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SOLDIER'S WIFE —The Tender Love Story of a Woman s





































































oulcasl, unwanted—even WOrse, uns
noticed—by the only people you ";;
spect? I hope not, tor_nothins can
more terrible, more w:th_ering.

Even when I was a child 1 felt the
agony of going to school wearing faded
dresses that had belonged to Ada, my
older sister—the same sister whose
very name later became shameful to
me. Even then 1 wanted to play, not
with the similarly ragged kids who
lived near me, but with the children
whose homes were up on the bluff.

And even then, I think, I found that
it was possible to love and hate my
parents at the same time. I loved my
father for his easy good nature, his
kindness—and, I suppose, for the in-
tangible tie that exists between parent
and child—but 1 hated him for his
shiftlessness and his fatal weakness for
liquor, 1 loved my mother for her
self-sacrifice, her gentle hands that
were always wrinkled from the water
of the clothes she washed to piece out
my father's small and intermittent
wages, But I hated her for the things
she could not help: constant weariness,
a high-pitched, complaining voice, a
house that was dirty and full of the
mingled odors of kitchen and washtub,
I hated them both for having brought
six children—six that lived, that is;
two had died-—-inlc! such a life,

COULD love and hate Ada, too. Even

after she ran away and entered upon
that secret life of hers, 1 did not really
blame her. She had simply chosen the
wrong way to escape, that was all. 1
would choose more wisely. 1 was grow-
ing into a beauty as complete as Ada's
had been the last-time I saw her, [
was slim and fine-boned, with a skin
whose paleness seemed to have on it
the faint reflection of a rose, and hair
the color—almost you could have said
the texture—of sunset on a clear,
warm night, it was so golden and shin-
ing. Surely T could put this gift of
loveliness, the only thing in the world
1 possessed, to better use than Ada
had!

The only use I made of | y
left high school, was to get at'j:l:t;; :
waltress at the State Cafe,
. The State wasn't the be
own to eat, but it wasn't (he
It was just a well-run, decent re‘:?:;.'
rant where the food was pood, It was
a place where I could earn a livin
while I dreamed my half—fcrrneg
drgvars of “someday."”

_What would happen so 7
didn't know—I] only knew nﬁag&“el
how, something must. Ang finally,
something did. T met Jim Driscol] ¥

It was on the train, coming b.ack
from Ch:cagu, where I'd spent my on
week vacation, It had been foolishe;
Knew before 1 had been in Chicago
day, to go there, 1 should have chgo :
:a:urr;lm;r hotel, where ay !eastusf’:

€ had a chance i
people my own age. ?ifuﬂ?: Tag Hriprd
see the city—live in a hotel natfg.'l::

st place in

sh-and-blodd actors,
a teal g:rd:::: e one of the famous
diné 3 nds I'd heard on the

ba
g#cegi ‘r;hfioncerl. walk through the

jve stores—

bigﬁ::? e?'usiwedme everything excepl
dance, because dancing Was the omle
thing on my list 1 couldn't do alone.
hadn't reckoned un‘the devastating
effect of loneliness 1n the midst of
m’lm depressed because the week
I'd planned and saved for had been
such a disappointment, I met Jim. 1
didn't know his name at ﬁrst. of course,
or even that he was EOIng the same
place T was. I only knew that he was
a young man with _teg‘iﬂar‘feature_s'
wearing an expenswe-]odnng' suit,
who took the seat next to me in the
erowded day coach. .

He told me later it was the first ime
he'd ever begun a conversation with a

total stranger y
I couldn’t help my;'ﬁ lf’]‘:ﬂﬂ
He didn't haVE to ‘:eu “{d

talked, theére in the hot day
while the train jerked its way
right there in the trajp i h the corn country. I was flat-
the sort of person who @ ..red and pleased because he had ac-
ately to a strange girl i;PE!h i ted me as someone from his own
hope of making a cop the world, and I"even thought wistfully
—well, proper, He wQI.IesL He gy how wonderful it would have been if
anything underhanded ould @ .o had met on the way to Chicago
he would never do ap ST Meas, 4 instead of as we left it. We could have
citing, either. ﬂhmhﬂr each other there—maybe he
would have asked me out—

But then he inquired how far I was

ing, and when I said “Meade" he sat
up straight in delighted surprise, and
said he was going there too. He was
to be a mathematics instructor at the
University, in a special school set up
by the War Department for aviation

We

ts.
mf-’fne'u be able to see a lot of each
olher!” he exclaimed.
sYes," I said, avoiding his eyes, be-
cause 1 was sure he wouldn't want to
see me—not when he knew where 1
worked, not when he'd found out what

He reached out and fook my
hand. At his touch, little

searing flames ran through me,

dnyone in lown could tell him about
my family. I just wasn't his kind. He
might come into the restaurant, and
he'd say a pleasant “Hello" when I
came to wait on him, but that would
be all,

‘Wiﬁ“l a stubborn resolution to keep
his friendship as long as possible, 1
let him go on talking, not telling him
what my life in Meade was like. We
got off the train together—and on
the station platform the familiarity of
surroundings I'd known all my life
closed around me. Already Jim Dris-
coll began to seem part of another
existence —a brlef fairy-tale exist-
ence that had nothing to do with
real life,

He looked around him, then began
to walk toward a battered tin sign
that said “Taxi," but I stopped.

"Goodbye,” 1 said hesitantly. “It's
been very nice, talking to you, and
I—I hope you have lots of luck with
your classes."

"But aren’'t you coming with me?"
he asked in surprise, “l can give you
a lift home in the taxi"

Show him where and how I lived?
Oh, no, I couldn't do that! He'd find
out, if he ever bothered to inquire,
but I couldn't show him. "No, it's—
it's not far, and I'd rather walk,” 1
said. “Really."

“Well—" His glance -at my suitcase
showed that he didn't believe me, but
he was too polite to insist. “Just as
you like, But won't you let me call
you? 1 do want to see you again.”

“You'll see me,"” I said breathlessly,

“if you ever eal in the State Cale. U'm
a waitress there."

1 made myself watch his face, see
it change. And it did change. Not too
much, because, I realized, he'd always
try not to hurt anyone's feelings, but
there was a flicker of surprise before
he laughed and said, “Fine. I'll be
one of the State Cafe's best customers.™

But he wouldn't, he wouldn't, I told
myself when I was trudging down the
hot street, my suitcase pulling me down
on one side. He was only being polile,
living up to the same creed that had
made him control his shock when he
learned where I worked.

I'd read him wrong. He did come to
the cafe, and he did ask me to go out
with him—not once, but many times.

EEKS later, when I knew him
much better, I understood. Again,
it had been part of his creed—the creed
of being proper, of doing the right thing,
He would not, could not, be crudely
undemocratic. By the time he learned
who 1 was, he had already decided
he liked me, He would have been
ashamed to let the accident of my
background make any difference in his
feelings. He was fastidious in this,
as in everything he did and thought.
He met me, most of the time, at
the cafe, coming in for dinner or just
when my work there was done. Once
or twice, on Sundays, he came to the
house for me, and he always took me
home. Thus he saw where [ lived—
saw the blistered paint of the house,
the sagging front porch, the barren
yard—but he never met any of my
family. 1 didn't have to introduce
him. All of us, my brothers and sisters
and I, went our ways, made what
friends we pleased, without the inter-
ference or particular interest of Pop
and Mom,

He still hadn’t met them when he
asked me to marry him.

He had a commission in the Army
by that time, to go with his instrue-
torship at the school, and he looked
neat and pleasant and a little un-
comfortable in his uniform. I felt
toward him exactly as I had on the
train—that he was nice,

But, dazed by the wonder of the
new life he was offering me, not daring
to believe that it could be true, I told
him I would be his wife. Silently, I
promised that I would make him happy.
His would be a demanding love. 1 was
sure I could give him all he wanted—
affection, and companionship, and re-
spect, and delight for the sense of
beauty which was so much a part
of him,

“We can be married around Christ-
mas,” he said. “There'll be a new
term starting the first of the year, and
I can get a week or so off. And il
will give us time to find a house and
buy some furniture.”

“And," he could have added but of
course, being Jim, didn't, "it will give
me time to (Continued on page 77}












. . .,you switch on the light to
assure yourself he's beside you.

Sometimes waiting at home is
~ even harder than fighting. So
much can happen to a woman
alone, a woman as desirable

—and as lovely—as Connie

kept on working after we were mar-
| ried, until the day when we’d start
| having babies. War had interrupted our
) plans and now I was doubly grateful
| for my job. Working all day as recep-
tionist and bookkeeper for a group of
doctors who shared offices in the Medi-
cal Arts Building helped me forget,
from nine to five anyway, the awful
loneliness.

Mom hadn’t given up easily. “1 don’t
like it,” she said, “It doesn’t look right
—a young girl living alone.”

I'd laughed and kissed her. 1 was
an old married woman of twenty-three
and could look after myself.

So I'd stayed on in our home and
worked to fill up my spare time. Two
nights a week I spent at the USO
canteen run for the boys from nearby
i Camp Jackson. I sewed. I had girl
t  friends in, in the evening. One night
a week and Sundays I had dinner at
the Ruells’. Oh, I'd worked it all out,
determined to be brave and sensible.
But there were times—













DAVID AND SALLY FARRELL are the stars of Front Page Farrell, the exciting serial of a newspaper

reporter’s life. They live in a simple cottage in the suburbs. In his work as a reporter on the Eagle,

David has been working on juvenile delinquency. He helped to straighten out a lot of boys and show

them the way to a healthier and more constructive life. Pert and pretty Sally used to work on the

paper with David before they were married, but now she’s looking forward to the coming of her baby.
(Played by Florence Williams and Richard Widmark)

29

&——%
















e

1

T wasn't until the train began to

move slowly out of the station that

I really realized what I had done.
Mom and Dad and Annie were running
along the platform and waving o me,
and suddenly I felt all hollow inside
and I was scared

When I couldn't see their faces any
longer, I slumped down in my seat, feel-
ing miserable and wondering why I
hadn't thought it all over more care-
fully. | was sure to be a failure, I
knew nothing about the country, nogh-
ing about farm work. 1 wasa city pgirl,
*who had suddenly taken it upon her-
self to be a hercine,

No, that wasn't it, either. It was that
crazy, uncontrollable Irish temper of
mine. | thought back to that terrible
day when everything had gone wrong.
It had been raining, the way il rains
in March,

Everything had been awful thal day.
It was dreary and wet and the city
seemed dirtier and colder than ever.
Then, at work, Mr. Martin had kept
nagging and peering over my shoulder,
until I got so nervous that I stuck my
finger under the needle of the stitching
machine. That made me lose my tem-
per and 1 had yelled at him and said
some nasty things. The next thing 1
knew, I had quit—before he could
fire me

Walking home in the rain, my finger
hurting, 1 had kept thinking, over and
over, "Oh, if only I could get away
from all this!" And mixed up with that
thought was the warry aboul having
to get another job. There wouldn't be
#ny jobs in my work, the only wark
1 knew, because leather for making
pocketbooks was scarce now.

I_walked along hating Mr Martin,
hating to go home and face the family.

T?SI;NI S’I:I‘; the poster,

I E CROP COR o
WIN THE WAR." PS, HELP

It }anli‘l_ the slogan that ot me. |
wasn't feeling so patriotic, at the mo-
ment. We Malones were doing our
share to win the war, what witi\ my
Das orking poer in, e Amy snd

. d . ar plant and me
WOrrying, because money was needed
at home—and I was out of a job

No, it was the picture. There was a

From o itory heard an

Manday through Fridoys

Graon Vallsy, U. 5. A
of 4:15 P.M,, an CBES.

=] ¥ y
- . E:
4 gravel path, I remembered vaguely
f ving learned at high school that New
/ porathy had won. her victory—but at the sacrifey
Ler own happiness. She watched Jan go away wighy,
e

a backward glance, leaving her alone and frightens

i with a girl standing in it
;ﬂl-lwgzlc}n overalls da?ri Eshe looked
and happy an .
hegtlztggenly I ISII. such a long:ng_lolﬁﬁ
that girl in the picture, to s{a:;d in 5
sunlight and feel a soft wm‘umth};
hair and see green, rolhlng hills, 5 a
il wishes were WINgs I'd have been
there the next instant, Almost without
knowing what I was doing I headed for
the address on the poster and, in a
very short time, I was at the ofﬁce_ of
the United States Employment Service,
signing up to do farm work _

And now, here I was—on a train
headed for some place called the Bo-
gardus Farm in upstate New York. On

II—

I'might have sat down and eried with
the strangeness and loneliness, but
there wasn't time. There was the fa-
miliar sound of an automobile and I
looked across the tracks. A station
wagan was roaring down a dirt road
toward me,

An old man was driving. He stopped
the car and just sat looking at me. He
had a lined, weatherbeaten face and,
in it, only his sharp, blue eyves moved.
Somehow, he seemcd disappointed. 1
could feel the Irish in me stirring and
it was on the tip of my tongue to ask

{ read a magazine, It didn't
me; tr‘:n.n:h. I couldn’t concentrate
i ;eswry and every mile that took

‘:a from the city seemed to make
2 | smaller and more uncertain
25 hardly a station, the place
ot off the train. There was

The next minute, I stopped thinking
about vague things like that The train
rattled off and I was alone. Really
alonu.l There was no station agent or
anything—just those milk cans.

I don't know, maybe people who've
been to the country a lot wouldn't feal
the way I did then, I was suddenly
about as big as an ant. [ wasn't used to
all that space. I was used to being
hemmed in by brick walls, tall ones. 1
was used to knowing there were people
around me—never more than ten or
filteen feet away,

ne e
Nt w

I -
hrr:smgn shelter on one side of the

s On the other side, there was a
e with dozens of milk cans

atfor Stepping down to

scked along it.

Vork was primarily a dairy state,

|} wosn't long before | knew
that he loved me when he took
me in his arms ond kissed me.

my way to be a farm girlt And
idea was a little frightening, ! thoyg
of all’ Mom’s qualms, how s\
wailed about my going off (o u,
knows where!" with not the ligh
notion of what I was supposed iy 4
knowing nothing of the peopls |
country, the work, or anything. |
never been on a farm in my life
ally, I'd never been any farthe:
New York City than Palisades Par
New Jersey, where we went of pies
sometimes.

I slumped further down in my





















No pride stands betw

. “‘
een a woman and her heart when she

1 to
in love. And so, Sally resolved, tomorrow was going

be her day—no matter what she had to do to make it hers

EVERYONE always thought it was
wonderful, our being twins, Everyone
but us, that s, -

I ean remember, from the time I
was old enough to remember anything,
Mother's friends saying, “Oh, twins!
Agnes, your little girls are simply
darling! Aren't you proud? How
simply wonderful—they're just exactly
alike!" And later, our own friends—
“Don't you love being twins? What
fun!"

It isn't fun, 1t isn't fun at all, Be-
cause being a twin is something you
can’t gel away from. You're two
separate people, two whole people—
and yet, one isn't whole. At least,
that’s the way it was wilh Janie and
me. One of us was always the domi-
nating factor, One was gay and charm-
ing, with sweel, endearing little ways,
laughter in her eyes, and a firtatious
lilt to the corners of her mouth: one
of us was quiet and reserved, always
in the background, shining only in the
light reflected from her sister—not by
instinct, bul from learning that she
might as well be quiet and reserved
becausc she could never hope to be
what her sister was, to shine as
brightly as she,

I was the quiet one,

There we were, always, two of us—
perfect physically as individuals, We
looked alike and \talked alike; even
our hands made the same little fly-
away gestures when we spoke, and
our mouths curved upward into the
same smiles. But we were Lwo peo-
ple—and no onc ever seemed to treat
us as if we were. It hurt, never being
able to be free of my twin, all my -life,
but the hurt grew o dreadful pr.npnrv
tions when we reached the first going-
out-with-boys age. You see, there never
seemed to be two men for two girls
then, or ever after—and of course jt
was the gay one, the charming one.
who always got the one man,

I've always disliked my sister. Please
don't condemn my for it—not until
you've heard the whole story, not
until I ean try to make yoy under-

stand it. Inside me, there's always
been & hot, seething litlle_ core of
rebellion. It flared once into real
hatred, and died away again into
bleakest despair. That’s how I came
to find myself, one day, alone and very
lonely in a big, strange cily, wearing
a blue-and-white uniform which hid
the ache in my hearl from everyone
but myself.

Being in love that one perfect time,
that they say comes once to every
woman, is the most wonderful thing
that can happen—if the one you love
loves you., But if your love falls on
sterile soil, if all your weeping can't
water it into growing and all of your
smiling can't warm the seed ta life,
then it’s like a sickness, love is. You
just want to be very still, and not
see the sun because the sun is too
bright, and not hear the rain because
it sounds like crying. You don’t want
fo be near people because of the
happiness you may see on their faces,
You don't want to talk to them because
you may hear their laughter. You
want to draw all the curtains, and
make a dark, quiet room of your life,

That's the way I felt when 1 ran
gwha}'—fgnTaway from the sight of
ane an erry together— joi
the SPARS. Ty logether—and joined
‘*E‘m gﬂu \tl'lon't understand how it
came abo
st unl:s:s tl féuly}gzr:nheed Lo hate my

- whole story,

By the time Jane ang | were o]
enough to work, T4 {, o
balance within my: pin & kind of

. yself. The core of
rebellion was there, yes—and as strong
as ever—but I'd learned to keep it un-

clothes exactly
be content to ta
10 g0 out with
discarded
have fun

alike. 19 learned to
& along behind Jane,
the man she'q just

I'd learned 1o be contemt—unti] we

met Terry. And then it was differtsd
—terribly, fiercely different’ ol i
I saw Terry first. He walk
the office where Jane and I W°_Tp:ﬁ-?
twin secretaries to the two 'm:d, L
dents; they thought it was “":Im
too!—just about closing nmt& \ e
ning. Jane had hurried O ok
early to keep an apuumlﬂ}e"w
beauty shop, and I was staying ¥ ey
my work and a letter oF
still remained of hers. e
Pounding away busily al :;:ﬂ
writer, 1 didn't realize that “ﬂul
anyone in the office with E‘I","
heard a voice say, ''You M
of the twins.”

-t

Ny and his
hair was a close-cropped cap, ant
s:'nlt: seemed to have been fashltme’d
for him alone. Surely there wasni

As far as 1 was concerned, that had
dlways been a poor” opening remark
from the point of view of getting me
interested. 1 looked up sharply, as he
Went on, “Which Webb gir] are you?'
I answered automaltically,
and then I got my first really good
look at Terence Cahill.

I won'y iry to make you believe that
ILin love with him then and there,
put much faith in stories
at first sight
t once, so much!
f thin face which carries
ines flanking the mouth—
they were dimples
ittle boy. His dark

or something? y
don't like being teased about being
twins?"

"Being twins isn't very much fun,
I told him—and 1 think that was the
first time :
anyone. Somehow 1 knew he would‘nl
think it was qucer of me not to like
being a twin, s 4

His grin broadened. “Look, he'saxd.
“it’s way past quitting timec. Let's go
down to the drug store and have &
soda, and you can tell me oll about

“I'm Sally Webb,"” I_ repea“lcr_i and
added, from long experience, Did you
want to see Jane?"” 4

He' shook his head. v >
see your boss, but 1 guess I'm a ll;m:
o—the way | happem;q to hea
about you girls was from hi
always telling people about Ilrow _l.w
and his brother have twin seerelarics
And a wvery decoral S€
office, 1 might add—that is.
looks like you."

“l wantcd 0

jive asset lo any

when he was al

We hed oll our temoriows 1o.
gether, Terey ond 1, but |
soon realited that we were
sharing them with my iwin.

"We look exactly alike," 1 suld, a_nd
there must have been somc warning
in the way I said it, for he laughed,

“What's the matter—mad al sistcr

Or is it just that you

I'd ever admitted that Lo
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AME’BICA NEEDS NURSES :::-ENLIST NOW "
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CLAUDETTE COLBERT
PAULETTE GODDARD
VERONICA LAKE

FHOTOGRAFPHED ON THE ACTUAL
SET OF PARAMOUNTS NEW PICTURE

“S0 PROUDLY WE HAIL"

AN EPIC OF THE NURSES
ON BATAAN

L] T— =

-

Goob Tosacco, Yes. .. the
right combination of the WorLp's
Best CiGARETTE TOBACCOS...

f
It isnt enough to buy the best cigarette tobacco,
it's Chesterfield's right combination, or blend, of
these tobaccos that makes them so much milder,
cooler and better-tasting.

Good Tobacco, yes.. . but the Blend — the Right
Combination — that's the thing.

Smoke Chesterfields and find out how really
good a cigaretfe can be

co Co.
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