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leaves your hair so lustrous,

yet so easy to manage ?

Only Drene Shampoo with Hair Conditioning action
gives you this wonderful combination of beauty
benefits!' Extra lustre ... up to 33% more sheen
than with any kind of soap or soap shampoo!
Because all soaps leave a film on hair which dulls

lustre, robs your hair of glamour! Drene leaves

no dulling film, brings out all the 'ovely gleam.
Such manageable hair . . . easy to comb into

smooth, shining neatness, right after shampooing
. . . due to the fact that the new improved Drene
has a wonderful hair conditioning action. fX Com-
plete removal of unsightly dandruff, the very first

time you use this wonderful improved shampoo.
So insist on Drene with Hair Conditioning action,

or ask your beauty shop to use it!

from the girls who know?

Here's Lovely Norma Richtek
. . . one ofNew York's top-flight

fashion models, Cover Girl

and "Drene Girl"! On this page she

shows you three stunning

hair-dos, keyed to the kind of

simple clothes smart girls will

wear this fall and winter!

amboo

WITH HAIR CONDITIONING ACTION

Multi-colored plastic combs add a perk
touch to the classic simplicity of this smoot
page-boy and complement the colors of th

gay sleeveless jacket. Norma says no sham
poo except Drene with Hair Conditioning ac

tion leaves her hair so shining, yet so smooth

Product of Procter & Gamble
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GIRL: Think I'd rather go to some wonderful old

dance and be popular and glamorous when I can sit

here being just plain old me with my slacks on?

Goodness!

CUP ID: Plain? You're not so plain, Pattycake.

GIRL: Wait'll I smile, Little One. I'm Sad Sack.

CUPID: No gleam?

GIRL: No gleam, Little One. No sparkle. I brush

my teeth. And brush 'em. But it's no glow. No gleam.

CIJPI D:And 'pink' on your tooth brush, I'll bet!

GIRL: We-ell . . . only lately . . . I—

CUPID: Stop stuttering, Sis. That 'pink' on your tooth-

brush is a warning! It means see your dentist—and fast!

GIRL: Dent— But I haven't got a toothache. I—

CUPID: Quiet, Powderpuff ! Dentists aren't just for

toothaches. Visit yours tomorrow. He may find your gums are

being robbed of exercise by soft foods. And he

may suggest, "the helpful stimulation of Ipana and massage!'

GIRL: Sure. Sure, sure, sure. But what's that got

to do with my smile?

CUPID: This, my mentally under-privileged friend:

Ipana not only cleans teeth. With massage, Ipana

helps your gums. Massaging a little extra on when you
brush your teeth will help them to healthier firmness.

And healthier gums mean, sounder, brighter teeth.

A smile that'll have you cutting more rugs and fewer

paper dolls. Get started tomorrow, Baby!
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Radii!)

By JACK LLOYD

One point for each correct answer

—

check yours with those on page 105. A
score between 8 and 10 is good, 7-5,

fair, and below 5—well, listen in more
often, won't you?
1. Lovely Ann Sothern has brought

her most famous characterization
from the screen to the air. What's
the name of this new CBS show?

2. One member of the famous Bennett
family has taken time out from act-
ing to do a news show. You know
that it's

(a) Joan, (b) Barbara, (c) Con-
stance

3. Steve Wilson, crusader against
crime in Big Town (CBS) always
gets a helping hand from lovely

—

4. While Fibber McGee and Molly
were vacationing this summer, a
famous Danish comic-pianist took
their place. Was it

(a) Ole Olson (b) Jean Hersholt
(c) Victor Borge (d) Karl Swenson

5. A sparkling CBS show features
singers Marion Hutton and Larry
Douglas as well as the famous "Be-
lieve It Or Not" man. The initials of

the show are "R. R. & R."

6. Which motion picture actor, best
remembered for his portrayal of
Brigham Young, enacts the role of

Rev. Spence on ABC's One Foot
In Heaven?

7. Phil Baker, besides dishing out cash
on CBS's Take It Or Leave It, plays
a musical instrument on the show
now and then. Which one of these?

(a) Violin (b) Accordion
(c) Trumpet (d) Clafinet

8. Unscramble these names of day-
time dramas:
(a) Ma Lawton (b) Ethel and Tim
(c) Lora Perkins (d) Tena & Albert

9. Mark the following statements
TRUE or FALSE
(a) Pamela North is the wife of

Major Hugh North on ABC's
Man from G-2.

(b) Mr. Keen is the "Tracer of Lost
Persons" (CBS).

(c) Comedian Alan Young hails

from Canada.

10. She's one of the most listened-to
women on the air. She's got a host
of sponsors and her initials are
M.M.M. Know her? She's on NBC.
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But will you stay
as sweet as you are?

YOU STEP from your bath all fragrant

and fresh. But how long will that

freshness last? Will it begin to fade al-

most before you're dressed?

Not if you know the simple One-Two
of day-long daintiness! One for your bath

—to wash away past perspiration. And
Two for Mum — to guard against risk of

future underarm odor.

That's the answer so many
smart girls give to this prob-

lem of underarm care. A bath

plus Mum is their sure pro-

tection against a fault so hard to forgive.

So take 30 seconds to smooth Mum on

each underarm and stay nice to be near.

You can depend on Mum's protection to

last for a whole day or evening.

Remember, too, that gentle Mum won't

irritate your skin, won't harm fine fabrics

—can be used before or after dressing. Use
Mum, to be sure. Get some today.

For Sanitary Napkins—Mum is

gentle, safe, dependable . . . ideal

for this use, too.

Product of Bristol-Myers

Mum
Stakes the odor out 04

perspiration



Making

faces

Scowls leave wrinkle-scars, and

frowns make you frumpy—so look

pleasant, please, for prettiness!

Cass Daley, Number One radio and
movie face-maker, warns against

the squints' and scowls that make
you look less than your very best.

CASS DALEY, radio comedienne,

has more funny faces than Tos-

canini has overtures. And because

her funny faces help fatten the fat

check she gets for convulsing night

club audiences and radio listeners,

Cass is more than normally interested

in how you and I look in our off-guard

moments.
What she knows about seeing us as

we seldom see ourselves is not flatter-

ing. The fact is that we all make faces

which smother any good looks we may
have.

If you play the game that Cass plays

and watch women in restaurants, on
the street, in social gatherings, you'll be

amazed at the long list of unconscious

habits and facial mannerisms. You'll

see the girl with the lined forehead

who can't go five seconds without

frowning. Another distorts her face by
biting her lips. There's the girl who'd
hate to be caught staring vacantly

into space, her mouth wide open. Some
people can't even eat without going

through facial gymnastics. And of

course you know the girl who makes
a terrible face every time she adjusts

her glasses farther up her nose. The
girl who habitually squints is probably

fooling only herself. She needs glasses

but foolishly thinks her squinting is

prettier. Lighting and smoking a cig-

arette can be done without making a

face but too few women know it or do

it gracefully.

Then there's the girl who is too an-

Radio Romances
Home and Reality

imated. In a mistaken effort to seem
vivacious, she overworks her face.

There's the girl who pushes her cheek
out of place when she leans her face

on her hand. And the one who can't

apply powder without pushing her
face around. The girl whose eyes close

whenever she smiles should practice

smiling with lower jaw relaxed and
slightly dropped to help prevent deep

lines from developing around her eyes.

An habitual dead-pan expression is

just as bad as the face that works too

much, so the ideal to strive for is a

soft, relaxed look. A few sessions in

front of your mirror can help you
eliminate mannerisms and "funny

faces" which all of us have in our off-

guard moments. This way you'll end up
looking your prettier self more of the

time.



Was This the Night She Dreamed About?

Ever since she'd met him the week
before she dreamed of this . . . their

first real date together.

Soft summer air, the magic of the

moonlight, the shimmering stars, and

the whispering of the ocean, sweetly

conspired to make it a night for

romance, and yet . . . here she was,

hurt and troubled, on her way home
by ten.

He pleaded an early train to catch.

Even so, that couldn't explain the

contrast between last week's ardor

and tonight's studied indifference!

She simply couldn't understand his

attitude.

No matter what your charms may
be, they can count for little if you're

guilty ofhalitosis (unpleasant breath)

.

You, yourself, may not be aware of

its presence, so why not be always on
guard? Listerine Antiseptic is a won-
derfully simple and wholly delightful

ally in helping you to be at your best.

Use it morning and night and before

every date.

While sometimes systemic, most
cases are due, say some authorities, to

the fermentation of tiny food parti-

cles on mouth surfaces. Listerine

Antiseptic quickly halts such fermen-

tation and overcomes the odors it

causes. The breath becomes sweeter,

fresher, less likely to offend. Never,

never omit this wise and delightful

precaution.

Lambert Pharmacal Company
St. Louis, Mo.

Before any date

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC
for oral hygiene



A ray of romance came into Joan's radio adventures when Andy Russell joined

the Joan Davis Show this fall. It's heard Monday evenings, 8:30 P.M., EWT, CBS.

WHIT'S NEW

from Coast to toast

Jimmy McClain is the man
who knows all the answers—he's quick-witted Dr.I.Q.

NOW that the shooting war's over,
radio has a reconversion job of its

own to do. The radio industry de-
serves a nationwide salute for its con-
tribution to the war effort. But what
comes now?

In a way, we're in a new kind of war.
There's still a lot that needs to be done
before we can all sit back and feel
really safe about tomorrow. There's
still a great deal of information that
needs to be spread around.

There's the job of reemployment for
all the radio personnel who've been in

the Armed Forces. There's the question
of full employment all over the coun-
try. There's the utilization of all the
young men and women who've dis-
covered latent talents while serving
their country. There's the question of
education and spreading honest and

Florence Lake lends roman-
tic distraction to NBC's
The Gay Mrs. Featherstone.

correct information about the other na-
tions of the world in America.
The radio industry is full of plans.

In the long run, however, the industry
will try its best to meet the demands
of the people. So, maybe, such ideas as
are floating around among the listeners
about how radio can best serve their

By DALE BANKS

needs should be made known to the
networks and stations.

^: ^ $

When "Anchors Aweigh" was playing
at the Capitol Theatre in New York,
one of the steadiest customers at the
box office was Ethel Owen, who plays
Millie McLean on the Lorenzo Jones
show. Ethel couldn't get enough of the
picture. The reason? Her daughter
Pamela—who goes by the name of Pa-
mela Britton in the movies—had a fea-
ture part in the picture.

* >:- *

Since the world looks kind of hazy
around the edges to us, too, when we
misplace our eyeglasses, we feel more
understanding than amused by Edwin
C. Hill's little idiosyncrasy. Hill has
fifteen pairs of specs, all with his name
on the cases, spread around in broad-
cast, newsreel and recording studios in

New York and Washington. He hasn't
taken any chances since a day a few
years ago when he discovered just be-
fore a broadcast that he had left his
glasses at home and found himself

(Continued on page 8)



C/e*TO. «A)(fiJU, <vUC$2. a»jmw . . . the soft

butterfly touch o f fingers . . . will tell a

man he's home.

Let your hands be soothing music, sweeter

than he could have dreamed.

There's a lovely, different hand lotion

to help you— creamy, flower-fragrant

Trushay.

It softens hands so wonderfully. And you

can use Trushay in a very special way

—

the "Beforehand" way!

Before daily tasks, before you do dishes,

smooth on Trushay. It helps guard beau-

tiful hands even in hot, soapy water!

Use Trushay whenever, wherever skin

needs softening.

TRUSHAY
The

"Beforehand"

Lotion

PRODUCT OF
BRISTOL-MYERS



Taking pity on yourself "these

days"? Sitting it out just because

menstruation's functional

cramps, headache and "blues"

are making you feel slightly

lower than sea level?

You don't have to take stop-

and-go signals from menstrual

pain. Instead, take Midol and

experience the quick comfort

these tablets can bring you.

Midol is offered specifically to

relieve functional periodic pain.

It is free from opiates, and its

speedy action is three-fold:

Eases Cramps—Soothes Headache
—Stimulates mildly when you're

"Blue".

So don't let up just because

Nature lets you down. Perk up
—take Midol with complete

confidence and enjoy real com-

fort! Get Midol today at any

drugstore.

used more than all

other products offered exclusively

to relieve menstrual suffering

CRAMPS-HEADACHE -BLUES"

(Continued from page 6)
forced to do a whole broadcast without
benefit of script.

* * *

An ex-GI tells us that Dan Sey-
mour's program, Now It Can Be Told,
is one of the favorite shows of wounded
servicemen in the hospitals around the
country. It seems that in the Army, you
follow orders and carry out missions and
nine times out of ten you have no idea
why, or sometimes even where, you're
carrying out the orders. Lots of soldiers
are catching up factually, now, through
these broadcasts, with their own combat
history and the war is beginning to
make sense. Our veteran tells us, from
his own experience, that it's easier to
reconcile yourself to having been in-
jured, if you understand the complete
ramifications of the action in which you
were wounded.
This Now It Can Be Told program

is another example of the thrill-pos-
sibilities of reality. And they're real,

all right. At this moment, some 29 gov-
ernment agencies and 53 foreign em-
bassies are supplying Dan Seymour with
hitherto censored facts for material.

Personally, we're all for hobbies.
They make people happy. But they can
be carried too far sometimes. James
Melton's enthusiasm for old cars is kind
of fun—up to a point. But we hear that
he carries it to the lengths of having
old car motifs on wallpaper and lamp-
shades in his home and embroidered
and printed and painted on sweatshirts
and ties and handkerchiefs. Wonder if

his wife ever feels like a small rebel-
lion?

A new note of neatness prevails in
the NBC newsroom. Robert St. John
used to be a familiar sight whenever
things got hot in the news. He'd run
around with a sheaf of papers in his
hand and his suspenders trailing be-
hind him. It was always a sign of pres-
sure, when St. John pulled the sus-
penders off his shoulders. But the
crowded, hectic situation at the time of
the Japanese surrender ..called for a
change. William F. Brooks, the director

of news at NBC, got worried that St.

John would carry away half the news-
room equipment with his flying sus-
pender—because St. John was doing
some tall dashing about in those tense
days. Brooks hit on a perfect solution.
He just whispered to St. John that he
was giving the wrong impression—that
the office girls all thought he had a
bellyache whenever he went around
like that with his braces hanging down.

In a way, considering the work St.

John did in those frantic days, it's a
shame he had to give his mind to re-
membering about keeping his suspend-
ers up, too. The man worked 117
straight hours, with only cat naps at
odd moments, which added up to about
ten hours sleep in that whole time. He
appeared on his regular 10 A.M. pro-
gram, aired 76 special broadcasts, wrote
2,000 word biographies on each of the
principal contenders for the post of
Allied Supreme Commander, changed
his shirt ten times and lived on orange
juice, sandwiches and coffee.

* * *

We love listeners' reactipns. Charlotte
Hanson, who plays—among other roles—the part of Patsy on the Nick Carter
series, had a line in one of the recent
scripts which went something like this:

"Now look, I've ruined my stockings

—

and it's my last pair!"
And, in the next day's mail, Charlotte

received six pairs of sheer hose from a
sympathetic listener!

* * *

Not all fans and listeners are like
that, though. Mark Warnow's mail on
any given day has at least two letters
from aggravated songwriters. Song-
writers seem to suffer from persecution
complexes. Each one of them is positive
that publishing houses have turned
down their songs because they resent
new talent, that the song was so sen-
sational it might make regular compos-
ers like Romberg, Kern and Cole Porter
look like bums—and that's why pub-
lishers turn down the songs. And they
demand that Warnow play thtir songs
on the Hit Parade. Moreover, they will
frequently give a specific date when

(Continued on page 10)

Radio Romances editorial director Fred Sammis goes into

the problems of being an editor with Maggi McJSellis, as

guest on her woman's program, heard daily at 12:15, WEAF.



The peerless Dietrich ! The star who

put "amour" in glamour ! Glamorous . . . clever

you ... to try her skin-beauty recipe ...

wonderful Woodbury Complete Beauty Cream!

Here's one cream that gives complete care . .

.

as it cleanses, smooths, softens your skin ! A
spellbinder as a powder base; a magician as

a night cream. And only Woodbury has

"Stericin", purifying the cream in the jar,

helping protect against blemish-causing germs.

Star in your own love drama ! Today . . . get

Woodbury ... 10^ to $1.25, plus tax.

Woodbury

Complete Beauty

Cream
...Ms all you need!



Are you in the know<

Too bad she doesn't care about—

D Her competition

Boogie-woogie

D The Three D's

Men never make passes at untidy lasses

—

droons who ignore the three D's. (Dainti-

ness, deodorants, dress shields.) Warm
wool frocks will tattle on such charmless-

ness. So, take care! Busy perspiration glands

work time-and-a-half on problem days.

Let Kotex help you outsmart them. You see,

now there's a deodorant in Kotex. It's locked

inside each Kotex and can't shake out

—

because it is processed right into each pad,

not merely dusted on. Try Kotex-with-

deodorant for daintiness!

Which would you use?

The guest towels

The Turkish towels

The end of your slip

Freshening up at a friend's house? Let's

pray those dripping little paws will reach

for the guest towels—not the family's!

Even if they look unapproachably lovely,

use them. Spare yourself needless puzzle-

ment, too, over which sanitary protection

to choose on difficult days. Kotex, of course!

For it's Kotex that has the different kind

of softness that doesn't just "feel" soft at

first touch. You're cushioned-in-comfort for

hours and hours, because Kotex is made to

stay soft while wearing.

More women choose

KOTEX* than all other

napkins put together

R

R

10

A DEODORANT
in every

Kotex napkin

at no extra cost

Can you be picture-perfect—

With a shiny nose

Without benefit of bangles

In winter pastels

Si, si to all 3. Copy this chick for whom
the camera clicks, spurning heavy makeup
(a slight shine helps model the face).

Forsake all bangles, "posey" clothes. Skip

sweaters, slacks. Simple winter pastels

photograph best. You can be at your best

even on trying days—with the self-assur-

ance Kotex gives. The patented flat tapered

ends of Kotex free you from worrisome

"outline" fears, for those flat pressed ends

don't cause revealing outlines. And thanks

to that patented safety center, you get plus

protection with Kotex.

*T. M. Reg U. S. P.t. Off.

(Continued from page 8)
the song should be played, as well as
its position among the other songs! To
date, Warnow hasn't been knocked over
yet by the quality of the songs them-
selves.

* * *

Something new has been added to the
technique of the New York Board of
Education. A number of seventh, eighth
and ninth year classes in the public
schools in New York have been turned
over for use in experiments to test the
suitability of television in education.
The first courses to include television
lectures and televised experiments are
science courses. If that works out well,
television can easily be used for most
other subjects. The possibilities are
limitless and we can see the whole idea
of school and lessons and interest in
education being changed. It's a healthy
thing that education should at last be
catching up with advances in scientific
knowledge that have led to discoveries
like the harnessing of atomic energy.

We like the way Paul Lavalle shows
that he's never, forgotten how he got
his first break and how important it

was to his career. He first gained recog-
nition when Toscanini gave him a solo
spot playing clarinet in the NBC Sym-
phony. Today, Paul makes it a practice
to take talented performers from the
Highways in Melody choir, which he
directs, and give them the solo spots
of the program instead of following the
usual pattern of calling in guest stars.

Most people who watch Morty How-
ard at work at the piano marvel at his
patience with children. His two major
assignments at the moment are ac-
companying 7-year-old Bobby Hookey
and 16-year-old Marion Loveridge. Be-
fore Morty took over these and other
children's programs some years ago,
there had been a long succession of dif-
ferent accompanists—all of whom fared
badly. The one just preceding Mt»rty
used to bark at the kids and frighten
them so they "froze".
Howard gets his results with old-

fashioned psychology. He never comes
out and tells the children they must

Agnes Moorehead, Conrad Binyon
and Lionel Barrymore—"family"

of CBS's The Mayor of the Town.



Loaned to radio from the screen

is Mary Astor, who stars in CBS's

The Merry Life of Mary Christmas.

sing a song this way or that way. In-

stead, he listens to their ideas—some
of which are pretty good. If he dis-

agrees with any of them, he doesn t say

anything. He nods brightly and then

plays his accompaniment in such a way
that the kids automatically sing the

song the right way. By doing it like

that, Morty avoids hurting the chil-

dren's pride or their faith in themselves
and their judgment.

The girl with the pin-up voice is

Barbara Cary. She's the woman news
editor who's been handling overseas
shortwave pick-ups for NBC. George
Thomas Folster, correspondent in Guam,
reports that every morning in the cold

gray pre-dawn hours, when • he and
Barbara Cary exchange timings, cues

and weather reports to do with the
broadcasts that will come later in the

day "by two-way transmission, several

lonely servicemen gather in the studio,

just to hear her speak.

We hear that one of the best selling

books in England these days is called

"Tree In The Yard". Seems that's what
the British have named "A Tree Grows
in Brooklyn"—because, as one com-
mentator put it, Brooklyn isn't quite

as famous in England as it is in Amer-
ica.

One of the nicest romances in radio
circles is the marriage of Bea Wain and
Major Andre Baruch. They've been
married a number of years, now, but
the shine hasn't worn off their senti-

ment.
Recently, Baruch had his first leave

from his busy schedule for the Armed
Forces Radio Services. He and"Bea dis-
appeared for most of his ten days off.

Also, Bea wears a wide gold wedding
band engraved with a musical staff and
the notes of the melody "I'll Be Loving
You Always"—which she firmly be-
lieves will be true in her case.

Dave Elman isn't satisfied with hav-
ing two shows on the air. His Auction
Gallery program and the return of his
famous Hobby Lobby show don't
keep him busy enough. He's scurrying

(Continued on page 110)
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RICH, RADIANT COLOR IN

Out of the glamor world of Paris into the

beauty world of America comes the wonderful

French blending process by which Evening

in Paris face powder is made.

"Triple color-blending" it is called . . . which

means a face powder so fine, so smooth, so

exquisitely tinted it seems to kindle a glorious

new loveliness in your face . . . touching your

skin with a soft velvet bloom that utterly

denies drabness, blemish or surface flaw.

This is your face powder ... for a skin ex-

citing to look at, thrilling to touch. Try it

. . . and learn why it is said "to make a

lovely lady even lovelier, Evening in Paris

face powder."

Rouge 50c • Lipstick 50c

Face Powder $1.00 • Perfume $1.25 to $10.00

(All prices plus tax)

BO U R J O I S
NEW YORK • DISTRIBUTOR

Tune in "Romance, Rhythm and Ripley"

with "Believe It or Not" Ripley, Marion

Hntton, Larry Douglas, Jim Ameche and

Ray Bloch's Orchestra— Thursdays,

10:30 P. M., E. W. T., Columbia Network.
R
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Its so easy
to tell FIBS/

...f/SS are

qui/fed-have

rounded ends!
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Once you've used

FIBS, there are two

special advantages

that you'll always

remember:

FIRST, those
smoothly tapered,

gently rounded ends that assure easy

insertion. You can tell at a glance that

FIBS must be easy to use.

SECOND, the "quilting" that prevents

cotton particles from clinging to delicate

internal membranes. It's a feature fas-

tidious women are quick to appreciate.

FIBS quilting also contributes directly

to your comfort . . . keeps Fibs from fluff-

ing up to an uncomfortable size, which

might cause pressure, irritation, difficult

removal. No other tampon is quilted!

Next time you buy tampons

be sure to ask (or FIBS*!

*T. M. Reg. O. S. Pot. Off.

R

R

12

FRANK SINATRA'S outspoken blast
at alleged USO mismanagement in
the European theater had the bricks

flying, but a talk I had with Ed "Duffy's
Tavern" Gardner, who returned a few
weeks later, backed up Frankie's points.

Incidentally, those who predicted the
GI's would boo Frankie off the stage
were completely wrong. The boys took
to him like bobby sockers. Frankie took
their ribs good-naturedly and then gave
them the best package of singing those
boys have heard since The Groaner
came their way.

* # *

Ginny Simrhs' unexpected marriage
to wealthy housing expert Bob Dehn
rocked Hollywood, and a number of

hopeful suitors have regretfully struck
Ginny's name from their datebooks.

* * *

At press time no person I talked to

around radio row would bet a Jap yen
on whether Bing Crosby would return
to the air this season in any regular
series of broadcasts.

* * *

Sammy Kaye is auditioning girl

singers to replace Nancy Norman, who
by this time should be the wife of

swooner Dick Brown.
* * *

Another radio romance concerns
Buddy Rich's old fashioned elopement

George Paxton, who served
his apprenticeship with a
number of the best bands

the country, now has
top-flight organization of
his own. (left) Singing with
Fred Waring's Pennsyl-
vanians on NBC, Joan
Wheatley specializes in the
sophisticated ballad style.

with Jean Sutherlin. Buddy is Tommy
Dorsey's drummer.

* * *

Jo Stafford "has shelved some forty
pounds and is getting plenty of atten-
tion from Lawrence Brooks, baritone
star of "Song of Norway."

* * *

Dinah Shore has patched up her feud
with RCA-Victor, but that new record-
ing vocalist will get less attention.

* * *

In case you've been wondering what
has happened to Larry Clinton, the
former bandleader is now a Captain in
the Army Air Force, stationed at a
China bombing base.

* * *

Ther£ was a big shakeup in the Boyd
Raeburn orchestra recently when two
of the saxophonists almost swapped
blows right on the bandstand.

* * *

The rush of new recording manu-
facturers to get a chance at the post-
war disc market, despite scarcity of ma-
terials, should serve as a warning to
prospective record buyers. It is advis-
able to play the disc you want before
you purchase it.

* * *

Alfred Wallenstein has been appoint-
ed director of all serious music for the

(Continued on page 14)
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The screen's glorious new love-match!

MER1E OBIRON
TTTttllAM DtV

A UNIVERSAL PICTURE with
* ^ lVllflil llJj I

THOMAS GOMEZ • GALE SONDERGAARD • RAY COLLINS • ERNEST TRUEX • GEORGE DOLENZ • JEROME COWAN

Directed by ARTHUR LUBIN • Produced by WALTER WANGER • Associate Producer: Alexander Golitzen

From the Novel "Peacock's Feather" by George S. Hellman •Screenplay: Ernest Pascal • Adaptation: Emmet Lavery
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Tampax is so well

known, now
NO BELTS

NO PINS

NO PADS

NO ODOR

THROUGH the length and breadth of

' the United States—in city, town and

remote village—millions of women are

buying Tampax regularly at their local

stores. So you can confidently discuss

Tampax with anyone to whom you would

mention any monthly sanitary protection.

The Tampax method has definitely

arrived! The reasons are obvious. First,

Tampax discards all outside pads and

their needed supports of belts and pins.

Then there can be no bulges—no chafing

—no odor. Changing is quick and dis-

posal is easy . . . Tampax gives a feeling

of comfort and freedom that probably

always surprises the new user.

Perfected by a doctor to be worn in-

ternally, Tampax is made of long-fiber

cotton firmly stitched and compressed in

applicators for efficient insertion. You do

not feel the Tampax when it is in place . .

.

Sold at drug stores and notion counters in

3 absorbency-sizes (Regular, Superjunior).

A whole month's supply will fit into your

purse. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer,

Massachusetts.

( REGULAR

3 absorbencies < super
I junior

(Continued from page 12)
American Broadcasting network, with
Paul Whiteman continuing as major-
domo of the jazz output.

* * *

There's a strong possibility that Joan
Edwards may quit The Hit Parade and
switch to the Philco Hall of Fame show
with Peggy Mann, tiny singing dis-
covery of agent Frank Cooper (the man
who first predicted lusty careers for
Frank Sinatra and Dinah Shore) get-
ting the Hit Parade spot.

* * *

Gene Krupa will be the next band-
leader to go overseas and entertain our
occupation troops, following Hal Mc-
Intyre and Shep Fields.

* * *

Paul Weston conducts the Joan Davis
show and Frank Devol batons the
Ginny Simms airer.

* * *

Johnny Long, after a so-so period
of swing style, has reverted again to
sweet syncopation.

FROM TAMBOURINE TO
TROMBONE

The medium-sized lad with the wavy
black hair and ambitious eyes had
finally heard the news he had been
waiting for, praying for, ever since he
had formed the little Kearny, N. J. high
school band.

"Look, kid, stop wasting your time
here," the music man had said, "you're
ready for the big time. Pick up your
marbles and get ready to make some
dough with a real band."
Now that the boy had received this

rough but nevertheless sound appraisal
of his musical ability, he was frozen
with fear. Georgie was perfectly will-
ing to quit school—after all he couldn't
play football any more, not with a
severely banged-up knee—and become
a professional musician. But what
would his father say? Georgie's dad
was no ordinary parent. He was a Sal-

vation Army officer who had devote
his life to the cause. Jazz music, blatant
and booming from a bandstand, was a
far and noisy cry from the churchly
hymns sung on lonely street corners,
and accompanied by a portable organ
and a determined tambourine.
George Paxton recalls his dilemma

as if it were yesterday. "You know it

took me two days to summon enough
courage to ask my dad and it was all

over in two minutes."
Colonel Paxton pushed his spectacles

close to his forehead, carefully placed
a bookmark in the family Bible and
spoke to his son. "George, neither your
mother nor I has any objections to your
playing music for money. Just remem-
ber this. As long as your morals are
good any career you choose is satis-
factory."
The brief but penetrating words from

the Salvation Army man have not been
forgotten.
George Paxton has played with many

bands—Frank Dailey, George Hall,
Bunny Berigan, Charlie Spivak, Tom-
my Dorsey. Today he has a dynamic,
rising young band destined for nation-
al attention. He's played ballrooms,
theaters, hotels, traveled coast to coast,

but for all that he might just as well
be some conservative mid-western bus-
iness man who comes home to wife and
family when work is done.
The thirty-year-old bandsman and

his attractive wife, May, live in a mod-
est little house in Flushing. They have
one child, four-year-old George, Junior,
better known as "Chip." Mrs. Paxton
met and fell in love with George back
in high school.
Don't get the idea that George Pax-

ton's band should be exclusively booked
for Wednesday socials. They know
their way around a jump tune. Get
them to play their own arrangement of
"Temptation" for proof.
But they frown on saucily-spiked

lyrics and suggestive hijinks that hind-
(Continued on page 16)
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The Danny 0'Neils start young Billy off on
a literary excursion. Danny's CBS program
is heard Tuesday through Friday, 7:15.
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Lux Soap Facials

"It feels as if you were smoothing beauty in

when you cover your face generously with

Lux Toilet Soap's creamy, Active lather and

work it in thoroughly."

every aay

" Easy on the eyes—that's what you will be

after your Active-lather facial! Rinse with

warm water, then cold, pat your face dry

with a soft towel. A beauty care that works!"

make skin LOVELIER

IN RECENT TESTS of Lux Toilet Soap Active-

lather facials, actually 3 out of 4 complexions

improved in a very short time!

*• FIGHT WASTE ••
Soap uses vital materials.

Don't waste it!

7%/s &eacfy <%rre rea/frwate* stiff /ore//er...
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After removing polish . . . round
nails, with emery board, to oval

shape

—

never point! Never file

down into corners. Good strong

corners near fingertips help pre-

vent breaking and splitting.

. . . After soaking fingertips in

warm, soapy water—scrub with
nail brush. Tear an absorbent
Sitroux Tissue in quarters. Wrap
tip of orange-stick in one quarter

—push back cuticle gently. Use
another quarter Sitroux Tissue

for left hand. (Remember—never

waste precious Sitroux Tissues !
*
)

... If nails are small, cover entire

nail ... if long, leave half-moon,

small tip. Remove excess polish

with remaining half of Sitroux

Tissue. To hurry drying, run cold

water over nails. Keep Sitroux

Tissues handy for cleansing and
dozens of other jobs, too.
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(Continued from page 14)
er rather than help the music. As
George neatly explains it: "We don't
wear funny hats and we don't stand on
the chairs for an effect."
After George got his professional sea-

soning, he expanded his musical train-
ing (he can play piano and any brass
instrument, though he concentrates on
trombone) by studying the famed
Schillinger harmony method. As an ar-
ranger he won quick renown and was
much sought after by top-flight lead-
ers. Paxton not only could help make
an orchestra play brightly and distinc-
tively, he could spot the individual
merits or flaws of each musician.

It's Wednesday nights at 9:00

EWT, on CBS, for Frank
Sinatra's fourth year in radio.

Charlie Spivak and others paid George
to help them organize their orchestras.

In 1941 blonde, curvaceous Ina Ray
Hutton urged George to join her outfit.

Curves are a splendid asset to any
musical combination but sound musi-
cianship is a necessary though not as

obvious essential. George accepted and
became an equal partner. The associa-

tion clicked. Last year he sold out his

interest at a fat profit and went out on
his own.

Paxton's band, strongly backed by
shrewd Tin Pan Alleycats, broke in in

Florida, worked its way to New York,
clicked in Roseland Ballroom, and in

the usual pattern, won approval in

theatres, hotels and in a number of CBS
and American network air shots.

The band is not making any money
now. No new band gets out of red ink
for several years, but George, with a
neat bankroll accumulated, is perfectly
willing to wait. So are his men.
George never worries about losing

his men to other bands. His explanation
is amazingly simple.
"They like what they're doing."
But that doesn't stop Paxton from

wooing new converts. A stern work-
man, he is constantly seeking ways of
improving his orchestra.
The night I saw and heard him he

was having a hectic evening. He was
planning a vocalist change, and be-
tween torrid sets on the bandstand he
and his manager were giving a solid
salestalk to a prominent sideman at the

moment associated with another or-
chestra. I didn't wait to see how George
and his manager made out but the
chances are they grabbed him.

RADIO ROMANCING THE
RECORDS

(Each Month Ken Alden Picks The
Best Popular Platters)

FRANK SINATRAf (Columbia 36830)
The unbeatable songteam of Styne and
Chan gives Frankie two more top-
drawer tunes from his film "Anchors
Aweigh"—"I Fall In Love Too Easily"
and "The Charm Is You." A platter
must.
SKIP FARRELL & THE DINNING
SISTERS: (Capitol 209) A new har-
mony blend that bears listening. "Love
Letters" and "Homesick" is a praise-
worthy sampling.
PERRY COMO: (Victor 20-1709) One
of our better baritones gives a lyric
treatment to Chopin's revived Polo-
naise under the title "Till The End of

Time." LES BROWN (Columbia 36828)
turns in a creditable job on the same
haunting melody.
BENNY GOODMAN: (Columbia
36823) Turns to his inimitable licorice

stick for a slick rendition of "June Is

Ethereal soprano Francia
White was a summertime star

on CBS Electric Hour.

Bustin' " and an instrumental jump
ride ' appropriately titled "Clarinade."
DINAH SHORE: (Victor Album) The
Nashville thrush pays her tribute to
George Gershwin with a foursome of
the composer's better tunes, including
"Do It Again" and his last composi-
tion, "Love Walked In." Charlie Spi-
vak turns in a noisy quartet of Gersh-
win "Porgy" melodies. Gershwin fans
will turn away in droves, but Spivak
fans may care for them.
KING COLE TRIO: (Capitol 208)
Discdom's number one instrumental
trio turns in another dusky pairing
with "Shy Guy" and "I Tho't You
Ought To Know-" Definitely recom-
mended.
VAUGHN MONROE: (Victor 20-1687)
A juke box favorite because burly
baritone Monroe sings a sad lyric of
broken love affair called "Two Ciga-
rettes" that for some reason is frowned
on by network censors. Reverse is "No
More Toujours."
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coming up!..3 new SweetTreats

!

Yes Ma'am... a touch of sv/eet makes a meal a treat...

energizing and delicious. Try these 3 new Karo sweet
treats... you'll like. 'em as much as we do.

© Corn Products Sales Co.
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1LIKE to think that somehow, some-
where, John and I would have met
under any circumstances. Ours was

that kind of love—the kind in which
we knew each other the instant we saw
each other, the kind that seemed fated.

Nevertheless, practically, I know that

if it hadn't been for the war, John
would never have left his home town
of Maple Falls for service at a sun-
baked air field in the Middle East,

would never have arrived, finally, at

the rest center near my home city of

Corona.
If it hadn't been for the war, per-

haps I would have1

been married by
the time I was twenty-three, to one of
the boys I'd known in high school

—

one of the boys who had marched
away from Corona so soon after Pearl
Harbor. If it hadn't been for the war,
I wouldn't have been a hostess at the
center, wouldn't, on the night I met
John, have been dancing with Philip
Hurst, a blond, brash, laughing boy
who was almost exactly like hundreds
of other boys I'd met in the years I'd

been going to the center dances. I was
laughing at Philip's compliments—the
usual extravagant compliments—par-

On her wedding day,. Beth knew for the"first time how it felt to be unwanted

A CASE HISTORY FROM JOHN J. ANTHONY'S FILES
19



rying the usual request for a date.

"I never make a date with a soldier,"

I said lightly/ "All soldiers have girls

back home."
"Now, Beth," Philip said reprovingly,

"That's a pretty broad statement."
Of course it wasn't wholly true, but

I'd found that it was a safe enough
assumption. It was part of the attitude

that had made me one of the depend-
able hostesses at the center, one who
could be relied upon to treat all of the

boys alike. I left my personal life at

home every Friday night, just as the

boys had left theirs when they'd first

put on a uniform. Until the war was
over, they were simply fellow-travelers

to me, people to be amused and enter-

tained for a little while, people I didn't

expect to be with to the end of the

journey.

OHILIP and I were arguing, half-
*• seriously, when my eyes met those

of a tall young man standing near the

door. It was just a second that our
glances crossed, before a turn in the

dancing swung him out of my sight,

but I missed a step, felt a queer little

shock like recognition. I knew that I'd

never seen him before; it was as if

everything about him—the way he
held his head, his nice, dark, bony
face, the humorous lift at the corner

of his mouth—had been turned out of

a mold cast long ago in my own heart.

Philip shook me a little. "What are

you looking at, Beth?"
I flushed. I hadn't realized it, but I'd

been craning my neck to see the boy
at the door. Then I caught sight of him
again, and Philip's eyes followed my
line of vision. "Old Johnny," he said.

"See here, Bethie, you don't want to

pay attention to a no-good mechanic
when you've got me around—

"

John was a nice person, then, a good
person. Philip was a new arrival at

the center, and I'd met him only the

Friday before, but already I knew him
well enough to understand that he was
polite about people he didn't like,

whereas he heaped cheerful insults

upon his friends. "John," I said.

"What's the rest of his name?"
"Dorn," said Philip. "I'm warning

you, Beth; don't dance with him. He's

knock-kneed and pigeon-toed, and
he'll walk all over your feet

—
" And

then John was beside us, tapping

Philip's shoulder, taking me out of

Philip's arms so competently and easily

that I'd switched partners without

missing a beat of the music.

"My friend Philip," John com-
mented. "I'll bet he was saying lovely

things about me."
I laughed. "He was—if you turned

This story. To the End of

Journey, was inspired hy

problem originally presen

on the John J. Anthony pro

gram, heard Monday through

Friday at 1 :45 KWT. MBS.

m
the

y a

\ted
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them inside out and then upside down."
"That's his way. It can be irritating

sometimes, when people believe him.
But I'd forgive him anything for the
way he looks after me."
"Looks after you?" John didn't ap-

pear to need looking after. Not when
he was six feet of bone and muscle,
not with a jaw that was almost rock-
like in its firmness.

He didn't answer me. He seemed to

have forgotten that I'd asked a ques-
tion. He was looking down at me, and
something in his silent regard set my
pulse to beating unsteadily. I snatched
at the first remark that occurred to me
to break the silence. "You dance very
well."

"I shouldn't, right now. I wasn't
even thinking of the music. An old tune
was going through my mind. Remem-
ber: 'I took one look at you . . . that's

all I meant to do. . . . And then my
heart stood still?'

"

"Of course I remember it."

"Well—that's how I felt when I first

saw you."

He spoke so matter-of-factly that at

first I didn't realize what he'd said.

Then I thought, He doesn't mean it—
he can't; it's too much like what I was
thinking of him. But still, I felt that

he did mean it. He was the sort of

person you instinctively trust. Had he
told me he'd just returned from a
rocket trip to the moon, I'd have been
inclined to believe him.

I danced every dance with him that

night, and whenever one of the other
boys cut in, John cut right back. Be-
tween dances John told me about him-
self and his family—his mother and
father and his twelve-year-old sister,

Caroline—and about Maple Falls, a

tiny town, hardly larger, in point of

population, than the high school I'd

gone to in Corona. "You ought to see

it in the fall," he said, "when the leaves

start turning. That's when all our
relatives make excuses to come to visit

us. Mother loves company, and she and
Dad would turn the house into a hotel

if they could. Dad owns the hardware
store in town and some other property
around the Falls, and he'd just taken
me into the business when the war
came along. . .

."

I told John about myself—what
there was to tell. I wouldn't have
thought there was much to say about
Elizabeth Hughes, except I was an only
child, and I'd lived all . my life with
my father and mother in a pleasant
suburb in Corona, and that I'd gone
to work in a downtown office as soon

as I'd finished high school. There'd
been the usual parties and dates and
dances—until the war had started, and
the young men went away, and the

parties gave way to Red Cross work,
and there were few dances except the

service dances at the center.

But John prompted me with ques-
tions and listened so attentively that I

chattered away until I stopped, embar-
rassed, in the middle of a story that

couldn't possibly have held much in-

terest for a stranger. "I'm sorry," I

apologized. "I'm talking too much—

"

A little grin curled the corners of

his mouth, (Continued on page 69)
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"/ dorit see how you did it,"

I said breathlessly. "How did

you know where, I'd be?" His

grin widened. "You told me!"
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rying the usual request for a date.
"I never make a date with a soldier,"

I said lightly- "All soldiers have girls

back home."
"Now, Beth," Philip said reprovingly,

"That's a pretty broad statement."
Of course it wasn't wholly true, but

I'd found that it was a safe enough
assumption. It was part of the attitude
that had made me one of the depend-
able hostesses at the center, one who
could be relied upon to treat all of the
boys alike. I left my personal life at

home every Friday night, just as the
boys had left theirs when they'd first

put on a uniform. Until the war was
over, they were simply fellow-travelers
to me, people to be amused and enter-
tained for a little while, people I didn't

expect to be with to the end of the
journey.

pHILIP and I were arguing, half-
•* seriously, when my eyes met those
of a tall young man standing near the
door. It was just a second that our
glances crossed, before a turn in the
dancing swung him out of my sight,

but I missed a step, felt a queer little

shock like recognition. I knew that I'd

never seen him before; it was as if

everything about him—the way he
held his head, his nice, dark, bony
face, the humorous lift at the corner
of his mouth—had been turned out of

a mold cast long ago in my own heart.

Philip shook me a little. "What are
you looking at, Beth?"

I flushed. I hadn't realized it, but I'd

been craning my neck to see the boy
at the door. Then I caught sight of him
again, and Philip's eyes followed my
line of vision. "Old Johnny," he said.

"See here, Bethie, you don't want to

pay attention to a no-good mechanic
when you've got me around—

"

John was a nice person, then, a good
person. Philip was a new arrival at

the center, and I'd met him only the
Friday before, but already I knew him
well enough to understand that he was
polite about people he didn't like,

whereas he heaped cheerful insults

upon his friends. "John," I said.

"What's the rest of his name?"
"Dorn," said Philip. "I'm warning

you, Beth; don't dance with him. He's
knock-kneed and pigeon-toed, and
he'll walk all over your feet

—
" And

then John was beside us, tapping
Philip's shoulder, taking me out of

Philip's arms so'competently and easily
that I'd switched partners without
missing a beat of the music.
"My friend Philip," John com-

mented. "I'll bet he was saying lovely
things about me."

I laughed. "He was— if you turned

them inside out and then upside down."

"That's his way. It can be irritating

sometimes, when people believe him.

But I'd forgive him anything for the

way he looks after me."
"Looks after you?" John didn't ap-

pear to need looking after. Not when
he was six feet of bone and muscle,

not with a jaw that was almost rock-

like in its firmness.

He didn't answer me. He seemed to

have forgotten that I'd asked a ques-

tion. He was looking down at me, and

something in his silent regard set my
pulse to beating unsteadily. I snatched

at the first remark that occurred to me
to break the silence. "You dance very

well."

"I shouldn't, right now. I wasn't

even thinking of the music. An old tune

was going through my mind. Remem-
ber: 'I took one look at you . . . that's

all I meant to do. . . . And then my
heart stood still?'

"

"Of course I remember it."

"Well—that's how I felt when I first

saw you."

He spoke so matter-of-factly that at

first I didn't realize what he'd said.

Then I thought, He doesn't mean it—
he can't; it's too much like what I was
thinking oj him. But still, I felt that

he did mean it. He was the sort of

person you instinctively trust. Had he
told me he'd just returned from a
rocket trip to the moon, I'd have been
inclined to believe him.

I danced every dance with him that
night, and whenever one of the other
boys cut in, John cut right back. Be-
tween dances John told me about him-
self and his family—his mother and
father and his twelve-year-old sister,

Caroline—and about Maple Falls, a
tiny town, hardly larger, in point of
population, than the high school I'd

gone to in Corona. "You ought to see
it in the fall," he said, "when the leaves
start turning. That's when all our
relatives make excuses to come to visit

us. Mother loves company, and she and
Dad would turn the house into a hotel
if they could. Dad owns the hardware
store in town and some other property
around the Falls, and he'd just taken
me into the business when the war
came along. . .

."

I told John about myself—what
there was to tell. I wouldn't have
thought there wcs much to say about
Elizabeth Hughes, except I was an only
child, and I'd lived all. my life with
my father and mother in a pleasant
suburb in Corona, and that I'd gone
to work in a downtown office as soon
as I'd finished high school. There'd
been the usual parties and dates and
dances—until the war had started, and
the young men went away, and the
parties gave way to Red Cross work,
and there were few dances except the
service dances at the center.
But John prompted me with ques-

tions and listened so attentively that I
chattered away until I stopped, embar-
rassed, in the middle of a story that
couldn't possibly have held much in-
terest for a stranger. "I'm sorry" I
apologized. "I'm talking too much—"
A little grin curled the corners of

his mouth, (Continued on page 69)
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Nothing ever gave me greater
joy than walking down Fifth
Avenue* looking at ^displays
that made my heart beat jast.



1 COULDN'T sleep.

Too many thoughts. Too many
little cogs of my memory, clicking

like parts of a perpetual motion ma-
chine. And the rocking of the train

didn't help a bit either.

Going to New York! The conjecture

was at once exciting and terrifying,

and you'd imagine I was a kid of six-

teen instead of forty-three. But that

was my trouble, I mused. Somehow,
despite my years, I was youngish, im-
mature in my thinking.

Oh, you'd never get that idea to look

at me. A girl of forty-three, doesn't

look sixteen; she might look thirty or

thirty-five. But not sixteen. Then why
does she feel as young as that?

Inexperience. That was it. Not know-
ing the answers to the little things that

add up to a general awareness of life.

I turned over on my left side and my
bare feet touched the end of the berth.

I was aware of that, mind you; and
I was conscious of the other things

thst were not exactly new to me, but
were certainly things I wasn't used to.

I turned over on my right side and

Here it was at last, the

dream-cbme-true of

excitement, adventure, in

a city that was a

different world. But the

dream had cheated—

it had left something out

somehow that was more comfortable.
I shut my eyes, but I didn't sleep. My
brain was turned up like a new radio,

catching the sounds of the night train

as it hurtled along steel tracks.

"I'll think myself to sleep," I de-
termined. "I'll wear myself out think-
ing. I'll begin at the beginning and end
the story tonight."

Wilhelmina Snyder. Not a pretty
name, but not too bad. What did the
name suggest? Stolidity. Carefulness.

Yes, a perfect picture of me, assistant

buyer at the Bon-Ton of Worth City,

Ohio. No! Not assistant buyer any
more! I was the new linen buyer. I

couldn't even get used to that because
I had been assistant so long that it

was like having a name all your life,

then changing it. Change my name?
Well, there was only one way to do
that—and I had no right to be think-
ing such thoughts.
"Go back again, Wilhelmina, tell us

about your life."

Life in Worth City? Well, that was
something. Every morning of my life

was the same. Bounce out of bed at

7:30. Turn on the radio. Robe on,

slippers on, patter to the kitchenette.

Water boiling for coffee, lemon juice,

coffee. Lemon juice. Keeps the weight
under control, it says in the success

course. Hurry to the bath and the last

half hour for dressing. Then the
twenty-two minute walk to the Bon-
Ton, Worth City's Finest Store, Estab-
lished in 1902. The Bon-Ton at Main
and Maple. Clean sidewalks, shiny
windows, revolving doors and the buzz
of early-morning preparations for the
day's work. As automatic as a vacuum
cleaner.

And all the time I was dressing,

swallowing lemon juice and walking to

the store I talked to myself, figured

out the world and the people in it. If

my little bedroom radio spouted news
from London, England or Paris, France,
my mind was at work comparing those

places with Worth City, Ohio. Were
the people the same? Did an English
girl my age drink lemon juice, did a

Frenchwoman hurry to her job? Did
Paris, France, have a Chamber of Com-
merce like Worth City? Bet they didn't

have a Bon-Ton. No place could have
a store like that. Im-possible!

I was an admirer of Worth City and
its Bon-Ton because, for a city its size,

you couldn't beat it. At least that's

what you heard all the time. We did
have nice buildings, nice homes, nice

people . . . well, yes, they were nice

people. Nice, but uninteresting. I guess
that was the trouble with Worth City;

or, perhaps, that was the trouble with
me. And I was frank enough to admit
something like that even if I wasn't
sure it was true.

As I said, every day was the same.
Walk down Maple until you come to

the corner of Main. You go through the
revolving door and the store's air-con-
ditioning system greets you with a

clean touch; you walk by the perfume
counter and you continue past costume
jewelry, handbags, millinery, haber-
dashery. Right on to the rear elevator,

and maybe you ride up to the second
floor with Mr. Kelly or Mr - Kahn.
Buyers, like me, they begin talking shop
right away. The shortage of this and the
shortage of that and ceiling on every-
thing. Those are the things you talk
about with them. They never say:
"That's a lovely hat, Miss Snyder."
They never say: "Going to be busy
tonight, Miss Snyder? How about din-
ner? The movies?"
To tell the truth, such an invitation

from either of them would have been
something to laugh about; they were
such dyed-in-the-wool bachelors. But
who am I to talk? I'm almost forty-
three and unmarried, too.

Then into my little office, neat and
orderly. Miss Lango, my assistant,

ready with the morning mail; circulars

from all the big linen companies. "Miss
W. Snyder, Buyer. The Bon-Ton,
Worth City. Dear. Miss Snyder: Due
to the demand for linen goods for use
in the Army and other services our
supply of Grade-A Dublin, texture 229,

has been restricted. However . .
."

Dry as dust? Nothing romantic about
linen. Oh, its history and manufacture
is probably a colorful story; but I

meant it's not romantic to sell linen
or any dry goods—unless there's ro-
mance in your life. And there was no
romance in mine. Except on Tuesdays
—and that was certainly romance of a
vicarious kind.

Tuesday was my day off. The Bon-
23



Ton prided itself on being up-to-date,
and everyone worked only a five-day
week. Our days off were staggered, so
that the store wouldn't be without help
on any one day. My day off was Tues-
day—my day to listen to the radio. All
day long I tuned in the daytime serials,

and I loved to listen to them. Things
happening to people. The sort of things
I'd liked to have happening to me. Of
course, the women who stayed home
and could listen every day had the ad-
vantage of me, but I treasured my
Tuesdays. I imagined that I was Helen
Trent, or Big Sister, or Portia, or
Valiant Lady, or any of the others of
my favorites—that I was doing the
things they were doing, living their
lives.

'T'HE rest of the time—the whole week
* but Tuesday—was very run-of-the-
mill. I just worked hard all day long,
nine to five, went home, cooked my
dinner, listened to the radio (more
romance, and laughter, for a little

while) , read a book or magazine, and
went to bed. Some nights I had to
attend a club meeting; I belonged to
the Business and Professional Women's
Club. You know that club: lady doc-
tors, lawyers, small business owners,
school teachers and a few other "ca-
reer" women. I disliked the thought
of being a "career" woman, or con-
sidering myself one; because I honest-
ly felt I just had a good job; and I

belonged to the B & P W Club because
my boss, Mr. Featherstone, thought
it was good business.

It was just after Thanksgiving Day
last year that the feeling of futility

descended upon me heavily. I don't
know exactly what caused it, but I

was really ' in a blue mood- when I

came home from work that night. I felt

tired and bored. I undressed quickly
and filled the tub with water, spilled
in a quarter box of that bubble soap
and relaxed in the soothing warmth of
the bath.

Mr. Featherstone had made the an-
nouncement that day: "To all em-
ployees. Starting today Miss W. Snyder
will be buyer for the Bon-Ton's Linen
Department." I should have been more
excited than I was. Congratulations
were abundant. I had worked hard for
the promotion. Now it was here, and
I just felt tired.

Why is it that 'a girl my age looks
forward to her bath more than any-
thing else in the world? I could feel
myself untie imaginary knots. I half
closed my eyes and went over the day's
events. Seven orders placed for vari-
ous kinds of linen goods; tablecloths,
pillow slips, towels, Mr. Featherstone's
reminder that the annual White Sale
would be held next month. The trouble
with Mrs. Willis who tried to tell the
section manager her charge account
was not overdrawn.
And Barnsley Geller.

What made me think about Barnsley
Geller when I took a bath? It was
funny and unexplainable. Maybe his

neatness reminded me of the soap.

Maybe the soap reminded me of his

neatness. Barnsley was in to see me
that day, and somehow the thought of

his visit did not cheer me; maybe he
was the cause of my blue mood. It

happened like this.

I had known for a few days that his

itinerary would take him to Worth City
some day that week. He traveled for

the Lily-White Linen Co., Springfield,

Mass. His business calls, despite war-
time traveling problems, were as

punctual as the big electric clock on
the main floor of the Bon-Ton.
Barnsley Geller's coming to Worth

City and the purchase of my new blue
suit were simultaneous enough to be
suspicious. No, no, no. Nothing planned.
I told myself that so many times I al-

most believed it. The suit made me
happy, and Barnsley's coming made
me brighten up so much I felt ten years
younger. I felt proud I could still wear
a size 16, and I knew the suit was
flattering.

So when he walked in the door with
his brief case in his hand and smiled
a greeting at Miss Lango and myself
that morning I felt as happy as a lark.

I didn't show my happiness except in

my cordialness. Strictly business, you
know. Barnsley T. Geller discussing
wartime problems of manufacture with
Miss Snyder, new buyer for the Bon-
Ton linen department. My eyes casual-
ly taking in every detail of his appear-
ance. He must be in the vicinity of

forty-five, I decided. The shine on his

shoes. The perfect part in his red-
brown hair.

|70R fifteen minutes, according to the
miniature clock on my desk, he dis-

cussed his products. Then the conver-
sation teetered oh the brink of infinity.

He was running out of conversation,

and I was trying to make the small talk

that was so easy to make with other
salesmen. I could think of a million
things to say ordinarily, but not then.

He remarked on the difficulties of get-

ting good food while traveling; and,
oh! the awful proximity of the opening
that might have made the difference.

I could picture Barnsley trying to get

a good meal, and I could think of all

the little dishes I could cook for him.
Why didn't he ask me if I would be
free for dinner that night? Why didn't

I lead him into the suggestion for a

date?
It almost happened. Yes, it did. But

Miss Lango told me Mr. Featherstone
was on the phone and Barnsley Geller
was reaching for his brief case. I felt

like cursing the telephone, Mr. Feather-
stone, the Bon-Ton; all the elements
of an unhappy fate. Barnsley Geller
shaking hands with me, telling me
he would be in again in six weeks.
The sun going behind a cloud; staying
there.

Oh, what unhappy fate had made a

spinster out of me? I asked myself
that question so many times in my
life it really stood out like a neon light

in my consciousness. I could reason "it

out, of course; tell you just how it was
that I never married. Taking care of

an invalid mother had something to

do with it. The early interest in my job
at the Bon-Ton also contributed to the
circumstances. My disapproval of the
men who did take an interest in me,

the men of Worth City, was also a factor.

But most important of all was my
lacking the trait of being able to set

my cap for some one. I. was the quiet

type. No doubting that. My girl friends

were rather frank in their objectives;

and those of them who were married
became even more frank in their ex-
pressions. "You'd better hurry along,

Wilhelmina," Marjorie Smith once said

to me, "find yourself some one nice

with lots of money." I don't think I

would have taken that remark from
anybody but • Marjorie; I had known
her since we were kids together, and
I knew she meant nothing derogatory
by it. But I was sensitive, just the
same.
And Barnsley Geller's coming and

going, his visit to Worth City another
time without asking me to dinner was
just disappointing enough to annoy me.
Just what was there to look forward
to? I asked myself. Work and nothing
more. November Sales, then the Christ-

mas rush, then that very blue part of

the year in January when life seemed
to be going up-hill all the time.

Then I sat up in the tub with a

start. Sure enough, the Dry Goods As-
sociation Convention was the thing I

had forgotten. In my mind I could re-

call the special invitation that had come
to me: "The D.G.A. will hold its

.-,
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twenty-third annual business meeting
at the Commodore Hotel, New York
City, during the week of January 10th.

You are requested to make your reser-

vation early because of wartime prob-
lems."
Immediately I felt brighter. The

convention, although not the most ex-
citing event in the world, would give
me a chance to get away from Worth
City. New York was a powerful mag-
net to me; the smart shops, the theater,

the cosmopolitan atmosphere—all that
was a tonic to me, and I felt invig-
orated by the promise of exciting days
in the big city. And it would be fun
meeting all the people I had cor-

responded with as Assistant Buyer.
The next day I filled in the various

forms to comply with the Association's

rules and regulations, sent them by
airmail to New York; and Mr. Feather-
stone beamed his approval when I told

him I had made plans for the annual

trip. "The Bon-Ton has been repre-

sented at D.GA meetings since 1902,"

he said proudly. "I attended a good
many meetings, Miss Snyder. Be sure
you say hello to Mr. Pollock and to

Mr. Goshen. They remember me, of

course."

To hear him talk, you'd think the
meeting was to start next day instead

of three months from then, but that

was Mr. Featherstone, a regular Rock
of Gibraltar (Continued on page 83)

Barnsley held my arm and led
me to a taxi that seemed to

come from nowhere. "I'll drop
you off anywhere," he said.



It's risky, meddling in other people's

business. But when someone you love is not

happy, and you can see so easily just how to help . . .
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WHEN I tell you this story, you're
going to get the idea that I'm
one of those meddling, busy-

body women who's always poking into

someone else's business. But I'm not

—

or I never was until I decided to in-

terfere with Jim and Betty—until I

made an attempt to draw those two
young people together because I could
see that they needed each other
desperately.

I've read lots of times that you
magnify the importance of the things
you've never had. The fellow with his

nose to the grindstone thinks that
money is the answer to everything.
The invalid yearns for robust health.

And the unmarried woman dreams
about love.

Now I'm an "old maid," but I'm
incurably romantic. I've never had a
romance, and I don't fool myself that
love will- come to me at this late date

—

but that doesn't keep me from dream-
ing. I like sentimental movies and lush
novels, and I read every romantic love
story I can get my hands on. I'm not
sad or bitter that life has passed me
by, but I did make up my mind a long
time ago that Jim, that good-looking
kid brother of mine, just has to have
another kind of life. I didn't bring him
up and send him to college just to have
him end up a frustrated old bachelor.
I want his life to be rosy and glad

—

not dull and gray.

Now don't get the idea that I'm un-
happy—because I'm not. I've got a lot

to be thankful for—a good job with
the telephone company—a comfortable
little home—and a young brother who
thinks I'm a pretty good old scout.

Anyway, you can't have everything.
Everyone in the world misses out on
some things. But, in spite of all that, I

still didn't want Jim to be cheated of
love. And for awhile after he came
home from war and found that con-

niving little Marybelle he was engaged
to married to another fellow, I was
afraid he wasn't going to find romance,
either.

I didn't like Marybelle from the first

—but I put that down to jealousy.
Naturally, I told myself, I wasn't go-
ing to think any girl in the world was
good enough for Jim, who had been my
special pride and joy since he was
three. I would have to work to like

any girl he married—I realized that.

And Jim intended to marry Marybelle.
I could tell that from the way he
beamed when he said" "Doris, this is

Marybelle. This is my girl."

Marybelle had big eyes and smooth
skin and soft hair. And she had some-
thing else—something I never had—

a

kind of magnetism for men. All boys
liked her, and Jim was terribly proud
that she was wearing his fraternity

pin. But I was afraid of her and of the
hurt she might bring to Jim. When
I watched her walk and listened to her
iaugh and saw the way she looked at

Jim's friends, I knew that one man
wasn't enough for a girl like Marybelle.
And one woman is all Jim will ever
want. When a man like Jim falls in

love, he falls with a thud—and he
doesn't get over it in a hurry, either.

I'll never forget the night when Jim
found out that Marybelle was married
to somebody else. He hadn't been dis-

charged and back home in the house
an hour until he put in a long-distance
call to her.

"Maybe she won't love me anymore
—it's been two years," he said to me
while he waited. But he was chuckling,
and I knew that he was confident that
he still was the top man in her life.

"She'll take one look at you and for-
get everything else," I told him, and
I meant it. The years away from home
had changed him from a slim, college
youth to a mature, handsome- hero.

Any girl would think he was a knock-
out!

Til never forget his face when he
came away from the telephone. He
didn't say much—just, "Marybelle got
married last Friday," but he was all

closed up and kind of stiff looking, the

way he was the day when he - didn't

quite make the high school honor so-

ciety.

Lots of the time I don't know when
to keep still—but this was once that I

did. For the next few days I just let

him alone, but I did plenty of worry-
ing while he licked his wounds. He was
suffering, and I knew it. You see, he's

as much of a dreamer as I am. And I

could guess what he'd been dreaming
about overseas. He'd been dreaming
about coming home to a rich, new life

—one that included Marybelle. And
now Marybelle was outside of his cir-

cle. And he felt cheated and alone.

I suffered, too, when he made an
effort to pick up the threads of his life

the best way he could. But there wasn't
much to do for him except to stand by
as he started back to work and looked
up his old crowd (most of them now
married) . It didn't ever occur to me
that I might help in any way until I

met Betty at KWMT.
Betty started to work in the traffic

department of our local radio station,

and it was her job to operate the tele-

type machine. You know what the

teletype is, don't you—that machine
that operates like a typewriter and
sends written messages all over the

United States? Well, Betty had to send
and receive program information on
that machine—and the telephone com-
pany sent me down to the station to

show her how to do it.

I was reminded of Jim the minute
I looked at her. Right away I knew
that there was something strange in

her life—a (Continued on page 56)
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Jim and Betty uere discovering each other.

They hiked together on red-gold Autumn
days; they sang together in the moonlight.
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1LAY on the bed the last afternoon of our honey-

moon, and watched Sara doing her hair.
_

As long as we love each other, nothing else

can ever matter, I repeated to myself—the words
we had been saying over and over to each other
during these two weeks since we were married, and
during all those long weeks of waiting and worry
and strange, happy-unhappiness, before. We'd say
it, too, whenever we thought of going back to South
Chester, tomorrow. It wasn't going to be the
pleasantest homecoming in the world. But we
wouldn't let it matter. We were married—that im-
possible, incredible thing was a fact—and that was
all that was important.
And so I lay, very content, watching Sara. I loved

to look at her all the time, but especially when

she was doing her hair. The way she brushed it,

until it was like a shining, filmy cloud around her
shoulders, then the way she caught it up and piled

it on top of her head, a mass of blonde curls like

a little crown. It was wonderful.
Sara caught my eyes in the mirror and smiled at

me. "It's our last day, darling," she said. "Are you
scared?"
"A little," I admitted. "I certainly hate to see

Jack. Are you scared?"
"Yes," she said, "but I'm not going to let myself

be. We had to do it, darling." She turned and faced

me, suddenly intense. "We had to, didn't we? It

was the only way."
It had been the only way. I lay there and thought

about it . . . all the crazy, dream-like, wonderful

/ loved to look at Sara when she
was doing her hair . . . it was like

a shining, filmy cloud around her.



If love is strong enough, it makes a private place in which two people live,

and makes them so nearly one that the rest of the world can never come between them



and frightening parts of it. Because
three months ago I hadn't even known
Sara Ansell, who was now Sara
Howells—my wife.

It had all started with the letter from
Jack Howells, my cousin. I hadn't seen
Jack in about five years though we'd
known each other as kids, and his

family had always been very kind to

me, especially since my own parents
died. The letter told me that his father
had died and had left to Jack and to

me equal partnership in the pharmacy
he had owned and operated for forty

years. I'd known of Uncle Jack's death
of course, but the news about the drug-
store was unexpected and a God-send.
I'd been a pharmacist in the Navy and
since my discharge I'd been looking
around for a good place to settle down
and be one in civilian life. Now I had
a place ready-made and owned half

the pharmacy besides. Nobody could
have had better luck, and I felt more
grateful than ever to Uncle Jack and
all the Howells. They couldn't have
done more for me if I'd been their own
son instead of a nephew.

JACK also said in his letter that if I

could come to South Chester right

away, I would be in time for his wed-
ding to the girl he'd been engaged to

for years. I'd never met her but I'd

heard a lot about her from Jack. They'd
practically grown up together, had
never gone out with anybody else, and
everybody had always sort of taken it

for granted they'd some day be married.
"The wedding is next week," he

wrote, "and I'd like to have you get

here as soon as possible. That way you
could take over the responsibility of

the store while I'm on my honeymoon."
Then he added, and I can still see the
words in his big, sprawling handwrit-
ing: "You'll love Sara."

Well, I did. But not in the way Jack
or I ever dreamed of.

Sara Ansell hit me like a bolt of

blue lightning the night I met her and,
no matter what I did, I couldn't get
over it. It was at a party at her house,
the night I arrived in South Chester.
Jack had met me at the train and taken
me to his home where I was going to

stay until I could find a place of my
own, and then we'd gone to the party.

He'd talked about Sara all the way.
There were some people already

there when we arrived, and they were
admiring all the wedding presents that
had been spread out in display on the
diningroom table. I met Mrs. Ansell,
who greeted me warmly and made me
feel right at home. You could tell she
was crazy about Jack; she kissed him
as if he were her own son. Then she
laughed and talked a while about how

As Long As We Love has been
adapted from "Westward Ho!"
by Peg Coleman, heard on CBS
Stars Over Hollywood program,
Saturdays at 12:30 P.M., EWT.
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hard it was on the mother of the bride
when there was a big church wedding
to plan for. "We'd planned it this way,"
she told me, "and we're going to have
it in spite of Mr. Howells' recent death.
He would have wanted it that way.
He was such a fine man."
And then I turned around and there

was Sara, smiling up at me, waiting to

be introduced.

When I looked at her, her smile
faded and we just stood there staring
at each other. I don't think either of
us said a word. It was as if everything
in the world had stopped. After what
might have been an hour she mur-
mured something about being glad to
meet me—Jack had talked so much
about me—and then she moved away;
and I—I felt I had to get out of there
right away.

I went out and walked around the
block, twice, in the darkness. All the
time I walked, I tried to shake free of

it. "You're acting like a darn fool," I

told myself. "What you think hap-
pened didn't happen at all because it

couldn't. You can't fall in love like

that. And besides, she's Jack's girl.

It's just because you've been at sea
a long time and haven't seen any pretty
girls. Or else, you're having hallucina-
tions."

After a while I went back, and we
all sat around and had refreshments
and talked. I was careful not to sit

close to Sara or to look at her. Then,
on the way home Jack said, "Isn't she
swell? She liked you, too. When I asked
her she said, 'He's all you said he was,
Jack, and much more besides.'

"

I couldn't answer. Swell, I was think-
ing. Swell wasn't the word—for Sara or
for anything. I didn't sleep much that

night.

The next day Jack took me down to

the store and showed me around and
while we were doing that I could al-

most get my mind off Sara. It was a fine

layout and I was proud to be partner in

it. All the customers who came in Jack
introduced to me, and everybody was
nice and friendly and I knew I could
be really happy here and really belong
as I hadn't belonged anywhere since

my people died.

I managed to avoid Sara all day, but
that evening Mrs. Howells was having
the Ansells over to dinner and I

couldn't very well get out of that. Sara
and I sat next to each other at the table,

and I don't remember a thing I ate or

what anybody said. All I knew was
that she was right there beside me
and then I knew something else: I knew
she was feeling what I did. I could tell.

I don't know how, but I knew it as

surely as I ever knew anything in my
whole life.

The whole thing was crazy, I kept
telling myself the next two days. You
don't fall in love with your cousin's

fiancee three days before the wedding.
But I had. She was all I'd ever dreamed
of or wanted. I thought maybe I ought
to go away—just clear out until it

was all over and I had myself under
control again. But I'd promised Jack
to look after things while he was away.
And, besides, well—I just couldn't do it.

It was as bad for Sara, she told me

afterwards. She was going through
the same thing I was. And then the
Tuesday before the wedding we kissed
each other and after that there was
nothing to do but admit, one to the
other, that this was something tremen-
dous and real and honest between us
and ask ourselves what to do about it.

After that kiss, which was like no
other kiss had ever been in the whole
wide world, we clung together and
Sara said, half-sobbing, "I can't go
through with it now! I can't marry
Jack, feeling the way I do about you.
I can't, Alan!"

"I know," I whispered. "But Jack

—

what are we going to do about him?"
"I've got to tell him, that's all. I

don't care if the wedding is day after

"i



tomorrow. I've got to talk to Jack."
"You've got to think what it would

mean," I said carefully, trying to think
of her and of Jack more than myself,

even though I knew I wanted Sara
for my wife more than anything I'd

ever wanted. "You'd be hurting him,
and maybe yourself, darling. You've
got to know—

"

She nodded that bright head of hers
emphatically. "That's just why I must
tell him, Alan—why I mustn't marry
him in a few days. I'd be hurting both
of us, him and me, terribly, if I went
ahead with it. I don't know what this

—this way I feel about you—proves. I

don't know whether I'm in love with
you or not. I've got to find out, and since

this has happened, I'm too mixed up

in my feelings to understand. But I

know this—it does prove that I don't

love Jack. If I loved him, I couldn't
possibly feel this way about you, or
about any man. And if I don't love
him, it would be criminal to marry him
—dreadful for me, and dreadful for

him."
She caught her breath at the end

of that long, emphatic speech, and
smiled a small, half-hearted smile at

me. "I've got to tell him that I can't

marry him," she repeated, "And I'd

better do it right away—quickly, be-
fore—before—

"

"Before you change your mind?" I

asked her.

"No." She shook her head. "Before
—well, before I lose my courage, I

guess. I'm going to see him now."
And so she went to tell him. She

wouldn't let me go with her. "It'll

make it worse for him, that way," she
argued. "It will seem as if—oh, as if I'd

brought you along so you could gloat
over him. Honestly, Alan, it's better
for me to go alone. If—well, if I were
going to be foolish, and marry you to-

morrow, maybe it would be right for

you to come along. But I'm not going
to do anything foolish. I'm not going
to tell Jack that I'm going to marry you,
because I don't know. I'm simply going
to tell him the truth—that I can't marry
him because I've found out that I don't
love him. It's my job, and I've got to

do it the way that will be easiest for

Jack, no matter (Continued on page 91)

Suddenly I realized that the five of us were
trapped here, facing a common danger.





and frightening parts of it. Because

three months ago I hadn't even known
Sara Ansell, who was now Sara

Howeils—my wife.

It had all started with the letter from

Jack Howeils, my cousin. I hadn't seen

Jack in about five years though we'd

known each other as kids, and his

family had always been very kind to

me, especially since my own parents

died. The letter told me that his father

had died and had left to Jack and to

me equal partnership in the pharmacy

he had owned and operated for forty

years. I'd known of Uncle Jack's death

of course, but the news about the drug-

store was unexpected and a God-send,

I'd been a pharmacist in the Navy and

since my discharge I'd been looking

around for a good place to settle down
and be one in civilian life. Now I had

a place ready-made and owned half

the pharmacy besides. Nobody could

have had better luck, and I felt more
grateful than ever to Uncle Jack and

all the Howeils. They couldn't have

done more for me if I'd been their own
son instead of a nephew.

JACK also said in his letter that if I

could come to South Chester right

away, I would be in time for his wed-
ding to the girl he'd been engaged to

for years. I'd never met her but I'd

heard a lot about her from Jack. They'd

practically grown up together, had

never gone out with anybody else, and

everybody had always sort of taken it

for granted they'd some day be married.

"The wedding is next week," he

wrote, "and I'd like to have you get

here as soon as possible. That way you
could take over the responsibility of

the store while I'm on my honeymoon."
Then he added, and I can still see the

words in his big, sprawling handwrit-

ing: "You'll love Sara."

Well, I did. But not in the way Jack

or I ever dreamed of.

Sara Ansell hit me like a bdlt of

blue lightning the night I met her and,

no matter what I did, I couldn't get

over it. It was at a party at her house,

the night I arrived in South Chester.

Jack had met me at the train and taken

me to his home where I was going to

stay until I could find a place of my
own, and then we'd gone to the party.

He'd talked about Sara all the way.
There were some people already

there when we arrived, and they were
admiring all the wedding presents that

had been spread out in display on the

diningroom table. I met Mrs. Ansell,

who greeted me warmly and made me
feel right at home. You could tell she

was crazy about Jack; she kissed him
as if he were her own son. Then she

laughed and talked a while about how

As Long As We Love has been
ada/ited from "Westward Ho!"
by Pe.fi Coleman, heard on CBS
Slurs Over Hollywood program,
Saturdays at 12:30 P.M., EWT.
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hard it was on the mother of the bride

when there was a big church wedding

to plan for. "We'd planned it this way,

she told me, "and we're going to nave

it in spite of Mr. Howeils' recent death.

He would have wanted it that way.

He was such a fine man."

And then I turned around and there

was Sara, smiling up at me, waiting to

be introduced.

When I looked at her, her smile

faded and we just stood there staring

at each other. I don't think either of

us said a word. It was as if everything

in the world had stopped. After what

might have been an hour she mur-

mured something about being glad to

meet me—Jack had talked so much

about me—and then she moved away;

and I—I felt I had to get out of there

right away.
I went out and walked around the

block, twice, in the darkness. All the

time I walked, I tried to shake free of

it. "You're acting like a darn fool," I

told myself. "What you think hap-

pened didn't happen at all because it

couldn't. You can't fall in love like

that. And besides, she's Jack's girl.

It's just because you've been at sea

a long time and haven't seen any pretty

girls. Or else, you're having hallucina-

tions."

After a while I went back, and we
all sat around and had refreshments

and talked. I was careful not to sit

close to Sara or to look at her. Then,

on the way home Jack said, "Isn't she

swell? She liked you, too. When I asked

her she said, 'He's all you said he was,

Jack, and much more besides.'"

I couldn't answer. Swell, I was think-

ing. Swell wasn't the word—for Sara or

for anything. I didn't sleep much that

night.

The next day Jack took me down to

the store and showed me around and
while we were doing that I could al-

most get my mind off Sara. It was a fine

layout and I was proud to be partner in

it. All the customers who came in Jack
introduced to me, and everybody was
nice and friendly and I knew I could

be really happy here and really belong

as I hadn't belonged anywhere since

my people died.

I managed to avoid Sara all day, but
that evening Mrs. Howeils was having

the Ansells over to dinner and I

couldn't very well get out of that. Sara
and I sat next to each other at the table,

and I don't remember a thing I ate or

what anybody said. All I knew was
that she was right there beside me
and then I knew something else: I knew
she was feeling what I did. I could tell.

I don't know how, but I knew it as

surely as I ever knew anything in my
whole life.

The whole thing was crazy, I kept
telling myself the next two days. You
don't fall in love with your cousin's

fiancee three days before the wedding.
But I had. She was all I'd ever dreamed
of or wanted. I thought maybe I ought
to go away—just clear out until it

was all over and I had myself under
control again. But I'd promised Jack
to look after things while he was away.
And, besides, well—I just couldn't do it.

It was as bad for Sara, she told me

afterwards. She was going throuoi,
the same thing I was. And then th
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"No." She shook her head. "Before-well, before I lose my courage I

guess. I'm going to see him now."
And so she went to tell him. She

wouldnt let me go with her. "It'llmake it worse for him, that way," she
argued. "It will seem as if—oh, as if I'd
brought you along so you could gloat
over him. Honestly. Alan, it's better
for me to go alone. If—well, if I were
going to be foolish, and marry you to-
morrow, maybe it would be right for
you to come along. But I'm not going
to do anything foolish. I'm not going
to tell Jack that I'm going to marry you,
because I don't know. I'm simply going
to tell him the truth—that I cant many
him because I've found out that I don't
love him. It's my job, and I've got to
do it the way that will be easiest for
Jack, no matter (Continued on page 91)

Suddenly I realized that the five of us wen-
trapped here, facing a common (lanf;er.



PRESENTING IN LIVING POKTKAITS
f9El&
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PERRY MASON's achievements in solving
complicated mysteries are not the miracles his

competitors call them. By never undertaking a
case unless he believes his client altogether
innocent, by using as his weapons logic and
keen deduction, Mason can often ferret out
the truth from the most tangled situations.

(Perry Mason played by Santos Ortega)

DELLA STREET, Perry Mason's secretary, is

resigned to the fact that her daily work
rarely ends with the closing of Mason's law
office. Somebody is always trying to reach
Mason—with threats, with information, or to

ask for help—and usually the call comes to

Delia first, often in the middle of the night.

(Delia Street played by Gertrude Warner)
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SOUND REASONING always backs up
Mason's courtroom fireworks. In one murder
case, sure that a witness who claimed to have
seen a woman's shoe floating on water was
lying, Mason demonstrated graphically that

the shoe would sink, not float, in water.

SGT. DORSET of the Homicide Squad is the

policeman most frequently left behind while

Mason tracks down a criminal. Though the

sergeant knows that trying to pry informa-

tion from Delia is as fruitless as trying

to beat Mason to a solution, he's stubborn.

(Played by Arthur Vinton)
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PAUL DRAKE, head of the Drake Detective Agency, is a pleasant, easy-going young man who
conceals quick-witted determination behind a casual exterior. Although he complains constantly

that Mason asks him to do the impossible, Drake never comes back without having fulfilled

his assignment. Because Mason has complete faith in the reliability of any information Drake
brings him, having Drahe as an assistant is like being able to be in two places at the same
time—a trick that frequently gets Mason to the solution faster than the police department.

(Paul Drake is played by Matt Crowley)

Perry Mason is heard daily, Monday through Friday, at 2:30 P.M. EWT, on CBS.
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OW far. down, sir?"

The flashlight clicked on as

I spoke, sending its tiny beam
of light to the theater aisle, its arc

splashing over the khaki-trousered legs

of the customer who stood behind me
near the heavily-curtained entrance
way.
"Near the center," he replied in a

whisper. Why, I thought to myself,
wearily, do they all want to sit in the
center? Automatically I searched my
mind for an appropriate single.

I had only taken one step when I felt

his hand on my arm. "Wait a minute

—

do you know what time it is? Is there
a clock? I have to catch that eleven-
thirty bus for Purdy tonight."

Impatiently I indicated the clock on
the right of the stage—a clock so big
and plain that I couldn't see how he
could miss it. And just as impatiently
I led him down to his aisle seat.

But he wasn't finished with me. He
whispered—a whisper loud enough to

be heard by half the theatre: "What
picture is playing, miss? How far along
is it? Has the boy met the girl yet

—

and when do the cowboys start shoot-
ing?"

I started to answer . . . and then I

realized that he was teasing me, laugh-
ing at me. He must have seen that his

first question had flicked my temper and
now he was goading me to see how
much I could take. Quickly I switched
off the flashlight and motioned him to

his seat. He went in meekly enough
... . but grinning. My temper sky-
rocketed.
For just a moment as he stepped in

front of me I caught a glimpse of his

face. My eyes were accustomed to the
dim shadowiness of the theatre and I

could even tell that his hair was a light,

uneven brown, that his face was lean
and pleasantly—but not superlatively
—good-looking. I had fallen into the
habit of trying to tell what people were
like from the way they reacted while
they were watching the movie and
now, from the way he settled his big

muscular body in his seat, the way he
extended his long legs comfortably be-
fore him, his instant and rapt attention

to the newsreel, I guessed that this

young man was probably an amiable,
relaxed sort of person, intelligent but
easy-going . . . and fresh!

I was really annoyed. Red hair like

mine doesn't take kindly to teasing

from a stranger.

Yet—strangely!—I found myself be-
coming very worried when I saw the
hands of the clock moving inexorably
to eleven fifteen and no signs of stirring,

from that slumped figure on the aisle.

Finally I could stand it no longer. I

went down and shook him by the

shoulder. Just as I thought—he was
asleep!

"Mmmm?—" he mumbled—"oh! yes

—

the bus!" He came awake with a start

and tumbled out of his seat, rushing

up the aisle ahead of me. But at the

top he turned. "Thanks—" he whis-

pered. "Thanks a million! From now

on I appoint, you my own personal
guardian angel, with full rights and
privileges." He smiled at me and there
was a twinkle in his eye. "You can
make that a life-time job, if you want!"
he called back over his shoulder as he
hurried out.

The nerve of him! I had met plenty
of men like him, soldiers and civilians

alike—and there wasn't one I couldn't
handle. There had never been one I

couldn't dismiss from my mind without
so much as a passing thought.
But this one just wouldn't dismiss.

All the rest of the evening and while
I changed from my theater slacks into

my street dress, down in our backstage
dressing room, his face, his laughing
eyes, the sunniness of his firm, generous
mouth kept insinuating themselves into

my thoughts. His guardian angel! I

took a look at myself in the mirror:
red hair, blue eyes, figure slim enough
to wear the tight-fitting usher's uni-
forms without bulging. I made a fine

guardian angel for anyone—me, with
my snapping eyes and my turned-up

nose! Nothing angelic about me.
But that was what made me so dis-

gusted with men; that they should
think it flattering to offer you a "life-

time job" taking care of them. Why
must they expect to be pampered and
spoiled by women—and yet, on the
other hand, expect their sweethearts
and wives to take a back-seat role in

their lives? Why couldn't men and
women be partners, both strong, both
going through life on equal terms?

I had seen enough of the other kind
of living in my own family and I knew
the injustice of it. Even as a child I

had known that my mother's life was
narrowed down to her family and her
home, to the exclusion of everything
else. And now that Dad was dead, now
that my sister Kate was waiting only
for the day her husband Tom would
come home from the Army and take
her to a place of their own, now that

my own wings were growing strong
enough for me to fly alone—what did
my Mom have to look forward to? I

had seen the terror that lurked in her

There must be a way, Mary Ellen thought, to

prove her love for Johnny. She didn't realize how

twisted, how dangerous, was the way she chose

4 LEAVE IT TO THE GIRLS STORY

Leave It To The Girls, MBS's Roundtable of Romance, is

produced by Martha Rountree, Wednesdays at 10:30 P.M. EWT.
This story is based on one of the program's recent letters.



"/ cant take it now," I said, confused.

Johnny grinned impudently. "Then I'll

havb to ivait for you to get through work"

eyes when she thought of being left

behind, of no longer being needed. Was
that what women—was that all women
had to look forward to?

Mom had been a fine pianist before
she married. Over and over again she
had been asked to play in church, at

social gatherings, but she had always
refused. Such things might take her
time of an evening and Dad wanted her
home when he got through work. So
the piano in the livingroom had gone
untouched for years. If she had kept
up her practicing—if she had gone out
more and made friends-—perhaps

—

And there was my sister Kate. She
was falling into the pattern, just like

Mom. Her husband didn't want her to

work while he was away. He had even
said he was afraid she might grow too

independent of him. So, since there
weren't any factories in our town that
really needed women, Kate had stayed
home with her two adorable babies and
she and Mom had waged a kind of un-
dercover war over how Michael and
Peter should be brought up, ever since.

The children were getting spoiled and
neither Kate nor Mom was really

happy.

But that wasn't quite fair. They did
have a kind of warmth, a kind of con-
tentment, that I couldn't understand.
It was a female thing entirely-—it had to

do with coffee standing all day long on
the stove, of innumerable cups sipped
while the two women let their voices
run on and on with accounts of what
the children had done, of what they
might be, of what Tom had said, of

what Dad had thought, of the best way
to starch men's shirts—just a little and
not too much—of what they had said

to the butcher, of childbearing itself,

of men. And when they spoke of mer
37



their voices changed as though their

having been married gave them an ex-
clusive knowledge into the inner work-
ings of a man's brain and being.

No, they weren't actively unhappy.
But somewhere along the line, with me,
the pattern had changed. I wanted
more of life than they had. I wanted
equality with the man I married. I

wanted a job that would keep me as

vital and interesting as my husband.
Not something manufactured to take up
my time—card clubs and luncheon
dates with other women—but some-
thing into which I could pour my
brimming energies.

Not just for money, nor to be an
Important Somebody . . . but something
that would keep me a person and not
just a background. There was a hazy
picture in my mind that didn't fit any
of the boys I knew. It had to do with
a nicely-appointed home; a part-time

maid; a couple of happy, unspoiled
children; a job for me that would be as

interesting and worthwhile as my hus-
band's would be for him.
The actual husband I had never con-

sidered. That was why it annoyed me
so that I could not get my thoughts
away from that amiable, sleepy, im-
pertinent soldier whose name I didn't

know and whom I probably would
never see again. I couldn't see him in

the picture—and, anyway, he had been
running to catch a bus! I wouldn't
see him again.

But I did. The next night. It was
late and there were few customers. I

had relaxed for a moment to lean
against the doorway and watch the pic-

ture on the screen.

"Hello. I was hoping I'd find you."
He had come up silently behind me and
was looking down over my shoulder
with that same easy smile. "I wanted to

apologize for teasing you last night.
You looked so cute with your eyes
flashing—and I wanted you to notice
me. And thanks again for waking me
up. It was important that I get into
Purdy before 2:30 p.m. because the
mother- of one of my pals overseas was
ge'tting off shift at the factory then
and it was the best time for us to talk.

He—her son—is wounded and in the
hospital and she was awfully worried.
She had to talk to me."
He had come back to see me! Fool-

ishly, unaccountably, my heart was
pounding.

"That was nice of you, to go and-
talk to her. I'm sure she appreciated
it," I answered, whispering, hoping the
manager wouldn't see me talking while
on duty.

He reddened slightly. "I brought you
a little token of gratitude for being
Guardian Angel to a tired soldier." He



indicated the box of candy he carried.
"I can't take it now. I have no place

to put it," I answered, confused.
Now he grinned again, the pleased,

impudent grin of a little boy whose
scheme had worked well. "Then I'll

have to wait for you to get through
work and give it to you." He slipped
into a seat at the back without giving
me a chance to refuse.

For* a moment I knew panic. I didn't
want a date with this soldier. He was
in the Army—and that reminded me of
my brother-in-law Tom. He was young
and easy-going—he didn't fit into the
picture of my life—and something about
the instant attraction he held for me
told me to be careful.
Then I felt foolish. After all, it was

only a date to give me a box of candy.
If he wanted to walk home with me,
let him. That would be the end of it.

There was something very nice in the

"This is wonderful," Johnny
sighed as he settled back.

His eyes followed Mom as she
moved from icebox to stove.

way Johnny Sutton's hand gripped my
elbow when we stepped off a dark
curbstone, as we sauntered home
through the quiet, sleep-stilled streets.

The breadth of his shoulders and his

tallness gave me a feeling—a sweet,
pleasant feeling—of being protected.
Me!—who had gone through life swing-
ing my red curls defiantly, daring any-
one to say I wasn't big enough to take
care of myself!
We talked, mostly about him.

TIE HAD been in the European The-
ater of Operations and now he was

awaiting reassignment. It seemed to

me rather pitiful that he should be
spending that time here with an aunt
who was his only family and who, I

gathered, didn't care much for young
people.

"What about you?" he asked, sud-.

denly. "Are you—engaged—or any-
thingT^"

"Not engaged or anything," I

answered. "In the mornings I go to

business school and I'm learning to be
a secretary. Then afternoons and eve-
nings I work. I haven't much time for

dates—and marriage is something I

haven't made up my mind about yet."

"My, my," he said, with a mildness
that was like a pat on the head for an
unruly child. "You're a determined
little redhead, aren't you? And you
haven't made up your mind about mar-
riage yet—you make it sound as if it

were something you bought in a
store."

I flushed under his tone. "I didn't
mean it that way. But there have been
a few men who've asked me, and each
one acted as if marriage would be an
escape for me. Out of an usher's uni-
form and into a frilly apron! Into the
kitchen where I wouldn't have any
more to think about than how many
chops for dinner! Not for me!"

All Johnny said was—"You'd look
cute, at that—in a frilly apron—" but
we were home and I couldn't answer.
Mom was still up, as she always was.
"Mary Ellen?—that you?" Her pleas-

ant, homey voice called from the
kitchen. "I'm keeping some chocolate
hot for you and I baked today. There's
cinnamon rolls. You must be worn out,

poor child—" she broke off at the sight

of a stranger with me as we came
through the kitchen door. ,

Even while her hands fumbled to
untie her apron strings and smooth
down her hair, Mom's eyes were be-
ginning to shine with the joy of hav-
ing a man once again in her kitchen.

"Sit right down, Mr. Sutton," pulling
out her own comfortable rocking chair.

"I'll just scramble some eggs for you
two—won't take a minute!" as Johnny
began a faint protest.

"This is wonderful," he sighed in a
contented way, as he settled back.
"This feels like—like home." His eyes
followed her broad, capable back with
the eagerness of a little boy a she
moved from icebox to stove.

It was home—safe and cozy and inti-

mate. The delicious smells of the day's
baking wrapped themselves around us
and Mom's flow of chatter was an easy
thing that didn't have to be answered
if you didn't feel like it, soothing and

at the same time refreshing, with its

homey, unimportant currents and de-
tails of the happenings of the day. I

could see why Dad had loved it—why
any man would enjoy it.

But it frightened me. Johnny sat

there, lapping up the attentions she
showered on him, and there was some-
thing in the poise of his head that re-
minded me of other men in a household
of women—something lordly and com-
placent, taking all this feminine chat-
ter as meant for his benefit. Perhaps I

was imagining things, but it hurt be-
cause I didn't want Johnny Sutton to

be like that.

I hardly knew him—why should it

matter so much? But it did.

Kate came in. I was so used to seeing
her in Tom's old bathrobe at night,

her hair in curlers, that she took me
by surprise for a moment—until I

realized that a man's presence in the
house had uigedTier into her best che-
nille housecoat, to combing her hair,

powdering her nose. She looked so

much like my lovely sister who had
been the small-town belle, that my
heart hurt to see how she had let her-
self go this past year.

The eggs were nearly ready but noth-
ing would do but that Johnny must go
upstairs and see the twins. I went with
them. There was something almost
reverent in the way he bent over the
cribs and in the way he said "Boy

—

are they husky kids!" to two pairs of

tiny dqubled-up fists. Without think-
ing our own hands had met and closed,

and for a moment a wonderful, shy
closeness was between us as we stood
looking at the babies.

"Is there any place we can go danc-
ing?" Johnny asked me when we were
all once again in the kitchen. "Don't
you get an evening off soon?"
Before I could answer Kate spoke up,

with a far-away wistfulness. "There's
the Old Mill just off the highway. We
used to go there a lot—it has good
music and a nice floor and the food
isn't bad."

"Will you, Mary Ellen? When?—this
Saturday? Swell." Johnny's mouth
was full of cinnamon roll. He turned
to Kate.

"Wouldn't you like to go, too?" I

knew then there was sensitivity in

Johnny, that he had caught that wistful
longing in Kate's voice—even though
he couldn't know, as I did, how much
Kate had once loved to dance.
"Do you think I could?" The eager

light came into her eyes—and then,

just as quickly, died. "Oh, no. I

couldn't leave the twins."

Mom protested but that only made
Kate more stubborn. She couldn't

leave the children. They needed her.

Something might happen. Her place
was with them, at home.

It infuriated me. I knew why she
wouldn't go. The children were the
only thing she had and she had built

their care and responsibility into a

tremendous, exaggerated importance so

she wouldn't feel the lack of interest in

her life. She had centered herself in

them—going to a dance, having fun out-
side this house, might make her rest-

less, might make her see some of the

things in life (Continued on page 102)
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The Carsons don't always agree. Things that make Jack laugh make Kay cry.

But about important things—like happiness—they feel exactly the same

TO LOOK at us, you wouldn't think
it would work.

I'm a sentimentalist. I cry easily,

and all I have to do is to look at our
baby daughter lying in her crib to

burst out all over with goose bumps.
Jack—that Carson man I married

—

is different. There's the original Laugh-
ing Boy.
At every Big Moment since we met,

it's been the same. There we are—face

to face—I swallowing hard to hold back
a gush of tears, and Jack rocking with
laughter. Yet, somehow, nobody gets

mad at anybody. Through some miracle
wrought by those little fat gods who
look after people in love, our being
such opposites makes being together
all the nicer. "All concord's born of

contraries," as Ben Jonson said, and

By MRS. JACK CARSON

that's the way it is with us. Comes the
Big Moment. Jack looks at me and
stops laughing. Once or twice I've

caught him with his eyes filled with
sentimental tears. *I look at him, and
laugh out -loud. It's wonderful.

It's been wonderful since August 21,

1940—that was our wooden anniversary
that just whizzed by.

That August twenty-first five years
ago was one of those Big Moments I'm
talking about. Jack and I had been
engaged since Christmas Day 1939, and
I had thought of nothing, dreamed of

nothing since, except our wedding.
I picked the place—-a romantic little

chapel in the Hollywood .hills. We had

Germaine Catherine looked like Churchill, too!
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agreed on the hour—exactly seven p.m.
Then I had concentrated on dressing

for the part. It was to be an informal
ceremony with just our two families as

witnesses, but nevertheless I wanted to

look like a bride. So I had my dress-
maker contrive a little Juliet cap with
a shoulder-length veil dyed the same
shade of royal blue as my gown. And
Jack ordered the bride-iest bouquet he
could find, pink tuberous begonias and
lilies of the valley.

I arrived at the chapel a good hour
before the ceremony was to start. The
minister was there; so was my matron
of honor, my good friend, Mrs. Ronald
Buck. So, indeed, were all our. invited
guests. But there was no sign of the
best man—or the bridegroom. At five

minutes of seven, still no bridegroom.
Those quick tears began to gather in

my eyes. At one minute of seven, in

bounced Jack, laughing like crazy.

"Had to go back for the license," he
said.

We were married at seven o'clock,

just as we'd planned. Except that I

was trying hard not to laugh at Jack's
flushed and breathless face. And Jack,

once the solemn words he was hearing
began to sink in, was trying not to let

me know that two fat tears were about
to plop down on the altar rail.

Later, when we were on our way to

the Bucks' for our wedding reception,

Jack explained what had happened.
Jack was working in a picture at Uni-

versal. The director had been very
generous—he could have one day off

in honor of getting married. We had
talked it over and decided the day
after the wedding would be more fun.

But it was a close thing. Jack had
got off the set at six-twenty—in cos-

tume and full make-up.' And the wed-
ding chapel was a good twenty-minute
drive from the studio. Dave Willock,

who was to be our best man, was wait-

ing in Jack's dressing room with his

wedding clothes. He tied Jack's shoe
laces while Jack scrubbed the grease
paint off his face. They left the studio

and headed over the pass toward Holly-
wood at twenty minutes of seven, with
just enough time—at a sensible rate of

speed—to get to the chapel by seven.



"We're not really such opposites, I guess," Kay Carson admits. "We just show our

feelings differently. We fell in love, actually, because we were so much alike."

Half way into town Jack nudged Dave,
who was driving.

"Guess where the license is?" he said.

"In your dressing room," groaned
Dave, as he made an illegal U-turn in

the middle of the boulevard.
Our honeymoon got off to the same

kind of a start.

The day Jack proposed to me we got
together on one thing: we would buy
a little house and furnish it (never, of

course, going there together before the
wedding—that was the sentimentalist
touch) and have it ready to begin our
life together.

The little house was waiting, lights

glowing merrily from the windows,
that night when we drove away from
the Bucks and headed—for home.
Our fond mammas had put every-

thing in readiness. The icebox was full

of bacon and eggs—and champagne.
Our clothes were already neatly ar-
ranged in the bureaus and closets. My

filmiest negligee and Jack's pajamas
were laid out neatly with our slippers.

And—and here was the hitch—a perfect
little fire had been laid in the -fireplace

in the study.
This was August, remember—hot

—

even in California.

"Oh, Jack," I cried, looking at the
neat- little pile of logs, "we have to sit

by the open fire to have our champagne.
We have to."

"Won't it be a little warm, softy?"
he wondered.
But I insisted.

As a result we had our champagne
sitting outdoors in the patio—while we
waited for the house to cool off.

We were both, laughing.
But the Biggest Moment of all was

when our first baby came. Johnny ar-
rived in October, in 1941, and had to

wait three and a half years for his little

sister, Germaine Catherine (because
we had to have a Kit Carson in the

family) who joined the family last

March twenty-third.
I think, for a woman, that week in

the hospital after her baby is born is

the happiest time of her life. I know
I have never felt so close to heaven on
earth as on those two occasions in my
life. You feel so wanted, so important
—I don't suppose there is any moment
when a wife feels closer to her husband.

I ran over with tears in a steady
stream for the first few days after

Johnny came.
"Oh, Jack," I would glow, after my

husband came back to my room after

looking at his son through the plate

glass front of the hospital nursery, "isn't

he beautiful? And he looks just like

you."
"He looks just like Winston Church-

ill," he answered. I guess he thought
it was a dangerous moment for an anti-

sentimentalist.

And I found (Continued on page 82)
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By

ENSIGN DENNIS DAY,

U.S.N.R.

War service put a temporary
halt to the success Dennis
Day's voice had earned for
him. But perhaps by the

time you read this he'll be
on the air again, singing for

his ever-growing audience.
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DO you feel different?

Don't you feel just a little

safer? Doesn't it seem to you that
now it's all right to take a good look
at tomorrow and make plans — even
rather elaborate ones about sending
two-year-old Johnny to college some
day and about the house you'll want
to buy as soon as you can save enough?
Doesn't it seem to you that it's possible
now to think of things like that

—

peaceful things, good things—without
bitterness or fear or cynicism?

That's the way it seems to me. Every
once in a while, those thoughts come
over me with a terrific wallop and I

feel as big as the world. And I think
that's right. All of a sudden—no, not
so suddenly, after all, because it took
many lives and much sorrow to get us
to this place in history, but fast enough
when you reckon in centuries—I am,
in a way, as big as the world. And so
are you. As big and as strong, because
now hundreds of millions of us, all

over the world, have joined our hands
and our hopes into a positive instru-
ment for peace, for betterment and for

the maintenance of human dignity and

decency, for hopeful human progress.

Maybe, being in the
(

Armed Forces
myself, the Conference in San Fran-
cisco hit me harder than it did lots of

civilians. I'd have given a good deal
to have been one of the lucky guys
sent to the Conference. I was busy
doing my job for the Navy—but that

didn't keep me from listening to and
reading every scrap of news that came
through.

I don't worry about politics, as a
rule—I say, let the fellows who know
about it wrestle with it, and I'll stick

to my singing. But you couldn't feel

that way over something as big as

this.

As I look back on it, the big thing
that stands out in my mind is that,

disputes or no disputes, we got the
Charter for the United Nations Or-
ganization. And I think that we, the
people, you and I, and the hundreds
of millions like us throughout the
world, had a little something to do with
getting the Charter.

But, it seems to me that having got
this World Organization which makes us
strong—together—and safe—together

—

and hopeful for the future—together

—

we .can't just go about our own, indi-
vidual, little affairs and forget about
it. It seems to me that this is no docu-
ment to stick in some Congressional
Library or historical museum. It seems
to me that every one of us ought to

know what it says it stands for—and
then, every one of us has to make sure
that it's put to work to get us what it

was meant to get us—peace and se-
curity for a long time to come.

If you join a union, or a club, or a
lodge, one of the first things you do is

read the by-laws of that organization

—

to know where you stand and what
you're entitled to get. If you're mar-
ried, maybe you and your wife go over
them together—so you both know
where you stand.

The way I see it, we've all joined a

great, big union—the biggest and most
important one in the world. We all

have everything to gain, if the by-
laws set up in the Charter are carried

out. And we also have everything to

lose, if they're not—our safety, our
homes, our countries, our freedom and,

in the end, probably our lives.



Words alone can't stop Wars, >en the words: It must not happen

again! But our belief in the United NationuCharter can make those

words stronger than steel—stronger than any of the causes of war

W

There's been a lot of talking back
and forth about the Charter. Most
of it is for the whole idea. Some of it

is against. And in all the talking

there's a lot of confusion. I think if

everyone were to read the Charter and
stop trying to get what's in it second-
hand, as it were, there would be much
less confusion about it. You can get

a copy by writing to the Women's Di-
vision of the Democratic National
Committee, Mayflower Hotel, Washing-
ton 6, D. C. It isn't any highly technical

or legal document. . It's as clear and
direct as our own Constitution—and as

necessary for all of us to know and
understand and fight for.

In fact, President Truman, in his ad-
dress to the delegates after they had
signed the Charter, compared it to the
document that started this country on
its way to becoming a free and inde-
pendent nation. He said:

. . . "The Constitution of my own
country came from a Convention
which—like this one—was made up of
delegates with many different views.
Like this Charter our Constitution
came from a free and sometimes bitter

exchange of conflicting opinions. When
it was adopted, no one regarded it as

a perfect document. But it grew and
developed and expanded. Upon it there
was built a bigger, a better, a more
perfect union.

"This Charter, like our own Consti-
tution, will be expanded and improved
as time goes on. No one claims that it

is now a final or a perfect instrument.
It has not been poured into a fixed
mold. Changing world conditions will

require readjustments—but they will

be the readjustments of peace and not
of war."
That last is important to remember,

I think—that there is leeway for

change.
When you read the Charter, you be-

gin to get a very different picture than
you got while the Conference was go-
ing on. You see not the conflicts, ex-
cept to see how small some of them
really were when compared with the
mighty issues on which there was
agreement right from the start. And
you see, when you read the whole
Charter, how just and fitting are the
agreements that were reached, even
on the issues over which there was
some argument.

First, look at the Purposes and Prin-
ciples of the World Organization. This
is important, this statement of prin-
ciples, because the entire rest of the
Charter can only be judged on the basis

of whether it carries out these pur-
poses, or not. I think I'll give them to

you exactly as they appear in the
Charter.

1. To maintain international peace
and security, and to that end: to take
effective collective measures, for the
prevention and removal of threats to

the peace and for the suppression of
acts of aggression or other breaches of
the peace, and to bring about by peace-
ful means, and in conformity with the
principles of justice and international
law, adjustment or settlement of inter-

national disputes or situations which
might lead to a breach of the peace;
2. To develop friendly relations among

nations based on respect for the prin-
ciple ofvequal rights and self-determi-
nation of people, and to take other ap-
priate measures to strengthen universal
peace;
3. To achieve international cooperation
in solving international problems of an
economic, social, cultural or humani-
tarian character, and in promoting and
encouraging respect for human rights
and for fundamental freedoms for all

without distinction as to race, sex, lan-

guage or religion.

I think I ought to point out here, to

you women, that something unique ap-
pears in this paragraph—unique, that
is, in a historical document. The word
sex has been included. It should in-

terest every woman. Because, whether
we like it or not, no matter how free-
minded we have always thought' our-
selves to be, and how emancipated we
have considered American women, the
truth is that a very large percentage
of the people in the world—including
many women—still consider this to be
strictly a "man's world," and in lots of

places in the world women are still

made to realize that every day of their

lives. And I'm not thinking only of

the Kinder, Kuche and Kirche of the
Nazis, although that was the most vio-
lent expression of it.

This business of real equality for

women (which, incidentally, doesn't
mean that they have to "wear the
pants in the family," because if there's

real equality everything is share and
share alike and a couple of sensible
people divide up the work that needs
to be done in a (Continued on page 79) 4~



IJnfulfillment shadowed all of them: Frances

and Charles, and Myra. It was up to one of them to

do something about it. . . and one of them did
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THE STORY:

IT'S HARD to live in the same town
with the man you love—the man
who's married to another woman

—

to see him day after day, and know
that you have no part in his life. It's

hard, but you can stand it, and manage
never to let him know, by so much as

a tiny gesture, how you feel toward
him. I know, because I did it. Charles
couldn't have suspected how I felt, be-
cause, knowing that there was nothing
I could do about it, I did nothing. But
where Bob was concerned, I felt that
I had to do something—I . couldn't let

that wrong go unchallenged. Bob was
Charles' son—his and Myra's. Myra had
married Charles years before, "on the
rebound," as they say, shortly after the
man to whom she was engaged had
been killed in an accident. Now Bob
was twelve, and in my class in school—
I was a teacher. And there was some-
thing terribly wrong with Bob. He
wasn't good in his studies; yet he was
a bright boy. His deportment was ter-

rible, he was often late; yet he wasn't
a bad boy, or even a careless one. It

was Myra's fault, I knew—Myra, who
was trying to bring up her energetic,
mechanically-minded, real-boy son in

the image of her poetical, artistic sweet-
heart who had died so long ago. The
main point of contention was Bob's
music—Myra forced him to take piano,
forced him to practice, when it was
obvious that he never would and never
could—and would never want to be—

a

musician. And yet there was so little I

could do—only the small things of talk-

ing to the boy, trying to encourage him
to do some of the things he wanted to

do, trying to help him to enjoy his Jife

a little more. And in doing those things,

I came in closer contact with Charles.
There was the time we three, Charles
and Bob and I, made a snowman, and
Myra caught us at it, and sent Bob in

to do his practicing. That was the first

time it occurred to me that Myra might
be noticing my interest in Charles. I

imagined that she watched me out the
window as Charles and I stood looking
at each other after Bob went in.

But if Myra had seen, and had read
any meaning into what she saw, she
gave no sign. The winter went on . . .

Christmas holidays, and Bob with a
strange combination of presents: a pair
of ice skates, a volume of Shakespeare's
plays, a football, a Beethoven sonata
on phonograph records. Really, I

thought, it would have been comic ex-
cept that a boy's life was being warped
out of shape. And I remembered that
for three Christmases before this one,
there had been no Charles at home to

see that he got the ice skates and the
football.

Bob gave me a Christmas present. He
brought it over early Christmas morn-
ing, while Mother and I were having
breakfast, and stood by, beaming and
watching me unwrap it. A harness, in

red leather, for Seamas. "I know it isn't

exactly a present for you," he said
sheepishly, "but he does need one."

"It's lovely, Bob," I enthused. "And
I'm so glad you got it. My conscience
has been hurting me because we've
been letting Seamus run around in that

old collar. Now wait a minute—I have
something for you."

I'd given a lot of thought to that

present, before settling, finally, on an
ant city—a tall glass box, partly filled

with sand, in which you could see a
community of ants living, tunneling,

working. "Gee!" Bob said, in reverent

joy. "Gee, Miss Wilson!" But then his

face fell, and he stepped back, silent.

I knew what he was thinking—it had
occurred to me too, and -I had prepared
an answer to it.

"Would you like to keep them down
in our cellar, Bob?" I* asked. "Maybe
your mother wouldn't like them in your
house—she might be afraid they'd get

loose."

My own mother, standing by, said

grimly, "And well she might!"
Bob threw her an apprehensive

glance, and I laughed and said, "They
won't—we'll keep a close watch on
them, won't we, Bob?"

"Oh, you bet!"

So that was settled, and Bob went
down to fix a suitable place for his new
pets. Mother, clearing the table, was
silent—silent for so long that at last I

said, "You don't really mind having the

ants here, do you? It means so much
to Bob."

Mother's eyes, still bright and sharp
behind her spectacles, softened. "And
to you too, I expect."

"Yes," I said quietly. "To me, too."

Mother laid the dish she'd just picked
up back on the table. "Frances—I don't
mean to interfere. But—I don't want
you to be hurt. When you interfere in

a neighbor's affairs . .
."
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She was right, of course, and the
knowledge of her Tightness made my
voice harsh. "Bob's not just a neigh-
bor's child—-he's one of my pupils.

Doesn't that give me a responsibility
toward him?'.'

"Maybe." She picked up the dish
again, her face sorrowful, absorbed.
"Only— Well, it's your business, dear."

My business. But it was Bob's, and
Charles', and Myra's, as well as mine

—

and one day, as winter drew to its end,
I was forced to realize that.

Bob had a project for spring. He had
decided that it was time for Seamas to

begin his duties as watch-dog. Instead
of being shut up every night in the
garage, he was to have a house outside,

in the corner of the back yard, where
he could "keep an eye on things." And
Bob was busy building the house,
which was to be rather an elaborate
affair.

Perhaps he had grown careless. Per-
haps he had skipped his practice period
on the piano so often, when he came
home from school and found Myra
away, that this particular afternoon he
felt too safe, and took it for granted
that she was out instead of calling up to

her room to make sure . . .

I don't know. I only know that I

came home a little after four and
found the back yard empty, Seamas
standing disconsolately beside the be-
ginnings of his new house, and a ham-
mer and saw lying on the ground, as if

dropped there hastily.

"WfAS Bob over?" I asked Mother,
** and she gave me a strange look.

"Yes," she said. "He was, but Myra
came over and got him. She looked . . .

mad as hops." The homely phrase gave
me a sudden, frightening vision of Myra
as she must have been—the pale face
paler than ever, except for two bright
spots burning on her cheeks, the black
eyes tortured with anger. Strange that
I could imagine her so plainly, because
I had never seen Myra in a temper; but
it was as if I had always known that
fires were banked far down below the
icy pride she showed the world.

"I wonder what's the matter," I heard
myself murmuring, trying with words
to quiet the clamor of dread inside me.
It was unreasoning dread, I thought
reassuringly: even if Myra were angry
at Bob, for some reason, what had her
anger to do with me? Nothing, of

course. But the feeling was there, the
apprehension, and when the front door-
bell rang, I knew it was Myra.
She stood on the porch, hatless, her

black hair gleaming, a coat thrown
around her shoulders. And her face
was as I'd known it would be.

"No, I won't come in," she said. "I

just want you to know—I've forbidden
Bob to come over here any more."

"You've— But why, Myra?"
"As a punishment. He's been lying

to me. He's supposed to practice for
an hour after he comes home from
school. I thought he did—I thought I

could trust him—even when I was out.

He always told me he'd practiced," she
added, naively unaware that she could
not have trusted Bob so very much if

she had always taken the trouble to

question him.

"Oh. But—" I began. She went on
as if I hadn't spoken.
"Today I was up in my room, resting,

I have a frightful headache," and she
pressed one narrow, long-fingered
hand against her temple. "I waited

—

I thought Bob might be late getting
home from school. Finally I got up and
looked out of the window—and there
he was, in your back yard, hammering
and sawing on that ridiculous dog-
house! , . . I've told him he's not to

come over here again, ever. I'm sorry,

Frances—no doubt you meant well

—

but ever since you got that dog Bob's
been getting harder and harder to

manage. I don't want him working with
tools, either—suppose he should cut his

hands, or hit one of them with a ham-
mer?"

It would release him from prison, I

wanted to say, but I was frightened, I

didn't dare. Instead, I tried to soothe
her, and at the same time to plead Bob's
case. I told her I knew how she felt,

and that Bob had been very wrong to

lie about practicing—"But I'm sure if

you talk to him, make him promise not
to do it again, that will be punishment
enough. He loves Seamas so much, and
enjoys doing things for him— And he's

very careful with the tools. I've

watched him."
She shook her head. "No. No. My

mind's made up." Abruptly, she turned
and went down the steps.

I shut the door and leaned against it,

my knees suddenly weak and shaking.
The woman was insane, I thought

—

and corrected myself quickly. No, not
insane, but ruled by an obsession. Per-
haps it was the same thing. I didn't

know. I couldn't really think clearly

and consecutively, anyway; there was
room in me only for emotion. A torrent,

a whirlpool, of emotions, anger and
pity and love, all boiling and stirring

together.

She was cruel, cruel! She wanted to

cut Bob off from all normal, boyish
pursuits, chain him to a piano. She'd
already robbed him of friends his own
age; I'd seen how he was unable to

meet other boys and play after school.

I'd tried to give him a substitute—not
a very good one, I admitted, only a dog
and a chance to build with his hands
and my own friendship (the friendship
of an old maid schoolteacher! I added
bitterly). But even that poor substi-

tute, she had taken away from him.
Well, she must not be allowed to do

it. I would talk to Charles, I would
make him see . . .

I stopped short. Because there was
nothing I could tell Charles, I saw, that
he did not know already.

I had felt something of Myra's cold
force, while she stood in the doorway
telling me Bob had been forbidden to

visit me again. She had cowed me,
made me afraid to say what I thought.
I supposed, in the same way, she im-
posed her will on Charles. He had his

little victories—the football and the
skates at Christmas—but on something
that Myra considered vitally important,
could he win? Could he insist that Bob

Bob had a project for Spring. He had decided
that Seamas must begin his duties as a watch-
dog, with a house outside in the back yard.



be allowed to come here, build his

house for Seamas? Would he even try?
•—since technically Bob, having lied,

was in the wrong and deserved a pun-
ishment of some sort. But not this sort

—not this horrible sort!

Just then I remembered the ant city,

and giggled hysterically. It was Bob's
own property, but Myra would cer-

tainly never let him have it—and here
I was, with it to worry about too!

I took a deep breath and fought to

get control of myself. Going back to

the kitchen—"That was Myra," I said.

"She's forbidden Bob to come over
here again. She says it's because he
lied to her about practicing on the

piano—but I think she's always re-

sented the good times he has here."

Mother nodded. "I wouldn't be sur-

prised," she said. She didn't add, "I

warned you about this," for which I

was grateful.

Bob wouldn't look at me, the next
morning when he came into my class-

room. He sat down at his desk, and
produced a book, and buried himself
in it. Spelling, geography—they were
the two subjects we took up before the
mid-morning recess, and throughout
the recitation periods Bob just sat

there, withdrawn and silent. I didn't

ask him to recite; I wanted to talk to

him first.

The recess bell rang, and I dismissed
the class. Bob bolted for the door, but
I was too quick for him. "Bob," I called.

"May I see you for a minute?"
Reluctantly, he turned, moved against

the outward-flowing tide of children,

came to my desk. "Yes, Miss Wilson?"
he said.

I hated what I had to do. But in long
hours of lying awake, the night before,

I'd come to see there was no other way
I could help him. I couldn't advise him
to fight, to defy his mother. So the only
course left was to show him the bene-
fits of patience—benefits that I myself,
in my heart, could only doubt.

"I just wanted to tell you," I said

pleasantly, "that I'm sorry you can't

come to see me any more. Seamas will

miss you—and so will I, Bob." He
looked down at his feet; with the toe

of one shoe he was kicking, lightly, the
toe of the other. He gave me no help.

"But I'll take care of your ant city

for you," I went on painfully, "and I

imagine that pretty soon your mother
will decide you've been punished
enough—

"

TJIS head jerked up. "She won't!" he
- cried, fixing me accusingly with

those eyes that were so like Charles'.

"She won't—you know she won't! She
doesn't want me to have any fun—all

she wants me to do is pound that

damned piano—

"

"Bob! You mustn't swear!" I

sounded shocked, and I was—not at his

profanity, but at the depth of misery
and hatred in his voice. "Your mother
only wants what's best for you—she's

spent a great deal of money on piano
lessons for you, and naturally she
doesn't want to feel it's been wasted."

"Well^ it has been wasted—every
cent of it! I can't play, I'll never be
able to, because I hate music. And
Mom knows it, but she doesn't care. I

don't even like to listen to it!"

There was no possible answer for

him, but I tried to find one. "You
won't always feel this way about it,

Bob. When you're older, you'll be glad

you know how to play—I know, be-
cause when I was a girl I hated to-prac-

tice too, but now—

"

My voice trailed away, because he
was looking at me in disillusionment.

I felt stripped, shoddy, before that

candid gaze. I had failed him, and my
failure was mirrored in his eyes. I was
talking nonsense, and it hurt him, be-
cause he hadn't expected to hear non-
sense from me.

"No," he said quietly. "No, Miss Wil-
son," and turned and walked out of the
room, leaving me with shame for com-
pany.

I got through the rest of the morning
somehow, and I remember being grate-
ful that it was Thursday, because
Thursday afternoon was the regular
time for my class to go downstairs, the
girls to the domestic science room, the
boys to the manual training workshop.
It would do Bob good, I thought, to

spend some hours down there, familiar

and comfortable among the* smell of

fresh wood—and it would give me a
chance to

lhink, to decide what I

should do I went down to Charles'

office as sooix as school was over for the
day, perhaps I could see him there, talk

to him, plan some course of action that

would help Bob ... I would have done
it, easily and naturally enough, with
the parent of any other pupil—the only
difference was that I happened to love
Charles. It was becoming impossible
for me to see him, talk to him, without
giving myself away.

I was still undecided when decision
was forced upon me.
The basement manual training work-

shop was just under my classroom, and
through the windows, open for the
brief warmth of the early spring day,
I could hear {Continued on page 62)
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The Family Hour, starring Patrice Munscl, Earl Wrightson. and Jack Smith, trader the musical direction of Al Good-



Family Hour each week with one of the most hanntingly tender love songs of recent years

PATRICE MUNSEL, glamorous coloratura of CBS's Family Hour, is only nineteen—the

Metropolitan Opera's youngest star. But more important than her youth is the

fact that Patrice is altogether "made in America" ; musical training in her native

state of Washington, and in New York City, gave her magnificent voice the polish

that in 1943 won for her one of the Metropolitan Auditions of the Air. A scant

few months later, her debut in the Metropolitan's "Mignon" stopped the performance
for seven minutes, and the career of one of our most exciting singers was under way.
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Still with us is that

problem of conserving
sugar. Here are some
almost - sugarless des-

serts to help you out-

wit the shortage with
all the taste-tempting

artistry of a master.

50

COLD days are just around the cor-
ner, so let's turn on the oven and
get ready to enjoy our favorite

dessert, cake—rich, delicious homemade
cake as tantalizing to the nose as to the
taste. To be sure, the demands on our
sugar will continue to be heavy, so
heavy that each one of us will have to

make the very best possible use of our
share, but that need not keep us from
cake baking, for this month's recipes
have been created especially so that we
may eat our cake and have our sugar,
too. In place of granulated sugar, they
make use of brown, currently more
plentiful, and corn syrup and honey.
One recipe which specifies white sugar
evens up the score by using no short-
ening at all, and even the fillings and
frostings use a minimum of sugar, or
none at all. But here is an essential

point: these recipes depend for success
on method as much as on ingredients,

so be sure to follow each one, step by
step, exactly as it is given.

Fudge Nut Meringue Cake
Advance preparation: Have short-

ening at room temperature. Grease
13 x 9 x 2-inch pan, line with waxed
paper and grease again. Start oven for
moderate heat (375 degrees F.). Sift

flour before measuring.
Measure into sifter
2 cups sifted cake flour

1 tsp. soda
% tsp. salt

By
KATE SMITH

RADIO ROMANCES
FOOD COUNSELOR
Listen to Kate Smith's
daily talks at noon
and her Friday night
show, heard over
CBS, at 8:30 EWT.

Measure into bowl Vz cup vegetable
shortening.
Have ready
% cup brown sugar, firmly packed
% cup corn syrup or honey mixed with 1

cup milk
teaspoon vanilla

eggs, unbeaten
squares unsweetened chocolate, melted
cup coarsely chopped nut meats
Mix or stir shortening (by hand or

with electric mixer at low speed) just
enough to soften it. Sift in dry ingredi
ents. Add brown sugar, forcing through
sieve if necessary to remove lumps. Add
half the liquid, vanilla and eggs. Mix
until all flour is dampened; beat for 1

minute. Add remaining liquid, blend,
then add chocolate and beat for 2
minutes longer. Add nuts. (Count only
the actual beating time. Or count beat-
ing strokes, allowing 100 to 150 full

strokes per minute. Scrape bowl and
.spoon or beater frequently.) Turn into

"pan and bake at 375 degrees F. until

done, 25 minutes. Let cake remain in

pan and while still hot cover with

Meringue Topping
2 egg whites
Pinch salt

Vz cup sugar
V4 tsp. almond extract

Va cup chopped nut meats
Beat together egg whites and salt

until foamy. Add sugar gradually,
beating after each addition 'until well
blended. Continue beating, after all

sugar is added, until mixture will stand
in peaks. Add almond extract. Spread
lightly over hot cake in pan, sprinkle
with nut meats and bake at 375 degrees
F. until lightly browned, 10 minutes.
For thicker frosting, double.

Sugar-Saving Quick Cake
Advance preparation: Have short-

ening at room temperature. Grease two
deep 8-inch layer pans, line bottoms

(Continued on page 101)



INSIDE RADIO -Telling You About Programs and People You Want to Hear
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11:00
11:00
11:00
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11:30

11:55

12:00

1:00

1:30
1:30

2:00
2:00

2:30

2:45

3:00
3:00
3.00
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3:00

8:30
4:30

5:00

8:30

8:00
5:30

5:45

5:55

6:00
6:00
7:00
6:00

7:45

6:30

7:00
7:00
7:00

8:00
8:00

6:00

7:00
7:30

7:45

7:55

8:00
8:00
8:00
8:00

8:15

8:30

9:00
9:00
9:00

9:30
9:30

10:00

10:15

10:30

SUNDAY
Eastern War Time
CBS:
ABC:

8:30 CBS: The Jubalaires
8:30 ABC: Earl Wilden, pianist

8:45 CBS: Bennett Sisters

9:00 MBS: Young People's Church
9:00 NBC: World News Roundup
9:00 ABC: Blue Correspondents at Horn

and Abroad
9:15 CBS: E. Power Biggs
9:15 ABC: White Rabbit Line

9:30 NBC: NBC String Quartet

9:45 CBS: New Voices in Song
10:00 CBS: Church of the Air
10:00 ABC: Message of Israel
10:00 NBC: Highlights of the Bible

10:30 CBS: Wings Over Jordan
10:30 ABC: Southernaires
10:30 NBC: Words and Music
10:30 MBS: Radio Chapel

11:00 MBS: Pauline Alpert

11:05 CBS: Blue Jacket Choir

11:30 ABC: Hour of Faith
11:30 CBS: Invitation to Learning
11:30 MBS: Reviewing Stand
11:45 NBC: Marion Loveridge

12:00 MBS: Pilgrim Hour
12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle
12:00 ABC: News from Europe
12:00 NBC: The Eternal Light

12:30 ABC: Friendship Ranch
12:30 CBS: Transatlantic Call

1:00 CBS: Church of the Air
1:00 ABC: John B. Kennedy
1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer
1:15 ABC: Orson Welles

1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from
London)

1:15 NBC: America United
1:30 ABC: Sammy Kaye's Orch.
1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table
1:30 MBS: Sweetheart Time
1:45 CBS: Problems of the Peace
2:00 NBC: Ford Show
2:00 MBS: Chaplain Jim, U. S. A.
2:00 CBS: Stradivari Orchestra
2:00 ABC: Kay Armen, songs
2:30 CBS: World News Today
2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas
2:30 ABC: National Vespers

2:45 MBS: Crooked Square
2:55 CBS: Olin Downs
3:00 MBS: 20th Airforce Time
3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic
3:00 ABC: Melodies to Remember
3:00 NBC: World Parade
3:30 NBC: One Man's Family
3:30 MBS: What's the Good Word
3:30 ABC: Washington Story

4:00 NBC: NBC Army Hour
4:00 ABC: Darts for Dough
4:00 MBS: Your America
4:30 ABC: Sunday on N-K Ranch
4:30 CBS: The Electric Hour
4:30 NBC: Tommy Dorsey—RCA Show
4:30 MBS: Crime Is My Pastime
5:00 NBC: NBC Symphony
5:00 CBS: The Family Hour
5:00 ABC: Mary Small Revue
5:00 MBS: Adventures of Father Brown
5:30 MBS: Nick Carter
5:30 ABC: Charlotte Greenwood Show
5:45 CBS: William L. Shirer

6:00 CBS: Ozzie & Harriet
6:00 ABC: Radio Hall of Fame
6:00 MBS: Abbott Mysteries
6:00 NBC: Catholic Hour
6:30 NBC: The Great Gildersleeve
6:30 ABC: Phil Davis

7:00 ABC: Drew Pearson
7:00 MBS: Opinion Requested
7:00 NBC: Jack Benny
7:00 CBS: The Thin Man
7:30 ABC: Quiz Kids
7:30 NBC: Fitch Bandwagon
o:U0 NBC: Charlie McCarthy and Edgar

Bergen
CBS: Blondie

8:00 MBS: Mediation Board
8:00 ABC: Ford Hour
8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor
8:30 NBC: Fred Allen

8:45 MBS.1 Gabriel Heatter
8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer
9:00 CBS: Request Performance
9:00 MBS: Steel Horizon
9:00 ABC: Walter Winched
9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry-Go- Round
9:15 ABC: Hollywood Mystery Time
9:30 CBS: Texaco Star Theater, James

Melton
9:30 MBS: Double or Nothing
9:30 NBC: American Album of Familiar

Music
9:45 ABC: Jimmie Fidler
9:45 MBS: Dorothy Thompson

10:00 CBS: Take It or Leave It
10:00 ABC: Theatre Guild Series
10:00 NBC: Hour of Charm
10:00 MBS: Brownstone Theatre
10:30 NBC: Meet Me at Parky's
10:30 CBS: We the People
11:00 CBS: Bill Costello

11:15 NBC: Cesar Searchinger
11:30 NBC: Pacific Story

ALWAYS A GUEST STAR...
Peggy Mann is something to look at, with

her luxurious dark hair and her snapping
dark eyes and her infectious grin. She also

has a voice. She sings and sings, flitting

from guest spot to guest spot. You've heard
her at various times on the Ripley Ro-
mance and Rhythm show, this summer on
the Hit Parade, while Joan Edwards vaca-
tioned, on Basin Street and the Schaefer
Review and Pic and Pat and the Chrysler
Show and a dozen others.

Peggy is a native New Yorker—after a
fashion. She was born and raised in Yon-
kers, which is one of those detachments of

New York City called a suburb.
It was while she was going to high school

up in Yonkers that Peggy first began to take
being a performer seriously. Naturally,
she was involved in every show and play
that was put on at the school. Her tap
dancing and acrobatics had her in constant
demand. Inevitably, a part turned up for

which she had to sing, as well. That was
when Peggy discovered—as did others—that
she had a swell natural voice and style.

After graduation from high school, Peggy
set out on job hunts. She still tried both
angles—dancing and singing. She'd dash to

dancing auditions and then hurry off to

singing auditions. It just happened that
she got a singing job first and that sort of

settled it. She landed a job singing at the
Park Central Hotel in New York. A short
time later, she made her radio debut on a
local New York station, singing on WOV.
This kind of piece-by-piece work wasn't
too satisfactory from any standpoint, so
Peggy went after jobs that would give her
a steadier chance to work and gain experi-
ence. She became a featured vocalist with
Henry Halstead's band, moving on to a
feature spot with Enoch Light's orchestra.
After that things moved a bit faster. She

worked with Larry Clinton and later was
featured for ten weeks with Gene Krupa's
band at the Capitol Theater. She began to

get some notice and that led to recordings,
which finally led to the tops in that field,

recordings with Benny Goodman's band.
But Peggy wants to concentrate on radio.
Her personal life is a very quiet one. She

likes to read practically anything and a
great deal of it. She also likes to listen to
music and has a huge collection of classical

recordings. She doesn't need to exercise for
her figure, but she likes to play ping-pong
and golf. She's reasonable and even-
tempered and about the only thing that can
really make her mad is to have someone
late for an appointment. That's probably
because her guest-starring keeps her pretty
busy and she hasn't time to waste on waste-
ful people.
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MONDAY
Eastern War Time

ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East & Polly
CBS: Arthur Godfrey
CBS: Valiant Lady
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
CBS: Light of the World
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
NBC: Road of Life
MBS: Fun with Music
CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: Lisa Sergio
NBC: Joyce Jordan
CBS: Amanda
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Sing Along Club
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS: Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
MBS: What's Your Idea
NBC: David Harum
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
CBS: Big Sister
.MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
NBC: U. S. Navy Band
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
ABC: Chicago Varieties
MBS: John J. Anthony
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
NBC: The Guiding Light
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: John B. Kennedy
ABC: Ethel & Albert
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
MBS: Jane Cowl
NBC: Woman in White
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: Woman of America
NBC: Ma Perkins
CBS: Michael Scott
ABC: Ladies Be Seated
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
NBC: Right to Happiness
CBS: Sing Along
ABC: Jack Berch
CBS: House Party
NBC: Backstage Wife
NBC: Stella Dallas
MBS: Johnson Family
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
ABC: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Danny O'Neil
CBS: Service Time
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Portia Faces Life
ABC: Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman
MBS: House of Mystery
ABC: Jack Armstrong
NBC: Just Plain Bill
CBS: Cimarron Tavern
NBC: Front Page Farrell
ABC: Tennessee Jed '

CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Bill Costello
NBC: Serenade to America
CBS: Jimmy Carrol, Songs
CBS: Sally Moore, Contralto
ABC: Charlie Chan
NBC: Lowell Thomas
CBS: Joseph C. Harsch
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Jack Kirkwood Show
ABC: Raymond Gram Swing
CBS: Thanks to the Yanks
ABC: The Lone Ranger
MBS: Bulldog Drummond
NBC: Cavalcade of America
CBS: Vox Pop
ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
ABC: Hedda Hopper
CBS: Geo. Burns & Gracie Allen
NBC: Voice of Firestone
MBS: Professor Broadway
ABC: Meet Your Neighbor
CBS: Bill Henry
ABC: Rex Maupin's Orchestra
CBS: Lux Radio Theater
NBC- The Telephone Hour
MBS: Real Stories
NBC: Information Please
MBS: Spotlight Bands
ABC: Coronet Story Teller
CBS- Screen Guild Players
NBC: Contented Program
MBS: Leave It To Mike
CBS: Stuart Erwin Show
NBC: Dr. I. Q.
ABC: Reunion U. S. A.
MBS The Better Half
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ABC: Your Life Today
ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East and Polly

CBS: Arthur Godfrey
NBC: Daytime Classics

CBS: Valiant Lady
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Robert St. John
NBC: Lora Lawton
CBS: Light of the World
MBS: From Me to You
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
NBC: Road of Life
MBS: Fun With Music
ABC: The Listening Post
NBC: Joyce Jordan
CBS: Amanda
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
MBS Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Second Husband
CBS: Bright Horizon
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS: Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS Kate Smith Speaks
MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Big Sister

CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
NBC: Army Air Forces Band
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
NBC: Sketches in Melody
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
CBS: Bernadine Flynn, News
MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Brito
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
NBC: Morgan Beatty, News
MBS: John J. Anthony
NBC: The Guiding Light
ABC: John B. Kennedy. News
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: Ethel & Albert
MBS: Jane Cowl
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
NBC: Woman in White
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
CBS: Milton Bacon
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: A Woman of America
CBS: Michael Scott
NBC: Ma Perkins
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
ABC: Ladies Be Seated
CBS: Sing Along
ABC: Yours Alone
MBS: The Smoothies
NBC: Right to Happiness
ABC: Jack Berch
CBS: House Party
NBC: Backstage Wife
NBC: Stella Dallas
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
ABC: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
CBS: Service Time
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Portia Faces Life
ABC: Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman
ABC: Jack Armstrong
NBC: Just Plain Bill
CBS: Cimarron Tavern *
MBS: House of Mystery
ABC: Tennessee Jed
NBC: Front Page Farrell
CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Edwin C. Hill
NBC: Serenade to America
NBC: Clem McCarthy, Sports
CBS: Eileen Farrell & Sally Moran
ABC: Charlie Chan
CBS: The World Today
NBC: Lowell Thomas
CBS: Joseph C. Harsch
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
ABC: Headline Editor
CBS: Jack Kirkwood Show
CBS: Jack Smith
ABC: Raymond Gram Swing
ABC: County Fair
CBS: American Melody Hour
NBC: Everything for the Boys
CBS: Big Town
ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
NBC: Barry Woods, Roland Younc

Cornelia Otis Skinner
ABC: Alan Young Show
NBC: A Date With Judy
CBS: Theatre of Romance
MBS: Adventures of the Falcon
CBS: Bill Henry
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
ABC: Guy Lotnbardo
CBS: Inner Sanctum
MBS: Real Stories
CBS: This Is My Best
ABC: Doctor Talks It Over
NBC: Fibber McGee and Molly
MBS: American Forum of the Air
ABC: Coronet Story Teller
NBC: Bob Hope
CBS: Service to the Front
CBS: Congress Speaks
MBS: Return to Duty
NBC: Hildegarde
CBS: Joan Brooks
CBS: Crime Photographer

INTERNATIONAL GENTLEMAN . . .

John Loder, director and m.c. of the CBS
Silver Theater is a number of exceptional
things. He's an exceptionally handsome
man, who can act exceptionally well. He's
probably the only Hollywood personality

—

what's probably about it?—who ever owned
a pickle factory in Potsdam, Germany. He's
probably the only movie star to have been
on a British military commission in Berlin
after World War One. And, most enviable
of all, he is the husband of Hedy Lamarr.
Loder was born in London in 1898, the

son of General Sir William Lowe and Lady
Frances Lowe. He was christened John
Muir Lowe and his boyhood was that of the
typical child of army 'parents. World War
One broke out while he was at Eton and he
transferred to Sandhurst, which is Britain's

West Point. Four months after his transfer,

he was graduated as a second lieutenant in

the King's Hussars.
In 1915, Lt. Lowe participated in the

Gallipoli campaign as one of the youngest
combat officers in the British Army. Later
that year, he was shipped to fight the Turks
and Senussi Arabs along the Mediterranean
coast of North Africa. In 1916, he was
moved to the Western Front in France,
where he was taken prisoner by the Ger-
mans during Ludendorff's smash.
He was a prisoner of war for eight

months, and in that time learned to speak
German fluently. After the Armistice, he
joined the British military commission to

Berlin. Later, he was a member of the
Upper Silesia plebiscite commission. This
long stay in Germany helped him to the
discovery that Germans liked the English
type of mixed pickles. So, when the time
came for making a choice between rejoin-

ing his regiment and retiring from the
Army, he decided to give up arms and go
into "trade"—as the British call it. He set

up a pickle works in Potsdam and the busi-
ness flourished until the Reich money began
to become so much worthless paper.
John Muir Lowe found himself with no

factory, no money, but a perfectly magnifi-
cent suit of Bond Street evening clothes.

That suit got him a job as an extra in a

movie being made in Berlin by Alexander
Korda. The fine way he carries his six feet

three inches earned him a bit part in the

next Korda picture, after which he returned
to London, when he was cast to play the
lead in a movie opposite a Birmingham
schoolteacher named Madeleine Carroll.

He had changed his name by this time
to John Loder. He came to Hollywood to

work in a number of films, but returned to

England in 1931, for British and French
films. Then, in 1939, after his divorce from
his French wife, screen actress Michele
Sheirel, he came back to Hollywood. He's
appeared in many American pictures since:

he's been seen in "The Lodger," "How Green
Was My Valley," "Passage to Marseilles"
and "One Tomorrow."
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WEDNESDAY
Eastern War Time

ABC: Your Life Today
ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East & Polly

CBS Arthur Godfrey
CBS: Valiant Lady
NBC: Daytime Classics
NBC: Robert St. John
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
MBS: From Me to You
CBS: Light of the World
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
NBC: Road of Life
MBS- Fun with Music
CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: The Listening Post
NBC: Joyce Jordan
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
CBS: Amanda
CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Bright Horizon
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS: Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Big Sister
NBC: U. S. Air Force Band
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
CBS: Our ial Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
CBS Bernardine Flynn, News
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
NBC: W. W. Chaplin, News
ABC: Chicago Varieties
NBC: The Guiding Light
ABC: John B. Kennedy
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: Ethel & Albert
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
MBS: Jane Cowl
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
NBC: Woman in White
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS. Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: A Woman of America
CBS: Milton Bacon
MBS: The Smoothies
NBC: Ma Perkins
CBS: Michael Scott
CBS: Sing Along Club
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
ABC: Ladies Be Seated
NBC: Right to Happiness
CBS: Sing Along
NBC: Backstage Wife
CBS: House Party
ABC: Jack Berch
NBC: Stella Dallas
ABC: I'll Buy That
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
ABC: Hop Harrigan
CBS: Danny O'Neil
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Service Time
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Portia Faces Life
ABC: Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman
CBS: Cimarron Tavern
ABC: Jack Armstrong
MBS: Superman
NBC: Just Plain Bill
MBS: House of Mystery
ABC: Tennessee Jed
NBC: Front Page Farrell
CBS: The Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Bill Costello
CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs
NBC: Serenade to America
CBS: Eileen Farrell
NBC: Clem McCarthy
ABC: Charlie Chan
NBC: Lowell Thomas
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Jack Kirkwood
ABC Raymond Gram Swing
MBS: Listen to the Waves
CBS: Adventures of Ellery Queen
ABC: The Lone Ranger
MBS: Mutual Melodies
NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn
CBS: The Saint
ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
MBS: Cal Tinney
NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North
MBS: Now It Can Be Told
CBS: Dr. Christian
MBS Fresh Up Show
ABC: Fishing and Hunting Club
NBC: Evening With Romberg
CBS: Bill Henry
ABC: Curtain Time—Drama
CBS: Crime Photographer
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Eddie Cantor
MBS: Real Stories
CBS: Detect & Collect
ABC: Jones & I—Drama
NBC: Mr. District Attorney
ABC: Coronet Story Teller
CBS: Great Moments in Music
NBC: Kay Kyser
ABC: Counter Spy
MBS: Human Adventure
CBS: Milton Berle
CBS: Maisie
ABC: Lee Mortimer
MBC Dance Band
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THURSDAY
Eastern War Time

ABC: Your Life Today
ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East and Polly

CBS: Arthur Godfrey
MBS: Shady Valley Folks

NBC: Daytime Classics

CBS: Valiant Lady
ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton
NBC: Robert St. John
CBS: Light of the World
MBS: From Me to You
NBC: Road of Life
CBS: Evelyn Winters
ABC: Hymns of All Churches
MBS: Fun With Music
CBS: Bachelor's Children
ABC: The Listening Post
NBC: Joyce Jordan
CBS: Amanda
ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show
CBS: Second Husband
MBS: Elsa Maxwell
CBS: Bright Horizon
ABC: Gilbert Martyn
NBC: Barry Cameron
MBS: Take It Easy Time
CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum
MBS: What's Your Idea?
ABC: Glamour Manor
CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
CBS: Big Sister
CBS: Irene Beasley
MBS: Morton Downey
CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
ABC: Farm and Home Makers
NBC: Sky High
CBS: Our Gal Sunday
CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
ABC: Baukhage Talking
CBS: Ma Perkins
ABC: Constance Bennett
MBS: Luncheon with Lopez
CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News
MBS: Paula Stone & Phil Brito
ABC: Chicago Varieties
CBS: Young Dr. Malone
MBS: John J. Anthony
MBC: The Guiding Light
ABC: John B. Kennedy, News
CBS: Two on a Clue
ABC: Ethel and Albert
NBC: Today's Children
CBS: Rosemary
CBS: Perry Mason
ABC: The Fitzgeralds
NBC: Woman in White
MBS: Jane Cowl
MBS: Queen for a Day
CBS: Tena & Tim
NBC: Hymns of All Churches
CBS: Milton Bacon
ABC: Best Sellers
NBC: A Woman of America
ABC: Appointment with Life
NBC: Ma Perkins
CBS: Michael Scott
NBC: Pepper Young's Family
ABC: Ladies, Be Seated
MBS: The Smoothies
NBC: Right to Happiness
CBS: Sing Along
ABC: Jack Berch
CBS: House Party
NBC: Backstage Wife
NBC: Stella Dallas
ABC: Report From Abroad
NBC: Lorenzo Jones
CBS: Danny O'Neil
ABC: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown
CBS: Milt Herth Trio
CBS: Service Time
ABC: Terry and the Pirates
NBC: When a Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC Portia Faces Life
ABC: Dick Tracy

-

MBS: Superman
CBS: Cimarron Tavern
ABC: Jack Armstrong
MBS: House of Mystery
NBC: Just Plain Bill
ABC: Tennessee Jed
NBC: Front Page Farrell
CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
MBS: Tom Mix
CBS: Calling Pan America
NBC: Serenade to America
NBC: Clem McCarthy
CBS: The World Today
NBC: Lowell Thomas
ABC: Char.ie Chan
NBC: Chesterfield Supper Club
CBS: Mommie and the Men
CBS: Jack Smith
ABC: Raymond Gram Swing
CBS: Mr. Keen
NBC: Bob Burns
NBC: Burns and Allen
ABC: Lum 'n' Abner
CBS: Suspense
CBS: FBI in Peace and War
ABC: America's Town Meeting
NBC: Dinah Shore's Open House
MBS: Agatha Christie's Poirot
CBS: Bill Henry
CBS: Chrysler Show
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Kraft Music Hall
MBS: Real Stories
ABC: Variations by Van Cleave
CBS: Hobby Lobby
MBS: Treasure Hour of Song
NBC: Jack Haley
ABC: Coronet Story Teller
CBS: The First Line
ABC: One Foot In Heaven
MBS: Arch Oboler's Plays
CBS: Romance, Rhythm & Ripley
NBC: Rudy Vallee
MBS: Swing's the Thing

INTERNATIONAL LADY...
Frances Chaney's assignment to play

Marion Kerby on NBC's Adventures of

Topper series was one of her happiest bits

of casting. She has a great deal of the
impish, pixie quality of that ectoplasmic
character. Her face, with its high cheek-
bones and gently slanted gray eyes and
wide, childish mouth, has a special mobility
that flashes from sparkling, almost glitter-

ing, gaiety to moody pathos.
Frances was born in Odessa, but not long

afterward her family moved to Istanbul,

where at the proper time Fanya, as she
was then called, was entered in an English
school. Then her family came to New
York and Fanya went to American schools,

where her accent was found slightly pe-
culiar. She isn't quite sure just when she

was bitten by the theater bug, but it was
early in her life. Long before she started

going to Hunter College a good part of her
interest was the stage.

As a result she cut so many of her classes

at college that her impression is she was
more of a visitor there than anything else.

Soon this began to seem rather silly to

her, so she decided that the only thing to

do was get herself some kind of a job. She
talked herself into a full-time job at Macy's
and got herself taken on as an apprentice
at the Provincetown Playhouse, working
in the evenings.
In the fall, Fanya—she still hadn't started

using the American verson of her name

—

won a scholarship at the Neighborhood
Playhouse School and studied there for two
years. In the summers she played at vari-

ous "straw hat" theaters. After her gradu-
ation from the dramatic school, Fanya
began haunting the producers again. This
time, however, she also made the rounds of

the radio studios. In a short time, she
realized that Fanya, as a name, might limit

her in radio. For some reason, directors
always expected her to have a thick Rus-
sian accent. So Fanya adopted her Ameri-
can name and was soon so busy on radio
that she scarcely had time to try for parts

in the theater. She's been on the air in prac-
tically all the major shows, 'among them
Mr. District Attorney, Mystery Theater,
Grand Central Station and Words at War.
Frances Chaney is one of the performers

to whom the U. S. Army is extremely grate-
ful. Busy as she was, Frances frequently
gave up important roles—high-paying roles

—in order to appear on the radio shows
put on by the Armed Forces Radio Service.
She worked steadily on the Assignment
Home series, for instance, giving that
preference over any other shows.
And this wasn't always easy for Frances

after D-Day in Normandy. Many of the
lines she had to read in the scripts must
have hurt deeply. Because David Lardner,
the New Yorker correspondent, to whom
she was married, was killed shortly after
D-Day, when the jeep in which he was
riding went over a land mine.
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FRIDAY
Eastern War Time

ABC: Your Life Today
NBC: Do You Remember?

i ABC: Breakfast Club
NBC: Ed East and Polly

I MBS: Shady Valley Folks
' NBC: Daytime Classics
I CBS: Valiant Lady
I ABC: My True Story
NBC: Lora Lawton

i CBS: Light of the World
MBS: From Me to You

I CBS: Evelyn Winters
I ABC: Betty Crocker
NBC: Road of Life
MBS: Fun with Music

I CBS: Bachelor's Children
I NBC: Joyce Jordan
; ABC: The Listening Post
i ABC: Tom Breneman's Breakfast
NBC: Fred Waring Show

i CBS: Honeymoon Hill

; CBS: Second Husband
; MBS: Elsa Maxwell
i CBS: Sing Along
ABC: Gilbert Martyn

i NBC: Barry Cameron
I MBS: Take it Easy Time
! CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories
; ABC: Ted Malone
NBC: David Harum

I MBS: What's Your Idea? "

I ABC: Glamour Manor
I CBS: Kate Smith Speaks
i CBS: Big Sister
i MBS: Morton Downey
i NBC: U. S. Marine Band
I CBS: Romance of Helen Trent
i ABC: Farm and Home Makers
i CBS: Our Gal Sunday
I CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful
I ABC: Baukhage Talking
i ABC: Constance Bennett
CBS: Ma Perkins
MBS: Luncheon with Lopez

I CBS: Bernadine Flynn, News
i CBS: Young Dr. Malone
• NBC: W. W. Chaplin
! MBS: John J. Anthony
I NBC: The Guiding Light
I ABC: John B. Kennedy, News
I CBS: Two on a Clue
i NBC: Today's Children
IABC: Ethel and Albert
i CBS: Rosemary
; MBS: Jane Cowl
I CBS: Perry Mason
I ABC: The Fitzgeralds
I NBC: Woman in White
I MBS: Queen for a Day
i CBS: Tena & Tim
i NBC: Betty Crocker
IABC: Bestsellers
I NBC: A Woman of America
IABC: Appointment With Life
I NBC: Ma Perkins
! CBS: Michael Scott
I CBS: Sing Along Club
I ABC: Ladies, Be Seated
I NBC: Pepper Young's Family
i NBC: Right to Happiness
I ABC: Jack Berch
I CBS: House Party
I NBC: Backstage Wife
; NBC: Stella Dallas
I CBS: Feature Story, Bob Trout
I NBC: Lorenzo Jones
I CBS: Danny O'Neil, Songs
ABC: Hop Harrigan
NBC: Young Widder Brown

> CBS: Johnson Family, Songs
I CBS: Service Time
I ABC: Terry and the Pirates
I NBC: When A Girl Marries
MBS: Here's How with Peter Howe
NBC: Portia Faces Life

1 ABC: Dick Tracy
MBS: Superman'

i CBS: Cimarron Tavern
i ABC ; Jack Armstrong
MBS: House of Mystery

i NBC: Just Plain Bill
i NBC: Front Page Farrell
l ABC: Dick Tracy
; CBS: Wilderness Road
i CBS: Sparrow and the Hawk
> ABC: Tennessee Jed
I MBS: Tom Mix
i ABC: Kiernan's News Corner
i CBS: Jimmy Carroll, Songs
• NBC: Serenade to America
I CBS: Sally Moore & Eileen Farrell
I NBC: Clem McCarthy
> NBC: Lowell Thomas
i ABC: Charlie Chan
I CBS: The World Today
; CBS: Joseph C. Harsch
I CBS: Mommie & the Men
i NBC: Chesterfield Music Shop
ABC: Raymond Gram Swing

; CBS: Jack Smith
NBC: This Woman's Secret

I CBS: Jerry Wayne Show
: ABC: The Lone Ranger
I CBS: The Aldrich Family
i NBC: Highways in Melody

—

Paul Lavalle
ABC: Blind Date
ABC: This Is Your FBI
NBC: Duffy's Tavern
CBS: Kate Smith Hour
MBS: Freedom of Opportunity
CBS: Bill Henry
ABC: Famous Jury Trials
MBS: Gabriel Heatter
NBC: Waltz Time
MBS: Real Stories
CBS: Those Websters
ABC: The Sheriff .
MBS: Double or Nothing
NBC: People Are Funny
ABC: Coronet Story Teller
NBC: Amos 'n' Andy
CBS: Durante and Moore
CBS: Harry James and Band
NBC: Bill Stern
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Eastern War Time

CBS: Music of Today
NBC: Richard Leibert, Organist

CBS: Missus Goes A-Shopping
ABC: United Nation News. Review

CBS: Margaret Brien

ABC:
NBC:

Breakfast Club
Home Is What You Make It

CBS: The Garden Gate

CBS:
NBC:

Country Journal
Adventures of Archie Andrews

CBS: David Shoop Orchestra

CBS: Give and Take
NBC: Teentimers Canteen

MBS: Rainbow House

ABC: What's Cooking

CBS: Mary Lee Taylor
NBC: Doc. Duke and the Colonel
ABC: Land of the Lost

NBC: Alex Drier

ABC:
NBC:

Harry Kogen's Orchestra
First Piano Quartet '

CBS: Let's Pretend

ABC: Vagabonds
NBC: Smilin' Ed McConnell
MBS: Hookey Hall

ABC:
CBS:
ABC:
NBC:
MBS:

Note From a Dairy

Theater of Today
Piano Playhouse
News
Hello Mom

NBC: Consumer Time
CBS:
ABC:
NBC:

Stars Over Hollywood
Farm Bureau
Atlantic Spotlight

MBS: Red Cross Reporter
NBC: The Veteran's Aid
CBS: Grand Central Station
ABC: Mess Call
MBS: Luncheon with Lopez
NBC: Music for Your Mood
CBS: Youth on Parade
MBS: Symphonies for Youth
ABC: Round-up Time
CBS: Report from Washington
NBC: Football

CBS: Of Men and Books
ABC: Football

CBS: Adventures in Science
CBS: Carolina Hayride
CBS: The Land is Bright
MBS: This Is Halloran
CBS: Syncopation Piece

CBS: Report from Washington
ABC: Saturday Symphony
CBS: Report from Overseas
MBS:
NBC:

Music for Half an Hour
World of Melody

CBS: Report from London
ABC: Duke Ellington
CBS: We Deliver the Goods
NBC: Grand Hotel

MBS: Sports Parade
NBC: John W. Vandercook
NBC: Tin Pan Alley of the Air

MBS: Hall of Montezuma
NBC: Rhapsody of the Rockies
CBS: Quincy Howe
CBS: People's Platform
ABC: Harry Wismer, Sports

ABC: Hank D'Amice Orchestra
MBS: Hawaii Calls

ABC: Labor, U. S. A.
CBS: The World Today
NBC: Religion in the News
CBS: Bob Trout
NBC: Our Foreign Policy
MBS: Music for Remembrance
ABC: Jobs After Victory

ABC: David Wills

ABC: Swinging on the Golden Gate
MBS: Arthur Hale
NBC: Noah Webster

CBS: Beulah Show
MBS: Frank Singiser
ABC: Gang Busters
NBC: Life of Riley

CBS: Viva America
MBS: Symphony of the Americas
NBC: Truth or Consequences

CBS: Ned Calmer

CBS: Your Hit Parade
NBC: National Barn Dance
NBC: Can You Top This
MBS: The Whisper Men
NBC: Boston Symphony
CBS: Saturday Night Serenade

ABC: Coronet Quiz

MBS: Theater of the Air
ABC: Hoosier Hop
NBC: Judy Canova
CBS: Report to the Nation

Introducing

LUM

Chester Lauck

30 NBC:
30 ABC:

Grand Ole Opry
Hayloft Hoedown

4SICBS Talks

?-?

pC'ROM the time he was a youngster in
•*- grammar school in Allene, Ar-
kansas (where he was born) , Chester
Lauck has always had an eye to busi-
ness.
At this early age, he conceived the

idea of making money by opening a
hot dog stand, where he sold ham-
burgers and popcorn to the kids in
school. Then there was his strawberry
business, adding tidily to his allowance.
The Laucks moved to Mena, Ark-

ansas, when Chester was ten. It was
then that he met Norris Goff, and they
became close friends.
When Chet was sent to the Uni-

versity of Arkansas, Tuffy Goff arrived
to continue his educational activities,

and the friendship was resumed.
Throughout the years, Chet and Tuffy

had amused themselves and their
friends by presenting amateur skits

—

mostly of the blackface variety. They
were particularly adept at mimicry,
also, and their quick mastery of the dia-
lect and mannerisms of their Ozark
friends and neighbors proved vastly
entertaining to their audiences.
From the beginning, Chet and Tuffy

had exhibited a flair for ad-libbing.
This inspired them .to create the char-
acters of Lum and Abner, who have
since endeared themselves to the Amer-
ican public and particularly to their
fellow Arkansans.

In September of 1926, Chet married
Harriet Wood, and in 1928 their first

daughter, Shirley, was born. Later,
Nancy and Chet, Jr., joined the family.
The Laucks live in a spacious 18th

Century Early American house in the
heart of Beverly Hills. Many lovely
antique pieces are scattered throughout
the maple-and-chintz interior.
As in his youth, Chet is still engaged

in various business ventures. His spare
time, when not before the cameras or-

broadcasting over the radio, is spent in
traveling, to keep an eye on his scat-
tered interests.

n' am

Norris Goff

TN GRADE school, Norris Goff met
* Chester Lauck, and earned his nick-
name of "Tuffy"—he could hold his own
with the older boys in Chester's gang.

Tuffy was a stocky, happy-go-lucky
chap, with a sly, quiet humor which he
managed to conceal for the most part
under a cloak of assumed seriousness.
He had no burning ambition, as his
father realized when he vainly attempt-
ed to interest him in the grocery busi-
ness. If there were a feminine com-
panion available for an afternoon
movie, Tuffy was conspicuous by his
absence. Tuffy began to settle down,
however, after his marriage to Eliza-
beth Bullion, in August of 1929.
Both Tuffy and Chet enjoyed dia-

lect skits. Someone at radio station
KTHS, Hot Springs, had heard a pro-
gram at the Lions' Club and gotten in
touch with the president of the club,
who was none other than Chet, who
organized a blackface act and sent for
Tuffy.
But they found the air was dark with

blackface acts. Chet and Tuffy decided
a show about people in the Ozarks
might go over. "I guess I'll call myself
Lum," said Chet, because he hadn't
ever heard of anyone by that name.
Tuffy paused a moment, then remarked
he knew an old man named Abner. So
Lum and Abner came to be. By 1933,
they had begun their network broad-
casts from Chicago; by 1940 they were
in the movies.
The Goffs, with their two children,

Gary, aged eleven, and Gretchen, aged
five, now live in a stream-lined Swed-
ish modern farmhouse in Encino, Cali-
fornia. He loves to putter around the
place—cleaning his guns, talking over
the back fence, visiting with the neigh-
bors. The family bursts into laughter
when he mentions his "office." It con-
tains an impressive filing cabinet and
a large desk, which Mrs. Goff insists

contain nothing but fishing tackle and
old boots.



AFTER A YEAR AT OUR LONDON EMBASSY—
Mary Anne Braswell shares a "reunion-cake" with

three British airmen. Soon after graduating from the

University of Georgia she received her Diplomatic

Corps assignment. Her work was "fascinating and ex-

acting" she says. Air raids, celebrities-, robot bombs-
and "getting engaged" to an American officer from
Boston were al] part of her London adventure.

olie's Engage!!

One's Lovely

!

ote uses rond's

!

HER RING
3 steps of diamonds flank

the handsome center diamond.

The band is platinum.

The first day Mary Anne was in Lon-
don she met her officer fiance-to-be

... at a luncheon club near the Embassy

!

She's another engaged girl with that

"soft-smooth" Pond's look!

"I surely do depend on Pond's Cold
Cream," she says, "it has the nicest way
of making your face feel especially soft

and clean. I wouldn't be without my
Pond's for anything."

Twice everyday Mary Anne usesPond's
Cold Cream—like this:

She smooths the silky-soft cream well

She's delightfully poised—with glinty-chestnut hair, alabaster-smooth skin

She is the daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Earl Braswell of Athens, Georgia.

over her face and throat and pats rapidly

to soften and release dirt and make-up.

Then tissues it all off.

She rinses with more Pond's Cold
Cream, plying her white covered finger-

tips round her face in quick little circles.

Tissues off. This is "extra-care," she says,

for extra cleansing, extra softening.

Why don't you use Pond's Cold Cream her
way? Every morning, every evening and for

in-between time clean-ups ! It's no accident so

many more women use Pond's than any other

face cream at any price. Get a big luxury jar
that lets you dip in with both hands

!

c4/fast?/'Me manp^mdjzfeet^- $?eaafaf: gSm. cA&&>6m&. efa^Zbit 9&3^cd6mc4
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Stop iewuna

"NOW..'.I'm curling my hair

the safer, pleasanter way

with 'EASY-LOCK' Curler"

Now you can "curl up in comfort"
with the wonderful new Easy-Lock
curler. No snagging or cutting
your hair... no tiresome fumbling.
Just a twist of the wrist and then
snap— it locks almost automati-
cally, one-handed!

Women who do their own hair find

it safer and easier with Easy-Lock
curlers— and they marvel at the
luxurious curls they achieve.

SAFER: No projecting rivets to catch
hair. The distinctive open end
means no cutting, mashing or pull-

ing of hair.

EASIER: Unique patented feature—
snaps closed easily with one hand
from any position. When opened,
loop is firm, a convenient handle
for winding.

A Letter For Betty
{Continued from page 27)

EiSMOCK CURLERS
MADE BY THE MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS

HOLD-BOB 6o&6t//u'nb • Aah/tinA

deep, hurting ache. Her face was as
young and attractive as Jim's—and she
had a great capacity for friendliness

—

but she wasn't using it. There was
something about her that shut out
friendship. She closed her face the way
you lock a diary.

£ |NLY when I talked about the ma-
^-* chine and how she would use it in
her work could I get her excited. I

thought then that she was determined
to have a career and that she had shut
away other desires, but that was hard to
belj§ve. She was far too young and at-
tractive. I was convinced of that,
but I had no proof until I read a sad
little note which wasn't meant for me.

Here's the way it happened. Because
Betty was so excited about that tele-
type, she wanted to practice in every
spare minute she could find. I told her
to signal the practice board at the tele-
phone company, and that I would dis-
connect her machine so that she could
practice. That "disconnect" was what
confused her. She took that to mean
that anything she wrote wouldn't go
through the machine—that she could
just sit there and type the way you do
on a typewriter and that no one would
see what she wrote. But that isn't the
way it worked. What she wrote on her
machine was transmitted to my ma-
chine at the telephone company.

I was amazed when she poured out
her emotions in writing—but I know
why she did. You can keep things bot-
tled up inside of yourself just so long
and then you've got to let them come
out. Some girls confide in their parents
or their best friends. But other people
—sensitive people who hate to talk
about their troubles—pour out their
emotions in another way. Betty poured
hers out in writing. One day I was
amazed to see a jumbled, heart-crum-

pling message come into my machine—

a

message that read something like this:
"Don, my darling, how could you do

it when I loved you so? Every dream
I dreamed when you were over there
was about you and our life together
after you came home. How could you
marry a girl in England and bring her
back here—here to the life we had
planned for us? I'll never get over it

—

never—and Don, Don, Don—I loved
you so."

I didn't know what to do. I knew that
Betty would be embarrassed if she
knew that her pathetic little confes-
sion had come over the teletype to my
practice board. But I didn't want her
to write any more. This was like read-
ing someone's private mail—only worse.
A letter is intended for at least . one
other's eyes. This was like a personal
diary—intended for no eyes but Betty's.
I finally knew that I would save her
embarrassment if I said nothing. There
wasn't anything to do but keep still.

But I did a lot of thinking. This, then,
explained Betty's cautious wariness.
She was on her guard against hurt.

I don't know when it was that I got
the idea of bringing Jim and Betty to-
gether. It was one night at dinner, I

guess, when I studied Jim's closed face
and was struck by the similarity be-
tween his personality and Betty's. I

wondered why I hadn't thought of
bringing them together before. They
were so right for each other—so attrac-
tive and clean and young. The whole
thing looked like a "natural." So the
next day I invited Betty out to spend
all-day Sunday with us, and I encour-
aged Jim to stay home.

I don't know what I expected. Cer-
tainly not that they would fall into each
other's arms. But I expected more than
cool politeness and almost a complete
lack of interest. Try as I would, I

!

Information Please experts Kieran, Fadimari

and Adams oil up the cash register for another NBC season.
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couldn't seem to get them to see each
other. They were courteous and pleas-

ant but detached.
"People have to work things out for

themselves," I told myself, but I was
disappointed that my Cupid's part had
failed.

I didn't give up though. All that

month I tried to bring them together as

often as possible. But they were so

wrapped up in their own personal trag-

edies that they didn't see each other
at all. Finally, I hit upon a sure-fire

idea. I had tried to point out their at-

tractions to each other, but they had re-

mained indifferent. Now I decided to try

something else—to sell them on the idea
that they needed each other. I decided
to tell each of them the other one's

story.
That night I told Jimmy about the

confession Betty had poured out on her
teletype machine.
"Why, the poor kid," Jimmy said,

"what a rotten break." He was thinking
of her as a woman for the first time.

"How could the big heel do anything
like that to Betty? She's a grand per-
son."
The very next noon I called Betty

and took her to lunch. And during the
noon hour I told her what Marybelle
had done to Jim.

"I'll appreciate anything you can do
to make Jim happier," I told her, "be-
cause he needs a friend so terribly."

Then I added my master's touch. "Of
course, he'll never fall in love again

—

but you could have fun together." I said
that so that she wouldn't be afraid of
becoming involved in another emotion-
al upset.

MY LITTLE campaign worked. The
next time we had dinner together

—Jim and Betty and I—they actually
looked at each other. I could almost feel

their awareness of each other growing.
And by the time we got to dessert, they
didn't even know I was at the table.

Oh, what a sense of power 1 had that
night after I had shooed them off to

the movies. I sang "Always" as I did
the dishes (soulfully, too, if you please)
and I enjoyed each tender note of it.

I felt like a puppet master who had
known how to pull the right strings.

But my puppets weren't dolls—they
were Jim and Betty—my two favorite
people.

In the following weeks I dreamed of
floating white veils and orange blos-
soms and Lohengrin. Because now Jim
and Betty were together a lot and they
were discovering how much they en-
joyed each other. They hiked together
on crisp, red-and-gold autumn days

—

they danced together at purple-lighted
Shadowland Ballroom—they sang to-
gether in the moonlight.
And, then, suddenly it was all over.

It just stopped. No longer did Betty call

to say, "Tell Jim to pick me up at the
station, will you, Dorie—I have to work
late." And no more did Jim race to
the phone to dial Betty's number and
say, "Hi, Bets—how about the show at
the Strand?"
No one told me what happened. Sud-

denly, Jim's face was tight and closed
up again and he asked me not to bring
Betty to the house any more. I couldn't
ask him why. He wouldn't let me.

"Please, Doris," he seemed to convey
without saying a word, "Let's don't
talk about it."

Betty didn't tell me anything, either.
In fact, she avoided me. When I called
her at KWMT, she dismissed me coolly
and finally—and her voice was as
strained as Jim's face.

All is Forgiven!
•

When the day arrives—and it will—that Fels-Naptha

comes home from the wars, let's hope that the greet-

ing in your household will be 'all is forgiven 7

This famous soap is still 'seeing service' far from

home. A large part of the output of the Fels Plant is

assigned to special duty in the four corners of the world.

Most women have been understanding and patient

about this absence of an essential item in good house-

keeping, even though it has made the family laundry

an unaccustomed burden. They know that good soap is

part of the superior equipment furnished to our fighters.

To all these good-natured, patriotic women we
make this promise: when its present obligations are

discharged, Fels-Naptha Soap will be back—unchanged

—ready to resume its familiar job of making homes

bright and washes sweet and white.

Fels-Naptha Soap
BAN/SHESyATTLE-TAL£ GRAY*
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JustYou and Lin all Chicago

"Wonderful to "be with you again," you said—"I've dreamed of your

soft hands." I thought thankfully of Jergens Lotion. Jergens supplies the

beautifying moisture that helps keep my hands soft.

We'd meet at the Pump Room Saturdays. "I know these soft, smooth

hands," you'd say. Just imagine a wife letting her hands get rough 1

Jergens Lotion hand care is so easy.

New York Models—so charming—
use Jergens Lotion, nearly 5 to 1.

Your hands, too, have protection

against roughness, with Jergens. Two
ingredients in Jergens Lotion have

such "know-how" in helping hard-

used skin toward "lovely-woman"
smoothness and softness, that many
doctors use them. Simple! No
discouraging stickiness. 10$ to

$1.00, plus tax. Be smart— use

this famous Jergens Lotion.
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For the softest, adorable Hands, USE

JERGENS LOTION

At first, when they stopped seeing
each other, I lay awake at night fig-
uring out little schemes to bring them
together again. But I was almost afraid
to meddle, now. The responsibility of
dabbling in the lives of persons you
love is too great for anyone except a
god. And I'm not a god—I'm just plain
Doris Corwin, an unmarried woman,
who loves to sit back and look at ro-
mance. I made a vow to pin my lips

together and "let the molasses run."
One night, however, when Jim and

I were talking about his future, I

couldn't resist asking him about Betty.
"What about Betty, Jim?" I asked

point-blank. "You were hitting it off

so well for awhile."
"A man-woman relationship doesn't

keep going along one straight road," he
explained. "It goes forward or it stops."
"You mean you either get married

or you don't," I suggested softly.

"Yes—and I never will marry," Jim
said emphatically. "I had one love af-
fair—and that was enough for me

—

I'll never marry," he repeated, "and
neither will Betty. She told me so."
"Then why not go on seeing each

other?" I suggested.
"Because we can't tell. One of us

might go 'all out' again. And neither
of us will risk another hurt."
Now I understood what had hap-

pened. Both of them were terribly
afraid of being hurt again. So they had
built up this crazy defense. They had
tried to use reason instead of emotion
this time. Together, they had gone-
over their whole situation logically. And
they had , come to the conclusion that
they must stop seeing each other be-
fore one of them was hurt.

I tried to explain to Jim how silly

he was.
"Can't you see," I argued, "how su-

perior Betty is to Marybelle? She's in-
telligent and kind as well as pretty and
appealing. She's your kind of person—the kind of mother you want for your
children."

The demand for

RADIO MIRROR
the Magazine of

RADIO ROMANCES

this month is for at least

125,000 COPIES

more than the paper shortage

permits us to print

• Consequently, to insure

getting your copy regularly,

we suggest that you

place a standing order

with your regular news-

dealer. He will be glad to

oblige and you will be sure

of your copy each month.



"She's wonderful," Jim admitted.
"Then why not let yourself go?" I

urged. "What difference does it make?"
"I couldn't take another emotional

upset," Jim explained. "I don't know
—maybe it was the war or being away
or being hurt—but, anyway, I'm kind
of shot. Another crack on the jaw and
I might crack up. That sounds weak,
but that's the way it is."

"But maybe she loves you," I said,

determined to insure his happiness.
"You'll never know unless you ask her
to marry you."

"She'll never fall in love again," he
stated emphatically. "She told me so.

She said you can't repeat an emotion
like that. She gave all of her heart to
Don—and there isn't anything left to
fall in love with. She said she was
wrung dry."

"Bosh," I said.

It was so clear to me—the outsider—
what had happened. Two kids with too
much pride—two swell young people
who had taken a big crack from life

and had crawled under a shell. I began
to see that I had been wrong in trying
to bring them together. I should have
seen that there was too much fear in
this relationship. If only one of them
had been hurt the other one would have
had the courage to fight for love—to
break down the other's reserve. This
way, both of them were afraid. Neither
of them was strong enough to combat
their mutual fear. Their previous dis-
appointments were stumbling blocks to
love. And I couldn't remove those
blocks.

DUT once again Fate played into my
•*-* hands and into the hearts of Jim and
Betty. Fate came in the guise of a
teletype message from KWMT—anoth-
er heart-felt note which Betty wrote in
the privacy of her own little office in
the traffic department. I wasn't pre-
pared for that note when Betty called
from KWMT and asked me to discon-
nect her machine so that she could
practice. Immediately, I set the ma-
chine for practice and in just a minute
her message came through to my board.
At first it was just routine practice
material. "The quick brown fox jumped
over the lazy dog." That kind of stuff.

Then, to my amazement, a letter came
through—a note that Betty believed she
was writing for her own eyes and no
one else's.

These are the words which appeared
on the paper in my machine:

"Jim, my darling:—
I'm lonely again—but not for Don

—for you. That love I felt for Don is

all gone. The ache is all gone. It's

as if it had never been. You can't
know what that means until you get
over Marybelle. And, perhaps, you
never will. Because she's still in your
heart. That's why my heart hurts
today. I seem doomed to fall in love
with the wrong person.

• Oh, Jim, darling, you're everything I

want out of life—and I do love you.
I pinned my dreams on Don because
I was young and romantic and hun-
gry for love. But this is different. This
time I fought love, but it came, any-
way.
That's why I must stay away from
you, my darling. I can't be your
friend when my heart cries out for
your love."

That was all, but it was enough. Now
I knew that Betty was in love with
Jim—terribly in love with him without
his knowing it. After the machine

\£, How do some girls attract kisses?

x%_. Their skin is like satin— so smooth.

\J, Just my luck— I have dry skin.

A.. This One-Cream Beauty Treatment with

Jergens Face Cream is just made to help you.

This X cream does the work of 4r creams

Fills your skin's daily beauty-needs fully— like a "treatment." For all

types of skin. Wards off threats of dry skin. How simple! Just use

Jergens Face Cream—but regularly—

1. for Cleansing 2. for Softening

3. for a Foundation 4. as a Night Cream

Thrilling—how dry-skin lines smooth away. This is a skin scientists'

cream, by the makers of your Jergens Lotion. 10^ to $1.25 a jar (plus

tax). Plenty of other girls thank Jergens Face Cream for inviting-

smooth skin. Use this new cream, yourself. The only cream you need.

JERGENS
FACE CREAM

USE LIKE 4 CREAMS-FOR A SMOOTH. KISSABLE COMPLEXION
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stopped, I sat in the telephone office
looking at the big letters printed on the
paper in front of me. This new knowl-
edge excited me but scared me, too.
Betty no longer dreamed of Don. She
loved Jim. But I didn't know what to
do about it. The fact that I alone knew
of Betty's change of heart seemed to
increase my responsibility.

I tore the message out of my machine
and placed it in my purse. If only I

knew that Jim loved Betty. Then every-
thing would be simple. I could show
him Betty's note and let them go on
from there. But I didn't dare to intrude
that far. I couldn't risk bruising Betty's
pride in this new way.
That night when Jim and I were

eating I brought up Betty's name.
"Betty's working hard," I said cas-

ually. "She practiced a long time this
afternoon."

"She's smart and knows what she
wants," Jim said, and his quiet face
told me nothing.

"Yes, she knows what she wants," I
repeated.

"She's the career girl type—she's got
brains," he went on.

"CHE has brains," I agreed, "but she^ isn't the career girl type. She's
young and soft and warm."

"She's pretty all right."
"Jim," I began hesitantly. Then I

plunged right in. "What if you knew
she was in love with you?"

Jim's face wasn't closed now—it was
eager and responsive and warm.
"Why—do you mean that

—
" and then

he interrupted himself, and his face
got tight again. "She isn't. She told me
she couldn't fall in love again."
"Words aren't everything," I insisted.
"Betty's through with love," Jim said

finally. "We discussed that thoroughly.
She's had her taste of love—and so
have I. You see where it got us!"

"But, Jim," I argued, but he wasn't
listening. He looked back at me before
he walked out the door. "Don't go get-
ting any romantic notions in your
head," he said. "Betty can't see me for
dust."
After he had gone, I sat quietly for

a long time pondering this knot in the
love affair I had started. In spite of
what Jim had said, I believed more than
ever that he and Betty were meant for
each other. I smiled when I remem-
bered his face when I had surprised him
with a statement about Betty's feeling
for him. I was sure that Jim wanted
Betty's love—but he was afraid to talk
to her about it for fear of being hurt.

That's what I wanted to believe, but I

couldn't be sure. Suddenly, however, I

knew that I couldn't stop now that I

had gone this far. I had to see this thing
through. And I knew immediately what
I must do. Some way I must get Betty's
teletyped note to Jim. I had to take
the chance even if it might mean em-
barrassment to them. I knew that they
needed each other desperately, and that
their coming together would be right.

I took the note to the drug store and
mailed it to Jim by special delivery.
He would believe that she had typed off

the note and sent it to him because she
loved him and wanted him to know
about it. Whether this would please him
I could not know until I watched his
reaction to the letter.

I didn't get up when the doorbell
rang at 7:30 the next morning. I lay
very still and listened while Jim went
to the door and talked to the postman
and went back to his room. I suppose I

must have prayed while he was reading
that letter. I know I cried.

Isn't it funny how footsteps can have



meaning? Jim's steps when he ran back
down the stairs weren't pounding steps

or heavy steps or short steps—they
were happy steps. And by the time
they reached the telephone and I heard
the dialing, I knew that everything was
all right.

Betty said afterward she didn't know
what hit her when Jim said, "And I

love you, too, darling." But she- didn't

object much, I guess, because when
Jim hung up, he called up the stairs

in a Voice that was happier than it had
ever been in the days of Marybelle,
"Put on an extra plate this noon, will
you?" And, then, he added in something
like wonder, "Gosh, she loves me."

I'really put out a banquet that noon,
but I might as well have had peanut
butter sandwiches for all they cared.
They wouldn't have eaten ambrosia.
They just looked at each other. Noth-
ing else existed.

I suppose they won't notice me until
after the wedding, they're so wrapped
up in themselves. Of course, they don't
expect an "old maid" to understand
what they're feeling, anyway. But I

can imagine how they feel just from
watching their two, young faces glow-
ing now, and alive.

I've got a funny idea about their love
affair. I think it's going to be better
than if they'd never had disappoint-
ments before. This way, they've made
up their minds it's got to work—and
they're willing to put every bit of effort
they can muster into making their mar-
riage a sucoess. They're willing to work
every day to make their life together
rich and satisfying.
Of course, secretly I feel pretty smug

about the whole thing. Just having had
my finger in it gives me a sense of
power. But I didn't get as big a thrill

out of playing god to their love affair,

as I did out of being so close to a real
romance. Somehow, watching their ro-
mance unfold made up for that phase
of my life which I've always missed.
Even though it hasn't come to me

personally,' at least my life has been
brushed by it; and it's enough for me
that, because of me, that- bright, excit-
ing richness came true for the two
people I love best.

NO ONE-YEAR
SUBSCRIPTIONS . . .

Because of restrictions on paper and the

unprecedented demand for RADIO MIR-
ROR, the Magazine of Radio Romances,
we cannot possibly print enough copies to

supply all who want subscriptions for

RADIO MIRROR.
New and renewaL subscriptions may be
deferred as, much as two months until

places on our subscription list are avail-

able.

Therefore, to limit subscriptions to the

number that can be supplied each month,

RADIO MIRROR is reluctantly forced

to refuse both new and' renewal one-year
subscriptions. However, we are accepting,

subject to delay in servicing, two-year

subscriptions at $3.60 and three-year sub-

scriptions at $5.40. These prices apply to

U. S. and U. S. Possessions and Territories,

Canada and Newfoundland. For subscrip-

tion prices to ali other countries see infor-

mation at foot of page 3.

We will continue to accept one-year
subscriptions for the members of the

armed forces.

PAUU STONE./
"' fttak Arid decdolT

6
" P0P"'<" ra<* *"> «**

TO* dri„riness Md fc^f™- «ta «nd ptJnes

NEW.;;a CREAM DEODORANT
which SAFELY

STOPS under-arm PERSPIRATION
1. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot

dresses and men's shirts.

2. Prevents under-arm odor. Stops per-

spiration safely.

3. A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless

vanishing cream.

4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right

after shaving.

5. Arrid has been awarded the Approval

Seal of the American Institute of

Laundering— harmless to fabric. Use

Arrid regularly.

39^,Plus Tax

(Also 590 size)

At any store which sells toilet goods

MORE MEN AND WOMEN USE

ARRID
THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT

R

R

61



i&uGGesTMeoef"

No belts to bind or pads to chafe—with

Meds modern internal protection!

"Next time", ask for Meds to assure the

extra comfort of Meds' shorter length

and the extra protection of Meds'

"SAFETY-WELL"!

• Meds are made of real COTTON— soft

and super-absorbent for extra comfort.

• Meds alone have the "SAFETY-WELL"—
designed for your extra protection.

• Med's easy-to-use APPLICATORS are
dainty, efficient, and disposable.

Meds' exclusive "SAFETY-WELL"
absorbs so much more, so much
faster! Extra protection for you!

Meds' fine soft COTTON can
absorb up to three times its own
weight in moisture! The scien-

tifically-shaped insorber expands
gently and comfortably— adapting
itself to individual requirements.

H

R

62

because of these dainty, carefully designed applicators, Meds insorbers are easy-to-use

Part of Me
{Continued from page 47)

not really listening, its faint, busy
hum, a sound compounded of saw-
rasp and hammer-stroke and the hiss
of planes and the shuffle of boys' feet.
Suddenly the familiar sound was gone;
there was a silence in which I could
feel shock, and then an excited babble
of voices.

In a few seconds, I was at the door
of the room. But there I stopped. Mr.
Aiken, the manual training teacher,
was jealous of his rights; he would
not care to have another teacher rush-
ing into his domain. Besides—why was
I so sure something serious had hap-
pened? I was nervous and edgy, that
was all. I forced myself to return to
my desk, but my whole body seemed
to be listening—listening to the com-
plete silence that had followed the first

excited burst of talk.
Then, without warning, the door

opened and Mr. Aiken and Bob came in.

Bob's face was gray-white; he looked
as though he would faint. He held his
right hand clasped in his left.

"Miss Wilson," Mr. Aiken said, "Bob's
hurt his hand. I've looked at it, and
I think—" He hesitated. "I think he'd
better be sent home."

"Oh," I said. "Oh—yes, of course.
I'll take him." There was no surprise
in me. As soon as I heard the change
in the timbre.of the sound from down-
stairs, I had known it would be Bob.
Mr. Aiken nodded. "You'd better take

my car. And I'll tell Miss Colton." Miss
Colton was the principal.

"I'm all right," Bob said. "I can go
home by myself." But even as he spoke
he swayed, and sat down abruptly on
the nearest desk.

"Here's the key." Mr. Aiken—spare,
middle-aged, his mouth grim—stood
near the door. In a low voice, he added,
"You'd better see that a doctor looks
at that hand. I think one of the fingers
is broken. He smashed it with a ham-
mer. And—" He gave me a meaning-
ful glance, as if he wanted to tell me
more. There was no time, though;
not now. I put my arm around Bob,
helped him up and led him outside to
Mr. Aiken's car. My own hand was
trembling so much I could hardly in-
sert the ignition key in the lock.
A finger broken. A finger on the

right hand. Broken. Myra. . . .

BUT she behaved well. Her eyes wid-
ened in agony when we came in

and I explained that Bob had hurt him-
self with a hammer, and one hand went
to her breast, pressing there as if to
stifle pain—that was all. No hysterics,
no reproaches. She made Bob lie down,
and telephoned the doctor, and then
she said, "Thank you for bringing him
home, Fran. I can take care of him
now, until the doctor comes."

It was dismissal—but in any event,
I had to get back to the school; the
boys and girls would be coming up
from shop and domestic science, and I

would be needed. More than that—Mr.
Aiken was there, and he had something
he must tell me.
He came in after the class had gone,

and he told me. "That boy," he said.

"I happened to glance at him just as
he brought the hammer down on his
fingers. And Miss Wilson—he did it

on purpose. I'd swear to that."
A hard knot of tension that had been

inside me for the past hour relaxed.
Knowing, being sure, was less painful,
somehow. I took a deep breath.

_1



"Yes," I said. "I thought he must
have. Thank you for telling me."
Mr. Aiken gave me a baffled look.

"You thought—? But why should a
kid do a thing like that?"

"His mother's trying to make a
pianist out of him," I explained wearily.
"He hates it."

"He must hate it an awful lot!"

"He does," I said. "He does, Mr.
Aiken."
He went out, shaking his head, and

I mechanically did my few routine
schoolroom chores. So, after all, I must
see Charles. He had to know, and he
would have to decide. Before leaving,
I looked at myself in my pocket mir-
ror, applied rouge and lipstick—but
not from vanity. From some inner feel-
ing that I should give his eyes some-
thing pleasant to see, to balance the
hard things his ears would have to
hear.

I
HAD never been in his small office

over the National Bank building be-
fore; I hadn't eyen known that Lilian
Plumm was his secretary. She had
been one of my pupils the first year
I taught, and now she was nineteen, a
year out of high school. Seeing her
there, listening to her politeness as she
greeted me, I felt suddenly very old
and tired, and it didn't help when she
said doubtfully, "I don't know whether
or not Mr. Lane can see you right now
—he's just signing some letters and
then he's very anxious to get home."

"Tell him I'm here, anyway," I said
shortly, "I think he'll see me." So Myra
had called him. I was glad; there would
be that much less for me to tell him.

"Oh, yes, of course!" I heard his
voice, deep and strong, from the inner
office, and then he was at the door,
holding out his hand—smiling, but with
shadows in his eyes. "Fran—it's good of
you to come down here."
And so good to see him, I thought

as I went into his book-lined private
office. So very good, even though I must
hurt him.

"I've come about Bob," I said, sit-

ting down. There was no use in beat-
ing about the bush, trying to find an
easy way to tell him.
He nodded. "Yes, what happened?

Myra called me, but she couldn't tell

me how he'd hurt himself. She's pretty
upset, of course."
"Bob—hurt himself on purpose,

Charles. So he wouldn't have to play
the piano any more."
His face, always lean, seemed in

that moment to go thin and gaunt.
Two deep, vertical furrows appeared
between his eyes, and I realized with
a kind of dull horror that he was angry.
"You must be mistaken, Fran," he said
harshly. "Bob would never do a thing
like that!"

"I'm not mistaken, Charles," I told
him. "The manual training teacher
saw him, and told me. And I'd guessed,
even before then. Yesterday. ..." I

heard my voice, like the voice of some-
one else, going on to tell him how Myra
had forbidden Bob to play with Sea-
mas any more—neither knowing nor
caring whether Myra had already
given him her version of the affair

—

and of Bob's outburst to me that very
morning in school. I seemed to be list-

ening to myself with Charles' ears;
" I seemed to feel, in my own heart,
how he tried to keep anger from ebb-
ing away because he knew that when
it was gone nothing but conviction
would be left. Conviction that every
word I said was the truth.

"He's not meant to be a musician,
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Charles. Forcing him to play the piano
is like—it's like trying to make a desk
out of woolen cloth, or a suit of clothes
out of wood. It can't be done. You'd
only end up with something quite use-
less. And Bob—he'll grow up into
something useless, too, unless he's al-
lowed to do the things he's fitted for,
the things he understands and likes.
He's a fine boy, a wonderful boy, but
he's being warped, twisted out of
shape—

"

Charles held up a hand, palm toward
me. "I know. I know." He let the hand
fall again to the flat desk-top, staring
at it with lifeless eyes. After a silence
he said, "You're right, of course. I'll

have to help him—I should have helped
him sooner. I've been a coward. But
when a man makes a mistake, the con-
sequences never seem to end. You can't
cope with them without undoing the
first mistake. And that's not so easy."
He raised his eyes to mine, and I

felt myself lifted, weightless, on a long
breath of suspense—not quite sure of
his meaning, hoping, uncertain. "What
was your mistake, Charles?" I whis-
pered.

"TVfARRYTNG Myra." And as if the
J-"J

- two words had been a key unlock-
ing all that he had kept hidden in his
heart, he rose from his chair and paced
the floor, talking swiftly. "I knew when
we were married she didn't love me

—

not in the way she'd loved Kinkaid. I

thought it didn't matter—she'd forgot
him, I could make her happy. So I per-
suaded her. It was my doing, all of it—she tried to tell me we were making
a mistake, but I swept her off her feet,
I wouldn't listen to her. . . . We were
married, and Bob was born. And be-
cause I knew by then I couldn't take
Kinkaid's place, couldn't ever take it,

I felt sorry for her, and ashamed. I let

her have Bob. I gave him to her. Oh,
we never talked about it, and I don't
know if she realized, but it was as if

I'd signed away my rights to him."
He stopped, bending over me. "Do

you know what I mean? I'd wanted to
give her so much, and I'd failed. She
didn't love me. That put me under a
kind of obligation, and the oply way
I could pay it was to give her Bob, all

for herself. Pretty horrible, wasn't it?

—because I completely ignored the fact
that Bob was going to grow into a per-
son, a human being—not something to
be given away like a consolation prize!"
My eyes were so filled with tears I

could hardly see him; I reached out
blindly and caught his hand. All my
love for him welled up into a flood of
pity. "Oh, my dear!" I said, not caring
now how I revealed myself. "My
dearest!"
Then it happened—what I had

dreamed so often. I learned how it was
to be in his arms, to feel his lips on
mine, to hear his voice whispering
broken words of love. And it was beau-
tiful and heart-breaking, because each
kiss was a farewell.
There was no need for us to explain

things to each other. We knew we were
in love, and we knew there was noth-
ing in the world we could do about it.

Myra might give him a divorce—no
doubt she would—but that wouldn't
solve Bob's problem. Bob's only hope
now was to have his father with him,
fighting for him. Though it meant my
own happiness, I would never take
Charles away from Bob.

I pushed him gently away at last.

"I'd better go," I murmured. "And you
ought to get home."
"We can walk there together!"



"And have everybody in town guess,

by looking at me, that I'd just been
kissing you?" I asked, forcing a shaky
laugh. "No thanks! As it is, I hardly
dare face Lilian Plumm."

"I'm not so sure I can, either," he
said wryly.

All the same, we did, both of us;

and we went downstairs to the busy
small-town street corner, and said a

polite goodbye there. I wouldn't go
home just yet, I said; I had some shop-
ping to do. . . .

I haven't the faintest recollection of

what stores I went into—or if, indeed,
I went into any. My consciousness, my
whole being, was filled with the mem-
ory of his kisses—with that, and the
knowledge that we might never kiss

again.
Coming home at last, my eyes were

drawn irresistibly to Charles' house, as

if the mere sight of it could tell me
what was happening inside. But the
wood and glass of its front were in-

scrutable; it was a house, and nothing
more.

I had to tell Mother, as matter-of-
factly as possible, what had happened
to Bob. She hadn't seen me bring him
home, but she'd seen the doctor come
and go, and she was understandably
curious. One fact, of course, I kept to

myself—that his injury had not been
an accident.
"My goodness, Myra must be throw-

ing a fit at the idea of anything inter-

fering with Bob's piano-playing,"
Mother was saying—not without relish

—when the telephone rang. I picked it

up carelessly; the last thing I expected
to hear was Charles' voice, saying, "Can
you come over, Fran? Myra wants to
talk to you." His tone was completely
flat, unreversing.
"Why—yes, of course," I said. "Right

away." And then, because I wanted to

know before I faced Myra, I asked,
"How's Bob's hand?"
"The doctor doesn't think any bones

are broken. He's going to have it X-
rayed tomorrow."
That should have relieved me, I

thought as I let myself out the front
door. But it didn't. If one of Bob's fin-

gers were broken, there need never
again be any question of his playing the
piano—but if it healed Myra must
somehow be convinced that she was
wrong. And Charles was the only one
who could convince her.

CHARLES opened his door for me, and
looking at him I thought that this

must be how he appeared in the court-
room, fighting with all his power to
win a case: all the lines of his face
stern and sharp, his head lifted as if

in challenge. He took me into the liv-
ingroom, where Myra sat erect, her
hands clasped tightly in her lap, bitter
resentment in the dark pools of her
eyes. •

"Will you tell Myra how Bob hurt
his hand?" Charles asked me.
She turned her head away from me

as I began to speak; all I saw was the
still whiteness of her profile. She might
have been a statue, not a woman listen-
ing to the story of how her son had
tried to maim himself rather than con-
tinue the kind of life she had ordained
for him.
And when I had finished there was

a silence, until Charles said with a curi-
ous gentleness:
"Do you believe it now, Myra? Or

do you want me to go up and get Bob
out of bed, and ask him to tell you?"
Her only answer was a slow shake

of her head from side to side.
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"Don't you see, Myra," Charles
pleaded, "how unhappy you've been
making him? All his trouble—his bad
school work, his sulkiness, his fits of
temper—they're the result of being
pushed into something wrong for him."
Again she moved her head, this time

in acquiescence—dream-like, stricken,
as if the last props of her existence had
been pulled away.
"Then you will forget about his mu-

sic, Myra?" Charles' voice rose on a
note of eager triumph. "You'll let him
live a normal -boy's life—choose his
own friends, run and play in the after-
noons, have his pets if he takes care of
them properly? It isn't much to ask,
Myra?"
Myra's lips twisted. "No?" she said.

"It isn't? Not much to ask me to give
him up?"

"Nobody's asking you to give Bob
up. But he's my son as well as yours."
"Your son? Yes. But he can't belong

to both of us, Charles." She stood up
suddenly, flinging her arms wide. "A
child can only belong to two people
when they love each other. Don't you
know that?" she said mockingly.

Charles caught his breath. "Yes," he
said. "I know it."

The room was charged now, like a
countryside before the lightning comes.
I took a step toward the door. "I'd bet-
ter go— '•' I said uncertainly.

"Don't go," Myra cried. "Why should
you go? This is your affair too. Because
you love Charles, don't you?"
She didn't fling the question at me.

It was not an accusation. Yet even if

it had been, I think I could still have
said, as I did: "Yes, I love him."
"And he loves you, I know. So, in a

way, you belong in this family discus-
sion, Frances."
"Myra—please." Charles moved to-

ward her, but she held out a hand
against him.

"Oh, I'm not jealous," she said wear-
ily. ""What right have I to be jealous
of you, Charles? You did your best,
but we should never have married. If

you want a divorce, I'll give you one."
Charles' face blazed with hope—but

only foran instant. Almost together, both
he and I cried, "No!" And he said, "And
let you keep Bob? I'd never do that!"
For this, we saw, was her bargain.

She would sell us our happiness at
the price TDf Bob's. It was the one bar-
gain neither of us could accept.
Her eyes went from one of us to the

other, questing, searching—like the
eyes of something trapped.

"That wouldn't do, Myra," Charles
said more quietly. "If Fran and I love
each other, there isn't much we can do
about it. We'll go on as we have, you
and I—but you must let Bob grow up
in the right way. You must."
And then, while we watched, the

strength went out of Myra. She looked
past us both, into some future only
she could see, and she said:

"No. I couldn't. You're right, you're
both right. I knew, deep down inside,
that I was making him unhappy.
I didn't do it because I wanted to. I

couldn't help myself. Something
stronger than I am—" She raised her
hand, her slender, long-fingered hand.
"You can have Bob too. You and
Frances."

In the stunned, incredulous silence,
I felt tears brimming in my eyes.
How she must love the boy, to give
him up like this! I made a silent vow,
that her love must not be wasted—that
I would take it, and transmute it, and
give it back to Bob as nourishment to
make him strong.

"Myra," Charles said huskily, but
she interrupted.

"Don't say anything," she told him
with a wan smile. "Not now. You'll
make me feel sorry for myself, and I

mustn't. I'll go away, Charles—to some
city. I've always wanted to. A city
where I can hear music, and live a dif-
ferent kind of life. I'd like to start
over again. And you need a new start,
too. Maybe, after a while—I could
come and see Bob, or you'd let him
come visit me?"

" "Of course," Charles said, while I

stood silent, dazed by the glorious
vista that was opening out before me.
Myra turned to me, her face neither

friendly nor .unfriendly—controlled,
impossible to read. "You'll *be good to
Bob," she said quietly, "and he likes
you. Goodbye."

"Goodbye." Soundlessly, my lips
formed the words, and she left us,
walking with the cold dignity that I

will always remember as being pecu-
liarly Myra's. I didn't see her again,
and perhaps I never shall.

She left the next day, for Reno, and
two months later, on the day after the
last day of school, Charles and I were
married. We are together, Charles and
Bob and I . . . and Seamas, and the
ants in their city. School is starting
again next week, and Bob will be in

Miss Grierson's class, the seventh grade.
But she will find him no problem, be-
cause there is love in his home.
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To the End of the Journey
(Continued from page 21)

crinkled around his eyes. "No," he said,

"go on. I like to hear you talk." And
at that a warm, comfortable feeling
spread all through me. I had been talk-
ing too much, and another boy would
have been bored, but it seemed that
even my faults pleased John.

Still, when we said good night, I re-
fused to let him take me home, refused
to give him my address. I was explain-
ing that it was against the rules when
Philip came up to us, caught part of
what we were saying. "It's no good,
Johnny," he said. "Beth won't go out
with soldiers. She says they all have
girls at home."
John laughed. "She may be right

at that. I've got a girl at home. Her
name is Mary Lou Walters and I kissed
her once at a Hallowe'en party in sixth
grade and once when I went away. She
writes to me, sometimes once a week
and sometimes once every three months,
depending on how busy she is with
her dates. Now, Beth, is it all right
for me to see you again?"
"At the dance next Friday," I said

firmly.
John just grinned. "You'll see me

sooner than that."
On the way home in the car with

the other hostesses, I disciplined my-
self sternly, tried not to think about
John, tried to put down the unreason-
ing happiness welling within me. I

didn't want to fall in love now, and
certainly not with a boy I'd met at
the center. Other girls in Corona had

—

and one of the boys had gone back to
the fighting and had been killed, and
another had been sent home and had
found that his home-town girl was far
more important than she had seemed
during his stay in Corona, and another
had met a new girl in England. . . .

And sometimes the girls themselves
made promises that, they discovered
later, they had no wish to keep. The
times were too uncertain. You couldn't
be sure of anything, even of your own
feelings.

But I couldn't stop being happy. I

awoke the next morning to a day of
drizzling rain and fitful wind, and
still it seemed to me the most beau-
tiful day that had ever been. I whisked
through the Saturday cleaning with an
efficiency and a cheerfulness that both
surprised and gratified my mother, and
I dressed myself as carefully for the
Saturday shopping as if I'd been get-
ting ready to go out on a date. John's
eyes had told me last night that I was
pretty—and that, somehow, meant that
I must be pretty all the time. I was
cheerful about the routine of shopping,
too, about waiting in line at the meat
counter, and walking an extra block
in the rain for the home-baked bread
Father liked, and about the pushing,
steaming crowds in the supermarket.
And then, halfway through my shop-
ping at the supermarket, I ran straight
into John.
"Next Friday," he scoffed, as he took

the handle of the cart from me. "I told
you I'd see you sooner than that."

"I don't know how you did it," I said
breathlessly, finally. "How did you
know where I'd be?"
His grin widened. "You told me."
I stared in astonishment, and then I

remembered telling him the night be-
fore that I shopped on Saturdays, tell-
ing him about the bakery and the
'supermarket. "You see," he said,
"there's no getting away from me, Beth.
Where do we go from here?"
John went home with me that after-

noon, and carried in the boxes of
groceries, and listened to the ball game
with Father, and became, so far as my
parents were concerned, one of the fam-
ily. That surprised me—that Mother
liked John immediately, and showed
it. Usually, she was cordial, but a
little reserved toward the young men
who came to the house. "You've plenty
of time, Bethie," she'd say. "There are
lots of boys in the world." That night,
when Mother recklessly softened a
whole quarter-pound of butter to go
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with the brown bread we always had
for Saturday supper, I was sure that
she wasn't going to remind me that
there were lots of boys in the world.

After supper John and I went to the
movies at the neighborhood theater. He
held my hand firmly all through the
picture and all the way home. At the
door, he lifted it, palm up, and kissed
it. "Thank you, Beth," he said. "The
whole day's been wonderful. It was
like being home again—only better,
because it was' with you."

"I had a lovely time," I began—and
then I stopped, stiffening. John had
put his arms around me, was bending
his head to kiss me. And he must not

—

not because I didn't want his kisses,

but because I wanted them too much.
I turned my head away, stood rigid in

his arms. "Too soon?" John whispered.
"Much too soon." I sounded sharp

and prim.
There was his grin again, the warm,

crinkly little grin. "Anything you say,

honey—just so it doesn't mean I can't

see you. How about tomorrow? Philip
and I thought we'd hire a car and drive
out to the country. . . ."

THAT was the beginning, the Sunday
John and Philip and I went to the

country. It was a day as beautiful as

the preceding one had been dreary

—

all sunshine and smiling skies and the
rich, damp fresh smell of black earth.

We drove for miles with the top down,
shouting at each other over the rush
of wind, laughing, intoxicated with the
swift motion and the feeling of free-

dom. •

"Good to be driving again!" Philip

shouted. "Like peacetime, only there
isn't so much traffic."

"Peactime," I thought achingly. This

was what I wanted when the war was
over, to be driving with John down a
highway like this. With John. ... I
might as well have spoken aloud. John
put his lips close to my ear and whis-
pered, "We'll take a lot of trips after
the war, Beth. The country around
Maple Falls is beautiful."
We stopped the car on a side road,

tramped through the woods, raced
across fields that were soft and springy
under the warm sun, and flung our-
selves down, panting, on the bank of a
small stream.

"Tired, Beth?" John asked.
I was, but I wouldn't admit it. "Not

at all. I'll race you back to the car."
"We'll walk back to the car." Philip's

tone was so positive that I looked at him
in surprise.
John laughed. "I told you he looks

after me, Beth. I had a bad case of
sunstroke in Iran. I got over it, but
I had spells of amnesia a couple of times
afterward, when Philip found me walk-
ing around not knowing what I was
doing. It was an after-effect of the
stroke, the doctors said, and they told
me I'd be all right if I took care of
myself."

"But he doesn't," Philip put in. "He
even had a touch of it when we landed
down south here. I tell you, the man
needs a nurse until he learns to slow
down."

I looked from one to the other in con-
sternation. The weather was unseason-
ably warm; I. was thinking of the long
drive out of town with the top down
on the car, of the race across the fields.

John reached over and took my hand.
"Don't let him scare you, honey. I'm
all right, and I do take care of myself
more than he gives me credit for. I'm
grateful for the times he's helped me



out, but he's got no call to spoil your
day—"
My day wasn't spoiled. I was con-

cerned about John, but we drove back
to town with the top rolled up, and
when we reached home it was Philip,

with his fair skin and his light hair,

who was sunburned, and I who was
tired. Tired, and wonderfully happy.
I'd had a whole long, perfect day with
John; even if I never saw him again,
it would be something to remember.
That was the sort of thing I told my-

self often in the weeks that followed.
I saw John nearly every night, some-
times alone, sometimes with Philip,
sometimes in a foursome with Philip
and another girl. And every night I

told myself that I must not depend upon
his calling me the next day, that I

must not fall in love with him. John
would certainly be sent away even-
tually, and I didn't want to be left

as other girls had been left—not quite
sure of his love for me, not quite sure
of my love for him.
And then, suddenly, John and Philip

were talking about returning to active
duty. I thought that they were joking
at first, because the subject came up so
casually, when we were in a restaurant
one night, having a snack after the
movies. "You're in luck," Philip was
saying. "They'll never send you to the
Pacific. You'll probably be teaching
at a nice cozy school right here at
home."
John shook his head. "I wouldn't

like that. I'll never make a teacher.
I'll put in a bid for Alaska first."

"Alaska!" Philip hooted. "You're a
couple of years too late, son. Besides,
you won't have anything to say about
it. You'll go where they tell you—

"

Coffee spilled as I set my cup back

on its saucer. They were serious. "How—how soon do you expect to go?" I

asked.
"Maybe a week," said John. "Maybe

ten days. It's not at all certain, Beth."
I wasn't reassured. A week—ten days

at the most—and then he would be
gone! I'd known all along of course,
that John would have to leave Corona,
but I hadn't expected it to be soon.
Why, we had hardly any time left at
all. . . . We said good night to Philip
at the restaurant, and then John and I

walked home—silently, because for
once we didn't seem to have much to
say to each other.
At the door I held out my hand.

"Well . . . goodbye," I said. I'd meant
to say good night, but the stiff, heavy
words came out of their own accord.

GOODBYE?" John repeated. "I
haven't gone yet, honey. And

besides, I'm coming back."
"You are?" I said doubtfully.
John laughed, and the laugh broke

on an odd note of tenderness. "I am,"
he assured me, and then he put his arms
around me, and I lifted'my lips for his
kiss.

"You kept me waiting a long time,"
he said finally, huskily.

I nodded against his shoulder. "I was
afraid."

"Afraid! Of what?"
I didn't know, now. Held close in

John's arms, all of my doubts and hesi-
tancies seemed silly. "I mean," I said,
"I wanted to be sure."
He looked at me gravely, searchingly.

"Are you sure now?"
"Oh, yes," I said. "Very sure—

"

_And I was. I was happier that night
than ever before in my life, too happy
to sleep. Dawn lighted the windows
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while my mind was still racing ahead,
spanning the future. John was going
to call me tomorrow—today; I would
be able to see him all next week, and
then we would be separated for a while,
but after that we would be together
all the rest of our lives. . . .

But John didn't call me that day.
Instead, in mid-afternoon, there was a
telegram from him, sent from a little

town outside Corona. Got unexpected
pass to go home, it read. Took noon
train. Back Monday. Philip with me.
I love you. Wait. John.

I laughed a little at the superfluity
of the last word—as if I wouldn't wait
forever for him!—and then I cried a
little because the first sight of the
yellow paper had been unnerving, and
then I decided that I was glad he'd
gone home, even though it meant I
would have to spend the week-end
without him. He would have tried to
get home before this if it had not been
for me. And I was glad that Philip
had gone with him—whatever John
said about not needing anyone to take
care of him, I feel better for his having
Philip's company on" the trip.

I wasn't even particularly disturbed
when he didn't return on Monday.
Transportation was uncertain these
days, I reminded myself, and it was
entirely possible that John had been
unable to get a train. On Tuesday I

had a letter from him, explaining that
his father was selling some property
and that he wanted John there for the
transaction. "I'll be back Thursday,
for sure," the letter went on. "I'm sorry
it can't be sooner, but I owe Dad what-
ever time he wants. My pass expires
Friday, so we may have only a few
hours together, but at least it will be
long enough to ask you to marry me."

I treasured that letter, reread it

dozens of times in the next two days.
And then, on Thursday, John did come
back to Corona—late, after I'd almost
given up hope of hearing from him.
Mother and Dad had gone to bed, and
I was in my room, putting my hair in
curlers, when the doorbell rang. I

snatched the curlers from my hair,

belted my robe around my waist, and
ran to the door, knowing that it would
be John. For a long moment we just
clung together, and then I led him into
the livingroom. He was laughing and
apologizing at the same time. "What
you must think of me!" he mourned.
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"I swear, honey, I'm not always this
undependable, but I couldn't get back
sooner. You see, most of Dad's prop-
erty is in my name as well as his

—

"

"I know," I said. "I'm glad you had
a chance to go home."

"I am, too." He hesitated, reached
for a cigarette. "There was the family,
and the business to be taken care of,

and I wanted to see Mary Lou, too
—

"

My heart stopped for a second, and
then went on beating calmly. In the
space of that second I'd reminded my-
self that John loved me, wanted to
marry me, and that a Mary Lou couldn't

' come between us now.
"I told you about her," he continued.

"We grew up together, went around to-
gether when we were in high school
and for a couple of years afterward.
There never was any understanding
between us, unless it was, when I

joined the Army,, that we were both
perfectly free. She wrote to me when
I was overseas—friendly letters, and I
wrote to her—friendly letters. My only
reason for wanting to see her now was
to tell her about you. If you'd ever
lived in a small town, Beth, you'd un-
derstand. There'd never been any-
thing sentimental between us—but the
town thought there was. Her parents
and my parents and all Maple Falls
took it for granted that we'd be married
some day. That's why I thought it was
fairer to her that she should know
about you before anyone else did, just
in case she should be hurt—

"

"Was she?" I asked softly.

¥ THOUGHT that John frowned un-
* certainly, but the expression was
gone in a moment, and he shook his
head. "If she was, she's a wonderful
actress, from the way she wished me
happiness. Of course, there's no reason
why she should be. She always was
pretty and popular, and she always had
more boys calling her up than she had
time to see."

I relaxed against his shoulder, feeling
a distant envy of Mary Lou for the
years she had known him, wondering
if she had been in love with him, won-
dering how she could have helped lov-
ing him. If I were the most beautiful
and sought-after woman in the world,
I told myself, I would still want John.
That night was the last we saw each

other for weeks. The next day John
and Philip and some of the other boys
who had come to Corona with them
were sent to a relocation center, where
John remained after Philip and the
other boys were returned to active duty.
"They're all Pacific-bound," he wrote
"and I'd give my eyeteeth to be with
them. I know I'd hate it, and I'd prob-
ably be a dead loss once I got there, but
I still felt I missed the boat when they
went off without me. Having you to
keep me company is all that makes up
for it

—

"

Having me to keep him company

—

that was a little joke between us, a
very precious joke. Even with half the
country separating us, we didn't feel
far apart. There was—or we imagined
that there was—a kind of telepathy
between us so that each guessed some-
times what the other had been doing
before a letter arrived to tell it. Once
he began a letter, with loving irony,
"I suppose you already know, sweet-
heart, that I helped out in the Quarter-
master's office this morning. ..." I
laughed at that, but there were other,
more important things that I did know,
or sense, beforehand—such as when
John was going to call me long dis-
tance. The first time was the day that
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the news of victory in Europe electri-
fied the country. Our office closed early
that day, and I came straight home and
stayed there, refusing to go downtown
with Mother and Dad to watch the cele-
bration, sure that John would try to get
in touch with me. And he did call
me, and we had our own private cele-
bration over the wires, with John say-
ing over and over again in a marveling
voice, "I can hardly believe it, that
it's half done. Sometimes, over there,
I thought it would never end." Later,,
when the papers printed the point
system for discharging Army men, I

thought, "John may be one of them.
John will be one of them—" and that
night John telephoned again, to tell me
that he thought that he would be dis-
charged. "Don't count on it," he said,
"but I've points enough, and the doctors
here seem to think it would be a good
idea. I haven't told Mother and Dad
yet, and I'm not going to until it's

definite."
Still, I wasn't at ajl prepared for the

call that came in the middle of the
next week. My heart soared as I heard
the operator making connections, and
then died within me at the sound of
John's voice. Something was wrong,
terribly wrong. I could tell by the way
he spoke my name. "Beth—?"

"Yes, John."

'T'HERE was a silence, and then,
-*- "Beth, Phil's missing."

I said the first thing that came to
mind, sharply, rudely, as if he had told
an outrageous lie. "I don't believe it."

His voice was stronger now; he
sounded relieved. "I don't either. It

could happen to anyone but Phil. He
always comes out right, somehow."
"How did you hear about it?"

"I had a letter from his mother. And
that's partly why I called—I was won-
dering if you'd write to her, tell her
that you feel as I do, that he must
be all right. And tell her what a swell
time he had in Corona. He wrote to
her about you and me, and I think she'd
like to hear—

"

"Of course," I said. "What's her ad-
dress?"
He gave it to me, and then he said

hastily, "There are other guys waiting
for the line, and I've got to call my
folks and tell them to write, too. They
liked Phil a lot, and they'll know what
to say to his mother. Honey, I love
you; I'm so glad of you—

"

I hung up with a stormy mixture of
feelings—sick dismay and disbelief
over Philip, and, deep within me, a
stubborn selfish joy that John had
turned to me for reassurance, that he
came to me with everything, good news
and bad. I'm so glad of you—I went to

sleep that night repeating those words
as one would rub a talisman.
You see, in the bottom of my heart I

was still afraid. It was as if John's
love were a priceless, irreplaceable
thing that had come into my possession,
and every sign of it—the ring he'd sent
me, his letters, his telephone calls

—

were so many locks securing it. And
yet they weren't enough. It wasn't that
I didn't trust John; it was that I didn't
trust fate, wouldn't trust it until the
day we were married and could really
begin our life together. Until then,
I had only an option on happiness, and
I we"nt through the days as tense as

a strung wire, praying for John's dis-
charge, trying to face the possibility

that it might not come through.
And then suddenly it was all over

—

the hopes and the fears and the tension
and the uncertainty. It happened as un-



expectedly, as wonderfully, as prosily
as John's meeting me outside the super-
market when we'd first known each
other. I got off the streetcar one morn-
ing and crossed the street to go to
work, and there was John on the side-
walk, waiting for me. "I thought I'd

catch you," he said. "I called the house,
and your mother told me you'd left for
the office

—
" And then I think he

kissed me. I was so excited that I still

don't remember. I know that I stood
staring at him endlessly, clinging to his
hand, while people streamed by us on
their way to work. Then . we turned
into the nearest drugstore where we
took a booth and ordered coffee and
went on holding hands and looking at
each other. Then John said, "Can we
get married today?"

"Today?'-' I repeated stupidly. It was
impossible, but I knew that we could,
and would.
"Yes—if we get married this morn-

ing, we can make the noon train, and
be in Maple Falls by tonight. You see,
my folks don't know yet that I'm a
civilian. And I had a wire from Dad
saying it was urgent I got home as
soon as possible—something about the
business, I suppose. I didn't stop for
anything. I just climbed on the bus
for town, and found there was a train
leaving right away for Corona, and
took it. I'd like to get married and
get home—sort of get the fireworks
over with all at once, so we can begin
just plain living."
Perhaps it wasn't a very flattering

way to speak of our wedding, but I

knew what he meant. I was as anxious
as he to begin just plain living—the
ordinary, day-to-day living in which
war and separation and uncertainty had
no part.

We were married that morning.
There was a waiting period in our
state, but it was waived because of
John's uniform and because Mother
and Dad caught some of our excitement
and were as insistent about an imme-
diate ceremony as John and I were.
Mother and I packed my bags while
Dad called the clerk's office and our
church, and we caught the noon train
with seconds to spare.
We didn't talk much on the journey.

There weren't any words for the way
we felt. Once John said, "You haven't
stopped smiling all day."

"Neither have you." Then I added,
"You must be tired after riding all last
night. Why don't you try to sleep?"
"Change over and sit beside me, and

maybe I can."
So I left my seat opposite him for

the one beside him, and he fell asleep
holding my hand, his head on my shoul-
der. I sat and watched the sunlit fields

go by without really seeing them, and
for no reason at all felt like crying
every time my cheek brushed John's
hair, and said to myself over and over
again, "It's happened. It's really hap-
pened. We're married, and we belong
to each other forever and ever. . .

."

Maple Falls was even smaller than
I had expected—a patch of dark green
trees against the lighter green of the
fields, pierced by the white of a church
steeple. The station at which we
descended was hardly more than a shed
built over a platform. A thin, bent
figure in a faded blue uniform, trun-
dling a baggage truck, came around
the corner; he beamed and started for-
ward at the sight of John, halted when
he saw me.

"Hi, Larry!" John called. "You're the
first to meet Mrs. John Dorn, Junior.

Is Mac around to drive us up?"
The old man stared, and swallowed,

and finally stuttered, "M-Mac's sick to-
day, Johnnie—

"

"Never mind," said John cheerfully.
"We'll walk. I'll come by later for the
bags." But after we were out of ear-
shot of the station he said, "Now what
do you suppose is the matter with him

—

he looked as if he'd seen a ghost."
"Surprise," I ventured.
He shook his head. "I've never known

old Larry to be so surprised that he
couldn't talk."
We crossed the town's one main

street, deserted now at the dinner hour,
walked up a hill to a residential sec-
tion of comfortable-looking white
houses, sheltered by tall old trees. I
hung back a little as we turned in at
one of them, and John tightened his
grip on my arm. "Come on, honey.
There's nothing to be afraid of."

If I'd known then how wrong he was,
I think I would have run straight back
to the railroad station. Never, as long
as I live, will I forget the scene that
greeted us at John's home. He knocked
on the door, then pushed it open, gently
pushed me in ahead of him, calling,
"Mother! Dad! Caroline—

"

They had just finished dinner. John's
father sat in the livingroom, reading
a newspaper. Beyond, in the dining-
room, his mother and sister, Caroline,
were clearing the table. The three of
them froze at the sight of us. "This is

Beth, my wife," said John. "And this
is John Dorn, civilian, honorably dis-
charged. Shall I get the smelling
salts?"

The flippant remark hung in the air,

echoing horribly, through an eternity
of silence. Then John's father rose,
slowly. He held out his hand to me,
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but he looked at John, spoke to John.
"Well . .

." he said. "Married. . .
."

Mrs. Dorn moved into the living-
room, not as if she wanted to come but
as if an unseen hand forced her. "Oh,
John—" and then she stopped.

I stood there, fighting panic, telling
myself that they were only shocked.
But it was more than that. Everything
was all wrong and I knew it.

Her words broke up the dreadful
tableau. -Mr. Dorn cleared his throat
and said, "Well—sit down, sit down—

"

and Mrs. Dorn took my hand briefly,
tried to smile. "You'll want to rest,"
she said. "You must rest after your
trip. I'll take you upstairs—

"

I followed her upstairs to a large
airy room, a guest room, by the neat,
unused look of it. "I hope you'll be
comfortable," she said, and then she
turned and went out.

I stood, stunned, where she had left
me. I felt sick, and my legs were as
weak as water,, but I couldn't sit down

—

not on the Doras' chairs; I couldn't lie
down—not on the Doras' bed. They
didn't want me; I knew it, knew that
their feeling was even stronger than
that. They wanted me out of the house
. . . and the next best thing was shut-
ting me away up here while they talked
to John. I didn't understand. It wasn't
like them—not like the warm-hearted,
open-hearted family John had told me
about.

It seemed hours that I waited, con-
scious of the murmur of voices on the
lower floor, hours until I heard John's
step on the stairs—heavy, dogged steps.
I opened the door, and he let himself
in, shut it after him. And his face

—

his face was paper-white, his eyes
stricken. "Sit down, Bethie—

"

I took a step toward him. "Your
family," I said thinly. "They don't like
me—

"

He shook his head heavily. His voice
sounded dragged out of him. "It—isn't
that. It's—Mary Lou. They expected
me to marry her. She's going to have
a baby. She says it's mine."

In the face of this tragedy, has Beth
the moral right to fight for her husband,
for her happiness? Be sure to read
the second installment of this story
of a real-life problem, in December
Radio Mirror, on sale Friday, No-
vember 16.

••••••••••••••••*•••••••*•••

THIS IS A UNIFORM!

It doesn't look like

the uniforms
you've been seeing

on our fighting
men, because this

small bronze insigne is the uni-

form of the honorably discharged

veteran.

The man who wears it in the

lapel of his civilian suit may bear

a visible wound, or a wound you

cannot see, but in every case it

speaks of suffering and sacrifice

endured on your behalf. Learn to

recognize the Honorable Service

Emblem as instantly as you do a

uniform, so that to every veteran

you meet you can give the respect

and consideration he deserves.
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Even if Joan Edwards hadn't

been born into show business,

a girl who looks like that—
and sings like that!—ivould

have found herway to the top.

By ELEANOR HARRIS

FOR four years now, every time you
twirled your dial to CBS's Your
Hit Parade, you've had the pleas-

ure of listening to Joan Edwards'
smoky voice singing you the latest

songs. Sometimes you've heard her
with Barry Wood, Lawrence Tibbett,
and one-and-only Frank Sinatra . . .

but you've always heard her. Before
that, she sang for a year with Paul
Whiteman, and she's also been on the
Ford Symphony Hour, Duffy's Tavern,
Pursuit of Happiness, The Gulf Show,
and her CBS series, Girl About Town.
Joan always intended to be in show

business, though—because when she
first peered out at the world through
the bars of her crib, what did she see
about her? That's right, show business!
Her father is one of New York's lead-
ing music publishers; her uncles Leo
and Jack Edwards are two ASCAP
songwriters; another uncle, Gus Ed-
wards, is a famous name in the comedy
of the theater; and her aunt, Dorothea
Edwards, was one of the foremost
singers of her day.
Joan grew up, luckily, to be one of

the most eye-catching girls a soldier
ever whistled at. At sixteen she noted
in her mirror that she had enormous
melting brown eyes, very, very blonde
hair, a mouth as big and fascinating to
the male animal as Lauren Bacall's,
and a figure that went with the mouth.
There was nothing fragile, - nothing
breakable about what Miss Edwards
saw in her mirror—just an eminently
good-looking young woman whose ap-
pearance would make (and was to
make) any man's eyes brighten.
Armed with this appearance, then,

and with twelve years of piano train-
ing from George Gershwin's teacher,
Raphael Samuel, she set out to be—

a

concert pianist!

We will make no attempt to explain
this disparity between Joan's striking
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entertainment-world beauty, and her
highbrow aims. We'll just hurry along
with what happened: for ten dollars a
week, she played the piano on local
New York radio stations, doing one
show a day. Meanwhile, she also at-
tended Hunter College. This went on
for a year, and then Joan sat looking
in her mirror and decided that maybe
a voice would be becoming—both to her
looks and to her piano! So for two
more years she sang as well as played
on local radio stations. This dual per-
formance won her several appearances
with Rudy Vallee's show—as a result
of which she was offered her own radio
show with NBC.

Enter Paul Whiteman. He decided
she should be star singer on his show,
and forget the playing and orchestra
leading for a while. Hence Joan's year
with Whiteman, subsequent appear-
ances with nation-wide shows—and her
eventual record-breaking four-year
stint with Your Hit Parade.
She met and married a musician (of

course). He is Julius Schachter, one of
America's topflight violinists. Judy
Ann Schachter was born to them in
October, 1943, and is (of course) al-

ready a Conover model, pint-size.

The busy Schachter family lives right
now in a big apartment on West 57th
Street in New York City, which they
had a melodramatic time in pinning
down to a lease. It entailed taking the
landlord to dinner every single night
for eight weeks. "But we finally won
him over," Joan explains now—and, at

any rate, they finally moved in to their
present home. It boasts six rooms and
three baths; its dark-and-light panel-
ing is set off by chintz drapes; and its

inmates dash into it like homing pig-
eons at 6:00 p. m. every evening, and sit

down to dinner exactly fifteen minutes
thereafter—thus proving what an in-
fluence subway-rushing can become!

In this bit of Paradise Joan and Ju-
lius play gin rummy whenever they are
alone evenings, which is almost never.
Usually the apartment is jammed with
friends—mainly Joan's high school and
college chums who have subsequently
married doctors, dentists, and lawyers.
Despite this influx of the non-musical
world, most of the Edwards-Schachter
parties wind up musical—with Joan
and Julius at various instruments and
(once in a while) with Joan's two mu-
sical friends Frank Sinatra and Barry
Wood singing. Late in the evening,
everyone joins Joan in her come-what-
may midnight snack.

That evening snack is as regular a
part of Joan's day as the fact that she
eats salad at every single meal except
breakfast. Aside from salad, her diet

consists almost solely of spaghetti and
steak (when she can get it). To the
rest of the world of food she turns up
an indifferent nose.

As to what you'd notice most about
her own bedroom, it would undoubt-
edly be her dozens upon dozens of

perfume bottles. Also her enormous
closet, filled with dressmaker-type
suits—never mannish; and with slick

evening gowns—never slinky; and over
half of both tinted yellow.

In her dreams of the future lies

Hollywood, naturally; but if that one
doesn't come true she won't be de-
spondent. Because she also has another
dream: a house on Long Island, in
which she and Julius will live sur-
rounded by four children, two boys and
two girls. All of whom, it is quite
apparent, will march down the high-
way of life armed with musical instru-
ments, smiles, and a garland of success.



As Big as the World
(Continued from page 43)

home, or job, or community, according
to their abilities, talents and desires) is

a subject in itself and we won't go into
it here; but I did want to note it be-
cause it is so very important.
To get back to the statement of

principles, the last one is:

4. To be a center for harmonizing the
actions of nations in the attainment of
these common ends.
The rest of the Charter is devoted to

the setting up of the bodies within the
United Nations Organization which
will carry out these purposes.
Membership in the Organization is

open to all peace-loving nations, who
will fulfill the obligations they as-
sume toward one another when they
sign the Charter. All member nations
retain their sovereignty—that is, they
don't sign away any of their freedom,
as long as their free actions don't hurt
any other nation. And they are all

members on an equal basis.
Some of the obligations the members

assume are: that they will not use ag-
gression against any other nation; that
they will settle their international dis-
putes by peaceful means; that they will
not try to interfere in the political in-
dependence of any other nation; that
they won't help any nation against
which the United Nations is taking
preventive or enforcement action.

'T'HE Charter calls for the setting up
•*- of four main bodies—the General
Assembly, the Security Council, the In-
ternational Court of Justice and the
Secretariat — with such subsidiary
bodies as will be necessary to carry out
the purposes of the United Nations Or-
ganization.
The General Assembly will be the

largest body in the organization, each
member nation being represented on
it and each nation having one vote in
its decisions. The Assembly will dis-
cuss any and all matters that fall into
the scope of the Charter. It will make
recommendations to the other bodies
in the Organization and it will always
be kept advised of the activities of the
other bodies.
The Security Council will be a small

body. It will have eleven members.
China, France, the Soviet Union, Great
Britain and the United States will be
permanent members—for a very good
reason. They, between them, have the
greatest resources, the greatest potenti-
alities for military power and the
greatest industrial power in the world.
But—and this is important—these five
nations, even if they voted in a block
on any issue, still could not dominate
the Security Council. The other six
members will be elected by the General
Assembly. And each member nation
on the Council will have one vote.
Seven votes are necessary to pass all

measures.
One of the obligations all signers of

the Charter assume is to have certain
air, land and sea forces ready for tak-
ing action against any nation that tries
to settle a dispute by using force. How-
ever, the Charter does not say that
American men, willy-nilly, will be
sent into battle at the first sign of
trouble. The Military Committee will
decide the swiftest means of deploying
troops in each case. There is also noth-
ing in the Charter that says nations
can't defend themselves if they are at-
tacked. In fact, it makes a special point
of saying that any action taken by a

Mrs. Nicholas; R.du Pont
"The quickest, most refreshing complexion pick-me-up that I

know is a 1-Minute Mask with Pond's Vanishing Cream," says

Mrs. Nicholas R. du Pont, of Wilmington. "The moment my skin

begins to feel rough, I smooth and brighten it with a Mask."
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1 my complexion 3 or 4 times a week with a 1-Minute Mask," says Mrs. du Pont

Give your skin this refreshing beauty "pick-up"!
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roughness and imbedded dirt! After

60 seconds, tissue off clean.

Right away, your complexion looks

clearer . . . fresher ! Feels smoother! And
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ponds
Grand powder base ...

Use your Pond's Vanishing Cream for powder

base, too! Just smooth on a light film—and

leave it on. Not greasy! Not drying! "It holds
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nation in self defense will not be con-
sidered a breach of the peace.
As a subsidiary body, under the

General Assembly, the Charter also
calls for an Economic and Social Coun-
cil. This Council, to consist of eighteen
members elected by the Assembly, will
work to create the kind of international
cooperation in economic and social
matters which will promote throughout
the world
a. Higher standards of living, full
employment, and conditions of eco-
nomic and social progress and develop-
ment;
b. Solutions of international economic,
social, health and related problems;
and international educational and cul-
tural cooperation; and
c. Universal respect for, and observ-
ance of, human rights and fundamental
freedoms for all without distinction as
to race, sex, language or religion.

It's impossible in this short space to
give you everything that's contained in
the Charter. After all, in one way or
another, it encompasses practically all

of living in the whole present-day
world.
And, like all good Constitutions and

by-laws, the Charter includes pro-
visions for Amendments and specifies
that a General Conference can be
called at the request of two-thirds of
the members, at any time, to examine
whether the present Charter is fully
meeting the needs of changing times
and events.

AS I said in the beginning, I feel
*» very strongly about this Organiza-
tion which we, as a nation, have joined.
I feel especially strongly about it now,
since that new weapon of destruction,
the Atomic Bomb, has been perfected.
Now, more than ever before, we need
to work together with the other peo-
ples of the world, for peace and co-
operation and friendship. What has
been discovered by one group of sci-
entists can be worked out by other
groups of scientists. We've got to make
sure that there will never be any need
to use this great, incredibly powerful
force for evil and destruction. We've
got to make sure that this tremendous
new power is harnessed for the good
of men—not for their enslavement.
And the United Nations Organiza-

tion is the way. President Truman, in
his address to the delegates, put it

much better.
".

. . You have created a great in-
strument for peace and security and
human progress in the world.

"If we jail to use it, we shall betray
all those who have died in order that
we might meet here in freedom and
safety to create it. If we seek to use
it selfishly—for the advantage of any
one nation or any small group of na-
tions—we shall be equally guilty of that
betrayal.
"The successful use of this instru-

ment will require the united will and
firm determination of the free peoples
who have created it. The job will tax
the moral strength and fibre of us all."

Sure, I feel as big and strong as the
world, now. And I want ,to keep on
feeling that way. It's a good, safe way
to feel. That's why I slap down any
talk against the United Nations that I

happen to hear. And that's why I wish
that every other citizen of these beauti-
ful, rich, big United States would read
the Charter from the first word to 'the
last and defend it as I defend it. I'd

like us to stay this way, big and rich
and beautiful—and at peace with the
world—and this is the way.
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Yet despite its great strength zonite
is positively non-poisonous, non-irri-

tating, non-burning. It contains no
creosote, phenol or bichloride of

mercury. You can use zonite as
directed as often as you wish without
risk of injuring delicate tissues.

Principle Discovered By Famous

Surgeon and Renowned Chemist

zonite actually destroys and removes
odor causing waste substances. Helps
guard against infection. It's so powerful

no germs of any kind tested have ever

been found that zonite will not kill on
contact. You know it's not always
possible to contact all the germs in the

tract, but you can be sure that

zonite immediately kills all reachable

living germs and keeps them from mul-
tiplying. Buy zonite today!
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FREE!
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Mother! It's your solemn duty to tell

your daughter how important douch-
ing often is to feminine cleanliness,

health and marriage happiness.

But first make sure your own knowl-

edge is just as modern, up-to-date and
scientific as it can be. And it will be if

you tell her about zonite for the

douche—how no other type of liquid

antiseptic-germicide of all those tested

is so powerful yet so safe to delicate

tissues.

Smart Young Women No Longer

Make This Mistake

Certainly no well-informed mother
would even think of telling her
daughter to use weak, homemade
mixtures of salt, soda or vinegar.

Because these do not and can not
offer women the great germicidal and
deodorant action of modern zonite.

Zonite
FOR NEWER

fe??zinine A>

City. . State.

The Way It Is

With Us
{Continued from page 41)

I could laugh too. The baby did look
like Churchill. (Confidentially, all new-
babies do. Germaine Catherine did,
too!)
We're not really such opposites, I

guess—we just show our feelings differ-
ently.
We fell in love, actually, because we

were so very much alike.
We met, as you meet most people

when you're working in Hollywood,
because our jobs brought us together.
I was singing with Meredith Wilson's
orchestra on the Signal Carnival, as
well as on the Eddie Cantor show. When
Mr. Cantor moved his company to New
York for ten weeks he obtained a leave
of absence for me from the Carnival.

I heard in letters from my friends
while I was away that the Signal show
had a new master of ceremonies, a bud-
ding young comedian new on the Holly-
wood scene, Jack Carson. We met, of
course, when I returned—and we had
the same enthusiasms, particularly golf.

IT WAS an easy step from golf-talk to
a golf course, and soon Jack and I

were spending a lot of our time there.
It wasn't until Jack proposed that he

found out that his golfing partner was
a deep-dyed romantic with a senti-
mental streak a mile wide.

I said yes when he asked me, but I

cried. Because I was so happy, I said.

He couldn't get over it.

The next day we went shopping for
engagement rings. I didn't want one
of those elaborate Hollywood rings

—

a topaz or a star sapphire as big as a
marble. I wanted a diamond, and I

wanted it to look—well, engagey. Jack
laughed at me, but as it turned out he
liked the ring I liked, a not-too-big
but perfect blue-white diamond in a
graceful platinum setting.

Married people are going to stay that
way, I think, even a sentimental idiot

and a Laughing Boy, if the husband
and wife have exactly the same idea
about what constitutes a perfect day.
Some people like to sleep until noon,
you know, then have breakfast on a
tray and read the papers. Others like

to be up and doing. Jack and I gave
ourselves this simple test soon after

we were married.
We were up at six, made a big pot

of black coffee at home, then headed
out in our car with the top down—out
to the ocean and then down the coast

to Laguna.
After forty miles in the open air we

.were ready for a real breakfast. We
stopped at one of those white-tiled
counter places, Riley's Waffle Shop, and
ate crisp waffles with eggs on the side,

and drank gallons more coffee.

Then we went on down the coast to

San Clemente. We took a hotel room,
then headed for the golf course—and
played our customary thirty-six holes.

Then a shower, a dry martini, and din-
ner at Victor Hugo's, whose great plate
glass windows look out over the open
sea.

"This," I said, as the waiter brought
the small black coffee, "is what I would
call a perfect day." -

I couldn't have been happier if I

had been crying.
"Me too," said Jack. And he was too

satisfied even to joke about it.

So I guess things are going to work
out for the Carsons.



Somewhere, Someday
(Continued from page 25)

that time or weather couldn't change.

Outside of getting my railroad reserva-

tions there wasn't much to do. I forgot

about the New York trip and plunged

into the pre-Christmas inventory.

Nobody has to have the Christmas

season explained to them. In these

times, Christmas has been more
hectic than ever, and it was no wonder
that I felt knocked out when the rush

was over at the Bon-Ton. It was Christ-

mas eve and I took a taxi home, turned

on the water in my tub and relaxed in

the thought that it would be another

year before I'd be put through such

rigorous work again.

I heard the bells of midnight tolling

in nearby churches as I climbed into

bed, and the folks in the next apart-

ment were raising their voices in some
kind of home-made carol as I dropped
off to sleep. I could have felt sorry for

myself at that moment, for I was pretty

lonely; but you get used to those things

when it happens to you year after year.

The next morning I celebrated Christ-

mas with my canary, Homer. And his

cheery chirping gave me confidence.

Somehow, I compared my life to that

of the canary; he was caged in like me.
Maybe he wouldn't like the freedom
'he dreamed about if I set him free.

Maybe it was all an illusion.

I was not completely alone that

Christmas Day. My brother called me
from Cleveland to wish me a happy
holiday, and his two youngsters sang

to me on the telephone. In the after-

noon my neighbors had me over to their

apartment for an egg-nog, and m the

evening I went to the City Theater

where the local stock company pre-

sented a special Christmas play.

It was on returning to the Bon-Ton
the day after Christmas that I really

felt bluest. The letdown after the hard
work, the new responsibilities of my
job and the reaching of the Christmas
sales peak was nerve-wracking. Every-
body seemed bored, and the store was
practically empty except for those

people who came back to exchange
presents that were not suitable. I'd

rather not dwell on the memory of the

first few days of the year; they were
something to forget.

FINALLY I closed up my desk at the

Bon-Ton one night knowing I

wouldn't be back at it for a full week!
The thought was as exhilarating as a

spring breeze and when I looked in my
bedroom mirror that night I imagined I

had grown ten years younger. The next
day I was New York bound like a
school girl going to her first prom.
I was comfortably bedded in an upper
berth, the only accommodations avail-

- able, but very grateful for even that.

I never did learn to sleep well on a
train. Maybe it was because I never
did learn the camaraderie of the rail-

road. I couldn't strike up a conversa-
tion with a fellow-traveler. I didn't

feel at home, so to speak, sharing the
washroom with a lot of other people.
And the rocking motion of the car
always played on my imagination,
made me think the train was going to

bounce off the tracks at the next sharp
turn.
And that brought me up to date,

brought me back to the realization that
the story was ended. No, it wasn't
ended. The chapter was ended. I was
rushing through the night in the direc-
tion of New York. It was hard to think
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Give your face and neck this

^/^'BEAUTY-LIFT'
Treatment takes only 8 minutes

Famous Homogenized Facial Helps Skin Appear
Firmer, Fresher, Smoother With Each Application-

After the ravages of summer sun and wind— your skin deserves special atten-

tion. And you'll be delighted to learn that now, right at home, you can give

yourself a remarkable 'beauty-lift' which works wonders for face and neck.

All you need is this one de luxe cream—Edna Wallace Hopper's Homog-

enized Facial Cream— famous for its super-lubricating qualities.

Directions So Easy! Results So Divine!

Briskly pat Hopper's Facial Cream over face and neck. (Follow arrows in

diagram.) Leave on about 8 minutes. Or overnight if you prefer.

Notice how Hopper's leaves your skin feeling so satin-smooth. Notice how
your skin appears firmer, so delicately textured with almost a baby-freshness.

The reason Hopper's Facial Cream is so active and lubricates the skin so

expertly is because it's homogenized! Use nightly to help maintain exquis-

itely lovely, natural skin beauty thruout the years. Also an unsurpassed pow-

der base for dry, contrary skin. All cosmetic counters.

For Enlarged Pore Openings and

To Help Loosen Blackheads

You'll find Hopper's White Clay Pack

very effective for this purpose. It's also

marvelous to help clear away ugly, faded,

dried-up 'top skin' cells.

^^^HOPPER'S HOMOGENIZED
FACIAL CREAM

For free advice on care of your skin write Beauty Consultant, Room 2205, Affiliated Products, Inc.

22 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y.
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any more, and finally my eyes and my
brain were closed for the day. The next
thing I knew the sun was shining on
my face. I peeked out the side of the
curtain and saw what I decided must
be the Hudson River practically at my
elbow.
The river was half full of ice and

there was a splendor about the scene
that made me want to sing. I dressed
quickly and went into the dining car
for breakfast. In two hours we were
coming into Grand Central station and
the zippiness of the New York winter
morning pepped me up enormously. I

hurried up to the Commodore Hotel and
registered for the convention, was as-
signed to my room, and then I started
out on the thrill I had been looking
forward to—a morning of window
shopping.
Nothing ever gave me a greater joy

than walking down Fifth Avenue,
looking in the shop windows, compar-
ing the displays with those we had in
Worth City. Here was the last word
in decoration. The displays of linen
goods in a New York store really made
my heart beat faster. Silly? Not when
your whole life is wrapped up in your
work. I loved every window I saw and
I made copious notes of prices and
fabrics.

OACK at the hotel I took my favorite
-L' diversion—a bath. Then I went up
to the special convention room and
made myself known to the trades people
who had come from all parts of the
country to discuss various problems of
our business. The representatives of the
biggest stores were there, the big
manufacturers were there, salesmen
from all over and buyers of linen goods
from every state. The big room
hummed with excitement and the first

session started with a discussion of
future orders and how they could be
handled.

I didn't mind it a bit when I had to
take a seat far over on one side of the
room because from that point I could
see the faces of most of the men and
women I knew. And this, my first con-
vention, made me a little shy.
The chairman was making his open-

ing remarks, the welcome to the con-
vention. My eyes were upon him for
a minute, then they strayed to the
center of the oval room and stayed
there. Barnsley Geller! He was look-
ing straight ahead at the speaker but
he must have felt my eyes on him. He
turned his head slightly and looked
right at me. What do you do in a case
like that? You smile, of course, and
pretend you're a bit surprised. You
raise your eyebrows to show you're
surprised; and all the time you know
in your heart that you're not the least
bit surprised.
You know darned well you're not

surprised because 'way back three
months ago you knew Barnsley Geller
would be at that convention when you
suddenly made up your mind to go to
it. And throughout the meeting you try-

to concentrate on the speaker, but
there is something else that keeps
crowding into your consciousness.
There is almost a feeling of elation as
you glance at his profile from time to
time; you feel triumphant, and a little

bit surprised at yourself. Wilhelmina
Snyder doesn't usually do things like

this, and you wonder if Barnsley Geller
planned it, too.

Of course not! Barnsley Geller is a
dyed-in-the-wool bachelor. He might
be friendly with Wilhelmina Snyder
because she's the new buyer for one of
his accounts. (Continued on page 86)



M o PEARLS
Imagine! A Thrillingly Lovely 16-inch

HALO PEARL NECKLACE
With Sterling Silver Safety Clasp

YOURS
FOR ONLY

$ |98 TAX INCLUDED
" POSTAGE PAID

A Halo String of Beauty Is a Joy Forever

There is something about a string of pearls that helps a lovely lady put her

best face forward! So, if you have longed for the elusive beauty and

charm which pearls inspire, and have heretofore permitted a price you

couldn't afford to stand in your way of pearl ownership, you'll welcome

this opportunity to acquire an exquisite Halo strand of extravagant beauty

at a truly low affordable price!

A Few Pearly Words of Wisdom Why Halo Necklaces Are Preferred

* Halo Beads Are Uniformly Perfect * Halo Beads are Enduringly lovely

* Halo Beads Are Coated with a Pearl * Halo Safety Clasps are Sterling Silver

Essence that is the Essence of loveliness • . . . and Halo Necklaces Cost No More

"Wear At Our Risk" Money -Back Guarantee of Satisfaction

We want you to be as proud and pleased to wear a Halo necklace as we
are to have made it possible. That's why you can wear it for 5 whole days

at our risk after the postman delivers yours. Then, if you are not delighted

with it, if you can bear to part with it, if you can give up the praise and
compliments that its wearing has brought you — simply mail it back and.

we will refund your money cheerfully — and that's a promise!

1,2 and 3
Strand Halo

Necklaces with

Matched Bracelets

and Earrings

TMattf 7tbta, Coupon, 7&c£atf
My Total Order
Amounts to $.„.

NATIONAL NOVELTIES - Dept. N-12
608 South Dearborn St. - Chicago 5, III.
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'The Touches of Her Hands,

and the DelightlJames Whitcomb Riley

We bet the lady never "touched"

household Drudgery!
Housework can make your hands look like anything

but a poet's dream. Rough, red, older-looking than you

are. So be sure to use Pacquins Hand Cream twice

daily to help give your hands a "young-skin" look.

Ask your Doctor or his

NlirSe ab0Ut ... how they keep their

hands in good condition in spite of 30 to 40 washings

a day. Harder on hands than housework! Pacquins

Hand Cream was originally formulated for their

professional use. Here's the secret— it's super-rich in

what doctors call "humectant"— an ingredient that

helps keep skin feeling soft, smooth, supple!

86

AT ANY DRUG. DEPARTMENT. OR TEN-CENT STORE

(Continued from page 84) That's all,

and no sense kidding yourself. But he
did seem pleased to see me. I had to
admit that.

And he seemed more pleased when
the business session ended and he came
over to shake my hand. It was as
though we were old school friends,
meeting again after many years. I

looked fine, he said. How was my trip
from Worth City? Was I staying at the
Commodore, too? I liked it when he
said "too." That meant he was staying
there. And when we all went in for
cocktails he accompanied me. That was
just as it was planned. But I denied
it to myself. I pretended it was all a
fine surprise.
Now cocktails are something I had

always avoided. Nothing wrong with
them, mind you. But somehow my
background did not include that phase
of sociability; besides, somebody told
me they put on weight and that was
something I had to avoid. I had some
ginger ale and I watched Barnsley
order a scotch and soda. I couldn't
quite make up my mind about him until
a minute later when a boisterous sales-
man from a linen company brushed
past us and spied Barnsley.
"Why, Geller, you old rascal," he

roared as though he had discovered a
three-legged bird. "Geller with a
drink in his hand. Say! This must be
an occasion. I never thought I'd live
to see the day. . . . Hey, Ned! Tom!
Look what I found. Geller having a
drink."

IN AN instant there were four or five

men around us, laughing and kidding
Barnsley. He seemed composed but I

thought I detected a hint of patience in
his "demeanor, as though he were used
to being kidded by his rivals among
the salesmen. And I noticed he wouldn't
take another drink although the men
tried to force one upon him. The con-
versation grew livelier all the time and
finally the men asked Barnsley and me
to join them at dinner.
Now that was where I made my mis-

take, I guess. I said I had made other
plans for the evening, which wasn't
true. At any rate, the upshot of it was
that Barnsley went off with the crowd
and I went to my room.
For a little while I puttered around,

finding small things to do, trying to

make up my mind whether I was hun-
gry or not. Then I put on my coat and
went out. I couldn't stand being in that
room alone any longer. I went down in
the elevator and walked out on Lexing-
ton Avenue, looked for a place where
I could get dinner.

I don't know how long I walked, but
eventually I found a little Italian res-
taurant in the fifties. The place was
crowded and I was lucky to get a table.

"Madam is alone?" the waiter asked
significantly.

"Yes, alone." I never felt lonelier
than at that moment. The conversa-
tion of the cocktail crowd at the con-
vention still sounded in my ears and I

wondered where Barnsley and his
friends had gone. I wanted to be with
them, not alone in a restaurant with a

lot of strangers. This wasn't what I

planned at all. I hardly ate my dinner,
and when I had a chance to pay the
check I got out and took a taxi back
to the Commodore.
The hotel lobby was crowded with

more strangers. I didn't see one person
from the convention and once again
I felt left out of things. I went to bed.

Despite the depressing night before,
I felt better in the morning. The meet-
ings were spirited and educational for



me. I saw Barnsley for a few minutes
and again in the afternoon meeting he
talked to me.

"Enjoying yourself?" he asked.
"Oh, wonderfully," I fibbed.

He said he was "keeping himself
busy," and I wondered whether he
meant in a business way or otherwise.
I was on the verge of confessing I had
had a very dull evening the night be-
fore, but of course I didn't. We made
small talk about the convention and
then a woman buyer from Indianapolis
broke into our conversation and, be-
lieve me, she monopolized it. I didn't

get a word in edgewise.
That night I went to a radio broacT-

cast at CBS—I'd written ahead over a

month ago for the ticket, and I'd been
pretty excited about it. But when I took
a cab over to CBS, on Madison Avenue,
and stood around with the people who
were waiting for the studio doors to

open I felt isolated. I was all alone.
I almost jumped out of my skin when

someone touched my elbow and said,

"Miss Snyder!"

IT WAS Barnsley, looking as though
he'd discovered a gold mine. His eyes

were bright with surprise at finding
me there and I guess my expression
reflected the same emotion. We laughed
happily for a moment, and talked
about the show we were going to see.

But the man with Barnsley—he was a
radio man for some advertising "agency
—kept pulling impatiently at his arm,
trying to get him away to meet some-
one he saw across the foyer, and so he
left me, saying he hoped I'd enjoy the
show.
To tell the truth I didn't enjoy it as

much as I might have if I had not met
him. My mind kept going back to

Barnsley, and I wondered who he was
with by now. Maybe that buyer from
Indianapolis, I mused unhappily.
So when the program ended I walked

out to the street with the rest of the
people and looked for a cab. My heart
sank lower when I saw how the
weather had changed. It was pouring
rain and the night was raw. Cabs were
mighty scarce.
Then Barnsley and I met again and

he held my arm and led me to a taxi
that seemed to come from nowhere.
"I'll drop you off wherever you want
to go," he said.

I was just about to say I was going
right back to the Commodore when I

noticed the cab driver's name on that
little card up near the roof. Malcolm
Ray was the name, and I thought it

mighty strange, for a cabbie. And
Malcolm took any words I might have
had in my mind right out of my mouth.

"If I kin suggest a place for youse
folks," he said with a broad Brooklyn
accent, "leave me take you to The
Eagle's Nest. Foist Street and Tenth.
There you will find good eats and be-
sides you won't get clipped. But I'm
only suggestin' it, and you don't have
to do what I say."
Barnsley looked at me with his mouth

wide open. Then he laughed and asked
the driver to tell him more about The
Eagle's Nest.

"It's really an erster house," said
Driver Malcolm Ray, "but the music's
good if youse two want to dance."
Many's the time I recalled that con-

versation with the Brooklyn cab driver
and I always pictured him as a kind
of Brooklyn cupid with a Brooklyn bow.
and arrow. It was as though he were
pushing us into something we really
wanted to do in the first place. Barns-
ley asked me if I felt adventurous, I

PIN-UP BEAUTY!

You would hardly

have picked Edrie

Beal for a pin-up

girl when the snap-

shot below was tak-

en. But what a dif-

ference (right\
when she had com-
pleted the DuBarry
Success Course!

HOW ABOUT YOU?wouidnt
like to be slender again, wear more youthful

styles, hear the compliments of friends? The
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How Mrs. Edrie Beal f>i Fredo-
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something special, and I had hurried
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said I did, so we went to The Eagle's
Nest.
The Eagle's Nest, we discovered, was

one of the unusual places that visitors
to New York rarely find. It was clean
and cheery, even though the murals
were slightly outlandish. Some am-
bitious artist had mixed colors at ran-
dom, ornamenting the walls with a
brush that must have been used for
house-painting. Everything about the
place made us laugh: the "good music"
cab driver Malcolm had told us about
was a three-piece organization which
included a banjo player who never
stopped grinning, the proprietor was an
enormous fellow who told us he had
been a ship's cook for seventeen years.

But the biggest surprise was that Mal-
colm came into the place with us and
introduced us to the proprietor.

THIS is me brother-in-law, Chink
Moiphy," he said, pointing a thumb

at the mammoth host.

"Chink can really rassle them pots.

And his ersters is out of this woild."
Chink beamed and said he'd be glad

to try for us, and if we wanted some
spaghetti on the side it would be no
trouble.
Barnsley never lost that amazed ex-

pression. He agreed it would be nice to

try the "ersters," but suggested that

maybe we could have something warm-
ing on such a cold night. We settled

for a bottle of sauterne that went with
the meal.
There were not many people in the

place, just a few other tables were oc-
cupied; but there was a sociability

about the atmosphere of the little tav-
ern that brightened our hearts. And
all at once things started to happen. A
man from another table came over and

introduced himself to us. He said he
and his wife were celebrating their
tenth wedding anniversary and he'd
like us to drink a toast to their wedded
bliss. Then the amazing band began
to play and everybody began dancing.
Chink Murphy, the proprietor, raised
his voice in song; and everybody joined
in.

Barnsley took my hand and led me to
the tiny dance floor. There wasn't
much room for fancy stepping, but that
was satisfactory to Barnsley and me.
We waltzed to the strains of the funny
little band and loved it. It's funny
how everybody thinks his or her danc-
ing is the best; and we were no excep-
tion to the rule. Maybe it was the lift

of the wine, maybe it was the genuine
conviviality of the people around us

—

surely it was the fact that Barnsley
and I were dancing together for the
first time.

My heart and soul were singing and
there was only the consciousness that

such enjoyment would have to end to

bring me back to reality from time to

time. And it was at such times that

I'd rest my head on Barnsley's shoul-
der as we danced.
We didn't talk much, but once ]

startled Barnsley by asking him what
his folks called him when he was a

little boy.
"They called me Barney. Why?"
"Because my folks always called me

Willie."
He stopped dancing for a moment,

looked into my eyes.

"Willie Snyder. Why that's wonder-
ful! From now on I'll call you Willie."

That was the moment I had been
planning for all those months in my
subconscious. As I looked into his eyes

I saw something that brought us closer,



tore down all the barriers I didn't want.
"O.K. . . . Barney," I replied.
I suppose if I had dramatic talents

I could have capitalized on that mo-
ment's mellowness, but other factors
came into play. The band began play-
ing "Good Night, Ladies," somebody
threw a light switch that brightened
the tavern for a minute, then another
that darkened it. People began filing

out to the street, and we went along
with them. The last thing I heard as
we stood on the sidewalk was Chink
Murphy calling out: "Come again,
folks."
Then we were back to reality. I be-

gan to shiver in the night air. We
walked a few blocks before we got a
taxicab and I regretted it wasn't our
good friend, Malcolm Ray, driving.
Barhsley had his arm around the
cushion of the seat and I couldn't feel
it with my head. I felt sad again. I

' tried to recapture the enjoyable at-
mosphere of the little tavern but as
we got farther away from it it seemed
as though we were leaving something
I wanted very badly, something I had
dreamed about for all my life.

Barnsley was silent for most of the
ride back to the hotel, and I didn't
utter one word. We both seemed en-
grossed in our own thoughts, and may-
be it was just one thought. I knew,
and I imagined he knew, that we had
found something together in that little

restaurant; and when the proprietor
had closed the doors it was as though
he were ending the only exciting chap-
ter in two very dull lives.

He squeezed my hand just once as
he left me at the elevator. He smiled
a smile that was perplexing. He said
he'd see me in the morning.

I didn't sleep right away. Too many

thoughts were crowding my brain,
thoughts that carried the past in un-
happy procession. I could see Worth
City with all its smallness, its con-
finement; and, although I knew that
every place of living can be walled in
by your own designs, I believed that
Worth City would never be a happy
place for me again.

WHAT was wrong with Worth City?
A better question would be: What

was wrong with me? I didn't know the
answer to that one. But I did know
that any self-examination of my per-
sonality would expose the deficiency
in my life. That was it, I had a de-
ficiency of romance just as another
person might have a deficiency in her
diet. And the heartbreaking thought
was that everything was near to me,
yet so far.

In the morning I covered the tur-
moil within me with a smile; and my
cheeriness was easier because he was
not there to talk to. I wondered why
he didn't attend the final session of
the convention, and I couldn't believe
his absence had anything to do with
the night before.

It was not until late in the afternoon
that I met him in the elevator. He had
a new look in his eyes and he touched
my hand as I stood next to him. He
asked me if he could come to my room,
that he wanted to talk to me for a few
minutes. I said yes, and again I cov-
ered the excitement that pounded my
heart with a smile.
"Today I saw New York," he said

when he took a seat near the window
of my room. "I saw the Battery, and
Central Park and some kind of art
museum. I walked and I rode in taxi-
cabs and in the subway. I saw millions COSMETIC DISTRIBUTORS. INC.. NEW YORK 1 7. H.I.
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DON'T CUT CUTICLES
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moves rough, dead cuticle

without scissors, and helps

keep nails more flexible, easy

to shape. Manicare brings
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and a stain remover, all in one.

Keep nails nice. Avoid hangnails or brit-
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color-control method of
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watch your hair take on the
beautiful, natural - looking
color you desire, quickly

—
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youthful hair shade you want. Pronounced
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(no skin test needed). Will not harm your
wave or change the smooth, soft texture of
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90

hair beauty by using Mary T. Goldman's in
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So help yourself to beautiful hair—today I
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guarantee. Or, if you'd rather try it first,
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of people, and I asked myself a hun-
dred questions."
He took his eyes from the window

and looked at me.
"Every question I asked myself in-

volved you," he said. "I was flounder-
ing like a drowning man, and suddenly
I knew I had to come back here and
be with you."

I didn't say anything but I knew
he was still floundering, just as badly
as I was; but it takes a person in dis-
tress to recognize another's problem.
That made it easier for me. I encour-
aged him with my eyes and h'e went
on.

"Willie . . . we're supposed to go to
the Waldorf Roof tonight . . . guests
of the convention. Willie ... I don't
know what's wrong with me, but I
don't want to go to the Waldorf Roof."
My heart was laughing then.

"You, Barney. You want to go to The
Eagle's Nest, don't you? You found
something there last night, Barney. I

found it, too. We both found it, so we
have to share it."

He was laughing happily, then. And
he was putting his arm around my
shoulder. I was telling him I had to
make myself ready if we were to go
to dinner. He was telling me to hurry,
not to bother about getting dolled up.

"But what would Chink Murphy say
if I didn't powder my nose, Barney?"
No one would take us for children,

but who could deny our youthful
spirits? It wasn't time or people or
cities or countries that made people
happy. It was something else that ran
like a deeper river in life and for the
first time Barney and I were experi-
encing it.' His eyes were like a college
boy's, his embrace just as confident.

"It will only take me ten minutes
to get ready, Barney."
"Then what?"
"Then The Eagle's Nest."
"Then what?"
"Then back to Worth City tomor-

row."
"Then what?"
I refused to answer, but he knew

and I knew that we would be together
from that day on. His job and mine
would be joined, and maybe I wouldn't
have any job but be the wife of Barns-
ley T. Geller. It was looking ahead,
'way ahead.
And do you know that all of it has

come true?

RESERVE YOUR COPY
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TODAY
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RADIO MIRROR for you regu-

larly. Place a standing order

with your dealer—don't risk

disappointment.



As Long As We Love
(Continued from page 31)

how very much I'd rather have you
with me."
Those next few weeks were like liv-

ing in the middle of dreams from which
you never woke up. Some of them were
nightmares—when Sara told her moth-
er that she wasn't going to marry
Jack, and the wedding was called off,

and the presents sent back, and the
whole town talked and talked as if it

had nothing else in the whole world
to talk about; some of the dreams were
sweet—the times when I could be alone
with Sara, and for a few minutes we
could forget Jack, and her mother and
father, and the town's wagging tongues.

It was harder for Sara than for me.
Jack knew, I think, from 'the start,

and certainly Sara's parents suspected,
that if I had never come to South Ches-
ter, the wedding would have gone off as
scheduled. 'Perhaps some of the town
gossips had their suspicions, too, but
nothing they could come out in the
open with. I had it out with Jack—

I

had to, to clear the air. I couldn't work
side by side with him, in the store his
father had left to both of us, with a lot

of suspicions and hard feelings like

a wall between us.

"|~|0 YOU want me to get out?" I" asked him point blank one morn-
ing. "Would you like me to clear out of
town, Jack?"
He put down the gradient into which

he was measuring drugs, and shook his
head slowly. "No—no, Alan, I don't.
I can't break up our whole lifetime of
friendship, and the partnership Dad
wanted us to have, because of some-
thing that wasn't your fault. Nor Sara's
fault, either. I don't want you to leave,
not even if—if you marry Sara."
We shook hands, then, and it cleared

the air a little, at least as far as the
store, and Jack and I, were concerned.
But it didn't help any with the town,
or with Sara's parents. And it didn't
help to settle things between Sara and
me, either. Sometimes I'd get angry, and
feel as if she were bending over back-
wards trying to be fair to everybody

—

she went out with other men in town,
too, for one thing.

"We'll have to wait and see," she'd
tell me, over and over. "If we're really
in love—well, that's worth waiting for,

isn't it? And I've got to be sure, Alan

—

don't you understand? I thought I was
sure before, with Jack. I've got to be
sure!"
But in the end it was Sara who came

to me, Sara who said, "Let's get mar-
ried, Alan—now, right away! I can't
stand it any longer. I can't stand the
way mother looks at me, or the way
conversation begins to buzz the minute
I leave a store, or walk down the
street. I can't stand to keep meeting
Jack accidentally—oh, I can't stand
any of it another minute." She laughed
ruefully. "We might as well give them
concrete fact instead of speculation to
gossip about, Alan. I—I'm ready to
marry you, if you want me."

If I wanted her! There simply weren't
any words to tell her how much I
wanted her. So we went off to Fulton
and were married quietly in the office

of a Justice of the Peace there. And
we had two wonderful, crazy-happy
weeks of honeymoon. And now it was
over, and I lay on the bed watching
Sara as she fixed her hair, getting ready
for the trip -back to South Chester.
So we smiled at each other in the
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mirror and said, meaning it, "As long
as we love each other, nothing else
can ever matter."

Well, it was worse than either of us
thought it could be. For one thing,
there is a housing shortage in South
Chester as there is everywhere else,
and we had to move into the apartment
Jack and Sara had leased for them-
selves and which was furnished with
the things her parents had given them
as a wedding present. It was an attrac-
tive little place and ordinarily I would
have been crazy about it. But moving
into it, using the things that had been
intended for Jack and Sara to use, made
me feel like an interloper. If you know
what I mean, it was sort of like wearing
a dead man's shoes. Here I was living
in the place he'd planned to live, mar-
ried to the girl who, up until a little

while ago, he'd planned to marry. It

bothered Sara, too, but there was noth-
ing we could do about it. There was no
other place to live.

AND for another thing, I had to see
** Jack every day at the store. I felt

apologetic toward him, yet I knew
apology or pity was the last thing in
the wotW he wanted. Poor guy, he
hadn't done anything to deserve los-
ing Sara and yet he had, and he'd had
to face the gossip and the curiosity all

alone while we were away. He told
me with a sort of bitter humor that
business had been better than ever the
weeks we were gone—people were
coming in to buy things they didn't
need just to see how he was taking
it. It was impossible for us to be
natural with each other; all the old
companionship we'd had as kids was
gone. I'd start to tell him something
Sara had done or said the night before,
or to talk about her in the way any
new husband would about the wife
he was crazy in love with—and then
I couldn't. It seemed too cruel. Jack
said that he hoped we would always
be friends, the three of us, but that
right now he didn't" want to see Sara.
"I know you two couldn't help what
happened," he said, "but—well, I need
a little time to get used to it." I knew
how he felt. After that one time, we
didn't talk about it any more.
But the worst thing of all, and the

thing that hit Sara the hardest, was
the attitude of her family. Especially
her mother. "She says what we did
was terrible and unforgivable," Sara
sobbed in my arms the night after
she'd been to see her parents for the
first time. "She says you're a—a no-
good, that no decent man would do
what you did, and—and she said our
marriage couldn't last."

I comforted her as best I could. I

said her mother was naturally hurt
and shocked but that she would get
over it in time and that we'd prove to

her that our marriage not only could
last but would be a wonderful one.
I knew it had been pretty hard on Mrs.
Ansell. She had always been crazy
about Jack; the families had been
friends since he and Sara were babies.
You couldn't really blame her for not
liking me.
"But she and Daddy won't even

come to see us," Sara cried. "They
don't want to see you."

"They'll get over it," I promised her.
"And remember, darling, what we said:

as long as we love each other—

"

She threw her arms around me and
held me close. "Of course, darling. It

doesn't really matter. Only—I wish
they'd be more reasonable. I want
them to know you and love you as I



know you and love you."
Everybody in town was talking about

us, of course, and watching us. South
Chester hadn't had a scandal like that
in years: Sara Ansell jilting the man
she'd been engaged to for years on the
eve of the wedding was bad enough,
but marrying his cousin whom she'd
only known a few weeks really capped
the climax. I could feel the whispering
everywhere I went, no matter what
I did. Customers in the drugstore
looked at Jack and me curiously as if

they constantly expected us to get into
a fight. All of them seemed to be siz-

ing me up, to see if I really were a
devil with horns who had lured a
sweet, innocent girl away from a fine

guy like Jack. Once, old Miss Higgins,
Sara's maiden aunt, came in to have a
prescription refilled and refused to
let me wait on her: She insisted that
Jack fill it. After she left, I laughed
and said, "You'd have thought I was
going to put poison in the bottle." But
it, really wasn't very funny.

I seemed to be living all the time in
a state of tension. I had to be extra-
careful of everything I said and did,
around • Jack especially, but also
around everybody else. As Sara said,

"It's as if the whole town were watch-
ing to see our marriage break up so
they can say 'I told you so.' " When
Sara and I were alone together, it

didn't matter so much. We could forget
everything and everybody else. But
whenever we went out together to see
some of her friends, or had them at
our house, the tension came back. It

was as if we were always trying to
prove' how happy we' were together so
that they would stop whispering among
themselves that "it.couldn't last." And
whenever Jack's name was mentioned
inadvertently, an embarrassed hush
would fall over the group. Nobody
could be natural and easy.

AND of course, during the days when
I was at work, Sara had her mother

to contend with. The Ansells still hadn't
been to see us or had us over to see
them, though Sara had seen her par-
ents alone. "If you'd just give Alan a
chance," she pleaded with her mother.
"If you'd just see him and get to know
him!" But Mrs. Ansell was set against
me; she said I had behaved dishonor-
ably. And she made a point of seeing
Jack a lot as if to show the town whose
side she was on. Well, I could under-
stand how she might not like me for
what I had done. Her refusing to ac-
cept it was what made me mad be-
cause it made it so hard on Sara. I

could always tell when she'd been over
to her mother's because she'd be so
depressed when I got home.
Then one day Jack and I had an

argument at the store. It was, of all

things in the world, about what to put
in our display window. Under ordinary
circumstances, we might have mildly
disagreed about it but -it wouldn't have
been anything the least important.
That day, out of the long strain, it

got magnified out of all proportion
and each of us found ourselves angrily
telling the other that he not only knew
nothing about running a pharmacy but
about anything at all.

All of a sudden, right in the middle
of the argument, I stopped and said as
quietly as I could: "We're acting like
a couple of kids, Jack." Then I took a
deep breath. "I'm sorry for all that's
happened"—you know that. It's been
tough on you but it's been tough on
Sara and me, too. Would you rather
I sold my share in the store and just
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Day or Night...
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Nothing has yet been created so enticing as this

exquisite simulated Gardenia for your hair, dress or
coat. By day it makes heads turn your way. At night
it makes folks exclaim in admiration as it glows in

the dark. Not $5,not even $2,but only $1.

A\. Mail on-approval coupon today.

Fashion dictates a delicate clus-

ter of three soft-colored "cuddly" Tea Roses for
certain moods. A rose, a pink and a yellow almost
full blown. Bewitching by day, glowing softly at
night with strange new allure. Examine on approval
. . . and if not utterly delighted, pay nothing. Check
Tea Roses on coupon and mail order today.

ORDER TODAY

This gorgeous, life-

^ like Orchid glows in
\ the dark ... is a sen-
v; sation wherever you
S; go. So much like exact
Y color, look, feel of
\ costliest orchids, itW actually seems real.

|\\ Helps beautify your
' every costume. And
the price . . . unbeliev-
ably low . . . only $1
when you send coupon.

SINGLE TEA ROSE
WITH YOUR ORDER
This delicately alluring: Tea

that erlowB in the dark, will be
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cleared out? Sara and I could go get
started somewhere else

—

"

Jack looked at me for a long time
and then he slowly shook his head.
"No," he said. "And I'm not just being
noble or anything about it. I really need
you, Alan—you've had a lot more ex-
perience than I have. I want you to
stay—I mean that. And I'm sorry about
today. Let's forget it. . .

."

So we shook hands and tried to for-
get it. But it stayed with me all the
rest of that day, and rankled. On the
way home to dinner that evening, I

suddenly wanted a drink. I needed it.

I'm not much of a drinker ordinarily,
but that was a time when I felt I had
to have one.

I stopped at a bar, but I didn't have
one. I had five whiskies in quick suc-
cession, and when I left there I was
feeling fine. I knew I was drunk but
I didn't care. I'd go home and get Sara
and we'd go out and have ourselves a
good time and forget all the stuff that
had been troubling us. Let the rest of
the world go climb a fence. Sara was
all I wanted or would ever want.

I had a little difficulty with the steps
up to our apartment. I stumbled a
couple of times, but I was feeling too
happy to care. I began to sing a song
we'd sung in the Navy and I threw
open the door with a bang.
Mr. and Mrs. Ansell were sitting

there in the livingroom with Sara.
"So they've finally come to see us,"

I remember thinking. "We'll take
'em along with us and do the town

—

we'll take everybody along. . .
." And

I started over to greet them.

ONLY I forgot about the rug. That
little rug that sometimes slipped on

the floor Sara kept so well polished.
Well, it slipped that time. And I ended
up prone on the floor at Mrs. Ansell's
feet. I thought it was one of the funniest
things that had ever happened to me
in my whole life. I sat up and began
to laugh. I laughed and laughed, mostly,
I remember, at the expressions on their
faces. They looked so surprised.
Then I heard Mrs. Ansell say some-

thing that sounded like "Disgusting!"
And Mr. Ansell got up and said they'd
better go. And after a while there was
nobody there but Sara and me, and she
was crying and I was beginning to
get sober.

What she was saying made me
soberer than the black coffee I drank
or the cold shower I took. "Here I

work and work to get them to give
you a chance," she told me furiously,
"and what happens the very first time
they come to my house? You come
home falling-down drunk! Now they'll

never forgive you. They'll think I've

married a drunkard. And maybe I

have!"
I knew how she felt, but I thought

she was being darned unfair. "It's not
as if I came home drunk all the time!"
I told her. "This is the first time I've

had too much to drink in years, and
believe me it will probably be the
last. But how was I to know they were
coming tonight?"
"How could you? How could you?"

she kept saying over and over.
I got mad. Here was Sara blaming

me for everything!
We had our first quarrel that night.

It was a bad one. All the resentment,
the little doubts we'd had, came out in

our anger and we said things that hurt.

I can't remember all we said and I don't
want to because it was the kind of
quarrel that shakes you way down in-

side. About four o'clock the next morn-
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3. NOT DRYING or SMEARY.
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ing, we made it up. Or, at least, we
thought we did. We went to sleep in

each other's arms, swearing it would
never happen again. But it was only
half a reconciliation.

It was as if all the little doubts and
frictions had, by being forced into the
open and expressed, become big and
basic ones. Instead of being put away
somewhere in the faith that we loved
each other and could surmount any
difficulty, now the question "Is our
marriage a failure?" came right out
and had to be looked at. I felt as if I

were constantly living with that un-
spoken question, trying to find the
answer, weighing with new values
everything that happened. Sometimes,
when we were alone together I could
again lose myself in loving Sara and
forget everything else. But other times
I couldn't. We both tried hard, but it

got to be like a barrier between us.

Sara finally persuaded her parents
to come over and see us again. We tried
hard to make the evening a success,
but it was a flat failure. I apologized
to them for being drunk when they
came before, and they said they under-
stood but they didn't. Mr. Ansell and
I tried to talk naturally together but
I felt all the time he was looking at
me with suspicion and deciding I real-
ly wasn't a fit husband for his daugh-
ter. And his wife was even worse. Her
hostility made me feel I was doing and
saying everything wrong. When they
left I felt they thought even less of me
than before.

THAT night we had another quarrel.
Oh, rather, it was the same one; it

just got started differently. Sara ac-
cused me of being rude to her parents
and not making enough effort. I said I

hadn't been rude but that I couldn't
stand being looked at like a criminal on
parole who might murder somebody
at any minute. And that led to other
things that maybe we didn't mean when
we said them or maybe we did. It's hard
to tell when you're that unhappy. We
didn't make it up in each other's arms
that time. Sara cried herself to sleep
and I lay for a long time looking at
the darkness and wondering where
everything that had seemed so won-
derful had gone. All the closeness that
we'd had from the moment we'd met
—where was it now? We couldn't have
been mistaken and yet—and yet look
at us now, poles apart and saying bit-
ter, hurting words. If we could only
manage somehow to get back to what
we'd had at first. If we could just shake
off South Chester and all the people
in it. . . . That was how I got the idea
of going to the cabin.

I told Sara about that idea at break-
fast the next morning. Her family had
a shack up on the shore of one of the
big lakes in our part of the country
where Sara had spent the summers
in her childhood. She'd told me about
it many times and said how happy she'd
been there and how she wanted us to go
sometime so I could see and share
what had meant so much to her.
"Next week-end's Labor Day," I said

to Sara. "Why don't you try to find
out if your family plans to use that
shack of theirs you told me about over
the holiday? If they're not going to
use the place, why couldn't we go up
there, just the two of us, for a couple
of days? We could take supplies and

—

well, it would be sort of like our honey-
moon all over again, when we didn't
worry about anything except how much
we loved each other."
Sara looked happier than she had

Thrilling . . . effective ... the new
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For Enchanting Color Effects and

Sparkling Lustre ... use this

new "make-up"

for the hair

If your complexion is lovely, but no one notices

... if your eyes are beautiful, but no one re-

sponds . . . drab-looking hair may be to blame!

What you need then is Marchand's Make-TAp
Hair Rinse to give your hair the color and bril-

liance that will turn admiring glances your way!

So simple to use, so safe, Marchand's J\iake-

Xlp Hair Rinse can enrich the natural color of

your hair . . . give it a "warmer" or "cooler"

tone . . . even blend little gray streaks in with

the original shade! A color chart on the package

shows which of the 12 Marchand shades will

give you the effect you want.

After your shampoo, simply dissolve .Mar-

chand's Rinse in warm water and brush or pour

it through your hair. Almost instantly, soap-film

disappears! Your hair is bright with shining new
color . . . softer and more manageable, too!

Not a bleach — not a permanent dye — Mar-
chand's Rinse is absolutely harmless. It goes on

and washes off as easily as your facial make-up.
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Sweetheart Design! j
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SHAPED STONE
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any size finger. Satisfaction guaranteed
or money back. Act Now 1 War condi-
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SEND NO MONEY!
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Simulated Birthstone
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for a long time. "That's a wonderful
idea! Maybe up there , away from
everyone, we could—we could—" She
stopped, but her eyes said what she
couldn't find words for.

"That's what I thought, too," I told
her. And when I left to go to work I

felt better than I had for a long time.
Sara asked her father about it, and

he gave her the keys. He and Mrs.
Ansell weren't going to use the place,
he told her—they were going up with
Jack to the Howells' cottage, which
was about ten miles beyond their own.
When she told me about it, I knew she
was feeling sorry that we couldn't all

spend a family holiday together, the
way other families do, and in a way
that dampened our enthusiasm a little.

Sara and I started out early Satur-
day morning and, from the first, things
seemed to go wrong. We had trouble
with the car, and we were hot and
tired when we finally got to the shack.
It was a rough little place—just one
big room, a big porch, and a kitchen

—

flimsily put together; but it was attrac-
tively situated up on a high hill over-
looking the lake. The day was breath-
lessly close and by the time we had
unpacked the car, taken the heavy
wooden shutters off the windows, swept
the floor, made the beds, put away the
supplies, washed the dishes and made
the place livable, we were hotter and
tireder than ever. Maybe we were both
counting too much on what this little

vacation might do for us, the miracle
it might bring to pass. Maybe we were
both trying too hard and were nervous
and over-tired. Anyway, for whatever
reason, we couldn't seem to relax with
each other and none of the closeness
we'd expected once we were alone to-
gether was there at all.

Almost as soon as we got settled in,

Sara brought up the subject of our
leaving South Chester for a while.
She'd been thinking about it a long
time, she said.

"If we could go away and you could
get a job somewhere else, Alan! Then
in a year or so, when people have had
a chance to forget about us and when
the family and—and Jack have gotten
more reconciled, we could come back
and everything would be better."

I slowly shook my head. "If we go,
it will have to be for good," I said.

"You can't get yourself established in

DECEMBER RADIO MIRROR
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one place, throw it all up, go get your-
self started some place else and throw
that up, and then: come back to the first

place again. Uncle Jack left me half

the pharmacy. If I sold my share, I

couldn't buy it back whenever I wanted
to. It wouldn't be fair to Jack. Besides,

it takes time to get started as a pharma-
cist
—

"

"Oh, I didn't mean anything like that.

I meant if you could get a job doing
something else for a while. Anything.
Just temporarily, until we felt we
could come back, after all this had
blown over."

"But, Sara, I want to be a pharmacist.
That's my business—what I've been
trained for. I learned a lot in the Navy
about helping people—it's important to

me."
"Is it more important than my hap-

piness?" she demanded. And, before
we knew it, we were quarreling again.

It doesn't matter now what we said.

I guess none of it was very reasonable.
Not only the strain of the last weeks
but the awful disappointment that what
was to have been a second honeymoon
had ironically turned out like this

—

all the accumulation of it made us bit-
ter and resentful toward each other.

"If you really loved me," she said
finally, "you wouldn't want me to go
through any more of what I've had to
stand since we got married!"

""IVrOW wait a minute, Sara. You're
•*• ^ not the only one who's had to stand

it. I've had Jack and your family and
practically the whole darn town against
me from the start. Remember how we
said that as long as we loved each
other, it didn't matter what other peo-
ple said or thought or did? We said
our love was enough. You seem to have
forgotten about that."

She began to cry—almost hysterical-
ly. "Then we were wrong! It's not
enough. If it is why do we quarrel all

the time like this?"

I just stared at her, and I could feel
the anger mounting in me. The anger
and the hurt. What she had just said
hurt me more than anything else that
had ever happened. Our love was not
enough—that's what she'd said.

I got up. "Maybe you should have
married Jack Howells as you planned,"
I said, and went out and slammed the
door.

Hardly knowing what I was doing,
I walked down the hill to the lake
shore. I have never felt lower in my
life. I sat there a while, looking out
over the water without seeing it. Every-
thing in the world seemed to have gone
to pieces between Sara and me, and I

didn't know what to do or say to make
it come right. I didn't even know if

I wanted to do or say anything. Some
people, I told myself bitterly, make
mistakes when they get married. Maybe
we were two who did. It looked as if

everybody else were right and we were
wrong: our marriage wasn't lasting.

I don't know how long I sat there,
feeling like that. But suddenly I no-
ticed how still everything had gotten.
Not a leaf stirred and there was some-
thing strange in the air—a sort of elec-
tric feeling. I looked across the lake,
and there was a big, gray-greenish
cloud that seemed to cover half the
sky. It was going to storm. That was
all we needed, I thought savagely, to
make this weekend perfect—a bad
storm.

I got up to go back to the cottage,
and before I was half way up the hill
the wind started. It began with just
a few gusts but by the time I reached
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the shack it was like a big hand push-
ing at me. Sara met me at the door.

"It's going to storm," she said wor-
riedly. "Sometimes they're bad here
Maybe you'd better run the car around
to the back where it will be more pro-
tected." While I was doing that, she
began to get out the shutters we'd
just put away. "We'll have to board
up the windows," she called.
The wind came harder and harder

as we struggled with the heavy shut-
ters. The sky was completely overcast
now with that ominous gray-green, and
for the first time I began to get a little
worried. If the wind got any stronger
against our flimsy little cottage, no tell-
ing what might happen. As we got the
last board in place the rain came like
a torrent. I grabbed Sara and half-
oarried hw inside.

"Oh, Alan," she said, "I'm scared.
Once when I was little

—

"

"It'll be all right," I said with an as-
surance I certainly didn't feel. "We're
safe here. We'll get the fire going and
be cosy and warm."

It was then we heard the sound of a
car struggling up the hill. We ran to
the door as it reached the top. Through
the pelting rain we could see Mr. and
Mrs. Ansell and Jack fighting their
way toward us.

As they reached the house, Jack
panted, "Storm caught us on the way to
our cottage. Mind if we wait it out
here?"
"Come in!" I cried. "Come in."

HTHE three of them were soaked tox the skin even in that short distance
from car to house. In the flurry of find-
ing them dry things to put on and
trying to get the fire started I forgot
for the moment that this was the first
time Jack and Sara had seen each
other since the day we were married. I

looked over at them. She was helping
him into an old sweater she'd found
somewhere and they were both com-
pletely un-self-conscious. "Do you think
it's going to be one of the bad storms?"
she said in a worried undertone to him.
I caught Jack's eye and, ever so slight-
ly, shook my head. Jack gave her a
reassuring pat on the shoulder. "Oh,
no," he said lightly. "It just looks bad
at the moment."
Mr. Ansell had knelt down beside

me at the fireplace and we were trying
to get the fire going as rain trickled
down the chimney. In a whisper, he
said: "I'm afraid we're in for it. We
sometimes get storms here that are al-
most like tropical hurricanes—it's the
wind that's the* worst. This is an old
house and things might get kind of
dangerous. We've got to keep Sara and
her mother from being alarmed, and
we've got to keep any of the windows
from being blown out to avoid any
suction inside the house. Did you get
all the shutters up?"

I told him what I'd done and he
nodded. "You and Jack and I had bet-
ter go around and see that everything
is battened down tight."

Mrs. Ansell was out making coffee
for all of us on the old wood stove in
the kitchen. I knew she was worried
but she tried not to show it. "Some-
thing hot will make us all feel better,"
she said and smiled at us.
Jack and Sara's father and I tried to

make everything as secure as we could.
We propped things against the back and
front doors to keep them from blow-
ing inward and we watched the win-
dows. The wind was like nothing I
have ever heard. You could feel the
house shake every now and then as if

- u
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it were about to be torn right off the
ground. It was completely unprotected,
up there on its hill. It wasn't a good
spot to be in, and we all knew it.

We drank the hot coffee and Sara
told a funny story she'd read in the
paper and we all laughed. I was proud
of Sara. She was badly frightened but
she wasn't going to let anybody know
it if she could help it. I noticed how
she kept close to me. She touched me
now and then, on the hand or the
shoulder, and it was not only as if she
were seeking solace and protection
from being near me but as if she were
saying, "Don't worry, darling. We're
together."
Small branches and all kinds of de-

bris kept hurtling past the house as if

caught up and thrown by a giant force,
and an old tree, about fifty yards away,
went down with a mighty crash. Sud-
denly, the wooden shutter over one of
the front windows was ripped away
from its fastenings and went sailing off

like a straw in the wind. The next in-
stant, the window had blown in.

"Close up the opening!" Mr. Ansell
shouted. "Use a mattress off one of
the cots!"
Jack and I grabbed up the mattress

and stuffed it into the opening. It

wasn't much good and one of us had to
hold it in place against the strength of
the gale, but it was the best we could
do till we could find something better.
I turned around. Mrs. Ansell was
standing there and blood was dripping
from a gash in her arm.

THE glass," she said. "The flying
glass—"

I helped her over to the other cot
and made her lie down. Then while
Sara hovered over us, I put iodine on
the cut and bandaged it as well as I

could. It wasn't deep enough to need
stitches, but the blood was hard to stop
and I knew it hurt like the devil. Mrs.
Ansell didn't say a word. She just got
sort of white and clenched her teeth
and let me do what I had to. When I'd
finished, she looked up and tried to
smile. "Thank you, Alan," she said.
"It's a good thing to have someone who
knows about medicine in the family."
Suddenly I realized what was hap-

pening. There were the five of us
trapped there. Each of us had hurt the
others in one way or another. And yet,
facing the common danger, we'd all

forgotten about the hurt and the antag-
onism and had united in a common
cause and helped each other. During
that long, timeless hour we had all

known the house might go at any min-
ute and yet we'd tried not to let the
others suffer our fear. We'd each
thought more of the others than of our-
selves. It was the warm together-ness
that people who are close should have,
and which we five had never expe-
rienced before.

I looked at Sara and found her
watching me. In her eyes, I read the
same thing I was feeling and a lot
more besides. At that moment, she
looked more beautiful than I'd ever
seen her. I went over and, in front of
everybody, put my arms around her
and held her close. We didn't say a
word. We just held each other.

Then I thought of Jack. He and Mr.
Ansell were at the window straining
to hold that old, soggy mattress in
place, but they both smiled at me.
And I felt like going over and shaking
hands with both of them.

I don't know how long after that it

was that the storm began to die down.
Thinking back on it now, it all seems
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Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale
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on a money-back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today.

like a nightmare. Because there was a
time when the whole house trembled
so that I instinctively grabbed Sara and
put her behind me as if that would pro-
tect her if the roof went. That was the
minute Jack selected to whistle, "How
Dry I Am," and we all laughed hyster-
ically. But I remember the panic I felt

when I was saying inwardly, "Nothing
must happen to Sara! Nothing must
happen. . .

."

Finally it was over. It went almost
as suddenly as it came. We went out
and looked at the damage. Trees down,
debris all over the ground, a corner of
the porch gone. But the house had
stood through it all.

We worked on the cars to get them
started, and then we all got ready to
go back to town. While we were stand-
ing there in the wet-smelling night,
about to say goodbye, Jack said, "It's

been quite a party. But before we
leave, there's something I've got to say
to the host and hostess."
He turned to Sara. "I know now you

were right—about you and me, I mean.
We didn't really love each other—we
were just used to each other. I've
known that for a long time but I never
could bring myself to admit it. Hurt
pride, I guess—or something. Anyway,
I wished you luck and happiness once
before. But now I'm doing it again and
this time I mean it from the bottom of
my heart."

SARA reached up and kissed him on
the cheek. There were tears in her

eyes. "Thank you, Jack. I'll always
thank you for this."

Jack put his hand out to me. "I'm
sorry, Alan. I didn't make it easy for
you, I guess. But—I'm mighty glad
you stuck it out and that you're still

here and that—I—well—" He looked
as if he didn't know how to say any
more.

I grinned at him. "We'll name the
first boy after you," I said.

Mrs. Ansell moved up beside Jack.
"I've got a speech to make, too," she
said to me. "I want to apologize, my
dear, for the way I've acted. It's been
hard on all of us, but we've made it

unnecessarily hard for you, I know, and
—well, I want to say that I'm proud
to have you in the family, and—and I

hope Little Jack makes his appearance
very soon. Being a grandmother would
be about the nicest thing that could
happen to me." Then she blushed as if

she were about eighteen, and kissed
me.
"That goes for me, too," Mr. Ansell

said, throwing his arm across my
shoulder.

It was so darned good—to feel the
way we all did then, I mean. It was
as if, somehow, the storm had cleared
away a lot of things—all the things
that kept getting in our way and keep-
ing us from knowing each other. As if,

at last, we'd got down to fundamentals,
got past all the little petty dislikes and
the whisperings and shakings of heads,
to the things that really mattered.
They got into the car then, and drove

off. And I took Sara in my arms. She
clung to me, half-crying. "I'm so sorry
—Alan, I'm so sorry. It was wrong,
what I said about love not being
enough. It is enough—only you have
to learn about love, the kind of love
you live through the years with. . .

."

I kissed away the tears, and the lump
in my throat was so big I couldn't say
much of anything. Just, "Let's get in

the car, honey, and drive home, and see

if we can catch up with that elusive

second honeymoon of ours!"

PAIN
.

Headaches, Muscular Pains, Simple Neural-
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Dr. Miles ANTI-PAIN PILLS
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2301 N. Wayne Ave., Dept.G-8. Chicago 14, lllinoli
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140 Norm Dearborn Stmt Chicago, llllnok
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/ KNOW, DAUGHTER- GET
PAZO FOR THOSE SIMPLE PILES

Don't just suffer the agonizing pain,
torture, itching of simple piles. Re-
member, for over thirty years amazing
PAZO ointment has given prompt,
comforting relief to millions. It gives
you soothing, welcome palliative relief.

HOW PAZO OINTMENT WORKS
1. Soothes inflamed areas—relieves pain
and itching. 2. Lubricates hardened,
dried parts, helps prevent cracking and
soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling
and check minor bleeding. 4. Provides
quick and easy method of application.

SPECIAL PILE PIPE FOR
EASY APPLICATION

Pazo ointment tube has a specially de-
signed, perforated Pile Pipe, making
application simple and thorough. Ask
your doctor about wonderful Pazo oint-
ment and the soothing, blessed relief

it gives for simple piles.

PAZO SUPPOSITORIES TOO!

Some persons, and many doctors, pre-
fer to use suppositories. So Pazo is also
made in handy suppositories. Same
soothing relief! Get Pazo in the form
you prefer, at your druggists today.

A Product of

THE GROVE LABORATORIES INC. • St. Louis, Mo.

LEARN NURSING AT HOME
High school not necessary. No age limit
Send for FREE "Nursing Facts" and sample
lesson pages. Earn while learning. Act now!
Post Graduate Hospital School of Nursing

160 N. Wacker Drive, Chicago G, Illinois

*&/Nadinola's 4-way action he/pyou
CLEAR UP
EXTERNAUV CAUSED
GENTLY
LOOSEN

PIMPLES
BLACKHEADS

SSvDULLDARKSKIN
t^ Don't give in to unlovely skin! Try famous

Nadinola Cream, used and praised by thou-
sands of lovely women. Nadinola is a 4-way
treatment cream that helps to lighten and
brighten dark, dull skin—clear up externally
caused pimples—fade freckles—loosen and
remove blackheads. Its special medicated
ingredients help to clear and freshen your
skin—to make it feel softer, look smoother.
Buy Nadinola Cream today and use as di-

rected. A single treatment-size jar is posi-

tively guaranteed to improve your complexion
or your money back ! Only 55c at drug and
toilet counters; trial size 10c. Also

—

SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET*'

NADINOLA. Dept. 20, Pans Tennessee
Send me free and postpaid your new deluxe edi-

tion Beauty Booklet, richly printed in full color,
with actual photographs and sworn proof of the
wonderful results from just one jar of Nadinola.

Name. .

.
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.

City .State.

Sugar Savers
{Continued from page 50)

with waxed paper and grease again.
Start oven for moderate heat (375 de-
grees F.). Sift flour before measuring.
Measure into sifter

2 cups sifted cake flour

2 tsps. double-acting baking powder
% tsp. salt
3A cup sugar
Measure into bowl Vz cup vegetable short-
ening

Measure into cup
% cup milk 1 tsp. vanilla

Have ready
Vz cup corn syrup 2 eggs, unbeaten
Mix or stir shortening (by hand or

with electric mixer at low speed) just
enough to soften it. Sift in dry in-
gredients. Combine milk and syrup.
Add half the liquid and the eggs to dry
ingredients. Mix until all flour is

dampened, then beat for 1 minute. Add
remaining liquid, blend, then beat for
2 minutes longer. (Count only the
actual beating time. Or count beating
strokes, allowing 100 to 150 full strokes
per minute. Scrape bowl and spoon or
beater frequently.) Turn into pans and
bake at 375 degrees F. until done, 25
minutes. Between layers and on top
spread

Easy Fluffy Frosting

1 egg white
Pinch salt

Vz cup corn syrup (light or dark)
Vz tsp. vanilla

Beat together egg white and salt until
stiff enough to stand in peaks. Pour
syrup in fine stream onto egg whites,
beating constantly, and continue beat-
ing until mixture reaches spreading
consistency. Add vanilla.
For variety, bake Sugar Saving Quick

Cake in a 10 x 10 x 2-inch pan (350 de-
gree oven, 30 to 40 minutes), let it re-
main in the pan and while still hot
cover with

Praline Topping

V3 cup brown sugar, firmly packed
1 tbl. sifted cake flour

3 tbls. melted butter or margarine
1 tbl. water
V3 cup finely chopped nut meats.
Combine ingredients and mix well.

Spread, a small quantity at a time, over
hot cake in pan and bake in 350 de-
gree oven for 5 minutes. Cook and cut
cake in pan.

Old-fashioned Sponge Roll

% cup sifted cake flour

% tsp. double-acting baking powder
V4 tsp. salt

4 eggs, unbeaten
% cup sugar
1 tsp. vanilla

Grease 15xl0-inch pan, line with
waxed paper to ¥2 inch of edge and
grease again. Sift flour, then measure.
Combine baking powder, salt and eggs
in bowl, place over smaller bowl of hot
water and beat with rotary beater,
adding sugar gradually, until mixture
becomes thick and light-colored. Re-
move bowl from hot water. Fold in
flour. Add vanilla. Turn into pan and
bake at 400 degrees F. for 13 minutes.
Quickly cut off crisp edges of cake.
Turn out onto cloth covered with pow-
dered sugar and remove paper. Spread
with Vanilla Filling and roll. Wrap in
cloth and cool on rack, then cover with
Bittersweet Chocolate Coating.
For vanilla filling use one package

prepared vanilla pudding.

SCALP ODOR

No matter how fragrant your perfume,

it can't mask disagreeable SCALP odor!

That's what he could've told you as you

danced last night—the hat you wore today

would probably reveal your secret, too.

But why wait for an unfortunate situa-

tion to prove to you that just as the body

perspires, so does the scalp. And hair, par-

ticularly oily hair, collects disagreeable

odors. The result is SCALP ODOR—an un-

pleasant offense.

Make sure your hair doesn't offend.

Shampoo it regularly with Packer's Pine

Tar Shampoo . . . the gentle, pure, medici-

nal pine shampoo that leaves your hair

thoroughly cleansed . . . naturally fragrant.

The delicate pine scent does its work-
then disappears.

Get Packer's today

—at any drug, depart-

ment or ten-cent store.

PACKERS

suWpM

FOR LADIES OR MEN—Any Name Engraved Free
Add a personal note to your appearance with, this new, ultra

smart Identification Bracelet. A lovely bracelet you'll enjoy
wearing and be proud to own. Artistically designed, wide
curved name plate; strong link chain. A gleaming, shimmering
creation. Secure clasp. You'll be thrilled!

SEND NO MONEY— Wear on 10 Days Trial
Send name you want engraved. Satisfaction Guaranteed or
Money Back. Choice of Silver Plated or 14K Gold Piated.
Pay postman only 98c plus postage and 20% Federal Tar. or
Bave postage by mailing $1.20 and we pay postage and tax.

International Diamond Co., 2251 Calumet Ave., Dept. 185. Chicago 16, III.
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SANAPAK

SAFE!

ton-faced for «*j»* , . k layers
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l Good Housekeeping j

don't FORCE sleep!
TRY DR. MILES NERVINE

Often the harder you try to get to sleep, the longer

}

you stay awake. Dr. Miles Nervine (Liquid or Ef-

fervescent Tablets) helps to relieve nervous tension, to

permit refreshing sleep.Why don't you try it when you
are Nervous, Cranky, Restless? Get it at your drug
store. Liquid, 25c and $1.00; Effervescent Tablets,

35c and 75c. Caution; read directions and use only as

directed. Miles Laboratories, Inc., Elkhart, Ind.

Tumuli*
elry •e2£T

R

R

102

H0nd-MO
o.Ued with

personal!**"
N A M g

a M Y F '
R S

AA «tiarti>«»

Mil t»RRUl?oH

Patented and Manufactured by

ON GUARD, 30 Irving Place, New york 3, N. y.

SEND NO MONEY
Pay postman $3.95 plus tax and
small postage fee on delivery.

MAIL COUPON TOMT
ON GUARD Dept.211
30 Irving Place, New York 3. N. Y.

Send the ON GUARD SWORD PIN.

Name desired is

On delivery, I will pay postman
$3.95 plus tax and postage.
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Add ress
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The Two of Us
(Continued from page 39)

she was missing. I could have under-
stood it if she and Tom didn't love each
other, trust each other, so completely.
Or Mom hadn't been there to look
after Michael and Peter.
No, she had accepted narrowness and

now she was afraid of even peeking
over her prison walls.
Johnny and I went dancing. And it

was a shock, perilously sweet, to find
such delight in having a man's arms
around you. I hadn't realized that his
nearness would bring this suffocating
tide rising into my throat. I wouldn't
have believed that a man's voice hum-
ming a tune, off-key, in my ear could
make my heart tremble and plunge in

my body.
"Johnny—Sergeant Johnny—" and to

save myself I couldn't keep from ling-
ering over his name— "how did you
known white camellias would match
this dress when you brought them?"

"I didn't," he said, smiling down at

me. "I was really thinking of how they
would look in your hair—the white
flowers against your red hair." We
were at the edge of the dance floor

now and back in the shadows. It was
the work of a second to unpin the nar-
row long corsage. I bent my head and
felt his fingers as they fumbled in the
thick wave brushed back from my fore-
head, sensed their tenderness and pride
as he adjusted the spray to his satis-

faction.
Too late I saw my danger. It was

only when his fingers brushed my
cheek, when I heard his low whisper
"There!—little darling!" that I realized
how fast and far we had been moving
in the three days I had known him. And
it was my fault. I had done nothing to
check this growing intimacy.
We found our table and quickly,

shakily, I turned the conversation to
impersonal things, all the things girls

and boys since time began have talked
about when they're afraid to talk about
themselves. Had Johnny been to the
amusement park yet? What movies
had he seen recently? Had he read
that article in last Sunday's paper
about —? But somehow our talk drifted
from things to people—and from people
in general to ourselves in particular.

YOU'RE so intense, Mary Ellen,"
Johnny said, and his face was

sober. "You sound as if you were
rushing into life with your chin up and
banners flying. Why do you fight so
hard against fate?"

"Fate? —phooey!" I answered inele-
gantly. "I'm not fighting life. All I

want is to find my place in it where—

"

"That's easy." he interrupted. "A
woman's place

—

"

"If you say 'A woman's place is in
the home,' I'll scream, Johnny Sutton!
Maybe it is. I think home-making can
be a lovely profession for a woman.
But that's not what men mean when
they say that. They say it patroniz-
ingly as if pushing a vacuum cleaner
or polishing a floor were all the poor
dears were good for, and as if they
were afraid women might find some
interest, as well, outside those four
walls."
Johnny only grinned at me and got

up, seizing my hand.
"Come on—they're playing 'Home,

Sweet Home,' I want one more dance
with you. Next Saturday is a long way
off."

I went into his arms with a feeling of



intoxication. Next Saturday!—that
meant he was taking it for granted that
we would be seeing each other again!
I knew then that I wanted to see him,
to dance with him, to talk and argue
with him, more than I had ever wanted
anything in my life.

And while we danced and his arms
held me tight and close under the ar-
tificial blue moonlight of the muted
spotlights above the dance floor, an
exquisite, hurting sweetness welled up
inside me until I thought I couldn't
stand it. Until I had to move away
from him, slightly, so that his strong
body could not touch me.

It was late and the house was dark
when we came home. We lingered
for a moment on the steps and Johnny's
face was gloomy.
"Do you mean I can't see you for a

whole week except after you get
through work at the theater? Can't
you take a vacation, Mary Ellen?" He
hesitated for a .

moment, and then
plunged on. "I—I hate to think of you
working there. You look so darn cute
in that uniform and it kills me to think
of other men looking at you and trying
to date you."

I felt myself stiffening in anger.

"TPHAT'S a horrible thing to say!—
*• men looking at me! Girls are work-

ing in uniforms everywhere—in gas
stations and running buses and in the
Ar iy, too. Do you think it will be any
dif rent when I'm a secretary and
we ing dresses? It may not seem like
mu 1 to you, but it's my job and I like
it."

". ary Ellen!" He was so alarmed that
he s ripped my shoulders, hard. "I'm
sorj —I only wanted—I guess I'm just
jeal as. I guess when any man falls

in love he feels like shutting his girl

up in a castle so that no one else can
look at her."
The silence that fell between us then

was a hushed and waiting thing, alive.
When a man falls in love! We looked at
each other in startled, heart-caught
awareness—the twinkle in his eyes
changed to a kindling, burning glow

—

my own pulses had stopped beating.
And then he was holding me, kissing
me with a desperate hunger.

This is it, I remember thinking as his
mouth closed on mine. This—this
glorious tide that trembled through my
body—this is the purpose and the mean-
ing of being alive. This was the mean-
ing of those restless, Spring-drenched
days that had sent my feet wandering,
tramping the hills, until my body was
tired and I could sleep. This was the
Unknown that dragged me from my
bed on nights of harvest-moon to sit

with my forehead pressed against cool
panes, my heart aching with the beauty
of it—and with an unnameable longing.
This was the end—and the beginning.
Johnny was not just another boy I had
met. His arms around me belonged
there and my lips under his answered
his love. Then there were no more
thoughts—they were swept away in the
wave of feeling.
"Johnny—" I whispered, when I

could finally get my breath—"I love
you so much—and I'm so afraid our
love will hurt us—" I couldn't go on. I

couldn't put my fears into words.
"Hurt us?" He was perplexed. His

hands trembled in my hair. "How
could anything so wonderful hurt us?
It's all so plain now—no more wonder-
ing, no more searching. Just us, from
now on. The path is so clear, all marked
out for us by all the other people who
have fallen in love and got married
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and lived out their lives together." His
voice was sure and confident and I

lost my confusion in the tenderness
of his kisses.

In the days that followed my love
grew and grew. It was Johnny who
filled my every waking thought and
my last sleepy day-dream at night.
When I found him waiting for me out-
side the theater, the dark streets took
on brilliance. We lunched together in
the cafeteria near the business school
and my fingers would fly over the pot-
hooks I scrawled in my stenographic
notebook as I watched the hands of the
clock inch to noontime.
Our coming home every night took

on the air of a party. Mom outdid
herself to feed Johnny on his favorite
midnight snacks and Kate took to hav-
ing a nap in the middle of the day so
she could stay up and chat with us.

I could see how much these family
gatherings meant to him.
"When the war is over, we'll have a

home like that," he told me over and
over again, with a longing that showed
how much he had missed being one of
a real family in his childhood.
But I wondered. Couldn't he see the

pathetic emptiness that lay behind the
warmth of our house—an emptiness
that was only banished by his own
presence? Couldn't he see the frustra-
tions, the narrowness of Mom's life

and of Kate's? Hadn't he seen the
pleading in my mother's eyes when she
hinted that Johnny and I should make
our home with her after the war, when
we were married?

I tried to put it into words but it was
impossible. I loved my family so
much ... I couldn't discuss them.

"WfHEN you come back," I would
" protest, lightly, "I'll be working

in Purdy. I'll have a real job that will
be worthwhile. We will have a home,
Johnny, but you needn't think I'll just
be sitting there waiting for you to come
in nights. We'll be partners, you and I,

and when evening comes we'll have all

sorts of interesting, real things to tell

each other."
"And what do you plan to do with

Johnny, Junior? Put him in a filing

cabinet while you sit in your office

taking dictation?" he asked, the teasing
twinkle coming into his eyes again.

"I can't seem to make you under-
stand." Hopelessness tinged my voice.
"Being a mother is a full-time job

—

yes. But children grow up. Nursery
schools are wonderful things, where
children can learn to get along with
others, in rooms planned specially for
them—with toys they can't break

—

without a mother always snatching
things away and saying, 'Mustn't touch.'

A home never stays the same. Children
grow up and leave, conditions are dif-
ferent—I want to grow and change
with them. I want a chance first, be-
fore there are children, to find out what
I can do. I want to be in the swim of
things, have outside interests of my
own so that I'll never be useless or de-
pendent, not stuck away on the side-
streets of my husband's life.'"

But the meaning of my words seemed
to have escaped Johnny completely. He
pulled me into his arms in a fierce ges-
ture of love, burying his face in my
hair.

"I don't think I can stand it, Mary
Ellen." His voice was muffled. "It's so
darned sweet—and so far away—our
getting married and having a home and
children—" his kiss was hungry on my
lips.

There were only ten days left of his
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furlough when I realized that Johnny-
was hinting at our getting married
right away. And the thought terrified
me. I wasn't ready for it—neither of
us was ready for marriage when our
hopes pulled us in different ways. It

was a trap and we would be blundering
into it without planning, without un-
derstanding. It seemed to me that the
old ways, the old rules of married life

were what Johnny thought he had
found in loving me.
A wife who devoted herself exclu-

sively to his comfort and the care of
his children—who borrowed, repeated,
all her ideas from her husband—who
quoted his opinions on all subjects

—

who spent all her time and energies
within the walls of her home. I remem-
bered Johnny's words: "When a man
falls in love he feels like shutting his
girl up in a castle" and again "the path
is so clear, all marked out for us. . .

."

But I didn't want that path. It

seemed to me there were new rules

—

ones that women had fought for—and
they should not be relinquished. Wom-
en had shown they could take respon-
sibility in war-time work and do it

well, that their minds were intelligent
and their use in life something more
than housekeeping and child-bearing.

If only I didn't love Johnny so much!
The thought of perhaps being separated
from him with only this glimpse for
both of us of what love could be like,

with the promise when our hands
touched of what the reality of love
could be—that was unfair, unnatural. I

wanted us really to belong to each oth-
er. I wanted our letters to have tender-
ness and remembrance and promise to
read between the lines . . . something
to hold and cherish and come back to.

But marriage, to Johnny, with his
passion for fatherhood, meant a home
and children. And I wasn't ready for
either—not on his and my Mom's
terms.

It was on a Saturday when Mr. Tut-
hill, who ran the business school, called
me into his office. When I left in fifteen
minutes I was walking on wings. I

could hardly wait to see Johnny, to
reach our appointed meeting place near
the old quarry, to tell him my news.

"
'. . . the job is yours,' he said." I

was so excited I failed to notice John-
ny's tense stillness. "I'm to start work
next week for the Doorne Tool Com-
pany in Purdy. Mr. Tuthill said I had
the best record of any student in the
school and I was 'eminently qualified'
for the position. Oh, I'm so excited!"
"You mean you won't be here when

I come back? I can't picture you any
place else, somehow. I had thoughts of
seeing you for the first time, coming
out of your kitchen door, looking for
me—with your Mom standing behind
you with her apron twisted in her
hands, like she always does when she
gets excited

—
" he was stumbling slow-

ly over his words, trying to give me the
picture—"I had dreams of walking to
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the park with you and stopping to
speak to everyone—

"

There was more than just a wistful
notion behind Johnny's dreams. I knew
it was a way of life he wanted for me

—

safe and sheltered and waiting for him.
It might have been Dad talking to Mom—or Tom telling Kate she wasn't to
work because a man wasn't much if he
couldn't support his wife and kids.
These were thoughts and words I

dreaded and now I was hearing them
from Johnny. My heart plunged and
then grew ice-still.

"Mary Ellen—honey—let's get mar-
ried. Right now. I have a feeling you're
slipping away from me. I can't be
thinking of you in a strange place. I

won't know what your thoughts are or
who your friends are or what you're
doing. Let's get married, darling."
"Not now, Johnny—" I said in a low

tone, hardly able to speak over the
pain. "Not now—don't hold me back."
When he spoke again his voice was

harsh and terrible. "You're hard. It

doesn't matter to you how I feel, or
how I need you or your Mom needs
you. I don't think you are capable of
loving anyone."
His words were like knives, twisting

in my heart. Hard! When the very
core of being inside me melted at his
touch, when I wanted nothing in the
world so much as his happiness! The
shock of his words, the sight of his cold,
implacable face looking down at me,
made me dizzy. I hardly knew the
thoughts that were rushing through my
head, the need that seemed so over-
whelming to prove him wrong.

"XTOW can you say that—that I'm not
•*--* capable of loving you?" The words
were torn from me. My hands were on
his shoulders, entreating. "I do love
you. Not for protection or security or
safeness the way some women love."
Now I was being swept away by the
forces unleashed in me. It all seemed
so clear—the only way I could prove
to Johnny that I meant what I said. It

was a way I had never before even
considered, that an hour ago I would
have rejected as horrible—unbelievable
—but now it seemed right. Not only
right, but joyous and brave.

"I can't marry you now, Johnny, be-
cause I won't be like Kate. If I were
your wife you wouldn't let me go to
Purdy. You'd be tortured with jeal-
ousy, you'd be wondering where I was
and what I was doing. You'd grow to

hate me. Or, if I stayed home I might
hate you for putting me in prison.
These are things for us to think out and
work out and study, when you come
back, so that our marriage will be
beautiful for both of us." It wasn't I

who was speaking; it seemed to be
someone else—someone caught up in

my love and hurt and driving need to

be loved by Johnny. "You don't have
to marry me, my darling. I can be
yours, if you want me. I'm not afraid
. . . because love is bigger than a ring
or a ceremony. And I won't let it turn
into a meal ticket."

The silence between us grew and
grew, after I finished speaking. And
slowly—sickeningly—the exaltation of
sacrifice that had so filled me began
to ebb away. What had I said?—what
had I done to make Johnny stare at me
as though I were a stranger? My hands
dropped from his shoulders; I remem-
ber taking a step back in sudden fear.

It came so quickly I hardly knew
what had happened. The sting, the
feeling of his hand striking my cheek
was nothing—nothing to the white-hot
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anger that was smoulde.ring in his eyes.
Nothing to the betrayal I saw there.

"If I'd wanted that—I'd know where
to find it! I was asking you to be my
wife! I said you weren't capable of
loving anyone and now I know it!" He
was gone, raging down the quarry hill,

hardly looking where he was going.
He had slapped me. But I hardly felt

it. It was nothing to the brutality of
what he had said. I sank down on the
ground, too numb, too horrified, to cry.
What had I done? Slowly my own

words came back to me with a terrible
distinctness. And slowly the courage
and the pride that had gone into their
saying fell apart and only the cheap
shabbiness remained. I hadn't meant it

that way. It had seemed so right, so
natural. I had wanted to give myself to
Johnny to prove to him how much I

loved . . . without any demand for
security.

My thoughts swung like a pendulum,
striking against pain and confusion,
against hurt and bewilderment. New
rules—new ideas—I had said. But there
was only one rule, as old as time itself.

A man and a woman brought together
in their love, facing life together, hon-
orably and courageously. What did it

matter if one took an inferior place?
What did it matter if the partnership
were unequal? What more could a
woman want than a man's love and
protection and her place—no matter
how small—in his life?

SUDDENLY my home seemed to me a
wonderful place, a refuge. I got to

my feet, almost running. I remembered
the affection there had always been be-
tween Mom and Dad, between my
brother-in-law and Kate. What was
the secret these women had that I

didn't? Was it something that enriched
their lives instead of emptying it, as
I had supposed? I wanted to run home
and find that secret, to find the satis-

faction it seemed to me they had found.
But when I reached home I couldn't

find the right words to ask. Mom was
in the kitchen, rocking slowly back and
forth in her old, worn-out chair, her
strong, stubby fingers expertly shelling
peas. I kept my back to her so she
wouldn't see my distressed face and
pretended to need a glass of water at

the sink.
"Mom—" I began, hesitatingly . . .

"Mom, what are you thinking about?
What did you and Dad talk about, all

those years you were married?"
"Think! Talk!" Mom sniffed a little

and settled back in her chair. "That's
the trouble with you, Mary Ellen

—

with all you modern girls. You think
and talk too much. What you need is

a good husband and a family and you
won't have time to think about any-
thing but getting three meals a day and
keeping the socks darned. Thinking
doesn't get you any place

—

"

I had heard all this before and now
I left the room, not even caring that I

was being impolite. That wasn't the
answer I wanted.

Besides, what was the use? What was
the purpose in finding out where I had
been wrong—when there was no hope
of ever making things right again for
Johnny and me? He wouldn't come
back. He would never want to see me
again. I had thrown away the wonder-
ful thing we had and it was lying now
in the mud.

I dragged myself to the theater the
next night but it was an ordeal. In
spite of myself I couldn't resist a hope-
ful start every time a khaki-uniformed
figure swung through the outside door.
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But it was a hope that died and that
pained, more and more, in the dying.
The box-office had closed and there

was nothing more for me to do but to

watch the cooling system and the
sound; to check on the lounges for
carelessly-dropped cigarettes; to smile
politely at the townspeople I knew and
to ask them if they had enjoyed the
show. And, finally, nothing else to do
but stand at the head of the aisle and
watch the last reel of the show.
"Mary Ellen—" as if in a dream I

heard the low, urgent voice behind me.
And dreamlike I turned—to find John-
ny standing there, his coming so noise-
less on the thick lobby carpet I hadn't
heard him.
"Oh—Johnny—" my voice broke.

From the corner of my eye I could see
the manager, Mr. Birne, come out of
his office and lean against the staircase,
watching me. It wouldn't do for me to
be seen talking to Johnny.
Johnny saw my look and slipped

quickly into an aisle seat near the back.
My heart was pounding so that I was
sure everyone in the theater could hear
it. I couldn't go stand by Johnny's seat
to talk to him, nor could he stay in the
lobby with me, but I knew that if I

walked slowly down and slowly back
a few feet, we might be able to whis-
per without being caught. I moved
into the dark aisle, trying to look as if

I were making a mental survey of
vacant seats.

AS I passed Johnny, he caught my
hand, and I bent over to catch his

words. "Mary Ellen—I don't know
what to say, except that I was wrong.
I—I slapped you! And you were just

being sweet and brave and ..." The
whisper died out, and I backed away
quickly, as a mart scrambled across
Johnny's legs, and out into the aisle,

while Johnny got hastily to his feet to

let him pass.
Johnny slid back into his seat, and

the whisper came again. "But it

wouldn't do for us, honey—not for us!

The way I feel about you is the way a
man feels about his wife—marriage is

for us, sweetheart, and nothing else.

Marriage—for always."
Heads were beginning to turn.

Quickly I snapped on my flashlight and
pretended to be looking for some lost

object under the seats. This was dread-
ful! These were the things that should
be said under the blessing of the moon,
or close to a blazing fire in a shadowed
room—not here, in the impersonal
darkness of the theater, with a hundred
people within hearing! And yet it never
occurred to me, and apparently it didn't

to Johnny, that we could wait a little.

It was too important—no matter where
we were, these were things that we had
to say to each other now. Seconds were
precious—they couldn't wait.
When we had been silent for a mo-

ment, our neighbors' attention was
diverted from our love scene back
to the one that was being played on
the screen. But I couldn't keep still,

couldn't stay away from Johnny.
"I know, I know," I whispered to

him. "That's what I want, too—to
marry you now, anytime, if you still

want me, Johnny. I don't want a job.
I won't go away!"
He twisted in the seat until his face

was very close to mine. "That doesn't
matter, honey—the job, I mean. I dis-
covered that today. You'd be just as
much my wife, just as real to me, if you
were in Purdy, or here, or in—in Tim-
buktu! It's you—that's all that mat-
ters. Having you. What you're doing,
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or where you're doing it doesn't count
at—"
"Shhhhhhh!" That was the woman

in front of us. And heads all over the
theater were turning. As quickly, as
quietly as possible, I fled up the aisle.

Fortunately the picture was almost
over and I could spend the next few
minutes in the dressing room, changing
out of my uniform. Fortunate—because
I was too happy to stand still, too crazy
with joy to remain at my post at the
head of the aisle, too excited to really
care what Mr. Birne thought or anyone
else. I wanted Johnny.
We walked home, our steps echoing

softly through the silent, sleepy streets;

barely a light showing through any of

the curtained windows to tell us there
were still folks up and keeping us com-
pany. We didn't need people. There
were the stars and the soft, shaded pool
of the street lamp—and we had each
other.

"I love your town, Mary Ellen, but
without you in it it would be just

houses and concrete and people living

here I didn't give a darn about. And
the same goes for your home—without
you it would seem almost empty. If

you go to Purdy then that will be home
to me—because you are there."
"You really want me to go?" I asked,

wonderingly.

HIS face was serious when he spoke
and thoughtful. "I spent the day

with Mrs. Gray—the woman I told you
about who works in the war factory in
Purdy and whose son is wounded. He
was my friend overseas. She talked to

me today." His hand groped for mine
and found it. "She's been working ever
since the war started and she told me,
if it weren't for her son being in danger
and then being wounded, this would
almost be the happiest years of her life.

She's useful and needed and she's doing
a big job. She's alive. I saw her home.
It isn't as neat and pretty as yours, but
it has everything to make it a home.
Comfort and warmth and space for fun
and the little fixings that show it's a
place where you can really enjoy your-
self. I found out today you can't pour
people into a mold and make them stay
there. Big things are going on and
both men and women have their place
in them."

I could hardly believe this was really
Johnny talking . . . saying the things
I had always wanted him to say. This
was the real meaning of love, I knew
then—-not imposing your will on the
one you love, but loving him so much,
or her so much, that you couldn't help
but come around, sooner or later, to

the loved one's way of thinking. Pro-
vided, of course, I admonished myself,
that you meet him half way! And so I

turned my face up to his, and my heart
was singing.
"And I discovered, Johnny, that look-

ing after a man, wanting to do things
for him, is not a sacrifice. It doesn't
put me in an inferior position. Wanting
to do things for each other is a part
of the way we love each other."
He stopped me then. Stopped me

with his mouth on mine and his arms
around me, holding me so tightly we
seemed like one person and not two.
And welling inside me was that trem-
bling tide, made doubly precious by the
anguish we had known and the danger
we had just passed . . . the possibility
that we might have lost each other and
never again have known this feeling.
And this kiss was like a pledge and we
stayed that way for a long, long
time. . . .
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What's New From Coast to Coast
(Continued from page 11)

around trying to get over another new
program idea, which he's keeping a
secret for the time being.

When Hollywood citizens speak of a
movie as a quickie, they aren't always
kidding. Harvey Harding, more famil-
iar to you as a song star on Mutual
than as a movie actor, reports that not
so long ago, he went through the short-
est life span in history—anyway, in the
history of movies. He began working
in this quickie movie at 9 A.M. one
morning, playing the part of an eight-
een year old boy and died, aged 78 in
the script, at 3 A.M. the next day.

Hugh Studebaker, who plays Dr. Bob
on Bachelor's Children, sometimes
feels as though he had taken the Hip-
pocratic oath when he first started on
this job. He's been playing Dr. Bob for
ten years, now. And it's no accident that
Studebaker sometimes feels as though
he were really a doctor. Bess Flynn,
the writer of the show, patterned Dr.
Bob after a well known pediatrician
who is a personal friend of hers and
many of the incidents, illnesses with
which Dr. Bob is called upon to deal,
are real life stories which she's gathered
from her friend.

The finish of a radio program is al-
ways a source of great relief to the
participants. The strain is over and no
matter how it went, it's over. Expres-
sions used by radio personalities are in-
dicative of the tension they've been
under. After the finish of a Truth and
Consequences broadcast, for instance,
Ralph Edwards invariably says, "Okay,
boys—wrap it up." Jay Jostyn, Mr. D.A.
to you, always wipes his brow and says,
"Well, that's another." And maybe he's
got a right to that "sweat on the brow",
because he's one of the very few radio
actors who insists on memorizing every
script. Kate Smith's first words after the
show is off the air are, "How did it

go?" And two seconds after the final
note of his broadcast, Danny O'Neil says
simply but expressively, "Whew!"

The sidelines of radio people are very
interesting. Take Nathan Van Cleave,
the musical director for This is Your
FBI and star of his own show. Vari-
ations With Van Cleave. His sideline
is not only interesting—it's lucrative as
well.
Van Cleave wasn't satisfied with the

recordings of his broadcasts and, in ex-
perimenting with new methods of mak-
ing them, perfected new types of re-
cording needles and devised new ways
of measuring wave lengths and of cut-
ting records. He also developed a way
to reduce the vibrations of motors used
in recordings and reproductions, and,
in the process, created new tools. Many
of these tools were utilized in the war
effort.

* * *

Jerry Wald is always being compared
with Artie Shaw and Benny Goodman.
Personally, we think he's due to be
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Jerry Wayne, bobby-soxers'

delight, has his own new
variety show Fridays, CBS.

Frances Greer of the Metro-
politan is singing star of
MBS's Music for Remembrance.

called the Dorothy Parker of the clar-
inet. He's very fast on the snappy
comeback and the neat phrase. He's the
one who originated the crack that he
hated "Brass that was louder than it

was funnier". The piece of doggerel we
like best though is, "I hate drummers
who rush, announcers who gush, musi-
cians who lush and swooners who
mush."

:: * *

Here's a public spirited man. Delce-
vare King, board chairman of the Gran-
ite Trust Company in Quincy, Mass., has
bought three hundred copies of Norman
Corwin's "On a Note of Triumph", the
special program that Corwin wrote for
V-E Day. The books are being distrib-
uted to all the members of the U. S.
Senate and to servicemen in King's
home town.
Our hat's off to Mr. King. It's our

feeling that everyone in the country
ought to read and re-read Corwin's
script. That way, we'd keep before us
always the things that need to be done
to have a permanent peace.

* * *

Sometimes you can find that you're
able to do too much. Tony Barrett, for
instance, who specializes in accents on

Cornelia Otis Skinner teams
with Roland Young for the new
NBC Johnny Presents show.

the radio, recently found himself with
two parts in the same show. That would
have been all right. But he had to play
two kid gangsters—one with a foreign
accent and one that was a "Dead End"
type—and for three solid pages of the
script he had to talk back and forth
to himself, shifting from accent to ac-
cent.

* * *

GOSSIP FROM ALL AROUND . . .

Ralph Edwards has bought Groucho
Marx's home in Hollywood and will re-
main on the west coast. . . . Dick Todd
has been signed to a five-year contract
by the sponsors of the Hit Parade.
. . . Guy Lombardo and his Royal Can-
adians are working in an MGM movie,
titled "No Leave, No Love". . . . Good-
man Ace. Easy Aces star, is now do-
ing the scripts for the Danny Kaye show.
... Ed Wynn retired from radio be-
cause of ill health. . . . Sinatra will
probably settle permanently in Cali-
fornia, too, provided his sponsors okay
the idea. Frankie says it's better for
the kids out there. . . . The American
Forum of the Air, over Mutual is in
its 18th year now. . . . Charles Irving,
narrator on CBS America in the Air
was made an honorary chief by the
Chippewa Tribe of Indians in Minne-
sota. The name given him on his recent
trip out there is Chief Haha Ota, which
means Laughing Boy. . . .

THOUGHTS FOR THANKSGIVING
. . . that this year, we can really be
thankful . . . that this year, maybe the
large percentage of our boys will be
home to celebrate the holiday with us
. . . that this year, Thanksgiving Day
should be an international holiday, not
only an American one. For all over the
world, the guns are still, the destruc-
tion has stopped, the people are turning
their minds to building, not tearing
down, the children don't cry out in the
night with fear, terror of death-spitting
darkness, the men and women are able
to plan for the future . . . that this

year, the peoples of the world are be-
ginning to learn how to live and work
together in peace and decency . . . that
this year marks the beginning of a new
era among men on earth, the era when
peace will be the concern and the pre-
cious possession of all people, to be
guarded by them, to be built by them,
to be developed by them—together

—

into liberty for all men and equality
for all men and hope for the world.



Moonlight—and Home! Ellen's thoughts turn

to days ahead. "I want to keep 'just mar-

ried' happiness. And to keep my Camay
complexion, I'm staying on the Camay
Mild-Soap Diet." For your new beauty, pat

on Camay— so mild it cleanses without irri-

tation. Rinse warm. Add a COLD splash for

oily skin. Repeat night and morning.

It's still important— to make your Camay
last! Precious war materials go into soap!
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A face forever Eve . . . created for Revlon by Hurrell. Throughout the centuries intriguing . . . today this timeless woman touches

fingertips and lips with ageless red.

altogetherrwevx dare-you red

Nail Enamel and Lipstick ^^Bf^f^ » V^*
for matching fingertips and lips.

Most tempting new color since Eve winked at Adam!

Even "Fatal Apple" Face Powder is simply delicious.

And as ever, Revlon's staying power is terrific.
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