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WIIAT’S NEW IN MEDICINE

What to Do About
Family Infections

Though everyone in your household has a different

ailment, the cause— and the cure— may be the same

BY LAWRENCE GALTON

hy do some families seem to
be victims of a perverse fate
that keeps them constantly run-

ing to the doctor? Why ar
individuals, especially children, seem-
ingly the whipping boys of disease?

The answer in both cases may be: a
“family reservoir of infection.”

Because of the intimacy of family life,
bacterial infections may become rampant
within the whole family—with bizarre
results. Often, just one child, who is
particularly susceptible, is repeatedly
infected by one or more adult carriers,
who themselves may show no symptoms.

Sometimes several members of a fam-
ily may become ill—at the same time
or in succession—with ailments that
seem strikingly different in nature but
are actually caused by the same disease
organism passed back and forth within
the family.

In just one year, in the experience
of a single physician, 48 family out-
breaks were noted in which two or
more members of a family were infected
by the same disease agent, with a great
variety of results. In one family, the
first signs of infection were a Super-
ficial nipple abscess in the mother and
impetigo of the face in a newborn baby.
Both mother and child were treated effec-
tively, but shortly after being returned
home, the child had seborrhea of the
scalp with scaling, and the same disease

Crippling infections associated with
diabetes in elderly patients have been
controlled with terramycin. The anti-
biotic benefited 46 patients with infec-
tions of the feet, the most common type
of diabetic infection, caused by reduced
blood circulation. Swelling and pain
subsided rapidly and there was over-all
improvement in forty-eight hours.

A sobering effect is exerted by vita-
min Be. A single injection of the vitamin
will sober inebriates in two or three

e
agent

agent was found to be the cause. Then it
was noted that the sister who handled
the infant had boils on her hand and
agge also caused by the same disease
The  sister improved, but the

child’s skin infection became worse
again. A massive breast abscess then
developed in the mother,

The grandmother, during me molhevs
hospitalization, burped  the
holding him against her left cheek, and
boils developed on that portion of her
face and her left ear. The mother even-
tually improved and was discharged front
the hospital. But the sister still had
some boils on her hands and arms,

and now boils also developed on the
mother's hands and arms. The father
then had a carbuncle of the leg which
required prolonged hospitalization. The
grandmother next had a flare-up of the
boils on her face. Conjunctivitis and si-
nusitis, caused by the same disease agent,
developed in the brother, Finally, the
entire family picture, which had  previ-
ously involved three different physicians,
was brought together under one doctor
who decided to treat every family member
at once with the drug that seemed to be
most effective against the disease agent.
There was marked progress after that

This is a spectacular example of tjB
family as a reservoir of bacterial infec-
tion and the need for family, rather
than individual, treatment.

minutes. An important medical use may
e in_ distinguishing between cases of
drunkenness and severe head injury.

Infections of the nose and sinLses.
fiave been helped by a new nasal spry,

Biomydrin. In addition to two antibi-
otics and an antihistamine, the spray
contains a decongestive plus a wetting
agont that helps apread the. medication
more evenly. Tested in 65 patients, the
spray eased congestion without_produc-
ing “rebound” stuffing. The End
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Why Dial Soap
pratects your
complexion

Dial clears your complexion
by removing blemish-spreading
bacteria that other soaps

leave on your skin

N o matter how lavishly or sparingly
you normally use cosmetics, when you
wash beforehand with Dial Soap, the
fresh clearness of your skin is continu-
ously protected underneath your make-up

For this mild, gentle Dial Soap washes
away trouble-causing bacteria that other
soaps (even the finest) leave on skin
Dial does this because it contains AT-7,
known to science as Hexachlorophene.
It clears skin of unseen bacteria that
so often aggravate and spread surface
blemishes.

works in a new way! Until Dial came
along, there was no way of removing
these bacteria safely and effectively.
These pictures taken through a micro-
scope are proof.

No. 1 shows thousands of bacteria left
on the skin after washing with ordinary
soap. (So when you put on make-up,
they are free to cause trouble under-
neath.) No. 2 shows how daily washing
with Dial removes up to 95% of these
blemish-spreading bacteria.

dial is so mild, you'd never guess it gives

such benefits. Doctors recommend it for
adolescents. With Dial, your skin be-
comes cleaner and clearer than with any
other type of soap. Let Dial protect your
complexion all day-even under make-up.



Audrey Hepburn-Greatest Since Garbo?

COSMOPOLITAN MOVIE CITATIONS BY LOUELLA O. PARSONS

he story of how Audrey Hepburn
I and “Roman Holiday” got to-
gether makes me feel sorry for
all the ambitious girls who daily arrive
in Hollywood armed with nothing but a
pretty face, a curvaceous figure,
somewhere in the neighborhood oflwenly
dollars in cash, Plus hope.

“Roman Holiday” is the Best Movie
Production of the Month. In some ways,
it s the best production of many a long

it, Audrey Hepburn,
tall “blue-eyed, and twenty-four, becomes
the kind of star | haven't seen since the

10

yeung Bergman, or, much too long ago,
thetwenty-two-year-old Garbo in “The
Torrent.”

An Utterly Enchanting Film

“Roman Holiday,” filmed in its en-
tirety against the fabulous backgrounds
of the Eternal City, is utterly enchanting.
It is endearing, sensitive, romantic. It is
also adult, and yet its plot couldnt be
simpler. A young princess meets an
American newspaperman, and ‘in the
course of twenty-four stolen, idyllic
hours, they fall in love.

That's all—and yet you are held
spellbound by Audrey Hepburn. She.has
an excellent and handsome co-star called
Gregory Peck, an excellent and funny
supporting actor called Eddie Albert,
and a superb_director, William Wyler.
And she has Rome itself backing her up,
from the Forum to the Spanish steps,
from the magnificent churches to the
more magnificent palazzi. There are
scenes on the Tiber—notably a hilarious
dance sequence on a Tiber river barge
crowded with five hundred Italian work-
ing people—and by way of contrast,



Allied underground agent, Broadway star, ballerina—

these are three o fthe amazing roles she hasplayed in life

Cla{nyulyPfoTthe of “Rornn  Three/thousand1 young ~ancerATad



NU MAIDS Wear Better
NU MAIDS Fit Better
NU MAIDS Look Better
Petite, average, or tall propor-
tioned lengths: in Casino, a soft
beige; Almond, a toasty brown:

Lady Luck, a sunny tan.
Nu-Maid Hosiery Mills, Inc.
350 Fifth Ave., New. York 1
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BEST MUSICAL-M-G-M's “The Band
Wagon" overcomes the shaky support
of an arthritic and weak backstage
“the-showsmust-go-on” plot by leaning
heavlly on the able |egs of Oyd Charisse

Fred Astaire. Their memorable ballet
a Ia Mickey Spillane is worth me c\:s( of

admission, but the dry humor

sprightly muric of Howard Dietz and
Arthur % 2 kg vy toverd
awarding an extra entertainment

EEST ADVENTURE-Marilyn Maxwell and
Hf[l’\andle’oos(arlnﬂ'\elalﬁcf
the "Easterns,” which ore proving to
as exciting as Westems. In Uni vevgls
"East of Sumatra," Jeff Chandler hes to
hack his way through a jungle to a tin
mine, with the aid of a sirong back, the

Iss Maxwell, and a native
chiefs ﬁa’use With Chandler at his

the whole picture has what it takes
for a very pleasant evening's diversion

remebered for his "Treasure Island”
Fime partally in Sctend,f iy
scenery, fine color,

intrigue. This one is lots of good fun.
The End
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when they were caught near Dubuque, lowa, Fred McManus, eighteen, and his girl, Diane Weggeland, sixteen, hugged
seemed concert

and kissed. Diane doffed her glasses and posed for this "glamour shot.” Neither of them

The Bo

ned by the killings,

Yhext Boc

In sixty hours this model hoy killed jive people. Was it murder

or madness? A top-ranking reporter helps explain a tragic mystery

On Friday afternoon, March 27, 1953,
in Pittsford, near Rochester, New York,
an eighteen-year-old Marine on a ten-day
leave hitched a ride in a 1953 Plymouth
hard-top convertible. He shot and killed
the driver with a .45 automatic; took his
money, waich, and car; drove back to
Rochester; picked up a

Marine had murdered four more people.

Fred Eugene McManus willingly typed
out a statement admitting_ his guilt, ex-
plaining that he expected to go to the
electric chair and wanted “fo get it

The young man came from a_beter-
lass family. Reports

girl who was waiting for him; P
headed west for California. Within sixty
hours after his first killing, the young

n

oo i e o e common
in tone—“A fine, gentlemanly bo
To dig through the mystery that hangs

over this shocking tragedy, Cosmopolitan
assigned Croswell Bowen, a distinguished
reporter and author of the y
Went Wrong, to be published by McGraw-
Hill. Bowen, who has made an extended
study of why people commit antisocial
acts, spent long hours talking to Fred
McManus in his Canandaigua, New York,
cell, and to his parents, the girl, his
neighbors, and all the participants in the
case. His report follows. The Editors



ed Eugene McManus was born at
ten minutes past two on Tuesday
morning, August 28, 1934, at the
Maternity Clinic of the Methodist
copal Hospital in Brooklyn, New York,
after sixty hours and ten minutes of
unusually " difficult labor. His mother,
Charlotte  Lodewick McManus, aged
twenty-three, was giving birth to her first
child. The young intern in charge had
to resort to obstetrical instruments. Mrs.
McManus remembers that when she was
first shown her ne born son, “I
thought they had blinded him, because
he was so bloody around his eyes and
face.” She also noticed a V-shaped gash
in his forehead. He still has the scar.
From the start, Fred's arrival intensi-
fied the unhappy complications of his
mother’s life. A Louisville girl, she had
met her husband, Mose McManus, in the
gracious South when she was fourteen,
and married him in a New York Metho-.
dist church eight years later. She didn't
like living in_ Brooklyn, was homesick
and repelled by her neighbors. All her
life she had felt lonely, inferior, and
unattractive. Marriage didn't reduce her
insecurity. Nor did the arrival j>t her
first-born. “I just never seemed to be
able to do anything with him” Mrs.
McManus recalls. “He cried all the time
and used to wake up in the middle of
the night screaming his little head off,
as if he'd been having terrible night-
mares. My husband didn't think | was
doing the right things. | was awful dumb
about babies then. Maybe | didn't love
Fred enough or something. Ive had two
girls since, and I know there are some
babies you feel like loving and some you
bies it’s

awful hard to be affectionate with.”

In his second year Fred's legs became
thin, gnarled, an d. “He
brown as a berry, and | was so dumb
that | thought a child who'd been in
the sun couldn possibly have anything
wrong with him.” A doctor told her Fred
had rickets. In a year he was cured.

But he-was still a problem baby. The
screaming continued. He hardly ever ate.
The nightmares got worse. In addition,
he began to develop severe temper tan-
trums. It was necessary for him to wear
diapers for more than a year after the

period. He acquired an
intense attachment for a giant woolly
panda given him when he was six months
old. Children usually outgrow such de-
pendence by the time they are four
or five years old. Fred was still hugging
his panda at seven. Finally his mother
threw it away because it was so worn
and dirty. For several weeks after, he
screamed and threw tantrums over its
absence. He sucked his thumb savagely.

Charlotte McManus became  increas-
ingly distraught about her son.

BY CROSWELL BOWEN

_couldn't seem to get anywhere Lalkmg m
husband about it,
always had trouble talkmg mmgs uver.
Epis-Mose recently explained, “I knew she
had problems, but | felt things would
work out. Besides, Ive always had
trouble showing what | feel.”

Lonesome and unhappy, Charlotte
McManus changed apartments in Brook-
lyn five times during the first four years
of Fred’s life.

Fred got worse. He began tearing off
pieces of his fingernails and toenails,
and pulling out strands of hair, causing
an ever-growing bald spot on the side
of his head. To break him of the latter
habit, his mother had his head shaved
The crying, the nightmares, the temper
tantrums, grew more intense.

In the "winter of 1939, Charlotte
McManus decided her five-year-old was
just plain bad. Playing in the halls of
the apartment house in which they lived,
Fred began to hurt other children his
own age or younger. He would strike
them or bend their fingers. One of the
mothers  descended  upon _ Charlotte
McManus, yelling and  shouting what
she thought of bad boys and of mothers
who could not manage their_children.
She screamed all this before Fred. Mrs.
McManus received the outburst meekly,
then scolded her son for his misbehavior.

At Four, He Set Fires

At the age of four, Fred had started
to set fires. Later, he set fires all over
the apartment, once in the basement.
Again a neighbor complained. Mrs.
McManus, now really alarmed, strongly
upbraided the child. She took up the
matter with her husband, "who responded
by giving the boy a good whacking. His
wife tried another tack. She had heard
that a child can be cured by not frus-
trating it. She handed Fred a full box
of kitchen matches and sat beside hlm
while he lighted them, one by one.
woman friend suggested that she |ake
Fred to a pediatrician. He told her Fred
needed psychiatry. Fred was examined
at a psychiatric_clinic in Brooklyn in
March, 1939, and was found to have a
superior intelligence and to be in good
physlcal condition. The psychiatrist said

very emotionally disturbed
chlld—so much so, that | think he ought
to have a month’s detailed observation in
the Ehlldrens ward at Bellevue Hospital
" The doctor also suggested
the parenls go to the clinic at regular
intervals for psychotherapy with the boy.

Neither the McManuses nor Fred ever
returned. Neither parent recalls the
incident clearly. Both vaguely asso-
ciated mental illnesses with lunatics and
insane asylums, which, to them, spelled
disgrace and  despair. Unconsciously,
they may have blacked out the unhappy

incident. The record of the visit, how-
ever, remains intact in the clinic files.

Partly because of their trouble with
Fred, the McManuses found little hap-
piness in each other. Also, there were
hours of quarreling over money. Finally,
they agreed upon a separation. Fred and
his mother left for Louisville in June,
1939, They lived in her family’s house.

Troubles for the McManuses

McManus lemarkeﬂ recenlly, “Those
times were hard. juess 't show
Charlotte the sympalhy | fell | womed
a lot about my job in the beverage
company. But | knew we'd all be together
again. | believed, and still believe the
Good Lord takes care of everything.”

Despite the fact that he now had_his
mother all to himself, Fred remained
disturbed. Neighborhood children seemed
to sense the boy's misery and tormented
him further. Once a youngster hurled a
rock which struck Fred on the head.
After that, he chose to play alone. On
another occasion, he climbed out on the
limb of a tree and jumped about fifteen
feet to the ground, breaking some of the
small bones in his feet. He later fell out
of a swing, severely gashing his lip.
Another time he almost drowned. “He'
always seemed to be wrapped in band-
ages,” his mother recalled. “Sometimes
1 thought he liked to be hurt.” Depressed
children, it is believed, have an uncon-
scious drive toward self-destruction.

But matters did begin to improve.
Charlotte’s health got better. Fred, too,
seemed happier. She sometimes noticed
how he responded to the affection of
men, and she remarked to her mother,

“I think it would be a shame if Fred
were deprived of his father.”

In June, 1940, Charlotte McManus
came north again with their son, to
rejoin her husband. By December, 1940,
they were installed in a six-room housy
in Jamaica, Queens, in New York City.
One decision connected with maklng a
new life for themselves was to
another baby; and on May 16, 1941
their second child, a girl, was born.

On the surface, Fred appeared to be
taking the new competition in the family
—his sister—with good grace.

Mr. and Mrs. McManus, meanwhile,
were somewhat happier in their mar-
riage. But there was one unhappy note:
their neighbors. One family kept them
awake at night by their screaming. On
the other side was an old, childless
couple who were exlremely hostile to
eight-year-old Fred. The old man men-
acingly waved a broom at all approach-
ing children, especially Fred.

With the birth of their third child,
a girl, on April 18, 1945, the McManuses
felt they were becoming a happy family.

In the fall of 1945 when Fred was

5



The Boy Next Door(.M)

eleven, Mose McManus solved the neigh-

bor problem by buying a house farther
out on Long Island in a pleasant section
of Valley Stream called Green Acres.
Their new home was a $25,000 three-
bedroom Colonial house.

His 1.Q. Was Above Average

Fred entered the sixth grade of the
Valley Stream school three months after
the term began. According to the Ofis
Test, his intelligence quotient was 124,
which is above average. Records of his
physncal condition from 1946 through

2, when he was graduated from high
schucl show he was in good health
throughout, although it was noted that
he was a “nail-biter.” During those seven
years, he grew from five-feet-one to six-
Teet-one-and-a-half; from ninety-eight to
one hundred and seventy-eight pounds.

In Fred’s twelfth year, his mother
recalled, “Everything seemed to happen.”
At Hallowe'en, he was overheard boasting

me boys that he'd cut the porch
screens on a neighbor’s house. The owner
irately demanded payment of forty dol-
lars. Mose McManus believed the man
and whipped Fred. Later in the fall, a
neighbor saw Fred catch a rabbit and
throw it into a pond. A policeman called
at the McManus house. Although Fred
explained he “just wanted to see if the
rabbit could swim and it swam ashore,”
his father whipped him again. Fred
brooded about the whippings, and a
few days later “ran away” on his bicycle,
not returning until two in the morning.
His father, who waited up, did not whip

him this time but said simply, “Son,
I'm glad youte home. Let’s go to bed.”

It was the age of puberty. Fred’s entry
into it was violent. One of his teachers
noted in his record, “He emphasized
that his mother spends most of her time
with the youngest daughter, and he feels,
1 think, that she has little time for him.”

His father meant one thing to him—
authority. “The only time my father ever
talked to me,” Fred said recently, “was
when he was gonna whip me. | dont
think he ever loved me, because he’s like

’s never felt love

Unable to establish a good relation-
ship with either his mother or his father,
Fred also failed in establishing relaxed,
friendly relations wuh girls and
his own age. “I found out” Fred said
recently, “what life Was really like, and
1 was disappointed. | ignored everybody,
and they ignored me.”

One gate was left open to Fred
McManus—the world of dreams and
fantasies. He shut himself up in his
room whenever he came home. Alone,
he wandered in the woods fend swamps
around Valley Stream. One day a neigh-
bor happened to see Fred shoot a bird
with his BB gun. He picked it up and
stroked its feathers as it trembled in his
hands. Then, suddenly, he wrung its
neck and tossed it away. He shot wood-
chucks, crows, sparrows, and rabbits.
He also kept in his room at various
times a turtle, a toad, a woodchuck, baby
birds, and tropical fish. The animals
served him well: when he felt hostile,
he killed them; when he needed love, he

“I want to make you-guys' jobs easy,” McManus told police. He dictated
a detailed confession, then read the entire statement before TV cameras.

16

petted them. Humans didn't offer as much.

“Any chance | could, I'd just get up
and walk in the woods and let my imag-
ination wander. | always went where
everything was a surprise, where, there
was danger, and quicksand, and snakes.
| was happiest in swamps, everything
quiet, like going into another world,
nobody to yell at you, nobody to tell
you what’s wrong with you.”

Asked what his imagination wandered
to in the swamps, he said, “Anything
from an invasion from another country
to an invasion from Mars. Then, at other
times, 1'd be on my up in the hills.
1'd pick myself plemy of ammunition
and only just come down to civilization
to raid the countryside.”

He said that in his room, where he
would seclude himself, “I used to day-
dream. | could make things happen in
dreams the way | wanted them to.” These
daydreams were often an extension of
the comic books and paperbound books
he kept in his room. Most of them were
violent and sensational. Out of forty-
five of his books | checked, there were
thirteen sex novels, ten war books, eight
books about gangsters and cfime, eight
Westerns, and six on historical adventure.
One well-thumbed novel, The Hunter,
was subtitled, A Novel of a Man Who
Wanted to Live Like a Savage.

World War 11 made a deep impression
on Fred. He liked The Naked and the
Dead because of the way it descrlbed
Suffermg, “wonderful and horrible.

Facing the reality of everyday rela-
tions with his family and schoolmates
confused and frightened him. “I used
to run all the way home from school,
I'd get feeling so terrible,” he said
recently. “Then, when | was home, I'd
still feel lousy and run all the way to
the movies, and then run home again.
In the movies, especially war movies, |
could forget how unhappy | was.”

Meanwhile, in high school, Fred did
just enough studying to get by. His
record notes that he was tardy a good
deal often failed to show up for
exammanons He elected to take general
and shop courses, but his family insisted
he change to courses preparing him for
college.

He Was Fascinated by Rifles

One of his few friends in high school
introduced him to the world of pistols
and rifles. With money he earned working
for a local newspaper and some help
from his father, Fred bought a Rem-
ington 222 rifle, a Higgins .22 rifle,
a Stevens 20-gauge double-barreled shot-
gun, and an-air pellet pistol. When he
was' sixteen, he joined the local Junior
Rifle Club, and later won several marks-
manship medals. At seventeen, he ob-
tained his first hunting license. He not
only spent a good deal of time taking
his firearms apart and cleaning them
but, with the help of books and maga-
zines, tried to master the history and




lore of rifles. In his high-school public-
speaking class, he delivered a long, Well-

and their history, and received many
compliments on it. Because both his
parents came from families who loved
hunting and guns, neither of them
thought his interest was unhealthy.

With several boys, Fred was arrested
one afternoon for hunting without a
license. His father took him into the
basement and whipped him with a
clothesline. He learned later that the
other boys had not been whipped. This
added to his outrage, not only against his
father but against all authority.

One Act Won His Mother's Praise

In his last year of high school, a friend
who was not very strong asked Fred to
help him keep order at a dance in the
basement of the Methodist church. One
of the rules was that there was to be
no smoking. Fred took the job very seri-
ously, and when he saw a somewhat
husky boy smoking near the entrance,
he mshoved him through the door and
slammed it after him. The boy, who had
had some boxing experience; asked Fred
to.step .outside. Fred complied.-and was
so mercilessly beaten that he had to be
taken home in a car. His mother came
up to his room and put her arms around
him saying, “Son, we'e proud of you.”
Fred wes crying not at the beating but
at his failure. “Mother,” he said, “this
is the only time IVe known you to
approve of anything Ive done.” That
was the only time his parents remember
his ever crying after he was six.

During his last three years in high
school, the one thing in which Fred
sustained a deep interest was a white
mouse he kept in his room. His mother
remembers, “He used to sit up there in
his room by the hour, just talking to that
little mouse.” This inordinate attachment
to a mouse or a bird is often character-
istic of personalities that have blank
areas of emotions for human beings.
Fred was only partially able to explain
to me what “Kiddo,” as he called the
mouse, meant to him: “He was the one
thing that wes all my own. | bought
him, and he liked only me. He wouldnt
let any other members of the family
touch him. If they tried, he'd bite or
scratch them. 1 felt he understood me
when | talked to him.”

Fred's sex drive, meanwhile, emerged
through the usual stages. He was dis-
covered masturbating by his mother.
“Don't misuse yourself, Fred,” she said
warningly. “Get your mind on something
healthy.” The idea that masturbation
weakened him grew in his mind and
later, when he had casual sex relations
with girls, he became convinced he was
being drained of his strength. “One girl,”
he said recently, “spoiled my track sea-
son. She took away my energy.”

Track was the one sport he engaged
in successfully, and one year he won
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over his shoulder and killed her instant-
ly. He remained long enough to get the
cash drawer open and take forty dollars.

They drove to Minneapolis, checked
into a hotel, and went to the city hall
to get married. They were told they’d
have to wait three days for tests.

The next morning Fred headed his car
south, “because | figured they'd be look-
ing for me to head west.” They picked up
a partly intoxicated hitchhiker. A few
miles from Dubuque, they heard the
mounting crescendo of a police siren.
Fred stopped the car and waited. The
officer did not come to their car at once,
but quite sensibly radioed for help. Ob-
livious of the hitchhiker, Fred and Diane
embraced again and again. An exulta-
tion came over Fred. They were still kiss-
ing and hugging about ten minutes later
when a uniformed police officer, pointing
a rifle at them, told them to “Get out of
the car with your hands up!”

He Was Eager to Confess

At the sheriff's office, in Dubuque,
Fred’s confession cascaded from his
mouth. He said, “I want to make you-
quys' job easier for you" He talked
freely before a television camera. Asked
why he killed five people, he said, “Who
can say why anybody does something?”

His father came at once. In. the sher
iff's office, his opening remark w:
anyone can have that kind of glrl - Fred
tore at him and had to be restrained.

His mother, crying as she talked with
him, irritated him. “Even when | am
facing the electric chair, she treats me
like I was a naughty little boy. All she
cared about was what the neighbors would
think. She told me not to let the other
prisoners make me rough and common.
Why, the men in jail with me are my
friends. For the first time in my life I'm
where I'm really wanted,”

Once again his parents had failed to
reach him.

venth, the supenntendenl of
the state hospl(al at Willard,
certified that Fred was legally sane The
district attorney of Ontario County then
took the position that Fred McManus
“knew the nature and consequences of
his act and the difference between right
and wrong.” McManus was indicted for
first-degree murder. The court appointed
as McManus® lawyer Maurice M. Chac-
chia, an outstanding Geneva, New York,
attorney. The trial was set for September
8, 1953

The theory of his defense is that the
boy’s behavior, in the light of modern
psychiatric knowledge, can only be ac-
cepted as a psychotic act understandable
in such an ambulatory schizophrenic per-
sonality.

For Fred McManus, in his own wistful
words, “it s the end of the line,” the end
of an old, old dream “of living in the
hills with my rifle and only coming down
to civilization to raid the countryside for
what | needed.” The End






IT TAKES FOURTEEN principal personalities to put on the show. Once performers
get on the "Breakfast Club," they settle down to the most secure job in radio.

Breakfast Every Day
with 2,000,000 Women

For twenty years, Don McNeill’s nBreakfast Club” has delivered puns,

prayers, and plain com to radio’s most fanatically loyal audience



Don McNeill (catineg)

The studio audience,

they know him



prompted by McNeill and comedian Sam Cowling, gives the show its spontaneity

© the mmedy are his serious features

h as “Memory Time,” when McNeill
Teads ncmalg-c verse contributed by lis-
teners (this he declaims in a throaty,
relaxed voice described by one lady guesl
as “cuddly”); “Inspiration Time,”
voted o brief inspirational vignettes; and
“The Sunshine Shower,” for which Mc-
Neill each morning asks his followers to
write notes of cheer to the inmates of
a hospital, an orphanage, or old folks’
home. In the past few years more than
5,000,000 letters and tons of food, cloth-
ing, and money have been sent to such
institutions because of these pleas.

In the early days of the “Breakfast
Club,” the director of the Chicago sta-
tion tried .to discourage McNeill from
making “Memory Time” a regular fea-
ture. Sentiment, he intoned, had no place
on an early-moming broadcast. Even
among radio vice-presidents, few men
have been more mistaken.

than a million people have re-
quested collected volumes of the poems.
Most of the 10,000 letters that McNeill
receives a month contain poetic contri-
butions, and many correspondents report
that they count on “Memory Time” to
pull them out of the morning doldrums.

A little_later in the program comes
“Prayer Time." The studio lights are
dimmed, the orchestra plays a few soft
strains of a hymn, and McNeill requests
that both his studio and radio audience
bow their heads and pray each m his

words . . . each in his own

for a world united in peace.” “Prayer
Time” was conceived as a comfort for
families with sons in the service during
World War 11. But in 1946 more than
100,000 letter writers persuaded McNeill
to continue it. Members of Alcoholics
Anonymous have written him that they
use “Prayer Time” to help stay on the

n. A woman with five children wrote
hlm tha‘ she had decided to give her
husband the divorce he wanted until she
heard McNeill offer a prayer one morn-
ing for broken families. This changed her
mind, and soon afterward the family was
reunite

Spellbound Fans and Sponsors

McNeill’s enshrined position with his
fans is a never-ending source of awe in
radio-advertising circles. “I love to watch
their faces,” whispered a spellbound
sponsor in the studio control booth re-
cently, watching the blissful counte-
nances of the audience as McNeill
launched into a commercial about baked

One advertising agency learned a pain-
ful lesson about the McNeill impact

when it came up with the idea of award-
ing charter-membership ~cards
listener who would write in. In ten days
more than 800,000 pieces of mail flooded
the agency’s offices. Frantically the ad
men got McNeill on the air to call the
whole thing off. It cost the sponsor
around $50,000. No similar schemes have
been tried since.

The Show Staggered New York

Once A year the “Breakfast Club”
takes to the road for a month's tour.
The most memorable of these occurred a
few years back when McNeill was visit-
ing New York. Amazed Manhattan dwell-
ers on their way to work found police
lines thrown around Madison Square
Garden and mounted patrolmen trying

IRREPRESSIBLE CUT-UP SAM COWLNG i

inspires the raucous

to cope with hordes of determined-look-
ing women. Many had been standing in
line all night for seats.

A little later 17.000 jammed their way
into the Garden. After being entertained
by several acts from the Ringling Broth-
ers & Banum and Bailey Circus, which
happened to be occupying the basement
at the time, the audience shrieked a greet-
ing to McNeill, who entered the arena to
a fanfare of trumpets aboard a huge
float. A few minutes later he was hoisted
in the claw of a steam shovel as high as
the balconies. From this perch he leaned
out and interviewed members of the
audience. The program’s singer was
bundled into a rope harness and hauled
up to serenade trapeze artists. Search-
lights played over the throng as McNeill

(continued)

e on the show,

atmospher
and often drags a housewife out of the studio audience to act as his straight woman.
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s Study of

ell, the Kinsey report on fe-
male sex life—the most fever-
ishly awaited, most wildly spec-

ulated on, most sensationally publicized
book in history—is open for inspection
at long last. And we can all breathe

True, it makes many interesting dis-
closures—and some disturbing and sur-
prising ones—about the girls and women
interviewed by the Kinsey team. Also, it
boldly attacks many of our existing sex
standards with blistering arguments
plainly slanted against chastity and in
favor of what used to be called free love.
But for the most part, it is a technical

__ offering little that is startlingly
new and much that is doubtful. It defi-
nitely does not measure up to the ex-
pectations of a shattering blast that was
to upset all our sex thinking and change
the whole pattern of our lives.

The Report Is Disappointing

Those who anticipated a lurid, all-
revealing peek into the boudoirs of
American women will be greatly disap-
pointed. So, too, will be the scientists and
other serious thinkers who had hoped
that now, finally, we would get the full,,
frank, scientifically accurate facts to
guide us toward a saner handling of
women's sex problems. For instead of
emphatically proclaiming, “This is the
sexual behavior of American women,”
the report haltingly asks, “Is this the
sexual behavior of American women?”
and reluctantly answers, in effect, “Well

no . . . not exactly of all women.



Amram Scheinfeld takes issue with
the startling conclusions in the most widely

heralded sex study of modern times

Female Sex Behavior



Female Sex Behavior

According to Kinsey, modern

wives have less sex activity






Female Sex Behavior <x

rate. Also, though venereal disease was
acquired by about one in forty of the
Kinsey nonvirgins, new preventive meth-
ods and cures make this threat relatively
unimportant.

But of even more significance than
these arguments is Kinsey's' denial that
loss of virginity brings psychic disturb-
ances and lasting regrets. OF the non-
virgins interviewed, three out of four
expressed no regrets. The least regretful
were those who'd been most promiscu-
ous, and the most regretful were those
who'd had the least sex activity. But
even Dr. Kinsey was surprised that
among the unmarried women who'd be-
come pregnant, four out of five “regis-
tered little or ho regret.”

An Approving Nod for Nonvirgins

While giving the nonvirgins an ap-
proving nod, the Kinsey report indicates
that if a girl doesnt engage in sex ac-
tivity before marriage, it may be less be-
cause she’s overrighteous than because
she’s undersexed. Noting that almost
half the Kinsey virgins admitted lack of
sexual responsiveness as a factor, the
report quotes the saying, “It’s easier to
abstain from sin when one is not physi-
cally or physiologically endowed with the
capacity to sin.” It adds that fear of
what others would think was a major
factor in keeping many girls virgins,
while 22 per cent frankly conceded lack
of opportunity as among the reasons, and
14 per cent of them cited fear of venereal
disease.

Expressing pity for the “sexually frus-
trated” and “inhibited” females, the re-
port blames “the church, the home, and
the school” as “the chief sources of the
sexual inhibitions, the distaste for all
aspects of sex, the fears of physical dif-
ficulties that may be involved [and], the
feelings of guilt . . . which many females
carry with them into marriage.” Citing
its finding that among wives who had
not experienced climax before marriage,
failure to respond to their husbands was
three times as often as among those who
had, the report observes that “the Chances

it may take some years to get rid of
them after marriage, if indeed they are
ever dissipated.”

A Dig at Frigid Spinsters

Kinsey’s most biting comments are re-
served for the “frigid spinsters™ who,
not understanding what sex is, attempt
to restrict the sex behavior of others.
Referring to the more than a quarter of
the unmarried older Kinsey females—
including many teachers, directors of
youth organizations, club’ leaders, phy-
sicians, and political figures—who never
had clima, the report .warns of the
damage that may be done by such “sex-
ually “unresponsive, frustrated females™
in the “guidance of our youth” and the
dictation of public policies and legisla-
tion governing sex. An implication is
that the better mentors of sex might be
“the other half to two-thirds™ of the un-
married Kinsey females “who did under-
stand the significance of sex and were
not living the blank or sexually frus-
trated lives which our culture, paradoxi-
cally, had expected them to live.”
ould we take these sweeping
conclusions? Whatever one’s own atti-
tude, it should be absolutely clear that
the Kinsey arguments are based chiefly
on the reported experiences of a highly
selected, limited, and atypical group of
females. And furthermore, the whol
Kinsey system of rating the soxel
adjustment or lack of it in women ap-
pears to be govemed primarily by a
single criterion: the number of climaxes
and their frequency in relation to the
sex acts performed, regardless of how
the climaxes are experienced. The im-
pression is given that women with high
scores are well-adjusted sexually, and
probably in other respects, too, whereas
women with low scores are not. None of
this is supported by any real scientific
f.

proof

With respect to the married women,
no evidence is offered to show that those
with the highest number of sexual re-
sponses were indeed the happiest with
theit husbands, or lhal 'hele is a direct

of working out sexual
to have been materially reduced for lhe
girl who hadn't previously learned what
it means to let herself go and respond
uninhibitedly.” Also: “When there are
long years of abstinence and restraint. ..
the acquired inhibitions may do such
damage to the capacity to respond that

and the Testing quality o marriages. No
check was made by the Kinsey team on
whether divorced women  actually _did
have the lowest climax scores. This
should be so if the theory is correct. Nor
is any evidence offered that the unmar-
ried ~Kinsey females who had the

greatest amount of sex experience are
the happiest and best-adjusted of all

In many other ways, the criticisms of
the first Kinsey book, and those predicted
for the new book, are now amply justi-
fied. It remains extremely doubtful
whether the sexual behavior of girls and
women can be reduced to and measured
in terms of “biological performance”
without full attention to the social and
psychological factors in individual lives.
The Kinsey studies have not yet consid-
ered these factors. It is even more ques-
tionable whether from the shaky spring-
,board Of-uncertain statistics about lim-
ited and special groups of females, it is
possible to jump straightway to drastic
conclusions concerning American women

When the professional critics have Jtad
a chance to analyze the new Kinsey re-
port, we will be better able to judge its
scientific validity and importance. Mean-
while, one may venture the belief that
many more representative Sex histories
will have to be gathered and much more
research will have to be done on the psy-
chological and social—and on the moral
—aspects of sex before the American pub-
lic can be told, “This is the full truth
about your sex lives, and this is what
Science prescribes that you do about the
sex lives of your children.”

What Kinsey's Report Overlooks

Just one more thing. Flying back from
Indiana, high above the clouds, I kept
wondering why this new Kinsey report
seemed so unreal as well as unconvinc-
ing. Then | happened to glance across
the aisle at a young CI and his wife,
with their baby. The soldier was fast
asleep. So was the baby, nestled in its
mother’s arms. But the young woman
was dreamily awake, her head snuggled
against her husband’s shoulder, and |
watched her eyes look up at him ador-
ingly, then move down to her baby, then
back to her husband again. It came to
me, suddenly, what was lacking in the
Kinsey treatise. Among all the hundreds
of pages of statistics, tables, and text,
dealing in such detail with “premarital
and marital coitus,” “petting,” “mastur
bation,”  “homosexuality,” ~ “adulter
and so on, | could recall seeing nmhing
about two' experiences which, one would
certainly’ suppose, have a great deal to
o with a woman’s sexual behavior:
motherhood—and love. The End









ILLUSTRATED BY AL

a Day

the age of sixteen | left the or-
phanage to earn my own living.
Fifteen years later, i

y of
hard work, persistence, and intelligenodhat people think.”

I was head of one of the largest financial
organizations in California. In all that
time | had never taken so much as‘a
Saturday afternoon off, and hence | was
Somewhat stunned to learn the expendi-
ture_connected with a first-class vacation.

“Eighty-four dollars a day?” | re-
peated. “Just for a place to sleep?”

Mrs. Willoughby, who is my private
secretary, nodded her graying head. “A
man in your position can afford the finest
accommodations available,” she said, “so
I've made a reservation for you at the
Hotel Esplanade in Palm Springs.” She
cast a quick glance at the outer office
“Now, please dont carry on about i,
Mr. Waite,” she urged. “People will
think o e a tightwad.”

“Let them.” The fact that | was un-
popular left me completely unmoved, and
| had not even bothered to fire the em-
ployee who, after my annual speech at

the office Christmas party, had drunkenly
suggested a public burning of Horatio
Alger’s collected works. “I don't care

rs. Willoughby sighed. “Maybe that's
your trouble.”

My secretary is old enough to be my
mother and I allow her a number of lib-
erties, but | dislike being lectured. |
swept her with a frosty glance. “Tight-
wad, indeed!” | went on. “Who keeps
up the payments on your husband’s den-
tures Who pays your nephewstumnn?'

u do, Mr. Waite,” she said. “And
i's because I'm so grateful that | sug-
gested you take a vacation.”

“What do you mean?”

“If you don get away from the office
for a while,” she explained quietly,, “if
you dont leam to relax, if you dont
start behaving like a human being, it’s

only a question of time until I put a
Bulet through your head.”

This was a little too much. “I expect
that I'm perfectly safe,” I told her cnldly
“until all your retarded relatives have

“I intend ™| told her bare shoulders, “to take advantage of everything I'm, entitled to.” 35






another look. “What's what?” she asked.

“A social directress,” | said. “I have
never before had time for a vacation, and

ce | am unfamiliar with a resort
hotel’s table of organization.”

“Well,” she said, looking down at the
carpet, “it’s—it’s really not much of a
job." The note of apology in heir tone
seemed to make her mad at herself. “I' m
in charge of all the doings here at the
hotel—games, dances organized activi-
ties, and so " she went on more
firmly. “1 hupe yuu1l take advantage of
our doings, Mr. W

“I intend t0,” | leplled | nodded to
the bellboy who stepped forward and
removed the key to my cottage from the
desktop. “I intend to take advantage
of everything I'm entitled to,” 1 added
as | turned to follow the bellboy. “Eighty-
four dollars a day!”

e bellboy escorted me to my private
cottage which, | must admit, was a minia-
ture palace. The boy deposited my bags,
opened the windows, and adjusted the
blinds. Then he started for the door.

“Just a moment” | called, and he
snffened hls hand on the knob.

'Y-yes, sir?” As he turned slowly, |
saw that s, face had gone pale. “Any-
thing wrong, si

“Isn't it cuslomary for the guest to
tip you?” | inquired.

“Well, sure, but . . ." He swallowed
hard. “Well, like you say, cighty-four
dollars a day is a lot of money.

“It’s highway robbery,” | 20, “Here.”

He looked blankly at the five-dollar
bill 1 handed him. Then he looked
blankly at me. When | finished my brief
explanation of the difference between
niggardliness and thrift, he was still look-
ing blankly at me. “Well, thanks,” he
said, and walked blankly out the door.

It was already quite late in the day,
so | refreshed myself with a shower, then
donned the black-tie dinner clothes | had
had tailored specially for this vacation.
As | crossed the beautifully landscaped
terrace toward the dining room, | heard
the social directress calling to me.

“I have warned you, Mr.
Waite,” she said as she approached.
“We're very informal here. No one both-
ers to dress for dinner.”

| frowned. “You mean they won't Ipt
me into the dining room in these
clothes?”

“Of course they will,” she replied. “It's
—it's just that | thought you might feel
uncomfortable.

“Why should | feel uncomfortable?”
1 asked in puzzlement

“No reason.” Hands behind her back,
she stared down at her Tight toe, which
was making little circles in the graveled
path. “I— just thought—"

“I spent an enormous amount of money
for a complete new wardrobe, and |
certainly intend to get some use out of
it. At eighty-four dollars a day, I think
| should be allowed to wear whatever |

feel like wearing, formal or informal.”

“Of course,” she_murmured. “Sure.
Whatever you say” “She edged anay ten-
tatively. “Well . . .

“Where are you goint

“To the cocktail Iounge“ she said,
and immediately flushed. “It’s not that
,I'm a drunkard. It's just—just that—"
She broke off, bit her lip in self-annoy-
ance, then continued less hesitantly.
“Many of the guests like a cocktail be-
fore dinner,” she explained. “It’s part
of my job to mingle with |hem and see
that they have a good tim

“May | accompany you""

“Delighted,” she said in what seemed
to me a somewhat hollow tone.

me to a gay group in a bdoth and
‘then left to circulate among the
other guests. Small talk invariably bores
me, and | therefore adroitly channeled
the conversation into a discussion of
business conditions. We were still thus
engaged when Miss Bonner returned.

She appraised our group with a pro-
fessional eye. “Where's the funeral?”
she asked brightly.

*You ought to know, Linda,” replied
a pamcularly obnoxious young man in
reeds. “You brought the body.”

The inference wes abvious, but years
of self-discipline have taught me to keep
atight rein on my temper. | merely stared
at the tweedy man in cold silence until
at last his fidgeting overturned 2 cock-

tail glass. Then | excused m

It wasn until 1 had entered lhe dlnmg
room that | realized Miss Bonner had
followed. | invited her to join me, and
she accepted at once. “Tom Dexter is an
ill-mannered lout,” she said after the
waiter had taken our order. Tom Dexter

Once in the lounge, she introduced

was the tweedy young man. “Dont let
him get under your skin.”
“He didn't get under my skin” I re-

plied in all truthfulness. “I could buy
and sell a dozen like him. However, I've
decided to cut my vacation short.”

“But why?”

“I' don't belong here,”
fish out of water.”

Miss Bonner frowned. “You haven\
given these people a chance yet,” she
said. “Most of them are very nice

She had misunderstood me. “I'm not
blaming them,” | explained. “It’s hardly
their fault that | have such an objec-
tionable personality.”

Our waiter, who had approached un-
noticed, very nearly emptied the contents
of a soup plate into Miss Bonners lap.
We waited in silence until he had pulled
himself together and departed. Miss
Bonner’s eyes, meanwhile, had somehow
become bigger, browner, and softer than
ever. “What makes you so sure you're
ﬂb]ec(lcnahle’ she asked.

no one has ever liked me,”
| sald simply.

“Nonsense,”

| said. “I'm a

she scoffed.

“No, it isnt” | said. To prove my
point, | asked her if she liked me. She
opened her mouth to reply immediately,
but 1 held up my hand. “Give it some
thought,” I requested.

She was quiet for a long moment, *

I think | like you,” she said ﬁnally
speaklng slowdy, as if weighing every

‘ou—you scare hell out of me
bul but, yes, I'm sure | like you.”

“Thank you I said. “Perhaps 11 stay
on after al

“Try acung a little friendlier,” she
suggested. “People will like you if you
only give them the chance.”

After dinner, | accepted Miss Bonner’s
invitation to join her and two elderly
ladies in a game of canasta. When we
had seated ourselves al a card table in
the corner of the lobby, I mentioned
that | had never played the game. The
faces of my new acquaintances fell.

“Canasta is really very simple,” Miss
Bonner put in quickly. “Just a variation
of gin rum

“I dont know how to play gin rummy,
either,” | confessed.

From the bitter looks of the other two
players, | gathered that they took their
canasta very seriously, so | concentrated
my utmost attention on the rules as laid
down by Miss Bonner. The game itself
proved to be little more than a memory
test, and inasmuch as my own memory
is considered phenomenal, | found myself
on the winning side at the end of every
hand. When finally we put away the
cards, | offered to give the old ladies a
few suggestions that would improve their
game, but they did not linger to listen.
They tottered off in steamy silence.

“You see?” | said to Miss Bonner.
“They didn't like me.”

“Nonsense,” she said.

The next morning in the hotel’s swim-
ming pool, | made another attempt to
be congenial. Never having learned to
swim, | remained at the shallow, end
where a number of youngsters viere
splashing and playing.” Although never
very much at ease with children, |
forced myself to enter into their activi-
ties wholeheartedly, but desisted when |
overheard a small boy offer to lure me
down to deeper water so the rest of the
group could throw rocks at me.

iss Bonner was waiting at the side
of the pool as | climbed out
“You're doing fine,” she said.
“Don't forget the hike this afternoon.”
The hike was one of Miss Bonner’s
Organized Activities. She led about ten
of us on a blistering walk beneath the
desert sun—and for no apparent reason
that | could see, unless it was to provide
several cactus rips in my brand-new
flannel slacks. “Nt it we're here,
what do we do?” | inquired of Miss Bon-
ner, when at last we reached Tahquitz
Canyon, our destination.
She indicated the other members of






A business executive of
my stature is used to
having things his own way.

She had to see that



Sketches United Nations Girls

e windows are blue glass and the
air is scientifically cooled. If you
have the stamina, you might enjoy

abroad who work there. They may not
make the speeches, but they take them
down in_shorthand, translate them into

prowling all thirty-nine floors of one @zens of languages, decode messages, an-

the world’s most beautiful buildings—the
United Nations’ ultramodern Secretariat,

illions have been poured into the
architecture, but the real opulence of this
establishment for peace lies in the shin-
ing faces of hundreds of youngsters from

swer telephones, set up type, and help oil
the gears of this city of 3,500 people.

It’s not often easy to tell who’s from
Brooklyn and who isnt; imports blend
imperceptibly with natives. Afternoons,
crowds of young girls pour into the UN

cafeteria for coffee, and you find it hard
to realize that many of them have homes
thousands of miles away. Some speak
flawless English, some have trouble with
their verbs and tee-aitches, but all of
them can muster up enough words for
coffee and doughnuts. Only the Indian
and Chinese girls stick to native robes,
proudly wearing thin saris and chipaos.
Al the rest disguise their origins behind
American fashions. | asked one young
Lorelei from South America if there
weren® a couple of subequatorial styles
she could introduce to the U.S, She shook
her head. “When I come here,” she said,
“I' get American-looking as quick as

‘You might judge for yourself how far
this merger has gone by inspecting the
seven young ladies presented here, all of
them young, exotic, and happily adjusted
to the local scene.

China— Marjorie Cliien. Her name
(the last- one is pronounced “chin”)
means Marjorie Money in Chinese.
Born some twenty-nine years ago, in
Shanghai, she is five-feet-four, built
like an ivory doll, and speaks pure
American. | helped the photographer
pry her loose from a card file, then
asked her to pose for Cosmopolitan
She was distressed. “But I look lousy
today,” she protested in the tones of an
upset water lily. We reassured her. You
see her here after a quick repair job.




Grock-Anerican—Ancromeche Geareoopoulos. Everybody calls her Maggie. “Closest anybody can come to
Andromache,” she says. Maggie is tour supervisor for sixty-five uniformed girls who escort the public through
the UN, answering questions and explaining delegates and architecture to eager out-of-towners. She has a deep,
vibrant voice pitched in the range of Tallulah Bankhead, and dark good looks that came originally from Athens.
Maggie, however, was born twenty-six years ago in Chicopee Falls, Massachusetts. When | saw her at the end of a
hard day, she looked fresh and unwrinkled in her navy-blue uniform, her close-cropped hair polished and gleaming
as if she were just arriving for duty. She was such fun,to look at, I forgot most of the things she told me about her
work and the system for circulating platoons of people through this luxurious laboratory for a troubled world.
Maggie's 1.Q. undoubtedly rates mention, but the only personal detail | recall is her shade of lipstick. Pink Taffy.

(continued) a



Pem—Luz Avias. The owner of this creamy
complexion types Spanish into English and bach
again. She was born in Lima in 1928. Five years
ago, Miss Arias came here as one of six winners
in a Peruvian competition for secretaries to the
UN delegation. Now she is one of three, the others
having departed for matrimony. It seems unlikely
that she can stay single much longer, or have
much time free to pursue her three principal
private interests—cooking, tennis, and  riding.
“Any Peruvian boys in the running?” | asked. She
was frank on this point. “They’re around,” she
said, “but 1 avoid them. I like American men.”



France—Pnle AraLzo.

New York, Miss Arauzo remains

French as the Place de la Concorde.

English nor my French got us very far when

her at her desk, flanked by an electric

a transcribing machine, and earphones. When
asked her age, she consulted in rapid French with
her neighbors. After much giggling, she said,
“Ze age of andeescretion.” After the photographer
produced his Spanish, this was established as
twenty-eight. With some difficulty, 1 ascertained
that she likes New York, commutes from Flushing
(“Floosheeng,” that is), and lives with a “frand.”

(continued)



la Seavedra Although she’s
a twenty-five-year-old from Buenos Aires, she looks
like a teen-ager from Ireland. She has sea-green
eyes that turn up at the outside corners, an inviting
grin, and a mane of black hair. After one year in
the V.S., her English is what you might term
piquant. She describes herself now as a South
American chatterbox. “You learn a lot of English
fast,” she said, “when you talk as much as I do.”
Her hobby is “sculptor,” and after meeting Miss
Saavedra | can easily picture her being busier
with sculptors than with sculpture. She looks to
me like a femme fatale, fun-and-frolic division.



Philippine Islands—isabel Sevilla. She says
she’s thirty, but she looks a mere.twenty, with
huge brown eyes and short blue-black hair.
She’s fme-feet-six-and-a-half, and slim as a stalk
of sugar cane. “I'm simple and conservative” she
said, “and | hope you won't print anything like
my last interview.” She frowned. “They asked me
what my big ambition was. | told them, and
when it came out in the newspaper, it said that my
big ambition was to get married and have ten
children.” There was a pained silence. | asked,
“Well, what is your big ambition?” She smiled.
“Get married and have ten children,” she said.

India—Lyra Srinivasan. This tiny girl is a
Social Affairs Officer with the United Nations
Social Welfare Department. Though she can’t quite
reach five feet on tiptoe, her flowing sari made her
look taller than the full-sized ladies nearby. She
weighs just eighty-eight pounds, not counting a
few ounces for the sari. She is a Harvard graduate,
and has the poise of an Amazon. | told her | had
always supposed the red dot just north of Indian
eyebrows to be a sign of caste. “Not at all,” she
said. “A dab of kum-kum is a sign of happiness,
Any woman can put it on.” When we parted, she
gave me the firm handshake of a Harvard man.

The End
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You can have a rare old
time ducking him. Of
course, hell win in the end
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The Luedickes of Scotland

Nb stingy-Scotchman jokes for them? TheyTe amezed by
the Scots’ generosity—and their passion for football

BY IRENE CORBALLY
f youre an American construction
engineer weary of yanking up your
family by the roots every year and

moving on to the next project, the Clarea month we_had

Alexander Luedickes have discovered a
wonderful solution for you—go abroad.
Until Clare’s company sent him to Scot-
land three years ago, the Luedickes had
spent their whole married life in a gypsy-
like trek from one booming town to the
next in the South and Southwest. In ten
years they moved in and out of eleven
r,mes and tow

en the Luedlckes—clare who is
fony ﬁve his wife, Dorothy; twelve-year-
old Ruthann; and three-year-old Connie
—arrived_in Scotland, their first home
was a middle-class family hotel in the
heart of Edinburgh. Soon, however, they
happily moved into their own place, a
lovely cottage in Juniper Green, a hand-
some suburb some five miles outside of
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Edinburgh, within easy reach of the city.
“It really was marvelous at first,” Mrs.
Luedicke recalls. “For a hundred dollars
the place completely
furnished—with such unusual (for Scot-
land) features as a refrigerator and wall-
to-wall carpeting. And the space was
everything we could ask for. We had two
bedrooms, a good bath, a lovely lounge—
that's a living room—a dining room, and
a big kitchen with plenty of cupboard
space. But in the kitchen was a thing
called an Esse cooker, which | loathed.
Its a stove that burns only anthracite
coal, and | was always shaking it or
kicking it. | could never regulate it, and
I dont know how many meals | ruined.”

A Losing Struggle to Keep Warm

Apart from the erratic Esse cooker,
the Luedickes lived comfortably in the
cottage through that first spring and

summer. But when fall came, and With
it, the bitter damp cold that Scotland is
known for, the absence of central heat-
ing and storm doors an jows made
living in the cottage a constant—and los-
ing—struggle to keep warm. Since the
elements obviously had the upper hand,
Dorothy Luedicke started house hunting
again, and landed the five-room furnished
apartment they now occupy. Their rent
here is twenty-two pounds ($61.60) a
month, and though the rooms are small
and boxy, each has its own electric
heater. The flat’s central location—it's
only a few minutes” walk from Princes
Street, Edinburgh’s fashionable shopping
center—is ideal for the Luedickes, who
love to entertain.

The Luedickes, informal and easy-
going, began making friends as soon as
they arrived in Scotland. The letters of
introduction they brought with them to
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They long for supermarkets, mass-produced clothes









Love was something she cornered, like an
animal at bay. ""Do you love me? Always? How

much?” Finally, shockingly, she got her



Everyone knew the little girl
was adopted. It made Monica’s

actions even more admirable
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“Darling,” she
said, “l've never
found it necessary to

be faithful to any

of my husbands.”

Monica’s house in the arms of a nurse.
But it wasn' a boy. It was a girl. Jenifer.
She'd been there just a little while
when Monica sent for me. Would I come
to live with her, she asked, on a sal-
ary, as Jill-of-all-trades—social secretary,
companion, executive housekeeper—and,
as Monica added, “My respectahlllly
She looked at me deeply. “I must ha
that,” she said, “a cloak, a—shelter.”

o | moved into the gray stone house,

where | had a suite, as the trained

nurse, and later the baby nurse,
and still later the governess, had theirs.
We were all there, 1 suppose, to wait
not on Monica but on Jenifer, but under
orders.

Monica’s orders. She took care of Jen-
ifer from the first. Her rooms connected
with the baby’s. If Jenifer woke at night,
it was Monica, if she were home, who
went to Jier. When she was ill, however
many nurses, it was Monica who nursed
her. Everyone knew, naturally, that Jen-
ifer was adopted. But had she borne her,
Monica could not have agonized nor sac-
rificed more, they said.

Not everything, of course. She no
longer vanished discreetly between stage
activities but took other methods, be-
cause Jenifer could not go with her. She
trusted her to none of us, except when
she had to, physically. No one repri-
manded Jenifer or gave her orders, ex-
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cept Monica, unless Monica was away.

It was quite a while before | began
to be frightened.

Monica never mentioned her disap-
pointment that Jenifer was a girl. Nor
did she seem disappointed when Jenifer
gave no promise of beauty. This amazed
me a li

We were together in the boudoir one
day, and Jenifer was modeling her new
frocks. Plain, costly, charmin
three years old, an olive-skinned chlld
with curiously slanted, rather light blue
eyes, straight heavy black hair, and a
small, sulky mol

Monica spoke w me. She said, “She
will never be pretty, Alice, but she can
hecorrve interesting and distinguished.”

aby came to put her hand on
MDnlca‘s knee. She said, in her birdlike
voice, “Pretty.”

“Who is pretty?” asked Monica.

Jenifer said, “Mama.” She looked with
worship into the dark eyes, and Monica
caught and kissed her.

Jenifer was even younger when she
learned the little trick that so amused
and touched Monica’s friends, even her
lovers. “How much do you love
darling?” Monica Would ask, and lhe
baby arms would go straight up as high
as they could reach and make the big-
gest circle they could

Monica’s affair with her leading man,
Philip Stone, lasted quite a long time.

I think Jenifer must have been four when
Il ended. And Monica, who talked to

s if | were herself, said
fvankly “It was too long. | was as bored
as he. Once the first raptures were over,
he was using me. . . . Besides there was
a girl, quite young. Al nne time, | thought
he was mterested in ye

1 laughed. “If you md you behaved
well about it. But he wasnt. He tried
1o use me, 100. To learn where you went,
whom you met, what you did. 1 thought
it was jealousy.”

“Only in a sense.”

We were sitting in the boudoir wait-
ing for teatime, as it was not a matinee
day, and for Jenifer to come in from her
walk. Monica said angrily, “I wish to
heaven there’'d be an end to it—but |
am only forty-two.” She looked at me
obliquely. “still waltmg for the knight
on the white horse’” she asked.

| answered, “Perhaps.”

“How old are you now?”
“Twenty-eight.”

«w- wouldn be twenty-eight again for
I anything in the world,” she said.
-L Then she struck her hand on the

table, and the clutter jumped and rat-

tled. She said, “When does the hunger
die, the meaningless hunger?”

1" thought, For you, never. For hers
was rooted in vanity. To be wanted, to be
necessary, that was her hunger. She



could respond, she could ease herself into

the hot, scented
Waler in the black marble tub, she could
see her reflection in her love affair as
she saw it in her many mirrors, but in
a softer light. No man, | suppose, could
ever complain that she lacked ardor.
And if one thought he seduced her, he
erred. But when she discovered her rival,
her ardor cooled. And she had many
rivals, rarely another woman: ambition,
wars, a vanity to match her own.

When Jenifer was eleven Monica gave
in to Hollywood. The lighting and cam-
erawork were better, she said, and one
could use one’s voice. She was fifty and
looked less than forty, thanks to inces-
sant care, delicate remedial plastic sur-
gery, and her masseuse, who
with her longer than 1. She drank little
and now smoked less, and was abste-

| did. not accompany her and Jenifer
to Hollywood, because shortly before
their departure | was married.

was thirty-six and Jim Drake in his
middle forties. | had met him when |
returned home to be with my father in
his last illness—my mother had died a
year before. Jim was visiting an uncle.
He was a physician, a general practi-
tioner, a widower without children. My
father’s doctor asked if he would come
in on consultation, and he came. | looked
at him across the sick man, restless on

the bed. The nurse moved softly in the
background. She saw a stocky middle-
aged man, with graying hair, gentle eyes,
and a stubborn jaw; she also saw a
woman approaching forty with a settled
figure, wearing glasses. 1 saw a knight
on a white horse and Jim, his love.

back from Hollywood. “I know how
she depends on you,” he said

| said, “I can't afford to wait, Jim,
however patient you are!”

“But I'm not,” he denied, and kissed
me, hard and long,

After a while | said, “I'd rather not
9o to Hollywood. | can't endure seeing
what she is creating with her own hands.”

“Jenifer?” he asked.

Jm offered to wait until Monica came

“Jenifer,” 1 answered.
He said, “You'e hipped on the sub-
JEC( Allle If ever I saw a devoted

other.
"She mm him fooled, too, my good, won-

lerful Ji

Jenifer at fifteen was leggy and wore
braces on her teeth. She was going to
be very tall, so now she was stooped.
Her hair was thick, almost unmanage-
able, and Monica wouldn permit a per-
manent. “Maybe later,” she said, when
Jenifer begged her, “just at the ends.”
She was old for her age, and young, too,
sulky, given to tempers and to passionate
self-reproach. “I didn't mean to hurt

you,” she would oy “Mother, please
forgive me, pleas
Monica always forgave her, after a,

Jenifer was rigorously brought up, her
manners perfection, and once she out-
grew the coltish stage, her social de-
meanor would be gracious and charming.
Monica would see to that. Now she was
old enough, Jenifer went ev
with Monica. Of course, her proper
bedtime must be observed, but, her
mother told her, when she was old
enough, she would, of course, go with her
to evening parties. “My big girl,” Mon-
ica would say, smiling at her, and adding
carelessly, “Alice, in another few years,
when she breaks out of this plain, solemn
little chrysalis, she may be quite pretty.”
In those days Jenifer used to blush a
dark, uiibecoming red

llywood was probably exciting. |
was on my wedding trip, but
occasionally,! wondered how Jen-
ifer fared. The picture was a critical
success and a box-office failure. | thought
Monica photographed very well and her
acting left nothing to be desired, but
the script was somewhat wooden and
overstrained. Monica, however, made a
great deal of money, even in those De-
pression years.
When ihey came home, Jim and | were
jiving on Park Avenue, a few blocks
s



away, and 1 went often to the gray stone
house. | was, Monica told me, greatly
mlssed “How could | let you go so
easlly 7" she sighed.
“You had no choice.”

| suppose not” She was silent a
moment. Then she said, “Well, youte

appy, | can see that. And you'deserve
it. I think 1 envy you a little.

I said, “You don\ for I‘m not, you
know, Jim’s exclusi

“That made her color. She said, “Fancy
your remembering that all these years.
But why aren't X

I said, “He had a happy first mar-
riage, Monica. And above everything else,
there is his profession.”

nifer came in at that point. 1 looked
at_her, startled. There was some-
ing a little different. A— cannot
express it. . . . Perhaps, sparkle.

After we had talked, Monica said,

“You must excuse Jenifer, Alice. She's
daydreaming most of the time now.”

“Mother!” cried Jenifer.

“Dont shout at me, darling” said
Monica. “Always keep your voice down.
Shouting is 5o ugly.” She turned to me,
smiling. She said, “There was a young
man in my picture, a bit player. Perhaps
you remember him.”

I sald Oh Cam Ellis? 1 thought he

was Vi

“Jenlfer " said her mother, “thinks he
is wonderful. She sleeps with his picture
under her pillow.”

Jenifer burst into tears.
mered, “I
and ran from the room.

| said, “You shouldn, Monica. It’s
a very sensitive age.”

“Shell get over it” said her mother,
“and it wont_hurt her. Shell furget it
soon enough. Ridicule’s a good way. Cat
is over thirty, although he looks such a
baby. And | dislike her becoming so
impressionable at this age. | shudder to
think of all I must go through to eradi-
cate it.”

1 said, “It's a good slgn really. She's
never noticed boys bef

“Cam isnt a boy. HES been married,
for one thing. He knows his way ground.”

| said, “Jenifer’s emotional, Monica.”
| felt very brave. Being married to Jim
gave me a great deal of courage. “And
o have made her o

" She raised her Eyebmws “Oh,
you mean her feeling for me.”

She stam-
you?”

For Monica was still asking, in effect,
How much do you love me? It was ali
based on that. Every reprimand, every
reproach, every command. If you

me, darling; because you love me, Jenny.
or, am | to believe you do not love me?
She never tired of hearing it. How much,
low much, more than the whole world?

She said, “That’s natural. I'm her
mother, not that frightened girl, fifteen
years ago.” She shrugged. “Jenifer will
get over Cam, and quickly.”

1 rose 1o go. Jim would soon be home
from the office. | said, “Monica, does
it ever occur to you that this is just
the beginning? For she will grow up, she
will fall truly in love, she will marry
and leave you.”

She looked at me with such anger
that I shrank. She said, “Don' say that,
dont dare to say it. She will never leave
me, Alice. She is mine!™

A year or more later, when Jim and
| came back from Europe where he'd
been at a medical conference, | was at
Monica’s. Jenifer was at school, and
Monica, pouring tea, was telling me,
“Cam Ellis was in town last week. He
called me. | wouldn't see him, of course,
because if | did, Jenifer would. And |
am not going through that again!”

Id forgotten Cam Ellis and was try-
ing to remember, when Jenifer burst into
the room. The door between it and her
rooms had been ajar. Her black hair fell
across her blazing eyes, and she was
white as ashes. She cried at her mother,
“Cam was here. Here in New York, and
you wouldn let me see him!™

Her mother said coldly, “Go back into
your room and enter properly, Jenifer.
Knock and then ask if you may come in.”

won't!” said Jenifer.

| staned to speak, and Monica raised
her hand to silence me. She said, “If you
ove me, you will obey me. This instant.”

The child turned and left the room.
After quite a long time, she knocked and
spoke. She said, “Mother, may | come

“Darling, of course,” said Monica
“Come, have your tea.

Jenifer sat down. The braces had gone,
and she had acquired the lean young
grace Monica had worked for. She was
going to be a very striking girl someday.

Jenifer took her cup. Her mother asked
her about her schoolwork. Then she said,
“I didnt hear you come in,” and added,
“and | do not like an eavesdropper.”

Jenifer’s voice shook. She said, “I
didn't mean to. | heard you say Cam's

Monica smiled. “He’s forgotten you,

“I dont believe it,” Jenifer said. “He
was so wonderful to me.”

“Oh, he did ask,” said Monica. “ ‘How’s
the little glrl" he said.” She looked at
me, and laugl

Jenifer Ieaped up, the Spode cup shat-
tered on the floor, the tea spilled. She
looked at her mother with a hatred |
had never seen. And when she spoke,
it was in the voice of an old woman. She
said, “Someday I'll kill you!" and ran
from the room, slamming the door.

1 half rose. | was shakmg Monica said,
sharply, “Sit down,

| said, “The puor chlld "

Monica said, “It is nothing to fret
about. You always hate people you love
intensely, dont you know that? I shall
go in and talk to her presently.”

| wanted to go home. I couldnt. | had
to know what was to happen. After a
while Monica excused herself and went
to Jenifer’s room. She left the door open.
I could hear the child crying. | could
hear Monica crying. | could even hear,
toward the end, Jenifer's exhausted whis-
per. Forgive me, Mother darling, for-
gve e, pleas

ot up 2 went_home to Jim and

When Jenifer was eighteen Cam Ellis
came to New York again, to appear in a
stage play—Monica’s. He was then thirty-
five. He had a secondary part but re-
ceived great critical acclaim. And he
was, of course, in and out of the gray
stone house, and | encountered him there
occasionally. | remember going with Jim
to the first night. | remember that Jenifer
wore white, and that she paid no atten-
tion to Cam whatsoever and her mother
whispered to me, “You see, | was right!”

But Monica paid attention to him. |
was accustomed to the symptoms. In

Hollywood he had not mattered. She was
interested only in her debut on the-
screen. Later she had seen him only in
relation to Jenifer’s childish crush. Now
she saw him, alone, the man himself.

She was still a very beautiful woman,
but also fifty-six.

The critics were kind to her, they al-
ways were, although they said she had
become somewhat mannered. To watch
her was like watching an exercise in
precision dancing. You were familiar
with every shade of emotion, every tone
There was nothing to startle .you, simply
a fine, polished performance. But Cam
was a remarkable new talent, they said.

Still, he might have fallen in love with
Monica, during the excitement and new
adulation, for as long as it lasted.

Monica telephoned one night, past
midnight. | thought that the call was for
Jim, that an ill woman spoke over the
wire, for the voice was unrecognizable.
She said, “Alice, come please. Please
come. Something terrible has happened.”

Jim woke, and | told him. | dressed,
and he offered to drive me. | said, “No,
you might be needed here. 11 get a cab,,
dear. I'll phone if it's—" I looked at him
and shuddered. “It must be Jenifer.”

hen | reached the house, a cab
stood before it, and as | went up
the steps, the door opened and
Jenifer stood there, smiling. She wore &
tailored suit and no hat.
She said, “Come in, Aunt Alice.”
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“Lotthammer—Arthur  Lotthammer.”

Mama shrugged. “This he could make
up) vvllh no trouble.

make a name like Lotthammer is
a ID( Df trouble.”

im aside. “Please. Dont
stand in front blowing hot breath. Give
the fan a chance, I'm dying.”

“1 called up his office, and the man
there tells me that so far as he knows,
Lotthammer always pays.”

“How far does he know? An inch from
his nose. Wait until next week if he sl
up with the payment. I doubt it.”

“A steady fella” Papa protested.

“Four years workmg for the company,
with two kids besi

Mama bent down to meet the gown in
her hand with her teeth. She bit the
thread close to the cloth and stuck the
needle into her red tomato pincushion.
“Time he was engaged,” she said off-
handedly. “Time he was thinking of
getting married.”

n Friday came and the first pay-
it was due, it was almost eight-
hirty, and no sign of the man

zipper, one quilted wrap-around in
peach, and a sateen plain in blue with
buttons—and held them up, sneering
meantime dreamily out the window,

Lotthammer looked  them  all  over.
“Yeah, they're pretty. But | wanted
sometfing 2 litlle” more. fancy—more
kind of

With immediate understanding and a
half-smiling glint of vengeance, Mama
took down the sheer black you could
read through.

“That's what | mean,” Lotthammer
said. “How much is that?”

“Nine ninety-five,” Papa said wanly,

“I’ll take it. Size eighteen, huh?"

Mama dropped the negligee on the
counter and went icily back to her
Kknitting.

“You want to pay for it now?” Papa
|nqu|red hopef Ity

mig aswell Wrap it up nice for

me, WI||

“of cuurse » Papa said, brightening,
“I will put for you in a special box.
—Hello, Bill.”

Bill Mullins stood in the doorway,

'Mama wes saying nothing for hours, only

looking up at the clock now and then.

Such a night Papa wasnt going to
forget very soon. Such an anxiety, with
Mama sitting there knitting and waiting.
Just to look at her made him so upset
that his insides would jump and he
would begin to sweat miserably.

Twenty to nine, a quarter to nine, and
fifteen minutes to closing. Papa leaned
on the counter and pretended to read
the evening paper, the print on the page
passing fuzzily under his gaze. He tried
to concentrate, but his hope and one eye
were on the door.—When in walks who
else_but—Lotthammer, Lotthammer big
as life, and all dressed up. Not fit to
kill exactly, but enough to make Mama
get red 1o the roots of her ears,

“ evening.” Papa beamed. “How
are you this evening? Everything satis-
factory wuh me ring?”

“Yeah,
pape"chukided warmly and brushed
his thumb expectantly over the rubber

mimples of the change pad.
Lotthammer looked in his ~wallet.
“Flve Right?”
correct. And the payment

boos 1l put down for this week paid.”

When Papa, handed back the book,
Lotthammer- glanced at what he had
written and flipped it closed. “You got
any . . . uh. what do.you call ‘em?—
women's housecoats, like?”

“Certainly,” Papa said. Housecoats
were Mama's department. *Mama, would
you show to the gentleman what we got
i ladies’ housecoats, please?”

Mama put down her knitting and
waddled to the racks. She selected three
garments—one flowered hostess with a

Bill held the coat dubiously at arm’s
length for a moment, then grudgingly
worked it up over his damp muscles and
back. He turned slowly around in an
agony of beer-logged scrutiny. “The fit
is all right,” he mumbled.

“Perfect,” Papa chimed.

“The only mmg I'm not so sure if
it’s the right style.”

“Exactly right. For summer evening,
this is very smart.

“Who said evening? | need it for nine
AM tomorrow.”

“Ah, a wedding?”

il picked at the suit with melan-
B choly fingers. “No, Ed Toomey’s
funeral. | got to be a bearer.”
“Ed Toomey?" Papa said, shocked.
“Red Ed Toomey, the big bulldmg man?
When did he die?”
“Wednesday ~ afternoon, just after
“You don’t say. From what?”
Bill tapped his right breast. “Heart.”
Papa shook his head. “You knew him

wel
“Veah‘ we seen lots of times together,

Papas life was like a mermaid—

no matter bow beautiful on top, there was

always something fishy underneath

smelllng from here of his bar and grill.
e followed the billowing negligee with

curdled eyes as Papa carried it down
the counter to the paper and cord.

“Be with you in only a minute,”
chirped Papa. He felt like his old sef
again. His fingers settled on the cash-
register keys with gay assurance, and
when he pressed them down, it was like
a one-note concerto in Carnegie Hall and
he was perhaps Horowitz.

“See you next week, Mr. Lotthammer.”

“Good night.”

“Take care. —And now, William, my
friend, what can | do for you?”

“I need a dress suit,” Bill wheezed.
“You got a forty-two long to rent?”

“For you only.” Papa bowed. “Just
step over here.”

iffling through the sizes, Papa se-
Rlecled a_clean white jacket, a

maroon feather camation in  the
buttonhole. “Here we are. Slip this on
for a starter.”

me and Ed. Now he’s dead and I'm . .
He blinked as if he “wasnt quite sure. “I
dont know, it’s funny how things work

“He'll have some funeral,”
softly told the miten

| was just over to the
houke there. and you could hardly get
in the door for the big shots and

Mama

fle
Mama looked up. “People standing?”
“Clean out to the street, there’s such

mob.

“A mob? So listen, if you go back, you
should mention to who's in chargs if,
they want more chairs to rent we got two
dozen downstairs—folding, with leather
seats. Comfortable.”

Papa kept a sad face out of all due
respects for the dead, but way down deep
he was secretly glad to hear Mama once
more taking an interest in things. He
was glad that she wasn't going to hold
iit against him because she made a wrong
guess about Mr. Lotthammer. “Yes,” he
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almost whispered, “you could mention to
his missus, maybe—quietly on the side.”

very week Lotthammer game, =
in the lunch hour, when Papa
was taking a nap, and Mama would
politely wait on him. The whole matter
drifted gradually out of Papa’s mind,
and new troubles came along to fill it.
The hours were eventually days, the
days became weeks, and a month later
Mama paid a visit down to Philly to see
Morty and Evelyn and the grandson.

With Mama away, Papa found con-
tentment in the beautiful quiet that sat
across the kitchen table and shared his
egg at breakfast, that lay beside him
in the hollow of the bed and kissed his
ears all night in an absence of z
ing snores. He wooed it aH day W|th fara-

eyes, and in the evening he re-
Iaxed in the chair in the back yard, |u||ed
by the long rattle of the trains.

But time is relative, and in two weeks
Mama was back from visiting hers. Com-
ing in the door, she noticed that Papa
hadn't polished the counter in over a
week. On the way upstairs with her bag,
she saw he had neglected to sweep down
the steps on Saturday. Newspapers and
a pair of dirty socks were all over
parlor. And look at the kitchen. The
garbage pail was ready to walk out

Papa rolled up his sleeves and swept
down the steps, put out the garbage, and
vacuumed, while Mama licked her thumb
and went over the account Cards.

“What happened to Kantor?”

Papa blinked. “Kantor? She was in"
on Tuesday. He’s got more gallstones,
and had to go the hospital to have
them out.”

Tie leaned over the bed



of the clock for the time—almost half

and struggled to get the ring off his wife’s resisting finger.
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the big wire grids and fastened them
to the windows. He locked the safe, set
the burglar alarm, and turned out the
lights, but he couldnt go upstairs.
With Mama's rocker creaking steadily
overhead, with no dinner to give him
strength, he sat—how long? Two, three,
hours maybe—in an exhaustion of fear
and worry, rubbing his temples, knead-
ing his stomach with the sickness of it,
until he finally could stand it no longer.
He put on his hat and went quietly out
by the hall door to find Lotthammer.
The first wind of fall twisted down the
avenue, feeling along the girders of the
el for leaves to rustle, boughs to bend.
Papa wished for his topcoat, and walked
along, clutching the brim of his bat,
slowing down occasionally to absently
check the prices in the window of a rival.

stopped and peered in the window.

Sure enough, through the glow
of the beer sign, he caught the profile
of Lotthammer standing at the near
end of the bar. The contours dropped
into his vision like the final shape in a
painful puzzle, completing the picture
Mama had put together from the start
and he had all along denied. He went
cautiously in the door and edged his
way to Lotthammer’s side. “Good eve-
ning,” he said. “How are you tonight,
Mr.” Lotthammer?”

Lotthammer turned and wobbled a
blank look over Papa’s face. “Pm stink-
ing” he breathed. “How are you?”

“Fine, thank you. You remember me?”

Lotthammer’s weaving gaze struggled
to make' fast on a feature, then slipped
away in a watery stare. “Yeah, you're
the man . . . with the . .. You know.”

Ccming to Bill Mullins’ place, he

“Rings.”

“Yeah, rings. | owe you money, and |
ain't got a red cent. | lost my job.”

“So | heard. | was hoping you could
arrange pemaps 2 litle” something. A
part payment e

Lotthammer nopped his arms. “I ain't
got it. 1 ain't got nothing.”

ust, you nderstand,” Papa pressed
gel mly “to show faith,

“Faith,” Lotthammer repeated, and his
eyes seemed to strain to crack through
their glazed shells and touch Papa. His

opened and closed without utter-
ance. Then he was saying something
that Papa had to lean close to hear.

“I'l give it to you back” he was
saying. “You come home with me, and
1"l give it to you back.”

“Oh, no” Papa protested, “I dont
want to do that. | only want we should
talk over some further arrangements
that will be agreeable.”

“It's agreeable with me that you
should come home with me, and 111 give
it to you back.” He swung around and
propped himself against the bar, knock-
66

ing the arm of the woman next to him,
splashing her raised drink. She half-
turned and poked him with her elbow.
He bobbed his head at her and the
ugly man she was with

“Better you should go home now,”
Papa urged, hoping to avoid a fight.

“Better | should,” he agreed. Then he
remembered. “You're coming with me,

“Yes, yes” Papa sald to get him out
of there. “Come, we

Lotthammer Smmbled through  the
crowd to the door. Out on the sidewalk,
he reeled into the entrance of the dime
store and sprawled against the glass, his
head hanging, his eyes shut.

Papa lightly shook him. “Come now,”
he coaxed. “You got to go home.” His
words made no impression. My heavens,
what a trouble this is, he thought. He
pulled up his collar and started across
the avenue. But Lotthammer staggered
into the street after him, weaving and

Suppose he was knocked down by a
car, what? Suppose he was killed stand-
ing there? Papa humed back and got
him up on the cu

“Look,” he sald “I don't feel so good
myself. 1ve got to go home now. Il
see you tomorrow.”

“Don't leave me,” Lonhammer mum-
bled. “Dont leave me,

So could Papa leave hlm IIke that?
He went along with Lotthammer like he
promised, and Lotthammer went along
with him. all over the sidewalk, tripping
over his feet in his hurry to keep up.

Turning into . Lotthammer’s  block,
picking along with his eyes for the num-
ber, Papa could feel how late it was:
the dampness, the sleeping darkness, the
miles-long quiet that the wind had
dropped between the rows of old four-
story houses. He stopped at the house.

“Ain’t you going to come in with me?”
“No. Good night.”
“Don you want to get the ring?”
“Not now. We talk about it tomorrow.”
“I mightnt be here tomorrow,” he
said thickly. “I might get put out.”

Papa looked at him in disgust. He
was fed up to here with such a good-
for-nothing. “So Il take the ring,” he
said quietly.

ey climbed the stoop, and Papa fol-

lowed him into the vestibule and up

the stairs to the third floor, where
Lotthammer fumbled with his keys.

A pair of bare feet ran (o answer.

P2Fe door opened on a litte girl in
flannel pajamas that_had shrunk  too
short in the sleeves. She was bony and
pale, and looked at Papa with the face
of a worried woman. “Pop,” she said.
Lotthammer put his hand on her head,

and they went from the hall into the
living room. It was bare except for an
old torn sofa, a steel cot, and a buckled
card table littered with paper dolls
and dirty dishes. Lotthammer stood there.

“Where’s Stevie?” he asked.

“He wouldnt go to sleep,” the girl
whispered. “He cried and ran all around,
and | couldn’t make him stop. He went
in with Mother.”

Jesus Lotthammer muttered. “Sit

" he said to Papa, and went into
the-bedroom, very sober suddenly.

Papa lowered himself to the edge of
the sofa. The little girl knelt at the
far end, looking now at him, now into
the bedroom through the open door.
Stealing a glance past her, Papa saw
with surprise a fancy dressing table
with pretty lamps, expensive bureaus, and
a nice new rug—all fixed like a picture
in a magazine, with Lotthammer, with
the long figure and the short figure on
the bed, looking out of place there, spoil-
ing it by being.

otthammer carried the boy out and
I laid him beside Papa on the couch.

J Then he stood quietly a minute,
rolling up his sleeves before he went
back into the room.

Papa watched him leaning over the
bed, struggling to get the ring from his
wife’s finger. Without a sound, her hand'
resisted. She was very sick, he could see.

“Don't bother,” he said in a hush, but
Lotthammer didn't hear. He got up and
went to the bedroom door. “Please,” he
said again, “you shouldn't bother now.”

‘When Lotthammer looked up, his fore-
head was soaking wet, and the features
under it were twisted into the image of
a scream. Papa turned to the bed in
confusion, and his eyes widened at the
sight of the woman’s cold gray face, at
the wasted body that showed itself
through the sheer black gown like truth
through a flimsy lie.

Lotthammer slowly worked the ring
up over the hook of her knuckle. Then
the fist closed ugm and plopped back

on the silk
Here, Ke sald holding the rmg out
to Papa. “Thanks for the use.”

Papa stepped back from the door,
from the extended glitter of the stone
and the obscene wiggle of the mermaid
tattooed on Lotthammer’s arm.

“1 never should have bought it,” Lott-
hammer was saying. “But | never gave
her one when we was engaged . . . and
| wanted for the last couple of months
to try and make things a little the way
we always hoped . . . just for once.”

The ring burned in the palm of Papa’s
hand, spitting its tiny fires at him. He
shrank from the dainty round touch of
a death he could almost smell. Then he
thrust it at the little girl and hurried
dizzily out of the house.



He retreated before the
stone's glitter and the

tattoo’s obscene wiggle
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slowing you up. You know that. Remem-
ber the Barton deal? That could have
been a real jam if 1'd let you go ahead
the way you wanted to.”

Mack tossed off the rest of his drink
and stood up. “Finish your beer, Quent.
I'm bushed.”

They went back out to the car, and
Mack dropped Quent off at his small
apartment, headed on east as though
going to his place, then circled and went
back to Marie’s apartment.

He sat in his car for a time without
gulng in. He lit a cigarette and smoked

owly, frowning ahead through the
Wmdshleld at the dark street. A city bus
hissed 10 a stop, let a man off, groaned
away down the street.

From what Quent had said about her,
he had expected Erica Holmes to be Miss
Anemia. A bloodless and bifocaled thing
with elfin mannerisms. Quent wasnt
noted for his taste in women. But Erica
had been a thing to stir the blood. Every
time, during the evening, when she had
been close to' him, the hacks of Mack's
hands had tingled. She
brunette, her hair so dark Il looked al—
most blue under lights. She had tilted
gray eyes, that husky voice, and a body
suitable for a calendar in a body-and-
fender works. But it was more than that,
he knew. It was a certain aura, an in-
visible emanation of desirability that
could be felt ten feet away. And she

obviously had the kid mumbling to him-
self. He thought of one little incident
during the evening. When iie had danced
with her, she had grown rigid each time
he tried to pull her a bit closer. And

ce, when dancing, her fingertips had
accidentally brushed the nape of his neck,
and they had felt like ice. He sat, eyes
narrowed, thinking. He got out, flicked
his cigarette away, and walked slowly
toward the lobby entrance, separating the
proper key from the others.

came in, whistling. Mack saw Mrs.

lOber glance suspiciously at Quent,
and he knew Mrs. Ober was not deceived.
Prior to Erica, Quent had been a young
man who never came in whistling. Mack
had coldly selected Quent for the fine
intuitive quality of his intelligence. The
younger man was not the sort of person
with whom he felt most at ease. Mack
thought of Erica for a time, and then

Mack was at his desk when Quent

sighed and turned back to the work that
was lying on his desk.

he waited for the elevator, he looked

at the door to the reception room.
Landers and Dale. It had started three
years ago in one crummy office, just he
and the kid and Mrs. Ober. Five rooms
now and four people working for them.
Another five years and they'd have the
whole floor. Ten years and they might
have their own building. Crazier things
had happened. But the kid hadn't been
pulling full weight the past six weeks.

Mack went out and walked five blocks
to the public library. He went in to the
main desk and asked for Miss Holmes.
Erica Holmes. The girl at the main desk
told him she was in the reference room,
the door to the right. He walked through
into the sunlit silence. A few people
frowned up at him as his metal-tipped
heels struck hard against the wooden
floor. Mack looked at them blandly. Erica
was behind a semicircular desk in the
corner. She wore glasses with heavy rims.
As she looked up at him, smiling without
too much enthusiasm, he saw that the
lenses did not distort her eyes at all
Probably a very minor correction. She
wore a black skirt, a white blouse with
starched cuffs and collar.

“Good morning,” she said in a low
voice. “I had a lovely time last night.”

“I wanted to see you in your natural
habitat, Erica.”

She raised her eyebrows.

‘And maybe see how natural n is”

She tilted her head a bit. “What does
that mean, Mack?”

He looked at her mouth. Wide and soft
and firm, Ups lying evenly together. He
said, “Just making jokes. Poor ones, |
guess. Did you do library work when you
were back East?”

c eleven oclock Mack went out. As

“Just that? No?”
“Is this so
Mr. Landers? If so, I'll have to ask you
I'm really quite busy.”
He grlnnsd “I feel IIke a father to the
kid. You know how it
“Please dont talk so Ioudly You're
disturbing the whole room.”
“Buy you lunch?”
“No thank you.”
“Have'l said something wrong?”
“Please. You'll get me in trouble.”

“Come on out by the front steps a

mi“LcanV it

“Then we'll talk here.”

Her lips tightened. Her knuckles were
white against the edge of the desk. “I"ll
be out in a couple of minutes.”

e walked out onto the front steps,
leaned against the front of the building,
and lit a cigarette. It was a good five
minutes before she came out. She looked

angry.

“What is this all about, Mack?”

He looked into the gray eyes, saw them
slide uneasily away. "I guess you mis-
understood me, Erica. | was just being
friendly. Quent told me you worked here
mornings, and | had a call and | was
going by so I stopped in. That Quent, he’s
a fine boy, don't you think?”

She gave him 2 puzzled look. “Of
course, | think so.”

“Guys like that are rare. You know,
idealistic, dedicated. | was telling Marie
last night that I lost my illusions when 1

W'Too bad, Mack.”
“We'll have to have an evening to-

“Really, | dont see—"

“Just the four of us. What do you
say?”
She half-turned away from him. ‘Thal
would be nice. | have to go back in now.”

“Il work || out with Quent, then.”

“Yes, do ti

“Or we muld go on a picnic. | havent
been on a picnic in years.”
“I really have to go in, Mack.”

“Nice to see you, Erica.”

She gave him a tentative smile and
went in quickly. He held the big door
open and watched her go up the several
S(Eps to the main floor. He watched her
coldly, and he saw the faint awkwardness
as she went up the steps, and he knew
that she was aware of his eyes on her.

He went down the street toward the
club, deciding to have a drink before
lunch. A slight celebration. A one-man
celebration. He was smiling a bit.

hen the day ended and Mrs. Ober
had gone, Mack went in and sat
on Quent's desk and said, “I
stopped in and saw Erica today when |
went by the library.”
Quent stared at him. “What for?”
“I thought it would be nice if the four






it was funny she wasnt more enthusiastic
about it, because she really enjoyed the
out-of-doors and they had taken long

ks in the country a couple of times.
He said she had praised her aunt’s Ger-
man potato salad and would come with a
large bowl of same.

On Thursday Mack drove up into the
hills and spent considerable time explor-
ing side roads. When he was satisfied, he
made small check marks on his map, and
returned to the city.

In the afternoon he went into Quent’s
office. “Kid, I think we better take both
cars. You know how Marie is. She gets
restless and wants to take off, and maybe
you and Erica would want to s(ay longer.”

“ You want to follow "

“We don even have to do thal " Mack
said. He unfolded the map and spread
it out on the desk. “I told a friend we
were going on a picnic, and he told me
about this place. He says it's fine. Easy
to find. We can meet there, kid. Look.
Eighteen out of town and turn left on
Thirty-one. Go nine miles on Thirty-one
up into the hills, and you see a barn
right here with half the roof gone. Turn
left on the first road right here beyond
the bam. It’s a dirt road, and you go to
the end and you come out right on the
side of the mountain where you can see
for miles. Nice and private.”

Quent sludled the map. “That’s easy
enough. Sur

“So we aan meet out there at eleven.
Marie’s going to get some’ nice chickens.”

eight Sunday moming the alarm
joke Mack. For a few minutes he
dnt remember it was the day

f the picnic. Then he smlled
stretched and got up feeling goo

hummed under his breath as he
shaved, pulling the skin tight and doing
a good clean job.

He opened a can of tomato juice, put
the coffee on, and then phoned Quent.
Quent answered on the second ring. “Oh,
it’s you, Mack. Say, it’s a nice day for it,
isntit?”

A swell day,kid. Up to a point.”

“What’s the trouble?’

“I just went down to get the paper,
and my left rear tire is flat and the spare
iis too soft to put on. | found a place that
will send a guy to fix things, but he can't
get here for an hour or so. And there
were a couple of things | was going to
do. How about you helping me out, kid?”

“Of course, Mack.”

“I left that zipper case down at the
office. That red thing that keeps things
cold. | was going to start early enough
s0 | could take it out to Walker’s and
load it up with cold beer. You can buy it
there any time. Can do?

“Sure.”

“That means youll have to go right

by Marie’s place. So it'l help the timing
if you pick her up, and Il pick up Erica.

Oklay?”

“Glad to. Want me to phone the gals
and tell them about the switch?”

“I dont see any need of that. They
both said theyd be ready at ten. You tell
Marle what happened and 11 tell your
gal. And I'll see you out there. Dont get
lost, kid.”

“You're talking to an eagle scout.”

“Thanks for helping out.”

at Erica’s. He rang the bell. She
opened the door and looked at him,
looked out at his car, and asked, “Where’s

I| was ten o'clock when Mack arrived

Qui

He explained the change in plans. She
introduced him to her aunt, a small
woman with nervous mannerisms. Erica
seemed a little uncertain and said she'd
better phone Quent.

“Why? It’s all alranged Besides, he’s
left already, probably.”

She kissed her aunt, and Mack carried
the big yellow bowl of potato salad out
to the car. He set it carefully on the back
seat, shut the door on Erica, went around
and got behind the wheel. She seemed
subdue

“Great day for a picnic,” he said.

“It certainly is. It mngm be a little

She sat far over on her side of the seat.
He drove through traffic as fast as he
dared, watching carefully ahead for
Quent’s car. He decided that if he saw
Quent ahead he would slow down, turn
into a gas station. After he got on Thirty-
dne, he was certain he was ahead of
Quent. The big car rocked and leaned on
the mountain curves.

They had nothing to say to each other.
When he saw the barn ahead, he glanced
into his rear-view mirror. The road be-
hind him was clear. He passed the dirt
road just beyond the barn. Erica turned
suddenly and looked back. “Isn’t that the
road? Quent told me.”

“It’s the second mad after the barn,
huney Right up here.

“But I'm sure Quent thinks—"

“If he doesnt show up, well go back
and take a look.”

The road ended at a small clearing he
had seen before. He parked the car and
turned off the motor. The cooling engine
made ticking sounds. The wind made a
soft sound in the leave

“Let’s take a Iook around“' he said.

“I'll wait here in the car.”

He opened the door on her side. “Come
on. Let’s find a good place. Let’s be Girl
Scouts, lady.” He grinned at her.

She got out of the car, and he said,
“That looks like a promising path.” He
stood aside, and she went ahead, holding

the branches so they wouldn' slap him
in the face. After a hundred yards, the
path opened into a small clearing. There
was grass, a large log.

“This looks okay,” he said.

“Let’s go back.”

He sat down on the log, took out his
cigarettes. “Here. Sit down and smoke
and take it easy.”

She took a cigarette. She didn’t seem
to want to look at him. “Sit down, Erica.

She sat on the log a good four feet
away from him. She sat with her hand
braced against the rough bark. He
watched her and saw the quick lift of
her breathing. He saw her moisten her

He reached over almost casually and
folded his fingers strongly around her
Wrist. She stopped breathing for a
moment and then turned sharply toward
him. “Mack! What's the idea?”

He chuckled and moved closer to her.
She stood up. He gave a quick yank to
her wrist and she was pulled toward him,
falling to her knees. He put his arms
around her, and she was like a woman
made of stone, unbreathing. And then he
felt the sudden softness, the great shud- ,
dering breath she took. He kissed her «
and then looked calmly at her face, looked ,
at the glazed scimitared eyes, at the
broken mouth. He laughed somewhere
deep in his throat and took her in his

arette. His hands trembled.
looked down at her face at the
blue-dark hair spread wild against the
grass of the clearing. Her eyes were tight
shut. She was breathing deeply, and with
each exhalation she murmured, “Dar-
ling darling darling.” It was a
meaningless metronome sound, s soft as
the wind in the leaves overhead.
He sat on the log, watching her with j
a curious, cold tenderness. After a time,
she opened her eyes and looked vaguely,1
around, like a person coming out of deep
sleep. She sat up, then knelt and brushed
at the twigs and bits of grass that clung
to her skirt. She stood up and looked at
him without expression, stepped over and
sat besjde him on the log, sat close to
him. She picked up her leather purse,1
took out a comb, combed her dark hair
carefully, looking straight ahead,
fni “Clg jarette?” he asked when she had

e stood up afterward, and lit a cig-
H ;

Please

He lit her cigarette, and she looked at
him over the lighter flame, mesting his
eyes for the first time. She turned away,
her shoulders hunched

“So it was a foul trick,” he said. “Go
ahead. Rave.”

“I don't know. | dont know,” she said
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SURPRISE HIT of the Stork Club telecast is nine-year-old Shermane, shown with her father, Sherman Billingsley, owner of the club.

Orchids, Champagne,
and Caviar in Your
Living Room

A huge horde of home-lovers spend part of every Saturday night

at Sherman Billingsley’s Stork Club, New York’s plushiest bistro

by joe McCarthy

erman  Billingsley, the proprietor
of the Stork Club, got involved in
a misunderstanding with a license
ureau a few years ago and feared hi
might have some difficulty. Then one eve-
ning during this troubled period, he was
told there were two men from the bureau
at the door of the Stork Club, wanting to
see him. Billingsley walked out to meet
them, with the air of a convicted spy on
his way to face the firing squad.
“We'd like to speak with you pri-
valely‘ one of the men said.
Well, I'm in the soup now, Billings-
ley thought bleakly, and here I go into
bankruptcy.
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“We want to ask a favor,” one of
the men said. “Could you fix it with that
man on the door so he'll let us come in
bere with our wives some night for
dinner?”

To numerous Americans, a crossing of
the Stork Club’s velvet-roped threshold is
the ultimate social accomplishment. Even
celebrities like Darryl Zanuck, Phil Riz-
zuto, and Burt Lancaster have failed to
get by Billingsley’s doormen. A repro-
duction of the Stork Club was the setting
for a big scene in “All About Eve,” a
movie written and directed by Joseph L
Mankiewicz. Grateful for the plug, Bil-
lingsley cordially, invited Mankiewicz to

make the Stork Club his home the next
time he was in New York. Mankiewicz
accepted the invitation—and was stopped
cold at the

The Stork Club takes in millions an-
nually, yet Billingsley never has a floor
show with well-known entertainers, and
he does not hire name bands. Althoiigh
his food is excellent, it's not the main
drawing card. The big attraction is the
exclusive_atmosphere. So famous and
valuable is this commodity that Chester-
field_cigarettes pays out approximately
30,000 a week o capture a half hour of
it on Saturday nights over the CBS tele-
vision network,






STORK CLUB

Then he calls for three more of the same.
Billingsley is often asked about tip-
ing. He says the Stork Club waiters are
satisfied with fifteen per cent of the bill
but usually receive more. Sums as high
as $2500 are not extraordinary. One
headwaiter once got a $10,000 tip.

A prosperous Detroit manufacturer
came in one evening and asked the man
on the velvet rope at the front door what
was the biggest tip he had ever taken.
“A hundred and fifty dollars,” the door-

“Here’s two hundred,” the Detroiter
said. “Now tell me, who was the g
who gave you me hundred and fmyv"

“You did, " the doorman said.

Billingsley often cashes personal checks
for five or ten thousand dollars; he will
cash a twenty-five-dollar check for almost
anyone. “If the check bounces, the guy
will not come back,” he says, “and it’s
worth twenty-five dollars to get rid of
people like that.”

Some memorable private parties have
been staged at the Stork Club. Billingsley
remembers one cocktail party thrown
by Benjamin Sonnenberg, the New York
public-relations counsel. It lasted two
hours and cost $2,000. The most gala
private dinner at the club was one
Charles Cushing gave for the Duke and
Duchess of Windsor. Everybody who was
anybody was there. Billingsley unhesi-
tatingly names the Duke of Windsor as
the customer who causes the most excite-
ment in the Stork Club.

“Clark Gable, Jack Dempsey, and Gene
Tunney, and, of course, Bing Crosby also
create a big stir,” he says. “But the
Duke turns more heads than anybody
else. | guess Americans are stil
whelmed by European royalty.

Billingsley contends that the stories
about the Stork Club’s exclusiveness are
exaggerated, that the tales of the rank
and file being barred at the door are
greatly blown up.

The Club's Not That Exclusive

“A whisky manufacturer who did me
some favors during the war when liguor
was scarce once asked me if 1'd display
his stuff,” he says. “I told him it was
displayed all over the bar. He said he'd
rather have it in the lobby, where it
could be seen by all the people we turned
away. The pay roll alone of the club is
two thousand dollars a day. With an over-
head like that, how could | afford to be
that_exclusive?”

Billingsley says that respectable and
sober people are turned away only when
the club is crowded and they have failed
to make reservations. He says it’s a sim-
ple matter of arithmetic: the demand for
tables usually exceeds the number of
tables. Of course, the freeze is put on
certain people known to get nasty after
they have downed their second drink.







STORK CLUB <_.

the glamour panel, usually four attractive ladies-about-town, are a regular feature of the show. They help give the program
its atmosphere of high style while asking Billingsley questions about the Stork Club. His answers are frank, often surprising.

AFTER the show, Billingsley busses Shermane. He's swamped with letters asking
about his family. His wife and two older daughters seldom visit the club.
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Aching feet can put
lines in your face!

= When tired, aching feet make
your face look tense and drawn,
those tiny pain-lines may soon
deepen into old-looking wrinkles
that are there to stay!

At the first sign of foot-fatigue,
rub your feet with Absorbine Jr.

Quickly, gently, Absorbine Jr.
soothes and cools those aching
spots—helps counter irritation
causing the pain—with wonderful
muscle-relaxing relief!

When your feet feel better, you
feel better ... andyour face shows
it! Get Absorbine Jr. wherever
drugs aresold. ..only $1.25 along-
lasting bottle. Or mail coupon.

STORK CLUB <

ARTHUR GODFREY AND BING CROSBY are Billingsley cronies. The club
started as a society rendezvous, now draws top people in all fields.

biggest head-turners are the Duke and Duchess of Windsor.
A dinner honoring them was the biggest ever thrown there.

mamie eisenhower and daughter-in-law, Mrs. John Eisenhower, drop
by. Like other women, they are barred from the Cub Room at noon.



j[ow -/ Easier, surer protection for
your most intimate marriage problem

exclusiveness, symbolized by the gold
chain, is the secret of the club's fame.






In cramped quarters of bns, models Irene Maher and Wilma Kaspar hurriedly wriggle into some of the $22,000
worth of fashions by Schiaparelli, Dior, and other top designers at Coaldale, Pennsylvania. Miners showed distinct
preference for Dior's 1953 tulip silhouette, winked their miners’ lights approvingly at $7,000 ranch-mink fur coat.




JACK STAGER—GLOBE PHOTOS

Most popular clothes on trip were the formal and expensive ones, like this $1,725 emerald-green ballgown imported
from the salon of Italian couturiere, Contessa Simonetta. Workers at New Jersey Central Railroad yard in Allentown were
impressed when the announcer revealed that copies of this dress would probably be selling for about $39.95 in two months.



‘feet in Fullertown winked when the mistress of ceremonies described “that
nightgown” as a “Schiaparelli peignoir of pastel pink and hot pink over a Vanity Fair gown of nylon tricot with
adornment of appliqued roses on bodice and a pleated skirt” Then they grinned at the ensemble's $75 price tag.



“"Gentlemen in overalls”
yelled loudest for
swank glamour clothes.
Most popular item—

a $1,725 evening gown

In the new tulip silhouette, this iridescent red-and-green pebble tweed
tailored by Rafi, cost about $110, drew far less response than glamour clothes.



Hess knew the swim  season
was finished as far as sales were
concerned, but shrewdly used sexy
model in hourglass Dior bathing
suit to set off black seal fur coat.

At erdof last show; caravan, usually
deep in Pennsylvania coal centers,
heads back to home base in Allentown
Models, after long day in which they
do four shows, doze off in bus, prepare
for next day’s grueling performances.

The End
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HARVEY'S
BRISTOL CREAM
A full pale oloroso—the world’s
greatest luxury sherry. Because
of the rareness of the sherries
of which it is composed, it is
available only in limited

HARVEY’S
BRISTOL MILK
Similar in style to Bristol
Cream, a rich tasting Wine
only alternative luxury Sherry

HARVEY’S
BRISTOL DRY

HARVEYS

IMPORTED

(“jhelzved

Arrrlo



Some girls will die a thousand deaths just to get a man,
but Adele would diejust once, and she wanted to enjoy it

BY JAMES STREET









‘Doctors’ tests reveal this












New York that caused it! New York—
your New York that you're so proud of
| wanted to see the city that could take
a once-decent small-town reporter and
make the rotten thing out of him it made
out of Dick Dougherty.”

urke stopped_laughing. “What do
B ou mean—Dick Dougherty?”

And then she told him the story.
“When | saw him here, he was so drunk
he didn’t know me. | wanted to know
what there was here that ruined boys. |
didn't have the money, but | meant to
pay it back. | will pay back every cent
of it—the plane fare, the hotel, the
clothes. | thought I still was in love witf
Dick Dougherty, and | wanted to see
whal New ‘York had done to
u did! How you did!”
Iaughlng again.
“Stop it! | tell you I'll pay you back.
11l pay your old Express back every cent!”
h, no, you won!” He caught her
hand, shook it vigorously. “Shake, sister.
10 one ever can say the Express isnt a
good sport when it's licked at its own
game—or that Bill Burke isnt a good
editor! You know what 1’'m going to do?
I'm going to write this story myself for
our Sunday feature section! It’s life and
love people like to read about—not death!
1t be a knnckoul all about you and
Dougherty and J
“But you can‘t , she wailed. “You
can't! And I've got to go home right
away. When Joe finds out, he’ll hate me!™
“Oh, yeah?” City Editor Burke’s face
was glowing now. “You know how |
know? Because Joe Norman, who never
drinks, went out this morning after he
Teft his story on my desk and got potted!
Not only that, but he wired me his resig-
nation—collect, mind you!—and then
phoned me to be sure I got it. And I'm
going to have a hell of a time looking
in the barrooms to find him for you.”
Adele’s eyes were two stars. Her face
was as crimson and white as the_satin
skin of a fresh May peach. She tried to
speak but could only stammer.
embarrassment, Burke
jerked a manuscript from his pocket.
You Il like this. 1t’s the story Hank
n wrote about you. It’s a shame
you‘re 50 healthy—it's a swell story.”
She read the article, and wiped un-
ashamed tears from her eyes. “Did he
really mean gU those nice things?”
“Did he? Sure he did." City Editor
Burke beamed. “And the stingy cluck
didn say half enough, at that! And
Hank Wilson is the best damned Broad-
way reporter in this or any league.”
“I—I wonder,” Adele said, smiling
through her tears, “if now you'll let me
see what Joe wrot
“No, | guess not, baby.” City Editor
Burke winked at her. “You see, Joe is
our obituary editor! The End

im!”
He started

Her Subscription
Work Is Fun!

For eight hours a day Miss Marie C. Sexton is
a bright, efficient secretary. But she has made
her spare time count by devoting it to getin
suhscrllplmns for Good” Housekeeping and _al
other leading magazines. Miss Sexton writes:
“Building up a subscription business is fun—
easy and profitable, for the commissions are
generous. Nearly everyone buys or subscribes to
magazines and | have found people very glad
to be contacted by a local representative for their
own and gift subscriptions. It is a business which
shows consistent Fravvth as new subscnpnons are
added to renewals and new contacts

Brofits have grown each month since 1 siaried ™

You, Too, Can Earn Extra Money This Easy Way!
I |uda¥s high prices have upset your budget—if you are worried about overdue

bills—i

You fedire extra marey for any purpose—shy not use your spare time

to earn the additional funds you need?

It's so easy to start—so sure to

GOOD HOUSEKEEPING, Dept. CM 953

250 W. 55th St., New York 19,

Please send complete details of your spare-

Name__

St &No-
City & 20

bring you substantial_rewards for
the time and effort expended. Your
hume is your office. You are your
wn boss. You work at your own
Convenarice.in your own comma-'
nity—in your own way.
Let us tell you more about the re-
markable opportunities this work
fers to men and women of any
age—whether regularly employed
or not. Just mail the coupon. You
can start earning extra money as
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Evert] man, good or evil, has one supreme

moment when all his nobilitg comes to the fore






The devil himself couldn’t have provided



Stranded, her husband and her lover faced death on the icq summit. Onlq one had to return alive
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Never again will you
“dab" on make-up...

now you'll do it the dream-girl way!

new -TIPS®
BEAUTY SWABS

Every boudoir needs a beauty operator like ‘Q-Tips'l






Do Us

Death is never welcome, but at a wedding

party it is a particularly gruesome guest

BY SEBASTIAN BLAYNE

write about it, but it's not like  crowded elevator. It tells you the one

a book when it happens to you.  who is waiting is there—in the hotel, the

To you. Death is awful—it’s never qstivee, the street, the subway—there in
the right time to die, in a ditch or a  the same house. It wont let you sleep,
battlefield, in a bed or a bar. We say  and it makes you do very silly things
we're not afraid, but we are, everyone  as Maggie McMahon found out that first
is, even in a nice clean hospital with pills, ~ summer day in Canfield, only two hours
hypos, no pain. But with murder, it’s dif- by rail from New York City.
ferent. It waits for you at night, peering They were sitting in the club car, a girl
in the window, becomes a face on the  in a black linen dress with crystal but-
other side of the glass, becomes a hand ~ tons and a tall young man in a gray

Mumer. People talk about it, they  on the light switch, a presence in a

She removed her robe and descended the stairs to where her husband lay in agony.

ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT PATTERSON



UfffiL W H Do Us._,

The house looked unlived in, the
blinds drawn, shutters closed. Its face

was blank. It was a monstrosity
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"I'll be patient, baby,” she said quietly. “I'll be anything you want me to be.” She clung to him for a moment.



U W hDo Us.

“| know you and Curt have been living in sin,” Mrs. Martel

said. And Maggie, who knew all the answers, could not reply



Uiffiix MM Do Us..

she crouched, heart hammering in her
throat, hidden behind winter coats and
garment bags smelling of moth spray.

They built houses to last in the old
days, and closet doors were not flimsy
panels, they were two inches thick and
solid from top to bottom, jamb to jamb.
The faintest sliver of light showed
through the keyhole. For all practical
purposes, it was a sealed closet, Only the
lilt of their voices reached her, no words.
Gradually Maggie gave up trying to lis-
ten. Her legs were trembling, and the
heat was overpowering. It was like that
torture on Devil’s Island.

Where had she read that? Think of
something. Hold on to it. Say your pray-
ers. Count to a hundred. Mustnt faint.
Look through the keyhole. White shirt,
that was Curt. Swallow the moth smell
and the sweat and your throbbing heart.
It hasn't been five minutes, really, it
hasnt been lon

The swimming white shirt was replaced
by a sea-green dress, and then, for a
moment, a face. Maggie almost laughed
out loud because of what she saw through
the tiny aperture. Why had she been so
unfair? What had she expected? A stock
movie mother-in-law? A silver-cord Mom
out of Wylie? A clinging vine? A domi-
nating clubwoman? Pauline was very
like Curt, a feminine edition with a hun-
dred pounds added, darkly handsome
with flashing eyes in a vigorous face.

turned toward the keyhole. Only

then did Maggie remember her
cigarette case beside the bed. Evidence,
largely initialed. But evidence of what
guilt? Her heart hammered, and she let
herself sink under the warm waves of
the billowing bile-green sea that kept
coming and coming and breaking over
her with the thudding of blood bursting
inside her head. For the first time, Mag-
gie realized she was suffocating. She
reached for the doorknob and turned it.
The door wouldn't open. “Curt!” There
was no answer. She hammered with her

m

Fm a moment, Pauline Martel’s eyes

Sometime I'll show you what it

feels like to smother to death.—Would

an impulse like that be insanity?

fists, screamed, kicked at the door, clawed
at it with her fingernails. She sobbed and
screamed until . . . she realized the
keyhole was dark. There was something
in"the lock. The answer came to her
slowly ... a key.

n New York City that same night,
Sebastian Blayne slept fitfully. It was
dawn before he began to snore. And

still the elevator refused to descend all

the way to the basement, the only place
he could escape the boredom of being

Sebastian Blayne. He pressed all the

buttons, but the elevator was stubborn.

It sank a few floors and stopped on the

landing where his characters lived and

the props were kept, all the masks- and
tricks and jokes neatly catalogued.

There were his files on human behavior

and psychological motivations, room after

room packed with analytic notes, obscure
facts, sexual research, a vast storehouse
of information. At the very end of this
chambered labyrinth was a small closet
with a large lock. Signs said: private,
do not enter. The boxes inside were

sealed and covered with warnings: han-
PECPLE'S

dle WITH CARE FRAGILE OTHER

Every Sunday from five-thirty to six
PM. Blayne suffered for a worthy cause,
namely to help delinquent youth by ana-
lyzing the psychoneurotic aspects of crimi-
nal behavior. Believing that a potential
criminal’s behavior patterns can be rec-
ognized and corrected, and that crime
should be prevented rather than pun-
ished blindly after it is committed, the
playwright had gone on television with
a program called “Detective Quiz.”
Abruptly the elevator shot up to the
top floor. There was a tantalizing aroma
of coffee in the air. Blayne opened his
eyes. “Where did you come from?”
Across the room, by the window, sat
a very attractive young woman. “Cof
my sweet?” Maggie asked, rising.
“There’s nothing sweet about me. You
should know that” He surveyed her
with cold poise but accepted the cup.

She propped up his pillows and patted
the top of his head. “Youte not making
this easy, Neddy.

“You deserled me in my need,” he
said. “No one else can read my vile
writing. But you're looking marvelous.”
She wasnt, though. Her face was tense
and drawn under the make- and he
had never seen her so nervou: it down,
angel, and relax. Why did you come?"*

Maggie fished for a handkerchief in
her purse and a groan came out of her
throat—not like a woman’s sob—like an
animal without pride.

“Oh, Lord, don't do that.” It was the
first time he had ever seen her cry.
“Come to Papa.” Neddy flung his arms
around her. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

“There’s a lot wrong, Neddy. You
know | wanted to meet Curt’s family
first. Well, | have—in a manner of speak-
ing." She recounted the events of the

ince Neddy wanted nothing more
Slhan to prevent Maggie’s marriage,

he leaned over backward in the
opposite direction.

“Curt found you?”

“I dont know. I think so. When I came
to, things were rather complicated. Dr.
Martel was giving me_artificial respira-
tion, and Curt was rubbing my feet with

“Was the mother there?”
“No. Evidently she slept through all
the commotion. The doctor suggested we
keep it our little secret, Those were his
words. He's nice, really rather a lamb.”

“What's he like?”

“Tall, with cheekbones,” Maggie said
inadequately, “and kind of beaten-look-
ing.” She found it impossible to describe
Stefan Martel—his crumbled suit that
was somehow_distinguished, the weary
set of his shoulders. *He must have been
Rancsome ance, dashing even, before Ife
defeated him. 1think you'd e him,

leddy. He has a vein of irony.”

N R the mothers

“I didn't talk to her, of course, but
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TOI1 Dew Do k...

as if Pauline were waiting for the girl
to sit up and say something clever in
rejoinder.

But Maggle decided in her sophisti-
cated way o be simple. “It’s this mother-
daughter-in-law thing. Couldn't we just
be ourselves?”

“Be ourselves—or be honest?”

This was a real antagonist, Maggie

“I'm not the possessive type, or had
you guessed? | havent wanted Curtis
to stay at home"—she smiled—*"and be-
come a mama's darling. Why did you
make him come back?” Maggie started to
speak, but the mother held up a com-
manding forefinger. “Oh, yes, |
you are responsible. That's what puz-

“Before we were married, | wanted
Curt to be sure of himself,” Maggie ex-
plained, “to stop running away from—
from whatever it is he’s been escaping
all these years. | thought there might
be something in his childhood—" She
saw Pauline was watching her with
shrewd detachment.

“Pm so tired of Freud,” Pauline said.
“Even in Canfield, in my set, he’s con-
sidered passe. The idea now is dynamic
acceptance. You should listen to Sebas-
tian Blayne. This isnt an ideal world,
parents aren't perfect, and no state can
be made Utopia. So if Curtis’ subcon-
scious is worried about getting spanked,
I'm sorry, m it's done, dear, and lets
not cry a

Maggie had Tarely in her life been
so deflated. This woman was much too
clever for her. “It might be more seri-
ous than that,” Maggie said. Hadn't Curt
told his mother that she was Sebastian
Blayne’s secretary? Or perhaps she was
s.mply belng rude.

a bride once myself,” Pauline
contmued “and my mother-in-law wasnt
as kind to me. Ill tell you now, without
making you wait for it, there isnt any

money. If there’s anything else you want
to know about us, | wish youd come

to

“Isn'l n a little late for that?” Maggie
was a

“My dear have | hurt your feelings?
We have no reason to be enemies. You
cant expect to enter completely into
someone’s life, their memories, their pri-
vate griefs. WeVe had our troubles like
any family.” Pauline sighed. “But |
know you won' blunder in where even
angels hesitate.”

intruded. And despite her clever-
ness, Pauline had been clumsy,
for the girl had received the distinct im-
pression that the wedding was not the

116,

Maggle understood then that she had

was sitting out in the sunshine

worrying. She was doing her worry-
ing in blue denim shorts and a white
shirt, and looked perfectly beautiful.
Somehow Curt was going farther and
farther away from her, she thought, sink-
ing into himself. Every moment that
brought them closer to a formal union
seemed to increase their emotional sepa-

-I-ue next morning, Maggie McMahon

“Darling, you should have oil dark
glasses,” he called to her from the bay
window in his mother’s room on the sec-
ond floor. “Wait, 111 throw a pair down
to you. Stay right where you are.”

So Maggie had obediently waited,
standing under the window, looking up.
Then, almost simultaneously, she heard
two sounds: a slight ping quite close at
hand and, from the street, a short beep
from an automobile horn. It reminded
her of Blaynes M.G. As she swung
around to look in that direction, the six-
foot sheet of plate glass from Pauline’s
window came shivering down in a jagged
cascade, slabs and splinters of glass,
every splinter a dagger, the heavier
splinters falling with the deadly finality
of a guillotine. Maggie’s blonde head
should have rolled to the ground.

vement, one step toward  the
street, had saved her. The sun sent a
million prisms sparkling through the
shattered pool of glass. The M.G. horn
went beep-beep again. And Maggie
fainted.

Later that afternoon, Maud Gorms,
the Martels’ neighbor, came over to
survey the wreckage on the lawn. OF
course, there was nothing to see. But
Maud thought it was an odd and inter-
esting phenomenon that an enormous
pane of glass should go to pieces like
that without any visible reason. Had the
old house sagged at that moment and
settled a bit? Enough to crack the glass?

The Martels said Maggie had men-
tioned hearing some sound. A little ping.
Now what could cause a little ping?
Was the window subjected to a sudden
and unusual stress? A blow? A baseball,
for instance? If a ball had been thrown
from across the street... A stone would
be better, not so noticeable. Maud had
to remind herself this had been an acci-
dent. But glass couldn' shatter of itself,
could it? Snmelhlng had caused the
accident. —Or someon

Maud turned and Was walking back
to the opening in the hedge she had
come through when she heard Pauline.

“I called Harry Lee to "lean up the

mess of broken glass,” Pauline said un-
necessarily. “The man from the hardware
store will be here any minute to install
another pane.”

“How is Maggie?”

“Taking a nap. Shes perfenly all
right. I'm the one who’s u

“I' don't wonder. When Maggle wakes
up, tell her she’s invited to my house
for a cuck(all will you

“Certainly, Maud dear What time do
you expecl us?”

“It isn't a community invitation, Paul-
line darling. | simply want to get ac-
quainted with Maggie.” Mrs. Gorms
smiled but remained firm. The two
friends separated, and Maud walked on
to the tunnel in the tall hedge that sepa-
rated their houses.

J-mloon after, Maggie arrived at Maud’s
W and reassuring Maud that the
K.y moming’s events had not- upset
her, she sank back in one of the ice-
blue chairs in the living roor

“Do you mind if | ask a ather leading
question?” she asked.

“That's why | invited you alone, my
dear. | know you must bé popping with
curiosity.”

“Your frankness,” Maggie said, “is a
relief. What 1d really like to know is—
why does Curt dislike Dr. Martel?”

he?” Mrs. Gorms was thumb-
ing lhrough a magazine, and answered
without looking up. “Curt’s always been
difficult about his stspfalher I doubt
he'll_change. People don®, you know.”

“Thatis a truly horrible lhlng to say.”

“Perhaps I'm a truly horrible woman.
Do you mean to change Curt? It the
wrong way to start married life, they
tell me.”

“I'Ve watched him grow up. in the pis
year. Now, in just a
you any idea why ne van away"'

I\/e oﬂen wondered what got into

said. “Of course, he was a
sn:kly chnld and they spoiled him. | re-
member he used to run a temperature
every year about this time.” Mrs, Gorms
started say something more but
switched the subject, her guest thought.

“Probably an_allergy—everything’s an
allergy these days.

“I've been wondermg if youd talk to
Dr. Martel?”

“Aﬂer all, I'm only a neighbor.”

“YouVe known them so long,” Maggie
said. “Do the Martels strike you as a
mysterious family?”

“Everyone in the world is mysterious,
really‘ said Maud, “when you' get to
know

them.”
Maggie* could feel this reply like a
slap, and the blood swept into her face.
“Forgive me tnr presuming on our brief
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Like a guillotine, the sheet of
glass came shivering down in a cascade

of splinters, each splinter a dagger
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U fc Death Do Us.......

He ran to the man lying on the
floor. “Daddy, you know the game, too.”

The man shuddered, sighed, lay still
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Horrified disbelief gave way to wild
amusement The laugh soon became
a tortured cry, a scream of pain
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UNTIL, DeffHDaUs.

could he love this raving,
? For he did love her, and

“Because a lot of it was his fault.



Is One Man

Worth Two Women

No, you say. But when the ladies line up for their paychecks, they get less than
half ivhat the men pull down. What’s the reason? Employers confess, “It’s cheaper”

BY MORTON SONTHEIMER
~WWTTomen hold three out of every  CIO, the U.S. Chamber of Commerce  where they've held a majority for
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Save- Wl&f You can install

a beautiful KENTILE FLOOR
like this for only $ 2 2 ~

Compare for price...for beauty...for easy cleaning and long wear
...and you'll choose Kentile. The 25 lovely, “new-as-tomorrow”
colors transform any room. Scuffing, chair scraping—the hardest
Kind of use—ean't dull this floor. Colors go right through the mate-
rial which is all tough, durable tile. Just mop and wax Kentile occa-
sionally—you’ll see it sparkle like new. Because Kentile gives more
value, it’s preferred by more people than any other resilient tile.

OnlyKENTILE DEALERS have these money-
saving buys in GUARANTEED FLOORS

+Price quoted is for a floor approximately 14'
x 7" installed by you. Your Kentile Floor may
cost less or slightly more depending on size,
color and freight rates. See your local Kentile
Dealer for free estimate. He's listed in your
classified directory under floors.
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the Thrilling Discovery that the sea-  You'llsay, “loveliestRugs| everhad.”
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Florals, Ovls
woven into lovely, deep-tufted new Two-Sided
Broadioom Rugs with the beauty of luury-  We Guarantee tu(;Imm payyEar

our materlals ur 79th
priced wool rugs—at about  the cost. e roplatsd 0 rbodt & Wk

ou cant get Olson Rugs in stores o
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