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en given FPilol n
d don't h.n;'e mn_n:lh
't dates, even with the girls
:;:g'r;o;oing to marry. And this date
we'd looked forward to and planned
for, for days.
He'd come to
little, two-room p

tme we'd ever be
the Ferry Comman

my apartment, the
Jace that next mo:ilrl:

ur apartment. N“f month,
ﬁ"rid \n:ld bl:: a card on its door
reading Capt. and Mrs. Jefferson w'fj
instead of Miss Elizabeth Rand. An
he'd =aid he was going 1o spend every
one of those fifteen hours just sitling
there an the sofa looking at me. Then
he'd kissed me in the way that always
senl sweel fire pulsing through my
veins, until I'd pulled away half afraid
of its swectness.

JFIFTEEN hours," 1 breathed in a
hushed voice, "And all of it ours.
Every minute of it. Ours to do with as
we want, Oh, Jeff—"

#We're rich,” Jeff agreed solemnly,
#as Croesus—or whoever the guy was.
Count ‘em—fifteen. From now till flve
a.m. lomorrow."

“With no planes to fly—"

"No orders to take—"

"With nothing to do but what we
want. Oh, darling, if you knew how
I've lived for today! 'Our Day,' I've
called it. All our other dates have been
such puny little ones—a couple of hours
here, an evening there, sandwiched in
between your flying all over the face
of the carth. . . " I extended my hand
in mock formality. “Happy to meet
you, Captain Lewis"

"The same, Miss Rand. . . . 1 know
what I'm going to do with my fifleen
hours. I'm golng lo sit right here on
this sofa and spend cvery one of them
looking at you. You know," he went
on judicially, “you're prettier than you
were the last Lime I saw you, two weeks
ago, Why, 1 bet you're prettier than
you were even yesterday. In fact, I'll
bel next month's pay you get prettier
while I sit here and look.”

“You're making me vain, You're not
going to wanl a vain wife, are you?”
I said lightly.

“I'll worry about the kind of wife I
want, Come here, Betsy,"

1 went and sat beside him on the
sofa. That was the funny thing about
Jeff Lewis. He never ordered people
around, bul when he suggested you do
something, you went ahead and did it
dutomatically. I'm not saying for a
minute he is the “masterful,” over-
bearing type, He just had the sure,
quietly forceful way of doing things
that makes the natural leader. It went
with his kind of face—the face that
always reminded me soinchow of a
free, soaring hawk, with its long
straight nose and dark brows. He
looked at me seriously.

“I've always known the kind of wife
1 wanted. I've always had her picture
in my mind—especially when I'm fly-
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ing. Up there, you shake off the fuzzy,
confusing things and your mind sees
only what is important and precious to
you. Your sense of values, T guess you'd
call it. Well—I could always see my
wife, I didn't know the color of her
eyes or that her hair would be red-
gold like yours or that she'd be slim
and have pretly legs, But I did know
those eyes would be clear and steady,
And her mouth, no matter how soft,
would have strength in il. And that
she'd be a girl who could take it—
because a fiyer's wife has got to take
it. And then—I met you."

I sat still, looking down al the long
hard fingers that held mine. It was the
most beautiful thing that anybody had
ever said to anybody—what Jeff had
Just said to me. "Sparky made us
meel,” I said sofily. “Remember? It
was a night I didn’t want a date and a
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night you didn't want a date, and h&

talked us both into it. . . .

"And ever since the minute I walked!

in that door with him, I've known it

was your face I saw when I was flying
It's hard to believe three months ago®l

I didn't know you. . . .”

“Such a short time—and yet, W&

always did know each other. Foreve!
and ever. Didn't we, Jeff? And next
month
“Next month we'll be married—if ¥
can wait that long. ., . " i
"If only you didn't have to be gone

from me so much! If only—*" T criedi

tightening my hand in his, ]
“Don't think about that, Betsy. Th

dbout today only. It's our day."
Obediently I pushed the sad thoughts
from me, and smiled. This wasn't the
time to think of fulure separations, or
of past ones. This time we were to-
gether, with icy rain shutting us in the
tiny, bright apartment, and fifteen hours
ahead of us to spend. This time next
month we would be living here to-
gether,
_“Let's have lunch, like an old mar-
ried couple,” I said, “And then tonight
I tho_ugh{ we could go dancing at the
Hamilton and then on to the swing-
shift dance at Murray's. Or—whatever
You wani."

His dark eyes were an my face, “You

know what 1 want," he said. Almost
roughly, his hand was against my
throat, cupping my face, turning il up
to his. And his lips, against mine, were
whispering, "I want to kiss you, I wafnl
to held you. I want lo think you're
mine, . . ."

Afler a while, I pulled away. It was
too sweel, too heady. This wasa special
day, a unique day. Nexi month there
would be special days, too, but this—
this one had to be different from them.

“T et me show you the linen the gn-lf
gave me at the office shower ]?.s" weel,

I sald hastily, “It's lovely—"

“Wait a minute. I've something to
show you first.”

He tumbled &t gw N
d &t U p_.nl‘hul-lm_lth
ggl.r;t.‘! No matter how often 1 saw

‘Uniform gave me a special 2ot
of thrill. The Ferry Cumjﬁ?:ghalum
him 56, 1t was like him. Tt repre-
sented something deep in him. ‘

He pulled out g small box—a
jeweler's box. The lid Aipped up and
I was looking at an old-fashioned
wedding ring of simple gold. 1t was o
lovely thing. “Look inside,” Jeff said.

IN TINY, engraved letters 1 read the

words that encircled it “I love you

more than yesterday, |
HoEcown Y. less than to-

More than vesterday, less than 1o-

w. My eyes filled with lears.

"
Jefl," I murmured. And then he was

holding me again, his mouth seeking as

hu;hg;n;}::r:em;::gﬁdmi::dm:‘imhl’%
mﬂ:ped. p '

the offce: T st o e, o oo
go.‘. leave—"
lazill);.ﬂb'?ﬁ:{'sw;:?Par:‘sl:vl::?'r.“ Jes se

But T:was already on my feel, 1

picked up the receiver, 11 | hadn't, it

we'd pretended to be oul—but that

wouldr't have done any good. They'd
have found him somehow.

“It's Sparky," I said und handed the
receiver to Jefl. “He wants you"

There was an odd expression on his
face when he cradled the phone. "He's
calling from Operations. I have to go."

“Have to go?” I echoed stupidly.

“Afraid so, honey. Special orders
Something important.”

“Bul Jeff—"1 glanced at the iey rain
lashing the window pane. “In this
weather—"

“T told you," he said patiently. “It's
a special, secret flight. As for the
weather—I fly planes, T don'l crack
‘em up." There was no manner of the
braggadocio in his voice. Only simple
pride in his skill.

He turned to piek up his hat and
raincoal, Suddenly the fnality of it
the shock and disappointment, seemed
to break something inside me. I flung
myself on him,

“Why, Betsy," he
“You're erying. . . ."

“No, I'm not," 1 lied in a stifled voice.

"Yes you are, What's wrong, dar-
ling?"" Gently he took my arms from
around his neck and forced me baek
50 he ecould look at my face.

"Nothing."

“I'm as sorry about our dale being
broken as you are—you know that. But
when you're in the Ferry Command,
you—"

“It isn'l that. It's nothing—really
I tried to smile at him.

But I couldn't fool Jeff. 1 never
could. He gave me a long, searching
look, and his face changed. Il wore an
expression I'd never seen there before
—a worry.

There was no more time, He gave me
a swilt, hard kiss and then he was gone
—out into that ley rain to starl his
special seeret mission. With a look of
worry on his face that I had put therc.
I couldn't get it oul of my mind. Once,
months before, (Continued on page 56)

said ‘startled,
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in our story, Michael's and mine—

yes, and Julie's, too—was engraved
in our hearts from the day we were
born, and that I couldn’t have escaped
the joy and the laughter and the
heartache of knowing Michael Shan-
non if I had tried.

For how else can you explain the
strgnge chain of events that linked
us inevitably together—drew us closer
and closer until our fate was sealed
forever in the small golden circle of
a wedding ring?

As I look back on it now, it was
s0 typical of Michael, the way he came
grashing, blundering into my life. I
was just starting as a stenographer
at Interstate Press. It was my second
day there. My desk, I remember, was
near the aisle, between the printing
plant and young Mr, Bogart's office:
Mr. Harry Bogart, the puffy, stuck-up
son of our boss

Like the rest, 1 was already growing
accustomed to the sounds that came
from the print shop, to the rhythmic
drone of the presses that went on hour
after hour, And like the rest I looked
up when the noises stopped,

And that afternoon, over the un-
familiar quiet, we heard a man shout-
ing. Shouting and swearing in such a
mighty wrath that the others around
me looked at one another and smiled.

Suddenly the door of the printing
plant was jerked open. And out of
it plunged a man, a six foot tornado
with black hair that seemed almost
to stand on end. There was a wild
look in his stormy blue eyes, and they
were fixed in terrible anger on the
door to Mr. Bogart Jr.'s office.

In one hand he held a proof, a big
square of paper with a comer that
was torn as he had ripped it off the
press.

I could almost feel the heat of his
anger as he came my way. And the
next thing 1 knew there was a col-
lision. He had knocked against a cor-
ner of my desk and a wire haskel went

SDMETIMES I feel that éach detail

crashing to the floor. It had been
filled, stacked high with cleanly typed
pages and cleanly typed envelopes, the
whole day's work. Now they were
scattered over the floor, crumpled un-
der Michael's- feet.

When he saw what had happened,
he stopped. It was as though he had
jammed on the brakes. He looked
at those papers on the floor, and at
me, and back to the papers again.
There may have been tears in my
eyes—I needed that job and I had
worked so hard, so carefully over those
neatly typed letfers.

In a moment he was on his hands
and knees, picking them up in his
grimy, ink-stained fingers. I sat, frozen
to my chair, watching him with a
feeling of terror and dismay, no
more thinking of trying to stop him
than I would have tried to stop a
tornado

He was still on one knee when he
turned to me. And as I bent over
lo save just one letter, his shoulder
touched mine and his dark hair brushed

Adapted from on criginol radic play,
"Christmos Cattage,” by Done Lussier,

fist broodcast on Stars Over Hally-
wood, heord Salurdays at 12:30 P.M.,
EWT, over CBS, sponsared by Dari-Rich.

against my face, and then he had
ruined that one too.

He looked up at me humbly, The
anger had gone out of those stormy

eyes and they seemed to be telling me

that he'd make it up to me somehow,

Then he handed me the letters. And
when he saw what he had done to
them, saw the way he had inked them
with his fingerprints, he gave me such
a look of shocked alarm that I burs
out laughing, and then he was laugh-
ing too—a deep chuckle that came from
somewhere down inside his chest.

He went on to Mr, Bogart's office
I turned around and followed him with
my eyes. And when he turned tog
and our eyes met again, he grinned,
and I felt myself blushing,

I looked around at the other girls
They were watching me with knowing
smiles.

“Who who's that?” 1 asked.

"That's Michael,”” one of the girls
said. It was as though she were giving
me the name of a famous movie slat
“Michael Shannon, the night foreman®

If you could have seen him, if you
could have seen just those eyes )
his, eyes that could be so friendly if
he liked you, so distant if he didn't—
you would understand how he could
be what he was, the foremen of &

printing plant, and still be known &

Michael, instead of Mike.

I learned a little about Michael then
He had something of a past, it seemeds
and there was a girl, a girl nam
Julie, . No, I didn't learn 8
whole story, for that was locked io
Michael's heart, And later I was i@
get it from him, one tortured [t
ment at a time, until I had p?
all the fragments together

That night 1 stayed late at the offité
working on the letters Michael R
destroyed, doing every one of thel
over. I knew they were imi’_'-""‘"nt'
that they had to go out. And if e
weren't mailed on time, what _xdl:;
could I give, except that Michael
knocked them on the floor?

I sat there outside the print shop,
hearu_'ag the sound of Michael's voice
Occasionally above the drone of the
%NSSES. He was the night foreman,
'\[s hours were from four to twelve
;Tnd he knew that I, ordinarily,.would
ave left at five, So when he hap-
lalgged to open the door of the shop,
15 ut lmnc uc!_ock. and saw me sit-
h € all alone in that deserted office,
€ looked surprised.

“What in thunder
}‘Elfe_'-"" he asked.

- Just smiled—a little sadly 1 sup-
P°S€—~a’nd kept on 1.-\.r(.u'l|:ir1p£.)r .
He € came oyt again at eleven-thirty.

= Was startle ¢ =
still thereﬂ d when he saw I was

ook that v

are you doing

And he wore a reproving
as half real, half playful,

“] thought I told you to go home,”

he said. “Have you gone daft?” He
came over to my desk, where I was
working on the one letter I had left
to type. “What's the meaning of this
nonsense?” he asked. “Expect to get
a raise?”

I tried to smile, but I was almost
too tired. “No,” I said, I just happen
to need this job."

He looked down at my desk and
then he realized what I was doing—
typing over those letters he had spoiled.
That was the first time I was to see
that sad, repentant look, which later
1 came to know so well. Michael could
hurt people so guickly, so deeply, and
then he'd be so terribly sorry <

“Sp jt's all on account of me' he

The story of Ann, who gave
her. heart 1o Michael, and of
Michael, whose heart belong-
ed to Julie—the lovely mem-

ory who stood between them

said. He stood there wiping his hands
on a bit of cotton waste, looking down
al me with eyes so full of woe that I
could have forgiven him a dozen times
over. "I ought to be shot" he said.

I tried to tell him it was my fault,
that I'd left the basket too near the
edge of the desk, but he wasn't Eeven
listening. The way he was looking at
me, 1 felt he was just watching the
words come out of my mouth.

"You're a pretty thing when you try
to lie,"” he said.

I blushed. Michael was a man who
could look at vou and make you blush,

“Stick around till twelve” he said.
"Il have Battlin' Bessie drive you
home,"

“Battlin’ Bessie?" I repeated

“The old gray car,” he said. He didn't
even smile. It was only later that 1
learned to look for that twinkle he
had tucked away in a corner of his Bye,

I stuck around. And he drove me
home in his old gray car It was
an automobile of ancient vintage, but
under his persuasive mechanic's hands,
the motor was kept tuned up to per-
fection.

On the way, we stopped in front
of a bowling alley. The sign outside
said, "Open day and night, never
elosed."

"l could take you home and come
back,” he said, “or you could stop off
and do a little bowling with me. I
always like to get in a game or two
before 1 go to bed.”

I had to be at work at nine, while
he could sleep. I thought it just hadn't
occurred to him, and | was a little
angry at first. But he'd thought of
it all right.

“You're all tensed up,” he said. “I
can feel it ‘'when I touch your arm.
It's the work that's made you that
way. A little bowling now and you'll
relax, and sleep like an angel"

He was right I could already feel
myself relaxing in the friendly warmth
of his voice, “But I've never bowled,”
I protested,

“Fine,” he sald, “I'll teach you." He
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taught him, that he was showing off
~ the manners he had learned.

A& shout went up when we entered
the bowling alley, There was 3 group
‘of men, a girl or two Michael's friends,
all of them, I could see how much they
thought of him here.
H‘E introduced me with a wave of
L his hand. He didn't bother to

e me their names.

~ UThis is Ann,” he said.

“Ann Jerrold," 1 added,

And just in the way they looked
al me, 1 could see what an honor it
was to be a friend of Michael’s.

Sp it was Michael who taught me
how to bowl. Under his simple and

guidance, I picked it up sooner

than I had expected. He knew how

. o get to the center of things, to give

' you the basic details in a few simple
words,

Onee in a while, when my aim was
poor, he would take hold of my arm,
standing close to me, blending his
strong supple body with mine, to show
me the rhythm of the swing, and the
“follow through."”

1 was a woman; I was human—I
| began to make mistakes just so he
| would show me again, Once, when I

apologized for my “helplessness,” he
assured me [ was learning much more
quickly than—and he stopped, there.
“Than another girl I taught once,”
he concluded.

Much better than Julie? 1 wanted
to ask it That name had been in the
back of my mind. I was sure he'd
been going to say ‘. . , . better than
Julie."

He didn't refer again to the inci-
dent of the spoiled letters. But [ felt
that this was his way of making it
up to me, of making things all right.

Once, while we were sitting on the
bench, waiting our turn, he did men-
tion the boss’s son. I found out why
he had been rushing so angrily into
the office of young Harry Bogart. For
Mr. Bogart, Junior, had gone to one
of Michael's pressmen, and had given
a change of instructions without let-
ting Michael, the foreman, know, A
foreman of a printing plant, Michael
explained to me, was like the captain
of a ship. He and he alone gave the
orders.

He sat there for a while without
saying anything, and then I could see
him swearing under his breath, and 1
knew the curses were meant for Harry
Bogart—Harry, who ¢ouldn't forget
that he was the boss's son, and that
he had once been a star on his college
football team.

“One of these days I'll knock his
ears off,” Michael said.

I was to remember that threat a
little later,

It was early morning, of course, when

el

. . r
A Stars Over Hollywood Story

me home. 1 was tired, but 1
?wl:nflrdo v:ave climbed a mountain with
him that night, if he had asked me to.
1t was as though he were pouring
same of his strength and vitality into
mine.

“Sq now you know what pow!inﬁ
is like," he said. “Did you =njoy it?

I told him it was wonderful. And
T said I liked being made a member
af his inner circle.

“My inner circle,” he repeated. The
phrase seemed to please him, and at
the same time to strike a note of sad-
ness somewhere in his memory. “My
inner circle,” he said agam. Tben he
mentioned Julie for the first tume. !
had a girl once,” he said. “Her name
was Julie. It was always her little
circle of friends, not mine. To hear
her talk you'd have thought 1 didn't
have an inner circle, or anyway, none
that amounted to anything.”

I didn't know what to say. I sat there
beside him in the car, hoping he would
tell me more, and not daring to ask
I reached out to put my hand on his
arm, and then I didn't, for he had
stepped on the gas and was driving
along at a reckless pace.

He stopped in front of my door. I

_had to point out the house, for my

father and sister and I lived in one

of those little houses built in a long

row, all of them exactly alike.
He didn't show any interest

in where I lived—or for

that matter, any further

interest in me. It was

as though our eve-

ning was simply

an end to the

incident of

the spoiled

letters. 1 didn't have to be & mind
reader to see that he was thinking
about Julie now, that he had been
thinking of her all during the last
part of our ride. _

1 just couldn’t say good-night 1o
him like this, feeling that he would
never want to take me out again, And
then 1 got an idea. :

“Michael,” I said, "a_girl friend of
mine is having a party next Saturday
afternoon. She asked me to bring a
friend. If you . . . if you'd like to
come . . . I mean, would you?" .

He looked at me suddenly in such
a bitfer, almost scornful way, that ]
wanted to turn and rum.

“Listen," he said, “you're a good
kid. A ... anice girl I want to give
you a piece of advice, Leave me alone,
Don't be inviting me to parties, or
anything like that."

"Well,” 1 said, "I only . .
if you . .." .

He forced a laugh, but it was still

a bitter laugh.
4] didn't mean to scare you," he

. 0f course

said, “but , . . well anyway, I hope
you enjoyed the bowling."
1 did,!” 1

1 *“and thank you very much"

WDon't mention it," he said. He drove
off without another word. I felt as
though he had meant, “Don’t mention
it to anybody that you were out with
Michael Shannon.”

I thought that night was the end of
everything between Michael and me,
1t wasn't. As ['ve said, fate seemed
determined to bring the two of us
together,

Tt was a couple of weeks later that
Mr. Bogart, Senior, called me into his
office. The plant was very busy and
he'd been looking for a girl to do
night work—to take dictation when
he or one of his assistants stayed late.
and to spend the rest of her time as
a proofreader. My work had been
very good, he said, and he'd taken the
trouble to learn that I had a good
record at high school.

He smiled, “Sometimes” he said,
Y3 proofreader. has to show intelli-
gence, and you seem to have it."

Well, the job would pay nearly twice
what I was getting, and I did want
to make more money, My father was

a tool and die maker, a2 good
one, but he'd had

T

Once in @ while we'd spend a

whole Sunday ef o nearby loke
resort, just the fwo of us

an aceident, and would be 1ai
doctor said, for another sl?):dmug:'ﬂgt:
And my sister was only a child. T'd
been a mother to her ever since
mother had died, o
L Yes, 1 _had good reason for accept-
Ing the job that chance had thrown
in my lap. But I sometimes wonder
;vnt:zther I wouldn't haye accepted it
i way, just f
ijl.h Mfch}ael, or the chance to work
remember how my hear
wt_\enl Mr. Bogart brought mte‘r:au;n[:ftg
printing plant to teli Michael I was the
new proofreader. I expected him to
ha't‘e me for it. But instead, he grinned
‘*’e 1] make a printer out of hm:
yet" he said And the way the old
man smiled back at him, I could see
that even he was under the spell of
M:chael's charm. Michael talked to
him as though he were just a fellow
worker in the printing plant,

Michael was still grinning when Mr.
Bogart left. “So it's the little bowling
champ that's to be my new proof-
reader," he said. “Well what d'you
know!"

Looking back, I realize T spent some
(.-f_ the happiest moments of my life
with Michael in the print shop. Some
of the happiest, and some of the worst.
For under him the printing business

became something glamorous and
dehghtful, I learned to share
his pleasure in a job well
done—and I learned to
fear his quick flashes
of anger, as sudden
and terrifying and
brief as an April

storm.,
He taught me

how to mark up a proof in the printe
language, and 1o pkl'low the M?
type Tfaces: Kabel, Bodoni, Girder
Gothic—names like these became a
part of my daily language. And work-
ing with him, day after day, 1 came
to respect him for what he was the
best all round printing foreman in
the state. He was without equal in
the matching of colors, and he had a
real understanding of every job in the
plant, from typography to running a
Kelly press.

SOME’I‘IMES when we were work-

ing together, he would stand very
close to me, and our hands would
touch. I felt then that by taking this
job, by being so near to him every
day, I had lost him. For he seemed
to have grown accustomed to me, and
I was sure that when our hands
touched, there was not a spark of
the thrill in it for him that the touch
of his hand had for me.

Once when there was a brief rest
period I overheard one of the press-
men say, "The little proofreader sure
has a case on our foreman,” and I
wanted to run away from that job and
never tome back.

Michael drove me home one night
when he and I had left a little later
than the rest, and after that it was a
regular thing. My house was on the
way to the little apartment where he
lived, and it was silly, he said, for me
to take the bus, He didn't say he
enjoyed my company, that he would
rather have me with him than drive
alone, but I knew that was partly be-
hind his offer. It gave me a little
hope. Such a little, for he craved
company, that was all—any company
would do.

Once when I saw a light in the houss,
I brought him in and he met my father.
[ told him the next day what my father
had said, that he seemed to be a fine
fellow, and for some reason it pleased
Michael, I could tell. The next thing
1 knew he was asking me to go for
a ride with him Sunday afternocon.

“We can stop at a place I know and
have dinner and dance, if you Ilike"
he said,

1 could hardly believe my ears. "I
thought you told me once to leave
you alone,” I said, teasingly,

“That was when I thought . . ." he
began. He didn't finish. "It was just
a fool idea I had," he said finally.
“Forget it"

Somehow I wished he hadn't said it
I knew what he meant, what he had
left unsaid, It was that he had learned
to look on me as a friend, a pal, and
not someone he was apt to make love to.

He called for me thal Sunday and
we went for a ride. And the first
thing he said when we drove ofl was,
“So your Dad thinks I'm okay, does he?"

“He said you were a fine fellow"
I reminded him

“That's funny,” he said. “You know
Julie—my wife's folks . .. they used
to think I was sort of beneath her”

So he was still married to Juliel
I'd heard she was getting a divoree
some time ago, and 1'd learned mever
to ask him about her, When I did, he
seamed to (Continued on page 81} o5


































What can come af loving another woman’s
Mary knew that—still she cherished a

bitter regret?

hope that somehow their love would find a

ELBOWED my way out of the bus,

stepping on the toes of a large !gdy

who only glared at my hurried
apology. I couldn't really blame her.
We'd stood all the way out from town,
jostling each other, swaying back and
forth, being pushed and pulled around
avery time somcone else got on or off,
until it was as hard to keep your temper
as your footing.

As soon as | was on the sidewalk 1
started up the block, just not actually
running. The super-market closed at
six, and it was ten minutes to, already.
Al that, T was lucky tonight. Often
enough 1 had to stay five or ten minutes
late al the office, and as a resull, those
nights Margie and 1 dined on deli-
catessen food or something oul of a
can—neither of which we could afford.

But at thc thought of Margle, as
always, my body felt a little lighter—
just as if her chubby, five-year-old
magic had lifted an actual physical
load off my shoulders. The worries
about money, the tired end-of-the-day
feeling, the loneliness—these weren't
half so bad, any of them, simply be-
cause of Margie's existence. It was
funny, T thought, that a little girl could
complicate onc's existence so much, and
still be so infinitely precious,

The market was crowded, and I went
straight to the meat countcr first, dig-
ging into my pursc for the precious
ration book and equally precious
money. 1 hoped they had some liver;
the doctor had said Margie needed it
once a week. . ., 1 looked in dismay at
Lthe people ahcad of me. By the time
I was waited on the vegelable counter
would be closed, and 1 had to get some
kind of vegctable!

1 edged in closer. 1 hated to be the
kind of person who trics to get waited
on ahead of her turn, but—

One of the two butchers behind the

husband but

way

big rlass counter glanced at me inquir-
jnglﬁ_ and 1 opened my mouth. But I
wasn't quick enough. A feminine voice
beside me said grimly, “I've been
standing here for ten minules, young
woman, if you pleasel"

Feeling like a criminal, 1 stepped
back while the woman gave her order.
There was a.man on the other side of
me, a tall man with a kind, humorous
mouth. He was vaguely familiar, h\_.ll
I didn't know why. And suddenly, in
a conspiratorial tone, he spoke.

“l think they’ll wait on me in a
minute or two. If you'll just tell me
what you want I'll get it."

“Oh, would you?” 1 said breathlessly.
“Then 1 could go over to the vegetables
and— Two slices of calves' liver; if they
have any, and if they haven't—aoh, I
guess a couple of shoulder lamb chops.”
Lamb chops were extravagani, but
there wasn't any sense in getting some-
thing that would take too long to cook.
I poked my ration book at him. "“Here,
you'd better take this."”

“Aren't you afraid I'll run off with
it?" he asked with a smile.

"Why—" About to hurry away, I
stopped and looked al him, He was
quite right—it was foolish to give your
ration book to a perfect stranger. Bul
in this casc— “No,"” T said honestly,
and found myself laughing up at him.
“Not in the least.”

Before I had finished at the vegetable
counter, he joined me there. “Liver
he announced proudly. “And here's
your ration book.” Without asking me
about it, he picked my bundle off the
counter and added it to the ones already
in his arms. “All ready?"” he asked.

It came to me, then, where I'd seen
him before, "Of course!" I said aloud.
*“¥ou live up the street from me, don't
you?—in the white house with the blue
shutters, on the corner."

“That's right," 'he said, holding the
swinging door to the street open with
his foot so T could pass in front of him
“And you live in the brown house with
the wistaria vine, in the middle of the
block. You have a little girl who is jusi
about the prettiest thing I've ever
seen,"

I always told myself 1 didn't care
whether Margie was pretty or not, 2
long as she was healthy-—and so it was
foolish to feel such a warm glow of
pleasure at his praise. "It’s nice of yau
to say that."

“"Well, i’s true,” he answered simpl§
We were walking side by side through
the busy little suburban shopping dis
trict, the cool spring breeze sharp ™
our faces. “You work in town?" b
asked.

“Yes, I'm a stenographer Schle
and Mortimer's,"” s i
_"Must make it hard for you, with the
hl't]e girl to take care of."

Tt is hard, a little," I said. “"Margie's
awfully good, and can take care of her-
self very well, for only five years old,
but I can't quite leave her alone. And
gf course I have to work—my hus-

and," 1 said quietly, “was killed in
an accident at the factory where he
Worked, two years ago.”
By Oh\?I see,”" he said, and I hurried
ot rs. Boland, next door, has been
oOKing after Margie in the daytime,

but she's going Lo work in a war plant
in a week, and after that T don't know
just what 1 will do. . . . And then, of
course,” I added, wanting for some
reason to go on talking, “the shopping
is a nuisance, If you hadn't helped me
tonight, 1 guess we'd have gone without
meat or vegetables, one or the other.”

“I'm glad 1 happened to be there.
My wife usually does the shopping, but
she wasn't feeling so well today so I
picked up some things on my Wway
home,” He chuckled under his breath.
“What do you bet I've bought all the
wrong things?"

"That's right,”" he said.
"You live in the house
with the wistaria vine."

“Probably," T said. "Men usually do,
don't they?"

It was pleasant, walking up the street
with him, He had a natural gift for
friendliness, and 1 felt as if I'd known
him a long time. In a very few minutes
—the five or six it took to get to the
corner- where he lived—he'd told me
that his name was Blaine Edwards, that
he was an accountant at the Drysdaile
plant, that he and his wife had lived
out here for three years, and that he
didn't think he'd try putting In any
peas this year, he'd had such poor luck
with them last. But his corn—well,
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ed it, next Juiy!
L reminded
for the

ust wait until 1
y That—the mention of food—
me. "Oh—1 didn't p“.’;,.?"’”
_ How much was iti
”v'e"l'rhirty-ﬁve cents," he said maui;&
of-factly, and I liked that, too. Ithwo v
have been—unpleasant, if he'd t ou}g“at
{f necessary to be gallant and say U
such a small sum didn’t matter. Some

men would.

£ took off his hat to say goodbye,
H and 1 really saw his [aceltor the
first time. It was thin, like his body.
It was the face of a mature man—he
must be about thirty, 1 guessed—but it
was boyish, too. His eyes were a verz
cleur gray, with thick, dark l_ashes, an
looking into them I had the impression
that he loved laughter and gayety, but
hadn't had & great deal of either.

"Look," he said suddenly. "One nice
thing about not having any gasoline :o
go riding is that we have & chalnr.-e 0
meet our neighbors. Why don't you
and the little girl come over Sunday
afternoon, about four? We'll have a
bite to eat, and you and Bernice can

et acquainted.” y
4 "I'd%ikc that very much,” I said, and
meant it. . .

“Good. We'll expect you."

1 went on then, warmed by his payt-
ing smile, and at the same time feeling
once more the loneliness 1 knew 50
well. Oh, Ned, Ned, 1 cried soundlessly.
I still miss you, darling. Days like this,
with spring whispering in the air—
times like this, when I see men coming
home to their wives—I miss you most
of all. It doesn't seem to malter, soO
mueh, thal our marriage was never
what it should have been—we were
both too headstrong, too bent on hav-
ing our own ways. But we were leam-
ing. I we'd had more time, we could

have built a life together maybe
Maybe.

1 ran up the front steps of my own
It was smaller than Mr,
Edwards’, and not nearly so well cared-
for, and the rcnt was higher than it
but I considered
myself lucky to have found a place at
all. Of course, if I'd been alone, 1 could
have lived in a single room in town,
really needed a
place in the suburbs. Ned and I had
always said we wouldn't let a child of

little house.

should have been,

but with Margie I

ours grow up in the city. . . .

In the hallway I caught sight of my-
self in the diamond-shaped mirror of
the old-fashioned hatrack—and for a
second I looked at the reflection as dis-
passionately as I would have inspected
a stranger. You're twenty-eight, Mary
Manning, 1 thought, and darned if you
don’t look it, and more. Fine, soft yel-
low hair can be lovely when you take
care of it, but not when it's just combed
All right, so you can't
afford beauty parlors—you could find

out any old way

S .‘.".‘- -

From & radia dreme enhitled, “"The
Little Things,” by Edward Jurist,
heard Wedneiday an Monhotion at
Midnight, ot 8:30 P.M.. an The Blue
96 Nelwork, spanserad by Ensrgine,

s 't you?
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] i itchen.
box door glam in theelgt;etse“ ey
s <hot out of a gun-
by ate"'—-—accuslngh;;
“ . ;nu:! deciding I'd have to ai?a
u ‘;er myself. 1 was going 0 n;‘ g
s1:vi<r:‘arid a chocolate cake_:.'md rod
o mshedc}:,lor:adsm;- "4 1 told hen
" = 3
"M:;rl;uen I'd better let you EO ahead
with the job."'
“The pretuest_m
he'd called Margie-
Funny he didn't have &
his own—and 1 was sure
cause Margie would have

:ng I'd ever seen,”
“Wel, he was right!
ny children of
he didn't, be-
known, an

orted on their presence, if he heyq.

l.‘%n Sunday afternoon at !nurn:'m
1'd washed and brushed my hajr unti]
it positively shimmered, and T y
membered the lipstick. I'd warnay
Margie to be on her best behavior, and
I'd dressed her and myself in
cotton dresses which felt wonder{ujly
fresh and light in these first Warm daye
of spring. The minule we entered thx
Edwards’ house 1 was glad 1I'd takeg
the trouble to see that both Margie and
1 looked our best, because the at-
mosphere of Mrs. Edwards' home—ge
once did I think of it as his ho
plainly it was used to nothing but the
best

The living room was like something
cut out of a magazine, printed in fy|
colors, The hardwood flioors gleamed
around slippery oases of throw-rigs,

the slip covers had just that second I thought her rosm

come from the iron, the snowy-white made & smal] g was, and when she  She was smiling, but Margie look
i - ut Ma
?Iﬂ'é‘"fnﬁ“ﬁ%ﬂ'&so ;::rfn lﬂ;l?ee;s:“k to husﬂl:rand said prgﬁaﬁhw sound  her s?red. :nd 1 ed put mT:oL?m
. s5ym- Ll es—an . plece o bﬂ‘c‘é-bl" !
metry, and if there was a speck of dust and Slip-c:vg:r?‘i:e ﬂl’ade the curtains  then I Torit s ﬁcig:::, h:!:‘x %ﬁf
anywhere 1 was sure it would have dress, (oo rself . . , and her

wards' concern for her belon

entirely natural, but I have‘intg:u::g
since—oh, how very often'—that 5f
only I'd been more observant, more
sensitive to the undercurrents of char-
::telr. 1 ;;:uld have known better than

et rgie go ev

R ag gie go every day o the

For that was what happened, It was
Blaine's suggestion—as so many kind
and helpful things originated with him
—bu; as far as I knew it came {rom
Bernice, too. At the end of the week,
when we had progressed to first names
in our friendship, I still hadn't found
anyone who could look oul for Margic
w}yle I was at work, and 1 was on the
point of advertising for a woman to
come in, which I couldn't have afforded,
That's why it was such a rellefl when
Blaine dropped in one evening with
his offer.

“It'll be nice for Bernice, too, re-
member,” he parried my gratitude
“"Margie will be company for her, She
gets lonesome, there all day while I'm
at the office,”

Yes, I could understand that. Bernice
seemed to have no particular women
friends in the neighborhood. I sup-
posed she was one of those women who
don’t take much interest in the or-
dinary activities of suburban social life.
She'd hinted, the preceding Sunday,
that she found the few women she
melw on our block eithcr stupid or

RIL o e

taken a detective to find it.

Mrs. Edwards herself was a little
dark-haired woman, with eyes to
match, and delicate, finely-cut features
She was pretty, and she certainly was
hospitable to me, a comparative
stranger. On a table in front of the
window she'd laid out a buffet supper
of delicious food—beans baked to a
molasses brown, ham in shaving-thin
slices, a salad bowl of lettuce, tomatoes,
asparagus and watercress, tea and little
cakes. All of it tasted as good as it
looked,

While we ate, 1 told her how lovely

~"It's a beautiful dress | said
it was; :f_ it was also a little m;?ﬂi
ta be quite right for her edged good
Iool:ts, that didn’t alter the fact that
shle-d worked hard and well on it

1 love to sew.” she told me, "As far
as that goes, I love doing almost any-
thing around a house—even cleaning.
1 simply can't stand not having things
nice— No darling!” she interrupted
hersc_l!, leaning forward in her chair.
Margl_e. slipping away from my side
had picked up a little china ornament

from the coffee table. “Put it down
dear” ‘

Moargie had picked up a litile
china ornament. "Put it down,
dear," Bernice said, smiling.

-

LAINE leaned down, the betler to

talk to Margie. “How about it?"
he asked her. “"Would you like to visit
Aunt Bernice every day?"

“Can 1 take Shirley with me?"
Margie asked, not suspiciously, but in
a reasonable spirit of wanting to get
everything down in black and white
before committing herself. Shirley
Temple was her doll, alternately loved
passionately and completely forgotten
“And is she really my aunt?"

“No, not really,” Blaine said, “but
she'd like to have you call her that
And of course you must bring Shirley."

v, . All right,” Margie agreed—and
then, catehing my eye, "Thank you."

We were still laughing when the
telephone rang, and I suppose the
remnant of laughter was in my voice
when I answered. There was a barely
perceptible pause before a woman's
voice which I recognized at once said,
“Mrs. Manning? Is my husband there?"

Strange that she should be so formal,
I thought—we'd been calling each other
Bernice and Mary, quite naturally, only
a day or so before, Well, I wouldn't
notice it. "Oh, hello!" I cried. *Yes
he's here, being a Good Samaritan
about Margie, It's wonderful of you to
take her, Bernice, really. But are you

sure she won't be too much trouble?”
She laughed at that. “I won't let her
bel" she promised. “Can I speak to
Blaine, please?”
"Of course.” I handed him the tele-
phone, and listened to his end of the
conversation, (Continued on page 62) 45















thing. 1 had always known, I

suppose, that love can turn to
hate, that the closest friendship can
become the bitterest enmity, that ten-
derness can change into a savage desire
to be eruel, to return hurt for hurt, but
I had never actually realized that I was
capable of such complete corrosion
within myself until that June morning
I walked into Sally Lou Shand's hotel
room.

It should have been Carolyn's room.
[ had expected it to be Carolyn's; it
was Carolyn, with her wide green eyes
and her hair like sunlight, and her
lovely lightness of voice and her lovely
lightness of person, Carolyn, the girl 1
was engaged to marry, whom 1 had lefl
the Post to meet that morning. Instead
I found Sally Lou, Carolyn's sister.

She was eighteen, three yeals
younger than Carolyn and four years
younger than I, but to me—she was
just a youngster. 1 remembered her
as the youngster who'd run her legs
off to keep up with us at Cops and
Robbers when we were all children,
who later on hung around the field
when 1 went out for spring football
practice in high school, who still later
obligingly lured Petey and Bub, the
youngest Shanes, out of the living room
when I went to call on Carolyn.

And it was Sally Lou who had
traveled from our home town mnear
Richmond, Virginia, to that Manhattan
hotel to speak the words which t
all of my hopes into hopelessness
which made dust of my every dream

“Carolyn can't marry you, Jim,” sh€
said, “Not tomorrow, and not ever. =i
eloped three days ago with Captaid
Emory Lee."

That was all, and that was every=
thing.

I hadnt known that I could be hurt
so much. 1 hadn't known how bittes
hurt could be, nor that the poison
bitterness must gain release, no matte
who else suffered. The truth was that
I had been ill-prepared for that day.
Until then life had been too kind; un
then all of the important things I
:’“;; pretty much as I wanted the®

o be.

I was the only son of indulgedts
parents. 1 had the Shanes next d

!- MAN'S nature is a treacherous

as confidants and company. I was a
good athlete and a good student, and
won my share of such honors as our
town offered its young people. When
1 was graduated from high school 1
walked straight into a good job with
Southern Textiles, a job with a future,
and when I joined the Army it was
with the assurance thal my job would
be waiting for me when I came back.
And I joined the Army with the as-
surance, too, that Carolyn would be
waiting for me when I came back.

That was the best part of my living,
and had been ever since high school—
Carolyn, grown-up all of ‘'a sudden, it
seemed, from- the long-legged, laughing
playmate of my childhood into a lovely
young woman—and she was mine. Or
at least, from the first she gave me
preference-above her other beaux—and
there were many of them. It was my
Scholastic'Society pin she wore; it was
I-wwho had the first and the last dance
and most of the dances in between with
her. At first she would give me no
promises. She moved always a little
ahead of me, laughing at my attempis
to be serious, unattainable, yet just
barely beyond my reach.

Then, the night before 1 left home,
she did pledge herself to me. She ac-
cepted the ring I had ‘bought for her
in-a surge of self-confidence, and the
kiss she gave me was a woman's kiss,
deep and sweet and as full of promise

-as the words she whispered.

Yes, life had been too good. Even
being away from Carolyn for a year,
moving from camp to camp, and finally
being stationed near New York, hun-
dreds of miles away from her—even
then I could be happy, knowing that I
‘had her to return to. Ironically, it was
the final touch of good fortume, the
circumstance which made suddenly
possible the realization of my most
cherished dream.

On the same day 1 got my orders lo
the effect that after a ten-day furlough,
I musf hold myself in readiness to de-
part for a port of embarkation, I
received also a letter from the agency
representing a, tobacco company which
sold a well-known brand of cigareties
and sponsored, in the name of the
cigareite, a well-known orchestra’s
radio program. The letter said that an

It was her wedding dress—he by right of all those years of devotion.- But Jim, in his anger, was robbing her of it

invitation had been extended to Caro-
lyn, as the financée of a serviceman, to
come to New York to be married dur-
ing the orchestra’s broadcast. Carolyn
would be presented with a trousseau
and a wedding gown, and we would be
given a week's honeymoon in the bridal
suite of one of the largest and most
expensive hotels. . . .

It seemed too good to be true, I had
been expecting to be sent overseas, but
I had never expected to be given a
chance to marry my girl on my last
furlough. The fellows at camp mar-
veled. “The original Whitlock luck,”
they said, “Lucky Jim does it again]"

1 was excited. 1 wrote to Carolyn,
explaining that it would be my last
furlough in this country, urging her to
accept the agency’s invitation—never
dreaming, of course, that she wouldn't
—and spent the happiest hours of my
life looking forward to her arrival.
Ten days to be with Carolyn. Ten days
to be with my bride—my wife,

I PLANNED little, inconsequential
things—we would have breakfast in
bed on gray or rainy days, with
Carolyn, blonde and languorous and
beautiful, propped up against the pil-
lows beside me. On sunny days we
would breakfast at a little table drawn
up before the windows in the living
room of the suite. We would look out
over the city together, and Carolyn's
slim white hands would pour the coffee
and uncover the dishes full of steam-
ing, fragrant things. .., On one or two
evenings we wouldn’t use the theater
tickets and the supper club cards which
the agency was to send us Carolyn
liked to go out, but I knew that she
wouldn't mind, since I would be leav-
ing so soon—on one or two nights we
would just stay at home together, and
we'd read the papers and listen to the
radio with Carolyn curled ccmtent_ed.ly
as a kitten in my lap. . . . Ten nights
to sleep with my wife be:\nde me, feel-
ing her soft and close against me in the
dark, listening to her breathing, realiz~
ing. the miracle that she was mine, that
all of the sweetness and the dearness
of her was mine to hold and to
eish. . . - e
Chf took the Long Island train into the
city with my mind so full of the next

ten days that I didn't know where to
begin to tell Carolyn—

Instead, there was no Carolyn; there
was Sally Lou. Instead of Carolyn's
big white leather trunk there was Sally
Lou's small suitcase, half-unpacked. |
There was the small, but perfect dia- '|
mond ring I had given Carolyn lying
on the floor where it had fallen when
Sally Lou had ftried to give it back
to me. -

I had not been gentle with Sally, 1
had questioned her exhaustively about
Carolyn and the Captain, as if by
knowing every little detail the thing
would become real to me. Reality,
however miserable, was better than a
nightmare, There was, after all, very
little to tell. Carolyn had met the Cap-
tain a short while ago—three weeks—
and they had eloped on the very day
the letter from the agency had arrived
for Carolyn.

Sally Lou repeated the story over
and over again as I questioned her,
speaking in a small, meek voice, as if
by talking softly she could minimize
what her sister had done. But there
was still the secretive, stubborn look
on her face, as if she were still holding
something back, and I prodded her
relentlessly.

“My letter arrived night before last.

And you took the morning train to
New York—for what?"

Sally’s head snapped back, and her
dark eyes flashed with anger. Sally
had always been the most peppery of
the Shanes,

“Stop it!" she cried. "Stop badgering

me, Jim! There's nothing more to tell,
I didn't want to come here in the first
place. I knew you wouldn't want to
see me, knew you'd hate everything
connected with Carolyn. It was her
idea—"

“Carolyn’s!"

“Yes—Carolyn's. She thought—well,
she thought that it might be easier
for you if one of us told you. After
all, you've been so—go close to our
family—"

1 appreciate her thoughtfulness."

My voice was ugly. .

Sally Lou rose from her chair and
came to stand before me, her short
dark curls trembling, her small fsts |
clenched. “I didn't want any part of it. 41
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- Jp falling oy
Maybe Carulyn souldn’t help
|OH€ wilh the Captain, but at least she

‘sould have told you about It when she

Knew it was happening. And then you:l‘
special delivery came, No one was @

home—they'd all gonc with Carolyn ttl:
drive the Captain back to his Post. L)
opened it and—and 1 just couldn’t
stand it. You—you sounded so happy—

Her voice broke, but in & moment she
recovercd hersell. "Thals what made
me decide to come, I tried to t‘eh-zphone
you first, and the Post wouldn't let the
call through. I didn’t want to come
herc, but at least it seemed better than
telling you in a lettcr. There was 50
much to explain, and all of these plans
to be called off—"

HS:R dark cyes glowed, and _hg-r
mouth trembled, a soft and vivid
scarlet. In her anger she was no longer
a perl youngsler, Carolyn's kid sister,
but # woman defending her own con-
victions. Angry, Sally Lou was a
woman, a beautiful woman. I rt-allz_ed
it suddenly, a new and intcresting
phenomenon in the wreckage of my
lans, -
FlI took a step toward her. She did
nol retreat, but stood looking at me
steadily, her cyes very wide, very dark,
itill harboring their sccret. “Why
shouild they be called off, Sally? After
all, you'rc here.”

She knew instantly what I mecant,
4nd for a moment it was as if her whole
being were lighted by a transfiguring
flamc—a fAame that went quickly out,
jeaving her eyes dead and her mouth
twisted like a bit of burnt paper.

“Why should they be changed?” I
mnsisted, “You came here as Carolyn
Shane, didn't you? You didn't tell any-
ane—you didn't tell the people from
the agency who mel you—that you
weren't my fiancée?”

*Only because it was simpler,” she
said colorlessly. “I wanted to get to
you quickly, and 1 didn't want to be
stopped. 1 knew you could explain
to them—"'

I shook my head, beginning to smile
a little, and it was o strange scnsation,
as though a robol gmiled, "Oh, no, 1
don't want to make any cxplanations.
This is my last furlough—do you hear
that, Sally?—my last ten days in my
own country, for who knows how long,
1 don't want it cluttered up with an-
swering a lot of whys and whercfores,
und facing a lot of strangers who arc
sorry for me. 1'd much rather explain

This story wos suggested by
the Sommy Koye show on
which sach week o service-
mon ond his  sweatheor!,
wile or mother, are brought
together by the sponsors
Old Gold Cigoraties. The
progrom i1 heord on
Wednesdoy nights over CBS
of 8:00 P.M., EWT.

just one thing—that there's been a
mistake about the name—that my
fiancée is Sally Lou, and not Carolyn
Shane. Do you think you could help
me with that, Sally? You'll buy your
trousseau today as these people had
planned, and tomorrow night we'll be
married while the orchestra broad-
casts, and then we'll come back to the
bridal suite for our honeymoon—"

She flinched as though I had struck
her, and her face was drawn and paper-
white. Yet I knew she would do as I
wanted. Sally had always done what
1 wanled, ever since we were children,
There are compensations—when a
man's hearl leaves him, his mind be-
comes clearer and sharper as an eye is
strengthened when the sight of the
other eye i1s impaired. I saw the flicker
of expression which crept into Sally's
dead black eyes, and I knew it for what
it was—a bit of feminine reasoning,
handed down by generations of women
who had set ther heart upon a man.
She would marry me not so much to
plcase me as for the hope of winning
;r.-- later. She would make me love
18T

I knew then that 1 would never again
love anyone.

The telephone rang Sally did not

move, and after a moment | picked it
up. A brisk feminine voice announced
its owner as Miss Towne, from the ad~
vertising agency. She was waiting In
the lobby to take my fiancée shopping.
1 placed the mouthpiece against my
chest. "Miss Towne is waiting to take
you shopping,” I said. “Will you go?"

For a long moment she looked at me
without speaking, and then she picked
up her hat and went to the mirror to
put it on,

"Miss Shane will be right down." I
hung up the phone. Sally was already
half way out the door, "Haven't you
forgotten something?” I called after
her.

She hesitlated, and then as I went
over to her, she raised her lips—cool
child's lips—to mine. She was quiet in
my embrace, and very still, and then
I felt her mouth crumple under my
kiss; I caught a flash of tears in her
backward glance as she broke away
from me and hurried down the hall

I walked around the room after Sally
had gone, trying to think what I was
to do next. Whatever plans I had
originally made for the day were gone
as completely as if they hadn't been
made at all. I stared out the window
for a time at the unfamiliar expanse of

“Not tomorrow

“"Carolyn can't marry you, Jim," she said.
and nof over." | hadn't known that | could be hurt so much.

day afternoons, buying rides occasion-
ally for the children who had no
grown-ups of their own to buy them
rides, seemed to have no connection
with the Jim Whitlock who stood in a
hotel room awaiting Sally Lou Sh:mi.-.:,
return, I went to the bureau and I_L-amrj
over it to look in the mirmor, trying to
identify myself, to grasp m¥ new pg.q—
tion and my circumstances, '.o'ﬁ.u‘ “f
starting-point for aclion My r_};-::
looked back al me with the eyes ol 3

stranger. -
remembered Sally's

f00fs, and then beyond them to the
trées of Central Park.

The trees at least marked a place I
kne\.‘- I had visited the Park often;
farlier in the spring I had gone there
‘Fequently on my free Sundays, paus-
Ing most often where family groups
“ongregated—at the lake and at the
?IE”.Y-EO_—mund. Hearing the chil-
bee“s voices, watching them play, had
it‘;n a little like being back home and
YIng next door to the Shanes

ut the Jim Whitlock who had sat

unwilling
b the merry-go-round on sunny Sun= I

description of the Captain, Captain
Emory Lee, Dark, shc'd?a id, and u!r,hhlp-
slender, with & small moustache, He
sounded dashing. Carolyn would like
that. When we'd first started to go out
together, when T was still no more (o
her than the boy next door, she had
made no secret of the fact that she
liked to be with me partly because we
looked well together—both of us blond,
Carolyn very fragile-looking in con-
trast to my almost too-rugged build.

I backed away from the mirror, and
my heel struck something—Sally’'s
suitcase, half unpacked, with a dark
woolen skirt lying as Sally had dropped
it when 1'd come into the room. 1
stooped automatically to pick up the
skirt, and found other things—a blouse,
a jacket—which should have been
hung up lo prevent wrinkling. Auto-
matically I took them from the suitcase
and put them on hangers.

'I‘HE suitcase smelled faintly musty,

I recognized it as one which had
stood for years in the Shane attic, I
emptied it, and put Sally's things away
carefully in the closet and in bureau
drawers, with a neatness learned as
much from Mrs, Shane as from the
Army. When the bottom part wWas
cleared, 1 untied the string which held
the envelope-like compartment in the
lid. As it opened & puff of dust arose,
and an assortment of objects rolled out
—a packet of letters; some dried pressed
flowers, a small gold (ootball—far-
nished now—a Freshman Week button
in our high school colors. 1 stared at
the collection—hardly one which Sally
would have packed for the trip to New
York—and realized why she had taken
the suitcase. It was hers. Each of the
Shane children had had a trunk or an
old grip in the attic in which to lock
such papers and mementoes which they
wished to keep

Without thinking, I flipped through
the letters, The handwriting was (a-
miliar—mine, as it had been five or six
years ago, the first summer Sally had
gone to camp and had begged me to
write to her every week to keep her
from being lonesome. Evidently 1 had
kept my promise, because every onc of
the letters was from me. The football,
1 recollected slowly, was one Sally had
worn when she'd been my guest at a
game on one of those rare oceasions
when Carolyn had had another date, I'd
bought her the Freshman Week button
the doy she'd entered high school, teas=
ing her from the heights of my dignity
as an alumnus

The flowers 1 remembered especially.
They were the corsage of tiny yellow
roses T had bought Sally on the onc
night 1'd broken a date with Carolyn,
to take Sally to her class dance. I re-
membered how pretty she had looked
that evening, with her face alight with
happiness, her eyes rapturous. . . .

1 looked briefly at the other objects
which had fallen from the lid com-
partment. Every one of them had been
mine, or had had some connection with
me. There was even @ discarded
necktie, one I had left at the Shane
house. ,
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