


Mrs. Kenneth Bryan Neal, New York City 
"I'm devoted to the Camay Mild -Soap Diet," confides 

this lovely bride. "My very first cake of Camay 
brought such delicate new softness to my skin." 

Softer, 
Smoother Skin 
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The magic of a softer, more velvety 
complexion can be yours ... with just 
one cake of Camay! Yes, you can have 
lovelier skin as quickly as that when 
you change from improper care to the 
Camay Mild -Soap Diet. Doctors tested 
this care on over 100 complexions. 
And with the first cake of Camay, most 
complexions sparkled with fresh new 
radiance, looked more sweetly soft. 

It cleanses without irritation 
In these tests, you see proof of Camay's 
mildness ... proof it can benefit skin! 

"Camay is really mild," said the doc- 
tors, "it cleansed without irritation." 
Surely the Camay Mild -Soap Diet can 
bring such striking improvement to 
your complexion ... so start with 
Camay tonight. 

Go on the Camay Mild -Soap Diet! 
Take just one minute, night and morn- 
ing. Cream Camay's mild lather over 
your face -nose, chin. Rinse warm. If 
your skin's oily, add a C -O -L -D splash. 
With your first cake of Camay, you'll 
see enchanting new beauty. " 
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Be saving with all soap during wartime. To help your 
Camay last, do this: 
*GET GOOD LATHER from just a few rubs on Camay. 
*TAKE CAMAY FROM THE WATER after lathering. Wipe 
your soap dish dry. *TUCK CAMAY SLIVERS inside a bath 
mit. You'll get grand lather! 
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hearts are drawn to a bright, sparkling smile! 

Smiles are brighter when gums are healthier. Guard against "pink tooth brush "...use Ipana and massage. 

YOU'LL celebrate Victory with a clear 
conscience. Because you're working 

hard toward it now. Good girl. After hours, 
you rate the best in fun,and romance! 

So powder your nose -and smile. Go 
out and have FUN! That smile, now - 
how d it look in the mirror? Did it spar- 
kle? Was it bright and captivating? 

That's the kind of smile that turns heads 
and hearts! If you'll notice, most popular 
girls aren't beautiful at all. But they all 
have a beautiful smile! 

So see to it that your smile is at its 
radiant best. Remember, a sparkling smile 
depends so much on firm, healthy gums. 

Never ignore "pink tooth brush "! 
If you see a tinge of "pink" on your tooth 
brush -see your dentist! He may say your 
gums are tender because soft foods have 
robbed them of exercise. And, like many 
dentists, he may suggest "the helpful stim- 
ulation of Ipana and massage." 

For Ipana is designed not only to clean 

Product of Bristol -Myers 

Start today WITH Ipana AND massage 

teeth but, with massage, to aid the gums. 
Let Ipana and massage help keep your 
gums firmer, your smile more sparkling 

Your Country needs you 
in a vital job! 

A million women are needed to serve 
on the home front -to carry on the 
tasks of men gone to war -to release 
more men for wartime duties. 

Jobs of every kind -in offices, stores., 
and schools - as well as in defense 
plants -are war jobs now. What can 
you do? More than you think! 

If your finger can press a button, 
you can run an elevator or a packag- 
ing machine! If you can keep house, 
you've got ability that hotels and res. 
taurants are looking for! 

Check the Help Wanted ads. Or see 
your local U. S. Employment Service. 
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a e ì FACE POWDER 

For that clear, flower -fresh complexion, you need 

the softer, lighter texture of Irresistiblé s new 

AIR -WHIPT Face Powder. Whipped into a deli- 

cate mist by mighty whirlwinds of pure, filtered 

air, Irresistible Face Powder is non- drying, color - 

true ... clings longer, giving your skin that satin - 

smooth, wonderfully clear complexion.... Try 

Skintone, the new AIR -WHIPT Powder shade! 

10c -25c SIZES - 

RESISTIBLE LIPSTICK. 

ATS ON LONGER... 
S- M- 0- 0- T- H -E -R1 

That "Irresistible something 

Is IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME, 

.,iSld. ...... 



The Lady on the Cover 
SHE'S still standing in New York Harbor. 

Her light has been dimmed, but it hasn't 
been put out, yet. She stands majestic and 
tall, her arm raised high toward the sky, 
her face turned towarà the incoming ships. 
She's the most famous statue in the world. 
The Statue of Liberty. 

Liberty is a word that lives deep in men's 
hearts. Since the world began, men have 
struggled and fought and died for it. And, 
today, our sons and brothers, sweethearts 
and husbands are fighting and dying all over 
the world in the most deadly, most wide- 
spread, most serious war that has ever been 
waged in all of history to decide whether 
men shall be free or live as slaves. 

This war is our war. We are the people 
-you and I -and we are the ones who have 
the most to lose, if this war is not won by 
the freedom loving peoples of the world. 

Think. Think of walking down familiar 
streets only when armed guards give you the 
permission. Think of working where you 
are told to work, for unlimited hours, for 
scarcely enough pay to keep body and soul 
together. Think of having your children 
taken from you and put in the care of 
specially trained teachers who will educate 
them to live by the New Order, because that 
is good for the State. Think of being afraid 
all the time, afraid to talk above a whisper, 
afraid to trust your friends and families, 
afraid to protest against injustice, afraid to 
pray. 

It's hard to Think of these things. It's hard 
to conceive them. Yet, in many places in 
the world, men and women and children 
live with these fears, day and night, every 
hour. What has happened to them, must 
not happen to us. What has happened to 
them, need not happen to us, not if we 
act in time, not if we act in unison, not if 
we fight, each in his own way, so that vic- 
tory can come soon and liberty may again 
be every man's right, from the day he is 
born. 

We cannot all fight at the front. We can- 
not all even work to make the weapons our 
fighting men need. But all of us can and 
must help to support these things. What 
if it means sacrifice? What greater sacrifice 
is there than that made by our fighting men? 
They give their lives, willingly, that we 
may be free. How small then does any- 
thing we give, anything we do, become 
when it is compared with this? 

The Statue of Liberty still stands in New 
York Harbor, the symbol of freedom - 
more -the symbol of America. The money 
you lend now, today, will keep her there. 
Your money loaned to your government to 
preserve your freedom! 

Buy that War Bond today! 

Half a minute with Mum ... 
and your charm is 

safe for hours - 
through busy day 
or dancing date. 
Use Mum every day, 
after every bath 
... Mum's quick! 

prevents risk of underarm odor 

Mum works instantly -, 
not by stopping 
perspiration, but by 
preventing risk of 
underarm odor. 
Mum's sure! 

keeps you nice to be near! 

OU TRY new ways to enhance your I appeal! The glamour of a smart 
hair -do -the lure of frills and ruffles. 

But even these clever tricks can fail if 
daintiness is lost -if the tiniest trace of 
underarm odor tells on you. 

So keep dainty this quick, sure way 
... use Mum! Even the most refreshing 
bath simply removes past perspiration, 
but Mum prevents risk of future under- 
arm odor! 

And Mum's easy to use! It smooths 

on with just a touch of your fingertips 
... even after you're dressed. For Mum's 
safe for fine fabrics, safe for your skiii. 
Let Mum make your daintiness sure! 

Fer Sanitary Napkins Mum is an ideal de- 
odorant for this important use. 

Product of Bristol -Myers 

UM 
TAKES TUE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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Charlie McCarthy was in his glory 
as nurses from the 51st General 
Hospital at Fort Bliss, El Paso, 
Texas, flocked around him on a 
recent visit. Below, radio is 
proud to have Walter Pidgeon as 

star and master of ceremonies on 
CdS' "The Star and the Story." 

. 
Blondie (Penny Singleton) and Dog- 
wood (Arthur Lake) celebrate five 
years on the air. Andy of Amos 'n' 
Andy gives daughter Dorothy a hand 
with her job taking core of Junior. 

WE HAVE to take time to take off 
our hats to Bing Crosby. He'll 
hate it, but he deserves a million 

slaps on the back. Very few people, 
besides the soldiers themselves, have 
any idea just how much Bing does for 
our fighting men. True, every once in 
awhile, you read that Bing is planning 
a series of exhibition golf matches for 
the Red Cross or to sell bonds, or to 
further one cause or another. 

What you don't read about is the num- 
ber of times Bing just drops in at Army 
Camps unannounced and without fan- 
fare and sings his head off' for the boys. 
All his trips are made at his own ex- 
pense, as are all his other activities on 
behalf of servicemen. 

Besides this, Bing and his brother 
Larry, have organized a complete unit 
that tours the camps like the USO 
shows. A very unique source supplies 
the funds in back of this touring out- 
fit -the royalties from Bing's recordings 

of the sacred songs, "Silent Night" and 
"Adeste Fideles." 

Anything for the boys. When a grad- 
uating merchant marine at the Kings 
Point, New York, Academy wrote to 
Nora Stirling -mistress of ceremonies 
on Serenade to America -that he had no 
one to stand by and watch him grad- 
uate, Nora stepped in graciously and 
filled the place that should have been 
occupied by his mother, sweetheart, or 
sister. And one more fighting man was 
made happy. 

A very versatile young lady is 
vivacious, redheaded Julie Conway. 
Being featured vocalist with bands like 
Kay Kayser's and Johnny "Scat" Davis's 
wasn't enough. Julie has been hanker- 
ing for an acting and singing career ever 
since Gertrude Lawrence heard her and 
got her a job in a Chicago night spot. 
She got a taste of acting when she ap- 

By DALE BANKS 

peared in a featured role in the movie 
"Around The World" and in the stage 
hit, "They Can't Get You Down." Now, 
she's going to have a chance to combine 
both. NBC has just signed her as an 
actress -singer. 

Actors are discovered in the strangest 
ways. Alastair Kyle, a 12- year -old 
English refugee, who plays the role of 
Dickie in "Portia Faces Life," was dis- 
covered while he was talking with his 
parents in England over shortwave 
radio. He was sent over here for safety, 
during the days of the Battle of Britain. 

Hal Peary's whole career is a mass of 
contradictions. Unlike most Hollywood 
celebrities, the Great Gildersleeve not 
only does not have to lose weight, but 
must not lose any.. Now that he's in 
the movies, he's got to stay plump and 
round. Then, too, he has to lie about 
his age -again not the way other people 
do. He didn't make himself younger, 
he added years. He's only thirty -five, 
but Gildersleeve had to be older it was 
decided -so Peary became older. The 
biggest contradiction of all is that Peary 
started out to be a singer and wound 
up by being so popular as a minor 
character, Gildersleeve, on the Fibber 
McGee and Molly show, that he was 
given his own program. 

There must be something about writ- 
ing letters to people you don't know 
personally that sets the writers free of 
any and all inhibitions they might have. 
Practically everybody who has achieved 
any sort of renown, small or large, in 

(Continued on page 6) 



aime alone is the measure... 

LEEUWENHOEK, the crotchety genius who first saw germs 
through the crudest of microscopes, found the world indif- 
ferent to his thrilling revelation. Today his name is deathless. 

Tireless Pasteur, devoting his life to the study of the "little 
beasties" that swam before Leeuwenhoek's eyes, fought an 
uphill battle against ignorance and skepticism to prove that 
they were a living source of disease and death. Now he is 
immortal. 

The great and good Lister, using antiseptic to control the 
deadly germs that Leeuwenhoek saw and Pasteur defined, 
performed his life- saving miracles in surgery before a hopeful 
few and a doubting many. "An instrument in the hands of 
God," he is enshrined in Westminster Abbey. 

As with man so with medicine; the endless tides of Time 
write the verdict to guide the world. The mediocre are for- 
gotten and fail; the meritorious survive and .succeed. 

It is a matter of pride to us, that Listerine Antiseptic, 
named for the great Lister, today serves humanity's needs as 

ably as it did more than half a century ago when it was ac- 
claimed an Outstanding non -poisonous, non -irritating antiseptic. 

Listerine Antiseptic stands ready to aid you in a thousand 
little emergencies calling for quick germ -killing action with 
complete safety ... a delightful, effective solution. Make 
this a "must" for your family.medicine cabinet. 

GOOD NEWSI 
Most stores have received recent shipments of Listerine Antiseptic for 
civilian use. You should now be able to obtain Listerine Antiseptic 
in some size at your favorite drug counter. 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Missouri 

In service more than 60 years 

LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC 
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ANEW outlook on the whole prob- 
lem of monthly hygiene is provided 

by the invention of Tampax, the pat- 
ented internal absorbent. This principle 
of internal absorption has long been 
used by doctors, but the physician who 
perfected Tampax has ingeniously made 
it available for women in general. 

Tampax is so comfortable you forget 
you are wearing it. As it involves no 

belts, pins or external pads, 
there is of course no bulk to 
show, even with sheer formal 
evening gown or modern swim 
suit. Another advantage: no 

odor can form. Tampax is made of pure, 
genuine surgical cotton and a month's 
supply will go into an ordinary purse. 
Each individual Tampax is wrapped in 
patented applicator. Easy to insert, quick 
to change -and no disposal problems. 

Buy Tampax at drug stores and no- 
tion counters. Three sizes: Regular, 
Super, Junior. An average month's sup- 
ply costs 29e -or 4 times the quantity 
in the economy box for 98e. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 

NO BELTS 

NO PINS 

NO PADS 

NO 000R 

3 Absorbencies 
REGULAR 

SUPER JUNIOR 

Guaranteed by 4', 

Good Housekeeping 

Accepted for Ad- 
vertising b She 
Journal of the 
An,ericanit edical 
Association. 

The Great Gilder- 
sleeve is running for 
Mayor of Summer - 
field, and he and Eve 
Goodwin are inspect- 
ing campaign pic- 
tures. Below is Sgt. 
William Tracy of the 
movies, who plays 
"Roosty" in Mutual's 
comedy series,Réosty 
of the AAF, Sundays. 

almost any field, has grown used to 
finding one or more astounding items 
in the morning's mail. The most fre- 
quent type of letter is one of admira- 
tion and praise, of course, into which, 
somehow, the writer almost always 
manages to queeze a description of him- 
self or herself. The next most fre- 
quent type is the begging letter, asking 
for all sorts of things from money to 
advice. Probably the most unusual let- 
ter in this latter kind is one cherished 
by Isobel Manning Hewson, writer of 
Land of the Lost. It's from a girl who 
writes, "I'd like to be a bride. Have you 
any suggestions ?" 

Tom Breneman of Breakfast at 
Sardi's has some choice letters in his 
files. For instance, recently, he got a 
letter from a girl in Kansas, who's been 
working very hard to save up the bus 
fare to Hollywood. But, she writes, 
since she doesn't know anyone in the 
film city and would be terrified of ar- 
riving without anyone to meet her - 
would Tom please meet the bus, if she 
lets him know when it arrives? An- 
other woman, from Texas, described in 
detail her great difficulty in finding 
something in her community which her 
son, who's fighting in the South Pacific, 
had requested. She felt sure Tom could 
get it for her, Hollywood being Holly- 
wood. What was it? 'Mustache wax! 

Lum and Abner have a prize letter 
from a fan in Attica, Iowa, which reads, 
"Attica is a wonderful town. It is 96 
years old; has never owned a jail, 
never had a murder or a saloon. When 
You boys retire we'll give each of you 
a lot and hope you will make it your 
home." 

Odd things turn up, sometimes, too. 
Like the letter Jane Powell -Charlie 
McCarthy's 14- year -old heart throb - 
got not long ago. The writer asked 
whether Jane was sure her name was 
Powell, because she looked so much 
like a girl who used to be the writer's 
best friend, but the girl's last name was 
Burce. To prove the resemblance, two 
pictures were enclosed, one of Jane 
clipped from a newspaper, the other a 

time -yellowed tintype of a girl in 
leg -o'- mutton sleeves and wearing a 
pompadour. It happens that the writer 
was right. Jane's real name is Burce 
and the tintype girl was one of Jane's 
aunts. 

Maybe the weirdest letters of all turn 
up in the mail of the various house- 
.keeping and cooking experts, especially 
now that so many women who never 
saw the inside of a kitchen before have 
had to take over or starve. NBC's 
Mystery Chef actually has a letter from 
a woman asking what kind of thread 
you use to baste a chicken! 

Don't get the idea that people don't 
like to get fan mail. They love it, 
whether it's the kind that wrings their 
hearts or makes them chuckle; be- 
cause it gives them a feeling of know- 
ing their audiences. They nearly always 
do their best to answer each letter 
personally, too. So don't let any of this 
stop you from writing. We were just 
speculating on why it seems so easy to 
write to people you don't know. 

In case it has ever occurred to you 
to worry about what happèns to the 
schooling of the Quiz Kids when they 
travel around the country on Bond 
Selling Tours -never give it a thought. 
Just wish your own children had a 
chance to do the same thing. Not only 
is travel broadening, it's one of the best 
ways to get a thorough education in 
history, geography and a million other 
things in the most painless manner. 

The principal of a school attended by 
one of the Kids says that a trip to 
New York or Boston is worth two 
months in school. And, almost after 
each trip, the Quiz Kids appear in the 
auditoriums of their various schools, 
telling the other students what was seen 
and learned by them. 

Radio people are used to strange 
things popping up all the time. Fan 
mail is only one of them. 

Take Paul Whiteman, when he was 
broadcasting one of the Hall of Fame 
series. Just after the show, a woman 
pushed her way up to the stage and de- 
manded that she be given a place on 
one of the programs. Stammering, 
Pops asked her what she thought was 
her claim to fame. 

"I," she answered excitedly, "have 
brought into the world and raised 
twenty children. Isn't that enough ?" 

At that, maybe she was right. 

That the music of Roy Harris -one 
of the most important composers this 



country has ever produced -is as com- 
pletely American as the rumble and 
creak of the covered wagon making 
trail to the West and the fervor and 
shouting of the revival meeting has 
been said over and over. And it's per- 
fectly natural. Roy Harris's family had 
a share in shaping this country of ours. 

There was a Harris with Daniel 
Boone when that pioneer cleared trail 
to "Kaintuck." And Roy Harris's father, 
who later became known as Old Man 
Harris out in the Oklahoma Territory, 
as a young firebrand left Kentucky to 
join the Union Army. With the end of 
the war between the States, Harris - 
by then a Captain -hit the trail West. 

He blended well into the exciting, 
hard fighting and hard riding tradition 
of the pioneer land. It wasn't until he 
rode into Iowa and met a deeply re- 
ligious Iowan girl and fell in love with 
her that he laid aside his weapons and 
took up the Bible. With his bride and 
his possessions heaped in a covered 
wagon, Harris struck out for Kansas, 
where he soon won the respect of the 
God- fearing and the fear of the God- 
less, as the best circuit rider in the 
state. 

But the love of adventure and the 
thrill of creating a new world finally 
lured him away from his preaching 
and he became a railroad man. In 
time, he prospered and became a banker. 
Then, feeling that he was a match for 
the best financial brains in New York, 
he travelled East to try his luck. In 
a short time, Wall Street had cleaned 
him out. 

By this time, sixty- three, but still 
walking erect to his full height of six 
feet three inches, Old Man Harris went 
back West, this time to live with one 
of his sons who had just staked a claim 
in the Cimarron Land Rush, in what 
is now Lincoln County. Even at his 
age, he had no difficulty in winning 
the rail -splitting championship of the 
County. He was a superb weaver of 
tales and held the neighborhood young- 
sters spellbound for hours at a time. 
Old Man Harris became a legendary 
figure -and remained one. For one day 
while Roy was still a boy, after living 
with his son for several years, leaving 
only occasionally to visit one of his 
other twelve children, Old Man Harris 
saddled his horse and rode off. He 
was never seen or heard from again. 

With all this as a background, it isn't 
surprising that Roy Harris has caught 
the pioneer scene so perfectly in his 

Former film star Colleen Moore is 
star of Mutual's Safety Legion Time, 
children's show heard daily at 5 P.M. 

TRESHAY. ... THE "BEFOREHAND" LOTION 

Smooth it on before you tackle daily soap -and -water 

jobs! Helps keep busy hands soft! 

A marvelously different idea in lotions! Trushay, used 
before you wash undies - before you do dishes- guards 
smooth, white hands. Helps prevent soap -and -water dam- 
age, instead of trying to correct it after it's done. This rich, 
creamy lotion's grand for all -over body rubs, too -soft and 
soothing for chapped elbows and knees. Trushay's eco- 
nomical, so you can use it all these ways. Ask for it today 
-at your favorite drug counter. 

" Trushay was formerly called Toushay. A different spelling 
-but the same wonderful "beforehand" lotion. 000YCT O. 
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Keep your legs 

glamorous, free of 

unwanted hair,with 
IMRA. This exquisite 

cream depilatory 
removes superfluous 

hair sweetly! No bad 
smell. No razor nicks. 
No ugly razor bristle. 

Just smooth it on. 
Later...rinse it off. 

Such a difference! 

Skin is hair-f ree as 

alabaster. Lovely! 

Try IMRA today! 
At fine drug and 

department stores. 
Lar ge 41/2-oz. size 

$1 
(olue Fed. lo.) 

BUY WAR BONDS 

cc. U. S. PAT. on. 
Y. i. PAT. P[N, ' 

ARTRA Cosmetics, Inc., Bloomfield, N.J. 

music. As if to make Roy even more 
unmistakably American -he was born 
on Lincoln's Birthday. 

One of the biggest headaches ever 
presented to the engineers in radio was 
to find out how best to control and 
transmit the music of the First Piano 
Quartet. Pianos, like pianists are in- 
dividual, no two of them ever being 
similar in dynamics -which in your 
language and mine means simply that 
one piano will sound louder than an- 
other piano even when played with the 
same touch. 

When the program first went on the 
air, six microphones were necessary to 
pick up the quartet. But that set -up 
placed too much responsibility on the 
man at the controls, who had to scram- 
ble around a good bit to "mix" the 
component parts for the best results. 
To simplify matters, a single undirec- 
tional microphone was substituted and 
the pianos shifted a bit. The pianist 
with the strongest touch was placed 
farthest from the microphone and a 
balance was taken for each instrument, 
just as is done for different sections of a 
symphony orchestra. 

The pianists have their problems, too. 
Their combined touch must be clear 
and crisp, which means they can prac- 
tically never use the pedal. They also 
have to play together with split second 
precision, for. the slightest deviation 
sounds like a major mistake. 

Each of the pianists is, of course, a 
concert artist in his own right. Oddly 
enough, every one of the four was a 
child prodigy. Adam Garner gave his 
first public concert at the age of six 
and when he was eight years old ap- 
peared as guest artist with the Warsaw 
Philharmonic. He is a Pole by birth. 
Vladimir Padwa is Russian and was 
giving concerts in his 'teens. Frank 
Mittler, origir.ally Austrian but now a 
citizen of the United States, gave his 
first concert at nine -and as a violinist. 
Later he switched to the piano. Edward 
Edson, the youngest member of the 
quartet, is a native American, born in 
Chicago 23 years ago. He started study- 
ing the piano at five and gave his first 
concert at the age of eight. Edson 
has also played with the Indianapolis 
Symphony and the Chicago Opera Or- 
chestra -but not the piano. He doubles 
in brass and next to the keyboard he 
likes to play a French horn best. 

If there are any favorite compositions 

you'd like to hear arranged for four 
pianos, send them in. The First Piano 
Quartet will be very happy to make 
the arrangement and play it. 

Another popular quartet, but one 
which doesn't give the engineers any 
trouble, except maybe with their eyes, 
is the Irresistibles, those four sing- 
ing lovelies you hear over NBC. 

Clara Frimk, who used to sing with 
Ina Ray Hutton's band is the organizer 
and manager of the group. When her 
sisters got married and broke up the 
team known as the Frim Sisters that 
used to sing over station WEEI in Bos- 
ton, Clara came to New York for a 
vacation, met Diane Carol and Diane 
introduced her to Virginia McCurdy 
and quite by chance the three girls met 
Sue Allen and they got an idea. And 
a quartet was born. . 

All the girls had plenty of singing 
experience before setting up on their 
own. Diane once had a quartet of her 
own and besides sang as a soloist with 
Reggie Child and Eddie Oliver. Vir- 
ginia has sung with such outstanding 
bandleaders as Jan Savitt, -Raymond 
Paige, Phil Spitalny and his brother 
Maurice. And Sue has been featured 
singer with Benny Goodman and Glenn 
Miller. 

They know what they're doing and 
when you hear them, you'll know it. 
Listen- 

The war is certainly stretching the 
long arm of coincidence by a mile every 
now and then. One of the more amaz- 
ing stories is told about himself by Rob- 
ert St. John, the news commentator. 

Not long ago, St. John telephoned to 
the government censorship office for 
clearance on a script only to be asked 
gruffly by the censor, "Where's my 
gun ?" 

.The story goes back 18 years, when 
St. John was operating several small 
newspapers near Chicago. He was 
carrying on a campaign against Capone 
and the underworld and the air for a 
good couple of miles around him wasn't 
too healthy. Since St. John's life was 
almost in constant danger, a news- 
paperman with a permit to carry a gun 
was almost always with him. 

One night, the armed newspaperman 
had to leave and -just in case -he 
loaned his gun to St. John. Of course, 
that was the night the Capone hench- 
men actually attacked St. John and 

Thor, Les Tremayne's 
Great Dane, scoffs at 
rationing -he's a veg- 
etarian. Les's actress 
wife, Eileen Palmer 
watches as Les feeds 
Thor a tasty carrot. 
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beat him up badly. And, of course, St. 
John never got a chance to use the gun. 
Somehow, things happened so quickly 
after that, St. John never did get a 
chance to return the gun to its owner. 

Now, the ex- newspaperman doesn't 
need a permit to carry a gun. He's a 
colonel in the U. S. Army. 

P.S. After a nice long chat about old 
times, St. John's script was cleared for 
the broadcast. 

It's always nice to hear about people 
who made the grade the easy way. 
Charlotte Manson, sultry- voiced dra- 
matic star of radio, is one of them. She 
had no intention of being an actress. 
As a matter of fact, when she started 
going to high school, she was so shy, 
she had to force herself to study public 
speaking so she could get over her fear 
of speaking before people. She did 
so well that she was the first girl ever 
to be admitted to the school's debating 
society. Then, at college, where she 
was majoring in law and criminology, 
she had overcome her shyness to such 
a degree that she was one of the leaders 
of her class. That was when she was 
invited to audition for an NBC dra- 
matic program. She won the audition 
and promptly forgot about being a lady 
lawyer. One of the many regular as- 
signments now is the part of Charlotte 
Bertrand in Backstage Wife. 

Remember when ... The Radio Guild 
had a classic hour -long drama on the 
air every week? . . . And the Tony 
Wons Scrapbook program? . When 
Ed East was a Sister of the Skillet? ... When Kate Smith first introduced 
a new team to the air, known simply 
as Abbott and Costello? 

GOSSIP AND STUFF ... Rumor has 
it that the younger generation is turning 
from rug cutting to sentiment and Guy 
Lombardo is getting popular all over 
again ... Tommy Dorsey has his fingers 
crossed about his present vocalists, Skip 
Nelson and Betty Brewer. He's lost 
so many singers to the next rung in the 
ladder to fame -Frank Sinatra, Jack 
Leonard, Edythe Wright, Connie 
Haines -that he's worried . Now 
Joe E. Brown has written a book. It's 
called "Your Kids and Mine" and tells 
of his three trips overseas to entertain 
the men at the fighting fronts . . 

Beatrice Kay is being featured in the 
Twentieth Century -Fox film "Billy 
Rose's Diamond Horse Shoe" . Of 
all things! Ronald Colman carries his 
lunch to the studio in a box -the res- 
taurants are too crowded Some 
9,813 women, ranging from high school 
students to a few ambitious grand- 
mothers, answered Phil Spitalny's call 
for America's Singing Cinderella. That's 
a lot of women . . . Bob Crosby has 
collaborated on a movie story to tell 
the real and final truth about the birth 
of Jazz and is hoping it will be bought 
by Pine- Thomas Productions ... Offi- 
cial films of the fighting on the vari- 
ous war fronts are now being telecast 
by WNBT, NBC Television station in 
New York . . . Fibber McGee and 
Molly will be on the screen soon in a 
picture called "Heavenly Days" . . 

Have you heard Charlotte Greenwood 
in the substitute spot for the Bob Hope 
show? A welcome sound for sore 
ears. The long -legged comedienne was 
always one of our favorites ... Did you 
realize that Abie's Irish Rose first 
saw the light of the Gay White Way 
twenty -two years ago? Doesn't seem 
possible that it was so long ago, does 
it, when you listen to the radio serial? 

Are You 

in the Know ?z 

Who} is she doing? 
Playing with dolls 

Studying Fashion Design 

Learning puppetry 

Gilt a knack with the needle? Good style 
sense? Fashion design offers a rosy future! 
Meanwhile, join Home Ec and Art classes. 
And as shown here, practice fashion design 
with miniature models. Fashion, you know, 
inspired the flat, pressed ends of Kotex. 
This is a patented Kotex feature -ends that 
don't show because they're not stubby. You 
can wear the clingingest creation with nary 
a telltale line! 

In writing your soldier, do you - 
Rave about your dates 
Tell him your troubles 
"Talk" to him as you always did 

Don't be a tear jerk...or killjoy! "Talk" 
to him gaily...give with the latest gag. Let 
your heart have a word, about the talks, 
walks, dances you shared. You'll be glad 
you didn't break those dates, when your 
calendar said "stay home." You didn't - 
for you'd learned Kotex isn't like other 
napkins...doesn't just "feel soft" at first 
touch. That Kotex is more comfortable be- 
cause it stays soft while wearing. 

Should you try this If you are- 
Shy 

On the prowl 
A five by five 

Each answer is right, and here's why. Any 
active sport unshells the timid soul . . 

pares down excess poundage. And for date 
bait, it's wizard! So, play up -even on 
"trying days ". With Kotex sanitary napkins 
you can say goodbye to little nagging wor- 
ries. For Kotex has no wrong side to cause 
accidents. And the special Kotex safety 
center gives you worry -proof protection. 

Know your napkins- 

More women use KOTEX 

than all other sanitary napkins 

r 

S A WISE GIRL who knows that a powder deodorant is best for sanitary ---, 6 
napkins. Quest* Powder, the Kotex deodorant, was created expressly for 
this use. Quest destroys odors completely. It's unscented, safe, sure. 
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Precision tailoring and sharp new military detail 
deftly blended into smooth, smart, slenderizing 
lines! Slacks have snug waistband, flattering pleats 
-fit perfectly! Beautifully made of rich, all- season, 
crush- resistant, rayon fabric! Created by Marie 
linforth of Hollywood. Sizes 10 to 20. Brown, 
Powder Blue, Navy, Tan, Red, Green. $10.9 ;, 
plus postage. 

Send No Mony. We mall C.O.D. 
If you are not completely satisfied, we will gladly 

refund your money! 
PROMPT DELIVERY 

Buy with confidence from Hollywood's pioneer 
mail -order fashion house! 

DITTY CO-ED OF HOLLYWOOD, 
Dui 1p-6257 Hmpwmd Esdersrd, Hollywood n, California 

ORDER BY MAIL DIRECT FROM HOLLYWOOD 

BETTY CO-ED OF HOLLYWOOD, Dept. 748 
6253 Hollywood Boulevard, Hollywood 28,California. 
Please send "Slack Sult Mahirs °,ot 510.66, plus postage. 
Brave Perdu Blum Nary Tan Rd Brsen 

(Mork 1st and 2nd choice) 
flu: 10 12 14 16 II 20 

(Circle sise wonted) (Please print náme, etc. plainly) 

Name 

Sheet 

City Zone state 

CAROL BRUCE, personable singing 
star of screen and radio, is Gene 
Krupa's constant companion these 

days and intimates insist that as soon 
as the drummer man can clear himself 
of court charges (which he is appeal- 
ing) he will wed Carol. 

Incidentally, Tommy Dorsey has now 
given Gene equal billing. It's strictly 
a personal friendship tribute. 

The Charlie Spivaks have a brand 
new son. Their oldest boy, Joel, is now 
six. Charlie, who plays the "sweetest 
trumpet in the world" is looking for 
the Army's "sweetest bugler in the 
world" and G.I.'s are telling Charlie 
their favorite rooster- rouser. 

"I want the kind of guy whose bugle 
even sounds sweet at 5 a.m.," explains 
Spivak. 

Sammy Kaye, Perry Como, and Bob 
Crosby are all 1 -A in the hearts of 
their respective draft boards. But Car- 
men Cavallaro is a 4 -F. 

Mr. and Mrs. Vaughn Monroe have 
furnished their new Manhattan apart- 
ment in a unique way. Almost all of 
the apartment furnishings were bought 
as the band toured the country. They 
have at least one item from every town 
the band has ever played. 

Shep Fields reports that it has now 
become almost impossible to transport 
a band on one night tours. He points 
to a New England experience where 
the town he played was allowed only 
one taxicab by the OPA. Shep and his 
crew had to wait at the railroad sta- 
tion while the cab shuttled back and 

Carlos Molina claims he had the 
first Latin -American band in 
the country, and he can prove 
it. Left. Julie Conway sings 
and emcees on Sincerely Yours - 
Julie, on NBC weekday mornings. 

forth, loaded down with men, music, 
and instruments. 

Captain Glenn Miller has signed a 
seven year post -war contract with 
20th Century -Fox films. 

Lina Romay has left Xavier Cugat's 
orchestra for a handsome MGM con- 
tract. 

Nat Brusiloff, director of the quiz, 
Double or Nothing, is planning a new 
air show featuring famous orchestra 
leaders of yesteryear. 

The hottest band right now belongs 
to the quietest fellow in the business - 
mild- mannered, piano -playing Frankie 
Carl. In a few short weeks he won the 
coveted Hotel Pennsylvania spot, the 
Old Gold CBS show, and a $6,500 a 
week engagement at the New York 
Capitol theater. Frankie's piano solos 
recorded by Columbia sell heavily. 

Frankie used to play with Horace 
Heidt and he was quite contented and 
it took a lot of plugging on the part 
of his well -wishers and managers to 
urge the pianist to form his own 
band. 

e 

Did royalty ever have the entourage 
that followed in the Voice's wake when 
he arrived in New York recently? In 
addition to a bevy of managers, 
clangers -on, agents, and executives there 
Were Frank Sinatra press agents rep- 
resenting his own management, CBS, 
RKO films, the J. Walter Thompson 
advertising agency and the record com- 
pany. Such is fame! But in the milling 
crowds that gathered outside the 
broadcast theater for his first eastern 



show, I Overheard' one unhep stroller 
who was quite oblivious to Frank's 
new -found fame. To a friend he said 
"No wonder there's a crowd here to- 
night. Lauritz Melchior of the Metro - 
politan Opera Company is this fellow 
Sinatra's guest star." 

RHUMBA REVOLUTIONIST 
F you think one of those frequent 
South American revolutions are 

loaded - with T.N.T., you can just 
imagine how tense the rivalry is among 
bandom's South of the Border bolero 
barons, as they fight for the self -styled 
sceptre of rhumba king. 

Right in the thick of this one -two- 
three kick feud is handsome, brown - 
eyed Carlos Molina. A proud native of 
Bogota, Colombia, whose ancestors 
have all been active in that South 
American nation's destiny, he is re- 
newing his efforts to take the suprem- 
acy away from the fast stepping 
Xavier Cugat and energetic Enric 
Madriguera. 

Molina claims he had the first Latin - 
American band in this country and 
"I've got the papers to prove it." 

Carlos substantiates this claim by 
pointing out that his chief rivals are 
Spanish... "1 am 100 per cent American. 
They're foreigners." 

When I saw colorful Carlos he was 
to his neck in a lawsuit. His attor- 

neys were trying to restrain Madri- 
guera from using the title of "Music 
of .the Americas.' The case is up with 
the musicians' union and no verdict 
was available at press time. 

Despite these battles, there's plenty 
of room for all of them and Molina 
is doing very well, thank you. His 
fifteen -piece band, of which fifty per 
cent are authentic Latins, just finished 
a successful engagement in New York, 
broadcasting over CBS and Mutual, 
and is now on the road. 

If the movies hadn't learned to talk, 
Carlos wouldn't have given a maraca 
for the rhumba revolution. Hollywood 
film gold would have kept him too 
busy. Bearing a startling resemblance 
to Rudolph Valentino, he was enjoying 
an active career in silent flickers. He 
was Joan Crawford's faithful Indian 
in "Rose Marie" and Norma Sheargr's 
dancing partner in "Strangers May 
Kiss." But his thick accent worried 
early talkie directors, who probably 
would have shunned Charles Boyer 

d Paul Henreid in those exciting 
days, and poor Carlos' cinematic 

Radio singer Connie Naines stars 
in her first movie role in Uni- 
versal's "Moon Over Las Vegas." 

"Was our Marriage a Mistake ?" 

I. Ube so many wartime marriages, ours had been sudden ... on the spur of the moment. At 
first our happiness was dreamlike. But now Ed was becoming so indifferent, so cold. Puzzled 
and heartsick, I began to wonder if we had rushed in too blindly ... 

2. One day, Mrs. S.... my next door neigh- 
bor ... came over for a chat and found me in 
tears. Desperately, I told her the whole story. 
"Why, child," she said, "perhaps you're at 
fault ... There's one neglect ... " And then she 
told me how a wife can lose her husband's love 
through carelessness about feminine hygiene. 

4. I'm sure now that our marriage wasn't a 
mistake! Thanks to dear Mrs. S., I use Lysol 
disinfectant regularly and find it wonderfully 
effective. Just as she said, it is easy to use ... 
and so inexpensive, too! 

3. "Why don't you do as my doctor ad- 
vises?" she said. "lise Lysol solution for femi- 
nine hygiene." She explained bow it cleanses 
thoroughly and deodorizes ... doesn't harm 
sensitive vaginal tissues. "Just follow the di- 
rections, " she added. "It's so easy -thousands 
of modern wives use Lysol." 

Check this 
with your Doctor 

Lysol i s Non- caustic- 
gentleandelllcicntin 
proper dilution. Con- 
tains nofree alkali. It 
is not carbolic acid. 
Egoctivo -a powerful 

germ hide. active in presence of organic 
matter (such as mucus, serum, etc.). 
Spreading -Lysol solutions spread and 
thus virtually search out germs in deep 
crev ices. Economical -small bottle makes 
almost 4 gallons of solution for feminine 
hygiene. Cleanly odor - disappears after 
use. lolling- Lysol keeps full strength. 
no matter how often it is uncorked. 

ctanl 

FOR FEMININE HYGIENE 

Copy.. tpq. by Leh, & Fink Product. coro 

Dir" For new FREI booklet (in plain wrapper) about Feminine Hygiene, send postcard or 
letter for Booklet R.M.- 744 Address: Lehn & Fink, 683 Fifth Ave., New York 44, N.Y. 

* BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS * 
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They're no weak sisters, these 
DeLong Bob Pins. Stronger, du- 
rable spring ... they last and last. 

Stronger Grip 

career, like his Indian characterization, 
bit the dust. 

Molina was born in Bogota, Colom- 
bia, a good thirty -five years ago, the 
son of Colombia's consul general to 
neighboring Venezuela. Carlos' famed 
grandfather, Pedro Antonio Molina, 
was a Senator and Presidential nomi- 
nee. After studying violin at the Co- 
lombia Conservatory, the twenty -year- 
old lad came here with his talented 
sister, a concert pianist. He organized 
an early four -piece band and played 
vaudeville with Trini, the Spanish 
dancer. After his brief but active film 
work, Carlos reorganized his band. At 
that time Madriguera was recording 
director for Columbia Records and 
Cugat was playing in Vincent Lopez's 
orchestra. 

Carlos admits, like Madriguera, that 
Cugie ran away with the leadership 
because the enterprising ex- cartoonist 
played more familiar tunes, rather than 
confining his beats to the authentic 
folk rhythms of the Americas. So loyal 
to the true music of his people, Carlos 
features prominently in his orchestra 
a unique accordion -like instrument 
known as the bandoneon. He has the 
only bandoneon in this country. Parisi- 
ans and Argentinians know its strange 
sounds better. 

Molina's band got its first start in 
the Hollywood film colony. His good 
friends Charlie Chaplin and Mae Mur- 
ray helped get Carlos his first engage- 
ment at the Cocoanut Grove and it was 
a rousing success. 

"I will always be grateful to Chaplin 
and I regret his present difficulties. 
Chaplin is not only a fine musician but 
a wonderful tango dancer." 

Carlos' fiery, dark -eyed wife, Cuban - 
born Rosita Du Val, is an expert dance 
teacher and numbers among her early 
pupils, Norma Shearer and her hus- 
band, the late Irving Thalberg, Anita 
Louise, Ginger Rogers, and producer 
Sidney Franklin. 

The Molinas met at a banquet, fell 
in love instantly. Since they have no 
family, they don't maintain a perma- 
nent home. Rosita travels with the 
band. 

"I got enough kids in the band," 
explains childless Carlos. One of Car- 

If the Store is out of De Long Bob 
Pins today, try again next time you're 
in. Shipments are received regularly 
but quantities are still restricted. 

Quality . 1anufacturers for Over 5o Years 

BOB PINS HAIR PINS SAFETY PINS 

SNAP FASTENERS STRAIGHT PINS 

HOOKS & EYES HOOK á EYE TAPES 

SANITARY BELTS 

Alice Patton, NBC pianist, and 
her four -year -old daughter, Brenda 
Lee, like to wear identical dresses. 

Jessica Dragonette, 
of Saturday Night 
Serenade over CBS, 
reads her fan mail. 

lo's proteges is his Cuban singer, 
eighteen -year -old Bobby Rivera. 

Carlos and Rosita believe Holly- 
wood's best all around dancers are 
Ginger Rogers, Fred Astaire and Char- 
lie Chaplin. Caesar Romero is the 
smoothest at the tango and George 
Raft excels in rhumbas. 

Carlos is confident that Latin -Amer- 
ican music's future in this country is 
only beginning. 

It will become stronger as our re- 
lations between the United States and 
Latin America grow. Remember, this 
is your music too. There is only one 
America and one World." 

Although he still holds a patent on 
it, Will Osborne has given up "slide 
music." Will, a Canadian, who gained 
fame in and around New York, has now 
what he calls his "new Hollywood or- 
chestra," a sweet -swing aggregation. 

You remember Will. He's the man 
who, with Rudy Vallee, tripled the 
national sale of megaphones in 1929. 
Out of the hundreds of imitators that 
Osborne and Vallee inspired, only the 
two originals remain -both still going 
strong. 

If it weren't for a strange trick of 
fate, James Melton might be another 
saxophone player instead of one of the 
Nation's leading singers. 

Back in 1923, Melton applied to 
Francis Craig for a job as a saxman. 
Craig didn't need an instrumentalist but 
was looking for a singer. Melton, who 
needed a job, put down his sax case 
and sang, without accompaniment, 
"Deep In My Heart." Craig signed him 
at once -and that's why the country 
has one less sax player. 

' 

It's a long way from Chicago to Scot- 
land, but the far -reaching arm of 
coincidence stretched that distance 
easily recently for Ralph Nyland, tenor 
soloist of the Carnation Contented Hour, 
heard Monday nights on NBC. 

A letter from Ralph's brother, Clar- 
ence, stationed in Scotland with the 
AAF, told of the coincidence: Some 
weeks ago, a kind soul sent a box of 
records to the base and Clarence was 
among those who dived for the phono- 
graph to hear thé newest contributions. 
The men put on the first record and 



Clarence nearly went sky high -from 
the recording came his brother's voice, 
singing the Contented theme song. It 
was a transcription of one of the 
broadcasts. 

FAN -WEAR -Brad Reynolds, tenor 
on CBS' Friday on Broadway, wears 
only ties knitted by Mrs. Sam Ott, 95- 
year -old fan in his home town of 
Union Star, Mo. 

Burl Ives, Columbia's "Wayfaring 
Stranger" and one of the country's great 
troubadours, has joined the Four Club- 
men in a new Tuesday and Thursday 
program of folk songs, fighting songs 
and ballads over CBS. 

Burl introduces each number with 
something of the. history and derivation 
of the music, or brief explanation of 
the characters presented in songs. 

Burl was a member of the cast of This 
is the Army. When the show went to 
Hollywood, he asked for a transfer to 
the Air Corps, but was honorably dis- 
charged from the Army and returned 
to civilian life. 

Take some notes on Sunny Skylar, 
one of the up and coming young band 
leaders: His real name is Selig Shaftel 
-changed to Sunny Skylar by Vincent 
Lopez who believes in the importance 
of names numerologically arrived at ... Born October 11, 1913 in Brooklyn 

. In school he was interested in track, 
baseball and football, and played 
character parts in school plays ... His 
mother and father did a dance and . 

comedy act in vaudeville ... He started 
singing with Harold Stern's orchestra 
at the St. Moritz, at the age of seven- 
teen . . . Has made many theater ap- 
pearances and movie shorts ... Thinks 
Frank Sinatra is the most interesting 
person he has ever met ... Has written 
many songs, both music and lyrics, in- 
cluding "Just a Little Bit South of 
North Carolina," "Don't Cry," "Move 
it Over," and "Besame Mucho." . . 

Likes shrimp, rare steak and lobster 
. . . Married to a very pretty dancer 

. Carries a goodluck charm -an old 
penny ...- Ambition -to be a successful 
song writer and make a million dollars. 

Ever hear the 3 secrets 

of summer daintiness? 

Even on the hottest, most disagreeable days 
. . . the stickiest summer nights . here 

7 are 3 secrets of keeping cool, fresh and 

( 

¡' 

1 
fragrantly dainty with Cashmere Bouquet 
Talcum. Yes, 3 secrets you can depend upon. 

OHOW TO KEEP COOL- First, your bath! Then dry 
yourself gently. Next shower your body generously with 

Cashmere Bouquet Talcum. It quickly dries up lingering 
moisture; makes your skin smooth as new satin, sets the 
stage for cool comfort. 

OHOW TO LOOK FRESH -Next, before you dress, 
smooth some extra Cashmere Bouquet Talcum over the 
trouble spots. You know, those places that chafe easily. You 
slip into your girdle slick as a wink ... no chafing or rubbing. 

© HOW TO STAY FRAGRANTLY DAINTY- Finally, for 
dramatic climax, Cashmere Bouquet Talcum gives your 
whole person a haunting, sweet perfume ... the "fragrance 
men love ". So -be sweet! Be fresh! It's such an inexpensive 
luxury. 

Cashmere Bouquet is the largest .selling talc in America. 
Buy it in 10¢ and larger sizes at all toilet goods counters. 

Danny O'Neil, tenor of the Blue 
Jacket Choir heard on CBS Sunday 
mornings, rehearses with a Great 
Lakes Blue Jacket at the organ. THE TALC WITH THE FRAGRANCE MEN LOVE 



CREAM? POWDER? LIQUID? 

For ordinary uses, you may prefer one 
type of deodorant, your neighbor 
another. But for one purpose- impor- 
tant to you and to every woman - 
there's no room for argument. 

Use Powder for 
Sanitary Napkins 

For while creams and liquids are suit- 
able for general use, a powder is best 
for sanitary napkins. That's because 
a powder bas no moisture -resistant 
base; doesn't retard napkin absorption. 

There is ONE Powder 
.. created especially for this purpose 
-QUEST' POWDER -soft, sooth- 
ing, safe. It's the Kotex* Deodorant, 
approved by the Eater laboratories. 

Being unscented, it doesn't 
merely cover up one odor 
with another. Quest 
Powder destroys napkin 
odor completely. It's 
your sure way to avoid 
offending. 
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POWDER 
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Gaod Rous e keep 

The Kotex Deodorant, 

[Do F 
Curb them each 

month with ... 

COMPOUNDED ESPECIALLY FOR THIS USEI 
Take KURBtablete only as directed on the 
package and see how /CURB can help yowl 

Good for headaches, too _ 
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Official U. S. Marine Corps photo 

THIS is the American Expeditionary 
station at Guadalcanal. . . " 

Up in the hills back of Lunga Ridge, 
members of an artillery unit pause and 
move nearer their portable radio. Along 
the Tenaru River, infantrymen, busy 
cleaning their rifles, look at each other 
puzzled. In a coconut grove, Marine 
veterans, dreaming of homes they 
haven't seen in months, break into 
smiles. 

Guadalcanal at last has its own radio 
station, real American entertainment, 
"just like home." 

Housed in a typical muddy grove of 
cbconut trees in a central part of this 
historic island the new station is just 
what thousands of sailors, soldiers, and 
marines have long been yearning for. 
Long isolated, thousands of miles from 
home, dependent on short wave pro - 
grams full of static from the United 
States, Australia, or even Japan, Uncle 
Sam's troops now have shows specially 
recorded and speedily shipped out - 
news, jazz, and symphony records. 
What's more, it's always clear, with no 
interference and no fading. 

The station, which opened March 13, 
is operated by a staff of two Army 
officers and eight Army enlisted men, 
veterans of broadcasting in the United 
States. The programs they put on are 
presented in typical United States style, 
with formal announcements and a strict 
time schedule. 

The constantly- expanding program 
schedule is under direction of Captain 
Spencer M. Allen, U. S. A., formerly 
with WGN, Chicago. 

"As an armed forces station," he ex- 
plained, "our facilities are open to all 
the different services stationed here. 
Half an hour each night across the 
board we plan to keep open for pro- 
grams by the different units. We also 
plan many other local shows, including 
programs by the Red Cross, band con- 
certs, and pick -ups of religious services 
at the Lunga Memorial Chapel on Guad- 
alcanal." 

Descriptions of prize fights held on 
the island are already being broadcast, 
with ringside blow -by -blow summaries 
to the thousands of men unable to get 
to the bouts. 

The station, already dubbed "The 
Mosquito Network," was constructed 

This story was writ- 
ten by Sgt. Alvin M. 
Joseph y, Jr., Wash- 
ington, D. C., Marine 
Corps Combat Cor- 
respondent. The pic- 
ture shows the Mos- 
quito Network, built 
in o coconut grove 
in Guadalcanal, set 
to go on the air. 

by Army engineers and signalmen, un- 
der supervision of the Armed Forces 
Radio Branch of the Morale Services 
Division of the War Department. 

The station's one kilowatt transmit- 
ter, operated under supervision of Cap- 
tain Wilford H. Kennedy, U.S.A. for- 

. merly with WKRC, Cincinnati 
U.S.A., 

a 
loud, clear signal. Its normal range 
is 35 to 50 miles, but on good nights, 
it has been heard on Bougainville, to 
the north, and Tarawa, more than a 
thousand miles to the east. 

The most popular programs, accord- 
ing to fan mail already received from 
the troops and from ships at sea, are 
straight broadcasts of music, swing and 
symphony, with a minimum of talk. 
Next come news and big name pro- 
grams from home. The latter are re- 
corded "off the air" in the United States, 
minus their commercials, and are ship- 
ped to Guadalcanal, arriving in two to 
three weeks' time. Along with them 
come special armed forces programs 
like Command Performance, G. I. Jive 
and G. I. Journal, together with the 
latest recordings. 

The troops' reactions to the new sta- 
tion have been enthusiastic. There 
are many portable sets in each camp, 
and one hears them blaring in the 
morning, during the noon period, and 
at night after work. Indicative of the 
zooming of morale is a letter received 
by the station from a Seabee: 

"Your announcement has instilled a 
joy in our hearts that cannot be ex- 
pressed in words. Practically isolated 
on this island, we welcome this con- 
tact with the memories of our life left 
behind." 

To many, the station is still unbeliev- 
able. Guadalcanal is still too near the 
front, still too closely identified with 
misery and hardship, in the minds of 
weary, mud -caked veterans, to have 
them understand that a real, modern 
American radio station is broadcast- 
ing to them right from their own island, 
thousands of miles from home. 

But each day, as they hear the sta- 
tion break announcement, "This is the 
American Expeditionary station on 
Guadalcanal," they realize more fully 
that home isn't so far away, that some- 
how, something they associate with 
home has actually come to them. 
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Book Club "! YOURS ABSO- 
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FOUR mod.rit best -sellers at left 
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Choose Free One of These 

4 BEST -SELLERS 

THE PRODIGAL WOMEN 
By Nancy Hale 

Beautiful Leda can't give up her 
lover, even after he marries her friend! 

Maisie Jekyll's 
love brings her 
close to insanity. 
Betsy Jekyll 
watches her sis- 
ter's downward 
path - follows 
it! $3 in pub- 
lisher's edition. 
Over 450,000 
distributed! 

CONGO SONG 
By Stuart Cleete 

In a jungle "Garden of Evil," nine 
men fight for one beautiful woman 

a German -1 officer, a mad 
l0 artist, a British 

big game hunter AA -even a mis- 
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The SUN IS MY UNDOING 
By Marguerite Steen 

Enjoy story of Matthew Flood, 
slave -trader, who loves his way through 

- these 925 pages! 
There is Pal:as, 
the one woman 
who said "No!" 
to Matthew! 
Sheba, African 
beauty for whom 
Matthew mur- 
dered! Over 
770,000 copies! 
S3.00 in pub- 
lisher's edition. 

a 

3-- 

THE STRANGE WOMAN 
By Ben Ames Williams 

To the New England world, Jenny 
Hager was a charming, righteous 

woman. But to 
eight men who 
really knew her 
-father, hus- 
bands, sons, 
lovers - this 
MaineCleopatra 
was a shameless, 
passionate she- 
devil! 700 pages. 
32.75 in the pub- 
lisher's edition. 

harlo JANE EYRE BY; ont.Ha 
Full text of most banned book of 

19th Century 
-now smash - 
hit movie, 
starring Orson 
Welles, Joan 
Fontaine! A 
passions e, 
daring love 
story of a wo- 
man's love for 
a married man 
with an illegit- 
imate child 
and insane 
wife. 

SHORT 
STORIES OF DE MAUPASSANT 

Complete and 
frankest 
stories of 
their kind 
ever written! 
Nearly 100 
tales of love 
passion, 
madness. 
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Love, Ma- 
demoiselle 
Fi , Story 
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masterpieces,the 
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dame Bov- 
ary. Made- 
moiselle De 
M au pyin, 
Pere Gorto:, 
Count of 
M o n t e 
Cristo. 

BOTH BOOKS YOURS FREE on This Amazing Offer! 
NOW is the most opportune moment of 

all to begin your membership in the 
Book League of America ! Because NOW for 
the first time in Book League history-New 
Members are entitled to a FREE COPY of 
any one of FOUR widely acclaimed best- 
sellers (above, left), and at the same time, 
ALSO A FREE COPY of any one of FOUR 
recognized world masterpieces (above, right) . 
TWO BOOKS FREE -just for joining 
"America's Biggest Bargain Book Club "! 

The Best of the New -AND of the Old 
Each month ONE of the Book League's selec- 

tions is a modern best -seller by a famous author like 
John Steinbeck, Somerset Malgham, Ernest Hem- 
ingway, Pearl S. Buck, Ben Ames Williams, or Ilka 
Chas -a book selling for $2.50 and up in the 
publisher's edition. 

The OTHER book is a masterpiece of immortal 
literature. These volumes of the world's classics are 
uniformly bound in durable cloth. They grow into 
a handsome, lifetime matched library. The great 
authors in this series include Shakespeare, Poe, 

Oscar Wilde, etc. (Since they are great classics 
which you will always cherish In your lifetime li. 
brary, you may prefer the beautiful DeLuxe Edition 
bound in simulated leather with silver stamping. 
Just take your choice.) 

This is the ONLY club that builds for you a 

library containing the best of the new best. sellers 
AND the best of the older masterpieces! The TWO 
books sent you each month are valued at $3.50 to 
$4 in the publisher's edition. But you can get 
BOTH for only $1.39! 

5 -DAY TRIAL -No Obligation 
Send the coupon without money. Simply write on 

the coupon your choice from EACH of the two groups 
of books shown above. Read the modern BEST. 
SELLER you have chosen AND read the CLASSIC 
you have chosen -for five days. If these two books 
do not convince you that this IS America's Big- 
gest Bargain Book Club," simply return them; pay 
nothing. But if these volumes DO demonstrate that 
subscribing to the Book League is the wisest move a 
reader can malcrtoday, then keep them as a gift; 
your subscription will begin with next 
month's double- selection. Mail coupon 
for your TWO FREE BOOKS Now! 
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, 
Dept. MWG -7. Garden City, N. Y. 
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Colorful Sparkle !.. 
Enchanting Effects from this 
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me 
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Hwve YOU pictured yourself with hair a 
cooler, darker sheen to contrast with the 

pale( loveliness of your complexion? ...Or 
have you dreamed what your hair would look 
like with a warmer cast to it? Perhaps you 
have tiny gray streaks that you'd like to blend 
softly into the youthful color -tone of your hair! 

Then yield to the magic of Marchand's new 
"Make -Up" Hair Rinse. A simple color chart 
on each Marchand Rinse package tells you 
which of its 12 enchanting shades to use to 
achieve the effect you desire. 

After your shampoo, dissolve the Rinse in 
warm water. Then brush or pour it through 
your hair. Almost instantly, all trace of soap - 
film vanishes! Your hair is radiantly alive- 

. glowing with lights, sparkling with color! 
Not a bleach -not a permanent dye - 

Marchand's "Make -Up" Hair Rinse goes on 
and washes off as easily as your facial make -up. 
It's very simple to use. And it's absolutely 
harmless! Try it today!. 

I,D 

Made by the Makers of bfa,eha,d'a Golden Hair Wash 

NEW! 
FOR BEST 
WASHING 

RESULTS 

USE 

WOO FdAM 
Washes Wool Perfectly 

Leaves sweaters, infants' wear, blankets - soft, fluffy - really clean. Mode by a 

R 
wool firm. At art needlework, notion, 
housewares departments . 25t; 
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AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE! 

Woolfoam Corp., 10 W. 20, N V. C 

By Pauline Swanson 

THOSE first glorious days of summer 
sun are here, and we're all aching .to 
be out of the house or the office, and into 

the briefest of sun -suits, and to stretch out 
in the warm, relaxing glow of it. 

But be careful! 
Sunshine is one of the prerequisites for 

vital good health, and summer's first warm 
days will chase away those lingering rainy - 
weather colds, bring a healthy glow to sal- 
low skins, and rout, with a natural injection 
of Vitamin D, the easy fatigue of winter. 
The sun will do all of those things -and 
medical experts agree with sun -worshippers 
to that point. 

But the sun can do a number of other 
things, too -things not so pleasant. That's 
why the medical experts follow their advice 
to get out into the sun with the emphatic 
warning: beware of over -exposure. 

Let's consider the things that sunlight 
can do to you. In the first place there's 
sunburn, of course, and that's bad for you 
whether it's the deep burn which makes you 
physically ill or the lighter touch of sun 
which causes only a slight discomfort. But 
the sun doesn't only burn. Too much of it 
coarsens fine skins, is responsible for head- 
aches, a dull, heavy feeling that robs you 
of summer's fun, and may even cause your 
skin to break out in unsightly blemishes. 
It's those things that cause science to agree 
that for the average person somewhere 
between twelve and twenty minutes of 
summer sun is quite enough. 

It is not the heat of the sun which causes 
sunburn, but rather the ultra violet waves 
of sun light. 

All of us are not equally susceptible to 
the sun. Women and children require less 
sunlight than men; brunettes are more re- 
sistant to sunburn than blondes. And if you 
are one of those redheads with "baby skin" 
-watch out! Wear a big straw hat when 
you go out of doors, or carry one of the 
old fashioned parasols that have become a 
lovely new fashion once again -but stay out 
of that sun! 

Tanning, science says, is merely nature's 
protective method of turning us all into bru- 
nettes so that we will be safer from the 
dangerous ultra -violet waves of sunlight. 
A good tan, gradually and very sensibly 
acquired -by very short periods of exposure 
to the sun over a long time -can be a bar- 
rier to serious sun injury. But never, never, 
the doctors say, expose already burned 
skin to more sun, in the hope of turning 
sunburn into tan. Once your skin is burned 
by the sun, it must be cured like any other 

Shirley Mitchell 
is Alice Darling on 
NBC's Fibber Mc- 
Gee and Molly. 

first degree burn. If you had scalded your- 
self, surely you wouldn't do anything so 
foolhardy as to pour more hot water over 
the burn, would you? Of. course not -and 
it would be just as unwise to take a case 
of sunburn out into the sun again. Once 
the sunburn is cured, you can, if you're 
careful, begin the tanning process all over 
again. 

The symptoms of first degree sunburn 
are familiar to nearly everyone: skin red- 
dened, tense and swollen. Unlike illness 
from too much heat of the sun -prostration 
-the effects of too much sunlight appear 
several hours after exposure. 

Prevention, as always, is the best treat- 
ment. If you must tan, gradual exposure - 
a little sun, not more than five minutes 
"on each side" every day until the pro- 
tective tan appears -is a sure method for 
avoiding burns. The large assortment of 
anti -sunburn oils and unguents on the mar- 
ket are an effective help in preventing a 
burn, but, if you swim, remember that they 
come off in the water. The swimmer's best 
preventative is an application of a dilute 
solution of acetic acid -have your druggist 
make it up for you -prior to exposure. 

A final word for those of you to whom 
this word to the wise comes too late. 

If you are sunburned: continuous wet 
dressings of acetic acid, one -half to one 
percent solution, will relieve the pain. Use 
oil, not water, for cleansing burned areas 
of the skin. Local treatment is the same as 
that for any first degree burn. 

RADIO MIRROR 
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IF you're a lettuce -squeezer 

or an orange -pincher, you're 
a saboteur. Yes -because 
rough handling of fruits and 
vegetables by careless custom- 
ers in markets results in a loss 
of a half a million dollars to 
retail stores each year. And 
that's enough money to put 
four new PT boats into ser- 
vice. PT boats cost $145,000. 

When we were children our 
mothers used to tell us to eat 
our bread crusts because they'd 
make our hair curly. But now 
there's a much more valid 
reason for eating every bit of 
a slice of bread, instead of just 
taking a couple of bites out of 
the middle and . leaving the 
rest. Listen to this: If every 
family wastes one slice of 
bread a week -just one slice 
for the whole family, mind 
you -the total loss is two mil- 
lion loaves a week. This waste 
alone would buy seventeen 
quarter -ton jeeps every week. 
A jeep costs $1,165. 

American boys and girls 
everywhere say that they don't 
get a chance to do their share 
in the war effort. Everyone 
has a right to do his part for 
victory -how about finding 
some useful, purposeful jobs 
for those youngsters of yours? 
In the Victory Garden, for in- 
stance, Sis and Junior can fight 
weeds and insects, take care of 
the tools, water young plants, 
and help in the picking of the 
vegetables. In the community 
canning kitchen (and there are 
a lot of these, this year) the 
young people can do K.P. duty 
and save their elders steps and 
time; they can help sterilize 
jars and cans, peel tomatoes 
and peaches, snap the beans, 
hull the peas, cut corn off 
the cob, slice potatoes, shell 
beans; they can rush fruits 
and vegetables from gardens 
to the cannery, print or type 
labels. Many school -age chil- 
dren are now doing the family 
shopping, too -and are learn- 
ing to be efficient young con- 
sumers. 

The Children's Bureau of the 
Department of Labor warns 
that there is an . increasing 
shortage of doctors and nurses 
to take care of this year's 
bumper crop of babies, and 
recommends that every com- 
munity have a "well baby" 
clinic to which mothers may 
bring healthy babies for 
check -ups and to receive advice 
on keeping the baby well. This 
insurance against avoidable 
illness will conserve the time 
and energy of doctors for the 
really sick people of the nation. 
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HEDY LAMARR, APPEARING IN "THE HEAVENLY BODY" 
A METRO -GOLDWYN -MAYER PICTURE 
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Girls! For darker skin .'. for "sunkissed" ivory skin likè Hedy 

Lamarr's, try this shade ... For deeper, summer radiance, 

wear rose -gold SUN PEACH or bronzy TROPIC TAN ... Hollywood 

helped create all Woodbury shades. Blended by Color Control, 

they give that fresh, velvet, flawless look hours longer! 

Choose from the 8 enchanting Woodbury shades today. 

YOUR MATCHED MAKE -UPI ... Now with your big 
$1 box of Woodbury Powder, you also get your 
glamorizing, matching shades of lipstick and rouge 
-at no extra cost! All 3 for only $I. 

ALSO BOXES OF WOODBURY POWDER 504 Tif. IOf 
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Always selling wedding pres- 
never getting any. Then one day 

Mommy 'n' me stopped in at the 

shop. "That baby's luscious, satiny 

skin puts a bee in my boWho, can I 
sparked 

Cousin Betsy. 
" Wh secret ?" 

see about getting her beauty 

Mommy winked at me. "Try 

our doctor. He'll put you wise!" 

tie: 

who thumps my chest_myor. Ile to switch to regular. 
Pent 

eansings with my mild Ivory Soap. "You o 
coloring, 

see," he went on, "Ivory 
has no g, medication or strong perfume that might be irritating. why so safe for baby's tender skin!" 

wedding gifts! Yes, Betsy has that 

"Ivory Look" now -that satiny, 

radiant skin that makes alt lots 
nant's 

heart skip a beat. They got 
says ray 

of presents, but Cousin Betsy 
yt she's 

beauty tip is still the best g 

had. Bet she'll always think so 

if she always sticks to Ivory! 

99 as /100 % pure . It floats 

' (" ^k, 
sotve 

'~`olJ -. h^_- 
rOattkRll, 

761, ilitary secret! DON'T WASTE IVORY! Soap uses vital war materials. 
Never leave it in water. Keep it in a dry soap -dish. Use up every last sliver. 



This is more than a story. It is the heart of a woman laid bare. No one who has ever loved, who 
has known security in a man's arms and consecration in his kiss, could help but weep for her 

T HERE'S not much that goes on 
in a small town that everybody 
doesn't know about. At least, that's 

the way it was forty years ago when 
I grew up in one, and I guess it's the 
way it is now. Some people say radios 
and automobiles make a difference 
now because folks haven't got as much 
time as they used to have, to pry into 
their neighbors' business. I don't know. 
It seems to me; human -nature being 
what it is, that we're all of us likely 
to be interested in our neighbors. 

Some of that interest can be a fine, 
healthy thing -a neighborly sharing 
and generosity in time of trouble. Peo- 
ple who live in big cities don't get 

much of that. But sometimes it can be 
a deadly, vicious thing that leads to 
spying and gossip and the real ruin of 
people's lives. 

As it did in the case of Miss Jenny 
Tucker. 

Miss Jenny was teacher of our 
little country school when I was a 
little fellow about eight or nine, in 
the third grade. She taught all grades 
of course -there were only about fifty 
kids all told. It was her first year 
in Tomkinsville and she was the best 
teacher we ever had. She was also 
the most beautiful woman I ever saw. 

You'll have to remember this was 
back around 1904 and there weren't 

any movies with glamorous stars to 
get your ideas of beauty from. I can 
still picture the first day of school - 
the first time I ever saw her. She 
walked in and faced the class, all of 
us strangers to her, and my breath 
choked in my throat she was so pretty. 
She looked different from my mother 
and all the other women I knew. She 
had soft, dark hair, fine -spun and 
piled up on top of her head in the 
fashion of those days. She wore a 
high- necked shirtwaist and a long 
sweeping skirt, and she looked slim 
as the willow tree that grew down 
by the swimming hole. She always 
reminded me of that tree -slender 

` 

A Stars Over Hollywood Story _ 
Inspired by the original story, "Jenny Tucker," by Peggy Blake, 
heard on Stars Over Hollywood, Saturday, 12:30 P.M. EWT on CBS. 
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and graceful and kind of swaying in 
the soft breeze. Of course I didn't 
really think any of these things then. 
I just knew she reminded me of 
something I thought was beautiful and 
that I loved to look at her. She had 
a 'soft, clear voice that you liked to 
listen to. 

We'd never had really good school- 
ing before -Tomkinsville was a poor 
farming town and the School Board 
didn't have much to spend. But Miss 
Jenny was young -about twenty then, 
I guess -and willing to work for a 
small salary, and she was naturally a 
good teacher. She made you want 
to learn. She'd come from a larger 
place and she boarded with the Mc- 
Allisters, down the road a piece from 
the schoolhouse. 

SHE 
had to be pretty strict with us 

the first few days, cracking down 
on the older boys who thought they 
could cut up because she was a woman 
and trying to get us younger ones into 
the habit of studying. If she thought 
we weren't doing our best, she'd keep 
us in after school. That was how I 
happened to be there the day she 
met Matt. 

There were a bunch of us kept in 
that day -Bill Meacham and Freddy 
McAllister and Tommy Andrews. We 
were sitting in the back of the room 
studying spelling when Matt walked 
in the door. 

I've heard women in town say that 
Matt was "a looker, all right." I 
guess he was good -looking, though a 
kid my age doesn't have many stand- 
ards to judge by when he likes people 
and I was terribly fond of Matt. He 
was a well -built man, tall and rugged, 
and he had a quiet, self- contained 
kind of face. He could get mad or 
stirred up occasionally and then his 
dark eyes would blaze, but usually 
they were just gentle and strong look- 
ing. He lived on a farm a couple of 
miles out from town and eked out 
the small living that poor land gave 
him by doing light hauling jobs with 
his horse and small rig. 

Now he stepped quietly through the 
door and said, "Miss Jenny Tucker ?" 

All we kids looked up. It wasn't 
only that his coming gave us an ex- 
cuse to quit studying, but there was 
something funny in the way he said 
it. There was something hushed in 
his voice, like the way I'd felt when 
I first saw Miss Jenny. 

"Yes." She said it uncertainly, as if 
she'd sensed that thing in his voice, too. 

"I've come to see about hauling your 
trunk to the McAllisters. I've just 
picked it up at the depot. When do 
you want it delivered ?" 

Miss Jenny didn't answer right away. 
It was as if she couldn't, as if she 
were held by the same sort of still- 
ness that held Matt, Then she turned 
to us and said, , "You boys may be 
excused' now." 

The three of us grabbed up our 
books before she could change her 
mind and started hightailing out. I 
was the last one and at the door some- 
thing made me stop and look back. 

20 Matt and Miss Jenny were still stand- 

ing there, not moving, and staring at 
each other as if they wouldn't ever stop. 

Of course, you never can know ex- 
actly what's going on in another per- 
son's mind, or exactly what they're 
going to say to somebody when you're 
not there to hear it. But I knew Matt 
well, and later came to know Miss 
Jenny, and I can make a pretty good 
guess at what each of them must 
have thought and said after we left. 

"I'd like to have the trunk when - 
whenever it's convenient for you, Mr. 
-Mr. -" Miss Jenny said, and she 
must have sounded out of breath. 

"My name is Matt." 
"Whenever it's convenient then, 

Mr. Matt." 
"No. That's my first name. I'd like 

you to call me by it. . I'll take 
you home now, as long as school's out." 

Automatically, Miss Jenny began 
gathering up her things and putting 
on her hat and the loose cape -like 
coat she wore that spring. She wasn't 
very tall, and as they started down 
the road to where Matt had hitched 
his rig, she reached hardly to his 
shoulder. She looked fragile as she 
walked beside him, trying to match 
her steps to his long strides. 

They got in the buggy and Matt 
turned the horse around. The trunk 
was tied on the back of the rig. "Let's 
take a little drive first," he said. 

"But I -I don't go riding with 
strangers, Mr. Matt." 

"Just Matt," he said gently. He 
looked out over the softly rolling hills, 
and the long fingers of shadow spread 
over them by the sinking sun. "You're 
not a stranger. I saw you the other 
day at the depot when you got off 
the train. You had on that blue cape 
and a blue hat, and I just stood and 
looked at you. I didn't even wonder 
what your name was, because it was 
as if I knew you already. You're 
not a stranger to me... . 

"I think," Miss Jenny said in a 
choked voice, "you'd better take me 
home right away. I -I have some 
papers to correct." 

"You don't have to work at being 
a schoolmarm every minute -let the 
papers wait. Besides," and he looked 
directly at her, "that's not the real 
reason you want to go home. The 
real reason is that you don't like my 
making personal remarks. Just re- 

member this, Jenny Tucker: once in 
a hundred years maybe, two people 
meet who don't have to make any 
bridges like 'How dodo' or 'Pleased to 
meet you' to get to know each other. 
Because those two people have been 
knowing each other already since time 
began, even if they never came face 
to face till an hour before. And that's 
the way I think it is with you and 
me," he finished simply. 

Miss Jenny didn't answer. She 
couldn't. She knew, deep down inside 
her, it was true. 

So the two of them drove slowly 
on as the sun began to sink and the 
dark began to come. I can see them 
in my mind's eye -Miss Jenny slim 
and erect, her dark hair framing her 
white face, the narrow, gold watch - 
chain she always wore around her 
neck catching the last, gleams of the 
sun, and her hands folded motionless 
in her lap. And Matt, big and quiet, 
sitting there beside . her, swaying a 
little with the motion of the buggy, 
and his black eyes dark and glowing. 
There wasn't any sound except the 
clop -clop of the horse's hooves in the 
soft dirt. They didn't talk much. They 
didn't want to, and there wasn't any 
need. Both of them were feeling that 
strange kind of hush that had come 
when they first saw each other in the 
schoolroom - feeling it and wondering 
at it and being afraid of it, all at 
the same time. 

Finally Miss Jenny said, "Please take 
me home now, Matt. It's getting late 
and Mrs. McAllister will be worried." 

Matt gave her a gently mocking grin. 
"As you wish, ma'am. I'm not one 
to impose on a lady -especially when 
she's so sure of her own mind." He 
gave the reins a twitch, and the 
horse stopped dead in his tracks. "What 
do you know -Ginger's gotten stub- 
born on us. He gets like that some- 
times and nothing on earth'll make 
him move." 

"Ginger -giddap!" She looked plead- 
ingly at Matt. "Make him go. Please 
don't tease me, Matt. I really have 
to get home -" 

The words broke off as Matt's arms 
went around her slender body and 
pulled her close. His eager mouth 
came down on hers, and the hug that 
had held them deepened and spread 
until it seemed as if the whole world 
were still with it. Then, trembling, 
Jenny pulled back. 

"Stop it!" she cried angrily. "This 
is cheap -it's ugly -it's -oh, take me 
home!" 

"Honey- please. It's not cheap and 
ugly. I'm crazy about you. You belong 
to me like you were part of myself. 

. Don't cry. It's my fault. I shouldn't 
have done it but I -I just couldn't 
help it. . . ." 

'No, it's my fault," she whispered 
through the tears. "Driving with you 
like this -after we only met this 
afternoon -you had every reason to 
think just what you did think. It's 
not my habit to-to- I'ye never been 
kissed before!" 

His eyes darkened and he put one 
arm gently around her shoulders. "I 
know, honey. I shouldn't have. Don't 



I looked back -Matt and Miss Jenny 
were still standing there, staring at 
each other as if they wouldn't ever stop. 

be upset -I'll take you home now. 
Giddap, Ginger!" 

There was something beautiful and 
fine about the honesty in Jenny Tucker. 
You don't find that kind of honesty in 
most people. When she faced him now, 
it was without a trace of flirtatious- 
ness or coquetry-but just bravely 
and simply. 

"It -it would make it easier for me 
if we'd been properly introduced, 
Matt -by the McAllisters or somebody. 
Will you call on me? Will you call 
on me tomorrow, at my home ?" 

His eyes stayed fixed on the reins. 
"I can't," he said at last. "I'm not in 
town much and when I am, I haven't 
got time for calling on people. Bowing 
to you over a teacup won't make any 
difference in the way I feel, Jenny." 

"It would to me." 
"I know, but -I can't. Believe me, 

Jenny. Believe in me and the feeling 
I have for you." 

She was silent a moment. "I do, 
Matt -honestly, I do. But -when will 
I see you again? Won't you -" and 
she smiled with soft shyness -"fetch 
the teacher an apple tomorrow ?" 

"I -can't say, honey. Not tomorrow. 
But maybe Friday. Maybe a week 
from Friday. I'll come -but I don't 
know when: Farming keeps a man's 
nose to the grindstone. Just believe 

that I'll want to come even when I 
can't, and that I'll always want to 
come. Can you believe that ?" 

She looked at him with shining 
eyes. "Yes " she said, almost in- 
audibly. "I believe it with the strange, 
wild singing inside me. I believe I 
always will." 

It was black dark when they drove 
up to the McAllisters'. He helped her 
out of the buggy and she turned and 
whispered, "Goodbye- Matt." 

His face was a blur in the dimness, 
but she felt his eyes, hot and glowing, 
on her face. He said, "No, hello. Hello 
-Jenny Tucker...." 

That was the way it started. 
And that was the way it kept on. 

Matt didn't ever call on Jenny at the 
McAllisters'. Instead, he used to come 
to the schoolhouse and they'd sit and 
talk after we kids had gone home. 
Or he'd wait for her down the road 
a piece and they'd drive for a while. 
He didn't kiss her again, and Jenny 
wondered but was . glad. They had 
time, she thought -all the time in the 
world to let this thing between them 
flower of itself. Like Matt said, they 
didn't need the ordinary bridges to 
understanding that other people had 
to use. 

Well, as I said in the beginning, 
there's not much that goes on in a 

small town that everybody doesn't 
know-about. And start to talk about. 
Maybe. the kids let something drop. 
Maybe somebody saw Matt come 
quietly through the schoolhouse door 
one day. Whatever it was that started 
it, there was talk. 

Miss Jenny sensed it and it made 
her unhappy but she never really 
complained to Matt. She believed in 
him too much for that. She knew 
he was busy, and she also knew he 
was different from anybody else she'd 
ever known. But I guess she didn't 
know just how much talk there was. 

The school kids picked it up from 
their 'parents' whispers and began to 
whisper among themselves, especially 
the older ones. There were two fac- 
tions -those that half believed the sly 
insinuations, and those that didn't be- 
cause they loved Miss Jenny. Tommy 
Andrews was one of those who didn't 
believe. He hated the whispers he 
only half understood. He knew only 
that this was something ugly and that 
it .touched two people he loved. He 
defended his belief so fiercely he got 
himself nearly (Continued on page 71) 21 



Marilyn thought that this would be a real homecoming 

-the beginning of a new life for her and Rick. But 

he had a cruelly different reason for bringing her home 

IT'S hard to desçribe 
the moment when 
memory and recog- 

nition meet, when you 
see suddenly a face you 
know very well and yet 
have not expected to 
see at all. Such a mo- 

ment marked my meeting Rick Stevens 
on the tram. 

I was going through the lounge car 
to the diner, intent on my progress, 
catching at chair -arms and tables to 
balance myself, when something as 
definite as a hand on my shoulder made 
me look up. Ahead of me in a chair 
at the end of the car sat a slim figure 
in gray gabardine, one knee crossed 
over the other, one well -shod foot 
swinging negligently with the move- 
ment of the train. He was oblivious to 
everything but the folded newspaper 
he was reading, and his face was in 
profile, but I knew every detail of it 
-the sweet, almost womanish sweep 
of dark brows and lashes, the surpris- 
ing blue of his eyes against white skin, 
the equally surprising pugnacious 
thrust of the jaw. 

Rick Stevens. 
I don't know whether I halted my 

determined, if wavering, progress to 
stare; I don't know how long I debated 
.the advisability of passing him with- 
out speaking -but a few seconds later 
I was settling myself into the empty 
chair beside him, quite as if that was 
what I'd intended in the first place. I 
said in a casual voice, "Hello, Rick." 

The paper went down, and his head 
turned. For one long, dreadful mo- 
ment when I met a blank, blue stare, 
I thought he wasn't going to recognize 
me. Then the glint of a smile in his 
eyes told me that I was to take his hes- 
itation as a little foolery, instead of 
the play for time that it really was. 
"Hello, Marilyn. How are you ?" 

"Very well, thank you." My voice 
skidded with relief. 

"Where- Are you going far ?" 
"Just to Monroe." I tried to sound 

off -hand, as if I made trips to Monroe 
often, but I couldn't quite manage it. 
Monroe was a sizable city, much larger 
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than my home town of Beau Clair, and 
a day and a night's journey away. Fur- 
thermore, the trip was my first taste 
9f freedom in many months. 

Rick raised one eyebrow. "Unchap- 
eroned?" 

I flushed. I couldn't mistake the 
tone, the sardonic curl of his lips. I 
shrank a'little from him. I hadn't ex- 
pected him to be pleased to see me, 
but now he'd sounded almost cruel. I 
answered quietly, "I'm going to visit 
Aunt Beth." 

"I see.. The sardonic grin faded, and 
for a moment he seemed to ponder. 
Then he was smiling again, his own, 
real smile, the infectious smile that 
made everyone want to smile with him. 
His head turned to me in the quick 
direct way that made you feel that he 
was especially interested in you. "You'll 
like Monroe, Marilyn. It's a pretty 
town, with some nice restaurants, and 
a beautiful park, and good theaters -" 

"You seem to know it very well." 
The question slippéd out of my closely - 
guarded store of curiosity about him. 

"I should. I've been there for some 
time. I'm director of music at Station 
KIVBX." 

He stopped abruptly, and I had the 
feeling that he would have recalled his 
words if he could have, and with them 
the note of pride that' had crept out 
when he'd mentioned his job. His 
smile faded, and the sidelong glance 
he gave me was intent, somehow watch- 
ful. "Perhaps I'll see you when you're 
in town. I'd like to take you to dinner 
at the Palm Room -" 

My heart rose on a wave of relief 
and gladness. Relief that Rick didn't 
resent seeing me, after all, gladness- 
oh, unutterable gladness - that he 
wanted to see me again. 

"Perhaps," I agreed. Then I was 
afraid that my very coolness would be- 
tray how eager I was, and I added. "I'd 
like it very much." 

His eyes held mine, and then, as if 
he thought that even a look could say 
too much, he glanced away, out the 
window. I could think of nothing 
more to say. I, too, transferred my 
gaze to the window. And so we rode, 
both of us with our. faces straight ahead, 
our eyes on the flying scenery. 

There is, I suppose, nothing especially 
remarkable in that, except that I was 
Marilyn Stevens, Rick's wife, and I 
hadn't seen my husband for over a 
year. 

A year -it was more. It was a life- 
time and over, because Rick And I were 
strangers now, more so than if we'd 
never known each other at all. I 
didn't know what he was thinking; I 
couldn't feel sure, in spite of his sug- 
gestion that he see me in Monroe, that 
he was pleased about our meeting. Was 
he thinking about Beau Clair, I won- 
dered? Was his mind, like mine, turn- 
ing back to a summer night nearly two 
years before, and to a boy singing a 
love song, an impudent yet wistful lit- 
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tle tune, while a girl danced by the 
piano. . . 

"If I could be with you one hour 
tonight " 
My whole life had changed that 

night, with that song. What had started 
out to be a perfectly ordinary evening 
of dancing at the Castle Gardens with 
the crowd I'd known from high school, 

was suddenly something very different, 
full of wonder and magic and far re- 
moved from everyday life. I felt dif- 
ferent, and I looked different. I caught 
a glimpse of myself in one of the mir= 
rors that reflected the dancers, and I 
was startled to realize that the vibrant 
looking creature with the enormous 
eyes and the cloud of dark hair was 

All sight and sound around me were 

blotted out in the dear, remembered 
long -wanted nearness of my husband. 

really I. My feet drifted with the 
music; I was a part of the melody and 
the changing rhythms, and everywhere 
there was the face of the man at the 
piano, smiling after me, and his voice 
singing love songs, pointing them di- 
rectly and unashamedly at me. In the 
face and the voice there was a sweet- 
ness seldom found in a man. 
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He was determined, too. 
At intermission, when a group of us 

were sitting at a table on the terrace, 
he came out and lingered near us, and 
then, very, casually and naturally, man- 
aged to get himself introduced all 
around. Not that we weren't glad to 
have him. Even to the boys, because 
he was the pianist in the big band the 
Gardens had brought from Chicago for 
its summer opening, he was a cosmo- 
politan figure, almost something of a 
celebrity, and we were proud that he'd 
singled us out. Bunty Upmeier, my 
escort, asked him to sit down, and Rick 
drew up a chair between Bunty and 
me, but not so close to the table that 
he separated us. Then when the others 
were busy listening to a long and in- 
volved joke, he turned to Bunty and 
asked directly, "Tell me, is Marilyn 
your girl ?" 

I ALMOST laughed. I'd known Bunty 
since kindergarten, and our relation- 

ship was as comfortable and as casual 
as an old shoe. Bunty looked startled, 
and then perhaps under the stimulus 
of having acquired an out -of -town 
guest, he rose nobly to the occasion 
and made a gallant little speech. "I'd 
like to say so-but she's only my date." 

"I'm glad," said Rick gravely. Then 
he turned to me, and for the first time 
I found how disturbing his blue eyes 
could be at close range. "Did you hear 
me singing One Hour Tonight? I meant 
it for you, every word of it." 

I'd never been good at hiding how I 
felt. Now, with my heart hammering 
in my throat, my eyes as wide as the 
summer moon, I felt much younger 
than my eighteen years, and the best 
I could do was to stammer, "I -it's im- 
possible-" 

"I know it is," he said quickly, " -to- 
night. But I'd like to take you out to- 
morrow afternoon." 

That was the beginning of two weeks 
of the most 'exquisite happiness I'd ever 
known. Everything was perfect for 
us. Even the weather -blue and gold 
days, sweet -scented and quick with the 
colors of a countryside in the first bloom 
of summer -was a perfect backdrop for 
two ,roung people who swam and 
walked and rode- whenever Rick 
could borrow the bandleader's car - 
and talked endlessly. . . . I loved to 
listen to him talk. He was only twenty - 
four, but he'd been playing in orches- 
tras for six years, and he'd worked in 
towns and cities all over the country. 
He had an inexhaustible fund of stories 
-about the time he'd been stranded 
in St. Louis and the wonderful job 
he'd stumbled into when he was down 
to his last dime, about trips in crowded 
band buses, when the musicians had to 
take turns pushing the bus out of 
muddy ruts and digging it out of the 
snow, about long trips in luxurious 
well -appointed Pullman trains. 
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I listened breathlessly, living every 
experience with him in my imagina- 
tion. Rick wasn't only the most fas- 
cinating man I'd ever met, and the most 
endearing, but he was also the most - 
well, unconquerable. I couldn't picture 
his ever being beaten, ever surrender- 
ing to dullness and boredom, ever be- 
ing held down by the prosaic things that 
weighted other men. It seemed to me 
that life, to Rick, was only a reflection 
of his own bright, gay spirit. 

We had the long, sunny afternoons 
together, and in the evenings I went 
out to the Castle Gardens. I couldn't 
go there alone, of course, but that was 
the summer before America entered 
the war, and there was always Bunty, 
or some other town boy, who was glad 
to take me there at Rick's expense and 
to dance with me until Rick got off 
the stand. I wondered later why my 
parents didn't object to my seeing him 
so constantly -but then, they knew 
that he'd be in town only a short while 
because the Gardens couldn't afford to 
keep the band he played with for a 
long engagement, and so long as Rick 
and Bunty, or whoever else escorted 
me, brought me home promptly at 
one o'clock, they didn't worry. Be- 
sides, they, and everyone else in town, 
agreed that Rick was a gentleman. 
They liked his unobtrusive small cour- 
tesies, his nice hesitancy even when 
he was being most direct about getting 
something he wanted, his directness-it- 
self. 

One day, the most memorable in all 
of that enchanted fortnight, it rained. 
Rick and I sat in a booth in Turner's 
Drug on Main Street, and felt snug and 
protected, and pleased at being shut 
in together. That was the afternoon he 
told me that the band was scheduled 
to leave town. "We have to be in 
Glenview tomorrow," he said. "We 
leave tonight after the job." Then he 
added, "Wives aren't allowed to travel 
with the band." 

My heart flew up to my throat and 
stuck there. He hadn't mentioned mar- 
riage to me, nor love, hadn't even 
kissed me. It was as if the thing be- 
tween us was too big to be approached 
with words, too powerful to be tempted 
with small caresses. 

"Do-do you have to go ?" I asked 
tightly. 

"No," he said slowly, "I don't. I 
could manage to stay in town. I've 
been making inquiries. I can play Fri- 
day and Saturday nights for the barn 
dances on Highway 8 and Wednesdays 
at the Oaks ballroom. Then there are 
organization parties, like the Elks', once 
or twice a month. It isn't much, but 
we could manage until we got enough 
to leave town." He raised his eyes, 
and I was shaken by their blue inten- 
sity, their steady seriousness. "Do you 
want me to stay, Marilyn ?" 

"I. do," I whispered. "You don't 
know how much -" 

He leaned across the table and pulled 
me to him, and all of the unspoken 
words, the withheld feeling of the past 
weeks were released in a kiss that left 
us shaken and a little frightened of 
the magnitude of the thing to which 
we'd committed ourselves. Rick re- 
leased me suddenly and sat back, say- 
ing hastily, warningly, "I oughtn't to 
ask you to marry me, you know. I 
haven't any money saved -I never had 
a reason to save it before I met you. 
And I'll lose my union card if I can't 



get a man to replace me in the band 
-and it looks right now as if I can't. 
I ought to go on with the band and wait 
until I get settled some place where 
I can send for you decently. Only - 
I'm so darned afraid something might 
happen, and I might lose you, and that'd 
be impossible -" 

Incoherent as he sounded, I knew 
what he meant, and Ifelt exactly as he 
did. In one way, it seemed that noth- 
ing could ever separate us, at least not 
for long, and then again, it seemed that 
such happiness as we knew couldn't 
last, that nothing so lovely, so ex- 
quisitely perfect, could stay forever. 

I didn't have the slightest idea of 
what he meant when he said we 
oughtn't plan to be married right away. 
I knew that in his profession there were 
good times and bad times, and I didn't 
mind facing poverty with him. I ex- 
pected to live very modestly, even when 

didn't know how pinching pennies, and 
down -at -heel shoes, and washing out 
clothes in a washbowl, and eating in 
cheap luncheons could wear a dream 
thin. 

It wasn't that way at first, of course. 
At first there was excitement piled upon 
excitement, so that everything had a 
story -book quality. There was the 
band's leaving town, and Rick's com- 
ing out the next day to tell my parents 
that we wanted to be married. There 
was my parents' dismay, and their in- 
dignation at the thought of my marry- 
ing anyone, when they'd expected to 
have me at home for a couple of years 
at least, and, when they saw how seri- 
ous we were, their attempts to be calm 
and reasonable and their suggestion 
that we wait a while and perhaps see 
less of each other... . 

The next afternoon Rick and I drove 
to a neighboring county in a rented 

I knew then why I couldn't leave him. Rick and I 
had nothing, were nothing, if we weren't together. 

he earned a good salary, because we 
meant to save toward the day we could 
settle down and Rick could devote 
himself to the arranging he wanted to 
do. But -I didn't expect to be poor in 
Beau Clair. I knew that Rick could 
make only a bare living there, and I 
didn't think that we'd be staying more 
than two or three weeks at the most. I 
didn't foresee how the attitude of the 
townspeople would change once Rick 
ceased to be a guest and became one 
of them and therefore open to the close 
observation and the criticism they gave 
each other. I didn't know what it 
would be like to be a bride, living in a 
dingy room at the Beau Clair Hotel, 
when the other young matrons, almost 
without exception, lived in pretty cot- 
tages in the new section of town. I 

car, and were married. The clerk who 
made out our license took one look at 
our faces and said, "You two don't want 
to be married by a justice of the peace. 
You want to be married in church. 
Got any witnesses? No? Then I'll close 
shop and go along with you . 

It was a beautiful wedding. There 
was the tiny country church, and the 
clerk and the minister's wife standing 
at one side, beaming, and the flowers 
Rick had bought me trembling on my 
shoulder ... And the hum of bees in 
the flowers outside, and the low rays 
of the sun slanting in through the 
church door at our backs as we knelt 
to hear, "Dearly Beloved...." 

Nothing ever spoiled my memory of 
that. Nothing could. 

That night we went back to Beau 

Clair, to a hotel room with a gaunt iron 
bed and peeling brown wall paper, and 
a cracked washbasin with a dripping 
tap. In that dreary place we didn't 
feel quite as gay and sure and daring 
as we had, and although we laughed at 
the room, we clung' together, too, as if 
for protection. 

My father forgave us -it was his own 
word for making the best of what he 
considered a bad situation. He came 
to see us soon after the wedding and 
offered Rick a job in his hardware 
store. Rick thanked him, and refused. 
Father's face turned quite red, but he 
managed to keep his temper. He even 
managed to sound jovial. "Now, look," 
he said, "You've got a wife to support, 
and you've. got to think about that. 
You want a real job, a man's job. You 
can't expect to live by going plinkety- 
plink on a piano -" 

Rick's face went white, but he an- 
swered quietly, "I intend to support 
Marilyn, and in the best way I know. 
I can't throw years of work and study 
overboard -" 

Father looked at the room, and the 
wallpaper and the cracked wash basin. 
"Well," he said, "you can't stay here. 
At least you can move in with Mother 
and me until you decide -" 

Rick's glance met mine, and a kind 
of silent affirmation passed between us. 
We both saw what living with my par- 
ents would mean. It would mean hav- 
ing the advantages of the hardware 
business extolled day after day in 
dozens of ways. 

"We're grateful," Rick told him sin- 
cerely, "But we'll stay where we are. 
It would be imposing to move in on 
you for the little while we'll be in town. 
We won't always be living here." 

I believed that then, but as the weeks 
and the months went by, it became in- 
creasingly hard to keep believing it. 
It became increasingly hard to hold up 
my head and to explain blithely to 
my friends that Rick and I would be 
leaving town any day now, to face the 
smug, I- told -you -so look on the faces 
of the townspeople. Music as a pro- 
fession was looked down upon by the 
citizens of Beau Clair. As they saw it, 
it was fine to be talented, to be able to 
play for a dance occasionally, but you 
also had to have a real job, a steady, 
nine -to -five job. To live by your fin- 
ger -tips, to work at night and to sleep 
in the day -time -well, it was so far 
from the town's standards of normal 
living as to seem almost indecent. 

Rick laughed at them, but after a 
while, his laughter, like his collars, be- 
came a little frayed. I begged him to 
take me away. "Anywhere, Rick," I 
urged. "Let's go now -any place but 
here, where our business is everyone's. 
Even if we have to hitchhike -" 

He chuckled, but his mouth twisted 
with desperation. "Honey, it's impos- 
sible. I've explained that to you. You 
know I lost my 'union card when I left 
the band, and without that card I can't 
play a decent job anywhere. We can't 
leave until we've money enough to 
pay my fine and to see us through the 
waiting period before the card is re- 
issued. But don't worry, sweet. Some- 
thing'll turn (Continued on page 76) 
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All over America, girls are endlessly waiting for their men. Their 
love is being tested just like Linda's in this story of broken faith 

LTTÉRS from Larry usually came 
in the afternoon mail, so it was 
always hard for me to eat my 

lunch. Excitement and anticipation 
choked my throat, and the rapid beat- 
ing of my heart made it seem impos- 
sible that I had ever been hungry, or 
ever would be again. ' 

Today, eating was a complete im- 
possibility. I kept telling myself over 
and over that I couldn't hope to get an 
answer so soon, but I did hope. It had 
been only a few days since I wrote my 
pleading, urgent question to him -even 
with air mail as fast as it is, you can't 
expect to trade letters with a flyer in 
England that quickly. I repeated that 
in my mind, trying to discipline myself 
into eating the tasteless sandwich in 
front of me, hardly hearing the talk 
that clattered' around me in the lunch 
room of the Marshalltown Commercial 
College. For I had a foolish, unrea- 
sonable certainty that I would get my 
answer today. Oh, not a direct one-it 
might be a letter written before I'd even 
put my longing into words to send to 
Larry-but it would be an answer, just 
the same. Somehow, something in it 
would tell me what I wanted to know. 
And then -my heart almost smothered 
me with its heating as I thought of it 
-then perhaps I could go away from 
here. Perhaps I wouldn't have to sit 
here any longer, waiting -endlessly, 
endlessly waiting! I wouldn't have to 
listen to the silly chattering of the 
girls. I could put my loneliness be- 
hind me, and go to Larry, and be happy 
and safe forever in his arms. 

"Don't you think so, Linda ?" The 
words, repeated, brought me out of my 
dreams and back to the lunch room, 
back to the circle of faces around the 
table. 

"Don't I think what ?" 
"Don't you think it's mean of Connie 

not to tell us how she met that corporal 
who brought her home last night ?" 
Martha's small pointed face was all 
animation, all eagerness, her topaz 
eyes lighted with excitement. 

So little to be excited about -so lit- 
tle to really care about, I thought. 
Where are you going tonight? ... What 
dress are you going to wear? ... Did 
you dance with that ensign? .. . Did 
he ask you for a date? Forever ques- 
tions- questions whose answers didn't 

mean anything, really. . Questions about 
men who came into their lives for a 
brief evening and went their way again, 
leaving memories that faded quickly 
in the greater concreteness of another 
brief reality. I didn't want to talk that 
light, meaningless talk -I wanted to 
be left alone to my remembering and 
my dreaming, and my looking ahead to 
the golden future. 

I didn't want to say a word. I wanted 
to bury myself in my own thoughts, to 
dream of Larry's gay, rugged young 
face with his wide grin and bright 
blue eyes, topped by a stubble of straw - 
blond hair. I wanted to keep remind- 
ing myself of how he'd held me hard in 
his arms when he said goodbye, and 
murmured against my hair, "It may be 
a long time, honey. But it won't seem 
so long because we both know what 
we're waiting for." 

He was echoing my brother John's 
words, I knew. How often John had 
said to me, "The road is never so long 
if you know what goal you're heading 
for." Larry had only known John since 
they started their training together in 
the Air Corps. But I knew he felt 
the same respect for him, so deep it 
was almost like worship, that I'd felt 
ever since I could remember, tagging 
after him from the tithe I could walk, 
trying to do what he did, share his 
dreams and ideals, and trying to be the 
kind of person he would want me to 
be. 

"Linda's snooty -don't mind her." 
That was Connie, laughing, bringing 
me back again to the girls at the table. 
"Sometimes I wonder if you'd be so in- 
terested in that wonderful, far -off cap- 
tain of yours if you could fmd your- 
self a real flesh -and -blood corporal 
right here at home." 

I flushed. I hadn't meant to be stand- 
offish. "I'm not interested in the bars 
on anyone's shoulders," I protested, my 
cheeks hot. "I'd feel the same about 
Larry if he were a private." 

"I don't know." Martha's laughter 
wasn't altogether pleasant. "Some- 
times you act as if Larry had given 
you a halo instead of an engagement 
ring, Linda." 

"I don't mean to be that way," I tried 
to explain. But there are some things 
you just can't explain to girls like Con- 
nie and Martha. Things like those my 

brother John had always told me about 
never doing anything you wouldn't 
be proud to tell people about, later, 
and - 

"It's Silly," Connie put in flatly. "It's 
not noble -it's just silly. What will it 
ever get you, sitting out the war wait- 
ing for some man who's probably for- 
gotten you ever existed ?" 

.That hurt. I'd passed off Connie's 
barbed remarks before, but this one 
frightened me. What if it were true? 
A year and a half is a long time. The 
words you remember may stay the 
same, but the man who said them may 
be changed. 

I wouldn't believe it. I couldn't. I 
had to depend on Larry. He-his love 
-was all I had, now. For John had 
gone down in flames over Berlin four 
months ago. 

Martha was waiting for me to speak, 
the doubt coming back again to her big 
dark -blue eyes. I tried to think of the 
words John had given me to hold to, 
when he and Larry left. 

I said, trying to keep my voice firm, 
"It's just that somebody's got to do this 
job too. Some of us have to wait. Per- 
haps we're foolish to pass up a chance 
to have a little fun, but-" 

"You certainly are-" 
"Well, maybe not!" Somebody had 

joined my side. "Maybe Linda is right, 
some of us have to keepthings straight 
for the fellows to come back home 
to-" 

The voices clashed, everybody talk- 
ing hotly at once. They were off again, 
back in the same old argument. Sooner 
or later it always came to that. I knew 
that the girls -even Connie and Fran 
-said more than they really meant. 
Somehow they just had to put on this 
mask of bravado. They felt the need 
of shocking and impressing the others, 
and they didn't realize what traps they 
might be setting for themselves. It 
was just the war atmosphere, all mixed 
up with the fact that there wasn't a 
single boy of our own age living in 
Marshalltown now to have the regu- 
lar normal kind of dates with that 
girls always used to count on having. 
We were all feeling the same inside 
ourselves, I guess, just showing it dif- 
ferently. We had come to the point 
where none of us could think of any- 
thing but boys. But I couldn't bear it 



Lorry -1 remembered his wide 
grin and laughing blue eyes 

He was looking at me with tender- 
ness, and his voice was soft. "Won't 
you come to Boston, Linda ?" he said. 

John -my brother who had 
given me everything I had. 
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any more. I thought I couldn't stand 
another day -another hour. That was 
why I'd written Larry that I wanted to 
leave school. 

Before Larry and John left, we'd 
made a plan. I'd take two years of 
business school -for I was barely sev- 
enteen then -and then if Larry was 
where I could join him I would go to 
him and use my business training in 
some work that would help in the war. 
Almost as soon as they got to England 
they wrote me that the Army needed 
stenographic help in London. "You 
learn those pothooks, honey;" John 
wrote. "They're going to be dictating 
some mighty important things around 
here soon, and they'll need girls who 
don't make any mistakes." 

Those words had got me into the 
advanced class of shorthand after only 
five months of elementary. And Larry 
had kept on writing, "Hurry up, honey. 
You can run a typewriter just as fast 
with a wedding ring on your finger. 
I've found a little flat for us where 
I want to start spending my leave." 
Oh, who wouldn't have worked hard 
With that ahead? 

MAYBE I could have kept on with- 
out ever wavering if John had 

lived. But when he went it seemed as 
if he took all my courage with him. 
He had given me everything I had. 
We'd had only each other ever since 
we were little, and living with an 
elderly aunt and uncle who didn't 
waste any affection on us, we grew up 
very close to each other -maybe too 
close. 

Perhaps John meant too, much to 
me, so that his death wrecked some- 
thing in me, something I needed ter- 
ribly. Anyway, afterwards my room 
wasn't just empty and dreary, my eve- 
nings long and dull with too much 
study. No, the room seemed to crowd 
in on me as if it would crush me, and 
my thoughts swarmed around me un- 
til I was dizzy with a strange, awful 
panic. I couldn't bear it! I couldn't! 
I had to. escape! 

And so I had written Larry that I 
wanted to come. I'd come as soon as he 
could arrange the passage, if .he wanted 
me. 

If he wanted me. - Why had I put. 
those words into the letter? Why are 
people so afraid to believe in them- 
selves, in their own happiness? That 
was my trouble, I know now. That 
was why I chose the path I did. But 
I couldn't know that then. I only knew 
that Connie's words made me shiver 
and shrink up, with a cold doubt. 

And I was in that mood when Larry's 
letter came. Alice, the front -office 
clerk gave it to me as I went through 
the hall on my way to Word Study. 
"I knew you'd be wanting this," she 
said, slipping it into my smock pocket 
because we were supposed to wait till 
after school to get our mail. 

"Oh, I do!" I told her. 
But I didn't. Not that letter. I knew 

it the moment I opened it. 
I suppose it really wasn't as terrible 

as it seemed. But I'll never forget the 
despair that gripped me when I un- 
folded that single sheet of thin air- 

mail paper and glanced up and down 
at the hasty scrawled lines. It was 
what I didn't see that frightened 
me. 

Larry wasn't ever eloquent on paper. 
Always his letters were brief, imper- 
sonal records of things that had hap- 
pened to him. And this one was out- 
wardly the same. He was all right. 
He had chalked up his twenty -third 
mission, through fierce weather, but his 
ship had held together. He'd spent a 
weekend in London, and had seen a. 
show with some of the fellows in his 
squadron. He had run into Enid -it 
seemed that her outfit had been sent 
home from Italy and would be stationed 
in Kent from now on. She seemed glad 

co;... 
Suggested by the story, "Help Wanted, 
Female," by Amzie Strickland and Rob. 
ert Arthur, heard on Just Five Lines. 

to be back home -and right there the 
letter broke off abruptly. "There's my 
call, so that's all for now, Linda. As 
always, Larry." 

No, it wasn't so terrible. Why 
shouldn't he mention seeing Enid? 
I'd heard a good deal about her be- 
fore-I'd even expected her to be my 
sister -in -law. She was an English 
girl, pretty in the fresh blonde Eng- 
lish way, as I'd seen from the snapshot 
John had sent me, and very trim and 
smart in her WREN uniform. Natu- 
rally, Larry had come to know' her well 
when John was seeing her every leave, 
and he had been the one to write her 
of John's death. Why should I get this 
dreadful feeling just because he'd men- 
tioned she was back in England and 
glad to be there? Why did it seem so 
terribly significant that he had broken 
his letter off so sharply? Why was I 
so sure that he had reached the point 
where he wanted to say something 
more about Enid - something that he 
couldn't quite make up his mind to say 
to me just yet? And so had finished 



My knees were shaking, my head felt cold. I could see 

the girls' faces and their questioning, raised eyekrows. 

with "As always, Larry." Not, "Your 
own Larry." Not, "With all my love." 
Not even, "Keeping my fingers crossed 
for that big day -" 

The big day was the day I would ar- 
rive in England. It was the first let- 
ter he had written in which he did not 
make some sweet, shy reference to our 
meeting. That was what was missing 
from this message. He had not even 
mentioned our plans. What if he re- 
gretted them? What if he wished he 
had never asked me to come over and 
marry him at all? 

Once such thoughts get a start, there 
is no stopping them. Those last words 
of Larry's began to echo in my head 
with an ominous sound: "As always." 
What did they mean? What if he never 
really had loved me? Would he have 
agreed to wait two years to marry me 
if he had felt about me as a man should 
feel about the girl he wants? Would 
he have let John persuade him that I 
was too young? 

John ... John could have convinced 
him of anything. Perhaps it was only 
being John's sister that had given me 
my attraction for him. Maybe the one 
real thing we had in common was our 
feeling about John. And now John was 
dead. Maybe Larry's love was dead, too. 

This was a new, terrifying thought. 
I tried to drive it away, but I couldn't. 
I couldn't think of anything else. Miss 
Slade asked for the differentiation be- 
tween "imply" and "infer," and not till 
the other girls started laughing did I 
realize she had been speaking to me. 
And even thèn the words resounded 
in my head blankly, without meaning. 

After class I went to the cloakroom 
and stared into the mirror. Queer how 
you can look in the same glass and one 
time see an attractive person and an- 
other time one you're sure nobody 
would give a second glance. Now I 
saw a plain, narrow face, white and 
thin, with gray eyes big and shadowed 
with grief and doubt. Even my hair 
lay in quiet brown waves, without its 
usual bronze- lighted springing live- 
liness. I turned away, discouraged. 
Oh, worse than that -despairing! 

And it was in that mood that I got 
the call from the front office: "You're 
to take dictation in Booth One." 

I felt as if I had been rescued from 
drowning. Here was something to do 
-something to keep my mind and my 
hands busy. More than that, it was 
like a sign from Fate. It wasn't true 
that everyone had forgotten me, that 
no orie cared. Jay Ransom had re- 

membered me. He asked for me. 
I almost ran to the first of the booths 

that our business school provides for 
the small business men of the town 
who cannot afford, or have no use for, 
stenographers of their own, and who 
dictate their occasional letters to the 
advanced students of the school as spe- 
cial business practice for us. Jay Ran- 
som wasn't one of those small business 
men -in fact, he had a very flourish- 
ing business, hot in . Marshalltown at 
all, but up in Boston. He had come 
into Marshalltown on business one day, 
and had dropped into the school be- 
cause the public stenographer at his 
hotel had been busy, and I had met him 
then. 

It was almost as if, by going into that 
little booth, and seeing Jay waiting 
for me, I were escaping from something 
dreadful. I'm sure that Jay had never 
seen such genuine welcome in my smile 
before. Always I had been a little un- 
easy with him, flattered that he pre- 
ferred to come here and dictate to me 
when his father had an office full of 
stenographers, but not quite comfort- 
able. 

He said, "I had a hard time getting 
them to call you, as usual." The words 
were casual, but there was a warmth, 
a pleasure at seeing me in his wide - 
set brown eyes -the look that had al- 
ways disturbed me before, made me 
feel somehow as if I were not being 
completely faithful to Larry just by 
sitting here in this little closed room 
and taking dictation from Jay. But 
this time I,was glad to see the warmth, 
the pleasure lighting his eyes. I wanted 
terribly to know that someone cared 
about me. 

"But you know why," I explained, as 
I had before. "We're not supposed to 
do this sort of work until the last half 
of our last year. It was just an emer- 
gency that first time. The other girls 
were busy, and -" 

"I know. But rules omere made to 
be broken, Linda, and it's fun to break 
them with someone like you. "Maybe 
you'll believe that I mean it someday 
when I carry you off with me." 

"I certainly would, if you did," I said, 
trying to match the lightness, the 
gentle, kindly bantering in his voice. 
He had threatened often he would 
someday persuade me to give up my 
plans, and come to Boston to be his 
secretary. "And so would I." But 
suddenly I wondered. Suddenly I 
wished, for the first time, that I knew 
whether he were just teasing, or whe- 
ther he really meant it. 

"We-we ought to be getting to 
work," I faltered, glancing through the 
glass partition to see if any of the front 
office girls were watching -for I felt 
my cheeks grow hot as his eyes caught 
and held mine, his eyes, with all the 
teasing gone from them. 

But then, in a moment, the laughter 
was back in his eyes and in his voice. 
"I really came just to see you, but I 
suppose I have to find a little business 
or the school won't let me in again. 
Let's see-" and he began to leaf 
through the papers in the small brief 
case he had brought. 

I watched (Continued on page 84) 29 



PRESENTING IN LIVING PORTRAITS- 

Here is a glimpse of the people you think of as friends -the "paying 
guests" who live in Mrs. Van Cleve's brownstone boarding house 
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BILL PETERS is the only son of an adoring mother, and he's in love with Andrea Reynolds. He was 
reared in the strict traditions of small town discipline. His family provided him with every advantage in 
their power and now Bill is in New York supporting himself at law school by holding down a war job 
at night. Bill has inherited most of his family's frugality and has elected to finance his studies 
without help from anyone. His main weakness is an unwillingness to sever the apron strings completely. 

(Played by Frank Lovejoy) 

We Love and Learn is heard daily of 5:15 P.M., EWT, over NBC. 



ANDREA REYNOLDS is blonde, petite, alluring and unspoiled. She was a former small town school 
teacher and is now learning to be a designer in New York. She's twenty -five, very beautiful, with 
a peculiar charm that attracts men of all types. Andrea is ambitious and intelligent and while her 
experience thus far has given her a certain self -reliance, the ways of New York City are somewhat 
bewildering to her. Coupled with the novelty of this new experience is her emotional entanglement 
with Bill, who is about to go overseas. Their love is threatened by his devotion to his mother. 

(Played by Joan Banks) 31 



TAFFY GRAHAME is one of 
Mrs. Van Cleve's "paying 
guests." She was born and 
brought up in Brooklyn, and is 
determined to become some- 
thing more than a Brooklyn 
housewife. So she left her par- 
ents' humble home, changed 
her name from Maggie Grady 
to the more glamorous Taffy 
Grahame, and came to live at 
Mrs. Van Cleve's. She is now 
quite a successful model, but 
is not the hard -boiled type. Al- 
though she wants to associate 
with only the so- called "right 
people," she is friendly and 
is definitely a swell person. 

(Played by Mitzi Gould) 
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN WATTS, who has been 
affectionately nicknamed "Mr. Bones," is cook 
and chambermaid in the old brownstone 
house. He was, in the old days, Mrs. Van 
Cleve's stableman, and his devotion to his 
mistress equals that of the butler, Harrington. 
In the course of a long and busy life he has 
acquired a philosophy which provides him 
with the answers to most questions, and his 
good sense is a stabilizing influence on all 
the people who are Mrs. Van Cleve's boarders. 

(Played by Juano Hernandez) 



MRS. VAN CLEVE is a sweet 
little old lady, who was once 
very wealthy. The loss of 
family fortune and her hus- 
band's death forced her to find 
a way to keep her home and 
quiet way of life intact. This 
she succeeded in doing by 
taking in boarders - but she 
calls them "paying guests." 
Her guests find the quaint, 
som.ewhat dusty dignity of her 
old brownstone home a wel- 
come relief from the hustle and 
bustle of New York life. Her 
hobby of collecting dolls is out- 
standing, and she takes pride 
in showing them to her friends. 

(Played by Grace Keddy) 

HARRINGTON is Mrs. Van Cleve's butler and 
he has been with her family for years. When 
the "crash" came, and she could no longer 
afford his services, he refused to leave, but 
stayed on as her butler, assuming the burden 
of managing her complicated financial affairs 
as well. He is a typical butler and considers 
it a privilege to act as one. He is an accom- 
plished musician -plays the accordion ex- 
ceedingly well -and occasionally entertains 
the "guests" when they have dinner together. 

(Played by Bill Podmore) 
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GRAY, angry -looking clouds hang- 
ing low in the skies and a strong 
wind blowing colder than was 

right for the time of year. That's the 
way I remember it. And, between the 
singing gusts of wind, a strange, eerie 
silence. 

Silence. Then, running footsteps 
through the yard and a man's tight, 
frightened voice calling, "Miz Carroll 
-Miz Carroll!" 

I remember my mother as she looked 
then, her face white, as though she al- 
ready knew. We were in the creamery, 
scalding the separator. Her hands 
slow and steady, as if it took all her 
strength to keep them from trembling, 
she put down the kettle and went to 
the door. 

"Yes ?" she called. "We're here, 
Harry." 

Harry turned toward us. He looked 
bewildered and more useless and in- 
competent than when my father had 
hired him to help with the harvesting, 
hired him with misgivings because 
there wasn't money to get a real farm 
hand. 

"Miz Carroll -" Harry mumbled, 
stumbling toward us. "Mr. Carroll - 
down in the field- he's- hurt." 

Mother was running, then, and I was 
running beside her, both of us strug- 
gling for breath and tripping over the 
furrows in the corn field. Behind us 
came Harry, wheezing and trying to 
talk against the wind. 

"Accident ... the Harvester ... fell 
off it . " only scattered words of 
what he said came to us. 

Mother stopped suddenly. "Harry - 
run to the Petersen's farm -down the 
road -and phone the doctor. That's 
quicker than going for him. Hurry!" 

The old man started off across the 
field and Mother and I ran on in the 
opposite direction. I remember, as I 
ran I was angry -no, resentful. "Run 
to the Petersen's and phone." When 
we needed someone, I thought bitterly. 
when we needed something we had to 
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Lucy remembered the toll that life had taken of her father -and 

mother. She couldn't bear to see that happen. to Dan and her - 
self -and so she grew frightened and did this desperate thing 

run to other people. We were too poor 
to have our own phone. 

We reached the top of the rise. The 
Harvester Mr. Petersen had loaned my 
father was over on the other side of 
the field and we had to push our way 
through the still unreaped wheat; the 
wind thrusting the stalks stingingly 
against our faces. Then we saw him. 

Always I will remember him that 
way. 

He didn't know us. His eyes were 
wide open, but he didn't know us. He 
was lying on the ground, his body 
heavy on the crushed wheat and oddly 
twisted. Then, the wind died down 
and there was a sudden, horrible 
silence. 

Violently, as though the earth itself 
were thrusting him upward, my 
father's twisted, shattered body flailed 
itself about on the ground in one last 
spasm. A cry came from his lips and 
filled the silence with unbearable 
agony. And then, it was more silent 
and more horrible than before. 

I fell to my knees, my hands vaguely 
pulling at him as if I could make him 
more comfortable, as if he could still 
feel. I knew he was dead, yet I didn't 
know it- because I couldn't believe it. 
I looked up at my mother. 

She was standing very still, her face 
lifted to the glowering sky.. I spoke 
to her, my voice rather than my words 
asking for comfort, for reassurance. 
Slowly, she dragged her eyes down- 
ward and stared at me, as though she 
didn't know me. 

"It's going to storm," she said finally. 
"Someone will have to finish cutting 
the wheat- before -before if's ruined." 

That made all my vague, pent -up 
feelings about our life burst out. Al- 
ways, ever since I could think about it, 
I had felt dissatisfied. I had been sure 
there must be more to living than the 
endless drudgery and monotony and 
ugliness and poverty that seemed to 
be our lot. It had seemed to me for 
a long time that our farm was like 

some huge leech, sapping the vitality 
and strength from all of us and giving 
nothing in return. 

"I hate you! I hate you!" I cried, 
tearing at the wheat with my hands 
and beating against the earth around 
me. And my pain became rending sobs 
of laughter. "I hate you -hate you - 
you killed my father -he's dead -and 
-and we have to cut the wheat! We 
have to cut the wheat!" I screamed 
that, over and 'over. laughing uncon- 
trollably. 

Mother's hands pulled me roughly to 
my feet; "Lucy!" her voice was sharp. 
"He -your father -Joe -he would hate 
this." Suddenly, her voice went to 
pieces. "Lucy- he's -he's gone -" the 
tears which had not come before rolled 
down her cheeks. "I- you've got to 
help me- Lucy -" 

I had never seen my mother cry 
before. I had never known her as 
anything but strong and unbending 
and brave. It was almost worse to see 
her like that, her face covered with her 
work- reddened hands, her whole body 
shaking with her sobs, than it had been 
to watch my father die. 

Men came -Harry and Dr. Boden 
and Mr. Petersen -and my father was 
carried to the house. As Mother and 
I walked after them, I kept thinking, 
thinking, "I've got to get away from 
here. I've got to get Mother away from 
here. He's gone. That's my father 
they're carrying. That was my father. 
That was my father, who used to laugh 
and sing as he worked -my father who 
used to toss me high in the air until I 
shrieked with glee -my father who 
was tired and sick and should have 
stayed in bed this morning, but who 
had to get in the wheat before the 
rains and the early frost should kill 
it -my father who was killed instead. 
I've got to get away- away -" 

They were kind to us, all the neigh- 
bors. And I hated that, too. Always. 
we were the poor ones, the ones who 
needed help. Mr. Petersen and some 

A Stars Over Hollywood' Story 
Inspired by the story, "Honeymoon For Sale," by Lew 
Reed, heard on Stars Over Hollywood, Saturday on CBS. 



Then I was caught in his 
arms, laughing while the 
tears ran down my cheeks. 



other men harvested the wheat before 
the storm broke that night. The women 
helped Mother. And -I -I sat in the 
bedroom, aware only of the terrible 
stillness, the complete nothingness of 
death. 

It was still raining when my father 
was buried two days later. Back in our 
house, after the funeral, I knew that 
we mugt leave it soon for many rea- 
sons. The emptiness left by my father's 
going was unbearable. I couldn't 
stand seeing my mother going from 
room to room as though she were look- 
ing for something and not finding it. 

PERHAPS it was that which made it 
so easy to persuade her to come 

away with me. There was the money 
coming from the wheat when it was 
sold and Mr. Petersen was willing to 
take over our live stock as a return on 
a loan he'd made my father the pre- 
vious year. And perhaps we could sell 
the farm, too. 

The day we left, even the sun seemed 
a symbol of better things to come. It 
shimmered along the road and turned 
the frost -bitten trees into flaming 
glory. Mother looked backward with 
tear -dimmed eyes as Mr. Petersen's 
car carried us away from the house 
where I was born. There were no 
tears in my eyes. My eyes were on 
tomorrow. 

For me, that tomorrow more than 
fulfilled itself. We got to Carlton and 
found an apartment in a few days. 
Then, two days later, I got my first job 
in the office of a war plant. 

Carlton isn't a very large city, not 
like Chicago or New York, but to me 
it was huge. And I loved that. I loved 
the ride out to the factory on the out- 
skirts of town. Even when winter set 
in and the mornings were dark and 
bitter cold, I loved to sit by the car 
window and hear the clatter of the 
wheels on the rails and watch the busy 
streets coming to life, with the store 
windows bursting into light and color 
and the picture houses having their 
bills changed -and people -lots of 
people everywhere. I loved it all. Ex- 
cept for the stabs of pain at the mem- 
ory of my father, I was happy and 
contented. I felt as though I were a 
part of something big and exciting. 

Mother, however, wasn't happy. As 
the winter passed and the days grew 
longer, she became more and more de- 
pressed. At first, she would wonder 
aloud how things were back home. We 
had had no offers for the farm and she 
began to worry that it would suffer 
from neglect and emptiness. Then, 
gradually, she admitted she wanted to 
go home. 

"I miss the things I 
know," she said, "the house 
-the people. It's different 
for you. You're young. 
Maybe you can make your 
life here. But mine is back 
there -back there where - 
where your father is -back 
with the things he loved 
and tended." 

"Yes," I said, bitterly, 
seeing him again as he had 
been when we found him 
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in the field, "the things that killed him -all the struggle, the worries, the 
ugliness!" 

"No, Lucy," she said. "It was hard 
-yes. But it wasn't ugly. I can un- 
derstand how you feel, dear. But you 
must understand me, too -and your 
father. To us it wasn't ugly. It was 
beautiful. We built it together. We 
put so much into it. It was a part of 
us-and -and somehow -we seemed to 
belong to it." 

I couldn't fight against that and, in 
the end, I had to let her go. For awhile, 
it seemed strange to come home to an 
empty apartment and prepare my own 
meals. Then, when I got used to that, 
it made me feel much freer. Now, my 
life was truly my own, to make of it 
what I wanted. 

What I wanted. I wanted a full life, 
a rich one, with excitement and beauty 
in it. But I didn't know how I was to 
find it, not really. For a time, it was 
enough that I was a part of a bustling, 
hustling metropolis. There was joy 
in that and adventure in every small 
excursion I took. 

But, I was twenty -four and, without 
realizing it, I was lonely: Oh, I had 
made some friends among the girls at 
the plant and we had fun together, 
going to the movies, visiting one an- 
other in the evenings, but it wasn't 
quite enough.. 

It was while I was dressing for a 
dance the union at the plant was giving 
one Saturday night, that I realized 
something was missing from my life. 
I looked at myself in the mirror, 
smoothing my new dress over my hips 
and admiring the way its color brought 
out the deep blue of my eyes. My 
hair was clean and shining with red- 
dish lights in its yellow. I had taken 
such care with my looks -and for 
what? I found myself smiling a little 
sadly. It seemed a lot of trouble to 
go to for a few girl friends. 

That was before the dance. After it, 
everything was different. My whole 
life was changed in a few hours. I 
found the excitement, the delirious, 
mad happiness I was seeking. I found 
Dan Miller. 

I was a little frightened, at first. 
Well, perhaps not frightened, but a 
little shy. I'd never been to a dance 
like this before. Back home, I'd al- 
ways gone dancing with people I'd 
known all my life. Here, I knew no 
one except a few girls and they had 
long since disappeared in the crowd. 
I was feeling a bit left out of things 
and just wondering whether I ought 
to go home, when I saw him. 

He was leaning against the side wall: 
He wasn't exactly hand- 
some -not in the accepted 
sense. His features were ir- 
regular, his nose a bit aqui- 
line, his chin a little square, 
his dark eyes deep set. But 
somehow there was some- 
thing much more attractive 
about him than just good 
looks. Then I saw what it 
was. It was his smile, warm 
and friendly and coming 
from inside. Then, I real= 
ized he was smiling at me 

-and coming toward me. 
"You look lost," he said in a low, 

clear voice. 
"I -" I smiled with embarrassment, 

"I don't know anyone." 
"My name's Dan Miller," he said. 

"Now, you know me. Shall we dance ?" 
I nodded and murmured my name. 

I was in his arms and my feet were 
moving to the music. Suddenly, for no 
reason, I wasn't lonely any more. I 
wasn't shy. He was like someone I'd 
known all my life, easy to talk to, easy 
to laugh with. The dance ended and 
we moved toward the entrance. 

"Ever see the plant with the moon- 
light shining through the skylights ?" 
he asked. "It's something." 

He led me to a corner of the yards 
and pointed toward the massive fac- 
tory buildings, their windowed faces 
gleaming in the moonlight. It was 
impressive and grotesquely lovely to 
see. All of a sudden, I heard him catch 
his breath sharply. I looked up at him. 
He was staring at me. 

"The moonlight does things to you, 
too," he whispered. 

The next instant, he was kissing me, 
almost timidly, as though he weren't 
sure of himself. I liked his kissing 



me, but 1 pulled away from him, re- 
membering how he had sensed my dis- 
comfort inside and come to my rescue 
and thinking this might be more of 
his kindness. 

"You didn't have to do that," I said 
softly. 

"I -" he grinned suddenly. "You 
know, Lucy Carroll -it did start out 
as a gesture -but- now -you know, I 

think I did have to do it. I think I'll 
have to do it often -only better -" he 
had me in his arms, now, "like this -" 

It's hard to describe what happened 
to me then. I was dizzy and almost 
frightened. I felt like laughing and 
crying. Inside, I felt all weak and 
trembling and, yet, strong as never 
before. I felt wonderful and miser- 
able. Somehow, it seemed as though 
I were really feeling deeply for the 
first time in my life. 

I realized I could breathe again and 
opened my eyes. Dan was looking 

The next morning Dan was at the 
apartment. We had breakfast and 
read the Sunday papers together. 

down at me, his brown eyes search- 
ing my face. 

"I don't believe it," he slid quietly. 
"I don't believe in love at first sight." 

I wanted to laugh, but couldn't man- 
age it. "I -I still don't believe it. You 
don't know me-I don't know you -" 

"That's simple," he laughed. "Daniel 
Miller, born and raised on a farm. 
Graduate of Holmes College -you 
never heard of it, it's a small Agricul- 
tural college- rejected by the Army 
because of an old knee injury, super- 
visor of Department 19. Ambitions - 
very simple -to help get this war over 
with fast so people can live decently 
again -and -to talk a girl named Lucy 
Carroll into marrying me." 

I shook my head in a daze. He meant 
it. It was folly, madness. But he 
really meant it. "I -you don't know 
me," I mumbled, my heart pounding 
inside. "How can you want to marry 
me-how can you know -?" 

"I know," he said seriously. "I guess 
I knew the minute I saw you." He 
kissed me again, holding me very close, 
his lips hard on mine. "And you know, 
too," he whispered, finally, brushing 
his lips against my hair. "You do know -I can feel it. But, if you need time -I guess I can wait a couple of days 
for you to make up your mihd." 

He was right. I knew then that I 
loved him. I didn't know why and it 
wasn't until very much later that I 
found out how much, but I did know 
I loved him. 

Even if I had wanted time to think 
it over, Dan didn't give me any. He 
took me home that evening and he was 
at my apartment the next morning be- 
fore I'd had time for breakfast. We 
spent the Sunday together. We had 
breakfast and read the papers and 
went to a movie and had dinner at the 
nicest hotel in town. We danced and 
talked and laughed and, with every 
other breath, Dan kept telling me he 
loved me and wished I would hurry 
up and marry him. Right away. 

"You're in such a rush," I laughed. 
"You take my breath away. We don't 
even know each other yet -our likes 
and dislikes -" 

"Everything happens fast these 
days," he said. "Besides, we'll have a 
whole lifetime to discover each other." 

Dan was not to be denied -even if 
I had thought of doing it. We were 
married the following week. It was 
rushed, yes. It seemed reckless and 
thoughtless. But it was wonderful to 
be so sure of your love and, yet, not 
to take the time to think it over, to 
argue with yourself, to fill yourself full 
of doubts only so you could drive them 
away. It was exciting and mad and 
marvelous. 

Every day after that was an adven- 
ture. Every day, I discovered Dan all 
over again, some new facet to his 
nature, his humor, his strength, his 
gentleness. And always, I felt there 
was still more to discover, that he was 
still a little mysterious, that still I 
didn't know all of the wonder that had 
become mine with that first kiss. 

We rented a tiny apartment, and al- 
though Dan laughed at its size, I loved 
it. Aside from the all- encompassing 
magic of living with Dan, there were 
small marvels, too, in those rooms, of 
which I never tired. Hot water out 
of a tap, a shining, enameled range on 
which to cook Dan's meals. All of my 
life, before I'd come to Carlton, I'd 
struggled with a coal range and an 
auxiliary kerosene stove. Dishwashing 
was child's play, in that porcelain sink 
with its drainboard and gadgets . 

I whisked through my housework, and, 
since the personnel office at the plant 
had considerately shifted me to the 
stockroom where I worked a thirty - 
hour week instead of the forty -eight 
I'd worked before, I found that I had 
time on my hands. 

I took walks, in the hours I had free 
before Dan came home, enjoying my 
first spring in the city. I'd walk 
through the residential districts, idly 
envying the people who lived there. 
Not really envying them, though, be- 
cause I felt (Continued on page 60) 
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FOR a long time I've had something 
in mind that I.'ve wanted to say to 
parents -something I've wanted to 

tell all of you mothers and fathers, 
things I've learned recently about 
young people and the troubles that 
they are having in this war -busy 
world. 

Everybody says this is a hard time 
for young people -especially young- 
sters in their middle 'teens, the ones 
who ought to be just beginning to find 
their place in life, and who are finding 
instead that there's really no place for 
them in this war -busy world. They 
say the war has done it. It's the change 
in our day -to -day lives, the breaking 
up of families, with so many children 
suddenly put on their own. They call 
it juvenile delinquency but I think 
what they mean is that a lot of children 
are on the wrong track, and that they 
need to be shown the way to get back 
on the right one. 

Sometimes it seems as if there just 
isn't any signpost to show them . the 
way, or anyone to lend a hand. And in 
a lot of cases, that's true. That's the 
very reason why we-I and a lot of 
other boys and girls who have been for- 
tunate enough to keep out of trouble, to 
find our place in our own world -got to- 
gether to form the Future Champions 
of America. We think that the FCA 
can serve as the signpost, can lend the 
helping hand just where it's needed, 
and that's why I want to tell you about 
it, and about some of the kids whose 
stories prove that they need a helping 
hand, and deserve one. 

Lucille, for instance. 
Lucille was arrested the other day. 

She had "bought" some clothes in a 
store. Well, bought is the wrong word. 
She'd got away with them is what I 
mean. She'd charged then to other 
people's accounts. In three weeks she 
and two other girls had got away with 
about $80 worth of stuff! 

How do things like that happen? How 
do kids get on the wrong track? 

What happened to Lucille was that 
she was one of a very large family - 
she had six brothers and sisters. Her 
brother Paul was the favorite child and 
Lucille knew it. Her dad was always 
worried about taking good care of his 
family but never got around to doing 
anything about it. At one time the 
parents were brought into court on a 
charge of neglecting the children, but 
they begged to be allowed to keep them 
at home. They were permitted to do 
that but "under the supervision of the 
court." 

This isn't a pretty case, I know. But 
it's true -and we'd better face facts 
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Juvenile delinquency -that's 
just another way of saying 

that some of our youngsters 

are on the wrong track and 

need help, says the leader of 

Future Champions of America 

By JACK ARMSTRONG 

like these so we can do something about 
them. 

Lucille had a nice way about her. 
She was even sort of pretty, well de- 
veloped and healthy- looking. Natu- 
rally, she didn't have very pretty 
clothes and longed for some. She wanted 
friends, and to have fun with people 
who were friendly to her. There wasn't 
much of that kind of fun -making in her 
home. She felt that her father and 
mother preferred Paul to her. They 
did praise her for taking care of the 
younger children -and these few kind 
words gave her confidence and made 
her want to be a nurse. That was her 
ambition. 

But the trouble was that. Lucille 
didn't feel accepted at home and didn't 
know quite where to turn for friend- 
ship. Like many girls, she was thrilled 
by the sight of a man in uniform and 
dreamed of having a sweetheart in the 
armed forces. She and an older girl 
whom she'd met while having a soda 
one day at the corner drug store used 
to walk down the street and smile at 
soldiers or sailors -to see if they could 
strike up a friendship. The girls were 
so young and badly dressed that the 
boys just whistled and laughed and 
went on their way. So the girls de- 
cided to try the trick which later got 
them arrested. They stole clothes by 
an elaborate method of charging them 
to other people. And that's just one 
story-there are stories like Lucille's 
everywhere. 

Take the case of Jimmy who was 
caught stripping tires from a roadster. 

At first the idea was just to steal a 
ride. The owner had left the key in 
the ignition. So Jimmy and Tom and 
Pete had taken a ride, then stopped off 
for a hamburger and met a couple of 
"big guys" who listened to their boast- 
ing with amused snickers. Why not 
cash in on those white -walled tires? 

Maybe they could sell them for the 
kids. 

Jimmy was a little nervous about the 
idea, but he didn't want to seem like a 
coward. So he started taking off the 
tires. Then the police came. 

How did Jimmy get off the track? 
Well, he didn't like school, for one 
thing. His father was sick and a drunk- 
ard. The teachers, he said, were sour- 
pusses, not making any effort to give 
him a break. And so he used to play 
hookey all the time. But one day a nice 
teacher took an interest in him, saw that 
he liked model airplanes, tried to en- 
courage him to join a group at Sunday 
School who were learning to make 
different kinds of models. Jimmy 
thought it was sissy to join them so 
he didn't go-but at least he stuck to 
school for the rest of the year. Then 
the nice teacher left and another came 
along in her place-one who didn't 
like Jimmy because she'd had trouble 
with his brother. 

Isn't it odd how little accidents like 
that can make the difference between 
the right and the wrong track? 

Jimmy started skipping school after 
that, got in trouble with the truant offi- 
cer, started going out to the race track, 
ran away to another city after Pearl 
Harbor. Then he tried to enlist, but they 
found out that he was under age. He 
started sleeping in subways and steal- 
ing food, ashamed to go back home. At 
last the police picked him up and sent 
him home anyway. 

Home? That's what they thought. 
His mother was dead. Dad was a drink- 
er and Sis worked in the war factory 
during the day and at night she wanted 
to have fun. There just wasn't any 
place for Jimmy! That's how he got 
tangled up with Tom and Pete. That's 
how they started to take that ride, 
just for the fun of it, and ended by 
stealing tires. That's how Jimmy got 
off on the wrong track -for good. 

PEOPLE say it's war that's doing 
this to us young people. But war or 

no, I believe this above all else; we 
need real friends -we Future Cham- 
pions of America (FCA's) call such 
friends coaches -to put us on the right 
track, to show us how to keep well and 
busy, to save us from the. unnecessary 
mistakes which we don't really want 
or need to make. 

Here's how the Future Champions of 
America feel about such things. We 
feel that nobody goes off the track -for 
good. Our idea is that anybody be- 
tween the age of eight and sixteen 
can live a life that will make him 
stronger, more (Continued on page 94) 
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JACK ARMSTRONG, the typical all-American boy, explains 
the rules of the Future Champions of America to a new recruit. 
The FCA, which was launched a short time ago, now has a 
membership of two million-. The purpose of the club is to 
find ways to keep children busy, happy and well, so vitally 
important in this time of war-broken homes and curtailed 
recreational activities. The exciting adventures of Jack Arm- 
strong are heard daily, 5:30 P.M., EWT., on the Blue Network. 

(Played by Charles Flynn) 



STEVE MORGAN, all of our friends 
agreed, was the nicest guy 

_ 

in the 
world. He was always good for 

a laugh. But he never would amount 
to anything. Any man who can get to 
be thirty -three years old without 
learning how to hold onto a job-or 
apparently without wanting to-was 
hopeless. 

You could Like him. You couldn't 
help liking him. But it wouldn't be 
smart to hitch any wagons to his star. 

Everyone told me that, my mother, 
my boss, who was Steve's college room- 
mate, all my friends. "Of course," they 
said, "you can't help liking Steve, 
but ..." 

But I loved him. And I wanted to 
marry him. 

He didn't have a job. He didn't have 
a red cent. So I loaned him two dollars 
to buy the license, we looked up the 
nearest justice of the peace, and I 
married Steve Morgan. 

That was five years ago. 
The people who had warned me 

against marrying a drifter had a lot 
of chances to say "I told you so" at 
first. What else could they say, watch- 
ingSteve and me drifting from job to 
job, from town to town, never having 
more money than just enough to pay 
our bills, never staying in one place 
long enough to make friends? Home 
was a series of cheap hotel rooms, 

or dreary furnished apartments. 
But we fooled them, at first. We 

didn't worry about money. Steve was 
always so sure that the next job would 
be the "big break" that he convinced 
me, for a time. We didn't need friends, 
we were so busy discovering all there 
was to know about one another. Home, 
to me, was wherever Steve was. 

It wasn't the sort of life that my 
mother had wanted for me. It was far 
from the story book marriage, complete 
with honeymoon cottage and white 
picket fence I had envisioned when I 
started putting hand -made linens and 
the sterling silver spoons (two every 
Christmas, "with love from Mother ") 
into my hope chest when I was six- 
teen. 

But it was life with Steve, and it was 
good enough. Until we came to Marys- 
ville. 

The town did something to me, in 
the short space of the ride from the 
sleepy little station to the Palmer 
Hotel, "Marysville's best." 

I loved the shaded streets with their 
rows of red brick and white frame 
houses, the neat little Victory gardens 
in almost every yard. The leaves on 
the maples were turning red and'yel- 
low. As we passed one house the scent 
of wood smoke recalled the first crisp 
autumn afternoons at home when I 
was a girl, with a fire on the hearth, 

A Theater of Today. Drama 
Inspired by the story, "A Man of Ideas," by Kenneth 
Webb, heard on Theater of Today, Saturdays over CBS. 

chairs drawn up close, and tea steeping 
in the pot. 

"I'm homesick," I thought. "This is 
like home used to be." 

And then, "This is like home should 
be." 

Aloud. I. said, "I like Marysville, 
Steve. I wish we were going to stay 
here more than just one day." 

"You'd go crazy if you did," he re- 
plied, laughing. "What could you do 
in a little town like this, except go 
crazy ?" 

"Steve," I faltered, "you know, I 
think I'm homesick." 

"Why, baby," he said, and taxi driver 
or no, staring children or no, he put 
his arms tight around me and kissed 
me. 

But my mood wouldn't be chased 
away. I sat at the window in the hotel 
room after Steve had left to see Mr. 
Jenkins, and watched the people be- 
low, the women with shopping baskets 
on their arms calling to one another 
across the street, the business men, 
bare -headed, hurrying from their shops 
to make their Saturday deposits be- 
fore the bank closed. 

What I had told Steve half- jokingly 
was true. I was homesick -not for my 
parents' house, but for a home I'd 
never had. A home I wanted so des- 
perately, needed so badly. We both 
needed that home, Steve and I, but 
only I would admit it. Perhaps Steve 
didn't even realize that he wasn't 
happy. 

It would be a home- like one of these 
in Marysville, I thought as I looked 
out of the window. A nice, neat little 
white house, with a patchwork yard 
of grass and garden, with spanking 
clean white curtains at the windows, 
and a well- arranged little kitchen 
where I could get dinner for Steve, and 
watch out the window to catch the first 
glimpse of him when he came home 
from work. And there'd be a room - 
oh, my fancy was making the little 
house very real, now -a room that 
could be converted to a nursery later, 
when a tenant for it came along. 

I'd never dared to think much about 
babies, with Steve. Life was too un- 
sure, too unsettled. But I wanted a 
baby, a warm, live part of Steve and 
of me to hold close in my arms, to fill 
that corner of a woman's heart that 
no husband, however dear, can reach. 
Oh, I'd been happy with Steve. and I 
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but it was life with Steve, and it Was good enough-until they came to Marvsville 

was still happy with him -don't mis- 
take me about that. Steve was enough 
to make up for all the insecurity, all 
the hours of fear for the future. In his 
arms was my security, and wherever 
he took me, there was home because 
Steve was there, too. But I think in 
that moment, there by the window, 
looking down at Marysville, I must 
have known that Steve, and Steve 
alone, would not always be enough. He 
was now -he would be next week, 
next month, next year -but how about 
all of the years, the long, long years 
ahead? Would they, too, be like the 
little, flashing scenes in a moving pic- 
ture-a bit of this town, a little of 
that city, never settling down, never 
knowing, never being sure, what life 
would hold for us tomorrow? 

I wouldn't acknowledge it to myself, 
then, but I think I must have known 
the answer. There would be a time, 
there would come a day when all the 
little petty things which troubled me 
about our gypsy .life would pile up 
into a burden too heavy for me to 
bear, and even Steve-dear, lovable 
Steve, who was as much a part of me 
as my own heart -would not balance 
against them. 

And then, the sudden sight of Steve 
crossing Marysville's main street, com- 
ing back to the hotel, drove everything 
else from my mind, as he always had 
the power to do. Steve was coming 
back to me, and all the dreams of a 
home, all the fears for the future, fled. 
I wondered, as I turned away from the 
window, how Steve had made out with 
Mr. Jenkins. 

"The old man's eccentric," Steve's 
boss at the insurance company had told 
him,. "but he's rich as Croesus. He 
should be good for a fat annuity." 

"And that," Steve had told me later, 
"would mean a fat commission. Enough 
money to get us out of this grubby in- 
surance business -give us time to look 
around until I found something really 
good." 

I had heard that before. Steve; bless 
him, was always trying for the big 
sale, or the big commission, that would 
get him out of one job -always the 
"grubby" job -and into another -al- 
ways "something really good." 

"I wish," I thought, as I heard Steve's 
step in the hall and turned to open the 
door for him, "I wish we could settle 
down somewhere." 

/ looked up at Ted. He was radiant. 
He can't see the tears, / thought. 
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As I opened the door, I realized that 
Steve's mood was blacker than my 
own. 

"Jenkins wouldn't go for it," he said, 
glumly. "Says he doesn't want to in- 
vest his money in anything he can't 
keep an eye on. 

" 'Give me a modest little business,' 
he said," and Steve mimicked the old 
man's gestures. "'Give me a grocery 
store, or a filling station -something I 
can watch over myself. No young 
idiot's going to sell me any fancy gilt - 
edged papers.' 

"I argued with him," Steve went on. 
"Gave him the best sales talk I knew 
how, but he wouldn't budge. I could 
have . . 

"Oh, what's the use ?" Steve shrugged. 
"Never mind, Steve," I managed to 

comfort him. "You'll make it up on the 
next one." 

"Well, I'd better be quick about it," 
Steve said, more bitterly than usual. 
"We've got just enough money to pay 
our hotel bill and get back to Chicago. 
I'm tired of being broke, baby. I want 
a good break for once, so I can give 
you the sort of life you deserve. A nice 
house, and pretty clothes, and ..." 

This was my cue, the signal to be 
cheerful. I found I could rise to it once 
more. 

"Right now," I said, "I m more in- 
terested in a pretty steak. I'm starved. 
Let's go across to the Colonial Kitchen 
for dinner. I've been watching the cus- 
tomers come out all afternoon and they 
looked contented and well -fed. And 
afterwards, maybe we can find a good 
movie, and then . 

"And then we'll start worrying. All 
right, you win," Steve said, and his 
scowl disappeared. "You can't do any 
really first -class worrying on an empty 
stomach." 

We were wakened next morning by 
church bells. 

"Good Lord, what's that ?" Steve said 
sleepily, "an air -raid drill?" 

"No, my darling," I chided him, "just 
church bells. Don't tell me you're so 
blase and sophisticated that you've for- 
gotten how church bells sound." 

I pulled on my old blue dressing 
gown, and stood at the window brush- 
ing the snaggles out of my hair. 

"Get up, lazy face," I said, "and look 
at the happy, scrubbed people. Every- 
body in Marysville is all 'dressed up 
and scrubbed behind the ears and go- 
ing to church to be counted." 

And then, impulsively, "Hurry, 
Steve, and get up. Let's go to church 
too." Suddenly I wanted nothing so 
much as to be one of those happy, 
scrubbed, settled people, with my Sun- 
day precisely planned. First church, 
then fried chicken and mashed potatoes 
for dinner, and then a nap, perhaps - 
or a walk. 

"Mrs. Morgan," my husband was say- 
ing from the bed, "I see I must get you 
out of Marysville. This climate is 
affecting your mind." 

By the time we were dressed and 
had had coffee, church was over. From 
my perch on the window sill I watched 
the people streaming out. Steve was 
deep in the Sunday paper, the classified 
ads again. I wondered what fate the 
closely printed pages had in store for 

the drifting Morgans this time. 
"Honey," called Steve, answering my 

unspoken question, "how would you 
like to own a grocery store ?" 

"Oh, just fine," I said. "Who's giving 
away - grocery stores this week ?" 

Steve was in the throes of an idea. 
The classified section listed a grocery 

store "for sale, owner, terms reason- 
able." 

"Old Jenkins wants a grocery store," 
Steve recalled, "so we'll buy this gro- 
cery store, and sell it to him." 

DON'T think I'm just a stickler for 
details," I put in, "but there are 

one or two questions. First, what do 
we use for money? Second, how do 
you know Jenkins will want this par- 
ticular grocery store ?" 

"Don't be a wet blanket," Steve 
chided. 

He was off, I could see, on another 
Big Deal. 

"Let's go talk to the fellow, anyway," 
he said, and I knew that it was no use 
to try to stop him. I had seen all this 
happen before. 

I changed into street clothes slowly, 
as if by delaying I might make time for 
something to happen to head Steve 
away from this new idea. I wanted - 
oh, I didn't know what I wanted. I 
only knew that there was a feeling in 
me very close to fear, and I hated it. 
I hated it because I had always trusted 
Steve, and Steve's ability to get us out 
of what he got us into. But now . . . 

However, I couldn't stretch my 
dressing into the whole afternoon, and 
at last I had to torn from the mirror 
and say, "I'm ready." 

We walked out into the peacefulness 
of a sunny Marysville Sunday after- 
noon, and made our way through the 
town to the address mentioned in the 
ad -an address on a rather run -down 
looking little side street. 

"This must be it," Steve said at last, 
peering at the dusty glass of the door 
for a number. 

It wasn't much of a grocery store. 
The show windows were filled with 
dusty cereal boxes; the shelves we 
could see through the dirty glass were 
half empty. There was a second story 
which apparently served the owner as 
living quarters. 

Our ring brought a gray little man, 
followed by a boy, about twelve, big - 
eyed and solemn. 

"The place is run down," the little 
man began, with woeful lack of sales- 
manship. "Used to be a good store. 
Should be. Good location. 

"I guess it's my fault . my wife 
died three months ago . . 

The little boy was listening, his eyes 
wide and, it seemed, frightened. 

"Poor kid," I thought, "his mother 
lf 

The little man went on. 
"Can't seem to get hold of myself. 

Decided I'd better go away, somewhere ... somewhere ... not reminded ..." 
I was concerned for the child. The 

man was close to collapse and the boy 
was so young. 

Steve was talking business. 
"We can only give you $100 down," 

he was saying. 
"And that's the money for our hotel 

bill and return trip tickets," I thought. 
"But we will pay you $20 a week 

until the balance is paid off." 
"I'd expected to get more down," the 

owner was hesitating. 
"We may be able to pay it off more 

quickly, and if we find we can, we 
will, of course, increase the payments." 

I 
, 
realized Steve was counting on 

a quick re -sale to Jenkins. He had 
whipped a pen from his pocket and 
was drawing up an agreement. 

"Well," the owner said, "if your wife 
will sign, too." 

"Of course," I agreed, with some 
misgiving. What was Steve getting us 
into this time? 

"My wife would never cheat any- 
body," the sad little man explained. 



Ted loved the camera Steve gave him. The first pic- 
ture he took was of Steve and me outside the store. 

"and she wouldn't let me ... 'no short - 
weights, no short- change around here,' 
she used to say. I just seem to trust 
women, after her . . . 

I signed the agreement, with a silent 
vow that his faith would not be abused. 

"There's one other thing," he went 
on, in that pathetically listless voice. 

"Ted," he said to the boy, "will you 
run out and play for awhile? 

"That's a good kid," he smiled, as the 
child, still silent, complied. 

"Ted doesn't want to go back to the 
orphanage," he went on when the door 
had slammed. "We were going to adopt 
him. Never could have any kids of our 
own. Had the first papers when ... but 
I don't know . . I'm so confused. 
Thought maybe if the right kind of 
people bought the store, and knew 
about ... well, would you take him ?" 

The poor little boy. No wonder he 
was so frightened. 

"Oh, Steve," I appealed, "couldn't 
we ?" 

"I'm sorry," Steve was saying to the 

owner. "Our plans are too unsettled. 
If we were permanent here . 

The man bridled a bit at this. 
"You're permanent here if you just 

bought a grocery store. Besides," he 
went on, "the kid helps around the 
place. He's a good delivery boy. The 
customers like him." 

Steve's answer was directed to me. 
"It would complicate everything to 

have a kid on our hands." 
"I think he would be a help," I said, 

firmly. 
It was the first time in our marriage 

that I had really defied Steve. But 
suddenly giving that scared little boy 
a chance was more important to me 
than the Big Deal. 

His eyes flashed angrily for a second 
when I promised the boy's guardian 
that we would look after Ted. 

But when Ted came in a moment later 
he was the sweet, kind Steve I loved. 

"These folks are going to take over 
the store, Teddy," the widower said. 
"They want you to keep your same 

room upstairs, and go on doing your 
job after school. 

"I told them," he said, and I could 
see he was close to weeping, "that they 
couldn't run the store without my Ted." 

"Then they are my new family ?" 
Ted asked him. He looked from his 
guardian to Steve. 

"Sure, kid," Steve reassured him. 
"We're going to get along swell." 

"And I won't have to go back to the 
home ?" 

"No," I answered that question, "you 
won't have to go back to the home." 

It was very late that night before 
Steve and I could get to sleep. We had 
brought Ted to the hotel with us, and 
he was fast asleep on a cot we had 
brought into the room. 

Lying there, asleep, he didn't look 
frightened . any more. 

Steve was restless. 
"I wish we hadn't taken on the 

responsibility of that kid," he said. It 
was dark but I could sense the familiar 
worried scowl. 

"He'll be all right." 
"I know. But we aren't going to be 

in Marysville forever. No longer than it 
takes me to get the store in shape to 
show to Jenkins. And when we move on, 
what are we going to do with the kid ?" 

"Let's worry about that when we 
come to it." 

"But I don't like to make promises 
I can't keep." 

"I keep my promises." 
There was no answer. My husband 

was there beside me in a double bed, 
in an ugly little hotel room in Marys- 
ville. But he seemed a stranger. 

It was daylight when I fell asleep, 
and not much later when Steve was 
shaking me. 

"Wake up, Mrs. M., there's work to 
be done. You too, young fellow," he 
shouted to Ted, "or you'll be late for 
school." 

It was the old, familiar Steve, bounc- 
ing with energy, eager to be at the new 
job. 

"He's always eager, at first," I 
thought. "How long will it last this 
time? When it happens, when he wants 
to move on, this time, what will I do? 
What about Ted ?" 

In the next weeks, as Steve worked 
staggering hours reorganizing the 
store, getting in new stock, listing ceil- 
ing prices and slaving over the books 
after the doors were locked at night, 
I was reassured. 

Surely, I thought, he isn't doing all 
this to make a future for Jenkins. 

He put up signs in the show win- 
dows - "Under New Management" - 
and was proud when his good service, 
accompanied by the best Morgan 
charm, lured back the old customers 
and wooed new ones. 

"Marysville is falling in love with 
you, Steve," I told him. 

"Can't have me, baby," he said. "I 
don't want to love anybody but you." 

But there was no more talk about 
"moving on." 

Every Saturday, after his trip to the 
bank, he mailed a check for $20 to the 
store's former owner. And there was 
no more talk about Jenkins. 

The two rooms and hole -in- the -wall 
of a kitchen upstairs over the store 
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were just another hotel room to me at 
first. Steve had always been imper- 
vious to his physical surroundings and 
didn't seem to mind the ugly over- 
stuffed sofa -which sprouted Ted's bed 
at night -or the yellow oak bedsteád, 
vintage 1914, which crowded our tiny 
bedroom to the bursting point. 

When I confessed, however, that I 
would go stark mad unless I could get 
a brush into a can of white paint and 
a needle into a length of bright chintz 
he encouraged the project. 

"Fix it up then, baby," he said, "it 
might discourage trade if the people of 
Marysville knew I had a mad woman 
locked away upstairs." 

WHEN the flowered slip covers were 
finished for the living room sofa 

and chairs, the new curtains hung, and 
the ugly bedstead relegated to the 
storeroom, I felt a glow of ownership 
and permanence which warmed my 
very marrow. 

I wasn't the only member of our 
family who bloomed in the new home- 
like atmosphere. 

Ted began to sprout, up and out. The 
old look of fear in his eyes disappeared 
as the inches and pounds piled on, so I 
knew the phenomenon was due to 
something more than three substantial 
meals a day. 

He had never mentioned the orphan- 
age, after that first day, and we didn't 
discuss it in his presence. 

I had visited the home soon after Ted 
was left with us, and explained the 
situation to the matron. I told her all 
tnat had happened -except for one 
thing: that -Steve and I had quarreled 
about the boy. 

"This is very irregular, Mrs. Mor- 
gan," she had told me. "In normal 
times we could not leave Ted with you 
under these circumstances. You would 
have to make formal request for adop- 
tion, and after that, if your references 
proved satisfactory, we would assign 
the boy to your care. But times are not 
normal. The war has put a very great 
strain on us here. We are terribly 
overcrowded - war has many ugly 
manifestations, but none worse, I think, 
than the homeless babies it leaves in 
its wake. 

"If you are willing to give Ted a 
home, Mrs. Morgan, all I can say is that 
you are helping us with a serious prob- 
lem, and we are very grateful. 

"I think after you get to know Ted, 
you will want him for your own -he's 
such a sweet child. Come see us if you 
do, and we will do what we can to 
arrange it." 

"I hope we can," I said. 
"I'm sure you can," she answered. 
Ted fitted into our lives as though he 

had always been there, and I, at least, 
began to feel that he always had. Steve, 
too, although he was reluctant to admit 
it, found that Ted was making a place 
for himself in his heart. He took to 
buying the boy little presents -a foot- 
ball, a new sweater, a small box cam- 
era. "A fellow's got to have things the 
other boys have," Steve explained 
sheepishly. 

Of all the things he was given, Ted 
liked the little camera best. The first 
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ture of Steve and me, outside the store, 
and when the picture was developed he 
thumb -tacked it to the wall beside his 
bed, so that it was the first thing he saw 
when he woke up in the morning. 

His twelve -year -old energy matched 
Steve's own, and he rushed from the 
breakfast table to school, from school 
to the store, there to hop on his bicycle 
and rush again until dark delivering 
groceries 'without a hint of tiring. 

Steve was the first to object to this 
schedule. "Other kids play football 
after school. Ted should too. I'll hire 
an older boy to make the deliveries." 

Ted beamed when we told him the 
news, then quickly added: 

"But I want to help, Mr. Morgan. I 
promised to help." 

"You can help if we get in a jam, 
kid," Steve grinned. "Now run on out 
in the sunshine." 

I was glad it was Steve's idea, for 
the boy idolized him. When he spoke 
to Steve, it was always very respect- 
fully, "Mr. Morgan, may I go with the 
boys to the movies ?" or "Mr. Morgan, 
the other kids go to Sunday School. 
Shouldn't I, too ?" 

ANNIIMEIV 

But I overheard him in an argument 
with his young friends saying, "My 
father never sells over ceiling prices." 

It was Ted who was responsible for 
our becoming respectable members of 
the community. 

He asked one night at supper if Steve 
and I were going to the P.T.A. meet- 
ing. "You've missed three meetings 
straight," he said sternly. 

I'd. paid no attention to the mimeo- 
graphed announcements Ted had car- 
ried home each month. Steve hadn't 
even seen them. 

"The room that has the most parents 
present gets a prize," Ted went on. "We 
never get it," he added bitterly. 

"Why don't we go tonight, Steve ?" 
I said impulsively. 

"Can't baby, I have a government 
report to get out." 

"Do you mind if I go alone, then ?" 
I asked. "It 'seems to be important to 
him." 

Going to a P.T.A. meeting, it seems, 

is only the beginning. At the meeting 
that night I was appointed to a delega- 
tion to appeal to the city council for 
funds for playground supervision. 

At the council meeting I caught my 
first glimpse of Steve's old nemesis, Mr. 
Jenkins. 

Someone pointed him out to me as the 
chairman of a Taxpayers Committee 
which was fighting further playground 
expenditures. 

I felt a little sick. 
"I'm glad Steve isn't here," I thought. 

"Might give him ideas." 
Seeing Jenkins there, feeling the 

threat of his presence in the same town 
with Steve, I realized sickeningly that 
I couldn't face another upheaval, I 
couldn't move on any more. Marysville 
was home to me, as my instinct had told 
me that first day in town. I didn't want 
to give it up -to Mr. Jenkins. 

After the council meeting I was intro- 
duced to him. 

"This," said our chairman, wryly. 
"is `the enemy." 

If she only knew! 
"So you're Mrs. Morgan," Mr. Jenk- 

ins was saying. "I hear that husband of 
yours has actually made a going con- 
cern out of his grocery store on Grove 
Street. Never thought the young idiot 
had it in him. Tried to sell me $100.000 
worth of fancy paper." 

"Steve is doing very well," I cut in, 
icily. Young idiot, indeed! 

"If he is," Jenkins chuckled, "it's a 
miracle." 

He was pleased that I had risen to his 
bait. 

"If it's such a good business, maybe 
I'd better drop in and look it over. 
Always thought I'd like to own a good 
grocery store." 

My eyes were burning with .quick 
tears. I tried to answer, but it was no 
use. I fled. 

I told Steve about the interview. 
"You wouldn't sell the store to him, 

would you Steve," I pleaded. "He's a 
dreadful, nasty old man." 

"The old Skinflint wouldn't pay me 
what the store is worth," Steve replied. 

"But if he would . .." 
"Don't worry, baby, he won't." 
If only I could have believed it. 
The next few days were an agony. 

Then, when a week had gone by, a 
month, without Mr. Jenkins' putting in 
an appearance, I decided we were safe 
again. 

It was almost Easter. The first green 
buds were showing on the trees, and 
a brave crocus or two pushed through 
the still frozen ground in the garden 
across the street. 

We had been in Marysville six 
months. 

Six months isn't a very long time, 
a half a year -but this half a year had 
given me everything in life I really 
wanted. My husband was doing a job 
he liked, and doing it well. We had a 
home, and friends, and we had a son. 

When Ted's Sunday School teacher 
came to call and said, "Your son is a 
fine boy, Mrs. Morgan," I glowed. It 
was not just that he liked Ted. He had 
called him my son! 

"I wish we could induce him to 
join our boys' choir. He has a fine 
soprano voice." (Continued on page 90) 
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WHY DON'T YOU 

WE insisted upon a simple wed - 
ding. We had waited so long for 
this moment that we just wanted 

to be married, and then to be let alone. 
But before I tell you about the wed- 

ding, I'd better stop a minute to set 
you straight on who we are. I -well, 
I'm the luckiest guy in the world, I 
guess. I'm the voice you hear when 
they announce that Harry Cool is going 
to sing, on the Here's to Romance show 
on CBS every Thursday night. I have 
success, after a long struggle to achieve 
it, and I have the most wonderful wife 
in the world. Who could ask for more 
than that? Even now I hardly believe 
it -it seems like a dream, and I have 
to pinch myself every now and then 
to make sure it's real. 

I started to tell you about our wed- 
ding. As I said, our friends wanted all 
the trimmings-champagne and wed- 
ding cake, rice and old shoes. But we 
said no fuss. And they finally agreed. 

When the appointed hour came - 
high noon, Thursday, April 20, at New 
York City Hall -there were quite a few 
people there just the same.. Mayor 
LaGuardia performed the ceremony. I 
had always wanted to meet the Little 
Flower, but he could have been Justice 
of the Peace from Sleepy Corners that 
day for all he impressed me. My friend, 
Mack Davis, was on hand as best man. 
And my pianist, Doris' Gribin, was 
Pat's matron of honor. 

I didn't see anyone but Pat. 
She was SO beautiful, in her new 

tan suit, her hair shining and black 
under the silly little tan hat with white 
feathers and a veil. (Beige, not tan, 
Pat says, reading this over my shoul- 
der, and white, with luggage acces- 
sories.) All right, so it was beige. The 
white camellias I had picked out at the 
florist's an hour before were still damp 
and fresh on her shoulder. And they 
were shaking a little. Pat couldn't have 
been shaking. (Oh, no! she says.) But 
the flowers were. 

Every air raid siren in New York 
could have blown the moment Pat 
said "I do" and I wouldn't have heard 
them. 

"I pronounce you man and wife," 
said the Mayor. 

"At last," I muttered under my 
breath. I was still looking down at 
Pat. 

"You may kiss the bride," he 
prompted me after a moment. 

A pleasure. 
We probably would just have stood 

"And she did," relates this newest singing star of 

radio. "And now I've won success and the most 

wonderful wife in the world. Who could ask for more ?" 

. By Harry Cool 

there, obeying His Honor's instructions, 
all afternoon, if Mack -who is my 
business agent as well as my good 
friend -hadn't nudged my arm and 
reminded me that rehearsal was at 
two o'clock. 

Rehearsal? On our wedding day? 
But we had planned it that way. 
Pat went back to rehearsal with me, 

and the gang admired the new wed- 
ding ring, and the silly hat, and wished 
us well while I ran through the num- 
bers for that night's broadcast of Here's 
to Romance. At dinner time we 
slipped away to the suite I had ready 
for her at the Marguery, where the 
manager, making up for my bride- 
groom's jitters, had put huge bowls of 
white flowers around, and a bottle of 
champagne in the ice box. 

I went back to the broadcast, and 
left my beautiful bride sitting alone - 
which probably is the fate of all beau- 
tiful brides whose husbands are in the 
radio business. But once the broad- 
cast was done, we had the whole, long, 
fine weekend stretching ahead of us. 

We spent our honeymoon right in 
New York. We could have been more 
fashionable, I suppose, but it was 
what we wanted. Pat had never been 
in the big city before. She wanted to - 

go to all the places, do all the things 
we had read about. So we went to the 
Stork Club, and "21" and El Morocco. 
We took a midnight ride on the Staten 
Island ferry and saluted the Statue of 
Liberty. We hired a hansom cab and 
went for a drive in Central Park, the 
leisured clackety -clack of the horse's 
hooves on the drive fitting soothingly 
into our honeymoon mood. 

"I'll bet you (Continued on page 68) 45 



REMEMBER ME 

You'll like this nostalgic ballad, composed by Skyland Scotty, who sings it 

to Lulu Belle on your favorite Saturday night show, the National Barn Dance 
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LULU BELLE and SCOTTY, as they are known to National Barn Dance fans, are husband and wife 
as well as air partners. They have two children, a daughter, Linda Lou, aged seven, and a son, Steven,, 
aged three. Scotty's real name is Scott Wiseman and he loves to sing the old time mountain songs his 
mother taught him when he was a boy in the hills of Ingalls, North Carolina. Lulu Belle's real name is 
Myrtle Cooper. She started her career by singing at socials and picnics near her home at Boone, North 
Carolina. With her husband, she has published a collection of fifty Home Folk Songs, the kind they like to 
sing in the Old Hayloft. The National Barn Dance is heard on NBC, 9:00 P.M., EWT, Saturday night. 
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Julian and Elisabeth sought only happiness, 

but it was not that simple. There can be no 

simplicity while human souls are buffeted by 

the winds of prejudice, confusion and fear 

THE STORY: 
BARVILLE was a normal, everyday 

sort of little American town -the 
town where I was born and brought 
up -until Julian Weber came to live 
there. The first I knew of Barville's 
feelings toward Julian was from my 
father, the town's doctor. Julian was 
a doctor, too -and Julian was a Jew. 
For the first time in my life I 
encountered racial prejudice, racial 
hatred -in my friends, in Randy, the 
boy I'd gone with for years, even in 
my own father. I couldn't understand 
it, for I met Julian soon after he came 
to town, and I liked him at once. For 
the first time, my father and I quar- 
relled bitterly, because I insisted on 
seeing Julian again. And I did -sev- 
eral times -and found him nicer on 
each meeting. One night I took him 
to a party at the house of a friend. 
It was that night that the hatred and 
prejudice came out into the open, for 
Randy insulted Julian -said unpardon- 
able things about the Jewish people, 
taunted Julian for not being in uni- 
form. It was that night, too, that I 
realized that I loved Julian, that I 
wanted to marry him, to share his sor- 
row and his burdens. On the way home 
from the party, he began to tell me 
a little about his life before he came 
to Barville. "I come from Germany," 
he said, and it was as if he had said; 
1 come from hell. 

IN two words, Julian had given me 
his whole story. Now I knew the 

reason for the sadness that could not 
. be banished from his eyes. I knew 
it, from all the things I had read in 
newspapers and magazines in the last 
ten years; and I knew it from the 
spitting, senseless hatred I'd seen in 
Randy Thompson's face a few minutes 
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ago; and I knew it from my father, 
who had said, "He's Jewish. 

We walked slowly down one of the 
lovely, home -lined streets of Barville. 
It was night - an American night. 
which meant that the sky was filled 
with stars and not with death. The 
faint humming in the air came from 
crickets, not from coursing airplanes. 
The uniformed soldier we met and 
passed was no threat to us: he could 
not stop us and harshly say that it 
was forbidden for us to be together. 
(Forbidden -it was such a twisted, 
heavy word, like a club!) 

There was peace here in Barville, 
a peace that boys from these houses 
remembered while they lay in Italian 
or New Guinea mud, offering up their 
lives to preserve it. Did they know 
that the enemy was here too, hiding in 
the minds of their fathers and mothers 
and friends, getting ready to strike? 

No, I answered myself swiftly, hope- 
lessly. They didn't know, couldn't be 
expected to. For them, the enemy 
was a Japanese or a German, not an 
abstract thing like hatred. You could 
send a bullet into their kind of enemy, 
blow him to pieces with a bomb, elimi- 
nate him with one of the other weapons 
human cleverness had devised. But 
nobody had ever been clever enough 
to invent a weapon that would cut 
hatred out of a man and leave him 
whole, and so we'd got into the habit 
of killing men and calling them our 
enemies. All the same, that was wrong. 
The real enemy was in people's minds, 
even in the minds of people here in 
quiet, friendly Barville. It spawned 
there, like a destroying cancer. 

"Yes," Julian said, "I come from 
Germany, Elisabeth. I was nineteen, . 
a student, when my father was ar- 
rested. Before that, I knew the sort 
of thing we saw tonight. At school, 

some boys wouldn't associate with me 
because I was a Jew. I -we -were 
Germans, yet not quite Germans, you 
see. Just as now, although I have my 
American citizenship papers, there 
were people in that room who did not 
consider me quite an American. That 
is the way it starts." 

He took a deep breath, pacing be- 
side me. 

"They came and arrested me, a year 
after they took my father. I was put 
into a concentration camp. My mother 
spent two years trying to find -me, try- 
ing to arrange for my release. We had 
been -not wealthy, you understand. 
but comfortable. There was money at 
first for bribery, and later she got 
help from relatives in France. Per- 
haps that is the reason they didn't 
arrest her, too -because she could bring 
them money from outside. I don't 
know all that she endured. She has 
never told me. I only know that she 
succeeded at last, and that now she 
is no longer the mother I used to have. 
She is always afraid -she will see no 
one, move not one foot out of the 
house: In New York she lived with 
some other refugees while I finished 
my medical training. I hoped that 
here, in a new environment, away from 
all the old tragedies, she would be 
better, but -" 

He left the sentence unfinished. 
There was no need to finish it. We 
both knew that he and his mother 
had not left the "old tragedies" far 
enough behind. 
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The word that wos scrawled there wavered before my 
eyes. l fried to wipe it away, but it wouldn't come off. 

"Julian, I said, "I'm so ashamed - 
of my town, my friends." I might have 
added, "My father," but I still hoped 
that Daddy meant nothing to him but 
a name, a cipher, someone who was 
neither for him nor against him. "It 
was inexcusable -what Randy said." 

"Oh " The single word seemed 
to dismiss Randy, personally, to scale 
him far down in the list of important 
things. Our steps slowed, ' and he 
turned to face me. Light from a street - 
lamp showed me the pain -filled line 
of his mouth. 

"Why I am not in uniform," he said, 
"is something I would never tell him. 
But I would like you to know." He 
said, very truly, "that the war 'is my 
fight. Of course it is, just as it is the 
fight of any civilized person. I have 
tried, again and again, to be part of 

it. No service will take me." A kind of 
shame came into his voice. "I -I left 
too much of myself in that concen- 
tration camp. My heart, my lungs, the 
scars on my body -" 

His hands dropped to his sides and 
he looked away. 

"That was in New York, of course," 
he added simply, after a silence. "I 
tried to persuade myself it didn't mat- 
ter -that doctors were needed at home, 
and I asked for a list of places where 
there was a shortage of them. I picked 
Barville because -" 

He broke off abruptly, and I thought, 
"How queer! He's afraid he's hurt 
my feelings by telling me that Bar- 
ville was listed as a place that needed 
a doctor, although it already had one 
-my father. And once-earlier this 
evening, perhaps -my feelings would 

have been hurt. Now it doesn't seem 
to matter. Because it's true. Daddy is 
old, and overworked, and not very 
up -to -date, and a second doctor here 
would be a help to him ... if he would 
only realize it." 

Aloud, I said, "It's all right, Julian. 
I understand. Why did you pick 
Barville ?" 

His laugh was little more than an 
exhalation of his breath. "Because it 
is in the middle' of a farming com- 
munity, away from industry. And be- 
cause it is small. I thought, so close 
to the earth, to find ... tolerance ..." 

Of their own accord, moving without 
orders from my will, my arms went 
around him. "You will find it!" I said 
desperately. "What happened tonight 
was only an incident -it didn't mean 
anything. The (Continued on page 54) 
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Now is the time to stock up your jam closet so you'll have 

a supply of delicacies to liven up your winter desserts. 
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ALMOST any day now when you go 
to market you will find fresh 
strawberries, cherries and rhu- 

barb -and what mouth -watering des- 
serts you will make of them. To my 
mind nothing quite tops fresh -fruit 
shortcakes, tarts and pies, but jelly or 
jam on hot biscuits run them a close 
second for flavor. So while fruits are 
in season I hope you will make a 
supply of these delicacies to liven up 
next winter's menus. It's easy, really, 
and you need to buy only a quart or 
two at a time -and the first thing you 
know you will have a jam closet that 
your grandmother would be proud of. 

Strawberry Jelly 
5 cups juice 
7 cups sugar 
2 boxes powdered fruit pectin 

Make uice by crushing thoroughly 
about 31 qts. fully ripe strawberries. 
Place fruit in jelly bag and squeeze out 
juice. If there is not enough juice, add 
a little water to fruit pulp in bag and 
squeeze again. Measure juice into 
saucepan and place over hottest flame. 
Add pectin and stir until mixture comes 
to hard boil. Add sugar (Note: In all 
jelly and jam recipes your work will 
be easier if you will measure the sugar 

into a separate container before putting 
the liquid on the fire, so that the sugar 
will be ready when you are ready for 
it.) and continue stirring until mixture 
comes to hard rolling boil. Boil for Y2 
minute, remove from fire, skim off 
froth and pour into glasses. In this 
and in the other recipes that follow, 
pour melted paraffin onto hot jelly im- 
mediately after putting it into glasses. 

Strawberry Jam. 
4 cups prepared fruit 
7 cups sugar 
z bottle fruit pectin 

Prepare fruit by grinding or crush- 
ing thoroughly 2 quarts ripe straw- 
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berries. Combine fruit and sugar, mix 
well and bring to full rolling boil over 
hot flame, stirring constantly until it 
has boiled for 1 minute. Remove from 
flame and stir in fruit pectin. Stir for 
five minutes removing froth as it 
appears, pour into glasses and add 
paraffin as directed above. 

Sour Cherry Jelly 
31/2 cups juice 

7 cups sugar 
1 bottle fruit pectin 
2 cup water 

Prepare juice by stemming and crush- 
ing (do not pit) 11/2 pounds ripe cher- 
ries. Add water, bring to boil and 
simmer, covered, for 10 minutes. 
Squeeze juice through jelly bag. Mix 
juice and sugar in pan, bring to boil 
over hot flame and add pectin, stirring 
constantly. Bring to rolling boil and 
boil hard for minute. Remove from 
fire, skim, pour into glasses and add 
paraffin. 

Rhubarb Jam 
31/2 cups prepared rhubarb 

4 cups sugar 
1 box powdered fruit pectin 

Prepare fruit by trimming and slic- 
ing fine (do not peel) 1 pound small 
red -stalk rhubarb. Add ' cup, sugar 
and allow to stand for 15 minutes. 
This cup of sugar is in addition to 
the 4 cups specified above. Measure 
fruit (if the last cup isn't quite full, 
fill it with water) into saucepan, place 
over hot flame and add pectin. Stir 
while mixture comes to hard boil. Pour 
in sugar, bring to full rolling boil and 
boil for 1 minute, stirring constantly. 
(If mixture foams excessively, add 4 
tsp. butter). Remove from fire, skim, 
pour into glasses and add paraffin. 

Rhubarb and Red Raspberry Jam 
4 cups prepared fruit 
7 cups sugar 

5í bottle fruit pectin 

Prepare fruit by crushing 1 quart 
raspberries and slicing z lb. rhubarb. 
Combine fruits, add sugar and bring 
to full rolling boil, stirring constantly. 
Boil 1 minute, still stirring. Remove 
from fire, stir in fruit pectin. Alter- 
nately stir and skim mixture for 5 
minutes. Pour into glasses and add 
paraffin. In place of raspberries, 
blackberries, boysenberries, dewber- 
ries, loganberries and youngberries 
may be used in combination with rhu- 
barb. Sweet cherries and gooseberries 
may be crushed thoroughly or ground, 
then combined for jam by following 
this same recipe. 

Raspberry Jelly 
4 cups fruit juice 

71 cups sugar 
1 bottle fruit pectin 

Prepare juice by crushing 3 quarts 
ripe berries, and squeezing through 
jelly bag. (If berries lack tartness 
substitute 4 cup lemon juice for 4 
cup prepared juice.) Mix juice and 
sugar, bring to boil over hot flame 
and add fruit pectin, stirring con- 
stantly. Bring to rolling boil and boil 
for z minute. Remove from fire, 
skim, pour into glasses and add par- 
affin. Any of the berries listed in the 
preceding recipe may be prepared in 
this same way, and any two of them 
may be combined. 
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SUNDAY 
Eastern War Time 

F ~ 8:00 
8:00 

CBS: 
Blue: 

Golden Gate Q 
News 

B 2 0: 8:00 NRC: News and Organ Recital 
Wt 8:30 C RS: Columbia Ensemble 

8:30 Blue: The Woodshedders 
u 8:00 9:00 CRS: News of the World 

7. 
8:00 
8:00 

9:00 
9:00 

NBC: 
Blue: 

News from Europe 
Blue Correspondents at Home 

ú and Abroad 

é 8:15 
8:15 

9:15 
9:15 

CBS: 
Blue: 

E. Power Biggs 
White Rabbit Line 

6:15 9 :15 NBC: Commando Mary 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: NBC String Quartet 

8:45 9:45 CBS: New Volces in Song -Milton 
Bacon 

9:00 10:00 CBS:' Church of the Air 
9:00 10:00 Blue: Message of 1 1 

7:00 10:00 NBC: National Radio Pulpit 
9:30 10:30 CBS: Wings Over 
9:30 10:30 Blue: Southernalres 

8:00 Rhapsody of the Rockies 
11:00 MBS: Pauline Alpert 

10:00 11:00 Blue: Lionel Hampton's Orch. 
8:05 10:05 11:05 CBS: Egan Petri, Pianist 
8:30 10:30 11:30 MBS: Radio Chapel 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Hour of Faith 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Invitation to Ing 

10:45 11:45 NBC: Marlon Loveridge 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tabernacle 
9:00 11:00 12:00 Blue: 110w from Europe 

11:00 12:00 NBC: ROC Orch 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Josephine Houston. Soprano 
9:30 11:30 12:30 NBC: Stradivari Orch., Paul Lavalle 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Transatlantic Call 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Church of the Air 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: John B. Kennedy 

12:00 1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer 
10:15 12:15 1:15 NBC: Labor for Victory 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Josef Mardis 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from 

London) 
10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Sammy Kaye's Orris. 
10:30 12:30 1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table 
10:45 12:45 1:45 CBS: Talks 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Chaplin Jim. U. S. A. 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: Those We Love 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: World News Today 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas 

2:30 Blue: National Vespers 
12:00 2:00 3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic 

Symphony 
12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: The Life of Riley 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: Upton Close 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Army Hour 
12:30 2:30 3:30 Blue: Hot Copy 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Al P Show 

4:30 Blue: World of Song 
1:30 3:30 4:30 CBS: Pause that Refreshes 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lands of the Free 
2:00 5:00 NBC: NBC Symphony -Frank 

Black 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: The Family Hour 

5:00 Blue: Mary Small Revue 
2:15 4:15 5:15 MES: Upton Close 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: The Shadow 
2:30 4:30 5:30 Blue: Musical Steelmaker. 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: William L. Sharer 
3:00 5:00 6:00 CBS: Silver Th 
3:00 5:00 6 :00 Blue: Radio Hall of Fame 
3:00 5:00 6:00 MBS: First Nighter 
3:00 5:00 6:00 NBC: Catholic Hour 
8:00 5:30 6:30 NBC: Great Gildersleeve 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: America in the Al, 
4:00 6:00 7:00 MBS: Voice of Prophecy 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Drew Pearson 
4:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Jack Benny 
4:15 6:15 7:15 Blue: Dorothy Thompson 
4:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Perry Como 
4:30 6:30 7:30 MSS: Stars and Stripes In Britain 

6:30 7:30 CBS: We the People 
8:30 6:30 7:30 Blue: Quiz Kids 
4:30 6:30 7:30 NBC: Fitch Bandwagon 

7:45 MBS: Samuel Grafton 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: Greenfield Village Chapel 

Service 
5:00 7:00 8 :00 NBC: Edgar Bergen -Charli 

McCarthy 
5:00 7:00 8:00 

8:00 
CBS: 
MES: Med5Bó 

Show 
Mediation Board 

8:00 7 :30 8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor 
6:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Keep 
5 :30 7:30 8:30 NBC: One Man's Family 
5:45 7:45 8 :45 MBS: Gabriel Heatter 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer, News 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 CBS: Radio Listeners' Digest 
6:00 8:00 9:00 M BS: Old -Fashioned Revival 
7:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Walter Wlnchell 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry -Go -Round 
7:45 8:15 9:15 Blue: Chamber Music Society of 

Lower Basin 
8:15 8:30 9:30 CBS: T Star Theater, Fred 

8:15 8:30 9 :45 Blue: 
Allen 

Jimmie Fidler 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: American Album of 

Familiar Music 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Take It or It 
7:00 9:00 30 :00 Blue: Listen The Women 
7:00 9:00 10 :00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
7:00 9:00 10 :00 NBC: Hour of Charm 
7:15 9:15 10:15 MBS: Goodwill Hour 
7:30 9:3010:30 NBC: Bob Crosby 
7:30 9:30 10:30 CBS: The Thin Man 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Bill Costello 

11:10 CBS Everett Hollis 
0:15 10,15 11 :15 CBS: Eileen Farrell 

10:15 11QSINBC: John W. Vend k 
10:30 10:30 11138 NBC: Paelfic Story 

B U S Y BOY . 

You have to go some to keep up with 
Peter Donald, who reads the gags on 
Can You Top This, heard Saturday nights 
at 9:30 PM., EWT, over NBC. In eleven 
years on the radio, hardly a day has passed 
when he didn't have some job or other 
on the air. 

Peter was born in Scotland -as if you 
wouldn't know he was Scotch with that 
name -of an Irish mother and a Scotch 
father. The Donalds came to the United 
States when Peter was very young and 
Donald, Sr. soon became a familiar name 
in vaudeville, appearing in an act called 
"Donald and Carson." Peter made his 
debut on the stage at the age of three, when 
Will Rogers, who was on the same bill as 
Donald and Carson were playing, took the 
youngster by the hand -and marched him 
out on the stage and said, "This kid is gbing 
to be an actor. He might as well start, now." 

While he was still attending the Pro- 
fessional Children's School in New York, 
Peter was kept busy modelling for thou- 
sands of advertisements and making his 
mark in the theater in plays on Broadway. 
He had a long run in "Bitter Sweet." 

At thirteen, Peter' was the youngest 
master of ceremonies on the air, on a com- 
mercial show. Radio has proven a rich 
field for Peter, who is only twenty -four, 
now. It has 'given him a chance to show 
his versatility. He is actually capable of 
playing children's parts -which he did, 
playing Tiny Tim in the annual presenta- 
tion of. Dickens' "Christmas Carol" one 
year -and old men -which he did several 
years later, by playing Scrooge in that 
year's Christmas script. He also works as 
a straight dramatic actor on many of the 
network shows, including the Corwin series. 

On the Can You Top This? show, he's 
instituted a new warm -up technique. In- 
stead of spending the last few minutes be- 
fore air time in warming up the studio 
audience, Peter uses that time to get the 
joke masters into the right frame of mind. 
He insists that they're the ones who have 
to be pepped up and in the right mood. The 
audience doesn't need to be warmed up, be- 
cause if the gags are funny, they'll laugh 
anyway. . 

Peter is really radio's child, having spent 
all his growing up years and as much of 
his adult life as he has already lived, work- 
ing steadily on the air. He's of average 
height, red headed and his eyes, under 
heavy straight eyebrows, have a good 
natured, good humored Scotch gleam in 
them. He's single and likes to spend what 
little spare time he has at what he calls 
a summer home in Eddysville, New York. 
He doesn't have much spare time. 
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War Time 

CBS: News 
Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
8:15 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 

9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Howson 
8:30 9:00 10:10 CBS: Valiant Lady 

9 :00 10:00 Blue: Sweet Rivier. Drama 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Alice Corwell 

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:15 NBC: News of the World 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
10:15 Blue: My True Story 

9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

7:45 9:45 10:45 CBS:- Bachelor's Children 
7:45 9:45 10:15 Blue: Air Lane Trio 

9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 
1:15 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 

10:45 11:45 Blue: Baby Institute 
é:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 

11:30 12:30 NBC: U. S. Navy Band 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:50 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Humbord Family 
10:30 12:30 1:31 CBS: Bernardine ews Flynn, 

12:30 1:30 Blue: Living run Livia Should be 
12:45 1:45 CBS: The 
12:45 1:45 Blue: Pantry Party 
12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Rodriguez A Sutherland, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
12:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: Mystery Chef 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:30 1:38 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:30 1:31 2:31 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:30 1:31 2:35 Blue: Ladies Be Seated 
11 :45 1:45 2:45 C BS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:01 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:01 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:00 2:00 3:01 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:85 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis, News 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 Blue: Appointment With Life 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 

2:30 2:30 3:35 CBS: Now and F 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ethel and Albert 
12:45 2:45 3:4S CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 
1:25 3:25 4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis, Hews 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Fun With Dunn 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop arrigan 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: n When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love and Learn 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:30 4:30 5:30 M BS: Superman 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page -Farell 
2:45 4:45 5:45 lue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pi 
3:00 
3:10 

5:00 
5:10 

6:00 
6:10 

CBS: 
CBS: 

Quinc 
Costello 

3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 
3:15 5:15 6:15 Blue: Capt. Tim Healy 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullivan, Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:05 5:45 6:45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 
3:55 5:55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: I Love a Mystery 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's Pl Timis 
8:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: H Heidt's Orch. 
4:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Ed Sullivan 
7:30 9:30 7:30 CBS: Blondie 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
5:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Vos Pop 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: News 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Cavalcade of America 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Gay Nineties 
5:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Blind Date 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Voice of Firestone 
5:30 7:30 8:30 MES: Bulldog Drummond 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6 :00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Lux Theater 
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Counter Spy 
6 :00 8:00 9:00 M BS: Gabriel H 
9:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: The Telephone Hour 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC Information Please 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Screen Guild Players R 
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Contented Program M 
7:15 3:15 10:15 Blue: Top of the Evening 
7:30 9:30 L0:30 CBS: Broadway Showtlme 

10:30 Blue: Melody in the Night 
7:30 9:30 
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8:15 Blue: Texas Jim 
8 :00 8:30 Blue: News 

9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Breakfast Club 

6 :00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
1 :30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 

9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning HewsOn 
8 :30 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Alice Cornell 

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
0:45 9:15 10 :15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 

9 :15 10:15 glue: My True Story 
9:15 10:15 NBC: News of theWerld 
9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

12:45 9 :45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Boom 

8:00 10 :00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:10 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10:00 11 :81 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8 :30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Marty. 
8 :30 10:31 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11:15 10:15 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8 :45 10:45 11:45 Blue: Baby Institute 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Haru m 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9 :15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:15 11:30 12:31 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:31 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 

11:30 12:31 NBC: U. S. Coast Guard on Parade 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:00 12:05 1:00 NBC: Sketches in Melody 
10:55 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: The Women's Exchange 
10 :30 12:30 1:30 CBS: B in. Flynn. News 
10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 

12 :45 1:45 CBS: The Geldbergs 
12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 

11:00 1 :00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:00 1 :00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 1 :00 2:00 Blue: Rodriquez and Sutherland, 

News 
11 :15 1:15 2 :15 Blue: M Chef 
12:15 1:15 2 :15 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11 :30 1:30 2 :30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies Be Seated 
11 :45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12 :00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12 :00 2:00 3 :00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3 :15 Blue: Appointment with Ufa 
3:30 CBS: Now and Forever 

12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Mine 
12:30 
12:45 

2:30 
2:45 

3:30 
3:45 

NBC: PepperlfYou 
NBC: Right to Happiness 

mily 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ethel and Abert 
1:00 3:00 4 :N CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1:00 3:00 4 :11 Blue: Ozark Ramblers 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:30 3:30 4:35 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3 :45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4 :00 5:00 CBS: Fun with Dunn 
2:00 4:00 5:10 Blue: HOP Harrigan 
2 :00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love end Learn 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2 :30 4 :30 5:30 CBS: Burl Ives 
5:30 5:30 5:33 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Woman 
5 :45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Captain Midnight 
2 :45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
3 :00 5:00 6:00 CBS: Quint, Howe 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pi 
3:15 5:15 6 :15 CBS: Edwin C. Hill 
3:15 5:15 6:15 Blue: Capt. Healy 
3 :15 5 :15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 

5:30 6 :30 NBC: Bill Stern 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jack Smith Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World today 
3 :45 5:45 6:45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 

6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News, J 
C. Harsch 

8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's Pleasure Time 
4:00 6:00 7 :00 Blue: Let Yourself Go -Milton Berle 
4:00 6:00 7 :00 CBS: I Love A M 
4:15 6:15 7 :15 CBS: John Nesbitt 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 
4:30 6:30 7 :30 CBS: American Melody Hour 
9:00 6:30 7:30 NBC: Ronald Colman Show 
8:30 7:00 8:00 CBS: Big Town 
8:30 7:00 8 :00 Blue: News 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Ginny Simms 
8:15 7:15 3 :15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: A Date with Judy 
9:00 7:30 8:30 CBS: Judy Canoes Show 
9:00 7:30 8:33 Blue: Dufy's T 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MSS: Gabriel H 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 Blue: Famous Jury Trials 
6:00 8:00 9 :00 NBC: Mystery T 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Burns and Allen 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Report to the Nation 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 MBS: Murder Clinic 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC: Fibber McGee and Molly 
6:55 8:55 9 :55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 

R 7:00 9:0010:00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
7:00 9:0010,00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 

M 7:00 9:0010 :08 NBC: Charlotte Greenwood 
7:00 9 :00'10:00 CBS: Columbia Presents Corwin 
7:30 9 :3010:311 NBC: Red Skelton 

10:30 CBS: Congress Speaks 

52 
7:30 9:30 10 :30 Blue: "Creeps by Night" 

MASTER MIND... - 

Ever wonder what goes on in your hus- 
band's-or wife's -mind? Well -try hard 
enough and long enough and maybe you can 
do what Joseph Dunninger does. He claims 
a child of three could learn to read minds 
-with about thirty years practice. You 
can hear his magic talk Wednesday night 
at 9:00 P.M., EWT, over the Blue network. 

Joseph Dunninger is one of those rare 
individuals -a native New Yorker, having 
been born in that Metropolis just before 
the Twentieth Century began. He's always 
been interested' in magic, though where he 
got such an interest no one can explain, 
since his father was a Bavarian textile 
manufacturer and his mother just a plain 
housewife and guardian angel. 

By the time he reached sixteen, Dun - 
ninger was a professional magician. His 
first real job was at the Eden Musee, where 
he worked for a whole year. From there 
he went on a vaudeville tour and initiated 
something new in mind reading acts -the 
mind reader who didn't use stooges. He 
never has. In fact, if you want to earn 
yourself $10,000, all you have to prove is 
that Dunninger does by some devious and 
well guarded means use an assistant. 

Magicians like Houdini and Thurston 
spent many hard hours trying to find the 
secret of Dunninger's magic mind reading. 
And with these genuine artists of magic, 
Dunninger took up his campaign of "illu- 
sion busting," mainly against fraudulent 
spirit mediums. Here again, Dunninger 
backs his charges with money. $10,000 will 
go to the medium who produces spirit 
phenomenon which Dunninger cannot re- 
produce by purely material means. 

Besides being a mind reader, Dunninger 
has developed a vast number of magician's 
illusions, many of them used by magicians 
all over the world. When commercial radio 
started, he was one of the first paid enter- 
tainers to go on the air. His first show was 
a demonstration of hypnosis by radio. Later, 
he was heard as a psychic detective. Neither 
one of these shows caught on, though; so 
he went back to the theater until last year, 
when he became an overnight radio sen- 
sation. 

Anyone who thinks this business of being 
receptive to thought waves is easy had 
better think 'again. Dunninger loses a pound 
or more at every performance -and it's 
the energy required that does it, he claims, 
not the perspiration. So, Dunninger's private 
life is a very quiet one. He has -a home in 
New York, where he likes to spend his 
free evenings, with his scrap books, his 
albums of photographs and his almost 
fabulous collection of Oriental art. Some- 
times, he likes a good movie or a drive in 
his car for relaxation. Since the war, of 
course, driving is out, and he probably 
spends his time thinking over the thoughts 
he's surprised in the thousands of brains 
he's dug into all over the world. 

WEDNESDAY 

a. 

h Eastern 

0:15 

War Time 

Blue: Texas Jim 
0:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9 :88 CBS: New 
8:00 9 :00 Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
1:30 2:30 9:10 CBS: School of the Air 

8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
8:30 9:30 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Allee Cornell 

9:4S CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 
10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
9 :15 10:15 Blue: My True Story 

9:00 9 :15 10:15 NBC: News of the World 
9 :30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

12 :45 9 :45 10 :45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 

8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardl's 
8 :00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8 :00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:15 10:15 11,15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vie and Sade 
8:30 10 :30 11:30 CBS: Bright Hanson 
8:30 10:30 11:35 Blue: Gilbert Marty. 
8:30 10:30 11 :30 NBC: B Tomorrow 
1:15 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt J 's Stories 
8:45 
8 :45 

10:45 
10 :45 

5 
11 
11 

:4:45 NBCBlue: : David 
Baby 

HyruInstitum 
te 

9:00 11:00 12 :00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
11 :00 12 :00 NBC: Words and Music 

9:15 11:15 12 :15 CBS: Big Sister 
11:30 12:33 NBC: U. S. Al, Force Band 

9 :30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9 :30 11:30 12:33 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 
0:00 12:00 1 :08 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
0:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
0:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
0:15 12:15 1:1S Blue: Humbord Family 
0:30 12 :30 1:30 Flynn, CBS: Bernardine ews 
0:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Living Should Be dun 

12 :45 1:45 CBS: The Goldbergs 
0 :45 12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan B News 
0:45 12:45 1:45 

, 

Blue: Three Pianos 
1 :00 1:00 2 :00 CBS: Portly Faces Life 
1:00 1:00 2 :00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
2:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
2:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: The Mystery Chef 
1:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 

1:1g 2:30 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
1111 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies, Be Seated 

1:35 2:38 NBC: Light of the World 
1:111 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
1:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:11 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:11 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elisabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 Blue: Appointment with Life 
12:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Now and Fo 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12 :45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Little Jack Little 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1.00 3 :00 4:03 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1 :00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1 :00 3:00 4:01 CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:30 3:30 4 :30 MBS: True Detective Mysteries 
1:30 3 :30 4 :30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

4 :45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1 :45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1 :45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2 :00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Fun with Dunn 
2 :00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4 :00 5:00 NBC: When a Gir Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love and Learn 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 CBS: Jack Smith and The Three 

Si 
5 :30 5:30 5 :30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 530 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5 :45 CBS: American Women 
5 :45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Paye Farrell 

5:00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News 
3 :00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates 
3:10 5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:15 5:15 6 :15 NBC: Serenade to America 
3:30 5:30 6 :30 CBS: Jeri en. Songs 
3 :45 5:45 6:45 World CBS: The World Today 
3:45 5:45 6 :45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 

6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 
8 :00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's PI Time 

7:00 CBS: 1 Love A Mystery 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: John Nesbitt 
4:15 6:15 7 :15 NBC: News of the World 
4:30 6 :30 7 :30 CBS: Easy Aces 

6:30 7 :30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6 :45 7:45 NBC: H. V. born 
5:00 7 :00 8:00 CBS: The Allan Jones Show 
8 :00 7:00 8 :00 Blue: News 
9:15 7 :00 8 :00 MBS: Cal Tinney 
9:00 7:00 8 :00 NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North 
8:15 7:15 8 :15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8 :30 7:30 8 :30 CBS: Dr. Christian 

7:30 8 :30 MBS: Take a Card 
8 :30 7:30 8 :30 131ue: My Best Girls, Drama 
8:30 7:30 8 :30 NBC: Beat the Band- Hildegarde 
5:55 7 :55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8 :00 9:00 Blue: Joseph Dunninger 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Frank Sinatra Show 
6 :00 8:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel H 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Alan Young Show 
6 :30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Jack Carson 
6 :30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:3 8:30 9:30 NBC: Mr. District 
6 :5 8:55 9:55 Blue: C t Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Great Moments in Muele 
7:00 9:00 10:00 MBS: John B Hughes 
7:00 NBC: Kay Ryser 
7:00 9 :00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:15 9 :15 10:15 Blue: Top of the Evening 
7 :30 9:30 15:30 CBS: C Ianca Carnival 

10:30 Blue: Soldier. With Wings 
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8 :15 

10:30 
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SUNDAY 
Eastern War Time 
8:00 CBS: Golden Gate Quartet 
8:00 Blue: News 

z0: 8:00 NBC News and Organ Recital 
W` 8:30 CBS: Columbia Ensemble 

8:30 Blue: The Woodshedders 
8:00 9:00 CBS: News of the World 
6:00 9:00 N BC News from Europe 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Blue Correspondents at Home 

and Abroad 
8:15 9:15 CBS: E. Power Biggs 
8:15 9:15 Blue: White Rabbit Line 
6:15 9:15 NBC Commando Mary 
8:30 9:30 NBC NBC String Quartet 
8:45 9:45 CBS: New Voices in Song -Milton 

Bacon 
9:00 10:00 CBS:' Church of the Air 
9:00 10:00 Blue: Message of Israel 
7:00 10:00 NBC: National Radio Pulpit 
9:30 10:30 CBS: Wings Over Jordan 
9:30 10:30 Blue: Southernaires 

8:00 Rhapsody of the Rockies 
11:01 MBS: Pauline Alpert 

0:00 11:00 Blue: Lionel Hampton's Orch. 
0:05 11:05 CBS: Egan Petri, Pianist 
0:30 11:30 MBS: Radio Chapel 
0:30 11:30 Blue: Hour of Faith 
0:30 11:30 CBS: Invitation to Ing 
0:45 11:45 NBC: Marlon Loveridge 
1:00 12:00 CBS: Salt Lake Tab le 
1:00 12:00 Blue: gives from Europe 
1:00 12:00 NBC: MC Orch 
1:30 12:30 Blue: Josephine Houston, Soprano 
1:30 12:30 NBC: Stradivari Orch., Paul Lavalle 
1:30 12:30 CBS: Transatlantic Call 
2:00 1:00 CBS: Church of the Alr 
2:00 1:00 Blue: John B. Kennedy 
2:00 1:00 NBC: Voice of the Dairy Farmer 
2:15 1:15 NBC: Labor for Victory 
2:15 1:15 Blue: Josef Mardis 
2:30 1:30 CBS: Edward R. Murrow (from 

London) 
2:30 1:30 Blue: Sammy Kaye's Orch. 
2:30 1:30 NBC: Chicago Round Table 
2:45 1:45 CBS: Talks 
1:00 2:00 Blue: Chaplin Jim, U. S. A. 
1:00 2:00 NBC: Those We Lore 
1:30 2:30 CBS: World News Today 
1:30 2:30 NBC: John Charles Thomas 

2:30 Blue: National V 

2:00 3:00 CBS: New York Philharmonic 
Symphony 

2:00 3:00 Blue: The Life of Riley 
2:00 3:00 NBC: Upton Close 
2:30 3:30 NBC: Army Hour 
2:30 3:30 Blue: Hot Copy 
3:00 4:00 Blue: Al Pearce Show 

4:30 Blue: World of Song 
3:30 4:30 CBS: Pause that Refreshes 
3:30 4:30 NBC: Lands of the Free 

5:00 NBC: NBC Symphony-Frank 
Black 

4:00 5:00 CBS: The Family Hour 
5:00 Blue: Mary Small Revue 

4:15 5:15 MBS: Upton Closet 
4:30 5:30 MBS: The Shadow 
4:30 5:30 Blue: Musical Steelmakers 
4:45 5:45 CBS: William L. Shires 
5:00 6:00 CBS: Silver Th 
5:00 6:00 Blue: Radio Hall of Fame 
5:00 6:00 MSS: First Night., 
5:00 6 :00 NBC: Catholic Hour 
5:30 6:30 NBC: Great Gildersleeve 
5:30 6:30 CBS: America In the Air 
6:00 7:00 MBS: Voice of Prophecy 
6:00 7:00 Blue: Drew Pearson 
6:00 7:00 NBC: Jack Benny 
6 :15 7:15 Blue: Dorothy Thompson 
6 :15 7:15 CBS: P Como 
6:30 7:30 M BS: Stars and Stripes In Britain 
6 :30 7:30 CBS: We the People 
6:30 7:30 Blue: Dui: Kids 
6:30 7:30 NBC: Fitch Bandwagon 

7:45 MBS: Samuel G n 
7:00 8:00 Blue: Greenfield Village Chapel 

Service 
7:00 8:00 NBC: Edgar Bergen-Charlie 

McCarthy 
7:00 8:00 CBS: Goodyear Show 

8:00 MBS: Mediation Board 
7:30 8:30 CBS: Crime Doctor 
7:30 8:30 Blue: Keepsakes 
7:30 8:30 NBC: One Man's Family 
7:45 8:45 MBS: Gabriel H 
7:55 8:55 CBS: Ned Calmer, News 
8:00 9:00 CBS: Radio Listeners' Digest 
8:00 9:00 M BS: Old -Fashioned Revival 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Walter Winchell 
8:00 9:00 NBC: Manhattan Merry -Go -Round 
8:15 9:15 Blue: Chamber Music Society of 

Lower Basin Street 
8:30 9:30 CBS: Texaco Star Th , Fred 
8:30 9:45 Blue: 

Allen 
Jimmie Fidler 

8:30 9:30 NBC: American Album of 
Familiar Music 

9:00 10:00 CBS: Take It or It 
9:00 10:00 Blue: Listen The Women 
9:00 10:00 M BS: John II. Hughes 
9:00 10:00 NBC: Hour of Charm 
9:15 10:15 MBS: Goodwill Hour 
9:3030 :30 Bob Crosby 
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Thin Man 

10:00 11:00 CBS: Bill Costello 
11 :10 CBS E Hollis 

10:15 11:15 CBS: Eileen Farrell 
10:15 11:15iNBC: John W. Vand 
10:30 11:30 NBC: Pacific Story 

B U S Y BOY . . . 

You have to go some to keep up with 
Peter Donald, who reads the gags on 
Can You Top This, heard Saturday nights 
at 9:30 PM., EWT, over NBC. In eleven 
years on the radio, hardly a day has passed 
when he didn't have some job or other 
on the air. 

Peter was born in Scotland -as if you 
wouldn't know he was Scotch with that 
name-of an Irish mother and a Scotch 
father. The Donalds came to the United 
States when Peter was very young and 
Donald, Sr. soon became a familiar name 
in vaudeville, appearing in an act called 
"Donald and Carson." Peter made his 
debut on the stage at the age of three, when 
Will Rogers, who was on the same bill as 
Donald and Carson were playing, took the 
youngster by the hand -and marched him 
out on the stage and said, "This kid is gòing 
to be an actor. He might as well start, now." 

While he was still attending the Pro- 
fessional Children's School in New York, 
Peter was kept busy modelling for thou- 
sands of advertisements and making his 
mark in the theater in plays on Broadway. 
He had a long run in "Bitter Sweet " 

At thirteen, Peter was the youngest 
master of ceremonies on the air, on a com- 
mercial show. Radio has proven a rich 
field for Peter, who is only twenty -four, 
now. It has 'given him a chance to show 
his versatility. He is actually capable of 
playing children's parts -which he did, 
playing Tiny Tim in the annual presenta- 
tion of. Dickens' "Christmas Carol" one 
year -and old men -which he did several 
years later, by playing Scrooge in that 
year's Christmas script. He also works as 
a straight dramatic actor on many of the 
network shows, including the Corwin series. 

On the Can You Top This? show, he's 
instituted a new warm -up technique. In- 
stead of spending the last few minutes be- 
fore air time in warming up the studio 
audience, Peter uses that time to get the 
joke masters into the right frame of mind. 
He insists that they're the ones who have 
to be pepped up and in the right mood. The 
audience doesn't need to be warmed up, be- 
cause if the gags are funny, they'll laugh 
anyway. 

Peter is really radio's child, having spent 
all his growing up years and as much of 
his adult life as he has already lived, work- 
ing steadily on the air. He's of average 
height, red headed and his ayes, under 
heavy straight eyebrows, have a good 
natured, good humored Scotch gleam in 
them. He's single and likes to spend what 
little spare time he has at what he calls 
a summer home in Eddysville, New York. 
He doesn't have much spare time. 

MONDAY 
F 

o. V 
8:00 
8:00 

Eastern 

9:00 
9:00 

War Time 

CBS: News 
Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
8:15 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 

9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Howson 
8:30 9:00 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Alice Carswell 

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:15 NBC: News of the World 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
10:15 Blue: My True Story 

9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

7:45 9:45 10:45 BS: Bachelor's Children 
7:45 9:45 10:45 Blue: Air Lane Trio 

9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 
8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardl's 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vie and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 
1:15 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 

10:45 11:45 Blue: Baby Institute 
5:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 

11:30 12:30 NBC: U. S. Navy Band 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:99 Blue: Baukhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Humbord Family 
10:30 12:30 1:39 CBS: Bernardine ews Flynn, 

12:30 1:30 Blue: Living Should be run 
12 :45 1:45 CBS: The Goldbergs 
12:45 1:45 Blue: Pantry Party 
12:45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:00 1:00 2:00 Blue: Rodriguez &Sutherland, News 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
12:30 1:15 2:15 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: My Chef 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:39 1:30 2 :30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladles Be Seated 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1 :45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:00 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elisabeth Bemis, News 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 Blue: Appointment With Life 
12:30 1:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
2:30 2:30 3:30 CBS: Now and Forever 

12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ethel and Albert 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1 :00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 
1:25 3:25 4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis, News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1:45 3:45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Fun With Dunn 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2 :00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love and Learn 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page-Farrell 
2:45 4:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
3:00 5 :00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates 
3:00 5 :00 6:00 CBS: Quincy Howe 
3:10 5:10 6:10 CBS: Bill Costello 
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 
3:15 5:15 6:15 Blue: Capt. Tim Healy 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullavan, Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World 
3:45 5:45 6:45 Blue: Henry .1. Taylor. News 
3:55 5:55 6:55 CBS: Joseph C. Harsch 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: I Love a M 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's PI Time 
8:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Horace Heidt's Orch. 
4:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: Ed Sullivan 
7:30 9:30 7:30 CBS: Blondie 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4 :45 6 :45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaitenborn 
5:00 7:00 8:00 CBS: Vox Pop 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: News 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Cavalcade of America 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lum 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Gay Nineties 
5:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: Blind Date 
5:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Voice of Firestone 
5:30 7:30 8:30 MBS: Bulldog Drummond 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Lux T 
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Counter Spy 
6 :00 8:00 9:00 MBS: Gabriel H 
9:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: The Telephone Hour 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 NBC Information Please 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Screen Guild Players R 
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Contented Program M 
7:15 9:15 10:15 Blue: Top of the Evening 
7:30 9:30 10:30 CBS: Broadway Showtlme 

10:30 Blue: Melody in the Night 
7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: Dr. I. Q. 
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Eastern War Time 

8:1SBlue: Texas Jim 
8:00 8:30 Blue: News 

9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
1:30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School of the Air 

9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 
8:30 9:0010 :N CBS: Valiant Lady 

9:00 10:00 Blue: Sweet Riser, Drama 
6:45 9 :45 NBC: Alice Cornell 

10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
8:45 9 :15 10 :15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 

9:15 10 :15 Rlue: My True Story 
9:15 10:15 NBC: News of theWerld 
9:3018:30 NBC: Help Mate 
9 :30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 

8 :00 10:00 11 :00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8 :00 10:00 11,00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8 :00 10 :0011 :00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:30 11:38 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11 :15 10:15 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8 :45 10:45 11:45 Blue: Baby Institute 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00 11:00 12:08 CBS: Kate Smith 
9 :15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 
9:15 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:3012:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 

11 :1012 :311 NBC: U. S. Coast Guard on Parade 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12 :011 1 :89 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1 :00 Blue: Backhage Talking 
10:00 12 :00 1 :08 NBC: Sketches In Melody 
10:55 12 :15 1 :15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1 :15 Blue: The Women's Exchange 
10:30 12:30 UN CBS: Bernardine Flynn. News 
10:30 12 :30 1:30 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 

12:45 1 :45 CBS: The Goldbergs 
12:45 1 :45 NBC: Morgan Beatty. News 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:80 1 :00 2 :00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11 :00 1 :00 2 :00 Blue: Rodriguez and Sutherland, 

News 
11:15 1 :15 2:15 Blue: Mystery Chef 
12:15 1 :15 2 :16 CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
11:15 1 :15 2 :15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:30 1:30 2 :39 NBC: Light of the World 
11 :30 1:30 2 :30 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:30 1:30 2:38 Blue: Ladles, Be Seated 
11:45 1:45 2 :45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2 :00 3 :01 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:08 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:80 2:00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2 :15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
12 :15 2:15 3 :15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3 :15 Blue: Appointment with Life 
3:38 CBS: New and Forever 

12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
12:30 2 :30 3 :311 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Ha piness 
12 :45 2:45 3 :45 Blue: Ethel and Albert 
1:00 3:90 4:00 CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1:00 3 :00 4:00 Blue: Ozark Ramblers 
1:00 3:00 4 :00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4 :25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4 :30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 
1:39 3 :30 4 :30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3 :45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5 :00 CBS: Fun with Dunn 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4 :00 5:01 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love and 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:38 CBS: Burl Ives 
5:30 5:30 5:38 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MBS: Superman 
2:30 4 :30 5 :38 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Woman 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Captain Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
3:00 5:00 6 :01 CBS: Quincy Howe 
3:00 5 :00 6 :08 Blue: Terry and the PI 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: Edwin C. Hill 
3:15 5:15 6 :15 Blue: Capt. Healy 
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 

5 :30 6:30 NBC: Bill Stern 
3 :30 5 :30 6:38 CBS: Jack Smith Songs 
3 :45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:45 5 :45 0:45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 

6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News, 
C. Harsch 

8:00 6 :00 7 :00 NBC: Fred Waring's Pleasure Time 
4:00 6:00 7:011 Blue: Let Yourself Go-MBten Berle 
4:00 6:00 7:90 CBS: 1 Love A Mystery 
4:15 6:15 7 :15 CBS: John Nesbitt 
4:15 6 :15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: American Melody Hour 
9:00 6 :30 7:30 NBC: Ronald Colmen Show 
8 :30 7:00 8 :00 CBS: Big Town 
8 :30 7:00 8 :00 Blue: News 
8:30 7 :00 8:00 NBC: Ginny Simms 
8 :15 7:15 8 :15 Blue: Lams 'n' Abner 
5:30 7:30 8:38 NBC: A Date with Judy 
9:00 7 :38 Sill CBS: Judy C Shaw 
9:00 7:30 8:18 Blue: Duffy' T 
5 :55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8 :00 9 :11 MSS: Gabriel H 
6:00 8 :00 9:00 Blue: Famous Jury Trials 
6:00 8:00 9 :N NBC: Mystery T 
6:00 8:00 9:08 CBS: Burns and Allen 
6:30 8:30 9:31 CBS: Report to the Nation 
6:30 8:30 9:31 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 MBS: Murder Clinic 
6 :30 8:30 9:30 NBC: Fibber McGee and Molly 
6 :55 8 :55 9 :55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 

R 7:00 9 :0010:00 MBS: John B. Hughes 
7 :00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 

M 7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Charlotte Greenwood 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: Columbia Presents Corwin 
7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: 

, 
Red Skelton 

10:30 CBS: Congress Speaks 

52 
7:10 9:30 10 :30 Blue: 'Creeps by Night" 

MASTER MIND .. . 

Ever wonder what goes on in your hus- 
band's-or wife's -mind? Well -try hard 
enough and long enough and maybe you can 
do what Joseph Dunninger does. He claims 
a child of three could learn to read minds 
-with about thirty years practice. You 
can hear his magic talk Wednesday night 
at 9:00 P.M., EWT, over the Blue network. 

Joseph Dunninger is one of those rare 
individuals -a native New Yorker, having 
been born in that Metropolis just before 
the Twentieth Century began. He's always 
been interested in magic, though where he 
got such an interest no one can explain, 
since his father was a Bavarian textile 
manufacturer and his mother just a plain 
housewife and guardian angel. 

By the time he reached sixteen, Dun - 
ninger was a professional magician. His 
first real job was at the Eden Musee, where 
he worked for a whole year. From there 
he went on a vaudeville tour and initiated 
something new in mind reading acts -the 
mind reader who didn't use stooges. He 
never has. In fact, if you want to earn 
yourself $10,000, all you have to prove is 
that Dunninger does by some devious and 
well guarded means use an assistant. 

Magicians like Houdini and Thurston 
spent many hard hours trying to find the 
secret of Dunninger's magic mind reading. 
And with these genuine artists of magic, 
Dunninger took up his campaign of "illu- 
sion busting," mainly against fraudulent 
spirit mediums. Here again, Dunninger 
backs his charges with money. $10,000 will 
go to the medium who produces spirit 
phenomenon which Dunninger cannot re- 
produce by purely material means. 

Besides being a mind reader, Dunninger 
has developed a vast number of magician's 
illusions, many of them used by magicians 
all over the world. When commercial radio 
started, he was one of the first paid enter- 
tainers to go on the air. His first show was 
a demonstration of hypnosis by radio. Later, 
he was heard as a psychic detective. Neither 
one of these shows caught on, though, so 
he went back to the theater until last year, 
when he became an overnight radio sen- 
sation. 

Anyone who thinks this business of being 
receptive to thóught waves is easy had 
better think again. Dunninger loses a pound 
or more at every performance -and it's 
the energy required that does it, he claims, 
not the perspiration. So, Dunninger's private 
life is a very quiet one. He has a home in 
New York, where he likes to spend his 
free evenings, with his scrap books, his 
albums of photographs and his almost 
fabulous collection of Oriental art. Some- 
times, he likes a good movie or a drive in 
his car for relaxation. Since the war, of 
course, driving is out, and he probably 
spends his time thinking over the thoughts 
he's surprised in the thousands of brains 
he's dug into all over the world. 

WEDNESDAY 
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Eastern 

8:15 

War Time 

Blue: Taras Jim 
8:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
1:30 2:30 9:10 CBS: School Of the Air 

8:45 9:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
8:30 9:30 10:00 CBS: Valiant Lady 
6 :45 9 :45 NBC: Alice Cornell 

9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Hewson 
10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 

8 :45 9 :15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 Blue: 

9 :00 9:15 10:15 NBC: News of thee World 
9:30 10:30 CBS: The Open Door 

12 :45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bachelor's Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 

8 :00 10 :00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi's 
8:00 10 :00 31 :00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:00 10 :00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:15 10 :15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11 :15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8 :30 10:30 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11 :30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10 :30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11:15 10 :45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8 :45 10 :45 11:45 Blue: Baby Institute 
8:45 10 :45 11:45 NBC: David Harum 
9:00111:00 12:00 Smith 

11 :00 12:00 C: NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Big Sister 

11:30 12 :30 NBC: U. S. Air Force Band 
9:30 11:30 12 :30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12 :30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12 :00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Backhage Talking 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Humbord Family 
10:30 12:30 1:30 CBS: Flynn, Bernardino ews 
10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Living Should Be bun 

12:45 1:45 CBS: The Goldbergs 
10:45 12:45 1:4S NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 
10:45 12:45 1 :45 Blue: Three Planes 
11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:80 1 :00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding LIByht 
12:30 í:1S 2:15 CBS: Joyce , 

M.D. 
12:15 1:15 2:15 Blue: The Mystery Chef 
11:15 1:15 2:15 NBC: Today's Children 
11:30 1:30 2:30 CBS: Young Dr. Malone 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladles, Be S 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11 :45 1:45 2:45 NBC: Hymns of All Churches 

2:00 3 :00 CBS: Mary Marlin 
3:00 

2:00 2 :00 3:00 Blue: Morton tenDowney 
2:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
2:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elizabeth Bemis 
2 :15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 

3:15 Blue: Appointment with Life 
2:30 2:38 3:30 CBS: Now 
2 :30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
2:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
2:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Little Jack Little 
2:45 2 :45 3 :45 CBS: This Llle Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:011 3 :00 4:00 CBS: Broadway Matinee 
1 :15 3 :15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 3:30 4:30 Blue: Westbrook Van Voorhis 
1:30 3 :30 4:30 MBS: True Detective Mysteries 
1 :30 3:30 4:30 NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

4:45 Blue: Sea Hound 
1:45 3 :4 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
1:45 3 :4 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:0 5 :00 CBS: Fun with Dunn 
2:00 4 :0 5:00 Blue: Hop Harrigan 
2:00 4 :0 5:00 NBC: When a Girl Marries 
2:15 4 :1 515 NBC: We Love and L 
2:15 4 :1 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2 :30 4 :3 5:30 CBS: Jack Smith and The Three 

S 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2 :30 4:30 5:30 MSS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5 :30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2:45 4:45 5 :45 CBS. American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnight 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Paye Farrell 

5:00 6 :00 CBS: Quincy Howe, News 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the Pirates 
3:10 5 :10 6 :10 CBS: Bill Costello 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: To Your Good Health 
3:15 5:15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullavan, Songs 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:45 5 :45 6:45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 

6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 
8:00 6 :00 0S 

CBS: r I Love My 
Pi Time 

Mystery 
8:15 6:15 7 :15 CBS: John Nesbitt 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Easy Aces 

6:30 7:30 Blue: The Lone Ranger 
4:45 6:45 7:45 NBC: H. V. Kaltenborn 
5:00 7 :00 8 :00 CBS: The Allan Jones Show 
0:00 7 :00 8 :00 Blue: News 
9:15 7 :00 8 :00 MBS: Cal Tinney 
9 :00 7:00 8:00 NBC: Mr. and Mrs. North 
8:15 7:15 8:15 Blue: Lam 'n' Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Dr. Christian 

7:30 8:30 MBS: Take a Card 
8:30 7 :30 8:30 Blue: My Best Girls, Drama 
8:30 7:30 8:30 NBC: Beat the Band -Hildegarde 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 
6:00 8:00 9:00 Blue: Joseph Dunninger 
6 :00 8:00 9 :00 CBS: Frank Sinatra Show 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MSS: Gabriel H 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Alan Young Show 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Jack Carson 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:3 8:30 9:30 NBC: Mr. District Attorney 
6 :5 8:55 9 :55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9 :0010:00 CBS: Great Moments in Music 
7:00 9:0010:00 MBS: John 8. Hughes 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Kay Kyser 
7:00 9:00 10:00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:15 9:15 10:15 Blue: Top of the Evening 
7:30 9 :30 10:30 CBS: Crest Blanca Carnival 

10:30 Blue: Soldiers With Wings 



THURSDAY 
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3 

Eastern War Time 

U 8:15 Blue: Times Jim 
8:30 Blue: News 

8:00 9:00 CBS: News 
8:00 9:00 Blue: Breakfast Club 

6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Mirth and Madness 
1:30 2:30 9:15 CBS: School of the Al, 

8:45 9:45 CBS: Isabel Manning Howson 
6:45 9:45 NBC: Alice Cornell 
8:30 9:00 10:00 CBS: Venant Ledo 

9:00 10:00 Blue: Sweet River, Drama 
10:00 NBC: Lora Lawton 
10:15 NBC: News of the World 

8:45 9:15 10:15 CBS: Kitty Foyle 
9:15 10:15 Blue: My True Story 
9:30 10:30 NBC: Help Mate 

12:45 9:45 10:45 CBS: Bathelor' Children 
9:45 10:45 Blue: The Listening Post 
9:45 10:45 NBC: Music Room 

8:00 10:00 11:00 CBS: Honeymoon Hill 
8:00 10:00 11:00 Blue: Breakfast at Sardi'a 
8:00 10:00 11:00 NBC: Road of Life 
8:15 10:15 11:15 CBS: Second Husband 
8:15 10:15 11:15 NBC: Vic and Sade 
8:30 10:20 11:30 CBS: Bright Horizon 
8:30 10:30 11:30 Blue: Gilbert Martyn 
8:30 10:30 11:30 NBC: Brave Tomorrow 

11:45 10:45 11:45 CBS: Aunt Jenny's Stories 
8:45 10:45 11:45 Blue: Baby institute 
8:45 10:45 11:45 NBC: David Herum 
9:00 11:00 12:00 CBS: Kate Smith Speaks. 

11:00 12:00 NBC: Words and Music 
9:15 11:15 12:15 CBS: Bl9 Sister 
9:30 11:30 12:30 CBS: Romance of Helen Trent 
9:30 11:30 12:30 Blue: Farm and Home Hour 

11:30 12:30 NBC: Sky High 
9:45 11:45 12:45 CBS: Our Gal Sunday 

10:00 12:00 1:00 CBS: Life Can Be Beautiful 
10:00 12:00 1:00 Blue: Beukhage Talking 

12:00 1:00 NBC: Sketches In Melody 
10:15 12:15 1:15 CBS: Ma Perkins 
10:15 12:15 1:15 Blue: Humbord Family 
10:30 12 :30 1:30 CBS: Bernardine Flynn, News 
10:30 12:30 1:30 Blue: Living Should Be Fun 
10:40 12:45 1:45 Blue: Josef Stopak's Orch. 

12 :45 1:45 CBS: The Goldberg 
12 :45 1:45 NBC: Morgan Beatty, News 

11:00 1:00 2:00 CBS: Portia Faces Life 
11:00 1:00 2:00 NBC: The Guiding Light 
11:00 

12 :30 
11,15 

1:00 

3 :15 
1 :15 

2:00 

2:15 
2:15 

Blue: Rodriguez and Sutherland, 
News 

CBS: Joyce Jordan, M.D. 
NBC: Today's Children 

11 :30 1 :30 2:30 CBS: Young Or. Malone 
11:30 1:30 2:30 Blue: Ladies Be S 
11:30 1:30 2:30 NBC: Light of the World 
11:45 1:45 2:45 CBS: Perry Mason Stories 
11:45 1 :45 2:45 NBC: Melodies of Home 

2:00 3:00 CBS: Mary Merlin 
3:00 CBS: Good Neighbors 

12:00 2 :00 3:00 Blue: Morton Downey 
12:00 2:00 3:00 NBC: A Woman of America 
12:15 2:15 3:15 CBS: Elisabeth Bemis 
12:15 2:15 3:15 NBC: Ma Perkins 
12:30 2:30 3:15 Blue: Appointment with Life 
12:30 2:30 3:30 NBC: Pepper Young's Family 
12:45 2:45 3:45 NBC: Right to Happiness 
12:45 2:45 3:45 Blue: Ethel and Albert 
12:45 2:45 3:45 CBS: This Life Is Mine 
1:00 3:00 4:00 CBS: Your Home Front Reporter 
1:00 3:00 1:00 Blue: Blue Frolics 
1:00 3:00 4:00 NBC: Backstage Wife 
1:15 3:15 4:15 NBC: Stella Dallas 

4:25 CBS: News 
1:30 
1:30 

3:30 
3:30 

4:30 
4:30 

Blue: Westbrook 
nzo 

Van Voorhis 
NBC: Lorenzo Jones 

1:45 3:45 4:45 CBS: Perry Como 
4:4k Blue: See Hound 

1:45 3 :45 4:45 NBC: Young Widder Brown 
2:00 4:00 5:00 CBS: Fun with Dunn 
2:00 4:00 5:00 Blue: 
2:00 4:00 5:00 NBC: When arGirl Marrlo 
2:15 4:15 5:15 NBC: We Love and 
2:15 4:15 5:15 Blue: Dick Tracy 
2:30 4:30 5:30 CBS: Burl Ives 
5:30 5:30 5:30 Blue: Jack Armstrong 
2:30 4:30 5:30 MRS: Superman 
2:30 4:30 5:30 NBC: Just Plain Bill 
2 :45 4:45 5:45 CBS: American Women 
5:45 5:45 5:45 Blue: Capt. Midnigy 
2:45 4:45 5:45 NBC: Front Page Farrell 
3:00 5:00 6:00 Blue: Terry and the P 

5:00 6:00 CBS: World News 
3:15 5:15 6:15 CBS: Ted Husing 
3:15 5 :15 6:15 NBC: Serenade to America 
3:30 5:30 6:30 CBS: Jeri Sullavan, Songs 

5:30 6:30 NBC: Bill Stern 
3:45 5:45 6:45 CBS: The World Today 
3:45 5:45 6:45 Blue: Henry J. Taylor, News 

6:55 CBS: Meaning of the News 
8:00 6:00 7:00 NBC: Fred Waring's PI Time 
4:00 6:00 7:00 CBS: I Love a M 
4:00 6:00 7:00 Blue: Kelly' Courthouse Musical 

Quiz 
8:15 6:15 7:15 CBS: John Nesbitt 
4:15 6:15 7:15 NBC: News of the World 
4:30 6:30 7:30 CBS: Mr. Keen 
6:30 6:30 7:30 NBC: Bob Burns 
8:30 7:00 8:00 NBC: Maxwell House Coffee Time 
8:00 7:00 8:00 Blue: News 

8:00 CBS: Astor Ruggles and Auer 
8:15 7:15 8 :15 Blue: Lum in Abner 
8:30 7:30 8:30 CBS: Death Valley Days 
5:30 7:30 8:30 Blue: America's To Meeting 
9:00 7:30 8:30 NBC: Aldrich Family 
5:55 7:55 8:55 CBS: Bill Henry 

16:00 8:00 9:00 CBS: Major Bowes 
6:00 8:00 9:00 MSS: Gabriel Heatter 
6:00 8:00 9:00 NBC: Kraft Music Hall 
6:30 8:30 9:30 Blue: Spotlight Bands 
6:30 8:30 9:30 CBS: Dinah Shore 
6:55 8:55 9:55 Blue: Coronet Story Teller 
7:00 9:00 10:00 CBS: The First Line 
7:00 9:00 10 :00 Blue: Raymond Gram Swing 
7:00 9:00 10:00 NBC: Abbott and Costello 
7:15 9:15 10:15 Blue: Out of the Shadows 
7:30 9:30 10:30 NBC: March of Time 
7:45 9:45 10 :30 CBS: Here' to Romance 
7:30 9:30 10 :30 Blue: Stop or Ge 
8:00:10:00 11:00 CBS: Ned Calmer, News 

WHACKY AND WONDERFUL . . . 

She's noisy. She's gay. She's wildly 
uninhibited and insanely funny. She's also 
one of the busiest guest stars on the air. 
She's appeared seven times on the Bing 
Crosby show and done repeats on all the 
other big variety shows on the air, on 
What's New, Mail Call, The March of Dimes, 
the Elgin Show, and with Eddie Cantor 
and Bob Hope. 

Her name is Cass Daley. She's on the 
tallish side and thin and her face is the 
most mobile we've ever seen. She also has 
very large, protruding teeth and isn't the 
least bit self conscious about them. In fact, 
she's got a new wrinkle on the pin up girl 
idea. Cass believes that hospitalized sol- 
diers need to laugh more than anything 
else. So she sends them pictures of herself 
wearing a gargoyle smile. 

It all began when she was one of the 
poverty stricken Daleys of Philadelphia. 
Cass had a job in a hosiery mill and she 
made $8 a week. Cass had a job but not 
for very long. She spent one hour enter- 
taining her fellow workers with hilarious 
imitations of the boss. Now, anyone knows 
that's no way to hold a job. 

Deciding that she must have done a pretty 
good imitation, if the boss got it, Cass 
concentrated on mimicry and forced her 
way on to the stages of local theaters on 
amateur nights. Her complete lack of 
inhibitions, her ability to tangle herself 
into any and every shape, and her wild 
singing at the top of her lungs, invariably 
brought down the house. From amateur 
contests, Cass graduated to occasional work 
in small night clubs and once in awhile 
in some second -rate vaudeville house. 

Then, Cass got a job at Mary's Club in 
Tuckahoe, New York, and things began to 
happen -all . kinds of things. Because on 
the night Cass opened at Mary's, a certain 
Frank Kinsella was there. Mr. Kinsella was 
an agent. He took one look at Cass's show 
and after the act was done went to her 
dressing room and asked her to put her 
career into his hands. He also convinced 
her that she must never again be ashamed 
of her big teeth. "They are your ticket 
to fame," he insisted. And he was right. 
Later, Mr. Kinsella asked Cass to put her 
life into his hands, too. Cass is now Mrs. 
Kinsella in private life. 

Mr. Kinsella did very well by Cass's 
career. He even achieved the minor miracle 
of making her into a Ziegfeld Girl -and 
you know what Ziegfeld was noted for - 
beauty. In 1938, Cass toured the British 
Isles and on her return got a part in "Yokel 
Boy," 

Next came Hollywood, of course, and 
you've seen her in Paramount's "The Fleet's 
In" among others. 

A long time ago, Cass learned the value 
of comedy. What was more important in 
building her success, she learned how to 
laugh at herself. 
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I'll Bring You Sorrow 
Continued from page 49 

people here are good, Julian, - they're 
friendly and kind. They are!" 

We stood close together, holding each 
other, and he kissed me. It was a long 
kiss, full confession of the love that 
had sprung up between us almost at 
our first meeting. And yet, somehow, 
it was a kiss of renunciation. I felt that, 
with cold desolation in my heart, even 
before he took his lips away and said: 

"If .you believe that, Elisabeth, it's 
because you refuse to see what is in 
front of your eyes. It was no incident, 
and it did mean something. It meant 
that you and I must stop seeing each 
other. In this world I can bring you 
nothing but sorrow. They hate me now, 
but if once they discover that you 
love me, they will hate you too. Your 
friends, your relatives -all of them." 

"No! No!" As if by saying the word 
I could convince him, and myself as 
well. 

YES." He spoke quietly, with the 
tired, fatalistic acceptance of some- 

one who has grown used to ancient 
cruelties. It was more chilling to me 
than any vehemence could have been, 
because it left me nothing to fight. Gen- 
tly, he pushed my arms away. "I will 
take you home now, Elisabeth. You're 
overwrought, keyed up. In the morn- 
ing, when you have thought about 
things, you will see I am right." 

"Julian- wait!" I cried. "I won't go 
unless you tell me one thing. Do you 
love me ?" 

He stood looking down at me in 
silence. "No," he said harshly at last. 
"You're beautiful, and very pleasant 
to kiss and -but no, I don't love you." 

For an instant, believing him, I felt 
as if he'd struck me with his open hand. 
But then I knew, as well as I knew I 
loved him, that he was lying. 

"That's not true," I said. 
He twisted his body away. "No, it's 

not -but what did you want me to 
say? That I love you so much I want 
to ruin your life? It's beginning here, 
I tell you, just as it began in Germany! 
And I won't let you be hurt by it!" 

"You can't stop me," I told him. 
"Come -I'll take you home." 
This time I followed him without 

protest. I was filled with a curious kind 
of numb; stubborn determination. I 
couldn't share his deep pessimism. The 
cruelty he'd known -the hounding 
down of innocent people simply be- 
cause of their ancestry -I couldn't, 
wouldn't believe that such a thing 
might happen in America. People here 
were too fine, too generous, too wise. 
They'd fight the evil, once they knew 
it existed, and conquer it. And some- 
how, I would convince Julian that we 
too could fight it, together. 

We didn't speak as we went back to 
the car, got into it and drove to my 
home. Only, as I got out, I said, "I'll 
see you in the morning, dear." 

He didn't answer, and I understood 
it was because he was too tired to 
argue, too discouraged to assent. 

There was a light shining under the 
door of Daddy's office when I went 
inside. Once I would have gone in 
to ask why he was up so late and chat 
a few minutes before going on to bed. 
Tonight, I tiptoed past. This was one 
time I couldn't keep up the farce 
Daddy and I had been playing ever 
since our quarrel over Julian It was 
better not to see him at all than to 

have to talk trivialities when I was 
burning to tell him what had happened 
at Nora's party. And of course I couldn't 
tell him that and expect any sympathy. 
He would try to find excuses for Randy, 
even if he didn't say outright that he'd 
been justified. 

I undressed and lay down, but I 
couldn't sleep. In a frantic, nightmarish 
way, I went over and over what had 
happened. Quite fruitlessly, of course. 
I loved Julian and he loved me. But 
there were people who had decided 
to hate him because he was something 
called a Jew. What did that mean? 
That he was cruel- dishonest- greedy 
-evil in any way? They seemed to 
think so, these people, but they were 
wrong, because there was nothing bad 
in Julian. They had only to look at him, 
talk to him, to know this. Then 
why . . ." 

I turned to find a cool spot on my 
pillow. Downstairs, I heard the front 
door open and close, and a minute 
later the sound of Daddy's car driving 
away. A late . call, I thought- although 
I hadn't heard the telephone ring. 

Toward morning, I must have dozed, 
but I woke with the impression that 
the night had been endless. "When 
you have thought about things," Julian 
had said, "you will see I am right." 
Well, I'd thought - endlessly - and I 
still knew he was wrong. There was 
one clear and inescapable fact: we loved 
each. other. Nothing else mattered in 
the least. 

I got up and went to cook breakfast. 
Daddy came down as I was setting the 
table, and although he'd bathed and 
shaved, one glance told me he must 
have been out most of the night. His 
eyes were rimmed with red, and the 
sagging folds of skin about his mouth 
accentuated the tenseness of his lips. 

"An all -night call ?" I asked, relieved 
for the moment to be able to fmd some 
impersonal subject to talk about. 

HE sat down and unfolded his napkin, 
his hands shaking a little. "Yes," 

he said wearily. "Mrs. Saylor." 
"Mrs. Saylor ?" Preoccupied as I was 

with my own troubles, I was still mild- 
ly interested. Mrs. Saylor was the wife 
of Barville's banker, a strong, hand- 
some woman who had, as far as I 
knew, never been ill a day of her life 
until now.. "Why, what's the matter ?" 

Daddy frowned. "I don't know," he 
said, and although his tone was petu- 
lant there was an undertone of anxiety 
in it. "At first I thought it was only 
indigestion -but there are other symp- 
toms -" He stopped talking abruptly, 
and I could tell he was sorry already 
that he'd said this much. I didn't press 
him; my momentary interest waned, 
and we ate breakfast in silence. 

When Daddy had left, I washed the 
dishes, made the beds and straightened 
up around the house -all in a quiver 
of impatience. I had to see Julian. What 
I would say to him, I didn't quite know, 
but see him I must. I wanted him to 
realize that the night hadn't changed 
me, that I still loved him. 

It was going to be a hot day. Already 
the atmosphere was thick and clinging. 
The leaves of the trees hung motion- 
less, and the sprinklers on front lawns 
pivoted slowly, as if they were making 
a conscious effort. But I walked quickly, 
only half -conscious of the temperature 

Continued on page 56 
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'-eer engagement to Corporal 
ames H. Drumm, Jr. of New 

York was announced on 
Than sgiving Day, when he 
was home on furlough. 

CARLYN'S LUMINOUS copper -gold hair intensifies the creamy -white look 
of her fine, smooth skin. This adorable Pond's bride-to-be met her fiancé 
on the way to South America -where she was going to visit friends, and 
he to join his parents who live part of the year in Rio, part in New York. 

YVOLT can't quite capture Carlyn's charm 
in words, but you know she has stolen 

your heart completely -with her incredibly 
lovely hair, and the little -girl naturalness 
of her enchanting smile. 

You know, too, that her complexion is 
especially pretty- smooth, fresh and soft 
as can be. "Pond's Cold Cream," Carlyn 
says, "is my beauty cream. It's such a fine, 
smooth cream you feel it's bound to do 
nice things for your face." 

THIS IS THE WAY 

CARLYN LOVES TO USE IT ... 
She Smooths soft, snowy -white Pond's 

over her face arid throat. Pats it with brisk 

AT U.S.O. CANTEEN SHOWS Carlyn, who leads in dramatics and 
dancing at her college, helps entertain the boys at the Great 
Lakes Training Base. "U.S.O. Clubs everywhere need volunteers 
for all kinds of work," she says. "Maybe you could help, too." 

&de' aocel 
finger tips to soften and release dirt and 
make -up. Tissues off. 

She Rinses with a second soft- smooth 
Pond's creaming, working the cream round 

and round her face with little spiral whirls 
of her fingers. Tissues off again. "Two 
creamings this way give my face the loveli- 
est, immaculate feeling," she says. 

Give your complexion this Pond's beauty 
care -every night, every morning and for 
daytime clean -ups. It's no accident engaged 
girls like Carlyn, society leaders like beau- 
tiful Geraldine Spreckels and Britain's Lady 
Kinross love Pond's so well. Ask for a big 
jar of Pond's Cold Cream today. 

ASK FOR A BIG LUXURIOUS JAR! Large sizes 
save glass and manpower. And it's so much 
quicker to dip finger tips of both hands in the 
lovely wide Pond's jar. 

TODAY -MANY MORE WOMEN USE POND'S THAN ANY OTHER FACE CREAM' AT ANY PRICE 
55 



R 

M 

56 

Te delicious, 
long -lasting flavor you 
enjoy in BEECH -NUT 
PEPPERMINT GUM is 

the result of the change- 
less Beech -Nut policy 
of quality above all else. 

THOUSANDS 
OF WOMEN 

ARE URGENTLY NEEDED 

TO JOIN THE WAC 
ENLIST NOWI 

Continued from page 54 
-until I stopped short at Julian's white 
gate, staring at one of its posts in 
horror. 

The word that was scrawled there 
in black crayon wavered before my 
eyes. It wavered, but it was burningly 
distinct, too, and it held me like a 
spell. All my life to come, I would see 
the round, childishly- formed outlines 
of those three letters, would feel this 
rising, choking nausea in my throat. 

I put out my hand to wipe the thing 
away, but it was written in wax crayon, 
it wouldn't come off. I only smeared 
it and brought my white glove up 
stained with black. But it had to be 
removed! It wasn't merely a blot upon 
the white gate -post; it was a blot on 
the whole town of Barville. 

A step grated on the path leading 
from the house to the gate, and I flung 
up my head, starting guiltily. It was 
Julian. He had seen me there, and had 
come out to meet me. Quickly I tried 
to open the gate and intercept him, but 
I had stared at the sickening thing too 
long. He went around me and stood 
where I had been, looking at it, his face 
like chiseled marble. 

"This is familiar too," he said, bare- 
ly above a whisper. 

"Some child did it, Julian," I blurted 
out. "Can't you see -it's a child's hand - 
writing- 

HE raised his eyes to mine. "Children 
write what they hear from their 

parents," he said, and came through the 
gate again, closing it behind him and 
going straight on up the path to the 
shadowed front porch. I followed him, 
almost running. Out of sight of the 
street, screened by some flowering 
honeysuckle, he sank into a chair and 
buried his face in his hands, defeat, 
in every line of his body. 

Defeat! Yes, that was it, that was 
what was so dreadful -he was without 
spirit, he had no hope, no wish to 
fight. 

"Julian," I begged, "listen to me. 
I'm convinced now. You were right, 
when you said last night that things 
are beginning here the way they did 
in Germany. But that doesn't mean they 
have to end the same way, too! Stand 
up and fight back -" 

"How can it be fought ?" He dropped 
his hands and gazed through the inter- 
twined branches of the vine at the 
bright street. "Until I came here, this 
was a happy town. The hatred of one 
race for another was here, I suppose, 
but it was sleeping, harmless. I woke 
it up. The only way it can be put back 
to sleep is for me to go away.' 

"Oh, no!" 
"Oh, yes!" he mimicked me, smiling 



sadly. "Most of all for your sake, dear 
Elisabeth. Don't you suppose I know 
how it must be for you at home -with 
your father ?" 

"With my father ?" I tried to feign 
bewilderment. "Why -no, what makes 
you think -?" 

"Of course I know," he went on as 
if I hadn't spoken. "Did your father tell 
you we met, a few days ago, and were 
introduced to each other by Mr. Bar- 
nett, the druggist? No, he didn't. He 
does not like me." 

That was all he told me, but my imag- 
ination could provide the rest -Daddy 
looking coldly at Julian, refusing to 
offer his hand, turning away with a 
bare nod. 

"How shameful!" I said. "Julian, I'm 
so sorry!" 

"Never mind. I didn't want to tell 
you. But I had to make you see how 
impossible it is. There are some things 
you can't fight." 

"No-I still say that isn't true!" I 
had been leaning against the porch rail, 
and now I pushed myself upright, vi- 
brant with new hope. "Julian -let me 
show you. Let me prove to you that 
this -this nastiness hasn't gone so far 
in Barville -nor in America, either! - 
that it can't be stopped. Because I can 
prove it. I know I can!" 

I lifted my lips quickly to his, and 
then I was running down the steps, 
out the gate with its black stain. Eleven 
o'clock, my watch said. Could I wait 
until noon? Could I possibly wait that 
long? 

SOMEHSOMEHOW, I did. Somehow, I was OW, 
and casual when Daddy came 

home. 
"How is Mrs. Saylor ?" I asked. 
He shook his head, sighing, and I 

knew that I hadn't lost my chance. 
"If you're worried about her," I asked, 

"wouldn't it be a good idea to get 
another opinion ?" 

"Another opinion ?" he repeated, 
frowning in puzzlement. "Where would 
I -" And then he understood. "No!" he 
said, deep in his throat. 

"Father!" I said. It was the first time 
in my life I had called him that, and 
now I did it unconsciously, instinctive- 
ly. "We've got to talk. You see, I love 
Julian. I am going to marry him." 

He stood beside his desk, where he'd 
gone to pick up his morning mail, and 
two letters slipped from his hand. 

"You love him!" he said angrily. "I 
might have known it was a mistake to 
let you see I didn't like the fellow - 
it was all you needed to start thinking 
you were in love with him!" 

"That may have had something to 
do with it," I admitted quietly. But 
still -I do love him. I think you ought 
to do the graceful thing and be his 
friend. He has few enough of them in 
town, thanks to the silly prejudices of 
people like you. I wouldn't even be 
surprised if you've said things against 
him yourself." 

He winced, and I thought triumphant- 
ly that I was winning -he hadn't for- 
gotten to be ashamed. I hurried on: 

"You haven't diagnosed Mrs. Saylor's 
illness -you just admitted that your- 
self. What could be more natural than 
to ask for another opinion? It's some- thing doctors do all the time. You'd have done it yourself, before now, if 
you hadn't been the only doctor here. It would be easy for you, and it would 
mean everything to Julian, because it 
would show him -show the whole town -that you'd accepted him." 

"But I don't accept him!" he said 
sharply. "Not as a doctor, not as a 

HOME CANNERS! 
Follow Instructions 

Clip the chart below and follow it step by step and your 
canning success is assured. It's an easy way to supply your 
family with a variety of fruits and vegetables, nourishing, 
and rich in flavor. 
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Instructions for Using Ball No. t0 Glass Top Seal Closures (Glass lid and metal band) 

Examine top edge 
of Jar. This must be 
smooth, even and clean 
to assure perfect seal. 

Wash Jars, lids, and 
rubbers in warm soapy 
water. Rinse. Cover 
with warm water. Boil 
to sterilize. Keep hot 
until needed. 

If processing (cook- 
ing in Jar), leave 1 inch 
space in top of Jar. If 
using Open Kettle, leave 
Va inch space in top of 
Jar. 

Fit wet rubber 
around projection on 
under side of lid. 

Place lid so rubber 
lies between lid and top 
edge of Jar. 

Turn bands tight, 
then loosen about 'A 
turn. Bands must fit 
loosely during process- 
ing (cooking). Important: 
This must be done to insure 
best results. It using Open 
Kettle. screw bands tight as 
soon as Jar Is filled. 

After processing, 
screw bands tight to 
complete seal. Remove 
bands 12 hours after 
canning. Do not turn 
filled Jars upside down. 

To open -run point 
of knife under rubber to 
admit air and break seal. 

Instructions for Using Ball Vacu -Seal Closures (Two-piece metal cap) 

Examine top edge 
of Jar. This must be 
smooth, even and clean 
to assure perfect seal. 

, -Wash Jars in warm 
soapy water. Rinse. 
Cover with warm water. 
Boil to sterilize. Keep 
hot until needed. Drop 
Vacu -Seal lids in boiling 
water, and leave in hot 
water until needed. 

If using in Steam 
Pressure Cooker, or Hot 
Water Bath, leave l inch 
space in top of Jar. If 
using Open Kettle, leave 
Vs inch space in top of 
Jar. 

' Wipe top edge of Jar 
with CLEAN CLOTH to 
remove any food from 
sealing surface. Place 
Vacu -Seal lid, white side 
down, on top edge of Jar. 

Screw bands down 
tight. "Do not exert 
force." Do net retighten 
bands after processing. 
Remove bands 12 hours 
after canning. Do net 
turn filled Jars upside 
down. 

Test Seal after Jar 
is cold by pressing on lid 
with finger. If there is 
no "give" and center of 
lid is "drawn down," 
Jar is sealed. To open - 
puncture lid and pry off. 

B L U E BOOK 
As BALL Jars are leaders in home canning, 
the BALL BLUE Book likewise leads with its 

authentic, complete methods and tested recipes for home 
canning. Send 10c for your copy. Follow instructions and 
can with care. 
BALL BROTHERS COMPANY 

Muncie. Indiana, U. S. A. 
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neighbor, certainly not as my son -in- 
law! Can't you understand that ?" 

I shook my head. "No, I can't! Why, 
why, why ?" 

"Because he's a -" 
"Don't say it!" I almost screamed. 

"Don't make me hate you!" 
There was only the sound of our 

breathing as we faced each other. 
"Julian said," I whispered at last - 

"Julian said this was the way it started. 
With ugly little hatreds, so fantastic 
you can't believe they really exist. I 
wouldn't believe him. Even this morn- 
ing I only half believed him. But -my 
own father! You're a doctor. You're 
supposed to be intelligent, a scientist. 
And yet you can hate a man you don't 
even know. You hate him so much you 
won't even listen to me when I tell 
you I love him." 

He made an impatient gesture. 
"You're hysterical, Elisabeth. I do not 
hate him. I simply don't want to have 
anything to do with him. He's not my 
kind. Nor your kind, and you'd realize 
it if you hadn't blinded yourself with 
a lot of sentimental sympathy. Sym- 
pathy. Of all things to waste on people 
like that!" 

HE moved to leave the room, and 
suddenly I ran to the door and 

stood there so he couldn't get out with- 
out pushing me aside. 

Summoning all my strength, all my 
will -power, I said, "Whatever you call 
it, it's hatred you really feel for Julian 
and his people. And that hatred is 
destroying you, right now!" 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about." 

"How sick is Mrs. Saylor ?" I shot 
the words at him, and his face went 
blank. 

"Why -" he faltered, "she's -" And 
stopped, unable to find words. 

"She's so ill you're afraid she may 
be dying, isn't she ?" I cried. "You 
needn't tell me -I know it's so, from 
the way you've been worrying about 
her. And suppose she does die? Will 
you be happy then, knowing that you 
might have saved her by calling in 
Julian? Will your hatred be any help 
to you? Or will you feel like a mur- 
derer?" 

I fell back, spent and weak. Through 
a haze, I saw my father's face, and it 
was not like the face I'd known for 
twenty -one years. Its eyes were wide 
and staring, and it's mouth was twisted, 
and there was no dignity in it. 

"Bet," he said hoarsely, "don't -" 
I couldn't answer. I felt as if I could 

never speak again, nor move, nor 
breathe. I had done all I could, using 
my last argument, making my last 
plea. If I still failed, there was nothing 
left for me. I would no longer be able 
to stay here, in the same house with 

my father; and Julian would not let 
me go with him. In numb, silent sus- 
pense, I waited to learn my future. 

Daddy closed those staring eyes, and 
when he opened them again they were 
the eyes I knew -very tired, very sad, 
but sane once more. 

"I'll -I'll call Weber now," he said, 
and picked up the telephone. 

My knees gave way, and I sank down 
into the nearest chair. From very far 
away I heard his voice. "Dr. Weber? 
This is Dr. Marion calling. I have a 
patient I'd like to get your opinion on. 
I'm not entirely satisfied with my own 
diagnosis ... You would? Is one -thirty 
this afternoon convenient? ... Good - 
I'll pick you up." 

Professional words -crisp, cut to a 
pattern. I heard them, but they were 
not what Daddy was really saying. No 
matter what words he used, he was 
telling Julian that I'd been right, that 
the nastiness hadn't gone so far it 
couldn't be stopped, that hatred was not 
going to rule, that there was still hope 
for the world. 

But of course this is not the end of 
my story. It is, rather, its beginning 
-only barely its beginning. 

I realize that all the more with every 
day that passes. We were married in 
October, Julian and I, and before long 
it will be October again. We have 
been happy together, and we will go on 
being happy, but this does not mean 
that everything has been either simple 
or easy. There can be no simplicity, 
no ease, while human souls are buffeted 
by the winds of prejudice, confusion, 
fear. 

Some -a few -of my old friends are 
no longer my friends. I don't hate them 
for it. I only wait for the day when 
the blindness will fall from their eyes, 
as it has already fallen from the eyes 
of other friends who began by accept- 
ing Julian for my sake, and ended by 
learning how fine he is, how worth 
knowing for his own. 

And Daddy . . . I suppose, if I had 
had strength enough left to think sanely 
on the morning I persuaded him to call 
Julian and ask for an opinion on Mrs. 
Saylor, I would have realized he wasn't 
acting on his convictions. I hadn't al- 
tered them, essentially. I had only 
frightened him. But even that was 
enough. Once he'd met Julian, worked 
with him in making Mrs. Saylor well 
again and seen his sincerity, once he'd 
started to think of him as a fellow 
human -being -he could no longer be 
so wholly prejudiced. And further ac- 
quaintance kept the change alive, grow- 
ing. Today, I know, he loves and re- 
spects my husband. 

"I'll bring you sorrow," Julian told 
me once, but he was wrong. Whatever 
the future may hold -he was wrong. 

THE END 

BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE- 
"Pr the carcass " -that's what your garageman will 
tell you, and he's talking about your fires. Of course, none 
of us are going to do any unnecessary driving this summer, 
but for the driving that you have to do-how are your 
tires? Do they need recapping? Be sure to have it done 
before the carcass of the tire is damaged, for there aren't 
going to be new tires for civilian use. The 820,000 tons 
of synthetic rubber that American science and industry 
will produce this year sounds like a lot -but the Army 
needs it, and the Army comes first! If your tires are worn, 
now's the time to preserve them with a recapping job. 
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LUSTROUS HAIR, 

Yes, it happened at tennis - Bob looked at 
me and said, "Love will always be the score 
for you - beautiful lady with the sparkling 
hair." I shudder now to think how dull, 
drab hair might have ruined my chances for 
romance -for my hair looked really mousy 
until I began using Nestle Colorinse. 

f 

"Dull unattractive hair is a handicap to any 
girl's natural loveliness," my hairdresser 
had warned. Then she suggested I use 
Colorinse after each shampoo. "You'll be 
amazed at the sheen - the richer color and 
glowing highlights it gives your hair," she 
said. 

Apr-) 'f 
And she was right! Colorinse left my hair 
sparkling - softer - silkier, and so much 
easier to manage! Bob said today that he's 
all set for a lifetime match and he doesn't 
mean only tennis, either! I say "thanks" to 
Colorinse for helping me win his heart! 
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Together 
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very strongly that while they had nice 
houses, I was sure none of them had 
a love like mine to make them beau- 
tifully, really, homes. 

Then, I saw the house. I saw it and 
wanted it. It was a newish -looking 
house, red brick with white shutters 
and a lovely white door with a fan - 
light over it. I found myself walking 
all around the street it was on, so I 
could see it from all sides. 

I could see Dan and me in that 
house. I could see us being happy 
there and perhaps having children 
there. I could see us building our- 
selves solidly into the community, be- 
coming important citizens. Dan was 
a supervisor at the plant, now, and 
he was only twenty- seven. In a few 
years, he could' move ahead, become 
manager of a division, later, perhaps, 
even the manager of the whole plant. 
Why not? He was a college graduate. 
He was capable and intelligent. He 
knew his job. And that house would 
be perfect for us, a lovely house, dig- 
nified and handsome and solid. 

ICOULD hardly wait for Sunday, so I 
could take Dan walking and show 

him my dream house. I didn't want to 
say anything about it first. I wanted to 
see whether he recognized it as being 
perfect for us, the way I did. 

This, too, was to be a day of discov- 
ery. It was a day bright with the sun 
and gay with a gentle May breeze 
rustling in the trees. It was really 
Spring, now, warm and fresh. 

"Let's walk out to Oakwood," Dan 
suggested. "I've got to see some green 
-something growing -" 

That was fine. Oakwood was a large 
park on the edge of the residential 
district. Dan's suggestion made every- 
thing so much simpler. It was so easy 
to wander down the side street and 
stop before the house and exclaim over 
it. It was so easy to say, "Oh, Dan, 
it's so beautiful. It's just the house for 
us." 

Dan grinned down at me and 
tweaked my ear. "Kitten," he laughed, 
"what ideas .you have. That house is 
so far ahead of us, I can't even see 
that far." 

"Why ?" I asked. "You're doing well 
at the plant. You'll be promoted soon. 
And then -we'll need a house -we'll 
need to live up to your position." 

He laughed and pulled my hand into 
the crook of his arm and led me away. 
"All right -you can dream, too," he 
said. "Only, darling, you forgot to 

notice the house doesn't seem to be for 
sale." 

He didn't take it seriously, at all. 
It almost seemed as though he didn't 
even want to think of it. And, in a 
very short time, I was to see why. 
Such a short time. 

Oakwood was lovely in its first flush 
of new green. Dan threw himself 
down on the grass and rubbed his face 
into the tender green shoots. He 
breathed deeply and noisily and 
laughed. 

"Oh -how I love the smell of the 
earth when it comes alive again!" He 
rolled over on his back and grinned 
up at the sky. "I can hardly wait to 
get away from all this noise and pave- 
ment and brick." 

"Get away from here ?" I asked 
softly. 

"Sure," Dan said. He rolled over 
and smiled at me. "Didn't I ever tell 
you ?" He frowned. "No-I guess I 
was saving it for a surprise." He 
leaned on one elbow and took my hand. 
"You want a house, darling," he said. 
"I do, too. And I've got just the right 
one picked out for us. I was born 
in it." 

"A farm -" I whispered. "You were 
born on a farm." 

"That's right, Kitten. And I want 
to go back there. That's what I've 
been working for -saving for -to buy 
back the farm my father lost after the 
drought." His eyes were looking far 
off into some dream I couldn't see, a 
dream I didn't want to see. 

Land -a farm -the earth and work- 
ing it and things growing and being 
harvested - and - and - Dan went on 
talking, but I hardly heard him. I was 
gripped by fear, so tensely, I couldn't 
hear. Because I was seeing my father 
again -my father who used to talk the 
same way about the same things, with 
such love, such fervor -my father as 
I'd seen him last, his broken body jerk- 
ing spasmodically in the wheatfield. 
And, somehow, in my mind, Dan and 
my father became confused. I saw 
Dan feeding his youth and energy into 
the soil, growing old before his time. 
And for what? 

"No, Dan!" I found myself crying. 
"No -you don't understand. I'd hate 
it. I'd hate our living on a farm." 

He looked startled for a moment. 
Then he laughed and pulled me down 
beside him. "My, how positive you are! 
We're not moving tomorrow, Lucy, and 
-you just let Dan take care of things. 
As long as we're together -like this -" 

"I'LL PUT IT IN MY SHOPPING BAG" 

That's the patriotic American shopper's by -word nowadays. 
When Mrs. America goes shopping she takes the small 
things she purchases, unwrapped, in her purse, and carries 
a shopping bag to accommodate the larger ones. That's 
because Uncle Sam needs paper, and the supplies for 
civilian use are running low -sixty percent or more under 
19431 That means that not only must we accept our pack- 

ages unwrapped whenever possible, but that we must save 
wrapping paper that we do have for re- use -just as we save 
all kinds -magazines, newspaper, waste paper -for salvage. 



He was kissing me, and after a mo- 
ment I relaxed and gave myself up to 
the heaven that was in the circle of his 
arms. 

But I remembered the incident after- 
ward, and each time I thought of it, a 
little stab of fear pierced my happiness, 
my snug security. Dan said no more 
about moving to a farm, but he'd 
spoken once, and I knew him well 
enough to know that he never said any- 
thing he didn't mean. 

One conviction sustained me. Dan 
loved me. I was first in his thoughts in 
the morning; at night he slept with his 
cheek against my hair, his arm around 
my waist. And if I moved, the arm 
moved, too, as if he needed that small 
contact to let him sleep peacefully. And 
when I prepared small surprises for 
him -a special dessert, a little present, 
a few flowers for the table -his expres- 
sion when he saw them twisted my 
heart. Dan had been lonely without 
me, perhaps even more lonely than I'd 
been without him. Surely, he would 
stay in Carlton if he knew that it 
meant my happiness. 

ALSO, I knew how Dan felt about the 
war. He really wanted to do every- 

thing he could to help get it over with 
as soon as possible. He worked very 
hard, overtime almost every night. We 
put as much money as we could into 
bonds. As long as he was needed, I 
knew Dan would stay in Carlton and 
work at the plant. Looking at it ob- 
jectively, sensibly, I could see that his 
work was bound to be appreciated; he 
was sure to be promoted. And when he 
was, perhaps he would change his 
mind -see how much better life could 
be here, what it would be like to live 
in that lovely house with the white 
shutters. He would see how much more 
he could accomplish, how much fur- 
ther he could go in life. 

Then, in September, Dan was pro- 
moted. He was put in charge of a 
whole division. Seeing how happy it 
made him, when he was telling me 
about it, I thought, for a whole minute, 
that my hopes had been realized, that 
success was beginning to change his 
mind. For one minute! 

"Now," Dan said gayly, "you can buy 
yourself a few things. We won't have 
to pinch pennies so much." 

"It hasn't been as bad as all that," I 
laughed. 

But Dan knew that as. well as I did. 
His mind was way ahead of me. "And 
I'll be able to save more -get my down 
payment together a lot faster -maybe 
even in time to start planting next 
Spring -" 

But -Dan!" I gasped. "Your job - 
the war!" 

"There are lots of men better suited 
for my job than I am," Dan said, never 
noticing the distress in my eyes. "And 
there aren't enough farmers -good 
ones. That's a war job, too, Lucy. A 
darned important one." He hugged me 
close and rocked me back and forth 
happily, laughing, "And then we'll live, 
darling -the way people should live." 

He believed that. He believed that 
just as much as my father must have 
believed it when he was a young man. 
But I had seen what had happened to 
my father. I couldn't bear to see that 
happen to Dan. And my mother -I 
thought of her, too, and grew even 
more frightened. Was that what was 
ahead for me? 

I was careful not to let Dan see my 
mother's letters. She wrote about the 
farm -about the new hired man, and 
the sowing and her plans for next year. 
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It was foolish of me, I suppose, because 
I should have known that anyone as 
determined as Dan wouldn't change his 
mind. More than that, since my own 
plans for our life together meant so 
much to me, I should have been willing 
to give his a chance. But it was all 
mixed up in my mind, then. I just 
didn't believe that Dan-or anyone - 
could be happy, not really, living as I 
remembered living on a farm, with all 
its insecurities and its tragedies. 

As time wore on, Dan grew more 
adjusted to his new job. It began to 
seem as though he really liked it, and 
my hopes sprang up again. I began to 
think I'd been foolish to worry so 
much. Time and the new comforts we 
could now afford would do more to 
change Dan's mind than anything I 
could ever have said. 

IT was late in November that I 
chanced to walk past my house and 

saw the sign. I say chanced, but that 
isn't exactly true. I still walked there as 
often as possible. Only recently, I'd 
begun to have a possessive feeling 
about that house, because it seemed to 
me so much more likely that I would 
win and that it, or one exactly like it, 
would really be mine. 

For a long time, I just stood there 
staring at the FOR SALE sign. I'm not 
quite sure how I'd hoped to get the 
house before -I'd just had such a long- 
ing for it that I was sure something 
would happen to make it mine. And 
now it had happened! 

I was almost trembling as I rang the 
doorbell. A young woman showed me 
the place, telling me all the while that 
the house was being sold because her 
soldier husband had been transferred 
East for permanent duty at a hospital 
there. I scarcely heard her. I was too 
busy looking, seeing a dream come 
true. The inside of the house was all 
that the outside had promised. There 
was a lovely Adam mantel, and French 
doors off the sun porch, and dear little 
dormer windows in the upstairs bed- 
rooms. . . 

"How-how much is it ?" I asked 
breathlessly. "I mean, how much do 
you want in cash -now ?" 

She hesitated, and I had the feeling 
that she was as new to the business of 
selling houses as I was to buying them. 
Then she mentioned an amount. My 
eyes widened -the down payment 
alone would take most of Dan's and my 
savings. 

"We can't make it any less," said the 
woman. "We just put the sign up this 
morning, and yours is the first inquiry 
we've had. My husband even thought 
that if we waited a while, we might get 
more. If you'd like to think it over -" 

I don't know how to explain what I 
did then. Perhaps it was the thought of 
seeing that dream house sold to some- 
one else, perhaps it was the same sort 
of mad happiness and recklessness that 
had made me marry Dan after know- 
ing him only one week that made me 
cry positively, "Oh, no, I want the 
house! I -I'll bring you the money this 
afternoon -" 

She nodded -and the house was 
mine! In a fever of excitement, of tri- 
umph, of eagerness to have the sale 
assured, I hurried downtown to the 
bank, where the clerk made out a 
check against our account. I didn't 
stop to think of the hours of overtime 
Dan had put into that bankbook; if I 
had, I doubtless would have told my- 
self that I'd worked and saved for the 
money, too, and I would have ignored 
the fact that my contribution was only 

a fraction of Dan's. Such things didn't 
count at the moment. All that mat- 
tered was that the house would be ours -the house and all of the wonderful 
living for which it stood. 

Not until I'd turned the money over 
to the woman and had made an ap- 
pointment to get the necessary papers 
from her the next day did I really draw 
an easy breath. It was as if I'd been 
afraid right up to the last minute that 
she might change her mind about sell- 
ing, that the house might after all 
escape me. 

I didn't tell Dan about it that night. 
I intended to, but he came in from work 
late, and almost too tired to look at the 
evening paper. I put off telling him 
until the next evening. It would be 
better then, I thought, when I could put 
the deed in his hand, make it seem - 
well, almost like a present. 

The next day I met the woman, got 
the deed, had the sale recorded, and 
made arrangements to make the rest of 
the payments through a real estate 
agent. As I walked homeward with the 
papers in my purse, I began to think 
of ways to tell Dan. But I couldn't 
seem to find the right words -all of the 
glad phrases I'd planned turned into 
defensive arguments. We didn't know 
how long the war would last -and we 
didn't know how long it would take 
Dan to whip. his farm into such shape 
that he could be making a contribution 
to the war effort. Wouldn't it be better 
to stay here, where his job was estab- 
lished, and really important? Then, 
Carlton was overcrowded, and with so 
many people looking for places to live, 
we were lucky to get this place. Be- 
sides, at the end of the war, if Dan 
still wanted to farm, we could always 
sell the house. If he wanted to. And I 
was sure he wouldn't. 

Nevertheless, the glow of triumph 
and accomplishment within me began 
to fade, and in its place was a cold, 
heavy feeling. My footsteps slowed as 
I neared home, and I was hardly aware 
that it had begun to snow. And then, 
as I opened the door, my-heart began to 
pound, and my throat tightened with 
unaccountable apprehension. Dan was 
home! 

HE was standing by the window, star- 
ing at something in his hand. It 

was our bank book. After a moment 
he looked up at me, and his eyes were 
unreadable- withdrawn, somehow, and 
remote. It was as if he looked through 
and beyond me. "What did you need 
money for, Lucy ?" he asked quietly. 

I was afraid suddenly. Once or 
twice, when I was a little girl, I'd 
known fear like that -when I'd done 
wrong, and had faced my father and 
had found him not angry, but strangely 
grave and quiet, and I'd realized that 
the wrong I'd done was even greater 
than I'd thought. But this was worse. 
I'd been sure of my father's love, of 
his eventual understanding and for- 
giveness. Now, in a sick, panicky mo- 
ment it came to me that I couldn't be 
sure at all of how Dan would feel. 

"I -" And then they came -the 
words I'd rehearsed in my mind. Those 
words and many more. I told him what 
I'd done and tried to explain why, but 
no matter how I talked, I couldn't 
reach him. He still looked through, 
not at, me. Finally, I had nothing left 
to say. 

"Lucy," Dan asked heavily, "why did 
you marry me ?" 

"Because I love you." 
"How can you ?" he asked. "How can 

you say that and not understand how 
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I feel -the way I want our life to be? 
How can you love me -when obviously 
you're not satisfied with the way I am ?" 

"What about the way I feel ?" I 
flared. "Why should I live on a farm, 
when I can live here? Why shouldn't 
I want you to be successful? You can 
go right to the top if you want to. Why 
shouldn't I expect that of you ?" 

"I see," he said. "Because that's your 
idea of success I'm supposed to give up 
everything I've worked for, saved for - 
everything I've wanted ever since I can 
remember." 

ID lost. I knew it now, and yet I 
went on desperately. "Dan," I 

pleaded, "I can't live on a farm. You 
don't know what it's like for a woman - 
the hopelessness of finding, year after 
year, that you can't afford the things 
that make life livable. I know too well 
what it's like- seeing money saved for 
rugs and curtains go into fertilizer, 
washing dishes in an iron sink because 
the new one has to wait until the feed 
bill's paid. You can't ask me to go 
back -" 

"You don't have to go anywhere you 
don't want to go," he said stonily. Then 
his eyes clouded. "All these months," 
he went on softly, "I thought you were 
with me in the things I wanted to do. 
And you weren't. All the time, you 
were planning, scheming how you 
could change me, make me something 
I never could be. Lucy, if you loved 
me, if you knew me at all, you'd know 
I wasn't cut out for this kind of life - 
that I hate the factory and only stayed 
there because I hate our enemies more 
-because it was the only thing I could 
do at the moment." He moved toward 
the door. "Maybe," he said bleakly, 
"we should have found out a little more 
about each other before we got mar- 
ried." 

His hand was on the doorknob, when 
the bell rang. He opened the door 
quickly. It was a, telegram -from Dr. 
Boden. "Mother alone and very ill. 
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Underarm Perspiration and Odor 
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says a /luring PAT BOYD 
'We must be glamourous' 

"Even under the tropic heat of pho- 
tographer's 1000 -watt lights I have to 
look exquisite!" Cover Girl Pat Boyd 
says. "What's more, I simply can't risk 
injury to the expensive clothes I model 
in. So believe me, it was a load off my 
mind when I found a deodorant that 
even under these severe conditions, real- 
ly did the job - Odorono Cream! 

"The point is, Odorono Cream con- 
tains a really effective perspiration -stop- 
per. It simply closes the tiny sweat glands 
and keeps them closed -up to 3 days. 

"Odorono Cream is safe, too. For both 
skin and clothes. Even after shaving it 
is non -irritating -it contains emollients 
that are actually soothing. And as for 
delicate fabrics, I'veprovedthatOdorono 
Cream won't rot them. I just follow di- 
rections and use it as often as I like. 

"And think of it! Velvety, fragrant 
Odorono Cream gives you up to 21 more 
applications for 39Q than other leading 
deodorant creams. What a saving! 

"So to every girl who'd like to be 
'Cover -Girl glamourous' ... here's my 
heartfelt advice: use Odorono Cream. 
You'll be delighted, I know." 

Winsome Pat Boyd 

Come at once," it said. 
That telegram, alarming as it was, 

spared me the picture of Dan's walking 
out of the room, out of my life. I know 
now that that's what he would have 
done -and I couldn't have called him 
back. 

Instead, there was a frantic hour of 
packing, of calling the station, and 
then I was on the train, and the snow- 
covered landscape was sliding past my 
unseeing eyes. Dan had put me on the 
train, but he hadn't kissed me good- 
bye. It was as if he hadn't felt it neces- 
sary to say goodbye at all, because we 
had never really known each other. 

I wonder now if one ever really suc- 
ceeds in running away from the things 
he hates and fears, or if the only way 
is to face them and prove yourself 
stronger. Ironically, when I reached 
the end of -my journey, I found that it 
wasn't my mother I returned to, not my 
mother who needed me, but -the farm. 
When I came to the house that had once 
been my home, I fourtd that Mother 
had pneumonia, a very severe case, be- 
cause she was worn out with work. 
She hadn't written me that the hired 
man had left and she had been trying 
to carry on by herself. She was past 
the crisis now, and Dr. Boden told me 
that with rest and care and freedom 
from worry, she would surely get well. 
I knew what that meant to me-it 
meant that I had no hope of going back 
to Carlton soon. It meant that I'd 
have to dig in in earnest to fill Mother's 
place on the farm. 

MOTHER'S own attitude proved it. 
Weak as she was, glad as she was 

to see me, she seemed to begrudge every 
moment I spent with her. Her eyes 
would stray to the window, and I'd 
know that she was wondering if the 
floor was dry under the feed sacks in 
the hen house, or when Doll, our best 
milch cow, would have her calf. 

I worked. It was the best I could do 
for Mother. I lugged feed and milked, 
and cleaned the ancient, inefficient 
cream separator; I swept out the 
chicken house and the barn, and some- 
how I managed to cook and to keep 
Mother comfortable and the house pre- 
sentable. I even found a kind of grim 
satisfaction in the hardest, dirtiest 
tasks -it was as if they bled some of 
the pain and the bitterness out of my 
own soul. 

I didn't hear from Dan. After a 
month had passed, I no longer expected 
to. I knew now that what I'd done to 
him was unforgivable, and everything 
between us was over. I kept putting 
off the idea of returning to Carlton. 
Gradually I sensed the truth -that the 
beauty and the romance and excite- 
ment I'd sought there I had found with 
Dan, and that no place ever again, no 
city, no matter how glittering, could 
give me anything to equal it. No, it 
was better to stay where I was, to bury 
myself in unending work than to re- 
turn to a city job and a city apartment 
where I'd have time to eat my heart out 
for my husband. Better the long day 
of hard physical labor, so that at night 
I went to bed too utterly weary to miss 
the man who belonged beside me. 

Perhaps unconsciously at first, I be- 
gan to plan for the farm. As my 
muscles hardened and the work went 
more smoothly, I began to see things 
that were needed. A new separator - 
perhaps I could manage it out of the 
egg money in the spring. A water 
heater for the house would pay for 
itself in the time and work it would 
save. I thought ahead toward spring, 



thought almost with anticipation of 
planting, of watching the green shoots 
appear, thrusting toward the sun. 

Then one morning in December I 
found myself lying awake in the deep 
black before dawn, listening for the 
sound that had roused me. It came 
again -a thin cry, barely audible, but 
insistent in its plea for human help. 
Doll was having her calf. I struggled 
into my clothes and made my way to 
the barn. 

I found Doll down in her stall, her 
eyes glazed, her body convulsed in the 
ancient, eternal struggle. "Doll -" My 
voice quavered helplessly. I was as 
ignorant of what to do for her as any 
city dweller. I'd always shrunk from 
the bloody things on the farm, from 
the births and the slaughters. But her 
head turned toward me, and I felt that 
she was glad I'd come, and that some- 
how gave me courage to stay. I pitched 
more hay down where she'd threshed 
the floor clear, and stuffed my scarf in 
the crack in the door where the wind 
blew cold. Then I crouched beside her, 
rubbing her poll, talking to her sooth- 
ingly, praying silently that nothing 
would go wrong. 

SOMETIME after dawn it was over. 
I still crouched beside Doll, unaware 

of my cramped limbs, marveling at the 
small, damp, brown thing that nuzzled 
eagerly at her side. 

The emotions that welled in me were 
beyond expression. There in the barn 
I'd been brought close to the beginning 
of things, to the struggle and the 
triumph that was the heart of life. And 
it was good. I began to understand my 
mother and my father now -and Dan. 
This closeness to the earth and its 
creatures -it wasn't bad; it was good. 
It was good if you made yourself a 

This is Pfc. Willie E. Byman of Belmont, 
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tower at Turner Field, Albany, Georgia. 
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part of it, if you met it with strength 
and understanding, if you had eyes to 
see a miracle in a new -born_ calf, in a 
green shoot in the black earth. It was 
a hard life, but satisfying as no other 
could be to those who were born to it. 

"Oh, Dan," my heart cried, "I want 
you. I want you here. I want our chil- 
dren to be born where there are green 
things and sunlight -and little calves 
to play with. Dan -" 

A second miracle happened that 
morning, because Dan heard me. I was 
starting across the yard to the house 
when a car came in the drive and 
stopped -and Dan got out. I stopped 
and stood Staring, unbelieving, and 
then I started forward and stumbled 
and would have fallen if he hadn't 
caught me. 

Then I was in his arms, laughing 
while the tears ran down my cheeks, 
and Dan was murmuring broken, in- 
coherent words into my hair. "Lucy, I 
had to come. I nearly went crazy -not 
knowing how you were or what had 
happened to you. I had to see you, to 
see if we couldn't straighten things 
out -" 

"They're straight, Dan." I broke 
away from him, held him off a little so 
that I could look in his eyes. "I want 
to be with you, and I'd like us to be 
here -I mean, on a farm -" 

Ho shook his head slowly, and his 
expression was that of a man who very 
much wants to believe -and who does 
not quite dare. "Lucy, are you sure? 
After you left, I thought over the 
things you'd said, I mean about the 
woman's side of it, and I realized that 
a lot of them were true. Only, honey, it 
doesn't have to be that way -" 

"I know that, Dan -" 
He interrupted me, speaking softly. 

"Lucy, did you think I meant you to 
work like-well, the way you must 
have been working this past month? 
Farming isn't all drudgery, and it isn't 
hopeless -not when you know what 
you're doing and have a little capital 
to start with. That's why I went to 
agricultural school -to study soil re- 
claiming, and to learn how to recover 

worked -out land. Our fathers made 
mistakes, Lucy, but we can make up 
for them. Thanks to you, we'll have 
something substantial to start with -" 

"To me!" 
He nodded, his eyes alight, his smile 

half teasing. "To you. Haven't you 
wondered what became of that house 
you bought ?" 

I shook my head. Even now I didn't 
like to think of the foolish -yes, almost 
criminal -thing I'd done. 

"I went to the realtor's the other 
week to see about the Dece.nber pay- 
ment," he went on, "and I found out 
that you're a better business man than 
I am. That house, Lucy -the agent says 
he can sell it for almost half again as 
much as you paid for it. We'll have 
money to put into this place, or into 
my father's, as you like. Things will be 
different for us, Lucy -" 

I hardly heard what else he said. His 
words were lost in the wind, a part of 
the morning sun that was like a glory 
all around us. It was enough -it was 
too good to be true -that the wrong I'd 
done had been righted, that the dark 
spot on our life together had been 
erased, leaving the past as clear and 
as shining as the future. 

AND as Dan promised, things have 
been different for us. We decided to 

stay on Mother's farm, and we plan to 
take over Dan's father's place at ter the 
war. With the changes Dan has made, 
we've had the enormous satisfaction of 
seeing the land grow richer under our 
hands, of seeing the dream my father 
worked for begin to come true. We 
have much more. Here, working to- 
gether, planning together in the eve- 
nings, resting quietly together at the 
end of the day, we have really found 
one another. 

It's a different world, and in it an- 
other love has been born between us- 
clear and direct and strong -and beau- 
tiful, beautiful as the haze of the 
morning mist and the warmth of the 
noonday sun and the still air of the 
evening. Beautiful because it is natural 
and uncomplicated and endless. 
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"Why Don't You Fall in Love With Me ?" 
Continued from page 45 

makes an empty night club a most in- 
hospitable- looking place. 

Pat, along with the manager, the 
captain, and the hat -check girls, was 
having an early dinner in a booth in 
the one .lighted corner. I ambled over 
and was introduced all around. 

"Well," I thought when the manager 
indicated Pat as Miss Woodruff, "this 
job is going to be lots of fun." 

IHAULED 
a chair off one of the piles, 

pulled it up to the booth, still taking 
in the wonderful combination of dark 
eyes, black -black hair and luminous 
skin that was Miss Woodruff. 

"Bring me a cup of coffee," I called 
to the waiter. Rehearsal could wait. 

They all chatted away. I was silently 
plotting the next step in getting to 
know the beautiful Miss Woodruff. 

I was still in a daze when my accom- 

didn't suspect when you met me, Mrs. 
Cool," I said, "that one day you'd be 
riding around Central Park in a han- 
som cab -with me -like this -" 

"No," said Pat, when I gave her a 
chance to answer. "I didn't. I didn't 
think you'd ever be able to afford it." 

It was an old joke between us. 
If she had believed appearances the 

day we met she would have been con- 
vinced that this fellow Harry Cool 
didn't have a nickel for a cup of coffee. 

It was at Helsings cafe, the intimate 
little night club in Chicago where I 
worked for a while between radio en- 
gagements. (And there were more "be- 
tweens" than-engagements those days.) 

Pat was cashier at Helsings. 
I came to work early the first eve - 

ning-at six o'clock. The doors weren't 
open yet, and the chairs were piled on 
tables in the sort of disarray which 

panist yelled that I'd better get at it 
if I didn't want to rehearse before the 
customers. I completely forgot to pay 
my check. 

Later that night I sought out Pat, 
with an apology. "I owe somebody 
some money," I began. 

"Get lost, tall, dark and handsome," 
she laughed. "I bailed you out." 

She thought I was broke, and at that 
point she was almost right. 

I had made a good living singing, 
chiefly with bands, ever since I left 
West High School in Minneapolis, 
jumping from Minneapolis to Chicago, 
to St. Louis, and finally all over the 
country with Dick Jurgens band with 
which, as featured soloist, I made over 
a hundred records' 

When the Jurgens band broke up, I 
decided to try to make good on my own. 

I almost regretted that decision in 
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MISS CYNTHIA McADOO, blonde, very charming, and very 
young, says, "Fair skin like mine turns a rich, rosy tan in 
summer -and ordinary sun -tan powders show up yellow, 
especially around the nose and mouth. The shade I love 
is Pond's Dreamflower'Dusk Rose.' It has a soft glow that 
blends marvelously with my tan -makes my skin look smoother! 
If you're a blonde, choose Pond's 'Dusk Rose' for summer." 
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DUSK ROSE -for rosy -tan blondes ;< 

DARK RACHEL for golden -tan brunette< 
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the first few weeks after I left the 
band. I had sixteen offers to sing with 
bands -and no other offers at all. 

My manager, Milt Stabin, cracked 
the stone wall after a while, however, 
and I began to get solo bookings on 
Chicago radio programs, and in night 
clubs. It wasn't the big time, but - 

When I told Pat what I was trying 
to do, she encouraged me. 

"You'll make it," she said. "After all, 
Frank Sinatra was a band singer. So 
were Perry Como and Dick Haymes. 
You can sing as well as any of them - 
and, besides," she added, laughing, 
"you're prettier." 

"You're prejudiced," I said. 
But her faith in me helped. I began 

to be surer of myself, and when Milt 
booked me for a weak at the Chicago 
Theater -Chicago's biggest playhouse -I gave it everything I had and was 
held over for four weeks. 

Pat and Milt were pulling for me 
to land a big radio show. 

"If I do," I told Pat, "look out. For 
I'm going to ask you to marry me." 

"Ask me now," she said, "I still have 
that nickel." 

BUT I wasn't quite sure enough of 
the future. 

Then Milt booked me for one appear- 
ance on Broadway Matinee. 

"If you hit it off on this one," he told 
me, "anything can happen." 

"Everything," I thought, "including 
a honeymoon with Pat." 

I got through the rehearsals all 
right, but when the live mike was in 
front of me and I knew I was on the 
air, I froze. I don't think I ever sang 
as badly. 

I didn't wait around afterward to 
hear the comments. I got out of the 
Columbia Broadcasting building as fast 
as I could, hailed a cab, and fled to the 
airport, to Chicago, and to Pat. 

Which shows you how much a per- 
former knows about the impression he 
is making. My New York managers 
phoned me a week later to tell me that 
I had landed the job as star of Here's 
to Romance. 

"But how could I ?" I sputtered over 
the phone. "I was awful!' 

"You keep on being that awful, 
Harry," Mack said at the other end of 
the wire, "and you'll be all right. Now, 
brother, get into New York ... fast." 

"Come with me," I telephoned Pat. 
"Not yet," she said, "you have work 

to do. I'd be in the way." 
"I'll go on alone and work like a 

beaver for three weeks," I compro- 
mised at last, "then if it looks like I'm 
solid I'll come and get you." 

Three weeks without seeing Pat 
stretched bleakly empty ahead of me. 
I told her how I felt in my first broad- 
cast when I sang "Time on My Hands." 

"Keep your mind on your work," she 
wired me after that. 

The next Thursday night I sang for 
her again: "Why Don't You Fall In 
Love With Me ?" and "I've Had This 
Feeling Before." 

She telephoned me after the broad- 
cast. "I'm lonely, too," she said. 

The third week I sang "I Couldn't 
Sleep a Wink Last Night." 

No wire, no telephone call this time. 
I was desolate. But the next day she 
telephoned, from a phone booth in 
Grand Central station. 

We'll be here together, for a year, if 
we're lucky, and the sponsors of Here's 
to Romance and you listeners continue 
to like my songs. 

Being in love, we'll love every single 
minute of it. 
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Jenny Tucker 
Continued from page 21 

killed in a fight one day with an older 
boy, and after the fight was over he 
kept sobbing and saying, "It ain't so, 
it ain't so," without really knowing 
what wasn't so. I've had to be grown 
up to realize just how hard that was 
on a nine -year -old like him -that first 
painful realization of a world in which 
things go on you don't understand but 
which are, somehow, a betrayal of you 
and of all you think is good and 
beautiful. 

It all came to a head for everybody 
concerned one afternoon in the school- 
house. A bunch of us younger boys, 
Tommy Andrews among them, had 
lingered in the yard, which we weren't 
supposed to do. We were supposed to 
go straight home. But spring was 
breaking into summer and none of us 
had the heart for chores. 

We were idly tossing a ball around 
near the bushes that bordered the 
yard, when Freddy McAllister whis- 
pered furtively, "Lookit!" 

We looked. Matt was walking up 
the path to the school. He didn't see 
us. He looked around, saw the road 
was clear, and then he went inside and 
closed the door. 

Tommy Andrews seemed to freeze. 

AS I write this, I can seé that little 
face go perfectly white until the 

freckles stood out on it like dark 
spots. Without a word, without look- 
ing at anybody, he slipped quietly up 
to the school and crouched beneath 
the open window. 

Miss Jenny was standing close by 
the window. "You're a tardy pupil," 
she was saying playfully to Matt. You 
could sense the tension underneath the 
playfulness, though, and it showed the 
strain she was under and how she hated 
having to have him come see her on 
the sly like this. "I'll have to stand 
you ih the corner." 

Matt tried to play up. He was feeling 
the same strain. I'll bring in wood 
for your stove instead," he offered. 

"I've a better idea. Bring yourself 
to the McAllisters' this evening. Come 
calling on me, Matt -open and above- 
board." Her voice seemed to crack a 
little on the last words. "I- can't." 

There was a silence. Then Miss Jenny 
said quietly, "I don't mean to-to nag 
at you, but I'm proud of knowing you, 
Matt. I want other people to know I 
know you. If you're afraid seeing me 
in public would -would tie you to me 
in any way, or make people think we 
were -engaged, or anything -please, it 
isn't true. Not if you don't want to be 
engaged. Not if you don't -want me." 

Something seemed to snap in Matt 
then. He came toward her, and his 
face was pale and his eyes burning. 
"Want you!" he said loudly. "Want 
you. I'm so crazy in love with you I 
could die-or kill -or do anything 
for you!" 

"Then why -" 
Her words were cut off as little 

Tommy Andrews came stumbling in the 
front door. He was shaking like a leaf. 
"I heard you," he cried accusingly to 
Matt. "I heard you!" 

"Tommy!" It was like a cry from 
Miss Jenny. 

"The other kids saw you come here," 
Tommy sobbed to Matt. "They've been 
teasing me -they said you were sweet 
on Miss Jenny. I didn't believe 'em. 

I didn't believe 'em, I tell you! But 
I heard you and you're my -" 

"Tommy!" The word crackled out 
from Matt like a pistol shot, but it was 
too late. It didn't stop Tommy. "- you're my father!" he cried wild- 
ly. "And now I hate you. And I 
hate her, too!" 

There was an instant's stunned, 
electric silence. And then the child 
stumbled back out the door and Miss 
Jenny and Matt were left facing 
each other. 

Miss Jenny sank down on one of 
the seats. She just sat there for a 
moment, and then she put her face 
in her hands. She wasn't crying. She 
was just feeling shock and pain and 
bitter shame. 

"Jenny -" 
"No! Don't speak for a minute. 

Don't -come near me." 
"I tried to tell you a thousand 

times," Matt burst out desperately. 
"I tried to stay away from you, make 
myself forget you. Yes, I'm Tommy 
Andrews' father! Matt Andrews -that's 
my name. But darling, you don't un- 
derstand. His mother and I -well, we 
haven't loved each other for a long 
time. We've just been sort of drag- 
ging along. And then -you came. And 
I knew I couldn't drag along any 
more. I knew I loved you like I never 
loved another human being in the 
world. I tried to figure it out, to do 
what was right so nobody'd get hurt. 
And now it looks like I've hurt you - 
and her -the worst way I could." 

"Yes," Miss Jenny said through stiff 
lips. "The worst way you could. And 
Tommy -you've hurt him, too. This 
will leave a mark he'll carry all his 
life. . . ." Then she cried almost 
hysterically, "What's your wife's name, 
Matt? This wife you've deceived, and 
deceived me by having. What's her 
name -I've got to know." 

HATTIE. Hattie Andrews," he said 
quietly. "I love you, Jenny, and you 

love me and so you've got to under- 
stand about her. She's -strange. She's 
cold and moody, and she can't love 
anybody -either Tommy or me. It's 
like some kind of sickness that warps 
her. _ Jenny, God knows I've 
wanted to play straight with you, and 
her, and Tommy, and everybody. And 
I've bungled it instead. But you've 
got to give me a chance! Wait till 
I can get this straightened out for 
us all -" 

"Wait! For what? For you? Wait 
for you in the dark places, after hours 
in this schoolhouse, with the town 
prying and talking? Wait till you fin- 
ish your obligation to your son and 
Hattie Andrews? No, Matt. Go away! 
Go away now." 

He stood there, not saying anything. 
And then he took a deep breath. "All 
right," he said heavily. "I'll go- 
right away. But only for a little while. 
Only till I can make some arrangements 
for Hattie and the boy. Then I'm com- 
ing back and claim you -for the whole 
world to see. I'm coming back. You 
hear, Jenny ?" 

Matt Andrews left Tomkinsville that 
night. Nobody knew where he went 
and nobody saw him go because it was 
storming cats and dogs from early eve- 
ning on, and everybody stayed at home. 
Stayed at home to buzz and whisper 
and be horrified about the story the 
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"Oh boy, Pepsi- Cola -must be another American convoy overhead." 
other kids had spread over what hap- 
pened in the schoolhouse that after- 
noon. The whole bunch of 'em had 
heard most of it and they talked. 

Nobody saw Hattie Andrews either. 
She locked herself in that dilapidated 
old farmhouse and didn't come to town. 
Nobody went out to see her, although 
some folks wanted to out of curiosity, 
because what Matt said about her was 
true. She was a strange, cold woman - 
the sort of person we'd say today 
was neurotic. 

ONLY TOMMY came and went. But 
he was like a little ghost. He kept 

on coming to school regularly, but he 
didn't talk to anybody and he hardly 
raised his eyes from his books. The 
only time he did was when he looked 
at Miss Jenny, and then his eyes seemed 
to be burning with some sort of dry 
grief that wouldn't let him cry. 

Miss Jenny - well, she suddenly 
seemed to get frailer and more fragile 
than ever. Her lovely skin looked 
whiter than ever against her dark hair, 
and seemed to become transparent. 
But she kept her head up. She kept 
right on teaching, in spite of the fact 
that some parents took their children 
out of school so they wouldn't be asso- 
ciating with "that woman." They used 
spring chores as their excuse, but the 
truth was that everybody blamed Miss 
Jenny for what had happened. They 
said she'd trapped Matt, tried to get 
him away from his wife and that she'd 
known all along he was married and 
Tommy Andrews was his son. None of 
the women in town would speak to her. 
They'd turn their heads or cross the 

M street when they saw her coming. And 
the men didn't speak either -they just 
sort of leered when they looked at 

her. Only the McAllisters were kind - 
but then they were a rare couple. They 
had understanding hearts. 

Of course, everybody took it for 
granted Miss Jenny Tucker wouldn't 
be asked to teach in Tomkinsville an- 
other year. In fact, some said she 
ought to have been run out of town 
right then, before this year ended. 
I guess it was her indomitable hon- 
esty and courage that made her stick 
it out in the face of public opinion. 

The last day of school, she dismissed 
class and then made us a little speech 
about how she hoped we'd all learned 
something that year and that we'd 
have -a happy summer and that sort 
of thing. All the time she talked, she 
was looking at Tommy Andrews as if, 
under the words, she was trying to tell 
him something special, maybe trying 
to ask his forgiveness and understand- 
ing. But Tommy didn't even look at 
her. He sat with his eyes fixed on 
the desk in front of him, and as soon 
as she was through, he was the first 
one out of the building. 

From then on, exactly what Miss 
Jenny did that afternoon was a 
mystery. We only knew what finally 
happened; we didn't know how it 
happened. I was the only person who 
had a clue, and I saw only part of it. 

I was walking the two miles to- 
ward home, idling along, kicking up 
the soft dust of the road with my 
bare feet like kids do, when suddenly 
I heard a galloping horse behind me. 
I turned around. It was Ginger, Matt's 
horse, harnessed in the light buggy 
and coming at breakneck speed down 
the road. There were two women in 
the buggy. It looked like a runaway 
and I was scared because I knew no 
woman could handle Ginger when he 

got the bit in his teeth. 
As the rig careened closer, I saw 

the women were Miss Jenny and, of 
all people- Hattie Andrews. I had 
one wild impulse to try to grab at 
Ginger's head to stop him, but he was 
coming too fast and I had to jump 
out of the way. As they flashed past, 
I had a glimpse of Miss Jenny's face. 
It was white and strained. She had 
the reins and she was half- standing, 
almost as if she were urging the 
horse to go faster. Hattie Andrews 
looked as if she were struggling to 
get the reins herself, and she was 
screaming something in Miss Jenny's 
ear. I couldn't hear the words -just 
that wild screaming. 

They were past me in a second, and 
I began to run. I was scared. I knew 
the road ended in a bluff - and that 
Ginger was going too fast to stop or 
to turn. I was yelling as I ran, but 
it didn't do any good. By the time 
I got there, it was all over. 

MISS JENNY was lying just at the 
edge of the cliff where she'd either 

been thrown or jumped. But Ginger, 
taking Hattie Andrews with him, had 
gone over. By the time help came, 
Hattie Andrews was dead. She'd been 
killed instantly. 

Well, everybody knew Miss Jenny 
had killed her. They figured it couldn't 
have been any other way. Miss Jenny 
said she'd been walking home when 
Hattie Andrews stopped and offered 
her a lift, and then Ginger had been 
frightened by something and run away, 
in spite of their efforts to stop him, 
and the whole thing was officially 
listed as an accident. But there was 
something funny in - the way she told 
that story, as if she were keeping a 



lot of truth back; and practically every 
soul in town was morally certain that 
somehow Miss Jenny had waylaid 
Hattie Andrews and then deliberately 
driven her off the bluff. After all, I 
myself had seen Miss Jenny driving. 
They said she did it so Matt would 
be free to marry her. 

People tried to locate Matt, of 
course, but nobody knew where he'd 
gone. And then, a couple of days after 
the funeral, we found out. Word came 
from the charity ward of a hospital 
in a city about a hundred miles away 
that Matt Andrews had died there. 
Pneumonia. He must have caught it 
in that driving rainstorm the night he 
left town so secretly. 

Miss Jenny left town then, too, and 
only the McAllisters went to the depot 
to see her off. Nobody else would speak 
to her because now she was a husband 
snatcher and they figured they were 
being pretty charitable not to put her 
in jail. I happened to see her just 
before the train pulled in at the sta- 
tion. She was wearing her blue cape 
and one of those fluffy, high- necked 
shirtwaists she always wore, and 
though she looked fragile enough for 
a breeze to blow her away, she still 
carried her head high. She reminded 
me more than ever of that willow 
tree down by the pond, that might sway 
in the storm but would never break. 

NOBODY 
knew where she went, no- 

body heard from her, and as the 
years passed people began to forget Miss 
Jenny Tucker. All but Tommy An- 
drews. He went to live with some 
kinfolks of his mother's, and he never 
forgot. He hated her and the hate was 
like a festering thing inside him. She'd 
killed his mother and, somehow, she'd 

killed his father, too, and she'd be- 
trayed his faith in all that was good 
and beautiful. He grew up unable 
to forget her and hating the memory. 

He was determined to get out of 
Tomkinsville and make something of 
himself and so, when a few of the 
boys who had grown up together 
went off to the State University, 
Tommy Andrews went too. On a 
scholarship. It was one of those anony- 
mous scholarships when the name of 
the donor is known only to the trustees 
of the college. He used to wonder 
who it was and wish he could express 
his gratitude because, without it, he'd 
never have had the money for an 
education. 

Tommy studied hard and was head 
of his class each year. And he fell 
in love with Marian Brooks, the daugh- 
ter of the college dean, and they 
planned to be married as soon as 
Tommy graduated. Marian was a won- 
derful girl. She was the only person 
he ever told about Jenny Tucker and 
his father and his mother. No one else 
ever heard him so much as mention 
them. Marian tried to ease the bit- 
terness and pain and hate that he 
still carried with him, and sharing it 
with her did seem to help, but it had 
gone too deep to really leave him. 
"She killed my mother," he'd keep 
saying whenever Marian tried to tell 
him that maybe he ought to feel 
sorry for Miss Jenny. 

Graduation night, everybody was 
proud of Tommy. He was valedic- 
torian of his class, and he made a won- 
derful speech. Afterwards, a couple 
of us went back to his room to leave 
his cap and gown before he went to 
keep his date with Marian. Just out- 
side the door, we stopped. Somebody 

was inside. We heard Marian's voice 
and then a strange woman's voice - 
clear and sweet and vaguely familiar. 

"Thank you so much, my dear," 
she was saying. "I -just wanted to see 
his room and his things and -sort of 
be close to him. He's done so well! 
I'm so proud!" - 

"You're Miss Jenny Tucker, aren't 
you ?" Marian said softly. "Oh -don't 
worry. I won't tell him you came to 
see him graduate. But I think it's 
wonderful what you've done -sending 
him through school and never letting 
him know it. My father told me. I'm 
going to marry Tommy and some day 
I'm going to tell him what you've 
done -" 
!RUT not now! He mustn't know. 

Promise me!" 
"No one knows, Miss Tucker. Your 

secret's been well kept -" 
"Oh, has it ?" Tommy thrust open 

the door. He was shaking, and he 
looked straight at Miss Jenny, his rage 
and pain plain on his face. 

She shrank back against the desk. 
She'd changed in the last fifteen years. 
Her face was lined with suffering and 
loneliness and there were streaks of 
gray in her dark hair. But the same 
bravery and honesty were in her eyes, 
and she still carried her head proudly. 

"You're fond of secrets, aren't you, 
Miss Jenny ?" Tommy went on, each 
word like a whiplash. "You live by 
them. And now you've tried to buy 
off your conscience, so you could forget 
you killed my mother. You -" 

"Tommy!" Marian cried "Don't! She 
never wanted you to know. It's my 
fault for bringing her here tonight -" 

"You bet she never wanted me to 
know. She knew I'd throw that blood 
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money right back in her face. Well, 
I will! I'll pay back every cent if it 
takes me till the day I die." 

"Tommy, please," Marian was almost 
beside herself. 

"Never mind, dear," Miss Jenny said 
then. Her eyes were luminous with 
unshed tears and her face was the sad- 
dest I've ever seen in my life. "I hurt 
Tommy when he was a little boy -hurt 
him unintentionally but deeply and for 
always. And now I've hurt him again. 
I -just let me go now, please." 

And she moved past us and down 
the stairs and out into the darkness, 
while Tommy stood like a stone image 
and Marian wept softly. . 

After that, Tommy tried desperately 
to find Miss Jenny again. He was 
determined to pay back that money 
any way he could. It was as if she'd 
betrayed him all over again, letting 
him take money from the woman he 
hated, letting him be obligated to the 
woman who'd stolen his father and 
driven his mother to her death. It 
was like an obsession with him. But 
he couldn't find her. 

She'd moved from the address the 
college trustees had, and nobody knew 
where she went. She just disappeared. 
He found out a lot about her life in 
those intervening years, though. She 
hadn't gone back to teaching -I guess 
she couldn't, after Tomkinsville. She'd 
got a job making hats for a milliner, 
and she'd often gone without the bare 
necessities of life -maybe even gone 
hungry and cold -to set aside that 
money for Tommy's education. 

After a while, Tommy stopped try- 
ing to find her. He and Marian were 
married and they were happy. He 
did very well in business and as the 
years passed, as his own children began 
to grow up, his bitterness faded a 
little. It never went entirely- things 
like that don't -but it reached into 
the past. He didn't go back to Tom - 
kinsville, but people there kept up 
with him through his mother's people 
who heard from him regularly. Every- 
body was pretty proud of Tommy's 
success because they all liked him. 
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Occasionally, you'd hear one of the 
younger people say, "Wasn't there 
some terrible scandal about his father 
and a schoolteacher ?" And maybe 
one of the old- timers would say, 
"There sure was! Her name was Jenny 
Tucker." And then they'd tell the 
story. But as time passed, you heard 
it less and less. People forget. 

It was a long time before Tommy 
Andrews went back to Tomkinsville 
again. He went with Marian. His 
mother's people were nearly all dead 
by then, and there was a chance to 
sell the old farm and he wanted to 
get things settled. 

He and Marian went out to the old 
house. It had been closed up, ever 
since the tragedy. The farm had never 
amounted to much anyway, and no- 
body had wanted to live there after 
what had happened, so the place had 
fallen into wrack and ruin. 

IT was Marian who found the diary. 
Up in the rotting old attic in a trunk 

of his mother's that had, somehow, 
been left there when the furniture was 
moved out. She didn't know what it 
was at first; she was just rummaging. 
But when she opened it and read it, 
she came rushing down the stairs 
to Tommy. 

"Read it!" she cried and thrust the 
faded old book at him. "Read the 
last entry, darling!" 

He took it. The last entry -was on 
the date of his mother's death -May 
30, 1905. The scrawl was almost il- 
legible, like that of someone insane. 
But Tommy read it. 

"Night and day it runs in my brain 
until I'm almost crazy with it -Get 
rid of Jenny Tucker. And now I 
know how. I know how I'm going to 
kill here.... Jenny Tucker who lured 
Matt away from me.... I'm going to 
pick her up in the buggy when she 
leaves the school. . She doesn't 
know me, she'll be grateful for the 
ride, that somebody's willing to speak 
to the likes of her. . We'll drive 
out the cliff road -the cliff Matt must 
have showed to her in the moonlight 



when they were making love to each 
other. . And I'll drive us over it. 
I'll die, too, but I don't care. Just as 
long as she does. . I'll get rid of 
Jenny Tucker. . 

That was all. But you knew it was 
true. You knew it because you knew 
the poor, sick mind of Hattie An- 
drews. And you could see just what 
had happened. Miss Jenny getting in 
the buggy, grateful -as Hattie had 
said she would be -for the lift and 
for somebody's kindness. Then Hattie 
revealing who she was and whipping 
up the horse. And Miss Jenny wresting 
the reins away from her while Hattie 
fought to get them back, and being 
pulled half out of the seat as, she sawed 
at Ginger's mouth -seeing the cliff 
ahead and knowing what Hattie was 
trying to do. And then jumping. Never 
telling the truth, either, because she 
knew it would just about kill Tommy 
to know his mother was insane. 

With the knowledge of the truth, Tom 
Andrews began to hunt for Jenny 
Tucker again, this time ready to move 
heaven and earth to find her. It was 
a real obsession now, but different 
from the other. He had to ask her 
forgiveness, to take care of her, to try 
and make up for what he'd thought - 
and done -all these years. 

And finally he did. She was in the 
infirmary of a church nursing home up 
in the northern part of the state, and 
she was dying. 

TOMMY and Marian went up there 
at once. 

Miss Jenny looked small and ter- 
ribly frail, lying there on the narrow 
hospital bed. Her hair was snow white, 
and she'd sort of wasted away. She 
was only half conscious. 

Tommy leaned over the bed. "Miss 
Jenny." he whispered. "It's Tom An- 
drews- Tommy. . " 

She seemed to hear him faintly. 
"Tommy ?" Her voice was still lovely, 
the kind you liked to listen to. "About 
the spelling, dear ?" 

"About my mother -about Matt." 
She was listening_ intently now, lis- 

tening to the past. "Matt . my 
darling. You did the only thing you 
could ... I understood. But Tommy - 
he's such a little boy -so little -so 
hurt. . I wish I could tell him the 
truth -but you can't tell a boy a thing 
like that. Better to let him think what 
he does think. I only wish he 
knew how I loved his father. . " 

Tommy Andrews brushed his hand 
over his eyes and his lips were trem- 
bling. "I do know, Miss Jenny. You've 
got to hear me. I know the truth now 
-about everything. I didn't mean to 
hurt you. I'd give anything to turn 
the years back, to stand by you, to 
help you. Miss Jenny -" 

It was then she opened her eyes 
wide and looked at him. She really 
saw him as he was, there by the bed 
where she lay dying in a nursing 
home. She smiled at him -and it was 
a young smile, eager, and hopeful, and 
very happy. 

"It's all right, dear," she said. "It 
was always all right- because I had you 
to work for. I'm happy now, Tommy. 
Real happy....." 

Miss Jenny died that night, with 
Tommy holding her hand. 

Some day the people in Tomkins- 
ville are going to know the truth. Most 
of them to whom it was important 
are already dead and gone, but every- 
body's going to hear it just the same. 
I'm going to tell them -because I'm 
the one who really knows the truth. 

You see, I am Tommy Andrews. 
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up. It always does. In the meantime, 
be a little reckless -go out and buy 
yourself a new hat or something, and 
you'll feel better." 

I shook my head mutely, unable for 
the first time to tell him how I felt. 
I had to spur myself now to share his 
blithe confidence in the future. I no 
longer believed that next week, or the 
week after we would be on our way. 
Instead, I saw winter coming, and the 
dance halls closing, and our retiring 
ignominously to my parents' home. 
And, however I tried not to, I couldn't 
help but be influenced by what Beau 
Clair said. I was eighteen, and the lit- 
tle world of the town was the only 
world I knew. I had no standards of 
my own, no basis for judging a man. 

AND then in October I was sick. The 
doctor said that it was influenza, and 

hurried me off to the hospital. I still 
think that it was another kind of sick- ness- hopelessness, that my body had provided me with a way out of a situ- 
ation that had become intolerable. 
When I was well enough to leave the 
hospital, my parents came to take me 
home, and Rick agreed that I should 
go with them. The hotel was no place 
for an invalid. 

My strength came back slowly -and 
that, too, I think now, was an uncon- 
scious play for time on my part. It was 
wonderfully pleasant to be back in 
my own pretty room, to have my par- 
ents petting me and making much of 
me. Getting well meant going back to 
the hotel.... I slipped into the lethargy 
of the semi -invalid, and the days went 
by in a kind of numb peacefulness, dis- 
turbed only by Rick's coming to see 
me. His visits reflected the strain he 
was under. He'd insisted upon pay- 
ing the hospital bill, and our sav- 
ings were down to nothing again. 
Furthermore, the Oaks Ballroom had 
closed, and one source of income was 
cut off. 

His want of me showed in every ges- 
ture, colored every word he spoke, but 
he didn't ask me to come back to him. 
Even when I was well enough to be 
up most of the day, to take short walks, 
he didn't urge me, but only spoke 
hopefully of the time when we would 
be together again. 

Then one night in November he came 
out unexpectedly, and his eyes were 
shining and he was smiling as I hadn't 
seen him smile in weeks. My parents 
had gone to a movie, and I was alone 
in the house. Rick hardly had the 
door shut behind him before he picked 
me up and spun me around exultantly. 
"Get your clothes, honey," he cried. 
"We're getting out of this town to- night-" 

Tonight, Rick!" 
He put me down and stood over me, 

fairly exploding excitement. "I had 
a long distance call from the band. 
Their piano man's been called up for 
Selective Service, and they want me 
back. They'll withdraw charges and 
get me reinstated in the Union and 
everything. Furthermore, it's a steady 
job, a hotel job, and there's no reason 
why you can't be with me. We're to 
pick up the band in Dundee tomor- row-" 

Packing, getting on a train, travel- 
ling with Rick through the night to a 
new, exciting place-it was the dream 
I'd dreamed ever since I'd met him. 



I'd dreamed it too often. It had lost 
meaning with repetition, and now I 
hadn't the strength to pretend en- 
thusiasm. 

His face changed as he watched me. 
The light went out of it, and his eyes 
narrowed with a kind of bitter incre- 
dulity. "You don't want to go," he said 
slowly. "Marilyn, don't you see what a 
break this is? It's what we've wanted -" 

"I know, Rick, but -it's so sudden. 
I'm not ready, and Thanksgiving's a 
week away, and Mother and Dad would 
be so disappointed -" 

He shook his head. His lips were a 
thin, white line. "That's not it at all, 
Marilyn. You don't trust me any 
more. You're beginning to think I'm 
the fool that everyone else around 
here believes me to be. We got into 
a tough spot once because I acted on 
impulse, and now you're afraid it'll 
happen again. That's the truth, isn't it ?" 

"No, Rick," I whispered, but the 
words carried no conviction, and my 
eyes filled with weak tears. "Give me 
a little time. Perhaps later -" 

But I was whispering to an empty 
room. Rick had gone. 

Peof,Ie told me afterward that he 
walked through Beau Clair to the 
station that night like a madman, his 
eyes blazing, his face a tight, grim 
frame. Other people told me about 
it. I had no way of knowing for my- 
self. From that night on, I had no word 
from Rick; I had no sight of him until 
the spring day, nearly a year and a half 
later, that I met him on the train. 

THE rumble of the wheels under us 
changed to a heavy grinding. The 

train was slowing for a town. I stole a 
glance at Rick's profile. He was changed 
a little, I thought -not harder, exactly, 
but -well, more set. And I, who'd 
known every ghost of expression of 
his, couldn't tell what he was think- 
ing... . 
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A waiter carne in to announce that 
the dining car closed in half an hour, 
and I had an excuse to break the silence 
between us. I picked up my purse, 
rose. "I was on my way to dinner -" 

Rick looked up. "I've had mine," 
he said briefly. His smile softened the 
dismissal. "I'll see you later." 

I went on to the diner alone, and after 
I thought it over, I decided that I wasn't 
disappointed that Rick hadn't come 
with me. He was sociability itself, and 
if I'd meant no more to him than the 
next person, he would surely have had 
a cup of coffee to keep me company 
through dinner. He'd left the lounge 
when I went back, and I took that, too, 
as a good sign. Making small talk was 
painful under the circumstances, and 
important things couldn't be said in the 
muffling roar of a train in motion. 

I looked for him in the morning when 
I got off at the station in Monroe, but 
I missed him in the crowd. Instead, 
there was Aunt Beth, beaming and 
waving, her hat slightly askew. Aunt 
Beth was my father's older sister, but 
her vivacity and the fun she got out of 
life made her seem much younger. "My 
dear," she said as she kissed me, "you 
look -glowing. You must have en- 
joyed your trip." 

I laughed shakily. "I don't know if 
enjoyed is the right word, Aunt Beth. 
I met Rick on the train." 

LATER, after breakfast in her sunny 
dining room, I told her all about 

Rick and me, from the beginning. She'd 
known about my marriage, of course, 
but only sketchily, from letters. She 
was silent for a moment after I'd fin- 
ished. Then she looked at me keenly 
and asked, "You're still in love with. 
him, aren't you ?" 

I just looked at her. I'd never thought 
of not loving Rick, or of his not lov- 
ing me. It was an unalterable fact to 
me that, once established, was forever 
true. After he'd left town, I'd lived 
from day to day, beginning to see our 
little tragedy in a new perspective, 
learning to balance the opinions of 
Beau Clear against the things my heart 
remembered. It never occurred to me 
that our marriage might be ended. It 
had begun hastily and badly, but I felt 
all along that some day, when the time 
was right, we'd be together again. And 
as for Rick -the very fact that he 
hadn't got in touch with me seemed 
proof enough that he didn't want our 
separation to be final. 

Aunt Beth smiled. She had her an- 
swer in my face. "He -knows where 
to reach you ?" 

"Oh, yes," I answered. "He knows 
I'm with you, and he'll be able to find 
you easily enough." 

"Good," she said. "I like your Rick, 
from what you've told me about him, 
and I'd like to meet him." 

For a while it seemed that she 
wouldn't get her wish. That day passed, 
and the next, and then a third, and 
still Rick hadn't called. True, we were 
out a lot, but each time we returned 
to the house, something in the flat 
silence of the rooms told me that he 
hadn't telephoned. But I couldn't be 
depressed; even that bit of intuition en- 
couraged me. I felt close to Rick 
again; it was like the time when I'd 
first met him, when the hours away 
from him had been filled with a de- 
licious, unbearable suspense, when I'd 
been certain that he would call, yet not 
sure as to just when. 

When the telephone did ring for me, 
I knew before I answered that Rick's 
voice would come over the wire. "Are 
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you free tonight," he asked, "for din- 
ner at the Palms ?" . 

I crossed one hand over the other on 
the phone to keep them from shaking, 
and in a voice as controlled as his own 
I told him that I was. I listened with 
impatience to the explanations that he 
seemed to think I expected as to why 
he hadn't called before. Now that I'd 
heard from him, I was anxious for 
him to hang up, anxious to be getting 
ready for the dinner that was still 
hours away. 

It was a strange' evening. On the 
surface it was gay, filled with light 
talk and laughter and little jokes, and 
underneath -I didn't know what it was. 
Rick picked me up at the house and 
chatted a while with Aunt Beth, and 
then we went on to the Palms, a res- 
taurant very different from the lunch 
counters which had served us in Beau 
Clair. Here we danced to a ten -piece 
orchestra and watched a floor show, 
and talked. I took my cue from Rick -our talk was about ourselves, but in 
the present, as if we'd met for the 
first time on the train. Once or twice, 
when I spoke of someone we'd known 
in Beau Clair, Rick showed a polite, 
detached interest, as if he'd never met 
the person. When the orchestra played 
One Hour Tonight in a medley, and I 
dared to remark that they were play- 
ing old tunes, Rick replied shortly, 
"Some of them do hang on." 

IWAS sick with disappointment, and 
then the solution came to me. Rick 

was simply taking his time. We'd been 
hasty once, and we'd been sorry for 
it. Now we were proceeding more 
slowly and surely, getting to know 
each other all over again. Besides, 
he'd told me that he was joining the 
Army soon, that the trip he'd just 
taken was to clear up some of the sta- 
tion's business in Chicago. The fact 
of his going away stuck in my mind 
like a sign post. Surely, he wouldn't 
leave with things unsettled between 

After that I saw Rick almost every 
night, and each time we played the 
game of being acquaintances who 
shared no common memories. I made 
myself be content, and in a way I was. 
I'd missed so much more than I'd re- 
alized; now it was enough to be with 
him, to hear his voice and to watch 
the smile break from the corners of 
his eyes, to look up from the table and 
see his face, and know that I wasn't 
dreaming. It was enough to catch his 
face unguarded for an instant, and to 
be reassured that this strangeness was 
only make -believe. 

The telephone rang late one night, 
after midnight. I was in bed, but I 
wasn't asleep. I hadn't heard from 
Rick that day, and I was lying awake, 
thinking about him. I answered quick- 
ly before the repeated ringing should 
wake Aunt Beth. 

Marilyn ?" His voice identified me, 
cautiously. 

"Yes, Rick -" 
"Did I wake you up ?" 
As if that were important! "No-" 
There was silence. Then -"It's a rest- 

less night," he said. 
A spring breeze dimpled the window 

curtains, pressed the thin stuff of my 
night gown. I began to tremble vio- 
lently, although the air was warm. 
Rick was suddenly brisk. "I've just 
come from a farewell party the station 
fellows gave me, and I don't feel ready 
to go home. I thought -would you 
like to go for a ride ?" 

I nodded, forgetting that hé couldn't 
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YOU, TOO, CAN HAVE 
A BEAUTIFUL NOSE! 

..Nobody today need ge through 
life with the handicap of e 
badly shaped nose. disfigured 
features or blemishes. Get your 
copy of YOUR NEW FACE IS 
YOUR FORTUNE". See how 
Plastic Surgery quickly. easily 
reshapes ugly noses, sels back 
protruding ears. Learn bow 

SCIENCE "takes years off" the prematurely - 
aged face. corrects scrawny necks, double chins. 
excessive wrinkles, scars, birthmarks, a lc." YOUR 
NEW FACE IS YOUR FORTUNE ". written by a 
famous plastic surgeon, will be sent post -paid 
in o private wrapper. for only 25e. Address: 
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THIS FRAGILE THING 

CALLED 

A revealing story of an 
unhappy wife ... prob- 
ably not as wise as you ... nevertheless you 
may ask yourself, 
"Could I be Ellen ?" 

ThiHEY had started marriage with such 
gh hopes ... pretty Ellen and her hand- 

some Don! They had known that love is 
as fragile as it is precious. They had prom- 

ised that even the slightest misunderstanding 
would be frankly talked over and cleared up. 
And they had kept that promise until now! 

But now, here was Ellen, in misery and de- 
spair ... Here was Don, aloof and silent .. . 
Something she couldn't even understand had 
come between ... Something Don stubborn- 
ly refused to discuss .. . 

Doc'roRS KNOW that too many women still 
do not have up -to -date information about 
certain physical facts. And too many who 
think they know have only half- knowledge. 
So, they still rely on ineffective or dangerous 
preparations. 

You have a right to know about the impor- 
tant medical advances made during recent 
years in connection with this intimate prob- 
lem. They affect every woman's health and 
happiness. 

And so, with the cooperation of doctors 
who specialize in women's medical problema, 
the makers of Zonite have just published an 
authoritative new book, which dearly ex- 
plains the facts. (See free book offer below.) 

You SHOULD, however, be warned here about 
two definite threats to happiness. First, the 
danger of infection present every day in every 
woman's life. Second, the most serious de- 
odorization problem any woman has ... one 
which you may not suspect. And what to use 
is so important. That's why you ought to 
know about Zonite antiseptic. 

Usan IN THE DOUCHE (as well as for a simple 
every-day routine of external protection) 
Zonite is both antiseptic and deodorant. 
Zonite deodorizes, not by just masking, but 
by actually destroying odore. Leaves no 
lasting odor of its own. 

Zonite also immediately kills all germs and 
bacteria with which it comes in contact. Yet 
contains no poisons or acida. No other type 
of liquid antiseptic -germicide is more power- 
ful, yet so safe. Your druggist has Zonite. 
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For Every Woman's 
Most Serious Deodorant Problem 

FREE 
BOOK 

Just Published 
Reveals new 

findings every 
woman should 

know about! 

This new, frankly -written book reveals up-to-date findings about an 
intimate problem every woman should understand. Sent in plain 
envelope. Mail coupon to Dept. 944 -W, Zonite Products 
COI tion, 370 Lexington Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 
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see me. Then I said, "Yes," and it was 
difficult to get the word past the pulse 
beat in my throat. Rick's voice was 
portentous, a little mysterious. This 
night, I knew with a strange certainty, 
would be different from the others. 

I dressed, and a little later Rick's car 
stopped before the house. I was watch- 
ing for him, and I slipped quietly down 
the steps to meet him. He took my 
hand, helped me into the car, and then 
we were rolling down the silent streets. 
He hadn't said a word, but in his eyes 
was a kind of dark brilliance that sent 
my blood racing through my veins. 

At the Park, Rick stopped the car, 
and got out and held the door for me 
with a little bow. 

"Rick, what -" 
He smiled charmingly. "I said we'd 

ride -but in a hansom cab. Something 
different for my goodbye." 

It was, as he'd said, a restless night. 
Still on the surface except for the 
vagrant little breeze, but full of little 
murmurings and misty, shifting moon- 
light and flickering, indistinct shadows 
Full of a soft compulsion. We didn't 
deny it. Some deep, hidden knowledge 
told me that time had completed a cir- 
cle, and Rick and I were together again, 
and the waiting was over. In the cab 
Rick's arms closed around me; his 
shoulders cut off the erect, top- hatted 
figure of the driver, and as his lips 
found mine, the clopping of the horse's 
hoofs, all sight and sound were blotted 
out in the dear, remembered, long - 
wanted nearness of him. 

I DON'T know how long we rode. All 
IL I knew was that I was back where I 
belonged, and Rick's kisses, and the 
gentle, imperative touch of his hands, 
and his stumbling words of endearment 
were telling me so. Then I heard him 
give an address to the driver, and I 
roused myself from the depths of his 
arms and returned to the practical 
world long enough to remind him, 
"Rick, your car -" 

He pressed me back on his shoulder. 
"I live right next to the Park. I can 
pick it up any time." 

The cab turned into the city streets, 
and after a block or so we stopped 
before an apartment building. Rick 
handed me down with a little flourish 
and paid the driver, and led me inside. 
I followed him through the lobby, up a 
flight of carpeted stairs, down a hall. 
My eyes were avidly curious of the 
smallest detail, down to the pattern of 
the carpet, the polished brass knobs 
on the white doors. This was where 
Rick lived. Then he was unlocking a 
door, letting me in, switching on a 
light, helping me remove my coat. He 
bent to give me a quick kiss. "Wel- 
come," he said. He didn't add the word 
home, but I felt that it was there. 

He knelt to light a fire in the fire- 
place, and I curled up in a corner of 
the couch, looking around me. It was 
a pleasant room, a palace compared to 
the Beau Clair Hotel. There were deep 
chairs, long casement windows across 
one end; the polished sides of a grand 
piano reflected the first rising tongue 
of flame. 

The fire blazed up brightly. Rick 
snapped off the light and came over 
to sit beside me. "Happy ?" he asked. 

I put my hand over his. "So happy, 
Rick -" 

For a long time we sat there, our 
arms around each other, Rick's cheek 
against my hair, not speaking. I gave 
myself up to a contentment that was 
as deep and sweet as sleep when one is 
very tired. We didn't have to say any- 



thing. Rick had brought me home. 
The fire died down. Rick stirred, 

rose. "I'll be back in a minute -" His 
voice seemed to trail vaguely away as 
he went into the other room. 

I heard a door opening and closing, 
the clink of glass on glass, the sound 
of running water. In a moment, Rick 
came out again, fastening the cord of 
a lounging robe at his waist. He 
crossed the room and as he stood be- 
fore me, looking down, I thought that 
he swayed a little toward me. Then 
suddenly I realized what it was -Rick 
was drunk. He must have had a great 
deal of liquor at the party, and the 
warmth of the room hadn't helped. 
Now he'd had more. 

He was smiling at me. "What's the 
matter, Marilyn ?" 

"Rick, you -" 
He moved suddenly, reaching out a 

hand to my wrist to pull me to my 
feet, into his arms. 

"Rick!" 
"What's the matter, Marilyn ?" 
I couldn't speak. In one convulsive 

movement I twisted away from him. 
For a moment I stared at him, and then 
I closed my eyes, unwilling to admit 
what I saw in his. Rick was drunk with 
a purpose -drunk enough to do what 
decency would have prevented his do- 
ing when he was sober. For Rick 
hadn't brought me home. This wasn't 
to be the beginning of a new life to-. 
gether, I knew now. He'd brought me 
here for a very different reason - 

"Now, Marilyn, don't be-" 
He stook a step toward me, reaching. 

I slipped past him, ran into the bed- 
room and closed the door. 

HE didn't follow and after a minute 
I crossed over to the bed and sank 

down on it, weak with nausea, praying 
that Rick would let me alone until the 
sickness had passed. After a while my 
stomach stopped churning, my head 
cleared, and I sat in rigid silence, wait- 
ing for a sound from the other room. 
None came; as the moments passed my 
muscles relaxed of their own accord, 
and I leaned back against the pillow. 

In my mind, in my heart, was a 

AUGUST RADIO MIRROR 

ON SALE 

Wednesday, July 12th 

Necessities of war have made transportation 
difficult. To help lighten the burden, RADIO 
MIRROR will be on the newsstands each month 
at a slightly later date. RADIO MIRROR 
for August will go on sale Wednesday, July 
12th. The same applies to subscription copies 
-they are mailed on time, but they may reach 
you a little late. So please be patient) 

IF I COULD UVE IN AN ELECTRIC LIGHT BULB, I MIGHT 

BE SAFE FROM GERMS THAT CAUSE SKIN RASHES: 
BUT I CAN'T, SO MOMMY PROTECTS ME WITH 

BABY POWDER THAT'S ANTISEPTIC ... MENNEN. 

Germs often cause common baby skin troubles such as prickly heat, diaper rash. To 
protect baby, best powder is Mennen. More antis.pticl Round photos above prove it. 
Centers of plates contain 3 leading baby powders. In gray areas, germs thrive; but in 
dark band around Mennen powder (far right), germ growth has been prevented! 

LOOK HOW I ALWAYS MOVE MY ARMS AND LEGS 
AROUND -UM WHEN I'M IN MY SWING. BOY, AM I GLAD 

MOMMY PROTECTS ME FROM CHAFING WITH THE 
POWDER THAT'S SMOOTHEST. . . MENNEN. 

Which baby powder is smoothest is proved by round photos above; they show 3 
leading baby powders seen thru microscope. Mennen (far right) is smoother, finer in 
texture. That's due to special "hammerizing" process which makes Mennen Baby 
Powder the beat protection against chafing. Delicate new scent keeps baby lovelier. 

3 out of 4 doctors said in survey -baby powder 
should be antiseptic. It is if it's MENNEN. 
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PIMPLES 7" 

(Duo to irritating ehemiub) 

You don't need to offend 
your armpits to avoid 
off ending others! A new - 
type deodorant -Yodora 
-is made entirely with- 
out irritating metallic 
salts! Actually soothing 
to normal skins. 

CREAM 
GOES CRAM)? 

Now you can end this 
waste! Yodora never 
dries and grains. Yodora - because it is made 
with a cream base - 
stays smooth as a fine 
face cream to the last! 

M0 STIFF 
7O SPREAD,, 

Such creams are out- 
moded forever by 
Yodora. Soft, delicate, 
exquisite -Yodora feels 
like whipped cream. 
Amazing -that such a 
fragrant, lovely cream 
can give such effective 
powerful protection. 

Frankly, we believe you won't 
even finish your present supply 
of deodorant once you try differ- 
ent Yodora. So much lovelier! 
Yet you get powerful protection. 
Yodora never fades or rots 
clothes -has been awarded Seal 
of Approval of the Better Fabrics 
Testing Bureau, Inc. In tubes or 
jars, IO¢, 30¢, 60¢. McKesson & 

Robbins, Bridgeport, Conn. 
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Because since Pearl Harbor, bottlers 
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with our cases to your regular dealer as 
fast as you empty us. Besides helping 
both dealer and bottler, you'll get back 
your bottle deposit. 
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greater darkness -revulsion, and con- 
tempt, and bitter disappointment, hurt 
beyond the relief of tears, utter bewild- 
erment. Rick -Rick had just tried to 
hurt me in the cruelest way he knew. 
He'd planned it; it had been in the 
back of his mind all evening, perhaps 
longer, perhaps from the day he'd met 
me on the train. I remembered eva- 
sions he'd made, the deliberate narrow- 
ing of our conversation to the present, 
with no past and no future.... Still I 
didn't understand. The man who'd 
brought me to his apartment tonight 
couldn't have been the man who'd 
loved me, who'd been my husband. 

I HALF -FORGOT Rick's immediate 
presence while my mind went back a 

long way, searching, remembering. Back 
to the Castle Gardens, to a country 
church, and the Beau Clair Hotel, and 
to the autumn night when Rick had 
come to take me away with him... . 

I couldn't believe the answer. Could 
I have hurt Rick so much when I re- 
fused to leave Beau Clair with him? 
Had I given his pride and his self -re- 
spect such a wound that it had never 
healed? I had to believe it. Too clear- 
ly now I saw that Rick hadn't been 
living the months between with the 
thought of coming back to me eventu- 
ally, of rebuilding our marriage. No- 
he'd been carrying such a burden of 
bitterness and resentment that he'd 
never wanted,to see me again -until he 
had seen me, and I had given him his 
chance to humiliate me and make me 
suffer as he had suffered. 

The apartment was breathlessly still. 
Fearfully I got' up, opened the door 
an inch and looked into the other 
room. The fire was only an ember, but 
the moonlight came in through the 
casement windows like a pale gray 

veil. It filled the room, fell on a re- 
cumbent figure on the couch. Rick 
was sound asleep. 

I went to the closet, stealthily took 
my coat from the hanger -and then I 
looked back at Rick. In sleep he didn't 
look like a man who hated me, who'd 
tried to revenge himself upon me. His 
hair was tumbled in dark curls on his 
forehead. In sleep he looked like a 
tired child. 

The coat slipped from my hands, 
slithered to a heap on the floor. I 
knew that I ought to pick it up and 
put it on and go out and find a taxi to 
take me back to Aunt Beth's -and I 
couldn't. If I left this room it would 
mean that I'd never see Rick again. 

I picked up the coat, draped it on a 
chair. Indecisively I moved around the 
room, looking at Rick's things, touch- 
ing the piano, peering to read the 
titles of books in the semi -dark. In 
the bedroom I switched on a lamp, saw 
the liquor bottle standing on the 
dresser beside a pair of silver- backed 
brushes and a tooled leather box. 

IOPENED the closet door, and a light 
went on automatically. I was about 

to shut it again when something 
stopped me-a bit of scuffed leather at 
the back, the corner of a suitcase. I went 
in and lifted the pile of old clothes that 
covered it. It was my own suitcase, 
one that had been too ancient and too 
worthless to take with me when I'd left 
the hotel in Beau Clair. The lock 
creaked open at my touch, and a collec- 
tion of forgotten things met my eyes 
-an old cotton dress, a pair of worn 
sandals, hairpins, a faded ribbon, a red 
satin heart that had held candy . . . 

Rick had kept _everything I'd left 
at the shabby hotel that had been our 
home. They were worthless things, 



but they told me all I needed to know. 
I closed the bag, restored it to its 

place and covered it with the clothes. 
Then I went back to stand beside Rick, 
and all of the bitterness and the be- 
wilderment in my heart was melted in 
a drenching flood of tenderness. I saw 
not just Rick now, but his whole life, 
saw how vulnerable he was, and how 
fiercely he had to defend what he had. 
And he had so little -the rented apart- 
ment, expensive according to Beau 
Clair standards, but a glorified furnished 
room neverthless, a few personal be- 
longings, like the silver brushes and 
the books -and beyond that, nothing. 

I knew then why I couldn't leave 
him. Rick and I had nothing, were 
nothing, if we weren't together. To- 
gether, we'd had our love, and it was 
real, and infinitely precious and living, 
although we'd done much to destroy it. 
Because Rick still loved me-I knew 
that now, knew also that the things a 
man makes himself think and the things 
his heart tells him are often very dif- 
ferent. I had to stay, had to take a 
chance, for the sake of both of us, on 
his admitting that he needed me. 

Gingerly, so as not to disturb him, 
I let myself down on the couch beside 
him. He stirred, murmured in his 
sleep, burrowed closer to me. I put 
my arm around him lightly and lay 
tense, hardly daring to breathe. Then 
my eyes closed, and I fell asleep with 
Rick clinging to me as if to life itself. 

Sunlight woke me in the morning. 
Sunlight, and a half -realized panic at 
finding myself alone. Then I turned 
my head and saw Rick sitting in the 
chair opposite the couch. He was 
dressed and shaved, but there were 
tired lines around his mouth, and his 
eyes were very sombre. 

"What -what time is it ?" I asked. 

He ignored the question. "Why did 
you stay here, Marilyn ?" 

I shrank into the corner of the couch. 
The moment had come, and now I 
couldn't find the courage to meet it. 
"Because -" and then it came out in a 
rush, "because I wanted to. Because 
I want to be with you -always." 

His lips tightened spasmodically. 
"That's impossible -" 

He stared at me, and then he got up 
and walked stiffly over to the windows. 
I huddled in my corner, not daring to 
as much as look at his turned back. My 
throat was dry, and my heart began 
a slow, painful thudding back and 
forth -I'd won, I'd lost, Rick wanted 
me, Rick would send me away -I would 
have fled, but I hadn't the strength. 

Then he turned and came over to 
me, and my thudding heart stopped at 
the look on his face. "My darling," he 
began haltingly, "if you can forgive -" 

He never did finish that sentence. 
Suddenly he was on his knees, press- 
ing his face against my side, and my 
arms were around him, and there was 
something that was like music in the 
room. A love song that had started on 
a summer night was heard again. It 
was a fragile little tune, but one that 
would go on forever. 

John J. Anthony symbolizes to those who 
have problems which seem too great for 
solution, a kindly, intelligent, sympathetic 
listener. That is the purpose of the Good 
Will Hour. Mr. Anthony is an able domes- 
tic relations counsellor as well as a humani- 
tarian, so that his advice combines authen- 
ticity with common sense. For drama that 
is exciting and heart -warming because it is 
true, listen to the Good Will Hour, Sundays 
at 10:15 P. M. EWT, over Mutual. 
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4 AVOID 
MONTHLY 
SUFFERING! 

Just take i to 4 tablespoons of Dr. 
Siegert's Angostura Bitters in a little 
water-hot, or cold. Its gentle relief 
helps make difficult days easier to 
bear. Pleasant to take, not habit -form- 
ing. Get Angostura at your druggist's. 

"The Work 
I Love" 

AND $25 to $35 A WEEK! 
'I'm TRAIN 

D 
PRACTICAL 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF 
NURSING for training me. at home. in my spare 
time. for this well-paids 
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Have Faith in Me 
Continued from page 29 

him, and it was pleasant to see the con- fidence in the set of his shoulders, the 
way he carried his head, the calm as- 
surance of his voice as 'he found the papers he wanted, and began to dictate. 
There is something exciting about cer- tainty in a man -something masculine 
and strong, something to depend on, to keep you from feeling torn a thousand 
different ways by conflicting thoughts 
and questions. The way I'd felt today. Perhaps, I realized suddenly, I'd been like that ever since John died. For John had had that quality of certainty, 
and I'd always depended on him to tell 
me what to do. 

In a way Jay Ransom was like John. 
It came to me swiftly, as I watched the 
sure way Jay's hands moved as he 
spread papers out on the desk. He even 
looked like John! They both had dark 
hair, thick and curling, and a strong, 
fine nose, and brown 'eyes with the 
same shining intensity. He was so like John -dearest, dearest John . . . 

"Write to the Hub Service Corpora- 
tion, attention B. Angotto," Jay was 
saying. He frowned down at a sheet 
of paper on which a few lines were 
scribbled. "We are in receipt of your 
letter of the 14th, and wish to assure 
you that shipments about which you 
inquire are scheduled for early delivery. 
But we must emphasize again that the great hazards and difficulties of opera- 
tion under current circumstances make 
occasional delays inevitable. If we can 
be sure -" 
I WAS hardly hearing what he dic- 
1. Instead, I was listening only 
to the crisp, authoritative tone of his 
voice and staring at the dark frowning 
brows so like John's. Of course there 
were great differences between his face 
and John's especially about the mouth 
and jaw. But for a queer minute sit- 
ting there looking at Jay Ransom, Ì had 
the feeling I was with John again, and - 

I felt a strange excitement. 
He must have known, for he looked 

up suddenly and the frown was gone. 
His lips curved in a smile, and his eyes 
shone as if with an excitement like 
mine. He leaned across the table. "Do 
you know what you need ?" he asked 
in a quite different tone -not crisp and 
business -like but soft and very gentle. 

I shook my head, waiting, suddenly 
breathless. 

"You need a little rest. You're work- 
ing too hard. Tonight you must come 
out with me and have a decent din- 
ner and relax a little. If you don't, 
you're headed for troublg." 

It was the way he put it that made 
the invitation so compelling. He'd asked 
me to go out with him before, and so 
had others, and I had never even con- 
sidered going. But to have him think 
of me, want to take care of me-Oh, it 
was what I wanted desperately. My 
lips tried to form the words of refusal, 
but my voice wouldn't come. 

You can't hesitate with a man like 
Jay Ransom. He saw the wish in my 
eyes. He said, "Meet me at six in the 
Palm Lounge." And then he went on 
dictating, never giving me a chance 
to argue. And I didn't. I couldn't. 

After all, why shouldn't I go? I asked 
myself, dressing that night. As Connie 
had said, what was the use of sitting 
out the war waiting for a man who'd 
probably forgotten you? And even if 
Larry hadn't forgotten me, what harm 
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was there in eating dinner with Jay 
Ransom? Larry was probably eating 
plenty of dinners with Enid. And Jay 
was right. If I didn't get out, get away 
from my thoughts a while, I'd be sick. 
Oh, I found plenty of reasons that 
served to stifle all the prickings of my 
conscience which reminded me that I 
had never gone out with another man 
since I'd been engaged to Larry. 

But even those little murmurings of 
conscience seemed silly and foolish an 
hour later. It was so pleasant, sitting 
there with Jay on the deep, leather - 
cushioned seat in a corner of the Palm 
Room. I sipped the glass of sherry 
which Jay had laughingly "prescribed" 
slowly, and listening to Jay's entertain - 
ing talk I felt a warm glow of well- 
being spread through me. 

Jay seemed to read my thouhts. 
"Having a good time, little Linda?" 

"Oh, yes, I told him, smiling up at 
him. He seemed more handsome than 
ever then, the rosy light of the shaded 
table lamp softening his face as he 
smiled an answer to mine. 

"It's the best I can do for you here," 
he said. "But when you come up. to 
Boston, I can show you more places - 
places you'll love." 

"This may not seem much to you," 
I told him. "You've been everywhere. 
But I love it here. I've been here only 
once before -" I stopped, remembering 
the day. I'd been frightened and home- 
sick when John had brought me up to 
school, and he'd taken me to dinner 
here to cheer me up. And he had said, 
"Here is your chance to prove your- 
self. Now you must learn to do a job 
that really counts." 

WHO did you come here with ?" Jay 
asked, and I thought that some of 

the brightness went out of his voice, 
some of the pleasure out of his eyes. 
Why, he really cares about me, I 
thought. He really cares that I came 
here with someone before, and was 
happy here -someone not himself. The 
feeling warmed my heart to him. 

"My brother brought me," I an- 
swered. 

"Only a brother ?" 
I nodded. "But he was wonderful." 
"Was ?" Jay's tone was instantly 

kinder. He laid his hand over mine, so 
gently that I felt the tender protective- 
ness in the gesture like a tangible cloak 
to shield me from hurt. "Tell me about 
your brother, Linda." 

That was what I had needed, more 
than anything -just someone to whom 
I could tell the things that were locked 
up in me so tightly, they hurt. I told 
him of my childhood, how John had 
always.stood by me, how patiently he'd 
taught me everything I knew. I told 
him of John's wonderful certainty, his 
faith in his ideals, and how they'd car- 
ried him to leadership so surely that 
he could have led his men anywhere, 
made them do anything. And how he 
had followed his principles straight to 
his death, in the Send. "He sent the 
others over the side," I told Jay proud- 
ly. "He even lifted one man out who 
was too badly hurt to jump, and 
that man's well now, in a German 
prison camp. But John stayed to try 
to save the plane, and he was too 
late -" 

Jay's hand held mine hard. His eyes 
narrowed and his jaw set so tight that 
it pressed a deep cleft in one cheek. I 
remember noticing that then, occupied 
as I was by my own thoughts. John 
had had that cleft, too. It had been a 
dimple when he was a little boy. 

"You don't know how that makes 
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me feel," Jay said in a low voice. Sit- 
ting here safe in this country hearing 
about another man who did a man's 
job." 

"Alit yours is a man's job, too" I pro- 
tested. 'I mean, all the war industries 
need alcohol. If you help get it pro- 
duced and distributed you're doing 
your part." 

He said seriously, "That makes me 
feel a lot better. You can't imagine 
what it does to a man to be turned 
down by everybody right up to the As- 
sistant Secretary of War himself. You 
begin to agree with the general opinion 
that you're no good. You begin to wish 
that the accident you had long ago had 
finished the job instead of just smash- 
ing your knee -" 

"Don't say that," I protested, and 
now my hand was pressing his, urgent- 
ly. "You mustn't even think such 
things! Because it's wrong," I told 
him earnestly. "It's not. your fault 
you hurt your knee." 

HIS hand tightened on mine and he 
smiled. "You're sweet," he said. 

"How did your parents happen to 
let you do such dangerous things ?" 
I asked, trying to find a safe subject. 

"Parents ?" He laughed, a brief, bitter 
sound: "I never knew I had any 
parents." 

"Didn't you ?" I asked quickly. "Mine 
died, too, before I could remember 
them." 

"Mine didn't die," he told me. "They 
were just too busy with their own af- 
fairs. They just let me go my own way 
and work things out for myself. Mother 
and Dad thought that if they gave me 
an allowance, and got me out of their 
way, by sending me to good schools, 
they'd done their part." 

"Oh!" I was shocked. I had thought 
my childhood pretty bleak, with my 
grim uncle and aunt out on our poor 
farm, but I had had John. I never felt 
so sorry for anyone in my life as I did 
now for this handsome young man with 
the cynical smile twisting his mouth. 
He had had two parents and plenty 
of money, but he had not had the one 
thing that a child can't do without: 
love. I felt my hand tighten involun- 
tarily on his. "Don't," I said. "Don't 
look so-so bitter. There are lots of 
people in the world who are different. 
Who aren't so selfish -" 

He put his other hand over mine and 
clasped it in both his, and for a moment 
the somber look was gone from his eyes 
and his smile was eager. "I believe it 
when I'm with you," he said. "If you 
were with me, backing me up, believ- 
ing in me, I wouldn't care how hard I 
had to work, how tough the job I had 
to do. I'd know I could do anything, 
if you were near, if I- could come and 



talk to you when I needed you." 
"Needed me ?" I said the words aloud, 

wonderingly. It was so long since I had 
felt that anyone needed me! 

"Of course." There was a kind of 
hunger in his eyes that went straight 
to my heart. "Why do you think I've 
been coming to that school to give my 
dictation every time I come to town ?" 

"I -I didn't know." I tried to make 
my voice light. "I thought perhaps 
it was some private business, something 
that hadn't anything to do with your 
father's company, or something like 
that -if I thought about it at all.' 

"No -no, of course not. Linda - 
Linda, I came to see you. I came be- 
cause I had to, after that first time, 
even though it was obvious that I didn't 
matter at all to you." 

I didn't know what to say. It was 
frightening, in a way, because for a long 
time, longer than ever before, I had 
forgotten Larry. And now I remem- 
bered him. I remembered him, and 
my heart asked me what I was doing 
here, with another man, letting him 
make love to me-for that was virtually 
what he was doing, wasn't it? Wasn't 
that what he meant -? And now, what 
could I say to him? 

But I was saved from answering that, 
for Jay was speaking again, and the 
urgency which had made his voice 
rough was gone. He was looking at 
me with eyes that were tender. 

"I'm sorry -but it's only because I 
want so much to have you with me, 
Linda. Won't you come to Boston ?" 

ISHOOK my head, looking into his 
intent face with real regret. I felt a 

sudden longing to get away, to escape 
from all my doubts and questions, to 
plunge into life in the city where I 
could forget myself in work that really 
counted, for someone who needed me. 
But I said, "We made a plan, you see, 
that I should finish school here. And 
so I'll have to stick it out, until -" 

I broke off. Until Larry gives the 
word, was what I meant. But what if 
Larry didn't give the word? What 
if he didn't want me? I pushed the 
thought away. I had just been imag- 
ining things. Sitting here in this cozy 
room eating a good dinner, my mood of 
the afternoon seemed unreal. How 
could I have doubted Larry? As I 
thought the words, his face flashed sud- 
denly before me a picture as real and 
living as if he were standing there -his 
blue eyes clear and open as the sky, 
his face gay and young and decent! 
How could he be anything but honest? 
How could I have read anything so 
sinister and deceitful into the simple 
words of that hasty letter which had 
not been in any sense an answer to my 
question? The real answer would be 
coming soon, and it would be so clear 
and satisfying that I'd laugh at all my 
foolish timid doubts. 

"Until what ?" Jay was asking, study- 
ing me intently. "Until I convince 
you ?" 

I shook my head again, smiling. "No," 
I said firmly. "Until I've kept my part 
of the agreement." 

He didn't say any more about it, 
but just talked on easily, gaily, of the 
adventures he had had. I listened, 
fascinated, sometimes unbelieving and 
sometimes shocked. For I had never 
met anyone before who had never had 
to curb even the wildest of his youth- 
ful impulses. In him the boy's thirst 
for excitement had been intense, but 
unlike others he was not stopped by 
loving parents or even by the discip- 
line of careful training. And he had 

DON'T PUT UP WITH THE 

TORMENT OF SIMPLE PILES 

USE PAZO! 

4 !6 

2 

YOU WERE RIGHT! PAIO 
RELIEVED THE PAIN, PROMPTLY 

Don't just suffer the agonizing pain, torture, itching of 
simple piles. Remember, 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 
I. Soothes inflamed areas- relieves pain and itching. 2. Lu. 
bricates hardened, dried parts -helps prevent cracking . 

and soreness. 3. Tends to reduce swelling and check bleed- 
ing. 4. Provides a quick and easy method of application. 

Special Pile Pipe for Easy Application 
PAZO ointment has a specially designed, perforated Pik 
Pipe, making application simple and thorough. (Some 
persons, and many doctors, prefer to use suppositories, so 

PAZO is also made in suppository form.) 
Get Relief with PAZO Ointment! 

Ask your doctor about wonderful PAZO ointment and 
the soothing, blessed relief it gives for simple piles. Get 
PAZO ointment from your druggist today! 

The Grove Laboratories, Inc., St. Louis, Mo. 

Don't be miserable -get right after 
the pain ... swelling ... soreness of a 
simple sprain, bruise, wrenched muscle 
or similar injury with Moist Heat. Apply 
an ANTIPHLOGISTINE Poultice comfort- 
ably hot and feel the Moist Heat go right 
to work on that sore spot. The Moist 
Heat of an ANTIPHLOGISTINE Poultice 
relieves the pain, swelling and soreness ... limbers up the injured area . . . 

works for several hours. 

-Keep ANTIPHLOGISTINE handy in your 
medicine cabinet for these common 
everyday injuries. Get a tube or can 
from your druggist right now. 

. . 

(Aunty-Flo) 

REDUCE -This Common Sense Way 
If you are overweight send for Sylvia of Hollywood's 128 
page Illustrated book No More Alibis and learn how to 
reduce ugly fat quickly and safely. Only 25e postpaid. 
Bartholomew House. Inc.. Dept. RM -744, 205 E. 42nd 
Street. New York 17. N. Y. 

LEARN NURSING AT HOME 
High svhoot not necessary. No age limit 
Send for FREE "Nursing Facts" and mewls 
lesson 

Post Oraduate 
Earn 

N Hospital 
lumens. 

ISI 
NON 

160 N. Wacker Drive. ChISSYe. 11111101. 

FOR QUICK RELIEF FROM 

HEADACHES 
NEUR4I4IC it MUJC4lAR PAW 

10 C 
AND 

2S. 
USE AS 

DIRECTED 

SAY GOODBYE TO THAT 

CORN: 
How to get instant relief from 

painful pressure and remove corn 
Stop home -paring; that "shaves off" the top, 
usually leaves the core behind! Instead, use 
Blue -Jay! It does 2 things: the soft pad gives in- 
stant relief from pressure pain; the medication 
loosens the corn so it can be easily removed - 
including the core. Get Blue -Jay at any drug or 
toilet goods counter today! 

BLUe E-JAY 
.1. . . 

CORN 
PLASTERS 

BAHR A BLACK Divirion o/Tbr Kendall Company 

R 

M 

87 



ooD 
W IyTE N 

1 
o 

¡Uf 

H 

A 

N 

l 
M HA R 

el 
H Á1R 

REMOVER 
loveliest- alwayal 

Don't let superfluous hair spoil 

othegood o wh 
ADIEU 

behind yourback. 
Amazing ADIEU H it Remover, made 

entirely of safe, non -chemical natural in- 
gredienta, takes out unsightly, unwanted 
hair in a jiff y- without messy heat -and 
leaves your akin clean,velvety, baby- smooth -so you can wear the filmiest gowns, the 
scantiest bathing suits. the aheerest stock - Inge-or no stockings at all! You apply 
ADIEU cold right from the jar. In a few 
momenta the unsightly hair la out, not merely off. 
So Safe, a Baby Can Eat Itl 
Yes, the hair comes out -not merely off ! 
New hair meat grow before It reappears. 
ADIEU is hot a bleach, sand -paper, razor or clipper-no 'shaved- off" look stubby regrowth resulta more lasting. Pure, safe, natural Ingredients -no smelly, dangerous 
sulphides or chemicals. Positively NON- IRRITATING! Will not spoil, Used hyex- 
elusive Hollywood beauty salons catering 
to movie stars. You'll be delighted with 
how ADIEU takes OUT (not off) the un- wanted, superfluous hair frm face, arms, 
legs, bps, back of neck, eyebrows, etc. 
SEND NO MONETó oily :; 
medo,Wfsz.o deli éñ °Trr ItFe, - If not unused y oraturn portion and we re- fund money paid ualmmedls[ely. H all coupon. 

6513 N011ywooda d.. DST STAR PRODUC 2B CO. 

a FOUR STAR PRODUCTS CO., Dept. G -102, l 8513 Hollywoodp Blvd., Hollywood 28, 
Dept. 

1 PLAINPPÁCR AGEóvßa 
Jar of ADIEU HAIR REMOVER IN I 

pn Postman 62.00 plod PA.... and Ptlwi co.meti 
Thal. 

ar Tnxll 1 
pa áel.an. 
NAME 

A DURESS- - 

E 

CITY 
ADIEU Hair Remover N obtainable é from w , J 

t 

QUICK RELIEF 
FOR 

SUMMER 

TEETHING 

i 
EXPERIENCED Mothers know 

that summer teething must not 
be trifled with -that summer up- 
sets due to teething may seriously 
interfere with Baby's progress. 

Relieve your Baby's teething 
pains this summer by rubbing on 
Dr. Hand's Teething Lotion -the 
actual prescription of a famous 
Baby Specialist. It is effective and 
economical, and has been used 
and recommended by millions of 
Mothers. Your druggist has it. 

DR. HAND'S 
T E E T H I N G L O T I O N 

Just rub it on the gums 
Buy it from your druggist today 

Brenda -Will 
You Step Out 
With MeTonight? 

I know I've been an awful grouch not taking 
you any place lately. But after standing all day at 
my new job, my feet darn near killed me with cal- 
louses and burning. Now I've reformed -or rather 
my feet have - thanks to the Ice -Mint you advised. 
Never tried anything that seemed to draw the 
pain and Are right out so fast - and the way it 
helps soften callouses is nobody's business! Been 
able to get some extra overtime money - so what 
do you say, let's go dancing tonight. You can step 
on my Ice -Mint feet all you want. 

!e /Nadinola's 4-way actionbe /pyoa 
=Tv BLACKHEADS 
CLEAR UP 
EXTERNALLY CAUJEO PIMPLES 
L/GNTEN, 

DULDARK SKIN BR/6NTEN 

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 acts to lighten and 
brighten dark, dull akin -clear up externally 
caused pimples -fade freckles- loosen 
and remove blackheads. Used as directed, 
its special medicated ingredients help to 
clear and freshen your skin -make it creamy - 
white, satin -smooth. Start today to im- 
prove your complexion -buy Nadinola 
Cream! Just One treatment -size jar usually 
works wonders and costs only 55t -with 
money -back guarantee -trial size lot. Also -- 

SEND FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 
NADINOLA, Dept. 20, Paris, Tennessee 

Send me free and postpaid your new deluxe edl- 
floe Beauty Booklet, richly printed In full color, 
with actual photographs and swore proof of the 
wonderful results from just owe jar of Nadinola. 
Name 

a Addrew 

M City State 

88 

The medicated smoke of Dr. 
R. Schiffmann's ASTHMADOR 
aids in reducing the severity 
of asthmatic attacks - helps 
make breathing easier... 
ASTHMADOR is economical, 
dependable, uniform - its 
quality more than ever insured by 
rigid laboratory control of poten- 
cy. Use ASTHMADOR in powder, 
cigarette, or pipe mixture form. At 
any drugstore -try it today! 

Soothe the irrita- 
tion and soreness of 

simple piles or hemorrhoids with 
Unguentine Rectal Cones, made by 
the makers of famous UNGUENTINE. 

Sanitary ... Easy to Use and Inexpen- 
sive. If you do not get prompt relief, 
consult your physician. 
o t..r Your druggist will refund 
full purchase price if you are not satisfied. 

UNGUENTINE 
RECTAL CONES 

Iter V El Pal Olt 

plenty of money to carry out his esca- 
pades. And yet -even listening to his 
laughter as he told his tales -I was 
sorrier for him than I had been be- 
fore. I didn't quite know why. 

When we left the restaurant, we 
walked a while in the soft warm night, 
walked down to the river and stood 
watching the dark quiet water flow 
past us, on and on. My hand was still 
in his, and I wanted it to be there. I 
wanted to comfort him, for I knew, 
deep down in me, too deep for con- 
scious words, that he was the loneliest 
person I had ever met. 

As the clock struck ten, he said, 
sighing, "Now I must take you home, 
I suppose." 

"Yes," I told him. "We have to be 
in at ten -fifteen." 

"I can't bear to let you go." His 
voice was low and sad. He turned me 
to face him and looked deep into my 
eyes. "Sweet," he whispered. "Sweet, 
good person." What a strange thing 
for a lover to say! And yet I under- 
stood the need he had. And then he 
kissed me. But very gently, his lips 
soft on mine, just resting there quietly, 
tenderly, as if drawing comfort and 
rest from mine but not demanding any- 
thing more. I couldn't move away. I 
leaned against him, and I felt warm and 
different. As if I had found an escape 
from the bleak loneliness of the months 
behind me. I was almost sorry when 
he lifted his head and stood me off 
from him, blinking with a little smile 
as if dazed. "Don't let me do that 
again," he whispered. "Or I'll never be 
able to let you go." 

AND then he started walking very 
swiftly toward my dormitory, his 

hand drawing me along with him 
strongly. When we got to the steps the 
curfew bell was ringing inside. And all 
he said was, as he pushed me in, "If you 
decide to come to Boston and save 
my life, here's where you can reach 
me." He thrust a card into my hand. 
And then he was gone. 

I didn't look at the card. For when 
I got inside I saw something that made 
me forgot everything else. It was 
propped up against a vase on the hall 
table. And if I hadn't seen it, no one 
in the house would have let me miss it. 
A dozen voices called out from as many 
rooms, "Linda! There's a cable for 
you!" 

I think I didn't breathe at all as my 
fumbling fingers picked up the en- 
velope. For a terrible guilty fear was 
smothering me. What had happened 
to Larry while I was out drinking wine 
and eating dinner with Jay -even kiss- 
ing him? 

One of the girls had come to help 
me. I was leaning against the wall of 
the corridor, my knees shaking, the 
back pf my head cold with icy damp- 
ness. I couldn't see the words they 
were holding up for me to read. But 
at last, through the ringing, echoing 
sounds in my brain I could hear 
Martha's voice, clear enough for any- 
one in the house to understand: 

"CANCEL ALL PLANS. EXPLA- 
NATION FOLLOWS. LARRY." 

That was all! 
It was minutes before my whirling 

brain took in the meaning of that mes- 
sage. But then I knew. 

Larry wasn't dead. Larry wasn't 
hurt. Nothing had happened to him, 
except that he had stopped loving me. 

Well, I had my answer. And it was 
certainly clear. He had received my 
letter begging him to let me come to 
him. And apparently he had been ap- 



palled at the possibility. I could im- 
agine him showing my letter -my 
shameful pleading letter -to Enid, I 
could hear her clipped English accent 
as she answered his troubled questions: 
"You must act quickly, of course. Cut 
short the poor girl's suspense. Cable 
her at once, and then write fully, ex- 
plaining everything." 

I could see Larry's miserable strug- 
gle to word the cable, and I could see 
him toiling over the letter that would 
follow, trying to explain kindly and 
gently how it had happened that he had 
fallen in love with someone else. Oh, 
Larry would be kind. 

Well, I didn't want his kindness. I 
couldn't bear to wait for that final, care- 
fully worded letter. 

I lifted my head and looked around 
me at the girls' faces. I saw their ques- 
tioning raised eyebrows and I knew 
how hard they were trying to keep from 
saying I told you so. Even little Marr 
tha, standing beside me wrapped in her 
shabby bathrobe, looked sorry for me. 

I drew a long breath of utter sick 
misery. How could I stand it? How 
could I get through this night and all 
the other days and nights ahead of 
me? I clenched my fists at my side, 
trying to get back a little strength to 
climb those stairs, to hold up my head. 

Q`OMETHING was cutting the tight - 
clasped fingers of my right hand. I 

looked down and saw the card that 
Jay had given me. It was just a crum- 
pled bit of pasteboard, but suddenly it 
became big and important. 

I smoothed it out carefully and saw 
that he had given me telephone num- 
bers where I could reach him both 
here and in Boston. I turned suddenly 
and walked to the phone. I closed the 
booth door mechanically but I didn't 
really care who heard me. I lifted 
the receiver and I gave the number of 
Jay's father's house in Marshalltown. 

It was his voice that answered the 
phone. When he heard mine, his 
warmed with surprised pleasure. "Why, 
Linda. I was thinking of you, too." 

"Jay, do you still want me to go to 
Boston ?" 

"Of course. How could you doubt it, 
after tonight ?" 

"Well, I'm coming." My voice was 
breathless. "How soon do you want 
me to come, Jay ?" 

"As soon as you can. Linda, this is 
wonderful -" 

"Is tomorrow all right ?" 
"Why, of course, Linda, if you can 

make it so soon." 
"I can make it," I told him firmly. 

To be needed, to be loved ... that is 
what Linda wants more than anything 
else in the world. Larry had failed her - perhaps Jay Ransom is the answer 
to her need for someone to cling to. 
Or has Larry failed. Linda? Be sure to 
read the second instalment of this ex- 
citing serial in August RADIO MIRROR, 
on sale July 12th. 
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tl a HE NEW, miraculous, heatless permanent wave that Is 
J+sweeping the country like wildfire . . the permanent wave 

for which leading beauty salons from coast to coast charge 
from $15.00 to $25.00 and more . now at last available In this 
compact Home Kit for a mere fraction of these prices. 
Goodbye to the long, tiresome, 
tedious sessions of "having a per- 
manent" at your beauty salon. 
Goodbye to the heat, electricity, 
and driers that made the old 
fashioned wave so nerve -racking. 
Now, thanks to this ultra -modern 
EVER -BURL Home Rit, you can 
give your hair the treat of a 
breathtakingly lovely. REAL per- 
manent wave in your own bou- 
doir . easily, safely, in corn. 
plete, delightful relaxation. 

Entirely Different From 
Any You've Ever Seen 

Waving your hair the heatless, 
machineless EVER-VIAL way is 
effective and quick . not a 
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hours out of a busy day. The 
.EVER -BURL method gives your 
hair a real permanent wave . 
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fluffy, natural -looking waves and 
curls. 
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With the EVERRURL Home Kit 
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successful with all types and tex 
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bleached hair. Results last as long 
as a professional wave that 
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low price of this kit. 
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89 Flatbush Ave., Brooklyn 17, N. Y. 
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Insist on the genuine original EVER - 
HURL Home Rit, available only from 
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step directions, so easy to follow that 
even a child can understand them. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed or 
Money Bock 
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thrill of a real professional -type cold permanent wave, 
la your own home, this easy, modern, heatless way. 
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Home Kits with complete directions. I I 
must be completely satisfied or you will 
refund my money promptly. I 

D I enclose $1.98 in full payment for 
each kit. I 

D Please send C.O.D. Twill psy post- 
man on delivery plus poste /e. Save 
postage charges -send payment with 
order. I 

LEyer -Kurt Co., 89 Flatbush Ave., Brooklyn 17, N.Y. 
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Hollywood. Something new and different, 
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Money Back Guarantee. 
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HERE IN 
HOLLYWOOD, 

SLACKS 

CALL FOR 

HOLLY-PAX 

TAKE A TIP from Holly- 
wood-for smooth lines 
in slacks or any cos- 

tume, use Holly -Pax, internal protection 
originally created for the stars. This 
tiny tampon is amazingly comfortable - 
the secret's in the controlled eipansion. 
Purposely designed to require no appli- 
cator. And the only tampon spun from 
uncut surgical cotton - no short fibers 
to come loose. 12 for 20e; purse size, 
10e; economy package, 48 for 59c. At 
sanitary goods counters. 

HoUIq-Pax e° 41,. 
y_/r ®/fIO, Guaranteed oyb\ 

.!!N° y Good Housekeeping 

N'- (, 
Send for 
FREE booklet, 

New Forts You 
Should Know About 
Monthly Hygiene" 

Holly -Pox 
Box H -155. 

- Palma Station 
Hollywood 34, Callf. 

New thousands every day are 
switching to Sitroux Tissues. Be- 
cause they're proving three ways 
better: softer ... stronger . . . 

more absorbent! Try one thrifty 
box and you'll prefer Sitroux Tis- 
sues for colds, removing make -up 
and countless other uses. 

SAY 

SIT -TRUE 

ROUX 
TISSUES 

Wanderer, Come Home 
Continued from page 44 

"Have you asked him ?" I said. 
"Yes, often. But he seems to be 

rather reluctant . 

"I'll speak with him about it at sup- 
per tonight," I promised. 

Ted stammered and blushed when 
I mentioned the choir. 

"Why I ... I would like to ... only 
. . .. well, would you and Mr. Morgan 
want me to ?" 

"Of course, Ted, we would be proud 
of you," I said. 

"Well, I didn't think . . . just that 
well, the other boys' folks all go 

to church, and you never go, and I 
thought maybe . . . ' He was embar- 
rassed. 

"You join the choir, Ted," I urged 
him. "And we'll come and hear you 
sing." 

"Both of you ?" he asked. 
I flashed a warning look at Steve. 
"Sure, kid," Steve said. "We'll both 

come." 

IMADE the white surplice for Ted 
myself, and the first Sunday he ap- 

peared with the choir I was in one of 
the front pews to encourage him. 

Steve had planned to go with me, 
but at the last minute he begged off. 

"I'm sorry, baby," he said, "but these 
new ration books are going to change 
my whole accounting system, and I 
have to set up the books today." 

"Don't tell me," I said. "Make your 
peace with Ted." 

His explanation was satisfactory, ap- 
parently, for Ted went off to church 
whistling. 

On the following Wednesday after- 
noon after choir practice, Ted burst 
into the house trembling with excite- 
ment. 

"I'm going to sing a solo," he panted. 
"Reverend Harris said I was very good 
last week, and I am going to sing the 
Easter solo, and I have to go back to- 
morrow to practice all by myself and 
you will come, won't you? Father, you 
will come, too, this time, won't you ?" 

Steve was touched. 
"You bet I will, son," he said. 
I don't know how the four walls con- 

tained us that. week. Steve was making 
his semi -annual audit and had ledgers 
all over the place, Ted was practicing 
his solo from the moment he climbed 
under the shower in the morning until 
he fell asleep exhausted at night. I 
tried to remain calm, but the excite- 
ment was infectióus. 

Steve came into the bedroom late 
Friday night with good news. 

"I've just finished the audit," he said, 
"and we've done much better than I 
ever thought we would. I've doubled 
the inventory since we took over, met 
the weekly payments and still show a 
good cash profit." 

"Steve, darling, that's wonderful. I 
knew you could do it." 

"Don't know how I ever did," he 
grinned. "Guess Old Jenkins calling 
me a young idiot got me sore." 

Old Jenkins! 
"You showed him," I said. And 

everybody else, I thought. All those 
people who said I- told -you -so. 

It was a happy night. 
Saturday night was all the blacker, 

I guess, because we had been so happy 
the night before. 

I looked after the store that morning 
while Steve took the deposit to the 

From Actual Sheet Music 
Even it you cant read a note or carry a 
tune, I can teach you how to play the 
piano from actual sheet music in 10 days -or no cost! You will play full, rich 
melodies WITH BOTH HANDS. With 
my quick, easy -to- master method you 
should be able to play any simple song - 
the latest hits, old -time melodies, hymns. 
Waltzes, even swing! You play by notes, the way musician 
do-the only practical way. NO SCALES or TIRESOME 
EXERCISES. Basically the same lesson, for which 
barge 17.00 an hour in my studios. SURPRISE you 

FRIENDS -delight yourself -learn-how to play the Plano 
the way it should be played. 

COSTS NOTHING UNLESS YOU LEARN! 
Don't watt! Order the complete Jack Conn Plano Course on 
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tively thrilled. If you're not on the way to playing from sheet 
music In 10 days, simply return the material and your money will be refunded. Everything Included. Nothing else to buy. 
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If you act NOW, you will receive absolutely 

Favorite Songs, sash song complete with 
words and music. Contains old and new sng cowboy 
songs, folk songs, spirituals, and others. IN AÓDITION, 
Clwill lso receive FREE MEMBERSHIP in Sheet Music ub entitling you to liberal discounts of as much ae 50% 
MD eases of Sheett Music. AR free! Hurry! SEND No 

ONEVI Just na e d eddrese today postcard 
wnlell do. Pay postman only $1.pl plus aoc extra for C.O.D. 

postal rates) when Complete Piano Courue, Modern 
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When burning feet cry ont with agony from all- 
day standing -when shoes that pinch nearly drive 
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that works like magic to bring blissful foot relief. 
Just sprinkle Allen's Foot -Ease in your shoes and 
sing with joy when tired, burning feet lose their 
sting and pain. For over 50 years, millions of 
people have found happy relief and real foot com- 
fort with Allen's Foot -Ease. Don't wait! Get a 
package today. Try this easy, eimple way to all- 
day standing and walking comfort. At all druggists. 
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Debutante ... 
10.4 atyle... ehe stays 
essteter with NEET 

Stay Sweet... Get NEET! 
NEW NEET Cream Deodorant is answering 
the call to arms...the arms of thousands of 
war- active women who need more than ever 
the effective protection to daintiness that only 
a fine deodorant such as Neet can assure. 

New Neet Cream Deodorant quickly stops 
perspiration and underarm odor from one to 
three days. This fluffy, stainless, greaseless 
cosmetic -type of cream applies easily and 
vanishes almost instantly. Makes arms dry 
and odor -free. Will not irritate normal skin 
or injure clothing. 

Try New Neet Cream Deodorant today! 
Won't dry in jar. 10¢ and 25(` sizes, plus tax. 

KEEP NEAT WITH... 

Yc N 
CHECKED In A Jiffy j Relieve itching caused by eczema, 

-. athlete's foot, scabies, pimples and 
other itching conditions. Use cooling, 

, medicated D.O.D.Prescription.Grease- 
less, stainless. Soothes, comforts and 

N. checks itching fast. 35c trial bottle 
proves it -or money back. Ask your 
druggist today for D.O.D. Praxviptlon. 

BABY COMING? 
Read this book! 

Yes, here It is-and it's yours practically as a 
gift. In How to Raise Your Baby, Doctor 
Allan Roy Dafoe gives you the very help you'll 
surely need. This world -famous doctor answers 
the problems that will face you daily. He dis- 
cusses breast feeding -bottle feeding -first solid 
foods -toilet training -how fast your child should 
grow -new facts about sunshine and vitamins - 
summer complaints- sensible clothing -diarrhea - jaundice - infection -ner- 
vous children - skinny chil- 
dren. 

While they last you can get 
your copy of this big, 5 "x8" 
book entitled How to Raise 
Your Baby for only 25c -and 
we pay the postage. Mall or- 
der TODAY. 

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, INC. 
Dept. R.M. -744 
205 East 42nd Street, New York 17. N. Y. 

(Offer good in U. S. only) 
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bank. He was gone a lot longer than 
usual, and I had to call Ted in from 
play to help me with the rush of cus- 
tomers. 

When Steve arrived he had news! 
"I ran into Jenkins today, and you 

wouldn't believe it. He met my price on 
the store." 

I was waiting on a customer, and 
mechanically found the tomato soup 
and pineapple juice she wanted, took 
her ration coupons and money, made 
the correct change, said "come again" 
politely before I could look at Steve. 

"You didn't sell, did you ?" I de- 
manded. 

"Sure, baby. Why not? That's what 
we bought this dump for, wasn't it? I 
certainly wasn't going to give the store 
to him, but when he agreed to my price 
I could have kissed the old codger. 

"We'll draw up the papers tomorrow, 
and then we'll be on our way. Where 
do you want to go- Chicago, Holly- 
wood, New York? We'll have pockets 
full of money and we can take our pick. 
Hooray!" He was dancing around the 
store gleefully. 

"What's the matter, baby, is all this 
too sudden ?" 

I was shaking. 

I T'S come, I realized. I knew it had to 
come, and it's come. All this -the 

store, the house, Marysville -was too 
good to last. I should have known we'd 
have to move on. On to where? 

"Where do you want to go, baby? 
Name it. Or do you want to go down 
to the station blindfolded and pick a 
ticket out of the stack ?" 

"Steve," I began, "I don't want to go 
anywhere. I want to stay here, in 
Marysville." 

"You're kidding. You can't mean you 
want to spend your whole life in this 
one -horse town." 

"I'm not kidding, Steve. I want to 
spend my whole life right here." 

"Well, you can count me out on that!" 
"Steve," I protested, "I don't want 

to count you out. I love you. I want 
you near me ... but darling, don't you 

TUNE IN 

"TRUE DETECTIVE 

MYSTERIES" 

TWICE EACH WEEK 

Every Wednesday at 4:30 P.M. EWT 

Every Saturday at 10:15 P.M. EWT 

On Your Mutual Station 

Each broadcast a complete, new 

and different True Detective mys- 

tery selected from True Detective 
Magazine. Produced and directed 

by 

Mutual Broadcasting System 

See Your Local Paper for Exact Time 

and Station. 
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If you would have his lips part from 

yours on a "when may 1 see you again 

note, don't leave silly -looking lipstick 

suntahim. Play safe -- use new 

suntan on 

Don Juan Lipstick. It stays on 
rut 

GIVES 4 
BEAUTY EXTRAS 

i DON JUAN LIPSTICK STAYS ON when you 
cat, drink or kiss ... if used as directed. 

2 LIPS LOOK LOVELY without frequent re- 
touching. No greasy, "hard" appearance. 

3 NOT DRYING er SMEARY. Creamy smooth, 
easily applied - imparts appealing, soft 
"glamor" look. No uneven -lip effect. 

4 STYLE SHADES. Try new Military Red - 
a rich, glowing red, acclaimed by beauty 

editors. Or Host- 
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evening. 5 other 
alluring shades. 
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Solve Wartime Shortages 
Wash Hair Shades Lighter With 
New I i- Minute Home Shampoo 
It's difficult staying blonde with wartime 
shortages. So let Blondes the new home 
shampoo, made specially for blondes, help 
keep light hair from darkening. Its rich 
cleansing lather instantly removes the dingy 
film that makes hair dark, old - looking. 
Takes only I1 minutes at home. Gives hair 
lustrous highlights. Safe for children. Get 
Blondes at 10e, drug and department stores. 
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THIS BEAUTIFUL NEW 

ere is the most thrilling 
Service Flag of all-a 
gorgeous, colorful flag 
by day-and 

by night! 
Folks who pass your 
home on the darkest 
night can see the star 1 -star Flag I.00 shine and glisten to tell 2 -Star Flag 1.15 the world that your 3Star Flag 1.25 
loved one is in the ser- 4 -star Flag 1.35 
vice of his country! The 5 -Star Flag 1.45 
flag is made of fine quai- 6-Star Flag 1.55 

sty Celanese, in rich red, white and blue 
colors, with a gorgeous golden fringe, and 
sturdy twisted cord for hanging. 

SEND NO MONEY 
Send name and address today, and tell us If You want 
owe, two, three or more stars. Pay postman correct price 
as listed above. plus postage. when Bag is delivered. Or 
save money by sending price of flag wanted, with order 
and we pay postage. If not delighted, return flag in 5 days 
and your money will be refunded. Order today! 

GLOW -FLAGS CO., 72 W. Washington St. 
Dept. G-25, Chicago 2, III. 
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in 90 days at Home 
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BRUSH AWAY 

GRAY 
HAIR' 
AND LOOKIO 

YEARS YOUNGER 
Now, at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale 

streaks of gray to natural -appearing shads -from lightest 
blonde to darkest black. Brownstone and a small brush 
does it-or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou- 
sonde of women (men, too)- Brownatone is guaranteed 
harmless. No skin teat needed, active coloring agent IS 
purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting - 
does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica- 
tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray 
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a tesi lock of your hair. 
600 and $1.65 (6 times as much) at drug or toilet counters 
on A money -back guarantee. Get BROWNATONE today. 

see, we can live here, we can know 
people, have friends, have roots in the 
ground. Don't you see . . ?" 

Steve's voice was like a knife. 
"I see you don't want to come. I see 

that a bunch of people you'd never laid 
eyes on six months ago mean more to 
you than your own husband." 

I was aware of a small, frightened 
face. Ted was back of the counter, 
hearing every word. 

"Steve," I interrupted, "what about 
Ted ?" 

Then Steve saw him, too. 
"Run out and play, will you, Ted, like 

a good kid ?" 
Ted slipped out without a word. 
Poor Ted, for him all this had hap- 

pened before. 
"What a cruel thing to do, Steve, just 

when he's beginning to feel safe and 
wanted again. Just when he's becom- 
ing a person." 

I was thinking of the church bells 
that would ring tomorrow morning, and 
Ted's Easter solo. 

"I didn't realize," Steve's voice was 
acid, "that the family revolved around 
Ted -that we made our plans to suit 
his pleasure. 

If you must know," he went on, "I 
wasn't thinking about Ted. I was 
thinking about us. You know how I've 
always wanted a chance to do some- 
thing big, to be Somebody. Well, now 
we have our chance and you say you 
don't want to take it. What about Ted, 
you say. There are plenty of people 
who will give the kid a home. We let 
him move in with us six months ago 
without asking any questions. Why is 
it such a problem ?" 

"If you only realized, Steve, how 
the boy idolizes you. He would never 
get over it if you walked out on him 
now." 

A CUSTOMER came in and Steve 
waited on her, scowling. He wasn't 

turning on the famous Morgan charm 
today. 

When she left he came up to me, 
smiled with an effort, and put his arm 
around my shoulder. 

"You and I mustn't fight, baby. You 
want to take Ted. Okay, we'll take 
Ted. Now will you cheer up and tell 
Papa he made a good deal ?" 

It wouldn't work. Nothing was solved 
and I knew it. He would compromise. 
He would take Ted, like so much excess 
baggage. And Ted would become one 
of the Drifting Morgans, too. Roots in 
the ground? Steve didn't know what 
I was talking about. 

Tell Papa he'd made a good deal, 
indeed. Oh, a very fine deal, indeed! 

"Steve," I said, "you didn't make any 
deal." 

I haven't the old boy's money yet, 
if that's what you mean, but tomorrow 
we sign on the dotted line. And I'm 
cross with you already, baby. Don't try 
any more to talk me out of it." 

"You aren't going to sign on the 
dotted line, Steve." I looked him 
straight in the eye. 

"And who's going to stop me ?" 
He was not smiling now. 
"I'm going to stop you, Steve. I own 

half of this property, remember? My 
name is on that agreement, too. And 
I'm not going to sign on the dotted line. 
You can move on if you want to, and 
don't ask me where. Because l'in not 
going." 

I walked out of the store. 
I walked for hours, up and down the 

streets of Marysville. I looked at the 
familiar houses, at the tall spire on 

tcowo 
Get the Big New it t 

IZE Gives You More 
for Your Money 

The big new Economy Size Say - 
man Salve contains a full 4 ounces of this 
grand medicated ointment and sells for 
only 60e. That means a big saving every 
time you need real help in curbing the pain 
and itch of externally -caused eczema, chap- 
ped, rough or red skin, simple piles, minor 
burns and scalds. Look for -ask for-get 
the big new Economy airs for only 60a 

SAYMAN SALVE 

PULVEX 

FLEAPAPL 

POWDER 

/5ayee&T 

LEG SUFFERERS 
why continue to suffer without attempt- 
Mg 
h000klet,-THsomething? IEPE METHODS FOR 
HOME USE." It telle about Varicose 
Ulcers and Open Leg Botes. Liepe Methods 
Used while pou wait. More than 40 years of 
success. Praised and en- 
dormid by multitudes. 

LIP E M 
wlsc 

FNOO$.xas4N.4rW1 e yaYa pl, G. iiwaukee, pnain 

FREE 
BOOKLET 

PHOTORINB 
ANY PHOTO OR PICTURE of 
Sweetheart, Relative or Friend 

reproduced 
beau- 

$411 rl.,lqa the New `X' 
Magnified Setting! Will last a IUetlmet lade. 

ct!ble! Waterproof! Enclose strip of paper 
or ring else. pay postman Plus few is w 

postage. 
(Photos Returned) 

se d h we Day postage. 

Photo Mayotte Ring CO., Dept. C- 43.1119 Main St., Cineinnat!.o. 

CORNS 
REMOVED WITH 

CASTOR OIL 
PREPARATION 

Bay goodbye to 00Th -pads and Gangemus razors. A new 
uguid, NOXACORN, relieves pain and dries up the 
pestlest corns or callus. Contains six Ingredients Including 
pure castor oii iodine, benzocalne. and ï sallcyllc acid. Easy directions in pack- psp lrrw,w 
age. 35o bottle saves untold misery. s' Guaranteed by% 

Druggist re- Flood Housekeeping 
turns money °t, .ueoree 
if it falls. NOXACORN 

in PENCILS wITMt'YOUR NAME" ON Jr i Pf`--IDmaunaznTJ 
rll )p"-manammk79 - 

DAA7R 
BtlU! 7I-"103MORIZIMI- 

Mail on $100 and we will send you by prepaid mail 4boxes 
Rosebud Salve ( 25c ire) and will include with the 4 salve 
111 lovely pencils as a premium. Pencils arc full length. 
with coal blank lead, with Your Name printed in gold foil. 
You can sell the 4 mace at 25e a box and have your pencil, 
without cost. floerbud is an old reliable family salve. 
ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, BOX 69. W00DSBORO, MARYLAND. 

Money Back 
If Blackheads 
Don't Disappear 

Get a Jar of Golden Peacock B eat Creme this evening -use as directed before going to bed -look for big improvement in the morning. In a few days surface blemishes, muddiness, freckles, even pimples of outward origin should be gone. A clearer, whiter, smoother looking skin. Sold on money back guarantee at all drug, department 
and 5c-10c stores or send 150c, plus Federal Tax, to Golden Peacock Co., Inc., Dept. MWG -9, Parts, Tenn., for regular 50e jar, 
postpaid. 

Golden Peacock L' 
BLEACH CREME 
30 Million Jars Already Used 
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CRAMPS 
is exasperating 

"Why don't you do something about that 
monthly functional pain? You could try 
Chi -Ches -Tern Pills. They work wonders for 
thousands of women!" 
Chi -Ches -Ten do more than merely deaden 
simple menstrual pain. One ingredient tends 
to help relax muscular tension usually associ- 
ated with periodic pain. An iron factor tends 
to help build up your blood. Best results are 
usually obtained if you begin taking Chi -Cher 
Ters three days before your period. Get a 500 
box from your druggist today. 

CHI -CHES -TERS PILLS 
For relief from "periodic functional distress" 

STAMMER? 
Thle new 128 -Inge book, "Stammering, Its Cause 
and Correction," describes the Hogue Unit Method 
for scientific correction of stammering and Blut 
teringwsuocessful for 43 years. Baal. N. Bogus, 
Dept 1181. Circle Tower. Indianapolis 4, Ind. 

10 DRESSES $395 
ln opinion, these 

Clothing) 
best drenes 

v ilarce at this low price. When available 
dresses sold high $12.913.s 

some 

Lsorted 
colors. Sites up to 18 -1p for $3.95. 

arger saes 5 for $3.00. Send 50e deposit. 
balance C.O.D. plus postage. Satisfaction 
guaranteed purchase price refunded. Rush your order Mention site desired. 210 

Cher clothing bargains for everybody. Illus other 
Cataf Free. 

NATION SALES CO., Dept. CC 
365 Sutter Ave. Brooklyn 12, N. Y. 

DRI -AIR Chemical absorbs damp. 
mesa from air In basements, game 
rooms. storerooms. Guardsagainst 
mildew, rust, condensation. Mille 
musty odors. Complete unit $5.50 
f. o. b. Chicago. Get FREE FOLDER. 
TAMMS SILICA COMPANY 
225.1H N. LaSalle Street, Chicago 1,111. 

Yea, It is true, thereto s safe 
harmless medicated liquid 

called KL[EREX that dries up 
pimples over night. Those who 

o followed simple directions and ap- 
plied .K1 upon retiring were 

amarmgl urprieedwhentheyfound 
their pimples had disappeared. These users enthusiastically 
praise Weereaand clarmtheyareno longerembarreseedand 
are now happy with their clear complexions. Don't take our 
word for it, use Weems tonight. If one application does not 
satisfy, you get your money 

tonight. 
There 1. H. Risk co do 

not hesitate. Send only 60e for full sirey ckage or SI.00 for 
2 packages. (Few cents extra for C.O.D.) Write today to: 
RLEERES CO. Dent. 45, 2005 S. Michigan,Chicago16.11t 

Tired Kidneys 
Often Bring 
Sleepless Nights 

Doctors say your kidneys contain 16 miles of tiny 
tubes or filters which help to purify the blood and 
keep you healthy. When they get tired and don't 
work right in the daytime, many people have to get 
up nights. Frequent or scanty passages With smart- 
ing and burning sometimes shows there is something 
wrong with your kidneys or bladder. Don't neglect 
this condition and lose valuable, restful sleep. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may also 
cause nagging backache, rheumatic pains. leg pains, 
loss of pep and energy. swelling, puffiness under 
the eyes, headaches and dizziness. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. 
They give happy relief and will help the 15 miles 
of kidney tubes flush out poisonous waste from 
your blood. Get Doan's Pills. 

the church where Ted would sing to- 
morrow, at the clock in the city hall 
tower. They looked strange. Marysville 
wouldn't be any good without Steve. 
But our marriage wouldn't be any 
good if we left this way, with Steve 
still not understanding. 

I knew what I would find when I 
returned, so I was not shocked at the 
overturned dresser drawers, the signs 
of bags hastily packed. Steve had gone. 

It had to happen. I tried to under- 
stand that. It had to happen. And 
it had happened. Better now than later. 

Ted was a heap on the couch in 
the living room, a tear -stained heap. 
He had cried, I could see, until he 
could cry no more. 

I touched his shoulder. Frightened 
eyes looked around, and then he flung 
himself into my arms. 

"I thought you'd gone," he sobbed. 
"I wouldn't leave you, Ted. I'll never 

leave you." 
Still he sobbed. 
"Don't cry, darling, or you'll squeak 

when you try to sing tomorrow." I 
forced a laugh. 

"I'm not going to sing. Why should 
I sing? Father won't be there to 
hear me." 

No, his father wouldn't be there. But 
I would. And his teacher. And all 
his friends. He wouldn't want to dis- 
appoint all of us. 

I'll try," he promised, and at last 
fell asleep. 

My weeping began, then, after Ted 
was quiet. But he didn't know. I 
buried my face in the pillow- Steve's 
empty pillow - and knew that it 
wouldn't be any good. Marysville 
wouldn't be any good without Steve. 

wE were a grim and cheerless pair, 
Ted and I, when we arrived at the 

church the next morning. 
Cheerless -but determined. 
Ted was going to sing, it was ob- 

vious, just to reassure me. And I was 
going to sit in the front pew, and smile 
up at him, smile until the scared look 
in his eyes was gone. 

I was tired and empty. 
But the sun poured through the 

stained glass windows, tinting the 
Easter lilies banked against the altar 
soft rose and gold and blue. The con- 
gregation hushed as the white -robed 
boys filed into the choir loft. 

The first deep notes of the organ 
sounded, and Ted stepped to the rail- 
ing, his white hymn book shaking a 
little in his hands. 

"Christ is Risen," the pure, sweet 
boy's voice sang out, 

"[Christ, the Lord," 
You must smile at him, I told my- 

self. Help him. Tears won't help him. 
For heaven's sake don't cry now. 

"Rejoice, ye, rejoice," Ted sang. 
I looked up at him and smiled. He 

was radiant. 
He can't see the tears, I thought. 

These silly tears dripping all over my 
hymn book. 

Someone was coming into my pew. 
Oh, dear, whatever will he think? 
Wherever did I put my handkerchief? 

"Here, baby, maybe this will help." 
The man smiling down at me was 

pushing a handkerchief into my hand, 
and it was Steve. 

BUY THAT EXTRA 
WAR BOND TODAY! 

YOU 
can be admire-d; 

r/i1d diu6a Aalsoa 
love, hepoMivs, of 
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It's so easy to have soft, lustrous "Glover - 
ized" hair that gives you the radiance of the 
Stars! Famous since 1876, now you can have ALL WIRER 
Clover's preparations -use them separately or together! Ask 
at any Drug Store -or mall coupon today! 

TRIAL SIZE Includes: GLOVER'S MANGE MEDICINE - 
recommended, with massage, for Dandruff, Annoying Scalp 
and Excessive Falling Hair... GLO -VER Beaty Shampoo - 
leaves hair soft, lustrous, manageable! GLOVER'S Imperial 
Hair Dress - Non -alcoholic and Antiseptic! A delightful 'ell 
treatment" for easy "finger tip" application at home. Each in 

hermetically -sealed bottle 
and special carton with 
complete instructions and 
FREE booklet, "The Sci- 
entific Care of Scalp and 
Hair." 
Apply, with massage, for 
DANDRUFF, ANNOYING 
SCALP and EXCESSIVE 
FALLING NAIS. 

Gleeer's, IO! W. 31st St., Dept. 557, Elm Tat I, B. Y. 
Send "Complete Trial Application" In three hermeti- 
cally-sealed bottles, with informative booklet, so adver- 
tised in plain wrapper by return mail. I enclose 25e. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

Sent FREE to members of the Armed Forces on receipt 
of 10e for packing and postage. 

Q 
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Selected DRESSES $3.25 
Imagine getting 10 selected dresses for only 
$3.251 Top values. Smart in style, pattern, 
and material. Each dress pressed, cleaned, 
ready to wear. Assorted colors and materials. 
Sixes up to 38. Larger sizes 5 for $3.00. 
Send 50e deposit, balance C. O. D. plus post- 
age. Satisfaction guaranteed. Many other 
bargains for entire family. 

Free Catalog 
ECONOMY MAIL ORDER HOUSE 

351 Grand St.. DApt. RN. New York 2, N. Y 

u °PHöró STATIONERY 
°'^ "% THAT CARRIES YOUR PHOTOGRAPH 
Now... you can make yourletters to that boy or girl In 
service and to friends at home like a ' pe onal visit"r 
when you use rich, two -fold Photegrnphle Stetlotwry 
with life -like photograph of yourself at the top. A mar- 

SPEC1 
smorale builder. Ideal gift with afriend a picture. IAL OFFER -Just send $1.00 with photo. snot/shot or 5W' 

ari,. CoroarSpeelsi Hex of phtoS,atian rv. Photo returned. 
NATIONAL PHOTO ART. D.pt. 353. Janesville, Wise 

BUT FIRST... 

5 -Day Underarm Pads 

Underarm perspiration certainly 
can foil Dan Cupid. But now that 
you Can get 5-DAT UNDERARM PAD`, 

you can consider this problem 
ended, 5-DAY works on the dry 

underarm principle ... it checks 
perspiration before it starts... 

deodorizes skin surfaces and pore 
openings too. It is a magic pad 

that you touch to your skin and 
presto! underarm perspiration 

and odor are thwarted from 1 to 
5 days, depending upon you. 

A jar of 5 -DAY UNDERARM PADS 

(a long time supply) is 551 at 
drug and department stores. 

s,Ñ1 
Associated Distributors, Distributors, Chicago 10 
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HOW TO DRAMATIZE THE 

I/onde 1/ea iii« 
of Your Nair! 

"A faded 
blonde! "... Don't 
let anyone ever say 
that about you! If 
Time has darkened 
or streaked your 
hair - or if over - 
bleaching has given 
it a coarse straw- 
like look -don't let 
it stay that way! 

Now -today -use 
Marchand's 
Golden Hair Wash to dramatize your hair's 
natural blondeness! Make it look as if the 
sun were always shining on it...bright, light, 
exquisitely lovely! It's all so easy with 
Marchand's new improved formula! 

Perfected by hair- beauty experts, the new 
Marchand's Golden Hair Wash is complete 
in itself for use at home. And remember 
this -whether you're a blonde, brunette or 
redhead, Marchand's enables you to obtain 
the exact degree of lightness you desire. 

It's wonderful, too, for lightening hair on 
arms and legs...At all drug counters. 

Mode by the Makers of Marchand's "dfakeVp" Hair Rina. 

Clear it with RREMOLA aid! KRE- 
MOLA is a medicated M.D. formula, 
especially for pimple., blackhead, and 
muddy skin. Gently hastens removal of 

old cuticle. revealing fresh akin. After others fail -put 
KREMOLA to the test. Ladies will envy. gentlemen will 
admire. At druggists or write KREMOLA, Dept. MAC -5, 
2975 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 10, III. Send $1.25 for 2 
os. Jar, plus 10% tax, or 20c for generous purse lample. 
for daily powderbase. Use only as directed. 

HEY, MOM! Don't Be a Diaper Drudge! 
Dennison Diaper Liners reduce unpleas- 
antness in changing and washing my 
diapers. Just fold a Liner inside diaper 
next to my skin. When soiled, flush 
away. No hard scrubbing. Sanitary. 
Helps prevent diaper rash. Costs only a 
few cents a day. Babypads: 200 for $1. 
Downee -soft: 200 for 690. 

* FREE ... Full day's supply: Write to 
Dennison, Dept. G145, Framingham, Mass. 

SUR DIAPER TRO 

DIAPER LINERS 
Wherever Baby Goods Are Sold 

The Wrong Track 
Continued from page 38 

alert and better able to use his body. 
Our idea is that any boy or girl can be 
made more interested in being well and 
successful than in trying out the temp- 
tations that face every one of us. We 
have a program that makes us see the 
right track and the wrong track, side 
by side, in proper perspective -and all 
of us have found out how much fun 
there is in staying on the right track. 
We have a system of stars, of tests, of 
ratings, and of training. And every 
Future Champion devotes his every 
moment and effort to them. 

THERE are rules we Future Cham- 
pions have to live up to. But at first 

thought you might very well ask, "How 
can a fellow or a girl who's on the 
wrong track live up to a set of rules ?" 
There's where the Future Champions' 
coaches come in- they're young men 
and women who have found their place 
in the world, and who want to help 
others find theirs. The coaches' job is 
to point the way, and to help when the 
going is hard. Not by preaching - 
preaching doesn't heap -but by teach- 
ing, by showing the Future Champions 
how to abide by the rules. Best of all, 
it's our coaches' business to see that 
we're kept busy, at a program of sports, 
of competition, of work of the sort that 
we can do for the war effort -kept so 
busy at things that are fun to do that 
we won't have time to get off the track. 

They say that Society owes us kids 
something. They tell me that every 
community should have a "Well -baby 
clinic," that children of employed 
mothers should be cared for by the 
community, that school lunches should 
be provided for all children, as well as 
schooling for every child, play and rec- 
reation programs, and finally, protec- 
tion from ill- health for boys and girls 
who are employed in war and industrial 
factories. 

I know that Society can and must do 

its part for us. But I'm a lot more in- 
terested in what we can do for our- 
selves. I have a feeling that we can 
find our own destinies if we get a rea- 
sonable amount of guidance. The 
Future Champions of America have 
enrolled over two million boys and girls 
so far and we're aiming to get a lot 
more. The main idea of our club is to 
find ways to keep busy and happy and 
well. We know that that's the only way 
that we can be really happy in this 
difficult war period (and there's no 
sense in telling ourselves that life is 
easy for us these days). 

You probably know that any boy or 
girl who sends me the names and ad- 
dresses of seven others can become a 
team captain in the FCA. If you're in- 
terested, write now, and I'll tell you 
Just how to go about setting up a FCA 
organization in your community -how 
to get a coach, and all the rest, or listen 
in to my program and hear for your- 
self how to go about becoming a coach 
or being a regular member of the Fu- 
ture Champions of America. 

Remember about Lucille and Jimmy 
and a lot of other boys and girls you've 
heard about (I could tell you many 
more stories about children on the 
wrong track), and try to get a picture 
of how they feel today in a detention 
home, or jail, or on probation! Juve- 
nile delinquency is a long way round' 
of saying "unhappy youngsters" and I 
can tell you honestly that we in the 
Future Champions of America are hap- 
py -and our parents know that that's 
the way to get all of us on the right 
track! 

When a person or a train gets on the 
wrong track there's bound to be à 
wreck! On the right track a train, or 
a person, gets to the destination. 

The destination of a boy or girl- is 
one of health, happiness and hope. Why 
be wrong when it's easy to be right if 
you know the way? 

Many radio veterans helped celebrate the premiere of the Barry Wood - 

Patsy Kelly show heard on NBC Saturday night. Among them were Mae 

Singh; Breen, Mrs. Jack Smith, Peter DeRose and Whispering Jack Smith. 
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PERMANENT 

WAVE 

wr,./ 
SIMPLE AS PUTTING UP 

YOUR HAIR IN CURLERS; 

Cool ... Comfortable .. e 

Lovely, Long - lasting Results 

PERMANENT WAVE KIT 
Soft, natural- looking waves and curls ... that's what 
every woman wants from a permanent. And that's what 
you get when you give yourself a CHARM -KURL 
Permanent Wave -right at home! Here is a permanent 
that you don't have to coax for months in order to 
get a natural -looking wave. A CHARM -KURL Permanent 
is lovely ... soft ... natural from the very beginning! 
Treat yourself to this new home permanent wave sen- 

sation. Thrill to soft curls and shimmering waves .. . 

hair that gleams with life and beauty. CHARM -KURL 
gives just as lovely a wave to bleached and dyed hair, 
too ... is absolutely safe because it contains no harm- 
ful chemicals or ammonia. Try this machineless, cold 
permanent wave ... and see for yourself new, dazzling 
curls and waves that sparkle with bewitching high- 
lights day and night. 

JUNE 

LANG 
Glamorous 
Movie Star 

praises 
Charm -Kurt 

MAKE THIS EASY CHARM -KURL TEST TODAY 
Know the Joy of a Glamorous Permanent Wove. .. By Tonight! 
You can now get CHARM -KURL PERMANENT WAVE KITS at DRUG STORES, 

DEPARTMENT STORES and 5 -10c STORES. Be sure to ask fór CHARM - 

KURL by name -it is your assurance of thrilling results. CHARM -KURL is 

always sold on the positive guarantee of satisfaction or money back! 

IF NOT 

At TOUR 

WATER-UST 

THIS COUPON 

-s 
If your dealer is at present out of stock or if you prefer to order by mail 
.. send coupon. CHARM -KURL CO., Dept. 215, 2459 University Ave., 

St. Paul 4, Minn. Canada: 107 Richmond St., East, Toronto, Ont. 

EIDOODDDDDDOOCDDDf'IDDriDDr 
CHARM -KURL CO., Dept. 215. 2459 Unlvorsify Ave., St. Paul 4, Minn. 
Please send me one complete CHARM -KURL Permanent Wave Kit. When il arrives, 

L-1 I will pay 59c to my postman (69c in Canada). If, for any reason, I am not thor- 
oughly satisfied, you agree to refund purchase price on my request. If you want 
more thon one kit, check below: 

2 CHARM -KURL KITS, $1.18 plus postage 
ID 3 CHARM -KURL KITS, $1.77 plus postage 
(C. O. D. Charges the same as for only one KIT) 

IN 3 QUICK 

EASY STEPS 
Just shampoo, put up 
your hair in curlers and 
then set. That's oll 
there is to your 
CHARM -KURL PER- 
MANENT WAVE. All 
curlers, permanent 
wave solution, sham- 
poo and wave set are 
Included in your kill 
You need no hair 
dressing experience - 
yet you get a profs,. 
;tonal looking, beauti- 
fully soft wove. 

CHARM -KURL Gives 
Children'sHairo Beau - 
tifal Wave, Tool 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE STATE 

I wont to save postage charges, enclosed is remittance. 

(Canadian address 107 Richmond St., East, Toronto, Ont., Canada) 



IHelp them "Get there first 
with the most." Buy more 
Bonds for Victory * * * 

910;e7 doie_t. WA" d Mgt `4111* 
It's always first with Chesterfields- first for ll Milder Better Taste -with the most in smoking pleasure 1? 

for you and all your friends. 40 
Yes, these are the winning qualities you 

want and expect in a cigarette. Chesterfield -- - 4 1 \ metro , 

does it and says it in 5 Key-words... cNa`x.,o 
RIGHT COMBINATION WORLD'S BEST TOBACCOS 

HESTERFIELD 
Copyright 1945, Lieeen & Mu! Its Tonncco Co 


