WHAT MUST BE DONE WITH OUR HIGH SCHOOLS

compLeTE NoveL JONATHAN FOUND

2-rRooM-AND-BATH VACATION COTTAGES FrOM $2300 TO $3900
JOURNAL READERS REPORT SADISTIC PRACTICES

CRUELTY IN MATERNITY WARDS



“CANNON COMBSPUN PERCALES FIT MY WAY OF LIVING

they go on so easily, wear so well, look so lovely!”

It's child’s play to make the
beds — with Cannon’s Ezy-
Matic Corners. My fitted per-
cales slip on without mattress
lifting, stay tucked and smooth.
Sturdy bias tape goes all the
way around, for snug fit and
long wear. Size is marked in sev-
eral places, so | find it without
unfolding the sheet. And they
need never be ironed.

Gay stripes give white sheets
a lift—so economically! Cannon
Combspun Percales wear extra
long, too. They are 186 count—
certified colorfast by the Amer-
ican Institute of Laundering. |
love their beauty, their smooth
touch. And they are cool to sleep
on in summertime. | use them
to brighten all of our bedrooms.

CANNON

Only Cannon Combspun Percales give you so much beauty, so much comfort, so much wear

CANNON MILLS, INC., 70 Worth Street, New York 13, N. Y. « Towels ¢ Sheets ¢

Bedspreads « Draperies * Stockings « Terry Cloth



NOT A

WHISPER OF

BAD BREATH

WITH NEW IPANA

...Its distinct taste tells you so

*« New Ipana® Tooth Paste with germ-killing
WD-9 prevents bad breath. Use it regularly.
Ipana’sdistinct taste and refreshing after-taste
tell you it cleans your entire mouth.

¢ Ipana with WD-9 actually has twice the
decay-germ killing power ofany other leading
tooth paste. So it can help your children
fight tooth decay effectively, too.

Look for
the Bchap»

only on NEW Ipana

Another fine product of Bristol-Myers
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PIER ANGELI co-starring in "MERRY ANDREW"
A Sol C. Siegel Production— MGM Release, in CinemaScope and Metrocolor

. soft pastels and white . . . the rich lather . ..
most of all, the gentleness, the mildness . .

THATS THE

That’s Pier Angeli speaking about Lux
—and she should know. Her complexion
is a beautiful example of what gentle
care every day with naturally gentle Lux
can do for a girl’s skin!

Put your trust in Lux, too. Its rich
Cosmetic lather cleanses thoroughly yet
isso mild. The Lux fragrance is delight-
ful—a blend of several costly perfumes.

And now both complexion and bath
size Lux come in four soft, lovely pastels
as well as white.

Lux is the proven beauty care ... used
by more beautiful women all over the
world than any other soap. Try it soon,
won’t you. Lever Brothers uncondition-
ally guarantees complete satisfaction with
Lux Soap or your money back.

9 out of 10 Hollywood Stars depend on Lux

BEAUTYV

O F

L UX
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One of our editors said
ofcecit Maiden's JON-
athan Found (page 40):
“If there’s a likeness to
Little Lord Fauntleroy,
let the hard-boiled gen-
der make the most of it.
I liked Little Lord
Fauntleroy—and so, if
they'll remember and be
honest, did they!” We
never knew his young lordship, but we like
Jonathan Found strictly on his own merits.
The author was bom in Southport, Lanca-
shire, and educated at Merchant Taylors
School and Reading University. He started
writing articles and short stories for maga-
zines in his school days and has been writing
ever since. During World War |1 he served as
a flight lieutenant in one of the film pro-
duction units of the R. A. F., making docu-
mentary and news coverage of events in the
air war. He has written film scripts for Walt
Disney and Universal Studios. Although en-
gaged in various film and television assign-
ments at the present time, he says he prefers
“straight writing.” c

Cecil Maiden

N eal Gilkyson Stuart

came to the Journai

after being woman's

page editor for an eve-

ning paper in Portland,

Oregon. ""Documenting

the human beings | meet

ON Journatr assign-

ments,” she says, "is to

Neal Stuart me the happiest work in

the world. At home |

have three children, ages six, nine and ten,
whom | have given up trying to document.
On weekends we fly kites in Valley Forge
Park, which is fine exercise if you stick, as we
do, to temperamental kites of unusual design
that keep falling. We live in a house that is
117 years old, with a fort in every dark cor-
ner, and cracker crumbs under most of our
living-room cushions. A How America Lives
story right in Philadelphia (Mother is a Doc-
tor Now!, page 131) was an occasion for re-
joicing, but the children said, ‘What, no pres-
ent for uswhen you come home this time?' ”

Nathani Benchley

reports: "I graduated

from Harvard in 1938,

and worked as a city re-

porter on the New York

Herald Tribune until

1941, when 1embarked

on what turned out to be

four and a half years in

the Navy. There fol-

Nathaniel Benchley  Jowed a brief stint as

assistant entertainment

editor on Newsweek, and for the last ten

years | have been free-lancing, doing mostly

fiction. I have written one short-lived Broad-

way play, one motion picture, a couple of

television shows and three books. In the

summer of 1938, my college roommate and |

had an experience startlingly similar to the

one in Anything You Can Climb (page 42)—

so similar, in fact, that the only difference is
that we were not husband and wife.”
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DIAPERS

DRY FASTER
Incbosarat

WASH EASIER

Sairs dsgpee like negic
MORE ABSORBENT

Thirsty sugc veae waks wothas
LONGER WEAR

Lest etire digper paiad— ad noe

Curity diapers are softer and
smoother, even after countless
launderings, when washed in qual-
ity products like Ivory Snow or
Ivory Flakes. Don't forget Curity
dress up diapers and double duty
night diapers, too. At leading
stores and diaper services.

-eKEIV D A LL copan

Kendall Mills Division, Walpole, Mass., Dept. JA58
Enclosed is (indicate choice)
O 50e for Curity PIN CHECK Diaper
O 25c¢ for full size Curity Regular Diaper
0 75c¢ for both
O Free copy of Layette List

' Good in Continental United States and Hawaii *



NATALIE WOOD, beautiful Lustre-Creme Girl says: “My Shampoo is Lustre-Creme!
It always leaves my hair silkv-soft and so shiny. No wonder Lustre-Creme is Hollywood’s
favorite shampoo!” Lustre-Creme is used by the world’s most glamorous women—

shouldn't you use it, too?

For the most beautiful hair

In the world

4 out of 5 top mode stars

use Lustre-Creme Shampoo

When Natalie Wood says, “My shampoo is
Lustre-Creme Shampoo,” you’re listening to
a girl whose beautiful hair plays a vital part
in her glamour-career.

Your hair can have that Hollywood-lovely
look with Lustre-Creme Shampoo. Under the
spell of its lanolin-blessed lather, your hair
will sparkle with highlights, shine like the
stars! Yet it’s so easy-to-manage—behaves
like an angel—even right after shampooing.
Waves are smooth—curls springy.

You’ll see—and he will, too—how much
lovelier your hair can look when you change
to Lustre-Creme, the shampoo of the stars!

Lanolin-blessed
creme or lotion
never dries . . .
it beautifies

SHAMPO®
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READERS WRITE

A Father’s Place . . .
is in the Home?

Burlingame, California

Dear Editors: For almost one full year, |
was the housewife in our domicile. A male,
six-foot-two, 200-pound housewife.

Admittedly, it made a few door-to-door
salesmen nervous; and the neighbors, also,
were a bit unsettled at the sight of me—
each weekday morning—standing in the
doorway and waving to Joanne as she left
for work. But it worked out wonderfully
well for my family.

Our difficulties started when our two
children arrived. At her heftiest, Joanne
weighs a paltry 115 pounds; our daughter
now weighs 60 pounds; our son, a mulish
45 pounds. By simple calculation, the lift-
ing and pulling of two such children—on a
conservative average of between fifteen
and twenty-five times a day—involves
lifting approximately 2300 pounds a day.
That’s over a “long ton™ of weight.

Anyway, as a consequence of all the lift-
ing, tugging, dressing, Joanne developed
bursitis in both shoulders. Treatments and
a painful operation were unsuccessful. So
there we were. Two children and a mother
who couldn't “mother” them. A father
whose sales duties seldom permitted him
to be home beforenine at night. The nearest
relative over a thousand miles away.

I blithely went out to hire domestic
help. A staggering joIt:we simply could not
afford such help. Nor did we want to leave
the children in a nursery school every day.

Before we were married, Joanne had
been an accountant and office manager.
Now she made inquiries and was offered
immediate jobs, with salaries in the neigh-
borhood of $350 a month. The doctor said
she would have no physical difficulties
working at a desk.

We could do it—if I would stay home
and run the house. Joanne and | reversed
roles—and our solution was successful.

First, 1 came to know my two children
in a way that most fathers seldom have an
opportunity to. They were no longer little
semisavages who had to be tolerated while
my mind plotted a business deal; instead,
they were individuals on a smaller scale,
with loves, hopes, fears, talents and sensi-
tivities which | had not suspected.

In turn, my growing awareness of my
children had a beneficial effect on them.
True, in my first days they had difficulty
acquainting me with the ground rules
(such as: I was to be on call, all day), but |
soon learned. And as a result of my mascu-
line approach to their problems, they be-
came more self-reliant and resourceful.
For example: a ball was thrown through
the living-room window'. It was not a
catastrophe, as they clearly feared. It was
something to be fixed. Of course they're
not capable of installing a window’ them-
selves (as | did), but | hope they’ve begun
to learn that just about any problem can
be solved, once you tackle it and leave off
the hand wringing.

The running of the house was also more
efficient when | was doing it. With the
greater strength and endurance which
God gave to male bodies, | was able to
start cleaning house first thing in the
morning and work straight through with-
out stopping. Outside, the lawn and gar-
dens were in tiptop shape. And there were
no more hurried calls to plumbers, elec-
tricians or repair men. That went for
minor TV repairs too.

There was no physical drudgery in or
around the house which overtaxed my
strength, whereas Joanne had often been
in a state of exhaustion by the time the
children were bedded for the night. This is
the ludicrous incongruity of our society:the
male was given physical strength to survive
and to provide for his family. But today,
with the exception of laborers, farmers or
athletes, the average man keeps “in shape”
at golf, tennis or in gyms. All the while, his
delicate mate is generally outworking him.

Mentally, my owm “turnabout” was
quite radical, in that, for the first time, |
came to appreciate the feminine role in
this world. My life had previously been—
like that of most men—compartmentalized
into business, travel and entertainment,
and lastly (I’'m afraid) home. | began to
realize what women seem to have always
known: the family is our reason for being.
All other considerations are secondary.
And | venture to suggest that a large por-
tion of American males would dowell to re-
learn this basic truth—and thereby elimi-
nate some of their anxieties and tensions.

At last, Joanne's bursitis disappeared
and | went back to work.

Naturally, 1 have tried to alter my
previous habits; but despite my efforts, |
again begin to spend increasing amounts
of time and thought in the world of busi-
ness. And as meetings last far into the
night, my wife waits at home, alone with
two sleeping children, and hungry for the
sound of an adult voice. (A TV personality
is no substitute—I know now.)

I’'m on the way to business success, all
right—I1'm told that nothing can stop me.

Nothing, perhaps, except that niggling
doubt: weren't we really better off, re-
duced income and all, when | stayed at
home and Jos»me was working? Or am |
just being selfish because I'd like to be
with my children more than twenty hours
a week? Sincerely,

B. T. MILAN

Latin Up-to-Date

She came. . ..

She conquered.
RUTH WATKINS

Ageless Journal

Dallas, Oregon

Dear Editors: 1've read Ladies' Home
Journat since | was a girl some 35 years
ago. and this magazine is like a group of
good friends who might come each month

CONTINUED ON PAGE 36
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its
easy to

draw
a man

PINK'N ORANGE

not pink! not orange! Max Factors outrageous
new color creation that captivated all Parisf

Got designs on a man? Then this is for you: The soft
flattery of pink plus the brilliant excitement of orange
—all in one shade. It’s bold. It’s feminine. It’s the shade
Paris says will make him yours, and the one shade

daring enough to flatter you in all your new bright
fashion colors. Max Factor brings you this different,
delicious lipstick color! In his creamy, rich Hi-Fi
formula that stays on... stays lovely 'til you take it off.

only in Max Factor s new hi-fi Lipstick



new M U M stops odor

without irritation

So gentle for any normal skin you can use it freely every day

If you’ve ever worried about your deodor-
ant failing ... or about underarm stinging
or burning from using a deodorant daily-
now you can set your mind at ease.

New Mum Cream will stop odor right
through the day and evening. And new
Mum is so gentle for normal skin you can
use it whenever you please. Even right after
shaving, or a hot bath.

Contains no aluminum salts

Mum Cream gives you the kind of pro-

tection you can’t possibly get from any

other leading deodorant—because it works
a completely different way.

Mum Cream is the only leading deodor-
ant that works entirely by stopping odor.
Mum contains no astringent aluminum salts
(often the villain when it comes to irrita-
tion). It keeps on working actively to stop
odor 24 hours a day with M-3—Mum’s won-
derful hexachlorophene that destroys both
odor and odor-causing bacteria!

When Mum is so effective—yet so gentle
-isn’t it the deodorant for you?

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

MUM contains M-3 (bacteria-destroying hexachlorophene)
stops odor 24 hours a day. Won't damage clothes.
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Start her Persian Princess set
with a French Purse... in her favorite "ize!

Now you can pick the French Purse that custom-jit$her taste and needs! Newest, the dainty,
demi-size "Demoiselle,” with leather-lined change-purse; compartmented billfold
luxury-lined in rich rayon faille. All three French Purse sizes shown, in glamorous Persian Princess
get vour style—twinkling "jewel’’-studded polished Gahna cowhide in exciting exotic colors.

money ’s worth
for your money... give

PRINCESS G ARDNER Persian Princess accessories



Di-Alminate makes the difference

Medical science knows that a
pain reliever must get into the
blood stream to relieve pain.

Bufferin combines aspirin
with an exclusive combination
of two antacid ingredients
called Di-Alminate. These
speed the pain reliever into the
blood stream twiceasfast. So ..

Bufferin relieves pain twice
asfast. And itwon’t upsetyour
stomach as aspirin often does.

1 All leading pain remedies, including
other compounds, rely on aspirin! But...

2. Aspirin without antacid is relatively
slow-acting. It is acid and can irritate
your stomach.

3. Only Bufferin adds to aspirin an ex-
clusive combination of antacids called
Di-Alminate. So Bufferin relieves
pain twice as fast as aspirin—won’t up-
set your stomach!

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

Bufferin® relieves pain, twice as fast!

ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS

Won' upset your stomach
as aspirin often does!
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~Acs,but this one is satin elastic —A Lure by Warners

Here, the famous A’Lure. Rayon satin elastic; embroidered nylon
marquisette cup tops. #1045. White or black. $3.95. For extra help,
the foam-lined version. #1049. In white, $5.00.

For added support this A’Lure has
special cups, a softly-lined 2-inch
band. Nylon lace cup tops.
#1075. White. $5.00.

Circular-stitched A’Lure —for
high firmness. Embroidered and
plain nylon marquisette and satin
elastic. #1047. White. $5.00.

As you live and breathe, darling-
so does your satin elastic Alure

Did you know that every time you
breathe, your bra size changes?
Does your bra change with you?
Does it move with you—through one
of your bending-lifting-on-the-run
days? Chances are the answer is no.
So why not wear an elastic bra?
(Especially if youre an in-between
size, which half the women are.)

And be sure it’s A’Lure®—for all
elastic bras are not alike. Others
are woven with cotton—tend to be
hard-stretching, even stiff. But
Warner’s® A’Lure is made with soft,
pliable-as-you satin elastic. That’s
why it fits, feels, wears so wonder-
fully. Just look at A’Lure. You'll see
what we mean. At your nicest stores.
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van RESERVE CLEANING POWER

..wonderful extra cleaning power to get your whole wash clean and fresh
as an ocean breeze. What a beautiful sightwhen your wash is done! Every-
thing, even problem wash comes out more than bright, more than white...
really clean! So clean smelling, too ... with a fresh air and sunshine
cleanness you'll love. Yes, the cleanest clean possible is new Tide clean!
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LANDSCAPE, FRUIT AND FLOWERS.
Fruit or flowers were quite the vogue
in the mid-nineteenth century.
Currier & lves produced many such
prints. This composition was created
by Fanny Palmer in 1862.

WHAT PRICE LIBERTY?

By DOROTHY THOMPSON
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e most dangerous illusion from which free men suf-
T?er is the widely held idea that freedom maintains it-
self by the mere fact of its being.

Government of, by and for the people through freely
elected representatives; impartial courts to judge under
laws made by such representatives; constitutional protec-
tion of life, liberty and legally acquired property; freedom
of individuals and of voluntarily organized groups to ex-
press and pursue their interests and ideas without inter-
ference by the police power—these, common to all the more
advanced and civilized societies, seem to us to constitute a
form of government conducive to the greatest happiness,
material prosperity and human creativeness, and one that
will, therefore, sustain and spread itself by sheer force of
example.

But civilizations are not so sustained or furthered. Their
survival, as Arnold Toynbee makes clear in his monumental
work, A Study of History, depends upon their capacity
to respond to challenge. Abraham Lincoln, one of the
greatest of our Presidents, was also one of the most somber.
He knew that human societies as great as or greater than
ours had, in the past, declined and eventually perished if
only to rise again, centuries later in greatly modified forms,
in places far from their points of origin.

Ofall forms of government and society, those of free men
and women are in many respects the most brittle. They give
the fullest freedom for activities of private persons and
groups who often identify their own interests, essentially
selfish, with the general welfare. They tend to reduce the
function of legislators to rubber-stamping popular demands
or steering a course of uncertain compromise between
them. They diffuse, and thereby dissipate, responsibility.
They offer the people the widest possible range of choice.

But freedom of choice does not obviate the necessity to
choose well.

It does not guarantee that any choice, or any choices, will
prove compatible with survival. It often leads to such
paralysis of decision that a leader arises to “take matters
into his own hands,” a step which is all too often welcomed

COLIN SIMKIN COLLECTION

by the masses of the people, ready to relinquish responsi-
bilities that have become onerous and confused in exchange
for their liberties. History, from antique times to the modern
present, is replete with such examples.

It is not the fact of liberty but the way in which liberty
is exercised that ultimately determines whether liberty
itself survives.

The West today—the civilization out of which America
was born and of which it has become the leader—is as
challenged as was the great civilization of Rome immedi-
ately before its decline and fall. But our response to that
challenge is feeble, contradictory and confused.

One reason is that neither our leaders nor our people
have clearly analyzed the challenge. They have thought it
sufficient to extol the virtues of liberty, the superiority of the
American and Western standard of living, to point out the
vices and failures of the Communist regimes, and to keep
this country and the West in a formidable military posture.

For the last, Congress, backed by the American people,
has always been willing to appropriate whatever moneys
were required, sometimes, even, in excess of Administration
requests. But the challenge in other sectors has gone largely
unheeded.

Until Russia put the first Sputnik into orbit, it was almost
tantamount to treason to point out any virtues in Commu-
nist regimes from the viewpoint of their possible superior-
ity in the race for the survival of their civilization over our
own. To do so meant to be called “pro-Communist.” That
is as silly as it would be to call a person who puts in a fire
alarm “pro-fire.”

Nor is it basically relevant to count the costs in human
suffering that Russians have paid for their indubitable
achievements. No Westerner is, or should be, willing to pay
such costs, nor could our civilization permit them and re-
main free. To do so would be to throw in the sponge and
admit surrender. But the problem still remains: What are
these achievements, and what are we, as free men and women,
prepared to do, and to sacrifice, to meet the challenge the
achievements present?

continued on page w
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Lights, camera, action—’m the center of attraction
. - in my new Twice-Over** Long-Line bra! Here’s ter-
Id re a m e d I m ade an Im prESSIOn rific Twice-Over styling with airy elastic cut criss-
cross under the arms—and double-stitched circles
. on the broadcloth cups. Now it's yours in a long
in . version that makes you seem sizes slimmer! Hurry!
">/ m aid e n form b ra / Try Twice-Over Long-Line by Maidenform! A, B, C

©/ and D cups. Full and % lengths, from 5.95
And ask for a Maidenform girdle, too!

Look for this colorful package everywhere!
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Summer’s most refreshing fashion

Glossy and glistening . . . looking serenely lovely anywhere at all in your summertime

world. Picture these polished styles with your floating skirts . . . your pretty cotton separates.
So beautiful . . . and so beautifullyfitting that you know the minute you take a step

.. . these are Red Cross Shoes. And you love them.

Largest selling brand offine footwear in the world. Stylesfrom JQ95 to ]%

THIS PRODUCT HAS NO CONNECTION WHATEVER WITH THE AMERICAN NATIONAL RED CROSS +« THE UNITED STATES SHOE CORPORATION, CINCINNATI 7. OHIO
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'Sucan not brush
Lislerine Stops Bad Breath
4 Times Better Than Tooth Paste!
ND TOOTH PASTE STOPS BAD BREATH
THE WAY LISTERINE DOES!
Chart shows how quickly bod breath
returns after brushing with tooth paste
BREATH LEVEL

Alter using tooth paste-- - After using Listerine
CLEAN
BREATH
AREA

Here is why you can not brush away bad breath!

Germs in the mouth cause 9 out of 10 cases of

bad breath and no tooth paste kills germs the

way Listerine Antiseptic does. Listerine kills germs

on contact, by millions—stops bad breath four

times better than tooth paste. Simply gargle

Listerine full-strength every morning, every night,

every time you brush your teeth.

w ...Your No. 1 Protection Against Bad Breath
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As for the achievements:

1 The Soviet Union in forty years, starting
in a primitive, largely agricultural, precapital-
ist and illiterate nation, ravaged by war and
civil war, and interrupted, again, by four years
of war fought on her soil, has become the
second industrial state of the world, at a rate
of expansion exceeding our own, without the
investment of foreign capital from more ad-
vanced nations.

2. She is equal, and perhaps superior, in
military power and modern weapons to the
West.

3. She has produced a population of great
physical hardihood and endurance that is now
leading the world in many forms of sport.

4. She has produced a very large intellectual
elite in all fields except the humanities, and has
a seemingly inexhaustible reserve of scientists,
engineers and technicians, and (quite as im-
portant) enormous cadres of linguists who
among them command all the world's lan-
guages.

5. Her people, as a whole, are imbued with
a fierce patriotism and sense of mission that,
whatever their sufferings, make them con-
vinced that Russia repre-
sents "'the wave of the
future.”

6. During the past four
years, she has been en-
tering, in Asia and
Africa, the field of for-
eign aid and invest-
ment, also at a rate ex-
ceeding our own, set-
ting conditions more fa-
vorable in the minds of
most underdeveloped
countries than we do.

7. Economically the
Communist bloc pro-
ceeds with a higher de-
gree of integration than
does the West.

This seven-point chal-
lenge demands a re-eval-
uation in many sectors
of action. | do not be-
lieve that American in-
dustrial  productivity
need be overreached,
but the challenge re-
quires fresh methods to
deal with stagnation, no
matter upon whose selfish interests the methods
may tread. Nor do 1 fear that the Soviets, now
that we are aware of the challenge, will over-
come us in the military field.

The challenge certainly requires a radical
re-evaluation of educational purposes and
methods, about which | have written in these
pages before and hope to do again—with the
aid of volumes of material voluntarily placed
at my disposal by teachers, parents, and men
and women who have been intelligently con-
cerned with the course of American education
for a decade or more and have devoted deep
research to it.

clean—

Here I shall confine myself to the challenges
of points 6 and 7.

“'Foreign aid,” or what the President now
chooses to call “mutual security,” has to fight
its way annually through Congress against the
jeersofopponents who call it “"giveaway.” This
makes it impossible to lay down any consis-
tent strategy. Despite the fact that the eco-
nomic futureoftheadvanced industrial nations
lies in access, at least on equal terms, to the
enormous resources and markets of Asia and
Africa, Congress seems relatively indifferent to
Communisteconomic penetration which could
take over these areas without firing a single
gun, and make it impossible, even, ever to fire
one!

We may assume that Soviet leaders, not
being crazy, will not launch a great war in the
age of thermonuclear weapons. But we may
equally well assume that they have not aban-
doned their well-publicized intention to be-
come the dominant and controlling civiliza-
tion of the world.

In this struggle for control they have many
advantages. Afro-Asian nations still cherish
resentments left over from previous colonial
rule, resparked by the Suez venture of 1956.

0UT OF SIGH!...

By ELEANOR AVERITT

Praise God for ""busy work”
For idle hands to do—
To keep from thinking
"Whydo ...
"Darling, where are you?”

Praise God for floors to sweep
And clothes that won’t stay

And yet the broom says,
"Why did you . .
"Vihere have you been?”

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

But it isan error to believe that these nations,
most of them politically “uncommitted” to
either power bloc, have no apprehensions
about Soviet imperialism. They wish to be
helped to their feet, in order to create and
maintain independence, and they know the
danger of having all their eggs in one basket
that can be withdrawn by the pull of a string
in Moscow.

let “the people who walked in darkness
have seen a great light.”

It lights up their backwardness, their
squalid poverty and the listlessness bom of
disease. With natural resources of many kinds
at their disposal, they are no longer willing to
live on the brink of starvation with incomes
often as low as $50 per year. Few of them are
interested in “"democracy” or any other secu-
lar "'ideology,” nor can they be wooed by or
bribed into military alliances. They want food,
clothing, shoes, medicines, schools, industries,
know-how.

Few if any of them can, as Russia did, lift
themselves by their own bootstraps, for Rus-
sia, a vast and not overpopulated country
when the Communists took over, had within
her borders resources
that, in Asia and Africa,
only China possesses.
They must, therefore,
have foreign capital un-
til via industry they can
develop their own.

Russia started export-
ing capital and capital
goods only four years
ago. In Middle Eastern
and Asian countries
neighboring on her own,
Russia has already out-
stripped in capital assist-
ance American efforts of
a decade, and over all is
only two years behind
the U.S.A. In short, as
an investor of capital
abroad, Russia is on the
way to outinvesting the
capitalist countries. Fur-
thermore, Russia is step-
ping in at a time when
world prices for primary
producers, which the
Asians are—metals, mve
ber, rice, cotton—hu>c
been falling, wiping out by approximately
one half what American aid has given since
1949.

Only under a sustained, long-term plan,
foreseen for a decade at least, and not subject
to annual congressional debates and whims,
can the West build up its influence in Asia and
Africa.

The price would not be at all high in com-
parison with what we presently spend for
arms. Four or five billions a year, made avail-
able by increasing the resources of the World
Bank and Monetary Fund, would put nation
after nation on their economic feet and keep
them free of dependency on the Communist
bloc.

But it requires decision, long-term plan-
ning, and integration of Western efforts.

The foreign investments of the Communist
bloc are completely integrated. The U.S.S.R.,
Red China, Czechoslovakia, Poland, East
Germany are all sending capital goods and
making loans in Asia and Africa under a
common plan. But the advanced countries of
Western Europe and America have no com-
mon plan or division of labor and effort at
all.

In a contest between integrated and dis-
integrated effort the former cannot fail to win.
It would be history’s most ironic jest if the
Communists proved themselves abler capital-
ists and traders than capitalist lands!

There is no reason why it should be so, ex-
cept for public and congressional apathy,
indolence and indecision.

And there is not unlimited time—not one
year, or five, or ten. The issue must be settled
in the present Congress, on a bipartisan basis.
Otherwise we may lose the world of freedom,
not by battle but by default—default of intel-
ligence and of will. Not some time, but in this
generation.

and

.” the tub.

end
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NO OTHER ANTISEPTIC
not even iodine
IS SO EFFECTIVE

YET SO SAFE!

Johnson & Johnson First Aid Cream
fights infection without stinging.
Cuts, burns, abrasions heal faster
because it doesn’t burn or harm tis-
sue. Greaseless, stainless.
The modern first aid treatment for
the whole family.
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FIRST AID CREAMI
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DR. SPOCK TALKS WITH MOTHERS
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“We only compel students to fail

if we make them take

courses beyond their abilities.

The American people believe all children should have the benefit of a high-school education.

Forcing children beyond
their abilities in school

By BENJAMIN SPOCK, M. D.

worry that the criticism of our high
I schools that has been provoked by the
launching of the Soviet Sputniks will per-
suade our citizens that we ought to throw
away some of the educational aims and
methods we have developed instead of
strengthening them.

I know that there are serious deficien-
cies in many of our schools. Our educa-
tors have not been complacent about
them. They have been imploring us to
correct them for two decades now. In
many parts of the country we have paid
little attention.

We, the richest nation in the world,
have spent proportionately less on pub-
lic education than Russia or England.
We spend infinitely more on cars and
household appliances, more on tobacco,
more on liquor, more on cosmetics than
we spend on education. We have let
school building fall far behind our
requirements. We aren’t offering suf-
ficient salaries or prestige to recruit any-
where near the number of teachers we
need. Many whom we are using are only
partly trained. Two thirdsof our brightest
high-school graduates fail to go to college,
most commonly for financial reasons.

The reasoning of many critics has been
as follows:

Our schools give too many “soft”
courses and do not require a lot of
mathematics and science as Soviet
schools do. That must be the reason why
we have fallen behind in the scientific
field of missiles and satellites. Therefore
we should get rid of “soft™ courses and
teach much more science.

There are serious gaps in this reason-
ing. It is true that the Soviets have de-
veloped scientists by giving their bright-
est children an intensive schooling, pro-

viding them with full scholarships in col-
lege, rewarding them with high salaries
and prestige. But there is no evidence
that America is behind the Soviets in
most aspects of science and technology—
far from it—so there is no proof here
that our educational system, with all its
insufficiencies, is not working at least as
well as theirs.

The people in charge of our satellite
programs have complained, so far as |
have heard, not that they were unable to
find scientists but that they were not
granted sufficient funds. For a number of
years we have been cutting our defense
budgets, to the point where skilled work-
ers and engineers in defense industries
have recently been unemployed. Under
such circumstances it seems farfetched
and unfair to jump on educators first
of all, at least until there is more evi-
dence.

Before we discuss further our own
schools, I'd like to clarify some points
about Soviet education, so far as | am
able. The most startling statement we
have all heard is that the youth who grad-
uate from Russian high schools (at the
end of the tenth grade) have had four
years of chemistry, five years of physics,
advanced algebra, geometry, trigonom-
etry and elementary calculus. We should
realize, however, that in the past only a
minority went through ten grades. The
rest stopped after seven grades. It was in
1951 that the Soviets decided that they
would make ten grades compulsory for
all students, and they set 1960 as the
date. By 1955 about a third of their
students were getting that far. But ac-
cording to the bulletin of our Depart-
ment of Health, Education, and Welfare,
the Soviet press reported at that time that

“in many cases from 30 to 50 per cent of
the children were failing in grades 8,9 and
10.” As a result, “the material was sim-
plified and condensed,” and more time
was allotted to practical experience in
the sciences. | feel sure that by the time all
the rest of their youth (including the less
bright and less ambitious ones) are going
through tenth grade, they will have to
make still-greater “simplification.” This
is no reflection on the Russians. A ma-
jority of American high-school students
could not take courses in advanced alge-
bra, geometry, trigonometry either, nor
traditional academic courses in chemis-
try and physics. It requires an 1.Q. of
more than 100 to understand such sub-
jects, yet in the population as a whole
there are as many with 1.Q.’s below 100
as above.

To be sure, there are aspects of chem-
istry, physics, geology, biology which
can be successfully taught at any level of
age and intelligence. They are taught in
many American elementary as well as
high schools. My own opinion is that
these are excellent subjects for all stu-
dents to take in reasonable amounts be-
cause they both train the child's mind
and give him an understanding of the real
world around him. (I think mathematics
is fine training, too, so long as we recog-
nize that when it gets to algebra and be-
yond, it can't be simplified much.)

The main point I'm making, though, is
that it's impossible that the Soviets have
found a magic educational system that
enables average and below-average pu-
pils to absorb stiff academic subjects, as
some of the critics seem to assume. We
should realize that only a small propor-
tion of the youth of any country can be

CONTINUED ON PAGE 18
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CIOROX

Whitest
and Brightest!

Add Clorox to your washday suds
... every time... and you add extra
cleanliness to your laundry. White
cotton, linen, nylon and rayon come
out extra white—extra clean. Color-
fast cotton and linen come out extra
bright—extra clean.

Clorox does a better job of bleach-
ing and stain removing than any
other type of laundering product.
So, if you want the cleanest wash
you can get... you want a wash
that’s Clorox-clean!

Safest for Health!

Clorox gives you added health pro-
tection, too! No other bleach, no
other laundering product, equals
Clorox in germ-killing efficiency.

To safeguard your family’s health,
wash your clothes sanitary-clean
with Clorox...every time!
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trained to be scientists. There wouldn’t be
jobs for a lot more even if they could be
trained. We only compel students to fail if we
make them take courses beyond their abilities.

Incidentally, it is good to know that we do
not have to depend only on parents with su-
perior intelligence for our crop of superior
children. Though parents of average intelli-
gence produce an intellectually superior child
only occasionally, nevertheless there are so
many more such parents, altogether, that they
contribute more of the superior children in the
final count.

Next | want to take up the complaint of
many critics (especially the older ones) that
American high schools today allow students
to take all kinds of easy and practical and “life
adjustment” courses, instead of sticking to the
stiffacademic curriculum they remember from
their own school days.

The composition of the student body of our
high schools has changed enormously. A cen-
tury and a quarter ago there were no public
high schools. There were private academies
where a few sons of educated parents who ex-
pected to be ministers, doctors and lawyers

An Arabian sheik needed one more
horse for his entourage before set-
ting off on a trip to the desert. Two
horses from a village nearby were
broughtto him, butthe owner of each
horse, not wanting to give up his ani-
mal, insisted his horse was worthless,
broken-winded, crippled, and so on.
“It's a simple thing to settle,” said the
sheik. "We will stage a race between
the horses. The winning horse will be
taken.”

An adviser stepped forward and
whispered, "Itwon't work, Your High-
ness. Neither man will let his horse
ride fast.”

"They will,” said the sheik. "Let
each man ride the other's horse.”

Ken Murray's Giant Joke Book
Published by Ace Books, Inc

were prepared for college. In 1870 there were

80,000 high-school students, in 1900 there

were 500,000, and in 1940 there were 6,600,-

000. This extraordinary change took place
because the American people came to believe

that all children should have the benefit of a

high-school education and passed laws making

it compulsory.

Every Western nation has wrestled with the
problem of how to draw the lines between dif-
ferent categories of students and different
types of education, when all youths are re-
quired to attend. The tendency in Europe,
where schools are run by the central govern-
ment, has been to select by about the time they
reach eleven years of age the small minority
of the students who show particular aptitude
for academic work and to give them an in-
tensive academic high-school course which pre-
pares them excellently (in intellect, anyway)
for a university. The rest are given a shorter,
less demanding course, with the opportunity
to learn a vocation.

In America, of course, educational policy is
decided in each school district, under some
supervision from the state. In effect, our citi-
zens have declared: “We don’t want our
schools to select, before the seventh grade, the
minority of students they think should be pre-
pared for college, and to give all the rest a vo-
cational training. We want the door left open
for each pupil to choose the kind of education
he thinks he can profit from.” This is fine in
theory and works out quite well in large pros-
perous cities, where every type of high-school
curriculum is available, including a wide vari-
ety of vocational and general courses for aver-
age students, intensive college preparation
for the brightest ones. But in smaller and
poorer cities and towns, which cannot afford
as much variety, the tendency has been to con-
centrate on a general high-school curriculum,

CONTINUED ON PAGE 23
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“l wouldn't dream
of giving my child
anything but St. Joseph
Aspirin For Children”

MIMI BENZELL (Mrs. Walter Gould) Staj of Opera,
Television and Concert, and son Jonathon
More doctors approve St. Joseph Aspirin
For Children for fever and pain than any

other medication for children.

This specialized tablet assures accurate
dosage, no cutting or breaking necessary,
no messy liquids to
measure. Pure orange
flavor. It’s a mother-
and-child favorite!

ST J P
W orld's Largest A'S%ﬁg M

Selling Aspirin foi>CHIREN
For Children Ut

**00ucT

. and for my family’s
adult aspirin needs,
| always buy regular
St. Joseph Aspirin

Removedby Mosco,also Calluses. |
Quick, easy, economical. Justrub m
on.jars,351,601. Atyourdruggist. Moneyrefund-
ed if not satisfied. Moss Co., Rochester, N. Y
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SHOWER
CADDY®

by the makers of world- ~
famous Drizzle Boots. ®

Handy bathroom accessory

to keep shower items

neatly in place, ready to

use. Eliminates dangers of

broken glass. Flexible hooks fit on faucets,
shower doors, curtain rods or towel racks. Silver
in color, adds beauty to bathroom decor.

Ask for it at notion counters or send $1.25 to
Coffey-Hoyt Products, a division of PRINCIPLE
PLASTICS, INC., Gardena, California.

Residents of California add 4JS state sales tax.
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A telephone call from out of town

takes the blues out of the night

Talking over the telephone with P
someone who’s out of town can
brighten the evening at both ends of

You save money when you call Station-to-Station

instead oj Person-to-Person
First 3 Minutes Each Added Minute

the line. For example: e S ke
L. New York to Baltimore 85i 55i 15(f
So much can be said in a telephone Cleveland to Chicago  $115 759 20t
. i $
call. Why not call right now? St. Louis to Omaha wo. 8 &4
Albuquerque to
Los Angeles $165 $110 30d
Boston to Miami $225 $150 40t
BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM These rates apply nights after 6 o'clock and all day Sunday.

Call by Number. It's Twice as Fast. Add the 10% federal excise tax.



How scientists scored
a major victory in
the fight against one of our

most stubborn diseases
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The Mysterious
Quonset Hut
That Made Dental Histor

at in the world can they be doing inside
that Quonset hut?”

Since 1952, many a perplexed citizen of the
Midwestern town of Bloomington has asked that
question. Day after day, a stream of people
passed through the doors of the hut—yet the pur-
pose of the “dental study unit” there remained
largely a mystery.

Today, the mystery of the Quonset hut is gone.
As all of Bloomington knows, the hut was head-
quarters for America’s newest weapon against
tooth decay—a stannous fluoride toothpaste now
called Crest.

And the thousands of grownups and children
who came to the hut for four years? They were
taking part in tests on Crest—the greatest series
of “in-use” tests ever made on a toothpaste.

I think you’ll agree that these tests made den-
tal history when you look at these results—

In one test with adults, those who brushed
with Crest had 42% fewer new cavities than
those who used ordinary toothpaste.

In another test, this one with children, those
who used Crest had 49% fewer new cavities.

On the average, including both grownups and
children, Crest cut decay almost in half.

Norman Rockwell has dramatized on the op-
posite page a happy youngster who had no new
cavities at all between dental checkups. This ex-
citing result of using Crest with Fluoristan took

BY MARGUERITE HIGGINS
Noted Journalist and Pulitzer Prize Winner

place frequently in the Bloomington tests.

How does Crest work? Scientists explained to
me that virtually all of us have “soft spots” on
our teeth —weak places where cavities usually
start. Crest, with its special fluoride formula

called Fluoristan, strengthens those soft spots
against decay.

Yes, the Quonset hut at Bloomington was a
mystery—but a mystery with a “happy ending”
for all of us!

GROWNUPS AND CHILDREN REPORT to the Quonset hut in Bloomington to take part in the most extensive toothpaste tests
ever made. A series of dental examinations showed that those who brushed with Crest Toothpaste had far fewer new

cavities, compared with those who used ordinary toothpaste.

A DENTAL HEALTH MESSAGE FROM PROCTER & GAMBLE, MAKERS OF CREST TOOTHPASTE
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“Look, Mom—ao0 cavities!”

Crest Toothpaste stops soft spots from turning into cavities—means far
less decay for grownups and children.
And Crest freshens your mouth—
sweetens your breath.
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the spotlight's on baby

Reserved for the most important people: National Baby Week
—April 26 to May 3. Food for thought on this special occasion:
In the hustle-bustle of doing things for baby, few of us stop to
think what baby does for us. I like this mother’s interpretation:

“The most wonderful thing about babies is that they enrich
your life, give direction to your dreams and provide a reason
for rising above the humdrum.”

feature of the month
Exclusive Gerber Offer 1 1 1 Starring Rosemary Clooney

For mothers of lovely babies every-
where: Gerber offers an original re-
cording called "What is a Baby,"
narrated by Rosemary Clooney . . .
charming TV star and mother of 3.
It's an irresistible biography of your
baby and all babies, told with the
tenderness, humor and insight all
mothers will understand and cherish.
On the other side of the record, Miss
Clooney sings two favorite lullabies:
"Close Your Eyes," and "All the Pretty
Little Horses." Both are sure to delight you and your family.
For your copy of this 7 inch, 33'A Lp Columbia record of "What is
a Baby," just send 50£ and 6 labels or boxtops to Dept. 85-8,
Gerber Baby Foods, Fremont, Mich. In Canada, send to: Gerber
Baby Foods, Niagara Falls, Canada. Offer expires Dec. 31, 1958.

tuned to baby's taste

5 inviting ways to make your tyke like to eat. Gerber Baby
Cereals are prepared to please your baby’s uneducated palate ...
both from the standpoint of taste and texture. Each has its own
interesting but delicate flavor—all have the good-feeling texture
babies like. Gerber Baby Cereals are prepared in the nutritional
interests of little ones. All 5—Rice Cereal, Barley, Oatmeal,

Mixed Cereal and High Protein Cereal
are fortified with iron, calcium and
B-vitamins. The High Protein Cereal
has a 35% protein content. Ready to
serve, too! Just add formula or milk.

quality first

Every week is baby week at Gerber, so far as your baby’s well-
being is concerned. As a mother who wants the most nutritious
food for her baby, you’ll be pleased to know that all Gerber
Baby Foods are quality-tested in 28 ways to insure absolute
purity, true flavors, appealing colors and the highest possible
nutritive value. For when it comes to babies . . . mothers and
Gerber agree, it’s quality first.

rugged individualism ... baby style

All parents feel the need to be reassured that baby is developing
normally. So they often compare baby’s achievements with those
of other children . . . sometimes to their delight, more often to
their disappointment. Comforting findings from a survey on
child behavior: (1) No two babies develop in the same way
at the same time. (2) There are approximate times when some
babies do certain things, but behavior patterns vary so widely,
few comparisons can be made. (3) No matter what they dp
when, most babies catch up with each other in the end.

dinners to invite delight

All savory goodness and substantial nourishment—that’s
the story on Gerber’s Strained High Meat Dinners. For
they have 3 times as much meat and much more protein
than regular vegetable and meat combinations. Selected
vegetables and cereal are blended with this extra meat
for exceptional flavor and excellent nutritive value. 3
Strained varieties: Beef, Chicken or Veal. Also in the
junior minced texture for tots who enjoy chewing.

Babies are our business... our only business! BABY
WEEK Bobu foods

FREMONT. MIOHIGAN

5 CEREALS < OVER 80 STRAINED a JUNIOR FOODS. INCLUDING MEATS



evenflo SUPER PLASTIC NLRERS
MACE OLR TRIP EASY

“We had to drive across the country
when Karen was two months old, and
I was so grateful for Evenflo Super
Plastic Nursers,” writes Mrs. Vincent
Drayne, Jr. of San Diego. “It was a
real convenience to have unbreakable
bottles | could sterilize, and Evenflo
Super Plastic is so translucent that |
could fill bottles accurately and see
how much formula Karen had taken.”

Evenflo Super Plastic Nursers also
feature the famous patented Twin Air-
Valve Nipple that allows formula to
flow freely when nursed.

Because they are easier to nurse,
handier to use, more mothers use Even-
flo than all other nursers combined.

Hospital Tested
Guaranteed
Sterilizable

Complete with Twin Air-
Valve Nipple, matching
cap and disc. Pink, Blue,
Mint, Maize, Natural.

401352 802.32 evenflo’

These and other quality Evenflo Nursers, Steri-
lizers and Accessories are on sale everywhere.

EVENFLO, OHIO

EXPEC

Heartburn and acid indigestion are
often a problem during pregnancy.
'Hims gives total relief in just 4 sec-
onds from excess stomach acids. Turns
are high in calcium—convenient to
carry in pocket or purse.

RAVENNA,

Your FEET!

Enjoy wonderful relief
from tired, aching

feet and legs

THIS NEW, EASY WAY!

Exclusive 30 Degree
% r Ahsl* allows Feet, Legs |

Dr. ~boll’s Electric | z X s fill. ,»1
FOOT MASSAGER | read relax.
improves circulation

in feet and legs; re-

lieves fatigued, ach- |

ing feeling, rests, re-
vitalizes the feet.

AN IDEAL GIFT 1

MASSAGER model L

for both feet $16.95. Single foot model $8.95.
At Drug, Shoe, Dept. Stores. Mail orders
filled. DR. SCHOLL'S, Dept. M 2, Chicago 10, Il

D-Scholls
FOOT MASSAGER
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designed for the average student, which is not
very specialized in any direction. A small high
school has often been unable to offer ad-
vanced mathematics and science for several
reasons. There may not be enough students
with the aptitude and desire for such courses
to justify the cost. Even if the school wants in-
structors, it will have difficulty today finding
people in these fields who will work for a
schoolteacher’s salary. Furthermore the sci-
ences can’t be taught without expensive, space-
consuming laboratories.

What can America do, then, to bring more
students to college and through college with a
strong background in mathematics and sci-
ence? We’'ll need to use all possible ap-
proaches. I myself don’t see how we can get
along without a very broad scholarship pro-
gram, to make it possible for every superior
student who wants to go to college to go. It
would be quite unfair to restrict it to students
heading for scientific careers. Our country is
entitled to all the bright educated people it can
develop, in all fields. Who knows whether it
might not be a statesman or a minister of the
gospel who will someday show the way out of
the senseless rivalry between the Soviets and
ourselves?

There will probably be further consolida-
tion of schools. The larger the school, within
sensible limits, the wider the range of classes it
can provide in any one subject, in order to
adapt the instruction to the aptitudes of differ-
ent pupils.

There may be ways developed to utilize
morewidely the science instructors we do have,

The modern minds in each generation
are the critics who preserve us from a
petrifying world, who will not leave
us to walk undisturbed in the ways of

our fathers. edith Hamilton

The Greek Way
Published by
W. W. Norton & Company, Inc.

through television, for instance, or by loaning
to schools which lack them the part-time serv-
ices of those who can be spared from other
schools, colleges and industries.

Even so, we shall need many more instruc-
tors, and the essential first step in getting them
will be through substantial salary increases.
Since some states and districts are much
poorer than others and since the Federal Gov-
ernment collects three quarters of the taxes, a
majority of educators believe that there will
have to be Federal subsidy. That’s my personal
opinion too.

The point I feel most sure about myself is
that, in belatedly trying to improve our sci-
ence and mathematics, we must not do it at
the expense of other aspects of our educational
system which are developing other potentiali-
ties in our children. It would be tragic if, in a
panic in one respect, we jumped to the
thoughtless assumption that the Soviets are
wiser than we in all respects, and that our only
solution is to ape them. They have made
colossal blunders in the past and are having
many kinds of trouble at the present time—
with their satellite countries as well as with
their own citizens. Their university students
are said to be impatient with endless propa-
ganda and resentful of some of the inequali-
ties in the system. An interesting detail in the
survey of their schools made by our Depart-
ment of Health. Education, and Welfare was
that a committee of Soviet physicians had
complained to the government that the intense
pressure put on the academic pupils (four
hours of homework in the high-school
grades) was undermining their health.

I think we’ll do all right if we can ever take
full advantage of the political, social and edu-
cational systems we possess.

In another article | want to talk more about
those aspects of American education which
are being called “soft.”

Dr. Spock regrets that it is impossible for him to answer

letters personally. However, he is delighted to receive
suggestions of topics of truly general interest.—Ed.
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No Sugarto add
to these APRICOT
COCONUT BALLS

UNDER COVER

By Bernardine Kielty

And no cooking with Eagle Brand Milk
and Baker's Angel Flake Coconut.

1V2 cups dried apricots, ground
2 cups Baker’s Coconut
% cup (*/2 15-0z. can) Eagle Brand
Sweetened Condensed Milk

So quick! So easy! Combine apricots
Iand coconut. Add Eagle Brand and
blend well. Only Eagle Brand Sweetened
Condensed Milk with the sweetening al-
ready in it gives you such double-rich
smoothness. It's pre-cooked!

Shape into small balls. If desired, roll

in confectioners' sugar. Snowy, tender-
thin Baker's Angel Flakes add such lus-
cious appeal, party fun!

Let balls stand until firm. Makes 32
3candies 114" in diameter. Try a batch
tonight. You’ll love ‘em.

Baker’s and Angel Flake are registered
trade-marks of General Foods Corp.

fREEI

Get Elsie's 28-
page full-color
recipe book.

The Borden Company
Dept. LHJ-58, Box 171
New York 46, N.Y.

Please send me Elsie's free recipe book,
Borden's Eagle Brand 70 Magic Recipes.

n years gone by but not forgotten,

the Hippodrome used to stand at
44th Street and 6th Avenue, New
York, and opposite it the office of Van-
ity Fair. Robert Sherwood, playwright-
to-be, worked on the magazine, and a
troupe of midgets worked at the Hip-
podrome. Sherwood, nearly seven feet
tall, was afraid of the midgets, who
would sneak up behind him and ask
how the weather was up there. "W alk
down the street with me,” he used to
ask his friends.

His friends were Dorothy Parker and
Bob Benchley, who worked in the same
office; and inan interview, Dorothy Parker
now tells considerable about them and
about her other oldfriends.

Ofthe late editor of The Xetc Yorker
shesays, “Harold Ross had aprofound
ignorance. On one of Mr. Benchley’s
manuscripts he icrote in the margin
opposite ‘Andromache,” “W'hohe?’ Mr.
Benchley wrote back, ‘You keep out
of this.* =

Her interview appears in a collection
of particularly good interviews from The
Paris Review: writers at work.
edited by Malcolm Cowley (Viking),
and including E. M. Forster, Thurber,
Sagan, Wilder, Faulkner, Capote.

Victoria Sackville-fVest wasalways a
figure in literary England, author of All
Passion Spent, Family History, Pepita
and many otherfascinatingpictures o ftop-
drawer English life. She was born at Knole
Castle, the famous old house given by
Queen Elizabeth | to her cousin, Lord
Treasurer Thomas Sackville. She became
one of the “'Bloomsberries," along with
Lytton Strachey, Virginia Woolf, Bertrand
Russell, the Sitwells. She married Sir
Harold Nicolson, author and diplomat,
and with him now lives in Sissinghurst
Castle in Kent. There she has a garden
which she works, and about which she
writes. (As Tagoresaid, “Godgrows weary
of great kingdoms, but not of little flow-
ers.'”) A JOY OF GARDENING (Harper)
is her latest book, a practical notebook
filled with pretty notions—Ilike a hedge of
grapevines, a patch of Alpine meadow in
the back field, scentedflowers, advice on a
very small garden. A good book for May.

In THE STEADFAST MAN, by Paul
Gallico, St. Patrick slips out of the
cloud of hazy glory with which leg-
ends and myths have surrounded him
for sixteen centuries, and appears in
person.

This is beyond any doubt the most
authentic portrait of him we .shall
ever get. Gallico has based it on the
only two undisputed documents from
the saint's own pen; he has studied
the history of the Ireland and Britain
and Gaul that Patricius knew in the
fourth century; he has himself walked
over the hills of Ireland and along the
brooks where St. Patrick walked. Out
of this research he has made clever
and reasonable deductions. The Irish
among us may be disappointed to
learn that Patrick was not Irish but a
Romanized Briton, and that during
his forty years’ sojourn in Ireland, he
never ceased to long for home; also
that, there is no record whatsoever of
ousting the snakes. But St. Patrick
remains one of the most truly re-
ligious men of all time, and a superb
organizer. Singlehanded he converted
an island of untamed tribesmen into
one of the most Christian countries
of all Europe. This is a rewarding
biography in the best tradition. (Dou-
bleday.)

A novel which men will undoubtedly
like, THEY CAME TO CORDURA, by
Glendon Sivarthout (Random House),
is set during the punitive expedition into
Mexico after Pancho Villa. It is the story
of a formidable trek by five cavalrymen
under a courageous leader, who had to
cross the whole state of Chihuahua to
reach Cordura and safety—a dramatic
story of thirst, hunger, brutality, lust and
the will to live.

For pure entertainment | nominate
THE OLDEST CONFESSION, by Rich-
ard Condon (Appleton-Century-
Crofts), one of the most exciting
thrillers | have come across in years.
Set in modern Madrid, among vodka
martinis and art experts, a duquesa
and a bullfighter, and a trio of the
slickest and most likeable criminals
you could ever want to meet, this is
humorous, sophisticated, clever as to
plot, bristling with action and sus-
pense.

Many of us have the dream, but here's
a woman who stepped right off the porch
ofdomesticity—farm, household responsi-
bilities, two children, dog—hoisted her
pack and bedroll onto her back, and hitch-
hiked alone to the Yukon. AS FAR AS
YOU'LL TAKE ME, by Lorna Wishatc
(Dodd, Mead), is high-spirited, good-
humored and astounding.

On the other hand, HEAVEN ON THE
DOORSTEP, by Charlotte Edwards
(Hawthorn), will appeal to the women
who prefer to stay home, a story of
spiritual faith, simple and personal,
told in the vernacular. Never pon-
derous or preachy.

THE TEN THOUSAND THINGS, by
Maria Dermout, is a timeless novel, a
book tvhose beauty lingers. The au-
thor is a Dutchwoman, now seventy,
who has lii-ed all her life in the spice
islands of the East Indies, and here
mirrors that distant paradise in lim-
pid, beautiful writing. (Simon &
Schuster.) n

By far the best factual book about
India (in my reading) is THE heart of
INDIA, by Alexander Campbell, a
Scot who worksfor Time, Inc., and knows
how to tell what he sees. It is specific, not
generalized. It covers the country, is close
to the soil, and steps also into high places.
I am convinced that this is the bookfor all
who want to understand the people and
problems of that strange land. (Knopf.)

P. S. Look for a very important and
highly readable book coming along,
called sSCHOOLS WITHOUT SCHOLARS,
which lays bare the conditions in
our schools, with emphasis on cur-

AMERICAN MAGAZINE

riculum and on higher-up mistaken
educational policies. Author is John
Keats, who wrote The Crack in the
Picture Window. (Both books, Hough-
ton, Mifflin.)

Also for a remarkable life story, the
bridge IS LOVE by Alma Mahler TCer-
fel (Harcourt Brace). More of this later.

And take note that Rumer Godden\s
captivatinggreengage summer iSNOW
out in book form. (Viking.)
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“Desserts—for ‘C’'mon over for dessert’ time. Snacks—for neighborly TV watching.
That little ‘something extra’ to share at coffee time. Our Betty Crocker Cake Mixes
were born to make refreshments easy, to make entertaining something you’ll want to
do often. Bake one up, why don’t you, for refreshments . .. and the family .. . today!

“l guarantee a perfect*cake-
Second breakfast — Hot Buttered Cake!

homemade-perfe C f—cake... aftercake ... after cake"! Use 1 extra egg yolk in Betty Crocker
Honey Spice Cake Mix batter. Bake in two
8y2x4y2x2y4" loaf pans 35 to 45 min. at

mtcj_crm(&v M‘B 350°. Serve hotwith butter and jelly. Mmm!

Afternoon coffee break—Upside-Downies!
Follow cupcake directions on Yellow Cake
Mix pkg. Place /2 tsp. butter, 1 tsp. brown
sugar (packed), and 1 peach half in each
of 14 custard cups before adding batter

Teatime treat —Loaf Cake Sandwiches! Use Betty Crocker Marble Cake. Bake batter in two 8¥2x412x2%" loaf
pans 35 to 45 min. at 350°. Put slices together with Betty Crocker Chocolate Fudge Frosting Mix. Cut in party shapes.

* PERFECT! Yes, every ike for you is guaranteed to come out perfect, or send the box top to Betty Crocker, Box 200, Minneapolis, Minn., and General Mills will send your money back.
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WHERE CHILDREN

FIND

UNDERSTANDING
... Utah Child Guidance Clinic

Help for the Teacher
By MARGARET HICKEY

Behind newspaper headlines of violence and
brutality often is a story of failure to treat emo-
tional problems early in childhood. Every teacher
knows that a child in emotional difficulty cannot
learn well or develop a healthy personality. Teach-
ers’ estimates of the number of children with emo-
tional problems range from 5to 15 per cent of the
total class. The question “How can | help this
child?” often goes unanswered because there is no
one to advise and guide the teacher.

In Utah County, Utah, where everyone pitched
in to establish a child-guidance clinic, teachers
frequently sit down with the clinic staff to study a
child’s particular problems. There are only about
760 such clinics in the country—not nearly enough
for all children who need this service—and only
about 2300 school psychologists. However, many
other communities also are working to develop
sound mental-health programs.

In lowa, with its large rural population, schools
needing consultation can call upon one of three
regional public-school psychologists employed by
the Department of Public Instruction. A number
of local school systems—sometimes working
jointly—have, with financial aid from the state,
hired their own psychologists to give counseling
to children who need it. Many systems also em-
ploy supervisors of special education, experienced
in finding and helping children with problems.

In Mississippi, traveling mental-health clinics
are reaching many children, especially in rural
areas. Once, sometimes twice, a month the county
health department invites youngsters recommended
by their teachers to be interviewed by the traveling
clinic team. Afterward, the team confers with the
teacher, suggests ways to work with the child.

Schools in 149 Massachusetts cities and towns
may call upon area mental-health centers for con-
sultation about pupils’ problems, and parents may
request diagnostic and treatment services when-
ever they are needed. There are now thirteen of
these centers, developed by the Department of
Mental Health in partnership with local groups.

In New York City, schools have suffered aseries
oftragicincidents, but are constantly pushing men-
tal-health programs. At eight elementary schools,
most of them located in racially mixed, low-income
neighborhoods, teachers may send disturbed chil-
dren to a therapeutic play group held in the school
building. These weekly one-hour sessions have
helped many to the extent that their behavior
changed noticeably for the better in their regular
classes and at home. A number of boards ofeduca-
tion now are beginning to experiment with special
classes for children with emotional problems.
Amongthose that have already reported adegree of
success are Milwaukee, Wisconsin; Montgomery
County, Maryland; Clark County, Nevada, end

The boy who waited outside the principal’s
office kicked impatiently at the corner of
the rug. Freddy, no higher than your elbow,
was dressed neatly for an eight-year-old—
trim haircut, creased brown trousers, polished
oxfords—but his record at elementary school
in Provo, Utah, showed that he had a temper
tantrum almost every day, bullied other chil-
dren, and there was no one he could call a
friend.

On the other side of the door his teacher,
her eyes smarting with tears, was saying to
the principal, “I simply can't take any more.
You don't know that child!”

The principal answered quietly and thought-
fully, “Indeed 1 do know the boy. At recess
today he gave me a good swift kick in the
shin.”

The principal then hit upon what he must
do. Summoning Freddy’s mother, whom we
shall call Mrs. Wells, that very afternoon, he
told her that Freddy needed help immedi-
ately—and that Freddy was a lucky boy be-
cause help was available at a clinic right in
Utah County.

“Child Guidance Clinic?” Mrs. Wells
echoed. “Of course I've heard of it. Why, |
even contributed to the fund drive last fall.”
She was a slender, attractive woman whose
face showed concern for her son. Then she
paused uncertainly. “But | never thought of
it in connection with my own family. I've
always insisted that Freddy be at the top of
the class. Isn't the clinic for children who
are .. . well, a bit crazy?”

“No, that’s not the word,” the principal
corrected her. “I like to think of it as a place
where children who don't get along well with
other children, or with their parents or teach-
ers, or even with themselves, can be helped.”

The tenseness in Mrs. Wells’ face eased.
“How soon can | get an appointment?” she
asked.

Before January, 1955, when the clinic
opened, Freddy’s future might have been no
brighter than that of the little ten-year-old
boy packed off to the state mental hospital—
which has no facilities for children—simply
because there was no other place that could
treat him. The only child-guidance clinic in
Utah at that time was in Salt Lake City, 45
miles away, and it already had far more pa-
tients than it could handle—from eleven
Western states.

Butjust by coming to the clinic and talking
about herselfand her family, Mrs. Wells soon

When you're only eight, it's important to have an

understanding adult to talk to. Dr. Marlow R. Harston,
of the Utah County Child Guidance Clinic, shown posing with

his son Myles, fills that needfor many youngsters.

began to learn how she herself was responsi-
ble for Freddy’s problems and how she could
help resolve them. “My husband and I loved
Freddy very much, but we made him feel un-
sure of our love because we expected too
much of him,” Mrs. Wells came to under-
stand with the help of Dr. Marlow R. Harston,
the clinic director. “There was always hang-
ing over Freddy the threat that we wouldnt
love him any more if he didn’t measure up—
so he let go his frightened, angry feelings at
school. But luckily we discovered this in
time. Now that we can accept him as an
‘average’ boy, he no longer acts as though he
hates the world, and has more young friends
than ever before in his life.”

The Utah County Child Guidance Clinic
is a comfortable place to be—from the mo-
ment a child and his parent step into the
cozily furnished reception room and are
greeted by smiling Mrs. Shanna Reece, the
receptionist and secretary. Mrs. Reece was
one of the many mother volunteers in Utah
County who worked with the Welfare De-
partment, Juvenile Court and public schools
to bring this psychiatric service to Utah
County. On an average day she may make an
appointment for a little girl long neglected
and finally abandoned by her parents. The
welfare worker, now responsible for her care,
has brought her to the clinic to find out some-
thing about her 1.Q., her personality and her
emotional stability—all of which will help
decide what kind of foster home she will best
fit into. Or there may be a little boy who
thinks he must act like a girl in order to please
his mother who had so much wanted a
daughter. And there is frequently a child
who, like Freddy, “acts out” his feelings
about his parents against teachers and other
children.

Until the clinic opened, a question fre-
quently asked in Utah County schools was,
“What do you do about these disturbed chil-
dren who need help so badly?” One teacher
at Joaquin School insisted on a rocking chair
in her classroom to be used for cuddling and
soothing troubled children. Today there is
more effective treatment. Schoolteachers fre-
quently are invited to sit in on conferences
with Doctor

continued on page 29
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... because soft drinks just naturally taste “extra special”
when you enjoy them in clean, sparkling bottles. Because
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Harston and Miss Bonnie Wilson and Wayne
DuBois, the clinic’s two psychiatric social
workers, so that they can better understand a
child’s problem and help whenever they can
in the classroom. Often there’s lack of love and
attention in the home of a youngster who
comes to the clinic. If the teacher knows
about it, the staff feels, she can create little
experiences in school to make the child feel im-
portant. One teacher reported that little Win-
throp has been standing up straighter and even
taking pride in doing homework since she
asked him to take care of the classroom
parakeet. Or if the child is too strictly disci-
plined at home, the teacher can give him
more “free rein” than she might otherwise.
“I still get angry at Billy,” one teacher says
of a boisterous little boy, “but I understand
now what makes him angry and can control
my feelings better.” The clinic always backs
up the teacher in matters of discipline. Set
limits, the staff urges, since many children
have none at home. If a youngster finds he
suffers consequences for his actions, it’s likely
he will start to conform.

The idea for such a clinic in Utah County
began to take shape one evening in 1952 when
a group of Provo High School students met
with adult community leaders to plan a rec-
reation program for teen-agers. The commit-

"You have a pound, | have a pound,”
said one man to another. "We swap.
You have my pound and | have yours.
We are not better off. But suppose
you have an idea and | have an idea.
We swap. Now you have two ideas
and | have two ideas.”

One of the best ways to keep your
faith is to give it away. One of the
quickest ways to lose it is to keep it
to yourself.

If you try to share with others the
best that Is in you, you strengthen
yourself. The more a tree branches
out, the deeper the roots sink.

ST. THERESE DE L’ENFANT JESUS
Just for Today
Published by
Burns, Oates & Washbourne, Ltd., London

tee of twenty had practically decided on an
after-school canteen when someone casually
remarked that the same young people seemed
to come to all the dances—that there were
many “on the fringes” who never seemed to
take part in any school activities. Why was
that, and how could they be included too?

“In my counseling,” Mrs. Stella Oaks,
guidance director for Provo schools, said,
“I've always met children who don’t mix well
with the crowd. Sometimes they ‘act up’ to
get attention; sometimes they just withdraw
into themselves. | wish we could do something
for them.”

“What we really need more than a canteen
in this town,” Mrs. Elsa Harris, child-welfare
worker, spoke up, “is a professional guidance
center to help these youngsters. In the whole
county there’s not a single private social
agency, such as Family Service or Children's
Aid Society, for people with problems.”

Within the next few weeks batches of letters
went into the mails under the signature of a
newly created board of directors (among them
Judge Monroe J. Paxman, of Juvenile Court,
eager to save youngsters from the state indus-
trial school; Mrs. Oaks, Mrs. Harris, repre-
sentatives from the county medical associa-
tion, civic clubs and P.T.A.) for a proposed
clinic. Some went to national agencies, some
to slate officials, others to directors of founda-
tions—all asking, “Can we get any financial
help?”

The advice of Dr. C. Hardin Branch, head
of the department of psychiatry at the Uni-
versity of Utah School of Medicine (when
asked if his staff could help out part-time),
was: raise the money and get your own clinic.
As prospective director he suggested Dr.
Marlow R. Harston, of Warmsprings, Mon-
tana, who wanted to bring his family of six
children (including a thirteen-year-old Navaho
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foster daughter) to the beautiful Wasatch
Mountain valley, with its rich farmlands,
plenty of living space and Mormon tradition,
to make their home. That was in June, 1953.
Mrs. Harris wrote Dr. Harston right away:
“We don’t have any money to offer you at this
time—all we have is an idea, but you’ll hear
from us.”

He did—a year and a half later. Since no
offers of financial support came from outside
Utah County, board members and interested
parent volunteers took Dr. Branch’s advice
and appealed to local school boards, mayors
of local towns, county commissioners, welfare
officials, businessmen and civic leaders. Their
efforts brought pledges of S17,000—enough
to carry the clinic through a full year—plus
twelve months' free rent in five-room quarters
on the second floor of a business building in
Springville. On January 1, 1955, the Harstons,
bundled into two automobiles and towing two
small trailers, headed over icy roads and
through blizzards toward Utah County.

Within a month after it opened, the clinic
had a waiting list nine months long. And the
demand for clinic services continued to grow
so that despite the steady income from fees
(paid by patients themselves or by Juvenile
Court or the Welfare Department for their
clients) the total amount wasn't enough to
cover expenses for the next year. Since there
was no United Fund in the county to help the
struggling clinic, the only answer seemed to be
a public subscription of S9000.

In August, board members began tele-
phoning civic leaders in each of the county’s
towns. They in turn mobilized 1500 house-to-
house canvassers.

In Provo, Mrs. Carlyle Lambert, president
of Wasatch P.T.A., made her kitchen tele-

Never tell evil of a man, if you do not
know it for a certainty, and if you do
know itfor a certainty, then ask your-
self, "Why should | tell it?” 1avater

phone headquarters for workers in her neigh-
borhood. Committee members took turns
rocking her new baby while she assigned
blocks for canvassing. Among the doorbell
ringers was Steven Allen, a round-faced
fourteen-year-old, whose mother considered
him too young to go to school dances, but who
lined up $8.23 from his friends. Other dona-
tions came from Central Junior High School,
which sold $88 worth of cookies and cakes
they made themselves. The Cadmus Women’s
Club in Pleasant Grove gave $25 from its wel-
fare fund. In Orem, a housewife who had a
hard time getting prospective workers hopped
on her bicycle and made the rounds of the
neighborhood herself.

Keeping tabs on each town's campaign
leaders and handling publicity took every
spare minute of Lawyer Ted Bullock's time as
chairman. Mr. Bullock also happened to be
running for district attorney. It was late at
night on October 25 when all the tallies were
in and Mr. Bullock announced the total to his
workers: $11,098.39. His smile was jubilant
even after the November election returns came
in. "Well, I lost the election, but won the
fund campaign,” he grinned.

The struggling clinic is continuing to rely
on the community’s annual contributions to
help all the children who need psychiatric
counseling—more than 200 of them every
year. There is one campaign contribution,
however, which will never be spent. It came
from a tousle-haired boy of six who knocked
at the door of Mrs. Jerry Hill, a member of
the clinic board of directors, in Pleasant
Grove. Mrs. Hill recognized him as a little
neighborhood mischief-maker who had been
going to the clinic for some time. He stretched
out a fist to her, opened it and showed her
seven pennies.

“l want you to give this to the ‘guided’
place,” he said. "'l got guided and | want to
help another kid.”

These seven pennies are now enshrined on a
velvet plaque—a symbol of what the clinic did
and can do for a youngster. end
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CUSHIONED AT HEEL

M. M. COHN
Little Rock, Ark.

EMERY, BIRD,
THAYER
Kansas City, Mo.

WALKER’S SHOES
Des Moines,
Waterloo, la.

JOHNSON, STEPHENS & SHINKLE SHOE CO., ST. LOUIS, MO.

just a
for a miracle!

FOTSTIK

It’s medically recommended.
There is no substitute!

Beautifully covers all
skin spots. Waterproof,
sunproof. Safe on the
most delicate skin. Carry
it with you! It's a handy
weapon! Department and
drug stores. Six shades.
Only *1.50

ly t& tz,Q JlestA s /

Creator of famous COVERMARK; L.O L., the
wonder lotion ©; COLORLES Finishing' Powder
keeps ail foundations from changing color.
Write Department J . LYDIA O'LEARY, INC
41 East 57th Street. New York 22, N
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Lower in calories
than any other

type of juice

Libby’s is Twice-Rich: rich in flavor, rich in vitamins (including vitamin C!)

WHAT SIZE SWIM SUIT THIS YEAR?

Non-fattening 3 times a day...
helps you stay with your slimming program!

Going to be a slender mermaid this summer? Let Libby’s Tomato Juice help. Never thin and watery,
Libby s is satisfying—quenches between-meal hunger. Gives you a healthy bonus of vitamins and minerals, too. And
speaking of slim figures, how’s this: 25 calories to the 4-ounce glass. Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago 9, lIl.

See Libby’s Tomato Juice label for special offer on Slimdown Cocktail Glasses
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MAKING MARRIAGE WORK

Parents may know
what they’re
talking about

By CLIFFORD R. ADAMS, Ph.D.

Pennsylvania Stale University, Department of Psychology

WHY MARRY IN A HURRY?

I was sick and tired of being treated like a
child by my parents. 1 fell in love with Bill on our sec-
ond date, and we ran off and got married six weeks
later. 1was only seventeen. 1don't know why I thought
I loved him, but 1knew I didn’t before our honeymoon
was over.”

“After Henry got his draft notice, we decided to get
married. We had been dating only three months, but |
was so infatuated 1thought I was in love. Then he was
sent overseas, leaving me pregnant and trapped into
living with his parents, whom | had never met. We
don’t get along at all, and I’'m miserable, but there’s no
way out.”

“My parents begged me not to marry John, but |
wouldn’t listen. In the six months we’ve been married,
he’s been fired from three differentjobs. He isn’t work-
ing now, and he’s heavily in debt because he spends all
the money he can get his hands on drinking and gam-
bling. Although I’'m pregnant, | have to agree with my
parents that divorce is the only way out.”

These letters are fairly typical of many that come to
me, telling of disappointment and disillusion following
a hasty, impulsive marriage. Though details vary
widely, they are alike in revealing the immaturity of the
couple, their unwillingness to seek or heed the advice of
older, wiser heads, their disregard of unfavorable cir-
cumstances that warn of probable future trouble.

Though happiness in marriage is always a matter of
the personal adjustment of the individual husband and
wife, it is also true that certain factors always create a
handicap. They should be recognized as genuine haz-
ards, and the marriage should be postponed until they
can be eliminated or minimized, or, at the very least,
realistically faced. What are some of these hazards?

Inadequate acquaintance and association. Obviously a
man and woman (or boy and girl) need ample oppor-
tunity to get to know each other before committing
themselves to a lifetime together. A “whirlwind court-
ship” seldom provides this opportunity, especially at
age seventeen.

Each should know the main facts of the other’s
previous life, background and present situation. They
need to explore the differences and similarities in their
hopes, ideals and goals for the future. They need to test
their capacity for companionship in a variety of situa-
tions and under different circumstances. The couple
whose time together has been mostly spent in going
dancing, to parties or the theater, may find after mar-
riage that they share few other tastes and interests.

Above all, they need time to test the depth of their
love. A relationship that cannot stand the test of time
before marriage is unlikely to endure afterward.

Defects of character. Every wife discovers and toler-
ates minor weaknesses in her husband which weren’t
apparent before marriage—as he does in her. But such
flaws as excessive drinking, habitual gambling, violent
temper, promiscuity, dishonesty are not minor. Any
one ofthem isaserious threat to happiness in marriage.
They can be concealed or suppressed temporarily, but
are likely to be discovered over a period of time, if not

by the girl, then by her parents. If he can’t control his
weakness before marriage, let her not delude herself
that she can reform him afterward.

Inappropriate motives. The trustworthy motives for
marrying are the love of two people for each other, their
wish to establish a home, the desire to live and work to-
gether toward common goals for the rest of their lives.
But a marriage primarily prompted by extraneous con-
siderations—the desire to escape from parents' domina-
tion, to quit work, to keep up with the other girls—
rests on a flimsy foundation.

Parental disapproval, though not always conclusive,
should always be seriously considered, and regarded as
a hazard. Strong parental opposition is usually based
on one or more factors which research shows to be
commonly associated with divorce. Parents' judgment
is worth heeding, for it is based on wider experience
and observation than the young couple have yet ac-
cumulated. In any event, their opposition will be a seri-
ous hindrance, since it will deprive the couple of the
co-operation, counsel and perhaps material help that
would get the marriage off to a good start.

Lack of resources or readiness. If the man has not
completed his education, he should make definite and
dependable arrangements to do so (perhaps with the
girl’s help) before undertaking marriage. Otherwise he
may be forced to abandon his chosen field, with result-
ing resentment and frustration. There should be evi-
dence (his job record) or sound reason to believe that
he will be able to earn a living. A girl should have, or
be willing to acquire, at least rudimentary housekeep-
ing skills. Deficiencies in these respects create practical
problems that even love may not surmount.

Profound differences in background, education, re-
ligion. Though none of these presents an insurmount-
able obstacle to married happiness, each is a handicap
which should be faced and evaluated before marriage.
It should be noted that these differences, along with
extreme youth, are among the commonest grounds for
parental opposition.

Unfavorable circumstances. Marriage gets off to a
poor start if the couple must live with in-laws or be
separated by the husband's military service or job re-
quirements. Why not wait until the situation can be
corrected?

If you are considering marriage, ask yourself if any
of these hazards confronts you. And remember, the
younger you are, the greater the risk.

GROWN UP, BUT NOT ADULT

we all know, the early years of adolescence
are a period of dramatic growth and change, a time of
storm and stress for parents as well as child. But by
the sixteenth birthday, the worst may appear to be over.

The boy (or girl) has probably attained full growth,
or nearly so; much of the time he looks and behaves
like an adult. He has attained some adult privileges
(such as the right to a driver’s license in most states)
and he feels that he is grown up. He is in fact approach-
ing maturity, but he has not yet reached it.

The five-year span sixteen through twenty is in my
opinion one of the two most crucial periods in life. In
the first, the preschool years, a child’s attitudes are
formed. These will affect his personality and character
through all the years ahead. During this period, his
parents are by far the most important influence.

In the age span sixteen through twenty, the parents’
influence will be comparatively less. The “pre-adult”
will be eager to assert his independence of the family,
and will at the same time be highly receptive to the
opinions, standards and behavior of his friends, his
school and the community in general.

Yet he iscalled upon to make crucial decisions which
will affect his entire future. Shall he continue his educa-
tion? Shall he take a job? What field will he enter,
whether in training or as a worker? Shall he become
engaged, married? And if so, is his choice of partner a
suitable one? In these vital decisions, and in lesser ones
(going steady, dating hours, use of spending money,
manners and deportment), his parents wish to share.
But they cannot do so with the absolute authority of
earlier years. If their opinions and standards are to be
heeded, they in turn must respect the beliefs of their
child and his society.

Much of the trouble between parents and their teen-
age children results from the failure of either or both to
recognize and respect the rights of the other. The “pre-
adult” has a right to a growing measure of independ-
ence; the parents have a right to demand in return a
measure of responsibility, of observance of agreed
standards of conduct

No specific rules can be offered which will apply to
every family. But if certain principles are observed, a
relationship will develop in which the “pre-adult” can
benefit from his parents’ guidance, without being com-
pelled either to bow to it, or rebel against it.

Definerights. For example, it is the right of the parent
to determine the conditions under which the teen-ager
may use the family car, but only after the teen-ager’s
wishes, needs and opinions have been thoroughly dis-
cussed. It is the teen-ager's right to expect his parents
to feed, clothe and educate him, within the limits of the
family budget, without taking the position that he is in
their debt.

Define privileges. Latitude in hours, freedom in
bringing friends home, amount of allowance and simi-
lar questions affecting the operation of the household
are matters of mutual convenience as well as of man-
ners or morals. If definite, though flexible, rules are
adopted and observed, many conflicts will be elimi-
nated before they arise.

Define obligations. Every privilege implies an obliga-
tion. If the teen-ager assumes the responsibility for
tending the lawn in return for the use of the car, he
should fulfill his promise or forfeit the use of the car.
By the same token, the parents should live up to their
obligation to let him use the car as specified

Define standards of behavior. Conduct considered
outrageous in one generation may be commonplace in
the next. Through calm, thoughtful and frequent dis-
cussion, differences in point of view can be better un-
derstood, if not reconciled. And when understanding is
reached, compromise becomes possible—on both sides.

Every human being must have a philosophy of life, a
notion of how and why he wants to live, whether or not
he can put it in words. Your teen-ager will develop his
philosophy through the example you set and the
guidance you offer (not the demands you make). 1fyou
can share decisions with him rather than decide for
him, you can trust him to seek your goals. In fact, you
can’t afford to do otherwise.

DO YOU AGREE?

Can two people be in love icithout being com-
panionable?

Yes; but married love rarely grows or endures unless
companionship is present or can be developed.

ASK YOURSELF:

Are There Danger Signals Ahead?
Should We Wait to Make Sure?

If you are thinking of early marriage, or about to be-
come engaged, this briefinventory may help you recog-
nize some of the factors that will affect your happiness.
Answer each question with an honest Yes or No.

Have You and He:

Gone steady for eighteen months or longer?
Completed your edueation?

Had a eonrtship free from serious confliets?
Come from happily married homes?

The same standards, ideals and
religious beliefs?

6. Won the approval of holli sets of parents?

WA wWN R

IS He:
7. As well educated as you are?
8. Regularly employed in work he likes?
9. Earning at least $250 a month?
10. Free from any serious defects or habits?

Are You:
11. At least eighteen (twenty if college girl)?
12. Willing to forgo a career if necessary?
13. A fairly competent cook and housekeeper?
14. Fond of his friends and relatives?

The average happily engaged couple answers "“Yes”
to 12 of these questions or, if in college, expects to earn
the same score before setting the wedding date. Any
“No™ answer should be interpreted as a danger signal
and should be sensibly handled before making a final
commitment for either engagement or marriage. (Note:
If you are unhappily married, the “No” answers that
you would have given on your wedding day will prob-
ahlv explain whv.|



New Palmolive gives

New Life

Pa/mo/ives Pich Lather

Contains -
No drying detergents!
No harsh perfumes!

No irritating deodorants!

PALMOLIVE | YE
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You can give your complexion new life—leave it

softer, fresher—with New Palmolive care!

And you’ll see results after just a few days—as New
Palmolive care gently washes away dirt and make-up . . .
cleanses so effectively it actually gives your complexion
NEW LIFE!

New Palmolive’s rich, mild lather lets you cleanse far
more thoroughly than you’d dare to do with harsher
soaps. Palmolive contains no drying detergents, no
strong perfumes, no irritating deodorants—just the
gentlest of natural cleansing ingredients. So get that
"new life” look with gentle New Palmolive Soap!
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Are you
paying for a

second car

without
having one?

“Millions of families are spend-
ing enough on one big gas-
guzzler to pay for two cars,”

says GEORGE ROMNEY
President, American Motors Corporation

ere are 40,000,000 “no-car” wives in

T:;ne-car families today, virtually pris-

oners in their homes because they do not

have cars of their own.

Many of these women

genuinely need a second

car. Yet, if asked, most

ofthese “no-car” wives

would say, “It’s all our

budget can stand to

keep one car, much less

a second one.” In fact,

a big car may cost

nearly $1,500 a year to own and operate
when all the expenses are added up.

Rambler can cut
car costs in half
Nearly halfa million American families
have found the answer to high car costs
in Rambler. Many
started out by buy-
ingone Ramblerand
soon found they
were saving so much
money that they
could afford to own two Ramblers for no
more than it had formerly cost them to
drive one oversized “gas hog.”

Idealfamily car

Rambler costs less to buy, costs less to
run, and is tops in trade-in value. It has as
much room inside as far larger, costlier
cars, but it is the easiest
of all American cars to
drive—to steer, to park,
to get in and out of
your garage and drive-
way. It is the safest car
at any price, with modern single unit
construction that is twice as strong arid

far safer than ordinary cars.

Beautiful interiors

Women tell us the new Rambler inte-
riors with their high fashion colors and
fabrics are as beautiful ~o
as you will find in any
car. They also like the
many conveniences—
Airliner Reclining Seats
for napping children,
pushbutton transmis-
sion, pushbutton windows, power steer-
ing, power brakes and many other features.

If car expense is taking too much of
your budget, why not see Rambler?

THERE’S
A MAN

IN THE
HOLTSE

By HARLAN MILLER

“Offhand, I'd say
it’samoney tree.”

A better way to make a man diet: Ar-
range a bathroom with a big mirror so he
can see himselfnaked in his tub or shower
bath. His reactions change rapidly from
sheer disbeliefto grim resolve.

Three of us ordered three different
omelets at brunch: Spanish, herb and
Denver. Picture our confusion when
all three reached our table exactly
alike: each with a little ham and
onion.

“l pass for a highbrow,” confides
Peter Comfort, trying to catch that mole
with a lethal three-pronged contraption,
“yet | have a tricky time remembering
which is the old gent in Hamlet—Polo-
nius or Laertes.”

You can now buy for $10 an air-
plane insurance policy that’ll pay
your heirs $125,000 if anything un-
pleasant happenstoyouflyingaround
the world. The premium has gone
down since Ipaid $40for $125,000when
Iflew to Russia two years ago.

Proudest mother in our town: one
whose son (a biggie in the big city) ar-
ranged to have a bunch of violets deliv-
ered to her each week. Unless other sons
top this, other mothers may feel envy
pangs.

Ha, a valuable truth: Before you go
on a trip people listen tolerantly to
talk about your trip, even urge and
question you. But when you return
they won't hear a word of it.

I'm waiting for the new U.S. Dept, of
Welfare to tackle the marriage snarl.
Only two thirds of the people ever get
married! What's better for the republic's
welfare than 1,000,000 extra marriages
sparked by those blessed doting bureau-
crats ?

My dad was stunned when his
father died. After a time he invented
a bitter little joke to cover the pain.
“You children can’t do this to me!”
he would say. “I'm an orphan, |
haven'tany father or mother.” (Even-
tually, aren’t we all?)

When my daughter-in-law in Japan
bought a can opener at Yakota, she bul-
letined a coincidence: The frugal hard-
ware merchant had wrapped her pur-
chase in this page from an old Ladies’
Home Journal.

When 1bought agirla malted milk
as a boy, 7 never ordered the same
flavor she did. Otherwise 1'd get the
thin dregsfrom her chocolate shaker.
If 1 ordered vanilla I'd get a shaker of
my own, thick.

At our luncheon table downtown
somebody said a smart young fella
has started trip insurance for auto-
mobiles. like airplane-trip insurance.

“He’'ll lose hisshirt.” says our mod-
erator, spooning ice cream with his
pecan pie.

Our new bathroom (the ex-pantry)
has eleven strangely assorted tiles im-
bedded in its walls—from Amalfi, from
Helsinki, from Lima, from the Taj
Mahal. (Best of all I like one of three
fish kilned by my red-haired daughter.)

Recently | happened to overhear
Harry Truman call his wife, Bess, “ the
madame.” I've tried it on my Dream
Girl and she says, “Better wait till
you are an ex-President.”

When we took offon our trip around the
world our youngest said earnestly, *'Dad,
when you get to India will you do some-
thingfor me ?*

“Certainly, son,” I said. ""What?"

"Please touch an untouchable.™

LADIES'’ HOME JOURNAL

Late bulletins signify that Harlan 111
can now walk, at the age of eleven
months, heavily across an ordinary
room, shaky, determined and proud.
(This we must travel halfway around the
world to see.)

At the bridge table | learn an-
other grievance that makes a wife in-
dignant: a husband’s refusal to praise
a dress which she herself suspects is a
mistake. (Petty of him.)

All the way around the world you en-
counter young sons and daughters ofyour
home-town friends involved in farflung
American activities. As an airline pilot
put it, “ You can baby-sit your way around
the world."

| suspect this new hi-fi passion for
serious music among our young is
linked to this era's uncertainties.
They like to climb a remote peak
away from the quibbles.

We enjoyed a laugh when the plumber
finished our new bathroom in triumph
with the hot water squirting out of the
cold-water faucet. But | deduce it’s
standard practice, a holy tradition.

Whenever my family reads a short
poem at the breakfast table three
days in a row, | stand ready to take
‘em out to dinner. They' love to dine
out, yet how often they forget!

My Dream Girl and | have agreed
never again to be away from home in
May, when the green shoots spear up
through the sweet black earth. Then no
place on earth is more fascinating than
your own back yard.

You should see the remodeled
Kappa Alpha Theta house in our
town. Once an old mansion, it’s now
as modern as nextyear’s sophomores,
and no matter what the Kappas and
Tri Delts say, 7/ congratulate their
architect.

An old collie in our neighborhood looks
so wise and patient that the kids call him
""The Thinker.” Actually 1’'m not sure he's
bright; he yearns to curl up under your
wheels if you're going less than 25 m.p.h.

Since our neighbor the retired gen-
eral showed us his new house, what
we really want is a rheostat for every
room, to brighten and dim the lights.
But so far we can't find one that'll
perform its marvels with anything
over 60 watts.

Before we took off around the world
my Princess of Sheer Delight insisted on
a roast turkey over a weekend. “When
I’'min India,” shesaid, “1’d like to remem-
ber the American way of life.”

Maybe you don’'t need to remodel,
but it's a wonderful chance to get ac-
quainted with the American work-
man. Carpenters, plumbers, painters,
electricians and tilemen are a saltier
lot than the white-collar worker.
(One even gave us some elk meat.)

When the Russians reach the moon
they might find it knee-deep in empty
beer cans.

... When our youngest valiantly signs

up for trigonometry just out of curiosity,

. Or our daughter telephones across

the continent twice in a row, not collect,

... And Junior sends us by airmail an

hour-by-hour schedulefor our exploration
of Japan,

... Andmy Lady Love turns out under
pressure to be the equivalent o fany $9000-
a-year secretary,

Then | try to wipe that complacent
smile offmy faceforfear they'll think I'm
oversold on the joys offamily life.
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Art Linkletter and liis daughters. Dawn and Sharon —three happy “Links” in a closely knit
family of seven. “We even read one another’s minds,” said Dawn. “Dad guessed | was longing for my own
sterling and we both fell for the same pattern. It’s new “Young Love’in Heirloom* Sterling—sheer inspiration in
design. Then Sharon got so dreamy-eyed over my set of sterling, Dad gave her a place setting to start her own!”

Marentous fatte-daugter axeda—Mr. Lindetter teles Davwn ad Srerantoacgdapre
mae Maorentas fater-daughter gft—beautiful new*“Young Lowe” in Heidoom Staring
N E W ' a breath-taking original in silver design ... Never, never until “Young Love/’ could you see so much new
excitement in a silver pattern! The delicate flower stems are deeply engraved.., the
full-bloom roses richly sculptured. You've never seen a lovelier pattern—er such wonderful
introductory prices! “Young Love” place settings: 6-piece, regularly $34.75 now $24.75-
4-piece, regularly $24 now $17.50. Limited time only! And with Federal Tax included.

n HEIRLOOM STERLING

CREATED IN THE DESIGN STUDIOS OF ONEIDA SILVERSMITHS
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Your hair
has hidden highlights
only egg can reach

Sense something healthy happen as
your fingertips feel this protein-fresh
lather —that’s the first luxury of egg.

Feel first day control —no more “fly-
away” hair! A touch of egg restores
natural oils other shampoos strip away.

Only shampoo plus egg can give lather
like this —lather that rinses instantly,
completely, leaves hair radiant

Know an inner glow of beauty —a
radiance less luxurious shampoos can’t
match! It takes the magic touch of egg.

Hidden highlights come to life—a thousand thousand natural highlights yours
only with the protein-fresh lather of Helene Curtis shampoo PLUS EGG.
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OUR READERS WRITE US

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 4

to help me to have more tolerance, more
humanness, and a real sense of humor. In
the pages of this magazine are the very
latest ideas for better living.

NAME WITHHELD

~ We're curious. Has anyone read the
Journal since 1883 or 18842 Will you
write us? ED.

To Assure Pure Foods

Washington, D.C
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Gould: The L adies’
Home Journal isto be congratulated for
the February editorial which encourages
readers to take an interest in the problem
of adequate regulation of chemical addi-
tives to food. This editorial carries on the
historic policy of the Ladies’ Home
Journal in supporting pure food and
drug laws and their enforcement. We are
happy to know that this tradition is being
maintained because in our increasingly
complex society both consumers and
honest business are protected by intelli-
gent scrutiny of our food and drug supply.
Sincerely,
GEORGE P. LARRICK
Commissioner of Food and Drugs
Department of Health,
Education, and Welfare

Lost Their Buttons?

Staten Island, New York
Sir: May a mere man have a word?
Why do makers of imitation fur coats, and
many cloth coats as well, insist on forcing
“clutch” type models on the long-suffer-
ing public? Have these office strategists
ever seen a woman struggle with pack-
ages, trying at the same time to keep a
clutch coat closed ? Is a coat for protection
of its wearer or for the benefit of its seller
only ? Sincerely,
KNUT HALLE, D.D.

Letter from Holland

Wassenaar, Netherlands

Dear Sirs: | wish to tell you how much |
always have—and shall—enjoy your mag-
azine. | almostread it from cover to cover.
In particular I like your special features
and the pages on fashion and beauty. |

Happy readers.

learn a lot about it! My two children—
aged six and three years, both girls—also
enjoy many beautiful pictures about
America. We've many happy hours to-
gether reading and reading about it all!
We live very near the beach where this
picture was taken. Yours sincerely,
LILIAN BOOT

Prayer as a
Guided Missile

Tampa, Florida

Dear Editors: Lately a guided-missile
project was built in Florida. | was helping
my daughter with geography, and as we
studied a world map | thought: Prayer as
a guided missile. Here was the answer to
the aching need to do something about
that uneasiness that comes with frenzied
world-wide war preparedness.

I have always found strength in having
Biblical verses and brief prayers over my
kitchen sink. Now there is also a small
world map, and as | do the dishes or pre-
pare meals, | pray—sending guided
missiles of prayer to all corners of the
world: Africa, Russia. Israel, China.

This, I am sure, is creative prayer—and
as such can build peace faster than any
master plan of military experts. It takes
no time from daily duties. You need not
kneel, pause, or even seem to be praying.
As the Stoic, Epictetus, said: “ More often
than you breathe, think of God.” That is
prayer.

This project needs a million volunteers.
Will you join? Sincerely,

RUTH HAYWARD

Not a Racial Religion

Buffalo, New York

Dear Editors: So, the Moslems “reject
Judaism as a racial religion” ! (Dorothy
Thompson, December Journal.) Maybe
they do, but no American magazine should
print such a statement without refuting it
as patent untruth

As an “Aryan” convert to Judaism |
must take strong exception to the state-
ment and feel peculiarly qualified to wit-
ness against it. Though I was born of a
German family of loosely Protestant affilia-
tion (thus neither racially nor ethnically
Semitic or Jewish), | became a Jew a few
years ago in a ceremony which involved
declaring myself willing to enter into “the
Covenant of Israel” and to fulfill all the
commandments incumbent upon a
“daughter of the Covenant.” | have been
a full-fledged Jew ever since, fully ac-
cepted as such in the Jewish community.

Then what can be the meaning of
Judaism as a “racial religion”? Haven't
you ever heard of the Negro Jewish Com-
munity in Harlem?—of the Falasha Jews
in Abyssinia?—or seen pictures of people
walking down the street in modern Tel
Aviv, Israel—verily a United Nations as
far as races are concerned. And all of them
Jews.

And it has always been so. Doesn't
the Bible itself tell of Ruth, the Moabitess
(of acompletely different racial and ethnic
stock), who became a Jew, and so great
was her simple faith and loyalty that she
was chosen to become the great-grand-
mother of King David, of whose lineage
the future Messiah was to be born?

One argument that might be advanced
is: Why don't the Jews have a missionary
movement? Doesn’t that look as though
they wanted the truth only for themselves?
Quite aside from the fact that both
Christianity and Islam have been great
world powers in recent history and have
had the means to make forced converts,
while Judaism was practiced by a small
minority living in ghettos, barely tol-
erated by the powers that be—there is an
inner reason why Judaism in the last 2000
years has not actively gone out to make
converts. And that reason is that in order
to fulfill its mission in history, to witness
to the living God, the Jewish people must
remain true to itself and to its sacred tra-
dition. It dare not compromise in order to
make it easier for converts to embrace it.
But, it does not believe that being a Jew is
a necessary condition for salvation. “All
the righteous of the world have a special
part in the world to come” the Talmud
says. Judaism is the special vocation of the
Jewish people and of those gentiles who
feel called to it. But the Jewish God (the
one God we Jews believe in and were the
first to proclaim) is the God of all the
world, the creator and redeemer of the
whole universe and Father of all mankind.

Moslems, and Christians as well, may
reject Judaism, but if they do, let there be
a truer basis for their rejection than the
fairy tale of a “racial religion.”

ELSA DORAN

Diet for Happiness
Tokyo, Japan

Dear Editors: Sometimes | go on a
"mental diet.” The symptoms of over-
indulgence are self-pity and faultfinding
with other people.

The diet begins by planning something
nice for those I find fault with. Sometimes
| take them something—a cake | baked,
flowers from my garden—or | telephone or
write a note with an offer to help them in
some way.

By becoming interested in others there
is no time for self-pity and very soon I re-
turn to normal!

With best wishes to you and the
Journal, BEVERLY MUIR
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Convenient Pure-Pak cartons help make life more fun!

Today’'srelaxed living owes a lot to easy upkeep, functional styling, new ideas. That's
why today’s families appreciate Pure-Pak’s safe, easy-to-use, disposable container.
No dribble, no drip. No bottle washing. Just pure, delicious milk from the world’s

most sanitary container—Pure-Pak! It's available everywhere.

Ask your milkman to deliver your milk in Pure-Pak.

25 MILLION TIMES A DAY, SOMEONE BREAKS THE SEAL ON A FRESH PURE-PAK CARTON
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Start with 1cup of velvet texture Kratt Mayonnaise ...

blend in Vi cup ot Kraft Italian Dressing

As soon as you see how quickly and smoothly Kraft Mayonnaise
mixes with the tart Italian Dressing you’ll realize that Kraft’s has
special blending qualities. In no time at all the mixture’s completely
blended. Smooth as velvet—never any curdling. No other mayon-
naise mixes like velvet texture Kraft’s. And its delightful flavor—
delicate yet piquant—is extra special, too.

Add 'Acup shredded Kraft Parmesan to the smooth,

smooth mixture...there's your great new dressing!

It tastes just heavenly, thanks to Kraft’s touch with seasonings.
And it’s gloriously smooth, because of the way Kraft Mayonnaise
blends. Kraft’s is true mayonnaise—made with lots of eggs and extra
egg yolks, too—but it takes more than eggs to make mayonnaise
mix like this. Only Kraft’s blend of oils and special beating process
can give such velvet texture.
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Caesar Salad— presto! Mixed greens, garlic
M ninnr nnrl
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ABOUT

50 years
ago
in the Journal

In May, 1908, the Senate debated
and rejected a resolution making
Mother’s Day an official holiday,
to be observed by wearing white
carnations. A subsidiary of U.S.
Steel, the Henry Frick Company,
ordered its employees not to use
liquor on or off duty. Bessie Mc-
Coy, who married dashing cor-
respondentRichard Harding Davis,
was singing The Yama Yama Girl.
Take Me Out to the Ball Game
was a hit tune, and Trail of the
Lonesome Pine was written.

In the May, 1908, JOURNAL the
author of Six Weeks in Europe
With One Suitcase adds:“ For the
steamer trip, take an extra can-
vas carryall with a steamer rug,
apillow, aworsted suit, asweater,
a warm waist offlannel, a pair of
woolen tights, thick wool gloves
and a hot-water bag.”

"'Is it customary at a church wedding

for the bridegroom to kiss the bride?”
a reader wants to know. ""No” an-
swers the Good Manners expert.
“"The custom has not been observed
for many years. Modem brides are
spared that ordeal.”

“A brassiere isan ideafrom Paris
which combines the prettiness of
acorset cover with the supportof
a corselet vest,” writes the Fash-
ion Editor. “For morning wear
under a loose-fitting dress or for
an invalid, the garment suggests
real comfort.”

“When meeting first at the break-
fast table, should the parents or
children say good morning?” asks
Perplexed. Answer: "As a mark of
respect, the children should say it
first.”

**When a Girl Travels Alone: 1fyou
get an upper berth, do not mind, as
the air circulates more freely up
there. But carry a scarf or thick veil
to protectyour headfrom drafts and
your hair from cinders. Wear a
black silk kimono, and in the morn-
ing the porter will help you down,
holding the curtains to shield you.”

“A good vegetable cook never
needs a garbage bucket,” believes
Food Expert Mrs. Rorer, who
calls cabbage “my best winter
friend.”

“In any park where babies are
airing, two thirds of them will be
seensuckingawayona”“pacifier,””
writes Doctor Coolidge, formerly
of Babies Hospital. “ Tonsillitis,
diphtheria, tuberculosis and
other diseases may be
started this way.”

easily

TOWN

WHAT WE DO

BEATRICE GOULD has the ability to seem self-effacing while plac-
ing an unerring pencil on what's wrong with a writer’s efforts.
"Doesn’t anything ever please her altogether?"
asked her husband

WHERE WE GO
WHOM WE MEET

After her daily bouts with publishers,
agents and cartoonists in New York—a
twelve-hour-a-day schedule including
commuting from Paoli, Pennsylvania—
Mary Lea (Biffie) Page remains so
peppy she is the wonder of the Work-
shop. How, we asked her, do you main-
tain such high vitality? “It’s how you
relax,” she said. “Come out to my
house and I’ll show you.” We did—and
there was Biffie in blue jeans. She
pointed to her stone house. (Lesson 1)
“My husband, Tim, and | selected ev-
ery one of those stones individually—
forty tons.” (Lesson 2) “We cleared
these thirty-five acres—it was ajungle.”
(Lesson 3) “We built this do-it-yourself
log cabin—all you need is trees.” (Les-
son 4) “We planted five thousand tulip
bulbs, the shrubbery and the grass.”

Back to the house we came panting and
collapsed in a chair. Biffie went off
wagon-riding with her grandchildren,
Winkie and Jamie. When we left she
was doing a headstand for them
(Lesson 5).

While helping a friend clean out an
attic, Elisabeth Goetsch, who helps
plan our kitchens each month, found
some old phonograph records and was
told to help herself. She picked out sev-
eral of Irving Berlin’s early hits—*/
Want to Go Back to Michigan,” “My
Bird of Paradise” and “ When It's Night
Time in Dixie Land”—and took them
home to show her neighbor—Irving Ber-
lin. “Belle Baker introduced ‘Michigan’
at the Palace,” he told her. “ ‘Dixie’ was
donefor aplay called *Watch Your Step."
It was dropped from the play, though.”

everything

Associate Editor Mary Lea Page with grandchildren Jamie and Winkie.

On the warranted assumption that any-
one on the Journar staffis a success,
we asked a half dozen their formula.
Guess ivhat Glenn White said—
diligence, hard work, regular hours!
Margaret Parton named curiosity,
plus a continuing education. Jean
Freeman recommended perseverance
and "'liking whatyou do.” Laura Lou
Brookman said it differently: Do as
little ivork as possible (if whatyou are
doing is work, you're on the wrong
track).”’And Mary Bass, enigmatically:
"To be a success with one’s hushand,
family, or in any personal relationship,
beabsolutely uncritical atall times 1" We
like also to ponder the words of Herbert
Bayard Swope: "'l don’t hate aformula
for success, but I know a sure formula
for failure—try to please everybody.”

Letters editor JOYCE POSSON has
a habit of drawing tiny faces on

she writes, as™”)

which means what that means, or
this:AU?\ which means what that
obviously means. A typical Posson
memo: "I am so(”) that I don’t
have anythingfor your col-
umn this montn —my mind is a

perfect

"Why, almost everything pleases her,”
BRUCE GOULD assured him. "That’s why she has to be so careful.”

Picture a young Moslem mother,
swathed in her sari, possibly veiled, so
completely engrossed in a book she is
oblivious of the clusters of children
playing about her. What would you
guess is the title of the book? William
Spaulding, chair-
man of Franklin
Publications, an or-
ganization that ar-
ranges for the trans-
lation and distribu-
tion of American
books abroad, told
Mary Bass it is probably baby and
CHILD CARE, by Benjamin Spock.
That title heads the list of popular
books among Moslem women.

one writer

New appliance in the Workshop kitchen
isa range with a song in its heart—
or someplace. Put a roast in the oven;
set the timer. When it's done, chimes
sound, “Tenderly . . . tenderly . . .”

When associate editor Glenn W hite,
with his wife and two young sons, set
out on a 10,000-mile Volkswagen tour

of Europe last year, Margaret Hickey
gave him the names of a few people she
knew in Paris, London, Rome and sev-
eral other places. The Whites were thus
assured of pleasant chats with people
who knew these cities. But it didn’t
work out. “We tried it in Paris and
London,” Glenn reports, “and were
treated so hospitably we were tempted
to stay indefinitely. | thought it better
not to phone any more of Margaret’s
friends.” At a remote beach on the
southern tip of Spain, below Malaga
and not far from the Rock of Gibraltar,
the travelers settled down for a few
weeks in the sun. Trudging out of the
Mediterranean Sea came a huge man
with a red beard. Neptune, perhaps?
No. It turned out to be an Australian
journalist—and after asking Glenn
what he did, his next question was:“Do
you know Margaret Hickey?”

You'll soon be seeing Maria Schell
in 2j”-hour "Brothers Karamazov.”
It was only one of the movies she
made last year, her first in America.
For the others—Dostoevski’s "White
Nights” in Italy, de Maupassant’s
""Une Vie” in France—she dubbed in
three extra languages, no chore be-
cause she speaks French, German,
Italian and English fluently. "They
say | do not dress well, out of my
roles,” said Maria, troubled by criti-
cism. "That would be a fourth profes-
sion—I already have three profes-
sions: actress, wife, housewife: and |
travel with only two suitcases.” For
an intense 56-day shooting on Kara-
mazov, Maria learned ice skating, "and
only three steps of dancing—so I will
dance like a woman in love, not like a
dancer.” To critics who call her incan-
descent, Maria is grateful. ""Acting is
my work—I must do it well. Some-
times | care too much and make peo-
ple angry. But | must try to portray
what is genuine and lasting—woman,
she is helpless, but she is hardy too.”

Actress Maria Schell—
“incandescent” is the wordfor her.



The shooting had stopped. Now there was only the sound of the wind in the grass

By CECIL MAIDEN

-I-heyweretalking inwhispers again. Every
now and then the two of them would
pause to listen—with strange, afraid expres-
sions on their faces. Jonathan did not know
why they were whispering. Had they been
talking in English, there might have been
good reason for it, but both Sala and Mrs.
Ho knew very well that he did not under-
stand much Chinese, especially when it was
spoken so quickly. Perhaps it had some-
thing to do with the strange remark his
mother had made yesterday—that there
were things happening in Taishun these
days that a boy ,of seven could not know
about.

The door to the kitchen was not quite
closed, and it was on the living-room side of
it that Jonathan was standing, still as the
door itself, peering through the long, thin
crack. He could see across the kitchen to
the open door and past Mrs. Ho, to the
yard beyond and the church schoolroom.
For several days none of the mission chil-
dren had come up the hill to school.

Sala was on her hands and knees, pol-
ishing the floor. Sala was old and yellow,
and in her black cotton work trousers and
the black jacket she seemed very thin these
days. Now and then she would sit up and
rest, and cough a little. It seemed hard for
her to breathe sometimes, but she could
still smile. She smiled, he thought, like a
kindly and lovable dragon.

In one of her sitting-up moments, Sala
turned her head and looked directly through
the crack of the open door at him. For a
moment she was startled, but as she recog-
nized him a smile came to her face.

“Jonny!” she said. “Why you stand there
like that? What you so quiet for?”

He opened the door and took a step into
the kitchen. The room was bright and clean,
and there was a wonderful salty-meat-and-
pepper smell from the soup on the stove.

“When is mother coming back?” he
asked. “And father? And Bozzy?”

The smile on Sala’s face was suddenly dif-
ferent. “I wait for them, Jonny,” said Sala.
“Think they come back very soon now.”

“Why did they take Bozzy, Sala? | heard
Mr. Ho tell one of those men it wasn't safe
for dogs to be in Taishun any more. He said
they were shooting them. Father wouldn’t
let them shoot Bozzy, would he?”

“No. He watch over Bozzy, | think.”

“But they went long ago this morning.
They never even came back to eat.”

On the ground out in the small yard,
Jonathan suddenly saw Bozzy’s empty food
tin. It looked terribly by itself out there. He
glanced away, turning his back also on Mrs.
Ho. Mrs. Ho must think him very rude be-
cause of that. His mother had said last
week, “You must remember Mrs. Ho is the
gardener’s wife, Jonny. You must be spe-
cially good to Mr. and Mrs. Ho. Between
them they keep the mission looking beau-
tiful—and that’s about as important as
father preaching on a Sunday!”

Sala said, “Come and help me polish the
floor, Jonny.”

Mrs. Ho picked up her broom and
went off across the yard. She was like a
brown old leaf, and though there was not
any wind, it almost looked as if she were
slowly blown into the schoolroom on the
other side.

“Kneel on this,” said Sala, and Jonathan
knelt with his bare knees on the scratchy
brown mat.

She gave him a rag that already had a big
flat smudge of the goldeny-brown floor pol-
ish on it. He liked the way it slithered about
on the linoleum. While Sala worked nearby
with another polishing rag, he swirled his
own rag round and round on the floor, and
when he had polished a complete circle
he leaned over and saw his own reflection.
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and the two of them breathing—nbut in Jonathan’s ears
the sound of the shooting went on . . .
and on . . .
and on . ..

“So you’re home at last!”

she cried,

and held him very tightly.

Yet something inside Jonathan
was still afraid.

His open-necked white shirt and his gray
shorts looked blurred, and so did his face.
Tomorrow his reflection would be different,
because tomorrow would be Sunday, and
he would be wearing the new blue suit his
mother had sent all the way to Shanghai for.
He sat up and glowed inside about it.

“Did mother get one, too, Sala?” he
asked.

“Get what, Jonny?”

“A new suit. From Shanghai. Like mine.”

“New dress” said Sala. “Yes. | think
new dress. Blue one. Very pretty.”

“Will she play the piano in it, in church
tomorrow?”

“If people come-----" Sala began, but
she did not finish what she was going to say.

He looked down at the reflection in the
floor again, and began to think about to-
morrow, and his mother’s new dress, and
Sunday dinner. And he thought about go-
ing out, after the mission people had gone
home, through the gap in the fence with
Bozzy, looking for wild creatures. Only
Bozzy was a bulldog, and snuffled so loudly
that everything always heard him coming,
and ran or flew away.

It was while Jonathan was wondering if
there might be any way of putting a silencer
on Bozzy, as father said there was on the
car, that the noises began in the distance.

At first it sounded like firecrackers, and
he listened excitedly. But it was louder than
firecrackers. Sala got quickly to her feet and
came over and grabbed his hand.

Before she could say or do anything, Mrs.
Ho was there at the door again. Things be-
gan to happen quickly. Still clutching his
hand, Sala ran out into the hallway. There
she opened a drawer and took out some
keys. Back they went with the keys to Mrs.
Ho, and all of them ran across the yard
to the church room, and locked the
door. CONTINUED ON PAGE 100



What does a man do
when he finds his wife
has strength greater

than his own?

By NATHANIEL BENCHLEY

heroad from Interlaken to Grindelwald

becomes narrower as it winds its way
up through the pine forests, and the dark
branches that close in above it give a feel-
ing of oncoming night, even when the dis-
tant mountain peaks are sparkling in the
sunlight. Rough wooden bridges cross and
recross a tumbling glacial stream, and a
blast of cold air makes a wintry wall that
rises from the white water.

Norton Stanley gunned his Citroen
roadster around a turn, thundered over a
bridge, and swung up the road along the
other side of the stream. Beside him, Eliza-
beth, hiswife, closed her eyes and breathed
deeply. “Just smell that!” she exclaimed.
“1t smells like everything cool and fresh in
the world!”

“Uh-huh,” said Stanley. He kept his
eyes on the winding road, which disap-
peared into the darkness of the forest
ahead.

“It’s such a relief after the heat,” Eliza-
beth said. “I thought | was going to die
there, in Rome.” Stanley said nothing, and
she went on, “We’ve covered a great deal
of territory in the last three weeks, do you
realize that?”

“That’s what we’re here for,” he replied.

“Yes, but 1’d like to relax a little. 1’d like
to take a day offevery now and then.” She
listened to the roaring of the stream, which
filled the woods and seemed to come from
all around them, and then she said, “You
know what 1’d like to do? I’d like to take
tomorrow off, and just walk. There must
be lots of trails around here where we
could walk, and I think the exercise would
do us both good. I know it would me.”

“1 get all the exercise | need behind this
wheel,” he replied. “I’ll bet 1've added two
inches to my biceps in the last month.”

“You don’t get all the exercise you
need,” she said. “You don’t ever get
enough exercise.”

“What do you mean? | get as much ex-
ercise as anybody else we know.”

“Look at George Walters. He plays
squash at least twice a week, he plays at
least thirty-six holes of golf over the week-
ends, and he walks to the station every
morning.”

“All right, you look at George Walters.
He isa head-crushing, card-carrying bore.”

“At least he’s healthy. He’s hard and
lean, and he does not, if you will pardon
the expression, sag in certain places, the
way you do.”

“I do not sag. That is simply muscle that
has gone a little soft, that’s all.” Stanley
drew in his stomach, and sat straighter in
the seat. “And furthermore, I’ll bet that by
the time I’'m forty, I’ll be in a great deal
better shape than George Walters. If ever
there was a man who is asking for a
coronary, he is it.”

“Anyone who keeps himself in shape has
no need to fearacoronary,” said Elizabeth.

“And furthermore, how do you know
where George Walters sags?” Stanley
asked. “How do you know he isn’t cor-
seted from here to there?”

“A girl can tell,” Elizabeth said quietly.
There was a long silence, and then she said,
“Anyway, is it so terribly much to ask that
we take a day off and just walk? Are we
going to lose anything important by alter-
ing our schedule by one single day?”

Stanley took a deep breath. “No, 1
guess not,” he said.

“I’'m sure the man at the hotel will be
able to tell us,” she said. “There must be
lots of wonderful trails all through here.”

“All right,” he said. “I’ll ask about it.”

It was late afternoon when they reached
Grindelwald, a post-card-type Swiss town
hemmed in by towering, snow-covered

; mountains. The sky was clear and blue-

green, the afternoon sun splashed the
mountaintops with orange, and everything
else was in soft shadow. There was a pastel
quality to the shadow, but the snow-cov-
ered crags blazed as though painted in oils.
The air was thin and cool, and it smelled of
pine needles and hay. Somewhere, on the
other side of the town, a dog was barking.

“My, but this is beautiful,” Elizabeth
said softly. “This is where | could stay for-
ever. Right here.”

They found the hotel with no trouble. It
had dark wooden beams and a peaked,
overhanging roof, and it was the first big
building they came to. Stanley had no
sooner stopped the car than a boy darted
out of the hotel and down the steps, opened
the door for Elizabeth and then scrambled
around among their bags, trying to pick
them all up at once. Somehow he managed
to get every loose piece of luggage, and he
tottered back up the steps, grunting and
giggling. Inside the hotel were the same
heavy beams that decorated the exterior,
and the desk was dark and massive. Heads
and skulls of chamois, deer and steinbok
peered down dimly from above.

As Stanley was registering, Elizabeth
came up beside him and said, *“Remember
to ask him about walking.”

“Oh, yes,” he said. He turned to the
clerk, a thin man with wispy, drooping
mustaches. “Are there any trails around
here where we can walk?” he asked.

The clerk stared at him, and his eyes
clouded. “Trails?” he said.

“Yes,” said Stanley. “You know”—he
reached back

continued on page i58

“Boy, this is the life,” he said.

“This is the best idea

you ever had.”

(I LOVELL
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MOTHERS REPORT ON

Motherhood should be a happy m
and reassuring experience,
yetitisquestionable whether all modern hospitals make it so.
Last November, the reader-mail column of the Journal
contained a brief letter from a registered nurse
asking for an investigation of "the tortures that go on
in modern delivery rooms.”
Few full-length articles have elicited such a flood of letters
from Journal readers. Many relate childbirth experiences
which are so shocking that Journal editors feel,
after consulting leading obstetricians,
that national attention should be focused on such conditions
wherever they exist in order that they may be ended—
since the Journal does not question
that the overwhelming majority of both obstetricians and
maternity hospitals resent such practices

as much as the victimized mothers.

Recently 1 had
the most delightful time

iving birth t ith . ]
grving bir 0 ason wi “So many women, especially first

:\:e ahld gf ngtural CIT”dbénh' mothers, who are frightened to start
y husband was allowe out with, receive such brutal incon-
to be with me during labor siderate treatment that the whole

and was made to feel a part
of the whole process.”
K. N.. URBANA. ILLINOIS

thing is a horrible nightmare. They
give you drugs, whether you want
them or not, strap you down like an

animal. Many times the doctor feels

too much time is being taken up and he either forces the baby
with forceps or slows things up. I know, because the former
happened in my own case. Please, can't something be done?”
F.LKHART. INDIANA

"THE CRUELEST PART OF CHILDBIRTH IS BEING ALONE AMONG STRANGERS.” BOZEMAN, MONTANA.

"Just let afew

husbands into the delivery
rooms and let them

watch ichat goes on there.

“We do not believe that mothers should be strapped to
the delivery table, except as is necessary to keep the patient
from contaminating the sterile area. Further, we do not be-
lieve that the mother's legs should be strapped together to
keep the baby from delivering, nor do we believe that gen-
eral anesthesia should be used to prevent the patient from
delivering. To my knowledge these practices do not occur
in hospitals under the jurisdiction of the Chicago Board of

HOW TO MAKE CHILDBIRTH A JOY

“Myfirst two deliveries were pure That's all it will take—
torture; the third had unnecessary they'll change it!"
unpleasantness. But the fourth was FORMER TEACHER,
all that thejoyful ushering of a child DETROIT. MICHIGAN
into the worldshouldbe—a wonderful

experience in every way. / had the best prenatal care and was
treated like a human being—not a cog on an assembly line.
During labor my husband was allowed to be with me constantly
until the moment ofdelivery. A cheerful nurse came in often to
check my progress. | had pain, but it was bearable in such
sympathetic surroundings. The delivery went off smoothly. 1
had no anesthesia and needed none—/ was given a rubber
apparatus to hold in my handand to take a whiffof when | was
too uncomfortable. To my amazement | even carried on a con-
versation during the delivery and never lost control of myself.
I felt my baby being born and then the world became radiant
and 1felt like singing! My baby was brought to me whenever
he was hungry and we all got alongfine. My stay in that hospi-
tal was like a lovely vacation. I even had meals served to me in
front of the television in the lovely modern sitting room and
also received visitors there as though | were a hostess in my
own living room. The doctors and nurses there acted as though
they actually liked babies:" Jeffersonville, n.y.

Health. If they occur in any hospital anywhere, the patient
should lodge a complaint with the head of her local Board
of Health, or the hospital head or other responsible medical
authority so that disciplinary action can be taken.
“According to the rules and regulations of the Chicago
Board of Health all procedures in the delivery room shall
be in accordance with generally accepted principles. We in
Chicago interpret these to mean that medical care, per-
sonnel and facilities must be of the highest type, as well as

"1’ve seen patients

with no skin on their wrists
from fighting the straps.

As a nurse of thirty years'
standing in both

Canada and the U.S., | can
surely testify to real cruelty
in the delivery room.”
ONTARIO. CANADA

that no mother shall be treated with
brusqueness or indifference.

“You are to be commended for
your desire to improve maternity
care to patients throughout the
country and have our best wishes
for success in your endeavors.”

DR. HERMAN N. BUNDESEN,

PRESIDENT. BOARD OF HEALTH.

CHICAGO. ILLINOIS



M aternity/ ards

Few full-length articles have elicited such a flood
of letters as this briefplea, published in the mail
column of the Journa1 in November, 1957.

Chicago, Illinois

Dear Editor: | feel compelled to write you this letter
asking you to investigate the tortures that go on in
modern delivery rooms.

When | first started in my profession, | thought it
would be wonderful to help bring a new life into this
world. I was and am still shocked at the manner in
which a mother-to-be is rushed into the delivery room
and strapped down with cuffs around her arms and legs
and steel clamps over her shoulders and chest.

At one hospital I know of it is common practice to
take the mother right into the delivery room as soon as
she is “prepared.” Often she is strapped in the lithot-
omy position, with knees pulled far apart, for as long
as eight hours. On one occasion, an obstetrician in-
formed the nurses on duty that he was going to a dinner
and that they should slow up things. The young mother
was taken into the delivery room and strapped down
hand and foot with her legs tied together.

I have seen doctors who have charming examination-
table manners show traces of sadism in the delivery
room. One | know does cutting and suturing opera-
tions without anesthetic because he almost lost a pa-
tient from an overdose some years ago. He has nurses
use a mask to stifle the patient’s outcry.

Great strides have been made in maternal care, but
some doctors still say, “Tie them down so they won’t
give us any trouble.” I know that thousands of women
are expertly and considerately treated during childbirth
for every one thatendures cruel treatment. But that one
is too many. You of the Journar have long been a
champion of women’s rights. I feel that an expose of this
type of medical practice would go a long way to aid-

ing child-bearing women. registered nurse

» Weoccasionally hear of discourteous, inconsiderate or,
as in this case, downright inhumane treatment ofyoung
mothers andothers in hospitals. We hopefully assume it is
extremely rare. Would other readers care to report ?ED.

v><hildbirth at best is not pleasant. But
there is no reason to make it a hell on earth.”

This statement from an Overland Park, Kansas,
woman summarizes the feeling expressed to us by
hundreds of Journal mothers. They wrote us—from
east coast and west coast and all the states in
between—commenting on the letter we printed from
Registered Nurse.

A number of nurses and doctors deny indignantly
that any tortures ever take place in modern deliv-
ery rooms, and attack Registered Nurse for having
written to us. An equal number of nurses confirm
that they do take place, and applaud us for bringing
the facts to public attention.

A doctor’s wife in San Marino, California, stands
up for her husband and his colleagues: “I have
broken many an engagement, kept many dinners
warm, and cut vacations short because of my hus-
band’s concern for his patients. The first thing a
doctor guest does when he enters our home is to go
to the phone to ‘see how everything is.””

But a registered nurse in a Hudson River town
tellsus: “Because of what s politely termed ‘medical
ethics,” the truth of much bad practice is kept from
the public. Personally I feel it is comparable to the
‘ethics’ which keeps criminals from telling on their
accomplices. | know from personal experience that
a great majority of doctors, nurses and hospital
personnel are good and devoted people who are
doing their best under difficult conditions. What
makes me angry is that the incompetent and un-
scrupulous people get away with so much.”

There were the same contrasts in the letters from
mothers. A number spoke in glowing terms of the
kindness and sympathy, the consideration for their
comfort, that they had encountered in maternity
wards.

A woman formerly from Chicago felt that Reg-
istered Nurse should have named the Chicago

By GLADYS DENNY SHULTZ

hospital where she had witnessed cruel treatment of
mothers, in fairness to other hospitals in the city.
“1 have had four babies delivered at Presbyterian
Hospital. | was treated like a queen, never shown
any impatience. | had all births without anesthetic,
watched the birth of my twins, and those residents
really worked for me. I could never repay in money
the courtesy and kindness extended in the delivery
room. Dr. Bundesen is a great and good man and
a fair man. He would rapidly change any wrong
treatment of patients in a hospital if he were told
about it.” St. Luke’s Hospital in Chicago was com-
mended by another mother.

Women in several parts of the country came with
militant loyalty to the defense of doctors, hospitals
and all hospital practices because their own doc-
tors had been men of high humanity and sensitive
understanding.

“My doctor allowed my husband to stay in the
delivery room, in violation of the hospital rules,”
wrote a woman from The Dalles, Oregon. “He had
tears in his eyes when he told us that he feared our
baby, as yet unborn, was dead. Because he thought
enough of me as a patient to prepare me before the
delivery of my stillborn baby, I was able to stay in
the maternity ward, see the babies every day, and
leave the hospital with plans to return as soon as
possible for another baby.”

However, the majority confirmed one or more
of the charges, and added others. Of these mothers,
a significant number had had several babies, in dif-
ferent hospitals and under the charge of different
doctors. Many reported fine treatment on one or
more occasions, as against coldness or actual bru-
tality on others. These mothers were not complain-
ing because it is the lot of womankind to endure
pain in bringing forth a child. They asked only that
the inescapable suffering should not be made worse.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 152

v babv arrived

after | had lain on the
table in delivery position
nearly four hours. When
| asked why | couldn’t
he put into a bed the
nurse told me to quit
bothering her so much.”

WEST COVINA, CALIFORNIA

“Medical students, interns and
nurses should note especially that the
morale of women in labor is some-
times shattered by careless remarks.
Thus, comments outside the rooms of
patients are often overheard to their
discomposure. Laughter in the envi-
rons of the patient (about some entirely different matter) is
inevitably interpreted by the patient in the light that it is she
who is being laughed at. For some fifteen years the famous
lines of Oliver Wendell Holmes have had a prominentplace on
the wall of the doctors' office on our delivery floor. Medical
students and interns would do well to memorize these words
and take them to heart:

iilThe woman about to become a mother, or with her new-
born infant upon her bosom, should be the object o f trembling
care and sympathy, wherever she bears her tender burden or
stretches her aching limbs. Godforbid that a member of the
profession to which she trusts her life, doubly precious at that
period, should hazard it negligently, unadvisedly or selfishly.””

DR. NICHOLSON J. EASTMAN.

PROFESSOR OF OBSTETRICS, JOHNS HOPKINS UNIVERSITY,
AND OBSTETRICIAN-IN-CHIEF

TO THE JOHNS HOPKINS HOSPITAL

f1f 1 have anolliei >>ahy, .
I would rather have my husband

specialist. A loving husband's
hand in yours is byfar the
best sedative in the. world."*

MARIFATA GEORGIA

HOW TO MAKE CHILDBIRTH A NIGHTMARE

“I have had three children and three different doctors

who delivered my children in three different hospitals.
“The practice of obstetrics is the most modem and
medieval, the kindest to mothers and the crudest. | know
of many instances of cruelty, stupidity and harm done to
mothers by obstetricians who are callous or completely in-
different to the welfare of their patients. Women are herded
like sheep through an obstetrical assembly line, are drugged
and strapped on tables while their babies are forceps-
delivered. Obstetricians today are businessmen who run
baby factories. Modem painkillers and methods are used
for the convenience of the doctor, not to spare the mother.
There is so much that can be done to make childbirth the
easy natural thing it should be, but most of the time the
mother is terrified, unhappy, and
foiled in every attempt to follow
her own wishes about having the
baby or breast feeding (most hospi-
tals consider this an unusual quirk
on the part of the mother which
should be squelched at once).”
COLUMBUS. OHIO

with me than any
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IPSii

By JOHN 1). MacDONALD

t took a long time for dad to build that

dam. All the time from when | was in the
second grade until I was twelve years old and
in the sixth grade. It was high there, and all
mountains, with the air clear and fine in the
morning when the big yellow bus would come
and take me and Bingo miles away to the cen-
tral school. Bingo is three years behind me. |
can remember a little bit about the road job
dad was super on before he got to build the
dam.

During the last part of the sixth grade,
when the dam was almost done, | would hear
dad and mom talking about where we might
go next. Dad knew what jobs the company
was bidding on, and | could tell that he was
most interested in how tough the job would
be, while mom wondered about whether it
would be a nice place to live.

Bingowas pretty stupid about it. Hecouldn’t
understand why we had to leave the moun-
tains. He liked it there. We all did. But when
the job is done you go to a new job and build
something else. That’s the way it is when
you’re a super.

Anyway, just before school was over, one
of the company planes picked dad up and he
was gone four days and when he came back
he had a big roll of prints with him, and he
would sit up late in the kitchen, drinking
coffee and smoking his pipe and using his
slide rule and making big long columns of
figures. Mom acted kind of low about the
whole thing. Dad showed me the job. It was a
map of a big city named Athenia more than a
thousand miles away.

“This isthe newjob, Brud.” My right name
is Lyle Baker, but it got to be Brud when
Bingo first started to talk because he called
me that, and | don’t mind it. “These people
got themselves all choked up with too many
cars and too narrow streets. So | have to
build them six miles of highway. It starts here
and goes to here. Three miles of it will be up
in the air, and then we bridge the railroad

yards and the river and come out at a traffic
interchange at this turnpike.”

So we went to Athenia, and it was a kind of
a funny lonesome summer. Mom found us a
house on a narrow shady street not far from
downtown. The house was old and, because
of the trees and because the other houses were
so close, it was always kind of gloomy in the
house. And it had a stale smell that never
went away. And it was an awful hot sticky
summer. Dad would come home kind of
cross, and mom looked wilted like.

Where we used to live Bingo had his crowd
and | had mine, but we were back to playing
together that summer in Athenia. There was a
funny bunch of kids around that neighbor-
hood. They went around in gangs dressed
alike, and even the little bits of ones smoked.
They had names, like the Sportsters—they
were one of the clubs that used brass chains
for belts on their blue jeans—and the Play-
boys with red baseball hats, and so on. They
didn’t have time for anybody. A few blocks
away there were foreign kids and beyond
them there were colored kids and they had
their own gangs too. At night you could
nearly always hear sirens.

Bingo likes to wander around by himself,
but he gave that up the first week when he
came back to the house so mad he couldn’t
talk, and so pale his freckles stood out. And
all bloody. Somebody had chunked a rock at
him and it took three stitches to close up his
forehead and the scar is still there. He'd seen
some kids down a street playing a game where
they whanged a tin can around with sticks and
he'd gone down there and they'd chunked
rocks at him, so many he couldn’t duck them
all, and hit him a couple of times in the back
end when he was running. It was the running
that made him so mad. | was for going back
there after he was sewed up so he could show
me the street and the kids. He didn't know the
name of the street. But mom said no, wait
until your father comes home.

Once Brud had been certain there were things nothing in the world could make him do.

When he came home she talked to him and
then he talked to us. And he made it sound
pretty stupid to go looking for trouble. We
agreed to stick pretty close to the street we
lived on. Dad is a big man, and there’s noth-
ing chicken about him. | remember one time
when he let me come out on the job with him
when he was building the dam. And a man
driving a Euclid talked nasty to him. The
driver was big. My dad jumped up onto the
bracket thing you step on to climb into the
cab and grabbed the man and pulled him out
and down onto the ground and picked him up
by one legand the back of his neck and heaved
him all the way up onto his own load of fill.
The man decided he would rather lie still up
there than climb down. Dad acted real calm,
but when he loaded his pipe | saw how bad
his hands were shaking. It was a thing they
talked about on that job a long time. So when
dad said it would be stupid to try to go after
those kids, it made it all right for us not to.

There wasn't any trouble during the sum-
mer, but | felt kind of uneasy about how
school would be. Then school started and it
was ten times as bad as | could have imagined.
Bingo went to the grade school about ten
blocks away, and, being in the seventh grade,
| had to go to the junior high, about seven
blocks in the other direction. It was a great
big brick building, and the schoolyard was
fenced with wire and paved with bricks, and
there were a lot of broken swings. The classes
were real big, with extra chairs along the sides
and in the back so that there could be forty or
fifty kids. Half the time you couldn’t hardly
hear the teacher. Kids threw stuff and made
weird noises and nobody seemed to be able to
do anything about it. The whole school had a
funny smell, like acid and sweat and some-
thing perfumy, and after classes it had the
loudest bells I ever heard.

Back home—I mean back in the moun-
tains—they'd called me Brud in school, but
here the teachers continued on page iso
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synopsis of part i Aboard the morning plane from
Seattle were influential businessman and politician
Dave Husack, with his son Bayard, his “shadow” Sid
Kleet, his secretary Dina Drake; Wilbur K. Distel-
horst, of the Department of the Interior; a retired gen-
eral now head of the National Fish Pack Company.
Ordinarily, distinguished visitors were met at the
Baranof, Alaska, airport by Secretary of the Chamber
of Commerce Ott Decker, and his self-appointed
helper, Bridie Ballantyne. But today the welcoming
committee included Mayor Bogard, legendary Czar
Kennedy and dazzling Chris Storm. Bom in Alaska,
tragically orphaned in infancy, and brought up by her
powerful and mutually antagonistic grandfathers, Czar
Kennedy and Thor Storm, Chris was as beloved in
Baranof as the fantastic Ice Palace, built by Kennedy
as a symbol of the city’s great future. It was said Chris
had broken many hearts—herown belonged to Alaska.

Young Bayard Husack, though supposedly engaged
to Dina Drake, still loved Chris. Hoping to see her, he
had fallen in with his father’s ambitious plan of groom-
ing him for the governorship of Alaska. He did not
know that his father and Czar Kennedy also conspired
to further their political ambitions by marrying him to
Chris. They had insisted that Dina accompany Bayard
on his tour of Alaska in the hopes of rousing Chris’
jealousy—and had paid her well for her role. But Dina
had plans of her own. She intended to marry Bayard—
and, eventually, to be First Lady of the United States.

From the beginning no two men could
have been more unlike than Thor
Storm and Czar Kennedy. Together

N

o’clock Addie Barnett caught him at the coffee
counter. It was Northern Light weekly press
day, and she had been at the office since
five a.m. In a spirit of pure mischief she had
quietly paid the counterman for Czar’s break-
fast and slipped away to station herself, un-
seen, behind the revolving bookrack. The
counterman rather enjoyed going into the cus-
tomary routine. In reverse, this time.

“No charge, Mr. Kennedy.”

“How’s that?” sharply.

“Party paid for your breakfast. Said you’re
their guest this morning.”

Rarely caught off guard, Czar now was in a
temper. “You can’t do that. | don’t like it, un-
derstand!”

“Oh? Well, youdo it.”

they had come to this weird, wild land. Th&yhat’s different.”

had planned and worked and fought togethéddie Barnett ran the story in next week’s

each had been left wifeless and childless in
young manhood, neither had remarried, each
waged a silent persistent battle for the welfare—
as they saw it—of the girl Christine. Each
loved Alaska in his own way.

Thor Storm still lived in a log cabin as he had
in his twenties. It boasted electricity and
plumbing of a sort now, but structurally it was
basically unchanged. Baranof and the whole
territory respected him, admired him, were
baffled by his way of life.

But Czar Kennedy—there was a man they
could understand. A picturesque and romantic
figure, he had a quiet word and a smile for
everyone. You sometimes saw him eating his
breakfast at the drugstore soda counter; you’d
never know he owned the building, lived in the
best house in town. Sometimes he secretly paid
for the breakfast of a boy or girl there at the
counter, and he would vanish before they had
finished their meal.

“No charge,” the counterman would say to
this one.

“What do you mean, no charge!”

“Party paid for your breakfast. Told me to
say you'’re his guest this morning.”

This pleased and impressed some, but it
rather annoyed others. One morning at eight

Northern Light.

Shuttled back and forth from the cushioned
comfort of Czar’s house to Thor’s neat little
log cabin—three months with Czar, three
months with Thor—even an adult might have
been shredded by this split existence. That
Chris survived as a whole human being,
though scarred, was miraculous. Oddly, she
was happier in the three-room shack at the
water’s edge than in Czar’s ample house with
its bouncy mattresses, its thick carpets, its
plate-glass windows. Through the protective
panes she could see the splendid panorama of
sky and water and mountains, yet here the
child never had the feeling of security, of be-
longing. The world looked unreal and distant,
somehow, viewed through all that glass. At
Thor’s cabin the mountains and the water
and the land were part of her daily life.

Together she and Thor trudged the hills,
fished the waters, slogged through the tundra
gathering the delicate low-growing wild flow-
ers, picking the low-bush wild cranberries for
jelly. There were blueberries, too, and salmon-
berries. Thor held forth in terms of philosophy
and economics and history. She was too young
to understand it all, but much of this must
have stuck in her memory and been preserved

in her emotional storehouse. Years later she
brought it forth, undimmed, like golden coins
retrieved from a buried treasure chest. Not
only Thor, but often Czar and Bridie, spoke to
her in adult terms, and though she often was
confused by this she thrived on their competi-
tive affection.

With Czar Kennedy she lived in the finest
house in Baranof, she wore dresses bought in
Seattle, she ate the best the town afforded. On
one of his rare trips to Seattle, Czar even took
Christine with him.

Most Alaskans did not dream of staying at
the Olympic Hotel when they visited Seattle.
It was too grand, too costly. With or without
Christine, Czar stayed at the Olympic.

This glimpse of the Northwest metropolis
had dazzled the child, and puzzled her. Like an
Alice in Wonderland she stared, confused and
sometimes unbelieving, at the hotel’s luxurious
appointments, at the wide streets, the shopwin-
dows, the handsome houses.

“Baranof doesn’t look like this,” the child
said. “Why doesn’t it?”

“No money.”

“Then why doesnt Seattle give them some
money?”

He stared at her, startled. He had been hear-
ing this question lately, from other sources.
Then he laughed. “No, that wouldn’t do.
That’s the wrong way round.”

Not wishing to leave her alone in the hotel,
he took her with him when he had a business
conference with Dave Husack or Sid Kleet or
any one of a half dozen other Northwest
nabobs.

Sunk in the depths of a vast armchair, a
book in her lap, the child was so quiet that the
men actually forgot her presence. She heard
every word the men said. It did not interest
her, she understood none of it, she merely re-
tained it. They

continued on page 70
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This was a part of Alaska she had never seen;

a side to Ross’s character she had not guessed.



“I've made up my mind
I'm going to show you Oogruk today,
Ross said.
“I’ll do it if it costs me my job.”
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HIGH
SCHOOL

TO
COLLEGE:

TIME
TO REPAIR
THE

BRIDGE

By A. WHITNEY GRISWOLD

PRESIDENT OF VALE UNIVERSITY

t is now generally recognized throughout the
United States that our high schools are not per-
forming adequately one of the two main func-

tions they are supposed to perform in our educa-
tional system. This is the function of a bridge be-
tween elementary school and college. Whatever
they may be accomplishing in the preparation for
citizenship of students who do not go on to col-
lege—and there is widespread dissatisfaction with
that, too—as bridges to higher education they are
buckling in the middle.

Less than half of the top quarter of our
high-school graduates, the group best quali-
fied for college education, move on into it.
The restdrop out of the procession largelyfor
sheer lack of motive: theyfail to see thepur-
pose of an education commensurate with
their native talents and ability. Others of the
same academic potentialfollow lines of least
resistance and do not make their way to the
top of their high-school classes. Still others, of
less ability and lower potential, drift into public
institutions obliged to admit them, only to fall by
the wayside as soon as they encounter bona fide
university standards. Even among the top quarter
of high-school graduates there are too many in-
stances of ground lost to inadequate preparation
in particular subjects that has to be made up in
the freshman year of college at the cost of more
valuable educational opportunities.

Sometimes this ground is not regained until
much later, if ever. Witness the recent recommen-
dation of the Association of Graduate Schools
that an examination in basic command of the Eng-
lish language be required for admission to those
schools. That the graduate schools of our univer-
sities should find such a requirement necessary for
candidates for the Ph.D., the highest earned aca-
demic degree awarded in the United States, is
striking evidence of shortcomings farther down the
educational line. The foundations of basic com-
mand of our native language, the essential tool for
all learning, should be laid in grammar school and
completed in high school. The time for this test
is at the beginning of college, not the end of it.

All this constitutes a waste of the most pre-
cious of all our natural resources—our human
resources—and this at a time when we are won-
dering how, or even whether, we can keep up with
the Russians and are calling for “talent hunts” and
“brain-power quests” to assist us. Meanwhile we
are informed by such authorities as the United
States Office of Education and the Educational
Policies Commission of the National Education
Association and the American Association of
School Administrators that the Russians are in-
vesting substantially more time, money and
energy in grammar and high schools as a
preparation for college education than we
are. Their students complete in ten years
what ours do in twelve (spending an average
of 1234 hours in school in each of their last
fouryears, compared with our average o f895).
A considerably larger proportion of them are
enrolled in the academic curriculum than is
the case with us; and what is more to the
point, within their academic curriculum,
such basic subjects as language, literature,
mathematics and the natural sciences re-
ceive much greater emphasis and attention
than they do in our own. Russian language and
literature occupy 28 per cent of that curriculum;
history, nearly 7 per cent; geography, 5 per cent;
foreign language, 7 per cent; mathematics, 20 per
cent; biology, physics and chemistry together, 13
per cent.

“The emphasis on science in Soviet schools con-
trasts sharply with the situation in the United

States,” says the United States Office of Educa-
tion in its report, Education in the U.S.S.R.

“Whereas the Soviet students graduating from
secondary schools in June 1955 had taken courses
in physics for five years, astronomy for one year,
chemistry for four years, biology for five years
and mathematics, algebra, geometry and trig-
onometry for ten years, less than a third of the
American high-school graduates had taken a year
of chemistry, about a fourth had had a year of
physics, and less than a seventh had taken ad-
vanced mathematics.”

Although the Russian science courses are not, in
all cases, full-year courses, it is nevertheless true
that every Russian ten-year-school graduate will
have had 4.4 full years of mathematics and 5.9 full
years of science. The Office of Education also re-
ports that in Russia all students in the ten-year
schools (whose last three years roughly equate
with our four-year high schools) are required to
study foreign languages for six years, in the last
two of which instruction is conducted in the for-
eign language; whereas less than 15 per cent of our
high-school students study any foreign language
and most of these for not more than a year.

We may draw various conclusions from the Rus-
sian system of grammar- and high-school educa-
tion. The almost complete repression of freedom
that accompanies it undoubtedly limits the ulti-
mate benefits it might confer upon Russian society,
especially in the fields of the humanities and the
social sciences, where freedom of thought is of
the essence. We may question the distribution of
emphasis in the curriculum and ask whether such
a stiff dose of science in secondary school will yield
all the results that are expected of it. Never-
theless, we may safely conclude two things. The
first is that any student who completes satisfac-
torily as much mathematics and foreign-language
study as the Russian academic curriculum requires
should have a better-disciplined mind than his
American counterpart, whatever he may do with
it. The second is that any student who has com-
pleted as much foreign-language study together
with the study of his own language and literature
as the Russian curriculum requires should have a
better mastery of both than does his American
counterpart. These facts, added to the obviously
stronger foundation for proficiency in science and
technology afforded by the Russian curriculum,
make the weaknesses in our own curriculum seem
all the more glaring.

For more than adecade critics of American
education have been trying in vain to open
our eyes to the existence of these weak-
nesses. The Russian deus ex machina has
succeeded in accomplishing what they could
not accomplish. Like the great depres-
sion that shocked us out of the illusions we
held with respect to our economy in 1930,
and the bombing of Pearl Harbor that
shocked us out of illusions regarding our
military security and our position in world
affairs in 1941, the sudden revelation of Rus-
sia's scientific advance has at last shocked us
out of our educational illusions. Though
scarcely visible to the human eye, the two
Sputniks have bathed our high-school cur-
riculum in aflood of light and magnified the
voice of its critics into a national chorus.

This is not a wholly unmixed blessing. To be
sure, the first step toward correcting any fault
is to recognize it. But there isnow so much criticism
of our high schools from so many points of view,
surcharged with so much wounded pride, that
there is danger that constructive criticism may be
drowned out and the initiative necessary to put
things to rights lost in the shuffle. ISocitizen has



to look veryfar to discoverevidenceoftrouble
inour high schools. Ifhe isfortunate enough
tofind none in his ou'n school he need look
no farther than Little Rock or New York,
where the mere preservation of law and
order has required the occupation of schools
by the Army and the police. If these are ex-
treme cases, representing social more than
educational problems, they are nonetheless
symbolic of cases in many other com-
munities, where amid classrooms crowded
to suffocation and double—sometimes triple-
sessions, overworked teachers exhaust them -
selves trying to maintain elementary disci-
pline. Some of this trouble is symptomatic
of a teen-age bravado and defiance of au-
thority which, though apparently world-
wide in scope, seems to have reached itspeak
under the auspices of permissive parenthood
in the United States. It is symptomatic,
too, of teacher shortages, cramped quarters
and lack of essential equipment caused by
ignoring our population curve andfailing to
read its plain educational implications.

Economic reports of these conditions have been
given almost continuous publicity, but they have
not produced a remedy, for these are not economic
phenomena. A nation’s schools are part of its
culture, and the indifference with which ours have
been treated bespeaks a cultural rather than an
economic failing. We have always had the money
to provide for their needs and provide for them
liberally. We have it today. Last year we spent
more on tobacco and liquor; more on new and
used cars; more on recreation than we spent on
our entire system of education, including all our
elementary and secondary schools as well as our
colleges and universities, public and private. Once
the need for more intensive research in intercon-
tinental and space missiles, costly as it is, is borne
in upon us we have little difficulty in providing the
funds for it. Our failure to support our schools in
similar fashion is fundamentally a failure to see
their purpose in our civilization.

Such a failure could lead to disaster. The pages
of history are full of instances of the collapse of
nations and the decline and disappearance of
civilizations that began with cultural decay and
were accompanied and hastened by it. Failure of
the United States today to live up to the ideals
and fulfill the promise of its own civilization could
have similar results. We are engaged in something
more than a race into space. The prospect is that,
although we may soon go voyaging among the
planets, we shall have to return from our travels
and continue to dwell upon the earth. Our ability
to do so successfully—that is to say, more success-
fully than other animals and civilizations that have
become extinct—will depend upon two things. We
shall have to produce not only a scientific com-
petence but also a political and a social compe-
tence equal to the task. Both of these responsi-
bilities devolve upon our educational system, par-
ticularly upon our high schools. Their capacity to
discharge them depends, in turn, upon what value
we attach to our way of life.

One thing is certain. We shall not achieve the
minimum military security essential to the con-
tinuance and further development of that way of
life unless we improve upon one particular kind
of education. This is the kind that culminates in
mastery of the basic sciences, the humanities
and the social sciences, that produces through its
followers the scientific discoveries upon which our
technology is founded and so much of our physi-
cal welfare and our military security depends; the
knowledge and wisdom that shape our laws and
social institutions

continued on page W4

HOW ONE SCHOOL SYSTEM

IS MEETING

THE

CHALLENGE
OF THIS
CENTURY

By GLENN MATTHEW WHITE

When one considers in its length and in its
breadth the importance of this question of the
education of a nation's young, the broken lives,
the defeated hopes, the national failures which
resultfrom the frivolous inertia with which it is
treated, it is difficult to restrain within oneselfa
savage rage.

In the conditions of modern life the rule is
absolute, the race which does not value trained
intelligence is doomed. Not all your heroism, not
all your social charm, not all your wit, not all
your victories on land or at sea, can move back
the finger offate. Today we maintain ourselves.
Tomorrow science will have moved forward yet
one more step, and there will be no appealfrom
the judgment which will then be pronounced on

the uneducated.
— ALFRED NORTH WHITEHEAD

Presidential address to the
Mathematical Association in England, 1916

I feel very strongly that we need to gain ac-
ceptance in this country o f the importance o fdif-
ferentiation by intellectual standards throughout
our whole educational system. ... To recognize
the comprehensive tasks of the high schools and
in addition to give adequate opportunity to the
gifted—this is the big problem. This is where the
next great push ought to be, to provide for this

uality group.
a ¥ group — JAMES R. KILLIAN, JR.,

“Are High School Standards Too Low ?*,
Ladies’ Home Journal, September, 1956

The danger that confronts this country . . .
lies in the cult of mediocrity. No country has a
stronger tradition offaith in education than the
United States; in no country is there more in-
formation available on differences ofability than
in the United States; and yet with all the faith
and with all the knowledge less is being done
than elsewhere to give the best education to those
who might do the most with it. A fallacious in-
terpretation of democracy has tended to reduce
equality of opportunity to identity of educa-
tion. . ..

— 1. L. KANDEL,
“Leadership and Education

in Other Times and Other Lands,"
Teachers College Record,

(April, 1939).

W hat am | to do with Johnny?” a teacher
asked. “All he wants to do is read the col-
lege textbooks his father wrote.” “Should Sally
spend all her time reading Shakespeare?” another
wanted to know. “She’s only nine!”

What to do with unusually intelligent children
in public-school classrooms has always been a
puzzle for teachers. They are not always the best-
behaved, nor do they do consistently superior
work. There is a legend among teachers of gifted
children that one bright child on his very first day
in school turned on his teacher and snarled, “Get
away from me with that pusillanimous primer!”
Probably no child ever said it in quite that way,
but every teacher knows a book that might hold
the interest of average children in a classroom is a
bore to some and impenetrable to others in the
same classroom. What is one to do with the child
who can read well but is just too bored to do so?

In 1953, Lucille Nixon, a consultant in elemen-
tary education for the Palo Alto (California) public
schools, found herself swamped with such ques-
tions. She took them to the superintendent, Dr.
Henry M. Gunn. “Weshould have a program,” she
said, “for exceptionally able children throughout
our entire school system.” He agreed. He appointed
a committee to plan such a program; two years
later it was approved by the school board and put
into action. Since its inception, every possible
evaluation, study and test of the Palo Alto pro-
gram shows that—

» The creation of a “snob” or “elite” group of
children—a fear often mentioned when any pro-
posal is made to single out those with high 1.Q.’s
for special attention—did not occur in practice.
Children can be grouped in special classes for a
portion of the day, or offered special opportunities
in other ways, without the slightest damage to
their relationships with others.

» Children not included in the program are
generally not jealous or envious of those who are.
(This finding is based not merely upon expressed
opinions, but upon special “social distance” tests.)
» Many more children than previously supposed
can profitably skip a grade in elementary school.
They compete successfully with older children
without developing social or emotional problems.
» When exceptionally able children are grouped
in a special class for only one subject, their work
improves, not only in that class but in all their
regular classes as well.

» The community generally approves of special
provisions for

continued on page 88
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Universal suit (left) is lightweight pale beige
tweed for planes, cool-weather cities, taking

on summer personality with a water-color printed
silk blouse, soft straw cloche, red calfskin bag.
The skirt becomes a separate combined with sweaters,
knitted overblouses. By Philippe Tournay.

The hat by Francis Nelkin, blouse by Lloyd.

The ravishing, pink-of-fashion coat (below)
knocks convention into a cocked hat

but is positively earthbound and purposeful.
What could be better over black, white or beige,
linen. Javeed or chiffon? By George Carmel.

The white low-waisted dress in Arnel crepe,

an extra or alternate, by Julia Richards.



WONDERS

OF
WORLD
TRAVEL

Universal suit, a coat in color,

a black dress, one jacket dress, a casual
globe-trotter, something beige

or white, one “divine” for evening.

By WILHELA CUSHMAN Fashion Editor

Defining a fashion travel wonder, we say it means:

vitally current but enduring as the Sphinx, basic and beautiful
in the same breath, and a pure phenomenon of adaptability.
The total seven must include something wool to face

the facts of weather, summer silks, linens and prints, a
gadabout dress easy as a slip, a printed chiffon for evening.
intensely feminine, with the grace to look lovely

at the very last stop. Any woman well tuned in will

travel as weightlessly as possible—hence the strict selectivity.
She will take black, white and beige—simple as one, two, three.
Then add smashing color—the new pink of fashion

or her own favorite shade, both for the sake of fashion and
her own pleasure. Accessories that point up tomorrow

and give simplicity the spark it needs: printed cotton hats
and bags for plain-color dresses, brilliant collapsible

silk turbans, bright polka-dot bags or slippers, crystal beads
in rainbow colors.

Beginning with the gadabout (right): the chemise has made its
reputation on two continents (let it be no shorter than looks well
sitting as well as standing), a nothing of a dress that can

mean everything in comfort and usefulness. This one is

black silk-and-rayon shantung with brass buttons by Robert
Crystal, worn with a young, young breton of glossy black straw by
Adolfo of Emme, white gloves; patent leathers by Jean Bandler.
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The dress with a jacket is a convincing

fashion witness to the fact that the best world
travelers are also many times the best for

any cosmopolite at home. The pink tweedy
silk-and-cotton (above) is prepared for

town with a soft lattice-top cloche from

Mr. John’s Junior collection, and a leather bag.
Slip off the jacket as the Fahrenheit rises.

By Andrew Arkin. The pink-and-red

silky cotton print by Leonard Arkin (right)
has the endearing kind of dress underneath that
you can snatch out of the suitcase for dinner

in split seconds. A bit of veiling and roses

by Francis Nelkin. Basic red pumps by Rangoni.

EVEN WONDERS

OF
WORLD
TRAVEL



The quiet, mannerly little beige shantung chemise dress (below).
100-carat strong for pure usefulness and for any spike

of color you like. By Robert Crystal. A polka-dot silk bag

to match red pumps is a good thought, plus a bow-veil.

Proof that a fashion that travels as effortlessly as

your lingerie can be cause for ovation is the printed chiffon
evening dress with the jeweled midriff at the right by MfHN
Frank Starr. Fresh flowers around the chignon.

NATURALLY ... THERE WILL BE ALTERNATE”iwW1
These seven costumes are cosmopolitan world travelers, eg
Depending on your timetables and destinations,

you will add and take away. Museum lovers need the comfort
and the rightness of a little shirtwaist dress and low heels, , ,
whereas more for evening is indicated for the music festivals.
Seashore and shipboard call for play clothes, mountains i'or more
casual wools. The forever rule: take one thing that leadifll

to the where-did-you-get-it questions—a dress in a crazj color,
a silhouette that you but not everyone could wear.

The fashions on all these pages are presented to
you because they show you the trends of the season
and serve as a guide as you shop. You will find
many of them in stores throughout the nation. How-
ever, if you do not find identical styles in your local
shops, we believe similar ones will be available.



56

This capsule wardrobe started with a
crisp white Arnel sharkskin. We com-
bined a sleeveless blouse and a skirt
with unpressed pleats. The printed
long skirt in the same fabric combines
with the original blouse. The blue
Orlon-and-wool jersey overblouse goes
with the white skirt as well as with
the red Dacron-and-linen slacks. The
sweater is white ribbed Orion with an

all over flower print in shades of blue.

The blouse, Vogue Design No. 9505.
The long skirt, Design No. 9504.

The overblouse and skirt,
Design No. 9503.

The slacks, Design No. 9494.

SHOES—JEAN BANDLER
SWEATER—HANS BOEPPLE
CHALK BEADS—DOROTHY ADAMS

A TWO-PIECE PLAID DRESS + A TWO-PIECE BUTTON-FRONT GREEN RAYON LINEN = FOUR COMPLETE COSTUMES.

ararabes...

IN SYNTHETIC TABTUCS

CRISP WHITE SHARKSKIN + BLUE JERSEY OVERBLOUSE + RED SLACKS AND A SWEATER = A SUMMER'S WEEKEND.

This gay Dacron-and-cotton plaid in
shades ofpinks, yellows and greens is
a cool summer fabric that washes with
ease and needs little ironing. The two-
piece shirtwaist dress has a green
cummerbund. The shirt combines with
the green rayon-linen skirt for sports
ivear. Theplaid skirt combines ivith the
green sleeveless top for dressier occa-
sions. With the two-piece green dress

we have added accents of turquoise.

Plaid dress,

Vogue Design No. 9490.
Green dress,

Vogue Design No. 9502.

COLORED BEADS—EDGAR ROEDELHEIMER
GOLD CLIP BRACELETS—STEVE CADORO
STRAW HAT—GOBBI
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SUMMER USUALLY MEANS A SERIES OF EXCITING WEEKENDS — SHORT WEEKENDS WHEN YOU WANT TO
TRAVEL LIGHT BUT DRESS PRETTILY. WE HAVE WORKED OUT FOUR COMBINATIONS THAT COULD
TAKE YOU TO THE COUNTRY, TO THE CITY OR TO THE BEACH. WITH ANY ONE GROUP, YOU WILL HAVE

AT LEAST FOUR COSTUMES ... IN SOME CASES EVEN MORE. By NORA O'LEARY
Pattern Editor

A print coat is one ofthe gayest summer
fashions. Ours, an all-over rose print
on Amel sharkskin. The red Dacron-
and-cotton linen-weave sheath is the
basic part of this wardrobe and looks
equally well with a printed overblouse
or the shortpink jacket. Thepinkjacket
matches a pair of shorts (to wear only
ifyou are young and slim; otherwise,
make a matching pink skirt) and is
Chinese in effect, fastening with braid
frogs. Another combination would be

the pink shorts with the overblouse.

Printed coat, Vogue Design No. S-4871.
Red sheath, Design No. 9382.

Pink jacket and shorts, No. 9494.
Printed overblouse, No. 9506.

RED AND WHITE CHAIN BAGS— RICHARD KORET
PINK BEADS—BRIAN BISHOP

A PRINT COAT + A SHEATH + A PINK SHORTS COSTUME AND AN OVERBLOUSE = A "GO ANYWHERE” WARDROBE.

A TURQUOISE SHEATH + NYLON-CHIFFON SEPARATES +A GLEN-PLAID TWOSOME = A YOUNG, PRETTY LOOK.

Turquoise, a favorite summer color (so
pretty with a tan), is the key color in
this wardrobe. The nylon-chiffon sepa-
t rates combine to look like a one-piece
dress, but the skirt can also be worn
over a turquoise rayon-linen sheath for
dancing. The two-piece glen-plaid
acetate-and-rayon costume is a true
'go everywhere” dress and the top does

double duty worn over the sheath dress.

Nylon blouse, Vogue Design No. 9506
Nylon-chiffon skirt, Design No. 9210.
Two-piece plaid, Design No. S-4878.
Turquoise sheath, Design No. 9429.

BLUE SATIN BELT— BEN KING
YELLOW BAG—ELIZABETH STRAUSS

For back and other views, sizes and prices of Vogue Patterns, see page 149.
Buy Vogue Patterns at the store which sells them in your city. Or order by mail, enclosing check or money ~ Ont. Some prices slightly higher in Canada. (*Conn. residents please add sales tax.) These patterns will be sent
order.*from Vogue Pattern Service. Putnam Ave.,Greenwich, Conn.; orin Canada from 198 SpadinaAve..Toronto,  third-class mail. If you desire shipment first-class mail, please include 5¢ additional for each pattern ordered.



THERE'S

SOMETHING

ABOUT
HER MM

Mrs. Stroud thinks a bright coat both a luxury and a necessity. Brilliant example— this red
rajah-textured many season style worn over a perfect little black dress is for important
luncheons or a meeting of the Board of Trustees of theDallas Museum of ContemporaryA t.



Ms. Ethan B. Stroud Il, of Dallas, Texas, is a-blond, blue-eyed, soft-spoken native
Texan of many interests. Color is her first thought in planning her clothes. "I love and wear almost every
color. ... I never like anything that is too much of a fashion, hut I do like soft, feminine things that last
a long time.” She looks for new ideas but always prefers the *'modified version” to any exaggerated fashion.
She narrows down essentials to a "bright coat, black dress, pretty sweaters and skirts, evening clothes.”
At home she enjoys slacks combined with sweaters and blouses. Her days are filled with variety—from
driving the children to school to civic activities as director of the Dallas Council of World Affairs.

By WILHELA CUSHMAN Fashion Editor

"Asuit withasofteasy look." The
pleats are madefor walking. The
intense blue, a color she adores.

Cotton print, young and simple—"the
kindofdress | wear somuch all summer.”

JOHN ENGSTEAD

Sweater and skirt for busy mornings. Mrs. Stroud dritvs offto school with daughter Joyce and son Ethan, gathering up
neighbor children on the way. Her skirt is felt, the sweater plaid cashmere. Her slwes, low-heeled red leather pumps.

Left—fabulous white organdy with embroi- », practically live in slacks at home with afun sweater
dered appliquedpink rosesfor the most beau- or blouse." Mrs. Stroud loves to combine colors— violet
tiful ball, worn with her favorite necklace. mohair sweater and lemon-yellow cotton at-home slacks.
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High-school graduation day. | was 18years old
and weighed 225 pounds. All the other
members of the school band wore ready-made
uniforms. Yards andyards of extra material
had to be bought so that mine could be

made to order. I'll never forget our senior-year
band contest. Proudly we marched onto the
stage infront of teachers, judges and
audience andsat down to play. Suddenly there
was a thunderous crash —and there was old
Marge in a heap on thefloor, chair splintered
under her! Even the drums couldn't drown out
the sound of the laughter. Another time

I was equally chagrined was the Sunday I led a
line offolks into a pew of our church.

I came to apillar I couldn't squeeze past.

The only solution wasfor all the people
behind me to back out to the tune of the

organ music so that I could sit elsewhere.
Telephone booths were a problem too.

And driving. As afatty, 1'd have to push the car seat
back asfar as it wouldgo. Later, as |

dieted, 1'd slip the seat forward a notch.
Since my stomach seemed always to be pushing
the wheel, it took quite a while before fellow
passengers discovered | was losing weight.

This was considered a very flattering picture of me in 1952
at 275 pounds plus. Even though the photographer kindly
retouched away my extra chins (left), you can compare these
pictures andsee that I am now less than halfthe woman 1 once
was. It's no wonder some of my long-time acquaintances
havefailed to recognize me. At our college-class reunion
lastyear | causeda near riotshowing up inaslinky
sheath dress (size 14). | actually had to introduce
myselfto girls I had knownfor four years!

You'd think a girl wearing a cap and gown could manage to hide

a figure problem—but not a girl weighing over 275 pounds!

Here I am with my mother, niece, brother andfather on the day

| graduatedfrom college. As you can see, | was the onlyfatty in thefamily.
This was the year | was asked to sing comedy songs in our

senior-class show. One of the songs was called, When Francis

Dances With Me. Was | a hit when | came to the line

“/ fit in his arms like a motorman's glove!""

Here is Marjorie Tubbs’ photo album

to diet and reduce from a mountainous 294 pounds

BEFORE AND AFTER MEASUREMENTS

HEIGHT WEIGHT BUST WAIST HIPS UPPER ARM THIGHS DRESS SIZE
BEFORE 5'8" 294 pounds 50" 44" 59" 197" 30" 42 pattern size.
(With inches added')
AFTER 5'8" 148 pounds 35" 27" 39" HH" 20 14 or 16

Here I look like the original model
for “They laughed when I sat down
at the piano/” This was taken in
1953 during my first year of
teaching. Weight: approximately 290
pounds! In those days the only
compliments | ever received
centered on a new scarfor bracelet.
Nowadays friends exclaim
enthusiastically over my pretty
dresses or my figure. When | was
whistled at as a fatty, | wanted

to sink into the sidewalk, knowing

it was my hideous appearance

that prompted the attention.

Today I am secretly thrilled that the
occasional whistles and “ Wow!*'s are

meant to compliment instead of condemn.

Look again—it isn't a trick of the camera that makes me appear twice

the size of myfriend. | was more than twice her size.

By now there were doorways 1 couldn't squeeze through, store aisles | had to
walk along sideways, stairs 1 had to huffandpuffto climb.

But I could always make it out to the kitchen to while away the afternoon with
sandwiches, cookies and hot chocolate until dinner was ready.

Next to eating, | was best at cooking. Even won a county baking contest.



Me in my veryfirst sports outfit

which 1gotjust last spring.

I've always loved sports, but until

I reduced, my enjoyment o fthem was limited.
I did make the high-school tumbling
team. As “low man," that is, sometimes
supporting as many as nine of my
classmates piled on top of me to build

a pyramid. During my diet 1 did

daily exercises—fifteen minutes each
morning and afternoon. There were
times when myfolks thought our house
mightfall apart—but those exercises,
which I still do, keep my body firm.

with notes telling what it looks and feels like

to a trim-figured 148. By DAWN CROWELL NORMAN

Beauty Editor

“as a youngster my weight was normal, but when |
A reached my teens | developed an enormous appetite
and proceeded to accumulate the pounds that went with
it,” says Marjorie Tubbs, Chenoa, Illinois, high-school
music teacher. “When my family and friends tried to per-
suade me to reduce, 1’d pause in eating long enough to
answer, ‘Tomorrow.” When 1was teased about my weight,
1’d laugh it off—the teasing, that is. When | wasn’t invited
to dances, | went to them anyway—as saxophonist in my
family’s orchestra. It wasn’t until the fall of 1954, when |
got tonsillitis, that | came to my senses. My doctor looked
at me in dismay and warned, ‘It isn’t the size of your tonsils
1I’m worried about.” | started dieting that day and in two
years | lost 146 pounds. | had two short giving-up periods
when | regained some weight, but otherwise it was approxi-
mately 1000 calories a day for me. Happily, I had very few
hungry days. | ate three well-balanced meals each day, cut
out between-meal eating and substituted fruit desserts for
the rich, fattening things | had been eating. Though | often
yearned for a hot-fudge sundae or chocolate cake, | never
really felt starved; never felt weak with hunger. I’ve main-
tained my reduced weight of 148 pounds for a year and a
half now and continue to feel as marvelous as friends say
I look. This spring one of my fourteen-year-old students
confided in a boyish, blushing stammer, ‘Miss Tubbs—
er—ah, you’ll make some man a pretty nice wife; | mean a
nice pretty wife.” And one of my young girl students ex-
claimed at our senior prom. ‘Gosh, you’re as glamorous as
Marilyn Monroe!” Maybe some women would fluff off such - ) _ , ROGER PRIGENT
compliments as teen-age nonsense, but to this ex-fatty those Isn’t this a grandfinale —a really happy ending to a fatty's story ?
words are music (and | know music) to my ears!” Imagine me in aflower print, size 14! Until | dleted_l never had a chance to
Marjorie’s diet outline and tips on how to diet while dress in bright colors. When the Journat took this picture of me 1 felt
eating out appear on page 148, as glamorous as a model. The photographer told me | moved as gracefully as
a model too. All members of the Beauty Departmentjust kept ooh-ing
and ah-ing and saying, “Readers willfind this hard to believe—we can hardly
believe it ourselves.” I'm thrilled. Cinderella has nothing on me!



Here you see the version with the low-
pitched gable roof and the screened-in flat-
roof porch. Note the textured attractiveness
of the solid wall panels of plywood with ver-
tical grooves; window panels of a plain-sur-
face plywood with sash openings cut out for
chosen type of window—in this case, adjust-
able jalousie glass-louver sash with alumi-
num frame and fitted screens. As in all
versions, this cottage is supported off the
ground on posts, thus preserving the site.

%

BEDROOM 12*12

BEDROOM 12*12

The main difference between these A?
two Ia]yout_s is that the one above is
fitted for light housekeeping and the
one below Is not. In both, one room
can double as living room-bedroom.
11]n .
mC N
BEDROOM 12*12 3
storac

The nonhousekeeping version serves
avery useful purpose as a guesthouse,
or overflow house, for a larger vaca-
tion home close by; cheaper than
an addition to the larger house.

"VACATION
COTTAGES +1aT cosT FroOM

$2300 to $3000

And with more strength and style than most everyday houses,

these Journa1r holiday homes go up in two weeks or less,
depending on how you do them.

I think you will agree that comfortable, attractive and inexpen-
sive vacation cottages are relatively rare. And I’m sure it’s not because
people don’t want them to be better, but because really good vacation
cottages are deceptively difficult to design. So small, so simple, so un-
assuming, you say—why, anybody should be able to do one! | used to
think so myself; but I know differently now.

A good stock vacation-cottage design that anybody can build
from should adapt equally well to a lot of different locales; lake shores,
mountaintops, seasides. It should adapt to all different types of terrain:
smooth, rough, hilly, flat, hard, soft. It should be safe, sound and dry
in all conditions of wind and rain; cool and airy in the heat; cozy on
nippy nights and dismal days. In its parts and pieces and the way it is
put together, it should take advantage of today’s efficiencies and econ-
omies. Most of all, it should please a wide variety of likes, and satisfy
a wide variety of needs. I’ll come later to the question of how little it
needs to cost.

The version of our vacation-cottage design pictured here on these
first two pages is identical in its dimensions and structural scheme with
the version on the third page. Yet observe how unalike are their looks
and their layouts. These two cottages happen both to be 12' wide and
36' long. Two plan possibilities are illustrated for each cottage. But the
pattern from which you build shows still further possibilities, and
shows how you may build a longer cottage from the same pattern, or a
shorter one. Only the 12 width must remain fixed; a very human and
livable width, as you can see.

The design idea permits the placement of windows, doors and
partitions pretty much where you want them, though you will be wise
to follow our recommendations. It also

continued on page &

By RICHARD PRATT

A vyellow cotton rug, eminently
washable, brings the sunlight into
this room with its neat, washable
corduroy bedspreads and pillow
shams. Gay striped curtains made
of toweling and pillows which pick
up the colors of the curtain stripes
add to the general air of carefree
brightness. One of the nicest
things about the room is the sturdy
knock-down chest which takes
only minutes to put together.



This porch, open to the sun, sea
breezes and sound of pines, might
easily become the favorite spot in
the house on the strength of the
wonderful view alone, but a bright
red, white and blue color scheme
used with attractive and comfort-
able rattan and iron furniture—
happily resistant to the ill effects of
sea air—and gay red-and-white di-
rector’s chairs set around the table
makes this porch, with its screen
that cuts the sun, the ideal place
for leisurely breakfast, after-swim
gatherings, or relaxing at any time.

Here again a pretty bedroom—this
time in cool tones of blue and
green—takes on a practical nature.
Everything in the room is geared
to making summer housekeeping
as easy as it can possibly be, from
the pressed-wood-chip wall panels
and towel curtains with rust-proof
plastic clip-on rings to the painted
floor which makes no problem of
sand tracked in from the beach.
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bee*:
© The versatility of these
/ | Journar Vacation cottages
¢ c is indicated in the two
KITCHEN URiT layouts for the version
V here, which substitutes
BEDROOM LIVING ROOM BEDROOM a bathroom, storage, en-
ox2 20X12 8xI2 trance lean-to in the rear

lu o|X|_

’\mQ:e /

DRO LIVING ROOM
QX2 20*12

This interior is the version with
the low plastic divider between
living room and one bedroom,
where the layout is planned pri-
marily for vacationing couples; the
great thing here being the twenty
feet of windows facing the view.
The sash are all fixed in place; a
plentiful sugply of fresh air being
available through screened-lou-
vered openings under two of the
sash. The seine-net ceiling creates
acozy effect with overhead-airiness.

for the covered screened-
in front porch of the
version on the preced-
ing pages; both plans
show two bedrooms
fully partitioned from
the living room.

\ edroom
8 X2

VACATION

The vizor-cap roof projects just far enough over
the sunny southern facade to shade the windows
from the summer sun; the lower sun of spring,
fall and winter shines in, providing pleasant solar
warmth. This version demonstrates how easily
the steel-post supports adapt to the roughest,
rockiest sites without any afterations to the ter-
rain, which would be prohibitive. Another dem-
onstration here is the attractiveness of the
exterior walls faced with grooved plywood panels.

COTTAGES THAT COST FROM

$2300 o
CONTINUED

$3000

gives you a choice among various specified types of doors, windows and
other fittings, likewise with recommendations. Planned appendages at-
tach easily and optionally. For instance, the first cottage here has a built-
on screened-in porch; the second cottage has its bath built on instead
of built in.

The design does even more in this direction. It takes the point of
view that a roof is really no more than a hat, and that, as such, you
choose the type that suits you best. The first cottage here likes a low
gable for the main structure, a flat roof for the porch. The second cot-
tage, with its back to the woods and its face to the view, finds a visor-cap
roof a little more to its liking. Practically, roof differences almost don't
matter. Their cost differences are likewise inconsequential. The pattern
impartially lets you decide which type you want; describing when one
might be more desirable than another.

A most important feature of the design is that the cottages are sup-
ported off the ground on piers or posts. This means several things, all
good: the cottage draws no dampness from the ground; tempts no ter-
mites; discourages rodents; but most of all, the cottage keeps dry.
Furthermore, the pier or post supports make it possible for the cottage to
stand on any site, however uneven, without a lot of costly grading that
can create a permanent scar, and be a waste of money. Conventional
foundations can be an extravagance in a vacation environment, risk
danger of dampness, and be structurally less strong.

The secret of the style, strength, flexibility of layout, and low cost
above all, in these cottages, if you can call it a secret, lies in the building
materials and building methods involved. The frame is the simplest, the
strongest: post-and-beam. The walls, the floor, the roof are plywood
panels, 4' wide and 8' long, which determine the disciplined modular di-
mensions of these cottages by making 4' the unit of measurement. Fortu-
nately for the general attractiveness, there is a fairly new plywood panel
with vertical scorings, giving great style to the exterior. This can be
stained the color of your choice. The roll roofing has a fine gravelly sur-
face, pure white for heat reflection.

Here’s the cost story in a nutshell. The materials to make the com-
plete 12' x 36" main structure of four walls, roof, floor, windows, includ-
ing doors, posts, hardware, roll roofing, nails, screws, bolts, exterior
stain, and either the 12' x 12' screened-in porch of cottage No. 1 or the
closed-in lean-to of No. 2, will cost $1300 at the building-supply yard; a
few dollars more or less, depending on local prices and what types of
windows and doors you choose.

continued on page us



Many millions of young families have an elderly parent living with them.
Only once in each hundred cases is the arrangement completely
satisfactory to both generations—so said a sociologist recently. His estimate
may be far too pessimistic. The arrangement sometimes works well on

a farm, where there is more space and more for old people to do,

than in a city apartment or duplex. But at best there is

much unnecessary unhappiness. Negotiations between close

relatives are often delicate and difficult, and the intermediation

of a neutral third party may often be needed. The American

Ihstitute of Family Relations, Los Angeles 27, California,

is a national nonprofit educational agency which is always ready

to put readers in touch with the most reliable help in

their own neighborhoods. . . . The case here described originated in

our Los Angeles office and the counselor was Dr. William O. Walcott.

Paul Popenoe, Sc.D., General Director

SHE: "Dick’s callous attitude toward mother is wrecking my nervous system and
making me hate him. He and | can no longer discuss the subject sensibly. Whenever
| speak of our obligations to her, he stalks out of the room and often leaves the house.’

IIE:"Joan has made our home, literally, a hospital. | feel like an interloper,
somebody whose sole function is to pay the bills. Her mother is jealous and
possessive and so demanding that no amount of service will ever satisfy her.”

JOAN TELLS HER SIDE: ‘“‘Last night
| had a terrible dream,” said thirty-
four-year-old Joan, married seventeen
years and the mother of three. A tall
woman, slender to the point of ema-
ciation, she lighted a cigarette with
shaky fingers. "1 dreamed 1was lying on
a bed of smoldering coals in my girlhood
home—1 was in my mother’sold room—
and that Dick, my husband, was shovel-
ing fuel to feed the fire. lawoke screaming.

“Dick wasn’t in the house. We had
quarreled several hours earlier and he’d
gone to the apartment of a bachelor
crony to watch the late show on TV. My
eldest daughter and my mother, who has
been visiting us the last three months,
heard me scream and came into the bed-
room almost immediately.

“Of course mother saw that Dick was
gone and probably guessed we had
quarreled about her again. Dick doesn’t
criticize mother in her presence, but |
know she is aware of his complaints to
me. Yet I've never heard her say a word
against him, although there must have
been times when the temptation was
great. Both Dick and | are indebted to
her for assistance in the early years of
our marriage.

“Jenny is sixteen years old and at a
noticing age, but mother’s matter-of-fact
manner seemed to convince her there was
nothing odd about Dick's absence.
Finally the two of them went offto bed. |
took a sleeping pill—lately I've suffered
dreadfully from insomnia—but 1couldn’t
close an eye. | walked the floor until al-
most dawn, sick with nerves and worry.

“Dick’scallous attitude toward mother
is wrecking my nervous system and mak-
ing me hate him. He and | can no longer
discuss the subject sensibly. Whenever |
speak of our obligations to her, he stalks
out of the room and often leaves the
house. Then, more than likely, 1 burst
into tears or have hysterics.

“I’'m losing all control of myself, and
my health is being undermined; in the

past three months my weight has dropped
twenty pounds. My doctor has pre-
scribed sedatives for me, but he says | am
really in need of psychological advice. All
| know is that I'm desperate.

“My mother is sixty-seven years old
and a semi-invalid; she is diabetic and
her eyesight is failing. Until three months
ago she was shuttling back and forth be-
tween her ten-acre ranch miles outside
the city and my sister Ella’s home. But
then in April she got an infected finger
and telephoned me from the ranch in
mortal terror; even a minor infection, as
you probably know, can be fatal to dia-
betics. Fortunately the infection cleared
up quickly, but I decided to bring mother
in to stay with us. Ella had had her turn.
| thought it was mine.

“Mother used to be highly independ-
ent, a beautiful and a brilliant woman,
but with age and illness she has changed.
She is now inclined to be impatient and
querulous, and there is no denying she
needs a lot of care. She likes to be
‘babied,” as she expresses it. Who can
blame her? She can’t put on her clothes
without my assistance. Her hair is long
and thick and she refuses to have it cut;
it takes me a good halfhour to dress it to
her satisfaction. It takes considerably
longer to prepare her meals. Every in-
gredient has to be weighed and measured
to make sure she gets a well-balanced,
nourishing diet with an absolute mini-
mum of sugar. Nor is giving mother her
daily insulin injections easy for me.

“However, I don't complain. But I feel
that Dick, who escapes the worry and the
work, should stand back of me in my
trouble instead of adding to my burdens
with his nasty temper and his grumbling.

“Dick has always been quick-tem-
pered, but‘he used to be gentle with our
three daughters and me. You would
never guess it now. He makes dinner a
misery by picking on the two little girls
about their table manners and choosy

appetites. continued on page %

“According to the doctor,
my mother-in-law doesn't need a wheel chair
and shouldn’t be dependent on one.”
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Boned stuffed leg of lamb, roasted tender and juicy; young shoots offresh asparagus, creamed with



mushrooms; a daffodil birthday cake.

PATE MAISON APPLEYARD

ROAST LEG OF LAMB
ITH SAVORY RICE STUFFING

BREAMED ASPARAGUS
WITH MUSHROOMS

TOSSED GREEN SALAD WITH PEAR
AND ORANGE SECTIONS

DAFFODIL BIRTHDAY CAKE
STRAWBERRY-RHUBARB ICE CREAM

CANDIED VIOLETS

(Planned,for 8)

The trees are rehearsing their spring colors, the grass
has started to grow, the world has an expectant, spacious air.

y mother, Mrs. Appleyard, has her birth-

day in May. It comes at the end of the
month, along with apple blossoms, bluebirds,
lilacs, Memorial Day, and all the other signs of
New England’s slow-stepping spring.

No matter how marvelous a cook she is, no
lady should be allowed to prepare her own
birthday dinner, so my hazel-eyed daughters
and | turn out a dinner fit for a queen—well,
anyway, queen of our own Appleyard Center!

Such an important, full-scale birthday din-
ner must be planned well in advance. We’re go-
ing to start with a smooth, rich pate of duck,
ham and chicken livers (mother's recipe); then
we’ll have a roast of lamb, boned and stuffed
with a savory rice, raisin and bacon dressing.
There will be velvety brown gravy, and a big
bowl of creamed asparagus and mushrooms.
Cynthia, my eldest daughter, being in an exper-
imental mood, has planned a tossed green salad
with fresh pear chunks and little sections of
bright-colored mandarin orange. The crowning
event of any birthday party is, of course, the
ice cream and birthday cake. We’re having
mother’s favorites—smooth, delicious straw-
berry-rhubarb ice cream, and a yellow-and-
white daffodil cake with a lemony icing swirling
around it.

Mother’spateisan invention ofseveral years
back, the aftermath of one of her party suppers
ofroastspring duckling. She says, however, that
one can start from scratch with a seven-pound
duckling, and gently simmer it till the meat
falls from the bones. Here’s how she makes

PATE MAISON APPLEYARD

Place one 7-pound duck, singed and ready to
cook, on a rack in a large Dutch-oven-type kettle.
Pour 1Vi cups cold water into the pan, cover and
simmer gently until the duck is tender (the legjoints
will move easily). Remove the duck, cool and then

By ELIZABETH KENT GAY

chill well (save stock). Skin the duck, then cut most
ofthe meat from the bones (don’t worry about strip-
ping the bones of all the meat—they’ll be cooked
longer). Set the duck meat aside and keep refriger-
ated. Now simmer the duck bones in 3 cups water
(or use leftover stock and add enough water to
make 3 cups). Add 2 peeled onions, 1stalk celery, 1
carrot, the duck liver and gizzard. Season with 3
whole cloves, 3 small dried red chilies, 1small bay
leaf and A teaspoon each cinnamon, nutmeg, all-
spice, oregano, rosemary and marjoram. Cook all
together, covered, until the duck meat falls from the
bones. Add 3 peppercorns and cook 10 minutes
longer. Strain the stock, saving the gizzard, liver
and remaining meat. Cool the meat and chill the
stock until it jells. Skim the fat from the top. Save
some for greasing the pan for baking. Grind to-
gether the cooled, cooked gizzard and liver and
enough of the duck meat to make 1cup. Grind also
2 raw chicken livers and mix with the ground duck.
Finely dice enough of the refrigerated cooked duck
meat to make J2 cup. Meanwhile, dry out about 10
to 12 slices of bread in a very slow, 250° F.. oven.
Roll to fine crumbs—there should be about \}4
cups. Now mix together the ground duck meat and
chicken livers with 1 pound of your favorite un-
cooked sausage (it should be lightly seasoned). Add
% cup fine bread crumbs, 2 cups jellied stock, 2
eggs, well beaten, and 1small onion, minced. Mix
well. Last, add the X cup finely diced duck meat
along with X cup finely diced, cooked ham. Blend
in well. Lightly grease a 1-quart glass loaf pan with
a little duck fatand spread  cup fine bread crumbs
over the bottom. Put the meat mixture into the
pan, packing well into the corners. Top with A cup
bread crumbs, cover with heavy aluminum foil and
set the loaf pan in a pan of hot water. Bake for 3
hours inaveryslow, 250° F., oven. Cool the pate well
in the pan, then chill for several hours before serv-
ing. Unmold and use as a spread for crackers.
Makes 1 loaf.

At the present moment we have three ewes
and three lambs munching their way around
our property. They

continued on page mi
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Traditionally, greens make the salad. Certainly they
do in ltaly, where a caress of dressing leaves each
leaf succulent and aromatic.

Not every good salad, however, is a green one.
Scandinavians like “fishier” salads. Their favorite is
a colorful combination: chopped herring and boiled
potatoes with diced beets and dill pickle made tart
from a tossing in vinegar dressing. In Indonesia,
chilled shrimp nestle in a garland of greens beneath
a golden dressing, pungent with curry. Armenians
like their salad vegetables cooked, then chilled. Native
to Hawaii: fruits. So for a Hawaiian specialty, the
islands’ bounty, fresh and luscious in a sour-cream
dressing.

Whether domestic or foreign, simple or sophis-
ticated, every proper salad has identity ina menu. It
is carefully, artfully planned with the whole meal in
mind. And so is its dressing.

Perfect for summer-long salad days is this round-
the-world collection: unpronounceable salads full of
foreign intrigue. Continental classics too. Each a
collector’s item from the Journai Kitchen and from
New York restaurants where dining is excitingly
international.

. ABBOT MILLS

Salad sampling at East of Suez: Kathy McDonald
chats with Carl Henderson and Chef Dick Wu.

To begin with, a Javanese favorite served at East of
Suez, adimly lit brownstone where Oriental rugs drape
the walls, tropical plants grow out of elephants' feet
and where Mr. and Mrs. Carl Henderson serve Indian
and Indonesian dishes collected on their world travels.
“It's wonderfully good,” said Mr. Henderson, “this
shrimp salad topped with our own curry dressing."

Javanese Shrimp Salad:Simmer 1M pounds
fresh shrimp inwaterwith 1 parsley sprig, 1stalk celery,
1 lemon, sliced, 2 peppercorns and 1 tablespoon
salt for 10 minutes. Shuck and devein the shrimp,
then cool and chill until salad-making time. For the
curry dressing, brown together 1 onion, chopped, 2
celery-stalk topsandi#green pepper, sliced, in 1table-
spoon salad oil. Add 2 cups water and 2 chicken-
bouillon cubes and simmer until vegetables are
tender. Remove sauce from the heat and puree. Now
add ty?. tablespoons curry powder (less if you don’t
like “hot” dishes) and simmer the sauce 10 minutes
more. Remove from heat and cool. Blend A cup of
the curry sauce with A cup mayonnaise. Mound

LaolbxxdL

A classic with new flavor:
greens tossed with anchovies,
bacon, garlic-buttered croutons.

chilled shrimp on a bed of greens and top with curry
dressing. Makes 4 servings.

Sardi's, eating place of the theatrically famous, has
come up with a salad classicfor the calorie-conscious.
“"We call it Hollywood Salad,” said Mr. Sardi, Jr.
Tossed with crisp bacon, anchovies and croutons in a
lemony egg dressing, this green salad (375 calories per
hearty serving) is nearly a meal in itself.

Hollywood Salad: Cut up enough day-old
bread or rolls to make a cup of 1"cubes. Warm 2
tablespoons each butter and olive oil in a skillet with
1clove garlic, minced, and brown the croutons. Then
dry out in a slow oven, 275°F., and drain on
paper toweling. Break 11j heads romaine into a salad
bowl, making sure pieces are bite-sized. Add 12 cup
cooked, crumbled bacon and 8 anchovy fillets, diced.
For the dressing: Beat 2 eggs well, then blend in 1
tablespoon lemon juice, 112teaspoonssalt and A tea-
spoon pepper. Add *3cup olive oil, stirring constantly,
A cup grated Parmesan cheese and A teaspoon
Worcestershire sauce. Dress the salad and toss
lightly. For the final touch, top with crumbled garlic
croutons. Makes 4 servings.

Down on 14th Street is Luchow's German restau-
rant. Built 75 years ago when this area was the hub of
cultural activity, its mahogany-paneled rooms and
hearty food continue to drawfamous faces. The spe-
cialty is German potato salad. Chilledfor summer eat-
ing, Chef Emile Zahn's recipe is tartly invigorating.

Sprecksala t: Washand boil 7medium potatoes in
their jackets until tender. Peel, cut in half lengthwise
and slice while hot. Dissolve 1chicken-bouillon cube
in 1 cups boiling water and pour over the potatoes.
Add 1 tablespoon finely chopped onion. Mix to-
gether 1 beaten egg, x{ cup white vinegar, 112 table-
spoons sugar, 1 tablespoon bacon drippings, 112 tea-
spoons salt and A teaspoon white pepper. Pour over
potatoes. Finally, add 1 tablespoon each chopped
parsley and cooked, crumbled bacon. Mixall together
and serve hot or cold. Makes 4 good servings.

In Greenwich Village is a new Armenian restaurant
called Sayat Nova. In this cozy basement dining room
shish kebabs come sizzling to your table, feathery
freshly baked Paklava pastries perfume the air. Popu-
lar here among salads is Iman Baveldi, chilled, baked
eggplant stuffed with a mellow mixture of tomato,
onion and parsley.

Iman Bayeldi: Wash 1 medium-sized eggplant;
remove stem and quarter as you would a melon.
Now, make a deep slit on either side of each wedge—
cutting down into the flesh. Mix together 2
thinly sliced onions, 2 chopped tomatoes. }2 cup
chopped parsley, 4 minced garlic cloves, 2 teaspoons
paprika, 1 teaspoon salt and A teaspoon pepper.
Stuff each pocket with the mixture. Put eggplant in a
baking pan, add 1 cup olive oil and I A cups water.

Spoon any leftover stuffing over the top of the egg-
plant. Cover pan with aluminum foil and bake in a
moderate—350° F.—oven for 212 hours or until egg-
plant is tender. Baste occasionally with drippings.
Before serving, cool and chill eggplant. Serve on let-
tuce cups. Makes 4 servings.

Uptown and on the East Side is the Gripsholm
Swedish restaurant where the long smorgasbord table
isjeweled with ice and crowned withflowers. The decor
is classical Empire, the food classically Swedish—
meat balls, pancakes with lingonberries, herring salad.
Beautifully pink with accents of red, this hearty sea-
food salad makes cool summer lunching.

Swedish Herring Salad:Soak 2 salt-herring
fillets overnight in cold water. Drain, rinse and dice,
removing all bones. Meanwhile, boil 3 medium pota-
toes in their jackets until tender. Cool, chill, then
peel and dice. Also dice enough pickled beets to make
1cup; 1red apple, leaving the skin on; and \Az dill
pickles. Mix together ]2 cup vinegar, 1A tablespoons
sugar, A teaspoon salt and A teaspoon each dry
mustard and pepper. Combine the herring, potatoes,
diced apple, beets and pickle, top with dressing and
toss lightly. Chill and serve on lettuce. Makes 4 to 6
servings.

A block east of the Gripsholm is the Luau 400, new
Hawaiian room complete with trickling stream and
bamboo bridge. Here under the shade o fpalms you can
roast shrimp at your own table. Salads are fragrant
garlands of pineapple, mango, bananas, melon. For a
saladsurprise, try thisfruit-ginger sherbet combination
topped with Chef Paul Gredig's special sour-cream
dressing.

Hawaiian Salad: Combine 1 cup sour cream,
12 eight-ounce can frozen limeade concentrate, 2 egg
whites, stiffly beaten, 3tablespoons each finely grated
preserved ginger and syrup from the bottle. Tint pale
green, using vegetable coloring, and freeze. Mean-
while, cut up enough fresh fruits to make 4 salads
(melon, watermelon, bananas, pineapple, mango,
grapes, and so on). Cut melons into slim, peeled
slices, the bananas in half lengthwise, and sprinkle
with lemon juice. Halve and seed the grapes, cube the
pineapple. Make a pin-wheel arrangement—or ex-
periment with design, using alternating slices of fruit.
Add an artistic cluster of grapes and pineapple cubes.
Sprinkle with toasted chipped coconut. With a ball
scoop, make balls of the sherbet and arrange in and
around the grapes. The dressing comes to the table in
its own dish. Combine A cup mixed fruit juices (any
combination), 2 tablespoons each vinegar and sugar
and }2 cup salad oil. Now mix @ cup fruit dressing
with A cup sour cream. Makes 4 servings.

The unexpected element makes these salads col-
lector's items. Each, different from the others, shares
a common rule, the secret of successful salads: suit
the salad to the menu, handle it lightly, arrange it art-
fully, dress it in good taste.
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Make it different, make it delicious, make it with

Campbell’s Soups. Here are three suggestions for
souper supper loaves, but why stop here ? Try your
own creative combinations. Campbell’s Soups will

make them “something extra,” timesaving, too!
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The strange case of the shark’s teeth

. and some important facts about yours

Had Mother Nature made the same provi-
sionsfor our teeth as she did forthe shark’s,
good dental health would be no problem
at all.

For when a shark loses a tooth, a new
one soon grows in its place. Once we lose a
tooth, however, it is gone... and gone for
good.

Yet, the second set ofteeth which Mother
Nature gives us is strong and durable
enough to last a lifetime ... if given proper
care. Unfortunately, too few of us give
our teeth the care they need.

Proof of our neglect comes from some
of the findings of the American Dental
Association. It reports that only 40 percent
of all Americans get reasonably adequate
and regular dental care.

The rest get emergency care or none.
Moreover, one out of 7 adults has never
been to a dentist.

There is more to be gained from regular
dental care than simply keeping the teeth
clean, bright and healthy.

For instance, proper care helps prevent
tooth and gum infections which may play
a part in arthritis, kidney disorders and
other conditions affecting general health.

When teeth are neglected ... when decay

strikes, when gums become diseased, when
abscesses form at the roots of teeth ... a
center of infection is established from
which germs may enter the blood stream
and cause disease in other parts ofthe body.

Even the smallest break in the enamel
can pave the way for infection in the in-
terior of a tooth. In fact, infection may
exist at the roots of an apparently healthy
tooth. The dentist can usually detect such
trouble by X-ray examination and check
it before serious damage occurs.

Healthy teeth ... for children as well as
adults . . . depend upon three things:

1. Diet—which should supply all the
elements for good teeth, especially
calcium and vitamins C and D.

2. Cleanliness—or proper brushing,
which should be done after meals and
always before retiring.

3. Cheek-ups—which should be made
every six months or as often as your
dentist recommends.

Ifyou see your dentist regularly, he will
get to know your individual dental re-
quirements and how they can be met to
your best advantage. I1fyou cooperate with
him, your chances will be far better to keep
most of your teeth most of your life.

METROPOLITAN ®FE INSURANCE COMPAN"

Metropolitan Life Insurance Company
(A MUTUAL COMPANY)

1 Madison Avenue, New York 10, N. Y.
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 48

talked quietly. One would have thought, from
their manner, that their subject was, perhaps,
philanthropy.

“Thing to do is put pressure on him, give
him the screws.”

“Lubbock says he wants to see the situation
from every angle before he makes his report.”

“Lubbock wouldn’t know a salmon from a
herring if he ate it.”

Sid Kleet’s dry nasal voice: “Gentlemen, |
would like you to give me authority to bypass
fisheries commissioners and directors and lit-
tle stuff like that.”

“What have you in mind, Sid?” It was
Czar’s question. He knew the answer, he
wanted it stated in words uttered by the
group’s legal representative.

“Go over their heads,” Kleet barked.

“What’ll you do with Lubbock?”

“Same as we did with Diener. Get him.”

“Yeh, but how about old Storm?” Dave
Husack demanded. His voice, booming from
that barrel chest, had the effect of a bellow in
the quiet, almost somnolent room. Czar waved
a cautioning hand toward the child.

Very early in her childhood Bridie had im-
pressed upon her the vileness of tattling.
“Now don’t you go tattling to Czar about
Thor, or Thor about Czar. You got anything
about either of your grampas, just tell me.”

“Wouldn’t that be
tattling?”

“No. I’d be kind of a
judge, like Judge Gay-
lord here. I"dthink about
it, not leaning to one or
the other, and then de-
cide about it and try to
fix whatever is wrong.

I’d do the best I could
for all three.”

As Chris’ keen mind
missed practically noth-
ing, and as she had al-
most total recall, the
plums that fell into
Bridie’s lap were rich
and juicy. This office
conference, forexample,
conveyed quite inno-
cently in Christine’s
childish terms, sent
Bridie scurrying to the
office of the Northern
Light. She was discreet, she did not give her
source, she merely hinted.

“We’ll be able to block that plan. We’ll
merely print it in full,” Paul Barnett said.
“Each one will think the other blabbed. And
they’ll all probably blame old Einar.”

Thor said, almost sadly, “It’s like that old
cartoon of Nast’s—the famous one—of the
circle of political thieves each pointing to the
man next him and saying, ‘He did it.” They’re
old-fashioned plunderers, but it still seems to
work.”

Now, in the big luxurious Seattle office, as
Czar cautiously indicated the child at the far
end of the room, some atavistic instinct told
Christine to shut her eyes. Snuggled in the en-
gulfing depths of the chair by the window, the
men saw the golden head touchingly cush-
ioned against the plump tufted leather.

Czar relaxed. “She’s asleep.”

Dave Husack did not relish this cozy inter-
lude in the battle of big business. “You
shouldn’t of brought her here in the first
place.”

O zar’s tone was mild, paternal. “I makeita
rule never to go anyplace | couldn’t bring her
if I was so minded.” His eyes were cobalt.

“How’s that again about who was it?” old
Einar Wendt asked. Czar’s father-in-law was
over eighty now. He cupped his right ear with
his hand, he spoke in the high monotonous
voice of the deaf.

“Storm!” Husack bellowed. “Thor Storm,
the old crackpot who runs that paper.”

“What about him?”

“He’s raising a stink, that’s what. Papers
outside are copying his stuff, he’s been run-
ning articles and editorials and so on, he’s got
a column full of snide remarks about me and

Kleet and the whole cannery crowd. He comes
right out with names in Washington, it’s libel,
we could sue him for a million dollars only the
poor old moosehead------"

“No libel suits,” Sid Kleet snapped. “Too
much publicity. There’s other ways.”

“Such as what?” Mort Caswell demanded.

“When the lifeblood stops flowing to your
heart, what happens?” Kleet asked.

“1 bite,” young Mort said. “And I’ll save
time by answering. The heart stops beating
and you die. R-r-right?”

3 id Kleet scarcely unclenched his teeth to
say, “Right. So what is the lifeblood of a
newspaper? Advertising. And when the adver-
tising stops, what happens? The newspaper
dies. So, gentlemen, if we tactfully convey to
the Baranof businessmen that they’d bet-
ter quit advertising in Storm’s Weekly North-
ern Light, or else their business might fall off,
why, in practically no time that stink you
spoke about will kind of evaporate away.”

“No,” said Czar Kennedy mildly.

“What'’s the objection?”

“No objection, Sid boy—that is, no objec-
tion to the plan as a plan. It’s workable, 1'd
say. But | believe incompetition. Now, you say
advertising is the lifeblood of the newspaper-
publishing business, and so it is. But competi-

tion makes a horse race,
as the fella says. I’ve al-
ways been a great be-
liever in competition.
Thor moves out with his
weekly, why, some other
fella moves in with a
weekly, some new crack-
pot. Now, Thor, we
know his gait and speed
and staying power. But
you get a dark horse in
there, he’s anybody's
guess.”
“You meanyouwon’t
go along with this?”
Dave Husack demanded
of Czar.
“Not for the pres-
ent,” Czar said gently.
“Not for the present,
Dave boy.”
Mort Caswell shuf-
fled the papers on his
desk. He pushed back his chair. “Well, gentle-
men, | don’t believe there’s anything more
just now. We’ll be meeting again tomorrow.
| hate to be the one to break this up, but 1
have a luncheon appointment at one------ ”

Dave Husack stood up, a towering figure.
“Anyway, that advertising idea is kid stuff.”
Belligerently he turned toward Sid Kleet.
“Tell Baranof businessmen to take their ad-
vertising away from Storm and they’ll feel
he's getting a tough deal, they’ll stick by him,
that’s the way those crazy Alaska people do.
There's other ways, better. When the time
comes, stop his print-paper supply.”

Three now were standing. Only Czar re-
mained seated. “Thor Storm,” he said, as
though ruminating, “has got a young fella
there in the Northern Light, working for him,
he's got a little bit of money in the paper too.
Barnett his name is. Paul Barnett. He’s a
Harvard boy, but smart, you’ve got to hand
it to him. Real smart.”

“What’s that got to do with it?” Sid Kleet
snapped.

“Nothing. Maybe nothing. Only when you
talk about taking away the Northern Light's
advertising and stopping the print paper and
so on, why, you don’t know Thor and you
don’t know Barnett. Boys, Thor would get
that weekly out if he had to print it on toilet
paper with a lead pencil.”

He rose leisurely, and walked the length of
the room to where the child sat. He placed a
hand tenderly on her shoulder. “Christine.
Christine child.”

She opened her eyes, she looked up at him.
“Grampa Czar, I'm hungry.”

“Well,sure. Soam I.We’llgo back to the hotel
and havea fine lunch. Rock craband icecream."”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 72
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She jumped from the chair, shook herself like
a puppy. "I don't want to have lunch at the hotel.
Twant to have lunch down by the water at that
place where the vegetables are all spread out, like
a garden. And the Japanese sprinkle them with
watering cans. And we can eat those tiny shrimps
out of a paper bag.”

She was startled by the whoop of laughter
from the men. “Czar, you sure picked yourself a
girl won’t break you,” Dave Husack shouted.

'Votjl can. always tella HALO gqirl

Her hair has that look-again

Her hand in Czar's, they walked down to the
water front, and to the color and sound and de-
licious smells of mingled fruits and vegetables
and berries and coffee and crullers and cheese
and fish and apple pie and flowers of the Farmers'
Market.

"1 didn't like those men,” she said. “Where we
were.”

"Why not?”

Something warned her not to reveal what she
had heard."Theyaren’tlikethepeopleinBaranof.”

Triumphantly he said, "That's just it. That's
why I brought you with me to Seattle. | want you
to get used to the way people act Outside. When
you get older you're going to school Outside.
Here, maybe. Listen to me, Christine. You're
going to come into money someday. Big money.
People are going to try to take it away from you,
but you'll be too smart for them. | want you to
know what it’s good for and how to handle it.”

"I know what it's good for and how to handle
it, too," the child announced, with pride. “When
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|1 go to the Nugget Drugstore for a
chocolate-nut bar | give the man ten
cents and then he gives me a choco-
late bar.”

“Chocolate bars!” But then he re-
flected aloud, cannily, "Well, thank
God, everything'll be in trust.”

The United States Army bases
sprang up, and the crystal Alaska air
was torn by the screeching and thun-
dering of fighter and bomber planes.
Young men wrapped in white like
pranksters on Halloween stepped for-
ward to the open doorway of a plane
high in the sky, and at a given word
they stepped out into nothing, know-
ing that life depended on the jerking
of a cord that might whimsically re-
fuse to respond to the pull. Like great
snowflakes, they drifted down out of
the sky. Beneath the white covering
they bore lethal weapons that were
no part of a prankster's equipment,
and in their heads was knowledge of
how one might survive for a brief
time on a terrain which ordinarily did
not warrant human survival.

One would have thought that ex-
perience such as this would have
bred in these men a deep distaste for
the wild, relentless north country. A
curious thing happened. Scores of
them who had frozen and sweated in
the numbing cold and the clammy
heat of the Arctic mountains and
tundras and forests and waters now,
with their G.I. college rights in their
pockets, elected to come back to gain
an education at Baranof College.

They added fresh life to the town of
Baranof. Some of them stayed and
became Alaskans. Army bases ringed
the town. Gay-hued private cars and
drab Army cars and trucks swarmed
the pavements and pretty young
mothers and vigorous young men and
perambulators and strollers and tod-
dlers imparted to Gold Street a virility
that hit you with the impact ofa blow.

Girls began to arrive from every-
where. Again they were following the
men into Alaska, but they were not at
all like those girls who had come at
the turn of the century. They looked
terribly young as they stepped off the
plane into the icy airport in the in-
adequate pale blue coat and the little
high-heeled pumps, hatless, the pretty
dress belling out over the bouffant
nylon petticoat.

No one in Baranof quite knew how
Bridie Ballantyne had become un-
official welcomer, chaperon, witness,
arranger and matron of honor for all
these girls. Perhaps, in the beginning,
one of the Air Force men or one of
the construction workers had said,
“Uh, Mrs. Ballantyne, I’'m going to
be married day after tomorrow, 1
thought youd like to know, you been
mighty nice to me getting me ac-
quainted round. I'm having some
trouble getting her a place to stay
overnight, she's coming in on the
noon plane from Seattle tomorrow.”

The girl on the plane had kept her
hair in pins until the last possible
moment and had then rushed to the
lavatory to unpin the curls that sprang
in lovely tendrils to frame the flushed
or pale face, the heart hammering so
that it was hard to tell which was
heartbeat and which the throbbing of
the great plane’s engines. She put her
hand to her breast where his Air
Force ring hung suspended by a slen-
der gold chain. Her face was pressed
against the window; as the plane
taxied in, her eyes searched the figures
at the airport gate. There he was, and
beside him a white-haired woman who
looked a little like her mother, only
more smartly dressed.

There had arrived dozens—scores—
hundreds of these in Baranof in the
past few years. Now Bridie met the
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plane whenever asked. It became one of her
many projects and, urged by Thor Storm and
the Barnetts, the town Ifinally voted her a tiny
salary for the work.

Now she had an impromptu sort of office
in a remote corner of the Ice Palace lobby.
Her desk was a ramshackle affair salvaged
when the Miners’ National Bank next door
went in for modern decoration. Daily Bridie
sat at this desk for hours, while over its time-
scarred top passed such tales of romance, fail-
ure, nostalgia, love unrequited, love fulfilled,
hopes, despair as would have staggered any
recipient less sturdy than Bridie.

Inevitably Chris Storm was drawn into this
haphazard project. She found herself repeat-
edly acting the role of bridesmaid at the wed-
ding of two people she never before had laid
eyes on. Chris’ first wedding was that of Paul
Barnett and Addie. Addie was twenty-six
when she arrived in Baranof for her wedding,
and to the seventeen-year-old Christine she
seemed middle-aged, or almost. A college
girl. Majored in journalism, had run the col-
lege paper, and had even had a year of gen-
eral reporting on a Boston daily.

It was at the Barnett wedding that Chris-
tine Storm met Ross Guildenstern for the
first time. It might have been considered a
rather odd little wedding party in any place
but Alaska. Besides the bridegroom there
were Bridie Ballantyne, matron of honor;
Thor Storm, Barnett's boss; Christine Storm,
bridesmaid; Ross Guildenstern, groomsman.

Chris looked at the young half-breed Es-
kimo without designating him as a young half-
breed Eskimo. She merely thought that he was
enormously attractive and that this might be

only in contrast with the other males of the
wedding party. Paul Barnett, tall, loose-jointed.
Grampa Thor Storm, impressive but an an-
cient in the eyes of the girl of seventeen.

When the energetic, red-haired Addie de-
scended the plane steps Chris thought her
rather plain and old for a bride. Then Addie
had smiled and called out, “I never saw any-
thing so dazzling in my life!”

“Who? Me?” Paul Barnett asked.

“Certainly not. The scenery between Juneau
and here.”

She stood looking up at him a moment,
he down at her, with a sudden terrible shy-
ness. Then she stood on tiptoe, he bent to her,
his arms went round her.

“Scenery!” Bridie said. “Well, that’s more
like it.”

The young bride seemed to find nothing
extraordinary in the wedding attendants: the
elderly man and woman, the girl of seventeen,
the handsome olive-skinned young man. An
hour later she was Mrs. Paul Barnett, prop-
erly married in church by the Reverend (Fly-
ing Missionary) Mead Haskell. The little
group had scarcely reached the vestibule when
Addie said, “17d like to see the Northern Light
office.”

“Not now, for the love of heaven, girl!”
Bridie, the romantic, was outraged. “We’re
having the wedding lunch at Nick’s Caribou.
Thor here is giving it, wine and all.”

“Afterward then?”

Gently Thor said, "Perhaps lunch first
would be the thing. And then the office. Don’t
expect anything like your Boston plant.”

Christine thought this was not at all the way
a new bride should behave, but the bride-

NEXT MONTH

HOW TO BECOME A BEAUTY —IN EASY LESSONS

FAve youg waren—caesr grls ad nothers—Hossoned
dnueaess toradae Davn Qonell Nomran tdisyou how with

fran

nekeup ussd carectly, anew heirdo ad flattering adars reer tre
‘Beauty Workshop

fag itwessdoe *

Lessasin Mekeup.”

WHAT DOES QUEEN ELIZABETH SEEK FOR HER SON?
The masy little nineyear-dd who is heir to the British trare hes
leamed to neke his oan bed, hares arcomwith eight other boys et
CheeamSdod. He gats D aats (2 shillingg) stn;:inmv\eddy

ad lest winter hed Asian flu The queen, reer

o/\edtot_:pto

sdhod, vants Rrince Gnerdes’ education to ke quite differart frambher
oAn h‘nsBa.Q“ntellsdntanﬂm—Wmn the pelace ad
cuscb—vhdwéensfa]rg "Can Queen Hizabeth Proect Her

Sorfs Hepainess?

HOLLYWOOD

ISN'T THE WAY YOU THINK IT IS

.. notfor the Beeumonts atlesst. Hugh ('Leave It toBeaver) ard

Kathy, his wife have three dhilden Sarlet
when tre first dhild wes bom. Hugh, aminister far

gae Lp adting
Lare

years
times subdtitutes in locdl pulpits. He stared in 5 filns befae his
aret TV rde Meet themat hare in "How Anerica Lives™”

WHEN MOTHERS HURT A DAUGHTER’S MARRIAGE
Isit interferaoe o hepfuness when nothers listen to their maried
daughters prddens and gve advioe? Dr. difford Adars difas four-
teen questias which will =l you, if you have araried
W"ed”e‘eraeasnmcradlnrHIrlé "Making I\/H‘naga

ON DIET?
YOU CAN ENJOY THEM.

DON’'T DREAM OF HEARTY DESSERTS.

Adresses, sirgas nocks know howto leseweight hut ot thelir dis:
positics ey Les, Diana, Lynn, Jayne Meedons and aerssrere

redpes far ddidous beef

I\EEra:bmfatardnue

prize dghesin "LownCalorie Cllector's Itens”

THE NIGHT WAS HOLDING ITS

BREATH

They walked rapidly. mis,Lwraalizei\/\esmNsrel'ajm

irﬂlmmfed—saaja;

renog
Royoe,” Samingdlis said "Yes.”” Seladed di
ees "Is it dl aaring bedk toyou, Mr. Incalls?”

ized, recdiled fran You're Lalise
Tgertohsg@ish

loe stary, ''The Feoe of the Tiger,” by Ursula Qurtis, |som1:lae,

aovesed inthisisae

Also"Can This Marmiage Be Saved?’; the prettiest dessesard acoes

siesfor thesunmerwardrdoe: Dr. SooKs|
dges to ook freeze ad then sanve ad mary,
dl caring

far ddidas
nmary ather

pecefarnothers: redpes

IN THE JUNE JOURNAL

groom was grinning and shaking his head
waggishly.

“Remember what | told you yesterday,
Thor? | said you and | would be lucky if we
could keep ourjobs after Addie came in.”

It was not that Addie Barnett lacked the
qualities of warmth and affection. Paul Bar-
nett knew this and the others soon learned it.
She became a fond and capable wife and
mother, but she was a born newspaperwoman.
Before the day was finished Addie knew al-
most as much about Baranof as many others
who had lived a full year there. The red hair
seemed to send out sparks, the face, plain in
repose, was brilliant with animation.

On the drive from the church to the restau-
rant she sat between her husband and the
Reverend Mead Haskell.

“Just Mr. Haskell,” he said, in answer to
her first question. “Or Mead. We don’t do
much about titles and forms and ceremony in
Alaska. | suppose it’s because everybody’s
working so hard.”

N ick had arranged a corner in the vast pri-
vate banquet room. “It looks like a barn in
here, one table. But you don't want "em all
crowding in on you, day like this.”

“I'm going to like it here,” Addie said.
She looked around the table. “I like it
already.”

“Wait,” Ross Guildenstern said, “until the

Eskimos boil you in seal oil, and the polar
bears gobble you up, and the snow is over the
rooftop, and there’s nothing to eat but caviar
and champagne and Persian melon and ten-
derloin of beef.”

“Are all Eskimo men as handsome as you
are?” Addie asked.

“My bride,” Paul Barnett said plaintively,
“on her wedding day.”

The others laughed, but Ross said gravely,
“Wait till you see me in my pilot’s uniform.
Kill you.”

It was then that Chris, delighted, said, “I
didn’t know you were a pilot, Mr. Guilden-
stern.” Suddenly she felt very adult.

“1 only fly a freight crate. Maybe someday
they’ll give me a passenger plane.”

“Why not now?” Addie demanded.

He shrugged. “Eskimo, I guess.”

“But Guildenstern?” Addie pressed on.

“My father was Danish. But no relation to
the gentleman you’ve metin the book.”

On Ross Guildenstern’s left temple, just
below the hairline, there was a scar. It showed
a thin white tracing against the darker skin.
Chris looked at it, fascinated. She must ask her
grandfather or perhaps Paul Barnett about
that scar.

Addie Barnett saved her the trouble. “Is
that scar on your temple a war memento?”

“Not really.”

Mead Haskell took over.
He glanced round the table.
story, Ross.”

But he would not. Christine heard it later
and remembered it always. So did the others,
including Addie. But by that time World War
stories were not even back-page news.

“He’s war shy.”
“Tell them the

It looked almost like a toy, a silver-and-
scarlet toy, standing there on the runway, if
any unknowing eye had seen it. But it was
Alaska winter night. There in the tiny cockpit
Ross Guildenstern took it up thirty-two thou-
sand feet, at which point the plastic top blew
off as completely as you would chip the top
off a soft-boiled egg. With it went his oxygen
headpiece and that was his only connection
with the mechanical reception of the world
below him. But almost before that thought
could form he had lost consciousness in the
rarefied atmosphere. Consciousness returned
as the plane nose-dived toward the earth. In-
stinctively he knew he must pull the ship up
again. The toy was not planned for cruising in
a low altitude, the fuel would not last down
there. He was safe as long as he could stay
high, high.

He pulled the plane up. There. Twenty-five
thousand. Now again he lost consciousness.
Again he awoke as the plane dived. Now, mi-
raculously, below him in the darkness was
the almost imperceptible suggestion of what
might be Kinkaid Field. No headphone. No
connection. Helpless, he looked down at what
might be Kinkaid Field, no gas; helpless, the
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unseen faces must be turned up toward him,
up there dead or alive in the little silver-and-
scarlet toy that was dropping so swiftly to-
ward the earth.

In the small hut near the runway, Ground
Approval Control repeated, “You’re too low!
You're too low!” though Ross could not hear
him. Ground Control forced himself to resist
the impulse to crouch and hug the floor as the
toy seemed to skim the hair of his head.

Ross came down almost gently, he put the
plane down on the field in the darkness and
they came running toward him. He was a
bundle, limp but living, as they lifted his body
in the clumsy straps and trappings, the face
battered and bloody. “Nice work,” they said to
the unconscious form. “Nothing like a little
fresh air while you’re working,” they said. A
month later he was out of the hospital and
flying another dainty silver-and-scarlet toy.

Now the real battle for Christine began.
She was seventeen; no longer a child, notyet a
woman.

“Washington State University is the place
for her,” Czar said. “I don’t want her to go
east to school, the way my—the way her
mother did.”

“What’s wrong with Baranof College?”
Thor argued.

Bridie, distracted as a hen whose lone chick
is being swooped upon by hawks, entered the
fray. “Why don’t you let the child decide for
herself?”

“She hasn’t had the experience to decide
a thing as important as this,” Czar said.

“But she’s experienced enough to live in
Seattle alone?”

“Shewon’t be alone.
Mrs. Husack and Dave
and the Caswells and
Kleet will be looking
after her. By the time
she’s finished she’ll be
twenty-one, a woman
grown, she’ll know
how to behave in de-
cent society.”

Thor stood up now,
the towering frame
seemed to take on even greater dimensions,
the blue eyes turned strangely dark, but the
rosy face was mild, the tone reasoning.

“I’'m as much Christine’s guardian as you
are. You know that. Until she comes of age.”

“She’s going to Seattle and civilization.
She’s going around with a lot of mongrels
here. And people too old for her. That Guil-
denstem | hear he’s been taking some G.I.
course at Baranof, and flying a bush crate.”

“Thatyoung man,” Thor said, “could make
a plane singlehanded if he had to, out of oil
drums and a T-model Ford.”

“They’re all natural-bom mechanics, Il
say that for them. But that’s not saying I'm
going to allow my granddaughter to run
around with one of them.”

Cheerfully Thor chided him. “Are you pre-
tending you’ve forgotten Christine is part
Eskimo herself?”

Always ivory pale, Czar’s skin now took on
a curious clay color like the waxen skin of the
dead. “I know that my daughter married your
son. | suppose he was your son. | wish she had
died first.”

Bridie flung out her arm as though she had
been physically struck. “You can’t say that in
front of me, Czar Kennedy. You’re wishing
Chris herself dead when you say that, or never
born at all. Shame to you!”

Czar ignored her. He was looking at Thor.
“1 don’t know who you are. Fifty years, and |
don’t know anything about you. Nobody in
Alaska does.”

“There’s nothing to know, Czar.”

“Uh-huh. That’s why you’ve kept your lifea
secret. I'll tell you what | think. You're a
criminal. No man hides out unless he’s got a
good reason for not wanting his face where it
can be seen and traced.”

“Let me tell you,” Thor remarked cheer-
fully, “hiding is a difficult feat for a man who
is six feet four.”

A grayish film seemed to come down over
Czar Kennedy’s eyes. “I’ll get detectives. Pri-
vate detectives. They’ll trace you right back if
it takes years.”

God is love; and the love of husband
and wife brings us nearer to the
heart of reality, the knowledge of
God, than any other experience.
DEAN WILLIAM RALPH INGE
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The ruddy giant shook his head sadly. “I
wish | could make you understand why you
want to destroy me. | know. Your hatred is
understandable to me.”

“l don’t hate you. Though I know, if it
wasn’t for you, my wife would likely be alive
today and my daughter, too, and 1’d probably
have other grandchildren. Now listen. I’'m go-
ing to make it impossible for you to have any-
thing to say about my daughter's child. Next
week I’'ve a man going over to Norway, he’ll
track you, fifty years is nothing to him.”

Bridie looked at him and saw danger in the
face, now flushed, that habitually was so col-
orless. “Now Czar, you’ll be sick, a man of
your age. A stroke, ifyou’re not careful.”

H e glared at her. “Get out of this, Bridie.
This is between the two of us.”

Thor had been silent, his clear blue eyes
fixed on Czar speculatively. Thor said, “You
win, Czar. I’ll make a bargain with you. If |
tell the truth about myself—and you can
prove it easily—will you credit ten thousand
dollars to Christine’s account in the Miners’
National Bank?”

“Take me for a fool?”

“It costs money to send men to Copen-
hagen and Stockholm and Oslo. Cheaper to
give it to Christine and let me tell you.”

“How will I know you’re telling the truth?”

“You will know. From past experience. But
I will warn you it will sound ridiculous.”

“How do you mean—ridiculous?”

“I’ll make it brief as possible. You’ll write
a check now, made out to Christine for ten
thousand dollars. Bridie will hold the check
until I've said what | have to say. If either of

you feels that I'm a
possible disgrace to
Christine------"
then I’ll be
sole guardian,” Czar
finished for him.

Thorconsidered this
a moment in silence.
“Yes. With thissecond
provision: neither of
you will ever speak of
what I’'m going to tell
you, to Christine, to anyone else.” He smiled
at Bridie. “That’s going to be harder for you
than for Czar here.”

“1 promise.” She raised her right hand.

Czar had taken a checkbook from an inner
pocket, his pen from another. He wrote
swiftly. He looked at Thor. “I’ll promise, but
it’s for Christine.”

Thor said, “The truth is, Czar, | come ofa
stock and class that would be called old-fash-
ioned now, here in modern American Alaska.
| come of the Scandinavian nobility—Nor-
wegian as you know; but the Norwegian royal
family is all mixed up in its history and its
politics with the Swedish nobility, and the
Danish especially.”

“Nobility?” Czar repeated the word as
though not quite hearing.

“l was nowhere in line for the crown, |
don’t mean that. But | was a student. |
wanted only to study and know. Everyone
knew that Oscar would resign in time------ ”

“Oscar?”

“The king. But of course he wasn't a Nor-
wegian, he was a Dane, and then when he gave
up the crown, Haakon came in—another
Dane—and his wife, Queen Maud, was Eng-
lish, the youngest daughter of Edward of Eng-
land. By that time | had gone, and well out of
it. I was to have married a Danish------ ”

Hoammeen princess!” Bridie yelped.

“1 don’t believe a word of it,” Czar said.

Thor said, “My papers are in the bank box
in Seattle. They’ve been there for years and
years. You can see them. | want you to.”
Smiling, he turned to Bridie. “No, Bridie my
dear, she wasn’t a princess, though she’s a
princess now, if she’s still alive, which I think
she isn’t.”

Almost—but not quite—defeated, Czar
put a last question. “If it’s true—and | don’t
swallow it—what do you want here? What
are you doing here?”

“I've lived the life I wanted to live. I've
earned my living as you know, fishing in the
summer season, trapping in the winter; 1've
read and learned. And I’ve written. I’ve put it

CONTINUED ON PAGE 76
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all down, year after year. Maybe no one will
ever read it. The history of this Alaska.”

Czar stood up, his hands in his pockets, he
began to pace the room. Suddenly: “Christine
know this? Any of it?”

“No, no! | told you that. That’s the bar-
gain.”

“What would her—uh—her title be?”

“Nothing.”

“She’s the daughter of a fella whose father
is supposed to be a—well, anyway, was------"

“You see how foolish it sounds! Counts are
passe and barons and kings and queens and
princesses.”

For Mother’s Day or any

for those you love the best...

for those who love the best
as you do ... Eaton’s.

But Czar was not listening. Almost wist-
fully he mused aloud, “1d have liked Chris-
tine to be a—what was it?—a — ”

“She isn’t. If you repeat any of this I’ll deny
it. What a snob you are, Czar! You pretend
to be plain and simple. You love power and
position.”

“You two.” Bridie commanded, “stop call-
ing each other names and get practical. It was
Chris' schooling started this, so let’s go back
to it. I'm holding this check for ten thousand,
Czar. lguess you don't think what Thor’s been
telling us isa disgrace, exactly. Well, then?”

“Let's have her in,” Thor said. "It’s her
education, it’s her life.”

When the girl came in she looked from one
to the other. “I decided long ago. 1’'m going to
Baranof two years and then to the University
of Washington two years. | put in my applica-
tion long ago, Ross told me you have to, with
all those G.I. rights------ ”

“Learn you, | hope,” Bridie said to the two
silent men. “She’s grown up.”

She was seventeen. It was June. Three
months ofArctic summer, three months ofday-
light twenty-four hours around the clock be-
fore the wintry autumn came; the autumn of
her freshman year at Baranof College. The
rapier rays of the constant sun forced every
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growing thing into fabulous maturity. A
month ago there was ice on the rivers and
lakes and inlets. Now they were merry with the
shouts of swimmers. The cabbages, the roses,
the rhubarb, the delphinium seemed to spring
overnight (or overday) from seed or bulb to
full-grown product. Christine Storm, too, in
those blindingly brilliant months, emerged
from the chrysalis of girlhood into woman-
hood.

“In a way,” Thor had said that first week in
June, "these next two years belong to me, so
far as Chris’ education is concerned. In a
way.”

A strange pair—the massive old man and
the lovely young girl—as they traveled the
next two years up and down this glittering al-
most mythical world of the Arctic. Sometimes
Bridie joined them, a vivacious and gallant
third in her modish clothes that defied cold,
discomfort and occasional danger.

Chris was as stuffed with Alaska lore as a
Strashbourg goose is with grain. They traveled
by plane—single-, twin- and four-engine
planes. They traveled by dog sled. They even
used trains once or twice.

At the close of the first college year her
friends said, “What are you going to do this
summer, Chris?” They had plans for a sum-
mer at the lake cottage, a trip to McKinley
Park, a job at Cramer’s Curio Mart.

“1’m going salmon fishing with my Grampa
Storm.”

“Just you and your grandfather?” they
asked incredulously. They felt sorry for her.

Out with Thor on his boat, she felt sorry
for them. Here she was, gay and yet relaxed.
She could not account for it, she did not try.
She would turn on the radio and now and
then something would come through—a
squawk of news, a crooner’s whine. She was in
and out, buffeted by the cold wind, soothed by
the cabin’s coffee-scented warmth.

“| feel as if | were floating in a vacuum,”
she said.

“You're afloat all right,” Thor said. “I
hope.”

“Are we going to Oogruk this summer?”

“Depends.”

“Ross Guildenstern said that if he knew the
date ahead of time he might wangle things so
as to pilot us.”

H e looked at her thoughtfully. “Perhaps
we’ll put it offuntil next year.”

“Oh, no!”

“Why are you so crazy about Oogruk all of
a sudden?”

“I’ve always wanted to see it. It sounds fas-
cinating.” Then, naively, “Ross Guildenstern
was born there. He knows everybody in
Oogruk.”

“That would make it more interesting,” he
said rather flatly. “Of course | know Oogruk
pretty well.” He was siient. She waited.
“We’ll see.”

Seattle said that Bayard Husack hadn’t ad-
justed. They did not phrase it that way. As
Seattle put it, “That young Husack—Bay,
they call him—hasn’t taken hold since he came
home.”

He had returned from the war in late 1945,
handsomer than ever, feminine Seattle agreed.
And not a scratch on him, male Seattle added.
But six years had gone by, he was thirty-one,
and whatever it was that he had been sup-
posed to take hold of had eluded him.

Bay’s mother said to Dave Husack, in de-
fense of their son. "He'll take hold in time.”

Louise Husack loved her son blindly, and
believed this. Dave Husack loved his son, with
reservations, and rejected this.

“Time! He’s been playing around for six
years now.”

"He’s at the office every day.”

“Two hours for lunch. When | say | want
him to go to Alaska for a few weeks, learn
something about where all that dough comes
from he spends on cars and boats and stuff, he
says, ‘No, thank you very much,” as if Id
made ajoke.”

Whenever Dave took these matters up with
his son, Bay listened in a polite but detached
way which infuriated the older man. Dave,
seated at his office desk, at the end of the day
glared at his son.

"What do you want, anyway?”
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“Not a thing, dad.”

“You ought to be married by now and
have two or three kids and be in shape to run
the business—if necessary. Which,” he added
hastily, glancing down at himself, “it isn’t. But
if this doesn’t interest you, as ajob, what does?
Name it. What would you like to do?”

The handsome head did not turn away from
the window. “I just told you. Not a thing. |
know | ought to say I've been wanting to write
a book, or go into politics, or take up ranch-
ing. This business is all right; it’s legitimate
and successful, but there's no gamble in it, no
margin for error. It’s like a bullfight. No mat-
ter how much he paws the ground and bellows,
he’s a dead bull before he sets foot in the ring.
There’s all that fish and timber and metal
and stufflin Alaska, but no matter how much
Gruening and the rest of them roar, it’s all
yours. | guess I’m just not interested in being
a bullfighter. I’'m more the audience type.”

Dave Husack’s face was dangerously em-
purpled. “If you don't like money------ ”

“I do. I haven’t said | didn’t. | think it’s
great. 1’'m just not interested in the art of get-
ting it. | don’t even feel guilty about it, the
way a lot of rich men’s sons do. I’m no second
or third generation Rockefeller or Lamont or
Marshall Field. | think money’s fine.”

Dave Husack’s voice started low because
he felt as if he were choking, but it rose trium-
phantly in volume. “Why, you skunk, I've a
good notion to sock you, big as you are. You
crazy contemptible------

There was a sharp rap at the door. It
opened.

“Come in,” Bay called.

“Stay out!” Dave yelled. The door opened
wider now, and Dina
Drake entered.

“They can hear you
down as far as the
fourth floor. There’s
quite a crowd in the

hall, standing there
letting the elevators
go byA" ment whatsoever.

“You keep out of
this, will you!” Dave
roared.

She ignored this. “Will one of you battlers
drive me home? | mean home to your house.
My car is busted and | promised Aunt Louise
1’d do the place cards and the flowers for the
dinner party.”

Dave’s face was contorted with inner con-
flict. “Dinner party. I’'m not going to any din-
ner party.”

“Yes you are, Uncle Dave.” She placed a
sheaf of papers on his desk. “And sign these.”
She placed a pen beside the papers. He seated
himself heavily, he began to scrawl his signa-
ture as she picked up each sheet. “Drive me
home, Bay?”

“Why not?” Bay said.

“Don’t gush,” she retorted.

Dave Husack did not look up as his hand
moved jerkily across paper after paper. “1’ll go
along with you. Call Emilio and tell him not
to come for me.”

Ten minutes later the three were seated side
by side in Bay’s car. Any casual observer
would have seen three extraordinarily hand-
some people, relaxed, pleasure-bound. The
girl sat between the two men, her knee
pressed Bay’s lightly, Dave’s knee pressed
hers heavily, the three had in common one
thing. Seething frustration.

Dina Drake was the Husacks’ official pro-
tegee, everyone in Seattle knew this. “She’s
like a daughter to them,” they had said in the
beginning, because this was Louise Husack’s
repeated phrase. “She’s like a daughter to us,
she couldn’t be dearer if she was our own. Of
course her mother and | were brought up al-
most like sisters in Kansas City. She married
Ed Bienenhauer and they stayed right there in
Kansas City to the day they died in that awful
crash. Dina was in Hollywood—her real name
was Dorothy Bienenhauer but she changed it
to Dina Drake when she wanted to get into
pictures. They didn’t appreciate her in pic-
tures, |1 don’t know why, with her lovely looks
and all, but I guess it’s all having pull, or
worse. We kept in touch after the tragedy, she
always called me Aunt Louise when she wrote.
Then when she kept writing how tired she was,

Too much idleness, | have observed,
fills up a man's time much more com-
pletely, and leaves him less his own
master, than any sort of employ-

and lonely, I asked her to come here and pay
us a visit. And now | don’t know what we’d do
without her. We fixed her up with a little
apartment of her own and Dave got her to
take a kind of secretarial course, and then
after my little illness—it wasn’t really a
stroke—Dina began to kind of help out—
pinch hitting, Dave calls it—for me as hostess
here at the house. She’s like a social secretary
and a business secretary and a daughter all
rolled into one. She’s always there ready to
pitch in and help. Dina's close-mouthed too.
Sometimes | think maybe too close-mouthed.
She never told me she’d been married in Hol-
lywood, it only came out when the fellow was
killed in a car crash just like her mother and
father’s, it's as if she was haunted by tragedy.
| hope not. She doesn’t complain. Dina’s no
relation, but | always say she’s like a daughter
to us.”

In the past year Louise Husack had ceased
to repeat this oft-told tale. In the past year or
two Seattle’s eyebrows had gone higher and
higher until they threatened the very hairline.
Bay Husack was the most eligible bachelor in
Seattle. Dina Drake may have been sweetness
and light to the Husack household, but she
rather antagonized the matrons and daughters
and even the sons of the Husacks’ social set.

She was, they admitted, lovely-looking. She
had enormous natural style. She did not make
an effort to be more than barely polite to
them. For this she had two reasons. She was
concentrating with all her charm, energy,
intelligence and ambition on Bay Husack. And
she was scared to death of the memory of
those months in Hollywood when she had
known such insecurity
and fear and cruelty
as to mark her for life.

So now she spent
some hours weekly at
the Husack offices. She
was on hand to take
visiting big-business
wives shopping or
touring the city. She
supervised Louise
Husack’s dinner and
luncheon parties. Sometimes Dina even ac-
companied Dave on his business trips, now
that Louise was more or less incapacitated.
No one but Dina and Dave knew how pure in
deed, at least, these business trips were. Dina
was completely determined and relentless. Se-
curity was what she wanted and would have;
she wanted no frolic in a big, uninquisitive,
luxurious chain-hotel suite.

If Dina, in her secretarial capacity, accom-
panied Dave on one of these west-east busi-
ness trips, Dave always returned with a lavish
gift for his semi-invalid wife.

“Brought you a little trinket, Lou,” he
would say. “Dina helped me pick it out. I'm
scared of those salesladies; they could sell me
anything, but not Dina. She knows.”

The gift might be jewelry, a mink wrap, a
cashmere coat soft as cream, lingerie, even
occasionally a dress.

“Why, Dave!” Louise would exclaim as she
lifted the treasure from its velvet or satin or
tissue cocoon. “It’s lovely, just perfectly ex-
quisite!” A week, two weeks, perhaps a month
would go by. There would be a secret session
between Louise and her protegee. “Dina dear,
I don’t want to hurt Mr. Husack’s feelings,”
she said then, “or yours either, goodness
knows, because you helped him pick it out,
but I've got no use for these things. White
mink.” She held it up, she shook it smartly
so that the glistening hairs sprang to still more
luxuriant profusion. “How would I look in a
white mink cape!”

“Why, Aunt Louise, that fur looks lovely
against your skin.”

She was not altogether without humor,
Louise. “Thanks, dear, but the important
thing is, how does my skin look against that
fur?” She laughed ruefully at her own joke.

In another week or thereabouts, Louise
would venture, tentatively, to shift the gift to
a more vernal background.

“David, | just love that mink stole”—or
sapphire-and-diamond clip, or alligator bag or
French lingerie—"“but honestly, maybe it’s my
imagination, but I think it isn't right for me,
beautiful as it is. Maybe Dina could wear

edmund burke

them or exchange them . . . white mink with
her black hair ... all that jewelry in the bank
vault. | don’t wear half of it, it just stays
there ... Dina wears those slinky black dresses
so much, a good clip just sets the whole thing
off.”

To her friends Louise would say, “David
brings me the craziest extravagant presents, |
can’t make him stop___Dina dear, show Mrs.
Ballinger the new fur piece.... There, doesn't
she look lovely! I tell David he can imagine
1I’m wearing it, kind of by proxy.”

“And what does he say?” Mrs. Ballinger
asked with awful composure.

“Oh, he laughs.”
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“l1 bet,” said Mrs. Ballinger, biting off the
two words, with a look at Dina.

It was the growing opinion that somebody
ought to wise up Louise. No one cared to as-
sume this delicate mission.

“Hard as nails, that girl,” they said. “But
Joe says there’s absolutely nothing between
her and old Dave. Joe as good as put it to
him. Not in so many words, | don’t mean.
But roundabout, and Dave told him confiden-
tially that Bay and the girl were practically
engaged. He said nothing could make him and
Louise happier, Dina was like a daughter to
them and had been ever since she came. Well,
figure it out. I can’t.”
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Sometimes the quietly cynical and observ-
ant Bayard Husack thought he, too. could not
figure it out. Dina pursued him with the re-
lentlessness of a prey-stalking tigress. Her lit-
tle apartment was the convenient background
for their occasional love-making, but Bay
never had said to her, “I love you.”

Now Dave Husack and Bayard, his son,
and Dina Drake sat in the oversized sports
car. The Husacks had stayed up on the Hill
overlooking the bay and Puget Sound. Fam-
ily after family moved to outlying districts, but
Dave’s house had been his first substantial
proof of stupendous financial success. It was a
beloved symbol necessary to his self-suste-
nance. Of its ugly old-fashioned, comfortable
and overstuffed kind, it was perfection.

Louise Husack came toward them as the
three entered the hallway that had the dimen-
sions of an assembly room. Her face was
alight and eager like that of a child or a lonely
woman.

“Well, 1didn't know what had happened to
you. | want to show you something, David;
you too, Bay. Guess who’s coming here to
school at Washington U. next autumn: Czar
Kennedy's granddaughter! Here’s his letter.
1I"d like to write him I’d just as soon she’d
come and stay right here with us. It certainly
would be lovely to have a young girl around
the house.”

“Hey, mom,” Bay said. “Just hold every-
thing. We don't want a kid around the house.”

“He sent a picture of her. Look. She isnt a
kid. She’s grown up.”

Dina Drake, on her way to the dining room,
turned and joined the three. “In a parka, I’ll
bet.”

But she wasn’t. “Say!” Bay exclaimed.

“1 remember,” Dave said. “Nice little kid.
| saw her once when Czar brought her along
for a meeting or something. Bright yellow
hair. And the blackest eyes.”

Dina said, “Do you think she’ll stay with
you?”

Louise Husack referred again to the letter in
her hand. “It says here, no. Czar’s letter says
in the college dormitory—college rules—and
she likes to be independent.”

As she and Thor stood at the Baranof air-
port awaiting their plane’s flight announce-
ment, Chris saw him as he swiftly crossed the
strip and ran up the loading stairway.

“There’ Ross,” she exclaimed. “He did get
the run.” She turned to Bridie, who had just
bustled up to join them. “Ross is going to
pilot us as far as Oogruk. Isn’t it wonderful!”

Bridie Ballantyne jerked her hat forward
and settled her shoulders. “Maybe, if he keeps
on flying. When I’'m on a plane | don’t want
any pilot to be giving a floor show, visiting
around and explaining the scenery. Let them
fly the plane and I’ll find my own scenery.”

The twin-engine plane was an ancient but
respectable DC-3. As Thor and Bridie and
Chris entered they saw, without thinking it at
all remarkable, that the seats had been re-
moved along one entire side. This space was
packed with the frozen skinned carcasses of
moose mingling affably with the chilled pas-
sengers across the aisle.

To offset this slight informality, the old
plane asserted her social position by equipping
herself with the young and pretty stewardess
Gerda Lindstrom, garnished with a manicure,
a recent coiffure and a figure-following blue
uniform; a pilot and a copilot; snacks served
at practically all hours; somewhat cracked
loud-speaker dissertations on the weather.

It was too early for the tourist tide. The
plane was less than half filled. There were a
handful of construction workers, a half dozen
young men in Army uniform, and a middle-
aged couple with apprehensive faces.

“1’m going to help Gerda with the coffee,”
Bridie announced and bustled off. "She never
gets it hot enough, anyway.”

Two of the young Army men were already
asleep. While the plane soared over the wastes
of this incredible landscape their faces in re-
pose under the pitiless scrutiny of the brilliant
Acrctic light were as unmarked, as defenseless
as the faces of children.

The middle-aged man in the eyeglasses and
the Basque beret had been padding up and
down the aisle peering through every window

except that which belonged to his own seat.
He now stopped beside Chris and Thor.

“How do you do, sir,” he said.

Thor cheerfully returned the greeting as one
who, for fifty years, has been addressed by
strangers.

“You made this trip before?” the man
asked.

“Yes. Many times.”

“Is that right!” He seemed relieved. He
raised his voice to address the woman of the
flowered hat. "Irma, this gentleman has made
this trip a lot of times.” He turned again to
Thor. “All right, isit? | mean, this plane------ ”

"You can relax and enjoy every minute of
the trip,” Thor assured him. “The record of
this line is just about perfect. And the land
around here is what they call permafrost
ground. It’s frozen all the year round. You
can put a plane down on it anywhere, any
time.”

“Say! | wouldn't want to do that.” Un-
easily he looked out at the formidable land-
scape. "You live around here?”

"I live in Baranof.”

The man extended his hand. “Polar is my
name. Alwin Polar. My wife Irma back of you
there.”

“Storm. Thor Storm. Thisis mygranddaugh-
ter, Christine Storm.”

“"Happy to make your acquaintance,” the
man said. “We played Juneau, Anchorage and
Baranof, so that makes us old sourdoughs, |
tell Irma. The Roller Polars, our act is called.
We do an act on roller skates, so the title isn’t
only catchy, it describes the act.”

“No!” Thor exclaimed, stunned.

“We've toned it down a little the last few
years. | don't whirl Irma by the heels any
more like | used to; you could do that those
days when you had a real stage you could
work on. Nowadays those night-club little
stages, they’re like a postage stamp.”

Bridie minced precariously up the aisle, a
laden paper plate in either hand. Thor stood
up. “Bridie, give one of those to Mrs. Polar
there, will you? And you keep the other and
sit down beside her. She’ never taken this
trip before. Mr. Polar and | are going to have
achat in one of those vacant seats.”

For the first time in her life, perhaps, Chris-
tine felt deserted. She stared out the window
at the blue-and-crystal universe. Bridie’s voice
chattering through the beat of the engines was
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like a piccolo note through drumbeats. Chris-
tine closed hereyes. She must have slepta little.
Someone sat in the seat beside her, she opened
her eyes instantly. It was only Bridie.

“Those two,” she confided. “They’ve lived
the most interesting life. They're theatrical
people, would you think to look at them?
They used to be in vaudeville.”

The forward door opened, Ross Guilden-
stern came through. “Hi, Mr. Storm, hi, Mrs.
Ballantyne.” He looked at Christine. “You
want to come up front, take over the controls
for a while?”

“No, she don’t!” Bridie trumpeted. “I’ll get
off if she does.” They laughed agreeably at
this timeworn joke. Bridie went on. Y ou want
to chat with us, wait till we all get to Oogruk.”

"That's what | wanted to know.” He was still
looking at Chris. “Where you going to be?”

“The Trading Post,” Chris said. “Is that
right, grampa?”

“Yes,” Thor said. “Raffsky’s Trading
Post.”

“It sounds rough,” Chris said happily,
“and like old sourdough days.”

Thor and Ross broke into shouts of laugh-
ter.

“What’s so funny?” Chris demanded.

You’ll see,” Ross said. “Look. After |
drop you people at Oogruk | have to take
these boys on up. I’ll be back tomorrow morn-
ing, or maybe even late tonight. 1’ve wangled
itso I can stay a day and another night and fly
you up to Barrow on the Wednesday run. 1’d
love to show you Oogruk and Barrow too.
I’ve got cousins all over the place, my grand-
mother lives in Oogruk. Of course if you’ve
got other plans------ "

"I just want Christine to see something of
this part of Alaska,” Thor was saying. “Sep-
tember will be the end of it for two years, for
Christine.”

Bridie began to fidget, she tucked her
blanket tighter and, leaning back, shut her
eyes.

Ross grinned. “1’'m going, Mrs. Ballantyne.
But everything’s under control, really. The
copilot’s up front.”

Bridie’s eyes flashed open a second, closed
again. "If he was as good as you are he’d be
pilot. Nobody ever sold me a substitute. Look
at those peaks; we just missed that one.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 81

"Fifteen years we’'ve been married and
suddenly irealize | don’t know you at all.””
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 78

“Watch for the sea,” he said. He was off, he
shut the cockpit door, disappeared.

The interior of the plane was colder now.
The cold seemed to cut through the closed
door, the windows, the floor boards. “Might
as well be flying in a sieve,” Bridie said.

Gerda Lindstrom was entertaining the
night-club entertainers. ”------and the word
Eskimo means l.ian Who Eats Sea Animals,
they say. . .. Oh, yes, they still go whaling in
skin boats, but things have changed, nowadays
sometimes they just step into a little bush
plane, set it down on an ice floe, harpoon a
whale and fly back the same day. .. . No, we
don’t fly over the North Pole

Christine touched Bridie’s arm. “Bridie, |
think we’re beginning to come down. My
ears.”

Gerda Lindstrom ceased being the hostess.
Her voice took on the tone of stewardess au-
thority: “Fasten your seat belts, please, we
will be in Oogruk in about ten minutes. Fasten
your seat belts, please.”

There were a few young Eskimo loungers at
the airstrip waiting to see the plane from
Baranofcome in. Oogruk did not boast an air-
port building. The little one-street Eskimo
village squatted on the shores of Bering Strait.
Oogruk never had seen a train. Oogruk boasted
one automobile only. Oogruk traveled by dog
sled or by airplane.

In the clear air the little wooden houses a
mile distant were dark dots on the gray of ice
and land. A station wagon awaited the pas-
sengers.

Standing apart with two local airplane-
company employees, Ross Guildenstern was
checking his papers. Luggage was being un-
loaded. A slim young man stepped out of the
decrepit station wagon.

Ross, glancing up, saw him. “Hi, Norman!
Here, let me help with those.” Wordless, the
young man lifted a palm in greeting. “Mrs.
Ballantyne, this is Norman Raffsky—Mrs.
Bridie Ballantyne ... Miss Christine Storm.”

Thor Storm joined the group. “Hello, Nor-
man, my boy. There are two more passengers;
they’re not staying at your place, they’re going
to the Airline House.”

Norman transferred himself to the driver’s
seat. The Roller Polars, breathless, scrambled
into the back. Bridie and Christine already
were seated. Thor climbed in beside Norman

Raffsky.
Ross stuck his head in at the window
at which Chris sat. “I'll be back tomorrow,

sure, and maybe late today ifl push it.”

The car started with a series of convulsive
jerks, then they were off in a roar that sub-
sided into a succession of snorts.

They were nearing the huddle of houses and
shacks, they skirted the shore. "Say,” Alwin
Polar quavered from the rear seat, “this sure
looks like the end of the world.”

“Wait till you see Barrow,” Thor shouted
back, “you’ll think this is Chicago.”

But the others were not listening. Their
faces were stamped with a look of bewilder-
ment. The station wagon seemed to be stand-
ing still. The world was rushing by. “Wait a
minute!” Bridie yelled. "What’s happening?”

Gently Thor said, “Stop a minute, Norman,
will you?” The station wagon shivered to a
standstill. The world rushed by even faster
than before. They were on the beach path,
and Thor pointed toward the ice-packed
water.

“Why, Bridie! And you, too, Chris. You
ought to know. You've seen the spring
breakup often enough. Here it’s later and big-
ger and swifter. That’s the ice going out. It's
rushing down from the Arctic to the Bering
Sea. Did you ever see a current like that? If
you were to hop one of those big ice plateaus
whirling past us there, you’d get a free ride to
Nome in no time—ifyou stayed on.”

Norman Raffsky started the car again, it
leaped into the air like a bronco spurred. The
car rounded a slight curve and stopped before
a neat white-painted two-story building. In
large black letters the sign on the front read:

Raffsky’s Hotel
and

Trading Post

“But it isn't a trading post at all!” Chris
protested. "It's as big as the Pole Star Hotel
back home and better-looking.”

"You sound like a tourist, Christine,” Thor
said almost crossly.

Bridie stepped out into the blinding late-
June sunshine, the icy late-June air. She
straightened her hat, wrapped her coat more
firmly about her.

The Roller Polars peered through the car
window. "I wish we were staying here at this
place. We’d rather stay here with you folks.”

Norman threw the car into gear. "No
room.” Then, over his shoulder to Thor,
“Back with your bags in a minute.” He drove
on.

In the doorway of his vast store stood Isa-
dor Raffsky, trapper, fur trader, merchant. He
had come from his native Poland at seven-
teen. He knew every infinitesimal Eskimo vil-
lage in the Arctic. His credit was sound from
Point Barrow to New York.

“Thor, my boy!” He, not Thor, the older
man, became the patriarch. “Mrs. Ballan-
tyne! After all these years you are here.”

Thor spoke with serious formality. "Chris-
tine, this is my old friend Isador Raffsky. . . .
My granddaughter, Christine Storm. I've
brought her up here at last.”

Isador Raffsky clasped his hands behind
his back, he stood looking at Christine as one
would survey critically a painting in a gallery.

Bridie had had enough of this drama. “Now
Isador, this isn't the Fourth of July. | want
Chris to meet Mrs. Raffsky.” She raised her
voice to reach a woman who was standing be-
hind the counter in a corner across the store.
“Leah, you being high and mighty with me?”

The common people—the toilers, the
men of uncommon sense—these have
been responsible for nearly all the
social-reform measures which the
world accepts today, w e. Gadstone

Mrs. Isador Raffsky was wrapping a hunk
of Cheddar cheese, two cans of cream-of-
mushroom soup, a pound of hamburger and a
cellophane sack of hard candies. An Eskimo
woman in a red calico baglike garment over
her long fur parka picked up the paper sack.
An infant was pouched on her back, inside the
parka. A boy of two or three walked at her
side, another child was palpably on the way.
Mrs. Raffsky manipulated the cash register,
nodded to the woman with as much manner as
she now displayed in greeting Bridie. Bridie
seemed more voluble than ever, in contrast.

"My, you haven't changed a bit, Leah. ...
Chris, here's Mrs. Raffsky, wants to say hello
to you.”

Christine stared, unaware that she was star-
ing. By some inexplicable alchemy of the cen-
turies Leah Raffsky's luminous slanting eyes,
her high cheekbones curving down to the
delicately sensuous mouth, the carriage, the
manner all might have been copied complete
from ancient Egyptian royalty. Mrs. Raffsky
was totally unaware of this resemblance.
Amidst the cheeses, the canned goods, the
housewares Mrs. Raffsky was wearing a short
boxy lemon-yellow jacket with a small stand-
ing collar—it was cut with reticent elegance
like a Chinese woman’s coat—fine black wool
trousers and tiny black flat slippers. Her skin
was somewhat warmer than ivory, her black
hair was pulled back tightly in a knot at the
nape of the neck.

Now she inclined her head and smiled in
acknowledgment of the introduction. Chris-
tine, to her own discomfiture, found herself
babbling a bit. “ Mrs. Raffsky, what a wonder-
ful store! | thought it would be wolfskins and
mukluks and bacon.”

With a gesture Leah Raffsky indicated that
they were to follow her. As they ascended the
stairs their bags awaited them in a neat row on
the landing.

Christine had visualized bunks, prickly
gray blankets and oil lamps. The walls of this
upper hall, wide and bright, were painted
pink. On either side the open doors revealed
the neat bedrooms furnished in modern light

wood, you glimpsed bedside lamps and pale
blue coverlets and flowered chintz.

Leah Raffsky made a little gesture toward
this room and that. Bridie took over. "Now,
Chris, if you want to take this one—it's the
cutest—VI’ll take that one on the other side.
Thor, which one you having?”

Thor was enjoying the look of incredulity on
Chris’ face. "Any one. They're all too luxuri-
ous for me, I’'m not used to all this roughing it
in the wilds of Alaska.” He swung the bags
into the bedrooms and clumped down the
stairs. When Bridie and Chris turned to speak
to Leah Raffsky she had disappeared.

"What goes on here?” Chris demanded.

From the far end of the long bright hall
came giggles and high young voices.

“It's the Raffsky girls!” Bridie said. “Come
along, Chris." She rushed down the hall;
Chris, following, saw her throw her arms
about two girls in the doorway at the far end.
“Chris, meet the two Raffsky girls, this one’s
Elinor and this one's Nancy. Whyn't you girls
meet us at the airport?”

The Raffsky girls, in features, manner and
deportment, were like two nice plump upper
Bronx girls you might see having an ice-cream
soda at Schrafft's.

“Mamma doesn't like us to go down in the
store much, except to help out, of course,
when they're busy.” Elinor's tone made plain
that this arrangement was family battleground.
"Or the airport either.”

"Something smells elegant!" Bridie called
out. She had sauntered into the dining room
and then vanished into the kitchen.

“Come on,” the two Raffskys said happily,
and linked arms with Chris. Friendly, out-
going as they were, Chris decided for a ques-
tion or two even on such short acquaintance.

"Were you born here—1 mean, have you
always lived here? . . . Where do you go to
school?”

The Misses Raffsky had no secrets from the
world. "We're going to school in Baranof
next year. ... | love your dress, did you get it
in Baranof or send to Seattle? .. . We've in-
vited some people for dinner tonight to meet
you, we love company.”

“Tonight!” Chris said doubtfully.

“Ross can’t make it back by dinnertime,”
Nancy said with the aplomb ofa mind reader.

“How did you know he had planned to get
back?” Startled.

“Oh, everybody in Oogruk knows every-
thing about everybody, it's the mukluk grape-
vine. There's two girls here from Philadel-
phia, they're coming for dinner, and their
husbands are schoolteachers here. Lowell
Aragrook iscoming, too, he and his wife. He’s
in charge of all the Alaska reindeer herds, but
he's been fishing for beluga------ ”

“Chris!” Bridie called from the kitchen.
“Come and see this.”

The Raffsky girls propelled her into the
kitchen—a kitchen that was modern, metallic
and pastel as a Ladies' Home Journal double-
page ad.

“Just throw your eye over that, would
you," Bridie said. Her gesture, as she indicated
a mammoth cake—a Mount McKinley of a
cake—amounted to a formal introduction.
Iced in pink, with chocolate arabesques and
pink flutings, it bore a message, “Welcome
Thor and Christine.”

"There wasn’t room for another name,”
Nancy explained. "We’ll bake another cake
tomorrow just foryou.”

“Tomorrow! There's food enough here to
last fifty people a week. You must have every
room filled and everybody coming for din-
ner.”

“"Roomers! We don’t cook for roomers.
This is a dinner party for our friends to meet
you,” Elinor said.

Nancy said, "If there's anything you want,
just ask Elinor or me, but now I've got to go
and set the table.”

Chris said, “Let me help you—that is, 1d
like to in just a minute, but first | want to say
something to grampa.”

She was off down the hall to the stairway.
The Tanagralike figure of Leah Raffsky was
there at the store counter. She was wrapping
a large club of bologna sausage for a waiting
Eskimo boy. Male voices and the scent of
cigars led Chris to the open door of Isador
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Raffsky's office. The two men sat smoking,
talking.

Thor lookedat the girl’s puzzled face. “Some-
thing you want to know, Christine?”

“Well, you’re busy—I thought maybe you’d
be just walking around------

“Ifit’s about the Raffskys, just ask. Isador’ll
tell you anything you want to know.”

Chris was genuinely embarrassed.
other time will do.”

“Sit down, sit down.” Isador indicated a
chair by throwing its burden of papers to the
floor. “So what you want to know? | came a
boy here from Poland, I didn't have a zloty. |
ran around on a dog sled, buying the stinking
skins from the Eskimos. When | think what |
paid them—uwell, those days it was different in
Alaska. But it's over now. My children are
going to get an education because it's going to
be different. Not like me and Leah had it.”

Chris made up her mind to stop this foray
into the future. “Mrs. Raffsky?” she ven-
tured.

“What you want to know about Leah?”

“1 mean—she’s so lovely-looking and—and
young—and kind of—well—mysterious.”

“Sure she's young. Leah was twenty years
younger than me when we were married.
Leah’s mother was half Eskimo, her father
was a missionary. And what do you think he
was? A rabbi! Did you ever hear before of
such a thing! From Russia. It's a story.”

‘Tve always wondered why they didn't do
more proselytizing,” Thor mused. "They're so
stiff-necked about their religion. Leah’s father
is the only Jewish missionary I’ve heard of
since Jesus.”

“An-

Ross Guildenstern had not appeared at din-
ner. The evening lengthened to nine, to ten
o’clock. Dinner finished, the women sat in the
big pink sitting room. The men had remained
in the dining room.

Chris drifted over to Bridie on the couch.
She pitched her voice low for Bridie's ear,'but
not so low as to be drowned by the constant
music of the phonograph.

“What do you suppose they’re talking about
in there?”

“Alaska.”

“Such old-fashioned behavior. | feel like a
harem inmate.”

Lowell Aragrook, the reindeer herder, was
speaking as she glanced again toward the
quietly conversational dining room. He was
wearing a good navy-blue suit and a bow tie.
On entering before dinner Chris had seen his
parka just before he took it off. It was of finest
seal, bordered with an intricate design in white
ermine. She knew the value of these things, the
time and labor that went into their making.
This was, she knew, a museum piece. Mrs.
Aragrook, in the sitting room, was taking ab-
solutely no part in the women's conversation.
Amiable, half smiling, she simply sat like a
good-natured bronze idol in a good black
crepe dress and a good gold brooch and pince-
nez.

Oh, dear, what are they talking about in
there? Chriswondered. Impulsively she walked
into the dining room, pulled up a vacant chair
and sat there.

The men stopped talking. “Something you
want, Christine?” Thor asked.

“Yes. | want to know what you're talking
about.”

Only Thor appeared not to be startled by
this statement. Bob Shelikov, territorial sen-
ator up from Wolverene, became jocular in
the political tradition. “You fixing to run for
territorial congresswoman. Miss Christine?”

“Not just yet,” Chris said, as determinedly
jocular as he. “But maybe by the time
I'm old enough and know enough it'll be
United States congresswoman | can try for.”

Bob Shelikov was one of the conservatives
who contended that Alaska wasn't ready for
statehood. "M ’m-m, pretty girl like you will
get married and have a family long before
that, Miss Christine.”

She sensed that Thor was displeased with
her. But he answered her question briefly.

"We were talking about something that
wouldn’t interest women. You've heard it all
a hundred times.” He turned to the men. “You
know Christine was raised by newspaper-pub-
lishing grandfathers. So political talk and ter-

ritorial arguments were her Mother Goose.
Uh, let’s see. We were talking about Outside
labor—you know, you’ve heard it all. From
way up here, Seattle and San Francisco seem
far away and not very important. Up here, if
you can get a whale or a seal or two, or enough
moose or reindeer meat, you're set for the win-
ter. Or it used to be true. So it didn't matter if
the big unicfn heads in Seattle wouldn't allow
Alaska labor to do Alaska work, and brought
inseasonal Outside labor instead, boatloads of
them and now planeloads of them. Thou-
sands. And paid them in one lump after they
got back Outside at the end of the season. But
now it has begun to matter, even up here, and
it’s going to be more and more important.
I've been trying to tell these young men
here”—he indicated the two schoolteachers—
“that maybe the time has come for a Boston
Tea Party right here in Alaska.”

A hubbub in the sitting room. “Ross!”
shouted the Raffsky girls. He stood in the
doorway, he was still in his pilot’s uniform.

“"Anybody want to see the Eskimo dances?”

Bridie had had enough of the pink sitting
room. “Sure do. Where?"

“At the Company Hall down the beach. In
about halfan hour. | brought some passengers
down from Barrow. Look, I've got to change,
I'll see you there." He was off down the hall.

EASY DOES 1T...
OR DOES I7?

By GEORGIE
STARBUCK GALBRAITH
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Half the company decided against joining
in this festivity. Bob Shelikov wrapped it up
neatly for the negative side when he said,
“Anyway, if you've seen one Eskimo dance
you've seen ‘em all.”

Certainly Bridie and Thor had seen these
ceremonies countless times.

Thor said now, "Doctor Kramer's showing
us through the hospital tomorrow, and you'll
want to see the schools, and Father Gilhooley
has some magnificent ivory and wood carvings
and altar pieces. Then there's the dental clinic
too.”

“Oh, grampa, let's not be so worthy tomor-
row. First thing in the morning, | mean.”

"What do you want to do?”

“Just wander around and look at things
and talk to people on the beach.”

“She means, | suppose,” Bridie explained,
“that Ross Guildenstern's got some plan to
show her around Oogruk. I can't see that it's
any different from other Eskimo villages, only
bigger.”

"He was born here,” Chris said defensively.
“His grandmother lives here and the aunt and
uncle who brought him up after his parents
died. He said he wants to show us around to-
morrow morning. | don’t know why he made
such a point of it.”

“1 do,” Bridie said grimly.

“Evidently you two are carrying on some
kind of woman warfare that | don't under-
stand. We'll see about half an hour of the
dancing. You do exactly what you want to do
in the morning.”

They were walking down the beach path.
They could hear the Eskimo drums now. The
door of the Company Hall was open. A group
whose ages ranged from six to sixty clustered
there. Periodically they were shooed away by
someone inside.

“Why don't they let them come in?” Chris
wondered.
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“Costs a dollar,” Thor said, “each. Eski-
mos don’t dance for nothing in the tourist sea-
son. They’ve caught on to civilization, right
enough. After the dance has really started
they’ll let these neighbors slip in free.”

Acrctic daylight at night streaming through
the unshaded windows, combined with the ar-
tificial glare of electric bulbs overhead, gave to
the room an effect half eerie, half sordid. At
the far end of the long room the Eskimo drum-
mers sat cross-legged on the floor, the great
flat circles of their walrus-tissue drums spread
before them. Their voices rose and fell in a
chant timed to the beat of the drums. In the
center of the floor a group of men and
women—twelve or more—were moving to-
gether in a slow mystic dance which each indi-
vidual dancer seemed, nevertheless, to be per-
forming solo. Though the air of the room was
close, the dancers wore fur and hooded parkas
ornamented with intricate designs, and on
their shifting feet were mukluks. The dancers
were not, for the most part, young. A few per-
haps were thirty or forty. Others looked sev-
enty or more. Now and then a child would
step into the rhythmically moving group.

“Hi!” There to greet them was Ross
Guildenstern. He had changed from his pilot's
uniform to khaki pants and leather jacket.
“How about these seats? All right?”

"Well, say!” boomed a familiar voice.
“This is great! How you making out?” It was
Alwin Polar of the Roller Polars, with his
partner, still in the beflowered hat. She and
Bridie greeted each other like long-lost sisters.

Thor took up the impromptu explanation.
“Eskimos never used to dance for money. It
started as a ceremony, they danced to express
themselves. These dances act out a story.
Every gesture follows the story the drummers
are chanting.”

“You mean they're saying something—
those men there with the drums?” Polar
turned to Ross. “You understand what they’re
saying? What’s it mean?”

Ross was silent a moment. His attention
concentrated on the drummers and on the
women’s chorus seated on the floor behind
them; on the stylized postures of the dancers.

Now Ross turned back to the tourists. “It
sounds kind of foolish when you tell it, a lit-
eral translation. Well, this hunter went out to
get food for his wife and his children, they had
had no food for days because the man had
been pierced weeks before by the tusks of a
walrus when the man was on the sea in his
kayak. And now as he walked toward the sea
he saw a wolf, but as he prepared to kill the
wolf the wolf turned into a caribou with
antlers and it sped toward the water and as it
ran the hunter saw that the antlers were turn-
ing into tusks like those of a walrus and he
knew then------ ” Ross broke off, his smile a
little rueful. “Well, you get the idea. Tribal
stories never are very interesting.”

One of the group from Barrow touched
Ross on the shoulder. “Cap, you know how
to do those dances? Yourself, I mean.”

"Yes, some of them. | used to try to do them
when I was a kid. You just follow the story as
the singers tell it. This means wolf, see. And
this means caribou. And this--—--"

He stepped forward then and in a moment
he had mingled with the dancers and was in-
distinguishable from them as they moved and
turned and gestured.

The next moment, to Bridie’s horror and to
her own surprise, Chris, too, stepped forward
and joined the dancers. She kept her eyes on
the dancer just in front of her, she raised her
arm thus, she turned her head thus, she shifted
her foot this way, that way. She, too, was al-
most indistinguishable among the shifting
dancers except, perhaps, for the shining gold
mass of her hair as her parka hood slipped
back to her shoulders and the brilliant shafts
of the midnight sun pierced the weather-beaten
windows of the little Arctic-village Eskimo
hall.

Ross Guildenstern came down the beach
path on the run. Nine-thirty in the morning.
He had said nine. As he ran, the small fry of
Oogruk trailed him like the tail of a meteor.

Bridie and Chris, too, were trailed by a like
following. A swarm of black-eyed brown-

CONTINUED ON PAGE 84
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 82
skinned boys and girls had somehow sprung out
of the earth as the two women had turned
into the beach path.

“Hi!” they yelled, as they ran alongside, as
they ran ahead, backward, as they trailed. “Hi!”
They stared at Christine and Bridie with the em-
barrassing, inescapable gaze of children. As they
ran they pointed and said something that
sounded like “Booga.”

“What do they mean?” Bridie said.

“Ross could tell us.”

“Ross.” Bridie rolled the r and hissed the
double s. “He said nine, it's nine-thirty or more
now, and he hasn’t showed up.”

“Booga! Booga!" chanted the children. One
of them even tugged at Christine's parka.

Chris bent over. "What do you mean, booga?”

“Hi!" shouted an adult male voice from a dis-
tance. Ross came on the run up the beach with a
stream of merry impish black-eyed children
trailing him.

“I'm sorry. | got an A.C.S. message. | had to
go out to the airport. Are the kids bothering
you? They’re not supposed to do this.”

“But they didn't do anything,” Chris said.
“They were just saying something we didn’t
understand. Booga, or something like that.”

His face cleared. "Beluga. Lowell Aragrook
is beaching a couple of big ones. Come on.
Come on, kids."

“You're upset about something. There was
something in the A.C.S. message.”
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“Look, Chris, do you think you
could go to Barrow late today instead
of starting tomorrow?”

Bridieaddressed herselfto the world
in general. "He's gone daft.”

“1 mean you, too, Bridie, of course.
And Thor! | wish you would. Other-
wise | can't fly you up. Ijust got or-
ders. | have to pick up a bunch in
Nome. You weren't going to stay
more than a night and a day in Bar-
row anyway. Then I'd fly you back
here—that is, if you want more time
here in Oogruk.”

The two were alone in the midst of
a ludicrous company. Bridie marching
ahead in the splendor of velvet and
fur and gloves like a parade com-
mander. Eddying all around them the
raggle-taggle sprites.

"Of course I'd love to have you
show us around Oogruk. But if you
can't, youcan't. ldon't see why you're
so grim about it.”

He laughed then, his face clearing
like a child's. "1’ve made up my mind
I'm going to show you Oogruk today.
And then Barrow if | can. I'll do it if
it costs me my job.”

"l honestly don't know what's the
matter with you, Ross Guildenstem.”

"Yes you do.”

In the half shelter of a single strip
of raised canvas on the windy beach a
pretty girl was bent over a mysterious
task. A young Eskimo girl. She
glanced up as the little procession
came by. "Hi!” she called to them.

"Hi!” Rosscalled inreturn. “Bridie!
Stop a minute, will you? Come on
down here, Chris. | want you to meet
somebody.”

The girl squatting on her heels on
the beach was wearing modish black
slacks and a tailored red shirt, neatly
tucked into her belt. On her small feet
were white socks and stitched loafers
of red leather.

She was expertly cutting up a dead
seal with an ulu.

“Joan,” Ross said, “this is Mrs.
Ballantyne, up from Baranof. And
Christine Storm.... My cousin, Joan
Kungok.”

“I'm happy to meet you,” Joan
said, and indicated the sharp bloody
implement in her hand. "Excuse me,
won’t you, for not getting up,” she
said politely to the older woman.

"Well, for land’s sakes,” Bridie ex-
claimed inadequately.

“How—how wonderful!” Chris
said, and meant it. “Do you mind if |
watch you a minute?”

“Of course not,” the girl said. “1I'm
not very good at it. I've just learned
how, really. You ought to see my
mother do it, or my grandmother.”

The instrument in her hand was
shaped like an old-fashioned meat
chopper. Its blade was curved, her
hand grasped the handle. With mi-
raculous deftness she held the carcass
with her left hand while she sliced the
thick layer of blubber from the skin.
It rolled down inside the skin as you
would separate the meat of a melon
from the rind.

“What are you going to do with
that?” Bridie demanded.

“Eat it,” Joan Kungok said blithely.
“Next winter. | don’t like it any more,
but the old people and some of the
grownups do. There are lots of ways
of cooking seal meat. You can eat it
fresh or salted or dried. The old people
like to eat the blubber. Maybe that's
why they didn't die of tuberculosis
years and years ago, the way so many
of us young people do now.”

"Hold it, Joan.” Smiling down at
her, Ross raised an arresting palm.
“These ladies are Alaskans. They
know the score. Mrs. Ballantyne used
to be a nurse. Tell her what you’re
studying for.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 87
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The girl’s serious young face became sud-
denly brilliant as she smiled up at Bridie. “I’'m
in training at the hospital here.”

“Look at that, now! Bless you, child.”

One of the small boys who had been peering
into the open mouth of the seal now touched
the jagged brown teeth with one plump fore-
finger. Then he wagged the finger chidingly,
“Eat too much candy.”

Christine’s laugh rang out, and Ross’, and
Bridie’s. “You darling!” Christine said, and
stooped to kiss the top of the child’s head.

“Come on, come on, girls.” Ross waved
them up the beach.

Joan called to them as they left, “I hear
Lowell brought in the first belugas.”

The town seemed to be streaming toward
the beach. Men, women, children, dogs. The
electricity of excitement was in the air. Ross
began to run, then he remembered and
dropped back with the two women. Word-
lessly he and Chris each thrust an arm through
Bridie’s. They whisked her, laughing, protest-
ing, along the rutted stony path toward the
crowd gathered around the objects in the wa-
ter below the sloping beach.

“Hello there!” the Roller Polars called to
them. “Say, this is worth the trip.”

Lowell Aragrook was standing hip deep in
the water. With him were two men. The three
were lashing ropes around the circumference
of three white incredible objects that floated
in the sluggish surge of the icy waters.

Lowell Aragrook called, “Hey, Ross, give
us a hand,” and flung at him the end of a long
thick rope. The men at work in the water
flung another rope and another and another,
curling toward other strong deft hands on
shore. And now the three weirdly beautiful
objects that lay so dreamily on the water were
secured at last.

They lay gleaming white as ermine, the male
and the female great white whales. The third
was pale gray; it was an infant, it still wore its
baby fur. Half submerged in the shallow water
they were eerie, spectral.

“Take hold here and pull,” Ross said. A
dozen—twenty—thirty hands were at the
ropes now. A final tug and the three were
beached, high and dry.

Lowell Aragrook had waded ashore, he
stood looking down at his Herculean catch.
“1'm sorry about the little one. But it was too
small to make out by itself.” He glanced
casually down at his dripping mukluks. His
little bow to Bridie, to Chris was both in greet-
ing and farewell, for now he strode briskly up
the beach to the path. The crowd, too, dis-
persed like an audience when the show is
finished. Puzzled, Chris realized that there re-
mained besides herself and Bridie and Ross
only the swarm of children, the two Polars, and
one stout middle-aged woman in a bright red
calico slip over her parka. The metal object in
her hand glinted in the sun and Chris recog-
nized it as an ulu somewhat larger than the
one with which Joan Kungok had so deftly
sliced the seal. The woman was Mrs. Aragrook,
the Raffskys’ dinner guest of the night before.

“Why did he go away?” Chris asked.
“Lowell, I mean.”

“His work is done,” Ross said. “The rest is
woman’s work. In a half hour she’ll have the
whole beluga cut and skinned. Come on. Let’s
go.”

The Polars glanced up, glanced down the
bleak little beach path. “Where you folks
going now?” Alwin Polar inquired.

With candor and sweetness Ross said, “I
am taking these friends to my grandmother’s
house. | am sorry that | can’t ask you to come
with us.”

“Well, sure, you wouldn’t want strangers
barging in,” Alwin Polar agreed cheerfully.
“We’ll just ramble around.”

Chris said, very low, “Let the poor lambs
come with us, they’re lost.”

“No,” Ross said. “No.”

A strangely quiet species of panic possessed
Bridie as she teetered along the rough beach
path with Ross and Chris. She conducted a
somewhat frantic conversation with herself:
This isn'tjust boy-and-girl stuffany more. He's
really in love with her, he's ten years older than
she is, well, that's all right but she isn't going to
take him seriously if I can help it. He's up to

something. Czar was right, | guess. It's time
Chrisgot away, saw something besides Alaska.

They stopped at a one-room shack con-
nected by a ramshackle passageway with a
frame house. The door of the little dwelling
was open and inside and outside small children
and big dogs were playing. They became quiet
as Ross stopped at the doorway. The children’s
faces were upturned with the mute adoration
that had been reflected in the faces of the chil-
dren on the beach.

From his pocket Ross took a little sack of
candy, he opened it and counted out a hand-
ful of hard bright balls. “One for each of you,
that’s all, because sugar is good for you but
too much is bad for your teeth. The rest of it
is for my grandmother.”

“No teeth,” one of the boys said quickly.

“That’s right. Now out, kids, stay outside
until we leave. I’'m bringing visitors to see my
grandmother.”

“Tourists?”

“No.” He looked directly at Christine.
“Grandmother lives alone because that’s what
she wants to do, and she works because that
makes her feel she isn’t a burden. My uncle
and his wife live next door here, and they look
after her. She’s almost blind, but she wants to
be as independent as—well, as you want to be,
| suppose, Chris.”

Ross Guildenstem’s ancient grandmother
looked up brightly as they entered. Her
withered yellow face creased into a smile of a
hundred wrinkles as she recognized his voice.
She spoke his name.

The old woman sat on a board bed that was
like a shelf in the wall. It was supported by
wooden blocks and stood perhaps eighteen
inches above the floor. Her head was thrust a
little upward and her chin a little forward,
and her face wore the uncertain half-smile
of the sightless or nearly sightless. The young
man spoke to her in the language of her
people and she nodded and smiled. She raised
one hand in greeting. Then the hands resumed
the work on which she had been engaged.

“God bless her, look at the cut of her,
wouldyou!” Bridiesaid. “Working, mind you.”

She was making thread for the sewing of
skins. The threads would hold together for-
ever the wolfskins, the wolverine skins, the
sealskins, the otter, the fox. Fur parkas for the
men and women and children. Mukluks.
Hoods. Gloves. The thread was made of moose
or caribou sinew, and it was the old woman’s
proud task to roll the strands so expertly that
they made the unbreakable thread.

Ross Guildenstem leaned over and touched
her cheek with his strong brown hand that
bore the Air Force ring, and murmured some-
thing. The grotesque old mask lighted so that
for one moment between the young man and
the indomitable old blind woman a curious
resemblance sprang into being.

“Oh, Ross!” Chris said, as they called
good-by to the children and walked down the
road. “It’s dark in there, and it can’t be
healthy. Shouldn’t she be in a comfortable
place, and not working? She’s so old and
feeble.”

“Grandma isn't really that old and she’s as
tough as that thread she's making. She’s do-

ing what she wants to do, she loves it. If you
took it away from her she would die.”

Caution told Bridie that there now had been
enough of Ross Guildenstem’s family. “Now
what? I'm beginning to be hungry. Your
grandpa’ll be looking for us, Chris.”

“No he won't,” Chris said calmly, “and
besides, how lost can you be in Oogruk?”

“1 like to know where I’'m going,” Bridie
snapped, “before 1 go.”

Ross pointed to a turn in the rough path.
“Right there. That hammering sound you
hear is what we’re headed for.”

"1 suppose that’s your aunt, building a
house,” Chris said.

“Not quite. But you’re warm.”

Ross' uncle and aunt were working in the
cluttered yard of their weather-beaten house.
Six or eight sled dogs yapped and snarled in
their compound. Ross threw more charm than
was absolutely necessary, Chris thought, into
the introduction.

“Hi, Aunt Angeline! . . . This is my aunt,
Mrs. Asakluk. . .. Over there working on the
boat, Frank Asakluk. Hiyuh, Frank! ... Mrs.
Ballantyne . . . Christine Storm, they’re up
from Baranof to see the sights.”

Frank Asakluk waved a hammer at them
gaily. He went on building his boat. Angeline
Asakluk did not rise or offer her hand be-
cause both her hands were dripping with blood
and grease. Her friendly smile beamed above
the headless carcass of a seal suspended on a
rack in front of her.

“1’m making a seal poke,” she said.

A protective feeling surged warmly over
Chris for the second time. Ross’ eyes were on
her. Her natural curiosity overcame her re-
pugnance to the blood, the decapitated
cadaver.

“Tell me, I’'m so interested in what you’re
doing. | know it isn’t the same—we were
watching Ross’ Cousin Joan cutting up a
seal—but what’s a seal poke?”

“It’s the Eskimo freezer,” Ross said. “Tell
Chris how you do it, Angie.”

“1’m taking out the insides. | reach through
this hole where the head used to be and cut
everything away and take it out. You have to
be careful not to cut the skin. Then we turn
the whole skin inside out and clean it and we
blow it up for drying and we rub it with ashes
so that it will dry better. And when it’s dry we
fill it with meats or berries or green-leaf plants
for storing all through the winter. It makes the
best freezer you ever saw.”

“Now,” Bridie observed, “I’ve seen every-
thing.”

“Angeline can do anything,” Ross an-
nounced cheerfully. “What a girl! She isn’t
really my aunt, you know. Frank’s my uncle;
Angeline’s his second wife. Angeline used to
teach at the Native Serviceschool.” He glanced
across the yard at the open door of the house,
he looked up and down the road. “Where’s
Rolf? I thought he’d be here.”

“He was here a minute ago. Rolf! Rolf!”
Angeline called, but not loudly.

“Rolf!” Ross shouted.

Angeline laughed aloud then, and pointed
to where her husband stood, busy with his
boat. Over the rim of the trestled boat’s edge
a red sombrero rose above a pair of black eyes.

“Hi, Rolf!” Ross shouted. “Come here.”

Over the boat’s side there clambered a boy
of perhaps six. He dropped agilely to the
ground and ran toward Ross, a handsome
compact child. He was in full movie-cowboy
regalia—sombrero, plaid shirt, chaps, boots.
He carried two guns in a holster and as he ran
toward the group he pulled out the guns.

“Why, it’s Hopalong Asakluk!” Chris said,
falling into the spirit of the thing.

“Stick ’em up!” yelled the boy, a gun in
either hand. Obligingly feigning terror, they
raised their hands high over their heads.

“1 don't think he ought to play with guns,
Angie,” Ross said. “I hate to see kids play
with guns.” Then he stooped, picked up the
boy and held him high, but the small booted
feet beat a tattoo in remonstrance and Ross
set him down.

“Sorry, old boy,” Ross said. He laid a hand
gently on the child's shoulder. “Chris, this is
my son Rolf. He was named after my father.”

(To be Concluded)
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THE CHALLENGE OF THIS CENTURY

the most able when it is informed and aware
of what is at stake in public education.

The Palo Alto plan is comprehensive, in-
volving all the schools in the system—twenty
elementary, two junior and two senior high
schools. It directly involves about 1000 chil-
dren in the secondary schools and 500 in the
elementary. From the start, care was taken to
avoid creating a “little snob” class, although
actually, as assistant superintendent Jack Rand
points out, the danger of good students’ be-
coming a clique of snobs is not very great. The
opposite extreme is more likely—and more
common. In most schools smart youngsters
assume the attitude expmsced by their less able
classmates—“Don’t be a D. A. R.,” meaning
“Don’t be a damned average-raiser!” Those
who violate this edict are called “queers.”
Palo Alto's “cradle to college” program for
exceptionally able children is an additional
effort to raise academic standards in a univer-
sity town where the standards are already
comparatively high.

At Stanford Elementary School, for ex-
ample, fourth, fifth and sixth graders are get-
ting a taste of such heady subjects as physics,
chemistry, geology, philology and logic. A
tape recording of nine-, ten- and eleven-year-
olds discussing their “interest groups” seems
the more incredible for an occasional lisp
among the childish voices: “Well, in chemistry
we made this model of a battwy... we filled it
with a solution of sulphuric acid.” . . . “Sul-
phuric acid is very dangerous—the formula is
H2FO4.” . . . “Then we used an elec-electron
pump and charged it for three or four min-
utes.” ... “Susan’s hair was supposed to stand
on end, but it didn’t because hair is not a very
good conducer of electricity.” . “Our
teacher brought in an electroscope. Besides
telling us what an electroscope was he showed
us how to make our own.”

The nonscientists are also vocal. In phi-
lology (word study): “We had lots of fun. We
learned a lot of Latin and Greek—prefixes,
roots and suffixes. It was lots of fun.” . ..
“You felt kinda like you’ve got something,
kinda secure.” In art: “We learned a lot of
words we didn’t know too. We went to a
stable and drew a horse.” ... “We also had a
real kitten for a model.” ... “I didn't know
you started with shapes—I thought it was
faces.” In modern dance: “1 had never seen it
and never taken any part in it. What | liked
best was the composition, making up dances
just as you felt like to music.” In storytelling:
“You can tell stories to younger children—
and that’s good.” . . . “Storytelling is a lot
like acting.” . . . “Most people don’t think it
takes much to tell a story—but it does!”

As this last child said, it takes something—
probably the glow of bright young faces and
sparkling eyes—to tell the story of Palo Alto’s
gifted-child program. The interest groups,
which in most of the elementary schools meet
twice a week for twelve weeks during the
winter months, are led by teachers who them-
selves have special interest and training in a
particular subject, or by other adults in the
community who volunteer.

Some of the group leaders are from the
faculty of Stanford University or are employed
by research or engineering firms located in
Palo Alto. These experts, many of them re-
nowned in their fields, share with very young
children knowledge most people assume be-
longs only in higher education. Parents with
years of practical experience in less erudite
occupations also lead interest groups.

The children love it. “I hardly knew any-
thing about physics before | started,” one
blue-eyed nine-year-old girl confided. “It’s
fun—you get out of schoolwork and you
learn things you didn’t know before,” said
another. The purpose of the interest groups is
to give direction to a child’s natural curiosity
and, incidentally, to help him understand why
reading, writing and arithmetic are so im-
portant. Without mastery of these tools, he
soon discovers, he can’t find out what he
wants to know. “The idea,” said one boy,
“is not to teach a great deal about a certain
subject but to open new doors.”

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 51

Group leaders are equally enthusiastic. Al-
bert Robinson, a “semiretired” electronics
engineer and father of five children under
twelve, led a group in the study of electricity
at Barron Park Elementary School. He enter-
tained the children by constructing motors
and other devices out of bits of tin, wire and
nails. “I wanted to see how simple I could
make things to show some of the fundamental
and universal concepts of physics,” he said.
He made a small car powered by a battery and
the starter motor from a junked automobile
in which each child could have a ride when he
was able to explain how an electric motor
works. One boy brought his father to the
Robinson home and asked him to repeat the
experiments he had performed in class “so dad
can understand them.” The rudiments of
physics, Mr. Robinson believes, can be taught
to children “as soon as they can talk.”

Elena Greene, a young mother who speaks
Spanish, conducted a group in the study of
that language at Green Gables Elementary
School. She used no textbook—*Most Span-
ish textbooks have not been revised since the
year one.” She began by teaching her group to
sing simple Spanish folk songs while she ac-
companied them on her guitar. She had no
discipline problems and feels the children got
a basic feeling for the Spanish language during
the short time she had with them. “Children
listen with their whole selves, even when they
appear not to be,” she said, “and that is the
way to learn a foreign language—to give your-
self to it without thinking about it. Very
young children are able to do this best.”

The success of such a program depends
largely upon the support of parents. "With-
out the help of men and women in the com-
munity who volunteered their services, our in-
terest-group program would have been impos-
sible,” said John Bracken, principal of the
Barron Park School. In the support of par-
ents, the Palo Alto school system is fortunate.
The town has more than a normal share of
well-educated, able and energetic citizens—
people who value learning highly. Parent-
Teacher Association meetings are invariably
packed and the discussion more often deals
with fundamental matters of education than
how to get new equipment. At the school ad-
ministration offices there is a card file of more
than 500 community “resource persons” who
have indicated a willingness to appear before
school groups. The topics cover a wide range
of human activities: business and industry,
cattle raising (“will show a small group
branding at my ranch”), community and gov-
ernment service, dance, drama, electronics
(thirty cards under this heading), health, hob-
bies and collections, travel, transportation,
music (one card, that of a former symphony
conductor, noted, "will describe the evolution

of symphonic music”), the United Nations,
vocations—and many others. The Palo Alto
Times publishes a daily column of the writing
of school children called “Youth Said It.”

The Gifted Child Committee, made up of
seventeen teachers, principals, parents and
special consultants, met for the first time in the
fall of 1953 and spent two years in study and
discussion. Preceding this the California Con-
gress of Parents and Teachers had sponsored a
study of the education of gifted children and
published a report. A large section of the Palo
Alto chapter of the American Association of
University Women devoted all its meetings to
the topic in 1954.

“There was some danger,” one member of
the committee noted, “that the program
would be expected out of existence by those
who looked for miracles before it even got
started.” Nevertheless, when the school board
approved the formation of a gifted-child pro-
gram and an expenditure of $20,000 for the
first year of its existence, it came as a surprise
to almost no one. Dr. Kenneth Martyn, now
associate dean of Los Angeles City College,
was appointed director of research.

The Gifted Child Committee set as its goal
the grade acceleration of at least 25 per cent
of the students with 1.Q.’s of 140 or above.
Screening to identify the gifted child, on the
basis of tests and teacher evaluations, was
established as a continuing process beginning
with the third grade. (Some 6 per cent of the
children in Palo Alto were found to have such
high 1.Q.’s, as compared with about one in
400 in the general population.)

Contrary to the myth that “bright kids
don’t need help—they’ll find their way,” many
children with high intelligence quotients do
not do especially well in their schoolwork.
They are often bored and literally shut their
minds to unchallenging material. To undis-
cerning teachers, some of them might appear
to be stupid.

There are two types of specially grouped
classes in the Palo Altojunior and senior high
schools. The so-called Research Classes, of
which there are ten, are for children with
1.Q.’s of 140 or above, even though some of
them did not do outstanding work in their
regular classes. These students get a broader,
deeper presentation of the same material
given ordinary classes. There are twenty-five
Advanced Standing Classes for students who
have done superior work even though their
ability may be only slightly above average.
Candidates for the Advanced Standing Classes
are selected on the basis of ability, achieve-
ment and aptitude, as determined by tests and
consultation with teachers and parents. These
students proceed with advanced work in one
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or two subjects usually at least a year ahead of
their normal age group. Both Research and
Advanced Standing students attend other
classes with the normal assortment of good,
bad and indifferent students their age. They
are not “cut off from the crowd” and many of
them are leaders in student government, ath-
letics, dramatics and other extracurricular
activities.

Most of the Research and Advanced Stand-
ing classes are small, ranging from seventeen
to twenty-five students, although one biology
class at Jordan Junior High has more than
thirty. At Cubberly High School there is one

eleventh-grade Advanced Standing English
class of twenty-five students which has two
full-time teachers. They alternate in the class-
room and both keep busy because of the
amount of preparation needed. The head of
the department, Wade Robinson, looks for-
ward to the day when he will have at least
three teachers for every two classes. This ar-
rangement he can show is most efficient, al-
though for most high-school department heads
it must remain only a dream.

Jean White, teacher of a ninth-grade Re-
search class in English at Jordan Junior High,
said, “Small classes give the teacher a chance
to move around, to have various students
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working on different projects at the same time.
We had book discussions and it turned out
that we had two space-fiction addicts. They
were always talking about space fiction in
terms none of us could understand. Other
members of the class pinned them down, and
it turned out they weren’t sure what they were
talking about either. No student can get
away with much when the rest of the class is
right up with him. It was a great chance for
me to show how important it is to know how
to write, say, think what you mean, without
hiding behind blurry jargon.”

“When you first have a class like this,”
Robert Leon said (he has a Research class in
tenth-grade English at Palo Alto Senior High),
“you think the kids are somehow different
from others, special—but they're not. You
soon find they behave about like the rest.
They are often challenging and, of course,
alert, but as a group it’s just like any other
class.”

Even a casual observer will note some dif-
ferences, however. The exceptionally able
youngsters tend to drift into the classroom
early—and, like normal groups, they talk.
But then they linger after class and talk some
more, the chief difference being they talk
about something. They seem to be thinking
and, blessing of blessings, they have others to
talk to.

For example, in Clyde Parrish's senior sci-
ence seminar, an Advanced Standing class at
Cubberly High School, class began long before
he entered the room. One boy had drawn a
design for a perpetual-motion machine on the
blackboard and was challenging others to tell
him why it wouldn't run
forever. “I know it won't,”
he was saying, “but why
won’t it?”
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dents can learn the fundamentals much earlier
than they do now,” he insisted. "Instead of
how to cook and social adjustment, young-
sters need to meet the vistas of knowledge
much earlier.

“1’'m also interested in seeing that they get
a sense of the history of science. In this age,
it’s easy for students to get the idea that a lot
of things—telephone, radio, TV, and the
great industrial and medical advances—grew
on trees, because they have been around all of
their short lives. | keep trying to show the
sacrifices, the years of defeat and plain hard
work, that went into them.”

Since Advanced Standing classes are hard
work and take much of a student’s time, not
all who are selected as eligible choose to take
them. Some already have a heavy schedule of
activities; others prefer not to work so hard.
They are not required to do so and may pro-
ceed with their regular classes. Those who do
so, however, may complete during their senior
year in high school as much as a year of col-
lege English, mathematics, science or social
science. Ifthey pass standardized testsand meet
requirements, many colleges will give them
advanced standing and credit for the work.

According to Robert Shutes, co-ordinator
for the Palo Alto program, the “little snob”
question seldom rears its ugly head. He re-
called an incident of one little girl who went
home from school in tears because she thought
she was not eligible to take a difficult math-
ematics test. But it turned out she was eligible,
and along with seventy other junior-high stu-
dents who completed seventh-grade math in
the sixth grade, she is now
happily at work on algebra
in the eighth grade.

Most students in the

“Because ‘forever’ is too
long a time!” another boy
informed him.

By the time the teacher
arrived the small group

At the end of the day flat-

tery and censure never
know which has done the
most harm.

HENRY S. HASKINS
Meditations in Wall Street
William Morrow and Company

special classes are too busy
keeping up with the others
to feel boastful about their
accomplishments; students
in the ordinary classes have

was warmed up for an avid
discussion of friction, the
perpetual motion of a
pendulum, forms of energy
and why some machines will run forever—
if it is not too long. Mr. Parrish concluded
the discussion by suggesting that the boy
actually try to build a perpetual-motion
machine instead of endlessly theorizing
about it. “One of the things I’ve learned,” he
said, “is that—in science, at least—some of the
highest 1.Q.'s don’t like actual work. It may
be that they haven’t had a chance before and
never got into the habit.”

In Henry Martin's science seminar at the
Palo Alto Senior High, students choose what-
ever excites their interest and explore it to the
fullest. His students are engaged in individual
research projects dealing with such matters as
rocket fuel, rare earth elements and automa-
tion. One boy is working on a plan for a com-
puter which he hopes will be able to calculate
the possible matchings of biological character-
istics in parents and give the odds on their
having a “made-to-order” offspring. Two
boys took a day off to visit an elementary
school and explain to a second-grade class,
with appropriate demonstrations, why and
how Sputnik stays up there.

M uch of their work is directed toward com-
petition in various science contests such as the
Westinghouse Scholarship Contest and the
National Science Fair. (A local science fair is
the first step to the final which is held in
Washington, D.C., and the prizes include
money and college scholarships.) Five of the
gifted students from Palo Alto High School
have spent the summer at the University of
Nevada for an intensive program called “The
Junior Engineers’ and Scientists' Summer In-
stitute.” Eight students have been placed dur-
ing the summer in research laboratories at
Stanford and nearby research firms.

Mr. Martin pointed out that colleges are
overloaded with information that did not
exist ten or twenty years ago and that high
schools have got to provide more of the fun-
damentals in each science. To accomplish
this, some subjects must be “stepped down”
to the earlier grades. He laments the lockstep
in secondary science teaching. "Many stu-

little reason to envy their
labors. Since the plan covers
all schools in town, from
the early grades through
high school, it is accepted by most as merely
another aspect of busy school life. Evaluations
based upon the Classroom Social Distance
Scale—a kind of opinion survey among stu-
dents in aclass to determine how they rate one
another as persons—show that the students se-
lected for the special classes remain as friendly
and are chosen as friends as widely as before.

Parents agree. The comment of Mrs. Ira
Thatcher, whose daughter has been in several
English Research classes, is typical: “There
was some worry it might make for a bad at-
titude, but it certainly hasn’t. Members of the
class do not have any feeling of superiority,
because they have to work so hard to keep up
with the others.” Mrs. Arthur Ellis, whose son,
Hugh, has been in Research classes in junior
and senior high school, said: "At the start
people worried about the kids' becoming snob-
bish, but in actual practice nothing like that
has happened. | think that it has done a great
deal of good for children who seemed to be
lone wolves.”

The cost of such a program is hard to
separate from general school expenses. The
biggest investment is probably in the time of
teachers and that of the psychological testing
service. The total budget allotted specifically
to the project in Palo Alto last year was
$52,050. The budget for the program for the
mentally retarded was $57,530. The program
for the mentally retarded directly affects only
seventy-five children. The gifted-child pro-
gram, exclusive of the interest groups which
are for all, directly affects 1500 children of the
total school enrollment of about 10,000.

Superintendent Gunn is satisfied that the
program has demonstrated its worth in the
three years in which it has been operating.
“Tests show that children in the program are
achieving more,” he said.

Even so, according to Lucille Nixon, the
administrative consultant whose suggestions
started the program, it is far from a com-
pleted accomplishment at the present time.
“Don’t tell people we have all the answers,”
she begged. “They’ll write and ask us how it is
done—and we don’t know!”

end
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Busies
tom atoes
In town.!

making dozens of dishes quicker and easier

they’'re ready-seasoned with onion, celery, green pepper

How deliciously different can an easy vegetable be? Just You’ll fix this gourmet vegetable in minutes when you

try Del Monte Stewed Tomatoes! They come seasoned start with Del Monte Stewed Tomatoes. Serve them
with onion, celery and green pepper, ready to heat.

Everybody has a favorite macaroni dish that calls for
tomatoes, onion and green pepper—don’t you? Save time
piping hot, with crunchy, garlic-salted croutons. and work by using Del Monte Stewed Tomatoes.

It’s so easy to give rich flavor to pork or veal chops, Making a whole-meal soup like Shrimp or Crab Gumt
chicken, lamb shanks. Brown the meat, add Del Monte Minestrone, Manhattan-type chowders? Just think, he
Brand Stewed Tomatoes, simmer to tenderness. are four of your ingredients all in one can, ready to ad

Time and time again, you need tomatoes with onion and What’s new in stew or goulash? Del Monte Stewed
green pepper for hamburger recipes: meat balls, one-dish Tomatoes—already perfectly seasoned, so you needn’t
meals, spaghetti sauce. Shortcut: Stewed Tomatoes. peel onions, chop green peppers or celery. Just add!

Belmonte STEWED TOMATOES
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Easy Marshmallow Surprises

Kraft Recipe-size Marshmallows

You don’t have to cut ’em up! And theyre made a
new way—so they stay soft.

Sprinkle them over sliced bananas in glasses and fill
with apricot nectar for Marshmallow Golden Cocktail;
measure them by the cup for molded gelatin treats like
Banana Cherry Regal Salad above; broil them as the
clever meringue for a luscious pie , .

Banana
Marshmallow Pie:

Slice 2 or 3 bananas into an 8- or 9-
inch cooled baked pastry shell. Pre-
pare 1package instant vanilla pudding
and pie filling according to package
directions for pie. Pour over bananas.
Let stand about 5 minutes. Sprinkle
2 cups Kraft Miniature Marshmallows
over top. Place pie under broiler until
the marshmallows are lightly browned.
Chill for 30 minutes.

Free Recipe Booklet! Write to: Kraft
Miniature Marshmallows, Box 1513,
Dept. L5, Chicago 77, 111

10 miniatures equal 1 regular size marshmallow

The only kind that stay soft!
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tells her philosophy o fentertaining

to Nancy Cranford Wood

Mrs. Phipps’favorite menus are based on recipes collected

over the years by her mother, Mrs. Theodore Price.

(Mrs. Phipps became interested in scouting through her mother s
friendship with Juliette Low. founder ofthe Girl Scouts.)

idea of a party is a small party,” says
Mrs. Howard Phipps. “Whenever it’s pos-
sible, I like to keep the number of people at a
dinner party at a maximum of eight or ten—
with lots of delicious food and interesting con-
versation—that's my ideal! | was fortunate in
inheriting a collection of wonderful recipes from
my mother, which I rely on for our entertaining;
my mother had a sweet tooth, and so dessert at
our house is apt to be something glamorous—
like a creamy vanilla pudding with a delicious
orange-and-strawberry sauce. Or creme brulee,
served with raspberries or strawberries.”

Harriet Phipps is a serene and charming per-
son, enormously energetic; a busy hostess who
also works tirelessly as president of the Girl
Scout Council of Greater New Y ork—a full-time
job in itself.

“When | entertain for the Girl Scouts,” says
Mrs. Phipps, “it’s never less than fifty people at
a luncheon or tea, so I'm not inexperienced in
entertaining large groups—it's just that for din-
ner parties | think a small number makes the
best party.

“One of our favorite menus for a small dinner
goes thisway: a first course of steaming hot con-
somme, then hot sliced tongue, served with a
delicious mushroom-and-raisin sauce (my moth-
er’s recipe), a casserole of creamed spinach, green
salad, and individual baked caramel custards.

“My two favorite hors d'oeuvres,” says Mrs.
Phipps, “are special little open-faced mushroom
sandwiches, and something my mother called
‘cheese blisters’—thin, delicate strips of pastry,
light as a feather, with lots of cheese worked into
the dough." The mushroom sandwiches are de-
liciously flavored with chicken pate, mayonnaise
and lemon juice.

"Another menu of ours which works beau-
tifully at a buffet party has as its main course hot
sweetbread timbales, served on rounds of ham,
a salad of tomato aspic, made in a ring mold, the
center filled with cucumber chunks which have

A tureen of luscious chicken-and-ham gumbo is often the center of attraction on the buffet table. been mar_mated n Fre_nch_ dressm_g. Hot bu_t-
tered baking-powder biscuits go with the main

Serve with rice, and an unusual salad—artichoke bottomsfilled with mixed vegetables course, and there's pineapple sherbet for dessert.

which have been marinated in French dressing. “An alternate main dish forthis meal, equally
Corn sticks and a vanilla-cream pudding with orange-and-strawberry sauce complete the menu. delicious, is a continued on page 143



CAN THIS MARRIAGE BE SAVED?

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 65

He bullies Jenny for using the telephone too
much. Since Jenny was obliged to move in
with the younger girls to make room for
her grandmother, 1 believe she should be
shown extra consideration. Not that Jenny
is appreciative of my efforts. She complains
to me that her little sisters, who are six and
nine, use her lipstick and perfume and med-
dle in her things. The three of them argue
and bicker all the time. If Dick is around he
mixes in and there is a battle royal, involving

everybody except poor mother, who does her
best to keep away from the firing line.

“Dick complains that I’'m neglecting him
and the girls. It isn’t true. Just last month |
threw a surprise birthday party for Jenny. A
dozen youngsters celebrated with a barbecue
inour back yard and then went dancing. When
Jenny was late getting home, Dick blamed me;
we wrangled for hours. Next morning | woke
with a blinding headache. | could hardly stay
on my feet, but | managed to keep up with the

However you "cream" your coffee now-

You'll love the fresh taste and

convenience of PR EA M

housework and look after mother too. I'm
a better-than-average housekeeper and cook
and | intend to maintain my standards. The
children and Dick are fond of pies and
cake; | bake every day. Mother pays for her
high-priced medicines. Nevertheless, our gro-
cery bills have skyrocketed because I'm cook-
ing more expensive foods for her. | make
strenuous efforts to economize. Last Saturday
I drove twenty miles to adowntown sale to buy
Dick a supply of bargain shirts, leaving a
neighbor to handle the insulin injections. The
neighbor was clumsy with the hypodermic
needle and mother's arm hurt so much that for
two days | carried her meals to her on trays.

OVER THE
COFFEE CUPS
by Sally Ross

“Coffee-Break” Dept.: Next time
the girls come over for coffee,
give them a variety of dough-
nuts. In separate paper bags,
shake plain doughnuts in pow-
dered sugar, cinnamon, and
nutmeg . . . delicious!

And if they like their coffee
“with” . . . they’ll love it with
Pream! Its fresh flavor makes
a good cup of coffee taste even
better. (That goes for tea and
cocoa, t00.)

Extra creaminess! New Instant
Pream® is made entirely from
fresh, sweet cream and other
milk products, by the exclusive
Pream process. Naturally —it’s
delicious!

Extra convenience! Pream keeps
its fresh taste without refrigera-
tion. And New Economy Size
Pream “creams” up to 70 cups
of coffee . . . costs so much less
than other coffee “creamers.”

When it comes to cooking . . .
more and more smart gals are
“Pream-ing” everything from
soups to desserts—using Pream
every day in so many of their
favorite recipes. Try this
wonderful Pream -tested
frosting:

\

PREAVHY CHOOOLATE FROSTING

So-0-0 good and so fast!

Combine 3 tbsp. of fresh-
tasting Pream (Pream is a
blend of pure country cream
and natural milk products)
with M tsp. salt and a 1-lb.
pkg. of confectioners’ sugar.
Add 3 tbsp. of soft butter or
margarine, 2 squares of
melted baking chocolate, 1
tsp. vanilla and 3H tbsp. of
hot water. No sifting, nofuss.
Just blend until thoroughly
mixed and Pream-y smooth.

FREE! For more delicious

recipes to add to your collection,
I write for my “Quick Modern
Recipe Folder.” Address: Sally
Ross,PREAM,Box447, Colum-
bus 16, Ohio.
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“Dick wasn’t sympathetic. He views my
mother's presence in our house as a personal
affront. After the first few weeks, he prevailed
on our physician to recommend that she be
hospitalized or sent to a sanitarium. When |
refused, he urged that she go to Ella again.
Now he is arguing that she and Aunt Mary,
mother's youngest sister, should be set up to-
gether at the ranch. Aunt Mary is a widow in
her fifties and isn’t strong. It’s useless for me
to try to talk to him about my duty as a daugh-
ter. These days | can think of nothing else.

“1 was bom in Texas, where my father was
a small-town banker. | don’t know much
about him. My parents were divorced when |
was eight years old. Mother brought my two
sisters and me—my sister Anne is dead now—
out here to California, where she had relatives.
There must have been some sort of settlement,
because she was able to buy the small ranch
where Ella and Anne and | grew up. She
wanted us to have a nice place to live and all
the advantages—pretty clothes, music lessons,
dancing lessons. It wasn’t her fault we didn't
get them. The alimony sent by my father was
not adequate; she had to go to work in a real-
estate office to support us.

“She had several chances to remarry; her
first boss was crazy about her and she was
very fond of him. My sisters and | spoiled that
romance for her. On the night her boss pro-
posed, mother tentatively accepted him. In the
morning she asked what we thought of the
idea. All three of us objected—selfishly, 1 now
realize—to having a stepfather. She gave in to
us. She told her boss good-by, quit herjob and
put any thought of remarriage from her mind.

“She tried to make a success in a number of
different jobs. She finally opened a real-estate
office of her own. She worked from dawn to
dusk; days passed when my sisters and 1
scarcely saw her. Even so, her earnings were
modest. Occasionally my father sent a check,
but it was never large enough. To add to her
income, mother took paying guests at the
ranch. Few of our friends ever knew it. Mother
was too proud to tell them and she taught us
to be equally proud. | can remember the strain
of pretending to classmates that our paying
guests were family friends or relatives.

“Mother wouldn’t hear of our taking jobs
to help financially. | wanted a job. | was
haunted by being such a burden to her. Then,
too, | guess | may have wanted to earn a few
pretty dresses. Whenever there was money for
clothes, mother usually had to spend it on her-
self for things to wear to business.

lhe only way my sisters and | were allowed
to help was with the bedmaking and cleaning,
the dishwashing and sweeping and laundering
that wenton interminably at the ranch. Mother
was too busy to do thesejobs. She couldn’t pay
decent wages to servants, and those we got
were incompetent and always quitting. Fre-
quently I would come in from a date and wash
or iron or scrub the kitchen pots before I went
to bed.

“1 remember the night of our junior prom;
it was my second date with Dick. We didn’t
get home until three a .m. My sister Ella had
promised to vacuum the rugs and wash the ash
trays, but she hadn’t done it. The vacuum
cleaner was in the middle of the living room. |
must have been already half in love with Dick.
Anyhow, | told him about the paying guests
and our precarious finances. He and | didn't
hurry at the chores. We finished the vacuuming
and washed the last ash tray at five o'clock in
the morning. We then had scrambled eggs and
coffee and tiptoed up the stairs and left a
vacuum bottle of coffee at mother's door. It’s
odd, but | can still remember wishing | had the
courage to wake her and introduce her to
Dick. He dared me to knock, but somehow |
couldn't.

“1 wasn't quite seventeen when Dick and |
ran away and were married. We intended to
keep our marriage secret. It wasn’t possible.
In no time | was pregnant. Our first daughter,
Jenny, was bom before we celebrated our first
anniversary.

“Mother couldn’t have been more wonder-
ful. She forgave us for eloping much more
readily than | forgave myselffor deceiving her.
She hid her disappointment at my cutting
short my education and welcomed Dick as a
son. Dick was twenty-one and in college at the
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time, but a year short of receiving his degree.
Mother insisted we occupy a guest cottage on
the ranch and she wouldn’t take a penny of
rent.

“Our intention was to find a place of our
own when Dick was graduated. A month be-
fore he got his degree my sister Anne was
killed in an automobile accident. My mother
went into shock. As I look back I don't believe
she ever quite recovered from Anne’s death.
We moved into the big house to be closer to
her and then it was awfully hard to get away.
Time after time we postponed moving.

“In the end, we stayed at the ranch for
nearly five years. Dick should be thinking of
those years now. He should remind himself of
the many things mother has done for us. If |
could support mother and my daughters—
which | can’t—I would leave him.

“My mother has sacrificed her life for me.
Surely it isup to me to do a little sacrificing for

TNO VOICES

By ELIZABETH McFARLAND

HE
When wewere young,
Kl talk dessed best
Immortality, fae
The Wl or the State—
And the high-thinking rest

Now all that's pest

And | ponder late

One theme: howyoung
Are the wild agdles hung
High on time’shreast!

SHE
Sir, those long walks
When we two strayed
Deep in the briers
Of philasophy'sdlack,
To rest at last
On sweetnoss stone—
Those talks were abstract
For you alone:
My words were cunved
And all my wit
Sprang from your heart
And aimed at it

her. I don’t know how Dick can be so cruel
that he won’t admit it.”

Dick tells his side:

“My wife considers me a brute and maybe |
am,” thirty-eight-year-old Dick said with a
mixture of belligerence and defensiveness. “On
the other hand, I should tell you that I've
talked with the doctor at length—he sent me
here—and he says in some ways Joan is as
sick as her mother.

“Our present living conditions are impossi-
ble. My daughters and | are, literally, eating
and sleeping in a hospital. If my mother-in-
law’s stay with us had even a tentative termina-
tion date, if Joan were willing to discuss any
practical plan in regard to her future care, per-
haps I could hang onto my patience. But Joan
has hysterics every time | offer a suggestion.
She attacks me as though my desire to pre-
serve her health and our happiness was
criminal.

“I love Joan. My family means more to me,
1’m sure, than it means to the average man. As
a boy | never felt | had a real home. | was
brought up by grandparents while my mother
went traipsing around the country with my
father, an oil prospector who very rarely
struck oil.

“My grandparents were kind and gentle but
very old and it wasn’t the same as having par-
ents. They did not discipline me in any way. |

would shout and yell and defy them and they
never once called my bluff or tried to make me
control my nasty temper. This may sound
funny, but I used to wish I had rules and regu-
lations to follow like the other guys. | could
stay outall night if I chose. Sometimes, fooling
around downtown wondering whether to go
home or shoot another game of pool, | felt as
though 1’d been thrown into deep, cold water
and left to sink or swim with nobody much
caring which. It was a lonesome feeling.
“Joan has forgotten it was our lonesome-
ness that drew us together. She, too, could stay
out all hours with no questions asked. Joan
was a high-school kid, just a baby, when we

met on a blind date; | was in college aiming
toward an engineering degree. We went steady
for a year before Joan managed to introduce
me to her mother; her mother was asleep when
we came in at night and was never there in the
daytime. But | got a pretty good idea of what
was happening. A guest ranch has a lot of
custodial and menial work; Joan and her sis-
ters were doing it, cleaning the cabins, laun-
dering the sheets and towels, mopping the
floors. Their mother was wearing stylish
clothes and working in town. Had she wanted
to stay home and bring up the girls, I’'m sure
her ex-husband would have provided sufficient
alimony to support the family.

THE TRADING STAMP:

95

“l hadn’t an extra dime when | married
Joan and | had my senior year at college
ahead. When Joan's mother offered us the free
use of a guest cottage, | was glad to accept.
Just before | was graduated from U.C.L.A. the
bad luck hit. Joan’s younger sister was killed
and their mother went into a tailspin. For
months she would hardly allow Joan out of her
sight. We moved into the big house on the
ranch because | felt obligated, and were
trapped for five years. | worked around the
clock superintending the ranch operation,
hating every minute. In what spare time |
had I tried to set up my own business.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 97

It helps curb inflation
by holding food prices down

stamps on food prices in supermar-

kets conducted by marketing ex-
perts of a large state university, they
found no evidence that stamp stores as
a group charge higher prices than non-
stamp stores. On the contrary, they
found that stamps work to hold prices
down in two ways:
1. Stamps have an active competitive
effect on non-stamp stores. This may

I n a study of the effects of trading

result in the non-stamp merchant cut-
ting some prices and offering give-
aways or other inducements to gain
customers.
2. Stamp stores, on the other hand,
must also keep their prices competitive
if they are to gain the increased busi-
ness volume that stamps can provide.
The outcome is that whether a super-
market gives stamps or doesn’t give
stamps, the stamps help hold prices

down in either case. In these inflation-
ary times, our economy needs every
competitive tool, like the trading stamp,
that it can get, because competition is
the greatest single anti-inflationary
force at work.

REFERENCE: “Trading Stamp Practice and
Pricing Policy.” Dr. Albert Haring and Dr.
Wallace 0. Yoder, Marketing Department,
School of Business, Indiana University.

This message is one of a series presented for your information by
THE SPERRY AND HUTCHINSON COMPANY, 114 Fifth Avenue, New York 11, New York.
S&H pioneered 62 years ago in the movement to give trading stamps to consumers as a discount for paying cash.

S&H GREEN STAMPS are currently being saved by millions of consumers.
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TOfI*TJATI*TER

Even a husband who doesn’t know a fry pan from
a salt shaker will know you did something wonder-
ful with the dinner. But you know the secret.
Dinner comes out just as you intended, because
you get exact heat control over the full range of
temperatures with your Toastmaster Fry Pan.

It follows your instructions to the degree, with-
out hot spots or temperature variations. It fries,

roasts, bakes, braises—cooks everything from bacon
to cake. It’s immersible for easy washing . . . has
an automatic signal light ...and gives you a
handy cooking guide right on the handle.

Wonderful food will come from your Toastmaster
Automatic Fry Pan. Ask anyone who hasone. Then
give one to your family soon. 11* size; $19.95;
12* size, $24.95. Vented covers, $3.25, $4.25.

It's anotherfamilyfriendfrom Toastmaster, a division of
McGraw-Edison Company. Thirty divisions and subsidi-
aries, searching constantly, in the tradition of Thomas A.
Edison, for better ways to serve you and your family.
TOASTMASTER DIVISION,
McGRAW-EDISON COMPANY.

“Toastmaster” is a registered
trademark of McGraw-Edison Com-
pany. Elgin, lllinois, and Oakville,
Ontario. ©1958

LOOK! IT EVEN LOWERS THE BREAD!
Toastmaster Powermatic Toaster,
with exclusive Power Action, $28.95.

WAFFLES FOR FOUR AT ONCE!
Toastmaster Automatic Grill & Waffle
Baker, interchangeable grids, $34.95.

THREE SLICES AT ONCH!
New Toastmaster 3-Slice Automatic
Toaster, with Superflex Timer, $28.95.

IRONS FAST— FREES YOU SOONER!
Toastmaster Automatic Steam & Dry
Iron, two irons in one, $16.95.
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 95

“That’s enough about the past. | am now a
fairly successful sales engineer; for a long
while Joan and | have been comfortable and
getting on fine in our own house. But now we
are trapped again. Nobody in my family is
happy, not my wife, not my daughters, and
certainly not myself.

“It wouldn’t hurt my daughter Jenny to give
up her room to her grandmother on a tem-
porary basis, but ‘temporary’ isa word she and
1 haven't heard mentioned. Jenny is becoming
alienated from Joan and me. At sixteen she
has been forced to look for her major fun and
recreation outside her home. Joan won't ad-
mit it. When | object to her daughter's late
hours and remind her of her own neglected
girlhood, she gets furious and denounces me.
I’'m far from perfect. | know I shouldn't shout
at Jenny and the little girls the way I do, but
the pressures | live with are almost too much
for me. My temper is always teetering on the
edge of an explosion and my only recourse
seems to be to leave home in a hurry. | now
feel like an interloper there, somebody whose
sole function is to pay the bills. Every evening
I enter the house on tiptoe for fear my mother-
in-law may be taking a nap. If her door is
closed and Iwant to listen to TV, I remind my-
self to keep the volume low. Nowadays 1 find
itwiser and easier on my nerves to listen to TV
elsewhere. I’'m wearing out the neighbors’ sets.

“Not long ago | woke my mother-in-law by
stumbling over her wheel chair, a fixture in our

goes Into

the dark

By POLLY TOLAND

living room. Joan glowered at me until I left
the house and drove to a neighborhood movie
and sat through a double feature all by myself.

*"According to the doctor, my mother-in-
law doesn't need a wheel chair and shouldn’t
be dependent on one. She should be employing
this particular time to learn Braille and train
herself to get about under her own steam. In-
stead, she expects Joan to read aloud to her by
the hour, button on her clothes and even guide
her from room to room. This kind of thing
isn’t good for her and is ruinous for Joan.

*"Joan has become a combination personal
maid and nurse; she also runs a diet kitchen
on the side. My mother-in-law has always
liked to dominate and possibly she doesn’t
realize what a tyrant she is. Joan doesn't pro-
test at her most ridiculous demands but
screams at me for dropping ashes on the floor.
By nightfall Joan is dead-beat but too keyed
up to sleep. When she goes to bed she takes
sleeping pills and in the morning she takes
other pills to wake her up. She wanders around
in such a fog that half the time she hardly
knows what she is saying or doing.

*'One day she shampooed her mother’s hair
and dressed it twice; on the first go-around she
forgot to put in a rinse. That same day she let
our six-year-old Alice go to school with her
hair uncombed and wearing a dirty dress,
something that had never happened before.
She is struggling to help her mother with
Braille, although she isn't qualified in that field
and her efforts meet with no enthusiasm. When

\Anilliam knows that Cowboys never cry, and are always
very polite to their mothers; and they’re not afraid—even of

the dark.

William wonders if the Cowboys really know as much as
he does about what’s terrible, and snarl-ly, and crouching-all-
ready-to-pounce in the dark; because, if they do and are not
afraid, then William, who’s a Cowboy, too, cannot be afraid.

“All right, I'm going,” says William, “almost right now.”

“Now!” I say meaningfully.

William goes. We say his prayers. He climbs into bed. He
gets out of bed and finds Bear. He gets into bed. He has for-
gotten a drink of water. Finally, I turn out the light.

“Mummy!”

(Heavy sigh.) “Yes, William?”

“You forgot to say you love me.”

“But you know | love you, darling.”

"1 know,” says William. “1 know,” says the Cowboy, “but
I like to hear you say it, again and again. It makes it so very

much safe.”

our nine-year-old wanted assistance with a
spelling lesson, Joan fell asleep in the middle
of the lesson and the youngster came crying
to me.

“Last week Joan drove miles to buy me
some bargain shirts, although | had plenty of
shirts. She was outraged when | failed to
thank her. I’'m sorry my mother-in-law is sick
and, within reason, | want to help her. But
Joan’s welfare comes first with me. Her
mother is jealous and possessive and so de-
manding that no amount of service from Joan
will ever satisfy her.

“She has always been devious. She pretends
I’'m great stuff, but even when she praises me

Real lemonade
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she somehow manages to convey the impres-
sion that, like all men. I'm a selfish, inconsid-
erate oaf. | don't know what was behind her
divorce, but I'm confident her ex-husband
wasn't at fault. When she is around, anything
I do invariably puts me in the wrong.

*'Last Thursday evening was typical. Before
I left the office | tried to get hold of Joan by
telephone to ask her to look up a customer’s
address in my files at home. For half an hour
our phone was steadily busy; | supposed
Jenny was jabbering with some of her teen-age
pals. The supervisor refused to break in on the
conversation. | needed the address before the
close of the business day. On the fifteen-mile

easy ...real good ...
.. .you pour!

reconstituted Lemon Juice makes thirst-

quenching lemonade in seconds—a glass ora pitcherful.

So simple to make

. just pour reaLemon from

the bottle, add cold water, sweeten to taste. Buy
REALEMON Lemon Juice today, enjoy frosty lemon-
ade all summer long. Easy, speedy, delicious. Weight
watchers . . .you sweeten it exactly the way you want
it. Get a big bottle of ReaLemon Lemon Juice today!

REALEMON In Salads:
Make cooling salads
and dressings with
tangy REALEMON . . .
fewer calories, too!

w €

REALEMON in Desserts:

So easy to make pies,
cakes, custards with in
REALEMON-just pour
your lemon juice!

New “Plastic” Lemons:
Natural strength juice
ready-to-use plastic
squeeze “lemons” and
“limes”, they sit flat.

Squee?ze

...y ou

pour!

A product and Reg. T.M. of
REALEMON - PURITAN CO.,
Chicago 9,111.,San Femando. Col.

rdeon

RECONSTITUTED

REALEMON is natural strength
lemon juice, not a concentrate.
"RECONSTITUTED" is your guar-
antee of uniform strength —uni-
form flavor in every drop



98

drive home I pulled out of heavy traffic five
different times, no simple trick, and tried to
get through on our line. It remained busy an
hour and a half by actual clocking. When |
finally got home I burst through the front door
yelling like a maniac and threatening to cancel
Jenny’s allowance for a month.

“Jenny was still at school. My mother-in-
law hung up the telephone, looked at me with
a stricken expression and explained she’d been
talking to her daughter Ella. She begged for
my forgiveness and | felt about two inches
high. I apologized profusely. These days Joan
and | are always apologizing for some dam
thing or another. My mother-in-law forgave

this

me. | detest to be forgiven when I’ve done
nothing.

“Our dinner conversation, as usual, began
with a discussion of medicines, digestive
processes and the exact ingredients of my
mother-in-law’s food. As a result of this kind
of talk, both of our little girls have become
problem eaters. They pick at food as though
Joan had sprinkled it with arsenic. My
mother-in-law was served an elaborate indi-
vidual casserole. Six-year-old Alice whined for
some of her grandmother’s dinner. | ordered
her to eat what was on her plate. | then no-
ticed that she and the other girls and | had
been served a hasty delicatessen dinner of ham
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and beans. Ordinarily we fare better than that.
I should have had the wit to hold my
tongue. | didn’t. | cracked to Joan about
housewives whose cooking consists of un-
wrapping other people’s cooking. If her
mother hadn’t been there, all ears, Joan might
have come back with a snappy retort. She
should have smacked me down. Instead she
apologized and in a wavering voice offered to
heat up something else for me. She sounded
both martyred and insincere.

“Her mother sighed deeply at Joan’s for-
bearance and gave her a sympathetic look. |
hung onto my temper. But then | noticed that
little Alice had been slipped a portion of the
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casserole against my express orders. | took
away the young lady's plate and told her she’d
get no supper. Alice began to cry. Her grand-
mother patted her hand under the table when
she thought | wasn’t looking. Alice cheered
up. In fact, she sassed me and I sent her to her
room, a punishment she didn’t deserve.

“At that point my mother-in-law dolefully
told me that Joan had worked her fingers to
the bone baking a lemon pie for dessert. For
the ten thousandth time everybody at the table
was favored with a detailed list of the sweets—
including lemon pie—that diabetics aren’t al-
lowed to eat. Some time ago | stopped eating
desserts in my mother-in-law's presence; when
she hungrily watches, pies and cake stick in my
throat.

“Possibly I should be able to brush aside
such trifles. But trifles add up. Our home is a
place of ever-growing tensions and unless |
take a stand | see no end in sight.

“I’'m willing to share financially in support-
ing Joan’s mother. For that matter, she isn’t
penniless and her other daughter is prosper-
ous. | see no reason why Joan and | and Ella
and Ella’s husband can’t get together and
figure out some solution that is fair for every-
body. I see every reason why we should.

“At present Joan is sacrificing her children
and me to her mother, and the arrangement

Kind words don't wear out the

tongue. Danish proverb

isn’t fair to anybody. The sacrifice is making a
nervous wreck of her, and as things now stand
the two of us have no marriage at all. I cannot
comprehend why Joan’s affection for her
mother should cause her to reject and hate
me.”

The Marriage Counselor Says:

“This was a complicated and long-drawn-
out case that covered a period of many
months. From the beginning it was clear that
a great deal of time and effort would be re-
quired to find any solution to thecomplex prob-
lem. It was clear, too, that Joan required psy-
chological help to save herselfas well as to save
her marriage. Dick could escape from the dis-
satisfactions of his personal life into his busi-
ness—he worked very hard—and by taking
refuge with friends and neighbors.

“Joan had no such escape. Important as it
was to decide how best to care for her mother.
I purposely avoided discussing that matter
with Joan at first. She was quite incapable of
making a rational decision or even of talking
calmly to me.

“When our consultations began, she spent
nearly all the time berating Dick. She blamed
him for everything—the unhappiness of the
marriage, her troubles with the children, her
chronic weariness, her headaches, her nerves.
She painted him as a monster of villainy; in
contrast her ailing mother was almost a saint.
At the conclusion of our third or fourth inter-
view she left my office in tears. Later in the
evening she telephoned and abruptly canceled
further counseling, saying she still badly
wanted help but that Dick objected to the ex-
pense.

""Within a month she returned to the office,
but again, before we accomplished much, she
broke off the counseling with the same excuse.
Dick was miserly and indifferent to her wel-
fare, she said. I didn’t believe it.

“Dick hadn’t struck me as an ungenerous
man financially and his concern for his wife
had been very apparent. | felt sure he was
not responsible for Joan’s unwillingness to
proceed. She was breaking off our consulta-
tions by her own choice. Why? The answer, |
decided, was that she was running away from
some unpleasant truth. There must be some-
thing she was afraid to face, something she was
hiding from the world and perhaps from her-
self. The hidden factor, | surmised, might ex-
plain a large part of the emotional turmoil that
manifested itself in hysteria, headaches,
insomnia.

"My surmise turned out correct. Once
more Joan resumed her counseling and this
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time, slowly and painfully, the truth emerged.
For years Joan had fancied and had been tell-
ing everybody, including herself, that she was
fanatically devoted to her mother. This was
not true. For years, long before disease and old
age clouded the picture, Joan had harbored a
subconscious but very strong animosity to-
ward her mother. During her overworked girl-
hood, she had stored up resentments she could
allow herself neither to admit nor to remem-
ber. In her code it was unthinkable to feel hos-
tile toward her mother. She suppressed the
hostility. She was carrying this secret burden
of guilt when her mother joined the household.
Spurred by guilt, she exhausted herself in
fetching and carrying and in attempting to
compel every member of her family to yield to
the slightest whims of their ailing guest.

“Moreover, she turned her latent hostility
full force on Dick. Nothing he could do was
right in her eyes. If her mother was especially
unreasonable and querulous during the day,
inevitably Joan flared up at Dick that evening.

“Technically, this psychological phenome-
non is often called ‘displacement.” Once Joan
understood her mixed-up feelings, she under-
stood how those feelings related to her be-
havior. She perceived that she had been fight-
ing Dick when inwardly she had desired to
quarrel with her mother about present irrita-
tions and about grievances accumulated years
before. In recognizing the truth, Joan’s inner
conflict was eased. Her headaches, insomnia
and other emotional ailments gradually less-
ened. She became able to view the practi-
calities of her situation with greatly increased
calm and considerable fortitude.

“None of this happened overnight. Joan’s
first reaction to the unearthing of her hidden
stores of hostility was to swing to the opposite
extreme and blame her mother for all her cur-
rent woes. This reaction is not unusual, but it
wasn’t of any long-range assistance to Joan.
Eventually she saw the futility and indeed the
impossibility of assessing and placing blame.

“Nobody was to blame for the fact that her
motherwas old and ill and needed to be looked
after, which was the practical problem con-
fronting her. It was of some comfort to Joan
to reflect that her problem was not unique; in
these days it is a problem which perplexes
growing numbers of people. In a large sense,
of course, no solution to the problem of age
and infirmity exists. Compromise and patience
aren’t remedies, but palliatives. Joan steeled
herself in advance to the knowledge that she
must settle for less than a perfect answer.

“Itwas at thisjuncture that she became able
to convert her bitterness and hostility into
more normal feelings and, at last, to see and
deal with the realities of her situation. She ac-
knowledged that her mother was neither a
saint nor a villain but, by temperament, a
bossy, overly possessive person difficult to live

with. In seeing the older woman realistically,
Joan developed some genuine affection for her.
This affection was mature and compassionate,
real, not something put on and phony.

“With the aid of her hard-won insight, Joan
tried to analyze and understand her mother’s
foibles. She and I speculated that perhaps the
older woman, too, might be the victim of
secret guilt. It was possible, Joan thought, that
her mother clung more tightly to her surviving
daughters because she blamed herself for neg-
lecting the daughter she had lost. | have no
way of knowing whether this judgment was
correct, but Joan told me this particular specu-
lation led her to feel a true bond of kinship
with her mother for the first time in her life.

“As she came to closer understanding, Joan
acknowledged that her own irritations at being
nagged and ordered around, at the extra work
of caring for an invalid, were human and natu-
ral. Although her mother was entitled to sym-
pathy and aid, there were others to be consid-
ered. Nothing was to be gained by driving
Dick out of the house and very probably in
the end into the divorce court.

“Joan admitted that Dick and her children
had abundant cause for dissatisfaction. Dick,
in particular, had reason to feel put upon. He
had never hit it off especially well with his
mother-in-law. Dick was inclined, as Joan
pointed out to me, to equate his mother-in-law
with his own mother, whom he actively dis-
liked. It was improbable that he would change
or even that he could change. Joan accepted
this reality. The tensions between herand Dick
relaxed.

“Joan set about changing the entire atmos-
phere of her home, a rugged assignment. She
told her mother frankly she intended to give
more of her time to her family in the future
and less to nursing duties. Her mother, long
accustomed to dominance, sulked and resisted.
She entered into a struggle with Joan that con-
tinued for a long while. But changes were
accomplished.

“The wheel chair was banished from the
living room. There were no more boring dis-
cussions of dietary restrictions at the dinner
table. Joan’s mother had her hair shampooed
and the proper rinse applied at the neighbor-
hood beauty parlor. In my opinion both Joan
and Dick were perhaps unduly disturbed
about their sixteen-year-old daughter. Most
adolescents pull away from their parents. But
at Joan’s suggestion Dick dipped into his sav-
ings and they remodeled their garage into a
recreation room where Jenny could entertain
her friends.

“Fortunately money was not a primary con-
sideration in the case. Joan and Ella and the
two husbands got together and worked out an
arrangement that has proved to be feasible.
Their mother now divides the cold months of
the year between her daughters’ homes and
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spends the summer at the ranch, companioned
by her widowed sister. She enjoys the novelty
of moving about.

“A part of the ranch acreage was sold and
the proceeds are now being spent on paid
services for Joan’s mother. A practical nurse
comes in three times a week, a physiotherapist,
trained in teaching skills to the blind, comes in
twice weekly. The invalid now leans less on her
daughters. Her progress toward independence
hasn’t been remarkable, but Joan tries not to
be discouraged and does keep her discourage-
ment to herself. She doesn’t lay the blame for
her blue moods on her mother, her husband or
her children.
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“Joan completed her counseling about two
years ago, but I still see ner from time to time.
She now speaks with patience of her mother
and in praise of Dick.

“Dick, on his part, realizes that she is mak-
ing an intelligent effort to meet her responsi-
bilities and in turn has words of praise and
appreciation for her. Their living conditions
are not ideal, but they can talk together
as adults about their worries. They now share
each other's burdens and their marriage is on
a firm footing.”

Editors’ Note: This case history was compiled and
condensed from actual records by
DOROTHY CAMERON DISNEY
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 41

It was while they were turning away from
that door that they caught sight of Mr. Ho
running up the lane toward them. In spite of
being an old man, he was coming very fast. As
he ran, he clutched his shoulder, where it was
red and wet.

Mr. Ho began to stumble so badly that Mrs.
Ho could hardly get him as far as the kitchen
and into the chair by the table.

Sala locked the door after they had come
through it. While Mrs. Ho unbuttoned her
husband’s shirt, and then soaked a clean white
cloth in cold water at the sink, Mr. Ho talked
in Chinese. Though Jonathan did not know
what was being said, he suddenly heard the
names of his father and mother.

“When are they coming home, Mr. Ho?”
he asked.

For a moment Mr. Ho looked directly at
Jonathan and shook his head. He did not say
any words in English. He did not even say
any words in Chinese.

Something about it was terrible and fright-
ening, even more frightening than the wet,
red shirt on the floor, and the dreadful quiet
moaning Mrs. Ho was doing as she dipped
the cloth in the water again.

“We go now, Jonny,” Sala said suddenly.
“Not safe stay any more. Come!”

“Where are we going?”

Sala looked fearfully and strangely at him.
“Not ask questions,” she said. “No time ask
questions.”

There was the firecracker sound again. Sala
reached out a hand and pulled him down the
narrow corridor into her own room.

“Stand there at door,” she said. “Stand
very still.”

He stood there, very small and still, beneath
the bright wall calendar that the missionary
society had sent out to them last Christmas.
Sala snatched blankets off the bed and folded
them. Then she took some trinkets out of a
little drawer, and some pieces of money. These
she put in a faded leather bag, and the bag she
hung around her neck.

She tucked the blankets under her arm, and
rushed him along to his own room. She threw
the blankets on the bed and took his own
blanket off it, and put on top of them all an-
other shirt, and the old blue sweater his
mother had been mending yesterday . . . while
he had been lying on the grass in the sunshine,
drawing with his new red pen.

The thought of the red pen made him look
quickly to see if he could find it. It was the
most precious thing he had.

He saw it on the top of his dressing table,
and got it. It was a fine, red, ball-point pen
that his mother had read about in an adver-
tisement, and sent money away for. It had
taken nearly two months.

“Come,” said Sala, and stretched out a
hand again. The blankets were rolled into a
bundle now, and tied with an old black belt.
As she went past the window she suddenly put
her hand on his shoulder and pushed him
down, and crouched down herself.

“Keep head down!" she ordered, and led
him, still crouching, into the corridor again—
but not before he had had a chance to see
something out the window.

What he saw was a string of strange men in
yellow uniforms, coming up along the hedge
toward the mission. They were in a hurry, too,
and they had guns. He knew that it was the
shooting of their guns he had been hearing.

“Quick!” said Sala. She half led, half
pushed him along the corridor, and opened
the door that led out into the garden.

“Why are the soldiers coming, Sala?”

“Hush!" said Sala. “Not make a sound
now. Hold tight with Sala. Run!”

A hundred questions came to him, but Sala
had said he must not make a sound, and ever
since he could remember, Sala had known
what was good to do, and what was not good.
He kept his mouth obediently closed, and
only when they were at the bottom of the
garden did he look back at the house.

As he did so, he heard the voice of Mrs. Ho.

“Sala!” she called, and then “Sala!” again.
Only the second time she screamed it, and it
was a horrible, high, long scream that he had
never heard before.

For a moment Sala stopped. She looked as
if she would run back again, but glanced down
at Jonathan and shook her head quickly, as if
she were saying “no” to herself.

Then she made for the broken part of the
fence. He pushed the bushes away for her, and
helped to lift the big bundle through to the
other side. It was while he was doing this that
the loud sound happened right behind them
in the house. It was a dark, choking kind of
scream. It sounded as if it were Mr. Ho.

Sala moaned through her teeth, but she did
not stop running, even though she started
coughing, great, noisy coughs. Down the field
they ran, and under the shadow of the hill.
Jonathan gripped the thin hand of Sala
tighter and ran breathlessly onward.

“It’s very dark now, Sala. It must be getting
late.”

“Late? Yes, very late for small boy. But
dark is a good thing. White boy safer when
dark come.”

“Is it dangerous here—to be white like
me?”

“Now it is. Not always. Just now.”

“Why?”

She shook her head as if she were wonder-
ing how to answer. “Many bad men about,
Jonny, who hate all white people.”

“Do they hate mother and father?”

She nodded. “Even mother and father.
When we get place to sleep | tell you some-
thing your mother told yesterday.”

Presently, when they were walking on
through the dust at the side of the road, “You
see those lights, Jonny?”

He looked in the direction toward which
she was nodding, and saw what looked like
the beginning of another village. There were
more solid shapes in the night out there now.
They must be houses, and in many of them
lights were showing—warm, yellow lights.

“Yes. Is it another town, Sala?”

“It is Foochang. It is where we will come
to the road that goes all the way to Yungkia,
where is the sea. That where we go.”

“Tonight?”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 102
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 100

“No. Tonight we sleep here in Foochang,
if God bless.”

They plodded on together. He tried to walk
on the outside edges of his feet, because they
ached so much. They had never ached so
badly in all his life.

Some of the houses were quite close now.
Soon they were walking between them.

Long ago he had felt hungry, and then,
after a while, he had strangely ceased to be
hungry. Now the smell of cooking came out
to them from a lighted doorway. Sala smelled
the cooking, too, and stopped and put the
bundle on the ground. She went to the lighted
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doorway. He followed, pulling the bundle
after him.

He caught a glimpse of low floor tables in
the lighted room, with people sitting at them.
Sala went up to a strange square hole in the
wall through which plates of food were being
passed. She spoke in Chinese to a man on the
other side. At length Sala gave the man some
of the coins and he passed across to her two
steamy dishes of food.

She gave Jonathan one of the plates to
carry. Round the other people they went, to a
shadowy comer.

“Eat up all you can, Jonny. Not like food
at home. But not much money.”

When they had finished eating, Sala took
him out into the night again, and into a place
that was like a wooden shed, but also like a
bam, for there was hay in it.

He helped Sala to unroll the bundle. She
coughed quite a lot, but at last the coughing
ceased and she smiled and spoke again.

“No money for real bed, Jonny. But the
man say sleep in here, and in the morning we
go early on road for Yungkia.”

“Won’t mother be wondering why we
haven’t gone back yet?”

He sat cross-legged in the hay, just as Sala
was doing. She rocked to and fro for a
moment.

“Your father and mother very brave peo-
ple,” she said at length. “Mission people all
love them.”

Jonathan nodded and listened quietly, say-
ing nothing.

“But not everyone like father and mother,”
she went on, “because they not understand.
Some of them very angry because your father
refuse to put on schoolroom wall picture that
government in Peiping sent him. Also they
think he find out too much about China and
send these things back to England.”

“You mean like a spy?”

“That what they say.”

He opened his eyes excitedly. He did not
know what a real-life spy did, but it would be
wonderful to have a spy right in his own fam-
ily 't probably wasn’t true, though. Itcouldn’t
really be true, for what could his father ever
find out from the mission people—who did
little else but learn their lessons, and pray and
sing hymns?

“So there come a time,” Sala was saying,
“when some of the soldiers are told in Peiping
to find your father and mother and take them
away. Yesterday a friend come running to
speak with your father and warn him. That
why your father and mother went away to
Taishun.”

“Why?”

“I hear your mother say to keep them away
from you, Jonny. In town the soldiers find
them quick.”

“And take them away?”

“Soldiers not always obey what they told.
Sometimes they get angry and hurt people.
Like Mr. Ho.”

The memory of the last few minutes in
Taishun came rushing back at him. He closed
his eyes.

Sala said, “I hear your mother say if they
took Bozzy, he not be here to bark or bite, and
make soldiers angry, and do worse things.”

“Did they take them away?” he asked.
“Where did they take them?”

“Nobody know, Jonny. But Sala care over
you!” She reached out her thin yellow hand
and patted his own hand. “Sala take you to
other white people in Hong Kong, like your
mother say. In Yungkia is sea. And | explain
to captain ofjunk that he must take you Hong
Kong in a big hurry. And if we not enough
money, Sala give him . . . well, look!”

She looked about her to make sure they
were alone, then fumbled with the leather bag
about her neck. She took some small green
things from it, and also a small red one.

“These belong Sala!” she said proudly.
“Belong Sala all her life. And mother before
that. These are jade, and very precious thing.
This one is ruby, most precious still. If the
man not take jade, offer him ruby!”

She looked at it, but shook her head and
slid her treasures back into the leather bag,
and slipped it round her neck.

“Come,” she said. “I show you where pump
is for washing hands and face.”

Sala was sleeping now. Perhaps the up-and-
down movement of the waves made it easier
to sleep, for she seemed happier now.

As Jonathan stood not very far from the
rug they had spread out on the deck for her,
he gripped one of the sail ropes tightly, and
looked over the edge of the junk to where the
mountain was coming nearer.

At the foot of the mountain was a town. Its
name, Sala had said, was Hong Kong. It was
becoming so clear—all the spread-out, glit-
tering new world of it—that he wished she
were awake and looking at it with him.

The day was almost ended now. Some time
ago it had been raining, but the rain had
cleared before the sunset, and now the red
light of the sky was coming over the evening
mist. The junk grew more pink, and gold, and
purple as he stood there, watching.

He turned his eyes away from the alluring
lights of the town and looked at Sala again.
These last three days she had hardly talked to
him.

Suddenly he saw that she was not sleeping,
as he had thought. She was looking at him.

“We’re nearly there,” he said.

She took no notice, and it occurred to him
that if he said it again, a little louder, the
words might reach into her ears.

“We’re nearly there!” he said again, quite
loudly this time.

A fine big sparkle came into her eyes.
“Good!” she said, but she started coughing.

She tried to lean on one elbow, so that She
could spit into the white cloth they had given
her. He tried to help her, but she shook her
head, as if she were telling him to move away.
He looked about him, but the sailors were
busy doing other things.

You will find poetry nowhere unless

you bring some with you. joubert

Some of them were starting to unwrap the
cargo hampers farther along the deck—and
two were quarreling. Another sailor, a Sia-
mese one, was doing something to one of the
sails.

Sala stopped coughing and leaned back
again, dropping her head on the rug.

The Siamese sailor came up the ladder and
along the high poop deck, looking at the sky.
He had an incense stick in his hand, and as
Jonathan watched he fitted it into its holder
before the small spirit house in the stern, and
struck a match to light it. He knelt, then, and
spoke soft words to the one whose image sat
so quietly there. As sailors are supposed to
do, he probably asked, Jonathan thought, for
a good anchoring ... for good pleasure
ashore, and fine food to eat.

The town was almost upon them. It was a
much bigger place than Yungkia. Now that it
was beginning to be night, the lights and the
shapes of it seemed to go on forever—to the
right and to the left, clear up the mountain
that soared behind it. And the sounds and the
smells stretched out forever too.

Over all these sounds rippled the thin, high,
up-and-down voices of the Chinese people.
They were different from the voices he had
known at home. He did not understand any
of them.

The Siamese sailor jerked the rope out of
his hands—not roughly, but in the way a man
does when there is a sail to furl and a wharf
in sight.

Jonathan looked down over the side as the
other sailors nuzzled the junk along the dock
wall. They were talking and laughing. Mr.
Wong, the fat little master of the vessel, was
noisier than any of them.

Yet suddenly it seemed as if there were a
pause in all the noises. The voices did not
actually seem to stop talking, but just where
he was there was an odd, quick quietness.

“Jonny!”

It was Sala’s voice. He turned sharply to-
ward her.

“Yes, Sala?”

She did not reply. He knelt down to ask her
what she wanted, and saw that she had man-
aged to take off the little leather bag that hung

LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL

about her neck. For a long time there had
been only the ruby left in it.

She was trying to hold out her hand to him,
and she said “Take!”

He saw that what she had in her hand was
the red ruby. He took it. And then, as he looked
at her, something funny happened to the
smile. It stayed there, but went away, all at the
same time. And although her eyes were turned
to him, they did not look at him any more.

“We’ve got here, Sala!”

She took no notice at all, and suddenly,
with a frightening new emptiness, he felt
terribly alone.

He put the little red thing back in its leather
bag, and slipped it into the pocket of his
shorts—along with his other treasure, the red
pen. Then he stood up and shouted:

“Mr. Wong! Come, quick, Mr. Wong!”

B ut the master of the junk was behind the
light in his cabin, and probably did not hear.
It was the Siamese sailor who heard and saw.
He stepped forward to look. After that he
gently closed his hand over Jonathan’s, and
spoke some words in the Thai tongue. Jon
athan did not understand them, but he knew,
because of the way in which the sailor nodded
toward the lighted window, that they meant
something about going to talk to Mr. Wong.

Mr. Wong was coming out of his cabin as
they reached it. He was a round little man,
with a large, shiny face and small, bright eyes.
He seemed very happy as he straightened the
blue silk shirt that he had put on over his
black silk trousers for the special occasion of
going ashore.

The Siamese sailor spoke loudly. Then Mr.
Wong spoke loudly also. They started to go to
the deck again, but as Jonathan moved to
follow, Mr. Wong turned back and, opening
his cabin door, pushed Jonathan gently in-
side. He spoke some of the very few words in
English that he knew—“Very sad small boy
wait! Soon | am back again.” And this time
the door was closed from the other side, and
Jonathan knew that he was locked inside.

They had gone back to Sala. He knew that,
because of the way they had spoken her name.
He wanted to run back there to look after her,
but even as he wanted to do this, he knew that
it was useless.

He heard strange voices out on the deck,
and also Mr. Wong’s voice. As he stood lis-
tening, the voices went farther and farther
away. Then after a while Jonathan heard Mr.
Wong’s key in the lock. The door swung open,
and there was another Chinese face over the
shoulder of Mr. Wong.

“Where did they take Sala?” Jonathan
asked in English.

Mr. Wong came in. Although he had a very
loud voice he now spoke quietly.

“She is dead, small boy.”

He did not say any more than that, and
Jonathan felt that even if Mr. Wong had
known more words in English, it would have
been needless for him to use them.

“Dead” meant not hearing or saying any-
thing any more, until they put you in a hole
in the ground, and took out a prayer book and
read words out of it, as he had once or twice
heard his father do. He did not know what
the words meant, but reading words did not
make people come back again.

He wanted very much to make Sala come
back. She would tell him what to say and do
without her. All of a sudden his throat ached
so much with wanting to ask her these things
that he thought he was going to cry, but he
remembered that he must try not to do this—
not where people could see him. He bit his
lips, and although Mr. Wong and the stranger
were watching, he did not utter any sound.

“You know, small boy?”

“Yes, Mr. Wong.”

“Come, then. We go to place they care over
you.”

The streets were full of people. Most of
them were in a hurry, and they all seemed to
be talking.

Mr. Wong took Jonathan’s hand, to make
sure that he did not get lost. He did not like
to be taken by the hand like this. That was for
babies. But he let himself be pulled and edged
through the crowd without protest.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 105



Soap dries your skin, but

DOVE creams your skin
while you wash

New bath and toilet bar is one-quarter cleansing cream.

BRAND-NEW FORMULA) DOVE is a completely new for-
mula—DOVE creams your skin while you wash. No
more of that dry feeling you get after using soap.

rainwater-mild! dove has none of the harsh alka-

linity of soap. You could wash with mild DOVE twenty
times a day —no matter how sensitive your skin!

LATHERS IN HARD WATER! dove gives you rich lather,
even in hard water. And never leaves a bathtub ring.
CLEANS DEEP INTO PORES. Deeper than any cream, any
soap, any liquid cleanser. Lifts out every trace of
grime or stale make-up! Leaves your skin so clean.
NEW SHAPE. DOVE is sculptured to fit your hand.

MORE CREAM than any soap. One-quarter of
every bar of DOVE is rich cleansing cream.

Lever Brothers unconditionally guarantees you’ll like DOVE for your face, your hands, all of you—or we’ll give you back every penny you paid.



P

robably

in

y o u

r

-the m
h om
F= o In L

Q

(0]

e

u

S

Al

T

\4

Soft whisper of luxury—the negligee in silk taffeta with fragile French roses, designed by Count Sarmi
specially for Scott. Even softer—the luxurious matching Soft-Weve, Scott’ssuperb 2-ply “facial quality
bath tissue. Now wrapped in sparkling cellophane to show you the exquisite Soft-Weve colors, i

noticed lu x ury

2 ?

by Scott

soft-weve

PN
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It was the tall friend of Mr. Wong who did
the guiding. Presently they came to part of the
town where there were not so many people,
and where the streets were wider.

The stranger said something very loud now,
and waved his hand toward a low, white
building.

Mr. Wong bowed and thanked him, and the
tall man hurried away. Then just the two of
them, Mr. Wong and Jonathan, went through
a gate and up three steps to a door which
stood open.

There was a clean, rather nice kind of smell
in the room beyond the door. It was a bare
sort of place, with a few people sitting on a
hard seat which ran around the wall.

Jonathan looked curiously about him as
Mr. Wong led him to a high counter. Behind
this counter a Chinese girl was sitting.

Mr. Wong spoke to her in Chinese, and she
leaned over the counter and smiled down on
Jonathan. She said a number of words in
Chinese to Mr. Wong; then to him, in Eng-
lish, “You’ll have to wait here for a few min-
utes. Then you can go in to see Nurse Fowler.”

Mr. Wong took him back to the wall, and
the people in the black clothes moved so that
they could sit down. The seat was very hard,
but Jonathan closed his eyes and leaned
against the shoulder of Mr. Wong. He was
very sleepy.

Nurse Fowler sat in a white uniform behind
a big desk. She had fair hair, and the same
kind of soft, pale, pinkish-brown face as his
mother.

Mr. Wong sat on the edge of a green leather
chair, speaking a great deal of Chinese. Nurse
Fowler listened, nodding from time to time,
occasionally looking at Jonathan and occa-
sionally writing something on paper.

Presently Mr. Wong rose and bowed, and
looked at Jonathan. “1 go now, small boy,”
he said. “This lady care over you until

He did not say any more than “until------
Probably, Jonathan thought, that was because
he did not know the words.

Jonathan clung fiercely to Mr. Wong’s
hand, as if he never wanted to let it go. But
Nurse Fowler came round from her desk, and
put a hand on Jonathan’s shoulder and said,
“Everything's going to be quite all right.
Really it is.”

Jonathan watched Mr. Wong going out of
the room. And he listened to the sound of Mr.
Wong’s feet fading frighteningly away down
the long corridor.

“Mr. Wong’s been very kind to you,” said
Nurse Fowler. “But he didn't even remember
your name.”

“I’'m Jonathan.”

“That’s a fine name. Jonathan what?”

“Jonathan Adams.”

“Jonathan Adams,” she repeated, and wrote
something down on the paper in front of her.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“I'm Nurse Fowler.”

H e already knew this. He had meant her
other name, but he was too shy to try to make
this clear.

“Is this a hospital?” he asked instead.

“Only partly a hospital. It’s really the head-
quarters of some people who look after . . .
well, we call it the .C.A.”

“1.C.A.? What does that mean?”

“It stands for International Children’s Aid.”

The telephone bell rang, and she went to
her desk, picking up the receiver. She started
a conversation with somebody called Bill.
Jonathan pushed his hand into the pocket of
his shorts to make sure that his treasures were
still there. They were there all right, hard and
smooth and friendly. He pulled the pen out to
look at it.

Suddenly he heard his own name mentioned
in the telephone conversation.

Hmmmen with a small boy called Jonathan.
Jonathan Adams, 1think he said. ... Yes—a
white boy! . . . The skipper of the junk be-
lieves they made their way from some mission
up in the interior. . . . No—I haven't asked
him yet. I think he’s pretty tired.”

There was a pause after that. Nurse Fowler
started speaking again, and there was some-
thing in her voice which seemed to tell Jon-
athan that she was very fond of the person

called Bill. But she was shaking her head as
she talked. “Couldn’t say, Bill. . . . Yes, of
course. Why don’t you bring him along to-
morrow afternoon?”

She listened a while longer. Then she said
good-by, and hung up the receiver.

“Two new friends for you!” she exclaimed.
“They want to come and talk to you tomor-
row afternoon.”

“From a ship?”

“One of them lives here in Hong Kong. The
other is due to arrive tonight.”

“Like me.”

Nurse Fowler gave him the kind of smile
that made him decide he liked her. He even
felt comfortable enough to say, “1I’'m hungry.”

Nurse Fowler rose quickly. “What’s the
matter with me? | never even asked if you'd
had anything to eat. They’ve stopped serving
meals tonight, but | think we could fix you
some good soup—real, tasty soup. Does that
sound all right?”

“It sounds fine, thank you!”

She was pressing a bell on the side of the
desk, then glanced at the door as a rather
short, fat, bald-headed white man came in. He
was also wearing a white uniform.

“Let’s find this young man some soup,
Glover. Then we’ll get him into that empty
cot in Upper Three.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She turned to Jonathan—*“I want you to go
with the orderly now. Run along and have
that soup.”

It was not until the following afternoon that
the strange and terrible and wonderful thing
happened about meeting Mr. Angus.

All sorts of new faces had come into the
day. There was, for instance, the face of the

As long as awoman can look ten years
younger than her own daughter, she

is perfectly satisfied. oscar wilde

strange nurse who had looked in on him just
after he woke up—the one who had given him
aclean shirt.

There had been breakfast with an egg in it.
After that there had been a pleasant, bald-
headed man who smelled of carbolic soap and
wore a white coat. He had done something
called a medical examination.

More food after that, with Mr. Glover in
the big kitchen, and then what Mr. Glover
called forty winks, though he had not in the
least been sleepy.

It was after his forty winks that Jonathan
had made a curious discovery about himself.
He was something called a “refugee.”

Because he was white, and everybody else
except the staff was Chinese, he had been per-
mitted to play in a place called Staff Common
Room. It had a row of four windows looking
down onto a cobbled yard, where pale brown
people in dark clothes, with big bundles, were
standing in a line.

A woman in the Staff Common Room told
him they were “refugees.” He asked her what
refugees were, and she seemed to think very
hard before saying that they were people who
had lost their homes and sought refuge in
Hong Kong until they could find new ones
to go to.

“Like me,” said Jonathan.

“Yes. Like you. Only you’re different.”

He pressed his face against the windowpane.
The refugees all looked very tired, and they
did not talk much.

Jonathan was busy looking at these people
when a pale young man, who also wore a
white suit, tapped him on the shoulder and
said that he had come to take him to Nurse
Fowler again.

When they got downstairs, the young man
knocked on the door of Nurse Fowler’s room,
then opened the door and gently pushed
Jonathan inside.

Nurse Fowler spoke reassuringly, “Come
in, Jonathan. | hope you had a good nap.”

Jonathan nodded. Since there did not seem
to be anything to say to her remark, he just
stood there, staring at the strangers.

One was a big man with square shoulders
and fair hair—so fair that it came out in eye-
brows that you could scarcely see.

“This is Mr. Marlowe,” said Nurse Fowler.

The big man thrust out a hand. Jonathan
took a step nearer and shook the hand held
out to him.

“And this,” said Nurse Fowler, “is Mr.
Angus.”

Mr. Angus was a tall man, dark-haired and
sunburned, with broad shoulders. He was
looking very cool and neat, in a cream-colored
suit and a brown tie. A quick smile came into
his eyes, and he said, “Hi, Jonathan!” He said
it in a warm friendly way.

“Mr. Angus,” said Nurse Fowler, “comes
all the way from New York, Jonathan. He
traveled across his own country, and then
across the Pacific in order to get here. And
now he’s going home the other way.”

“Right round the world?”

Mr. Angus nodded solemnly. “Right around
the world. You must have been quite a good
way around the world yourself in order to get
to China.”

“I don’t remember much about it. I came
when | was very young.”

“Really? How old are you now?”

“Seven. Are you a cowboy, Mr. Angus?”

M r. Angus shook his head. “The best I can
say is that | sometimes talk to cowboys. | run
a travel business. | fix people up with cruises
and--—--"

“What are cruises?”

Mr. Marlowe said, “When people want to
go on long journeys, there’s a big organization
all over the world called the Robert Angus
Company. Itseesthat they haveshipstogoin.”

Nurse Fowler rose from her chair and said,
“Bill, Ithink it’s better not to wait any longer.
Perhaps you'd like to come with me and leave
them alone for a while?”

“Of course,” said Mr. Marlowe.

Nurse Fowler came quite close to Jonathan.
“Mr. Angus has something to tell you. It’s
something 1 should be telling you, but he
asked me if he could. He has a very good
reason.”

Mr. Angus moved across from his chair and
put his hand on Jonathan’s shoulder. They
watched Mr. Marlowe hold open the door for
Nurse Fowler, then follow her through it.

“Let’s sit down, Jonny.” The short name
brought a spark to Jonathan’s eyes: it was the
way his father said his name. He sat facing
Mr. Angus.

“When a boy’s seven years old,” suggested
Mr. Angus, “he can be very understanding,
can’t he?”

“Yes, sir.” Jonathan nodded.

“Now and then, Jonny, there comes a time
when we have to find out about something
very sad. And when it's necessary to do that
it’s a good thing for people to stick together
and talk it over, so they can find out just
what’s best for them to do about it.”

Jonathan sat there waiting, but something
inside him began to feel frighteningly lost.

“It’s about your father and mother,” Mr.
Angus said. “Nurse Fowler’s been making a
lot of inquiries through the Red Cross.”

“Do you know if the soldiers are going to
let them go home now?”

Mr. Angus leaned forward and spoke very
softly. “I’m afraid they won’t be going home
any more, Jonny.”

Jonathan sat terribly still, and the fright-
ened feeling inside him became so dizzily real
that he wanted to be sick because of it.

“They won’t be coming home any more be-
cause they’re dead, Mr. Angus. Is that what
it is about them?”

Mr. Angus got up and sat on the edge of
the desk. “Yes, Jonny. They died in an effort
to make things safe for you. Someday you
can find out all that’s been discovered about
what happened.” He waited for a moment. “I
asked Nurse Fowler’s permission to tell you
this because I’ve got something special to ask
you.”

Jonathan sat on the chair, looking up at
Mr. Angus, but he didn't really seem to see
him any more. He saw, instead, his father and
mother, and Bozzy, in the car, setting out for
Taishun that morning. And his mother was
smiling out of the window and saying that he
was to be sure to help Sala and Mrs. Ho if
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they needed him. And good-by now, Jonny
darling, and God bless you!

The pain inside him became a lump in his
throat, and the lump hurt so much that he
wanted to cry because of it.

“All over the world,” Mr. Angus was say-
ing, “there are other fathers and mothers who
will be very proud, someday, to know the
story of your father and mother.”

Jonathan stared very hard, and really saw
Mr. Angus again, but he couldn’t stop the
tears from coming out of his eyes, and it did
not seem to matter any more.

“So it’s time,” Mr. Angus was saying, “to
tell you about another father and mother—
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who would like to try and make a new home
for you.”

Jonathan shook his head.

“We’re not your own parents, Jonny, and
nobody could ever take their place. But we
need a son in our family pretty badly. Maybe,
over in America------"

Jonathan did not want to hear any more.
All he wanted—more than anything he had
ever wanted—was to be alone. He slid quietly
off the cold leather seat, and turned and ran
out the door. On down the corridor he ran,
and past all the Chinese people who turned to
look at him on the stairs, and along the land-
ing to Upper Three, and in through the door.

He fell wearily and achingly on the narrow
white bed. And he cried for his mother just as
he used to in the days when he was a very
small boy.

It was not until next day that things began
to be all right again. Even by midmorning he
was sorry that he had run away from Mr.
Angus, and he was terribly ashamed of crying
in front of him.

Nurse Fowler had not been even the slight-
est bit cross—in fact, she had been kinder than
ever. There were things to finish saying, how-
ever. And since Mr. Angus was to leave Hong
Kong next morning, Nurse Fowler had
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planned another chance for them to be to-
gether.

It was she who had given Jonathan permis-
sion to be taken out to supper. As he walked
out of the hospital between Mr. Angus and
Mr. Marlowe, Jonathan felt both small and
big at the same time. He felt even smaller and
bigger when he was sitting between them in
Mr. Marlowe’s shiny blue car, which was open
to the sky.

This was the time when it was neither day
nor night. There were happenings like lanterns
being lit, and drifts of smoke with wondrous
smells in them, and gongs that boomed and
quivered in the distance.

Along the road up the Peak they went, and
the wind was cooler up there, but the wonder-
ful smells of cooking faded away beneath the
scent of the frangipani blossoms. They were
on their way to something called a floating
fish restaurant on the other side of the Peak.
Here, said Mr. Marlowe, there was the best
fried fish in the world.

By the time they got to the fishing village
the sea was silvery black and green, and the
moon had grown so bright that the light of it
was like a shoal of eels on the water.

Just as Jonathan was wondering how the
moonlight looked to the fishes beneath the
water, his mind was brought back to things
that were happening on dry land. A small
Chinese woman came shuffling out of the
shadows beside the fishing boats to lead the
way toward a little sampan tied at the water's
edge.

There were dim, round blobs of orange-
yellow light along the wharf, and as they
walked Jonathan saw how very old the woman
was. However, when they were all in the sam-
pan, she rowed it quickly
across the water. The place
they made for was a lighted
staircase. It belonged to a
houseboat, anchored a little
way off the land.

The man who was wait-
ing for them on top of the
steps was Chinese too. Fie
took them out to the top
deck—which was the strangest kind of res-
taurant Jonathan had ever seen.

A smiling yellow-faced boy brought scented
towels with which to wipe their faces and
hands. After that, they were led to a small
round table at the edge of the deck. Once you
sat down there, you could look straight down
through the rails into the water.

Not that there was much point in wasting
time by looking at the water when there were
such wonderful lists of food in front of you
to choose from.

“Whatever kind of appetite you have,” said
Mr. Angus, “there seem to be things here
especially cooked for it. Crabs and lobsters,
all kinds of prawns, soles, and something called
garoupa------"

“Garoupa/” said Jonathan. “May | have
garoupa, please?”

“Sure you may—all the garoupa you can
eat. Perhaps Bill will tell me what we’re talk-
ing about.”

“A kind of sea bass," said Mr. Marlowe.
“And the way they cook it here is something
out of heaven!”

“Then let’s both have garoupa, Jonny,” said
Mr. Angus.

M Marlowe gave the order. And after
that, Mr. Angus and Mr. Marlowe started
talking about Chinese cooking.

The waiter came with a tray, and set a plate
of sizzling garoupa in front of them. Then
came a sauce, and other fascinating things
that smelled so good it would have been im-
possible for Jonathan not to have remembered
that he was hungry.

As he was accustomed to do at the mission,
he bowed his head and waited for Mr. Angus
to say grace.

The sound of knives and forks on plates
made him open his eyes again, and he saw that
Mr. Angus and Mr. Marlowe had started eat-
ing. It seemed unbelievable to start dinner
without thanking God about it.

Jonathan looked from one to the other of
them, and slowly picked up his fork.

“Now what’s up?” asked Mr. Marlowe.

“Nobody said grace,” replied Jonathan.

They who love are but one
step from heaven.
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
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Mr. Marlowe gave a slight cough and
looked about the restaurant. Mr. Angus gazed
solemnly at Jonathan and suddenly laid down
his knife and fork again. “Why, Jonny!” he
said. “Forgive me! That’s what comes of be-
ing in a hurry!” And then he bowed his head
and said quietly, "'Bless this food to our use,
O Lord, and us to Thy service.”

“Amen,” said Jonathan.

All the other people in the restaurant were
eating, too, and there were four at one of the
tables who were laughing almost all the time.
Mr. Marlowe quietly drew the attention of
Mr. Angus to these people, and said, “In these
houseboat restaurants, high spirits are catch-
ing. As far as | know, your all-in tourists
wouldn’t find anything like them anywhere
else in the world.”

“All-in tourists?” repeated Jonathan.

M r Marlowe looked vaguely troubled.
“All-in tourists,” he explained, “means all-
inclusive tourists. You see—I’m the agent for
Angus Tours in Hong Kong, and when 1 talk
to Mr. Angus like this—he’s the boss of the
show—I mean people who are taking the all-
inclusive tours.”

Mr. Marlowe went on talking business with
Mr. Angus, and for awhile Jonathan paid more
attention to the garoupa on his plate. Eating
did not prevent him, however, from listening
now and then.

“We mustn't forget that the Group A tours,
out of New York, can usually spend more
than--—---- ” Mr. Angus was saying, but paused
as he saw that Jonathan was looking at him.

Jonathan smiled. “New York is where you
come from, isn’t it, sir?”

“Yes, Jonny,” Mr. Angus told him.
“Do you live in a bun-
galow?”
“No, Jonny. It’s quite a
house.”
“What'’s it like?”

“Much too big for us—
and very old. It was my
grandfather who built it—
way back at the turn of
the century.”

“Are your father and mother good to you?”

Mr. Marlowe laughed quite loudly, and
even Mr. Angus laughed a little. “My father
and mother aren’t alive any more,” he said.

“Like mine,” said Jonathan, and nobody
said anything at all for a few seconds. Then he
asked, “Do you live there alone, Mr. Angus?”

Mr. Angus seemed to be suddenly very
much in earnest. “No, Jonny. You see, there’s
Vivien—Mrs. Angus. My wife.”

“Is she good to you?”

Instead of answering the question, Mr. An-
gus said, “Sometimes she’s lonely, too, Jonny.
That’s one reason why 1I’'m looking for some-
one to come and live with us and be part of
the family. How does America sound to you?”

“Could | have a dog there—like Bozzy?”

“Towns aren’t too good for dogs, Jonny—
but I imagine something could be done about
that, because we live right across the street
from the park. But why ‘Bozzy’?”

“That was the name of our dog—in Taishun.
He was a bulldog—a patchy kind of dog, but
very proud. He had no pedigree, though.”

“I can let you into a secret about that. Dogs
are privately happier without them.”

Jonatha-n thought about the matter sol-
emnly. “I wish you could have seen him.”

“So do I.”

Jonathan turned his head away thought-
fully. He was just in time to glimpse, through
the rails, a big, wide sampan gliding along the
side of the restaurant.

There were lanterns on the sampan, and
under the lanterns was a great array of round
baskets without lids, containing all kinds of
bright-colored foods.

Jonathan got to his feet to peer over the
rails. He walked a little distance away, until
the loaded sampan was directly beneath him.
He could make out quite clearly the voices of
Mr. Angus and Mr. Marlowe. “Nobody’s say-
ing you can’t offer him a good home,” Mr.
Marlowe was saying. "'But aren’t you rather
taking a chance, with Vivien so upset and so—
so different ?1 wish I could think it was the old
Vivien he'd be going home to—the girl we
both knew in those old days in Jamaica.”

CONTINUED ON PAGE 108
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Jonathan did not look round, but he listened
very hard. Mr. Angus replied—""Perhaps she
hasn’t changed as much as you think, Bill.”

Again a little silence, then Mr. Marlowe's
voice, gentler now. “It won’t help, John—
blinking the facts away. That boy needs a
home as badly as any child ever did. That great
house on Fifth Avenue and a flock of servants
don’t constitute a home. And you know it.”

There was yet another wait—then Mr.
Angus’ voice again, much quieter. “7 need
him.”

“Good! That's what I've been waiting for.
Now we're being straight about it. | promise

to do all I can for you at this end, John. Jane'll
have to go through all the usual 1.C.A. red
tape, but let's hope it works out.”

“Thanks, Bill. And another thing—I don’t
want him to go short of anything while they're
checking on us. | don’t suppose he has any-
thing in the world except what he has on.”

Jonathan, at the deck rail, understood these
last words very well. An eagerness came over
him to show them that he really did have some-
thing. Two things.

He slipped a hand into the pocket of his
shorts and clutched the two treasures. He took
them out and held them tightly in his hands,
running back to the table.
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“1 own these!"" he said clearly. “That one is
a real ruby! Sala gave it to me. And mother
gave me this one. It is a very good pen. It
came from your country.”

Mr. Angus picked up the ruby and admired
it. “1 don't know any boy who's lucky enough
to own a gem like that!” he said. He gently
put it down again, and took up the pen. “And
that’s about the finest pen I've seen! Do you
do a lot of writing with that pen?”

“Not much, sir. I like to draw with it.”

“You do?” It was Mr. Marlowe this time,
and he took a white envelope from his pocket.
He pushed the envelope across the table.
“What about drawing something for us?”

i photographer: dearborn-massar
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Jonathan looked from one to the other of
them and considered the idea carefully. He
started to draw some parallel lines that
stretched almost from the bottom of the en-
velope to the top of it. As he drew, he concen-
trated so hard that he stuck the tip of his
tongue out, quite unconsciously, and furiously
licked the comer of his upper lip.

After considerable lip licking, he added, in
between the parallel lines, a series of what
looked like square dots. And when these were
finished, he put a line across the bottom.

He studied the drawing critically. Then, with
some misgiving, he held it across the table.

Mr. Angus raised one of his eyebrows and
with a nod passed it to Mr. Marlowe.

“A row of telegraph posts,” said Mr. Mar-
lowe, and passed it back again. “Very good.”

Jonathan shook his head. He bit his bottom
lip and hoped very hard that this time Mr.
Angus would know what it was.

Mr. Angus’ wrinkled brow became sud-
denly clear and smooth again. “It’s a sky-
scraper!” he said. “What else could it be?”

Jonathan, with a triumphant smile, said
proudly, *'Skyscrapers are what people have
in America. | thought perhaps it would make
you feel at home.”

“Remarkable!”

“Is it like your home?”

“Well—it’s like a building near my home.”

ExuberantlyJonathan took the envelope
and drew some people going along the street.
On top of their heads, Jonathan drew a lot of
wide-brimmed hats.

“Those are the people,” Jonathan explained,
handing the envelope back to Mr. Angus.

“But why the funny-looking hats?”

“They are the cowboys,” said Jonathan.

At first it was like the sound of a bee. But
it did not buzz, then pause awhile, buzz and
pause, as bees usually did.

It was so insistent that the sound came into
Jonathan's sleep and woke him. For a second
or so he listened uncomprehendingly. Then in
a flash he was out of bed and at the window.

It was the noise of an airliner.

Jonathan did not know whether there were
other airliners departing from or arriving at
Hong Kong at daybreak, but he did know that
the one with Mr. Angus in it would be starting
now. This was just what he had wanted to
do—wake up in time to see him off. Mr.
Angus had said last night that perhaps quite
soon they would be together again. But Jona-
than had discovered that when people said
good-by to you, you could never tell for sure
whether you would really see them again. He
hoped so. Beyond any doubt at all, now, Mr.
Angus was a necessary friend to have.

Jonathan peered through the window, up
into the sky. The airliner was a long one, with
four engines, and it had a row of windows that
glittered in the sunrise. It was a wonderful,
golden thing.

Soon the airliner was just a speck in the dis-
tance. And then, no matter how hard he
screwed up his eyes, Jonathan could see it no
longer.

Tuesday was purple. It was all very well for
Nurse Fowler to tell him to be patient as the
days went by, but there seemed to be so many
of them. They were all so much alike that if
Jonathan had not had his own ways of distin-
guishing between them, it would have been
hard to keep track of them.

Monday was blue, Tuesday was purple,
Wednesday was green, and Thursday was a kind
of pinkish brown. Fridays, Saturdays and
Sundays were not so permanently fixed.

The day the first big piece of news came
through was a Tuesday. And it began just as
all the other days had. There had been the
usual waking up and washing and scrubbing
of teeth, and rushing into clothes, and eating
breakfast with Mr. Glover in the big kitchen.

On this particular morning Mr. Glover
seemed to be hurrying even more than usual.
Perhaps, Jonathan thought, he had some rea-
son of his own to be counting the days also.

“Are you counting the days?” he asked
while he sat waiting at the big table.

“"What on earth for? Here’s another cup of
tea. Please put the rest of that milk in it before
Pok gets it.”

CONTINUED ON .PAGE 110
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Jonathan looked over the edge of the table
and saw the pale blue eyes of Pok eying the
milk jug crossly. Pok was a Siamese cat that
looked as if he had buried his face in a full tin
of coffee that nobody had ever been able to
wash off.

Pok made a sound of exasperation.

“He doesn’t like waiting either,” said Jona-
than.

Mr. Glover was about to reply when the
house phone rang, and he went to answer it.
“Yes, ma’am,” he said, and hung the receiver
on its hook and turned to Jonathan. “Nurse
Fowler wants to see you.”

Jonathan slid off the bench and went down
the long corridor to Nurse Fowler’s office.

She was pinker than ever this morning, and
there was the smell of a nice kind of soap that
he had known back home in Taishun. “Good
morning, Jonny. Come over here and sit down
in this chair, will you? I have something to
talk to you about.”

He did as she told him. She sat on the edge
of the desk and tilted her head a little on one
side, as if she were studying him.

“We've been trying to trace relatives in
your grandmother's family in Yorkshire,” she
said. “Since the 1.C.A. office in England has
not been able to find any relatives for you,
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Jonny, your father’s church has offered to find
a good home for you.”

Something about the words struck a sudden,
awful panic into Jonathan’s heart. Back in
Taishun he had heard exactly the same words
used about one of the new white kittens. No-
body had found a good home for it, however.
It had been drowned.

He screwed up his eyes at the dreadful
memory, and put his tightly clenched hands
into them, shaking his head to try and make
the picture go away.

“But | don’t think it’s going to be necessary
for them to start finding a home, Jonny—be-
cause | also have a good piece of news.”
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He lowered his fists from his face. “About
Mr. Angus?” he asked.

“Yes. | dare say it’s seemed a long time to
you, but the I.C.A. people in New York had a
lot of questions to ask. Getting a new son into
a family isn’t as easy as you might think. Do
you really want to go and live with them,
Jonny?”

“Yes, please.”

“You know, it’s about as important for
you to want to go to them as it is for them to
want you/”

“Does Mrs. Angus want me too?”

“Yes, of course she does! The 1.C.A. people
in New York found out all sorts of wonderful
things about her—in fact, she’s been quite a
help to the I.C.A. in years past. But | think
she was quite ill a little time ago, Jonny—so
you'll have to be very kind to her, won't you?”

He nodded happily. **Perhaps you could tell
her I won’t bang the piano if she wants me to
be quiet. It sometimes used to make father
very cross—me playing the piano. I can play
with both hands at the same time, now.”

“"That’s very clever. | can't even play with
one!”

He shook his head. “I could show you
sometime,” he offered, “if you wanted me to.”

“Someday before you go that would be
lovely.”

“Will 1 go by myself?”

“l don't think so. There's a lady called
Miss Lunt who looks after a part of our work
in New York. She's on her way around the
world, visiting our different centers. If your
papers get here by the time she does, then per-
haps there'll be a way for you to go back to
New York together.”

When she said it like that, it all sounded so
certain that he became suddenly too restless to
sit in the chair any more. He slid off it, and
came to the edge of the desk.

He stood there and stared at Nurse Fowler
and then blushed, remembering something.
(Sala had said, “White boys not stare at
people, Jonny. Very rude to stare.”)

He wondered what Sala would think if she
knew about these new and exciting things. He
suddenly wanted to tell her about it so badly
that his throat ached. I'm going to America,
Sala! I'm getting a new father and mother!
1'm going to live with a lot o f cowboys in a sky-
scraper! 1I'm going to have a dog like Bozzy
again.

This was the day of days.

Jonathan stood at the door of the I1.C.A.
building with Mr. Glover, and Miss Lunt's
two suitcases, and his own—waiting for the
taxi that was to take them to the ship in which
they were to leave for America.

He had never owned any luggage before.
Now there was a small blue suitcase that
definitely and assuredly belonged to him. Mr.
Marlowe and Nurse Fowler had taken him
out one afternoon and bought him two flannel
suits, some new shirts, new underwear, and
three ties that he had helped to choose—a red
one that looked bright and happy, a green one
with gray stripes on it, and a blue one with
white spots. Mr. Marlowe had also helped to
buy some socks and two pairs of shoes.

While Jonathan was looking lovingly at this
luggage, the coffee-colored face of Pok ap-
peared abruptly from behind it.

Mr. Glover, who had been helping with the
luggage, saw the cat and looked crossly at
him. “Do you want to cost me my job?” he
asked. Whereupon Mr. Glover whisked him
away, and Pok set up a wail that must have
been heard all over the I.C.A. building. The
last Jonathan saw of him was an angry tail
lashing about under Mr. Glover's arm as he
was rushed back to the kitchen.

It was then that the taxi came—and Nurse
Fowler and Miss Lunt also appeared.

The driver gathered up all three suitcases
and put them in the taxi. Miss Lunt said
good-by to Nurse Fowler, and then helped
Jonathan inside the cab.

Nurse Fowler continued to stand and wave
at the top of the hospital steps until Jonathan
could see her no more.

He sat in the back of the taxi then, and
looked up at Miss Lunt at his side. She had
arrived only two days ago. Instead of being
pink and white, like Nurse Fowler, she was
mostly navy blue. Miss Lunt had a big croco-
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dile-leather bag on her lap. She snapped it
open, and poked about inside it. Then she
snapped it shut again—with the kind of satis-
fied click that made Jonathan feel she rather
liked snapping it open and shut.

“Well, young man,” asked Miss Lunt,
“how does it feel to be setting out for the other
side of the world?” She looked down at him,
peering through the top of her spectacles.

“Very well, thank you,” he replied. He
could not even begin to tell her what he was
really thinking.

She did not ask him any more, but gave a
cheerful little chuckle, and let him look out
the taxicab window at the things that went
whirling by outside.

They came suddenly out of the narrow
streets into a wider one, and now there were
people everywhere. Jonathan wondered that
some of them did not get run over.

Down at the harbor there were even more
people, and even larger numbers of taxicabs.

“Look!” said Miss Lunt. “Over there be-
tween that building and the side of the shed.”

Jonathan looked, and gave a quick gasp of
astonishment.

“That’s the ship, Jonathan. It’s going to be
our home right over the Indian Ocean—and
on through the Mediterranean, and then over
the Atlantic.”

It was a fine sight. The ship had a wide
squat funnel with a white eagle on a band of
red, and blue stripes above and beneath it—
all of them gleaming in the sunshine.

Miss Lunt looked as if she were going to say
some more, but at that moment a rush of
white steam gushed up at the side of the fun-
nel, and the vast sound of the ship’s siren filled
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the air. The noise was frightening, yet it was
exciting. It was louder and longer than any
gong he had ever heard—and he edged a little
closer to Miss Lunt until it stopped.

Perhaps the ship was excited too. Perhaps
the ship was shouting with impatience—to be
away out of the harbor and off home. Far
away in the distance the horizon was shimmer-
ing and sparkling in the sunlight. On the other
side of it, Jonathan supposed, lay all the rest
of the world. The world and Mr. Angus.

The sounds of this strange new world were
already close beside him, but beyond the
ship’s rail he could see nothing but the drift
and swirl of the fog. The great ship’s engines
were silent now. All the throbbing, all the
deep-down, faraway clanking that had been
with them across the ocean, had ceased.

Miss Lunt had explained that this was be-
cause they were off the port—though she
could not see this, any more than could any
of the other passengers. She had been given the
news by one of the ship’s officers.

There were sounds that called out of the fog
to him. As Jonathan stood at the rail, his coat
collar turned up against the cold, he heard
these sounds quite clearly—the deep, long
calling back and forth of other liners, or the
quick, sharp tooting of little tugs. He was not
really supposed to be out here on the deck. He
was supposed to be within sight of Miss Lunt,
who was sitting with a lot of other people just
inside the door ofthe lounge. He fancied, how-
ever, that she had done something she called
“dozing off.” This was a thing she did fre-
quently.

Just as Jonathan was thinking of going back
to Miss Lunt, he became aware that two of the
passengers farther along the ship’s rail were
talking excitedly, and one of them was point-
ing at something out in the fog.

Jonathan ran along the deck toward them,
and looked in the direction in which the man
was pointing.

“There she is, the old girl!” the man was
saying. “Haven’t seen her for ten years.”

The other man saw Jonathan. He was a
gray-haired man who had come with them all
the way from Manila. His name was Colonel
Sutter.

“Look, my boy!” he said. “What d’you
think of that, now?”

Jonathan looked, then opened his eyes as
wide as they would go.

The fog was beginning to clear, and through
the middle of the gap came a giant. A lady
giant she was—a great, towering one, with a
crown on her head and a torch held high in her
hand.

“The Statue of Liberty,” said Colonel
Sutter proudly.
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Jonathan ran quickly back along the deck
and into the lounge. “Come quick, Miss
Lunt!” he said. “Come quick and see!”

She gave a startled blink. “See what?”

“Statue of Liberty! Quick, please!”

“She’ll wait,” said Miss Lunt with a smile,
but came back with him to the deck.

Other people had heard of the lifting of the
fog, too, and there were quite a number of
them at the rail. Jonathan led Miss Lunt to an
empty space. He had no sooner done so than
he realized that the ship was beginning to
move again.

He pointed this out to Miss Lunt. “That
means we’ll be moving into the dock,” she
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said. “We'll have to go back into the lounge
to get our papers cleared. But before we go,
there's something | can show you, Jonny.
There are your first skyscrapers!"

He blinked and stared with wondering eyes.
It looked as if there were hundreds of them,
all shapes, sizes and colors, with millions of
bright windows, glinting in the late afternoon
sunshine.

“That’s Manhattan,” said Miss Lunt, “and
that means home."

"'Do you live in one of those skyscrapers,
Miss Lunt?"

“No, dear. | live in a small apartment not
far from the United Nations.”

He looked long and hard at the view. He
was still doing this when a voice came through
an odd-looking box at the top of the wall.

“Passengers not in the lounge,” said the
voice, "are requested to assemble there at once
for United States Customs and Immigration
inspection.”

“That means us,” said Miss Lunt, and she
shepherded him round the end of the deck
again, and into the lounge.

The ship was already nosing into the dock
when they came out into the fresh air again.
Jonathan ran to the rail and looked down, see-
ing that already two of the big cables had been
thrown from ship to shore, and there were men
carrying them to posts at the dock’s edge.

There was an upper level along the dock
shed, too, and there was a gap in it, with more
men waiting to take in the ship's gangway.

Beyond this gap, be-
hind a wooden barrier,
were many people.

With a quick new ex-
citement, Jonathan
stared eagerly along the
faces over the barrier—
faces of young people
and old people, fat faces
and thin ones. Head and
shoulders over a group
aman in agreatcoatwas
standing, his hat off and
the sun on his face. Jon-
athan saw him, and
called out, “Mr. Angus!
Mr. Angus!” He raised
his arm and waved.
Then because all the
other people around
him were waving too (and they were all so
much bigger) he waved both arms.

Mr. Angus saw him. He smiled and waved
his hat quite high and hard.

The towering, unfamiliar world became
suddenly a friendly one. And there was an-
other thing. All the people out there had come
to meet somebody special. Jonathan realized,
with a strange new certainty, that for the first
time he was the somebody special someone had
come to meet! He turned to Miss Lunt and
wanted to explain this miracle, but at the very
moment she led him up to the head of the
gangway, and helped him up on it.

It was an exciting, gay tunnel of a gang-
plank—a tunnel that led from the ship to
America! And when he stepped off at the
other end, there right in front of him was Mr.
Angus.

itself

Jonathan ran across the small intervening
space, and Mr. Angus swept him up in two
big, strong arms. ""Welcome home, Jonny!”
he said. *"We finally made it!”

Jonathan nodded vigorously, and as Mr.
Angus set him down again, turned proudly to
Miss Lunt. She seemed very pleased too.

Miss Lunt stretched out her hand to Mr.
Angus. "I’m so glad to meet you at last.”

They talked a little more—about the jour-
ney, and about the papers that had to be
signed, and presently they all went into the
Customs shed where the luggage was waiting.

“Here, Jonny!” said Miss Lunt, opening
the big crocodile bag. “Here's a box of those
green peppermints—the kind you like. Don't
eat them all at once, now."

“Thank you, Miss Lunt.”

“Good-by, Jonny,” she said. "I have to go
down to where it says L-M-N. Be good to
your new father, now!”

“Yes, Miss Lunt.”

He watched as she went away and was lost
among the many moving people.

QUESTION

By ANNE C. CULBERT

It took but little skill to make
My special brand of hell.
Why won’t my heaven shape

As easily and well?
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“I think by now you'll have your suitcase
waiting for you, Jonny. It’ll be under the A’s.
How does it feel to have Angus and Adams
with the same initial? You’ll be Jonathan
Angus from now on, you know.”

“Jonathan Angus,” said Jonathan unbe-
lievingly. The words had a strange sound.
*"Jonathan Angus,” he said again, and rather
liked the sound.

The lions had no eyes. That was almost the
first tiling Jonathan noticed as the taxi driver
held open the door and he jumped out onto
the pavement.

While Mr. Angus was getting out behind
him, and the driver was taking out the blue
suitcase, Jonathan stared up at the house and
into the unseeing eyes of the stone lions. They
were smooth and gray, standing on pillars on
either side of the entrance.

There was no time to think about the lions,
though. Almost before Jonathan could turn
his eyes away from them, the big front door
was opened and in the doorway was a tall
black man in a white jacket.

Jonathan could not remember meeting any
other black people. He had seen pictures and
read stories about them. Most of them were
cannibals, but this one did not look like a
cannibal. He had a high, shiny forehead, and
fuzzy gray hair that was white above the
ears.

"Whitton, here'sour newson at last—Master
Jonathan.” Mr. Angus sounded very happy.

The tall man looked
down at Jonathan, then
bowed and smiled.
"Welcome home, Mas-
ter Jonathan,” he said.

Jonathan smiled back.
Politely he said, "Good
evening.”

The dark man turned
to Mr. Angus. “Your
coat, sir?”

“Don't bother just
now. Is Mrs. Angus in
the music room?”

“Yes, sir.”

"Good. We’ll go in
just as we are. Will you
take that suitcase up-
stairs?”

"Yes, sir.”

Jonathan watched the dark man pick up
the suitcase and walk away with it toward the
bottom of a great flight of stairs.

They were wonderful stairs. They swept in
a wide curve from the bottom of the hallway
up and up to the floors above. He caught a
glimpse of a tremendous shimmering thing: a
thing with many lights on it, like a kind of
upside-down fountain, hanging from the ceil-
ing over the hallway. He stared at it in wide-
eyed wonder, but Mr. Angus began to lead
him toward a door on the right.

There was a glow of firelight as the door
opened, and a deep, soft carpet that stopped
your feet from making any noise. There were
tall mirrors and high windows, and many
flowers. And Jonathan suddenly realized that
there was a big piano in front of him. Despite
the thrill of the piano, however, his eyes went
quickly and wonderingly to the lady who rose
from a silver-green chair to come toward him.
She put down on acrystal ash tray a cigarette
she had been smoking.

It was queer that for a little moment nobody
said anything—not even Mr. Angus. Jonathan
wished that somebody would speak. He
wanted to say something himself, but the
silence seemed too solid for talking.

Mrs. Angus knelt on the carpet in front of
him and put both hands on his shoulders. She
was in a black dress with a little strip of
moonlike yellow round the top. He decided
that she was the most beautiful lady he had
ever been so close to. She had gleaming, dark
red hair that shone and glinted in the firelight.
And she had a smooth, still face with large
brown eyes. She gave him a slow and search-
ing look. *

'So you're home at last!” she said. And she
smiled, and drew him close to her. For a
moment she held him very tightly.

Something inside him made him want ter-
ribly hard to say kind things to her. He did
not know how you could want so much to
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comfort somebody and be afraid, at the same
time.

“Come on, Jonny!” It was the reassuring
voice of Mr. Angus, and he was laughing now.
“What are you looking so scared for?"

Mrs. Angus let go of him and stood up.
When she spoke to Mr. Angus her voice was
curiously crumbly at the edges.

“It’s all so new to him,” she said, ""but he’ll
soon get used to us. Won’t you, Jonny?” She
looked down at him, then away, and round
the room. “This is a very lovely house,” she
said, “for a boy who can get used to things.”

“Yes, Mrs. Angus,” he said.

She looked across at Mr. Angus, but it
sounded as if she were really talking to herself.
“He isn’t quite as tall,” she said.

She said it as if it were some kind of mistake
that Jonathan had made. He did not know
who he was not as tall as.

“1’m very sorry,” he said.

Mrs. Angus’ eyes filled with tears, but Mr.
Angus smiled down at him. “There’s nothing
to be sorry for, Jonny! Let's take this heavy
coat off and come and get warm by the fire.”

Mr. Angus helped him off with his coat—
but he still clutched the box of peppermints
Miss Lunt had given him. He remembered
that Miss Lunt had said he must be grateful,
and he wanted very much to do what Miss
Lunt had said.

He walked over to Mrs. Angus and held
out the box of peppermints. "They’re green
ones, Mrs. Angus,” he said encouragingly.
“They’re not really as hard as they look.”

“Thank you, Jonny.” She took one of the
peppermints, but held it for a moment be-
tween her thumb and finger. “Now that you’re
going to live with us, we’ll have to do some-
thing about that, won’t we?”

He did not know what she meant.

“About me being Mrs. Angus,” she said
with a smile.

Mr. Angus wrinkled his forehead, but all
the same said quite gently, “Not so fast,
Vivien. Let’s take it as it comes, shall we?
After all, he’s only just. . . well, isn’t it a little
early to rush him, don’t you think?”

Mrs. Angus turned to her husband, and
although her smile did not alter, her voice
seemed different, as if he, too, had now said
something that was a mistake. “1fwe don’t get
things right from the first, John, it’ll be just
that much harder—later.”

MAngus looked at her for a still, long
moment, then drew her attention to the pep-
permint in her hand. “Aren’t you going to eat
it, darling? They’re very good ones.”

She put the peppermint in her mouth and
sat down on a big, shiny hassock.

For a few minutes Jonathan sat on the edge
of the settee by the fireside. It was warm and
comfortable there, and it was nice to have Mr.
Angus beside him.

“It wouldn’t surprise me,” said Mr. Angus,
“if he’s getting hungry.”

“l was not forgetting, John,” said Mrs.
Angus. “I thought you wanted him to sit by
the fire for a while.” She tapped her cigarette
into another small ash tray. “Come with me,
Jonny,” she said. “Let’s go upstairs and look
at your bedroom. Everything’s ready for you,
dear. And there'll be a nice warm bath for you
before you change your suit for dinner.”

She held out her hand to him. He allowed
himself to be led across the room toward the
door, and wondered if he would ever be able
to say aloud, in this big house, that he did not
like to be led by the hand. He glanced around
at Mr. Angus, hoping that he was coming
too.

At the foot of the staircase Mrs. Angus re-
leased his hand, and he followed her up the
soft, purple carpet that led around the
wide sweep of the staircase. Along the wall
were large paintings of angry-looking men,
mostly with side whiskers on their faces, and
kilts that showed their knees. There was also
a picture of a lady in a wide, pale dress, with
white hair done up into a high shape with
flowers on top.

As they came up to the top of the staircase,
they came level with the vast crystal thing with
lights on it. It hung from the ceiling over the
hallway below, and it sparkled like millions
of diamonds. Near to the top of the stairs
Jonathan glanced down to look at it—because

the sparkles changed with every step he made.
He became so fascinated that he walked back-
ward a few steps down the stairs, and then
forward again.

“"Jonathan! What on earth are you doing
that for?” Mrs. Angus’ voice came loudly into
the game he was playing.

He could not possibly explain the things he
had been seeing, so he said nothing at all. She
gave an odd little laugh. Then she led the way
down a wide corridor.

There were several doors and just as they
were getting to one it opened and a dark-
colored girl with a black dress and a white
apron came out.

>
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velvet. The bed was a four-poster. He had
seen pictures of such beds, but never before
had he actually set eyes on one. The room had
two other doors. Both were closed.

It was a beautifully warm room. It had a
fireplace with a real fire in it. While he was
looking at the fire, he saw that Mrs. Angus
was standing very still. She was looking at
something above the mantelpiece.

It was a picture—the painting of.a boy
about his own age. But the boy in the picture
had dark hair, and looked altogether different.
He was wearing a kind of brown leather jacket,
and was holding a bow and arrow. He seemed
to be laughing.
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Mrs. Angus’ voice came across the quietness
so suddenly that he was a little startled—
“Perhaps you're wondering about the boy in
the picture.”

“He has a terrific bow and arrow,” said
Jonathan.

“His name was Robin. He was my son—a
wonderful boy, Jonathan.”

“Did Robin die, too, Mrs. Angus?” Jona-
than asked.

Mrs. Angus turned to him, and for a mo-
ment she did not speak. When she did reply,
her voice had a quivery sort of sound.

“He was drowned in an accident in a swim-
ming pool ... at a little school he went to.”

She drew in her breath and then spoke quickly.
“Why did you say ‘Did Robin die too?" ” she
asked.

“In China people die all the time,” he re-
plied. “My father said they go to heaven.”

“I see,” she said.

“You don’t really see heaven, Mrs. Angus.
But sometimes, if you try very hard before you
go to bed, you can dream about it.”

He thought that perhaps this was something
she would like to know, but she turned away
from the painting and said no more about it.
Instead, she walked over to the bed, and said,
in a colder, faraway voice, “Whitton has un-
packed your suitcase, dear, and he’s put your

other suit out. You can manage everything for
yourself, I suppose?”

He nodded vigorously.

She walked away from the bed and opened
one of the other doors. “Here’s your bath-
room, Jonny. Your very own one. Robin used
to love it. Look—1I’ll turn on the water for you,
and you can have a bath before you put your
suit on.”

She turned on the tap. “I’m going to leave
you to change, now, dear,” Mrs. Angus said.
“Don't be long, will you? This other door
leads into my bedroom, and your father's
room is just beyond that. We’re all quite near
each other.”
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She gave him a quick pat on the shoulder,
and smiled. Then she went out of the room and
closed the door after her.

Suddenly, when she had gone, the room was
bigger than ever, and it was full of echoes.

He took off his jacket and started getting
undressed. He remembered that he must turn
off the water in the bathroom before the bath
got too full. And he must turn on the cold
water so that it would not be too hot to sit in.

Presently he pulled his gray shorts off. He
put his two great treasures on a table by the
side of his bed. He put his handkerchief
there, and beside it he laid the ball-point pen.
And the small red ruby beside that. The ruby
did not have much light in it today, and the
pen was curiously shabby.

He picked the pen up lovingly, though, and
remembering precious things about it, he went
into the bathroom to turn off the water.

Rrhaps it was not a real sound at all. Per-
haps he had dreamed it. Certainly he had been
asleep. There was no light in his room—at
least, none but the moonlight making a sil-
very-yellow crisscross on the carpet . . . that
crept up and over the edge of the bed.

It was the highest bed that Jonathan had
ever known, and also the softest. The sheets
had a faint, sweet smell as if they had just been
carried through a clover field. He thought the
wood of the bedposts smelled good too.

To all these sights and smells he woke again
now, but it was not the sights or the smells he
thought of. What he thought of was the sound.

The sound was coming from the other side
of the closed door that led to Mrs. Angus'
room. He sat up in bed and listened. It was a
pitiful kind of noise, and Jonathan remem-
bered that it was the sound Sala had made the
first night they had run away from Taishun.
It was the sound of somebody crying.

He did not know what Mrs. Angus was
crying about, but as he sat there, small and still
in the great bed, he began to believe that in
some way she was crying about him. The fear
of her that he had felt before came back, only
much more strongly.

At length he heard another door open. Al-
most immediately the crying sound stopped,
and Jonathan heard the voice of Mr. Angus.

“Viv—please—what’s the trouble, dar-
ling?”

Jonathan listened sharply. It seemed a long
time before Mrs. Angus replied. “I didn't
think you could hear me.”

“I’'m still within earshot, darling. When you
insisted on moving in here, at least you stayed
within sound of me. Isn’t it some comfort to
know I'm in there if you need me?”

“If you should hear me . . . crying, John, it
doesn’t mean that I ... that | need anyone.”

“This was supposed to be a happy night,
Viv. Are you very—are you terribly disap-
pointed?”

“Do we have to do all this probing------"

“In the old days, darling, you used to curl
up in bed at times like these and put your head
on my shoulder and tell me all about it. Why
go on keeping things back like this? Why go
on making comparisons with the past when
there’s such a fine future again—right in the
room next door?”

“A future for me—or for him?”

“l hoped for both of you—for all of us,
Vivien. Ever since we discovered you couldn’t
have any more of your own, you’ve been long-
ing for a boy like Jonathan!”

For a second or two Jonathan heard only
the silence. When Mrs. Angus spoke, her voice
was far away.

“You still don’t really understand, do you,
John? For years you haven’t.”

“1 may be a fool when it comes to under-
standing your wish to do things so much on
your own, these days. But having a new son is
something altogether different. It can mean a
new start for both of us, as well as for him.”

“I promised you I’d do my best. He’ll have
everything he needs—the best of everything."

“Including love?”

There was a pause again. Then Mrs. Angus
spoke so much in a whisper—a kind of fierce,
quick whisper—that Jonathan could hardly
hear at all.

“Isn't he the second chance I’ve been wait-
ing so long for? Isn’t he a chance to put things
back as they were again? If that’s true, then
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don’t you see that I've still got all the love
that’s been locked away inside me since Robin
died? That’s why—where Jonathan’s con-
cerned—I'm going to have to be so terribly
careful. I can’t afford, not a second time, to

take any chances, John. I can’t risk------" Mrs.
Angus' voice stopped there, or rather it
broke off.

“Can’t risk what, Vivien?”

“Risk failing him, as I failed Robin.”

“That’s a terrible thing to go on thinking.
He’ll need a lot of love, Vivien, but he has a
lot to give. Everything here must seem very
strange to him. I think as soon as he starts
meeting some boys of his own age------ ”

“I—I1’'m glad you mentioned that, John. It's
something we’ve got to understand each other
about.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’ve only got to look at him to see how
wrong itwould be to expose him to the average
group of American boys. | think that for a
while it would be better for us to have a tutor
for him.”

“A tutor?” Mr. Angus sounded startled.
Jonathan listened and wondered. He did not
know what a tutor was.

“Vivien—will you be absolutely straight
with me about this? Is this really why you
want a tutor for Jonny? Or is it that you're
scared of his going to a school because of what
happened to Robin?”

Jonathan heard a small, sharp gasp. Then
there was the sound of Mrs. Angus crying
again. Yet in spite of the crying she said, “If
Robin hadn't been inschool
that day it couldn't have
happened! Nearly all the
rest of the school was on
holiday. And it was my
fault Robin was there—
just because it was more
convenient for him to be
out of the house that week.
More convenient!”

“Darling, you really
mustn’t get hysterical like
this. Listen—you’ve got to
get a grip on yourself, Vivien. You’ve let the
thought of school, and everything to do
with school, scare the life out of you.”

“Please-—--"

“Oh, I know that Jonathan’s been living in
a pretty abnormal background. But that's just
one big reason for him to have anormal home,
and a normal education with other boys.
We've got to behave like rational people,
darling, when we decide things like this.”

“Are you trying to tell me I'm neurotic
again?”

“For pity’s sake, Viv!”

There was another silence. Then Mr. Angus
said, “If you really feel we’ll be protecting
Jonathan best for a week or two by having a
tutor here------ ”

When Mrs. Angus spoke again she spoke
more calmly. “There’s a man called Philip
Wade, John. He tutored those two boys of
Barbara Simmons'. | telephoned and asked
him to call tomorrow afternoon.”

“Did you fix this appointment even before
you’d seen Jonny?”

“It’s better to be prepared. Will you be here
tomorrow afternoon?”

“Of course I'll be here, Vivien. But let’s not
commit ourselves about this tutor until we’ve
seen what kind of man he is. And until we feel
sure they’ll get along well together."

“They will, John. He sounds like the kind of
man Robin would have liked.”

There was a long hush again, then the sound
of a door closing.

Jonathan did not understand the meaning
of the things that had been spoken in there.
Mr. and Mrs. Angus had a way of talking that
was not at all like the talk he had listened to at
home in Taishun. His father and mother al-
ways said what they liked and disliked in sim-
ple, easy words.

Either in Mrs. Angus’ room or in his own,
he heard a clock strike. It struck two. Jona-
than looked about him to see if the clock was
in his own room. He could not see it. But his
eyes did see, once again, the face of the boy in
the painting. The room grew bigger and lone-
lier. It was as if the pattern of the words that
he had heard went running up and down the

A bookie is just a pick-
pocket who lets you use
your own hands.
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walls of the room. But they always came back
to the painting of Robin Angus. And the ar-
row was pointing straight toward him.

Jonathan was glad that there was only Mr.
Angus to have breakfast with. It had been Mr.
Angus who had come into his room to make
sure he was awake, and to help him get out the
clothes he should wear. He had shown Mr.
Angus the splendid ties that Mr. Marlowe and
Nurse Fowler had bought for him in Hong
Kong—especially the green-and-gray one that
they decided was the one for this particular
day. He was glad Mr. Angus liked it.

When it was time for breakfast, it seemed
that Mrs. Angus was still asleep upstairs. It
was important for her, Mr. Angus explained,
to stay asleep until Frankie took a tray of
breakfast to her.

Breakfast was not in the dining room. This
was called the brown room, and it was a small,
cozy back room that had bright curtains. It
was a wonderful breakfast. And the sun was
shining brightly even though it was too cold
yet, Mr. Angus said, for the windows to be
opened.

There were many books along the walls, and
as Jonathan sat facing Mr. Angus across the
round, polished table, he could see them over
the tops of some white flowers. It was while he
was staring wonderingly at the books that
Jonathan caught a glimpse of Mr. Angus look-
ing very keenly at him—and at the bowl of oat-
meal that remained untouched in front of him.

“'Better eat your cereal,”
said Mr. Angus. "Just the
thing for . . Jonathan
Angus.”

“Jonathan Angus,” re-
peated Jonathan. He de-
cided he liked his new
name. He nodded his head.
“Does that make me stop
being a refugee?”

“Yes. And do you know
something?”

Jonathan shook his head.

“We’ve got a job to do,” said Mr. Angus.

Jonathan ate his cereal and watched Mr.
Angus expectantly.

“We’ve got to prove something, Jonny.
We’ve got to prove it was a good idea to adopt
each other. We’ve got to prove that I’m the
right kind of father and you’re the right kind
of son. We want Viv—we want Mrs. Angus
to be sure of all this, don’t we?”

“She doesn’t like me.”

Mr. Angus put down the cup of coffee he
was lifting from the table. “What on earth
makes you think that?”

“I think she’d like to change me.”

“What a fantastic notion!”

“Wouldn’t she?”

“Of course not. She may not want you to do
all the things you’d like to do, but... between
you and me, she’s been wanting a son like you
pretty badly.”

Jonathan picked up the spoon beside the
plate. “Please,” he asked suddenly, “what is a
tutor?”

Mr. Angus looked startled. "*Were you
awake in bed last night?” he asked.

Jonathan stared for a moment uncomfort-
ably, then he pressed the spoon in his hand
very hard down on the plate. "Yes, sir.”

"l don’t know how much you heard,
Jonny—or how much you understood of what
you heard. But you’ve got to realize that ev-
erybody’s trying to work out just exactly
what's best for you. You’ve got to trust us
about that, haven’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, a tutor is a teacher. Only instead of
you going to school to him, he comes to you.
Tutors have a way of knowing just what you
need to find out about.”

“Will he let me draw things?”

“He might even help.”

“What’s he like?”

Suddenly it was the voice of Mrs. Angus
that Jonathan heard. He swung round in his
chair to find her standing in the doorway.

“We’ll be able to answer that better this
afternoon, dear,” she said.

She had a hat on, and a little brown fur
coat. He realized that he had been right in
deciding that she was the most beautiful lady

in the world. She came over to him and leaned
down to kiss him on the cheek.

*'Good morning, Jonny," she said.

*'Good morning," he replied shyly. Then he
watched her walk over to Mr. Angus and kiss
him on the cheek also.

Mr. Angus, who stood up when she came in,
put both his hands on her shoulders and said,
“Why so early, darling? I thought you were
still sleeping.”

“l suddenly remembered 1'd promised to
call for Janet and take her to a committee
meeting,” she told him. “We’ve only a short
time until the Silver Slipper Ball—and we’ve
hardly done a thing.”

“ “Silver Slipper Ball’? I'd forgotten about it.
What's the good cause this time?”

""The crippled children again—the same as
last year,” she said, and then, *'Can | tell you
something, Jonathan?"

She hesitated, and he looked at her ex-
pectantly.

“That green tie doesn’t really look very right
with that suit,” she said. “I have a little drawer
upstairs that’s just about full of ties, Jonny. |
haven’t time now, but when | come back we’ll
go through them together and pick out some-
thing more suitable, shall we?”

He merely looked at her. Perhaps it was
very rude of him not to say anything like this.

COLORFUL...
CASUAL...
CAREFREE!

When all your shelves wear Royledge,
you can open any door wide

with pardonable pride. For

colorful Royledge looks lovely,
stays fresh longer. (Costs

just pennies a shelf, too!)

Regular or Plasti-chrome Xtra-width
(which goes all the way back on
the shelf) with regular or narrow
edging (for shelves close together).
At your Variety, Supermarket

or Department Store.

DESIGNED FOR
Royal living every dayi
Royal Lace Paper Works, Bklyn 1, N.Y.

(Division of Eastern Corporation)



an extra safeguard
offered only by

United Wan Lines

Your most delicate possessions
are kept safe and clean in a
United Sanitized van.

Clothing, draperies, rugs,
linens, upholstered pieces. . .
all your belongings . . . arrive
“Daisy Fresh” at destination.
And only United Agents pro-
vide Sanitized Service—the
cleanest, freshest, safest way
to move lovely furnishings. It’s
aregular part of United service
. No extra cost.

For “Pre-Planned”, Sanitized
Service call yournearest United
Agent. He’s listed under
“MOVERS” in the Yellow Pages.

For information about the city
to which you're moving and
handy “Pre-Planned” moving
booklet, write moving consultant
Bette Malone, Dept. H2, United
Van Lines, St. Louis 17, Mo.

Mrs. Angus said, “1 want you to promise me
something, dear. 1 have to be out until early
this afternoon. | want you to promise me not
to step outside the house—not until you know
the neighborhood a little better. Very soon—
maybe tomorrow—I’ll take you out and we’ll
start getting to know it. In the meantime,
there’s lots to keep you interested right here.
You've all sorts of picture magazines to look
at, and Whitton will turn on the television in
the music room if you wish. If you want Whit-
ton, just push this little bell. You under-
stand?”

""Yes, thank you. What is television?”

“D'you mean to say you haven’t even heard
of it?”

Jonathan nodded his head. He was ashamed
that he had not heard of television. "There
wasn’t anything that sounded like that in
Taishun,” he said.

Mr. Angus was smiling. "I didn't think there
was a boy left in the world who’d escaped it!”

“What is it like?”

“Like radio with pictures. If you’ve finished
that egg, come with me and 1’ll show you.”

He ate the last spoonful of egg and wiped
his mouth. He was getting up out of his chair
when he saw that Mrs. Angus was walking
away from them toward the door.

“You'll both have to excuse me,” she said.
“I think Lynch has the car ready. I’ll be back
after lunch. Cook’s going to fix you something
very nice, Jonny.”

Mrs. Angus came back and kissed Mr.
Angus very lightly on the cheek again. “Don’t
forget Mr. Wade's coming at three, dear,” she
said. “Try to make it.”

**Sure I will. Good-by, Viv.”

Mrs. Angus hurried out of the room. For
some reason Jonathan felt happier again. He
looked around him excitedly as Mr. Angus
took him into the music room.

The thing to which Mr. Angus led him was
a large brown piece of furniture with a window
in it. Mr. Angus turned a little knob and after
amoment there was a lady’s voice talking, and
presently there was the lady herself, making
cakes.

"I don’t suppose you want a cooking les-
son,” Mr. Angus said. “But I'm afraid there
isn’t much choice at this time of morning. Get
Whitton to try it for you later.”

He turned the knob again, and the woman
vanished, cake and all. Jonathan wanted to ask
questions about her, but he could see that Mr.
Angus was in a hurry.

"Don’t start feeling lonely, Jonny. If only
you were going to school------ ” He did not
finish what he was going to say, but went out
into the front hallway to put his coat and hat
on. Jonathan followed, and Mr. Angus
stretched out his hand and ruffled his hair a
little. "'I'm sorry to leave you like this—right
on your first morning—but we're awfully busy
these days.”

“All-in tourists,” said Jonathan with a
smile.

“For heaven's sake! You remembered that
from Hong Kong!”

“I’'m one, too, aren’t 1?”

“You’rewhat?”

“All-in tourist.”

“Indeed you are! Even a kind of explorer.
You can get on with your exploring right now
if you like. Don't be scared about feeling at
home here. It is your home, you know.”

Jonathan smiled. He stood quietly in the
hall as Mr. Angus went out.

The hallway seemed higher than ever when
there was nobody in it. He went into the music
room. He saw the big piano and realized, with
a shiver of excitement, that there was nobody,
now, to say that he must not play it. He sat on
the piano stool and, using two fingers, played
some of the black notes, then some of the
white ones. Then he played one of the black
notes and one of the white ones together. In
the middle of a pause, among the fascinating
noises he was making on the piano, Jonathan
became aware of another sound. It came from
the direction of the window.

It was the soft, exciting sputter of new rain.
He slithered off the piano stool and ran over
to the window. There was no sunlight any
more, and although many of the trees were
bare, there were some dark ones that were
waving in the wind. The sidewalk was so

bright and wet that he could see the trees up-
side down, and he wondered what it was like
to climb up a reflected tree. He was just decid-
ing that this must certainly be the quickest way
of getting to the top, when he heard someone
coming into the room behind him. He turned
to see Whitton looking anxiously up at the
windows above him.

“Mrs. Angus doesn‘t like the rain to get
inside,” said Whitton. “Sure is blowing up a
gale!”

"'Sure is,” echoed Jonathan.

Whitton went out of the room again, and
there was nothing left to watch but things that
did not move, and nothing left to listen to but
silence.

He got tired, at length, of looking at the
objects in the room, and remembered the glit-
tering thing that hung over the hallway. He
went tiptoeing over the deep carpet as if going
out there were something he should not be
doing. Perhaps it was silly to go on tiptoe, but
it seemed the only thing to do.

He went slowly up the staircase and sat on
the top stair. He clasped his hands round his
bare knees and put his head down on them,
and looked with determination into the shin-
ing thing in front of him.

Just now it was not really shining very much.
The countless little shapes of glass that had
been so full of fire were just pale and bluey
white. He held his head hopefully on one side
to see if that would make it any better. He
was still in the middle of holding his head on
one side when the maid with the white apron
came up the stairs.

“Good morning, Master Jonathan.”

He remembered both his manners and the
name Mrs. Angus had told him. “Good mom-
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ing, Frankie,” he said, and straightened his
head up.

She had a large thing in her hand like a long
black drum. It had a pipe attached to it—a
kind of wide, bendy pipe with a nozzle at the
end of it.

“I wondered what you were looking at,”
she said, “with your head down like that.”

“I was looking at that,” he said, “with all
those bits of glass in it.”

“The chandelier,” said Frankie.

“Chandelier,” he repeated. He liked the
sound of it.

“I thought maybe they didn't have things
like that where you came from,” she said.

“Not glass ones,” he said. “But lanterns.
Very big lanterns made of rice paper, in all
kinds of colors, with lights in them. They
wave in the wind and blink. They have crinkles
on them.”

“Chinese lanterns,” said Frankie. “One
time | saw lanterns like them at the Mardi
gras, in New Orleans.” She looked over his
shoulder. “But talking about Chinese lanterns
won't get my work done,” she added.

It had been nice to have someone to talk to.
He watched her walk as far as one of the bed-
room doors. Then he suddenly called, “Did
Robin have a dog?”

Frankie turned to stare back at him. “I
wasn't here in those days,” she said, “but |
shouldn’t think so. She wouldn’t like a dog
around.”

“Do you mean Mrs. Angus?” Jonathan
asked her.

She nodded, then disappeared into the bed-
room, but she left the door open.

Jonathan stood near the edge of the stairs,
and the corridor was wide and empty again.
It was sad that Mrs. Angus did not like dogs.
Perhaps, someday, if he could find the right
kind of dog------As he thought of the possi-
bility he got a bright new idea, and ran to the
door that Frankie had left open.

She was standing in there with the thing
that had been in her hand making a great
swooshing sound, and she was stroking the
carpet with it.
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"'Please can you tell me,” he asked, “where
there is a bit of paper—paper to draw on?”

Frankie flicked a little switch on the thing
she carried, and the swooshing suddenly
stopped. “I know where there are some little
bits of papers,” she said, and he watched her
go to a bedside table. She tore some pages off
a message pad and handed them to him.

“Why don’t you go downstairs to the brown
room?” she suggested. “You could sit at the
desk and draw. It’s nice and warm down
there.”

“You don’t think Mrs. Angus will be
cross?”

Frankie pondered the question.
should she be?”

“Why

Jonathan did not know why. He only knew
that it seemed a likely thing to happen.

"You too?” asked Frankie, with an odd lit-
tle laugh. “You never know, with Mrs.
Angus,” she said. “You just have to remember
that when she sets her mind on doing some-
thing her way there ain’t never going to be any-
thing that changes her mind. Nothing!”

"'Oh!” said Jonathan.

“She's been a very sick woman,” said
Frankie, “and you just have to pray she’s in
the right mood when you ask her for some-
thing, or you sure will never get it!”

Jonathan looked at her gravely. She stared
at him a moment, then turned on the swoosh-
ing sound and went on stroking the carpet.

He ran down the stairs and into the brown
room. He pulled out the chair at the desk and
spread the paper in front of him, and carefully
took out of his pocket the bail-point pen. Then
he started to draw.

What he drew was Bozzy. Perhaps, even if
Mrs. Angus didn’t want a dog of her own in
the house, she might like other people’s dogs.
And maybe, if someday he drew a great many
pictures of another dog as brave as Bozzy,
Mrs. Angus might think it would be nice to
have the picture turned into a real, live dog.
The new dog could be called Bozzy too.

“Hello, Jonny. Sorry you were left alone
nearly all day!”

He had been so absorbed in what he was
doing that he had not even heard Mrs. Angus
opening the door.

He gathered together the little bits of paper
on which he had been drawing, and held them
tightly as he slid off the seat.

He had started his drawing in the brown
room, but after Whitton had brought his
lunch in there, and left him, he had got tired
of the room and come back to finish his draw-
ing in the music room.

It was through the open top of the piano
that he saw Mrs. Angus, smiling at him, and
holding a big brown paper package.

She set the package on the floor. Something
made him want to show her the drawings. But
instead of moving, he stood there, a sudden
shyness making him slip his hand with the
drawings in it behind his back.

“What were you writing so busily?”

“l wasn’t writing anything, Mrs. Angus.”

“Then what were you doing?” She slipped
off the brown fur jacket and the pretty hat.

“Drawing pictures,” he said.

She held out her hand. “Can’t | see them?”

He brought his hand round from behind his
back with a sudden agony of hoping that she
would understand what the drawings were all
about. "They’re pictures of Bozzy,” he said,
looking over her elbow at them.

“l heard you mention him before,” said
Mrs. Angus. “But | didn’t realize Bozzy was a
dog. What kind of dog was he?”

It was sad that the pictures were not good
enough for her to have seen this for herself.

“A bulldog,” he explained, and added, “Did
you ever have a dog?”

She looked over the top of the drawings,
and out into the room, but it was as if she did
not really see the room. “Yes, once when | was
a little girl 1 had a dog, but now that I have a
home of my own I really couldn’t do with
one. You can't keep a house clean when you
have a dog in it.”

""Bozzy was clean, Mrs. Angus. He licked
his dish and he was neat about everything.”

She had no comment to make about that.
He looked back at the drawings in her hands.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 118
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“Did Robin draw too?” he asked.

She glanced at him in quite a different kind
of way, as if she had become mysteriously
cross with him.

“No,” she said. “Itwas one of the things he
didn’t care to do very much. He used to think
it rather a waste of time.”

“Didn’t he like to draw anything ?**

“Robin preferred to build things. His father
bought him some small building tools and
some special wooden things. You’ll have to
learn to build things, too, Jonny. It's a fine,
manly thing to do.”

Slowly he nodded his head.

Without seeming to realize what she was
doing, she folded up the pictures of Bozzy
right in the middle, and then over again,
tightly and very firmly. While he stared at the
wad of folded paper she got to her feet and
walked over to the fire and dropped it into the
flames. It unfolded a little, as if the dogs were
trying desperately to scramble off the pieces of
paper and get out of the fireplace and back to
him.

He clenched his fists for them, and turned
away from the terrible little extra brightness in
the flames, and as he turned he saw that Mrs.
Angus had gone back to the chair where the
brown paper package was.

She picked it up and smiled just as if the
pictures of Bozzy had never been burned.

“I was forgetting all about this, Jonny. It’s
a surprise for you."

He looked at it, and said, “Thank you, Mrs.
Angus,” but he did not take it from her.

“"Aren’t you going to open it?”

He nodded, and stretched out his hands for
the package.

“You don’t seem very happy about it
Jonny. | thought it might be quite a thrill to
get a surprise like this.”

He took the paper off the box and opened
it. Inside was a great big cowboy hat, and a
red shirt, and chaps with twisty white fur on
them. It was a cowboy suit.

It was so wonderful that he forgot the thing
he was thinking about and grew excited. “Is it
all for me?" he asked, and timidly, then quite
boldly, put the wide-brimmed hat on, and felt
very grand in it. He smiled and said, “Thank
you, Mrs. Angus.”

She leaned over the box and took something
else out of the wrappings. “It even has this!"
she exclaimed, and pulled out a shiny holster
with an even shinier gun.

He sat instantly still and stared at it.

“It really works,” Mrs. Angus said. “Just
listen!” She slipped the gun out of its holster
and pressed the trigger.

There was a short, sharp crack—and she
laughed at the sound. “Isn‘t it wonderful!”

He closed his eyes and tried not to think of
the terrible Taishun sounds that came crack-
ling back at him as he sat there.

He put his hands over his ears, and realized
that his fingers were trembling again. He
hoped terribly hard that she did not notice
this. He hoped, too, that something would
happen so that he would not have to talk
about it. And something did happen.

W hile his hands were still over his ears,
Whitton appeared at the door, saying, “A Mr.
Wade to see you, madam.”

Mrs. Angus rose to her feet again. For a
moment she seemed very angry. She put the
gun back in the box and looked at Jonathan
sharply and disapprovingly. Then she turned
to the door and said, “Show him in,Whitton.”

Jonathan watched Whitton open the door
and usher Mr. Wade into the room. Mr. Wade
was not so tall as Mr. Angus, but he was
thicker. He looked a strong kind of man, and
wore a browny-gray suit, and had lion-colored
hair that was scribbly at the edges.

Mrs. Angus did not get up from her chair,
and Mr. Wade came across the room to shake
hands with her. Jonathan was looking at him
so intently that he did not hear all Mrs. Angus
was saying. But suddenly five of the words
seemed louder than all the others.

"This is our son, Jonathan."

“Glad to meet you, Jonathan,” said Mr.
Wade.

Jonathan shook hands with him, and Mr.
Wade's hand was so hard that it hurt a bit.
But it was a friendly kind of hand.

Mrs. Angus waved toward a chair, and Mr.
Wade sat down in it. “So this is the young
man who’s ready to start his lessons?” he said.
“Have you been to school at all, Jonathan?”
he asked.

“Yes, sir. My father had a school at the
mission.”

“l understood that Mr. Angus------" Mr.
Wade began.

“He doesn’t mean my husband,” Mrs.
Angus explained. “He means his . . . other

father. His father was a missionary in China.
I’d rather we talked about that some other
time if you don’t mind.”

“Naturally.”

By MARGARET DAVIDSON
Homemaking Editor

SOLUTION: At the Richard Mack
home, the laundry devices fit in a
divider between kitchen and dining
room. For repairs and service, doors
on the dining side open so connec-
tions at back are easily accessible (as
shown below). Knotty pine encloses
the whole length, and with hidden
hinges and magnetic catches the pan-
eling looks continuous and unbroken.

“My mother used to teach me things, too,”
said Jonathan. He said it quite loudly. He
wanted them to be sure that he was not a boy
who had never learned anything. “My mother
used to sit under the cherry tree and spell
words out of a blue book. I can read long sen-
tences. | can even read words in Chinese.”

“That's something | can't do,” said Mr.
Wade with a smile.

There was the sound of the front door being
opened, and then the voice of Mr. Angus in
the hall. Mr. Angus came into the room, and
went over to shake hands with Mr. Wade.

“Mr. Wade's only just arrived, darling,”
said Mrs. Angus. ""He was getting acquainted
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with Jonny. | think they're going to get along
beautifully.”

Mr. Wade said, “We were just finding out
about any previous education.”

“l don’t think there can have been very
much of that.”

Jonathan glanced between the two men and
saw that Mrs. Angus was looking at him with
a faint little smile again. She said, “'There are
things we have to arrange, Jonny. Suppose
you run and play in the brown room for a few
minutes. You can come and say good-by to
Mr. Wade when he leaves.”

He got to his feet and said, “Yes, Mrs.
Angus.” Then he looked gravely at Mr. Angus
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solve space riddles in the kitchen.

« The same divider isnow seen (above
right) from the kitchen side, where
shutter doors are used. The dining
room can be glimpsed, mellow with
antiques and traditional fabrics. It
was once a garage! Now it gives
extra space for dinners, homework
and even family projects, such as the
current one of gluing seeds of differ-
ent colors and textures into hand-
some mosaic patterns to be framed.

¢ The same view has doors open
ready for action. Ironer, at far left,
rolls out into the room, but the washer
and dryer are used where they are.
Serving counter is 39" high over the
appliances. Someday the Macks may
add folding or sliding doors to close
off the kitchen at mealtime. But these
days, while the children are so young
and active, the open plan works best.
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and went over the thick carpet, knowing that
even though he turned his back on them, they
were all closely watching him.

He stood outside in the hallway for a mo-
ment. He knew very well that the people he
had just left were thinking and talking and
deciding about him.

He liked Mr. Wade, so far, but he had
learned that people could be very kind at
times, and yet be very angry even a few min-
utes afterward. He became aware that Mr.
Angus had raised his voice on the other side
of the door.

“We can’t expect so much of him so
quickly, Vivien,” Mr. Angus was saying.
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“But he has a lot of ground to make up—
and the sooner he does it, the better,” Mrs.
Angus said. “Robin used to be very quick at
these things—especially mathematics. | see no
reason why Jonny shouldn’t have the same
sort of lessons.”

“If you’ll excuse me”—it was the voice of
Mr. Wade now—*“you hardly ever find two
boys responding in quite the same way to these
things, Mrs. Angus—especially at Jonathan’s
age. Some take to arithmetic like ducks to
water; some of them find it quite an ordeal.”

“It was never like that with Robin.”

There was a pause. Mr. Wade's voice spoke
next, and he sounded a bit louder this time.
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SOLUTION: The Nathan Sullivans
put a 30" range at right angles to the
wall, added a partition that hides
clutter, gas connection too. Small
range has full-width oven with broiler
below. When cooking and serving,
counters flanking range are a big help.
Plastic-coated wallpaper in new din-
ing space is a lollipop design and
wainscoting is prescored pressed

wood.

Ideal for 2 or 3 is 24"-wide

table. Bubble light is a plug-in model.
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SOLUTION: As waste con-
tainer, a deep-well cooker is
recessed into a circular hole
cut in a counter. It lifts out
for disposal and cleaning. In
use, its own rim supports it.
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“As you explained to me earlier, Mrs. Angus,
Robin had advantages that this boy could
hardly have been expected to have: your beau-
tiful home, here; a fine school; the privilege
of having the best of everything he needed.”

“And Jonathan will have exactly the same
advantages. That’s why, from now on, | shall
expect the very best of him.”

“Viv, as | keep on saying, darling,” Mr.
Angus said, “we mustn’t be too demanding!
After all, a great deal depends on Jonathan
himself. We don’t know how quickly he can
adjust to things.”

Again there was a little silence. The realiza-
tion that he should not be standing there,

nook-

In the William Matthews

house, chimney in the center holds
grill and a built-in electric oven on the
kitchen side. Same chimney houses
fireplace in the living room and con-
ceals heating equipment. Indoor and
outdoor views merge happily in this
house with treetop-level windows.

SOLUTION: The Milton
Fordes keep theirsilver bright
in a cabinet completely lined
with fabric that retards tar-
nish. Silver in the slots, hol-
low ware on the shelves,
serving pieces indrawerabove
almost never need polishing.
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SOLUTION:

A marble

slab

is held in slots at top of a cup-
board. You can slide it out,
put it on counter for kneading
bread, making pastry or candy.
We recommend it to all good
cooks who vow no kitchen is
complete without such an aid.
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listening to grown-up people talking about
him, made Jonathan's cheeks hot with a quick,
new guilt. He wanted to hear what was being
said, but, thinking of Mr. Angus, he also
wanted to be obedient.

He ran through the hallway into the brown
room, as he had been told to do. He ran across
to where he could kneel on the window seat
and look out into the street again.

The rain had stopped and the pavements
were not shining any more. Somewhere be-
yond the tall buildings far over to his left the
sun must be setting, although he could not see
it. All he could see was a patch of orange sky
with a fierce wall of black clouds across it.
There seemed to be more people walking
about, and more buses and more taxicabs in
the street. There was a big, pale dog on a
chain that was held by a fat young man with
bright buttons down his coat. Jonathan
watched the dog pull the young man over the
sidewalk and along by the park railings.

Perhaps it was soon after that—he did not
really know how long—that the terrible thing
happened.

It began somewhere far away in the dis-
tance, but it seemed to grow and grow, until
it filled the world itself. It was a kind of scream
as if someone were terribly hurt. The scream
was not just a sound that came and died. It
went on screaming up and down, up and
down, getting louder and shriller.

Jonathan clutched the edge of the seat. He
was trembling now, and he shut his eyes to see
if that would make the screaming go away.

It only grew worse. It grew so much louder
that he fancied he saw again the day on which
Sala and he had run away. And he fancied he
heard again the terrible scream of Mrs. Ho.
Jonathan could suddenly bear it no longer, he
ran out of the room and across the hallway
and into the music room.

They were still talking in there, but all three
faces turned as one toward him.

Mrs. Angus stopped in the middle of a sen-
tence. Jonathan ran past her and clung to Mr.
Angus, burying his face in the cloth of his suit.

“Why, Jonny------ What on earth------- Lis-
ten, son, you’re safe here, you know.” Mr.
Angus knelt down, with one knee on the
carpet, and swung Jonathan round to him.

Still burying his face in the suit of Mr.
Angus, Jonathan tried to tell them. “It’s the
screaming! They’ll shoot them! That’s what
they do when they shoot them!”

Mrs. Angus came closer, too, and also knelt
at his side. “Jonathan—it’s only an ambu-
lance, darling! It's a car that takes sick people
to the hospital. It makes that noise so that
other carswon't get in the way.”

Jonathan shook his head unbelievingly. He
did not dare turn and look at Mrs. Angus, for
now he was crying, and was already ashamed
of himself.

He heard Mrs. Angus say, “You see, Mr.
Wade. This is exactly what I’'ve been meaning.
School might only make this kind of thing very
much’ worse.”

Mr. Angus said, “Listen, Jonny. Let’s keep
calm, shall we? Mr. Wade’s going now, but
he’s coming back. I think you’ll be very happy
working together.”

Jonathan turned round at last from Mr.
Angus, and gave Mr. Wade a slight, wet smile.

*'Good night, Jonny,” said Mr. Wade.

“Good night, Mr. Wade.”

He watched Mrs. Angus leading the tutor
to the door. They went out into the hallway
together. Mr. Angus looked down at him
anxiously, then patted his shoulder. “What say
we have a look at a TV program?”

Jonathan looked at him, and nodded. And
he did not mind, just for once, that Mr. Angus
gripped his hand as they went across the room.

“"But I can’t get anywhere with him, John.
I took him to the park yesterday—and into
the zoo. | kept on feeling as if | were walking
down one side of a fence, with him on the
other side of it.”

Jonathan could hear the words quite clearly,
even though he was standing on the first land-
ing, looking through the balustrade.

He knew that it was dinnertime, and that
they were expecting him down there, but he
had begun to hear these words about himself
as soon as he opened his bedroom door. And
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he could not make himself go running down
there and into the midst of it all.

“After all""—this was the voice of Mr. An-
gus—-“he’s only been here a month, Vivien,
darling. We’ve just got to be patient,” he added
gently.

“Patient? How could anyone be more so?
As | was telling you, | took him to the zoo to
see the lions. | thought he’d be thrilled. He
just stood there with tears in his eyes, and all
I could get him to say was that he wanted to
open the doors and let them be free. It’s get-
ting impossible to know what to do to make
him happy. Robin used to love going to the
zoo with me.”

“Darling—Jonathan has an altogether dif-
ferent set of likes and dislikes. I don’t suppose
he’s ever seen a wild animal in a cage.”

“But Robin------ ”

“Please, Viv. Not again, dear. We'll just go
on talking incircles if we do this sort of thing."

There was a painful little quietness down
there for a while, but the words of Mrs. Angus
went ringing through Jonathan's ears.

Always she talked about Robin. Everything
that was said led back to Robin. And he began
to see that the only things Mrs. Angus really
liked about him were the things that were most
like Robin. Where he was not like Robin—
where he didn’t want to eat the same things, or
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behave in the same way—that was where Mrs.
Angus did not like him.

He knew that he must not put off going
down the stairs any longer. When he got there
he saw that Mr. Angus was standing with his
back to the fire, holding a small glass of some-
thing goldeny brown, and Mrs. Angus was sit-
ting in one of the big chairs with a glass of the
same thing.

Mr. Angus said, “Well, Jonny, | know you
haven’t been outside the house today, because
I met Mr. Wade, and he said it had been rain-
ing too hard. Just the same, | hope you’ve
worked up an appetite. Hungry?”

“Not—not specially, sir," Jonathan said.

Mrs. Angus looked at her watch and
frowned. “Either Whitton's asleep again,” she
said, “or that cook’s later with dinner than
ever. Why they can't be more punctual when
they have so little to do out there | can’t
imagine. Perhaps it’s because | rang home and
ordered something different for Jonathan.
Some fillet of sole.”

Mr. Angus was pouring some more of the
goldeny-brown liquid into her glass.

“That was very thoughtful of you, darling,”
he said. ""Doesn't he like what we’re having?
Didn't you say something about roast beef?”

""Yes. But after all, he’s only------

“Did you think of asking him, dear? I've
an idea he wants terribly much to feel like one
of the family.” He looked across at Jonathan.
“D you like roast beef, Jonny?”

“Yes, please. At home my mother used to
have Yorkshire pudding with it. Yorkshire's
where mother came from.”

“Then, Vivien—don'tyou
think he could have some
roast beef with us, after
all?”

“Next time, perhaps. The
sole would be much better
for him. Really it would,
John. After Robin had been
so ill, don't you remember
how we put him back on
his feet with fish, and chicken, and all those
milk things?”

“Darling—Jonny hasn’t been ill. He doesn't
want to be treated as if he were an invalid.”

Mrs. Angus put her glass down again, and
got to her feet. She went over to the fire and
stared down into it. Without looking round
she said harshly, ""Perhaps you'd rather look
after his diet yourself, John. But remember,
I've made some study of these things."

“There isn't any need to get upset, Viv. But
I'm desperately anxious for Jonny not to be
set apart. He's got to belong, darling."

Mrs. Angus turned back from the fire to
Mr. Angus. "I think I’ll have Frankie bring
my dinner to my room on a tray. I've had
rather a trying day, and I’'m tired.”

"Vivien, I'm sorry you had a bad day.
But . . . now that we have Jonathan here,
aren't you rather overdoing this charity bi'si-
ness?"

"It’s only a little more than a week, now, to
the Silver Slipper Ball—and Helga’s just be-
ginning to work out those details. It has to be
a success this year."

“So has . . . Jonny."

IVIrs. Angus merely stared at him, then
walked toward the door. She reached the
door, but turned as she did so. “I can’t de-
moralize the servants by ordering fillet of sole
and not having it eaten. Tell Whitton I'll have
it—upstairs. Yc i can give Jonathan the roast
beef.”

Mr. Angus watched her go through the
door, and gently close it after her. She closed
ir as if it were not really a door at all, but a
de”p, thick curtain that she was pulling back
over them.

*'Come here, Jonny." Mr. Angus sat down
in one of the big chairs, and lifted Jonathan on-
to his knee. He looked earnestly at him.
“"There's something I've got to try and explain
to you."

"“Yes, sir?"

“"When | first saw you in Hong Kong, and
knew that you needed a home pretty badly,
I thought the most urgent thing would be to
get a roof over your head and some good food
inside you. But that wasn’t my only thought
about it. My wife and | needed a new son too!
Well, | thought there just couldn't be any big
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problems left for you to deal with when you
got here. And that’s where | was wrong.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Try to tell me your problem ...
own words.”

Jonathan thought for a long moment about
it. Then he said, “Having to make my mind up
to do something to make everybody happy
about me being here—but not knowing what
itis I have to do.”

“You figure things out pretty well for your
size, don’t you?”

“Not as well as you do,” said Jonathan.
“But a lot better than I did long ago.”

in your

M r. Angus looked as if he were about to say
some more about it, but there was a sound at
the door, and they both glanced back to see
Whitton standing there.

“Dinner is served, sir,” Whitton said, and
he was just going away again when Mr. Angus
stopped him.

*"Mrs. Angus will have her dinner upstairs,
Whitton. Will you have a tray sent up—the
fillet of sole. Mrs. Angus will have it instead
of Master Jonathan.”

Whitton raised his eyebrows. Eventually he
said, ""Verygood, sir,” and went out.

*'Looks as if it’s been a trying day for every-
one,” said Mr. Angus. "Let's not make it
worse by being late.”

He set Jonathan down, and started walking
with him toward the dining room.

Whitton served them, and Jonathan was
glad, in spite of the argument there had been
about it, that he was hav-
ing roast beef.

Soon, Whitton was out
of the room again, and
Jonathan was alone with
Mr. Angus.

“What | wanted to tell
you was this,"* Mr. Angus
said at last. “If things begin
to be too much of a puzzle
for you here, Jonny—about
why your new mother doesn't like you doing
this or that—just remember that she’s trying
to do what she thinks is best for you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“"There’s a special reason for me trying to
say these things to you today. | have to go
away, Jonny. South America, this time. I'll be
away for six weeks or so. | want to know
you're going to be all right while I’'m gone.™

“Can I—can’t | go, too, please, Mr. An-
gus?”

He smiled in a comforting kind of way, but
shook his head. “I’'m afraid that’s something
we can't manage this time, Jonny. Someday
in the future we will, though------ ‘What are
you staring at?”

Jonathan did not reply. He just went on
looking at the place where Mrs. Angus’ chair
had been.

“Start again at the top of the page, Jonny.
If you come to another of those long words,
have a shot at it. I’ll help you out.”

“Yes, Mr. Wade.”

Jonathan lifted up his schoolbook again
and started reading aloud from the paragraph
at the top of the page.

“‘As an all-round athlete Paul was get-
ting better. Regular practice and system—
SYS=----=

"'Systematic. Systematic training means
methodical training. That’s what made Paul
such a fast runner.”

“Fast enough to beat the other boys?”

“"That’s what the book says.”

“1 can run pretty fast, too, Mr. Wade. Are
you good at running?”

"Not too bad. When I was at school and
we used to have a track meet------ ”

“What is a track meet?”

"It’s a kind of sports meeting, Jonny. A lot
of boys getting together and having races."

Jonathan set the book down and drew one
foot up onto the rung of the chair beneath
him. “Do you think I could go to a track meet,
Mr. Wade?”

Mr. Wade looked rather surprised. **Would
you like that? Mixing with some other boys—
maybe running in some of the races?”

"Yes, please. Can I really, Mr. Wade?”

“You haven’t met any other American boys
of your own age yet, have you?”
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“No, sir.”

The tutor looked hard at the floor as if he
were thinking about something. “I’ve been
here with you a month now, Jonny. Perhaps
it’s time for us to try and do something
about this. | do know where there’s a track
meet. It’s in a school not too far away from
here, the day after tomorrow. If Mrs. Angus
will agree------ "

“Will you ask her, Mr. Wade? Today?”

Mr. Wade pushed back his sleeve so that
he could see his watch. “Let’s wait until we
can feel pretty sure of her saying ‘yes,” shall
we? Suppose we get on with the reading.”

Jonathan picked up the book and began
again where he had left off. Before they had
reached the end of the short chapter, he heard
Whitton opening the front door, and knew
that Mrs. Angus had come home.

She did not usually come into the brown
room, where he did his lessons—so he asked
Mr. Wade’s permission to go and fetch her.

Mrs. Angus was standing at the bottom of
the stairs as Jonathan opened the door.

“Hello, Jonny!” she said with a smile. “I
had a cable from your father today. He’s ar-
rived in Rio de Janeiro. That’s a city in Brazil.
He sent his love to you.”

He nodded. “Is he coming home now?”

She shook her head. “He’s only been away
a few days, Jonny. So I'm afraid he can’t be
back for quite a time. Aren’t you glad you
have Mr. Wade here, though?”

“Yes, thank you. Will you speak to Mr.
Wade, please? He wants to tell you about
something. It’s something special!”

She smiled down at him. “What have you
been cooking up in that strange young head
of yours now, | wonder?”

H e was glad to get her inside the brown
room and to have Mr. Wade stand up in such
a friendly sort of way and say, “Good evening,
Mrs. Angus.”

“Do sit down again, Mr. Wade.”

Mr. Wade did as she told him, and Mrs.
Angus sat in the low leather chair facing him.
She glanced at the schoolbooks on the desk.

“How’s he coming along?” she asked.

“He's doing fine, Mrs. Angus. I really begin
to feel he’s making up for lost time at last.”

“I’m very glad to hear it. He says you have
something to tell me.”

Mr. Wade said, “I’ve been thinking that
perhaps it might be good for Jonny to get a
little more exercise. | know it’s still winter, and
that he does get an occasional stretch of walk-
ing in the park. But he really needs more than
that. There’s a junior track meet coming up
at a school | know at Oyster Bay. Jonny says
he likes racing. | wondered ifyou’d let me take
him over there for the afternoon.”

Mrs. Angus seemed to be studying him, and
to be thinking deeply about it, but as she did
so the kindness went out of her face, and a pale
frightened look came into her eyes. “I know
it’s only a little thing,” she said, “but it could
be the beginning o f------ ”

She stopped there and waited for a moment.
Then she spoke more loudly, “I thought we’d
been very clear about any sort of school ac-
tivity just yet. After all, it’s only a month since
we discussed all this.”

“A month of being rather alone in a big
house can be a long time for a boy like Jonny.
He really does need the companionship of
other boys his own age.”

For a moment she was silent. Then she
spoke in an odd kind of way, as if she were
standing in a comer, and could not get out of
it. “There must be plenty of other ways of his
meeting other boys without having to go to
school to do so.”

“I’'m not suggesting his taking part regu-
larly in any school activity.”

“Even once might be a mistake under cer-
tain circumstances.”

Mrs. Angus rose and walked a step or two
toward the window. She looked as if she were
trying very hard to make up her mind.

Then suddenly she shook her head, as if she
were saying a very definite “no” to herself.

“Believe me, Mr. Wade,” she said, “I don’t
want to hurt him. It’s because | don’t want to
hurt him that . . . well, I’d like to let this
chance go by, and think about it for a week or

two. Let me take him off somewhere exciting
on Wednesday. And perhaps you’d like to take
the Wednesday off altogether, and come back
on Thursday.”

Mr. Wade sat very still. Finally, in a flat
voice, he said, “Thank you, Mrs. Angus.”

“And | do appreciate your motive, Mr.
Wade. If any other ideas occur to you along
these lines, I hope you won't feel too rebuffed
to tell me of them?”

“I’ll gladly tell you anything that comes to
my mind on the subject, Mrs. Angus.”

She gave him a small smile and turned to-
ward the door. Mr. Wade started putting
away the schoolbooks from the top of the
desk. Jonathan went over to help him.

The door was locked from the other side.

Mrs. Angus had sent a message to him,
through Frankie, that she was not feeling very
well. It was strange that Mrs. Angus would
not even let him go in to say good morning.
And this, to make matters worse, was the
Wednesday on which she had proposed to
take him to see some of the sights of New
York—the Wednesday Mr. Wade had taken
the day off.

Mrs. Angus had let Frankie into her bed-
room, though—taking her breakfast on a
tray. Frankie was in there quite a time, and
Jonathan was standing just inside the music-
room door when she came downstairs again.
As she was reaching the bottom, Whitton
came across from the brown room.

Frankie saw him, and gave a little jerk of
her head in the direction of the upper landing.
“It’s blowing up a storm in there again. It’s
too bad Mr. Angus is away, for there sure is
trouble coming to this house.”

“What trouble?”

“You know what happened last time she
had one of these spells? Well—she’s got the
same look on her face this morning.”

“It’s a sad business, Frankie.” Whitton
paused to shake his head, then he disappeared.

She stared after him for a moment, then
went offtoward the kitchen. Jonathan watched
until there was not a sight or a sound of either
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of them. Then he looked up at the landing,
toward the locked door.

It was dark today, and there was no sun. As
Jonathan stared out the window, he saw Mr.
Wade get off a bus and come striding over
the pavement, and up between the stone lions.

Jonathan ran out into the hall to meet him.
“Good morning, Mr. Wade,” he said in a loud
and welcoming voice. Whitton came out, too,
and took Mr. Wade’s coat and hat.

“Good morning, Jonny . . . 'morning,
Whitton. Glad somebody’s looking cheerful
this cold, gray day!”

“Did you like your day off, Mr. Wade?”
Jonathan asked.

Mr. Wade shrugged. “So-so.” He walked
toward the door of the brown room. “How did
you enjoy yours ?”

“We didn’t go out at all—Mrs. Angus
wasn’t well enough.”

“Too bad.”

“Perhaps we could go and see some of the
sights, Mr. Wade—you and me?”

Mr. Wade looked across at him thought-
fully. “Don’t know how it might work,” he
said. “But we could have another shot at it.”

“Soon?”

“We’ll see about that. Yesterday | was talk-
ing to a schoolteacher who’d been taking a
group of boys round theU.N. Building—that’s
the United Nations.”

Jonathan remembered. The words brought
back to his mind a picture of Miss Lunt and
how she had told him she lived near to the
United Nations Building.

“Yes, I've heard of it. Miss Lunt told me
about it. She’s the one who brought me on the
ship from China.”

“Then how about takinga look?” Mr. Wade
suggested.

“I'd like it. I'd like it fine.”

“Good!” said Mr. Wade. “If we can get
Mrs. Angus to agree, there’s no reason why
we shouldn’t go almost any time. There’s no
need to wait for any group of other boys,
either.” He stopped, leaning forward and
wrinkling his brow. ‘Wow what’s wrong?”
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“I"d like to wait and go round with the
other boys, please.”

“1 might have realized that. Of course you
would.”

“Could we ask Mrs. Angus today, please?”

“I don’t see why not.”

It was late in the afternoon before they saw
a sign of Mrs. Angus. They had finished their
schoolwork and were listening to a big band of
soldiers marching with loud music on the tele-
vision set, making such a noise that they did
not even hear Mrs. Angus coming into the
room.

“I'm sure you’ll forgive me, Mr. Wade,”
she said, and turned the little knob that made
the band quieter. “I’ve rather a headache.”

“But of course, Mrs. Angus. Sorry we were
making such a racket.” He turned the knob
and the band disappeared altogether.

Mrs. Angus walked over to a small table
with a glass bottle on it. “1 thought you’d have
left by now, Mr. Wade,” she said. “Won’t you
have a glass of sherry?”

“Thanks. | was waiting to have a word with
you about another little plan I’ve been think-
ing about, Mrs. Angus.”

Mrs. Angus smiled. “What is it this time?”

She handed him the small glass of sherry
and poured one for herself. Then she came and
sat down, and Mr. Wade sat facing her.

“I’m so sorry,” Mr. Wade began, “that you
weren't well enough yesterday to go sight-
seeing with Jonny. I’'m wondering if | might
steal one of those particular ‘Sights' off your
list and take him there myself.”

"Yes?”

"I thought it might interest him to go round
the U.N. Building.”

“Isn’t he a little young to understand these
things?”

Mr. Wade gave her a friendly smile. “Oh, 1
don’t deny there’s a great
deal about the U.N. that
would be lost on him. But
he'd learn more about it as
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Mr. Wade stood perfectly still and looked
at her. “I think the main one is that you didn't
really care about Jonathan’s finding a home. |
don’t believe his need meant a thing to you. All
you wanted was to get back the status quo—to
get even with life for having robbed you of
your other son!”

“You wouldn’t dare to say these things if
Mr. Angus------"

“l sincerely think he’d understand. But
whether he would or not, somebody’s got to
speak up for Jonny while there’s still time.
Other people have tried to revenge themselves
on God, Mrs. Angus—but I've seldom seen a
more heartless way of trying it.”

Mrs. Angus stood in silence for a moment.
Then she gave a sharp, strange little cry. She
did not look at Mr. Wade again. She just
walked to the door ina quick, stiffkind ofway.

W hen she had gone, the room was full of
silence. While Jonathan watched, Mr. Wade’s
shoulders drooped, but he suddenly shook
himself, and came quickly over the carpet. He
put a hand on Jonathan’s shoulder.

“It isn’t the first time I've talked myself
out of a job, Jonny—but it had to be done. |
won't be coming back here.”

Jonathan closed his eyes very tightly and
clung to Mr. Wade in a kind of shapeless
loneliness. “Please take me, too, Mr. Wade.”

“Can't be done, Jonny. I'd give a lot if |
could take you, but soon your father'll be
back again. Everything will be all right then,
won’t it?”

Jonathan nodded. He did not say anything.

Mr. Wade patted him gently on the shoul-
der, and then went out of the room. Jonathan
heard him go down the hall to the front door.

He ran to the window and looked out into
the street. It was dark out there now, and he

could see, in the yellow
patch of light near the street
lamp, that it was raining.
He supposed that Mr. Wade

he grew older. In any case,
it would give him a chance
to see some other children
of his own age.”

“What other children?”

No one ia fool enough to
choose war instead of
peace. For in peace sons
bury fathers, but in war
fathers bury sens.

was one of the shadows
hurrying away over the
shiny pavement.

He turned round to look
attheroomagain. The lights

“They have a system of
guides at the U.N. School
parties usually arrive there
in buses. The junior grades
get together on these things. I thought that if
Jonny were to share a little adventure like
that--—---"

“Can’t you take him alone? 1I’'m sure other
children go sight-seeing there with just an
adult.”

“Indeed they do. But his need is to be with
other children. A trip like this isjust the thing
1’d choose for him.”

“You would choose.”

M r. Wade set down his glass on the edge of
the table. "'Yes, Mrs. Angus. It’s the sort of
thing | would choose.”

“I see. | thought we’d been through all this
before.”

“You'll remember saying that if any other
ideas of this kind occurred to me------"

"I know | did. But I have some very clear
ideas on what’s good and what is not good for
a boy like Jonathan.”

""Have you stopped to consider that you
could possibly be a little too definite about all
this?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that it can be very dangerous to be
too rigid where a little boy like Jonny is con-
cerned ... or with any other small boy who’s
not in any position to speak for himself."

Mrs. Angus sat curiously still. “There’s no
need for you to be insulting, Mr. Wade,” she
said.

“An honest opinion is hardly an insult. If
you don’t do something quickly about Jona-
than you're going to cause lasting damage.
Shutting him up in this house and blocking
any normal contact with the world------ ”

Mrs. Angus rose to her feet. “1 won't listen
to this!” she said.

Mr. Wade also stood up. “1 think you’ll
realize that it could be useful to listen to me,
Mrs. Angus. Can’t you be honest enough to
face the facts?”

“What facts?”

HERODOTUS were on, but it looked big

and dark and strangely
lonely.

Perhaps it would be nice
to play the piano. The piano was the one thing
in the room that looked friendly and inviting.
He climbed onto the piano stool. He put his
hands down over the cool, clean keys, and
started to play.

What he played he did not know, but some
of the sounds were big and comforting. He
tried to find them again, but although he came
quite near to them, he did not find them.

Suddenly he made a big, grand new sound.
And because it was exciting and different he
played it again, and then again.

He did not know how often he played the
sound. He became lost in the bigness and the
noise of it. But in the middle of it something
made him look quickly around and there was
Mrs. Angus, coming through the door.

There was a long, flowing, filmy black thing
that came billowing and sweeping after her.
She almost ran toward him, and there was
something terrible about the way she ran.

“Didn’t you hear me say 1 had a head-
ache?” She did not say the words. She shouted.
She swept his hands off the keys with her own
hard hands—and suddenly, as he shrank back
from her, she slammed down the lid of the
piano. The noise was like a gun. It was not
just like the sound of a gun. It was the sound.

He pressed his hands over his ears and
ducked his head. Out of the corners of his eyes
he could see Mrs. Angus staring at him. Then
he saw her turn sharply and run quickly out of
the room.

But the noise of the gun went on. Screams
were with it now, and the voice of Sala, and
the voice of his mother.

“Jonny!” they called. “Jonny! Come
quick, Jonny—hurry . . . hurry, Jonny!”

He stood up and clutched the edge of the
piano. There was nobody behind him, but
any moment there would be somebody there.

He ran over the thick carpet and out of the
door into the hall. He struggled with the big

CONTINUED ON PAGE 125
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heat control serves all

automatic
heat control $5.95
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of gold ’'n black accents — and the cooking magic of “balanced” even heat.
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE i22
doorknob and turned it. Then, without even
trying to close the door behind him, he ran
out and down the steps.

There were some who stopped to stare at
him as he ran by. He saw their faces—pale and
blank in the light from the street lamps. He
had no coat on, and soon the rain was drip-
ping through his hair and under his collar and
down his back. He was cold all over.

He did not know where he was, and the
buildings were high and strange. Crying made
it harder to see, and he knew that he was lost.

He stumbled out of the rain into a doorway.
It was dark but it was dry in there, and he
leaned against a brick wall and gasped until
he could breathe more slowly again.

He came out of the doorway and went on
down the street. His legs were tired now, and
he did not run any more. He just walked, look-
ing at the lighted windows and the people he
could glimpse behind them.

The windows looked different now, and so
did the people on the street. There was not so
much traffic here. There were little shops, with
sacks of vegetables and boxes of other things
out on the pavement.

Then it was that a kind and comforting
thing began to happen. He saw something
that looked like home . . . like real home, not
anything to do with the house on Fifth Ave-
nue.

It was some words in Chinese, painted in
gold so that they glittered wetly in the lamp-
light. What the words

come. The soldiers will find me and shoot
me—Ilike the other people!”

Mrs. Lin took off the wet coat. She seemed
suddenly frightened. “Shoot you? What you
telling me? You wait. Tell Mr. Lin about this.
He back in a few minutes.”

Jonathan slowly shook his head again. He
was much too tired to try and stop crying,
even if white boys did not cry, and the old
lady knew it.

She gripped his hand and led him into the
room at the back. It was a plain room, but
there was a fire in the hearth, and she led him
before it.

“Stand there and get warm,” she said, and
went through a door and came back almost at
once with a dry shirt and some gray trousers.
She left them on a chair and went back
again—to return with a bowl of hot water that
had a sponge and some soap in it. She had a
big dry towel over her arm.

Soon all the wet clothes were off, and Mrs.
Lin rubbed the soap over the sponge, and
sponged him, gently and warmly, all over. No-
body had done that since Sala. Soon he was
not crying any more.

It was then that Mr. Lin came home. He
was a thin, wrinkled man, and quite an old one
too. He was holding a number of coats across
his arm. He put them down over the end of the
sofa.

*'Who this boy?” he asked.

""He came in from the rain,” said Mrs. Lin.

“He very wet—and also

were, Jonathan was not PLEASE GIVE NOW ‘e cold. He ran away

sure, but there were also
three big words in Eng-
lish. Two of the words he
could read for himself.
They said cheng 1in. The
other word spelled 1aun-
dry.

He ran across the street
and stared inside. Then he
went up to the door. It was

from home.”

Mr. Lin made clicking
noises with his tongue.
*"Maybe bad trouble for us
if they know he's here. We
should telephone the po-
lice.”

There was something in
the suggestion that made
Jonathan clutch the edge

slightly open. He pushedit M U LTIPLE of the towel. “Please!” he
wide enough to wak S CLERO SIS begged. “Please let me stay
through. here!”

There was a short, high
counter in there, with a gap in it, but there did
not seem to be anybody either on his side of the
counter or on the other. A warm and comfort-
ing smell was around him. It, too, seemed to
belong to home. It was a happy smell, like
warm, wet towels, and ginger, and packets of
tea, and it made him think for a moment that
Sala would pop her head around the back-
room door.

Sure enough, a second or two afterward, a
face did peer out of the back-room door. A
thin arm came round the corner of the wall,
and a hand flicked on a switch that made the
room full of light.

The face and the arm and the hand belonged
to a small woman with a glossy yellow face
with white hair pushed tightly back from it.
It was an old face, like Sala's, full of wrinkles.
She was looking at him through small, bright
eyes that were full of curiosity.

From somewhere long ago the words
came to his lips. “Good evening, old lady,” he
said in Chinese, and the smile on the yellow
face became a surprised and wondering laugh.

“You speak Chinese, small boy!*’ she said
in the same tongue.

"'Only a few words,” he said in English.

She took an excited little step toward him.
She was almost as small as he was* “All very
wet!” she said. “Not stay in these wet clothes.
Who are you?”

For a moment he did not reply. Then he
said, “Jonny.”

“Jonny who?”

If he said “Angus,” they might send him
back again. His eyes got hot, and the ache
came back into his throat.

“'Who are you?” he asked.

“l am Mrs. Lin. Where you come from,
Jonny?”

“I ran away.”

The old one knelt on the floor and started
unbuttoning the drippingjacket of his suit.

“That a bad thing. Perhaps your mother
and father look all over for you.”

“No!” He said it very loudly. “Please don’t
let them come to get me. Don't let them ever

“He very tired,” said
Mrs. Lin. “No harm let him stay this night.”

Mr. Lin looked anxiously at her, then at
Jonathan, then back at Mrs. Lin again. “If fa-
ther and mother look for him,” he said, “'then
this night very bad for them also.”

""Too wet for him to go out again,” said
Mrs. Lin. “Please let him stay this night.”

Mr. Lin looked at his wife. *"Well,” he said,
“it is long after small boy's bedtime. We will
talk about what to do in the morning.”

Mrs. Lin gave a sigh and a laugh at the
same time. She looked down at the shirt she
held. “Now we find something to sleep in.
Good to be in laundry, Jonny. Always some-
thing dry and clean for when you need!”

It was only beginning to be day when he
started to wake up, and the first thing he heard
was a sound of long ago. It was the sound of
quick, high-up Chinese voices. The people
seemed to be working as they talked, for there
were loud banging sounds, and a noise like the
hiss of steam.

It was through the wall on the other side of
the room that he first heard Mrs. Lin again.
She was talking to somebody and the some-
body had a big voice, and was talking Eng-
lish.

“Small boy very tired,” said Mrs. Lin. “So
tired he still asleep. But my husband very
worried about him. He thought best to tele-
phone you soon as he woke this morning.”

“Every police station in town’s been look-
ing for the boy. The sooner he comes with me
the better.”

There was a little pause. Mrs. Lin said, ina
helpless kind of voice, “He very afraid of go-
ing home.”

"Why?”

“He not say.”

“"Then let’s go inand find out.”

Jonathan slipped out from under the cov-
erlet and stood by the end of the bed. In the
opening door he saw the friendly face of Mrs.
Lin, and behind it a much bigger face with red
cheeks and a cap with a shiny black peak.

When they were in the room, Jonathan
knew that the man was a policeman. “Take it
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easy, son,” said the policeman. “What’s your
name?”

“Jonny.”

“Could it be ‘Jonny’ for short, and ‘Jona-
than’ when your folks are mad at you?”

Jonathan nodded.

“And what’s the rest of your name? Could
it be ‘Jonathan Angus’?”

Jonathan looked right up at the policeman
and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“"Where do you live?”

“A house where the park is.”

The policeman nodded. “Fifth Avenue?”

Jonathan nodded again. The policeman
seemed to know all about him. He supposed
he would be taken back there, and that Mrs.
Angus would be angrier than ever. He turned
and stared helplessly up at Mrs. Lin, and
Mrs. Lin appealed to the policeman. “Is there
time for me to get him food, please? No mat-
ter where he go, he need breakfast.”

“0.K.,” said the policeman.

Mrs. Lin shuffled off through the door.

“Listen, son—what are you scared of?”
asked the policeman.

"'Please don’t take me back again, sir.”

“And why not?”

Jonathan did not know how to explain.
But it was terribly important to make the

policeman understand. All he said was
“Mrs. Angus------""and looked sharply at the
floor.

“You mean your mother?”

He shook his head. “No. Not my mother.”

The policeman wrinkled his brow.

“She is my new one,” Jonathan explained.

“You mean she adopted you? Where did
you come from, son—I mean before you got
to New York?”

“Taishun. In China.”

“Then how did you get here?”

“Mr. Angus did it.”

“Did he bring you over?”

“No, sir. Miss Lunt did. She does a lot
about boys like me. She gets homes for
them.”

“You mean she works at that kind of thing?
Do you remember the name of the people she
works for?”

He thought hard. He went back in his
memory to the low white building in Hong
Kong. “A place called I.C.A.,” he said.

The policeman wrote some words in the
book. Presently he looked at Jonathan sol-
emnly. “You’re scared to go home, son?” he
asked.

Jonathan stared back for a moment. “Yes,
sir,” he said.

Thinking of I.C.A. and Hong Kong again,
an idea came to him that made him take a
step or two toward the policeman. “Please can
1 go to be with Miss Lunt, sir—until Mr. An-
gus comes back?”

The policeman put two large hands on
Jonathan’s shoulders, smiling a big, broad
smile. “We know a lot about I.C.A. Ill
have to put in a report on this. But there’s
nothing in the book that says | can’t take
you home by way of Miss Lunt—if we can
find her.”

nathan felt very grand and important—
sitting in the back seat of a police car with the
big policeman at his side. There was a driver in
front who looked like a policeman too. His
name was Sam, and he had very much sur-
prised Jonathan by picking up a small criss-
cross thing with a handle on it, and talking to
it. When Sam told the voice where they were
going, the voice made a few clucking noises
and finally said, “O.K. Call me again when
you get there.”

Even the voice, however, was not so excit-
ing as being on the way to see Miss Lunt
again. Miss Lunt had actually seen the place
he came from in Hong Kong, so in a way she
was almost like a part of home.

When he got out, the policeman took Jona-
than in through the door of such a high sky-
scraper that even by leaning over backward
Jonathan could hardly see the top of it.

Inside the policeman took him into an eleva-
tor. He had heard about American elevators.
This one started to go up so quickly that he
wondered for a moment if part of his stomach
actually hadjumped into his throat. The office
of 1.C.A. was high up on the forty-seventh
floor, and Jonathan had never been so high.

They came to a door that had the letters
I.C.A. on it, and a lot of other words.
The policeman opened it. There were a lot
of girls on the other side of the door—
working at desks. One came to the counter
and said, “Miss Lunt’s waiting for you,
officer.”

They went across the crowded office and
through a door at the end of it.

It was a quiet room, in there, with the sun
shining in at the window. And there, getting
up from a big shiny desk, was Miss Lunt.

“Well, Jonny!” she said. “How nice of you
to come and see me!” Turning to the police-
man, she said, “I’m so glad you brought him
to me first, officer.”

“Sounded like a good idea, ma’am. Perhaps
youcould answer some questions?” the police-
man said.

“Gladly. But I think this youngster has
enough on his mind. Would it be all right if
he waited in Mrs. Gibbs’ room next door?
She’s out of town, and he can have it to him-
self.”

Miss Lunt walked over and opened a door
on the other side of the room. The policeman
went across and stared inside. “No chance of
him running away again, | suppose?”

“Not unless he bores a hole through the
wall.”

Miss Lunt put one hand behind Jonathan’s
shoulder and shepherded him to the door of
the other room. “You don’t mind waiting a
little while, Jonny? Why don’t you draw
something on this scratch pad? I’ll come back
for you soon.” She went out again, closing the
door.

He went round and sat in the swivel chair at
the desk, and took his pen out, but he did not
immediately start to draw anything. He was
too busy wondering if they were making up
their minds in there to send him back to Mrs.
Angus. He was also wondering what Mrs.
Angus was thinking about him, and whether
she had written a letter to tell Mr. Angus about
it, and what he would think.

He started to draw something on the pad at
last, but suddenly felt very sleepy. He wanted
to make a kind of star, but he did not really
finish it. He just put his head down on his
elbow and closed his eyes.

“Wake up, Jonathan!” Miss Lunt’s voice
came rumbling into the middle of his dream.

He opened his eyes, and there was Miss
Lunt, in front of the desk.

“You’ve been asleep for nearly two hours!
The policeman went long ago—and there’s
nobody here any longer but you and me.
1’m going to take you out in a few minutes to
get some lunch, but before that 1’ve some news
for you.”

He rubbed his eyes and sat up as Miss Lunt
sank down into a big brown leather chair.
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“To begin with,” Miss Lunt said cheerfully,
“you needn’t be afraid of going home today.”

“Isn’t the policeman coming back for
me?”

“No, dear. After a lot of telephoning it was
decided that it might be a nice change for you
to come home with me tonight—and stay at
my apartment.”

This was a new and wonderful thing to
think about. He began to feel excited inside.

“Forever and ever?” he asked.

She shook her head with a laugh. “I don’t
expect to be there quite that long myself! No,
Jonny—just for tonight. Perhaps tomorrow
night too. Your new father’s coming back
from South America to look after you!”

His eyes opened with excitement.

“He’s very fond ofyou, Jonathan. They told
him about what had happened on the tele-
phone last night—all the way down in Brazil.
And he canceled all his plans, to catch a plane
and fly back. Mr. Angus is arriving tonight—
too late to wake you up, I’'m afraid. But he’s
coming here first thing in the morning.”

Jonathan gazed across the desk and rubbed
his hands together with a rush of wonder.
“When Mr. Angus comes,” he began, but said
no more than just the four words, and then
again, “When Mr. Angus comes------""

H e had slept on something called a studio
couch in Miss Lunt’s apartment. After break-
fast she had brought him back to the I.C.A.
offices, and now he was sitting in Mrs. Gibbs’
room again, in the leather chair beside her
desk.

At least, he had been sitting in it until he had
heard Mr. Angus come into Miss Lunt’s office
on the other side of the door.

This time the door was not quite closed,
even though Miss Lunt must have thought
she had closed it. It was open just enough
for him to hear what was being said in there.
And for once he wished that he couldn’t
hear, for what was being said made his face
hot, and filled him with a kind of prickly con-
fusion.

“I"d no idea how lonely and disturbed he
was becoming, Mr. Angus. | never thought for
a moment that you wouldn’t give Jonny a
normal life, with other children of his own
age.”

“That question of a school has been very
difficult.”

“You didn’t mention anything about that
when you first applied for Jonny. Have you
stopped to think that the I.C.A. can take him
back again?”

“You—you surely couldn’t do that to us!”

“If we felt it was for his peace and happi-
ness we certainly could. We wouldn’t hesi-
tate.”

“Now . . .please, Miss Lunt------"
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“There’s something | haven’t told you,
Mr. Angus. Mr. Wade came here to see me.
He’d heard Jonny talk about me and felt
that | might be someone who’d help in a
crisis.”

“l see. I've been wondering how you were
so—so0 informed.” There was a little pause,
then Mr. Angus went on again. “1 don’t blame
Wade. I’d have done the same thing.”

“Then why didn’t you? If you were wor-
ried, why didn’t you tell me how things were
before you went away? At least | might have
called to see Jonny now and then.”

“You don’t understand Vivien.”

“It’s a little late to say that.”

“She’s quite ill, Miss Lunt, as | told you on
the phone. She had an earlier nervous break-
down just after Robin died—neither of us
concealed that from you.”

“I’'m very sorry about her, Mr. Angus—
sincerely I am. But what’s worrying me most
is what’s going to happen to Jonny. Do you
honestly think it's good for him to be mixed
up in this kind of thing?”

It seemed to take a long, long time for Mr.
Angus to answer. “l may have been very blind
about all this,” he said at length. “I suppose a
man can love his wife so much that he can’t
always see what’s going on. In Vivien’s case
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she’s been going through a hell of her own
making, but if you’d known her in the
old days—if you knew what she was really
like underneath—then you’d believe, as 1|
do, that it can come out right. Honestly it
can!”

“If Jonny goes back with you—if you can
persuade him to want to go back—what do
you propose to do?”

“For one thing, I’'m going to see about a
school for him. I’'m going to make sure that
some other healthy young minds and bodies
come within sight and sound of him.”

“Can you promise that?”

“I promise it.”

Jonathan waited for them to talk again. It
was Miss Lunt who spoke. “That’s what 1'd
do for him myself, Mr. Angus. He needs lov-
ing and understanding. He responds to the
smallest thing that anybody does for him.

But ... | believe you've begun to see that for
yourself haven’tyou? Let’s not keep him wait-
ing in there any longer.”

Jonathan ran back to the big chair—but he
did not quite reach it before they came in.

Mr. Angus looked brown and big and
friendly, and there was a wonderful smile
on his face. He came right over and put his
hands on Jonathan’s
shoulders.

“It’s good to see
you again, Jonny.”
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in the hospital until she’s well again. She's
realized a lot of things since you last saw her.
She wants to think that when she’s better,
she’ll find you at home, and discover that we
can be a family again.”

“If she wants me, sir, why did she------ ”

“Somebody who’s having a bad dream
sometimes does strange things in it. That’s
really what she was doing—having a bad
dream. Between us we've got to wake her up
out of that dream. If we stick together we can
do it. It's certainly something | couldn’t
tackle alone. It needs you. It needs you being
bigger than ever.”

“Even bigger than ...
ture?”

There was a strange, sharp silence.

“So you’ve been seeing that, too, Jonny,”
Mr. Angus said softly. “Seems everybody's
known how bad things were getting except
me. Even Vivien ------" Again Mr. Angus
stopped without finishing his sentence.

the boy in the pic-

Jonathan looked up at him. Although he

did not fully comprehend what was being said,
there was a kind of peace about the words.

“Your mother and I've been talking about

something else this morning. We felt that with

this house being so

close to the park, we

didn’t really see why

you couldn't have a

T Ny
“You—you really “Could 1? Could
started something, . I really?”
didn’t you?” «Lou Febian wes mt her red ““Other people
Jonathan  stared reme Se hed aove to the Goest- around here have
for a moment, then lire dub detevined to pul them.”

he looked away, and

fixed his eyes on the

opposite wall.
“We've got a lot

uagmytmmm to faget
But arog

platted to involve her in tanibde

“I'd like a fierce
dog,” said Jonathan.
“I’d like a dog that
can make the rest of

to talk about. What carger. Whowes this eneny? Lou them creep about on
1°d like is for us to go hed tofind aut quiddy . . . befae their stomachs and
home and get away tragedy struck again tremble! But he
from everybody and b i
relax, eh?” THE FACE m;?.t :lllv(\)/;ys r?fe Itlrlis
Jonathan  turned OF THE TIGER time he’'ll just be
and faced him, his By URSULA CURTISS plain  happy —
eyes quite wide and : because we’ll feed
anxious. Gorgete inthe Jue sournar, him well, won’twe?”
“There’ll only be aocereed fran “You bet we will.”
the two of us, Jonny. the nod soon o e pudished by “And we can call
Just you and me. Dodd, Meed & Co. him Bozzy.”
How about it?” “Indeed we can.”
Jonathan went on “Golly!” said Jon-

staring. A hundred
questions chased one another through his
head, but as he looked at Mr. Angus every-
thing felt suddenly safe again.

“Yes, please,” he said.

There was a big fire, bright and crackling,
in the music room, even though it was still
only morning. With Mr. Angus sitting in the
chair opposite, itwasn’t really very frightening
to be home again—even if the questions about
Mrs. Angus remained unanswered.

“Know something?” Mr. Angus said.

Jonathan looked up expectantly.

“Families are for sticking together when
there’s trouble, Jonny—not for running away
from.”

Jonathan pondered the words. “I’'m sorry if
| made you come back all the way from South
America. | got—I got frightened because-----"

“1 know about it,” Mr. Angus said
quietly. “Your mother tried to tell me what
happened. It wasn’t very easy for her to talk,
because------ ”

“Was she very cross with me?”

“Your mother’s very ill—in a hospital,
Jonny. You see, when people worry very much
about something for a long time, and don't do
anything about it, they're apt to get more and
more upset deep down inside, until. . . well, it
sometimes happens that they get what's called
a breakdown, and for a little while they're not
able to think very clearly, or to do very much
for themselves. It was like that with her,
Jonny—after she discovered that you’d run
away.”

Jonathan grew troubled. “Was it . ..
cause of me ?”

“You mustn't blame yourself. She’s not
been feeling very well for a long time—since
long before you came to us. Now she must stay

be-

athan excitedly.

As he thought about the dog, he thought
about Mrs. Angus again. “Do you think 1|
could go there, too, please?”

“Where?”

“To the hospital.”

Mr. Angus hesitated. “Soon,” he said. “Not
just yet, Jonny. I’ll tell her you’d like to come.”

Jonathan nodded. He realized as he did
sothat he really rf/rfwant to go. He wanted more
than anything to show that he would get busy
with Mr. Angus at helping the answers to
come out right at last. He stood up and put
his hand in his pocket and pulled out the small
leather bag. Then he opened it and rolled the
ruby out of it.

“'Perhaps she would like me to send her
this?” he said. “I would like her to have it.”

Mr. Angus stood up also, but as he stretched
out his hand for the ruby he suddenly turned
sharply and looked hard into the fire.

“"Thank you, Jonny. Maybe pretty soon she
will be able to say thank you also.”

Jonathan smiled. He was glad to see Mr.
Angus slip the ruby back into the bag and put
it into his pocket.

“"There’s something your mother asked me
to do, Jonny. I guess you’d better come along
and watch me.”

Mr. Angus went across the room to the
door, and Jonathan followed. Over the hall
they went, and up under the gleaming chan-
delier to the landing, and to Jonathan's room.

The sun was shining in there now, and ev-
erything seemed clean and strangely bright.
Mr. Angus went over to the wall above the
fireplace. Jonathan saw him put both his
hands up to the painting of Robin. Then he
lifted it down and stood it beside the bed.

And on the wall where the painting had
been, there was only the sunlight now; the
clear, clean sunlight of the morning. en d



Remember
his first

great adventure?

With full heart and watchful eyes you helped him
enjoy his very first taste of independence.

And how proud you were when he achieved his
goal, all by himself, and then, laughing, ran to your
waiting arms to share his triumph with you!

Nothing you can give your child is half so pre-
cious as this wonderful opportunity to be himself. All
through life you want him to be free to choose his way.

That’s why it’s so important to be on the watch
for ideas or ideologies that could set limits to his in-
dependence. The idea, for instance, that government
should own and run more and more businesses, serv-
ices, institutions. Don’t forget that when government
runs more and more things, the individual has less
and less freedom and independence!

Think of your son’s first “independence day” when
you hear talk like that. Point out that in countries
where government does control almost everything, the
individual is controlled, also. And the loss of anybody’s
independence is a threat to everybody’s freedom.

Very much aware of this danger are the independ-
ent electric light and power companies, because gov-
ernment already runs part of the electric business.
And powerful people are pressing to take over more.

America's Independent Electric Light and Power Companies*

* Company names on request through this magazine

"Freedom is a woman"



Enjoy
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THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS

The appearance of your hair depends upon the care it receives. Regular use of a Breck Shampoo

helps bring out the natural loveliness of your hair. There are Three Breck Shampoos. One Breck

Shampoo is for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third Breck Shampoo is for

normal hair. The next time you buy a shampoo, select the Breck Shampoo for your own individual

hair condition. A Breck Shampoo leaves your hair clean, soft and naturally beautiful.

The Three Breck Shampoos, available wherever cosmetics are sold, are now-marked with color to help you select the correct type.
m  Redfor dry hair Yellow for oily hair m  Blue for normal hair

on the NBC Television Network May 8th - Washington Irving’s classic story "Rip Van Winkle"

Copyright 1988 by John H Breck Inc



Six years ago the Olsens moved

S aretine after five ddodk anweskoby aftermoans at thedsen
house in Northesst Philadelphia, Hugh Alsen, a balding six
footer, heed of hausahdd and father of four, tunrs oer theisae
of whether he sl or shell not pedl the potatoes for the faily
dimer. He does not have to ped them for he eqoadts his wife,
Frances, inat any minute, but he isgpt to resave the question by
Soreeding out same neagpgpers on the kitdhen teble and getting
towork He says with his kind, bespedtaded face looking gpolo-
oetic ““l tald Franoes | wouldn't cook any nore this year— but |
wait around and get fidoety, and think | might as well get them
He iscarrying on ahusbandy good deed of five years' standing,
during which tine he ad the dhildren saw his wife ad their
nother enter medical sdhod at the age of thirty-five, gradLate
four years later fromWoman's Medical Gdllege in Philaddiphia
withacum laude degree, and conplete ayear ofinteming at Philax
delphia General Hospital. She begen this programat atinrewhen
her youngest child, Roy, wesjust entering ssoord grade, whenher
eight-year-old daughter, Aina Jo, still hed pigtails to be braided
befare schodl, and her two ddest boys, Toby ad Eard, were no
nore daresticated then nost boys of deven and nire. Further-
nore, Hugh's bese eamings were S0 a week, and no faily
noney wes visible to cover tuition or even housskesping help
This year things are eede. Frances is a residat physidan a
Philadelphia General, in the departmrent of physical medidneand
rehabilitation HerrH]e'Isae continued on page 133

to Philadelphia so mother could study medicine. "AMERICA



She decided on one last year o f training as a resident physician at Philadelphia General. Also it pays $3400, largely tax-free.

Five extrapairs ofhands—her husband's

Whoever gets home first starts dinner. More often than Toby, 17, doesfamily laundry. Pay: $3 a week. He's a
not that's Hugh, $100-a-week materials writer at Budd Co. mechanical whiz, keeps Fran's car in running condition.

On her way by 7:30. An hour's drive through traffic. Out of
the hospital and home by 5:30. After five years as med stu-
dent and intern, Fran revels in such “businessman’s hours."



continued FROM page 131 Ia”gtermvlcl]rrs
of aocddart or the variaus crippling dseesss
suchasstrake or pdlio, there are fevenergant
des ad de is ade to keegp anost office
worker hours, She wslly dives her '52 car
(which Toby, now severteen, dlightingly cdlis
“ahunk of junk”) up the steg drivenay and
into the garage before half pest five As de
lets hersdif in the kitdhen door, Hugh's dear-
fu “Hi, Fran,” and a copreharsive look
around tel her thet all iswell.

What nestsher eeisatypically cozy ssae
Hugh isinhis shirt deaes at the kitdhen teble,
AinaJo isstanding by the stove, stirring sare
thing in a doudle baller. A ddidaus sell of
dhoodlate fills the room In the sEll, mildly
sheldby living room the ddfashioned tenvinch
tdevisan st is flashing a cartoon, and Roy
can be ssen hanging over the arm of the couch
in an cutladish, twelveyear-dd posture

Aina Jo, on the verge of fourteen, hes goec
taadar, ashblond hair, and her snest, gae
fmehgtsmatﬂ*esgtofrﬁmﬂ“er Fran
aes giffs goprediatively and aeds “Have you
ever meck it befae?’ Aina Jo laugs and says
“No.” A cookbook shehes brought hore from
sdhod is propped gpen on the tele Franoes
tums to find Roy standing quietly a her &-
bon Srekissesshimon thencseand says“Miss
nme?’ Among the Asen children, Roy, whose
hair is merely yellow; isaonsidered practically
abrunet

The kitdhen door goers again, ad Earl
aes in with a deafd “Hello, na” Now
fifteen, 6'H " in his sodks, ad with hair a8
white as Aina Jo's, Earl wandars the Gty
Srets after schod, leeding an inkerseand, I
his parents, veguely alanring soad life, but by
sixo'dock he must be hore prepered to sub

it to tare donestic rauting, and heknons it
He girs at his father and sattles donn with
Roy befare e TV cartoon, stretching out his
log legs From tre adlar below cones the
corfortable thrum of the weshing mechine
That indicates that Toby is doan there, put
ting through are of tre three weeldy loeds of
tonds, sheets and blue jears he does for his
weeldy dore While the nmechine works, heis
wdlly at the other ed of the odlar doing
sorething conplicated with the model notors
and trarsfonrers he saages fromevary pos
shle souroa

With deft notions, Frances puts on awhite
gpron over her dark Hiue skirt and pulls boes
of frazen vegetables fram the refrigeratar. The
soud of the weshing nechire in her ears
(twehve pairs of blue jears are getting done) is
only ae gt evidenoe of a family schee of
things The already peded potato in her hard
is another. This year Earl is getting up eardy
and oooking and sening breglifest for every-
cremﬂ”efanly(l'msa:ttod)ltda:ia’iyln
Hue jears, berefoot and beredhested). When
Aina Jo cores hare fromsdod, devedes
the bregfast things and nekes dl the becs
Roy saus the bathtub and washbesin Frane
aeshersatfwill cook the dimner and st the tabde
tonight, asevery night, but two of the dhildren
will do the sening and deaxing, and the other
two will do the dshweshing This, her first
year as adoctor, isesdier then the five precedt
ing years, for one thing, ge can affard to pay
the children srell weges for their help. But the
fire art of family cogperation in the fece of
recessity still goeson

Fances Adams Osen is a broanhaired
56" with a high faeheed well-speoed gay

and the childrens—
enable Frances to complete her training.

Earl, thefamily's 15-year-old rock-n'-rollfan, is such a keen cook he
gets up early to prepare breakfasts for the entire family. Allowance: S3.

Aina Jo, a tomboy till this year, now a grown-up 13, comes
straight from school to do beds, breakfast dishes. Pay: $5.

Only 12, Roy's mainjob isshopping. Workingfrom hisparents' list,he
picks up theweek'sfood supply every Saturday a.m.Hisallowance: $2.

HOWVI
ANEBICA



After visiting “bestfriends"” in the afternoon, Roy and Aina Jo are ready to stay in and study. Toby'd
rather tinker with electric gadgets down cellar. Only Earl says life is blighted by having to stay home.

School nights: No TV after dinner.

Howiat/ -
AMERICA

eyesand awnide, gereras nouth. Sehes
an inmrediate air of self-containent, for
se hes always been pretty sure of what
sewanted to do. She &lso looks attrac
tively young (she hes pessed her fortyfirst
birthday), for sreisdoingwhet sheset aut
1o do with considerake enjoynrent.

Franoes says ““I don't rerenrber ex-
actly when | dedded | wes going to kea
doctor, but | knowvwhen | wesalittle girl |
wsedtosayl wesgoingtolbeanurse andmy
father, who hes always bdieved in taking
things as far as you weare cgpeble, would
sy, ‘Why not be a doctor while you're
at it? By the timre | wes in high schod
| westaking Latinwithrmmedidne inmind.”

Frances grew wp in Great Kills, Staten
Island, New York, the ddest of three
daughters in a dase faily. Her father,
who hes hed a pasition in a New York
City bark for marny years wesabletosad
her to Barmard Gdllege asaday studertin
gaite of the dgression Fraces sas “It
wes prabebly astrugle, but iy father be
lieled in education He wes saias
nminded for all ofus™

Everybody studies.

She took a preed course, mejoring in
chemistry. During her freshmen year e
wes berely anare of Hugh Asen, a big
very blond Colurbia University seniar,
also commuting fromGreat Kills. Hewes
fiveyears dder then dg and they pdlitely
said hello to each ather when they fourd
thersehves on the sane Staten Islad
feny.

In Franoces’ sophomore year, honever,
Hugh rade her hone on the ber of his bi-
ode after a party, on adare It wes oer
three miles to Frances’ houss, uphill nost
of the way, ad the hour was two in the
nmoming. Hugh tied his feet to his bike
pecHls, the way racars do, won the darg,
and begen his courtship

Hugh Asen hed been afirstteamswninmt
ner for Colurbia (his blond hair, further
bleadhed with dilaring, hed eamed him
thenidaame“Whitey”), but heconbined
his look of bigboned poner with sy
frierdiness. His parentswereFAnnish, ad
his father hed been a suooessful building
contractor until the dgpression brought

tulcirg continued on page 136

Frances looksforwardto adecent homefor the children. Andasocial life—
something they've never had in Philadelphia. And, most o fall, being agen-
eralpractitioner. She's grateful to Hugh: “He carried the load at home."



Building a fire piano darands wood of exoeptiondal, and often rare, quality—
much as in afire violin. At Baldwin, woods are seledied for their superior
resorence, aged long and carefully, then aut like diamonds by araftsnen who
care— for beauty, for lestingness and, abowve dl, for nusic. Only vidlinquality
Soruce goes into the Acrasonic sounding board. Only dearest rock nrgdle is used
in tonetransntting bridges. Only woodk like these can aeate the full, singing tae
— the kind of tone usually assodated only with large and costly pianos. This pure,
dean tore is anog the richest of musical souds. Sall wonder thet the very
sound of the Acrosonic is, itsalf, an adventure to children. Because music is o
inportant to the develgoent of a child, parents are espeddlly invited to leam
nore about the Acrasonic and new gpportunities for young pegde in music.

FREE: THE PARENT'S PRIMER.
24 pages, illustrated. A leading textbook

Your choice ofa variety ofstyles, including Traditional, Contemporary, Modern, for parents who want to help their
Transitional and Provincial. Complete selection of handsome finishes. children learn piano . . . and enjoy it!

Write: The Baldwin Piano Co., Bldg. 2-A,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

ALSO BUILT BY BALDWIN: THE BALDWIN GRAND PIANO. THE HAMILTON PIANO. BALDWIN AND ORGA-SONIC ORGANS
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the shoe

that understands children

. the shoe with the name you know, the
quality you trust, the fit and construction so
many doctors recommend. This is the shoe
that millions of young feet start out in, and
stay in...the shoe that
grows up with them,
through every year
of childhood.
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MOTH EH- IS A POCTOR NOW!

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 134

toadaddill intrenidde of Hugh's adlege
yeas Hugh's inaedts wae in agreairg
ard it hed been darmed thet rewoud go an
to egreairg sdod. Then dl thogts of
gadete tranirg hed o ke dgyped, ad
Hugh switded to an uthrged ate course
|n Eress edhinisration: Hugh says oy

without bitteress “It wes a aine | wearit
ade to finsh in egreairg Savehow I'e
rever been treaniias e sree”

Hugh st on tre pach of Fances’ hoee
a’dddﬂ'elatmrgfu' her zodogy dranirgs
betwean pedirg the dradts for his firtt jaa
When hefaurdit, Frewes sonetines toobusy
tohdpwithherhomenak adRaessas
“Then | hed to goadhours living up to tre
beautifl saipt he hed started e aut on”
During Frances’ adlegesummes sewaied
esal tedmidan in a Saten Idard
hogatd, bt thae vwae ateroos
when Huoh taugt her ardary with sare of
tre beautifl bons he ard his father nece &t
hore Sesasoftte laboataywok “That
wes ny first view of tre hogaital world, ad
trenore | swit, tenoe | wsueitvwes
whet | varted But ot to beatsdmidandl
ny life” In hr sana year aBarad
Faoss sat at gdictias tosaad ned-
cd sdods adat oot tre saretire Hugh
mlﬁanﬁ' i st of arrons with sdliced

npsthsthekeduxrajh

Fanoes wes gedleted in Juney ]%3

was acogded by New York Medical Gdllege
fortretfall. Honever, tret summerhermother
becaneill, ard her farer aded her to post
[rrenajadsd’ujfo’a)aa’ Faesdared
towakduingtreinend, saesarenaey,
adatain’® mnmmullhlaym
firdajob at the Hudson County Tuberalcsis
Hospital in New Jasey. Ave notts late,
indureof 198 denaried High
& Faoes s;smw farerm\&? yoset ad
ssoainted—but it wearit LDums
ing | vesyourg, ard | bdieed inbairgar-
redyoug | ddn't thirk of mysdf as gvirg
up medical sdhood—just postponingit”

Infadt, ssbehiesardwar yearscare, ned-
ca sdod gevdmrer antrehaizonrather
trendos:. It westo talkeanact of e Hf
astian thirteen yeas lae, to rea=e tte
trad Moneywessatrigt fromtrebegn
ning ard Franoes aontinued her work et tre
hogatal eeenatftar Toby (Hugh, Jr.) wesbom
in February, 1941 They lived in Jasey Gity,
NewJarsey, and Hugh commuted to Marhet
tanwhile Faoes kgt asapeeanToby’s
wdHainginaddiiontoherjdb. “I hedance
savetsanyear-dd gl who todk careof im
| na:t—:tﬂ'eﬁrrc’rggnr);d;f ﬁ%el left for
wak Inthose | o eayth
just so. I'd hed dremistry ard dcgry}:]
ardwrenl sEilizedthirgs, theywaresterile

When srebecane pegrart agpinwith Eadd,
honee, her wdlrereged corretion of
career ardhousanifary adlgpssd Srequither
jobin May, 192 ad for tre red five years
cavated harsdf to heving—ard carirg fo—
bebies Earl wes bom thet Gotder. In May
of 19%tre fanily dagter, Ainauo, arived
Franoes

ing

working years bt | il bdieed in having
dildenyoug | redalvseysvsa‘tsdfour-
nore then | vanted rredicel

ﬂ”ezammsmmmwml\sﬂak
NewJdasey, wrere Hugh hed fourd ajob with
afiltar cavpery, adinthe dot
agal'evwsunn:ilrtoaaxesunmmﬁe
fidd He fourd this fairly cagerid. “It gae
e ny sat as a naeds witer, whidh is
whet [ amrnow Imrkamﬂlylvsasrqper
treretten I'veever been”

Butin 19%6they bogt asixroomhoeein
Saten Idad anoe thet tumed at to ke
audd. Fass sas “Hugh hed haugt e
would behegaer aut trare, reer aur fanilies
But we hedit been ade to affad much
ofahoss anditwes sorundonntret itwes
nothing butwark Hugh hed damedtoaom
mute to Nenark, ut then he fourd thet ves
toomuch, and tock arnenjab in Martettan
Bven thret took two hours of commutingeech
way.” Hughads “ltwesahbignistake™”

Tol-‘ra'nesﬁsaamlﬂadmajlso'e
of wetded memary. “Hugh ard his father
rerocded the hose donly—hbut taribly
donly; theyreverddfinish It hedanddaoal
soe for codkdng, withatark et the sice far
hot water. Neturally, with all those dhilden
ad dl thet laundry, therewss nre&a enough
hot water, and it sssnedtonel hedto
dl cey kempgtret toegang Qe lifted
Wpasoelidaddamedit ohadit brde
intwa Then | was Dashamed.

“I'msaurel took it out on Hugh | Haned
him beaee | didit think we sodd heve
noved to Staten Idard in the first dece Bt
itwesagaad anogdaeofd
which we both shered | wes disoauraged by
trelose kevsesdsnxagadlyhstanby
lag herd conmutii

Franoes stuk it ot a hoe for another
year, bt in the fal of '47 fewat bed o
work asa leb tedmidan inanearby dodtas
dinc With a hoedeg, Amie to hFep
Fanoes dhildren becane acoustored to sse
ing their mother huny off to wark, without,
Faoes II’BSS thar gvirg it a sscod

thaugt “T te sdod
when| begen V\?ﬁldl%gﬂem
candy. They didn't aond arourd ny kess

ﬂ”edxr none cfﬂ”ets:tcﬂ”lr{:;nl/nfaj;
weed to boest thet &t our hoee ey
oot up eady. Hugh didt mird ethe:.
I«B/vrtmeﬂtageiobd tone adhe
warted e to ke ey
Frances job rdpad her faceher stoenmare
eqetly, bxrtddruraallylesj\eﬂ'ela%
dsouragarets I-quvsasmzklrg

the dhilden uisd ey paTy. Most of her
onn $6 aveskwat for Amie, dates ad
trargatation Franoss sawvanesge fulure
daangin Hugh'sfathervesasdfnacenan
who, eenat the height of his prosparnty, hed
rever fagatten howtowork with his heros
His nother, never fluat in Bdlish, hed e
voted hearsdf to her husoard ad s Bue
Fances fanily ket dive avisan of nidde
da;smTfutadﬂ'eMdcﬂ'ep’desa
“When nothervisited frecoddithdpfuss
ingover dl thethings weneeded. |

thaugt thair shaud hae a nicer
haesg adrumsomd—ﬂ”emeslnjd
kenore aonfortably foed

The fedirgthet her onndilitiesaodd tum
the family fatures wes had to ke df.
GadLally her resdhve gewy and intrewinter
of 1981 de st at sead gictios to
Frieceiin, el el for e Qe of

i,
medica a:lm:mrgjmdrasmv\mmwny
beck ard sad they wauld be willing to ghve
her anintendew

Se 55 “l redizd Woren's Medical
wouldntketoo aMastotakeanarenwith
four dildrenardnonoey, ot of sdod far
omayyeas ol ddittdl terweddit
have any morey. When they adedne | tdd
themny husserdwould pey for it My dan
wssto sl trehose”

The adleze tdd her tret dewss too lae
for corsideration for '51, but thet se might
pgoare hasdf for an etrace earinian
for trefdloning yeer.

Faesssas “So-| itoa. | ke
oenstudyingrevienvioodss of ny udargads
aeausss ntrebuistowark | dsotaka
aourse inneurcerstany ey Mondey ndgt
&glg‘flrgteana%aer, ad | evdetly

rigt, becase ated e |
the letter In March, 1982 They rever did gﬂi

thar lives Se a5 “There is nothing I'm
noregatefd toHuoh for tenhiswillingess
to aare to Fhilecdhia Because | cartairly
woudit hae brden up $y naniege o
noe” ‘ActLdlly, | hed a
Hme;eyfsdo Iy, peuy
ot it weait rgl\/\atajtod)ailr’ry

fife To I you tre truthy | wes sat of fas
dreted at aamingdoan toFhilecddhia Ben
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cettingtredhildenout ofttesdod theywae
msutedus maseveddftth'rk itwssa
m hed hed a taride stat

arice I4 teede: | dont
thirk tree wes anyare in tre fanily wo
wagitedtd by tenoe”

They retted $3000an tresdle of the Saten
Idardhoss adinher mrind Francesdloned
Sijlebfaf;em;rj bods ad { mc?%

s
ad$100fara fm
the third $1000to ke st adice for her soqdo
ﬂnge)ea’ Povidae wodd heve to s2 o

After addaede huting, they fourd a
krick rovhoee far
rat in a aondd

kind of siuoat tren I’d beenat adlece | Fed
anice broed top onnry dess;, ad [ foed it
upwith o brigt ligts That lested anmonth
artwg but | fourd I'd bewarmyingabout tre
dhildren I'd hear trelbosfigtingdonrstairs
o ferasintresrestard thirkaeofthem
was baing un o | rerenoer walking into
dassintre nomings ad hearing treseyoug
gris snear they hed sudied for sxhours, ad
I'd kow'd red Tebeanbour. | gt ina
good, sdlid helf hour antretrdlley. | stiudied
in the bathiLl, in bed ad while 1 stied
sorethilgon trestoe”
The first fevmanths weare the nost yoset
ting “l waarit sureI’d beede to kegpgairng
because of the p
stetion Bt if |

sedion of Northeest sarted tofed sory
Fhilacddphia koan formydfintreee
gt o T
‘It’s you
u*lc»e!yliiﬂe[nd] wanted, ist it?
ad tre gl ine Smdines I'd dat
riar, with its dak tounfddnytrades
Steticectved ekl oy Ay
pUsit, “It fed tree Do you vt to
veveae A I ves hgier tren |
It ﬁ%‘&mm hed been & Saten
3 Islardl”
with tre Budd Gom Their red house
peny—atadigtce legor umed at o
aeeinsday, ot e
Hscayerdsdet 4:3) amved in tine
g/dfmbgmﬂfg gve the children
ad fd
dildenregstaedin lunchtoall bt Toby,
grﬁ?jr rew sdods whose junior high
Faroesheditime sdod hed a e
irgof tagia Je It wen
Woman'shMedicd to care hare
i Hugh Beaumont dreamed of itwasH.ghwho
%amfgﬂvé great movie roles. Hollywood sttredderdilden
dginfortrecaning decreed otherwise: he is just gﬂmllmingam!
years in Philadel- "a working actor. This has by tre tine Frances
Aia been hard to accept,” he says, anived Theyeer fin
Frarcesin

"but God doesn’t measure us
by the stardom we achieve.”

sdhod ad yeer of His wife Kathy, an ex-starlet when it led begn
|mrgm@£;#g herself agrees.yy adA’'sar Bsinal
Satenidad house For her sopho
lkege, Amie hed nore year, Faoes
aged O noe £ Between wesdoantoher bt
HilacHhiawithire . ttm $I0D Se
family(Ehevesgoing died to te Areri-
todespantreliving: Job s ” can Medical Wo-
roomaooudh), bue men's Assodiation
befae medcd . for agB8Dloen Her
qedd tre Story of an Actor’s Life dd9e loered b anr
dhldenwde Fan aher 80 ad a
Em/irgamd. By HUGH BEAUMONT and fried 0
cHiv letter aox GLENN MATTHEW WHITE The yeer ves ae
tainirgAmie'sapd- of*“gain herdwark
ogies. Frances Medical sdhodl isdif

HON >
on tre un o HEp AWA iNthe JUBJournal |%eam is

$Hawvek Their first hassegpar red to e
peid $30 a wesk dus 2 for bts fae ad
Fances fathar, who wes hgpy to s his
daughter goirg to nedical sdod &t legt,
aged to diip in the edra $7. Frances e
saibes the housskegoer s “allittle dd ledy
whowas apoar codk, and wouldn't let any-
myinﬂemﬂw—'hdm%ﬁrg We dae
soony pdtatoes mer nmirnute |
caneintredoor | wesnetwithsoreharibde
rens about whet the dog or Eard hed doe
SeddtlikeEal, adtreladkofestearwes
muiLel. Sekadt feedrghimaoatred, ko
ing rehetedit Qrenigt BEarl shdkhisfiroe
in tteidng of acake dehed nace adge
aroueddevesitsajirgaylao.”
WHile trese pddens ware going an &
hore, Franoes was conmuting via three tra-
leystosdod—atripwhichtookanhour ard
aqater eedhway. desssswae fram9to 5
weddhys Saudey fram 9t 1 “Wen |
sated | dsaded | wes gaing to keadifferat

nmavber
yeerrm_:tcfﬂ”edessmjDsmpgdcg/ |
gImdd’ZBGaerﬂtﬂueGnSanm
tre Staten Idad

dated aut in tte nomings The nuishihour
treffic tanified me Then I'd e to gorigt
framthet into pethdogy dass!

“The car dimrated ny sy tire on tre
trdley, but | ooud get to sdod in helf an
hour irsteed of an hour ard aguarter, 0t
W lessweer and teer tret way. The childen
wearedll prettyyoung, ard 'daimtoget them
in bad by eigt-thirty and siudy for an hour
adalefbefael wat to bed Hugh heped
with eleything—tre dimer ddes ad pue
ting tre dhildren to bed But nowtret | vwes
hove ealie, ¢ettirg dimer didnit fdl guite
oheavlyonhim”

ﬂ'elaim\omsofnu:icalshxw\ae
1o Fraoss tre noat timdating, far “at lagt
youget todinica wark” This isleamirgrigt

Today she’s ... Queen of the May

Whatever her fancy, Carter’s knows
how to dress a young queen for dream-
ing! This shortie pajama is dimple-knit
cotton, airy and cool as a woodland
breeze . . . gay as spring’s first song.
It’s machine-washable . . . no-iron . . .
like all Carter’s soft cotton knit sleep-
wear and underwear. The perfect gift
for young ladies from 3to 16.

ABOVE: SPRING SONG PRINT SHQRHEQTIAJAMA
natchi Eties an
uimﬁaga dug prk 3]6393 8O

RIGHT: SLEEP AND PLAY PAJAMA 1N KOt taTy.
Hrkcralleasnpes natchirgsdidadar datie
s 3 8@
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v UQA T T putsthe softness back &

w U | Lin everything you wash

FABRIC SOFTENER RINSE

Add it to your final rinse! Works wonders with your wash!

FLUFFY SOFTNESS comes back alive!Even
jeans feel nice, towels and sheets are
a delight to touch!

"LIKE NEW’ LOOK is what NuSoft gives
your sweaters, corduroys (see the
picture) and blankets. Keeps them
looking new, too!

EASY IRONING. No stubborn wrinkles

after a NuSoft rinse. Your iron
glides along. Most flat things need no
ironing at all.

NO MORE STATIC "CLING”. Slips rinsed in
NuSoft wont ride up.

HOW NuSOFT WORKS: Just add one handy
magic capful to the final rinse. Then
everything comes out soft, like new.

G5 TWE S FRASBONMES TWEASBG

laos adgewoud laeto ke
ba'ueegtlnthanu‘nrgdm
ar‘rﬁe’rtlyﬂcx:rdnrgﬂ'endt “Theseare
treyeasyougtinongtwok Youaduyp
with more free tire ad less intersive study
ing but it is herder on the family & hore
Baogt for thet, | fourd evaything tramven
do"y egossrg”
Trese vare tre years tog thet the fanily

codors sehed waked for hed dfered help
adseacededaleenof $880 Anaurt sat
apesatof $150 SeadHuohdedat her
seniar year by teking ot a $300 berk loeny
tuminginameirmuae pdidesantrethree
youper dhildren ard bamoningantheiroan
adTdoy's. “That wesit,” sas Faoes ad
itwesdotread ofafulHine hosdega.

Junior ad seriaryeer we fourd a reigt
bor yottedrest, Ms. Miller, whowsswilling
toaare pat tire The dildenware getirg
nore cgede Ead wat throuch agese of
belking tret ves pradtically trefirst cuiet thirg
reeva dd gotarea "y, Hewoud reed tre
aodkdoodk and then tum ot lemoneinoLe
et s Ry coic v e for
i

nix A e
ddk butinapnch Ms Miller slayed ot

“By sariayear Hugh would nake suretre
dhilden wae dl W by tre tine te left &
saventhinty, ard doettrensehvesdf
to sdod etirdy. AinacJo hed hed her heir
au, ad thet settled tre braids prddem They
weae supposed tO deen Yp tre kitden ad
nrake their oan bedk For ludh AimraJoad
Ftyvnjdlaﬂ”mﬂ\fsmﬂ'emd(mm

fix sop ad sadhides Earl wes injunior
hg‘ﬂhstyaara*dmjlurmas:!m

“When Hugh cane hore at five lrewoud
waLHly fird trekitdrenaness adhe hedtre
demiest job of dl. Hewould have to muster
the kids naethanrvashtte beddast ddes
and get potatoss peded”

Hugh was now meking aboout $86 avesk
ad esen thouch Franoes wes uaing e of
this for her dret edLcation eqaees noey
ahorewssareggrg prddem Facesssas
eéesﬂ'eaiywveveeajemnde

et was because ny nother ket sad
ing dates for the dilden Toby ad Ead
weae big hebps toa They both hed e
raues ardwareadeto pey for theiroanbus
fares ard sdod ludes ad elen soTe of
thair dahes Mrs. Miller deered Yo are a
waekaddd our iring at her hose far ten
ddlars anwssk—whichny father sat. | wore
dathes until theywaresodd | coddnt stard
tham | do't thirk Hugh hes bougt amew
autsreewenowedhae | reverbe tregils
talkingabout heirdessars Hairdessad They noa?
were taking abot Mictar of Gamrantonn,
ad Gl of Adington, ad | sad ‘| hae
nire dore by Hugh of Butdire’”

When Faosswes ged ated tret Jure e
wes seaod framthetop of herdess Sevwon
aﬂmmqmzeasﬂ'eteimmtlnam
'(Oxl;y of tunors) ard was rened to

Alp'a anedicd honorary so
dety. I-ugh ad the dhilden hed
written their ease ries far hasd),
her father ard nother ard father-inlawvard
anaut ware there towtress her triunph

Three veds later, debegn ayeer of in
targhpa mlaﬂmaishg—:‘
FhiladdhiaGarerdl. S'eomdﬂ'eAMWA
$150 her s $6800 her fried ad te
Saten Idard doctar $80 eedh and treberk
$300 This tdaled $3000 ard therevwareather
grdler bt szbe Krdeses fran atrer
fanily renbastrat fewsred torgay. Ad
for the coning year de would ke rasirg
tremunificat Hlay of §86anarth

Faessas “That year wes the haroest of
all an ny fanily. InEems raate fourwesk
tous of duty inthe differat hogatal seniass
ﬁwmemtaeﬂ”em:sﬂﬂmmm

snie For eende gaad e
quedﬁ\engisat cfﬁ‘ewseksugay

“The dilden dait likene to ke anay &
kgt Tl’Etﬂ”Q/r‘eB‘have liked Or anay an

That Therksgvi

g Earl nace tre
TotJysnﬂ'a:lﬂ“e nece tre
sLe ard Aina Jo meck trerdls
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Hugh foedtrevegeiedes | hedgat inatedgt
thet noming and ey let nedesptill dimer
s reedy. That wes anice day—agood din
rer too Then theywaved ne off to tre hos:
pitd at eigttret eenirg”

InJuly of 1%/ trefivelag igoasyears
caredfiagdly to adae Setok her tree
s of datehoad eanirgtias ad in

deremEvad he liceeeto pradice

nedare in te Gomonweddth of Rars-
\eria After smethought, desdtledonae
yearssaresidat ghysidanbeass, “litwodd
g\e ne ayexr of edra training, ad alittle
geeinvhidh tolodkacudadfirdagaat
for myedf” It isherfimintentionto beoone
aga'eapa.m]crer( “Weneed ganP’S’)
bt treresday intte ica-nedidre
partret of her dd hogatal mds:rreoer
ndrgahamms regdar hours ard digtly

% becaee of Fedard sbsdes far
V\ukln is fidd Her say for treyeer is
310 free of Fecrd taes Sesasalitle
warly, “I just coudit have stood aother
yeer of baing sopoar.””

Frilecdphia Gened is amanmoth com
dexof wings ard mustardadaed aaridars,
ad inFanes trefficisasheay
assayere for noat of the petiats can gt
aboue—if ot ueiced then by audes or
whed dair. They are dif to ae of the treet:
gﬁ*‘m"%"?m et 4

, incor ae

e wakdhos, (]‘jLS:\AS‘hr‘glnﬂ‘%}gﬁ
cbs noe then trey are in ae of tre o

wads When Faross arives a 830 in tte
nomings detakes of trejed<et of her 4Lt
dips on awhite jadet oer her oan white
Hass adbegrsabey dy. Seadafd-
low resicat In te dgatrert nake te
roucs of the wards ey noming, ad a
anetineintreafteroondewill nytodtp
|nmﬂ'ewardpme1sa%,vnﬁe ﬂ'e
tregtmet roaTs to
g B=idss ttee trae ae tte slmy
sﬂeandmjeﬁinﬂ'eajxajatdiric re
fards fram aher dgoatments ad a few
aj}cﬂ]aismfrm&!"es&stys;maaant

SOFaes tog agood ded oftine
humying doan thre Hells ad e canat
framsecodficorvwardtolbesaat i
aut beirgheiled helfadozentines Awaried
lodkimgwifevisiting her eldarly husard carts
fovard to congain thet her hugoard sams
dronsy. Franoes fircs thet an infem bes a-
daed aheay dose of gradoaritd, and a-
dasitautdonn Sepssesayoug boy S
ing nmjlyatﬂ*ewrrbemnhsvh?e
dB”;r I-Esll’seam/vpmatmmslcﬂ'_glﬂ

el o}
A, I your rrother g P ris ot

Amﬁ*er\asur‘gwfecdlsat ‘Ch, doc
tor!” ad eegaly eqdairs thet she doesit
thirk her husbard's nrew doe fits im Her
heead |naWEdd’ar ﬂ'edTa'drgfcu

statﬂ‘st\/\hrip:d trestmet " As
gBa/\sY ﬁ‘ewfesysstaﬁytorerhs
bard, “Yc 1o the doctar, no”™”

Franoes @jos taking about her petiats
bt her family herdly lesher at hare If de
ishustimgwithtrerenstret treyoug, herd
sarevidimofadreedid autondaleaohdat
rdearajtoaruajaehsrenet(m Tobyis
gt to goen ad sy, “Who vais to heer
antsmmnb iy Stuff? I-ugh
and tredhilden mtndddlﬂ”etﬂ'g/l’edm
b to s her through her nedicdl training,
r‘aﬂ”ere]qgmrgkaaﬂ'amo'merenrchs
tret & hove deis“nother,” mt “doctar.”
In fadt, when Franoss anes hne intre
eairgs depusdoan her dodor’sbegad
puts an her vihite goron with the sane e
hility with which sreaetadded Toby'sfar-
mda or pethdoy. e sas

mlderisallmrkﬂ”g/pmreagapd%ﬁlﬂz

daus a ny kee Actudly, T dat think

T
00

Earl hepoenino trekditdrenat hesaneting,



MAY, 1958

the tiny room sss sadloned up by thear
sz5 good lodks ad goad hedth Hugh ad
Fanoes ae praud thet Ainac Jo, who lads
likeadear Huesunmer cby, doeswdl evary
thigdeties—* ‘fronr’rdargmadstopiw
imgvdin intre sdod adestra” Roy, who
wemﬁemcﬂd\/\ms;mla]\eeﬁ heshed
save reeding troddes et sdod,
ad Hugh aredpng hmaore at of them
ard heis telking on besgdl and frieos with
thessnezt sshislbrathars adFRacesan
sdashimtrencstdenorstrativeofher sos
Faroes ard Hugh kesp “hone” a fimm
working agenization for the dilden, ad
V\rmm%/aeh:rrem—:rmal\esalﬂ‘araim
tiongestoit Theevanirgned hesrearbe
aareadipgdod affar. The tehe isstt attrac
tivdly intrediningroom ard gaeissad
The dsen dilden, irduding Toby ad
Earl, mst ke in on sdod rights by dimer-

Faoes Hugh i

just wret dl tre diildren are sudyirg ad
howthey are darg init, ad aegt tohave
smerahersragginasaootit (Faoes
sassaarfully ofa““sodd siudes” textiodk
“It's dl about cettirg dlag in a big hich
schod—howto fdlow tre bdls ad stley an
the rigt scke of the caridors—the kind of
thingour teeder Leedtogoadtenmirnutesan
trefirst day of sdhod!™)

Totylsﬁenuj’a’lcalwmdcﬂ'efanly
ardreissodsesed by dedricnotosthet e
ﬁrdsnammmm@%r’gdsa He
a5 “I gt acade of good tedmica bods
framtrelibrary, bt | don't gt aderce o
reed them-1 have to reed SHegEae I
Steed” When e wes noved to arew hich
sdhod, ard fourd it wes uregu with a
sm respit his tine repairing his frieds’
notor bikesirsteed of doing

Toby knons thet Frecoud gt ajdbasanre
denic ad Fraross ard Huch are
afraid thet if left to hinsdf he might throw
anay hisfuurepramseard dojust thet. They
areanoreged by trefadt tret recanre badk i
fromasunmerjob an Saen lslan:ithslai
fdl recodled to repeetirg a helf year of
sdhod. But they hae laid doan tre lav—-no
nore notar-repair Sck lires until heisdaing
better &t sdod—ard e likes todamda
naticaly thet he hes gven wp dl hisfiets
too He sss noasdy, “I’'m a hemit this
yeer. Mother'smelkdingnekeae”

Of tre three aher dhildren, Aima Jo ad
Roy haveeechaninportant “best friend” with
whom gad tre aftersdod hous
Earl, &l ad striking hes hed no trade
beoarirg a leeds anog boys his oan agg
and Franoes waries thet e hes “too mary

fnads—a them ad they ssanto

w?’arhmamﬂ’esﬂeﬂs Asfar
asl (H’]tdl boys Eal’s ae are dloned to
reamittedtredsafter derkurtil tretencdak

axfen In anmeating een S

aeouttill midhigt Ijﬂmmmﬁf%rg
ats eanknow Wee they ae” Earl aom
dairsvaudly thet none of the dthers hes to
doeyachsina fanily rdesashedoes butke
deys tham He affeds lag harr (his nother
ae threstared imwith bddoy pirg), ad a
nmae ofjaunty pasg but Festll will care
o o her intre kitdtenard ask “Can | do
anything for you?” He tonas oer her, bt
when ge pus bath heros on his doddas
and goeeks to him about weehirg his heros
for dimer, trereisno gquestion but tret elis
ill abw dill nouished by his fanily.

When

aait gt to naenidize 0 hes willing o
noe If teevwaeary gedionaot it, |
woudkewillingtostay hereard let hisjob ke
tredaadirg fada. Asitis itwill keny &
re, for tresdeof anicer eviraeat”

With > predtice, Fraroes will et her-
sdftodsdargig donly, aebyas treldg
resaorghlities thet e douddared with her

nedica cres. “Of curetrareaetteddas
for ny medical edcation It'sbemared joy
tohaenmrey aoghto saethsyea. 1e
been putting ansy over 100 a nonth, ad
hope to e $1000of the $3000worth of par-
s0H learsrged Wedill e tohave Ms.
Milerfar parttinre housanak adinetaken
over her fl0awvwesk framny fathar. Then |
haetofigreaut treddEilsfar treceaital 1l
regdtosat It tekesabout $ODtoerLipan
deﬁual Sove nujca-aqteipm anpenesdo

onting orl IngaLp pradtics, or
e at atHkrIT(g/q But I hae to esane
thet I’ll tart ot oning sorethingover $1000

“Then I'd like to rave SI0Dsaed by Sep
tenber of 198 tonard Toby'sadlege el

i . It'shard to pasace dhildren of tre
value of edLcation when trey have two edir
cted prarts who heverit dore sowdl, ad
they see peqde without education who spat
flagty cas rew kitders, ssamto ghe thair
dhildeneaythirg That'swhy I’
for uistonoe toadscatdece—sotretwhile
theyreill yourg ny dildrenwill reveroer
sorethirg besids a hoee”

Fanes lingas an this visan of a deen
white ho.se st an awdHet laan, of Toby
in cdla_paﬁ fanily pestice in tte com
munity, then turs to her tendoctar’'skeg thet
gtsaontrehandmedonndest by trekitden
door. "'l vt ny dildentobeadetogoto
adlege ad | wart sare ssauity for ny dd
ap but the red reee | Sarted all thisves
thet | loed meddre | dont think anybody
aoud go thraugh itwho didn't” end

HOW THE OLSENS SPEND THEIR MONEY
EACH MONTH

Hugh and Frances’joint monthly income looks like this:

INCOME.....ooveeirieeeseece e
Tax and Sodal Security deductions  3L07
...... 8RO OB B2

Hugh Frances Total

...... #M9OB BB P

430 BF7

Franoes’ only dedution isfar dity wage tax, but out of her inoonme must care
eqaess fa her car, housadd help, the dhildrenis weges, and 110 a nonth
put asicke far repayiment of loars for her nedicdl education dathes far tre
dhildren get ahig boost from Franoes’ parents, and the dhildren’'s suostartia
dlonanoes teke care of their rearedtion ad soe sdod eqarees Franoes ad
Hugh are ohusy thet the eqaaee for their oan reedtion isalbig zera

Even when these toothbrushes touch they won’t spread germs

The toothbrush that
w on't pass along germs...
New Dr.West's“Germ-Fighter?

You may keep this new toothbrush next to
other toothbrushes that “have a bacterial infection.” You
may even drop it on the floor. Dont worry about it.
Your Dr. West’s “Germ-Fighter” stays safe to use. Every
bristle, the entire “Germ-Fighter” brush head is treated
by a special anti-bacterial process*. This enables this
toothbrush to inhibit or destroy germs that fall on and
hold to it. A germ can pass from another’s toothbrush,
to your toothbrush, to you. But not when you use a
Dr. West’s “Germ-Fighter” Toothbrush, the most care-
fully protected toothbrush in the world!

*Pats. applied for

69*

Copr. 1958 by Weoo Products Co.



LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

LOOK AT BOTH-AND YOU'LL BUY A GAS

Because

TAPPAN Gas Ranges

-cook FASTER!
-cook CLEANER!
-are fully AUTOMATIC!

automaTict On aTappan Set 'n Farget surfece unit—
isautoatid ThisBumerwithaBrain
* the heet ofthe pen, rAsss ar loners flanetonain
ﬁnpqﬁqurgm'rpamm Foodcant bum

PRODUCT OF TAPPAN COMPANY. MANSFIELD. OHIO. CABINETS BY REPUBLIC STEEL KITCHENS

AauTomATIC! Tappan's ragetop Riissgie pus party
ocookingwithin essyreed Jait revdves autaretically. ..
aook dhiden, sl”lshletnocrjust[janrttdgsmper
fedtion Lets you erjoy “‘autoar’”” codding indoars,

BUILT-IN MODELS, To o ! Tappan Gas rarges aonein diffar-
at d9z2s ad bumer araogarets ... let you doose
builtin o freestanding nocds to aLit your kitdren ard
your aocking prefaraces. Al fully autoratic—of coursel

GAs cooks FasTER! Bregikfastinahuny adimer-antine. .. therdsnever avested
minute when you're cockiing with Ges. Ges gives exadlly the heet you vart,

GAS COOKS CLEANER! InuIQ/SG:‘SNﬁ’B’E walls woodnark, aurtars . . . every
< > _eadly ﬂ'lrgstasdeamrlo'ga‘mddess C%sctfsﬁtuajmmsardpsrs

whenyouweart it Tum it an, and you can have high hedt, instantly. Tum it doan theproud oaner of anodemGes rargeisnit adae torarge soudhing, ether.

o tun it df—ad thet ssood Ges deys Never any waste of tine waiting far

bumerstowamup . . . never ary hergover heet after bumers are df.

Bn”ershftatfcreeqsﬂgrg oanlires ad elen brdllers aeessytodeen In
fact, ey inchisadnth todeen AVERICAN GAS ASSOOATION

ONLY does so much more...for so much less!
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APPLEYARD BIRTHDAY PARTY

aeentirdy far sonv—dl our family fed tret
trere is soething espedaly pedling oot
s}'&plnalaﬂscspe They ssentobdagin

Vemmot, ware theyusdtogaein(lods of
hudreds And so on nather’s birthoey, ard
any chy, our reest stuffedleg of lanbisstriatly
anynous, framtre budher in Rver Bad

ROAST STUFFED LEG OF LAMB

Have your butdher bore a7- ar 8pourd
Iegdla'm, but dorat haehimrdl ad tie

tremest. MVeke aricestuffirg ss fdlons far
filling the boe cavity in tre leg Qut v
pound beon into thin strips and saute until
aiga Drain an psper tondirg Sae tre
digongs. Saute 2 ajos unoodked rice in 2

tablesooos bean dhippings till gdden stir-
ring dl tre tine Pour in water caled far
agineepedeeadaddy teegooon saffran
ad Y ap white or sedess raisins While
the rice Is coddirg, saue % ap firdy
nmined aion ad 2 does gadic, peded
ad aushed in 3 tedegoos beon drip
pnos. When trericeisanost tackr, reamoe
frantre heet. Add the saussd aias ad
gﬁilcda’gwmﬂ”eaﬁajmmz

lightly sbas mt 1o breek up the rice RLb
the cavity of your negt with a mixture of
i, pema‘ ad 1 teegoos pondaed
rosarary. Now oo eoot helf of te
suffirg into the leg cavity. Fald the flgp of
nest fram the ek ad of tre roest over
ﬁErdemﬂ”ewBobcfﬂ”elega’dm
with a dener. Over the goenilg an tre
lageerd of the roet, tieadoude thidkess
of urinumfal with twing, pulliug it tight
to hdd the stuffing in (this will be on the
botton when the lanb is tumed fat Sce
upfar roesting). Now tum tre legfat Sceyp
an aradk put into an goen raester pen ard
raest in a nockrate oeen, 3B F, dloning
aoout 5 minutes per poud Use a et
themareter if you wish, nelking sure to
insat the themoreter in the oot of a
large leen mede ad meking sure thet it is
inthe meet, not in the siuffirg Whendoey
the themmareter Soud regster 18°F. Put
the remaining helf of the stuffirg in acesse
rde dsh cover with durirumfal ad st
adice About 30 ninutes befare senirg, heet
it through in the sare oven with the lanh
Beste thelarbwith | canurdiluted besfoa
samre for 20 ninutes befae the meet is
dore Renoetrelanbframtteoven Drain
dl thedrppings frantre penecgt 6 telde
goos Bedin6tadegooosflor and then
3 ays water. Heat donly, stiming aon
ﬂﬁ osr alowvhest until e grawy is
ad thideaed Sseam to teste with
sdtand pgypoer ad seneinagravy boet. To
saetre medt, put trercest analage plat
tar, suroud with a gardad of tre edra
stuffing gamish with fresh tomato wadbes
gendives ad padey.

My smTomy isaut gathaing treegaa
o5 fram the angat bad aowe the gaden

lanted by an
liiagp ﬁe%{ﬂs g?tdmmrgﬂ"ebgﬁs
cf\Aaer\AﬁleTmrry isauchas tobesue
1o be reedy wen e retums with his bedet
fulrg;ie'ch'jacbmsrmg Here'showv
we

CREAMED ASPARAGUS
WITH MUSHROOMS

Renove ga1s fron 1 pound mehraors
Wipe s with danp dath ard dice Saue
in 2 tedegooars butter with 1 tadegoom
ninced aian in a heawy skllet until the
m.dmsa'eg:khﬁ Bresk df the taugh
avsof3 Weeh tre
sakswdl, mmdﬂmjespresardallm)
y" p'e(s Cover with bailing satted water
ard aook 810 nrirnutes until tader. Meant
while nekeabroanroux by hegting 1teHe
goom butter with v2 tedespoon flar ina
ety cremen e Tt oy, SN o

aeam , stiming con
stently until thidened Smnwmr\%tea

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 67

eschsdt ard ad deshofnut-
%ﬁmmgmmmMNMm
and kegp wvarmuntil senirg When treas
perags is tade, dainwdl addace ina
hested vegetete dish Top with the mushy
room saue ad a sairlding of pgaika
Mekes 8 seniros

Laura, ny devenyear-dd isweshirg tre
varios sHad geas tret will go inGnthial's

PEAR-AND-ORANGE SALAD

Hace 2 andl caas nandarinaace s
tias in the refrigeratar to dill. R, aoe
addee2freshpeas Dipinolenmnjuce e
to prevert discdaation, then dhill the peer
abes Just befae sening, teer into peces
aoghaipletioe rarareaddicay o ;
neke about 2 garts. Drain treaage sec

m

THROUGH-OTHER

My English-born mother sometimes
used a word which | never heard from
anyone else, and never saw in Amer-
ican print— through-other— a word
that amused me when | was young,
and intrigued me as I grew interested
in the beginnings of our language.
When mother became enmeshed, en-
tangled or embroiled in recurring do-
mestic crises, she would allow she was
through-other; and so saying,
would sidestep sophisticated, Latin-
rooted words, like confused or per-
plexed, to take a harsh and simple one.
Confuse, which comes from the Latin
word fundere, to pour, plus the prefix
con (together), gives a picture of things
being mixed or mingled together be-
yond the power of separation. The
word perplex has an even more amus-

she

ing significance, coming from the word
plectere, meaning to plait, to inter-
weave, to braid, to twine, to fold. So
my poor mother, when her affairs got
completely snarled and out of hand,
just reached for a good old sturdy,
awkward Anglo-Saxon word which

said it all. mary K.blackmar

F IP dF dP dB m M A .

tios Add tre pears ard aage ssdias to
tregeasad toswith your faarite Frech
dessirguntil dl arelightly coated Vekes 8
SIS

The conning dary of tre bnf’dsy mty
intredhildreisminds isDessat The
ceta tegisad | I'aecn’mdajfcr
nother isrdgt in tre Appdleyard tradiion—
pelegdd ligtasafeather and syxendy de
lidos But heeiswhere | gonodem | ieea
pedeged age-food nix For nother (ard
far myadf as wdl), vwe o looger aourt tre
o 2o il CorReretly, Gt ¥ o
a8 Wi ad
Birtholy to ’ Canillagats tre
srgg savenrat difkey, bue vdiartly, ard
with geet fedirg

DAFFODIL CAKE

g aped<eged mix neke lredpeargd-
ftmmtzne‘amrd recti

asgven
Havor with Y teegoom lemon exdract. Di-
vice the better in Feif. Meannhile, beet 6
egpydks until very thidkard lemanadaed
Carefully fdd themintohelf of the cale bet-
ter. alittle bit at a tine Haoe the ydlow
better in the bottomof a 10" aga-cale pen
ad top with the remaining white tHIe’.
Beke acoording topedegedirettias Invert
until aad. Then locceenard inert anacake
date Fost with aseverninue idrg
Seven-Minute Icing: In thetopofadolde
bailer dace the unbesten whites of 2 a5
1Y apsuA, SHjesanajd\AaHa’d
Y teegooonaeamof tartar. Have thewater

in the bottom of the doude baller repidly
bailing Beat the eggsuoer niddure oon
stently far 7 minutes with arotary bester.
Renoe framtire hest, flavar with v tea
oo lemon edradt, and aontinue bedting
until the idrg is the right acosista Yy O
greed Divide treidrgin helf, ad tint ae
reif ydlon Leave the rest white

To ice the daffodil cake: loewith altemat
ingydlovard white settias anthe topard
ddbs of the ke To saird, irsart ageetula
Upn”toﬂ”emr‘gadda/vardﬁlnltaard
the top ad sides of tre ke Decarate the
ecbes of the cale plate witth rosettes (tinted
yellon) of arementa frosting into which

cardes have bem irsarted

Ornamental Frosting: Wlp2

with afak until

platter. Insert vhite cardlesinto the rosettes
while idrng istill soft

For tre first tine this airg dl the win
donsaregoenlockiingaut oer treporch, ard
trecadesraud treette of te cale flider
intre re=e ttet Hons aaasstrebrock The
shining faces agoss tre tede dow cade
flaves refleded in broan ard heerd ees On
the dessat dates are lavish Fdpings of

STRAWBERRY-RHUBARB |ICE CREAM

Hace the cotats of 2 pedeges frazen
aut rhuberb in adass belking dish Sirlde
% oupSoprover trerhubarb adbelkeina
don 3P F., oven far aoout 3545 minutes,
vty Sl g

juceisqute A .
ﬁlmbjadgn{q;ﬁr%.ﬂa"?/afuﬂ mill. You
will have about 2 ayos rhubarb puree. Weeh
and hul 3ayss freshstranbamies. Buzzinan
deatric batkr or face through afood mill.
Stir in 1aup sugar. Then add 2 ayos heawy
aeem ad the rhubarb poree Mix vdl.
Freeze toameh in 2refrigeratar trays Re
nowe framrefrigeratar, \I\hle’I]l light ad
fluffy but still thdk Retun totretrays ard
freeze until fimm If you like you can nake

rhuberb iee aeam in a hard
dumred o dedric freezer acoading to its
drettias Mekes 8 sanins

When trelagt fireganed diceof cakewith
nss;dkpdvxhteadydlwle;esl"ast&m
et ad tre lat of the syoath, rosy
aeambes V\emrgmtheﬁrd
itenaon tre birthdey menu alowvaysta dish
of videts cardied by Cailla ad Laurain
horor of the ssesm

CANDIED VIOLETS

Qur laxnrunsriat with videts—deegppur-
de white stared with pude cantars elena
favrarepirkaes CanillaadLauradoose
pafedt vdets of every sede pidding them
while the an isan them They beet 2 ep
whites lightly, just sothet they ae bden
L | have gfted cofedticers’ sLgar reedy
for themin asauoe. They dipeechvidet in
the dish of g whites, then in tre auoer,
sele df e eces o, ad dry in a
strairerinanarmpace, arintteoenat tre
lonest posside tenperature

Ms. Axdeyard is qoenirg her pesaits
Tm’rryl“asrrabl’s‘atimhrdpﬂa}eﬁ'an
sheywettaedboards I-tpeﬂ'euaasv\d-
lons will kesp ot thisyeer,” lresas as e
harcsitosr. Canillabesentraderedarud
seaapgexeofgenfdt The sydefram
tre dinrey is Hoaing in the qoposite direc
Mk GRS A o S
'S
elmtraaardthemﬂ 28
'Everyth is losly,” Ms Apdle
yad “I’ll Iemtrezeav\&ys The dilden
sch hgaly. They kowgrewill. “Let’'ssirg
Hapy Birthday all oer agpin” sugpests Car
milla ree ae to ld an cocadan ke at
dot S rstﬂ”esae’abdﬂ”eﬁq:ﬁm
trepod Ved)jLﬂﬂ’H!

URAISINBREAD
UDtL. C ciddrib
RAISINTOAST

TASTE
SURPRISE

CALIFORNIA RAISIN ADVISORY BOARD
FRESNO, CALIFORNIA

DELUXE TU-WAY

Y opens bottles, punches
cans. Oak handle, rawhide

\l_\]ll t1on9- Another of the world-
famous KITCHEN TOOLS

by EDLUND, Burlington, Vt.

ONLY X
s1.00  SidtlyHde on west Coast
LINER
IN_COLOR;
AN
Sewes <
ALL-PURPOSE
HQUSEHOLD MAT
=Raenats N
BERWERE

GERNSFRD_US INC, Kaivath N}N\m
GARDE + SOAKER and SPRINKLER HOSE
GARDEN TRELLIS = Y AT HOUSENOLD NAT + 'SHELF LINER



142

/4 0

MIRRO-MATIC Electric Fry Pan

maelylmrmlble Stu%l]-
4" @pmds4full
I—helomol Cord and 1095

Pan and Cover without Heat Contrdl and Cord .514.45

It’s gratifying to give MIRRO ware ... to see the sudden smiles
and to know that the thank-you’s come straight from the heart.
But it’s almost more heavenly to have MIRRO ware ... to
enjoy, for yourself, the years of fine cooking and pride of
possession that each piece bestows.
Think of others, of course . . . but remember to think of yourself!
e24™MMt. virro
MIRRO-MATIC MIRRO-MATIC
Pressure Pans Electric Percolators
FcrfasL effortless cooking, Conpletely Autonetic. Perktoper—
nocem_ saving \Way. fection, then chance
Ccmie(e %rﬁ &0 focton, U, e o lon T
4ql $1 4.95 Chrome-on-alumi
10 16t sizes, $19.95
$12.95 to Other sizes, styles, finishes,
$29.95 $10.95 0$19.95
butbuif. Prlo&ssllgmyhgerln\l\ksl,

MIRRO ALUMINUM COMPANY

WORLD’S LARGEST MANUFACTURER

OF

ical iterrs. tax
incl onall electrical iterrs.

MANITOWOC, WISCONSIN
ALUMINUM  COOKING UTENSIL

MIRRO-MATIC HEAT
CONTROL AND CORD
fits both Fry Pan and
Dutch Oven ...

$5.50

MIRRO
Bun Warmer
Serve biscuiits, roll steany
ot cr oy ot P
ated inner

vent In_oover. Stainless
Steel bail handle. 92x814™".

$4.95

MIRRO
Cocktail Set

Soft_god . Suede-Tone . Alumilite
flnlsh Includes 1-q. drink mixer,

|oelorgs Jwgmj

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

MIRRO
Hot and Cold
Server
2 quarts of hot or cold food
o Ilcud 2 trays d ice cubes.
nrj?eﬂ%e?murs $9 95

MIRRO-MATIC
Electric

Dutch Oven
Cock in it, then wse &
constant: hot

MIRRO Gold Band
Percolators

Handsore: conpani
the entire line ‘of MR%) Gid
Band Wéterless

MIRRO
Automatic

Corn Popper
Male mounds of delicious,

uﬁygmmfgmrgalh%
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sxade of e ad odas bded with
deee”

Here are radpes for sore of Ms. Phips’
paty faqitss

SWEETBREAD TIMBALES IN SAUCE

Partail 2large pairs snesttreeds inwater to
which alittievinegar or lemonjuicehesbean
atted Hugeinoicewater farafeminues
ad renoe trementranes ad tuoes Put

Bekeinahotwater beth inamoderateoen

> F, for 46 mirutes or until ﬂ V\hle
ﬂ”eur‘rt:desaemkr‘g, prepare the sae
Heat two 133%autecarscatirssddiden
brathwith 34 teegoon saffron Thin 4tade
smsml’ﬂadﬁmmallmeajdvm
Add tohrath Godk; stiing aorstartly, un

il thidened Wmmshd(addaa‘
drain the ssffron ot Just ha‘desa\/lrg
add 1 aup toested divared dnods ard 31
teegom dnod flaaing Sene tinkeles
o diess of frizzed hem with hot saee
poured oser dl. Mekes 8sanirnos

FILLET-OF-SOLE CASSEROLE
Inal <illet heet lapdiden
magzamm e jgog ad 3
tedesooos butter log eouch o nEt the
butter. Lay 2 pouds fillet of de in the
brath and simmer until just lerder, ebot 3
nmirnues (Overaocking the fish at this paint
will eke it dffiadt to reroe fram e
"brath to the cessade without breeldng) I
you cait oet dl tre fillets in a ae ling,
aok intrebroth Layer tre
fish fillets in the bottom of a selloy but-

Gce|ade

ard simer until tack, aoout 5 minues
Drain ttemwdl, savirg tre broth, ad ar-
rarge an topof tre fish Add 2dvenodas
ad laposter liquor totrelbrathadsim

e T 1Ty T e Tt
134 | nore,
smeing Melt %mtajespnsbm
34-apﬂcu Gradually stir in 334 aps fish
brath mixed with 1aup light aeem Ssesm
with 6 tedegooas gated Pamresandreee
3 tedegoos ninoed pardey, 1 tedegoom
gated aion, 3 teegoon st ad A tea
oo poer. Pour tre saue over tre fish
Saxinkde with 1 ap buttered soft breed
auvbs Bake inanolae oen VP F,
for Dminutes ar until thesaueisbudding
ad tre auns are broan: Sene viilh but
teredwild rice Mekes 8saniros

PINEAPPLE SHERBET

Drain 1No. Z4canpinegdednks Heet
thesyrupwith Loupsuoer urtil tresuger is
dsxdved Cod. Pour intoafreszirg tray ad
freee in the refrigeratar until mushy. Sp
aae6as Sightly beet treydksad acd
1ap heawy aeemad 2 aps milk Heet,
stimng . until thdeed Godl.
Pour into arefri ad freeeuntl
mushy. This will take abaut 2 hous Buz
tre preggde %‘Lgsll? an dedric tje”(:b(r)c
a ina mill. aotats

bjﬁmmima@dmﬁmm

tobded Add tre pureaed piregde, 2 tade
gooos lemnjuice ad 1 teHespoon gated
Ifrema i | mmsryﬂ'ed%.} ol

N ut

Best ﬂ;e”%a‘:gv\htes untl tmywhlrﬁd
<t peels Rehest tre dabet ad fdd in
the egg vwhites. RFour quiddly into 3 freezr
trays ad aatinee freezirg until reedv

"WHEN | ENTERTAIN”
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 93

sne Mies 3 gats dabet Fazen
peades ae ddidas saved with this
TONGUE SAUCE

Heat 3ayss beef acosommre o brath: Mix 2
teHegooos aomstach with a litle add
water and add donly to thecarsone, stir-
ring costartly. Gook until thideed Ina
saogen, elt 3tayp red curant jelly ad
add to the hat rixture, ao'gwﬂ!1

Things Like This | Do Not
Understand.
Is it Mere Coincidence,
Do You Suppose?
The Other Night
| Was Reading in My Bed
Just Around Midnight.
Before | Turned Off My Light
| Looked atthe Clock and it Said
Twelve O’Clock;
Both the Minute and the
Hour Hands Stood Straight Up.

By MERRILL MOORE

| s=t the alam for six, tumed
out the light.

But just then for no reeson in
the world

1thought of the stonermeson
Charlie Sands,

Who helped e build my sea
wall strong and tight

Last sunmer. | had not
thought of him for nonths.

| rerenrbered that | still oned
him ten ddllars

for edravnwork, 0l nece a
note of it

On the usual ped | keep besice
my bedt

Pay Charlie Satuls the ten
dollars that | owe him

And went todesp

Next moming | wake up

And care donnstairs for
breskfast, where my wife

Said torre. "'1t’stoo bed about
Charlie Sands—

The milkman says he died at
midnight last night.”

Hadk seedess raigrs. Stir in 1 tadesoon
dus 1 teegom \Ara_:prad 1tst|espn'1
each dogoed atran ad

a coded meToaTs Mekes 3ays
sue

BAKED CARAMEL CUSTARD

Put lopsugerintoadillet ard heet donly,
stining oocesiadly, util tte super s
bronned ad lioefied As son as tre lest

ins of s.oer have dissoved, edd 1 ap
'Iirgwsts‘, stir briskdy ad aodk until a

ﬂ1d< WISfUTTBi Butter 8as
ﬂ'ea,ﬂﬁ

|rmeed'1 Sﬂm each mil

ad heawy aeem aﬁ raranng

synp dagwith 2tedeoossugerad 3
At Beat 6eggsard pour hat milk

dy mixture intothemgeaddly, stiring dl tre

time Havor with 1 teegoom venilla Four
ino astad ays an tp of tre caard
synp Al eechebout 3HuUl. Haceapsina

CREOLE GUMBO

Have the butdher qarter 1 cgomn
Jpouncks precodked, reedy m%thammnl
abes (this Sou 4 Put tre
dwde(ﬁa'dr’ems%\%mz%@mm
adspheay kettle Gopeuchaiasto
nmeke 2ays Add o the diden ad hem
adsssnwith trefdloning 2doesgadic
esch st ad

Qut 2

redpeer aare
rer, covered for 1 hour or until the diden
istarh. Renoe tte et framtre brath
Meke a broan roux by sauteing 5 tede
sooos flaur in 31ep beaon drippings until
theflarisgddan b&)]/\n @ sllcmwwll

m roux
%\ﬁebmao'gwmlmémm
ad 3oy tarao peste Cook until thide
aedadbared Renmoethedidenfran
the boes leavirg it in a8 lage peoss a8
posside Reedd dagwith theham to the
saue Cover ard gently sinmver far abot
45 minues lage. Stir fromtine to tine t
prevert stiddng to the bottom of tre pen
Qunble trebeon ard add Senvewith rice
Mekes 8senirs

CORN STICKS

Beet 4 egos with arotary bester. Add 134
ayos nilkad 34 “up neted butter. Sift to-
oether234 aypsfla, 134 (u:sv\hlecryd
loww com ned, 6 teegooos beld

ad | teasnnsat MVelke avndl |mredy
ingedients ard add liquids dll et e Stir
just emough o mix. Areheat wall-Houttered
iron comdlick pars: Al tre pars with bt
ter 31Ul ad belkefor Do Sminuesina
hat oeen, 40° F. Mekes 28dlids

VANILLA-CREAM PUDDING WITH
ORANGE-STRAWBERRY SAUCE

In alarge pat, bring toabal 1quert milk

it begrs to thiden, flaar with 1

each vanilla ad gated levon rind. FAd in
1ap heawy aeam whipped, ad pour ino
a6aprrdd Chill saved hours until wal
=t For tresauce, heet 13Aapsfreshaae
juice viith 2 teHespoos sugar. Add 1teble
oo corstarch, nastered with a little
wae, ad aotine codkdng saue untl
thidk 'ad dear. Cod. Aavor with 34 tea
oo Vvanilla ard 34 teegoon dimod ex
tract. Just befae senirg stir in 34 ap
toested divered dnocs ad 134 dicd
fresh sranbamies Unnold ng ad
sewithsace Mekes 8senvins

CHEESE BLISTERS
Sift 1 oy flaur into anixing boAl. Ssesmn

with 34 teegoon sdt ad pinch of cavae
%‘ With apesnylderth’ ot 3Aap

dmwtoﬂ‘eg(ﬂ‘ until the mxture islike
avery carened. Add 3 \very
addwater, atabesooafu at atie, mixng
inwell with afak after eech acdition Tum
thepestryatoaflareddath, rdl very thin
Fokipey et o Eren Orae
T o
ae Magﬁmgﬁtﬂdrgsmsw adbaeina
hat olen, 45° F, far oot 2 nines ar
until gdden bronn. Mekes about 7 dosen
desedisas

MUSHROOM SANDWICHES
Gook 1poud meroarsinalitiediden
brath until tade. Drain ad aod. Chop
inogvdl pGZES Add agrdl (3aue) ean
didenpate, 1 taespoon nayaTeiss, ad
mix wal. Seeson with 134 teegooos lenn

pen of vamwater ard keke inanoderate  and pardl

oen P F, util s+, o far aoot 6 rin

ues The astad isdorewenasiher kife  ‘per

insated in thecenter aares aut deen Qhill.
Tum aut ad save

ley. Mekes aboe 13 ays filling END

FREE

your first package of

4 Fishermen

Fishsticks

THE PREJVIIUM BRAND

Send us the wrapper from an
8-0z. package and we'll re-
fund the full purchase price
(up to 450—just so you'll dis-
cover how deliciously differ-
ent these fishsticks taste!

Each 4 Fishermen Fishstick
is cut from snow-white cen-
ter fillets—then dipped in
golden egg-batter for a de-
lectable, crispy crust! Try
them for breakfast, lunch or
dinner. But try them soon!

"RW

CW 2un[

TO GET YOUR REFUND:
Buy the 8az pedkage—in your
grocer’sfrazen food cabinet now
Rermove wrapper and mark pur-
dhese price (up 1450 =\Vail the
wrapper, with your name and
address, to: FLHAMBRCS, INC,
CEFT. A, 280 NORTHERN AVE,
BOSTON 10 MASS

Lknit: oerdudtofanily
W VUA e eqiresMy 3L, 198
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OF THE FUTURE

Boston Rocker Loved
d'amduney

1hsggur'e
aEtal'1yn“re in tn:bys tfgenuian %na%;

fcrq;etnrmarts .o inanywamard
gadas living room

Duxbur Deligtﬁll pradical ard
chnai\élw a)llm*n

Cc in e@y
herdsare dail. . ly suited far dir

i mnbmkfaim g.estroam o
&g:asdﬂd”a Isanyheeyouvwatae

Governor Carver S‘dldymItV\Ard-
far dining ‘ard ebned

W1h dl the sturdy di ofﬂ”sr Odo
nd mgr’ds— g11y

iy un Sngfsggmuat coHedty

N ichols
&

Stone

The Home of Windsor Chairs

S |

Iff™

Send for Booklet!

Colonial Chair,” with helpful
ideas, interesting illustrations, and
historical information

NICHOLS & STONE CO.

Please send me your 32-page booklet "How To Choose
The Right Colonial Chair." Enclosed is 25¢ in coin

Street

City- Zone—  Stole-

HIGH SCHOOL TO COLLEGE

adguiceour pdic pdides tregarittel ad
aedtetic refiramat thet bears frut in aur
ats It isframthis kind of ed cationtret dl

effativdy develqos the atlity
of treindvid Al to ggdewith the diffiait
teds davarced by trese pdfessias Inin
Qessing nesalUre, too boaress ad indLstry
Aot B Mo Pt el 1
ndas
warld mr’gngmrg] pe‘amns A
was, ita| a2 in
thair office-trainrg pagyans ﬂmﬂ itisto
this kind of edLcation thet we must look for
tre aonpetace tret villl erede Lsto anive
ad wehge poga inttewadd inwvhich
weaefasdtolive
In its highsdod drese thiskind of edicax
ticncomissstres Jedsdreedyatdinte
Rmmamojunsx\:/’um Bdlish substitueed
for Resan sstrerdtive lagege ad litarax
ture Theirary istret weshoud hae toleem
anything ebat the virtues of such edLcation
fran Resia For thswes treeducation ot
of which tre dartas of Averican freedom
aragd treed cationoftrefourding fethas
trenmocd they tows A ful e
tuymfm—)ﬂ”e USSR wes eva deaved of
Jon Adarrs ard Thores Jeffasmware a2
fining its curiodum its rde in our sodety
ard its rdation to aur foam of
ad adwocirg it as the e%g
of dl Arericars. Most of oarmesof
the westemwarld hed esteanad this type of
edction (es till do) as tre nost vital
ad ofdl )allmta:lrt(asmg/snll
do u)amwleg—:dd highly sdeded fav The
United Sates st aneangdeto trewardd by
it Yo to al who sroned the kil
et v
This is nat e firt irette USSR hes
tekenalesf aut of aur educaticdl bodk In
1918 pragressive edcation anthethen popu
lar Arerican modd becanre tre re |fr;rﬂ”e
(o]
tredharedraretochy. After atrid ofsxean
years mgamaij aﬁrstthlg'ttote
the pafet edcaticd contamat of te
readution ad its icedls was fourd vwanting
ad sumrarily abdished During its heydey
edcatioH sathds sk olovthet Sodet
difidasfirelly redled They covdaired tret
tiair mldmcgllr?'jrsm reed nor wite
nor dosindeaithreticacauratly,
thet theywareindlect Hly udisadined
The reslitwesadaoee tret bragt teRs
dan ganmar- ad highsdod  auriadum
bedk into dreee with the auricdum of tre
Bdish pudic sdod, tte Gemen Gym-
nasium, the Aranch lycee, and the acadanic
aurialum of tre stragest Arerican pudic
high sdods ad privete adlegepreparatay
sdods At tresanetineit laudedaneffat
thet todby erdis in ttet curiclumahiger
prooartion of secothrysdod siucats tren
|naydmrtnnry induding aur onn
Resas haehttendfalagenmouthy
fu Am)ytrﬂeaesgs of vocatiaHl a-
tametives—"paytedmiazatia’ it iscalled—
aegargino the s,gam acoonperied by tre
aedtion of boarding sdods  both sLgpestirg
linitstothair acadamicauricdunishddoer
D lage ad udffeatiaed ansss of st
dats Ben g the sogee of thet auriadum
aoud be aosdaably redoed ad it would
dill rgresat a noe anitios ad anoe
saandiceffat toeqat the type of edLca
tinitenbdesintreraticd adtrepldic
inErest then we are neking, with gests re
sutsad sraog tradtianinour faar.

What canwe cb aoout it? There is prec
ticaly o linit to whet we can do ate we
nae Y aur minds it iswarth darng I-EI‘EIS

Anrericantradiian, rofutsvecamot essly
afad ad reedly podde—in fadt, nothing
saeadear iewoftregod adtrecourage of
o convidtion thet it met ard ean ke e
tained Sddombesan dgettive as\ital totre

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 51

reticd inaest as this been o surdy within
aur reech
, most of us gt no farther in
this diredtion cenming the sdods ad
waitingfar-ashingtontocdosarethingebout
them IfthisattitLceprewals, trecasewill ke
lcst ThoughtreFedard Goermentcanbep
itisweausahesinour lacal commuritieswho
must acoordish our educatia "l sehation |
do ot sy this for trediticdl reesos—te
caee it avays hes bean so-but becase in
treratue oftecaee | bdiee it met kesa
In our sdaEveofthings edcationisanost es
mucharrster ofildvidlll cosdaeassre
ligonis This isastne of itsirstituias esit
isof its suolts In tre fird arelyas bath
adiee trar gestet hegts beaee they
wishtg ot becaee they aeanpdled to

DOBE BNIRY

By FRANCES
BRAGAN RICH MAN

They tell me poetry doesn't pay,
And they’re right, | suppose, in
a practical way.

Since what does it profit a rose
to bloom

Like a lamp in summer’s living
room?

And the luna moth would
appear to be

An economic absurdity.

They do not contribute. Except
to those

Who would hunger and thirst if
there were no rose.

Who would fear the dark if
created things

Were stripped of their
unproductive wings—

Who must pay their way, as the
gods arrange,

In different mediums of
exchange.

Sdods drawthar naein s saae which
isindledLd and mord, framthe community
weinaessthey save ardronattervinet
ausice aotrds ve esteHish over them they
atine to reflett the drerade of thet com

As anirndvidlel borrowv
mnt% berkardtill raramr%i/mlrﬂwm
conTunity may.
ad ad 4ill ravan a

fcra’dana,xl-‘e:bam
sdods ooud barefit by auch aid mn/ it
would ssam will laguish without it But tre
ad itsdf will medy eede tre locd aom
munity to perffoma fudion which anly it
G’:l”l aquith tret nakes it posade
petiert toget tonark, ot agUktitue
mcbhsmakfdhm Edl catiod starchds

pages
would not anly touch an edraTdy
reneinour body pditic, itwoudanost aa-
tainly fal inits dgettive Benin tre Sodet
edcaticd sstEm wmatgjrliteddama
“toeface unifani a ation
mrlsu)fanllards@muesmsarrhdsad
acordidmets  betvwean uen ad rud
sdods for earde; eween sdods of di

irg
tonsard attitLoks, for dill anathe:. It ishad
tocmEeofanyArericanareogy, honeer
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beredeat, honeer saag tret wald ether
grdhe, o alitte fa, lod intiative in
edLation

It will Fdp nattas thaefae ifve
nize a tre at=et tret ve Sl haeto
tonard our god inavariety ofvays spprgrni-
detoagest \aiely of indvid el StLetias
ad drangares The lage uten sdod
siged of sygoat by migation to te
shuts will e ae pddenanitsherts
The rud sdod inresdofaaedicationwith
its neigtas will hae aathe. The sdod
amicst aty durswill rae ugat baressof
ardiure tret rardy aoves to the attertion of
the subuten sdod sumauded by the fam
liesofdlegegad etesad by trair
dhilden ad soan Rdicsdd lifeistre
privete life of the Aerican pegde tured in
dgck au, in dl its dvasty, ad is hady
nore aneede to catrdizad autharity then
itisintrehore

Still, we can gad our e|ages to better
effet then daoming tre sdhods ad waiting
for Washington to kil themaut of thelr trou
Hes Destnuctive aitidsm g8s us ronharg
adwe hae hed aaufet of it And tre dain
truth is tret uless thae isadarge of heat
antrepat oftrepldic Fedard ad honever
recessay, will ot beail hesdods oue oftrar
trades Ontreaotrary, itwill lermorelikdy
to gie thee traldes a rew lesse an life
V\hmatndt boy (or gi) who shoud ke

g adaed nathanstics deds in its
paeamxsemknm*rﬂqrgsnmre&m
study with his "'date,”” whet dfferae will it
nake if the veete of tHat Hes ina
rendasshulding irgeedofandd brickae?
Or if tre teed e or tre prindpd Who pa-
nitted such a thing to hggoen bes his sday
rased? Fedkrd goorgpiatiars to either pur-
poeevaud only anount to asusdization of
ara. Bfae they ean doary red good, tre

oftreed.catia =l purs reey, dsadire
ad horenak Without sdfdsadire thee
can ke no sHfedcation ad withaut sdf
edcation trere Gan ke o education A st
dat leers sdfdsadireby leeamirgto ness:
ueyp todsadirewhich intrefirst irstarce
must beerfaced by autharity, and tresdod
thet does ot teech imthis fails im bedly.
Yet our sdods ae seady linited in e
anout ard kind of dsadire they ean ad
ﬂrgsiti?-‘d sadeaninthis r’rueg(tjmﬂmru;
interced
a@prﬁﬂaﬂmﬁgsaeda“rlgrsmmak
sdods ae aooyded by te
[ﬁICEES lires arewrnitten, sans hardy
noe then tre lagcd codusan to such an
atitoe Gartairly itwill improe tresdods
d‘m:scfleqa crth inttedessoomto
thrauch new aostnuc
um, a’d o oy rmelm:has But urtil
e adffeatviewof tre
mﬂerﬂ'e reaits are t likdly to be oom
nesuaewth trei

student attenting
highsdiod-into-odl
ke carrying five sdid acaderric ocourses
aﬂtod)]Lﬂ]oetoﬂ’eses‘njdtecb
fifteen to twenty uninterrupted hours
horenork avneek Yet | have heard nore
than ae harried teeder conrplain that
sﬂﬁaﬂgﬁe’isdiymrgmre'ta in
tacessiar ad 1 have heard prindpels
gmwmcmmratﬂ'esmeﬂ'wg Itis
to uderstard how

anyae can be
Ileelnleemrgwﬂujtsux}ﬁrg Ratgs
it aares fram the aontevdation of danico
tined tdoeon dacalaized dessats or ary of
treimunreradevaystreadatisrng inlstry
reschised for uisto ravesavethirg for noth
ing satisfadion without effat, a ggy dae
without payirg the piper-. Or(njdrtteha
atituce thet sedks gestar ecoanic renats

CONTINUED ON PAGE 146



MMMMMMMM

Naturally better onFrench toast
because it blended with real maple sugar

Lbestofall,its VErmont Maid Syrup

INTHE NEW N O -DRIP BOTTLEA"



CONTINUED FROM PAGE 144

for leswark godied in fdseardlogy to ed +
caia?Weteer it is it dimingdesthe edt
catiael 'tyofau siuclts, not just
the cbes gedt inuice to prats
mknurh’sladﬁ‘emfcrdmrjlread
horenakadadtively: tresdodsin
thair dfats to naintain boty it aosts the
sdods thar teedasad trarsudaishuge
loses intirg, noey ard effat, ad it rep
restsanather poor risk for Federd futs

Yet ancther peratal attitLoe thet becbls
ou hohsdods istteae ttet gves treen
tatamet of gedtatas of ahetic gots

priaity o tre edcatiodl rescs of thair
W\é hae ssn the eaess O

tionwere et lest insoTe guatas
greastohaeturad Itwoud nat keaniss
for Llstogve smethougt oitsefetsyoon
e ai(zﬂg | I'%Afelmd daﬁg

s of aosdicdtios of s
sdods bdow the gotimum in Sr% ad
for bairg dostned by
ad it fdlonas of tre loc bedettdl teens
And | haveheard s pinadats ard pring-
res gve vat to tre sane degining sat-
nats a tre inrceds of the goedatr inkest

infootkell sy adlesg esintteunivasgties
Fewoftre latter guestion trevalidity of ana
ol s, ot db. g | t Qs
i nor .
mpﬁ?am'mthémism
wae regosde for the adhinistration of
Fedard fuds | sSoddvwartastidiaccounting
inthis regad

Having inrodLoed atrenve prinerily affet:
ingmen | nowtouch yoon aeof patiadar  ature
aaem towaren Rasoskonledsete in
suhnattasinfomnetretin trededianby

anpetat norececaTic in
;jm—)cfnuedfﬁojtag/ﬁncms—s gils

when you wear this Hanes sheer heel stocking with your low back shoes,

surprise yes,

because Hanes always

ask for style 61 5—sheer heel,

this sheer heel stocking

knits extra wear

is sure to wear

demi-toe, $1.65.

into every pair,
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aewase dfen:hsh ﬂ%mh;.._snsﬂ'efaxm
upid a nELure noe
repdy hos ol oo o tre agep
noepdidat inacadaicsiudes Why then
b trey Sy anay fromtha?
| .ot woreesos Oreisttebdieftret
acueincoddng or namegeadtefam
ilywill podLoe, later on abetter horeada
I'aperllfeﬁm s, acueinBdishlite-
o natendics The dher is tet
waren r’anrggarajamsstohg”era:im
tion ssamnat o have gaired condete aofi-
dareinitsfufillimet Both reesasdisoout
trein assvdl sstotre

Haed by ety
edctiad life of her dilden in diredtirg
their eages sypenidirg trar shdes ad
beyad ad eoe dl, inodctirg in ttema
reqEct for edction ard tre notve to nake
tre noat of it Arerican edlcation bes o
gg_'ia'saeln dnss:rmsdsl?u't
this It islargely to the nother
family that it must lodk for proper atti-
nntsmuddmdlmaﬂmmgm ad
on In
sd'ndsmtrerm mﬂ”rgsma:im
enterprisg, often the nore inpor-
ta’t ard influential partrer of the two;
and the better her education, the better
the education ofher children and the bet-
terthesdhod. E\Bg/giﬂ\/\!nr’esmem
petemfd:ﬂsm aahnc%yxseaﬂ
spa”dsnm lessingor seeni
” r‘cremdamrg substitute comits
atlmsta;geﬁav\ede—dtmageﬂer
of asmuch corseguence to sodety, asary

Itshoudbedeaerbynowthet treudertying
pam<e to the theay of highsdod edca
tion a5 a riche to adlee edction is tret
it be usad ss auch It is e thet e eqat
atrer diiesof our high sdodsof gestim
potace to soddy. Setines it ssns &
thachtreewae iliti
tenapdtizastet wehae ot
them By sdod-attathee lans diildiabar
lans ard labor-union pradices we hae ss
tanaticaly eduded this ege gap framtre
lebor nadet Wehae litleroomor time far
treminour hoes Wehaetursed tteanoser
mﬂ”esdnjsadadejtfezemhirgﬂ“en
% us. Not dll these children are qual-

for higher education or even for the
acadenric curriculumleading up toit. Yet
ﬁwaemjredtyla/vmrermn in
sdhod ad recave instruction of sare
sat For thesg atematives to the aca
demic curriculum are in ader, ad it is
dbviadly in the rational interest thet
such nonecadanric, vocatiael prograns
kebrought up to ashigh astandard asdo
tains in Resiaar anywhere dseand thet
funds, fedlities and teeders be provided
for thet pupose Yet if e are to adiee
our main dgedtive tre primery aooem of
F‘ehgﬁsjmmtensaai—:mcamm
um

IS

The \woansaencti ide but
areddint Yetasﬂirgﬁmmstarm ﬂ”eir%%l
timressismt asdear asit Soddle adro
wode. They have beoone aofusd in a
dethoa of aurses of dl kirnds ad desarip
tias whdch leae goan in nunber fram
aoud BHin ]Qlomo/eriﬂ)b/ Intre
poes nmay hae poEen
es ino sodd stiudes

progavshivding it infecurdity. The prgoor-

tian ofsnﬂa'tsrgerdlaj intteleaumadurs
islageardwould kelargerif dl norecedanic

e dettias by acedaic suolats wae
taan ino acoout. For the dedtive sgEm
thet aoe ran riat in adlege edcation now
brirngs an eq e freedomof auriadar dace
tosiolatsin highsdhod education adata
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timewren theyarerdativdly lessaopetart t
eqaudeit

Many nalethisdace or haeit nede far
tham analbess thet falls to dojustice ather
tothar onn retive adlity or to tre naits of
the acadaric aurialdum For eengde it is
Wi ia” auricdunrs
aebdter sltdtosiudeiswhoarenot gang
antodlegettenistreacadaricauricdum
Thisessnplicnrestsypontwopanisss bath
quen to saias dot The firt s tret tre
acadanic aumicdum is ary less \vauede to
siorisforvwhomhighsdod istrefird edu
catia” eqaiate
vhomit is tre pregparation for higer edlca
tin If theacacamcaumiadumpsessstre
\virttes | have daired for it, it caud well ke
agedtret itisnore rather trenless inpor-
tart to those for whomhichsdod rgpesats
tre Iai_ct'aﬁ&m a it The sagd dh%

is ethods of testil
o W Kh S aa D
aaedarderdiddintretwoauricdursae
etirdy rdicde The resUits s.opet thet
are mt entirdy rdicde tret thae isawice
magn of emar ard vedte inwhich tre aca
damc aumiadunmmigt poe itsdf. My oan
aonMvidian is tret bath vocatic”l ard aca
danicauriaduTsae Ia,tﬂ'etﬂ’e
acachnicauriadumbesreer
daeit desesof aur hg}srfnd o ts
or they desaneof it

It is avary sioet who cenpidk his
G 8 e Pl gk o T

a
him pmch:i, &6 dreedy sopeted suﬁu
gldae is itsdif infomred by hider edica
ton Amnmmsmﬁr‘dphm tltstageB
o 14 itk is nat aways fully revesi

Nor can atitLce tets g erantee ot a’d
whet good is gptituoe without rrun.é‘lnﬂ'e
Sovet Union this siuoert wauld ke

uumatdyyeld RUssi
Inslma:rart%onhso/\nng’relrr‘}, g’n

a ap Ba Xisyet bu hef fonmed tre

Anencan hidhsdod cadicee for teaa
damic auriadumieeding to higher edLcatian
isdgoatat yoonhisteed \s It istteywo

TMIS 15
A
WATcH BIRD
WATCH Iin6-
yoa

will raeto rdphimdsoer hinsdf. If they

e tre bridce dealy ad se it wde tre
daosaerewill regtiateit. If dorot
seit thug ttedass aethet Fewill ot

MWy fird suggestion is thaefae, thet we
gvefreshttogt toour teeder-trainirg pro
garswithaventostragrenirgthemintre
s jeds of the acedaric auriadum | donot
thirk hereisarymoreaudd pant atwvhich
tre wde pddemwe have bean dsassirg
oaud ke atteded tren this Ganerally soeeic
ing ﬁmeptg\/\i’r;aetrgjeewm%in
nethocd ich | bdiee e
gEdive g”s‘ leswdl tfm?}lljxges mqi?e
et natter heis preparing to teedh cam
Fropaty. uperes]
prarticeship Again, ifsiucatsaretolesated
at totreddtimtainsof trevoca
ticd ad acedaric auriadurs g |
think shoud teedas ke Mestay ofaear
noreof trebedca jedsintteacadaricaur-
rnadumisafuHinrecres, ssaryaewoles

they attenpaditcantedtify, It issuchnastary thet

oves the teede his main—indesd his aly
reg— authaityover HssLolats Bery effat
shoud ke nece to prggare imfar recad-
tias hewill excounter inhisdessroomby an
tidpetirg them in pradtice ard aratice
teahr‘g ad by g ad inEepretirg

thiseqaiarewhle it is sill fresh But the
tmd”e’snmtrdlaue\/\mfdleeprg
orckr in the dessroom ad by far his

ion and get:
ting them aacss the bricdge, Mill be his
commrand of the subject he teednes.
Edlcation, it hes diten been said daudd
foma catiruity, eenaunity, in trelife of
tre indvidlll who eqeriates it intemypted
anly by trepghysical ssaration of the irstitu
tiasheatats To cardete tre unity of tre
acadamic auriadun we shadd irduce its

realts teedasinit sswdl asthar suoats Teady

as reared in this tredition will be tre bet
hooe, top, of educating the pudicwioee atti-
ok is o lagdy regorside for tre pesat
Sate of dffairs

Money ' ill benessdedforall thesethings.
Teachers sdlaies. ill havetobeimproved,

THIS IS

A
RECORD-WRECKER

-THIS IS

WATCcWgIRD
WAFTCH-INC-
A
RECORD -
WRECKER

By MUNRO LEAF

Scratch, aadk aundh—tre RecodWed<er isat
|tagan thﬂ”emfanlyﬂ”st resaeofttexe
te haee beaee this adess fod-

mm;em;she\eymd it days Record
Weders reedesmsorugcixy

\Aajda]gms)amdemmtv\senab @
They stadk recads oan top of ae aather, leae
themaroud on flaos ad fumniture where ather
pacdenay spar stantrem-ard ifthis Record
Wheder e put ae badkin its rigt coer ad
where it bdaod the whde fanily would fairt

fromtheshodk

WERE You ARECORD -W RECKER this Month?

buildings built, necessary equipnent in-
stalled Butscmai'lrglsmah:ito

the noney. Not that we donot heveit; we
rBee'n.g“na'dtosmteV\katisrmm
is the pupose to spard it on our sdods
The Resars have doded s inbanavare
ress of our edlcatiaHl ills But Sodk treet:
netdaewill ot are trexe The red are
lies in dscnalrgtferjeuaofaimﬂm in
Anrerican soaely tret tre faudas of
%ﬂemﬁm of dsoay heske
%getoarmaeisqy\ill rtisgdeayfcrus
aeso to. our
mcﬂ'erﬂmmaj (alor%ﬁ rrueﬂirgsﬁgq[gg

maigjers
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edgedinay country intrewald Ifweae
tofird therigtfu dacefor edLcation aicst
BT S vy TS G Oty
s Lie]

1':1,1%]@ taznr‘g dles of Vanity Falty
Trere trey foud “ross lads trads
daces honours, pefemats titles, aourntries
Kingdons, Iuets dessures ad ddigs of dl
ats’ for de a’dﬂ'a/e/ieemegedw
dests S

HO 1S OF ol Kk A e
atscfs!e;mrﬂ"ipveemmnaaj
tham ot to ro aal. And wen tre
hankars asked them “Whet will yebuy?” tre
pilgins redied “We buy tretruth”

end

blouses for a no-iron summer!

How does she do it? Lunching here, golfing there, enjoying
summer everywhere! It’s all so easy with these new
Ship’n Shores. They always live up to the no-iron
promise of this perfect Dacron-pima blend.
Just a dip in suds, a quick drip-dry, and they’re
on their way! Above: French-collared blouse
in plaid-minded checks, <

Blouses for girls, too: sizes 3 to 6x, 7 to 14...from 1.98

Canadian prices slightly higher. T M. Reg in Canada.



At a Stanley party in my honor, friends presented
me with many wonderful housekeeping aids.

Whether you're a bridetobe or a
nmeture horereker, 're sure to
oet a new shopping thrill eech time
ymatte“dafamss(anney Host-
ess Party.
At these ar, neighborhood
affairsyour friendlystan 1ey Dedler
Eenj G housekesai Sor
persord groom r%amd mét]lust
the thing you've wishing far.
Featured edusively at these Par-
ties, you know, are nore than 230
Quality-Plus staniey Products to
save you tine and work in house

keeping, admr’el%gugadﬂﬂe

Itseiv\etysfmtoslmwa(umemb
ad neigbos at astaniey Party.

This is ane reeson why nore than

20000000 have takenplaceinU. S
horesto date

Thisrenstanhome AusLiquid
Ll AR o AT T o

Stanley HHES Ask you
stantey Degler aoout this month's_spe-
C|al offer cmhsrBNrtemihi ihver-

your red
|mtalmtoteagzstataslan|ey
PatyBaIa‘snll gveaeyoursdf. Just
a poe YOUr stagtey I:asler
your regest Stanitey G“(E
direct tostaniey’s MaIN C]‘ﬁoe in
Westfidd Mess

ORIGINATORS OF THE FAMOUS STANLEY HOSTESS PARTY PLAN
A\vAmTI7 Stanley Home Products, Inc., Westfield, M ass., Stanley Home Products of Canada,

w—x Lt

London, Ont., Stanhome de Mexico, S. A. De C. V., Mexico City, Mexico

(Copr. Stanley Home Products. Inc.. 1958)

Send For FREE Home Service Literature---------

Hore Senice Departirent, Stanley Hore Rrodldts, Inc, Westfidd Mess

Please send me FREE the helpful
literature described below:

O How To Have Lovelier Hair

0 Stanley Moth Prevention
Service

Opportunity To Make Money: Check here (

) ifinter-

ested in pleasant way to make $35.00 weekly and up in

O BestfCare For Your Silverware

spare time, $100.00 and more weekly in full time.
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MARJORIE TUBBS’ DIET OUTLINE

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 61

Majaies dodor puther an ahg'}pdan
det, tdd her toAagLeint hersdfwith theveri-
asdaieanrts of foos adtonaewdl
belanoad sHedia s thet would kegp harwithin
(13113& TMcEaiesechcay. Hareisatypi-

Breakfast

Choice: Tmuocraagajuaaa‘gaﬁhn

(H), or mediumpartion ofsseso =l fruts:

asnmdm barnies

choice: Roaded ey or aaed (% aup) with

morfat milk or aig beoon (3 dices).

gzﬁm(lsll
pancrv\matﬁadsm

Luncheon

Qear aasomre o badllon

choice: VEgREHE or frut saad or lage

rr‘)e:lgemglajwmmmejegg or

tonatoattagedeese sded or hot vagetede

choice: AUtflavared ghatin or fresh fruit

(e, peex, bererg) or det cessat, achas
lonvcalaie pudding Nonfatnrilk (8 aurnces).

Dinner

choice: ROBELBER, ek beled fish
ar fonl, n:astlarb( um portian).
Choice of Two: SMINY A cards, broc
odi, cadifloner, bdla:it:man EESez ol
saredh umips
choice: TaTEOaHethre sdlad adttege
desesdad per o peech Fehves on lethue
Norfat milk (8 auro=s).
Gffeeor teg dain

Marjorie's Reducing Rules

During nry det, and nrowvwhile | amnvain:
igt, rae

1 Wren edirg ot Tell your vatress you
do ot vart rdlis or breed ard butter saved
withyour ned. If treeisa \eretede

necaal or a \gaaj
mmyarludmﬁplae ifyau
naeasusituior-schasapotion
deeeirsteedoftrepdatoes, dain
leirgteed of aeaned | e faud, in
this detcosdas ap thet nost restauats

VACATION

\ﬂy kindy ddige (Also ask to hae your
food sened without the additicdl gawy ar
saueevihich nay ke indicated an tre marwy)
2 Go=Hder tredfemiaanandas dae
for ades. Hreyou haeadaetonsde
)&:uo/\n Icwajcnesdemm

e(ai(atﬂ”e%mtsue) miﬁ:ssaaj aa

4 Tnmd“fal vishefats frammeet, acid
fried foods rich saueessad gadies fattarirng

veetedes | aoceda=ly heve hallf aded
potan ssesoEdwith aceecH
5 Avoidestirgbetvean antte

redgsher goodes In
ias ad farily mrga:l ad en
an'cga:memeeymskjewy

6 Badse every day during your det to
kegpfit ard fim

7 I, dtr soessfl reddrg you ds
e pouds aegdig beds datt dlov
nuethsnﬁ‘raa Getni ofﬂ”emmmzjady
befae they can sonbell into pradlem

8 Dressypyour detwithsoreoftrenerny
prgaed lovcaaie foods tret ae aalede
In noet nadets caaiecasdas pucdinogs
adgdairns sdaddessrgs mfat milk ar-
tifidd snestaas det breeds wataeded
fiuits

Q Don'tkbeadaetotretgpe mesareard

Seles—but regect tham) theyreyour friatdl

10 Brail, raeet or bal nests irsteed of fry-
ing Allow st far aoddng if youwish bt
at doan or at tre st a te tde Hae
your negsard without acdingbute:
pationcankesanad

your det. Take in the seens s your wadt
ges donn, ad bring your bt intoarew
roich You datt wart to look beggy while

© youreanyour vy to rewbeaty.

12 Have regdar nedcal dedays i
wxdettoimjrﬂ leylrarﬁndmajgm mamrg
(It'sanmorde booster to aveyour dodior et
youan trebed<ard tdl youwret agood jao

youredarg))

COTTAGES

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 64

To aondete adtege No. 1, without fumi-
ture bogt tre tof=d a:\stmsllgﬂyuda
S0 To andeteadtageNo. 2 aganwith

tidpetion of labor in ather asg which of
auswodd hae ot tre at inprgoortion
totre wak doe The hig dffeate intre
total aosts can ke attribued to the fdllonirg
(ad you e let this

ﬂeagdﬂaeﬂna theefoe isredly a
mettey pasoe reguirenets pasoe
podettods

As afodroe, let e sugpest thet just &
treseatteges are covparativdy Snde to as
snideantredte trey aenct toodffiait to
taegatadasmideagpinsorenaedse
Ramenoer, tog, tret avecationadttegeisae

kird of house wose

e oAn oocst st ad e e ke
qudeg: daed by friends
No. 1 ladatassa . . vecation cHes

P Naturalness and simple truth will al- doit cdrdce Nm

mﬂ' s ways find their opportunity and pass

gaﬂﬁh’% current in any age. The freedom of mbucykgég\é%sme
ﬁcnr’galpa THB speech of a man who acts without alymV\hdMDp,t
raﬂjslesp' rg any self-interest attracts little sus- them up, you can

picion and odium.

wﬂwasnpt;mrju*rhrgrgdrnaiyaﬁs
bt ligtswith ges
No. 1, in the hosdegarg vasian nace
e of goodqudity plurbing ard codding
iaroes franae

hoees but l rew I\né
advertageausbargain

gﬂs\rgyt_:}aarﬂau-:ajgsrefntlyS
for lesstren 10per aat ofthar aigrd pice
EﬂergdS—l‘lnﬂ"ISGIIEng\ssrBNhI
nmail-order ecoayriced

MONTAIGNE

dften lease thewseof
anidsd Stetret gt
ke mmt:lem b)/

For irsae a
gsna onrer of prgperty might very wall ﬁrd
muhmulel satidfadion insuchan arage
matwith an gradaive\ecatiairg taratt,

and| geekframalatte’spasod eqaiate

ThEiournat Vacation Cottage [EIEM
dan erigtias in sead dz2s
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OTHER VIEWS, SIZES AND PRICES OF VOGUE PATTERNS
ON PAGES 56 AND 57

Vogue DesionNo. BB "Basy toMveke” Hass 1020 (31-40). 8

Vogue DesionNo. B34 "V.ET.M” ddirt ard aommrerbundt 24-30 vast neeaure 8 -
Vogue DesignNo. SHRB - Twoece dess 1018 (31-39). & e OSIte eX
Vogue DesignNo. 994 Bdeg dats dadsad ametud 1018 (31:38). 7

Vogue DesignNo. 9490 Twopdiere dess petticoet ard aunmerundt 1020 (31-40). 7¢

Vogue Design No. B2 Hoeeadddrt 1018 (31-38). 7

Vogle Desigh No. B2 "'\ary Bssy to Mike” iee dess 1018 (31-39) * 7o - -
RECm S e TS S and Your Perspiration
Vogue DesignNo. 210 ey Essy o Make’ sdrt with cetedelde overgldrt;

2430 st messLre: 60c

Vogue Design No. 49 "\,ey(Eeqag))l\Mé’depeEdesscrjmmdesslz-ls By Valda Sherman
32-38). "
Vogue DesignNo. S4878 Jad«t, skirt, Hase ad dads 1018 (31-38). $L0 Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration?
*Special yardage measurement for this design: 9382 size 14. sleeveless, takes 2H yards “Physical,” caused by work or exertion; and“nenvous,”
of 45" fabric without nap. Design No. 9382 is shown on page 57 without front ties. stimulated by enotional exditerrent.

Doctors say that this “‘enptional perspiration” is the
big offerder in underanm stains and odor. It is caused
by special dands that are bigger, nore ponerful, pour
out nore perspiration. And this kind of perspiration
caees the nost offersive odar.
Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a spedid ingredient
specifically formulated to overcome this offensive “enotional perspiration’”
odor. And now it'shere ... the remarkable ingredient Perstop™—the nost
effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered—
ard available only in the new cream deodorant arrid.
Use ARRID daily and you'll be anmezed how quickly this new arrid with
Perstap* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this “enotional perspi-
ration” odor. Staps it as no rall-on, spray-on, or stick could ever da
You rub ARRID in—rub perspiration out... nub arrid in—rub odor ot
When the aeam vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are
nenous or stimuated by enotional excitenent. Doctors have proved
thet this new arrid with Perstop* is actually 12 tines as effective as
all leading decdorants tested
Remember— nothing protects you like a cream ... and no aeam pro-
tets you like arrid with Perstop®. So don't be helf-safe Be conpletely
safe Use arrid with Perstag* to be aure Only 43" plus tax

«Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants.

TRAVEL LIGHT... ALL DAY

Fabric casuals you can keep fresh and bright — just drop them in
your washing machine. Cambridge Rubber Co., Cambridge, Mass.



Can
you

tie
this ?

You certainly can . .

with lovely

the ribbon that makes

the “Magic Bow”

Transform your gift pedaeges

into blooming beauties with

alnmostreal “Camation Bows”.

Crush, then snip! Make a Sasheen "Magic Bow”

. . . directions are on every rall of Sesheen,

and Magic Bon® Brand Ribbons. Then aush together

loops and sinply snip off exds Result is agay camation

(nice for boutamieres, too). Pretty addition: a Decorette
"Magic Bow” for lacy badkground

“Magic Bow" and method of meking petented US, Pat. No. RE 23885 © 3VICo.

Jy"INNESOTA JOINING AND ]V £ aNUFACTURING CO
...WHERE RESEARCH IS THE KEY TO TOMORROW

New DANDRICIDE Rinse Stops Dandruff
Longer Than Any Shampoo or Tonic

or your money baek!

Shampoos or tonics merely dissolve  Get Dandricide at beauty and barber
dandruff scales, only to have them return shops, drug and department stores. $1.00
in a few days. New Dandricide rinses bottle lasts for months! Dandricide is
money-back guaranteed to keep dandruff
away longer than any shampoo or tonic
you have ever used. Buy a bottle today!

loose dandruff OUT, really cleans the
scalp, fights the fast return of un-
sightly, itchy dandruff as no shampoo or
tonic can!
Concentrated to last longer! Easy to use!
Because it's concentrated, you get 12
Dandricide rinses in a $1.00 bottle. Just
mix with water as directed, rinse and
that's all! Good for men, women and
teen-agers.

For trial bottle of Dandricide,
mail your name and address
plus 25% to Dandricide Co.,
Dept. LH5, 114-12th Street,
Brooklyn 15, N. Y. and you
will receive a generous three-
rinse size bottle. Do it now!

~ fever busters
COLD SORES,GUM BOILS

Not only do fever Histers hedl fester, Mﬂ”esenehrgh‘af}

perns when Canrpho-Phenigue |sma:lmmldscres ogunbails

Wonderfully soothing too, for minor bums, paisonivy, itching que
of insect bites. And Canrpho-Phenique |sah|g1yeﬁecuve,
painrelieving antiseptic for minor auts and soatdhes from
paring knives, can qoerers, tin cans, etc. Used on pinples,
Canpho-Phenique helps prevent their spreed and revinfection

antiseptic]

THE KNIFE, THE CHAIN

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

AND THE SCHOOLYARD

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 46

wsd ny rigt rene, Lye, ad tret iswet
Satd it, bt | ges woud hae ussd
ayeas They care ne in tre firt
rees | wasjust walkingarourd lodding, ard
they gt inadrdearourd e It Satedwith
trewsd stuffyoueqatt. Like Lyle saudirg
like agi's rene And like asldrg if I'man
albino anadoount ofwith both Brgpard g
ou hairisared Ilgtcdo‘ | wessared
T e e e gt
I in

nmoutains and | knew | wes mayke aaage
oood o neybe alittle better tren aveage

But | ddit gt ary dae to figt any
body. They ware inadrde All of asudbn
ae bahird negae nrea g psh And tre
aes| sunided tonard puehed e bedkwith
thair figs | wes barged bedk and farth until
1 fdl aﬂmlgimﬂgﬁ%mm%
| to mostly
a%trth%zgadm adwen | ddit get
up they started to kidkdiing e o | hed toget
p | tned to go after ae of them piddrga
hig aesomate theywodd let it keafigt,
bt they liked rearde gare better. Thentre
bl rargad tret edidit | wart totrelbos
jon ad foed myadf p sore I'd Sdmred
ny dbonsard kress ard knuddes fdlingan
tre hids The irack of ny nouth ves at
ad|l I'edapr;jelmputh’nyge

At o | nece tre cfetaia legt lag
aogh D1 woddn't Feve togo bedkaut in
treyard, butwhensdhod edd et three | Fed
togo aut, ad the sane bunch gt e egain
ad it wes the sane thirg ecain, anly this
timeny faceves soeard it hurt nore
gt tired of it ad se of thembed left, ad
the bgest aevanted ne tovesh his does

with ny tage They wae badk ad like Tuch

conboy boots ot as hi hey coudd
have killed rmg"gl \Aajm%qﬂ‘eq anman

careau oftresdod ardbrdeityp | wat

ofthem aeaating bEfUEO’E(HTEd%
he coddt lidk But thet ae caddht i
Bingo. Brgoisnirg but kesafigting fad.
Hs ees ot red pele ad you carit ssamto
huthim Sroeheveseigt | cart redlly lidk
him Only pinhimdoan solecaritnoe bt
it's o good twisting Hs am He'd let you
reek it befae hed say ude

After dimer ced hed atalk with us | tried
toe@anhow| ddithaeadaetofigt
anybody, but he didt ssanto udastad
He said “I'e tagt you kids how to use
your hercs You're bath big for your aoes
adyoudre ingood sgee Just goafter aeof
tregaoyp Wn o Icss after youve proed
yourerosssy, theyll respedtyou”

Momsamned toget treideabetta-thended
dd They careasdaeas| e savttemto
having a red kettle oot it e sad tre
ggsveelllepmedmd ainds Se

weshodd noe atsdetreadty.

Ded sad tret wes mosase He sad kids
aelds Hesadtret anysosofhiscodd gt
dag no natter where they wart to sdod.
Momloded likedenigtay, busreddit

The red day trey left me dae ad |
coddit udastad it It nace e uessy. |
hed tre feding they ware watdhing newner
eser | wat | mece sat of helfnay friets
withaekidwithabed linpadaded brace
mhisleg Hs remeves Fdix

He sad “That wes the Sootstas beet Lp
ayou The big ae with dl the pndes s
Deney. He'stte catainand he'ssavateen”

“Whet ware they trying to proe?’

Hedmuoped “Thet'sjust trewvay they are
You gt to lick Deney'ssoes trenthey let
yau dag aly you gt to gve themyour

nmoey wen theywart it”
“I worit lidkary soes They'dhaetokill
nefirst”

Felixgax;::neafln’ylak “They caud

inand desred Yo adwhen | careat ttey o thet too!

wae

Mom ecke a big fussabout it Bingo ves
in ebout tre sane dge | wes After de
denedsat adgat tspeinedwithartisp
ticard berobeged wegot adrerceinny room
toaoTpere notes Hed dore better ttenng
beaselegt adaetofigt Hegot nbed
up with a budch thet cdled thensehves tre
Junior Dukes. And Feheddeareduypantiree

Ask

It gae e afury fedirg but | tdd my

sdf Fe wes s You don't gt killed in a

But aftr sdod smehrghsp

thet neck it dl seamdiffeat There

wes a quidk figt in the yard rneer the gate

Kidsdl rantonad itard trenitwesoverard

ﬂwdlvxaen.rnrgawfeserﬁmﬁa}d
nn tonad it Qe of tre

atred fa, r’ddrgcnohso/\namﬁ Elocd

WOMAN

By Marcelene Cox

She's tte kird of waren wo re
apesaguomy list

resdres iUty wen
|’lSj fdls ino dep with his

a|y.

a}/n\/\gm resd co o neke a
istogo angy far afew
cb;saﬂlaaeﬂ”efanlyald’emrt

Intreway afidamandgtsanabark
S10dng ot betrayirg to tre fishwhet
rehes in nind, aworen sssdrg -
oy rea sonsbywod or desdges
at tongke actth

Wenabrardrewife falstoadiee
pafedtion ge dodd tae dae fran
the faot thet, catrary to popular bdief,

arewbroomdoes it avays snespdean

frequertly it dus ad nakes qite a
nesof thrs

Aocording to e detetriden tre
renest beby in ar fanily vwes ban
“Sryddeup”

If you hae a cagte, te hok of
trewld gooeermay at keheerd framtie
ats

The brice wites hore: “Rareher,
nother, how | LEEdeEEyme
wjvxata:iareNdsrpmcrsnemrg
uraratic far a pesat? WA, | E@e
ital bedk Yesterchy, my husoerdaged
newret | vanted foratwoweds ami-
vasay pesat Sree ke cagt ne in
tremiddeofsaudargthefloar | redied
without hesitatian ‘A gooe nop’ o
tocby | have arevsooe nop ad it
smslikcaveryranaticpesat tone”

Agdl tumed laeintre i
dnjdtegnyméﬁ’swu”evﬁ{?
ee of his nother framthe kitdren win
down a high boad fare o a pdice
fae Ad eeng just acssirgaled
shripofyard Fewill nanege someowvto
rearly amihilate hnsdf.

gachohe sad
Lll\ééwumoe: sp;aksa rt suoanctly:
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wes dripping dif is herd. A kid lay on his
bedk hdding his herds over his Hloody feoe
njllrghsrmdﬁanscbtosimm
ingin aﬁny?n | hove
45 fat, ad | di syvgyd‘lrg aoot it
Brgjs faeves Impﬁlgn bt e didAt
vat totak Hehedal ofdosediyplack
atnthmA lodk of ssets

On Wedhexthy ttere ware agcs in tte
sdd, ad Fdix tdd e tet ae of te
3:015135 rened Jigger hed gI in a figt
with a Badk Duke they called Bodboo Boo
boohed talenataswitddace kiifeardat

Iodq: for Jigger ard Qedmgamvee
st

el dapyrri o SprsEs

Vaybe| sSoudhaetddny fdksabat it,
bt | didt | thought itwould heave sourosd
likewhining, and ny ced hed said 1aould gt
dagayee | hadﬂégt loodd bl
wegitaureaynoe | fdtafuryenpiress
innmy stavedh Beaee | krewthey/d bealter

neagin
Bt it didit hggoen until Mordly, after
dl the fiss hed ded doan They care dter
BT G Tt P Fegt Mt &
| st | rngta
di\,ir’gadt%%ea,_taﬂmmﬂ”evﬂl ad
gt ny beckeagaret it They aondsd araud
gimirg & ne So | add if ey wae 0
?Edgwtaedﬂnmajm‘tﬁgtne Itwes
n o
M\g%/maﬂedﬂm “Youtekehim
| ] nmaye faurteen ared
g.ess Sooey W a
thideset wesdreedy dartirgalead
A lat of Kds care araurd o watch
Sooeywaited too lag toget srias oLt it,
adhevasess/tohit, ad | it imgood es
fast ardherd ad ditenas | cauld aimirglike
st A P e et FE
ase i He
mmma‘dl leqn:qu ek
ad ke care Y yarking adein ot of his
ket lags | sawitfleshand | reniraiceitad
it widtled doan ad hit ne like fire ecas
trebadk | wat assaazy ed as Bingo does
| gess Hedrgpped tredreinard trentehed
aknfe ad| ?Iﬂ”eknfemnst ard twisted
redadit fdl ad | seded it yoad ke
wessdaead foracazy norat | wvatsd to
mhmﬁmﬁe with s nouthard
qazreswat
Itvmhleﬁpglnmkn:kfnme ﬁ/\\lw\ﬁ
arrmﬂ”lr‘g ad | didHt fed reedy for mren
k_nrg fdt likeastyad kid witha
inmy Sl batoeadpt te
Hack uder ny hed and pled yp an trehilt
adsgpditdf. ltvesvaygiet Soquiet
1 heard thewird go aut of Soocey. | dggped
g:g/ﬁlt infrat cfgImafa%ngmawa”d
qoered ne ne
Nﬁﬂetﬂlerg‘gadIV\atin bt | di
heer anord tre teedas sad

Dewey ad whoee rene
| didit knowcaght o vuﬂﬁnemﬂ”eva
hoe “Rdax kid” [:e/\g/sad ‘“Nart to
Elk”

They todk e far Hads ax of ny

ad donn an dley ad Yo sore ausice

garstoagumy roam Deney hredakey to
it It was full of beetyp fumiture ard enpty
beer ars And trerewss arecad

| st on tte couchwith trestrarge id e
dck e ad Deney st an tre ridety tede
fadrg s .

“This istre ped” e sad “Bvary Soat
fgreg’;’asale/ W\é get sare goad patties Yo

“We gt tre ket groyp Nobody pees s
aaud | dkedtotregays Maybeyoucan
anein But you gt to be intiated”

“Then | gt topLehtreather kidsarourd”

“That'stteway tre bl tnnfsv\htey

“I don't like tret nrene””

“You taeﬂ'em”remvtg/g\\(ew

Sootste rene ouneyurmr
%rmstladswetdem Sovewatit gve
you a e hegt for initistion Savethirg
esma. Maybe aehuded hibcegs adym
gt toget themdll intresane night”

For sore fury reesn | thougt of e
dess piaic bedk in tre nountains hovtre
ar srdled and hovwe sag araurd trefirg

ad trenvat hore in tre bees srgrg dl
tre abgmrnlodarg like itwes nov
irg i agwith us
“Yousn‘k”lssd “adhsmns]ris
adte

You mmﬂﬁésamrgmmrg in
trewaldeanndeyouda Ve ifl wesa
men| codd haehed moegis But trevay
they twsted the dein arourd ny herd wes
to muoh | wat hoe ad | wat to ny
roomard after | I'edmzﬂ”ajrryrruﬂ']oe‘
a'doe’ ard after | wvesanny bedaying

asloajd aut ofrumiliation, Iﬂug"t

I d fill teetetreaily dst of Hisdoes an
nyravtoge

Trey letnedae inay
it waait redlly bairg let

, after tret, bt
ae You reer

krifewith al the Haces thet | r‘edgnmfcr
ny wndfth hirtiday, and they toock thegood
luk Ghirese aoin ae of deds faaren Fed
gven ne It tumed ot to ke srater ad
e o had them tte norey when trey
aaforit The gaogsran ttesdod.
S 1wes lady & sdod, ad lady &
P it 7 3 St Cpict IO Aot Hirt
i a iet im
Ad tren inlalgﬂ;gjrm: he cane hoe

58 calories
if you use Sucaryl

151

fronsdod ae day withadein far abdt,
ad hewore a big g ring an his micde
figrwithasdehsed o it Hewat bedk
at agan tret ndt ard didit cove hone
until midnight Momard cedwaitedup ad
theysat netobed bt | wat totreheed of
okt aryt;rq1 ofhi

py ng ot m He
an/ﬂeje\eyqfsnm by sairg hed just
een “aroud” Ded thrashed imard sat
himuptobad | diditheer Bingoay. They
wae conrdtairs takirg inlovvaces | wat

to Bngds room ad qoared tre doar. He
tﬂggjabmda/\e‘s‘ua’dsln

203 calories
if you sweeten with sugar

Clou can't taste the difference, but

Sucaryl makes it lots easier to cut down calories

LEMON PUDDING WITH RHUBARB SAUCE

)4 c. nonfat dry milk solids
M c. ice water

3 c. diced rhubarb
14 c. water

1 envelope gelatin
Yi c. cold water

3 eggs, separated

1tbsp. Sucaryl solution

1tsp. lemon rind 1thsp. Sucaryl solution
14 c. lemon juice 2 tsp. cornstarch
Sprinkle gelatin over cold water; let stand 5 min. Beat egg yolks;
add 1tbsp. Sucaryl, lemon rind, juice; cook in top of double boiler
until mixture thickens. Add softened gelatin; stir until dissolved. Re-
move from heat; cool until slightly thickened. Beat egg whites to
soft peaks; fold into gelatin. Combine dry milk solids, ice water;
beat to texture of whipped cream; fold into gelatin. Pour into 8
individual molds or a 1-qt. mold (slightly oiled). Chill. Serves 8.
Rhubarb Sauce: Combine rhubarb, water, 1 tbsp. Sucaryl. Cook
on low heat until rhubarb is soft; mash with fork. Add some to
cornstarch for paste; return to rhubarb in saucepan. Cook rhubarb
in saucepan until thick. Cool and serve on pudding.

FREE—Our new cookbook, "Calorie-saving Recipes with

Sucaryl," including dozens of new kitchen-tested ideas for des-
serts, beverages, sauces, dressings ... 50 wonderful recipes in all!
Get your free copy at your drugstore.

Sucaryl simply says you don’t have to trim portions
to trim calories. No compromising your taste, either

..any dish sweetened with calorie-free Sucaryl
tastes just like its sugar-sweetened twin.

You use Sucaryl practically anywhere you would
sugar. In tablet form, to sweeten your coffee, tea
or any other drink. In solution, for fruits and cereals,
for cooking and baking.

Sucaryl, of course,is for anyone sensibly counting
calories, and for those who for
any other reason can’t use sugar.
Low salt diets call for Sucaryl
Calcium. Abbott Laboratories,
North Chicago, Illinois
and Montreal, Canada. CLMrott

sucaryl’

Non-caloric Sweetener— No Bitter Aftertaste
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An information-packed,

Taking Steps
to Help Your
Baby Walk

Tips on first baths...

New way to wean your baby...

article about your baby's care, feeding, growth and fun.

=Encourage your baby to walk, but

rerrenbermatmqrgorfaurg(a%psetaﬂds

L

courage him Holding on to your hands is geat
ustdmto.ercblt or baby may leam to
mmss,ae'nLetyaxd”e‘le\alktae

fa)tmaﬂes.tfa:easmdﬁasmlde it helps

strong foot musdes. Before |
aeqngjwlltdedfmhsmw\ofeetlr?gc}/%cr- ny pgenzs

tions—and you'll take off right after himl

= Biggest excitement siroebaby’sfirst
toothisthe day hestartswalking. When
will hestepout? Wiry bshesoftentotter
around at 10 nonths. An easygoing
child, oradlbby may not try till 18
nonths. to 15 nonths. Let

baby kick, aeepa“dpdl himself up.

= Slowmotion baths sui r litte
baby best Hold him talk to
himsoftly— sobaths will heﬁna“dnot
frightening. For thefirst fewwesks,
doctor may sugpest that you give &
goage baths insteed of tub dunkings.
Keep baby acsily covered with ablanket
and weshjust are part of himat atine,
sohewon't get chilled

=Heinz new apple-based juices are
eriched to give baby dl the vitamin C
henesdsdaily. They canevensibstitute
for Heinz Strail Orange Juice! Try
tasty Apple, Apple-Grape Juice, Apple
Juice with Apn Apple Juice with
Pinegpple, AppIeHune Juice.

Qeer 100 Btter-Tastirg

=Want baby’s menu balanced for

sure? Serve Heinz’ newHigh-Meat Din- =

ras Each Dinner contains nore then
3 times the nmeat in ordinary meat-and
vegetable combinations; dsg more iron
and vitamins. By adding milk, and baby
fruit juices to the neny, baby’s ned is
balanced nutritionally! Four tasty High-
Meat Dinners— Strained and Junior.

cILEro0r LerBier free. 10 yOur Doyt
g er free tO Ir 1
\S/'\%rx:lerﬁj for weaning, He|ywnz plastic
turbler (pink or blue) hes a lid with a
spaut which lets milk flovthrough at the
right geed for begmers Serd your
nane, address and 12 labds from any
Heinz Baby Foods to Heinz Baby Foods,
Box 28 D-20, Pittsburgh 30, Pa. Offer
eqires midnight, June 15th, 1953

=The right time to start weaning

ffers anong bebies. You won't wart to
try if baby’s been sidk teething, or still
saans to nead lots of sucking

HEINZ Baby Foods

=Strained Egg Yolks = Strained Baby Foods
= Baby Fruit Juices = Junior Baby Foods = Strained and Junior Meats
=Pre-Cooked Ceredls =Teething Biscuits =Strained and Junior High-Meat Dinners

| im .
Therewssala ofjuk intree Radl flesh
ligts fautan pas peds of dgaeltes
ligtas | pgedtredana shtadstan
hshbed

“You stedl thet Suff, Brngo?”
“Whet'sit toyou?’
“Whet's with tre dain ad tre funy
lockdirgning?’
“I'maJunior Duke.”
“Youreapuk liketrerest of them™
“Whet doyou knowabat it? 1 heard how
you didesd at | kowal ebotyou |
heard how you lided ges ard how yau
tumoveryour ludthnaey. | kowhoavyau
ot peed aroud Therds gt to ke sore
hlylnﬂ"efanly igitdiden”
of Sooey ad tre kiife ad |
_st(m agl;gtejmhthm Heresgg
in drggped bedk a
ﬂld%lfed’anﬁeewmapammdsg;sue
ad tre laxe ed rattled on tre hardaood
sod trere wating his face
prdedarddaosd le”naatqudngﬁlak
ot im Ad | thought of how hed ben
wen Wed ke in the nountains wen his
facehed beengenadyocucodd =i vwhet e
wes thirkirg
IjLﬂ loded & hmad | sad “Broo
Bngo” | just sadhisrene
And e laded doan et His herd hdding

tredeinadleloddedaneadsoehing  tret i

ssedtoaurdealitiebehirdhisfacs ad
hse;esgi rarow ard shiry ard he sad
Heltirgy, “But whet can you do? Whet in
Hl canyou do?’

ol lefthimttaead | wat doardgtairsin
ad ded ard nomdared et ne
Ded sAd “I hagt | satyoutobedalayg

Jst for alittewvrile 'e. . . oot o Ak o

hoest Itsinportat”
yc!"j’lsitat:v(n Birgo?’ ny nother adead

“Partly;,” | said ad | krewvtrentret | ves
gang to hae togitth anhim bt if | wes
garngtokegoanyp thet vwes part of it Bt
I ves gang to hae toeqdan it weait
Bingds faut

“gt donn, Brud,” ced
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| tdd ttemhowitvwes Badly howitves
My mother hed gattenvery pele Kinots stood
A At
ne as
ne remaToe noreabout it Tonard tteed
ny father was pedirg bedk ad fath aoos
tresral room neldng trefloor aeek
“Arent tereary good kics?” headed ““I
dorit et it Can't the good kids teeamyg?”
“Theré's more good kids then bed kds
dd” | sad “But as son es they teemup
ten ey hae o in runides with tre
gaostretae dreedy, ard trenyaud
haeto with deirs ad rads ad zp
ous ad arourd togetrer dl tretine”
Hesopeed infrat of ne “Sottetwestie
daceyou kidshed Join upar sayat Jain
W ad keathiefad aainird, or ey at
adbea for of idas
anmi"s Blmd,lﬁmgpnd fgsd'umyu

“Don'tbehrerdanBingp, cedl If hed ben
justalitiedder ... ifheédhed alitienae
tire were ve s o live Bt the thing

... we\eqt toget ax of hae | neenl
(B’]SIHUH‘. But—-"

And tren herd as | ied to preat it, |
tumedright beckintoadamedkid | stretdhed
aut antrecouchwith ny heed inmonislep
ardwes aonfated

| heard ded say, ““I'd reed ebout this jur
\aile ddirgueoy, Mary, bt | didit kow

hisjdy, ad o ke igit hore as much, bt
thrs ae kette. It iglt s rie &5 te
nmountains Brgp hes gotten into allat of
trade in tre revsdd, bt eech tine tre

earaud  tradeisitasbed ad | thirkhesoaring

aaud totrewvay he usdto ke But itvwes
anfu do=

Forne | haeafuryfedirgabatitdl. |
lkegpthirking tret treremust e beensore
wey | coud hedeadit | fed esif thet
sdod doan trerebed lided e And | fed
dder tentreseather kidsinny dassharein
GxhrcHe

And alat of tines | think of the good kids
donnintret neigtohoodinAttenias | vwes
ddetogtat

But whet if | wes ae of tre kids who
couldit gt ax?

Thet'swhet | thirk sbout alet

JOURNAL MOTHERS REPORT ON CRUELTY
IN MATERNITY WARDS

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 45

Therecankero aaepant
1f women in childbirth are subjected to needless
pain or discomfort or dangerfor the convenience
of a hospital or a doctor; if what at best must
be an ordeal is turned into a veritable hell, as
many of our readers tell us, the situation must
be corrected!

ChargeNo. 1 "At aehospital | knowofit
is conmon ice to take the nother

aetsdftreddivaytede”™ RN, VanNys,
Cdifania hnd

“The sed souder breges usd et tine of
cHivay aefa trenmater's ion They
lkegphe framfdlingoffttetedeinasecfan
araga—if her heed hes to be lonaed
quiddy, ssindodk”—RN., Houston Tees

“As far ing the petiert in stimyos far
adt hous—first, trepeinand misay to tre
poor wvaren aedoias, | haeyet tosea

ng'ntlrtom’acﬂneymﬂasm_assre Socter cHliberatdy i h Ad
|Iﬂ110’\’y %Bm'pﬂ&ﬁﬁ? introcLce:. (ﬁ rote, itwoud kedffiat
apatfdaslcrgasegt "_Rygs O tiew room for thet lag

This darge aoead aoHdaede indg e
tion amog ather ruses A nunber wate to
g\emfu‘ﬂ'esuaprgd)m

pade dften do ot utlrstard why
hards aretied They areadffedoonfartably at
tre patiat’s Sdks o prevat atairstian
of tre daile fidd Is it so difficit to uer-
sad why her legs are in pected stimyes?
Fromwast to toes deiscoered with Saile

The dodir Lees daile dJoes ad a
dailegoan Infedtion wes tre gestet cause
of deeth ot too ey years agp, sowith tre
dimretion of aotanmireion nother ard
dildaehedttyaddive”—RN, Esnmod,
Roce Idad

“Regstarad Nurse rea hed a
beby o fewadd kow tret tre lithotory
poatinisaute confatede duinglaar, As
andter of fad, nothing deneticedistoo
peinfu, soeeldrg fram eqgaiates an bath

dHivary
Vet would they do with ather notherswho
ddivaed in tre neantine?’—RN, Log
Beedh Cdifania
Ad now let s see wet our Jourd
nothes hed t© sy about beirg straoed
donn l\/aytddofmnrgbasnlqilnre
snarlsfu*
“My hugard braught e to the hosaital

e A D

“My ddriden warted to ¢t hore to
dmen. V\l‘mlvmtdeﬁbﬂ”ecﬂgge/
ny lapvwaetiedway Lpintreair ad greed
asfarant&ﬂ'g/v\ajdg) The tigt bard
put aoGss ny dest ad Soddas nece e
fad as though eech bresthwauld ke nry lest
When | was saaudy tied donn, | ws left
dae”—\Wanut Qesk Clifania
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“I hed nry
aejust nov
r‘mrgtmﬁm in thet position far hous™
—Bwaren, Mrtama

Medical opinion on strapping down: It is ap-
proved obstetrical practice, when delivery is
imminent, to put the mother's hands in cuffs, her
feet instirrups. This is to prevent contamination
ofthe sterile area. But it should be done only at
the very last, andfor aperiod which generally
runs around twenty minutes, seldom more than
thirty. To strap the mother long in advance of
delivery and leave her there is indefensible.

keby six morirs acn My les

Charge No. 2. "On one occasion, an obste-
trician informed the nurses on duty that
he was going to a dinner and that they
should slowupthings.” —Registered Nurse.

, this drarge thet kedes are beld
bedkfranbargbomin ader toalit tredoc
torsanenieedenendaidsframruses
ad dodos thouch it is afar nore saias
Ic_re then straqaing donn in adace of e
nay.

Fully halfo four mother correspondents wrote
us that they had endured the ordeal of having
their babies artificially held back from birth be-
cause the doctor was not on hand.

“l ws straqoed an tre clivary tede My
%?Ukajrrfanﬁ%ﬁemasglﬁdny

tooethe. | was! adat theirmeoy.
They rddny keby bedkuntil tre dodiorcane
inotreroom Sevesbomvhilelevesweshy
ing his hands”— Mirietta, Geaga

“Qe of ny kddes lonaed befae te
nussswaeeqedirg her (Lwesjust putana
dHivay tede W?;e o &
tachats. Wentte ruse i
firdlly senired ne ge 7 )T
o’:ilajfdaur_’ermseto

amved
hed to aare edt niles ad by tretire e
amved ad pgoered far ddivary it wes a
nirede tre beby wes dill dive”™—Avaon,
Wsoosn

‘dena‘cgﬂmtyatatﬁ c nea
out to nde hoee

toramvedardalonedmybebytolebom”—
Areata, Cdifamia

mirg to fed nomd, ety frondfase

mwprip )z
Love i*a short word, but it

contains everything.
GUY DE MAUPASSANT

This dageasoran\fd little attertion
wtresses The ecgdicnwes a
Harlet daid of dl of Rgstered Nurse’'s
daos by dx rescat codaos &
ahogatd for Woren in Weshirgon, D.C.
“l meraerwitressslor hrerdofanat ina
dHivery room thet aoud be aosidered in
hurare. Sed danps o daddas ad
det? Hght hous in Inhm”ry ;nsm

egstiedtogether 0Lt
Meds todifleaaies? ssmlma:ilde
to bessneanin horor aarics!”

Whle aur nursein Van Nys, Cziifcn”ia,
eqarsed ad dfaid the padtice “There
ae tines fdlonirg cﬂnemeaEHima
is aotrairdicated deate tre recessity for
aiures ad anynay, et tre tire of ddivay
tre parireumiis literdly without feding”

Wha, doourJourd nates tedtify nthis
part’> A fenv maticed it—in cotpaisn
withtrerurerwho hed been: doan
forlang paviads o hed hed beties Feldbedk
“l wasanenoarer tothiscountry, ardves
ot pepared for tre way ve nothas wae
hercd like ten strgped doanardatard
saned—without being ghven anpthing to esse
ﬂ”epan”—l\BNY Qty.

“When thedodtor begentoat, | soeened
It wes tre firdl indigty of so mary. The
cdoctor sgped et g, “You ey asvdl it
uo; weverun at of Novocain” By tHet tine
|1 vas to edastsd ad dgdrited O care
vay muh”—& Laus, Mssaun.

Medical opinion: It is hard to believe that
any doctor would perform an episiotomy on a
patient who is not already
under general anesthesia,
withoutfirst applying a local
anesthetic. Such anact would
be indefensible. The point
should be made, however,
that women do not always
realize they have had a local
anesthetic,fortheyareaware
of the cutting even though they do notfeel the
pain.
dﬂw%’d nathas asvdl asa/n_rrber

s mtredagess
1aed Nrse Maﬂammersl'ed?d

Charge No. 4. That women undergoing
labor are left alone for long periods of time,
even in the delivery room. The husband
often is excluded from the labor room at
the time when the wife needs him most.

This, agpin vesadarge brought by mary
noas

“When ny beby wes reedy tre ddivary of or

rocomweait | wes srgqoed to atede ny
tied together, s0 1 would ‘wait’ uitil a
r?k‘[;x;earmieﬂtad‘sa‘e’ tire to cdiver.
Inﬂ”emnnenymysrmﬂmtsam
fatm At this part 1 wes |rr%;11
thought ard carot rgpart

fdlcwrg hour, When | regaredcx:rma.s
lljesl was tdd nry beby would prdeeldly ot
e

“Jeddlve Se ishsdthy, romd ad
took her first dgslestwesk | angatefu to
tre dodtars ard nurses who warked o herd
ad ddlifuly to sae e, | angatefu thet
sl'eisai\eraa'g\gm | do nat kdiee tre
trestnat | vadwvas interticrelly aug—
just ‘hogatal rautire””—Hailton, N Y.

A wdkHdaad waran indksd who can
disoaurt the uTessssay paril o which her
beby wes eqosd beaee the beby ves
saed Uhfaturatdly, nat dl such cees hed
snl'axyaﬁajrrma

‘The gadta gt

o o Sk Tttt er o oncomn e it
S todow

until tredoctor arived”— ix Aizore

Medical opinion on holding the baby back,
pending the doctor's arrival: completely in-
defensible. Says one leading obstetrician, “It
isnever done in my hospital. | wouldnot tolerate
it.”

But the nurses should not be blamed in such

cases. They must carry out the orders or wishes
o f the patient's doctor.
Charge No. 3. "One [doctor] | know does
cutting and suturing operations without
anesthetic. He has nurses use a mask to
stifle the patient's outcry.” —Registered
Nurse.

"When | kajnyﬁrsttﬂ:ylvmldtm
urelyadefa’mstcfrrymm.ts

Iabcr —Heddorfidd, New Jasey.
“I haeheddadt dlden intre pest fifieen
yeas infour adhaenn

ressn tothirktret aher notherswaretrested
e drgh | g o ey s
tire 1 to
bard with e They waud ot aIg}\//h'm
in”"—Wsseca, Mimesata

LsteeAOEpHEL |wereE Y SpEp e
it | i e ran
thet dece wae adidly hmen Wy lips
ad the rurses refissed
1o even nasten tremwith a danp dath |
wes It daredl ngt inalabor room | fdt
e\ﬁlllleaha:{njmmal ad| anare
d have comitted suidce if | hed hed

tre nreas Never hae | rescd

NETE
anag asceyaady sl ddtret ngt

dckinthelabor room Fdloningtreddivay,
when | wes noved to my room iy beby ard
ny heeerdwat with meardwehed acary
1?3 Eeel Ememlamedﬂe iy
S WwWess 9 nma-

\drogsaﬂ I'd ke o hgpy togo thraugh it
agpin”—Soenrere inGaaga

Mary nothers who hed hed cotrestirg
m@wm@mﬁ grz;f‘
snvweswithtem

Medical opinion: It is admittedly a harrow-
ing experience for a woman in labor to be left
alone, particularly at night. The bravest, most
maternal woman cannot help having some ap-
prehension as her baby’s birth approaches. To

anything to anybody yet, but...

“You know those appliances that I’ve been dying for . . .
well, Harry says we've saved enough money and | can go
out and buy them tomorrow. Really, Edna, Harry is so
smart! A year ago, he explained that in any well-run
business, a part of the income is put back into the busi-
ness itself for future improvements. So, we set up a
savings plan —egular savings from Harry’s salary, and
savings | made on running the household. And Edna,
we got a lot of help from our Insured Savings and Loan
Association. We started saving there because we know
our money is safe and carefully managed—and we get
good returns. Our money is insured, too, by an agency
of the U. S. Government. Really, it’s the most popular
place to save nowadays.”

For a new kind of family peace of mind . . . why not
open a savings account first thing at your nearby Insured
Savings and Loan Association where savings are insured
up to $10,000 by the Federal Savings and Loan Insurance
Corporation.

WHERE YOU SAVE DOES MAKE A DIFFERENCE

Look for this symbol of
safety where you save

G This message is sponsored by The Savings & Loan Foundation. Inc.. H U E Street, N. W, Washington 4. D.C,
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be left alone as the pains grow harder, and she
becomes tired, thirsty, hungry, is calculated to
increase her fears. On this account, the first
stage of labor is the worstfor many women. It
frequently lasts ten to twelve hours with nothing
much happening; staff members, therefore, are
inclined to give their attention to patients who
need them more. Few hospitals have enough
nurses so that one can be with the mother at all
times. But wherever possible, nurses should be
on call, andshoulddrop into the labor room often
to cheer and reassure the mother. A mother
should on no account be left unattended in the
delivery room.

Charge No. 5. That childbirth suffering is
treated callously, in some instances to the
point of actual brutality.

Indidarts were rgorted uder this
1h—:t w_'ud ke utdiecde |g$qgldgﬁaj mt
|rte|||gatr’rdl’ﬂsms)r’ra’ydﬂm—:rt

e ol Tt opd

’rhe trestinat et nuottas
diten recd\e in bath tre labor and ddivary
roovs wodd ke nmay avlizzd pegde
sl As a s | ws

of tar primary cx:mem—ﬂ'e patient."—
RN Los Argdles Cdlifami
Dnrgrrysan’dt}:tysan\a, 1 ves
srapoed o a tede haros donny, kress yp
| reventer soeamirg ‘Help e, belp !’

o arnurse who was dtti sta 05(
Seigoad ne Withny

torsadat aepart, Sxpyurayrgane
I’mnot the arewho naceyou pregrant!” "—

Hsdi:rﬁeld, NewJassy.
“Asa | hae snnusss

arggdaed rnuse
who thensehves hed diilden beoare im
petiat (or wase) with a petiat ad epes
thair fedirgs dften within her hearirg 'Se
oot hasdf inthis fixard nowisa poor tine

soded o e waven who are threstared this

todagehamnd’ O, haetoaffa’
B;?hg) yF utxam,%e o
RN, lllindis

A p(ax‘lhe/rt mﬂy(zmau) tre hogatd
whee | rnuse with afractured hip, imoured
inthe ddivay roomof anatrer hoatal. Se
mjm”rnar‘ajcfmnmrmtmwuwe
togtanaeto pay ary atertian toher”—

bedk diddrg her firpgas into ny throet o1

aoddit bgfe Iq:tgrg ‘You're
killing your beby. Doyljvxgrtamsﬁta’a
oe=d biy?YaJre I<|II|rg it ey tinre yau
el for tre dootar” . . . When ny hdad
saNr’rybusa:lrm<faxaadans reqes
tioed tre dotor ad ves tdd tret firt
nothe's knodk trensehves araud Rabgs |

dage soddit rErc:nl;m]jam—rry

admta asl\/\anedrev\ajdrggi/
| haeligeedtonrssslagirgat ahe rewv
notaswowae ayingat inpain | lkae
heard ather nathers berg dggoed and threet
aed with deed bebes ard nisfits | heard
trese things while | waited far tre birtrs of
ny saaod ad third kelies Whet bggoars

ard thendo ddiver anidfit or astillbar? Do
they goad tre ret of their lives Hanirg
trensehves? Do tre wads of trese seddtic
nrss ad dooos faeer nirg in tar
eas?’—Hrenod lllindis

Medical opinion: Unfortunate things can
happen when staffs are overbusy and overtired.
Nurses who slap patients or abuse them ver-
bally should befired; a doctor who takes out his
weariness and irritations on patients has no
place in obstetrics. However, women in labor
sometimes misunderstandand misinterpret what
happens around them. A nurse may quite prop-
erly suggest to a woman that she stop screaming
and use her strength instead to push. There is
no excuse for the attendants in the case last
cited.

Charge No. 6. Thai mothers are treated
with cold indifference—run through the
birth process by “assembly-line" tech-
niques.

This wes ae of tre nae

darts a’dnﬂ'ymﬂ”erssemujtokd tret
sardowv

10 be viened as nae nedaniaTs
dunman wes wa=e then atldl sedamn
The pdhasss “assanidy ling” "'not treeted a8
if | wae a huven barg’ figred in mary
lettas
“The sedan desaibed in Rgstead
ﬂNéaésllityte'lsb,td’eaiH(xf'l‘reeaedsa
tari ﬁmcmarm dodors
ian framloed
cresadﬂ'em lack of evaticdl prgoera
tian (in sove Geees) whidh eke dhildartha

e e e
eqaian=s Wil a
hore dexate stailégnaﬁo‘ams

ital aofirevet, for| fed treacoopenyi
g‘r?jjmsl dssdatagss are just r‘ctv\uthp
it”"—Cduris, Chia

Ad aahe Gdunbus, Chio, nother:
“More bebdesare bom trenever befae doc
tas ae huried thae aait eouch rnuss

way togoaraud Butour bgesteenyissng

res ad irdfferare—tre ang bdief et

eeymrgwll kedl rigt, ﬂ'eshmr’ga,td
heads e this auad tine And loddi

@ln ladly lebar roors shutlig us

S Of ptstoes for TeAGD ﬁ"‘e

her man with her, ard a dootor thet cared
aoat her, knew I’B‘."

Awaren dodar witss 'l hae benaso
dated with seiad dostetrical B
anedd siutat, an inem anedd res-
cat ad twiee ssa petiet. The noet aitical
thing tret can besad of temis tret because
el ot of ey A 1y

rautires,
hes saove of tre tader Io,irgge
whichavwaren indildarth migt erjoy.—
Wilnington, Ddanare

Medical opinion: With so many women being
delivered in hospitals, there is a possibility that
the care may become mechanical. This is some-

Anything goes with Sunshine H1H 0|

the all-'round round cracker with that finer flavor
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thing that must be watched for and prevented
all the time by alert heads o f hospitals and ob-
stetrical departments.

Charge No. 7. Degradation of motherhood
and womanhood. An attitude that because
sheis bearing a child, awoman forfeits her
right to womanly dignity and respect.

Today's waven aoet tre fat tret te

taths caried this to the paint of indignity
aﬂaﬂ?ﬁt

oot the rendess parace of

uamouod  pde

oy
res?. . . Sreeny head isavetairarian,
Ihiqnﬁt)l«mﬂ”stemmrrdnﬁsnty
s aetrested with alitle moe gace tren
isacoodad hunennothers”’—Detrait, Midhy

gi?rmj’ﬂ:lﬂ”emrtvxk’selmajd’ftrae
been sunyisad if the mren wWho wes wedhirg
tre windons hed sty lad doan his
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m@ﬂm s deecoreded with the
wes it”"—Des Mares lona

"l ana 4 ruse with postged ete
eqaiae dnost etirdy in dstetmcs | am
dsotrenuather of treedilden | raeree
sngosaudty. | hae hones, ssncare
les ad clos teanat of dstetrica
petiats dag with irdffeee ad ds
autsy, | hessnrnussnoeinaestadin
flirtatias aonversation with the doctor then
in tre petiet's aonfat | hae ssn rnusss
v cLri I?m'ersgmmm Egic
view i r bodies
mteeqxsajrg mﬂ”eomjnage tre petiats
fedirgs of nocesty. | have heard such un
thinking renarks as “You hed your fun mow
you can affe’ nacke by anurse toa natter
Ingeet datress cavegrg tregantLe reture
of tre dhildairth eqenae ard sonirg tre
rnuses igoae of tre ssaanetd retue
ofsxinnarmiage”™ RN, Logldad N.Y.
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Medical opinion: Indeed, the heavy flow of
patients through maternity wards today may
lead to some carelessness unless those in au-
thority are constantly on the watch. It should
be said, however, thatfailure to appreciate the
spiritual aspects of marriage and childbirth,
failure to respect the woman in childbirth as a
woman, is an indefensible violation o f medical
ethics.

We hae tre testimoy for ad
aprt tre dace tret in sore na
tamity vwads dhildairthis recred agester

wobssofattatartsar e seofuTecessaily

infu padtices
pal\l\le Hiee tre ruses and doctas who tdl
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Choice Brown Cultivated Mushrooms Ready to Pick!

BinB Mushrooms are superior in flavor because they are the choice
brown variety of cultivated mushrooms—broiled in creamery butter
and packed in tasty butter-enriched mushroom broth.

Give meals a party touch with delicious BinB Broiled in Butter
Mushrooms, prepared as called for in your favorite recipes.

Enfoy all three
ready-to-use styles
BinB
broiled in butter
mushrooms

WHOLE CROWNS
Perfect with Steaks

SLICED
Tasty in Omelets

CHOPPED
Ideal in Sauces

FREE! 32-page Recipe Book. Write: BinB Mushrooms, M-2, West Chester, Pa.

OPPORTUNITY

IFYOU\Aated]anua/adme
freetine to put o ss, thisisfar
you Soard your smeurretakr’g
adas for megadre susaiptias—
ad eamii amssas
Just reneadattes
on apoda. Inraunvsewlls—:rd
you aur dffer with satirg
Fom tten an YOU are tre

Inforration ard syd
a o ddiggtion 11)
postE todey to Jim

CURTIS CIRCULATION COMPANY
329 Independence Square, Phila. 5, Penna.

RICOSE
VEINS

Tired Legs, Leg Cramps
Relieved By The NEW

ies are sat
Wite thet

51 GAUGE
ELASTIC STOCKINGS

NYLON « FULL-FASHIONED « FULL-FOOTED

So sheer, they look just like regular nylons. No
over-hoseneeded. Givecom fortable, uniform support
to varicose veins, tired, aching legs. Help prevent
leg trouble during pregnancy. Colors: French Nude,
W hite, Black. Only $12.95 pair. At Drug, Dept.
Surgical Supply Stores and Dr. Scholl’s Foot Com-
fort* Shops. For booklet on Foot and Leg Care,
write DR. SCHOLL'S, Dept. E-2, Chicago 10, IIl

NEW I IN AMERICA

The Padette— 80 sheets of letter-size mixed
Pastels. Padded in the continental way— for
convenience, neatness and easy-writing.
Pastel Envelopes— 36 envelopes in mixed
pastel colors . . ady to match or mix
with pastel papers |n over a dozen bright
color combinations.

Only 3 9 9 each atstationery
counters everywhere

AStuarfHall *ss& *



LADIES'" HOME JOURNAI

At the Olsens’ in Philadelphia,

four teen-agers run the kitchen.

Of cuse we can codk” Aima Jo,
13 proudly tddne, “and Roy doestre
shaying” Their nother ad fatrer,
FarcssardHuoh, hae ful ciysanay
fran hore—de as a resicat doctar
ardressanaeidswiter. Thesetam
apadsmaregeanabuctet of $ha
weak do noet of their onn sgqarng
ad hae dedgod thair onn redpes
They know food prices intinetely, are
wptodete an rew poduats ad are
anarecinhichfoodsaretharbestbuys
tre family Sgpirg cat to s igde
adricsstotresioeto do trenatket
ing Thisnearseally isrgadaasd
aade manenvaing Not an essy taesk

By LIANE WAITE

for a 12yeardd Ead, 15 pgaes
tremoming besldedts Jeersdadad
depreed rendes hsway o tte
kitden ad aaves U with anything
from beoon ad eggs Uy Sce wp
tocombreed

Toby, 17, aofires his codkding
norereesredehous of treday, g2
ddizrgincssadedimas Thereisa
gest de= of hunor about theiracoom
dishments with trefaily vatingeech
dshasoesarafalue “They'rered
good” Faes 55 ad dtsdoanto
dimer with codeteaaficae

Here is a faaqite redpe ad meru
franeachyoung dsen—proud acoom
dishmatsoftreefor temegecads

Toby's Saucy Meat Balls prove he likes to
eat though his mind is also buzzing about
electronic gadgets and cars. “It's the great-
est,” says Earl.

Saucy Meat Balls and Spaghetti
Tossed Green Salad
Ice-Cream Sundae

Coffee or Milk

saucy Meat Bails: Chop enough aias to neke \Yz ays ad eough
gean pger oneke 2z ap Mt 2 tebdegooos butter or margaire ina
sllet Add aiias, gean pgper ad 1 peded and auded doe gadic
Cook gartly until the vegetetes are tadlr ard dightly gdden Add two
1032aue cars tavato sap, 2 of besfbaillon and 4 teegooos lenan
juce Smmer doaly. Tum 2 pouds goud beef ino a lage boal.
Masten 2 ayps breed alees with alittle nilk Speee dry. Add to tre
negt alagwith 2 utesten egs Seesnwith Y teegoon sdt, adsehof
peaer ad apinch of kedl. Mix thoroughly. Shgpe ino kells eboue tre
gze of tedetaris kdis Met 2 tedegoos dotairg inaddllet ad
bronn the net EIs afava ating fik onae dce adthen antte
dher. Tum tremcarefully. When bronned, put in acessade Pour tre
hat saue o trem Cover ad kdke in anoceate olen P F, far
D mirnues Senve with hot goedretti. Mekes 6 sanvirnos

a flavor treat you can eat and eat!

New England has long been famous as the home of real baked
beans. And “down east” in Maine they bake beans best. <:E5>
Brick Oven Baked Beans are slowly baked in real brick ovens, in
a flavor-rich brown sugar sauce with generous pieces of tender
selected pork in the traditional way. Enjoy this flavor treat with

AM5> com Relish.

Earl, with his mind on spotts, seems an un-
likely candidate to be cooking breakfast.
But his early-morning treats win him family
fame just as his success on the soccer field
won him his school letter. These French
Waffles are quick and easy, take little effort
and few dishes. Aina Jo rates them almost
higher than anything—she washes his dishes.

Orange Juice i,
French Waffles and Bacon HOW\if4»
Milk and Coffee

brick oven AMERICA

BAKED BEANS French wattles; Use breed et israfer dy ard thicdy sl Spreed

esch sck of the diceswith softaed butter. Then dip theminanidure of

Yz apilk, Zs_ligﬂyl:satmeg_gsadY\ teespomnisalt Do thisqLiddy o
SEALED OVEN-HOT IN BOTH GLASS JARS AND TINS tret the lreed is anly acetedwith the egg mixiure, ot sceled Bakeina

wdfleiron asyouwaud avefle urtl it isgdden and Sz4irg Senewith
BURNHAM & MORRILL CO., Portland, Maine

with B & M Brown Bread ngde synyp ad beamn The better redpe is eouch for 6dlices of breed



For Aina Jo'steanparties— buddinghot pizzape ard iceadd bevaages

Aim Jo admits that when she wasfirst intro-
duced to a pizza pie she was dubious, but it
looked good and smelled even better. After a
timidtry sheplungedrightinandperfectedher
recipe. Now when her friends come over they
have a pizza party using this recipe and menu.

Pizza Pie
Relishes
Fresh Fruit
Milk or Soft Drink

pizza Pie: TO Neketrea s, mixtogether 2ayos prgpared st mixard
Vi aypvater. Tum out antoafioured boerd ard kneed for abot 1nirute
Dot beafrad towark thisdough It Soddbealitieto.ch Houryour
rdling pin ad flaten tre douch ino a 16" drde Ft this ino an
auninum pizza pen neesuirg 4" aoass Qrinp the eche of the douch
ao the sdss of the pen to dd it in dacevhile the pie isbeking. Chll
while nekirg trefillirg

Filling: Saute vz ayp firdy dggoed anion ad 1 peded ad auded
doeglicin2tedegos sdad or divedl. Whilethisisaodkdng thinly
dice poud mehaars Add to tre aias ad aodk util they ae
gdden Dice ad dain 2 No. 2 s tovatoes Add themand Y\ ap
tovao e to the ddllet dag with the maTons, aion ad gadic
S with 2 teegoos nbed Italian ssesonirngs A teegoo sessoed
st, M teegoon st ad adeeh of pgyoe. Stir ad bring to asinm .
Soeed A ap gated Pamesan dese on tre ot Sooon the tanato
nmixiure over the deee Top with agairling of 1ap diced sdlam at
into weohes or strips and dicss of Mozardla desse—abat vi pourd
Baeinahat oen 45°F.,, 2025 ninues, until treaust islkronred ard

trefillirgisbudding

Roy confines his culinary efforts to sand-
wiches—big, hearty and terrific. These Hoa-
gies, as he calls them, are eaten any time.
They are made tofill the bottomless pit in a
boy's tummy.
Hoagie Sandwiches
Fruit
Milk

Hoagie Sandwiches: Sditaio" dianrdl inhelftrelagway. Beauretret
yauleaeaesdehirged You will resd it Saeed the topard bottonof
tre aut Sds with softared butter. Now start layering first letiuce, then
thinlydicadbdiled hremard afendices herd aodked eog Sxiridewith it
ad pgpa. Nt a few thin dicss of tavamn dil pdde ad dicd
Shiss deee Saeed with mstard. Mekes 1sardiich for abig gotite

LOW

ROYAL PUDDINGS

Yes, nothas . . . ROYAL
PUDDINGS aelow infat. ..
yet high in food erergy . . .
ewary ddidas sening gves
your faily al the berdfits
ofmilkPLUS 74% morefood
energy then the fresh whale
milk you meke it with

HIGH
IN
LOW FOOD
IN FAT ENERGY

onty Blue Bonnet

OF ALL LEADING MARGARINES

IN FAT...YET
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into his prepsdhod Genran-“Ein Platz wo
man spauerengehen kann."

“Oh,” sadthedak * /a The manwill ke

r‘seschoun%/
‘Oh, |z;3bahsad “l knew

ﬁm—:’db:_-sa”rem
“Would youaskhimto lookus upwhente
Hishae?” Sarley sad and tredak sniled
ad rocted “l e Edish”
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“| thirkyoudidg.itewdl,” desad
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Pt A Sar g Tt e
bods A wss
d in ae hard When e saw Sarley
ﬁrﬁ;ﬂﬁhzﬁtﬂh he stood Yo ard care tonard
“M. Sarley?’ readed
“Yes” sad Sarley. “And this is Ms.
Sarley”
“Medame” the man said boning dightly.
gr;s‘.ga/, resad “My rerreisBrst Brst

“How db you do?’ Sarley ok hads
V\nhhm ad fdt treiralike g Hity of tre

Brstddnt giphim df

narisherd athauch

herd “Ms. Sarley ad | waud like to do
scrrev\zsllqrglst ile ve are hae” e sad
“We're tdd you know sarething about
it”

Bret sniled ad hstegthwaereggedard
uee “Yes” ke sad dessatly. “lI do
Here—let e showvyou” They fdloned im
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42

1o tre window, ad loded ot a tre su-

gaud, tresecons
waeckkang but tetgsoftenountains
wae bathed inapinkdow ard the sy oier-
heed wes dill afairt

ing a tre edrare rigt, e panted aut tre
noutars “You eanhaete
thet is not much—a train goes noet of tre
\Aspr—cryamemeﬂ”eﬁrsathn

anay, bt it istre lest The Wetterhomis
rearest” He panted to a pesk thet tonered
highard shap anost dredtly over tre toan

There wes a 9t dlae “Oh,” Hizabeth
sadat lagt “WAll, what we hed in mind wes
noeofa—-"

“For begmas treWetterhomisredly tre
bet,” Brst vat an “‘l todk an Avenican
ledy o therejLst o cysap”

“l s sad Sadley. I-edeaajhsﬁrcst,
dad quiddy a Ellzabah, ad sad
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ededin 'smrh s tre eade” He e
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omuch”

“Wall, adLe

, wWhet we wae thinking
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begen but Sarley ot her
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“Wall, MosouitoReels inCdlorado, isnare
1hsmhi,” he sd q;ddy “ dinoed thet
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des ad tdd tremto ke sure to e two
peirs of heay sads “Therest of it, thehote
will do”” he carduded “They will gve you
trefoodyouvart tohaefor twodays™
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dLH

THE MARSHMALLOW PEOPLE...

Fancy marshmallows fresh-fluffed
to stay soft and tender by Campfire’s
exclusive hot-whipped process.

Look for new recipes on the packages.
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"Qure thing” ﬁﬂlt sd Hs n,}gerak
ronerersa sslage o ssful ssErst’s bt
e aoud dreedy fed the marks of the
on his snddas He cadd dso fed adi
tigteninginhisdest “Asanater offad, |
dart thirk| resdny snegter e@itte;,” resad
“l gess | ogdesd for this pat of te
trip” He put hissnester ad Hizabethisinte
nucksadk,

istre life” he sad o her. “This isthe bet
ideayoueerhed”
Seladed a hmaddy, adsadnothirng

He hed a dgaette ad then trey darted
sloMprﬂ'epahagan ardforwrat seened
likeedesshous

fdt tret his face wes an fire ad his nouth
wes tuning o lethe. Qog wWen
stoped for a bregther by a gl streem Fe
lay donn ard aupoed hisherds intre icywa

The bestsmell is bread, the

best savor salt, the best

love that of children.
GEORGE HERBERT
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ta, but befae he coud gt ary of it to his
nmouth, Brst stggosd him

“No!”” Brst sad shardy. "Never co thret!
Itwill rekeyousidk”™

“Oh,” said Sarley. He dared et thestreem
foramaovert, tatured by tresigt oftrerec
ing buddingvete, ardttenrevet hisherds
agpinardgdadredhisface Thenhesst upard
IajedatEllzaoah woee face wes ghinirng
with perspra]m “You V\attouyso"n?
headed *“You look Kind ofwarm™

“No, therks” desad “I'mfire”

“Medare is ngt” Brst sad anilirg
“Too muhaddisnogoodwhenyourehot”

Well, it felt pretty good to me, Sarley

Too much cold or not, it felt better
than anylhlng has all day.
“Whet you reed is savethirg hot,” sad

Brst “Whenwve gt to tte caan, I'll mreke
yousarehot tea”

Oh, great, =l Hot tea, and
sandpaper toast. That's all I need right now.

hed a little lundh ad tten wat an
e N e tn iy
msnge/vh:ﬁsaﬂsllllma Sariql
fourd thet he wes o lager locking aroud
him hseeswaefbedntrepathat Bret's
fedt, ad tre don dunping notion of e
dety bods hed ahypoticeffiet onhim He
aoud setre ditdes dlag both Sdes of tre
hed strgos, rons of litlewhite dotsintregray
bmnalﬁd&lhﬂew;%djsmm%
ﬁHsombeah:;Wma'g’dvgﬁnx
sae rhythm inard aut, anay ardbedk
his heart pouded heautly in his ears Brst
stoped ad Sarley dnost ran into im
(ig]_lp/\ad “There's tre
n

Hizebeth "The cabin”” ke
sad "We're a8 good a8
thae”

“So soa?’ sad Hizebeth Her face ves
ligt pupde ad disairg ad her ees
loded uraeturdl i

tan little higher with eech tack
The caai ganr‘ggym aoe tham tatdizng
themad luing teman, but reer senirg
to ot any das=:. Then firdly, when Sadley
hed sanom to hirsdlf thet hewould take fifty
noedgsad then liedoan intrenidde of
the peth they rauded atum ad saw tret

Hizabeth fdl ﬁi{EﬁrS:O’ml(]”gV\LIIH’I
bades usde o nmoe ar to

eigtmofus Sarleyfdtwdleochtotalk
gt indhed arourd Q/1h—:t rewss Iylr’gm his

md<fdohjhsr‘sn:ism'c$ isstoradch ad

ladedupat tresraky adlirgard todkadssp

“WAI” hresad “I’ll bet et wes noreex
aasethenGaogeWdtasgisinayear.”
ﬂ”erevmahnpasEllzabethsidymr’e‘

ttey mug “Oh shutup” desad

After avhile as his stragth retumed <till
nore, Sarley stood W advat oer totre

MAN..NOW YOU'RE
MAKING REAL COFFEE

STRONG

UNIVERSAL

If you’re longing for real coffee
with that satisfying aroma and
full-bodied flavor, you need a
Universal Coffeematic! Only
Coffeematic makes perfect

coffee to your taste time after time.
Just set it and forget it. Coffeematic
brews to perfection, signals when
ready and keeps coffee at serving
temperature without increasing

the strength. Enjoy the finest
coffee you ever tasted, get a

new Universal Coffeematic today!

with the FLAVOR-SELECTOR

Deluxe ten-cui; model $ 0095

Chrome on solid copper
Others, $14.95 to S32.95

UNIVERSAL



D-Scholl's s v o « s

so kind to
troubled

So engagingly trim tool

You’ll quickly discover what real walking
ease is like when you step out in your first
pair of supremely comfortable, foot-flattering
Dr. Scholl’s Shoes. Made over Dr. Scholl’s
scientifically designed lasts, their glove-like,
foot-cradling fit makes them ever so kind to
your feet. No "breaking-in” discomfort.

Dr. Scholl’s Shoes are made in all sizes for
all types offeet. Expertly fitted at Dr. Scholl’s
Foot Comfort* Shops in principal cities and
selected Shoe and Department Stores. If not
obtainable locally, write for catalog to Dr.
Scholl's, Inc., Dept. J58, Chicago 10, Illinois

MONEY...

In Your Spare Time

tine inare can help gl meet
mgﬁ Write for details
ptionsdlingplan I\bdd@um

CURTIS CIRCULATION COMPANY

331 Independence Square, Phila. 5, Penna

CULOTTES do
all the work!

3.99
Perfect fashion
B "”1“%%

R I

ease O an

b
)
FEI\N{ WE

Dept. LH-5
95 Fifth Ave.,
New York 3, N. Y.

See

for  SOUTH DAKOTA DEPT, of HIGHWAYS

fold6é1 H U4 Dixon, Pub. Dir., Pierre, S. Dak.

windoward loded at. Neer trecsbintrare

of bereradk but fartrerypwareEides  your
gfrg;iu/\( adten thg1Lp£I’ECIUdSEE
tre hilliat white eqarse tret naked te
sowfidds reer tre peek The peekitsdfves
atofsgt ,
The door gared ard Brst care in He
\';\essﬁlirgiriisame}mmgge adin
snas\efirmasvesati oner. He
Mdfhsr’etadgﬁ\eﬂr%gc?/\sm Eliza
tﬁh ‘For mreckne” hesad “An
, therkyou,” Bizabethsaid vu1h1ha
varysnest” SepLt
I'decfha‘shrta’dsnm.p Tlivneeritasa
gjodluktdm desad
Brst boned digtly, then tumed to Sen
ley. “Sonitwill betine for supoe;,” hesad
"And then you ard nedae can dep Yo
thee’—he panted to a lacder tHet led p
agyaeldeinteadling—"“ad |
ST & Il Gery o & per?” Serd
italitie 7’
aad Iajar’gathsvﬁm Itshm—:dﬁ\%
mirnutes pest four, “That teakind of filled e
upofor tretirebaing”
“WE Il eetinanhour or g patgps” Brst
sad “But it Sodd beeady, beease e gt

will

W agginat three”
“At hreeinthemorning 2" Sarleysadin
aaijaﬂy.
"Oh, yes e hae to gt to tre sunmit by
adt, Dtretvecnte atofttesov

ﬁqtﬁfaeﬂ'es,n\wmsrt In tre cay,
ﬁ’emvsvxmnﬂ'ﬂeaemnes

“l s sadaa’iey, ditr apaee “W,
yau nake sy waee yau thirk we
agttohaeit ten”

They ae , ad then Sarley ad Hizax
thdmmu”elaihlrtoﬂ”em.rkyldt
aoe Therewssalireof sravnatiressesan
trefloor, ad they cosered two of themwith
Harkets thet Bret bed gven tham then
moe Hadets araud trensshes
lay doan Sarley wes adepanost im
nedatdy, but heande sare tine late ad
reard Hizebeth tossirg ad roening in tre
goud her tegth ad hmmig‘aj M'Eefiyﬁ
i

ad when ke reeded aut ad touded her
S‘“‘d%?;;‘éemsg“&%? bty
n

g:'dv‘asq;e; with %

shinnganhim a’dmvsastcxd‘nrghs
am Err‘st‘sma—:‘ssd “Time to gt 3

ply,

e dirgtteladder addurprgaacsstre
floor bdlon Sarley st Yo ad reeded ot
tonard Hizebeth

“It'sdl rigt,” desad “I'mangde”

They ahot beddest by tre ligt of a
lage kacae Iaﬂ%ﬂ ad then uﬂ”(g

Brst'ssyoenisan becpntoput onthar

heawy dathing Hizebeth did not Flt
breddaet; sl'evsssugtllmazla'dslet ad
a8 Sarley vaded her lresawinher gestre
Iakoffcu.xs thedegpaaatration to bury
Rt iyt oo BpetreL e
it tiretreyvatana
returd in eeything de dd, but her mird
wes aord franhe body. He
tied tocatchher geard grile et her, or do
sethirgtret rda(fﬁjustalmle bt
de vas novirng nedencdly ad without
a‘ypatqﬁmdayhrgamfdm

Bmrst tookagval
fddrg lantem fran his ndsadk goared it
W, irstedacade ad ligtdit Thenkhe
edinpised trelacae latemard
trecebindoar, ad they at inotre
ngt Itwasa:ld, ut tresywesdear, ad

drectly osateed oodd sedas 'I‘rey
fdloned the dararg light of Bret’slittie lan
tem aooss te ﬁdd of rads

BEmst

“All rigt,” hesad “Nowwe pit an tre
rqees” He udled his legh of rgpg, ad
tied ae ed aroud Hizebethiswast. Then
e tied it araud Sarleys vad, ad tren
arourd hisonan “Nowy” he sad to Sarley,

“mekeaadl like ths’—hretok in hree ar
four logos of dadk lire—*“ad hdd tret in
hard Thet way, if mechre shoudd fall,
&a@ﬂd Ietaxﬂ'eslaj<a’dbaEerself
treliregestigt | dottessneincse

youshaudfal. Do youudastad?’
, ad he dudred te

“Yes,” sad Sarl
adl oflireinhis|

They trudbed on thachtredadc
ress ard gadLdlly tre dssphlueHadk of tre
ngt beogen to

of tre lager rujg;’éhkaags%

e

vgde Then thae wae pades of i

gay, ad trey fdt tre aocasa =
sowbaesththar fest Bret’slantemgain

Wed light aeed of them bt Sadey fourd

thet hewss ede to seefairly wdll wi it

Then tre sky begen 1o lighten frangay o

THEHRT
AIES HOME

By JESSE STUART

Though you are there tonight
and | am here
You must not doubt my heart
does not fly home
To you when autumn leaves are
brown and sere
And stars are bright as honey
in the comb.
Designs of leaves are in the dress
you wear
As you walk where the
autumn leaves jump down
From tall treetops into your
autumn hair.
There sere leaves fall until
earth wears a gown.
After awalk you sit before the fire
Feeling the cheerful heat from
oak and pine.
Reading a book till midnight,
then retire
To a clean, cool bed in a home
that's yours and mine.
If wheels will roll on rails of
shining steel
And wings will climb up
mountains of bright wind.
Soon | shall be with you where
we can feel
The time is now ami leave the
past behind.

Hueg ad suddanly the white peeks araurd
them tock an a faint dow Brst stojoed
Hewat tre lantem ad fdded it ad put it
in his nidsadk Then he todk His aanpos
ad themto his boas ad wen
Mwﬂﬁimmmﬂ?g”emm
ingoedted themto nelke sure waeti

Good, resad “Now we mst teal%fe

The mEt becanre SegE, ad sovad
lcelayrruemddya”m'gﬂ'em Wéering

tre qanpos it wes e/ O
wak an tre sow bt Brst guided ttem
dag rody rides an which Sarley sum
Hed sagd tines ad are ke dnost fdl
donn I-Elode:iaEllzaHha’dsmlaj ad
si'esmledqjddyadwﬂmeqagm

Byﬂ'euma sonfidds it

ad I'H:HD
O e 'm/ g e trem

V\as a dazzhrg V\hte ad em thraugh tre
dassestrey fdt anirsimtive desretosoint
They dinbed esen nare donly, talkdirg fre
gatredts Qe Saleyladeda hswath
thinking thet it must ke about noon, ardsaw
thet it wes ot quite saen It ssnedtohim
}_frrgl'erajtm'ldinﬁrgﬁ:rmﬂdhsaﬂt

IADIES" HOME JOURNAL

FArdly, & the ad of an inEmirede
gretchof domrationdinting theyreeded
agvdl dateau just bdow the sunmit, ard

%ﬁitomst hey st an all of

loded aacss & te

whdh, dthogh aot for niles anay,
laded asthouch they could st touch it
To thar right, the dateauran far ahurored
yads o 9 ad thentre sunmit of e Vet
tahonjuted sraigt inbo threair, likeadee
de of disterirgice surely he isn't going to
take us up that, Sarley thougt There isn't
roomfor oneperson on top o fit, much less three.
This is probably as high as we go, right here.
And that's all right with me too. As o fthis very
minute, I've had enough climbing to last mefor
a long time.
Bretstoodup “All rigt” Fesaid “Onto
tretop”
Sarley loded at Hizabeth ad sawvthret
dewss olae tass assdehed e bt
samed dnost aodedy daed Se
j wp, ad dseed the sow fran her
d ad gmiled a himas they dated tre
slo/\mdkalcssﬂ”e ateeus He hedroicea

inhe,
b,trevxssgedrtmjl'mggﬁ

enagh o thirk ebat in hinslf, V\lﬂ”ﬂ_t
womying ebout her. Although ﬁ'glwslla:i
\.eyslcwy refourd tret rewss bresthirgin
gams ad as an acted prddembevies
r%ndadqnaulsm' antrehsd of
hsng't thougt briefly of sievirgan
ﬂeﬂam;aﬂlanrg&ﬂad&Mg)
ontotretogn but wes dsgsted with hinsalf

When trey reedred the sides of tre sunnit,
Bret todkhsaxard atagvdl ndeintre
i tenae doeit, ad tenhe put ae
fot intrefirt nide adahad intreses
ad adat athird higer yo Sarley fd-
loned im with ae of his hards avays in
the nide bdow Bret’s foot, ad Hizabeth
fdloned Sarley in tre sene name. Actur
dly, &m@ﬂecﬂ"ﬁhrdddmb

eaymn
Lrgcrsq adﬂ'ﬂ?e/radﬂ‘eunqeiéaﬁdm
ing tre ice wall, hudhing their soddas
acpiret the shonea of dips franmBrst’'s ax
Qnoe, Wenit sened thet they must beneer
tretop Sarleylodked doan, addl hecaud
sewsswhite, shining ice thet drggped anay
into nothing sevard thousard fest bdlov He
dcm:lhsgesaddu‘gtoﬂ”evﬂl adfa
amaret rethogt (?Jngtolcmhs
dace ad fal Trm tre ness pessed]
ad he qured Hiseyes ut redid nat ladk
donn acain He daredat treaydtds oficein
fé(t;t im ardat Brst’'sdogjust aboehis

Thentredoed addataano
et Sarley fdtatug anttre lirearaurd his
wvagt, adbrst plledhimup oer trerimof
tre suit ad shodk his herd. Sanley st
doan while Bret lifted Hizabeth o ad
shodkher by treherd, ard thenthey dll three
aadd in the biting wind an g,
roucked peekk ad loded aut et tre world
bdovtrem As far sstteycoud s ad in
dl dredias ware row dfter row of white,

ir Li alvays

They loded like the surface of astomy s
with tre lires of white bredlas duming
apiret ae aothe. Directly bdony ad 0
doeit ssnad to bednost a thair fest, wes
agrdl duster of ousssthet wes Gindelwald

adbeyadthet, intrefar ddae waetre
ldesof Ineraen

ceged ad thenwss quiet while
de loded dl acud Ben thraugh sow
dasss Sarley codd s tret her gesvae
bright, andher mouthwas el inasrrie
ofwakr. “Itstrencetii 1hrg
eﬂsmlnallnylrfe”sl"esadatlast st
ladk dading Look]"
M krcw e redied “It's sovethirg dl

"Savething?’ de sad “Sorethirng? It's
everythlngl

K, everything” hesad “Wheteveryau

BIaG’Tt)OJlmpressed?D]"I'tyCUﬂ’]r'k
it'sbreath-taking ?"
"Of coursdl | thirk itswoderf.”
Hizabeth gegpad again ard thenwes aLiet
CONTINUED ON PAGE 162
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SCHOOLS, COLLEGES AND CAMPS

THESE ADVERTISERS WILL BE GLAD TO SEND BULLETINS AND ARRANGE

LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL, 555 FIFTH AVENUE. NEW YORK

Girls’ Camp

< Forgirls6-1

ul Lake Glen-

burnie, N.Y. MiTe-long private ore Al water Sports. 95-

acre woodland campsite. Little theatre—professional staff.

Riding, riflery. tennis, arts, crafts. 3 age groups. Resident
nurse. Brother camp——Adirondack for Boys—near

Mr. &Mrs. John E. Donat, 15 Walnut Hill Rd., Orange, Conn.

Girls’ Schools

Since 1894 a school of distinctive pur-

Penn Hall
Accredned/frep school. 192-acre campus “a little nprth
of Dixie Iso Junior College. A. A. or A. S. degree in 2
yrs. Coliege transfer or specialized career courses. Mod-
ern buildings. Swimming pool, riding, golf on campus.
Dr. C. G. Frantz, Pres., Box W, Chambersburg, Pa.
Glrls grades 6-12.
accredited
Cnllege preparatory, art, music, home econnmlcs secretar-
al. Small classes. Individual guidance. 300-acre campus,
modern stone buildings, suburban Phila. Separate dorms for
younger girls. Sports, riding. Gymnasium. Est. 1910. Catalog.
Arnold E. look, Ph. D., Pres., Newtown Square 14, Pa.

1, Friends' school for Girls. Empha-
wok viiove St Bleparstiortor Coilege and BTy
cious, Purposeful Living. Music. Art. Speech. Grades
7-12. Broadening interests of mlernalmnal enrollment.

Riding_included. Indoor ring, Winter Sports Featured
underExperts. Beautiful new fireproof Q uadrangle.

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Owen, Box 128, Vassalboro, Maine

Girls. Grades 4-12.

Resident and day.
Accredited preparation for college. Music, art. dramatics,
dancing; secretarial. Daily chapel, family life emphasized:
Sports. 20-acre campus. Modern buildings. Est. 188
Catalog Miss Evangeline Lewis, Headmlslress‘
5126 Baltimore National Pike, Baltimore 29, Md.

year 'round climate. Open air classes. Music, art. dra-
matics, secretaryship. Character and personality devel-
oped in friendly home life. Sports, riding. Endowed.
Uimited enroliment. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin,

Ph.D., Principal, 4701 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas

Hewlett School

On Long Island Girls 8-18. Established 1915. Accredited
by N . Regents. College prep 8cgeneral courses. M u

sic, Arl Small friendly classes. Field trips FuII sporls
program. Riding, tennis. Shore-frontcampus. 50 m

Jeanette J. Sullivan, Headmistress, East Islip, LI., NY.

Girls' School
Switzerland

Preparatory 8 Finishing school for girls 13-21. College
Board preparation in English. Languages, home econom-
igs, secretarial courses. Optional_winte summer at
G3tand. Tours to ltaly, Prance: Established 1880 Sum-
mer Sossion June—September, pr. A. L. Jobin, Principal

Special School
The Training School at Vineland, NJ.

An adventure in happiness for retarded cslow-leaming boys
Bogirls, 6-21 yrs. (min, 4-yr. soctal, mental level). Summer
program June 30- 29.'Cottage living. All’ therapies.
Brofessional staif. Hospital, lake, pools. farth on 1600 acres.
Write Box L, The Training School at Vineland, N. J.

Dramatic Arts

greparalmn for §la €,
creen, TV Radio.
Th Senior Y ear public
performances on B'way. 2 yr. day courses approved for
Korean Veterans. Part-time évening courses. Saturday Teen
groups. Summer Sch. Rm.i95, 245 West 52nd St., N.Y. 19

Business & Secretarial

mall classes Work-
Sludy I{)Ian Cnllege Ilfe Soclal alhlellc activities. In resi-
dential area. Earn B.A. ree in mos. in

Natounting. G enafal Businese. Saies Manajorent. AR, in
executive, medical, legal, secretarial; court reporting. G.I
approved. Catalog. Registrar J, Milwaukee 10, Wisconsin.

For women. Professional sec-
rial training “combined
with advantages of living-in-Boston avaiiable (o H
graduates. 2-yr. Medical. Legal, Executive courses. lyr
G a2 R e ditant Tociies with Cultural social pro-
gram at Franklin Square House. W rite for cata
Dr. G. I. Rohrbough, Pres., 440 Beacon St., Boston 15 Mast.

d! B.S. degree in 20r 3 yrs. Profes-

Dryani Ldiew?  Sonalieing 3or subineds Risa

ership. Business Administration: Acctg., Management,

Marketing. Exec. Secretarial: Admin., Legal, Acctg., Med:

Business Teacher- yrs. 1-yr. Sec’l Diploma. Coed.
dorms. Vetappr. 95th yr. Sept.,

25 bldgs., eb entrance.
Catalog:  Ruth West, Bryant College, Providence 6, R. 1.
N il L. Secretarial Outstanding trainin
Katnanne Vitobs $HoetanialQuistanding raining.
Secretarial, Liberal Arts-Secretarial (wg years). Special
Colrse for Collegs Women. Residences. Fof catalog write

Admissions Dean, Boston 16, 21 Marlborough St.; New
York 17,230 Park Ave., Montclair, N.J., 33 Plymoulh St.;
Providence 6, 155 Angell St

SHORTHAND

Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 120 words
per_minute, No symbols: no machines. Uses
ABC's. Easiest to learn, write, transcribe. Lowest
cost. Over 350,000 graduates. Typing available.
35th Year. Write for FREE booklet to

Boys’ Camps
Farragut Naval Camps

summer of adventure on Toms River. Boys 8-18 in 3 age
groups. Trips on 63-ft. flagship. 42 land and water activi-
ties, Modern buildings. 2 gyms. 2 athletic fields. Approved

summer school program availabie. Write for catalog.
Farragut Naval Camps, Box ABC, Toms River, New Jersey
The Qldest private Camp. 68th year,

luiew lia Lake W innipesaukee, N. H. For bo
5 i iions: 8 weeks B40n Mo ewiras Riding. Saiiig,
canoe, mountain trips. Golf, riflery, archery, speedboat,
water'skiing, aquaplaning, music, titoring. Mature staff.
Doctor, nurse. Cabins. Booklet. Mr. and L. D. Roys,
375 Ofis Street, West Newton 65, Massachusetts

Coeducational School
The Arnold School

Work, study, play program . Stress on fundamentals. Thor-

ough college pre aration: alio general, aqriqultural courses.
atmosphere. 165 acres. Operating farm

Sports, hobbies for all 27th year. W rite for catalog.
Nathan H. Arnold, E. Pembroke, Mass.

College

Admissions Dean, 126 Beacon St., Boston 16, Mass.
Junior Colleges

Virgil College for women. Lib-
eral Arts and Career Courses. Music, Art, Drama, Radio,
Journalism, 2-year Nursing, Home Economics,
Education, Retailing, Secretarial. Elevatio
Sports, riding, gym, pool. Est. 1884. Inclusive rate 81250.
Catalog. Dif. Adm., Intermont, Box 102, Bristol, Va.

Marjorie Webster Junior College
Accredited. 2-yr. terminaland transfer courses. A.A. de
Lib. Arts; Phys. Ed.; Kindergarten; Secretarial; Med.
Secretarial; Speech; Dramatics, Radio, TV; Music; Art;
erchandising. Pool, gym. Suburban Campus. Catalog.
Box H, Rock Creek Pork Estates, Washington 12, D. C.

Averett College
Forguls fully accreﬂlled Transfer lermmal leeraIArts
Secre:
larlal med. sec’l. Muslc arl drama Indlvldual allemmn
smallclasses.Spurts‘pool,gym,Endowed.QBthyr Catalog’
Curtis Bishop, President, 424 W. Main St., Danville, Va.

Fine A Applied Arts
American Academy of Art

Practical courses in Commercial & Fine Art. Faculty of in-
ternational reputation. Story, Advertising 8 Fashion Illus.;
Lettering, Layout, Painting: Placement Service. Vet ap-
proved. Coed. Summer term beginsJune 23. Frank H.Young,
. Dept. 958, 30 East Adams Street, Chicago 3, IIl.

Ray-Vogue Schools

Commercial Art, Photography, Interior Decoration. Dress

Design. Fashion Merchandising with Modeling. Fashion
Illustration. Coed. Attractive residence for girls. Enter 1st
Mon. each mo. W rite Registrar. Room 706. Specify course.
Ray-Vogue Schools, 750 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11

Medical Technology
College of Medical Technology

Medical Technician Training. Also X -Ray. G raduates in de-
mand; excellent pay. Free nation-wide piacement, Approved

Dorms. Athletics. Coed. Courses 3 to 15 months.
Write for Catalog L giving year of high school gradua-
tion. 1900 LaSalle Avenue, Minneapolis 3, Minnesota

Franklin School of Science & Arts
National!
nology—
ical Secrelav¥—12 months. Top paying puslllons walllng
Coed. Free Placements. Approved. Founded 1919. Send

for Catalog A. 251 S. 22nd St Phila. 3, Pa.

Northwest Institute of Medical Labora-

egree.

3418 E. Lake Street, Minneapolis 6, Minn.

Home Study Schools

ECRETARIAL
TRAINING

11 you are now In the business world. you have discovered thatyou
have "kno to advance and make more money
B satishiad with 5 Toutine office Job When you can, easily. B
stady in, your spare time, qualify for a Stenographic or Sectetarial
career, We guide you s(eF by Step_in Gregg Shorthand, Typing,
é;llsh Personality Development. Filing. Secretarial Accounting,
other subjects to_help you qualify for an executive secretarial
o stenographic_position. Low cost—easy terms. Opportunities are
everywhere today. Send for FREE booklet, "LaSalle Stenographic-
Secretarial Training.* No obligation

LASALLE Extension University « 417 So. Dearborn St.
A Correspondence Institution Dept.SS-14S,Chicago 5.1lI.

HIGH SCHOOL al HOME
You can still finish High School—at home, in your Bpare time
No interference with job, or social life. Win more pay. a better
job, social recognition. Take only the subjects you need. Com-
plete lesson and answer service. Personalized instruction. Low
cost. Diploma to gradua
1p C s oldest ang Iar%est (257 courses). Write today for 3
. free books: age "How to Succeed,” (2) sample
ésson (Math), (3) Career Catalogue—mdicate course desiTed.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
SCRANTON 15, PENNA DEPT. 39196D

home with famous Calvert School-

ome Courses. Kindergarten—8th grade. Accredited.

Easy-to-follow teaching manual; lessons, books, supplies.

No experience needed. Guidance by Calvert teachers. Start
any time. 52nd year. Catalog. Give age. school grade.

Calvert School, 855 E. Tuscany Rd., Baltimore 10, Md.

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Prepares
for college entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied.
Diploma awarded. Credit for H.S. subjects already com-
pleted. Single subjects if desired. Free Bullet

American School, Dept. H53, Drexel at Sslh‘ Cmcago 37

PERSONAL INTERVIEWS

IN WRITING, MENTION YOUR REQUIREMENTS
IV, NEW YORK

Boys’ Schools

STAUNTON

MILITARY ACADEMY
In Beautiful Shenandoah Valley.

Thorough college preparation;
fuIIy accredited. “Individual guld-

Pool; Fine health record. |re-
groof buildings. Separate Junior

chool Illus lalu? write Supt.

Staunton, Va.
BASIC COURSE R. .C. B
U.S. ARMY INSTRUCTORS.

all colleges, service academies. Small classes. Individual
guidance. Music. Dairy and animal husbandry. Semi-
milltary. Sports. 80 horses; 2 gyms, Indoor pool. 535-avre
country campus near Baltimore. Est. 1873. Catalo

Robert L. Lamborn, Ed. D., Box 117, McDonogh, Maryland

Massanutten Military Academy
59thyr. Accredited. New Dorm & classrooms. Small classes.
College Preparatory. Supervised study. ROTC. Band. Rifle
team. Riding, Tennis, Football, Baskemall Baseball Ath
letics forall. Gym, Pool. Grades 6-12. Cata og Col. R.
Benchoff, Hdmr., Woodstock 4, Va. (Shenandoah val.)

Gordon Military College

Accredited. Grades 8-12. Also two years college. ROTC

trains for military or civilian leadership. Supervised

study Sllmulalmg activities program. 350 acres. Golf, all

sports, pool. 8995 inclusive rate. Founded 1852. Catalog.
Col. C. L. Harris, President, Barnesville, Georgia

some Christian All
sports. Summer School.

Col. Joseph H. Cosby, Pres.,
Admiral Farragut Academy

influence, Separate Junior School.
Founded 1909. Catalo
Box L, Chatham Virginia

unior Schools. Testing, guidance for college and career,
iports, boats; bands. Summer camp and school. Catalog.
Adm. Farragut Academy, Box AB, Toms River, New Jersey

Manlius

Founded 1869, For boys. Accredited.
college preparation estU.S. Army rating for
0'years. 126-acre campus Remedia reading. Sports.
Bland. Summer session. Tutbriai assistance. Ca
Robert A. Weekes, The Manlius School, Manllus. NLY.

Bordentown Military Institute

Fully accredited College preparatory and general courses.
Aviation. Outstanding record of college entrance. ROTC.
Boys taught how to study; small classes; individual atten-
tion. All sports. Junior School. 77th yr. Summer session.
Write for catalog. Registrar, Bex 305, Bordentown, N. J.

The Miller School of Albemarle

Miilitary. Grades 5-12. College preparatory plus industrial
arts, iron 8twood working, auto mechanics, machine shop
8t electricity. Endowed. Inclusive rate 81200. Sports. New
gym. 1500 acres. Near Charlottesville. 80th year. Catalog.

Col. W. Hugh Flannagan, Dept. L, Miller School P.O., Va.

Grades 7-12. Complete

Col. F. R. Williams, 10603 Biscayne Blvd., Miami 38, Fla.

FORK UNION

1ESUBJE<
ool rades

Tooredited, ROTE hlgh_l_F—UTs Tating
buildings. 2 complefely equipped %yms 2
W indoar poofs. Spléndid envirgrmen
{health record. Junior. School |
) TRl o e, s,
Holsemothers. 60t year UB-
A VAN bookiet and catalog. write
Dr.J.C.chker Box 865, ForkUnion,Va.

Fishburne Military School

A distinguished military school for the young man seri-

ously concerned with making adequate preparallon for

collége entrance. Accredited since 1897. -

Highest ROTC rating. Summer School. erle 'orcalalog
Colonel E. P. Childs, Jr., Box E, Waynesboro, Virginia

Augusta Military Academy

“The Friendly School.” Distinguished ROTC school |n

Shenandoah Valley. Jr. 8 Sr. visions. Boys 8-20 -

credlled graduales in leading colleges. All sports—| oul
ym. 1400 acres. Family owned since 1742. Rate 81200.

Calalug, coi. Charles S. Roller, Box J, Fl. Defiance, Va.

The Sewanee Military Academy
Division Univ. of the South. Fully accredited. Grades 8 -12.
Small classes. Individual attention. Boys Taught to Study
TCHighest Rating. All sports; gym. indoor pool. 10,000~
acre mountain domain. Episcopal. 91st year. Catalog
Col. Craig Alderman, Supt., Box L, Sewanee, Tennessee

Accredited.
67th yr. Near Skyline Drive. Prepares for college through in-
tensive study methods. Fireproof dormitory includes class
rooms, swimming pool. Superior equipment. 70 miles from
W ashington. Write for catalog and “Your »
Col. John C. Boggs, President, Box H, Front Royal, Va.

Tennessee Military Institute

le P12NNing to atiend engineering schools and leading
olle

jun .
8-12.Small classes. Summer School. 85th year. Catalog.
Colonel C. R. Endsley, Jr., Pres., Box 810, Sweetwater, Tenn.

RIVERSIDE

#meets todays
educational challenge

ear marks intensified ACADEMIC PRE-
NESS program for students of good or above
averagle ability to advance to higher levels in Funda-
mentals including Mathematics, Sciences, and Foreign
Language. This program which begins at 7th grade
also permits capable, interested students to enter at
8th, 9th and 10th grade levels (11th and 12th filled).
Boys learn to study through small classes and inter-
ested men teachers. Students advance in each subject
according_to their ability under flexible grouping-
increases interest.

Military training develo s Ieadershlp and s¥slemalic
habits of study” and Sports with expen
coaching. Rifle’team. and Glee Club, Soclal Life.
Modern brick buildings, Swimming Puol

Superior achievement records in College and Life.
For catalog and “Why Fundamentals Early,” write

125th
PARE

Carteret School

Supsrior College prep. Accredited. Lst Grade to College.
gmall classes, Broper siudy habits, Reading Techniques:
hops. Homelike dormitofy. Large 0 acres atop
Orange Mt. Moderate rate. New York trips 20 miles.
Request booklet E-16. Carteret School, Weil Orange, N.J.

W iLfarel College Preparatory School for Boys.
1V Ilirora Famous for its teaching since 1916,
Grade

$8-12, Homogeneous grouping in small classes helps
develop g00d Stidy Nabits, aSsures maximum achievement.
Full_athletic program and extra-curricular _activities.
Music. Spacious campus. Summer session July 7. Catalog:
William D. Pearson, Headmaster, Milford 12, Connecticut

Worcester Academy

entrance exams. Graduates in engineering, scientific

schools. Grades 8-12. Preference given 5uungfernoys as col-

lege pressure requires thorough prep. Only few 1’yr. boys

accepted. Nat’l. enrlmt. Est. 1834. Sporis. Headmaster,
nS. Piper, Jr., 105 Providence St., Worcester, Mass.

0 8. Thorough ground-
ing in suujecLsi anticipating couege preparatory study on
same cam sis on fundamentals. Flexible pro-
Gam for each boy develops good habits of concentration.

parate classes, dormitories, activities. Remedial instruc:
tion. Arthur J. Sheriff, Headmaster, Cheshire, Connecticut

Morgan Park Military Academy

Superior academic program under inspiring faculty. College

preparatory, fully accredited, small classes, grades 4-12
oTC; Rifle Team, Flying, swimming, Band, ATt
Music. Drama. Shop. Sports; téams forall. 86thyr. Catalog.

Supt., Box 1058, Morgan Park, Chicago 43, lllinois
Western Military Academy

Develops a desire to succeed. Emphasis on self-confidence,
self-direction.” how-to-study. ~ Small "classes, -guidance:
Grades 7-12. Career analysis. Jr.-Sr. R.O.T.C. All ath-
letics: riding, pool. 80th yr. Near St. Louis. Catalog

Col. Ralph B. Jackson, Supt., Bax L-5, Alton, lllinois

St. John’s Military Academy ScSme’*?

gonfident men. Accredited college preparation under the
famous si. John's System. Grades 7-12.Inspired teachin
Smallclasses. individual aitention, Reading Clinic. ROT
Fireproof dorms. All sports. Summer Camp. Tith year.

Catalog Dir. of Admlssmns, Box 358, Delofield, Wis.

Missouri Military Academy jflofffiS!
70th yr. Grades 5-12. Fully accredited. Sr.ROTC. Friendly,
inspifing teachers. Essentially college prep. Small c*

Col. C. R. Stribling, 978 Main St., Mexico, Mo.

Wentworth Mllltary Academy
s

f businessand

ted here.
4-yr. High School:separate 2-yr. Cnllege Adarsa s RoTe:
CAA flying. Modern bidgs.. country club. S eioran: pool.
Summer school; also younger boys’camp. 79th yr. Catalog.

Col.J. M. Sellers, 1858 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo.

Kemper Military School

Approved ROTC. All sports, pool; flying. 114th yr. Cata-
I°R.  Djr. Of Admissions, 1658 Third St., Boonville, Mo.

Howe Military School

cademic training in spiritual environment. Accredited
preparatory business. Potential Achievement Rating gives
individual goal. Jr. school. Sr. ROTC. Sports. New dorms
and pool. Episcopal. Est. 1884. Summer Camp. Catalog.
Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., 1758 Academy Place, Howe, Ind

Villanova Preparatory School
Boys' Residential Catholic High School. Est. 1924. College
Preparalory Fully Accredited. 9th to 12th Grades. 131 Acre
Cal {) Healthful Climate. Near Santa Barbara. All
Sports. Fall Term Registration Now.

Augustinian Fathers, Route 2, Box 10, Ojai, California

Army and Navy Academy

One of the Nation's finest Preparatory Schools. Fully ai
credited. Located immediately on the ocean 80 miles suulh
of LosAngeles. Camp Pacific—Summer Camp. Catalogues

Colonel W. C. Atkinson, Box J, Carlsbad, California

MTITIT
ACADEMY

Health and interest assured by Spring and Fall in Georgia mountains. Winter at

Hovaio0d By e Seh. El0raR 2w Complote school plants,
Outdoor sports year Tound. Attendance from 35 s
u

each with all facilities.
oY preparation forai ollogEs, Also bogt Graduate Dept, Constant as-

sociation wl(h selected teachers who live and eat with cadets. Weekly reports. ROTC

6 MONTHS IN BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAINS

3 WINTER MONTHS NEAR MIAMI
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like a
tightly wrapped bud. But, petal by petal,
you will help the future unfold in your
child. Sobering idea, isn’'t it? Makes a
thoughtful parent resolve to begin saving
now for the richer future a good education

he is

can provide. And what better way to save
than with U. S. Savings Bonds? Where
nothing can harm that education fund.
W here saved dollars earn 3Vi% interest
when Bonds are held to maturity. And
where saving is surer—because you can
buy Bonds regularly where you bank or
automatically through the Payroll Savings
Plan where you work. W hy don’t you start
your Bond program today? Make life more
secure for someone you love.

The U. S. Government does not -payfor this advertisement. It is donated by this publication
in cooperation with the Advertising Council and the magazine publishers of America.

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 160

After a couple of minutes, Ernst stood up.
“All right,” he said. “Time to start back.”

“I never want to leave here,” Elizabeth said,
as she got to her feet. “1°d like to build a house
here, and spend the rest of my life.” She looked
at Ernst. ""Of course you’d always be wel-
come,” she said. ""Whenever you want to
come.”

Ernst laughed. “It would be an honor,” he
said. Then he took the rope that was around
her waist, and held it tightly. “Now, it is dif-
ferent going down,” he said. "*Going down, we
face out, away from the mountain.”

Stanley watched Elizabeth obediently turn
around and sit down, with her feet hanging
over the edge. Then she slid down, and Ernst
held the line tight until she found a foothold,
and he paid it out slowly until she had de-
scended a few feet. Then he beckoned to Stan-
ley, and handed him the coil of line. Stanley
sat on the edge, and felt his own line tighten,
and he groped desperately for a step, trying
not to look below him. I can't look down again,
he thought. If1 look down again, I'lIfall. Then
he felt his foot catch in a step, and Ernst low-
ered him slowly, but he could not find the next
step. “Easy,” Ernst’s voice said from above.
“Easy.” Then he found the next step, and
Ernst lowered him some more, and then he
was able to lean against the ice and go down
by himself, still not looking. Ernst must have
sensed his problem, because the line around
Stanley’s waist remained tight.

When they reached the plateau, Stanley was
able to relax a little, but the blister on his heel
was beginning to bother him, and as he walked
he experimented with differ-
ent positions of his foot, to
try to ease the friction.
Elizabeth, on the other
hand, was like a little girl
going to a party. She was
almost lightheaded with
merriment, and she walked
considerably faster than was
comfortable for Stanley. He
was completely unable to
understand the change in
her, and for some reason it
annoyed him that she should be so gay while
he was beginning to feel the effects of the climb.
If she was going to be surly part of the time,
she ought to be surly the whole time, he
thought. She ought to make up her mind one
way or the other—either she likes to climb
mountains or she doesn't.

After they had been going down for about a
half hour, a new discomfort appeared. Stanley
found that, in making the steep descent, he
was in fact pushing up with his legs, as though
walking backward, and was using a completely
new set of muscles. The fronts of his thighs,
from his knees to his hips, began to ache, and
then actively to pain him, and the cramps in
his legs eventually blotted out the searing pain
of the blister on his heel. He tried all different
ways of walking, but none did any good, and
ahead of him Elizabeth kept the line constantly
taut, as she skipped along down the icy trail.
Stanley ground his teeth and cursed, and tried
to keep his balance. Once, going along a rocky
ledge, he turned his ankle, staggered, and top-
pled to one side, but before he could fall there
was a sharp jerk around his waist, and he was
snapped back into a standing position. He
looked behind him, and saw that Ernst had
leaped like a goat onto a higher rock, set his
feet wide apart, and was tugging on the line.
Stanley smiled weakly, and Ernst relaxed,
grinned, and came back onto the trail, coiling
the slack in the line as he did.

They took off their crampons while still in
the snow fields, and Elizabeth found that she
could simulate skiing by running a short way
down a slope, then bracing both feet, and slid-
ing stiff-legged. The first time she did this she
pulled Stanley off balance, and they both fell
heavily in the snow. She came up laughing.
“That was fun!” she said. “Let’s do itagain!”

“Listen, let’s have some warning before you
do that,” Stanley snarled. “I could have hurt
myself.”

“Oh, poo, the snow is soft,” she said.
“Come on.”

“It so happens that I’ve got a blister the size
of an egg on my right foot,” Stanley replied.

Don’t make a hero of your
husband, because you're
sure to find him out. Make
a comrade of him. It's far
safer and lasts longer.

LADIES' HOME JOURNAL

“If you want to do it, go ahead, but you’ll do
me a favor if you’ll untie yourself first.”

“We can untie now, anyway,” Ernst said.
He took the line from around Stanley’s waist,
and coiled the slack.

“Will you ski with me, then?” Elizabeth
said to Ernst. “You haven’t got a blister, too,
have you?”

"No,” Ernst said, and smiled. “I will ski
with you.” He started to untie the line from
her waist, but she stopped him.

"Let's ski tied together,” she said. “Maybe
we can play a kind of snap-the-whip.”

"All right,” said Ernst, and he and Eliza-
beth ran down the slope, skidded, and zoomed
back and forth for about twenty yards before
Elizabeth fell, and pulled him down. Stanley
watched sourly as they got up, laughing, and
went off again. Slowly and painfully he limped
down the slope after them.

They had lunch in thecabin, and then started
down the rocky path toward Grindelwald.
Ernst had put a dressing on Stanley’s heel, but
the blister continued to hurt him, and his legs
grew more painful with every step. By the time
they reached the glacier, he was tottering with
cramps and fatigue, and he considered it flatly
impossible that he walk for another two hours.
The distance from the glacier to the hotel
seemed to him to be greater than theentire trip
up the mountain, and the only thing that kept
him moving was the fact that Ernst and Eliza-
beth were walking along ahead of him, in the
best of spirits and apparently oblivious of his
presence. | could lie down here andfaintfor all
they care, Stanley thought. I could even die,
and they probably wouldn't
miss me until they got to the
hotel. Well, I won't do them
thatfavor. I'll keep up with
them if I never walk another
step in my life. I'll keep up
with them, and | may even
pass them, when we get into
the final stretch. I'll break
intoatrot,andjog past them.
Then I'll collapse. That
would be the best way. Go
past them, and then turn
and smile, and fall slowly to the ground,
bleeding.

It was late afternoon when they reached the
hotel, and Stanley felt that he was on the brink
of delirium. His face was burning hot, and the
pain had spread from his legs throughout his
whole body, but he managed to smile as he
paid Ernst his fee, and then shook his hand.

Ernst took off his hat, and bowed and kissed
Elizabeth’s hand. “There is a dance in the vil-
lage tonight,” he said, as he straightened up.
“It would be a good thing if you came to it,
because that will keep your muscles from get-
ting too stiff.”

“Oh, I don’t think I feel up to a dance,”
Elizabeth said, and laughed. "'But thanks for
telling us about it, anyway. We’ll think about
it, and see how we feel.”

They said good-by, and Ernst went briskly
down the path, and waved to them as he
turned onto the main road. As they went into
the hotel, Elizabeth said, “I think I’'m going
to be stiff tomorrow, no matter what we do.”

Stanley made no reply, but pulled himself
painfully up the stairs, filled a bathtub with
hot water, then wrenched off his clothes, and
sank into the water and went to sleep.

His next conscious knowledge was that it
was dark, and he was in bed, and Elizabeth
was beside him. He tried to move, but every
muscle in his body was as painful as a fresh
burn. He groaned softly. “Are you awake?”
Elizabeth asked.

""Uh-huh,” he replied.

“l want to confess something,” she said.
She paused, and then went on, “I have never,
never in my life been as terrified as | was going
up that mountain. | was sure we were all going
to be killed.”

“You certainly didn’t show it,” he said
gallantly.

“I couldn’t, in front of you. You were so
calm and brave, I’d have felt idiotic if I’d told
you. But you were all that kept me going.”

With a great effort, Stanley stretched out a
hand and patted her shoulder. “Think nothing
of it,” he said. “Any time you need me, just
call.” END

PHILIP GIBBS
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This Is no place for'second-best!.

Nancy Holmes suggests . . . tomatoes and. rings of Potato Salad, made special with Hellmann’s Mayonnaise

this i1s the place for HELLMANNS

p-toL udbrlt- A

Potato Salad Supreme —for festive buffet HELLMANN'S POTATO SALAD
or with dinner tonight, Hellmann’s makes this 8 medium potatoes, cooked and sliced
salad your specialty. Made from the famous 3lgbf:e”ﬁgﬁgﬁss"g;‘f‘hjg"érfn?s:’
recipe with freshly-broken whole eggs—even p- H yonnat

) 2 tbsp. vinegar 2 tbsp. hot water
extra egg yolks—Hellmann’s stays smooth,

Iight and distinctively flavored, even when Combine above ingredients while potatoes are still warm

W hen cooled, toss with A c. celery, Vi c. Hellmann’s.

thmned-, R . Place rings of salad around tomatoes nestled on greens.
What’s more, it brings out other food fla- Garnish tomatoes with small swirls of Hellmann’s.
vors, never hides them. Yes, it’s trUIy best, - P. S. Hellmann’s® Real whole-egg Mayonnaise keeps

yet it costs no more! sandwiches fresh-tasting!



New kind of
Home Permanent

from
Procter & Gamble

waving for you

Every end paper contains its own
waving ingredients—just the right
amount for each curl

Why didn’t somebody think of this before? A home
permanent with the wave in the end papers instead of
a bottle of lotion. That’s Procter & Gamble’s new
PACE.

Guesswork taken out. Because each paper contains
just the right amount of waving ingredients—never
too much, never too little—you get a perfect permanent
automatically.

No more waves that take in one place, don’t in an-

Wind curls as usual. Any home permanent curlers will
do. (End papers do the waving.)

Because the end papers themselves
measure out the waving action, your
PACE wave will be perfect

Easiest, fastest way yet to a really last-
ing permanent—just wind, wet with
pure, clear water, and neutralize

other. No more stragglers or strays.
week” frizz.

No messy, strong-smelling lotion. Just wind your
hair as usual, wEt with water, neutralize, and look! An
even, lasting wave that looks like a gift of nature.

So now there’s no reason to leave the house for a
permanent. Not when it’s next to no fuss at all to get
one at home. That’s with PACE—the worry-free way
to a perfect wave. How about today?

No more "first

Squeeze on plain, clear water with PACE'S handy
plastic bottle. No messy, strong-smelling lotion.

.eguuab

iQ\ oMion P

Costs no more than lotion permanents—52 plus tax.

Choice of 3 strengths: Regular... Gentle... Super

Procter S Gamble's
no lotion permanent



