one hundred dollars.

Address

your letters to Chichi, care of RADIO MIRROR, 205 East 42nd Sireet, New
York 17, New York. The opinion of the editors is final; no letters can be
returned. Listen to Life Can Be Beautiful daily on your CBS station; check
the program guide on page 51 for loecal time. The prize-winning letter will
be featured each month in this new RADIO MIRROR department,

there was ever a time when I objected
to my husband's mother coming to live
with us. But I did object a great deal
to sharing my home and the raising of
my children with another woman
whose ways were different from mine,

When Mother Whiteside first came
to live with us, I'm afraid I didn't do
as much as I should have to make her
feel at home. Every time she suggested
a different way of cooking, or told
me what type of furniture polish she
thought was the best, I felt that she
was trying to run the house. The chil-
dren used to ask her permission to

.do things that they knew I didnt ap-

prove of, and this of course simply
added to my reseniment. It wasn’t
long before Mother Whiteside and 1
were not speaking to each other, ex-
cept when we had to, and poor John,
loving us both, was torn by our an-
tagonism. All that has been changed
now,

One day last winter, while John was
away on business, I left the house right
after the children had gone to school.
I planned to visit an old friend jn an-
other part of town, and stay with her
for lunch. [ didn't know that in the
middle of the morning my little girl,
Doris, was sent home from school with
what later developed to be an emer-
gency appendicitis, My mother-in-
law was the only person at home at
the time, and had to call the doctor,
make arrangements with the hospital,
and get Doris ready to go. As soon as
the doctor arrived, Mother Whiteside
left Doris in his care. She went through
our personal address book, calling all
my friends whose numbers she could
find, but to no avail. Se in the bitterest
of weather, book in hand, she went
from house to house, trying to locate
me. She found me at last, in time for
me to take Doris to the hospital, where
I stayed until she was oul of danger.
My mother-in-law toock care of the
house and the other children all dur-

ing x_his terrible waiting period.
_ s it any wonder that we are all liy-
ing hupl_nly together now, and that I
know Life Can Be Beautiful?

Mrs, Joseph Whiteside,

5 Duluth, Minn,

So, through bitterness, these people
who were strangers have now become
that warm and wonderful thing—a
family. Sometimes, Papa David says,
such bitterness is the only road b}:
which a miracle can be accomplished.

Dear Chichi:

I have listened to your program for
years, and not the least of my enjoy-~
ment comes from the odd coincidence
that your husband's and my husband’s
name is the same. I think you will be

particularly interested, for this reason,
in lhe_ way I learned to have a greater
faith in life and in Papa David’s won-
derful philosophy that Life Can Be
Beautiful, F

I guess every woman sometime in
her marriage, has, ar imagines she has,
reason to suspect her husband of hav-
Ing an interest in another woman, Cer-
tainly I did.

Sometime ago while lunching with
a friend in a midtown restaurant, I saw
my Stephen passing on the street,
laughing gaily with a very attractive
young woman. I didn't think anything
about i until that night at dinner,
when I asked him how he had spent the
ri.u_v and was about to mention that
I'd seen him. Stephen said quickly that

he had been called to a neighboring
town on business all day, and immedi-
ately, I was suspicious, This, coupled
with a number of “late nights at the
office” and an attitude of secretiveness,
brought me to the conclusion that our
marriage was facing a dreadful crisis.
I became nervous and irritable, and
suffered horribly from jealousy and
self pity. Finally 1 could bear it no
longr.—r._and demanded to know what
Wwas going on. At first Stephen didn’t
seem to understand what I was talking
about, but when I referred to the inei-
dent of seeing him with this girl when
he was supposed to be out of town, he
turned to me with a look of absolute
amazement. Then he crossed the room
and rummaged (Continued on page 52)

Alice Reinheart plays Chichi;
Ralph Locke is Papa David
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Fred Allen’s comedy is composed of
sardonic voice, perfect timing, and,
especially, words—the Allen Mizx-
ture of sly insult and tart vitupera-
tion that springs forth whenever he
is beset by the numerous hazards of
his Sunday night shows: insistent
hecklers, sniping rival comedians,
the denizens of Allen’s Alley, and the
oceasional pitfalls of his own scripts.

e L W i W 2

\LLEN'S ALLEY

Musical fanfare for Fred Allen’s Sunday night show, 8:30 EST, on the NBC network

Words and Music by
ALFRED GOODMAN A. S. C. A. P.
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more VITAMIN D than
10 ounces of Butter

__ —— -
more VITAMIN C than m
4 ounces of Tomato Juice | J

more VITAMIN A than

s 2 servings of Peas

more FOOD-ENERGY than

Take them in fortified food—the delicious Ovaltine way!

Of course, the whole subject of vitamins is new.
We learn more about them every day. And to-
day, millions are learning a new and better
way to take their extra vitamins—a more
modern, more natural way that can do more
good. Discardinﬁ earlier methods of taking
}rj;;mins alone, they now take them in fortified
For latest evidence shows that vitamins do
not work alone. They work most effectively in
combination with other food elements—which
are absolutely necessary for best results.
This is the reason so many people are chang-
ing to Ovaltine. A specially-fortified supple-
mentary food-drink, it contains—besides vita-

Read what you get in
2 GLASSES OF

OVALTINE

mins—nearly every precious food element
needed for good health, including those ele-
ments necessary for vitamin-effectiveness,

For example, Vitamin A and Vitamin C can't
do their complete jobs in body-tissue building
without high-quality protein. Vitamin By and
energy-food act together for vitality. Vitamin
D, Calcium and Phosphorus also need each
other. You get them all in a glass of Ovaltine
made with milk!

So why not turn to Ovaltine? If you are
eating normal meals, 2 glasses of Ovaltine
daily should give you all the extra amounts
of vitamins and minerals needed for robust
health.

more PROTEIN
than 3 Eggs

f
4‘\/

more NIACIN than
6 slices of Enriched Bread

more VITAMIN G than
» % pound of Sirloin Steak

more CALCIUM and PHOSPHORUS

—

more VITAMIN Bi1 than
3 servings of Oatmeal

>

more IRON than
3 servings of Spinach

2 servings of Ice Cream than 2)4 servings of American Cheese































































































































line Eyebrow Pen-
ilick or Brown

Maybelline Eve Shadow, in
Blue, Brown, Blue-gray
Green, Violet and Gray

Compare these two natural color photographs of the same girl. Everything alike,
except the eyes, It's easy to see what Maybelline eye make-up means — plain

A few simple brush-strokes of Maybelline Mascarargives lashes that long,
curling, velvety-dark appearance. The depth and color of eyes are subtly ageented
by Maybelline Eve Shadow — and lovely, expressive eyebrows are easily formed
with the soft, smooth Maybelline Eyebrow [Pcnc.il.

Try these exquisitesbpauty aids and see the wonderful transformation in
your tharm an on. For the finest in eye make-up — the favorite of
mil?s of smart women everywhere — insist on MAYBELLINE,
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